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FOR LOVE OF A LADY.

BY ALICE MAUD MEADOWS,

Author of “One Life Between,” “When
the Heart is Young,” “The KEye of
Fate,” “Days of Doubt, *“The
Threads of Life,” Ete.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS:
The tale opens with the meeting in Hyde
Park of Jasper Warne and his wife Carline,
wkom he had deserted. Warne promises to
meet the woman again, and bring what
money he can spare. The scene then clianges
to the bachelor chambers of Philip Gilchrist,
Jasper’s cousin, and the reader learns that
Philip had once been in love with a girl
named Car'ine, but that she aad deceived
him, and that hz is now passionately at-
tached to Leslie Bell, a charming young
orphan, who has just, by a decision of the
courts, become mistress of a great fortune.
The deferred meeting between Jasper
Warne and his wife takes place, and the
woman is not so easily bought off as
Jasper imagined she would be. To avoid a
quarrel In the street he takes her to a
house in which both Philip and himself have
chambers. Finding that he had accidentally
taken Philip’s key, he brings his wife to his
cousin’s rooms instead of his own. About
this time a money-lender’s assistant, com-
Ing to see Jasper to press for payment of a
loan, enters Jasper’'s rooms. and finds them
empty. While there he hears footsteps In
the passage, and his sweetheart, Rachel,
who had accompanied him, and whom he
had left in a cab outside, sees a man leave
the house with a face “white as chalk.”
At a ball which is held the same evening
at the house of Mrs. Strangeways, with
whom Leslle Bell lives, both Philip and
Jasper proposes to the heiress, and the
former is accepted. Philip reaches his
chambers at four in the morning, and goes
stiaight to his bedroom. Awakening an hour
later with a start, and being unable to
sleep, he enters the sitting room to get a
book, and there sees the dead body of Car-
line. Later on the police, who are sum-
moned, learning that Phillp knew the wo-
man, and finding & portrait of her in .ue
Toom, suspect Philip of the deed. Leslie,
however, to whom Philip has confided his
early love episode, has unshaken faith in
her lover, and refuses his offer to release
her from her engagement.

CHAPTER XXIV.
Maria Bloor fell into her niche in her
aunt’s home with wonderful quickness.

. In twenty-four hours Mrs. Bloor hardly

knew how she had done without her. She

answered all the tradesmen’s rings, wait-

ed upon Jasper, who was now the only
gentleman occupying his chambers in
24B, Park View, and maxle herself useful
in a hundred ways.

“She’s no beauty,” Mrs. Bloor confided
to her husband, “but I don't know when
I've met a nicer, more obliging girl; and
if it wasn't for those ugly goggie giasses,
and her dark skin, and black hair, I
don’t really think she’d be =o bad-look-
ing. She's got rather a pretty way of
turning her head. and her hands are
beautifal in shape, if they are dark in
color. I wonder if there was a touch:of
the tar brush on the mother’s side?”

Maria was certainly plain. Her eyes
no one at Park View had ever seen. Her
skin was almost as dark as the.skin of
an Indian. Her black hair was ‘coarse
and frizzy, and came down in an ugly
way over her ears; her mouth, however,
was beautiful.

Jasper found himself looking  at it
sometimes, even while he told himself
she was the plainest,girl he had ever
geen; her nose, too, was good, but the
black fringe coming down to the top of
the black goggle glasses made the lower
part of the face look heavy. i

“Do you know,” he said to her once,
“you’d look a different creature if you'd
do away with that brute of 4 fringe, and
those glasses. What's the matter with
your eye§? Why don’t you have them
seen to? It's & woman’s duty to try and
look attractive. 3

Maria only giggled. She seldom did
more in the presence of Jasper. She was
shy of him, and did not come to his roems
when he was in them more than she
could help; though she seemed to love to
fuss about them when he was absent,
dusting and putting to rights.”

“You're like all girls,” Mrs. loor
said, “wonderfully interested in a bache.
lor's rooms; but you must inow every-
thing there is in Mr. Warne’s by heart
T

“And yet,” Maria said, “I shall ope
sorry to go away from here ¢van for a
few days, as I suppose I must scon. You
knew, did you not, that I have another
visit-to pay?”

“Another visit?’ Mrs. Bloor repeated,

Maria nodded.

“Yes,” she answered: “Mother sprung
it upon me at the last minute; it's some
of her people. I don’t want to go. I’'m
sure. They live in the county of Essex,
if ‘you know where that is.”

-“To be sure,” Mrs. Bloor returnad.
“That’s not far. “Well, I suppose it’s
only right you should visit your mother’s
people, Maria. I wonder whether you
take after them. You're not a bit like
our family. We were always personable
—but I shall miss you. When do you

')"

“Oh to-morrow, or the next day.” she
answered, “and I'll soon be back. Now I
must go and wire in at Mr. Warne’s
room. I think I heard him go out.”

‘“What ears you have!” Mrs. Bloor
said; “though, to be sure”—and she look-
ed at the frizzled curtain of Maria’s hair
—*“I have never seen them.”

Maria did a strange thing when she
entered Jasper’s rooms that day; she shut
the door, and slipped the bolt.

“Goodness knows what excuse I shall
make if he comes back!” she said to her-
self; “but I can’t be disturbed. Now, I
wonder where I had better look? And I
wonder what I'm really Tooking for?”

She took off her glasses, and her eyes—
beautiful eyes that did not look in the
least degree weak—were sparkling like
diamonds. She pushed back the thick
coarse hair from her brow, then she look-
ed round.

“If I had a secret,” she said, half aloud,
“if I were a man and this room mine,
where should I keep it? Should I hide
it? Or, under the circumstances, be-
lieving no suspicion eomld fall upon me,
should I just leave it where it had al-
ways been?”

A man’s belongings do not. as a rule,
take up very miich room. He doeg not
require the - cupboard and wardrobe
room which a woman is obliged to. have.
If a woman has a seeret, there are a
hundred places in which she may keep
it; if a man has one, it is generally
among his papers.

Maria crossed to Jasper's desk, after a
moment, and found, as she had expected,
that it was locked. This, hewever, did

not deter her. She whipped a number
of ‘strange-looking keys from her pocket,
and Jasper's ‘correspondence was soon at
her mercy. “She lifted papers and letters
quickly, plaeing them upon one side,
onee, curionsly enough, she colored. She
had eome upon two. or three little notes
written by Leslie Bell. Jasper had tied
them up with bluye ribbon, and written
the dates on each.

She went slowly and earefully through
the middle receptacle of the desk, but she
found nothing of interest. As carefully
as she had taken the things out, she put
them back again.

“Nothing there,” she said te »erseif,
and proceeded to open the drawers.

In the third one she searched she found
an ordinary’ tin cash box; it was loeked;
but- she opened it easily, and - went
through the contents. There were papers
in it which proved Jasper heavily in the
debt  of the Jew, Moses Cohen, but, ‘at
first sight, these seemied nothing more.
Maria did not possess one of these ondin-
ary cash boxes, and was just shuting it
whén it struck here there was a good
deal of room wasted in the middle of this
one. She investigated matters, and
found she could move a slide. Under this
slide there were papers, and a bent pho-
tograph. She took them out eagerly—
they were letters written from a woman
to a man.

And the woman signed herself Carline!

CHAPTER XXYV.

“Not at home?”

*No, : sir?¥

Jasper looked surprised. ILeslie. had
said: “Come every. day,” and for the
third time when he had called she had
been out. Had her beliéf veered round
again? Women’s minds—what little they
possessed—were, of course, like weather-
cocks. Had she, in some way, recognized
a possibility of the innocence of a man
who had run away? And for that rea-
son, was she angry with him?

“I think Miss Bell has left town,” the
man volunteered, ' vut Mrs. Strangeways
is at home. Would you like to see her?”

Jasper stepped into the hall.

“Thank you,” he answered, and was
shown into the drawing-room.

Mrs. Strangeways joined him very
soon.

“Pm'so sorry I was out each time be-
fore,” she sad, “and the servants could
tell you nothing, of course. Well, I can’t
do much more. Leslie has just ° taken
herself off. She says she has property to
look after: so she has, of course, heaps of
property in the country, and here, in
London, somewhere, Hampstead way, I
think—houses full of furniture and ser-
vants. I’'m afarid this disappearance of
Mr. Philip Gilehrist has upset her very
much, and she feels she must be on the
move, doing something. I don't at all
approve of her running about like this:
still, what can I do? She’s her own mis-
tress. I've no authority-—none whatever.”

“But, surely,” Jasper gaid, walting for
Mrs. Strangewiys to thke a sefit. then
sitting dowti himself, his hat held lightly
in hig hands, ~surely you' know where
ghe ig?”

“No more than the man in the moon,”
Mrs. Strangeways answered. -‘‘Probably
not so much. She was very much excit-
éd after you called that day at breakfast
time, laughing, almost crying, going on
like 2 mad thing; denouncing someone—
Philip, I suppose, but she mentioned no
name—in good round terms. My own
private opinion is that this trouble, com:
ing; on the top of the fortune, has sent
her. a little off her head. Weli,” Mrs.
Strangeways changed the subject quick-
ly, “any more news of Mr. Philip Gil-
christ?”

“None,” Jasper returned, leaning for-
ward, and tracing the pattern of the car-
pet with his stick. “Probably he’s on
his way to America or Spain, or some of
those places, by now. But I ean’t trou-
ble to think of him. He’s"—he hesitated
a moment and a queer, puzzled look came
into his eyes—*“he’s made his bed, and
must lie on it. But, Leslie—we must
search for her.”

“Why?  I've no authority to search for
her. She's a free woman—absolutely
free.”

Jasper laughed.

“Oh, ' dear, mo,” he answered. “No
woman—at least, no woman -in anything
of a set—is a free woman. She's bound
by conventionality; tied to the .apron-
strings of Mrs. Grundy. Besides, she
asked me to come every day and report.”

“In a moment of excitement, yes; in
another,. she went off. Besides, you've
nothing to report. Wherever she is. the
newspapers will tell her all you could.”

Jasper looked up and laughed.

“I don't know so much about that.” he

-answered. “No. I think I could tell her

more than the newspapers.  Philip be-
ing out of the running mew-—for, ' of
course, he is—I could tell her, for in-
stance, that'"—his voice sapk a little—
“that I love her!”

Mrs. Strangeways nodded her head.

“Which wouldn’t be news, probably.
So you aspire to step into Philip’s shoes,
do you? I don’t think you ever will.”

“Why not? She likes me, she must like
me. She would not, even in a ‘moment
of excitement, have asked me to come
here every day had she not, and all wo-
men want to get married, don’t they?”

Mrs. Strangeways looked thoughtful
for an instant.

“Yes, I suppose they do,” she said, re-
luctantly. “But they want to get mar-
ried to the right, not :the wrong, man. I
don’t suppose there would be a single old
maid in the world if every woman could
marry the man she wanted to; for at
some time or other during her life every
woman does ecome across some man she
would like to call husband. But we wo-
men realize mere than you men do that

s better to make no bargain at all than
a bad one?”

“You think I should be a bad one ”

“For Leslie, yes.” ;

“And yet I love her very dearly. There
is nothing in the world I would not do for
her,' I darsay you don’t believe: it, but
it's true.”

Mrs. Strangeways shook her head.

“No, I ‘don’t believe it,” she answered.
“There are no chivalrous knights now.

for love of a lady,’ but it’s not true; they
do it for love of themselves. I suppose
there really is a warrant out for Philip’s
arrest?”

“Undoubtedly. He's more of a coward
than I should have thought him, and
more of a fool, too, to run away. When
do you expect Leslie home?”

“When I see her. .She's not treating
me well, but I suppose I shall receive her
with open arms when she comes' back.
Jasper”’—she started suddenly and leant
forwdard—*‘‘youn don’t think she has gone
off to him?”

‘To him?”

“Philip.”

He turned very pale. He rose and
looked round him a little wildly, then he
sank into his chair again.

“To Philip!” he repeated. “No, im-
p ssible! She would not go to him like

that, not knowing whether he is innocent

)

or guilty. - She is not that sort of wo-
man.”

Mrs. Strangeways laughed.

“Every woman is that sort.of woman
when she loves!” she answered, “Oh, I
ought not.to have let her go, but what
eould I do?”

“Nothing,” Leslie’s voice said at the
door. She had entered the room unob-
served, -and stood there listening. “You
have not been worrying about me, have
you?” she went on. ‘“That was foolish.
Jasper, I'm so pleased to see you.” She
spoke excitedly, her color came and went.,
“Was that your cab at the door? If so,
you might drive me to Scotland Yard.
Oh, yes! How do you do? Strange, is
it not, even in our most excited thoment,
we must be conventional and shake
hands?”

Jasper had risen, had come towards
Leslie. and held out his hand. She let
her soft, cool fingers lay in it cosily, for
an instant.

“Yon-know I will do anything in the
world you you,” he answered. “May I
say, Leslie, that I don’t think you ought
to be running about alone ’

“No? Then I must not do it, must I?
But a woman of property has duties. You
have no news, Jasper?”’

“None. What do you want with
Scotland *Yard 7’

She shrogged her shoulders.

‘“Nothing, really.” she answered; “but
sometimes one has to pretend. I onght
at least, ought I not, to appear to think
Philip innocent? I ought to seem to be
doing something for him. I don’t want
the society paragraphists—one goes in
fear and trembling of these people—to
write that I am quite heartless. It
might,” she laughed, “it might destroy
my chances.”

Jasper's hand almost ecaunght hers
again, but, by accident or design, she put
hers behind her.

“Of what?” he asked. ;

“Oh, what we women are always
thinking of, our ‘she won’t be happy till
sne gets it'—I mean marriage, of course.
If eircumstances over which I have mno
control prevent my marrying Philip, I
must marry someone else, of course,
Jasper, are you ready?”

He laughed excitedly.

“To marry you?”’ he said, andaciously.
“Yes, this moment, if you will.”

She laughed, first at' Mrs. Strangeways,
then ‘at him.

“No, to give me a seat in your cab,”
she answered. “Come along, you ecan
spare-the time, of course? I don’t know”
—she turned and glanced at Mrs. Strange-
ways—“I don’t think I shall be home to-
night.”

Mrs. Strangeways looked angry.

“I can’t and wen't have you running
about like this,” she said.

Leslie crossed swiftly to her and kissed
her, s

“My dear,” she answered, “not one of
us can say‘won’t.” We are just puppets
in the hands of Fate, who pulls the
strings. We have to take just what is
given us. Come, Jasper. Don’t’—she
turned to her friend again—‘“don’t be
cross, dear. If I were not busy, I should
go mad; you wouldn’'t wish that.”

Jasper followed her from the house,
and they took their places in the waiting
hansom. Leslie sitting well into the
corner. Perhaps she found it more com-
fortable. Jasper frowned a little, but
said. nothing about it. She should creep
close to him one day of her own accord.
or, if not, he would put out his arm and
draw her nearer and nearer till he made
her quite a prisoner. She was blowing
hot and cold now, because, like all wo-
men, she was more than half coward. A
man loves and unloves in a minute, and
does not blush. for his fickleness; a  wo-
man is a little ashamed even when she
does not cling to a human shipwreck.

“You have not heard from Philip?”’
Jasper asked.

She had been looking through the win-
dow. She turned abruptly.

“Oh, no, lie would scarcely write, would
he? It would be impudence, under the
circumstances, would it not? Yet, Jas-
per, I should like to hear, and I do “1.&11,
oh. I do, that you did not think him
guilty, that you would say so. It would

not seem’—she shivaored a httle—"qmte

so horrible then!”

‘“Horrible ?”

“Yes, for one cousin to think nnathm
guilty of ‘murder? And, in a way’—he
halted a little as he talked—*“I can under-
stand the deed; Ro woman can, perhaps,
but with a man it is different. He loved
you—as any man might—he meant to ask
you that night to be his wife, then this
woman, who was bound to him by some
deed, regretted, loathed tie, came to him
at the worst moment possible; wanted
to come back into his life, and then, when
he refused, threatened to make a scandal,
threatened to tell you, 'perhaps. It—it
made Lim mad. for he did hope to win
you. He hated her, as men always do
hate women they have lovesd and tired of,
if the woman does not smile and let him
go—as all wise women do; only they are
so few. He saw you slipping from
him—->-""

“And my fortune,” Leslie put in.
“Sureiy he thought a litle of my for-
tune?”

“And your fortune,” Jasper said,
coloring. ‘“And—that was unfortunate
for him—there being a dagger near at
hand, he struek her down, and killed
her.”

“And she fell—how?” Leslie asked,
quietly.

“How should I know?’ he answered.

“How should you know?”’ Leslie re-
peated. ‘“You told the story so well, that
is all. Some people have that gift, have
they not? One almost thinks the narra-
tive personal. Really, Jasper, for an
instant, I felt quite frightened, almost as
though I had the murderer of poor Car-
line beside me! Why, how white you
look! I believe I've frightened you, and
vou have nothing to be frightened about,
have you, Jasper? Is this $Scotland
Yard?’ she asked. as they drew up.
“Shall I be able to see what I want to
see?”

“You have not told me what it is you
do want to see,”” he answered, as he

| helped her out.
Men say ‘I'd do this, that, and°the other, |

She looked at him strangely. Had they
two been conspirators, and anyone else
present, one might have said it was a
glance of warning.

“I want to see the photograph of Car-
line,” Leslie answered. “I want to have
a good look at it.”

“But why?” he asked./

“Oh, a whim, a mere whim; besides, as
I told you, I think I ought, at all events,
to appear to want to clear my lover's
name.”

“But, in reality?” he said. and held his
breath.

“In reality?” she repeated. “Oh, do
things ever get so far as in reality with
human beings? Don’'t we act from the
cradle to the grave? I really can’t an-
swer for reality.”

But if it was only acting and not reality
that made her face so white, her expres-
sion so tense, as she bent over the pho-
tograph of the dead <Carline, it was act-

ing of the very best.

“Poor girl!” she said, softly. ‘Poor
girl! Jasper’—she pointed to an orna-
ment the woman in the photograph wore
—“do you think Philip’s likeness is in
that locket, or that of another man? If
only we could open it and see! Jasper,
you are ilI!”

“No,” he said. “No,” and pulled him-
self together. ' “The place is hot, and I
haven’t slept lately. Let me take you
home.”

But Leslie did not want to go home,
nor yet to keep Jasper company longer.
s0 another cab was called, and the man
just told to drive on.

And the face of Jasper, as-he stood
looking after the cab, was the face of a
man who ‘is afraid!

CHAPTER XXVL
It has been proved over and over again
that there is nothing so antagonistic to
the unravelling of a mystery as a very
reasonable and strong suspicion of one
person, something that goes a good Dbit
short of proof, but yet looks like truth.

A woman whom Philip Gilchrist ae- |

knowledked he had once loved haed-bcen
found murdered in his rooms, and he had
disappeared; there certainly seemed no
need for the police to look beyond the
man who had run away for the murder-
er, and they did mot do so.. They would
run him to earth some day, and then they
would hang him—or, at all events, the
law could.

And they could scarcely be blamed for
not having wider suspicions. An inno-
cent man does not run away, and Philip
apparently had.

Mr. Hewitt, the photographer, had re-
turned to his village home, where every
night he enlarged upon the coroner’s in-
quiry, and the part he had taken in it,
to a large awdience in the village inn. He
hoped, and believed, Philip would be
caught and tried. He would then have
another chance of running up to London,
and he liked town life.

It was 6 o’clock in the evening. The
light was too bad to take photographs
had anyone wished to be taken. Mr.
Hewitt was just tidying-up,” when there
came a loud ring at the studio bell. He
crossed the room, opened the door, and a
lady stepped in.

“Good evening,” she . said. “Mr.
Hewitt, I believe?” !

He howed gracefully.

‘“That is my name,”” he answered.
“Have you come-.to  be photographed?
(’m afraid”’—he looked at the girl before
him, and thought her an altogether un-
{nteresting subject—the light is too ‘bad
to get a really satisfactory picture. To-
morrow morning, at ten, I could manage
it

The girl sat down.

“But I don’t want my photograph
taken,” she answered. ‘I’ve come about
this- Park ‘View affair. L want you to
tell me all you know about that poer
murdered girl, - Won’t you sit down too?
Has anyone else come to yon from’’—she
hesitated & moment—*‘Scotland Yard?”

“No one,” heianswered, and he looked
wonderfully’ pleased, as indeed he was.
He would have-more than ever now to
tell his: pals. “What do you want to
know about the ‘poor girl?”

“HEverything“you can tell. me. How
long she lived -here. How long ago it is
sincé she firsteame here. What she did
to keep herself. .And when she went
away. Perhaps you won’t mind if I take
a few notes?1y You will, of course, be
recompensed- for your loss of time.”

Mr. Hewitt smiled, and, certainly noth-
ing:loth, todd:alk he knew.

As faras he: could say, Carline had
come there about six months ago—he did
heard, from a wvillage called Neston. about
twenty miles :asvay. People—he did not
know why—had fought rather shy of the
girl; she had been quiet enough, had kept
herselt to herself, and was certainly
poor; she had been very particular about
the photographihe had taken of her, and
he felt sure it:svas fop-a lover—that was
really all he knew.

“And you took her only in the one po-
sition?”? the girl asked.

“I took three or four,” the nhotograph-
er answered, ‘“and had a rough proof of
each. I should fancy she sent them all
to the man, before she made up her mind
which she would have. I think so be-
cause she wasseveral days deciding.” ™

“She didn't tell you anytning?’

“Oh,. no; she wasn’t that sort of wo-
man, and, so far as I' can make out, she
never, what yeu might call, talked to
anyone, Once or twice; some of the peo-
ple say, they saw Ler walking with a
man in the woods, in the evening, but no
one seems to have seen his face.”

“And no one knows what her life was
at Neston?”

“So far as I can make out, no one. My
opinion "is that she lived there, and her
husband, or lover—the man who murder-
ed her, and who has ran away new—
visited her off and on, until he deserted
her. Then she came on here, and took
the one room she lived in.  But, of
course, it’'s pure supposition.”

“Did she cal rself Miss or Mrs.?”

“Mrs,—Mrs. ine—Carline being, of
course, her Christian name.”

“And how can I get to Neston?”

“You can take the train, and if you
want to learn anything, you'd best go to
the genbral store in the village. Mrs.
Smith has lived there all her life, and
knows all the ins and outs ef the village.
1f she can’t tell you anything about the
woman who probably called hox\elf Mrs.
Carline there also, no one can.’

Maria Bloor, who certainly seemed to
have done strange things since she came
to England, laid a sovereign on the table.

“One question more,” she said. ‘Do
vou think the woman was married? Did
she give you that idea? A young mar-
rigd woman generally, somehow, im-
presses one as married. A sort of pride.
dignity—I don’t quite know what you call
it—comes to her.”

The photographer shook his head.

“I don’t know,” he answered. “It cer-
tainly did not occur to me that she was
a married woman, but if she were mar-
ried, it was a secret marriage, and the
pride, dignity—ecall it what you like, miss
—would not be there. A woman secretly
married generally suspects that the
world believes she has a lover, and that
is what she feels like herself. You can’t
get much pride or dignity out of a state
of affairs which makes you think the
world -is turning up its nose at you, and
cold-shouldering yow.”

“Poor girl!”’ Maria said. . ‘“Poor un-
happy girl! What a life to have lived!
And, oh, what -4 brute—what a beast”—
speaking passionately—‘‘the man must
have been to make her lead it. "He would
Jdeserve no pity—none at all—even if he
had not murdered her, and I""—she clench-
ed her dark, beautifully-shaped hands—
“I will have no pity on him!"”

CHAPTER XXVII

Late to bed and early to riSe, was the
moto of Mrs. Smith. When one kept a
general store it was suicidal, so far as
business was concerned, to shut one's

shop early. ‘Folk might want -anything
in a hurry, from a bottle of unsweetened
gin to a baby’s eomforter. And the same
in the morning. Folk didn’t all: keep
stores of everything in the house. Mrs.
Smith felt it her duty to have the shut-
ters up as short a time as possible, and
acted aecordingly.

It was 7 o'clock. The carrier had just
called, and, after wishing the worthy lady
good morning, <had deposited several

| wooden boxes in the shop.

“Fish, I think,” he said. “I seemed to
detect the aroma.”

“’Addicks,” Mrs. Smith answered: “It’s
not long since I introduced them, but they

|are going down well. Mr. Sims (Mr.

Sims was the village fishmonger) = will
think I'm doing him a bad turn, but I
can’t help it: filthy was the only word
to be applied to his dried fish, and the
fresh ain’t much better. Would you feel
like a fresh-dried finnin (that was Mrs.
Smith’s way of pronouncing it) yourself,
Mr, Carter? 1f so, I'll just whip open
this—-case, and you're very welcome.”
The carrier drew his hand across his

| lips, and smacked them loudly.

“It ain’t an offer to be refused, Mrs.
Smith,” he said, “and glad I am, and
glad others is, that you've taken the fish
in hand. Nature requires fish. Phos-
phorus is necessary to the human consti-
tution, but nature also requires that the
fish should be wholesome. Let me do
that little job for you. No? Well, you
always was a woman to do everything
for yourself, and no one—let him be
whom he may—the King upon his throne,
for that matter—could do it better.”

Mrs. Smith had opened one box, se-
lected a haddock of a golden orange hue,
that spoke to her of a good rich full
flavor, and was just wrapping it in. a
piece of paper, when someone entered
the shop. She looked at the carrier and
smiled. ’

“1f I got up at cockerow,” she said,
“I should have customers. And what”—
she turned to the girl who had entered—
“can I do for you, my dear? If it's
breakfast you're thinking about, I can
recommend one of these”—and she point-
ed to the haddocks.

“I'm sorry it’s not breakfast,” Maria
Bloor said, and her pretty lips smiled-be-
neath her ugly goggle glasses. *I've
come to see you, if you are Mrs. Smith.”

“If!” the propiretor of the general
stores answered. “You don’t come from
these parts, my dear, or you wouldn’t
have to ask.”

“I am from London,” Maria answered.
If Mrs. Bloor had been there..she would
certainly have wondered that the girl did
not* say ‘I am from Australia.” It
would have seemed more natural, though
last impressions are certainly sometimes
strongest, “And I want to know whe-
ther you can tell me anything about Mrs.
Carline?”

The carrier paused in the doorway, and
wished Mrs. Smith good morning; then
she turned to saria.

“The woman’s been murdered, hasn’t
she?” she said. “I’ve-not said a word
to anyone—I don’t talk—but I saw ~the
case in the paper, and the photograph-
er's evidence, and supposed it was the
same.”

“Yes,” Maria said. ‘‘She’s been mur-
dered—cruelly murdered. I want to find
out by whom. Did you ever see her with
a man here?”’

Mrs. Smith busied herself taking the
haddocks from the box, sorting them into
threepenny, fourpenny, fivepénny aud six-
penny ones.

”

“Never,” she answered; *‘though I've
heard some folk caught a flying glimpse
of one here and there; not emough to
recognize him, you may be sure. Oh,
such men are careful, but it’s pretty clear
wlm killed her, isn’t it?”

“You mean— " Maria said, and pnused

“I mean the man she called husband
in the park. and, mind you, I think he
was her husband. Mrs. Carline was .a
religious woman, not the sort of woman
to go off the straight line.”

Maria caught at one word.

“Religious ?”.she said. “Then she went
to church here? The clergyman would
know something about her?”’

Mrs. Smith shook her head.

“No,” she answered, “she. didn’t wor-
ship here, she made uo friends here. She
was a strange woman, was Mrs. Carline.
Some people fought ~ny of her, as some
folk always will when a weman, who is
not a widow, can’t, or won’t, give any
account of herself. People do say she
went into Market Burnham ‘to church,
but I don’t know what would have taken
her there. In spite of its name, there’s
not more than fifty souls in the place.”

“But a church, perhaps?’ Maria said.

“Yes, a church, certainly. and a clergy-
man as old as the hills, as deaf as a post,
and almost as blind as an adder. If she
did go there, and I doubt it, it was be-
cause some bygone happiness had been
hers there, and to visit the place brought
it back again,”

“Some bygoné happiness!” Maria said
to herself, *I wonder—if I had ever
been married I should know, I suppose?
—would the wedding day of a woman
who had been neglected as Carline was,
have been a day of happy memory? If
80, is it possible she was married there?”

She trembled a little as the thought
came, and grew pale and afraid; but her
voice was quite steady when she spoke.

“wWas it only on the Sunday she took
this walk?” she asked.

Mrs. Smith had finished displaying as
many haddocks as she thought necessary.
Now she arranged some gaily-tinted cah-
coes,

**Ah, that I ean’t say,” she answered.
“I don’t know that she even went there
at all, but one has the gossip brought to
one. A woman in my position hears
everything, both truth and lies. I heard
a good many of what I am, sure were lies
about Mrs. Carline. She told me once
that her husband was a sailor, but, bless
me, they always say that when . they
can’t produce them in the ordinary way.
I’ve no business, I suppose, to be talking
to a young girl like you like this, but you
want te know about the woman.”

Maria nodded her head.

“Indeed I do,” she answered.  “Will
vou tell me how long ago it was that
Mrs. Carline came here?”

Mrs. Smith put on her thinkiag cap.

“A matter of 'lnv years or a iittle
less, I 'should think,” s‘(\ answered. *“It's
a gniet, secluded place,” she went on.
“It might interest you to go and have a
look at it, quite shut off from the rest
of the world. - I remember the night—yes,
it be less than three years ago—a closed
carriage rattled-through the village and
made nus all start-a bit.  Half-an-hour
later, Job Fellow, one of the men that
drives the station flies, tells us that he’s
just driven a lady and gentleman te the
Hermitage. He didn’t seem to haye no-
ticed the man, but the woman was Mus.
Carline. He described her to me, and I
recognized her when she came in the first
time. She was a' radiantly beautiful,
happy young woman then, and chatted
to me pleasantly. I may be wrong, but
I think, somehow, the day she came home
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to the Hermitage was her wedding day.
She, and the man, too, though no one
seems to have seen-him, stopped at the
Hermitage for a week. Then one night
off they went again for six months. Then
she came back aloné; but happy still, and
then slowly her face changed. - She never
said anything to me, but it was easy . to
see she was fretting, Her husband had:
probably grown tired’ of her. perhaps de-’
serted her. -She ‘was poor, I.think. . She
bought. less and less, then suddenly she:
gave up the hoqsgf»uand went. aWway, ‘but”
she paid up eve ng-first, uicludmg the
rent. The house was'taken. in her ] name,
Mrs. Carline. Mr. Miller, that is the
landlord, thonght before she went that
she was probably a. widow,. fecentlv be-
reaved, and that she wanted qme s,

“Poor woman!" Maria said again, 9T
seems to have:been 'too carefuli” ==

*1'rust a man for-looking after his own
interests,” Mrs. Smith answerede: “OK,
he mus: have - bepn a wily jone!l "“IFs
strange such a careful man should have.
done such a mad thing as to murder his+-
wife in “his own chambers, *It swould
have been more hke him to have done 1t
in someone’s else’s

“Much; more hke _him,” Maria Bloor
answered.
/ Hope beat.hxgh in her heart whex)
left Mrs. ‘Smith’s- shop. Whysheite

reat an interest -in ‘poor “muw

Cnr ifie ghe alone kuew; but &He Telt ver’y»
strongly that some -ASent}mentaleﬂnn
had’ drawn the dead avomanito

village of “Market Burfiham; /If hi
vﬁ%

happy marriage—for without: pidubt
marriage had?been unhappy—hiad -ts
place there, ﬂmt was, p,éﬂmﬁ‘! - hb
cause, =

Few men, but niany women mll t:éau—.
ure dead roges; few urem, buts “most ‘Wor
met; will «pm:pbseb reyist places where
they have been happys:but.the  ghost: of
past joy lingers about the spot; loving
words, " siweet = caresses, returnste. onels

woman always treasnres the th at’
some- faint-revival of the past+ y 18y
come to him; that he, too, may revisk the
spot, that kind chance may bring them
together. It is a foolish hope, but even
lmpe that is Loohsh‘ is “better ‘than des-
pair.

Carline had walked to the distant vil-

and the walk was nothing to her.. She
stggped ‘out: guickly, thinking deeply as
shé went.

Semetimes ghe smiled, -sometimes she
looked “grave, "but always' triumphant.
She had pushed up her disfiguring glasses
and her eyes were bright and beautiful.
It scefted ‘ted’ thiousand pities thit she
ever covereu’ them uap.

“I shall sueceed;” she said to herself. “T
.am_sure of tnat, and yet it will be ter-
nble. He. hag been ‘our friend; he loves

Heis n.murdemer whom I am track-
l;lx down, but I can ’t.out, the h'\ngm'm 8
rope round his neck. "I ean't. I can't!”

She met few people in the lonely coun-
try lanes. 'Now and then a laborer pass-
ed her wgsbmg her~a~ eheery good morn-
ing.” 'Utice or twice &' trap ot -ertook her.
One old .woman; dfixfiiz a neat, well-
groomed donkey, dréw up, and offered
her "8 1itt." “Maria Bloor accepted the
offer with alacrity. 3

“Thank you,” she said. “I'm going to
Market Burnham,  It's rather a long
way.. 1
‘"Rhﬁ}‘s s may be,” the old Wmnﬂﬂ
answeaed, -as Maria took her seat. “Ride
“M!‘fit ‘and it's nothing; walk it and
it's & *wariness to the flesh. \un '—she
loakeﬂ atthe girl from top to toe—"you're
i ‘Loudoner?” = Bk L

SYeh. " Maria answered. It really was
'«'omferful how sdonshe had forgotfel
she ‘VB |, an. Agstralidn,

5 Londoners.” the woman
“We conntn folk, miost of us, ride
‘l’fﬂgl'\ we don't go far; 'tisn't like
ﬂm{ with yomu? .
“No.” Maria answered, smiling a |
it the eenditions of life in the count!!
and” W gveat: city are so different. We
don’tmenrly all of us keep a trap of some&:,
‘sort-qs8 you do.- Besides, life in a 2rt d
city produces a sort of restlessness \\ rieh

or

snels | we whik off. I don’t think we coul
memory, and, deep down 'in her heu't, £

about quite as much as you country folki
it wouldn’t suit us.” :
‘Perhaps not”’ the svoman —returned
and asked where Marif was going.
(To be continued.)
Jessup; Ga.. Oct. 21.—President R«
velt will spend to-day and Sumlay
Florida. Jacksonville is the object

lagl.. Maria Bloor had to follow her ex-

ample, but she*was a strong, healthy girl,

point to-day, the train teing scheduled to
“reach there at 10.30.
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