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“ But who is the woman’ Where 18 Ellf‘lffﬂm.?"
I intarrupted, onee more, in & state of wystification
difficult to describe. ,
ilﬂ: ;1)‘.:“1 I vast dells you who she vas I dnn‘d |
know? Und vere she gomes from, py golly I don'd
nek ber.”

“ Bat what does she want with me? Surely, she |
must have given you some hint s to the nature of
her business with me," T persisted, desperately.

“ Dot peezness she don'd dalk aboud, und‘Mees-
tor Plake, | am a yentleman, und I don'd shtick my |
nose mit dot leedle yooman's peezness.” |

“ Oh, certainly, I know you are a gentleman, Mr.
Girseht; I only thought she might have given you
some lLiot as to the natare of her business with me,”
| hastoned to answer,

* No, she gif me no hint; she yust say ‘ Dell Mees-
ter Plake a Iady vrom s var gountry haf gome many
miles to see him.' "

“ Many miles,” I mused, trying to imagine what

Isdy would come many miles to see me. Surely it
could not be Laara, my affianced wife, for only the
woek previous | had received a letter from her, guilt-
lows of any hint of such & move on her part. DBesides,
Laars was 400 sensible, modest and thoroughly lady-
like to have been guilty of planning such & surprise
for me. Bhe never did auything in questionable
taste.  Btill, who ocould it be !

" What is sho like, Mr, Giracht?" | nsked. “Is
she small and slender, with rosy cheeks and bright,
Inughing, brown eyes?"

“Yab" responded Mr. Girach
there was & doubtfal look in his eye. “ Yah, dot ees
drue, sho vas shiall, sboud so high, und shlim, und
shie baf lofly eyes, bud nod brown, I dink, und not in
dem wuch laugh  She look in dose eyes like sho hat
some droubles, und her faoe vas whide, like der whide
lllies dot grow in der Faderland "

A startling thought came to
W trouble! Lagra, with the light gone from her
face! 'l:onmﬂm Iht;ught startled me into aotion, In
& yory short space of time, poor, dissppointed 1)
cles biad been remanded to his itah;ftl,x uml;‘ll :::H t::
Yy way down the mountain with My Giracht,

A dosen tiggem, on the way, |
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mountains at all. No, surely it could not bhe my
Lsura: but then, on the other hand, who oonlt'i it ba!
So persistently did this problem present itself f
my mind, unattended by any shadow o.f solution, that
by the time I reached the little hotel in Ytu.n Yom |
felt as though my brain were rapidly resolving itsgf
into a huge interrogation point. |
Without any delay mine host ushered me into hig
diminutive parlor, and went away to “ pring dot les.
dle vooman.”
Scarcely three minutes elapsed ere the door open.
ed, and & lady entered. I use the word “lady” in its
' finest sense, for in that first instant, the very wayin
which she entered the room and closed the door cop.
veyed that intangible something which bespeaks a
creatare born and bred within the magie circles of
' refinement.

One or two other convictions were borne in upon
me in that brief instant, while she closed the door,
. First, that she was not Laura; and second, that I had
| never seen her before.

I arose and bowed, as she came forward with her
eyes fixed earnestly on my face.
“ Are you Mr. Charles Blake?”
Her voice was low and melodious as the tinkle of
bells softened by distance, yet there was an under.
' tone of intensity that told of strong feeling held in
| restraint by an effort of the will,

“That is my name, madam,” I replied, adding
quickly, as I saw the soft eyes fill with tears, “In
| what way can I serve you?”

For reply, she drew a letter from her pocket,
which she unfolded and tremulously held toward me.
“ Did you send me this, Mr. Blake?”

I took the sheet in my hand, wonderingly, and
beld it up that the light from the one window might
fall upon it. With one glance I recognized the let-
ter—the one I had written at Roy Mason’s dictation

& year before.

I staggered, and leaned on my chair for support,

while éverything in the little room seemed sWaying
aud swimming about me ip confusion,

“ You are—yon are—" | stammered, my lips re-
fusing to frame the name,

“ Lam Edith Magon,” ghe answered, in the same
low, restrained tone, “and you are the writer of this
l"th-r,' AI¢ you not? You were with my—my—hus-
band in Lis last hogrg? '

I nodded; T oould no speak.

You can tel] me where he lies; you can take me .
t his grave, can yoq not, Mr. Blake?”

If the trémulons, appealing words had been drops
of molten irop they could not have seared my heart

mWore kﬂenly.




