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Just Like
Marjorie.

CHAPTFR 1IV.

A NIGHT DRIVE.

Nothing hsppened that night to put
Marjorie’s promise to the proot; but it was
in her mind when she went to her room,
and fora long time kne!t by the open
window.

Fveryone else had gone to bed, and the
house was quite still.

Marjorie was scarcely conscious of the
late hour, till the chime of the church
clock recalled her.

She rose, and turned from the window.

Immediately she heard a faint sound
somewhere, apparently from downstairs,
and went to bher door, wondering who
could be stirring.

The servant’s room was near her own,
and she listened, thinking they were mov-
ing about.

All, however, was silent.

Marjorie opemed her door and stole
downstairs.

She heard nothing.

She went to the back, where the kitchens
lay.

on far as she noticed, doors and win-
dows were fastened ; but there was some-
one moving about.

She crept cautiously forward.

She had no particular desire to protect
ber anct’s property, but she followed up
the scent from the natural human instinct.

Suddenly, in the darkness, she felt her-
self seized, and a hand put over her
mouth.

She tried to wrench herself free, but
her strength was as nothing against the
powertul grip dragging her forward.

*‘Hold your tongue, and I wovn’t burt
you, ' a man's voice said, in a whisper and
the hand was removed from her mouth.
“It's your own fault. Who set you to
come spying here ?’

“Let me go,” said Marjorie, ‘‘whoever
you are [ can’t harm you—I can’t see you
clearly.”

There was no answer to this.

She strove to cry out, but the mau’s
h:nd was over ber mouth agein in an in.
stant, and stifled the faintest sound.

He half carried her across to the kit-
chen, near which she bhad been when
seized, and she felt the night air blowing |
on her from some open window.

She could guess which it was—the wia-
dow in the passage leading to the plate
pantry.

The next minute she was hali lifted, and
pushed through the window; but the man
never let go his hold of her.

He, too, got through the window, and
she was burried on across the garcden to
the line at th: back.

Here stood a trap and pony, guarded by
a boy.

Marjorie knew she might shriek her
loudest here without awakening anyone in
the house.

Her terror was deepe. ed by the impres-
sion she bad that her captor was the man
who, in d:fferent guise, had twice accosted
her.

He tcok his hand from her mouth again.

““You'd better not cry out,” he said,
threateningly—the voice sounded dis-
guised * You won’t get home this night,
young marplot!” Iu an aside to the boy,
which Merjorie could not hear, he added ;
“‘I bad to leave some of the booty behind
because of her—she came on me suddenly ;
but I've got the most.”

He swurg ioto the trsp a sack, which
bhad been fastened over his shouldor, and
the boy pushed it under the seat.

The man, who still held Marjorie, then
lifted her into the vehicle, and followed
her.

Then the boy got in, and the pony was
whipped up to a swilt gallop.

Marjorie took note of the way and,
siruggling out ot her terror and bewilder-
ment, began to cast about in her mind for
some plan of escape.

She was not going to weigh her aunt’s
plate against her li'e or satety ; but the first
word she would have uttered was met by
her captor with—

‘Look he¢re, yourg lady ! I'm not nice.
I'll do you no harm if you keep quiet, but
if you don't—"’

Marjorie, too proud to shriek, simply
closed her lips

What was this ruffian going to do with
her ?

Wko was be, accosting her—she felt sure
now it was the same man—first as & labor«r
who did not look like one—then as a gen-
tleman, whose gentility was doubttul ?

Mr. Faulkner bad teen suspicious of
him.

If she bad not been so foolish as to go
downstairs to-night—but it was no use
looking ba k; she must keep herselt to-
gether, tor who knew what courage she
might neea ?

Miles from home, while it was still dark,
the trap stopped.

Marjorie could sce, almcst hidder by
trees, a sombre-looking hut ; before she | a
time even to conjecture what this stoppa
meant, the man jumped down and bade t +r
follow.

The girl had no choice but to obey—:
deed, he almost dragged her from the trx:.
‘I’'m not going to burt you,’ he said ‘A
other time, don’t you come spying. All .°
I dois to obutdyou up in the hut till we -
clear ¢ff. And when somebody comes » |
release you, hold your tongue, if you’

wise, about what you've seen.’

Marjorie made no remonstrance , she » -
sefer alone than with this unscrupulo .-

IN TWO INSTALMENTS.

couple, and she hoped that she would so -
be able to effect her escape from the hut
She was thrust inside, aud the door w = |

securely fastened with ropes and the chain
hanging to it. Then she heard the trap
drive rapidly away.

CHAPTER V.
ACCOMPLICE, OR VICTIM,

‘Have you heard the news sir? said
Dermond Faulkner’s housekeeper, com-
ing excitedly into the dining room, the
pext morning. ‘It’s #1l over the place.’

‘What news P’ acked Faulkner. ‘You are
getting as bad a gossip as these country
peogle Wilson. I suppose a bayrick is on
fire P’

‘It's about Mrs. Gascoyne, sir. There’s
been a burglary, and all the silver is gone,
and Miss Herbert too.’

‘Miss Herbert !’ said Faulkper, starting
up. ‘Gone! Rubbish! What are you
talking about ?’

‘They say she let the burglars in, sir,’
said Wilson rather teken aback by her
master’s sudden vehemence, but so tull ot
ber news that the was obliged to pour it
out. ‘And now she can’t be found The
police are there, and the village is by this
time full of it.’

‘The deuce !’ said Faulkner, to himselt.

He strode into the hall, and caught up
the felt hat banging there

Mrs. Wilson followed him.

‘Are you going to the village, sir P’ she
asked.

‘Ot course I am—to find out whether
this is all gossip or fact,’ and, without
wasting more words he left the house.

A sharp walk brought him before long
to the Gascoynes’ house.

He was disgusted to see round it a crowd
of gaping villagers; his heart sank.

'f‘his looked very little like mere gossip.

Jane, who admitted him, seem scared,
and forgot to show him to her mistress, for
whom he asked.

He found his way himself to the dining
room, where the Gascoynes were as
sembled, all talking together. They
rushed to him the moment he appeared.

““Oh, Mr Faulkner, such a misfortune !

Faulkner bardly knew who addressed
him.

He thought only of Marjorie, and his
eyes left the faces before him and went
round the room.

““] heard something,” he said; ‘‘and
Marjorie— Miss Herbert—’

“‘Somebotly got into the houte last
night,” saxd Mrs. Gascoyne, ‘‘and nearly
all our plate has been taken. The police
inspect r has just gone——"

‘But the child P said Faulkner, impa-
tiently ; ‘is it true she is missing ?’

Lydia glanced at Annette.

‘I’'m atraid,’ said the elder girl, dryly,
‘Marjorie could tell us a good deal about
the matter. No one can find her and Jane
heard her go down stairs last night.’

‘You don’t mean to say,’” said Faulkner,
indignantly, ‘that you suspect her !’

‘I don’c know. Why not ¥’ said Mrs.
Gascoyne. *No one out of her own home
knows Marjorie as we do. She must have
let the burglars in. Even the inspector
thinks so0.”

‘I’s impossible—absurd !

Faulkner was too roused, both by his
alarm for Marjorie (and bis arger against
her &ccusers, to mince bis words.

He listened to Mrs. Gascoyne’s expla-
nations with unconcealed impatience.

It seemed that the first alarm had come
from Jame, who found the door of the plate
pantry open and the passage window un-
tastened when she came down in the morn-
ng.

Most of the plate had vanisted, and the
police could find no trace of the thiet.

The window was a casement, and fasten-
ed with a bolt, but no glars had been
broken, so the theory was that someone
had been asssting from inside.

The servants had been questioned and
the whole hou.e examined ; no ground tor
suspecting the domestics was found, nor
anything to lead to Marjorie’s discovery.

She bad been heard to go dowstairs ; her
absence was almost proof of her pguilty
complicity.

‘She may have seen the burglars, and
been taken away by them, or —or——'

Faulkner bad shuddered at his own
words, and could not finish them.

Wl;nt might not have happened to the
¢hilv.

‘Why should she go down at all P’ said

Mrs. Gascoyne. ‘She was always wand
ering about. Who knows what acquain
tacce she may bave picked up—what mis-
chiet got into ¥’

Faulkner curbed the bitter retort that
rose to his lips; he had no time to waste
in fighting werdy battles, and he did not
want to set the Gascoynes more against
Marjorie.

He could not belp recalling the man
sbe had twice encountered.

He reiterated his profound belief that

the girl had met with foul play, and asked
questions to elicit clues a*out her.

There were no clues, and the Gascoynes
Lydia erpecially, made reluctant answers.

Faulkner left them, and went off to the
police.

He found them impressed with a beliet
in Marjorie’s guilt,

They had no idea where the burglars
bad gone or who they were.

Faulkoer, at the risk of aggrivating the
appearance of the girl's complicity, told
the inspector about the man she had met.

‘He was ewidently the same person,’
said Faulkner. ‘I thiek it very likely his
intention was to get information from her
abont the house, its habits, and so on; but
she declined to converse with him.’

‘That looks as if the man knew some-
thing about the neighborhood,” observed
the inspector.

Faulkner said he was going to wire to
Scotland Yard, and he should spare no ex-
penee to find Mise Herbert.

He gave no explanation of his interest in
her, merely remarking that her relations
seemed more concerned about their pla‘e
than about her.

The village went against Marjorie.

Her mysterious dirappearence gave
food for a thousand corjectures, and ex-
cited everyone to the highest pitch.

The fa-t, which could nor be concealed,
that Mr. Faulkner was moving-heaven and
earth to find her, intensified the excite-
ment.

Faulkner bimself searched for Marjorie,
but, as things were, there was scarcely a
clue from which to work.

Everything had been done at dead of
night, and the escape had been made
through a country at all times lonely and
sparsely inhabited.

Though be walked miles, and explored
every place he could get at in the time,
Faulkner was baffled.

Not a trace coull be find of the girl
whose name was in everyone's mouth.

The London detective, who arrived in
the middle of the day, fared no better,
even though at Faulkner’s request, Mrs.
(Gascoyne gave him every facility.

She was herself rather frightened at the
esclandre Marjorie’s absence made, though
at the same time, pleased that there was
now less likelihood of D.smond Faulkner
seriously thinking ot her.

Tiue, he was doing bis utmost to find
ber, but it did not tr ow that he would
care to marry her.

In her heart, Mrs, Gascoyne was unot
convinced of Marjoric’s guilt, though she
insisted on it to others.

Later that day Faulkner took his horse,
as being able to cover a greater distance
than he himself could do on foot.

He did not return till the evening was
falling, once more utterly baffled.

The de'ective had gone to a village some
miles off ro follow up some information,
which might or might not prove reliable.

Nothing had been discovered by the
local police, as Faulkner ascertained on his
way home.

He rode listlessly—less tired in body
than weary of heart.

He was no nearer success than hours
ago, and it seemed that nothing more could
be done to-night.

He bad just dismounted, when the gard-
ener's boy came running up, holding out a
slip of paper.

‘Please, sir, this has got your name on
it,’ he said. ‘I found it by the orchard gate
as [ was going home.’

Faulkner took the slip of paper.

On it was his name, well writen and cor-
rectly spelled.

‘Do you know who left it ?’ he said.

‘No, sir; it was lying by the bushes near
the gate Shall I take the horse, sir P

‘Wait a minute.’

It was too dark to read outside.

Faulkner stepped into the lighted hall.

The only information the paper contain-
ed was, The woods near Hencon Heath.’

Th2 man’s breath cam-= fast and tbick,
his sight grew dimmed.

Was this a clue, or a lure, or some heart-
less hoax ?

He went out agsin into the garden.

‘Where is Hendon Heath P’ he asked
the boy.

The latter didn't know-—he could find
out.

‘I can find out myseif,” said Faulkner.
‘GGive me the horse, and you can go home.
But, look bere’—he dropped some silver
into the boy’s hand—‘'not a word about
this to anyone.’

‘No, sir, I won’t.’ :

The boy ran off again through the or
chard.

Faulkner took his horse to the stable,
and himself rubbed him down and gave him
food.

The gardener, who was also groom, had
gone Lome, and Faulkner, ignorant ot the
distance he would have to go, thought it
best to freshen up the horse, who was a bit
tir.d

He put in his saddle a small flask of wine
and some biscuits. and once more started
on his quest.

Hendon Heath ! was it north, south, east
or west ?

He had not been long enough here to
know all the country ; he tancied even Mar-
jorie did not know of this pl.ce—at any

rate, he had never heard her mention it.
The police would have told him, but he
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did not want them to get hold of Marjorie
before he did, if it was possible to avnid it;
besides, the village was a good way off, and
Hendon Heath might be the opposite di: ec-
tion. :

By dint ot perseverance he got putin the
way for his destination, but no more; the
rest he must work out by aid of his wits
and the sign-posts.

He had to go so slowly, owing te his ig-
norance of the country and the darkness,
that over and over again he thought he
must be in the wrong road.

At last he came to a patch of common
land, the wild sort that is often the outskirt
of a heath or cleared woodland.

It was now nearly eleven o’clock. Faulk

ner dismounted, as he had already done
fre quently, to follow some path too full of
pittalls tor riding, or too covered with
bramble.

He walked on for tome few minutes;
then he came upon a wide, unbroken level,
across which he could just distinguish a line
of white that must be a road, and something
dark, cuttiog off the sky: line, that must be
a belt of trees.

mysterious missive ran.

He stoo1 still for a second, surveying,
and trying to steady his throbbing pulse.

Yes, undoubtedly this was Hendon
Heath.

‘It’s the only heath heresbouts,’ one man
hid told him.

And there was the wood right across the
dim expanse.

Hcw lonely it was ! how deadly silent !

Faulkner struck into the pathway, and
headed for the woods. When he reached
them be fastened his horse’s bridle to a
tree.

He could not miss the tree, for he took
epecial note of the spot and its bearings;
bestdes, he bad only to call and the ‘horse
would answer to his name.

He plunged into the wood.

He called Marjorie’s name, but without
answer.

What a wild search it seemed !

That messsge was some hoax, he feared,
or to get him away, so as to prevent his
assistance to the police.

But still, if he tailed tonight, he should
remain in this place till daylight.

It Marjorie were here, there must be a
building ot some sort which held her, and
in the light he was more likely to find it.

But suppose it were really near him, and
she were faint, or iil, or injured, and could
not answer to his call ?

When this maddening fear had gripped
him tor the hundredth time, he suddenly
stopped and listened, with the blood surg-
ing through all his veins

Some sound—a cry—he knew not what ;
it was so faint and seemingly far off that
he could not reoognize it.

He stouted back, but there was no
answer.

As well as he could, for the night was g0
dark, and the way difficult and unknown,
he went in the direction of the sound.

Again he pauted and cslled, ““Mar
jorie !"” and there came an answer this time
—a cry of joy in Marjorie’s voice.

Faulkner crushed aside branches and
underwood, desperately forcing his way
through, till suddenly be taced the black
walls of a hut.

Beyond it he fancied he saw a road,
looking like a faint white streak in the
surrounding darkness.

‘“Marjorie !” he called, again pausiog
to listen, holding his breath for the answer.

““I am here !" her voice said, sobbingly,
“Oh !is 1t ycu?”

He went round to find the door, and,
when he bad found it, shook it violently
but it would not yield.

To cut the rope did not take long; the
chain was more difficult to manage, and
Faulkner’s patience was not in the ascen-
dant.

He bade the girl stand away from the
door.

“I'm going to drive it in,” he said,
through his teeth—he was so m:ddened at
the resistance.

But the door, which had resisted Mar-
jorie’s efforts for hours, was not likely to
give way at once, even to a man’s strength

Still, it was only a matter of time, and
as—as further search showed Faulkner—
there was no better place of attack, he de~
voted his aettntion to this one.

Finally, he sent the door driving in
splinters into the but. :

The next moment be had Mu:rjorie in
bis arms,

“My duling—m{

own dsrlin‘ " he
cried, while the gir

clung to himin a
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‘I'he woods near Hendon Heath,’ his

frantic joy that showed the measure of her
terror.
She was too excited and too glad to [
shrink from him, or to take particular note F
of anything he might say.
When he put her a little from him she |
made no movement away; she leant |
against bim, still trembling and unnerved. ?
‘How long have you been here?” said
Faulkner. ¢ These devils who took you
away, where are they?”
“I don't know—there was only one and
a boy—they left me bere last night,” said
Ma:jorie faintly. “‘No one has been near
me.”’
“Tbank God for that! You couldn’t
escape !’ :
““I tried, but it was useless. Oh!” said €
she girl, passionately, ‘‘how shall I ever :
thank you for rescuing me !”
““Hush! Never try. My little Mar-'
jorie, do you think I could rest a moment
after I heard you were missing P I fancied
a thousand things: but let that pass now.
You are here—in my arms—sate !” 4
Then it was that the blood rushed into |
the girl’s face, and she drew herself impul-
ly away. L S
Faulkner made no attempt to check her. A fhaat f

“Come, we will get back,” he said.
““My horse is not tar ¢ff. You must have )
food and wine before we start. You have
had nothing !’

‘*No—nothing.

‘Did you think I should come for you,
Mnrjorie P

He bad taken her band to lead her out.
She said, in a low voice—

‘I thought you might. What do they
say at home ?’

‘Pll tell you presently. But you are
coming to my home for to night.’

‘How did you find this place P’ said Mar-
jorie, as they lett the hut. ‘I did not
know of it

‘You shall learn when we get home,’
said Faulkner.

He led the way te the spot where he had
left his horse; but, before starting, he
made the girl take some of the food and
wine he had brought with him.

Meanwhile, be arranged the saddle as
comfortably as he couid, tor ker to sit be-
fore him.

When he had mounted and lifted her on
to the horse, Eutting his arm about her to
support her, he asked—

‘Is that easy, my child P

Marjorie looked up with a smile that |
said, ‘Very.’

Fau'kner drew her closer.

‘Lay your head down,’ he said. Then,
as he telt the girl start, he added, softly : [t
‘You belong to me, dearest, don’t you ?’ | _

She yielded silently, bewildered, but ||
strangely happy. by

Faulkner put his lips to her cheek. [ 48

You’ll be happier with me,’ he said, in'
the same soft way.

She lif-:ed her head. g

‘{—yes, happier,’ she said, confusedly ; ;
‘but [ don’t unders‘and ——’

‘Marjorie, 1've been bent on winning"
you since the first day I saw vou. ‘You [¥
made your way into my heart, you little I
desolate thing. This may not be the time *
to tell you, but I can’t he{p it. Give your-
sc1f to me—give me all the love you canm, | |
and all I want I will win ’

‘But—there is you.’ she said. ‘I mean,
vour happiness—I couldn’t make it.’

‘You can love me, Marjorie. Love is
happiness—yours for me, mine for you.’

: ~hYea,’ she said, with s long quivering
sigh.

She laid her face to his breast in a half-
unconscious way, a: if that was her place
and her shelter, and it was right and na-
tural she shouid nestle there.

Faulkner, not able to speak, pressed his}
lips to her cheek againe 5

They rode in silence for a long time— |
sometimes he almost thought the girl,worn |
out, slept; but there would be & little|
movement of hers, or a long breath, as if{
she were halt oppressed, and then he koew|
sbeTwu :wske.? . g

‘Too bappy ?' he whispered once; ‘or a)
little diumfyped P " 4 [

‘Ob ! no—’ she hesitated; then said:
‘It’s all so strange !’ \

‘You never dreamt I was your lover—

(CONTINUED ON FIPTEENTH PaeE.)
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