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MONDAY EVENING,

CHAPTER VIl.—Continued.

On §t. Mark's Eve.

“I am free!" she echoed. ‘‘What do
you mean? How do you know that you
can save me? You speak as If it had
happssad, and were all over, as If you al-
ready kmew—the end.”

The man she called Michael was silent,

standing before her abashed, hls [face
white as death.

“*SWhat do you mean?'' she repeated.
“You must answer. You look—oh,

Michael, your eyes frighten me."

“They nead not,'"” he answered, moisten-
Ing dry lips. “1 spoke Impulsively. 1
would have broken it to you. You
ought to have waited, trusting me, and let
me come to you later. Then I should have
told you quletly that the man was here
befora his time. He—no doubt Intended
to spy about the nelghborhood, and know
for certaln where you were living, so that
he could use his knowledge for evil if he
chose. I thought of that, and I, too, came
sarly in the case.”

“He has been, then? You have seen
him?" \
.'""Yes. He has heen. We—we talked to-

gether for some time. Now he has gone,
and I swear to you he will never trouble
you agaln, Maya, my own, my beautiful
one—you'll keep your promise as I have
kept mine?”

He took a step towards her, holding out
his hands, his young face pale with pas-

slon. But the girl shrank away with a
ery. “Michael, there Is blood on your
Fleave!"

He drew back his hands, and his eyes
followed the directlon of hers, searching
for an instant, then found the red stain
that held her gaze.

“That's nothing,"” he saild, faltering, “I
fell and hurt myself this morning,
stumbled in the heather, I am not used
to your moor."

“What Is that over there on the ground
where the heather has been cut close?"
She pointed to some small white object,
and then running towards it, stopped. ‘It
is my letter, the letter I gave to you—for
him! There's blood on It, too—Oh,
heaven! fresh blood, scarcely dry. And.
the ground Is stampled as If with feet
of men struggling. The tracks go on and
on; Michael, they go as far as this place,
this hole in the earth you have been filling
‘What horrible thing
has happened that you would not leave
it to me. You are free. You can live a
new life—a life in the world. For your
own sake, for my sake, ask no more ques-
tions."” 3

The girl sank down upon the ground
on her knees, her hands covering her face.
“Questions!” she repeated, in an an-
gulshed volce. “There Is no need for
questions. You have murdered him—you
have burled him—there!” And she
pointed, stlll covering her face with one
little white hand.

“It was a falr flght between us"
Michael answered. “I won. Yet I would
have murdered him, as wvou call it, to
save you from the torture that is killing
vou. Your life or his. Was ‘it hard to
choose?"’

“You meant this from the first,”” she
whispered. ‘You knew the truth too late
yesterday to—come here. You had to
walt till the light. Then you stole out
and—dug a grave. Oh, heaven! It iz I
who am a murdereress! TYou did .this for
me.""

“I tell you we fought,” persisted
Michael, doggedly. *“And If we had not,
it would not have been murder to put
a flend like that out of the world.”

“You shgé him,"” the girl went on, still
whispering. “I thought—now I know that
I heard the shot.”

“Well, if I did? I have no remorse—I
never shall have. There Is nothing on
earth I would not do for you, Maya. You
promised that, {f I succeeded In saving
vou, you would be my wife. Now that
I've kept my word, do you mean to break
yours, simply because, thru my great, my
mad love for you, I've risked losing my
soul?"”

Y ou sald that you would not harm the
man. I belleved you.”

“When I sald I would not harm him, I
made a mental reservation. It was for
vour sake, too. Is It harming a creature
lilke that to put him beyond dolng harm
to othera? Maya, do you hate me be-
cause that viper's blood {8 on my hands—
hands stalned for you? Are you going to
throw me over, after all—after all?'"

“Heaven help me!" sobbed the girl. “I
know not what to do. If I could only die!
Yet I must not dle. My life is dedicated.
It is not my own.”

“It is mine. It Is a debt, Maya.
you so.""

“And 1I—0, Michael, it is as {f you had
kiled me! But I am gullty top. I should
have remembered that you were young
and your blood hot. I should have kept
the mecret. I should not have let you
meet him."

“It was Kismet,"” said the man. “Hence-
forth, Maya, you and I belong to each
other. I have robbed a man of his life
that he should not rob you of vours. I
dug a grave for his body, where I meant
that he should lie when I had killed him
(as I knew I should)—because of Kismet.
If all had gone well, no one would ever
have guessed—you least of all. Now we
hust keep the secret together, as we shall
well know how."”

‘““What a fate!"” murmured the girl.
dare not think!"

"A worse fate than that which has been
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yours for the past five years and more—
according to your own admission?"
‘“Worse ten thousandfold. As much
worse as crime Is worse than innocence.”
“Do you hate me so then, Maya?"
“No—no, I don’t hate you. It was for
me, I know. Your guilt is mine. You are
right in that I must help you to bear it.
But we shall be, thru this life and the life
to come, two lost splirits bound together
by a dreadful bond."

“But the bond of love, for I will make
you love me. Such love as mine must be-
get love."

“I shall never love vou,” sald the girl,
hopelessly. "I have told you that before,
and now I must tell it you again; for if
things could be made worse than they
are, It would be by decelt. Michael, I{—
what you have done should be found out?
What If he left some papers which tell
of the journey he meant to make? He has
warned me that a record was kept. You
see, he always knew a little more than a
vear beforehand where the next meeting
was to be. Others may have known
something of it, tao, and when he Is
mquﬂl 4

“Have no fear, my darling. I think he
had no suspicion, until his moment came,
what the end was to be.”

“Yet you sald that there was a fight!"
“So there was, but—not till after I had

shot him. Maya, don't look at me like
that. You kill ba with your eyes. All ia
falr In love and—such warfare. I did

not delight In the deed, or what came
after. It was for you, and I had to say
that to myself a hundred times as I cov-
ered up his body with earth, while a hor-
rible sickness overcame me. It was for
you!"

“Ah, I can bear no more!" cried the
girl, her volce breaking into a wall, “Let
us go—let us go, if I am not to be driven
to madness!” She rose to her feet, shak-
ing ®mll over, yet putting away, with a
shudder, the hands held eagerly out to
help her. “Don't touch me!"” she im-
plored. “Not vet. I wlill try to overcome
this—this horrible feeling, remembering
only that—Iit was for me. But, for heav-
en's sake, let us leave thls awful place,
never, never to come hear it again.”

S8he staggered away a few steps, but
the man did not follow her. He stood by
the slde of the grave, his face drawn and
ghastly. *“I cannot go yet,”” he said, In
a low, strailned voice. “You see, my task
is not finished.""

With a gesture which sent a shiver thru
the girl's racked nerves, he Indicated the
grave only half filled in. No words were
needed to make her understand.

‘““You are to go,”” he went on, "I wish
it. Would that you had never come here
at all!"”

“8till, I should have known,” she an-
swered. ‘‘You could not have kept it from
me. Hark! What was that sound?”

“I heard nothing,"” sald Michael.
“Listen! There it is again. It was like
a stifled groan. Are we to be haunted
from this moment forever by his wicked
spirit that tortured me In life?"

Michael had grown even paler than be-
fore. "Come away,” he erled. “I'll risk
all, and take you home, Afterwards I will
return.”

“Hush!"" breathed the girl. “That is
no spirit volce. It is a living man groan-
Ing, choking. And—the sound comes from
there."”” BShe threw out her hand towards
the grave. “Thank heaven, he s not
dead! Even yet it may not be too late.
He has not been there long, the earth
lies loosely. Only part has been replaced.
0, Michael, Michael, down on your knees

save ourselves!"

As she spoke she knelt, and began tear-
ing away the earth with her pretty, child-
ish hands. But the man caught her by
the waist and lifted her to her feet.

“Are you mad, Maya?' he demanded.
“You heard nothing, I tell you, nothing.
Your fancy plays you false, and even if
it dld not, do you think I would let you
undo all—all I have done, for a womanish
scruple? The man is dead.”
*“The man is not dead!"™
struggling in his hold.

“If he is not, he will be In a few mo-
ments. Don't pity him. He s past suf-
fering. I have saved you. For vou I have
committed a great crime. Do not demean
me by making it of no avail.”

The girl tore herself free from him with
a cry, and then faced him with such a
look In her splendid eyes that he shrank
under it Into powerlessness. “Do you
want me to loathe you with horror un-
speakable—to flee from wyou as from a
leper?” she flung at him. “Do you wish
that the very sight of you should be death
to me?"

"“"No—no!" he pleaded.

“Then help me to undo your dreadful
work."

This time he obeyed her, taking up the
spade and shovelllng out the earth not
yet packed tightly into place. Suddenly
Maya stopped him with an exclamation.

“See—the earth moves! He Is strug-
gling to free himself. Not the spade any-
more! Your hands—your hands and
mine."

They worked together in silence, the
girl's face glorious in its passionate eager-
ness of hope, the man's sickly white,
The movements under the loose earth
had ceased now. Fear clutched coldly
again at Maya's heart, while the blood
ran more warmly thru the veins of the
man.

‘‘Reconslder—reconsider!"’
“All's over; he is dead.”

The girl did not hear. Her fingers had
touched something warm. Pushing away
the earth, a face was revealed, mould
clinglng to it, weighing down the eye-
lds, clotting the long black lashes and
sealing the mouth. For an Instant, faint-
ness overwhelmed her, and the feverish
strength which had been hers failed.

“It 1s not he, Michael,” she faltered.
This is another face—as different from
his as A man’s can be from a bird of
g:eyln Ah, dear Heaven; help us to save

m!

Strength came again, as the blood
rushed back upon her heart. Desperately
she worked, filnging the earth away from
the laboring breast, Michael helping now
with all his soul,

The earth was red and wet over the
place where the buried man had recelved
his wound, but Maya, who had always
hated the sight of blood and been sick-
ened by It, was no longer faint. She
thought only of dolng her work quickly
—of saving the life of an innocent man
who had been 80 near to a death most
horrible.

It was Michael who lifted the inert
body out of the grave made ready for
another man, but it was Maya who took
the unconsclous head on her lap, and,
with a delicate cobweb of a handkemhlet

she gasped,

he implored.

| tenderly wiped the brown earth _stains

from the clear cut features.

‘“‘8ee how young he is, and how hand-
some!” she cried, tears of pity fall-
ing from her eyes upon the pale face
her little fingers touched so gently.
‘‘Michael, how could you dream that such
a man as this could have been the villian
I told you of yesterday!"

“You sald that he was tall and dark,”
answered Michael. ‘“How was I to know?
And this fellow must have been sent by
the other. He knew about the Maltese
cross.”

“I don't belleve it. There was some
strange misunderstanding,’”’ she insisted.
"“T'his is the face of a hero, not a coward.
#ind you—oh! you shot him treacherously,

with me to save him, and, by saving him, L,
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lived. You were the coward and traltor—
afraid to finish your work, yet bent on
murder.’

“This from you to me, Maya!” the
other groaned.
One fleeting look she threw him; but

there was little thought of him or for him
In ‘it. “Forgive me, I am not myself,”

she sald. '""And I will forgive you If this
man lives. Otherwise I think I never
can.'

“The wrong man!” ejaculated Michael.
“Then I have not helped you after all.”

“Help me now to save this one, and
I will ask no more of you. If only we had
a little water,”

“I have a brandy flask,” said Michael,
with a certain sullen reluctance.

Maya took it from his hands, holding It
to the mouth of the unconscious man,
while Michael watched her with misery in
his. eyes. A few drops of the liquld
found their way between the parted lips,
and presently the eyelids quivered.

“He is alive!' crled the girl. ‘‘Michael,
you must go home and get Mr. Truro
to bring the cart as near to us as it can
be driven. Then you and he together can
carry this poor wounded man to it. We

must take care of him at the farm until
he is well again."

are equally gullty. He only got what he
deserved.”

“That I cannot belleve. But even so, we
cannot let him die if he can be saved.
You have completed your course as a sur-
geon, and tho you have never practiced
you can atone for what you did by saving
the life you tried to take. He must be

and flung bim mto a grave while he stlll

A dark flush rose to Mtcha.el' face.
“That is impossible,” he exclaimed. *The.
man is an emissary from the other. They

weak from loss of blood. Bind up' the

wound, Michael, and then go and fetch
the cart."

“You ask too much of me,” sald the
young man. ‘I am not made of stone.”

‘““No, you are human and you have a
heart. Therefore I ask so much, And if
you care for my regard you will do all
for me, if not for your own ho.nor."

- L -

When Vivien Oakley received Break-
spear’'s telegram, saying that he would
not be able to spend the night of April
24 at Red Down Hall, she was sure that
he meant to go to Dartmoor, drawn there
because he hoped to discover the lady of
the photograph. Indeed, she had obtained
the invitation for him from her friends at
that particular time as a test. If he came,
she would let matters rest; if he did not
come she would know that, if she were to
win him, she would have to fight against
a rival—a rival unknown and therefore
doubly dangerous.

(To be continued to-morrow.)
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