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CHAPTER XXIX
ItAnOLD TAKES TUB NEWS.

Mr. Quest anil Harold bore tko bleeding
man, whether ho was senseless or dead thoy
knew not, into the notice and laid him on tho
sofa. Then, having dispatched n servant to
seek a soeond doctor in eace tho ono already
gone for was out, thoy set to work to cut tho
clothes from his nock and arm, and do what
they could, and that was llttlo enough, to-

ward stanching tho bleeding. It soon, how-ove- r,

lecanio evident that Cossey had only
got tho outsido portion of the charge of No.
7 that is to say, that ho had been struck by
about a hundred pellets out of tho three hun-
dred or eo which would go to tho ordinary
ounce and an eighth. Had ho received tho
whole chargo ho must, at that distance, havo
been instantly killed. As it was, tho point of
tho shoulder was riddled, and so, to a some-
what smaller extent, was tho back of his
nook and tho region of tho right ear. Ono or
two outside pellets hail also struck tho head
higher up, unci the skin and muscles along the
back were torn by tho passago of tho shot.

"Dy Jovel" said llr. Quest, "1 think he is
done tor."

Tho colonel nodded. Ho had had somo ex-

perience of fchot wounds, nud tho present ono
was not of n nature to encourage hope of tho
patient's survival.

"How did it happen f" asked Mr. Quest y,

as ho mopped up Uio streaming blood
with a sponge.

"It was an Accident," groaned the colonel.
"Tour wifo was looking at my now gun.
I told her that it was loaded, and that
ibe must be careful, and I thought she had
put it down. Tho next thing that I heard
Was tho report. It is all mi' cursed fault for
Heaving thu cartridges in."

"Ah," said Mr. Quest, "sho always thought
.hat she understood guns. It is a shocking
accident."

Just then ono of tho doctors came running
flp the lawn currying a box of instruments,
and followed by liello .Quest; and in another
tuinuto was at work. Ho was a quick and
likillful surgeon, anil having announced that
tho patient was not dead, at once set to work
to tiu ono of tho smaller arteries in tho
throat, which had been yierced, and through
which Edward Cossey was rapidly bleeding
to death, liy the timo that this wus dono
the other doctor, an older man, put in an ap-
pearance, und together they made u rapid ex-

amination of tho injuries.
Hello stood by holding a basin of water.

She did not speak, anil on her faro was that
bamo lixed look of honor whicli Harold had
observed after tho discharge of tho gun.

When tho examination was finished, the
two doctors whispered together lor a few
teconds.

"Will ho live!" asked :iv. Quest.
"Wo cannot say," answered tho older

doctor. "Wo do not think it probablo that
he will. It will depend upon tho extent of
the injuries, nnd whether or no they havo

to tho spmc. If ho does live ho will
pi obnbly bu paralyzed to some extent, and he
will certainly lose tho hearing of the right
ear."

When she heard this Belle sunk down upon
a chair overwhelmed, and then the two doe-tor-

nssisted by Harold, set to work to carry
Edward Cossey into another room which bud
been rapidly prepared, leaving Mr. Quest
ulouo w ith his wile.

He canio and stood in front of her and
looited her in tho lace, uud then laughed.

"Upon my word," he said, "wemeuarobad
enough, but on women beat us in wicked-
ness."

"What do you mean?'' she said, faintly.
"I mean that jou aro a murderess, Hello,"

ho said, solemnly. "Andjou are a Lungler,
too. You could not hold tho gun straight."

"I duiy it," suo said, "tho gun went
off"

"Yes," ho said, "you aro wise to make no
admissions; they might bo used in ewil.jKo
ngaiuU you. Let me counsel you to inni.e no
admissions. Dut now look here. 1 suppose
that this in. hi will havo to lio in this house
until he r cuwrbur dies, and that joti will
hell) to mi'e him. ell, I will have ii"iio of
your munier. ns work going on heie. JJn jou
hear me You aro not to complete ut leisure
what yon have begun m haste."

"What do juutul.e mo forf sho asked,
with tonio return of spirit; "do jou think
1 would injure a w minded maui '

"I tlo not I. .w," he nnswered, with a
shrug, "an I i r w hat I tuko J on for, I
take you tor ,i woman whoso passion has
liiauo her nuu, and he turned and left tho
room.

When they had got Edward Cossey, dead
or nlivo and hu looked nioro like death
than life up to the room preparcu for him,
tho colonel, seeing that ho could be of no
further use, lot t him with a view of going at
ouco to tho castle.

Ou his way out he looked into tho drawing
room nnd there was Mrs. Quest, still sitting
ou tho chair and gazing blankly before her.
1'itriuz her. ho entered. "Come, cheer uu.

Mrs. Quest," hu bald, kindly, "they lioio
that he will live."

Sho made no nnswer.
"It is uu awful accident; but I nm almost

as culpable as you, for I left tho cartridges
in tho gun. Anyhow, Ood's will bo done. "

"Clod's will!" sho said, looking up, and
then once moro relapsed into silence.

Ho turned to go, when suddenly sho rose
and caught him by tho urm.

"Will ho dial' sho said, almost fiercely.
"Tell mo what you think not whut the
doctors say you have seen lots of wounded
men and know better tliun they do. Tell luo
tho truth."

"1 cannot say," ho answered, shaking his
head.

Apparently sho interpreted hie answer as
yes. At any rate sho covered her face with
her hands.

"V hat would you do, Col. Quaritch, if you
had killed tho only thing you loved in tho
whole world?" sho asked presently. "Oh,
what am 1 saying ( I am off my head. Leave
mo and go and tell Ida; it will bo good nons
for lun."

Accordingly, having picked up his gun
from tho spot whero it hud fallen from tho
hands of Mrs. Quest, he started for tho
castle.

And then it was that for the first timo thero
flashed upon his uiitid the extraordinary im-

portance of this dreadful accident in its bear-
ing upon his own affairs. If Cossoy died ho
could not marry Ida, that was clear. That
was what Mrs. Quest must havo meant when
sho said that it would bo good news for Ida.
liut how did sho know anything about Ida's
engagement to Kdwurd Cossoy f And by
Jovel what did tho woman mean when sua
asked what ho would do if ho had killed the
only thing ho loved in tho world? Cossey
must bo tho "only thing sho loved," and now
ho thought of it, when sho believed that ho
was dead sho called him "Edward, Edward."

Now, llurold Quaritch was ns simple and
unsuspicious a man as it would bo easy to
find, but ho was no fool. Ho had moved
about tho world and on various occasions
como in contact with coses of this sort,
as most other men havo done. He knew that
when a woman, in a moment of distress, calls
a man by his Christian iiamo it is beeauso
sho is in tho hnbit of thinking of him and
speaking to him by that name. Not thnt
there was mu 'h in that by itself, but in pub-
lic she railed him "Mr. Cossey." "Edward"
clearly then wa3 tho "only thing sho lovctl,'
and Edward was secretly engaged to Ida, uud
Mrs. Quest know it.

Now, when a man has tho fortune, or
rather tho misfortune, to bo tho only
thing a married woman over loved, and
when that married woman is aware of tho
fact of his devotion for mid engagement to
somebody else, it is obvious, ho rellected,
thnt in nine cases out of ten tho knowledge
w ill excite strong feelings in her bieast, feel
ings, indeed, which m somo natures would
amount almost to madness.

When ho had first seen Mrs. Quest that
afternoon she and Cossey weronlono together,
nnd ho had noticed something unusual about
her, something unnatural and intense. In-

deed ho had, he remembered, told her that
she looked liko tho Trngio Muse. Could it bo
that tho look was tho look of a wo.-iv- mad-

dened by insult nnd jealousy, who was medi
tating somo fearful crime? How did that
gun gooll'l He did not seo it, and he thanked
find that ho did not, for somehow we aro not
ihwiysns anxious to bring our fellow crea-
tures to justice as wo might be, especially
when they happen to bo young und lowly
women. How did it go oil'? Shu understood
guns; ho ctuld seo that from the way she
h'indled it. Was it likely that it exploded ol
itself, or ow ing to on aee.dental touch of the
trigger? It was possible, but not likely. Still,
such tilings had been known to happen, and
it would bo impossible to prove that it hail
not happened in this case. If it was an at-

tempted murder it was very cleverly man-
aged, because nobody could prove that it was
not accidental. liut could it bo that that
soft, beautiful, baby faced woman had on the
spur of tho moment taken advantago of his
loaded guntowieak her jealousy and her
wrongs upon her faithless lover? Well, the
face is no mirror of tho quality of tho soul
within, and it wns possible. Further than
that, it did not seem to him to bo his business
to Inquire.

liy this time ho was nt tho castle. Tho
squire was out, but Ida was in, und ho was
shown into tho drawing room whlla tho ser-
vant w ent to seek her. Presently ho heard
l.or dress rustle upon tho stairs, and tho
sound of it sent tho blood to his heart, for
where is the music that is moro sweet than
tho rustling of tho dress of tho woman whom
wo lovo?

Sho enmo In and shook hands with him.
"Why, what is tho matter?' sho said, notic-

ing the disturbed expression on his fnoe.
"Well," ho said, "thero has been uu acci-

dent a very bud accident."
"Who?" iuv baid. "Not my fatlivri-- '

"No, no; Mr. Cossoy."
"Oil," bho said, with a sigh of relief. "Why

did you frighten mo so?"
Tho colonel Biuiled grimly at this uncon-

scious exhibition of tho relative state of her
affections.

"What has happened to him?'' asked Ida,
this timo with a suituble expression of con-

cern.
"Ho lias been accidentally bhot."
"Who by?"
"Mrs. Quest."
"Then sho did it on purpose I mean is ho

dead?"
"No, but I bclicvo ho will die."
They looked ut each other, and each read

in the eyes of tho other tho thought which
passed through their brain. If Edward Cos-

sey died, thoy would bo freo to marry. So
clearly did they read it that Ida actually in-

terpreted it in words.
"You must not think that," sho said. "It

is very wrong."
"It is wrong," answered tho colonel, ap-

parently in no way surprised at her inter-
pretation of his thoughts, "but utifoi tuuatcly
human nature is human nature."

Then ho went on to tell her all about it.
Ida mado no commeut, that is after those
first words "sho did it on purpose," which
burst from her in her astonishment. Sho
felt, and ho felt too, that tho question ns to
how that gun went off was ono which was
best left utiinquired into by them. No doubt
if tho man died thero would bo an inquest,
and tho whole matter would bo investigated.
Meanwhilo ono thing was certain, Edward
Cossoy, whom sho was engaged to, was shot
und likely to die.

Presently, whilo they were still talking,
the squire canio in from his walk, and to him
also tho story was told, und, to judgo from
tho expression of his face, ho thought it a
serious ono enough. If Edward Cossey died,
tho mortgages over tho Honhain property
would, as ho thought, of courso pass to his
heir, who, unless ho had made a will, which
was not probable, would bo his father, old
Mr. Cossey, tho banker, from whom Mi-- , do
la Mollo well know ho had llttlo mercy to ex-

pect. This was serious enough, and what
was still more serious was that all tho bright
prospects in which ho had for somo days been
basking, of tho of his fami-
ly upon a securer basis than it had occupied
for generations, would vanish liko a vision.
Now, he was not moro worldly minded than
other men, but ho did most fondly clKiish
the natural desiro to seo tho family fortunes
once moro in tho ascendant, Tho projected
marriugo between his daughter and Edward
Cos-e- y would have most fully brought this
about, and however much he might in hi3
secret heart distrust tho man himself, and
doubt whether tho match was acceptable to
Ida, he could not view its eollnpso within-dill'erenc-

Whllo they wero still talking
tho dressing bell rang, and Harold roso to go.

"Stop and dine, won't you, Quaritch?''
laid tho squire.

Harold hesitated and looked at Ida. She
madu no movement, but her eyes said "stay,"
and ho sighed and yielded. Dinner was
rather a melancholy feast, for thosquiro was
preoccupied with his own thoughts, and Ida
had not much to say, while, so far as tho col-

onel was concerned, tho recollection of tho
tragedy w liich ho had witnessed that after-
noon, and of all the dreadful details with
which it was accompanied, waa not coudu-ch- o

to appetite.
As boon a diiuier was over, th3 squiro an-

nounced that ho w juld wall: into Hoising-liaml- o

inquire how tho wounded man was
getting on, and shortly afterward ho started,
leaving his daughter and tho colouel alone.

They went into tho drawing room and
talked about indilTVivnt thing". No word of
love passed between them; no word, indeed,
that could bear even an atfectionato Eignilt-cauc-

and yet evory senteuco they said car-

ried n message with it, and was as heavy
w ith unultercd pas-io- n as a boo w ith honey.
'')! they loved each ether dearly, and lovo is

a thing that canuot bo concealed by lovers
from each other. Liko tho air impalpable,
it is liko tho air surrounding, nnd, to thoso
who breathe, it is necessary and real.

It was happlnes; to him merely to sit o

her and hear her speak, and watch tho
ehangefi of her fuou, a;:d the lamp light play-
ing upon her hair, md it was happiness to
her to know that ho was sitting thero and
watching. For tio most beautiful thing
about deep affecti-a- is its accompanying
sense of perfect companionship and rest, a
seii'.o that nothing else in this lifo can give,
and which, liko a lifting cloud, reveals a
iilimnse of the whito iwaivs of heavenly
peaco that wo cannot hopo to tread in our
stormy journey through tho world.

And so the evening wore away, till at last
thov heard tho squiro's loud voico tnlkiutr to
somebody outside. Presently he entered.

"How is he?" askod Harold. "Will ho live?"
"" hey cannot say," wns tho answer, "But

two great doctors havo been tebijrnphed for
from Loudou. uud will be doirif

CHAPTER XXX.
IDA MCANTS.

Tlo two great doctors came, and tho two
gveat doctors joel:eted their hundred guinea
leo and went, but neither tlio ono nor the
other, nor oke tho te.iin, would commit
themselves to a fixed amnion as to Edward
Cossoy's chances of llfo or death. However,
ono of them picked out a number of shot
from tho wounded man, and a number inoto
ho left in because ho could not pick them
out, nnd they both agreed that the treat-
ment of their humblo local brethren was nil
that could bo dosired, uud, so far as they
wero concerned, there was an end of it.

A week had passed, and Edward Cosey,
nursed night and day by Uelle Quest, still
hovered between llfo and death.

It wns a Thursday, and Harold had walked
up to the custlo to give the squiro tho latest
news of tho wouuded man. Whilo he was in
tho vestibule telling what ho had to tell to
Mr. do la Mollo aud Idu, a man whom ho
lecognized ns ono of Mr. Quest's clerks rang
tho bell. Ho was shown in, and handed tho
squiro a fully addressed brief envelope,
which, ho said, ho had been told to deliver
by Mr. Quest, and adding that thero was uc
uuswer, bowed himself out.

As soon us ho had gone, tho envelopo was
opened by Mr. de la Molle, who took from it
two legul looking documents which he begun
to read. Suddenly tho tlrst dropped from
his hand, and with an exclamation ho
snatched at tho second.

"What is it, father?" asked Idu.
"Whut is it! Why, its just this. Edward

Cossey has transferred tho mortgages over
this property to Quest, tho lawyer, and
Quest has served a notice on me calling in
tho money," und ho began to walk up and
down tho room in a state of great agitation.

"I don't quite understand," said Ida, her
breast heat ing, and with a curious light
shining in her eyes.

"Dcn't you?" suid her father, "then per-
haps you w ill read that," and ho pushed tho
papers to her. As hu did bo, another letter,
which he had not observed, fell out of them.

At this point Harold rose to go.
"Don't go, Quaritch, don't go," said the

squire. "I shall bo glad of your advice,
aud I am suro that what you hear will nor
go any further."

At tho sumo timo Ida motioned him to
stay, und though somewhat unwilling ho
did so.

"Dear sir," began tho squire, reading tho
etter aloud

"Inclosed you will find tho usual formal
notices calling in tho sum of thirty thousand
pounds recently advaueed upon mortgago of
tho Hoiiham castlo states by Edward Cossey,
Esq. These mortgages have passed Into my
possession for value received, and it is now
my desiro to realize thorn. I most deeply re-

gret being forced to press an old client, bur
my circumstances aro such that I am obliged
so to do. If I can in any wuy fucilitnto
your efforts to ruiso tho money, I shull bo
very glud to do so, but in tho event of the
money not being forthcoming at tho end of
tho six mouths' notice, tho ordinary stepi
will bo taken to realize by foreclosuie.

"I am, dear sir, yours truly,
"W. Quest.

"Jnmes do la Molle, Esq., J. P."
'I see now," said Ida. "Mr Cossey has" no

further hold on tho mortgages or ou tho
property."

"That's it," said tho squire; "ho has trans-
ferred them to that rascally lawyer. And
yet ho told nio I can't understand it, I
really can't."

At this point f,ho colonel iuslstcd upon de-

parting, saying that ho would call in again
in tho evening to see if ho could bo of any
assistance. When ho was gone, Ida spoko in
a cold, determined voice:

"Mr, Cossoy told mo thnt when wo mar-
ried ho would put those mortgages in tho
tiro. It now rooms that the mortgages wero
not his to disjioso of, or e!so that ho has since
transferred them to Mr. Quest, without in-

forming us."
"Yes, I suppose so," said tho squiro.
"Very well," said Ida. "And now, father,

I will t"ll you something. I engaged myself
or, to bo more accurate, I promised to en-

gage myself to Edward Cossey on the con-

dition that ho would tako up these moitgoses
when Cossoy & Sou wero threatening to fore-

close, or whatever it is called."
"Good heavens!" said her nstouishfrt

father, "what an idea!"
"I did it," went on Ida, "uud ho took up

tho mortgages, aud in duo coureo ho claimed
my promise, nud I becamo engaged to ninrry
him, though that engagement was most re-

pugnant to me. You will soo that, having
persuaded him to ndvanco tho money, I
could not refuso to carry out my share of
tho bargain."

"Well," said the squiro, "this is oil new
to mol"

"Yos," sho nnswomi, "nnd I should never
havo told you of it had it not been for this
iuiidon. chungo. u tho position of ttil'airs.


