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CIFAPTER IV.

The owner of .the voice which Norah
had heard, under such peculiar and
mysterious circumstances, felt his
way down the steps to the lower Ler-
race and from thence to the lawn,
and there almost stumbled over a
young man who was sitting on a
bank with his knees clasped in
hands.

“Hallo, what the deuce—— Why,
it's wvou, Jack!” he exclaimed in
amazement. “Where on earth did you
come from?”’

His friend stared at him, then
laughed shortly. - It was-a pleasant
laugh, that matched the voice and
the face, which was strikingly hand-
some and manly.

“*Why, you wore
now!"’

“Was I? Then I
ware of it. My dear Cyril, I
never leit this bank., I know a
banl.”

“Ilo you mean to say you were not
up there?”’ interrupted Cyril incredu-
lously. ““Why, man, I heard you.”’

“Did you? Extraordinary!
yvou my word I haven't opened
lips."”

“What!'' exclaimed Cyril. ““Oh,
come now, Jack, you are playing it
a little too low down. I tell you, 1
heard you quoting that line about
the moon from Nomeo and Juliet!"”

The other turned his speclacles up
to the handsome face with slow and
prefound surprise.

“Upon my word, Cyril, this busi-

up there Just

was quile una-

Iy

nesy, or the moon, has been too
much for you. I quoted Shakes-
peare! My dear fellow, I have sat

here since you left me, and 1 haven't
opened my lips! In fact, I've sat
here long enough to grow a crop of
the very finest Lkind of rheumatism.
This midsummer madness of yours is
growing serious. TFor Heaven's sake,
let us get away while we've a chance.
About Shakespeare! Why, my dear
fellow, I've been in too much of
a funk all the time, for every moms-
ent I've fancied I heard an
'honest watchdog’ or a keeper or a
gardener, or something of the kind.
Come along!'" and he rose and stret-
ched himself,

“But—but if it wasn't you
were up tlhere and spoke, who
it?"”" demanded Cyril.

““Ask me another,”” responded |his
friend with a stifled yawn. *‘Cyril,
you have been star gazing or moon
raking wuntil  you have lost your
senses. Who should be up there. Do
yvou think if any one had been he
would have stopped to talk poetry
with you? Not he? Ilde'd have rung
the alarm bell, sprung a rattle or
riddled wyou with a revolver; and
that's what will happen to hoth of
us if we don't clear out,” and he
almost yawned his spectacles ofl.

““Stop chafling for a moment, Jack,
I tell vou that I saw—no, heard
some one up on the terrace! 1 went
up there in the dark and was sitting
on the top step waiting for the
moon to clear, when a voice—yours,

who
was

ag I thought, imitating a woman's—

said: ‘Swear not by the moon!'—you
know the lines. And I angwered., I
went on talking to you, as I thought
and though I got no reply I Iancied
yvou were too frightened to carry on
a conversation in such dangerous
nearness to the house—and—and——-"’
he put his hand to his brow—"Great
Heaven!'' a blush rose to his tanned
face, *“I—I, thinking you had gone
down, uttered some nonsense. No, it
was not nonsense; but, Jack, 1 WwWas
not alone! Some one was there!
Who was it?"’

“Who's to tell! A woman's voice,
you say? Are you sure?’”’

“Quite sure now."”’

A housemaid, probably.”’

“Well, my dear Cyril, it's the only
suggestion I can male. Why
shouldn’t a housemaid quote Shakes-
peare? 1 tell you she is as likely
nowadayvs to know him as her nus-
tress is.”’

“Bah! it was the voice of a lady.”

“Thanks; yvou said just now Yyou
thought it was mine.”

1 said—"" retorted Cyril; then
with a stifled sigh he allowed his
companion to draw him away.

KKeeping in  the shadow of the
ghrubbery  they made their way
through the ornamental grounds,
crossed the park and reached the

village, and stopped at The Shequers
as the inn was called. Inn is rather
a dignified name for the little place,
which was a rambling cottage owned
by a widow of a former Court ser-

vant, who let two or three of the
rooms as lodgings, and sold Dbeer,
candles, tobacco and peg-tops, andl

olher articles too numerous Lo men-
tion, in one end of the tiny place.

The two young men entered the
sitting room and Jack lu§'11ucl up the
paraffin lamp, while Cyril {lrn;}pm]
into a chair and stared thoughtiully
into vacancy.

Jack got a pipe from the mantel
shelf and lit it; then, adjusting 1135
spectacles, gazed rellectively at his
musing companion,

Now that they were in the light
one could see the contrast hetween
the two men. The one, Cyril Burne,
was tall and straight, strong-limbed,
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with the peculiar bearing of a man
who has gone in for athletics, and

twith a face that was not only hand-
some, but possessed of that winsome
fease and grace which one 1s accustom-
ed to associate with good birth and
high training. His hands were small,

yet  strong-looking; his clothes sat
upon him after the {fashion which

bringeth delight to the heart of the
tailor, and there was an air of com-
mand about the dark eyes and clean-
cut mouth, noticeable even when, as
now, he was in repose.

The other, Jack Wesley, was, of a
more commonplace Lype. He was
rather awkward in appearance, with
bent shoulders, and there was that

ilook about him which belongs - to
tthe brain-worker. It was a good-
‘natured, shrewd face, though the

eves behind the spectacles had  ac-
quired something of a cynical expres-
sion,

These two young men were fast
friends. Jack thought Cyril ithe per-
fection of manhood, and admired
him for all the gualities which he
(Juck) lacked; and Cyril regarded
his friend as a genius unrecognized as
vet by the world, but as one whose
licht would shine out brightly some
day.

And yet as Jack regarded his sil-
enl companion there was a certain
curious questioning expression in his
ey es.

“] am reluctant to disturb your
meditations, on which no doubt the
fate of nations depends,”” he said in
his slow, good-naturedly cynical tone
“pbut my more material nature is
leraving for a whisky and soda, and
the cupboard is immediately Dbehind
you,”’ :

Cyril Burne started slightly and
wheeled his chair aside, then got up

and began pacing the room  with
quick, restless steps.
Jack Wesley mixed n couple of

s

drinks with deliberate precision.

“Walk up, walk up!”™ he murmured,
“‘the lion is now about to be fed—or
' rather drinked., I wonder how miuch
11":[1*5;. English, the landlady, will
charge for the carpet; perhaps if
you'd take a ‘lap’ round the other
side of the table—"'

Thus adjured, Cyril stopped short,
and taking up his glass, scated him-
self on the teble.

“That’'s better,”” remarked
Wesley, droppiner into the
“now we can talk—that is, i  you
can tear your mind away from the
romantic episode of the mysterious
voice on  the {terrace; and I should
just like to ask you, my dear Cyril,
what you intend to do?”’

“What I intend to do?”

“Exactly,”” said Jack, puffiing at
his pipe and nursing his knee, a fav-
orite trick of his. ““When a week avo
you came into—burst into would be
the more exact expression—my chamn-
bers with the proposal that I should
accompany you on a wip to Sant-
leigh, County Berks, you asserted, in
response to my question ‘Why?' that
vou wanted me to startle the artis-
tic world, and blazen your name on
the bead roll of IMame. You also re-
marked that it would bhe a capital
chance for my getting a few rustic
ideas for a poem, a novel, or a play.
Is not that so?”’

Cyril nodded with a half smile.

“In a weak moment, a very weak
moment, T consented. I may remark
that I always do congsent to wvour
proposals, and that I never fail to
rue my weakness., This instance is
no exceplion to the general rule. Wo
chave been in this secluded spot two
whole days. Your sketches are re-
presented by that insane outlineg of a
tree,”” he pointed his pipe at a can-
vas on an easel, ‘“‘and my rustic
ideas have not yet supggested them-
' selves. ‘Instead  of which,” as the
rmagistrale observed, we have perpe-
Itrated a sample of mad trespassing
which ought to have landed us in the
village quod, or obtained for us a

J ack
chair;

charge of shot or a revolver bullet
apiece. I like adventures—ior other
persons; as for me, writing about

'em is good enough; and I beg to
state that I politely, but emphatic-
ally, refuse to accompany you in any
further exploit, whether it take the
shape of prowling like burglars
midnight about a noble mansion, or
breaking into a church. And I would
| also like to ask, when are you going
tto return to town?"’

Cyril Burne laughed slowly again.

“Jack, if you'd been born dumb
vou'd have been as nearly perfecet as
a man could be,” he said.

“Thanks for your kind appreciation
but allow me to remark that that is
not an answer to my question.
Please—I ask it as a special favor—
don’t begin to prance up and down
again!” Ior Cyril had got off the
‘table, and threatencd to resume his
restless pacing. He desisted, how-
ever, and went and leaned up against
the mantelshell, and looked down at
the spectacled face wilth a curious ex-
pression, hali-sad, hali-wistiul,

“Jack, yvou are the only friend I
have in the world, and sometimes I
am sorely tempted to tell yvou, to
confide "' e stopped, and Jack
Wesley regarded him seriously.

Pl e - 1 T L T

lsee her again

Elt_i

'linow she
| M
‘married!”’

‘““Never give way to temptation,
Cyril,”" he said, succinctly,

“And wvet I have vowed to
my secret,”’

““T'he fool makes a vow, the wise
man keeps it,”” murmured Jack.

“Did .it ever occur, to you, dJack,
that though you and I have  been
close friends for nearly a twelve-
month, you know as little about me
as you did the night we met. You
remember? The night you found me
sauntering over Waterloo DBridge,
and looking at the waler?”’

“Yes, I remember,”” assented Wes-
ley.

“T was without a penny, with the
key of the street.”’

“And generally migerable, Having
been in the same condition mysclf, 1
knew the signs and felt a fellow-feel-
T e
“"You stopped and spoke,”’ resumed
Cyril, his voice so full of music that
it stirred the heart of the listener,
“and insisted upon my coming home
with you and sharing your supper.
You asked no questions, and there-
fore got no fibs. And you have ask-
ed none from that hour to this.”

“Which proves that I have not in-
herited my Mother Tve's crowning
fault—curiosity,”” put in Jack under
his bhreath.

“You took me on trust, helped me

keep

to gain my living—were, in short,
that rarest of all rarc things, a

friend in need: and, as a return for
all your kindness, I refuse to confide
in you!"’

There was silence for a moment,
then Jack Wesley looked up.

“Why should you confide in me?"”’
he said. “Keep your sccret, what-
ever it may be, my dear Cyril. I am
quite content with my ignorance con-
cerning it. A man’s a poor kind of

iriend who wants to pryv into his
chum's . private affairs. And now,
will you come back to London to-
morrow?"’

“No, Jack, I cannot."

“Then I must go alone. All play

and no work will make Jack a hun-
gry boy. You paint down here as
well—hetter than in town; I must be
near my books. Yes, I'll return; but
—'* He paused, and gelting up, re-
carded the handsome, pensive face
with a shrewd, kindly smile. “You
didn't see the lady—old or young—
who quoted Shakespeare on the ter-
race to-night, Cyril?"’

“Nop, I know what you mean, and
I plead guilly. Jack, T'Il tell you
what keeps me here. You will laugh
—TI can’t help it. You'll think me
mad, cven if you don't say so; per-
haps I am. Well, then, this after-
noon when I left yvou for a stroll I
sauntered toward the court gates to
get a view of the house. As I was
standing there a carriage came up.
1t stopped while the lodgekeeper was
opening the gates, and I saw an old
man and a girl inside. She looked
out for a moment. 1 only caught a
glimpse of her face, but”—he paused
and looked straight before him, his
eves glowing with a look which Jack

Wesley had never observed in  them
bofore—I see her now! Jack, it
was the most beautiful face I have

rooted to the
and her

ever seen. I stood
spot. She did not sce me,
pyos—"" L

Ife paused again. ‘Do you know
that picture in the left-hand corner
of the large room of the National
Gallery, Jack?"

Jack Wesley nodded. Ie was mnot
smiling now.

“They were like the girl's in
picture, but lovelier. Her hair——
ITe stopped again. ““If I were to talk
for a month I should give you mno
idea of the face that haunis me,”” he
went on in o low voice; *‘of its
sweetness, ils purity, its nameless
charm! The carriage went on, and I
—just wokel'’

“And found yourself in love with a
face.”

“yog, I fell in love with a
Why don’t you laugh?”’

“T was wondering, whether youjd
mind my crying,”” retorted Jacek
Wesley, in a low voice; “‘for, believe
me, my dear fellow, love is more of
a crying than a laughing matter.
Did you discover who she was?”’

“Na. T asked the lodge-Keeper, and
he could not tell me. T came home,
and the face hovered before me.”” Ilis
head drooped, so that his ecyes weoere
hidden,

“And it was on the bare chance ol
getling a sccond glimpse of the face
that vou ventured on the burglarious
expedition to the courl to-night?”

“It was," he assented grimly. “'1
would go through fire and waler to

'l‘l‘

the

L

face!

“And you imagine, suspect, that
the voice you heard was hers?”” sug-
gested Jack Wesley.,

“Yes, I think so. Now you
why I caunot go back with
Jaclk."

know
you,

“I think I understand,”” said Wes-]

ley, gravely, “and you make a groat
mistake il you think I am going to
try and persuade you; but you'll let

'me say that, if I were indeed the
friend you call me, I should seccure
vou by main foree and convey you

as a lunatic out of harm’s way; that
is to say, miles away [rom Santleigh
Court and the girl who resembles
the De Vinei picture. Cyril  what
good can come of this? Tor all you
may be engaged—perhaps
Cyril almost started, and bit his
lip.

“At any rate she is on a visit to
an carl. She may be no end 'of a
swell herseli—"'

“And I am a miserable painter,’
broke in Cyril. “I know. There is
nothing you can say that I have not
thought of, and yet I cannot go.
Leave me hore, Jack, for a few davs
at least. 1 know™it's madness, but—
well, knowing it won't cure it.”

“1 understand, old fellow, that ar-
tistic nature cf ycurs has caught fire,

and I'll leave vou to blaze it out.
Is there anything I can do Dbefore 1
r0? Anything in the shape of'’—he
hesitated and colored slightly—"'well,
to put it bluntly, anything in the ex-
chequer line?"’

“Phat’s just like you. Jack. No,
thank you. I've enough for my most
modest wants, and I shall work—no,
you necdn’t smile; 1 mean it.”

“Well, then, I'll go to bed,”” said
Jack., “Good night.”

“Stop! We—we shan't want to talk
over this again to-morrow, and I've
remembered one thing you can  do,
or rather refrain from doing. It's
this: I've an idea that possibly some-
ong may hunt yvou up and make in-
quiries about me. It’s not very pro-
bahle, but il's possible. I anyone
should do so, will you tell them as
little as you can?’’

“Ihe Sphinx shall not be more dis-
ereet. I'll forget that such a person
as Cyril Burne exists.'’

“That’'s just what I grant,” said
Cyril. *“‘Good night, old fellow, and
pleasant dreams.”

Left alone, he resumed his seat on
the table, and fell into deep thought,
Presently he took some money from
his pocket, and counted it out on
the table. It was anything but a
large sum, but he appeared satisfied,
and returned it te his pocket. In do-
ing so his hand came in contact with
n small fusee box, and he drew it
out, and looked at-it thoughtiully.
It was of silver, and bore an elabor-
ate monogram, and it seemed to
suggest some idea to him, for, hold-
ing it still in his hand, he opened
the door and went info the slreet.
There was a horse-pond (lase by, and
he walked to it and flung the fusce
ase into the middle. It fell with a
little splash, and he stood absently
looking at the circle it had made in
the water.

“I don't think there is anything
else,” he murmured, feeling in  his
pockets. ““No, that was the last

link, and it is gone to the frogs.”

Then he was turning to retrace his
steps to the cottage, when he heard

a voice, a woman's voice, in the lane
on the other side of the pondd.

“You are hard—hard! Why do you
treat me so? Do you think I am
made of stone?”

Then a man's voice calne in re-
sponse.
“Nonsense! I am prudent for both

our sakes, that is all. Trust to
and be patient. Go home now,
don’t fret over nothing."

The woman's voice murmured com-
plainingly for a moment, then all
was silent.

Cyril Durne smiled to himsellf.

“1'm in for adventures to-night,”
he mused., ““A lovers' quarrel, I sup-
pose.””

At that moment he heard a step,
a man's quick, firm step, coming to-
ward him, and instinctively drew
back into the shadow.

A tall, thin young man passed him
rapidly, and went down the 1road,
glancing to right and left as if he
were anxious to avoid recognition.

Cyril Burne looked after him with
a faint wonder and speculation.

“If I were Lthe yvoung lady, I should
think twice before I trusted you, my
friend,”” he said to himsell;-""you are
too cautious and careiul in  your
movements,”’

Then he went back to the cottage,
and the incident wanished from his
mind, The canvas at which Jack
Wesley had pointed attracted his at-
tention, and, going up to it, he took
up a picce of charcoal and rapidly
sketeched an outline of a  woman's
head,

Quickly as it was done, it bore a
strikking resemblance to the head that
he had seen at the carriage window,
to Lady Norah Arrowdale,

ITe looked at it for a moment with
heightened color, then muttering ‘A
libel!” smudeed it out impatiently,
turned out the lamp, and went to
bed.

me
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(To be Contlinued).
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LARGIEST HOSPITAL.

Derlin will shortly be able to boast
that it contains the largest hospital
in the world, The new inslitution,
whichi is to Dbe called after the lam-
ous physiologist, the Rudolf Virchow
TTospital, will be fitted with accom-
modation for 2,000 patients. When
fully equipped it will have a
of 650 physicians, nurses, attendancs
and servants. In connection with
the hospital there will be a patholo-
rical and anatomical laboratory,
hath-house with medico-mechanical
institute, scction for Rontgen appli-
ances, and a separate building also
for apothecaries. 1litherto the larg-
est German  hospital was that at
Eppendorf, near Hamburg, with ac-

commodation for 1,600 patients., Thoe!

gize of the new Berlin hospital may
he best shown when compared witit
the London MHaospital, with &80
beds, and the Marylebone Inflirmary,
with 7T4-L.
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PAVEMENT OI' WITALEDONI.

A curious memento of the whaling
industry of Monterey, in Mexico, re-
mains in  the pavement leading up
from the street to the west door of
the church of San Carlos de bBorro-
meo. This is one of the churches
founded Dby the Spanish missionary
fathers, and is still in excellent
pair. The round, mushroom-like ob-
jects in the pavement are ithe verte-
brae of the great mammals.  The
pavement is in good condition and
seems to wear wci{ .

1IER BUSINESS.

«\What husiness is Miss Gaddie in?”
" ]
“0)! she's in evervbody business,’’

“Ah!' Wholesale, eh?”’
“yes, except when it comes g a
geandal. She retails that.™

stall ]

re-

IN MERRY OLD ENGLAND

NEWS BY MAIL ABOUT JOHN
BULL AND HIS PEOFLE.

L r——

Occurrences in thes Tand That

Reigns Supreme in the Com-
mercial World.

The largest deer park in Dritain
covers 2,500 acres. 1t is in Cheshire.
T The Admiralty have decided that
the whole of the guns of the navy
shall he re-sighted.

Aliens who cannot read, speak and
write linglish moderately well will
not in future, it is said, be accepl-
ed for naturalizalion.

Lord Haddington, who has sat in
the House of Lords for thirty years
ns a Scottish  representative  pecr,
owns estales in [our Scotitish coun~
ties which extend to 27,790 acres.

Beer in the United KNingdom cone
tains 8 per cent. of proof spirit,
while the lager becr of tha continent
contains only 4 per cent.

Shunters are most liable to injury
of any class of ISnglish railway
workers., One in twelve is injured in
a vear; of stalion masters only one
in G17.

Women teachoers, cespecially thoso
uncertificated and without friends in
South Africa, are warned by the
Colonigl Office pgainst going to that
country in seawch of employment

The Catholie Ifernld states that
plans have been passed for a new
Roman Catholic church, to cost
tabout £30,000, the gift of the Mar-
quis of Bute to the Catholies of
Itothesayv.

A strange elfect of the religious
revival in the north of Englamnd s
the increased activity of the MMor-
mons., This is  especially noticeable
in Sunderland, where a Mormon com-
munity has existed for over thirty-
five yvears.

CGtambling amongst the paupers hag
led the West TTam Guardians to stop
card-playing in their workhouse and
infirmary. Detting news has been
Flacked out of the papers, and the
inmates are to forfeit all sums  of
mwney exceeding a shilling found on
thom.

Iletween sixty and seventy pounds
of honey was obtained when g swarm,
of bees had bheen romoved from g re-
cess near the sipnboard of a  well-
known hotel in the neighborhood of
Thlwich,

The name of Grace Darling stands
forth prominently among British
heroines. The cape she cast about
her shoulders when she went to the
rescue of the survivors of the For-

farshire i{s (o Dbe exhibited at the
forthcoming Naval Ixhibition in
Lonion,

There is 1o be a Nelson relic exhi-
bhition this year at the Royal United
Service Institution. The Lords of
the Admiralty Have consented to
lend the Nelson relics at Greenwich,
and Lord Nelson will contribute his
interesting collection of relics which
is kept at Trafalear, the family place
near Salishury.

In the groumds of Luval, Haslemeoro
(Surrey), a green woodpecker was
found hanring out of a hele in a
tree. The bird had been accidentally
| killed through its long tongue hav-
ing become lixed to a crevice of the
trunis, :

Leicester  hosiery  manufacturers
find that the competition of Cermany
and America grows keener cvery
month. The Germans ave able to
produce hosiery at smaller cost than
Iinzlishh makers, and now the Ameri-
cans are [ollowinge in their wake.

Methods of dealing with the wound-
cdd on British wavrships Have  been
under consideration by a special com-
mittee appointed by the Admiralty.

As a result Lthe nower vesselg aro
being fitted with lifts to work up

and down the large torpedo hatehes,
with facilities for discharce between
decks.,

w
SULTAN'S KITCHIEN,

The private Kitchen of the Sultan
of Turkey is a veritable fortress,
consisting of a- small chamber slt-
uated to the right of the great ca-
trance, and is guarded by barred
windows and an armor-plaied door.
The cook ofliciates under the over-
watchiul eve of the kelavdjhi bachi,
one of the most weighty funclionar-
ies in Yildiz Palace at Constantino-
'ple, for the health, the very life, avex
of the ruler is at his mercy.
' When cooked, each  dish is faslened
'with red wax, bearing the oflicial
tseal  of the kolardjhi, and remains
| hermetically closed until the secals
are broken in the Sultan’s own pro-
sence. 1lis Majesty's life is passed
in -a—long secries of elaborate pre-
cautions. Ilowever, in spite of the
carc he takes of his health, Abdul
Hamid, after a reign of twenty-fivo

vears, looks promaturely old and
broken. Ilis wealkness is extreme and
his body so thin that it is liltle
more than a skeleton,
e
ENGLISH STATURE.
Statistics bave recently heen  col-

lected of «the height of 10,000 INing-
lish boys and men. At the age of
seventeen  these averaged 5it. Bingg
iat the age of twenty-two, Hit. 9la.
At seventeen they weighed 142 1bs.g
| at twenty-two, 153 lbs, No nalion
lis increasing in height amd weight so
rupidly as the Dritish. In {ifty years
the average has gone up for the
i whole nation from 5k, 74in. to  HIit.
S8iin- The average height of the Diri-
Ltish upper classes at thirty years of
“nere is Hit. Biing of the farm laborer,
5ft. 7 8-Tin.  The eriminal clagy
Lhrings down the average, g4 their
heipht is but 5ly 5 4-5in,

e
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