CHAPTER VI.—(Continued.)

My heart sank as I remembered the
Incident of last evening, the evidently
clandestine meeting in the shrubbery
at Forest Lea. Could this journey be
conected with that meeting, and could
the timid, modesgt girl I had known at
Forest Lea be capable of planning and
carrying out secret arrangements, sur-
rounded by so many difficulties in her
circumstances? What did it mean?

The endless green panorama still
flitted by, not a gound, save the occa-
slonal rustling of a newspaper, broke
the sllence of the rallway carriage;
the passengers were elther sleepy or
unsociable, An irrepressible desire to
speak to Miss Branscombe possessed
me-—I could bear the gituation no
longer. 1 turned toward her with the
paper I had been reading in my hand,
fintending to offer it to her., She was
already occupled with a book—one of
those thin paper-covered volumes
bought at book-stalls—and she did not
ralse her eyes from it or otherwlse
appear to have notleed my movement,
There was no doubt of her wish to
Ignore our previous acquaintance. And
a conclusive further proof of her iden-
tity was given me In her dress, which
I now had the opportunity of seeing
more distinetly. It was of a brownish
shade, and the pattern a little check—
A simple girlish costume which I re-
membered she had worn in the morn-
ing of the day Col. Branscombe died.
Could I forget the least detall con-
nected with her?

A sudden Insplration flagshed through
my mind, Miss Branscombe had sought
fthis method of communicating with me
privately, away from her family circle,
and the reserve she maintained was
necesgary for the moment in the pres-
ence of our fellow-passengers, some of
whom might be known to her by sight
at least. When the proper moment ar-
rived she would explain herself. I

“Young lady not coming back, sir?”
sald one of them, a portly squire, with
a humorous twinkle in the corner of
his eye, “She's left her cloak and her
book'"—pointing to the latter where it
lay on the floor. “Not coming back—
eh!"”

“l guppose not,” I answered as in-
differently as I could, stooping to pick
up the dropped volume, On the fly-leaf
was written In pencll the name “Nona
Branscombe,"

CHAPTER VIL

“Five minutes past four,” I said to
myself as I gprang out on to the plat-
form at Euston Station. “I shall just
have time to report myself at the of-
fice before Rowton leaves, get a feed
somewhere, and catch the 6:30 back to
Forest l.ea. Here, hansom—as fast as
you can drive to Chancery Lane!”

My plans had been rapidly formed
in the time which elapsed between
Miss Branscombe's disappearance at
Molton Junction and my arrival at
Euston, If Miss Branscombe intended
to return to Forest Lea that night,
reference to Bradshaw had shown me
that it must be by the 6:50 train from
town—there was no other stopping at
Westford; and if she did not return
from that mysterious errand—which
1 could no longer flatter myself was
in any way connected with me—then
my presence at Forest Lea might be
urgently needed. Buch testimony as
I could give as to Miss Branscombe's
movements might be of the utmost
consequence If she was to be saved
from some unknown villainy of Char-
lie Branscombe's. 1 shuddered at the
thought of her possible danger in his
hands, and urged my cabby to swifter
speed over the rattling London streets,

James Rowton recelved me with
open arms.

“Awfully glad you've come back, old
man; the chief is still laid up, and I
find myself up to my ears in work.”

“IT WAS NONA HERSELF.”

knew what fruitless attempts she had
already made to enlist me on her side.

This idea did not perhaps remove the |

primary and greatest difficulty of the
situation, but I halled it eagerly. It
gave Miss Branscombe the loophole
‘which my love demanded. T was con-
tent to walt my lady's pleasure—nay,
1 was more than content—I forgot all

the doubts and fears which had har- |

assed me a moment ago In the rap-

turous delight of the thought that she |

trusted me, she turned to me for help
in her diffculties. A man in love will

forgive any indiscretion of which he I8 |
himself the object and by which he

profits.
The train sped on, the afternoon
shadows lengthened The express

stopped i
Journey, and, as one after the other of
these halting places wan passed with-
out a sign from Miss Hranscombe, |
began to conclude that her destination
was Lthe same As my owWn-—or, wWas she
only sitting out the fellow-passengers,
not one of whom had left us?

The question was presently answered
in & startling and unexpected manner
Molton, & large busy junction, was
reached, We were on the polnt of
leaving It again after & three minutes
halt, when Mise Hranscombe, with a
hurried glance at the platform, staried
to her feet, and batore | could asalst or
prevent her, she had snatched her bag
from the opposite seal, beckonef® 1o
& passing porter, and jeft the carriage
as she had entered —awiftly and sud-
denly.

| sprang after her

“Juat starting sir
the porter

1 e lttle heed o the warking
bl & stream of passengers Jusl ar
vived by (he braneh lae Inlerpossd
bhelwmern e asud Miss Mrasscumbe he
whistle of the eapress sounded

time's up!™ alled

the remembrance of Col Hranscombe s
will, teft behind me in the arriase. | wpat the

few stations on Its rapid |

and

| The junlor was not fond of work.

Gladstone. “I have never been at
Venice, and"—examining it more
closely—"this is not my bag; the key
doesn’t fit,”

“Whew—w!" whistled my partner.
“A case of ‘exchange mno robbery.
You've bagged somebody else’s, and
he's bagged yours"-—laughing at his
own pun. “Awfully disgusted he’ll be
when he sees the documents.”

“It's an impossibility,” 1 ejaculated.
“The bag was put Into the carriage
and taken out again by my own hands,
and It never left my sight throughout
the journey. It was on the opposite
seat, I can swear there's been no mis-
take, It's a robbery! 8Send for the
police."

The words died on my lins. A ter-
rible suspicion darted into my mind.
Nona Branscombe had carried a black
bag—a Gladstone, the facsimile of
mine—and I had deposited it beside
my own on the vacant seat. In her
precipitate flight she had taken the
bag, leaving cloak and book behind
her, and, a8 I remembered now, ef-
fectually covering up the Gladstone
she had left. In her agitation she had
evidently exchanged the bags by mis-
take,

“Robbery? Nonsense—Iit's a case of
exchange!" persisted James Rowton.
“Can't you remember who had the
other? Did he come all the way?"

“Yes,” I sald confusedly, putting my
hand to my head. *“I remember; she
got out at Molton.,”

“She!" echoed my partner. "Was it
a woman? And with a Gladstone!"”

“Yes,” 1 answered, heartily vexed
with myself for the involuntary admis-
slon, it was a woman. 1'll go back to
Juston and wire to Molton at once.
The mistake may have been discovered
and my bag left there; and I will fol-
low the message by the first train.”

“Oft agaln?” exclaimed Rowton rue-
fully. “There's a week's fag here'—
pointing to a plle of documents whA |
filled the table. ®

“Can't help it!” I retorted. ‘"T'h
funeral takes place the day after to-
morrow. I must be present to read
the will, take executor’'s instructions,
and so on; and there is other busi-
ness which must be attended to.”

“Can't I run down?" proposed Row-

ton. “Is the heiress there? I should
like to see her.”

“I must find the will,” 1 replled.
“There's no time to be lost. The Col-

onel gave me special Instructions; I
am bound to be present—other things
must wait.,”

“You're off then?” sald Rowton, re-
luctantly. “Well, ta-ta, old fellow!
Wire when you've got the bag. It's
an awful joke, though—such a sell for
the lady.”

“Don’'t let the chief hear of it, I
stopped to request as I left the office,
the fatal bag in my hand—"it would
upset him."”

“All right,” nodded the chief's
nephew. “It was an awfully flat thing
to do, you know, Fort—to let a wom-
an run off with the old Colonel's
will, And a steady-going fellow like
you, too! Now, if it had been I—"

I stayed to hear no more. My han-
som was waltlng. and my Jarvie
celved his instructions to hurry back
to Euston with the equanimity of his ‘
order., What did it matter if all the
world had gone mad sgo long as his
fare was a good one?

My message was soon dispatched,
and whilst I waited for the answer I
made my way to the refreshment room.
But, notwithstanding my long fast, 1
was too fevered and exclted to eat,
and conld only swallow a glass of
wine and break & blscult. Then 1
hovered impatiently about the door of
the telegraph office, musing on the
complication which this unlucky accl-
dent had brought into the whole af-
fair,

(To be continued.)

CARD-PLAYING STORIES.

| “There's that case of Rose versus Em-
ery-—you know all about it, 1 suppose, |
and old Mrs. Entwistle's estate. and
Sir Everard Brimbone's settlements— |
they are all on e llke a pack of |
wolves, Morton, from Morton and
| White's, has been In three times to- '
day. BSir Everard wants the thing
pushed on—marriage comes off at the
end of the month. Wish people |
wouldn't get married! Fagged to |
death—ugh!"—rising and stretching

| himself, “Well, what's your news?
| Old man dead?"” |
“Yes,” 1 said laconically, for his

tone jarred upon me. “Colonel Brans-
combe's will Is here" —pointing to my
Gladstone bag. “We'd better take a
copy, 1 suppose.” |

“Yes, | suppose so. What has the
old fellow done—left everythiing o
that rip of a nephew?"

“No," | answered unwillingly, Nora's
name had become a sacred word to
me, and | hesitated to pronounce it
In such a presence

[ “No? Then what has he done with |
the estats? | thought he had no other |
relations.” !

He had a niece,” | replied, fumbling |

for the key of my bag Oh t
taking the key from my poc ket
Jennings must stay and make the
copy, and send 1t down '

“A nlece?™  Interrupted

“Who la ahe* Never heard of her

What's she like? Young or old? Does

here |

Rowtlon
|

| Miss

CHAPTER VIIL.—(Continued.)

My hitherto matter-of-fact life had
suddenly recelved its “baptism” of
mystery and romance; and with it an-
other initiation—that supreme revelia-
tion which comes but once in a man's
life, and having come, leaves Its mark
upon it forever—the revelation of
love,

“Your message, sir,” sald the tele-
graph clerk at my elbow. I tore open
the yellow envelope, and read—

“Molton Junction—No  Gladstone
bag left here, or inquired for to-day.”

Then Miss Branscombe had not dis-
covered her mistake, Moreover, her
destination was some polnt beyond
Molton, or she would certalnly have
had time to detect the change of bag-
gage.

I sent a message to Miss Elmslie at
Forest Lea, announcing my return
that night and requesting that If con-
venlent a carrlage might meet me at
the station, and then I prepared to
get through as best I might the hours
of supense which lay before me.

My heart beat faster as the evening
express neared Molton Junction, 1 was
on the platform almost as soon as the
traln stopped. The station was un-
usually quiet, and the platform clear
from one end to the other; there was
no sign of the slight, graceful figure
for which I sought eagerly. I did not
glve up hope until the last moment.
After a hurried inquiry at the cloak
fpom 1 lingered by the carriage door
yntil the train was absolutely in mo-
tion, and then resumed my seat with a
blank chill of disappointment, Miss
Branscombe was evidently not return-
ing to Forest Lea that night,

The loss of the will—serlous as such
a loss would be to me both personally
and professionally—occupled no place
in my mind as I traveled on toward
Forest Lea. I believe I had entirely
forgotten the lesser misfortune in what
seemed to me the greater—the disap-
pearance of MiIss Branscombe from her
home, That she was the victim of
some deeply lald plot on the part of
her cousin I never doubted; the reec-
tor's precautions had been taken too
late. Posslbly had I spoken of last

can hear, she's dying. She was a
very old lady, and she’s been bad this
six months or more. She was took
worse tonight.”

I groaned Inwardly. Then the rec-
tor's help was lost at this critical junc-
ture. It was a fatality; I must tell
my story to Miss Elmslle, and that
without a moment's logs of time, From
her 1 might galn the information nec-
essary to put me on the track of the
misgulded girl.

Miss Elmslie met me at the door of
the little morning room devoted to her
use and Miss Branscombe's; there was
no slgn of agitation or anxiety In her
manner—nothing but cordiality and
gatlsfaction at my appearance,

“S8o good of you, Mr. Fort, to come
back so soon!" she exclaimed. *“And
how tired you must be after your Lwo
journeys! I am glad you were able to
return to us at once, We need your
help more than ever, for we have had
another shock tonight, The poor dear
rector has been called away to—I fear
—his mother's death bed, Ah, the
world is full of sorrowful things! But
come in, Mr. Fori"—as | stood rooted
to the threshold, *“Come in to the
fire. What—what is the matter?

What, indeed? No wonder that I
stared with dropped jaw and wonder-
gtricken eyes, for in an arm chair by
the fire, which the chilly evening ren-
dered comfortable, 1 beheld Nona
Branscombe,

CHAPTER VIII,

Yes, it was Nona Branscombe in the
flesh, and not a spirit, as in my first
utter bewilderment I had half imag-
ined. She was wrapped In a light
fleecy shawl; her face was pale as
death, and her whole attitude full of
listless wearinese, She looked like
oneé who had wept until she could weep
no more, and had given up the strug-
gle with grief out of sheer exhaustion,
I fancied that a faint wave of color
stole over the pale cheeks as she held
out her hand to me, but ghe did not
speak, and sank back agaln amongst
her cushious,

Miss Elmslie pregsed food and drink
upon me with kindly hospitality, and

evening’'s discovery Miss Branscombe's

talked In her purlimg cheery way,

They Must Have Been “Perfect Ladles™ |
in Those Dmys. |

- |

One of the most notorious female |

gamblers of the eighteenth century was |
Pelham, the daoghter of the |
prime minister, says Temple Bar. She
not only rulned herself at cards, but
would have beggared her sister Mary |
as well had not their friends Inter-
vened and insisted on the s=isters sep-
arating. Horace Walpeole gives a pltl-
ful account of “poor Miss Pelham sit-
ting up all night at the club without a
woman, Tosing hundreds a night and
her temper and beating her head.”
Another writer says that the unhappy
woman often played with the tears
streaming down her cheeks. Lady
Mary Compton, an old maiden lady, & |
contemporary of Miss Pelham and, ke |
her, addicted to gambling, had tho|
same propensity to tears, When she |
lost, we are told, she wept bitterly—
“not for the Toss tsell,” she was care- |
ful to explain, “bdat for the unkindness |
of the cards” Both ladies, when luck

went agalnst them, lost thelr tempers, |
as did many others, and amoug them

Mrs ("live. The actress, aflter her re- |
tirement from the  stage Hyed wt

Twickeaham, In a cottage lant her by |
Horace Walpale. The place had thes &

reputation for gquiet card parties. In |
Montpeller row lived four age! dammes, |
known in the neighborbeod s Manille, |

she come In for the land and all® Why
don't you speak ouwl. man”

1 will In & moment.” | rejoined

What on ocarth s the malier wilh
this key* halding M wp 1o the Light
Something In the barrel ~dust |
dare say sugested Rowlon carviase
Iy Bt aboutl the uieve T
satad. FPunt In sha Gig Al “dhih
tiul, and an helross®
e tha ek I exclaim
Seve rhaht shough T v AR
has srarely Leen oyl £ my sleh
I stared al wmy partns

recalled me lo @y duty, | dashed back | whilet | it every vestige of culos
Just In Ume, mad with disappaiatment | leaving my ohooks This bag lsn't
ond bafed cuilosity. and regalned WY | mine, Weits ook st this it

seal I8 & condition which
sompolent fellow travelem,

roused W)

ing 0 a ball effaced label of & foreign
hotel adbering W the botlom of (e

dpadille. Baste and Pimio, terme |
| drawn for the game of quadrilia They |
| were asccustomed o assemble svery |
night st earh others houses o play

Mn the fist of the month sash

arda
i trn guave & grand party A\ relalive
of oas of the ladien A ‘sl AR W
r pmi of e of b ne grr v 1}
which he Waa Ppiessl Wi 1T | &
i f Lhe guee b Bapys vl W have
fort e opponent an old lady with vy
| e hite halr, wha s varse of the
| game daplayed Lwe black wes There
b M (lve Bew In & L age “‘
- rean. el Twe Wik sess! Hame!

mbe youl oaner, WUewgh | wish
shondd | vonld give you twe blach sy,
you ol white oal'”

| tor and give him the clue | hald
| was just possible —a dosen things were

Il |
LT

=

“IN AN ARMCHAIR NEAR THE FIRE I BEHELD NONA BRANSCOMBE."

guardians would have heen on the
alert and this evening's escapade
would have been prevented. A girl,,
inexperienced, innocent, confiding—
ms, in spite of all, 1 could swear Nona:
was—might have been drawn into any
step, however extrems—even into &
hasty and secret marrtage—by the fas
cinating and clever spendthrift o
whom she had given Rer girlish affee-
tion, helleving him to be unjusy
diginherited—In her gwn favor.

Only a few hours had elapsed since
her fight, however, Was It too Inte
to save her? Hardiyp. There conllt b
no marriage before the morning, i o
I would go at onee Lo Ulee pec-

M.
it

possible.

whilst I listened and ate
dream,

“It has been a long day,”” Miss Elm-
Ite said, “and there has. bheea so much
to do. | made Nona keep her room un-
til dinner time, and then came
the shock off the reglor's summons.
Dear, dear—to think thut Mrs, Heath-

a8 in a

| eote should follow the dJdear Colonel

s0 soon!" She glanced at Nona, and
changed tde subject, “Had you a
pleasant journey, Mr Fort?”

“Yes,” 1 answerwl, rousing myself
with an effort, it was very pleasing ap
to a cermin point. Then a little ad-
venture, befell! mea™ 1 Lhad my eyes
fixed upon Miss Heanscombe as | sppke;
there was no chaswe in her attitude, no
intervt in her spill, weary face

“An  adventure™ exclaimed
Elmslle. “"What was 1t?

Miss

The cool nighe wind blowing wpon

my heated brow, as | sal omw more |

behind the spheadid chesinwe, seomed
to let light amd alr together in on Lhe
subject and to Wit me oet of the
vrough into which | had sunk. Hope
came to my hearl, | wis impatient Lo
confer with the rector. No, It wa
pertainly aot too late, | declded,

The rectory was close to the gates
of the Lea. | directed my Jehy o
stop thwre first

1 bave to see the rector,”™ 1 en-
platued They have nol gone 1o hed
1 see lighta'™

“The rector, alr™
pulling up, however

the man
Heatheote

walty

A\
wenl
feteh you e was sent for
bl yel
It'e & poasl Lol Wile

and he'll
vien L
e How

Bl e even i he
night

mare "’
“Hant for'!“—thes It was all right |

broaihed &4 devoul thankagiving Mer
gmrdian bhad followed Noua—ehe was
e

| Tho man's nest words  denaliahed

| this hope
| "It's Ms mathar, alr

tor Hosmere [dst s 1 started o |

P determined to make a bhold stroke,
‘I lost my bae.” | replled watehs
| Ing the motienlesa figure in the arm
chalr
' “Lost your bag'"
e, “"Dear me -1 hope you found
agalin.”

“No, | pave not found It up o this
time.” 1 answered | bhelleve It was
exchanged by a fellow passenger &
lady" —atill no sign from Noaa—"'who
left har own in s place ™

Nut the rallway aficlals
telograph
always confused and helplons in « mer
et ien they san get It back for you
Have you made lnguiries®”
| ‘ "a

made ingulel s

I think | have tra
\ Misa Nranseo s b

ihis moment and leaned her ohoaeh

o shading her face frolm WY

View My shat had told ot last

You bave iraesd her™' sald Miss
| Blmalie. " AR then it will be all right ™
, You | hope It will be all right” |

echoed Misa Eims-
it

the the

steadily I have
and wi b emphasis
ol the lady

Iiftesd her hand al

I answajed

From what l|uhunl.

L onles for butter,

“How very awkward” gald Miss
Elmslie, “for the lady as well ag for
you! Dear me, Mr. Fort, | hope you
will soon get back your own property.
Can we gend to the station in the
morning? Or s there now anything you
want for tonight. Austin can attend to
it if you will ask him."”

“Thank you,” I replied, “the bag con-
tanied nothing but papers.”

“Papers!"” exclalmed Mliss Elmslis,
“Then you must be very anxious, Mr,
Fort. Do let us send—or had you not
better go yourself?”

“Thank you,” I responded; 3" have
no doubt I shall recover everything—
in the morning."

“How cool you are!" sald Miss Elms.-
lle, “I should be In a fever.”

“l1 think I will go to bed now,” sald
Miss Branscombe, rising languldly
from her chalr,

“l1 will come up stalrs with you,"”
sald Miss Elmslle, starting up and tak-
ing Nona's arm in her own, “[ ghall
not say gond-night, Mr. Fort; you have
not finished your supper. Pleass don't
hurry—I am coming back.”

Miss Branscombe bowed and held
out a limp, nerveless hand as I opened
the door for her exit. Bhe shivered just
a little, too, and drew her shawl more
closely about her, but there was nel-
ther gullt nor confusion—only wearl-
ness and sorrow—in the eyes which
met mine for an instant, Then the
two ladies crossed the hall and mount-
ed the wide ghallow stalrs,

Miss Elmelie came down presently.

“Poor child,” she sald, “she I8 abzo-
lutely worn out!
whole day. I hope ghe wlill sleep now;
that is the best restorer, She has had
no gleep yet.”

My first glance on galning my bed-
room was toward the Gladstone bag
which stood beside my portmanteau,
Nona had probably taken the opportu-
nity of making the exchange quietly
In my absence—she had shown her-
self a person of resources, and [ had
little doubt that this would be her
line of action., It would Involve no
explanation of awkwardness, 1 lifted
the bag almost with a smile—the ad-
venture Interested me, There at the
bottom was still the half-effaced label
—*“Hotel —gla, Venezia.” Miss Brane-
combe then had In some way falled to
be equal to the occaslon; possibly she
had been, as Miss Elmslie expressed it,
too “worn-out” to attempt the transfer
that night.

I opened my portmanteau, and there
amonget my own possessions lay the
large light gray dust cloak and the
yellow paper-covered volume left be-
hind by my traveling companion; there
were the pencfled words, “Nona
Branscombe"—tangible evidence that
the day's adventure had been no {l-
lusfon or case of mistaken Identity, as
I was half tempted at times to believe,
I fell asleep, after mueh troubled toss-
Ing, and dreamt of Nona Branscombe,
at the Colonel's funeral, wrapped in
hér gray dust cloak, and carrylng [n
her hand my Gladstone bag, with
“Venezia”™ in large letters on it,

(To be continued.)

INTERESTING ITEMS,

P

Great Britain pays $90,000,000 annuo-
ally to America and the English eol-
The people who buy
high-price Butter want it sweet and®
fresh, and this is possible only when
the cows are eating spring grass. As
it is not always spring In England it
stands te eeason that bulter Has to be
brought fram those places where
spring is. First the Londomer gets his
botter fromr west England, Normandy
and Brittamy. Then the butter of
northern DeEnmark follows and Austra-
linm butter comes next—English winter
Is Australiam spring,

[n a recent lecture by Dr. Charles B,
Dudley, chief chemist of a eertaln rail-
road, it is shown how the gosts of the
distinetively little things mount up in
tha offices. of a large rallway system.
For instamee, he shows that it costs
the rallroad each year abaut $1,000 for
pins, $5,080 for rubber bands, $5,000
for ink, $5,000 for lead pencils, ete, The
fact that. it costs nearly as much for
stationery with which ta carry on the
business as it does for lran, as Dr, Dugd-
lpy asserts, is indeed swartling. Some
roads have realized theextent of waste
in suehh directions aml have, among
other measures, orderad that a hwge
part of the communieutions between
their various officlals shall be written
on pads of manila paper instead, of on
regular letter hoads,

There |8 no o from John OXBroat's
ta Land's End, England, who hestows
mere of his means to philanthrogle

causes than Lord QOvertoun, to wham ~

his father, James White, lefy a fortune,
closely approaching 510,000,000, Sev-
enty-odd years ago the father of Lord
Overtoun and hls brother John took
possession of an old soap and soda
works near Hutherglen aod converted
it into & feclory for the production of
blchloride of potash, It Ia related of
the founder of the business that he waa
wont to stend inside the gate of his
works at nlght and it he found any
particlea of chrome-a chemical e
which he recelved 39 vents a pound n
those days adbering to  bools or
clothes he would stop the man with
the remark: “Hey, man' gang back

sald Miss Eimalle wha was |

lry erum on yer bitia®
[ holl White,

and dand your shin Div ye no e
ye're calreyin’ awa' slller wheh ye cair-
John Camp-
the present ownsr ol Lhe
Hutherglen. waa
UL "

worka al
Mharom Chvertoun
ishing the ik fram hin ssiate In
IMimbartonshire He was "
1842 and was educaled at Olasgow unl
verwity He la coriainly one of the
budleatl men (n the couniry. and beakdes
belng & depuly llsutenant and convener
for Dumbartonahire, (a presideat of in-
numerable rellgious and philanihropie

rhvmical
vivatleos) st

birm

societies

She has cried the ~
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