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Yet no thought of rec lling him enter- 

ed bim ber mind. 
He had gone—she had sent him away. 

It was the right tbing to do, and bither- 

to she had never flicched at what she con- 
sidered a duty. 

Shirley never opened her lips during the 

dive back to Royal Heath. 
"She sat looking straight before her, a 

ight ot woe crushing her down. 
A terrible insurmountable barrier bad 

snddenlv sprung up between herselt and 

Vivian West. 
He was no longer {ree to come and go. 

However mnch she longed tor him. be 
could not come to her. 
She pictured him in a cell—alone—with 

common men to order him about. 

The thought was anguish. 
Some ot the house party cime out to 

meet them as they arrived home, eager to 

hey the latest news. 
"\ Shirley slipped away to her room, while 
Sir Henry gave an account of what had 
occurred. 
Some twenty minutes later, Madge fol- 

lowed her young sister. 
She found her kneeling by the window, 

ber elbows on the broad sill, her bards 

clasped about her head, her hat lving on 

the floor beside her, where she had fling it 

on entering the room. 
She neitner moved nor looked up, when 

Madge stood beside her. 
«It is no use msking yourself miserable,’ 

the latter said, not unkindly. ‘It is a most 

un’ortunate sffair ; but it cannot be help- 

ed. 
*It is all my fault,” Shireley sobbed. “If 

I bad not told him about Gilbert, he would 

never have gone there.’ 
Madge sat down on the window -seat. 

‘I don’t see how you can blame your- 
gelt. No one could have foreseen what 

was going to happen.’ 
‘I felt something dresdful would come 

of it—I told you so. I remember now 

how i longed to go after bim, and persuade 

bim to retarn. Oh, it I only had !’ 

*It is foolish to iret like this, over what 

can't be helped. Nothing very awful bas 

happened yet—I mean nothing very ser- 

jous—and on Monday be will be released.’ 

‘Not serious or awful to be put in 

prison ?’ 
‘He is only detained on suspicion. Ot 

course it is abominable that they shouid 

bave suspected him, and it meavs two 

miserable days tor him, poor fellow; but 

they will soon pass away.’ 
Madge stooped, and, picking up the 

hat, smoothed the feathers with ber small 

white hand. 
‘The placid, contented action irritated 

Shirley, who was suffering as onlv warm- 

hearted, passionate peopl can suffer. 

She seiz:d the hat, and flung 1t across 

the room. 
‘Don’t—I can't bear to see you—you 

treat it all as if it were notbing, while 1- I 

feel as it 1 should never sce him again. You 

are so certain he will be released on Mon- 

day. Why are you? If the evidence was 

all dead against him to day, why will it be 

d)fferent on Monday ? He said it would 

be all different then; but I am eure, quite 

sure, he didn’t think so. He spid ‘good- 

bye’ as if—as if it were for a very long 

time.’ 
The words came brokenly through stifled 

sobs. 
Madge gently touched her slender heav- 

ing shoulder. 
‘You are not showing much pluck,” she 

said. reprovingly. ‘Vivian was naturally 

down hearted. It Snot so very sgreeable 

to be suspscted of murder for even a day. 

The dressing gong sounded some time ago 

I cannot stay longer now.’ 
“You won'c expect me down this even- 

ing ¥’ 
‘I shall think you very foolish if you 

stay up here and mope.’ 
‘What else can I do? Do you thick it 

would be possible for me to sit, and eat, 

and talk? 
‘You should force yourself to do it. It 

will take your thoughts away from Vivian.’ 

Shiriey slowly rose from her kneeling 

posture. 
Her eyelids were red, her hair was dis- 

bevelled. 
Madge, cool and trim, regarded her 

pityiogly. 
‘You must bathe your eyes with some 

warm water and eau-de-Cologne,” she 

said. 
Shirley turned away with an impatient 

gesture. 
‘Does it matter what I look like tonight?’ 

she questioned. ‘I am wretched. I only 

want to be alone. You mean to be kind. 

1 know ; but you don’t understand what I 

teel You have never loved anyone ; you 

don’t know what itis. I think I will go 

home, and then I shall not be in the way.’ 

“You will stay here,’ Madge said, with a 

touch of authority in ber tone; ‘and on 
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Monday you will see what a silly child you 
have been.’ 
She was sorry for her. 
It she could have comtorted her she 

would have done so; but, as Shirley said, 
she did not understand. 

CHAPTER XXVIIL 

The papers were full of the Metherell 
Court mystery, and the arrest ot Vivian 
West. 

All the fashionable world, who, for one 
short season, had adorned the young artist, 

took an esger interest in the case. 
It was so shocking—such a sudden and 

terrible ending to an exceptionally brilliant 
career. 

For, strangely enough, the msjority of 

those who had known hip while he had 
been a universal favorite, were ready and 

willing to believe him guilty of a vile crime. 

Strangely ; buf, after all, is it not the 
worla’s pleasant little way to believe the 
worst of everyone ? 
The case came hefore the magistrate on 

the Monday, but Vivian West was not re- 
leasad. 
The examination was adjourned, and 

again adjourned, and, finally, af.er much 

suspense and delay, the prisoner was com- 
mitted for trial. 

Shirley received the news very quietly. 

Since that day of the ir quest sue bad 

| shed no tears; but her eyes had a look 1n 

them which made Madge uneasy. 

It was she who broke the intelligence ot 

Vivian's committal, striving vaicly to soft 
en the cruelty ot the blow. 

Shirley was pacing up and down the 

boudoir in a fever of unrest when Madge 

came to ber. 
She stood still as the door opened. 
Her very heart seemed to cease beating. 

She knew the was going to hear the best 
or the worst. 

Her ey:s asked the question her lips rc- 
fused to utter. 

‘Hen'y bas come home,’ Lidy Ayerst 

sud. ‘Chey still insist upon detaining 

Vivian. It cannot be tor much longer, Shir- 

ley. You must try to be brave and patient.’ 
*It 1s adjourned again ?’ 
The hoarse voice sounded not at all like 

Shirley's. 
‘Ys, dear; that is, I believe they bave 

decided he must go through a proper trial. 

Ic will be much better for him in the end. 

He will have justice done bim then.’ 
Shirley paid no heed to her words. 
She passed ber hand over her eyes in a 

wild, belpless way. 
‘I must go to him,’ she cried, piteously. 

‘Madge, if you have any kindly feeling, 
take m= to bim.’ 

*It it were possible, I would do so.’ 
‘T will see him. I can’t go on like this— 

it will kill me ’ 
‘Be reasonable,” Madge implored. ‘I am 

sure Henry will try to get you granted sn 

interview. I doubt not he will be able to 

manage it. All that can be done will be 

done. Henry says that Duff:rine, Vivian's 

goliciror, is a splendidly cl: ver man. There 

is nothing really to tear. The waiting and 

arxiety are, of course, bard to bear. They 

are movirg Heaven and earth, one may 

say, to discover Dorrien. He is the guilty 

man; there can be no shadow of doubt 

about that.’ 

So she talked, knowing full well that the 

shadow of doubt lay darkly upon Vivian 

West—so darkly, indeed, that those who 

had believed in his innocence, began to feel 
their faith shaken. 

Everything pointed to fact that he, and 
he alone, bad done the deed. 
At his solicitor’s earnest entreaty, he had 

told the cause of his anger on tbat fatal 
afternoon. 

Shirley had to appear. 
She stepped into the witness-box, she 

looked eagerly towards the prisoner. 
He met her glance,and smiled resssuring- 

ly. 
The moment her evidence bad been 

given Sir Henry hurried ber outside the 

court. 

“You will not be wanted again,’ he said. 

‘I'll put you into a cap, and send you down 

to the station. You will be able to catch 

the twelve-thirty.’ A 
‘Surely,’ she cried, entreatingly. ‘I may 

see him. I can't go away like this without 
speaking to him. 
He drew his trick black {brows together 

in a frown. 
‘You really canuot,” he expostulated. 

‘You cannot be waiting about a place of 

this sort, on chance of seeing a man wko is 

charged with murder.’ 
Her eyes flashed. 
‘It he were charged with fiity murders,’ 

she declared, with surpressed passion, ‘I 

would stiil think it an hovor to sce him.’ 

‘You talk like a little fool,” he s21d rude- 

ly, ‘and, honour or no honour, the authori- 

ties here won'c allow you to see him.’ 

‘Will you ask?’ 
He went unwilllngly, in search of a 

policeman. 
Hs: very soon came across one, into 

whose band he shpped bal'-a soverign, with 

the whispered injunction. 
“Teli the young lady over there ttat she 

will not be allowed to she the prisoner.’ 
The man did so at once. 
1t was quite impossible, he said. It was 

agsinst the rules. 
After that, Shirley submitted to being 

placed in a cab and driven to the station. 

1t was market day, and the streets of the 

town were crowded" 
Sie sat looking, with wide unseeing 

eyes, at the people elbowing their way 
along the pavement. 
Now and again a hat was lifted to ber, 

or the occupant of a passirg carriage 

bowed and emiled ; but she made no re- 

turn—one face, one form, was before her 

eyes ; she saw nothing else. 
‘Unless Dorrien can be found,” Sir 

Henry said on the cvening of the day of 
which Vivian had been committed for 

trial, ‘West will either bang tor this, or 
remain under suspicion for the rest of his 

life. ‘L'hey may not be able to prove tat 
be did tbe deed; at the same time I'm 

bothered it I can see how they can prove 
tbat he didn’t.’ 

‘They have not yet found the weapons 

which was used,’ Lady Ayerst said. 
They were seated at dinner. 
The trial bad beenthe ore theme of 

conversation. 
There were but a few guests remaining 

at Royal Health. 
Many bad gone at the beginning of the 

week, and those who where to bave filled 

the vacant places had sent various ex uses 
for not doing so, the simple truth being 

that they feared the house would be in- 
foer.b'y dull while the fiance of Lady 
Ayerst's sister was being fried for murd:r. 
Lady Aversts circle of iriends were world- 
Iv folk, caring for nothing but gaiety, and 
shunning all trouble end worry as they 
would a plague. 

‘Poor little Shirley I" said Madame de 
Liel2, who sat on Sir Hen y's right; ‘she 
does not appear to-night. Sue is sad, is 

the not ¥’ 
Sir Henry was helping himself to som? 

peas from the silver dish the footman wus 
holding 

‘She is in love madame. Do you know 
what that means ?’ 
‘Ah [ donot ! Have I not been in love 

millions of times ?’ 
‘Bat you do not take the complsint 

verv seriously.’ 

Love is not serious. Those who t ke it 
#0 are the foolish ones, who crush a butter- 
fly. What beve they 1+t ? A mangled thing 
which gives them dissppointment and die- 
gust. Let Jove come lightly and go Lightly. 
It is the way to te happy.’ 
Madame de Lisle was Sir Henry's latest 

favouri e 
She was a handsome woman, with a 

vivacious manner and a wonderful taste in 
dress. 
For the rest, she was rather incl'ned to 

be stout, had a wide mouth, with little 

pearls of teeh, near-sighted black eyes, 
and a wealth of aubuorn hair, worn parted 
down each side of her face. 
She was a woman who other women did 

not like, but whom men found irresistable. 
At present the was employed in captivat- 

ing Sir Henry. 
He was rich, and she loved handsome 

presents. 
‘I must get you to talk to my sister in- 

law,’ he said. ‘She is crushing the butter- 
fly with a vengeance!’ 

‘Shs is young. In a little while she will 
be wiser ; she will console herself with an- 
other. and think bim, oh, so much more 
charming than the las: !’ 

“The last 1s always the best,” eaid Sir 
Henry, snd his eyes locked meaniogly 
over the brim of the glass he was holding 
to his lips. 

‘Flirt ' whispered Madame de Lisle. 
Ah, shocking I’ 
And the girl they were so lightly dis- 

cussing wsa lying tace downward, on her 

bed, deat and blind to all outward things 
broken hearted, hopeless, despairing. 

She was ttill lying there when Madge 
passing the rcom to her own, looked in to 
say ‘Good night.’ 
She imagined she had fallen asleep so, 

and gently shook her. 
‘Shirley, it is twelve o'clock; we are all 

going to bed’ 
The tace that was slowly lift- 

ed from the outstretched arms 
was a shock to her; it was 

pinched and drawn with suffering—the 
eyes looked dull and sunken. 
She sat down beside her, and put ber 

arm round her shoulders. 
‘You must not give way like this,’ she 

said. ‘It is wicked.’ 
Shirley paid no heed to her. 
She brushed her rufil:d hair from ber 

forebead, and looked around the room as 

if it were strange to her. 
“You have been acleep,” Madge said, 

cheerfully. ‘Louise shall come snd un- 
dress you.’ 

Shirley shook her head. 
‘I have not been atleep; I am not tired 

I would rather you did not send Louise.’ 
‘Wil! you go to bed at .nce, then ?’ 
‘Yes,’ indifferently. 
*And you won’ think too much about— 

this ©’ 
*If you mean Vivian, I can think of noth 

ing else.’ 
‘It can do him no good, and it is making 

you ill.’ 
‘When am I to see bim ?’ Shirley 

questioned. ‘Every moment now is tor 
ture.’ 
Her voice had no tune or life in it; it 

was just a poor little whisper. 
‘Henry will find out,” Madge anewered, 

evasively. 
Ste had agreed with her husband that it 

weculd be impossinle for Shirley to go to 

the prison to see Vivian West. 
‘We are mixed up in this unpleasant af- 
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fair quite enough without any of tbat sort 
of thing,” Sir Henry bad said. ‘We cau'c 
bave ber name figuring in the papers in a 
sensational account of her visit to the pris- 
oner. It is too absurd ; you must tell her 
80. 

‘She is so headstrong,’ Lady Ayerst 
sighed. ‘She wi'l not listen to reason.’ 

*She will bave to on this occasion.’ 
‘Do not be hard on her, Henry; she is 

very unbappy, and, unless Vivian is ac- 
quitted without a shade of suspicion, the 
engagement must naturally be broken off. 
We know he is innocent ; but, of course, 
it is what the world thinks’ 

‘I am not so sure, after all,” Sir Henry 
said, screwing up his eyes in a knowing 
way, ‘that the worl! not right time.’ 
Madge looked horr fi-d. 
‘Whit! You think-—" 
‘That the whole thing looks uncommonly 

funny. Yes; I can’ believe that Meth- 
e ell would pave cried out ‘Help !—mur- 
der! as ke was heard to do, because he 
was receiving a few cuts with a stick. 
Then that broken link. No; there is more 
in it than we thought at first.’ 

‘I cannot believe it,” Madge declared. 
‘It is simply a case of circumstantial evid- 
ence.’ 
He shrugged his shou’ders. 
‘West met Metherell while he was in a 

towering passion. That little Rozier girl, 
in her eviaence, sid he looked furious. 

‘Cora is the s~rt ot person,” Madge said, 
disdaintully, ‘who would take a wicked 
pleasure in making the worst of every- 
thing.’ 

‘No doubt she feels bitter,” he respon ied 
indifferently. ‘She has lost her chance ot 
making a good match. She msy not find 
another fool like Metherell.’ 
To say that Cora felt vitter but inadequ- 

ately expressed her 'eclings. 
When alone she would gnash her testh 

with impotent rage, and behave like a 
maniac, shaking her clench:d bands, and 
cursing under her breath. 

Tite gronnd, as it were, had slipped 
from under her feet. 

In the very hour of her triumph every- 
thing had failed her. 

Gilbert, who was to have given her 
weslth, position, and title, was dead ; Jim 
Hartlacd, the men she hated and teared, 
bad e.caped her; aid her hold upon Sir 
Martin, which at ore time had appeared 
#0 strong, was row ot the most slender 
description—so slender, indeed, that she 
daily expected him to defy her, and cast 
her adritt. 

Wi:h that fear of being cast adrift upon 
ber, Cora kept out of the barone.’s sight as 
much as possible, and, as a matter ol act 
Sir Martin wrapped in lis own misery, 
almost forgot her existence. 
So the days dragged on. 
Avgust bl:z d it eelf out and the trial 

of Vivian West began. 
Oace again Shirley bad to appesr 
She went up to London with Sir Martin, 

and sat in the dreary waiting-room of the 
Old Bailey until Hatchette came to fetch 
her. 

Without a word she got up and followed 
him ; but, just as they were entering the 
court, she drew back overcome by a sud- 
den faintness. 

‘I cannot—I cannot !" she gasped, 
‘They won't keep you many minutes, 

mies, he eaid enccuragingly. ‘You wou's 
find it so very terrible.’ 

Shirley was thinking nothingof what she 
would have fo do. 
She bad felt a momentary shrinking from 

seeing Vivian again 
¢#% She dreaded to look at him after the 
dreary weeks of prison life. 
Would be be much changed ? 
Would the hatetnl deprading life have 

placed its mark upon him. ? 
She was airad to look, and, for the 

first moment or #0, kept her eye fixed upon 
the man who began to question ber. 
When at lengtb, the gained eufficient 

courage to look towards the dock, she 
scarcely recogrited the man standiog there 
for the dark beard that had grown about 
hia ¢hin. 
He looked older, and careworn, but, if 

possible, even more strikingly handsome 
than ever. 
He was standing in an attitude of un 

studied grace and ease, his proud head 

thrown slightly ,back, bis bright fearless 

eyes meeting bers compassicnately, as if he 
knew how awful it was for her. 
The question which was then being put to 

Shirley bad to be repeated twice before 
she heard it, and sh: was sharply acked to 

pay atteution to what was being raid. 
The trial took three days, and the whole 

of ezch of those days Shirley and Sir Mar- 

tin spent at the Old Bailey, waiting, with 

fainting hearts, for the verdict, 
Cora was there one day, but she effaced 

berselt as much as porsible, and left direct- 

ly she had given her evidence, which was 

far more favourable to the prisoner than it 
had been before. 
Oddly enough, Shirley felt bappier dur 

ing those three last days than she bad been 

since the inquest. 
She telt nearer to Vivian West. 
Sir Martin was allowed to visit him, and 

carried messages from one to the other. 

It was little enough to make one happy; 

but, a‘ter the terricle weeks of separation, 
it reemed almost like Heaven to be near 
him again. 
Then came the last day; the trial was 

fast drawing to an end. 
Shirley sat staring at the dingy buildings 

opposite, waiting for someune to come and 
tell her what the verdict was. 

Ste dared not hope; it seemed to her, 

that afternoon, worse than madness to do 

so. The gloom of the long room deepen- 
ed. 

It was raining; the streets were sloppy 

and dismal ; a stresm of wet umbrellas for 

ever passed to and fro. 
In a little while—in a few moments, she 

tbought—it would all be over. 
She tried to pray, but no words would 

come to her mind or lips. 
She closed her eyes, and leant her head 
inst the wall. 
Then the souad of voices and burrying 

aroused her. 

She started up. 
People were passing the door, and going 

down stairs. 
Sir Martin cam? in. 
She looked eagerly beyond him. 
He was alone. 

_ Sue staggered a few steps forward, hold- 
ing out her hands, and uttering little pite- 
ous moans. 

Sir Martin caught her as she almost fell 
at his feet. 

‘It is over !" be cried, and the tears were 
coursing down his cheeks. ‘Over and be 
is acquitted ! 
For the space of a minute Shirley lost 

consciousness. 
When she opened her eyes, Sir Martin 

was still supporting her and the tears of 
still wet upon his cheek. 

‘Thank (God !" she heard him say, with 
deepest reverence. 
And from ber heart she echoed. — 
‘Thank God !' 
‘Ob, 1 am so happy!’ she cried a mo- 

ment later. ‘I never thought to be so 
bappy again, Bat, where is he—why does 
he not come 

‘He wanted me to take you back to the 
hotel. He will follow us there ° 

‘I want bim now,” she said wistiully. 
It is crael of him to keep me waiting even 
half ap-hour longer.’ 
‘He says,” Sir Martin answered, ‘thst 

he smells of the prison. He wll not come 
come to you until he bas washed away the 
taint.’ 

Shirley laughed. 
It was the first time since that afternoon 

when they had parted after the inquest. 
What years ago it seemed ; wha: a life- 

time of sorrow she had lived through since 
then ! 

It wes ell over now. 
Her face was wreathed with smiles as 

sho passed out of the gloomy building into 
the soaking street. 
An hour later, Vivian was ushered into 

the eombrely-turnith-d room Sir Martin 
had engaged at the hotel. 

Shirles was alone. 
She flew to him like a hal{-frightened bird 

and nestled in his arms. 
*You have come!” was all she said; but 

nothing could exceed the gladness of ber 
tone. 

‘Come back at last,” he said, holding 
her closely to him. ‘My poor little love, 
how white and thin you have grown! 
‘And vyov,” she exclaimed, tenderly 

touching his face. ‘Oh, Vivian, what an 
awful time it hasbeen ! I did not know the 
world coald bold such misery. I grew a- 
fraid to think, or hope, at last. 

‘It is over now.’ 
He shuddered as he thought of how his 

life hid bung in the balance; of thore last 
few terrible hours in court, ending in such 
hideous suspense, while twelve m:n retired 
to decide his tate. 
He telt that the horror of it would never 

leave him, but would cling to him always, 
dimming the brightness or is future life. 
She put her arms about his neck. 
‘Smile,’ she whispered, lovingly. ‘I 

cannot bear to see you look like that.’ 
He smooth:d her sunny hair caressingly. 
‘I cannot realize it all yet,’ he said, 

gravely. ‘This morning I was a prisoner; 
now I am free—free! I never understood 
the full meaning of the word before. It 
means life.’ 
Tbe next day they went down to Cod- 

dicgton. 
Everyone was glad to see the young fel- 

low again; all declared then that they 
never had thought him guilty. 

Sir Martin bad begged him to come to 
Metherell Court. 

‘It is but a dull place to ask you to,” he 
said ; ‘but I should like to have you, my 
boy ; and Shirley must spend all the time 
sha can with us.’ 
So it had been arranged. 
Vivian West was glad to accept the in- 

vitation. 
He wanted no gaiety just then. 
He had gone through a severe ordeal— 

a long strain upon his nerves and mind— 
and tbe rest and peace of Metherell Court 
with Shirley for his daily companion, 
made him feel tbat he bad entered an 
earthly Paradise. 
3 Beautitul, indeed were those early autumn 
days, when the leaves were beginning to 
change from green to gold and scarlet, 
and the berries were ripening in the 
hedges. 

Hand-in-hand, by sea and shore, Shirley 
and her lover wandered, bappy, as 
tew are for long in this chequered lite. 
The Ayersts were away in Scotland, 

where they were entertaining a large sheol- 
ing-party. 

Reports of their doings, and names of 
distinguished guests, now and again sp- 
peered in the society papers. which also 
chronicl:d tbe fact that Lord Carsborough 
was viriting the Dake of Blasse. 

Sir Henry bad bad the termination of 
the Methercl! Court myttery case wired to 
bim. 
He found the telegram awaiting him on 

bis return from a day's shooting. 
To be Continued. 

A LITTLE BOY 
Has a good Appetite. 

GENTLEMEN :— 
My little boy was verv much 

troubled with nervousness. I tried several 

remedies but they failed to do him anv 

good until I tried Doctor Ward's Blood & 

Nerve Pills. He has only taken one box 

and they bave given him a good appetite 
and I can trutbtully say be is a great deal 

better. I would recommend them to any 

one suffering from nervousness. Yours 

truly, Mrs. Parkman, Main 3t., Kentville, 
N. S. 

Dr. Ward's Blood and Nerve Pills are 

gold 50c. per box, 5 boxes for $2,00 at 

druggists, or mailed on receipt of price by 

THE DOCTOR WARD CO., Limited, 71 

Victoria Street, Toronto. Book of In- 
formation free. 
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