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A PROLOGUE

Wh«t It It then,—Mme Reader atkt,—
What is it that attaches

Your fanc^ lo to fani and maska,—
To pcnwigi and patches?

It Human Life to-day to poor,—
So bloodleta,—you diadaln it,

To "galvanise" the past once more?
Permit me. Ill explain it.

This Age I grant (and grant with pride),
la varied, rich, eventful;

But, if you touch its weaker side,
Deplorably resentful:

^•fe"! **'. "^ »* *"'^" your P«i«e
With air of cahn conviction;

Condemn it, and at once you raiseA storm of contradiction.

Whereas with these old Shades of mine»
Their ways and dress delight me;

And should I trip by word or line^
Thqr cannot well indict me.

Not that I think to err. I seek
To steer 'twixt blame and blindness:

* ii"^* ^" "o™« one Mid in Greek)To speak the truth with kindness:

But-«hould I fail to render clear
Their utie, rank, or station—

I rtill may sleep secure, nor fearA suit for defamation.

—AumM DOBSOH.
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A Disciple of Chance

(I

CHAPTER I

OUTSIDE WHITE'S CHOCOLATE-HOUSB
But here among us the chief trade IsTo rail agaiiiH our lords and ladies:To aggravate thdr smallest failings^To expose their faults with saucy railings.—A Mutt in Livtrf.~-Daou.n,

'^j».o*c'«* «d a fine morning," called the watchman.
For hours London had lain in almost unbroken obscur-

^A JlxT"! "T^^^
^* grudging citizens had sus-

pended before their houses, had long since guttered out.Here and there amidst this gloom was etched the orange-
coloured oblong of a lighted window; but for the mLt

r;:^'v;n7daS ''^'^ •^^^ ^ ^^^'•^^^^ -«

«fT^r "^f- T'^^^.^'i'^^
^"^'"« ^^^^y^^ a glareof shifting light, and the brilliance, flooding through the

upon the thatch of straw spread over the way. The foot-

r„.- ?l'*?"^'*f*
'^^" flambeaux and withdrawn to

who dared not leave their boxes, nodded, and the droop-
ing horses slept upon their feet.

rJ.f.^*°'5 l^^
chocolate-house, and for a hundred feet tonght and left o it, straw was spread, to deaden the sound

of passuig vehicles.



• A DISCIPLE OP CHANCE

Htwkint tuned into life all on »l.. j-x— •

Gtd*s life! " he excIaimMl " Tk:- • ^l
^g«atude, when I Wc brought you • tttiktrd of hc^

"I wVlT*^ ^•'"^'^ ^^** • Jo"K^«wn breath,

HeaA Hiri * ?!1*^ * highwaynuu, on HoJSow
STih^Ai ^^J^ ^'"^ *^'«« »n<^he. wider in thecnest, tfteed have had a smart one. H«n^ ; »

Hawkin. ^t •!. L , ^ "•"" ** "P» nion."

«nt;*';^CejLSr^ t«*.rd .nd 4«nk off i«

of « nan «n thee."
liee the making

^Un^q,d«^.d *• "t-™- t«4.rd lightly ftoo, ,

norses, not monkeys." ' **^* "*

J^gley lifted up his hands.
I protest I am shocked to death, Hawkins. You're



OUTSIDE WHITE'S CHOCOLATE-HOUSE S

fresh from Worcetterdiiic It's like hit lordship might
forget your family's long service if he heard that"
"Marry," came huskily from the box. " I've seen hit

lordship riding to hounds like the best gentleman of them
aU. No one could take his six-barred gate better than
he. Now see for yourself, man. Will you look there 1

Straw strewn in the street as if for a lady for her lying-
in. No one respects • gentleman as can carry his six
bottles more than I; but all these frUls and frother-—this
keeping an honest man out of his bed until 'tis clear
morning, and four-footed creatures standing for twelve
hours on end! It ain't human ! it ain't like the Gowers.
that it ain't!"

The sky was brightening perceptibly, revealing the vast
army of chimneys against the grey, and bringing out a
ghostly gleam of apricot in Langley's livery, as he stood
behind the posts that guarded the footway from the muddy
road without He tossed back the fancied ruffles at his
wristt with a gesture he had often studied in the fragment
of mirror that served him in his dark quarters.

" 'Fore Gad, Hawkins," he protested, " you had best
unsay that A gallant merry-hearted gentlenum is his
lordship, despite his quips and his whimsies. I'm glad to
serve hiin and I don't blush to confess I've learned much
from the set of his waistcoats. I'd back him at sword-
play against any blood in the realm. And, la, it would
break the heart of you to see him in the park of a morn-
ing. His manage of his cane is an inspiration, and his
conduct of his snuff-box puts the ladies in a flutter."

Hawkins growled scornfully in his throat
" I've a black bitch at home as can walk on her hind

legs and curtsey like a lady, but I fancy her best as a
ratter. Let me sec his lordship at it 'cross country with
the hounds in full cry, and that be worthy of his blood,
lay I."
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,,1^^
-*» <" upturned coUtr, nul hi, bw,d, rt,,^!!,

None but he might dq,wci«te « Gower.



CHAPTER II

HAZAKD

^COMOUVI.

hLT«?ti5°"' J'
the morning when even the r Ji.hedb«u« of the eighteenth century becime cweliH of the

^*^iif *(,*?«^»*«'"»; when latent r^otiim re-

Sta m^ ""**" "*^" "^ indifferent to its

h^w^K.t'^JT'**^ The «r WM rtiaing,

;^g odour,w^ f„ wnid the float of powder from

JS^^f^;;^''
P«ch<»»li. bergwnot and the imittent

in^^U' ^I^^u^
''••^"^ ^^ ^k. unreflect.mg pweUing of die room, but ttiU the scene wu bright^^^*^ **i *^T ^"" twnboured and tinieUed

w««tooa^ broMde and velvet gold-laced coats, faUingfuU from two buttons at the back, wide spreading and
budaramed, their set the test of sartorial art?

.Jr*^*^*'""^ ^^ "°* ""®^«^ «*»«' coats for thegK«er freedom of their gaming-jackets, which they al-ways kept at the dub for their convenience. They Were
8u«ts of the Earl of Yerington, whose whim it^r^
^y. Sr*

*•"'^^ **" °^" ^°°»« «~<» »>"t a long
stones throw away. Yet perhaps they all played withPfter relish mitrammcUed by any sen« of mS« JmimS
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hofpitallty. Even hardened gmblen may feel laint

pang at taking over large tuins of their hoit't gold, and
Lord Yerlngton'f ill-luck at haaard was proverbial.

The waitert, at they moved about, were not in their

usual plain brown, but were liveried bravely in apricot

and gold, the colourt ol the hott of the evening, who de-

clared the dull brown gave him the doldrums; and he was
not the man to count the cost of such a caprice. He
always protested that he had long since forgotten his

birthday and trusted to the peerage for assurance that his

epitaph should read aright

Yet, though this whimsical gentleman permitted his

steward to discharge all his debts, save those of honour,

he, too, kept his accounts with scrupulous exactitude.

As the air within the room grew hotter, the reckless

laughed louder; the cautious played with dose-set lips

and narrowed eyes; the plethoric spoke indistinctly ol

their gains and losses; the choleric became fractbus and

suspicious—while others carried their liquor jauntily, as

did Lord Yerington, who bore his continued losses

throughout the evening with careless bonhomie.

Once again he rattled his dice-box and threw.

'*A pox on iti " ha exclaimed; " the devil sits on my
shoulder. The lowest cast, mark you, two aces and a

deuce.*'

The man sitting on his right, whose flushed face was
shadowed by a vast periwig, took up his host's renwining

notes without a change of expression.
** Ton my honour," said Horace Walpole, from where

he sat half-way down the table, " ever fortissimo, Yering-

ton. nris monstrous bad art."

The table was burdened with gold and notes, cul-

minating in a glittering heap in front of the individual

wearing the old-fashioned wig to whom Lord Yering-

ton's last losses had gone. The latter leaned his arms on
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iliT^u^^^. !**• ^'^ •**»'• ^^* «iflliifly
ttudyriif hii mighbour'i fact.

" 'Slifel BttfijHighj," he cried, "irt wlun figure do we

fti;;;!;:;!^:!;^
The^lfc* the «iUorp.rtof my twelve

thou«nd poiindj,Md there «< you .. glum m • Chineie
jAJ^tt^io tuctJoo. RouK younelf. man. in the mune of

. ^tjyj^lTv^*^ ^^ **" no****'"* with • large

SSitSriol
•^k«»«l In time to hear this lut

wl*i**r* ^'r**^'^ **• •"'** ^" • '«^ ^^« to Horace
Wdpole. '^M dai to the life, ami* ean and all."

"pI!Sf II^'SV*'''.'?.
•PP'««'«»^« pinch of tnuff.

tnl/f ' 5" ^'*l"*
•'""• •• *Vtr he laid, " for I am

S^a« whSL T'^ mower rtarve. for Lady C.rol.Wi

i? w Venngton has for scarce the asking."
Selwyn lifted his eyebrows,
" Hath this bull of Basham a heart? Nature, capricious

'"TSj! ^»!« tncks you play I " he sighed.

» f
*"* }°^^ Bottom," said Walpole.

In magic midsummer." answered Selwyn. "Yet.
•iter ^, there's magk in the air. List, my in, while Ich«t thee the latest canticle. I'm told the lidyVvirt'ouJ^

^^tZZ •
"^i""?'"

""""• " ~****y <^»»aste and unat!
talnableuaglacier-guardedAlp. Amen I"
He ended with his eyes rolled ceiling-ward.
Wdpole suppressed a shout of laughter.
..Whose tale is this? "he queried.

towrfK- T' '*".
u*

°'^"'" ""^ ^'K" Selwyn noddedtoward his host with a comical grimace. " He too .
iiian not new broke to the town, and who sets the' tonJ
^^y^beneath my waistcoat. The ways of women are
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** Don't try to guew them, or the cumulous cloud you

ponder on, tinged with the row of heaven or of hell, will

turn to veriest vapouring," said Walpole with a cynical

sHrug.

Lord Burroughs made no reply to Yerington's good*
natured challenge. Mechanically he set his hand upon the
high-piled gold before him, but it did not betray the daw-
like involuntary clutch of the miser. It lay there, the
fingers showing heavy and primitive, unredeemed by the
care expended upon them. His mien was absent and
absorbed. An acute observer might have detected a trace

of uneasiness beneath it His face, heavy of outline and
swarthy, was deeply flushed. His lips showed sensuality;

his chin, obstinacy ; and his eyes, of a peculiar opaque grey,

the whites now faintly streaked with red, possessed not a
redeeming ray of animation. He had been drinking
heavily, and he was to drink still deeper before he roused
within himself the courage to make the move which was
to create a tempest in the room. He was a man of slug-

gish imagination, and so each step of the way he planned
for himself, possessed a disconcerting element of surprise.

He went, as it were, c er an uncharted course, impelled
from deep to deep by his resolve, yet unin^ired by the
animating sparkle of adventure.

^ " Egad, Yerington," drawled a vapid youth, with
pinched features and colourless face, who nursed one
hand in a muff, while the other, much bejewelled, played
over the table, "I'll throw a main with you for a
hundred pounds."

" Sorry I can't take you, Baxter," answered Lord Yer-
ington, " but I resolved to-night, if luck went against me,
I'd lose my twelve thousand pounds; but not a penny
more."

"We'll take chequers," cried Sir Geoffrey Baxter.
" He's good for chequers, isn't he, gentlemen?"
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And he laughed a thin, high laugh, as if he had ut-

tered a witticism.

"Don't think me scurvy of my hospitality," answered
Yermgton. " I'll wish you luck to a man, but would you
have me forswear myself?

"

"To yourself? Of course," said Walpole. "Would
you be gaoler to your own vows? Life would scarce be
worth the living if one were. Vows to yourself in sand,
to women—in water."

This was followed by a burst of laughter.
" Egad," interpolated Gilly Williams, " that's true to

you, Walpole. I'll warrant you never drank heart-deep
to the most maddening toast that ever moved a minuet
or turned men's blood to flame."
Lord Yerington had risen to his feet
"Nay! nay!" he cried. " Let us drink to the womenm wme,—not in anchoritish water."
A murmur of approbation went about the room and

with varying degrees of difficulty, his guests rose to their
feet.

Their host raised his glass high, challenging their eyes
as he called the toast.

i."?"t'*
*° *^* ^^^ *" °* °"' torment, God bless

them I he cried, his white teeth flashing, the light strik-
mg sparks from the jewels on his ringed fingers, " half
angels, half sisters of Satan; our joy and our undoing.
Ltt us drink to them in wine as sparkling as their eyes, as
intoxicating as their charms, which dethrone calm reason,
making revered philosophers the gibe of fools, and fools
themselves more antic in their follies!

"

Sir GeoflFrey, who was leaning tipsily forward, support-
ing himself in this position by a clutch upon the table,
now spoke, his high voice sounding shrilly across the room.
"Now, Yerington, let us pledge the fairest toast iii

London."
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At to that." replied Yerington with « laugh, "there
*re like to be as many toasts as there are gentlemen."

Sir Geo£hrey sniggered, with a leer towards Lord Bur-
roughs.

" Not quite so many, methinb, Yerington. You've one
now, I dare swear, on the top of your mind. Out with
It! Givt us the beautiful Lady Caroline Dashwood."
The room, hushed a moment before, now took on a

more meaning silence. Even the waiters, ill at ease in
their unaccustomed liveries, felt instinctively there was
something in the wind, and paused to look with curiosity
upon the group around the table. The guests looked at
one another furtively, with glances which, slight as they
were, were deariy perceprible from where Yerington
stood. <

Lord Burroughs made an involuntary movement, and
for a moment lowered his mask. Lord Yerington looked
down into his face and surprised there a slow, smoulder-
ing gleam of something that had in it a hint of unspeak-
able malice. From him he looked at the faces of his
friends, who had risen to the former toast and who stood
riwut the room in varying degrees of the perpendicular.
Some had neckcloths loosed, the wigs of many were awry,
or pushed back for greater coohiess in the hot air, whfle
here and there one had altogether discarded his, and pre-
sented a shaven poll to the host's searching gaze, in which
a spark of anger was beginning to appear.
The silence was too expressive to be mistakable.
Lord Yerington leaned a little further forward over

the table, speaking to Sir GeoflFrey in a tone that filled
that feeble-hearted gentleman with a panic-stricken im-
pulse of apology. Lord Yerington, though his lips smiled,
was not a pleasant man to cross with that look in his eyes.

"
^u

^°^'^y»" ^^ said, in a voice of exquisite polite-
ness, " you were pleased to mention a lady's name a mo-
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raent wnce, and to link it with mine in a phrase that ap-
peared to place her «oinewhat indmately within my
thoughts."

"An acddent, damme," cried Sir Geoffrey, his tongue
stammering over the words, "the plaguest devil of an acci-
dent."

Lord Yerington, his demeanour unruffled, as courteous
as before, looked frwn countenance to countenance of
those who lined the table. He saw here an expression of
discomfort, there traces of a sneer, and George Selwyn,
whose prudence was always overridden by a sense of the
absurd, pinched GiUy Willir- is visibly as that gentle-
man sought to wipe away a smile in the depths of his
Imen handkerchief.

"There prevails in town," went on Yerington, "an
ugly habit of throwing upon women the mud of evU
comment. A cowardly trick, more cowardly in that it
lies within the law and is difficult of punishment. Were
a woman an angel, some of this filth must cling to her.
I trust this habit is not epidemic at White's."
A few of the men who listened to him and met his eyes

were conscious of a vague creep of shame.
Captain Hugh Elliot, his close friend, bronzed and

newly returned from his campaigns, looked up at him
with a glance of pride. His Scotch prudence often moved
him to protest against his intimate's mad extravagances,
but he had never yet lost faith in him. It relieved him,
now, to realise that Yerington had not been a traitor to
his friendship for Lady Caroline's husband.

Gilly Williams spoke with the impulse to relieve the
atmosphere which had become surcharged with personality.
"I protest, Yerington, you are seeing double and 'tis

but the third hour of the day. I thought you had a more
seasoned head."

There was a murmur and a movement of relief. All

il'

m

"i

ii i: I

m
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welcomed th» relaxation from the strain of the last few

thd!?*dS.
^^ **''' JMoblers longed to get back to

StiU Yerington watched them. It was only when he

w."!?."l T'f^I^ ^P'^'" ^"^*»*'» ^«^'' "^^ «y« "et
his m a fla^ of disarming comprehension, that his suspi.
cions took flight. His was not a nature that formed a
ready soil for them.
"

'Slife! '• he cried. " if I have been seeing double, I'm
glad enough to have my vision cleared. I've no taste

twt "
'°°^ ^^ "**^' *^ ''°" ^^^^* ^'" **" *«

He raised his glass.

"I give you the Ladr Caroline Dashwood. A lady asgood as she is beautiful-and if any are in mind to di».
pute this pomt, my sword has a more biting and convinc-
ing trick of argument than has my tongue."
"My dear Yerington." drawled George Selwyn. after

he had tossed off the toast. " we are none of us thinting
for a taste of your blade, we know its metal too well.

SetadTSJSl"
"'"""' "* ''' ""^^'"^ ^^""* «^

His face was guileless as a child's.

'Nay, what we want is to have you back in the eama^«n." said Gilly Williams. " Tis balm to L a„fS^J
lose more than oneself. This evening's work will keen

q;.j^ii.r"
'"'^•"' ^"^ '"» '"^ -^

.nl?"!i'!^ C^^^
'"'" ^ ^^"^ ~"nd the table,and rou«d by the idea they beat upon it until the golden

guineas danced.
a^uw.

n.lZi^^"^"^'^ Y^ hesitating, for it went against his

eK k**^ 7 '°
H^"^*y P'««"«' hut he caught Hugh

fr^nA r^^ "^^ ^'^ "P°" ^"^ ^'* O^estion of hi.
strength of purpose, and it moved him to a compromise.
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"I tweir," persisted George Selwyn, " without you,
I enngton, it is like a wake without a corpse."

rJ!]^*"'« o*" V" "^'^ bargain," said Yerington
lightly. Here's my snuflF-box." He held it up and
turned It about that aU might view it " Tis a pretty
tnfle of Italian workmanship. How many will give me
a hundred pounds on it? You may cast for it amongst
yourselves, afterwards. GoTng, going, a golden snui!-box
for a hundred pounds. Who'll take me? I'll stake it
against my heels, I'm so unlucky with my hands."

^
It was passed from guest to guest amidst a fire of com-

ments.

"HI take you ! I'll take you !
" was caUed as it went

until It rwched Walpole. Once in his hands it came to
a pause. He examined it closely with the absorbed air of
a connoisseur. His eyes were eager as he raised them
to look at Lord Yerington, who noticed his excitement
with a mischievous twinkle of his own.

Only a hundred pounds to take your chance with
the others," said Yerington. " And permit me still to
indulge m one of those rare luxuries, a resolve. Vice
loves company and those devotees of hazard yearn for my
companionship."

"^}*\}^ against?" asked Walpole, steadying his
voice with difficulty.

"Against my chance of dandng down the table and
touching no coin or note with toe or heel," answered Yer-
mgton.

Captain Elliot turned away from him with an impatient
gesture.

]]
A mountebank trick," he cried, " I wonder at you."

. if:J ^°"***'' ** '"ysclf." answered Yerington,
ainly. Come, Walpole, a hundred pounds upon it?"

Horace Walpole put the snuff-box from him, as if to
place an interval betwixt hiuisclf and a tcmptotion.

If

I
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taSituv with indignMion, "do you kiKwr tl«nluerfthit tnfle, a< you call itr
" ^^

WM vened in lU that pertauKd to ait

Yenngton "Mwered, wWi . nondialaat Ang.
''

tono-iw« niu« hionr it Th» lid, » exmlSkw~«ght wa. ona Pop. a«„„,..'^X^^»^ up in tlu, fom. AU th. world ha, tlZtht to
S^tSd^*

it wa. «iip^^^ .fc, ^i^*;;;

(^:^rBruZ=uW v^,tii^

-

»«jn glooming like .,„„„„^ , bligC^i^
. h^;

"•» »
'"T"?"'

O" "y ««« «•* what I takeTte
L^l!: 'S^

^''?°'*' "I" "d" to evade m^SSifr
wear thai my revered grandaire did not carrv it fmm

.
Eagerly they paid over their gold, and the vexed >ndm.p.t.«.t Cytjin ElUot wa. mSe itS^ke^eT^
Is it mdy ? " caUcd Yerington. " Do«r.lt -^ J L 1

-~— <ciiii|sron. juo but Iwell, good hcds. and oh» Master Punch, betn^
but serve me

me not
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S *&"•;«*£?'
B«"«»«fc« or I ihidl end the evenlnf richer

Aeir lumd^ He p,u.ed there «i instant, « brilliant

2s«-irJ;:v''"°^j*"^\^^' ^^'^ "^•" »>'«^^«

whlf'
•^

u ' *f »f* »>y • black riband, the ends ofwhich were brought forward and fastened under his chinhy • diamond of rare beauty. His waistcoat, of gold

Tf MIl^l'*'"^^ "^^^ " *« ^-"^ by tw; but?o«
of^nlliants, and then feU open to display his Mechl"

heelad shoes were trained to fine balance in fendng andm the minuet The punch did not play him i^Steaddy he danced down the table, circling^he pilL of

Inot^^l^'l^'^'"* • «"'"^ ^ * ^«"'» b'cadth. therea note which his movements set floating. All ey« werefixed on hmi eagerly esped.lly Walpole\ to wh^m ^en

was lixed m the hope of possessing the snuff-box Ivinu
*

carelessly beside Captain Elliot ^ '

Lord Yerington reached the top of the tabl« .nrl
J«njp«l lightly to the floor. He hi^ t„ed htwa^rThe applause that followed had little heart i^I&ch man vdued the bauble beyond the monThihiS
iS his"?:ffl«'from h-

'''^*"^°,'? -^'^ ^in^uJ^k
W Jn.o ? L ^? '^'^' ^PP^^ ^be coveted snuff,box into his pocket, and turned to Lord Burroughs.



CHAPTER III

THB WAOBR
How Btny aqr ghe« wUl

HmII qnottd as ptnoo of
•ad diakt Its Mn to

pnidtaet.

—HOMCI Walkia

Yenngton. If you h«d, 'tit poMible that your luck might
luive taken another turn."

*

Lord BuiTought iprang to his feet with an exclamation

weTSe* flo^r"*

°^""*"^ *"* *^^^ «* vA^ spinning

"Zoundsl man," he cried. " do you insinuate? "me company turned, all attention upon the instantmey were more moved by the piquant prospect of a

^"a?Jj EII*?;
»»fl.»>^,XYerington'sTS,:L

Iv^X^^^"^" ""' "^'^ " *•* • '- *-« ^««

he1dd"r^K!i'*'^5!*^"P''**'P- The man Whom

«^H M^K ""^ • "^"^ ^' • **»« °»«»onr for debts,

^i^^ ,9«'«'«. it was well known, passed manySof iMded dice over the counter of her toyshop.
1-uck, luck," muttered Lord Burroughs. "Tis ofluck you prate, and still of luck."

^^K uT ^°" ?''* y°""**^ * phrase tt handwhich would better suit the occasion."
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X «3fe» If^ " *''"'*™'»" tl» «m tootUeu wooer

maid.™ thi.^ J^.- *"? » fc"' «l» "Mui and the
^^ly- three gen«,tH». exhauM, n,,y ^.m fa Ae

«o appear in ha heavy f^
"""thing like anuaatua

" •Tk"L^'*"i" T*" •!*> to the drama," he drawled.

t.Serrh?^L''^z""™ i" '^' "^"i f^ "•«««

tiie^of rfltho^pr^ent^M!'*""'- " " *•"•

;>}l
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** Ye^ ytt,- came {n htirtjr tones from the corapiny,

moved to even louder accUnuttion by their diiUko ht
the nan who was speaking.

*Ji?"?'* ^".I*?'?'
*•"'" ^^^ ^'^ Bummghi, lifl-

inghis glass. I give you my Lord Yerington."
The toast was drunks and drunk deep, with enthusiasm.

1 he drowsing gentleman awakened to ask if it was a fire,
tnd promptly had a bottle of port poured over his shaven
head from which he had long since shed the wig.

Well, gentlemen," continued Lord Burroughs,—there
was a hmt of a subdued threat in his manner, "

I love a
gallant loser, on my life I do-a man who loses, and pays,
•nd is not afraid to rist"

"^^

His covert sneer pricked Yerington.

" {. .u ?K-^'" ^%*? r* •°°»«»»'n« l«*k« annoyance.
IS all this for me? Ilose, but as a gentleman mus^

los^ who gambles and fails. Come, another subject. I
pnthee. Burroughs." ' *

There was mischief in the air. The company were
consaous of it and they waited the next move of the
game with curiosity.

"Faith, Yerington," said Burroughs slowly, "let me
prove your mettle. ITI l«y . wager with you that wfll
give scope to your spirit. You lose so fairly and con-
sistently «o gallantly," he bowed. "You will have no
apPftite for a wager that I'll suggest, which wiU make
trial of your courage, indeed. What is money? A mere
appendage, an accessory. Convenient, I'll admit, but not'^

.Z I ?. l*^ * '^«*'*' '^ y°" «'»"• that may prove
your gift of light-hearted losing. Methinks this may be
a trial beyond your spirit."

He had mistaken Yerington, who did not rise promptly
to his bait, not from lack of spirit for ventures in thedar^ but because he disliked all that appeared to savourm the braggart He, therefore, answered indifferently.
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Ht dU im refuie to comider Lord Burroutht' offer, for
in that daj it wat a point of honour amongst gentlemen
to accept all challenget that did not infringe upon their
code.

"What is this myiterious wager to which you refer? I
can scarce entertain it, even if I am in mind, until I
have Itnowledge of it."

It was an age of frequent and bixarre wagers. The
room watted upon Lord Burroughs* reply with curiosity.

When it came, however, it was of so unusual a character
that it was followed by an outcry. He b^an it ddiber^
ately:

" 111 lay a wager that within a year youll have for-
feited your fortune, and your acres, to boot If at the
end of that year you are still possessed of your fortune,
111 pay to you Hfty thousand pounds."
A murmur ran round the room.
"Your loss, Burrot W said George Sdwyn, " for

Yenngton is a Croesus, if he b. a gambler. Even Yer-
ington and his ipendthrift father made no impression on
that fortune."

Yerington stood narrowly observing the man who had
proposed the wager. There was luch evident venom
underlying his manner that he was curious. Lord Bur-
roughs had counted upon his dashing into the wager with
hw usual thoughtlessness. It was not caution that gave
him pause now, but a sort of wonder at the mood that was
animating the man who challenged him.

" What's at the other end of this? " he asked. " If I
am penniless and stripped of my estates I'd scarce be in
case to make the wager with you upon equal terms."
Lord Burroughs fumbled in his waistcoat for his snuff-

box. He took a pinch. He knew his next words would
bring a storm of protest about his ears like a swarm of
angry bees, and he was bracing hiuiself to meet it He

m
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was far font inhk eupt and liid icRwcd hlniKlf up to

II ^^ PS*** ~**"«* **• »*»«W ^ «»« and
diMtcd hit rufln.

S^ 1?*T ^^'J{y^ ^r-ov fifty tboUMIKi
poufMb. If you lota—** be pauicd.

nl^ ": ' tr''.>^ Yetington. who was begiii.
mng to enjoy hiimelf.

"And il you low within the year, your life k forfeit.-
The glaiM were phved upon the table with a clatter

and the men started to their feet

r^'?!^?'l riUainouil '» came ffoo erery hand.
Captain EUwt't eyei were steely.

unJui^iH"
he Mi^lcaning forward pait Yerington,

until Ut fece was within a yard of Bunoughi', " that you
are a damned coward."

^^ u»»jrwu

In those days men fought on far slighter provocation.

« J^
*^"* Burroughs chose to ignore htm.

*«w T^/1
•«•<» Yerington, laying an arm about hisfnmd s shoulder. He's not worth a moment of anger."

He had no foreboding and his spirit was quieted for the

"TS!i*^..f*l'*' ^""owBh** ttupendous e£frontery.
Ods lifel you'U not consider thisl" cried George

Selwyn.

It was the wager of a man twice drunk,—drunk with
wine and the deadlier fumes of jealousy. All present
knew that what f.ord Burroughs risked was a good half
of hisfortune, and that he might have picked a quarrel
with Yenngton and had it out at the point of the sword.Me was a skilful duellist, but his was a nature which al-
ways chose the devious, rather than the downright course.

Yenngton rose quietly to his feet. His very contempt
lor the man contributed to his resolve.

•• The bctting-book," he called to one of the waiters,
lie raised his hand to quiet the ringing protests. " Tis
fair enough, gentlemen. I am in no mind to be beggared,
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yd »v *^^*l ht bowed, "Ii« •t.fad dctplr.
FtJth. It mty be that be h«f done me but • ItnHir. Por
wbo ol yott will iwear thtt if he found binidl upon •
OMmiinf pennUcM, but he'd be glad for to pietty an
ocuM for taking out hli paMport to the other fide?

*•

The book was laid upon the table.

Lord Burjought' foce waa IWd. On eudden • rfcklr
fear for hu fortune cane over bin.

Before Yeringtoo could write, Elliot interfered.

• J u,"^..* ^^T^'" *» «*d, turning to bin, "to
tend htaiidf to such an act ai this for fear of ridicule.
uive thit drunken bully the laugh, at he dceervca."

Yerington'i gaiety had returned.
" I hold him in the hollow of my hand," he laid, •'arid

after all, life is all a chance."
And he signed with a steady harid.

I
'^ "?f ^^ Burroughs* signature, harsh, square-

lettered, with a deep-drawn, cnid-looking line under-
Kath It.

"My dear Burroughs. Ill pension you," said Lord
Yenngton as he closed the booL

1

If



CHAPTER IV

A PLEASANT HOUR-SLAYER

S^. *^
^il '.*' precedent will plead:Thu. on. till wiidom is pudied out of iife.—EOWAU YouNa

When the nwdnes. of play i, i„ the air, ««norics are

«d»te^d 17 T'" •
"^ *^'" '5*^ '*'"«* ^"«" ^«d been

registered, the gaming was as deep as ever.
Yenngtoii bet no more. His high spirits were un-

?ni^K- •

""^'"^ ^'?"' ^^* same at intervals, and keep-

Ihf J! *T?^ cautiously aside. The moment his gM
nZt^ ^^u'

**?' "°™'"' '*^*^ »P°« ^« over for L.
.W.,H1 T*"" '^'Y' '.^ ^'""'^'"S' ^»»°"B»> Ws head bore
It steadily It may be that beneath his umnoved exteriorthe dour Scot grew a bit dourer.

of foLV^A^^l'^^"^
against the wall pointed to the hourof four. At that moment the door of the room opened

quietly and a man appeared standing in the shX^
passage, the light of the room but half rLaling h^ hTwas of slight figure and the pallor of his face was ieath.
like. As the scene within the room was revealed to him

nrel'L K- T^^ ^^'^^^ ^ad greeted him should hTe'

IdZl ''' ^' ^""^^ " '^ 8*^^*""8 ^^ to

Yerington first recognised him.
Bum me, if it isn't Herveyl Come in. you vagabond.

yr^if.°:SahT'""'
^'" '^^""^ ^- - --- <^i

and™dor4rng^Sg^ ^'^-- o^ ^^^^^^
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Lord Hcrvey entered and closed the door behind him.There wa. a curiou. hush in his manner. The Hdit?f

" WhT! n-^ / « "^'"^ ^"^ "°f the explanationWhat a picture for Hogarth I 'Tis a pity he isnThVre*Yennron, you do weU, on my faith, you'sTudy he mtTGads hfe. what would you more? The model"

«P«v hi'" T *°-"'g»»t'" whispered CSeorge Selwvn

«

w

' ""'' continue."
^^*

YenwU''" ^^^^^^^^ "''^^' ^ y°" ^« yo"«»If." said

th!^!! ' • -^ ^^'^ "^"^ °"' ^n'^'nH and we slav

h^ I rfriar d'oT h'^ •L.'^^H^il
^°" ^«- - --We

be^d^ttien"/'^^''^*^^'^^*^^^^^^ That's to

Hcrvey bowed with a flourish.

«v«K ,«-• ,

,

™*° ^ the making of the world
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"Has .he been unkind?" hiccoughed Sir Geoffrey,who had long since bidden discretion good-bye.

*-r. I Tf "^'t"
^,*''^" *** ^'^ Hervey's wife, the beau-

tiful Mary Lapel, was a lady of uncertain temper.

• u ?''' ^^^ °" ^'^^ ^^^^* w his cold, thin
voice, unheeding Sir Geoffrey, "what two events only.—

of'Il^Srjlflf? »
'°" " P^o«>Phe«,-<«n one be ceAain

"La. 'tis a conundrum." cried Sir Geoffrey.

^
Lord Hcmy turned with a contemptuous smile to the

intoxicated dandy and watched him for an instant before
ne answered.

2 'Fore heaven, it is a cpnundrum."
"Oh. mighty wizard I" cried GiUy Williams. "Point

out your cave and we'll attend you there. But. 'fore
George, my pocket aches like a beggar's stomach. My
neighbour here hath my birthday clothes, my coach and
six^and Lord knows what else. Let us to play again,

"What is the answer?" asked Lord Yerington of
Wervey, for he read something seriously amiss in his
seeming irrelevance.

Lord Hcrvqr turned to him and lifted up two fingers,
smiling as he did so.

f » .si,

and dl^tiJ."
^^^ °^ *""* ^° *"'^" ^^ '*'***' "°^ ^'"^

1' ?V?*^' ^^^ ^^^ croaks,'' someone cried.
And the joke," went on Lord Hervey, seating himself

casually upon a comer of the long table, "the pith and
kernel of the whole matter is, that unconscious we enter
the world and dead we leave it. There's humour there.
methmks, and leaning forward he poured himself a
glass of punch, and tossed it off at a draught. " That

T ''fl^'V^'^^
we should pass unknowing through I"

1-ord Yenngton was serious as his eyes searched Her*
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fcrf^ tI • '^T*"** *" » ""Kl" «l» note of real

unoer iiu dmdyisms and his rouge there dwelt > ««.[ri„."d ™t ungenerou. heart. which^i« „ d^*S J^

Yerin^^y T'l'*^"*"' •»~'« •* *"»• Lord
«^"C™ g!;^*""' "•»" "» •^"'''«'- Hi. lund-

voilTl'.™X""«''«'8 '"'•nd this," he mi in . Wvoice, what news have you?" • low

»dX^"Tu'S::rel '^ "'-• '" "-^ '- '^'

butirL:::Sfd':^s"'""->''."«'»£..di. Tis

to tt^'T"'' ">.*? ™^* *•"«"<««<» «l«!r playto listen, aU save the slumbering gentleman whoJ JiZ
crossed the waiting sUence

»™""™n. WHO* snore

Stal I^ 1A ^ "«'T«'""B he possessed and som^

^"I'end'^irr^'^
A"<"«."-^. snapped his

He sat upon the table motionless. For an instant his

«^n^ of »d.«fcrence dropped and^ Cth"rouge mocbng hun, was bathed in tragic sorrow f.JMountford had been dear to him.
' "' •

Not dead!" cried Yerington.
Hervey roused himself with an effort and reassumed hi.usual appearance of insouciant indifferena

realito."
'" "" '™**™'' "*' "^ »* !»«'»

i

i

ii

:m
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Agiin a silence fell upon the room.
A young spark, unchecked by the pervading feeling

which he did not share, for he had not known Mount-
ford, absently rattled his dice-box, then stopped, embar-
nwsed by his blunder.

Lord Henrey, amid the hush that had not yet grown
to question, rose abruptly to his feet

" Your parton, gentlemen, I must be off. I have"—
tu$ voice forsook him for an instant—" I have other busi-
ness toward."

As suddenly as he had appeared he departed. The
purport of his news hung heavy on the air.

Colonel Gifford, a handsome man, with the scar of
jn old sabrenrut across his forehead, spoke: "

'S blood,
how did Mountford do it, think you? Hervey need not
have acted so like a speaking doll at a fair, trained to a
few phrases. Was it steel or powder, at his head or
heart, or did he bungle it? I'm pricking with curiosity."

« T ? ^° °"* " ^"* * P^'o*'" cried Gilly Waiiams.
I take you," answered George Sclwyn. " Make it

ponies.

Sir Geoffrey shivered.

" Ugh, it would be such a nasty mess. Brains every-
where. I swear a man should be more tidy."
Lord Burroughs spoke for the first time since his wager

with Yerington. He had heard Lord Hervey's news,
unmoved. *

.."^.ftt*" ^^^^* " '^ *^* *^°"8ht had newly struck
him, Mountfordl Now I can have the finest cook in
£ngland."

A few wore shocked faces, but they did not abandon
1 leir play. The steady cast of dice and the chink of
changmg gold soon filled the room. In the cool of
the mommg, in the depression of the next day's head-
ache, many would recall Lord Mountford, possibly to
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lu^ his name in an anecdote of dubious sobriety; for atew days some might even abandon the play.
GiUy Williams was the first to note the heavy roU of

distant coaches.

" The house has risen," he said, " an all-night sitting.
Yet here you are. you lazy dog," he turned to George
!>elwyn, and your constituents may kick their heels for
all of you.

Sdwyn lifted his heavy eyes. " Faith, I do it for the
Denefit of my soul, for absent men can tell no lies."

I have you there I " exclaimed Walpolc. " Tis divert-
ing to even hear of honesty from a politician."

..-.k^^°",''"?ir,
^^' ""*"" ^*»^" *« c">M« your

path, Horry? Fll propound her to you. Truth is a
dame who speaks iU of our neighbours to us. A liar is
that jade who speaks Ul of us to our nciehbours."
Time was beginning to hang somewhat heavily on Yer-

mgton 8 hands. His friends, for the most part, were ab-
sorbed by play. Therefore, when the door was opened
to admit a newcomer, he rose to meet him with even
more than his usual impulsive hospitality.
A tall, dark man entered. He carried himself with all

the exaggerated mamierisms of the period, and his bow
and flourish, as he greeted the crowded room, were
triumphs. He was one to arrest attention wherever hewent He Possessed a curiously accentuated individuality.
His hair, which he chose to wear curied and carefully
arranged, but unpowdered, was a raylcss black; his eyn
bnlhant and steady m their regard, as if he consciously
ruled their gaze. His eyebrows, heavy and irregular
were also black. His skin was a thick whitHSwhi^ his lips shone surprisingly red. The outlines of
his bold and aquilme face appeared abrupt. It was as

^S-a"^'" * "^"^Tl^
'^''^**' ^^>^ ^ y«t wanted the

modifying touch of finish. He gave the impression that

:J

I
1
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his lipt were too red, hit hair wm too black, his skin too
white and his eyes too steady. The muscles about his
mouth were peculiarly facHe. His smile came with dis-

concerting suddenness. He seemed to antidpate a witti-

cism, so instant was his appreciation, and it left the other
members in a game of persiflage with the annoying sense
that he had penetrated to the quick of their wit, and
foreseen their darts before they sent them. The mobile
muscles about his mouth reflected each fleeting emotion,
like well-trained soldiers under the command of an exact-
ing officer. As he stood by the door now. In a suit of
black velvet, laced with silver, and a tamboured waistcoat,
over which flowed a cascade of Valenciennes ruffles^ all

eyes were directed towards him.
" I vow and protest, \erington," he began, " Pve been

in a twitter to be here for the last five hours. How
much of good life is wasted in words 1 They swam so
thick about Westminister that I could see scarce a
gleam of poor torn reason in them all; and then the
House divided, and, 'pon honour, it was scarce a won-
der."

"La, Mansur," said Yerington, "when was serene
reason throned at Westminster? There sits policy, self-

interest, ambition or jealousy. Faith, here you'll find

reason where there's frankly none, and none to prate of
it. Here, friends, is Mansur, fair gorged with eloquence
of the old ladies who line the benches of the House of
Commons."

" Your mos- obedient," said Mansur, with his hat over
his heart " I lare swear I've missed fair sport."

George Seb yn looked up at him gravely.
" 'Fore Gai ," he said, in tones of admiration, " what

a chief mou'-ner you'd make in your silver and black I

I'll go bail they've murdered your bill and you're tricked

out for it Requiescatl

"
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Mantur't face betrayed no ahnosrance. He did not
appear to note the grudging greetings extended to him.
To Yerington't turpriw, Captain EUiot had risen

•bruptly from his chair and now stood with his hand
upon iu back, his tall figure inclined slightly forward,
as If he were striving to peer u,>ward into the new-
comers countenance. A flush had appeared on the face
of this man who usuaUy drank himself white. When he
spoke, his Scotch accent was pronounced, as it was only
when some strong emotion or exdtement possessed him.

Yerington," he said slowly, " who is this Mr. Man-
tur? If my memory serves me, I've heard his name be-
fore."

"Faith and you have, Hugh," answered Yerington
heartily.

Mr. Mansur's manner was unembarrassed.
"Ah, Captain Elliot," he cried gaily, "dost forget

Eton so early as this?"
The Captain's lips cu led contemptuously.

«J*^,°'.^ ^° "°* ^°'«" ^^°"'" *>« answered slowly,
but I thought I had not heard aright"
"But you do, Hugh!" exclaimed Yerington, slapping

hun on the shoulder. " And this is Mansur, *
little Man-

•ur of the raisin eyes,' as you used to call him, you irrev-
erent dog."

u l" ^^l\
***** Captain Elliot, his manner unchanged,

but pnthee how comes Mr. Mansur here? "

%jr^^f ^" * perceptible movement about the room.
Mr. Mansur had been admitted to White's club reluc-
tantly, for it was its boast that its members were men of
both famUy and fortune, but Lord Yerington had chosen
to make his election a personal matter and had, so to
speak, borne hun in upon his shoulders. Therefore, to see
this unpopular intruder publicly baited, was causing secret
elation.

u



•0 A DISCIPLE OF CHANCE
MaiMur neither fludied nor changed hit exptenion.He knew .hjetle WM before hinu He retd • chaUenge

to Cywn Elliot I eyei, and that what caution be might
Jave brought to the encounter earlier in the evening, had
long tuice been drowned in pundk

Yerington aought to forestall any unpleaaantneH.
Elliot • manner wa» an enigma to him. Hitownnatura
•oon shed the memory of past clouds.

IX ^^'i*"^.^ " **• «cl"««». " do you think your-
•elf Mr. Garrick with your tragic mask? Drink a
bumper to old school days and put yourself in spin'ti.

u^r^ * *""*• ^'* Mansur, M. P.I

"

Parl^lSlInt""
^ ^^^ tauntingly, "a Member of

"And I'm told a most moving speaker," said Yering-
ton, which may mean that you empty the House.
Mansur.

'

*

"Yes," continued Captain Elliot, "and from one of
your boroughs, Harry, I'll be bound."
Mr. Mansur took out his snuflF-box.

"Faith, I fttl as if I were before a magistrate, charged
with the Lord knows what," he drawled. " Did you

uTS?^^*" **" ^ continent, Mr.-ahl-Cap-

Captain Elliot's cold anger increased.
" Neither my manners nor my morals there, Mr. Man-

WK I .''*»"?*" ^r^^^ "°' »^°^«>- Yerington, you
fcatheri)nun, he cned, turning to his friend with sudden
vehemence, have you forgotten that boyish love afibur
of yours ? Who was it stole the giri's letters from your
room and took them to her father?

"

An instant of silence followed this question.
Then Yerington said, scarcely conscious that he spoke:

I

Mansur! I had forgot!"
" Yes," cried Captain EUiot, " you have a talent for
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forietring. But you may ronember that you whippedth» «,wKlrr' before hiUf the Khool «d ducked W«fa^the homiHMid. I. he the one to forget, think

^^11 !^"**«'' Hugh, that you recall it now."
Kectll It now," retorted Ci^tw.. Elhott; "you and

i-^"^ "".' °*^
'i*

•'^^ P'«*- ^iy memoryTof adifcrent quality. Once a hound, always a hound. I lay.And you've brought this ineaking fellow here! " '
'

CW„f'!7'"J''^*."*'^'^-
H«~ no coward, andCvtein Elliot , words were threatening to destnn^ the

did what judgment his passion had left him «,ige.t

men s mcmones by a later and more vivid one in whichhe must not come out second best

mnn a^^" f^^^ Yerington, "in the name of com-

^r. A tu'^^n ^""X .•"«*'• Y°"'^« »^di«I your

olTetlSjhllL^""
"^^"^ ""^^ ^" - ^-

-

l.i?"lfi!'Y^*"**^"''"°.^" "^ *° ^ WA Theseh« ward, had sent him haiping .long , „ew li„e^

W^I^T ^"^f"' ^"^^" ^ «*oed, taking .

h^\' ^*"*y»«y>tcher'ssontothis?" He

SfW L, ^^ "^ "'"^'y ^*^ "«' or was your

Jo!!^!!'"? 'i
^??''°"'' ^'^'^y «««' who made his

boa« heads all ready for roasting with a pippin in themoud^and hang lines of skewered entrails bifow hfa^s^tor those who chose economy ?
"
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wJ^ ^^ • loof ipcich for the uniaUy nleiit Cutiia
EUjot» and h brought a mothered laugh.
"What an opportunity for a coat of amiel " whinered

Horace Walpole. "A butcher'e cleaver rampant wd •
calf couchanti"

Manwr'i face was livid, but he had hinielf in perfect
control He wai being deliberately goaded and he could
have parried at deliberately. He cho«, however, to at-
tack and he drew hit tword.
"On guard, girl "he cried.

In a trice Captain EUiot's weapon wu in the air, and
their bladef croMed with an angry fhuh of fire.

There was an exclanuition and a ruth on the part of the
yectatorfc Half the candle, were extinguidied, and they
fought w aemisUrkneM, partiaUy offset by the cold mom-
ing light stealing in at the windows. The trace was
contracted and the duellists were hampered oa every

^
"EUiotl MwisuVl" exclaimed Ycrington, in anger,
lis scurvy of you, upon my life it is. Put up your

•words. Damme, I demand fc"
The only answer was a slip of Elliot's feet in a pool of

overturned punch and an onward rush of Mansur. whoM
•tfack the Captain skilfully parried.

Yerington was not to be gainsaid.
"I'm master here to-night," he cried. "Let your

blood cool and have it out to-morrow, if you will"
Careless of consequences, he beat down their swords

and put hunself between them.
C^twn Elliot had no time to check his thrust as he

perceived his friend's intention. His eyes had been fixed
upon bis antagonist, and it was with a sensation of actual
physical sickness that he felt his weapon encounter resist-
ance, and slide onward. He paused, too dazed for con-
nected thought.
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J*
Hiny," he gvpcd, h't cjrct ttiring.

Taking the QvKiin't hue Made in hit handt, Yerin*.
ton withdrew it, afterwards daaping them aciMi hie
brcaitt

Maneur stood, his sword point lowered, breathing
Iiejvay, beads of perspiration upon his forehead.

Captain Elliot was distraught He took Yerington in

f*l.*7?* ^* *****•" crowded round. Face appeared
behind fcce, shutting out the air.

" A surgeon," cried one.

Hany. gasped Elliot, "have I wounded thee, lad?God forgive me, have I hurt thee? Hasten, someone, for
• surgeon."

" No, no," said Yerington faintly, " don't move, not one
of you. A moment, Hugh?"
"Ay, lad," answered Elliot tenderly.
"You'll not cross swords upon this again, promise

me, continued Yenngton scarcely above a whisper.
Even in the midst of his grief Captain Elliot cast one

•nvdopmg look of hatred at Mansur's expressionless wait-

"^i?!?^ .
"* ««^Iowed hard before he answered.

If It IS your wiU, I promise," he said. "Yet, but for
turn I'd not have hurt thee."

"You hear, friends, he promises," breathed Yerington,
raising a feeble hand.

There was a murmur of assent
Hiring it, Yerington's head lay back against hk

fnend s shoulder. He took his deeply bordered lace
handkerchief and spread it upon his chest There it lay
sheer, but unstained by blood.

"Faith, Elliot" he said, his eyes closed, "yau have a
most comforting shoulder. The only wound I've minded
you ve healed with your promise. My tailor wQl see to
the other." And flidring off the handkerchief he showed
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Mi««„ dipped U, .wwd tow u, „Mma^ ,

Cgtiin Elliot', face WM fc|«k with wntb.

A^t^.*"^ ^ ^^" fc« "fed, "for I wiU «.-^ •»"«"« himelf engrily htm thi ««.
"*

-t



CHAPTER V
THB ICAIBCROW CF TIMFU MAM

A»< F«» MUbrtttM iMlt thf iMk of vie*—Jamu Tbomnqii.

there • chair upon lU b^k ; the candles standing in droop-
ng ihroudt of wax; and all nrinuning in the cold. dS-
il]|»ioning light of early morning.

'

Yenngton. standing in the midst of tht disorderly room
from which even the waiters had withdrawn, threw wide

M*""* ^ prodigious yawn.
" 'Ods life," he crirf, " I'm weary to death of White's^

This little world of St. James's begins to cramp me. I
fcel an Itch for an adventure,"

-«r «* *

Mansur smiled.

" Adventure ever sits at your right hand, methinks, and

Lii^^ *• ' would be safe to coostniTit •
Yerington was too intent to heed the sneer.

. ™^^ to this St James's." he continued, pursu-

mfl^ ^J^'' f""
''"^ ^**^' ^•~"'' I've .^eJer in

^. iL '^ •**.'•' *°^*'*' ** City as Fleet Street?"

^ «« even to cheapen a jewel at the 'Change? "asked

" No, not even to eat a Gufldhall dinner and throw mybona, beneath the table like an alderman," responded y"-

this little world I'm in mind to seek a new miarion •»
the other side of Temple Bar."

^ **



86 A DISCIPLE OF CHANCE

Maiisur shrugged his shoulders.

"It would be like seeking to spice good meat with
wormwood. Be content with your plethora of pleasure."
"Kay, I need bleeding/' returned his companion.
May I suggest that the yellow brocade " Mansur

lifted his eyebrows.
" Why not, prithee ? " laughed Yerington. " Give the

poor devils a little harmless pleasure." He threw a
careless arm about his friend's shoulders. " Don't pro-
test, for I've made a vow to the god of all vanities that
to Fleet Street I shaU go this morning."
"A madman must have his way," answered Mansur

resignedly. „
He recalled the rutty roads, the running kennels, and

the mud far-scattered by passing vehicles with an inward
sigh for his own black velvet and silver.

Yerington dismissed his waiting coach, and started for
his morning stroU, as fresh apparendy as if the mght bad
been passed in virtuous slumbers.
Mansur tucked his chapeau bras beneath his arm, and

accompanied him with what philosophy he could sum-
mon.

"If one must play the fool," he told himself, "'tis
well to play it in the right company; then if the coflfee-
house wits make free with you, your name is advan-
tageously coupled and reaps a sort of glory in the teU-
ing.

From the chocolate-house they walked towards White-
hall. The air was heavy with stenches, the ground
under-foot boggy, and there were many pools upon which
tne light of the morning shimmered.
From Whitehall they turned in the direction of Char-

ing Cross. Although the day was still so young, restless
London, which awakens by strata, was already astir.
Vice and mirery that had not slept, or early rising indu»-



THE SCARECROW OF TEMPLE BAR 87

try now herd possession. Occasionally a drunkard reeled

^iZ 5* "^T **u "|l/^*?««« vendor calling his wares
echoed Arought the King's Mews, which they were now
approaching.

Lord Yerington sauntered on. observing all with a
humourous eye and occasional comment, to which at times,
d«pite

!|»
efforts, Mr. Mansur returned but an absent

jq>Iy. Where the tide of early traffic flowed into the
btrand, just opposite the grey stone front of Northulhber-
land House, a gutter above him sputtered and discharged
itt contents. Some of the far-flying drops lodged upon his
black velvet and his faultless white sUk stodcingT
^^^Dammel" he exclaimed. "This is a fUthy adven-

«•J^kT? ^"? *'" ^"^ to see him endeavouring tonght his toilet with a scented handkerchief.

K1.0V 1 t''"
^* '^'^**^' " *«"^ ^rt^ne for your

black velve^ IVe a sample of eveiy sweep weVep^upon my elbow."
^ k ti. iwsca

Methmb," he said, « there would be adventures more

ofd^iSS^" '
"""" °"' *^ """' ^^"^ "^"^

"No," insisted Yerington, "a hooded wench in pat-
tens suits better with my mood to-day."

" And are you maid-seeking? " said Mansur.
Somethmg in his tone sent Yerington's quick eyes to-

lingered in his mind and he was unusually ready of sus-
picion. Mr. Mansur noted his expression, and it but
served to increase his own ill-humour. The thought hiswords had suggested to his companion was obvious to
hun. and he watched its flitting across Lord Yerington's
consciousness, ite shadows as it hovered for the moment,
and then passed, with a sense of irritable disdain
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th^A^^J^ "^^ ^ '"^^^^ St Clement EHwe.,rt^mg th«r w«y through the throng of moving io^.
PMjengerfc Now Temple Bar stood across their wav

tanctt. the hair stiU fluttered, while beneath it theWnang crowd passed without so much a. an upw,2^J

Not so Lord Yerington.
"Would it pleasure the greatest dandy of them aU,"

SerT? "
*** ^"°^ **" **** *^**"* ^^ brightest up

Mansur's gUnce followed his. He knew Yerington
had an inclmation towards the Stuarts and he cherished
some such feelmg himselfc He loved a long line-loved
It with a sort of envious intensity.

• Mansur," said the eari, pladng the handle of his cane
•olemnly against his companion's waistcoat, "above you,
you behold a hideous example. Those poor devils, for
varying reasons—ambirion, some of them; for loyalty—
as others conceived of it; a few just to draw a restless
rvord, 1 11 go bail, refused to let weU enough alone.
Ferha^ a quarter of them had convictions—damned, dis-
agreeable hurdles to keep your conscience ever on the
jump."

At this instant he felt a light and insistent touch upon
his arm. He turned in time to see the top of a nuch-wom wig that had probably seen Monmouth Streetmany tunw, and a hat held in a hand spread wide in a
great flourish. When the feUow straightened himself, he
revwlcd a pallid face, on which starvation was writ large,
dark eyes and a mouth twisted into a humorous smile
that had somehow contrived to live past the hunger. His
tattered owt. possessing a hanging shred of tinsel here and
there, had a jaunty set that defied its rags.
"A thousand pardons to your lordship," he began
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" and to you, sir," he turned to Mr. Mansur, with a sec-
ond bow; •• but I mark your lordships deign some slight
interest m, he cast his hand upward with a supple wrist-
movement—" this fruit of Temple Barl

"

Mr. Mansur withdrew himself, but Lord Yerington
Imgered, arrested by something in the fellow's manner
and words, and his quest of that morning included a test
of each vagrant chance that might cross his way.

" We've a goodly harvest just now."
The man gave Lorf Yerington a rapid, shifty ilance.

If his face betrayed the Jacobite, he meant to form his
phrases to that tune. As it revealed nothing but amuse-
ment that might change rapidly to a less approachable
mood, he ended with a shrug.

r,^.""P''*'" *** ^'"^ °"' " « *c e^-cat Justice of the
noble Kingdom of England." He took off his hat with
a wide sweep. For an Instant a faint g ow showed in his
pale face and his lips twisted against his will. Yerington
watched him, vaguely amused, and awaiting his next
mov«^ From the depth of his ragged waistcoat he pro-
duced a glass.

"Will your lordship be pleased to have a look?" he
aaid mgratiatingly. « A penny a head is my charge, with
twopence for Lord Balmorino. You'll confess he's worth
It. Tis a mere bagatelle to pay for seeing a man who
died so bravely,—and I'll give their histories with them
for an extra twopence, though it may be that your lord-
ahips memories will not need the tedious process."A smouldering sort of anger was beginning to grow^thm Lord Yerington at the flippancy of this travesty
of humanity.

"Bah I" he cried, "I mislike this. You are little
better than they yourself with your death's-mask."
The fellow bowed again, and when he straightened

lumself there was a misctiievous twinkle in his eye.
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"I'm wone, my lord," he tiid. " for I've • itomach."
Thif reply turned the edge of Yerington's displeasure.

Hit hand stole to his pocket, and then he withdrew it with
« laugh. The man had followed hit getture with eyet at
keen and eager as a weasel's.

" Here, Mansur," he caUed, " give me a guinea. Fm
as penniless this morning as this beggar himself."
Mansur approached and handed him the money, dis-

taste m every movement.
"Is this the colour of your adventure, Yerington?"

he said contemptuously, indicating the tattered figure
with a lift of his eyebrow.
The man put out an jpager hand for the gold, and then

with a sort of pride forced himself to hold it for a mo-
ment m indifferent fingers before he slipped it into hit
pocket.

•* I'm overpaid, my lord," he said with his former affec-
tation, and you've not used my glass."

" It was for your bon mot, my man," laughed Yering-
twi, and none too much." Then he added aside to
Mansur, I must teU this to Selwyn. It wiU divert
nim vastly.

•J'^'" *"''.*• "" "'^J^' "^'- Selwyn, then, has
the pleasure of your acquaintance, my lord. I have met
him often beneath the tca£bld. We have a great com-
munity of tastes."

A gleam of keen enjoyment danced in Yerington't

"Mansur," he said, "did you mark that? Selwyn
shall never hear the last of this I

"

George Selwyn's penchant for executions and death in
all Its most harrowing forms was one of the jokes of the
town.

*"

The genial laugh that rang from the depths of Lord
Tenngton s chest revealed his nature more truly than the
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lightly gfven guinea, and the man was not slow to noteand take advantage of it The humorous angles about
his mouth ech^ Lord Yerington's merriment. He^k
his snuff-box from his pocket and held it nonchalantly
in his gnmy fingers.

"^^^^mnuy

Ji^°^l ^Vif l""'^^^ "P*"* "« « ^^ pinches ofyour mixture?" he asked impudently. "Tis a «S

&lt"ofl!L^"^^ ""^ • «~'^"- ""«-» ^

Y^^tT ~"P;«\»»'\««tence. but preferr^ that

That nobleman's white teeth answered him.

«„/lI!^ ?7 " P^".'^. *** "*•"*" »»» «"'<*• offering the

^te"tow
"'*

'
'^*'' "^^^ *" ironically elab-

•n*"j* /i!^
'*'^*' **** wuff-box wide. Lord Yerington

^^ ^' iT"? ""^ ^^ *^^ ^*« '* •"*» *e ^eUow
closed Its lid and returned it to his pocket without acomment.

Selwjj^r'*"'"
"*'* ^'^ Verington, "you know Mr.

^
Again an uncontrollable tvvist of the man's lip. In an

instant, however, he was smiling.
"My hirtory furnishes meat for Mr. Selwyn's fancy."

he answered "We are a family of gallows-birds. ()neday I, too, shall hang."
Ht said it lightly, his eyes upon Lord Yerington, who

telt an involuntary creep of revulsion that revealed itselfm his face. The man noted it.

" My words revolt you. my lonl," he said suavely.



*• A DISCIPLE OP CHANCE
"A^kyhip. Yoterdfty there were four of u^—my

myidf. To-dty, there are three of ut. Yesterdiv my
brother was hanged."

^^'»mf «y

^liSai u^'^a^T .^^^"^ ^^^ ^«^ ^n^ the
pinched face beside him.
The man continued.

"We are not all evil, my lord, though we are to be
reckoned amongst the vermin that swarm the dark alleys
of dus town. My mother and sister, God knows, th^
fli deserve me, and yet to-day I'm aU they have."
Again there was the strange twist of his mou.n, but hit

tone was unmoved.
" Doubtless, as your Iqrdship passed these streets ttnlay.

you turned your head from them. We, the vermin, are
bred m darkness and early acquainted with violence and

through which doubtless your lordship's horses wereur^on your approach to town. They cannot starve
us fast enough, and so they hang us." continued the man,

ilTT "ili'"* « r*
'°^" "°«' ^"t his mamier as

flipimnt as before, " I am the worst of us. and yet I'vegred the best My brother was of a different metal.He lingered by the mother and the sister. One day.when they aU hungered, he forgot, and so, in the name of
noble justice, he was hanged. Faith, it is amusing when
you consider it, my lord! When I think of all that I

^tZ /"l^^-f
!*^'«" have borne off in pillage-but

that was fair and just, for it was war."
The man suddenly forgot his auditor. "God I" he

cncd, and I came home to thatl

"

Ycrmgton's hand closed upon his shoulder.
Ill give you service," he said. "Call to-day uoonmy steward. I'U leave orders with him."
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The fdlow shrunk together, as if the hand upon hts
fhoulder had been laid there in violence. Hi. wStuHliMtmct of distrust of the classes above him revealed it-
•clf in the keen gaze he turned upon Lord Yerington't
lace. For a second doubt hovered, followed by a sly
glance of something not pleasant to see. An instant laterhe dirank within himself with a shudder.

"'^''^'

fh. «1 *** «"d below his breath. " I will not-not with

fJfh^A ^"i"^" '^ ^'"^•^'"^ »^^^ than deeply

'

«r« A
^""^ "'""^ »'" <^"» distinction-this

n»n, made up of « strange motley of impulses, was but
. cunosity which it pleased him for the moment towonder over. His impulse of charity died without a

The fellow whom he regarded, half shame-faced at his
witburst. threw up a defiant head and looked boldly back.
I he questiomng surface-gaze that met his. killed the

'HH'T^^ i'"^ ^*. »^ » him and sent the pendulum
of evil-thinkmg swingmg the further in rebound. A
suspicion dawned in his mind. Here might be game be-

iSh -T^! Tu"' u^
™88"»«g bravado and grinned

'^f.V
^'^

°L** T''~^* ^" °^ "8Jy questioning.
You walk early, my lords," he said slily. " Such

gentlemen as yourselves would scarce haunt Fleet Street
without reason."

^^

^^
"Devil take tf,e fellow! " ejaculated Lord Yerington.

St^bide "* ^"^^ ^"^ '^'"^ "^^ '"'' *" ^*^ ^^"*

The rascal's face fell.

"Mayhap your lordship has already chosen one." he
suggested. ' ^

" 'S blood! not II" answered Lord Yerington.

<i^-j
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•Thj^**
««»CT gnw Mger.

...ASy^Jf*^ ""^ • yo«»»dm tre naediBCi hard

EJ3*:« ?IJT?'^ of the carelody bcttowed guineaWMod in hit thought A gentlenuui of empty podtete
mdobvioutpiodigality. The ca« told itwlf I "I could
find you a widow with a fat jointure and not uncomely.A widow married by a Fleet panon might not come to
ill as the Fleet Primn."

»» n«. «wie »
He Cttt a furtive, Marching glance at them.
Mr. Manwr swung round, and Muntered away. InLord Yeniigton»f face the fellow read a tolemm'ty to

profound diat to hit quick witt it hinted raiUery. Ac^mg upon thit lead, he attumed a jaunty air.

. JkuL ^^V" "y obtutenett, my lord," he cried, with

Youth! he cart them down again with an air of ribald
mtuuation. Then, mayhap, 'tit a maid you'd teek.-
• pretty, round-diecked maid. For tuch at these the fee
» « guinea m the Fleet Prison. I." his manner grew

the Fleet by the Ditch would do it for the half, and half
to a poor surved vagrant like myself."

Yerington watched him, smiling.

^
"Maids to cheaply bought are tcarce worth teeking,"

whjilf. "S't"''^"''*'^ """ «"''*' ""^»"K »»» voice to a
whitper; London it vast and maids are many. Such
fawts are ofttunes tied in the Fleet at the gentlemen's

S^™^° *^ '"^ViJ
^* ** '^^ P'«'«tc<i when

there were none to hear?
"

Ljrd Ycrington's expression, which he did not undcr-
•tMd, urged hun to further inducement

" Remember," his eyes narrowed, « if she does not
please, the parson has but to tear the entry from the
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icgHter, aiul there you are, a bachelor—« gay bachelor»
and none the wiier."

Yerington took one stride and graiped the man by tha
•cniff of his neck.

"You vile, crawling, filthy vermin! " he said, scarcely
uove his breath. From side to side he shook him with
deliberate violence. " Go to join that gallows-bird, your
brother. The air is foul with you."
With amazing agflity the man squirmed from his grasp

--then stood carelessly at ease a few paces away, unmoved
by the wrath that still blazed in Lord Yerington's face,
or by the comments of the crowd which had begun to
gather. He shrugged his shoulders and slipped his hand
mto his ragged pocket in a furtive search for the guinea
and treasured snuff-box. Assured of their safety, he
turned; a slow, livid passion transforming his face.

« 1 ?Tt* ^^^ ^^'" ^ *^***' ^*» *°"« concentrated,
don t blame me. Blame your laws which hang honest

men while such men as you prosper and fatten—vampire
that you are. A poor creature I may be; but youl
What are you? A pretty gentleman, forsooth I Say
rather a prowling beast of prey; a blood-sucker. By
what right do you live, and oppress and then but die
and rot like the rest of us 1

"

He spat toward the figure in the yeUow brocade; then
abruptly the rage died from his face.

"Gad I" he exclaimed, affectedly, "I'U spott my din-
ner. Anger is a luxury."

And, gathering himself together with a foppish air, he
mingled with the crowd, and disappeared.



CHAPTER VI

A incuB
O TilldB, ^Ualn, 'nilim^ d««AI Wlhiii.

* Kdui^luir 00 itt wqr to the Exchmce. A^^

S» ^j*^,'** *¥• ««»««!«'. fflW W» with



A RESCUE 4T

YeriBfton hwl pmmd now. and wm gning mcditatirdr
JM dwk aUcy dmott dmrted, above whkh but a nar^

^ZJai^^ ^^ ""^.^ "^ ""'"^^^^ Adirtykennd
futtewd down itt middle and a gaunt, uncarved pump
•tood m Its midtt

II

rm in mind to try thii.'* be laid.

tofl^^Manwr. Fve no appetite for lucb neighbour-

;;
I confcM it Otttimellf my bergamot/* said Yefington,

™J« **^ "^^ "P ^^ n«"o^ way.
Mansur followed him, after conquering an obstinacy

•0 mong that it warned him against himself.
Yenngton sauntered up the alley, glandng from side

M^l'H T^ 7t' i:'"^
"""^ uninhabited.

panes stuffed with rags. Only once, through a halfnipen
door, the dance of a Hame upon a hearth was visible.

find L!r^..P^Tl??*V **• °*"^' "^*** "^^ ^«'<«
imd death rotting behmd these casements."

imgered indications of former wealth. The balconies
were richly carved, and although the knocker of theho^vy door, which was ajar, had been wrenched away.

J;«ritr?„tisf^ •"" "^"^^'^^^ '^'^ •»-«

t„«!Z* '*'"°i,?*
Ponsonbys," he said. " How the for^tunes of a neighbourhood may change!

"

nf^\ot^l^'^y\'^^''!^'''^ ^^* *'°"»«' « »"<J<J« crashof glass sounded above him, and splintered crystal frag-

a hand, white and small, which had been thrust throughthe panes, withdrawn. There was a suddemiess in the
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novoBcm that fuggttted violtnct. A tcratai cmm to
Un, anguiihcd, motlicrtd, but dMnguiihablc

'^Hdp, lor God's Mkt, help!
**

Ycrington'i apothjr vmUwd, hb om were tint
Mimur stood umnovcd.
"There's mWiirf tloot.- said Yerington ci«eriy.

" Let in within."

"Madncssr* ejaculated Mansur. "Woutd you risk
your life or perish In some brawl for a ' Have-at-all '?

"

Yerington wheeled round toward him.
** There WM real anguish In that cry. When a woman

IS in danger, I do not stop to question of her character
before I o£fer help. WiU you In with me or no?"
He was half across the load as he spoke, his sword

in bis hand.

"Not I," said Mansur coolly. "I'm no Bedlamite.**
Yerington was now a cautious foot within the house,

and he turned upon Mansur, over his shoulder, a look
so fixed In contempt and repudiation that ths^ gentle-
man changed his purpose and entered the house behind
him.

" That's better," said Yerington, a hint of relief in his
whisper. " I could not have believed it of thee. PhU."

In the street without, nobody had stirred. It may be
that a cry such as that which had just rung through its

'

brooding shadows held no unfamilar not*.

Within the house Lord Yerington and Mansur found
themselves In a hall lighted faintly from above and per-
vaded by that curious melancholy odour which hangs In
the air of nrely inhabited houses. A sink-staircase wound
up to the next floor. An uglier position from which to
resist a possible nidi from above could scarcely have been
devised. This fact Lord Yerington recognised in a flash
as he set his foot on the first step.

The zest of adventure was beginning to mingle with
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fcli biptUw of prectction, md he MBOthend a Imigh in
mi throat, m he turned to Manmr below him.

-.k-?^'*
^^ too doie behir : me.*» he whbpeied,

tnere ie icarce room for eword-play in this cafe» and III
fit in a twinging blow, if I can."
Mamur cane on a few cautioui pacci to the rear. Ai

they ncared the top of the itaiicaie, Lord Yeriniton
pained and listened.

!».,",'^ *^*' '"'^** ^ ««. " The devfl't in thii.
Ill lay."

The I^t flooded down from above and another gleam
cime to them from the end of the hall to which they were
Kendmg, and upon which leveral doon opened. Lord
Yenngton ttole cautiously to the front of the house, and
turned the handle of the door which, according to his cal-
culations, led into the room from which the scream had
eom^ Mansur's head and shoulders only were visibla
abow the stairway where he stood and watched.
With a quick, stealthy movement Yenngton pushed

back the door.
'^^^

The room wis empty.
A few bottles stood upon the mantelpiece. A chair,

upholstered m leather, one leg missing, was tipped crasfly
against the wall. The shattered pane at the window told
hmi that he was in the room he sought, and below
It, upon the floor, he saw a few drops of blood. He stole
to the door connecting this apartment with the one behind
It It was of strong oak, unpanelled, with hinges of
wrought iron extending half across it. No entrance was
to be obtained there.

He returned to the hall, feeling peculiarly helple», and
the soioid of a girl's voice raised in violent, sobbing protest
reached his ears.

"Zounds I " he exclaimed, " Phfl, are we to be baflled ? -
He strained at the strong door behind which he heard
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^t V^J^ ^r^^ quivered, even when he threw hit

l^^^ "^f^* r^ »^^^ iorct Mv^ it. But .t the
•ound of his impact there oune an exclamation in a
^«™?»» yo«ce. followed by a waiting tUence.

hato^SlLt"
''"^''"' "^"^^ "'•'^^^ "^* ^«

A fbninine voice cried out suddenly, then ceased with
• mothered quaver, that dearly tdd the story of a hand
pressed upon her lips.

Jhat quaver moved Yerington.

I*

Mansur," he said, " a shoulder herel
*•

Let me warn you " began Mansur.A shoulder," interrupted Yerington impatiently, "or
no shoulder—which is it?"

i«"«»«y, or

.J^\"^^ ^^^! '^^ ^•^'» >>« ^^ «PProad-

'

and heaved with a will, confident of the unyielding oak
and the probably doubly-shot iron lock.

Yerington, unaccustomed to situations that did not

SnirtK*^ **" derires, for an i^itant stood lost in
thought The sound of that giri's smothered cry was
echoing and re-echoing within him. Then his eyes wan-
dered to a wmdow at the end of the hall opening upon
loofs. It suggested to him a possible soludon of the diffi-
culty. He went down and unhasped itA moment later he was out upon the slates, calling toMansur to follow him. That Mansur did not. h^
scarcely heeded, so intent was he upon his purpose. He«w, with something like dismay, that the sharp peak of
the roof was mtercepted at the corner by a stack of hieh
chmmeys, round which he would be obliged to climb L
fere he could ascertain whether, after all, this way heldAe key to the difficulty. He dung to their smo^^'grfmy
«d«^ ^ndmg partly b, their help and partly u^n his
knees to the peak of the sharply indincd roof. This
pouit of vantage gained, he rounded the obstniaion and
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tiw, to hit rdief, that the slatet descended abruptly to
the verge of the window into which he was seeking f^rtt.

He crawled along the comb of the roof until opposite it,

intending to profit by his unexpected flank movement.
The vision of himself in this position, upon hands and

knees, like a cat, his silk stockings torn, his ruflles soiled
by the closeness of his embrace of the interfering chimneys,
took full hold upon his imagination. Helpless, he hung
upon hit perch, in the throes of sudden, uncontrollable
laughter. Neither his keen consdousness of the heed of
prompt action, nor the probable danger that awaited him,
could check this burst of inconvenient merriment.
He swung himself into the position from which he

mtended to make his way downwards. Probably hit
movements were less secure becauv: of the mirth that
convulsed him. One red heel slipped, and in an instant
he was sliding over the tiles in a sitting position, his scab-
bard dragging behind him. He vainly attempted to check
hunself. Before he had time to reason out a course of
conduct, or to concentrate his mind upon any move, save
thf. impulse to grasp with hands and heels at the slates, he
had reached the window. Both his heels rapped sharply
•gwnst it It flew inward, and the Earl of Yerington
made abrupt entrance, feet first, into the room.

In a flash he had regained the perpendicular, his swordm hand. Not an instant too soon, for some one within
hurled himself forward, almost impaling himself upon
the point of it. A turn of Yerington's wrist snicked off a
waistcoat button before the fellow withdrew beyond its
range and bared his own weapon.
The room was dusky, lighted only by the window

through which Lord Yerington had entered. He had
scarcely time to observe anything before his adversary en-
gaged him. He bethought himself of Mansur upon the
landing without; but the locb, as he knew, were shot,
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«nd he was helplot to tummon him. Furthermore h«

ofhb .^1 1?^
that he h.d met « ^rdmrnn W^

^/^^« ^**'.^»r«*»»«cho.etheoffen«ve,

ft ^^SST VJT'*"" ^^^^« ^ould be room

rdurt!J!T^ J^ f*" **PP°^ to h^ yielded with

rZ^rry *™t rf the m-ord; md he nnW"
• <l«pUi <rf chat ««J biMthed with «, eae tlutraJaSg.« heutix„,«, „d pmW,le Mdunm*^ ^^
Mu tttoni, yeUow teeth ibowed u he foudit on.

ana ptmed m the grim nlence of deadlv Mm«^ »

" '"»j

Yeriagt*,-, ,J.y betn»«. hi. t^pSt ^e.,k j^

SL^ MH^- '"'•"^ "« «» who. with the Mf-

-^ « .0 the p™h.ble iJue^Tti: ^t!"&!'
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•tMt he gwned an advanti«e. He followed thb up with
• tnck he had learned in Italy, and for a moment his op-
ponwit wa> bewildered and gave a yard of ground before

v J?*T*™ ^'** Yerington's blade wounded him
•lightly m the forearm. Hastening to follow up this
advantage with a degree less caution than he had hitherto
employed, he became conscious that a new element had
entered the field. He felt the impact of a soft body
fgwMt hun, and he realized that his legs were piii-
loned*

The man with the drooping eyelid opened both hit
organs of vision wide, and laughed triumphantly. He.
too, grew over-confident.

Hampered m he was. Lord Yerington leaned forward
and caught his antagonist's sword and with a supple
movemCTt of his wrist, sent the weapon flying over hit
head. Ripping out an oath, the man turned to regain it.
As he did so. Lord Yerington, with the flat of his blade,
•nd without waiting to see who the clinging creature
about his legs might be, delivered a long swinging blow
brtmd hun. This action was followed by a howl, and
what appeared to be a bun^Jle of flowered, wadded calico
•crambled m a huddle into the hearth and cowered there,whmmg m fear or pain. For the moment Lord Yerine-
ton was free.

" Mansurl " he caUed, taking a rapid step toward the
door.

He was m no mind to push this brawl, in which he
found hurndf, to extremes. He did not know how many
enemies might be about, nor had he been able fully to
reconnoitre the room itself.

Before he could reach the door, however, the man in
the brown frock was on his feet again, and at hi'm with
a rush. Yenngton avoided his oncoming by a dexterous
movement which he had learned of xVIr. Broughton, the
then fashionable exponent of the art of boxing, an art

I
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popii^ unong the dindio. Swingint niddaity iMck ki

He hdd the mm, helploe . «, ,„fa„t. in hi. ddUed

trt^ ^".HT"^^**" V"? *» '«.'»' he h«l on-

Sl^'SXhS* '»-'»*«" -«k «h«

^^ % l-fc t. wort, onljr who, next ,«. r.

He tii^tened hit grip u„,fl ^e breith went out of the

L^'VJS "JT tlS V'™"'-
For. few «<H.d. longer

J3.1.I:TjKtr^r*"' - wind hin. fJS

A."fc..^*""^"?'"'.™*'''»'>>Iy. Hefcuedthit^huddled n«, m the chimney w» ^iim ..Ato, »

What he nw WM a young girl

^thtor tumble of brown curb her dilated eyes quet-

cJ/tf"tr^s:;;^
"^'^

'

"^^ """ '^^ -^^ «--
The charm of the prl'. penonality, the «„pr«e heWt at her appearance-for in the exdtement of Ae con-

flict the cause of h« coming had escaped hinw-wid theaim courage and sclf-poise of this inquiry amaaed Yer-mg^on mto a whistle This he checked wiA^nvoh^
»ary courtesy.

"Your most obedient." he said gallantly. "A thou-

SSjn^'i""*
*' "^ '*'*""* occupation prevents my tx^

truss th« fdlow more securely if my friend were here."The man looked up impudently.
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" You win thii cut," he nid.

thfowing him to the floor. "Liethere,t.rwhl"
^^

J^ ieUow Plopped his shoulder agiunst the wains.

in!!^
"^^ r*"* •"? 5^^ Newgate/* wwwered Yer-&^ contemptuoudy. The cause of hi. coming wis

^^J^ r^"* ^.T*' when the man made . quick
gfure that warned him against unwary haste. tS
SL^'mo™"*''.'"

^"•^^"« «^^ •^ W^
^^TJl!f"^M*.* «*"'"'"« ^'* • l«»Kh. his left

^TLtt^nT^!^^^^ ^""'•^"' "''" ^ •

W.S^toT"' '^ ^^"^^ ^^'-^ Bering.

c«3?* ?^'!! ^ **
^T"*"^ «!»«> «noming.gown had

•cmtch-wil Zh r5S^x^*^'*
o* « inan. in a wornwaren-wig, with Hufh of cotton appearing here mnAAerc^ through rents in hi. wadded ga™'^^ ^ardTy««wh^g cr«tu«. whose puffed face told the t^oi^^

J*^y *« ^rtl Harry," said Yerington "a FIi*f

b^r'^i ':"i^
»«""^- A perJurSTfilthii^

devfls game have you been playing, you maggot?"
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The cringing nical fprnd wide hu dirty handi.
Yerington*t reply was a kidc that doubled him up with

gurgling protest
** Come," he demanded, impatiently, ** the woman."
" Here she is," replied a quiet voice at his huA,
He wheeled about with a start to face Mr. Mansur.
He had never looked handsomer than he did at that

moment. Perfectly groomed, his hair unruifled, he formed
ft striking contrast to the dishevelled peer.

" I remained in the hall awaiting a possible sortie Iram
that direction," he said smoothly.

" You did," cried Yerington, with a laugh, " a damned
good move to be on the nether side of such sound oak.
Mansur, you should have been a lawyer,—an ink-sling-
ing, phrase-mongering lawyer, with a pen and no sword,
damme^—

"

Mansur, fadng him, lifted an eyebrow that abjured
silence and checked Yerington in surprise. The girl had
appeared but a moment in a scene of much excitement
and he had failed to associate her, with her look of calm
courage, with the screams which had brought him to the
reacMoi an unknown woman, and for the moment she
had slipped his mind. Mansur stepped to one side with
an introductory wave of his hand and Yerington beheld
the motive cause of his whole adventure. The girl stood
before him and in a flash he realised that it was she who
had shot back the bolto and admitted Mansur.

This coolness and resource filled him with amacement
He bowed.

" Your servant, ma'am," he said gallantly.

The girl's eyes were still dark from recent fears. She
was throbbing with a gratitude so deep that it defeated
her efforts to express it. The breath caught in her
throat and choked her.

Yerington had risked his life in defence of her, when
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of hi. world, even whOe the .tnmge qudiW her^^
J-«l hi« «.d bought . K^tuS^a «t'to
. fol*i;i;;>''^'^?'"*'*™*

^** ^' ^^ted hit own w

«ver, ever •ufficiently thank you? "
A« she spoke, another of her chanm wa« nHr*.1.j

note »d „«, onTSS; uL'lSSTJ^ " "•
of emotions. ^^' revealing a gamut

bloods. Perh^^ViT r*^' °* 'hese two youne

fled toward^Ylnwl • ^."i"** *' «"' shuddered and"w rowaras renngton, tremblins and imsni'n. i.--
in the extremity of her terror.

'^*"«^ *"»'

Oh. sir." Ae cried, " I can no more."
This appeal bn-hed aside all Yerington's frivolities.
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He helped her chivMimisIjr to t ch«ir, into whkh At
•mk exhausted.

" I would we had wine," he laid in a tone of vexatioii,
turning to Mamur. " The maid it in need of it Go
you» and fetch it'*

Mantur'i eyes tnnreUed dowly from him to the fricht-
«ed girl, and from the girl to him. Odd, uneiqiected
mmplci trembled about hit mouth, coming and going, at
If thejr played a game of hide and tcek.

m^'t.IS'I!-!^'" T^ "**^ to keep an eye upon." he
•ild; "I'd best wait a while longer."

She made a movement of panic.
" I pray you, gentlemen," the entreated, "don't leave

me. I shall toon have ^uite recovered."
The men stood watching her. They were both under

the tpeU of her beauty. Her face wat to young, to gentle,
and yet to ttiong. It wat a type new to Yerington. He
noted It lott in the ipcculationt it arouted.
A toond in the room caught hit ear.

The parson had been creeping towardt the door. Man-
tur had not moved to prevent him, nor had the ratcal at
diewaintcottpoken. He knew, drcumttanced at he wat,
that no tuch opportunity for exit wat open to him. He
lay back filled with tOent laughter at the undigm'fied ap-
pearance of hit recent ally, who had half crept and half
rolled over the floor, teeking to avoid obtervation.
" 'Odt bodikint, parson," he said impudently, at Yer-

ington tprang towardt the man and brought him whining
to hit feet; "they've scented you I" j? ,,

And he gave the view halloo.

Yerington turned round to him, amazed at hit theer
effrontery.

We've had enough of you, sirrah," he said. " Well
have this lady's tale, and that mayhap, may put you out
of humour with mirth, for a time."
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Miiwi, took upon himwlf the i«le of ini»rk»..»

,«,"Vr^»«/^ •» «* "ttat you wiU «U MMnVntttlcM^ km, dwcune about

r

«" ". m

fi jj V**?'' r^» **"* moment, gentleroen " ihe ur<N.j

wi^^*^*""^'*^^ I h.ve been wflful .S

tl«?iSl*^"*^^*^ ^ '^y • P'««« pinned ciaEfly tottewiU. Minwr exMuned hit ntflt.
"""* ^'""^ »

A moment Uter the girl continued:

,
'"ftmyhomeetriy."
Alone? "«akedM«ntur.

There ww tutpidon in his tone. She n«t^ ;• j
•fter that her ^rd. aune more^fly^^

"^ "' "^
xwot alone," the antwenJ • ** k..* :. l

*«ce of good counsel '* '^ "* "•

fa^*^' !!!r.^'r,'T"'^ » Cbun -Hi »wn
" I ™„ '"™" *« «"I n«mwrl» at she tDoke.

«^w» only on my wum that thi. m«hana b.^}

*» bowed fo„,a«l, hi.ULZZTIL.^"^St«t p™«.. which he had i.c«,Uy i^f^^LSl^
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t^le Pftradtae comptfid to the proipect of Ncwntt,^^ "^ '^'"'^ ^''^ ^<^^ 1^ horrified yWoo.
The girl cofitimwd:

J!} ^M •*!»>«' » !-«**». It WM in 1 cnwdcd
portioo of the Stnuid I hcome, I know not how, tepented
fron Bqr conpenion.*'

u^ **r ^ *•*'* ^^^ the men tt the wiimcot
Tbcjr should have led thee in t crook, my lambkin."
At the lound of hit voice the ihuddercd.
Hold your tongue I " cried Lord Yerington.

The rogue fixed hit cyee upon the tmokeHbrkencd
cefling, at if in derition. and the giri continued.

I wat dittraught with fear when I found n^aelf alone
fa a crowded thoroughfare. I kntw not where to turn.
I tpoke to one woman. She had a market-faatket on her
arm. and looked a timple, kindly creature; but when I
inquired my way of her, the tcowlcd and caUed me luch
namet that I fled away. How afraid I wat I I taw tev-
cral men, old men, who I thought would be kind to a girl
in trouble, but they leered at me to that I dai^ not miee-
tion them."

Yerington, dctpite hit interest th her tale, at thcia
words could not resist a gUnce at Mansur, but that gen-
tleman, his head bent forward, liitened to her as if ha
w«e conscious of no other presence in the room.

^ "At length, when I was near dopair," the went on,
** I ttw thit man. He wat dreited at you tee him,
but hit face wat not the tame. It teemed kind. He told
me that he had teen my need, and be begged I would ac*
cept hit lervice. He appeared a friend in all that tea of
unfriendly facet. Hit coach wat near, he laid, and he
wwild ttraightway take me to my aunt At first I was
afraul, for it seemed to me scarce a gentleman's equb-
age.
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jMffriconaniMd:

w«r thM we went, rnd whm «r^._Lr™^^.* ™*"

»fcw ^jiTwij.^^' irit:":i, ?^ *•
be married and thmt t* Jl/ i * ^"^ ^o * wai to

would ««n s^nl.m•.;^::hSr?«'^^ ^'^
That would tdj a talf rSS^j •

**'
!
.^"^*' »' «»•

»e to contJS/and i;a22i"S^^^ ^"'T ^" *>'

would avail." ^^ ^*** "® ^»«1» of mint
Her voice fafled her

« firt for BKh .Vliipoir
'*^ ""^

^n?**"'^ "*• •« with tnger.

,j,^„ "» *"'y of jrou. «,d I naml ,t n» p..

" A» your lonUiv'i tarkt," he aid cooU,.
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"Wbtt Sttiii't faBpubt,** amindcd Yerinftoii,

tUl child r

hdl whimikil. half ptnttming.
" Such mmliiiit itiiia in EnfliiHl,'* hi idd at knttk
wane your laws and not mt. As lor the giri, what

Mcd had I of her? 8h« would but hava hampered me.
I had no thought of her, imre « a meant to an end. It
might be that her parcnte," he winked towards her ai il
to ihaie a hint with her, which he denied Lord Yerinr
ton, *« would pajr high lor that entry In the register.**

u «^T^*" CKlaimed Yerington, thoroughly atoumd.
Hanging*! too good for this fellow. I would I had the

quartering of him."

Maniur had been sunk in reverie.
" Enghuid hat Uwt," he said at length, " bctt leave him

to them."

Thit speech tuggctted a new thought to the girl, and
a new horror. Her colour, which had been alowly le-
timiing, faded. " It thit," the asked, scarcely above »
whisper, •* a hanging crime?-

1 Happily it is," answered Yenhgton vindictively.
Oh, it IS too horrible," she exclaimed in an outbuist

of emotion she had hitherto controlled. '*I have seen
"»"» hundreds of them in chains on gibbets, with the
crows circling about them, haunting, horrible things as
we came to London. The air was foul with them."

She hid her face in her hands.
"Prithee,'' said Yerington, with ready kindness, "do

not think of them."

"I dream of them," she persisted, shuddering.
The rascal saw his opportunity in this girl's horror.

He stretched his neck and felt it with specuUtive fingers.
Tore George," he said, "'tis a pity that so fair a lady
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*y^t m intirend, ** for 111 k* «»<»•« u
ne, that thoe Miti«»L. 7^ * " • f*^"* « you ipirt

tht iwlfc"
«•""««> fc' your Mlw would not forco

^^gtoo bum imo . |.ugh t th« .udtdty r^ ehc

oowg power to her appcil: "haw* I »»..* i-

»^«p».« du. iZ:^/ 1Zm\^ ' *'"•

.^ l*^ • "XWCOU. ««,«. w««hfa^, fc„ .^,,^

•i*!! ir'. ^''' '*"" •» ««» mm upoo wiioai ,V

l»» ol the wiirin. l»!ZwS^ «o the other mop-

•ooo » the need o?Ktio„ w«TLI .,:^"^..'» ''" "
ity h«l been leUevBl l )I!^ T'j"l ** «"' • «««»

*«efort«kth:z^'!7A'Si^"""«^''' *" «"••

-A. A. .pp™«hed her former cptor, .he nan'. „•, „,
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i

impudent confidence wps dashed. He was taking a
sunbler's chance, playing his last cards with habitual
recklesmess, and he was prepared to pay the forfeit if he
lost All his years he had faced death, contemptuously,
at close quarters. When, however, his look crossed her
dear gaae, for an instant his faltered.

The words with which the girl broke the sflence were
80 strangely childish that Mr. Mansur gasped, and the
man recovered his former assurance.

" Oh, I fear me," she exclaimed, " that you are a very
wicked man I

"

The fellow whom she addressed made a deep obei-
sance.

" Nobody has ever paid qw the compliment of doubting
it, he said.

"Oh, if I could but be sure," she went on, as if
thmkmg aloud, " that, if I gave you your freedom, you'd
attempt no wrong to another woman."

" Td make fifty such promises in as many minutes," he
returned glibly.

Beneath her childishness was a woman's spirit, which
appeared in her next words.

" rU hcve no promises," she said coldly; " I know how
much they are worth with such men as you." She paused
for a moment. Then she exclaimed in distress, " No, I
cannot play the judge, I cannot." And she turned away.

Yerington addressed the fellow in a leap of sudden,
unfamiliar anger. The giri's words had moved him.
"You have the lady's pardon, and I dare swear a

pretty use you'll make of it. Had I only been left to deal
with you, the day would have ended after a different
fashion. Thank her and go."
The man bowed towards the girl, whose back was

turned upon him.

"The world would be gorged with rascals, if aU
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CHAPTER VII

Ml. MANttm INDULOKS IN AN IMFCUB

B^tadftTft dSkl^
• "«^ tittt im «rt •! . dimwit ia

—TU 8ncr4

Thiy had foriottn the panon tfll they mmt him ^
ing towards the door, hit figure bent douUe, a very bail
of

^
deprecation. In another nMnent he wit J hw«

gained it, but Yerington intercepted him.
"Aha, the maggott " he annoonced.
The parMMi stood rubbing his hands and shufliof upon

hb fcet Then he rolled his head towards the otiieis and
laughed unctuously, amidst his cowardice, with a aow-
ard's instinct to fawn where he could not bully.

" He! he! " he tittered, " your lordsl^'s merry."
•* Hal hit " echoed Yerington, with an i^fectation of

laughter.

" He 1 he I " fawned the parson ; and for a law seconds
this faiGe of asirth was continued.

Then Yerington broke of with an abruptness that left
the parson undecided as to his course, and his face con-
vulsed by such conflicting expressions that Yerington al-
mast burst into genuine merriment; but his gorge rose at
the sight of the man.
"You're the most arrant knave that I've met tUs

morning, and you are not the first by many. Be off with
you after that other rogue, your better, for he aiects no
virtue, nor robes his villainies in black and a band."
He drew his swiurd and beat the parson lightly widi

It
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Z^ihiu
^^ nwnent in • svgle of oMck

I
Yo"' IwdAv'f my/* he mmmend.

ILTr^W l5*^^ **!.** *'''*^*'' y°» «PtiJ«J I'll^
Z ^^^'^ • "^ .'^ ^'^ «^ ««*« trickHk"

wwLr^ Ae door, «nd the imu, n»hed pttt him,wfecing « he did 10 in feir of « Wow.
^

f««rKr'.^T"' "^.** «»''' whom they hid Ju«

SfcfliJS^ A ^^- The iound. of it. teeming«ie noeted up the narrow wiy u thev walkM k««Jk
the om-hmging houtes.

^ " "^ ^'™« »>enetth

M^wfSJT • r"?**^*^ ^""'^ « «.y tine.Mr. Man»ur » black and tUver, though elegant, was

tEL^S^^L^ V* Y^rington'.Tuow'IS^
I^' ^ITli ^ Nithe«lale. her face pirSty

rian ciMi ilwZr..
«n«iid the eye. Such a car-

2Urti!ihZ?1L**'
''^ ^^ She bore her^lf

J?fJ^ ^th a pmty getture of entreaty. ^
and uTi!!' "'L^ "SJ'

••"'•'^y' " call me a chair

3^m^h^ 1^1
^^J^^ ^'^^^ ^ "^ "«» though^I^l;ie 1 11 remeaiber you with gratitude and in my

•» you mie to your home. It would be iU courtiiy to

!r

nil
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tnitc you now alone in Mch • netghbourliood, which hat
hut lately attempted such a wnmg avumt you.**

She chHped and undaiped her hands at if the found
htnell trapped in a rituation ffom which, for the mo-
ment, she Mw no exit A line of doubt and peipknty
appeued in her brow.

Maneur peered post the shadow of her hood.
" Those guardians who have so little tsnsured so foir

amaid as to let her come lo such a pass, had bc»t let
thoae who saw her danfv, acquaint them with it"
His tone waa lew and suave, but at his words there

came a touch of resiuinni into her face.

"None are guilty but myself," she answered with
t^nt " and I guUty but in too little knowledge of this
wiehad city. I trust, gentlemen, you will not take ad-
vantage of my gratitude to foece your services upon me."
Mansur regarded her with a tmx of su^idon, but on

the instant Load Yeringian bwvcd.
"Your servaM, nu^Nn," he said, his hat in his hand.

** I await but yowr ordam if they do not welude the cem-
mand that I muse leave you, befoic I have seen
you have, at least a feaaanabk hope of safely."
Her face baske up in gpatitude and irif arriisalhii

"Fe^ioe me," she inmiauJ, "what I _
return for your goodness; but indeed I am so
I scaree know what I uttamd."

Yeringtmi's aspfy was a gmve smSe that
well. For the tune he had taken this unprosacmd ^
into his charge, aad Aough every winsome duinn of beas,
]"^*feh each passing moment revealed mare ckM%,
•wp^to gayanery, he forbtm, to abate a jot ol bis
bmriMiiy ittituis.

" Wiitber is it your pteasure we shi^ take you? " he
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Your will is our pleaAuw *» - • • . ,, .

8»lie wtt not long to remain in hii ch^ITu

cued Ycrifi»~. ^^* * '•« thwt Inil a.

"«» 10 the condition ^^Ak^JT ~^* •* "*
indiMte. To thit Sit^.j!'r^ •?"* "^I^^ «•

•ioud, forgetful of"^ htJ^T^' '*^" ^'^ H«ke

•-Fu«c w rcawurance to some one she could

I
It§
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not lee, who WM hidden behind the nunpwt of bacb
and unttvoury wtgi.

'^ rm heie, dear." the called, " I'n quite Mfe. I prw
you, pntlemen, let me ptm,**

Bkm lought to picii her wqr between the people.
In sheer surpriw they fm way. TWe girl's appear-

ance in the ctmipaniomhip of two young beaux caused a
pleasant diversion and inferred a possible interpretation
of^e afihir that gave it a turn to their taste. For a
moment they stared with stupid curiosity, then came one
or two rude comments followed by a Un^

She soon reached a woman, who turned to her willi
a glad cry. The woman had been weeping, and her pala
blue eyes were pitifully swollen. It was evident that the
motley assembly about her had been pttheted bf her
panic-stfkken inquiries wUch at length had cndad hi
helpless distress and collapse. l%e rrin iIiihm with
which she had faced the situatioii was arcoinJ for by
one glance at her kindly, gentle face. It ravcaled hm
to be a woman of amiable nMure, of a strong shw
of established habit, little tmaginiaioB and no kMm-
tive.

It was only when these two vmum mot that tha
young bloods understood the great contnd that the girl,

scarcely more than a child, had been exeitisii« oier her-
self. Once she felt the motherly protecting arms about
her, the emotion she had been so bravely holding in
check overwhelmed her. With clutching fingers she
clung to the other, and pressed her head down upon her
shoulder, as if she could not gain sufictent cwnfort
from the reassuring contact

" Hold me tight, hold me tight," she gasped. " Don't
let me ga"
"Oh, ray baby, my bri^,'* cried the elder woman.

"Has no harm come to thee?

"
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.
"We'd h^ZCm^^.. 'T.

'"*«- *«^

*-« «» within" ^""*'^ «PP«nng tavern.

The woman BiMMi k» ..^ ^
Siie wa. «ii iTTtLTonL^.^ «•*'' «nd obeyed.

Within the wTthr-S. "'«l"«t.oiiing obedience.

•cwtch-w^.
''"«>"««y» wearing « ginger^olouied

•*Out of here." he commanded "»k- •

houK and I^H have nTvZr. m j^* *• » reputable
,^„ «ive no young blood, and their drabt

111
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YerificiM WM powcriai to iflence Um.
" No, jrou cin't ute jrour grand nMiuien whh me,**

ht went on. ** I don't wint fuch, nor any patelied-iip

Fleet nwrnage parties neither. I know the tribt wtU
and ru have none of them.**

Hit eloquence was gradually rabdued by a leriet of
guineas produced at judicious intervals by Mr. Mansur,
and a sitting-room was procured; upon which die land-
lord closed the door with much muttering and many a
shake of his scratch-wig.

Once within it, Mrs. Culpepper turned to Lord Yer-
ington with a curtsey. She again looked wide-eyed and
helpless, caught in the clutch of a situation to which she
was inadequate.

The girl pushed back her hood for a clearer view of
Lord Yerington's face. Mansur was still intent upon the
clue which now seemed near the grasping.

" 'Ods life. Mistress Culpepper," said Yerington. - it

was good fortune which made me play young Lochinvar
to this niece of yours, for of a truth she was nioh to
wedding."

''What does he mean, my darling?" queried Mrs.
Culpepper, turning in distress to the girl
Her respect for his brdship's presence forbade her

seating herself, but her niece pushed her into a chair
with a twder lack of ceremony. Kneeling before her,
die txflaintd the sttuittion in a few words. The nar^
rttive was pain to her, told as it was m soon after the
experience. But she persisted in it, in that calm ignor-
ing of persofid stress that was so much a part of her.
The gentlemeff watched and listened, wondering at her
self-control. But Mrs. Culpepper was not to be calmed.

" Alack, alack," she wept, " that you should hi^e been
in such straits. I can never forgive myself. The villain,

die wrelch. And he laid hands on thee!

"
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Jlw firl'i ha oiimoaed.

^^.hv^." ..id M,^ Culp^. "b« wht

fc"iiiM.»eliKl.wfthi«"««i^j?*™"' «*« into the

'™»«1 by .h. crSLTteS*^
'•'^' '»'•»« *«

-•"t. ,.u^v^^' •«« '^ •« ••

She extended her hind with a <u^Sm I^rd Yerinp«, „d then
their lipe upon it

SiKiotu lit

r* Meneur
fettUR,

t"^ Z^. I^'r.^^' ^t - *. drew'>"^> ^i«^ ^0, ^'ziz as 8
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wMm in tht hiKkwy-coKh, iht looiwd Im M Ytr-

Ai the vehtdt went luicbing off over tht nittjr ttiwt,

tht two fRitlcoMa Mood witching it. Thtjr wen %-
aoiMt ol its dodnation, and had givm a pltd|e not to

qmtf hnha about it

Ytrington was abiaitlx miling to himielf, and at tht
naoMnt was conactout only that hit blood flowed a Uttlt

laittr at the nemory ol the girl's lace on which hie

thoughts dwelt pleasantly, and that it was a whinskal
turn ol late that made him the rescuer ol the niece ol
Un, Culpepper, innkeeper ol the Royal Arms at his

own village ol Oxholme. Pbssibly that consideration

conduced to his seeing the ugly black hulk ol the hack-
ney-coach lose itsell in the crowding vehicles in tht
Strand with less sense ol finality and regret He stood
watching it idly, until his attention was arrested by an
oddly lamiltar form in black velvet laced with sOvtr,

which he suddenly saw dodging recklessly amid the traflk

ol the thoroughlare.
** Mansur," he called, in amasement.
But lor once in his lile Mr. Mansur was indulging

hi die luxury ol an impulse.

As he disappeared, Lord Yerington laughed and then
Im Irowned. '* Love hath clapped him on tht shoulder,"
he thought to himsdl. '' Niece ol Mistress Culpcpperl
You'd best have an eye out, Mistress Culpepper."
More than once, as Lord Yerington cootinvM* his walk,

be shook his head. He remembered Mr. Mancur s pledge
to the girl, and he was not satisfied.



CHAPTER VIII

THl PNILOIOraY or PATCHBS

OMmiV
r« MMk Mi I

^Baih Ohm.

bon tbcimelvct with diiiina>Ie gruWty. They wT.

)£~r^; «»«wer and. below Main, they .wore among

Hii imiordoao itood before him, with hit wand of•to. where Yerington lingeied for an imtant

let^* f^'^iU*^."% "^ '^ had «„t om hi.

SSiJTi^"'*' ^ "*•««« wat fuU; two

tne Pieter de Hoogh, which he dedaied was rare and
f««.ne, «d would hi. lordAip deign to loi?t^?jLord Yenngton yawned.
" Faith, and if they were creditor, they could not wait

iSStTwiMi '^'"-' -^ « ' »-- ri^n I

obi^iirs:. '^ '•'•'' '"^ '•• •«^"«« -*

«

He was a miail man, wearing a formal bag-wig neatly

Si'^HiTilZl'^l' "1' "'"•'"^' .UveriSwoei. Hi. txpttmvc han<b were seldom motionle«.
u
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T6 A DISCIPLE OF CHANCE
They were uplifted, helping, deprecating, running through
an endless variety of gestures, possessed of an eloquence
all their own. His eyebrows were black, pointed, half-
way up his forehead, and they delicately echoed every
emotion that so well-trained a servant would permit him-
Sell*

Half asleep, Yerington suffered Jenkins to disrobe
him.

;|Your lordship will rest?" suggested his gentleman.
*aith, not I, answered Yerington, "leave that to

the grave, Jenkins. My bath, and my silver grey frock,
and the devil take me if I don't make two days out of
one, and the almanac, lying old woman, be damned I

"
An hour later, his face white with soap-suds, he sat

patiently while, stroke by stroke, Mr. Jenkins removed
the lather with his discriminating razor.

^
"Egad," said Yerington, from one side of his mouth,
if ever I repent my sins I'll first dismiss you. Exit

Jenkins, and enter ashes and a hair shirt. To be shaved
by you is a luxury."

Jenkins* hands hiqted deprecation.
•* Your lordship is pleased to flatter," he said.
Flatter! Not I," answered Yerington.

Mr. Jenkins delicately powdered his master's face and
considered.

"And now,'' he said, contemplating him with an air

^r ,'.f*
** ^^ ^*" * creature of his creating, "what

patches?"

"Burn me, if I know," yawned Yerington. "Jen-
kins, my man, you're going off. Would you have me
lend my mind to patches ?

"

4.1,^°'. y^"*" loJ-dship," answered Jenkins soothingly.
1 hat is my affair; and yet there's a world of elo-

quence in patches."

He opened a gold patch-box.
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th^ V "
.

"^ '^f
]'"^^ ""*'* ^«e*"" «nd "joyingthem, Yerington rolled a speculative eye at it.

shoot me."
"' ^'' *"'' •^'"'''"''" ^' '***^-

" ^°" «^^'-

" A round one, your lordship," exclaimed the valet
triumphantly. " A solid, serious round one, to be pSnear the eye, to give it force and eloquence."

^

Uad, or by the mouth to hint a full stop," addedYerington. " And now for a soldier ?
"

.t^Ja
^'"^'

^""r '" ^^^^'" ™""d Jenkins. "Agrenade or a cannon placed squarely on the jaw And

howJ.^ Sf J^""^'"' f 'P
untroubled pool. His words,however, had drawn the fingers of memory sharply acrosi

iL^'rWht'.^' ^' .'r
^^^"^'^ - dTscord^[ly"3

often at White^ the night before. He frowned as hethought of the Lady Caroline Dashwood.

side

~"*^"e<J meditating, with his head on one

"As to the lover, instruct nic," answered his lord-
ship, after he had reflected a moment.

and l\^ """!•"
°i

"""'^ ^'^*""^'" ^"^^^^«d Jenkins.

*^F;^ X
'"" "".'^ '"1 'P'?^ ^' '^"*^*^ °n h« fingers.

Firs^, there is the ardent lover; then there is the Ian-

gallantly, which leaves the coming on and the going offm the hands of circumstance. For the ardent lover.-
hearts. Cupids bows and love-knots; for the langiid
lover.-a torch reversed, would not be out of place."

own'^^cdts"
°'"'"' ''"''• -^'""^^"^ "^^ ^"J°y-S ^«
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" And now for the little afiFur of gtlltntry? "

queried
his master, with some curiosity.

" That requires nice management, my lord. What
"y you to a chaise and pair? It might mean i retrol

« M K
••°'' ^ ^^P?"'."*- '^««'» «^«y in a chaise."

.top, i^te "^' ''""^"- " ^ P"i^-t«y ^ull



CHAPTER IX

LADY CAROLINE UNMASKS

—La RocuEFOucAinj).

h^! ^T"^" «* »n h«' dressing-room under the^ands of her tirc-woman, Dorcas. The latter's skilled
ftngerswert arranging puffs and curls with fine effect
above her white forehead and arched eyebrows, but Lady
Carolines tawny eyes smiled no approval. She stared

h.r tin il?
™'"0f,and no flaw escaped her. though

\nrA f "^'"i
^""^-^ employed. A letter from her

Z'A i!""*".*"
^?^ ^"«J«sly upon the dressing-table

^rll^ T°r''^ ^T'**',
'"^ ^^^^ ^^^'^^ ^»^''e lead,

carnation and a litter of curl-papers.

k T*'^j^?"Y )^*^ /" '*^^^'^y *" inexorable guide-postAat told Lady Caroline she had come to a parting oiZl

I*^'". m"'
'^*' '^' *""'' "°^ P*«y ^ith her cardsupon the table.

She had refused herself that morning to all the gen-
tlemen who often drank their chocolate with her during

tn, Mil l' u"^^
persuaded that Lord Yerington

would call and she intended to see him alone. When,
however, her black boy announced him to her, she didnot change countenance, though some instinct warned her
that this mterview would be prolific of results. Withher nerves upoq the rack she had begun to long for some
cnangc, even a disastrous one, anything but this un-
wavering demeanour that maddened her.
As Lord Yerington entered the room she did not turn

79
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round, but looked at him in the mirror. She extended
him her hand, over which he bent hit head.

" Your ladyship's most humble and obedient servant,"
he murmured. " I'll swear this morning Venus herself

would cry you mercy."

Her reply was a nod to Dorcas, who vanished.
Alone at the dressing-table she tended an already

perfected eyebrow with an ivory comb.
" I protest, Yerington," she drawled, languidly, " I'm

shocked to death. What is this I hear of your losing
twelve thousand pounds at White's last night? "

He shrugged his shoulders.

"I beg your ladyship'a approval of my moderation.
Think how easily it might have been twenty thousa-id."

She was contemplating her profile in the glass, by the
assistance of her hand-mirror, hoping at the same time
that he might note its proportion. She shook her head
at him reproachfully.

" I fear you're a sad rake," she said with a sigh.
" I have no taste for solitude," he answered.
" You see my room is empty," she went on. " I de-

nied myself even to that fascinating young spark, Captain
Darlington, and to all the others, that I might have a
quiet half-hour to tell you how horror-struck I was.
Dorcas brought me the news with my chocolate."

Yerington glanced about the room at the empty chairs.

"Your ladyship is too kind," he said, bowing with
his hat crushed between his hands. "Faith, I believe

from your lips I could take reproof before half of
White's, for they carry their own healing."

La," she answered, a sharp note running through
her voice, "why these fair words to your old friend's
wife? They'd serve you better—elsewhere."

" Not so," he replied, " elsewhere fair words are sel-

dom rooted."
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"And here?" she queried, a lift of hopefulness trch-
uig her lip.

<i

"'**'*•" ^® answered, with unwonted seriousness,
they bloom in the richest soil—that of friendship,—

where we may not look for hastily seeded passion flowers
nor rank weeds of self-seeking, but for fairer blossom-
ings."

She let her mirror fall upon her dressing-table with
an angry rqttle, and rose, her flowered tabby gown
sweeping wide about her. Her cheeks were flushed be-
neath her rouge.

"Dashwood returns shortly," she said, interrupting
him as he would have continued.

" I know," he answered.
She hated herself for the hope that would gleam out

through the first chance rift that seemed to offer.
Going over to him she laid a jewelled hand upon his

shoulder.

"Arj you glad?" she asked, longing ardently for «
iiegation.

His brown eyes looked down into her tawny ones and
she thought she read in them a touch of sadness.
"Lady Caroline," he began—the formality of this ritle

portended seriousness—" I've been a graceless rake all
my nme-and-twenty years, and yet in that harvest of ill-
spent days no consequence has wounded me as has the
knowledge that I possess to-day that I've killed the power
to shield you."

She moved back from him, wondering.
He took a few troubled steps to and fro, and when

he spoke, the emotion in his voice filled her with jealous
pam. Much as she loved him she had not rightly judged
his capacity for genuine feeling.

" Twice in my life I have met men whom I have
trusted with all my soul," went on Yerington, speaking
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with tn effort, for the real hetrt of him he kept hidden.
One u my fnend Hugh Elliot; but he's just another

•elf, and I fear hit cautions often irk me to my maddest
extravagances. The other one is your husband."
He paused. Lady Caroline watching him narrowly. A$

she listened, dreading his next words, she began to fear
for her self-control. All the false, simulated years were
havmg their revenge upon her. The long strain had been
too great. She dreaded lest a glance or a word at this
crnis might lose him to her. The hysteria she so often
affected was hovering near, threatening to overwhelm
her. He expected her to speak, and when she did not
he found it difficult to break the silence.
At this instant the little monkey, which was Lady

Carolme s pet, began to mow and gibber from its perch
above the curtains. Ycrington turned towards it with
nis mvariable mstinct of loathing.

"Silence, my love," admonished Lady Caroline, but
at mtervals as Yrrington spoke it continued to chatter
distractingly.

" Your ladyship," he went on, a trace of almost boy-
ish embarrassment in his manner, "during the last
twenty-four hours I have learned much that I marvel
did not come to me sooner. I realise now that, with the
best intentions, a man of my reputation cannot play frieni!
to a woman fair as yourself. The world distorts such
relationships."

Lady Caroline turned sharply away and, misinter-
preting, he took a troubled step towards her.

" Prithee, dear lady," he besought, " pardon me if I
must bring to you the world's base lies and insinuations.
You have lived above them and so have no record by
which to judge them. Believe me, I tell you true it
were better for you that this society of mine should be
taken elsewhere."
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Lady Cwoline opened and doied her fan impa-
tiently.

« iif
®"'* ""<*«"<"<' yow. «ny lord," the laid.

Do not make roe speak more plainly. Enough, dear
Lady Carolme, that for your take, and for your hut-
hand • lake, whose friend I am, I must henceforward
affect your society less. Prithee, support me in my vir-
tuous intentions, for I anure you my present position tits
somewhat oddly upon me. This slander will soon die
away for want of fanning."

She caught her breath with a sharp sigh in her throat
and the tortoise-shell snapped in her fingers. Hit words
filled her with mingled despair and contempt. She flung
the broken pieces to the floor.

Seeing them, the monkey descended and bore the pretty
tnfle m triumph to his perch, where he broke it to bits
with teeth and fingers.

u « ^V "^^n*
°^ ^*""»"e'" 8h« <i"oted, her eyes flashing,

rntftee tell me, my lord, is it then your sovereign will
that I shaU no longer look to you for escort to assemblies
and rjuts and drums?"
For an instant he was puzzled. The next moment he

attributed her annoyance to a heart too pure to grasp
his meaning. He, therefore, answered patiently:

* Even so, for your sake."

She threw her head back and laughed, but the mirth'
did not reach her eyes.

"For my sake," she echoed. " Do you dare, sir, co
tell me, by mferencc, that I, Lady Caroline Dashwood,
know not what becomes me, that I am not fit to
protect my own fair name? Forsooth, it must be you
who come here prating of * For your sake '—* For your
husband s sake.' " She swept a low curtsey after each
quotation, her ringlets nodding. " As if I was a green
country, girl, just from the tambour-frame, and conserve-
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mtking. Lud, I am put to it indeed when I must turn
to 3rou for coumel of my mannen and my morals."
The moment she had dreaded had come. She was in

a sweep of passionate anger, which waxed with every
turn she took over the polished floor, her dress whis-
pering in silken rustles as she moved.

Into her words Yerington stfll read the injured dig-
nity of a pure-hearted woman.
"On my Hit, your ladyship," he answered, "Fd

rather bear your wrath than, now my eyes are opened,
give the tongue of scandal further argument."

" Scandal 1" she exclaimed, all her vanity aflame,
twill be scandal indeed when they nudge each other,

r!?*j.*?? ' **"*• ^'^^ Caroline Petersham, Mistress
Chudleigh and the others, and laugh and say I've lost
you."

She hit him on the raw. Those were the last names
he would have chosen to link with hers. Though she
had moved in their world, he f»«d never accounted her
of It In her wrath she had betrayed an intimacy she
had long manoeuvred to conceal from him.
His face became stern, and his eyes darkened.
*Thc laughter of such as they is better for a good

woman than their disdain. I trust they have no place
within your intimate consideration."

She felt a momentary embarrassment which turned off
into accusation.

"La, Lord Yerington as preacher I On my faith, it
sets Ul upon you. You'll be joining Lady Huntingdon's
parties, and sitting under Mr. Wesley, I'll go bail."

So much of the best of him lay wrapped up in his
faith in this woman, that Lord Yerington felt as if the
world were rocking beneath his feet. Suddenly the
waters of evil—of carelessly spent days, of heedlessness
of consequences, of repudiation of responsibilities—that
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tide In which he had drifted, threatened to overwhelm
tnebetter impuliet that still dung to the brink.
The look with which he regarded her, grave and pene-

trating, ipurred her on. The weakneie of the habit-
uaUjr diiMroulating wai added to the emotion that
POMWied her, and she doubted him, doubted his sin-
cerity. The suspidon seized her that his self-restraint
was but mdifierence. This thrust aside such prudence
as her anger had left her.

" I know," she cried wildly, "
'tis another woman.

Some hussy has come between us. Tis not of me you
are thmkmg, but of her. She's jealous and you'd spare
her.

She came nearer, seeking to read his face. Her own
was distorted. He looked past her eyes, seeing for the
nrst time what lay beyond.
"My God!" he groaned, and turned away from

her.

Then she realised all she had lost. She was filled by
a delirium of despair.

" Yerington," she besought, dutching him, endeavour-
ing to lay her perfumed head upon his shoulder; "for-
give me I Indeed, I was distraught."
He stood like a man of iron. He could not endure

to look at her.

Her voice was now all softness. She took his hand
coaxmgly between hers, leaning against him as she
did so.

" Bdoved, beloved," she entreated, " don't turn from
me. For years there's been no me—only thee. Could I
bear to let thee pass out ny life without a word, and
leave me desolate—a ghost, a shadow? "

From this moment of his life he was to turn, bereaved
of much that gave it dignity. In this room, with its
scents and trifles, its rouge-pots, pomades and patch-
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JlTii?:"'!?'^ «';-P«P«» "iKl huddle of unoc

made • low boir. Hit e3r«t were mocking.

claimed. Pon honour, you do It weU. I mutt co^

tetL?K ;
' ^ y»«' »"»"<». Faith, It divem me

-/Mi^llTutL"^^^^^^
^'^ you with what you C.U

Jhe'tTbo^^^^ ^"^"^^ 'n l»«r voice,

^It^ ^u J "X '*"'^' "«»«' to *« <loor, hit facewh^and hard. Dating patt him. die ttood h;rrSgTSPMtage, one hand ttretched to ward him bacL " Don'*

toDMhwood. Don't leave me."
»-»'«"«. ««i

Hit manner wat courteout and tuave.

lnfil^i*''^i!L^^"^^*'"*"'*^- " I commend you. Tit
infinitely becoming. Had Niobe to superb .neck I'llrv«r the gods would have .pared her."

" "'^'^ * "

He dipped past her and opened the door.

K. I !I*|. . "*T"
^^^ ^^ ""^ departure broke downhe last dinging shreds of her pride. If he left her wiSthat ^pression on his face she knew her last hold7,^„
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^mft, "don't tol On «jr kncf. I bf««h you. don't

\J^tA\l "^ "^ Z®'.*' fott time in Wi life

J!?^ "*•'• unworthy than she was.

hJ^JTri!
*^^'^ '**^""- Her curl, drooped ihout*«facej«r eyes were eloquent with despair; her lolt,

world had ihe »tood but an hour beforel He turned«ck at .oul a. he looked at her. Hi. faith in h« hS
I!^J!"l"'* .* '**'"«• '''^»»'"« *'^« the root! of a sturdy

JTl^r'^^''^'^'!**'"****'**"'*"'*^ Hi. belief
in good dwindled to a pin-point
A. her groping fingers touched him, he laughed out ahwA, abrupt peal that struck her like a blow. She

•ftrank together, diuddering, her eyes fixed and Mtfins
upon his. *

II

Acting again, my lady," he mocked.
Stay, stoy/' she murmured with stiff lip., putting a

further stamp upon his misreading.
*

uJ^^^Pj ^"* •*»®' through him.

^
You bid me suy," he said, his voice like steel,

you would have me lend myself to the base role you've
planned for me. Prithee, upon what terms would you
fiave me? As your paramour? How may I judge
where I stand m your regard? God! God 1" he criedma sudden access of feeling; "I'd loathe thee less had

von L "* ?"• » utterly. How many men, bethink
you, have you besought to stay?

"

Wth a moan she covered her face.
No, no! not that," she cried inarticulately. " Be-

lieve me, not that."

-wH^U^ '"'?*'* "* ^° ^^^" ^'^ «<^^»'"^<> »>'«crly.Would you have me again believe you and be twice



A DISCIPLE OP CHANCE
befooled?" He thnfw back his head with a gesture of

me. The Lady Caroline protests."
He opened the door and closed h upon his laueh

« reopened it he dncovered the woman he hul ln««o«.jd couched whe., he h.d left herherJS^wad

She l,.M«d dumbly „„,a the ring of hi.L up^n *;P«^t floor w» no longer audible; A.thel««hoof

•M^II ^kt^k^^i" « paroxysm of futile p««-«,. *

«.8.r".X': .tl •?"• *" '^- " '•" ""^ "»

«thZZ^r^- ^^^ C'""'™ >»<» Wxtwl hon.

SST'-rteKJ^ '"»« «-'^«<' -. k«'-



CHAPTER X
A HEDGEROW BURLESQUE

PAa—You'll be Mcret. Thomai?

FAO.—Why then the cauie of all this !—T^ir- .u t.been « maKjuerader ever .ince the day. "f jiJi^Tf"''^"
^••

^RiCHAW) Bmnslby Shbridan.

oowlmg over the highroads of Warwickshire Th.
postilions, rising and falliW in thri7!Sj I!"

urging the .nin«l. forward «'. L^'JL^'^^ l^^™well that one of the gentl«».„ i„ ,heLi bewS A^was no lover of slow travelling
"°

£wirr^^XV^-ip;^^^-^

Sea^tlT^^"' "-'^ ""'^^ -•««• »^-

ton^Jjn*^ ^'- '"'' *™ ""P""- I^'J Yering.ton was lounging m a comer making an ine8ecri« «

«^?l"^°"
peered out sleepily.
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Elliot laughed in high spirits, for he thought he wm
having his own way in this journey.

" Pay up like a gentleman, and no grumbling," he said,

"for you know it was this flitting against that trick

you played with Mansur; and now you slumber through
it"

" Not I. The devil take this deep-sea-roller of a coach.

And when I bargained with thee I had no thought of

the inns—of the chickens whose dying squeak mingled
with the spatter of their fat upon the grill. Tore Gad,
it's too damned natural."

" What you need is a bit of camp life," said Elliot

disapprovingly.

" What I need is a rattle of the bones at hazard and
a bowl of steaming punch.

"
' I wai happy when I met thee,—
Fragile me and wanton you,'"

he hummed in the words of a ditty of that day, bal-

anced his hat upon his knees and regarded the Captain
from a corner of his eye.

"Now we are fair launched into the God-forsaken

country, can you find it in your heart to tell me why
you made all that tara-diddle with Mansur a few nights

since ?
"

Captain Elliot did not reply immediately, for he was
annoyed. Then he said slowly, as he had that night at

White's:
" Once a hound, always a hound."

"And you'd have fought him for a boyish caper,"

asked Yerington wonderingly, "which I'd clean forgot

you dour, unforgiving Scot?"

Elliot turned wrathfully to him.
" But has he forgot? God, man, there are times when

I almost lose faith in thee. I'll warrant I would have
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skewered him with a good appetite, and I would to-

day, but for the oath you stole from me."
" Phew," whistled Yerington, and he avoided the ex-

igence of argument by affected slumber.

But for some moments Captain Elliot's angry fingers

drummed upon the casing of the open coach window.
At the next inn their repast was presided over by a

comely dame in a lavender print gown. She had known
Yerington from his boyhood, and beamed upon him« while
he ate and drank, complimented and toasted.

*' Oh, lud, what high spirits your lordship do have,"
she said, bridling. " How like you be to your father, the
late earl I I never see a gentleman could bear himself

that noble. It was a pleasure to serve his lordship."
" I'll warrant you did not enjoy your service more

than he enjoyed the serving, my good Mistress Adams."
" How like the dear late earl I " said the radiant Mrs.

Adams, unperceiving the ambiguous twist of this last

remark. " He did have such a way of putting things.

That's what it is to be quality, as I tell my husband."
" You flatter us," responded the earl, " upon my soul,

you do."

" La, how you do rattle," said Mrs. Adams, straight-

ening an imaginary fold in the tablecloth, " though we
do know the quality when we sec them. There was
one gentleman as went out just as your lordship entered
the inn. * Susan,* says I to my daughter—she with the
black eyes and the pink gown—'he's not the quality,'

says I, ' for all his coach and his horses and his fine

clothes. I can tell one,' says I to my daughter, 'and
I'll warrant the mother as had the bearing of him was
no lady.' Hoping," with a curtsey, " that your lordship

will pardon the liberty. But I was that put to it."

Yerington sipped his negus, leaning back in his oaken
chair with his legs crossed.
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" Blame yourself, Mistress Adams," he said, " for we

poor men are weak creatures, and beauty tempts."
" Oh, lud, your lordship, it was not that. It's a pleas-

ure to serve the quality of the four counties with my
oivn hand."

u »*" P-***^"^ ^0' A« privilege, Mistress Adams."
But, your lordship, this man was all for hastening

on, and in such a way. Ordering this way and that
way, and yet never satisfied."

"And you think this stamps a man as without the
gentry?" queried Ellict.

'• Lud, sir, that was not it. After keeping the inn in
a roar with his orders, you'll scarce believe me, sir, but
he found fault with the account. He hagg'. J over every
penny, and if the stable-boys jeered when h. drove off
you can't be wondering. I control them as best I can.
but " '

11
Stable-boys will be stable-boys," drawled Elliot.

ti r T*?i''
^^** ^ **^'" *® answered complacently.

And Mr. Mansur cannot blame them if they are only
human stable-boys. Nothing will persuade me, your lord-
ship, the woman ended firmly, " that that dark gentle-
man, for all the airs he gave himself, was not a high-
wayman. Nothing I"

Captain Elliot shook with a silent laughter that
brought tears to his eyes.

" There's one for you, Harry," he gasped. " Mistress
Adams, you've done me a good turn this day."

•^/^
^^^^* *"°^ ^^P ^^^^' trembled with dismay.A friend of your lordship's! " she exclaimed. " Oh,

your lordship, I scarre caught sight of him, and the
stable-boys are villainous liars."

Soon afterwards they resumed their journey.
Half an hour later they were proceeding at a spank-

ing gait through a wood where the tre^ met overhead
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and the sun picked out golden patches on the road here
and there. It was a lonely spot, one that would bring
the thought of highwaymen into the minds of even hardy
traveUers. Captain Elliot turned to examine the priming
of the pistols fitted into the holsters in the coach beside
bun.

Yerington leaned forward, scanning the underbrush
with interest A sound had caught his ears unlike the
steady rumble of the coach. No one was visible, and yet
ne had distinctly heard a suppressed cough.
"Draw up," he called out sharply to the men.
T^ey did so with evident reluctance. They, too, had

heard the sound, and in this solitary spot it had sent
their hearts clip^apping.

" Had we not best dash for it, your lordship? " asked
one, approaching and touching his hat with fingers that
were not steady.

"Not we," responded Yerington, putting out one
booted foot, I saw the bracken move. .We'll have a
rabbit hunt."

"»
'" .71™^ .'^K

^"* « ^~t *"P or a wandering
one, said Elliot jestingly. He followed, however. HhK ^" "* ^"^ ^^^^* ^"' ^ ^'^^ "^^ **" **

uZy^^^^ ? ^^^^ human cough," returned Yerington.
inere, the rascals are running."
The bracken stirred, indicating an evident retreat.My friends," he drawled languidly, "why not be

philosophers? We have you covered."
A low laugh answered him, and the rustling ceased.
Ecod, my lord, and what proof have you that wemay not wing you?" said a voice as languid as his

own. I admire your courage, but your prudence would
scarce save your skin."

The voice fcU upon Yerington's eai9 with a vague
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•eiMe of familiarity and brought him to a full halt. He
•tood, a long, green-clad target for umeen foct. Behind
him came Elliot

" The fellow's right," he said. " But you, Hugh, the
hero of Indian fights, what say you to this?

"

Elliot looked comically taken.
" I'll confess I thought 'twas but a beastie," he ad-

mitted.

At this moment a man's figure rose above the under-
brush. He presented a thin, pinched face, eyes full of
crafty intelligence, a frayed hat set at a rakish angle, and
the mockery of a coat which was fastened at the waist,
and over which flowed the Uttered ruflles of a filthy
shirt.

Yerington gave a low whistle and turned to Elliot.

"Gad's life I" he cried, " 'tis the scarecrow of Tem-
ple Bar. The Flying Mail to Matrimony."
The fellow responded by swinging ofiE his hat.
" Your lordship's memory flatters me," he said.
" You travel well in the grass, sir snake," said Yering-

ton, eyeing him suspiciously.

" My belly," answered the man, "is a meddling brute
of a member, and unless I humour it now and again it

will have the best of me. For the nonce, you see, I
chose to travel on it."

"No words!" exclaimed Elliot impatiently. "Let
your companions show themselves."

He made a start in the man's direction, intent on bring-
ing hostilities to a focus.

" If you would call the roll," said the rogue, " there
are two of us." And he gave a kick in the grass.
" Come up, my darling. The gentlemen would sec your
pretty face."

Slowly a shambling giant of a man arose, his wide,
vacant eyes staring, and speechless with fear.
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"Your honours," he burst out at length, with a calf-

like bleat, " 'tit my first such prank. And you know it

well, Tom," turning in appeal to his companion.
"A mighty man over the bottle," said Tom, "but

daylight and sobriety shake the marrow of him."
" He's harmless," said Elliot.

Lord Yerington and Captain Elliot broke their way
through the bracken to where the men stood. With a
magisterial air the former seated himself upon a lichened
stone.

"Prisoner," he demanded, "advance and give your
evidence."

The man called Tom grinned responsively.
*' I'm tempted to tell your lordship the truth," he said.

<i

"^"** **»
^°li"»

^**"** **»" c"cd h» companion.
" He'll no be believing thee, and we may hang for
it."

" Pah," cried Tom, " think you I'd serve up truth, un-
less 'twere a commodity best suited for the occasion?
A well-spiced tale is ever more to my fancy. First, my
lord," he continued, ** I must plead in defence of my
employer the vagaries of that impetuous passion,—love.

Youth, youth, youth 1" he cried and cast up his eyes.

Lord Ycrington's own flickered.

" That's the second time within the week you've spoke
that word to me. 'Pon honour, it will go ill with you,
if your eloquence again be squandered in so poor a
cause."

Tom's face grew serious.

" I'll serve you the facts, my lord, with as little dress-
ing as possible."

His companion groaned.
" You may talk us into Newgate," he protested.
" We were fair put to it," Tom began, " and a lover

came across our path. What he asked meant at worst
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but ft iiroon or two, «nd • doie of lal volatHe for the

«
Liditt," echoed Yerington, with • frown.
A mere nothing, my lord. Only • flutter that ft

mftneihoulder could cure. T faith he w«f in desperate
need.

Yerington gave an exclamation of impatience. The
mtroduction had not pleaKd him. The man hastened on.

'Twai a quertion in which we risked our ikint. Our
putols were not loaded. The gentleman to stipulated.
and let them bear witness"

ir-m*^»

Captain Elliot examined the weapons.
No charge nor recent powder marks," he said

oneny.

Lord Yerington's eyes were beginning to dance,

what^r ^^^^ *^^^ '*"*' ""'**'" ^ *^^ "^^

« ^.^.;lL*^''*7'f^
^** *»^ gallantly," answered Tom.

At best—a lady s heart; at worst—its palpiution."

« Sk'*?*'
*^^^ Captain Elliot impatiently.

The lady, it would seem, had not yet reached the
yieldmg pomt," the fellow continued. "Th- impatient
gentieman would hasten matters. In brief, for the nonce,
we were highwaymen; this stretch of woods our lurk-
ing place,—you'll admit it was admirably adapted for
the purposfr-our pistols were two great boasts to which
we could not live up, as your lordship knows. The
coachman and postih'ons already had known the colour
oi the gentleman's gold; and the ladies! One had a
tongue to make you quail! Faith, we had a lashing. As
for the younger one I scarce caught sight of her. We
rushed forth flourishing our wc pons. The postilions
affected panic. Up dashed the young gallant to the
r«cuc. Our part then was over. He had routed us
fairly, at so much a head. So there you have it—a play;
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SiK'jJa?^- "^"^^ Think you, «y lord.

J!^l P*^ Yerington. over htt knees which he hadUto wto h« embrwe; "hard you ever . better Je,t.Hugh? A firce, a roaring farce."

drilyf*"*"**^
'^' '^^^ commented Captain EUiot

« v**^ 'u''.?^ ^?*'- ^^^ "^ • plucky one."

k *^? *'.'J^***I
^'**"'" •"'*1 Yerington. "He lost on

1 11 twear 'tww Man$ur," he laid.

«.*?* ^**^o
** *• ^**^ *«^ly' ^»»« ^«ce betrayed

A™WK'''?''"*i*'^^P*y- In the background
the great booby hastened to perjure himself.

It was Mr. Mansur," he whimpered, " and do you

Bethnking himself of his r61e of magistrate. Lord
Yermgton ordered them away with an air of some dia-
nity and a wink to Captain Elliot.

'

^m^^?"'^'^ T"* •"** *"*=*"»" ^ «n<l«d» "or it
will go ill with you."

^T?*"
^'"** 'hwabling giant, a comical enough bogie

to throw at a fright««d woman, did o£E aiTng Ae
trees and was lost to view.

.JT^J""^^'^* *^"^** ""^ ^^'*«»' « •we<P>ng bowwd Lord Ycrmgton caught his shoulder in his strong

"How goes it with the mother and the sister?" he
said.

A fleeting expression of better feeling appeared in themans face.

*»."^?-7
^'l'

^ '*'"' "y 1°'**'" ^^ answered with some-
tmng like shame.
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•*A fit question of such • ion," he WMweitd. " Ther
"!i *?^.'* '** *»y»-God pity them both."
"And thentme?"

" Y^"^" "*.1 ^.'^^**^ ^'«'» • ftOnt tn« of pride,

i;

A good name," nid Yerington.
It ttkee but a few generations of such men as I to

fl^l****^!""^..^*"
^*** ****^ The best man of our

ttmUy, M I ve told you, my lord, was hanged."

Helplessness to right the wrong.
"How may I find your mother?" asked Yerington.A few words informed him and he entered the address

in his note-book.
»««»

"My steward wiU find work for them/* he said.
The man straightened himself, a strange light in his

tyn. He seemed unable to grasp the purport of Yering-
ton swords, i^ conviction sd«d him he was overcome
by sudden, weak laughter.

"Pwdon, my lord," he gasped, "I have not broke
»st. From my heart I thank you."

1-Ji*.
^*^*

L
**^™ «bruptiy. At intervals as they stood

Iwtemng, die laughter that was near to tears came to
ttwa^ and it sat upon their ^irits with a sense of
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CAPTAIN BLUOT RBQUIRES REINPORCEMBNTI

^'^^S^'hSj^ hta I«~ htT, noe th, dtdfd .(bet.

—Tai Tatuuu

Thi chimneyt of Oxholme Cattle were smoking for the
nnt time m many months.

FliSl'^iSi,*? "5!?' ^Kh^'^ Yerlngton and CaptainE liot, stiU in their traveUing dress, were regaling them-
selves over a bowl of steaming punch.

u^,/T'^^ '**' 5^"' thoughts," said Capuin EUiot
Id be overpaid," drawled Yerington. " Tis of the

way back to London. I see a procession of damp beds, of
half-cooked fowls, of bridling landladies and damned
insistent guide-posts telling me how far I am from town.
And, what of your thoughts? "

The Captain was frowning at him, through the blue
smoke arising from his churchwarden.
"I'm thinking of the ride I intend to take to-mor-

row, he said. And here are you yawning out your life
in the finest country God ever made, because you can't
be in a dirty coffee-house, with a score of bloods as cmpty-
hraded as yourself, or dangling about the ladies' boudoin
while thgr put on their red, and pick the lock of a repu-
tation. There are times, Harry, when I weary of thee."

Yerington covered a yawn with his hand,

worir'***^
"»""*»"«»" he said; "you spoke a hundred

Dnpite himself, Elliot laughed.
" Are you never serious? " he asked.
"Never at Oxholme," answered Yerington; "or
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wi*.rSflJu!
""«««««•««• l>«t»l^,«»lw

"'mTi.'?. ??2r"~'^ *»« «»» room.
,

This b Sir Rcsinald Qowmr " h. -:j ^ .^ *
tilt |K»mdt ol^nSe-fi^'J! ^' '*"^"« ***»'•

fcught under wSfSTriTS "^ *" •"«»»"• " ««

r-to^S:, 'L'le'.;^"'
•* you. to .dd

^
Tbe rainer^tofie of charictfr **

-otth of !«, than twenty lettm?"^^He turned toiwd the table with « Minig.
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CjPUto^liojdjort hi. hod g,„d,.

^L, iiH.*" •"" l»'>''<»»l*«. Sir Punch, m4 bt

«««««to ol
«
dimori m«ddUng owwfciice MVhLrJ

ocoMi €ft$. Then he lifted up hfe dui ol th* ZIZnwided punch and dfilned It " "" «^ •* »• ««-

J^
the ri^t wo««,. nuiyhi,,, „ught Mve h.„uTaS:

The punch, » he dnnk It, wis atvourleii.



CHAPTER XII

THE LORD OF THE MANOR

FItc geeie^—a landscape damp and wild

8udi thingt, to tay the least, requireA Muae of more than average fire.

—Ausnw DoMOM.

The next morning Lord Yerington arose with a sense of
pleasurable anticipation.

Captain Elliot departed early on an extended ride, and
this left his host to his own devices. At ten in the morn-
ing he smir - oflF across the meadows towards Oxholme
village at a brisk pace.

As he came in sight of it his face brightened. It was
the field of many a boyish exploit, and it had been years
since he had caught more than a casual glimpse of it. At
one end of it arose the market-cross and facing it was the
well-remembered gable front of the Royal Arms, his
secret goal ever since he had left London.
One of the first objects that arrested his attention was

a man seated before an easel, painf'ng. It was an unusual
sight and Lord Yerington drew near and glanced over his
shoulder.

The artist turned and looked at him. He revealed,
as he did so, a pale face with delicate features, luminous
brown eyes and a sensitive, beautiful mouth.

,..\^ri *^'^^^^'"*** Yerington, "I'U be bound 'tis
Michael Culpepper."

The young man did not rise with ready village defer-
ence. Instead he returned to his canvas, giving it an in-
different stroke here and there.

"Your lordship's memory flatters me," he answered.

lot
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" MiclMel Culpepper, indeed, bom to the Royil Arm.b», n« to the purple Ti. long „nce Oxhoto; vY^b~t»d die plewure of welcoming y«^ Doubtle«, JoS

liJ!.r".i!'"'.."u^ *"•" raPonJed Lord Yerington

rriftee, hour u your good mother? »

-m.^ hi, S.
""*"•"" """™' "«>«• -••h'""

te rlJwfr • •"• '"^?. "^ •"* '* «">> •"<•"''>"'

«»*2'»« l>» apparatus hastily together

»d USi*?^^^\^^^ -' -^ "^ "»p«-«
It WM with 8om«hing nearer astonishment than sur-pnse that he perceived that Michael had taken easelpamt-box Md omyas under hi. arm and was h»r^„^«towards the inn without further ceremony.

'

«."*SttJTd^'
""' ^- '"^ "- •^».

Bum me," he muttered to himself, "we must not

ttef^l - "l-nX^aoranlT^"Ae^fromof wh.ch ran a shaUow garden, guarded S^
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Lord Yerington passed under the lintel and into the
hall. The rooms to right and left were empty.
He heard the sound of men's voices. He passed to the

foot of the stairs and, glancing down the narrow passage,
he caught a glimpse of the tap-room. It swam in a haze
of smoke and he heard an interrupted come and go of the
broad Worcestershire drawl. A horse-fair in the village
had gathered the tenants from the neighbouring farms
and the room was full.

Lord Yerington felt an inclination to pass a few words
with these seldom-visited people of his—a kindly impulse
rooted in an old affection. He went down the hall, past
the kitchen and stood- in the doorway. The men ap-
peared dimly through the clouds of tobacco smoke rising
from their pipes. They were all smoking, save the poorer
onw, to whom tobacco was an unpurchasable luxury, and
exchanging their short country confidences. The prin-
cipal topic of interest that day was the return of the lord
of the manor.

" They do say," said one man as he kicked a log into
place with his heavy boot, "as he takes milk baths to
keep his skin so white and fine."

The village cobbler, a small man with bowed shoulders,
laughed, revealing his toothless gums.

" My daughter is housemaid at the castle. She saw his
dressmg-room, and she says it was that full of pastes, and
patches, and smcUing-bottlcs ;—'Ods bodikinsi a Court
lady could scarce have used half."
A contemptuous chorus arose.

A hulking youth, with gorilla-like length of arm, and
knees set far back, double-jointed and swinging forward
toward the feet, which always tell of strength, if ugliness,
leaned back and gave vent to a great laugh.

" Ecod
!

" he said. " I'd like to have it out with him.
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-JLStuZl'" ;"lff
'^- "«'«' •« l»w much U'i•qwea out oJ u» bad harvMt yarn after that."A nnooth voice interrupted him. They turned ft ^

LordJ^jngton .tandin, ,„ ^,^^ Z^^^J^^^

M to^ SSfen'^'T"
^-M. •'l''«».-n. .he man who

y»r1^i'KT- '•''"• ***^ ' '<"=>'SLp«e^/uur gooa nature as to inquire your name? "
Jtveiy man had risen and was shufBi, ,; upon his feet

^e^rwhld- '°"Mf
«h«nefacedly, excCgSg^'

r.^93^tfiT.-^dd"-d-h^-

bJ^SffoStiS:! "S'^e-^-^ttl.1

Fa^^JltsS.^'^/-X^C >» -•". " '-» HiU

the rlT f'".T "^'""'"^ »" ««» '««» «P to lip ofthe ruddy-faced fanners in the tan-room Ixlj v •

.» «nbr.c«l them all in a ^ni^mT"
"^'^ '""^^^

tran^.'-tetid'^hi""" "''!%'
'L""'

"•»» ""^ «"•

try a Jurn ^ h J ""' f"**
J™'"" "" «""J'» '*« to

..^.^iri^hrri-^farmJco-^^.^-
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I

Jonah's occupations will be asreeable to mc. My present
engagements are not pressing."

"Oh, please, your lordship," burst out Jonah, "I'd
never make so bold. 'Odt bodikins^ but your lordship
would make hay of me."
Yenngton surveyed him a moment with a humorous

glint in his eyes.

" I'm not sure of that, Jonah," he said. " You are very
well muscled. If at any time you feel yourself going off
let me recommend milk baths. They are damned refresh-
ing, I assure you."

A stir of consternation went about the room, and in the
midst of it Lord Yerthgton turned and made a noncha-
lant exit



CHAPTER XIII

THB SEQUEL

My mind si troubM like a fountain stimd)
And I myMlf Mt not tha bottom of It.

—Shakespiabi.

LOW) Ybrington mounted to « well-remembcrcd pan-
died room on the seconc' loor. Every detail of it was
familiar to him. The bright flowers by the window and
the fair white curtains were predsely as he remembered
them as a boy. He went to a mirror and contemplated
himself. He was not a conceited man. but he was well
aware that his disarranged hair, his soot-blackened faceand his torn stockings, had scarcely conduced to renderhim a romantic figure that morning in Fleet StreetHe was telling himself that the Fates were fighting for
him. He had no reason for positive assurance as he camedown to Oxholme that he should meet Mrs. Culpepper'snieo^he mi^t have been at the other end of the kina-

tTT^' "t
^^ Pf^^ ^^"'^ *^« ^^^ o* the inn,

from a window, the sight of which filled him with smU-mg complacency.

He had not hastened upward for reasons of his own.The women of his world had been won with an ease
that had taken much of the pleasure from the quest. He

chipped here and there m some passing affair, but whichhad come from t?;e contacts slightly damaged it may be.

^^peated firings, hke a piece of much-baked china. Love-«»hng was a fine art, and Lord Yerington had lent him-
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wlf to it as he had lent himelf to fenring, boxing, cock-
fighting and didng, because it amused him, and he always
played the game like a gentleman. Where women were
concerned he was frankly cynical, but no coxcomb. He
had been too much occupied with being amused to give
overmuch thought to himself. Therefore, when he left

the blue eyes to await his coming, he was but acting his
role in life as his observations had taught him to. He
thought a little waiting would be a marvellous sauet
piguante even to an interview with an innkeeper's niece.

The room he had now reached was the one in which
he had observed her. Though it was empty, a fai. t per-
fume of roses still lingered about it. He smiled to him-
self as he noticed it.

He pulled the bell-rope dangling beside the chimney,
and when the waiter appeared^ he demanded Mrs. Cul-
pepper.

"Oh, your lordship," that worthy woman began al-

most before she was well within the room, "
*tis a sight

for sore eyes to see you back again. Indeed it is, my
lord."

"Egad, my good Mistress Culpepper," he returned,
" I'm glad to be back. Faith, it seemed to me I counted
four more geese upon the village green, and two more
asses loose upon the common. The land fatteneth."

Mrs. Culpepper was in an agony of nervousness. There
were two spots of heightened colour upon her fair, round
face.

" You are pleased to laugh at us here in the country,
my lord," she said. "Well, we are rustic, yet your
mother loved it."

At the mention of his unknown mother Yerington's
face softened for an instant; but the mood soon passed.

" Upon my honour, Mistress Culpepper, you would be
formidable did you but lend yourself to argument"



THE SEQUEL 109

Lt, ray lord, I doubt your roitting me " nid Mn.
Culpepper, and then she changed to another subject with
uneasy abruptness. " Now can't I make your lordship a
lovmg-cup to welcome you back? What shall it be?
Your favourite port?

"

He looked down at her over the bridge of hit hand-
tome nose. He saw that she was hedging against his next
question, and be felt a faint impulse of pity for her weak
expedients.

"Later, later, Mistress Culpepper, and 111 drink my
welcome home with a good heart," he answered. " But
now for that pretty niece of yours. It would give me
much pleasure to make her my respects, and to congratulate
her upon her recovery."

Mra. Culpepper knew that the dreaded moment had
amved and that evasion wa< useless. She read it in the
face of the tall young man whose outward appearance
was so careless; but she knew the Gowcrs, and she knew
«U the determination that might lurk behind just such a
smile as Lord Yerington now turned upon her. With
sudden resolution she drew herself erect, her hands dasp.
ing^one another over her speckless pinner.
"My lord," she began, "my husband and my hus-

bands father and his great grandsire have lived beneath
this roof. I well know what I may forfeit if I cross you.
I entreat your lordship, I beseech you» do not persist I
cannot, I cannot send my niece to you."
Her opposition was hardening the spoiled beau, and the

memory of a pair of blue eyes was dancing more allur-
ingly than ever within his mind.

" I'll not devour your niece," he answered lightly. " I
fear Dame Rumour hath been dealing hardly with me
that so casual a request should put you in such a tremor."

You may ruin us, if you will, my lord," Mrs. Cul-
pepper ejaculated.
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" But, my dear, good, kind, worthy Mistreit Culpep-

per," he interrupted, " do be a tennble woman and lend
your niece to me."

"She's not here," cried Mn. Culpepper, her gentle
face taking on a look of resolve.

" Aha," cried Lord Yerington laughingly, **
if I didn't

•ee your niece in that window when I came in, then 111
eat my sword and scabbard."

With gentle force somebody took the hostess of the
Royal Arms by her shoulders, and a face surrounded by
a lace frill above which set a hat of Tuscan straw, ap-
peared behind hers.

** You see, dear, that his lordship hath seen me. Prithee
permit me to enter, therefore, and inquire his lorddiip'i

pleasure."

Mrs. Culpepper made a motion of dissent an'd dismay,
but the giri went laughingly past her and swept Lord
Yerington a deep curtsey, in which there was more of
town than country. He would have been a coxcomb in-

deed had he read much in her manner that induced to his
vanity. Her eyes were bright, her air was gay, but there
was a vague something underlying it he could not under-
stand. Something in her appearance which escaped his

masculine power of analysis, was changed. As she poised
before him upon her red-heeled shoes she did so with an .

ease as different as was that pervading hint of something
in her dress, from what he had known of her before, and
that placed her aloof from that frightened girl of Fleet
Street.

He but marked this change to revel in it He en-
joyed her appearance as much as he did Mrs. Culpepper's
dismay, who was pushed from the room, protesting still,

amid coaxing little whispers.
" And now, my lord," said the girl as she returned and
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•tood before him, " what may be your gndoui lordship's
pleasure?"

Yerington leaned back at his ease in the ingle-nook,
•milmg m miKhievous enjoyment of her evident high
spirits. Now that he again saw her in her heightened
beauty he was congratulating himself that he had come.
He watched her as she stood, her graceful head upon one
side, in an attitude of questioning. He did not im-
mediately reply. With genuine relish and practised ob-
servation he was noting each freshened charm. He had
risen'when she came in, but had reseated himself. It was
not necessary to stand m making his compliments to this
mnkeeper's niece. He accepted her appearance as his pre-
rogative which an hysterical woman's flimsy prejudices
had too long delayed.

"I understood," said the girl at length, "that your
lordship had condescended to inquire about my health.^'

She interrupted the silence becai'% the calm, quizzical
sure of the gentleman upon the -ettle was trying her
beyond endurance. She was no finished woman of the
world who could brazenly ogle in return, or ignore him,
tt she ch* ••. When she spoke, he was once more struck
hy her curiously magnetic voice and its intonations that
lingered in the memory.
"Egad," he was saying to himself, "it was well

worth this journey from town to follow up that little
episode, and to put Huph into a good humour into the
bargain."

He was still too absorb^ in studying her to reply, and
so she herself answered her own query with a spirited
sparkle in her eyes.

"I humbly thank your lordship for your kindly interest.
Indeed, but for much discomposure of mind, I've suffered
nothing. Again, I thank your lordship, and I shall never
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ccHe to be giateful to you. And now, have you no
BHUMb? If not, I bumUy aik Ictve to withdrmr."
"No. chad," he intvireRd, lousing hiniell. - Prithee^

don't wi'thdnw.**

"But if, u it teenf, I cannot lenre you, my lord? " iht
puited interrogativdy.

"But you can lerve me," he amweied with a trace
of haste, dropping hit quissing-glan. " If my memory
does not deceive me, the Royal Arms ofiers good cheer."

She made a meek, little curtsey.

"Your lordship is kind. We have been assured by the
gentry that neither our kitchen nor our cellar is alto-
gether amiss," she answered with a trace of pride. " If
your lordship will but honour me with orders, 111 see
that they are executed straight"

"Oh, Lord," groaned Yerington, rising tardily to his
ieet, " if I must, I must But I prithee, pretty wench,
•erve me thyself."

A laugh damxd in her eyesi

"Lai" she protested, "I am but awkward in such
matters. Had you not best let me send James to
you?"

James me no James," he ejaculated, " and attend me
after your own fashion, for I'm not particular. Now,
what about a boHed fowl? No, egad, not that I had
over many fowls during my journey here. Let us say
rather a cutlet grilled, a mutton pie, a cold duck and a
jelly. Best do well by the house." He took her into his
confidence with a smile. " Mayhap you yourself might
help to put upon it a respectable, mangled appearance of
appetite. Truth to tell, my pretty child, I have break-
fasted."

Lud, sir," she answered, with another curtsey, "and
I could never find courage to join your lordship at table.
La, what a twitter it would put me in."
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•• Tb nothing, U noching.'* he imwcred. " Your

raqr fmgert, 111 be bound, could handle • fork to adnirt-
tion, and give diMinction to a fcait for kings."

She held out the extolled iingen and regarded them
with an appearance of pretty fright.

"Nay, your lordship. Sure, they would be all thumbs.
I prithee, spare me. We are not particular, do } mi but
order with a free heart, whether the viands come forth
unmangled or no."
" Now for the celUu-," he conHnued. " I recaU that

your Burgundy is to be depended on."
"La, your lordship," she answered; " I'd scarce dare

praise it overmuch, being of the house myself as it were,
but it doth seem as if the county squires hereabout got
fair advantage from it—after a time."
He laughed heartily, and going up to where she stood,

chucked her under the chin with hir :ane. She made an
fovoltmtary movement, as if to put I n off, then checked
herself and looked back at him, though with more aloof-
ness m her gaze. He now could see, to his satisfaction,
the rare dark pencflling in her eyes beneath their shadow-
ing lashes. The sight gave him pleasure, and moved
him to a touch of fatherly advice.

"Child, I prithee, serve me thyself. But methinks
youd best leave others to tend these Burgundy-inflated
squires. You are over lair to play Hebe to such as they,
methinks."

"Your lordship flatten me," she said with one of her
too frequent curtseys. " La," and her fingers began plait-
ing a design in her pinner. " I've never attended them
in all my life. But for your lordship's kindness I'd not
be here this morning."

Yerington was moved to disproportionate elation at the
thought

" That was wiser, little maid," he said.
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-«u2 ^^^. •^ ^* ^y •wingiiig hb cut. aod«i|oWng her feminine Imleviiidefc
»"••"*«*•"•

1 <---»Kw, and I work cro«-fdtch, and Fm • vtirfood hand at timplct."
«• * " • vwr

«l
3?"^"'^ **I*^

**•" **"<»^« "««r with a touch

In diem to make men madder than thy beautv w.rr»^And now, bring all I order, «S h^^t ThlTu^

•tttJB cott Of my dmdeawfe-on aU the home of Cul-
pe|>per.

^"*

flutter. No one die shall come, I promiie you."Ounng her brief absence he stood looking out over the«d ge«n.u«s and between the thin white 'curtli^iin

not Aetch^ng out any plan of action. Why should he?

J^ '*J^ ;
Pl«»«nK -equel to a wdl.«membe«d

iCSJ^'bT?- 5«?''^,^«I«<ihe£;i'cor
JThejttode bade fair to divert these enforced idle weeb
ElIW ""^i'y

'"'^^ -S^^Wy. He foresaw that Hu|A
Elliot would have many a ride alone. He had no dV

^irs?vt..-"'T^"' '^'^y o^ their ki„r h"was just Idly floatmg along, enjoying the moments as theyW Jr:^ 1?"' ^ ~"/.^ ""* ^"'^ the unprecedentedfo«e this girl s personality was to exercise over him.When a n»n keep, aW hand at the helm he can^

^Zu far a sudden, chance crosscurrent Z
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Tin 4BNALTY OF TRDmrULNBM

T» iWriigB bMM7 BMiUnd bmdt tbt kawl
TJ« |ww« nriiilMil no ttrtngth canWt til Im • pnttjr girl imdtr iIm n

£ln/!fll!^jr'* ^.V"^' '^"•^Wng mnewhiit

I i V *>««*«>» ^ith her chceb fluihed.
£«rd Yerington ipnng tt once to iHitt her.

«• S»!^A !!*• ^^\ "«o «^«y- It It not Mag.
nviord. And in iiMtomt liter she WM ietthig the triJe.
There it the tablecloth bleMhed on Qxholme turf.Hm you anyuung to equal that in London? "

Nothing, I piotett," he antwered, but hb eyct wett
upon her.

She taw the innuendo, but pretended not to heed It
Theret your mutton pie." the went on. "We are

Sn. Tr"°"/r Th««'» your cutlet, fieth
worn the gnll. I vow, I forgot your duck."

ter ^uSit"*l["
"*'^*^^ Yerington. " 111 tleep the bet-

"There it your jelly, and there your Burgundy."
She ttood oflF with her head on one tide, her arnit

akimbo, contemplatmg her accomplithment with pride.

^Iv ''?"''* ^'°"«*** ^"* °"« ^"e «nd fork," pro-
tetted Yenngton.
"Oh, lud, your lordship, I prithee tpare me. I riiould

be ,n wch a ttate, and I could attend better to your
wantt upon my feet"

" If you will," he aniwered, assenting because he really
lis
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liked to see her movini; about, and he began a repast
which consisted almost wholly of the much-patronised
Burgundy.

She stood watching him.

^^
"It was a strange chance, my lord," the said at last,
that made you my rescuer."

"Most chances are strange," he answered. "Fm
thinking it was a strange chance that made you the
niece of Mistress Culpepper."

She darted a quick little glanc?.
" She's not really my aunt, you know. She's my fos-

ter-mother."

,. "^f^^y" ^« «Pl»«d with interest, " and where do you
liver"

She gave her arm a vague, encompassing wave.

I

Over there, my lord."
" In a neighbouring village? "

I'

Yes—near a neighbouring village."
"And your father,—what is his occupation?" asked

Yenngton, after he had drunk ofiE a deep draught of the
Burgundy.

" He was a soldier, my lord."

!!
And died in his country's service, I dare venture? "
How did you know he was dead?" she asked,

startled.

"I but inferred it," he answered. He leaned luxuri-
ously forward over the table and studied her. She was
maddeningly pretty.

"Prithee," he said condescendingly, " sit here beside
me.

She hesitated so obviously that he was moved to
protest.

"-i^iT^^u"'^.
^ ^^^ ^^ Mistress Culpepper." he said.

1 his chair is at your service, and I command you."
She came and seated herself near him, crossing her feet

liii



THE PENALTY OP TRUTHFULNESS 117

and hands primly, and glandng at him occasionally out
of the tell of her eye. Something in her attitude di-
verted hun greatly.

»2^A'A ^ *"1.^* «n ««' of «muscd speculatiof

.

what did you thmk when you discovered who »

was?
The prim severity of her attitude relaxed to greater

unconsaouraess at this question, and a new expression
•tole into her face that mystified him. There was in
It a minglmg of greater seriousness, and a deeper intcUi-
gence. Whai she replied, however, her words were non-
committal, though suggestive.

"I but thought," she answered slowly, " is that the
Earl of Yenngton? I never dreamed he looked so."

1-ord Yenngton leaned a little nearer to her, his curi-
osity piqued. She was drawing him on by an indefinable
claim her loveliness made upon him. He had known
many women, beautiful and witty, and yet this girl pos-
•cssed a peculiar charm for him.

She felt his increased nearness with a certain sense of
discomfort, but she determined upon a bold course, and
she persisted m it. Had she been more worldly-wise, it
IS probable she would have been more prudent.

How thought you I looked?" he questioned.
Her provoking profile was alluring him dangerously,

and he had drunk deeply of the Burgundy. What is
more, he had a loose hand upon the helm of his inten-
tions and the cross-current of a sudden impulse was
awaitmg hun. She leaned slightly forward, speaking serf-
ously as she answered

:

"I thought," she said, gravely, "that you would look
like Squire Chateris."

Yerington yioided himself to unexpected mirth. The
vision of his hunting neighbour came to him,-of his
befuddled gaze and empurpled visage.

%
,*
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"Like Squire Charteris," he echoed, "with his face

like roast beef and his rattling armament of oaths? Hast
ever seen hmi, child, the morning after a himt? "

She nodded her head.

"But why like Squire Chartcris?" he persisted.
For an instant she hesitated. The piquante charm of

her manner was merged beneath a serious intention, but
the hold she exercised over Yerington was none the less
potent because of that.

" I thought you would be like Squire Charteris," she
said, picking her words carefully, and he could not guess
that her heart was beating madly at her own boldness,
because Squire Charttris drinks, and Squire Charteris

gambles, and throws away the money his honest tenants
pay him, m wanton living."

She had struck clear and gone deep, but the conse-
quences she had not reckoned on. Lord Yerington had
been resisting her fascination with rare self-control. Her
words brushed this aside. The flame of his anger sprang
up and with it his ruthlessness. He was a man of his
own age and she but of humble birth after all. Her
words sent the slight restraints he had established against
his own inclinations hurling down-stream. In an in-
stant he had sprung to his feet, his eyes dancing dan-
gerously. He placed a hand on each of her shoulders and
looked down into her frightened, upturned face.

Be careful, my girl," he warned, " be careful. You
deal somewhat over generously with that commodity of
frankness. Keep the truth for your enemies."
As he looked at her shrinking from him her attraction

took a more irresistible hold on him.

u'm ^^^^"' ^ I' and drunkard and a rake? Well,
they 11 go all three of them into the kiss I'm going to
give you." * *

He took her in his arms, in which she struggled madly,

iiiiti
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ki^^^l^^ ~ '"*?i?
'^' "P"*^y «^ *"' terror that

now ht '
"°^.**

? " '^ "*«=y' »>« i* did not. for

i^n^hul^ *"
Y^*"* .^*' "P**" ^^^ ^^^^ She brokefrom hun and stood panting. He looked at her, the d^il

^««/". ^' """^u
"' ^« P'^"»d for ail oJtbum

t ^^'n\Tl' ^"'n ^°' ^''^ P*~^ 0^ "version

LXd tH T H" t r^ °"* »»'' handkerchief

k blS Sh.
"^'7)?!'^' ^^^ ^^d her, almost until

L^t\ """^ ^' '"** "P ^y ^^' indignation and,desprte her recent experience, utterly unafriSd.
Uh, that you could be such a coward, a coward! A

brave man with men. but with a woma^laTwardl"
.nJ K Tt '^'^^^^y quickened as he watched her

Sl^fvatrw""
'"^'^"^' '"' ^^'^^^ --*-« «^n to

lightly Such luxuries carry their punishments."

^•11 nir ». u^J "P°" ^^ ^»^ «n exclamation,
anll^ rubbmg her cheeks. He watched her. utterly in,:

Suddenly she began to sob softly to herself.

I stai her?'.o '"'u'
>^"'7 ""*** *'* debt which

^M A u^f? ?
*'"'^'"- "°^ <^an I endure it?"

paidfo'r til!"'''
'"'^ ^''" '^ ^^^"^- " '^«^

gi^n qu?el
'" ""' ^" '^^ ^"^^'"«' »^"* ^' ""-

Su^ ^°u"
'^^ "^^^^ "^"•^ I »>«^n your equal you

^^H?,r,5T ?'"''** "^ «^^^' ^^»« fashion."
""

mia}?u ' H ""^^«^«d. " but I would, though Imight have gone about it in a rather different way"

MiLtl ""5 V^
°"'*" '*^" ^id. " because it would bringMichael, and he was set against my coming here."

m
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" And 80 they warned you against me? " said Yering-

ton, seating himself nonchalantly on the side of the table,

his eyes still sparkling as he looked at hrr.

Her sincere dignity was appealing to the best of him»
and he was fighting it back with the worst of him. As
she watched him her courage failed her. She made a
sudden dart towards the door. Yerington reached it

before her, and stood barring her passage. She looked
up and she could not but recognise how handsome he
was. She sank her spirit to appeal.

" I entreat you, my lord, let me pass."
" Egad, not I," he answered.

She wrung her handik

"But how have I injured you that you should treat

me in thn fashion?"
" Injured me? " he repeated, leaning forward. " Who

is to reckon the injury that two such eyes as those may
do? Who is to calculate the harm that two such red
lips as those may work? Faith, I am in sad case, and
methinks you owe me something for the damage you
have wrought."

"I could not have dreamed of such cowardice—and
then to mock me. Will you let me pass?

"

" Not unless you promise to see me again," said he
promptly.

" See you again? Never!" she ejaculated.

"Then," returned Lord Yerington coolly, placing his

back against the door, "it is my glad yet painful duty
to continue for a while longer, your gaoler."

" Why do you use me so? ' she demanded.
Because, damme," he returned, "you attract me

most unaccountably, and I am in no mind to lose sight

of you. Your rustic beauty hath a charm that the city

belles have lost. Stab me, but I'd quite forgot that
such fresh beauties were still abloom, and methinks any-
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where thty are rare. I'd almost come to believe tha«were no flowers save tho» lw»..«^ k u j

"
I«dv'. .».« T-i! '

°**""° **y nbands, upon a

"ih??\^' ~«nt"T begin, to lure me vitlyTAh I she exclaimed distressfuUy, "and I da« B«tc»ll because of Michael." ^* "*'

•tfr.^'!ll!f^ ", • ^^^^^^ °' «»«aed imiocencel Eeadtw a pretty role. I envy Michael."
*^^'

of M^c""l.'''"""«
^ '^ • ^«--« -se of Jealousy

He looked down at her and his face was ffrowin<r«nous as he studied hers. His absen^oMesS^'^'S
embarrassmg hm,. One thing only he knew deSr.^he d,d not mtend this glimpse to be his last of her Atlenph he answered deliberately:

"^ « ^cr- At

th-fl^"^^
let you go upon one condition. That stiU isthat you promise that I shall see you again."

She studied him in her turn. EvidenUy with herpledges were not liVhtlv mVen H.* «...
*

»f»..kuj J L *""' given. Her pure eyes were un-troubled and she was deep in thought.

.nJ ™i.i "^^'^^ « length, « I will see you again

Sy TJ? fv'^r-
''' r^"^^ y- " you'JreZ'

to!^H
* °^?"«"^^on8e£hc hesitated, for he was loath

"You have your freedom, madam."

h.ul ^l- * ^'"1*^ """^'^ ^'y '^^^l went past him,

v^-shed
°" ^'' "" '^^^ P^^ ^°^" ^^ ^^

He shut the door and leaned back against it.

uxacrs recklessly. There are some disadvantages

it'

I
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in just waiting for life'i chances. One would like

aometimes to have a giieis at the road."

A moment longer he stood in reflection.

" Damme/' he said aloud, " I thou^t such eyes were

out of date."

fhil



CHAPTER XV

MI8TRE88 MARJORIE

The tidal wave of deeper eoult
Unto our inmoM being rolle

And lift! us unaware. -^

—LONOntLOW.

Thb game laws were not so stringent at that time m
they are at present. Every morning Captain Elliot took
his fowlmg-piece under his arm and started off for a
days shoot with a gamekeeper, old Galbraith. a coun-
tryman of his own. He enjoyed the sport heartily and
came back m the evening in high spirits, to smoke many
pipes over the punch before he retired to h d. Yerington
seldom accompanied him, but he made no complaint. The
latter gentleman was much occupied at the time in
gamenng a harvest of disappointments. Self-analysis
was a habit m which he did not indulge. Therefore, he
deliberately refused to name to himself the reason of his
persistent haunting of the Royal Arms at Oxholme, nor
the secret of his varying moods, which alternated between
a sort of bravoish hilarity and something akin to glum-
ness. He was not accustomed to glumness, nor to dis-
appointtnent, and his own sensations were a puzzle to
him. It was obviously absurd to trace any pursuing con-
sciousness of discontent in himself, the spoUed dandy of
the London boudoirs, to his failure to catch another
glimpse of the heroine of Fleet Street.

It may be that this consideration exaggerated' the airy
mditterence of his manner when he came across her un-
expectedly one morning, turning a sharp comer by a
swcetbriar hedge. The dew was still upon the grass,

W3
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and It was not Lord Ycrington'f habit to go forth whoi
the dew wat on the gran. But within the last few days
he had somehow acquired it

The girl was carrying a basket upon her arm, and
when she saw him she made an involuntary movemnt of
timidity. The next instant she conquered this impulse,
and looked at him with a calm little greeting smile.

"Good morrow, Auroral" said Lord Yerington,
sweeping off his hat " You look purely this morning."

" If you please, my lord," she answered, " my name is

Mistress Marjorie."

He kept his hat beneath his arm m he sauntered along
beside her. If he felt^any discomfort at the recollection

of their last meeting, it only served to put into his man-
ner an added shade of frivolous jauntiness. He could
perceive that she shrank as she walked close against the
hedge, in an instinctive desire to avoid him, that she was
too proud to betray openly, and occasionally a straying

branch of the wild briar, moist with dew, struck across

her cheek, or tangled in her curls. There was lurking
mischief in his eye as he observed this.

"Mistress Marjorie," he repeated; "I protest *tis a
pretty name. It likes me well. But still are you Aurora,
for where you are is it not always morning? "

There was a little twitch in her mouth. For an in-

stant it crossed his mind that his elaborate manner, and
his fine compliment were amusing her. He took refuge
from that thought in the practical.

" Prithee, pretty Mistress Marjorie, what do you carry
in your basket?"

She regarded him with sudden gravity.

"Nothing that would in the least interest you, Lord
Yerington."

This reply annoyed him. She was beginning to have
the power to annoy him, and he was not easily ruffled.
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lOSTBESS MARJORIE iM

k.".^**^ *~* *• *" " **" »««« ~?"

b/I^T'"'" ""^ fTT^ *•* • ««»'• Vlrited cock

the iludow-Mde of Ufe nor with its cotiamXaTZjfe~«h my h|»ta i, fiUrt with coam«,^U^^tfOtt unworthy of jrour lonUiip't notice."Ha lienMence urged him further,

he rtJi""
"*"*•"»«*'«• «««»t. to me. Omi

"Not at ill," ihe replied, with an eximereted «ir ol»*««««., that « him „rf hi. curioSJ^^"^'

J^o^ J^?. ^7~" » • tommonplac. tenant ofywrown. md h» wife a thin, yellow-faced, red-haired

;;™»»^ who could po^ „, Jigfc,« i„„^ ^^

"J-it'ed"!!^,^.'
'•" ""^ "^"^ ^ •>^y *» *•

" Flannd and liniment for H.«er N«»t«„'. ,heum»tm. You may naM Heeter Newton, my lori."She

1 1"T '^T"'" " "^"** '"•nay- " Of courM

HotnaSSt'S^^ ""'"'- -'»-'»^
junta rheumatism crippled her," the nid, "and now

M^Tftr^urTrSii^^ -^ -•-O -« "» •««'.-

I
li
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For John WlbonI " he exclaimed, hoiMMly shocked.
"Would you tell me that John Wilioo and hit lamUy
le actually in need of food?

"

She walked along lerenely. Her profile was at dear
cut at a cameo against the dark of the hedge.
"He's not old enough for the almshouse,** she an-

aarered; "and the children are to be considered. What
would they do?"

" But I can*t understand,'* he exclaimed. '* For years
John Wilson has had Meadow Farm. Tis a very fair

piece of land, the cottage is good. Now, why this talk
of food?**

*' I suppose it it natural, your lordship,** she answered,
" that it would never occur to you that in any comer of
the world there might be a lack of it."

"I prithee, credit me with some imagination," he
retorted, a furrow appearing in his bro*v, as widi his

riding-whip he vidously snicked off the head of a da^.
"Ah, then," she answered, "your lordship's imagina-

tion, like a well-trained steed, chooses but to amble in
agreeable pastures. It may not have occurred to jrour

lordship, that three bad harvest years in succession, and
the high rent he must pay for his farm, if he would not
lose it altogether, and so leave his children without a
roof to shelter them, and himself a means of livelihood
if affairs turned better, might reduce John Wilson
to something near starvation. One thing he knows,
and that is that he can expect no reduction on hit
rent.

"By heavens!" exclaimed Yerington, in an outburst
of feeling. "Why have I not been told of this? I am
not a Shylock!"

He was so disturbed that he quickened his pace, and
strode on for some yards without heeding her.

"Why, it is abominable! " be cried. " Shameful! I



MISTRESS BIARJORIE ifr

A i^ .fc~ He broke oft abruptly.

hkdJ^l^^i'^^^'^' A gl.d «nile ffern.

JW abwt her lipe .nd in her eyet, which grew wondeiw

to her comptnion when she ipoke again.

i«?^t"":in::;.
'•^ "• ^"^ --<> ^'<^

" I protett you employ great freedom of tongue," he•ai^^My people hate me? How know you that they

her'S'rord b«fdV"''^^^ " "^ """•'' ^"^ "^ "^^^

«f '«v ni,"^';
?"*. "^ *^"'' "y ^^'^' '°' ^^'^y « not

L ^ "^

u*
**"^ *" "*"*" *»^ «^*»«"^ »n«hinkt 'twaaM poor a thing to narrow one'i ministration, by geog-

^u^ Tr.Tl"^^'^^ ^^ '^ ''^' These peopHf

^H^t ^**?'
S"'

I
«»f« «« oflbet an absent and

indifierent lord of the manor."
The word, were a challenge, though her air was sweet•nd unaggressive. They displayed an insight beyond her

ySlSflT f
1^'* * contradiction, in their earnestness, to her

^
"But how comtt this about?" protested Yerington.
1 Have never wished my people to be pressed. Therewa. no need.

with a touch of wistfulness, " for rumours of your lord-^P» deep play and-and " .he hesiuted, "your
extravagances often reach Oxholme Village. PerchanceFwr lordship may recall your steward, Mr. Walter's
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A iidi of illtiiiiiMdoii ottM to him.
"Tow Qcoritr he tudafaiitd* "I do. A brute» Hthm mr WM om; Hoir could I hm » fbiiotl"
He Wit genuinely diMiciied. The num had been

monnended to him hjr Mamur, and he had thought-My accepted him, without further condderation.
• You can icarce expect luch an one," the girl laid

•oWy, to make the lim of your people eaiier."
She toon after terminated the interview, with a re»-

*g;^ ^} Viqwd Lord Yerington into an aftctedly in-
dimrent fareweU.

Hii walk back to tha Cattle was troubled and fuU of
reflection. He wai wounded in hit heart, in hit pride,
in hit tente of loyalty to thote dependent upon hit con-
•idenition.

»^^,*.,"f** ™>™^B he had a ttormy interview with
Mr. Waltert, at the end of which the ttewardthip of
the Oxholme ettate wat vacant
That evening he consulted Elliot, with a terioutneta

that delighted that gentleman, -nd took hit advice at to
a tuccettor, with retultt ttr^ Mon etublithed a new
condition of afiburt among hit tenantt.

Captain Elliot, poor blind man, who had been devoutly
pnymg for a good woman't influence in Lord Yerington't
lif^took the change to himtelf, and went about for dayt.
pufcd up by an entirely groundlett telf-complacency.
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MAITBR CVnO
Oa^jr lovt makm lirt.
ua, w^ WM woBMo aud« n falrf—'• J. BJutir.^ toJ'SS r»«io«..a«nn, A. «« fc^ d^
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discovered, to his profound surprise, that his Latin verses

k aT"
'*"'^** carelessly aside—friendship, Oesar, and

the Alps being alike forgotten, and that an eager pen was
rhyming with enthusiasm down pages in which the name
of Marjorie appeared and reappeared.

" u^T ^^'^ ."^* "**
" ^ «cl""«* «Io«d in chagrin.

Here I am, like a fool, stringing rapturous adjectives in
praise of a saucy little baggage who laughed at me dis-
tinctly last time I met her, ' with a fling of soft laughter
to tangle my heart,' 'A mesh of gold sun-flecks in her
danang curls.' Dancing curls! What an expression!
It sounds like a wire-haired doU at a fair. Harry, you
need exercise."

,

He took this exercise, riding far and hard, and return-
ing much funbumt, with a sharpened appetite for his
dinner.

Stage three: He divided his time between the Royal
Arms and the Saxon mill upon the Severn. Marjorie
kept out of sight until an incident forced her hand. Lord
Yenngton was lounging along the shining stretches of
ttie nver upon his left, with his favourite boar hound,
Thor, at his heels. Thor was a large-natured dog
generally, but if provoked too far he was liable to
violent, a rapidly passing, outbursts of temper. A self-
confident spaniel had been biting at his heels for some
moments and had been ignored in kingly fashion. He
imposed too far upon Thor's paricnce, who turned sud-
denly and snapped at the pertinacious animal. The
little creature gave a howl of pain, and one of its legs
hung broken and useless. The next moment it had fallen
from the bank, and was whiriing, rendered helpless by
Its maimed leg, toward the weir.
Without hesitation. Lord Yerington plunged in after

It He was soon breast-high in the glassy tide and keep-
mg his feet with difficulty. He grasped the yelping litUo
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•nimil M It eddied round on the lip of the foaming spill.
«i» rescue had been spontaneous, and he had had no
thought beyond the impulse to succour the dog. But,
when he reached the bank and discovered Marjorie there,
wnnging her hands at the plight of her pet, his eyes
lighted up. He felt a certain elation that it was in her
cause that he had played good Samaritan.

Together they took it to the mill and laid it tenderly
upon a pile of sacks. They put splints upon the injured
leg, utUising their combined knowledge in such matters.
When Marjorie had entered, she had said a few words

to tbe miller aside, who in turn whispered them to his
apprentices, and Lord Yerington and she were left to
themselves. In their ministrations, their hands touched
more than once. Of this Marjorie was unconsdous, as,
with her face tenderly absorbed, she bent over her pet,Wot so. Lord Yenngton.

.„y^? °T V ' ** ""*^ ^"5^' «*««« ^0"'- Marjorie
and Lord Yenngton met often at the mill There,
where the wheel roared, the waters rushed and the
powdery motes dusked the air, their acquaintance pro-
gressed rapidly. The dog required much nursing. Over

SL *^^^v?~?' ^^^^ Verington's education continued.He saw Marjone m many phases. He caught glimpses
of rare inteUigence and insight, linked to childish irrel-
evancies that filled him with delight. He saw her «-
freshing enthusiasms, her ardent belief in good, her pen-
sive flights of poetic feeling; and her dandng, impish

^r^J^'^ r, ""«?~*«^n«ses kept him continually
amused and pleasantly apprehensive of where he should

short, this spoiled beau of White's was being put severely
through his paces by a girl whose only knowledge of the
tactics for his training came to her direct from mother

i

I 5
I
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^3 "^ J?|"«
«<Jn»>«Wy, when Lord Yerington one

morning stubbed his toes unexpectedly on stage five.
He called at the mUI and Coco, the dog, had vanished.A. he stood gazing at the deserted pHe of sacks, upon

Which he had grown accustomed to see Coco, he felt
tomethmg akm to consternation.
The mUler appeared and touched his fbrelocL

v^i
"*'^«^h»l« Mistress Marjorie, has took the

httle creature home She said he was doing monstrous^ li '
•"** *•* ''^ «^« ~"^^ ««n<l h«n herself."

Ihe cold ungraciousness of this dismissal, unbroken by
liny, save the most terse and perfunctoiy message to him.
Jtung Y«mngton. As he stood nonplussed, he thought
he saw the miller grin. This recalled him.

^i course, of course," he answered, with a touch of
ddibenite condescension, to put the fellow in his place;
he hath mended most marvcUously. Methinks for

surgery, I outrival the village barber."
He turned and sauntered from the mill into the sun-

shine. He passed over the bridge spanning the weir, and
at length paused beneath the wiUows on the other bank.More than once, as he went, he said absently aloud:

Yes, twas natural, sure 'twas natural."
Then he stopped with a smothered oath. Here he was

!lwf "li?^^-/*" £^^2 ^°' ^^^ "^^^ he had left upoa
the other side. He had grown acutely consdous of a
suppressed amusement amongst the men at the mill, which

^^iJ"^ • ^l ^"^ '."'^^ unsuccessfully to eliminate
tfcem and their obvious mterest in his a£Fairs from his

rZTr U^'^r
^-^ r^ to a pretty pass, whenhe found himself posing and still muttering like, what

flkigh^would term, an "innocent," for a it of flou^

" I protest," he thought, " what a figure I go."
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•town th. «,^*^' '"^« *" «"« «*«y «<« 4»ce

Ko back to town."
wgctiier. To-morrow, you

«.^.s^! «V.ti'S;r" *•
''r ""^^^ '•

«ow« here «r^" V™- I*".
'»"^' «'«''»» «

»««t.t«l,™,^*iS^„f'^
««l«d Ae bridge, L

Lonl Yeril^. li ^''" '"'''"« PWt below.

•* the dijht .teZ p« SL„"hT::r'''
™"?^»"

withdrawing her doe f™, hS „ . ^" '~"""«' "
"ur.^ .f » expfzfr S^e'sr-rct"' •!:?

^•^TitS^^rir*^' "*"-"»
you ^e^^er'' "

*•' """ ^ •"»•«' "•« • fright

thJfhu*".:: *^jra'^;"^"'''j i" •" - ""' «- ^wW been c<»S of wfti V "»'~?'" <«»«»* he

with dissatisfaction on^ ?j iJ^*.
"* regarded her

wth hi, usulaXwtr^oX;^: """"^

a J

i 'I

hi
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" Why did you take Coco home? " he asked.
" My lord," she answered^ " he was doing well, and

incthought that there I could attend him better."
" Mayhap," he retorted, " but 'twas scarce courtesy to

remove him without a syllable to your fellow-surgeon."
He rMd hypocrisy in every line of her penitent face.

"I did not know your lordship woidd deign to be
troubled about him," she replied meekly.

I*
Troubled about him," he echoed, "what have I been

doing if I've not been troubling about him for this week
past?"

She looked up at him' beseechingly.
*' True, my lord, you have been most kind. I humbly

b^ your lordship's pardon, but I did not presume to

He was standing, and he now bent forward and looked
into her face.

"You little witch," he said, a light in his eyes that
frightened her, for she had not seen it there since the
morning she had met him in the panelled room at the
Royal Arms; "you are roasting me, and I know it
well."

She edged a little further away from him.
" Nay, my lord, it is not so. For who knows better

than I that 'twas your kindness to Coco brought you often
to the mill."

He was angry with himself, straining at the bonds he
was beginning to recognise and would not name, con-
sdous of the untenable position into which he had
stumbled. This girl was pure, was unassailable. He
had begun to treasure the thought of that painty, and
to exalt it. Here he was with this daughter of Eve, as
enticing as the most accomplished town coquette, winning
him by a thousand charms and holding him by her unap-
proachability. The position could not Isst. He would
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2l 'L ^•'^d.be Kl«d to end it He hid distinctly

to town. w2r^„^K„ ?* '^^'"^^ '"^ **• "« ^woff
of Sr^rr^T 7i ?~'<*»<y it was that he, the Earl

JjTf ^^"^^ ^ "•^»*"« concessions to this br!e

3^«r"Y^
«t her .«ae. and dashed atler dt

MMJorie began to ipeak.

"oJZl,^^ come to My jood-bye."
^Good-bye? "he echoed.

fcr .^.s.::t'?J'"^
» «^«>^'«^

" I «»?w .f it

S^ shook her head sadly.

Mi.^tee'r::^;.'^
After ..aay you wai^e

iJ^'' ^' ^'^' °^'''" "« «n**«n:d firmly "I „;..

•'I

f
III

^1'
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.1.

" What are finalities? " the asked, lifting her eyes with
a great appearance of innocence.

"Finalities," he answered, watching her narrowly,
" are death and matrimony."

" La, my lord, I hope I shall not die yet, and as for
mii»<^'mony, nobody would want me."

" Mistress Marjorie," he responded sternly, " above all

other qualities in you I have ever admired your simple,

direct honesty. At this moment you are acting, pardon
my frankness, like a deceitful little kitten. You know
well, worse luck, that many men will want you."

" Oh, my lord," she murmured.
He was in a towering ill-humour.
" Do you think that I, a man like me, would go about

wasting his time, nursing the dog of a woman that no
man would want?"

" You've been very kind to Coco," she said softly, still

plaiting her apron.

She was digging a hole in the loose, brown earth with
the toe of her little shoe.

A mood of bitter frankness was upon him.
" Mistress Marjorie, I've not been kind to Coco. I've

been kind to myself, and you know it." He drew a step
nearer to her. " And I ask you, after what happened at
the inn, are you not afraid to be here alone with a rake
like me?"
Her manner changed. Her little hypocrisies vanidied.

She turned and looked at him, .uth the sweet direct
dignity he had grown to req)ect.

" No, my lord," she answered. " I know you better

than you know yourself. I knew you'd only have to
understand to have reawakened in you some of the faith

that the town had smothered, and neither I nor any girl

need fear you."

His face grew grave and soft
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"
S",.'*? " • *"*" ''«•« woiMn," he Mid.

i„, ^.. ^ "»"««<'. "« «J" "Iwht. "onl, , belie,.

w«en whirluig tomd d» wdr. Tho, «,i„ he tJLd
"And wh« of ,h«e fodi* w.,d. y,„ d,opp«l ri«„e

Mi.i^Mi!:~™ venr ««« friend, „„ „d I.

He had said to Lady Catollnp ** A ».— */
Hon cannot be a ir'ZF^f.li,yiT.t7^^

onei Mismag Marjone was but a little country wench

Srt !n^' f "T^ ^""°"«^y unprotected JenTf;£nrt^ in her humble podtion. This case was not aJ

ne^' LTl!f ^- ^'*"'" ^^ ^""^ °" indulgently, " . jour-ney to London is a most momentous thing."

r if*"> ";y 1<"<J." »he answered, a shadow faUinir«c«w her face that arrested him.
"««o^ »*"«ng

t^o^r^Ajr' ^ -nder what you^t^^-J

;; The grand tour?" she echoed uncomprehendingly.

«nce. fans, Turin, Florence, Rome, Vemce M«rhap a stay at the Golden Horn."
^"^'

' Oh, I couldn't dream of such a journey."

t'JF

ii
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" Nay, I venture thtt you ctnnot So you tdl me
tood-bye in such tolemn fithion, when 111 be tworn you
•re Bouig but a thort potting journey hence.**

" You'll never lee Miftreti Marjorie again/' the laid

with « growing touch of obstinacy.

He became more penittent, more bent upon hit point

i ihe evaded him.
" My dear little maid," he said, " do you tell youndl

that you can vanish like the Princen in the fairy tale?

Now try and think. We live in a vast world, which
the map lays down to us in little lines and spots of colour.

These, please you, consider to be empires, kingdoms, and
prindpalities. This England of ours, great though it be
in iiistory, and growing in influence, these fusty old

geographies still with brutal frankness would reveal as

little spot upon the coast of Europe. Do you think,

you solemn-eyed demoiselle, that I could not find you on
this little island?*'

She faced him, and her eyes were sparkling.

''Do you infer, my lord, that it is your pleasure to

pernst in this acquaintance whether I would or no?"
** Very neatly spoke, dear child. That is the case to a

syUable."

" And what if it be not my will? " she queri^ with
spirit.

"Your will," he answered, looking fairly back at her,

his face determined; "are you going to tdl me that

you'll avoid me?"
" I will avoid you," she said, tossing up her head.
** Then, let me tell you," he answered, " my very beau-

tiful, very wilful and wholly bewitching young woman,
that I am a man of my word, and I am in the habit of
having my own way. And if you try to hide from mc,
I shall srarch England for you with a drag-net."

" Used to having your own way," she flashed at him.
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Uf^Z Y^.w^ "^ """** **' your own wv, «Hl thut't

"~f
*«t i» the natter with you."

/.-«•»«•

|j-.r!li'k'l « J~ li«a luul employment for yo«r

^^ jwi Koow uw penalty for oveimudi tiuthful-

"Thjt, hr your thfettit » die exchimeii.

the hriir^
•^* "*! luicbUver. end wm hdf «o«

faL S!^ •«r"nB the weir before he could^
*en checkd huMelf •, the miller -untered^t^ tfS"nAmt He «ood wMching her pink dtei SSl^v«»h«l ri»ut . turn of the ,o«J d»t woundTtte

iJ^J^'^y^. o* • nan of hi, portion being b«!ted

^ftf ^l" !»'»«<• «nd frowned.
Dmime." he thought, "he« i, , p,«» .^ .,thmgi But what eyesI"

' "

bofSTM^'h:;*^? "" *'"»'™" "^^ • P-.

,
" But devil take me. ifm be beaten h-ke this " k-

ej«uh««I, a. if arguing with that inward v*r^ ""

lo^drayTdf ^'- • --"^ "^ betw.™

,/" f^*^ '«'• l« «>uM not pemiade himwlf th.»Marjone indeed had vaniAed. At theZ of tSt tto.he re,u«ted an interview with Mrs. CuIpeBoeV H.Snever thought that Arinking womTS o" Ml^

,^
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dcttrraimition. But then he hud never been obliged to
leckon befbie with the implMable obMhuKy Ittent in
nanjr femle character!. At the end of the interview he
had a disturbing comdoumat that he had appeared
nifled; that hit pdiihed numnen had been open to
critidim. That thought in itielf had power to irritate

him, and he had gained nothing. He knew when he
turned hit back upon Mn. Culpepper and the Royal
Anns, that from that lource at least he would gain no
knowledge of Marjorie. He caught a glimpse of
Michael as he went down the stain, and it seemed to
him that that young man's face wore an expression of
triumph. But then, he bid himself, he was becoming
suspidout. He was continually seeing this expression or
that expression in the countenances of people whose very
existence he had hitherto only acknowledged because his
code included courtesy to his sodai inferiors, and to have
violated that, was as opposed to his ideals as to have
ignored a debt of honour. Of course, all this added sus-
ceptibility to other personalities came about when he ad-
mitted an affinity outside his own sodal environment
This reflection sent him up the road to Oxholme Castle in
a state of superb philosophy, heartily glad he had left the
whole afiair behind him, including the calf-eyed Mrs.
Culpepper and the Royal Arms.
That night was sleepless and disturbed. The next day

was restless. He found, to his surprise, that he had
given the faithful Thor a brutal kick in return for a
thoroughly warranuble demonstration of afiecrion. The
night following he again scarcely closed his eyes. He
spent most of it pacing his room and calling himself a foot
lUp to a certain point a man obtains infinite comfort from
calling himself a fool, but after an interval, it ceases to
solace, especially if the conditions which led to that ob-
aervation are not alleviated.
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Ht even lent hiimelf to the lownett of catecbking the
mfllen. He could gun no infonnation. He wii un-
•We to put down the quality of tooie of their replies

J^tdy to crMi ttupidity, and was inclined to suspect
them at tunes, of cunning. But then he had grown
absurdly suspidoun

He returned and threw himself heavOy into a chair in

^^H*?, ^^ **^ Oxhohne Castle. His boots wereMud^, his costume less carefuUy arranged than usual,nd his whole attitude filled with a profound despond-
ency.

Hugh EUiot was already there enjoying his chuich-
wsrden and a volume of Virgfl. That poet added Havour
to his country surroundings, and he had often indulged
In the perusal of this book during his stay. He looked
up from hit reading to see Verington, his head bent forwWMd on his chest, plunged in gloomy introspection.

" What aib thee, lad? "he asked.
I ve jmt recalled," said Yerington, speaking from

tne midst of a reverie, " that one of my ancestresses was
the daughter of a bowman during the time of Heniy the
Secmid*

" Epd, man," laughed EUiot, - why go about with a
face l&e that over it at this age? The blot has been
washed away by generations of the bluest blood tn
Engumd."

«lii7?'°^^".t***?;f'
Yerington, with a touch of choler.

I'What is blue blood? Half the time 'tis blue putlSl
tty,

"WTiewI" whistled Captain Elliot, "this from you.
Harry? Iveever maintained that ancestry puts spirit
in a man, and so have you."

" Not I," expostulated Yerington. " As for you. you
raw-boned, hide-bound Scot, with your granite-sown
acres, and your crumbling little towered castle, and your
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J»«^^WnWi||s whtt CM yw boMt of. Mvt •! ihttp.

Jrtt^a^ nobody had mote »cMon lu»g«| thw

. I^^y^Slij?^ ''*'^» WHl thei. w« in Wi iy«
•fJi^T***^'*^ • ****** ''«^ •^ wthuAwL

^j V^ ^/ '**^'* •' **• •ncwewii of mine.** be•M. "printed by « Dutduwm. You know thdrila-y

W% l':;^'^!"!'!!^'
-Incere «tention to each fettuf^

enSrSJ"i?*
?** u"^'^''^

He «noW with euch

Sdt^WuetS:'"""^ ^ - - rin«t

jl«ve yoa nothing to ley ? " «ked Yeringtoo. after •

" Nothing," antweied EUiot

aZ ad-fonita. comer of the world, nd then«^ » dour »Hi ipeechle- » «» rf'^^
He iwung hiniidf ttooi the room in « temner to rm

for hnn, th« Ceptti, EUiot looW .ft., iTffiK!
•""•te ipecuUtion.

^^

toftinuelf, or He h«th been much by hinueU «d^noudy cynto,, wid, fci.^ .„d«^. I A-^k.^»«or of h» wordi H.th he got mixed up with «>mevaii«e wench who i, !,««,« bin on by . poit of »i^
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Cipuin ElJIot cotUd not gucis that he wu titAin, #»

l«M Yenngton pwed mother ilccplen nidiL H.

wn» indeed linen md «» «^ ,^, ;„. ^Pomid thM would account for hit wikefulnen. -ITKnh« nve up the .troggle. donned ilippenTT.^
fol^Lt «*•. 1?^ •'«• I««nb»l.tS . .X
p?.»::p^iScl.^S:^j;t^i.i:,£

o«. « .he *irb«. viWdty. Hb"wSi,:r2
^3on"^r^":usro^,-£^^

^r„n-4Ji™rr..r»T"^r'-^'--

OIM with It, to envelop him. He was wtounded thath* for «,,want could hwe coroidercd the Cwderedb.J««Ued. broc«led. «,«le„ ,„volitie. Tf vt^^i
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•gwnrt thii pU He recaUed her quiditiet and gloried
in them. She stood out like a beam of white liehtgWMt the btckground of hit own life. Hesitate? Not
he I He should wear her proudly, when all the world
might see. After that, for the rest of the night he slept
quietly.



CHAPTER XVII

TUB COUP

And H«ll w» bulk «. vH and ifiKS.* o. pride
'"'AuxAMOtt Fori.

A CH«tt WM bone dri«n to».nl Oxholme CMtle: it

"00 of long-rooted tom,^ Im no ridie of it. Z»«Ke in Mr. Mmmit-. mind, which oUadatrf tfe'Z

nwen plemntly tuw-wnthered ind vincdnixdn^ th. po«ai«» WW urging A. ho,^ to2^
rl*"i5 «?*"« "f *e whip. «hJ .p„„ JSj

hjr.^,k-'^??T ""<<«• «k« thr.e^ri«I gTto»«*e chwe whirW «d drew up bdore the do^ rf

Mr. Mamur'. policed boot wau wtrcelr unm tl» m»*h«. Foulk... the dd butler, c«»e ~t » gS-feT^

I«lrS ? ^PtS"^ '*^' •»<• *««'<' l»»e depirted in•«"* of Lori Yeringtoo, when Mr. MmmTwhedS
•l»njy rojmd „p«, hi. heel „d «ldre«ed hto^Not rtove . puit of m«& beer to my men," he wd

I4>
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•M?^^ * "„" *" '""»<' •''•y •« thought!

LrfT^I^JrM .J^" * " *'"'t of John Foulte'i."Lrft .lone, Mr. M««,r looked Aout the hdl. m•«» WM no unf«n,li„ oPe to him. but he «w ft,i„

tKm m h.. Lfjed eyebnmt Then he ;h»tW , tSS"wch, .wmgng to Md fn, upon hi. t»veUing b^Z^ -.."'u?'.'^ " «"»«ed when FoJtt«^
entered, with a bowl of punch.

^^

H. "15^^ '?•' ^^ *'" «*«•> youndf."

^^„ M. J*^'™: ^^ ""» "»»« •' the reined«e « h« ,n,tude of one who found hinuelf «ai,SS »"ound,nB^ »d in the home of m i„tim«»

TO well.
,
the bi, ladio wd br.ve-.ppe.ring men. rec-CMding generation, of the net of Gower, on thTwh^ •

•eomdy one «d of fr«k „d open nden. A^
Kj^hf "'""«"''"' *^ A wonder .,o«i^to mmd th.t . TKc upon whom cmdour mi h«pitdityw» wnt » I.,ge h«l KiU contrived to come iZTZcentune. with their fortune undiminbhed.

ffl.^T ?T f *.? «"« '^''°*. »•>"« the lightffl^Arough d« family ,„.j^g,. .p^.^,. .., ^ »

Xr,^T" "V"^*"* "> IwnJdry. There he ««1

««.««.,« lewimg md honourably. b«k in the centuri.^
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^^jvatr UM. H. lookrf «pw,ri, to Ae uttmd
S^^ fi^j""* l*^*^-

""^ W been (>ptuied updo

P^ed w.* . .h,« for tl»t coituried Kcurity. whichUrd Yemipon bore m, Ughtly. He. Mr. M«Sur. wiShi. boundlen mAition, ud . coi»cioii«ie« .{ .^oiuSpow«^ mu« «.„d d«e maid <he« «.ried «.r,oundi«w

would h.ve been uncomciou. of ««* , ,ri„g, but fo^

AAm« heel m d« riHinU* ddottej .11 h» ruthle-«Ic»UtH«., h» d«enni„ed plotting^ hi, pr«:&cd mienrf «quie«ence, hi. tttrful, pMimt waiting upon Jmmen . pleuure., could not tvul him here. Wtoin Mr
too great it cnoked wide ind through it poured . flood of•«™^J «.ger honen i„ i„ fie.^ uJSecled |S?„nodung ebe m the m« wu honett-Mve one thing;
•ran feeluig w., K> lieice that he beaune comciom thtt

fl/V ''7 ""* ""^ w* diflicultT He iTP~d«d the .ri,Ie wbe„ the punchWl ^, it, iiSW.m.,«t«,pcnglj,. Hep.u«dwi,hthel«UeiS^hwdmd looked mto it. crinaon content* He «w i^fl«t«lm ,t Ae parti^pu^ heraldic «nble». iSSit*e gnu window. With a muttered imprecation £
2n"J '"^

'"JI5.
<«««»« ««l "attering^^

t»n mto dancing lights
^^

An am wa. thrown about hi. Aouldert With an nn-

Z^'Ut^ •« turned to «e Lord Verington Uugh-

"Aha." cried diat gentleman, "» had a. thu? Ill•war you thought that punch an enemy. Wa. it die

duced that nvage thrutt, or your own face wfthin ft?
"
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Mr. Manwr'. well-tnunca «u«Ie. mponded with t•mO^ He w«, «jwled, «„d hi. mind j«r«d into «n «>curtomed pose. Thi. prevafled but a moment, then t«delonp glance revealed to him -omethingTlurd Yer!

tagton . countenance that cau«^ him to lock warily away

wad the riddjJe of that look.

»nII?^«TT!!^'^^ '^^ " «*™P*^^ Thiimornmg he had no need of further disguixt.
What has happened to you?" he asked.

punch. At th» instant he was holding it to thVSrhtwith. qu,et look in his eyes. He was 4ding thl vSS,

ILSa' f-^JT^,^*^^^ A tone in MaSsur's ^i«rudely djupated this picture, and with it the expressionwhich Mansur h«I detected. Instinctively hThTS
trwsured secret with a jest.

«"» «
w"*^*** ^ me. egad," he answered; "what canhw« in the country? Not so much a, a flirtationiS^*P«i^ s wife, who has a figure like a boiled pudding and
2« like ,to plums. I protest Vm vastly bored wiA my
^rtuousself. Come, save me with a pinch of the tow2^Have you news of. fresh scandal? What is the nSof the Kmg's last mistress ?

" ^^
.M^fTH!

^"^"^^^ ^"^ ""* eyebrows,

sisted.
*^*''" •«°«hing has happened to you," he in-

aI^i \!^' J"""'
**^'" "^^^ Yerington, as he

you to Worcestershire? I heard no hint of such a jWney when I saw you last"
''

Cilii"**"
"^ """^ ^° **" «'•**' *^* ^^»**« «f

Yerington glanced at him over the punch.
Fon honour, I was not aware that you knew her
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i;^!*nH ^
"..'•*'• ^? not teen her ««* die WM t

frLt"
^«W««I in the rfmibberiet «t my ai^

CMUe, and which had jumped to ready tuipidon at the
indefinable change in Yerington't fwe.

'

nJ"o* w"
"^'•^ ^^ "^ ^^"**^ «» ^^ the pur.poae of hit coming.

*^

«i;°liJ!S"T'' ""^^ «««n«n«»ir filed him withe«n more dan hi. unul wme of ma^onam. He mwhHnj»u«t . bKlcground peculi«ly hi. own. nnblurS

tx^'^T^ Thi. «med to bring into ctam
^t^^^ <«. „d figute, the inddinable ch«n.

from your mind when last we met"
^^

Yerington's face shadowed.

n^^li:^ ^ •.P**^' '° P"« ^ they would

^d^ «fr^ • ^"'^^'?' ""«• ToHlay thi impliednqOect of his estates cp .'ed straight to his newly-aroused

i«nce toward this n«n, in whom he had habS^
5lr:li^"f

""''""' '^"^"'^^^ »»- •«- ^ i«^

nJ!l^-
*"***" ^ .' y^^m for classic simplidty

h^rr T' • ^°"?"« ^'^^ '^^^^"e shepherds' pipei

Hwg me, Mansur. but Bow chin, lies most abomi-

Mansur smiled.

" YouVe said nothing of shepherdesses," he said.

li
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mll^Z^ ^Hl'*
^^ S^*^">^ •bniptly towvd the

ireiMdon should take this turn, md he regretted it
No, slowly answered Yeringtoo. " I haven't"

WfclnZLT'* ^/^ ^^ man who stood with hbba^ toward him, one foot on the stone guard about the
hearth. He was a distinguished figure and bote himsdl
with an air for which long mingling with men of fashion

ir vJ5 JL""'.
•^""^ ^'**^^ «« «« « P«-*J« that

t^J.nH'^f championship might not have carriedhun into die exclusive circles into which he had now won
an admission, if « grudging one.
At this moment Yerin^n had suddenly recalled thememory of thwe same shapely shoulders dodging into the

OMigested traffic of the Strand in pursuit of a vanishing
Jjckney<o«A. The earl was slow to mHAdonT^t
A^m^"^ ^ Worcestershire began to hover in
Aeoutsfarts of his mind with a sense of curious coinci-
dence. As he watched him, suddenly Mansur burst intoaft of abrupt, harsh kughter. For some moments he
•tood lost m his stnuige mirth.
Lord Yerington sipped his punch, unruffled.

l^^-^L'Tc^^ "•''*"«' M«>~'." he dmwled at
lengtli, tbat I find your manner scarce soothing? If Iwere not m the best humour in the world, I might add

devil take me if I see any wit in the present
sion."

Mamur wiped his eyes with his handkerchief.

« c ?^ ." 1?^ •^'^y* "» chorus," he said.
bo I mfer, assented his host indifferently.

Mansur stood on the edge of his great roar/.
Beyond that burst of unexpected laughter, which had

in ita nng that suggested that control had for an instant
•lipped the leash, he wu unmoved. This crisis tvward
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S^'iS^'Ti"^'*-

It WM «. if hi. emorion hung»t^^
Thi.ei«eri;«wu«^ culnunttion came with • lense of itrophy

hi. handkerchief, " when « man laugh, with reawn."

moJrlr' 1-
'^^^ ^' P'»y^ " «>"«"«<* Yerington,2« ^~« polit«»e» than from intere.t, for he wa.^!

r'^terd'^mi::;' """^^ "^"^^--•

uy, ba. the whip-hand of him--or he of Fate. Has

z He'sss:??*.!^"
^^ ^' '-^ ^^ ^ ^^^

"A breath or two. Walpole telb me that from theIfo«« to the 'CJange AUey i. hTce a chain of ant^ «dd»t Ae man who in the Houk crie. up the .tocb one

Tii^
"*** ''"* **" **^'" *"^^ Yerington with

From the depdi of him he diMipproved of thow political»«2^ton who traded in the country', credit and^ the confidence of their conrtitueni for pei«>ma

Mr. Mtt^rpercehred the frown, but he felt an elated•enK of mdifiierence to it

Yenngton placed hi. glass upon the table. Hi. cold
diMwroval grew, a. he looked at the man before the
carved fireplace, who .tfll stood with hi. foot upon the
guard.

" I^," he Mid, " it i. a veritable South Sea year. I

nSfeilT"*'"^
'""'''" ^ ~ ^^^ ^ thi. abomi-

Mansur .hrugged hi. .houldei..

I?

A

3f (
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"And whtt if I hmm, H.r»y? »• he siid. " Whit haf

^^P^«^ ^ to« fa Mr. Minwr', wofdf and le.

A^thJt qu«don h«l touched the fu« of hii long-

^^^^^jr^'y* ^.injn whom he «Idie«ed emuiwundtoward hmu Hit fxe w» tnmffonned; aU aS

LiLir^rJf"^ Comptred to thi. flam.

Sfd^SHhi^~"^ •"'•^ ^^ ** ^'* ~»«»

|J1^*Z.
**"?*. °** • J^n^*"." he bum out, « youhm « thouwid timefc Your very frienddiip wai anT

i^w^^'^^^t^^ condeKeSTin ri^^^.^?^^„^^ it • difieience."

poor^a;:;;^
•^'^^ -My

•ufv tf you wa I'm nch. do you hear me? Tit youwho are poor, for I have ruined you."
^

gMge m the fn«id he had trusted carried no conviction.

^p^5?*^ for the moment to gratp.
Ruined me," he repeated incrcduloutly. "Whv inthe name of foUy d,ouId you ««k to ruin .^? "

^^

it. L^J"m ~ •"?"' *•' ' - "°^ ^ "«J<J not .hatter
It, lathed Mantur mto girater intemperance of ew>reJ^He came nea«r, hit wordt charingWS^'^^""*
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jj,

J*?""' xwtdy heeded him.
fou w«fB made for mr bIim » i_

would trouUe to deceive^ t_^^ *f" "" "I*

^ "i-W b, XKi",.!-''^ P-i*.; I .«d

Jt. -lied hi. ,„ick «UIe. . W. of ^.lip.^^^
j»l!Jit^ is:^;in:^ '^''' *" *«••

««•» me, U I cm^TS;, a.^ ''". ^^""». " «h»a

o-lllhSTe^'to"^- " >•• "^ wi*.

-entth..»iha.tirst^U'*^rf;t'dtk""'^

4"

't,
.

-I

I
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iioii of hb nind, almott to the cxdiMion of the raliittioii
of h» ihMtered fortunes. Thit thoughf, howmr, wn
bc^ing to shape itself.

"You confided your affMrs to my managenenf*** went
on Mr. Mansur. " That was step number one. This
•gitttion in the Indian stock provided me my opportunity.
I did not use your money n^f. That dual conscioui-
ncM some men are pleased to call their conscience, is a
•tnnfe and perverse thing. I detested each penny of
your fortune, but I put every shilling of it into those
•tocb before they fell, and from my seat in tlie House
I took care that they should fall."

"And how," asked Yfrington calmly, " am I to know
that you are not lying?

"

Mr. Mansur handed him a paper with a bow.
*• There is your assurance, my lord."
Yerington took the manuscript, turned it over, and

examined the signature with care. It was from his own
and Mr. Minsur's solidtor. He ran his eyes over it It
was addressed to him. The old family lawyer expiessed
in it vehement regret at Lord Yerington's strange obscs-^M of judgment, and his refusal to see him and be rea-
•oned with. Then it proceeded at great length, with a
legal elaboration of detaU, to lay down the exact extent
and finality of his lordship's losses, and begged to sub-
scribe himself, " his obliged and obedient servant, Josiah
Crookshanks."

Saently Yerington returned the paper.
" My compliments," he said. *' You possess forgery

among your accomplishments. I've neither read nor an-
swered Mr. Crookshanks" letters on this subject^ as you
know. You are a most damnable rogue."
Mr. Mansur, in the face of this perfect control, almoet

lost his own self-possession. Yerington's immobaity was
robbing his revenge of half its savour.
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IPyJd with in «tf«pt ,t bfiv^A^ Mid Lord Yeringtoo. " ill wm to tdl thii

^.^^J^^f thtt jrou lovt 10 dearly, that my «»^^ about thl. fortune I entruted to jour^S^»«t wji that it riiould not be pU«d inWlTwK
•OBJtwhat oddly too. doei it not ?••

T^wm ploiKd to caU n» a rogue a n»«ent •!«».••

Klr^'JJ"^' '~""''- "Be that a. it m^y

And he laid a second letter before him.
Yerington perceived that the writing was amasindy

Ij^monqr m the Indijn stock. It had. indeed. b«^ hy him. with his characteristic flourish. mTBW hijd brought him the paper one day anHitbou;twuMing to read it. he had affixed his signature

bS^r^ ^^fi4«i^ra^rhis^^r

SdS^t ftZ ?r- ^ ~K« o^ h« primeval ancestors^rr^pSiLSTflooI^^' '"^ •^"^•^ ^
Lord Yerington's abhorrence seethed above bis wrath.
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h^Um^
twwrf MMUbljr. at ht lung hb mtifoniii

^TSli r^\l •" «?^ ""^""t to hfc l««.
Mdiougli but ImII comdoui wIm ht mid, ipitting
vwom. You diooit to bt • nurdettr, a cowMdly
mnltnr. Nour, whm ii your prido of birth?"

YtriiviMi htd conplftriy racovticd hinidf. Every
tnct of tbt iKcnt ftom bud ymiUtmd. His nuil^boxwm airily poiied in bit hand.
•^am mora Tiioroui, food butcher.- he amwered.m He took a pinch of its contenti^
Mr. Manmr choked orer bit weidi.

"lj,«f« me but he mm cnw ewordt for it"
Yerington cait a look of amuiement at hit crinHon

'Faith, nqr Uade hadi a daintier appetite." be taid.
tapping hit tnuff-boK befoie he returned it to hit wait^
coat pocket

"Dum yout" ihricked Mr. Maneur.

.nSI'^T^'^.'T' M^ ««* "tai ached, and hit
yrmon watobtcurtd by the confttted blood in hit eyet.

" Qwiinll " AoBtrf Mr. MuMir, " jou are afraid to

l^ Yerfagton't hand went involuntarily toward hb«ww*«. « but hovered in itt neighbourhood and then
%nthdiew a tcented handkeichief fiom hit pocket He
turned lightly toward Mantur. That worthy wat no
cowaid, and hit weepon wat already bared. When Yer-

^T^'I^' ^^ "^f"
M eaty lack of exigence, that

put ande all pombility of dispute.

••No gentleman impugnt my counge but he mutt



THE COUP W
aojiJhronli lor It, but. 'pon honour, out moie dr«r A.

Mr. Minwr wguU hnt nokm. but na n»l.—

"W"! into towSSi ^^ " " •"»»*• •*
H*<l>oltelio«nd7.

iwalied tkrS™^!.- *" *»«'»««• He iMd Jm

I



CHAPTER XVIII

THB LADY PHOIDA

rvf bMB roMBlaf^ rvt bttn rouBbft
WiMrt the mMdow dew is iwwt.
And I'm eonfaig^ and rn canin&
With ki pMrb upoo nv iMt

Makbdin Hall had been for generations the dower
home of the Marwlen*. It ,ww a many-i^led mamion,
tet in a hollow between two hills. The one definite In-
dication of the present Duchess of Croome's occupation
was what she termed her Italian garden. This garden
was in fact a formal, flower-beddfd plot of ground near
the fore-court, abloom with many English blossoms, the
only foreign flavour about it being its pergola.

For some yean the duchess had occupied Marsden
Hall with little satisfaction to herself, for the duke had
not made her generous settlements, and had, in fact, not
cut up so rich as she had hoped. She sustained her-
self with what philosophy she might, by means of a
voluminous correspondence with her town cronies, and
kept her fashions up to date by the assistance of the
Lsdhi* Magninf,

For years she had been putting aside every penny she
could spftre against the time that the niece whom she
adopted should be taken up to London. At moments she
TO tempted to think, or at least to say, th4t Lady Phi-
lida's complete contentment with her country surround-
ings was somewhat komrgeoit. She occasionally com-
plained of this to Horace Walpole, who rather afiected
her society.

in
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CJwii. not alwqri of the mott delicate chancten and »
P|dV • nvnner of delivering then, thatlHldTSfr"
diverting companion.

•^LudJHorry," d» once said to him. " if we don'twcceed betwewi ua m gettmg some ideas into the child's
feMd bqrond rheumatic old women and dirty babies and

^ ^'^ ^?.
**•

?. '
bewitching chit, jind would

guWi mto her glance and frivolity into her heart We
both know that too much virtue of a homely quality
fott more against a girl in town than a squint"
The dew was still on the grass, when Lady PhUida

hit ty the nbands, and singing the ditty popular in that
«l«y, but out of tune with her aunt's precepu;

"Alt thou popr, ytc hMt thou golden ilumbcrsrO twMt comtntl
Art thou rich, y«t iithy mind perplot?
O puniriuBMtl

Do« thou laugh to Me how loolt are restTo add 10 golden numben, folden numben?O sweet eootenti O tweet. O meet oontentl
Work apace, apace, apace, apace;
Hoosst labour bean a lorely face;
Then bqr noony nonny, hqr nonny nonnyl**

Mr. Walpole, who had been treating himself to a rant

"rKt;.*"*^^ ^^^^ • ^"^ •"*» '-^
She paused, laughing, her cheeks as pink as hea

1^. her ores shining, and a tiny drop of dew lurking

^J^ *J^ T" >' ~'*"- S*»« ^- ^ very in-
carnanon of youth and a young world.

Ah, Lady PhUida," said Mr. Walpole, shaking hit

*.
a
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finier irdify at her. -StOl harping on the old note,
and London but a few months away? 'Pbn honour,
your aunt hat told me in all terioumcM that if between
ui we don't convert you to a connderation of patches
and brondes, you'll scarce be ready for the world^t. James's and the manage of your hoop at •

" Lud, Mr. Walpole/* she answered, **now yow are
going to tell me more of your horrid world, and its tor-
tured pinned-up smiles. What in smoky London oould
you give me to equal this beautiful morning?"
"Nothing like it, I'll admit," answered Mr. W*

pole, stepping along besidf her, ** but to e^ial it—this m
a matter of opinion."

"But I love the country," she responded ardently,
for the topic was not a new one to her, and she lecor
nised in her companion one of die duchess' outposts

•«n ^ir' ^^^ ^ country," responded Mr. Walpole.

^
But, believe me, its bucolic charms may wane. Then

tis the town we want, the friction of die wits, the motb.
Believe me. Lady Philida, to eat a syllabub in your sweet
country in a tamboured waistcoat of last year's paneta
would have a serious effect upon my d^estion."
The girl's frank laugh rang out
"Tiino laughing matter," he said, "for you must

kam to bear yourself as becomes your station. That
pink frock of yours, beauriful as an apple-blossom here
in the orchard, would be out of place at St. James's."

" But I don't like St. James's," she responded, " and
the ugly little round king, and the great flaunting ladies
to make one shiver with their stare, and the silly beaux
with their flourishes."

She swept a deep one in imitation.

He looked at her with more seriousness.
" I like not the role of grandsire, Lady Philida," he
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•rfi, •* Mi, iMCh, Vm but « dk^km cnttuit. but may
I ventttiv i^M • hw njumi r

"

Pcfcdny ^ kiidnttt ol hb mii^Me, At antweicd
with « oMeiMi thM w« only hiaf feigned.

I » f»dy, Mr. Wtlpok, but indeed, forgive me, if
« *o not promise convernoa.**

" Thtre i. nothing of wWch the world it to imim-

Vu^'L'*""^'* **«* M'- Wtlpole, " not die
etceUena of a nondocript oeder, but the excellence thatbmW. altar, to it«lf and cm. imcription. roundX

J^J^J^ 'i]j
*Jw« quare-bwlt people my.elf/» re-

•.lT?r*'u^I- ^•'P**^ continued, with an airy
fnture of hi. hand..

*2iS! f^*"^ ""'"T * ungenteel, certain ttrange
jropwtie. bwwn a. good qual^e., which mark one a.

-?3^iL£? T^[ '''^ ^^"^ there i. no /oi.,

-^ dark fcorderland, where people ray what they think
without the polite arcumlocution of Mciety; where they
wear their emotion, wrong ude out; where they do noth-

and call it being vm^wu..
^^

oat real virtue i. ever an iMwpeaking quality."

mto^ ffom lu. wrw j. he took out hi. .nuff-bic
Kiglit, Of dear chUd," he anawered; "but believe

^, too much nam^te in the town i. a. diw)ncerting
•» an ever newly^nted bench. People would avoid
you, for the fear of carrying off wmewhat of the com-
inodity. You must put powder and patches upon your

^ed?,;?^'
There i. nothing ^'Tndelicara.'Se

" Think you they'd know the truth if they «wv it?

&:

i
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and doniiio
Methinb if it foet to toim it goci m
and conct not over often in the light"
Mr. Welpole shook hit head m her.

«ut I vow, if you would be pofmlar, you mwt be
«tnBingIyin«ncefe«nddiKfeetly«rtifi<Ad. Fut Liib
gj»rjM»r heeb upon your hewt, end letm to d«wi tp
toe world • iNping."

The girl peered round at hin archly fmn wider iMr
CUflll

** OMud, Mr. Walpole, and what an I to believe oljWttTAi I cane through the orchard due morning Ihaw«adon a paper of icyibbled verm. I icmI them,
net knowing to whom to attribute them, and it was only
later that methought I delected your hand."

u 1*5^**"' ^*''^'** P"*^''^ Mr. Walpok in soi
barrBMotent ;" me as a poet, I vow the thought is
rntbee, give them to me.'*

" Naj'. nay," laughed La# Philida. daimg shod «l
IwB outof his reach, "mediinks » you do not know
them, then you wiU hear them wtii a beoo- awetite.
for poets are ever modest-

^^
And to the little gendeauM's Smmy she read Tfiim.

giving an exaggerated lilt to the lines.

^^
"Of qrhran chani aad

My GUatI

Mjr Chbrt

And ii^ wlwlc moMte §nm the night

"The kwing

Twonid w
Uf CUwf

writ

I

to kit iaij;
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UpBwtm

A Hrlliibiib ni quaff m dMC

.•Ii^*TC
"»*'«<* ..Lady Phflid^ looUng up m hSm

5cje,^haw uKonmtent you would be

"Ftith, what poet is ever governed by hb imiitF

2^^ :Tr' ^u.'^ <««w.beje^led pZ«

^T^^^.T^ >« *e iMt wordi of oounid umb UfaIW wh^ii Lady Phflid. wa. to recei^Tdi dTAn kmr httr the wa. leated in the mominriWBu
"-t wae a coiy place, fflkd

from which bieatfaed an
The <^n were oomfdrt-

' mcens la ihut off

This

with Una
odottr of

able; there were several
pe«ble dniugto. The .«, when H .hoi*, cast fuU-

wlucfc woe oidy sheltered by ^n> while cmuns drawn^a-dwithout the window nodded <S '^.

JlrS^i^u!!"^^ "^^•^^ ««cy noses down

riS!Sif^^^ ^"^ ""** *="^ '°^'"K Bl*n<« upon

2!l!Sr!2, T" **^ ***^*" *** ^»«*>^- Some-

^^«^'*!1 « 'j**"* "^^"^ *^ 8««d out wist-^^r^ the te«cll.ted terrace with it. bordering stone
l»5»trade, to the blue rfqr beyond. It was a perfect dav•nd the green world was caUing to her. and hSSwi
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tied to ber ttrtMme embroideffy fnune, doing « itmperine
shepherdett in cnMMtitch. Troth to tell, the ihcpherd-
eie endured mmy trials, and there wm much counting
and recounting of iiiwhiii and unpicking of her loey tece
at it pngmmed.

'

u ^^^?^»'» W«k shoct, laced about ber anklet with
black nbands, were eet primly upon a tabouret, and tracet
of mud upon them betnored her early walk. Of this she
was unconscious as she stitched away at the long^fier^
ing shepherdess.

The duchess sat in a large chair before the hearth,
tipping her morning chocolate, her tortoise-shell handled
ttaff dose beride her. Her active, if somewhat corpu-
lent figure had no need of this assistance. Totheduchest
It wat more a raoral tupport to her dignity, an adjunct
to her authority, than a tupplement to qualitiet lest ab-
ttract

'* Tb now a full hour, aunt, since you said yoa had
something to teU me," said L«iy Philida coajdnsiy.
"What's this, what's this?" cried the duchess. " In

my day young misses waited as they should until 'twas
«ie plMsure of their elden to speak. Pretty aamiert

A dimple danced in Lady Phflida's cheek.
Nay, madam, I thought it was your pleasure to

know I waited upon you."
" The impudent bag^ge," responded the duchess, s^-

puig her chocolate with an air of mystery. " I would
seal up, if but to punish thee."

" Imp," said Lady Philida, addressing one of the King
Charles spaniels, " don't be impatient, my dear, or I'll

~i,yo"r naughty cars. 'Tis monstrous bad manners."
The duchess laughed, for she knew it was her own

spoiling that spoke in the wilful shake of the giri's head,m she addressed the dog.



THE LADY PHIUDA
"U, chfld.;' die MM. fadulgwtlyj «

tiOe for you directly Dorkini }m ttwoytd the^ 'oi^u

lis

I've M pretty a

wW.^ SUT*" •^.*"' «fter the «««, had disq»eaitd

jS^r^l/^r^^'* her h«Hl. upon thHS^

»v K^SStL 'T" ^f" ^^ "*» I'^e »«n cudgeUingmy bw«, for «n hour/' Mid Udy Phaide.
'

hour JlL^^Z!?"^* r'* *^ ^' «"«J«« ~J«h-

Ikn^K k^^ ** mvitition of which I told you.

im—tnofhmthri?'' »-!»•«», wim tn*

«^nl!L!? '^ ff"-^ "Iwrbed in her hand!*

k.rS' i •*»»*^<*f»»
I M venture. •» the tight of . two-^ l^te on . froty November «,minT I woX,n»«n>. tf hit nuuuien ate so bttl that he anei ^TZlh» respects at all**

^^ * '^

d.««!«a rid., in;J^/ »•' Th«.»nonu,«

Then a roywering biUlr. I mppox. whwe French

d.i::f •^ to mdK .«h an one a g.ntlenu.u!'The duche»'«riF ttpped the door smartly.
You pert ItttU minx," she ejaculated, " » to misery

i
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my old IricfMl't ion. A handMNiier, braver lefitlciBin

does not exist They are courtly and a daahbg race.

If they are overibnd at tunct of their glaH and their

cards, would you be such a prig as to hold that up
agamstafentleman? And 'tis well known that a wonaa
hath ever had power to cure them of that"
Lady PhQida's falling curb obscured her profile

"A woman?" she repeated. "What woman, then,

could so control Lord Yerington?**

The duchess looked long and lovingly at the slight

girl's figure outlined against the window.
"Ill be bound a wife could do it It has always been

so with the Gowers. Wilful and headstrong, throwing
themselves, soul as well as body into each venture, but
loyal husbands, even if a little wild at timet. If I did
not know this, I'd see thee hanged first"

Lady Philida's needle dropped from her fingert
" What do you mean, ma'am? " she queried, her faee

crimson.

"LudI " said the duchess, a little taken aback by her
own indiscretion. " That madcap tongue has run away
with me, and 'tis the cart before the horae again, for
that cmnes second in my news. Such romantic ^y
schoolgirls as yourself fancy that all of life lies in a
pretty face and a roguish eye. A day at Court would
teach thee better. This hard old world is all exchange,
not give. That sentimental rubbish comes but in silly

love tales. Be a girl ever so fair, would she gain a rich

and noble husband, she must be dowered with somedu'ng
more substantial than her beauty."

Lady Philida had regained her needle, and her fingers

felt more than one sharp prick as with eyes tluit did not
aee, she absently continued her cross-stit^

** Then am I doomed to spinsterhood," she said, " or
at best to wed a country booby squire and to ride pillioa
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Thfc pfctBft w mmi Oh ducbw that dw huihtd

•™*»r with an lir of mock ihvtir
"Ob. lud. Ittd, r»e iw be« 10 <timud tUi twdrt

. ..'TS™* "*«' '"' » **"«" "Ml be cpJHplMd withfcJJ .W«r ,«. to nv «„«„t. thn to knSwrtTl

Thedudwi ihook her ftiurngt fcpwRMuHr.

"d whwth, J«m, old duk. «kd rCnTtS
«a-r»L2^ ^ hwr?" qiKiwd the girl, in a W

» u'~^"« Wher own boldooi. '
'
"" "^

I -r*SL"^ •* "''"*~ '^'""PhMtly; "happy

^"Mv lown, wh.« I h«l riway. l«,2d TpS

ui^ug WT a swer bad ever wan po^ver to
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mt than • rtpraich ihut fov wovld Mqr I
«icMn^, yoa Uttlt prig. Happsrt U, I wm happy, md
I mourned Craome m il ht hid bfcn a faUant of thirty,

though truth to teU," the adddl thoufhtluUy, ** 111 con-
fen ha had a length ol life in hin I'd tcarca havt gucMd
at when I narricd hun.**

Ladr Philida leaned further om her fnna. Her
aunt'a canud references to the late dukt alwajre noved
her to kuphter, that kept her on the rack when ha was
nentioned. The duchess' unronantic philosophy lose

somewhat of its acrid tone in her prevailhig kindncsBi
" Now, I conjure thee, girl," she went on, leaning

earnestly forward, " I can' give thee the rules of St.

James's hi a twinkling, and do you but heed thni, yooll
never give the nasty hussies of the Court an opening."

She emphasised each rule as she spoke it by an im*
prcssive tap of her stick.

**Take care of your manners and you'll ghre your
morals steady lep to travel on. If you have a pretty

wit, hide it as if it were a sin, save to revenge tlqfaelf

on women, or to appreciate the men. Suffer the agonies

of the damned with a smiling face, but let no scandal
touch thee; rather than that forego, lie, live like a nun
—ever remember that a woman spotted is a woman
spoiled. Her worst enemy could not point a spicy anec-

dote with Mary, Duchess of Croome, and if she had her
black days, she had them alone."

A look of iron resolution settled upon the duchess'

face.

Lady Philida read a new phase in her, one with which
she was not familiar. She saw for the first time her al-

most morbid dread of a breath of scandal, a quality which
was to have an indelible influence upon her own life.

The duchess went on:

'*Tis not so much to be fair favoured, as to bear



1*HS liADT PHILIDA

fc-TIirJI?' ^•'•^ ?' «^kWi tentlmeiif, lor liltfanot all b.riqr.M|» md eo«,»Iiii«it^ Uv. fa the

•w chfld-w. Lov. nuy dit « b«. thi « ih 5Syou hi. • i»l«, to co«er It in, for thert at Im yo.

"Jworth wi 1 languidi fa , corner whfle plalnnM andjJotrnrked fa the d«Kj T^e ««. then,inrhS.

and pqrt onljr what we ourK^m exact ollt. HmTwI
taktn all thtt to heart, chad?"

«myo«

-TH^"^ iTJTT'u** «»»»«*^«^'~•.

SL.T^^ "J
the duchew, who« faiproilveliandt were itill upon the staff.

kfad^'h2;il''fa tSU ^irt^^^^* " ^'V do» the

WW^ w the world choow to diigui« itidl thus?

^Jn^ tm "^ !' ^" have dD«e, If yo^ fa

JJ^ty. had not tatei her fa. portfanl- iJi^
The duchcM took a pinch of nuif.

fkmlJ"^' i^£.*lf^ *'"*•.'* ^«" ^ ^^ credit of the

2^r 2:L^;1 'hJrLte ^' ''"^ ->"
Inr r.^-!l •i 1..

^^'"* to give you, lave love.

i^TSSiiir'ciu'r^^ -^^ •-^ ^-^"

^^j^^^TJ^
W^ dear aunt, to deal with at he choie," she

Thi. tubject was p«'nful to her.

^ZLT ^'"L* ^^' '*~ •bomfad>Ie of Ciooaie;ndnone but such a btby «. yourself would deny kT
dJjJ"^^**^.."^'**' ^^^ «"* o' "^ gold-chased snuff-box, smilfag to herself as she did so.
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Fate, the jade," she said in a ruminating tone, " hath
a pretty humour of her own. She has crossed you twice.
First there was your father. Charlie Wentworth had his

ways and he followed them, despite any advice of mine.
Show him some foolish, babbling fellow, with some story
of a wrong, and down went his hand into his pocket.
Show him a penniless widow with babes and he robbed
his own to succour them. He had much to answer for.

He brought about himself a colony of people who traded
on his credulity, and he has left you, as you know, with
nothing more than an annuity that would scarce serve a
parson's daughter."

Lady Philida was struggling with her tears. This
story never failed to wound her.

"And I love him for his kind heart," she said with
spirit.

" Hoity-toity, had your aunt not had a longer head,
where would you be now, pray? The second time Fate
crossed your fortune was when the duke died with his

money tied round with hard knots to keep it from my
family. ' A wastrel lot,' he called them."

She had come to the pith of her news, and she leaned
back now, thoroughly enjoying herself.

"After all, Charles Wentworth, fifth Earl of Chedley,
had builded better than he knew and some of the bread
he had cast upon the waters was to return after many
days. Come, child, sit here beside me and I'll give you
my news."

Her mood was softer now and, as the girl seated her-
self on a low stool beside her, she stroked her hair with
tender fingers.

"Had he seen you, I'd scarce have wondered, but it

was for Charlie that he did it. That was well and sur-
prising, too. All my days I've seen rank weeds of in-

gratitude spring where generosity has sown."
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believel

»

" ^* ^'"'^ *^^ *« ^°'Jd than you

The duchess proceeded thoughtfully.

the high VO.W ;i„ t u*'?,
"""'"» "« «""««<! b^

cla«!«. Your fS mXnl/.I"",'" «"»' »'''

was that he was stai^W Z- •°"'™™/<"" father most

pocket worked by a com,ion^ tg T^T^ '"'

Your father Xa« C^th^! ? "'. '*"'*•' '"P»-
good fntentions bILme" ^^^X^L^V """ *"
saw the harvest I ~,.< "'"f"'"'"> Ten if we never

but thisSh Havw^^ " "^"" "«'=«' « ">is,

not always CetheTT'l'^T? f "!?" *" <« "'"^

this is my rare titbit I rZ?' a^" *" "«'™'"& "-J
in London, a Mr cinikn"* ' 1'"" ^™'" » «>''«or

«on; v'^;SMM-inJ ^^7n:::i^
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dead. He had had a strange career—been taken bv
pirates, endaved, and I know not what besides; enough!

died as the result o his dealing with the Indians, what

r„ ^! '"Tt""**
^"

t^"^'
*"*» ^°«""* ^" o"^' to dazzle

«V!' ^i I can take a vast one without a wink." .

But prithee where do I come in?" asked the girl.
That, my dear, is the point of the whole matter.

th." i" Tf' Tu'^'t
^'"^ ^^^'y e"'"«« go** to you,the daughter of his benefactor."

l.J'jf Z"*'*'^' ^",.'?' *^""~" ^'th excitement. She

i^wVhTerltat
'^''^ ''"^' '*' "^^^^ ^" ^»^^ «^«^-

he;;^:\-n'-tgia!;dr
^^^°"'' ^-^ ^^ *^ -^-

au?^"L^^.V*'"'t.^'^
"°* "^- She sat looking at her

fnl . t '*"' '°"^^ "°' "*^'' *^" ~"- Thenf as the

l^. ^ t •

°'^- "°" ''^ ^"' * ^«^°^ ^«" across her
face, darkening into protest.

" I won't have it," she exclaimed vehemently, with amovement as if she pushed something from her "Youmust not make me take it. Let us do something, give
It to the poor, anything. I won't, won't have it."
Her aunts hand was laid heavily on her shoulder.

Ev.r .?" '. u^'
exclaimed, " as mad as your father!Ever this cry of the poor. What does it mean ? "

paSonafd^
"*" """"^ "^^^^ ^" ^''' '''""^^"^ ^" *^^^^

"It means my whole happiness," she cried, a sob inher voice. I haven't meant to deceive you. because I

Iw?. i k'
^°"

I
^ ^'PPy ^"^ P^°"^ too if you knew.

liZ 'i
'° ^°''*' """' '^ ^°^*^ "^^ he would, without

title, without money, just as a simple country girl. Atftm I persisted because it was pride, and I was deter-mmed he should treat me as he should, because I was I



THE LADY PHIUDA 178

--• woman. And afterward the game grew dear to me."
bhc was catciing her breath over the words in her ex-
citement, in her regret at the tender secret which was her
own no longer.

The duchess had risen, forgetful of her staff, in anger,
rooted m fear.

"Good Godl" she ejaculated, "this comes of your
romantic notions and your racing over the countrvsidc
like a peasant. I knew that no good would come if it
What have you been doing? Who is the villain?

"
She took her niece by the shoulders and shook her

violently.

Though Lady Philida could not at once check her
sobs, she still had the spirit to struggle for control.

He IS no villain, ma'am," she said, the words com-
ing muffled through her handkerchief. "You yourself
have cried him.up to me."

.
"I?" protested the duchess, "never! A low, skulk-

ing villain. Name him, miss. I swear I'll shut you up
on bread and water untU I starve this nonsense from
your silly head."

"I cannot see," came breathlessly from behind the
handkerchief, "why he was so brave a man, so pretty
a gentleman, so bold a rider but a few moments since,
and now because I tell you—-I tell you—because "

The words would not come.
"Heaven grant me patience," said the duchess be-

tween her teeth. " PTho is hef**
"Lord Yerington," gasped the girl in an agony of

shyness.

This was followed by so complete a silence that Lady
Philida grew frightened and looked up. The duchess,
who for a few seconds had stood frozen with amazement,
now collapsed into a chair and gazed at her niece with a
sort of helpless indignation.
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tl»n no »«,Vd p«,vidence for foS^ ^.^.i* '^T"too tenou. for h.•d^.„d^eet TdlWwl. ^"
•bout How did you m«t him?" ™ »»« "~

Bewildered and frightened by the leriounci. « .fc.

In London." echoed the duche», "» fo, b^k „London, heaven 'fend us. And ••
'"»«««»

« it, » ' Culpepper wu .'1."

. grta Jfc *"
-Ji!';'^ r? • ••"8-<f"wn breath and

th^
^j" Promise nothing untfl I know the truth" saidthe duchess; "but oh th^ «»,.«j * j . "

gentle, timid women!" HCT^hJS"^;!''^:;
'^''^^'^*

upon her staff. "Xi sly « ttfLW ^"T^"^
as a Scot I tnn«, ^^ I -u >? ^"' "** «» obstinate

"TU^t * ^°V the tribe. Go on, girl I"
Michael would neither cat nor sleep. Believe me

wtHrfc^'r ^"^'-^Culpepper^afS^^LS^^witn grief and entreated me to go to him. I s^m^At^have more control over him than any ^tker"

^^^.
duchess shut her eyes and swayed gently as she

T "^Pf"raptuous madman who dares to lift his »™«L.fe ha. been cruel to him. for i. has giv™ him gS
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J Sh. dKH.«l..-w. boA ft,u,h,-d„, ^„ „,„y fo^

"No." uwnted PMida.
.

Bit by bit the whole tale wu toM »,:.k

-uS^' I P* A t.f^'^',*','"'"^ >«' <«« in the

expre»ible'^lfcf':^
" rr''"'* ? '«»'"« »' •"•

her ,o„f, hMdUn he^.T'S?"' "l
*« ""ke of

niece h«l q»k«,Td „L^^ **"" """ «»"> " !>«'

*h«« you „. no,*^ mtZj^'% ""T'l- •« «» "
niy eye, upon you." " " "«"«*»«1> "I have

temis if iver.
^*' ~* ""» ••" «™« to make

.
" rU warrant you I led him a dan<v •• .K- -j

ing her head. " But nm™;.. ' ™' ""'• toss-

.^t^^.«y„ouXrrhinor;-r^-,-

'"'^"'"'"""^A^aslonga.thing.g.

itt/
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well and I tee no need to urge affairs. Ill tupprett the

news. It will cume with such eclat afterward to think
you won him without a penny. It would set the town
in a roar."

She smiled, looking before her thoughtfully. Across
her mental vision passed a procession of her old cronies.

She saw the Duchess of Marlborough, her Grace of
Queensberry. What a cachet it. would give her niece if

she first captured this young pef.'r about whom half the
women of London were mad, before knowledge of her
fortune came to the public earsl She grew more and
more enamoured of the idea.

" A mourning ring will suffice for Obediah," she said

thoughtfully, compromising with her conscience, as to

any respect due to the deceased Mr. Hayworth.
Then she remembered Fleet Street, and shuddered for

the girl within her arms. She recalled her stolen inter-

views with Lord Yerington.
" Oh, the baby," she crooned, with a tremor in her

volcr, "the little innocent baby. God bless and keep
thee, my darling."



CHAPTER XIX

LORD YERINOTON REVIEWS HIS OBLIGATIONS

aIa k
^'*' J "?"•* » "«'« W<>« with "L;

"

—Dakti.

Lord Yewnoton wught the libmry. i, „„ , ^^j.

»nd iMther. He knew that in the cwved Elizabethan

TZ"i^ ^T •'l«t*'"P »' which at that mo"^

He seated himself where the light fell across hi>
shoulder, striking upon his hair and'causl^g t^eTd ohis ndmg-coat to show a spot of vivid colour in the

Te'tn^r"'*- i^^^,^,««"
i°« in calculations to whichhe bent his mmd with determination. He was going overhis accounts First, there came a list of pictumhe hadrecently purchased aiid for which he had not ^et «.ttledThe mockery of paying before his death for a rare and

were wrouX ^
"^'"^ °"' * '^^'"y °^ ^^^"^'^

7^La 7 fu ^;^" '^"'^"' °^ R»P»»««1'«' own, and in-tended for the dining-room at Grangely House Heran his finger down various items-bits of precious china

had bought upon recommendation and had not yet rid-

buckles, miniature-frames and snuff-boxes. There werecameos and intaglios which he intended to add to h salready famous collection, ancient coins, for he had a
177
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•lw«yi in Italy coaa^^^^J!J ^ « i^eat

wtr. bm. for l2e ™ito ^%'' f«»v,,io«. The»

of brocwie, velvet or -ri« ^ *?• """«" »w«><»

were » fcJw Si fo, L"""^ «o *e ««e. tluit

*" book w?.hTh.^,;**JS"/'' "' '"'^.•''"W •'

"»'<• them mmTn^TL* "^ ? '"" "" "» '»ck. "wd

^in »7.X It t.T«,7,.M ^'-••..•pp^
wajew .pub in the toIT T^^t '""*^' •' «'>•

"d PI«S .he to^tTh.T^.?*'-^,'-".,'" counted

w«»lth h«l been lo inlLteJ .7? !"?• """""• "»
of the inconHf M r.t« h! T^ *"" '"''«'"«'««

" the end of hi. «crS i. T ' ?" ""P"« *"'«"

".ppletely «.«! ed b;rd^bt;:'^Sr^h""? ""^ T"
»Mi»f«ction that he wouM L m "'^' " «*« '"™
with the worU HnlVhn* " ""^^ ''.'' «'' •»"

•«td*^ •pu-^ir^ret^iL.re.''^'"?'-'
'"•" •"

primed md loeded On^i 2 ~^'"H "• '' »"»
Cipfin Elliot had h.dl'^l'T"'"','*'"' •« •"<•

thi» he did without hu,r "' "' •""•' P""'«- All

check. Once heM« dZJi. ^ 'T^'I'' ""'""'J' 'n

f.r they m!ghrc*m W? "^^f
"" '^''."'" ^'^^ '«'«'

He could nofS '* ""^ *~ '"" '^ «8««-

Lo^ Mo^Sor:;^ trrr'tr '^v --
noblemen of that oe^H M .,

"" »"« '='"»«' ""y

"An -cutche^ i.T'wk^;i ^hT^,
"'"

T" '"'
«' awKward thing if you have not
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h" forir .Tf-t;':; 'rtvi; *iszr'.feontKt with hii «Jk In ]£„ ^V ""!?** *"

kWin, biSL rf^t "*"••«•«««• the ta,

Mariorie info ihiJ. tl .
"" "» '««" »
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He began in epittle to Ct|»ttdn Elliot. It

"DiAR Bixiot:

"Burrpugbf kM won tad I
brought nt the glad tidiop.'*

nm:

•B ruiaad. MaaMr kaa Jim

Here hiapw wavered uncertainly over the paper. If
he Inforr^ Elliot of Maniur't share in the ufUir, it
would mean, detpite the flimsy promise given him, a duel.
He knew Mansur's skill with the small sword and he
believed that Hugh would have litde chance against
nim. He wrote on;

11.17?* #iT!-Ii**T
*•"*• ^ »y.r«i»'. •^ thf forfeit. I'vt

^^ll'*"..****
•«»!.,WW you In myplaet.

u J^u^*^ "J' dfbts art wttled. You'll find • list of thtm

"SJnUli^r^ '^u ^^ •?I"f» '''" "^w «»>•«. I think.G«»d.bye, drar Hugh. Hid I foliowtd your •dviccTmyend might have oome after another fashion. ^ ^ ^
lorlf nll^T^i^M'i'W

''*•»«*Jn brilliant, to MiMreN Mar-

^iTitiV! ^uJ'^^^'^'^ th. Royal Anne. Tell her-

"YitiKoroK.*'

The words came bravely off his pen, but once they
were set down, he could write no more. He bowed his
head upon his arms, folded upon the escritoire, and dry.
tearlcM sobs choked him. Had Mansur known it, he
had chosen for his coup the moment in all Lord Yering-
ton s days which wrung into it the last drop of bitterness.
Death he had faced more than once with a laugh, and
to-day he would have met it with reasonable courage, but
It now came to him just as lift was promising a begin-
ning. In his anguish he clung to the carved wood about
the escritoire. He was wrung to his depths by the vain
longing that possessed him.
The emotion that he had been holding in check with
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grim reioltttion, once admitted, surged on. Clow upon
the heels of his love and his desptir, came another sensa-
tion. A raucous hatred arose within him against the
man who had brought this upon him. It raged through
him, vexing him to madness. He strode up and down
the room, gnawing his nails. The refuse of his nature*
which had not hitherto been consciously a part of him,
floated to the surface. The longing for revenge drummed
In his ears. He called himself a coward, a miserable,
puling coward, not for the meditated suicide, but that
he should have considered it and bent his mind to it,

to leave his enemy in the triumphant possession of the
very spoils for which he hzd plotted. His heart leapt as
he remembered that his wager with Lord Burroughs had
not included a period within which he was to destroy
himself. So insidious and rapid is the spread of evil
that in his hatred of Mansur, he was beginning to in-
corporate a quality independent of it, almost opposed to
it^a detestation of his own world. No man is so sus-
picious as a trusting man who has been deceived. His
faiths fell about him. What were they all, Selwyn,
Williams and Walpole—he recalled a dozen of his boon
companions^-but sycophants, men who supported his so-
dety for what it meant to them: his prodigal hospitality,
the nonchalance with which he lost to them, the prestige
of his name, and fortune? All his life he had scarcely
given these considerations a thought; now he realised the
significance they might possess for o'^hers, only to despise
those who valued them.

He continued his disordered walk to and fro, flinging
the furniture carelessly to right and left as he did so.

" Die," he thought, " not yet." And Mansur I How was
he to be revenged on Mansur? Expose him he could
not, while he possessed those letters to contradict what
he, Yerington, might say. Injure him, he might, but
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tlJT' Ti' /"»"«""» w»y- He would but findh.n«If mvolyed in wonumUh exchaige of «xui.tfoM

ne WM searching for a revenge that would wrine Man-

him he dismissed as triHing and inadequate. In hS e^«t.ment, ., seemed to him that he w« see ng 5t»,tio"with peculiar clearness; viewing things with aS
T"mT' ^^ '^' »«™« •' relevancy Only wh^te
Jh«.ld look back on those moments would he'.^"

Suddenly his thoughts were arrested, and his walk

l^^J"
CaP"»" Elliot's voice. He, who so .dZn

^^n,T ""^'"^ '"•""y- The grotesque iW
mZ &„«• T""""" "" "~ '"' upon YeringtoS.As the Capum burst unceremoniously into the library, heheld up an involunury hand to restrain him. The yTingsoldier however, was too absorbed to notice the g^re!aid threw himself into a chair, where he contused tolaugh with many slappings of his thigh.

rJX^\'^,'^'T ' "" '""'' ^"l Yerington stoodwatching his fnend's transports. The tragic situation in

Tsl^g^r!'"^ " ^'""' "^ *" EUio.«C ZcS

taiW^enl*" ""^ ""';'?• °^ J""'"'" «**«' *« Cap-^n at length, can you believe it? A miracle has hap^pened, Harry, a miracle I Mansur is-in love."
In love, echoed Yerington meaninglessly.
Yes damme." cried Elliot. " Your sawdust manyour red-lipped black-haired, wooden marTm ,^"

heh. h a heart! I'll be bound, I gave him cred" forpo«^i„g on y a stomach, and a dirty, scheming brain"A heart, repeated Yerington.
••*^
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" Yes, and they tell me it hath paned into the pooet-
won of the pretty Lady PhUida, the Duchess of Croome't
niece.

"Another damned piece of acting," said Yerington.
scarce above a whisper.

"What? "exclaimed the Captain. " This from you,
Hal! Sits the wind now in that comer? Yesterday I
would have said 'ay ' to that, but, indeed, this tale runs
like the truth."

"How came you by the news?" asked Yerington,
without changing his position.

" in the stables. I was examining Pharaoh's sprain.
They did not suspect that I was near, or it may be that
Aeir tongues would have clacked less glibly. Though,
faith, Foulkes had given his postilions enough strong beer
to float a two-deck man-o'-war, and their discretion
was far below water-line. 'Twould have diverted you to
hear how pat they had his qualities and how much they
knew—when the distemper had seized him, how he had
planned a farce rescue from highwaymen to force his
acquaintance upon her. Do you recall those rascals we
met in Warwickshire? Egad, that was after his method,
sure."

"All this means nothing," objected his friend.
A hope was dawning within Yerington. Here might

he his revenge. But the very desire he felt to believe
Captain Elliot's words made him fear to accept them.

" Tis easy to love a fair lady near the great—and
well-dowered."

" Lady Philida is portionless, as all the world knows,"
returned Elliot; "and he's clean daft about her. He
scarce eats, and has lost a stone in weight. At night he
steals out to pace about like a haunted man. Methinks
he does not sit overmuch within the lady's liking and
that his suit progresses but at a snail's pace."
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doi^'I^H^^vT^"
went abruptly to the mullioned win-

thatched or slated roof. Mmd.t their du.t«tor««r ht

^tT^ htai:.""* TL "• '««^" "« sgranted to bim now, would be a profitlen thine which

MaSori. Z:1r " • '"^-f
' *'' 1- ofhl foriviarjorie were to go uncrownea. It was bv hi« ««,«

r"«
<>i

o« «nd bitterness that he readlSL^uri iHeWed th« Lady Phflida, here indeed w« r^SneJIwe

Sh^^L^nf K™''^",^'*^^' ^' 8«^^ "° »«cond thought.She was of his world, and so condemned with it Fair

and Tad HkeS r ^^'". '^^^ ^"'* "°* treacherous

ultlLaA^ Caroline's, they were frivolous andlight, like a dozen others he could name. He thrust dl
considerations of Ladv Philida »»;j. t .l

'""*^.*"

of insieht that h^ • .
^" *^ perversionwi insignt tnat his passionate cravine for rev^nt,^ h«A^^ T "L™-

" '"'' "•* *<" the SSe^rS^rSat ta

nevertheless, he did not look toward the viUaee with

^^^iSVrtl*^"-''- -iatSf-^L-i^
Can we trust this stable talk?"

in wfSn^'tl'?"*'"?
l»d ceased and «,metbing .

'F.;,h"t.
P«"«««>ce began to arrest his afention!

p.^tedTThe*:sLlr„;roorw?:f.lrJ'"'

:." *^*^ ''^ lor this Mansur, I'll eo bail J aHir Ph;
].<. am use his heart-sm-.^ as a lute^d playttJ^"
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what tunc d,e fancier. 'Tis the fate one time or anotherof the worst brute of us all."
«notner

J^ing up hi, whip, he sauntered, whistling, from the

Lord Yerington was left a prey to his thoughts.



CHAPTER XX
VANITY PAIR

In euer Mitte xu wellen.

Mil Uebe entgegen heulen.

—HtlMI.

to AouIde/wSTM^Iri:' '^ "^^f «*»"« •*<»'<'«
.. uw< wiin nis iriciiu, in a walk tn»*m.....^ •

Its pace, he stole a surprised dance at Mm "I'^f"'I
»"

leashed some devil in you. I vow iTIL 1 """

Sir Ga«, poor devils orfh. d!^ ''"'^ "'""^ »"<•

ford "d PlJdTht"^VfcblSl"* "»""-

in K.Si'td".'^" -- -™«' *« tOoueht over

IM
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SS^r, .teJ For a!"^ "'"'^." "" "««• ""«'»'"K nor Kcu. *or the othera, we know who hnM >i..

fcvoun from mch Murce$, even though I stUl hJ^
."uWnr'L? ',T

'° *"- •«' ""^ » «!^fonh

. H^^j"*"'"^:!' HS?''"'
" '»"•'" •»* « nuuiy face. „

••^i' • "'•'''"'B look at Captain Elliot.^^_^«t My you to your friend a, phUoK^her?" he

^I^M» him vUdy." answered EUiot, wid. a touch of

Thv continued their n«,id walk in .ilence.

b.rd,. or animals. Midway in their cou« stMd aW
tW, ^d^ " '^^^ ^'*'"^ Marsden Home faced

« gaincrca. As Ycnngton perceived them, his
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exprewion chwiged. For three weeb he h.d l»«, .

enter. Behind him lay aU that he valued—Maiorie^ml

own world—fitter, polnh, compliment, inrinceritr via™' xaKely d«gned to dothe itKlf in i^jLl^Jhm thqr ««Hl. he «,ld hin»el« J,^^^

LT'w™ "r*'.*^ ""^ "^ >»- to hLi^d
«r,K ™'i "L**

•• '"'y """^ *"' ""l*' would fade«nd their looks grow iri»ent at his wroach. Sd the^

ttese smUing hypocntes .run. He had the dar he&.»Imn. m which he meant to make thei, L-™:.
<»«ce as he piped.

™" ""«**«« tnnnu'B Pupp«s

He exulted as he thought of Mansur.

h»^V !,^f ^^'^ whom he was to empW in

J»«J«ge, doubUes, .he was a. the other,, trJnrf Sde^n from her cr«Ue. an apt pupa of k. woridly

to the top of the steps to receive them. She was »• ftrT

HTh*r " "^ *°^"' "-a--"-: wirhe^sS;

col^"find"S7"
*•

f"'*'
•»" W h™. " I wonder you

Skk- ** **''• ^ P"«"« *« a more eracdZn«ghb«.r.
_. greater niggard of hi. precious X^TZ

The two gentlemen were sweeping profound bows,
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liev. . vLw! ^ "«»"•». for 1 Aril nw be.

« "Idler wh«,hr&b^:!?r"«"r"«''- "''««
•T» . Pity .Ct%^^^^J^;r^,^

Wr mothen."
«"*<"*'»"»< Engluh fathen and

^^''/"'f"'"^' '"""« *«" «n «nr en-tin^

cnme erne, it. own^p^S.^' ™ '""""' ^^
^^How g«, it „id, y^, ^^^^j,. ^^ ^^^ ^^_
"Of the best." „,we«d that litUe gentle™, "I
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•et my watch by my tout A twinge once « quarter
of an hour, and a wind up in every joint on the hour.
But 'tit but a udsi cmprkf, and not the dead march that
kept me chained at Strawberry HilL"

*' He deiervet it," taid the ducheii leverdy. " A man
who denies hinuelf honest English beef and port of
'29!

**

She noted Yerington's wandering eyes. They were
observing a young girl clad in a white, lute-string gown,
a broad Tuscan hat set upon her blond hair. She wu
engaged in an animated conversation with Sir Geoffrey
Baxter. That young dandy wu obviously well pleased
with himself and his compliments. Their quality wm
well within Lord Yerington's knowledge, and he smiled
cynically as he heard the damsel's bursts of appreciative

laughter. If the dancing eyes beneath the Tuscan hat
had noted his approach, they did not betray it by a glance.

He dubbed her coquette before he had bowed his acknowl-
edgment of the duchess' introduction. The lau^iing
beauty's qualities be saw in outline, and these outlines of
character he himself filled in with colours ground on
the palette of his own experience.

"La, you saucy baggt.^!" the duchess excUimed,
" you'll spoil Sir Geoffrey. Let me present my neighbour,
Lord Yerington. This, Harry, is Mistress Sybil Army-
Uge, the saddest flirt in Christendom."

Mistress Sybil Armytage swept a low curtsey with a
lavishing flash of her eyes at the tall man, who stood a
little pale and plainly taken aback, after he had made
her his flourish.

" But harmless, since I'm labelled," she said saucily

with a little nout
"But I uiiJerstood your niece " half stammered

Yerington, turning to the duchess.

He had been pursuing his own thoughts, had been so
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/̂

intent upon hit purpote, that he wis thrown off hit

guard and confuted.

The duchett wat mitchievoutly amuted when he came
to a paute at a lott for a word.

Mittrett Sybil't laugh wat full of real enjoyment
" La, my lord," the taid, " you thought you'd tee the

tun, I'm only the poor, tickly moon, for which I hum-
bly beg your pardon. The matter it quickly mended.
Hither comet the central luminary."

She pointed a tlender finger over hit thoulder.

A conviction took pottetiion of Lord Yerington that

be wat about to encounter Mantur, to meet together
the pair aitodated in hit tcheme of retaliation. Hard
and bitter he had beoi ever tince he entered upon hit

retolve, but at thit moment there arote within him a
aente of fiercer antagonism. He turned, the foremost
thought in hit mind, not to face the lady, to laughingly
pointed out to him, but hit erttwhile friend.

Mr. Mantur could tcarcely conceal Jiit turprise at hit

pretence. The calm, polished gentleman who had in-

tuited him at Oxholme with to finithed a grace, now
revealed to him a face icily perfect in itt control. He
wat contdout of a tudden tremor of tomething like fear.

He had not expected thit. He knew that peer't code
and had counted upon it without quettion. He possetsed

the crowning requitite of a tuccettful tcoundrel, an ap-
prehention of qualitiet in the men with whom he dealt,

of which he himself did not possess the rudiments.

For an instant Lord Yerington held his gaze before

he turned to the girl standing beside him.

The duchess was speaking, but he heard no syllable.

He took an uncertain step forward. All the height and
breadth and depth of his world had concentrated into

the compass of one girl's face. She was looking at him
with eyet half appealing, half expectant He feared he

I
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he gmd ' «» ««ce into eveiy woman', upon whom
He turned towards the duchen.
Ajhoumnd pwdona, your grace, but I thought your

Come hither, you little wi^jAilJ^ ^ u***" ^'^
Yerington." ' ** "^ y®"' how to Lord

Lady Philid. approached and iwept a low curN.^She wu filled with »«^:j.^* v'**'* *ow curtiqr.

treucd MiT
««•»«««>««. her «ye. mutdy eo-

wftS ,h. r. """ '^ «"^« upon hta, thtt

10 assure himself he raised her hand to hk K«.

v^urt For the moment I thoueht I had sM.n h,lJ
where. The 1a»a» vwvj ""»"' * nw* seen her else-

Fi«n tnat t..B maid for whom I mistook her is ex-
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bout him wd took them ill into hS confidWWiS^«r of Indolent cwdour. " For the m«d I m^t,^ w«but a sfapple country Itm, u unleuned in ^T^rJT^
est booby."

«•«»»» i u warrant, u the yen-

^^P«tty ««. you've ^, ,, ^ „ h« .y., «,e.

J^r. "^ \f W)jr." ilie w«t 00 .0 Yerinjton " .••v. "< you wfll, but s iMbr for .li A., ii '

cracked the converwitiomd whip.
^"™"«» «»»»
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AOnLI RBAKT

Tk-- •--«- ._ *»**^ of oil tad tolHL

LojD YniNOTON stood looking down upon thb girl,
noring her conflicting emotions without an impulse of
relenting. Her hands clapped and unclasped and the
colour came and went in her cheeks. She could never
have imagined Lord Yerington in the guise in which she
now met him. She was untrained in all weapons with
which to parry, save that of pride.

A few feet away, Mansur watched them furtively. HeWM seeking for a solution of the riddle. UntU a glim-
mering knowledge came to him of the channel to which
he had hest confine himself, he chose sflence. He was
consaous that a power was dominating his life stronger
than any which had hitherto enteral it This influenceWM struggling within him, threatening his self-control,
and obscuring his nice judgment.

Yerington stood with his hat in his hand.
"Egad, your ladyship," he said, "but I owe you •

thousand apologies. Ton my life I do. For whom,
think you, I mistook you? Prithee, promise me in ad-
vance to forgive or I'd scarce have courage to tell you.
Twas for simple Mistress Marjorie, the niece of Mis-
tress Culpepper of the Royal Arms. Twas a scurvy
blunder and one your ladyship would resent with rea-
son."

Her spirit was overcoming her embarrassment.

IM
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"And wlijffiiijr lord, ihoiild you ipoloclK? Wat not
this maid, MiitrMi Marjorie, ont who knew her own
worth and dignity?" iht aiked.

Lord Yerington laughed, hit cyct hard.
** Faith, the did/' he anewered lightly. " Like her lie-

ten of another rank, she well knew how to drpw a nuui

on. Virtue and dignity in an innkeeper*! niece! I cannot

but laugh when I renMmber how well the played her

cardi. Truth to tell, your ladyship, I know such tini-

plidty will divert you, but I was half diatracted with
iuch goodneie in' such a setting. Your ladyship will ob-

serve, that it was a very pastoral"

Lady PhUida's fan snapped in her trembling fingers^

The sound recalled vividly to Lord Yenngton's mind t

scene with another lady, a lady of virtuous po^es, whom
from his heart he had revered, until she threw away
her disguise in a burst of passion. The action and the

sound linked Philid« more intimately with that moment
of his disillusion. He had been befooled thrice vSere
he most trusted, and he knew not how many tins

sides. It all read so dear in the exaggeration «.

shock, which had unseated his cooler judgment
Philida looked back bravely into hb cynical face.

**This Mistress Marjorte, Fm told," she said, "owes
you a debt which no act of hers could wipe away, or

balance. That consdousnon she must carry to her grave.

It would be sad, indeed, my lord, if you made that obli-

gation, for which I doubt not she each day prays a
blessing on your head, a burthen also."

Lord Yerington flippantly dangled his cane.

"Spud me, if I see the debt. That morning, if I

mistake not the circumstance to which you refer, I

went out in search of novelty. I had foimd the West
Znd an awful bore. Faith, I was like to perish with

shetr tnnitL*'
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He paused, tapping his shoe buckles with his cane, and

VhnT* ? * *?'*';?« **''°^ *"^ disiUusion in Lady
I'hUida s face as she listened.

JIT^^aIu '^^^^ I wandefed up that narrow wayand heard that cry for help, egad, I knew not what lay
at the other end of the adventure, nor did I care. Iwas but seeking for something to stir my blood. I'd
have fought the worst rogue unhanged, did it but give

Ste"** '°
"y.»^«'f

Upon honour, I have to
thank Mistrws Marjone for five minutes' divertissement
with a swordsman I remember now with a leap of the
heart Would I could meet him again. That alone was
worth two such mornings."

"Ajid you had no thought of Mistress Marjorie?"
ahe said, her voice thrilling with pain,

h*.
^"^ Marjorie," he repeated, as if he recalled

the memory with an effort; "I liked her well. She

Ai^uS"^ "P*** ""^ *P*"^ ^«»^' '"^'Wnks we did notdo badly m our meadow idyll."

"Oh," burst out the girl with flashing eyes. "You
coxcombi How dare you boast, sir, how dare you boast!

**

She was twisting the broken sticks of her fan between
her fingers, forgettmg everything but her burning indig-
nation. " *

Lord Ycringf^n looked at her with a bold stare.

fh^y ' • . S? '^"'^i^^'
"**^ ^^ ^^y PWlida speakAere, or is it Mistress Marjorie? I am but a poorii^

who, though no saint himself, is stiU but a clumsy apl
prentice m these ladies' arts of impersonation."

heJT « r"^
"' unworthy," cried Philida, her breastw ?; well."

" '"' "^'^ " ^°" ^^' -^ y^-

He spread his hands abroad affectedly.

tn J" > i^'
^^**^' *^^^ ^™ ^ '° ^n°w. who am Ito believe? Par exemple, who are you now? Marjorie "
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j-*e^bowed low—"or the Lady Philida?" He bowed

All her pride was in arms. An increasing fear pos-
J«sed her that she had already betrayed her hearth
him. Her guidmg impulse became a desire to blot outwch an mipression from his mind.

J!J^^^^ ^^^'^ *"' P^*«^ y*^"' "'•" She curtsied
With a densive flourish as deep as his own. " And she
bids you commend her counterfeiting.'

"

Commend it I do," he answered gallantly, " I know
but one fair dame who could have bettered it, and
she counted more years to her credit than does your
ladydiip. Doubtless you will equal her in time."

«.VK *" 5°" ^"^ ~""«"f«ting," said Lady Philida.
with an air of pucty, bent on her resolve of concealment!

1 protest I believe you," he answered, " and that but
scarce twenty-four hours in town will instruct you in
al the wiles, in which it may chance the country leavesyou uninformed." '

" La, sir," she said, with a tos$ of her curls to disguise
her quivermg hp, "we don't need the city for a school,
master. I can make my cheeses," and she swept him a

m^Zks.^"^ " ^ ^'^ *"'"^'^ * ^^ «^ ^
She was acting with a heart that pounded pitifuUy.

Yermgton swung his hat across his own, and they «.
luted one another, while Mansur stood puzzled.

thr.w T^\u". ^"^^ '^^^'P^y' ^°' ^«« were
threatemng her. She feared each second they might fight
above her pride. She had not the strength to parry withhim longer. Involuntarily she turned to the group who
conversed aside. The duchess looked up, reading danger
*" h' "?f"

' ^"^^^'^ ^a« and eyes unnaturally bright.
bybil, my dear," exclaimed Philida lightly, " you're

a baby for all your five seasons, and I'll prove it."

; !
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" Prove it," echoed the ducheit in alarm; " you prove

^T^nlJ^r '^'^'^^ '''^ '^^^^ Hold

"Nay," cried Phflida, "listen I"

heJLff'Jr^*"' S"^*^ indignation, she capturedher staff and assumed an air of authority, purstog upher I,^, frownmg, and flourishing the rod in so perfJS
«! mutation of her aunt's manner that Mistres.'^ySl
ed the way ,n a burst of laughter. The other. foUowed

.

r.r' dtw'" ""' "* "'^^'^^ ^" '' ^^'

'.' Jl?^'„',^*"
Pve you the rules of St. James's in atj^mklmg," began PhUida, ^pping with the cane, wdblowmg out her cheeb. « Do you but foUow them wdyou 11 never give those hussies at the Court an opening-One by one they came gh^ly off her tongiJe^ amid

r"^ord°s?'''""-
She laid a special emplSii upon

"My children, love wiU die at best, then see to it
that you have a palace to coffer it in, and then you need
not sit over often with the corpse."

" Her Grace of Queensberry to the life," gasped Wal-
pole, tactfully seeking to trafl a herring across the path
that pointed towards the duchess.

audaaty and a chucUe at her clever caricature, which
she could not deny.

*

tbi^cl^*"^^* V"^^"" u'^ ^^""'^ *"° « "0««t «nid
tte clap of hands but two observers read her aright.

^*TxrT"; ^f^"* ^"»°* ^^ Mr. Mansur. To Sybil

^tY'^^A 'u' ^^iP'fJ"'sh girl bent upon a whim
that diverted them. To the duchess she was a puzzle,
and one she meant to catechise sharply later on. Sheknew dhe had spoiled the child, but she had never before
mdulged m so darmg a flight as this. To Sir Geoffrey
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•he WM a beautiful girl, whom it pleasured him to watch
without troubling bit stupid head about attractions
more potent

To Lord Yerington's jaundiced view, rendered ob-
jective by his unsympathetic attitude, she was what she
appeared to be, callous and shallow. But Captain El-
liot noted her excitement, for which he saw no adequate
oiuse, and he looked toward Yerington and frowned.
Mansur had been puzzled by the conversation he had
overheard, but having known Lady Philida in her dis-
guise, he guessed ai much and thought he saw an op-
portunity to widen the breach and revenge himself fur-
ther upon Lord Yerington.

Philida did not possess the trained hardness with which
to sustain the situation she had created. She felt her
self-control beginning to go and resolved upon retreat,
but contnvcd to make it an airy one. With a laugh,
and a merry glance at her aunt, as if she knew how
much she deserved punishment, and was in no mood to
stay for it, she turned away with a toss of her head,
played an imaginary tune upon the stone balustrade with
her fingers, and walked off swinging her hat, the picture
or wilful unpenitence.

The irate duchess watched her go across the terrace,
tnp down the broad steps, and lose herself in the Italian
garden, before she gained voice.

^
" Lud," she gasped, raising her hands, and not deign-mg to reach for the staff, which Philida had left out of

easy grasping distance, " if she's like this here, the Lord
knows what she'll be like in town."

She caught Sybil smothering a laugh, and turned to
her wrathfully.

"This is your work, you impudent baggage, putting
notions into the child's head."

»*»»!' 2
Mr. Walpole poised upon his red-heeled shoes and
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iJr^t^f "^^^^r"
'"*^"'^^' ^^ -^ '•'

"Nay, duch«i, I protett, thae high ipiriti have a
faKination that'. aU the Lady Philidt?, "wn. and all

Whlt"^' ^"?i °1 ^^ '°^" will be mad about her.What diarm wiU those vapourish ladies have, patterned
upon one another against these pretty outbursts of Eve.
as refreshing as the Garden of Eden itself I

"

methinks the child has some of my spirit."



CHAPTER XXII

THRUST AND PARRY
n«loe oo't thM he should mum to teate me j„,t now.

—SmuMw.
L^ YwuNOTOK's «id Mr. Manor's eyes had followed

val? '5?..'^^™" °* » »*?« ^^^''^ ^^^ to them at inter-
yals. rheir gaze met. though neither moved, each await-

t'Ced'^'^rL^^^^^^^^
The situation, however, JH-

!!!!^ J ; w *" *'"^"' »P*»^« to Yerington and. as hem^nded^Mansur wheeled about and Sought Vn^t

to A?2^ r''^'^
^'- ^«"*"'' « he drew nearer

Si« b^*! Il'"^ "?"^ ***^ «°^^"- When his re-

"La," she said, " go to her, you oaf I

"

a rZlw?"^ ^"^ **" °*^"^ ^'' "^ ^"ting to makea complunent or an excuse.
^^

ItiL'^rS°^%™'''^'~ «««'"« '>«>«4 the^.^U m . fr™, of ™.^ dK .^ g,,^^^ ^^^

Mn M««„r could not have clH»e„ , „„„. mom«t

" I wonder you come, Mr. Mansur, when 'ti. mvhumour to be done," she «id wilfuUy, M{ tZnTfZ
He Mood before her, his hat in his hand, all h»

901
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ready phrues floWn. Hit love for her wm to honest
that, despite himself, it made him honest He wu baf-
fled by a sense of helpless adoration. This told in his

eyes as he looked at her. His was a dark, strong face,

and attractive to many women in its masterfulness, but
at this moment it moved Philida to the point of ex-
asperation. Most women arc at bottom tyrants \mtil
love tames them and, sometimes, even then.

Lady Philida picked the rose she held in her fingers

to pieces, petal by petal, while Mansur watched her.

"Prithee, have you no tongue, sir?" she asked at
length, with a glance from her blue eyes with their dark
pencillings.

He pointed to the rose.

" See," he said, " you've torn it bit by bit an4 yet, for
all that, its heart was golden."

She twisted the stem about in her fingers, pretending
not to understand.

"So it is," she said indifferently. "Yet how much
more lovely was the rose when its heart was hidden!
Now it has neither perfume nor beauty." She threw it

carelesdy aside. " Your phrases are so deep, Mr. Man-
sur, I protest I cannot follow you." She flung a sudden,
startling contradictory smile at him.

Dazed by it, Mr. Mansur's head swam. The next
instant he could have sworn aloud.

Lord Yerington had turned a comer by a stone urn
and was approaching them with his confident indolence.

Then Mansur knew that the smile directed toward him
was but one of a woman's ready subterfuges to disguise

her real thought. Instinctively he was aware that she
had already seen Lord Yerington's approach when she
had given that glance at him. But, perceiving this, he
took instant advantage of the situation. He, too, played
for Lord Yerington.
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One inn upon the support of the pergola, he Icuied
nearer to her, his numner full of tender gallantry.

" But upon that theme I could tpetk for ever, my only
excuse being my earnestness," he said, as if continuing ft

converution.

Lord Yerington overheard.
" I hope I'm not intruding," he said, nevertheless ad-

vancing without a pause.

Yet, when he had gained Philida's side, he bowed and
looked from Mansur's lowering face to hers, as if he
questioned his right to linger.

Philida did not reply in words. She turned and
walked slowly forward, the gentlemen sauntering beside
her. The two men exchanged glances over her head.
About Mr. Mansur's mouth the dangerous dimples came
and went Lord Yerington's face was debonair.
"I had understood," said Mr. Mansur, his voice

studiously level and unemphatic, "that your lordship
had an engagement with Lord Burroughs, which honour
did not suffer you to break."

"Honour?" repeated Yerington, as if he had not
heard aright. " Gad, Mr. Mansur is so nice in such
matters himself that if he speaks of honour, he speaks
with authority; but my engagement with Lord Bur-
roughs is not pressing. It was not rounded by «
date."

'

Mr. Mansur's eyes flickered, but his voice was even.
" There are some engagements to which circumstances

set a date."

Yerington laughed.

"It was not so nominated in the bond, and delicate
as is Mr. Mansur in these questions of honour, none of
my house have needed tutoring on this point"

Something unusual in their tone impressed Philida. It
had been taking all her self-control to maintain her at-
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tftude of indiffereiice, but a note in Lord Yerinstoo't
voice routed a vague alarm in her.
"I thougt. I •• the ttanunered. "Are not you

genuemen friends, Khoolfellowt, if I mistake not?*'
Lord Yerington switched off the head of a btossom

with his cane is he passed.

" True, true, Lady Philida," he answered. "Friend-
ship is a rare and swred thing, is it not? It binds men
close in loyalty. Ask Mr. Mansur."

Sflmce followed. Mr. Mansur's face was black.
Ours dates back a score of years to dear old school-

days, continued Lord Yerington. " Rare days those,
eh, Mansur? I must tell you, Lady Philida, that this
modest fnend of mine, though I'll be bound he's not
over fond of talking of it, has ^ pretty taste in literature.
Tis letters he prefers, if I remember."
"Madame de S^igni's letten?" asked Philida, con-

saous there was an enigmatic intensity in the situation,
and mstmctively seeking to lighten it. Characteristically
she was forgetting her own emotion in her desire to
brmg about a better understanding.
"What say you to that, Mansur?" gibed Yerington

over herhead. " No, Mr. Mansur's not particular about
style. Tis matter he prefers."

Mansur spoke:

"You may not have noted. Lady Philida, that Lord
Yenngton possesses a pretty wit in the art of juggling
with phrases. Upon my life, let him but turn an agree-
ment over upon his tongue a time or two, though it
miljt read as straight as the plain entry in a betting-
book, when he has done with it, it possesses a new com-
plexion and its outlines and distances grow as deceptive
as objects seen in a fog."

Mr. Mansur's thrust had gone home and Lord Yering-
ton was unpotent to parry it. Its burn lingered, stinging
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In the open wound of hb honour it he read it by hb
code. Wee he, indeed, juggling with the terms of the
wager? The doubt cut him to the quick. But It did
more. It whipped into fury hit wrath against the man
who had trapped him. Having itooped to contempUte
revenge, the desire for it grew more potent. He looked
down at the girl beside him. He felt that he had been
befooled, deceived by her poses, as he had been by Lady
Caroline's. She danced in the torrent of his anger as a
leaf eddies upon a current Mansur was growing
threateningly bold. He resolved to silence him, that he
might be left a free hand to play out the game upon
which he was bent His heart at that moment was as
ruthless and as worthless as the man with whom he par-
ried. The whole, reckless gambler's heart of him he wu
staking in this venture, thrusting all consideration aside,
except the one upon which he was concentrated. He
was not reckoning upon any love Lady Philida might
bear him. In the mood in which he then was, he would
not have believed in such a love had she protested it
Had faith in such a love been possible to him at
that momen his revenge would have been as Impos-
sible.

"A whimsical incident recurs to my mind at this
moment," he began, so entirely without relevance that
Mansur perceived in his ren»rk a flank movement and
listened all upon the defensive. " 'Slife, it was a most
droll drcumstance that two such ragged knaves should
have been the outposts of Master Cupid!" He wiped
his lips daintily with his lace handkerchief.

Philida regarded him with troubled eyes.
' It happened on the road as we came here, and I

protest, it was a vastly plrasant diversion from the cav-
ernous old coach. I was ::alf asleep when two shots
sounded that put me on the sudden wide awake. My
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««Ml«dup,indautolthecoidi EUiotwid I tunUciLA b^wijniMn WM tbt toMUctc bird we thoucbt to htm
fa thtt loUtude. A highwiviwwl I caiTnirln ipttk
fDrlau^gl Wh«think you we found?" He looted
fuU at Mantur. **Two trembling, ragged nHcab. IH•WW you'd not find their like out of St. GtUt,"
The Ijme lay in Lord Yerington't handi.

•fcu £JlK"' T" *****~*^ « Verington poMMKd
S^i^^*!' ^ "^ IwwerleM. The mere thought
of Ae dudMM' tongue made him quail Here was the
MMiMrt of weapone—the meant to make him look ridicu-
Joufc In that icoffing world toward which he had la-
boured, a blighted reputation a man might retrieve, but
let him become a Jest and he was mined.

^**™>«J»'» «y« tparkled with sardonic amusement asM noticed Mr. Mansur's discomfiture.
"I think I heard the duchess say she desired a word

wiUi you,** he drawled.
-But, prWiee. what's the end of the adventure?*'

questioned Philida.

"I crave your ladyship's indulgence,** responded Yer-
tagton. My runaway tongue hath betrayed me. A
toiish of the tale would involve one or two personages
Id spare, if you wiU give me leave. Upon my honour.
Mansur, I wonder I had so long forgot the duchess'

Mr. Mansur glared back helplessly at him, but he
added, m a low voke:

II

You and I must meet in the o^n one day.**
What does he mean?** questioned Philida. as he

turned and left them.
She felt aU the threat and it fiUed her with alarm.
l^rd Yenngton did not reply. He was keeping an

eye on Mr. Mansur, who walked under the pergola,
past the sun-dial and vaniriied behind a hedge of box
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S^t «it^l/"*^u ^ 'T^' I«tr h, ought
tlM fUnt ol bu red COM through the green, and knew

Thit fcU in with hit |»lam, for be wiriied him to wiNne» the leoMinder of the pli^.
«« w w«
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IN THI ITALIAN OAIDIN

•o MOM m WMBn MMiriich*

—Hmii.

YniNoroK turned to hb compuiibn, to diicovcr her ro*
Swding him with penetrating eyei.

'* I thought 3rou and Mr. Manwr were friends," the
laid*

"Are wt not?** he anwreied aippantly.
She shook her head.
" Don't think I am so young that I cannot catch the

note Of thrust and parry. Methought to-day you and
Mr. Mansur had h'ttle love for one another, and I am not
sure that it was to my taste to have you send your shafts
over my head."

She hit nearer than she knew, but that thought but
pncked to keener relish Yerington's cynical humour. He
perwived that her face was a little pale, and that the
band of black velvet about her neck accentuated its fairw
nesi. She was a winsome picture and it may be that a
stir in his blood, as he gased at her, but added to his
relentlessness. His eyes looked beyond her to the gleam
of scarlet behind the box hedge.

" Young you are," he answered softly, " and your mir-
ror has long since told you that you are beautiful. Thwe
two facts spell a charm to make men slaves to such as
you and brutes to one another."

Something in his tone rang false in her ears and
wounded her bruised girl's heart, the pain in which she
was battling to conceal
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^^Hj^i^^^^r^ Wlyhocb dioc ibo^ her
i»«l. • roM-dapfklcd bKhground for her lovdincM, **iiMkeBtM town-turned comiairmnt^ I nUike them."
«• bent towtfdt her. Something in hit expmiion

^Jl*'i •*». ^^*««'v«J«*niit of him. but beneath this
•ttiMtlon lurked a comdouMMM ol hit fatdnation and
hit power over her.

nlf^^^^* ;• that thete poor, worn phraeet ttill
mutt terve me. though I could pray the godt lor bn-
iii«ge new. and freth and worthy of my theme. Yet.
Ive nothing but the utiuU vehicle, though it hat long
•enred alto paiuon and the poett. to help me to conv^
to you what hammen at my heart"

" U, tir." the taid. with a little lift of her thoulder.
aeeking to tupprett the emotion hit wordt. hit manner

^Uuu'^'H^l^l **! **" **^'*^ t»n« "^"^ in her.
^okeby the book. I protett. I have read it mytelf."

rhen am I undone." he exclaimed. " for it it writIty m a book called love. And if you have real it
before my coming, what it left to me but detpair?

**

She wat at helplett at a child to fence with thit fin-
Idled matter of gallantry.

^JUn^"* i.*1 .i"**^*^ «y lo'a. to wonder how
many ladiet had littened to your detpair before. Be-
l«ve me, I tpeak truth when I teU you I have no love
tor pretty complimentt. It may be that in time I thall
learn to think well of them, but now. in my country ig-
norance, they ring false and emoty. Prithee, reterve

yp^ f »
*** ^®' ®"* "°" *"""**^ *" the play of wordt

The scariet spot behind the hedge moved suddenly.
In that movement Lord Yerington read relief, if not
triumph. Lady Philida's attitude he interpreted but as
a retreat that invited his advance. He resolved upon

I-

i
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method! that would give leM room for even temportry
triumph to the eavesdropper. He drew a »tep nearer
to the girL Involuntarily the shrank against the holly-
hocb, with a movement of something like panic This
action would have touched him, had his eyes been less
blinded.

« o
^®" "^ ^*^' ^'^y Philida," he answered seriously.

Such phrases I have spoke before, and spoke them
lightly. But one phrase has never hitherto passed my
lips." He lifted his hat and bowed low. "Can you
find it in your heart to become the Countess of Yering-
ton? I offer you my hand, my name and my estates.
Will you deign to accept them?"

Philida did not move, except that one hand mechanic-
ally groped behind her to the swaying stalks, as if she
felt the need of support. The sun flooded her. Her
eyes searched his face, as if she sought to read his heart;
the rapid beats of her own revealed in a pulse in her
bared neck.

Hat in hand. Lord Yerington stood before her, wait-
ing. Strangely enough, now that he had sprung this
mine which he designed for the man who played eaves-
dropper within hearing distance, the memory of him
passed completely from his thought. He found himself
hanpng upon Lady Philida*s answer, as if all the love
her innocent deception had slain at a blow, stood wait-
ing upon her reply. If, indeed, she were a scheming
apostle of her aunt's training, she did not rise promptly
to the fly of title and wealth which he danced before
her. For a few seconds she stood in complete silence.

When she spoke, her voice was full of an emotion he
did not understand.

"My lord," she said, the words coming slowly and
with intense earnestness; "do you ask this question of
Mistress Marjorie or of Lady Philida Wentworth? "
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He started. He had been intent upon his purpose, to

the exclusion of all other ideas.

" Mistress Marjorie? " be echcsc. f?*ling confusedly
for her thought.

She clasped her hands and gr .e a little err before she

spoke, her eyes still fixed intently upon his iace. When
her words came, they were at times almost incoherent,

but as he listened their significance grew clear to him,

appallingly clear. He saw her meaning as by a flash of
lightning.

" If 'tis the Lady Philida you ask to be your wife,

then my answer is No! Never would I marry you.

Think you I'd stoop to wed a man who, had my place in

life been different, would have kissed me, and passed me
by in wantonness, who would have made me a mere jest,

a means to trifle a few hours away with, and then have
left me without a second thought? Tell me, is it the

Lady Philida you ask to marry you?"
Involuntarily, Lord Yerington's hand went to his

throat. This revelation choked him. For an instant

the scene about him swam.
" Ah! " she cried, " I see, I see. *Twas only Philida.

Then hear my answer, my lord. Again and again 'tis

No! A poor creature would you make of me. A count-

ess, forsooth! I'd rather be mere Marjorie, wedded to

an honest, loving woodcutter."

She would have gone past him, but in an agony of
self-abasement he fell upon his knees and buried his face

in the skirt of her dress. This stayed her.

He could not speak. He could but let the tide of
darkness and self-accusation engulf him.

At length he felt her hand upon his hair, and Philida's

voice reached him, crossed by a peal of tenderness.
" Oh !

" she said, with a check of laughter near to

tears, " 'twas Marjorie, 'twas Marjorie after all."
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He found her hand and bowed his head upon it, mute,

condemned of himself.

-I "J "».«> Kwteful," he heard her whisper, "and I
doubted him."

•»»« *

The girl was lost in joy, and the man in a daze of
misery.

A sharp, imperious voice struck across their abstrac-
tion.

"Hqr, hey, my Lord Ycrington, and is this your
sense of honour No Undon poses, if you please, for
my^country simpleton. I wonder at you, I do, upon my

in h^/han?^
'*°^'^ ^^°" ^^"' ^" '**^ ""^ authority

Ycrington «^ to his feet He opened his lips to
speak, but for the moment no words came. .The shaip.
contradictory emotions of the last few hours had been
too great and, finished man of the world as he was. hewas not master of himself.

'

"Well. sir. well I" exclaimed the duchess impatiently.Must you stand there gaping like a yokel? Explain&r ':y7^' ' ""' ^°"- ^^ ^-' --' ^^^

anJ blushJ'"'
*** ^"' ^*' ^** '^"'""^ ""^^ ^*** "^^^

, " La. ma'am," she said, " do you think so ill of your

flout' hcrr^^^ * ^'"^""^ "^^y^ ^*» ^''^^

hnJ^nrv'^T '^'i' *° ^^"^^'' »" *^« «J"ch«s' mind,but nothing but plain statements and facts would do for
this practical dame.
"Come, Yerington," she said sternly, " have you beenmakmg love to my niece? Answer up."

^

A K
^^y °i.*^P^«n«ion lay open to Yerington. Theduchess had discovered him in his attitude of adoration!
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and to deny anything but left Philida to bear the brunt
of the situation alone. He cast a glance to where she
stood. She was looking at him with pride, love and
trust, If, albeit, a certain pervading shyness.

"
?f.*y ^ ^"^* * ^^ w®'<^" w»th your grace in pri-

vate?" he said at length.

"You may," answered the duchess, stiU choosing to
appear unmoUified. " As for you, miss, go to your room
and stay there till I summon you."

Philida left her meekly, but in one of the alleys of the
garden as she went she encountered Mistress SybU, who
had heard and seen all, and who was all curiosity. Phi-
lida s heart was running over with joy, and here was a
girl like herself athrob with the romance of life, and her
confidence went out to her, as wave dances to wave.

Oh, Philida, Philida I
" Sybil cried, winding her arms

about her, * have you captured the Eari of Yerington.
you little country mouse?"

" I've not said so," answered Philida, in confusion.
I saw it all," whispered Sybil, " as I came in with

the duchess, and if it does not mean a declaration then
I protest you're a bold creature."

*| You know better," expostulated PhUida.
How can I know better," said the sly Sybfl, " when

I saw It with my own eyes? "

Philida's inexperience walked into the trap.
"You know," she protested with crimson cheeb, " that

his lordship would not presume to—to "

"But he would, if you encouraged him," said Sybil,
with a sage shake of her head. "La, all the world
knows what a sad rake Yerington is. I warn you, child,
you 11 never get a declaration, if you hold yourself so
lightly."

"But I will not have you think so ill of Lord Yering-
ton! exclaimed Philida. " And you should think too
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^lUI me to tuppoK he would tike u unwirrtnted

« ^*?.^? ^^ ^, « declmtion," exclaimed Sybil

bold, brazen hussy I Do you deny it?"

^^

Completely at a disadvantage, Philida stood biting her

Syba burst into a shout of laughter.
Oh. lud I " she cried, clapping her hands, " the babyhw^d^me herself! If you don't deny it, then^

«JIl* '^^ ?^ ^.^"* **" spreading her rare morsel of
news, unheedmg the agonisecf appeals PhOida flung after



CHAPTER XXIV

MISTRESS SYBtt PLAYS FATE
My life its Mcrett and itt mywttry hat-.A love eternal in a moment born;
/'^ "no hope to help my evil caw.And the knowi naught who makes me thus forlorn.

—Flux Amrna.

^m ^""n"^ ^l^ 'K^'^r
'° '^^ white-panelled mornJng-

TcouL Once there, she faced Lord Yerington. He stool
sJent before her. His thoughts were stiU astray, hS

hri^rX""' """" "^ ^" * '"^'"^"^ *^ -^""^

w« mlir." ^'^
-!r^°?

^•"' ^^ '^'^'^^ attitudewas fll-suited to the role of impetuous lover. He was•teeped ma misery so profound that it blotted his power
to hear though not to feel. The duchess' next wordscame to him dimly, as from a distance.

m. f„r "''"/»»J.^»d. "you have stolen a march uponme m a scurvy fashion. Prithee, explain yourself."
Wis mien raised a fear in her anA »<>». u—

sharper edge. * "*
^*''* ^*' ^**'^^ «

he^ir^ll^^'^'^'u^'r^''^^^^^^" ««""«'• When

" Your grace," he said hoarsely, « I have much to ar

^oT^'.'K ?! ^r"^e<^^ou.ht"fo^a^rr^:
Words! he burst forth suddenly, flinging wide oneh|md^in a gesture of profound contempt' "Ag;^:!

The duchess' suspicions were further aroused. Her
ns
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shrewd, worldly eyes learched his face. She read in it a
despair so deep, it startled her. Her own grew dark with
apprehension.

** Yerington !
** she exclaimed, " have you been acting in

bad faith? Have you been trifling with this child?

"

With a groan, he turned upon his heel and sought the
window. There the duchess saw him outlined against

the light without, his head bent upon his breast
The flickering flame of her fear leapt high.
" My God I " she cried sharply, bringing down her staff

with a blow that threatmed the tortoise-shell, " is it so
bad as that? Have you played with this child whilst you
have been irrevocably pledged to another woman?"
^
He put aside this idea by a gesture so full of repudia-

tion that her mLgivings on that head took flight.

"Lud, man," she said, with a long-drawn breath,
"what a start you gave me. Why all this shilly-shally-

ing? If 'tis your conscience that is troubling you, don't
be a fool. I know the world and your record. Between
us, we must keep it from the child. Lud, I've ever loved
a man of spirit, and, truth to tell, I trust you, because
you've sown your wild oats in the sight of all men. No
canting hypocrites for me; I detest the tribe. Now,
what have you to say to me? "

Yerington fought for self-possession. He had no desire
to shield himself. He was determined to tell the truth
to this woman waiting upon his silence, but he knew his

next words would cut him off from more than life. They
woulc' exile him from Philida. He could not summon
the sh< >rt, brutal phrases with which he intended to pro-
nounc his own condemnation. In the struggle within
him,

'
rops of perspiration burst out upon his brow.

Mechanically, he brushed them away with his handker-
chief, the light flashing upon his jewelled fingers as he did
so. So strong a thing is long-established habit, that into
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thtt jesture, wrung from him in honest anguish, thereentered some suggestion of the dandy.

TTie duchess, noting him with renewed suspidon and

^tT,;:^"z^ '^K?"?.'
«<»« M.„ cZ«"Li,'cot treef Did you think it was but a oair oi wnmTn

n^« of fflmi V"* "'* "«•««««'«« chickenJ
„,^ht ?^^ '^ *"*•«' I'" "><J *e coned the torridtumble of her word, with dm«, comicl ri,ruptt^

•h. ..i K?""' Veruigton. thi. i, beyond my miewW "
•te «ud with . sort of tmdtd meeimm " I STi fl.m.. „ it? But o.e word-you love ter? " ^ " ""^

At thu quesuon Yerington concealed his eves for ..

""Sf^^ *c i^dW h«d that had o^dTr "

As he stood motionless, he felt the duchess' practical

i^tord^ir'^" '" """ ""^
'
-"^ •'~

"You love her," she saM "««j *i^ »

m/v..... 'n. .
^'"» *"d there^ no other

;^. worldly. hX^J„i^j,«
;-' i^--"ke. but between us, let u, spare her. Keep yS^ cotWn. for me, if confess you must. thoughTaUd

ftZ r K J""T'.'™''
»«*'"" '"t- Scratdi your n«^eftom the buttery-book at White's and begin anew S!
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Her touch upon hk shoulder but redoubled in Yering-

ton the sente of iwlation which had penitted at intervab

ever since Mansur's revelation of the morning. He put

out his hand and took hers in a claq> of real feeling, with-

out bending his head to the usual courtly salutation. As
a comrade she had extended it to him, and as a comrade
he accepted it.

At this instant there was an uncertain knock at the

door, a mere rattling of the knuckles down the panels,

ominously playful.

The duchess started and frowned. Without waiting

for an invitation, the door was opened from without. A
hatt curly head, dressed high and crowned by a lace frill,

peered in. •

"Did you invite us to enter?" Sybil asked, with af-

fected submissiveness.

" No, I did not," snapped the duchess.

By this time the girl had danced into the room and
thrown wide the door; behind it appeared a row of gen-

tlemen, visibly discomposed and doubtful of their wel-

come. Male-fashion, they had been cajoled there by

Sybil's wiles. She had led them, half conmianding and
half coaxing. Now that they faced the duchess, the im-

propriety of their position seized them sharply. No such

sensation dismayed the mischievous damsel who had con-

ducted them. She had commenced her expedition with a

complete consciousness of her imprudence, and she de-

lighted to be the conveyer of glad tidings and the defier

of conventions.

" If you please, your grace," she said, " we have come
to offer our congratulations," sweeping a deep curtsey.

" Upon what? " glared the duchess. " Not upon your
own discretion, I'll go bail."

"La, you are not going to be angry," cried Sybil

hypocritically, " or I protest, I'll die of chagrin. I con-
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im I but couced the good newt out of Philidt, but me-
thought 'twM for all the world to know."
The duchest' maiterful staff rang sharply on the pol-

ined floor.

Yerington's face was colourless. It seemed as If fate
had designed to trap him in the c-onsequences of his tem-
porary madness, and, what wei v;or«, not him alone, but
others, whom with all his heaif he desired to spare. He
awaited the duchess' next words with dread. If she ac-
quiesced, he was committed to a position of acute em-
barrassment. He could not in honour deny what she
might choose to acknowledge.
"What you know, it for all the world to know, you

"npy<*en« ,*>«««««." cried the duchess angrily. " Horace
Walpole," addressing that gentleman, who was palpably
•eeking to hide himself behind Sir Geoffrey, "you are
old enough to know better."

With obvious reluctance, Mr. Walpole advanced to
the foreground.

" I can but plead that Eve was wondrous beautiful,
and that I am but a poor, weak man," he said.

Ludl " exclaimed the duchess, " must Adam's excuse
serve forever? You look, every one of you, like a set of
simpletons, and let me tell you. if it did not jump with
my inclination, I should lie this Eve, who so successfully
has led you, out of countenance. It but happens she has
forced my hand an hour or two, and so I do not choose
to contradict her."

With an exclamation, Sybil rushed to take her in an
impetuous embrace, but the duchess put her coldly away
from her.

'

" If you do not learn discretion, the Lord knows what
your end will be," she said with grave displeasure.

Yerington bit his lip. His gaze went past the gentle-
men who were crowding into the room with bows and
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congratuIttioiM nd lought out Ctptdn Elliot*! tec
The captain knew hit friend's every mood.
At their eyci met, Yerington't fell.

The dinner that followed wai of little confbrt to any
one who shared it A desultory effort at lig^t conveist-
tibn continued throughout the meal.

Lord Yerington perceived that Mansur's face was dark
with misery. Yerington made an effort to appear natural,
but he could not bend himself to the treachery of an af-

fectation of gaiety. Philida*s countenance, every time
he looked upon it, branded him with self-reproach. It
was filled with a shy happiness, which added to its

beauty.

The duchess felt she had been too little consulted in
the entire conduct of the affair. For the time being she
was conscious of more ill-humour )*t this thought, than
triumph at the consummation of her cherished plan. She
flung darts to right and left at squirming victims. Sybil
alone was gay. She was rejoidng in the sensation the
had caused, and deflected the ducheis' thrusts with the
ease of long practice.

Towai'd the end of the repast, a chance comment of
Horace Walpole's caught his hosteis' ear.

**Oh, those beaten paths," he was saying, " dusty with
the feet of the conventional."

" And nobody haunts them with more persistence than
you do, Horry," she retorted tartly. " Even your vices
must pass muster as being dt rigueur,*'

He shrugged his shoulders, a habit he had caught in
France, and deserted his position without a blush.

"What would become of sodety if one was to be
crudfled upon one's epigrams? At least, duchess, you'll
admit that the beaten paths are well supplied with mile-
stones and guide-posts."

"So they are," said tiie duchess dioughtfully; "after
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•II. ^nventiofi, whether It be wJ or itmulitted. «ipfc«etone of toaety't eiSrtt at •elfi)rotection."
«•»-««•

She cut • thoughtful glMce at PhiUda. No more

the countrydde by herself, the thought
But before she could institute this new i^gime, Phflidahad outwitted her with serious consequencwT



CHAPTER JUCV

VNAVOWBD OONiraiATOIIS

iMlonqr Ihrti opon doubt; tad eonm to n tad. or
• Any • Moa M it pmm from doubt to JtiUouv.

Shortly titer dinner, Yerington withdrew with cxcuici.
He told the duchcM that the day'e happening gave him
much to think over and arrange, and the dismined him
with an arch shake of the finger, and a warning to treat
11 bogies of the past at they deserved to be treated, as
having no present existence. He was supremely thankful
that Captain Elliot chose to linger with Mistress Sybil,
enduring her daring sallies of wit with admirable phi-
losophy. At that time he, of all things, desired ioUtude
and an interval of reflection.

Mr. Mansur was restless under his humiliation and
disappointment He started upon a ramble, shortly after
Lord **>t .ngton had taken his leave. He turned his steps
towards the village of Oxholme, and chose a short cut
across the fields. He had not gone more than a quarter
of a mile upon his way, when, to his infinite surprise, a
figure in flowered muslin poised for an instant upon a
stile before descent into the meadow beyond. That elfin
form filled him with a tragedy of vain longing. As he
looked at her the years stretched ahead of him, grey and
desolate; his ambitions turned to dust and ashes; his goals
withered.

An insunt later he smiled bitterly.

He realised that Lady Philida, intoxicated with her
joy, was flying to carry news of it to her beloved foster-

it9
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wothtr. Had the but known it, it luui alrauly travelled
iu and wide bjr the iwift medium of the iMck-ttain andwu even now no lecret in Oxholme.
Mamur walked on. keeping the light-footed figure in

•Ight. uma It vanished within the door of the RoyalArm^ He >new the would go at once to Mr^ Cul-
pepper • private rooms, which faced away from the road,
and 10 would have no knowledge of hit presence in the
inn, if he went there.

11 '^•|?^. *^ ^rturing himself by the sight of her.He toJd hunself that just so she had danced through his
Hfe, allunng him, yet ever beyond him. His hatred for
Yenngton was intensified, for the earl had triumphed
over him on this the day he had planned for his humilia-
tion. He felt as if he could have stretched out his hand
•nd destroyed Lady Philida, as though she were indeed
the fainr creature she looked, rather than have to endure
•gam the sight of the love in her eyes he had read there
that day, as she looked toward Yerington.
When he reached the inn, he stood before it, lost in

thought. From the midst of his abstraction, he glanced
up to observe two hostlers washing the yellow wheeU of
a chaise. His eyes, ever observant, caught sight of a coat
of arms upon the panel. His expression changed. Almost
instinctiyely he looked up to a casement of the window
above his head. It was as if he already knew he would
gaze into a pair of yellow-brown eyes.
A glove fluttered to his feet.

" My diaUenge, sir," caUcd a laughing voice. " Return
It if you dare.

'

A moment later, without awaiting the ceremony of an-
nouncement, found him knocking at the door of the room
from which Lady Caroline had smiled at him.

Come in," called her voice.

He entered, and faced her. She was clad in a dark

ft:
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ln\ *

greoj trtveIlinK-dR»> her hair clubbed, and her hat flune
upon the oaken table.

" I accept your challenge, your ladyship," said Mr.
Mantur, bending to salute the careless hand she extended
to him. " In days of old 'twould have spurred knights to
valorous deeds, I'll be bound."

She smiled, watching him speculatively.

"The knights of to-day put much upon the shoulders
of the centuries," she said.

"Has your ladyship commands?" he asked. "Your
most humble and obedient servant is at your service."
He watched her, as she turned away, and placed one

•mall booted foot upon the rim of the empty hearth. He
was assured she had just experienced a great shock. None
of this appeared in her attitude.

"You are visiting in the neighbourhood, Mr. Man-
wr? she said, delicately smothering a yawn. "My
Lord Yerington has the pleasure?

"

Mr. Mansur suppressed a smile.
" Tis my privilege to be visiting herGrace of Croome,"

he answered.

At that moment the title had no power to lighten his
mood.

She gave a quick glance, and disguised a start by a
hand, raised to straighten a stray lock of hair.

" I did not know you knew her. Her grace has been
little m town of hite."

Mr. Mansur perceived that this was a sneer at his re-
cent acceptance in her world, and registered it against

"And your ladyship is also visiting in the neighbour-
hood?"

" La, no," she answered. " I am on my way to Wards-
leigh Abbey."

" I should have thought.' said Mansur, studying the
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douded amber of h» cane, " that the way to Warddeidi
Abbey icaice lay through Qxholme."
"The roadt are better by this route, though the innt

are not fit for Christians." she answered.
She stooped to pick up her handkerchief that had

Mien. As she straightened herself, her eyes met his.
There was a cool challenge in them, as if she defied him
to suspect her of any deeper interest than she was openly
displaymg. *^ '

"Great newsl great news!" she said, in imitation of
the cners. I ve learned within the hour that Yerington
IS a captive at last"

*
He did not reply. The lash was quivering about his

shoulders also. They were both practised dissemblers,
but she was a woman, and for an instant she had him ata d^idvantage. When he did not reply, she laughed to
conceal a catch m her throat.
"I am told she's a mere chfld," she drawled; ".

portionless baby who has never seen the town, and who
will wile away his moments with virtuous little mottoes

l^dSn""
L"d'

I
am scarce contain myself foj

She raised her hand to check her merriment, but Man-
•urs relentless eyes noticed that it trembled.

Of her youth there is no question," he answered.
She flashed round at him, each of her thirty yean

stinging m her memory.
'

"Hath the baby bewitched you too? " she asked.
His ores met hers unfalteringly. She was turning him

into an unplacable enemy, and slowly the determination tomake a tool of her was crystallising in his mind. What
better twl than a jealous, ruthless woman could a manw«h ? He began to speak, intending to sting her into a

^^J^ "^ ^". P"'Pr-.®"' ^' overestimated hi.
strength. The picture he drew burned into his own



ne A DISCIPLE OF CHANCE
heart. His eyes grew dark, and when he ceased, his secret
was as much hers as hers was his.

"The Lady Philida was bom to win hearts. Me-
thinb even in her cradle, her baby coos had magic in
them. Her voice once heard is not one to be forgotten.
Some, when they wound, leave the vanquished still the
power to pull forth the darts. Not so with Lady Phflida!
Once her victim, ever her victim."
Lady Caroline tapped an impatient foot upon the floor.
I protest, I never thought you a poet, Mr. Mansur.

Pray continue."

»
J*

She is beautiful," went on Mr. Mansur, his eyes fixed
before him as if he had not heard her, " but she carries
her beauty simply as a thing apart. Her walk is light,
as if it were her thoughts' which bore her. Years cannot
weaken her hold upon the heart, for 'tis some spirit within
her which reaches out and takes men prisoners. Time
cannot dull the radiance of her face; it will but brighten."

Despite himself, his head sank at his last words.
Stung beyond control, she flashed at him:
"'TIS false! We women all grow old; it is our

curse."

Mr. Mansur bowed deeply, with a gleam of white
teeth.

" Nay, the Lady Caroline's charms must be our despair
forever."

She did not heed him; he had wounded her beyond
disguising.

"A little country simpleton!" she exclaimed vehe-
mently. " He will weary of her."

" Mayhap," he answered drily.

His tone penetrated. She checked herself sharply.
Again she turned toward the hearth and stood there,
twisting her rings absently about her fingers.

"I'm willing to lay a wager and give you odds, that
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Verington will weary of hit Lady Philida," she said, as
if in defiance of his derisive eyes.

He shrugged his shoulders, searching in his crafty mind
for a plan in which he could utilise her and her jealousy.
Desperate schemes they were, with desperate chances, but
the memory of that look on Philida's face was biting in
his consciousness like salt in an open wound. It was a
stricken man who watched her, with the ready come and
go of his brilliant smile.

"And she loves him?" she asked, absently polishing a
brass candlestick with her fingers.

" Yerington was ever fortune's favourite," he answered
lightly.

She stamped her foot in a burst of temper.
"I don't believe in fortune, nor in waiting for lU

When I want things to happen, I make them happen."
She was getting to the point toward which Mr. Man-

sur had been urging her. He bowed, with inferred flat-

tery in his manner.

^ " Ah, your ladyship may say so. You who possess the
highest cards in life's pack—beauty, wit and—daring."
He hesitated before pronouncing the last word, to give

it peculiar emphasis. She looked round over her shoulder
and met his eyes. For an instant they read each other-
then, each hastened to an elaborate concealment of their
mutual knowledge.

"You trifle with words, Mr. Mansur. A long suit
of hearts prevails against these cards you mention."

" If they be well played," he answered slowly, " but,
if not " He shrugged his shoulders.

She laughed.

"I suppose that little simpleton thinks that all the
game of life goes down to hearts. A month in town will
teach her better. But then," she added slowly, "there's
the aunt."
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) i

" I think I smoke you/* said Mantur, with an expres-
sion approaching real vmusenoent. " The Lady PhUida
holds the cards, but methinb 'tis like that hereafter the
duchess will play her hand."
"A dowdy I

*' she exclaimed, " who makes Jack Straws
of other women's repuutions, but guards her own like a
Gorgon*

Suddenly she laughed low to herself.

^

** La, how quickly the spotless Yerington would desert
his dove, if the world bespeckled her. Their wives must
be flawless, these rakes. There's the humour of it"
For an instant Mansur's hatred for her showed in his

eyes. He knew the world and her class, and he read her
thought aright. Her instinct was to drag down this
girl to her own level, yet^this too helped the plan forming
in his mind, and he smothered his wrath to lead her on.
Lady Caroline realised with something like chagrin

that she must take this man in some degree within her
confidence.

** If one were to interrupt this billing and cooing, how
would one go about it?

"

She took up her green muff, and began to pat it softly.
" 'Pon honour, how should I know? " he asked, deter-

mined to lead her further into the open.
She considered him from under her lashes, her yellow-

brown eyes contracted.

"You think piccadilloes will not prevail?" she asked,
flicking a bit of dust from the velvet of her muff.
He took his cane into his confidence.
" I>o you think there is a cast in dice of that colour

that Lord Yerington has not seen thrown a thousand
times?

"

She laid her cheek softly upon the muft
" What would you do, if you wished to—bring these

foob to their senses?
"

I i I
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** Gtd, your ladyship, I have no idea. The situation n
undramatically perfect. A picture, I assure you."
He had counted upon her impetuosity. She check-

mated him. She sank indolently into a great chair beside
the hearth. She too possessed a valuable asset of villainy
—patience.

.

" Methinb Master Cupid must long for a little spicem this barley-corn idyll. Lud, I should find it borish.
Ycnngton making sheep's eyes like a Philomel."
As she ended, she smothered a yawn and at studiously

distant intervals remarked on the badness of the inns.
Mansur perceived that she was resolved to show her hand
no further, and that now he must make a move. He
went about it obliquely.

" Speaking of adventures," he began, conscious of his
abrupt method, but wishing to save the moments, "

I heard
of a rare one a fortnight since."

" Do relate it," she said idly, " to make me forget the
mns.

I'P* **ne was laid in France," he began.
A country ripe for an affaire de cceur,- she said, with

a meaning glance.

"Especially those romances which do not always end
with mamage,

' he said, contemplating his nails.

^^
Your information is varied, Mr. Mansur."
It is sometimes of value to my friends."

She appeared to be half asleep and did not reply. He
suppressed his impulse of impatience with a pinch of
snuft.

Aj'^f,.^"*'**^
outlines of these romances are as old as

Adam, he went on.

i."u^°«4.l^°***'"
*^^ "'8ed with her muff to her

cheek. There were so few characters in the Garden of
Eden.

" There were Adam and Eve and Lilith," he said, " the

I?

I
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etcrnil triangle. My hero was • man of roving fancy,
and hii career was not without its interests. But at last
he wanted a wife for his home and so a maid wu chosen.
As for Lilith » He paused and tapped his snuff-box
thoughtfully.

She was sitting upright now, her attitude tense. But
she was superior to her torture and remained silent.
He continued, a slow admiration of her beginning to

grow within him.

"Lflith would not be daunted. 'For the moment,'
she said, my beauty does not avail The maid must dis-
appear.'

"

A puzzled frown appeared upon her forehead.
This lady seems an idle-witted person, Mr. Mansur,"

she said contemptuously.
" The case was othehvise, your ladyship. My hero

had known the town. The ladies of the Court, dazzling
with charms; but his love wan now won by simple vir-
tues. My sex loves change."

Their glances crossed, and he continued:"m little country maid was ignorant of the world,
loved hun for fancied qualities, which in truth had no ex-
istence.'

|]
Ah," said Lady Caroline, " a little prig."

"Destroy her ideal of him, or his of her; blur her
whitcncM with a scandal, or let the scales fall from her
eyes, and my poor romance would go to pieces. This
Lilith knew."
Her hands gripped the arms of her chair. She seemed

scarcely to breathe.

"One day in a lonely wood, she captured this maid.
Her servants were trusty, and in her yellow-wheelcd
chaise she bore her off."

Her eyes flashed.

" The case was curiously like this present romance," he

f!
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!??!?"?•Jn^ "^^ "^^^^ «^"» «bro«d idone. like
ttU»L9dy PhUid., who «t this moment it with her fcrteiw
mother under the tame roof that covert ut. She went
home, at Lady Phflida will return, by a road which half
« mue from here, pattet a lonely comer where the pines

r^«"KfI *• P**^" "« *»«" her gaze at he con.
tinued. Lflith had her chaise windowt darkened. The
plan wat tafe. absurdly safe. A few words whispered to
• P''.7 * j~*y' beautiful and injured. And if she kept
this girl a few days from the world and there were in-

«J»a«t ttplanationt upon her reappearance, behold
Mittiett Gnmdy would prepare t blot to eclipse an
ctcutcheon of Norman descent."

She made a movement of impatience.
La, Mr. Mansur, your romance is a fiction and poor

Iightl A few questions, and the whole countryside would
tell^ whither they went."

v^'U^u
^'^^ "^ "° ^**^'" "»*<^ Mr. Mansur. " She

m11r™ * ^^' r""^ •"** ^'"^^ frequented, that
led past the spot where she captured the girl for miles by

Whither did she take her?" she asked.

haunT^f Ae'^bl'^' "^^'^ "^'^'' *"' *" ^^^

^v*!!
7^8"^ the description of a seat of her famfly.which had reverted to her from the distaff side. eZH

?h^.rT!5 *^*^.^?"^««<» how he had knowledge of itShe laughed at his last phrase.

I.idin'F^^c^^'"''^*'''^*'*^
I thought the scene was

En'^l^hil!;"''"
*** "^^^ '**"y' " *>« ™» there loyal

En^^irfimen were put to it when kings, for policy, tu3
She arose with a gesture of weariness. For a full mo-

f 1
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went the stood, her finger-tipt lightly touching the table,
her eyes fixed ahead of her. Her mind was speeding off,
•rranging details, pat|ching out weak places in the plot
Then she turned to him with a languid suggestion of dis-
missal in her manner.

" You are no gifted minstrel, Mr. Mansur. Your tale
dragged woefully and seemed to have no issue."
"Of that another time, perhaps," he answered with a

bow*
** Perchance before we meet again youll have added a

few details. And now, prithee, excuse me, sir. I have
ndden far and am weary."

^
They parted with mutual smiles and compliments, seek-

mg to deceive one another to the last; but just before Mr.
Mansur closed the door upon himself, he spoke without
turning to look at Lady, Caroline.

" Can you trust your servants? " he asked.
" The fools adore me," she replied.

And upon this interval of candour, Mr. Mansur bowed
himself out



CHAPTER XXVI

THB DUCHB88 CREATES ENTANGLEMENTS
V« doth u ofidoui htliwr awkwardlr Pftrtnt btr rldwr.

—TlWfBL

koked up from her letter-wridng to feq„i« rfKWt lSI

dl!^^^^ ^"•«» "^ ^<» not^'mdTm ducheit mtde « movement of annoywice. Shefn-

«.•
to .upp«« her niece'. wwderinTwd the fril^

^tatfr^'^ri"^^ She w« co„sc^"S^nwmentt^ fechng of alann, •• she saw the pale slow

wvir^ 7^^ H ®*
»? "«"«» to the western horizon.WiAm an hour it would be down behind the Mal^

Devite her occasional outbursts of almost brutal can-

^^ ^!'' "^^ often unplea«mt truth, she toldto

Iv^rC- J\"'«»»lf««» «>n,er. of her heart she jeal-
ously cherished certain reservations. Her reticence was
aipnoous. She kept a guard over phases of h^S^
fessed without a second thought.
This absence of PhQida upon a day of such import, a

her csper-al annoyance. She was anxious to get her safelyback and mtended to give her a sound rating%nd aC'
accomplished as quietly as possible. She had had enough
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of SybO't tongut for one dajr, and the diilOtcd appeiring
It (wring {fidulgcd the girl to the point of indiicfctioa.

She threw down her pen and, with her prompt energjr,
•ought her niece in her room and in her umal familiar
haunea. She did not find her.

Sybil WW upon the terrace, chatting with Sir Geoffrey
and Mr. Walpole.

.
The duchen' alarm increaMd at the tun neared te^

ting. She determined hendf to teek Phaida at the Ri^
Armt.

She donned her Capuchin, and let out upon her quett
The tcent of the flowert in die rote garden, at the patted
through it, wat heavy with the touch of appioaching
evening. Thit impretted upon her the lateneN of tht
hour and increated within her the irritation peculiar to
quick-twipered people when they are alarmed. She patted
along the road by the pine-thadowed comer, turned off
acrott the fieldt, and entered Mrt. Culpepper't room. In
her anxiety, the tcarcely vouchtafed to knock.
The hottest of the Royal Armt, her face at placid aa

utu^, in grey ttuff drest and white cap and apron, wat
^ting out labelt for contervet, in a clear, upri^t hand.
Her unruffled appearance acted like pepper upon the
duchett' mood. Mrt. Culpepper looked up in turprite to
Me that peerett in her brown Capuchin, ttalF in hand, her
ftce crimton from her rapid walk, glaring at her from
the open doorway.

"Where it Lady PhQida?" wat her imperaHve de-
mand.

Mrt. Culpepper't pen fell, leaving a trail oi black ink
upon the paper. Her face flushed pink.

" Lady Philidal" the gasped. " It the not at home,
your grace?"

" At home," echoed the duchess, lowering her voice in-
voluntarily against possible prying cars, " no."

I !
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" But iht k^ here two houn tlnce.- cried Mrk Cul-
pepper helplaily.

For the nooent ihe had been too omcome to riie, hut
•he now dropped the duchcM a curtMjr, and looked hKk at
her pleadingly.

" She told me she wai returning by the usual path."
•he went on.

^^
" Thii comee of allowing her to tramp about the

country/' nid the ducheie. " I should have forbid her
Jong ago. Now, the turned savagely upon the bewil-
dered woman, " what am I to do? "

"There is Michael," whispered Mrs. Culpepper, flut-
tenng towards the door.

The duchess had seated herself and was endeavouring
to collect her thoughts.

• "J?^^?" -he •«•<«. "WeU, fetch him, but not a
syllable to anyone beside."

A moment later Michael entered. His intellectual
face was pale from the news he had just heard. His slight
figure, with its somewhat stooping shoulders, wm carried
with a dignity free from self-consciousness. The haughty
duchess was aware that his presence gave her a sense
of support This usually dominating woman turned to-
wards him without a word. Her manner appealed and
questioned.

"
^U *f'^**» jwir grace," he said, as if he made an-

swer, " and make inquiries."

•^ ^» «"t^"ty was in arms again at the last word.
No, she exclaimed, rising; "mind you, no inquiries.

I will not have the Lady Philida's name bandied from
mouth to mouth about the countryside. Search," she
said, "and go about it smartly, but no gossip. Return
as soon as may be."

Michael departed, and the hour the duchess waited
seemed an eternity. She walked the room; she berated

rf
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Mn, Culpvpcr. wboit nttk hmting nmtd htr to faiiM.

5S!S?*^ii"i '^'^ no rimle qrlliU. of newt tbout

Mft wordlMt fron tlw shock.
Had wo not bat midi the coantryiide, yourgna?" rentuied Mfch^aJ, emboldened by hb Iw

"We must not have • icandia; we mint not have •
•candal," ihe repeated with white llpfc "What vWton
have yoy had at the inn tonlay?" the aiked, ignoring the
weeping Mn. Culpepper, at if ihe did not exist, artd fix-
ing an eye, despite the terrors to which she was a oicv
upon Michael.

»«» "« was a prey,

"The Rying Mafl; a lady and a gentleman travelling

^J^ "««ford; two gentlemen, faii^spoken men,
tlHWjpi one had a sqiunt ; they did not name their dcstina*
tion»

mnded Michael gmre little heed to the guests who came
and went at the inn.

*; And those were aU ? '» asked the duchess sharply.

.
And one lady m a chaise with three servants-Lady

Gj«lme Dashwood •• added Mrs. Culpepper. pMenthS
«IIy, M ,f so grand a dame hardly suffered to be namedm tne mn's orduiary day>book.

suwicc; and she knit her brows.

JSS "T^ '** ^ ^/^ •" impresrion of recent^^ She did not reflect long. A few seconds later

"S"^®" •c«ed her as strong as a revelation,

.fr uJr^^ the exclaimed, shaking her stick in the
air. The brazen hussy! This is her work; this is
Yenngtons work, the feather-brain; this is your workl

"
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nimint liticdjr upon Mn. Culpepper. "YouaitiUia
It. iiul » am I for {ndulging ktr. MidiMl. you nuit bt
off with me to Lord Yerington't.''

Still intent upon her determimtion to mintain lecncr.
iheicntoffaihortnotetoMr. Walpde:

"DiAi Itadnrt

til^t^ "SJJf^t.^?* ^. *» dfcwuwhi for torn.nwi pywll. Nthlwr PhlUda aor I tkall bt bMk waS^

•Yooi%

....^•-%r*!*y. ""y" *»^"{n <• «« dm that ruui

TMt khe dopttched by Mr. Culpepper himielf, u^
then iMued her orden to the hotteti ol the Royal Armt.
One room the was to keep doted, and to ditulate the
report that Philida was confined therein by a sudden at-
Jick of the heart and that she, the dudiess, was with her.
There she was to convey food and, she added:

" See that it is eaten, for I relish my victuals. I must
trust you and your invention, and I know you love the
child; mayhap your affection will help your wits. God
grant it!"

And having woven an elaborate web, and so paved thewy to numberless possible blunders, she left the inn with
MichaeL *

She was not intent upon her digm'ty at this moment,
and, to avoid observation, left by way of the stable-yard.
The village was built along one broad street, and :!^
found themselves almost immediately in open fidds. The

I

I
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MKhad was in ( feraiait of agiMrioa uid «b>Sm.

<• HM took ber difficult way over the field. «TT.^««^ gnmnd. contHjUng'tiTiSLrfaoSL^

qrUable of gimpi He could icircelv credit it^J LI*^^ th.. ur^ thedudTTrLTtet^r
S^*'™",^ ^«» - «*«y left the vauge . faSSg

«nw « dMjp «,tth u, fc^ ^, •"•"«'>« l»r to t reloctuit

TW « «^ '" *f J»>"«% before ihe . .: off agiin.They ipproKhed Oxholme Cutle br the road W^d-t . Aor, cut «™, A, p^ w«.l7bri„g^d.Sr«

A.^u^T™'"*^** *'"«' The greet dowof«»a«l^ which opened upon the inner gu*lnnde%^rf-l|^ -ullioned window. .. n^^ZH^Jt

dcTSi"!^ T* "^^ *•«»•" «Kl through the

te»dj Jhneked .t their wn«ch: the note lounded etaTta^y loud u, d» per«ding «Ience. A g««vrf^*»y t«ck«l m» a comer whe« the ,0^^^
*'dwi that there the ihould iind Lord Yeringtoo.She qiproached and looked in

TT t.X'™"'" *" •««««l »t hit etcritn'te writingUpon b» left band die could ditcen,mT^"^
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IIw^t^K..^^.
'"' ^7^'^^^^' At this m«t«,t it wtt

™{nl! '""^T""
**** ^•^^ *»^' for h» pen hung

^^^T^I'H'^^'J^' "« Wted hi. eye. wd th^«et the duche«». Her fue wa. dangeroudy red; herhmrwu di«rr«nged
; her expre«on diirdered!^e vnng toward, her with a ciy of alarm and que

"My God! Phflida!"
** A«rt me," ga^ed the duche«.

.^Au.^- ***' "P ^^* *^ ««P« '^dine to the room

completely exhausted. He extended his hand toward.Zbell-rope. but .he re.trained him with a gesture.
Uive me an instant to recover myself," she «aid.

tJul ?"• u" ^"•^ ."^'^ P*^' •'"** ~"«'n- He con-
trolled himself and waited.

«
What w wrong? " he asked at length,
tverythmg is wrong."

J^Lr^fo'!'^' '" '"^ ''^' '^'"^ '^ • --^«
"I told you to^y." die said. « that your bogies of the

^n^rrfT^^'r^ They have. This after-joon Lady Caroline D«hwood was at the Royal aZ.Philida also was there. She returned by the roadwot±^ ,
^y e~l'ne's chaise disapp^red inXT

rectKMi and came back no more."
^Htt^statement had been characteristically brief and

;;But Philida?" he asked.
Ha. disappeared." Her voice rang out dum>lv

The chad ,s out m that night, God knows where."rhe shock staggered him. He began padne th« fln«r

mUie .train. The duchea witched him, woodering «t

M
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hii quiet, lauly to ment it if it continued a few seconds
longer. She did not understand him. He came to an
ahnipt pause before her, just at sfre was opening her lips
to uidignant qteech.

** How long ago wu this? ** he asked.
"Three hours and more," the replied, "and here

are you wasting the precious moments walking about like
a heart in a cage.**

His eyes were concentrated.

"We've no time for blunders, your grace," he said.
Where is Mr. Mansur? "

"What difference does he make?" protested Ae
duchess. I thought I had found a man to help me.
Here you are ."

]|
You left him at Marsden ?

"

" I suppose so," she answered impatiently.
Yerington raised his hand in imprecation, his face so

transformed she scarcely knew him.
"Curse him I" he cried. "Curse him I We've him

to thank for this."

" And what of your LaHy Caroline? " she asked. " Butw^ are we to do? I've brought Michael Culpepper

Lord Yerington went to the window and bade Michael
enter.

The duchess regarded Yerington with wonder. He
was dert, cool and masterful. She felt herself suddenly
powerless before him. A new man was revealed to her;
a stronger man than she had supposed lay within his
personality. The repression and resource of his manner
took possession of her. She found herself foUowing hts
directions almost with meekness. Upon one thing only
did she insist with the pertinadty of a mad woman—upon
secrecy.

A few minutes later Lord Yerington's chaise was on its
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wiy to Wirddeigh Abbey. Michael and Foulkei. weU
•nned, were upon tbe box.

^^
Within the chaiie sat the ducheis. diaken for the mo-m«t by • severe nervous chilL Lord Yerington, with

brooding eyes, watched the road a. they sped^^^dark dumpe of trees; the blur of lighted villagw-rolLg
his vast unpadence into immobility.

""^'^nuuig



CHAPTER XXVII

THE YBtLOW-WHEELBD CHAttB

—BiAo Naib.

with the Ift^lrt*??^ ?» "* '" vnptth;

«*«,*«-.. wh.^n;z?ht'MflzartrT r*«*«' upon om ii<l« Tk. l^jT*^™"'''' thor hcadi

of the trw for "SiflT!^?*.*'" «""'«• ««>«•

JounKy. t^k foM„r^*r ""?"»'' " '«'

th.'^SS'
"""^ -^•'^^ «^ l*»^ •.«-.&.,

« Ohtti^ diMttii ma belle.
ChMitii duntes toqjoon.'*

'P'*'' "J eiKlunma^rf™^ i*^ l»««ed both

Th.« hoiT^^^S ""
?Il

*«"«»• of the ».d.

"<»"y Mived the local people of quality.
9wm

'%i:^
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The coachman was tdll upon the box, but the two
footmen had descended and were standing at the hones'
heads.

The road was shadowy and the situation lonely, and
the silent chaiie, with its closed and curtained windows,
mipreised her with a senie of something sinister. Her
song died to silence, and she felt an involuntary impulse
of retreat. This was so unlike her fearless self, that she
conquered it and essayed to pass the waiting vehicle.
As she approached, one of the footmen left his station

and advanced towards her, at the same time touching his
hat with two respectful fingers. He had a shrewd face
and, as she looked at him, his shifty eyes added to an al-
ready unpleasant impression.

" I beg your ladyship's pardon," he began, " but does it

chance your ladyship can direct us? Are we on the way
to Westen-sub-edge?"

Her surprise relieved her of her lurking sense of fear.
" You are altogether off the way," she replied. " You

should have turned two roads back on the turnpike to
Cheltenham."

. .
*.^/^'* ^^"^ ^ »"<*»** answered the man, scratching

his head shamefacedly. " But his lordship would not have
it Pardon the liberty, your ladyship, but his lordship
tf that set with two bottles of port in his inside, in a

uiner of speaking.'*

Lady Philida took a step onward. She did not alto-
gether like the man's manner, still less did she like the
idea of his lordship and the two bottles of port.

„
." P«"*on n>c. your ladyship," said the man humbly,
If you could but put it to his lordship that we are clean

off the road; if he can't be brought to reason, well be in
these woods till midnight. If you could but say it so
that he could hear you through the door, in a manner of
speaking."

flli
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She hetitatcSd. The loocman hastened forward and
opened the chaJK door a fow inches, revealing the Uadc-
ness within.

JL?^ JwlyriMP ••y^" addressing the unseen passenger
within with an air of intense respect, " that it was the
turnpike road we passed two miles back."
He jerl^ his thumb insinuatingly towards the car-

riage.

"Wai you please to come a little nearer, your lady-
ship, so hit lordship can hear, or it's dean starved we shaU
be?"
Stm the situation did not invite her. Then her native

kindliness conquered her igrowing repugnance.
She approached within a few foet of the carriage and

spoke with her back turned towards the footman.
"The road to Westen-sub^dge " she began, but

she got no further. Something muffling was thrown
about her head and shoulders and the next instant sheWM lifted and half hurled into the interior of the chaise.
Almost immediately it gave a lurch, and with a gasp of
terror, she knew that it was moving.
The pace increased rapidly; the cracking of whips

sound^, and the vehicle lunged from side to side.
Instinctively she fought with the smothering muflkr

about her head. She felt no surprise that it should be
slightly fastened, and that its woolly roughness was soon
removed. She was in the throes of a terror too great for
wonder; she screamed shrilly and beat at the windows.
They were muffled, and her frenzied fists sank in the
soft wadding. She struggled to open them, and soon her
knuckles were bleeding with her efforts. At length she
fell back exhausted. Her haunting horror was of her
luiseen companion.

A moment later she felt a movement. To her amaze-
ment, it was accompanied by the unmistakable silken
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twtih of a wonum't skirt. Philida Mt back, ttraining

her eyes into the darkness. A hand stole out and caught

hers.

" Do not distress younelf,** said a woman's yotoe.

Intuitively Philida's heart contracted with antagonism

toward the soft, grasping hand and the softer voice.

" I know not your purposes," she said, thou^ the npid

beating of her terrified heart wm cutting off her breath;

" but I do know I'm being conveyed from my hmoe, and

against my will. I insist that this door be opened and

dwt I may be allowed to depart"

The silence that followed redouble Philida's fear.

She battled to control herself. Had she but known it,

the other silent occupant of the chaise was in turn en-

deavouring to keep herself in command. Her savi^ re-

sentment against Lady Philida almost impelled her into

open reviling.

** Child," Lady Caroline said at length, turning her

voice to a cadence of patience, ** believe me, I am acting

for your good."

An angry sob answered her.

" Think, my dear," die continued, '* what a bold move
this is. Consider the risks I am running in the venture,

and all for you."

Lady Philida did not reply. She even stilled her sob-

bing to a catch in the throat now and then.

Lady Caroline became a prey to curiosity. She had

been prepared for hysteria or wUd reproaches. This un-

looked-for q>irit aroused her to more acute jealousy.

Perhaps Yerington had selected no mere pretty plaything

after all. The wish to see her companion overpowered

her. She was safe behind her mask. With cautious

fingers die began to unfuten a comer of the padded

window.
" I warn you," she said, m Philida made a move-

;
!^

.
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TJjh^ffltwd into th, aimemW

«•"<«" one, to wUch d^ -!S^ ^**' I» "Wi «n to-

wfcich ahe «« liwaiiig • ' '*'»»'» Iwit to

I«««e coune dST™^ ^^' ' "r* *~" *^ «»
J™>» life mightWhl ^™f^ "" • •«»»«; tlut

"k^.-r™
"-

.SSrS:^ - « -n Who ta...

Madam," she said «« ;* «..

*« » your ™«.^ ^i„5^-2;Xl:^'
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^

not haam you. and no one cIm ihall hnvt knowledM of

Udy Cuoline could not believe her ean. She hud
never tctid better, nor with le« effect, and now for thit
child to hold out againtt her. A laugh icached Philida
In the darkncn.

••A bribe/* called Lady Caroline, ** at I live, a bribe!
•None ihaU hear of this,'" the mimicked. "ITl take
food care many ihaU hear of it, my lady, before Vm dona
with you."

For mile after mile they lurched over the unequal
road. Philida crouched in her comer; Lady Caroline le-
adved not to break the silence again.

At time sped on Philida, because she was young, be-
cause she was weary, because she knew not the end of the
adventure, and above all, because the day had contained
more happiness than all other days, at length, despite her
prides sobbed fitfully in childish, choking sobs, her cheek
pressed against the cushion.

"^ li

i
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LADY CAXOUNB CRBCKMATIt

T^chtiit stopped aald • tcmtttriiif of gnvfL Tin^town opened the door. Udy Cwoline ipmig out
wfth •««J««J«tfco of mlief, Md it WM cloied behind
fter. FhilidA coiUd hear an exchmge of quertion and
reply «id an exclamation of supprcMcd tutpriie. Sha
knew then their vint was unexpected. It teened an
•temitjr that she waited with her can strained for ewy
sound without She dirtiatuished the voices of the men,
interrupted occanonaUy by a smothered laugh; the
trampmg of the wearied horMS, or the chink of their
hameM at they toMed their heads.
At length the chaise door was thrown open, the y«l-ow^ glow of a aambeau danced above her. It

lighted up the front of an old manor-houte. The grey
tone of its stone proved how far she was from Worcester-
shire. Two gargoyles above the doorway seemed to mow
and grin in the dandng light The flambeau was held
by a woman, whoee ruflkd grey hair shone beneath it
Its gleam revealed her hard-featured, expressionless face.
She spoke with a trace of surly respect
" Wai your ladyship descend? " she said.

Cramped from her long confinement, Philida did so.

« ,ij*!^
gloomed above her, dark and forbidding.

Whither do you take me? " she asked with a thriU
of fear.
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" Within/* WM the lacaiic My.

tlltf^^*^,^ ^"^ *** <*« »«P«nt up the
o^d chimney which hid » long hetfi cold. She h«l little
wncjr for the shadowy old roont. with its pervadinc

?T*L^ ^""^S^ '^ ^ ^^ whiipering wind, which
iMd riien ttciday. If waiting had not been a nrriwaii
pwt of her plan, ihe would have given henelf over
witfiout further dehqr to an attack of the vapoun.
The qwrtment was but dimly illuminated by a pair of

«ndlef in bran candlceticks, let upon the oaken taUt
that ran down the middle of the long room.
L^y Caiolfaie left her place by the hearth and, going

**r1,T*^****'^*'"'««'»«»^ The candlee beckwlnd flickered in the draught as the did so.
The noon was beginning to shine through the shredded

doude, which the wind was driving, and its light wti
turnmg die mist that lay along the ground into a ssa of
Mlver. From this the dark, stunted trees arose, ghoet-

• \J^ Caroline leaned out. she listened in-
tently. The creaking of a lightning^lasted elm before
the door, to which the house owed its name, the sough-
ing of the breese. and the monotonous hoUow compUOnt

^. ?*"^ were the only intemiptioos to the pre-ilmg silence.

Still she leaned forward; tlien she gave an exchmuk
turn ae if an expected sound had reached her ears.
At first it was so faint as scarcely to be distinguyi-

able; then it became louder and clearer. Over the brood-
mg mist and past the stunted trees it came, trr-app,
trr-app. trr-app. the sound of a horse's pilloping I^M>fs
upon the hard ground. With a quick, furtive move-
ment she drew the window-casement shut and hasped
it Next she began to prepare her mise em schte.
By her order, a repa^ had already been ^read at one

l!
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md of the 0^ tablt. Tht fta» curM u» from the
IrifiMt punch. ThecimllMwmMiwhmthtrlaiikid
tht pcwtw plMM, tht hot MTTice tht oU hcNMt ftftrnM.
A nooMnt the Mood with htr hoMl upon out tide, her
finferKroM her lipe, ttudying the eflkt Appventlr
ft contented her, lor ihe laughed tohfy and gave a Uttle
BtMcd touch to the fork and knife that li^ hcride the
aicond plate, let for an expected gunt
AU thii was in obedience to her dranatic Imtinct,

which demanded that the icene whkh the dcdgned ihould
have effective acconipan{nent& To stand about the
gaunt old room, to have nothing to do with her hands;
to provide herself with no means to accent an attitude of
daborate carelessness, would have lost her etip half its

eflcctivcncsSb

A moment later die rapid hoof-beats passed the win-
dow of the room in which she sat, and ceased with a
•uddenness that told the tale of a hasty hand upon the
br&Uei

Lady Cardlne flew to seat herself at the table. She
was nipping fastidiously at the viands upon her plate
when a spurred boot rang imperatively upon the stone
flags. She continued to dissect a piece of boiled mutton,
and did net look up.

"La, Mr. Mansur,** she said sweetly, '*you have rid-
den hastily."

The assured foot halted with a check of surprise.
She turned slowly round towards him. He was clad

in a grey coat, and a black riding-wig; his boots were
iplashed with mud.

** It was sweet of you to hasten. See," she pointed
to the chair opponte her and to the plate, " my hospital-
ity has already foreshadowed you—Sir Rescuer."
Mr. Maniur flushed angrily.
" Madam," he said, " I do not understand."
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"Lud,** iht MifiPtfcd, ''of coiifw you don't. But
thai*! btoniM you rt Juic t itupkl, Uundtrlag ma, wlw
dwii to pif hb wht agiifM a wooMm.**

Hi took a wiathlul itridt forward, Icamd om hand
upon the table, and brought bit menacing fan Vrfthln

the auidle glow.
** We waete words,** he laid, threateningly. " I v*«i ie

hert for the Lady PMlida and I mean to ridr hi'^cc. tvith

her within the next five minutet. Take me ro her."

*'La! Lai** she eKclalmed with a pretty air if argu-

ment ** And now, momwur, who waitct >vordi . As u
I did not know what you mtMnt to do.**

As he looked at her, a momentary doubt of the wUciom
of hit tactia crowed hit mind; but the bullying instinct

com|uered«

**I*U learch mytdf,** he exclaimed, twinging around
on hit heel, and advancing towards the door.

" Lai Lai *' eaid Lady Caroline gently, her eyee up-

Pusxled into a paute, he looked bide at her over hit

dioulder.
" Go on,** the urged. ** Prithee, batten. Sir Retcuer.

Find her if you can and carry her back to her doting

lord. Do I *Tit tatitfaction to play Fate to two tuch

pretty lovers. Can*t you tee them reunited in each other*t

armt? I vow and protest the vision movet me.*'

She raited her handkerchief and monied her eyet ^di-

catdy.

Wrung to an agony of jealouty by her wordt, he
stood and lowered at her. Involuntarily hit hand cloted

upon his sword-hilt, thout;h he faced a woman.
She taw the movement and laughed, pointing a taunt-

ing finger.

" Poor little mel *' the cried. " Poor little defencelets

mel A tword and pittolt, ril go baiL Prithee, have you

ff

I
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l»kejtheNe.polil«.? Such « .rmour^ ^^'^

tol^^J^"^ -'^^ •"«*'• « he tum^, back

b«pe«kt tome tnp of which I htve no knowl^Your imolence tuggem it"
•wwicugB,

She imiled at him with « ihnig. It wm a beautifulwoman over whom the light of the candle, floated, and atthe Ittned forward, her atdtude wat full of grace!

•fc. I
? ?

^"^ "**"• **'• ^*n»"'- But, rememberAe rul« of the yme. With a weak hand, i-^Timl
™^JW^i^onttder what card, you carry. A long tuitof-heartt—.» rf,e looked at him with inrinuation' " b
njonttrou** dixoncerting."

**•
••Z,*»«' *"^ «nd gueiKd that the poMetKd hi.

ecret. The thought wrung a ttunt from him.
Your ladyhip ha, knowledge of the.e long nut. of

^T'l. **• •**?• . ^"^ «« io good at loiing."
If thi. ttruck home Udy Caroline did not betray itShe wa. mmcing delicately at the cold mutton before

nm wot£*^
however, that it added relidi to her

" Methuik., Mr. . fanwr, you make but a poor rogue.

iTw!*.'^ "^ "* "^ « « e«iie of fenceTS
tee to it that hi. weapon, are not flawed, or at crucialmwnentt they may betray him. A good rogue require, a
tteady head and a heart well within hi. control? Al».

h! ?Jf* /•;'* T^^ "^ J"**** *'' "^ ^''^ which
he ha. to de^. You «e, my dear Mr. Mamur. youmtde a mistake when you despised me." She dropped
lier affectation of eating and turned toward, him. " Now
you are playing my hand for me."

Exasperated, he .puttered out an oath.
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*^Pl«3ring your hand, madam? Damme, I'll expoM
it! ** he cried, his spurred heel ringing on the flags.

"We waste time," said Lady Caroline.
" Then, let us be done with it," he answered.
She replied, by a gracious, inviting wave of her hand

towards the plate opposite her own.
" Pray, then will you not be seated and let us talk

it over Uke Christians? No good wiU come of fasring."
He made an angry motion with his arm; hesitated;

read her face as he had never read it before. What be
saw there counselled him to comply.
He seated himself upon the chair fadng her own, but

cavalierly, grudgingly, one arm thrown across its bacL
They were enemies now, he was seeking to rawl her
purpose.

She filled his glass with the steaming punch.
He drank it off mechanically at a draught It was

in easy mask for a threatened betrayal of expression.
" To-day at the Royal Arras," began Lady Carolina

without preamble, for there was no need now for a pose,
"you thought you were using me. I was to bring the
girl here. Then you were to come in your turn. You
were to gain possession of her, and what your plan waa
then, the devil only knows. Gratitude from her, I
doubt not, was to play a large share in it. I wm to be
left to bear the onua. A pretty trick, Mr. Mansur, to
put upon a lady."

Mr. Mansur bowed over his punch.
" Roguery has no sex, your ladyship," he said coolly.
" Why, your interview with me at the inn implicated

you irietrievably," she said, contemptuous of his last
comment. " Could you push that aside with your flimsy
devices?

"

" Desperate ills need desperate remedies," he thought
to himself, as he had a hundred times during his mad

i* t

1|.,
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^e. In .n h. iMd d«e. or hid pl«„«d to <to, fc, Ud««»l«d uiN» Om, thinp. He ae» YeriaoU^^

W. *k on the gi,U«l upon |« „,„j^/^
J«J«™tY«»Iton wh«jW bKw of hi. U», fatlmelBM. tliov* all, he counted won Munping hoMcU um

Sr^£^ o^k""^""*
I'"*?^! thm he hoM fortne rebound of her heart towards him when Yeito^'iPOMBon became known.

«w' V?"?*!" «•"•<«» reflection, nwntaUv »««^« h.. dedjn.. mLadrCa,oli„.'p,^''j;
dwe thu moment to reffll hi. pewter unkui with dHheady mixture.

""—ra wiin im

«n"tSir
''"*•""• ""*^ "G-xl fortune four

She had gone one «ep too far, md defeated herNifShe Ud counted upon the added reckle..^hK«to «,g draught 0* d» «™^ «„po„^ ^« ;j,mio hmu He «nr her move, and it warned him to
caution and a gaurd o»er hinuelf.

her^^ t
«rdonic glint in hi. eye. a. he watched

"Ami what is our venture?" he atktri, warily lead-ing ner on.
*'

She felt tempted to play with him, but a glance at

^i»r't
"•'"'"'** ^"' ^^ '^'^'^ h« f-^wii

lelish. She was to enjoy to the full tiw expicsMon hernext words were to paint there.
«l««»on ner

She nodded towards a door dimly discernible at the
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mi of the hmg room. At thb noment the lound of a
dtf couflh vnched them from behtiul its panels.

She leaned forward, her eyes pregnant with suggestion,

and watched him narrowly to see the poison work upon

** There is a chaplain in there to whom my displeasure

IBMM starvation."

At^ first he did not understand. Then slowly her
meaning penetrated. The current of his blood pounded
in his ears. He kept all expresnon from his face, save
a quiver .at the comer of his mouth, which he could
not control.

*' Do you need a father confessor?" he asked, speak-
ing low that his voice might not tremble. " I under-
•tand that to some fair ladies these pack-horses of the
conscience do not come amiss."

But her quick eyes had noted the quiver. For the
second time that night, she came direct to the gist of
the mittter, denying herself the luxury of preamble.

••You know the Duchess of Croome," she began.
" She is a woman to be reckoned with, but do you but
play this night's work properly and you will find her
ywr best ally."

Mansur did not wait for her next words. He arose
with calculated carelessness from his place by the table
and within the radius of the candle-light Going over,
he stood before the fire. He knew that he showed in

silhouette against it, as he faced the gloom of the room.
He was determined that for the next few nxnnents Lady
Cmeline should not read his face.

She understood him perfectly, and crossing her arms
upon the table, grinned at him.

" Now I will give you the duchess' weak points," she
went on. " They are two. First, her niece. Lady
Philida; second, her dread of a single syllable from Mi»-
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"P™*™"* in the conneiT"
"""" "^ • 3«^«

••MjwoBi whcaw It came.
"^"w tbe

Tie imd had liieii tteadUv • sr - i_ -

^» Mac ip a wail nwMM -^ • , ». ~ ^^ •Bgn-

•«» rf fc» pontHM took iiold uDa^fcL^!S^?

P««»» W that door, who was only waiting

behiiid
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Hke Fate for him to lilt hii hand. He fdt the pretence

*»>«jwwWing, affrighted girl conftied in some dis-
tant chamber of this usually deserted house. Suddenly,
the wind roic to a wild shriek and seemed to surround
Wm, to leave hun more definitely alone with his tempu-
tion. The sense of Phflida's neamesi, her accessibility,
litw upon him. In his mm conquering famcies. he had
•«rcely dmibed to the definite hope of a leal possHsion
of her. Now, unexpectedly, she was within his grasping.
1 he memory of her loveliness rmiiisid him, left Mm
weak and powerlesi for the mom«it He felt his reason
red, and that desire was sweeping him off hu feet He
had so far forgotten himsdf that he had moved fwther
into the ught
Lady Caroline, seated whcfc the camOe-glow ihoiie

upon her, revealing her dark eyes, her rouged face, and
the cnmson stain of her lips, was the one bit of briUiant
coloiir in the mirky room. Suddenly 4w becme to himmt ascarnation of his temptation.
The dual nature <^ the man asserted itself. By a-*-y rfbft of the wiU, he resolved to diut her out,

^,~ agam to his customary attitude of calcula-
He coventrated and withdrew his mind from hie

sunountogs. The result was instantaneous. He be-

?*^j V!. "® ^^ ^"* ^ howling wind.Ho «d not dally with the knowledge of thdr iaoh-

The other side of him hdd sway. And in the light
«i itt ojid ins^ht he shuddered bad^, like a travdier,
whom the revealing dawn discovers on die verge of a

For Aemomwt his passion abated. He saw not only
the nmiiiesB of his recent mood, but the futility of the
P"".°^

*t*^''"****>"
^^^^^ *»«* ^ to Philida's kid-

tfpmg, Tfe SKusK and die tx^aaatioos whkh during

.1

A'
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hit ride ImmI Mcmed to hin to titkfyiiig and w inpee-
^Uc mw appeared tfUMparent, Bkuf m gaiHe. In
tte nniUon of bit feelingt, an impulte to retfcat leiiMl
Bin. So far he wat ooimnitted to nothing.
Then hit love arote. Could he leave Philida to the

nndct of Ladjr Cudine? He now lead her truly,—
her rctources and her nithlciineie,—and he did not know
how far the might puth her anhaotity. At hit love for
Philida gained the upper hand, and the clamouring
J»ptation died away, hit initinct of hypo^ fctumed.
He determined to conceal hit real intentiont.
When he tpolce, Lady Caroline thought Ae had con-

quered, and the rote with a gay little cUi^ of her hands.U might have been a girliih prank, and not a crime the
contemplated at the ran twwardt tiM fifC|daGe.

"Ah. Mr. Manturt " ii» exclaimad, with a Ww bow.
What a pretty alary we thaU make of kl III go

ttraight and fetch her, and mark you, tir, don't be fool
enough to heed a few teart. At heart aU women are
Sabinet."

She tnatched the hntem fnm its hook in the hall,
and he heard her foatttept upon the ttaae tiain.
Af the tound ceated and he wat left akme with the

howlmg wind and the dry cough behind the panek, he
almott repented hit decition. There were two mm
iwthin him; one wat coldly cakuhtting and patiem; the
otter, headlong and pattion-riddcn. He had utually con-
trived to keep thete contra^ctory pmonalitiet dittinct,
giving the xein to the one or to the other. Now they
were at war within him and the kingdom of hit heart
and of hit mind divided him.
To tranquilliie himtelf, he began to walk up and down

the room. A dittant tound reached him. He pouted,
holdkig bit breath to litten. Lady Caroline wat return-
ing, but he heard no tecood footfai.
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At the entered the room, he approaclied her and took

her wrist in « cruel, unregardlul graspL

"Where if Lady PhUida? " he questioned.

She struck his hand off sharply. Then she put the

lantern upon the table and threw herself into a chair.

Here she rocked from side to side, laughing and kicking

her heeb in an ecstaay. He thought her hysterical and

reached for the jug of water. She waved him away.
" Lud» man, don't be a fooL My mirth is real, real.

Fate, dear jade, I kiss your hand. My prettiest wit

could not have contrived so neat a tr^>."

"Where is the Lady PhUida?** he shouted.

He lelt a brutal impulse to beat the truth out of her.

Ska spraag to her feet and dropped him a deep curt-

** Am* please you, air,** she minced, " I must entreat

a thousand pardons. Methinks for the present you must

forego your embraces. The Lady Philida hath Bed.**

"Fled?** he echoed, uncomprehendingly, staring at

** UI** she aaid," how you echo aMi What you will,

-^ranished—gone, by a secret passage I'd dean forgot.

II she's not frigkiened to 4sath, or eaten by rats, she

will by new have arrived at ^ prettiest den of iniquity

I have knawlaigs of; an inn, faHPly Iktered with tat-

tefid rascals. Ill warrant your Lady Philida will be

weary of her escapade.*'

She threw herself back with renewed laughter.

During the instant that he watched her his eyes

flamed. He sprang towards her, taking her soft shoulder

in a grip that dug to the bone.

"Where is this room?" he asked hoarsely. "Take

me to it."

She squirmed away from him. She felt no fear,

dimi^ his face was convulsed.
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"Not I, jfoa bnite, you hurt «•,*•

jMe WM wickMi in k» aifth, ai tht looked \mdk at

H« took the lantern that the had tee <lA»n m. *k.

^""fc^.peennt into aptjr noii« pouadiag m cloed

*»J
twim, MP •*!««» Uw but ended in .,Wr«?n»dde«ed Iqr en «n«Ua, fau fcr 4. w«Mn htto,^



CHAPTER XXIX

THB KOOM IN TRB TOWBR
• . . WW cMld nhOm
Tkii iMd a IMWI to l9Vf r

Thi haU which Ltd, Phaida and the woman entered

,TM,"*TV ^. •toneiwved. Itt darknes* wat re-
Jiwfd only by a lantern with pierced holes that spread
radiating gleami againtt one waU. and the flambeau that
l»er guide earned. At the back, the hall turned off at
wittgle ami up th« led a flight of ftone itair^ Her

SSLiTSi"*:*^ carrying her flambeau which left

jer to the landuig above. Here wat revealed a second
•«ht ol stairs. PWIida followed her guide without pr».

X' **^ "•" n« wcew c»mpanionship. As she went.
*««fcidatcd 4e height to which they were rising, sub!
«»»;^y. There was fighting bbod in her veins, andMfW for the time her hcMl swam uselessly, the deterw
muMtion to escape if possible underlay her thoughts.
At length they reached the threshold of an open doorb^« which her guide paused as a hint for her to enter,

b^nd h^
"'^""^ foUowed. locking the door

The dick of the lock as it turned revealing to Phflida
that she was a prisoner, let

pemc and of protest

in upon her a tempest of

How dare you?" she cried. "Would
me as prisoner?

you treat

911
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II

Ooigomte d» hMrth, the imKccM to irir op tht
woulderint fift which wii cntping and mmBini wn^
tuily amont fww boit^

-"w-* -•

fT^V*?*"* '^^^'^ tiiwtrki which wtie trill hcmiS-^hpyji Jntd ta 15l«..^TTi.y np^mnt^ . hSi
22!* JL"*"?** f«»«. rich in ourving. but worm.Mtw. ttood agalmc oat waU. Boiiie the high mom
mcplan wtrt two gmt chain, ont upholttertd in
bfwia^ leather, but aU ita ilorjr ladttl. Upon the hearthIV« fur rug worn bare in v»tfc There waa an Eliaa-

dSs z;:? ilifii^i::^^ t-ariooking bed.
ciomei aIniMt to iti heavy, wooden canopy. Thii con.
geted the furnijhing of the neglected room. The door
yr which they had entered waa cut wantonly into the

fathewST**''^*
There waa but ont window let Wgh

J!Z ^ ^^^^
!S' ^* '^"'^^ upon tiptoe, con.

5i!f?u^'^ The damp Wackneia and a leme ol
the depth below lent her back from it with a little cry
of disappointment and dteaay. She turned, to diioomh» gaoler regarding her with an air of imptnoiiil curi-
osity.

The woman had a man of rebcJir^n giey hair, a

E!!Il^KTT!Lf• «««
^I??**'

»»«» ««». wd head eyea
beneath thick eyebrows. There was about her the ap-
Petraiice of one doing her duty, without enthusiasm,

u J^l^.^ **'"' ®' relenting.
u r%L ..

.

Philida. " you are i

her to do this thing?
going to help

The woman
"I must obey

shrugged her shoulders.

>hip," the answered immovably.
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PUIMt wii mfnlng ffw tlw liMKb of dw day and

dndly wwiy. Tliii nply cfwiitd htr. 8lw fung Imt-

wd§ kt» doimwaidt opon tht hMrth-rat md lobbtd.

For flMHqr nontiiti liit lojr tlwff, ilcndtr fifvrt, Imt
•rm lung abovt htr iMid in an attitude ol abandooi
ktr wMtt-iourtfid dim cnahcd and diiamniad aa tiM
nid^it danoid ovtf her*

IVhtn again tht lookad up At found, to htr iur-

priw, that htr companion had draggtd tht chtit within
tht radiut of tht hnt fion tht fiit^ and that htr tupptr
wat ipwad i^mm it.

*'Btit tat, your ladyriiip.'* aha raaarktd practically.

^Udy Philida kantd a^dntt ont of tht chain, and
look htr head*

" It won't do you any good to loat your ttrcngth nor
your btauty," luggottd the othtr.

Tht girl regarded her with arrested attention. Htr
guidt'e matter-of-fact way of putting thingi calmed her.

Yei^ the would need etrength. With an effort at lelf-

eommand she approached the cheit. The viands were
of tht plainest A joint of cold meat, and a loaf of
coaist hread flanked by a flagon of wine completed the
repast With a deliberate effort Philida began her sup-

per. She had not broken her fast since the morning.
She found, to her surprise, that she was eating with a
lair degree of appetite. Helped by the meal, the sharp,

heady wine, and the glow of the fire of which she was
beginning to be gratefully sensible, her mind began to act

So far at least she seemed safe. Her grim guardian
had fettled herself to turn the heel of a grey yam stock-

ing, as deliberately as if no tearful eyes watched her
wistfully from the other side of the hearth.

For some moments Philida regarded her, drooping
where she sat

Tht wind had risen. It whirled about the tower

I
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room, snatched at the casements and shook th^ vio-
lently. The candles were caught by the draughts which
sent their flames veering; the shadows in the comers of
the dark room moved uneasily; the great blot of the bed's
canopy went quivering over the ceiling; there was a
fluttering of swallows in the chimney. The little crea-
tures were disturbed by the smoke, and their wings dis-
lodged an occasional chip of mortar or wreath of soot.
From the wainscot came the squeak and scuttle of mice.
The whole room was pervaded by the spirit of loneli-
ness and fear.

Philida was seized with a hunger for the touch of
something warm and human. She crept over and
crouched against her guardian's knees. The woman felt
the soft huddle of her form. The action was full of
appeal. She counted oil her sritches carefully. There
was an unfamiliar tug at her heart, as she felt the
trustful pressure of her charge's shoulders.
As the wind rose to a louder shriek, Philida gasped,

and threw her arms about her companion.
"Don't leave me?" she besought, her eyes strained

over her shoulder at the moving shadows.
" Not unless my lady orders."

"Always my lady's orders! " cried Philida. "Have
you then no heart? Do you lend yourself to this wicked-
ness?"

The woman moved in her seat and set her lips ob-
stinately.

"I know nought of that," she said. "That's my
lady's affair."

"A pretty affair I" exclaimed Philida, in a burst of
indignation. " And I'll see to it she suffers for it."

The other continued the exasperating click of her
needles, but there was the ghost of a grim smile now
upon her face.
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"Vm thinking she'll see to it that you suffer first,

your ladyship. My mistress is not one to enter upon
a road unless she herself knows the turnings better than
another."

Upon this reply Philida lapsed into discouraged si-

lence. Her fears grew upon her. To keep them in
abeyance, she began to question her companion.

" If we are to be here all night, mayhap, it was best
if I had a name for you."

" You may call me Martha," said the woman.
" Martha." s«.id Philida, " I like it weU. Prithee,

Martha, shorten the hour with some story."
" I know no stories, your ladyship," the other returned

gruffly.

" Or even a little gossip, Martha. Anything. This
wind affrights me."

" I know no gossip."

"Prithee, then, Martha, tell me your own history."
"My history, your ladyship! what history have such

as I save toil, toil, toil."

Philida placed a cheek against her companion's knee, her
back turned to the terrifying shadows of the room.

"Everybody has some history, Martha. Are you
married?

'

An angry exclamation answered her.

"Not I, thank God I"
" Did he die? " asked Philida, softly.

This questioning threaded her thoughts away from
the terrors that threatened to overwhelm her.
The knitting fell from Martha's lap. She answered

brusquely:

" When a woman is not married at forty-five, all the
world knows no man has come a-courting her."

" I know better, Martha," Philida answered. " You
have but to smooth away that frown and you'd be

i
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comely now. But it did not frighten me. I knew that
it did not pass below into your mind."

" It has been there many years and 'tis like to stay
there," replied Martha.

"Alas, alas!" cried the girl, "then somebody has
spoiled your life as that wicked woman now seeb to
spoil mine."

When she had spoken, despite her resolve, she sobbed
brokenly.

"Why does she seek to cross my love?" she queried
at length. " She has her husband."
Martha laughed gruffly.

" You baby I
" she exclaimed. " She flouts him behind

his back and cajoles him to his face. Her husband,
marry!

"

" And yet you would help her," cried Philida. " I
wonder at you."

A transient expression of shame appeared in Mar-
tha's face.

" I must live," she said bitterly. " I've a bedridden
father, and work as I may I can't pay the rent. My
lady suffers us."

She lapsed into sulky silence and resumed her knit-
ting.

A suggestion came into Philida's mind, and with it a
gleam of wild hope. She turned towards her companion,
her face alight.

" You need not stay here, Martha, to toQ and sin for
this woman. I am rich, rich! I never was glad of it

before. I have a fortune. I would give you a farm rent-
free for all your life, and your father need want for
nothing, if you but set me free."

" These be but promises," said the woman sulkily.
" In your heart you know you trust me," answered the

girl with disarming gentleness.
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" Mayhap I do," answered Martha, avoiding her eaze:
but It would not be the old farm."
" My life and happiness against the old farm! " ex-

claimed the gitl, clasping her hands despairingly.
" I'll stay," said Martha sullenly.

Philida sprang to her feet.

"Are you human," she exclaimed passionately, "or
only a machine that moves at another's bidding? Would
you see my life ruined and help yourself to wreck it?
Yet you loved once and know somewhat of what you
are doing."

Martha's high, harsh voice arrested her. She had
risen tc her feet, and her eyes were burning beneath
her heavy eyebrows.

"Speak not of him," she cried, her hand beating the
air, a wastrel wanderer, a stone that gathered no moss;
a good-for-nought."

Philida was frightened by her fury.
" Yet surely you saw good in him," she said, wonder-

mgly.

" No! no I " cried Martha. " I saw no good in him;
I knew that he would beat me; I knew that he lied to
me then; I knew he would not be true to me. It was
only that he was not to me as other men were. I was
a woman and a fool."

She wrung her work-hardened hands, wrapped in the
tragedy of her blighted youth. Suddenly she turned to
Philida, her large eyes heavy with antagonism.

^
Why did you make me speak?" she questioned.

You are a witch, and I am afraid of you."
But Philida threw her arms about her neck and buried

her face in her shoulder.
" Oh, Martha, Martha," she cried. " We are just

two poor women together, you and I."

•I

.1



CHAPTER XXX

AN UNDERGROUND FLIGHT

Twas • rough night.
My young remembrtnce cannot parallel
A fellow to it —Shakbspbarb.

PHiLroA raised her head and looked suddenly at hrr com-
panion, her face wild in its appeal. From somewhere in

the distance, the strokes of a town clock floated to them.
Its brazen tongue tolled ten. Hitherto the girl had
been sustained by a hope of rescue. Now the hours had
sped and no help had come.

"What can she do to me?" she questioned, fran-
tically.

Martha's face fell.

" God knows, my pretty," she reluctantly said.

Philida was frightened by something in her manner.
She took her shoulders in a wild clasp.

" She can't keep me from him? "

Martha turned away her eyes.

" I know she has summoned her chaplain. She would
not need him herself. Marry you, perhaps."

Philida did not move. Martha looked up in surprise.

She found the girl standing, white as marble, frozen
into an apathy of horror, her lips parted, her eyes star-

ing. These words would have carried no conviction
save for her experience in Fleet Street.

"Marry me, marry me!" Her lips formed the
words, but no sound came. The next instant a wave of
fierce pride broke over her.

" She dare not ! I am the Earl of Chedley's daughter."
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Martha looked at her with an almost whimsical smile.
" Tis little that will serve you once you're married,"
she said shrewdly.

Philida's spirit broke.

She dung to Martha's knees, entreating her, palpi-
tating with fear, sobbing out incoherent promises of
what she would do if she would but give her her
liberty.

" Let me think," said the woman abruptly.

The girl checked her weeping and even withdrew her
clasping hands to watch her. Martha frcwned as she
reflected. Hers was a secretive nature. Philida had
moved her, but she was weighing the chances before she
acted.

At length she bent over her, half fearful of her own
resolution.

" Your ladyship," she whispered, " perhaps there is a
way. Don't be too certain, for it is full of dangers and
you may lack the courage."

There was no lack of courage or resolution in Phi-
lida's face as she looked back at her.

Martha answered the look.

"Then, first, your promise," she went on. "The
farm rent-free for all my life, and the means, as soon as
you can get it to us, to haste away from here."

"I promise, I promise," cried Philida. "But the
way? "

Martha's eyes were sparkling beneath her black brows.
She was unchaining her long-suppressed personality; tak-

ing measures against the mistress, faithfully served, but
secretly disliked. The whole woman was vibrant, as
she continued, still whispering.

"There is a secret passage from this room, behind
those nailed-down tapestries. It goes down between the
walls. I've known it from a child, though my lady is

r
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ignorwit that I have knowledge of it. From there it

^^'''''''* of . «i,e, „ the crow7ieit\:;

She paused.

JiuJT^'^i ' ?"^** BO ^>«h you, my lady," she saidwith a touch of her old surliness, " but I mu t not loTve

%K- !?' '? "''! ^'' ^•^y*»P'» ^""h "lone."
Philida's heart failed her.

"Must I go by myself? " the gasped.
^Martha, conscious of her selfishness, felt a stir of

uZL.' ^^'^i^'J"^^
^o«<» quivering, " J will go."Her imagination had already foreseen the terrors oftte ^journey, but they were as nothing to her present

a ^rli^n/'*^'
""^ ^" '^*^'' "^^^'^^ «y«' Martha felt« prick of conscience.

" The inn has an ill name. Could you but lineer inthe passage t 1 the morning, then I could goto yoT'
Involuntarily, Philida shuddered.
" I have no watch to tell the hours."

r..H,r\""'''''^""'^'
*^*'**"^ ^"""^ "^'^^ the housecaugnt ner ear.

ti^rl^.^
"^"'^ "° ^°"^"'" '^' ""''*• " Show me the

"werted her fingers beneath the edge of the tapestry.

IZnT^S' T'''''^
^'^^ ^^y *=^"y- Pushing it back,

«n5Ti K ^^r!'
"^^ "^'^*** ^°^"«** ^»th cloth, dust

vllv fl :;
^°'.' "^<>";fnt Martha's fingers felt about

Wow 1 PhT. 'T^'
'^^''" ^'^^ «^""^ »'" ^he housebelow I Phihda almost screamed as she watched the

KithTcretk.
''"^'" ^""^"^ ^' ''^ '^^ --«
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A breath of dampness floated out and the sound of the
•curry of rats.

Philida ran to the opening. She felt all a woman's
•hnnking horror of the rats, all a child's of the dark-
ness, but her eyes were sparkling with excitement. She
wat possessed by a frenzy of fear lest an instant's lin-
genng might trap her. Yet on the threshold she stopped,
gaspmg.

*^*^

''} wwt gather courage," she whispered.
IWartha's heart almost prompted her to follow her.

Unly for an instant. She was eager now to get away
herself by means not open to Philida.
The girl paused, one foot upon the shadowy staircase

withm.

"Leave the panel open for a moment. I must get
accustomed to the dark," she entreated.
"My pretty one," cried Martha. "'Tis not so bad

as that."

She left the room and Philida heard her exchange a
few words with the man who watched at the door.
When she returned she carried a lantern.
"Heaven guard your ladyship," she said huskily.
rhilida took the lantern and vanished. Martha

Ijeered after her. She caught sight of a stone staircase
that turned abrupUy and was lost in darkness; and the
air was dank.

Lantern in hand, Philida picked her way down the
uneven steps. The space in wh'ch she was travellingw^ scarcely two feet wide; the way was irregular.
When the passage gave a sharp turn, she discovered that
her course lay between the outer stone wall of the house
and what she took to be the panelling of a room. In
the darkness which gloomed ahead of her and with no
way of gauging the distance she travelled, it seemed to
her that she had been going on for hours next to the

I
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wtlb of the old house. As she crept along, the rats
scuttling before her, she suddenly became conscious ol
the sound of voices. One she recognised with a creep
of aversion. She had first become accustomed to its
intonations m darkness, and it may be for that reason
she recognised it more readily under the same circum-
stances. The other voice was a man's. As she heard it
she gttped, pressed close against the wooden wall and
listened. Its tone struck a note of memory. The sus-
picion seized her that it was Mr. Mansur's. Before she
couid confirm or dismiss the thought she heard the sound
of a chair hastily pushed back over the flags in the
room below, and the ring of a spurred heel. This added
to her fear of pursuit and she went on with almost in-
cautious haste. She descended a dozen more steps, when
a gleam in the wood hinted to her that she had reached
a lighted room. She paused here and leaned her head
against the crack. The faint radiance gave her a mo-
mentary comfort in the darkness. A short, dry cough
reached her ^r$, and she started, trembling. All too
probably here too lurked an enemy. Better the rats
and the darkness.

A few feet farther on the way twisted downward pre-
cipitously and she had to cling to the side as she went.
She realised that she had now left the house, and was
travelling along a rough passage underground. The air
grew damper and closer, but, to her unspeakable relief,
the rats with their gleaming, red eyes ceased to scamper
past her. The walls of the passage were rocky and ir-
regular, and blotched with great patches of mildew j
sometimes fungus hung down almost forming a curtain
across the way. The air became closer and still closer.
Her breath began to labour and her head to swim. A
fear arose in her mind. What if she should smother in
this horrid place, lie there and rot, her presence unsus-
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pccted by those in the lunthine above? Upon the hcelt

of this terror trod another. This panage in itself told

the story of secrecy and conspiracy! Suoinse she were
to come upon the bones of some murdered n,.n or woman
picked clean by rats. She felt her hair uft upon her
head.^ Then she thought of Lord Yerington, and it

steadied her. She was determined not to let her imagina-
tion wander, but to keep it fixed as far as possible by
hopeful refleaions.

As she went, the gleam from her lantern shone upon
the slime of the walls, or revealed *vhere a sluggish

trickle crept down them and turned along the passage*

converting it to mud.
The flame of her lantern, which had begun to burn

blue in the impure air, leapt up again and a sense of re-

freshment came to her labouring lungs. She discerned
before her a glow of moonlight upon the wall of the
passage. A moment later she pushed her face into a re-

freshing tangle of green leaves. Between them, with a
sense of unutterable relief and delight, she caught a
glimpse of the cloud-sown sky, and the silver shield of a
full moon.

She dared not linger and was soon on her way again.

Occasionally she came upon these openings which gave
directly upon the night, but which were hidden by the

undergrowth. They kept some slight circulation moving
in the otherwise stagnant air.

With a gasp of dismay she perceived that the rats were
again beginning to appear. She could see the twin, red
gleam of their eyes; but this also told her she was near-

ing habitation, and a tortuous winding staircase soon

confirmed this supposition.

As she appVoached it, pushing her way slowly and with
difficulty between the narrow walls, Martha's words
recurred to her with their full significance.
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"Tht inn hM m ill nime."
!" "*', ""^ tlw Old ol her Journey

Jai^B^^„*"JLr^ She lS«d ,«in« I,



CHAPTER XXXI

THl WHITB LADY OP LONB fiLM MANOR
Htrt In tiM tavtni haunt I nuke mr lair.

-<>MAt Kjmttam.

Phiuda ttood in the dark with her cheek preswd aguntt
the panel, dittraught with terror. From the room within
came matches of drunken long, ribald laughter and the
clatter of tankardi pounded upon the table. The coane
comment and oaths told her all too clearly what lay be-
fore her, and behind her stretched darkness, terror-steeped
and rat-haunted.

Amidst the din within one voice became distinct. It
had a dominating quality, a confident roll and the re-
sourcefulness of epithet that revealed the bravo and the
bully. The man was finishing a story whose purport
escaped Philida in her confusion of mind. But it met
with an outburst of wild applause.

" Well done. Will," exclaimed a voice, " at good a
turn as ever I heard on. But she escaped thee in the
end?**

"Ay; but he was welcome to her, for he gave the best
sport my sword hath tasted since I handed Ken Gordon
his passports. A pox, I say, on all white-livered poltroons
who would exchange a lass for a swinging fight 1 I was
well paid, I tell thee!"

The voice struck across Philida's consciousness with a
sense of familiarity, but save for the added fear it raised
in her, it did not definitely place itself.

Another voice, high-pitched and mincing, answered
Will, the self-confident and brawl-lover.

"Egad, Will," it said; "I thought you capable of a
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iwed but I month lince." ' "*"

fZ.i^v * ^™*' "" « '«'»•"' I"" mock trial be-

ii. .^1^""^" *'*
'
"'* ""• *' ""t c4™w

P^rS^t"wi.^S-"S?" ''«'.. »«"-Yering.on .p.i«^a M my lord, Elliot as a " put of a irawkv Rent"

do« trl M^ * ^^" ^*"°' "^^ ^hi8 inn, had comeclose to stumblmg upon the truth abou^ Mr ManTr«nd gaining the key to his plotting.
^*^''

Will siJ^k
*^*^ ''"'*«' '^" "'^"^^^^^ «d listened.

inJJfe^ „^,'^'" ^' ^^' " "«^« W««« another man'sinvention until you can play your own hand Th.m^^

«iU be a skulking skeleton only lacking a eibb^ Z.7fchain to make you crow's food.''
^ ^ ^ *"** *

th.^""' •' <""«" ««d,ed the «„ of those wid.u.

i-k-boot, „c^„g.a /<,:;fk.''4"^at"hT'Th«Sojrcc^w of Temple B„ had soLwhat .* deThi,!>
vrarwicitsmre. He had heard the sound, but he did not
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move. His slim hand caressed his h'ps, his eyes were
watchful and furtive.

Not so the rude fellows who sat with them, grown
ruder over their cups. They turned livid beneath their
wine-dyed skins.

" The devil! " shrieked one, rising to his feet, flinging
his chair upon its back as he did so, and staring at the
comer from whence the sound had come. Instinctively
he crossed himself. " Tis the ghost of the Lady of the
Manor!

"

Tie second man got to his feet, his knees trembling.
"Ay, ay," he responded in a hoarse whisper. "I'll

swear 'tis she. 'Tis well known there is a passage thence
to the Manor. 'Twas there that Lord Cecil murdered
her as she would have escaped him. She haunts it,—aU
the countryside is aware of that."

Will and Tom exchanged glances. Their lives were
not as open books, and they had no appetite for secret
passages and hiding-places unless they themselves occu-
pied them; but it was not ghosts which they feared.
They sought to brush the matter aside.

"All this for a rat in the wainscot?" said Will
lightly. " Prithee, monsieur le Rodent, accept my com-
pliments." He bowed with his hand upon his heart.
"You've given these chicken-hearted gentlemen a turn,
I'll warrant you." He took a sliding step forward and
made mysterious passes in the air. "Come, monsieur,
I'll exorcise thee."

He continued his cautious advance towards the panel-
ling, his hand now upon his lips, enjoining silence.

Tom saw his purpose. He took a bottle from the table
and held it by the neck. If there were to be unexpected
developments and he was to come to an encounter with
unknown foes he preferred this weapon, or a pistol and ten
paces, to his sword.

•

ti^
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b/Z^^TTl-A^,*^^""-^'*^ "»" "^ •*•"

.M. !k .
'"''• ^*" "^ *'>"K''t of the DO..

With cautiou, fi^sers Will Mt over the pwelling for

the room roddenly chattered audibly md nruck . note

^e wa, l'^""' ^T"" '" »" 1>e .ctor. in i,
*"

scene was serious enough.
Philida, trapped within, was shaken from head to foot

the Lr'-°^ uT' '"*^ ^^"** ""^^^ *he sound of

Wr I ''T ^^^
''T''^ '" *^"- Limp and power-

less she leaned against the rough wall of her prison Her
experiences had been coming so rapidly one u^„ theothe^ that for the moment she was unable tV thinkor act Then the strange silence within the room began

neTJ^IZ
^"

^°"r
"-^^ «"d an enveloping flash'""new and imminent danger stung her into life. In des-

perate haste she began feeling her way back down thenarrow passage. She had not yet reached the cornerwhere it turned at right angles and led down the ^d"ly

b^forr'f'M vf" V^'T °^ y*^"°^ ^'^^' "P<>n the wall
before her told her that the panel had been slidden back.The shock sickened her. She felt an impulse to hastenon and throw herself madly down the p'ecipito^ sTep"

ZtiT '"""^ T' ^*^^*"^ '^^ ^"^ i"st «>«>« seemed
peaceful as compared with her fear of what lay b^

J''^fy'^j''^P^''^^,^^ot through her. The mem-oj of the word ghost " was echoing confusedly in her

W^L ^" "»t»^^,<^«""ge and resource crystallised into
instant resolve. Her lantern she had dropped. Sum-

TrLTfnf -J t'^TT*""' '^' ^^«<1 ^^^'^ standing
erect and rigid, her hands at her sides. In her filmy
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white draperies she advanced slowly from the dark into
the dimnes., and within sight of the staring faces silhou-
etted in the oblong of the open panel. Her face was
colourless; her eyes wide and fixed, as she glided slowly
forward, her nerves strained almost to the snapping point.
There was the rattle of a down-flung tankard; a howl
of superstitious animal terror; then the shuffle of haunted
footsteps as the four men fought their way madly from
the room. '

Within the passage Philida lay in a dead swoon.
Ihe hastUy-deserted room revealed panic and flight—

a chair lay upon its back, a tankard spread its half-con-
•umed contents over the floor.

The door, which had been so recently slammed in
idarm, opened stealthily. At first there was but a crack.

WJ w "^WMi'**
^"^^"^ "" '^' ^~^' 8^^« » disconcert-mg creak. Will crept into the room and paused, his left

2f lowered almost to closing, his sunburnt face crafty.
His eyes sought the open panel and he laughed softly to
himself; then with cat-like rapidity and silence he stole
towards it.

A faint Mund arrested him. He jerked himself erect

«ir • *i
*^"'', *°.

^'^'f
'^°"^- ^ *^"' ^^ °»«t his

«pression darkened, for he had intended to have this
adventure to himself. The Scarecrow grinned at him
:mpudently, with a sly intelligence that warned him to

iZ A^C'
W»th his usual adaptability when conditions

pressed h,m, he decided to accept his enforced partner
with philosophy. They were accustomed to workine in

SZ"i?1 '^*''"
f^^ff**

**" '^''' '°e"<=^ *«' ta^'cs

tnTrj^l
"^ '^°'^'- ^'^' ^y ^'^^' '^'y ^^«^"t wealthily

towards the yawning space in the wall. Will had a can-
dlestick in his hand; and this he held above his headand peered into the dusky passage. Even his experience



S80 A DISCIPLE OF CHANCE

wa» almost 8t«rtled into an exclamation when he came
unexpectedly upon the fainting girl.

He knelt to examine her face and when he turned
back towards the room, his own was quivering witlT ex-
citement.

" The devil is in it," he whispered. " As neat a little
bit of good fortune as has come to me in many a day.
The Lady Philida again! She is somewhat different hab-
ited than when I saw her last, but the same little lady,
I'll go bail. I had to plot to capture the DuchcM of
Croome's niece last time. Now, gad, she's walked
straight into my net."

He rubbed his hands with satisfaction.

"When did you encounter her last? " queried his com-
panion, upon the gut vive o* curiosity.

Will laughed in his th.-v.a .

"'Tis the little wench of Fleet Street. Zounds I Fate
hath thrown doubles. You'll pay for that slipping,
my pretty," and he grinned down at the unconscious
girl.

Tom moved uneasily.

" I like not this business," he said. "There may be
little profit in it and a hanging at the other end."
"Get you out of it, then," said Will brutally. "I

can manage it alone, if you're so nice on the subject.'*
Tom rubbed his hand across his lips.

" Are you sure of the swag? " he asked.
You reckon the odds like a parson," growled Will.

" Half the spice of such chances lies in its uncertainty.
It may mean much or little. Methinks it will mean
much, and the devil take snivellers, say I."
Tom's watchful eyes noted him, as he again stooped

over Philida.

Will did not regard her pathetic beauty—his pro-
fessional eye was but intent upon the fineness of her
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on\A^'i / ^°"^*^ ^*» '»"^« Withdrawn a simple

•ightly and this restrained him. He rose went toX
wheJ; Ztv il^l'

"""''"''"« ^«^" »^^ gagged hefwnere she lay. The movement recalled her to cruelly

i^him~w^hT'^\ "" 't ^•'^^^' -** ^' ''-'Xat nun with a nightmare of terror in her eves. ThJ,
thqr closed in merciful oWivion.

°' '"**'' *y«- Th«

mJil'n^^K^"*^ •^""'f
'**^ **^^*^ «»>«'ving every move-ment of his unscrupulous pal. He had not b^n"?^d

tentL^^.VK rJ^'^'"''"^
'^*' **"* ^"^ "" ^«h the ad-

iwny was adulterated by a tincture of right feeline whichreduced the quality of the one without LinrSiTh^the savmg grace of the other. To deal with X Z
onTSL^h"' °«»-^Ye„ngton in Cstr«t%vt
^Ld tfT- T "1°'^''- ^' e»'^'» helplessness ap-pealed to him. But the good in him was so weak wd
S^e.* ??J'*^

it did not developln" Td^Tt
t^kPhLJ^^ V"

when Will, purposeful and ready,

wTth a oues^^^^^^^^ T '" ^".*™ ^^ *"™^<» ^° Tomwitn a question m his eyes, it was the latter's subtlemind hat responded with a plan of action.

'

he said
" rlr

"" '^"^ *^"^ ^"^ * ^^« of « ghost,"

tlL? :.• ^f /°" °"^ ^y **'*' ^'de door that opens upon

go on'toTi^^^^
"'^ ^'" ^•«'" ^- ^^^- Th^ngo on to the tithc-bam that stands a hundred yards downthe road. You know it well. It has been a frfendTus on many a friendless night"

" *°

Will's lowered eyelid winked intelligence.
Tom, with a howl of terror that reverberated through

H
If:

m
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the house, and a mien of wild disorder, rushed from the
room. He reeled as he went, his eyes staring.

In the hall below a crowd of people was gathered.
They were listening open-mouthed to the tales of the
two men who had been with Tom in the room above
when Philida made her appearance. They were deliver-
ing their stories with many extemporised details, and
the flesh of their auditois crept. The hostlers, unre-
buked, had slipped in from the stables, and were shuf-
fling from spot to spot, choosing that where the tale
was most lurid. The hostess, a red-faced woman, her
arms akimbo, hands on hips, huffed angrily, and swore
she'd sleep in any room in the house without turning the
colour of cheese-curds at the sight of a mouse in the
wainscot. The landlo.i;d was poised between horrified at-
tention and diplomatic scepticism. One man, of villain-

ous appearance, with a patch across his eyes, scoffed
openly,* but, for the most part, the audience was credu-
lous and duly moved.

When, therefore, a shriek broke upnn their ears, they
grasped each other staring with fright, not venturing to
move until they knew whither to direct their retreat.

The maids rushed into the hall from the odd corners of
the old house to which the hostess* rating had driven
them, trembling and screaming. The cook appeared,
brandishing a long-handled saucepan as if she meant to
lay the ghost with it as Martin Luther had exorcised the
devil with the ink-pot

Tom tumbled down the stairs and into the hall. Once
there he ricochetted from group to group, hurling the
people against one another, too frightened for protest or
question.

" I've seen herl " he shrieked, " I've seen her! She is

covered with blood; her throat is cut from ear to ear; she
is carrying her head under her arm; she shook it at me.'

. *»
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A quaver of horror rose in crescendo as the details
multiplied.

Tom ended by rushing around the room like a mad
dog, howling as he went, and in the course of his flight

taking possession of a pair of silver candle-snuffers, which
his quick eye had noted lying upon a dresser.

Out of the front door he sped like a comet, followed
by a tail of terrified people as if he were the Pied Piper
and his shriek had magic in it. He decoyed them to
the shadow of a great beech within the inn yard. There
he paused, the centre of a crowd, all athrob with the
horrors of superstitious fear. They formed like a halo
about him, even the landlady's disbelief shaken, and the
man with the patch sunk to mere irony.

Tom was enjoying himself; he was possessed by the
exhilaration of invention; he held his auditors in the
palm of his hand; they hung upon his every word,
watched his every gesture, and the tale he wove passed
into history and so became a part of the lore of the
county.

As he stood there, himself moved by the picture which
he drew with graphic detail and fine sense of dramatic
effect, a coach drove up to the deserted inn.

Lord Yerington descended from it in haste.

Within the inn all was alight. The fire was dancing
cheerily upon the hearth and gleaming on polished pewter
and copper ranged about the dark walls. He paused in
surprise at finding the place so tenantless. Going to
where he saw the bell-rope dangling, he pulled it with a
will. He heard a shrill distant tinkle, but there was
no other reply. Puzzled and impatient, he left the
house and went into the stable-yard. The duchess' anx-
ious eyes followed him from the coach window. Michael
had descended and was standing at the heads of the
$teaming, weary horses.
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Lord Yerington found the ftable-yard at deserted at

the house. As he returned wondering, Michael spoke
to him.

** There is a group of people yonder, your lordship,

beneath that tree."

At this instant the clouds swept from the face of the
moon. By its light, a dark blot within the yard revealed

itself to be a gathering of men and women. Their
action was so strange that, allied to the burden of Yer^
ington's continued fears, it sent him towards the spot

with a quickened step.

The group was too intent to heed him. They were
stni magnetised by Tom*s story.

"Gad, my friends," he heard a voice say as he ap-
proached, whose cadence he knew, " I'm a sinful man,
but, I ask you, must a sinner spoil all his to-days with
his yesterdays? No, no, say I, conscience is a sad med-
dling wench and if you don't keep her in her place, a
man will have no peace—^though I'm no worse than an-
other. But, hang me, when I saw that beautiful woman
in such a case my teeth chattered like a Spanish dancer's
castanets, my flesh crept ana my hair stood on end.
I could remember every dted I'd ever done upon which
an angel could not have smiled."

He wiped his forehead dramatically, waiting, with an
actor's instinct, for his words to take due efiEect.

He had been sufficiently moved by his eloquence to
start violently when a firm hand was laid upon his arm.
He turned to look into Lord Yerington's face, stem and
white in the moonlight.

"Come," that gentleman demanded, "what is this

to-do, my mar ?

"

The spell was broken; for the first time the crowd
moved. Tom looked at Lord Yerington sheepishly. Even
in the uncertain light he recognised him.
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"Ton my life, my lord," he said with hit usual
jaunty air, " these yokels were clean spent for a little
spice; dying for a want of stirring of their stagnant
fancy. Egad, I pidgeoned them a little. We are njen
of the world and can be frank with one another."
Yenngton did not heed the last piece of impudence.

He still kept his hand on Tom's arm and walked him a
few paces apart

Something in his story, and its relation so near to
the spot in which he was searching for Lady Philida,
linked it indissolubly in his mind with the thought of
her and her danger.

Yerington had already driven to Wardsleigh Abbey.
The news he had learned there was both good and bad.
The butler, an honest man, who, unlike most of the
world, thought of him more as his master's than his mis-
tress' friend, gave him information he could not distrust.
—That was that Lady Caroline had been expected that
day, but that she had not arrived and had sent on no ex-
planation. On hearing this he felt assured that Philida
had her to thank for her present plight. If, as appeared
to be the fact, Lady Caroline herself had kidnapped her,
he could not conceive of permanent harm coming to the
girL

He knew that Lady Caroline was a woman of violent
passions and he believed she had acted upon an impulse
of unreasonable jealousy. But, he told himself, with an
effort at self-assurance, she would scarce commit Philida
wholly to a position which, if it meant ruin for the girl,
would mean ruin for herself also.

He did not realise that natures which have schooled
themselves for years to a course of duplicity, run to mad-
dest extremes in sheer reaction.

His mind had reverted to Lone Elm Manor. He re-
called its isolated position and its deserted neighbourhood
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•nd it Mened • favourable ipot for LmIt Cinaine't
purpote.

Hence his drive thither in haite.
A» he had listened to Tom's words, fantastic and ex-

treme as they were, they almost confirmed in him an
apprehension.

The hostess of the inn turned and discovered the wait-mg coach. The thought of guests of quality standing
unattended at her doors, acted like magic upon her nas-
?"' 21* J^^ hMtened back, sending the maids before
lier. The hostlen returned to the stable, and the other
fpectators either went to their homes or stood convers-mg m scattered groups.

The clouds were beginning to float higher and thin-
ner, the wmd had died down.

Lord Yerington looked searchingly into Tom's thin
face, with the sharp drawn lines on each side of the wide
mouth, and the loose lips of a man to whom a lie came
easily.

" The last time I saw you, sirrah," he said, " you were
engaged m an ugly farce to impose upon a lady. To-mght
I find you tuning your fancy to trick a group of simple
folk. What lies behind it? Speak honestly, for I'U
know the truth later, and then I shall not spare you."
Tom, his eyes keen by nature and from a life of con-

stant shifts, looked at the earl speculatively.
••There's fact behind each fiction, my lord," he said.
Don t quibble," commanded Lord Yerington. " Give

me the facts about this ghost story."
A look of whimsical intelligence appeared in Tom's

face.

"Perhaps my lord seeks a lady?" he said slyly.
The rascal and the nobleman exchanged jlances. Each

was wondering how far he could trust the other.
• Hn appearance here was strange enough," Tom was
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S^i?v^t.ie^^^^^ ' "-^ "^ '»»" "'^•^«« ^

»!^I^u^i* "•*"'• *^ ^'k* • downright course.

dowW !l?;
**"** been kidn.pped." he wld. H^^STgdo^y. She wM.toIe from her home. Yonde/TthS

SS o5 mJ„J T' '\^'''^* »^ Croome. in grett di-

Tyo'uWwen J.7d t^-tT
'""'^^ ^*^" ^-^ '^'^'^

^ \^i
X«"n«5on'. own interest he read in hi. worn

h^ uIu'a ?^"V *>*««»"«<» h« forme kindness to

.r.K.^K-
"^

''f*'^** ^> '^ ^^ '»'~- ^*» his patron-

SwnJL -PhT^."
""^ •"?" ^''' "«^ earning hon«t

rX .
•'

^l""'* P"''"^'- •*>"«•"« 'oots itselfmodd corners of gnarled, distorted hearts. Tom pos-

E3h.?^iv?i *^* '^^ ~"P^'^ knowledge of evil, but

huJ^r t ' T"?f' °^ ''^*"^^'""»- «« "Other andhi. swtn he loved m his own warped fashion.

h. i-rl ?"^^ '*•''* 5^°" ^•^'"'"^ «w«^<«' wy lord,"he^d, riiamefaced at the unfamiliar stirring in hi.

in.Sr^'!f' *!I

^^'''''^:^^ hope leap up within Yer-
ington, and a deep breath escaped him.

I felt, he said. " that you had some knowledge."

Jj? ?*"^y reviewed the chancer
Twill mean my living, my lord. I must cut a culwhose^help ha. aied pockets that have long lieremp^

Lord Yerington interrupted him.
Enough! I want no knowledge of your affairs It

Th:^
'"' Tk r" '' '^^' ''^ y«" have Jny infoZlion

that would help us. Do not keep us waiting." he endedm a sudden anguish of impatience.
A few word, of hurried explanation sent Yerington

r
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back to the coich-tidc. Ton lounfed along, tome db-
iMict bock of kin, making gmt ptriMlt of faidiifeKnce
toeow a night-bird't iiwtinctivc tvoidMice of the light
•bout the inn. He could ice that the duchcM was
peaking eagerly. He heard her exdanatkm and taw
berttke a itep at if to dexend fron the coach.
Thii caused hin to hurry forward and stand bowing

and fcraping like a Frenchman.
" My complimenti, your grace, my very beM conpli-

nwite. Your most humble and obedient lervant"
The duchcM glareJ at him.
" What'f thit jack-o'-lantern > '* the adted in indignant

aurpnse;

Yerington battened to interfere.

"Thit, your grace, it the man of whon I spoke to
you» who hat kindly offered to help ut."
The bag wig bowed half to the earth and rote again.

I protett, your grace," he taid, with hit hat over hit
heart, I am in a twitter at my own pietumption. But
it It your grace't intention to accoai^any ut?

"

"It it," the taid firmly, viiibly fighting her dittatte
of hin.

Again ht bowed with fantaitfc exaggeration.
** Thit venture, your grace, nethinkt it for nen and

not for a lady."

" Drat the fellow 1 " exclaimed the duchett indigqantly,
and would have continued, had not Yerington checked
her with gentle patience.

Dear duchett," he taid, " the man it right We
know not what may lie before ut and every moment it
preaout. Permit Foulkct to bring you some refrethmcnt
from the inn and let ut go on."

.iiir^ir.*^*'
***'*^ "y °^ •**'" growled the duchett.

Well, m mercy, off with you then t::d fetch the child;
for my heart it hungry for her and aching with dread."
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THB TITHI-BAIIN

mm Joka wm Dtrtr iaoMculatt.

^AvtriM DoMoH.

i^.^r: £i5r
'"'-•"•' "'^^ '--'

Seeuig It, Tom returned and whispered:

Yermgton turned, with a tupprened exclamation at hitown ovmight, and Michael doied the tin lantem^iH-
Together they stole past the inn under the d

•h«low of a iKech-tree and beneath the stone arch of .
gateway.

MnJ^jSi.f^^^'^ The afr was moist, warm

!^«J«75^*^
The «oon shone occasionally through

•Mttered clouds. Ahead of them ran the paUid grey of
the untemmted to^, winding off into obscurity.

•tretched to hours in the intensity of his anxiety—aU
ipelt fnr and mounting dread to Lord Yerington. His
heart hung heavy in his bosom while his imagination

^1 «. *®"^** ««"»» «««»"« the screen of the
night. His Ignorance of conditions and the enforced self-
suppression entailed in this unexplained quest in which
all issues hung upon the good faith of a man whom he
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At this moment the moon bunt through a rift in the
clouds and the Kene immediately about them sprang out
in su'^v^en sharp contrast of black and silver. Tom*t
peak< '^ face was revealed, shrewd and concentrated.

Yerington drew near and took his arm in a vise-like

grip.

"Whither do you lead us? " he whispered, the inten-
sity of his apprehension wringing the question from
him.

Tom crouched further into the inky shadow of the wall,

(dragging his questioner after him.
" Damn the moon I

" he muttered. " I'll lead you all

to hell if you don't follow me in silence."

His voice thrilled in unmistakable earnestness. Its

tone awakened a faith in Lord Yerington that braced
his nerves.

The wall ran parallel with the road. With bent backs
they followed, pressed close against it—splashing through
pools of water and unconscious of the sting of nettles

through which they broke their way. With the acute-
ness of the senses that cornea in moments of great mental
tension, Yerington heard the creaking of his companion's
boots and perceived the fetid odours of 'decayed scents

that arose from Tom's wig and mingled with the damp-
ness and the smell ot crushed herbage.

He strained his eyes ahead, seeking for an indication of
the focus of their expedition.

Gradually, amid the murkincss of the half-lighted night
he discerned the black hulk of the bam. It loomed vast
and exaggerated in the gloom, and it struck upon his

mood, indescribably sinister and threatening. Was this

cavernous place pregnant with horrid possibilities, their

destination? His heart registered the suspicion with a
sickening bound. Again he hastened forward and laid

a restraining hand on Tom's shoulder,
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" My Goa I " he ejaculated, " not in there."

Tom turned a beset face toward him.
** In there," he muttered, " and if you're wise youTl

let me general you."

The seriousness of his tone bit in, but Lord Yering-
ton's self-repression had broken bounds.

The wall terminated before it reached the bam. He
dashed heedlessly across the patch of intervening moon-
light and into the shadow of its side without a word,
Michael following close at his heels. The latter had,
despite his haste, sufficient caution to leave the lantern
darkened. They felt along the wall of the building,

stumbled over a plough that was leaning against it,

rounded a water-trough, and brought down a bucket with
a clatter. This sound was followed by an outburst of
barking from the house-dog in the farm hard by, which
could be heard straining at its chain.

Lord Yerington knew that sound had put everyone
within hearing distance upon their guard, but he was
weary of repressed measures and impatient for action.

He advanced heedlessly to the great bam door, crazily

agape upon its hinges, and followed by the soft patter
of Tom's oaths.

When the latter came forward and arrested Lord Yer-
ington by a word, that gentleman could not know how
much self-renunciation entered into the act. He could
not suspect that Tom possessed his own type of profes-
sional pride, and that he felt humbled at being committed,
as an accessory, to methods so unbusinesslike. But he
had set himself to help this blundering, sorely tried noble-
man, and he felt the stirring of an odd impulse of kindli-

ness towards him.
" Let me go first, my lord," he whispered, "

I'll draw
him with a false signal."

Yerington turned, his breath coming short, and en-

^
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devoured to reid hit face Without tw«iting tn tniwer,
Tom had slipped past him and pushed back the door, re-
vealing the rayless darkness of the bam*s interior.
Those without listened, every muscle tense.
Aji owl hooted softly; there was the deep breathing,

rustle and stamp of disturbed cattle?—then but the
drone of the warm summer night

Yerington's fear was roused to frenzy.
He made an onward movement, when again Tom's

whistle sounded, clear and distinct, and he curbed him-
self to wait a possible response.

The signal was followed by the somnolent tinkle of a
distant sheep-bell—and i^ but the cricket-blurred si-
lence.

" Let us within," cried Yerington, " and make an end
of this."

He pushed back the door with no pretence of caution
and entered. These pauses had maddened him.

His nostrils were assailed by the dry prickle of straw-
dust as he stood staring into the darkness. After an in-
terval he faintly discerned Tom, motionless as a statue,
standing near by. His tall, lank figure was unmistak-
able, even appearing as a dim blur where the faint light
entering at the door dulled the blackness, and his im-
passivity, to Lord Yerington's mind, increased the sense
of menace within the peopled emptiness. A hovering sus-
picion of his guide's good faith suddenly focussed into
convicrion within his racked mind.

" Michael open the lantern," he demanded with harsh
abruptness, as a flame of anger and doubt flashed through
him.

Without a sound Tom threw himself prone and
wriggled into hiding beneath the straw.

Against the darkness Lord Yerington's face suddenly
^one out, the lips tense, the eyes alert above the white
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JPj-h^of hi. «««, Micl«,I'. face w«iri„g dinJ, be-

^«™. from baeath the interUdng «»w. wMd^d them

They moved forward in Boating drde of lidit

ju.? »d ™d".*?'"""^ "' ««"''•• ""Prot-fng in-

tf^!„^r. *?' '"'' '" """"^ *« '""'>'« of hay

Sr^tS^^ryTef^' *"«". «^-"««i«y -unt':

muii'riJV'^JS;*
"""' " «'" -'' "-'^ '" '"

vJl,tlA'^' u '"' ""untered a resistance, obstinate.

W B •% ^'"°? ""»"« *« BoWm liter of thehay. Buried deq, in it he perceived the figure of a

m. hJf*
*" ^'-^^ in a real or pretended du-^Lr!

Daac, revealing his brown, muscuUr nedc.
As Lord Yerington bent over him, Michael heard a

iSa'JlnSr''^ "' "" "~ ^^ " "" «» «^

«i^« Z!.:[r:fissL^^r"'
"* • »"«' «* - ^^

For m i^t a faint ironic smUe appeared on WiU'.^^ " '{''"'' *»"*<*«l. but they did not lift.
iletwMn these two men, beau and ruffling roeue there

Z^Jr^t, *%-"°^ "' ""'5 natures' a''^;;^^'^

as de from code or arcumstance and was rooted in aK^ T""*, '" "* ™" "kich. when th» met!bntthed .«de culture in one, «,d love of gain i„ ,ta
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other, and left them, when face to face, swayed by uvage
impulses.

Will crept with rage as he felt the boot-thrust in hit

seasoned ribs. At its impact he cared not a jot for cau-

tion or reward. His strong, yellow teeth ground upon
one another, and he felt grim joy in his power to tor-

ture.

This obstinate silence worked upon Lord Yerington

like a poison. Hit face was colourless, but his tone was
ominously quiet

"Answer me, you hound," he said, half breathless

with his passion, *' or FU throttle you."

In defiance of this threat, the man stretched himself

like a dog and yawned.

"Good farmer," he muttered, "I don't harm your

hay. The devil take it for prickliness. A pox on your

poor fields, say I."

Yerington turned round in exasperation.
" A barn means a rope somewhere. Fetch one."

Michael swung ofi on his mission and Yerington was
left in the darkness with the fuming rascal. He stood,

his sword in his hand, consumed with fears for Philida,

impatient of the fleeing moments, and filled with black

anger against the rogue who defied him. Tom he had
forgotten ; he was too contemptuous for caution.

Suddenly he felt a movement. Cursing his own
thoughtlessness he went down like a log. He was in an

embrace like 9 vise. Instinctively he flashed up his arms,

seeking to keep them free even at the risk of exposing

his body. His sword had escaped his grasp in the sur-

prise of the attack.

He felt Will's iron fingers relentlessly searching for

his neck. He could hear a click in his antagonist's throat,

half of joy, half of blind fury. Together they writhed

over the yielding hay, each mutely seeking for an ad-
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r^^^^^.^fi^'^r'^

^^*'"* '^ exten;i„.te
lorn watched breathlessly for the issue of th« A.k*

Si^t'af " "J*
""«••" «• 'S "tlL^'

lom loathing for the rododofoiis contaa withVk.

2 ,& J!**'
"••<"«"" *ai WM telling. He wS

Brighton'. I«oo. hjd been applied both to n.»^e and i•mnd of nimble quality. Gradually, he gained a erinupon hu antagonist', throat. ' "^

A» he heard him gasp and fdt him beginning to weaken

Into h^,™, ft,j,„ h. g„„,_j ^^
««ed

^eet Street; revenge for Philida's present plight-

«bove the pinioned throat grew crimson in the darkn«^. W»e.-yet Yerington'. m«l angerTuZl „t

^-IS'votrin^t^'
'^'' '^ •"»» '«' ""• h"

yourself, xno good will come of this."
Slowly the blood left Lord Ycrington's eyes and thefumes cleared from his brain. Hiffinge^ u^n th!brawny throat relaxed and Wm fell half unrnnJ^- •

the straw.
nait-unconscious mto

Y«i„gton rubbed a hand across his bix,w.
*aith, he said, his voice low and hoarse " I w.,nigh to madness."

"oarsc, i was
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He stood for an instant, his hand on Michael's
shoulder, for a sudden shaking had come upon him.
Then he turned again to Will with detennined patience,

conquering himself, though his gorge rose at the sight
of the man.

** Sirrah, now will you speak?"
The smile was undiminished on Will's swollen face.

"Gad, sir farmer," he wheezed, through his bruised
throat, " this is scurvy hospitality," and he sank into a
silence that told of a wQl broken by neither fear nor
death.

" The rope is best for such as he," came in Michael's
voice, cold, with a contempt so prol und that it helped
to rationalise Lord Yerington.

Together they bound the man, bringing the knots into
place with merciless severity, and securing him to one of
the s<»ntlings of the bam. Nothing could wipe the
smile from his lips, until a straying glance discerned
Tom's face in the background. As he recognised him his
eyes narrowed to a slit, the left drooping to closing.
For an instant, in his surprise, he was impassive. The
next he strained at his bonds, his lips flecked with foam.
Assured of his helplessness, he ceased and swore fluently
with precise selection of words that left Tom drooping.
That worthy did not reply. He had not split upon a

pal without a prick of consdence.

Once more Lord Yerington approached the prostrate
rascal. His first words were unfortunate. All his
natural facility in dealing with men forsook him in his
intercourse with this one.

" Remember your hanging lies within my hands," he
began, " and tell me where the lady is whom we seek.
If you do so, Heaven forgive me for it, you shall have
your pardon."

Will's only reply was to roll one savage eye at him.
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TWi't Jre A^tened to overome him.

well rewarded." ^ ^ "• rewirded—

Stai the look .lone awwered him.

Silence.

" Two thouMiid."
A pox on your burrs, tir farmer " uM w.ni • c

yawn, and closed his eyes:
•™*'' ««* Will, with a

exprwion. "' *** **«*««• fi k U,

n»y be in n«?' '"' *™" *» "^' "J n.y I«Jy

^oT^jtrt^y'r^ to hi. «„.«.

~««hi„, .i^ d«p«v .H..r. re.:; ;ri!rr .j:

.0 M-^t" " * '^"' "» »» a. th. «„w Uughing

Later, Will was resolved to seek out I^^a v •



CHAPTER XXXIII

A JACOBITE HIDINO-PLACB

Du bin wit dM Blumt
So hold and ichocn und rtin;
leh tchau dich an, und Wthnuth
Schlcicht mir ins Hen hincin.

—Hniri.

Thi barn-door closed behind Lord Yerington with
creak h'ke a note of sinister triumph.
He stood a moment, his head tilted backward, gazing

up at the great buflding. Tom, he was at last persuaded,
was honestly seeking to help him. Where, then, lay the
key to the enigma?

Fortune, who had so long cast down her plums to
him with such enervating prodigality, now seemed deter-
mmed to cross him at every turn.

Into his mind surged a thousand maddening sugges-
tions as he searched for a logical explanation for Will's
•trange perverseness, for his preference for an assassina-
tion in the dark to reward.
For a moment Yerington stodd like a broken man.
Where is she," Michael heard him mutter, "mv

God, where is she?"
^

As Michael heard the note of unselfish fear and lovem his voice, his hatred of him died forever.
Only for a moment did Yerington stand inert. The

next he was roused to feverish movement. Act he must,
though he knew not where to turn. He took a few dis-
ordered strides, to and fro, scarcely conscious of what
he did.

He started, as he perceived that a woman was stand-
ing beside him. He gave a choked ciy, his mind on
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«h. -ch«. „.««, ^fc, ,...^ ^

'•»!iST!!''"
•"* O***^. "wheit tt the chfld?"

vote ii^lr^ ^•7"?~' *** • fc'^ '" fcb

" iJI^'
•"•"«"»« omnot find."

k «. »

m^.r^*!*'"''^ "" .'•"'**• "yo" l»« found til.~««ewdm yoj. r««.tl Do you aUl youmlf , Sj?

K,^J^X"^- "1 ?»"«-. Yeington w«t iSS
« f

lipt m the dip of his teeth.
Let me ietrch/' .he cried, m she hastened on. "

I

couldmist him to discover the woman he loved."

awistance wherev- we may find it, and leavi no S^h

i-or a moment her long-sustained habit of secretivMM.
fought wordlessly, blindly back at him H^r^^ ^l^^!

ner before her will finally broke, and with it was .w^nfaway her unreasoning impulse of falseT,;de„r^then her assent was grudging.
P^"°«nce. il.ven

sakete' M^^ i^
««Ponsib?lity. but for Heaven'sMice na,nen. As for that rogue within, I'd torture hisey« fro .1 him, but I'd have the truth."

By common impulse they now turned toward the farmwhej^hey saw the dancing of r moving lante^ ^^3

Tom's quick insrincts guided him to the facts.

a wf-h.' ^^?"' *''\*'""'^' ""'"'^ ^^'""hing like

Ske the bni^ ""'^t
^"^ '^' ^°^ °" "«• »"d 'tis '.-ttlelike the brute wiU know gentry from gaol-bird

"
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Ycrihtton racocniMd the danger in a flash.

jour dog. We're harmlcn folk and wWi yoo no aRather, we acek your help,"
/v »» uu

There wae a moment of amaaed iflence. then came an
^2j«»«fon ol cynfcal diMief and STlantefn^lS^d

in^c^^"^^ voice «rf^ In w^ y^
"Drat the leUowl Would you be up for tettins

3^ antoal upon the Duche« of Creome ? Sai^
ticni^therel Come hither, for we've need of yw!^The lantern wavered and halted. Yerington, deter-

SSJ!:- ^I^ "u
^'**'' •^*»^ ^^^^ »«. the ducheii

fej/i™t ^^ ^n« co«t. evidenty domied in haMe,
for the pink of bare thanb appeared beneath it. and abov^
It WM f«„tly revealed a head round and red as onTS
hit own app et, for he h«I not paused to a«ume hit wig.

S! ^li?^"* '^ trill heritating at to hit courre, though

wTmtdT
''*'** »«d carried a tithe of conviction S

hU^A^S^ "**'?! ^* however, he raited an old-fathidned
blunderbut. to h.. rfioulder, and they halted, gaxinTdbwn

tnigger m the background.

whlltT/^'^" ""'^ ?*./"?*'• " ""^ y""*" have the
™iJof It, if you was half the peerage."

vniJ^'A^?^*' l^^'
the.hussy," cried a woman',

t^'o^Z " M
*"'"

T*"^'"^* "' °"» °^ ^he window,to^ on the semblance of a nightcap round a blur of

wSll '"''""P*'^" "oved the duchess to ire and utterly
faUed her passing sense of fear. She ignored her diem'tv•nd approached the yawning blunderbui?m^i

^
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YtringtM wu before her.

-»5 A. T*!^'' «"*'«^ •"< ""ined u hit chain

"Jj«« down muttered coomemi, limninc keenly tk

"vJ^'^'V^ Ae former d«edly.

1»,T»# A *•»•»!• her we hwe trwed to your bem.but ei the young Wy we cin find no fign."
^

^H««.phUd l»gg„e. Ill be bound." «,„«. A,

^jriie former egun had recoune to icratching hit bare

hJ^id'irS''
"'"" "-"-^ A I«ty in n,

Jl^^.'t,'^"' "-^ «-»""-«
"Good Lord mj„,r cned Yerington. interrupting an-

Z?„.^^"n "' '^'°~«»' Croome, " the miiuto «,P-nngI Tdl m have you knowledge of «iy lurkingpUoe within your ban, where a ^J^^ig^Tl hlSr-lie farmer aought to thrash out an idea by renewed
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»«r put pcopl* then who wouldn't pn thdr titha.

d?iid,i^' '""^ "> «"t. with no thwSToJ
fe .hT^L *° r* *«««• to nata herwv fa dirimi

nwm nre in thn Jacobite countr, «nd then that new

«. pinch, might h«e memt the difo^Cwe^^"
jnd d«,h to hin.;^ Wfll h«l chSTS^'nTn it

Thqr enteted the bun. The ladder Im « tfc, fc™^
er-. wife had «id. To ni. i, and^a^it a«SJ^«««h «on. of the cWmnqr, wa. the ioA iftTS^t

JS^it l^,h^ "; P«u«d with hi. head fa d»jjwce jiMt beneath the roof to (ather hinuelf toccther

ITSJ^
Above huntherewa, the whirl of ai«uAed
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rfhflMm" he called mhly.

J^«Sr"lJl:"il!iS' *7«»» »»• >»~l -H^t d.«d hop,

J^»j
'^'y* He lowered the Imteni into the MMce buflt

^ri^lt^ 1XW wxlouj, taunted |K„,„ »„w^
-JU-J'T i

'*'.°*" '•» woll "Mid begin to dcKcnd.

« tJ^f^M fe^ rr^ '''*<»»'y *»a«". He felt

p.
"• •"'*?' <«»»™. Pl««d the luitem uMe, «nd liftedPfcilidfc Her he«l hung l»ckl,elpleidy.ttawhit«rf

fcer eye. dnmring b«»„h her l«U<H,pJi,riiS%„

remembered perftime dutched .t hi. heart He nlLd
Hi. h«d. d,d not tremble u he unbound it. hTwb«mimg with white fury «iin.t the mm wto ^brou^t her to thik He removed the ^«,7lJ^n«r in br-thle- mxiety. hi. cheek ZJt tar^•rthng for «, indicion of life. „d hi. h«,d upS^ h«pulie. After «i intervd ta felt . light throb v^l^finger-hp. «d . fdnt righ exaped tar.

*^ ^

«ma H» love nidied out to her in . flood HeVmher d«., ye«mng over her. pitying tarr^ft^'^SJ



8M A DISCIPLE OF CHANCE

and

He
He

her; calling her names stamped with tenderness, coins

fresh from love's mint,—all his pent-up adoration for the
first time bursting its boundaries into open expression.

To him at this moment sh . was a child, but with a
woman's unconquerable claim upon his manhood. The
full tide of love, long held in check, would not be denied.

In the breathless space she was his—he claimed her. He
forgot the world, he forgot the relentless next hour,
waiting like a watchman to call the truth and his

exile.

The eternal moment of this merging of all of existence
into sympathy, and yearning, and love passed.

Michael's voice sounded above, strangely harsh
moved.

" How does she, my loi'd?
"

Yerington was snatched back into the realities,

closed his eyes a moment before he could answer,
alone knew that it was his farewell to Philida.

" But indifferent well, Michael," he said, steadying his
voice with an effort. " Prithee, fetch me brandy."

Michael's head disappeared.

Yerington still held Philida. His heart was beating
maddeningly. All his nature was concentrating in a
longing for a kiss. He had hitherto felt himself bound
in honour to steal none of the privileges of a betrothed, to
which he knew he had less than no right. But why not
one kiss? Would she, in her gentleness, begrudge him
that caress—could she read aright all the dark misery of
his heart? Those sweet lips, through which the breath
came faintly, were so near his own. Some other man
must cull their sweetness when he had passed out of her
life. At that thought a jealous anguish scorched through
hmi. Why not then steal this brief joy, that would go
with him to his grave? He leaned nearer and still nearer
to the face drooping like a broken lily upon his arm.
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His lips met hers, soft and dewy as a child's. Then
he raised his head with something h'ke a sob, pressing her
face close against his shoulder as if -o hide it ficu hit
gaze.

" My love, my innocent," he whispered.
Again Michael's voice sounded above him.
" Here's the brandy, my lord," he said.

Yerington heeded his tone with the ghost of a bitter
tmile.

His lover's ^rs detected the ring of jealousy in it.

When he spoke to Michael, the voice and phrase were
gentle.

" Best fetch me a ladder, lad," he said.

A moment later he mounted, Philida in his arms.
When the duchess saw her she gave a frightened cry.
" Tis but a swoon," said Yerington. " Let me carry

her to the farmhouse."

He could not bear to relinquish his burden.
He entered the low-raftered hall and, guided by the

farmer's wife, who was now all officious attention, bore
his precious burden to an oak-panelled room and laid her
down on a high-piled four-poster bedstead.
The duchess darted past him, getting to her niece at

last. She unpinned her kerchief and despatched the
farmer's wife for vinegar and feathers. Relieved of her
most intense anxiety, she turned to Yerington.

" Well may you stand there, useless and gaping. To-
morrow I may be able to suffer you, but for to-night,
upon my honour, you try me past enduring. Your Lady
Caroline, forsooth! But for you the child would be in
no such plight."

She had but voiced the thought that had been ham-
mering dumbly at the background of his mind all night.
He took one more look at Philida. He noted the soft,
round chin with its half-dimple; the long sweep of the

.-*!
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JirJ'tl^'^S ?' '^'!^' '^' ^»*^^»"8 ^^'ves and turns of

«^ ms eyes from ,t and stumbled blindly from the

but^eSfvT"-''™^.*"^^'^'**"^ Beneath the crudebut effective mmistrations of the farmer's wife she U™":2?'ned consdousness; and the sob of relief and jov ^h
rea'::\fwST' '''

t"^'"»
reduced tratiirtnan, ot which she was almost as much ashamcH >. .

h.« tt"J
"'^''* '"'• »™'<l"i"g. »» » .he would

.•n,I?n "T °' '" f^"y «« '"»"B''t to Lord Yer.mgton a, he w«, pacing the garden. When hehwd 'Ihe ««d h., hat and sto^l for . moment in mut^Z.^
The dawn was colouring the eastern horiam with a

turn journey. Yenngton borrowed a horse from .1,.
farmer and rode beside the co«:h window? HeTd tas.st«i upon this arrangement, that Philidk should hJ™mote pnvacy and comfort within. But O^nZl^^n^^all the truth. ll.e «ght of her repr^^hSIS:

As the coach rolled on, and he rose and fell ft, the

K^hr Sf "^'T^ L ''^- "'^ """^'' '"n the dawninglight, the nm of the sun. a sickle of gold above theMUs

W wSiSnf"rTV *' "•-^'"^^.^ The

wi|rs:^^»of—.Ts:s:--«
Hif:ren:2^ rituiTotphii-f

"-'••

wh.-J, reached him but seldo^! Tmost o^t'lft.CS';
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slept, her youth and health yielding to Nature's kind im-
pulse of restoration.

Ai thqr approached near to the slight elevation that led

I^J;IlS K. T, '^*
l"'^*"

^"^^ °"* °^ *« window,
•nd called him softly. He drew near to catch her words.

U)me to me to-day at twelve, without faU," she
whwpered. " I've much I want to say to you."
He bowed an assent, his hand upon the coach window-

casmg.

"And she?" he questioned.
With a smile, she pointed to the interior of the equip-

age. The smile and the gesture were full of hovering
motherhood. The duchess' heart, new furrowed bj
recent fears and griefs, was very tender at that moment.
Ycnngton looked m, holding his breath.

"At twelve?" she said.

eff^
'^"*''' ^"^ ^'^'"'^ ^''°*^^ *°«**" ^»'^ «»

vrhJld^fr"
^%*"^"«dj «nd nusing his hat, he

wiicclcd his horse and cantered away.
"I never thought Yerington could be so hard hit"mused the duchess contentedly.

'



CHAPTER XXXIV

COMMITTED TO DECEPTION

Bad begins, and wone remains beliind.—Shauspbaei.

True to his promise, at twelve o'clock Yerington stood
bowing upon the threshold of the morning-room at Mars-
den House, whither he had been shown at the duchess'
request.

During his ride over, he had been tortured by conflicting
resolves. One moment, he had determined to tell the
truth, sunply and directly, and accept his dismissal—he
knew the duchess too well to entertain any doubts upon
that head—and then go home and balance his obligation
to Lord Burroughs by ending the matter. This resolve
repstered, he rode on, the conflict stilled for the moment.
Before he had ridden a hundred yards, to his own
surprise he found that a new impulse was battling

^. }.
,^'**"^* ^^ ^^ scarcely conscious of its voice

withm him, before it became irresistible. Why face this
useless ordeal? Let him take leave of the duchess with
what dignity he might. She would know when it was
past. He did not name Philida. His thoughts veered
away from her. At this moment he had not the streneth
to face that battlu

But as he rode up to Marsden House, the most honest
and strongest of him was the master. He was resolved
to tell the whole truth, cost him what it might.
As he entered, the duchess looked up from where she

was seated at her escritoire.

" Come in, Knight-Errant," she said, extending a hand
308
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for hit salute; "and pray be seated until I've sanded
this and sealed it I've been swimming in ink for the
last two hours."

Her manner was brisk. She had the air of a woman
much occupied by an agreeable pressure of afiairsi

He chose a chair by the hearth; his long legs ex-
tended, dwarfing the delicate, feminine little room; and
swinging his whip-stock thoughtfully between his knees,
he waited. His resolve was strong upon him, and he
was consdous of a certain large, impersonal patience.
Life, he felt, for him could possess no more surprises.
The duchess finished her letters and, going to the door,

gave them to a lackey in the hall.

u
"^*"'" ^^^ exclaimed, with a breath of triumph,

* that is the second lot; the first I sent to catch the Fly-
ing Maa."

'

Lord Yerington had risen to hb feet
The duchess paused before him, smiling.
" Lud, sirrah," she said, " I vow Philida has come off

better, poor child, she looks purely compared to thee.
What a chalky visage for six feet one and thirteen stone!
Better borrow a little of my crimson than present such
a complexion to your lady-love's inspection. I'll be
bound you look as if it were life and not love was in
the question."

He gazed at her thoughtfully.

She herself looked ruddy and well, with her towering
old-fashioned fontange in which she still persisted.

" Perhaps 'tis love and life," he said.

The duchess, secretly pleased, disparaged him.
" Tut man, leave such words as these to maids. I'll

be sworn you men are of a hardier constitution."

He took a few troubled steps across the room, and
when he returned again and faced her, he wore an expres-

sion the duchess had never perceived in him before. His
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face wat itronger, more reaolufs, and ladder. He was
detennined to come directly to the point and tell her the
truth he had concealed too long.

Duchess/' he began, " I've something of grave import
I must say to you. Let me tell you in advance that no
onccan accuse me more bitterly than I accuse myself."
The duchess had turned away and was fumbling in a

bag for her netting.

" Oh, lud, lud," she said over her shoulder, " the same
old cry again. We've had all that out before, Yerington.
You have told me that you loved Philida, and no woman
atands between you. Nothliig else is of the slightest im-
portance."

She had taken out her cherry-coloured netting now,
and seatuig herself, she began it in a leisurely, sociable
fashion.

"I warn you, Yerington," the cherry<oloured silk
spinnmg off rapidly beneath her skUful fingers, "that
rapmc, murder and sudden death would not affect my
appetite for dinner. I'm a hard, worldly old woman, andmy one virtue is the fact that I affect to be nothing bet-
ter. As for Phflida, she won't hear a word of your con-
fession, so don't waste time."

His face was so serious that it should have warned
her. But she was so occupied with her own ideas that
she had no eyes cr ears for him.
"Your grace " he began.
" Yes, yes, I kr )w all about it," she interrupted. " If

you must tell m», of that anon, but now listen to me.
If I ve not presented you with a face of such hang-dog
gloom as you've brought here, it is not because all has
been well."

" It is not Phflida?" he ask<^ in instant alarm.
Nay, not Philida," she mocked; "she's marvellous

well, for one who has been so sorely tried."



OOMBOTTED TO DECEPTION Sll

Hebit hit lip «nd Khooled himielf to patience.

long kindly habit. Every instant of thi. delay wa. toT

recurrence of his irresolution, and he longed to be ridof hi. wcret But the duchess was not to be gainwid

her /Ll '^T*** ^'T '° 8'^' *»" "««"«' «nph«».
« J?^*"*''

nodding to her words.

hoHvi:'^^*^'*^?
•'**"'* ^"*^» And, sure, no-body could have planned better than I. I thought I

C^ZV:P * ^^'^'^^^^ ""'' ' »»«^ *« ^'"^ that Mr^'

Her defence was so elaborate that amidst his abstractionYenngton suspected a weakness in it He felTn^
monition of something wrong.

^

"Trusted Mrs. Culpepper with what?" he QueriedFor «„ instant he felt it in his heart to wiA that theduchess was less of a general.

to 'li;;^' of'^h.r'ir'*' 7 ^^ *~"* ^°'^ °»y patiencetospeak of her. She made a monstrous blunder. Bynow half the county knows of it, or if it does not, it iS
Z%?!?^-'^

version containing that half-truth thatputs poison m a lie. Do you foUow me?"

tlJ^ -nl'J^"^?" f'*^
^°"°^ ^"' It took all his pa-tience and his chivalry to contain himself. He gues^dat much. He knew the duchess' methods. He^e^dshe had woven a web in her too great anxiety, which hadbut served to entangle Philida. He raised his ^« and

LwU,r- :*^f/"^»^«^''
they were heavy with^world-knovdedge, intelligence and chagrin.

Yes, that's it," she said, replying to his look, and
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liM folded her hands upoa her netting and waited for Urn
toipeak.

He began to pace the loor. moved to WidepthB, He
lealiMd, as the duchess did not, his hel|>lcsmcss to nMod
natteii. Destiny had fihqred ranb with hin and
fo his tangled lifo PhiUda had become involved.
At last be spoke.

^•* But surdf this stoijr does not mingle her name with
nuier

••Oh, doesn't it?** said the duchess, and she took an
wwpnasismg pinch of snuft
"My God, nu^laml " hecxdaimed in agitation; "why

StJL jP* '^ *"* that I wiU spare Lady Caroline
Dashwood? Such an escap«le might happen to any girl
where a jealous woman is concerned. Heaven knows,
the world may have a hundred versions, and they will
fadude Lady Caroline and me, but they need not touch
PhOida to her discredit"

The duchess took a second pinch of snuff, to hide a
wdden sense of discomfiture. All the morning she had
been consoling heiself by blaming Mn. Culpepper. At

S;./!!*^
®* Yerington's face, her faith m her own hi-

mHjbuity wavered for an instant But that was the httt
mraient when she would confess it

" On't be done," she said. « Fve denied Lady Caro-
Ime Dashwood foot and hone."

Yerington half reded, grasping the back of a chair and
stanngather. The dudwss became irritated.
"Lud, mani " she exdaimed, "don't stand there gap-

mg. But for you and your predous Lady Caroline, noth-
mg would have happened. Now the world hath it pat It
was an dopement Mr. Mansur disappeared at the same
time. My story is that it was an dopement and that I
overtook the mad young people and brought them Kftffr,
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No^, 3fou im rour cboict. SiiiU the Im diiiii»l ,irM.

"Jl?wter"" '»,'«W»ri boMnh hi. bitwfc.M tew hmrc j«v noHU thonf "
~"'

"Sit down, md 111 expWn to you.-

. .!!S^L£!?' '^ ir* »»»*»•'" cried Y«ia««.

f«e»I iet himttif to ditmounting the biMett .rSuTJIVe written and denttche^I kv ««. *k- "^ *rtiUeiyB

to the DurhiT «* rL I? ^ "^^ *" nwrning a letterro cne LrucheM of Queensberry; to Lady MtrvwJ^w
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Yerington't comtenution broke bounds.

*«t»«you,inidain,"heiildlntheiuppwMidfdet

rtjM together, but that I overtook you. I've worn a

«»ounc«I Phflida't betfothd and I've eet the marrian
anjr within the nxMth."

"wriaie

w»k rewurce of wordfc He went to the window and

i^T^^'*
tfce wnjhiny world with eyes that did not

^'Y^ "f^ r*5.*r* «o h«" •• ^«>m a distance.

no. ^i^"^!; '*"Sfl»?^. Yeri.Rton?" she went

to tatt about I chose the worst scandal-mongers to
•ttv their mouths with a tale that had a trace of spice

ind^^"*^
continued sUent, she turned towards him

you had more of the blood of your father in you. A«ji^.th the Lady Philida Wentworth is not iTto iJi

^i.^K ^^i^l*^' • **~~ *»' *« «»« i*eiy young

r^jS ^^ AU the world is not blind, if you hs^buf
« half-VMion. Why, in the face of your manner I^r«
have courage to teU you the rest of my plan. I had
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"Spoke lae , Gowwl " *e crieA "Uwewillirf»

""befcw. I l»ve ttU PhOid. of it"
"^

ilw brought him round, face to (» »;.k i.

«*«h the cold i i - v~ ".'ff'.w* her. Be-

•"tw begm toriST^ »to whKh he h«i «„k,„.

«F •-> You'^'.Je'Zrin^ ^tS'vSL*
""

try squire would not n^^ « l •
^*"*" *»"»»-

in .hTZZ: ^SSge,' "h^1**T "^ '^ * ""<•

nuriciuis, r« dcKribed S^ „• ^ ' T*
'''™<' »•>•

1««I .« ii tl^ IWd^fTT-^i ""l *>» *~ to
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not OM to do thlnp by hiUvM. PhflidimlM dnr chIM,.
b mid with Jogr about it You kiio«rilw*t icuct inn tht
town.**

At her Int words Ycrington tuppraicd an otth and
btfin a troubled podiig ol the room, while the duchoi'
tyct followed Mm, amascd at hit manner. He ran hit
hand through hit hair; he endeavoured to think out a
dear couiae for himeelf in the foce of this position to
which the duchess had committed him. He folt he had
been a mere puppet in the dance of circumstance. He
did not seek to depreciate the extent to which he had
hbnself been to blame. He had, in fact, created the situa-
tion upon which the duchess' omamdety had turned the
kejr. He was seeking an exit from it His mind de-
iMd one plan after another, onljr to dismiis them with a
groan. If, indeed, Phtlida's reputation were entangled in
the ai!u*r, how was he to seek exit from it without com-
mitting her further to a compromising position? He
could have groaned aloud as he reviewed the consider^

The duchess perceived that something was seriously
^wong, an«' for the second time that morning, a doubt
of her 0. . policy entered her mind. The cherry-col-
oured netting lay unheeded upon the floor; the spam*eb
in vain coaxed her for a caress; she watched Lord Yer-
ington, divided between an inclination towards dismay
and indignation.

Then a new factor entered the field which completely
routed all the forces he had been desperately seeking to
gather and array against the drcumstances which faced
him. His thoughts had been vague and disordeitd ; logic
had deserted him; but he had been jattling past this
pomt and seeking to bring something like reason from
the chaos.

A movement at the door roused him from his abstrac-
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««r«uM bt nmn tHm.whmUmmid longfaif took

•dd«l ap|«d ol hw wfOmifc Hb cyw gprung out tohm hungrily, a»mht the tmnbling fttrTSSo tteTiDiwtd Wf of laughter and bill ol ttan.
^ "^

Hil bMlt WM lort.



CHAPTER XXXV

LONDON TOWN

« WeH,** tayi dMb ** and don't jou like tht World? I hnr
it was rery clever last Thunday."

—HOMCI Walnu.

Thb weeks that followed were trying ones to Lord Yer^

ington. The duchess had prompdy tramplanted Philida

to London. An old friend had put a house there at her

diqxMal. It wai in Piccadilly, set amid large gardens.

The milliner came and went, and Philida suffered her-

self to be measured and fitted; at moments childishly

h4>py in the prospect of new gorgeousness; at other mo-
ments absent and almost impatient of it.

As the days sped, the girl seemed to cling to Sybil with

a growing persistence that gave the duchess, despite her

many occupations, a jealous pang.

lliey supported numerous visits of ceremony, and often

the carriages and chairs before their doors almost blocked

the way.

The Duchess of Marlborough eyed Philida through her

quizzing-glass, as the girl stood curtseying before her.

" La, Mary," she said, " you should have been a gen-

eral. You manage your forces most effectively. * Strike

at once,' you say, ' take the enemy off guard, and don't

waste strength on long marches.' You ended this cam-

paign, I'll be bound, before Yerington could say it was
begun."

The duchess prepared her most impeccable smile.

" Though the Churchills may be famous for long cam-

paigns, Sarah," she replied, " I've yet to learn that short

ones are an evidence of bad faith."

918
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It WM a shrewd lunge at the late duke's tactics, and
Lady Hervey, who was calling at the time, took pains to
tpnad it, together with a vivid picture of her Grace of
Marlborough's blank stare, as she stood glaring, impotent
to reply. These dames had crossed swords again, and, as
usual, it was not the Duchess of Croome who came off
second best.

Lord Yerington paid his respects at proper intervals,
but the mtercourse between Philida and himself increasedm constraint. They were drifting further and further
out of touch with one another. The formalities of that
«ge, as extreme as its licence, prevented this being ob-
•er^e to outsiders, and the duchess was determined to
hold PhUida with a firm hand. She had had enough of
that young lady's independence, and resolved not to relax
her vigilance until Yerington himself became responsible
for her. She still held back the news of the girl's in-
hentance in deference to her entreaties and to her own
promise, but at moments it trembled upon the tip of her
tongue.

When at last news of it did leak out, it came from an
unexpected source.

As the days passed, Yerington grew more miserable.
tin views had always been clear cut, when he had troubled
hunself to formulate them definitely. Now he felt as
he looked back, that he should have explained his position
to the duchess on the day of his return after Philida's un-
fortunate operiencc with Lady Caroline, and then have
left the duchess to act ?s she thought wisest. Now, hour
by hour, and day by day, he became more hopelessly com-
mitted to his dissimulating role, and his contempt for
himself grew as his passion for Philida increased. He
jttsented to the duchess' plans for the ball, even giving
his assent to the list of guests, which she went through
the mere form of handing to him for approval At each

I:
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^whL**T ^* '°^^ *"*"»«" *«t he had gone so ^.r

Cupid.
P«» Mem all to the account of master

Yoingm witched this friendship wfth^L^--. j-

pi^«i »«h»iVu,rh^p,"b:tl"hri^t *""
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n«L_C? """» '"^ "COl-ition grew like „ !Z
I>«ite,-4)ec«ine a coiwuming thint Thi. was mol, n^
support, the members of WhifiiV «»4^ i

'f'^'"pon»

.t?/„.^f!!!
°^''" ««Peration was reached one msht

^Jr^^* ^hen Lady Caroline Dashwood cut Wm

upon lenngton. This had lone sine* ht>^ ui. j •

it now became an obsession h1 i^ •
**'* ^^'^*

"^L^rol„ le.«W r*"™*'™
Jo" ««m to drift
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oTho^WJ^.'"E„^r -'^'^^y i'T^E • printswi nogartn 8 iLnraged Musician," that huns tiDon the

Ae any dunpfe, were coming «nd going d>out hi. nwSu
He now felt that he h«l Lord Yerington « hi mererbut «n.d the whirling pl,„. a»t that Aoughrb^*;tohim. one revenge, poor and inadequate, took m.

^JT^ J' T* .'?
"*»~ •» h" «»«tin7™n^Wd Yemigton diould „«, ^h. ^-.^ ^j^ ^'^^'J,'•qual. Day after day he practiied with hi. «BaU nrorftnmmg eye and writt.

-"ui nroro.



CHAPTER XXXVI

A WOMAN'S HEART

Itne and diance are but a dde—

>

Ha, hat the wooing o'tl
Slighted love ia Mir to bide~

Ha, ha I the wooing o^t

—ROBItT Buuii.

It WM the evening of the ball.

Sybil Annytige, dressed for conquest, stood humming
to herself, one slender, white satin-dad foot extended
towards the flames that leapt up on the hearth. She was
not m the best of humours, and it may be that the gay
Iitte lefram that she was singing was intended to con-
ceal this fact even from herself.

Captain Hugh Elliot had been comr-nded to attend
the Kmg, and, therefore, he was not to be one of Lord
Yenngton s guests. Yet, if Sybil's mirror could have
comforted her, she should have been weU satisfied, for
she had never looked more beautiful. Her hair was
puffed high about a gilded coach and four in effigy, which
careered across her dainty head. Her patches were
placed to admiration, and her hooped skirt, with its great
nunpmg flowers, swept far about her. She was wonder-mg at PhUida's delay when she, with a gay little laugh,
darted into the room. Mistress Armytage turned to her
and uttered an exclamation; then raised her hands in an
ecstasy as much real as affected.

Philida glanced up shyly at her from beneath her
lashes, questioning, and yet, withal, not Ul pleased with
henelf. She was dressed entirely in white, her neck bare
and the bodice of her dress sewn with pearls. Her hair
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WM aninged much at usual in soft curlt, meshed at the
crown in a ptul net She was an entrancing fticture
and, lor that evening, at least, she was aware of it

" Am I in face, to-night? " she questioned with girlish
need of reassurance.

** LudI " ejaculated her friend, " I protest I could not
have done better myself."

The younger girl responded with a deep curtsey, and
then began circling about
"Like you my gown?" she questioned, looking anx-

iously down at it over one shoulder.

"Like it?" echoed Sybil, "I am ravished. Your
dros falls off your hips like a frosted Christmas cake."
"And my patches? I've never worn them before,

and they feel inonstrous sticky. Do they brighten my
eyes, think you?"

She was answered with a burst of laughter.
" La, hear her rattle I Oh, Cupid, you sad rogue, how

you do rout this virtuous cult, simplicity. Sec what
comes of your poses, and your flannels for old women,
and your herbs for rheumatism. But Cupid, the rascal,"
she held up an arch, taunting finger, " knew the truth
all the time. Bless the black heart of him!

"

Philida began to step a minuet with an imaginary
partner.

" Do I know my steps?" she besought as she con-
tinued drding and curtseying, coquetting with her fan
and casting exaggerated, languishing glances, while Sybil
applauded to the echo.

^^

" I protest The very pink of dancers! " she exclaimed.
" But why an you so set upon perfecting these graces?

"

"La!" returned PhUida, half pouting, "how could I
but care to-night with half of London to mark me?
And the women to watch my steps and say * Little coun-
try wench, I vow she is a fright! What can he see in
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"il^kLl!!!!*"*''^ ^'?T A"»y<««e complacently,

to thyself the greater the compliment. Faith, your nutic

thT;i::fh*t^ ': ^.^ who heed, the w;rn?x

2X» Ef'"^^"^ ^" "y^ *" ^» »^- And for to.
night, the added solemnly, "mend your ways toward

1 Me you sit beside hun with your wide, shy eyes."
bomcthmg in this last observation cut Phflida deeper

than she suspected. Her cheeb reddened, and her pridemoved her to spar in her turn.

•
•

' ^"iP "!f ?*• ^^ "^* ^° """ch those of your Cap-
tain EUiot." she said, "with his solemn face Na^
^"ill "® ""^^'"8 ™°<^ when »he fashioned him."

hiah2^ T"!?'"^
^^^

"T.""^^'"
^'^^ Sybil, colouringh^h beneath her rouge. "Captain Hugh, indeed 1 A

great, hulking Scotchman I"
Philida laughed mischievously and evaded a blow from

Sybil 8 vengeful fan.

" Your anger wiU not serve you," she mocked, danc-
ing about the room to avoid her pursuing friend. " His
words come as slowly as honey in the winter. Oh, and
oh, the ways and tricb of you! And directly you've
wounded him into the sulks, then you go about all sighs
and heavy looks until it suits his majesty to smUe ai4)
that you again may torture him."

'

« tmP^' ""^i
". P™^^*^**. Sybil, stamping with passion.

1 11 swear it is not true !
"

«
" j^^" continued Philida, with an elaborate curtsey,
and he only a stupid dolt of a soldier, with not a

single compliment in his equipment and scarce an anec-
dote m his armoury."
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Thii .tung Syba too far. She turned- .bout with

flashing eyet.

"How dare you?" the asked. "He's no leather-
brain, that I promise you. as is some one I could name, if
1 had not too much courtesy. But he's a man. a true.
honouriWe. brave man. I'm surfeited with comph'menti
and coffee-house wit that has been laboriously rehearsed
before the mirror ere it is ventured on in public. As for
words--the devil but invented them that we might better
Hide the truth from one another."

She stood biting her lips, the rare tears shining in her

^TvL" S"
*"*^* ^^"'*'* ^^ '^^ Ptrtitence.

Dear, she whupered. "do not seek to hide your
neart from me. Believe me, I love you for this, and I
love him, thy Captain, for another's sake. You know it
well.

\

Sybil's Kcret had been surprised from her, and she

i>kTj
*^'? »P»?*'«rfy to the proffered caresses.

Phihda took her hands in hers.

"Come," she coaxed, " I prithee, dear, put off thy
frown. Let us sit here by the fire. Remember thb
is^my first baU, and I have much need of thy counsel-

But her friend would not be mollified.
Need, indeed," she echoed, "you have put me in

mood to give you advice, methinks. You have spoUedny whole evening with • your this ' and * your that.
'

"

and she gave an imitation of Philida's teasing manner.
Ah. no, dearest, don't tell me that," besought the

younger girl " I could not bear it My own heart is
heavy enough. I could not be happy with the knowledge
that I had wounded thee."

"Not happy," exclaimed Sybil, opening her eyes in

" Bu^j .
^"^^ "^ *^*P*"' y°" ^«" ™« that!

"

I'hilida nodded her curls with a wistful smUc.
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tm bw«th fluch oven? " she agked, wfdy.
Butyou." Mid Syba. luUf wentfully. " to talk of

rtttttt cttchet m EnglMd dangling on your hook.** Her
lipiHbegan to quiver. "You are hard to pleaie. foiwth."

•iSliT'^.r*.'**' *^ **»^ «»«^ evening, overwwMmedher with . brief but tempe.tuoui grief She

^ iS^"^* ^?^" ^"»*« « •"««'• He would

Ti^^ c? "S** ^' *^^™' "<* to b« won again

jn^ irtje, regardlew of her rouge, or her carefuUy

-J.3" ^'^ weU to make up to me, now that you've
apofled my evoimg," «he cried, withdrawing herKlfTpet-
JjMy. from the canjie.. "And here i, m'y dre-'f^
Pant »d my new thoe-bucklet, .11 waited; and nowmy hair and my complexion are ruined toa I hate thy
ball, and thy Lord Yerington."
To her surpri* Phaida, the forgiving, made no reply

to thi. outbunt For a few moments Sybtt lay wonder-mg at the silence. At length overcome by curiosity, shei^e a look through her fingers. Then in her surprise,
tne forgot her own vexation, and sat up.

SfJ.i"'"*^ ^ evidently forgotten her.

Snir^u'^** •?'!? ?" ** hearth-rug, the firelight play-mg ovCT her and shimng on the satin of her gown. Sybil
gazed, half-awed by what she saw. The mask of roguish
gaiety was dropped and here, indeed, was sadness. It was
revealed in the pathetic droop of the lip. and in the
dreaming depths of her eyes. The older giri felt sud-
denly ashamed of her own recent tempest. It seemed
to slight and poor a thing in the face of this unspeak-
ing sorrow.

^^
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thit^»
** J"»« n««^ bwi to the cage. Don't tigh over

But Philid. shook her hetd.

•cif-confeawon to the thought neaiett her heart. " hZ

«
Jhy he thought he fancied . little know^HrthSg iS

hrl^^y'xi^^T^ ^^•*~ Armytage; "don't behumble m Heaven'. n«»e. The^patiWckekSUwmade toW men wd they deserved it soun%/'

Jli?^'?i"^'
?'''''^'" *^ "*"**^' •'^•king her head, ^ith atouch of her former roguishncss, "though trdDtainm^^tometimes be miserable, 'tis little l^e tii^ he'U li;
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lundthit mood; ni be bound.**
Phflld« shrank from her, blushing.

-nSJT "'*^,**^ Twould be «, f«dt of hit.**Of courK notr responded the wfly Sybil " Butwhat Is the trouble, child?** / / •• »uc

"Oh I

" torn out Phflidn. the sorrow she hid been

'rf'^u^^"** ' **' *»« loves me not tt all.-

.7?L!!5f'/**'^ "P ™««'' cynfctl hands.
Doesn't love thee I" she ejaculated,

for a moment she turned the thought over In herArewd mind jmd ended the sUence by the^ ZjViher fan upon her companion's shoulder.
f-»ttle fool, why then does he marry thee? Half ofkK ^

""SS! ^. *"*"' -"^ y^' ^ '^ you, you

X SSL ' " ^'^'^ ~"^^ only see the ro^

«f "l5l!!iillf
" •? "'\** *^'*^^ I °"«ht »« her Grace

ulon^'^'t^^^^.p:'^
'^"^^ ^^ <«- he p;s

Sybil's brown eyes widened.
Never your lips? " she gasped.

in trnJSJr'
«"*«™^-^' PWHda shook her head

"to^Vtr" I"'*^^^"'^"'" Pe"i«ed her friend,tosqueeze thy waist when none are by? "

"^ •Jf''• ,*"** ^ ""^^ *'"^« ~^ »Jone replied,

her te '^:^' "".' Sybil springing .ndSiantfy ,,i»er feet, the salamanderl I'll not believe it?"

f
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•Ob, don't, you hurt ne.- boought PhOidm htr
vokt full of ptin.

NoAoufht of boU-drtM or diMmafMi curb noi#.
MMiWi Armytift forfoc bentlf m ihe fltw acroii tht
foonto tidn tht tup^ figurt hf the htarth in in fan-

pttuoui wUnract;

,*! ^» "y P»«ttjr, pnttjr one, wcepfaig, and on tho
night of your fint boll. Yerington wUl amwcr for this
to nt. Surely there's more here thm we know, or"—
ft ludden flaih of impiration. ** 111 be bound youVe
been too kind to him. Tit ever w with men. Did I
BMke Elliot a whit leu miaerable he'd ttraight find new
diverOon in his cards^ or his wine, or the devil knows
what"
-Nay," cric^ Phflida. pushing her friend away from

her, her eyes sparkling with her aroused pride. "Ill
warrant I made no occasion for tlto4-tae, and though
I am new to town, men's eyes have told me I'd not have
to mourn long if »• she could not finish. Her
ftrme were about SybO's neck and her head upon her
ahoulder.

"Oh, what avafl are words, what avaU is pride? I
love bun; that is all I know. Can I reason about it? I
can only feel and fear. I've stood aside and marked
him. He sorrows, Sybil I have seen shadows faU
across his face and hollows grow beneath his eyes, and
Ive whispered to myself: *My love suffers. He has
troubles. You are young and not wise, but, bye and
bye, if you are patient he will confide in you.' But, I
cannot always be patient. I have waited, and my heart
has grown heavier. Tve laughed all day with people's
eyes upon me, and cried all night at memory of his
face."

She sobbed brokenly, clinging to her friend.
Sybil's usual ready counsel deserted her. She stroked



A mmAJPB HEART

a*cn« Mfu to nmiMe pur id QnawAy Houn.
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CHAPTER XXXVII

A MENACE

J^ • littlt mind ««rt«h iHNority t» illo^rate it. p^
—Tuprnu

^'^1L^ -iv- of^ „ G™,^, Ho««
Emy d«ice th.t the duchea could conjure from the

Sn?.!? "* Tl^^*- "^ »^ facing up^the Mtll wa lined with myri.ds oj lamp, of evm«ta«r. «t h, d..i«n. G»ngel, Ho... '^"^^3"owtf". Tliey Imed the hiUli, the great stairc^ th.num«ou. «ceprion-.«Hn,, „d ihe brilr^ ^' '^

lidlrinVT'!!!""'
*"* "•* «»»P'«ed. except for the

i^Sg""ht ihite^rr" ?' •
*'^'««<'r''~

^. ^..^t'^ed-Telr^r. s; i,^

si' ctiSri* VJ*"
'"" *' omdle-tHnuned'cut-

Sd-okv^ .„^
~ extr. amdle. were for theOM^jrer^ md w«e tet carefuUy upon ad> table

SC,^^ *^ "?"^ *'* "y ^Prina th« might

*«^»d th» cu«on, of an occarional change of card..

Vwington had chosen a coat of pale blue vdver .n.1
.wh«.w«.,coatl,cedin„lv,r. HuL2^ciJ!fSiJ
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dreMed and powdered, his face patched to Mr. Jenkins'
complete satisfaction. His waistcoat was fastened only
at the waist by two buttons of diamonds and over thtt
flowed a casnde of priceless lace. He wore his riband
and star. The black knot which tied his hair was the
one note of sombre colour in his costume.
^Hien Jenkins had finished him that evening, he had
been moved to something like outspoken enthusiasm.

Your lordship might be dressed for a wedding.-
Yenngton tapped the lid of his snuff-box. and stood

X S!?.?*^'*" ^^ '^***" •"*« >" »»» "»>nd the vision
of Fhflida, as she would appear as a bride. He made
no response to Mr. Jenkins' observation.

. .|?> J®"f5
completed, he went slowly through the

J f",?^
J'8h««d, empty ^wms. The house was per-

yadod by that peculiar sense of expectancy which hangsm the air of apartments prepared *or, but still await-
ing guests. As Yerington went, ue saw his figure re-
flected and rercflected back from numberiess mirrors.
In the mood which then possessed him, this multiplica-
tion of hunself became an annoyance. He was pecul-
uvly consdous to-night of his isolation and of the fact
that he represented the last of a long line. Therefore,
Ml his mmd somehow these mirrored duplications seemed
to him like sflent, ghostly ancestors, who were accom-
panying him through the deserted rooms. He was little
given to nursing superstitious fancies, and yet this idea
persisted until he made a sudden turn to avoid these
echoes of himself. This brought him abruptly face to
face with a gentleman, whose eyes met his in the
gleaming panel of a door. He felt worsted as he looked
back at him.

.
"
?fy ^/** Yerington," he said aloud, " I know notm which role you shine the better, that of knave or fool,

but one thing I do know," the eyes gazing into his be-

li:

ffn



A DISCIPLE OF CHANCE

aune more rcfolute; " after to-night, God help you, you
drift no nwre."

There wm » ttep upon the poliihed floor, md he
turned with a start to face one of hit lackeys. The man
hastened to suppress a smile. He had come upon Lord
Yerington unexpectedly, gazing with interest at his own
reflection, and he had attributed it to a dandified vanity.

" Mr. Mansur is below and would see your lord-

ship," be said.

Lord Yerington hesitated and frowned. Mr. Man-
sur had been included in his invitation for that evening
in no spirit of retaliation, for he had grown above that

attitude, and looked back upon it with humiliation. He
had included him because not to have done so would
have been to arouse comment which he sought to avoid.

He felt instinctively that his early presence there boded
no good.

" Show him up," he answered, and taking his stand
behind a buhl table, he waited.

A moment later Mansur entered the room with a sort

of abrupt caution.

Lord Yerington looked at him keenly, and was sur-

prised at the change in him. His face was sallow, his

eyu restless, and the ready smile upon his lips was now
a sort of distortion that occasionally escaped his control.

There was the same expression of sketchiness about his

features, but it was now as if the sketch were blurred.

He had dressed with exceeding care. He wore a cos-

tume of striped yellow and black silk, his black hair

faultlessly arrang^ and powdered grey. He looked not
unlike a wtap.

Yerington, ever keenly sensitive to any antic circum-
stance, noted this comparison.

Mr. Mansur's perception of the humorous rose only
to a vigorous spur. It is a quality as adventurer can iU
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ll!!!2i." *t'^ '"'*• *" *^ mellowing mte ,{

«.d L«*e, h«I po«.»ed it. how much mow p.rm«^UW w«Ud the,r v»P.thy h«-e been? I„ the hirf^,^j«^«nne,, .t „ . l«„p with which to m.d, hi.

JF^ "^ I>I«» behind the triJe, Lord Yerington

^* My fim (uett, Mr. Mmnir." he «ud. "you honour

.j.STt'^iiS:''"'
• *^' -^ »«» «.«««« 4.

Mr. MMuur drew . nep newer.

Are IS^oil^riSJ.
"^^O -^ «» ^ » P-«e.

aS^k*" ™' c«»cience,» returned Lord Yerington.

worn to hSTj""'*'T ""f^-
'•'*'" •""«>'. the

rf s^"w!s;^idf " •^^' « '-'"«- • **•

liiH^.
*^ '*'^' "' '""" «»''«««." iwtd Mr.

Lord Yerington took out hit muff-box.

"If mi'il^T' • pi?*?" he «id. extending it.

ite nSu^" *~ "" '''*"™ "• '"^ ^"^ '•™"-

Yoington returned it to his pocket ind nwie coldly,rou nid, . moment since, you hid > word to sty to

A tnce of brutd bluster had crept into Mr. M«i-
? 1

»"»". and he «lv««d th^teningly ;,3,l>»host When h. .poke hi. voice w» ho«i.
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"You intuited me a fortnight since and refused to

give me satisfaction," he said.

Yerington thought he now perceived his drift. Man-
•ur was palpably shaken by his passion. As he looked'
up and caught Yerington's regard, coldly watchful and
attentive, it threw him more completely from any in-

^/**^ J^"'*'
To-night he was not master of him-

self. His expressions no longer came and went like
soldiers at the order of an exacting officer. He blurted
out his design, bluntly.

"I've come here to-night to fight you. I'm deters
mmed to fight you. Give me satisfaction at once and
here.

Lord Yerington's manner became more reserved.
"Faith, a most untimely request," he answered,

•peakmg softly. Cbnsider how it might inconvenience
my guests."

" Your guests! " jeered Mansur. " Tis not courtesy,
but courage you are lacking in."

His words contained no sting for Yerington. The
cold patience of his reply told Mr. Mansur this more
plainly than a protest, and the sense of his impotence
to wound sweUed the tide of his vanity and his jeal-
ousy.

'

Lord Yerington spoke again.
*• I am host to-night. You came here as my guest

Therefore, I can only say—It is a charming evening
and wiU you have a look at the decorations of the baU-
room.

The crimson flooded Mr. Mansur's face, and his words
came chokingly.

"A subterfuge, a contemptible subterfuge."
He made a threatening, incautious movement, and his

foot slipped over the polished floor.

Lord Yerington eyed him with concern.
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"You hul best itep w«rily» he nuaaatA. "Ti-

l»niu«rie n. newly waxed."
'"Oftti. Tbe

fo.^d""~' '"• «»•-«' «P" tfce «*!. -.d laned

i^L"'^^!}:^iT "•"•ay Inw hi. W.A.

not
. .^pzr^x. t 'ainrj'^r

dence.
"""«'« "KreMed hi> cogise rif^oofi-

•He was replete with apite.



[/

it

w

SSa A DI8CIPLB OF CHANCE

nott proloundf gratitude. The teimt are: Fight me noir
•nd let me prove the metal of my tword against tht em
it pleases your lordship to carry at your hip, oi^-Ill
expose you before your guests."

No such contingency had occurred to Lord Yering-
ton. The shock staggeied him, but he answered Man-
sur»s challenge without ainching. He chose the first

weapon at hand, well knowing its weakness^ as he
did sa

" And incidentally reveal yourself a villain," he said.

Ml. Mansur uttered an exclamation of contempt
*'I have proof positive that the money was invested

at your request, and such reckless gambling, whether on
'Change or with cards or dice, is after your lordshq>*s
own numner. The world wQl then think 'twill bear
your signature upon the face of it Your case will
scarce be a good one." He looked up with a cunning
smile. "You, a man whose estates are forfeit to his
creditors, who, if the truth were known, would have
the bailiffs clamouring at his doors."

Every shot he had sent, went home. Lord Yerington
registered each one with an inward twinge of his spirit

But as he continued to listen, his mood changed. Mr.
Mansur had gone too far. His recapitulation of the
drcumstances in which Yerington wu placed had re-
awakened in him a quality which had been lulled to
quiet of late. This was his habitual gamester's in-

stinct of indifference and of trusting to chances. He
smiled at Mansur with a touch of his old light-hearted
insouciance, who noted it with something like dismay.
Then he determined to wipe that smile away by throw-
ing down his last card, the one he had been treasuring.

During the previous portion of the interview, \S»

assumed air of gentility had shown itself to be woefully
deficient His emotions had run away with him and
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he had been unable to maintain the air of poUshed aa-
•urance and trifling indifference, attributes of the dandy
of that day, which he usually affected with considerable
success. Now, however, he felt he was treading upon
fimi ground. His mien became more self-contained aa
he continued to speak.

" Would a pauper, think you, be easily forgiven, even
within the charmed circle of your world of easy morals,
who sought to retrieve his fallen fortunes, without first

confessing them, by trapping with his lies one of the
greatest heiresses in England? And the L4uiy Philida is

rich."

The mere audadty of the statement arrested Lord
Yerington's attention. He felt there must be a mead of
truth in it, or Mansur would never have ventured it.

This possibility overcame him so far that he responded
with a contradiction.

'*The Lady Philida an heiress?" he said incredu-
lously. " Such a sutement is veriest nonsense, unless a
small annuity makes her one."

Mr. Mansur's eyes were sparkling triumphantly.

^^
"You play your part well," he drawled insolently.

** But do you think you can persuade me that you did
not know what all the worid will soon know, despite
her caprice to conceal it? Need I trouble to reiterate
the thought doubtless circulating this moment in your
lordship's mind, that Lady Philida has inherited a great
fortune?"

Lord Yerington turned cold. He was persuaded of
the truth of this statement, contrary as it was to all

facts as he knew them. But Mansur only bet on cer-
tainties and a full hand. It took but an instant to out-
line within his mind how vile a creature he must ap-
pear, should this be true. Notwithstanding, he persisted
in putting it aside.
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"A Mldwnuner Night»t Diwm," he aid.

D« t witte your pIiyHKrting cm ne. y2u^<«"». he itnuurkcd ti he turned.
'^

I.JvlIfT7"!i^.**^ He WW tell&v h&«»d| how

STd^iT' r" "^^ W" «h« h. might riiSd

M«niur lud cooqucred him, and tha rBni.^..^7.^.
rf.thii confidence from Lord T^iSL ^I^T?"

ffiSr St-™ fil°T" "^ Y«""«ton'. 1«, hope to

BnlLir" s It'. T*"** Forwoth. the muter ««

. dteh^lr"^'^ .*' -^^ Hetu^nSTLle•^ght obe«nce. ,n«lt»g in it. cool nonchiUmce. imdth« he went out into the hril. waking wUhMT hod.
Jjclmrf dightl;, forward, fiirti!., hi. 'bZt^^.

—^"^j*" "^ <'^«Wwmd, Lord Yerington reeled for-WMd ud caught the tahle for «.pport. He mTttill ^.

^^^^^.rd. the gue«. are bqpnning to arrive." he
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TUB BALL

wwctt; « tttdhlt aliquid Dorui adjldt aneiar.—On», Mift. xn, 57.

might be. He stood upon the biotd ittircase, a brilluwt

come to ill who cwne. There was nothing in hit ap.P««icc to suggest the shadow that was hovering over

Directly behind him hung a portrait of his gieat-grahd-

^6^1^lu^ ItrepresentedHaJ^h

oflife. Below this pictured ancestor his descendant
rtood. with a snule for one guest, a compliment for an-

^v V ?J!T ^' • *"^ "^"K** »»» ^'«»« were
ready, his thouffts were not. At that moment he was

h^'kSrf
^' *•""*• ^*»^ ««»»* ^ before l»im, and

nr^tr^^i"T""^ ^^ "P *^ »^*"» wiA a

1^ •^ J??**?'.' ^ ^ «»"^^ o' her coming
to the cen^ of hw being, though at that moment he wJMsunng the Duke of Newcastle that he had a table

Sit'^e " ** ^^^ **"** °^ "' ^'^'^ "^

The dud»s spoke to him. but he fafled to catch hermining. Was she congratulating him. or was it a que».
tion she asked as he bent over her hand? He answered
wddly and at random.

'W^
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own • <l««iitr pink tbm nmd. ShtbicMit^faB-'

Tie duch« Ittd B»ept 00, She did not laUh, dirt

;;;;j»j«j|;>;;j^
.v the bn.d -.iK-Tior S dS

And ill the wofU did eee. and BBaed md nudged, and
2!Li?^' "T

"«•'''»«• 'fc But far «n^

Uid Yerii«too choee her, hie betrothed, and the hd*

••JhifT** "^^ '"*' *• Wlnora end nthered

fc,^.^ A"* "*" *• ""^W •^ W dwen

oTciHi:^'
"^"^ "«" "» "^ •" -^ «^f-^

Tteduche. conceded her pride wiA diScnlt.. She

her to d» excIuUon of odw intern., wheSwT«h
•emuiei, routt or dnimt.

•he went throush it with ih«king kneet.
But g«ce i. a mental quality and, as the picked herwiy thiough the lately dance, curtieying, «mHnTgoiI5|
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tkrougk htr Kept with a pretty are that kept her lipa
girtrfwd her eyas wide lest the ihcnild blunder, ihe waa

Aa he watched her, Lord March iwore that the almoit
mjda him foriet the Zamparini, and George Selwyn
whiipered into OOIy Waiiamt' ear:
^A lood nuui ipoUed lor White't, HI be bound.-
The inveterate card-playen lettled down to loo, fargo,

piqwt, quadrille or whitt, according to their aeveral
fanocai

In a comer Yerington deiroted hiniMlf to Philida, while
*• ™*** kept the pretence of an e/e on her, as the
impartially dealt cards, scandal and anecdotes, which she
would have given her ears rather than that same niece
•be was guarding should have heard.
Over a pme of cards, where " Fish " Crawford's cau-

tion kept the stakes too low for the spice of real interest.
Mt Georga Selywn, QUy Williams, and Sir Geoffrey
Baxter.

'

" y*""'^** h«A »tole a march on us," said QTly
Williams as he took a trick without enthusiasm. " I'm
Wt myself. Twas warily done to capture this beauty in
the country before the Court had had a peep at her."

Sir Geoffrey sighed portentously.

"I was visiting at Marsden House, but she had no
eyes forme."
Crawford Mked in the stakes with long, bony fingers.
And I refused an invitation f.-cm her grace and. in-

stead, I went to drink the waters at Bath," he murmured
with a sigh. " Deadly dull, too, and nobody walking
oo^two legs. What's the news in town ?

"

,.
«^®"5» "^^ Yerington's lamentable approaching back-

ttidmg uito the holy state of matrimony." answered
George Selwyn. " The most valetudinarian reputations
have taken on a mysterious new lease of life.'

n
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QSOf WOliiiai Ifttiflwd.

" Lidf Carolint DMbwood h ttporttd to bt dodng
on her hiabond,'* ht Mid. " E|mI, Yfringioo hoi m
Bracn to nil Cftdita

v»iowfora rrMifM nii coitit 1110 niciio • cofwj 01

trumpt under hit thumb. Hfo ejfct took on that pecullor

cxprfnion which, combined with hit intitioble intnctt in

hit ne^bour't aflbin, gave him the toubriquet of *' Fith.**

" I did better than that in Bath and touching Yering-

ton. too." he taid. **
I had it itraight fiom the Widow

ojifctwr*
" The Widow SjrWceter? ** exclaimed George 8e!w]m,

catting up hit eyct. " Then, Heaven have mercjr on hie

eoull llie Widow Syhretter, manulacturer of icandal,

unlimited."

Not to fatt, cned Mr* Crawford, with a toudi of

irritation. '* I admit the tale would hare little value had

I not firat troubled to inform mytelf. Thit I know; nqr

Lord Yerington't cttatct are for tale.**

" Thit it timply foUy," exclaimed QiUy Wtlliamt, with

• touch of aiperity. "Yerington idayt deep, but he it

in no tuch plight at thit. Take, for example, thit ball

to>nigbt. It alone hat cott a null fortune.**
'* Fith ** Crawford tmfled drfly.

" Nero fiddled over burning Rome,** he laid.

George Selwyn wat genuinely dittrctaed.

"Thit it che batctt tcandaL Yerington't enga^ment
provet that Lady PhOida, it it well known, hat only

her beauty for dowry.*'

Crawford thrugged hit thoulden with an aggravating

tmfle. George Selwyn turned and addreited Walpole*

who wat patting.

" Come, Horry,** he taid, " here it a new r61e for you.

Slay hydra-headed slander with a tingle blow. Have
you heard the newt? **
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Dhcirtittd, but uficoiivfaon). Mr CnMrfc^i -^ .
to the BUM, which --, —TAlSlh r"*"" '»«»n«il

witnin raiiffe of hu actual vision or not H^hJ^

The «««, in ehri, .wiping ^-^ Z'S^'fc^

i

.*1
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^reiiei; the men in their much-dresied wip «nd French
modeg; die empty smiles and over-elaborate bows; the
muMc, thm and stringy; the stately minuet alternating
with the country dance: an encompassing disgust of it all
«nie over him. Here, as in a mirror, he saw the de-Imum ol h» life. This company of men and women,
hollow and heartless, made up for the most part the sum
total of his friendships. Such scenes as this represented
the theatre of his history. This audience it was to which

SL.f."f*
•'^y* P'«y«d. Now there was left to him only

FhUida. and that knowledge had grown to be a torture.
As partner succeeded partner, and he saw her repeat-

edly led out to the dance, he could scarcely conceal his
cnvwus pain. And when she romped lightheartedly
through a red with Captain Dariington, he turned away
to bide his chagnn from observant eyes. The place he
chose for his retreat was the top of the long ballroom,
just where wide open doora gave upon the reception-

J?*T . P?! "^^ ^^ "^'^ «'0"P» 0^ people «nd
Imed with tables.

Hit move in that direction had been involuntary. In-
wead of shielding, it made him especially conspicuous.
He was too absorbed by his thoughts to notice this.
When the country dance was finished. Philida turned

to hunwith a swift, trusting smile. She had smiled at
hun after this fashion so seldom of Ute and he was not
conscious how much We wm in his eyes, as he answered
ner.

The old sense of isolation which had pursued him at
intervals ever since he had been face to face with death
in the library at Oxholmc, took hold upon him with
peculiar force at this moment. He had no thought for
the people who might be watching the.,i. They were as
nothing to him during this brief remnant of his life.
Ai Captain Dariington left them, PhUida gave a deep
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•ttWied wgh. She plied her fan vigorouily, «t the lame
trae tmoothing the satin fold, of her treasured new
gown.

;|
Isn't it beautiful?" Mid she ecsutically.

^^
And so you are enjoying it? " he asked, bending over

tJ ^'" "** wswered, " 'tis monstrous diverting nowIm getting . hwle over being frightened. Does not

mus£
'^*'^*' **'' ^ ""^ "'******^ ***' ^"^ *o A«

•t STr
'*'***^ **"* *"" "**" ** *''*^ *"** «"^ ****^

"What a child you are," he said sadly,

to m^t*a"
^"*' ***^*""*'"'^ '° ^'"^ "ufliciently a woman

"I^lf^l*
' •" "*^' ™y I°'<J/' »he answered wilfully.

nuOTiJdJll!"
^"^"^ you. When I am

She stopped, biting her lips and blushing furiously.

He did not change expression or attitude, except that^^dender, jewelled hand resting upon the screTdi^

"And when you are married?" he echoed in question.

u^,^
upon her crimsoned face.

Hucsuon,

"I'll pin them up," she went on, recovering herselfjnd put on such an air I protest it will quitefSyou. She nodded her head and laughed. "And you'venot Mid yet that you like my new gown."
I did not note it," he answered in a low voice. " I•aw but your face."

*

" La, but you must note it. If you could but know

'1^ '

n"
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/

all the cutting and the pianinc and the ttaiiding tot

houn diat went into die making of it. SyM ujt I cpali

not have done better in Paris." Then a new and move
terioui strain of thought struck her. She turned to hua,

with a changed expression in her eyes. "Do yon r»>

member that first day you saw me, whtn I wore ^ly tiie-

woman's borrowed dothcs? Twas different then fiMi
now. How brave you werel " Her gaxe rested on him
with admiration, and a toudi <d w<mder.

She had not spoken of this since their betrothal Tht
joy and the excitement of the evening were opemiig her

heart, and she was turning to him naturally widi con-

fidences and reminncences. He amght a glnnpse of what
his life with this child-wmnan migbt be, this strange ooao-

pound of girlishiiess, mingled with a sympathetic insigitt

beyond her years.
** 1 love to remember yau as you were that day,** A«

went on, and then she shook her head with a sage little

air of reproach. "But, methinks, perhaps, 'twas yaar
habit then to spell danger with too small a D."

She was silent for some minutes, openkig and closing

her fan, turning over a thought that Ae was hesitatuig

to voice. His next words were so close to tht Une of her
reilectione that she looked up ait hkn, startled.

"TeU me," he said, "how do you oftenest think of

me?"
The question came dowly and with diffidence, but he

was mastered by a yearning to learn somewhat of her
heart and of his place within it

She answered simply.

"I always seem to see you most vividly as you ap-
peared die night after my experience widl^Lady Caro-
line. I had been so afraid and closed my eyes upon such
terror. I opcMd them as you carried me to the farm-

house. It was dark and I was still fearful Then I
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—M. ^r "^ „*•* »«•'«' Httna than I wJlil.

H^Sl" 'S"'
lord ? » A. i*ed iTd,™.

-i«i "^ understand," die laiil In u^nj

Sfce co«ld not fiiiuh Th. —:—^ j
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" Tore Gwl, Udy PhOida," itid Georse 8dwyn» ''It

it Kurvy of YeringtMi to kMp you all to himielf in thli

iMhion. We will not tufier k, wQl we, Gilly?
"

** Not 10 long u the foiut hai not laid ne by the hedi*

IVe still the makinp of a minuet in me, and Lady
Philida in her kindncM may be ^eawd to favour me,"
reqxMided that gentleman.

Mr. Crawford elbowed hit way in.

"Will you prewnt me, Yerington?'* he «ked, with •
low bow. " Fortune has served me ill and I am yet poor

in the absence of the La^ Philida Wentworth's aoqnaint-

ance.

Yeringlon rose with a forced smile. He was not to

«cape the mumme^ of life. A tinge of bitterness ap-

pcaned in the terms of his introduction.
" I cm scarce pretend to^ osanipotenee of FortuM,**

he said, " but, with the Lady Phffida's peiasission, I oMy
mend this matter. Mmy I pmsnt to your la^nh^ a
gentlemaa noted in two courts ior his iiMcrest in human
ity?"

PhUida swept a dsep curtsey.

Goafge Mwyn sm&d at Yerington, idishing his dig

at the CKpcose of *e incorrigMe gossip. ** Fish " Cam-
foid, bawever, mawited his sawounte boiBy whmvI da*

lay and gnae to IhiUda some of hiaawMpinp of dw

*' Egad, yMur lacMup," he said, with
tioo, " I swear the beautiful Mistress

expicnig of spken. The town idready is

your name. I prophesy you'll be the toast af the

Philida was unaccusttmied to flattery,

at^ nan before her, wa 'ing his mvlBhoK md
bach the ruAes from his wrist, and she fek

gHrBsh laughter. Her amusement held her
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"Indiwd, «>," ifae amwerad, "I know not what !•«•
<lone to merit thit wnown."

™^ «« wtat I ve

O^ ^ N*?'* who did it «nd not you but if wu

wjA j^te, then 'twould be weU for you to con«Jt y1^
" The town it new to me," the mid wkh • «!•'««:*. !-*



CHAPTER XXXIX

¥
f

THB DtTBL

Fair piMt and ftll ttrlft,

Iwttt drt«w and fltiet ^agr,

KBMjFaNBt and woci
Hall and Bdan btlow.

—jAMNMr yieauanr.

At tfatt moment Lord Yerington't face darktaed. The
iiddlet had begun timing for another dance, and it was

Mr. Mantur who stood before Philida.

The crisis was reached, and he knew it.

His manner grew quieter as his flatting blood began

to rise. This was the situation for which he had been

waiting. He had realised that it was ineWtaUe, and he

intended to circuMvcnt Mr. Mansor by tvarjr device

within his ingenuity.

The friends who stood a^ut him were fomiUar only

with his ddMMUur spirit, ai^ had long aocq>ted with re-

luctance his prmiounced paefcrence for Mr. Mansur.

They, therefore, noted with surprise, ^ lift of his

nostrils as he lodeed at him. There was an indefinable

stress in this moment which wore \xpon its surface m ap-

pearance so casual. Therefore, ^ugh the fiddles were

tuning with aimless notes not yet formed to danoe-rhfthm,

^ese beaux still lingered, hdd by the curi(»ity that pre-

vailed amoi^ diem and whkh was as strong as their

affectation, or their ^^tude for epigram.
" This is nqr dance, I think, your lady^ip," said Mr.

Mansur, bowing low.

Philida rose to \ut feet in a little flutter of embarrass-

ment. She had forgotten htm until he a|^>eared, and en-
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»»"«• Mr. Minwr with «Iri?7^^ P*' '"'**' «»•

j,,,J«^
n» b«Mh commg rtoft Y«ingtoo «|.

-a'liS;/^-^ '"* '»«'»»« «-!*..•• h.

«*»«• sh.Srr7o.^7JtS-'fer^

Jfc Mamur-i iKC wu liWd.
*"" " • "Mtw lor the L«d» Pfcau. >» i„ : ..

'ipji twitchihs. ^^ k« ••<> Wi

"""J thtt *„k *,Mt «ion rte^^/^.« "^
^-w her. ••ira-"?.HS;;orw^i/s«r

l»e««^ ^«««. hi. high shrill voSn^ ir,^;oti^"

noi we i-atei been niggard enough? Hang n«^ kl'
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'til Kuryy of you. I ctll you all to witnw, ii it not

Kurrjr of hin?" he aikcd, turning towards the otbcn
in the little group.

" If you were not hoit to-night, thit would be • fight-

ing matter/' muttered Mamur.
Yerington't manner changi^ He looked about him

with aisumed lightnen.
** Friends," he said, " you know my madcap reputation.

This is but another whim, youll think. Then have it

io, in the name of cap and bells, in the name of folly,

in the name of nonsense and laughter; in the name of

anything that is not ill-feeling. Give me my way^-to-
flfght"

Sir Geoftrcy Baxter fluttered off with his grievance to

the duchess. Yerington continued:
** After toHiight, I pray you, mark me well Then all

iuch favours as lie within her ladyship's bestowal and as

are agreeable to her gentle heart, she may grant at her

discretion. You behold my entrance, by h^ ladydiip's

kbdness, as tyrant" He bowed toward her with a ges-

ture full of reverence, then raised his head and smiled

round at them softly. "Of my exit, gentlemen, you
dttll hear anon."

" As jealous as Othello," whispered Gilly WiUiams, as

they withdrew. *'The merry earlt And of Mansurl
.When will wonders cease?

"

"Something rotten in the state of Denmark," said

George Selwyn thoughtfully.

Mansur turned away. From that moment he was
fanmovabiy bent v^xm a design from which no considera-

tion could divert him. For years he had built toward a
position. Now he stood affronted and an obfect of mere
ridicule in the world to which he had aspired. For half

his life he had patiently toiled to accomplish the ruin of

Lord Yerington, who now seemed upon the ve^ of
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l>«n«rf)le. To him liwr.ifenr!l!L!:^r"
•" '^^

conpOTArd, Jiii^^*™' "*^ WW thiw of

Iwaiiwt light
~" """ "' "I™' <«H«»r the

wWch the latter curtly JedLri
™-5™™' "V" "»«-hfl«,

of the hellroom, XiS?^: .'^ """I « «l>e end

*»«.!^ hTjS^ST'u"*?' "^ «•«•*»« were

•hJ. .Wfo^rSi^ ''^ "^ *"»«*«« *• •««S

^21^"^ "yke in . low „fce

w^rth her game of cardt.
Broome, occupied

••^'not^'li**^ J^rjUt,'^-^ "I
wirnm it" "" "y ''•*' Wom to

Wa Yaiav>« »d Philiaa were wea within h«^
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i ,

ol Mr. MtMur't v«kt M IM MMrtfia. Hli

bt did M WM otelattd to iiicfiMi Mr. Cnwfordt

CttnOMCf.
**

It OMF bt fo,** Im diOTrM
Cimrford't cyw twinUad, uid ht inw mun. kb

httd on ono iidc>

••No dUScultics. I hopt?" bt wkiipmd, wMi m m-
csmdoiit movcncnt of hit forefinter upon hit yuOtryp ;

ft intura often obecrriblf In miim, and Mr. Cnwford

pamnA hk icindal ai a^nljr m mr a niitr did hit

old.
"A wWm. perhaiw.- laid Mr. Mamur. " Hii lord-

liiip't fuU of whioM."

Crawford caM bis cjrit ccilingward.

** Wbat it England coning to? " be tighcd bypocritie-

•Uy.
** Men part witb roof-trcct wbich have iheltercd

thein for gneiadont» at lightly at they would a foundered

bone."

Glancing over bit shoulder, PhQida't face came within

the range of Mr. Mantur't vision. All the love he bad

felt for her, that once would have counselled prudence or

delay, now only went to swell the sum of hb desire for

vengeance. Love, in a Moos heart, is scarcely to he db-

tingubhed fiom hatred. He was awaie that with hb

own hands he was tearing down the slow-built fabric of

hb fortunes, but a savage joy went into the doing, for

he knew that Lord Yerington's perbhed with hb.

'•You speak truly, Mr. Cnwford/' be said, puiposdy

raising hb voice. He knew, as he ipoke, that many

saindal-loving ears were eagerly waiting for hb words.

The duchess had risen from her cards, and was stand-

ing conversing with Philida and Lord Yerington.

Mansur continued, re^onding to Crawford's last com-

ment:
" The evU grows madder day by day. Those, whose
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"Vl-P. I'd lw,«i^'^..«^ *"•'«*'«. But

Jiie<iiiclMH turned,

•"•out to indlTthr^ „ir''-L^'* '"*«' • <"

" Vourma-LZ^ ""^^ «• on to the end.

I'v. ..id tH^dT ut^TLT^ r '»'•""«"
I-
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scarce be welcome. Faith, 'twas a pretty farce he played,

if farce you can call it. Mr. Walpole here has more

intimate knowledge than I of dramatic terminology.

Some, mayhap, might call it a tragedy."

" Fudge! " exclaimed the duchess impatiently. " Don't

play us like this. I'll warrant this bit of scandal tickles

your palate finely. Name, I prithee, both the scandal

and the sinner."

" Lud, do we know him?" exclaimed Sybil Armytage.

"Egad, know him?" echoed Mr. Mansur. "You

may know the set of his ruffles and the turn of his

phrases."
" Heaven send that this is not all prologue! " said Miss

Chudleigh to the Duke of Newcastle, "for, methinks,

this man is like an Italian villa, facade and empti-
»

ness.

Mr. Mansur heard her comment and the emotional

dimples began to play about his mouth, those danger-

signals.

" My lord was a pretty fellow. He did credit to his

tailor, and his A»n mots became anecdotes. Could ambi-

tion ask more? His follies were imitated; and could

folly ask more?"
"Curiosity can ask more," interrupted the duchess,

" and that is brevity."

"
I'll lay ten to one this is a fiasco," whispered Lord

March to George Selwyn. " Old Shem grows prolix."

Mr. Mansur was called Shem by the men about town

because the sharp red, white and black contrasts of his

physiognomy were said to make him resemble the toy

figures in the carved Noah's Arks.

" He was a pretty gentleman in the boudoirs," went on

Mr. Mansur, with a supercilious lift of his eyebrows,

" yet in his cups but .like the rest, hiccoughing 'twixt glass

and glass a dozen tipsy toasts."
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A I u J ! 'i','!^' •" »•« »' hoiring."

««r ^M.
'•"'

.'t"r«'
Mansur-, I«t word,. The ud,

Mn M«,«,r tumtd hi, brilliant ,mil. upon ,h«,

.te^CL'"^!:" I^' '»^<'." !>« continue
j,-ij J- '^ • . "" "a* the gift of siknct H.

««.un:.ful »nd«W H^ ^°^ f'T""' •« ^"^ »

hores."
«'"""™"- He determmed to wed an

Jtriftrtii^'atThn^d^d'"' v?"'^
'>•«

.vcned With a sha^'t^ir^lt/^XSr?.: M^
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ington. For the last fortnight the town had been ex-

hausting itself in comments upon Lady Philida's dower-

lessness.

The tale made a peculiar appeal to the duchess' in-

dignation.
** A monstrous trick," she said sharply.

Yerington gave a start that caused her to turn in

surprise. His face was colourless. This ordeal wnmg
him beyond endurance. He was determined to stop

Mansur's words at any cost, ready to go to any extreme,

mad or fantastic. He did not know, as he stepped up

to him, whether he should end the scene with his fingers

on his throat ; but when he reached him, his impulse took

the form of w6rds.
" This fellow needs a champion," he said, pausing be-

fore the man who had baited him almost beyond control.

" There's more to tell, I'll warrant. I'll lay you a hun-

dred to one that he is not so black as you have painted

him. Oh, these trials by drawing-room! Your evidence

may be perjured, Mr. Mansur."

There was an eager movement in the room.

"Will you take him, Mr. Mansur?" cried Lord

March. " I'll back the unknown party of the first part.

Shall we make it ponies?"

Mansur could scarcely conceal his exultation.

" No," he answered, slowly, " if it is to be a wager,

let us decide it after the last French fashion. The dice

there are no longer a la mode. It is swords now decide

such matters."

A shrill feminine scream arose, followed by a masculine

outburst of protest.

Lord Yerington awaited Mr. Mansur's next words.

He perceived whither he was leading him.
" No," said the latter, suavely, " I pray you, ladies,

do not mistake me. 'Tis the friendliest crossing of



THE DUEL „j

Lord Yerington at I„t tadTL -Z"** "•"»"» w'*

Jin. .0 the «cIu,ion o7^' "«h
™"'

-"T ""^Inw that, if thq, b„t oncTeZ. 5," ~""*"'tioa He
•J-th. He !..d^„ot°erd &"."''•'''*''•*•
"othmg. He knew the^rn.T'""?"'.'.'?"?"™ *>'
h'm. and that he faced .jT "''"'^'' « '"><' forced

?f the girl h. Wej „" .'J'X'
'« '^'fl»«ge in the ej*,

»« w» tauntingly stSfng f*'
T'"-, "' ^«* «h«

coveted—the privil.„ „i f• T, '"'" '^e last stand he

Yerington was bent upon fB^ .'"''""'''' "»' do as
•WW thi, duel moreTit J "" '^ *« l» co-W
out of it. than he could chilTS"^ " ^' °™« ""'
circum^ances from Yerin«™^ !?'«" 'tatement of the

engaging lightness'
"" ""^ 6"«» »"• » anfle of

*'•« m the armou,^ Or ^n'^, H^' ""' *"^ <>' »»
" Why not hereT" cried mI'

"* T" *« ''"™?

"

t". and then indeed he wh„ ' « ^'» '«'« « bet-
wasskill and .ot"h»ce" """" °* '«^' ^^^ Provelt

MrnhrghXTettraXt '"'"
r"" *-dusion. They had not reln!^ 2^i° ? •''*™»«« «»-

'^ -•"- --ded nottrw£r;o1".t-^^««
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person who had been attacked, and only the skill of two

gentlemen. Mansur, with subtlety, had led them away

from that point. What diplomat does not know the

value of such a trick, and the need of concentrating the

minds of his audience on the point that is not at issue

in order that he may have his way upon the point that is?

Later, these people would remember the irrelevance of this

sham duel, and though some of them disliked the entire

episode, they were still hypnotised into a compliance, if an

unwilling one.

" I've just returned from Par* , and I've heard of no

iu.h wager," said Horace Walpo!?.
" 'Tis done with buttons, I suppose," said Mr. Craw-

ford, uneasily. He thought he saw further into the

situation than the others did and he did not like the

look of it.

Mansur's manner was full of suppressed excitement.

"We are no such bunglers, are we, Yerington?" he

said. " With the points is the custom."
" But the swords may go wild and harm come to the

ladies," objected Gilly Williams.
" We know our weapons from tip to hilt," said Man-

sur with a sort of wild gaiety in his voice.

The duchess precipitated the next move.
" Come," she cried, " I like this idea. There's life in

it. We poor women !—our tame lives so seldom include

duels, even sham ones. Prithee, on with it, gentle-

men."

After these few scattered objections, an intense curi-

osity took possession of the onlookers. In corners the

gentlemen were making hasty wagers, with heavy odds on

Lord Yerington.

Philida was bewildered, silent and afraid.

The centre of the ballroom was hastily cleared. Its

polished floor shone in the candle-light. The lackeys
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nerm he knew had been for wceb on the rack. Hit
defence wu like a wall,—rapid, not brilliant, but inBex-
ible. Yenngton't attack, varied and full of imagination,
in which he mingled the French and Italian ichoolt, was
•trong and baffling. Yet against Mansur he teemed to
gam no advantage. That gentleman's pertittent attitude
of defence only, turprited him. Then, with a flath,
though with eye and mind to engaged it would teem
that tubjective impreitiont were for the nonce impottible,
the truth came to him. He knew that hit antagonitt
wat not only leeking to wear him down, but wat de-
liberately trying to irritate him. Hit whole attitude wat
calculated. In the encounter he would appear to those
who watched, to be calm, skilful, unimpattioned. Then, if
Yenngton himself ruthed in, he could plead that, in the
faw of a furious attack, he had struck wildly and in self-
defence, and thus, in the very act of his villainy, dear
hunself. As this conviction came to Lord Yerington he
realised why his usually baffling methods had hitherto
availed him nothing. Mansur must have been deliber-
ately practising with this fight in view. With this rcal-
wation, a fury took possession of him. He forgot
fhilida; he forgot the throng of his waiting guests. All
his world was just the length of his sword, and all his
determination, to blot the clear red and white of the
countenance which faced him, to a sudden grey.
The swords fiashd and twisted ; the feet of the duellists

Auffled over the floor with, now and then, a slip that
brought a scream from the women. The combatants
were beginning to breathe heavily. Occasionally the
gentlemen who watched them made a comment.
"Well done, Yerington, that thrust is new!"
" Bravo, he has a wrist of steel."

Selwyn whispered to Walpole:
" But one generation from a cleaver, and yet he handles
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They wiihcd to gidn thdr end befoxe they were inter
no^tcd*

Colonel GiSord struck up their iwordi.
William Pitt, with hb commanding pretence and

dominating flash of the eye, stepped forward.
"Shame!" he exclaimed, lifting his arm, his voice

ringing. " I wonder at you."

George Sclwyn struggled to control Yerington.
Captain Darlington endeavoured to bind Mansur'i

arms, but Mansur wm the stronger of the two. He
was near to frenxy, flecks of foam appeared upon his
lips. Raging like a wild beast, he came within range of
Yerington and thrust at him with a sword, of which
they had not yet deprived him.

The women Kreamed shrilly. Some clung to one an-
other; others swooned; others fled like partridges to
cover.

The sword entered fairiy near Lord Yerington's
shoulder. When it was withdrawn, a bright crimson
spot appeared upon his blue velvet and spread gradually.
Amid an expressive silence the men struggled to con-

trol Mansur, and Gilly Waiiams took possession of his
sword.

"This is a most disgraceful scene," went on Mr. Pitt,
with increasing indignation. " The time may come for
explanarions, but now, methinks, Yerington, 'tis best that
you apologise to your lady guests. If this fellow has
spitted you, 'tis little to be wondered at. He has been
but true to his kind."

Mansur strained at the arms that bound him, hit
face crimson with passion. Instinctively he turned at this
moment to spit forth his venom again.

"Ay, Mr. Pitt, we animals are fashioned after our
kind; wallow after our kind; hunt after our kind; lie

after our kind. But what of him, the peer, the aristo^
crat ? Lies he after his b'nd ?

"
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•light thing compared to the iminuition of • blot upon hb

honour. She (lashed round upon her aunt fearlcMly, hie

only champion in that atmotphere upon which the virua

of rumour had worked.

"Deny it," the pleaded, "deny it I They have doubted

you.**

Her iplendid faith brought Lord Yerington a wave of

Joy. Then this died to thame. blacker by the contrart.

She looked at him, her face Rowing with perfect con-

fidence, but a moment later, even her eyet could read the

guilt and despair in his.

She stood regarding him in growing amazement, be>

ncath the observant eyn of the watching guests.

"What?" she said at last, uncertainty appearing in

her tone, though her hand still lingered on his shoulder,

"you do not speak. Can these things be true, my
lord?"

^ ^
The afTony of mind that possessed him caused the

blood to flow with a gush and crimson his fingers. The

scene grew dark and swam in his vision. He was upon

the rack. Her next words came to him, said softly be-

neath her breath. His ears only caught them:

" He does not love me, then."

This thought alone had power to drive her from him.

She turned, wavered upon her feet, and then steadily,

though her face was white and drawn, she passed down

the brilliantly lighted ballroom, the one moving figure

within it, and the focus of all eyes. Not even the

duchess thought to speak to or arrest her. As she turned

at the open doorway into the hall, Yerington's love and

yearning went cut to her in a gasping cry.

"Philida!"

He swayed and would have fallen, but George Selwyn

caught him in his arms.
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wune. But, rammber, any excitement and the arm will

nliUS'?. "i?^^* u.^"^°" "'*' y°"' lordship," and he
proceeded to roll up his apparatus; " but you young bloods
come next to sickly babies in furnishing business to men
of my calling. Prithee, remrTiber that I can do but half,
and the rest must lie with you."

" Mr. Price," said Yerington with a smile, "
I'll make

you an oath that a quieter patient than I'll be this nieht
does not exist outside a shroud."

"Perfectly right, perfectly right. I thank you, my
lord, answered Mr. Price. " But I cannot leave you
alone. I must give my orders."
"To be sure." replied Yerington, lying back and dos-

ing his eyes, for his head was light and he wished aboveM things to keep it steady for the next hour. "
Just pull

that bell-rope, will you, kindly?"
^

Mr. Price did so vigorously, but there was no re-
sponse.

The household was already disorganised and gossip
raging in the servants' quarters. More than once the
majordomo had vainly demanded discipline in recogni-
tion of his dignity. Now. when he observed that amid
the excitement below stairs, the bell-ringing had escaped
notice, It occurred to him, for reasons of his own. to an-
swer It persondly. Therefore, it was he who appeared

parioir""
* prolonged delay, in the chestnut

"Good Lord!" cried Yerington as he entered; "you.
Walsh! You look like a mummer at a funeral. I pro
test you are a little ahead of time. Where is Jenkins? ''

Docs your lordship not recall." answered Walsh,
that his mother was took ill most sudden, and that your

lordshp gave him leave this evening, after he had dressed
you for the ball ?

"

" Egad, so I did." said Yerington indifferently. " Go
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Beneath Yerington's manner his trained eye detected the

abandon of a man on the verge of recklennen and dttpair.

Just so had he seen a patient act, upon whom he himself

had passed the death sentence. Though he washed his

hands of any consequences, which lay within Lord Yer-

ington's jurisdiction, his professional conscience demanded

that he should do his best within his own.
" Here are the drops, my lord," he said, in his precise'

way, that sat oddly at variance with his untidy dresS)

and the traces of snuff upon his ruffles. " If there is no

one here to take my orders then, prithee, read the di-

rections upon the label. Well, well, well! To be sure I

to be sure! And may I venture to add that it's scarce

becoming for* a gentleman of your position to be left

alone without attendance?"

He helped himself to a pinch of snuff from a Japanned

box, looking at his patient and gently smiling, as he did

so, as if he were a child whose fretfulness he was seeking

to appease.
" My very kind Mr. Price," returned Yerington, " this

is a mere scratch. You'd have blooded me as much for

a touch of the spleen."

Still dissatisfied, the surgeon watched him uncertainly.

There came a slight knock at the door.

" Come in, bum you !
" cried Yerington, impatiently.

It was opened to reveal two lackeys standing on the

threshold. They appeared embarrassed by their own
boldness, and it was with marked diffidence that they

stepped within the room.
" If you please, your lordship, give us leave to serve

you," said one.

Yerington regarded them with attention.

•' Denby," he said, " and Sutter. I thank you, my
good fellows. Here, Mr. Price, are two trusties.

Prithee, give them your orders."
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champion. 'That's the matter lor me/ said I; and I
never stopped a-trying till I got the place,—humbly
begging your lordship's pardon for my freedom of
speech."

Lord Yerington considered the two men thoughtfully.
He owed their loyalty to him to a lightly bestowed and
completely forgotten impulse of kindliness and to a dare-
devil escapade with which the town had rung. It

would seem as if here then lay the harvest of h^
years.

" I thank you both," he said at length. " From my
heart, I thank you. And now, I pray you, leave me to
myself."

The men exchanged glances.

"But may we not make bold to serve you," said
Denby, "a, Mr. Jenkins is away?"

Yeringto:? reflected before he answered.
"Yes, remain in the hall below. I may have need

of you anon."

They departed, visibly uncertain of the wisdom of
their course. The ruined noblemen of that day so fre-

quently chose a brief and desperate exit from their diffi-

culties that the fear of suicide was in the minds of
both.

Left to himself, Yerington's first act was to rise and
tala his pistols from a closet in the panelling. He
smiled as he recalled the fact that he was repeating here
in Grangely House the scene he had formerly enacted
at Oxholme. In all he did he was conscious of a dual
sense, as if he stood aside and watched himself. This
impression of unreality added the last touch to his mental
suffering. Still with this haunting suggestion of keeping
a watch upon himself, he went to a table and wrote a
few lines to Philida. These lines were brief, and when
he had written them he sat with his head upon his
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vcyed there, wounded. Then he went to the door und,

opened it

Upon the threshold stood Phih'da.

She h«d covered her white dreM with a long-hooded
mantle. As she stepped into the room the hood fell

back. Her first impulse was to look at him with a sort

of horrified interrogation, and then to glance searchingly

about the room.
** You are alone," she half whispered.

At the sight of her all the ice melted from about his

heart. He became upon the instant alive in every pulse.

A soft happiness rushed over him, a profound content.

He watched her silently, every feature, every detail of
her dress, eachi of her movements, growing upon him
with a sense of encompassing importance. He had no
wish to speak. He sought to breathe in the delight of her
presence; to revel to the full in the brief ecstasy of this

reprieve.

She had addressed him twice before he noticed it.

Somewhat reassured by his appearance, a growing agita-

tion took possession f her.

"My lord," she faltered, "my lord
**

"My dear lady," he answered, his voice all tender
with his love.

At the words and the one, into her face came a
sudden aloofness.

"I understood. Lord Yerington, that you were
wounded and alone. I feared

"

She bit her lip and fought her fear into silence.

He stood motionless, watching her, a half smile upon
his face.

"And so, sweet Saint Elizabeth, ever present where
there's need of help, you came."

"Pray, make no mistake, sir," she said, " I would
do as much for my dog if he was wounded."
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doubtleM trrive within the moment. Relight the cin-
dlet in the hall and in the white withdrawine-rooin.
and wait below until I ring."

The men bowed respectfully and turned, intent upon
hii command. He checked them with a word.

" I can tniit you? " he said.

There was something in his face that impelled their
confidence.

" On our lives," answered Denby, earnestly.
Lord Yerington returned to the chestnut parlour to

discover Philida standing in the middle of the room,
her hands clasped before her face. Her cloak had slipped
from her shoulders, revealing her white gown beneath,
but she did not heed it.

The cloud hAd lifted from her world, also, and some-
thing of his thought she had perceived.

" Oh, what have I done, what have I done! " she half
lobbed.

He drew a step nearer to her, his face soft
" An act of purest mercy," he answered.
" It was unmaidenly," she cried.
" It was better 8till,--it was womanly."
She shrank from him, fumbling for her cloak.
"I mv t be off," she said, "I must be off. I must

not linger here."

Her movements were confused, pitifully unceruin, as,
torn by conflicting impulses, she went blindly towards
the door.

When he saw her going, a sudden unreasoning rush
of revolt came over him; a despair that thrust all con-
siderations aside; a consuming longing for a few mo-
ments more of her society. His chivalry was forgotten in
his selfish pain.

"Don't go," he besought; "I entreat you to stay a
little longer, my dearest lady."



PHIUDA»8 COaONG 870

K.aid.. «d I. T^Tm rite ?•"/ 'r •»»• Y~^

«!»« Wore. ATh. J^ ^Xl^V^ '"'' »«' "^
"fd with . Wing foXp^^ IdT**' •" *-

fc" from h!„. ThfrLtl """""F «''« "-t fb
<«» did not move Mm H^"!,

"""«">" «' '«•' in her

man." ""*"» '^ust not a desperate

ington, whMe face ™„ °1
'"i'"' '^''"* ^onl Yer-

whiter.
*"" ™"* "Iweniiined as it grewr

S 'I



A DI8CIPLB OF CHANCE

I' '

It
I

>
>

"I will tell you what you arc to do. You an to

•it there in that chair by the hearth. Seel The fire it

bri^t and cheery. Does it not invite you?"

He moved towarde it with a gracious, courtly getturo

of invitation. Her darit eyet were fixed on bin ai il

fascinated. He had never appeared lo tall at he did in

the crimson morning-gown, which accentuated the

breadth of hit thouldert. The white powder of late

night't ball wat still upon hit hair. Something in hit

manner hinted to her submission. He handed her to

the chair, which he pointed out. She sank into it, lean-

ing dightly forward, every muscle tense.

" TMs is wrong," she insisted.

His reply w^ to put out a hand and with reverent,

wondering fingen, stroke one of her shining curls.

" Oh, oh! " she cried distressfuUy.

He went on, as if she had not spoken.

"Just so it might have been," he said below hit

breath, at if he thought aloud, "if we were married,

you and I together, the curtaint drawn and the world

thut out"
She wat beginning to sob chokingly without tears.

"You used me very ill, Lord Yerington," she said.

" I cannot think why—what I have done ?
"

The words died into confused silence.

" Poor little heart," he said tenderly, " if I had my
wiU, I'd spare you every pang. Believe me, even the

memory of this night will pass. You will soon forget

Alas, the young so soon forget"

Misunderstanding him, wounded in her pride, these

last words moved her.

" Forget 1" she cried, drawing back from him, "I

have no pang to forget. Think you I'll spend my youth,

or one hour of it, in raemory of a man who cruelly used

me but as a pawn in a game? You mistook my coming
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**"""">»»•«• «1» twfc he h«l

o/S.'SS.h.l'IS.tte?" ''
' ."•"«•'« Sutter.
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P'

I

tranulously, "you were bleeding so dreadfully all that

whfle."

He could feel her shudder.

He did not attempt to change his position, but lay

back with his eyes still fixed dreamily on her face.

There was question in her eyes. He could see het

lips quiver. Surely this was love she was telling herself,

not daring to believe.

He was lying upon the hearthrug where he had fallen.

The fire-glow danced over them, ruddying the round of

her cheek. Near by was some blood-stained linen, a basin

of cold water tinged with red, and a sponge. His
shoulder had been skilfully bound. Such simple surgery

was a part of ^ woman's education and, amongst the

villagers, Philida had often played nurse to more serious

troubles.

At this instant a clock chimed one. They did not
heed it

She put an envigorating draught to his lips.

" Prithee, drink," she said, coaxingly.

He obeyed with reluctance. He had no will to get

back ij his problems with his returning strength.

"What happened?" he asked faintly, fighting for

time.

"Alas," she cried, "your wound had been torn open;
tiie bandages had slipped. You had lost much blood and
fainted. I fear," she hesitated, "that I judged you a
little. I realise you scarce were conscious of what you
said after I came." She coloured delicately. Some doubt
of him had entered her mind. She felt his hard deter-

mination to hold her there against her will, and she was
grasping eagerly, with penitence, at this excuse for him.
He looked back at her without replying. He thought

it possible that at last, before the insensibility overcame
him, his mind might have wandered; but, for the rest.
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anger brought Verington to his feet. The storm of her
indignation Wew out the flickering flame of his Invalid*
ism by its honest violence. He had been wrong in keep-
ing PhUida, and he rose now to acknowledge it like •
man.

Can I believe my ieyes ? " gasped the duchess. " Here
she is, Horry. Here she is, in the very house which, if
she had a grain of pride or spirit, to say nothing of pru-
dence, she'd avoid as if it contained the pest. And you,

"'' tJ."? **f'
y**" '° »y^ " ^"roing sharply to Yerington.

Philida had stood dumfounded, hurt, and amazed at
her aunt's words. The sense of her impudence in coming
Oiere, which for a moment had overwhelmed her, had
been forgotten amid her anxiety for him. Now, as the
duchew turned iuid challenged Yerington, she ran to her
in an involuntary impulse of defence.
"Nay, madam," she entreated, "do not reproach him.

I am all to blame."
" Indeed and indeed! " replied the duchess. "

I'll have
you know, you little minx, I'll reproach whom it pleases
me. Where learned you your manners, my lady? Notm my house, I'll warrant you. To run away at dead of
night to the man who'd cheated you, and flouted you, and
made you the laughing-stock of London. Now, must
you throw your good name after the rest? You—you—
I've no words to tell you what I think. Horace Wal-
pole, be a man for once in your life and tell her what
she s doing."

Mr. Walpole shrugged concfliating, expressive
shoulders. He knew he held only the position of talking-
post to the aggravated duchess, and that words were the
last assistance she desired.

" Oh I " she cried, wringing her hands in genuine dis-
tress, and unselfish concern for Philida. while she be-
rated her, "you brainless doll, you simpleton, you dolt I
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u|>on Lord Yerington, for the feared that he would per-
ceive her dittrett. She was goinff away and there had
been no explanation. A hope had dawned in her heart that
If he would but ipeak, something he could say would give
tte piewnt case a better complexion. Once she left she
feared there would not again be an opportunity for ex-
planation.

Lof'd Yerington did not immediately reply to the
duches^ question. The thought of his approaching
•eparation from PhUida crowded every other consideration
from his mmd. A moment later, by an effort, he with-
drew his eyes from her face and schooled himself to her
defence.

« ^^^' ?*•". ^^ P'*y*^ «*^ Samaritan," he said.
lUe bandages'upon this trifling wound of mine had be-

come Idisarranged. I scarce gave heed to them, but iteems I lost much blood and fainted. But for her, and
Her merciful assistance, I might have slipped easQy out of
an awkward position."

^

Traces of his mental suffering appeared upon his face.

.u'J ?"/"**«"* *c <J"ch«» pitied him, but she forced
this back fnmi open expression. Her worldly-mindedness
and, above aU, her dread of ridicule outweighed her kindly
impuUe. Yerington's poverty she might have forgiven,
but his tnck, as she saw it, she would not

Youve made a bad mess of your life, Harry," she
said, studying hun with a not unfriendly glrwce. " Vm
not blammg you, but you've done it. Now, I put it to
your honour to leave this chUd alone. She does not
realise what all this means, but you do; I do. You wiDl
not interfere, you promise me?"
He drew himself up. careless of the bound shoulder.

But before he could speak Philida had darted past him.^)h, aunt, she cried, " I beseech you to say nothing
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het<t One of his hands was uplifted in warning, hii

eyes were sparkling and there was a whimsical smile upon

his lipa.
^

"Friends," he whispered, "a strange commotion ii

without. It sounds a second Thermopylae and that Suttei

holds the staircase against a host."

His amused smile deepened within the limits of discre

tion at the sight of the duchess' dismay. Involunuril]

she swept Philida into her protecting embrace.

Yerington felt real alarm. He realised that the roon

had but one door and that PhUida's presence there w«
compromising.

" Good Heavens!" exclaimed the duchess, "we muf

not be discovered here."

She cast a* espairing glance around.
" I fear Sutter yields," whispered Walpole.

He was enjoying the situation and its possibilities

He had recognised a voice.

" Perhaps the screen will serve," suggested Yerington

With amazing agility, the duchess disappeared behin<

it, pushing Philida before her.

" Shall I stay? " asked Walpole.

Yerington reflected a moment. Amid the raised tone

of the altercation without^ he, too, had heard a voice h(

knew.
" No, I thank you sincerely, Walpole," he answered

his brows knit. " I prithee, join the duchess."

"A whisper will summon me," answered Walpole

and he vanished with alacrity.

At this moment Sutter entered precipitately. It woul<

appear that he had had an opportunity to display hi

favourite art of self-defence, for his livery was disai

ranged, and his wig awry above his excited face. H
sought to hold the door against somebody who was tryinj

to force his way in.
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been by any superior strength of the Oiptain's. He now
appeared, blustering md brutal, thtintellectual «iality

of his face for the moment in total ed^
" Tve brought the fox to earth/' said Elliot Tii^io-

tivelf. " To heel, to heel," as Mansur struggled again.
- No more tricks."

Yerington's thoughts flew to Philida, and he was in*

wardly fuming at this scene, which threatened disclosure.

He felt a friend's privilege of annoyance.

"Take your fox hence," he said curtly. "I've no
appetite for him or his kind, now."

Impelled by a double desire to conserve his strength,

and keep the screen beyond the field of the encounter, he
seated himself before it

Captain Ellidt's only response was a low laugh.

He was making an investigation of Mr. Mansur's
clothing.

"Slowly, slowly," he warned, "let me draw your
poison, my pretty fellow, mon petii mmtn. Gad, there
you are, Yerington."

Something slid into the centre of the room, spinning
over the polished boards, and then lay shining, the fire-

light dyeing it to a false, bloody crimson.

A low cxy, instantly smothered, came from behind the
screen.

" A dagger and unsheathed, 'fore George," commented
Captain Elliot, grimly. " Your body, Yerington, was to
mend tliat lacL"

Mansur's last pretence was gone. He lay back, glar-

ing hungrily at die knife.

Yerington's lip curled contemptuously. He was un-
moved by the incident, beyond a faint stirring of a satiric

humour that Mansur had designed to wound him where
alone he now was vulnerable, in striving to steal from
him the only asset he possessed with which he could pay

t
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obviowljr much exhauttcd, and Maimir't wine-tainted

breath upon hit cheek, he reviewed his lacti and hb eu^
pidom and resolved upon his course.

"So you add murder to your other giftSi** he said

tauntingiy, to gain time.

" Put him out, man, put him out,** urged Yerington,

his thoughts full of PhOida and fearing Mansur's next

words.

With a quick movement, Elliot flung the man be bad
been holding, from him. Mansur fell into a chair which
his impetus sent wheeling across the floor, to fetch up
with a jerk against the wainscot

He sputtered out an oath and half rose. Then a new
thought caused him to change his purpose. He sank into

the chair again, Effecting an attitude of impudent ease.

Lolling back in it, hb legs crossed, the obvious moral
thanion of the whole man was en^ihasised. He turned

tauntingly to Yerington and looked him over ddiberatdy

with a sneer.
** What a ghost you would make,'* he said, the words

coming thickly, " what a jolly old haunt 1 The colour of

Stilton cheese, damme. Had that meddling Darlmgton
not knocked up my arm, Fd have q>itted you smartly."

Elliot listened, his face alert At the last words he

smiled dightly. Mansur had reached the point for which

he had been wishing. When, therefore, Yerington

sought to struggle wrathfuUy to his feet, he pushed him
back into his chair—no difficult task, in his weakened

condition.
" Old man,*' he said, below his breath, " in Heaven's

name let me play your hand for you this once. Trust

me, will you ?
'*

" But you don't know," began Yerington, exasperated.

" I do know," said Elliot, with a glance full of mean-

ing.
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Mf Frtmiti put," ht kttMd forward, bfe foet tnm-
formtd wick ipite, "I ftiMitd your fMM fine, mgr
prettjr fordllng.**

Elliot wtriwd Ytringioa't vehement ufir to eilenet

with • glanot.

" How foolishly extnvtgant," he mocked from whert
he Mt upon the tahle, one white<lad leg twinging, " to
throw twiy your hard-won petition in the world, your
entrte at White't, your friendship for Lord YeHng-

Mantur leaned forward, hk hands upon the arms of
hb chair, hit face expressing all the concentrated hatred

of years^

" Extravagant,*; he said between his teeth, " to-night*a

work would be cheaply bought with a life. We are
told that love is sweet.*' At this phrase, a new expret-

eion appeared for a moment on his face, as if, in hit

anger, he had stumbled inadvertently upon a forbidden

thought; but next moment he continued, raising his tone,

at if (n contradiction to an inward voice. " No, hatred

is sweet, but revenge sweetest of all.**

" Yet in all of these, revenge and love, the patrician

won,** said Elliot, softly.

Mansur flung up his head.
" No,** he flamed.

"Ill not have her dragged into this," exclaimed Yer-
ington, anticipating what might follow, and livid with
wrath.

Elliot Wis beside him in a trice.

"Harry," he said, "leave this to me—if, you love
her.**

But Mansur had heard Yerington's protest.
" So that hurts Lord Pauper," he jeered.

Elliot could hear his friend's heavy breathing as he
itruggled to restrain himself.
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II, not the last of hit line."
"rnapt, after

HIiot». face had grown keener as Mansur had spoken-«w^ ast word Yerington had renewed hisTnffl
J^ruggle to regain his feet Elliot's controlling desire^c^waa that at all odd. Mansur should not li STt^

t?S^; ?.
^"""^ Yenngton's wounded shoulder in

Wm ?w^ K i
~* *5" ^"«"' • °«« words reachednim through a haze of pain.

««^w»

JJl^n S"^" "^^'^ 5*P*"'" ^"»«»' ^» concentrated

•nil the fact that your rum of my Lord of Yerington

tnT^X^^r, *' -'«'« *.t b. b« hi. la. ^;
Ayin the rustle behind the screen.

bet ^h'«
"^""^ **" ^*P*r ^"»'°^' "yo" knew of the

^. and you saw to it that the fortune was lost It•macb to me of a conspiracy."
Mansur's response was a laugh.
So he is seeking to saddle it all upon a conspiracy "

«lTn\"conT'-
°"'

'"?1."r ^^^ °*-' «-" h«^«.
ll„r^ I. ^T^S*^' ^'* the slow-witted, addle-pated

fcS:] o
^^"P**^^^.?» last phrase with S.

e^tW.„ f"!
I was deceived I Well as I know thisgentleman, I thought better of him than he deserved.

imy tt £,S'^T' ^^^ *^ ''^ ^^^^
foiW" * ^"^ ^™*^** ^°' ^ ^*«en

.fllP*-'^^'**./*"/*'^
inteUigcnce tardfly to Yerington'a

•till pam-dazed mind, but Elliot saw his face bTJ; todarken ommously and he spoke with haste.
No conspiracy, then," he said; " a mere coinddence."
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Vapouring," he saiH « vu "*^ recovered.
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1 1^^ 'i
^P^f Mr. Mtnsur," he laid, "«• you

Iwrked m the thadowi with your dagger, that you chanced'
to glance toward my chariot,—you did not? Ah I then
you failed to perceive a lady within it."

Mantur started, then controlled himself, and lifted
in eyebrow of evil insinuation.

." ^}^^,} ^'^ "® ^"^ *° P'y »n^ yow' wcrets, Cap-
tain Elliot"

.
"^.}^^" '«P««^«<J *e Captain with increased mean-

uig. "Lady Caroline Dashwood."
Mansur's eyelids flickered.

"And Lord Burroughs' confidante!"
A moment longer Mansur sustained his gaze before he

burst out:
" The fool, thir babbling fool I

"

Captain Elliot stroked his shaven upper lip.

"Very thoughtless, Mr. Mansur. Addle-pated. slow-
witted Burroughs I"

" Damn the man," sputtered Mansur.
" Best have her ladyship in," said Elliot, mah'ng a

step toward the door, " to furnish us a few particulars."
The hussy, not for me," ejaculated Mansur. "un-

less my Lord Yerington :-"

Seeing the drift of his friend's intentions, Yerington
met Mansur's insinuating glance with one of ignoring
aloofness. Mansur felt the sring of it. He cast a dark
look at him, and then his glance stole to where the
dagger lay unon the hearth. There were white dents in
his nostrils.

" The devil himself cries quits against a woman," he
said hoarsely. "As for this Lady Caroline "

Yerington would be constrained no longer.
" I'll not be cleared at that price," he declared, in-

terruptmg the threatened flood of abuse.
Mansur turned on him. "This pretty peer needs
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ht-s «<I-fc«Ied »ho« with a retituinption of his old r6Ie ofdandy. "Wh«t . bl«sed thing it i. to have fri«d^

thml^own. A cowpiracy, say you? Yes. a most

tw ? I.
*'*** f ^?' '°^'^' Who is to prove

that I have confessed? Where arc your witnesses?"He jerked about at the sound of a step to face adapper little gentleman in grey brocade, his chapeau hnu
beneath his arm, who came mincing toward him.

Did you mention me, Elliot? I am quite at your
service, my dear fellow. As for you, Yerington," he

^dom betrayed, "I confess I miq'udged you. Permitme to otter my ^mlogies.

'

thaT'K-°? r*^
Mr W.,p^I»'» expression. He knew

that this intellectual dilettante, this dandy whose code it
was to trifle away his life and turn all serious things to
epigrams, had been sitting in judgment upon him. HeHad doubted his courage and good faith.
The thought had power to bring the blood to Yer-

mgton s cheek, but he grasped the extended hand with
Ins almost invariable impulse of toleration.
Mr. Mansur contrived to force a laugh.
" On my life you work your puppets well," he said,

inspecting Mr. Walpole through his quizzing-glass.
l-nthee, who will you produce next, my good Master

Journeyman?"
This invitation was too much for the discretion of her

Grace of Croome. She came sweeping into view, her
face q>arkling with championship of the man she had re-
centiy dismissed so summarily.

«r'!?l^"j''"T.°"^' Yerington," she demanded.
l.ud, he hoodwmked me, me, Mary Wentworth," she

cried, towering with indignation and lapsing uncon-
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•Cloudy into her maiden name. "Ther*'. A. u«t He hoodwinked me I

"

^ '»«'«• the ihame of

what .Id, „d i littleto L^r •
"i"'"'""- ««««•

Before they couM w •
' '".<'«"«'' natural."

the w«U. ™ *""• *«* it back againit

T*ere stood Philida.

jiowing with ioX'^'Z,r'u„rhldT- 1::^
^'

1>« and her love, had h-Tj*- j '*'" btwwn
•««<i for more ,h«r.

""'"'PWeA She was t,^
Her ghnce STto ^erS-JT::; " «W-«.nsd.„,„.;r

He watched her, JulTrf,^*"' """
J"'"^

utterably lovely di^ was! 5?:^ u*",',
'^^ "»* "n-

A dutch c^,^ in hTthrSr^T'i; *" '*^"''"'""
duchess- dividing words.

remembered the

-•rtuL&':rdti^'- ^•'---™
ouv laged throu^^ "^"?1" "» •»'' hot. Jed-
at hi, n«:Woth. HeT»kedr*7/ ,.'""'' '"'' "^'^
«,fhaida. His lipTwere d^"""*"

" *"" «"• "d l-t

•tn.X^r^^lJthtif•^yo^-TT"-" >» -•«.

Plete. WoundS^ lovef^ii^.,.
°""

'f' P'v » com-
"d now the heroine he^irmT' '"'""' '""«''-
Vastly Musing, on n.Tia.1^ .*• i'"".

* '*««'•"
villain took himlelf off"^ '

**"'"''^ «^ "me the

^ he w,ve„d. TT.e"Jr;'*;l;5iri.-^j:
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nKMomcame hii pride ind hit anger. He heif turned
towud htr, ^ if 1 power oittnde hiniKlf drew him.
THen with a low exclamation, he took a new hold on
ountell.

He walked stiffly to the door, opened it and dinp-
peaicd*

ff



CHAPTER XLII

DttSNTANGLBD

to •« tin world tTn.!

At the found Philida nv» • ij»*iwg dove she flew toYtS^* u* *7- ^** • *««»-

Kef had wiped^e coniK; ofw ^^'"^ "^ «"
*«» her mind. She ™^Kr "??* completely

ftxHi •* tJSSSTtSw"LT •»»,«»'«»«

from him? * "°^ '^ »« to put it coldly

But her Grace of Croome was aliv.. ,^- ^^no reproaches at Phaida nor ? 7 ****"• ^^^ cast

vBft
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own line of thought and ihe iwc|»t up and down thewow crin»on with indigwition.
'V "« «»^ «•

j.Jiy'!!^"!*
I cwi't get over It.** the cried. « We'vedtnced for that ,.»«/Ar. We were mere puppetTIirfhe h« pulled the .tring. We've d«Ked forW^ ^you w the worn of ,11, Yerington/' die turned with

faX ^^4 to the e«l. her foni^,, tr^nWiiS
in ttie tempest of her eihotion.
The word, rewhed Phflid. ind the wu moved to

jtoiort inttmctive defence. On the intttnt die awimed
the role the was to play through life.

f^ ^V^Z^C -^^
f'^'

"^'^ *''«^' «»yhap, through
too much fajth ,n others. His own heart « not a mS
ful guide, being » too little given to suspecting evU."

" Sit oM « '
i^'S^ ^^z^'T' •"^^•"^y <»verflowed.

But, ohi my lord, henceforth guard thy dear life formy sake.

Her eyes were upon him, her head hack-tflted in her ear-

hS! tTttl^ '««w«ce. .Her re-established faith inhim had blotted fiom her mind all dutt her aunt had
spoken eariier m the interview.

Yerington looked down into her face, his own filed
with a shadow of self^ondemnation to which her faidi
in him had added the last touch.
The duchess noted his sadness and die felt a pang

of conscience. She approached and laid a gende hand
upon his bandaged shoulder.
"Harry." die said, « unless you learn to value my

words more jusdy, the future wUl scarce be widiout ii
jars. You have been abominably used. Not widiout
Jault, but more sinned against than sinning. TU not
gainsay you.^die little maid is yours."

His continued silence awakened a touch of surprised
shyness m the girl he held in his arms. For die first
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mnt the Mi»h crept into her rfi^t. .«j

J^ve cntnitted the AHA t^ « ' * "^*' ^©"W

but uw them." ^ "'*~ »' you would

. wx:i.'^« '^ "^"^ to b. dwp,^ k,

»«riy money. If T k«H . ?L » «»« ©^ long Ime to

*l«.y were whS^ "^ "^ *'»^ *V "W bitter.

Wment held wid^ ftAe^T^* ' ""'""'.»'' *^"-

•t«fc «d u^ for W, SLn^.>^
rocb of hi. hi.«„y

their nakedn^ ' "^""""d «wl » reed in ,11
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«J«2*doo, to Ondhn hn aquhrer and agloir.
I know, I know,- ihc whiipercd easeriy, *' wt ihdl

•» 00 toftchcr, ]fov and L 111 thut it aU with

"^XfJ^J!^ W on^ao. hi«. H.

" Mjr lofe, njr Iof«,- he whiipeKd bnkenly.A thowand hopct and proniin nuhod to hit Upat
out he could not utter then.
He oottld only bold her doie.
A jealoui pang ihot through the duchew. She turned

•nd met Captain ElUof. kindly, penetrating gaaTiSm» responded to it with « braire mile, though her eyea
were mout.

iJ!I?7 *?** "^ ^ Capuin." the laid. "We'd
btot fiid employnjent for oumlvefc What of thii Lady
Caroline, coding her hcek in your chariot ? I've little
tove for her, but ihe has done ut a good turn at lart.
t&e nunx; it • ill courtesy to leave her longer."

Captain Kliot became pretematuraUy grave;

^J>«Kmr,» he toid. "thi. Lady*^ Caroline haswyt of her own. and *tit like ihe it whiiked away like

W wS^J^^"^
in the tale, now that the hat waved

•|I^l»^a^^
She

ii too careful of her reputatton."
She could not retiit the thrust

^^^ El>«*t permitted himself the luxury of •

^But she had her robe of invisibility with her," he

Somethfcg in his tone roused his hearer's suspicions.

-•i.:^ ^"^ T^ ^ "•y*" ^ questioned sharply,
"that she never had been there?"
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?»ck dii. time. M.rk ywTHLvT^^' ^*" •"«




