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... CHAPTER XXIII - . =°
¢ & THING OF FBAF.

Grnnuey Tmasor had ittewded to go
‘down to  Milldean that same .evening,
but & summona from Tom Couriland
¥enched him, couched m sueh terms thnt
he could not besitate to obey it, . He
sgught Toia at his club the moment he
received the message. Tom had been
#ent for to bhis own howse in the morn-
fng, and hnd hesrd what had happened
there: He had seen the wonnded ehild
mad the other two terriffed little erea-
tores. Suzette Bligh gave him her ac-
eount. The deetor told him that Sephy
waa no lotiger it danger, but that the
matter Wwaa o grave one—a very Serious
ahock and severe local injury; the child
would recover with care and with quiet,
Jbut would slways bear a mark of the
‘wound, an ineffaceabls sear. That was
the comelusion, half good, Lalf bad,
reached after a night of drubt whether
Sophy would not die from the viclencas
and the shock.

“Did you sce your wlfcl" Grantley
paked. -

“See her? L should kill her if F maw
ber,” greaned Tom. -

“But—but whet's being dene?”

“dlhe’s in her roour—sbe’s. been there
ever since it happened. Huxeite's seen
lLier—nobody #lse.  Nobody elae will go
near her. (4 eourze, whila there was a
doubt about Sophy-—weill, the = doctor
made it a . condition that she shouid
confine hersclf to her room til! the thing
took & definile turn, I hope she’s
frightenesd at last. I dor’i know what
to do. The woman ought to be hang-
ed, Grantley.”

But wrath and horror at his wife were
not Lhe only feelings in Tem’s mind;
the way the thing had happened rnised
other thoughts. He was prostratoe
under the sense that the fury which
bad smitten poor little Sophy had beem
aimed at kim; his acts had isepited and
directed it. He hagd¢ made his child-
ren’s love for him a erune in their mo-
ther’s eyes. AN liia excuses, both false
and reul, faded him now. His own
share fw the tragedy of his homa was
licavy ond heinous in his eyes.

“E ought fo havée wemembered t‘her
children,” he Kept repenting desperatety.
lle ought {0 have stayed and fonght
the tmttle for znd with them; however
hard the batfle was. But he had run
away~—to Mrs Bolton, and left them
alone to endure the increased fury nof
Iarriet's rage,  “L've been a dammed
coward over it.” he said, “and this is
what comics of it, Grantlez,”

_ I{ was all true, Tom had not thought
of the children. JFyen though he lovel
tliem, e had deserted ithem trencher-
cusly, beenuse he had considered only
his awn wronga, and had been wrapped
up in his peraonai guarrel with hia wi
What he had found waendurable lim-
seil he lad lefi those helplesn Btthe
creatures fe endure. All the nrgu-
wents which had seemed se strong o
%mtify or to palliate Lis resort to the
olton refuge sounded weak aml mean
{0 him now—and to Grantley, tos. wha
bad Dbren unsxed to rely on them, lightly
accepting {hem with a man of the
world's easy philusophy.  Hig friemfs
had almost cncournged Tom in his
treacherons desertion of his children;
£hey, 1oo, Lad looked ot nothing but
the merits of his quarrel with larriet,
putting thnt by itseli in o false jsola-
tion from the total life of the family,
of which it was in iruth an infegral, in-
divisible part. Bo Grastley mediteted
as he lidlemml to Tom's inments; mmil
Ahe mceditation was not without mean-
Ing_and light for lLim alsc.
a Aow Lay & roqueat to make of him
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—that he would go round to the house
and spend the avening there.

“I daren’t trust wysclf mnear Hap-
riet,” he said, “and I'm uneasy with
only the servants there. They’re all
afraid of her. She wus cowed, Suzetie
pays, while there was donger; but she
may break out ngnm—nnythmg might
siart her again, 'ynu. could stay tiil
Bhe's mafely in bedf

“I’ll stay all night, if necessary, old
fellow,” said Grantley, promptly.

“It'll take & weight off my micd—and
I've got about encugh to bear. I'm
going to stay here, of course; mo youw'll
krow whera to find mae if I'm wanted,
though I don't see what can happeu
mow.” |

Terror brooded over the Courtlands’
house.  Grantley rejoiced to see how
his coming did something to lift the
eloud. The two children left Suzette's
pide (they loved her, bhut she seemed to
them a defence all too frail}, and eame
to him, standing on either side of kis
knee and putting their banda in his.
The listening, strained look passed oul
of their eyes ns he talked to them.
Presently little Vera climbrd up and
nestled on his knee, while Lucy leant
against his shoulder, and he got them
10 prattle sbbub happy thingw, old holi:
days and bygone ireats, to “which Tom
bad taken them. At last Lucy laugh-
ed merrily at some childish memory.
The sound went sirazight to Grantley's
Leart; n eak tenderfess came \uponh
him, A3 he kissed themn his thoughts
flew to hid own little son—the child

_who had mow DLegun to know love, Lo

greet it and to ask for it. How thesa
poor children prized even a dreent kind-
ness! Grantley seemed to himself to
have done 2 flne duy's work—as fine a
day's work ns he Lud ever done in hia
life—when he seat them off to bed with
smiling lipa and eyes relieved of dread

“You wor't gn away to-night, will
you?? Luey whispered za she kissed him
good-night.

“f course. he's mot going!”
little Vera, bravely confident
thonght of her hc[p](‘\inl"i!

"\o Il stay all might—all thl' whole
night,” Grantley prowised.

He made his ¢omip in the library on
the ground floor, ard there presenily
Huzetie Bligh came to him. She gave
a1 good account of the wounded child.
Sophy slept; ihe eapable, cheery woman
who had dome as nurse gove her cour-
nxa to alecp.

“We must get her away io the seaside
a3 soon ns possible, and she’ll get all
vight, I think, though there must be a
maric always. And, of course, the per-
manent queslion vemunins. Tan’t it all
lioneleas, Mr fmason®”

“It's a terrible business for you fo
b involved in.”

*“Oh, I ean only thank ITeaven T wasa
Iiere!  But for me I believe she'd have
killed tha child,”

“What state is =he in now?®”

“I really dou't know. Ble won't
apeak Lo me, She sita quite siill, just
sxtaring at me. T try to atay with her,
but it’s toe dreadfull I eant Dhelp
hnting her -and I think she Xnows it.””

{irantley had had some experience of
what it was Tike to come to know what
peapla feel about you.

“I expect ahe docs,” he nedded.
C"What will happen, Mr Imason?”

"1 ‘don’t know-—except that the child-
ren musin’t stay with her. Is alin
afraid of being prosecuted, do you
ihink ™

“&Bhe hasn't eaid anything about It
ehie doesn't meem nfraid; I don’t
think that her feeling. Rut—but hor
eyen look mawful.  When [ had to tell
her that the deelor had forbidden her
to come mear ithe childrer, nnd eald he
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would send the police into the lLiouse i
she tried Lo go to them—well, I've never
scen such an expression on any human
face Dbefare. “he looked like—like
sonicbody in hell, Mr Imasont”

“Ah!™ greaned Grantley, with a jerk
of Lis hend, as though he tumerl from
& fearful spoctncle.

“I've just been with her. I persuad-
ed her to go to bed—she’s not slept
since it happened, I know—and got her
to let me help her to yndress.  Her
maid won't go to her; she's too fright-
ened. 1 hLope shr'll ge to sleep, or
really ¥ think she’il luse her senses.”
She paused and then asked: “Will this
make any difference in—in the proceed-
ingam

“Well, it pgives Tom momething io
bargain with, doesn't it? But you
cnn't tell with her.  The ordinory mn-
tives mny mnot appeal to her, aay more
than the natural feelings, T hnpe it
may be possible to frighten her.

Anyhow the children won’t have to
stay—yon're sure of that?”

"We must tzry hard for that, any-
how,” naid Grantley.

But Tom hnd made even that mora
difficult, beeause he had considered only
his own quarrel, and, uot thinking of
the children, had rum away to reluga
with Mrs Bolton saving his own skin
By treacherous flight.

Sugette bade Cranlley good-night.
She, too, must sleep, or ber strength
would [fail.

- “You'll keep ihe door open?” sl
asked. “And her ruom is just over this,
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¥You'tl hear if she moves, though I don’t
think she will, It is good of you, Mr
Imazon. We shall all slecp quielly to-
night, Ok, but how tired you'll be!”

“Not 11" he amiled, “l've often sat
up till daylight on less worthy oecca-
aions! You're the hera! You've cothe
thraugh this finely!” .

Suzette's cherks flushed at his praise,

“I do love the poor children,” she
enid, nB Grantley pressed her hand.

He sat down to his vigil. The house
hecame very atill. Onee or tiwice stepa
passed to and fro in Lthe room above:
then there was silence. In & quarter of
An hour, perbaps, there were steps
again] then another interval of gquist.
Thie alternntion of movement and rest
went on for a long time. 1f liarrics
Courtlnnd slept, her sleep was broken.
But presently Grantley ceused to mark
the sound —ceased even to Lhink of the
Courllands or of the houre where he
wns. Led by the experiences of the day
and hy the feelings they had evolked,
his thoughts took their way to Mill-
dean, ta his own hoine, to his wife and
son, How nearly tragedy had come
there, too! Nay, was it yet gonet Was
not its shadow satill over the liouse?
And whyt lle looked bock aguin at the
Courtlands-—at Harriet's unhallowed
rage, ot Tom’s weaknens and :lesertion,
nt the fate of tha children—not theught
of and forgotten by the one, ill-used
and pnt in terror by the other. Ie
recollected how onee they used {o joke
about the Courtlonds being ot any

When All Run Down

Unfit fer Work. Run Cown in

Health, Dua to the Climate. A

"’W and Smrg'thenar. A Reliable Medicing, !

Mrs. D. Rarbess,
Ralmain, N. 5. Walos,
gonds the photo-
graph of herself and
busband, and eaye:

* Both myself and
husband lave wvery
great pleasure iu
tus(,il'yiug tothegood
we luve derived fram
the uso of Ayer's
Sarsaparilla.  F be-

eams run Jown in
lif health, suffering
much from indiges-
{ tion, and was wholly
nnfit for donmestio
duties. earing of
;i tlia valuo of Aycr's
v Sarsapariila, 1 tried
F it, and afror using
ouly four bottles I
Wik complutely my-
self apgain. l!mmg
such confidence in

it from personal use, I confidontly roc nmmend it as a tonic and strengthener.
Wao consider yuur medicines Lo be most reliable, especially in Australia,

whero the climate is so trying.”
Do you suffer from lodigestion?

Tired all the time? TUnfit for work ?

And enslly liseouraged ? The troublo with you is you mre beiug slowly

poisouosd.
Why not get rid uf these pnisous?
parilla.

TLe impurities Io your blood ore getting the uppet hand of you.

You cun easily do it with Ayer's Sarsa-

‘This aplendid madicine purifies the Lland, huilds up tho nerves,

and euables you to throw off that torrible fecling of (v pression dus to &

warm climate,

Il not risk any dangerous experiments.

Tako tha nld reliable “Ayer's"

Sarsaparilla, not some other klud, T.ook ont for substitutes.

AYER’S Sarsaparllla

Enriches the Blood.

Strengthens the Nerves.
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