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HER LAST ADVENTURE.

-

By ANNIE O. TIBBITS. _
(Author of “What Came Between?” * Under Suspicion,” * Fighting & Lie,” Beth Gwyn,”

CHAPTER L
FATE-DRIVEN.

1t wus a cold night—eold and windy,
with ice lying thick on the frozen
roads and bhanging lke snpow to the
«tiff hlack branches of the trees aud
hushes,

It was not IJate—searcely seven
o'clock—but  darkness  hal  settled
down early that night, whd
had  brought with it an wgly
wind and a suodder storm of sleet

that threatened to develop into snow
hefore morning.

Rene Trennant lonked round her
ream with a shiver. Then with u
nitick movement she stepped to the
window and flung it open to the
night,

Only half an hour before she had
come in with her hat still on, with a
hlood stained glove tightly rolled in
her hand., with a strange grey, fright-
ehed face that shrank from the shad-
ows in the room, and hurrying across
had drawn both blind and eurtain and
roused the fire to flame to drive out
the hideous darkness of the night.

Now, for a moment. she seemed to
have torgotien her terror. She leant
forward listening. her face turned
breathlessly to the comman that lay
at a little distance and to the wooxd
tlat streteched along one side of ir.

Already 1he little strageling town
was still. It wax seareely litrle more
than a village, and only the inn ar
the top of the street seemed to show
uny signs of life.

Rene could hear nothing but the
“wimd, It Blustered throngh the trees
and over the house, shaking the looxe

shutters and howling in the chim-
nevs,
The sound made her shiver, Tt

brought back all the ugly feeling of
horror aod terror and fear that she
had felt an hour wpro, She drew a lung
breath and listened again, as it died
down, and pecred forward as if she
expected to mee acruss  the empty
pateh of common the desalate woonct
on the other side—as if she might
ser under the shadows of the hushes
the fhinr she had seen n eouple of
hours ago—a face turped upwards to
the wrey sky with the wind moeaning
over it, ond with the colil wet sleet
beginning to ministen its white lips.

Hhe peered furward  througl the
darkness,shivering, shrinking, and yet
swaiting. What she expeeted she coulkl
ot have told. What eril the night
woulil bring she dared nat think,

The wind swept an, erying to the
nrkening night. dving away weross
the wide cammeon, and she «1ill leant
turward, forgetful of 1he cold, staring
wildfly nt the drifting clowds and sul-
len sk,

Same flakes of mnow falling on her
fare rousal her at lakt, She raised
herself and looked round. It waould
- thick before morning-—thiek und
white over fleld and hedgerow and the
barren common,

A mowment luter another juroxysm
of fiar weized het, nnd with lemlen
huncly whe deapged down window amld
Llind, atl turning, ahut her tyem in
the glove on the fluar and eraduchet
Iwfoure her fire nnd atared with hollow
hagpard excs Into ita bright depthn,

Thr flames leaped in the chimuey,
andl the Lght fllckered over her white
{0

It was m beautlfnl, sirange fuee;
Beandiful beeauwe of the LT
ol s, ek mirange becauswe of the
whndown round bolh, There were lines,

“The Shadow Between,” etc., ete.)
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too, that seemed to be out of place
there, and a rurious look in her eves
that would have startled the children
she taught if they could have seen it.

They would have been still more
startled, if they could have seen her
thoughts—if they could have seen the
things she saw—the faces that had
stared up from the frozen common
at. the grey sky abhove it.

She shivered as she remembered it,
and went slowly over the series of
events that had brought her step by
step to that room on that night with
that face hefore her. Bhe had been
Fate-driven, She was Fate-driven
still, and her aext move lay already
pointed out by the papers on the little
table beside her.

She crouched ecloser over the fire,
watching the pictores of the last
three months of her life as they seem-
ed to rise before her out of the red
flames. They were all driving her oxn
—driving her—where?

She shivered again and tightened
her lips, Fach one of those events had
ied her to this. Each one had taken
her a little farther along the ugly
road, until now there seemed only one
way before her. She was intended to
go on-—she was meant to do the thing
she shrank from doing, and in her
heart she knew that she would do it
vet.

" The firelight played on her face,
making it look hopeless and weary as
her thoughts travelled backwards.

The first event hacd occurred anly
tliree months ago! But it seemed more
like vears since she and Effie Chalo-
ner had been brought together. Bhe
remembered it with a shudder—the
lopely  London  street, the dreary

autumn afternogon deepening into fog, .

and the lost and nervous girl who had
come to her for help.

Trey were the only two figures in
=jght. The fog was thickening over
the muddy river, covering the gloomy
Intildings on the other side, and creep-
ing up silently from the water into
the roadway. . .

Tn all her miserable life Rene had
never felt more miserable than she
had done at that moment. There was
n3 hope that duy—nothing but deadly
misery and despuir, and she had stool
sturing into the river with dark eyen
and wugly theoughts when the girl's
voive startled her.

She was only inquirlng her way, but
Rene turned sharply with a feeling
tlat, after all, she had not done with
Fife yet.

She peered through the fog at the
zirl's bright face, and after she had
directed her stood watching as she
stuvted across the read,

The next instant she darted for-
wnrd, A heavy wuggon had plunged
suddenly through the fog and borne
down upon the girl, and an inxtant
Inter whe would have been under the
wheels if NMene had not caught her,
An it won. the shaft had struck her,
and hurled her to the muddy road.

Tene bent and vaired her. For a
miorment, she thought she was rerions.
1y hurt, but an instant later ahe rois-
e her hend and opened ber eyer with
& ainrt,

™Ob," khe cried with & gnsp for
brenth nw khe looked up Into lene's
fae, “you huve saved my lifet I it
1 been for you 1 might have
She shiddered. “Let us get in-
to n enb” nlhie added nervously. "0,
it frightenn me, thisn Londan®™

She lovked round hel? belplemnly

‘¥et Rene did not.

and elung to Rene's arm with chatter
ing teeth.

“Mother forbude me to come out
alone,” she added, “but she is partly
an invalid, and she was not very well,
and I wanted to go so much, Oh, it
served me right.**

She serambled to her feet and look-
ed again into Rene's face.

“Yon must come with me,” she

added. “Yon must come and kee
mother and tell her. Oh, please do
come,”

It would have heen easy to refuse,
There was some-
thing in the girl's face that remind-
e¢d her of something she had lost, and
she yielded. There were more rea-
sons than one why she surank from
accompanying her, but there came to
her then. as there comes to most peo-
ple eometimes in their lives, a feeling
that something outside herself was
leading her on—driving her to an end
she could not see.

She yielded almest helplessly.
She was so tired of struggling. She
was so tired of life that she scarcely
seemed to care what happened now,
and as they drove to the hotel she
scarcely heard the girl chattering be-
side her.

She was roused by a hand on her
4Tm. :

“Now you must tell me your name,”
she was saying. “Mine is Effie Chalo-
ner and my brother is Sir Christopher
Chaloner, and I'm going to take you
straight to my mother, who, of
course, is Lady Chaloner. Chris has
wume business to attend to and we
came with him for a week, and that is
why we are here. Now your name?"”

Rene hesitated, but even az she did
so her lips had spoken it.

“Oh, what a pretty name,” cried
Eftie, “and just like youn. Renel! It
means yueen, doesn’'t it? Oh, you
are like n queen” g

%he was recovering quickly from

- the effect 0f her shaking, and she

leant forward in the cab to leok at
her. Rene shivered and turned away
a little.

“I would rather not come, if you
don't mind,” she faltered, “I—1 would
rather—go away "

Fffie clung to her arm,

“Xo, I'm not going to let yom go,”
she  cried. “You don’t understand
how much you've done to-night, and
¥uu must come and be introduced to
my mother. I'm not going to let you
refuse—oh, you can’t refuse.”

Bhe turned an eager, girlish face,
and Kene yielded helplessly. R

A few minutes later she found her-
#elf confronting two other faces that
were destined to alter her whole life.

The one was an old lady with white
hair and faded blue eyes, and the
other was & man. Rene's first impres-
sivn was that he was very tall and
Rtern, Vyhen she looked again there

was nmething'in his eyen t'hn- sent
an odd thrill to her heart. She caught
her breath. It was years since s man

. looked at ber Hke that—years sinoe &

man had looked at ber so gently as
that!

Effie ran forward,

“0h, mother, oh, Chria,*
“I've been nearly killed.”

They loocked up startled.

“Killed ™

“Oh, mother, it wae all my fault for
geing ont mysel! when yon forbade
mé, I'm awfully sorry, I'm really
awfully sorry.”

Chris rose to his tect and Effle drag-
ged Rene forward. . . .

“This is the girl who has saved my
life,” she eried. “Miss Trennant. I got
knocked down by a waggon, and she
dragged me out from under the
horses’ very feet. If she hadn’t been
there T might have been hopelessly
hurt, and even then if mhe hadn't
been gnick—oh, mother, it frightened
me to death. I made her come to
you, and here she is, and I'm not hurt
a bit—-thanks to her.”

Lady Chaloner rose to her feat and
held out her hand guickly. She was a
preud and rather cold woman, but
the sudden rush of pratitude made
her forget her usual dignity. What.
ever Rene was at that moment she
did¢ not eare. For an instant she for-
got herself. Rene felt the blood rush
to her face and then die out again.
For a moment she hesitated. How
could she give her hands to a woman
like that—she, with so much that
waa ugly in her life?

“How can I thank you? My dear
girl, you have earned my everlasting
gratitude," eried Lady Chaloner.

Her words seemyed far away tu
Rene, and the old grey fuce that wad
looking at her so kindly seemed like
a face out of a dream. B L

“There is no need to thank me," she
cried. “I—I did what T eould, I—I—"

HShe turned away a little and in so
doing met Sir Christopher’s grey eyes
fixed on her. He, too. held out his
hanids,

“Indeed it is not worth it,” she cried.
hoarsely. “It was—ounly a chance, I
—~Aanyone else might have done it.”

“But anvone else didn’t,” said Sir
Christopher. “It was you who did it.
You saved my sister perhaps from
serious hurt, and we shall never know
how to be grateful enough.”

He looked into her eyes again and
something in them sent over him a
sudden shadow—a shadow of some-
thing that was to ¢come perhaps,

He turned away half uneasily and
then looked back at her again, asg if
she attracted him in spite of himself,
Her face was the face of a pirl with
a woman’s sorrow in it, Its beanty
was almost irresistible, in spite of her
shabby clothes and hat, and almost
uncenseiously he found  himself
watching her as she talked to Lady
Chaloner. He watched her with sn
udd feeling at heart as the miputes
rped on,

Effie would not let her go, With
her usual impulse she had taken a
fancy to the woman who had saved
her, and for a while Rene let herseif
drift. There was no harm in it, she
thought, aod it was so comfortable,
%0 WAaTm, so like what she had known
onece, a long time ago, and so unlike
the comfortless garret she called
home, - .

Her heart fell at the thought of the
word home.

“I bope your people will not be anxi-
ous about you,” Lady Chaloner was
eaying. Her voice had grown stiff
again. “Perbaps they do not mind—
I mean they may not be waiting for
¥ou or wondering what has become of
Fou." L

“Rene’s lipe set a little.™

“T bave no one to trouble abont me,”

she gaid, bitterly. "I am all alone In
the world.”

she cried,
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