The Joy of Living

»

CHAPTER X XV-—Continued.
P 1, J.

“Ry all means, Inspector,” sald Rer-
trand yawning, "I am p mere amateur,
All caves look allke to me. Mind the
briars; they prick most nccursedly.”

Arkwright's lugpection of the cave
was brie’

“It I8 etipty, but the place has been
ased, nud  recently,” he reportedl.
“Steange they should not have chosen
it: It I8 the best Wding place In the
pit."

“Perhaps they only recently discov-
ered this desirnble resldence, and were
about to shift thelr quurters,” suggest-
ed de Jussne, “No doubt, If o few
watehful pollcemen ambush themselves
efMclently during the dark hours, they
will enteh the amiable consort of that
cutthront yonder, One hopes so. It 18

painful to the law-ablding to know that
malefnctors are at Inrge, Particularly
when they are femnles"

Inspector Arkwright looked at him
dublously, and made no reply. Bllly,
nlgo, when the two rejolned him, eyed
de Jussae with extreme thoughtful-
ness, and hond some difculty In sup-
pressing his emotion. He was stlll
mounting guard over Jnke, who lay
upon  his improvised stretcher and
gazed up at the sky with a singularly
beatiie smile, De Jussne offered him
clgarette, which he gecepted silently.

“I think,” sald Inspector Arkwright,
“T'll eall on you two gentlemen to as-
plat me and we'll get Lim out of this. 1
want the place cloared.”

It wias not an ensy motter to carry
the gate and it8 burden out of the plts,
By the time they hind achleved It, the
enr arrlved from Jervaulx and wound
fts way over the flat turf. Jake wns
lifted Into It

“I must trouble you to accompany
me, Mr, Spencer,” suld Arkwright,

“Anything to oblige the police,” sald
Billy, squeezing himself Into the froni
of the car, It was o tight it

The Jjourney to Stanhoe was made
mlmost o stlepece,  When the car ar-
rived ot the pollce statlon Juke was
duly disposed of, while Bllly cooled his
heels In u dingy walting room that had
been whitewashed some time durlng
the perlod when Sl Robert Peel was
reorgauizing the forece, Presently Im-
gpector Arkwright Jolned him, The In-
ppector closed the door, and regarded
Billy with n sphinx-like but falntly
humorous eye,

“1 think, Mr. Spencer,” he sald
quletly, “that you have no very high
opinton of my Intelligence?"

“Wrong there,” sald Dilly, politely.
*I don't know that I'd class the Stan-
hoe staff with the world's great think-
ers,  But U've heard a lot about Scot-
lund Yard, and, If T may say so, you
come fully up to sumple”

“There Is no harm now In my telllng
you thut T know preelsely what your
movements have been, Mr, Spencer, 1
know that It was you, and not the pris-
oner, who stayed ot Ivy eottnge ns the
tenant of Mrs, Sunning, 1 know that
pour compundon, at the same time,
Etuyed next door, 1 have also a fairly
noecurnle comprehension of the reasonsg
mhileh led you to pecept temporary eme-
l:lugmun! In the Jervaulx ubibey house-

old, 1 did not, tll now, know who
Fou were, Hut the pupers you gave me
setublish  your f{dentity,  And that
makes pll the dTerence”

Billy was silent,

‘1 am,
foots,”

“There's one recent fact” thought
Billy, "that vou're not wise to”

“Your afMalrs, Mr, Spencer, though
romewhnt compliented, do not eall for
the Interventlon of the pollee,” suald
Arkwright, with the ghost of a smile,
“nud no ofllelal cognlzance will he

taken of that matter; unless something
amforescen ocours. T am a thlef hunter
pnd not g enstigutor of rash young
men. What 1 know, 1 shall, doubtless,
keep to myself

iy felt nn enormous sense of re-
def, combined with a sharp twinge of
Consclivnoee,

“The lrresponsible econple who en-
seonced  themselves ot Ivy  cottage”
Enlld Arkwright, with a dry smlle, "made
o good denl of troulile for themselves.”

“Ingpector,” aald Billy, “did you ever
do a fool thing?"

Inspector Arkwright twinkled,

“A good many, when I was your age,
nd, sometimes, even now, However,

wish you good fortune, 1 am not un-

ateful to you for your share In the
unning to earth of Mr, Juke, It ls the
uty of the elvilinn to nssist the pollce,
Whe woman will still be brousht to
hook. And T shall eall on your formt.
dubile employer before 1 leave, Good-hy,
Mr. Spencer.'

Billy walked out of Stanhoe pollee
eitntlon und made his way back to the
fhhey on font, ¢

“Goee " he sald penslvely, “But that
st stunt was awful dangerons! Of
course, I see well enough what hap-
pened.  But It was Just o lueky necl
dent nelther Almee nor that blamed
nulsance of o woman wins seen getting
nway. The lucklest sort of acecldent
Inspector Arkwright Isn't the fool |
ook him for, by a long way, I wonder
lmw myeh he knows? But he can't

now that"

He shook his shoulders,

“It came near helng a renl erash—
ust when everything had come right,
t put the wind up me worse than any-
thing yet. Hut there's nothing to be
beared at now."”

Desplte the excellent turn affalrs
had taken, Billy's mind was troubling
him. He had the alr of a small boy
whose rald on the jam cupboard Is

t to be discovered. When he ar-

you o see, In possession of the
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rived at the abbey there was no slgn
of his partner. After lingering for
some time peur the most Hkely hounts,
Billy slghed and retreated to  the
gurnge,

e hind not been there long when
Almee's face appenred furtively round
the angle of the door.

“Hello!" she suld, stepping Inside.

She hinlted, angd they looked at each
other dublously, Almee wos decldedly
ple, her eyes pathetic and rather
frightened,

“1 couldn't kelp 1t, Billy 1" she gald
suddenly,

“Couldn't help what?"

“You saw us getting away, didn’t
you? And the girl—and the Sphinx?
Hns Monsleur de Jussuc expluined to
youi

“I haven't seen him,” sald Billy,
quletly, “but I guess it lsn't hard to see
how things were, You might as well
tell me, though,"

Almee, very gloomily, deserlbed her
encounter with Cnlamity Kate,

“1 know," she concluded, shakily,
“you're thinking me an Idlot, I'd no
right to take such a risk—with the po-
llee there and everything, I—I sup
pose she's a thief, But she's done such
n lot for that mun, and she was 8o mils-
eruble. He's her husband,  And 1
couldn't help thiuking about you and
me, Billy, and how [ should feel If you
—you—"

She broke down and began to cry
quletly.

“That's how [t was. Are you very
ungry with me?”

Billy gnsped and, stepplng qulckly to
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Billy Pulled Aimee's Hands Away.

her, pulled Almee's hands away from
hee foce,

“Angry—with you?" he exelaimed,
holidiag them tight, *I wons afrakl you'd
be mud with me! You ought to, Why,
I did the same thing, and 1'd no ex.
cuse ! 1T ought to have made sure that
wonnn was run In"

“You—did the same thing?* sald
Almee, sturing.
“Yes!  Of course, T never drenmed

youwere in the pits, or I wouldn't hnve
done It. "That erlppled crook in the
cave got over me. They've got him for
five o ten yvears: and he's earned it
But hie was ull hroken up nbout his
wile,
of symputhy., But—the poor devil was
In such o state, that gomehaow 1 foll for
it. He¢ never whined on his own ne-
count; he was thinking of hils wife, It
got me on o raw spot,  He knew T must
have teacked him  through lher—he
begged me to say nothing about her,

“And Tdlde't, T gave him that mucl
rope. Never told the police I'd seen
her close by, Running down women ls
thele Job, If 1t's got to be done, let
them do jt, They haven't any cholee—
but I had, All the same,"” sald Billy, “1if
I'd drenmed for a moment you were ln
the plts, I'd have chased fifty feinnle
thieves sooner than you shonld take o
chance! T ought to be horsewhipped
for riskin' 1"

“1 think it was fine of you, Bllly!"
erled Almee with spurkling eves,

“No!"™ he sald, “It's you that were
flne'

“Thig,” sald Almee, “Is whint comes
of growing sentlmental, Nelther of us
would have dreamed of making sueh—
such fools of ourselves a week ago.
What will become of hier? Will she
gt away?”

“1 don't know or care, If she made
the road, there's jJulce enough In the
Sphing to tonke her a hundred miles
from here, I only hémpe they don't find
her with the machine, But I'll bet they
don't. She'll get clear and cover her
tracke—she's the sort that does"

“Iut the Sphing,” snld Almee,
Intense remorse, “our 8phinx,
I've lost her for youl"

Bllly laughed,

“We'll mighty goon have another—
there's two huadred landed at the
docks last week—sgame model; and s
factory being equipped to bulld the new
model over here, Mass production.”

“What! You never told me It had

with
Blilly

Nelther of them deserve o serap®
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got ns far a8 that! But—I wanted the
old one, Billy—our Sphinx."

“Muybe you'll have her yet. Only
I'm not golng to let her make trouble
for you. We're pretty near done with
trouble,"”

“But how-"

“Never mind, T'1 tell you some time.
Gee! how you'll lnugh! But 'm gly-
Ing you the cinch—it Is so."

“Billy 1" ghe crled, “isn't that splen-
did!  Though I—I—"

“Well?

“1 haven't been worrylng se much
about 1t lately,” sald Almee swiftly,
“But It's good to know. And what's
going to happen now 1"

“l know one thing that's golng to
happen now," sald Billy, and he kissed
her with—as de Jussac would say—
cmpressement,

“Billy I" sald Almee a little breath-
lessly. “Aunt sald we had to be
decorous "

“So we nre,"” replied Billy, He klssed
her agaln,

Half an hour later Bllly, passing the
main porch, encountered Lady KEry-
then,

‘Spencer,”" she sald, “1 was about to
send for you. The person from Scot-
lnnd Yard, who bhas just left, Informed
me that he had not only captured one
of the thieves, but that you had ren-
dered hlm Invaluable ussistance, It
really seems a remarkable ending to
the aftair—but It does not surprise me
In the least! I sald from the first that
you were more likely to make a suc-
cess of this problem than all the po-
lice In the country, If they would only
consult you, 1 was perfectly right—
my judgment, lu fact, s never wrong."

“Yes, my lady."

“l am quite capable of reading be-
tween the lines,” sald Lady Erythea
with suppressed triumph. “It Is my
convictlon that the capture of this
abominable thief was due entlrely to
you, The police are imbeclles,”

Billy shook his head.

“On the contrary, Inspector Ark-
wright Is an uncommonly clever man,
my Indy," he sald respectfully. “As for
me, I hnd—luck, Luck’s a queer thing.
Even cleverness won't always beat It.”

Lady Erythea looked a little out of
Lier depth,

“In any case,” she contlnued, “I am
very pleased that this nbsurd susplelon
of the pollce regarding you Is cleared
up, and that you come out of the affair
with guch credit, It confirms my opin-
lon of you'"

Lady Erythea contemplated Billy's
tall Ngure and serenely handsone face
with o certaln regret.

“I s sorry,” she sald, “that you are
leaving Jervaulx,"

Billy smiled,

“The week 1 have spent In your Indy-
ship's service,” he sald gently, “has
been the happlest thue of wy fe"”

Lady Erythen was not glven to ex-
pressing her emotions. But her aus-
tere face positively tinged a falnt pink
color with pleasure.

CHAPTER XXVI

“Where ls My Daughter?™

“Why can't we stay on for another
week, Dlly?" sald Almee, leanlng a
little farther out of the study window,
duster In hand, “Go to Aunt—the
Missus, I mean-—and ask her to let you
keep the Job, She'll jump at It

“Nothing dolng " suld Bllly sternly.

Almee sighed. The hour was nenrvly
noon on the duy following the Odyssey
of the crng plts, No news had been
henrd of Calnmity Kate, who appeared
to have drifted ont of history on the
Sphinx. A brief interval of peace had
settled apon Jervaulx,

“There'll be a vaeancy for a parlor.
wald an' chauffeur,” onnounced Billy
with deeislon, He was standing on the
gravel just outside the window., “All
the hother with the pollee Is wiped off
the slate, It's only a fool that backs
s luek toe fur, And It's time to gult
the gnme and turn the lights out."

“That means Aunt has got to know
who 1 am, und who Georgle 1s; and—
and all the rest of §."

“There's no way out of that,
ufrald.”

“1 know. But I do rather funk It,
Bllly, The worst If It I8 poor old
Gieorgle 1s In a tighter place thon 1
am,"

“We'll have to see her through 1t."

“Don't you think,” sald Almee, dis-
tinetly worrled, “thut it would be hest
if Georglna arranged to cut short her
visit and went home—und Amy Snooks
gave notlee, or just cleared out. You
as well, Then we—we could explain It
all by letter, or something, 1 think 1t
would look bettor that way,"

Billy looked at her a Httle oddly,

“I am In a funk, Billy,” sald Almee,
trembling stightly. “I don't care for
myself, but it's awful to think of poop
Georgle having the gtorm bhreak on her.
She isn't bullt for It, 1 belleve If the
thing lsn't sprung on us suddenly, and
we manage it at the right time, we—
we might get awny with it."

“Right again,” sald Bllly, “but ]
shan't go. 1 shall stay aund put It
through myself.”

“No " sald Almee qulckly,
hear of that”

“You just leave It to me,"” sald Billy,
soothingly, “there's another way, Il
show you—"

“I won't

The whier of a motor Interrupted
him. A Inrge nutomoblle was ap-
proneching up the park rond, Almee
Inoked at 1t. Such an expression of
liorror came Aver her feantures that
Mily was startled.,

“What's the matter?”

“That's absolutely torn [t1"
Almee In strangled tones,

“Ehi"”

“It's Dad!"

Almee dived back Into the room llke
a robbit retreating luto Its burrow,

The automobile swept up to the maln
entrance: the Very Reverend Lord
Scroope descended,

“Is Lady Erythea In?" he sald, al-
most curtly, to the butler. “Announce
me at once, please. Lord Scroope”

Mr. Tarbenux showed him Into the
empty drawlng room, Lord Scroopo
deposited his hat among a cluster of
Dresden ornaments. His brow, usually

snld

white nnd serene ns nlabaster, was
clouded, Lady Erythea entered ma-
Jeatieally.

“Anthony I" she sald.

Lord Scroope, omitting any greeting,
regarded her fixedly.

“I recelved your letter by last night's
post, Brythea, announcing Almee's en-
gagement to Alexander, 1 borrowed
the bishop's cor, and I have heen trav.
elilng from Closominster slnce seven
this morning."

Lady Erythen recelved the news with
a smlile of appronl,

“The silly chl/l wished me to delay
announcing her Letrothal, But that, of
coursge, I could not consent to, I wrote
to you at once, Anthony. I commend
the energy yo: have shown In husten-
Ing to congratulate them—and me, One
80 seldom sees you In a hurry.”

Lord Scroope deliberately placed a
r;mir of gold-rimmed pince-nez on his
nose and stared at his sister-ln-law.

“The news of this engngement,” he
eald enrnestly, “ls unwelcome to me,
Entirely unwelcome.”

Lady Erythea stiffened In every limb.
Her ear-trumpet was presented In one
hand; with the other she ralsed her

lorgnettes and directed them nt Lord
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Regarded 'E'ach Other Glassily.

Scroope,
glasslly.

“I do not understand you," sald Lady
Erythea with frigidity, “Alexunder is
n young man of unexceptionable char-
acter and prospects, Jervaulx will be
hls, The Seroope estate s entalled, anid
I nm sufliciently au falt with your af-
faira to know that when your two sons
In the Serviee are provided for there
will ba no overpowering fortune left
for Almee, It appears that if there 1s
any complaint, it should come from
me."”

“The financlal aspeet of the question
does not weigh with me,"” sald Lord
Scroope with aeperity. “I object to
the mateh ftself, If Alexpnder s to
marey at nll—"

“If he Is to marey ! Interrupted Lady
Erythea warmly., "Of course he |s to
marry, Though I confess I wns very
much afrald he pever would, Permit
me to tell you, Anthony, that In taking
up this attitude as to the marvinge of
priests, you stand on a very shaky
foundation. You yourself are n Clerk
in Orders, and an extreme Ritunlist,
Shall T remind you that If you had not
married Dellelu—and an excellent thing
It wns for you—this sltuation would
never have arlsen "

“l1 am not censclous of having ex-
pressed any such argument,” sald Lord
Seroope very stiffly, but with a certaln
pinkness about the ears. “As for Alex.
ander, he Is In every way an excellent
voung man. But If he (5 to marry, the
last thing I should have desired 1s his
alllaneo with my daughter, Thelr tem.
peraments are so opposed that T am
convineed nothing but  unhappiness
L could result—In fact, your news seemed
to me almost Ineredible. I do not know
what to do—the position 18 very ddifi-
cult for me, If the ¢™ld has really be-
come nttached to bim," concluded Lord
Scroope, with visible distress.

“Good groclous, man, what did you
expect?” exclalmed his sister-in-law.

“It mever enteréd my head,” =ald
Lord Scroope, emphatically. “I thought
that your Influence, mnd that of Alex-
ander, would have a steadying effect
on Almee, who wns In some need of It.
But this—1!"

Lady Erythea showed Increasing ex-
usperutlon,

The two regarded sach other

*You are talking rubblah!” she ex.
elalmed, sharply. “Of all the gl'rls
known to me, no more sultable mate
could be found for Alexander. Indeed,
during her sojourn here Almee hax on-
deared hergelf to me scarcely less than
to him. Her plety, her quiet devotlon—
the complete nhsence In her of nll
slanginess—all these spenk eloquently
In her favor"

Lord Scroope gazed at her in bewll-
derment,

“I really do not follow yon, Erythen,
And I am greatly dlsappointed,’” sald
Lord Scroope heavily, “greatly disap-
pointed. I dld not foresee this"

‘T am not responsible, my dear
Anthony, for your lack of foresight,”
sald his sisterln-law, acldly. A shadow
darkened the window, and she turned,
“But your dnughter can answer for her-
self.”

Georglnn  stepped In throngh the
open window, followed by Mr. Lambe,
Suddenly ohserving Lord Scroope she
halted and beenme rigld. Every scrap
of color left her cheeks, Alexander
halted also, and slowly turned a deep
plum color,

“Since It Is a falt accompll,” sald
Lady Erythea to her hrotherIn-law,
almost with astouch of pleading, “be
amiable, Anthony, and bestow your
blessing on the happy pair.”

She ralsed her ear-trumpet as thongh
to share In the benediction. Lord
Scroope lovked at Georgina dumbly nnd
then stared at Lady Erythea,

“What did you say?" Le asked dlz-
zily.

“The happy pair!” sald Lady Ery-
thea, loudly and Irritably.

“Where 18 my daughter?' exclaimed
Lord Scroope with consternation, “Ery-
thea, where 18 iny daughter?”

Lady Erythea started. She glanced
at Georgina's horror-stricken fuce, and
then, with deep concern, moved to her
brother-In-law's slde,

“My dear Anthony,” she sald In a
low volee, “come upstalrs and le down,
It will soon puss off, Do not be
alarmed, Almee. Lean on my nrm,
Anthony."

Lord Beroope shook himself fiee,

“Are you In your senses, Erythen?
This 1s my nlece by marringe—Geor-
gina Berners. What s she dolng here?"

“Y.yes," gulped Alexander's flancee,
“I'm Georgiua, 1 couldn’t help It."

She collapsed Into an armchalr and
burst into tears. Alexander stood over
her llke a large and protectlve dog; he
lald a hand on her shoulder and glured
at the others with definnce,

Ludy Erythea turned pale. Tt was
disconcerting to find two members of
the Scroope family slmultaneously
smitten with Insanity.

“Where s Almee?" Insisted Lord
Beroope, turning upon her. “Where Is
my daughter?”

“Dad "

The disheveled parlor mald darted In
through the door, Almee's cap was
awry, her face was pale, her eyes very
bright; the top of her apron heavedl
tumultuously. She stopped short, os
Lady Erythea glared speechiless at thilg
Irruption,

“Don't cry, Georgle,” gald Almee; It
wasn't your fault.”

“Have I bheen transported into Bed.
lam?" asked Lord Seroope, dizzily, “Or
are you rehearsing a charade? What
13 she doing In this costume?"

Ludy Erytlien struggled for breath,

“Thig,” she suld grimly, *is my par-
lor mald, Snooks, whom I foollshly en-
gaged on your recommendation, 8She
hns engnged herself agnlo, however, to
my chauffeur,"

Lord Scroope looked at his sister-n-
law with commiseration,

MThis” he suld, In the soothing tone
with which one would address o de-
lirlous person, “is my daughter, Alinee,
I am rather glad to find her—in uny
eostume, I begnun to wonder whut you
had done with her”

Lady Erythiea's frame slowly st
ened.  Hep fingers clenched the ear-
trumpet ns though It were the handle
of n clubh, ller eyes were terrible, es
fore the storm could brenk, Almee in-
tervened,

“It wasn't Aunt's fault,
sald breathlessly, "nor Georgle's—nor
Alexsander's, It was ull mine,  And ir
you all want to bheat somebody, It had
better be me ! I==I'm here to explain!™

“Some  explanation,”  sald  Lord
Scroope quietly, “seems to be ealled
for"

Almee, avoliling hee aunt’s eves, ad-
dressed herself to the qulvering ear-
trumpet,

T didn't want to come here, Dad
made me. - T was—frightened of you.
Anyway, T dido't think Jervaulx would
siit me, and that you'd hate me, So |
skipped the car at Durn Ash,” snid
Almee, her speech pouring from her Hke
u torrent, “und made the chiauffeur
bring Georgina on here,  And T went
off on my own!

“Georging  arrived
took her for e, You Insisted she wag
we,  And she didn't dorve explain, for
fear of getting mie Into o row, ‘That's
what Georgle Is!  Shg ean't lle—she
can't even act=—but she'd let you eut
her in pleces before she'd get me into
trouble!

“T got here the same
climbed Into her room. And Georgle
begged me to own up, and 1 wouldn't.
And I ecame the nest night; Georgle
wns ready to glve It all away—and
then the burglars got in. I was nearly
caught, all the household chased me.
the butler tore a grest plece out of my
gkirt. But I got away, and at leat
right down by the erossronds, I ran Into
Bil—Mr. Spenicer.”

Almee paused for breath,

“Who," Inquired Lord Seroope, In the
hush that followed, “is Mr. Spencer?”

“A motoreyelist, He had come neross
the thleves getting awany, had a fight
with them—they were too many for
him, but he got back some of the jew-
els. I told him the awful mess I was
In. Of course, the pollce were after
me—I1'd seen thelr car already. [If they
got hold of we, they'd know tha--the

Dl she

here, nnd you

nlght, and

My thing I'd done™ mald Almee witn
a gulp. “It would come out that I wns
your daughter—Iit wounld be all ower the
country, and & all the newspupers "

Lord Seroope, very pale, drew o deep
breath, and gave a prolonged shudder,

“B—Mr, Spencer told me I'd got teo
go back and make a clean breast of It
all, He wanted to tell you, But T didn't
dare, I refused to let him say any-
thing—I made him swear he wouldn',
It was my trouble, not his. Bo he did
whant I asked; even though It meant
the police would suspect him, too. So
he took the Jewels to Aunt Erythen,
and never sald a word about me; and
when shie offered him the job as chinufs
feur he took It; eo that the police
wouldn't suspect him—or me! Hae
came here and drove Aunt's cara!™

“And yout" sald her father guletly,
“What happened to you?"

“I went back to Seroope next day. 1
found Amy Suooks was coming hese ns
mald—I made her go to Keabridge, and
took her place, Dad, Just to be snfe
from those beastly pollce—In the hope
they'd eateh the thleves, If we gave
them tlme—and then they wouldn't
catch me and make me explain. And
It's Just what happened; Billy-=Mr,
Spencer—caught one of them yester
day, and the pollce have got him. No-
body knows anything about me, except
you here!"

Almee panted like a deer at bay.

“And Bllly's nelied me to marr? hin,
and I'm golng to!" she suid desperate-
I¥. "I love him! There's nobody like
Lllly—he's heen splendid! e [sn't a
chauffeur at all—tlll Aunt made hilm
one. And I'd marry Lim, even If he
was " declared Almee, on the verge of
tears.

There was a stunned sllence. For
once gpeech denled Itself even to Lady
Erythen, Georginn was sobbing gently
In the chalr. Alexander still stood over
her and sald nothiog,

“T seem to find a thread of enlighten
ment In this story,” sald Lord Scraspe,
giowly, *“Yes, I think I know emnugh
of you, Almee, to understand. 1 have
a question to put. You came here on
the day following the burglary. Where
did you spend the previous night?
What were you doing?”

"I was in a eavel”

Lord Scroope pnssed a long white
hnnd aneross hils brow,

“A cove?” he repeated, blankly, “Yeo
have reverted, It scems, to the customs
of our Neollthle ancestorg—"

“It was a ripping cave,” sald Almee
a lttle hysterieally, “down In the crag
pits.  All the lttle rabblts for compuny.
It was more peaceful than Jervaulx,
I know It wouldn't have sulted Georgle."

“May I ask when this unknown
young mnn permlited himself to pro-
pose to you?"

“Yesterday !"

“We will not pursue that matter,”
sauld Lord Scroope, gloomily; “thia
hardly scemns the time or place for de-
talled explanntlons, 1 feel—"

The door opened and Monsleur de
Jusspe entered, He gave a slight start
us his eyes traveled rapldly over the
group.

“A  thousand pardons!
matter, I percelve,”
will withdraw-—"

“Don't  go, Vieomte!" exelalmed
Alwee, “Anyone who's a friend of
mine {8 welcome hore, You may as well
be In ot the death.”

“If 1 ean bhe of any gerviee—" gald
Bertrand,  He bowed courteously to
Almee's father,. “Lord Scroope, 1 pres
q“n"..ﬂ

“Yon,"
trand,

A famlly
he sald quickly, “3

sald Lady Drythen to Ber-
wrath,

trembling  with ‘“‘werae

“You Were Also in This Consplracy.”

nlso in this consplracy !
ktiow the whole story !"

“(m, of course he knows It,” sald
Almee, wildly, "Just as Billy knew It,
and Georginn, and Dlana, too, They
ull did thelr best for me—right from
the begloning, [ wasa't worth le—=but
they did.”

“It seems,” sald Lady Erythea, grip
ping the back of a chalr, “that every-
one In my household knew all about
thig—except myself and my nephew |
Who, through his position and his {uno-
cence, now fnds himself—"

“I beg your pardon, Aunt,” sald Al-
exander, pallid but calm, "I, also, knew
everything that was to be known—
from the moment Almee entered thls
house, 1 knew that Georgina—was
(leorglna, I am as culpable as any,"

(10 BE CONTINUED,)

You appear to

Imagination and Memory,
Imagipation s not, llke memory, held
to wctual experlepce, It tukes the
mind beyond Its own experience, be-
yond the present and apparent W
ldeallzes
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