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bhave promised to meet him. I
at least send bim a message, if
to that 1 shall not come.”

E like to send bim nothing,
Hut you are right. It is best to be
Well, you may send bim a
will myself take it to the

“But afterward, Jack? What shall
we do afterward? If be is innocent,
_Be will take offense, If not”—

“If you were engdged to marry s
young merchant, Molly, or to a skip-
per and you beard rumors of bank-
wuptcy, drink or evil courses, what
~—mould you do?” .
would tell him that I had heard
such and such about him, and I sbould
.msk for explanations.”
“““Then do exactly the same with Lord
.Wylingdale. He is @ccused of certain
" “#hivgs. The captain must make in-
quiry. He 15 bound to inquire. Why,
the vicar himself says that he would,
' #f necessary, in order to ascertain the
#ruth, travel all the way to London,
here to learn the foundations, if any,
Wor these charges, and afterward Into
“Gloucestershire, where bis country
mmansion stands, to learn on the spot
. imwhat the tepants and the people of
country know of him.”
. “Bat suppose he refuses explana-
hn. He is too proud to be called to
“sccount.”
. “Then send him packing. Lord or
'm0 lord, proud or humble, If be fur
““mishes explanations, It these things
e untrue, then—=why, then you will
«wonsider what to do. But, Molly, I do
‘wot belleve that any explanations will
e forthcoming and that your noble
~ fover will carry it off to the end with
| #he same lofty pride and cold mien.”
“Jet us go into the parlor, Jack.
“SThere are the captain’s writing mate-
_gials. Help me to say what Is proper.
. Ob, fs it possible? Cap I believe it?
Are these things true? That proud
X raised above his fellows by his
‘wirtues and his rack and his princi-
Ples! Jack, be risked bis life for me.”

“Ask no more questions, Molly. We
‘#nust have explanations. Let us write
* the letter.” !
It was Molly's first letter—the only
Setter, perhaps, that she will ever write !
4o all ber life. Certainly she bad never |
. mwritteri one before, nor has she ever |
written one since. Like most house-
‘wives, her writing is only wanted for
. dousehold accounts, recipes for pud-
«dings and ples and the labeling of her
and jars. §-hav# the letter be-
me at this moment. It is written
0 a large, spraviing hand, and the
epellisg is not such as would satisfy
my father.

‘Naturally she looked to me for ad-
wice. I bhad wriiten many letters to
owners and to foreign merchants
eargoes, and the like, and was
able to advise the composi
of a letter which should be
expregsed and te the point:
ored Lord—This is from me at
t moment in my guardian’s
'—writing parlor when I as mate
ship should bave written port or
. “It is to inform you that ig-
has been brought by letters
London and . Toueh-
' the matters referred to In these let-
1 have to report for your satisfac-
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For my own part 1 start ror Ldocon
quite early —at 5 o'clock. Goodby,
Jack!™

Then I went Info the Crown, where
I learned that the captain had been
reading another letter contalning ac-
cusations as bad as those in the ethes
two. i
So we feii to talking over the busi-
ness, and it was resolved that the cap-
tain should demand explanations by
letter, that he sbould refuse to receive
the villain Sam Semple or his lordship
and that the vicar should, If necessary,
proceed to London and there learn
what he could”concernln‘ the past his-
tory and the present reputation of the
uoble suitor. Meantime I sald no more
about the intended marriage at St
Nicbolas’ church and the abandonment
of the plan. As things turned out, it
would have been far better had I told
the ecaptain and kad we both planted
ourselves as sentinels at the door, so as
to be quite sure that Molly did not go
forth at 6 in the morning.

That evening, after leaving me, Lady
Anastasia sent & note to Lord Fyling-
dale. “I am leaving Lynn early tomor-
row morning. 1 expect to be in Lon-
don in two days. Shall write to Molly.”

CHAPTER XIV. "ﬁ

A WEDDING.

HAD rowed myself
aboard that evening
in a strange condition
of exultation, for I had
no doubt—no doubt at
all—that the charges
were true and tbat &
conspiracy of the most
deadly kind was not only discovered,
but also checked, and I could not but
admire the craft and subtlety with
which the favorite of the muses had
devised a plan by which it was made
possible for the ¢ P to come
all together without the least suspicion
to the town of Lyon.

Nobody could stand agaiost him, nor
coyld any one in Lord Fylingdale’s rank
visit the town In its ordinary condition
withbout receiving an Iovitation to
Houghton if Sir Robert was there un-
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| less, indeed, there were reasons why he

should not be visited or recelved. What
Sami bad not expected was without
doubt the wonderful success of his de-
veption, the eagerness with which the
country rvund sccepted his lnventions,
th2 readiness with which they drank
these innocent waters, the miraculous
cures effected and the transformation
of the venerable-old port and trading
town into a haunt and resort of fash-
fon and the purstit of pleasure.
Thinking of all these things and o
blissful anticipation of the discomfiture
of all the conspirators, there was an

namely, to send Molly’s letter to her !
suitor in his room at the Crown. I |
carried the letter in my pocket. I un- |
dressed and lay down in my bunk. I |
slept with a light heart, dreaming only |

of things pleasant until the morning, |

when the earliest stroke of the hammer |
from the yard and the quay woke me
up. It was then 5:30. I satup. I rub-
bed my eyes. I then suddenly remem-
bered that the letter was in my pocket
still

It was, 1 say, 5:30. The engagement
was for 6 o’clock. I might have to run
yet to stop Lord Fylingdale.

It does not take long to dress.. You'
may imagine that I did not spend time
in powdering my bair. In a quarter of
an bour I was over the side of the ship
and in my dingey. #

By theclock in the Commeon Stath
was five minates to 6 when I landed
i made her fast. 1 climbed the
:tairs and ran as fast as my legs could
arry me to the Crown in As I
reached the door the clock 6
“Vas Lerd Fylingdale in bis room? I
was too late. He had left the house
only five minutes before and had been

[Pie Who came 1o buy. I pushed aci

fmportant thing that I quite forgot— |

stepping over a basket and jostled by a
woman with poultry and vegetables
It Wwas seven or eight mibutes aft-
er 6 when ] arrived at the cbhurch.
The doors of the south porch were
open. Within I heard the sound of
voices or at least of one voice. [ look-
el in. .

Heavens! What had happened? Not
only was I late with my letter, but—
but could 1 believe my eyves? Molly
hierself stood before the altar. acing
her was Lord Fylingdale, who held her
band. Within the rails stood th® Rev.
Benjamin Purden, beside him the clerk
to make the responses, and the minis-
ter, when I arrived, was actuall§ say-
ing the words which the bridegroom
repeats after the minister, completing
in effect the marriage ceremony.

“I. Ludovic, take thee, Mary, to my
wedded wife.” and-so on. according to
the form prescribed, and again the
words beginning

“With this ring I thee wed” —

1 stood and listened, lost in wonder.
Then came the ‘firayer preseribed,
after which the clergyman joined their
hands together. saying:

*“Those whom God hath joined to-
gether let no man put asunder.”

I tieard no more. 1 sat down on the
nearest bench. What was the mean-
ing of this sudden change? Remember
ilat 1 had feft Molly only a few hours
Lefore this fully resolved..that she
would demand an inquiry into the
statements and charges madigin the
two letfers—resolved, that she would
pvot keep the engagement, her admira-
tion for the proud, ‘brave, noble crea-
ture, her lover, turned into loathing.

And now, now, in the early morning,
with her letter in my pocket stating
ber change of purpose, I found her at
! the altar and actually married.

“Whom God bath joined together let
not man put asunder.”

What if the man Purden was all that
be was described? The priestly office
eonrers Fights and powers whieh are
independent of the man who holds that
office. Whatever his private wicked-
ness, Purden was a clergyman, and
therefore he could marry people.

Molly stood ‘before the altar, as had
been arranged. She wore a black silk
domino; she had on a pink silk cloak
{ with a hood drawn over her head, so
that she was quite covered up and con-
cealed. Buot I knew her by her stature,
which was taller than the common,
and by her dress, which had been
agreed upon.

Then - the bridegroom ofered his
band and led the bride into the vastry.
They were to sign the marriage regis-
ter.

And bere 1 rose and slunk away. 1
say that | slunk away. If you like it
better, | crawled away, for | was
sick at heart. The thing which | most
dreaded, the marriage of our girl to a
rake and a gamester, had been actual-
Iy accomplished Misery and 'ruin
wonld be her lot. And in my pocket
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was ber letter asking for explanation—
and withdrawing ber promise for tb
morrow. Could one believe one’s
senses?

I crawled away, asbamed for the
first time in my life of the girl I loved.
Women, 1 sald to myself, are poor,
weak creatures. They belleve every-
thing. Lord Fylingdale must have
been with her early. He had but to
deny the whole: she accepted the de-
wnlal. Despite ber resolution she walk-
ed with him to the cburch as tbe lamb
goes to the shambles. Ob, Molly! Who
could have belleved it of you?

I lert the church and went away. 1
thought of going to the captain; of
telling my father; of telling the vicar,
but it seemed like treachery, and | re-

carried in his chair across the

lostead, 1 walked back to the quay
and paddied to the ship, where pres-
ently the barges came alongside and
the day’s work began. Fortunate it is
for a man that at moments of great

| raised his giass.

—alas! Toor Molly! Whe, M»%P%Bn gimm lm&;&w :

a bottle of
possesses, and’ ‘1
health, happiness and prosperity.” So
sayiug he produced a bottle and glass-
es. The bride, without saying a word,
inclined her head to the bridegroom
and-drank off her glass. Leord Fyling-
dale, who looked. if one may say so of
a bridegroom, peevish and ill at ease,
“To yowr pappiness,
Molly,” he said. |

So all was nnished.
Gome, Molly?” “he asked. “For the
eresent—tiaat m 10 say, for a aay or
two—it will be best. I shall claim you
very soon. There is no one but our-
selves in the vestry.” (For the clerk,
having locked the box and accepted the
guinea bestowed upon him by the bride-
groom, was pow tramping-‘dowsn the
church and through the porch. No one
but themselves was in the vestry or
the ¢hurch.
off your domino.”

“As your lordshinp pleases.”
Fylingdale started.
that? *“As you order 1 obey.”

back the hood.
The bridegroom started.

words wliich were out of place in a
church:

“Lady Anastasia!” cried Mr. Purden.
“Good Lord! Then we are all undone!”

“What does it mean?
devil!
Molly? But this is play acting. This
is not a marriage.”

“l fear, my lord,” said the parson,
“that it is a marriage. The registers
are In the strong box. They cannot
be altered.”

“Go after the clerk, man. Order him
to'give up the keys. Tear the pages
out of the registers.”

“I cannot,” said Mr. Purden. “I dare
pot. The man is a witness of this
marriage.
the register.
destroy a single page. I have done a

great deal for your lordship, but this |

thing I cannot do. Ifis a marriage, I

say. You are married to the Lady An- |
astasia here.”
“Talk! Talk! Go after the man.

Bring back the man. Tear the keys

from him. Silence the man. Buy his

silence.
in order to stop his tongue!”

“Your lordship forgets your bride—
your happy, smiling, innocent bride.”

He cursed ber. He raised his hand
as if to strike her down, but forbore.

“I told you,” she continued, “that in
everything I was at your service—ex-
cept in one thing. Tear the registers—
murder the clerk—but the bride will be
left. And if you murder her as well
you will be no nearer the possession of
the lovely Molly.”

The bridegroom sank into a chair.
He was. terrible to look at, for his
wrath and disappointment depgived
bim- of the power of speech. Where
was now %ie cold and haughbty front?
It was gone. He sat in the chair, up-
right, his face purple, his eyes starting

| from bis bead, as one who bath some

| kind of fit.

! The clergyman, still in his white sur-

{ plice, looked on and trembled, for his
old pupil was in a murderous frame of
mind. There was no knowing whom

| e might wurder. Besides, be had be-

| fore this divined the true meaning of
the visit to Lynn, and be foresaw ruin
to himself as well as his patron.

Lord Fylingdale turned upon him
| suddenly and cursed him for a fool, an
| ass, a villain, a traitor. “Youo are in
the plot,” he said. “You knew all along.
You bave been suborned.”

“My lord, my lord, have patience.
What could I know? 1 was bidden to
be here at 6 to marry you. 1 supposed
that the bride was the fair Miss Molly.
I could not tell. 1 know nothing. The
lady was in a domino. It is irregular
to be married in a domino, but your
lordship wished it. What could I do?"

“Send for the key, then, and destroy
the registers.”

“Alas, my lord, it is now, you may be
sure, all over the town that you bave
been married, and to Miss Molly.”

“Where is Molly? Where is Molly
then? Why did she keep away?”

The bride looked on with her mock-
ing smile of trivmph. “You may mur-
der me,” she sald, “but you will not
undo the marriage. | bave been mar-
ried, it is true, under a false name, but
I am married noune the less.”
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If _a copy of this paper comes
through the mail to your home,
or if ‘one i: banded to you by
somebody, it is an invitation to
you to subscribe. You will get
worth in sound education many
times the subsecription price and

finest porc tne Urown |
venture to drink |

“You are golns |

“You may therefore take

Lord |
Whose volce was |
So the |
bride removed her domino and threw |

“What is |
this?” he cried, furious with certain |

Tell me, she |
What does it mean? Where is |

He has seen the entry in !
I dare not alter them or |

By beaven, I will murder him |
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