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of the xtadm when that same now
fumiliur sennation came upon me, like
the touch of un ley hand, T gripped
the old caken banisters and stond cold
and dumb. The aame phenomena had
occurred in my room aa In that room
of mystery at (ilouceater Bqueara The
thing utterly stagprered belief, R

Neverthebeas, almost as awiftly as
the hand of Death touched me was it
withdrawn, and walking somewhat
unztendily 1 went down and along the
vorridor to the breakfaat-room. .t

The chatter was general - before I
entered, but there wus a sudden
silence as 1 opened the door.

“Why, Dr. Colkirk!™ cried s voice,
“this isn't like you to be Iate!
You're an awful mluggard this morn-
ing!"”

[ glanced quickly across at the
upeaker and held my breath in amaze-
ment.

1t was Beryl. She was sitting there
in bher usual place, looking fresh in
her pale biue cotton biouse, the mer-
riest mand happiest of the party.

What response I made T have no
iden. I only know that I saluted my
hostess mechanically, and then walked
to my chair like ¢ man in & dream.

+- CHAPTER XXVIL
HUSBAND AND WIFE,

Personally, T am one of those who
pay no tribute of grateful admiration
to those who have oppressed mankind
with the dnbioun blesings of the
penny post, - Just as no houwschold
which is adorned with the presence
of pencompelling young ladies is ever
without its due quaniity of morming
letters, se no breakfast table is guite
complete if the post bag has been
drawn blank. The urn muy hiss, eggd
may be hoiled tfo the precise degree
of solidity, fizzling atrips of “hotue
cured”’ may smile upon youn from dish
of silver, or golden marmalade may
strive to ullure vou with the richness
of its hue; but i the morning letters
are not present fhe picture is incom-
plete. They are the crowning glory
of the British breakfuxt table.
Saunter down te it, and find two or
three atiff aquare envelopes on your
plate, and you feel yoursel!f a somne-
body, in cocstant touch with the
world at large, justified in talking of
“my leiters,” Saunter dowan to find
yourself one of the letterless members
of the gathering, and you cannot help
noticing the fact with a mesasure of
wistfuloess,

For a good many days my corres-
pondence had happily left me in the
lurch, but as I sank into my seat 1
saw upon my plate a single letter, and
took it up mechanically. As a rule the
handwriting of the envelope betrayeth
the writer, but this possessed the addi-
tional attraction of uonfumiliar pen-
manship. 1t had been addressed to
Rowan load, and Bob had forwarded
it

The communication was npon paper
of pale straw-colour, hended “Metro-
politan Police, T Division, Brentford,™
and signed *J. Rowling, sub-divisional
inspector.’ "There were only two or
three lines, asking whether T could
make it convenient to appofnt an hour
when he eould call upon me, as he
wished to consult me upon “a mat-
ter of exireme importance,” The mat-
ter referredl to was, of course, the
iragedy aty Whitton. Truth to tell, I
was sick at heart of all this ever-
incresing maze of clrcumstances, and
placed the letter in my pocket with a
resalve to allow the affair to rest until
T returned to London on.the conclu-
sion of my visit.

The receipt of it, however, had serv-
ed one purpese admirably. [t had given
me an opportunity te rerover my sur-
prise al disvovering Hery! sitting there
opposite me, bright and vivacious, as
though nothing unusual had ercurred.
That letter which I had seenr her writ-
ing in the gtudy on the previous even-
ing had, 1 now felt convineed, made
an appointment which she had kept.

Rut with whom? .

T glanced at my hostess, who wa=
busily arranging with thove near her
at table for a driving party to visit the
Haywarda at Dalington TPurk, and
wandered whether she could be awnre
of the atrange midnight viritant. I con-
trived to have a hrief chnt with her
nfter brenkfast was finished. but whe
appeared in entire ignorance of what

had transpired during the night. T Ht
a cigarette, and as uwsunl  atrolted
around for m morning visit to the

kennela with Sl Henry. On return-
ing T sraw my well-heloved seated be-
neath one of the great treed near the

house resding s novel. The morning
was hot, but in the uhade it was de
Hyghtful. Au 1 cromsed the grass to her
she ruised her head, and then smlling
Fludly, exclaimenl:

“Why, I thought you'd gone to Dod-
Ingion with the others, I, Calkirk!™ .

“No.” T anuwered. taking & chatr’
benr her. “L'm rewlly very lazy this hot
wenther.™”

How eharming she looked in her
fresh cotton guwn and large flop hat
of Leghorn struw trimmed with pop-
ples.

“Aund I prefer quiet and an interest-
ing hook to driving in this sun. I won-
der they didn't atart about three and
come home in the sunser. But Nom's
alwave no wilful.”

Though as merry as was her wont,
I detected a tired 1ook in her eyes,
Where bud she been during the long
night, and with whom? The silence
was only disturbed hy the hum of the
inwects about ve and the rongs of the
birds above. The morning was a per-
fect one.

“I fonnd it very oppresnive lanmt
oight,” I said. carefully approaching
the subject upon which T wanted to
talk to her, “I couldn’t sleep, so I
«ame out here, into the park.”

**Into the park?'" she echoed gquickly,
and 1 saw by her look thut she wans
apprehensive.

“Yes. It was a beautiful night, cool,
refreshing and starlight.”

“You were alone?

I hesitated. Then, looking
straight in the face, answered.

“No, T wae mnot, T had you your-¢lf
AR company.”

The calour in an instant Teft- her
cheeks,

SMe

her

=he gasped.

“Yes,” I replied in a8 low earnest
tone. “You were glso in the park  last
night.” e

She was gilent.

“] did nor see yon."™ she faltered.
Then. as thongh recovering her self-
possension. gshe atded with some hau-
teur: “And even if I cvhose to watk
here after everyooe had gone to rest,
I really don’t think that yon have any
right to gquestion my actions™

“Forgive me,” [ said quickly. “I dn
not question you in the least. T have
uo right to do so. You are ecertainly
free to do as you pleas:, save whrre
you negleet your own ipntercsts or
plare yourself in peril=as you did last
night.’™

“ln peril of what?” she demanded
defiuntly.

“In peril of falling & virtim to the
vengrance of an enemy.”

“l don't understand you.™

“Then 1 will speak more frankly.
Misa Wynd, in the hope that you will
be egqually frank with me" T raid, my
eyes Bxed upon her. “You were Iast
night, or rather at an early hour this
morning, with a person whom yom
have met on a previous occasion.’” y

“[ admit that. It is indeed useiess to
deny it,” she answered. )

" «And yet on the last occaxion t}ml
you met, you uearly lost your life!
Was it wige?”

“Xearly lost my life?” she echod.
T do vot follow you.”

“7he woman it hlack wha eilted al
Gloucester Square on that evening nol
muny davs ago. You surely remenmher
her? Wue it uot after der departure
that her unaccountahle evil influene:
remained 77

sCprtainly. But wbat of her?”

“you were with her st night?”
/ith her?' she gasped. surprismd.
“f certainly was not.” .

“Iyo you deny baving seen her?" T
demanded. )

“Most  assuredly. whe ' renponded.
promptly. " You certainly ditt not see
ws together.” i

*And your companion wae not a
woman 2”7 "

“No. It was aman”

“Wha?" - .

“] have already told you that L ob-
jeet to anyone interfering in_my pri-
vate affairs.

“A lover!” T enid with some asperity

perhaps. .

“You are entirely at liverty to think
what you please. T only deny thzlat 1
have set eves upon my mysterious
visitor since that evening in Gloucester

Square.” .
“Well, she war in the house lnst
uight,” T answered decisively. “She

war In your rnom.”

“Tn my room!" gukped my well-be-

loved in a'arm. “Tmpossible!”

“I watched her enter there,” T re-
plied; and then continuing gave her an
exnct account of all that Trunapired—
how she had first entered my room,
and how the evil Infinenee of her pre-

.
sence hed 20 strangely affected me
afterwards,

Tlt's mbaclutely astovnding!™ she de-

clared. 1 was ntterly ignomant of it
all. Are you absolutely certain that it
was the wame woman? '
+ "The description glven of her by
yoursel! and your cousin's servant in
andon is exact, She came bere with
woine distinetly aipister purpose, that
in quite evident.”

“But she must bave emersd by the
servants'  quarters if  she  puassnd
through the hull e you have described.
She seems to have been in search of
Um bﬂth."

“No doubt,™ I answered. “And if,
848 You say, you were absent from the
room al the time, it is evident that
Bhe went mtraightway out into the park
in semrch of you. ln that cuse she
would have left the room before 1 tried
the door, and would be ignorant of the
fact that I had detecied her.”

“Hut what conld she want with us?”
ghe asked, in & voice which told me
that this unexpected revelation had
unnerved her.

“Ah! that I cannot tell,” I respond-
ed. “She came here with an evil pur-
pove, and fortunately we were buth
absent from ocur rooma.”

She knit her brows in thought.
Poesibly =she wax recalling some
event during her midnight walk.

“And you say that you actually ex-
perienced in your own room on re-
turning there, an exactly similar sen-
sution to that which we all felt ar
tloucesier Square?'

“Kxactiy. It seems as though when
this woman eunters any chamber she
leaves behind her the chill of the grave,
The thing is uncanny indeed, and an
utter enigma which even Hoefer him-
uelf, with all his research, vaonot
salve.”

130 you know,” she fa..ered, “I felt
the mame sensation in My own room
this morning; very -faintly, but still
the same feeling of being ¢hilled. What
is your own private opinion abkout it,

I

- Doctor 7

“My opiuvicn is that there im a con-
spiracy afoot against both of us,™ 1
responded very earnestly. ‘'For some
unaccountable reason we are marked
down as victims; why, I canonot tell.
You will forgive me for speaking
plainly, but I believe that you alone
hold the key to the mystery—that you
alone know the motive of thizs ven-
geance, if vengeance it be, and If you
were to tell me frankly of the past we
might unite to vanquish our enemies."

“What do you mean by the past?”
she inguired with just a touch of in-
dignation,

“There are severul gquestions 1 have
pint to you which you have refused to
answer,” [ replied. *'Fhe lippht which
you could throw upon two or three
points new in abscurity might lead me
{0 a knowledge of the whole truth.”

She sighed, as though the burden of
he thaughts oppressed her.

“I "have told you all I ecan,” she
answered,

“Ne¢,. You have told me all you dare
—-is not that a more truthful way of
putting it?"

She nodded, but made no response.

“You have feared to tell me of the
one fact concerning  yourselfr which
hae. in my belief. the greatest bearing
upon ¥our perilous situstion.’”

“Angd what is that?”

“The fact that you are married.”

Her face blanched to the lips. Her
hands trembled. and for a monwent my
worils held her dumb.

“I¥ho told you that?" whe gusped in
a low voice.

=l knew it long agn,” [ replind.

“Nors hus betriyed my secret,” she
ubeerved in w b voive,

“No"b declared. “Your cousin bas
told me vothing. | have known the,
fuct for monthe pant.™

“For montha past? How?™

“You are not frunk with me™ [ re-
pliesl, “therefore 1 may 1w ut liberty
tu preserve what secrets 1 think best.’

=1 -1 do pot deny it,” whe fubters)
‘Thien in 8 voice tremudng with emo-
whe wddid: “Ab, e Colkirk, If
yau khew all that 1 huve saffered, you
woild quits underatand my fear lest
anyone should diecover my secret. |
often wonder how it ia that I have not
tuken my own life long, long ago.”

“No,” 1 sgid, with deep mympathy,
tuking her bund. “Hear up mgminst all
theae troubles thut have crowded
themerelves upon you, whutever they
may be. Let me assist you as your
friend.”

“Hut you cannot,” she declared, de-
spairingly, tears welling in her eyes
“You can only assint me by keeping
my recret. Will you promise me ta
do that?”

“Mont certainly,” I replied. “Hut [
want! to do more. I want to penetrate
the veil of mystery which seems to
surrcrand your marriage. 1T waut —"

“You can never do that,™ ahe inter-
riupted quickly, “I have tried and
tried, but have failed.”

“Why #

“Heeunne, strange though it may
seem, I am entirely unaware of the
ilentity of my hurhand. [ have never
ween him ¥

T wan silent. Should T reveal to her
the 1ruth? She would not helieve me
if T rlid. What proof could T show
her?

“And do you tiot know his pame?"
“No. 1 do not even koow hia name,”
she apswered. “All I know |s that -
hy thin marrage 1 am del'aired for
ever from love and happ ness. T have
nought to live for—nothing. Each
rlay inereases the mystery, and each
day brings ta me only bitteress and
despair. Al! how a womin may

suffer and atill live!™

"Have you no meaps by which to
dickeover the ildentitv of vour un-
known husband?" 1 {nquired.

“None whatever,” she answrred., I
know that I am marcried; beyond that
nothing.”

“And whao else is in poss ss'on of
this seeret?” I inguired.

“Nora."
“No one elze
o one, to my knowledire,

“lut you are, | nuderstn enpgaged
to marry Cyril Chetwode,” 1 =aid,
unxinous to get at the truth. ““How
can you marry him if you are really
n wife?”

“Ah. that's just it!" ghe cried. *T
wm the most miserable girl in ol] the
world, FEverything is so hazy, s+ en-
shrowded in mystery. T am married.
wal yet F have no huxband.™

“Mnt s it not perhaps beat that
under the circumstances you should
e apurt? 1 eaid. “He may be old,
or ugly, o 4 man whom yYou could
never lave”

*“1 dread to think of it,” she snid.
hoarsely. “Sometimes [ wonder what
he is really e, and who he really is™

“Arnid a1 the same time you love
Uvril Chetwde,"I pnid, the word: nl-
most choking me. 1 saw that she
loved that young ape, and my heart
sk within me,

“We Are very
snswered,

“Hut you love hin.
it T maid.
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