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Jack took Clytie's hand and held it
tightly in his, and smiled across at
Mollie.

“I can’t very well throw you out of
the cab, Mollle,” he said.

“I might have taken a hansom by
myself,” she remarked, remorsefully.

They had arranged that Jack should

vel to Weybridge in a different com-

Ttment to that of the girls; and

“%when he was alone he tried to realize
that Clytie was his wife. His wife!
Let him say it over and over again
for' fifty times; He tried it; but it
proved ineffectual; he could not real-
lze it. it was only a short distance
from the station to the cottage, and
the girls walked, Jack following them
at a discreet distance.

When he reached the cotage, Mollie
met him under the verandah.

“She has gone upstairs to take off
her things. I have persuaded her to
lie down for a few mrinutes; You
won't mind, Jack; you know that she
has not been very well lately? And
though she was s0 calm and behaved
80 beautifully, of e¢ourse it has been
very trying—what word is the best to
use , I wonder?—business for her?
Clytle is not like most girls; she is 80
—how shall I put it?—so delicate in
her mind. So modest and sensitive;
not like me. If I'd married you in this
way, I should have segarded the whole
affair 1s a beno—( beg your pordan!”

Jack laughed. 'n Mollie's presence,
under her bright influence, he was
almost able to realize his happiness.

“Don’t you worry, Mollie, dear,” he
said. “I know what you mean; and
‘beno’ is a very good word; of
course it means a bean-feast, an out-
ing. Yes; you’d have been all right.”

“Rather!” she said in her sweet girl-
ish voice. “I'd have gone to a restaur-
ant with you and had champagne—oh,
but don’'t you be anxious, I've got
some champagne for you—for us. And
don’t be nervous about Clytie. She’'s
all right; it’s only that delicate way of
hers, as I say. She is like a beauti-
ful orchid, something rare and fine,
and you have to treat her as such.”

“Do you think I A~ 't understand,
Mollie?” he said, wiia a smile. “What
I am asking myself is, how such: a
rare and beautiful thing as Clytie
could stoop to suchr as me. It's like
a star stooping to the puddle in which
it shines.”

Mollie glanced at him curiously, and
nodded brightly as she touched the
flowers on the table with a girl's sen-
sitive, sympathetic touch.

“Almost a bridal table, isn’t {t?” she
#aid. I went as far as I eould; you
.see, I did not want to make the maids
suspicious, I'll run up and see if Cly-
tie is rested. Of course you want her.
Oh, don’t I know—at least,” demurely,
“I can guess.”

She went upstafrs, and Jack sat on
the arm of one of the chairs, and
once more tried to realize what he had
gained by that morning’s work. Mol-
lle was away some little time; but
presently she came down with a little
air of disappointment. Jack turnedith
her eagerly.

*‘She—she s asleep,” said Mollie re-
luctantly. “Oh, don’t look so hurt,
Jack! Think of what she has gone
‘through this morning! All that calm-
nhess of hers was only apparent. And
slepend upon it, she was all of a quiver
ell the time; and this is the reaction.
She’ll wake presently, and she will
come down looking like herself. And
is there a more beautiful self in the
world? Is there any girl more lovely,
more sweet?  Oh, Jack, If I were a
man I should envy you. I can under-
stard how proud, how happy you must
be.”

“Can you?” Le retorted incredulous-
ly.

y"Yc»:-;." #aid Mollie, “T think T can.

I should say that at this moment there

is no prouder or happier man on this
earth than Sir Wilfred Carton.”

He started and looked at her.

“What?” he demanded.

Mollie saw her slip, turned pale, bit
her lip. But it was too late for re-
traction, for rémorse. ‘

“ORr, Jack!” sha eried tremulously.
“What have [ said, what havel done?’

His face had paled, his lip had
tightened, he looked at her with eyes
that were already beginning to grow
hard and stern.

“You ealled me Sir Wilfred Carton,”
he said.. “You knew?”

Mollie also was pale, and was tremb-
ling. 7

“Ye-s,” she faltered. “I knew.”

He stood up and confrdnted her; and
she felt like a prisoner in the dock.

“When did you know?” he demand-
ed not loudly, but with an earnestness
that terrified Mollie.

“l knew,” she murmured,” I knew:
the. first day I saw you; at least, I
guessed—that night in the church-
yard——" ’

He bent his brows on her and stood
for a moment in silence; then he ask-
ed in a hard voice:

“And Clytie—she knew? When?"

“When?" breathed Mollie, as if she
were choking. “Oh, Jack—Wilfred, 1

{1 mean—why do you look at me, speak

to me, ke this—Why are you so an-
71' ¥
“I am not angry,” he said. “Answer
my question. I want to know the
truth. When did she know?”

“The—the day of the storm,” Mollie
Jerked out, as if in spite of herself, as
if she were competled to answer. “You
—Ycu spoke to her—you let your name
slip out. But what does it matter?
Why are you so angry? You love her,
you are married, she i3 your wife.” .

“The day of the storm; I remember,”’
he said, as if to himself. “Evér since
then. And sghe Kept it from me. She
—she deceived me. I-see it all. There
is no longer any mystery about {t.” He
laughed bitterly, with a laugh that
made Mollie shudder-— she knew
not.

“What do you mean?” she asked,
with faltering accents. “What do
you see? Jack—Wilfred—— Oh! I
don’'t know what to call you! You
are not going to make a fuss, you are
not going to be crue!!”

“No,” he said, sternly. “Not gruel
—but just. You tell me that Clytle
knew who I was as long ago as that.
You have both of you concealed the
fact, you have both of you deceived
me. Why? Butl know. My eyes
are opemed. I know why she has
married me. She wanted me to have
Bramley and the money, as arranged
by this accursed -vill. She has never
cared for me—Don't speak! I von’t
listen. I've been a fool; yes, a fool—
end {n a dream; but I'm awake now.
I know. I've loved her wtth all my
beart and soul. No man could have
loved her better, more truly, more de-
votedly. And she has fooled me —
for the sake of some foolish sentiment
of self-sacrifice. She has never cared
for me.”

Mollie sprang to him and caught his
arm. \

“Jack, you're wrong& she cried.
“Clytie loves ysu!” ~———

He flung her from him. “That’s a
tie! She does not care for me. She
shrinks every time I touch her—she
has not said a word of love—she has
not let me kiss her. Oh, I gee it all
now! Just to gratify this idea of
hers, this idea of sacrifice, she has
sacrificed herseif. Bacrificed! I
think I shall go mad. To be married
to a girl who shrinks from your very
touch!"”

“Jack! I swear to you you are

wrong!”’ cried Mollie, clutching him F

again. “Let me go te her, let me
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bring her down.” i

He caught her and almost flung her
into a c>ir.

“No,” the said. ‘“You shall not
bring her. Stay there. And listen
to me. You're a sensible girl, amnd
must know what I feel, what I want
to say. I refuse to be made a dupe.
Tell her that I deecline her—her sacri-
fice. That I decline to be the hus-
band of a woman who doesn’t love me,
who has married me to satisfy some
quixotic fancy. I understand now
her reason for asking me to marry
her. For all this accursed secrecy
and underhand business. .Do you
think that I am such a cur as to ac-
cept her sacrifice? No! heShewhar-

ed that I was to 1 e her, g0
E:gewhem——to the devei? for all she
cared, I suppose—after this mockery
of a ceremony. Well, I am going—"

“Jack, Jack! She loves you—let
me bring her down!” wailed Mollie,
wringing her hands. :

‘“Stay where you are,”” he said,
sternly. “I've been in a dream; but
I'm awake now. Bring her down when
I'm gone. Tell her that I've gone for-
ever. That I'm not such a fool and
cur as to claim for a wife the woman
who has married me for an idea.
Love! You must think me a fool I
tell you that not by word or sign or
look has she shown any love for me.”
He laughed bitterly. “Quite the con-
trary. Oh, quite the contrary. S;ay
where you are.” »

He sprang to the writing-table,
caught up 2 pen, and wrote ‘'something
on a sheet of paper. ‘“There! , Give
her that.” He tossed the paper sav-
agely on the table. “I resign all
claim to Bramley and the money. 1
didn’t want them. I wanted the wo-
man I love.” :

Mollie ran to him and clung to him,
weeping bitterly and white with
fright. He put her from him: then
held her at arm’s length and looked at
her a little less fiercely. ,

“You're a good sort, Mollle,” he
said, grimly. “But you ‘are only a
girl, and you don’t understand. Give
Clytie that paper when she wakes, and
tell’ her she has nothing to fear from
me. I shall never claim her. I hope
to Heaven 1 shall never see her
again!”’

He put Mollle away from him and |

went through the open French win-
dow. - .

Almost distraught, Mollie ran after
him, calling to him: but he _strode
across the lawn, without turning his
Bead, and was quickly hidden, from
her by the trees.
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. CHAPTER XXV,

There was rejoletng at Parraluna;
Jack Douglas had come back. The
Jarrows had received no notice of his
return, for Jack had declared his in-
tention of accompanying Chope only
an hour or so before the sailing of the
White Witch.

Of course, Chope had seen that
something was the matter, for Jack
had looked as if he had been through
a2 bad time; but Chope kad asked no
questions, and, as he told the Jarrows,
had been only too glad to get Jack
on any terms, especially when he had
been informed of Jack’s identity.

Mr. and Mrs. Jarrow received Jack
as if he were their own son, and pro-
ceeded to kill the fatted calf forth-
with; Teddy, the boy, expressed his
joy in a shrill yell of delight, and so
hovered about his hero during the first
few days that Jack had a great diffi-
culty in avoiding falling over him;
the hands, too, were, very pleased to
welcoms a man whe, though evidently |
their superior in eduncation and posi-
tion, never traded on the fact to shirk
his work or put on side ,and was an
all-round good mate.

The only person at Parraluna who
evinced no enthusiasm at his sudden
and unexpected return was Mary Sea-
ton. Indeed, she did not come forward
with the rest to greet him, and after
some of the excitement had subsided,
Jack bethinking himself of her, went }
in searck of Her. She was washing
in the little paddock behind the farm,
and as Jack strode up she turned her
head swiftly at the sound of his foet-
steps, and, her face rather pale, nod-
ded and scanned him for a moment of

that looked to Jack like disappomit- <
ment,
“Well, Mary, I've come back, like }
the bad penny. Aren’t you going to
sirake hands?’ and he held out his.
“Mine’s wet,” she said. 4
“Dry {t, then,” smid Jack, "c_u' higid
take it as it 1s.® - -

She dried her hands, and as he took |

it he said:. , .

-frent. While the

and almost Jack himself, that he had
never left Parraluna, as if mo- |
mentous months in :

marriage, when MolHe had lét the cat
out of the bag. Clytie had not married
him because she loved him;
because she wished “him:

come possessed of m :

Sir Wililam’s fortune.  She
been- impelled by a.

never claim her. Providen
had struck him so heavy & b
one hand, with th&m 2 bad
him sorrow’s great pa ~WC
And there was e . of
conscience. A great deal of time had

5

been lost already, and Chope was anx- |

fous to get to work. The-

had to pe brought up from the port, |
huts erected at Silver Ridge, -an &
number of othey indispensable prelfm-
inaries into the execution . - of .which
Jack threw himself with af his char-

acteristic ardor mdwmm %

was only time to.snateli hasty meals;.

Y and chew
the bitter cud of his misfortune. =
(To be continnedy

else he grossly insults his.
Now, it was found that this
would work a hardship, but,
of - dispensing with the om;—-
Indian method of reasoning was
plied, and what i{s known -‘as
fessional eater was '

to eat sl that is ore.
it serves the same purpose °

neighbor assists in Fous
bountiful repast, the
ing to have the plate ’
meal shall be finished:” In:
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reat caravan. which every year -
segmou{ from Cairo for Meeca has 3
conductor on a camel leading the way.;
Day and night, whatever the weatheg
is, he remains without any coveri
naked to the waist. With him
men with large torches, which are
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minate the column of emoke abave

fire.

of the caravan is difffcult
account of int‘m oo
mounds of eand, the tore
burning, so that inetead

b whieh eerved

rection of the




