and the Injustice; the same mad fear of
1he ewt]; the sume passionate knmging to
do something—amything—which  might
help.-

Never for an instant did the gitl be-
Jieve thut Stainfurth had kl!h‘d Yera
Wenwick.  She could uanderstand that
he hud been tempted, but rhe wus cer-
tain that he woull mever have yielded.
Yet the police nade no new chscmenes,
the private detective when she engaged
at her own expense found out nuthmg
which-eould throw !lght upon the mys-
tery,

There were those v\hn snid it waa no
mystery; that the whole aftair was sia-
plL enuuuh, and that there was o
doubt Sininforth had been goaded by
tlhe womun's twunis or thremts -into
stalbing her at Iaxt. He would he
condlemined and hanged, and there would
be an end of the t:l'.l e story. And Con-
suelo kuew there were peup'le who were
saying thig, and the knowledge ghawed
at lier heart like some rorrndm« acid.

At fivst sle hoped that the real mur-
derer would be found, or traces of him;

but o stranger had been seen at Larl-

win Cove or West Lurlwin ob the night

of the murder, exvept the woman and -

the half<lrawped sailors of the yachi,
and by and bye there wasd nothing to
hope for exeept that whea the trial
cae Stainforth's characier might ghine

go clear out of darkness that the ver-

dirt would be fuvourahle, -

The blow to Cousueio, Talling on her
weodding day, was alse a blow to her
father, and lic had nat the youthful
power of physical recuperaiion, For a
time “before the date fixed for the mar-
riage le bad seened . strouger and
brighter, but, gently as the truth was
brolen to him, he did net vecpver from
the shock,” TFor a few daxs he was eom:
pletely prosirated, rallied a litile later,
and then, just as Consuelo began to feel

somewhat moare hopotil for !mn suﬂerv_

ed a paralytic. stroke.

It seermed that the girl was to be
spured nothing; but at teast she had no
time to brood on hey sorrow, or to r_hink
of lierself at all;
scious. though bound hand and foof by
the awint malady; and his eyes showed
his plessure in her presence, his reluc-
tance “to let her go.  Consequently she
seareely left his. mde ewept for the lit-

tle sl(’(\p which ahe ¢onld not live \\':I[ll=

ont; ’mi s0 weeks' wore . 0N, !Tlﬂ\Ill"

slm\]\. drearily,,. hl.e a. grey plousswu'

of ghosts,

* Many thies  Anthony \\?nﬂhnm called
to tmpuire for his -old friend, but he
never saw Counsuelo; he conld guess
something of svhat her feelings -nmight
be townrds him, and understood -that

the sight of bim might be alinoat repug- .

nant 1o ker, She knew that he had
loved her for years, nud that he must
hate the man who bad taken her from
him. Sbe kuew that by a strange whim
af fute it wonli fall- to his lot te try
Brainforih for the erime of murder, and
Windhats had delieacy enuuah never to
ntwmpt o force. hinwelf upon the girl,
He wus not sure even that he vwished to
see her, Perhaps, be thouwght, she
nlight trade on her sex to try aund work
upoun his feelings in sonre way, ind a use-
less scene of that sort would be un-
pleasant for both to remember after-
wirlds in years te come—the years in
which, he felt vaguely, luy his ouly hope
with her, if Lope there could be any-
where, .

®n manths past, and’ they did not
mest, but n fow weeks after Christinns,
Pellian Vail dict, and Anthony Wynd-
ham, wlto was-al his hibuse in  TLorne-
entlh, rame o the funersl. He felt
afteewards that ke coudd net go wwuy
leaving ihie girl se utterly alone ps  she
woull be now, withunt making some de-
finite slow of symipathy, [)PI.IIHM #OMA
ofter of help: he sent a line ‘to her,
{weminee, eavefnlly werled, hogging (hat
alie would spenk with ki, it nul_v far
®& montent, and half to his surprise she
coimsentoed,
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Tiere was in lis hoart an  aching
home-sickneea {or the okt times—Iithe
pweet, wdd times when e had Lelieved
tlat he would win lieri—as he was tiken
into the girl'a own sitting-room to wait.
At first glance it somcd  to him  that
everyihing was anchanged; but a sceond,
longer look showed Lim thet the bright-
licss 0f the room wwns gone, just as it was
gone from Consuelo's life, Onee there
bad been fresh flowera everywhere, vven
in winter; now there was not a blessem,
and theve was a certain stitfnesa in tle
arrangement of the furniture and little
ornaments which told lim that the (are
of evervthivg was left to the servants,
On Conzurele’s writing desk stood a silver
photngraph frame, which had not been
there wlhen Wyndham lad known the
room. and he left the hearthrug whers he
Iad been standing to go and glance at
it.  With o faint pang of the old jeal-
cusy, he paw that it was an amateur
snapshiot of Stainfortl, evidently treas-
ured by Consuslo, perhaps taken by her.
He stood staviug gloomily at the Lond-
some faee, which (e told himself in bit-
terness) would pever have <onwe inta
Consucle’s life, after tha first mecling
in Lowdan, if it hed net heen for l1|<
blind foolishness;  and se it was that
('onsuelo fouml ]um, LT alm came quictly
into the room.

As Wyndham turned and saw hor, pald
.and slendet, and ehitdish Jooking in her
. deep mourning, -ait
“ideas, all remembrances of the distunee

his  preconeeived
she had put between them, were swept
away in a bewihlering instant. “AMy poor
little zirl!™ he exciaiined, “My pour
little nlrl"’ :
No tears fell [rom- Consuclos weary
eyves. Ske bLad passid that stage iong
amo, hut Wer lips qnivered slighily.’ 1t
seemed to Wyndham that she had mover
been s0 sweet, eo  altogetber desivahle.
Pity intensified his love. Himsel eried
to himself that he must have her for his
own: he musé be able to -comfort and
cherish her; he eould mot wait paticntly
for the years to roll on, and them _per-
haps bave her snatched fram him in  the
end, He hat meant to talk to her reason-
ably, to sympathise, to ofler help, bub
he lost his head aa if e had been twen-
ty instead of past forty, and something
insile hitm, over which he hmd no control,
suddenty aeem~d te gain the mastery.
“My darling!” he falteral, “I svorship
Fou. . You are all alone in the worlds
and unhappy. Come to me; et me mnke

W\

you forget everything except my lowvi.

“Don‘t!"” she exclaimued, putting biny .

rway from irer, with bhotl:  little coid
jldﬂd%. Tlus is no_ time to taik of
love.” - - .
“I !\now” lle snid humbly, “it would
not be the right time in nnlmary eir-
cumstanees.  But I spoke, Lefore 1
thought, becouse I couldn’t help it; I
was cartied awny, and as it’s foo late
to go Lack, I must go on. Besides,
gireumstances are oot ordin
your father wished ane to be your hus-
band. 1f ho could- huve spoken during
tliese long months of his illness—
“He would have bidden me be faith-

ful,” Consuelo Iroke jn, .
“How, faithful®™ Wyndham echoced,
*Where ts your faith due? You can

never marry Stainforth——or Churvehifl—
if yon wish me to call him so.”

{lonsuelo threw up her head.
not? she azked

“lecause,” \‘Hildhnm nnh\\nrpd on a
brutul impulse, b‘e'auﬂc convicted mur-
derers cantiot marry.”

The girl's eyes pmreed him. ”Hn is
not convieted yuet. How dare you—
sou, of ull others on earth—speak as if
the ense were ahready deeided against
him?#'

Wiyndham yealised his mistake,
it only mnde him sullen.

“I] used the wrong word,” he apolo-
gised. “I should have sall swapeeted,
not ranvieted. Rt whatever lhappens,
you and he are partel”

“{miy death ean part us, and net
ihat rendly” Consuelo answered. Then,
her face changing: “And you, who come-
here und speak to me of love Lefore
wy futher liwa been a duy in his grave,
cen send him to his  death, if  you
chivore.” X

It was en Wyndham's tongue to pro-
deut, in honest jmlignatiuvn, Lut he
stopped, and foreed back the wards,
while ha thought quieckly. “You lelieve
me capable of chavging against Hl.un-
forth, 1 suppose,” he said at Inst, “und
forcing a, conviction from the jury, whe
tlher they would otherwise lave given a
verdict against him or not. Well, all
I ean say is, that yow think more mean-
Iy of we than 1 thought of sywell, un-
til & mmoment dge”

“Until & moment

. K

“Why

but

ago?” Coneusla

1905

echoed guestivaingly,
toue.

“Yes. I would hure said--until then
—that =y rivel l"fnlrl.nu[h is
even in his cell) nead eox
but Tair dealing from me,
& stranger. But now, if & =ay differ-
ewtly, it is your fawit, Colsnedo. 1 ask
myself, sinee you believe mus base, and L
hitve everything to main amt poth 1o
lose by bring lmse, why shouldu's I
step down te the level ou which yud've
pluced met Ry bheaven, T will do it
1 will o my best to wend Stainforth te
the aeaflold, where 1 awr couvinced he
otight to ge, Huless you \\|!1 MATTY me
before the Lrinl rames on.®

“Anthony Wyndham!® gaspsd  the
zirl. Do vou Know what you are ary-.
ing? If my father were nlive to hear
vou, he wunld not believe what his
ears tohl him. Yon must e mad to
make stiel u threat n,-:.v.un‘ct an-e Wy,
I've ouly to tell of i, to—-"

“Whn wondd  beliere yon?" axked
Wyndhkam. “Ne word lus over bhoen
breathed mgainst my intearity. Who

slartled by his

limt,
1=

ot
as f 1 we

woulld listen te the hysterieal fancies:

of a yomng mivl, who waould natnrally
stop at no accusation, if it weve to save
her lover? Yon would only do his in-
terestz & Dhundred tlimes ore harm
than goad, I assure "you. hy telling,
But why nat marry wme and save him?”
" “You could not save him,™ sail Can-
suela.

“It 3= true, T eotth]l not prondiee it
but a judge can dao mueh witlea jury, I
tell ¥ou, I ean come nearer ta saving
him than anyone else can, wler Provi-
dence. You know—ypu must know—
that ever if . e were aoquitted, he
epuldn't marry you; he wauldn’t be the
man_of honour that e used o be if he
were willing to let von sacrifiee your-
seli. I he eseopes dreath, it will be be-
eavise most of the evidence awainst hi'm
is eircmmstantial; there’s the thing to
dweH on with the jury; and at best. in
the winds of Lis best friciis, the doubt
will alwaya linger. “Did he  kill lher,
after all” You see he conld not marry

& gir]l tike you with anch a black elond

always over . him. Therrfore if

gave yourself to

you

me, yow woulil he’
throwing away no cbance of lhappiness.

that eould come Lo you otberwise. Aad
with yon as my wile, I would put .y
hreart uni soul inte the work of saving
Stainfortl In.-m the cousequences of his
own erine’*

“He hus committed no erime!”
suelo exclnimed.

“The erimo of which he stands ac-
eused, -Uh, 1| may have made up my -
minl guickls in offering vou this alter-
native, but [ shnll not chanze it. And
you st choose.. Ls it to be deatl for
‘\hlnlfmih or life?"

-

“life—1' ehouse life for Lim,” =she
cried with shining . eves. :
“(loml. Yon are wise,” saidl Wynd-

ham. *die will ewe you a deb! of xrea- -
titude al] 1he rest of his life. When we
Are I

“We will never be marvic
- “Did you not just say yeu aculd
chonse to save him?” .

“I will save him, bat not by
ing you'

. =1 swear to you, by the light of my
(\.\penenue, that therve is no nth v H

~And { swenr to you, by the Fazht ot
my inexperience, whiclt InfRns Sy faith .
that there is another way.”

“What de you mean?” . .

41 refuse to tell you,” s au-wered.

IMATEY

CHAPTER XIN. |

THLE CASTLE OF CREVEOREUL

The words ihat Consuclo Vail  had,
spoken vn the day when she first knew .
of Stainfurth’s love, were coustantly is
fier enrs now. like the sound  of o dlis-
tant bell: “Whatever hn];pnm, nothing
can over really part us mow.”

It was troog whether he were dioomed
to r tong martyrdem in prison; wlhvther,
they kitled him, stitl they would not bs
parted in spirit, but after hor talk with
Anlhony Wyndhum, the girl realized fae
mare sharply than before the  awfal
blackness of the gubf pn the brink of
which Slainforth steod. Hor anxivty Jor
her father s bev duty to hiw had for a-
time nnmbed lier sense of Stainforth’s
great danger, 1t had seemed teo bad
to be trie “that justice should in the eud’
wiscarry; and she had clung to tho Lops
ihat .nftol a time of great suffering, lll
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