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perhýaps, to the girl, who, happily, was quite un-
COnSCiQUS of the close scrutiny to which she was
being subjected.

And after the jolly littie supper, another pleasant
hour in the drawing room-all too short, reflected
jim, as at lengtli Coralie rose to go to bed.

She said good-night to the old lady, then Jim
saw lier to, the door. She held out bler hand and
for a moment their eyes met.

"Gýood-night 1" she said.
j im saw a tinge of colour sweep over lier cheek.

Thle next moment she 'had vanished and lie came
back to tlie old lady.

"Well, Gran ?" said Jim witli a laugli.
"I suppose it isn't possible that-in a single

evening-the Vling's preposterous !" lie stammered
out.

"My boy," said the old lady, "love is always
preposterous."

And witli that jim went to bed. Hie rose ratlier
late tlie next morning and liurried downstairs, only
to be met withl tliis astonisbing note. It ran:

"Dear Jim,-Phis is not ingratitude-only dis-
cretion. T'lere is sure to be a fuss, and 1 think
tliat by leaving for Hampstead at once, any cliance
of your grandmotlier and yourself being mixed up
in it will lie reduced Vo a minimum. In two days'
time, wlien I shail be my own mistress, I hope to be
able to caîl and tliank you botb for your kindness
in barbouring a runaway.-Coralie."

To say the least of it, jim was bitterly dis-
appointed. Hie went in search of lis graudmother,
and f ound sle liad receîved a siniilar note.

'II like it-the riglit spirit !" slie said.
"Yes, tlie riglit spirit-but annoying !" lie said

gloomily. "There are two days to get tlirougli lie
fore I can find out who slie is l"

He liad strolled out to bis club and in the read-
ing-room 'liad picked up a paper devoted Vo Soutli
African affairs . lJnder "Society Gossip" lie, by
some c!hance, cauglit siglit oi the word "Coralie,"
and read the paragraph quickly.

"Thle well-known and popular Lionel Beistein
lias not been seen much in town lately. Perhaps a
reason for tliis can be found in the fact that at two
o'clock to-day 'le will be married at Bamstoke
Parish Cliurch to Lady Coralie Walliston, on'iy
daugliter of the late' Marquis of Brackdale, and
ward of General Sir Cornlçy Yorke.".

The paper fluttered froin lis liands.
"Lady Coralie Wallistonl. I was rig'lt, tlien !"

lie miurmure-d. "And exigaged to Lai Beistein !"
Interested in South African affairs liimself, lie

kniew the man by siglit and uinsavoury reputation.
A youingisli millionaire, very successful, trYing to
break into society, Lal Belstein, of Wailbrook,
Johiannesburg, and Parklane!

No wonder Coralie 'had fled froim him! He
could noV lielp smiling to birnself as lie thouglit oF
Coralie safe in lIampstead.

"AIl the Belstein forces couldn't do it! Wliat
mi eartli could the Generai, ber guiardiani, be about

What was to, be done? Hie strode along deep in
thouglit. What was it to do witli him? Notbing
-unless, by any chance, lie h'ad bappened to bave
fallen in love withb ler.

Haýd lie? He stopped suddeniy, as if in liesita-
'tion. Looking round lie saw a cab. Tlie next mo-
ment lie iad jumped into it and told the man to
drive to Waterloo as fast as lie could.

"Ill just run d'own anyway; peiliaps I shaîl be
able to do somnething !" lie said grimly.

In a few minutes he was in a train whirling
down the Southampton line again, bis brain vainly
trying tVo bit upon some feasible plan.

"I can't make liead or tail of a man like Sir
Cornley Yorke trying to marry 'bis 'ward Vo, Lai
Belstein !" lie said for the 'bundredtli time. "Tliere's
sometliing ugly in it !"

He aliglited at the littie station of Bamstoke and
found it was one o'ciock.

"Tbey must bave got down a couple of bours
ago, unless tliey bave been stoppedl 1, le thouglit.

He 'learnt that Bamstoke House was about a mile
away, and as lie strolled along tlie quiet country road
lie pondered deeply, 'but, try as lie miglit, lie could
find no solution Vo the mystery.

Presently lie readlied tlie gaVes of Bamstoke,
House. T'lere was a iodge, but apparently it was
deserted. Tlie bouse stood beyond the bend in tlie
drive and was noV visible.

As lie stood gazing, lie heard in thie distance
tlie tlirob of a motor.

"Perliaps after al] Vliey bave been stopped-
are coming now !" he reflected.

Hie liad no desire to be seen, s0 liurriediy con-
cealed bimself from view in a clump of trees on tlie
roadside.

The tlirob grew louder, and looking up the road
j im saw a large car in the distance very similar to
the one lie had notîced in the fog last niglit.

Another minute and it liad drawn up outside thie
iodge. Beistein was drivîig, and 'was the first to
aliglit, and went to open the gaVe. A door.opened
at the side and the General jumnped out. Jim caughit
a momnentary glimpse of Coralie's face, wliite and
set. Hie felV a tirrill go tlirougli him

"W-hat is Carter about not being here ?" cried
tlie Getieral irately. "Is no one in the lodge?

Hie walked quickly to the 'Iodge, and tapping on
tbe door, ,opened it and entered. Beistein foliowed
bim witb a laugli.

"Don't le too liard on Vliem on my wedding
day !" lie cried. "I wait to, speak Vo Carter, Voo 1,
lie added as hie disappeared.

Tlien suddenly a great idea dawned upon Jim.
Springing from bis place of conceaiment lie tore
across thle road to thle car, perched liimself in tbe
driv'ing seat, and Vlrusting down thie starting lever
the car lenpt forward. lie heard a cry fromn the
lodge, but 'le mnerely put the car at her top speed
and in a few minutes tihey were a couple of miles
away aiong the road.

"Two can play at the abduction game," 'he
tliought to ihinself. 'Phen in a lonely part of txhe
road hé drew up, and, jumping down, opened the
dloor and Iooked in on Coralie.

As lie walked back to the hotel, lie unconsciousiy
tlirust 'bis liand into the pocket of the. fur coat, and
brouglit out an unaddressýed envelýope. Not being
accustomed to wearing other people's clothes, lie
forgot for the moment it was Belstein's property,
and opened it witbout thinking. Tbe first thing lie
pulled out was a clieque for £25,ooo, drawn in favour
of General Sir Cornley Yorke, and signed Lionel
Belstein. Witli it was a letter:

"As arranged, on thie day of my marriage tO your
ward, I liand you lierewitli tlie sum of twenty-five
tiliousand pounds, to take the place of bier fortune
lost by you in South African speculations. ....

JiM read no more. He replaced the contents of
the envelope huýrriediy.

"TPle sometbing ugly !' 'lie murmured. "No won-
der poor old Yorke was forced Vo malce thre urar-
riage. Samne old story of the trustee and gambiing
witb the funds. In tbe grip of Belstein-poor
devil !"

At the liotel lie stuck down the envelope, and
addressed it to, Belstein.

lie met Coralie in tlie bail.
"Wliat now ?" she asked.
"Oh, aill change 'here !" lie answered, pointing

to tlie new car that was waiting in the yard. "Ex-
planations en route," lie aýdded.

He led the way, and they got into the car.
"Ima passenger now," lie said, seating himself

beside ber, and spreading a thick rug over tibem.
"We have thirty-five miles Vo do."

Hie gave the word to. the. chauffeur, and they
were off again. As soon as tliey were clear of-
Franley, Coralie turned Vo liim.

"It's ail very extraordinary. liow on eartli"
He toid lier briefly the story of the Southi Afrîcan

paragrapli and tlie nigbV edition ühatt appeared at
eleven o'clock.

"And you came down at once to Bam-stoke ?" she
cried, in w-onderment. "Whatever induced. you-"
She came to, a stop suddenly.

lie turxned and looked into lier face-quite the
prettiest *lie lad ever seen. Then lie laughed softly.

"Thou-glt I'd like Vo--pretty country;- nice day
for a run, and that sort of thîng," hie answered, un-
trutlifully.

There was a few moments' silence. Coralie
seemed rather deep in thouglit. Presently she looked
up, at him again.

"May 1 ýask wliere we are going now? I hope
I -am not unduly cunious, but the excursion i's just
a l'ittle unusual, isn't it ?" she asked.

"Oh, dear no--quite normal," 'le answered lig't-
ly. "As a matter of fact we are well on the way
Vo Handley Towers."

"liandley Tower-s," she repeated, wrinkling 'ler
pretty eyebrows. "Why, isn't ixhat one of 'the places
belonging Vo Vhe Duke of Northborougli?"

"Yes-Vhey tell me it's mine," lie replied cooily.
She tuirned round in lier seat and iooked hýim-

straiglit in tibe face.
"Are you-are you the Duke of Nortbborougb ?"
Hie nodded.
T'here was a moment's pause., 'Plen lie saw a

littie smie ditnple about tber mouth.
"It seems raixher a pity to discover it. You see,

1 slian't be able to cali you Jim again."
TIen this young man, who,. twenty-four hours

ago, had 'declared thlat 'le wasn't "mudli of a senti-
mnenatlist," did an absurd thing. Hie moved lis armi
and ciauglit liold of lier 'land under thre rug.

"I'm very mnuchl lopîig you'lcontinue Vo do it-
and. for thie remnainder of your 'life, too," le added, in
a voice that trembled sliglitly.

"An amnazin' pair, my dear 1" observed "Gran"-
otlierwise the Mardrioness of Hexmouth-to a cronyv
a few months later. "They met one aniother in
amnazin' fashion, becarne engaged in -an amazin' short
time, anrd, 'pon my word, vhey seemn quite an'îa7in'ly
happy now!"


