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CHAPTER XIX (CONTINUED).

By accidently overhearing vonversa-
tinux Chloe had learued they whaobe
story of the murder. She had heard
ard gnd Vitelius discussing it in
nch when they did not suspe -t that
a buaman lwing was within earshat.
She had teard remarks passed be-
tween Pintard and Madame [enzurd

l:ich, sHthorngh made in a bliad und
mizleadiog o-inner, were perfoe'ly 'o-
tellirible to her. She had become
familiar with the police records
through hearing them discussed by
the hanbitues of the ploce. She knew
that Edgcumb was languishing in pri-
son, charged with the murder of
Mancel Tewkes; but she loved Counlter
then, and she would have saerificed
herself to protect him. It was with
the knowledge of all this that she
sought Imogen in the guise of =»
necromancer. Her intense jealousy
instigated her to such a course in
order to prevent an intrigue with her
lover. When the trial came on. and
she was asked by Coulter to disguise
herself, and appear as & witness, she
knew what it meant and she readily
consented. Tt was not for Madame-
Lenaud’s sake, hut for Coulter's, for
she knew his conneetion with that
atffair. After the trial Coulter's neg-
lect began. He avoided her more and
more, until a year after the fire it

culminated in the scene above de-
scribed.
After the fire Chlce went with

Madame Renaud to her new quarters;
but in the geoeral upheaval of things
following that dire calnmity, Coulter
lost sight of her for many weekr. He
carnesily honped that she had disap-
peared, like hundreds of her class
who, having been driven out by the
fire, had sought other towns and cities
where the conditions of such a life
were more promising. But just as he
thought himself well rid of her the
siren suddenly rapped at his door one
evening, and his hopes were speedily
dissolved. While walking apon the
street. closely veiled, she had encoun-
teredl hini. It was an easy matter to
follow him aml ascertain his lodging-
Place, then present herself at an op-
portune moment.Coulter received her
coldly. The life she had led had not
entirely dulled her sensitive nature,
and she felt hurt at his aversion. She
disl not betray her feelings, however,
but endeavoured for smne time to
win him back by her smiles and cures-
aes, but she could not move him from
his indifference. Then, in o fit of dis-
truction, she threw herself upon the
Hoar, and endeavourerd to move him
with her tears from his contumaey.
Itut coolly taking a cignr from his
pocket he lighted it and puffed away
unconcernedly while she pouted. He
dill not treat her harshly then, nor
tell her to leare. It wax simply an
attenrpt to freeze her out by inddifer-
tnee. He thought she would soon go
of ber own accord and never trouble
him more, ltut Chloe w stubborn
wiel be waa ohbliged to yicld, Then
he maw her at tervals during the
next few months, but at every mecting
hin offensiveness increased.  Then he
avoided her entivet This wis hot to
e endbured, aml Chloe win reselved to
rlug bhim 10 terms with the accusa-

tion of murder. The result has been
BECN.

Coulter's manner toward Chloe was
ut once perceptibly changet. The
secret which she possessed  inspired
him with a wholesome dread of her
far awhile. She did not press her ad-
vantage by making inordinate de-
mands upon him; neither did she at-
tempt to display a spirit of ascen-
dency. She was contented; she had
disenthralled hersef frem her wret-
ched mode of life at Madame Ien-
aud’s. She really wished to lead a
better one, and this might be a he
ginning, though a poar one.

A room was furnished and the mis-
tress installed. Coulter was assidu-
ous in his attentions, and eame fre-
quently to see her. Ome evening, dur-
ing one of his visits, he remarked,
‘Chloe, you are a great enigina to me;
do you know it
*No; am {, indeed? she asked smil-

ingly.
‘Yes; you are a great mystery to
me. I have known vou three years,

and yet 1 am convinced that I do not
know you at all.”

Chloe burst into a merry peal of
lavghter. ‘What would you like to
know, my dear?" she asked.

‘1 should like to know who you are
and where yon came from. 1 don’t
understand why you have alweys kept
it from me,”

‘Why, I am Chloe, of course, and'—

‘And as great a myﬁterv as the
*Man in the Iron Mask," Coulter addel.
interrupting her,

“Or the “room-mate of James Kye."”
suggeated Chloe, with a sty wink.

“‘Ha, ha! Very well put,” said Coul-
ter, returning the significant glance:
‘but are you mever going to tell me
anything of yourself.’

‘Jack, 1 have only one name now,
and that is Chleoe. It was adopted in
a haptism of shame when I left my
father’s roof and met you. [ am e
temnined never ko utter my father's
nane with these anchaste lips, No:
you may call it a frenk or a foolish
n. but T have thar reverence for
aml the love whith he puwve me
never to pronoutice his name again.’

‘Never is a long time, you know.’

‘Never, while this state of concubi-
nuge exists, nt mny rate.  When |
have become transformed into a law-
ful wife, or have become a reformed
and honest woman, then T shallk seek
my Tather, sask his forgivenexs. and
with clean lips | shall not be ashomesd
to pronounce his name,’

Rtidiculous!  Nonsensicil!  You re
form! TI've seen olil whiskybloats try
to reform: but let them stick their
noses to the bunghole of o cask and
all their gpood resolutions vi h like
a fog in the sunshine. You wonld e
l‘(]'lal“) ax Hekle. The first goml-look-

chap that enme wlong, with a

tile,  checkered wuit, and a

ol stud, rou  wonll soecuinb.
105 bourn in the Hish, Chloe”

‘A woman wounld nst obtnin much

theonragenent to reform fram you,

I know,' Chloe nnswered,
of xarcasm.

‘Why, yau ungrntefn]l minx, «didn’t
TIift yom ol of the re of prostite-
tion at eh Aune's,” uud give you
u pluce here?”

“*It was not = voluntary or philan-

with u tinge

thropical act, by any meaps, on your
part. But let us drop the subject be-
fore we fall into another quarrel.’

*Very well, on condilion thay you
tell me who you are and where you
came from.'

‘[ have told you my name a great
many times."

‘Mell, who were yon then?”

“The past must be buried.”

*“Ihen tell me where you rame from.

‘From the fur East, the far., fue
Faxt: that iz all | can tell you. Now,
Juek, don’t guiz me any more. Jle
rood and not question me further,”
and Chloe patted him, coaxingly, on
the shoulder.

“Well, 1 don’t see that it is of much
use; | am never the wiser for it’

*And you never shall be, rest assured
of ir, Jack.”

‘But [ shall always think there is
soime deep mystery connected with
your life”

*Think anything, my boy, only do
not guestion me about it. Talk about
anything that will interest you more
—Jarmyn, for instanege.”

Counlter seemed to start st the men-
tion of the detective’s name, but in-
stantly recovering himself asked, non-
chalantly: *What the devil do I care
about Jarmyn?”

‘I don’t think myself that you care
for a very close acyuaintance with
him.*

“You had something to say about
him the night of our unpleasantness;
but T thought it was merely a contri-

viinee 1o keep me away from the
Madame's.”
‘The Madame says he has Dbeen

watching the house!

“Well, he may be looking for Pia-
tard.”

‘For Pintard, Vitellins and—

‘And who?

*And Coulter.”

*‘Humph! You =seem to know all
about it., Take vare that he don't get
holl of you. Would you hold your
tongue 1f he did?

‘tlave no fear of me, Jack, as long
as you treat me decently. DBut, do
you know, 1 think he was shadowing
me, too; and, fto tell you the truth,
that was one of my reasons for leav-
ing the house. I am afrnid of him.
Counld they do anything with me for
testifying in that case?’

‘Why, certainly; they wouhl hang
yon, if they should discover it.”

Chloe shuddered nnd looked fright-
ened. ‘Hang me? 1 don't see whaut
I have ilone.”

‘You were & conspirntor, as much
as Madime Rennwud, Pintard and Vitel-
lins."

“You always forget to mention your-
self, den’t you?

‘Iiut vou never forget to remind me
of it , do you?

‘How was I a conspirator?
tell”

‘Didn’t you perjure yourself to help
vonvict Edgeumb? Why, thev could
¥ make it appenr to a jury that
you were in the plot to muriler Tev-
kes, or that you were privy to the
matter, The very fact alone that yon
uunmittul periury would convict yon

being an acressory: so I think yon
h.ne qult!‘ as much to drend from me
as T have from yon'

“You are only trying to frighten
me, Jack. T sacrificed my long hair
and went there to Hease you, amd now
you would be wnprateful enongh to
see me ribbeted.'

‘No. I don't want you to meet such

fate, bur I am telling you these
things to show you the necessity of
keeping a close mouth, You are as
deep in the mire as any one. Keep
out of Jarmyn's way, und never let
him ply yvou with gquestions, aml ex-
pecially with none concerning met

Conlter nrose and took his hat.

‘WWhat. am I to Lw left ulone aymin

I'ray

to-night? Chlee inguired. npon ob-
serving his intentious,
‘Yea: I can’t remain lonper with

you to-night. I have n game on haned,
and T want to make o gool winning,
if | have to xit np all night to o it
1 will mee you again ason.  Look oot

for Jarmyn. Aun revoir.'
Cowlter wus out anil nway lwefore
Chloe could return even a cominon-

After 0 few

plave ‘good-night.'
wies of musing she taok up a book
and tried to remdd, but sbe could not
concentrate her thoughts, for the con-
versution in regant to the
Lept running in her headd,
felt alarmesd ot Conliey” -
a0 much g0 that ghe closed 1he boaok
and fell into o train of redlections,

‘What o fool [ waa to do that for
hir be does not love me for He
vuly provides for me, und coues here

from necensity. 1 never once thought
of the cousequences of my fulse evi-
fenes, i discoversd. Juck asked me
to give it and [ did, sinply because 1
lovedd him—tor no aother reazon. But
that is the way with & man. He will
make a tool of a ronfiding wowman,
and, when bhe can use her no longer,
throw her overbounl. And still the
willy fonls will confile in them. What
a dupe | have been, and how he chuck-
les in his sleeve to think of 1?7 Gowd
gracious, I wonder if they could hung
me if  they discoversl my perjury?
They would surely say that I knew sl
about the murder, because 1 swore
fatkely. and impersonated o mythical
charneter.  And what if they should
find Ky, and bring him before me,
and ask him if he recognised his
snvient room-nmte? Oh, dear. [ won-
der what. haz become of him?! lat,
let ma think: I remember Jack teld
me when 1 went to court not to Le
nfraid, that Kye wonld never trouble
me. I wonder if they killed him, too.
1 shall not sleep a wink to-night, I'm
$0 nervons.’

Chloe was interrupted in her mus-
ings by a sudden mmp at the dowor.
‘There, Jack has returned for some
reason or other.

With book in hand she stepped for-
word aml opened the door slightly.
when & ce was thrust in, amd n
voice said, in a low tone: “Hi, hi,
Chloe, ye thar?"

‘Why, Pintard, is that you?

*Yes, it's me, Chloe; lemme come
in and bhe pushed the deor opened
as he spoke s entered. v lwl-n
layin' low fill Coulter got away.
wou't come laiek and fid e \\lth
Lis gal, will he?

'Noi he won't be back for o little
while—probably on hour, Lt how
in the world Jdid you know ! was
here?

'L seed ¥e on the street the other
day and 1 follered ye”

‘Bid you know 1 hadd left
Anne’s?*

‘Qui Mam'selle.!

*Oui Mam'selle,”

“Who told you?

‘Lu Madume.* N

‘Why, you don't dare to go to the
N 1o youlr
No; buf she knows where to seck
me?

Chloe then spoke to hin in French,
arel Pintard zat down in a chair.
% vou here, Lintan?

‘French

Usell, business.
‘Business with me? What ¢ it
be?  You are the last person on earth

I eapected to see s
from the Madame?

No: its a seheme of mine.
‘pend on . Mam™sell™”

it semething

Con 1

‘Well, T ean’ suy ontit | hinve heard
whay it is”

"Wilt ye keep it to yvourself if i1
don’t fir yer notion™

M course, Pintard, you ecan rely
on me for that: you onght 1o know

that well enongh withont asking.”

‘Hev ye pot any wine here,
sell? 1 think 1 conkl talk betier lf |
Linit o bit to wet me tongue.’

It flashed npon Chloe's awind that it
might e well to limber up his tongne,
amd that, perhaps, a little wine wanld
assigt in the matter, so s
es: 1 have a Lottle of St Julicn in
the closet which Jaek brought np the
other night. 1T will get it," aml bring.
imr it forth she pineed it on 1he table
with A couple of glasses.

‘Chloe, yer a poor drinker fur one of
Malame Denand's gals? =iid Pintard,
kolding the well-filled botite uwp 10 1he
light to size its contents.  “Come. take

a sip,’
Chioe permitted Pintarnd to  serve
her.  After indokzing himsell in o

partion of the wine the cheer b
+ perceptible, and with
air he commensedd:
hev ae love for that

Avent out, hey ye?
‘Yo you mean Coulter?
Yes: that infernal alogr, Conlter)'
*“Why, VPintard, what o yYou meon
by callingr him sueh a nnme "
Tinturd took anather sip of wine
before answering.  *Wal, Pve got o)

tial

reasons fur it. | knew qnore abont
bim than ve does”
I don't know why you sheald; 1

hs e known  him lemrer than you
1, do y¢ know any gumd of him?
Chlor, h vut yer throat io &
minute if he wanted o et Tl of ye
nod coubdi’t e jt any other way'

Chliee was wilent; she thougrht there
might be considerable {roth in the as-
sertion,  Pintard woatched her elorely
over the edge of his pgluss, ax he held
it to his lips,




