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IN TWO INSTALM

But it was not a plessant story, and I
made several stammering attempts before I
managed to give my host a clear account of
what I had seen.

The fire had burnt low and it was grow
ing very dim in the grey of the twilight,
and I could not see the effect of my words,
but & sharp exclamation from him made me
pause in the middle of my story.

*I beg your pardon. Will you go on P’
he ssid ; then listened without anotber word
until the end.

An ominous stillness fell when I bad fin—
ished, and my host neither spoke nor stirred
for soma moments ; then he made a savage
exclamstion and eprang up so suddenly that
his heavy chair fell over with a crash.

He took no notice of it, but str:de across
to the window and stood staring out at the
driving rain. :

Whilst I was asking myeelf the meaning
of this exbibition of temper, tne servant
came in with a lighted lamp. .

She picked up the fallen chair, with a
look of open sstonishment at her master
and myself. turned the light up to a bright-
er flame, and went out.

Still my host had not spoken, and I look-
ed at him with growing curiosity, mystified
by his silence. ;

The light fell full on him, as he stood in
the window, with bands thrust into his

ockets, and reavealed what the dusk bad
idden.

That old brown eshooting suit was the
one I had seen through the shutter the
night before, and the man was— the thief.

1 could not quite smother a little cry as
the fact grew clear to mo, and he turned
at the sound and faced me.

There was anotber moment of
strained  silence, whilst our eyes
met acress the width of the
room, and then it seemed to me he must
have read the accusation in mine, and his
own grew bard and resentful.

A dark flish crept up under bis brown
skin, and I felt myseli growing cddly hot
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you. The things shall be sent to your
cousin within a week at most. If she has
not received them by that time, may I
ask you to write to me here and tell of it P’
‘Yes, I will do so,’ I said; and then I
suddenly remembered Herr Kuhn’s loss.
‘There is tome¢thing more you wish to
say P asked my host.
Herr Kubn’s money, you know,’ I stam-
mered. Twelve %8““, he said it was.’
Herr Kubn! bois that? Ah! the
botel keeper at Friceich. The money shall
be sent to him. And now, will you tell
me what I canfjdo for yourself?
My thoughts flow back guiltily to my
cousins, ignorant all these years of my

*Is it too late for me to get away to
night P I asked.

Quite, I am afraid,’ was the answer.
‘The town is nesrly five miles from here
and no train will be stopping there before
to morrow morning.

*‘Ob my poor cousins !' I exclaimed. They
will think me dead !

‘I will send a telegram to them at once
if you will write the message.’

‘A telegram !' | repeated. From where P
From the town; and I will have it sent
to all the sfations on the line, in case they
are waiting on the road for news of you.’
‘Yes, that would be best, of course; but
it is, late, and such a night—you cannot

fate. that Herr Kubn had bad nis money return

Pixholme, that was sleepy and duller tban

in%‘ alert and {ull of expectancy.

had himaeli seen the advertisements the
papers_held for him, and bad formally
claimed the estate.
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spoke.
She roured herself instantly, and ker

fingers tremb'ed as she lilted her treasures | my resources ended, but I drifted some

trom the box.
Then joy broke radiant over ber face as
each seiz ng a cise,we opaned them guick-

ly, and discovered their contents all safe

and intact.

‘But what does it mean P Who sent
them, and from where P’ asked my cousin
bewildered.

‘Did not the carrier’s book state where

they were sent from P* I asked—on this
point at least, genuinely curious.

‘Of course, I remember, it said Buda-
Pesth,’ she answered. ‘Though thai fact
alone won‘t help us much, I must write

to K1 n aad to ths detective this minute.
Perhaps they may be abl ; to explain it.*

‘Does it matter so very much about
having it explained P I asked. ‘You bave
got your siiver back safely ; surely, that is
the principal thing P

Countess Maria looked at me in sur
prise and a little scorn.

‘Of course it matters,’ she said decid-ed
ly. ‘How absurd you talk ! I hate myster
iss on principle, and I shall not rest until
this has been cleared wup.*

But to my secret reliet it was not ‘clear
ed up.” The ruse of taking the things to
Buda Pesth, and despatching them trom
tbe-e, had been & good one and the only
thing we learned from our irquiries was

ed to him from the same place, and in an
equally mysterious way.

——

CHAPTER 1V.
Two months later I was back in quiet

ever with dear old Avonsmere shut np.
But the village awoke one autumn more-

ark Dering had been found, or rather

Pixholms wes prepared to do all honor

under the circumstances; and I must find

morning.’

little bostess, and amounted into her old
long discussed saddle, which her son had
put on his own horse for my accomodation
He swuog himself on to the back o
a heavy, rough looking animal he had bor-
rowed for the occasion, and we started for
the station.
My host was a rather silent companion
but the more more I saw of him ths more

*Can’t IP Itis not much to do for you
out at what time your train goes in the

The sun had not long risen the next day
when I said my Jast good bye to my sweet

and uncomfortable.

What it I sm wrong P’ I thought un-

easily; buta second glance assured me I
was not, and yet sheer cowardice, or soms
other feeling which I could not d:fine, froze
the accusation on my lips.

‘Is there no mistake ! he asked present-
ly. ‘You really saw what you have told
meP?

‘With my own eyes,” I replied.

‘And you are sure they are really the
things thst were stolen from your cousin P’

‘Quite,’ I said empbhatically, :

<] can give you a list of them if you like.’

‘Your word is enough,’ ke said. ‘May
1 ask you what you intend to do about it P’

‘I—I was going to give mnotice to the
police at the nearest town,’ I snswered
with faltering candour.

My companion turned away from me,
and walked s few times up and down the
room in silence.

Then he stopped short before me and
spoke abruptly—

*You bave seen Madame Dussel P’

“Your mother?’ I said, pvzzled.
‘Yes ; you know I have seen her.’

“Then you don’t need to be told that she
knows nothing whatever of all this P’

‘1 am pure of it,’ I answered warmly;
and when he spoke again there was a note
of softness in his voice—

‘Shs is growing old, and she has bad
many troubles in ber life. If I pledge my
word to you that your cousin’s property
shall be rastored ictact within a week, will
yousave her a fresh hurt, and kecp this
affair a secret P’

I wanted nothirg better than to spare
her the knowledge of her son’s guilt; but,
coming frcm him, the demand seemed a
little audacious.

1 would do a great desl to keep 1t from
Madame Dussel,” I began ‘but—

‘But you c:nnot take my worcP’ he
broke in sharply, as [ beertated.

Anud, even in spite of what I knew, I was
conscious of a sting of-sclf-reproach.

‘The word of a thief,’ I said to myself.
¢It is too ridiculous ! .

Aud yet, after one more look in the
grave, brown face bent over me, I knew
that I could trust him.

‘I will take your word,’ I said simply
weskly, perheps; and he put bis hand out
with & sudden lightening of the cloud on
bis face, but drew it back agein instantly,
and merely said, Thaok you,’ with a cool
bow. :

He went over to a& writing-detk that
stood in the corner, lit & couple of candles
on it, and put out pen and paper.

*Will you be good enough to write'me a
list of the things stolen and the address of
your cousin P’ he asked then. .

For a moment I hesitated, wondering
whether it was very wrong to take the
law into my own hands in this way; but
the thought ot Madame Dussel decided

vepenied of your rash
*ang » host, as I gave
“dvess I had written

*m at the slight

eman, ‘I said
given me your

. o8 broken,’ he ans-
ered voice. ‘It seems
~aak of mere thanks for
» and yet I do thank

difficult it became to connect him in my
mind with a sordid theft.

‘It I bad not seen it,’ I told myselft
nothing on - arth would bave made me be-
lieve it of him ; but I did see ir, and so —it
is just ope of those mysteries that cannot
be explawned.’

Very little was ssid by my companion
until I was settled in my carrisge at the
station, and the train about to atart.

Then be stood at the carrisge door,
looking away from me with eyes that
plainly saw nothing, and seemed dcbating
with himself whether to speak or not.

The whistle sounded shriily, and he had
only time to ssy—

*Within & week ; it not, you will write P

1 nodded; no words would have been
heard as the-train moved, groaring, out of
the station; but iously I | d
out of the window to catch a last glimpse
of the man who I falt must remain an eni-
gma to me,

My journey was not a very long one and
I bad scarcely sprung out on the platform
of the station nearest to Huglespiel when
my cousing pounced upon me with a duet
of questions, congratulations, and re
proaches, and bore me off to the big old
carriage that was in waiting.

My story was quickly told when divest-
ed of all important detail which I was re-
solved sbould remain a secret from them
and all the world, and then I had to listen
to a sad account of disappointed hopes
and the utter failure of the detective to
trace the lost silver.

‘And after making eo sure that they had
got the right clue—it is really dishearten-
mmg,’ complained the Countess Maria. I
could only murmur words of sympathy
and beg rhem not to give up hope so early.

The days went by in slow—snd to me,
avxious—monotony until five bad pasaed,
without & sign of the arrival of the pro-
mised silver.

On the morning of the sixth day, I was
in the garden with the Countess Maria,
watching  the oporations  of  her
old gardener and his  son
when a cart was driven up to the gates.
The driver lifted a wooden packing case
down from the seat and carried it up the
drive.

From the station, Countess,’ he explain-
ed, as my cousin met him; and my heart
gave a bound of hope and expectancy.

‘I have not ordered enything—it must
be a mistake,’ the countess said, and then
having fixed her glasses and read the 1sbel
cerefully she added: ‘No, the address is
quite right. Heres Karl carry this box into
the h: use.

The garden boy obeyed and my cousin
went indoors, after signing the receipt in
the csrrier’s book.

I followed ber with feverish longicg to
see my hopes fulfilled, and together we
drew the nails and screws from the lid of
the neat deal box and prived it open.

Brown paper was inside, and, to my
bot impatience it seemed as if my cousin
never would bave done removing it.

At last the final covering fell fluttering
to the flyor and theh my cousin stood star-
ing into the box with wide startled eyes.

.‘Look, Eltrid, look I' she gssped and
with a great sigh of relief, I saw the two
q;ll koown leather csses dying side by
side,

‘Haen’t you better open them? I sug-
gestod, and my cousin neither moved nor

to the new equire in the shape of & public
reception at the station, and arches of
evergre2nsacross his path; but Mark had
gratefully, but firmly declined anything of
toe kind,and d.ove quietly over to Avons-
mere one dusky nigut betore anyone was
aware of his coming.
Just one week afterwards I siood in
Lady Follet’s long yellow draped drawing
room with a select party ot her friends
whom she ghad invited to meet the new
squire.
My beart beat a little faster than usual
for the general feeling of expectancy was
coutagious, and I felt a hslt envious ic~
terest in the present owner ot Avonsmer -.
‘Is it true that you bavan’t seen him yet?
Lady Fellct was saying to me. ‘We have
seen a great deal ot oim alrendy, and the
girle bave had some good times with him
attennfs and up ihe river; but then of
course, they krew each other as
children, and 80 are quite
old friends. He assured me he remember
ed us all so well.’
A movemant at the other end of the room,
and an announcement in the lond, solemn
tones of the butler, aad my hostess moved
off in a flutter ot frills and importance to
meet the guest of the evening.
The room was a long one, and I stood
at the end tarthest from the door, bu:
Mark Dering's face towered ahove thoss
that were near it, and as he lingered, talk-
ing to the people introduced by our host-
&8s I was able to study it at leisure. .
After » moment's inspection I drew a
sharp br ath, and my pulses gave a bound
of amazemeat—almost fright.
It was Madame Duesei’s son !
For some time I goz:d at him in bewild-
erment, the ripple of soft voices making &
strange buzzing in my ears; then I slowly
grew conecious of my mother speaking 1n a
reproving whisper at my elbow.
*Eltri¢, my dear cbild, what are you
dreaming ot ? The man is not really hand-
some, of course, but he is not a dragon
either, that you should glare at him in that
horror-struck way. People will notice it.
Come with me and speak to bim.’
I sbrank back with some vague idea ot
flight, but no escape was possible.
Le:dy Follet was bringing him towarde
us, and betore I could make up my mind
how to act, the words of introduction were
being spoken.
Thare was a little smothered sound of
surprise, and I telt rather than heard as he
recognizad me ; and in his eyes, as I forced
myself to look np and meet them, I read
the query, whetber I would claim bim for
an acquaintance or not P
But ! wass far too confused to do any
more than to bow and murmur a few coz-
veotional worde as 1i to the greateat stran-
er.
’ He answered with formal politeness, and
after a few moments’ talk with my mother,
be dritted away beside our hostess to the
other end of the room. j
My breath csme more freelv and my
thoughts grew clearer, but somewhere in
my brain a voice kept repeating the ugly
word, ‘Impostor.
Atter a time, driven by a curiosity which
there was no resisiing, I worked my way
to a lounge near to where the squire sat
dee%in conversation with Edith Follet and
the Hono'able Mary Grey.
No one noticed me, and, bending over a
large portfolio of Edith’s sketches, I listen-
ed to their talk.
‘Where have I been P Mark was saying
inanswer to some question from Mary
Grey. ‘Oh, balt over the world, I believe
in the last filteen years; but New Zoa.
land is where I lived the longest.’
*Half over the world P Edith repeated,
in ber clear infantile treble. ‘What ad-
ventures you must have bad, and what
lovely stories you will be sble to tell us !
Won't you begin now, and give usan
account of where you went when you left
here, and how you managed to hide so
cleverly P’
*Was it clever P’ Mark asked. ‘I don’t
feel verf proud of myselt now when I re-

ever forget that ugly invident, but I should

your silence about it. You must naturally
feel that an explanation of 1t is due te you,

with a | ttle tightering of the lips, ‘I have
none to offer.’

acting on some sudden impulse I could not
bave explained.
it again, and—and I should like to be
friends, please.’

all things considered, but 1 have never pre-

money enough to take me to London de-
cently by train, and there my plans and

how towards the docks, and some pervarse
fate threw me into contact with a kindred
spirit. He was & boy about my own  sge,
who, before long, confided to me that he
bad come to Eogland from Hamburg as a
stowaway that very night. The plan ap-
pealed to my longing for adventure, and I
decided to go with him We got over
without any trouble, and, as I knew there
would be a hunt for me, I borrowed my
new friend’s n.me and passed myself cff as
his brother.

Miry Grey gave a little shiver under
her satin bodice.

‘A stowaway !' she repeated ; ‘how hor-
ribly creepy and uncomfortable it sounds ;
and how glad you must be to be ¥ack in
civilized life again |

‘For some things, yes ; and it is certainly
good to be back at Avonsmere; and yet I
honestly say I wish Dick had lived to k<ep
it; he was worthier of it than I.’

Lady Follet interrupted with s request
that Mary Gr:y would sing, and she mov-
ed off in stately condesccnsion towards the
pisno.

‘The Honourable Mary has not altered
in the least,’ Mark observed toe Edith Fol-
let. ‘Do pou remember how horrified she
was, when we were children, to discover
that you played (ricket with me, and how
she persusded your mother to banish me
from your society 'or & whole week fr
baving dared to teach yon the latest R i~
by elang?’

Eith laughed, and I got up with a little
sigh of reliet and moved away

Surely this man, whatever else he might
be, was the true Mark Daring, and no 1m
postor.

I had no speech with him for the rest of
the evaning, and it gradually grew clear to
me that he was purposely avoiding m>.
The knowledge piqued me more than I
cared to own, even in face of the fact that
I bad deliberately disowned all acquaint-
ance with him ; and,with a childish s.nse of
injury and neglect, I voted that the two
Follat girls grew more doll like and inane
every day ot their lives
A week passed without my szeing the
new squire again ; bis time was saidto be
tully occupied in going over the accounts
of the estate, and with the parties and din-
cers that were still being given in his hon-
our.

To two of these I was invited, bit in a
fit ot irritablity and depression qaite new
to me, I declioed them botb, and, woman-
lik- ‘sfterw:rds wi had that I had gone.
Then, on 8 mild and bright S:ptember
morning, I went for a long, lonely ramble
10 the quiet woods, and presently sat down
on a tree stump, with my chin in my hand
and wide unteeing eyes, thinking.

A glad bark, and a quick scsmper of
soft padded feet on the tallen leaves, rouc—
ed me at last.

My o d triend Lion, the Avonsmeaa col-
lie bad sprung up at me delighted aod [ had
not yet relessed myselt from bis caresses
wioen his new master called bim off

*You need not scold him, Lion 18 an old
triend ' I said with hot, unreasoning re
sentment.

‘And L am not,” Mark retuined with
pride in his cbilly voice, and inxhs quick
fiush of colour ib bis tace. *Y:imade the
fact 8o pisin to me the o'her rugat, it is
baraly necessary to remind m: > i: now.’
To my own surprise, 1 coul: fiid nota-
ing to say, and turned my hesu away in
stupid silence.

‘I don’t question your right to ignore
our acquaintances I should never have
spoken of it but tor something I heard two
days ago.’

I looked a silent question, and he went
on speakin ., but in an alcered tone: ‘Lady
Follet bhas told me that you were to have
been my cousin’s wite—lorgive meil it
hur:s you to speak of it—but knowing this,
I can’t look upon yon quite as the stranger
you scem to wish to be. I want at least
to explain how [ came to be introduced to
you as Madam Dassel’s son ’

Piease go on,’ I said, as he pausad,and
seemed to be waiting my permission to
continue.

‘I thick you heard me say the other
night that 1 made fricnds with a boy, with
whom I went cver to Hamburg P

I nodded, growing hot at the thouzht
that he had known of my presence as 1 sat
listening to his talk.

‘Madame Dussel is that boy‘s mother;
he bad run away from his home as [ had
from mine—buc with less excuse, and I
wag the means of hir going oack to ber.
Afterwards I bad an 1llness that ook me
ns:r to death‘s door; she nursed ms back
to life, anJ, like the true womasn she is,
grew 10 love me in the process. O her
things happened later on toat made tue
pond vetwcen us closcr. Her home be
cameé mine whenever I caccd to claim it,
and she never called me any other thao her
boy, aed would gladly have forgotten that
L was not in reanty. Knowing thie I did
not care to undecieve you when she pres
ented me to you as her son, especially as it
eeemed then very unlikely that we should
meet again.

He paused, and looked away from me
down the narrow path, as it making wp his
mind to something disagreeable; and I
reading his bis thoughts, answared them,
‘My cousins received their things sately’
I said ‘and—and nothing more has been
heard about ths theit.’

‘Thauk you,” Mark said gravely. I have
no right, of course, to expsct that you will

like you to know that I am grateful for

but—he hesitated, and then concladed

‘Ido not wish for one,’ I said "quickly,

‘I don’c want to speak c

It was weak of course, probably worse,

call it, 1 assure you. I bad just pocket

tended to be particularly wise or strong-

———

minded, and the words weze spoken before

I bad time to consider how rash they were-
The effect was asudden lightening o
Mark's face, that made it for a moment al-
most boyish.
*Did you mean that P’ he asked eagerly,
‘dont say it lightly, please, it means more
than you think.’ :

ed up, feeling reckless and defiant, snd
repeated—*I mean it.’

evertheless, the next moment I folt I
could bava bitten my tongue through with
vexation for having commited myself to so
rash a declaration.

I could not recall it, however.

To bave done’ so would have made me
_lpggu 80 miserably weak and inconsistent
in his eyes.

And besides, I was not sure 1 did not
mean what I had said.

Of course I must have meant it, or, al-
most involuntary though the words had
been, I surely should mot hava uttered
them.

Aud yet—

Well, I did not know what to think.

Something of what was passing in my
mind must have revealed itself in my per:
turbed little face, tor I was conscious thst
Mark was regarding me with a quzzical
lock, and the suspicion of a twinkle in his
eyes. ;

Somehow, this tact annoyed me beyond
messure.

How could he treat the matter with
such evident want of seriousness, knowing
himselt to be what he wasP ;

I turned away petulantly, and without
anotber word to him, began to retrace my
steps in the direction of my Lome.

t was possibly owing to the 1act of m
mind being so pre-occupied with what ha
just passed between us that I did not not-
ice where I was going.

At any rate, I suddenly tound myzelf on
the verge of the narrow but by no means
shallow, river that ran through the Avons-
mere estate my steps having unconsciously
wandered thither from the path along
which I ought to have continued.

Not only was I on the verge of the river
but [ was a little too near the water for
safety.

Indeed coincident with the realization of
my position, [ was borribly conscious of
the tact that I was sinking forward.

I'made a frantic effort to recover my
equilibrinm. It was useless however.

I sank forward farther and farther, the
ground at the edge of the river crumbling
away from under my feet.

To ma it seemed an age that I hung sus-
pended, as it were, over the limpid depths
of the swiftly flowing stream.

Yet it could not have been more thin a
moment ere, with a despairing scream, I
plunged iato its cold embrace.

But the agony of that moment I shsll
never forget, nor the trenzied terror ihat
seemed to paralyz3 all my faculties as I
found myself sinking to the bed of the river,
with the water hissing and roariog in my
ears.

The next instant, however, with the in-
stinct of selt preservation strong within me,
I struggled madly to regsin the surtace.

It seemed that I should never reach it.
But presently I was conscious of bsing
able to breathe again.

I gasped wildly, for breath, with the
result that the water poured into my
mouth, almost choking ma.

I could not swim a stroke, and the river
was particularly deep at the spot where I
had falien in.

My senses seemed to be deserting me.
The roaring in my ears appeared now
to become deatening.

My vision became blurred.

A blood red mist enveloped me, that
gradually changed to one of intense black-
ness.

Just as this was ded by a feeling
that ssemed to numb brain and body alike
I heard a voice, that appeared o come
from afar off saying, ‘Courage! I am
here to save you !’

Then I telt a hand grasp me and [
knew no more.

L * L]

‘Thank God !’

I was dimly conscious of tha exclams
tion as returning lite began so dawn within
we, and, opening my eyes, [realizad with
a start that I waslying on the ground,
my head supported on Mark During's
knee.

I sawat once that he was very pale,
but a look of intense relief swep, across his
tace, and there was an expression in his
eyes which I could ot fathom, but which
sent a thrill through all my being.

Aud 80 1t was to him I owe: my life !
How grateful [ was !

And yet, how bitterly I regretted I had
not been saved by a batter man.

At'x lif only M rk bai not buen what he
was ! ‘

CHAPTER V.

‘My Dear Eltrid,— Although you hava
not answered my last letter and are be-
coming a shockingly bad oorrespondent,
I must write to tell you some naws that
will interest you. I need not ask yon
it you remember the affur of my
stolen silver, for of course yon do, and
will be pleased to know thst there is at
last some chance of the mystery bsing
cleared up. Some weeks ago there was a
theit committed at Friesich, something
similar to the one at the Hotel Kuhn, but
this time the police were more fortunate,
and that the thiet was caught. When he
found that his case was hopeless, he made
a full confession of & lopg lite of ecrime.
He was a locksmith, it appears, and, bﬁ
plan was to make duplicates ot the keys:
supplied to people who had valuables to
guard, and use them himself on the first
occasion that seemed safe. Of course he
had sccomplices, and one of these, whom
be describes as quite a gentleman, was the
man who robbed Herr Kubn and me.
Kuhu ha1 had & new key made to his safe

ntinued on 'age Loree.

& Just for & momoet I hesitated, then look- .
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