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CHAPTEE XXV,
THE PROFESSOR'®E WARNING.

“What iz is that you desire?’ asked
Bignor Zucatti, regarding his visitor
with a fixed ptare. Under that ealm,
deliberate gaze Durant wes conscivus
of a certain uneasiness which he tried
to shake off by assuming a free und
eapy, devil-may-care manner,

“i wish you to take a look at my
hand and tell me what you read there.
That is your profession, isn’t it?"

“Thet is my profession,” maid Zuc-
catti - without the bow that Dvrant
expected,

“But first,” said the visitor, "I want
to know—Do you know who I am?"”

“I do mot. 1 have never seen you
before.”

“Is the man lying?” Durant asked
himself, but he could not feel sure
about the anewer. Certainly, nothing
it the Itajlian’s face or manner be-
trayed the fact that he had ever set
eyes on his visitor before,

“l remember you, however. I-kaw
you rt a certain murder trial in Italy,
a gpood many Years ago.”

“I think you must be mistaken.”

“Oh, no. I am not mistaken. I
never forget a face that I have looked
at attentively.”

“So be
Your hand now.”

And Durant, who had intended ask-
ing the Professor a few questions be-
fore offering his hand for inspection,
found himselt meekly yielding his
palm for examination.

All the time the Italian was tracing
the lines on the smooth palm of his
consultant, his subtle brain was rapid-
ly forming conclusions from what Sy-
bil had toid him of this man, from his
knowledge of his position at Inveror—
an Castle, and what he saw in his
face, and heard in the tomes of his
voice. 8Still keeping his heud bent
over the hand he began to speak in
those clear level tones which he al-
ways brought into regquisition when
practicing his art.

*You have the artistic temperament.
but ycu are not an artist by profes-
sion,” he began. “For some time
past you have practiced no profession.
You have unfortunately fallen in love
with a lady > he paused for the
fraction of a second—“who is indif-
ferent to you."” A

Durant gave 8 low, mocking laugh.

“There you are im error, my good
sir. The lady in question will not
show herself indifferent to me, what-
ever else she may feel, or I am vastly
mistaken.”

“} only speak of what I see,” said
the Italian tranguilly.

“Qh, all right. Go ahead!”

“You will shortly eet out on & jour-
ney " -

“Correct!™

“Which will have great Issues for
you. The line is wenk and broken.
I advise you not te go.” )

“Do you think the lady would give
me the same advice?” asked Ilurant,
in the same bantering tone.

“J] have not the lady’s hand before
ne, therefore I cannot tell you.”

“And yet you know her. In fact, 1

have seen you together.”

It 1 probable that if it had not heen

tor the generous wine he had been
drinking, Durant would mnot l:lave
spoken Bo freely; but he wasa curious
to know what the nature of the con-
nection between the oddly assorted
pair really was. '

“I think you muat be mistaken,”
wiid the Italinn coldly.

“0h, no. You and she visited &
pluce ealled Inveroran last snmmer.”

“We are not here, sir, to diacuse my
n, or those of third persons.*
y [ ask if you are related to the
n any way?

+ hysiness is that of yours?”

-~~1 {naclence wae sirain-

nfai
'

*will rot tell me? - Never mind.
_will tell me fast enough. Good day.™

it. I am ready to éxamine -

“ & Million of Money,” sta, eta.
COPYRIGHT.
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PART TIL—MR MITCHELL'S BECRET.

ing the Italian's tamper to breaking
point,

“0Ohb, nothing very much, only one
likee to know pomething sbout the re-
lutions of the lady one proposea to
marry.” .

The (talian made no reply, but bent
his fuce once more over the hand that
still lay palin uppermost before him.
If he had glanced up at that moment
he would have seen that hia visitor’s
face wore 3 malicious grin.

“} had the bonour of meationing
thut you contemplated a journey,”
said Zucatti, after a pause; “and I
warued you that it would be wise to
delay that journey, or give it np alto-
gether. I now repeat that warning.
"The meaning of the lines in your hand
is unmistakable. If you go, it will be
ut the peril ot your life.”

“Engugh of thia nonsense!® ecried
Drurant, snateching away bis hand, “If
you must koow, I came here to get in-
formation, not.-ghildish warnings.
Will you tell me what is the naiure -
of the reldHonship between yoiii and
Mins Sybil Grant? Are you merely
friends? Was your meeting at Inver-
orun accidental or pre-arranged? :;;u

-]

Before leaving the room he took a
sovereign from his pocket and with
a contemptucus gesture. threw it on -
the table. It rolied off and fell on the
Aoor. The Italian let it lie.

*“If you neglect the warning I have
given your blond will be on your own
head,” .

The tone in which these words were
spoken was go deliberate, so passion-
less, so free from anything rauting,
that Durant was scbered for a mo-
ment; but the next instant he had re
wgained his sell-assurance. “No use,
my friend. That little trick won't--
serve Your turn this time,'” said he,-
and with another contemptuous laugh
he guitted the room. w .

When be 1eached his hotel Durant
st down und wrote u telegram to the
caretaker ut the Lodge, which he still
tetained, telling her that she must
have the place rendy against hile ar-
rival uvn the following day, and he then
wrote a letter to Mr Mitehell Ha
44w no reason in beating about the
bush, and he told him in so0 many
words that he knew all about the as-
signment of the Lonely Gully mine,
and that it was ir his power to ruin
him in purse and in reputation alike.
More than this, it was in his power to
huve bimn sent to penal servitude; Lut
he proposed to stay hiz hand—on con-
ditious, of course. He must forthwith
surrender one clear hal? of his sharea
in the Tone Gully Company and half
of the remuined of his fortune, and
also de his Lest to incline Miss Bybil
Grant to give him her hand. On these
terms Mr Durant would say nothing of
the somewhat important secret he had
dixcovered, He added that he proposed -
to go ta Seotland on that or the forth-
coming day, nud he would then hear
hix decision. He had little donbt what
thut dedision must be.

.More in a spirit of mischief than

from any other motive Mr Durant
added a . [postseript to the
effect that it Mr Mitchell

winhed to keep Inveroran as his share
of the spoils the castle gnd extate must
e valued, so thats an equivalent. in
cash might be paid.to hlin.

Having de'#ﬂato]i'zﬁ':t‘hiu letter, Dur-
rant set abbit making preparations

for hia journey north,

When the Italian was left alone by
his tormentor he gave himself up to a
#t of rage. Throwicg himself npon
the floor he tore hin hair and cnted
tlre man wha had come and boasted
of his sncvess with the woman he had
lnved €0 lung. The glitter of the
aovereign thrown down hy Durint
caught his eve. He meized it, -8ud

. . ,

¥ '

opening the window flung it with a
fresh curse into the street. He could
not rest, not even ait down, and wae
for the time like a madman.

Then his fit changed. He grew calm
and became master of himself, and
immediately he resolved that he wounld
start for Scotland at once and if pos-
sible reach Inveroran before Durant.
He would then ascertain whether
Durant wase telling the truth-—whether
8ybil loved him, or was willing to
marry him. He would at the same
time plead bis own cause. If Sybil did
not love him now what hope waes there
that she would ever come to love him?
That interview must decide his fate.

CHAPTER XXVI

PROFESSOR LEARNS HIS
FATE.

“A gentleman, ma’am, to see yoo,”

THE

. eaid the parlourmaid, handing u card

to Bybil. She took it and bit her lip.
She knew that Miss Dalrymple, and
Sidoey too, for that matter, were
watching her curiously, and for the

' moment she did not trust herself to

speak.

“1)id you show the gentieman iote
the library?"” she asked the servant.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Very good. Tell bim that I shali
see him immediately. A gentlernan 1
knew in Italy,” she went on, answer-
ing Miss Dalrymple’s unspoken gques-
tion. “1 wonder bow he came to koow
that I was staying here.”

With these words she rose and cross-
ing the floor left the roem and went
slowly towarda the Ilibrary. She
wished that the professor had stayed
in London, all the more because ber
conslence was by no means easy with
respect to him. She had made use of
him, and now she felt that she would
like to drop him, and she felt ashamed
when she confessed as much to herseif,
1t was in vain that sbe told herself
that he had offered her his services
with his eyes open, and that it would
be absurd t{o maintain that she was
bound to return the affection of any
man from whom she accepted a favour.
Her feeling was that, none the less,
she had, by accepting the professor’s
offers of help, placed herself In & very
disagrecable position.

She opened the door and went for-
wurd timidly into the room. - The
Italian sprang up as soon as& he caught
sight of her and was by her gide In a
moment.

“You are oot looking well; you are
anxicus about something,” were his
tirat words.

“No,” she said, smiling. “Nothing
has happened lately, I told you what
T had overheard of the conversation
between Mr Mitchell and the factor,
but nothing has come of it. MrT
Mitchell seemed to have forgotten in
the morning that he had something of
importance to say te mv sister and
me. We have heard mothing more of
it since, and I have persnaded my
sister to stuy on here ond keep me
company, for it is dreadfully dull bere
in winter.”

“That I ran understand,” =said the
Ttalian, and as he spnke he took from
hin pocket the packet of Australian
newspapers which Sybil bad sent him,
and laid it on the table. “This is a
dreiary, melancholy land, Why not
conie vwith me to Italy—to Ttaly. where
it is alwaye spring—to Ttaly, the land
of musiv, of flowers, of lovel! What
halds vnu ta this wretched country.
which for half the year 1s uninhahit-
ahle? Tell me, Syhil, that you will
rome with me.”

Sybil said nothing. and sat with her
eves fixed on the floor. Bhe did not
dare to ralse them and encounter the
living flame whirh she knew was burn-
ing in the eyea that were rewding her

\

face as thoogh they would plerce to°
her very scul.

Bhe thought it best to uffect to mis-
understand him. -

“Yen, it in true,” she suid, thrwing s

her arma over her head with & prees-ce
of etretching herself in weariness “i{
is very dull here and Italy is very gay
and very charming, and it would be
delightful tn have done with this
miserable scheming =nd swmpecting
and piotting and counter plotiing.”

“Ah, so it would,” cried the profes-
sor. “And what bave you gained by
it? Nothing. Ie it not so? Nothing.”

“Not much, certainly.”

“With me, on the contrary, in sanny
Italy, thia wretched intriguing would
be heard of no more. We would spend
oor days in music and p-inﬂn! and ju
gathering grapes and flowers,

8ybil shook her heail and langhed
rather hystericaily. “You wonld tire
of that in a week,"” she cried.

“But 1 would not tire of youm, my
angel, my gueen.”

The flery Southern blood had at Iast
overleapt the restraint of pradence,
and unconsciously the Italiap went
back to his beautiful mother tongua,
pouring out in ita soft, liquid tonea
the lava torreat that rose in his burn-
ing heart. :

Sy bil listened, and sotnething of her
lover’s pussion thrilled her aoul. Bhe
lifted her eves and saw a middle aged,
saitow cheeked man, whose hair wasz
turning grey—a man she did not love
und never eould love. As she looked
her heart became harder and harder
till it felt like a stone. '

“Flease say no more, Signor Zu- !
eatti,” she =aid. -when the Italian '
paused for an Iostant in mid-stream. i
*“i am very sorry, but you know that '
what you ask is impoasible.’”

Signor Zucatti did what nineteso
men out of twenty would have done
in the like case. He stopped short.
ttrew himself up & little, and asked in
a hursh, dry vojee, very unlike that i |
which he hud been pleading, “Why
impinssibie 7 l

“Because—because—"  How evuld
she tell the. man that his age was i |
itself a sufficieut barrier to a uniw’
between them, that he was queer nﬁ"
decidedly ugly, and that she wmﬂ.rl
rather die than marry him? o

-4t that moment Signor Zucatti re'
cognised for the firat time that hi.
cause wanm hopelesss. He knew that b
would never clasp that beautiful forn
in his arms, never rein down kisses o
that fair face turned op to meet hi
own, and the sharp steel entered ili'

‘hia soul.

For a little while he was speechles
And then a grent tidal wave 2; jealu
wrath arose in bis heart and swept
before it. He was rendy to sacrifi
anythiug_—w"‘,yhil's regard, his very e,
AR A victim 1o this fierce resentment

Sybil, mistaking his silence for «
wordless reproach, nervously put diway
the packet of newspapers he hag re-
stored to her, and then in stammiring
words began trying to excuse hersglt
telling hixn how grateful she was, lnci
ever would be, for the help he had
given her in the time of her need, bat
he aternly interrupted her, "

*“T'ell me thin one thing. Has this
ltlnan—thl:m his nc peed to menjion

ames—hag he 3 '
o ahs b toler your heart? ' Do

Sybil thought peali
Ronald Kizith.g he was Dgl‘Of

“How—could
faltered. !

“I8 it true?™ he demanded ﬁercév

Sybil was prepared to bear much
from the Italiun, for she knew she had
good reason to be grateful to him, but
his beremplory tone stung ber into
a quick responsge.

“Yes, it in true.
be ashamed of it.”

On the instant his voice fell, and
became soft s 5 mother's whes she
speaks to her favourite child. “Adham.
ed? No. There is ne reason flor you
to be ashamed. Nut for him—he has
cause, not for shume, hut for fear, T
eannot live without the hope of win-
ning you, my angel, and | shall not
die alone. T will kill him. He at
leant shall never be your husband 1
swenr it.” ’

At first Sybil did not think he
seriows.  She put down what he :;‘iir;
a3 Southern exapgerntion the ravings
of a disappointed man. But when she
looked in the Ttalion's face and mark.
ed the wild, flery resolution that was
in his eye she tremhbled,

h"Yotu cnml:tq mean what you say?”
she stammered o L
e rammered ut. You would not

“Hear her! A man stenls my

purse, or A& turnip fl'om; my fleld,

you—know?"  dhe

I pee 0o wea to

!



