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The Risen Dead. .

He had never meant to come back!
Kight years ago he had left England for-
ever. He had gone, ruined and broken,and
helpless. He had been like a man dead all
this time, and yet now after eight years,
he had come to life again—he had come
back!

He looked round the dull park as he

drove through it, at the gray buildings
edging it, at the gray sky avbove, and re-
membered how he had seen England last.
It had been just such a day as this, chill
and dull and cold, and the sky above the
old town in the north, that he had loved
so well, that he had been forced to turn
his back upon, had looked gray like this
London sky—gray and hopeless as his own
life had 'been.

As the park swung past him he leaned
back in his brougham, seeing not the
park, nor the pale green of the grass, nor
the busy London crowd, but the rugged
old town up north, with its tall chimney
stacks and belching smoke, and the castle
on the hill that had frowned down upon
him, when he had turned to look at it for
the last time. «

As his brougham neared Buckingham
Palace, he leaned forward, and the sight
of the British flag waving against the
chill sky, of the King’s Life Guards, rigid-
ly upright on their horses, facing the
crowd about the gates, stirred him sharp-
ly. He was going to see the king.

He leaned back again as people pressed
forward to stare at him, and mechanically
passed his hand across his face. It was
scarcely likely that he would be recogniz-
ed. The years had altered him, and, be-
sides, who would suspect that the Geof-
frey Waring on his way to meet his king
was Geoffrey Clavering, the desperate
boy, who, eight years ago, had stood in
the steep and narrow street of the town
he loved, ruined and disgraced and out-
cast?’

No one could know him now, after eight
years. He had grown bronzed and older.
Eight years ago he had been a an-
shaven youth. Now a moustache hid the
bitter look about his lips, and the pain
he had suffered then and the things he
had gone through since had scarred his
face, had given him a different look, had
touched his hair with gray, though he was
scarcely 30 even now.

All the same he shrank away from the
crowd that always gathers about the pal-
ace gates on court daysy and stared back
at them nervously. It was scarcely likely
that he would see any one he knew or
who remembered him; but curious things
happened sometimes, and he looked out
almost afraid lest as he did so he should
encounter the eyes of some one he had
known in Oldcastle cight years ago—some
one who would remember and recognize
him, and involuntarily there rose up be-
fore him a vision he had so often tried to
crush—a memory of a girl, soft and radi
ant, with shining eyes and laughing lips—
the girl who, eight years ago, had been
simple Hetty Lancaster. She would bs in
a very different position now, and why he
should think of her in connection with the
crowd about the palace gates he could not
understand. Yat since he had been in
England he had looked at every woman
with dread, and even now he drew back
with a sudden check in his breath as his
carriage crawled along the curb; for there,
waiting to find a space to cross, was a girl
with a face so like Hetty’s that it might
have been she in reality—if only he had
not known it to be impossible.

She was standing looking about her ner-

vously—Hetty Lancaster, as she might-

have been, if the light had gone out of
her face-and out ef her eyes—if she had
been poor and ill and careworn. And that
was impossible, as he knew. Yet the sight
of the unknown girl’s face, as she stood
on the pavement, stabbed him to -the
heart.

He drew a deep breath and a smile
crossed his lips as the girl moved away.
In a few minutes he might see Hetty her-
gelf—the real Hetty—the wife of Lord
¥anshawe, . aide-de-camp to the King—a
great lady now, the Hetty he had known
and loved so well eight years ago.

In a few minutes he might have to face
her indifferently—pray God, she would not
recognize him!

The brougham crawled on apace, and the
crowd grew thicker. Some one stared in
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at him, and then his quick ears caught a
whisper.
‘That’s Waring—that’s the man.” A face

peered in at the carriage window, and for
a moment he stared back, with the breath
checked in his throat, expecting recogni-
tion

Yet, who could know him? The man
whose eyes met his was a stranger—some
one who had heard of him, no doubt—
who had seen his portrait in the daily
paper, ‘perhaps. It had been taken with-
out his knowledge or permission—a snap-
|shot as he had left his hotel, and so un-
| like the Geoffrey Clavering who had dis-
| appeared from Oldcastle eight years ago,
i that he laughed when he saw it. If all his
photographs were like that he could come
to London without fear. No one would
know him. "

He leaned back agaist the. soft lining of
the carriage, with his eyes on the win-
dow. Face after face looked in and van-
ished again. Through the glass he heard
their remarks, and their voices seemed to
drift in to him like voices in a dream.

“Yes, that’s Geoffrey Waring. You've
heard about him? He saved the life of one
of the royal party out in India, and they
say he’ll be knighted for it. But he’s done
more than that. They say he is enormous-
ly rich, and he has got a name to conjure
with out there. He’s going to make his-
tory, and they say he is as nervous and
modest as if he had done nothing at all.”

Geoffrey’s face grew strained and set.
He make history? He on his way to see
the king? He must be dreaming a crazy
dream. Eight years ago, a nobody, he had
been turned away from Oldcastle. Eight
years ago he had gone from the old town
disgraced. Even the poorest honest man
in Oldcastle would have refused to work
beside him eight years ago!

"He had only a dim idea of what was
happening when he left his carriage. His
sword hung loosely at his side, against his
unfamiliar velvet clothes. He was consci-
ous of an army of people of different kinds
—of footmen in scarlet and gold, with the
king’s arms blazing everywhere, of Life
Guards and Lancers standing at doors, of
men lining the great corridors, with stars
and ribbons and decorations gleaming
sharply against their dark velvet coats. On
every side were men whose names Wwere
household words, men distinguished for
all sorts of things—men whom eight years
ago he would have sacrificed almost any-
thing to meet.

And he was among them now—one of
them—a North Country man, a onetime
nobody—and worse!—going to meet his
King!

He drew a sharp breath as he looked
round the great room in which he found
himself. There was only one man he
dreaded to meet there, and one woman.
Hetty would, no doubt, be present at the
court today, and he wondered, mechanic-
ally, as he followed the directions given to
him to go forward, what she would be like
in her court dress. He could not imagine
her. Eight years ago she had been only a
childi—a girl of 18, and the prettiest girl
in all the world! What would she look
like in a court dress with a long train,
with feathers in her hair, and diamonds?
Hetty with diamonds? He had never seen
her in anything but a simple cotton frock
or a serge jacket. And she would be there
today, of course, with her husband, Lord
Fanshawe. She was sure to be. there.

A voice detaching itself from others con-
firmed his thought.

“Fanshawe? Saw him a minute ago.
Over there, I think—talking to Lord Man-
ners.”

Geoffrey turned his head quickly, but
perhaps his eyes were a little blurred, per-
haps the crowd was too thick, or the light
against him, or perhaps Lord Fanshawe
had altered with the eight years that had
passed, for he could not see among that
crowd of distinguished men the face he
had known and grown to hate, eight years
ago. There was no Lord Fanshawe there
—no Hetty. Yet stay!

A voice seemed to break upon him sud-
denly, and at the sound of it the years
seemed to drop from him like a cloak. It
was just the same—rollicking, debonair,
and the man coming across the room had
not altered. He looked: just the same—
scarcely older even—and of the two, al-
though they were almost the same age,
he, Geoffrey, looked older than Lord Fan-
shawe did.

He shrank back and stood waiting. M
he recognized him, what then?

His pulses grew unsteady as Lord Fan-
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was it really he, Geoffrey Clavering of old castle who

" stood there listening? Was it of him and his work that the |

king spoke?

shawe came on. He made a movement
to- draw still further back, and then a
hand on his shoulder checked him.

CHAPTER II.
3efore His King,

He turned sharply and faced a man who
wore a ribbon across his shoulders and a
quantity of stars and medals on his chest.

“Ah, there you are, Waring. You ought
to have lunched with me, you know, if it
was only as a favor, for everybody is
anxious to have a lion like you in tow
nowadays. By the way, the Earl of Old-
castle has asked me to present you to him.
We shall see him when we go through.
His son, Lord Fanshawe, is here some-
where. Shall I introduce you?”

Geoffrey shrank back.

“No—no—I’d much rather not, thank
you all the same, Lord Renwick,” he said.
“]—]—want my stay in England to be as
quiet as possible. Don’t think me un-
grateful, but I am afraid I am not a soci-
able man, and after one has lived in the
wilds, all this,” he looked round, “len’t—
isn’t exactly congenial. I am scarcely used
to eociety.”

Lord Renwick laughed.

“You're too modest and shy, Waring,”
he said. “T’ll set my wife on to you. You
want waking up. And think of your
chances, man. The world is at your feet.
The King has recognized your ability, and
after this, if you make the most of your
opportunities you may rise to any height.
I shall tell my wife to talk to you. There
she is, by the way, and that girl at her
side is my daughter Hilary. You muet
come and be introduced to them. I shall
tell my wife you are a misanthrope and
leave you to her. She’ll draw you out of
vour shell.”

He put his hand on Geoffrey’s sleeve as
he epoke, and made a move to cross the
room, but somehow Geoffrey seemed curi-
ously rigid. He was standing, with his
eyes fixed on a group a little way offi—a
group of men, brilliant in their court
dress, their swords at their sides and stars
on their breasts. And among them was
Lord Fanshawe.

Geoffrey’s throat was parched and his
lips were dry as he looked across at them,
and it was with an effort that he turned
to Lord Renwick. -

“I suppose—I suppose Lady Fanshawe is
here today,” he said uncertainly. His
eyes left the group and looked across the
room.

“Lady Fanshawe?’ cried Lord Renwick.
“Tady Fanshawe? Why there is no Lody
Fanehawe—yet. Claude is a rackety crea-
ture, and there have been endless reports
of his engagemernt, but they have been
false until now, and now—well, between
ourselves—there will be a Lady Fanshawe

Geoffrey whirled round, and Lord Ren-
wick looked up, startled, into his gray face
that looked ,s0 queer and set and at his
flashing eyes.

“Not married?’ he cried in a strange,
husky voice. “Lord Fanshawe—not mar-
ried ?”’ :

He passed his hand across his face. It
was icy cold. He was conscious that Lord
Renwicke was looking up at him curiously,
almost nervously, but he could only think
of Hetty—Hetty Lancaster, that little girl
in the north, whom he had left eight years
ago—the girl who ought to have been Lord
F¥anshawe’s bride.

He looked round uncertainly. If she
was not Lady Fanshawe, if she was not
there, then where was she, and what did it
all mean? If Lord Fanshawe had- not
married her, then he had played her false
—cheated her, broken her heart, perhaps—
his little bright-eyed Hetty. -

The room, the gay crowd, the puzzled
face of Lord Renwick beside him, grew
dim and blurred to his eyes. There seemed
to be a great noise about him; bfit it was
only the rushing of the blood in his eary
and the beating of his heart. »

False! *Lord Fanshawe—false to her and
to him! In all those years he had mever
thought of that—had never dreamed that
Hetty could be anything but Claude’s wife,
and now—where was she?

The room seemed to change like a kalei-
doscope as the crowd moved past him, and
suddenly he became aware that Lord Ren-
wick was speaking and looking at him
anxiously.

“FEh? What? I beg your pardon, Lord
Renwick. I did not mean to be so rude.
I am ready.”

He recovered himself with an effort and
followed his friend across the room. He
bowed mechanically to Lady Renwick and
the girl at her side, but saw neither of
them. Their faces, blurred aud misty,
seemed to be blotted out by the memory
of the girl he had left behind him in Eng-
land eight years ago—the girl he had be-
lieved to be Lord Fanshawe's wife.
Where was she now?

There was a move forward, and some
one took him by the arm. It was Lord
Renwick, and a few minutes later he found
himself making his way to the grand stair-
case. The crimson velvet :-curtains were
thrown back, and the dazzling whiteness
of the marble stairs and the vivid crimson
of the pile carpets seemed to dance before
his eyes. He saw before him the gold
mosaic balustrades, the exquisite ﬂoweml
and ferns arranged on either side the great |
palms.

To see the King!

It seeted an endless way—up the grand
staircase, through saloon after saloon, each
one seeming more beautgful than the last,
and then finally into the picture gallery,
and across the top of it to the throme
room.

If Geoffrey had any recollection of it
as he saw it then, it was only of
a blaze of color, of a group of pages and
gentlemen-at-arms with gold and silver|
sticks, and of a great King in his full
state dress.

He heard his name called, and the name
of Lord Renwick, who presented him, and
then the King's voice.

Was it really he—Geoffrey Clavering,
of Oldcastle—who stood there listening?
Was it of him and his work that the
King spoke? It seemed impossible. It
was like a fairy tale. And as he left the
room and the scene was blotted out, there
came rushing back to him the one thought
that obliterated everything else—the
thought of Hetty Lancaster.

He found himself with curious rapidity
at the entrance to the palace. A car-
riage had just drawn up, and two men
were getting into it. As he stood, one
of them looked round, and Geoffrey, with
a sudden catch in his breath, took an in-
voluntary step backward.

It was Claude, Lord Fanshawe, and his
father, the Earl of Oldcastle. The earl
had got in, but for a moment Lord Fan-
shawe had stopped to look round, and
he did so Geoffrey moved forward.

Their eyes met across the space, and
Geoffrey’s lips tightened over his teeth.
There was an instant’s flash in Lord Fan-
shawe’s pale eyes, a momentary gleam and

a cudden paling of his face as if somathing
had started him. He gave a quick start
wnd drew in his breath sharply for a sec-
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ond. The next he had recovered himself.
His face changed and grew careless again
and then he turned and followed his fath-

er into the carriage.

For a moment Geoffrey stood rigid on
the steps, and Lord Renwick had to touch
him twice on the arm before he realized
that his brougham was waiting, and that
he was blocking the way.

He stumbled forward. The sun had
come out while he had been in the palace
—the late, cold afternoon -sun. It gleam-
ed weakly in his eyes now as he entered
the carriage; and sent a pale ray in to him
as the coachman whipped up the horses.
And Lord Renwick, at his side, looked
into his strange set, stern face with a
sudden cold upon him. There was some-
thing there that he had never seen be-
fore—something in the clear-cut profile,
in the set of the lips, in the dark eyes,
that sent a thrill of excitement through
him. It reminded him of a moment in
the African War—a moment that meant
a crisis—either a great success or a great
disaster. And he shivered a little as he
turned to pull up the window.

“It has gone quite chilly,” he said.

Geoffrey made no reply. He stared out
at the dull park, at the pale dry graes,
and again he saw nothing of it—only in-
stead the rugged North Country town and
the frowning castle on the hill.

“1 ghall go North after all,” he said to
himself.
* * * * * »

Inside the carriage Lord Fanshawe fell
back beside his father with a sudden
change in his face. The sun, filtering in
through the glass, showed it white again,
and with the debonair, careless, reckless
look gone, and instead something hard and
vgly and cruel in the set of his lips and
jaw.

“Did you ece that man?”’ he asked.

“What man?’ The Earl was fumbling
with the rug about his knees. “I wish
you wouldn’t be so indefinite, Fanshawe.
What man, Where?”

“That man Waring,” Claude said. “Did
you notice him?”

“Notice him, dear boy? Of course I
did. I told Bradford to introduce him to
me. He’ll be useful. He's the coming
man in the East—he is enormously rich,
and we must make use of him, dear boy—
most dzcidedly make use of him, and
soon.” f

But Lord Fanshawe seemed strangely
upset.

“But did you see him—did he—did he
remind you of anybody?” he asked, hoarse-
ly.

The earl spread his white-gloved hands
with a show of mild impatience.

“You know how short-sighted I am—"
he began, but Lord Fanshawe interrupted
him.

“For heaven’s sake father, don’t talk
nonsense,” he cried. ‘You must have
looked at him. Did you see any likeness
in his facz to—to anybody?”’

The earl’'s face and manner changed,
and he looked at his son sharply.

“Any likeness—to whom?”’ he asked.
“I don’t understand.”

Lord Fanshawe stared forward.

“Tt was imagination, of course,” he said
slowly. “I must have imagined it. It
couldn’t be possible, and yet I thought—
I was almost sure’as he stood there that
I saw Clavering ‘again. I thought for a
moment that he was a ghost—Clavering
come back!”

The earl sat rigidly upright. His white-
gloved hands lay still upon the rug upon
his knee for an instant. Then they twitch-
ed, and a faint red ran up into his old
mottled face.

“Clavering! You are mad! Clavering!
Why, he died, years ago—died or went
under years ago and more.’ Jackson, the
lawyer, saw him off—paid his passage to
Australia. Bah! Claude, why do you get
guch folly into your head?”

Lord Fanshawe sat motionless, his brows
drawn sharply over his pale eyes, and his
face still gray.

“«It was o real,” he muttered. “It
might have been Geoffrey come back to
life just then. He stood with the sun on
his face, and it looked—just as it looked
that morning when I—when he—"

“Tut, tut! That’ll do. That unplzas-
ant episode ended eight years ago, and
we don’t want to be reminded of it. It
is impossible that Waring and Clavering
can be the same—absolutely impossible.-
Why, Clavering was only a--a North
Country clodhopper. Is it likely that he
could ever be presented at court?”’

“He was not a clodhopper,” Lord Fan-
shawe said half under his breath. “He
was a gentleman, even though he was a
nobody—a mill hand. And he might—he
might have risen. That morning when he
stood before us—when he accepted his dis-
grace—he—he—looked & gentleman every
inch.”

«Bah!” cried the Earl, angrily. “You
gound like a sentimental girl. For good-
ness sake, talk of something else. Claver-
ing is dead. And even if he isn’t—what
then? If he came back—what of it?”

He turned, and glared eharply into his
son’s frozen face.

“[f it should be Clavering—mind, I
only say if—but if it is, then we'll see.
He will be entirely in our hands, and
they say he is enormously rich, and we
always want money—we always want
money so badly, dear boy. I am not sure
that it wouldn’t be a good thing if he
turned out to be Clavering after all. I
am not at all sure. Iie 15 a great man
in the East, and would be very useful.
And we “hold all the cards in our own
hands, dear boy.”

He leaned back against the lining of
the carriage, and put a single eyeglass
to his faded eys, Lord Fanshawe sat
stifly beside him, and his face turned
dully to the gray park outside. The cards?
Yes, they held the winning trick—the one
thing that would crush and ruin Geoffrey
Clavering. But there are things in a hu-
man being’s heart that rise above mun-
dane matters—things beside which riches
and worldly wealth and honor are nothing,
and a man’s love for a girl is one. And as
the. carriage swung through the park there
came a memory to Lord Fanshawe, too—
the memory. of a girl’s face that eight
years ago had been more to Geoffrey Clav-
ering than honor or money or position or
self—a girl's face, only a memory now,
but a memory as living as the girl herself
had been.

His lips set more tightly over his teeth.

“Curse him. We must get rid of him,”
he said. ‘‘We must get rid of him some-
how, by hook or by crook.”

The Earl nodded on his seat.

“Oh? we &hall get rid of him easily en-
ough,” he said.

i CHAPTER IIL
What He Found Up North.
Was it eight years that had passed?

Yeoffrey looked round curiously. Nothing
had altered. Oldcastle was just the same

téday as it had been eight years ago when |his brain; and

he had last stood in the narrow High
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street and looked back. And yet—-tfnere
were - alterations after all. There were

new houses in the place of the shabby
Preston Terrace that he used to know, a
new pavement in Sheffield street, and a
new factory in John street. Oldcastle had
grown after all. Priddeaux’s iron works
were bigger and surely blacker than tbey
used to be, and the chemical manufactory
surely poured out a bigger flood of yellow-
ish green water than-it used to do?

One or two houses that he remembered
were shut up, or pulled down, and one in
particular had vanished altogether. He
stood dumb and stupified before it. Where
it had stood there was now a row of
shops, and the space beyond, that had once
been a meadow and orchard, held brand
new villas of bright brick and slate and
art tiles. :

He turned slowly. On the other side of
the road things were not so changed. An
old house, dull red, with a long sweep of
steps and green shutters, attracted his at-
tention. That surely had not altered? It
was just the same as it had been eight
years ago. It was there Jackson, the law-
yer, had lived. He'had been a friend of
the Lancasters, a visitor at the castle.
It was he who had given him the final
push out of Oldcastle eight years ago!
Geoffrey stood irresolute. Jackson would
be an old man by now and might not
recognize him. Even eight years ago his
sight had been bad. He must, somehow
or other, find out what had become of
Hetty, and old Jackson would be able to
give him information better than any one.
He crossed the road hurriedly, and an
instant later had rapped sharply on the
finely polished brass knocker, and a little
later still found himsel: in a familiar room
that was one of the things that had not
changed.

He had to wait a little while: then a
young clerk ushered him into another
familiar room.

Before an old-fashioned table sat Jack-
son, the lawyer, just as he had sat eight
years ago—just as he would go on sitting
to the day of his death. He was older,
feebler, blinder than he had been when
Geofirey had seen him last, and blinked
at him through thick glasses without re-
cognition.

“Mr.—er—Waring?”’ he asked. Geoffrey
nodded.

“[ called to ask,” he said, “if you could
tell me anything about the whereabouts
of a Mr. Lancaster who had a church here
and of -his daughter, Hetty Lancaster.”
The lawyer leaned back in his chair and
planted his elbows on the arms.
«Mr. Lancaster!” he said. ‘He died
some years ago—died rather suddenly—
very suddenly—almost mysteriously, in
fact.”

“Pead!” cried Geoffrey, hoarsely, “and
his daughter?”

Mr. Jackson pursed his lips, then slowly
shook his head and looked at Geoffrey
with sudden curiosity. )
“His daughter disappeared,” he said.
«Qhe went two days before old Mr. Lan-
caster was discovered dead in the empty
house. It was rather strange. There were
mysterious circumstances which were ngver
cleared up, and, although there was a ver-
dict of ‘Death from natural .causes,” and
it all seemed straight enough, still there
were come people who said—who whispered
that his daughter ought to be found. The
doctors were gatisfied, but the lawyers are
sometimes suspicious, Mr.—er—Waring.”
Geoffrey half started to his feet, and
then sank back in his chair. He clenched
his hands and leaned forward.
“\What—what—could they suspect?’ he
asked, hoarsely.

The lawyer, old and talkative, joined the
tips of his fingers together and proceeded
to revive an interesting scandal. And
(Geoffrey, white of face, with desperate
eyes fixed on the old man, saw nothing,
forra girl’s face that rose persistently, con-
tinually, determinedly between them.

He leaned forward, and; slowly, steadily,
the old man’s words beat at his heart and
two gradually detached
themeelves from the others, and went

.

For there waiting to find a space to cross was a girl
that it might have been she in reality if only he had not known it to be an impossibility.
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round and round in his head until he seem-
ed to be going mad.

They were “Hetty” and “murderess.”

Geoffrey felt cold, stified. The lawyer’s
face, gray and lifeless like a bit of his
own parchment, seemed unnaturally still.

“Tell me what you mean!” Geoffrey
cried.

Perhaps the lawyer did not know. Per-
haps his legal caution was aroused, for he
blinked thoughtfully at Geoffrey for a full
minute before he made any reply, and then
it was not to answer his question.

“You are a stranger to me, I presume,”
he said, “since I do not seem to recognize
either your name or your face. Have you
any interest in the lady? Do you know
where she is now?”’

Geoffrey threw out his hands sharply
and then drew back.

“l know nothing,” he said. “I was
merely making inquiries for—for—a friend
who wishes his identity kept secret.. I—I
am his agent, and I came to you be-
cause—"’ he hesitated for a moment with
his eyes doubtfully on Jackson’s face, and
then went on, “because you are a lawyer,
and your house happened to be opposite
the address I wanted. The house for which
I was looking has gone.”

“Ah, yes,” some time since,”rsaid Jack-
son. “The property belongs to Lord Fan-
shawe, and after Mr. Lancaster’ death he
had it cut up into building lots. He had
to wait a year or two for that, as there
was still a little time to run on the lease,
and Miss Lancaster could not be found.
But, as you see, it lapsed, and in place of
Mr. Lancaster’s house and grounds his
lordship has erected a fine row of shops
and villas.”

Jackson rose as he spoke and moved
across the room, his short sighted eyes
peering curiously into Geoffrey’s face.
Geoffrey skrank a little into the shadow
with something of the old dread wupon
him. Jackson must not suspect his iden- |
tity. He had not been a friend eight years |
ago. It had been he who had walked with
him through the narrow streets of Old-
castle on that last cold, gray morning, he
who had paid his passage to Australia,
who had seen him on board the beat,who
had pushed him out into the world friend-
less and alone. Hard and pitiless he had
been then, and hard and pitiless he would
be now. p

He sat right in his chair, with questions
that he dared not ask burning on his lips,
with a passionate cry in his heart for
Hetty—for the little bright-eyed girl whose
face had shone before him like a star all-
these years.

“But Miss Lancaster,” he said hoarse-
ly “can you tell me nothing of her; did
she disappear utterly ?”’

The lawyer nodded.

“She left no trace,” he replied, “and
she has not communicated with any one
since. She went, as I said, two days be-
fore Mr. Lancaster’s death. It was said,
the servants said at the inquest that they
had quarrelled, and there were traces of
poison in the house and proofs that Hetty
had purchased it, and altogether it scem-
ed most unlikely that Mr. Lancaster had
met his death naturally. Every one ex-
pected a verdict of murder agaimst Hetty
Lancaster, and no doubt we should have
had it if it had not been for Dr. North.”

“For Dr. North!”

“He had been attending Mr. Lancaster
for some time, and at the inquest stated
that he had prescribed a certain poison,
but that, in his opinion, he had died na-
turally of heart disease. Every one knew
that Dr. North was in love with Hetty
Lancaster, and no one imagined that his
evidence would be accepted as being un-
biased, but somehow it was. Most of-the
jurymen knew him personally. Half of
them were poor miners or mill hands,who
perhaps owed their lives or the lives of
their wives or children to Dr. North, and
no doubt that weighed with them. At any
rate, Dr. North got the verdict he wanted,
in spite of everything, in spite of the fact
that everybody believed Hetty guilty.”

Geoffrey’s hands were clenched on the
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with a face so very like Hetty’s

He rose sharply to his feet. He could
stand no more, he could listen to no more
just now. He looked blindly at the law-
ver’s old, hard face, and perhaps there
was something in his own that startled
Jackson a little, for- he peered at him curi-
ously through his thick glasses and moved
a little closer to him.

“Of course, personally I have not the
slightest doubt that she was guilty,” he
said. “The case was not threshed out as
it ought to have been. She ought to have
been found, and Dr. North should not
have been allowed to have all his own
way. But, of course, it is a little late in
the day to revive such things now, and I
presume that it is not your object?”

Once more he made a movement nearer
Geoffrey, the puzzled look back in his
eyes as they searched his face, and Geof:-
frey roused himself sharply and turned
away.

“No,” he said slowly.
wished to inquire—" i

He broke off with his face still half
averted.

“I only wanted to know her where-
abouts,” he added; it you cannot tell
me, I am wasting your time.”

The lawyer followed him across the
room. He was getting very blind and old,
but even his feeble eyes could see that the
drawn and haggered look had deepened in
Geoffrey’s face—even he saw that in the
last few minutes he seemed to have grown
old and tired and careworn.

As the door closed he hurried into his
head clerk’s room, and across to the win-
dow.

“Barker,” he said, “who did that man
remind you of? I have seen his face before
—where? Look at him now.”

Barker rose and stood beside him in
front of the window. Geoffrey was slowly
crossing the road and standing to look
with blind, unseeing eyes at the row of
shops and the villas beyond them that oc-
cupied the spot where eight years ago had
stood the old white house and garden that
had belonged to Mr. Lancaster.

“Who does he remind you of, Barker?”
Jackson said.

The clerk shook his head. But a queer
cunning had grown in his eyes as Geoffrey
walked slowly out of sight, and he stood
gnawing his moustache, apparently in
deep though for some minutes after he
had disappeared.

(To be continued.)

WILL PROSECUTE PARTY
WHO FIRED ON DALKOUSIE
FISHERY PATROL

Ottawa, June 28.—The lawlessness of
the party who fired a rifle seven times at
the government patrol steamer near Dal-
housie a few days ago will be punished
if the guilty person can be found. As

“No, I only

long as the regulation requiring the rais.
ing of nets on Sunday is in force, it will
have to be respected and if while officers
are enforcing that regulation any person
is foolhardy enough to use a rifle upon
the officials of the government, there is
but one thing to do and that is to pro-
secute the guilty parties. This is the view
held by the officers of the department
and instructions have been sent to the
fishery inspector in charge of the district,
where the outrage occurred, to set the
law in motion. s

Montreal Gazette in a Stock
Company.

Oftawa, June 28.—(Special)—Notica
will-appcar in tomorrow’s Canada Gazette
incorporating Richard White; publisher;
Senator White, manager; Samuel L.Kyd;
editor; Thomas M. McCaw, secretary,a’i
John Adair, bookkeeper, Montreal, under
the name of “Gazette Printing Company,”

arms of his chair.

with a proposed capital of §500,000.




