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Synopsls of Preceding Chapfers

Tnek Porteons weas the manager of the South Kensington
Branch of a London hanking house, to which position he
had worked himself by sheer application and devotlon
to his work. He was a married man and the father of
# baby boy, of whom he was very fond, but his relations
with hie wite had been for some time uncongenial, and
forl this reason he allowsd himself to suceumb to the
wiles of Mra. Marfe de 1a Mothe, a beautiful woman
with a great inflnence over men generally. There was
never much sald by that woman about Mr, de Ia Mothe,
Bome said he was dead and others sald he never ex-
Istéd, However, tha ladg never dlsplayed any great
griet for him If dead or interest In him If allve. Mre
de 1a Mothe 18 lving fn a rather pretentious house with
Mra. Mixon, a companfon, and Porteous has become A
togular visitor to the place. He has so far been In-
fluenced by the woman that he appropriated a large
sm of the hank's money to his own use, and fs plan-
ning fight to South Ameriea, The two are to fiy on
separate vessels and joln each other Inter in a South
Ameriean port. The day befors the flight Porteons re-
turns home Iate in the night to find his wife dead, and
he 18 #o overcoma by remorte that he decided to re-
nounce the woman on whom he bas been showering
money and attentiohs, Furlous at being spurned hy the
man she really loved at a time when she regarded
him free to marry her, Mra. Ae In Mothe wrote an anony-
motn letter to the bank officials telling them of the
defaleation. Porteons Is atrested on the day following
his wife's funeral. The trial takes place and he i sen-
teneed to imprisonment. Upon heing released he assumes
the name of Jordison and soon after takes up his rest-
dence In a house in Essex, which has been abandoned
for yenrs, and which he had rebullt and put in condi-
tion for occupancy. The house was located near Hea.
therstone Hall, the seat of the Right Honorable Lord
Henatherstone, and one day, about twenty years after
the conviotion of Porteous, one of the three annual gar-
Aden partles given by Lord Heatherstome is being held.
Lady Heatherstone heing a confirmed invalld, the duty
of hostess devolved upon Tady Agnes Cliffe, the only
dnughter of Lord Heatherstone by m former wife. This
partienlar function has some political significance at-
tached to ft, ms T.ord Heatherstone has undertaken to
bring about the election of Lord Harry Quy to a seat
in Parllament. Tord Harry and Tady Agnes have long
been friends, and in fact a warmer regard has sprung
up In the breast of the young man. The garden party,
having heen ended, he is leading the girl off to a me-
cluded portion of the grounds te tell her of the matter
which {8 uppermost in his mind, swhen thelr attention is
arrested by the clatter of horses' hoofs.

———

CHAPTER VI—Continued

NOTHER man had heard the clatter and
cries along the road. He climbed out
of the hatchway of one of the oyster-
smacks and stood upon the deck. A
tall, broad-shouldered man, with a
bronzed weather-beaten face, and a
golden beard and mustache.

He came to the edge of the smack and glanced
keenly at the runaway horses and then at the
two figures behind the park wall. When the
dray got within fifty yards of the onlookers,
Lord Harry sprang lightly over the wall and
crossed the road. He was an athlete, and, more-
over, absolutely devoid of fear.

Lady Agnes cried out to him to come back,
and the man on the smack yelled something out
to him that he did not hear.

The horses came at him like an avalanche.
He sprang at the reins of the leader and was
swing off his feet.

If the horses had keep straight on he muet
inevitably have been trampled under their hoofs,
but as luck wonld have it they caught sight of
the girl's white dress and swerved sharply to-
ward the creek, as thongh they had been struck
broadside by a tornado.

Lord Harry was swung round like a stone in
a sling, jerked off his hold and shot out half
a dozen yards into the water. The driver went
flying after him.

The contents of the van scattered and broke
in every direction. The horses plunged a few
yards through the mud, slipped, struggled to
their feet, slipped again, rolled over and kicked
furiously, churning the mud into a filthy black
glime. The driver was pitched on to the leader's
back, whence he ricochetted into a soft bed of
mud two feet in depth.

He fell over and almost disappeared, but he
rose unhurt, a filthy spectacle, spitting mud
from his mouth and dripping with it from head
to foot. 3

Lord Harry Quy was not so fortunate. The
man on the smack kicked off the big boots and
looked keenly at the foam-flecked water where
he had disappeared. It was several seconds be-
fore he appeared on the surface, and then he
wae some yards farther down the stream. He
gank almost as suddenly as he had rieen.

The man on the smack looked no longer, but
dived into the swift tide and swam rapidly to
the spot where the body had vanished.

Once more the head appeared and vanished,
this time but a few feet from the rescuer. The
latter dashed through the water, and, diving
down, caught the arm of the drowning man and
‘brought him to the surface. The body was
limp and still, and it was easy work to swim
with it to the shore.

He did not touch bottom wuntil he got into
three feet of water, for to swim was mere
child’s play compared to walking through the
mud. And then he lifted Lord Harry Quy onto
his shoulder and carried him to the grass by
the side of the road, Lady Agnes came to him
with a white face,

“Is he—is he——" ghe faltered. .

“He’s all right,” replied the man roughly;
“pun up to the house, that’s a good girl, and
get help; blankets, hot water, something to car-
ry him up on. I will rub him down, and T'll
bet he's smiling when you come back, but run
like the devil, in case we don’t happen to get
him round.” The girl turned without another
word, and, clambering” over the wall, disap-
peared from sight.

“Hij, you there,” yelled the man to the driver,
who had cut the traces and got his three horses
to their feet, “just leave your horse, and lend
a hand here. They will walk out of the mud
by themselves now, I guess.”

The sailor gave him a few rapid instructions,
and then, hurrying to'one 6f the dingheys, push-
ed it off and sculled over to the smack. In less
than two minutes he was on his way back,
clothed in a dry jersey and trousers and with
a bottle of brandy and a rough blanket in the
bottom of the boat,

Then both men set to work with a will, and in
less than ten minutes Lord Harry sighed and
opened his eyes.

A quarter of an hour before the arrival of the
relief party from the hall he was clothed in a
borrowed serge suit and smoking a cigarette,
and was chatting cheerfully to the man who had
pulled him out of the water,

The sailor went over to the dray and gave a
hand to the driver, who was tryin( to save
gome of his cases from the ing tide.
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full of metal eastings of small cogs, bars of
steel, bolts, serews and bits of the framework
of rome engine,

The three horses, black with mud and trem-
bling from head to foot, watehed the operntions
with apparent unconcern, and grazed unfeeling-
ly by the edge of the road.

Lord Harry Quy strolled down and looked at
the address on the labels.

They were all consigned to the same person:

Mr. William Jordison,
The Red Houase,
(Glorehaven, Fanex.

“Hum!” said Lord Harry to himself, “that’s
curious,”

At last a number of people came crashing
through the copse and scrambled over the edge
of the wall.

Tady Agnes rushed up to Lord Harry and
overwhelmed him with a torrent of questions:
How did he feel? Was he cold? Was he fever-
ish? Did his head ache? Was he wet? and so
on, '
“Agnes,” gaid Lord Harry, when she had ex-
hnusted her torrent of questions; “let me intro-
duce you to this gentleman, who has saved my
life. We shall probably see much of him during
the next few weeks. Mr. Arthur Holme—Lady
Agnes Cliffe.”

CHAPTER VII
THE, RED HOUSE.

T all the lonely habitations in the
eastetn part of Fassex, the Red House
was the loneliest and least attractive.
To east and west and south and
north the land lay flat and uninhabit-

ed, eave for an isolated cottage, the home of
some watchman or ferryman.
Not a tree broke the monotony of the land-
scape. On the eastern horizon lay the sea. On
the west, six miles away, the rising ground
showed up dim and indistinet, like a miniature
range of mountains.
A straight rond commenced at the mound and
ran west between two creeks. This road, con-
strueted at enormous expense by the man who
built the house, ran inland for six miles, and
then cut at right angles into the same road
that ran past Heatherstone Hall-a wide cause-
way that had been built in the time of the Ro-
mans, and had been maintained ever since as a
communication between the mnorth and south of
FEssex,
The house iteelf 'was as unattractive as the
scenery that surrounded it—a great, bare build-
ing, badly constructed of very inferior bricks.
Behind it lay numerous outhouses and sheds,
and a brick stable large enough to accommo-
date a dozen horses and as many carts or car-
riages. A tarred fence some three hundred yards
in circumference inclosed a piece of ground
which had once heen a garden,
To this lonely spot, after fourteen years of
hell in a conviet prison, and eight years of fe-
verich work in France, came John Porteous, now
known to the world as William Jordison.
The hard work and simple fare of prison life
had broadened his shoulders and strengthened
his muscles. But his hair was white as snow,
and the deep lines on his rugged face spoke
eloquently of the mental anguish he had euf-
fered.

For there had been more than the degrada-

tion of his punithment to sear John Porteous’

mind. There had been the daily, almost hourly
thought of the woman who had betrayed him.

John Porteous had gone into the prison a man

who had indeed lost his honor, but who still

retained many admirable traits of a fine and
gentlemanly nature.

He came oul of it a wild and ravening -beast,

insensible, save for the love he still bore his

son, to every passion and emotion but revenge.

When he left Portland he had a few pounds

in his pocket, and he spent several weeks look-

ing for a job that offered some prospects in the
future. He was a man of fine commercial capa-
bilties, and with a few hundred pounds of eap-

ital he could doubtless have soon built up a

business. But he was handicapped by want of

money, and he realized that he had to start at
the very bottom.

The idea of a clerkship was distasteful to him.

He knew only too well how few chances came

to a clerk, and how the most splendid abilities

have rusted for years at the office desk.

He picked up an odd job here and there and

kept himeelf alive, traveling about the country

on feot from place to place. During this time
he made diligent inquiries for his son.

He had no intention of making himself known
to him, nor asking for assistance, but his
heart yearned for some news of the boy. He
learned nothing, save that Mr, and Mrs. Behag
were both dead, and that the boy had run away
to sea.

He also made inquiries about Marie de la
Mothe, but he found out absolutely mnothing
about her movements., He was hampered in
his search by want of money, and resolved to
wait until he could pay detectives to prosecute
systematic inquiry.

At last, after a long period of semistarvation,
he found the ~nening that he required. At
that time the motor-car industry was in its in-
fancy in France, but astute men of business
were already trying to grasp the future possi-
bilities of the petrol-driven machine.

It was a fortunate circumatance for John Por-
teous that mechanical engineering had been one
of the hobbies of his earlier days. As a boy he
had invested all his spare savings in little verti-
cal and horizontal engines that had  whizzed
round wildly and perilously under the influence
of methylated epirits.

On the strength of his mechanical knowledge,
he applied for and obtained a position with
Jacquart Cie., & new motor-car firm that had
just been started in rrance.

He picked up the language in a few months,
and before he had been there a year the direc-
tors recognized that they had got hold of a
man who might do mueh for them, and whose
mechanical skill was nothing compared to his
commercial capabilities.

He was speedily transferred from the construe-
tive to the executive part of the business, and
before another two years had elapsed he found
himself general manager of a fine business, with
a liberal remuneration and a commission that
brought him in three times his fixed salary.
He invested his savings in the company. He
was elected to a vacant seat on the board. Mo-
tors were then on the boom, and he raked in
money hand over fist.

When he had saved thirty thousand pounds
he retired from business and returned to Eng.
land, bringing with him a fifty-horse-power car.

He would have in it a speedy means of loco-
motion from place to place; he would be inde-

dent. of trains and timetables. He could

The two men toiled hard at their task and sue-
ceeded in depositing most of the boxes on the

road.

oi'wo of them, however, defied their united ef-
forts, and they lay half-buried in the black
mud, with the tide eddying round them. One

scour the country from John 0'Groat’s to
Land’s End, and follow up every clue in per-
son,

But no such clue came to William Jordison.
The practiced skill of detectives failed to dis-

cover anything of Marie de la Mothe or his

of the cases was broken, and it appeared to be | son

For eix monthe he lived in London, and then,
on one of his frequent tours through Essex, he
#saw the Red House, and the loneliness of it ap-
pealed to him,

He purchased it for a mere song, and decided
to make it his headquarters.

CHAPTER VIII
“RICHARD BEHAG 18 DEAD.”

TLLIAM JORDISON aat in a émall room
on the first flobr of the Red House. Tt
overlooked the eastern marshes, and
from his chair he could see the sun-
light sparkling on the ocean.

The chair was drawn up to a large
deal table set clése to the window. The table
was covered with plans, pencils, rulers and com-
passes. He was measuring out fractions of a
line with a diagonal seale,

William Jordison was playing with what had
onea been part of his daily work—the perfecting
of a new invention which would reduce the cost
of running a car to almost nothing, which would
simplify the machinery, and which would gener-
ate a horsepower hitherto undreamed of in the
trade.

Finally he threw the pencil down, tore up the
drawing in front of him and rose to his feet.
His playtime was over.

In a few minutes’ time there was a slow, heavy
footstep on the stairs outside. Then the door
opened and a man entered. He was short and
thick-set, with a low forehead, bestial mouth, and
a sullen, clean-shaven face.

Jordison could not stand the sight of a woman
in the house.®* He had three men-servants, and
a more unprepossessing trio could scarcely have
been chosen for the purpose.

They had been selected from the worst types
of humanity, and were, in point of fact, three
convicts who had escaped from Portland jail the
year before. They served Jordison’s purpose,
however.

“Well, Lipp,” he said, as the man entered.

“Jermy’'s just brought the second post from
Gorehaven,” the man replied sullenly, holding
out a letter in his dirty muscular fingers.

Jordison took the letter, and glanced at the
handwriting. A flush came to his haggard face.

“Well, Lipp,” said the master of the house,

placing the letter in his pocket, “any news from
Gorehaven ?””

“This election’s driving ‘em all crazy. They
collared Jermy and asked him to vote straight
and true, and filled 'im up with drink.”

“Drink!”* Jordiron said sharply; “Jermy drunk?
T'll have no drunken blackguards about this
house.”

“Drunk, lor’ bless yer. There ain’t a drink
made that could fuddle old Jermy in an after-
noon; is ’ead’s as clear ag a bloomin’ bell. Swelp
me—"

“That'll do,” Jordison said sternly.
those castings come yet from Sheffield?"”

“Thoge that ain’t in the mud,” the man re-
plied with a grin, and he told the story of the
accident in a few words, liberally sprinkled with
high-colored epithets. Jordison appeared to take
no interest in the narrative. However, he made
a note on a piece of paper.

“See that I get the rest of the castings to-
marrow, Lipp,” he said quickly. “You may go.”
The man went, but when he reached the door
his master called him back.

“Have they begun excavating for the bed of the
engine-house, Lipp?”

“Not as I knows of. The 'ole place is in such
a bloomin’ mess that they might be going to
dig a coalmine.”

“Well, tell Bysouth's foreman that I want it
done at once, and that everything else must be

tponed until it is finished. He has the plans.
ﬁ'he engine will be here next week.”

“Or] right, guvner. I'll make 'em jump,” and
the man slouched toward the door, which closed
behind him with a crash, and the sound of his
clumsy feet died away on the uncarpeted stair-
case.

Jordison smiled grimly. “A nasty customer,”
he said to himself. “I expect he had all the
benefit of the doubt when the jury brought in
a verdict of manslaughter. But he'll do for the
present.” He walked over to the window and
sat on the table. Then he pulled the lelter out
of his pocket, opened it, and perused it carefully.
It ran as follows:

“Dear Bir: We have at last obtained some clue
to the movements of Mr, Richard Behag. It is
certain that he embarked as a common seaman
on the brig Valetta, bound for Valparaiso, and
that he left the ship at that port. Further search
will be expensive, as it will entail a journey to
South America, Are you p ed to go on? It

“Have

»

will bably cost you at least ome thousand
poun&:o but we will cut down all expenses ay

PACK MOTOR.CAR.
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much as possible. We enclose our account to
date. A check will oblige.
“Your obedient servants,
“BRIGGS & WARLOCK.”
“One thousand pounds,” he murmured, and
then he laughed and, sitting down at the table,
filled in a telegram form.

“BRIGGS & WARLOCK, 21 Ship street,
Strand: Proceed with search. Spare no neces
sary expemse,

“JORDISON.”

“If it eosts me all T have,” he said to himeelf,
“I will see it through, There's lots more money
to be had in the world.”

In five minutes' time Lipp entered.

“Have the horse put in the dogeart at once,
Lipp,” said Jordison, “and get Jermy to drive
you into Gorehaven. This tel m must go at
once. Look sharp.” He gave the man the tele-
gram, and the latter left, mumbling something
to himself. When he had gone, Jordison paced
up and down the room. His face was flushed
and his eyes sparkled with unwonted brilliancy.

“If T could only find him,” he murmured. “If
I could only find him, it might yet save me from
this other search, and thog
end of it.” Jordison knew well that love for his
eon was the only redeeming trait in his character,
and that this aléne could drag him from the path
he wished to tread.

The room seemed stifling, and he longed for
the fresh air. He went down-stairs, and, cross-
ing the garden, which looked like part of the
TLondon County Oouncil improvements, made
his way to the far end of the knoll,

Half a mile up the creek the sails of a yacht
swelled in the faint west breese, and seemed like
the wings of some great white bird gliding over
the golden waters.

As it came nearer, Jordison began to regard it
with interest.

Nearer the hoat came and still nearer, till
Jordison could see the faces of the two men on
the deck.

One was at the tiller and the other was loosing
the jib halliard from its cleat. As they came
opposite the house the bulging balloon jib canie
fluttering down in a crumbled heap of canvas,
and_a second later came the rattling of the
anchor-chain as it ran swiftly over the bows.

The boat swung round with the tide till her
nose faced the west.

In less than ten minutes the men on board had
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stowed sail and made everything snug for the
night. Jordison frowned and, rising to his feet,
walked slowly down the slope toward the creek.
He was not pleased at the idea of the yacht
anchoring under his windows.

Before he reached the edge of the water, one
of the men had put off in the dinghey and was
making it fast to an old post on the bank. Jor-
dison stopped and leaned against the black tarred
palings of his garden. He had no desire to con-
verse with strangers. The man, however, crossed
the road and came straight up to him.

“Are you Mr. Jordison of the Red House?”
he asked abruptly.

“I am Mr, Jordison,” was the curt reply.

“Well, T have got a couple of your cases here.
Pitched into the mud the day before yesterday.
Suppose you have heard all about it. You seem
to take it cooly, though. No one’s been near 'em
till we decided to take ’em on board this morn-
ing. They were nearly out of sight in the mud,
but we made fast to them, and waited till high
tide. Then we pulled them aboard with our
anchor-winch. You can have them when you like,
but you must send some ome on board to help

get them off. I am Arthur Holme.”

“1 am much indebted to you, Mr. Holme,”
Jordison replied. “Will you come into the house?
We are a little unsettled as yet, but still—"

“No thanks,” Holme replied, “I have got to
cook our dinner yet. My man’s a duffer at the
household work, but, you should see him at the
tiller in dirty weather. There’s not a man on
this coast to touch him, I can tell you, Have
you got any men about that can lend a hand
with the cases when the tide runs out? I reckon
we shall be high and dry then.”

“You will be stranded shortly after midnight,
Mr. Holme. There is only a foot of water in the
creek at low tide, and I suppose you draw five.
I have three men here and I will send them
across. It is a full moon tonight. Between the
lot of us we ought to get the cases ashore. How’s
the electioneering going, Mr. Holme?”

“We are quite satisfied,”” Holme replied. “By
the by, I suppose you haven't a vote—too late
to get on the register, eh?"

“I have no vote,” Jordison said, with a faint
smile, “but if T had, I'd give it to your y.
I have a few tenants in Wick, and I'll see
that they vote for you right enough.”

“It is good of you," Arthur Holme replied. “I
have got the interests of this part of the world
at heart. Landowners dom’t understand these
fisher-folk; I do. Quy seems u decent sort of

uty that lies at the i

chap, but T don’t think he'll get in. Well, T will
g0 and look after the dinner, and will turn in
till you ecome on board. Good-might,”

"Good-night, Mr. Holme,” Jordison replied
with sadness in his voice. This rongh-bearded
young fellow had brought with him the breath of
the salt seas. To Jordison it brought back the
days of his own youth, and the young man’s
voice touched some hidden chord in his hard,
callons heart,

Then a sudden iden seized him, and hurrying
after Holme's retreating fignre, he came up to
hi!n as he was untying the dinghey’s painter.

‘Mr. Holme,” he sid quietly, “excuse me ask-
ing you a question, but you might be able to give
me gome information.”

“Certainly,” Holme replied, with a smile. “Tf
I am able to do so.”

“You have been a milor and mixed with sea-
faring folk. Have you ever come across a young
fellow of the name of Richard Behagt"”

Arthur Holme did not answer. His back was
to the west, where a faint glow of crimson atill
Imaerod‘ His face was in shadow, but to Jordi-
son it seemed as if the young man remembered
t:m name and was trying to recall the owner of

“Do you happen to recollect the name, Mr.
Hg]me.’" Jordison continued.

Yes,” the young man replied, “I certainly
recollect the name. But for the moment—-ah! I
have it. Of courss, I remember now.”

: “If you know anything of him,” said Jordison,

‘T should be much obliged by the information.
mean him no harm,

“It would not be muech if you did,”

Behag i dead.”

Holme answered, “for Richa
% “Dead,” repeated Jordison in a low voice.

Are you sure? Have yon proof?” And he
caught the young man by the arm and peered
anxiously into his shadowed face.

“I am sure,’ Holme replied. “He died in
Valparaiso.. T remember the story now. It
made something of a stir. He was drowned.”

“Drowned?” cried Jordison. “Are you sure?”’

‘}“[olme shrugged his shoulders.

Yes,” he replied, “drowned while yachting
off Valparaiso. T should not inquire too closely
if you are a friend of Behag’s. The whole story
is not very creditable to him. You will excuse
me now, Mr. Jordison. T am hungry. T will
see you 1ater," and stepping into the dinghey, he
put the rowlocks in place and loosed the painter.

Jordison had taken a keen look at the man’s
eyes, and they had fallen guiltily from his glance.
He turned back and walked slowly to the house.

“Dickie dead,” he kept on repeating to him-
self. “Well, Briggs & Warlock will soon find
out for me in Valparaiso, and if it is true I shall
not lose sight of you, my young man. You know
}nol:c]!] t;lt;ény m’g dut:‘h fthan yvou have told me.

wi out the truth if it costs me every
I have in the world.” He turned and lhoc%?l?lz
fist at the yacht in the stream.

Then he went in and stumbled up to the small
room that looked to the east, groping his way
as though he could not see.

When he reached the table by the window he
sank down in the chair, and buried his face in
his hands. For ten minutes he did not mowve,
His mind went back through all the years of
agony and despair to the morning when he had
last seen his son.

He could almost hear his own feeble imitations
of the birds and animals of a farmyard,

“What do the fowls say, papa? I'ze forgot.”

“Cluck, cluck, cluck, and cock-a-doodle-doo.”

The wretched man rose to his feet and clenched
his hands.

“If Dickie is dead,” he murmured to himself,
“there is only one thing left to me in life.”

He sat down at the table and draughted a long
telegram to Briggs & Warlock to be dispatched
first thing in the morning. The burden of it all
was that no expense was to be spared to find
proof of Richard Behag's death.

At midnight, Jordison and his three servants
went down to the creek. Tt was a dark night,
but there was sufficient light to see that the
yacht had moved from her anchorage.

The two cases lay half a dozen yards from the
bank. It was clear that for some reason or other
Arthur Holme had taken advantage of the fall-
ing tide to haul up his anchor and drift down the
channel.

‘William Jordison toiled furiously, and did as
much work as the other three men combined.
He had an idea that severe physieal exertion
would distract his thoughts. But he found it
impossible to get rid of the subject that was up-
permost in his mind.

And all the time he was going to and fro
through the mud, black to his knees, sweating
with the burden of some great piece of iron, he
was wondering why Arthur Holme had left so
suddenly. By the time the work was over he
decided that the young man had shirked another
meeting and further questions.

CHAPTER IX

NEW FRIENDSHIPS.

URING the next three months many

things of importance occurred,
-~y Lord Harry Quy was elected mem-
(ogetey) ber for the eastern division of Fesex
by a narrow margin of three votes.
William Jordison smiled when he saw
the result, for the seven votes he had promised
to Arthur Holme were given to Lord Harry Quy.

Lord Harry, on the strength of his parliamen-
tary success, asked Lady Agnes Cliffe to be his
wife. She refused his offer, tearfully and pathetic-
ally, as though afraid of the consequences,

He had been her friend from childhood, and
she dreaded the rupture of the friendship. But
Lord Harry Quy took the blow like a man. He
laughed away her tears, kissed her hand, and left
her with the assurance that what had happened
would not in any way alter the good-fellowship
that had hitherto existed between them.

Lord Harry, for his part, had no intention of
cutting himself adrift from her society, He had
not yet given up all hope, though he knew in his
heart that they could never be wuch good and
close friends as they had been in the past, unless
they became something more than friends in the
future,

In the second place, Lord Rarry Quy and Ar
thur Holme had conceived a strong affection for
each other.

And so it came to pass that Arthur Holme was
frequently at Heatherstone Hall, and before very
long one member of the family began to look
forward to his visits with more eagerness than
prudence.

Lady Agnes Cliffe had no excuse whatever for
the interest she began to take in this somewhat
rough and surly young man, whom Lord Harry
had brought to the house,

He admired her beauty, and saw much to love
in her disposition, but, regarding her in the light
of a possible wife for his friend, he went out of
his way to dismiss her from his thoughts, and to
avoid any unnecessary conversation with her,

Lady Agnes, on her part, would have laughed
if any one had told her that she was beginning

/
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to think tos mueh about a young man of
::;’"‘ m"ﬂmdnﬁnnnn;'m-g-:

—_—

CHAPTER X
A BURTED PLACE,

HEN Jordison had dispatched the tale
gram t0 Mesars. Briggs & Warlook, he
tried to thrust the matter from his
mind, and threw himself heart and seul
into the construction of his new moter-

to Jordison at last,

ear,
And success came
comes to most men with an earnest purpose. i

it

whole of one day and the whole of ne nig t he
sat at his deal table and made cdmlatiou‘: and
mc:ﬂrodhhnutznd drew plans to scale.
When the gray light of morni eame
through the window it showed a whihhlan.co otill
oring over a growing heap of papers, a white
aggard face with a gleam of trfumph in the rest-
less eyes. And on the paper the motor-car had
bo}.’onlm lll' hu::m:pliohed fact.
n less three months from the dat
the first castings had been thrown int.b '-b: M'h-;

the car was completed, and Jordison sold his
ﬁft.y-l&:rn power Jacquart for nine hundred

On October 25 Tordison todk" the first run on
:.i- new motor. It was blowing half & gale, pour
ng with rain, and the roads were deep in mmd
and water. It was a severe test for the new car,
but she came through it eplendidly and ploughed
through the storm like a ship through a heavy
sea, t.h'mwinl up a shower of mud, like sp on
each side of her. Jordison revelled in thermo.

For thres hours he sat with his hand on the
steering wheel, and in that time they had travers-
ed Essex from north to south and east to west.
uﬂ)p;,: ;:"md'd‘ and cursing by his eide.

Lip ce did not hten until ¢
ynthm sight of the Radhﬁf%onu. The u:ley’ :l.i:l.-
ing on the little hill had never appeared in so
attractive a light to him before. No mariner re-
turn;gamfmf;nml atomy voyage could have wel-
com e se ith greas
and thmkfu]nenz. g b ik

Then, as they rushed alon, the str:
the hill in front of them wn8 uudden]y.i g'il;d:.g;
]. ﬂ;nh ufr:)anding light. A few seconds later a
oud report burst on their
trembled beneath them, 1 o0 ‘e ground

Instinctively Jordison put on the brake,

a man shuts his eyes to protect them fﬂ'nilmdl;.-
ger, not stopping to reason whether he will come
to harm or not. !

The great car slowed down, and, peeri
through the driving rain, the two oem;’nnh “n:
a ho;vy cl:u;! of smoke pouring across the
marshes, and long tongues of i
iy g gu : fire leaping up from

“The dynamite,” said Jordison, hastily. A
large supply of this dangerous material had been
stored near the engine-house. Jordison had pro-
:osteg to b}lut ﬁut ahcave in the solid rock close
o the road, where he could k i
bt "ltore il eep his motor and

“I've "ad enough of your cursed motor,” grow]
Lipp. “I only wish it had been in the shed ::g
Gawd bless the dynamite then, T say. I'd’ like
"‘J”r:] it in smithereens.”

ordison smiled sweetly. Then he rel
brake, pulled the lever toward him nnde.:;g ::::
glided forward. 7

In less than five minutes the car eam.
standstill at the gate. The wind wae .fr:mu:h:
southwest, and the smoke was carried away from
them, but it hid the Red House from view.

Jordison did not much care whether any one
was killed or not, but he was very thankful that
the car was finished, and that it had not been
blown to pieces in the explosion. He had no de-
sire to plunge into the thick and awful smoke
and tigat tters. He ded the horn
:.“ the car a dozen times and waited for informa-
ion.

In two minutes’ time Jermy a ‘roun
})ottor{: lg thef hill. HHe wnsyblfctl.(“vrsgh oiLvdlo't:
rom head to foot. His right cheek i
and he limped. 4 "

“Well, Jermy,” said Jordison, “is there much
damage done?”’ v

“Curse you, and your—motors,”
growled, echoing Lipp’s senti Imost to the
very words in which they had beem expressed.
“’Arf a brick's caught my leg, and a bit of
sov'niethin' 'as grazed my cheek, and—""

“I am not anxious about you, J. 2,
dison broke in abruptly; "whutyuboub myl;oui‘?'z

“It stands,” Jermy replied. “T’ve not been in
it, and shan't till the smoke’s gone. The engine-
house is now an’ ole in the ground, as far as 1
can see.” :

“Where's Susanson ?”’

“’Iding in a diteh, and calling down the wrath
of ’even on yer ’ead.”

“Who's been fooling with the dymamite?” he
u::i.; ubruptly‘s

etter ask Susanson,” the man lied. “
been poking about in the shed ;u?i; :m'ﬂe':

Toward dark the blazing spirit burnt itself out,
The flames dwindled down to flickering sheets of
blue, sweeping along the ground and spouting up
from the crevices where the petrol still lay hid.
The dense volume of smoke died away into a
thick stream of vapor that the wind scattered as
soon as it formed.

Susanson emerged from his hiding-place and
came crawling up with request for food and "|1
ter.

He was questioned as to the explosion, but
nothing could be got out of him. Both Lipp and
Jermy kicked him, and Jordison did not inter-
fere. Then all four men made their way to the
Red Bouu‘.‘:| Yaht b

In the fading light they could see the vages
wrought by the explosion. The endn.-}:w: was,
as Jermy had said, a mere hole in the ground
a pit of smoking debris. From it, as from th'
centre of a star, ran great cracks and fissures in
the rock, some mearly two feet in width,

The Red House itself still stood, but there was
not a pane of glass in the windows, and not a
chimney left standing on its roofs. The
were seamed with narrow cracks, and the whole
building leant two or three degrees out of the
perpendicular and the cellar had & gaping hole in
e m mad ful ins;

Jordison e a care pection of the walls,
and came to the conclusion that there ‘nl:’ no im-
mediate d“"f." to the main structure of the
house, but there was a hole through the erust
of the earth and underneath a huge pit.

But the next mominf Jordison told Lipp to
get o rope and a couple of lanterns. He was
d ined to investigate what lay b h

be safe to remain any longer in the Red

Lipp made the rope fast to one of the
the pantry window at the head of the
and taking the heavy coils on his arm, moved cau-
tiously down to the cellar, and flung them
the black gulf that yawned beneath them,
could hear the rope strike the bottom, and
that it was enough for tlumm /
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