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AND UNLIKE.

By M. E. BRADDON.

ar7HOR OF *“ LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET, WYLLARD'S WEIRD, ET0., ET0C.

.'H-"?IER SIsTER'S SHAME !”

U7 ile the sun was still bright, and
;-'ﬂ":n had its busiest aiternoon aspect.

2 ¥ Oak omnibuses were faring-
gwe lzfid or westward, and the tuntg
i) ﬂ.P‘” pulation were rolling in at the
:':ﬂ;lgeﬁrch, to circulate drearily in & de-
furble ark. Constance Belfield saw the
f’fdafeue dimly, like figures in a dream;
ole ;oting flower beds with their scarlet
:fﬂ?uma :0 rictous bloom, the palms and

lfema, and second-rate landaus and
® 1 victorias, the country cousins and
. sabby liveries, all the genteel equalor
'-.'{ﬁ%; Eod London, when rank and - fash-
sod wealth have fled. She was driﬂzg

v
-5

::ﬂhﬁﬂ

NXX[.—* EXCEPT AN ERRING ;
| with anyone ?” she asked suddenly.

Belfield and her maid arrived in

| she tells my son, deliberately, that she has

P o the park in one of the little hir

':"Thhma from the station, hurrying to
’“‘iﬂ in an agony of perplexity and mor-
A ;ntitipﬂi““: conjuring up new visions
. rror a8 che went. She could hardly
o s the alighted at Wilkie Man.
{Ft leavicg Sionderson in the carriage,
4 ted beree'f in the lift dumbly, and
b porter take her up to the third floor.
*- e maid who opened the door stared in
.ﬂ;, mjatiﬁﬂ&thn, expecting to see no one
;;thun Lady Belfield, and bhaving a guilty
qascionsness of the m:l:tsr_'y hovering near,
izop actually on the premises, -
"i]s your master here—and very ill?”
aiped Lady Belfield, passing the girl hur-
E.;,ily, and going straight to her son’s bed-

iz Yo, my lady, master hasn’t come back
. York. He went at the beginning of

:p week, and he wasn’t to be back till to-
iy, or perhaps Monday.”

ot back from York, and the ‘telegram
asfrom South Keuain%tun. Lady Belfield’s
inin began toswim. York ! There might
.ire been an accident at York perhaps—
g the railway: on _the:_ racecourse. He
sight have been riding in a sceeplechase,
fir poticn of York Summer Meeting was
ary vague : she could bardly draw distinc-
ins between the Koavesmire and Sandown
k. Her vivid fancy conjured up the
4o vision of a broken fence, a fallen horse
ud rider lying in one heap of death and
«in nnder the summer gun. :

“Do you know if anything bas gone
noog with your master 7' she asked,
“Have you heard of anything?"” and then
weing the girl's ignorance in the blank as-
wuisbment depicted in her face, she asked
rddenly. _

g Mrs. Baddeley at home ?”

“Yes, my lady. She came home last
T:esday, and is to be at home till the middle
d rext week, ong parsong, the page says.”

Lady Belfield waited for no more. She
woesed the landing and sounded the electric
tell at Mrs. Baddeley's door. The page
umitted her immediately, having been
mde to understand that he beld his place
oo the condition of never keeping a visitor
wer two seconds at the door. He might
1iad 88 many novels as be liked, and might
beas lazy as he liked, but the ordeal by
ptience which middle-aged and portly
batlers inflict upon visitors was not to be
inflicted by him. He flung open the draw-
ing-room door with an air, and announced
“lady Belfield.”

Mrs. Braddeley was en deshabille, mufflzd
insome loose garment of white cashmere
wd peacock plush, half a la Watteau, hali
ila Gregue, looking very handsome and
wery indolent, with a three volume mnovel
ying on the sofa—all three volumes open,
st it the had been dipping here and there
in the story of interesting bits—a silver-gilt
thocolate pot on the :pindle-legged table at
ter side, and Tory reposing at the ead of
te sofa.

She started up to receive Lady Belfield
without knocking over the table, or disturb-
iog the dog, who opened his yellow eyes
ind blinked at the visitor in eleepy indiffer-
ence, All her movements were graceful
ind sinuous, and she circulated among her
archipelago of dainty tables like a serpent.

“Dearest Lady Belfield, what a surprise !”
ite exclaimed. **Is Helen with you?”
"“No, she is not with me. God knows
where she is, poor, wretched, lost creature.
ButI want to know about my son, He
legraphed for his wife. He must be ilL.”
_'"He is not :nuch given to worrying about
W wife when he is well, I admit,” said
«£0, “‘but what do you mean by talking
sbont my sister as a lost creature, Lady
Belfield. * Ave you out of your mind?”
“Ishall be if I don’t find my son. For
sod’s sake tell me the truth, whatevor it

4, Where is Valentine—what ails him ? a

Why did he telegraph for his wife this
Torning "

“Iknow nothing aboat your som, Lady
tlfield. He has lived at his clubs moatlv
nce Helen went to you. I scarcely ever
%ehim in this house. He is always gcing
“f to some race meeting. This wéek he is
it Yerk, two or three weeks hence he will

at Doncaster. I have long ceased to
Touble myself abont his movements.” '

"He telegraphed this morning—at half-

Pt seven—from South Kensington!”

Then I suppose he is in South Kensing-
—and alive, or he could not have tele-
faphed. And now, Lady Belfield, tell me
\out my sister, if you please. By what
\ bt do ‘you talk of her as a lost creature?
Vhat has she done ?”

‘* How do you know that she has gone off

] have a letter in which she confesses
her guilty determination, a letter in which

~ ased to love him, and is going away with

| another man whom she loves as passionately

as he lovee her.”

““ Ag he loves her,” echoed Leo, with a
mocking laugh. ‘“God help her if she
builds her hopes on his love. God help
her if she counts npon that for future happi-
ness—or for bread-and-cheese.
her next year when he is tired of her, and
leaves her to die in a aitch like any other
drab.”

‘¢ Mrs. Baddeley, is it womarly to talk of
any woman as you are talkirg, most ot all
to talk thus of a sister—a sister you once
loved ?"

““Yes, I know, Iloved her well enmough
once. Butam I tolove the woman who—
God help us all, Lady Belfield. I am mad
when I think of my sister—and that man.”

““ You suspect some one, then? You
know who has tempted her away ?”

*“ D> you mean to say you don’t know ?”

“Indeed I do not.”

‘“ Did you ever see her with St. Austell ?
Did you ever see those two together, Lady
Belfield, for ten minutes—for five—for one ?
One minute would have been enough, if you
had eyes.”

““Yes, I have eeen them together. 1
feared it must be be.”

* Y ou feared |’ cried I.eo, contemptuous-
ly. ‘ Why you must have known that it
was g0, It was mnot
folly, or his infatuation. Do you know how
long Lord St. Austell's infatuations usually
last, Lady Belfield ?” ]

““Indeed I do mot. I know nothing
about him, except that he has a very bad
name.”

al irrepressible self-sacrificing amours—Ilas
about as long as his drezs suits.
he has a new one every seazon. To say
that my sister has gone off with him 1is to
say that she hae gone to utter and unmiti-
gsted ruin.”

“It would be unmitigated ruin in any
case,” said Lady Belfield. il
* Oh, no i» wouldn’t. There are mitiga-
tions. There are men who will m a Wo
man when she is divorced, thev being the
cause of thas divorce. Lord S-. Aus ell
won't. Pas si bcte. There are men who
will move heaven and earth to protect the
woman they have ruined from therisk of be-
coming a pauper.
think Enyp:ulﬁ'ahly clean workhouse good
enough for his victim, when he has grown
tired of her. God help my sister when her
brief day of bliss is over. It will be a
dream,” said Mrs. Baddeley, clarping her
hands before her eyes, and epeaking in a
softened voice, as if the were areaming that
dream, *a golden dream in a golden land,
with a man whose voice is like music, whose
talk has a magical power, who can make
life worth living. Yes, if it were in an at-
tic in a back strees, in the shabbiest quarter
of Paris, or in a third-rate hotel in tke
dullest town along the Riviera. It willbea
blissful dream ;but it won’t last loog. It
will be gonpe like other dreams—and the
will wake to misery.” '
¢t Help me to save her, if you can, said
Lady Belfield. *¢ Her honcur and good name
are lost beyond redemption, I fear : but let
us save her from the misery of ber position
—from the dreadful chances of the future.
Let us find her and get her away from that
villain, and put her somewuere in safe and
gentle care. I have Joved her as my daugh-
ter, L2onora. Iwould do anything In tnis
world to help her—and I think Adrian
would, too, even in her degradation -e¢ven
in sp°te of the disgr c: she has brought upon
us. She has broken for ever with ner
husband—she can never be anything to him
again : but she is your sisier—and,” added

day of her sorrow and .r;pentanc& she shall
ce in my da ter.” ;
hﬁ‘:“;?u:ﬁa nuqﬂe :gnman.” said Mrs. Bad-
deley, with a touch of eofter feeling than
she had shown hitherto, “_a.nd I wish I
were like you. I wish my sister had been
worthier of your affection. Her day of re-
tance will come soon enough. Have mo
oubt of that—with him.” ; '

Her passion, that fierce white hot rage
which had transformed her from a woman
into a vindictive fury, was calined all at
once. She burtt into eudden tears, a_.nd
after a fit of sobbing, became womanlike

n.
sf‘iPnnr Helen,” ste sighed, *‘ poor deluded
girl. May I see the letter ?’ 3

¢ No, it was meant for ber husband’s eyes
only. I will give it to o oze else.”

¢ When did she leave the Abbey ?”’

¢ Early this morning, before any of the
gervants were astir. No one saw or heard
her go. She must have gone some distance

foot.” -
nn“ Not far, you may be gure. St. Austell

would be somewhere near with a carriage.
He has plenty of experience, and he would
do things bandsomely at #irst. Did she take

“? l_u T'I'l

She had not even taken her dressing bag,
Sanderson told me. Sanderson was in her

h“ She has left my house—she has dis-

®houred her Lhusband.”
How

fight "
t'Leonnra Baddeley had placed herself be-

dare you say that? By what

room with the housemaid this morning.”
¢ Yes, I can fancy them prying and ex-
ploring. How like B her boxes
and leave them all behind her, %
pe withon
wi

to
ter of accidents for
mw like Helen to elope t so

| away

God help:

“*His lordship’s grand passions—his etern- | silence now and

I believe |

' ord St. Austell would |

L-~dy Belfield with streaming eyes, “‘in the P

.4 Nothing. All was packed ready to go. | but she

in
away.” .
".&IMHI}HM:;:M& ing
from .gate
tell you mf&mm notorious.
They were invited out together like man
and wife—only on diffarent cards. If it had
been in Italy their names would have been
on the same card. People are fond of Sz
Austell for his cleverness and pleasant ways,.
and every one is indulgent to him and his

fancy of ¢he moment. 1 might have told

you they would run away, only even I was
duped by Helen's flight to the Abbey, and
fancied safe under your wing. He gave

out a few weeks ago that he was ordered to
the East —something wrong with his langs.
His lungs are always out of order when he
wants an. excnse for leaving Eogland. He
talked everywhere of wintering in E zypt or
in Ceylon. oI thought that meant mischief
—only I'did not think'my sister would dis-
grace herself, infatuated as she was.”

And then, on being shown the telegram,
Mrs. Baddeley at once denounced St. Austell
as the sender. The messare was intended
to serve Helen as an excuse for getting away ;
& hasty summons from her husband, an order
ghe could not disobey.

‘“ Some creature of his sent it, while he
was in Devonshire, close at hand, ready to
juinjher directly she was clear of the Ab-
bey.” : :

4 But she started before the tel
rived,” argued Lady Belfield.

“ A malentendu of some kind, and again
very like my aister. She is the very
of disorder—loges her head on the slightest

am Aar-

cccasion. Everything was deliberately plan- |

ned by him, no doubt., He is coolness per-
sonified. She forgot all his instructions at
th2 last, and ran out of your house like a
mad thing.”

After this there was a silencs of some
duration. Lady Belfield sat in a dejected
attitude, thinking deeply, trying to realise
the situation and all its hopelessness. L0
walked up and down the room, with hurried

poesible to doubt her | steps, stopping every now and then, as if

panting for-air. The windows were all open,
and the roll of the carriages sounded in the
high road, muffled by distance, monotonous
as the roaring of the sea ; while that inev..
table street cry from some invisble
back s'um, rose shrill. upon the nearer
again like a funeral dirge.

¢¢ ] shall have to tell ny son,” said Lady
Belfield at last, *“*Where am I to find him ?”

“ He is at York, I believe—at the Station
Hotel, with Beeching. He was to be Beech-
ing’s guest for the race week.”

*¢ And the races are not over yet !”

¢ To.day is the last day.”

“] must go to York. I must break this
trouble to him.” :

* You had better telegraph to him to
come to you. He will know his trouble
soon enough. I don’t think it will break
his heart, Lady Belfield. 1f he had cared
very much for my sister he would not have
neglected her as he has done o8t from
their honeymoon.” .
‘ He has been very much to blame, I
know ; but for all that, I believe he was
deeply attached to his wife, and that the
blow will be heavy. Good-bye, Mrs, Bad-
deley, I must go and write my telegrams.
I shall stay in your sister’s rooms all to-da
in the hope of Valentine's retmin, but
shall spend the night at the Alexndra.”

Leo followed Lidy Belfield to the door,
subdued, and even affectionate.

“ Let me give you some tea at once, and
gome dinner by-and-bye,” she pleaded.
* You are looking terribly white and worn
after your journey.”

‘“ You are very , but I would rather
be alone. PLobe will get me some tea.”

Pha:he was the Devonshire parlor maid, a
prure%aa of Lady Belfield’s, delighted to be
useful to her. -

CHAPTER XXXI[L.—*OxcE 13 A WIDE
Worbp.” -

Mrs. Baddeley stood on the threshold of
her door, watching till the opposite door
closed upon Valentine's mother. Then she
went hurriedly back to her drawing-room,
and looked at the clock. - .

¢ A quarter to six, More than two hours
before the start of the Continental mail,”
she calculated. *‘If they left Chadford
early this morning they must b in London
now—at his bouse Irerhapu. The safest
lace, he would think.” e U _
She kept her finger on the electric bell
till the page was in the room. '

“Get me & hansom -direc:ly, and send
Perker to me,"” she said.

Pcrker was her maid, with whose assist-
ance she changed her flowing Grecian robe
for a trim tailor gown and a little cloth
tcque.to match, in less than ten miputes.
She was sitting in the cab before she had
finished putting on her gloves, sitting with
resolute brows and clenched teeth, driving
to Park-lane. :

¢ If I cansave her, I will,” she thought.
[ am about the only person who can do
it.” - ' :

There are very few small houses in Park-
lane, and those few are distinctly precious,
and rented far above their value ; for it is
an inestimable privilege to live in that exal-
ted situation without having to maintain a
palace. Lord St. Aus ell was one of the
rarely privileged househclders. He had
secured the short remainder of a lease of a
small house at a corner, a house which to
the casual eye seemed all balocony and
flower pot, but which contained three or
four cufnfur:;zlu m:iul. m-fuhhnﬁﬂ

annellin very low
g It quﬂt the first time Mrs. Baddeley
had visited the corner house in Park-lane,
had never been there alone until

to day. She had gone with ome or two
chosen friends to take afternoon tea in the
low countrified drawing-room, with its
lively outlook upon the flower beds and the

i

carriages and tne crowd. She had

there on Wednesdays to see the coaches

by, and to eat strawberries and cream
-apple ices from

FEEe

spirit |-

at the back of the diming
)¢, or den—the room in
tell wrote his lettersin the

room ; library

al irregular-shaped room, lined with

bookshelves and furnished wi:h the misoel-
laneous souvenirs of travel between Italy and

the East, .
St. Aunetell was in his nsual seat before

the writing table, looking through a pile of
letters and papers which had accumulated
A hat box; a travel-
ling desk, and a case of umbrellas and canes
lay on the grouod near him. His luggage |

in a four days’ absence.

had been sent on to Charing Cross.
He looked up
prise.

sail.

- * Did you really ? _
ask Morgan’s opinion upon thatsubject. An
instinct told me I should find you here,”

““ You are such a clever woman. Iam
only sorry that I am too busy to enjoy
your conversaticn just mnow,” said So,
Austell going on with his letters, ‘¢ but
you may a8 well sit down all the same,
I have only a ccuple of hours to settle my
affairs, dine and start for Dover.”

** You are going to Paris, I suppose?’

] am going to Ceylon—but one has al-
ways to begin with ' Paris. It is the turn-
gtile in the gate that leads everywhere.”

* You are not going alone?” said Mrs,
Baddeley, very pale and very resolute.

* Of course not. I take my servant. If
I could afford it I would take my doctor. I
am going abroad for my health.” -

* That is alie. You are going with my

sister—it is on Helen's account that you are
going to Ceylon. You think you can bide
yourself there withyyour latest mistress, es-
cape from her infuriated hushand. I don’t
think Mr. Belfield is the kind of a husband
to take things altogether quietly. Thereis
a good deal of the original savage in him.
A kind of man to settle matters with a re

volver, as they used to do in America a few
vears ago, when New York was farther from
London and Paris than it is now.” .

¢ T am glad to say that I am not afraid of

Mr. Balﬁe?ﬂ, and I am sorry to say that I
am not running away with his wife,” said
St. Austell, without looking up from the
letter he was reading. :
- “You would like me to believe you, I
suppose,” muttered Mr. Baddeley, beating
the devil’s tatoo upon the faded Indian pray-
er rug.

s Igi.m much too busy to care whether
you believe me or disbelieve me. Haven’t
I told you that I have to settle my affairs,
financial and otherwise, and dine before
eight o'clock. If you have any idea that I
am hiding your sister in this house par ¢x
ample you had better go through all the
rooms and look in all tne closets while I
finish my work here. When you have set
your mind at ease by doing that, perhaps

you ‘will honour me by shsring my sole and

my chicken.”

*$¥ou mocking devil. I'll take you at
your word,” said Leo, starting up and mov
ing towards the door. *“ I know she left
chadford with you this morning. I know
that, I tell you. Sae must be in this house
—or waiting for you at the station. ‘Where
else could she be? And you could hardly

| leave her at the station.” :

“Try this house,” said St Anustell, still
without looking up. * The investigation
will occupy you till dinner time, and enable
me to finish my business here.”

*“I will,” she said, linge near the
door, and looking at hisimperturbable face.

She went out into the hall, and looked
into the dining room. The tabhle, dwindled
to a circle, was laid for oce. The room was
empty. She ran up to the drawinog rooms,
and pulled aside portieres, and looked into
corners, and behind the p°ano, and shook a
week’s dust out of the tresh, pure-looking
chintz curtains, She was not satisfied even
with this, and bastily explorei the upper
floor—bedroom, dressing room, boot room,

l bath room, servants’ rooms—ashamed of
herself, and giving only a- hurried glance in

at each door. It was but the work of ten
minutes in all.

“ Have you looked in the kitchens and

the cellars ¥’ asked St. Austell, when she
returned to his den, crimeon with shame
and out of breath.

¢ She will meet you at the station, or she
is waitiog for you there,” said Leo.

T hope I may find her there. It would
be a pleasant surprise. May I tell them to
lay a knife and tork for vou?” he asked,
rising and going towards the bell.

¢t Certainly not. I shal! not detain you
much longer.”

¢ S> sorry that I should be obliged to
count the mioutes in such charming societv,”

murmured St. Austell, putting away his
apers, and locking his despatch box. I
EI‘FI finiched my work for the moment; I

am quite at your service,” he said, leaning
“his pack against the mantelpiece, in his
his slender, languid

favourite attitade,
figure and pale oval face accentuated by the
back ground of qld Italian oak, and the
vivid colouring of brass and copper, vermil-

agate.
. % You think that you can deceive me,
St. Austell,” Leo began

‘¢ you think I have been blind all
Was

thought no
or the other. When a man is
in love with one woman, he is not

¢- Not even when he once made passion-

ate love to that-other woman "

butterflies were once' gruba.

room | You did mot know.

which St. Aua-

and read
Guy de Maupassant or Guy after midpight :

at Leonora with angry suar-
I told Morgan I was not at home,” he
But you see I didn't

| pathetic com

lion and orange pottery, and pale green

puesionately, stand-
with one knee upon the seat of a Prie
Dieu chair, and with her hands clasped
tightly on the ‘carved cherry-w l::ick;
me
—=thas I have not seen and understood what
on between you apd my sister,”
¢ Upon my honour, my dear Leo, I have
g about you, either one way
desperately
given to

“QOnoe, Leo? Oanceis a wide word. The
- This world

//’—r#" : :

Lord St Austell who has temptad her | she brushed past him and weat into the

You shall never
ksow. I would cut my Out . sooner
than tell you. And you u me with
those sweet days when I could think of you
as my friend—when [ saw you every day
without of conacience—when—"

** When you fooled me to the top of my
‘bent.”

* I was so happy until vou threw off the
mask, and then I could but remember thas
I had a good kind fellow in India, working
for his country and me.”

‘“ And that you had a character to lowse,
and that it is not a pleasait thing to be cut
by other women —even the rather easy-going
women in your set. They have their stan-
dard. So far and no further is the motto of
the clan. Oh, my dear Mra. Baddeley, sen-
timentality won't answer between yuu and
me. You are one of the cleverest women I
know. You know the age you live in, and
you are able to live up to fts requivements.
You manage to get everything in this world
that you want—without.any sacrifice, even
of character. But you must not expect more
than than.” -

‘] expect nothing from you,” she answ<.
ed moodily. *‘‘But I mean to koow tb,
truth. Why are you going to Ceylon ?”

“ For my lungs.” ' : -
“Oh, I have heard that before. That
an old storv.” ' :

¢ A true one all the same. The right
lung is decidedly affected, and my doctos
insists upon a mild climate., Perhaps were
that the only motive, I might have wintered
at Bournemouth or Ventnor, but I had an-
:ﬁhar motive, which so far has been thwart-
¢ How'a Tory ?"” he asked, when the silence
began to grow oppressive,

. “*Tory is in excellent health, thanks, .
And you are really going to Paris by the
mail !

‘¢ Really.” ' '

¢ And you still protest that you are going
there alone?’

¢ ] have never protested. I merely stated
a fact. I go to Paris with my servant, that
isall. If youn want particulars, I shall put
up at the Hotel de Bade. I shall amuse
myself in Paris for a week or so, and then I
shall go quietly on to Brindisi, stopping
wherever 1 feel dispised. I sball go by the
Rapide as far as Micon, and then in all
possibility I shall make a detour and cool
myself on the Riffel befcre I dawdle down
into ltaly. It will be time enough if I sail
for the east in Ostober.” : -

¢ A charming programme, with a sym-
panion,” eneered Mrs. Baddeley,
“but as a solitary promenade I should con-
sider it rather dreary. One knows all those
places before-hand, and at our age,” with a
deprecating shrug, ‘‘they are only store.
houses for memories and regrets. The world
is hardly large enough nowadays for people
who have the capacity to live and to re-
member.”

“] am not afraid of tolitude. I am
egotist enough to find mysclf pretty good
com -ll
*“ [ have a goodymind to ahare your chicken
snd your cab to Charing Cross,” said Mrs,
Baddeley, after a few moments’ reflection,
* There are some friends of mine at Dover
who have been plaguing ms to go and see
them. I might run down for a day or two,
take them by surprise as they are yawnin
in their lodging house lamplight, atter hav-
ing exhausted the newspapers and their own
conversation.” _

“ Do,” cried St. Austell, ‘‘ you would
burst upon them with as revivifying power
as if youn were Aurora. And how mnice for
me to have youn for a travelling companion.
One generally gets.to Dover in an after-din-
ner nap, but of conrse that is only a pise
aller.” -

*‘ I won't rob you of yoursleep,” said Leo,
starting up to go, with an air of having
come to a sudden decicion. ** I won't go
to Dover to-pight. And [ have just remem-
b-red that Tory will be waiticg 1or his chop
He always dires an hour before I do, sothz"
he may behave prettily and be society fex
me while I dine,”

* Happy Tory. Good-bye.”

‘“ Good bye. Iv means for a long timeg
doesn’c it ? ' she said, as she shook hands,
his fingers detaining the neatly gloved hand
just a little lopger than they need have done,
with a ‘alvt r m'ni:cence of a worn-out ren-

‘timent, .

*“ Who knows ?” -

““ Ceylon is so far.” g

‘“ Taere is no such thing ae distance nowa-
diys. Australia means a tortnight—no
other place need count. 1'll see you to your
carriage. " 1 . :

He put her into the hansom which had
waited, and which rattled her back to
Wilkie Mansions in a quarter of an honr,
She kept her word so far as the poodle was
concerned, and looked on while he ate his
chop, daintily, on a plate set upon a table
napkin. She saw him safely through. his.
meal, and then changed her smart tailor
gown for the dowdiest she
ia the way of gowns—a black silk and cash-
mere of two years ago. Io this and a black
bonnet and rather thick veil, she mighs
easily escape recogunition in the lamplightat .
& crowded station.

She drove to Charing Cross aud wasin the
station just a quarter of an hour before.the
ceparture of the Continental mail. She
saw St. Austell's valet getting the lugguge
registered, a good deal of ] e, but all
dietinctly masculine, She saw St. Austell
himself buying newspapers at the atall. She
saw him pass through the gate on his way to
the train—alone ; and she saw no feminine
figure that bore the faintest resemblance to
her sister. -

“She is to meet him in Paris,” thought
Leo, * it has been all planned before hand.
She will go by avother route, perhapa.
From Exeter to Southampton and thence te
Havre and Paris. By that way she would
escape observation. Yes, ahe will join him
in Paris., That is the reason he took things
so quietly. God help her—and me.”

She gave a long sigh—regretiul, passion-

o E““ﬁ'" and to ate, despai even—and stood near the
l l Tﬂ $EH ““aaﬂ;? gl ‘“ﬁxﬁi‘ﬁ%ﬂ? much as & brush and comb. ~§t. Austell will | at Lord Austell's bocka. Fle was an ams- gate while the whistle shrieked and the
' J UG force, were it ::Em:g; She had drawn | have to buy her & troussean. I wonder how | amateur inmdhmkl -:.f tmzrmwm . P o = Cmﬁmﬂd u.m mﬂ;ﬂ :1110'1, ontoit:hi..
. - y. v " . t vau e summer twi-
RONTO at 11 pm- A x to her fullest height, ‘Fﬁl'r_!"l“l-il';‘t: h';!glm“?u:?: = that I shall detain | Iatestacquisitions. He used laughingly tode- | encouraged my pursuit until it reached just | [ight. The last rays of the sstting sun
hmmﬂr?, spot of crimeon burning her property Eﬂ trunks will be sent to ﬂmthnthlhndnulyhﬂf-l-dmﬁ-mml. that one definite point as which it became »d on the brasea 2o It bt
— by J. S ﬂaahin'; t1s ooutre of each chock, 1ot Syes h::imnn;itilkmwnwmmu" but so far as they weat, they and inconvenient and and then you | qway, St to warmer 2kie
» accompanied DY . Yrange]: her lips quivering, and Tﬂt;"‘hﬂ: « Will not that be to encourage her in | the n_tir_nd were at the servioe of his friends. | threw me over, as you have thrown over %0 | and faint sweet odours of spioe-bearing tres:
TR g l ot e ok, st whle fae) L e e it pama | M Bl gt ke whom sh it | sany bt oo onng S £ |12 ropinl fowes. 0¥ oo mighh
“ . i 7 um : : : .
atall stations S0CT, B “She has gons off, then,” she cried. | by the lom ofher jewels and gomma L dORE | L0 Nt e e limit of the six tea-s .
DAY 8, 2% I O0b, what art, what hypocrisy, What e her sweet words.” | “They are all that remain of the -
yINNIPESG. ' Eﬁ'ﬁ‘“' ! "She fiad e ot f“i-'l;'““ ""ﬂ‘f»‘.'.. E:ﬂl Ql‘ii' of them Iike that, as if | St. Austell plate,” he said.
all Ages® of *’finﬁ:” mmphhﬂ;i*dl?;:uﬂfmhtfe‘ all thilrm and sin were a theme for| “Whlt,i'l:l_luthll‘ﬂtmo!td dowhn for
spply ¥ Yo, g oy s 8he o hat | langhter.” ‘ Kiog Charlee 1" asked Leo.
o B whag ¢ e whs pome ottt %h, there is » ridiculous side to every | No, bat most of it was sold off
RAWFORD: Bl %3 1%k—the tiying from the sducer.  Sho |subjoat,” sld Leo JyACoR 0, 00 TH0 |7 et Eod money leader,” ro
Railway Tickw - fll “}%e o with him ! Ob, what villainy." s supposs I am 0B 0Ty, or DOoRES FY § G onder,
f o Oume into her norrow B ther so you more derious,| His lordship's butler knew Mrs.
- %0y, or of rage. She them | * I ‘woald — and offered no hindrance o her
M"‘F whichever they were. . more sisterly. Are you convinoed that it o o
| ¥ 3 ‘..- .1.1,-{“:. -u;:.,-.r. 1\'_’;: ‘-1-; Eb;-:-‘- i kv e -‘- : ..J_ : .;-._-:. i i ;: “r ‘;1-}“;‘{',-# -‘ ;; ;-:1* F}ﬂ;’v".ﬁ'*& i




