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The Heroism of Lord Thornhill

THE STORY OF A SCHEME THAT FAILLED.
SRS ESEER AL

L

Lord Thornhill flattered himself he
had made an impression.

Mabel Ansiruther, for such ha
learnt was her name, hod actually
stniled © him, which was quite
spficient foundation for this conclu-
sion.

That there can be other reasons for
A smile, besides admiration, never

" ¢rossed his mind for a moment.

At first Mra Thompson, Mabel's

. aunt, had looked upon his attentions

_te her piece's wellare, especially on

the beoat cressing the Channel, with

. that pitying contempt which elderly

matrons 50 often assume in the pre-
egenve of young men, when the respon-
gibilities of a pretty eligible Ameri-

_ean girl, who M the possessor of
. A still prettier little fortune, is weigh-

ing heavily wpen their shonlders,
Howerer, thia attitude was taken

" up before she was aware of the ad-

junct to his name, and after exhaus-
tive inquiries of the chief steward,
the very steward, let it be said, who
not twe hours hefore had felt a small

" round coin pressed into his willing

palm by the subject of her inguiries
for information received regarding
Afiss Anstruther’s affairs, Mrs Thomp-
son suddenly came to the conclusion
that he really was “a most desirable
young man, and a charming eom-
panion for Mabel”

The same night at the Hotel de
I’Europe, Paris, where by & curious

coincidence Lord Thornhill happened
&lio0 to be rexiding, Mra Thompson
determined to sound her niece's feel-
ings om the subject, but her castles
in the air were shaken to their foun-
datlon, when for her pains she was re-
warded by & merry laugh of indif-
ference.

The climax eame when, a few doys
later, having followed his quarry with
all the tenacity of the proverbial
Yuoll-dog for exactly a week, under the
Infinence of Mrs Thompson's en-
couraging eye, Lord Thornbill
thought fit to propose.

¥t was a moving sfght, and took
place in the conservatory, Lord
Thornhill did not hesitate, on hend-
ed knee he poured forth a torrent of
eloguence, eloquence that had taken
such houra of silent anhguish to con-
eoct, and had just reached the crueial

" point in the oration whem he was

rudely interrupted by a hearty laugh.

“] gumesa you'll spoil your clothes
down there, Lord Thoernhill; the
floor's rather dirty,” laughed Mabel,
good-naturedly.

Lord Thornhill’'s eonsternation was
ludierous, for a full minute he re-
mained dumbfounded. Then, wak-
ing to the full indignity of his posi-
tion and throwing a look at hls tor-
mentor that was intended to convey
pilent and tender reproach, he relir-
ed as gracefully As gireumstances
would permit.

At dinner the mext evening Mrs.

Thompaon threw out & gentle hint
that was a0t losk mpom the imtemded
recipient.

“Yes, my dear,” she exclaimed in
sn midible stage whisper to her
niece, “I think we couldn’t do betber
Vhan pay m vieit to Switzerland for
a week or two. Zermatt iz & pretty
little village, thers are lovely walks
all round, and I have heard that ome
can pet yery comfortable accommo-
dation at the Hotel Mont Cervin®

Lord Thornhill flashed a look of
gratitunde at Mrs. Thompson and at-
tacked his fish with unnecessary vio-

~ lence,

The following morning after a
warm forewell from Mrs. Thompson,
and & somewhat chilly one from her
niece, which, however, in no way up-
set his equanimity, Lord Thorohill
left Paris for a Jittle village in
Switzerland known =a Zermatt, and
i even occurred to him at the last
moment that he might do worse thao
stay at the Hotel Mont Cervin

.

Horaee Cranbourn flung aside the
novel he had been attempting to read,
and lighting a cigarette, leant care-
lessly out of his bedroom window.

His reveries, however, were cut
ehort by the slamming of & deor in
ihe mnext room, and the sound of
voices, raised as if in argument, waft-
ed through the open window a few
feet from where he sto

“But my reputation, sir. @ Vat dey
say ven [ come back? Dey all sncer
and say DBencis, de great guide, fears
to eross von simple ice bridge, vile
de English heer he guides goes over
widount de fear. Vat dey say den?”

Horace at once recognised the voice
of the most experienced guide in Zer-
matt, and & remark regarding loss of
reputation from such a source at
once aronsed his attention,

“Bnt my good man,’” broke in a
second volce, with a =slight drawl,
“supposing the lady promises to keep
quiet about the little incident, na-
tural modesty on my part, you

know,”

“But heer, da rifh, de risk, vat it
:‘_h- break her promise? My reputa-

on."

“Well, if she breaks her promise
:H.M" ls the amouut agreed, that's

Thers was & pausa, and the smoke
from the listemer's cigarstie floated
upwards in the still air as he jeancd
farther forward to catch the mnawer.

“Do you agree,” conliuucd the firet
voice, but with & perceptible tremor.

“Vat you going to do, eef I agree?”

“That's my business; al] you've gob
to do is to go to-day and find & safe
ice bridge, mind it's perfectly safe,
orver & deep crevice on scme tAMy
peak, and report it to me™

“She will mout likely arrive tos
morrow, and [n s day or two we shall
engage you to guide us up a moun-
tain.

“We ahall arrive ot the summit in
eafety, but in the descent, by a differ-
ent route, we come to the ice bridge
you have selected.

"“You test it carefully and retorm
fo us terror-stricken, to inform us
that it has melted during the past
week, and is now too brittle to cross;
you also tell us there is no other way
back to Zermatt, and it is too late to
return the way wa came.

“You must shake with terror, fali
upon yeur knces and cross yoursclf,
and then—well, then you leave the
rest to me; don't take any notice of
what I say. and keep quiet. You see
it’s ag simple as A B C.”

“But she vill know dere are oder
waya down,”

“She's never been on o mountain
in her life, and she'll believe every
word you =say.

Ancther pause, during which the
sound of rustling notes is heard.

‘Do you agree?’

“Yah™

“Good man,”
“That’s right,
and drink to
scheme.”

in a relieved tone.
Now we!ll go down
the succesa of my
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