'
" - Bt i o

PRI —— - W@,»mywwm ‘ S — e B

: “Y R AR e SR o - SR RN Tt s B E P RMTRN, R e s X . B | . —

PROGRESS, SATURDAY, JULY 27, 1901,

———
- 5o :
e AN A TN 55 1 AR

—

IN TWO INSTALMENTS—PART IL

NSNS SN NS AN NS AN

She insisted on giving the policeman five
pounds out of ber hundred and he went

away well content.
CHAPTER IV.

It was destined to be a day of pleasant
gurprises,

Oan his way to the ficticious office in the
city where he had led Donea to suppose he
was employed, Maxwell was able to render
a service to a man, who in gratitude for
the kindness shown him by a stranger, of-
fered him the very occupation he desired.

This man—who introdu:ed himselt as
George Lighton, editor and proprictor of
{he Szrutincer—was taken ill on the tram
car and might have falien cff but for Max-
well's p omptly offered assistance.

He was giddy and faint, but insisted on
going into (he city in prelerence to refurn
1ng home.

Charlie went with him, saw him comfort-
ably installed at the office of the S rutineer
apd was sbout to leave bim when he
fainted outright.

Q.4 com'ng to himsell, he repéated what
the dismayed clerks—summoned by Meux-
well's shouts for assistance—— bad s'ready
told him, viz, that he had been sufferiog
from a severa attack of inflienza, and
ought not have ventured out tor some hime
to come.

‘But there was no one here to take my
place,’ explained the unfortuoate journalist.

I had a note this morning to say my lead
er-writer is ill, and so I decided to buckle
to myself, aud see if 1 could knock off sn
article of some sort for this evening’s
issue.’

“The article is much more liksly to
knock you off,” said Maxwell, speaking on
a sudden resolve. ‘Lock here,Mr. Lighton,
I am in want of work, and I can scribble a
bit. (sive mec a subj:ct, and you keep still
while 1 eee what I can make ot it’

The editor smiled doubtfully, but was to
week to obj -ct.

H> began to look over the pile of cor-
respondence awaiting attention on his
table, while Mexwell tackled a one-column
article on the war.

He bad friends of his careless boyhood
who were now fighting in South Atrics.

One cousin was locked up in Ladysmith,
and another in Mafeking.

He bad studied all the war news with an
avidity which represented his sole interest
in lite.

He put heart,as well as brains, into the
article, whicb, when finished, he handed to
Mr Lighton.

The experienced man of lotters read it
with equal sppreciation of his talent for
composition and his grip ot bis subject.

‘Very good English, Mr. Maxweil, and
very good eense and feeling. Could you
keep on at this sort of thing, or bave you
written yourself out ¥’

‘] don’t think I have done that. I feel
stirred up to give expression to my
thoughts each time I see a newspaper.’

“You bave been in South Africa ’

“Yes; 1 know the Transvaal pretty well.’

‘And the Boer P’

‘Yes,’

‘Well, write me another article, will
you ? Not necessarily for publication, but
to give me an ides of the extent of your
private knowledge—gained by experience
—of the country and the men. Try to for-
get all you bave read ; state merely what
you have seen. Let me have it by and by.’

‘I might as well do it at once, if you will
allow me to stay here.’

By the time the two men went to lunch
together, Coarlie Msxwell was engagsd as
temporary sub editor ol the Scruuneer,
with a promise of regular work it he con-
tinued to give satisiaction.

He went home to dinner that first even-
ing with the satistying consciousness that
his old life w.s gone tor ever.

An iron door had closed on it; a door he
had no wish ever to see opened again, and
he must look to it that his own weakness
did not ruin his home prospects; irom that
quarter danger still threatened him,
and might swamp his career  at
any moment, unless he kept strict guard
over himsell.

But he fcund it d.fficult to repress the
words of sdmiration and delight which
rushed to Lis lips when he found the little
table in the backroom of the Brix‘on lodg-
ings laid for dinner as tastefully as if an
army of trained servants were at bis land-
lady’s command, whil: Donsa awaited bis
reture, looking a picture of happy content
in one of the black dinner dresses with
which she had provided herselt, in spite of
Edith’s assurence that they would be useles
t, a girl liviag alone 1o London with her
daily bread to earn.

“I'his is an unexpected pleasure,” obser-
ed Maxwell, when, hurried into th? dress-
suit he found ready on bis bed, be rejoined
Donsa, and seated himselt opposite ner at
the table arranged by her clever fingers.
‘] really must say 1 hike the little refize-
ments of lite.’

‘So do 1. They belp one to maintain one’s
selt-respect. ! am sorry there are only two
courses, Charlie; Mrs. Dudden stuck at
more. I bad hard work to make ber turn
out decent table Jinen and a liberal supply
of glasees. Ste is a strict utilitarian, and
cannot see the sense of putting on the table
anything that is not aciually necestary.
Bnt row tell me what you bave been doing
ailgm.

He gave her a truthful, it not complete,
account of his experiences, to whicu she
lirened with flattering interest, putting

sevoral questions, to which he found some
&uffi ‘ulty in replying.

When dinner was over “*hs announced
that he was going to work.

This was in order to fortify himself
against the temptation to repeat the dan
gerous programme he had indulged in on
the previous evening.

Notwithstanding which virtuous resclve,
he was certainly disappointed when Donsa
scemed not only content but pleased.

‘Sh», too, worked diligently for a couple
of hours, and then, having ascertained that
music would not disturb bim, she seated
hereelf at the pians and gave bim another
unexpected pleasura, for she was a skilled
musician.

He listened in sort of a trance, laying
down hus pen directly she began.

There was no real need for his tremend-
ous industry ; for the last balf hour he had
onlv been pretending to work.

When Donsa was tired of playing, she
msde some coffeze, which Maxwell pro-
pounced to be delicious; and then bade
him good night.

He had been looking forward eagerly to
that moment, though he hated the thought
of parting from her.

‘It is only hall past ten, Donsa.’

‘Karly to bed, early to rise; you know

the rest. I want to get you into better
habits, Charlie. Brain workers need a lot
of sleep.’

‘But, my dear child, what i« the use of
going to bed it one can’t sleep-? I should
certainly not get a wink this side ol mid-
night.’

He had her in his arms now, 80 was
ready to welcoms a Jengthy argument.

‘Anybody with a will of their own ought
to be able to mike themselves sleep,’
Donsa retoried. ‘You could it you tried.
I sleep without trying at all. I have bad a
busy dsy and I feel I have earned a good
nights r:st. So let me go, sir if you please
and mind you are not late at breaktast’

She withdrew herself from his embrace
and went to her room {feeling very happy.

Certainly brothers were an excellent in-
stitution.

She would not have believed that the
finding of a hitherto unkuown one would
have served to so thoroughly complete her
life.

That first day was a fair sample of those
that followed during the next four weeks.

Maxwell kept himself well in hand, help-
ed to this by having to send a quarterly
remittance to the asylum which sh:ltered
his wife.

The remainder of her existence, painful
as it was, acted as a healtby check to his
growing passion for Donsa.

His greatest fear became not so much
lest she should discover the deceit he was
practising on her, as lest she shouid, on
discovering it, bid him seek her no more.

He took kindly to work; he was a born
journaliet, and baving found his niche in
lite, he fitted it to a nicety.

George Lighton began to think that the
day he had met Maxwell was a red letter
day for him.

His sub editor turned out to be simply
invaluable when he grasped all that was
required of him, and began to get used to
his work.

And Cbarlie was a better man for baving
found a career, a better man, too, for lov-
ing a woman he could not hope to win.

Ha began to see the mistakes and the
littleness of his old life of sclt indulgence;
and he started remolding his character on
a new and more solid basis.

Donsa spoke occasionslly of Curtis
Lockbart, dwelling on the kindness be bad
shown her.

Maxwell had not the heart to undeceive
her though he doubted his wisdom in keep
ing sil:nt.

Had she really been his sister he would
have told her the truth concerning the
character of the man she had been dispos-
ed to trust ; but as 1t was, he shrank from
doing so, little thinking that the dsy was
at band when he would bitterly repent his
reticence.,

Instead of converting Charlie into keep-
ing regular hours Donea herselt began to
deteriorate in that respect.

He so enjoyed tha little concert to which
she treated him night, when they had both
had finished work for the day, that she was
tempted to prolong it.

Aand then he got into the habit of dis-
cussing ber performance, which she en-
joyed vastly, bis criticism being nearly all
admiration.

So she lingered to listen, forgetting to
notice how rapidly the hands of the clock
were travelling towards midnight.

One night she fell asleep in her low
chair opposite his.

She had been working hard at an order
¢he had received for designing dresses
for a coming fashionable wedding.

Maxwell,” as it happened, was extra
busy also that evening, and there had
been no music, and very little talking, for
the first time since they started housekeep-
ivg together.

Wondering at ber prolonged silence he
glanc :d across at her wien at length he
laid down his pen.

Then he was content to sit and watch
her, his eyes filling gradually with the love
he so carefully kept out of them when hers
were capable of reading their expression.

Pretty as Donsa was when awake, she
looked more to real advantage now, with

her thick, dark lashes resting on the some-
what pale cheeks.

Her lips were slightly parted, and she
was smiling faiotly as though she enjoyed
pleasant dreams.

Maxwell watched until his heart was on
fire with love and he felt be could not for
many minutes longer repress the desire to
tske her in his arms and kiss her back to
consciousness.

With & savage laugh at bis mental fore-
cast of the result of such madness, he seiz
ed the noker and let it fall with a crash
into the fender.

Donsa woke with a start.

He was immediatly all apologies and
regret for his clumsiness ; but be was care-
ful to avoid looking at her until she rose
trom her caair and coming close to him
raised ber lips for a good-night kiss.

‘] am too tired to play tomght, Charlie ;
besides, it’s too late. You also look tired ;
you are quite pale’

‘[ feel a cit tired.’ he replied, giving her
a kiss, of winch she bighly disapproved, on
account of its lack of quality.

“+I am not going to ve put cff with such
a miserable peck as that,’ she said. ‘I be-
lieve you are afraid ol mjuring your prec-
jout moustache. 1 will cest the evil eye
on it, and stunt its growth, it you don’t
kisse me properly at once!

For a second he lost his bead, crushing
her agsinst bim with a fierceness which
must have alarmed her had she not thought
it atsumesd.

Her laughing protest recalled bim to his
senses, and he laughed, too, in a queer
catchy sort of way as he released her and
bade her begone.

That ¢mbrace dwelt vividly in the men-
ory of both in the long dark days of separ-
ation which were s0 near at band.

CHAPTER V.

Curtis Lockhart was ot the kind of man
to give up anything he had set his heart
on possessing ; neither was be a safe man
to make an enemy of.

The suspicion—almost amounting to act-
ual knowledge—that Maxwell had read his
despicable intentions with regard to the
girl whom he was pretendiog to serve,
roused in him a keen determinstion to be
revenged on the man who bad foiled bim in
putting those intentions into praclice.

Inquiries in clubland elicited the fact
that two Caarles Maxwells were known in
90 ial circles.

Oae of these had for many years danced
sttendance on an elderly aunt, a Miss
Grant, who had died early in last autump,
pequething to this dutiful nephew all her
worldly poss:ssions, on condition that he
was krown in future as Charles Maxwell
Grant.

Apparently he did little credit to any
bringing up he may have received, for ac-
cording to Lockhart's informant, though
he had ‘people’ somewhere 1n Dcvonshire,
he left England without communicating
with them, announcing that he felt like
giving his cramped wings a prolonged
stretch 1n other lands.

Later it became known to the acquaint-
ances left behind in London—the man ap-
peared to have made no friends—that he
bad volunteered for service in South Africa.

And this was the last that had been
heard of bim.

The othar Charles Maxwell was the
younger son of a baronet, and bad ioherit-
ed a bandsome fortune from his mother.

He did well at college; bu: on leaving
Oxtord, settled down to the aimless life ot
a man about town, and ended by marry-
ing a girl, of whom nobody knew much,
except that she proved a charming hostess
until the unbappy day when the terrible
discovery was made that she was hopeless-
lessly insane.

Sie was sent to a private asylum, and
her husband linge ed now bere, now there,
within society’s ken, until he suddenly dis-
sppeared, and it was more than suspected
that he bad made away with himselt.

At which erroneous conclusion Mr.
Lockbart smiled to himself, preparatory to
taking a journey to the south-west of Eag-
land.

During the next fortnight Elith Maxwell
made frequent mention in her  letters to
her sister of a Mr. Curtis, who had come
to Penreach tor sketching purposcs.

In spite of the unreasonsble weather this
Mr. Curtis industriously sketched the
vicarage {rom all points of view, succeed-
ing not only in producing fairly successtul
pictures, but also in attaining the object ot
his visit tn the quaiat little willage.

The vicar, giad of a stranger to talk to,
entered into conversation with him, found
they bad mutual acquaintances, and asked
him to lunch.

The vicar’s wite made much of him, and
Edith aroused berself from her growing
languor to smile sweetly on him while
she listened to his easy chatter of art life in
Paris.

1t was not long before he drew from her
a mention ot her sister and brother, who
lived in rooms at Brixton.

He was shown Donsa’s photograph, and
recognizzd it at once.

But Charlie‘s was not fortbhcoming.

Toen be retailed the intormation he had
received concerning two Charlie Maxwells,
who were known to {risnas of bis.

Could either of them be, by any cbarce,
Miss Maxwell’s brotner ?

At the mention of Aunt Grant, Elith ¢

pricked up her ears.

*That must be my brother !’ she exclaim-
ed excitedly.

‘But [ thought you said he was living in
Londoo? observed Curtis.

*So he is.’

“Then this fellow cannot be he, for be is
in South Africa at the present moment.’

*You must be mistaken, Mr. Curtis.’

‘I don’t thiok [ am. O: course I will
make further inquiries before being posi-
tive, but I certaialy understood that the
nephew and heir of the late Miss Grant of
Sandilands, volunteered tor service at the
outbreak ot the war.’

‘He would hardly do that without letting
us koow.’

.

‘S one would think. Bat it he is the
Maxwell I mean, he is not likely to con-
sider other people when gratilying any
whim he may have taken into his hoad.
You must pardon me sayiog this of your
brother, Mise Maxwell, bat "

‘I am not going to allow that you are
speaking of my brother, Mc Cortis,becsuse
il you are, who is my sister Living with P’

“(ood heavens! [ never thought of that!’

Fdith fired ber question at him so abrup-
tly that it was easy for bim to app ar taken
by surprise.

‘My uncle must go to town at once and
find out the truth. This is what comes of
Donsa's craz > for independenca ! 1 might
have kpown——'

‘Bat Miss M:ixwell you must remember
that [ am not at all sure I bave not mixed
up the two men. 1f you will take my ad-
vice you will not say anything to the vicar
until | am m re sure of my facts. You
correspond with your sister, of course P’

‘I heard from ber this morning.’

‘Did she mention her brother ?’

‘Yes; she always says something about
him. According to bher he is a paragon of
virtus.’

“Then we may sately leave her in his
care, 1 think tor a day or two longer while
I make icqairies abont him. I will return
to town at once, and communicate with
you tomorrow.’

*Y ou are exceedingly kind, Mr Cartis
I ough: to feel more reluctant to accept
this service trom you.’

‘I hope you will never feel reluctant to
accep: any service from me,Miss Msxwell.
But { do not promise that 1 shall not ask
for a reward some day—a reward far ex-
ceeding my deserts.’

Edith blushed a d her eyes feil slowly.

Curtis took his hands, satiefi:d that he
had adopted the surest meens of moulding
her to hie will. He was very desirous that
she should say nothing to anyone of the
doubts he had instilled into ber mind.

*Miss Mixwell—Edith, may 1 dare to
hope ?’

‘I think—I don’t know—wait until we
know each other better,’ stammered Edith.

‘So be it he murmured, ‘Meanwhile,
dor’t be angry. darling I’

He bent and kissed ber lips.

Then be left ber without a word of fare-
weil to mar the effact of that well-timed
caress.

‘A little more spirit—a little less caution
—and she would be as worthy ol attention
as that charming listle sister ol hers, who,
I think, will be far more deligbtfal to make
love to, it 1 am any judge of women. But
I must not risk tailure by being in too
much of a burry. [ must count each step
carefully as I advance.

Dalay of any sort, however, was render-
ed no. only uuneceseary, but impolitic, by
news announced in that evening’s papers
from the scat of war.

A disaster to the British bad been re-
por ed the day betore, and now amongst
the list of killed was the name of Charles
Maxwell-Grant.

It was possible that many Charles Max-
wells were to be tound in the (Qieen’s
army ; but a Charles Maxwell-Grant was
by no means so likely to bave a duplicate.

At any rate this was sufficient for Lock-
hart to work on for the furtherance of his
desires without waiting tor verification or
contradiction of the report.

His next move was to present himself at
the Brixton lodgings, which he did on the
following, when he had watcbed the sub-
aditor of the Scrutineer ou: of sight on his
way to the City.

Donss was all eagerness when Mr.L sck-
hart was announced.

She welcomed bim with a bright smile,
which faded, however, at the sizht of his
grave face.

‘What is the matter? ’ she asked involun-
tarily.

Hs drew last eveniag’s Globe from his
pocket.

‘Did you see last night’s psper ? It will
be in today’s also, of course.’

His tone was full of meaning

‘What ?°

Donsa was not the most patient young
woman in the world.

‘1 hardly know bow to tell you—how to
explsin. It will be a terribie shock—a
dou le shock. Your brother ——’

‘What of himP Pshaw ! he has only just
lett me. Nothing could have happened.’

“T'he man who bas pretended to be your
brother is sate enough tor all I know to the
contrary, Miss Maxwell. It is of him who
was your brother in reality that I must un
happily tell you——’

‘Pretended to be my brother !
yourselt pleasc!’

She taced him now with scared eyes and
parted lips.

He pointed to the name in the list of kil-
led—the name ot Charles Maxwell Grant
— saying quietly—

‘Miss Grant of Sandilands, bequeathed
all she possessd to her nephew on condi-
tion toat he added her name to his own.
Al . ost immediately after ber death he
went to South Atrica and voluntc<ered for
service.'

‘Dona stared at the paper, and then at
Lockhart, stammering miserably—

‘Bat—b—but—my b—brother

‘Your brother is dead,” said the man
with brutal pleioness. *The Charles Max
well with woomz you have been living all
these weeks is an impositor. He 1s no
more your brother thin 1l am.’

The memory of last night’s embrace sent
the hot blood rushing into Donsa'’s cuock

She stood for 8 momant or two uxu
to speak or move ;then as pallor sno c.ced
that swift blush, a crusbing sensc oi misery
smote in on her heart, and & merciful or -
consciousness 8¢ R 4
hart’s arms.

He made no attempt to summon assis-
tance.

There was no pity in bis heart for the
girl he was torturing.

He watched her until she recc
bearing to touch her fac: wiih
lip; lest her faintness shouvl
tial.

He must not show his hand too soon.

Explain

)

‘What am I to do P’ whispered Donea, as
full keowledge ot hecrwretchedness return.
el to her.

‘Why not jrin your sister,’ he suggested.

Bat she shook her head.

‘I simply cannot go and bury mjyself in
the country now that I have had a taste of

city life. I shall wait here until he comes
3ome to dinner. He will tell me what to
'

“That is not a course I shoulllike my
sister to take,’ said Lockhart gravely. ‘The
fellow bas deceived you in a base and cow-
ardly manner. You ought-—but I presume
on our very slight acquaintance ; you will
ot course please yourself. Perbaps it
would be as well to make bim explam his
conduct. There may nét be much to
blame him for after all. If he has bebavea
to youn a purely brotherly manner, you
will not find it diffi;ult to forgive him;
though epeaking for myself, I must say 1
considered it not aliogetber honorable for
married man to deliberately —'

‘Married ! Is he married

‘Most certainly he is married. I know
his bistory by heart. Shall I tell it to you?’

The sad little story lost nothing in the
telling.

Leckhart magnified Maxwell's weakness-
es into vices, and hinted at the young wite’s
madness being in & measure, the result of
his ill-treatment.

Donea did not altogetler believe, but
she listened ; and s she could not doubt
that Charlie wae married, she somehow
found it hard to forgive him.

And that was how it came about that,
when Maxwell returned that evening, be
found her fl wn, with all her belongings,
the only explanation of ber departure be-
ing contaiced in the brielest ot notes,
which iay on the dinner-table—

‘Mr Lockhart bas told me of you decep~
tion, .

CHAPTER VL

Had he received a mortal wound, Max-
well could not have felt more helpless.

Lockhart had been there !

S:;e must be with Lockhart at this mom.
ent !

What a fool he had been to withhold the
knowledge of the man’s true character
from her !

He might bave guessed that Curtis
would not submit to be baulked ot the
prey he had masrked down for bimsell.

Donsa with Lockbart ! In his power!
At bis mercy !

The thought was torture; the more so
that Maxwell was uoable to move in the
matter—powerless to effect her rescus,
even it he knew whore to find ber.

He bad placed himselt in the wrong by
his own mad folly.

Donsa would not dare to trust him again.

She had relrained from any word of ac-
cusstion in her cruclly short note; but
what she had written spoke eloquently of
the indignation she felc at finding she had
been deceived.

And yet, bad he in reality, abused her
trust in him ?

His worse offetnce had been those
heavenly-sweet caresses which he had not
bad strength to deny himsell.

His pulses tingled eyen now at the re-
memberancs of them, and her ready re-
sponse—a response given in ignorance—
that he was not the brother she thought
him, but & response none the less delight-
tal for all that.

He knew in his heart that his thoughts
hsd never wronged her for a moment.

His love was past denying.

But it was not a se.fishb love, and it did
her no dishonor.

But would she believe this ?

Would her people believe it?

He told himselt ‘No,” as far as her
friends were concerned.

They did not know him, and they would
nat iraily suspect the worst.

Bat she knew him.

They had gone through those happy
waeks of closest intimacy for nothing.

Just as be had learned her real charact-
er, her independent spirit and disliks of
all control, ber sweetness and unselfihness,
womanly love ot home aud domestic tizs,
which had shown itsell in spite of her de-
termination to work for livelithood—so she
too, must have learned to know him in
part, at least.

In this thought rested all his comfort,
and precious lictle there were ot it; for it
would not help Donsa in her present strait
to refl sci that the deceiver she hid flown
from was a better man than the one whose
protection she had acczpted.

Bat porhaps he was worrying himsslf
unnecessary.

[nstead of being with Curtis Lockbart,
Donsa was in all probability with har sis-
ter.

Why had this thought not occured to
bim before ?

Leaviog his untasted dinner, he rushed
to the nearest telegraph offi:2, aund de-
spatched a message to Edith Maxwell, at
Pznreach Vicarage, asking it Donsa was
there.

He prepsid the reply, but none came.

It was too late in the evening tor a tele-
gram to be delivered in that remote coun-
try village.

E iith did not get it till nex! morning,
and then her answer renewed Maxwoll’s

anxiety. .
*No. If still missin ;, hold yourself re-
spouneible. Truth is knowa.

‘Edith Maxwa:ll.?

That sent him flying westward, after de=
spatching a message to Mr. Lighton not to
expect hio at the offi e for an hour or two.

He sscertained where Lockbhart lived,
an’ juired comcerning hm . e
» 'dross given, only to be ialormad tusl

. Mr. Lockbart had let:  ~ n1 the prev.

yous aay for an indfiace o0, ueusiion
not kaowa.
Groaning in «¢pirit, Mosw 1! at legeth

had recourse ro s

in Ve nmnP e
DsEn2E Of AUThIng . ad ®La pees,
e bots cath d ‘g outset.
wat pad; Loou by the tir . o ra2 kol
(ke offi .c.

Continued on page eleven, L




