" A Wloman with a History.
By Hurkaru,

CHAPTER ILL

“ Why, what's the matter Jessie?”
cried Clifton, as his wite met him, * you
look as though you had scen a ghost.
Nothing wrong with the boy, is tacre ?”

“Oh uo Howard,~baby is all right.
I have been frightened that is all ™ re-
plicd Jessie trying to compose herself.

“ Prightened! How ! excluimed Clif-
ton.

It was notbhing—two men tricd to
forct their way iuto the Louse, while
I was ulone. But Trust barred the
way ' saild Jessie with a laugh, in
whick there was no merriment.

 Good old Trust’” remarked Clifton
with a sutisfied smile a8 he stooped to

_fondle his ugly staunch friead. * Well,

there's no harm done Jessie, and you
need not be afrald us long s you have
Trust with you. What were the ruf-
fianys itke 2”

Ok I could not tell you was the
reply ¢ they ran away, as I closed the
door—aud baby was crying, so I did
not watch them.”

A half truth is often more decelving
tharn a direct f{alsehood, and Jessic's
answer completely averted suspicion
from the mind of her husband, who
made light of the whole aflair, saying
he would have liked to have éeen " cust
putting the scoundrels to flight.

Then he talked pleasantly about other
subjects, goodnaturedly astriving to
banish the expression of melancholy,
whick. secmed to have returned, after
an absence, to his wife’s large blue eyes.
He partially succeeded, for his great
never-doubting love wauas luexpressibly
sweet to her who had sought a refuse
after trouble, but his success was only
partial, for the sbadow of the past,
whick had crossed her path that day.
continued to rise up at intervals in
spite of berselt.

The pext morsing as  Clifton  was
leaving the house to look round his
farm, o buggy that was proceeding to
the Indian Reserve, with a couple of
English tourists, pulled up on the road
and the driver dismounting cime
rapidly towards Clifton bearing a letter
in his hand. Mrs. Clifton saw her hus-
band walk forward to mecet the b
with an undefinable fecling of dread,
but us she observed Howard calmly
recd the missive, and give some short
message in reply she became casier, es.
peelally, when on thrusting the letter
cavelessly in his  pocket, he retwrne?
wmerely remavking that someonc wanted
to see hinm fn Calgary regarding amine
to be opeaed and that he \ould ride
over that aftersoon, PR,

#THE ANTIDOTE®
“ Il Teave Trust to take carc of you

and the house. s0 you won't be afrald
witt you Jegste 2 astad Clifton kindly.

+¢ No—T thinkn ot " answered his wife
a trifle dublously.

* Well, If you had rather, { will senil
word for the mman to come bere ™ snid
Clittoa.

“ Do not think me so foollsh re-
turned Jessie more cheerlully “I am
sure I need not fear anything as long
as I have Tyust with me.”

How would she have answered had
she known, that the letter in her hus-
band’'s pocket wus signed * Robert
Parsons "'?

Leaving his horse, a few hours luter,
at the Royal Hotel Stables, Clifton
walked {nto the main street of Calgary
and eatered an office, on the windows
of which was the inscription, ¢ Parsons
and Rodney; Financial and Mining
Agents.” Papers and maps littered the
desks and counter, but business did not
appcar to be very brisk, since both
Robert Parsons and Denis Rodney were
standing with their bands in thelr
pockets, the “ormer smoking a cigar.
and the latier chewing a blt of straw.

As Clifton closed the door behind him
Parsons, wi.h an uncomfortable glance
at the huge torm of the visitor remarked
* Mr. Clifton I presume. WilI you step
this way %' going into the inner or
private office whither he was followed
by Cliiton and Rodruey.

Thete was o table {n the room at
~hick the two partpners seated them-
selves, with a gesture for Clifton to do
the same, which he did, placing his
heavy riding whip dowvn on the table
in front of him, and then he quietly
waited to hear what the others had
to say. *

“I fear the business I sent to you
about will not be particu’arly agree-
able Mr. Clifton’ began Parsons.

* 1 understood it was connected with
Lhe opening of a mine” said Clifton
slightly rolsing his eyebrows.

*So it is” replied Parsons with an
ugly smile “but there are some pre-
fiminarics to be gone ‘through first.
Did you ever hear Mr, Clifton of a music
hall singer named Ida Montmorency 2%

¢ Never ** answered Clifton promptly.

“Phat of course was not her veal
name ” snjd Parsons slowly ¢“she was
kmzwn as Miss Jessiec Giaham.”

“Well 2 demanded Clifton in a singu-
larly quiet voice, though there was an
ominous light in his cyes ag he gazed
straight at Parsons.

“Dou’t you catch on?” asked
Intter fn an astonshed tone.

“Not yet; probably I shall do so
presently. Is that all?”

“ By no means Mr. Clifton. I was a
clergymen once, and before Miss Gra-
hinm say as Yda Montmorency, Imar-
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ricd hor to Denls Rodney, tnis geatle-
man to my right.”

The speaker paused but Clifton over
whose face a stern expression spread
uttered no sound.

“Of comrse, as you may fudge from
the sequel. the marringe was not a
huppy oen ” pursued Parsons ‘“and My,
Roduey is guite prepared to bury the
past in oblivion—as am I myself—pro-
vided you make it worth our while.”

A look of unutterable scorn flushed for
a moment over the countenance of Ciif-
ton, but he remarked with wonderful
culmness.

“ You have opened your mind sir, but
s0 far have only made bare assertions,
which you will purdon my doubting
without ample corroboration.

Rodvey, who had never spoken so far,
now pulled an old letter from his pocket
and handed it to Clitton asking if he
kuew the handwriting. The epistle was
very short running thus When you
publicly arnounce our marriage, I will
com~ to you, but not before. That was
the agreement, Jessie.”

Clifton recognized the writivg In-
stantly, but *ne words *‘ trust me when
I tell you that I have done nothing
dishoaourable ” ecemed to be again pé-
peated as the letter drgpped from his
hand.

“ What
quickly.

“I lost sight of her?” said Rodney
> and discovered her some months aftey-
wards as Ida Montmorency, when she
again disappeared and I never -saw
until Friday.”

‘“Precisely. I have listcaed to you
both patiently, anGc now you wili hear
me,” replied Clitton so quietly that the
two were astonished, but not for long
for raising his voice uas he clutched his
riding whip hie eried out ** You are a
pair of the most cowardly scoundrels
T ever met, Take that, and that '™ say-
ing which he stretched over the table
amd cut the two across thefr faces with
nis whip.

Then kpringing up he seized Roduey
by the throat and flung him sprawiling
to the ground, after which he caught
Parsons by the collar and dragyging him
away from the table, so us to be cngbied
to obtain a good sweep with his arm
he administered about the soundest
horsewhipping that ever one mman gave
another.

Parsons was a tolerably powerinl
man, but he was like a child in the
handy of the big exguardsman, who,
as he lasbed away, lifted him every now
amd then from his feet by the collar,
und shook him, saying with grim
humor, “I cateh on now.”

At last CGlifton dropping his victim,
who sunk to the floo, turned to seck
Rodney, but the Intter had. taken..ad.

fottowed ? " Le  demanded



