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ide sbman to drive her to a certain
pumber in Vietoria-street. Bha was
staring as she went st the two type-
written liues which the mysterious boy
had brought in the myasterivus envelope.

*1 will ioquire of Mius Bewicke. 1§
wiil be better to begin there than—at
the other place. Thers will be time
enough for that afterwards. If — it
she should have loeked him upt”

The potentiality wes too borrible. Fha
could not bear to contemplate it. Yaet,
willy-nilly, it intruded on her fears.

Bhe mecended in the lift to Miis Be-
wicke’s apartmenta, She knocked with
s trembling band at Miss Bewicke’s door.
fhe had to knock m eecond tine before
an auswer eame. Then the door was
opened by & tall, thin, s.turnine-loking
woman to whom the visitor took s dis-
like mpon the apot.

“In Miss Bewicke at home?”

“Will you walk in?* It was only
when Miss Broad had walked in that sha
learned tlat her quest was in vain
#Miss Bewicke i# not at home, She went
to Brighton thia morning.™

“This morning? I thought she was
going laet night?”

“Who told yoo thatt”

There was something in the speakers
vyoiee which brought the blood to Miss
Proad’s cheeka with & rush. BShe stam-

red,

“{—I heard it somewhere”

“Your information was learnmed eon
good authority; very good. Oh, yes,
who meant to go last night, but sle waa

evented.”

‘Prevented—by what?”

“I am mot at liberty to say. Arc you
a friend of Miss Bewicke'st”

There wus something im the woman’s
manner which Miss Broad suspected of
being intentionally offensive. Ehe stared
st ber with bold, insolent eyes, with,
in them, what the young lady felt was
the suggestion of an insolent grim, That
slie knew her, Miss Broad was persuad-
ed; she was sure, fco, that she was com-
pletely cognisant of the faet that she
wa3s not Miss Bewicke's friend.

“T am sorry to say that I am not so

forfunate as to be able to mumbsr my-
self among Misa Bewicke's friemds. I
have not even the pleasure of her ae-
quaintance.”

“That is unfortunate, as Fou say.
About her friends Miss Bewicke is par-
tienlar.”

The mgzestion was o grataitrus
that Miss Brond was startled

“Are vou a friend of hers?”

“} am ner companion; but not for
lonz. You know what it is for one
woman to be a eompanion to aunother
woman. It ie not to be her friend. Uh,
no. I have becen & companion te Miss
Bewicke for many years; Lut soon I go.
I have had enough.”

The woman's manner was so odd that
Miss Broad wondered if she wae a little
touclied in the head, or if she had been
drinking. She looked round the rogin,
at a loss what to say. Her glanee ligated
on a large panel photograph which veeu-
picd the plice of honour on the maniel-
piece. It was Mr Helland. She recog-
nisedd it with a start. It was tle best
lkeness of him she had seen. He had
not given her a copy, nor any portrait of
himselt, which was half s gocd.

Miss Bewicke's copanion was waleh-
ing her.

“You are looking at the photograph?
It ia My Holland, a friend of 2liss Be-
wicke's, the deavest friend she has in
the world”

*You mean he was her friendt”

“He was? He¢ ja—none better, Miss
Bewicke has many friends—oh, yes,
great many; slhe is so beantiful—ia she
not beautiful?—but there are nome of
them to her like Guy.”

Tha woman’s familiar use of Mr, Hol-
land’s Christinn name stong Miss Broad
iuto gilence. That she lied, she knew; to
say that, to-day, Mr. Holland waa etill
Mim Bewicke's dearest friend, was to at-
tain the height of the ridiculous. That
the ywung lady knew quite well. She was
also aware that, for some reason which,
a8 yet, she did pot fathom, thiv foreign
ereature was making herself inientions
ally offengive. None the less, she did not
ke to hear ber lover spoken of in such
fashion by euch lips. Still less lid vhe
like to zee kis portrait where it wns. Had
abe acted oo the impulse of the moment,
she would have toru it into ehreds. And
perbaps rhe might have gone even as far
aa that had she not peresived something
else, which she liked, if possible, still less
than the position octupied by the geo-
tleman's photograph.

On & table lay a walkingstick. A
wecond's glance waa sufficient to convince
bar of the owmership. It was his—a

present from herself, She had had it At
ted with & gold band; his initinle, which
ahe had eut ot it, stared her in the faca,
What was his walking-stick—her gift——
doing there?”

Tha woman's Iynx-like eyes were fol-
lowing hers.

“You uare looking wt the walking-
stick? It, also, is Mr. Holland’s.”

*“\What is it doing heret”

The woman shrugged her shoulders,

“He left it behind bim, I suppose, Per-
haps he was in too great & hurry to get
away, one forpeta little tldngs which are
of no importance

Ehe ealled his walking-stick—her gift
to him—a thing of no iwportance! What
was the creature hinting at? Miss Broad
would not condescend to ask, although
she longed to know.

“Asa 1 tell you, Misa Bewicke is not at
home. She is at the Hotel Metropole at
Brighton. Would you like to toke Mr.
Holland's walking-stick to—hert” Theye
was an accent on the pronoun which the
visitor Adid mot fail to notice. “What
neme shall § give to Miss Bewicke 1

I am Miss Broad™

*“Miss Broad-Letty Broad? Oh, yes,
I remember. Tley were talking and
Janghing about you—>Mr, Holland and
she. Perhaps, after all, you had better
not go down to Brighton.”

When the young lady was back in the
aireet, her brain was a tumult of eon-
tradictions. That the woman who ealled
herself Afiss Dewicke’s eomponicn, had,
for reasons of her own, heen trying to
amuce herself at her expense she had net
the slightest donbt. That Afr. Holland’s
relations with Miss Bewicke were not
what were mipsested ghe was equally
certain. None the less she wondered, and
ghe donbted. What was his portrait doing
there? Etill more, what was his walk-
ing-stick? He was carrying it when they
last met. Under what eircumstonces, he-
tween this and then, had it found its
way to where it was? Where way Mr,
Holland? That there wea a mystery she
wns convinced. Fhe was almost con-
vinced that Mise Bewicke held the key to
it.

Rfhould she run down to Brighton and
find it cut? She would never rest until
she knew. 8he had gone so far; she
might a3 well go farther. SBhe would ba
there and back in no time. The cabman
was told to drive te Victoria. At Vie-
toria 2 train was just on the point of
starting.  Miss Broad was travelling
Brightonwards before she had quty
made up her mind as to whether she real-
Iy meant o go. When the train stopped
at Clapham Junction, she half rose hrom
her seat, and a1 but left the carringe.
She mwight wtill be able to roturn hon.e
far luncheon. Bot while che 1y dal-
lied the train wes off, The ne-t stoppage
wag at Crovdon. There wouid he noth-
ing geincd by alighting thoze: en she
renched Drighton, as she srmned hersell,
withaut ever kaving had the shightsst in-
tentinn of doing it, Theretors, anlne r
mattler of conrse. whea the {rain miiled
into the terminwms, she woy not in the
beat nf ternpers, Rhe addressed sundry in-
quiries to herself as she descended to the
platform.

“Now what am I to de? T may as well
0 to the Metropole aa I am here. T am
niot bound te see the woman even if T go.
And, as for speaking to her'—she curled
her lip in a way which was intended to
convey a volume of meaning—"T suppose
it iz possible to avoid ile woman, even
if I hrve the misfortune to be under the
same Toof with her. The hotePs a toler-
able size; at any rate, we'll see”

She did sta, and that quickly. As she
entered the building, the first persomn
she beheld coming townrds her across the
hall was Miss May Bewicke,

‘Which proves, if proof be necessary,
that a building may Dbe large, and yet too
smail.

{To be continued.)
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A Record of Holiday.

By E (2, SOMERVILLE and MARTIN ROSS

{Authors of *Some Expericnces of an Irieh RM.™)

Of summer holidays it may at least be

contended that they involve two periods
of undiluted enjoyment; the time of an~
ticipation, and the ealm—if sometimes
chastened—meason of retrospect.
. Tam glad, now that the mice are nest-
ing in my trunks, and the spiders weave
ing fresh strape round my hold-all, that
I have been to Switzerland, that the
greasy visitors’ books of several West of
Ireland hotels hell my name, Also, X
remnentber bow very cheerful it was to
study a seorlet-hued Bradehaw, and to
reflect that, wilh entain financial re-
strictions, the Continent of Europs lay
smiling before nie. (I remember also that
I lent that entertaining work to on
American friend, and found the wimost
difliculty in recovering it from him. It
was only restored, indecd, on the moming
of my departure, and my friend mention-
ed that he had sat up nll night reading it,
“just to sze how it ended,” he said.)

Between, however, these seasona of
satiufaction, there stretches the actual
time of holiday, and 42 I retlect wpon it
I am struck by the faet that its more
salient features are misfortures. From s
literary point of view this has ita ad-
vantages; the happy traveller has 0o his-
tory. If the couverse is true it would
need Gibbon or Mecaulay to deal with
our traneit from the County Cork to thaé
Alpine fastness for which we had trust-
ingly, fearlessty labelled our lugzage.

It began with fog in the Chaunel--the
Irish Channel—solid, tangible’ fogm,
through which our bewildered steamer
stumbled, witering large, desolate eties
of distress, stopping every now and them
to bellow hke a lost eow, sometimes, even,
roing zatern, while muffled hootings told
of snother wanderer who bhad drawn
nearer to us than was eonvenient.

“TWhen I heard 'em giving the signal to
go astern,” said 4 sailor officer of high
degree, gett morning, as he gobbled &
helated monthful of breakfast, “I thought
it was about time to get up and purt on
my clothes.  Baid nothing about it to m’
wife, though!”

I wonder if he has realised yet why
evervone smiled,

In London, rain; in  Parig, Blinding
heat.  Dizeily wa staggered round ihe
elder Salon, and through its innumerabla
small sguare rooms, with their lining of
flagrant canvases; it felt Hke exploring
the brain-cells of a fever patient in dell-
rinn. Ome healing instant was ours,
when at the public baths in Boulevard
Alont Parnnsse, the waters of & “Bain
Complet” elosed over ihe exhansted per-
soh; but {hat, even, wag gpeedily poisom-
ed by the discovery that towels and soap,
being extras, were not left in the Cabinet
de DBains, and the bather, having with
dvipping hawnds explered the pocket for
the needed coinin, bad thew to tender them
to the attendant through a difficnlt Hit
of doorway, receiving in exchange & small
tragment of slightly sceated marble and
& grnuze veil. .

After-that, the night jourmey to Gene-
va. Heat, sardine-like proximity of fel-
low-traveilers, two dauntless Englsh ls-
dies, who tarned the long night inte one
unending and clanking tea party; s
nightmare interlude of douaniers, then,
when & tronbled sfeep had at length
been Beatowwed, Geneva, and al! the hor-
rors that sttend the ficish of a lonrg train
journey. PR

At breakfast, st our botel, a survey of
what we had hitherto ecdured in the pur-
suit of plemaure stung us to a brisf re-
volt. This was & holiday, we told our-
selves, why hurryf Fortified by & prin.
ciple theoretically uneasaitable, we sirol-
led sbhout Geneva, It waw cold and very
wet; still, in our newly ranlised leisure,
we made a point of slrelling. On our re-
turn to our hotel most of 1hé stafl were
on ths pavenent, scemingly very much
excited. A voiture, lnden with our lug-
gage, stood at the deor. Tt appenred
that our steamer left for Villeneuve in
eight minutes. I imagine that the hotel
staf’s agitation erose from the fear

that we should not bave time to tip thena
all. This was, alas, unfounded,

The driver took ne Arst to the wrong
steamer. lle then turned s machine tod
short, and loeked the fore earriage. Them
he shambled across the lomg bridge to
the other steamboat qusi, while we sad
forward, like the coxswaina of racing
eights, in sweating agony, watehing our
boat getting up steam snd prepariog for
inatent depaiture.

We caught the boat, by springing like
Spurius Lartina and Herminins across the
widening chaem between her deck and
the shore, and therewith fell into & spa=
cigs of syncope. Mists shronded the
mountaing; a chilled rain awept the lakes
For our paris, slowly recovering, wi
kept the cahin, and wwept the ten-tables
It way almost our first moment of enjoym
ment., -

The Alpime fastness, already alluded to,
was not gained for & further couple of
days, during which an awalkening dise
taste for Switzerland slowly grew in us,
though it 4id not thoreughly muture till
meliowed by & mule ride up s mountain.
Reticenoe in narretion is a quality that B
endeavour to eunltivate. It becomes #
Receagity in treating of the village and ity
sarrounding slums from and through
which our start was made. Having, in £
#tate nearing starvation, been eoffered the
sole refreshment available, namely, cols
centrated eesence of typhoid in the guios
of glasses of milk, and having retained
sufficient self-control to refuse them,
we started on mule-back for the mouns
tain. Traversing, as I have every reason
to believe, the opes main drain of the
village, our animals procceded te totter
up & warrow and precipitous water-
COursd. 4

‘La vote Ia plus directe,” explained the
mule-driver, lashing his ancient cattle
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