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/ the first real drawback he had en- 
' countered. It was Irritating, at the 

time, but he gave little heed to It after 
he first pang of disappointment had 
passed. Fate, which had proved so 
kind during six days, did no. see fit to 
warn him that her smiles would now 
be replaced by frowns. She even lul
led him to the belief that Vanrenen’s 
absence migh prove fortunate.

“Perhaps," he fancied, “I would 
have rubbed him up the wrong way. 
He is devoted to his daughter, and he 
might look on my harmless but un
avoidable guile with a prejudiced eye. 
In any event. I should be compelled 
to go slow in analyzing Mrs. Devar's 
motives, and this pertinacious Mar- 
igny seems io have been fairly inti
mate with him in Peris. Yes, on the 
whole, it is iust as well that I miss
ed him. Cynthia can put matters 
before him ir. a better light than is 
possible to one who is an utter strang
er. 1 must tell her, in my best Amer
ican. that it is up to her to explain 
Fitzroy to pap."

Before leaving the hotel he inquired 
for Count Edouard Marlgny. He drew 
a t?lank there. No such name had 
been registered during the year.

The dinner passed without note- 
worth incident. Sir Ashley Stoke con
demned the Government, the Marquis 
of Scarland was more than skeptical 
as to the proSpects of grouse shooting 
after the deluge in April and May, 
Lord Fairholme growled at the perni
cious effects of the Ground Game Act, 
and Medenham spoke of these things 
with his lips but in his heart thought 
of Cynthia. The four men were in 
the smoking-room, and the Earl was 
chaffing his son on account of his in
ability to play bridge, when Tompkin- 
son entered. He approached Meden
ham.

, "Dale has arrived; he wishes to see 
your lordship." he said in a stage 
whisper.

“Dale!"
The young man sprang to hîs feet, 

and his troubled cry brought a smile 
of wonderment to his brother in-law's 
face.

“By Jove!" said the Marquis, "you 
couldn't have jumped quicker if Tom- 
kinson had said the devil' instead of 
'Dale.' Who, then. Is Dale?"

Medenham hurried from the room 
without another word. The Earl 
shook his head.

"More mischief!" he muttered. 
"Dale is George's chauffeur. I sup
pose he is mixed up in this Vanrenen 
muddle again."

“What muddle Is that?" asked Scar- 
land. Is George in it?—that would be 
unusual."

"Something to do with a motor," he 
said vaguely. “The Vanrenens are 
Americans, friends of Mrs. Leland's. 
You remember her, Arthur, don't you?"

"Perfectly. Is 'Vanrenen' the Peter 
of that ilk,"

“1 think so. Yes—that is the name 
—Peter Vanrenen."

"Oh. he's all right. If George has 
any dispute with hint I'll settle in a 
minute. - He 4s as straight as they 
make 'em—bought two of my prize 
bulls three years ago for his ranch In 
Montana. By the way, someone told 
me the other day that he has a very 
pretty daughter—‘a real peach the 
man said. Wonder if George has seen 
l:er? Begad, he might go farther and 
far worse. We effete aristocrats can 
do with a strain of new blood occa- 
fc*orally, eh, what?"

“eVanrenen' sounds like a blend of 
old Dutch and New England," said Sir 
Ashley Stoke, who was sane on all sub
jects save one, his pet mania being the 
decay of England since the passing 
of the Victorian age.

The Earl helped himself to a whisky 
and soda. His egotism was severely 
shaken. Who would have thought 
that a pillar of the state like Scar- 
land would approve of this Vanren
en girl as a match for George, even 
In Jest? But he had not the good 
sense to steer clear of explanations. 
When he found his voice It was to 
swear at the quality of the whisky.

Medenham, meanwhile had rushed 
into the hall. He expected to find 
Dale there, but saw no one except the 
suave footman on duty. The man 
opened the door.

“Dale Is outside. In the car, my 
lord," he said.

“In the car!" That meant the burst
ing of a meteor in the blue sky.

Sure enough, there stood the Mer
cury, dusty and panting, but seeming
ly gathering breath for another 
mighty effort If necessary.

“Come in!” shouted Medenham, on 
whom the first strong shadow of Im
pending disaster had fallen as soon 
as he heard those ill-omened words 
"in the car."

Dale scrambled to the pavement 
and walked stiffly up the steps, being 
weary after an almost unbroken run 
of one hundred and eighty miles. He 
nodded to the Mercury, and the fool- 
man rang for a page-boy to mount 
guard. Medenham led the way into 
a small anteroom and switched on the 
light.

, "Now," he said.
) "Mr. Vanrenen kem to Chester last

night in Slmmond's car, my lord. This 
mornin’ he sent for' me an' sez 'who 
are you?' ‘The chauffeur, sir,’ sez I. 
‘Whose chauffeur?' sez he. ‘Yours for 
the time,' sez I, bein' sort of ready for 
him. ‘Well, you can get/ sez he. ‘Get 
what?' sez 1. ‘Get out/ sez he. Of 
course, my lord, I knew well enough 
what he meant, but 1 wanted to have 
it straight, an' I got it"

. Dale's style of speech was elliptical,
t* though he might have been surprised 

If told so. For once, Medenham wish
ed be was a loquacious man.

"Was nothing else said?" he asked. 
"No message from—anyone? No reas
on given? What brought Slmmonds 
to Chester?"

"Mr. Vanrenen picked him up In 
Bristol at 4 am. yesterday, my lord. 
Slmmonds ms de out that that there 
Frenchman, Monsieur Marinny" (Dale 
prided himself on a smattering of 
French), "had pitched a fine ole tale 
about you. In fact the bearings got 
so hot at Bymon's Tat that Slmmonds 

ob till Mr. Vanrenen sort
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"Well, my lord, I could do with a 

drink. It's a long road that stretches 
between here an' Chester, an' I left 
there at ten o'clock this morning, run 
nin‘ through any Gord's quantity of 
traps, an' all."

Medenham did not smile. He touch
ed a bell, and found that Dale’s speci
fic was a bottie of beer.

“I never sec eyes on Miss Cynthia. " 
continued the chauffeur, his wits quick
ening under the soothing draught. 
“Another lady kem out an* looked me 
up an’ down. ‘Yes, that Is the car/ 
she said, an* with that I remembered 
seein' her at San Remo. Mrs. Devar 
seemed as if she wanted to say some- 
think, but she daren’t, because Mr. 
Vanrenen's eye was on her. He made 
no bones about it, but told me to hike 
back to London the minnlt Slmmonds 
got the carrier-off."

“I am quite clear on that point. 
What I really want to know Is the 
reason behind Slmmond's statement 
about Count Marigny's tale-pitching, 
as you term it."

“Oh, of cotirse Mr. Vanrenen didn't 
say anythin.-. Slmmonds was what 
you call puttin’ two an' two together. 
From what Mr. Vanrenen arsked 
him it was easy enough to get at the 
Frenchman's dirty tricks."

“Tell m„ how Slmmonds put it?" 
caid Medenham, with the patience of 
a great anger. Dale scratched the tack 
of his ear.

“For one thing, my lord, Mr. Van
renen wanted to know if you were 
really a viscount. It was a long time 
before Slmmonds could get him to be
lieve that the accident in Down Street 
wasn't a put up job. Then, he was 
sure you stopped in Symon's Yat just 
In order to throw Mr. Marinny off 
your track. Slmmonds is no fool, ray 
lord, an’ he guesses that the French
man brought Mr. Vanrenen hot-foot 
from Paris so as to—to—"

Dale grinned, and sought inspira
tion in the bottom of an empty glass.

“Well, my lord, excuse me." he said, 
“but you know what I mean."

Medenham completed the sentence.
“So as to prevent me from marry

ing Miss Cynthia."
“Exactly what Slmmonds an* me 

said, my lord."
“He will not succeed. Dale."
“I never thought he would. Once 

your lordship is set on a thing, well, 
that thing occurs."

"Thank you. Good-night!"
Medenham did not feel equal to fac

ing the men in the smoking-room 
again. He went out, walked up Ox
ford Street and across the park, and 
reached his room about midnight. 
Next day he devoted himself to work. 
In ^ view of the new and strange cir
cumstances that had arisen he believ
ed confidently that Cynthia would re
ply to his letter by return of post, 
and there should be no chance of de
lay, because she meant to stay" two 
days at Windermere, making that 
town the centre of excursions through 
lakeland.

While the son was seeking forget
fulness In classifying a collection of 
moths and night flies caught during 
a week at La Turbie, the father found 
occupation in prosecuting diligent in
quiries into the social and financial 
standing of Peter Vanrenen. As a 
result, the Earl visited Lady St. Maur, 
and, as a further result, Lady St. 
Maur wrote a very biting and sarcas
tic note to “My dear Mlllicent." More
over, she decided not to press her 
nephew to visit her at present.

Next morning, Medenham was up 
betimes. He heard the early post
man's knock, and Tomkinson in per
son brought the letters.

"There's nothink in the name of 
Fitzroy, my lord," said he. having 
been warned in that matter overnight.

Medenham took his packet with 
the best grace possible, trying to as
sure himself that Cynthia had written 
at a late hour and had missed the 
first London mail in consequence. 
Glancing hurriedly through the corres
pondence, however, hie glance fell on 
a letter bearing the Windermere post
mark. It was addressed, In an Un
familiar hand, to "Viscount Meden
ham," and the writing was bold, well- 
formed, and business-like. Then he 
read:

Sir—My daughter received a note 
from you this morning, and she Was 
about to answer It when I Informed 
her that she*waa communicating with 
a person who had given her an as
sumed name. I also asked her, as a 
favor, to permit me to reply In her 
stead. Now, I have this to say—Miss 
Vanrenen does not know, and will 
never know from me, (he true nature 
of the trick you played on her. You 
bear the label of a gentleman, so It 
is my earnest hope—indeed, my sin
cere belief—that you will respect the 
trust she placed In ydu, and not ex
pose her to the Idle chatter of. clubs 
and scandal-spreading drawing-rooms. 
During two days I have been very 
bitter against you. To-day I take a 
calmer view, and, provided that pelth- 
er my daughter nor I ever see or hear 
of you again, I shall be willing to 
credit that you acted more in a spirit 
of youthful caprice than from any foul 
desire to injure the good repute of 
one who has done no harm to you 
or yours.

I am,
Yours truly,

Peter Vanrenen.
Medennham read and reread this 

harsh letter many times. Then, out 
of brooding chaos, leaped one flejy 
question—where was Marlgny?

The gate which Cynthia's father had 
shut and bolted in his face did not 
frighten him. He had leaped a wall 
of brass and triple steel when he won 
Cynthia Vanrenen's love in the guise 
of an humble chauffeur, so It was un
believable that the barrier interposed 
by a father s misguided wrath should 
prove unsurmountable.

But Marlgny 1 He wanted to feel 
his fingers clutching that slender 
throat, to see that pink and white 
face empurple and grow black under 
their strain, and It was all-lmportan’ 
that the scoendrel should be brpught 
to book before the Vanrenens return
ed to London. He gave a passing 
thought to Mrs. Leland, It was true. 
If she shared with Vanrenen the silly 
little secret of hia Identity, It was bo 

•rehenaJon that she should

(Medenham) was merely an -enter 
prising blackguard.

Still, these considerations . were 
light as thistle-down compared with 
the need of finding Marlgny. He and 
Dale began to hunt London for the 
Frenchman. But they had to deal 
with a wary bird, who would not break 
covert till it suited his own conven
ience. And then, the sublime cheek 
of the man! On the Friday morning, 
when Medenham rose with a fixed re 
nclvo to obtain the services of a pri
vate detective, he received this note:

Dear Viscount Medenham—I have 
a notion, as our mutual acquaintance 
Mr. Vanrenen would say (Do you know 
him? Now that I consider the mat
ter, I think riot), that you are anxious 
to meet me. We have things to dis
cuss, have we not? Well, then I await 
you at the above address.

Yours to command
Edouard Marlgny.

yood comprehe 
Ls few tAamd I

CHAPTER XIV
—And Good Judgment Yields to Folly

At any other moment the tone of 
confidence underlying the effrontery 
of this letter would certainly have re
vealed its presence to a brain more 
than ordinary acute. But in the storm 
and stress of his rage against gods 
and men. Medenham did not wait to 
ponder subtleties of expression. No 
matter what the hidden reason that 
inspired Marigny's pen, it was enough 
for Medenham to know that at last 
that arch-plotter and very perfect ras
cal was within his reach. He break
fasted In a fury of haste, crammed 
on a hat, and rushed away, meaning 
to drive in a cab to the hotel in North
umberland Avenue from which Mar- 
igny wrote.

Such was his agitated state that be 
was not even surprised when he found 
the Mercury waiting outside, with 
Dale, taciturn as ever, scrutinizing ihe 
day's sporting news. In umber fact, 
the man was almost as perturbed as 
his master. For an hour in the morn
ing, and again during certain periods 
of suspense in the afternoon, he for
got his troubles In the effort cither 
to “spot winners" or to persuade him
self that the horses he had "selected 
for particular races had not run. since 
their names failed to appear among 
the “first three." But these spasms 
of anticipation and disillusionment 
soon passed. During the remainder of 
the long hours of daylight Dale was 
ever on the qui vive for a wild rush 
of two or three hundred miles in pur
suit of the woman whose charms had 
so effectually subjugated the young 
Viscount. Even the hunt for Marlgny 
did not weaken Dale’s belief, and Me
denham was never in Cavendish 
Square or at his club at any practic
able hour that the Mercury was not 
at hand, with petrol tanks full, lug
gage carriers attached, and a full 
stock of spares and reserve spirit on 
board. At any rate, on this occasion 
Medenham merely gave him Marigny's 
address, and pumped inside. Dale was 
disappointed. He expected the order 
to be “Carlisle," at least.

Soon his lordship was being con
ducted by an hotel sen-ant to a pri
vate sitting-room. The Frenchman, 
who was seated at a table, writing, 
when he entered, rose and bowed 
politely.

“I thought It highly probable that 
I should have the honor of seeing you 
this morning. Viscount Medenham," he 
said, and there was a touch of re
straint, of formal courtesy, in his voice 
that the other, even in his anger 
against the man, did not fail to no
tice. Oddly enough, It savored of bru
tality to attack him without preface, 
and Marlgny seemed to be uncon
scious of his visitor's unconcealed an
imosity.

“I am glad you are here," he went 
on globly. "Recent events call for a 
full discussion between you and me, 
do you agree? But before we come to 
close quarters, as you say In England,
I wish to know whether the argument 
Is to be conducted on lines that befit 
gentlemen. On the last occasion 
when we differed, you used the meth
ods of the costermonger."

“They served their purpose," said 
Medenham, annoyed at finding the 
Frenchman's coolness rather discon
certing.

Suddenly, he decided on a new plan 
of action, and resolved to let the man 
say what he chose. Dearly as he 
would have liked to wr< ik physical 
vengeance on him, he ft „ that such 
a proceeding offered th* least satis
factory way out of a situation fraught 
with no small risk of publicity. Mar
lgny must have had some all-power
ful motive In sending for him; better 
learn that before his bitter and con
temptuous words sealed an adver
sary*» lips.

“Won't you sit down?" came the ur
bane request.

“I prefer standing, If you don't 
mind," said Medenham curtly; then 
he added, after a little pause:

“It may clear the atmosphere some
what If I tell you that I threatened 
you at Bristol merely because a cer
tain issue had to bq determined with
in a few seconds. That consideration 
does not apply now. You are at liber
ty to say what you like without fear 
of consequences.”

The Frenchman elevated hie eye
brows.

"Fear?" he said.
“Oh, don’t bandy words with me. 

You know what I mean. I suppose j 
a man must possess courage of a sortJ 
even to become a blackmailer, which 
Is what you threaten to develop Into. 
At any rate, I promise to keep my 
hands off you, If that Is what you 
want”

“Not exactly," was the quiet answer.

-Bren you will admit that I was first 
to the field."

"One may draw distinction», even In 
that regard, but I do wish for an op
portunity to discuss our quarrel with
out an appeal to brute force."

“In other words,” said Medenham 
sternly, “you want to be free to say 
something which under ordinary con
ditions would earn you a thrashing. 
Well—say It!"

Marlgny nodded, pulled a chair 
round so that he was straddled across 
It, facing Medenham, with his arms 
resting on the back. He lit a cigar
ette, and seemed to draw inspiration 
from the first dense cloud of smoke, 
for his eyes dwelt on It rather than 
sought the Englishman's frown.

“In a dispute of this kind/’ he said, 
“it is well to begin at the beginning, 
otherwise one’s motives are apt to be 
misunderstood. Even you, I suppose, 
will admit that I was first in the field.”

There was no answer. To his 
credit, Medenham thought. Marigny 
showed a curious unwillingness to 
mention Cynthia's name, but, no mat
ter what he had in mind, Medenham 
certainly did not intend to render his 
task easier.

“You see/’ went on Count Edouard, 
after a thoughtful puff or two, “I am 
quite as well-born a man in my coun
try as you are in yours. I have not 
ascertained the date when the Fair- 
home Earldom was created, but there 
has been a Count Marigny on the 
Loire since 1434. Of course, you un
derstand that I do not mention this 
trivial fact in any ridiculous spirit of 
boasting. I only put It forward as con
stituting a claim to a certain equality. 
That is all. Unfortunately, recent 
events in my family have robbed me 
3f those necessary appurtenances to 
rank and position which a happier 
aie has preserved to you. I am poor, 

you aie rich; I must marry a wife 
with money, you can afford to marry 
for love. Why then. Viscount Meden
ham, should you step in and rob me 
of a rich wife?”

In spite of his loathing of the means 
adopted by this self-proclaimed rival 
to snatch an advantage, Medenham 
did not hesitate to reply:

“My answer to that is, of course, 
that I have done nothing of the sort. 
I simply intervened between a crew 
of adventurers and their possible, 
though most improbable, victim.”

“Unfortunately, our points of view 
are erreconcilableb” went on the 
Frenchman airily. “I might claim 
that the term adventurer, as applied 
to me, is a harsh one. You may in
quire where and how you choose in 
Paris, and you will find no discredit 
attached to my name. But that phase 
of the difficulty is now of no conse
quence. Let us keep to the main issue. 
Some three months ago I made the 
acquaintance of a lady fitted In every 
respect to fill my Ideal. I was on good 
terms with her father, and by no means 
distasteful to the lady herself. Given 
a fair opportunity, I thought I might 
win her. and I was puzzling my wits 
to know how best to attain that most 
desirable end when Fate apparently 
opened a way. But you have no doubt 
observed in life that while one can 
seldom misinterpret Fate’s frowns, 
her smiles can be damnably mislead
ing. Sometimes they are little else 
than malicious leers; it was so now, 
and I quickly found that I had erred 
badly in thinking that I had been 
vouchsafed a golden opportunity------”

“Can’t you spare me some of this 
theorizing?" broke in Medenham with 
a cold impatience. ‘‘You happened to 
send for me at a moment when I was 
exceedingly anxious to meet you. The 
fact that I am here In response to your 
request stops me from carrying out the 
special purpose I had In view-. That 
can wait, though not very long. At 
any rate, you might save yourself 
some hair-splitting, and me some 
exercise of self-restraint by telling me 
what It is that you want."

"▲ thousand regrets if I am boring 
you,” said Marigny, leaning back in 
the chair and laying the cigarette on 
the mantelpiece. ‘‘Yet bear with me, 
a little while. I pray you; these •ex
planations are necessary. A sane man 
acts with motive, and it is only reason
able that you should understand my 
motive before you hear my project.

"Ah, then, there Is a project?”
“Yes. You have stepped In between 

me and the realization of my dearest 
wish, of my main object in life. You 
are, I take it, a soldier and a gentle
man. There is a way by which men 
of honor settle these disputes—I In
vite you to follow It."

The fantastic proposal was made 
an air of dignity that robbed It of any 
Inherent ludicrousness. Greatly as he 
despised this man, Medenham could 
could not wholly conceal the wonder 
that leaped to hie eyes.

"Are yov suggesting that we should 
fight a duel?” he asked, smiling with 
Incredulity, yet constrained to believe 
that Marlgny was really speaking In 
cold blood.

"Yes—Oh, yes. A duel—no make- 
believe!"

A curious change came into Marig
ny's voice at that instant. He seemed 
to bark each staccato phrase; a vin
dictive fire gleamed in his black eyes, 
and the olive tint shadowed beneath 
the pink and white of his skin.

Medenham laughed, almost good- 
humoredly.

"The notion Is worthy of you,” he 
said. "I might have expected It, but 
I fancied you were more sensible. 
Surely you know enough of my world 
to realize that such a thing is Impos
sible."

“It must be made poeslble,” said 
Marigny gravely.

"It cannot—I refuse.”
“I am partly prepared for some such 

answer, but I shall be Just to you In 
my thoughts, Viscount Medenham. I 
know you are a brave man. It Is not 
cowardice, but your insular conven
tion that restrains you from facing 
me on the field. Nevertheless, I In
sist.”

Medenham threw out an Impatient 
hand.

"You are talking arrant nonsense, 
for what purpose I can hardly cdb- 
ceive,” he said, frowning, with vexa- 
tlbn at the tragi comedy into which 
he had been drawn. “Frenchmen. It 
is true, regard these things from a 
different standpoint. That which 
seems rational to you 11 little else 
than buffoonery to me. If that is your 
object In seeking an Interview, It had 
now been accomplished. I absolutely 
decline to entertain the proposltleo 
for a moment Yon have certainty 
succeeding In lending an air of drivel 
to a controversy that I regard as 
serious. I came here filled with very 
bitter thoughts toward you, but your 
burlesque has disarmed me. It la 
only fair, however, that I should warn 
you not to cross my path again, slnçe 
one's sense of humor may become 
strained, and that will be bad for 
ybu.”

His attitude seemed to betoken an 
immediate departure, but Marlgny 
looked at him so fixedly that he 
waited to hear what the other had to 
say. He was quite determined now 
tp keen CvnJLhla ont of the dlameeki

even vanrenen s letter need not he 
mentioned until he had seen the mil
lionaire In person and disabused his 
mind of the inept inventions with 
which the Frenchman had perplexed 
him. e

“I don’t take your refusal as final,” 
said Count Edouard, speaking very 
slowly, and choosing each sentence 
with evident care. “I wap at pains 
to explain my position, and there now 
devolves upon me the disagreeable 
duty of telling you what will happen 
If you do not fight. You English may 
not care to defend your honor In the 
manner that appeals to a more sensi
tive nation like the French, but you 
are vulnerable In your womenfolk. I 
now tell you quite frankly, that If you 
do not abandon your pretensions to 
Miss Cynthia Vanrenen, I shall make 
it my special business In life to ruin 
her socially."

Medenham listened more in amaze
ment than Indignation.

At first, the true significance of the 
threat left him unmoved. In his ears 
it was a mere repetition of the bogey 
raised by Vanrenen. and that was the 
wildest nonsense.

“I really do not think you are re 
sponsible for your words." he began.

Marlgny swept aside the protest 
with an emphatic gesture.

“Oh, yes, I am,” he said, his voice 
low, sibilant, menacing. “I have laid 
my'plans, and shall pursue them with 
a complete detachment. Others may 
suffer—so shall I. I hpve practically 
reached the limit of my resources. In 
a month or less I shall be penniless. 
What money I could scrape together 
I devoted to the furtherance of this 
marriage-project, and I am well aware 
that when you meet Mr. Vanrenen. 
my poor little cobweb of Intrigue will 
be blown Into thin air. You are quite 
a desirable parti. Viscount Medenham 
—every condition points to your 
speedy and happy union to the lady 
of your choice. It i :. however, a most 
unfortunate and lamentable fact that 
she also happens to be the lady of 
my choice, and I shall revenge myself 
on you, through her, In the way best 
calculated to pierce your thick British 
hide. The future Countess of Fair- 
holme should be superior to Caesar's 
wife in being not only above suspicion 
but altogether removed from its taint. 
I am afraid that It will be my task 
to tarnish her escutcheon.”

“You misarble rascal,” cried Meden
ham, stung beyond endurance by this 
extraordinary declaration of a vile 
purpose, “why should you Imagine 
that I shall allow you to sit there 
and pour forth'your venom unscathed? 
Stand up, you beast, or must I kick 
you up!"

“Ha! You are ready to fight now, 
my worthy Viscount! But not in your 
costermonger fashion. You cannot, 
because I have your promise. You see 
I have taken your measure with some 
accuracy, and hard words will not 
move me. I mean you to understand 
the issue clearly. Either you meet 
me under conditions that will ensure 
a clear field for the survivor, or 1 de
vote myself to spreading in every 
quarter most likely to prove damag
ing to Miss Vanrenen the full, though, 
perhaps, untrue, but none the less 
fascinating story of her boating ex
cursion on the Wye at midnight.’’

He did then spring to hla feet, for 
Medenham was advancing on him with 
obvious intent to stifle the monstrous 
accueation by force.

“No! No! you will achieve nothing 
by violence,” he shouted. “You are 
not so much my physical superior that 
I cannot defend myself until assis 
tance arrives, and I will ask you to 
consider what manner of gloss will 
be placed upon your actions if I drag 
you before a magistrate for an assault. 
Why, man, you are absolutely at my 
mercy. Ah, touche! You felt the 
point that time. Que diable. I gave 
you credit for a quicker wit, but It is 
gratifying to learn that you are be 
ginning at last to see that 1 am in 
deadly earnest. When I strike there 
Is nothing half-hearted behind my 
blow; I swear to you that 1 shall 
neither relent nor draw back. If ruin 
overwhelm me, Cynthia Vanrenen 
shall be Involved in my downfall. 
Picture to yourself the smiles, the 
whispers, the half-spoken scandal 
will cling to her through life. Who 
will believe her when she says that 
she was lgonrant of your rank when 
she started out from L»ndon? The 
Incomparable Cynthia and the naugh
ty Viscount touring their thousand 
miles through England with Mrs. De
var as a shield of innocence! . . 
Mrs. Devar! . . .Can’t you hear 
the long and loud guffaw that would 
convulse society as soon os her name 
cropped up? Ah, you are writhing 
under the laeh now, I fancy! It Is 
dawning on you that a peril greater 
than the sword or bullet may be near. 
Dozens of people In Paris and Lon
don know, or guess, at any rate, that
I was Cynthia Vanrenen's suitor, but
II many hundreds as there were 
dosene shall be told that I cast her 
»ff because of the taint placed on her 
by your silly masquerading. You 
bave no escape—you have no answer 
—your marriage will only serve to 
confirm my words. Do you hear? I
■hall say . . But you know what 

I shall say. . . . Now, will you 
Bght me?" -*•

“Yes," said Medenham.
A spasm of hate and furious joy 

struggled for mâstery In Marlgny s 
face, but he showed an Iron resolu
tion that almost equaled the coolness 
>f the man whose scornful gaze might 
prell have abashed him.

“I thought so." he said—"under 
terms, of course?"

“Terms, you beast! The only terms 
l ask are that you shall stand before 
tne with a sword In your hand."

“▲ sword!—Is that quite fair? You 
Englishmen arc not proficient with 
the sword. Why not pistols?"

“I think, you are right." said Meden 
ham, turning away as if the sight of 
him was loathsome. "You deserve 
the death of a dog; it would dishonor 
bright steel to touch you.”

"We shall see," said Marigny. who 
Waving achieved his purpose, wad now 
apparently unconcerned as to its out 
come. "But It would be folly to fight 
without arriving at an understanding 
I shall try to kill you, and I am surf 
you will admit that I have striven 
to force you into an active reciprocity 
in that respect. But one might only 
be wounded—that Is the lottery of It 
—so I stipulate that If fortune should 
favor me, and still you live, you shall 
agree to leave me in undisturbed pos 
session of the field for at least six 
months after our encounter."

Medenham still refused to look a’ 
him.

"I agree to no terms or condition? 
whatsoever," he answered. "I arr 
meeting you solely because of the 
foul lie you have dared to utter 
against the reputation of the woman 
I love. If you breathe a word of it 
In any other car I shall tear your 
tongue out by the roots, duel or no 
duel." - "

"Ah. but that is a pity,” l»»re<I me 
Fren liman. “Don’t you see that un
less you accept my offer I shall be 
compelled to fall back on the sword, 
since it Is absolutely an essential ele
ment of my probable* success that you 
should be cleared out of my way? I 
have no chance against you In the 
matrimonial market, but I think the 
odds are in my favor when cold steel 
Is the arbitrator. Nbw, could anyone 
be more frank than I in this matter? 
I mean either to win or lose. There 
must be no middle course. Unless 
you are willing to stand aside. If 
beaten, I can win only by stepplnng 
over your corpse. Why not avoid ex
tremes? They may be unnecessary.”

“You have already convinced me 
that your ethics are drawn from the 
police court, but I see now, that you 
depend for your wit on the cheaper 
variety of melodrama,” said Meden
ham, with a quiet derision that at last 
brought a flush of passion to the 
Frenchman’s face. “I fall to see the 
need of more words, x You have asked 
for deeds, and you shall have them. 
When and where do you propose that 
this encounter shall take place?”

“To-morrow morning—about four 
o’clock—on the sands between Calais 
and Wissant.”

In spite of all that had gone be
fore, Medenham was unprepared for 
this categorical answer. Were he In 
full possession of his faculties he must 
have seen the trap Into which he was 
being decoyed. ’ Unhappily, Van- 
renen’s letter had helped to complete 
the lure, and he was no longer amen
able Jo the dictates of cold reason.’'

“That Is hardly possible,” he said. 
“I do not propose to bring myself un
der the law as a murderer, Monsieur 
Marigny. I am ready to take the con
sequences of a fair fight, but to se
cure that, certain preliminaries are 
Indispensable.”

“I was sure you would meet me,” 
said Marigny, smiling nonchalantly 
as he lighted the cigarette again. “I 
have arranged everything, even the 
attendance of witnesses and a doctor. 
We cross over to Calais by the night 
boat from Dover, pick up the others 
at the Hotel du Plage, at which they 
will arrrive to-night, and drive 
straight to the terrain. There is no 
prospect of outside interference. This 
Is not the sort of duel which either 
of the combatants is anxious to ad
vertise broadcast. My friends will be 
discretion itself, and I need hardly ex
press my conviction that you will not 
make known In England the purpose 
of our Journey, of course, It is open 
to you to bring one of your friends. 
If you think fit. But my notion is, 
that these affairs should be settled 
discreetly in the presence of the smal
lest possible number of onlookers. I 
shall, of course, satisfy you as to the 
standing of the gentlemen I have sum
moned from Paris. On the table there 
are their telegrams accepting my in
vitation to meet us at Calais. When 
you came In I was busy putting my 
wretched affairs in order. At least 
I have given you proof of my belief 
in your courage. I even go so far as 
to say that I regret most profoundly 
the necessity which has driven me to 
use threats against a charming lady 
In order to wring a challenge out of 
you. Of course, between ourselves, 
I know perfectly well that there la 
not a word of truth in the statements 
I have pledged myself to make, but 
that defect in nowise detracts from 
their efficiency. Indeed, It commends 
them the more to the real purveyor 
of scandal------ '*

The door slammed behind Meden
ham. A dreadful doubt assailed him 
that if he did not hurry away from 
that taunting voice he might be temp
ted to forget himself—and what tor
ture thfft would mean to Cynthia! 
He was indeed a prey to complex 
emotions that rendered him utterly in
capable of forming a well-balanced 
judgement. Nothing more illogical, 
more ill-advised, more thoroughly un- 
suited to achieve its object than the 
proposed duel could well be mooted, 
yet the sheer malignity of Marigny's 
ruffianly device to attain his ends had 
impelled him to that final madness. 
Notions of right and wrong were top
sy-turvy in his brain. He was carried 
along on a current of passion that 
overturned every barrier imposed Ly 
sense and prudence. It seemed quite 
reasonable to one who had often 
risked life and limb for his country, 
who, from mere love of sport, had 
faced many an Infuriated tiger and 
skulking lion, that he should ba justi
fied by the eternal law In striving to 
rid the world of this ultra-beast. He 
had not scrupled to kill a poisonous 
•nake—why should he flinch from kill
ing a man whose chief equipment was 
the poison-laden fan of slander? Hap 
pily, he could use a sword in a fashion 
that might surprise Marigny most 
woefully. If he did not succeed In 
killing the wretch, he would surely 
disable him, and the thought sent a 
thrill of fierce pleasure through his 
veins that he resolutely closed his 
eyes to the lamentable results that 
must follow his own death.

Cynthia, at least, would not suffer; 
that was all he cared for. No matter 
what happened, he did not imagine 
for one moment that she would mar
ry Marigny. But that eventuality 
hardly troubled him at "11. The 
Frenchman had chosen the swords, 
and he must abide by its stern ar
bitrament.

"Home!” he said to Dale, finding 
his retainer’s eye bent inquiringly on 
him when he reached the street. The 
word had a curiously detached sound 
in his ears. "Home!” It savored of 
rank lunacy to think that within a few 
short hours he would be standing on 
foreign soil, striving desperately with 
naked steel to defend Ills own life 
and destroy another's.

CHAPTER XV.
The Outcome

The fine weather which had en 
dured so long gave way that night. 
Storm-clouds swept up from the At 
lantic, and England was drenched 
In rain when Medenham quitted 
Charing Cross at 9 p.m. At the 
eleventh hour he determined to take 
Dale with him, but that belated dis 
play of wisdom arose mpre from the 
need he felt of human companionship 
than from any sense of the absurdity 
of going alone to fight a duel in a 
foreign land. He had given no 
thought during the fleeting hours to 
the necessity of communicating* with 
his relatives in case he fell a victim 
to Marigny's rancor, so he devoted 
himself now to writing a brief account 
to the Marquis of Scarland of the 
causes that led up to the duel. He 
concluded with an entreaty that his 
brother-in-law should use all means 
within his power to close down any 
inquiry that might result, and pointed 
out that In this connection Dale would 
prove a valuable ally, since h!s testi
mony would make clear the fact that 
the contest had taken .place in France, 
where duels are looked on with a more 
lenient eye than In England.

U. waa^iimwU la write totiblz JB

the rast-moving. m-ngbtea cram, so 
he completed the letter on board the 
steamer, but did not hand it to Dale 
until after Calais was reached.

While the steamer was drawing up 
to her berth, he saw Count Marigny 
among the few passengers on deck. 
He had turned his back on the 
Frenchman at Charing Cross, but the 
imperturbable Count, noticing Dale in 
the half-light of dawn, believed that 
Medenham had brought a fellow-coun
try-man as witness. He strolled up, 
and said affably:

“Is this gentleman your friend?”
“Yes," said Medenham, “though not 

quite in the sense that you mean 
He will accompany me to the hotel, 
and await my return there."

The Frenchman was evidently mys
tified; he smiled, but passed no other 
comment Dale, who heard what was 
said, now wondered more than Q&er

■ what lay behind this sudden journey 
; to France. He had already recognized 
| Marigny as the owner of the Du Val- 
. Ion, for he had seen him leaving the 
! Métropole Hotel at Brighton not many
days ago, and had the best of reasons 
for regarding him as Viscount Meden- 
ham’s implacable enemy. Why. then.

; were these two crossing the Channel 
j In company, going together to some 
hotel, and leaving him, Dale, to kick 

( his heels In the small hours of the 
morning till It pleased them to pick 

! him up again? « *
| In Justice to the loyal-hearted chauf- 
! feur, plunged quite unknowingly Into 
I the crisis of his life, It must be said 
that the notion of a duel did not even 

i occur to his puzzled brain.
Nor was he given much time for 

! speculation. A carriage awaited the 
trio at the quay. They carried no

■ lugagge to entail a delay at the Cus
toms, and they drove off at a rapid

1 pace through the silent streets in a 
j drenched downpour of rain. When 
they reached the Hotel de la Plage.

! neither Medenham nor the French- 
! man alighted, but the former handed 
, Dale a letter.
! “I may be detained in France some- I what longer than I anticipated,” he 
said in a matter-of-fact tone. “If that 
is so, and you have to return to Eng
land without me, hand this letter to 
the Marquis of Scarland. Take great 
care of it, and keep It in your pos
session until you are positively as
sured that I am unable to go with 
you.” *

These enigmatical Instructions 
bothered their hearer far more than 
any of the strange proceedings of 
the night.

“How shall I know, my lord, 
whether I am to go back with you 
or not?” he asked.

“Oh, of course I shall make that 
quite clear," laughed Medenham. 
“At present, all you have to do Is to 
wait here a little while.”

His careless demeanor dispelled the 
first dim shadow of doubt that had 
arisen In Dale's mind. The man was 
no stranger on the Continent, having 
traveled with his employer over the 
length and breadth of France and 
Northern Italy; but the manner of 
this visit to the Hotel de la Plage at 
Calais was so perplexing that he as
sayed another question.

“When may I expect you, my lord?” 
he asked.

Medenham affected to consult his 
watch.

“Within an hour,” he said; “perhaps 
a few minutes more. At any rate, 
you can arrange to catch the after
noon boat. Meanwhile, make your
self comfortable.”

By this time, three men, whom he 
had never seen before, came but 
from the hotel. Apparently, they 
were fully prepared for the coming 
of the visitors from England. They 
greeted Count Marlgny cordially, and 
were introduced to Medenham. With
out more ado, two of them entered 
the vehicle; the third, hoisting an 
umbrella, climbed to the side of the 
driver, to whom no orders were given, 
and the cab rattled rapidly away over 
the paving-Ftones. leaving Dale to 
gaze disconsolately after It.

Then the vague suspicions In his 
mind awoke innto activity. For one 
thing, he had heard one of the stran
gers alluded to as “Monsieur le Doc
teur.” For another, the newcomers 
carried a curious-looking parcel, or 
case, of an elongated shape that sug
gested unusual contents. Some trick 
of memory came to his aid. In an* 
hotel at Lyons he had watched a valet 
packing just such an object with the 
remainder of hie employer's luggage, 
ana was told, or inquiry, that it con
tained foils. But why foils? . . • 
at four o'clock in the morning? . . 
in a country where men might still 
requite an outrage by an appeal to 
the law of the Jungle?

Hastily drawing from breast pocket 
the letter intrusted to him, he exam
ined the superscription. It was ad
dressed simply to the Marquis of Scar- 
land; and must surely be a document 
of immense significance, or the young 
Viscount would not have brought him 
all the way from London to act as 
messenger rather than Intrust it to 
the post. Each Instant Dale's ideas 
became clearer; each Instant his 
heart throbbed with a deeper anxiety. 
At last, when the fourwheeler disap
peared from sight round an angle of 
the rain-soaked boulevard, he yielded 
tç Impulse rnd ran into the hotel. 
French peop’e are early risers, but 
the visitors to Calais that morning 
Were as(lr at an hoitf when most ÇÎ 
the hotel staff were still sound asleep. 1 
A night porter, however, was await
ing him at the entrance, and Dale 
forthwith engaged in a valiant strug
gle with the French language in the 
effort to ascertain, first, whether the 
man possessed a bicycle, and, second
ly, whether he would lend it. The 
Frenchman, of course, broke in a 
voluble statement out of all propor
tion to the demand, but the produc
tion of a British sovereign seemed to 
interpret matters satisfactorily, be
cause a bicycle was promptly pro
duced from a shed in the rear of the 
building;.

(To be continued)
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Girls! Try Itl Hair gets soft, fluffy and 
beautiful—Get e 26 cent bottle 

of Danderlne.

If yon care for hoary hair that glis
ten» with beauty and Is radiant with 
life: has an Incomparable softness and 
Is fluffy and lustrous, try Danderlne.

Just one application doubles the 
besuty of your hair, besides it Imme
diately dlssolTes every particle of 
dandruff. Ton can not have nice 
heavy, healthy hair If you have 
dandruff. This destructive scurf robs 
the hair of Its lustre. Its strength and 
Its very life, and If not overooroe It 
produces a feverishness and Itching of 
Ihe scalp; the hair roots famish, 
loosen and die; then the hair falls out 
fast. • Surely get a 26-cent bottle of 
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store and lust try. It


