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“Bravo! Very well done, indeed.
Tut you've forgotten your own father,
gmy dear boy. You forgot your poor
old father”-—no word can deseribe the
Wrowning mockery in the tone—‘‘and
woor’s the word, too, I'm so poor
#hat I shall have to go to the work-
fhouse, I'm afraid.” \

“You may go to the devil for what
I care, you ruffian!” said Seymour,
Piozrsely.

“Thank you, my son,” said Jake,
nsolently., “But wait a bit. I'd go
Fo the work-house; but they don't give
grelief while you've got an able-bodied
#on who can support ydu, and that's
fwliat I've got, You can’t have me for
wning my belongings, ‘my lord.”

He chuckled. ‘“You hayen't got
%-*'more brains than your father, any-
fiow,” he continued. “But”—~and his
}one altered—“there’s' no occasion; ta
igo-te extremities. I'm a- gentleman,
ilille vourself, my hoy, and.when l‘m»
Etwted like one I act on the square—
/] ,.choxce Now, the ladies can set-
mg which is the mother between them.
ill-sha’n’t’.‘ dnterfere. "I ¢an -Bold -3
itongue till doomsday, but I want

momething for doing it New, loghf.
dhere’—he came forward and ‘seatedj

Wimself on the moroccodined  table
':rn!oee tc Seymour, who, with a look of
B@dthing and hatred, edgéi his chair
ﬁ%'av——“you ma.ke me an a.llowa.nce——

m,_good one,. W‘!ﬂrﬂn pwud of &

fatier at. thb, tét ahmu you ‘are, §

land a petty hundred or two wonidn't
fiesany good to me. @t give me,
dy, a thousand a year, and T'll keep
a8 mute as a cast-iron dog.’

“You impudent scoundrel!” - ex-
iclaimed Seymour. “I will not bribe
youn with a pe{ny!” and he struck
#iie table.

Jake bent down and iooked straight
into his eyes,

“That’s not the way to talk to your
father,” he sald, " *“What, ybu'd strike
gne; would you?” He ocaught Sey-
fwour's raised arm, and with a deft
jmovement stripped the shirt-sleeve
mpwnrd, “Halloo!” he exclaimed.
#Look at that!” and he pointed to &
flong cicatrice which shone .on .the
Jowor part of the arm. ‘“Don’t strug-
gle, my boy. I'm twice as strong as
vou, old as I am, Hee that! That
Mas done when you woro a le Dno

THAT

o fwin arerm,

night your motler and 1 were ‘amus-
ing-ourselves by throwing the cutlery
about. - There's Witnesses ‘as saw -it
dohe. They sa n.mﬂm you
for life, lnd"—hmm it_has! -
Now, then, what will - WMW'
whep, . they 'see (you m betore
them, looking the image of the old
womsn here, and the countess tells
her story and I tell mine, with the
scar to prove it? I cax bring. wit-|
nesses, if they m‘t. ’7 ‘boy, I'm
sorry to say ‘you've 108t - the 'day--
sorry, because I, blm your heart!
don’t ‘want- you lou youyr ‘lordship’
‘—not I! Where would be the good
of that to me? Whers ‘would be my’
‘thou' & year? “See? There!” - He
dropped Seymour's benumbed ' arm
and Jaughed, ; :

Séymour gazed up at him wl‘h

amazed disgust and .fear. .Here was
& cunning ‘which more than equaled
his own, and an md&ctty to which he
could attain,

He looked from ona to the other
like a fox caught in g trap . His lips
parted as if he still intended.-to speak
words “of defiance, when the ‘ddor
opened and Irene stood before them.

“Madame.” she ®aid,” “what is the
matter®”

Seymour sprung to his feet.

“N-nothing.,” he stammersd with a
forced smile that made his  haggard
tace Jook old and pinghed. “II am

these goo& people my dear Irene
Then, as she drew back, he looked
?nd‘ u-'y‘l a word to—to her, or I
will not" make any terms with you!
Leavo “l’h mom Both of  you.” He
¢ *Come here to»nint
atfer dark '-‘iid 1 will sée you. T make

mospromige. I don’t believe a word of

Wwhat T<Have heard; but—but to pre-

vent Scandal—"

Jake grinned.

- “Of ‘eourse you don't! That's the
tone to take, Keep it up 1lke that
aml I shali be proud of you, I'll 100k
in to-night. You can let me in by
the  window. here, Come away, old
lady;” and he nodded to lhrﬂu. She
shmt back as he 3 hod. then
‘opened tho ‘window, .d.’low out. '

The countess rose and went into the
hall. Iréms had sent the servants
away, and stood as if waiting for her.

“The countess looked at her  and
sighed.

“Where is ' the earl? she sald.
“Brirg him to me.”

“The earl!” exclaimed Irene, going
to hor and taking her arm. “Why
dear, you mean Seymour You have
Just Teft him m th 1ibrary;:” and her

| heart beat fearfully, for the _expres-

.ﬁm of the countess's face filled her

* said WV in a brok-

~u.vamm:‘-mw s arl My woa

she turned hﬂ.dm uﬂnx eyes to
frene: - .

“And you, too—t bave  signed
against you wwtreed of pow-.
er. A week a9, “ah W 5

stood sﬁent
hink:E

is Madge?"

The . teau were mninx down
Irene(che ‘ % ¢

“Madge!” -lhl ‘nld "Mn)lgo is.
:ono!"

© “Gonel” echo«l the counteu She
sunk on to her bed.in. her room.and
gdzed up at Ireme. “Yes, 1 might
have known it. And it is I who have,
driven her awsy-—-11" =

*'She laughed; a bitter lnugh of self-
ﬂpmh and - remorse,

énq'nms—my son—Has he igone,
too? Have I driven him away too?
Why do you'not go? Don't come near
me!  Iam not fit, you should touch
me, a oriminal—" -

Then. her arms dropped’ to Her sida i
and she fainted.

Meanwhile, Royce was ridin'g fur-
fously. .The idea lreme had “planted
in his mind grew into a settled com-
vietion, For. whither should Madge
fly for refuge save to.her own peo-
ple? And that they were in the
neighborhood, Jake's presence at the
Tower seemed . t0- Prove, . .~

If he aould only reach the camp be~
fore Madge had told bersqd tofy, and,

v

W .hko her uny,ﬂ;nl@ e well.

He ocould mever go “Back to Monk
Towers, They would leave England,
and make a home somewhere beyond
the seas. ' ;

Then he thought of Irene, and the
pain at his_ficart Inéreafed and his
face darkened_' Wotild she be able to
resist Séymour's cunning? Would
she marry him? The mere idea of
such a sacrifice“made ﬁm shudder,
and a groan broké f:on ‘his lips. :

Irene—the sweet lily-mald—8éy~
mour's wife!

“Oh, God! 'held and save her!” he
murmured—* save her .from that!”

He reached the town and pulled up
the steaming horse at the inn. The
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lumm qqlg h’t*'wlth wlaqgloun -

haste.

“Lawks nnv\& us, Master Royce! is
aught the matter?” he exclaimed.
“Qet down, sir, and let the hostler
take the horde” \ :

“No, no!” sald Royce. “Are there
sny gypsies near here? Have yon
seen any caravans?’

s Ml o MR

“They were i Melbury Wood all last |

week, and may be tlunhow—-‘} .
" {to be continued.)
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