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or = chicken - from m
roost. He is put in prison. erhape,
if tha theft ia & sericus one, ha is sent
to penal wervitude, But if n man
ateals what is dearer to me than life,
the law cannot touch him, and §f 1
try to avenge my honcur and revenge
myself for the Intolerable wrong done
to me you cry cutl, "How wicked."”

He left his seat and resting one hand
on thé tnble at hin side spoke in a
firm, equable tone, as though he had
been discussing something of grave
wnd aober interest.

*}o you rememiber the day yom
came to me in London, when I read
your fate in your haod

“Yes, I remember it only too well
1 wish with all my heart that I had
never aeen the house, the streef. in
which you live. It may be nngrateful
to say #9, but I can't help it."’

A spasm crossed the Ttalian's face
an he listened, but he made no reply.
He went on, in even, regular tones, as
if she had not spoken.

“On that day our fate was revealed.
Do you not remember what you saw
in the erystal—what I saw, for I will
acknowledge that I saw it, too? There
was nothing supernatural in the pro-
duction of the picture ** He broke
off suddenly, and mutiered, as if
speaking to himself: “How can I tell
what is eupernatural and what is
not? The image wasa natural, for the
picture was Teal. But how was it
that that picture, of all the others,
should have escaped destruction? How
wag it that, without intending it, Pie-
tro put that slide in place of the right
one that day? If ever a fate was fore-
shadowed it was yours and mine that
day!”

%he last worde, nttered aloud, were
addressed directly to Sybil; and the
girl shrank back end turned pale. She
had not forgotten the mysteriously
fading scene—the woman erouching
behind the rock, the form of & man
lying stiff and motionless before her,
and the white, evil face peering over
the edge of the precipice. She shud-
dered, and shrank farther mway from
the calm, impassive man standing
over her. :

“The day must come,” said the Ita-
lian, “when that vision must translate
itself into actual fact. And that day
is at hand. The vision must be ful-
filled. The man who would marry
you dies by my hand.’”

The Italian psused, and when he
next spoke it was with the voice of
ane 1o whom the actual is & phantom,
and the visions ot his memory and
his imagination the real.

“I know the place—the very spot,”
he said, in quiet, dreamy tones. “You
The Black Corrie. We
have been there together—do you re-
member?—in the summer time. He
will come to me there, And he shall
die.” -

Syhil stole a look at him; and ealm
as was his voice, she saw a gleam
in -his eye that was to her the index
and_the menace of madoess.  Again
she shuddered, and hid her face.

The sound of a closing door told
her that she might look up. Yes, he
had gone. She was alone, The man
who had been her friend and her help-
er had gone out into the winter twi-
light with murder in his heart and in
his eyes. -’ .

hen

CHAPTER XXVIO,
“THIS MAKES A DIFFERENCE.”

The short gloaming was already
changing into night, but it was not
dark. The moon was rieing, and the
glamour of her shining was stealing
over the steel-blue expanse of the
loch, the far, shadowy mountain tops,
and the bare hill siden.

8ybil stood at one of the windows
of the Castle that looked down on
the loch., Its shadowy, mysterious
beauty entered inte her soul She
hnd been shaken by her interview

“ with Signor Zucsatti, who had left her

but an hour since, but she had now
recovered her melf-control. The sad-
ness, however, and the fear that the
Professor would do some mad thing
that would bring about the fulfilment
“of his own prophecy, remained with
her, The Italian wae gone out of her
life. In all probability she would
never see bim again. But his influ-
ence had not left her. Bhe &till
seemed to see that tall, spare form;
the calm, even voice, which she had
instinctively felt to be to the man's
utterance what 8 mapk would have
been to his features, still haunted her.
When she closed her eyes she paw that
face, with the strange light gleaming
in the deep-set wella beneath hia
brows. |

As she stood there watching the-

first glimmer of silver sbheen on the
loch from the rising moon, she was
ntnrtled by = tall fgure appearing in

.the curriage drive—someona taller

than the laird, and not =neariy so
stout as the factor. Who could it be?
Bybil wondered, for hardly any man's
foot, puttiug aside the lainl and the
fuctor, had trod the gravel on the
drive since the beginning of winter.

Wan it posuible ?

The girl drew back hastily, and the
next moment bent forward, her eyes
Hfivshing, and her heart beating wildly.
Another minute and she wan sure—it
was he!

What ohject could have brought this
Aouny man of fashion to that remote
Highland glen in the depth of winter
but the master passion of humanity?
“It mwet be me he is coming to see!l
It must! It must! It can only be
me!”  Over and over again these
words rang in her ears, and the beat-
ing of her heart seemed as though it
would stile her. But she crossed the
room and szat down by the fire with
& demeanour as calm and compesed as
if she were going to receive s wvinit
from a dressmaker.

“Ts that actually yono, Mr. Keith?”
cried Sybil, when the young man was
ushered into the library. “How good
of you to come and cheer our loneli-
nesa!™

“8g you have been a bit lonely?™
£nid the Honourable Ronald, coming
forwand and holding out his hand.

“Lgnely isn't the word for it.
have heen on & desert island since
you—and your sister—left um in Sep-
tember. 1'm sure there mre plenty of
depert islanda twice as lively as In-
veroran Castle in winter. S0 you
koow what you have to expect. Shall
1 tell them to put you into your old
room?"

“Wouldn't that be a little prema-
ture, seeing that Mr. Mitchell is not
a1 home?" asked Ronald, with a touch
of nervousness. This was 80 unusual
A failing with him that Bybil could
not help neticing it. )

“You mean, taking a liberty? What
nonsense! Surely yon know that Mr
Mitchell would be glad to see you here
at any time. And you ecan't imagine
that we are not all glad to see you."

“Are you really ?”

“0Of coursze we are.”

“Apd you—Sidney 2"

The name made Sybil start. She
had forgotten that he knew her by
the name of Sidoey. But she mereiy
answered quietly, “0Of course, I am
glad to see you.™

“1 am bappy to hear it, for I have
something to say to you. I have come
a long way to say it—"

The speaker came to & halt, aa if
he found a difficulty im expressing
himself.

“Don’t yon think I had better give
orders for your room to be prepared?”
asked Bybil by way of relieving the
tension.

The Honourdble” Ronald roused him-
relf. “No; not yet,” he paid., *“I may
stay to-pight, but I may oot It is
poskible that I may go over to Glen-
artney and ask them to put me up”

“Rut how ecould you get there to-
night ?*

“] eould walk. It is not far.”

‘““I'he path leads by the L.odge, does-
n't it—past the Black Corrie?"” The
last words forced themselves from the
girl's lips.

Her kover looked at her in surprise,
for she wage very pale, but he answered,
“Yes,” and his next words made Sybil
forget what he had just said.

“T think you can guess what I have
come here to pay. It is the old story,
Sidney. I love you. You are dearer
to me than all the world. Will you be
my wife, Sidney?"

Sybil was trembling from head to
foot. Bhe could not yet accept the
love that was lying at her feet.

“Do yon know whe I am?” she sald,
in a strange, unsteady volce,

“] know only this—that you are the
dearest and sweetest, as you are the
handsomest girl in the world,” and he
rose impulsively and seized her hands,
longing to told her in his armn. |

“Stop a moment,"” and she gently
pushed him away. “You know that I
have no family—that I am mobody;
but are you sure you know even my
name "

“Why, yes, of couree! Sldney Grant.”

“No. My oame !s Sybil. I took my
riater’s hame without her consent for a
P se of my own-—po that I might
gain a footing here.™

“Bidney] I mean—are you telling
me ihe truth?”

*“The simple, literal truth,™

“And does Mr Mitchell know this?™

“He knows It now.”

His words weat like & stab to Hybil's
heart, not for Lhetuselven, but fus tha
tobe they were npoken in.

“At 18 very strunge,” suid the young
min, Feguiing uer with  wide-wpen
eyes aud purted lips

"Yes, it ia strauge’ And there wre
Other slrange tiiuge” waid the girl
it was evideut troin her vowe that she
strain was teliiug on her, She wus be-
comjug hysterical. ~ihere are other
sirange things,” she repeated, “thiogs
Wiuch perhups you ought to kuow.
My mother—but you had better reud
it for yourself.™

She rode, and taking the packet of
Australisn pupers from bebind a pile
of books, she put it inte Honaid's
bunds, “Mead the marked passages”
she said, drawing herself up to her
tull height, and looking her lover
utraight in the face, “and then come to
me and tell me that you love me—it
you ean, Hut 1 will teil you this—that
1 believe my mother to have been in-
nocent of the grime she was charged
with. And it shall be the abject of
my life to free her memory from that
terrible stain, Now, read.”

There was no lamp or candle n the
room, but the pine branches on the
hearth gave sufficient light to read by.
Without looking at her Ronald Keith
took the newspapera and bent down to
rest them. She saw him give an in-
voluntary start and gmow pale. She
heard him draw his breath with a
sound like & sob; but he said nothing
and she remained gilent.

When the last word had been read
he mechanicaily fiolded up the papers
and gave them back to her. Then he
rose and stood before her, hia eyes on
the ground.

“Thank you very much for telllng

me this,” he said Ak
ing rlowly and paiafully. “Ih
was very good of you. Yery few

girls would have dome such a thing.
1 need’t say that the secret is safa
with me, and I hope fnom my heart
that you wilk be successful in—in
clearing your mother's memory.”

There was a long pause and then he
went on, his voice husky, and scarcely
louder thun a whisper:

~0f ecourse, this makes—a difference.
(Ine conld never be sure when a thing
of that kind would come ocut, and T
have—my family to consider. Terhaps
it would not be fair to them to say
nothing about it; and, yet, of course,
they cannot be told. I think I had
better take a day or two to think over

+what had better be done.”

To all this Sybil answered nothing.
She was not ailent from Indignation;
she was conscious of a gnawing pain,
a dreadful sense that the light of her
life's happinesr war going ont, and
that =scon it would be all darkness.
There were no doubt some conven-
tional words of farewell spoken, but
she could not afterwards remember
whether it was or not. The Past
thing she pemembered =saying to
Honald Keith was: “Head; and then
come and tell me that you love me—if
you can!™

Again she was alone.

Rhe was dimly conscious that she
had heard the sound of wheels, and
that somecne came and told her that
Mr Mitchell had come back from Glas-
gow, and had immediately gone out,
without saying where he was going,
or when he would return. She lirtened
like one in a dream, aud fell to brood-
ing over the fire again.

Suddenly she ptarted, and sat up-
right. She hed forgotien the Italian
And his threats of vengeance, If Zu-
catti had heen & Scotechman she would
have given little weight to what he
had said in the bitterness of his disap-
pointment. But she had lived long

enough in Jtaly to know that such,

threats were not always made in vain.
And she rememhbered only too weli the
look in the Italian's eyes. Resides,
Ronald Keith must pass (if he car-
ried out his intention of ‘going to
Glennrtney that night) the very spot
which Zucatti’s superstitious fore-
hodings hnd made him select as the
scene of his revenge. He must pass
the Black Corrie! He had said sof
Sybil aprang 4o her feet, and hur-
ried towards the door, but ere =she
reuched it she stopped short. Surely
it was too late! 1U'nless Ronald hed
xgone huck te the inn, and made a
fresh minrt from there, he must have
pnssed the Hlack Corrie long since.
Hut then, he might have gone to the
inn, and so delayed hin start; or— aod
she shuddered to think of i{t—he
might be lying wounded and helpleas
in the Rlack Corrie, mnd If go might
die before he was found. B8he felt that

unlesa she wished to be an sccomplice
In bis death she niust go and see whe.
ther he hud pasaed the fatal spot, Bhe
might be in time to warn him.

Without mwaying a word to snyone,
xhe put on ber hat and ber thick boots
and & worm clonk, and set out for the
prth that lest ip to Duraot’s shooting
llge, uwnd theoce by the head of &
lanely, uninhabited valley. to tilenart-
ney.

It wuu hitterly cold. und Sybil drew
her ¢loak more closely around her as
whe hurried ou. ‘The moon was fairly
up now, anel the rowd was clear,
though the =now lay thickly in the
hollows, amt maore kpiireely on the bare
hillnides.  An uhe went her fears in-
ereamed. Uh, why disl she ot think
of this before Honuld left her? How
wins it thut the warnings ottered by
the Ttaliun had made a0 slight an Im-

prexsion an hier?  Her mind bad been
full of ather things. But what if
Honald should  ¢ome to hin  desth

through her neglect! She ghould feel
like a murderess!

With panting breath wshe struggled
an, tiil at length she came te the spot.
The Black Corrie, s pot-like hollow
in the hill, lay to the right. She
conld see far above her the great
houlder that lay on the margin of the
puth between it and the steep edge of
the corrie. Hurely, she thought, there
could be po danger now?  In any case,
=he was in time, N one was ln sight.

The path waa slippery with half-
melted ice, ag well us steep: so she left
the well-defined track and touvk to the
hill-side, meaning to cut off a coruer,
and in this way save some yarda. She
was uow at the lower openiug of the
corrie; the big boulder. her landmark,
WiR nearer now, tight above her, and
slightly to the left.

The ground was rongh with fallen
stones, und she had tn pick her way
carefully, for the monn wus behind a
cloud.

She was rtanding in some uncer-
tainty, thinking that she had gone too
far and must go back in onrler to re-
furn to the path, when the loud report
of 8 gun echved pver the hill; and the
next morpent the body of a man ap-
prared on the very edge of the preci-
pice st the side of the puth, For an
instant it pauped, then fell headlong
town—down—down.

Sybil looked up, her hands vlusped,
speechiess from horror. Then the face
of ancther man appeared, peering
round the bhig boulder, as if to see
whether he had flnished his work.
Sybil gazed at him like one fascinated,
though she was too far off to dis-
tinguish the features. Then the face
surddenly disappeared, and a wild eld-
riteh sereech went up to beaven, It
was echoed from helow. With that
one rerenm Syhil had fallen like &
dleasd woman on the snow.

{To be concluded.)
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Lockyer's Solphur Hair Raestorer,
quickest, safest, bost ; restores the natural
colour. Luekyers, the real English Hair
Restorer. es, 1n 6d, every-

Lu%u Bottl
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o mmm ém“ has, In my
l?nds. given E‘llil.hl, satiaTactory
resuits. It is one of the most
walnable of purative agents at
our disposal.”

YIRCHOW.

« Punpali Yanos™ 1 ‘the
most concantrated of the saline
group.' Natural Aperient Waters ara
wastly auperlor to artificial solutlons,
howaver skilfully prepared.'’
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* Punpadt Yinos™ res estas.
Iishad ites)f as a customary Aparient
in all climates 1t Is remarkably and
axceptionally uniform in its com posi-
tlon and fres from the defoota of other
Hungarinm Biiiar Waters.”
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»
“ Punpadi Finos” or e
many uUfen or Hungariam Bliter
Waters now offered to tha public,
carcful selection sheuld ba muh: Wa
havefound thatonly HUNYADI JANOS
answers all purposes, owlng to Ite
remarkabls uniformity an entle
actlon. which render ¢ preferabls ta
all othars.”
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