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- His only comsolation was provided
by the knowledge that the risk to a
stout Mercury was as ght com-

‘'sy bad laid his plans with skill, so

bis humorous trestment of their
plight was not marred by say lurk-
ing feer of the Mercury’s unwelcome

pared with the tortures emdured by

8  French-guilt racer, with its long
wheel-base and low chassis. Alter a
couple of miles of semi-miraculous
advance his respect for Smith’s capa
bility as a driver increased literally
by leaps and bounmds.

the end was nearer than he
thought. On reaching the top of ome
of those seemingly interminable land

“What a terrible collapse this would
be if I were running away with you,
Miss Cynthia,” he said slyly. *“Let
us imagine a priest waiting in some
ancient castle ten miles away, and a»
irate father, or a pair of them, start-
ing from Cheddar in bot pursuit™
“My imagination fails me there.
Monsi Marigny,” she replied, and

waves, he saw a blurred object in the
hollow. Soon he distinguished Cyn-
thia’s fawn-colored dust cloak. and his
heart throbbed exultantly when the
girl futtered a handkerchief to show,
that she, too, had seen.

Mrs. Devar rose and clutched
btack of the seat behind him.

tha!

“1 apologize, Fitzroy,” she piped |the gathering mists; still, it must ar |

tremulously. “You are right. They
have lost their way and met with!
some accident. How glad I am that'
i did not insist on your making!
straight for Bristol!”

Her unparalleled impudence
his admiration.
thought, was worthy of a better fate
than that which put her in the posi !
tion of a bought intriguer. But Cyn
thia was near, waving her hands geie
fully, and executing a nympb-like
thanksgiving dance on a strip”of turl
by the roadside, so Medenham'’s views
of Mrs. Devar's previous actions Wers
tempered by conditions extraordinar |
ily favorable to her at the moment. |

She seemed to be aware instine
tively of the change in his sentiments
wrought by sight of Cynthia. It was
in quite a friendly tone that she cried:

“Count Edouard is there; but where
is his man? . . Something seriog
is his man? Something serious
feur has been sent to obtain help. .
Ob, bow lucky we hurried, and how
clever of you to find out which way
the car went!”

woun

CHAPTER VI. !

A Midsummer Night's Vagaries |
Cynthia, notwithstanding that spiri"
ted pas seul, was rather pale whe.
Medenham stopped the car close be
sice her. She had been on tenter
hcoks during the past quarter of ar|
hour—there were silent moments
when ehe measured her own slim|
figure against the natty Count’s in|
half-formed resolutions to take to het!
hee!s along the Cheddar Road. !
At first, she had enjoyed the runm
greatly. - Although Dale spoke of
Smith as -8 mechanic, the man was
A& frst-rate driver, and he spun the
Du Vallon along at its best speed,
But the change from good macadam
to none soon made itself felt, and
Cynthia was more troubled than she
cared to show when the French flier|
came to a standstill after panting and
jolting alarmingly among the ruts.
ariz s exciied questions evoked
rintelligible grunts from Smith; |

for ali that, the irritating truth could/|,

not be withheld—the petrol tank was!
; not en!y had the chauffeur for
i to fill it that morning, but, by
S01 stracge mischance, the supply|
usuuily held in reserve had been ieft
at Fristol!

The Frex
wirtl

“r

#0

|

on was very angry

Smith was humbly
apolig The pair must have acted |
convincingly, because each knew t2|
& nicety how soon a gallon of petrol|
worid vaporize in the Du Vallon's six!
cyiinders, Having taken the pre
caution 10 measure that exact quanti |
ty into the tank before leavipg Ched :
dar, they were prepared for a break
dow:: at any point within a few hun
dred yards of the precise locality
where it occurred,

Cynthia, being generous-minded,
tried to make little of the mishap. By|
taking that line she strove to reassure
berself.

“Fitzroy is always prepared for
emergencies,” she said. “He will
soon catch up with us. But what a
road! I didn’t really notice it before, |
Surely this cannot be the only high-|
way between Bristol and Cheddar?’— |
and in England, too, where the roads
gre so perfect!” |

“There are two roads, but this is
the nearest one,” explained the glib-
tongued Count, seemingly much re
lleved by the prospect of Fitzroy's
early arrival. “You don't deserve to
be pulled out of a dibculty so prompt-
ly, Smith,” he went on, eyeing the
chauffeur sternly.

“There’'s a village not very far
ahead, sir,” sald the abashed Smith,

“Oh, never mind! We must wait
for Miss Vanreneu's car.”

*Wait?" inquired Cyuptbria.
clse can we do?”

“I talte it he meant to walk to some
village, and bring a stock of spirit,”

“Oh, dear! 1 hope no such thing
will be necegsary.”

From that half hint of latent and
high!y disagreeable development;s
dated Cynthia's uneasiness. ' She
cepted Marigny’'s suggestion that' they
chould stroll to the top of the sl
hill  just descended, whence they
would be able to watch their res
cuers spproach from & considerable
distance—she even remembered to te!l
him to smoke—but she answered his
Mvly sallles at random, and agreed un-
peservedly with his voluble self-
reproach.

+ The obvious diuse of the road, a
mere lane providing access to sheep
inclosures on the hills, caused her no
small perplexity, though she saw fit
pot to add to her companion's distress

commenting on it. In any other
pircumstances she would have been
genuinely alarmed, but her well
pstablished acquaintanceship with the
Count, together with the apparently
pertain fact that, Fitzroy and Mrs,
Pevar were coming nearer each
second, forbade the tremors that any
similar accident must have evoked if,
say, they were marooned on some re
mote mountain range of the continent
and po friendly car was speeding to
fheir al

“What

ghit

The 'two halted on the rising
, and one of them, at least,

y into the purple shadows
mellowing the gray monotony of
plateau. The point where the Du
left the main road was in-

frome suhave thow stnad . Warle.

u

the shade of emphasis on his surnam~ |

ghowed that she was fully aware of
the boundary crossed by the “Miss
Cynthia,” an advance which surprised
ber more than the Frenchman coun-
ted on. “At present I am wholly ab-
sorbed in a vain effort to picture an
asutomobile somewhere down taere in

rive soon”

Then Marigny put forth = tentative
claw.

“l hate to tell you.” he said, “mais

{il faut marcher quand le diable est

aux trousses* | am unwillingly forced

Such a8 woman, he to believe that your chauffeur has ta-

ken the other road.”
“The other road!”
in sudden and most poignant forebod-
fng. It was then that she first began
to estimate her rynning powers.
*“But needs mist
drives.”
“Yes, are two,

there you know.

The second one is not so direct-——"|

“If you think that, your man had
better 2o at once to the village he
spoke of. Is it certain that he will
obtain pefrol there?”

“Almost certain.”

“Really, Monsieur Marigny, I fail to'
Why should you ex-|

understand you.
press a doubt? He appeared to be
confident enouzh five minutes ago.
He was recady to start until we pre-
vented him.”

That the girl should yield to slight
panic was precisely what Count
Edouard desired. True, Cynthia’s
sparkling eyes and firm lips were
eloguent of ken annoyance

reading the danger signals of beauty
in distress, and saw in these symptons
the heralds of tears and fright.
experience did not l-ad him far astray,

but he had not allowed for racial 4dif-

ference between the Lati: aud the
Anglo-Saxon. Cynthia might weep

she might even attempt to run, but|

in the last resource she would face
bim with dauntiess courage.

“I assure you I would not have had
this thing happen on any account,”
he said in a volce that vibrated with
sympathy. “Indeed, I pray your pity
n my own behalf, Miss Vanrenen.
After all, it is I who suffer the agony
of fallure when | meant only to
please. You will reach Bristol this
evening, a little late, perhaps, but
guite safely, and I hope that you will
fsugh then at the predicament which
pow looks so ill-starred.”

His seeming sincerity appeased her
o some extent. In rapid swing back
to the commonplace, she affected to

“It is not so serious, alter all,” she
sald,, with more calmness than she
felt, “Just for & moment you threw
me off the rails by ;our Jawjer-like
vagueness.”

Drawing a little apart, she iooked
steadlly back along the desertod road.

“I see nothing of my car,” s..e mur-
mured at last. “It will soon be dusk.
We must take no more chances.
Please send for that benzine right
away."”

Smith was dispatched forthwith on
what he knew to be a fool's errand,
since both he and Marigny were prac-
tically sure of their ground. The
nearest petrol was to be found at
Langford, two miles along the Bristol

from the fork, and four miles
in the opposite direction to that taken
by Smith, who, when he returned
pmpty-handed an hour later, must

make another long journey to Lang-'

ford. The Du Vallon was now an-
chored immovably until eleven
vclock, and it was well that the girl
could not realize the true nature of

the ordeal before her, or events might

bave taken an awkward twist.

The Frenchman meant no real harm
by his rascally scheme, for Cynthia
Vanrenen, daughter of a well-known

American citizen, was not to be wooed !

and won in the fashion that commen-
ded f{tself to unscrupulous lovers in
by-gone days. Yet his design blended
subtlety and daring in & way that was
worthy of ancestors who ruffled it at
Versallles with the cavallers of old
France. He trusted implicitly to the
effect of & somewhat exciting adven-
ture on the susceptible feminine
heart. The phantom of distrust
soon vanish. B8Bhe would yleld to the
spell of a night scented with the
bregth of summer, languorous with
soft zephyrs, & night when the spirit
of romance Itself would emparadise

_|the lonely waste, and a belated moon,

“llke to & silver bow newbent in
heaven,” would lend its glamor to a
sky already spangled with Blowing
papphires.

In such & night, all things were pos
uble.

In such a night
Stood Dido with a willow in her
hand
Upon the wild sea-banks, and waft
her love

To come again to Carthage.

Marigny had Indeed arranged a
tituation worthy of his nurturing
among the decadents of Paris, He
believed that In these surroundings
en impressionable girl ‘would admit
him to a degree of lnl}nucy not to
be attained by many days of prosalc
meetings. At the right moment, when
Lis well-bribed servant was gone to
Langford, he would remember a bot-
tle of wine and some sandwishes
stored in the car that morning to pro-
vide the luncheon that he might not
obtain at a wayside inn. Cynthia and
he would make merry over the feast
The magnetism that had never yet
falled him in affairs of the heart
would surely prove potent now at this
real crisis In his life. Marriage to &
rich woman could slone snatch him
from the social abyss, and the pros-
pect became doubly alluring when it
took the guise of Cynthia Hae woanld

wailed Cynthia

when the de\'ll‘

rather |
fear, but Marigny was an adept in

His *

resiore ner to a8 disconsolate chaper-
on some tine before midpight., and
be was cynic eaough to edmit that
if he had not then succeeded im win-
ning her esteem by his chivalry, his
unobtrusive tenderness. his devoted
nttentichs—above all, by his flow of
interesting talk and wellturned epi-
gram—the tault would be bis own, and
cot attributable to adverse conditions.
u It was nt surprising. therefore,
thet he failed to choke back the curse
guick risen 10 his lips when the throb
of the Meriury's engine came over
the crest of the hill. Never was mail-
lcd dragon more terrible to the be-
| bolder, even in the days of knight
crraatry. In ap instant his well-com-
ceived project had gone by the board.
file gsaw himself discredited. suspected,
a skulking plotter driven into the
open. a self--opfessed trickster utter-
{17 at the mercy of some haphazard
| question that would lay bare his pre
| tenses and cover his counterfeit rhap
isody with ridicule.
1 If Cynthia had heard. and hearing
understocd, it is possible that a great
{many remarkable incidents then in
|embryo would have passed into the
| mists of what might have been, For
instance, she would not have deigned
to notice Count Fdouard Marigny's
furtber existence. The next time she
| met him he would fill a place in the
landscape comparable to that oeccu-
pied by a migratory beetle. But her
‘heart was leaping for joy. and her
ery of thankfulness quite drowned in
|ber ez2rs the Freachman’'s furious
| oath.

Mrs. Devar., havinz had *‘‘me to
. gather her wits, made a gailant at-
[ tempt to retieve Lo fellow-conspira-
tor's shattered foriunes.

“My dearest Cynthia,” she ecried ef-
| fusively, “do say you are not hurt!”

“Not a bit,” was the cheerful ap-
swer. “It is not I, but the car, that
is out of commission. Didn’. ou see
me do the Salome ast when You were
thrown on the screen?”

“Ah'! the car is broken down. I do
not wonder—this fearful road——"
| “The road seems to hLave sirayed
‘out of Colorado, but that isc’t the
trouble. We are short of netrol,
Please give some to Morsieur Marig-
!ny, Fitzroy. Then we can hurry to
Bristol and the Count must pick up
his chauffeur on the way.”
| Without more ado, she seated her-
self by Mrs. Devar's side, and Marig-
ny realized that he had been robbed
of a golden opportunity. No per-
suasion would bring Cynthia back in-
to the Du Vallon that evening; it
would need the exercise of all his
subtle tact to induce her to re-enter
it at any time in the near future.

He strove to appear at his ease,
even essayed a few words of con-
gratulation on the happy char~e that
brought the Mercury to their relief,
but the imperious young lsdy cut
short his limping phrases.

“Oh, don’t let us wvwaste these pre-
clous minutes,” she protested. “It
will be quite dark soon. and if there
s much more of this wretched
| track——"

Medenham broke in at that. Mrs,
Devar's change of front had rsused
bim some grim amusement, but the
discovery of Marigny’'s artifice roused
his wrath sgain. It was higk time
that Cynthia should be enlightened,
partly at least, as to the true nature
of the “sccident” that had befallen
ber; he had siready solved the riddle
of Smith’s disappearance.

“The road to Bristol lies behind
you, Miss Vanrenen,” he said.

“Ope of the roads,” cried
Frenchman.

“No, the

the

only road,” persisted
Medenham. “We return to it some
two miles in the rear. Had you fol-
lowed your present path much far-
ther you could mnot possibly have
reached Bristol to-night.”

“But there is a ¥xillage quite near.
My chauffeur has gone there for
petrol. Someone would heve told us
of our mistake.'

“There is no petrol to be bought at
Blagdon, which is & mere hamlet on
the downs. Anyhow, here are two
gallons—ample for your needs—but
if your man is walking to Blagdon
you will be compelled to wait till he
returns, Mopsieur Marigny.”

Though Medenham did not endeavor
to check the contemptucis note that
crept into his voice, he ¢« ‘tainly ought
pot to have uttered t! :e two 'con-
cluding words. Hsd he ransacked his
ample vocabvlary of tns French
lanuage he could scarceiy have hit
upor another set of syllables offering
similar difficulties to the ioreigner.
it was quite evident that his accurate
propunciation startled the uccompli-

Each arrived at the same con-
' cluslon, though by different channels;
this man was pno mere chauffeur, and
the fact rendered his mgrked hostility
all the more significant.

Nevertheless, for the moment,
Marigny concealed his uneasiness; by
s display of good humar he hoped to
gloss over the palpable absurdity of
of his earllier statements 1o Cynthia

“] seem to have bungled this busi
ness very badly,” he uald airly,
“Please don't be too hard on me. |
shall make the amends when I ses
you in Bristol. Au revolr, cheres
dames! Tell them to keep e soms
dinner. I may not be so very far be
hind, since you ladies will tako some
time over your toilette, and I shall—
what you call it—scorch like mad af
ter I have found that careless scoun
drel, Smith.”
| Cynthis had suddenly grown dumb,
80 Mrs. Devar tried once more to re
lax the tension.
| *“Do be careful, Count Edouard”
she cried; “this plece of road 1Is
dreadfully dangerous, and, when all
Is sald and done, another half hour
Is npw of no great consequence.”

“If your chauffeur has really gone
| to Blagdon, he will not be back under
|an hour at least,” broke in Meden-
bam’s disdainful voice. “Unless you
|'I|h to wreck your car you will not
attempt to follow him.”
| With that he bent over the head
lamps, and their radiance fell unex-
‘pecwdly on Marigny’s scowling face,
pince the discomfited adventurer
could no longer pretend to ignore the
Englishman’'s menace. Still, he was
powerless, Though quivering with
anger and balked desire, he dared not
provoke a scend in Cynthia’s presence,
and his continued silence already war
ned him that she was bewildered it
| not actually suspicious. He forced a
| laugh.

“Explanations are like swamps,” he
sald. “Thé farther you plunge into
them the deeper you sink. Bo, good-
by! To please you, Mrs. Devar, |
shall crawl. As for Miss Vanrenen,
I see that she does not care what
becomes of me.”

Cynthia weakened a little at that.
Certainly she wondered why her
model chauffeur chose to express his
opiniona o ntly. whilea Marieww's

unwnungness to take offense was ad
mirable.

“is there mo better plan? she |
asked quickly, for Medenbam had
started the engine, and his hand was
on the reversing lever.

“For what?” he demanded. {

“For extricating my friend from his
difficulty > !

“If he likes to come with us, he|
can leave his car here all might, and |
return for it to-morrow.”

“Perbaps—"

“Please do mot trouble yourself im|
the least on my account,” broke im!
‘he Count garly. “As for abandoning
my car, such a2 stupid potion wou'd!
never emter my mind. Xo, mo! 1!
wait for Smith, but you may rely
on my appearance in Bristol before
you have finished dirmer.” I

Though it was no simple matter to
back and turm the Mereury in that
rough and narrow road, Medenbam
accomplished the manoeuver with a!
skill that the Frenchman appreciated |
to the full. For the first time he noted
the number when the taillamp re |
vealed it. !

“X L 4000,” he commented to him-
self. “I must inquire who the owner |
is. Devar or Smith will know where |
to apply for the information. And 1|
must also ascertain that fellow's his- |

tory. Confcund him, and my luck. |
t0o! If the Devar woman has amy |
sense she will keep Cynthia well out)
of his way untll the other chauffeur |
arrives.” |

As it happened, the “Devar woman” |
was thinking the same thinz at the|
-ame moment, but, being nervous, !
‘ared not attempt to utter her
‘houghts whilé the car was cmin‘i’
-autiously over the ruts and stopes.
At last. when the highroad was
reached. the pace quickened, and
she rezained the facuity of speech.

“We have bad a quite eventful day,”
she said with an air of motherly|
solicitude, turning (o the distrait girl
by her side. “I am sure you are
tired. What between an extra amount
of sightseeing and poor Count
Edouvard’s unfortunate mistake, we
have been in the car nearly twelve.
hours.” |

“How did Fitzroy discover that we
bad taken the wrong road?’ asked
Cynthis, rousing herse!f from a per-
plexed reverie. |

“Well, he drove very fast from
Cheddar, much too fas', 10 my think-|
ing. though the risk has been more!
than justified by circumetances. ()f‘
course, it is always easy 1o be wise|
after the event. At any rate, there|
being no sign of your car when we
reached the top of the biil, we—er—
we discussed matters, azd decided to |
explore the byroad.”

“pDid you remain ioug in (‘heddar?‘
If Fitzroy kit up the pace, why were |
you so far bebind?” |

“] waited &2 few minutes to addrese
gome postcsrds. And that remlndc‘
me—Fitizroy sent a most impertinent
mnessage by one of the servants—"|

“Impertinent!”

“My dear, there is no other word|
for it—something about going off |
without me !f 1 did not s‘art instantly. |
But there! We must not renew our|
Bournemouth argument.” !

“And he caused a servant in the
hotel to speak to yor in that man-
per?” !

“Yes—the very girl who waited on
us at tea—a pert cresature,who seem- |
ed to find the task congenial.” i

Mrs. Devar was bullding better than
she knew. Cynthia laughed, though |
aot with the whole-souled merriment |
that was music in Medenham’s ears.

“She has ben properly punished; I
forgot to tip her,” she explained.

“Count Edouard would see w0
that—" \

“He didn’t. I noticed what he pald
—out of sheer curiosity. Perhaps [
ought to send her sometking.”

“My dear Cynthia!”

But dear Cynthia was making be
lieve to be quite amused by s notion
that had just suggested itseif. She
leaned forward in the darkress and
touched Medenham’s shoulder.

“Do you happen to know the name
i of the waitress who brought you some
tea at Cheddar?” she asked. “None
|)( us gave her anything, and | hate
|to omit these small items. If I had
ter name | could forward a postal
srder from Bristol.”

“There is no need, Miss Vanrenen,”
sald Medepham. *“I handed her—well,
sufficient te clear all claims.”

“You did. But why?”

The tempration to explain that he
had never seen the girl before that
day was strong, but he walved {*, and
contented himself with saying:

“]—er—can’t exactly say—-force of
tabit. | imsgine.”

“Is she & friend of yours?”

“No.” N

Cyuthie subsided into ihe tonnesu.
~"0t all the odd things!” she mur
mured, little dreaming that her chance
question had sent s thrill of sheer
delight through Medenham's every
P s it :

“What {s it now?’ inquired Mrs
Devar vindictively, for she detested
these half confidences.

“Oh, nothing of any importance.
Fitzroy footed the blll, it seems.”

“Very probably. He must have
bribed the girl to be impudent.”

Cynthia left it at that. She wished
these people would stop their quar |
reling, which threatened to spoil an
otherwise perfect day.

The Mercury ran smoothly into
Bristol, crossed thée Avon by the pon-
toon bridge, and whirled up the hill
to the College Green Hotel. There,
on the steps, stood Captain James
Devar. Obviously he did not recog:
nize them, and Medenham g d the

|in

| axed the same thing.” went on the man

| 'ng dress, and the ladies will not come
| downstairs under balf an hour.”

‘own face. *°

dining at tife heotel
parent)
far as

y, had shared bis thoughts s |mened.
they concerned Si ds."

“Simmonds bas Do meed to avail
of your courtesy,” bhe said
for the rest, give me your ad-

! Medenbam'” he stam- |

“l suppose your friend Simmonds
will reveal his whereabouts dlrlnz|
the eveming.” she said, while disen |

spoke over Medenham's shoulder.
“Of course, he may
was

perplexed
there was no meed to
them overhear his words.
“Obh my!

renen.” he said
Bhe tittered.

quetry in
stooped mearer.
“You believe that St would

she

laced the lamp fn s g . Paris, and when I mext visit

socket. :
“l am giad you are mot trying amy
o sald. “Otherwise i

Marigny dwelt on the surmame as
(if it were a succulent oyster, and, in

dontabl,

Marigny did mot fail to missinterpr t
the dubious froxn on Medenhan s

He descended a step or tuo, and
crossed the pavement leisurely. drop-
ping his voice so that it might pot
reach the ears of a porter. ladern
with the ladies’ traveling boxes, sto
| in the doorway.

not have found me in that wretched
lane tonight” she whispered.

gt g e I

whole affair was a
stupid error.”

“l am only too giad that I was en-
abled to put it right,” ge said with
due gravity.

“Cynthfa.” came a shrill voice, “do
make haste, I am postively starvieg.”

“Guess ~ you'd better Sim-
monds,” breathed the girl, and an un-
sccountable fluttering of her heart in
duced 8 remarkably high ecolor in- her
cheeks when she sped up the steps
of the hotel and entered the brilliant-
lydighted atrium.

As for Medenhsm, though he had
earefully mapped out the exact line
of conduct 10 be followed in Bristo!
while watching the radiantly white
arc of road that quivered in frort of

car duricg the run from tie Men-
dips, for 8 sccond or two he dared
not trust his voice to ask the hall
porter certain necessary questions
Unaided by the glamor of birth or
position he had won this deiightfu;
girl’s confidence. She belfeved in him
now as she would never again believe
Count Edouard Marigny; what that
in such & moment, none can tell but
& devout lover. Naturally, that was
his point of view; it did not occur
to him that Cynthia might alrcady
bave regretted the impulse which led
ber to utter her thought aloud. Her
nature was of the Martian type re
vealed to Swedenborg in one of his
shilosophic trances. “The inkabitants

Mars,” said he, “ account it wicke.
to think one thing and speak another
-~to wish one thing while the face
expresses another.” . Happy Martians,
perhaps, but not quite happy Cynthis.
still blushing hotly because of h-r
daring suggestion as to the
of Simmonds. -

But she was deeply puzzled by the
mishap to the Du Vallon. l'n'ylllln‘
to think evil of anyone, she felt
nevertheless, that Fitzroy ‘as she call
ed bim) would never hav.s treated
both Mrs. Devar and the Frenchman
80 cavalierly if he had not srticipated
the very in~ident’ that mapoened on
the Mendipe. Why did he turn back’
How did he really find out what had
become of them? What would Sfm-
monds have done in* his stead? A
hundred strange doubts throbbed in
her brain, but they were pumbled in
confusion before that more intimae
and insistent question—how would
Fitzroy interpret her eagerness to re
tain bim in her service?

Meanwhile. the Swedsh seer’s
theory of Martian sneech and thought
acting in unity waz making itself at!
home on the pavement in front of the
hotel. |

Medenham learnt from the hali-por |
ter that a motor-car had reached usriz
tol from London about five o'clock |
The driver, who was alone, had ask |
ed for Miss Vanrenen, and was o)l
that she was expected but had ne:!
yet arrived, whereupon he went ofr
saying that he would call after dinpe~

“Another shuffer kem a bit later an’

“but he didn’t bave no cAr, ax
left no word about callin’ again.”

“Excellent!” sald Medenham. “Now
plesso go and tell Captain Devar that
[ wish to see him.”

“Here?"

“Yes. I cannot leave the car. He
must be at liberty, as he is In even-

Le

Devar soon appeared. His mother
had managed to fnform him that the
substituted driver was responsible for
the complete collapse of Marigny's
project, agd he was puffing with an-
noyance, thcugh well aware that he!
must pot display it.

“Well,” said he, strutting up to Me-
fenham and blowing a c'oud of cigar-
ette smoke from his thick lips, “well,
what is it, my man?”

For answer, Medenham disconneet-|
ed a lamp and held It close to his

. P —-—w -~

“Do you recognize me?” he asked.

Devar, in blank astonishment, affect-
¢d to screw In his eyecglass more
firmly.

“No,” he said, “nor am I particu-
larly anxious to make your acquaint
ance. You have beLaved rather bad-
ly, I understand, but that s of no
consequence now, as Siramonds has
brought his car heaw—"

“Look again, Devar. We iast met
In Calcutta, where you swindled me
out of fifty pounds. Unfortunately I
did not hear of your presence in South
Africa untll you were cashlered at
Cape Town, or I might have ravcd
the authorities some trouble.”

reason—he expected to meet his
a

mother only, and bestowed no
glance on a car containing two ladles,

| “Why should we quarrel”™ he ask 4.
with an epgaging frankness well cal-
culated 1o reassure a startled evildoer.
“in this matter | am anxious to treat
you as a gentleman. Allons. done!

" Hurry off instantly, and tell Simmonds
'to ring the Du Valion here. Leave me
to explain everything to Miss Vanren-
en. ~ Surely you agree that she ought
to be spared the unpleasantness of a
| wrangle—or, shall we Say, 3n expos-
ure? You see,” he continued with =
itrifie more animation, and speaking fin
{French, “the game is not worth the
candle. In a few hours, at the least,
,you will be in the hands of the police,
whereas, by reaching London to-night,
you may be able to pacify the Farl of
Fairholme. | can help., perbaps. |
will say all that is possible, and my
testimony ought to carry some
weight.”

Medenham was thoroughly mystif-
ed. That the Frenchman was not yet
aware of his identity was now clear
enough, though, with Devar's proba-
ble duplicity still running in his mind,
he couid not solve the puzzie pres-
ented by this vaunted half-knowledge.

Again the other attributed his per-
plexity to anything except its real
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paild. But remember! One treach-|
erous word from you and I telegraph |
to Scotland Yard.”

Mrs. Devar had a bad quarter of an

bour when a penciled note from her
son was delivered at her room apa 'O° forzot the fine distinction which

she read: the law draws between meum and

Dear Ma‘er—I hardly had time to | >
tell you that I am obliged to return to |
town this evening. Please make my
apologles to Miss Vaorenen and Count
Marigny. Yours ever,

Medenham frowned a little at the |
reference to Cynthia, but something
the sort was necessary if an open scan-
dal was to be avoided. As for “Dear
Mater,” she was 80 unnerved that she |
sctually wept. Hard and
though she might bé, the man wag her
son, and the bitter experiences of
twenty years warned her that he had
been driven from Bristol by some
ghost new risen from an evil past.

Medenham, however, believed that '
bhe had settled one dificulty, and pre- |
pared blithely to tackle another. He
ran the car to the garage where he
had arranged to meet Dale. |

“Have you seen Simmonds?’ was
his first question. f

“Yes, my l—, yes sir.” |

“Where is he?” !

“Just off for a snack, sir, before |
coin’ to the botel.” |

“Bring him here at once.
asttend to the snack afterwards.

cause.
“] am willing to befriend you,” he
emphatically. “ You have acted
foolishly, but not criminally, I hope.
in your anxiety to help s colleague

-
“No,” sald Medenham, turning to
the porter. “Put the larger box on
the carrier, and strap the other on
1iop of it—the locks outwards. Then
fou will find that they fit exactly.”
“Don’t be a headstrong fdiot.,” mut-
fered the Count, with a certain heat
of annoyance making itself felt in hi®

We will |
No

| mistake, now, Dale. He must see no

osne in the botel until he and I have
bad a talk.”

Simmonds was produced.
ed.

“Glad to meet you again, my lord.”
he sald. “I hope | haven't caused any |
trouble by sending that ielegram to
Bournemouth, but Dale tells me that
you don’t wish your title to be known.”

“Forget it,” gaid Medenham, “f:
have done you a good turn, Simmonds
—are ycu prepared to do me one””

“Just try me, sir.” | will come out at any minute—"

“Put your car out of commigsion.| Medenham glanced at the clock by
Stick a pin through the earth contact | the side of the speed indicator.
of your magneto and jam it against' “Mjes Vanrenen is due now unless
8 cylinder, or something of the sort.| ghe is being purposely detained by
Then go to Miss Vanrenen and tell )wr| Mrs. Devar,” he commented dryly.
how sorry you are, but you must “But why persist In this plece of
have another weck at least to pull|folly?” growled Marigny, to whose re-
things straight. She will not be vex-|Jyctant consciousness the idea of fall-
ed, and | guarantee you against any |ure suddenly presented itself. “You
possible loss. To put the best face | must realize by this time that I know
on affairs, you had better remain In|who owns your car. A telegram from
Bristol a few days at my expense. Of 'me will put the authorities on your
course, it is understood that 1 depu-|track, your arrest will follow, and
tize for you during the remalder of | Miss Vanrenen will be subjected to
the tour.” | the gravest inconveniences. Savr2

Simmonds, no courtier, grinned |flom d'un pipé! If you will not yleld
broadly, and even Dale winked at the | to fair meanz I must rgsort to foul. It
North Star; Medenham had steeled | comes to this—you either quit Bristol
himself agalnst such manifestations at once cr I inform Miss Vanrenen of
of crude opinion—his face was impas- |the trick you have played on her.”
sive as that of a graven Image. ‘ Medenham turned and picked

“Of coyrse I'll oblige you in that'from tke scat the p2ir of giout drlv-
way, my lord, Who wouldn't”" caze|lnggloves =hich Lag Caught Smitn's
the slow reply, enquiring ejé by reason ? thol
o S L pd grtitence, He drew on the

CHAPTER VII. right-hat.' gloye, and bcttoned it
Wherein Cynthia Takes Her Own Llnaiy‘\'h«n he apgwered,
| ritating elg. nésa.
mzﬁﬂ:u:::nomn:"‘x‘;?;iegmm"f lf”l’“! “Would it not be betier for all cofi-
e noise "ssy‘u?rm_d that the lady In whose behalf
opposite the College Green Hotel on you profess to b> so deeply moved
he Saturday morning, Count Edouard oy ey aple .
;4 h o di b Lgsragy | should be p:rmitted to continue het
arigny was standing there; the Du|,o,r without further disturbance? You
Vlllon' was not In evidence, and it8 | 4,4 | cay meet in London, monsieur,
owner's attire bvspoke: other al.ms|.“d I shail then have much pleasure
than motoring, at any rate for ihe yn conyincing you that | am a most
hour. ... | peaceable and law-abidiug perscn.”
: Evidently he was well content with “No,” came the angry retort. “r
’:::(‘nk‘ol(:f rﬁ.“hr:‘:" hat ‘.‘;“ set m.‘h" have decided. | withdraw my offer

. ‘head, a clearette #luck |45 overlook your offense. At what
between his lips, his hands were thrust pver cost, Miss Vanrenen must be pro
Into his trouser pockets, and his feet | ooted until her father learns how his
were spread widely apart. Taken al-|wighes have been disregarded by a
together, he had the air of a man with- | couple of English bandits.”
out a care in the world. .| “Sorry,” sald Medenham coolly.

He smiled, too, In the most friencly | yo alighted In the roadway, as the

He salut-

“Now, you tvo—what are vou discus-
sing "

patronizing ‘tone. “Miss Vanrenen

e

Indeed, his first words betrayed sheet
amazement, Mrs, Devar cried, “Ah,
there you are, James!” and James's
eyeglass fell from Its well-worp
Prease.

“Hello, mater!"
“But  what's up?
where is. Marigny?”

“Miles away—the silly man rar
short of petrol. Fortunately our cai
came to the rescue, or it would have
been most awkward, since Miss Van
renen was with the Count at the time
Cynthia, you have not met my son
James, this is Miss Vanrenen.”

The little man danced forward
Like all short and stout mortals, h¢
was nimble on his feet, and his
voluble outburst warned him of an un
foreseen hitch in the arrangements.

“Delighted, I'm sure,” sald he. “But
by gad, fancy losing poo-aw Eddiel
What have .ypu done with him!
Driven a stake through him and
burfed him at a cross road?”

Medenham dreaded that the too
faithful Simr<onds, car and all, would
be found awaliting their arrival, and
it was a decided rellef when the only
sutomobile in sight proved to be the
slata souinswe Af same local.masnate

he exclaimed
Why are you—

“Look again Devar.” The man wilted
under those stern e)os.

The man wilted under those stern
ayes. . .

his.

“l hear that Simmonds {3 unabin to
carry out his contract,” he sald choer
fully.

“You are mistaken, a second tiwe, |

mousieur,” sald Medenham.

“Why, then, are you here this mcrn-
ing?"”

“I am acting for Simmonds. If any
thing, my car is slightly superior to
his, while I may be regarded as an
equally competent driver, so the con-
tract is kept in all essentials.”

Marigny still smiled. The Fre:zch
man of mid-Victorlan romanca wouid
have shelved this point by indulging
In “an inimitable shrug;” but nowa-
days Parislans of the Count's type
do not shrug—with John Bull's cloth-
Ing they have adopted no small share
of his stolidness.

“It s immaterial,” he saild. “I have
sgent my man to offer him my Du Val-
lon, and Smith will go with him to ex-
plaip its humors. You, as a skilled
motorist, understand that a car is of
the feminine gender. Like any other
charming demoiselle, it demands the
exercise of tact—it ylelds willingly
to gentle bandling—"

Medenham cut short. the Count's

fashion, when Medenham's eycs ""*"idrnvlm-, seat was near the curb. . A
|glance into the vestibule of the hotel
revealed Cynthia, In motor coat and
vell, giving some Instructions, prob
| ably with regard to letters, to a def-
erential hall-porter. Walking rapidly
round the front of the car, he caught
Marigny's shoulder with his left hand.

“If you dare to open your mouth in
Miss Vanrenen's presence, other than
by way of some commonplace remark,
I shall forthwith smash your face to
a jelly,” he sald,

A queer shiver ran through the
Frenchman's body, but Med&nham
did not commit the ecrror of imagin-
ing that his adversary was afraid. His
grip on Marigny’s shoulder tightened.
The two were now not twelve inches
apart, and the Englishman read that
involuntary tension of the muscles
aright, for there 18 a palsy of rage
as of fear.

(To be continued)

The bacillus that ocauses sarlet
fever has been disovered by Dr. F.
B. Mallory, pathogist of Boston City
Eospital, and his assistant Dr. F, M.
Mediwr,
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