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10 PROGRESS, SATURDAY, MAY 20 1899, 

WASSNAANAS SSMAAAT NAS ASSAS 

The Mystery of 
Redcliffe Manor. 

WASNT NAS NAS SANS ASS SINAN ASN 
By the Auttor of “Married, But Not Mated,” “A Woman of the World," ete. 

CHAPTER IL. 

WITHOUT A CHARACTER. 

Charing Cross Station at night, with its 
bustling throng of pessergers burrving on 
their oifferent ways, its dia of treflic, and 
the rattle of cabs; above the blue electric 
light pouring 1ts glare on the busy scene. 
A womsn stood under the illuminated 

clock, waiting, #s so many have done be- 
fore her—for what ? 

She scarcely knew herself. 
She was not going to travel anywhere, 

she expected no friend presently to hurry 
up to her out of the moving crowd, with 
kindly greeting. 

Alone, without a pency in the world. 
This thought dimly shaped itself in Ad- 

ela’s Deane’s mind. 
Since the morning the had wandered ‘ar, 
She bad not tasted ocd tor many hours, 

having spent her last penny on a stale roll 
at a small coffee-shop. 
At last, finding herself opposite to the 

brilliantly-lighted portal of the great sta- 
tion, she went in mechanically. : 
The waiting rooms were crowded, and to 

her morbid fancy it seemed that more than 
one curious glance fcllcwed her. 

It might well have been so, for, in spite 
ot the unnatural pallor caused by trouble 
and privation, Adela Deane was a remark- 
ably beautiful women 

She wore a nurse’s uniform of silver- 
grey, with long cloak, close-fitting bonnet, 
and veil thrown back. 

It was shabby, but scrupulously neat 
and clean, and the sott, straight olds of the 
plain gown suited the graceiul, queen-like 
figure of the girl who wore it as nothing 
else would have done. 
Her features were slightly austere in their 

clarsical moulding ; but the hazel eyes, un- 
der the level black brows, shone clear and 
steadfast. 
Her lips closed firmly, and had a slight 

downward droop at the corners, betoken- 
ing them strangers to mirth. 
A fine, strong tace—one that bad looked 

upon death and sorrow, and gauged the 
mystery of life to its core. 

She was desperately hungry, faint and 
dazed. 
The madness of despair seiz>d her. 
‘What shall I do? I cannct stay here 

all night. But where cin I find shelter ? 
The river—no pain—a cold, shuddering 
plunge, and all would be over. But it is 
cruel—hard ; I am yourg, strong, full of 
energy and li'e. Could 1 but get work— 
but, no, it is useless; no one will employ 
a woman without a friend —without a char- 
acter’—bitterly. ‘God alone knows I sm 
innocent; He will forgive me for ending 
this torture.’ 

She was slowly moving away, when a 
hand was suddenly laid on her arm. 

‘You are punctual nurse; tbat is well. 
But I have kept you waiting, I am afraid. 
I was detained on business, and now I 
have an appointment for which I fear I shall 
be late. Will you come back with me 
to Gardner’s Hotel ? 1 have a cab, aad 
we csn talk on the way.’ 
The tpeaker was a tall, dark men of 

about fifty, with powerful, rugged features 
and strange, deeply set black eyes. 
He bent them on Adela’s face and scrut- 

inised it cloeely. 
‘Yor will do I think," be said quietly, 

lighting a cigarette. ‘I am late, as I have 
said, and cannot wait to sce the other two 
applicants. They are not here,” glancing 
round. ‘Good—that is enough. I bate 
unpur c'ual people, and will write te-mor- 
row to decline their services. Here comes 
the cab.’ 
“You are mistaken, indeed,’ Adela began ; 

but her attempt at explanation was lost in 
the roar and rattle of the traffic around 
them. 
‘Gt in! What are you waiting for?’ 

the stranger said, peremptorily. 
She obeyed, as in a dream. 
Indeed, as she learned later, those who 

disobeyed Dr. Barrington generally did it 
to their bitter cost. 
And sudderly a strange idea shot through 

her brain, sending the blood to her pale 
cheeks. 

This man was evidently a doctor. 
Hospital trained, Adela recognized the 

‘professional’ cut ot his clothes, bis keenly- 
observant eye, and the manners of one 
accustomed to control and command. 
He wanted a nurse—why should she not, 

at least, try for the posi? 
Fate played into her hands 
‘Hear m+! she insisted, as the cab turn- 

ed into a quiet thoroughtare and at last 
she could make herselt heard, ‘I know of 
no advertisement—I have never seen you 
in my life betore. But I want work—oh! 
so badly,” with a sob in her voice. ‘For 
the love of Heaven save me from starva- 
tion. Iam quite alore in the world, and 
have been cruelly wronged.’ 

Paul Barrington was about to order the 
cab to stop. He was angry with himself 
for making a blunder, and wasting preci- 
ous time, and had intended to put Adela 
out on tke pavement without further delay, 
and drive on, but at her last words he 
paused. 

‘I made a stupid mistake ; but, after all, 
that 1s not your fault. Perbaps I can help 
you, if you tell me vour story.’ he said, 
again fixing ber with a searching gaze. 

‘It is commonplace enough—the story 
of many, who, like myself, are among the 
flotsam and jetsam of this great cruel city. 
My name it Deare. My parents died when 
1 was quite young, leaving me unprcvided 
for, save the slender sum which paid for 
my training ¢8 a nu s3—a career chose 
for love of the work. 

‘I was successfu', for my heart and soul 
were in it. In time I was 1 oticed, promot- 
od; at last, I was sent to nurse an import- 

ant case in the country—an old lady, rich, 
halt-crazy. Her maid, Martka Slater, was 
jealous of the it fluence I gained over her 
—a gold bracelet was missing, and this 
woman produced it, one day, saying that 
it had been found in my room." 

‘I tried to vindicate myselt in vain, and 
I was dismissed from the Institute I work- 
ed for, for my late employer was a valu- 
able client, whom it would be imprudent 
to offend. 1 have rp2nt all my small sav- 
ings in trying to get work ; this morning 1 
was turned out ot my lodgings, for 1 could 
not pay the week's rent in advance, and I 
have pawned, or sold, my few possessions 
for toods.’ 

Paul Barrington had remained silent 
while Adela was telling ber story. 
He hid a keen knowledge of the world 

—a wondertully clear judgment of men 
and women. 

His piercing gaze read Adela correctly. 
He was certain of the truth ot her nar- 

rative. 
A purpose shaped its-1f in his mind. 
Adela’s face was turned away to hide 

the tears with which her eyes were brim- 
ming over, or the strange expression wbich 
flit ¢1 across the inscrutable countenance 
of the man beside her might have warned 
her thst it was perilous to trust one of 
whom she knew nothing. 
‘You are alone in the world—have abso- 

lutely no friends or relatives in London ?’ 
he said, slowly. 

‘None. I am reserved by nature, and 
do not make friends easily. I was called 
‘the recluse’ at the Institute, for I did not 
care for the other nurses, and associated 
with them as little as possible’—with a sad 
smile. ‘Perhasit would have been better 
for me now had I taken more pains to con- 
cihate them. But it is useless to regret 
the past.’ 

‘Useless to regret it, indeed ! Rather 
bury it, and begin a new life from to-day. 
I think I can belp you. But here is Gard: 
nei’s Hotel. We will talk no more, bow- 
ever, till you have bad something to eat 
Ob ! you need have no scruple,’ with quick 
interpretation of Adela’s shrinking g's 
ture. ‘I'bat dress of yours and my valise 
are passports anywhere.’ 
He smiled as he pointed to the smart 

brown portmanteau with the words ‘Paul 
Barrington, M. 1.’ painted in tquare black 
letters on its side. 

Everything about Dr. Barrington bore 
the same sir of spick-an”-spanness. 

His clothes were faultlessly cut. 
His silk hat was lustrous, as if it bad 

only just come out of the tissue-paper 
wrapper, and his well-groomed person 
barmonized with his outer raiment. 

His sleek hair, black #s jet, contrasted 
vividly with the dead whiteness of his 
skin—almost disagreeably so—though he 
was undeviably a handsome man. 
There was one pe:ularity about his fice 

which struck Adela unpleasantly. His 
eyes were narrow, and set somewhat ob- 
liquely, in the manner of an Oriental 
rather than of a European, and this detect 
gave him a furtive expression at times. 
He was apt to look at one from halt- 

closed lids, veiling his own thoughts, while 
some magnetic power compelled others to 
disclose theirs to him. 
But now and then a sudden flash in the 

dark depths of tkose strange orbs spoke of 
stormy passions kept in check—an iron 
will—limitless ambition. 
Adela Deane was too faint and exhaust- 

ed to criticise very keenly the appcarance 
of Paul Barrington. 
He seemed a gentleman, and evidently 

wished to beiriend her. 
His pcsition and her own excused the 

ur conventionality of the situation, and she 
clung to the hope that he wou'd give her 
work—so long vainly sought. 
The waiter brought a steaming pot of 

fragrant tea and some cut lemons up to 
the private sitting room which was Dr. 
Barrington’s, and set them, with dainty 
twisted rolls and golden shells of butter, 
on the table. 

‘Bring something more substantial, 
please, and a small decsnter of brandy. 
This ledy hes had a long journey, and is 
tired and exhausted. Also order another 
room: she will stay here to night, and 
leave with me to-morrow. By-the-by, has 
a gentleman called during my absence ?’ 
queried the doctor. 

‘Yes, sir. Card on mantelpiece. Said 
he would look in later, and ’as written 
something on the back.’ 
The tiny oblong of white pasteboard 

was stuck in the edge of the mirror, and 
the name which it bore had infused & shade 
more of obsequiousness into the waiter’s 
manner. 

‘The Honourable Cosmo Villiers, 
Atherton Towers, Eastbridge.’ 
On the reverse side a few words were 

scribbled. 
‘Will see you later in the evening. You 

may expect a visit from Connie, who is 1n 
town. Be prepared.’ 
The doctor knitted bis brows as he tore 

up the card and threw it away. 
Buried in apparantly unpleasant thought, 

he stood staring into the mirror 
There was a jingle of dithes, and a sa- 

voury smell arose. 
With a start, Dr. Barrington roused 

himself. 
‘Good! Fricasseed chicken and green 

peas, with new potatoes. I'll dine now, 
and keep you company, instead of later. 
Did you ever taste tea made in the Russian 
fashion? NoP I will prepare some tor you, 
and you shall tell me how you like it. A 
dish of brandy will do you no harm. I in- 
sis.'—putting aside her outstretched hand. 
He purposely busied himself with the 

teapot and lemors, while Adels ate almost 
ravenously cf the savoury tood before her. 

The hot tea was like nectar, and the 
brandy in it made her blood course more 
quickly through her veins, sending a glow 
from bead to heel. 
The doctor proceeded with his own 

meal, appearing too busy with it to notice 
her ; but he marked the rich colour return- 
ing to bis guest’s cheeks, the brightness to 
her sunken eyes, with satisfaction. 
Adela littie dreamed that, had he not 

forseen in her a possible instrument and 
aid, be would bave let ber perish in the 
gutter rather than throw her so much as a 
tarthing. 

*Ycu haveindeed been good to me. I feel 
a new creature,’ she raid, at last, when the 
remains of their impromptu meal bad been 
cleared away. 

‘That is all right. Now, to business. I 
will give you work, for which you will be 
paid well, on certain conditions. You may 
not care to eccept them ; if so, the remedy 
is in your own hands,” with an exprestive 
gesture towards the door. ‘Now, listen, 
and do not interrupt me, for time grows 
short,” looking tt his watch. ‘I expect a 
lady any minute, whom I wish you also to 
see. She is a sister of a private patient of 
mine-—for I do not take general practice, 
but have a home for paying guests, we 
will call it, at the seaside, in the North ot 
England. | receive, as inmates, prrsons 
who are not insane in the ful meaning of 
the term, but who sufler from certain forms 
of delusion, rendering it necessary that 
they should be kept under supervision, and 
it requisite, restraint. In short, my es- 
tablishment is a high-class, private asylum, 
though we avoid as much as possible any 
emphasis on the fact.’ 

‘You are married, then?’ queried Adela, 
who had noticed Dr. Barrington’s use of 
the plural pronoun. 

It was a relief to think there would be a 
ladv of the hcu e. 

‘No. My sister, Miss Barrington lives 
with me ; but she is something ot an io- 
valid, and bas nothing to do with the ir- 
mates. | want a sensible, strong-minded 
woman. who bas no nerves or fads, to help 
regulate the household, manage tae ser- 
vants, and keep our guests—we carefully 
avoid calling them patients—in good hum 
cur By the-bye, can you play or sing?’ 

‘Yes, both—a little, | am fond of music, 
but, patural'y, bave not had much time for 
it,” Adela replied. 

‘Good. Outdoor pursuits—tennis, boat- 
wg?’ 

*[ play a fairly good game ofthe former, 
snd row pretty well, [ thik. We lived rear 
the river before my parents died, so I had 
plenty of practice. 
‘Good again. Have you had any exper- 

ience with mental ces-s ?' and last, but 
nct least, are you nervous ?’ 

‘I bave nursed several cases of the kind 
you describe, though, wvaturally, I have 
nad nothing to do with dangerous insanity. 
But I may say I am not in the least ner- 
vous, and [ have never had a day’s illness 
in my life.’ 

Dr. Barrington nodded approvingly. 
‘Just the sort of person I want. Well, 

Nurse Deane—I think you said that was 
your nance ?—I offer you the vacant post 
in my household, at the salary ot a hun- 
dred a year. Yes'—as she looked up, sur- 
prised at the largeness of the sum—‘it is 
high pay; but [ am not a mean man. I 
shall exact ot you a good deal in return— 
tact, discretion, secrecy, obedience to my 
directions, and, even if you think them 
strange, no questioning or argument. 
And, above all, loyalty to my interests, 
abaolute silence as to what you may see 
and hear at Redcliffe Manor. Another 
thing, I give no holidsys. Those who en- 
ter my employment stay in it—until they 
leave for geod.’ 
A peculiarly sinister expression flickered 

on his thin lips; but it was unobserved by 
Adela, as he was pacing the room while 
speaking, and, at the moment, his back 
was turned to her. 

‘You said you bad no one belonging to 
you—no friends with whom you even cor- 
respond ?’ 
The curious insistence in the tone struck 

Adela. 
He had be fore a: ked the question. 
‘Why do you ask me this ?’ she interro- 

gated, vaguely uneasy. 
‘I will be plain with you. My! position, 

with regard to my patients and their friends 
is a delicate one. There is a skeleton in 
the cupboard of many a noble house, and 
were gossip respecting some of those un 
der my roof to reach the outer world, my 
occupation would be gone. There is curi- 
osity afoot at Redcliffe respecting the 
Macor and its inhabitants. Letters might 
be tampered with—intercepted—a thous- 
and things, 

‘You are a handsome woman. If you 
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bad a lover, he might hang about the vil 
lage, or try to visit you. Both these 
tbings I should, naturally, have to { 
forbid. You having no ties is an 
advantage to me—if a misfortune for 
yourselt. Iam frank, as you see; but, re- 
membs r, you are in Bo way bound to azcept 
my offer.’ 
There was silence for a moment or two. 
Then it was broken by Adeiia. 
‘I will take the post, and agree to your 

concitions,’ she raid, quietly. ‘I suppose I 
can leave your service at given notice of 
three months if there is dissatisfaction on 
either side i’ 

‘Oh. yes, of course !' responded Dr. Bar- 
rington, easily. ‘But I do ro! think you 
will be unhappy at Redcliffe Manor. It is 
a luxurious home, and everything is done 
on the principle o! a well regul:t d private 
house. We hive a splendid librsry and 
beautiful garden, beyond which our guests 
are not allowed to go without supervision. 
Bat I will not waste time on details now, 
for, it I mistake not, here is our visitor.’ 

CHAPTER II. 

A MYSTERIOUS LETTER. 

‘Miss Constance Villiers.’ 
The waiter ushered in a tall, slender gir!, 

elegantly dresged in an exquisite gown of 
French mus'in, with picture hat and flow- 
ers to ma ch. 
Sha was not pretty, though her small 

regular features, and the finely pencilled 
eycbrows over her pale blue eyes, gave her 
an indescriable air of high oreeding 

‘Doctor Barrington !'—there was a plead- 
ing melancholy in the low refined voice. ‘I 
heard from Cosmo you were in town, and 
I could not help coming, though, I tear you 
have no good news to give me.’ 
The doctor bowed with courtly grace 

over her hand, as he led her to a seat. 
‘Would 1 could contradict you, Miss 

Villiers,” he sighed, deeply; ‘but, alas! I 
cannot.’ 
There is no change—no shade of im- 

provment ?’ 
A sob chocked the words. 
‘None whatever, I am grieved to say. 

In bodily health, Lord Erccldonne is well ; 
but the fits of depression, the strange de. 
lusions, continue always, in spite of every 
effort to dispel them, ard, 1 fear, there is 
little chance of his recovery. It would be 
wrong to deceive you with false hopes,’ 
grav: ly. 
‘My poor darling Ralph! Oh! Doctor 

Barrington, be mercitul. If you have a 
beart try to soften Cosmo, and say that 1 
may see him. Ile always loved me; per- 
hap+ it would do him good 4 
The tears coursed down Constance Vil- 

liers’ pale cheeks. 
‘I regret to seem unfeeling, but I am 

sure Mr. Villiers isright. Lord Ercidonne 
1s best without visitors. There is no know- 
ing what turn his malady may take—all 
excitement is bad for kim.’ 

‘Ralph would never hurt me, he loves 
me too well,” she moaned. ‘Pray, pray 
let me see him—if but for a few minutes. 
‘My dear young lady it is impossible,’ 

said Dr. Barrington’ with a faint gesture 
of impatience. ‘Why prolong so paintul 
a sutject? Lord Erceldonne 1s well-cared 
for, and, in bis lucid intervals, perfectly 
contented. Your visits might destroy any 
slender charces of his recovery. This 
lady’— pointing to Adela ‘will endorse 
what [ tell ycu. She understands the care 
of such mente] cases as Lord Erceldonne’s 
end is goirg down with me to-morrow, to 
help take conarge of him.’ 
But Constance Villiers hardly seemed 

to hear his last words. 
Her pale face was flushed, ker eves 

shone like blue sparks of fire. 
‘Happy !—well cired tor! I have no 

faith in you !” she cried, she cried scorn- 
fully. ‘You and Cosmo are leagued to- 
gether in wickedness. J do not believe 
Ralph is really mad ; or, if he is, you have 
driven him so by keeping him prisoner and 
separating him from human companion- 
ship I’ 

hen turning to Adela, she cried, as 
she pointed to Paul Barrington— 

‘Beware of that man—he is false—cruel. 
No human heart beats within his breat, 
but one cold as ice. Paul Barrington, if 
tkere is Justice in Heaven you and my broth- 
er Cosmo will one day have to answer tor 
much ; and such mercy as you bave shown 
Ralph will them be your portion!’ 

De. Barrington rang the bell. 
He was very white, and his lips were 

rigidly set, az he turned towards Constance. 
‘You will allow me to see you to your 

carriage?’ he said, calmly, fixing ber with 
the strange gaze Adela was already learn- 
ing to known and dr al. 

Constance Villiers’ sudden flash of spirit 
bad burnt itsely out already, as 1s the case 
with weak, impulsive natures. 

Cold and trembling with the rection, she 
obeyed, as in a dream. 

In a few minutes, Paul came upstairs 
again. 

‘That is the tort of gratitude one gets 
tor guarding other people’s tamily secrets. 
I am sorry you should have heard such a 
tirade—only a sample ot many. One gets 
used to them, fortunately. Lord Ercel- 
donne has been with me some years. 

‘It is a sad story, to long to enter on 
now ; but he is insane, and, I fear, hope- 
lessly so. A great trouble to his family, 
and bis brother, Cosmo Villiers, the heir, 
is anxious to keep the matter from the 
world, for his own and his sister's sake. 
But enough of th's for to-night. I advise 
you to retire to rest. We leave London 
to-morrow by the ten o'clock express for the 
North.’ 

Adela obeyed ; but she felt disturbed and 
excited by the strange events which had 
crowded so thickly upon each other, and 
her temples ached and throbbed. 

for a draught ot cool water. 
Her nurse's instinct forbade her to drink 

from the carafe on the washstand ; but she 
recollected having seen a stone filter on the 
chiffonier in Dr. Barrington’s sitting-room 
and glasses. 

She went downstairs, and was about to 

It was a sultry night, and she longed 

knock, and apologise for her appearance, 

when she heard angry voices within the 
room, the door being slightly ajar. 
The doctor was speaking. 
‘I tell you it is impossible. You do not 

know how strict a watch is kept upon such 
places as mine, and, as it is, I have run 
enormous risks. Do you think I am fool 
enough to put my neck in a halter ?’ No 
vou must be patient tor a whil» longer or 
I give up the whole thing. By-the-by, [ 
bope you bave brought the cheque you 
mr me. My expenses are large 
and——' 
‘My dear fellow. you are like the horse- 

leech,” thickly. ‘Pon my word, it orly 
seems yesterday I gave you five hundred. 
How long is the affair to drag on, eh ?’ 
‘You have been drinking heavily again,’ 

said Paul Barrington, sternly. ‘If you 
keep on in your present way of lite, you 
will kill yourself betore you come into 
your inheritance. I am taking a new wo- 
men down with me—the last one suspected 
and m'ght bave ruined us.’ 
“Good Heavens, Barrington! You 

don’t mean to say you let her go off the 
premises, knowing what would utterly de- 
stroy us both if —— 
The speaker seemed suddenly sobered 

by fear. 
‘You may safely leave tl ose details to 

me,” with a grim laugh. ‘Ihere is no 
need for uneasiness on that score. But 
your mster—I teel rather abxious—at all 
costs, she must be k+pt away.’ 

‘I suppose she treated you to one of 
her tantrums, as usual! A jolly time I 
bave of it, I can assure you. I'll soon 
manage her, though. She can’t go down 
to Redcliffe, for she baser’c a sou except 
what I dole out to her, and I want all the 
coin I can lay hands on jast now,’ cunning- 
ly. 

‘Do not forget our compact—when my 
work is done,’ said Paul Barrington, stern- 
ly. “Your sister isto be my wite—her 
fcrtune by your father’s will, untouched. 
Beware it you make away with a penny of 
it during your guardinsbip.’ 

‘Ou! well. I'll do my best. But you 
cau’ drag a woman to the altar ot this 
nineteenth century. Connie hates you 
like poison. How you will ever induce 
her to marry you passes my comprehen- 
sion.’ 

‘Leave that to me—when the time 
comes.’ 
There was a sinister menrc) in the 

words which caused the listening women to 
shudder. 
A movement in tha room made Adela 

retreat hat ly up the soitly-carpeted stairs; 
but she paused at the landing, and saw Dr. 
Barrington take leave ot Cosmo Villiers. 
The latter wis undersized, mean-look- 

irg man, with white bloated face, and 
furtive, shifty expression. 
Adela Deane sank breathless into a- 

chair, ber praia ia a whirl. 
The floor scemed to give way under her 

eet. 
Was it all a horrible dream? 
Dr. Barrington her benefactor, a crim- 

inal of the blackest cye—lor the conversa- 
tion she had overheard between the two 
men leit no room for doubt that some awful 
piece of wickednees had been planned and 
was being carried out at Radcutfe Manor. 
Her first impulse was to fly—to seek the 

shelter of the streets. which, full of buman 
misery and wickedness were yet safer than 
the unknown perils of the life before her. 
Constance Villers's stranga words had 

filled her with vague misgiving, but she 
had put them down to anxiety and sorrow 
on her brother's account. 
They came back to her now with over- 

whelming force. 
A wild idea came to her, of seeking Miss 

Villiers, and telling her all she had over- 
heard ; but the next moment she saw it 
would be useless. 
The girl was evidently in her brother 

Cosmo’s power, and it might bring terrible 
consejuences upon ber if he knew she had 
discovered his secret. 

Besides, who would take the word of a 
friendlets, destitute woman dismissed with- 
out a character for her last employmeut, 
against that of Paul Barrington? 
She might swear to the conversation she 

bad overbeard between him and Cosmo 
Villiers, tut it would be regarded as mere 
malicious invention, or the fizments of a 
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