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been thrown, Heaven alone knows what 

the result might have been. Had I failed 

to catch you in passing—but I m to 

you. The relief and joy of that know- 
P| must be my excuse, if my manner 

displeased you.’ 
“You bave saved my life," she said, lean- 

a gate, for she was still trembling. 
I t to utter nothing but thanks.’ 

“There is no need for thanks,’ he return- 

ed. ‘I saved what is immeasurably prec 
ious te myself.’ 
She flushed and moved uneasily. 
He tethered the horses toa post, then 

came and stood beside her. 
“The gras: is quite dry,’ he said. ‘Come 

and sit down until you have got over your 
aght. Poor child I’ 

e opened the gate. 
There was a grassy bank on the other 

side of the hedge. 
A sweetbriar grew close by. 
Madge gathered a leaf as she sat down, 

and daintily eniffed it. 
Lord Carsborough seated himself a short 

distanee from her, and, gazing thoughtfully 
before him, twirled his moustache. 

The birds were twittering all around 

them, the chirping of grasshoppers came 
from the long meadow grasses. 
They sat in silence for some moments, 

then Lord Carsborough said, still looking 
straight ahead — 

‘Do you intend to be angry with me 

every time you catch a glimpse of the inner 

man ?’ 
‘I do not understand you.’ 
His moustache went up each side . of his 

face in a smile. 
‘Lady Ayerst does not always care to 

understand.’ Then he turned and looked 
at her. ‘Is my love so distasteful to you, 

that every time I let you see it you shrink 

from me ? Is it impossible for you to think 

more kindly of me ? Impossible tor you to 

goin some little gladness from my love? 
t is real and true enough to please the 

most exacting woman that everlived. Yet 

I believe you would rather be without it. 

You were happier before, were you not ’ 
He was leaning on his elbow, looking up 

into her face, which flushed and paled be- 
neath his gaze. 

‘Yes, I was happier before,” she answer- 
ed. ‘Much, much happier before.’ 
‘Why 
‘Surely you know why! Am I not mar- 

ried ? How can I, as the wife of one man, 

listen to the love of another P’ 
“Yov are aware of my opinions on that 

subject.’ 
‘But they are not my opinions—they are 

not the opinions of the world ’ 
‘I think you make a mistake there. 

How many women love their husbands, 
think you ? Most marriages are matters of 

convenience; but do you, in your inno- 

cence, imagine that either the man or the 

woman goes through life without lova P 

It comes, sooner or later, to all, and the 

wise lay hold of it. It is only the foolish 
who cast it aside—the toolish women, like 

yonrself.’ 
He stretched out his band, and laid it 

gently upon hers. 
‘Do you insist upon casting mine aside— 

shall I go away ?’ 
He felt the start she gave at his words. 

«Can we not be friends ?’ she said, after a 

slight pause. ‘You said you wished to be 
my friend ?’ 

‘I did ; but it does not content me. I 

want to be your lover also—the one per- 

son you will turn to in every trouble, the 

one person you will care for beyond any 

other.’ 
She shook her head. 
‘You are not indifierent to me now,’ he 

ersisted, ‘A love so strong as mine must, 

in time, win some return. You are very 

proud and very cold ; but, right or wrong, 

willing or unwilling, you will love me 1n 

the end.’ 
She felt that what he said was true, that 

already he was more to her than any man 

she had ever known. 
She would not acknowledge to herself 

the strange pleasure ahs fclt when his deep, 
quiet voice spoke of his great devotion for 

her. 
She was angry with herself, angry with 

him, happy and miserable all in a breath. 

Perhaps his shrewd eyes saw the hold he 

was gaining on her, for when she laughed 

mockingly at what he said, he merely 

smiled. 
“The day will come,’ he declared, with 

conviction. 
She laughed again. 
« Man proposes,’ ’ she quoted. ‘You 

are looking to far abead, Lord Carsbor- 

ough. Let us talk of something more 
reasonable.’ 

‘As you will,’ he replied. ‘Will this 

please you better, a small offering from 

your humble slave to this dear hand ¥’ 
Taking a small case from bis pocket, he 

opened it. 
It contained a beautiful ring, a great 

blood-red ruby, set in exquisite diamonds. 
“You will wear it for my sake, will you 

not 
‘] cannot,’ she exclaimed, ‘Everyone 

would notice it. It is far to valuable for 

me to accept from you.’ 
‘My dear timid woman, what if everyone 

does notice it? May I not make you some 

small return tor all your hospitality ? Sir 

Henry, I am certain, will make no objsc- 
tion. 

d 
& For answer. he drew off her glove and 

‘But, indeed, I cannot,’ she expostulat- 

Ji the ring upon her finger. 
‘Be kind,’ he said, ‘and wear it for my 

sake.’ 
‘] cannot promise to keep it,’ she answer- 

ed. ‘It is a beautiful ring. It is kind of you to 

wish to give it me. Had it been anything 
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else—~ but a ring—a ring seems to mean 
more than any other present.’ 
She spoke in a confused, nervous man- 

ner, quite different from her usual calm 

A wirm bright color glowed in her 
cheeks. 

“That is why I give you ore,’ he said. 

«And that is why I do not wish to ac- 

cept it,’ she returned. 
She stood up as she spoke. 
He also rose. 
«One would think,’ he cried, reproachtul- 

ly, ‘I was some devil you were afraid of. 

What barm do you imagine I wish to do 

you ? Don’t you think your good name is 

as dear to me as it is to you ? Cannot you 
trust me P’ 

‘I do,’ she declared. ‘It is not that— 

indeed it is not.’ 
“Then what is it ?’ 
She looked up at the stern, fierce face, 

almost piteously. 
‘You make me feel so weak,” she said, 

ag if the truth were being drawn from her 

by those bright, searching eyes. ‘My 

will melts beneath yours. It is awful, 

awful to have to confess all this. But I 

feel it can go on no longer. I am always 

fighting with my own feelings—with my- 
self. Itis taking all the pleasure out of 

my life. I own to you now that I might 

have been bappier than I am. I did not 

know it until—until—until—I met you.’ 

Her voice had sunk to a whisper. 

She had always been so proud, she felt 

that the shame was killing her. 
He took her hands, holding them closely 

in his own. 
‘Fight no longer,” he pleaded. ‘Let 

me make you bappy.’ 
She shook her head. 
‘No, no; it cannot be. I want you to 

be mercitul. I want you to go away.’ 
‘To leave you ?’ 
‘Yes.’ 
“You are cruel.’ 
“To you, or to myselt ?’ with a bitter 

little laugh. 
“To both,’ he said. ‘Do you think you 

will be happier without me ¥’ 
‘I hope #0,’ she replied. 

He let go of her hands, walked away 2 

few steps, and then came back to her. 

‘For how long am I to be banished from 

your presence ?’ 
She made a little helpless gesture. 

‘How can I tell e must meet some- 

times— it cannot be avoided.’ 
‘And on these occasions I may be per- 

mitted to make a few pleasant and pelite 

remarks to you’ 
“That would be wiser and better,” she 

said, ‘than—than ! 
*Than my telling you how I wership you 

—how dear you are tome. I am to go 

away and forget you. To think no more 

of vou than I do of any other woman; 

while you—well you will have your ad- 

mirers and your husband. May they sat- 

isfy you. You shall try the experiment. 

I will carry out your wishes to the letter, 

on condition that you keep my ring. When 

you repent—and I fancy you will repent 

—you send it to me, and I will come. Do 

you feel equal to riding home now ? 

He belped her into the raddle, carefully 

arrainged her habit, and mounting bis 

own horse, rode beside her, talking calm- 

ly and easily on ordinary topics, till she 

wondered if, indeed, he cared at all, and 

in spite of herself, felt piqued by his ready 

acquiercence in her wish that he should 

leave her. 
Lord Carsborodgh knew Madge, per- 

haps, better than she new herself, 

e understood exactly how to treat her. 

From the first he bad thought her the 

most beautiful woman he had ever met, 

and bemg utterly unscrupulous, had de- 

termined to win her. 
He had imagined the task would be an 

easy one, but he prized her all the more 

for so persistently keeping out of his reach. 

It geve an added zest to the game, and 

strengthened his determination to to gan 

his desire. 

In fact, Lord Carsborough was as much 

in love as he had ever been in his life, more 

so, he thought. 

But such men are spt to believe the last 

affair more szrious than any other. 

That morning be felt success was bis. 

She had admitted tbat she cared, she 

had begged him to go because she teared 

him. 

He intended to go, to let her feel the 

want of his presence, to let her miss him, 

and then—he laughed aloud with exula- 

tion. : 

Madge, who saw not the workings of his 

mind, imagined some remark of hers had 

amused him. 
He did not, as a rule, laugh so easily. 

As they reached the gates of Royal 

Heath, he said— 
‘Shall you tell your husband you have 

sent me away ?’ 
Sne glanced at him quickly. 

‘If I tell him that, I must also tell him 

why.’ 
“That would be unnecessarily foolish,’ 

he said. ‘I will arrange that one of the 

numerous telegrams I receive shall contain 

an urgent demand for my presence in 

town.’ 
Thank you,’ she ssid, in tones of relief. 

‘I shall not forget your kindness.’ 

Oddly enough, two telegrams were 

awaiting Lord Careborough, both relating 

merely to business matters. 

He showed them to her, saying, with a 

grim smile— 
“These will suit our purpose. I shall 

bid farewell this afternoon.’ 

It was at lunch be made bis sudden de- 

parture known. 
-I shall bave to trouble you, Ayerst,” be 

said, unfolding bis serviette, ‘to drive me 

to the station to-day. I am wanted in 

town. and must go?’ : 

‘Unfortunately, yes. It is duty, not 

pleasure, that calls me from the delights of 

Royal Heath’ ; 

‘What day do you return on? ‘Sir 

Henry inquired, tossing off a long driak. 

‘My dear fellow, I wish it lay in my 

wer to name the y day.’ 

Po Let us hope it ge be soon,’ Lady 

Ayerst said, sweetly. ‘Iam indeed, sorry 

to hear you must really leave us. Cannot 
you 2 off the evil moment for a few days?’ 

‘Circumstance, over which I have no 
control, render it impossible,’ he respond- 

ed. ‘1 would that it were otherwise. 
‘And when you return, Lord Cars- 

borough,’ Lady Gildare exclaimed, ‘I shall 
no longer be here.’ 

Lord Carsborough was not at all sure if 
by ‘here’ she meant Royal Heath, or the 

world in general ; but he made a suitable 
and gallant reply, which quite pleased her 
ladyship, and put her in a good temper for 
the remainder of the day. 
Madge was entertaining some callers 

when he came in to bid her good-bye. 
He stayed chatting for a moment or so, 

sill Sir Henry, who was going to drive him, 

sent a message to the effect that they had 

— time to do the distance in. 
‘What a charming young man ! one of 

Madge’s lady friends declared when he had 

gone. ‘I consider him perfectly fascinat- 

ing.’ 
‘He is very gpd Lady Ayerst 

acknowledged. ‘He is my husbands par- 

ticular friend.’ 
When they had departed, and she was 

alone for a few minutes, she said to her- 

self, whispering her thoughts aloud— 

‘I am glad he has gone—very, very glad. 

I don’t care an atom for him, really; but’ 

—she glanced down at the ring he had 

placed upon her finger, half drew it off, 

then pushed it back again, and sighed— 

he we to be at the station now,’ she 

thought, glancing at the clock. 

Another three minutes and the train 

would of started. 
What if they lost it, and he came back P 
She almost uttered a prayer that he 

might not do so; yet, when Sir Henry 

came back alone, she felt disappointed. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

Dorrien was feeling in an unpleasant 

state of nervous excitement. 

He started every time anyone entered 

the room. 
He expected every moment to hear that 

Cora Rozier was missing, or that her body 

had been found. 
But no oue mentioned her name. 

He was anxious to quit Coddington, yet 

felt it was impossible to do so while things 

remained in this condition. 
A horrible fascination compelled him to 

wait and witness the end ot his ghastly 

deed. 
When the third morning dawned, he 

rose with the conviction that another day 

could not pass without something coming 

to light. 
He was quite prepared, on going down- 

stairs to find commotion and consternation 

but to his astonishment, all appeared the 

same as usual. 
Gilbert had a headache, and looked dis- 

sipated. He had taken more than was 

good for him the night before and was now 

payiog the penaliy, 
Sir Martin did not appear. 

For the last day or so he had kept his 

own room, on the pretext of a touch of in- 

fluenza. 
As Dorrien seated himself at the table, 

he glanced at the two servants who were 

waiting. 
They both looked as stolidly indifferent 

as usual. 
Then there came upon him a great de- 

sire to talk of his victim, to hear something 

of her, if only her name mentioned. 

“You don’t look very fit this morning,’ 

he remarked to Metherell, who having 

pushed his plate sside, was lolling back in 

his chair, blinking at the sunhght. 

‘Don't feel fit" he growled. ‘Lower 

that confounded blind, James. I don’t 

want my eyesight damaged by that glare ! 

I say, Dorrien, old chap, I'll ceme up to 

town with you, when you go. We'll have 

a regular spree up there.* 

‘And what will the fair Miss Rozier say 

to that ?’ 
It was with a curious feeling that Dor- 

rien spoke the name of the girl he had 

hurled over the cliff, and he awaited Gil- 

berts answer with an eagerness born of an 

horrible fear. 
Hang it all, she isn’t going to interfere 

with my pleasures P Gilbert Metherell ex- 

claimed. ‘I do as Ilike, and go where I 

like. I don’t intend to have any nonsense, 

I can tell you.’ 
‘Quite right, my dear fellow,said Dorrien. 

‘I am glad you have the sense to begin as 

you mean to go on. When am I to see the 

lady 
“Thought she would have turned up yes- 

terday, but haven't even heard from her. 

Women are odd fish. Look here, Dorrien, 

when I'm with that girl she can’t make 

enough of me ; but I'm hanged if she has 
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sent me a line since I came back bere from 
Royal Heath.’ 

‘Perhaps she is ill.’ 
‘Bah ! never been ill in her life.’ 
‘Go over and see her.’ 

‘A sudden twinge of pain!’ Dorrien 
snarled. 
He ground his heel into the earth, and 

swore loudly. 
Metherell, who was not of a sympathetic 

‘Not likely! I don’t believe in making | nature, rolled a cigarette, and waited f 

yourself too cheap. Besides, between you | bim to leave off. oo 
and me, I don't care a toss whether she The knowledge that Cora has escaped, 
writes or not. It saves me the trouble of | and was living, was an awful blow to Dor- 
racking my brains for half-an hour over a | rien. 
sheet of paper. Come for a stroll, and let The possibility of such a thing had never 

me see if I can get rid of this confounded | entered his mind. 
headache I've got. Instead of ridding himself of an enemy, 
They say that a murderer is always | he had made one ten time d . 

drawn to the spot where he committed the | ous. 
PS Sn 

deed. 
Certainly Dorrien felt a curious inclina- 

tion to turn his steps in that direction,and, 
though he deliberately set forth in the 
other, and spent the morning smokin 
cigarettes on the esplanade with Metherel 

He recalled how, ina guest of furious 
hatred, he had cried out that he stabbed 
Dols Rozier. 

She was clever this girl. 
She would do nothing rash. 
She would not now throw a chance away 

and a few other choice spirits, the after- | but would coil stealthily round him like a 
noon found him walking towards the cliff. 
He took Gilbert's arm as he drew near 

the place where he had struggled sc fierce- 
ly with Cora. 

serpent, and then crush him to death. 
The fact that she had remained perfectly 

uiet for three days showed, in his mind, 
that she was already at work on some plan 

The scene was vividly impressed upon | for his destruction. 
his memory. 
He could almost imagine those des- 

He must escape while there was yet time. 
He would go to London, and then—he 

perate despairing finfiers were still clutch- | passed his band across his heated forehead 

ing at his clothes. —the lite of a fugitive stretched before 

e began talking loudly and laughing | him. 
boisterously. ‘Do you believe that yarn about the girl 
He meant to hurry past the spot where | falling over the cliff?’ Gilbert asked, as 

he bad thrown her down. they retraced their steps to Metherell 

His eyes were fixed upon it as he walk- | Court. ‘Had it been anyone at Royal 

ed by the broken edge of the cliff. 
But when he reached it he, against bis 

Heath, I think we should bave heard of it.’ 
‘It was probably one of the maids,’ 

will, stopped short suddenly, and looked | Dorrien said, as if the matter did not 
over. interest him ; adding, as a happy thought: 

A bit of rusty iron was sticking out half- | ‘I say, shall we run up to town this 

way down. 
A black rag was floating from it, like a 

dilapidated flag. 

evening ?’ 
Mether:1l jumped at the proposal. 
The last train lett Coddington about 

He wondered if it was a scrap of Cora’s | nine, and got up to town soon after ten. 

clothing, torn from her as she slipped 
down. 

Dorrien’s idea was to travel up with 
Metherell, relieve him of all bis spare cash 

‘What the deuce are you thinking of ?’ while hs was drunk. and then leave him. 

Metherell questioned. ‘Suicide, or what ? ) Poor Gilbert Metherell! little did he 

‘I was thinking,” Dorrien replied, ‘that dream of the fate in store for him, as he 

this is rather an ugly place for a fall. Not entered the portals of his grand old home, 

much chance of saving your neck once you | laughing and talking of the sun they were 
went down. Why don’t they rail it in 

‘Don’t ask me. There was a fence here; 

going to have. 
As they went into the hall, a gay, girlish 

but it was blown down last winter. Come | Yoice greeted their ears, and Shirley 

on! 

Dorrien started, not because of the tug 
Metherell had given his arm, but because 
someone was coming along the path, with a 
quick firm step, whistling as he walked. 

It was a lively air, and Dorrien recalled 

that, when he bad forced Cora over the 

cliff, he had heard it whistled by someone 

who was approaching through the fog. 
It bad haunted him ever since. 
He had found himself humming it,whist- 

ling it, drumming it out with his fingers 
tapping it out with his feet. 

It had rung in his ears with a hateful per- 

sistency, bringing with it always the sensa 

tion of the cold, clammy mist upon his face 

Loraine came from the library, followed by 
Sir Martin. 
She held out her hand to Gilbert, but 

bestowed on Dorrien the slightest of bows. 
‘We heard Sir Martin was ill, so I came 

over to see him,’ she said. ‘I think I shall 
have to come over every day, and cheer 
him up.’ 

‘I wish you would, Shirley,’ the baronet 
said, affectionately. ‘Itis like old times 
to see you here.’ 

‘I thought you had registered a vow 
* | never to set foot in the place again?’ Gil- 

bert said. ‘You are not going at once ?’ 
She was shaking hands with Sir Martin. 
‘I must get back in time to dress for 

» | dinner. We dine early to night, as most 
the footsteps he had heard approachiag, the | 2 

faint, ghostly cries which bad seemed to fill Ee ony 4 cn. Sor - aT mn 

the toggy atmosphere. 
Even now he put his hand to his cheek 

expecting to find it wet and chill. 
The warmth of it recall.d him to himself 

‘What a beastly bore!" Gilbert drawled, 
» | following her to the door. 

She had ridden over on her bicycle. 
‘ It was a new machine, 8 present from 

The sun was shining, a westerly breeze ) Vivian Weat. 

was blowing, shadow and sunlight chased 

one another across the green fields. 
She was very proud of it, and wanted 

everyone even Gilbert Metherell, to ad- 

And slong the pathway, between the | mire it; but, as he bated the giver, he 
fields and the sea, a coastguard was com- | found it difficult to utter any word of 

ing. 

He touched his cap as he passed the two 
praise. 

‘Oh, it's all right!’ he admitted, when 

men, then halted to say, with s grave shake | she pointed out its chief merits. ‘I've 

of the head— 

‘Nasty place, gentlemen. Be you friends 

of the young lady P’ 
“What young lady ?’ Dorrien gasped. 

“The young lady who tell over here,’ the 

seen machines I like better, that's all.’ 
‘1 never have,’ Shirley said, with quiet 

decision. ‘Well, good-bye’ 
‘May I not walk to the gates with you ?’ 
‘I am in rather a hurry; but—well, 

man, who was one of Cora’s preservers, ex- | come part of the way. 

plained. ‘Seeing you standing looking at 

the spot, I thought as you might know her.’ 

Has there been an accident?” Metherell 

‘I am going to London to-night.’ 
‘Really P’ 
‘Yes, really!" with a disagreeable at- 

exclaimed, eagerly, hoping for some excit-| tempt to imitate her tone. ‘And I've a 

ing tale. ‘We were just thinking how | good mind never to return.’ 

beastly dangerous it looked.’ ‘Cora has not been well,” she said. 

“They ought to mend the tence. That's | ‘She certainly looks ill. She ssid some- 

what they ought to do. Me and my mate | thing about leaving us to day.’ 

were only sayBog so last Sunday. And then He grunted out some remark, slouching 

to think of the poor young lady going right | along with both hands in his pockets, 

over !’ 
‘Who was she ?' Matherell gasped. Dor- 

rien said nothing. ‘I know everyone about 

here ; but I beard of no accident.’ 
The man took off his cap, and scratched 

his closely cropped head. 
‘I've only come lately to these parts,’ he 

said. ‘The lady said she was staying af 

Royal Heath. I don’t know ber name, sir.’ 

‘Said I" ‘Dorrien repeated, in a hoarse 

cry. ‘Was—was she not killed ?’ 
The man went nearer the edge, and 

looked over. 
‘You see thst bit of iron there,” be said, 

confidentially. ‘Well, as she went sliding 

down to as certain a-death as ever stared any 

mortal in the face, that old iron bar caught 

ber right firm and held ber fast. I was 

passing at the time, and heard her cries. 

We got a rope and saved her. She was 

took, ss one might say by the very jaws ot 

death.’ 
‘By Jove! I should think so,’ Metherell 

ejacuisted. ‘Never knew of such a mar- 

vellous escape. Strange that we haven't 

heard anything about it. Who can it 

bave been?’ 
‘It wasa dark-looking lady sir. She 

came down the very next day, and treated 

us all handsomely. ‘Don’t make no fuss 

about it,’ she raid. ‘I don’t want to have 

everyone talking about it.’ But seeing 

you two gentleman standing here, I thought 

as how you might be acquainted. Good- 

afternoon to you.’ 
He went on his way breaking out into 

his cheery whistling before he had gone 

many paces, blissfully unconscious of how 

the sound of that tune tortured one of the 

men he bad just been speaking to. 

Dorrien felt he could have struck him to 

the earth. 
He stood grinding his teeth together, 

and staring at the old iron bar, and its 

flaunting ragged flag—a flag of triumph 

and victory. 
He turned away with a bitter curse. 

‘What's up, old chap?’ Metherell exclaim- 
ed. ‘You're looking pretty glum.’ 

glancing first at her, then at the ground, 
and then at her again. 

Shirley was looking exceptionally pretty 
that afternoon. 
The roses had come back to her cheeks 

since her engagement to Vivian West, the 
gladness and brightness to her eyes. 

She was wearing a light-blue dress. a 
ribbon ot the same colour being around her 
sailor hat. 
The sun was turning her bair to bright- 

est gold. 
No wonder Metherell could not help 

looking at her. 
‘We have walked this way pretty often 

together,” he said, breaking a short pause 
in the conversation. 

‘I suppose we have.’ 
‘I kissed you once, just bere, by these 

rhododendrons.’ 
‘Did you? I don’t think it is worth re- 

m mbering. Just listen to that thrush! 
is it not swect? I wonder wby birds 
yg sing out of tune, like humsn beings 
do 
‘Hang the birds!” he cried, irritably. ‘I 

say, Shirley, this may be the last time we 
may ever meet.’ 

he laughed. 
To be Continued. 

A young lady of very extraordinary 
capacity lately addressed the following let- 
ter to her cousin: ‘We is all well; and 
mother’s got bis Terrix : brother Tom is 
got the Hupin Kaugh ; and sister Ann has 
got a babee; and I hope these few lines 
will find you the same. Rite sune. Your 
sphectionate kuzzen.’ 

m— 

NSN NIN NINN NTN 

When you want to 
procure or sell a 
patent go toa trust- 

worthy firm who understand the patent 
laws— beware of firms who offer schemes 
—~—Qur 20 years RS experience is at 
your service, rite us for information 
and terms. 
U.S. Office, 906 F St., N. W., Washington, D.C. 
CUTTER & SANDAHL, i5a Bleury St., Montreal. 

~ 

| 

& 
c
o
m
e
 
a
 

>
 


