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“Who told you that?™ she anked
quickly, haling and looking straight
al e

vEveryoue discusees it,” 1 answ red.
“They say he w to e vour husbanl
very shortly, What would he my, 1
wonder, it he knew that you and 1
frivol so much together?”

“What right has he to sny anything
regurding my actions, T am free,

““Then he is not your lover?" I in-
quired, in deep esrnestness, “Tell me
the truth.”

“{H course not, We have danced to-
gether, cycled together, and walked to-
gether, jupt as you and T have done,
but ss for love-—why the thing Is
abrurd.”

“You do not love him?" I asked.

“Certainly pot,” she laughed. Then
she added, “I never love. That's why
1 am not like other women”

“Every woman deniee the tender pes-

sion,” 1 said, smiling.

*“Well, 1 only tell you the truth™
she responded with a slight sigh. “If
every woman must love at one time in
her life there must, of courve, be some
exceptions, 1 am one of them.”

“Ah, you do yourself aar injustice,”
1 declared. "Every woman has a
heart,”

She wne silent. ‘Then In a hard,
strained voice she answerwl:

“Prue, but mine s like atone.”

“Why? What bas hardened it?"

“Ah, no,” she eried quickiy. “You
are nlways trying to lewrn my secret,
but I can mever tell you-—meverl T.et
us go in”  And without amother word
she possed in through the French win-
dows to the billiard-room, where the
usual game of pool was in progress,
and the merry chitter genernd.

Like that of her cousin, her pature
wns a complex ona The more 1
wirove to understand her the more
utteriy hopeless the analysis became.
1 loved her. Nay, in all the wotld
there wiks but one woman for my eyes.
Superb in benuty amd in grace, she was
incom parmble—perfect.

‘That night when the howscheld was
at rent I still sat smoking in my room,
puzzled over the curipus recurrence of
the sensation which seized all who
entered that lethal chumber in Lonaon.
The turret clock over the stables had
chimzed half-past one, yet I felt in me
mood to turn in.  The writing of that
hasty note by Reryl was an incident
which 1 bad forgotten, but which now
What if I could
discover its nature? She had writ-
ten it upon the blotting pad in Sir
Heury's study, and the thonght oecur-
red fo me that 1 might perhaps dis-
cover the impression there.

With that object I placed a box of
matehes in my pocket, switched off
my light, and crept into the darkness
noiselessly along the corridor.  The
earpeling was thick, and being with-
ont stippers I stole along without a
soured past the door of Beryls room
and Gown the great oak staircase into
the hall. .

I had crossed the latter and had my
hand upon the green baize door \:Vh'u'h
kept out the Aruught of the corridoers,
and was about to open it, when of a
aundden my guick ear caught a sound,
In an instant I halted, straining my
enrs to listen. Tn the stillness of night,
and especially in the durkness, everv
wound beconwes exagperuted and dis-
torted, 1 stood there, mearce daring
tr breathe, .

Through the greut high windows of
ihe hall, filled with diamond panes
like the windows of an ancient ehurch,
the faint starlight strupgled so that
the opposite side ef the pluer was
quite light. 1 glinced areund ut the
shining armour standing weird in the
halt light, with viziers down and pikes
in hand, row of stecli-clad warriors
ut the days gune by when Atworth
was a stronphold. They looked a
ghostly lot, and guite unnerved me,

Tut ns I listeoed the suspicious
wnunr aguin greeted my quick ear, anid
I hear! in the door on the opposite
wirde nf the hall, striight before me a
%ew slowly turn. Even in that dead
silenee it made but little noise. It had
evidently heen well oiled.

Then cnutiously the dror gradually
opened and T raw thnt T was not alone.
The dark figure of b womnn advanced,
trealing wo gilently that she seebied
to whlk on air. She came straight to-
wearmls the spot where 1 stomd witehing
in the durkneea and [ muw that shs
wak dressed in black. .

An whe renched the centre of the hall
the pale light fell wpan ber fnee, and
although uocertain it was sufiicient to
revenl to me the fruth.

1 was fuce to face with the woman
who hnd been described by leryl—the
mywterimw Ta Giola!

(To be continued.)
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- CHAPTER XI.
THE ENEMY'S STRONGHOLD.
well for the slern

IN

It is all very

- mornlist, or the visionary, or the mun

of disappeinted ambition, to sneer at
those who frankly acknowledge the
influence of wenlth, But certainiy
Alexander Craig Mitchell, J.P., looked
&8 much more conriderable personage
when standing in the hall of his own.
ecastle than he had done when I saw
him on the gravel path outside his
fuetor’s house. True, it was mean,
sourvy, little face, when you came to
look at it. Nothing could make it ap-
prar grand or generoud, oF even pleas-
ant. Yel the mere fact that he knew
that this splendid maoston—for it is
that if nothing else—belonged ta him
seemed to lend a @ignity to the littie
man's bearing, He did not perk nis
chin =0 far forward—a thing he has o
trick of doing—nor purse in hia lips
in fquite so objectionahle a way, nor
(in a word) look gquite o consequen-
tial and absurd.

I even thought that he regarded me
with a certain approval as T entered
the great doorway, as if he thought I
wns likely to do credit to the estab-
lishment, But he did not offer me a
ward of welcome —only paused a mo-
ment tn note my involuntary glance
of admiration as the fine proportions
of the hall struck my eye, and then
strutted on before me in the direc-
tion of the wmusic reom. L

Tt really is a magnificent building,
and the idea of its serving for a house
to this selfvcomplacent ‘“‘Glasgow
body” and his family is more than a
trifle incongruous. What strikes one
first is the sense of space In every
direction, TLooking up at the ceiling
of the hall is like looking np at the
roof of a church. The corridors are
like streets for width and airiness,

The great stairease—there are several

subsidiary ones, which I shall no doubt
learn in time—ascends in epacions.
leisurely fashion from the farther end
of the hall, branching out to right and
left nfter rising to the height of an
cordinary room. The great window
which lights this superb apartment is
fillel with stained glums; and that is
the only bit of colour to be seen. Ir
anything. the hull i= L:are. There are
great empty wall spaces, broken only
by a deer's antlers or a patr of crossed
halberds here and there. But to my
mind the effect is good. I bute to see a
hall that would hold two hundred
armed men furnished with the luxu-
rious prettiness of a lady’s boundoim,
Mr Mitche!! stopped on his way to
the music room to show me a view or
the lake from a narrow window set
deep in the wall. [i was superb. I
have wo doubt the narrowness of the
window adided to the effect: at any
Tiute it was like a painting for effectives
ness, like an ltalinn scene for beauty.

Right Lelow us lay the blue waters’

of the loch, reflecting as in a looking
glass every clond that drifted in the
wky. At the further end of the loch
the hilla rese abruptly from the water,
wnd bevownd themn n range of higher
hilts, purple now i their automn
splendour, fiYled in the view,

I gaved ax oue enraptured for a few
reeonds: and Mr Mitchell, who wos
evidlently ax proud of the view as if he
had created the loch and the hilla
himeelf, was evidentty gratified by
my mpspoken admiration,

With a queer little wave bf the hnnd,us
much a4 1o sy, “Very nice. but we
are quoite nsed to it he went on. ex-
pecting me to follow hlm, A few yauds
firther on the tinkle of n pinng and
then some long-druwn recdy  notes
from n bdly played violiu fell on my
eur. Anather step or two, and we were

. in the munic room.

“ A Million of Money,” stc., ste,
COPYRIGHT.

— 8
IL—THE

As woon as 1 canght a glimpse of
the man's brown velvet coat 1 guessed
who the musician was—the man who
hud locked so curiously at the rofes-
sor and me as we left the inn together
on the day of my arrival. His back was
turned towards us, the violin at his
shoulder, aud his head twisted to one
eide, so that his cheek rested on the
instrument, after the affected manner
of some players. He was drawing the
how very siowly across the siringa, so
as to produce what is ealled a “wail-
ing" note; but in thig Instance we
wail wae seratehy, and reminded me
of A rerenading ent, It was erlaent to
me that “however much music there
might be in the performer’s soul, there
was not much in his fingers. P

The performers were too much en-
grossed by the music they were com-
pounding together to notice us, and as
we advanced slowly up the room [
had time to take stock of the ludy at
the piano. : )

She was in every way a complete
contrast to her companion—a  tall,
raw-boned Seotchwoman, of perhaps
forty summers, her sourp features
tense with the effort of “loeating™ and
corTectly rendering every note, her
thin fingers sprawling over the key
board.  Her scanty brown hair was
worn in & tight c¢oil at the back of her
head; and she was dressed in an ill-
fitting dress of some black stuff, which
did not make any stiempt al improv-
ing the lines of her flat figure.

Mr. Mitehell fidgeted about till the
movement they were rendering came
to an end, for the musicians remained,

or pretended to be, oblivieus of our

presence while the spell of their music
held them,. \When the last “wailing”
note of the violin had died away the
gentlemun in the velvet coat let his
instrument slide down his coat sleeve,
raised hLis head to the perpendicular,
and turned to us with a far-off look
in his eyes, as if he were being un-
willingly dragged back from the
drenm-world. - Lo

“This is a yvung lady—daughter of
& man I once knew in Austraulia. Miss
Grant—my niece, Miss Dalrymple.”

Having suid this he left his niece
aud me to get on together as best we
might. and then stepped away out of
the room-—hehadan odd way of walk-
fug, half minciog, half strutting—as if
he had wasted too much time over me
already.

Miss Dalrymple got up from her mu-
sic-stool, and with the shy look of
an avergrown girl advanced and shook
hands with me, her companion mean-
time illy turning over the leaves of
his music, as if the ptoceedings were
4 troublesonie interruption, but
otherwise did not convern him in the
least.

*1s this your first visit to Scotland,
Miss Girant?” asked my hostess, She
spoke the sentence as if it were a
stock phrase, useful. in the case of
visitors from the South. .

“How did you know I cume fromn
Lngland ?” 1 asked with a smile. “I
L sure uy name iy Seoteh enough.™

“Oh, [ know it by—by your accent,
and a hundredh other things. You are
going to sthy at the Castle, aren't
you?” :

“Faor some little time, perhaps.”

1 saw the gentleman in the velvet
vont move slightly, just enough to
mike e feel certain that he waws lis-
tehing to our conversation, cohven-
tionn] ak it was,

Miss Dalrymple placed a chrir for
me, amd went back to her music-stool.
We exchunged a few nore rentences,
undd then it seemed to cccur to Misa
Dulrymple thit she was  neglecting
her duty. Bhe turned red, nervously
cleared her throot, and finally said,
in a timil sort of way, “Mr. Durant,
this im Miss Grant, who has come to
Atay with us for a time: Are you mu-

NARRATIVE OF SYBIL GRANT,

sieal, Miss Grant ** ghe enquired, sear-
cely giving me time to acknowledge
the introduction.

I evaded the guestion, for I did not
wish it to be known that 1 could sing.
“He is devoted to it. He plays like
# master —indeed far better than most
musters,” she added in a loud “aside.”

Miss Dalrymple gave a little hya-
terical giggle as ghe said this, It waa
plain to my mind that there was but
one “he” in the world for her. She
worshipped the -artistic gentleman
with the French name. And it seemed
to me that although he affected to
deprecate her Hattery he was secretly
pteased with it.

I may am well fnke this opportunity
of saying & word or two about the
appeatrance of Mr. Durant, I wish [
colld muke my readers see the man
88 viearly, or half as clearly, as 1
see him now in my mind’s eye, .

Short, ruther muscular, but inelin-
ing to stoutness. Fuce clean shaven—
or, rether, smooth as a girl's: I
might doubt whether it has ever been
shaven, were it not that Mr, Durant
wears a swnall neat black moustache.
His hair, as 1 have already mentioned,
in long, black and eirly. His com-
plexion is of a flabby paleness, such
AR one sees so frequently in London.
His hands are particularly kmall, soft
and white. His eyes are brown, and
really rather handscme, but he has &
trick of suddenly opening them a lit-
tle wider as he looks at one, particu-
latly when he asks a question, that is
rather disconeerting,

Afr. Durant leant over the piano,
placing his elbow on it, and resting
his chin in his hand, eoolly studied
me. 1 was furiously angry, but took
ne notice of him, and went on mak-
ing talk with Miss Dalrymple.

“You are musical, Miss Grant,” said
Mr. Durant. “Tt is useless to deny it.
I see it in your face, Your manner
1 hear it in every tone of your voice.”

1 had already made up my mind to
snub Mr. Durant, for this reason: 1t
wag necessary that I should make a
friend of Miss Dalrymple, who may
be most useful to me; and it was tol-
erably evident that I could not re-
main her friend and at the same time
accept the civilities of Mr. Durant. So
I intended to ignore the remsark alto-
gether, and treat Mr. Durant
with the indifference which  his
impertinence deserved; but I saw
from Miss Dalrymple’s face that there
was danger in this course also; the
devotee does not like to see the ob-
ject of her worship treated with con-*
tempt.w I turned to' the speaker,
therefore, and said guietly—"1 paint
a little—if that is any justificetion of
your opinion—but only 2 very little.”

[ knew it.” said the artist, in a tone
of quiet trinumph. “I am seldom wrong
in my diagnoses of temperaments.’”

“1 must go and take off my hat” I
said, jumping up, *so I won't keep
you from your music any longer.”

Miss Dalrymple, with an apologetic
glance at Mr. Durant, offered to show
me my room, but T laughingiy de-
cvlined the offer. "I won't be so selflsh
as to take you from your music—anid
besides, it would be rude to Jeave Mr.
Durant alone,” T added in an under-
tone, Miss Dalrymple looked pleared,
mrnd had turned to the piano again
betore I closed the door behind me.

With wowne little difficulty T secured
the services of a houseminid, and got
her to show me to my bedroom. The
kousehold at the Cantle 78 oan a very
muatlest weale, 3 senle quire unsuited to
the magnificence of the building.
There i only one imdoor an servant,
the butler; and in n word the family
tives ,in the guiet, fomfortuble style
of a fairly prosperous Glusgow mer-
<hant, rother than in the style of a
grent landoewner, 1 think that In this
Mr Mitehell shows his goad senre; bhut




