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CHAPTER I.—(Continued.)

J

“Miss Frere has gone for a walk on
the elifis,”’ said Mrs., Jordan as Mr.
Petherick seated himseli. ‘It is S0
much better for her to be out; in-
deed, she almost lives in the open
air.”

“Very healthy, ma’an,’” said Dr.
Petherick, nodding approvingly.
“Nothing Iike fresh air for young
people, and old ones, too. But, to
tell you the truth, I am rather olad
that Miss Frere is out, for, though
T have come to see her, Tam glad ol
an opportunity for a little talk with
vou in her absence.”’

He coughed a little dry cough De-
hind his hand, and his keen coyes
geanned Mrs. Jordan's face. It did
not need a very strict scrutiny, for
it was perfectly honest and genuine,
and, but for its kindliness of ex-
pression, commonplace.

Mr. Petherick’s gaze relaxed
a persuasive smile.

‘Lot me see, my dear lady,”” he
gaid. ‘I think Miss TFrere has lived
here with you for some years?’”

“Yes, sir,”" said Mrs. Jordan,
“nearly sixteen. She was only four
years old when she came and she is
now nearly twenty. Time passes
very quickly, sir.”

“Yes, ma any, it
the lawyer. ‘““Nearly sixteen years.””
Te looked round the room. “Let
me see—I've a bad hedd for dates,
ma'am, although I am a lawyer—her
mother, Mrs, Irere, died—"" he
waited.

“Little more than a twelvemonth
after they came to lodge here.”

“YVes, ves,”” he murmured,
a rapiil caleculation; “‘and since her
mother’'s death the young lady has
been living in the charge, and under
the the care, so to speak, of her
mother's econfidential servant—house-
keeper—what shall we say?”’

Mrg., Jordan inclined her head.

“Mrs. Haves; ves, sir. A most ad-
mirable woman, Mr. Petherick, and—
er—much above her class. She was
devoted to Miss Norah; I think she
would have laid down her life for
her at any moment. I’oor woman!'"’

¥

into

“Yeg, ves. And she died a week
aco?"’

“This day week, sir,”’ assented
Mrs, Jordan. It - was a terrible

blow to dear Miss Norah—the first,
for, of course, she was too young to
feel her mother’'s wvery acutely. A

terrible blow, and Miss Norah has
gpuffered a great deal, though she

hasn't made much—"" She hesitated
n moment for a better word than
“fuss,’”” but could not find it. *“*She
is not a young lady who gives way
Lo her feelings.” '
. “*0Oh, indeed! Happy—cheerful
position, ¢h?"’

““Oh, yes, very, sir. I say she is
like a bird ahout the house, and it's
the stopping of her singing and her
bright laugh that has made the place
gccm so dull lately.”

“Just so. Ah, yes—anhem,”” said
the lawver. “Now will you tell me,
ma’'am—I'm airaid you’'ll think me
very inquisitive—but have you ever
heard the young lady or Mrs. ITayes
speak of me?”’

“N-0, sir, I think not.”

“Not  once? Not just mentioned
the name? Petherick & Gregson, of
Grav's Inn?" :

“I never heard your name mention-
ed, sir,”’

“Does Miss T'rere see much com-
pany, ma'am? Young people are
the mouseys—gregarious and fond of
chatter, and—and so on.”’

“Not much, sir. This is a  very
quiet place, you see. Sometimes the
rector’s daughter and sometimes the
squire’s lady call, and Miss Norah
roes up to the rectory or the Manor
House to tea, but that is all.”’

“Very good, ma’am,” he said.
“And now,” he glanced through the
open window, I wonder how long
Miss I'rere will be?”’

“Not long, 1 hope, sir,”” she said.
“Meanwhile, I will get you some ten
—or perhaps a glass of wine?”’

“Oh, tea, ma'am, tea, thank you,
very much.”

At that moment a slim figure in a
white dress was coming with a quick

cis-

gpringing step up the path on the
edge of the clifi, She was dressed
in a white frock, simply and Dplainly

made, with a black sash and a little]

Iknot of black on the shoulder, and
wore a straw hat, plain though it
was. like her dress and somewhat
tanned by the sun, sat upon her head

as graceiully as the dress sat  upon! Patherick.
|1":1(1 she give you any message Lo de- |
couple of hundred yards liver to—say any one?”’

her figure.

Within a
of the cottage, she stopped, and lean-
ing upon the rail on the very

does,'’ assenterd i

making
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who the IZarl of Arrowdale might be
and why Catherine had written to
him. The dying woman had hinted,
in broken sentences, of something
which she might tell Norah; had this
something any connection with the
carl?

The question rose in a vague form
only, and with little of earnestness
in it, for her life had been so un-
eventful, so changeless, that she was
not on the lookout for surprises or
mysteries, as persons with more ac-
tive lives are wont to be.

For sixteen years she had lived in
the little cottage on the cliff, con-
tent with her quiet life, happy in
the beauty of the place, serene 1n
the protection of the devoted Catlh-
erine, and for herself “‘in maiden
meditation fancy free.”

Life was still a sealed book to her
and she was scarcely even curious
about it.

After a time she leit the gulls, and
reaching the cottage passed through
the tiny hall and entered the parlor.

Mr. Petherick had been standing
looking at one of the etchings and,
swinging round as sho entered, utter-
ed an involuntary exclamation ol
surprige and admiration.

Even to the dry, matter-of-fact old
lawyer, she seemed rather an ether-
cal vision there in the sunshine than
flesh and blood, and he stared at
the lovely oval face, with its dark
eves and sweeping lashes, the wealth
of auburn—red gold—halr, and the
slim, girlish figure with its graceful

‘A faint blush rose to Norah's face,
though the dark eyes rested on him
with “maiden screnity,”” and she was
the first to speak,

“T peg your pardon,”” she said,

And “‘Great Heavens, what a sweet
voice!’" flashed through the old man’'s
mind,

“T did not know any one
here,”” and she turned to go.

“Stop—I beg—'' he said, with a
little flurried bow, whereas she wa8
perfectly calm and seli-possessed.
“You are Miss—IFFrere?’’

“Yes,”” assented Norah, with a
faint hesitation.

“I—I thought so,”” he sald, strug-
gling bravely to supprtss all further
signs of surprise. “‘Yes! My name 1s
Petherick—Petherick & Gregson, ol
Gray's Inn, and I—er—in fact, Diss
Frere, I have come down to see you.’

“To see me?’’ said Norah.

“Yog—ahem! Will you
down? On business.”

“It's—it’s nothing to be alarmed

was

P

not sit

at.”
“I am not alarmed.”
“Heaven! The most lovely crea-

ture!”’

“I'm—I'm glad to hear it,"" bho
said aloud. ‘“‘Ladies, young ladies
especially, are generally frightened at
the very sound of the word.”

“Yes; but I know nothing of busi-
ness, and so—"'

“*Just so, just so. You have never
heard of me, Miss Irere?”’
“I'm afraid not,”” said

ter a moment’s pause.

“7T thought that you might
done so; that Mrs. Hayes &

“1—T beg your pardon!’” He
elanced at the white dress and black

Norah ai-

have

sash. ““You feel your loss—yes, yes,
dear me, yes! Ahem! You were
very much attached to her, Miss
Frere?'’ -

Norah made no reply and he hur-
ried on,

“Of course, of course. Yes.
woman! Most devoted to you,
—Mrs. Jordan tells me,
very, very.

Norah waited in silence as he fin-
ished his condolence.

““And she never mentioned me to
vou?"’

““No,”” said Norah quielly.

“And—ahem,”” he coughed again. It
was evident thal he experienced some
difficulty in proceeding to the busi-
ness he had alluded to. “"And she
did not tell you anything else?”’

“Anything else?”’ repeated Norah,
“I don't understand——""

“I thought that she might have
made some communication to you be-
fore she—died,” he suggested.

““No,”” she said; them as she Tte-
called—ah, how vividly!—the dead
woman's last words, she added: ““No,
she told me nothing. I think''—she!
paused a moment—""I think that she |
wished to tell me something and|
that she tried, but she did not.” |

“Pear e, yes, yes,” sald Mr, |
“And a message MNoOw? |

T’oor
Mrs.
Sad loss,

“iShe asked |

“No,"” replicd Norah. |
hatl

of the cliff looked out to sca, as she! written that was all.”

had dene time out of number, at

i“,ht'l_l: very spot, for gsixteen vears.
The face was thoughtiul rather

than sad, for grief and youth are

goon diveorced, and once or twice ol

smile curved her lips at the antics of
the gulls which wheeled screcchingly
helow her. And yet, though - she
gmiled, she was thinking of the dead
woman who had been so devoted a
gorvant, so tender a second mother
to her—thinking also of her own
lonely lot. Thinking, too, of the let-
ter which she posted, and wondering

““A letter, wves,” he said, scizing
the opening thus afforded and hend-|
ing forward with a little less em- |
bharrassment. ‘A letter to——" |

““I'o the Earl of Arrowdale,”” said|
Norah, seeing that he waited. l

“Ex—actly,”” he murmured. “Now, |

have you any knowledge, any 1idea
of the contents of that letter?”’

““No, no idea at all.”

“Hem," he commented. “T think]

I ought to tell you at once that T
am Lord Arrowdale’s solicitor, Miss
TFrere.”

““Any plans? No, I have formed no
plans; I—I did not know that any
were necessary. I thought that I
should go on living here as I have
done, and——""She stopped.

“You are quite happy here?’” he
asked, :

“Oh, ves, ves,”’ she assented,- with
a little sigh. *“‘Quite happy.”’

“Mrs. Jordan is kind and—ahem—
all that?"

“Yes,”” said Norah. “I have al-
ways lived here since I was a child.”

“T gee, and have grown attached
to the place. It is very quiet.”’

“Yes, and very beautiful.”

“I gee: attached to Mrs. Jordan
and fond of the place. Upon my
word, it is a pity.”

The last sentence was not intended
for Norah, but her ecars were guick
and she turned her ecyes upon him
with a -surprised questioning that
made him cough again.

“T mean—dear me!—that—that per-
haps it would be as well to let well
enough alone. Certainly for your
sake.”

Norah still looked at him, puzzled
and uncertain, and he hurried on.

«Phis—this life is a life of change,
Miss YFrere, a life of changes and
surprises. You would say that you
had not found it so, but yours Iis
an exceptional a very exceplional
case, bhelieve me. And you do not
know the I%arl of Arrowdale, 1o
whom your nurse, Mrs. Hayes,
wrote?’’ he asked, with sudden
abruptness.

t“Nop, Until T saw his name upon
the envelope of the letter I did not
know such a person existed.”

“Dear e,”’ he said aloud. Then
he muttered: *“‘Confound it, how
shall T tell her with those eyes ol
hers fixed on me like—like gimlets?’’
which they certainly were not. “Dear
me, that is so strange, because, Yyou
see, my dear Miss Frere, the earl
knows you so well."’

“Knows me? I think you must be
mistaken. I am sure that I have
never seen him nor heard of him till
now.'~

“No. 1 should have said that the
carl knew of you—of you. There is a
dilference, is there not? And—and to
put it abruptly, which I have been
trying not to do this time, it is by
his request, I should say cominand,
that I am here to-day.

“By the command of the KEarl of
Arrowdale?’’ said Norah.

“Yes: his lordship takes a Vvery
oreat interest in you. In fact—ahem,
you have no other name than Norah
—Norah Frere, I believe?””

She shook her head,

“Pid you ever hear your mother
gpeak of your father, Miss I'rere?”’

“No,”” said Norah in a low voice.
““I think he is dead."”

“Now we are coming to it,”" he
muttered. ““My dear voung lady,
your father is not dead; in fact—
ahem—he is very much alive. I
thought it likely that you may have
learned tnat he and your mother
were separated—irom no fault of
vour mother’s,”” he added as the
beautiful face grew suddenly pale and
the dark oyes became moist; ‘“no
fault of hers whatever. Er—incom-
patibility of temper. Yes, 1 may
say, with all due respect to my noble
client that any woman would have
found it difficult to live with him.
Your father, the earl—"

“What did you say?
the earl—"'

“Well, I've let it out, now, thank
HFeaven! Yes, my dear young lady,
vour father is the Karl of Arrowdale.
Come. Come, come, it has surprised
and upset you, I know, and—and I
might have broken it better; though,
'pon my word, I did my best. Will
you sit down? TPray sit down.”

Norah sank into the chair and put
her hand before her eyes. IHer brain
was in a whirl and she almost doubt-
ed the evidence of her senses.

She the daughter of an carl! Sure-
ly there must he somc mistake.

“You see, Lady Norah £

Lady Norah! Nowzah let her hand
fall from her eves and looked at him.
She was still pale, but she had mas-
tered her emotion, or, at least, any
signs of it, and the dark cyes turned
upon the old lawyer were full of
sweet dignity and patience,

_ ““You see, the secret has heen kept
g0 well—I really don’t think aAny
one knew of yvour existence or identi-
ty excepting the earl and your moth-

My f[ather,

er, and the nurse, Mrs.—Mrs.——"
“Catherine Hayes,"'" surmised
Norah.

“Thank you, yes; and myself, of
course—that is only mnatural you
should Dbe surprised. But I beg you
will not distress wvourself or feel any
alarm. The earl has nothing but the
—ahem—kindest intentions, and, in-
decd, is—or--anxious to see  you,
Heaven forgive me,”’ he added inaud-
ibly.

“To see me?”’ said Norah.
has never seen me.”’

““No-0, no, he has not. You weore
horn a few months after the separa-
tion, and—and circumstances—in fact,
as vou say, the earl has not scen
Yo, #

“Why does he wish Lo see me
now?"’ asked Norah, in a low voice,
her lin guivering.

“Well, his lordship having becomae
aware, by the letter of your
Mrs, ITaves, of wvour lonely condi-
tion, has decided that you should o
and live with him.”

“(to and live with him?"

“Yes, IHe is your father, my dear
Lady Norah, and—and though I have
no doubt yon would be quite content
to remain here with this extremelv

”]“IE

Nursoe, |
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thuilt the pie with three decks

couraging.

“My father wishes it?"’ said Norah.

“You may be sure of that, Lady
Norah. I can assure you that the
carl never did anything he didn't
wish to——"" Ie stopped awkwardly.
““Oh, yes, certainly.”

““Where does he live?'’ asked Norah.

““At present, indeed for a greater
part of the year, at Santleigh Court,
a most Dbeautiful place, oh, beauti-
ful! and—er——"" he took out his
watch, ““I think, if it is not hurry-
ing you too much, we must be start-
ing, say, in an hour.”

“In an hour!"’ exclaimed Norah.

Mr. IPPetherick smiled and nodded
encouragingly,

““¥es. My instructions were to re-
turn as quickly as possible. His
lordship’s commands were explicit,

and—ahem—one is accustomed to
need to  trouble

obey them. No
about packing, Lady Norah; that is,
more than you want for the journey.
The other things can follow you.'

Norah rose, her hand resting on
the +table, her face pale, her cyves
fixed on the nervously blinking ones
of the old lawyecr.

““I have never heard of my father
till now; my mother never spoke of
him—he could have been nothing to
her; suppose I were to refuse to—to
go to him?”

“GGod bless my soul! Refuse! Oh,
my dear young lady, such a thing
is not to be thought of. You—it is

evident that you do not know, have
not heard of your father. Oh, please
for my sake, pgo and get ready,
Lady Norah,” and he mopped his
face with his handkerchief.

She stood as if thinking deeply for
a moment, then she raised her head.

=1 will go.'’

“‘Bless my soul! There'll be trouble

between tho# {wo. Oh, Lord, I'm
gorry - for  her. Yes, there’ll beo
trouble.”’
(To be Continued.)
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NEW ANAESTHETIC,
This Stuff Will Put You to Sleep
For Sure,.

A new anacsthetic has been discov-
ered by Dr. Tourncau, a noted
I'rench surgeon, which is known to
science as ‘“Chlorohydrate of Dime-
thvilsminec-benzoylpentanol.”

In order not to unduly alarm his
patient, Dr. Fourcau has renamed it
““Stovaine,’’

It is injected into the spinal fluid,
and - within five minutes produces
complete anaesthesia in the body
helow the point of injection. The pa-
tient, however, does not lose con-
sciousness, Its efiects last for an
hour and a half, and no unpleasant
results have yet Dbeen observed,
though it has hecen tried for some
time in more than one Paris hospi-
tal. =

IEnglish doctors are reluctant to ex-
periment with it. “‘Once you have
injected your ‘Stovaine’ into the

spine,’”’ said a prominent F.R., C.5.,

of London, “you have no more con-
trol over it, but with ‘gasecous ana-
esthetics it is possible to stop the
administration Thefore the danger
point is reached. As the quantity
needed of any anaesthetic varies with
the individual patient, the impor-
tance of this control may be ecasily
realized. _

“In addition, there is always a
danger of septic poisoning in hypo-
dermic injections, and in this form
of injection—into the spinal fluids—
the consequences would be most
disastrous.””

4’. _—
DEATHS IN BDRITISH MINIES.

The Scotlish Trade Union Congress
which has just conecluded its annual
asessions at Hawick, adopted several
resulutions for the betterment of the
working class, the more important
being for the increase of Government
ingpectors in coal mines, and favor-
ing cight hours as a day’s work 1in
all trades. Speaking of the inade-
quacy of mine inspection, Mr. Gil-
mour, of Hamilton, said the death
roll in mines was 1,000 a year, and
this might be reduced to 500 with a
system of proper inspection by prac-
tical men. There were 400 mines in
Seotland, and only six inspectors.
The Congress agreed to call upon all
co-operative societies to employ only
trade union labor.

-
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SOAKED THE PROFESSOLR.

Prof. Albert Floffa, an emient Ger-
man surgeon, has been ordered to
pay heavily for sending his motor
car, in the tank of which there was
ahout three gallons of petrol, firom
Munich to Ocaseneur. Detrol is reck-

the professor was accused  of tle-
frauding the State railway of the
amount ddue for the carriage of
spirit. As combustibles are chargea
according to their
that of the recepiacle in which they
are contained, the railway oflicials
weighed the motor car with the pe-
trol, and the professor has been ask-
ed to pay o fine ol 355,380,
.#
MONSTIOIRR SEA PIL.

A soa pic weighing 240 Ibs, was the
reature of a dinner at Gorle-
ston, Iingland, to which a large num-
ber of people sat down, The coox
was an old North Sea skipper, who
anil
cooked it for nine hours. On  cach
IJ:Ir*.-:;l-: meat and veoetahles were plas-
lad, The pie was, on a large scaleo,

| amiable old lady, Mrs. Jordan, still |5 copy of what is a Tavorite dish at
—or—really, T think the arrangement |gea amona the crews of the

North

the earl proposcs is only the nnturalif__-;ﬂa fishing fleet.,
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The dew was rising from the grass,
the silence of the pericct morning
was broken by the uncasy cries of the
dogs. I'rom their strange whimper-
ing Williams f{elt pretly sure that
something  was  wrong. At most
times he would have called the dogs
to him and laid into them witn a
whip, for Williams knew no fear, and
the hounds respected his firm yet
kindly rule.

But Williams was in an exeception-
ally good temper this morning.
Everything had turned out as he had

hoped for and anticipated, and the
literal Lkicking-out of Ienson  ihe
previous evening was still fresh  anld

sweet in his memory. It would he
something to boast of in his declin-
ing years.

“Drat the dogs,”” he cxclaimed.
“Now, what’'s the matter? I had
better go and see. Got a fox in a
hole, perhaps! We shall have to tie
'em up in future,”

Willinms darted into the thickef.
Then he came full upon Ienson lying
onn his back with his white, unenn-
scipus face and staring cyes turned
to thes sky, and two dogs fussing
uneasily about him. A big bup close
by had a large swelling on her heud.
Bv Henson's side lay the ash stick
he had picked up when pursucd Dby
Merritt.

Williams bent over the stark, still
figure and shuddered as he saw how
his clothing was all torn away f{rom
the body; saw the deep wounds in
the chest and throat:; he eould sce

that Henson still breathed. His
loud shout for assistance brought

Frank Littimer and the lodge-Keeper
to the spot. Together they carried
the body to the lodge and sent for
the doclor.

“The case is absolutely hopeoless,™
Walker said, after he had made _his

examination. ““The poor fellow mnay
examination. “‘I'he poor fcllow
may linger till the morning,

but I doubt if he will recognise any-

body again. Does anybody know
how the thing came about?’”
Nobody but Merritt could have

thrown any light upon the mystery,
and he was far away. Williams
shook his head as he thought «f his
parting with Henson the previous
night,

behind him,”” he said. ‘‘He wmust
have come back for something later
on and gone for the dogs. He ver-
tainly hit one of the pups over the
head with a stick, and that proba-
bly set the others on to him. No-
body will ever know the rights  of
the business.””

And nobody ever did, for llenson
lingered on through the day and far
into the night. At the house JLord
Littimer was entertaining a parly
at dinner. Everything had been oeXx-
plained; the ring had been produced
and generally  admired. All wus
peace and happiness. They were all
on the terrace in the darkness when
Williams came up from the lodge.

“Ts there any further news?’”’ Lord
Littimer asked.

“Yes, my lord,” Williams said,
quietly. ““Dr. Walker has just come,
and would like to see you at once.
Mr. Reginald Henson died ten min=-
utes ago.”’

A  hush came over the hitherto
noisy group. It was some little time
hefore Lord Littimer returned. e
had only to confirm the news. Hegin-
ald was dead; he had escaped justico
alter nll.

““Well,
timer said. “It is a rare disgrace
saved to tho family. And there has
been trouble and sorrow enough and
to spare.”’

“But your own good naine,
dear?’” Lord Littimer said.
Frank’s?"’

“We can live all that down, my
dear husband. TFrank will be too
happy wilh- Chris to care whnt gos-
sips say. And Dr. Bell and Iinid
will be as happy as the others. 3

“And TRuth and myvsecli, too,”
David said, quietly. “‘Later on I
shall tell in a book how three sirens

my
“tAnd

cot ma into a perfect sea of mis-
- chief.” ’
“\What shall you call the book?”’

Littimer asked.
«What better title could T have,
David said, “than .__’I_‘hn Prico of

Liberty?"’

(The IEnd.)
+_

PRINCIS OF WALES'S FEATHERS

On the apex cof 1{he I'rince of
Wales's crown, which he wears on
special oceasions, is o curious fea-
thery or rather a tuft of periwal
foathers, Lhe top of which is adorned
with a gold thread. This feather is
anid teo he worlh 550,000, and has
the distinetion of being the only one
of its kind in the world. It took
twenty wvears Lo prooure it, and it
caused the death of more than &
dozen huniers. The reason the pur-
suit of the i riwak is so dangerous
is becanse it inhahits the jungles and
other haunts of ligoers.

L
A WEALTHY CONSTADLE.

A Budanesth police constable nam-

ol 1Paul Robaska, has unexpectedly
Linherited a fortune of $500,000 from
a wealthy relative. He is still 1o he
soon on his beat in DBathery s reot,
as he does not intend to leave the
service until his appliceation for ror-
miscion Lo retire with a pension, af-
tor cighteen years’ service, is dealt
with in .the ordinary way.

“T lot him out and closed the goto

I'm not sorry,” Lady Lit-.

B




