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‘Mies Cecily, dear ! to see you dressed
like this I’ cieculsted the worthy houee-
keeper, as the visi‘or, relieved ot ber bor-
net end clo .k, stood revesled ina nea’
grey irock, finished ¢ff by a snowy collar
and peir of cuffs.

“What ! is it so urbecoming *' asked the
girl, with a mischicvous (wirkie in her
hezel eyees.

Assuredly it"was not.

The soft pink cbeeks, the dimpled chin,
and the n¢ z retronsee looked more charm

ing then ever in ccntrast to the severity of
the costume.

The gold brown hair’ still strayed over
the broad white forebead in little curls and
twists, despite the endesvours that had
been made to make it lie in a less untidy
faskion.

«Ab, it Mre. Vere could see you! the
old lady continued, with a solomn shake of
her head.

The girl gave & nervous start.

‘Is be home again P You told me noth-
irg about itin ycur letter,’ the stid, in a
reproachful tone, s her hostess proceeded
to pour out the tea. :

The old housckecper geve her a curious
look.

‘] thought ma)be you'd like to get &
glimpse of him—without bie krowing it, 1
mean,’ she added, lockirg a little nervous
in ber turn.

The girl frowned slightly.

‘] came to talk to you of apother mat-
ter,’ she eaid. ‘You promised to tell me
about the family at The Towere. Does Miss
Armitage ever come here by berself P I
mean, without her stepmother or the gen-
tleman she’s engaged.’

The housekeeper shook her head.

“There’s something strange about that
young lady,* she said. ‘When Miss Armi-
tage was first in England, Lady Meredith
told me as how she'd promised to intro-
duce her to all our best families. ‘She‘s
rather a shy young lady,’ she says to me,
“but proud and smbitious, as ber father’s
daughter has a right to be.’ But now it
seems as she don’t care to go nowhere, and
spends her time moping about those dreary
woods, with nothing better than a dog for
company.’

The visitor looked thoughtful.

«Is she happy in her engagement P’ she
asked.

The housekeeper dropped her voice as
she answered—

«It's my opinion that engsgement is a
mistake. Sir Alwyn, he looks a changed
man sirce be heard of it, and neither Mr.
Vere nor Lady Meredith can bear that
stepmotber, for all she tries to come
round them with smocoth speeches and
puseycat ways.’

‘Is Alwyn in love with Miss Armitsge,
do you think P’

‘Do I think ? It's common talk bere,
Miss Cecily, and how she can prefer that
red-hair, bold-eyed man to such a gentle-
man as Sir Alwyn beats me. There’s
some mystery about it all, but I'm not so
sure a8 it won’t all come right in the end
now that Mr. Vere's with his brother

in.’
‘What has Vere gotto do with itP
ssked the girl.

‘I don’t quite know, but be let fall some-
thing when he came to see me the other
day. It's my opinion he has his suspi-
cions as there’s undue influence some-
where, and being mixed up with the law,
as you may say, he may find out something
that Mr. Beauchamp would rather he
didn’t.

‘But now, Miss Cecily, dear, I rather
think it’s my turn to ask & few questions,
if_you'll allow me to take the liberty r

The girl laughed and blushed at his de-
mand.

‘Very well,’ she said. ‘Promise to grant
me absolution, and 1’ll make a clean breast
of everything to you.’

A steady stream of conversation ensued
for an bour or g0, and then the housekeep-
eor suddenly interrupted the flow.

«And you're;[going to hold me to a
promise not to,tell another soul after that!’
was ber reproachlul;comment on & certain
statement ber visitor bad made. ‘Why, it’s
not right that s young Jady like you should
go running sbout the world by hereelf, and
you a clergymsn’s daughter, too Ly

«Hush ! I shan't leave Eogland again.
211 see Lady Meredith soon; just wait a

little longer,’ the gitl urged in soothing
tones, afixious to quell tbe excitement
that bad made the worthy bousekeeper un-
consciously raise her voice to a rather high
pitch.

She rose as she spcke, to put on her
closk and bonuet.

‘So you think you might meet Miss Ar-
mitsge some afternoon in the wood P’ she
said. ‘I shall stay on with Mrs. Coggs
—she is quite saie—until my olject is
accomplished,’

‘You won't run away sgain P’ the old
housckeeper inlerposed avxiously.

The girl shook her head with a little
smile

‘Dy you think it would be very imprud-
ent of me to take a stroll through the
picture gallery P’ she suggested suddenly.
Tae family portraits are generally shown
to respeciable visitors. I must see them
before I go.’

The old lady led the way to a long,
narrow room, where Merediths of every
generation smiled or {rowned down upon
them from the lofty walls.

The girl walked on nnheedingly until
she came to & picture ot two lads in fancy
dress-—Sir Alwyn Meredith and his brother
Vere in their school boy days.

‘How masterful Vere looks, with that
protecting arm ot his thrown over Alwyn’s
shoulder !’ she s2id, addressing the bouse-
keeper, whilst still gazing at the portrait.
‘I’m sure he was born to command. I sup-
pose that’s why I couldn‘t bring myself to
see him. He would have made me pro-
mise —*

‘To trust him,’ firished a man‘s deep
voice, as Vere Meredith suddenly emerged
from a recess on the other side of the
room.

The bhousekeeper gave a startled cry.

The meeting she had longed for had
come about accidentally, but she was
frightened now as to what its issue might
be.

‘How could you be so foolish, as to
think I should care for you less, when yon
needed my care the more P’ whispered Vere,
after a somewbhat lengthy conversation bad
had taken place between him and his form-
er fiancee. ‘I’m going to be Lord Chan-
cellor one day. What does it matter to
me about your being poor.

The girl smiled at bim tbhrough her tears.

‘You won‘t look so nice in your wig as
you do without it,” she said. ‘Oh, Vere !
I'm eo glad we're friends again. I do
so badly want some clever person to ad-
vise me.’

Vere Merdith smiled at this sly piece of
flattery, but his face grew very grave as
the girl proceeded to narrate the circum-
stances that bad given rise to her wvisit to
Mrs. Drew.

He took ber back to the housekeeper‘s
room, so that she might not be disturbed,
while she answered his questions,with fears
of encountering Lady Meredith or his
brother,

‘Keep up this disguiee a little longer,’
he said at last. ‘It msy serve my piurpose
batter for you to do eo. I will consult
someone else on that point. We have a
wroog to right together, you and I.*

“You forgive poor old dad, then, Vere?
asked the girl.

‘Am I so hard as to bear ill will sgainst
the dead P I think your father was more
sinned againet than sinning. He was the
kind of man to be as wix in the hands of &
sufficiently plausible knave. I have a
double debt to record sgainst that person.
Aud now, dear, Mrs. Drew wili see you
safely bome, and supply any accesories
that may be lacking in Mrs. Cogg's cot-
tage,

The girl made no protest against this
arrangement.

She found it rather erjoyable to obey
this one man, after all.

‘I will bring about the interview to mor-
row, if it can be arranged, he said to her
at parting. ‘I am not acting alone in the
matter, as [ told you; I must consult my
professional colleague first. Why, dear,
whatever is the matter P*

This question was evoked by a startled
cry from the girl, as she made a dart at
some object on the table.

‘You‘ve op¢ned the packet, Mrs Drew.
Oh, Dear ! What shall I do P It‘s the one
I have to hand over to Miss Armitsge I

The poor old housekeeper looked sadl
confused. " g

“It*s so dark, Miss Cecily. I thought it
was something of mine that Hester had
brought up whils we were in the gallery.*

Vere Meredith came to her rescue.

‘There‘s no great harm dome, Cecily,*
he said. ‘This letter is intact, and there‘s
this docket. By Jove ! someone or other
has damsged the spring.*

The locket bad fallen open on the table.

He picked itupand carried it to the
window, and then, as il rendersd curious
by tometbirg it contained, he caused,
the candies on the mantel piece to
be lighted, and renewed bis study of it
there.

There were two miniatures side by eide,
evic ently those of a mo'ber and child, and
a‘ the back of the locket was a elip of
paper bearing ths lollowing words—

‘Miniatures of my dear wife Lois and
o1r daughter. Painted in 1875.

Vere called Mrs, Drew and Cecily to
his side.

‘Do you see the difference P he asked
excitedly.

Mrs. Drew stared stolidly at the elder
face—that of a pretty fair woman, with
noticeably besutiful blue oyes.

‘Miss Armitage is nota bit like her
mother, Mr. Vere,' she seid.

‘No, no; I don‘t mesan that. Look at
the child, and you'll see what I mean.’

The old lady studied the sweet looking,
dark-haired little girl attentively.

‘The painter must have mace a mistake,’
she aaid. ‘Why, he's painted her——’

Her words were balt drowned in Cecily’s
startled cry.

‘Oh, Vere !' she said. ‘I believe I've
guessed it all. Those last words of Mrs.
Drew’s have given me the clue.’

CHAPTER V.
‘Rachel, I don‘t like that new agent of
yours.’
‘Indeed! Why not? Sir Alwyn

recommended him wvery higbly, and he
seems to know his work.’

‘Confound it all ! Why should Mere-
dith interfere with Lois‘s affairs? I'm
getting tired of your baronet and his long-
nosed, priggish brother.’

“You have no occasion to be jeslous of
Vere Meredith, at any rate,” was the ounly
comment bis sister made. ‘What is your
objection to Rogers '

‘Oh, I don’t know ! He's a beastly bore,
always pokirg his nose in everywhere and
asking questions. He's too zealous—one
can‘t shake him off. I hate a fellow who
heeps one eternally on the grind.’

Mrs. Armitage smiled scornfully.

‘It's well there‘s someone who's not
afrsid of a little work,’ she said. ‘I don‘t
think I shall let you buy me out after all.
It would pay you better to keep me as the
working partner in the concern.’

Horace Beauchamp looked suspiciously
across the breakfast table at his sister.

‘It strikes me you‘ve made the best bar-
gein of the lot, as it is,’ be remarked
moodily. Have you got any further with
Lows P

‘She says she can‘t marry you until the
year of mourning‘s out. It wouldn’t be
decent before.’

And you expect that to go down with
me !' fumad the new thoroughly irritated
irritated man.

‘I think coercion pursued too far would
be unwise. Lois is impulsive; she makes &
confilante of Nans, and the latter is
capsble of sacrificing everything to the
girl’s slightest whim.’

Horace Beauchamp wincee.

‘] warned you that woman would dan-
gercus. Can she have told Lois all P

His sister’s answer was interrupted by
the entrance of the butler with a letter.

‘Beg pardon, m’am, but could you tell
me if this is mean' for the ayah or not P
be said, handing a rather curiously ad
d-essed envelope for Mrs. Armitsge’s in
ppection.

She studied the bandwriting carefully
for a moment or two.

‘Yes, it is, Pannel,* she said ; *but don't
tell Nana you came to consult me abou
it. She‘s very proud of her brother’s
knowledge of Dnglish.’

The man had hardly closed the door be-
fore Horace Beauchamp turned to his
sister.

Waell P¢ he ejaculated in an eager, ques—
tioning tone.

‘It's the Mahabuleshwar postmark,*
she responded gravely, and then, her face
clearing, she added : I don‘t think we‘ve
much to fear. If it‘s mischief, it‘s & clumsy
move and there may be nothing in it after
all.’

*Why didn‘t you keep that letter P’ the
man asked querulously.

‘What for P Could you read its contentsP
And was I to bribe Pannel into bolding bis
tongue P Nana shall translate it for me by
and bye.’

But though Rachel Armitage chose to
reassure her brother, she really felt de-
cidedly ill at ease.

garb that resembled the shrouds of the

agent‘s dog cart, after the business was

The Tudian woman was somehow slip;=
ing away from her centrol.

She was as subservient as ever in her
macner, yet ehe would brook no interfer-
ence in her movements, and it did not suit
Mrs. Armitege to quarrel openly with her
as yot.

“There is the one threat, of course,’ ehe
said to herself, as sha left the ayah’s apart-
ment, thoroughly dissatisfied with her in-
texrview ; ‘but I'm not sure that it would be
wiso to use it. Lois is capable of going to
any extremes I must just manage the
creature and be prepared for emergencies.
Thaok goodness! I think matters are
mending i other directions. Sir Alwyn
hie certaicly been more amiable of late)

Horace B:auchamp came into his sister’s
boudoir alter luncheon.

‘] may dive and sleep in Wooilford to-
pight,’ be said. ‘Even a country town will
be a change after this beastly hole.’

He felt in a thoroughly discontented
mood as he strolled down to keep anap-
pointment with the agent, belore driving
off in the latter’s dog cart to catch the 6 15
train at the little country station.

He had assumed an interest in his future
wif.’s property with the idea of making him
selt popular with her tenants, but he had
no iantention of doing any real work.

He was vexed st Lois’s postponement of
their marriage, not so much on account of
the delay, as the thought that she had been
eager to grasp the opportunity for it.

He bad other reasons for being in low
spirits, bu: be hardly admitted their exist-
ence to himeelf,

Yet, why did each night bring him a
vision of a young girl draped in a white

dead P
She stood gezing at him always from a
dark corner, her beautiful face pititul in

its ghast'y pallor. and a look of haunting
misery in her eyes.

He could not stir hand or foot as he
watched her, and yet he trembled in an
agony of fear.

Then she moved, and be heard the name
‘Lois ! Lois " softly spoken; and as she
vanished the spell was broken, and he a-
woke, bathed in sweat, and with a strong
foreboding of impending evil.

His sister laughed such dreams to scorn ;
but Horace Beauchamp was still baunted
by them.

He had a conscience, though ke streve
to stifle it, and swindler and liar though
he was, he was capable of feeling pititully
towards a helpless girl, but he had not the
courage to act in conformity with his feel-
ings.

The appearance of the agent, outside
the cottages he bad come to look over with
bim, turned his thoughts back into their
ordinary channel, and he plunged into the
subject of drainage and so on, with a feel-
ing of relief for once.

He was just going to climb into the

over, when Vere Meredith came hurrying
up.

‘You‘re just the man I want,* he said,
in cheerful tones, as he nodded a careless
good day to his inferior, while linking his
arm through Beauchamp s.

The latter stared at him, amazed at this
unusual effusiveness, but Vere continued
in unembarassed tones—

“There is a lady at Mrs. Cogg‘s cottage
who wants to see you,‘ and there was the
suspicion of & cbuckle in his voice.

Beauchamp stared again.

‘A lady wants to see me P* he repeated.
‘Is this some little joke of yours, Mere-
dith P* he added trying to copy the other‘s
almost genial tone.

*Oh, no ! I used to know her years sgo,
and when she heard your name, she said
she particularly wanted to see you. You‘d
better go and solve the mystery at once.

Beauchamp hesitated.

There was something peculiar in the
barrister's mavner; he might not be so
mad as he seemed.

‘I‘m not curicus, I can wait‘ he said.
‘I'm engaged to dine in Woodford to
night.*

For answer, Vere Meredith gripped him
firmly by one arm, while the agent seized
the other.

*Jsmes Winter, Mr. Conway‘s daughter
is anxious to see the man who robbed her

ot his honour, and her of her fortune, and
has since assisted in a crime more cruel
than that.’ :

Vere Meredith‘s assumption of geniality
bad vanished, and he spoke in the tone of
one whe did not shrink from the respoa-
sibili‘y he had assumed.

The agent made a remark also, in a
lower tone.

It was one that made the prisoner flinch
like a cur, when it sees the merited whip
flourished suddenly before its eyes.

Mecbanicalfy he strode between his
captors in the direction of Mrs. Cogge*
cottage, while his brain was in & whirl of

chaotic thought. |

His #in had found bim out ! But was it

this one sin only, or did the daughter oif(
b

since been drawn P -

tbe min be bad duped really know aug’
of the darker crime, into which he k

Hg was not kept long in suspense.
Cecilly Conwsy, in her grey frock and
nurse’s cap and apron, stood awaiting him
op the tureshold of Mrs Cogg’s door.

Ho looked eagerly at her as he came up
the grayelled path.

*Narse Hope !* he exclsimed, in a start-
led voice. 5\

The blow had fallen.

That darker crime of his was known--
his villainy wes unmasked !

CHAPIER VI

Alwyn Meredith and Lois Armitage
stood tacing each oth r in the subduad
light of the shady wood,«gitated and pale.

*Then you forgive me for those bitter
words that day, Lois ’ the baronet said,
forgetting for the moment that she could
never be ‘Lois’ to him except in memory.
: A look of pain crept into the girl's dark
eyes, and lingered in the curves of the
beautiful lips that bad lost their old ex
pression of proud dcfiince.

‘It there is to be a question of forgiva-
ness betwaen us,’ she answered softly, ‘it
is I who need it most. You said less to
me than I deserve. Ob, I cannot—I can
not tell you all,’ she finished with a sob
that seemed wrung from her very soul.

The old expression of virile strength
and courage returned to Alwyn Meredith’s
tace.

‘Tell me nothing if it paine you, Lois,’
bhe said quietly. ‘Ooly remember that you
have in me a friend who will be true to
you, whatever trouble comes. Nothing
can change m)y feelings towards you; but,
as you wish it, [ will no longer try to
tbwart your marriage with—with that
man.’

T iere was a bitterness in nis tone that
did not escape his listener.

‘Oa! it I could only die " she exclaimed.
‘But I must live to undo my sin. I can-
not violate an oath, else the wrong would
bave been righted long ago. If you knew
how I fear your brother, Vere ! I dread-
ed to hear he had told you all.’

‘Vere has said nothing to me of late.
It he had not always spoken kindly and
pityingly of you, I should not have been
content to have been kept in the dark. I
knew he was anxious to befriend you, and
80 I let the matter rest. I have been too
absorbed in my own wretchedness to heed
or care for anything else.’

Lois Armitage turned awsy from him,
trembling.

‘I wish we had never met,’ she mnrmur-
ed brokenly.

Alwyn Meredith almost
wish’

It was terrible for him to see the change
in ter, and to know that he could do =mo-
thing to bring peace to her troubled soul,

The girl put out her hand to say ‘Good-
bye.’

‘Promise me one thing, Alwyn Mere-
dith,” she said. ‘Do not condemn me
without remembering that I bhave suffered
as well as sinned. How deeply, you will
never know.’

She was gone before he bad time to
realize that they had practically met and
parted for the last time. .

After her marringe she was going to
travel, she had told him, and it might be
years before she returned to England.

He sighed deeply to t.ink that this gir',
s0 young in years and so beautiful, should
be weighted with the burden of a secret
sin.

What it could be he did not try to
guess.

His one theughbt was that he must be
alert to shield ber.

He would insist on hearing everything
from Vere at once.

A slight rustle in the grass attracted his
attention.

Could it be Lis come back ?

He seen saw it was not she, however,
but her Indian nurse, and, in a sudden
flash of remembrance, he recalled a pro-
mise he had made to see her, which, in-
deed, was his reason for loitering about
that spot.

‘Missee Lois tays no, but [ come. The
great lord not tell mssee me here P’

She looked round furtively as

Meredith sighed.

He knew she bad come to urgeu ...a to
marry her charge.

And Lois had just told bhim that her
marriage with ber stepmother’s brother
was imperative.

He resigned bimeelt to listen to the
pleadings that would pierce his heart,
touched by the love and devotion that so

echoed the

oke.

eagerly sought his protection for her
‘Baba*’

Little did he or his intervi guess
that there was another auditor  .e" by,

|

Continued on page Three,
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