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‘It may come in useful,’decided Elspeth, 
who bad no scruples about using it. 
The worst side of her character was up- 

per-most just then, and she was in the 
mood for anything. 
Sie kaew London pretty well, having 

gone there frequently with her uncle and 
aunt ; and she elt no dismsy now at find 
ing herself alone in the great city, with 
little more than a soverign in her pocket. 

Having telegraphed for her boxes to be 
sent to the cloak room at the terminus, she 

took a 'bus and had herself driven to a 
business house in Cheapside where a form: 
er servant of her aunt’s had gone as care- 
taker. 

This good woman, though greatly suc- 
prised to see her, made no demur about 
taking her in; listened to what Elspeth 
chose to tell her; and promised not to ac- 
qusint her relatives with ber whereabouts. 

In less than a week Elspeth DsWindt 
obtained a situation as lady’s maid, thanks 
to Lady Chester's reference. 

She had answered several advertise 
ments, signing herself Alice Hunt; and tra- 
welled down to Yorkshire some days later 
es maid to the Hon. Mrs. Whitaker, of 
The Mouut, Scarsdale. 

CHAPTER 1V. 

Lady Wakeman had purposely kept tte 
sisters apart during all these vears. 

She did not wish them to grow intimate, 
as they poesibly might bave done had they 
met as children, her own friendship with 
Mr and Mrs Leek being of a most corcial 
description. 

Her ladyship. therfore, after spending 
several years abroad, settled hereelt at the 
Manor, without paying even a flying visi 

to the uncle and aunt of the child she bad 
a ‘opted. 

She wrote from time to time, the girls 
should meet when one of them had a hus 
band to occupy her thoughts, and so pre- 

went undesirable intimacy between them. 

Her last letter bad ennounced Marie's 
marriage to 8 wealthy colonial from Tas. 

mania, who purposed taking bis bride 

thitber for their honeymoon, during whch 

he would wind up his affzirs out there, to 

settle afterwards in Fogland. 
L:dy Wakeman was thankful that the 

careiully brought up Marie had run no 

risk of contamination from association 

with her wunprincipled twin, when she 

heard of Elspeth’s mis-conduct and subse: 

quent fligut—doubtless with the noknown 
of the fancy dress ball. 

E spath would have been more amused 

than indignant had she known of what 

she was suspecied; for ber uncle snd 

aunt shared Lady Wakeman's belief that 
she had gone oft with the man who had 

nersonated Midpight en St. Valentines 

The prosaic reslity was a decided con- 

trast to her supposed fate 

The Mount decidedly lacked cheerfu'- 

ness as & residence ; butthe pay was good, 

in! Mrs. Whitaker was not an exacting 

miairs=s8. 

So ‘Alice Hunt’ continued in her em- 

ploy for the space ol six mon hs, at the 

end of which the poor lady died 

after q short 1llaess, bt q ueatbiong 

her maid, much to ibe latter's as 

astonishment, the sum of £100 1n acknow- 

ledorement of her uniailing attention 

{ 8 i p J to 

hin® i n two 

vd 1 Like 1t 1 1ursing as 

3 A o! fo en ‘Pr Midnight’ 

Hy sny means. 

It was biz dimly felt ix fluence which gave 

her power (0 resist the temptation to make 

a slave of every man she met. 

It waa pot ber fault it the men servants 

at the mount admired ber black cyes and 

lissom figure, and fell victims to the name. 

less fascination which seemed to her mental 

and moral atmosphere. 

The women, as well as the men, liked 

her, and were quick to perceive her superi- 

ority to the orcinary run of lady’s mad. 

«As much of a lady as Mrs. Whit- 

asker herself,’ pronounced the house- 

keeper,jwhen Alice Hunt” nad te n thers 
a week, and no one felt inclined toconira: 

dict ber. 
But Elspeth was not sorry to bid them 

goodbye, and return to ber own station in 

hfe. 
At the hospital, she met several nurses 

who were her social equals, and with these 

she allowed herself to grow intimate — still 

as Alice Hunt. 
Not yet would she resume her rightful 

ngme. 
Soe must feel sure of being able to earn 

her living in some way to which ber uncle 

and aunt could take no sort of exception, 

before she would re-open any communica 

tion with them. 
When she felt berself to be well on the 

way to the top of the tree in the noble pro- 

tession she had chosen, she would send 

them a written record of ber daily life since 

leaving the vicarage, and demand an 

apology for their upjost suspicion in the 

ast. 
At the end of two years, Nurse Alice was 

qualified to undertake the charge of patients 

suffering from almost any ol the ills to 

which human flesh is iable. 
In everything pertaining to her profes- 

sion she was an undoubted success. 
She had found her place in the world, 

and the work for which she was most fitted. 

She wes, therefore, not only bappy, but 

good in the truest sense of the word—not 
because temptation to evil was lacking, 
but because, being occupied {from morning 
till night, and sometimes all night long in- 
t) the bargain, fn ministering ;to suffering 
tellow creatures, shs had no time, and ro 

inclination, to do wrong. 
Mrs Lz2ek’s experience of Elspeth’s child. 

ish days held good now ; when thoroughly 

busy, she never even wished to get into 
mischief. 
Having had a generous education in 

hospital work, Nurse Alice petitioned for 
private cases. 
She joined a nurses’ association, and led 

a lite ot social ups and downs for twelve 

months, at the end of which time she was 

sent to nurse Lady Camperdown, of Col- 

laton Park, through what proved to be her 
last illness. 
Lady Camperdown was over eighty years 

of age; there was nothing actually the mat- 

ter with her except that the sands of life 

were fast running out. 
Lika everybody else, her ladyship took 

a great fancy to the black-eyed, soft voiced 

nurse, whose cheerfulness never seemed to 

fail, and who was attentive and kind to an 

unusual degree, endearing herselt not only 

to the old lady, but also to Lord Csmper- 

down, who when utterly broken down at 

his wife's death, entreated Nurse Alice not 
to leave him. 
She remained for several weeks longer, 

and then said she must go, as Lord Cam- 

periown had really no need of a nurse. 

‘Bat I shall be so lonely,’ said the old 

gentleman. 
‘You have plenty of grandchildren,’ was 

the reply. ‘Woy not have one of them 
to live with you P’ 

‘] want you, and ncbody else, he de- 

clared. ‘I know you would insist on go- 

ing, =ooner or later, and I made up my 
mind what I should do when the time 

came.’ 
‘Well ? said Nurse Alice. ‘What shall 

you do 
Marry you, my dear.’ 
‘Marry m2!" Lord Camperdown ! 

‘Marry you,’ he repeated, ‘to all intents 

and purpose. 1 want to leave you suffi. 
ient money to make you independt for the 

rest of your lite. This is out of gratitude 

to you for your tender care of my dear 

dead wite, and for your kindness to my- 
self. The only way I can do this,, to pre- 

vent subsequent annoyance to you, is to 

marry you. 
‘There are some of my grandchildren 

who would insist on disputing the will, 1f I 

left you money without having married you 

on the grounds of my mental inability to 

make one, or they wonld accuse you of 

ex.rcising undue influence over me. I 

am not at all sure that my heir would not 

be the first to make a fuss. I am not par- 

ticulsrly fond of him. I only wizh his 

scamp of a cousin was in the Cirect line, 

instead of only being connected with me 

by marriage. 

‘Bat that is neither here nor there; and 

Adrian must inherit, in any case, atter me. 

Tuis question is this; Will you give In to 

an old man’s whim, =o far as to sllow him 

to ease his mind ct the burden of gratitude 

which——' 

‘| bave only done my du'y, Lord Cam. 

perdown.’ 
" «| may think otherwise, my dear. What 

I ask of you is simply to change from 

Nurse Alice into Lady Comperdown. You 

shall be as free 1n evary respect ag you are 

no All T desire of you 1s your sweet | 

companionship tor the remaining short per- | 

iod of mv atay on earth. Don’t decide af 

once. Take a [ew days to think it over. 

If you agree to grant me this favor—ani 1 

thick you will not have the heart to refuse 

a request so easy to comply withi—we will 

be married quietly in soma London church 

and go abroad for the winter.’ 

Having said all he had to say. Lord 

Camperdown walked away and left Narse 

Alice to her wn thoughts. 

Had this strange and uclooked for pro- 

posal come earlier the answer would have 

taken the form of an immediate and decided 

refusal. 
But all these weeks of idleness were not 

withou! their effect on the complex char- 

acter of Elspeth de Windt. 
She had deteriorated considerably, from 

a moral point of view, since Liady Camper- 
down's ceath. 
Her present lite of idle luxury suited the 

lower side of her nature as thoroughly as 

the hardships of nursing had satished the 

higher. ; 

Then again the memory of ‘Prince Mid- 

night waa jading to a mere dream. 

Why should she any longer dwell on the 

doublful possibility of meeting him ? 

Had his declared love been a living thing 

he would bave found means, long ere now 

to have in some way evaded his p omise 

not to seek her, or to learn who she was. 

Elspeth's decision was a foregone con- 

clusion betore sha had given many mo- 

ments to consideration of the matter. 
Her moral muscles were too far relaxed 

to brace themselves to resist the temptation 

laid before her 
Wher Lord Camperdown ssked her, 

that evening, if she bad made up ber mind 

she replied very cheracterictally— 

‘One part of me bas, and 1t won't let 

the other part speak. That is to sey 

Nurse Alice knows very well that ste ought 

to say ‘No, thank you, my lord,’ with her 

| she is tha adventuress we have been de 

nouncing so heartily of late? I must go 

and hurry Marie; or ehall I call without | 

Lord and Lady Camperdown, aiter | 

‘Ea? Who did you say ?’ 
‘My real nsme is Elspeth de Windt. 

Lord Camperdown; only, I will ask you 
to keep it a secret for the present.’ 

‘Certainly, my dear, certainly. Bat it 
is a curious coincidence that my grandeon 
—and heir—shbould have married a Miss 
de Windt., Tbat is a secret, by the by 
now I come to think of it. Lady Wake- 
man told me in coufidence.’ 

That neme arouveed no particular mem 
ory for Elspeth; Lady Wakeman had eel- 
dom been mentioned at tha vicarage of late 
years. What puzzled the girl was the 
tact of a mystery surrcundivg the name of 
the future] Lord Camperdown. 

‘Do you mean she-—your grandson's wile 
—does not know her own name ?’ 

“That is the case, my dear, sirsngely 
enough. S.e imagines herself to be Lady 
Wakeman's cousin. Her ladyship adopt- 
ed her in infancy, and gave her own name 
to the child; I believe the parental De 
Windt had been a bad lot. Probably you 
belong to another family. But we stray 
from our subject. You shall tell me an- 
other time, as much of your personal bis- 
tory as you choose to reveal. At present 
my chiet thought is how to make sure of 
you before you change your mind, or lend 
a foolish ear to the other part of you.’ 

‘You need not tear, Lord Camperdown. 
There is nothiog lett tor Nurse Alice but 
the dress; I am all Elspeth de Windt now. 

‘I am very glad to bear it, my dear. All 
the same, I shall lose no time in convert- 
ing you into Elspeth, Lady Camperdown. 
That otber de Windt girl will be Lady 
Camperdown some day, so I don't see why 
you should not bave your turn first. She 
1s not halt so pretty as you are, nor yet 
so pleasant a companion. She thinks 
too much of her own oonvenience to 
have time to study that of others. 1 sm 
very grateful to you, Elspeth de Windt, 
for bumoring my little whim. You shall 
not regret it, child.’ 

‘I think the gratitude should be on my 
side, Lord Camperdown. Just think what 
a change it will mean for me! To lead a 
life of hard work and entorced self- 
sacrifice, for one of perpetual leisure and 
luxury I only hope you may not regret it. 
I tell you candidly I don’t altogether trust 
lspeth De Windt. When she is at work 

she is all right; but when she is idle she is 
all wrong.’ 

‘I’il risk it my dear, Ill riek it. 
Lord Camperdown dropped a parental 

kiss on her white forehead* snd asked her 
to play bim to sleep. 

She went to the pisno at once; but it 

was some time before tbe old gentleman’s 
eyes closed. 
He was watching ber with a humorous 

twinkle in them and sn odd smile playing 
round his mouth, and bis mentel selileq 1y 
was as odd as his smile. 

‘Grandmother ana granddaughter ! They 
shall meet as roon #8 L can contrive it; and 

Lady Wakeman ought to be present. 
Black sheep and favorite pet bas-lamb. 
Well, I'll back my black sheep against her 
baa-lamb any day. Time will show—time 
will show!’ 

CHAPTER V. 

‘At last !| Where, in Heaven's name have 

you hidden youself all these years?’ 
The well remembered voice sent a thrill 

through every nerve; but young Lady 

Camperdown looked the speaker calmly in 

the face as she said: ‘Pardon m'sieu!’ and 
passed on to her carriage, as though she 
had not understood, 
He watched her a moment, noting the 

elegant richness of her dress and the well- 
appointed vebicle with its thoroughbred 
borses. 
Then his eyes wandered to the lootman, 

who was closing the door on his mistress, 
and a glimpse of a very fam:liar face in the 

far corner of the carriage kept the man 

rooted to the spot lor seconds in supreme 

bowilderment, even after the cquipage was 
out of sight. 

‘I'll swear it was Elspeth! And yet, | 

how can it possibly have come to pass thst 

wintering in Rome, were lingering a few 

days in Paris on their way bome. 
The oid gentleman was feeble, requiring 

in very truth, the constant care Klspetd 
lavished on him as a slave to her conscience 
for what she had done. 

S.e did not teel by any means satisfied 

that she had done night in consenting to 

go through the marriage ceremony for the 
sake ot enriching herselt 
Of course it is done every day, but that 

is no reason why it should be a right thing 
for any selt-respectiog girl to do. 

When they returned from their drive 
that morning they found a letter from Lord 

Camperdown which had arrived while they 

were out. 
He read it languidly, but qui kly be- 

cama interested. 
‘My dear he said in some excitement, 

‘my grandson’s wile was iu Paris, and pro- 

poses to call on us this etternoon with ner 

husbands cousin, who also happens to be 
staying here.’ 

‘Yes ? 
Elspeth telt a little nervous. 
She had locked forward with some 

dread to the inevitable meeting with ber 

new connections, who, she knew, must ra: 

gard her as more or less of an adventuress. 

But there was no trace of nervousness 

about har when she entered the room au 

hour later, dressed quietly, but tastetully, 

to receive her guests. 
‘You cont look much like a grand. 

mother,’ said Lord Cimperdown, with the 

ghost of his old humorous smile playing 

round his mouth ‘I shall be interested to 

see how yoa plav the chara-ter. 

‘Pleass, dou’t |" she pleaded. ‘I feel 

terribly alraid of your grand-daughter.’ 
‘You needn’t, mv dear; you are far and 

away the prettier womsn of the two. Mrs 

Adrisn Conroy is rather izsipid to my 
mind. Bat you will get on with my band- 

prettiest curtesy ; but Elspeth de Windt, 

declines to give ber the chance, some gcamp of a n 

i imi i $a An i 

you to marry him when I am gone.* 
‘Dear Lord Camperdown, it vexes me 

when you talk like that.’ 
‘I believe it does, child. I think you 

are really fond of the old man.’ 
‘I should be ungratetul it I were not, 

after nll your kindness,” was the hearttclt 
response. 
‘Madame Conroy et Monsieur Clayton,’ 

announced a waiter ushering in a fair doll. 
like girl and a man, at sight of whom Els. 
peth’s heart stood still. . 
Sue saw only him, as Lord Camperdown 

uttered a few words ol introduction. 
This first meeting with ber twin sister 

was as though Marie had not been present. 
What was this smiling blue eyed woman 

to Elspeth, compared with the man whom 
she had never really forgotten, though 
they bad met but one short evening ? 
‘You must be friends, you two girls; 

you look near of an age.’ 
These words of Lord Camperdown’s re- 

called his young wite to herself. 
With an imperceptible start she turned 

to glance at Marie, who was regarding her 
curiosly. 

‘I am surely older than Mrs Conroy,’ 
she said burriedly. 

‘In present company I bave no objection 
to giving my age away,’ said Marie, laugh- 
ing; ‘out it must not go out of the family, 
Lady Camperdown. [ was twenty two on 
the third ot October last.’ 

‘So was 1,” said Elspeth; and then she 
fell to wondering it they were by any pos- 
sibility related. 
Her heart went out strangely to this 

pretty piece of humanised D:esden china. 
Was it only because she had been told 

that Marie Conroy had been Marie de 
Wiad: ? 
But the liking appeared to be mutual. 
Adrian Conroy's wite was saying] to 

herselt at the momsant— 
I don’t dislike her as much as I ex. 

pected to. In tact, I don’t dislike her at 
all. I only hope Anslie will not admire 
her too much, for then I shall feel in duty 

bound to bate her, and that will not be 
easy.’ 

Anslie Clayton, howeves, gave no sign 
of what he thought of his grand uncle's 
wife. 
He was too much concerned to learn 

how it had come about that she had mar- 
ried Lord Camperdown to appear inter- 
ested in anything else. 

O: course, everybody knew that the old 
gentleman had married his nurse; but 
Clayton had never heard that ‘Miss White, 
—whom he had, with very little trouble, 
been able to identity as I lspeth de Wiadt, 
niece to the Vicar Lougton, nzar Rocklea 
—had taken to nursing. 

It was generally rumoured at Rocklea 
that she had eloped with a man woaom he 
recogniz ‘d as himself, and right heartily 
did be reproash himselt himselt tor having 
acted towards the girl in a manner likely 
to have given ground for such a suspicion. 

Later, when he again made inquiries in 
Rocklea, he was told she had been reeom- 

mended by Madame Robier to some Lon. 
don bouse, and, going on this clue, he 

had sought her ut all the principal custum- 
ier’s establishments iz London house, and, 

going on this clus, he had sought her at all 
the principal customier’s establishments in 
London and Paris. 
‘When is Adrian coming home 
Lord Camper lown’s question, directed 

more to Auslie Clayton than to Adrian's 
wite served te arouse the man at last. 
‘Next month, I belive, uncle. Marie 

hesrd from him yesterday.’ 
“Tasmanian atfairs not wound up yet? 

They've been a long tims about. It I were 
Maris I should protest against Adrian’s 
fr.quent absences.’ 

‘11 you were Marie, grandfather,” said 
she of that name, with a chilly little laugh, 

‘you would know that it is more than 
possible to have too much of a good thing 
—as represented by Adrian’s constaut 
presence. Don’t look shocked, Lady Cam- 
perdown. It is only that Adrian and I 
have quite outlived the rapture of early 
wedded life.’ 

Elspath began to feel sorry for this blue- 
eyed girl, whose husband, ppparently, lett 

her wuch alone 
Bat woat was Lord Camperdown asking 

now? 
‘And where was Lady Wakeman when 

you last heard irom hei?’ 
‘Staying with some very old friends call- 

ed L:ek—I forget the name of the place, 
in Buckinghamshire somewhere.’ 

‘Longton Vicarage, near Rocklea,” sup- 
plied Clayton, his eyes on Elspeth. 

She started visibly this time, and appear- 
ed on tbe point of speaking, but changed 
her mind. 

Whaen leaving, he found opportunity, 

amidst the farewells, to murmur in her 
ear— 

‘You see I have not forgotten; and 

me thiok you had.’ 
She flushed and prled, and flushed again. 
Truly, Fate was fond of playing frolic- 

some tricks in bringing them together in 
such curious fashion alter long years of 
waiting! 

‘Well, what do you think of my grand- 
son’s wite—our fair grand daughter?’ n- 
quired Lord Comperdown, when the door 
had closed on their visitors. 

‘She is sweatly pretty—much more s0 
than I,” was the ready resporss. 

“That is a matier of opinion. You are 
something more than pretty. Coartainly 
you are not much slike. I wish Lady 

Wakeman was bere ; she wanted to perform 
the introduction between you two.’ 
‘Why? asked Elspeth, in natural sur- 

prise. ‘I don't know Lady Wakoman. 
‘Yet sie 1s an old friend of your uncle 

and sun?’ 
‘Yes; vut I never remember seeing her 

at the vicarage or elsewhere’ 
‘You will probably meet her before lon 

my dear. Bus you have not fold me w a 

you really think of the future Laity Cam 

perdown ? Perh ps you don’c koow fiat 

she mariicd Adrian for the sake of what 

he represented in the way of pusiuon, 

etcetera P She would greatly have prefer- 
red his cousin, Only, I don’t think Anslie 

a 

gave her a chance of choosing between 
them. He would be more likely to admire 
you—as I trust he will do to some purpose 
some day’ 

‘Don’t I" said Elspeth sharply. 
‘Where had you meet him before, my 

dear ? You did not meet as strangers.” 
I'or a moment she wis to confused to 

spesk. 

Tnen, with the honest courage that was 
one of the best things about her, sha told 
Lord Camperdown the story of hor girlish 
im on that particular S¢. Valentine's 
uve. 

He only emiled induigently, and patted 
her approvingly on tbe shoulder. 
‘He wae more to blame than you, my 

dear. Anslie was always a bit of 2 scamp; 
but he's thoroughbred, for all that. You 
have no need to Ve ashamed of your fool- 
ishness; girle have wild oats to sow as 
well as boys. Prudes are as objectionable 
2s prigs, every bit. Aad you bave neither 
of you torgotten that night. Come, come, 
that looks promising for my plans for your 
future. Itsets my mind at rest, too, about 
Adrian's wife. She is quite ready—for all 
her careful bringing up —to make a tool of 
herselt over that handsome rascal, Ainslie; 
apd men are but human. But, il he 1s in 
love with you, she will be sate.’ 

‘I have no wish that he should be in love 
with me, Lord Campsrdowa.’ 

‘Not even if it saves your sister ? There, 
the murder is out! Lady Wakeman will 
never forgive me for anticipating her.’ 
‘My sister I" Elspeth bad heard nothing 

after that magical word, ‘sister.’ 
‘Your twin-sister, my dear, born the 

same day, oi the same parents, and very 
wrongly separated in infancy. Lady 
Wakeman ought to havs taken the pair of 
you, or have left both alone.’ 
‘My sister I’ said Elspeth again. ‘My 

twin-sister! No wonder I telt drawn 
to her. I must go to her at once, Lord 
Camperdown. She ought to koow the 
truth before she gets into the babit of dis- 
liking me.’ 
He made no attempt to binder ber, set- 

tling bimself for a well-earned hour or two 
of repose when she had gone, quite satis— 
fisd that he*bad done right in masking the 
sisters known to each other. 
Not in vain bad be studied the two char- 

acters. 
IMarie was weak at her moral backbone, 

with no strength to resist temptation 
should it come to her in a pleasant form, 
as it generally does. 

Elspeth might, through idleness, drift 
into folly, juss for the sake of something to 
use up a little of her suparabundant energy ; 
but she would never sin through weakness. 
Her influence would be good for Marie, 

who would of necessity yield to the tascina- 
tion Elspeth exsrcised on all with whom 
she came in contact. 
Her strength would balance her sister’s 

weakness; and the result would be bene- 
ficial to both. 

CHAPTER VI. 

‘You! ex:laimed E.speth, as Anslie 
Clayton rose to greet her, in ths room 
where she had expected to fiat her sister. 
‘Even I. And why not?’ he asked, 

smiling. 
‘Why not, of course!" she answered 

hurriedly. ‘It was only thst I expected 
to find my—to fiad Marie here alone. 

‘Your grand daughter, were you about 
to say? [am glad you chinged your mind. 
The next thing would be that I should near 
you calling my ualucky self your grand- 
raphew. 1 don't tbisk I could stand that, 
Elspeth. 

‘1 preter to be called Lily Camperdown 
Mc. Clayton.’ 

‘Naturally—most girls would. Thank 
you tor the reminder. I hid torgottea ths 
rise in your social status.’ 
‘Do you know where Marie is P’ 
Elspatn ignored the nasty retort with a 

calmness that made him asham:d of having 
given utterance to it. 

‘I do not. We parted at tha door of an 
enticing millinery establishment. I came 
here for a quiet smoke, on the understand 
ing that M«riz might, or might not, turn 
up in an hour or so.’ 

‘Does she permit har gentleman friends 
to smoke in her drawing room ? I pirsume 
this apartment is equivalent to her drawing 
room at home.’ 
‘My cousin’s wife permits m2 to do 

whatsoever I please in her drawing room, 
Lady Camperdown. l am allowed tha licencs 
wy cousin would claim as a right wers he 
here— where hz ought to be—instead of in 
Tasmania, where he ought not to be, per- 
hays.’ 

‘Mr. Conroy’s whereabouts is nothing to 
me. In yours I own to feeling soms inner: 
est. 

‘You are very kind. Is it Lady Camp- 
erdown to whom | ows that speech, or the 

neitoer have you, though you would have | Cantus of Fg 7 She thrilled under the look in his cyes. 
All her old love for him surged up in 

ber heart, making her long to bu tbe 
Elspeth ot old, with no barrier betwsen 
them. 
But the memory of the trustiug old gen- 

tleman whom she called busband helped 
ber to crush down the longing, and answer 
as she might have done had be been within 
hearing. 

‘1 spoke as Lord Camperdown’s wife, Me 
Clsyton. I have nothing to say to you in 
aoy other character.’ 

[ !eel very properly snubbed,” was the 
smiling retort. ‘Bat, may I ask Lord Came 
perdown’s wife to explain her present ab- 
sorbing iuterest in me? Oi course I know it 
is not an unusual thing for married ladies to 
tael—il they don’t openly own to it—a 
more or less sos rhiuy interest in some 
m+n wh 1s not bound to them by ths holy 
tte of wo rimony; but I confess I did not 
expect © of Lord C.mperdown’s wite.? 

Elspeth controlled be» rising wrath, and 
coldl repl — 
‘you wul tr nd consider pourcelf 

fiom my an poin to + low moma’ § in- 
stead 1 your owa, vou will pee that ({ ra 
gATJ you as bring of no persenal 1p - 
ance at all iar 1r fo say, 1 i not au 

— 

(Continued on Page Fi ficon.) 


