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CHAPTER XXII=Continued,
Again after a space 1 enme to mynelf, an
out of the clang and hammer stiroke of soma
groat foundry, where for infinite years [

bad been coofined, while the unresting
workmen day and opight kept up their
multitudinous din.

“Open—open!"” 1 could discern a con-
fused clamor of volces outslde the door.
I felt to make sure that | was completely
dressed. 1 was quickly assured, [Discom-
fort and itehing {ll-humor were In tha very
clinging of my clothes. There was also &
curious chill In the apartment. I rose and
made my way as best I could lo the doer.
1 did not, however, succeed in reaching it,
for most persistently I kept bumplog
agalnat the angles of the furniture.

“Open, or we will break down the door!”

The voles wans that of Mr. Oregory
Glendonwyn.

This was too much for me. Bo I bade
them break down fifty doors, but, instantly
recollecting that Kate and the child might
be frightened, 1 asked them to stay & mo-
ment. Mr, Glendonwyn had given us n few
Boxes of lucifer matches, which were then
thought a curlous and wonderful invention.

By orlenting the position of the window |

1 managed to scramble back to the bed-
side and presently struck a match, which
burned with a blue flame with much odor
of an evil sort. [ looked about. Kales
bed had not been slept In.

Poth she and the babe had vanished.

1 hardly know how | managed to remove
the heavy chest of drawers. My head was
still dizzy and drowsy with my sleeplng
draught and the room resled about me
when [ wtrove to push the obstruotion
salde. At last I oould unbolt the door and
turn the key.

The- K:NNER o

Mr. Glendonwyn came in hastily without
any greeting. He had a tin lantern in his
hand, of the common stable pattern then
in use. He turned it about the room.

“Where s your sister?’ he demanded,
with un oath, unusual upon his lips.
“Warner, 1 belleve the jade has given us
the slip.”

I could enly tell him that I had been

sound asleep snd knew nothing of the mat- |

ter. I could not help adding that Surgeon
Warner could probably explain to him why
1 had been asiecep.

But he never answered me. I think now
that he never even took my meaning, for
at that moment he espled the little door
which led out upon the platform of the
tower., It was open, and I understood In a
moment why it was that the room had felt
so damp and eold when | awoke. Kate
had escaped that way, driven on by her
fearn for the aafety of her child.

B8he had escaped. But how—hampered
with a baby as she was and but recently
recovercd herself from the deadly weakness
of childbed.

1 went out on the tower top, following
Mr. Qlendonwyn. Aas we stopd on the llttle
platform the Iaird swung his lantern this
way and that.

A great black cartwheel of shadow rayed
about ws. The wind blew keen and chill
over the water. DBensath the wall was
theer. No foothold or swinging rope told
& tale of possible exit, Yet my sister was
gone, leaving the bod unpressed, the door
bolted and barred. Dnly her cloak of dark
blue and some few of the babe's wrappings
had been taken.

I oaught up my own cloak and followed
the man out. Mr. Olendonwyn took his
way siraight down to the pler. As we
passed the door of the boathouse I maw
that it was open. There was a light ahead
of us as we stumbled on, my heart beating
wildly wilh the fear of 1 knew not what,
We reached the little sheltered bay where
the landing stage woa. There was old
Hamish MecColl, busy with a bost I had
never sesn befors. That In which Mr.
Glendonwyn and the surgeon had crossed
waa gone, The rope by which it had been
tied bad been cut with a knife and now
flapped a little In the wind as It drooped
from the post.

Bo much was certain, Kate and her babe
were out on the waste of walers. They
had fled as soon as 1 was asleep, the blank
darkness of a November night Instantly
swallowing them up.

“Get in and help us find her!™ Bo sald
‘Mr. Glendonwyp roughly. "It will ruln all
if she appears with her child at Castli
Gower! Or even” (he muttered the final
words In a lower tome, as if to himseilf)
%If ghe moets Rupert!”

CHAPTER XXIIIL
Babe Hupert.

The volee of Kate Glendenning, speaking,
soft, monotonous, low-toned, in the hushed
allence of a little room—the fire In the
grats the only lghli—the winter gray of
the noontide carefully tempered by drawn
ourtains, I, Wairlle, alone by the bedslde.
That was the scene. But s little farther
off, hidden behind the hanging was another,
even our father, David Glendenning. He,
too, waa listening unseen, his baad sunk In
his palms.

For, thank Ood, there was no need to
tide anything from hlm asy more. Ah, If
enly 1 bad takenm him into my confidence
from the Arst! And Indeed so I would, if
the secret had been mine. Nor would I
have left him to go away with pine Jobos—
that ls. without telling him firet.

But Kate's volce was relating a strange
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simpie tale—infinitely touching, at least
to us who had been part of that history,
and who mnow held the wanderer to our
bearts agaloat & world of slanders.

“You must forglve me, Fairlle, dear (she
was saying). It was wicked and cruel of
me, But then [ did not know what 1 was
doing. 1 thought that you were In league
with those who wanted to take my baby
from me. 8o I sald nothing to you of
what I meant to do. I was afrald you
would tell them. 1 wanted to get to Ru-
pert—it seemed as If I must get to Ru-
pert, and [ knew you hated him, O, yes,
you did! 1 always knew that—though, In-
deed, he always spoke nicely about you. 1
think at heart he was a good man, my
Rupert—that is, if his father would only
have left him to me. He never meant
me any barm. 1 knew that, God will
never be so cruel to me &8 to let me be-
lieve that he did,

80 when you were busy In the house I
stols out—it was after these two had come
back. I heard them go Inte the dining
room whare the guns are, and [ slipped
past so quietly, and went round to the
back of the peatstack, That s where
Hamish keepa his tall ladder. At first 1
thought 1 could never be able to earry It
and set It against the wall, But just when
I was going to give up I heard baby ory.
And then all at onoe 1 could.

“1 got It up bit by bit, a little at =
time. And once | had a terrible fright and
wans obliged to sit down for a while behind
the peat stack. And, Oh, Falrlie, I felt so
happy to see the babe again and to think
that there was a way out for him and mae.
It was hard to walt. | koew that thelr
boat would oenly be tied with cord. Because
the day after Rupert went away I unwound
the chaln and threw it over the cliff into
the sea, before Hamish ecar.s back from
rowing him. And 1 always meant to tell
you of i1, Fairlle. But the devil, or elsa
that lttle tiekling thing o my head, kept
saying that T must not. You would not let
me go if 1 did.

“Yes, 1t wns very wicked! But do not be
apgry. Well, the old hateful thing kept
saylng all the time, ‘Give—Fuairlle—some—
of — that — sleeping — stuff — you—got—ftor
toothache,” And I dropped thirty drops In
your wipne glass before dinner—only there
were more than that, Oh, I can't think
what made me so wicked, Falrlle. But
that night everything that I wanted to do,
and just how to do It, popped up ln my
head without needing to think of it at all
It was the funniest thing!"

“No, 1 am not the least tired, dear—at
least not if you will put little Rupert upon
the hed and let him hold my forefinger.
I would rather tell you all about it now.
Is my father there? Why do you love me
#o much, father, dear? I have been such
& bad daughter to you. 1 wouldn't if I
were you!"

"“Oh, yes, about the boat—no, I was at
your golng to eleep. It was funny to watch
-1 mean i1 would bave been If it had not
been 80 wicked—to see you trylng to keep
awake,

““Then, when at last you went upstairs, 1
had to help you to bed and 1 just opened
your dress at the neck and covered you
up comfortably, Then I laughed—yes, 1
did. But 1 waited a long, long while, i1l
heard them come up and listen at the door,
Then 1 was dreadfully afrald they meant
to come In and that I could not wake you
to help me. And, oh, 1 was so frightened!
Bo It was after that that I dragged the
chest of drawers In front of the door—
after they had gone, 1 mean. For when
they wero there [ just walked about the
floor, hushing baby and talking to him to
show them that I was awake,

*Then 1| heard Mr. Glendonwyn and
Burgeon Warner go down again and shut
themselves (nto the gun room. And I teok
baby in my arms. Oh, how I prayed that
be would not ery! 1 opened. the window
and put out my hand, trembling for fear
the ladder would pot be high enough or
lest some one whould have taken it away.
“But It was there—only so steep and thin
that | knew mot how I was going to trust
baby upon it However, I toock & long
breath and st myself out backward, ereep-
ing very quiet and slow, lest anyone should
hear me.

“l expected to see them all rushing out
and catching bold of me before I had tlme
to get ten yards away. But it was just
the same with everything that might. I
was going to find my husband and speak to
him about our love, and how he must help
me to take care of our lovellest. And till
1 found him—everything went well—until I
found him.

“Yes, I will finish the story—though, in-
deed, I cannot understand why you do not
let Rupert come and see me and the boy,
il (us you say) he reslly loves us. But
perhaps be is {1l again? Perhaps—

“Ah, well, I won't talk about Rupert
any more. There, kina me! T will keep
my promise and tell you everything. Well,
1 found the bhoat easlly enough, simply
walking straight to (. It was all done in
4 moment. [ndeed, as mear as might be I
lost the boat myself. [ had to make a
jump for It. The tide was coming In and
the boat was dascing on the little jabbling
waves.

“But I serambled Ilan somehow—po, 1
never hurt myself a bil. Everything was
as casy a8 if God had sent his angels to
bear me and my baby up in thelr arms.

“Well, as | got farther out, the sail drew
better and the boat went more swiftly., |
gould see the little, twinkling star whish
was the Hght in the kitchen window op
Inch Jonet, danciag and dipplog. 8o 1
kept that straight in my back, and sieered
to leave It behind.

“And 1 do notL kmow how long it was—
very, very long—and much battering of
winds, and the waves leapiog up In a kind
of foamy way about us, but pol angry or
clutching—only gilad, as 1 thought, that
they were helping us (o escape.

“And then | came right isto the midst of
an awful sound. It had been alowly grow-
ing and growing—noot & loud sound, but low
apd booming and awful. It made the
lump o my throat go guiver-quiver like &
leaf that the wind shakes

“And all ot once I koew it must be ihe
waves breaking on the shore, Now, | knew
pot ome direction from snother, but just
drove alralght sway from the Wland. But
the wind had carried me almost as straight
to the place we sturted from with Mr,
Glendonwyn as If I had salled it by com-
pass, and all the navigations and stars in
the world could not. have done more. Thers
was the lonely bouse and there bsfore me
the little pler. The foam of the breakers
ran white for miles on elther side of me,
but I turned the boat and let the sail down
with & run asd & clatter. - And there! |
could hardly belleve it, In & moment the
boat was glidiug smoothly inite the tiny
harbor. .

“The boat bad passsd the pler and put
its nose luto & creek ot the side. But
tide was ou the tura, and, the water begin-
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till the wside of the Dboat rubbed
against the landing stage.
and stepped ashore.

“After that there is not much to tell !
There were two beasts In the little stable
shed where we saw the carriage’ horses
tossing their heads that morning at their |
feed of corn—the morning when we came
firet to Inch Jonet, 1 mean,

“And one of these two was spirited and
tossed his head. But the other stood and |
smeolt baby and blew on him through hul
nosirils, s0 that it tickled him and made
him laugh. And for that I loved him. l|
even thought 1 could trust him with baby
on his back, so I leosed him and led bhim
to the door, where I got first upon the|
corn chest and so upon his back. Then 1
lay down on his neck that I might not hurt |

lghtly }
I caught baby |
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thing. They say mad peapls see In the
night like cata, and | was mad that night,
dear Fairile—mad—mad, or 1 should never
have seen the terrible thinge 1 414 ses,

"Firat, 1 seemed to mee my Rupert come
galloping furtously along on & black horse,
looking over his shoulder at A pursuer who
rode still faster and ever ealled on him to
Etop. Then as he came opposite Lthe turn.
stile gate 1 stepped out to him and held
up taby Iin my arms. 1 waa all in white.
andl baby, too, for 1 had dropped my cloak
to look pretty for my busband. T llked
that he should ses us first like that. And
in the darkness of (he night he saw us—or
whatever flend of durkness was riding there
in his shape—yes, 1 saw him and he saw
me.

““And then, O, what a ory went up, like
that of a poor damned soul out of the Ter-
rible Pit! And in a moment all was whirled
out of my sight down to the bottom of the
Green Dook, pursuer and putwued, and as It
seomed amid the galloping of many furious
horses. Then terror took me by the throat.
1 ran as fast as 1 could down the path uill
I was lost and could bear and see no mors
terrible things. After that 1 remember no
more, except just wrapping the babe tighter
and golog oo and on and always omn, with
my feet burning llke fire and my knees
trembling beneath me, and the dust rising
up in my eyes, till somahow I came to the |

place whers Rupert and I had bheen o
bappy, beyond the ¢left tree In the old
burying ground, But even there I could

lml

the earriage, horses and coachman on your
way 19 the kirk. But, after all, what are
you the wiser? You bave come & jong road
and tired your back with, 1 fear me, but
little galn to yourseif. What might your
detectiveship be going to do with yourself
now "

‘1 do not stir from your elbow.” I eried,
“U(il 1 have found out what brings you
here!™

He raised his eyebrows with an alr of
well-bred surprise, excesdingly Insolent

“No?' he sald, "you are, Indeed, gener-
ous of your moclety. Well, sloce I am to
have the pleasurs of your company If 1 do
pot tell you the truth, I will ¢'en bumeor
you. What | am going to do now [ am here
is8 far beyond your comprehesusion. But
since even nsses have an ear for music, o,
perhapa, a little tune may do you no il
Which things are an allegory!”

Where he learned the knack of It 1 know
pot, as it were not from his own familiar
spirit, For no one of the Glendonwyns
ever had an ear for muale sufMolent to ena-
ble them to follow a psalm tune in chireh
without making all thelr neighbors turn
round to look at them. But certainly there
was nover heard anything In this country-
side like the playing of my brother Rupert

First he played an alr, simple and quaintly
marked in rhythm, like the overword of a
balrn's hymo. Theo, striking into a higher,
bolder strain with birdiike turns and amor-
ous allurements, he led on to such a tu-
multuous and scoul-shaking back-and-forth
of hurrying sound that ecraps of melody

my head agalnat the arch as he went out,
I told the horse to go very quletly, be-
cause he was carrying Rupert the second
home to his father. Also because I could |
not sit very securely, as there was no |
saddle.

“f bad grown deadly tired all of & sud-
den and Indeed had enough to do to hold |
baby and sit straight on the borse's back. |
However, I remembered that he would be
sure o go right back to Castle Gowar, be-
cause his stable was there. And indeed
so he dld—never stopplng and never trot-
ting hard all the night—and I praying to
God to give ms what was best for my
baby—which of course was that I should see
Rupert, his father.

“And all at once, ae the morning began
to come up gray over the black hills, 1|
heard a faraway sound of galloplng and 1
grew deadly afraid. [ slipped off, alighting
on a green bank at the top of a deep
descent under troes, at the foot of which a!
river ran. But the horse, after standing a
moment with his ears turned back, listening,
took fright at the sound of hoofe and with
a flouriah of his heels he scampered off
down the road.

“And 1 ran as fast as | could down, past
a little house and a white sign post llke a
tall ghost—one of thosa all about ‘Tres-
passers,” And then all in a moment it
came (0 me where 1 was. The good beast
bad not garried me wrong. 1 was at the
place called the Green Dook, at the end of
the path by whigch Rupert used to slip
through the policlek to meet me at the old
burying ground.

“And 1 stepped to laugh—happy that 1
wap s0 pear Rupert. And thinking how
bappy I ought to be to have such a lover
and such a busband. When the noise of the
galloping came suddenly louder and nearer,
it seemed almost at the top of the Dook,
And then & strange and terrible thing
happened. I was just going to hide myself
in the fir plantation, where it I8 black ns
piteh, when | heard—oh, It cannot be that
1 really did hear it. But I seemed to hear
my Rupert's volce erying out terrible words
—words that It hurts me even to think
about—and cursing his brother, and you,
Fairlle, and the day that ever he saw me!

“Then I knew that the little tlck-tack
demon in my braln was at his tricks again.
8o 1 let my cloak drop and ran out of the
gate to meet Rupert and cast myself on his
bosom.

“It was dark, yet I seemed to see every-

not rest very long. |

“For the galloplog of horses waa always
about me, 1 heard the ring of their shoe
tron. [ saw the sparks fiy from the stones
beneath thelr feet. And 1 went ever fuster
and faster clll—Fairlle, that ia all! I am|
very tired. Let ma try to slesp. No, do
not take baby from me! Let him lie on!
the pillow beside me. 1 think I shall know
that he is there even in my sleep!”

CHAPTER XXIV.
FPonsesned With a Devil,
(Belng the second manuscript written by
John Glendonwyn.)

He nodded and smiled as {f he had ex-
pected nothing else than that T should in-
trude upon him at that lonely house and
{a the middle of a winter's night—looking
debonalir and well pleased to see me, Therse
was something of almost demonlac self-
possession during thess last days about my
brother Rupert.

“Ah, reverend sir,” he sald, speaking
wholly without anger or surprise, indeed
lightly and chrelessly, ‘'what brings you so
far from home on such & night? And on
the Sabbath day, too! A poor loat soul like
mine may wander, seeking rest, hut our
family holy man, combed, curled, trimmed
and adorned with all the gracas of the spirit
~1o be found blackguarding It at midnight
upon the Corse o' S8lakes! For shame, sir!™

He unscrewed his flute and wiped It dell-
cately. ‘Then, putting It together again, he
motionsd me to a chalr and pushed the
bottle and ginss toward me. [ refused both
with a motion of the hand. 1 could bear
ne more.

“Rupert,” I gald, "there is enough of
this-—I have found you out. I know wha
helped “ you In your knavery, even our
father, who till now has been Lo me as a
god sitting on a thrope, I cannot tell why
he has dene this. 1 cannot tell why the
girls have lent themselves to It. But | am
here In the name of thelr father and their
family te demand of you where that car-
riage drove to that night when they left
thelr home with Gregoery Glendenwyn for
thelr comchman and Surgeon Warner left
to bind up & leg that never was broken."

1 had depended upon this to surprise and
cover him with confusion, but again I was
mistaken. He did oot even deny the charge,
as & wekker man would have done,

“Some mischance has helped you, dear
Don Innocencio,’” he sald, smiling, ‘“you
would never have found out so much for
yourself--no, not if you had stumbled over
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seemed tumbled together headlong, as If
soma heavenly songsters had been caught
fluttering in a net, whence they sent forth
plteous appenls and wing-flappings—all
gradually subsiding Into the burden of an
ancient psalm, slow, sustained and solemn
as a burial march.

The musleinn stopped, unscrowed his in-
strument agaln and turned upon me.

“There you bave it—that ts my parable”
—he sald; “you are a professional Inter-
preter of such. What do you take out of
that "

“You have come here,”” I answered him
as quietly as 1 could, “‘on an errand the
purport of whioch I can only imperfectly
guess at, But this 1 do know, that 1 shall
not let you out of my sight till 1 discover
the mystery of the disappearance of these
two poor innocent giris!*

“Inpocent?’ he erifed, laughing,
do you know they are lnmocent?”

1 would answer for it with my Iife!"”
I cried, starting ns if an adder had hissed
at me out of & bush, Then sudden as an
Inspiration there came Into my head a way
to answer him.

“You ot all men,' 1 said, drawing a bow
at & venture, "have the hest reasons for
knowlng that they are innocent as children
newly harn!"

“*No," he sald, quite calmly, "my falher
has better!"

“Or had!" he added. locking at his wateh
while I was struck dumb by his sssuranoce,

“Now, parson,”” he went on, with the sama
quiet Insolence as before (a year ago I
should have smitten him In the teeth for
it, but of late the Lord had begun to speak
to me), “now, moat holy churchman, I will
tell you what I am going to do, You have
obtruded your company upon me, but after
all blood is thicker than water. 1 will not
turn you out, 1 am golng to atay bere an-
other two hours—no more and no less.
Then, if you will accompany me, why you
are at liberty to do so—Iif you can. Good
night, John Knex!"

8o saying iny brother deftly pushed =
chalr under the calves of his legs so that
the little silver spurs en his heels might
not embarrass him, drew a lace-edged
pocket handkerchief over his face and ap-
peared to go to sleep.

From the kitehen of the inn I heard the
measured rack rack of the old woman's
oursing chalr and her low moaning eroon.
After about an hour she oame in and looked
keenly about, Then, having )it another
furthing dip, she went as nolselessly out
again.

I must have lozed from that polgt on-
ward, for the pext 1 knew was Rupert
standing over me, tapping my shoulder
with the key of the stable door.

"You are but & poor spy.” he sald; "no
dotective force would employ you for a
weok. For all you knew 1 might have
been slx long miles away by this time, with
& Sabine malden over each shoulder apd a
scalplug knife between my teeth But 1
was kind to you, my good, stupid polics
oMeer. Take n glass before we go and 1
will try the mettle of your cart horse along
the road. There are elght miles helween us
and the ancestral towers of Gower. Come,
I will give you a mile start and beat you
at the gates for 100 gulneas!™

How long he had been awake and watch-
Ing me asleep 1 could mot tell, But It did
not take much peneiration to see how he
had been employlng his time There wan
slready one empty bottle upon the table
and as he spoke he poured oul apother full
tumbler for himseif, together with a glass
for me, which of course 1 did mnot touch.
Yet all that he had drank seemed to have
no effect upon him that night save for the
extraordinary lightness apd vivacity it lm-
parted to bis motlons and the brilllancy of
his eyes, which at times burned with »
lambent glow, as If the fires of hell were
already alight bebind them

“It {8 mo use walling longer.,” he sald,
with mock gravily. “The frienda whom |
bave been expecting have evidently played
me falve. Yot | have spent the evenipg
agroeably enough with the ‘Newgate (Cal-
endar' and in the soclety of my dear and
only brother. Tonlght 1 hbave read of
twienty men—robbers and bloody murder-
ers—and yeL | take my oath every red-
haoded one of them disd penitent—certaln
of thelr eloction and edifyiog the specian-
tors. | abould think Peter would get tired
of s much belated repentance, and [ ask
for a little conslstiency a8 » change. 'You
need not rattle your keys for me, old flah-
erman,’ | will say, "keep them st your belt.
As I lived | dled, and now ask no bDetter
than to be treated according to the recard.’
And I wager that the pllet dlhmj

“how

Brand new goods——in
largest assortment to select
of vehicles of all kinds—is

Buggles from §45.00 to $350.00,
Runabouts from $50.00 to $226.00
Burreys from §75.00 to $300.00.

Stanhopes, Buckboards, Park
Phaetons and all the noveltles ut
all prices. A full line of Top and

Open Dellvery Wagons, and a va-
riety of sises In everything from
the smallest Pony Rig to the Heavy
Teaming Truck.

LTS

WE SET THE PACE

STYLE AND PRICE COUNT.

crowd to our newly remodeled store—the
and best lighted carriage emporium in the west.

Vehicles

H. E. FREDRICKSON,

up-to-date styles——with the

from—in all the best makes
the magnet that drawe the
handsomest

o Ith oither stoam, gasoline or electrio
AUtOoMODIIEe S s 1

Phonographs

ranging In price from §& to 150,
Also 5,000 Columbian Wax Records
at 30¢.  Edison New Molded Records,

B¢ caeh, $5 A doxen; Victor Records,
$5 to $10 per dozen,

Bicycles

The makes with a reputation, fin
all the 1502 models Sold on easy
termu. A full line of sundries and

A complete Hoe of Diamond Tires.

I5th and Capitol Ave,
Bennett's 0ld Corner

Inke will be so surprised that 10 to 1 he will
let me In."”

Then was my soul stirred within me.

“Brother,” [ sald, "why should you blas-
pheme snd make a dare of your Maker?
You are a young man, even as 1 am. God
Is merciful, If you bave done wrong, do
justly now. Why have you come among us
to work this change? My father was & man
honorable above most before you came back
1o aMer bim out of all knowledge. There
was not a4 happler house {n the country than
that of David Glendenning. Think well
what you have made of them!"

“If mo more dishonor Is ever brought on
elther than 1 am reaponsible for,” he an.
swered, deflantly, “both my (father and
David Glendenning will pass off the stage
with less discredit than most.”

“I would that 1 could belleve you'!" 1

cried. “1 would give all I possessed to be-
lleve you."
He shrugged his shoulders and helped

himself again to tha glass upon the table.

“1 can only speak the truth,” he sald, 1
cannol make you belleve It.”

He plcked up a palr of gloves which lay
on the table and drew them on his fingers
with the diligent particularity of a woman.

“Now," he continued, mockingly, “"we wiil
open the siable and put our beasts to the
proof. Bravo should be in fine fettle for
the road after his yest. ‘Deuch-an-dorris’
to you and likewise ‘Shlainte!” ™

And once more he dralned his glass,

In tem minutes we were on the road,
Rupert growing wild with excltement as the
night air in strife with the aleohol he had
drunk took effect upon his brain. .

“Onee let me upon Bravo's back,” he
erled, “"and I will show you how a gentle-
man should go home to bed. John, you
prig—you always were & prig and hated a
bottle even when your nurse filled one
with milk—ride for your life—yours against
mine! Ride, then, and keep within 500
yards of me If you can! I will beat you at
the gates—which gates, do you ask, you
cur? Bome gates—any gales—the castle
gates—hell gates, If you like,'

Aud then began a scene which even now
I shudder to recall—a wild chase through
the parish of which I had besn ordalned
minister but a4 few months betore. For 1
was determined that on no account or con-
sideration would 1 let Rupert out of my
sight that night.

1 think that somebow in the stable my
decent stald old Peden the Prophet muat
have imbibed & part of the wilder spirit of
Bravo, for pever had I known that such
speed and staying power were lodged In his
veéperable shanks,

Rupert went off with a shout of deflance
and & feering toss of the hand.

“*Now for the blue eyes of Falrlle Glen-
denning!'* he erled. And though I sald not
a word In reply, I took the words as o
cartel of deflance and accepted the gage.

1 would stick to him, I muttered grimly,
or Peden and I should break our necks—
thet was all.

CHAPTER XXV.
The Green Dook.

Bo there ensued a great and notable race
nlong that noble highway which to this day
stretches from the Ferry of the Slakes to
the gates of Castle Gower. Ay first the
road was happily mostly level and we flew
like the wind—Rupert's fery black stretch-
ing himself out Hke a grevhound coursing.
He was & noble beast snd though spirited,
exceedingly doclle. But that night the de-
mon was abroad, and Bravo, instead of set-
tiing down to his work, threw his head high
and capsred llke a still unbitted yearling |
on the spring pastures.

Nor did the behavior of my brother mend
matters. He stood up o his stirrups shout
iog taunis at me over his ahoulders. The
conrser mood of the fArst night at Drum-
fern ssemed to have returned upon him.
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valley, bends abruptly downward into what
I8 an apparent pool of rustling verdure
In the summer, then, turning rapldly, al-
most at right angles to itself, cropses n
bridge and sacends the opposite bank with
a more gradual slope.

The Green Dook might never have ex-
Isted but for a plece of obstioacy on my
father's part, who, having & llttle seldoms-
used lodge gate 100 yards or so on the
pouth, had refused elther to permit his
avenue to be shortened or to pull down the
Indge that the road might pass stralght
across. Moreover, belng of great authority
on the board of the commlssioners of sup-
ply for the county he had c¢arried his
point In the face of engineers and sur-
veyors and the all-powerful roads and
bridges commities (tself.

But a few steps from the bridge at the
bottom of the Dook he had made a wicket-
gate, and from thence a path led through
the plantations and shrubberies to 1the Great
House—a rosd which in pasi days was often
chosen by Rupert and myself because In
this way we could leave the grounds of
Castle Gower practically without ever abow=

The quiet lrony of the change-house had
pansed and he grew loud and belsterous
My brother spoke truth. 1 rode not |1l
It I8 no source of pride to me thisn day
whose thoughta are bent on things so very

much other—but the aoccomplishment (such
as It was) certainly stood me In good
stead. | shall never forget the rushing |

past of the landscape on elther side—iheo
hedges and dykes golug behind as if (o a |
dream of fiylng. [ had the fecling, too, that |
I was riding against a vehoment tree-bhaw-
ing tempest, though | have since been told
thet the wind was still and thut sounds—
such as that of our tumultuous passage
could be heard at a groat distance

Rupert set the spurs freely to the sides
of Bravo, so that the blood ran along the
rowel to the wery boot Peden, on the
other hand, was never touched [ carried
neither whip nor spur, but only urged him
with my unarmed heel and with the loose
rein laild on his neck. And the poor brute
seemed (0 undersiand what he was to do, ‘
and, though he could never get within 100
yards of Brave and his wild rider, he still
stuck grimly to his work and not once did
I lose pight of my brother,

Almost as soon as we had left the change
house theére leaped vp 18 my mind one spot
on the shoreward road that haunted me like
the actunl specter of fear. Thes military
road had been carried over partly the lino
taken by anotber and an older road made
in (ke daye when sharp turns and stesp
descentis were less carefully aveided than
they are by modern road engioeers.

It was & spot called the Gresan Dook—
that s to say, “dive''—a place on the out-
skirts of my father's property where the
road, fustead of belog conveyed upon &
| bridge straight across the ue¢p and narrow

ing ourselves in the open.

The pluce, dangerous at the best of timas,
was simply & death trap In the darkness of
A winter's night and us we flew down Lhe
#lope half & mile from it I called as loud as
I could to Rupert, "For God's suke to take
care of the Green Dook!™

But he stood up, still going st full apeed,
and cursed me by name for an loterfering
craven dog, telllng me to pull up myself it
my gallows'-cart gurron could go no far-
ther."

Faster and faster we went, and when we

topped the rise in front of the Green Dook
I was within twenty yards of Rupert and
Enining at every siride

Now I do mot know whother the heavier
hoofs of Pedan the Prophet thundering im
hia wake wrouscsl Hrave to freosy or
whether it was altogether that which hap-

pened lmmediately after that caused the
catastrophe 1 am sbout to relate, But cers
taln It is that the mischief was done not at
the bottom, but in the middie of the Dook,
just where the private path makes off
through the woods towurd the mansion
houss of Gower

I was well nlgh at Bravo's heels and be~
glnning o vongratulate mysell that my

brother would pam: the perll In safery, when

suddenly T naw before me, Huminated
falntly but distinetly visible through, some
skylight fv the trees sbhove the figure of
& woman clothed all in white and toldiog &
bundle standing io the opening where was
the lttle wroing stile gate Into the wood-

lnod park

Rupert saw or scamed to see the Oxure
aleo, for with a wild ecream Lthat wae al-
most & shriek he pullsd bis borse’s head
sharp round as It were, right into the wall
of the bridge, and the pexi moment Brave
crashed breusi-high iuto the atons and lime
with & sickening sound and his rider was
thrown over the parapet.

§To Be Coutinued.) S
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