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mather foully, cruelly done to death.
1 realined] then what her dyving words
meant. 1 understixl that she had
dieg] believing that it was Paul who
had killed her —her own son?

M. Chris, Chris, can you wonder
that 1 wanted to shoot the man who
} planned it alk? When | threaten-
wl to pive information he bwughed. A
womuan conld not bear witness agninst
hep husbinned, he xaid, and if he was
tricd it wonld be Paul who would be
Jurnpred !

(M. I think that night drove me
nuel! [ hroke my heart—oh, T won-
r now how it was [ lived! Watson
uprhed at me; *aul  defied me.
Mather's death was an accident, he
saicl, and could not be helped, It
wolld be dangerous aml useless to
rake up things now. And. oh, Chris,
L trivid—he, mother's son—iried to
perswule me that Watson put the
puisan in by nccident—that he had
not tneant ir. He lied to me and
swore that he believed it to be all an
Hecident! Oh, Chris, even I—fool
that E wans —did not believe that; but
it seemed to me that 1 coald do no-
thing—that if [ tried to bring him to
justice it would only hurt Paul, and
1 remembiered that mather, who had
known, had bidden me shield him.

“1 waw hi alone nexty day and
triedd to persuade him to take me
away, hut he only laughed. Oh, T
know he was wicked and hardened,

but if [ could have got him from Wat-
xom he woulll have hecome his old
self 4 I can never helieve that
he was wicked except throngh Wat-
EoOn.

“Two davs later T made vp my mind
that at .-m_\" cost T must gret away from
them. [ remembered my musie. I
only T could get hack ta England 1
shonkl he sure of a living, T thought.
So T oaw day after day until my
opphTiNnity chame, with a small bag
ready packed.

“Itefare [ could do angthing, how-
ever, we were ouligzed ta lenve Monaco
swddenty.  Watson had been found
out, and he hurried away. He chang-
+d his name to Ross: [Manl changed
his to Denvers, and we went back to
Marscilles.

“There we met o man whora T had
never et befare, but who seemed
well-known  toe  Watson. His pame
was  Hatl—Rayner Hall—and it was
through hin that I annged to make
my eseape at last!

“He commenced to make love to
me. At first 1 resented it; then sud-
denly it occurred to me that if T en-
conraged him it might lead to my
wetting mare liberty: for to my hor-
ror am] misery T saw  that Watson
wias only too pleased. 1 believe he
haped that [ail would run away with
e,

“Aml, indeed, that was  what he
tricd to do, and in order to get away
vself I even arranged to go with
m. h, Chris, forgive me if you
It was my only means of get-
woaway!

“I arranged ta meet him at a cer-
tnin place—T believe Watsen guessed
it, and allowed me to get awav. I
touk =ome money—it wis not much—
anly fwo or three ponwds, and then
slippedd ant of the house. Then, in-
stead of poing ta the station, 1 gat
down to the docks, and by hook or
by erook got an to the first vessel
hat left. It was going to Nive, but
perhaps that was  Jucka for  they
never thowrht to ook for me there.
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“After that I can srarcely tell bow
I managed to get to England again,
bt 1 did manage it little by little,
step by step, always frightened leet
Rome dlay they should overtake me.
1 played, sang, and worked my way
on. Wherever 1 ruw the word ‘cafe’
1 upplied. It was the only thing 1
could do—either to play for their
dances or wash their dishes. I did
both. Somgtimes one, sometimen
the other. until, thank God, 1 reach-
«l Calais af last with enough money
to take me to Lownlon.

“There | had to struggle again. 1
nd that the only man who could
have -helped me—FProfessor Steinich
—was dead, and | suppose [ looked 5o
shubby and strange that the ald peo-
pfe who had eogaged me before re-
fused 1o Jdo it now. All that I could

get aml all that I did get until 1
met you—was a little teaching, with
accasional  concerts, generally in
o list  c¢lulby  or small  duancing
rooms,

“BHo I went an—sturving, strug-
gling, living | scarcely know how.
Oh, Chr ¥oUu ¢ian never puess how

terrible my life wax, and 1 am afraid
you will never be able to understand
ur forgive my next act,

I have always felt—it has always
seemed to me tmpossible that 1 could
escape for ever fram VWatson., I al-
ways knew that sene day they would
find e again; once, indeed, they did
somehow tind my address, and Wat-
SN Wrote me an angry letter threat-
ening that he could force me back if
he chose. That drove me on again—
afraid- -haunted by the dread of
meeting  them. 1 knew that I
should wmesc them again some day,
but 1 never dreamt it would be lke
this.

“0h, Chris! it is so hard to me to
tell yon all this. It ix like stabbing
myself over and over again with a
knife. and all the time § know that
when T have finished T shall be far
away from you, never to see you
agmin, Never to hear yon speak!
O, Chris! and 1 have loved you so!
I wever dreamt that I could love as
I have loved you! 1 thought that all
feeling of thar kind had been killed
lang ago. Hur, oh, if you knew! [
would give my life giadly to save you
the unhappiness that this letter will
tause you. | would give more than
my life if | could know that you for-
gave me. Bur | never shall, | hope
that I shall Le far beyond Walden
when yon rend this

"I knew that 1 could never marry
you -t always knew it, but I never
dreamt you would usk me. 1 felt that
there was dunger for ¥ou through wme,
aml T otried to avoid vou, and when
«Ethie wunted me to come to yon here
[ tried to refuse—IL tried until—until
at last [ suddenly gave wWaY.

"I must try to tell yvou what made
me atter my mind.

“The night before Watson Ross
wWus murdered was, as you know, the
very night before 1 camne here. Well,
Iate  in  the afternoon T  walked
through the wood towards Rayoham.
Why, T dan’t know, except that it
was closer to you, and that it was
IFate that led me there. Tt was fate
“wle all through, for from my very
st meeting with Effie 1 have been
almost wmithle to help myself.

“1 was coming back throngll the
wood - it was  almest  dark then—
when T eatne fuce to fuce with Paul
—Paul, but, oh, changed and altered
sa that 1 searcely recognised him.
At first the sight of him seemed like
1 repranch. It seemed as if T had not
kept my promise to mother, but when
he spoke to me T forgot that, [ re-
memnbered anly the awful horror of
the seene ut Movaco, and T ran awny
fram him.

“As T ran 1 stumbled and Jeil, aml
then T found that T was elasping o
™ wripl of somne kingd, T opened
it, i suw 1he words  ‘Ravnham
Court” hut before 1 had time to read
nny more I heard footateps, nnd n
minute Lder Mr Fytton passed me, 1f
you axk him he will tell you that he
recopiised me when he anw me with
¥ ainl Ette in the King™s Gallery. T
know he did.

“1 weant o | wns thinking of Paul
neel Wadsan - thinking that they had
found me again and wondering what 1
should do, when auddenly as I reach-

ed the gate of the wood aomething 1
suw frightened me to death.

*“It waxu Watson himself, lying in
the ditech with hix dead face staring
nt mine.

*] searcely realised that he was
dead at first, Then he did not speak
or move, and 1 went towards him. Oh,
Cheris, it waz wicked, Lut [ was thank-
ful 10 see him there Gead. It seemed
ax if God had set me free!

“I touched him and put my hana
over his heart. He was quite dead!

“How 1 got bome 1 don't know, 1
meant to go and give information to
the police, but as I went 1 realised
who had stabbed him. Panl!

*0h, Chrig, T didn’t know what to
do. 1 went home and tried to think,
but the more 1 thought the more I
shrank from  Tbetraying him. I
couldn’t do . 1 think even now 1
couldn’t do it if T didn’t believe he
was away out of reach. Oh, Chris,
how could 1?2

“I sat down and stared inte my fire.
Only one thing occurred to me—now
that Watson was out of the way, 1'aul
wounld be straight and honest once
more. He had mnever deliberately
murdered him. He eouldn’t have
tone that. 1t was a quarrel and an
neeident—that 1 firmly believe, and
thut was one reason why I have not
spoken, the other was the thought of
mother, and I told I*aul so—1 told him
what 1 had seen and that it was for
her sake that 1 had not spoken.

*1 sat for a long time thinking,
thinking until 1 seemed to be going
wad. Then 1 remembered the pape-s
i had found and turned ook a;
them.

To

hey were the papers whien T am
enclosing in this, | believe I"aul or
Watson must have drapped them,

though how tney came into their pos- -

session | do not know,

“I read them through, and then an
idea oceurred to me. Oh, Chris, you
will wonder how 1 eould do it, but
after a tine I decided that 1 would
o awl take the jewels—tiat [ would
go amd =teal them—for Paul’s sake!
UVh, forgive me, Chris! 1 thought of
you, of Eftie and Lady Chaloner—I1
thonght of everything, but after that
werk at Raynham Court what would
Levome of u=? I never dreamed that
you would ask me to bhe your wife,
but even if 1 had 1 should have known
that it conld never be; | knew that I
was becoming & thief, but the tempta-
tion seemed too great. Ten thonszand
pounds!  And Pauwl! And if 1 could
have only reached him 1 helieved 1
voull gave him and put him straight
ngain. Oh, it was committing a sin
that good might come, it was turning
myself into & thief to save IPaul, but
when I got there I conld not do it.
vould not! "

“Now, the only thing s for me to
gv away. You will soon forget me.
I do not know where 1%aul is. 1
shall never find him now. 1 shall
drift on-—where to, only God knows,
but at least T am free and safe.

“Almost a thief! Oh, Chris, how
these words riug in my ears. T was
olnost a thief! Almosit  Try to for-
give me, Chris. Try to forgel your
nnhappy Rene,”

(To be Continued.)
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