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Synopsis of Preceding Chapiers

Lord Comniston apd Berpard Gore, both holding com-
missions in the British army, meet accidentally in
Hyde Park, London, and being old friends, soon gel

10 telling each other thelr troubles. Conniston has
his title, but mot the money to live up to it, while
Gore, who was raised by his grandfather, Sir Simon,

has been disinherited on account of his determipation | g

an adopted daughter of
, who I8 C s aunt. Gore has
a friend at home in tho personage of Lucy Randolph.
who promises to put a lamp in the red window of the
house if Sir Simon relents. Befors parting the two
men sgree to dine together at seven that evening.
Sir Bimon takes a house in London to transact some
‘pusiness with his lawyers. At an interview with Lucy
Randolph and Jules Beryl, the man to whom she is
d, it is agreed that the grandfather's money
shall be left to Beryl, who {is his .nephew. Mrs.
Gilroy, the bousekeeper,

r, lasrne that a soldler s com-
to see ome of the maids
“and has reason to belleve that It 1s Bernard Gore
Awho uses this subterfuge to gain information of Sir
Bimon. tn
The following day Sir Stmon and Jullus Beryl &0 .
the attorneys’ office. Durham & Son, where o will 18
gend leaving Sir Simon's fortune to Beryl The |l"’x1l“
hen takes his departure, not caring to see the W
slgned, when Sir Slmon walks to the fire and consigns
the flames, declaring that Beryl Is &
fears for his life with the money
will had been drawn in
{s left Bernard Gore.

to marry Allce Malieson,
Miss Pl

sneak, and that he
left to this :lephewﬁ A'no:her
which the bulk of bis fortune

Instead of dinlog together as planned, Connlston ln:
“Gore repalr fo the residence of lawyer Durham, wit!
whom they are acquainted, and the events of t:
previous months are gone over in detall. When t!
party breaks up, Gore starts home, and in going there
passes the house occupled by Sir Simon. A boy Aap-
_prouches him and tells him he Is to follew the yed
window. Gore proceeds in the direction of the house,
‘sees a red window, and as he Is about to enter, hears
a lond whistle. Mrs. Gilroy, his grandtather's house-
keeper, comes running out, crying murder. Gore
enters the house and finds Sir Simon bound and gagged,
his life having heen taken a few minutes before.

He removes the handkerchiefs from Sir Simon's mouth
and neck and Inquires who 18 responsible for the deed,
Avhen Mrs. Gilroy promptly accuses him of it and clings
to him to prevent his escape. The servants appear and
& policeman enters the house. The housekeeper implores
the officer to arrest Bernard, but when the attempt is
made the latter throws the officer to the floor and
makes away in the fog, followed by several other po-
licé&un who had been summoned by Mrs, Gore. Bernard
Jeads his pursuers a long chase and eludes them only
by jumping into the river. They wait for some time,
‘but ne does not come up.

e next morning Alice Malleson, the girl to whom
Gon §s engaged, and her aunt, Miss Plantagenet, read
in 'the papers an account of the murder. The girl is
prostrated, but her aunt refuses to belleve Bernard
gullty and at once promises to take up the case in his
defense and establish his innocence. With Lawyer Dur-
Jiam she nttends the hearing, fn which all of the evi-
#ence except that of the lawyer is against Bernard. The
Jury. luter brings in a verdict of gullty.
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CHAPTER VII—Centinued

OOLS,” said Miss Berengaria, as she
drove back in her brougham with Dur-
ham to the office of the lawyer.

“I don’t think that,” “expostulated
i Durham. ‘“Under the circumstances
gl; jury coyld hardly bring in a different ver-

ict. ¥

. “You knjw that Bernard is innocent,” snap-
- ped the: [4dy.

"Certz;ﬁﬁly! But on %ne evidence before them
5 1) ¢

“AlBg for the Avidence!” interrypted Miss
ia. “I go'by my own knowledge of the
4 He woulda’t kill a fly.”

This was so truly a feminine argument that
Durham, with a shrug, held his tongue. “There’s
no more to be said,” he remarked. ¢

“I know thit,” snapped Miss Berengaria in a
1 humor. I am quite upset by all the rub-
those fools have been talking. What's to

VHa!” gaid the old lady, brightly. “Can you
1 that until you are sure of the death of Ber-
iird 2

¥“Yes. He may be dead after all—"

! *“He isn't, 1 tell you.”

4 “Then it is all the better he should be thought
0 be s0,” said Durham, giving up the point in
the face of this firm opposition.

“Why?” asked Miss Berengaria promptly.
“Because no search will be made for Gore
ghould he be alive and in hiding. Yet I fear
Beryl will search.”

“I don't see why he should. Oh, I see what
you mean. Sir Simon, the horrid “old— Well,
we'll say nothing about that. But ke has left
the money to Beryl, after disinheriting Bernard
for keeping faith with my poor Alice.”

“Not exactly that,” said Durham, hesitating,
“T can't tell you the contents of the will, Miss
Plantagenet, as—"

4T know,” she snapped. ‘““You needn’t tell me
that. T’1l come to the Hall and hear it read.
But, of course, I know it already.”

“In that case there’s no more to be said,” re-
_plied the solicitor, suppressing a smile. Miss

rengaria saw it.

“Ha!” said she, sharply and pondering.
Bernard’s not disinherited after all.”

“Y never raid so.”

“You smiled. That’s quite enough for me.

#4A nod’s as good as a wink to a blind horse.’
Not that I'm a horse or blind. Thank God I
have my evesight and can read print with

" Well, keep your professional secrets,
but: tell me this: Will Beryl—the deuce take
him—hunt. for Bernard?”

“Not if he thinks he is drowned, as is prob-
‘able,” said Durham, rather surprised at hearing
strong language from the lips of the lady.

% #And if he thinks otherwise?”

“He will certainly hunt,” replied the lawyer
determinedly.
¢ "“Ha!” said Miss Berengaria, rubbing her nose.
' “Bo that's it, is it?”

“What do you mean, Miss Plantagenet?”’

* “®That" Bernard has not been disinherited.

That old scamp—no, we must talk hetter of him
“w-that the good old man who is dead repented
“and left the money to his rightful heir. What
‘a joke!” Miss Berengaria chuckled. ‘“There!
there!” she went on, catching Durham’s eyes.
“It's all right. You have told me nothing. I
can guess. Well, well, we must wait till the
will is read. Then we shall see what is to be
done to prove Bernard's innocence.”
© “That will be a hard task,” said Durham, with
a sigh; then added, with some little hesitation,
“Miss Plantagenet, should Beryl make advances
| to you in the way of friendship receive them.”

" YHum,” said the lady. “I detest the fellow.”

“But for Bernard's sake—"

“What plan Bave you in your head?’ she ask-
“#d sharply and peering into his troubled face.

“None. But I think that after the peading of
the will-"

Miss Plantagenet chuckled. ‘‘After the read:
ing—well " ;

“So

“Beryl may make advances to you.”

“T will receive them. But if he thinks I will
tell him where Bernard is to be found he is
mistaken."”

“You don't know where he is, or if he is
alive,” said Durham, astonished to find how
quickly she fathomed his thoughts.

“True enough. But I will know before maay
days are over my head. I quite expect that Ber-
nard will communicate with Alice, and of course
she will tell me. As Beryl will find that the
money is left to—"

“L did not say that,” interrupted Durham,

quickly, as the brougham stopped at the office
oor.
“To Bernard,” went on Miss Berengaria, cool-
ly, “he will try and learn if he is dead or alive.
If dead he will-no, 1 can’t say what he will
do as I don't know if the money, failing Ber-
nard, is ieft to him. But if he thinks Bernard is
alive h‘e will hunt him down so as to get the
money.”

Durham stepped out of the brougham rather
afraid of the old dame. She was so clever that
shie scamed to read his most eeeret thoughts. He
was glad the drive was at an end, and held out
his hand to say good-bye. To his surprise and
;exation Miss Berengaria stepped out at his

ees.

“I’'m coming in to talk,” she said, and march-
ed up the steps. 1 go down to-night to Hurse-
‘ton, ond I want to arrange what is to be done.
Not a word, young man, I am Bernard's friend
and so are you. If we don’'t combine it's all up
with the poor fool.” Durham followed the ener-
getic lady with a feeling of helplessness, not
knowing very well how to get rid of her. Con-
niston was coming to see him, and a meeting be-
tween him and his aunt might be productive of
trouble. Durham regretted that he had ac-
¢epted the lady's offer to be driven to his of-
fice. But it was too late by this time, for Miss
Berengaria was in the room. And in the room
alto sat Lord Conniston, now out of uniform,
and looking much excited.

“Ha!” said Miss Plantagenet, not recogniz-
ing the young man, “and who is this?” She
turned to Durham, who shot past her, making
a #ign of eilence to his friend.

“A client of mine. Will you leave us for a
moment, Conniston?”’

The name slipped out before he was aware,
and he could have stamped with vexation to see
how quickly Miss Berengaria grasped the situa-
tion. Witl, a grim smile she looked at the as-
tonished young man. “So you are Dick,” she
said looking at him through a double eyeglass.
“.[ hguven't seen you since you made yourself
sick in my garden. Bernard told Alice by let-
ter that he met you. Where are you staying?”

“I don’t understand,” stammered Conniston,
while Durham, giving up Miss Plantagenet as
impossible, sat shuffling his papers.

“You ought not to be dense, Don’t you re-
member me boxing your ears?”

Conniston burst out laughing. “Oh! by Jove!
It's Cousin Berengaria.”

“Aupt Berengaria,” reproved Miss Plantags-
net, giving him her hand. “Dick—I shall call
you Dick,” she interpolated—‘‘you are Bernard's
friend, as his letter to Alice was all about you.
Are you going to desert him?”

“No,” eaid Conniston, taking her entirely into
Lis ficd “I have chucked the service to
see him through his trouble.”

“You don’t know that he is alive, Conniston,”
said the lawyer.

“Ah, but T do,” replied Dick. ‘“Here's a letter
from Bernard. He is safe and sound hiding at
Cove Castle.” x

CHAPTER VIII
BERNARD'S ENEMIES.

HE deceased baronet was buried in the
family vault under St. Peter’s Chureh,
with all the pomp of wealth.

Durham, as the solicitor and execu-
tor of the dead man, was present and
directed operations. Conniston had gone to
Cove Castle to see Bernard and hear his story;
and Durham smiled as his eyes rested on the
smug face of the presumed heir. There was no
love lost between the two men, and Julius pri-
vately determined that, when in possession of
the proverty, he would place the legal business
in the hands of another solicitor,

Trom far and near people were gathered, for
the murder had made a great stir. Everyone
united in condemning Bernard, and not one per-
son in the throng thought him innocent. Lucy
was weeping alone at the Hall, with Mrs. Gil-
roy offering her such cold comfort as she could
think of.

Alice remained at The Bower, talking over
the death with Miss Plantagenet. Her joy,
when the old lady r¢turned with the good news
that Bernard was yet alive, had been painful to
witness. She wished to go at once to Cove Cas-
tle, but this Misd Berengaria, by Durham’s ad-
vice, would not permit. Suspicion might be ex-
cited, so it was decided that Conniston himself
should visit his own castle, as that would seem
a natural thing for him to do. The merest sus.
picion that Bernard was alive and in hiding
would set t'w bloodhounds of the law on the
trail, and Beryl would be the first to loosen
them. Therefore, Alice waited at home with
Miss Berengaria until the funeral was over.
Then they intended to go to the Hall to hear
the will read.

Sir Simon’s body was duly interred, and he
left all his wealth behind him to take up his
abode in the dark vault, After the service sev-
eral people lmgercd in the graveyard, but the
majority, thinking the spectacle was at an end,
made haste to go. Julius with Durham returned
in the carriage, and the rest of the relatives fol-
lowed, flocking like vultures to the feast.

When Julius reached the drawing room, in
which those invited to hear the will read were
assembled, he adopted a conciliatory manner.
Several relatives were pTaenk, and Mrs. Gilroy
headed the servants at the end of the room.
Miss Berengaria sat beside Alice in a recess
somewhat screened by the window curtain, But
Lucy was mowhere to be seen. However, when
Durham took his seat at a small table and open-
ed his bag, she entered in deep mourning. Julius
went to meet her.

“Dear Lucy,” he said, “we have buried our
best friend.” #

Lucy made no reply, and, drawing her hand
away, walked to where Alice was seated. She
kissed the girl, whom Bernard had loved, in si-
lence; and in silence was the kiss returned. Even
Miss Berengaria, voluble as she was on all oc:
casions, held her peace. She saw that Lucy was
gincerely sorry for the loss of her cousin, and
from that moment she entertained a better opin-
jon of her. Alice drew Lucy into a seat beside
her, and the two girls sat side by side, while
Julius, already assuming the airs of a master,
bade the company welcome.

“] am glad to see you all,” he said in an im-
portant voice, “and T am sure that our deceased
relative in his will has dxnc all that his kind
heart inspired him to do. Mr. Durham will now
read the will.” .

Durham took no notice of Beryl's little speech,
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but opened the will and began to read. Julius
listened with a complacent smile, which changed
as the reading went on.

Legacies were left to nearly all the servants
who had been “with the testator a long time.
Lucy became entitled to three hundred a year,
and Mrs, Gilroy received one hundred. The
sum allotted to her did not satisfy her, as she
frowned when it was mentioned. Beryl's name
was not mentioned, but he did not mind as he
was waiting for the disposal of the, residue of
the estate. But when Durham read out that the
estate had been left entirely to Bernard Gore,
with the exceptions of the above-named legacies,
he started to his feet.
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“Perfectly true,” said Durham, coldly. “But
Sir Sirmon changed his mind and burnt the new
will. It was never executed, as I say.”

“Sir Simon had every right to do what he
liked with his own,” said the diplomatic Beryl,
while Miss Berengaria, wondering what was in
his mind, watched him with her keen eyes.
“But as I say, T am hurt. I quite understood
that Sir Simon had disinherited my cousin, but
T was prepared to allow him an income had T
received the property.””

“Two hundred a year,” said the lawyer., “A
munificent offer,”

“It was approved by Sir Simon,” said Julius,
calmly. “However, it appears that Sir Simon re-

“That is not the will!” he exclaimed loudly, incindnd the new will—"

and with a ghastly whitc face. “T am the heir.”

“By a former will,” interposed Durham, “or,
rather, T should say, by a will which Sir Simon
afterwards destroyed.”

“He disinherited Bernard!"” cried Julius sav-
agely.

“No! the will—this will—which gives Mr.
Gore the money was never canceled.”

“A new will was prepared leaving all to me.
You read it to me yourself in your office and in
the presence of Sir Simon.”

“Quite so,” rejoined the lawyer, smoothly fold-
ing up the parchment; “but after you left, Sir
Simon, refusing to execute that will, put it into
the fire.”

“It is'a lie!”

“It is the truth,” said Durham, his color ris-
ing. “I can bring forward my clerks who were
to witness the mew will, and they will state
that it was never exccuted. Sir Simon changed
his mind. The estate goes to Sir Bernard Gore,
the new baronet, and as the executor of the
will, T will take charge of all moneys and of the
property until he comes forward to claim them.”

“But you know he is dead,” said Julius,
clenching his xnd.

“I know nothing of the sort. He is supposed
to be dead, but we must have proof of the
death. A %reoduction of his body will be suffi-
cient, Mr. Beryl,” added! Durham, cynically. “I
think on your own account you had better offer
that reward I spoke of.”

“You have been playing the fool with me,”

“It was never executed.”

“Then we will ray he never executed it. The
money goes to Bernard Gore. So far as I be-
lieve he is dead, but I hope Mr. Durham. as the
executor of the estate, will offer a reward to
prove if he is dead or alive.

“With regard to the commission of the erime,
the jury at the inquest found Bernard guilty
without one dissenting voice. However, I am
willing to give my cousin the benefit of the
a hould ha reappear (and I hope he
may) I shall do my best to aid him to prove his
innacence. I hope any words that may have, es-
caped me in the heat caused by a disappointment
will be overlooked.”

Whether any of those present believed this
stat it is impossible to eay. Everyone
looked down and no response was made, save by
Miss Plantagenet.. She rose, and walking across
the room, offered her hand to the disappointed

heir. “You are a good young man,” she said
heartily. “And I hope you will come and see
me.”

Julius, rather taken aback by this invitation4
from one whom he had cause to think loved
him but little, grasped her hand and thanked
her with great fervency. Her speech was a re-
lief to him, and he sat down with a calmer face,
when the old lady returned to her seat.

“Why “did you do that, aunt?”’ asked Alice,
dismayed. .

“My dear,” whispered Miss Berengaria, with
a grim smile, “that young man means mischief.

i\
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““There’s No Need for You to Mention that 1 Have Visitors at the Castle,”
Sald Conniston.

|

said Julius, hardly able to speak for passion.
No, I advised you what to do!”

“One moment,” said a precise man who had
not been mentioned in the will. 0
really is dead—which I for one, hope is not the
case—who inherits the money?”’ f

“There is a codicil to that effect,” said Dur-
ham,
terrapted by Mr. Beryl”
parchment. ‘In it Sir Simon
to charity with the exception of any legacies.

He re-opened the

“I1f young Gote | not overhear.

“which T had intended to read when in-|ent,” he said,

leaves the property | sighing.

I am taking Mr. Durham’s advice and making
friends with him, that I may thwart his plans.”

This was whispered so softly that Lucy did
Nor, had it been spoken aloud,
would she have attended. Durham had come
forward and was speaking earnestly to her.

“I trust you will stop at the Hall for the pres-
“until Bernard comes home.”
“Will Bernard ever come home?’ asked Lucy,

“Let us hope so. I doubt if he is dead, and 1

This in the event of Bernard Gore making no | will not believe he is until his body is laid be-

will. But the property has been left unreserved-
ly to him, and, should he be alive, lge haa' the
power to will it to whomsoever he wishes.”

“And if he is dead the property goes to a
charity.”

“Yes! I will read the codicil!” and this Dur-
ham did to the dismay of the company. Only
Miss Berengaria chuckled. Sbe was delighted to
see that Beryl had been punished, and smiled
when she thought how correct had been her
guess when talking to the lawyer. As for Alice,
remembering that Hernard was alive and well,
she found it hard to contain her satisfaction that
he had been fairly dealt with. Even the thought
of the crime, under the ban of which he lay,
faded for the moment from her mind. Julius,
with a certain malignancy, brought it back to
her recallection. :

“Tven if Bernard is not dead he cannot in-
herit as a felon,” said he.

“Pardon me,” interposed the lawyer. “You
have yet to prove his guilt.,”

“It was proved at the inquest.”

“A jury at an inquest has not the right to
condemn a man,” said Durham, sharply. “If
Sir Bernard”—Julius winced at the title—“is
alive and comes forward, I shall do my bést to
prove his innocence.”

“And in any case,” said Miss Berengaria in
clear tones, “Mr. Beryl does not benefit,”

Julius turned on her with fury, and seemed
on the point of breaking out into wrathful
speech. .But his habitual dissimulation came to
his aid, and he suppressed himself. More than
that, he attempted to smile,

“1 don’t say that T do not feel hurt,® he said,
with a desperate attempt at cheerfulness. ‘“Sir
Simon distinctly named me as his heir, and,
nioreover, asked My, Durham to read the new
will in which I was named as such.”

|
|

fore me. As to the crime, I do not believe he
committed it. However, I want youn to stay here
as the chatelaine of the Hall. All things will
go on as before.”

“Am T to stay, sir?”’ asked Mrs. Gilroy, com-
ing forward.

“Yes! nor will the servants be changed. Of
course, any of them who wish to leave can do so.
But you—"

“T will stop on in my old position, if Miss
Randolph wighes.”

Lucy nodded. “Yes! let all things remain as
they were,” she said.

Mrs. Gilroy made a stiff curtsy and returned
to the other servants; who then filed in an or-
derly manner out of the room. The relatives
also took their leave, amongst them Julius, now
smiling. At the door Luey said something to
him about Bermard. He smiled darkly.

“We have yet to prove that Bernard is alive,”
he said.

“Danger!” thought Miss
watch you, young man.”

CHAPTER

Berengaria. “I'll

X
AT COVE CASTLE,
TVE miles from Hurseton the marshes

began and did not end until they
touched the coast.
The ‘road from Hurseton changed

where the marshes began to a cause-
way and ran solid and high across the treacher-
ous bog towards the coast. Here it took a sud-
den turn, and passed through several fishing vil-
lages on its way to Market-on-Sea. And thence
between hedges it passed onward to London, a
road once more. Some distance from the curve

.
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an arm of the causeway ran for a quarter of a
mile to Cove Castle, which was built on a firm
and elevated spot of ground, near a kind of
estuary which communicated with the sea. The
sea itself was only distant half a mile, and a fine
view of it could be obtained from the castle.
Why the building should be called by so high-
sounding a name, it is hard to say. It was #im-
ply a large stone house of two story, with a
kind of tower at one end. Formerly, in the
reign of Elizabeth, it had been a fort, and after-
wards, falling into decay, it had been used by
smugglers for the storing of contraband goods.

When Conniston arrived at the castle he was
met at the door by a gigantic female of uncom-
mon ugliness, who answered to the name of
Selina Moon., She was large enough to have
earned an income by exhibiting herself in & car-
avan, being considerably over six feet, and suf-
ﬂc:n;‘ntly ugly to shame even the witches in Mac-
eth.

This Amazonian female, from her height of
six feet five, looked down on Conniston with a
submissive air. She was as timid as a rabbit,
the most harmless of her sex, and report went,
that the late Mr. Moon, who had been almost
a dwarf, had frequently beaten her in spite of
her superior inches. However, the old man was
dead, and for many a long day Mrs. Moon had
lorded it over the one servant in the castle. But
she still wore her submissive air, and when her
master imperiously demanded a sight of the gen-
tleman who was expecting him, led the way at
once to an upper room.

“But I wouldn’t take everyome,” said Mrs.
Moon in a thin, high voice like the midnight
wind in a chimney. “He being wishful to keep
hisself quiet. What have he done, my lord?”

“Nothing,” said Conniston, promptly. “He
only came down here for a rest. Do you think
he has robbed the bank?”

“There’'s worse things than robbing banks,”
remarked Mrs. Moon, shaking her frilled cap
portentously, “and the worse things is what he's
done. And why shouldn’t he tell me his name
if he was a babe for innocence?”

“Didn’t he do so when he arrived ?"” asked Con-
;n'ston, halting on the landing with an anxious
ook.

“No,”my lord, bless your heart! he didn't,”
said the giantess; “and but that he had your let-
ter, which was as plain as print—"

“And was print,” interpolated Dick, remem-
bering his caligraphy adapted to the brains of
Mrs. Moon.

“I ghouldn’t have let him in. But your lord-
ship said he was to have the best room, and the
best room he has, to say mothing of your lord-
ship’s clothes, he having arrived in tatters like
a tramp, which he isn’t from the princely looks
of him. No one knows as he is here, he having
asked me to say nothing. But Vietoria—"

“What about her?” asked Conniston, rather
sharply, for Victoria was a small servant, pre-
ternaturally sharp and mighty curious.

“She’s allays asking questions as to what he's
doing here.”

“Then, don’t answer her questions.”

“I don’t,” said Mrs. Moon, plaintively, “and
but that she’s so strong I'd smack her hard.
But only Jerry could gnanage her, and, bless me!
vour dear lordship, he’s earning his bread in
London, though I haven’t heard of him for
months.”

“He’s not in the place I obtained for him,”
eaid Conniston, stopping at the door of the room
indicated by the housekeeper. “He’s robbed the
till and bolted.”

Mrs. Moon was mot at all disturbed. “Just
Vlike his poor father, my second son,” said she,
ghaking the frilled cap again. “He was & won-
derful boy for money and never minded how he
got it. Have they jailed Jerry?” she asked, with
great simplicity.

“T don’t know, Mrs. Moon. But if he comes
here, don’t you let him into the castle and don’t
vou let him know that Mr—Mr. Grant”—Dick
gave Bernard a new name for the sake of con-
cealment—"is here.”

“Grant!” echoed Mrs. Moon. “But he don’t
look Scotch.”

“Never you mind what he is. You hold your
tongue and make Victoria hold hers.”

“QOnly Jerry can manage her,” said Mrs. Moon,
firmly, “me not being strong enough for such a
tearing cat. If your lordship would speak your-
self: 44

“pl gee to it,” interrupted Conniston, quickly.
“I'm stopping here for the night, Mrs. Moon.
(Can you give me and Mr.—er—Grant a good din-
ner?”

“PIl cook it myself, Victoria being fond of
burning things and her pastery being lead for
heaviness. The wine your lordship knows—""

Conniston waited to hear no more of this do-
mestic Newgate’s Calendar, but abruptly open-
ed the door and entered the room.

Tt was a large, airy apartment, with two win-
dows looking on to the shining expanse of the
sea. and well furnished in an old-fashioned way.

“Where are you, Bernard?’ asked Conniston,
seeing the room was empty.

For answer a window curtain was drawn aside
and Gore came out, holding the heavy steel
poker. “It's only you,” he said, looking very
pale, “T heard voices and concealed myself be-
hind the curtain. /I expected you, but didn’t
know but what someone else might come. That
gervant suspects me.’

“Not Mrs. Moon,” said Conniston,
haggard looks of bis friend.

“No, Victoria. She is as sharp as a needle
and—""

“Don’t distress yourself, old boy,” said Dick,
taking Gore's hand and leading him to the sofa
upon which he had been apparently lying until
startled by the sound of voices. “Mrs. Moon
can be depended upon and I'll speak to Vie-
torin myself. You are safe here.”

“Are you sure, Dick?”

“Perfectly sure. And even if you were dis-
covered 1 could manage to conceal you in the
vaults below the castle.”

“Ape there vaults?”’ asked the fugitive, who
was shivering and pale.

“Yes! The old smugglers used them to store
goods and as hiding-places. There is a passage
and door communicating with the arm of the
sea which runs mear the castle, and you could
easily escape to foreizn parts by means of a
boat., Cheer up, old boy,” added Dick, clapping
his friend on the back, “you’re not dead yet.”

The poor, hunted young fellow threw his arm
school-boy fashion over Conniston’s shoulder.
“What a good fellow you are, Dick!” he said.
“] fancied you might believe me guilty.”

«1’d as soon believe myself guilty, you several
kinds of fool.”

“And Alice?”’ asked Bernard, under his breath.

“She believes you innocent, so does Aunt Be.
rengaria and Durham. Yes! and Miss Randolph
also. She's a ripping girl that. I wish she
wasn’t engaged to Beryl, the pig!”

“What does he say?” asked Gore, warming
his hand and casting a look over hijs shoulder.

“He says nothing, because he thinks you are
drown-dead, as Mr. Peggotty would say. d,
by Jove! Bernard, I thought you really were
dead. You have no idea what a relief it was
when T got your letter, How did you escape?”

Bernard, passed his hand through his hair and
sighed wearily. The strain through which he

pitythg the

showed itself in his bloodless cheeks and his
;l.ld eyes. At every sound he started and shook.

18 nerves, and small wonder, were quite un-
lﬁrunz. and even while sitting safely beside his
z d school chum on the eofa near the fire, he

ept a tight hold of him, like a child by its
zzqtll::lan é(:ee. Beeing this, Conniston  rose

uickly, rnard was on his feet i omen
lﬂ'l'l‘ﬂed by the suddenriess of t::: TRt 3

What’s the matter?” he demanded, lookin

anxiously around, and eyeing both door lns
w'.l.‘g,ow suspiciously.
. You are the matter,” said Conniston, touch-
ing _tha bell. “T must get you some wine. You
look so awfully ill, old chap. This will never
do. T tell you, Bernard, you are all right. I'll
m'?k to you through thick and thin.”

'gut if I were arrested?”

“You won’t be arrested. Everyone thinks you
are dead. You'll stay here until we sift ghi!
matter to the bottom, and then you can iake
(y;:’ur ,?lnce again in the world as Sir Bernard

re.

::Sir Bernard!”

Of course. You inherit the title and the
money also.””

:‘Not the money, Dick?”

L “Yes! Durham told me to tell you, as he, could-
n't come himself. He is now reading the will
and Beryl will find himself feft out in the cold.
Y%l xe.trd eve;ything."

ern threw up his hands. “
hunted fugitive.” ’ 5 el b

“Steady, old boy. Bit on the bullet. You're
a dead man, and will remain one until we dis-
cover who killed your grandfather.”

“And how can we——"

“Shut up, Bernard!” Conniston made an’ im-
perative sign as a knock came to the door. Gore
at once turned his face to the fire and began to
arrange the logs, while Lord Conniston spoke to
a sharp, dark, wizen child who entered the room.
She was no more than fifteen, but had sush an
old face and such a wov’lnnly appearance that
she looked much older. Her eyes were as black

6 coal and her thin lips tightly closed. A

ost unpl t-looking ture with a ish
nature.

“Oh, Victoria,” said Conniston, as this goblin
droppe(l a curtsey, “I want you to bring up some
port wine.—~Mrs. Moon will give it to you—and
some glasses also.”

“Yes, m'lord!”

“Bring a plate of biscuits too.”

“Yes, m'lord!”

“And, Victoria,” said the young man, as she
retreated, “there is no need for you to mention
that I have visitors at the castle.”

“That's a mistake, Dick,” said Bernard, when
the door closed.

“What is?"” asked Conniston, staring.

“Telling that girl to hold her tongue. She
has no reason to suspect me, and quite as likely
as not thought me merely your guest. Now she
will fancy all sorts of things.”

“I hope mot,” said Conniston, uneasily, “but
she’s such a little devil that I thought it best
to give her one for herself. And if she chatters
she will lose her situation. I am so afraid lest
gshe should be in communication with Jerry.”

“Jerry?”’

“Judas. The grandson of Mrs. Moon who rob-
bed Taberley. He ard Victoria were as thick
as thieves, and are about equal in wickedness,
If the girl suspected anything she might ask
Judas to help her to learn more of the truth
than we want known. Both would eell their
nearest and dearest for a pound. But don't
bother, Bernard,” said the easy-going Dick,
again crossing to the sofa, “everything is right.”

“T hope so, I hope #0,”” muttered Gore. “If I
am arrested I cannot make any defense.” '

“We'll talk of that later. Here comes Mrs.
Moon with the wine, and so speedily that I sus-
pect she must have out a bottle for her private
drinking. I say, Mrs. Moon,” said' Conmniston,
as the giantess entered with a silver tray and
the wine, “don’t let Victoria leave the castle on
any account.”

“T should think not,” said Mrs. Moon, setting
down the tray. ‘‘She works little enough as it
ia without trapesing about on holidays. T'd
keep her under lock and key on bread and wa-
ter if I had my way, and if she wasn’t too strong
for me, the besom that she is!—begging your
dear lordship’s pardon. Anything else, my
lord?”

“No. You can go.” :

“And glad T am to go,” said Mrs. Moon, with-
drawing with a ponderous step.

Conniston opened the bottle of port and care-
fully poured out a full glass, which he passed to
Bernard.

Gore sipped: a little wine but finally drank the
whole glass. Conniston made him take another
in spite of his protestations, and then the color
came back to his sunken cheeks. When Connis-
ton saw he was better he made him light a pipe
and then sat down.

“How did you escape?”’ asked Conniston, light.
ing a cigarette.

“T threw myself into the river and , swam
across.”

“In the fog?”

“Yes. I was guided by the piers of the Chel
sea Bridge. On the opposite side T took off my
coat and hat and left them lying on the bank, so
that it might be thought I was drowned.”

“Which is exactly what people do . think,”
said Dick, complacently.

“Thank Heaven for that. Well, then T went
into a public-house I found open—it was not yet
midnight—and made up a story about having
been robbed and thrown into the river.”

“That was dangerous. The public-house peo-
ple might have advised you to see the police,”

“I don’t think the landlord had any love for
the police,” said Gore, dryly. “He looked like
an old econvict himself and displayed a fellow.
sympathy. I don’t know if he believed my story.
However, for a sovereign he gave me a coat and
hat, and asked no questions. I walked across
Waterloo Bridge in the fog and escaped obser-
wation, But for the fog I expect my military
breeches and leggings would have betrayed me
and provoked questions. But I managed to es:

cape.

RI didn’t sleep at all. I walked the whole
night, and by dawn I was out of London. I lost
myself several times in the fog and twice had a
row with a tramp or two. I took a train
at wayside station to Gravesend, and crossed the

river to Tilbury.”
Conniston nodded. “You are quite safe here.

T will show you the way to the vaults, and should $

there be any chance of your being discovered you
can hide_there.” Biiiate;
“Does Victoria know about the vaults?’
“] can’t say. Probably that Judas brat has
told her. He was brought up here, and
every nook and cranny of the castle.
Bernard, we must have a good dinner,
you can tell me whom you suspect of
the crime.” L

had passed, and from which he still suffereq,
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To Be Continued Next




