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IN DOUBLE HARNESS
By ANTHONY HOPE.

—that he would go round to the house
and spend the evening there.

“I daren’t trust myself near Har-

riet,'’ he said, “and I’m uneasy with
only the servants there. They’re all

afraid of her. She was cowed, Suzette

says, while there was danger; but she

may break out again—anything might
start her again. If you could stay till

she’s safely in bed—”

“I’ll stay all night, if necessary, old
fellow,” said Grantley, promptly.
“It’ll take a weight off my mind—and

I’ve got about enough to bear. I’m

going to stay here, of course; so you’ll
know where to find me if I'm wanted,

though I don’t see what can happen
now.”

Terror brooded over the Courtlands’
house. Grantley rejoiced to see how

his coming did something to lift the

cloud. The two children left Suzette’s
side (they loved her, but she seemed to

them a defence all too frail), and came

to him, standing on either side of his

knee and putting their hands in his.

The listening, strained look passed out

of their eyes as he talked to them.

Presently little Vera climbed up and
nestled on his knee, while Lucy leant

against his shoulder, and he got them

to prattle about happy things, old holi-

days and bygone treats, to which Tom

had taken them. At last Lucy laugh-
ed merrily at some childish memory.

The sound went straight to Grantley’s
heart; a great tenderness came upon

liim. As he kissed them his thoughts
flew to his own little son—the child

who had now begun to know love, to

greet it and to ask for it. How these

poor children prized even a decent kind-

ness! Grantley seemed to himself to

have done a fine day’s work—as fine a

day’s work as he had ever done in his

life—when he sent them off to bed with

smiling lips and eyes relieved of dread.

“You won’t go away to-night, will

you?” Lucy whispered as she kissed him

good-night.
“Of course, he’s not going!” cried

little Vera, bravely confident in the

thought of her helplessness.
“No, I’ll stay all night—all the whole

night,” Grantley promised.
He made his camp in the library on

the ground floor, and there presently
Suzette Bligh came to him. She gave

a good account of the wounded child.

Sophy slept; the capable, cheery woman

who had come as nurse gave her cour-

age to sleep.
“We must get her away to the seaside

as soon as possible, and she’ll get all

right, I think, though there must be a

mark always. And, of course, the per-
manent question remains. Isn’t it all

boneless, Mr Imason?”
“It’s a terrible business for you to

be involved in.”

CHAPTER XXIII.

A THING OF FEAR.

Grantley Tmason had intended to go
down to Milldean that same evening,
hot a summons from Tom Courtland
reached him, couched in such terms that

he could not hesitate to obey it. He
sought Torn at his club the moment he

received the message. Tom had been
sent for to his own house in the morn-

ing, and had heard what had happened
there.' He had seen the wounded child
and the other two terrified little crea-

tures. Suzette Bligh gave him her ac-

count. Tile doctor told him that Sophy
was no longer in danger, but that the

matter was a grave one—avery serious
shock and severe local injury; the child
would recover with care and with quiet,
.but would always bear a mark of the
wound, an ineffaceable scar. That was

the conclusion, half good, half bad,
reached after a night of doubt whether

Sophy would not die from the violence

and the shock.

“Did you see your wife?” Grantley
asked.

“See her? 1 should kill her if I saw

her,” groaned Tom.
“But—but what’s being done?”
“She's in her room—she’s been there

ever since it happened. Suzette’s seen

her—nobody else. Nobody else will go
near her. Of course, while there was a

doubt about Sophy—well, the doctor-

made it a condition that she. should
confine herself to her room tillthe thing
took a definite turn. I hope she’s

frightened at last. I don’t know what
to do. The woman ought to be hang-
ed, Grantley.”

But wrath arid horror at his wife were

not the only feelings in Tom’s mind;
the way the thing had happened raised

other thoughts. He was prostrate
under the sense that the fury which

had smitten poor little Sophy had been

aimed at him; his acts had inspired and

directed it. He had made his child-

ren’s love for him a crime in their mo-

ther’s eyes. All his excuses, both false
and real, failed him now. His own

share in the tragedy of his home was

heavy and heinous in his eyes.

“I ought to have remembered the

children,” he kept repeating desperately.
He ought to have stayed and fought
the battle for and with them, however

hard the battle was. But he had run

away—to Mrs Bolton, and left them

alone to endure the increased fury of

Harriet's rage. “I’ve been a damned

coward over it,” he said, “and this is

what comes of it, Grantley.”
It was all true. Tom had not thought

of the children. Even though he loved
them, he had deserted them treacher-

ously, because ho had considered only
his own wrongs, and had been wrapped
up in his personal quarrel with his wife.

What he had found unendurable him-

self he had left those helpless little
creatures to endure. All the argu-

ments which had seemed so strong to

justify or to palliate his resort to the

Bolton refuge sounded weak and mean

to him now—and to Grantley, too. who

had been used to rely on them, lightly
accepting them with a man of the

world’s easy philosophy. His friends
had almost encouraged Torn in his

treacherous desertion of his children;
they, too, had looked at nothing but.
the merits of his quarrel with Harriet,
putting that by itself in a false isola-
tion from the total life of the family,
of which it was in truth an integral, in-

divisible part. So Grantley meditated
as he listened to Tom’s laments; and

the meditation was not without mean-

ing and light for him also.
L Tom had a request to make ot him

“Oh, I can only thank Heaven I was

here! But for me I believe she’d have
killed the child.”

“What state is she in now?”

“I really don't know. She won’t
speak to me. She sits quite still, just
staring at me. I try to stay with her.
but it’s too dreadful. I can’t help
hating her—and I think she knows it.”

Grantley had had some experience of

what it was like to come to know what

people feel about you.
“I expect she docs,” he nodded.
“What will happen, Mr Imason?”
“I don’t know—except that the child-

ren mustn’t stay with her. Is she

afraid of being prosecuted, do you
think?”

“She hasn’t said anything about it.
No, she doesn’t seem afraid; I don’t

think that her feeling. But—but her

eyes look awful. When I had to tell
her that the doctor had forbidden her
to come near the children, and said he
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would send the police into the house if
she tried to go to them—well, I’ve never

seen such an expression on any human

face before. She looked like—like
somebody in hell, Mr Imason!”

“Ah!” groaned Grantley, with a jerk
of his head, as though he turned from

a fearful spectacle.
“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 undress. Her

maid won't go to her; she's too fright-
ened. I hope she’ll go to sleep, or

really I think she’ll lose her senses.”

She paused and then asked: “Will this

make any difference in—in the proceed-

ings?”
“Well, it gives Tom something to

bargain with, doesn’t, it? But you
can't tell with her. The ordinary mo-

tives may not appeal to her, any more

than the natural feelings. I hope it

may be possible to frighten her.”

Anyhow, the children won’t have to

stay—you’re sure of that?”
“We must try hard for that, any-

how,” said Grantley.
But Tom had made even that more

difficult, because he had considered only
his own quarrel, and, not thinking of

the children, had run away to refuge
with Mrs Bolton saving his own skin

by treacherous flight.
Suzette bade Grantley good-night.

She, too, must sleep, or her strength
would fail.

“You’ll keep the door open?” she

asked. “And her room is just over this

You’ll hear if she moves, though I don’t
think she will, it is good of you, Mr

Imason. We shall all sleep quietly to-

night. Oh, but how tired you’ll be!”
“Not I!” he smiled. “I’ve often sat

up till daylight on less worthy occa-

sions! You’re the hero! You’ve come

through this finely!”

Suzette’s cheeks Hushed at his praise.
“I do love the poor children,” she

said, as Grantley' pressed her hand.
He sat down to his vigil. The house

became very still. Once or twice steps
passed to and fro in the room above;
then there was silence. In a quarter of
an hour, perhaps, there were steps
again; then another interval of quiet.
This alternation of movement and rest,
went on for a long time. If Harriet
Courtland slept, her sleep was broken.
But presently Grantley eeased to mark
the sound—ceased even to think of the
Courtlands or of the house where he
was. Led by- the experiences of the day
and by the feelings they had evoked,
his thoughts took their way to Mill-

dean, to bis own home, to his wife and
son. How nearly tragedy had come

there, too! Nay, was it yet gone* Was
not its shadow still over the house?
And why? He looked back again at the
Courtlands-—at Harriet’s unhallowed

rage, at Tom’s weakness and desertion,
at the fate of the children—not thought
of and forgotten by the one, ill-us'ed

and put in terror by the other. He
recollected how once they used to joke
about the Courtlands being at any
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