48 ‘The

1t wax many years since he Liad
mingled much with society, .and those
he had known were always men—club in-
tuuvates, or people pursuing the mame
sludies in which he had iried to torget
the pasat; and it waz something strange
to him to be there on board thot vessel,
thrown amangst ladies, whose compuny
ha avoided as much a» possible; but bes
fore many days baud pussed he encoun-
terl Winifred Rayne.

In his efforts to dull his feelings, to
erush out thought and foree himself to
wait for his punishment, it sremed to
have huppened o him that, closing onae
mentul duor, he had unwittingly opened
another,

Thut door had becn so rigidly sealed
up that for long past all impressions con-
nected therewith were dead, frozen, non-
exintent, Dut now day after day he waa
finding maore and mare that love {md only
been latent and was being awakened in
all ita wtrength, now when it was an im-
possibility for such as he, while to the
great increasing of his mental agony, he
realised the fuct that there was a grow-
ing current of sympathy between them,
and ihat for some reason or another,
Fate was teaching him that, whatever
might be in store, he was not to aveid
this fellow-passenger.

{ne evening as he passed the music-
roour Winiirid Rayne was seated at the
piano singing, and accormpanyinge herself
with the sympathetic hands which lightly
Fowched the keys and sustained the voica
which hushed the many listeners to =zp-
preciative silencs,

Jolun Mildred stopped short as if en-
trunced; o strange feeling of emotiun
swelled within his breast, aml he felt as
if he could have scbbed aloud. And he
stood with brimming eycs, trembling and
agilated, feeling at last in agony as the
finul notes died away maoving him to =&
strong desire to forpet all there, and to
hurry across to beg her to sing aguin.

Buat he could not stir, until as he
staad there supporting himself hy the
back of one of the settees, he siarted
rialently, for someone spoke, and the
Bwret singer was locking into his eyes,
while a muermur of applause had accom-
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panied her as she left the piano and cross-
ed the wide cubin.

Junt then two of the gentlemen came
up, and one of them spoke. What he
said was all & dull sound to John Mil-
dred; all he knew was that he wis spmk-
ing words endorsed by hia companion,
aml whatever they were they had awak-
end o strange feeling of rage, of nlmost
hutred,
to upenk to her.

Then she replied with a quiet smile,
and Mildred sighed with relief as the twa
bowed and pnssed on,

Then their eyes mot again, .

“I could not do that,” she said. “It
was an effort to sing, lnuf. people begged
so hard.”

“And you have refust'd to aing agam'f”
he snid earnestly. .

*No, no,” she replied, smiling, “but I
shoulkl have declined. I wish to be quiet.
It was to play a few waltzes that they
might dance.”

“And you did not eare ta do that?”
said Mildred eagerly.

“No; certainly not.”

“Why

She made a gesture, and looked down
sorrowfully, and he obszerved for the first
time thut she was in mourning. .

He looked at her enquiringly, and ear-
nestly.

“My mother died,” she said-—"“a ycar
ago,”

“Ah!” he said earnestly; and he rais-
&d his hand slightly as if nerved to take
hers, but it fell back to his side,

“I am going tv join my brother at the
Cape.”

The room was neatly emply now, for,
attracted by the delicious ealm of the
warm night, moust of the passengers had
Birayed on deck to wateh the spangled
heavens, whose myriad stars were re-
fleeted in the heaving waters beneath
their feet, and hardly knowing what he
did, he drew a chair towards her, into
which he sank at onece, and leaning to-
wards him she said half tremulonsly,

“And you teo—jyon are in mourning.”

“T?#" he said, starting.

“1 thought—T hardly know what T waa

against this wman who had dared

going to way. Forgive me if T have made
& mistake and hurt your feelings.”

“tJh, it is nothing,”™ he eaid,

“I am afraid 1 have blumlered, 1 am
very sorry;” aml the tears were in her
eyes ag she held out her hand.

The movement sent a spasm of excite-
ment through him. What might have
been, thrilled him to the core. Btarting
forward, in another moment he would
have clasped that hand in his and raised
it passionately to his lips; but uttering
s faint grep he shrank back, and shiver-
ed as he shook his head and drew away.

“No, no. Impoasible!” he cried hoarse-
ly. *I cannot—I dure not.”

He covered his eyes for o moment with
one hand and seemed to wrench himseli
from hiy seat as he rose to his feet and
hurriedly walked on deck, uneonscious
of the fact that his eompanion was gaz-
ing at him wistfully, his one thought
now to reach some ppot where he could
be alone.

“Handsome girl that, sir” said a voice
behind him: and Mikired strated vio-
lently, to find that he had walked right
aft into the soft darkness of the summer
night, and a feeling of sirange resent-

ment at what he locked upon as & dar-

ing ineult from a comparative stranger
took possession of him. For how dared
this man, a passenger whom he hardly
knew by wighl, speak of her like thisl

“I beg your pardon,” said the stran-
ger quickly. “Forgive me. I meant mno
offence. What a lovely night! Will
¥ou have u eigar?”

1t wns on Mildred’s lips to decline, but
feeling that it would be better to aecept
the position he took the cigar offered.
Then a light was struck and heid ous
Ly the stranger, aml they drew close to-
gether, mazing full in each other’s eyes,
till the two rolls of Jeaf were well ignit-
ed, andl Mildred's anger began to gather
again as he vesented the othnr’s search-
ing loolk.

But it died out directly as his fellow
passenger maid quietly and rather awk-
wardly, as he rolled his cigar in his
mouth and jerked one hand towards a
distant light:

“Bright lighi that. Miles away, 1 sup-
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pose. But would that he whers we I'll
to touch first?”

“Madeira,” aaid Mildred quietly. “]i
don't knew, This is my fral voyage™

He stopped short apd laid one hand
upon the rail, standing juat beneath one
of the swinging lenterns quite alone and
as far as either could have made out ng
one within sight or hearing, while the
notea of one of Waldtenfel’s anddesf
waltzes floated to their enrs.

Buddenly one of the passenger’s bhands
came frmly down upon Mildred's wrist
a8 he supported himself by the brass
rail, and he suid in a low stern tome, .

“Mr. John Mildred!” .

Mildred started viclently. !

“Yes,” he said, in a startled voicd,
"How did you know my name?”’

“I have been slightly in dould, sir, ever
since we came on bourd, but 1 am cer-
tain now. Ulysses ('lub, St, James's.”

“Quite right,” said Mildred wondering=
Ty; “but I do not know yonu, sir, excepf
a8 & fellow-passenger.”

“No, of course nof, sir, fer T would
not intrude upon you until I was perfect-
Iy sure, Will you take it quietly, sir?
¥t is useless to mnke a scene. 1 arrest
you for the muriler of Edgar Brylges.
I em from Seotland Yard.™ .
. My God!” ~

The expeeted that he bad fclt he
should tuke as a culm relief was agonis-
ing, and he saw neothing now but the
sweet sal face of her who had spoken
to him so sympathetically but a short
time back, whose thrilling voice still
rang in his ears.

But a few hours hack he had been
ready to welcomne death, even the mosk
shameful that man ean die, ithe execrated
of his fellow creatures. But she had in~
terposed and seemed to holl cut befora
him life, ecstotic life and happiness, with
a future of which e had never dreamed.

And now there was this—this! And
with every nerve palpitating within his
frame he made one effort to fling off
the hand that grasped his wrist, when
another closed upon him.

There was a quick cffort, a heave with
a strength of whose existence he was
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