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g CHAPTER XVI—Continued. was melted in a crucible and put
— nghore to be sent to agents In Ham-
“Well, the only Russian who ap-| burg.”
peared to have any connection with “But that night in Leghorn?” I said.
them was Baron Oberg, the governor | “What happened to poor Flma?"
general of Finland, whose habit it “I do not know,” was Murlel's reply.
was to spend part of the winter in| “We were both on board together, and
the Mediterranean. From Elma | standing at the crack of the door
Heath's conversation at dinner that| watched you sitting at dinner that
evening at Nice I gathered that she | evening. The ingtant, however, you
and her uncle had been guests on the | went ashore, Chater, Woodroffe—
Irfs on several occaslons, although 1| whom you called Hornby—and Mack-
must say that Muriel was extremely | {ntosh, the captain—who, by the way,
reticent regarding all that concerned | wag an old ticket-of-leave man—went
the yacht.” ashore, and, of course, broke into the
“Of course,” she sald quickly, “Now | consulate. Then, as soon as they re-
that I have told you the truth, Jack, | turned, Elma came to my cabin,
don't you think it was only natural?” | awoke me, and said that the baron
“Most certainly, dear,” he answered, | was taking her ashore, and that they
stili holding her hand. “Yours was | were to travel overland back to Lon-
not a secret that you could very well | don. She was ready dressed to go. I
tell to me until you could thoroughly | kissed her, and promising to meet her
trust me, especially as your father | soon, we parted. That was the last
had been jmplicated in the theft of | I saw of her. What happened to her
those documents from Malta. The | afterwards only she alone can tell us.,”
truth is,” he said, turning to me, “But she is not the baron's niece?”
“Philip Leithcourt has all along been | I said. '
the catspaw of Baron Oberg. A few | “No. There is some mystery,” de-
years ago he was a well-known money | celared Muriel. “She holds some se-
lender in the city, and in that capacity | eret which he fears she may divulge.
met the baron, who, being in disgrace, | But of what nature, I am in ignor-
required a loan. He was also in the | ance.”
habit of having certain shady trans- “You say that your father has never
actions with that daring gang of con- | taken any active part in the rob-
tinental thieves of whom Dick Archer | beries? Where is he now?” 1 asked.
and Hylton Chater were leaders. For “Ah!" ghe exclaimed sadly, her
this reason he purchased a yacht for | face pale and haggard. _
their use, so that they might not only “l have heard that the vessel was
use it for the purpose of storing the | scuttled somewhere in the Baltic."
stelen goods, but for the purpose of‘ “That 1{s true. Oberg's purpose
salling from place to pla¢e under the  having been served, he demanded half
guise of wealthy Englishmen travel-| the property on board or he would
ing for pleasure. Upon that vessel, | give notice to the Russian naval au-
indeed. was stored thousands and | thorities that the pirate yacht was
thousands of pounds’ worth of jewels i afloat. He attempted to blackmail my
and objects of value, the proceeds of | father, as he had already done so
many great rcbberies in England, | many times, but his scheme was frus-
France and Belgium. Sometimes they | trated. My father, because of his In-
traveled for the purpose of disposing | human treatment of poor Elma, defied
of the jewels in various Inland towns | him, when it appears that Oberg, who
where the gems, having been recut, | was in Helsingfors, telegraphed to the
were not recognized, while at other | admiral of the Russian fleet in the Bal-
times, Chater and Archer, assisted | tic. The crew from the Iris were at
by Mackintosh, the captain, and Olinto | onee landed at Riga, and only Mackin-
Santini, the steward, salled for a port, | tosh and my father put to sea again.
landed, committed a robbery, and then | Ah! my father was desperate, for he
ealled away agaln, quite unsuspected, | knew the merciless character of that
as rich Englishmen." man whose victim he had been for so
“And the crew?" T asked, after a | long. They watched a Russian cruiser
pause, bearing down upon them, when, just
“They were, of course, well paid.

as it drew near, they got off in a
and were kept in ignorance of what | boat and blew up the yacht, which
the supposed owner and his friends

gank in three minutes with its iltob-
did ashore”

tained wealth on board.”

“But Oberg's connection with it?” “And your father?"

1 asked, surprised at those revela- She was silent, and I saw tears
tions. standing in her eyes,

“Ah!” exclaimed Murfel. “The in-| _ 1Deré was a tragedy," Jack ex-
genuity of that crafty villain is fiend- plained in a low, hoarse voice. “He
ish. Before he got into the ozar's| 8nd the captain did not, unfortunate-
favor he owed my father a large sum, | \¥» 8¢t sufficiently far from the yacht
and then sought how to evade repay- | When they blew her up, and they went
ment. By means of his spies he dis-

down with her.”

covered the real purpose of the
cruises of the Iris—for 1 was often
taken on board with a maid in order
to allay any suspiclon that might
arise if only men were cruising. Then
he not only compelled my father to
cancel the debt, but he impressed the
vessel and those who owned and navi-
gated it into the secret service of
Russia. A dozen times did we make
attempts to obtain secret papers from
Italian, Fremch and English dock-
yards, but only once in the case of
Malta and once at Toulon did we sue-
ceed. Ah! Mr. Gregg' she added,
“¥ou do not know all the anxiety I
suffered, how at every hour we were
in danger of betrayal or eapture, and
s 4 of the hundred narrow escapes we
- have had of customhouse officers
: rummaging the yacht for contraband.
= 0 You will no doubt recollect the sen-
3\ eation caused by the theft of the
- jewels of the Princess Wilhelmine of
Schaumbourg-Lippe from the lady's
maid in the rapide between Cannpes
and Les Arcs, the robbery from the
Marseilles branch of the Credit Lyon-
nals, and the great haul of plate from
= 1. the chateau of. Bardon, the Parls mil-
> “Yes,” 1 sald, for they were all rob-
beries of which 1 had read in the
& s newspapers & couple of years before.
«f uE “Well,” she sald, “they were all

who stood with her head bent and her
white face covered with her hands.

Almost at the same moment there
was & low tap at the door, and the
servant maid announced:

“Mr. Santini, miss."

“Ah!" exclaimed Jack quickly, as
Olinto entered the room. “Then you
had my note! We have asked you
here to reveal to .us this dastardly
plot which seémed to have been
formed against Mr. Gregg and mysell.
As you know, I've had a narrow es-
cape.”

“l know, signore. And the signor
commendatore Is also threatened,”

“By whom?"

“By those who killed my poor wife,
and who intended also to silence me.”
was his answer,

“The same who eompelled you to take
me to that house where the fatal
chair was prepared, eh?”

“It was Archer, who, fearing that
you came to London in search of them,
devised that devilish contrivance,” he
4 sald in his broken English. Then
continuing, he went on flercely: “Now
that I have discovered why my poor
Armida was killed, T will tell the
truth, and not spare them. Since
you left Scotland, signore, | have been
up In Dumfries, and have discovered
several facts which prove that for
some reason known

-“_' committed by Archer or Woodroffe
-r

And T looked in ailence at Murlel,.

himself up to look like me, and kent
the appolntment in my place. Armida,
having recefved the letter unkmown
to me, went up to Scotland, and was
alao there at the appointed time.
What actually trenspired can only be
surmised, yet it seems that Leithcourt
was in the habit of going up to that
spot and loftering there in the eve-
ning in order to meet Chater iu secret,
as the latter was in hiding in a small
hotel in Dumfries. Therefore those
who formed the plot must have en-
deavored to throw suspiclon upon
Leitheourt. It is plain, however, as
both myself and Armida knew the
gang, it was to their interest to get
rid of us, because the suspicions of
the police had at last become aroused.
Poor Armida was therefore dellb-
erately ,enticed there to her death,
while the Inguisitive man whom the
assassin fook to be mysell was also
struck down."”

“By whom?"

“Not by Chater, for he was in Lon-
don on that night”

“Then by Woodroffe?
sald,

“Without a doubt. It was all most
cleverly thought out. It was to his
advantage alone to close our lips,
because in that same fatal chair in
Lambeth old Jacob Moser, the Jew
bullion broker of Hatton Garden, met
his death—a most dastardly crime,
with which none of his friends were
assoclated. and of which we alone
held knowledge. He therefore wrote
to us as though from Leithcourt,
calling us up to Rannoch, in order
to strike the blows in the darkness,”
he added In his peculiar Itallan nian-
ner. “Besides, he feared we would
tell the signore the truth.”

“You have not told the police?”

“I dare not, signore. Surely the less
the police know about this matter tha
" better, otherwise the Signorina Leith-
court must suffer for her father's
avarice and evil-doing.”

“Yes," cried Jack anxiously. “That's
right, Olinto. The police must know
nothing. The reprisals we must
make ourselves. But who was It who
shot me in Suffolk street?"

“The same man. Martin Woodroffe."

“Then the nacsassin {8 back from
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Russia?"
“He followed closely behind the
Signor Commendatore. Markoff, a

clever secret agent of Baron Oberg's,
came with him."

Then for the first time | recollected
that the man I had recognized in the
Strand was a fellow I had seen loung-
ing in the antercom of the palace of
the governor-general of Finland, The
pair, fearing that I should reveal what
I knew, were undoubtedly in London
to take my life in secret. Now that
Leithecourt was dead, Woodroffe had
united forces with Oberg, and intend-
ed to silence me because they feared
that Elma, besides escaping them, had
also revealed her secret,

“lI trust that the Signorina Leith-
court has expigined the story of Lhe
yacht and its crew,” Olinto remarked.
“And has also shown you how I was
implicated. You will therefore discern
the reason why T have hitherto feared
to give you any explanation.”

“Yes," I gaid, “Miss Leithcourt has

thing. I cannot yet gather for what
reason she and her father fled from
Rannoch.”

“Then | will tell you.,” sald Muriel
quickly. "My father suspected Wood-
roffe of being the assassin in Ran-
noch wood, for he knew that he had
broken away from the orlginal com-
pact, and had now allied himself with
Oberg. Yet it was also my father's
object to appear in fear of them, be-
cause he was only awaiting an oppor-
tunity to lay plans for poor Elma's
rescue from Finland. Therefore one
evening Woodroffe called, and my fa-
ther encountered him in the avenue,
and admitted him with his own latch-
key by one of the side doors of the
castle, afterwards taking him up to
the study. He knew that he had come
to try and make terms for Oberg,
therefore he saw that he must fly at
once to Newcastle, where the Iris
was lying, get om board, and’ sail
aWay.

“With some excuse he left him in
the study, and then warned my mother
and mysell to prepare to leave But
while we were packing, it appeared
that Chater, who had followed, was
shown into the study by the butler,
or rather he entered there himself, be-
ing well acquainted with the house.
Thus the two men, mow bitter ene-
mies met. A fierce quarrel must have
ensued, and Chater was poisoned and
concealed, Woodroffe, of course. bhe-
Heving he had killed him. My father
entered the study again, and seeingz
only Woodroffe thers; did not know
what had occurred. Some words prob-
ably arose, when wmy I[ather
turmed and lefi
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tojJd me a great deal, but not every- |,

conveyed her from the station. She
Is in the next room, in ignoraunce, how-
ever, that you are here.”

And without azother word 1 fled for-
ward Joyfully, and threw open the
folding doors which separated me
from my silent love,

Silent, yes! But she could, never-
theless, tell her story—surely the
strangest that any woman has ever
lived to tell.

CHAPTER XVIL
Contalns Eima's Story.

Before me stood my love, a slim,
tragic, rather wan figure in a heavy
dark traveling coat and felt toque,
her sweet lips parted and a look of be-
wildered amazement upon her coun-
tenance a8 I burst In so suddenly
upon her,

In silence 1 grasped her tiny black-
gloved hand, and then, also in silence,
raised it passionately to my eager
lips. Her soft, dark eyes—those eyes
that spoke although she was mute—
mét mine, and in them was a look
that | had never seen there before—a
look which as plainly as any words
told me that my wild fevered passion
was reciprocated,

8he gazed beyond into the room
where the others had assembled, and
then looked at me inquiringly, where-
upon I led her forward to where they
were, and Murlel fell upon her and
kissed her with tearg atreaming from
her eyes.

“I prepared this surprise for you,
Mr. Gregg,” Murlel said, laughing
through her tears of joy. “Olinto
learned that she was on L.r way to
London, and 1 sent him to meet her.
The princess has managed magnifi-
cently, has she not?"

“Yes. Thank God she is free!" 1
exclaimed. “But we must induce her
to tell us everything"

Muriel was already helping my love
out of her heavy Russian coat, a cost-
ly garment lined with sable, and
when, after greeting Jack and Olinto,
she was comfortably seated, 1 took
some notepaper from the little writing
table by the window and seribbled
in pencil the words:

“l need not write how delighted I
am that you. are safe—that the Al-
mighty has heard my prayers for you.
Jack and Muriel have told me all

And Threw Open the Folding Door
Which Separated Me From My Si-
lent Love.

about Leithcourt and his scoundrelly
associates. 1 know, too, dear—for |
may call you that, may I not?—how
terribly you must have suffered in si-
lence through it all. Lelthecourt is
dead. He sank the yacht with all the
stolen property on board, but by accl
dent was himself engulfed.”

Bending and watching Intently as |
wrote, she drew back in horror and
surprise st the words. Then | added:
-“We are all four determined that ths
guilty shall not go unpunished, and
that the afiliction placed upon yom
shall be-adequately avenged. You are
my own love—l am bold enough to
ul\ you so. Bome strong but mysteri-
ous bond of aflinity between ys
caused me to seek you out, and your
pictured face seemed to call me to
your side although I was unaware of
your peril. 1 'was sent to you by the un-
seen power to extricate you from the

united no harm can sesall us”
She took the pencil. and holding it
in ber white fingers sat firet at
and then looking at

Princess Zurloff brought her to I.;nn; :n:hloath to reveal to us
don this afterncon, and I have just| truth, S e
& bebind ber chair,

Muriel, standin .

tenderly stroked back the wealth of
chestnut hair from her white brow.
Her complexion was. perfect. even
though her face was pale and jaded,
and her eyes heavy, consegueil upon
her long, weary journey from the now
frozen North. '
Presently, vhen by slgns both Jack
and Olinto had urged her to write,
she bent suddenly, and ber pencil be.
gan to run swiftly over .he paper, .
All of us stood exchanging glances
in silence, neither looking over her,
but each de‘srmined to walt in pa-
tience until the end. Once started,
however, she did not pause. Bheet
_fter sheet she covered. The silence
for a long time was compiete, broken
only by the rapid running of the pen-
cil over the rough surface of the pa-
per She had apparently become
seized by a cudden determination to
explain everything, now that she saw
we were in real, dead earnast.

1 watched her vweet face bent so

intently, anu as the firelight tell
across it found it incomparable. Yes;
she was afflicted by loss of speech, it
was true, yet she was surely Inex-
pressibly sweet and womanly, peer-
less above all others.
With a deep-drawn sigh she at last
finished, and, her head still bowed in
an attitude of humiliation, it seemed,
she handed wha: she had written to
me,

In breathless eagerness | read as
follows:

“Is it true, dear love — for 1 call
you so in return—that you were im-
pelled towards me by the mysterious
hand that directs all things? You
came in search of me, and you risked
your life for mine at Kajana. there-
fore you have a right to know the
truth, You, as my champion, and the
princess as my friend, have contrived
to effect my freedom. Were it not for
you, | should ere this have been on
my way to Saghalien, to the tomb to
which Oberg had so ingenlously con-
trived to consign me. Ah! you do
not know—you never can know—all
that I have suffered ever since 1 was
a girl,”

Here the statement broke off, and
recommenced as follows:

“In order that you should under-
stand the truth, 1 had better begin at
the beginning. My father was an Eng-
lish merchant in Petersburg, and my
mother, Vera Bessanoff, who, before
her marriage with my father. was
celebrated at court for her beauty,
and was one of the maids of honor to
the czarina. She was the only daugh-
ter of Count Paul Bessanoff, ex-gov-
ernor of Kharkoff, and before marry-
ing my father ghe had, with her moth-
er, been a well-known figure in so-
ciety. Immediately after her mar-
riage her father died, leaving her in
possession of anample fortune, which
with my father's own wealth, placed
them among the richest and most in-
finential in Petersburg,

“Among my father's most intimate
friends was Baron Xavier Oberg—
who, at that time, beld a very sub-
ordinate positlon in the ministry of
the interlor—and from my earliest
recollections I can remember him
coming frequently to our house and
being finvited to the brilliant enter-
tainments which my mother gave.
When I was thirteen, however, my fa-
ther died of a chill contracted while
boar-hunting on his estate In Kiev,
and within a few months a further dis-
aster happened to us. Omne night,
while 1 was sitting alone reading
aloud to my mother, two strangers
were announced, and on belng shown
in they arrested my dear mother on a
charge of complicity in a revolution-
ary plot against the czar which had
been discovered at Peterhof, I stood
deflant and indignant, for my mother
was certaintly no nihilist, yet they
said that the bomb had been intro-
duced into the palace by the Countegs
Anna Shiproff, one of the ladies-In-
waliting, who was an intimate friend
of my mother's and often used to
visit her. They alleged .hat the con-
spiracy had been hatched In our
house, color leing lent to that theory
by the fact that a year before a well-
known Russian with whom my father
bad had many business dealings had
been proved to be the author of the
plot by which the czar's train was
blown up near Livadia. They tore my
mother away from me and placéd her
in the gray prison-van, the sight of
which in the streets of Petersburg
girlkes terror into the heart of every
Russlan, for = person once in that
rumbling vehicle Is, as you know, lost
forever to the world, I watched her
from the window being placed in that
fatal conveyance, and then | think 1
must have fainted, for | recollect noth-
ing juore ontil | found mysell upon
the floor, with the grgy dawn spread-
ing, and all the horrible truth came
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