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been invited there with some unlterior
motive, .

The thought wan a curious one, and
K troubled me not only that even-
ing, bnt far into the pilent night, as 1
lay awake rtaiving 410  form some
theary, but everin vafm. ©~ . * -

Ot one thing alone T felt abaniptely
useiired, I am quick to distinguish
the xmallest migna, and T had oot fail-
ed to become impressed by the truth
I had read in her eyes that night. .

Bhe was not slocere. Ehe wau plot-

ting against me. -
I knew it, and regretied that I had
aecepted her Invitation.

CHAPTER XXIV,
. FACE TO FACE.

The days parsed merrily nntil the
end of Beptember. There was never a
dull moment, for Sir Henry's wife
was one of those born hostesses wha
alwnys gauged acenrately the tantes of
her guerts, and was constantly mak-
ing arrangementa for their pleasurs,

All the Iladies—save one young
widow--nnd several of the men had
brought their cyeles, annd many were
the enjoyable spine we had in the
vicinity. The fashion of eyecling now-
adaya relieves n hostesa of much re-
sponsibility, for on fine days gueata
can always amnse. themselvea provid-
ing that the roads are good. I oblained
& very decent machinw from Bath, and
at Heryl's side accompained the others
on excursiong into Bath or Chippen-
ham, or on lenger journeys to Malines-
bury, Strond, and Trowbridge. In her
well cot eycling skirt, cotton blouse,
and straw hat, her wenlth of hair dres-
sed tighily by her mald, and her nar-
row waist girdled by = belt of grey
chemois Jeather, she looked smart and
lithe awheel. As a ruie, there iz not
much poetry in the eyeling ekirt, for
it i3 generally made in such a manner
4s to hang baggy at the sides, be-
come disturbed by every puff of wind
and to give the wearer the greatest
amount of unnnecessary annoyence.
The French “culottes” are practical, it
not altogether in accordance with ouy
British view of feminine  dress, and
that they impart te & woman a con-
siderable chic when in the saddle
canniot be denied. Yel there is nothing
wore graceful, nor more becoming to
4 womaun, than the English. cycling
skirt when cut by an artist in that
form. B

. SBometimes alone, but often accom-
panied by cur hostess, Sir Henry, or
some of the gueats, we explored ali the
roads in the vicinity. My love com-
stituted herself my guide, showing me
the Three Shire Stones, the spot where
the counties of Gloucester, Somerset
and Wilts join, the old Abbey of La-
cock, the ancient moat and ruins at
Eington Langiey, the Lord’s Barn at
Frogwel], the Boman tumuli at Blue
Vein, avnd other objects of interest in
the neighbourhood. ...

She herself often suggested the rides,
for she was a cycling enthusiast, and
always declared how much healthier
she had been smince she took to. the
wheel. I, of course; was nothing lath
to be her cavalier, for it gave me an
opportunity for long and Interesting
chats with her, nuy, to bask in the
sunshine of her smiles when, as we
often did. we sai and rested at some
tural spot where the quiet was only
broken by the rippling of a brook or
the trustle of the leaves overhead. ..

. After. .my hard, laborious .life . in
London, these bright hours; spent In
the fresh air by day and in danecing
and other gaieties at night, were In-
deed @ welcome change. But it was
nol of that I reflected.. My every
thought was of her. . .

A score of times during the week
that had passed since my arrival at
Atworth I bhad been on the point of
declaring my love for her, and relat-
ing to her all I knew. Yet I hesitated.
By so doing I might arcuse her indig-
nation. 1 had spied upon her. I was
endeavouring to learn her mecret.

Thus from day to day I lingered at
her gide, played tennis, walked io the
park, danced after diuomer and played
billiards in the hour before we parted
for the might, with eyes only for her,
thoughts only for her, my life hers
alone. I’erhaps I neglected the other
guests. I think I must have done. Yet
well aware how quickly gossip ariees
among a house party, 1 wae alwags
ecareful to remain sufticiently distant
towards her to avold any euspicion of
flirtation. With woman's netiural io-
atinct she sometimes exerted her co-
quetry over me when we were alome,
and by that I felt assured that she was
by no means averse to my compan-
jonship.

‘ourselves, and ay she sat in

Otften I pave ypouwng Chatwode & pass-
ing thought. I hated the prig, and
thaoked the Fatea that he was not
there. Bometimea his name wan mew
tioned by one or other of the guests,
and always in & mapuar that showed

how her engagement to h™ was ag-

cepted by all her friends. Thua any

mention of him ecaused me a sharp

twinge. .
During those warm clear August
days spent with my love I became
h more confident in her Lady-
ship's actions. Hers was & complex
nature, but I eonld not fall ta notice
her extreme friendliness towarda me,
and more than once it struck me that
she contrived to bring Beryl and my-
self together on every posaible oceca-
aion. She told me off ay Beryl's escort
to dinnoer, to church, or elsewhers in
a manner quite natural, and at the
same time exerted heruelf to make me
comfortable in every respect. Had she
not herself once told me in a hystert-
eal moment that she wad longing for
love? What, I wondered, could be her
object in placing me alwnys in Beryl's
company? The motive puzzied me.

Little time, however, was afforded
for romination, save in the privacy of
one’s room At pight. . The ronnd of
gaiety war unceasing, and, as one
guest left, another arrived, so that we
aiways had some fresh diversion and
merriment. It wag open house to all,
We men were told that Bo formalities
would be permitted. The tantalns was
ever open, the glass ready, the soda in
the ice, and the cigars of various
brands placed invitingly in the amox-
ing-room. Hence everyone made him-
self thoroughly at home, and helped
himself at any hour to whatever he
pleased. . B
. The phantasmagoria of life la very
curious, Only a fortnight before I
was a penniless medico, feeling pulsea
and examining t{onguer in order to
earn a shilling or two to keep the
wolf frem the door, yet within eight
days I had entered into the possession
of a thousand pounds, aud was more-
over the guest of one of the smartest
hosiesses in England.

T had been at Atworth abont a fort-
night, and had written twice to Hoe-
fer, but received no response. He was
& sorry correspondent, I knew; for
when he wrote it was a painful effort
with a quill, .

Bob Raymond had writter me one
of those flippant notea quite charac-
teristic of him, but to this I had not
replied, for I could not rid myse!? of
the belief that he had somehow played
me false. : ’

One -evening, while sitting in the hall
with my hostess in the quiet houor that
precedes the dréssing-bell, she of her
own accord began to chat about the
curions  phenomena at Gloucester
Square.

“1 have told my husband nothing.”
she said. “I do hope your friend will
dizcover the cause before we return
to town.'

“If he does not, then it would be
best to keep the door locked.” I said.
“At present the affair is still unex-
plained.” : :

“Fortunately Beryvl is gquite as well
ts ever—thanks to you and to him.”

“It was a_happy thought of yours

“to ¢all me,” T said, Hoefer was the

onty mian in London who could give
her life, and if ever the mystery is
eolved it is he who will solve 1t."

T noticed that she was unusnally
pale, whether on account of the heat.
or from mentalsagitation T could not
determiine. The day had been a blaz-
ing one—so hot indeed that noe one
had been out before tea. At that mo-
meut everyone had gone forth except
a4 cane
rocking-chair, swinging herself lazily
te and fro, she logked little more than

. A girl, her c¢ream serge tenpia dress

imparting to her quite'a juvenile ap-
pedrance. : .. .

“{ hope ¥ou sare not bored: here,
Doctor,” sghe amid presently, after we
had been talking some time,

“Bored? I luughed. “Why one has
not g moment in which to be borwd.
This is the first half-hour of repose
I've had since I arrived here”

She looked at me strangely,
with a curious smile’ said—

“Because you are always so taken
np with, Reryl.”

“With Heryl!” T echoed, starting
quickly.. “1 really didn’'t know that!"
1 bastened to protest.

“Ah, no,” she laughed. "“To excuse
yourself is useless. The truth is quite
pntent to me, If not to the others.,”

“The truth of what?' I |nguired,
with affected ignorance,

“The truth that you love her.”

and’

I laughed aloud, scouting the idea,
I did not jniend to show my hand
for 1 was never certain of her tactiea.

“My dear Doctor,” she msaid plea-
samtly, “you may deny it if you like,
but T bave my eyes open, and | know
that In your keart you love her”

“Then you know my feellnge better
than myvaelf,” I res , inwanlly
angry that I should have acted in puch
A manner as to cause her to nolice
my faacination,

“One's actiona often betray one's
heart. Yours have done, she reptied,
“But I would warn you that love with
Beryl Ia a dangerous game.”

“Dangerous? 1 don't understand
you.”

“[ mean that you must not love her,
It s impossible”

“Why impossible?

“For one simple and very good rea-
won,” rhe responded. Then looking
straight in iy face, she added.
“Could you, Doctur, keep a secret it 1
told yon one?”

“I think 1 could.
the firat I've kept.”

“Well, it ig for the enke of your
own happiness that I tell you this,”
she aaitl. “You will promise never to
breathe & word to her if I tell yon.”

“I promise, of course.”

Bhe hesitated, with her dark eyes
fixed upon mioe. Then she said in
a low voice: .

“Reryl is already married.”

“I'a whom?" I asked, 8o calmly that
I think T surprised her. .

“Ta whom 1 cannot tell you."
_4YWhy not? Burely it is no secret?"

“Yes, it is a8 secret. That is why 1
dare not tell you her husband's name.”

“1s she uctually the wife of young
Chetwode?”

_“Ceriainly not.”

“But she is epgaged to him,” I ob-
served. : ’

“She iz believed to be,” my hostess
announced, *“But suchk is not really
the case."

“Apnd her husband? Where i he?”

Tt was strange that I should be ask-
ing snch a question regarding my gwn
whereabouts, X .

“In Loudon, I think’

‘“Then is he quite content that his
wife ghould pose as the afflanced bride
of young Chetwode? Such an arrange-
ment is certainly rather strange.”

“I know nothing of the whys and
wherefores,” she replied. “I  only
know that she is already married, and
T warn you not to lose your heart to
her.” :

“Well, what you bave told me is
curious, bnt I think "

The remainder of the sentence died
upon my lips, for at that moment
Tleryl herself burst gaily into the hall,
dusty and flushed after cycling, ex-

It would not he

claiming— . .
“We've had such an awfully jolly
ride. But the others came along Bso

slowly that Connie and I scoerched
home all the way from Monkton. How
stifling it is to-night!” And she drew
the pins from her hat, and sinking
into & chair began fanning herseif,
while at the same moment her com-
panion, Connie Enowles, a rather
smart girl who was one.of the party,
also entered.

Hence our conversation was inter-
rupted—a fact which for several rea-
sons I mueh regretted, Yet from her
words it seemed plain that she did
nol, krow that I was actually her
cousin’s husband, She knew Reryls
Recret that she was wmarried, but to
whom she wis nunaware,

‘I'here is an old saying among the
“eontadinelli” of the ‘Tuscan moun-
tains, “Le doone dicono sempre il
vero} mya non lg dicono tutto intero.”
Alas! that it is so true.

‘That same evening when nfter dress-
ing T descended for dinuer T foun:d
Reryl in the study scribbling a note
which, having finikshed, she gave to
the pervunt.

*Ts he waiting?** she Inguired.
T*Yes, imiss,”

“Then give i to hilu—with this,"
atusl she handed the girl a shilling.

When, however, she noticed me
stunding in the doorway she seemed
just a trifle confused, In this mes-
sige I scented soinething suspicious:
it affecting to take no notice, walked
nt her side fdown the corridor into
the hall to awuit the others. She wore
pale helintrope that night, a hand-
some gown which bore the ent of a
first-class "courtourier,” with a pretty
collar of seed-pearla.  After dining
we danced together, and in doing so
T glanced down at her white heaving
cheat, for her corsage waa a tritle

lower than others she had hitherto
worn. 1| found that for which my
eyes were wearching, a tiny dark mark
low down, and only just visible abave
the luce edping of the pown—the tat-
too-mark which 1 hud diecovered on
that fateful night-—the mark of the
three henris eotwined.

What, I wondered, did that indelibte
device denote. That it had some sig-
nilcance was certain. 1 had been
wultzing with her for perhaps five
minutes when suddenly I withdrew
my hand from her waist, and halting,
reeled and almowt fell.

"Why, doctor,” she cried, “what's
the matter? How pale you are™

“Nothing,” 1 gesped, endeavouring to
asaure her, “A iittle faintness, that
i all. I'l go out into the night*
And, womoticed by the others, I mmg-
gered out upon the broad gravelled
terrace whick ran the whole length of
the house.

She had walked beeide me in alarm,
and when we were alone suggested
that she shonld obtain asefstance.

*No,” I said, “I shall be better in =
mornent."™

“How do you feel?' aba i{ngnired,
greatly concerued.

“"As though I bad become suddenly
frozen,” I answered. "It ia the same
sennation as when I entered that room
at Gloucester Square.'”

“Impossible!® ahe cried in slmrm.

“Yes,” I said, *“It ia wnaccountable,
guite unaceountable.”

The circumstance was absolutely be-
youul credence- I stood there for s
few mfinntes leaning upon her arm,
which she offered me, and alowly the
curions sengation died away, nutil, a
querter of an hour afterwards, I
found mysellf quite as vigorous as 1
had been before. Neaither of ms, how-
ever, danced again, but lighting a cigar
I spent some time eirolling with her
up and down the terruce, enjoying the

. cstlm, warm starlit night.

We discussed my mysterious ssizure
a good deal, but could arrive at no
conclusion.™ :

After some hesitation I broached
the subject which was very near my
heart.

“T bave heard nothing of late of
Chetwode,” I mid. “Where ia he?”

“T don’t know,” she responded. "Hig
regiment bas left Hounslow for York,
you kmow."

“And be is iz York¥”

"“T suppose 80." .

“Suppose? And yet you are to be
his wife,”” 1 exclaimed.
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Friends, 0ld and N_ew.

BROWN & POLSON'S
" PATENT " GORN FLOUR.
An 01d Friend of Forty Years' Stznding.

For light and deiicate pud-
dings, blanc-manges, cus-
tards, jellies, sponges, and a
host of tempting and delicious
dishes. But if the best
results are to be obtained
every precaution must be
taken to secure that only
BROWN & POLSON'S is
delivered. -

BROWN & POLSON'S

PAISLEY FLOUR.
A Now Prisnd of Equal Promise.

By its help the delights of
the tea-table are increased
by the easy addition of dainty
and tempting tea-cakes and
scones; all kinds of home-
baking are assisted and sim.
plified, and everything made
light and digestible.

Brown & Polson’s
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