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) CHAPTER 1V.

What Went Before. ¢

Geoffrey went on away from the old
town up the slight hill toward the castle.
It seemed to frown down upon the black-
ened country beneath. It seemed to be
watching, as it had always done, from its
thick belt of trees, the busy life that went
on below.

How it all came back to Geoffrey as
be looked! How the years fell away
from him as he stood at the top of the
hill, looking up at the old castle!

Eight years! Was it only eight years
since he had last walked through the
great gates? It seemed like a lifetime,
and he stood looking back across the
years as a man might look at his own
shadow.

Geoffrey’s struggle had been hard. The
thought of what he had undergone would
have broken her mother's heart if she had
béen alive to see it; but at 17 had come
B change. By a stroke of luck he had
paved the life of the Earl of Oldcastle’s
pon, Lord Fanshawe, and Lady Oldcastle,
In .a passion of gratitude, had insisted
npon removing him from the mill and in-
stalling him at the castle. A position
was found for him as assistant librarian,
and it did not take long for him and Lord
Fanshawe to become close friends, and
five years later, although Lady Oldcastle
was dead, Geoffrey Clavering was as sure
of -his footing in the Earl’s household as
though he had been one of his sons.

‘80 he had thought—so in his blind fol-
ly he had dreamed—until the awaken-
ing had come.

. _As he walked slowly past the great
gates now he lived through it all again.
{He had loved Hetty Lancaster ever since
he had been a boy of 12, when his mother
had died, and Hetty’s father had, taken
;lxim home to the vicarage for a night or
‘two before he got employment for him
jin the mill at which he had worked. He
thad loved her ever since he saw her then,
a-laughing child of 8, until this very hour
when he stood remembering it all again.
{He had loved her from the very time
iwhen he had been a broken-hearted
i motherless boy, and she had tried to com-
fort him in his dark hour, until now.
‘And now the question beat up sharply
‘inhis hungry heart—where and how was
jghe now?

: He seemed to see her face again now
'as he stood, to hear her voice ring in
his ear again as it had rung then, eight
years ago. :

-0 Geoffrey! it isn’t true, it isn’t true,”
.ghe had cried, “even though it reads as
'if it were.”

She was holding a paper, and Geofirey
i noticed that her hands shook as she
ispread it out. He took it and read the
words she pointed to.

“It is rumored that a marriage has been
arranged and will shortly be publicly an-
nounced between Lord Fanshawe, the
Earl of Oldcastle’s only eon, and Evelyn
Fanny, only child of Sir Arthur Walter.

“This alliance between the earl’s son
and the daughter of one of our biggest
jronmasters is one that cannot fail to be
popular with the whole country. Sir
Arthur, M. P. for Oldcastle now for the
second time began life humbly as an iron
roller in one of the works which now be-
longs to him. He is proud, as he well
may be, of the success of his life; and
his daughter’s marriage will, no doubt,
prove a further triumph.” B

“It.isn’t true,” Hetty repeated with
white lips. You—you know it isn’t true!
O Geofirey, say you know it isn’t!”

How her eyes had shone into his on
that gray, chill morning. How giddy he
had been as he had looked into them and
saw in them what he had refused to be-
lieve until then. It had seemed impossible
—even though he had seen Lord Fanshawe
make love to Hetty, it had seemed unreal
—until now,

“Say—] know! Hetty, you love Fan-

shawe!” he cried at last. “Look at me,
child. You know you can trust me—
*you know you must know, that I love
you as I can never love another woman
in ‘my life egain, and because I love you
5q I feel I have the right to ask you—
has he asked you to'be his wife?”

She turned away her head so that he
_could not see her face, and with sudden
shagpness' he caught her hand in his and
swung her round.

“Has he, Hetty—has he?’ he cried.
#If he has not, if he has played tricks
with you, if he has deceived you, if he
ever deceives you, if he ever injures a
hair of your head, he shall answer to me,
so I swear! And if he has not asked you
Yo marry him, I—-I—"

She clenched her fingers suddenly on

his.

. “Hush! Hush Geoffrey! He has asked
'me, and that is why I am here now. We
—we have been secretly engaged for
some time, and I have come to see him
now, and I want you to tell him that I
am waiting for him in the old place. I
must see him. Oh, I can bear anything
as long as I know that he is true. I—I
can stand the secrecy and all that, but
this paragraph in the paper breaks my
heart, and he must deny it. Oh, he will
surely deny it, Geoffrey!”

She looked wildly, helplessly into his
face, and a strange, faint sickness swept
ovér him.

“Hetty, he shall deny it! Tt is a mis-
take of course, and I'll se2 him at once,
directly I get to the castle, and send him
to you. You know how weak and— care-
less he is. I daresay he flirted a little,
perhaps, with Miss Walter, and some
stupid ‘reporter got hold of it.”

She nodded helplessly.

“But there is nothing in it; oh, you
will find there is nothing in it—it will
only be a silly rumor, after all.”

He broke off and turned away, strug-
gling hard to crush back the helpless de-
spair that threatened to unman him.
Even then he knew that he could have
Joved her so much better than ever Fan-
shawe could. How he would have lived
for her and worked and cared for her!
But what was the uee of thinking of that?
Lord Fanshawe, with his reckless, hand-
some, dissolute face, had won her, as he
might have known he would. What
chance had he beside him? That he knew
him to be weak and changeable made meo
difference. Hetty with her bright eyes,
ther girlish face, her childish trust, be-
lieved in him, had pinned her faith to
his careless words and promises.

The cold seemed to seizé upon him and
eat into his heart. If Fanshawe played
her false—if he had deceived her and not
meant the words he had said—then
Heaven help him! He set his lips and
turned to her again.

“Ill go and find him at once,” he
said. “I daresay—I daresay he is as an-
noyed about the paragraph as yop, and
perhaps—perhaps it may give hi the
courage to tell the earl of his engagement
to you. Oh, very likely it will, Hetty!”

She shivered a little, and he fancied
her face whitened, but she smiled up

‘80 that he did not see Lord Fanshawe's

“Tell him I'm in the old place,” &he
said almost in a whisper, and he turned
abruptly and walked across the park
with his head bent towards the castle.

CHAPTER V.

“Let Me and My Passionate Love Go By.

“Fanshawe!”

The figure seated bowed over a desk
had looked up with a start at the sound
of his voice, and then rose impatiently.

“What the dickens do you mean by
jumping on me like this?”’ he cried “I
haven’t ‘got the nerve of a cat. I—"

Geoffrey crossed the great library to-
ward him. Tord Fanshawe’s face looked
white in the dull daylight. There was
a wild and desperate look in his eyes.
Geoffrey, looking at him steadily, felt the
cold fasten upon. him afresh as he saw in
the handsome face signs of dissipation
and recklessness and wild living. And
Hetty loved him!

“I want. to speak.to you, Fanshawe,” he
said slowly. He had scarcely known how
to begin. He and Lord Fanshawe had
been almost like brothers those last five
years, but a gulf seemed to have sprung
between them in the last hour.

“What is it, Geoffrey? You look dis-
agreeable. For goodness sake don’t badger
me this morning, for I'm ready to put a
bullet to my head as it is. I tell you I'm
sick and miserable and desperate. What
have you got to say?”

Geoffrey hesitated. Then his eyes had
fallen on the Oldcastle Chronicle lying
crumpled on the desk by Fanshawe’s side,
and he took it up.

“It's about this,” he began, “about the
paragraph announcing your engagement to
Miss Walter.” Lord Fanshawe snatched it
from him.

“And what the dickens has it got to do
with you?”’ he cried. “Curse Miss Walter!
I hate her.”

“I knew it—I knew it.” Geoffrey said
half under his breath. “Fanshawe, I've|
just left Hetty Lancaster. She’s waiting
for you, in the old place, waiting for you
to go and tell her that you are ready to

“for I may as well blow my brains out as
not. What possessed me, Geoffrey? I
thought I could pay it back, I thought I
should manage—oh, heaven knows I never
dreamed of this. I was desperate enough,
but I must have been mad, too. And
what am I to do? What in heaven’s name
am I to do?”’

Lord Fanshawe was pacing up and down,
his head bent and his hands clinched at
his side; and as if in answer to Geoffrey’s
thoughts he stopped abruptly.

“d suppose father may pay the mon.y
to shield me,” he said in a husky, falter-
ing voice. “Oh, yes, he will, of course,
manage to pay the money somehow—
though heaven knows how he is to man-
ag: it. We are as poor as rooks and
those beastly Jews—but he will manage
somehow, I suppose, but he will do it only
on one condition.”

Geoffrey looked up sharply. Lord Fan-
fhawe stood before him, stiff and motion-
ess.

“He will do it!” he added slowly, “on
condition that I marry Evelyn Walter.
She is rich, and as you can guess, it was
father who got that paragraph put in the
Chronicle. He and Sir Arthur settled it
between them. I am to marry Evelyn,
and now—now—"

“Now you can’t,” cried Geoffrey hoarse-
ly. “There is Hetty—Hetty waiting for
you. You can’t marry any one but her,
ranshawz. You—you must stick to her.”

He broke off, struggling with the temp-
tation that assailed him to let things go.
Fanshawe was not really criminal. He
had blundered—blundered hideously and
stupidly, but after all he was only weak
and driven, easily tempted, easily led. And
Hetty loved him! And if this could only
be put straight he might yet make a good
man—he might yet marry her. But, on
the other hand, suppose things took their
course, suppose he let them go? Fan-
shawe would marry Evelyn Walter and
Hetty—why should not Hetty learn to for-
get him—and perhaps to care for another
man in time? Why not? 1

The thought of her face came before

deny this rumor about Miss Walter, and
to announce your engagement to her. Fan-

him, and he rose to his feet cold and
shivering. He set his teeth and looked

‘l can stand the sccrcy and all
paper breaks my heart, and

shawe, go to her now. She is breaking her
heart over the stupid paragraph.”

Lord Fanshawe started. His~face had
taken on a queer laok. A little red blood
ran up into his cheeks and his lips twitch-

;‘What'“has she told you?”’ he asked
hoarsely.
Geoffrey turned his head away a little

hardening face.

“Why, that you are secretly engaged to
her,” he replied, “and have been for some
time. Claude, it’s cruel to her, and for
goodness sake go and end it. Bring her
here now and tell the Earl, and put an
end to all this gossip about Miss Walter.

Lord Fanshawe laughed—a queer harsh,
unsteady laugh.

“I can’t,” he said, hoarsely. “I dare not.
It’s all very well to talk, but I daren’t.”

Geoffrey stood back rigid, stiff, his eyes
on Lord Fanshawe’s face. For a moment.
he seemed unable to speak, but when he
did his voice was curiously steady.

“Why?” he asked.

Lord Fanshawe turned and took two
or three quick steps across the floor before
he replied. He came to a standstill in
front of the desk, and clinched his hand
on the back of a chair.

“Because I'm in a hole—because I'm
helpless—because my father has arranged
for me to marry Miss Walter, and I shall
have to do it. That's all, Geoffrey.”

“Why?” said Geoffrey’s cold and steady
voice again and again Lord Fanshawe
went backward and forward over the
thick carpet before he replied.

“Heavens knows, Geoffrey, you may as
well know,” hesaid at last, “Read that.”

He took a letter from the desk as he
spoke and held it out in a shaking hand.
His face looked gray and shaken, and
Geoffrey’ gave him a quick, curious looki[
as he took the letter. .

It was short and abrupt—half a dozen!

o.q,.‘h-'
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that but this paragraph in the
he must deny it Geoffrey.”’

ed back at him, bloodshot and haggard—
the eyes of an old man in a young face—
eyes that were old with dissipation and
vice; but Geoffrey was blind to every-
thing except the memory of Hetty’s face.
She loved Fanshawe—loved and believed
in him, and after all, why not? He had
only been weak, and if he was saved now
why should ‘not all the rest of his life be
straight and true?

He turned on his heel and took a sud-
dan step toward Lord Funshawe.

“Claude,” he cried, “leave it to me. I
may be able to get you out of it and
steadily into Fanshawe’s eyes. They look-
help you to marry Hetty yet, only leave
things to me.”

Lord Fanshawe had stared at him for
an instant and then laughed sharply.

“What can you do?”’ he cried. “Have
you got five thousand pounds to give me?
What are you going to do—strangle old
Jackson and steal the bill? or-what? You
talk like an idiot, Geoffrey. You—"

“Hark!” Geoffrey had caught him sud-
denly by the wrist, and turned his head
toward the door. “Hark!” he said.

CHAPTER VL
The  Sacrifice.

Lord Fanshawe swung around on his
heel. His face had grown grayer, and the
dull chill daylight drifting in through the
great windows seemed to change it
strangely. He stood, with Geoffrey’s
hand still on his wrist, staring towards
the door.

“It is the earl,” he said huskily. “It
is no good, Geoiiiey; you can do nothing
for me. I must face it somehow, and
Hetty—" 4

He broke off and turned away.

“God bless Hetty!” Geoffrey cried sud-
denly. “God bless and keep her! Fan-
shawe, if I get you out of this, promise
you will marry Hetty Lancaster—quick,

lines in all—but it had been enough to! promise!”

turn Geoffrey’s face gray, too, as he look- !
ed into Lord Fanshawe’s eyes eight years
ago!

“What does it mean?” he cried hoarse-

ly.
Lord Fanshawe laughed again.
“It means,” he eaid, ‘“that in a few
minutes I shall be disgraced, ruined—
branded a forger and a thief. Old Jack-
son is with father now; he was shown in-
to him a few minutes ago, and when they
come, it will be to—to accuse me of forg-
ing Sir Arthur Walter’s name to a bill
to the tune of £5,000. You s2e Jackson
guesses that I forged it, and he’s with
father now. They are having it out; they
will be here directly to accuse me!”

Geoffrey stood rigid, stiff and dumb in
the centre of the room. With his eyes
that saw nothing he stared blindly into
Lord Fanshawe’s face. His own had
grown drawn and gray like the face of a
dead man. !

“And Hetty—Hetty!” he cried wildly at
last. “It will kill her.” 3

Lord Fanehawe looked suddenly and
sharply into Geoffrey’s face. It seemed to
have grown hard and sct. There was a
desperate look in it that he could not un-
derstand. !

“How can you get me out of it?” he
asked quickly.

“Never mind,” came Geoffrey’s hoarse,
unsteady voic2, “only promise--swear to
me quickly now that you will marry Het-
ty!  Swear it now--and be quick.”

For a second Lord Fanshawe hesitated.
Marry Hetty Lancaster? He would give
his head to be able to do it, but—

“Quick—swear!” came Geoffrey’s voice.

“I swear!” said Fanshaww.

He broke off and turned away as the
door opened. Geoffrey did not move. His
eyes seemed to have had all the light
blotted out of them, but as the earl en-
tered the room, a dull flicker passed over
them for .a moment, and died out again.
He-had made up his mind, but in that
flash he could s2e, as you may see the
might in a flash of lightning, the whole

Lord Fanshawe turned away.
“Then it will kill us both,” he said,

wreck of his life before him.
The earl hurried across the room to
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his“son—to his only son—peering at him
through his single eyeglass.

“Claude, what does this mean?” he
said, in a harsh, cracked voice. ‘“Jackson
here has brought a bill—a forged bill,
which eeems to have been drawn and
cashed by you—what does it mean?”

His hands were trembling. He was a
tall, thin man, with a face like his son’s,
as his son’s would be if more years of dis-
sipation and selfishness and vice had pass-
ed over it. .

“What does it mean?”’ he repeated.

“Sir Arthur Walters’ name—forged—
forged—do you hear?”’ Do you know any-
thing of it? Tell me the truth—who
signed t his bill? Do you hear?”

For a moment Lord Fanshawe did not
seem to do so. Then he turned swiftly
on his heel and facad his father.

“Yes—yes—I—" he began, hoarsely, and
stopped abruptly.

Geoffrey, as though he had been sud-
denly galvanized into life, caught his
breath with a harsh, rasping sound and
started forward. He said only one
word :

flI!!!

For a moment there was dead, silence.
Geoffrey, struggling with the lie that was
to mean the happiness of the girl he lov-
ed, faced them all like a figure of stone.
Lord Fanshawe shuddered as he saw his
fgace then. Had he remembsred it since?
Had he even recalled it?—that terrible
gray, hopeless face? Had he ever, in the
eight years that had gone by seen it
again looking into his own as he had seen
it then?

It sent him cold. It stopped the beating
of his heart for a moment, and he threw
out his hand with a sudden passionate
gesture of denial. A
But Geoffrey had recovered himself
now, and was before him.

“] am ready to bear it,” he said un-
steadily. “It was my doing—I—I did

i .)'

} Jackson, the lawyer, demure, quiet,
blinked at them curiously through his
glasses. The earl faced round slowly,and
then suddenly the sharp light of under-
standing leapt into his old hard eyes. Lord
Panshawe sprang forward.

“Geoffrey, you are mad. It is non-
sense. It isn’t true. Father, I-—"

The earl stopped him with a quick ges-
ture. His thin lips grew set. He under-
stood. He saw what it meant, and the
light sharpened in his eyes. Once more
Geoffrey was to save the life of his son!
“Claude—Claude—no. Say nothing. I
will bear nothing,” he said. “If Geof-
frey has done it he must suffer the con-
sequence. Sir Arthur Walter’s name to a
bill—five thousand. pounds! He whom
we have trusted—the boy who has grown
up one of us—Bah! We might have
known. Such things never answer—and
yet—have you no explanation. Geoffrey?
No excuse?—nothing to say?”’

Geoffrey did not meet his eyes. In this
case he was afraid they might see inno-
cence and not guilt in-them.

“I have nothing to say,” he said sharp-
ly. “I can give you no explanation, but
I am ready—I am ready—to—to suffer the
consequences—to take my punishment.”
His voice broke. His punishment! Ruin,
disgrace, shame! = . | -
But the thought of Hetty steadied him
again. Courage—let him have courage.
It was for her happiness.

The earl was shaking hjs head, peering
at this young man with almost incredu-
lous eyes. Was it possible that any one
could be such a fool—that he could really
mean to bar the burden of his son’s guilt?
He moved round . impatiently. They
had better strike while the iron was hot—
they had better act at once before he al-
tered his mind. He might regret it in
another minute.

He waved his hand toward the blinking
lawyer.

“I can scarcely credit it,” he said. “It
is incomprehensible—my son’s friend! But
I suppose,” he turned to Geoffrey, “like
all—all people who make such mistakes
you thought you could repay it in time?
But five thousand pounds—such a sum!
And my son’s name! Gambling was re-
sponsible for it, I suppose? Gambling,
no doubt. There is always something of
the sort—"

“It doesn’t matter what it was,” broke
in Geoffrey hoarsely. “I am ready—ready
to stand by what I have done. For hea-
ven’s sake let’s end it now—let's get it
over. I am ready to go, and the soonsr
you put me in prison the better.”
Prison! The earl started a little. No, not
prison. That would scarcely do. Prison
would mean a trial, and lawyers were dif-
ficult to fight and deceive. No, he must
run no risk of the truth coming out. Geof-
frey must have no time to regret. What
was to be done must be done at once—be-
fore he changed his mind.

He dropped into a chair and sat swing-
ing his single eyeglass to and fro with his
eyes fixed sharply on Geoffrey’s face.
Lord Fanshawe had turned his back and
was starting out through the library win-
dow at the dull green of the park. Geof-
fray’s eyes traveled to his still motionless
figure and then beyond at the dull trees
outside. Somewhere there was Hetty wait:
ing. In a little while Lord Fanshawe
would go to her. In a little while, in a
few minutes now, perhaps, she would be
in Claude’s arms, her face bright and hap-
py once more, the future clear, through
his, Geoffrey’s sacrifice.

She would believe him to be a forger
and a thief, but what of that? It was for
her sake. She would never know that—
but all his life through he would remem-
ber it—that he had done it for her—for his
little bright-eyed Hetty, whom he had
loved since he was a desolate lad of 12.
He stood quite still, and slowly his eyes
moved away from Lord Fanshawe's figure
back to his father. Claude had given no
signs. He meant to accept his sacrifice.
Well, what did it matter? It was for
Hetty’s sake, and he was ready to give his
very life for his love if need be.

The earl had turned to the solicitor.
“It is very painful, Jackson,” he was
saying, “and you will understand that un-
der these circumstances I cannot prose-
cute. T must pay the money—we must
manage, somehow.”

“But, my lord,” the lawyer broke in,
“such an important swindle—if he is not
punished it will happen again- Your lord-
ship must protect yourself—"

The earl waved his white hand.

“That will not be difficult,” he said,
cooly. “Sit down at the desk, Jackson,and
write a short acknowledgment of /the
forgery. Geoffrey will, no doubt, be will-
ing to sign it, and it—er—it will protect
us in case he ever makes such an attempt
again.”

Geoffrey started to his feet.

“f can’t,” he cried, hoarsely. “I can’t
stand this. Heaven help me—I—I—"

He broke off sharply. His eyes had
caught sight of the figure of Lord Yan-
shawe motionless in the window, and of
beyond it, under the deep shade of the

The words broke helplessly in his lips
and he dropped back again!

“I'll sign,” he said almost in a whisper.
“And T'll go—T’ll legve England at once.”

A faint, chill smile curled the earl’s lips
for an instant. Jackson sat down at the
desk and for a moment no sound broke
the silence except the dull scratching of
his pen. The girl in the park passed be-
.yond the range of the window and van-
ished. Jackson finished with a flourish and
rose.

“Now Mr. Clavering, please sign,” he
said.

Geoffrey rose stiffly and heavily, like an
old man. He took the pen that the lawyer
held out to him in cold, dumb fingers, and
sat down in the seat in front of the desk.

Then there came a slow sound of
scratching as Geoffrey’s pen dragged over
the paper and left his name-admitting a
crime he had not committed.

The lawyer witnessed it, . and then blot-
ted it vigorously.

The earl turned from the window.

“Now, -1 leave it to you Jackson.” he
said, “to see that he leaves England. You
mentioned that you were going to Liver-
pool today. You had better take him with
you and see him in a boat for—say -Aus-
tralia. There may be one going.”

“Certainly. your lordship, -certainly,”
Jackson said. “You may rely. on me.”

The earl turned and gave Geoffrey a
quick, curious look. Jackson hurried
across to Lord Fanshawe.

“I congratulate you, Lord Fanshawe,”
he said in a high, ringing voice, “and I
ask your pardon for.suspecting, even for
a Moment, that you were anything but an
honorable and upright man. I ask your
pardon, Lord Fanshawe.”

Claude turned slowly. His band lay for
an instant like ice in the hand of the
solicitor and then he dropped it.

As he moved away Geoffray came slowly
toward him. He passed quite close, and
Jackson saw an odd look pass between
them. He saw Geofirey’s eyes go straight
to Lord Fanshawe’s face and cling to it,
and his quick ears caught a whisper.

“Remember!” Geoffrey’s voice came
broken and husky. “Remember = your
oath!”

Remember!
those years?

Had he remembered all

CHAPTER VIL. '

Recognition.
. Geoffrey stood outside the park. look-
ing in through the great gates. It seemed
just the same. It had not altered since he
had been away. The very trees looked as
they had done then, and seemed to nod
at him as they had done that last gray
morning when he and Jackson had walked
out together—when he had gone ruined
and broken and undone, with the lawyer
like a ‘warder to see him go.

How bitterly it all came back! How his
:hungry eyes had searched the park for some
glimpse of Hetty as they passzd through,
and how gray and helpless it had seemed
when he had failed to see her.

He turned away from the castle and
looked back at the country below, and
the bitterness in his heart seemed to
freeze his blood. The oath Lopd Fanshawe
had taken he-had not kept. The promise
he had made he had not carried out. THe
had lied—lied! He had betrayed him and
deceived Hetty, and his sacrifice had been
in vain!

He turned abruptly and went back down
the hill into the busy town. It was get-
ting late, and the streets were full of
workpeople hurrying away from mill and
factory. There was the noise of machin-
ery everywhere, the rattle of tram and
train, the clang of iron on iron as the
men beat it out into anchor or chain in
the great works.

At every step old recollections thrust in
upon him. It was there in the Liverpool
road that he had gone to his work in the
mill at the end of it. He had tramped

'
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black, and the sheet of iron had beea
drawn from the furnace and the white
heat of the fire flashed out and illuminat-
ed the faces of the men who stood look-
ing in. |

“They say that every mnation in the
world is sending to Sir Arthur Walter
for anchors,” one man shouted above the
roaring of ths fire. “He’s made the for-

tune three times over, and he can’t marry”

his daughter for love or nuts.”

There was a harsh laugh. The men in
the forge swung the great shapeless mass
of iron into the furnace, swept up the
flaming slack over it and shut it in.

“Why, my Bessie’s doin’ better nor
that. Three offers -she’s had this year, she
has, and who do you think the last was
from ?”

The man turned, and Geoffrey saw his
face in the white light of .the fire, and
started a little. It was an honest face,

red and emiling, with gray eyes that

looked straight out at you from an open
brow.

The man. to whom he spoke shook his
head.

“There’s no knowin’ what your Bess
will do,” he said, “but you'd better look

Dave Merrill scratched his head
and turned a comic puckered
face toward the other man.

out, Ted’s here, and he won’t like it.

He'll never let anybody marry her bar:

himself.

He jerked his head as he spoke toward
a tall young man who stood a little in
the shadow.

“Bess’ll please herself,” said the first
man. “Ted or no Tea. But it’s Barker,
the lawyer’s clerk, who’s her latest, if
you please. And he’s made her an offer
plain as plain—in writin,’ too ~which is
odd for a lawyer as you may think, and
as sure as my name’s Davy Merrill, Ted
here will have to look out.” i

Ted moved suddenly into the {ight.
He was a young man in workmen’s clothes,
and there was determination in his clear-
cut face.

“She’s going to marry me and no other,”
he said, sharply. “I’ve loved her ever
since ehe was a little kid in pinafores,
and I’'m not to be cut out by any sharp-
nosed lawyer chap, and she knows it,
and she’s only laid herself out so to catch
him for the joke of it. I'm certain of it.”

He turned as he spoke. His voice rang
clear and steady and firm, but as his face
came into the light it showed it white
and shaken, as though he had spoken
what he did not believe.

“Laid herself out, has she?”

Davy Merrill scratched his head and
turned a comic puckered face toward the
other man.

there every day, and it was at the corner
close by Sheffield terrace -that he had

saved the life of Lord Fanshawe. Well h<r1
remembered it—the plunging horses, the

thickening fog, the carriage crashing hard

against the tram and his leap, just in time
to catch Lord Fanshawe as he was hurled
to the pavement.

There was only one thought in his mind
now, to find Hetty Lancaster, and to dis-
cover why Lord Fanshawe had not kept
his promise to marry her, to learn the
maaning of her father’s death!

The beating of his heart stopped sud-
denly. Murderess Jackson, the lawyer,had
called her a murderess! It was not true;
of course, he would never believe that
true, but what was the meaning of it all?
Why had she disappeared? Why had she
quarreled with her father? Why had there
arisen this cruel, horrible suspicion about
her name?

He came to a sudden standstill before
an open forge which stood at the corner
of the street. A small group of men stood
idle before the open bars looking in at
half a dozen men who were busy beating
at a great, shapeless piece of red hot iron
that hung suspended on a chain.

Geoffrey stopped and looked too. The
air, hot and stifling, beat in his face, and

trees of the park, a girl in a dark dress.
Hetty! waiting for Lord Fanshawe.

the red light of the fire flashed in his eyes.

“Well, to tell you the truth she has
that,” he said; “she’s meant having Bar-
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The iron was. beginning to get cold and
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ker, and she's got  d
suppose she’ll marry him. But I don’t
know after all. There's no accounting for
our Bess. I always thought she meant
having nobody but Ted here, and so did
everybody else until a year or two back,
znd since then she's had ideas in her
head she has. She got to know Barker
just about then, and she’s led him a dance
che has. He riled her at first, he was that
stuck-up, and wouldn’t have anything to
say to her—you know the style of some of
those young clerks?—and our Bess wouldn’t
stand that. ‘I'll show him,” she said, and
she has. He’s proposed to her, and it
twould be a good match for her I must
say. There’s old Jackson getting old,
without any son to step into his business,
and this work at the castle—oh, no doubt
young Barker might make a fine thing
fout of it: | Ih. Tedr:
| Merrill looked hard into the young
| man’s face, and then put out his hand
with a sigh.

“All the same, my boy,” he said. “IL
hope Bess won’t choose him instead of

keep their mothens as you did. Why,
you’d been a married to Bess three years
ago and more, if you hadn’t done that,
and if she throws you over—"

“She ~ont,” put in Ted-quickly. *“I
reckon I know her. She loves me as I
love her, and this business with Barker
is only a bit of a joke like—a bit of fun.”

Merrill shook his head.

“It’s the wrong kind of fun,” he said,
“like playing with fire, but Bess was al-
ways one to love her own way. I've spoken
to her till I'm tired. If she’s set her
mind on a thing, she’ll have it and she’s
set her mind on young Barker, and she’s
got him, I daresay. But I :must be
roing. She’ll be just one of the factory
now, and we generally go home together,
ior, to think of it—a smart young lawyer

erk like Barker wanting to marry a lass

¢ onr Bess—a lass as works in a factory!

5 beyond my comprehension.”

“But Bess is a rare pretty girl,” said
the other man, ‘“and I reckon she can
have her choice.” He turned as he spoke,
rand he and Merrill mgde their way out

| of the light of the futnace fire into the

deepening dusk of the street.
Geoffrey stood for a moment watching

again into the past. How many years ago
was it since he had occupied a little
attic in Davy Merrill’s house? How many
vears ago since he had gone backward anst
forward daily from there to the mill in
which he had worked? Davy had not
recognized him as he stood, and Ted
Scaly -did not recognize him, either.

He looked back at him. The light still
fell on his face, and now he saw it set
and drawn and white. Was Bessie play-
ing him Kfalse? Bessie? Geoffrey re-
membered her only as a child but she
must be a grown woman now, and, he
remembered suddenly with a swift gasp
for breath, Hetty had known her well
eight years ago.

He took an uncertain irresolute step
forward, as though he would have gone
after the two men, and then stopped.
After all, he did not want to be recog-
nized. -He must remain quiet, unknown,
silent, until he found Hetty again, and
proved her innocerice of her father’s
death. He must run no risk till then.
A quick, sharp thought flashed through
his mind, roused perhaps by the mention
of Jackson the lawyer and Barker his
clerk. They might have some reason for
ghielding the true murderer—who could
tell? Eight years ago Jackson had helped
to shield the Earl of Oldcastle’s son from
the consequences of nis crime, and who
could tell what he might know of the
death of Hetty’s father? Suppose the
Earl knew something of that and remained
silent—just as he had known and remained
silent about his son’s forgery;

(To be continued.)

For a moment there was dead silence, Geoffrey struggling with thy
lie that was to mean the happiness of the girl he loved. fanad
them all like a figure of stcn=.

you. It would be a shame, you've been,
a good lad. ’Tisnt many I know would

them go, with his thoughts racing bacl




