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CHAPTER L

In one of the upper rooms of a house in
Harley street a sick man lay in & gilded
canopied bed—a rich man evidently, whose
descent into the Valley of Death was made
as easy as possible with all that gold could

urchase, or science suggest. An em
groidered quilt covered his wasted limbs,
and his head and shoulders rested on
downy lace trimmed pillows.

But outward appliances were in vain to
ease the suffering he felt as he wearily
turned from side to side with half-closed
eyes and quick, uneven breath, that came
in gasps between his fevered, colourless
lips.

pBy the window stood bis valet, holding
back the curtsins and looking out into the
silent streets. He was very tired, having
watched all through the night in order to
give the sick man’s wite and a hired nurse
A rest,

The lighte of London were fading,grow-
ing pale before the glory of the rising sun.
The first hint of dawn was stealing across
the sky that but an hour ago was like a
purple pall spread tent like over that vast
wilderness of chimneys which we call the
City. Each moment the outline of spires
and buildings showed more distinct aganst
the lighteniog heaven, while in the far eas’
where the day begins, the rosy flash lost
iteselt in a Iake of saffron, melting in the
inevitable London grey overbead.

Suddenly s clock in a steeple near at
band broke the early stillness with its noisy
iron foogue to tell the hour in sonorous
tones.

The wvalet started and leaned towards
the bed.

‘Three o’clock ! Time for his medicine.
Now where is it P Must be in the dress-
fog room, I suppose. Well, there’s no
helping it ; [ must wake her. She should
have left it out.’

He knocked several times at the door of
the sdjoining room before any answer
came to the suinmons.

At last a woman’s voice asked sleepily:

‘Wbho is it, and what do you want ?

‘] think the medicine iv in the dressing
room, my lady, and it is now time his lord-
ship took it,’ was the reply whispered
through the key hole.

“Very well, Plush, I will bring it in
directly ;' and the valet beard the uncork-
ing of & bottle and the clinking of glasses.

Presently the door was opened afew
inches, and & small white hand held out
the measured dose of physic. The servant

tepped softly towards the bed,
.mr placing his arm under the
sick man’s shoulder to raise his head, he

oured the mixture down his throat. Then

e laid him back smong the pillows and
spresd snothor blanket over his chilly
limbe, for he was shivering.

A sudden cry bebind him caused Plush
to turn round, .

In the doorway stood her ladyship with a
{ace as white as that which lay on the pil-
lows, and her large dark eyes dilated with
borror. In her hand she held a half empty
bottle.

‘Ob. my God !" she cried, ‘what have I
done? And you have given it to him.
What shall we do P

‘What is it, my lady P Have you ad-
ministered the wrong medicine '

“The wrong medicine P I bave poured
out poison for my busband. See here,” and
she held out the blue phisl. ‘It was so
derk in the next room, and I was very
drowsy, and I did not remember there
were two bottles on the dressing table,
and ] gave you the lotion in the glars in-
stead of the physic. Uh, Plush, what shall
1 do ? What will become of me ? Sir Alis-
on will die, the doctor will discower the
cause, and the world will suspect that I—
I mudered him. Ob, belp me. Plush,
what is to be done P Perhaps you bad bet-
ter run to tbe hemist’s for an antidote.
Quick, go now. Stay, let me see how be
looks,' and ber ladysbip hurried to the
side of the bed, bending ber face down
close to the lips of her husband that she
might listen to his breathing.

His wife placed ber band on his heart,
which she could feel beating regularly, il
somewhat feebly, then raising her head
with & great look of relief sle said to ihe
valet who was standing rear:

‘See, Plush. He breathes quite easily,
ae eoftly as a child. Perbaps siter all the
lotior did bim no harm. There was no
label marked poison on the bottle. What
do you think we had better do P’

‘Well, my lady, as you say, the lotion,
though intended for external application,
may not have contsined any deadly poison,
and perbaps the mixture bas done lis lord-
sbip no serious injury. You see if I run
round to the chemist for an artidote it
might get about thet—in fact, a very ugly
story might be spread abroad. If g.nythmg
were to happen to his lordship, which Go
forbid, it would not be very pleasant lor
you to hear the world whisper that Lady
Garnet bad poisoned her busband.’

‘Hush, Plush, hush ! The nurse might
bear ycu, and it is a dreadiul thing to say.’

‘But the world will say dresdful things,
my lady, snd the best way is not_to give
them anything to talk about. If I may be
permitted to give your ladyship advice, 1
should counsel you to stay quiet till the
morning end see how matters go with the
master. You can easily dismiss the nurse,
saying that you wish to attend upon Sir
A{i:g yourself. All may yet come right ;
as you say, the mixture has perhaps done

Her Ladyship’s
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no harm.’

‘I think you are right, Plush, and [ will
follow your advice. We will wait till day
light. But, my God, it anything should
happen to him today, if he should die, 1
shall alwavs feel guilty as if bood were on
my bands.’

‘Your lad; ship must not view matters in
such a dismal light. Sir Alison may yet
recover,’ replied the servant: but as he
glanced at the face among the pillows,
which was gradually assuming such »
ghastly hue, he himself hardly believed in
such a possibility.

Lady Garnet walked to the window and
looked out absently into the street, which
now was aw:kening to fresh lite and stir.
Each moment seemed to drag as wearily as
it weighted with lead. She longed for and
yet dreaded the doctor’s visit. He bad
said he would come early thie morning,

Cora Garnet was generally quoted as
the loveliest woman in London; and it
was the fivorite boast of more than one
club man that he had the entree to bher box
at Convent Garden. Of medium beight,
of pae complexion, with features far from
perfect, but just irregular enough to give
character and piquancy to the almost color
less tace which 1ooked all the tairer by
contrast with the dark auburn hair, of
tbat hue bordering on red and yet remain-
ing brown which only artists can appreci
ate—such was Cora, Lady Garnet.

Her father, the Reverend Jobn Burnett,
had with his large family and small
means filled the Rectory of Briarly End,
in one of the midland counties, and
here it was that Sir Alison Garnet, at
the time a bachelor of five and torty, who
had driven all bhusband hunters to de-
spair, met and suddenly tell in love with
the parson’s pretticst daughter.and married
h,er, atter the shortest possible ‘‘wooing
o't.

It was, of courss, an excellent match for
a poor clergyman’s daughter, and Cora
herself tully appreciated her good fortune.

Sir Alison proved as indulgent as he
was devoted, taking great pleasure in see-
ing the admiration his young wife won
from society, and humouring her in even
her most fantastic and expensive caprices.

The sorrow she felt for carelessness
which had just been the cause of so grave
an accident was undoubtedly sincere. Her
lite with Sir Alison had been on the whole
a very happy one. If ehe had not perhaps
loved ber husband as some few women
understand love, yet she certaiuly enter-
tained for him that strong degree of liking
which makes marriage a plessant sociable
arrangement,and hitherto Sir Alison might
sately be said to bave had no rival in bhis
wife’'s affections—except perhaps herselt.

Selfish she undeniably was,weak as water
save where ner own interest was conceroed,
vain as only &« woman ever can be, she
possessed just enough generosity to be
called geod-natured, just enough heart to
be sentimen!ai, just enough depth to be
passionate.

So tar, since ! «r warrisge, her existence
bad been likc = lively little French operetta
made up of danciug, mnging,and perpetua
movement. Now, all was changed. Her
busband bad been seriously ill for many
weeks, and during that time the house was
ot neceseity hushed for the sake of the sick
man.

As she stood ai the bedroom window and
idly watched the vehicles pass in the street
below, it would be difficult to say which
sentiment was uppermost in her heart—
fear, or remorse, or sorrow, or hope; the
bope that a bird feels when be finds his
cage-door open, and he is free as the air
outside.

She was not really a bad woman, but
the idea did occur to her that, after all,
dreadful ae it would be to lose ber hus-
band, yet liberty is sweet ; and still sweet—
er to a week plcasure loving nature in the
unconditiovsl conirol of great wealth.

Till her baby son should be old enough
to take the management of the money and
the estate into his own bands, she, Cora,
Lady Garnet, might rule as despotically as
she chose.

At last ¢he turned her face from the
window to the b 4 where her busband was
lying. Plush had falien asleep trom sheer
exhaustion on the sofa.

Something strange and ghastly in Sir
Alison’s rigid features made his wite has-
ten to his side. She Ilaid one lightly on
his forehead, and then withdrew the valet,
who started to bis feet.

‘Oh, Plush, he ie quite stiff and cold,
and I capnot hear him breathe. Scze, bis
eyes are half open, and—oh, he is dead,
be is dead ! God help me ! what will be.
come of me '

And Cora wrung her hands, and throw-
ing herself down by the pillows, she
seized her husband’s chill demp fingers,
and calling rim by every endearing name,
besought hiin to turn snd look at her and
tell her she was still bis own true loved
wite.

But no answer came, no change passed
over the bard gray face, and the parted
lipe and glazed dim eyes never lost their
expression of vacancy.

Yes, Sir Alison was dead. The lamp of
life which so long bad flickered fitfully had
uow gone out, and the brave, noble spirit
bad found its way from that silent, dark
ened reom into the land where souls find
rest.

As with all weak natures, Cora’s grief
was as passionate as it was short lived. She

realised her loss at once, and was over-
whelmed with the force of mingled emo-
tions.

‘Oh, Alison, my darling, my one love, I
cannot live without you. Come back,
come back,’ she cried, sobbing convul-
sively.

And she really believed ot the moment
that her heart was broken.

The valet had really liked and respected
his master, and the tears that stood in his
eyes as he turned sway so ee not to in-
trude on the widow's grief were genuine.

‘Plush,’ cricd Lady Garuet, suddenly
rising to her feet, and pusbing
back  her disordered  hair, ‘you
must run round to the docter’s at
once. Itisnow six o'clock. Ask him to
come without delay. See him if you can,
and tell bim what has happened. KExplain
all or nothing, as yon think best He is &
friend of the tamily, and I am sure he
would understand and is to be trusted.
What do youn think ?’

‘I should say, my lady, that it would be
better to tell no hing until atter Dr Brad-
shaw has seen—seen—hss been bhere, that
is. I will fetch bim at once.’

And the valet quitted the room.

Such was Cora Grnet, that even at this
awful moment, with ber hushand lyiog
dead in the same room, she still coula
remember she had never done her hair, and
to wonder whether it would look more
‘suitable’ in the doctor’s eyes to wesr &
plain black cashmere than a silk.

Once dressed, she returned to the bed-
side and threw herself on her knees, bury
ing ber face in her hands that she might
shut out the sight of those rigid features
with the seal of death upou them. Perhaps,
after all, he would have died today? Did
not the doctor say he could not last long ?
No doubt the dose she had administered
by accident had nothing to do with bis
sudden end ? At any rate she was_fully
determined to think so.

Hurried footsteps were presently beard
on the stairs, ard the valet opened the
aoor and uthered in Dr. Bradshaw.

The physician was a tall man with &
slight stoop of the rhoulders, long white
bair, and eyes concealed by blue spectacies.
He bhad msde an excellent practice for
himself in an influential and wealthy circle,
and when younger had been looked upon
as one of the cleverest surgeons in London.

Dr. Bradshaw advanced to the bed, bade
the valet raise the blind and drsw aside the
curtain, leaned down over the dead man,
touched bis lips and felt his heart, then
turning to Liady (Garnet, who was standing
behind him with tightly clasped hands and
an ashen tace, he shook his bead several
times, and said :

‘] bave known Sir Alison fir many years
and it you will permit me fo say so, there
is no one of whose friendship I bave been
prouder ; no one whom I admired and re-
spected more highly, 1f I as a friend feel
such grief, what must you experience—you
his wife? Ah, | knew when 1 saw him
yesterday that the end was pot far off. I
wonder, atter such a terrible accident as
the the one he met with, that he should
have lasted so long.’

‘And pothing that we could have done
would have saved him P’ ssked Liady Gar-
from behind the handgerchief she beld to
her ayes.

‘Nothing, my dear lady, nothing. The
accident gave a severe shock to the system
and as I thought previously, the heart
must have been affscted.’

Cora feit as if some leaden weight had
suddenly been lifted from ber heart. After
a tew more expressions of sorrow and an
urgent request that ber ladysbip would be
sure and reckon on him for any service
which it might be in his power to render,
he took his leave, and as the door clozed
behind him Cora breathed a deep breath
of relief.

Now she bad only Plush to deal with.
That would be san easy matter—servants
can always be silenced with money, and
of that she had plenty. She locked round
as the valet entered.

*Plush.’

‘Yes, my lady,’ replied that function-
ary with his eyes discreetly lower-

ed.

‘Of course you understand—y have
been a faithtul servant to Sir Aiis ad
— of course you will be retained. ' .ow

you will see how pecessary for me I, .s ibat
you should be silent as the grave concern.
ing the accident that occured this morning.
[ do not suppose for a moment, mind, that
the dose you administered had anything to
do with hastening Sir Alison’s death still
you understand 1 wish it kept quite secret
It might injure me if the story got about.’

Lady Garpet glanced with the closest
scrutiny at herlservant’s face, but she could
read nothing in that pale impassive coun-
tenance. _

He raised his eyes quietly and met her
gaze calmly, then respectfully lowered
them once more.

‘My lady, my lips are sealed. Sir Alison
could not be more silent on the subjact than
1 shall be. 1 only azk you to allow me still
to remain in your service, to which I will
devote my whole life and do my utmost to
merit your copnfidence.

‘Plush, I ehall trust you entirely. You
shall not be & loser by your silence. Al-
ways count on me as a friend, and come
to me for assistance if you are in any trou-
ble,’ and Liady Garnet beld out one white
jewelled hand, giving him time to touch
it with his lips a2 she swept past him into
the dressing room,

Plush turned to the window. ‘Ab,’
muttered he to bimself, ‘now my fortune
is made ; what fools women are to be sure.
She does not see that she has put herselt
entirely in my power. A family secret !’
Why, that is a gold mine in itself, which I
intend to work till I reap a fine harvest.’

Lady Garnet in the drawing room smil-
ed complacently as she glanced in one of
the many high mirrors which lined the
walls.

‘What & lucky woman I am to have such
s faithful servant to be sure! I suppose

he feels a sort of romantic allegiance to

me, such ae one reads of in the days of the
Crusaders. Ah, well! Iam free from s
terrible fear, and I shall certainly reward
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Plush for this—his consideration of my
feeling.

CHAPTER 1II.

‘T will order the dog cart round at four
to the minute. That pgives vou an easy
hall hour’s drive to the station, Captain
Cameron,’ said the master of the Castle
Moness to his guest as they rose {rom the
eumptuously spread luncheon table that
glittered with’ mlver and costly g aes, with
masses of flowers snd fuit covering the
.DOW damask cloth.

‘Will that arrangement suit you P’

‘Now, to be candid, Mr. Scott, with all
duse respect to your dog cart, should I
offend you by saying that on such a glor-
1ous afternoon as this | would no: miss the
walk for any consideration. There’s a
freesh breeze blowing which will make the
moors a pedestrian’s paradise.  The road
between bere and Glasgow is just a panor-
sms picture that Millais ought to paint:
every bit ot it. And on foot, you ree, |
can just stop where I choose and drink
deep draughts of your strong northe n air
and enjoy my favorite views to my heart’s
content.’

‘All right; very well, young man,’ re-
plied the bost, rubbing bis hands and look.
mg proudly out of the window at the
broken undulating stretch ot mountaia and
moor and hanging woods; at the distant
silver lake that lay like a gem between its
indented shores with the sun shining full on
its sparkling surface; at the princely park
where the deer were crouched in the shad-
ow of giant oak and purpie beech; w«nd
closer at hand, bie eyes wandered right
and left across the grey stone terrace to
where the gardens sloped to the smooth
sward of the wide velvet-like lawn.

All this was his. and had been purchased
by rhe hard earned gold of a Glasgow
merchant, not twenty years before & travel-
ler for a busy fi'm at & salary of one hun-
dred and fiity pounds, and now a million-
aire, a cotton lord—-no wonder he was
proud.

‘The wslk is & long one, Captain
Cameron,’ he remarked after a pause.

‘So are my legs, Mr. Scott,’ replied the
officer, surveying those limbs with much
the same expression of tace as that seen on
bis host’s countenance when he scanned
his landed property. ‘Do yeu mnot agree
with me, Mise S:ott ?* he asked, turning
to a young girl who had not yet risen frem
the table. ‘Is not this exactly the weather
for a walk P’

‘] think so,” she replied with a quiet
smile, and a# their eyes met. hers fell be-
fore the plain significance in his.

Proud as Ronald Scott undoubtedly wae
of his castle, his acres, and hisgold, it 1s
only fair to him to sy that his pride in hie
only chiid was even greater—was almost
boundless.

All would one day be hers, he thought,
as he glanced from the costliness of every
emall object that went to furnish his
cemmonest room, to her sweet girlish
face. He looked st it now with untold
love in his eves, and in so doing he
caught bie guest in the same act. She wae
handsome, but not fascinating. Her feat
ures were almost faultlessly regular, ber
eyes as blue as lapis lszuli. Toe hair,
which grew closely over the firm square
torehead, wae of that darkest shade of
brown, so often called back.

‘Well, I should say, it you mean to walk
you bad better leave here at three o’clock,
not later. I know ynu are anxious to be in
London early to-morrow, or I should be
more selfish, and beg you to prolong your
stay till the summer is quite at an end.
Anyhow, Ketha, put on your hat; you
shall row Captein Cameron over the loch,
and see him on his way with a God-speed,
and a welcome back ; and, remember, my
boy, if ever you want a friend and though
your father is a lord, you're like enough
to need one some day as the rest of us,
come to Castle Moness, and ask what you
will of Ronsld Scott.’

. . - - -

An hour later, Mslcolm Cameron stood
at the end of a winding path, where the
summer woods reached down to the river,
and the boat was moored to the tree-
iringed bank, and by his side was Ketha
Scott.

The brizk exercise of rowing across the
loch had lett her soft cheeks rosy, and
brightened the tender biue of her dark-
fringed eyes.

‘I will not take you as far as the western
lodge. Asit is, you will bhave quite a
long walk back to the castle. Besides
which [ had rather see the last of you here,
in this lovely quiet spot. I shall picture
you, as [ see you now, when I am far
awsy. Are you sorry I am coing, Ketha?

‘Yes,’ was the scarcely saudible answer.

He p used a moment, and looked around
at the sleeping woods, and the still clear
water, and the blue and white hesven
above.

A great hush pervaded the place. No
sound broke the silence but the occasional
twitter of some singing bird in the boughs,
some stir among the reeds and reshes
where the fishes leep up in play, or the
tinkling of some sheep-bells fsr up amid
the mountains. It was a perfect afternoon
in summer, with just & touckh of sutumnal
freshness in the air, and a tint of the ad-
vanced season in the russet and crimson
chenging of the foliage.

Maicolm looked round, while a sense of
delight crept into his heart. He knew
that by & word, not alone these many
bundred acree of moor and meadow, moun-
tain and stream, might become his inheri-
tence, but what was infinitely sweeter than
land or gold, he felt that only one word,
little ¢ 1estion was needed to bring that
sligh surlish figure into his arms, and yet
he lb - tated, though he had not much time
to ! s-.

A 'ast he took one of her small gloved
bap- « in his, and it was not withdrawa.

‘Ketba, you know that I love you. Will
you be my wife P’

She raised her eyes that were very seri-
ous now, but shone with unspeakable hap-
piness to his face.
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‘Oh, Malcolm, marriage is a solemn
thing. Have you thought well over the
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matter 7 If not take back your words,
and I will try and forget they ever were
spoksn. Are you really in earnest, dear P’

‘Yes, yes, darling; you sre the only
woman who ever shall be my wife,” he
replied, drawing her head down on to his
shouvlder, and pressing his lips to bers.

‘But Malcolm—’

‘Well P°

‘1 am not good enough for you. What
will your uncle, Lord Lochaber, say to
your marrying a merchant’s daughter P’

‘Leave that to me darling. When I
return to England I shall bring my uncle
up to Scotland with me, and he will show
you what sort of a welcome awaits his heir's
wi‘e. Do you love me, Ketha ?’

‘Should I have promised to marry you
unless 1—I cared for you ¥’

“Tuat is not answering my question. Do
you love me P Look at me and tell me,
Yes or No.’

‘Yes, Malcolm, I love you; and what-
ever happens I never will be another man’s
wife,’ ske replied earnestly.

“Then kiss me, Ketha, and bid me God.
speed, for the time has been flying since
we have been bere.’

She raised her face to his, and their lips
met. He held her tightly 1n bhis arms for a
moment covering her downcast eyelids
with breathless kisses; tben he let her go,
and bounding over the fence that divided
the wood from the river-path, he waved
bie hand and disappesred among the close-
ly-growing trees.

ghe lingered awhile down by the water,
watching the way by which he had gome.
She gathered a lspful of lilies, and smiling-
ly looked at the shitting refl:ction of her
featores in the stirring stream. She sat
down on the grassy bank under s tree, and
thought, and mused,and dreamed over her
new bappiness, and built up castles in the
realm of her imaginatien, with lova for the
painter, and fancy for the architect, and
taith for the foundation,little guessing how
soon the fairy fabric would fali.

So she sat on the bank, looking at the
river which ran round the park lice a silver
belt studded with emeralds. Her eyes
roved from the mountaine with their wood-
ed sides and purple peaks, to the blue
shining loch. She could, by bending low,
just catch a glimpse ot Castie Moness set
smong the trees, with its mano windows
glittering in the sunlight.

«All this 1s mine,’ was her thought, ‘and
I can give it to him. He will inherit it
with me. [ am glad I do not go to him
empty-handed, & portionless bride. He
hes birth, he will bave rank, and he is
bandsome ;and I have wealth and hundreds
of acres as my dower. I am hsppy that it
is s0. And yet I teel, I know it 1s not my
fortune, but myselt he priz:s. Oh, what
am I to win the love of such & man as
Malcolm Cameron?’

At last, when the light was beginning to
wane, and the shadows grew grever under
the trees, she rose and sauntered home-
wards, not crossing the loch this time, but
returning through one ot the plantations
back to the house.

She ran up the steps, and entered the
hall, where the butler met her with a grave
face, which startled ber at once.

; *Where is my father?’ she asked hurried-
y .

‘In the library, miss.’
‘Is sanything the matter, Jobn? You
iook strange. My father is not ill?

‘No, miss, but he’s a bit upset, I think.
The post came in while you was
away, and a telegram also, and you see,
mise. I fancy he must have heard bad news,
for when I knocked at the library door
about half an hour afterwards, he didn’t
answer, a0 I walked in, and he was lying
on the floor. He bad fainted He still
seems rather shaky. and I've sent for the
doctor, but I thought I'd better tell you,
miss, before you saw master. He looks a
bit chenged.’

Chsnged ! Yes, indeed.

Ae her eyes fell on her father's face
when she entered the library, it seemed to
Ketha impossible he could be the same
than who but two bours ago had looked
me picture of strength and health, a model
ef elderly manhood ; and here he was,bag=
gered, nervous, old.

What had wrought this sudden wreck P

Kotha advanced quickly to the table,be-
tore which he sat with his head buried in
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