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bride. She seeks
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| (CONTINUED FROM LAST HUNDAY.)

(Continued.) .

LIVE smiled. < If his broth-
, er's devotlon to his wife
gavored somewhat of ldol-
niry, mnevertheless, he au-
gured. gl from it. Ha
only that It might
be lasting. In the past
Noel—b u t. Clive® rebuked
himseif for allpwing
thoughts of his brother's
past to Mtrude them-
selves. He was not very
well acquainted with
Trene. Ho remembered her
as n girl of - sevgnteen,
what time Noel. & boy
‘himself, had besn desper-
ately In love with her; but
&' she nad gone abroad, and
Nod¢l had not been long In
transferring his affectiona
elsewhere snd more disas.
trously. Noel's engage-
ment and marriage had
been exceedingly quick
work, and something of a
. ghock to Clive. After his
teappearance Noel had almost jmmediately gone abroad
again, and .met Trene Strafford at Florence.  Clive had
posted out (o Italy fpr the wedding, to find the irene
Btrifford chenged from an immature, fascihating girl
into .&' superb woman, There was ho doubt about her
beauty and atiractions, But Clive, endowad with an ana-
Iytiea) brain, had wondered whether Noel's sudden Acvess
to a fortune had anything to do with Irene's promptness
to change her estates,, Aftay the wedding, Clive had posted
back to England and the many enterprises, including
Kimks, ' Limited, that absorbed him. Closer amequaint-
ance’ would epable him to form a clearer estimate
of his brother's benutiful wife. In business he studieds
men and women nét so much from a moral pofnt of
view as whether they were fit topls for his purposs or
not. Had he studied moral character, he would not
have tolerated such a' person as Mr, Schneiderkopl;
but Schnefderkopf was admirable as a kind of travel-
fng inspector, and had made some valuable suggestions
for redycing the working expenses of Klosks, Limited,
But Clive Palliser In the boardroom or his offices
was & different person from Clive Palliser a8 a private
individual. Thefe was a distinet duality about hlm._
Noel's wife and his future had momentarily dls-
tracted Clive's thoughts from the tragedy revealsd
to him at Eldon station, but 1t Intruded itself, as Noel,
before leading the way Into the reception room whehe
Trofe awalted them, turned to him and again asked
bim, in 'a low volce, not to dwell on the ghastly bus-
iness before his wite, 4
Hia brother's anxléty dld ot sesm unngtursl to
him.  He nodded his head, but his atrong mouth tight-
ened after its habit when he had arrived at some de-
termined decislon. Clive Palliser, the uncrowned king
of Eldon, J. P. and prospective parilamientary candi-
date for the divislon, was golng to do all in his power
to bring the murdersr to justice. Clive Palllser," the
tuman man, vividly recalling the scene In Faulder's
cottage, was equally determined to be résponsible for
the murdered woman's child, unless it should be shown
to him conclusively that the chlld's future was ured,
and that the child himself would be wall taken care of.
Then he followed his brothér into the ‘reception
robm, where Irene awalted them, her evening gown
a "dream'—as women put it—that displayed her superb
figure to perfection. She was a dark-syed,
woman, her eyes proclaiming a passiondts nature, At
twenty-slx years of age she was at ths zenith of her
chigrms, but there were other strains to her nature be-
gides the passlonate one—ambition and vanity among

 tham,

_ Clive shook.hands and spoke & few quiet, aincere
words of welcome, acknowledging fo Lilmself her phys-
deal attractions. Noel stood by, feasing his eyes an

her. She evidently obsessed her husband, and sight ot
“her seemed to Nave dismissed his anxiety of o few

momenis bafore,

- Uun.quite. in jove with Kldon.” she sald to Clive.
“It's fuch a peaceful, sweet, old-world plice.” Bhe
gave a little shiver, that caused & scintillation of the
alshmond- about her white, satin-skinned throat, “But
l# peacefulness kes the dreadful tragedy seem all
the more hlﬂibul.mtu quite haunts me, Do You know,
gllvc. that when we motored pest Faulder's cottage
yesterday that mt;!oun; woman was standing in the
{mrch as Nosl ealled my attention to the pleturesque
ittle place, Bhe looked a

of her—and gomehow
mo?.}r with the cottage, creeper-clad poreh.”
"I is terrible” answered Clive.

And I understand that the poor creature has left

Irl—from the glimpse I had

‘s little baby bebind her, You know, we had a sergeant

haohndee SO,
At m At t
not have en 8o ll;

He found & clgar in the grasa
more terrible«to me. Noel could
aEWay #pm whers the dreadful

Ry deas Trene.” Siterrunied Nosl

. : " Inte ‘Noel Pailiser, * .

fﬁ:‘n Js far too DArFowing 1o diecuss at Chln ‘tioe ot
But the horror of the thi h »flld hold of her
“And when I joined Nonl\&fc =En g ¥

“in the grounds, we penetrated ngﬂt.he’ggp::.n : We

D pothing, yet perhaps actually whie we were

T was telling Clive how ' '
R e
be i ted on changing the subject.
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_“On the banks of Allan Water,
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tll er falr hair looked in har. '
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band as he is bringing home 28
an interview with

CHAPTER VI .

.

an. Taking her
O
the alr of "On the

“He himself had found the man, huddled up in &
: drunken or exhaustéd sleep,” ~

mouth was compressed. The cottags parlor and the

‘figures in It, Mrs, Faulder sobbing, Faulder mute with

dazed shocks, Joscelyn Ware, white-faced, holding =
little erying bundle in her arms—the scene had again

“yisyalized itself bafore him. v

Noel Palliser had turned away, his back fo the
glnger and his brother, One hand had gone to. his face,
thé fingers biting {nto the skin, the palm covering the
two parallel scratohes that disappeared into-his beard.
Thers was & stars in hig eyes, But {t was ahother
scdene to his brother's that had visualised before him,
and the cry in his ears was a woman's, not a child’s.
Irene Palliser's choica of song had, perhaps, been un-
consclously infllenced by the natura of her haunting
thoughts,

She rose from the plano and announced hér inten-
tlon of retiring for the night. A few moments later
the brothers wers in the smoking room. Noel Palliser
mixed himself whisky and sodn. The whisky exceeded
the soda water. Clive cut the end flom & cigar, thrust
it between his testh, but forgot to lght it

“If this tramp theory is correct,” he sald, reverting
abruptly Lo what was preying on his mind, “the man's
capture should only be a matter of shours. An In-
dividual of that elass Is easlly ldentified. He may
know the country, be able to hide temporarily; “but
he has not got ‘the facilities of an ordinary man to
make good his escape. I'm due In town tomorrow, but
I shall stay here, Noel; see it through, attend the In-
quest.. Apart from that, there fs the human side. Have
they subpenaed you, Noel?"' ’

“No,” answered the other.

“Your evidence as to time might be important. Yon
were at the stile about a quarter past cight. That was
what'made me ask."

The man's logical brain was at work, He began to
pace the room.

¢ I'm not satisfied as to the future of the child, I
shall hold mysell personally respongible.”

He was voleing his thoughts aloud now.

‘Childers—Childers—Childers?" He repeated the
name three times questioningly, as if trying to recall
something ‘assoclated with it; but the effort was a
fatlure:

¥ think I shall turn in” said Noel after a pauss,
and tllted more, whisky into his glass, as if the pro-
portions wera not yet correct.’ He am!_plled the glass at
a draught: A )

Clive held out his hand. -

“Good night, Noel. T'm sorry this tragedy should
have cast a shadow over your homecoming."

“Qoed night, Clive, old chap. Youve been mo
awfully decent—" :

“Justify my hope in you, Noel!" The blood-tie was
strong, and ever had béen with the Pallisers. Clive
spoke with auppressed emation. “You've 'a straight,
clear road befors you." ]

Noel's eyes were steady, but Ioo.ltln; past hiw
brothet, the brother who was already beginnlng to
play the part of delective tentatively. i

CHAPTER VII

N THE following morning Miss Summera was
O marked “absent” on the time sheet of the
Kiosk tea shép In the Btrand.

Joseelyn Ware had passed a sleepless night.
She had mads no attempt to go to bed. After Clive
Palliser's departure Bergeant Robbins had returned
to the cottage afnd asked her a number of questions.
She hadl gathered that she would be wanted at the
inguest, If only to glve formal evidence on the sublect
of the'murdereéd woman's ldentity, The sergeant had-
told her that the ‘motive for the crime had been rob-
bery: The poli¢e wére on theitrack of a tramp. Soma
facts are best set down baldly: the pén In unequal
te the description of svoh emotions ns Joscelyn en-
diired.. Yef'she had llstened and comprehended.” The
first blur and fog of dazed horror and grief had yielded
{0 a painful, acute clearness of mind, and the clearer

the mind the more Intense the capaclty for suffering
or Juy. Duripg the night Joscelyn's one distraction,
and that {u the nature of a saored duty, was tending
Lily Childers® ¢hild. A baby only a few waeeks old re.
quires constant attention. There ia a latent mother in
every trus woman.

Dawn had not long broken when Mrs. Faulder
came Into the parlor with & cup of tea for Joscelyn,
The good soul was Inclihed to be garruloug In her
grief And sympathy, to recall reminiscently every in-
cident assseejated with Lily Childers since the  cab

bearing Josoelyn, Lily and her child game Into view on
the previous afternoon. 4
“I and Faulder,” she sald, in this reminigcent way,

“were standing at the gate, not forn moment giving

thought of anythiig wrong with the poor thing, It
wax only htlery'm*, Euul and his wife had used‘thu
o SR SR 2 e ke s
W I-. ’ _"

oncel had heard

- hi already of this faintin from
Mre. Faulder in the course of the gleepless ni ﬁt.
Lily Childers had ?-z" o

in dellcdte health since
birth of her child. ' i

“If only I'd not let her go out aftétward! But
gald the frash alr would du‘herd.oﬂ" o she

Mre. Faulder wrung her hands remor#éfully, Then
she harked back In her incans mm& WAaY. -

“Bhe was some while comin m%‘n, ‘and when she .
did, poor thing—mote illge & girl than a mother she
seemed 10 me—she wsnd “In her mind, as folk will
wander when they're batwixt and betweon, 80 to speak.
‘Did you see him?' she kept on murmuring.”

Joscelyn would have much rather been aparsd’ail-
this,  8he had been on the polat of covering over har
ears with her' hands, is was the first time Mrs,
Faulder had given a detalled account of the eplsode,
But she checked the movement of ‘tWer hands 1o her
pained ears. Her senses were no longer blurred, but

acute.
“‘Did you see him? ” She repeated the words halt

~respect, “would ke to see you

was Hugh! she went op, just &s if she'd seen

. some one of that hame. And then, Miss Ware,
1 wondered"—Mrs, Faulder dropped het volee to
& hushed whisper—"whiher she might not have
. ‘been_thinking in her wandering thoughts of her
late husband, Not that I knew his name. But
I understood from' you that the poor thing's
; married 1ite, had been unhappy, alld you'd spe-
clally asked me In that letter of yours not.to

astk any questions, he having died under- un-

- happy circumstances. Not that I should have

v
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] Pror heforo Her in. the shape of the coming
inquest. She drew her hands from her eyes. Tha baby
was'demanding food vociferously, Mrs. Faulder had
Interrupted Joscelyn as the latter was in the process
of preparing a bottle,

“Ask Mr. Palliser to. excuse me, please” mid
Noscelyn to Mrs. Faulder, .

" Josealyn was only human. Rightly or wrongly, she

had been hitterly prejudiced agafngt the man from the
, first. Rightly or wrongly, she assoclated him and hip
mu‘thod:_- as responsible partly for the unhappiness of
her gm friend's life. 8She had been grateful to him,
for his servigeion tha previeus night, but her frame
of mind was altogether different now.

Mrs. Faulder looked at her with dazed surprise.
&r. Clive ,was the unorowned ' king of Bldon, and it
was no light matter Iy the good soul's sight to refuse
to sea him.

“I'll mind the little one.” she ventured.

Joscelyn repeated her 'message. Mrs: Faulder
enteled the parlor Into which/Clive Pallisér had been
“shown with much respectful curtseying. . There Was
& look on thé lean, determined face that Indicated a
sloepless night. Dust wag thick on his motoring coay
and his boots clogged with. goll ;

Mre. Faulder altered Joseelyn's message somewhat.
oo “Miss Ware, alr,” she sald, “aska you to excuse
her; but”—her volce hroke—"she's busy looking after
the little one " . !

“I'll wall," replled Clive Palliser In his direct way,
glancing at his wateh, He had draws.off his gloves,
and the backs of his hands were scratched, as If by
brambles. “Please tell Miss Whare that 1 wil] -wait,
It's important. It'§ about the child that I want to
ulk '_tu hor;: : . ) | {1 \

y Mrs, Faulder ourtseyed very deferentlally before
returning to Josecelyn.

“] do belleve,” wis her-thought. “that Mr. Clive ts
golng' to interest himeelf In the poor little mite, and
Mr. Clive wmever doss anything exespt thoroughly.
And Lhere are folks as say he's hard as nalls” :

Clive Palllser crossed to the window,
“ folded his arms &nd looked out. He h

im' faced,
not gone

“fYou have consolation at least in the thought that*you were fox her—her friend—not against her.”

’

taken any such liberty, but 1 wa=s mare afrald of Tom,
but I drove It home to him if a good talking to,”

As a matter of fact, Mr. Paulder was a silent man,
It was Mrs. Faulder who did the talking, whose
tongue occasionally trippéd, though never in unkindly
fachion,

"t was Hugh? "

Joscelyn again repeated the words, but this time
sllently. ' Then she pressed her hands tightly to her
forehead, as_If trying to concentrate her thoughts
Just_for a moment a possfbility had half shaped in
her mind. The next instant.she had dismissed it as
beyond the bounds of even probabllity, Yetyshe had
wondered.—

- Bhe rose up quickiy. Har ears had caught s or¥
from upstairs;, a8 ory proclaiming a waking, hungry
infant, Another bottle was due, o«

" 8he was busy with the apirit lamp, milk, barley
water and sugar-of-milk and other articles and ac-
cessories associated with infantile distary, whan she
heard a motorcar rush up and stop outside the cottage.
Her nerves and emotions were highly string. She
hurried to the lead latticed window lmw the thifk wall,
Mr. Clive Palliser had guitted the stationary car, Mra
Faulder could have told hes that Mr, Clive, like the
Iate Bir John, was credited with rising every morning
at b o'clock, and, with the aid of secretaries and type-

_writers, digpatching hundreds of letters before brealk-

fast, .

On the previous evening Joscelyn's senses had been
blurred. Bhe had been grateful to the man who had
rendered her practloal, quietly sympathetic assistance.
He had not been the obnoxlous perscnality, the divis
dond-grinding capitalist-ogre she hdd conceived him
to be from Lily Childers description and her own in-
vestigation Into the methods of Klosks, Limited.

But at this moment, as she watched him, she fell
she hated him. She wus frightfully overwrought
Lily +Childers’ whole past Yiayed Itselt before her

vividly, 8nd this man, now. passing up the garden

ath, had been responsible for soms of her dead
frlend‘l misery. Her feellngs would heve been diffi-
cult to desoribe. Bul/ Lily Childers had been made
for sunshine, and the world and this man had helped
to rob, her of It whlle she ilved; in a much lesser,
degree than the scoundrel of & husband, whose sul-
clde not atoned In the least.for his cruglty in
Joseelyn's eves, but she regarded the chalrinan and
managing director of Kiosks, Limited, as having been

a.rt.r to the conspiracy agalnst the dead woaman durs
ng her. lifelime.

She heard Mrs, Faulder coming up the siairs

“ oMpe, CGlive,! sald the latter, In hushed tones ot
And-oh, Misa Ware—
the tramp's beén took!”

I The wofls gave Jokcelyn sométhing In the nature of
a thock, but hardly afforded heér satisfaction, The trag-
edy remalned. Llly Ohlldérs wus beyond recall to life,
All the punishment that the law might méte out to
her murdarer’ would not atone for the Il‘j‘a\'qicablt

ustice I8

Bul Mrs. Faulder heard, and It stimulated he
rou with her recital, from which, dearast l(ﬂ;i }:
he world though she was, she undoubted] ]

.noq.o%ln_ in ‘nature of mwthld satinfaction,
Jn hing ton, And 1
. They'd
ut Mr. Noel
TMOOTAT,

e

t. The law demands a life for a life,

Some such tguzhu as these  pussed through
Joscalyn's mind. Posnibly Mr. Clive Palllser wished
to see her in order to give her pirticulars of' the

eapture, thinking that it might give herkome kind of
N Bﬁ‘l she. wnuia n

saiisfaction. rather . ‘be #pared, the
detall, Tt was right and essential thnﬁ the inhuman
be taken and put to death, but— <

Wer face in her Hangs  Tners wan
'
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to bed on the previous nlght after Noel retireq. The
pollie were slow-couches. He¢ had been born to domi-
nate, take the leéad, They were used to him at Eldon
Hall, ang the sleepy clauffeur, on the point of retir-
Ing to bed, had cursed under his breath on recelpt
of a telephone message to come round at once with
a car, Clive Palliser had driven te the local police
station, and from that moment “husgle” had been
the order of the night. Word had just come in-that
& tramp, answering to the description of the wanted
man, had been ‘seen by a boy on the outskirts of
Hanfleld Woods, some twenty miles away. Cilve
Palliser had hustled Sergeant Robbins into his car
and driven off, He had arrived to find a search in
progress, but raggedly organised,
his forte. He h&d taken the matter Iin hand, in his
Napoleonie way. He himiself, éarrying a stable lan-
tern, had found the man, huddlied up in a drunken or
exhausted: sleep, in the trunk of & hollow tree,
Now, as he looked out of the wintlow, he was ex-
periencing grim satisfaction, The human trageliy
remalned, and he had not lost sight of 1. It was
that which had brought him to ¥auldars cottage.
But &t the same time Justice aud the good of the
community demanded the arrest of the brutal animal
promptly. And it was accomplished, The man was
under lock and key. He' would be brought up at
the Inguest, when Clive Palllser, J. P. would occupy
an unofficlal sedat beglde the coronen. He had not
returned to Eldon Hall before coming to the cottage.

It was early, but he had argusd that sleep would
have been a stranger to the place, But he wauld he

back In time to take his tub, array himself properly.
and breakfast with Noel and hls wife, %Iephall
smiled. Noel had never acquired the virtne of early

rising. Then his face went grim again. He had a
busy man's dislike of being kept walting, . He was
uncansclously expressing impatience by beating time
with a foot, when the sound of some one enfering the
raom swung him round. .
It was Joacelyn Ware. His second message had
heen ‘more effective, He crogsed to her with an out-
stretohed hand, Her slight hesitation was due to a
sudden Intrusion of remembrances of Lily Childers’
association with Kiosks, Limited, and her own hrief
experience, as well as certaln hard facts<apart from
personal experlences—that she had sccumulnted with
a view to her articlen for the Daily Dial. But tha
hesita fon was hardly noticeadls, It would bave been
ungracious, churlish, to have refused to have shaken
hands It would have been carrying principles to an
absurd ‘Folnt‘ She awed him & debr of gratitude for
his conduct on the previous night. The second mes-
rage had explained the reéason of his coming, and
proved the existence of his humanity, Joscelyn Ware
roasuned the Virjves as well as the faults of an
mpulsive, quixotic temperament.’

There was something very strong and . sincdre,
very axpressive, about his handgelp. It =ild* muech
more than many words. He had come to help, take
command of the situation, relleve her as far as
oasible of &Il responsibility. And as well as ali
his, his hagdgrip expresced deep, hbmman sympathy.

Joscelyn ‘felt (his, . Hér senses had passed l‘r&@
a/blurred to wh-almost unnaturally acuts state,

[ T " 4 - r v
analyzing her feelings, but ‘he. was ‘inronsciousiy

ceompelling her admiration, though she was not aware
of the-fact At thls moment he had precenceived
the character of the mnnn;l"‘ﬁ d!rettor of Kiosks, and
now she had come In astidal contact with him, ﬁ-
was upseiting her pregonpsived: astimate, -

"It 1a atbout
to pain you with unnecesgary questions. I-T don't
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Know what Mrs, CHIders’ cireumstances we
the child's future aswured? Are there reliives
will fake care of him; properl¥, gnd look uUné
bringing up as somwthing more than o cold
You know what [ mean” s
His last ‘words werev a tributs to his bellet
understanding. ' Her personality had mprosred hin
the previous evening when she jourteyed in his prive
carriage. Mo prided imaell om hiv ability o ol
character, The plcture of her with the motherioss GRIl
in her arms had b itanlf upon hin memory.
night before. 'Yet Josesiysn, when she bad pi’cﬂmr
the character of the mandging director of lﬂﬂh
denfed him:anything approaching sentiment, Yot
reveuled it at the outset. The prospect of the sl
betng bfought .up from a scnse of cold,” pona
relustant, duly was not good bugh for him.'
His very blus &yes looked at Hor interrogatively,
“'She—she had no néar relatives,”” answered Joscelyng
with difficulty. That had been another tragls side
Lily Childers’ life. (
“That sotties It then. 1- vl

Joscelyn interrupted.. Thero was nothing melodramati
.
.

in her manner of saying that the child was going to %
her card. 'She did not raise i hand above her heéad, A8

call heaven to withess her vow. s
- There was a mamient's pauss. The keen, b eveR!
were asking questions—practical questichst The Boe|
bringihg of a.child costs money. Clive Palllset knes o
nothing about Josselyn Ware, vxvept her vame, (Hough
hie had formed and was still forming an opinien og.
®ubject of her nature and personality, 'l
"Then," he sald, \“thers Is no need to worry a8 d
tha child receiving the essentlal care and love,™ -
Hig manner was abrupt still. But this was hobs
lessly Inconsistent with the character given by Joi
celyn to the managing diréctor of Kiosks. Her i
face, stress and grief written on It, flushad falntly
“You mustn't think me ruds or gratultously ing
yve,” he went on, “but there (a a financlal side to mo
things. Suppose wa divide the responsibllity, You Wil
furnish the love and care and the good Influencs, I shil
take the personal interest as well. I shall not '
mysell solely with the financial side, but I shall b
sponsihle for ft." .
Joscelyn was still wearing the black stuff’ dres
o aa to clear the ground, that was insisted by the re
lations of Klosks, Limited. But she had discarded cag
cuffs and apron before leaving the teashop in the Steamnd
on the previous evening. Clive Palliser had noted thi
eut and atyle of the workmanlike gown, but ft way nof
distinctive enough to ldentify her with the mm ’
,mansged. Such a style of dress was common to dranes
establishments ag well' us/teashbps and restaurants, ‘B
business men Msisted that their women ‘elerks and type
ists should dress In this way. But thoss eyes of his wers
observunt, @nd he had deduced from her dress that whe
was & woman who worked for her living, p
A sudden feellng, a kind of jealousy and pride’
Jpossessed’ Joscelyn, bred of her independence and
latent motherhood within bher. Yot she recognized |
delicacy, the fine feeling, behind the man's words,
“You're most- +'" ahe answered, hesitating a
“But I have mads my mind to take all the re
bllity,'” Bl
“There 1s such a thing as false pride™ ha sald, 1 -
his quiet bat plaln-speaking way. He never hu!uu‘g-
call & sRAdd w spade. “Of course, I'm speaking tn the
dark largely. 1 don't Know the clreumstances of
Iife. But, ail wall, the child will grow up. The gque
f schooling, an education to fit him for the battle' Sl
ta, the cholee of & carcer, and so oo, will all come siony '
in thelr due course, ‘A godfather’s dyties may be diffses
ent, but I consider them as essentinli as & godmotheérs
at all everits, in the case of a Yoy, I shall consutute’n
self the boy's godfather.” ;
The domestio ‘side of the man's natire had
been slimulated bofore. The ambition tff go hetter
overy one else, make a success of everything he ham
had absorbed hitn hitherto, AL
Joscelyn way silent. 8he was up against a s
eharacter than her own. She asked herself! quick
tions. What right had her pride and her preconc
notions of this man to interfare with the child's fu
To combat this offer would be almost eriminal. She
a hard-working journalist, entirely dependent on her afs
forts, Bhe was not thinking of herself and ths asifs
denial that her resolve might entall; but she ssy
falsity of the position, In relation to the well-k
Lily Childers’ child, that pride and gealousy and & subs
consclousness of the man's positionr and methods {n bush
ness had tempted her to take up. Ry
“Fhat s settiod,"he went on. - “Belleve i, T &
not attempt to interfere’ with your province. But
will tell me your plans, and don't let your pride
offense. All expenses assoclated with the ohlld fron
moment are my business, Don't misuhderstand. me,
& business man, and I have a way of ing.
buinesslike manner; but I recognize the
the occasion, and my intention is & very solems
He was playing havoc with Toscdlyn's
celved notions. For & moment ‘she Jookéd a
There was not much outward expression on his 2]
ing face, Was this the man who was privy to o
overworking and underpaying of women, whe BB
drawn up & code of tyrannous rules, who ' emplo
such & character as Schnelderkopf? He must b o
kind of Dr., Jekyll and Mr, Hyde. And then a fosl
of Intense discomfort, "n sense that soméhow’
weas playing an underhand game, .gripped her. Hi
in Bldon, she was entering into a kind of sal
mlllance with the man whom she was about to a
1n the pages of the Dally Dial.  The 4
presented Itself to her, but ohly in a fleeting w
This was not ths time®to work out fts solutfon; ;.
“When you bave made your plans, you will
me know,” ‘he continued. He Tlowersd his
“You have heard of the grrest?
“Yea"
Horror found expression on ‘her farce, g 3
“I wish you could have been spared the pllll" '3
the Inquest” He paused, "“Thé name ‘Childery
somehow faghlllar to me; but I cannot associate 4
with anything definite, Who—who was her W
band " i '
"A man- called Hugh Childers.” Joscelyn
strainedly. Bulcide had not atoned  in her gight *-'
his cruelty, . - . X!
She had furnished the missing linlk ~
“Hugh Childers,” repeated Clive Palllser guj
*The Childers who-—" 5

He staopped. He had remembered. ilie cAse of
long-firm swindler who had committed sulclde In
offices in Chancery Lane, Aftey that It was easy
draw a qulek plcture. of the tragedy of the murg
woman's 1life, } i

“He was her husband,” he added more to him
than to Joscelyn. Then he cros¥ed suddenly to)
window and looked out, hix back turned to g
Not «rudeness, but the action of a man obsss;
thoughts, Ha turned after soote seconds,

, “You were her friend—throughout,” he said
erklly, ; 1

Her hands went qulekly to her eyes, On
convulsive sob came from her, ¢

“ cannot toll you-the full, traglc story of B
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{ife now.” she choked out. AL,
But it all crowded hefora her. The man Ul
stood, Her words, that one dry, choking seh

caused his strong mouth to twitch und twis

He crossed to' heér, and spoke (n rather
fashiop. h a v
"“You have consolation at least. In the

that you were for her—her friend—unoy
Fla had_ a rather elliptle way o
he was right, though he spoka. withaul 1 kn
edge of all that JosceFyn Ware had Dedn 1o EREwE)
gitl woman. 3 N ¢
Then he tirned abrapWy., He' realhed the
mﬁonm Nobblng sntered, R
UHRhat e (87" he sald in a
“It's & gupestion, mlp.” 0 _
uncomfortatle Flan(:s at Juseelyn, who
* face covered, “whethor Misp :
broagh.” : :
A woman's small zold. br
in gold and shiver, had hean &%
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