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THE CRITIC.

WANTED—A COMPANION.

{ Continuml.)

“ A I" she gasped.

« 1 will not imagine anything soiling the purity of my wife, but b will
fight the evil youa dread, and I willsave you I love you” Then, with his
face white and still, he laid one hand on her shoulder and said: ** Come
this way, the rest are near.”

‘That evening Miss Scott and Newsom had a ta'k.

“ 1 sm engaged to Miss Travers,” he began.

* Indeed ' The lady bristled.  ** May [ enquire the kind of engage-
ment?  The words have a gensrally accepted meaning, but your manner of
delivering them is somewhat pecuhiar, and I must ask you to b: more par.
ticular.”

‘11 is the usual meaning, 1 hope ; | intend to make Miss Travers my
wife.!

“ $till you are odd.”

“] suppose Lam. 1 ought tu have asked your consent; 1 ought to
have come to you smiling and radiaut ; for she, Ellen,” he lingered lover-
hke over the nanie, * confesses that she luves me. Bt whatis her trouble ?
What are her people ! What are ber family anxietics 1

# None, my duar sir—uone, 1 say to cach of your questions.””’

“ Ne,” he said.  © You are ignerant as I am ignorant, but she has a
dread.  She says she has been at * peace’ with you : she has had a new life,
a new hope. But noiw she says she is ‘doomed, ruined! What does it
mean? She loves e and acknowledges that I might save her, but—she
will not be engaged to mg, she will not be my wife—she will fly "

“Where to? DPshat” Miss Scott was getling rampant over this
restiveness of l:cr companion.  “* I'll talk to her

“Yes* Newsom walked across the room and back again.
not taik much. Ellen is stronger, more wilful than yeu thiok.”

“ I know her pretty well”

He went ou:

“ And 1 am all in the dark, you scu ; this little thing is so evil in her
cyes that she will hold back for nothing. She is desperate. I am obliged
to bein Xogland in two days; you will guard her ‘

« 1"l waich my lady, you may be sure. She hus been depressed lately ;
can any of her people be insenc 2"

* Tat would be no disgrace. Promise we that you will guard ber;
promise me that you will keep we in cognisance of your whereabouts.””

< T shall be thapkful.” Jliss Scoit Jooked a little scared. 1 want no
scnsations. 1 shall send her home if shie becomes unmanageable.”

“ No, not that, Though, where is her home, and whit 1s it 2"

4 Her father is a parson somewhere in Derbyshire.”

1 know Ucrbyshire I" the young man cried. ** She, your coinpanion,
the davgbter of the Rev. Hugh Travers at Moreton Mill—uvever I

“ Why not2”

s Because Travers belongs to Lard Hallamville's family. He 1s uomar-
ried too.”

“What! Do you know her aunt, Miss Travers 2"

 No, my Travers has ro sister.”

* e can't be wy Travers then.”

Next day Newsom left Brussels.

* But do

So dig Miss Scott, though she waited 2 full week for iclters and the |

acknowlegement of her packet of lace.
and told her people to write to Munich.

She and Etlen got to Munich, and Lilen was her swecet self, and no siga
of tragedy did Mass Scott find, though she waitched with the keenest of
keen eyes.

Ellen was gay as she anticipated Miss Scott's first demand.

* Shall 1 go to the Postc Restante for you 1 she arked.

“ Ay, do; it is near the hotel.  You don’t want any Icltes yourself, of
coursc 2"

¢ Indeed, neo.

¢ Not one ?"

“ Dear Miss Scott,” the girl said with a channing tenderness, and jet
with radness 100, “ no. 1 havesaid ¢ No.' And you do not help me 10
keep that letter away.”

But she had her letter from Newsom.  Miss Scott, too, zot ker vews—
no lace nad ever bzen received at Urchester.

* That Belgian post-office ' The lady was furious.
compensate me."

Nonc came, so she wrole again

I never do—such a tipuble s answer then. "

“I'll wake them

CHAPTER VIILL NEwsoM 1¥ LoNDOA.

The suinwer ran through pleasantly, and Ellen with Miss Scott saw
many places.

Nzwsom w.yin London ; a devoted lover, to judge by his letiers, also
he had 2 ** run over ™ 1o Muaica Jur 3 week to sce them when there.

November Joungd the two Jadies ou the Riviera ; and also to the Riviera
four orphan cuusins of Johu Newsom were betakwg themscives. To sec
John's zigure# was a grand excitement.

Somc days paseed, and then en cich day he got news of the girls'
whereabouis—)ic was guardian to them-—news not at all personal, bat sent
by sending a luc2l newspaper. Batal hast—on the Siturday—hz had s
letter, 2 note frum Misa Scott, and, 2bave all, x letter from Eden. OUn the
Surnday he was smoking the papz of bachelor delight, whea bLe twek up ono
of his cousina”mnany newspapers.  Political aews—rather late; lacsl news
—nething ; puitce news—great : two large robbenies, and, as the eduor
remarked, evideatly of a sequence with other robberics ; all at hotels too,

By hazard the next was a Paris paper of high class, in which politics
reigned.  However, at the end of one sentence here spoke of the search
after the perpetrators of the most daring robbery known of late years being
utterly unsuccessful. No cluocould be found. The society in the palace
of M. le Duc dv X—— was simply a society of private friends; the ser-
vants were above suspicion. But the Paris police were a body of
immeasurable sagacity—so on—so on.

“ At the dull time of the year,” Newsom said to himself, ‘“ we in Log-
land indulge in murders und suicides. I suppose France finds more attrac-
tion in the diplamacy and finesse of these wonderful burglaries.”

Nevertheless, before he went to bad he wrote at the end of a missive he
had written but left unsealed till the morning, these words :

“ We get news of daring robberies going on abroad in hotels and pri-
vate houses. Do not leave uny valuables about ; and advise Miss Scott to
be careful. She has diamonds with her [ know. Do not let her say, ¢ Ob,
they are nothing ! These genlry are as ready to take one trinket as a
whole jewel-case.  But 1 dare say you will be well up in the unpleasant
news."

After that he took his candle and went through to his bedroom.

** No need,” he said to himself, “ to write to the girls about n.
are in mourning ; all their things are locked up and left behind.”

He went to bed and slept the sleep of the just till the morning hours,
when visions of his Jove in the power of burglars terrified him into wake-
fulness. Heurned up his gas and set himself to read. It was by no
means night, but the dense foggy darkuess ~f the London working day.
Milkmen and newspaper-boys and the shricks of the underground railway
heralded the day, and very soon the day came in the shape of a rap at his
door and hot water.

Something vague clinched a desice into a determination with John
Newson:. Ilastead of running down i9 Herefordshire for the Christmas
week he would go south.  Hotel life for ladies alone was hazardous. But,
strange to say, he did not in the face of this sudden!y develnped fact attach
it to the case of his cousins, who were also his wards, but rather to Miss
Scout and Ellen Travers—to Miss Scott, the harden.d traveller.

Before the day anived for packing his portmanteau for this said south-
ern jouraoy, he had onc wmore letter from Ellen Travers.

It was a strange letter. It began by coldly-written words breaking off
her engagement. Then, as if to repair the cruelty of the coldness, her
writting was as impassioncd as those words of hers at Waterloo had been.
Then she ended in this way :

“J ought to terr up what I have written ; but 1 will not allow you, my
luve, to judge me falscly. I am not cold ; but that does not change the
necessity. 1 say farewsll—ELLeN.”

No other word softened this signature.

Thoy

|

CHAPTER IX.

Very oddly it was by the same t1ain in which the Wilson girls, Newsom's
cousins, were travelling that Miss Scott and Ellen left Marseilles.  But they
were not yet tomeet.  The swift irain de luce after flying down to Mar-
seilles goes more leisurely, and it was at 2 much smaller place than Cannes
that Miss Scott chose to stay.

\Where she did stop there were but but few hotels, and they quite dif-
ferent to the huge places of the main towns. Sainte Marce was a lovely
Mediterancan willage. Olices crowned the hills, and 2t the feet of olizes
urew the trellised vines ; village girls aad youths sing and danced in those
soft southern Iecember days ; far away oa distant hill-tops there shoae the
silver of snow, but snow was as a thing unknown down in the shelter of
Sainte Maree. ’

In the livtle inn theie were two more visitors—visitors of account, that
is, for natives came iu and got the news, drank the red wine, played at the
bowls ou the white road in {ront, and flirted with Tharese and Gabriclle of
the hotel.

The two strangers—profitab’e vizitors for the winter, it was said—werc
a Mdlle. $t. Armand and an oldish lady, her companion. Alrcady it had
ganc forth to the village that the poor mademoiselle was atilicted.  Hash!
and tho villagers touched their forcheadsas much as to say she was demented.

Miss Scott, walking under the vines of the garden at middiy, found
Madem do Ia Maure similarly inclined, and the two talked as chaperons do
about their young prople.

** \h,"” «aid 1he Frensh lady, I see you have the idea the village folks
hace. They shun us;and lu ymucce Isabelle is sensitive—she knaws why
they do it, and this will r2tard her cure.”

Madame de la Maure spoke Eaglish well when she stopped to think of
her words, but i haste or excitement she spoke a jargon of French and
Foglish combined. She was a handsome wonnnn on the far side of filty,
with tuftted white hair, and strongly marked black eyebrows. She inform=d
Miss Scott that she was a widow, an Alsatian, and she had now, at her age,
to work for her bread.

But she Joved Isabslle as if she were her own.
back to Meiz when the spring came quite well.

** She looks sad.”

8, > Madame shrugged her shoulders.  * Thatis it.
| qaire ot caur ; but she will forget.”

t ' L=t her make friends with my Ellen.”

i ' Ah, Madanie, if she would ! But Isabelle will spezk to no young girl.
I will contsol her if I may, but——"a shrug of thc shoulders spoke volumes.
* To see your charming nieca will perhaps—perhaps increase the melan-

! choly of Isabelle ; I saould thea leave Sainte Marec.”

THE WALL OVERLOUKING THE SEa.

!

!

She would tako her

It was an

“ Becausc of us? Ilndced no! We are always on tho move; we will

|gu. Auvyway, we shall go in a week,”



