
mother foully, cruelly done to death.

1 realised then what her dying- words

meant. 1 understood that she had

died believing that it was Paul who

had killed her—her own son!

"Oh. Chris, Chris, can you wonder

that 1 wanted to shoot the man who

had planned it all? When 1 threaten-

ed to give information he laughed. A
woman could not bear witnessagainst
her husband, he said, and if he was

tried it wan'd be Paul who would be

hanged!
"Oh. I think that night drove me

mad! 1 broke my heart —oh, I won-

der now how* it was I lived! Watson

laughed at me; Paul defied me.

Mother’s death was an accident, he

said, and could not l>e helped. It

would be dangerous and useless to

rake up things now. And, oh. Chris,
he tried—he, mother’s son—tried to

persuade me that Watson put the

poison in by accident —that he had

not meant it. He lied to me and

swore that he believed it to be all an

accident! Oh, Chris, even I—fool

that I was—did not believe that; but

it seemed to me that I could do no-

thing—that if 1 tried to bring him to

justice it would only hurt Paul, and

I remembered that mother, who had

known, had bidden me shield him.
“1 saw him alone next day and

tried to persuade him to take me

away, but he only laughed. Oh, 1

know he was wicked and hardened,
but if I could have got him from Wat-

son he would have become his old

self again. I can never believe that

he was wicked except through Wat-

son.

"Two days later T made up my mind

that at any cost 1 must get away from

them. T remembered my music. If

only 1 could get back to England 1

should Ik> sure of a living. I thought,
So I waited day after day until my

opportunity came, with a small bag
ready packed.

“Before I could do anything, how-

ever. we were obliged to leave Monaco

suddenly. Watson had been found

out, and be hurried away. He chang-
ed his name to Ross; Paul changed
his to Denvers, and we went back to

Marseilles.

“There we met a man whom I had

never met before, but who seemed

well-known to Watson. His name

was Hall—Rayner Hall—and it was

through him that I managed to make

my escape at last!

“He commenced to make love to

me. At first I resented it; then sud-

denly it occurred to me that if I en-

couraged him it might lead to my

getting more liberty: for to my hor-

ror and misery I saw that Watson

was only too pleased. I believe he

hoped that Hall would run away with

me.

“And, indeed, that was what he
tried to do. and in order to get away

myself 1 even arranged to go with

him. Oh, Chris, forgive me if you
can. It was my only means of get-

“I arranged to meet him at a cer-

tain place—l believe Watson guessed
it. and allowed me to get away. I

took some money—it was not much—-

only two or three pounds, and then

slipped out of the house. Then, in-
stead of going to the station, I got
down to the docks, and by hook or

by erook got on to the first vessel
hat left. It was going to Ni-e, but

perhaps that was luckt for they
never thought to look for me there.

"After that I can scarcely tell how

1 managed to get to England again,
but 1 did manage it little by little,
step by step, always frightened lest

some day they should overtake me.

1 played, sang, and worked my way
on. Wherever 1 saw the word ‘cafe’

I applied. It was the only thing 1

eon Id do—either to play for their

dances or wash their dishes. I did

both. Sometimes one, sometimes
the other, until, thank God, I reach-

ed Calais at last with enough money
to take me to London.

"There 1 had to struggle again. I
found that the only man who could
have helped me—Professor Steinich

—was dead, and 1 suppose 1 looked so

shabby and strange that the old peo-

ple who had engaged me before re-

fused to do it now. All that I could

get —and all that I did get until 1

met you—was a little teaching, with
occasional concerts, generally in

Socialist clubs* or small dancing
rooms.

"So I went on—starving, strug-
gling, living I scarcely know how.
Oh, Chris, you can never guess how
terrible my life was, and 1 am afraid

you will never be able to understand
or forgive my next act.

“1 have always felt—it has always
seemed to me impossible that I could

escape for ever from Watson. I al-

ways knew that some day they would
find me again; once, indeed, they did
somehow find my address, and Wat-
son wrote me an angry letter threat-

ening that he could force me back if
be chose. That drove me on again—-
afraid—haunted by the dread of

meeting them. i knew that 1

should men them again some day,
but 1 never dreamt it would be like
this.

"Oh, Chris! it is so hard to me to
tell you ail this. It is like stabbing
myself over and over again with a

knife, and all the time I know that
when I have finished I shall be far

away from you, never to see you
again. Never to hear you speak!
Oh, ( hris! and I have loved you so!
I never dreamt that I could love as
I have loved you! 1 thought that all
feeling- of that kind had been killed
long- ago. But, oh, if you knew! I
would give my life gladly to save youthe unhappiness that this letter will
cause you. I would give more than

my life if I could know that you for-
gave me. But I never shall. I hope
that I shall be far beyond Walden
when you read this.

I knew that I could never marry
.vcu I always knew it, but I never
dreamt you would ask me. 1 felt that
there was danger for you through me,
and 1 tried to avoid yon. and when
Effie wanted me to come to you here
I tried to refuse—l tried until—until
at last I suddenly gave wav.

1 must try to tell you what made
me alter my mind.

“The night before Watson Ross
was murdered was, as you know’, the

very night before I came here. Well,
late in the afternoon I walked
through the wood towards Raynham.
Why. I don’t know, except that it
was closer to you, and that it was
Eate that led me there. It was fate
-Fate all through, for from my very

first meeting with Effie I have been
almost unable to help myself.

“I was coming back through the
wood—it was almost dark then—-
when I came face to face with Paul

-Paul, but, oh. changed and altered
so that 1 scarcely recognised him.
At first the sight of him seemed like
a reproach. It seemed as if I had not

kept my promise to mother, but when
he spoke to me I forgot that. I re-

membered only the awful horror of
the scene at Monaco, and I ran away
from him.

“As I ran I stumbled and ,'ell. and
then I found that I was clasping a

manuscript of some kind. I opened
it. and saw the words ‘Raynham
( onrt. but before I had time to read

any more I heard footsteps, and a

minute later Mr Fytton passed me. If

you ask him he will tell you that he

recognised me when he saw me with
you and Effie in the King’s Gallery. I

know he did.
“I went on. I was thinking of Paul

and Watson thinking that they had

found me again and wondering what I
should do, when suddenly as I reach-

ed the gate of the wood something I

saw frightened me to death.

"It was Watson himself, lying in

the ditch with his dead face staring
at mine.

“I scarcely realised that he was

dead at first. Then he did not speak
or move, and 1 went towards him. Oh,
Chris, it was wicked, but I was thank-
ful to see him there dealt, it seemed

as if God had set me free!

“1 touched him and put my hann

over his heart. He was quite dead!

"How 1 got home I don't know. I

meant to go and give information to

the police, but as I went I realised

who had stabbed him. Paul!

“Oh, Chris, I didn’t know what to

do. I went home and tried to think,
but the more I thought the more I

shrank from betraying him. I

couldn’t do it. 1 think even now 1

couldn’t do it if I didn’t believe he

was away out of reach. Oh. Chris,
how could I?

“I sat down and stared into my fire.

Only one thing occurred to me—now

that Watson was out of the way, Paul

would be straight and honest once

more. He had never deliberately
murdered him. He couldn’t have

done that. It was a quarrel and an

accident—that I firmly believe, and

that was one reason why I have not

spoken, the other was the thought of

mother, and I told Paul so—l told him
what I hail seen and that it was for

her sake that I had not spoken.
“I sat for a long time thinking,

thinking until 1 seemed to be going
mad. Then I remembered the pape-s
I had found and turned to look a:

them.

“They were the papers which 1 am

enclosing in this. I believe Paul or

Watson must have dropped them,
though how they came into their pos-
session I do not know.

“I read them through, and then an

idea occurred to me. Oh, Chris, you
will wonder how 1 could do it, but

after a time I decided that I would

go and take the jewels—that 1 would

go and steal them—for Haul’s sake!

Oh, forgive me, Chris! 1 thought of

you, of Effie and Lady Chaloner—l

thought of everything, but after that
week at Raynham Court what would
become of us? I never dreamed that

you would ask me to be your wife,
but even if I had I should have known

that it could never be; 1 knew that I
was becoming a thief, but the tempta-
tion seemed too great. Ten thousand
pounds! And Paul! And if I could

have only reached him 1 believed I
could save him and put him straight
again. Oh, it was committing a sin

that good might come, it was turning
myself into a thief to save Paul, but
when I got there I could not do it. I
eonId not!

"Now, the only thing ,s for me to

go away. You will soon forget me.

I do not know where Paul is. I
shall never find him now. I shall
drift on—where to, only God knows,
but at least 1 am free and safe.

“Almost a thief! Oh. Chris, how

these words ring in my ears. I was
almost a thief! Almost: Try to for-
give me, Chris. Try to forget your
unhappy Rene.”

(To be Continued.)

FOR THE COMPLEXION
An emollent, soothing and healing pre-

paration for preserving andbeautifying the

skin Inall climates; it cools and refreshes

the Face and Arms in hot weather, removes

Freckles, Tan, Sunburn, Redness and Rough-
ness ofthe Skin, heals all cutaneousErup-
tionsand Insect Stings,produces

SOFT, VELVETY SKIN,
Imparia a luxuriant beauty to the com-

plexion and a matchleaa whlteneaa to the
Neck and Arma unobtainableby any other

meant. Ithaa been known for Che laat 75
yeara ■■ the moat curative and harmleae

preparation ladlea canuae. Aak Storea and

Chcmlata tor Rowland'a Kalydor, of 87,
Halcon, Garden, London.

Linen Lasts Longer! Use Hudson’s
Linen Lasts Longer! Soap for Soak-
Linen Lasts Longer! ing and Wash-

Linen Lasts Longer! ing Clothes.
Linen Lasts Longer! Hudson’s Soap
Linen Lasts Longer! is as good for
Linen Lasts Longer! Washing-up as

Linen Lasts Longer! for Clothes.

THE LADIES' COLLEGE, REMUERA,
FOR GIRLS OF ALL AGES.

Removed to the beautiful and extensive property known as Cleveland House (five
minutes walk from former position.

>-•

This first-class Private School provides modern high-class Education and moral

training on Christian but Unsectarian principles.
Home-life is combined with the culture and disciplinary influences of School,

under maternal supervision and with selected companionship.
Full Staff of Resident and Visiting Professors and Governesses—English and

Foreign.

Prospectuses on application of Messrs Upton & Co., or Principal.
MRS. S. A. MOORE-JONES, M.R.C.P., M.M., C.M.1., S.K.

CHILDREN
now-a-days have notoriously BAD TEETH,
because the White Bread they live on lacks the
Wheaten Phosphates (rejected with the Bran)
which go to make good, sound Teeth, as well as

Bone, Brain and Nerve substance.

CEREBOS SALT, used like common salt,
supplies these necessary Phosphates, and is,
therefore, invaluable in the daily food of

mothers and children.

ll'ko/tsa/c Agents L. D. NATHAN h. Co., AUCKLAND. Sold b> Grocery

and Storea.
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