“And If I do—if | du, it is usclens—
all useless,” she murmured,

“Yer” [ obrerved, it in useless, Yun
pre already married.”

“Ng," she cried, bolding up her tiny
huniin mg though to wtay my words
“lio not let wa talk of it, [ canoot
benar to thiuk. The truth bangs like
a shudew over my life™

"Noes Chetwode know?™ 1 fnguired.
“Ia ho aware that you ¢an never be
his?"

"He knowe nothing. He loves me,
and believes that one day we shall
marry, Indeed, now that he has sne-
ceeded to the estate he seeg Do Tenson
why our marriage should be delayed.
and Ia pressing me for an snawer.”

Her breast heaved and fell quick'y
benesth her atarched blouse. I saw
how agitated sRhe was, and how with
difficulty she wae restraining her
tears.

“What answer can you give him?”

“Ah!™ ghe eried. “What answer,
indeed! Was there ever women
fore who knew not her hustiand, or
who suffered as T am suffering?™

“Your case if abso’utely uninue,” 1
said. “Have youm not endeavoured to
solve the problem? Surely from the
otticial record of the marriage it 1s
porsible to obtain your Thuaband's
name? You huve a weddingring, I
ruppose?” I Raid, my thoughts run-
ning bark to that fateful monment
when I had plieed the golien bonsd
of matritnony upon her hand.

*“Yes,” she answered, and placing
her hund  within her  bodice  drew
forth the ring suspended by a narrow
Blue rikobn. Tt i3 here

1 took it in my hand with a feelinz
of ecuriosity, Huow sirange 11 was,
That was {he very ring which [ had
placed upon her finger when in dea-
peration I had sold myself to the
Temnpter.

“Have you no idea whatever of the
cireumstancer of your marriage? Dx
you know nothing?" .

YAnsolutely nothing—easve that 1
am actually married.”

“The identity of the man who
placed this ring upon your hand im
An enigma?”

“Yes. [ found it npon my finger.
That is all that T am aware of. T
changed my name, yet T am jgnorant
of what my new name really is.”

A sound of wheels approaching up
the drive greeted ourenrs, but T stine
held the ring in the hollow of my
hand. .

“Shall T tell you the true name of
vour hushand?” T =said, earneaily,
looking straight into those ¢lerr derp
eves.

“What?" she cried, starting in
quick surprise, “vou know it? Surely
that is impossible!™
‘_"Yes," I gaid, in a low voice, “] know

it
At that instaut the ralli-car whiel
bal  evidently  been - to Corsham
Station. dasrhed past us towards the
house, interrupting our convereation
and czueing us bLoth ta raise our
heads. .
At the side of Barton, the conchman,
there mut a stranger who, as he passed,
turned his head aside to glane: at us.
Nur eyes met. In an ipatant T re-
cognised  him. Tt was mnone other
than the man for whom T had heen
in retive seurch ull those weeks —-the
Tempter. .
{To be Continued.)
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CHAPTER XI1I.
I MAKE AN ENEMY.

[ had sofficient food for thought
thut nipht, and for wany nights to
cowme. My conversation with Mr Mit-
chell hud taught me a great deal, it
nat about myself, at leust about the
gir! whose personality [ Lad assumed.
And 1 took a keen interest in all I
hiad learned for two rewxons—in the
ficst place because I conld not help
entertaining a belief that 1 was con-
fectedl with Sidney Grant by ties of
blood: and in the second place be-
citise Mr Mitehell's conduct struck me
uy being very strange. It seemed to
tue thut he wins not acting in a
straightforward wuy by Hikdney Grant,
any more-than he hid acted in a
straightforward way by me. It may
he that the fact that | am an ad-
veuturess, a daughter of Midian, s
stranger playing an unworthy part
to serve a selfish end, has made me
undnly suspicious. 1t may be that I
am scenting mysteries where there
are noneé—and yet, one or two ques-
tions oceur to me for which [ confess
1 enn xee ne plimmer of an answer,

Why should the laird take so much
pains to preserve the evidence of the
invalidity of the marriage of a mere
urquaintanee? And why should he
offer to setile L300 a year upon a
stranger? What was the nature of
those claims shich he ¢eclared did
not exist, but which he wuas willing
to pay heavily to get Tid of? And
then, there remmained the old pozzle- -
Why did he tuke the trouble to pro-
vidde for me till 1 had resched the age
of wamaunhood, and then tuke the most
eluborate precautions agalnst my find- .
ing my benefactor? The longer T
thoupght of it, the more convinced T
became that Mr Mitchell was playing
a double game.

1n a few dayr 1 had a report from
the Profersor of the result of his
jrurney to Scarton. He had set off at
onece- -T was Incky in having so good
and true a friend! Secarion is a very
an4ll place, searcely more than a vil-
lage, in 2 secluded Cumberiand valley:
Everyboldy there knew Miss Urant.
She waus a governess in g large girls’
school of good standing: kept by a
Mrs Leadbitter. Miss Grant had been
living at the zchool since she was a
chilil—firnt as a pupil, and since she
grew up as a teacher. She resembled
e, the P'rofessor sald, both in face
and in flgure. He made no attempt
to gain an interview with her, but he
saw her at a short distance, and teld
e he ennld quite understand how
unyone whe had not seen her since
she was u Young girl should mistake
e fur her.

Yot content with doing all T asked

him- to do, the T'rofessor war at the
mins to give me a list of the prin-
¢ipal inhabituntx of Scearten, such as
the pavson, the doetor, aiud the prin-
cvigrl shopkespers and furmers—anch
people ax anyonr who had resided
For some years at The village would be
sure to knaw. le =airt that [ might
#t any moment betray myselt by dis-
W A total ignorance about tlie
where [ wins supposed to have
ed all my dife, and he strangly oad-
vised me to leara by heart the, details
he went me. o

It was weli fur me thut Signor Zao-
vigtti war so thoughtful, nnd - well that

I had to some extest followed hia
advice, Tor ome duy at Janch Mise
Dnlrymple  surprised everybody by
bBlurting ont--*[l you know how Mr

1ilsher is,. Mifs Grant?™ :

For a seeomd | stared ot her in dunlb
BNTPris not  knowing  whom  she
mepnt: but miuldenly T remembered
that that war the name of the Viear
of Scarton, Tefore T could spenk T
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eunght & quick glance which Misa
Dalrynple durted at Mr Durant, Then
in the space of a flash of lightning
| understood that a trap had been laid
for me, and that although the trap
had been sprung by the woman, it
had been set by the man,

“Yau mean Mr Pilsher the Viear of
Scarton? 1 said with an expression
of surprise, “He was very well when
[ suw him last. “Do you know him?

“I-~-1 huve heard of him. He musat
be a very old man by this time.”

Now luekily 1 rememiered that Big-
nor Zucntti had mentioned that the
Viear bad only been at Scarton a year
or two; and T replied with a smile,
*Uu the contrary, he is guite & young
man. And he hus been there only a
short time. Yau must be thinking of
somrehody else.”” 1 would have given
anything to Le uble to add, “You must
be thinking of the present Vicar's
father,” but it was too great a risk.
1t wuk quite possiple that Mr lurant
knew that the Vicar was a young mab,
and had prompted Miss lhrant to
speuk of him as an old man on pur-
pose Lo entrap me, )

As 1 had answered the remark in an
indifferent tone, and with all the con-
tidence thuit knowledge Inspires, Miss
Daleymple looked cather foolish. 1
guite expected that Mr Mitehell would
ask her what she knew of the Viear
of Scarton, and she looked so muech
afruid that some guestion of the kind
would be put te her, that in pure
merey 1 chunged the subject and with-
drew the laird’s attention from her.

But the incident filled me  with
grave uneasiness. It was plain that
1 was suspected—that 1 had an enemy
. —-though why Mr Durunt should take
the trouble of meddling in the matter
was more than I eould ubnderstand,

Next merning ‘Mr Mitchell aet out
un bis accustomed journey to Glas-
gow, uud Mr Dutant accompanied him.
Miss Dalrymple and I hud the great
honse to purselves, and the morning
passed drearily. We kept apart moat
af the time, for since Miss Dalrymple
had shown herself so openly a partisan
of my enemy I felt rather afraid of
her, in spite of her evident simplecity.

In the afterncon I wrote a note to
a shop in (lasgow for some things I
wanted for my toilet, and on putting
it into the post-bag that hnug in the
hall, T found one other letter in the
bag. Moved by mere idle curiosity
I drew it out and looked at the ad-
dress. [

Tt wans nddressed to Mrs Leadbitter,
Low Fell House, Scarten, Cumbpber-
land. .

1 xtorxl with the letter in my hand,
stupetied. Miss Dalrymple, of eourse,
‘I'he bandwriting told that. But why
should Miss Daleymple write to Mre
Laadbitter?

to write aopd inguire whether - Miss
trant wns still at the school, Miss
Dalrymple had been chozen as the
instrument, hecause Mrg Leadbitter
might not have amswersd an inquiry
on sueh i subjedt coming from a man,
The letter, -T felt sure, could not have
ey proupted by Mr Mitchell,  Mr
Mitchell airendy  knew Mry Leadpit-
ter, for he had put Miss Grant to
sehnol there, If he had wished to ask
her o guestion about Miss Grant he
would live written te her himself
No—1thin wax Mr Durant's doiong.” OF
that J felt assurid. o '

But what wias [ to do? How was |1
ta mest this fresh utttack? T kbew
that the truth must come out some
day, hit I had hoped to find out some-
thing definite abaut my - purentage
tirmt, urel | thought T peeded but o
littlg more time to sucored. Could I
not. do something to ward
Mow, even for a few days?

A\Wild thoughis of taking the letter

Because Mr Durant was
not watisfied, and had persuaded ‘her -

off this

SYBIL GRANT.

upstairs and burning it came into my
head, but 1 put them away st once.
1 wus hoth afraid and ashamed to play
n trick of that kind. I dropped the
letter into the bag sgnin, and went
slowly upstairs.

By the time I had reached my own
rooms wy mind way made up. There
was only one thing to do. I must go
to Searton, confide in Mrs Leadbitter,
and beg her not to expose me for m
little time. 1t was a faint chance—
very faint; but it was my only cns,
Nathing could be plainer thap this —
that if I did not succeed In cloming
Mra Leadbitter's mouth, at the end of
fwe days 1 would be foreed to leave
the Custle, and abandon all hope of
fathoming the motive of Mr Mitchell’'s
vonduct towards me.

Eut eould [ possibly reach Beurton
before Mrs Leadbitter posted her re-
pl¥? 1o order to do that I knew I
must travel by the mauil car—with the
tetter itself, in fuct, arnd if pussible
“ecure an ioterview with Mrs Lead-
bitter before .it was delivered to her.
Itut was there time? Yes, if I went
Ly the postman’s gig. [ knew that
people soanetimes did this, when they
were not rich enough to hire a con-
veyvanee of their own; and I did not
cire to ask fur one of Mr Mitchell’s
carringes. I preferred to act inde-
penidently.

Half-an-hour befors the mail-gig
wus expected I put on my hat mnd -
Jucket, and with my bugr in my hand
wilked into the amaller drawing-room
where Miss Dalrymple was sitting In
solitary state; yawning over a novel,

“T am pgoing to Glasgow—tn Simp-
sn, Hunter, amd Young’s,” I said, as
if the proposal were one that ealled
for no remark. But Miss Dalrymple
fid not view it in that light.

*You never intend going all that’
wiy to-nipht!” she gasped out, letting
her book fall to the floor jw pore as-
tanishraent. .

“Oh, yes, There's no resson why
I shonldnt. They can’'t fit me pro-
perly if T don't go and aee the dress-
malker.* ’

“But the shop will be shut long be-
fore you can get there! 1 am sure of
it, fo— .

1t is no matter. I can stay at an .

- hotet, and see them in the morning:"

“At an hotel! All by yourself!™

“Why uwot? I've often done it. If
you wouldn't mind ordering a cup of
ten for me, though, T would be greatly
obliged o you.” .

ST

_Ulint you might just as gell walt
till to-morrow and go in by the early
train,” persisted Miss Dalrymple. I
muade her no answer; and aa soon as
the good woman saw that I was de-
termined to go that day she exerted
berself to such good purpose that a
sitbatantial meal was provided for me
in time. XNot content with this, Miss
Dualrympie foreed me to take with me
A pueket of sandwiches she bad made
herself, and a warm eloak of her own.

The journey was long and dreary.
I was unable to sleep in the train,
und long before I crossed the border
| was shivering with eold, in spite of .
Miss Dalrymple’s cloak. At Carlisle T
had of ceourse to change my carriage,
and it was neurly eight o'clock before
I alighted wt the little white-painted
stution of Searton, [ had the satis-
Tiwetion of seving the mail bag which
contained  Miss Dalryuple’s  letter
taken out of the puard’s van and
sl handed to a white-haired postman
whis was waiting for it. 8o far, T bad
been succeesslul.

‘fhere wag a little inn, where } wash-
ed my face, und got & cup of coffee.
At balf-past eight I set out for Low
Fell Houee, for I wished if possible to
see Mrs. Leadbitter before the letter
reached her, .

Early as it waa, I was admitted at



