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‘“=wWrong, sir. Is it worth a bob?” |
and the urchin grinned delightedly. |

“Yes,” he sald. |

“A day an’ five-twelfths, 'coss one
man can do one quarter in a day, and
t'other man a third, which is seven-
twelfths, leavin’ flve-twelfths to be
done next day.”

Though the millionaire financier
was nettled, he did not show it, but
paid the shilling with apparent good
grace.

“Did you find that out—or was it
Dick Davies?” he asked.

“Both of us, eir, wiv’' a foot rule.”

“And how far is the Symon's Yat |
Hotel. measured by that rule?”

“Half a mile, sir, down that fhere
lane.”

While traveling slowly in the
fow lane, Simmonds turned his head.

“it doesn't follow that because the
hoy saw Viscount Medenham yesier-
day his lordship is here now, sir,” he
said.

“You just do as your told and pass
no remarks,” snapped Vanrenen.

If the head of the house of Vanrenen
were judged merely by that somewhat
unworthy retort he would not be
judged fairly. He was tired physical-
ly. worried mentally; he had been
pbrought from Paris at an awkward
moment; he was naturally devoted
to his daughter; he believed that Me-
denham was ah unmitigated scamp
and Simmonds his tool; and his fail-
sre to solve Medenham'’s arithmetical
problem still rankled. These con-
piderations, among others, may be

pleaded in his behalf. i

But, if Simmonds, who had stocd |
on Spion Kop, refused to be brow-
beaten by a British earl, he certainly
would not grovel before an American
plutcerat. He had endured a good
deal since five o'clockt that morning.
Hé told his tale honestiy and fully;
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But to be treated like a serf?—no, not
if Simmonds knew it! 1

The car stopped with a jerk, Out |
he driver. !
Now yeou can walk to the hotel."l
he raid, though he distinguishted the |
hote! by &n utterly inappropriate ad-|
Jective.

The more sudden the crisis the
more prepared was Vanrenen—that
was his noted characteristic, whether
dealing with men or money.

“What has bitten you?’ he deman-
ded calmly. |

“You must find somebody else to |
do your detective work, that's nll,"!
came the stolid answer.

“Don’'t be a mule.” I

“I'm not a mule. You're makin’ a|
d—d row about nothing. Viscount |
Medenham is a gentleman to his fin-
ger tips, and if you were one you'd
&now that he wouldn't hurt a hair on
Miss Vanrenen's head, or any lady's, |
for that matter.” {

“Where my daughter is com‘emed!
T am not 2 gentleman, or a viscount, |
©or a* person who makes d—d rows.
I am just a father—a plain, simple
father-—who thinks more of his girl
than of any other cbject in this wide |
worid. If I have hurt your feelings
1 am sorry. If I am altogether mis-
taken I'!l apologize and pay. I'm pay-
ing now. This trip will probably cosl‘
me fifty thousand dollars that 1 would |
have scooped in were I in Paris to-
morrow. Your game is to attend to
the benzine buzz part of the contract
and l!eave the rest to me. Shove
abtsad, and step lively!™

To his lasting c¢redit, Simmonds
obeyed: but the row had cleared the
air; Vanrenen liked tne man and felt
now that his originai estimate of his
worth was justified.

At the hotel, of course, he had much
more to learn than he expected. Odd-
iy enough, the praises showered on
“Pitzroy” confirmed him in the opin-
fon that Cynthia was the vetim of a
clever knave, be he titled aristocrat
or mere adventurerer. For the lrst
gime, too, he began to suspect Mrs.
Devar of complicity in the plot!

A nice kind of chaperon she must
be to let his girl go boating with a

hauffeur on the Wye! And her Sun-

y's fllness was a palpable pretense
»—an arranged affair, no doubt, to per-
mit more boating and daliying in this
;llryl;nd of forest and river. What

nks he owed to that Frenchman,

arigny!

Indeed, it was easy to hoodwink
ghis hard-headed man in aught that
mgected Cynthia. Count Edouard dis-
played a good deal of tact when he
ealled at the Savoy Hotel late the pre-
tl:nl night, but in obvious relief at

ding Vanrenen in London had in-
uced the latter to depart for Bristol

a midnight train rather than trust
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He did not go straight to Hereford A queni,
He had told | werd-music acclaimed by three cen-

for the best of reasons.

Cynthia of Mrs. Leland’s coming, and | turics?
had heard of it not from her in re- |

If he rushed off
now to intercept the motorists at
Hereford he would defeat the very
purpose he had in view, which was
to interpose an effectual shield be-

tween the scoundrelly lordling and his |
: prey, while avoiding any risk of hurt-
Moreover, |

ing his daughter's feelings.
he was eminently a just man. Hear-
ing from Marigny, that Simmonds, the

original cause of all the trouble, was |

skulking at Bristol, to Bristol he went.
From that starting-point, with his
knowledge of = Cynthia's probable

route, he could surely pick up traces :
| of the predatory car at most towns

which it passed. Moreover,
choose his own time for

through
could

this time he was fully resolved on,

' either at Chester or farther north.

Transcending these minor features
of a disturbing affair was his self-
confessed fear of Cynthia. In the un-
fathomed deeps of a father’s love for
such a daughter there is ever an ele-
ment of fcar. Not for all his wealth
would Vanrenen cast a shadow on the
unsullied intimacy of their affection.
Therefore, he would be wary, circum-
spect, ready to accept as most credi-

ble theories which he weald scout in .

any other conditions, quick to discern
the truth, slow to point out wherein
an inexperienced girl had erred, bu:
merciless to the fortune-hunter who
had so jeopardized Cynthia's
his own.

Hence, his appearance at the Sy-
mon's Yat Hotel seemed to have no
more serlous import than a father's
wish to delizht his dceghter by an
vnexpected participaticn i. her holi-
¢ey. No zecret had been inade 8s to
tie Mercury's halting-place that day.
Cynthia herself had written the ad-
dress in the hotel register, adding a
request that letters, if any, were to
be forwarded to Windermere.

By chance, the smiling landlady's
curfosity as to “Fitzroy"” raised a new
specter.

“He must be a gentleman,” she
sald, “because he belongs to the
Thames Rowing Club: he also spoke
and acted like one. Why did he em-
ploy an assistant chauffeur? That is
most unusual.”

Vanrenen could only explain that
arrangements for the tour were made
France, so he
was not fully posted as to detzils.

“Oh, they did not intend to remain
here on Saturday, but Miss Vanrenen
liked the place, and secmed to be
rather taken with the FLotel 3
whereat the millionaire nodded his
complete agreement —"so Mr. Fitzroy
telegraphed for a man named Dale to
come to Hereford. There was some
misunderstanding, however, and Dale
arrived yesterday in the car.
He left by an early train this morn-
ing, after doing the garage work.’

Simmonds, candor itself about Me-
denham, had said no word of the Earl
of Fairholme or Dale. Marigny. of
course, was silent as to the Earl,
since it might have ruined his last
faint hope of success had the two per-
plexed fathers met; Simmonds's re-
cent outburst opposed an effectual
bar to farther questioning; so Van-

| wedared

happi- |

|
renen was free to deduce all sorts of |

possibilities from the existence of yet
another villainous chauffeur.
Unhappily, he availed himself of the
opportunity to the full. The fair
countryside and the good food of the
March countics made little or no ap-
peal to him thenceforth. He pined

| aware.

to be in Chester, yet restrainéd the |

impulse that urged a frenzied scurry
to the Banks of the Dee, for he was

adamant in his resolve to have joined |

her as the outcome of a mere whim
after she had met Mrs. Leland.
The Mercury arrived at Ludlow

long before Vanrenen crossed tho Wye |

Bridge at Hereford.
ped the car at “The Feathers,”. that
famous magpie among British Inns,
where Cynthia admired and photo
graphed some excellent woodcarving.
and saw an iron-studded front door
which has shut out revellers and the
night on each alternate round of the
clock since 1609, if not longer.

If they hurried over luncheon they
were content to dawdle in the pic-
turesque streets, and Cynthia was re-
luctant to leave the fine old castle,
in which Miiton's “Masque of Comus”
was first played on Michaelmas night
of 1634, At first, she ylelded only
to the flood of memories pent in every
American brain when the citizen of
the New World stands in one of these
treasure-houses of history and feels
the pasing of its dim pageants; when
they stood together in the ruined ban-
queting hall, Medenham gave play to
his imagination, and strove to recon-
struct a scene once spread before the
bright eyes of a maiden long since

“You will please regard yourself,”
he sald, “as the Lady Alice Egerton,
daughter of the Earl of Bridgewater,
Lord President of the Marches of
Wales, who, with her two brothers,
was benighted in the Forest of Hey-
wood riding to Ludlow to witness her
father’s installation In his high office.
Milton was told of her adventures by
Henry Lawes, the musician, and he
wrote the ‘Masque of Ccmus’ to de-
light her and her friends. Have you
read ‘Comus'?”

“No,” sald Cynthia, almost timidly,
for she was beginning to fear this
masterful man whose enthusiasm
caught her to his very soul at such
moments.

“Ah, but you shall. It ranks high
among the iairacles of English poetry
wrought by Milton. Many a mile
from Ludlow have I called to mind
one of its incomparable passages:

A thousand phantasies

Begin to throng into my mem-
ory—

Of calling shapes, and beckoning
shadows dire, ~ .

And ailry tongues that syllable
men's names ‘

On sands, and shores, and desert
wildernesses.

And now you, the heroine of the mas-
yue, must try to imagine that you are

holly to Mrs. Leland’s leisured stra-
texy.

loat in & wild wood recresantad by a

Medenham stop- |

| ket-town again,

| earlier injunctions, and kept tryst at

| any similar assembiage that could be

carp€t spreaa aer2, n the “enter ol
the hail. Se¢uted there on a dais, is
vour father the Earl surrounded by
his cficers and retainers. Near you
are your brothers, Lord Brackley and
Thomas Egerton, so blinded by sprites
that they cannot see you, though
keen enough to note the bright eyes
and flushed ciceks of other ladies of
high dezree bidden to Ludlow fromw
neighboring ghires for the merry-
wraking. And mark yom, this is ne
ruce gathcring of unletlered squires
and rovgh men-at-arms.  How s it
possible that an uncuitur<d throng
should listen rapturously the no-
blcst performance of the 2'nd that
cxists in any language, wherein €ach
cpeech is a 'majestic soliloquy, elo-
sublime, with an uncioying

o

The shecr wonder in Cynthia’s face
| warned him that thic brief excursion

‘nto the pages of Macau'ay had better
{ sease, s0 he focussed his thoughts oc
| the actual representation of the maa-
que in which he had taken part tep
rears ago at Fairholme.

“l must ask you to concede that
(e lords and ladies; the civic digni-
taries and their wives , for whose
amuscment Milton spread the pinions
of his genius, were far better equipped
1o understand his lyric fights than

collected haphazard ir some .modern
castle. They did not prefend—they
knew. Even you, Lady Alice, could
fiame a neat verse in Latin and cap
some pleasan: jest with a line from
Fomer. When Milton dreamed aloud
of bathing ir the Elysian dew of the
rainbow. of ii:haling the scents of nard
and cassia, ‘which the musky wings
of the Zepyhr scatter through the
alleys of the Hesperides.’

vaey followed each turn and swcep

his fancy with an active sense of

truth ard beauty. And what a
trilliznt eco.-pany! How the red
fiare of torci: and cresset would flick-
¢r on the sheen of silk, the luster
of velvet, the polished brightness of
morion and spear. 1 think I can see
those galiant gentlemen and fine ladies
grouped’ round the players who told
of the sirange pranks played by the
God of Mirth. Perhaps that same fair
Alice, who supp'ied the motive of the
masque as well as its leading lady,
may be linked with you by stronger
ties than those of mere feminine
grace——"

Cynthia d!1 not blush:
white, but shook her head.

“You canrct tell,” he said. *‘Com-
us' was played in Ludlow only four-
teen years after the landing of the
Pilgrim Fathers in New England.
and I would rem!nd you that we
stocked the new nation in the west
with some of the bluest blood in
Britain. Even in this hall there were
Puritans whose ascetic tastes disap-
proved of Milton's imageries, of chil-
dren play-acting, of the brave show
made by the geatry——-"

“My mother's people lived in Penn-
sylvania for generations,” she broke
in with a strange wistfulness.

“lI knew it,"" he cried in truimph.
“Tell me the names of the first-night-
ers at the Milton Theater, Ludlow, on
that autum evening in 1634, and war-
rant me to find you an autheéntic an-
cestor.”

Cynthia bent a puzzled brow at him.

“After this, I sball apply myself to
‘Comus’ with added comprehension,”
she said. “DJut—you take my breath
away; have you, then, delved so deep

she grew
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thé drawtu(g-'mom.‘ whence ‘sne was
summoned by a page, she found two
dust-covered figures in the act of
alighting from a well-appointed car.
Her next glance was at the solmen
jowl of the chauffeur.

“Cynthia, my darling girl!” she
cried, with arms thrown wide.

There could be no doubting the
heartiness of the greeting, and in that
motherly embrace Cruthia felt a re-
pose, a security, that she had tecn
willfully skeptical of during many
weary hours. But polite usage called
for an introduction, and Mrs. Leland
and Mrs. Devar eyed each other warily
with the smiles of convention.

Mrs. Leland glanced at Dale.

“And who is this?"” she asked, seiz-
ing .the opportunity to settle a point
that was perplexing her strangely.

“QOur chauffeur,” said Cynthia, and a
glint of fun showed through the wan-
ness of her cheeks.

“Rut not—not—"

Even smocthed-tongued Mrs. Leland
was at a loss.

“Not Fitzroy, who left us a minute
ago. This man’s name is Dale. One
wonders, though, how vou knew—why
you doubted,” cried Cynthia in sharp

discernment.

“Pray why did Fitzroy leave you
a minute ¢go?” was all that the other
womzan could find to say.

better buticy~'Rn & UPster.

This brief conversation had illumisn
ed at least one dubious page in ths
records of the past few days. Meden-
ham realized now that his aunt ho!
emptied the vials of her wrath on Mrs.
Devar, but, that lady beirg abseni
in body, the ¥arl had received the full
dose. It indicated somewhe the ifn3
he should follow whon, breakfa
ended, his fathcr suggesied that th:y
should smnke a cigarette in ths
dbrary. 3

Once there. and the door closed, the
kEarl established himself on the
hearth-rug with his back to the fire-
place. It was high summer, and the
lazy London heat crept in through the
open windows; but the hearth-rug
constituted a throne, a seat of Solo-
mon; had his lordship stood anywhere
elee he would have felt lacking in
authority.,

“Now, George, my boy, tell me all
about it,” he said, with a genially
paternal air that lent itself admirably
to the discussion of a youngster's trans-
gressions.

Medenham had a sense of humor de-
nied to his well-meaning sire. He re-
called the last time he had heard those
words. He and another sprig of no-
bility had come up to London: from
Winchester without leave in order to
attend a famous glove contest between
heavyweights, and there had been

Cynthia is ready to snapshot Fitzroy.

“He Lad to return to London. But,|
there—it is I who ought to ask ques-
tions. Let us go Inside. I want to|
3et some of the grit out of my eyes
and hair; then I shall become an ab-
solute mark of interrogation—so I
warn you. Of course, I am delighted
Lo see you; but queer things have|

appened, and 1 am pinning to have |
them cleared up. When did you see|
father last? 1Is he still in London?"|

Mrs. Leland answered, with freer |

in the mine of English history that
you can pesple 'most every ruined pile |
in Britain with the men #1d women
of the dead years?"

He laug'~d, and colored a little,
with true British confusion at having |
been caught in an extravagant mood. |

“There you lay bare the mummer."‘
hie said. “What clever fellows m‘(ol‘ssl
would be if they grasped the under- |
lying realities of all the fine words |
they mouth! No:; T quote “Comus’|
only because on one half-forgotten oc- |
vasion 1 plaved in it.” |

“Where?" }

The prompt question took him un-|

. |

“At Falrholme,” he said.

“Is that another castle?”

“No—merely a Georgian residence.”

“l seem to have heard of it—some-
where—I can’t remember."”

He remembered quite
not Mrs. Devar, student « Burke, sit- |
tiug in the car at the c¢. tle gate?

“Oh, we must hurry,” he sald shame-
facedly. “I have kept you here too
long, for we have yet to

well—was

Trace huge forests
bour'd henths,

Infamous hills and sandy perilous
wilds,

and unhar

before we see Chester—and Mrs. Le-
land.”

With that the bubble was pricked,
and staid Ludlow became a busy mar-
its streets blocked
by the barrows of hucksters and far-
mers’ carts, {ts converging roads
thronged with cattle. At Shrewsbury
Medenham .was vouchsafed a gleam of
frosty humor by Mrs. Devar's anxlety
lest her son might have obeyed her

“The Raven" after all. That trivial
diversion soon passed. He hoped that
Cynthia would share the front seat
with him in the final run to Chester;
but she remained tucked up In the
tonneau, and the dread that kept her
there was bitter-eweet to him slnce!
it betrayed her increasing lack of con-
fidence in herself.

The rendezvous was at the Gros-
venor Hotel, and Medenbham had made
up his minnd how to act long before
the red towers of Chester Cathedral
glowed above the city's haze In the
fire of a magnificent sunset. Dale was
waiting on the pavement when the
Mercury drew up at the galleried en-
trance to the hotel.

Medenham leaped down.

“Good-by, Miss Vanrenen,” he sald,
holding out his hand. “I can catch
an early train to town by hurrying
away at once. This is Dale, who will
take my place. He is thoroughly re-
Hlable, and an even more careful dri-
ver than I am.”

“Are you really going—Ilike that?"
faltered Cynthia, and her face blanch-
ed at the suddenness of it.

“Yes. I shall have the pleasure of
seeing you in London when you re-
turn.”

Thelr hands met in a firm clasp.
Mrs. Devar, too flustered at first to
gasp more than an “Oh!" of astonish-
ment, leaned forward and shook his
hand with marked cordiality.

“You must tell Dale to take great
care of us,” she sald, knowingly.

“I think he realizes the exceeding
trust I repose in him,” he saild, but
the accompanying smile was meant
for Cynthia, and she read it a fare
well that presaged many things.

He 'disappeared without another
word. When a slim, elegantly-gowned
lady had hastened to the door from

speech now, but in her heart she was
saddened by Medenham's duplicity.
Six months earlier he and the Earl
had dined at the villa she was occu-|
pying at San Remo for the winter.|
She then took a great liking to hlm‘
on account of his shy reticent but|
singularly 1leasing manners. She|
was prepared to laugh at the present
escapade when she had discussed it
with him that night. Now he had fled |
doubtless through fear. That was |
bad., That looked ugly and mean. |
Most certal.iy Peter Vanrenen had
acted rightiy in bringing her post-|
haste from Irouville. She must use
all her skill if mischief were to bpi
avolded.

CHAPTER XIIL
Wherein Wrath Beguiles Good Judge |
ment

“Good-mornin’, George.”

“Good-morning, dad.”

“Enjoy your run.to Hereford?"

“Immensely. Did you?"

“It was not so bad. Rather tire-
some, you know, travelln’ alone, but|
on the return journey I fell in with a
decent sort of Frenchman who helped |
to pass the time."” 1

“Monsieur Marigny, in fact?"

“Ah, you know him, of course.
had forgottei.

“I have met him. He is not the
kind of person I care to know.”

The Earl select~d an egg, tapped it,
and asked his son what he thought|
of the crcps—did they want rain?|
The two were breakfasting alone—|
at the moment there was not even
a man-servant in the room—but Lord
Yairholme had lcng ago established
ibe golden rule that controversial|
toples were tahco during meals.
Medenham laughed outright at the
sudden change of, tople. He remem-
Lered that Dale was sent to bed in
the Green Dragon Hotel at eight
“clock, and he had
Joubt that his father's nkase was real-
a dodge to secure an undisturbed
dinner. But he was under no delu-
slons because of this placid meeting!
in the breakfast-room. There was
thunder in the air. Tomgkinson had |
warned him of it overnight.” |

“There’'s bin ructions while you|
were away, my lord,” the butler had |
whispered, waylaying him in the hall |
just before midnight. “Lady St. Maur
has upset the Earl somethink dread-
ful”; and Mcdenham had growled in
reply: “Her ladyship will lunch here
at one o'clock to-morrow, Tomkinson.
Have an ambulance ready at two, for
she
have done with Yer. The mangling
will be somewhat orful.”

“But what has become of Dale, my
lord?” went on Tomkinson in a hush-
ed voice.

“Dale?
he in the souvp, too?

“No, my lord. I've heard nothink
of that, but he sent me a wire from
Bristol——"

“A telegram—about what?”

“About a horse.”

“Oh, the deuce take you and your
horses. By the way, that reminds
me—you gave a rotten tip on the Der-
by

"

He is all right. Why? Is

“It was a false run race, my lord,
The favorite was swep' off his feet at
Tattenham Corner, and couldn't get
into his stride again till the fleld was
opposite Langland's Stands. After
that—"

“After that I'm golog to bed. But
I forgive you, Tomkinson. You put
nn a rioping ood lunch, Yoa're a far

{ in their
| matters as his father had never known

| ham was taken aback by it.
| he

not the least!

will be in little pileces before I |

wigs on the green before an irate
heed-master would even deign to flog
them. That had happened twelve
years ago, almost to a day. Since then

{ he had fought through a great war,
|hnd circled the globe, had sought the
|

wild places of earth and its monsters
lairs. He krew men and
them. A Prime Minister had urzed
him to adopt a political career;, and
had virtually promised a colonial un-
der-secretaryship as soon as he enter-
ed parliament. He held the D.S.O.,
had been thanked by the Royal Geo-
graphical Society for a paper on Kil-
imanjaro, and cordially invited by the
Foreign office to send in any furiher
notes in his possession. Months i r
he heard that Sir Somebody Soreth-
ing was deeply interested in his com-
ments on the activity of a certain
Great Power in the neighborlocd of
Britain’s chief coaling-stations in the
Indian Ocean.

The absurdity of a family conclave
in which he should again be :reaied
as a small boy, and admonished .to
apologize and be flogged, while it
brought a smile to his lips, banished
any notion of angry remonstrance.

“By ‘all about it’ I suppose you mean
that you wish to hear what I Lave
been doing since last Wednesday.” he
said pleasantly. *“Well, dad., 1 have
obeyed your orders. You asked me to
find a wife worthy to reign at Fair
holme. I have succeeded.”

“You don't mean to say you havc
married her!” shouied the Earl, in a
purple upheaval of rage whose light-
ning abruptness was not its least
amazing feature. Certainly Meden-
Indeed,
was alarmed, though he had no
knowledge of apoplexy in the family.

“l have not even asked the lady
yet,” he said quietly. *“I hope—I think
—that the idea will not be dizagree-
able to her; but a future Countess
of Fairhoime is not to be carried by
storm in that fashion. We must get
to know her people—"

“D—n her people!” broke the
older man. “Have you taken leave
of your wits, George, to srand there
and talk such infernal nonsensc?”

“Steady, dad, stead) and the quiet
voice grew still more calm thouzh the
forehead wrinkled a little and there
was an ominous tightening of the lips.
“You must take that back. Peter Van-
renen is quite as great a man in the
United States as you are in Enzland
-—may I even say, without disrespect,
a man who has won a more command-
ing position?—and his daughter, Cyn-
thiia, 18 better Aitted to adorn a coronet
than a great many women now entitl-
ed to wear one.”

The Earl laughed, with an immoder-
ate display of amusement he was far
from feeling.

“Are these Wiggy Devar's credgn-
tinls? By gad, that shabby little
wreteh is flying high when she tries
to bag my son for her pretty protegee!”

“Don’t you think it would be wiser,
sir, if you allowed me to tell ycu ex-
actly what has taken place since we
met last?"”

“What good purpose will that serve?
I have heard the whole story frum
Lady Porthcawl, from Dale, from that
Frenchman—and Heaven knows I
have been well coached in Mrs. Devar's
antecedents by your aunt Susan
George, 1 am surprised that a man of
your sound commonsense shovld per
mit yourself to be humbugged so
egregiously. . .. Yes, yes, | am aware
that an accident led you to take Sim
mond’s place in the first instance, but
can’'t you see that the Devar creature
must have gone Instantly on her bend-
ed knees—If she ever does pray, which
1 doubt—and thanked Providence for
the chance that enabled her to dispose
of an earldom? . .. At a pretty stif
price, too, I'll be bound, If the truth
were told. Really, George, notwith
standing your very extensive travels
and wide experiences, you are nothing
but a kid in the hands of & managing
woman of the Devar variety.”

“l am not being given in marriage
by Mrs. Devar, 1 assure you,"” began
Medenham, smiling anxiously, for the
fatherly “tell me all about it" was
not being borne out by the Earl's pet-
ulance.

“No. You can trust me to take care
of that.”

“But are you treating me quite fair-
ly? Why should the distorted ver
slon of my affairs given by Lady Porth-
cawl, a woman whom Cynthia Van-
renen could not possibly receive in
her house, and by Count ¥douard Mar
igny, a disappointed fortune-hunter, be
accepted without cavil, while my own
story is not listcned to? 1 leave Dale
out of it. I am sure he ‘o!d you tke
actual truth—"

“By the weay, where is he now?"

“Somewhere in the neighborhood of
Chester, 1 believe.”

“Have you discha

“No—why sghould I

“Because I wizh it.”
| “Why in the world are ycu
| reasonable dad?”
|  *“Unreasonable! By gad, I
| Have I been gallivanting
| country with some—"

} “Stop! You are going too rar. This
|
|

in

d him?"

onversation must cease here and now
If you have any respect for yoursclf
adjour:

ve Iy

| ihough not for me, you mu
the discussion till after yo
Miss Vanrenen and her fa!

For the first time in his e, the
|"ml of Fairholme realized his limita
| tions; he was actually cowad for a
| few fleeting seconds. But the arro
gunt training of the county b:nrch, the
seignory of a vast estate, the unques

tioning deference accorded to hls';
views by thousands of men who tacitly |
admitted ;that what he said must be
right because he was a lord—these ex-
cellent stays of self-conceit came to |
his help, and he snorted indignantly: |

“I absolutely refuse to meet either |
of them.” S|

“That disposes of the whole difficul- |
ty for the hour,” saild Medenham,
turning to leave the room.

“Wait, George. . . . I insist—"

Perhaps a clearer glimpse of a new
and, to him, utterly unsuspected force
in his son’s character withheld the !
imperious command that trembled on
the Earl's lips. Medenham halted.
The two looked at each other, and the
older man fidgeted with  his collar,
which seemed to have grown tight fo-
his neck.

:'Come, come, let us not leave a
friendly argument in this unsettled
state,” he said after an awkward pause.
“My only thought is for your inter-
ests, you know. Your lifelong happi-
ness is at stake, to say nothing of the
future of our house.”

“I recognize those considerations so
fully that I am going now in order to
shirk even the semblance of a quarrel
between us.”

“Why not thresh things out?
aunt will be here in a
hours—"

“You refuse to hear a word. You
argue with a hammer, sir. I ghall send
a note to Lady St. Maur telling her
that she has done mischief in plenty
without adding fuel to the fire by com-
ing here to-day—unless you wish to
consult her, that 1s?"” |

The Earl, already afraid of his sis-
ter, was rapidly learning to fear his
son. °

“Dash it all! don't tell me you are|
off on this d—d motoring trip once |
more?” he cried passionately.

Medenham smiled, even in his an-
ger.

“See how willfully you misunder- |
stand me,” he saild. “I came away from |
Miss Vanrenen solely because matters |
had gone far enough under rather |
absurb conditions. She knows me|
only as Fitzroy, the chauffeur; it is/|
time to drop masquerading. Romance |
Is delightful in its way—perhaps |
there might well be more of it in this !
commonplace world of ours—but none
of us can afford to play the knight
errant too long, so when next I meet
Cynthia it will be as a man who oc-
cupies a social position that renders
our marriage at least possible.” [

Lord Fairholme threw out his
hands in a gesture of sheer bewilder- |
ment. |

“And do you honestly belleve that?"
he exclaimed. |

“I am quite sure of it. I may hava|
to jump a very big fence indeed when !
she learns the harmless deception 1
have practiced on her, but I do hope!
most devoutly that she will look at the
facts more calmly than you have
done.”

The Earl took a turn or tow on the|
hearth-rug, frem which wisdom had
temporarily taken flight. He thought|
now he could see a way to avoid,
open rupture, and he believed, quite|
rightly, that his son was in no mood |
to accept further disillusionment. |

“At any rate,” he grumbled, “you‘
are cutting a discred—sorry, 1 didn't!
quite mean that—you are not rushing|
away from town again in pursuit of|
the young lady?”

“No."

Your
couple of

|
. )

“When is she due back in London?"
“On Sunday.”

“And you will not see her bofore that
day?" |

“l believe not—in fact, I am fairly |
certadin of it. Mrs. Leland joined her|
at Chester last night, so there should|
be no curtailment of the tour.”

The Earl started.

“Mrs. Leland! Not the Mrs. Le|
land of Paris and San Remo?" |

“Yes. By hazard, as it were, you |
have let me tell you why I came away |
—one of the reasons. Mrs, Leland
would have recognized me at once."” |

“Dear me, dear me, this is a beast
ly muddle! lLook here, George, prom-
ise me you won't do anything stupid
for a day or so. .. . I have been so
pestered by people 1 don't know
which way to turn. \Why not stay and
meet your aunt?” |

“Because | might lose my temper!
with her.”

“Ah, well, she is somewhat trying
when it comes to family matters, Still,
1 may tell her—" |

“That she ought to mind her own
business? By all means. And oblige
me, too, by telling her that she would |
confer a boon on humanity if she per|
suaded Lady Porthcawl to go to—Jer
icho—or Tokio—or wherever that ass, |
Porthcaw], may happen to be.”

“Millicent Porthcawl was at Bourne- |
mouth, you know."

“Yes, I spoke to her.
impudence to Introduce
Cynthia.”

“By gad! Did she, though? 1
heard something from Scar!and about
that affair. Well, well—ther2's no ac
counting for tastes. I suppose you
realize, George, that 1 am kl'(‘])“l',:i
back a good deal of the tittle-tattle|
which reached me during your ub;
sence. I don't want to hurt your fnl-i

She rad the
Ducrct

ings—"

“Thank you. The absurdity of the
present position lies in the fact that
1 shall have all my work cut out to
hold your wrath against these people
within bounds when once you have
met Cynthia.”

“Oh, I have no doubt she is pretty,
and fascinating, and all that sort of
thing,” growled the Earl, in a grudg
ing access of good humor. “Con
found it, that i1s why we are putty in
their hands, George. Don't forget I've
had fiity-five years of 'em. Gad! |
could tell you things—all right, let Qis
chuck the dispute for the time. Shall
1 see you at dinner?”

“Yes—If you are alone."”

“There will be no women.
devilish good care of that. Scar’and
{s in town for the show, and he is
bringing Sir Ashely Stoke, but Petty
is nursing a youngster through 1
measles. Good Lord! I'm glad your
aunt didn’t get hold of Betty!"”

Now, Lord Fairholme's diatribes
against the sex were not quite justi
fled. Notorious as a lady-killer in his
youth, in middle age he was as garru-
lous a gossip as Mrs, Devar herself
Indeed, he had an uneasy conscious-
ness that Lady St. Maur might turp

and rend him If stress were /aid op'y
on her efforts to thwart his son's un
expected leaning towards matrimony
During every yard of the journey from
Chester to London he had tried to ex
tract information from Marigny, and
the sharp-witted Frenchman had ¢n
joyed himself hugely in displaying a
well-feigned reluctance to yleld to the
Earl's probing. It was just as much
a part of his scheme to make the
threatened alllance as objectionable
on the one side as on the other. By
painting Medenham as an unprincl
pled adventurer he had succeeded in
alarming Vanrenen; his sly hints, de-
rogatary of both Cynthia gnd her Zath-

I'll tahe

| the

er, ROW fanned the mame OI suspic
fon kindled in Lord Fairholme's breast
by his sister's remonstrances. Un-
fortunately, his lordship had gone
straight to Curzon ‘Street and told Su-
san. St. Maur every,word that Mar-
igny had said, and a good deal that
he had not said, bpt had left to be
inferred from a smirk, a malicious
glance, an‘airy gestire,

Perhaps the two elderly guardians
of ‘the Fairholme line were not whol-
ly to blame for their interference. The
title descended through male heirs on-
ly, 2nd Medenham’s marriage thereby
atta’ned an added importance. Lord
Fairholme himself had been singular-
ly fortunate in escaping a mesalliance
—several, in fact—and it was the one
great trouble in his otherwise smooth
and self-contained life that his high-
born and most admirable couptess
had died soon affer the birth of her
second child, the present Marchioness
of Scarland. Such a man would na-
turally be the most jealous scrutineer
of the pretensions of his son’s chosen
wife. Qualities of heart and mind
would weigh light in the scale against
genealogy. To his thinking, blue blood
differed from the common red stream
as the claret of some noted vintage
differed, from the vin ordinaire of the
same year. Perhaps he had blunder-
ed cn a well-founded theory, but he
certainly lacked discrimination as to
the cru.

Medenham did some shopping,
lunched at a club, surprised his tailor
by a prolonged visit and close inspec-
tion of tweeds and broadcloths, and
successfully repressed a strong desire
to write a letter. It was some conso-
lation to persue for the twentieth time
four closely-written pages on
which Cynthia had set out the tour's
timetable for the benefit of Simmonds.
He had not returned it, since she pos-
sessed a copy, and in his mind's eye
he followed the Mercury in its fight
up the map from end to end of indus-
trial Lancashire, through smoky Pres-
ton to trim Lancaster and quiet Ken-
dal, and finally, after a long day, to
the brooding peace and screne beauty
of Windermere.

At last, rousing himself from his
dreaming—for he was now back in his
club again, sipping a cup of tea—he
glanced at his watch. Five o’clock—
a likely hour to find Mr. Vanrenen in
the hotel, if, as was most probable,
Devar's telegram to his mother was
altogether mistaken in its report of
the millionaire’s movements.

He meant, of course, to make him-
self known to Vanrenen, and go
through the whole adventure from A
to Z. It should provide an interest-
ing story, he thought—Ilively as a nov-
el in some of its chapters, and calcu-
lated to appeal strongly to_the bright
intelligence of an American. On his
way to the Savoy, he tried to picture
to himself just what Cynthia's father
would look like. It was a futile en-
deavor, because he had never yet been
able to consiruct a mental portrait of
any man wiolly unknow to him.
One day in Madras he had telephon-
ed to an official for leave to shoot an
elephant in a Government reservation,
and a deep voice boomed back an an-
swer. Apparently it belonged to a
man whose stature warranted his ap-
pointment as controller of monsters,
but when Medenham called in person
for the permit he found that the voice
came from a lean and wizened scrap
of humanity about five feet high.

He smiled at the recollection of his
dumb surprise at this apparition, and
was in the best of humors with him-
gelf when he arrived at the inquiry
office of the Savoy Hotel and asked
for Mr. Peter Vanrenen.

“Left here Sunday, sir,” came the

‘He will not return for a

iis blow dished his hopes. He
had counted strongly on gaining Van-
renen's friendship and sympathy be
fore Cynthia's dainty vision met his
eyes again.

*“Has he gone to Paris?"” he inquired.

“Can't say, sir, I'm sure. My or-
ders are to tell callers that Mr. Va
renen will be in town rext Tuesday.

So, if present arrangements held
good, Cynthia would reach London two
days before her father. Well, he must
contrive somehow to get Lady St. Maur
fn a proper frame of mind. Mrs. Le-
land’s presence would bes a positive
blessing in that respect. Meanwhile,
there would be no harm done if he—

Lest prudence should conquer him
a second time he sat down and wrote:

Dear Miss Vanrenen—I hope the car
is behaving in a manner that befits
the messenger of the gods, and that
Dale has justified my faith in him. I
am here in fulfillment of my promise
to call on Mr. Vanrenen: unluckily,
he is out of town, and the hotel peo-
ple say he is not expect:d back tili
a day early next week. If you make
any change in your programme or
even if you have a minute to spare.
though providing yourself a true Amer
fcan by rightly adhering to schedule,
please send a line to yours ever sin-
cerely—

Once more he hesitated at the name,
and contented himself by signing
“George, the Chauffour.”

The problem of an address offered
some difficulty, but he boldly declar-
ed for “91 Grosvenor Square” in a
postscript, believing, and correctly as
it happened, that Cynthia shared with
Sam Weller a peculiar knowledge of
London that rendered cne address
vary like unto anciber in her eves

(Tu be mnlinumi)

IF YOUR CHILD IS CROSS,
FEVERISH, CONSTIPATED

Look Mother! If tongue Is coated,
cleanse little bowels with “Cali-
fornia Syrup of Figs.”

Mothers can rest easy after giving
“California Syrup of Figs,” because in
a few hours all the clogged-up waste,
pour bile and fermenting food gently
moves out of the bowels, and you have
& well, playful child again.

Sick children needn't be coaxed to
take this harmless “fruit laxative.*
Millions of mothers keep it handy be-
cause they know its action on the
stomach, liver and bowels is prompt
and sure.

Ask your druggist for a 60-cent bot-
tle of “California Syrup of Figs,"” which
contains directions for bables, children
of all ages and for grown-ups.

Lerdn, May 8—The Government

has decided to crganize immediately

an expedition for the relief of Lt. Sir

Ermest H. Shackieton, who with a

number of men i3 marooned in the

Antarictic.




