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By the Author of *Cast up by the Sea,” “The Fog Woman,’”’ “The Secre
of White Towers,”’ etc.

CONTINUED.

‘He led a very quiet, secluded life. Some
great disapoin ment had turzed him against
the world, and L. a poor little waif, was the
first strangec who had croseed his thres-
hold for many years. He wasa queer,
gruff old 1an ; but, somehow, I never felt
afraid of him, and we soon became fast
friends.

‘He taught me very nearly all I know
He discovered my one talent, and did all
he could to bring it torward. When [ was
eighteen, he sent me to Paris, to study,
and while I was there be died.

‘I expected naught from his death, know-
ing he possessed nothing but an annuity.
However, I found he had saved a few hund-
yods, which was left to me. I tbink tbe
last act of kindress touched me more than

’

Vivian West's voice bad grown slightly
huskey, and a mist blurred his vision.

He leant upon the gate-poste, and gazed
meditatively down the country road.

For a few moments Sir Martin also re-
mained silent, he and bis Maker alone con-
scicus of the thoughts throbbing through
his brein.

At last be laid a trembling hand upon
the young man’s arm, rousing bim from
his reverie.

*In future let me be your friend. Your
story has but added to the interest [felt in
you. Yourlife has been a sad one. I
would like to make the rest of it very dif-
ferent. You remind me of one I knew
long ago—one to whom I did an injury.
For the sake ¢f that person—for my own
sske—let me help you towards the goal
you are trying to reach.’ :

“You sre very good,” Vivian West said,
surprised at Sir Martin’s strange emotion.

And, betore he could say more, the
baronet had wrung his hand, and wished
bim ‘Good-evening.’

Sir Martin walked quickly for some
distance, then suddenly hus speed slacken-
ed.

‘My own son! bhe cried, brokenly.
“Would to Heaven I dared claim him as
such I’ :

It was ttrange how he felt drawn to this
gon of his; strange how deep an affection
bad sprung to lLfe at the meeting with
him.

He felt thenkful and relieved that he
had spcken to him, that he had at last
made a step in the right direction.

All these years be had longed to be
able to make scme reparation for his
gin, end vow at length it bad been granted
bim.

His etep btecame more elastic, his
sboulders iost scmething of their weary
stoop, a new interest had come into his
lite, and, for the time at least, he lost
gight ct of the gruesome horror which was
ever with him.

Cora Rozi¢r, from behind ber winrdow-
curtsin, watched bim come up the drive.

‘Ah, my triend I’ she muviered, softly,
‘the day w.ll come when your secret shail
be mine. You are clever and cunbing,
but so also am [. You fear me alreaay;
your eyes shrick from mine. All the
wtile, you tLink, ‘She knowa—v_vby does
she not epeak ' Ha, ha, monsieur ! you
will learn 1n time: When Ibhave tatbomed
the mystery, then I will speak, and to
scme purpose.’

Untastening the bodice of Ler dress, she
drew out a tolded piece of paper, and
opening it caretully, read it through.

It was the same agreement, & copy of
which Dola Rozier had shown Sir Martin
by the old muil.

‘Vivian West ' Cora ssid, aloud, her
dark brows drawn together. ‘What can
he be to Sir Martin Metherell? If [ can
only trace this Louise Jubb, I shall no all.
This is the key to the mystery. Ah, Sir
Martin ! little do you dream that when you
stole the papers, you dropped this one

recious ¢ ocument.’

She turned it to its hiding-place, her red
lips curling in ap exultant smile.

Cora Rezier wasa born adventuress,
utterly heartless and unprincipled.

Most of her life had been spent amongst
a gang of particularly clever high-class
thieves, who lad a lite of reckless gaiety
snd daring escapades, which lectrified the

ay world of Paris and entirely baffled the
%‘rencb police.

But, clever as they were, they bad lately
had thiogs rather too hot for them, and
bad for the time dispersed, so that Ma-
demoiselle Rozier's present occupation
suited her uncommonly well. 4

Quick-righted and keenwitted, it had
for the time to discover that Sir Martin’s
cslm exposure was feigned, and from the
first she had believed him guilty ot her
mother’s death.

Ste was aware that ber mother had
come to England for the purpose of black-
mailing some person of position. ;

Her instructions hzd been, Keep quiet
till I send for you.

The summons had never come, and
death had sealed her lips for ever, but
she bad left one even more curning and
unscrupulous than herselt to avenge her
murder.

Gilbert, coming upon the terrace, glanc-
ed at Cora’s window. :

They had met the day before, ana he
bad rather taken by her bright, p:quant
manper, eand, fecling a little borea this
evening, he wished the would come and
amuse him. L

Cora, from behind tke curtain saw the
glance and shrugged ber shoulders.

Ah, but you are ugly! she remarked
with great distain. ‘Still you lpt{ be
worth cultivating. Let me see if I can
make you my adorer.’

She twisted ker black hasir into a more
becoming style, twined some lace about
ber head and shoulders, and ran dowfi to
meet G:lbert Metherell.

‘Ah, monsieur " she exclaimed, as if
surprised. ‘But you startled me. Is not
the eveniag superb ?’

‘I was just wishing you would come
out,’ he declared. ‘I was finding my own
society beastly slow.

‘Beastly slow !’ she repeated, with such
a droll accent that he burst out laughing.

*] sbould think you had fcund so, too,’
he said. ‘[ say let us sgree to cheer one
another while you are here.’

‘It may be but for one little day more,’
with an expressive sigh.

*Nonsense !' he returned. Now I bave
coms home, you are going to stay. I am
certain we shall be capital friends.’

‘] invited myself,’ she said, raising her
dark eyes to his. ‘I cannot ask again.
To-morrow, I hear, Lady Metherell is
coming home. She may not l.ke me be-
ing here.’

“Ot course she will lika it,’ he answered.
‘She waa questoning me about you to-day.
I told her you had eyes like—great Scott !
wbat are your eyes like P They are the
finest 1 have ever seen.,

It was true that Lady Metherell bad
been making in%uiea as to what manner
ot girl Madame Rozier’s daughter was.

Since her accident, she had spent many
an hour thinking ot the Frenchwoman
whose sudden and terrible death bad so
completely altered her husband. .

Since that morning, when she had asked
him to explain his strargs acquaintance
with Madame Rozier, she had never men-
tioned her name; but she bad brooded
over it.

For the first time in her lite she was
jealous—jealous of the unknown past in
which she vaicly groped, striving to grasp
something tangible.

She knew that he had married her for
money, and had always thought it more
than probable that at one time te had been
in love with some girl; in fact, she had
heard rumors that chere had been
something between him and a pretty
governess, who was living with his step-
mother at the time ha became engaged to
berselt.

It wss quite possible that Madame Roz-
jer had been the governess; but in Lady
Metherell's eyes, 1t was not possible that
be could have entertained :or her, all these
years, a love so sirong and passionate that
ber death could make him what he had
lately tecome.

She felt there was some cther reason for
it ; some deadly secret which he never in-
tended to divu!ge, but which, nevertheless
she determined to find cu’.

She was keenly anxious to meet Cora
Rozier, who bad so unexpectedly appeared
upon the scene, and on the evening ot the
day on which she returned to Metherell
Court she sent for tke girl.

Cora entered the apartment with down-
cast eyes.

‘Madame desires to tee me ? she said,
timidly.

‘] am anxious to make your acquaint-
ance,” Lady Metherell said, pleasantly.
‘Though I deeply regret the sad circum-
stances which have brought you here.’

‘Ah madame, it is terrible! You knew
my poor mother ?’

‘But slightly. Sir Martin had met her
many years before. Perhaps you knew
him ?

*No, madame—our acquaintance begins
from the night [ arrived here.’

‘But by name, of course—Madame Ros-
ier no doubt, otten mentioned his name ?’

Cora Rozier looked up with an odd little
smile.

Lady Metherell was
she knew.

‘I do not remember her doing so,’ she
said.

There was a short silence.

Then the elder woman began again—

‘[ understand you are quite alone in the
world ?’

*Oui, madame.’

‘Have you any plans for the feature ?’

Cora made an expressive gesture of
helpnesses.

“The shock was so sudden—I was be-
wildered. I begged to remain here a
wkile ; but I encroach no longer.

‘I trust,” Lady Metherall said, ‘that you
will remain with us until you quite settle
on what you wishto do. We are buta
dull party here. Stllldo not suppose
you teel inclined for gaiety at present.’

‘Madame is very good,’ Cora cried,
warmly. ‘I love the peace of this beauti-
tul place. The thought of leaving so soon
bad rendered me very sad.’

She bad had no intention of leaving, but
bad not expected to gain her desire quite
8o easily.

An invitation for an unlimited time was
the very thing she waated.

She went up to her room and laughed
aloud.

“What a fool she isI' she cried. ‘Dieu,
what afool! Isit possible she knows
nothing ? Ah, weil, I shall scon find out?

Sir Martin, cominginto the drawing-
room, found his wife lving on the sofa.

He was intensely glad to have her back
—the loneliness has been awful.

He drew a chair near the couch.

‘] bave missed you terribly,’ he said.

‘You had Mademoicelle Rczier to keep
you company,’ she replied,

The shadow on his face deepened.

‘She had Ler rooms,’ ha said. ‘I have
scarcely seen her.’

My dear Martin,’ she exclaimed, in lan-
guid surprise, ‘your bebaviour is 0 extra-

sounding her

ordmmary! The daughter of an old friend
comes to you, and you leave her to enter-
tain herself.’

‘How could I entertain a girl like that ?’
be expostulated. ‘As you were abeent,
the srrangement did not strike me as
peculiar.’

*To mas it appears decidedly so,’ she re-
sponded, watching him through her light
eye-lashes. ‘Madame Rozier was treated
as an honoured guest—I may say, forced
into my house, since you insisted upon her
romaining agaiost my wishes ; but, when
the daughter comes, she is treated like a
lady's maid, or governess, and——'

*My dear Clira,’ he interrupted, hastily
rising, ‘the whole subject is painful to me.
I beg you will not speak of it again. Imade
Mademoiselle Rczier as welcome as I
could under the circumstances. I under-
stand, from Gilbert, she is leaving to-mor-
row.’

The thought of ber departure had been
such an immense relief that bhis wife’s next
words fairly staggered him.

‘I have asked her to remain ’

‘You!—you have saked her! When?—
why P’

*My dear Martin,’ Lady Metherell ex-
claimed, with a slight, uopleasant laugh,
‘you are reslly growing quite tragic. Ie
there any reason why I should not have in
vited Mademoiselle Rozier to stay here ?’

He bad recovered his equanimity.

‘Noreason that I know ot,” he replied,
‘except that she is young and good-looking
and Gilbert, as you know, is susceptible.’

*You forget he is engaged, and very much
in love. He may flrt with this little
French girl to pass the time : but—’

‘Great Heavens! I trust there will be
none of tbe folly!' Sir Martin ejaculated.
Those flirtations too often form an en-
‘ans lament which lasts & man his lifetime.’

‘Patience—I shall learn the truth in
time,” Ladv Metherell said to herself, as
the husband quitted the room.

She had no notion as to how very near
she had been to learning it that evening.

For, as Sir Martin had stood beside her,
there had come upon hima great longing
to tell her all, to bide notbing from her, to
keeel by her couch and crave her torgive-
ness and her help.

The burden of his secret was]] heavier
than he could bear, and one gentle look,
one kindly word spoken at that moment,
would have won it from him; but he had
been met with & hsalf-contemptuous colc-
ness, which had frozen him to silence.

He telt ttece was no pity, no sympathy,
to be won from her, so he left her, and
fought out the bitterness alone.

Her words bad raised the old aching,
despeiring memories which his meeting
with Vivian West had for the time lulled.

He went out into the quiet, moon lit
evenings and seeking his favourite and
most sequestered part of the grounds,
paced the level path trom end to end.

A host ot ghastly recollections had
driven torth all pleasant thought ; added to
which was the barassing knowledge that,
for some tim: to come, he would have to
me¢t and converse d«:ly with Cora Rozier.

Hithert> he bad managed to avoid ber,
meeting her but rarely, aod then only
sperding but a few moments in her society.

He feared her,

Her dark, watchful eyes struck terror to
his very soul.

He felt that she knew the ghastly secret
of his lite.

After that first night she had never sgain
spcken directly of the murder, neither had
she mentioned the thelt ot the pspers.

It was her strange silence which made
him fe:] that in her he hed a deadly enemy.

As he walked to and fro, sometimes
muttering aloud, sometimes clenching
teeth and bands in an agony of remoree,
there grew upon him tbe uncomfortable
eensation that he was not alone.

He looked from right to left, peering
into the shadows, then stood and listened—
all was quite still.

He moved on again; but the feeling
that he was being watched kept with bim.

Itbecame untearable at length, and he
returned to the house.

As he reached the steps leading to the
terrace, he looked back.

The beautilul gardens lay bathed in
moonlight, and, as he looked, a figure came
from a belt ot trees, and ran across the
lawn, as it intending to reach the house
from another direction.

He was determined to know who 1t was,
and, keeping well in the shade, hastily
made his way to another entrance, and
waited.

A minute or so later, a small, slim
figure came switily over the grass.

It was Cora Rozier.

a DISAPPEARED!

. Kidney Pains All Gone.
1 What Did It?
| Doan’s Kidney Pills.
" How Do You Know?
A Kingston Man Says So.

Mr. W. J. Pappa, 112 Barrie St., Kinge
ston, Ont., writes as follows : *‘‘Having
been troubled with kidney disease for
years, and not having received uln{vl
manent relief until I used Doan’s Kidney
Pills, I take great pleasure in letting
others similarly afflicted know of the
wonderful curative properties possessed
by Doan's Pills. Before taking them I
was troubled at night by having to rise,
but can now sleep, and do not feel weary
in the morning. I hope that this may
induce other sufferers from kidney or
urinary troubles to give Doan’s Kidney
Pills a faithful trial, for 1 know that no
other remedy could have acted so well
as they did in my case.”

Doan’s Kidne¥x Pills are the only sure cure
for Backache, Bright's Disease, Diabetes,
Dropsy, and all Kidney and Urinary troubles.
Price soc., all druggists. The Doan Kidne
Pill Co., ’foronto. nt. Ask for Doan’s

E refuse all others. ¥ i
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She was passing him, when she became
aware of his presence.

« ‘Ah, monsieur !’ she said. with a scarcely
perceptitle start, ‘is it you P’

‘You have been enjoying a lonely stroll,’
he said.

*And you also,’ she replied.

‘It [ am not mistaken, mademoiselle,
vou were in the yew walk a short time ago.
Were Jou hiding ?*

‘Hiding! Whst reason should I hide
for?’

*That is what I cannot understand. You
were there, you saw me there, yet you kept
silent.”

‘Monsieur was wrapped in thought. I
did not like to disturo him. Monsieur
walked with his hands lke this'—clenching
her own small hands—‘and sometimes he
said, aloud, ‘My God !—my God !’ I felt
monsieur’s thoughts must, indeed, be
terrible. I sat quite still—I did not move.’

‘And wby ?’ pe asked, harshly.

‘I, also, was thinking, monsieur. Bon
soir.’

‘One moment, mademoiselle,’ he said,
tollowing her into the house. ‘Let me tell
you how glad I am you have decided to re-
main & while longer with us.’

She looked up at him with a curious
smile.

*Monsicur is—glad ?°’

The sound of an opening door caused
them both to glance round.

It was Gilbert, looking unutterably
bored.

His face brightened a little on seeing
Cora.

‘I have been asking everyone, ‘Have
you seen her?’ he declared, sauntering
across the hall, with his hands in his
pockets. It is rather too bad of you, dad,
to monopolise the only amusement on the
premises. It is my turn now, and, I warn
you, if I am Jeft longer to my own
diversions, I shall end by going me'ancholy
mad, and plunging a dagger into my man-
ly breast.’

Cora gave a shrill little laugh of delight.

‘How droll you are !’ she cried.

‘Never felt more serious in my life,” he
returned. ‘I have selected the very article
—a nice, sharp hittle instrument. Hulloa,
father ! where has that old degger gone?’

Sir Martin was in the act of opening his
study door.

He paused.

The dreaded question had come at last !

‘Dagger I' Sir Martin repeated, spoak-
ing with an effort. ‘What dagger ?

Why, that queer old thing that always
hung bere,’ Gilvert explained pointing to
the wall, ‘It was accidently knocked down,
and slightly damaged,” Sir Martin said,
without lookiag round. ‘I have sent it
away to be mended.’

He went into his room then, his face
drawn with the horror of that awful mo-
ment.

‘It must of been a pretty rough knock-
down,’ Gilbert remarked to Cora Rozier.

‘It sounds as it the old dad had been
dining, not wisely, but to well, and had
kicked the things about.’

He laughed st his own wit, which was
always ot the very poorest description.

‘Was it a real dagger ?’ Cora asked.

A bright spot of colour was burning in
each of ber cheeke, her black eyes flashed
with €zci‘ement.

‘Raal I’ Gilbert echoed, lighting a cig-
arotte. ‘I should think it was! One of
our ancestors was murdered with it—that
cld chep up there, in the huge rufile.’

Cora thoughttully regarded the picture.

*That was long ago,’ she said. ‘I sup-
pose 1t is quite blunt and rusty now.’

*Quite snarp enough to run through any-
one. This old girl’—pointing to another
pertrait—‘was my great-grandmother.’

‘Old girl! 'That1s not respectful, Mon-
gicur Gilbert. With you it’s old everyone.
Am I ‘old girl,’ too ?’

*You are the prettiest little witch I have
ever seen.’

‘I heard, to-day,” Cora said, casting
down her eyes, ‘that in a little while you
will marry a charming English miss.’

‘Who told you that ?’

‘Does that matter ? I want to hear some-
thing ot her. Come, sit here, and tell me.’

She seated bersclt on an old oak bench,
and patted the place beside her.

Gilbert found her ways irresistitls, and
soothed his conscience with the thought
that Shirley had treated him very badly,
by leaving Coddington directly he re-
turned, with scarcely a word of farewell.

‘Well,” said Cora, with a little »igh,
‘she is beautiful, of course P’

‘You bet she isn’t exactly plain,’ he re-
turned.

*And you adore her ?’

*Don’t know that I do.’

Gilbert did not believe in owning to any
girl that he loved another.

‘But she, of course, adores you?’

‘What makes you think that?’ with a
conceited smile. ‘Do you fancy you could
manage it ?’

‘Oh, what a question to ask poor little
me ! What can I say but ‘No’?’

‘[ should like you to say ‘Yes.’

Cora pensively surveyed the tip ot her
tiny shoe.

‘I do not intend to say it, raonsieur,’ she
said, archbly.

‘Supposing I makeyou P’ He laughed,
taking hold of her bands. ‘I shall keep
you prisoner until you do say it.’

*I will call Sir in.’

‘I don’t mind if you do.’

‘I am quite afraid of him,’ she said,
opening wide her eyes. ‘He is so grave,
so quiet—he is as it he had some great
sorrow.’

‘Don’t know what it can be, then.
Seriously, though, the poor old dad bas
only been like this lately—since—
since—’

He had been going to say ‘since the
murder,’ but pulled himselt up in time.

Cora calmly finished she sentence for
him—

+Since my mother was so cruelly killed.
Ah, what would 1 not give to find the cow-
ardly assasein !’

"llhoro is no chance of anyone do::g
that now,’ Gilbert said, knocking the
from his cigarette.

‘Do not be too sure,’ the girl said, em-

phatically.
where orhers failed.’
‘You!” He stsred at her in astonish~

ment. ‘A wee thing like you !’ 1

‘I intend to try. Only do no not l?‘k‘
ou

of it to others they will ridicule me.
I know will help :n.’ y

*‘Bv Jove ! yes—it I could.’

*We’ll commence now. Te!l me all that
happened, from beginning to end.’

‘Oh no don't ask that ! he cried. ‘I
say it is all to gruesome to repeat. Il
give me the blues. I really can't.’

But Cora had her way, and, bit by bit,
gathered all the details of the t \£
till warming to his eubject, he tslked on
and on, unconscious that almost every
word he uttered was strengthening his lis-
tener's; conviction that his own father was
g =B g

tte s, whils having a quiet smoke
with Sir Martin, he nen?iongd the girl's
keen curiosity and anxiety to learn every
trivial circumetance connected with her
mother’s murder.

_‘She had an ides,’ Sir Martin said, snip-
ping off the end of his cigar, ‘that she may
be able to trace the murderer.’

‘Oh ! she told you so, did she ?’ Gilbert
:xcl’aimed. ‘She has invited me to assist

er.

‘In what way P’

‘By telling her every blessed thing that
occurred during that awful time.’

‘Take my advice’, the elder man said,
gravely. ‘Say as little as possible. If
clever men bave failed over the affair, what
can & bit ota girl like that do, beyond
throwing suspicion upon innocent persone?’

‘I have already told her all there is to
tell,’ Gilbert said, unconcernedly. ‘She is
an awfully fetching little creature.’

‘Don’t forget, my boy, that you are
pledged tothe of one best little girls in the
world, Sir Martin replied.

Gilbert got up and yawned.

‘I am going to turn in,’ he said. ‘Good-
night.’

CHAPTER XIII.

It was October.

Dank and drear were the marshes; grey
and wild the sea.

Few changes had taken place in Codding-
ton since summer.

The greatest event bhad been Madge
Loraine’s wedding.

An account of it, with her portrait, had
appeared io the society papers.

It bad been a very fashionable affsir. a
great many titled people had been present,
am} everything had been done in grand
style.

The bride had looked lovely in white
brocade.

There wzs scarcely a girl present who
did not envy her.

Shirley, who was chief bridesmaid, was
looking pale and tired.

People said she was beginning to lose
her good looks.

Mrs. Loraine's explanation was that the
dear child had been baving too much
gayiety end that she, Mrs. Loraine, in-
tended taking her away for a quiet change.

They went into Dcvonshire, and stay-
ed with an old school friend ot Mrs. Lor-
asine’s a lady who had married a meek and
mild parsen.

It was certainly a very quiet change.

Shirley sometimes felt the dull monotony
of those days would drive her mad.

She spent long hours #lone, wandering
abo: t the country, thinking always ot one
person, longing always for the sight ot one
tace.

She hated herself for being too weak
and cowardly to acknowledge her love for
him, and she writhed beneath the ttought
of the contempt he must now feel for her.

Poor Shirley, that was a wretched time !

It was as it a great cloud bad suddenly
arisen and obhscured all the brightness of
her life.

‘I can’t think what has come to you!
Mrs. Lorsine remarked one day, in tones
of keen vexation.

*[ am very sorry,’ Shirley meekly replied-
‘But this place is rather depressing.’

She was standing by. the window in the
long, narrow drawing-room.

It was a wet day the rain had never
ceased pouring from the gloomy sky, &
loose trail ot creeper tapped objectedly
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SICK HEADACHE

Positively cured by these
Little Pills.

‘They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia,
Indigestion and Too Hearty Ealing. A per-
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausca, Drowsis
ness, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable,

Small Pill. Small Dose

» (-3
4 Small Price. -
Substitution
the fraud of the day.

See you get Carter’s,

Ask for Carter’s,

Insist and demand
Carter's Little Liver Pills.

I may be able to succeed




