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soul together. You could give me »
regulnr serew if you chose. 1t's time
you did it.”

**I'hat may be your apinion,™ was
the answer, “but it's not mine, I've
put pleaty of odde and ends in your
way since [ came here, and I've put
you up to a first-rate thing in this
niatter of Flolliott. If you can’t take
advantage of it that's your affair.
Anyway, you heedn't hang about the
place any more if yon don't think
you're properly paid for what you
do.

1t waa the vindictive turning of the
cur who has & bone upon the cur who
hag not. And cur number two recog-
nised of necessity that cur number
ane had the best of the position.
Cecvil Cochrane rose. His very lips
were white with fury.

“You'll be sorry for this, dear boy,”
he =aaid. “it may be my turn yet
Anvhow, you can do your dirty work
for yourself in the future. Ta-tal™

lle walked out of the room and
left the theatre with an easy air,
=omewhat belied by & vicious kick
whicrh he aimed at an wunoffending
cat. He refreshed himself with a
#lass of whisky at a bar hard by,
insinuating dark things meanwhile
to a couple of men he met as to the
prabable speedy termination of the
senson at the theatre from which he
had just come. And two or three
hours Iater. when he had exhausted
the possibilities of loafing with empty
pockets. nobody having offered him
dinner. he went to Charing Cross
Station and took a train westward.

It wus about half-past four when
he set ont for the few minutes' walk

that lay between the station at
which he left the train and his lodg-
ings. and the September sun was get-
ting low. Cochrone threaded his way
through a few yards of crowded
thoroughtare pre-occupied and sav-
nge in expression. He turned into a
quiet road. and then again into the
vrescent in which the house stood.

Mareshill Crescent was not a popu-
lous spot. It led nowhere in parti-
cular, although it was not far from
a rather desirable npeighbourhood.
And it was one of those salways
dreary-looking places from which the
greater number of the inhabitants,
male and female, issue forth wo work
in the morning to return late in the
evening, while those who remain are
too heavily occupied indoors for
much coming and going.

There was not a creature to be
seen as Cochrane turned into the
Crescent, but before he had gone
many yards his eyes was caught by
a somewhat unusual sight, a girl ad-
vancing towards him on & bicycle.
The bicycle was a good one. The girl
was well dressed and she rode well,
though she was looking about her
in n rather frightened and uncertain
Tuanner.

Cochrane had noticed these points.
and was wondering if anything were
to be gained by asking her if he
could direct her when, about twenty
yards form him, he saw the machine
carelesssly  guided -on a newly
watered road slip. The girl was
thrown violently and lay still, with
her bicycle on the top of her. Coch-
rane broke almost inveluntarily iuto
a rapid run. He reached the girl's
side in a moment, lifted the machine,
and knelt down beside her.

“I'm afraid you're hurt?” he said,
suavely.

She did not speak or move, and he
leaned over her so that he could see
her face. The next moment he had
drawn back with a low ejaculation.
‘Then he glanced furtively about him.
There was nobody to be seen. Even
rhe accident had not attracted the
notive of a single soul, The pgirl was
lying at his very «door. He ran up
the steps with extraordinarily alert
movements, opened the doer with his
Inteh-key. at the same time ringing
the bell wiolently., Then he ran
down aain to the prostrate figure
in the road as his landlady appeared
in the Jistance and followed him
ant.

“Muke haste. Mrs. Simmons,” he
calleil, “Theres been an  accident.
This veung lady—she was coming te
wee My sister—has hud a fall and is
stunned. No. [ dan't think she's
much hurl. But [ want to get her
upstairs gquickly that [ may see. I'm
a Wit of a doctor, you know. Help
me, will yau?”

¥ took the girl in hizx arms with
s skill, born aof hix medical train-
ing. that needed little or no assis-
tance from the woman.

“Iiring in the hicycle,” he said.

Asn he reached the top of the stairs
tha sitting-room door opened, and
lachel appeared on the threshold.

Ceell Cochrane was panting heavily
with his exertiona

“What is it? What in the world
has bappened ™

“Re quiet!™ he said. in & low gasp.
With a half glance over his ahoulder
at the sdvancing figure of the land-
lady, he said londly: “It's Mias May-
nard, Rachel: thrown from her bicy-
cle at the very door—stunned.™

He maoved on into the room, his
sister atanding aside to let him pasa,
and he added: .

“Will yon fetch some water,
please, Mra. Simmons?"

He laid his burden on the sofs as
he spoke. and as Mrs. Simmons de-
parted with a agitated, “Lor, deary
nre!™ HRuche! came up to him. BShe
looked down at the unconscious face
with an unrecognising stare of blank
bewilderment.

“What do you mean, Cecil?” she
said. “Who is it?”

Cecil Cochrane was atill panting
slightly. He war kueeling by the
«=o0fa with his hand on the girl's pulse.
He lifted his hend tor an instant, and
oked full at his sister.

i1 ix our cousin Violet, my deart™
he said.

CHAPTER IV.
*1 DON"T KNOW.™

“Then yoiu'll send the telegram off
at ouce. Mrs, Simmons, please. My
sister doesn't feel easy about leav-
ing her friend. you see.”

It was nearly two houra later, and
Cecil Uochrane and his landlady. stood
in the sitting-room with the door
open. The room looked even more
disorderly than wusual. A basin of
water and a esponge stood on the
floor by the sofa. a bottle of smelling
salts and a bottle of brandy stood
on the table, and nnder the tuble lay
a hat, which had evidently rolled
there npobserved,

Cecil Cochrane was standing with
his back to the light. He held a
telegram form in his hand, and it
contained the words, “Cannot come
to-night. Rachel Cochrane,” and was
addressed to the manager of the
theatre. Mrs. Simmons took it with
an alacrity which she was not wont
to show in obeying the Cochranes'
beherts. They were by no means un-
impeachabler lodgers. She was one
of those women 1o whom a little
excitement, particularly of a disas-
trous nature, is a godsend.

“sarah, she shall take it at once,
Mr. Cochrane. Pore young lady, it
would never do for Miss Cochrane to
leave her: mnot after the shock she's
had. There's no telling what might
happen, as [ always say. I'm sure
I'm thankful to hear she has come
round as well as ghe has.”

“She's doing splendidly, thamks,"”
answered Cochrane. “You ecan let
ux have dinner as soon as possible,
pleaze, Mrs. Simmons.”

*“Yes, sir,” said Mrs, Simmons
again, “And the youung Jady, will
she take dinner with you, sir?"

Cecil Cochrane stroke his chin re-
flectively, with his eves fixed upon
his landlady.

“1 think not, on the whole,” he
said. A little Bovril by and by
would be the best thing for her,
She's feeling a little faint and wun-
comfortable still. She’ll stay with us
to-night, by the bye.”

“Which it's ounly natural she
shouid feel herself shook, sir,”” re-
spomded Mrs. Simmons. She hesi-
tated a moment, and then glancing
down at the paper in her hand, she
said:

*“ The young lady’s friends, sir—if 1
might take the liberty of reminding
you. If Sarah could take the tele-
gram to hease their mindg at the same
time as she takes this. it would save
her a journey like,”

Cecil Cochrane smiled blandly.

“ Tt would, Mrs Simmons,” he aaid;
* vou're quite right. Dut Miss May-
nard’s friendr will not be anxi H
and a felegram would only alarm
them unnecessarily.”

Mrz Simmons sniffed.  She woukd
have liked the mending off of a start-
ling telegram,

*As you think best, sir, of course”
she raid huffily. “ Well, T'd better he
sending Sarah off with this ’ere, then’

Ceeil Corhrane waited till Mre Sim-
mon’s heavy footfzll could be heard
desvending into the lower regions.
then he slipped #oftly across the
narrow passage, opened the door fac-
ing the sittting-room door, and shut
it quickly behind him.

The room was Rachel Cochrune's
bedroom. It was darkened as much
as might be, a shawl having been

pinned up to supplement the eurtain
and keep the Meast ruy of light from
falling on the bed. The bed atood
with its head against a wall at right
angles with the window, and Cecil
Cochrane went towards it. Rachel
was atanding on the other side. She
looked up as her brother came in,
but she did not say anything, nor did
he speak to her.

On the bed, between the brother
and aiater, lay the girl who had been
thrown from her bicycle—the girl who
had eat with the clergyman in the
garden—Violet Druommond. Her eyes
were closed and there were dark,
purplish marks under them. Her
face was guite white and abeolutely
unconscious. There was no sign of life
about her except her heavy breath-
ing. Cecil Cochrane bent over her,
felt her pulse, and touched her fore-
head. Then in a deft, professional way
he raised her eyelids and examined
her eyes, his sister watching him
closely all the time. He drew him-
self up, amd stood looking thought-
fully down at the unconscious girl;
and Rachel said abruptly and in a low
voice:

* There's no change at all.”

“XNo,” he answered. “ Not yet.™

“*What are you going to de ?"

“ Nothing.”

Rachel’s brow contracted.

“You'd better be careful,” she said.
“I've not a motion what’™s in your
head. Bnt I think you'll be a fool
if yeu don’t send for a doetor. Bup-
pose she dies ?* - .

“Bhe won't die,” returned Cecil,
coolly, “ At least, not yet.”

Rachel’s lips parted sharply. But
the retort she was about to utter was
checked. A low and mysterious
knock, which was Mrs Simmons’ tri-
bute to illness, fetl upon the door.

Cecil turned hastily and went to-
wards it. He opened it slightly.

“Your dinner’s up, sir,” ghe said, in
a lowd whisper. “The young lady
feeling any better, sir 2

“Thank youn, Mrs Simmens, much
better,” he answered. “There's =&
littte cut on her forehead that I am
just plastering np. Iut we shall come
1o dinner directly.”

He shut the door again, and at the
same momeént a sharp exclamation
came from Rachel.

“ Ceeil,” she =aid, “ come here !

He was at the bedside in 2 moment,
asking no question, but giving all
his attention to his patient. The girl
bad moved for the first time. 'TFhe
heavy insensibility of her face was
relaxed, and one hand was feebly
moving over the counterpane.

Rachel did not speak after that one
ejaculation. She, too, stood looking
down, watching with an almost fas-
cinated expression as the life came
flowly back to the face on the pil-
low. There were & few seconds dur-
ing which they remained thus, and
consciousness seemed to creep slowly
from feature to feature. Then the
girl opened her eyes, She opened
them full on Cochrane and lay looking
blankly up at him. He did not move
or speak for a moment; then he said,
in ecarefully modulated tones:

*“You feel better, now 2

She turned her head away from bhim
with a feeble movement of instinctive
dislike, and sce turning, her eyes fell
upon Rachel. She stretehed ont her
hand.

“ My head aches,” she gaid, indis-
tinetly. “I want to go to sleep.”

. Bhe turned over on her mide, res-
ted her cheek on bher hand, and in
another moment ahe was slerping like
& tired ebhild, breathing softly and
regularly. Rachel drew a long breath
and locked across at her brother. He
studied the sleeping face for & mo-
ment lqnger, and then he, too, lifted
hie heud, He made a sign to his sis-
ter to follow him quietly, and moved
noiselessly out of the room opening
and shutting the door with the utmost
caution,

“8he must sleep now,” he said. “1I
am going to tell Mrs Simmons to
keep the place guiet.”

Whent he returned to the =itting-
room, Rachel had thrown herself fnto
an easy chair, totally ignoring the
waiting dinner, 8She looked paler
than usual, and her eves were hard.
Cecil drew a chair to the table and
took the cover off the dish.

“ Why don’t you come to dinner
he Baid. “ We are only about & conple
of hourse late !

She rose mechanically and seated
herself opposite him.

“Will she be all right 7’ she said.
“You've yan a frightful risk.”

“She’ll be all right till she wakes
up,” he responded. “What she'll be
like then remaing to be seen. A little
ehaky, I should say.*

“ How did it happen ?"

“ Side-slip,” reaponded Cochrane, la-
‘conically. “ She must have struck her
head against the pavement.”

Rachel leaned back in her chair.

“But how in the world do you sup-
pose mhe came to be riding in Lon-
don? And alone, too. A pet Tamb
like that !” she said.

“ Who knows ? he answered, shrog-
ging his shoulders. “It's the unex-
pected that happens. Anyhow, it was
nncommonly ascommodating of her
to throw herself off just at onr door.™

Rachel pushed away her plate, and
rested her elbows on the table, prop-
ping her chin maoodily on her hands.

“T see y¥ou think s0.” she said, *T
suppose you think there’s something
to be pot out of it ? But why you
should have takenso much unnecessary
trouble, telling a pack of lies 10 Mrs
Simmons, and running the risk of
doing without a doetor, T haven't the
slightest idea.”™

Cochrane helped himself deliberate-
Iy from the dish before him.

“No definite reason ! he said. “1I
do not want Mrs Simmons on in this
seene, therefore it was obviously ne-
cessary to take definite possession of
my find af once ; and it’s as weRl to
keep your cards to yourself till yon
know what they are worth. 1 don’t
care ahout having ancther fellow to
skare the credit of restoring the
young lady to her father. T couldn't
have kept a doctor out without a few
more lies fo Mrs Simmons.™

Rachel rose and turned away to the
window.

“Tt seems to me it’s time you took
steps to restore her to her father!™
she said, with a brusque sneer, ©if
it's to be done to-night. It's eight
o'clock. I suppose I'd better zee if 1
ean find a Lomdon address of any kind
in her pocket.™

“ Don’t trouble,” returned her hro-
ther., “Tt's not to be done to-night.
I wasn’t allowed to see my cousin the
other day. We don’t know who the
young Jady is until she wakes up and
tells us™

“How do you know her if you did
not see her 7" said Rachel, turning
suddenly.
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