A FASCINATING ROMANCE OF A LONDON
SUBURB.

By the Author of “ By Crooked Paths,” “Sheathed
in Velvet,” Etc.

CHAPTER L

tail then they do not know the facts
of the case.

I amn a colonlal by name
Gerald Quinton, and at the time Iam

golng to s of 1 was 83 yoars
My fnﬂverpl:: been dead about
months, and I was still living with
mother and my one unmarried sister in
the pleasant old gray stone house sl
Clayhill, which I hadLohulnpou ns my
home all my life long. I was my
mother's only son among five daughters;
and, if I was not as conceited a speci-
men of humanity as one could mect in a
day's march, the fact was duo to my
father's wise foresight in sending me
here, there, and everywhere for o yoar
or two's residence at one or another of
his distant branch houses, instead of
keeping me at home to be spoilt by the
womaen.

Now, however, 1 had promised my
mother not to roam agaln unless under
the pressure of nctual necessity, and had
taken my place na the resident head of
the house of Quinton, Hill, Craxhammer
& Co., of Dilliter strect, B, C., Montreal,
Port Elizabeth, Melbourne, Bombay, ete.

This matter of self introduction over,
I come toa more difficult part of my
story—the introduction of my heroine,
Bho was the only daughter of the lead-
ing Clayhill doctor, and her name was
Cynthia Debenham. She lind one brother,
two years younger than herself. Cynthia
was 23 and Horace 21 when my story be-
gins with the death of their father, Dr.
Delenham.

I had gone down by my usual train,
the 4:25 from Liverpool street, and was
surprised, on leaving the carriage at
Clayhill, to scemy sister Jemimn wait-
ing by the door of the station with a
worried, anxious look on her face, which
was most unusual,

“Hallo, Jem," 1 exclaimed—she was
named Jemima after her godmother, a
rich maiden aunt; and her only consola-
ton under the affliction was that the ob-
noxious name was capable of this manly
contraction—**what are you doing down
here nt this time? Isn't this the hour
usually devoted to tea and scandal,
served up hot?”

Bhe did not answer me; and, looking
at her more closely, I made the astound-
Ing discovery that she had been crying.
I hurried her into the dog cart without
another word, and waited bofore nsking
my next question until we were elear of
the straggling stream of passengers.

“What is it, old lady? Don't break
down out here if you can possibly avold
it. What has happened?’

“Dir. Debenham is dead,™

“Dead?  Good heavens, how shocking!
Why, he went up with me this morning,
Jem, and seemod in splendid spiriss!
Was it an ncoident?”

“No; he came down by the 1:30, ok
a fly, and went straight home. Cynthia
was surprised (o sce him back so soon,
and wanted to get him xoms lunchoon;
but he said ho didn't want to bo both-
erod, and almost shut the study door in
her face.
wad something rather gueer in his nan-
ner, and felt anxious, thinking the sun
had been too much for him, or sowe-
thing of the kind. 8o, instead of going
away, she sat down in the hall to bo
near him. Shewas tired, having been
in the garden all the worning, and, sit-
ting there in the silent ball, was almost
asledp, wherr she was roused by the
sound of something heavy falling inside
her father's study.
moment to think, she rushed in and
found higm lying face downwards upon
the floor. They did everything they
could, but Mr. Jenniugs declares ho was
dead when ho fell.”

“And what do they say it s

*“Heart disease; but there i3 to be an
nquest,”

“Poor Cynthia

*She is wonderfully calm,” said Jem,
with the tears running down her good
natured brown face. “If she had cried
and made over so little fuss, T should not
have Leen #o upsel; but her patient,
mournful white fuce Is more than I can
stand. Bhe grieves terribly about Hor-
ace. He and his father parted in anger
the last time they met, and she thinks
the memaory of their quarrel will bo so
terribile for the poor boy now."

“A gowl for nothing young BUA P
grace!” I muttered, with a complets ub-
sence of sympathy,  **She need not wor-
ry herself on that score, Jem; Horace
won't grieve much, unless his own inter-
ests are touched very nearly, Who is
with Cynthia nows"

“The mother, Wo want her to come
homo with us to-night,”

“She’ll not do that, I'm certain, Jem;
sho won't leave the house until after the
funeral. Cynthia is not the girl to spare
herself when there are dutics to perform,
and she will think it her duty to stay ut
the houso in Park street until every-
thing is over. Then there's Horace,
too, to look after. Can he get here to-
night?”

“He can get up to town from Oxford;
but I'm afraid ho'll wiss the last train
down, Here's Park street.  Will you
come and sos Cynthias™

I ehrank instinctively from this sug-
gestion. I loved Cynthia very dearly;
and I believed she loved me—in fact, she
had almost admitted that her duty to her
futher and brother was the ouly ohstacle
when | had nsked her—six months be
fore—to bo my wife. Anything I could
do for her ‘;uuil._ I would; yet the thought
of going to Dr. Debenham's house just
DOW WAas repugnant to me,

“I'll come if T can be of any use,” |
said, feeling some &l contempt at mny
own weakness; “but 1 don't suppose she
will see me, Jem. ™

“Perhaps not; but it will look kind:
and, even if you don't sce her, you may
be of use.”

Sowe goet—down, left the cart at the
tup of the strect, and went in at the
smart chocolate colored gates, and round
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the neat drive to the slile docwr of the
doctor's prosperoais  dooking  honse. |
vould scarcely roalizcs thst boe lay dead

She said she thought there |

Without stopping a |

thirty odd yvears of wisdom,
|

manhood by this awfully sudden etrokel
The scarlet geraniums and the roses were
loom on the front lawns—vivid
in the July sunshine;
lawnat the side of the

nets were etill up,
h'nn ilaying there the
picked a pebble
rnlsonﬂuhpdlh
remembered some re.
had made about the
there until I took ft
was reputed to be the
tallest man in Clayhill. AsI turned into
thuhoun‘la::dﬁopobhhlﬁllwhull
put it, tho trifling incident
ht home to ino a swift realization
‘In the midst of life we
bad to wait a foew min-
utes in the little side to recover
my self ore I risked meet-

want to be alone together until the first
wrench is over, But you'll know I'm
grateful all the same, won't you?”

Jem was right! This calm, self con.
tained grief was a thousand timea more
touching than cries and soba would have
been,  As she stood there, with the tean
quivering in her steadfast eyes and het
lips set in the saddest curve I have ever
secn, Lut without a sound or movemeni
about her suggestive of the indulgence
of grief, I folt asif some one had sud.
denly clutched my throat in a grip of
steel. I raised her hand to mLI:pu in
passionate sympathy, and left with
my mother,

Before thnt week was out Cynthia
Debenham had need of all the sympathy
wo could give her. When the affairs of
the dead man were examined, they were
found to be in an almost state
of muddle. He had dabbled in financial
schemes; and on the day of his death he
had lost about twelve hundred pounds
This discovery left no doubt In my own
mind that his moncy troubles had had a
large share in causing his sudden death.

Horace, when he found how things
were, wanted to offer the creditors a
composition; but Cynthin succeeded,
after days of patient persuasion, in
talking him out of this idea. The
brother and sister came to us the even
Ing after the funcral, and discussed

their future plans in the twilight afte:
dinner,

“‘Horace wanted to secure a few hun.
dreds outof the estato and emigrate,”
Cynthia told me, as we sat a little ro
moved from the others; “but I knew it
was a hopeless scheme, What do we
know about farming or sheep raisingt
Wo should certainly bo swindled out of
our little capital, and come home at the
end of a year or so absolute paupers,
Besides, thero is our father's good name
to be thought of. Mr. r tells me
that, if we are satisfied to leave every-
thing for tho creditors, we shall be able
to pay them in full,”

“But,” 1 remonstrated, ““the creJditors
themselves would not expect such self
denial as that, It would bo preposterons
to leave yourselves without a penny in
tho would!”

“*“Wo sha'n't quite do that,” she an-

swered, with a certain quiet, gentle de- |
cision in her voice which I knew of old |
to bo absolutely without appeal, “Wy |

shall take furniture enough to make two
or three rooms comfortable—the break-
fast room chairs and couch and so on—
and start housckeeping on our own ae-
count in o very humble way in town,
Horace has docided to accept your offer,
and to enter the office at once, Gerald.”
“That's all right as far as it gocs; and
I'm glad of it!" I said grumpily. “But
what about you, Cynthian? It (i’:ws baoye

| good to rough it a bit; but I don't Hke

tho notion of your dolng it. You don’t
know what life is like in a fourth or
fifth rate suburban lodging house, espe
cially when you're cramped for money,
as you would be,”

““Now, don’t be hard on my poor little
plan!” she whispered pleadingly. “You
don't know what trouble I've had to talk
Horace into it; and, if he once gets o no-
tion that you are agaiunst it too, I shall
have all my trouble over ngain. I assure
you, Gerald, it is the only honest course
open tousl As for being cramped for
moncy, that can hardly be possiblo with
tho hundred and fifty a year you have
offered Horace and the sixty or soventy
I shall earn!”

“You earn? Howp"

The tone of her voice was more plead
ing than ever as sho answered softly:

“I mean to getan engagewent as daily
governess in o family,”

“It is alla pack of romantic nonsense!"
I exclaimed, angrily, “Why can't you
make yoursclf contented here with my
wother and Jem for a few months until
your first mourning for your father is
over, and then come to the home I will
preparo for youd”

“You wre s0 good, Gerald!
e ——

“Why should your life be sacrificed to
Horace?™ 1 eried agaln. “If he can't
live alone on his salary, let him come
and mnke his home here and be a son o
my wother when 1 am no longer with
her,™

Her face flushed vividly, but she sup-
pressed her emotion and answered quiet-
ly enough:

“Do you think we could consent to
live en your charity like that? Even
whilo you propose it you know well
enough how ilu]wﬁnih[!' it is for Horace
to aceept such an offer.”

“Then let him liveen garcon in these
I'-’gillj.;f) you gpenk of, and YOu Coma
here to my mother until—  Ab do, Cyn-

But Hor
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Am I the only
person for whom you have no considera-

She flushed with evident
tried to withdraw
hand, but 1 would not let her.

“You cannot compare yourself to poor
Horace," sho whispered, 8o low that 1
had tobend my head to catch the an-

“1 know all l.h!shhnﬂmm
Gerald, and you will nover know
sorry I am to be tho causg of trouble to

2

!

week he was at the university, with a de-
cent allowance from his father; today he
has a clerkship in and years of
drudgery before can hope for any
measure of success, In this comparative
poverty ho has noone in the world to
stand by him but one well intentioned
but inexperienced woman., In choosing
betweon you how can I refuse to stand
by him_in his loneliness and disappoint-
mont? You have wealth, position, friends
and relations, while he"—

“That is enough!” Linterposed, shamed
out of my sclfishness for the moment by
her great hearted generosity. “You are
right, Cynthia, as you dwmrm But,
if I could have my choice, . I would
give your brother all the wealth and
position in exchange for you, and think
it the best bargain I had ever made.”
Her pale face llf:hd up radiantly at this.
“You've done t
in your power for the boy,” I added
jokingly. “You'll see at what a sur-
prising rato he'll climb to the tallest stool

in the counting house of Quinton, Hill, |

Craxhammeor & Co. And then, s soon
as ho's in receipt of a sufficiently large
salary to support a wife, I shall
marry him off hand; and then"—
Tho last word lef¢t my lips in a

tone of triumph which there was no |

mistaking, and she smiled in & manner
that was ns good as a spoken assent,

“Well," snid Jem, as we joined the
other group, in which Horace had becn
holding forth to my mother and sister on
what ho should have dono at the Anti-
Il)dl.'s if ho had been allowed to follow
iis own inclinations—''well, Gerald, have
you been able to talk that obstinate girl
into a reasonable frame of mind? Have
you converted her from this governcssing
maning”
5 ‘“Au contraire, sho has converted me,

em!”

“1 ghould like to hit you,” sald Jom,

shoking her littlo brown fist close to

{ Cynthia's nose; and then, changing her

mind, she put her arms round my dar
ling's neck and squeezed her tightly.
“You poor, pnle.’lrmutiful old thing,"
sho said, with an odd little catch fn her
voice—**what an example you are to the
rest of us)”
CHAPTER IL

When 1 went to pay Cynthis my first

visit at her new home at Kentish Town,

it scemed to mo that of all tho vile places |

in London she had certainly chosen the
vilest. It was cheap, and convenicnt for
Horace's journeys to Billiter street, she
told me, and also for her daily appoint
ment as governcss to the two litte
daughters of o very great man on the
Btock Exchange, who lived in one of the
largest liouses near Regunt's park.

The rooms themselves were light and
airy, and Cynthin's eunning fingers had
already given them a look of home,

“You will be able to put up with it for
an hour or so in the afternoon, once or
twice o weck,” sho suid, in her most
downright style; “because I shall take
care to havo everything always ot it
best by 4 o'clock, on tho chance of your
coming. But you would soon find the
difference if you were tospend the whole
evening here, and sleep and got up and
dress the next morning. Every day
since we've been here the people down
stairs have had bloaters for breakfust; 1
don't think you would care to make your
first mcal off the odor of your ncigh-
bor's, Thén the street organas begin so
early here; I think most of the men's
duily rounds must commenco at this end
of the town, for we've had two or three
organs every morning o breakfast.”

“I think I could stand the orguns bet
ter than the odorous breakfast,” 1 said,
with a grimace; and she lnughed and de-
clared she had almost ceased to notice it
now,

Things went on like this for three
months, I, in my selfishness, running over
to Kentish Town as often as I possibly
could for an afternoon chat with Cynthia,
and never thinking to ask if it were con-
venient for her to have me there so fre-
quently, when Christmas time came and
brought with it o disquieting discovery,

Cyuthia was looking worn and har-
assed, 1 had not seen her in the clear
unwerciful glare of moraing sunlight
since shoe left Clayhill, In September,
until ehe went back there to spend the
blessedd respite of her Christmas holidays
with us.

Waeall three went down together—she,
Horace and I—by the usual train on the
Christinas eve, and there was 50 much
mutual pleasure over the mecting and
such an amount of news to be exchanged
among the ludies that even my mother,
one of the most observant women in the
world where people’s looks are contern-
ed, waas deceived by her visitor's anima-
tion during the evening of her arrival,

| But when Cynthia entered the breakfust

thial" 1 eried imploringly, as 1 saw her |

lips tightening resolutely, Lot me g
of you not to expose yourself to the pet-
ty wearing discomforts of such a life us
you propase.  You can form no idea of
what it is like!™

“It is all very well for you to talk
about living en garcon, with your knowl-
wlgo of the world and your extend-
ol experience, not to :-.ln-nk of your
But with
Horacs a lonely life in London would be
o very ditferem thing. Think of the
poar boy—ho is really not more—after a
long day's work (o tho office with noth-
ing to go home to but empty roowms!
Would hie go home to them? You know
he would pot, I don’t waut you tothink
I imagine that the were knowledgo of
my presence will always keep him steady,
but 1 do belivve it must have a certain
influence for good with him. It will
make him a little careful in choosing the
nen ho brings to his home, for one thing

| s that i itself §s worth making some
within, cut down i the peime of Lis '

sacrifice for, My voor wolher wlwavs

room on Christmas morning, with the
sunlight shining full upon her face, I
stopped half way as I went to meet her,
with the dear old groeting on my lips,
wrnl stoodd looking at her in sudden
speechless dismay,

& ot oppmnt h-;!}' il aa £ went to mast her.
“What is it?" ghe seked. alarmed at

i

|

best stroke of business |

I
told her she didn't look well, and she

foreed such spirita all thorestof the
time I was in room that I could have
cried over her.”

“Hor unvarying cheerfulness boforo
moall this time must have been assumed,

Jom. You know I can't see her until |

after 4, becauso of this confounded gov-
erness business.  Sho doesn't leave Mol
ford's until half- 8, excopt on Batur-
days; and she asked mo to leave her that
afternoon for Horace, 80 I have not seon
her by daylight for months until this

morning, hat's to bs done?™”
Jem ed round cautiously beforo
she answernd,

“We have arranged it beautifully.
Tho mother is going to have symptoms
of sciatica to-morrow morning, and Dr.

Jennlugs Is to bosent for to apply the |

battery. Of course, hoaring Cynthia is
here, ho will want to say *How d'ye do?
and before hesees her I shall tell him
how anxious we are anbout her. He'll
manage to take her measure pretty cor
rectly, without letting her into the se
crot,”

That was not a very cheerful Christ-
mas day for me, We had decided, on

account of Cynthia's mourning, to make |

our party a strictly family affalr; but,
oven if the great old house had been full
of guests, I should still have carried that
dead weight of care in my heart—a
weight which increased with every glance
at Cynthia’s face throughout the day.

r dinner, vhen Horace and I were
alons, I tried to sound him about his
sister’s bealth; but he elther would not
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could 1 do {f Cynthia still chose to main-
tain this obstinate reserve?
However, 1 determined to mako

8o after luncheon I ordered the dog cart,
and told Cynthia to get ready for a
drive. 8he tried to got out of it at first,
but I was determined, and at length she
gave way. Bhe had pleaded the cold as
ns an excuse, so, when she camoe down
ready dressed, I sent for my mother's fus
lined e cloak and insisted on her
wearing it over all her other garments,
and saw myself that the foot tin was
really hot before wo started.

Wo talked on every day matters until
wo were fairly through Clayhill and oul
on the open road beyond, and then |
worked round to my topic,

“Doos tho cold get in anywhere?
asked, turning round to sco that the
bearakin was well tucked in on her side,
and noting gladly the increased bright
ness of her eyes and the slight tinge o
pink in her cheeks.

She smiled cloquently as she answered
“Not anywhere; you've not lefe
chink for *my lady wind to set her fool
in' It'a delightful coming out with
you, Gerald—you take such care of one,*

““The drive is doing you good already,’
I said, jesuitically,

“I can foel it Ia!” she cried, witha joy-
ous laugh. *Tho air Is so exhilarating
every broath I draw scems to give nw
freah strength. 1 feel that I want te

| shout with gladness.”

“You ought to have moro air than you

| do, Cynthin. I don't belisve you would
' have thoso wakeful uights Jennings

or could not give me any information, !
| Being conscious of & hostile bins n my

Judgment of all Horace Debenham's say-
ings and doings, 1 was always tryivg to
counterbalance it by giving him the bone-
fit of the doubt, when thero wus room for
doubt at all. So, when he told mo he
had not noticed any change in Cynthia,

| almost fancied sho argued wit

spoke of if you spent more time out of
doors.”
S8he poused before replying, and 1

hoerself

| during those few moments whether it

that she never complained, never seemoed |

ill, and was always in good spirits, I tricd |

hard to believe he spoke as he really

thought, and that in very truth ho had |

not noticed the alteration that had we
scared us all

**He Is such n disgustingly sclfish young |

beggar," Itold myself—'"as long ns the

poor girl's illness did not prevent her |

from attending to his little wants he
would let her div before his eyes; and
nover notico it.”

The next day, when Jennings cameo, |
contrived to bo in the lbrary with
Cynthia. As this was not w bo an

acknowiedged professional visit, I folt |
there could be mo impropriciy in my |

being present,
ham had been old friends, so thero was
considerable cordinlity on both sidea
when he and Cynthia met. 1 stepped
back a fow paces, watching and listening:
and through all the medical man's clint-
tiness 1 could soe how keenly observant
ho was of Cynthin's every movement.

“And how do you like the governess-
ing? he nsked presently.  “Do you find
it congenial work, or is it rathoer agninst
tho grain—eh? A little bit like going back
to the treadmill every morning, T ex-
lmL.I

Cynthia opened her eyes widely at this
view of her occupation.

“Oh, no!" she cried. “I guite enjoy
it; I would not be without my work for
tho world. My pupils are two of the
most delightful little women you coull
moet auywhere, and 1 believe we are o
constant source of pleasure to ono an-

Jennings and De, Deben- |

other. Mrs. Melford wanted me to spend |
Christman with them, but of course™— |

*Quito s0,” interposcd Jennings joou-
larly—**here was metal more attractive
—eh,Quinton? He glanced at mo ewift-
ly, and then turncd his oyes again to
Cynthia's face, saying abrupily: *“Then
it certainly is mot the teaching that
makes you so terribly wakeful at night.”

At theso words o deep flush suffused
her cheeks and forchead, and thero was
a sudden cxpression of alurm in the

glance sho gave Jennings, Bho at once |

suppressed all signs of cmotion, however,
and laughed rather nervously,

“Who tld you I was wakeful? ghe
asked, with a playfully defiant air; and
then, without giving him time to answer
the question, sho broke off into & whole
string of inquiries concerning this, that,
and the other person, and completely
blocked the subject of her own health,

When Jennings went, I left the room
with him, meaning to ask Lis opinion in
tho hall; but Cynthia followed us with
eome forgotien question—rememberad, 1
believe, on the spur of the moment, to
prevent Jonnings from saying snything
to me, Bhe covidently did not snspect
the existenco of our plot, and wanted to
keep him from imparting his judgment
to any of us

I was wo anxious to wait until my
next mesting with the doctor, so I put
on my hat, and wulked to the gate with
him,

“Well," I said, us soon ns we were out
of carshot, “what do you think? Is there
anything rveally wrong with Cynthian's
healthy”

His answer, in the form of another
question, sek mo wondering,

“What s it that is worrying Ler?

“Nothing that I know of, or can guecss
at.”

“And yet she has & worry of some
sort, Quinton—a worry that is over pros
ent with ber, Can't you get her to toll
you what it ja"

“How ean 1?2 Youn saw yourself how
she shicd the moment you spoke of het
health,™

“Oh, her Lealth, from o purely phys

lcal point of view, is right enough! 1
i she would be in perfect health but
fur this ental disturbance. She has onc

of the soundest conntitutions 1 have
known. 1 wish yvou eould find out what
it §s thnt s bothering her g0 "

“TH ey, 1 returnisd rather bopelossly
“but I'm afraid it will be of nouse. M
she had meant me to know she woul)
have told we voluntarily. Dut, if sh
does not wean we to know, it is not of
wuch use my trying to find out.”

“Well, something ought to Lo done,™

| e said, with an « lh]-h agls which con
vineod mo be thought rather seriously of
thies wantres Mhie haa ovidently had n

beavy strain on bor norves for some time

i

would be wiser to tackle the subject
boldly and finish with it for good or to
let it drop, Whether sho discussed the
niatter or not, she adopted the former
COUrse.

“I'm glad you mentloned that,” sho
sald, speaking slowly at first, but more
quickly afterwards, aa I uttered an ox-
clamation of incredulity; “very glad,
becauso 1 can say to you what might
have offended Mr. Jennings if T had said
it then. You know that is nll a myth
about my not sleoping—at least,” sho ex-
plained, as 1 turned to her with a re-
proachful glance, ‘it Is & myth in the
way ho put it. Ho spoke as if it wore
quits o serious matter—as it 1 never got
uny eleep ut all, whilo the truth is I have
merely been kept awako moro or less the
last fortnight by violent neurnlgin.”

“Then why didn't you tell Jennings
thati I asked, looking steadily ot her.,

For a moment she faltered, and o sad
littlo tremor 1 over her face; It was
almost an ndmission of untruth, end I
was going to overwhelm ber with an
avalanchoe of entreatics for her coufi-
dence, but she was too quick for me.

“Can't you seo for yoursell why I did
not tell Mr, Jonnings?* she sald, with a
forced guyety that was very painful to
seo,  “Ho would have dosed mo unimer-
cifully with nauscous messes, and I
wunted 1o bave my little holiday down
licre in pesce,”

“Cynthia," 1 remonstrated, laying one
hand upon hers, and, after gluncing
ahead to seo that the vosd was clear, lot-
ting the mare do pretty much os she
liked, *“won't you tell me about this
trouble that has cropt into your life,
dear? If the force of circnmstances
keeps us apart, that is no reason why
we should not help each other in every
way wo possibly can. Let meo help you
now.,"

Her lips quivered, but sho kept her
self control wonderfully as she answeresd
me, with her eyes fixed upon tho hori-
zont

*“You have helped me, Gerald—no-
body could have helped me as you have;
you have been the soul of gonerosity
andl forbearnnce always, Idon't need
any lielp from you now, dear,"

“Not in this new bother? Let me
share it with you, Cynthiat”

“It Is all nonsenso, you know,” she de-
clared, shaking her hicad gently, *“There
is no uew bother that you can help me
in. Now let us forget all this nonsense
and enjoy our drive, Wake Nancy up,
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wards his
camo to nak me fora I had prom-
ised to some 3
I took my private book out of
lﬂ:labladl:wla atm':,m!edla
tho cheque hurriedly, passed % to
and then went on signing Horace's letters,
“1 say, Hornce,” I sild, when I had
ly finished, “you might wait and

“All rig'htl" ho answered. “I'll come
back as soon as I'vo given Richards
these—he's wajﬂ.n! to run wp to the

general with them,

“Tell him te take a hansom, or ho'll be
Iate,” I called him; *and he can
bring it back for me.”

Then I began to clear table as

fckly na I could, and, whilo I was
tﬁ.’lmm clocks chime the
halt after

aud helped mo into

on my overcoat.

“No; I won't bother to stop yon to sot
me down,” ho answored. ‘‘Besides, 1
bave to get my coat. Tatal I hopo
you'll be in time."

As tho cab moved off I saw hilmn turn
back into the dark doorway of the outer
office again, and Richards behind him
reaching up to his taper at the hall
bracket, evidently with the lutention of
giving Horace n t fo 1ind his coat, 1
had hardly realiz~d this to mysell when
1 suddenly wemem mbwodl tl:;i I had left
my privitoe ying on my offlce
taﬂh I ‘c::que certaln of it! When I
neard the half hour chime I had waited
for nothing, and I know I had not put {¢
away before, ml‘n“ lhldl.:nml;r: the
table on pu v intending nn-
other ehwkq?tnh with me as do-

. aboutit in h'l“l:;t i
f my .
owever, there was no great harm
done, I assured myself; no one would go
into the room between now and to-mor-
row morning except Richards and his
wife, and they were trusted servants of
many years' slanding. In spite of all my
efforts at feeling comfortable, however,
thero was n lursk
in my mind as often as I recalled that

glimpso I had of Horace Debenham |

plunging Into the darkness of the outer

ing senso of uncasiness |

offico—which led through into mine— |

and slow, steady old Richoards stopping
to light his taper at tho hall bracket bo-
foro following him,

It was In vuin that, as often as this
Idea
w up y
my narrow m projudices, and so
on.  Tho thought would recur .nd 1
could not get rid of it, bully myself as
much ns 1 lked.

It was quite a rellef when my solitary
drivo was over to find myself amonga
number of flrlcndl and lmmmu,
and to bo able to put the ugly X
out of my mind, Having once got rid of
it, it did not recur until the next morn-
ing,when, oddly enough, wy first thoughs
was of the cheque book,

I looked at my watch and found {6 was
half ‘ past 8, so I rang my bell and asked
Richards if ho had seen anything of the
bock when ho had shut my room up the
night before,

“I did not go into your room, sir,” he
answered; “I locked the door without
going inside. Mr, Debenham went in to
fetch his knife from your table, and I

| locked the door as soon as he came out,”

Gerald; I like to move quickly through |

the air—it's like drawing two breaths at
once to feel the wind flying past one.”

I felt T could do no more after this
Looking back I often try to find out
whero the wistake began, and If it origi-
nated with me; but I cannot seo what
clse 1 could have said or done, In spite
of all wy love for her it was evident that

Cynthia would not give me her confl- |

dence,

CHAPTER IIL
At the timo these events wero taking

placo I was a shining light in the Bociety |

of Freemusons, und on the day Cynthia

left Clayhill—the Monday after Christ- |

mwas day—1 had to attend my lodge in
town, It was an imporiant oceasion, and
I was likely to bo kept there very late,
80 1 brought up my bag with me ia srder
that I wmight dress in Billiter street and
0 back there to slecp, as was my usual
custom when unable to eateh the last
train to Clayhill,

In my new anxiety, born of the dis-
tressing change in Cynthia, I had de-
termined to see mwore of Horace than 1
had bitherto done. 1 thought ho had
perhaps told Lis sister how little notice I
took of him during business hours, and 1
blamed myself when | thought that my
ucglect of the boy had possibly some
share in ber worry. 1 rated myself

coundly for my want of charity in letting |

tho memory of his past solilshness preju-
dico me againgt him now, when he had
shown his willingness to do his best to
koop his father's name untarnished before
the workd,

On this particular Monday morning, as
Lo and T drove together in o bansom
from the station to Lilliter bllull,.l tried

to open the way towards s more genlal |

fecling,

“I'm going toetay at the office to-
night,” Isaldi *we've got a heavy oven-
ing's work on ot our lodge, and [ shall
not bo able to get away in time for the
11:30.*

et your deess clothes there, T sup-
posed” he woswenvd, touching wy bag
with his fout,

|

| wos slil) standding

| was fullilled to the lolter,
| no cheque book there!
I got up and drossed, feeling much too |

“His knife?" 1 queried; and then I re-
membered he had used it to eraso a
wrong initial on one of tho letters he
had brought me to sign; but the romem-
branco did not bring me much satisfoc-
tion, “*Is Mra. Richards in the offices yet?”
1 asked.

“Yes, slr, this half hour past.”

“Then just run down and see if my
cheque book is on my tuble—there's a
good fellow,”

I lay in a state of unpleasant expecta-

| tion until lis return—an expectation that |

There was

worrled to keep still, and was down in
the outer office when the first clerk—Mr.,
Levens—arrived. Ho looked very much
uwstonished when he saw me; but, before
lie had time to say more than good morn-
ing, Horace Debenham came following
on his heels,  He, too, looked astonished
at my unususl earliness—and confused,
ton, | thought, when 1 told Liim I wanted
to speak 1o him for o few moments in my
room.  As we passed in I was conscious
of Levens' keenly curions glance follow-
ingg was he was inclined to be *down on
Horaee,™ | know, and possibly he hoped
that the youngstor was in for a reprimand,

As woon as Hormee had closed the door
bebidnd him, to my untold relief ho took
my chequa book ot of his podket and
put it upon the table,

“That was what you wanted me for,
wasn't it?" ho said coolly, *“1 saw it
Iy T here when | camoe io for my k?ﬂfu
st iyt afte you hind gong, so T thought
I hadd better tako it hote with mo for
l;ufrly, 1« lpﬂ-r!.ﬂ] ta have been here lm-
fure you hal time to miss K"

Nouw but those who have gone through
a similar experience can understand how
thankful 1 felt. It would have been bad
envugh o bave lost the book in oy cir-
cumstances, but to have lost it in such a
way that suspleion pointed to Cynthia's

brother as the thief would have been in-
BUpportune,

I thunked him for Wis forethoughbt: and
with the book in my
hand whon Levers e i with the first
bateh of letters, havisg just wnlocked

resonted itself to me, I brought |
and ansthomatized |

sf
it

|

¥ -

1 did not want it now, you seo,” she
anawered. Bl .

“How much have you lost? 1asked,
féeling m increasing !’lﬁhlﬁz §
every roply she made. “Go and '-
mo all you have left, Cynthia; I will
lnflt for you—he shall have no more.™

“I have none lcft, Gerald,” . - = ©
It wan quite as much as
keop back the exclamation roseto -
wy lips, but I did. Sho shawmed mo inte
cn[m.nn-. Whas right had I tostorm
and rave when the chief sufferer was
patient? -

I took a few rapid turns up and down
the room, and, when 1 had

ned my self control 1

“Is he in dobt now?'—*Yes." _

The word was scarcely more than
sigh, but I knew what it cost ber to :
say it

*How much—do you know? |

Sho looked at me without speaking,
and her lips quivered.

“Dou't o foolish, Oynthiaf® T said,
golng over to her. “What is a little
money to me compared with come
fort and happiness? You ought not to
feel it so.™ D,

Sho tried to speak, but her face worked
convulsively, and sho put up her hand
and covered her eyes for afew momenta
I smoothed her pretty hair gently; :
when I heard alobil':m‘lellsl‘tml -
the sheltering hand, t 4
murder some one—Horace for choice.

By and by, when sho took her
from her eyes, s nd murmured )
about being silly, 1 drow forward &
and sat down in front of her, ‘

“Now I am going to talk business,® I 4
sald very solemnly, “This betting ls s
serious matter, and 1 don's know ' '
best to set about curing Horace, ;
could give bLim a real good
might perhaps have some effecs on .
Will you let me wait herountil be :
And if you will leave us o=
gether, 1 will go at him hammer | s
tongs, and threaten him with instant dis-
missal unless he gives mo his word of
bonor not to stoop to this folly
When I've given him a ki

present

I'll finish by settling
‘What is the amount®™ k.
I took my cheque book from my pockes
na I spoke, and beguan to fill in, so tha
Cynthia might havo time to recover bep "
self, \\'lw?lmmh"w,b“ B
Horaco Debonhnm, gned myr .ﬁ
llmwhckﬂnhdhﬂyhdﬂ -
date.

Cvonti v el nest -\Wurd-q‘
———————————.




