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“Wast are you sniggering at?” she
demanded imperiously. 4

“Only at your divination,” he an-
swered. “Indeed, if a tir> had not
given out soon after I left White
church I would now be well on my
way to the Yat.”

Suddenly he recollected the singu-
lar outcome of the incident. There
was some reasonable probability that
it might exercise a 1naterial effect on

the course of events during the next;

few days.

So, after a little pause, he added:
“That is one reason; there ara
cthers.™

“Is something detaininz you, then?”
she asked.

“Yes. a trivial matter, but I shall
be at the hotel long before lunch.”

“Mrs. Devar is much better.
She is so sorry | remained indoors
this morning.”

“Mrs. Devar is cultivating angelic
qualities,” he said, but he murmured
urnder his breath: “The old cat finds
now that she has made a mistake.”

“I want you t~ pay the hotel people
for the rooms I reserved but have not
occupied. Then, perhaps, they wil!
hand you any mail that may
been sent after me. And please give
them my address at Chester. Will
you do all that?”

“Certainly. There
difficulty.”

e A 1o wccupants no
ticed a pair of urchins perched on a

e

self.

“An cid friend of ours,” she ex-
vlained hurriedly.
!band was my father’s par.ner till he

gate, signaling frantically. It pleasec
Medenham to mystify Dale, who was
if possible, more taciturn than ever
since those heart-searching experi |
ences at Gloucester and Hereford. i
He pulled up some fifty yards or|
| more down the road. |
“You saw those boys?” he said. |
“Yes, my lord, but they're only hav !
ing a game.” ‘
“Nothing of the sort. Skip along'
and ask them if they have found ou
‘the answer. If they say ‘a day and
five twelfths,” hand them a shilling|
each. Any other reply will be wrong |
Don’t talk. Just run there and back !
and pay only on a day and five |

| twelfths.”

Dale ran. Soon was back in hi
seat again. |

“l gev' 'em a bob each, my lord,
announced, grave as an owl

While they were running slowly
down the winding lane that led to th
Yat Medenham determined to make
sure of his ground with referenee 1«
Mrs. Devar. H

“l suppose you left no room fo |
doubt as to my identity in the mind |

4

{of the lady to whom you spoke ove
have |

the telephone last night?” he inquired
“None whatever, my .lord. She
wormed it out of me.”
“Did you mention the Earl?”

should be no|
| lordship’s name.

“Like an ijjit, I began by giving hi
Why, I was ordered

“Is Hereford looking very lively?” |to bed at eight o'clock, so's his lord:

“It strikes me as peculiarly emmy."| ship

* said with convincing candor.

‘Shall we have time to see all the|

ghow places to-morrow?”
“We shall take time.”
“Well, good-by!

we left Bournemouth.”

“Ah, there I have the better of you.
1 heard of, if not from, my reverend
dad since reaching Hereford.”

“Unexpectedly ?” |
[

“Oh, quite.”

“Nothing wrong, I hope?” i

“The old man's temper seems to be

a trifie out of gear; the present at-|cause of some ill-natured gossip in a Cynthia went off to try and get in

tack is not serious; he will survive it|
—for many years, I trust.’

“You must not be flippant whoare
your father concerned. 1 Dbelieve
he is annoyed because you came away
with me, .nd so failed to keep the!
zppointment fixed for Saturday in|
London. Eh? What did you =ay?”

“l said ‘Well, I am surprised,’ or
words to that effect. As my name is|
George 1 cannot lie, so I must admit
regretfully that you have guessed
right. Indeed, Miss Vanrenen, I may |
go so far as to suggest, by letter, that
before my father condemns me he
should first meet you. Of course, I
shall warn him that you are irresist-
able.” |

“Good-by again,” said Cynthia
severely. “You can tell me all about

is

& ime. if possible?” i
Bring the letters. |
1 have not heard from my fother since | down a back stairs to the telephone have told me less about the post and

could smoke in peace, as h
said.” |
“Then my father was determinne |
to stop you from communicatinng wit
“If his lordship knew trat I crep
1 do believe he'd have set about me
with a poker,” said Dale grimly.
“Strange!” muged Medenham, win |
eyes now more intent on the hote
than on the road. “Influences othe
than Aunt Susan’s must b at work
My father would never have rushed
off in a fever from town merely obe-

letter from Lady Porthcawl.” \

His mind flew to the Earl's allusion
to Marigny, and it occurred to hin
that the latter had used his father’
pame at Bristol. He turned to Dal
again.

“Before this business is ended |
shall probably find it necessary
kick a Frenchman,” he said.

“Make it two of 'em, my lord, an |
let me take it out of the other one,
growled Dale.

“Well, there is a bottle-holder,
said Medenham, thinking of Devar
“a sghort, fat fellow, an Englishman
but a most satifactory subject for
drop kick.”

“Say when, my
a goal with him.”

Dale seemed to bz speaking feeling

lord, an’ 2’1l scor

3tili these radiant blue eyes remained
invisible.

iled, some years ago. She is a charm-
ing woman, quite cosmopolitan. She
iives in Paris 'most all the time, but
[ fancied she was at Trouville for the
summer. [ wonder Sl

She read the letter a third time.
Drooping lids and a screen of heavy
eyelashes veiled Lor eyes, and when
‘he fingers holding that disturbing
note -rested on the rail of the veranda
again those radiant blue eyes re-
mained invisible, and the eloquent
2yebrows ~ere not arched in laugh-
Ing bewilderment but straightened in
silent questioning.

“Mr. Vanrenen gives no details,”
she said at last, and seldom, indeed
4id “Mr. Vanrenen” replacc “father”
in her speech. “Perhaps he was writ-
ing against time, though he might

more of Mrs. Leland. Anyhow, he
2as a fine Italian hand in some things,
and may be this is one of them.
But I must telegraph at once.”
Medenham roused himself to set
forth British Idiosyncresies oa the
juestion of Sunday labor. He remem-

“In iact, her hus- |

B

cealing s (nOugnts than the girl her- fp o e Jiving” m'e“en‘er % betier

Secondly, I want to find out just why
{he traveled from Paris to London
yesterday.”

The air was electric between them.
‘Elch knew that the other was striv-
ing to cloak emotions that threatened
|lt any moment to throw off the last
vestige of concealment.

“My father is a very clever man,
Mr. Fitzroy,” she said slowly. “If he
did not choose to tell vou why he did
a thing, you could no more extract

bit of marble.”

“He has one weak point, I am sure,”
and Medenham smiled cenfidently in-
to her eyes.

“I do not know ‘it,” she murmured.

“But I know it, tho:'sh I have never
seen him. Hepis vu'nerable rhrough
his daughter.”

Her cheeks flamed into scariet, and
her lips trembled, but she strove val-

“You must be very careful in any-
thing you say about me,” she said
with a praiseworthy attempt at light
raillery.

“I shall be careful with tte care of
a man who has discovered sume rare
jewel. and fears lest eachi shadow
should conceal an enemy till he has
reached a place of utmost security.”

She sighed, and her glance wander-
¢d away into the sun-drowned valley.

“Such fortresses are rare and hard
t0 find.” she said. “Take my own cace.
1
tour of ours, yet it is broken in two.

~ontral, and the severance wakes if-
seli felt here, in this secluded nook, |
4 retreat not even marked on our self-
drawn map. Where could one
more secure—as you put it—less open
to that surge of events that drives re- !
<istlessly into new seas? I am some-
thing of a fatalist, Mr. Fitzroy, though
the phrase sounds strange on my lips.
Yet I feel that after to-morrow we |
shall not meet again so soon or so
casily as you imagine, and—if I may
venture to advise one much more ex-
perienced than myself—the way that
jeads least hopefully to my speedy in- |
troduction to your aunt is that you
should see my father, before I rejoin
nim. You know, I am sure, that I look
on you rather as a friend than a mere
—a mere—"

“Slave,” he suggested, trying to
wrench some spark of humor ocut of
the iron in their souls.

“Don’t be stupid. I mean that you
and | have met on an equality that I
would deny Simmonds or to any of
the dozen chauffeurs we have employ
ed in various parts of the world. And
I want to warn you of this—knowing

bered the telephone, however, and

touch with wne Savoy Hotel. He with- ;|
drew a little way, and began to smoke |
s reflective cigar, for he knew now |
who Mrs. Leland was. In twenty !
minutes or less Cynthia caite to him. |
It was difficuit to account for her ob- |
vious preplexity, though he could have |
revealed some of its secret springs
readily enough.

“I'm sorry I shall not be able to !
take that walk, Mr. Fitzroy.” she said, |
frankly recognizing the ta:tic pact be- |
tween them. “We have a long day be-
fore us to-morrow, and we must make
Chester in good time, as Mrs. Leland
8 coming alope from London. Mean-
while, | must attend to my correspon- |
dence.”

“Ah. You have spoken to Mr. Van-
renen, then?” !

| my father as well as I do—I am cer
{ tain he has asked Mrs. Leland's help |
ready lettervriter, she was no readrr,

| tested voice.

| 80 a
H forget yours.
| 1s only from Monsieur Marigny,
| blow both of us up, |
| leaving him desolate last night.

{or the undertaking that others have

falled in. I—can’t say more. —

“Cynthia, dear! I rave been look-
ing for you everywhere,” cried a de-
“Ah, there you are, Mr.
Fitzroy!"” and Mrs. Devar bustled for-
ward cheerfully. “You have been to
Hereford, 1 hear. How kind and
thoughtful of you! Were there any
letters for me?” i

“Sorry,” troke in Cyntkia. “I was
bsorbed in my own news that I
Here is your letter. It
to
for
But

suppose,

| what do you think of my budget? My

father is in London; Mrs. Leland, a

| friend of ours, joins us at Chester to-

morrow; and Fitzroy deserts us at the

the information from him than from a |

jantly to govern her voice. l

was really enjoying this pleasant |

1s it were. by some force beyond our |

be |

| sible thing she could have done.

tol, but ner mind was tpo comusea
to work in its customary grooves, and
she blurted out Medenham’s title in
a frantic attempt to gain his support.

“It means this,” he said cooly, re-
solved to clear the ground thoroughly
for Mrs. Devar's benefit; “your
! French 2lly is resorting to the meth-
ods of the blackmailer. If you are
wise you will cut yourse!f entirely
adrift from him, and warn your son
to follow your example. I shall deal
with Monsieur Marigny—have no
| doubt on that score—and if you wish
me to forget certain discreditable in-

cidents that Wave happened since we |

| left London you will respect my earn-
| est request that Miss Vanrenen shall
| not be told anything about me by you.
| 1 mean'to choose my own time and
| place for the y expl ions.
! They concern none but Miss Vanrenen
| and myself, in the first instance, and
| her father and mine, in the second.
| I have observed that you can be a
shrewd woman when it serves your in-
| terests, Mrs. Devar, and now you have
an opportunity of add:ng discretion to
shrewdness. I take it you are asking
| for my advice. It is simple and to the
| point. Enjoy yourself, cease acting as
& matrimonial agent, and leave the
rest to me.”
The residents in the hotel were gath-
ering in the veranda, as the luncheon
| hour was approaching, so Mrs. Devar
! could not press him to be moré ex-
plicit. In the privacy of bher own
| room she read Marigny’s leiter. Then
she learnt why Cynthia’s father had
| hurried across the Channel, for the
Frenchman had not scrupled to warn
him that his presence was imperative
if he would save his daughter from a
! regue who had replaced the confiden-
| tial Simmonds as chauffeur.
Forthwith, Mrs. Devar became more
dazed than ever. She felt that she

must conflde in someone, 50 she wrote |

a full account of events at Symeoen’s
Yat to her son. It was tht worst pos-
Un
econsciously—for she was now anxious
to help Instead of hindering Meden
ham’s wooing—some of the zall in her
nature distilled itself into words. SkL-
dwelt on the river episode with aj!
the sly rancor of the inveterate scanm-
dalmonger.
w aepict her own confusion of ideas

| when stunned by the discovery of

Medenham'’s position, but she only suc-

| ceeded in stringing together a series

of ill-natured innuendoes. Sandwitch-
ed between each paragraph of the
story were the true gossip's catch-
words—thus: *“What was I to think
“What would people say if they knew?
“My dear, just picture your mother’s
predicament when midnight struck,
and there was no news!” Of course,
one makes allowances for an Ameri-

.

| can girl,” and the rest.

Though this soured woman was &
or in days to come she might have
parodied Pope's “Epistle to Dr. Ar-
buthnot:*

Why did 1 write?
unknown
Dipped me in ink?—my parents’, or

my own?

Not content with her out pouring
to Devar she dashed off a warning to
Marigny. She {magined ttat the
Frenchman would grin at his broken
fortunes, and look about for another
heiress! And so, abandoning a meal
to the fever of scribbling, she pack-
ed more mischief into an hour than

any elderly marriage-broker in Europe |
that day, and waddled off to the letter- |

box of

She was really s(rivin:i

What sin to me |

America.” sne sald Irreievanuy. !
“Oh, even at that date the United |
States were on the other side. You |
see, Richard was a person of intelli- |
gence. He anticipated Galileo by mak- |
:ng the i::: mundl. 80 he would sure-
y get a of Columbus in guess
at a New World.” lng§
They were the only tourists in the |
cathedral at that early hour, so the |
attendant verger tolerated this fiip- |

pancy.

“In the left-hand corner,” he recited, |
“you see Augustus Caesar delivering
orders for a survey of the world to
the philosophers Nichodoxus, Theodo-
tus, and Polictitus. Near the center
you have the Labyrinth of Crete, the
Pyramids of Egypt, the House of Bon-
dage, the Jews worshi Gold
| w ”»
| “Ah, what a pity we left Mrs. Devar
iat ‘the post-o w she would
have appreciated this!” murmured
Medenham.

Still Cynthia refused to take the fly.

“May we visit the libeary?” she ask-
ed, dazzling the verger with a smile
| in her best manner. “I have heard so
. much about the books in chains, and
| the Four Gozpels in Anglo-8axon char-
| acters. Is the volume really a thou-
i sand years oid?”
!  From the Cathedral they wandered
|into the beautiful grounds of the
Bishop's
|set in a
]-qnlvoul ynne,
| #ound and
1lolhor of the first Duke of St. Al-
l"“"" was born near the spot thus
icarked. Each remembered the irres-
ponsible chatter of Saturday, but
waither alluded to it. nor did Meden-
ham offer to lead Cynthia to Garrick’'s
| birthplace. Not forty-eight hours, but
| long years; as measured by the seem-
| ing trivialities that go to make or mar
| existence, spanned the interval be-
tween Bristol and Hereford. They
chafed against the bonds of steel that
yet sundered them; they resented the
sllent edict that aimed at parting
them: by a hundred little artifices |
each made clear to the other that the
coming separation was distasteful,
while an eager Interest in the com-
monplace supplied sure index of their
embarrasment. And so, almost as &
duty, the West Front, the North Porch,
the Close, the Green, the Wye Bridge,
were duly snap-shotted and recorded
in a little book that Cynthia carried.

Once, while she was making a note,
Medenham held the camera, and hap-
| pened to watch her as she wrote. At
the top of a page he saw “Film 6, No.
| 5: Fitzroy poses as the first Earl of
Chepstow.” Cynthia's left band hid
the entry just a second too late.

“I couldn't help seeing that,” he
| said innocently. “If you will give me
a print, I shall have it framed and
! place it among the other family por-
traits.”
| “I really meant to present you with
{ an album containing all the pictures
| which turn out well,” she raid.

Palace, where a brass plate,
y wall,
phrase that “Nell Gw,
of Chel Boamital

h a

“fie Siwwiess Ol ucegc:aOOll, “We lh:!‘
sever complete our by
n L . And we must not for-
get that Mrs. Leland awaits us at
Chester.”

“To-night I shall realize the feelings
of Charles the First when he witnes-
sed the defeat of his troops at the
battle of Rowton Moor,” was Meden-
ham’s savage growl.

Hardly aware of her own words,
Cynthia murmured:

“Though defeated, the poor king did
not lose hcpe.”

“No: the Stuarts’ only virtue was
their stubbornness. By the way, [ am
a Stuart”

“Evidently that is wby you are fiy-
ing from Chester,” she contrived to
say with a little laugh.

“f pin my faith in the Resto-ation,”
be retorted. “It is a falr parallel. It
took Charles twenfy years to reach
Rowton Moor, but the modern clo<ic
moves quicker, for | am there in fite
days.”

“f am no gocd at dates——" 2he be-
gan, but Mrs. Devar discovered them
from afar, and fluttered a telegram.
They hastened to her—Cynthia flush-
ed at the thought that she might be
recalled to London—which she would
not regret, since a visit to the dentist
to-day is better than the toothache all
next week—and Medenham steeled
himself against imminent unmasking.

But Mrs. Devar's main business in
life was self.

“l have just heard from James,”
she cooed. “He promised to run up
to Shrewsbury to<day, but finds be
cannot spare the time. Count
Edouard told him that Mr. Vanrenen
was in town, and he regrets he was
unable to call before he left.”

“Before he left?” demanded Cyn-
thia.

“Your fatler, dear.”

“Left for where?"

Mrs. Dévar screwed her eyes at the
pink slip.

“That is all it says. Just ‘left’?”

“That doesn’t sound right, anyhow,”
laughed Mcdenham.

“Ok, bzt this is too ridiculous!” and
Cynthia’s foot stamped. “l have
never before known my father to be-
have in this Jack-in-the-Box fashion.”

“Mrs. Leland wil clear up the whole
mystery,” voiunteered Medenham.

“But what mystery is there?” pur-
red Mrs, Devar, blinking first at one
then at the other. She bent over the
telegram sgain.

“James gent this message from the
West Strand at 9.30. Perhaps he had
just heard of Mr. Vanrenen's depar-
ture,” she said.

Judging from Cynthia’s occasional
references to her father’s character
and associates, Medenham fancled it
was much more likely that the Ameri-
can railway magnate had merely re-
fused to meet Captain Devar. Baut
therein he was mistaken.

At the very hour that the three
were sertling themselves in the Mer-
cury before taking the road to Leo-
minster, Mr. Vanrenen, driven by a
perturbed but silent Simmonds, stop-
ped the car on the outskirts of Whit-
church and asked an intelligent-look-
ing boy if he had noticed the passing

| of an automobile numbered X L 4000.

“l s'pose you mean a motor-car,
sir?” said the boy.
Vanrenen, a tall man, thin, close-

lipped, with high cheekbones, and

| long nose, a man utterly unlike his
| daughter save for the wide-open, all-

seeing eyes, smiled at the nalve cor-
rection; with that smile some enchan-
ter's wand mirrored Cynthia in her
father's face. Even Simmonds, who

| had seen no semblance of a smile in

ly, but his master paid, slight heed w
(him then. A girl in muslin, wearin,

it after—oh, some time to-day, any- | “No. He was not in the hotel, but with a sense ccnsolation, |

Ay S '* 'he left a message for me, knowin:

& rather stylish hat—now, where dic | yya¢ 1 wag more likely to ‘phone than
Cynthia get a hat”—had just saunter - »
| e wire.

ed to that end of the hotel's veranda £ i

!which gave a glimpse of the road. She was troubled, disturbed some-

nd one ed, bearinz | “Make yourself comforiable in one¢ What resentful of this unforeseen |

i the -'Mrs. Devar, |of the cottages hereabouts,” was M» ¢change in the programme arranged

: |denham's parting instruction to his  for the next. few days. Medenham

:,an “I don't suppose the car “vill be could have chosen no more unhappy‘

needed again to-day, bui you might  'moment for what he had to say. but

|-efill the petrol tank—or. the off during those twenty minutes of re-

- | ¢hence.” | flection a definite line of action had

| | been forced upon him, and he meant

game time.” i

Mrs. Devar's eyes bulged and Hher
lower jaw fell a little. She could
hardly have exhibited more significant
tokens of alarm had each of Cynthia’s
unwelcome statements been punctu-
| ated by the crash of artillery fired in
the garden beneath.

During a long night and a weary
morning she had labored hard at the
building of a new castle in Spain, and
now it was dissipated at a breath. Her

strong in the belief that the xm:rro-.\'] 4 ! the features of the chilly, skeptical
would bring telegrams to guide her in man by whom he was dragged out
the fray with Mrs. Leland. of bed at an unearthly hour in the
Medenham sent a short note ‘o his morning at Bristol, witnessed the al-
father, saying that he would reach chemy, and marvelled.
London about midnight next day and “Yes, sir, rather,” continued the
asking him to invite Aunt § an 1o boy, brimming over with enthusiasm.
lunch on Tuesday. Then he waited “The gentleman went along the Here-
vain for sight ef Cyathia until; ford Road, he did, yesterday mornin’.
mes by teatime, he got He kem back, too, wiv a shuffer, an’
one of the maids to take her a verb- he's a-stayin’ at the Symon’s Yat
al message, in which he stated that Hotel.”

ireen Dragon proved to be most
nish. No manner of doubt
t on Medenham's good faith;

acketed half a dozen letiers for

Yat Peter Vanrenen frowned, and Cyn-

he
ledly.
our: Me

T ed t
inguired t

denham also in
¢ bookkeeper.

your

in no demur was raise¢, since |
‘arl's repeated demands of in- |
formation as to Miss Vanrenen’'s |
whereabouts sh@ed that some sort
of link must cxist between him and
the missing tourists.
Medenham sat in
and read.

his car outside

My Dear George—If  this rea-
ches you. please oblige me by re-
turn to town at once. Your aunt
is making a devil of a fuss, and
is . most unpleasant. I say no
more now, since | am sure that
you will be in Hereford before
we meel.

Yours ever,
F.

“1 can see myself being very angry
with Aunt Susan,” he growled in the
first flush of resentment against the
unfairness of her attitude.

But that phase soon passed. His
mind dwelt rather on Lady St. Maur's
bland amazement when she encoun-
tered Cynthia He could estimate
with so of precision her
radyvehip's arding the eighty
millicns 8 of the United

3 said in his hear
'ty was evi
with the

aren
\WE Teg
citizen

vi

quite
head cut o

That, and1 a
ns to the difference
Thousand and Four
tuted her knowledge of America
Sti!l, he made excuses fo. her. It
was no new th for an aristocracy
to be narrow-minded Horace, that
fine gentleman. *“hated the wvulgar
crowd,” and Nicolo Machiavelli, fif-
teen centuries later, denounced the
nobles of klorence for their “ecasy
going contempt of everything and
everybody”; so Lady St. Maur had
plenty of historical precedent for the
coining of cheap epigrams.

The one person Medenham was real
iy bitter against was Millicent Poth
cawl. She had met Cynthia; she her
self must have frowned at the lylng
innuendoes written from Bburne
mouth; it would give hime some satis
faction to tell Cynthia that the Porth
cawl menage ought not to figure on
her visiting list. But there! Cyn-
thia was too generous-minded even t
avenge her wrongs, though well able
to deal with the Millicents and Maud
and Susans if they dared be spiteful

Then the coming of Dale witk
warious leather bags roused him from
the reverie by his father's curt mis
sive, and he laughed at the discover)
that he was fighting Cynthia’s bat-
gles already.

The Mercury was raising a goot

sarcastic computation
between Ten

hundred, consti

“Yes—my lord.”

Dale lifted his cap. The ostler who
had helped in the cleaning of the |
car ovenizht was standing near the
open doors of the coach-house. He
might not have heard the words, but

His eyes grew round, and his lips
pursed to give vent to an imaginary
whistle.

“I knew,” he told himself. “He's a
toff, that's wot he is. Mum's the
word, Willyum. Say nothink, 'special-
ly to wimmin!”

Bowing low before his smiling god-
dess, Medenham produced the packet
of letters. It happenéd that the un-
stamped note for Mrs. Devar lay up-
permost, and Cynthia guessed some
part, at least, of its contents.

“Poor Monsleur Marigny!” sha
cried. “I fear he ' had a cheerless
evening in Hereford. This {s from
him. I know his handwriting. x
While father and I were in Paris he
often sent invitations for fixtures at
the Velo—once for a -coach-drive to
Fontainebleau. 1 was rather sorry I
missed that." |

Medenham thanked her in his heart
for that little pause. No printed page
sould be 110re legible than Cynthia's
thought-processes. Iow delightful it
was to feel that her unspoken words
were mirrors in his own brain!

But these lover-like beatitudes were
Interrupted by a slight shriek. She
had glanced curiously at a postmark,
ripped open an envelope, and was
reading something that surprised her |
greatly.

“Well, of all the queer things!”|
she cried. “Heres' father in London. |
He started from Paris yesterday af- |
ternoor, and found he had just time
to send me a line by paying a special
postal fee at Paddington. What? |
5 Mrs. Leland going to Chester!
Wire if 1 get this! i

She reread the letter with heighten-
ed color. Medenhmam's heart sank
to his boots while he watched her. |
Whoever Mrs. Leland might be—and |
Cynthia’'s first cry of the name sent
a shock of recognition through him—
It was fully evident that the addition
of another member to the party would |
straightway shut him out of his Para- |
dise. ‘

Mrs. Devar, in the role of guar-
dian, had been disposed of nusllc-}
torily, but “Mrs. Leland” was more{
than a doubtful quantity. For some |
kindred reasof, perhaps, Cynthia |
chose to turn and look at the spark-
Wye when next she spoke.

“I don't see why Mrs. Leland’s un-|
sxpected appearance should make any |
real difference to our tour,” she said |
In'the colorless tont of one who seeks
rather than imparts conviction.
“There is plenty of room in the car.
We must take the front scat in turn,
that is all.”

“May I ask who Mrs. Leland is?"
he asked, and, if his voice was omin-
ously cold, it may be urged in extenu-
ation that in matters affecting Cyn-

deal of dust in the peighborheod o

this ha.w+~ no greater adant at con-

to fellow it to the only logical end.

“] am glad now that | mentioned
my own little difficulty at Hereford,” |
he said. *“Since alterations are to be
the ofder of the day at Chester, will |

!he certainly saw the respectful action. you allow me to provide another dri-

You will |
e, but my

ver for the Mercury there?
retain the car, of cou
place can be taken by a
man who understands it «
as I do.”

iite as well |

rustworthy | how

| is for London.

sky had fallen; she was plunged in-
to chaos; her brain reeled under these
successive shocks.

“J—don’'t understand,” she gasped,
panting as if ehe had run across vast
stretches of that vague “everywhere"”
during her quest for Cynthia.

“None of us understands.
not the essence of the contract. Any-
father is in England, Mrs. Le-
land will be in Chester, and Fitzroy
He is the only real

That is

“You mean that you are dropping |, . ijarp the crowd. Unless my eyes

out of the tour, then?”
“Yes."

deceived me, he brought his successor
in the car from Hereford. Really, Mr.

She shot one Indignant glance at| ..., "jon't you think you ought to |

his impassive face, for he held lni
rigid control the fire that was con-
suming him. {

“Rather a sudden resolve on your |
part, isn't it? What earthly difference |
does the presence of another lady in
our party make?”

“I have been thinking matters
over,” he sald doggedly. “Would
you mind reading my father’s letter?”

He held out the note received at
the Green Dragon, but she ignored it. |

“I take it for, granted that you have
the best of reasons for wishing to go.” |
she murmured.

“Please oblige me by reading it”
he persisted.

Perhaps, despite all his self-res-
traint, some hint of the wild longing |
in his heart to tell her once and for |
all that no power under that of the |
Almighty should tear him from her|
side moved her to relent. She took |
the letter, and began to read. |

“Why,” she cried, “this was written |
at Hereford?”

“Yes. My father waited there all
night.
minutes before I entered the hotel this
morning.”

skate by the next train?”

“l prefer waiting till toomorow even- |
ing if you will permit it,” he sgaid |
humbly.

Cynthia was lashing herself into a
very fair semblance of hot anger. She
felt that she was trammeled in a net|
of deception, and, like the freedom- |
loving ‘American that she was, she re-|
sented the toils none the less because
their strands remained invisible. See-
ing Medenham's crestfallen aspect at
her unjust charge with reference to
Dale's presence, she bit her lip with
a laugh of annoyance and turned on
Mrs. Devar.

“It seems to me,” she cried, “that
Count Edouard Marigny has been tak-
ing an interest in me that is certainly
not warranted by any encourangement
on my part. Open your letter, Mrs. |
Devar, and see if he, too, is on the
London trall. . Ah, well—perhaps
1 am mistaken. I was so vexed for

the moment that I thought he might |

| have telegraphed to father when we

He left for town only a few |

She read with puzzled brows, smiled |

a little at “Your aunt {8 making
devil of a fuss,” and passed quite un-
heeded the solitary “F.” in the signa-
ture.

“I think you ought to go to-day,” she
commented.

+“Not because of any argument ad-
vanced there,” he growled passion-
ately.

“But your aunt . ., she is a mak-
ing—a fuss. One has to conclliate
aunts at times.”

“My aunt is really a most estimable
person. I promise myself some amuse-

ment when she explaius the origin |

of the ‘fuss’ to you."”
“To me?”

“Yes. Have I not your permission
to bring her to see you In London?”
“Something was said about that."”

“May I add that I hope to make Mr.
Vanrenen's acquaintance on Tuesday ?”

She looked at-him in rather a startl
ed way.

“Are you going to call and see my
father?"” she asked, {

“Yes

“But—why, exactly?”
“In the first place, to give him news
of your wallhaine. T.attars are

did not turn up at Hereford.
course, that is sheer nonsense.
couldn’t have done it.
England before Monsleur Marigny was
aware of our failure to connect with
Hereford. I'm sure I don't “now what
is vexing me, but sometbing s, or
somebody, and 1 want to quarrel with
it, or him, or her, real bad.”

Without waiting for any opening of
Marigny’s note she ran off to her room.

He

Medenham had turned to leave the ho- |

tel when he heard a gurgling cry:

“Mr. Fitzroy—Lord Medenham—
what does it all mean?”

Mrs. Devar's distress was pitiable.
Snatches of talk overheard in Paris
and elsewhere warned her that Mrs.
Leland would prove an unconquer-
able foe. She was miserably consclous
that her own letter, posted overnight,
would rise up in judgment against her,

| but already she had devised the plaus-

ible excuse that the very qualities
which were excellent in a viscount
were most dangercus in a chauffeur.
Nevertheless, the letter, ill-advised
though it might be, could not account
for Peter Vanrenen's sudden visit to
England. She might torture her wits
for a year without hitting on the
tpith, since the summoning of the mil
llohaire to the rescue appeared to be
the last thing Count Edouard Marigny
would dream of doing. BShe _sactually
held In her hand & summary of the
telezrams he had disvatched from Bris-

| Lochinvar” as he moved away, there

ot |

Father was in |

the climb to the summit of the
could be made in half an hour.

The reply was deadening. 2

“Miss Vanrenen says she is buiy |
She does not intend to leave the ho
tel to-day; and you will pleas~ have
the car ready at eight o'clock to-mor-
row morning.”

Then Medsnham smiled forocious'y.
for he had just ascertained that the
local telegraph office opened at eigat.

“Kindly tell Miss Vanre¢nen that we
had better make a start some few min-
utes earlier, because we have a long
day’s run before us,” he said.

And he hummed a verse of “Young

by provoking the maid-servant to an
expression of opinion that some foik
thought a lot of themselves—but 2as
for London shuffers and their man-
ners—well there!

CHAPTER XII
Masques, Ancient and Modern

The clouds did not lift until Cyn
thia was standing in front of that re
markable Map of the World which re
poses behind oaken doors in the south |
aisle of Hereford Cathedral. Durinz
the run from Symon's Yat, not eve;
& glorious sun could dispel the vapor:
of that unfortunate Sunday. Cynthia
had smiled a "Good-morning” when
she entered the car, but beyond on¢
quick glance around to sce if the dop
uty chauffeur was in attendance
which Medenham took care he shou'd |
not be—she gave no visible sign o
yesterday's troubles, though h s :c'f
contained manner showed that they
were present in her thoubhts

Mrs. Devar tried to be gra~i
only succeeded in being stilted, 1
shadow of impending d ster
! black upon her. Medenham's on'y
| thrill came when Cynthia ted for
| letters or telegrams at the ( n Dra
igon. and was told there wus ncne
| Svidently, Petcer Vanrenen was not a
man to create a mountain out of a
molehill. Mrs, Leland might be trust
ed to smooth away difficultics; gper-
haps he meant to await her repo:t
confidentially and in silence,

But that square of crinkled vellum
on which Richard of Holdingham and
Lafford had charted this ange old
world of ours as it appeared during
the thirteenth century helped to blow
away the mists,

“lI never knew before that the Gar-
den of Eden was inside the Artle Cir-
cle,” said the girl, gazing awe-strick
en at the symbolic drawings of the
cating of the forbidden fruit and the
explusioh of Adam and - -Eve frow Par
adise.

“No later than yesterday I fancled
it might have been situa “d in the Wye
Valley,” comrented Medenham,

The cast was skilfui, but the fish
did not rise. Instead, Cynthia bent
nearer to look at Lot's wife, placed
in situ. .

“Tan bad there Is no

t
lay

word ahout

poses as the first KEarl

Shepstow

Fitzroy

thia vanished, to be replaced by the
Wall Street speculator who had
“made a pyramid in Milwaukees.”
Whence, then, had Cynthia tele
phoned? Of course, his alert mind
hit on a missed mail as the genesis
of the run to Hereford early on Sun-

' day, but he asked himself why he had

not been told of a changed address.
He cou!ld not guess that Cynthia
would have mentioned the fact bad
she spoken to him, but in the flurry
and surprigce of hearing that he was
not in the hotel she forgot to tell the
attendant who took her message that

| she was at Symon's Yat and not at

Hereford.

“Are you sure about the car?” he
sald, rendered somewhat skeptical by
the boy’'s overfulness of knowledge.

“Yes, sir. Didn't me an’ Dick Da-
vies watch for it all chapel-time?”

“But why—for that car in particu-
lar?”

“The gentleman bust his tire an’ we
watched him mendin’ it, an’ he set
us a sum, an’ promised us a bob each
it we did ir.”

“Meanwhile to Hereford

he

waont

!and back?”

“You have not changed your mind,
1 hope?”

“N-no, but there will be so few. 1

! was rather lazy during the first two

days.”

“You can trust me to fill in the gaps
with exceeding accuracy.”

“Oh, don't let us talk as if we would |
never meet again. The world is small
—to motorists.”

“I had the exact contrary in mind,”
he said quickly. *“If we parted to-day,
and did not meet for twenty years,
each of us might well be doubtrul as
to what did or did not happen last|
Friday or Saturday. But association
strenghtens and confirms such recol- |
lections. I often think that muinories |
held in common ate the most solid
foundation of friendship.”

“You don’t believe, then, in love at |
first sight,” she ventured.

“Let me be dumb rather than 09|
misunderstood!"” he cried. |

Cynthia breathed deeply. She was
profoundly conscious of an escape
wholly due to his forbearance, but ghe
was terrified at inding that her thank-
fulness was of a very doubtful quality.
She knew ngw that this man loved
her, and the knowledge was at once
an ecstasy and a torture. And how
wise he was, how considerate, how
worthy of the treasure that her over-
flowing heart would heap on him!
But it could not be. She dared nct
face her father, her relatives, her host
of friends, and confess with proud
humility that she had found her mate
in some unknown Englishman, the
hired driver of a motor-car. At any
rate, in that moment of exquisite
Cynthia did not know what she might
dare when put to the test. Her lips
parted, her eyes glistened, and she
turned aside to gaze blindly at the
distane Welsh hills.

“If we don't hurry,” sbe sald with

“I s'pose eo, sir.”

Peter Vanrenen's attention was held
by that guarded answer, and, being an
American, he was ever ready to ab-
sorb information, especially in matters

| appertaining to figures.

“What was the sum?” he sald.
To his very keen annoyance he
found that he could not determine

| straight off how long two men take

to mow a fleld of grass, which one
of them could cut in four days and
the other in three. Indeed, he almost
caught himself saying “three days and
a half,” but stopped short of that folly.

“About a day and three-quarters,”
he essayed, before the silence grew
irkzome.

(To be continued)
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