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CEAPTER IV.

of WIIoH TYORFREY TELLS THE STORY OF
THE . SHEINE.

Upon thie amazing discovery, s distressing

Hakion seized
.’,Ig?;j:d. he knelt - do
. )

He's still

up something

Torfrey.

wn

Mr.

Pushing b
ybuly‘

beside the

Hedven '™ he exclaimed, “it’s not cold.
living, thank God!
t¢ house at omce for help.
we

Run down tlo
Get them to
cAD WSe as W

:;:t%her; and bring some brandy.”

‘Laey 'ran off in the direction of the house,

w4 strange emcounter,”’ said Mr. Radford,
whén they were alone with the mute body.
uMy eyes must be a little sharp, though
He might have lain

they - are getting old.
‘he"re for da}'u,

poticed the disturbance of the bushes,
“Yes,”' replicd Torircy.

Lave noticed it
“(lne pgets

1 daresay, if 1 ‘hed

into observant habits

not

a M

“]1 ghould never

when ome

has lived in wild countries,” esaid his com-

paniu "

n
A little. procession, . advancing . from the

gouse, interrupted the -~ conversation.

the way,
::idk hoﬂrrlY on
peen piaced. The
frightered  as  they
form of Tom Guannett

#11 have him
he went on.

Luey

followed by men who bore a
which some
gervants were o
leoked

had
little
upon the silent

cushions

. Torfrey spoke a few
words t0 his sister in a whisper.

taken to
“We'll: not
honsé, for the sake of the girl.
ford, you will excuse me.

Ross’s cottage,"
take him to the
y Mr. Rad-
If you will walk,

pack with Lucy, I'll follow when I've seen
what ean bs done for the poor chap.'"”
The 'group divided, two men carrying the

towards  the
and their

body

kecper,
them,
to the house.
safely deposited in
roown, sént
and his doctor
arrival.  He
stances of

cottage of

master
while the rest of the part
Torfrey saw

Mrs

A messenger
friend,
informed them of
the discovery, and
Hoskings’s brief examination that

. Roasd’s

orfrey’s
walking besmide
went back
om Gannett
best bed-
to Charlie Pudifin
and awaited their
the ecircums-
learnt  from
the man

was suffering from a severe concussion, the

result of & blow at

but that he might recover,

the

back of the head.
He invited the

two to follow him when all hod been done
that eould be done, and walked slowly back

to the Yilla Zamora.

Torfrey was sick abt heart.

An indefin-

shle sense of horror amd sadness came upon
hm: The mystery of this affair seemed to
grip his mind, and - his depression was all
the greater in eontrast with the elation of
vesterday.: Arriving at the house, he found
his sister. with Mr. Radford in the library.

" Here: yon -are, Mat,” said Lucy.

* How

is poor Tom? Will'he get over it!"

“Hoskings says

Hoskingas is a

doctor

who is staying with Charlie Pudifih—Hos-

kings says that he
brain, caused by a bl

has

oOw.

concussion of the
He may get over

it. They will be coming along presently.”
“ Meanwhile we can do nothing more?*

“Notliing that I
cover anything that
mist liave been some

night, who first frightened the girl,
then 'struck down Tom ss he ran
As to Polly, it will be better not

Tescue.

can  sée.
ives a clue.

dis-
There

I can’t

¥ in the woods last

and
to her

to cross-examine her till the police come to

wvestigate it.”

"You 'laughed at her idea, Torfrey,” ob-

served Mr. Hadford.
‘M course.
of & silly girl
was missimg §

T had

in faet,

I thought it was the fancy
not heard that Tom
nobolly missed him

because ho was supposed to have started on
8 journey early this morming.”

“I never laugh at
umusual,” said Mr.
rl or superpatural:

't

idea of anything

Radford, “whether natu-
|lv

here is  generally

®mething at the bottom of these fancies.

Aod that je o particularly eerie place

for

dark happenings at midnight. By the way,
Torfrey, you promised. to tell me the story.”

“Yes; it .won't take long.

to lift our minds
time,” said Torfrey.

off this mystery for

It may help
the

“l am most anzious to hear it,”" Radford

remarked. As he spoke, Pudifin
friend Hoskings were amnoumnced,

and his
and made

their teport of the condition of the patient,

“Martin is
"”l:." of the §
fin,” said Luoy.
course? "

“Not in  detail,”

“and T am sure Hosk

make one of the liste
“This house and

freys,

think it was in

ving to tell Mr
izo in the Wood, Mr., Pudi-
“You have beard it, of

the

Radford the

curate answered,

inga would be glad to

ners.”
i 3 this estate,” Torfrey
'gan, “owe. their origin not to the Tor-

reys, but to a family which has now been
dissipated over the face of the
the
that  one Gomez—of & refugee

] earth. I
sixteanth century
family of

Spaniards—settled in this part of England

and began to build up a new line.

At first

taey, had little wealth, but in the course
generations a great fortune descended to

them from the “old stock in Aragon.
Were owners of mines, 1 believe; at

tate, when
‘%o them it seoumula
_Pmd_. they had
«HArrying  and

They

any

fortune did commence to accrue
ted very fast. As time
" become almost English,
infermarrying amougi- our

It.was a Gaspar Gomez.who, st the

Jm of the eighteenth century, added a’great

3&':“11!-* to this estate, and built the .Villa
mora—hence its foreign-sounding = name.

“Abis Gaspa

r was a fiery fellow—a Spaniard

;‘f‘” Spanish than any of the line had been
ftlrc-.lsmoe their settlement in Devon—and
What is more, he married & Spanish wife.

¢ was a reckless man, and he
my
who was =

loggerheads * with
Septimus’ Totfrey,

came, to
gréat-grandfather,
lawyer' m

eter, and owned some land here which is

now

part’ of the estate. My own opinion of

that at-grandfather of mine is mot ve
s Hnsrs g i is m very

ford.
“You shall see.

never allowed
more bitter.

fortune, Gomez went

“Bit of a ehark, perhaps®” said Mr. Rad-

Hg managed to t
Gasper Gomez involved in o lawsuit which
dr on for years, and eventually ruined
him,  He bought the estate over his head,

Lyr - - ‘n
humiliating him to _pass.
Collecting the remnants o

to

for
rew
his
other eide of

R

the

the river fo Tive in the cottage that stood on
place you mow occupy,

site of the very
:,1'- Radford.

Septimus Torfrey, then a
, ‘came to reside here.

Gomez died

Ewearing that Torirey had swindled him out
his property, and passing on as a legacy
% his gon the task of wreaking vengeance

wpon

the usurper.

“Then,” Torfrey cortinued,
My great-grandfather be-

“ill[ pened.

* a curious

Came obsessed by an insane passion for the

Eidow of his former enemy.

She was a

panish sefiors of nearly fifty, but retained
ber beauty longer than, I am told, these

all

name of Torfrey.
devoted her

Misfortune

graces wsuslly do.
er husband’s hatred for the house and

SBhe had imbibed

She spurned his suit,

remaini

years to in-
the breast of her

T misfortune fell

Upon the house of Gomez. Something went

with

the mines, their income ceased

were rveduced to ex-
e ThT: little estate across the

offered to buy it

a present of it; but she would

Bot hear of consenti
ma but Ihﬁ:n

wir

He did not buy the
effects were  dis-

persed, he bought a lot of things, inciuding
a portrait of the sefiora—"

“There it hangs upon your wall, I per-
ceive,” saiwd Hadford.

They all turned to look where he pointed.

“Yes, that's it. Did you guess!”

“QOh, the resemblance to the statue in the
chapel is so complete,” replied Radford.

“Well,” Torfrey resumed, “the widow
died cursing Torffey, and ftranemitting the
curse to her son for execution. The bey was
taken away by some relatives in Spain, and
the direct line died out from this mneigh-
bourhkood. 1 belicve there was & branch
founded by a cadet of the family in another
part of tho country, but I have lost trace of
that. The curious part of it again is that
the death of Secidora Gomez did mot affect
the passion of my great-grandfather. He
still worshipped her. He had bought at the
sale a locket conmtaining a tress of her hair
and & miniature. It had belonged to her
hushand, and appears to have been included
accidentally among the jewellery sold. It
was that tress of hair which he held in his
dead hand, and which uow lies with him in
his coffin.  The locket with the miniature
was buried with him.'

“A strange old fetish-worshipper!” eaid
Mr. Radfora

“Yes,” Torfrey replied, “as mad on this
point as mad could be. That,” he con-
cluded, » story of the Shrine in the
Wood. Torircys Have always been
warned of » curse which rests upon them;
but they are not superstitious, and so many
years have passed without a sign to show
vhether the family of Qomez still exista
that I do not think we need fear being dis-
turbed by its fulfilment.”

would not be too rash if T were you™
said Mr. Radford. “These Spanish families
have a habit of lingering on and suddenly
reasserting  themselves. F know eomething
of them, for I have travelled a good deal
in Spain, and in Mexico, too. You never
know when the shadow of a Gomez may lie
acrozs your door."”

“They have lain perdu for & lomg time, at
any rate,” said Torfrey.

“Yes, a long time,” Lucy remarked. “By
the way, what would they say for °perdu’
in Spanizh, Mr. Radferd?”

“Perdu—concealed, hidden?
why, !escondido,” 1 fancy.
ask?!”

“Oh, merely a whim to know.
think about them.”

Lucy was busying herself with the tea
things, which hy gencral request had been
brought into the library, when the arrival
of the police-constable was notified to Tor-
frey, who went out,
to ask for the attendance of Pudifin and
Hoskings, and the four were closeted for a
long time in consultation with Polly. Mr.
Radford had taken his departure before the
interview was over, asking Lucy to apole-
gise for him to his host.

“A strange business,” said Hoskings to
the curate as they walked up the hill
together,

“Most strange. I don’t kmow what to
make of it. There is trouble in the air.”

“You're as jumpy ag Mr. Radford,” said
the doctor.

“Ah! What do you make of the
ecomer? "

“A venerable:lookin,
ful constitution.

Let me see,

Why do. you

I often

LEWs=

old chap—a wonder-
Did you notice bLis ekin
and complexion?””

“Yes. Did yon notice his eyes?!”
» *Yes: strong and dark.”

“Anything else, Hoskinga?™

“Nothing particularly.”

“Nothing sinister?”

“Noj; I did not watch him closely,™

CHAPTER V.

IN WHICH HOSKINGS MAKES A PROMISE,

The diligent and intelligent police con-
stable who pguarded the peace in this large
and scattered parish found himself posed by
& mysterious case. He eent for more dili-
gence and intellizence from headquarters,
but it also failed.

'['urfrv_v was more upset than he could ex-
plain. It seemed to him that he dwelt
under a gense of impending woe without
having any definite idea of what he feared.

In the meantime, Lucy wrote a letter to

Diego., A good deal of it was of a private
and confidential nature, very important to
Diego, no doubt, but of no consequence to
the current of the narrative. The essential
part of it was this:—
“ You know Spanish, Diego? I know o
few words., ‘Senorita’ is one: it means
‘Miss’ or ‘young lady.” *Escondida,” I
find on inquiry, means  * hidden.’
‘Vamos,” I believe, is, in plain English,
‘let us vamoose.” ‘Playa'—does not that
mean sca-shore or beach? But what is
‘Babequien es'? 1 am curious to know.
You shall teach me Spanish,

“We are all in a terrible state of ex-
citement about the M)‘h’t"l‘_\‘ of the Woods,
which I have already described to yon. At
present I cannot see very much [further
nto it than the policeman. What do you
make of it? We are thrilled at every
turn. * Visions is about,” as the poet savs,
We dream of brigands and burglars and
midnight marauders, and life is become
a delirious shilling shocker. Don't delay
& day longer thun you must, but come
and take a hand in the game.”

Before she posted that letter,
opened it to add a postscript:—
“ Yet another semsation. My letter will
resemble a late edition of the evening
‘Emper. Last night, old Selwey's farm
ouse—you know the lovely lane that
leads to it, Diego—was burnt about his
ears, and he just got his family out with
their lives. It has been decided that this
was the work of incendiaries, for when
the fire was discovered, not only the
house, but every rick and outbuilding on
the place also was alight. There’s not a
stick left.
*“Here is more matter for our policeman
and his atiendant minions to break their
heads on. Nobody saw anything sus.
picious; there is no more clue than there
was to the perpetrator of the wicked
assault on Tom Gannett. Martin is dis-
tracted and desperate. A plague has
broken out among his cattle, and you
know how proud he is of his South
Devons.
““By the way, when a Spaniard wants
to. swear, does he say ‘Por Dios’?”

Lucy waited with a proper amount of
eagerness for the auswer to her letter, and
when she received it she went out for a long
ride, and a very hard ride. Her brother in-
quired that evening when Diego might be
expected.

““He has been called back to London, and
has to put off this visit,” she said, shortly,

Tom Gannett had recovered consciousness
three days after he was discovered in the
woods, but he had been terribly ill, and
Hoskings had forbidden him to be bothered
with questions of any sort until a fortnight
had It was two days later than the
fire at Selwey’s farm when he and Pudifin
went to eee¢ Tom, and found him wakin
from a sound sleap, feeling stronger, an
developing cariosity about himself.

“How onF have T been here?” he asked.

*Just a fo

Lucy re-

1

resently he returned”

rtnignt,” ssid Hoskings. “ It

was & case of touch-and-go, but you'll soon
be a8 strong ae a horse. You feel all .right
pow, don’t you?™

“Right as rain,” said Tom, with a weak
emile, and kis visitors both laughed.

“Ilow did 1 come here, Mr. Pudifin?”

“You're not to worry yourself about that
now."’

“But I feel all right. What's wrong with
me is 1 can’t recollect what happened.”

“Can you remember the night whem ycu
vere talking to Polly at the gate on the
edge of the copso ¥

“Ah!" said Tom. “‘Now I've ot it
Why, ves. I wanted to epeak to Mr. Tor-
frey, and he was away at Haylands, I
waited 1l nearly cleven o'clock, and he
hadn’t come Liu\ci:. 1 walm--trdto tta(:l him I
was going to Westport next da sce my
Lrother, of course. p(::&nd Polly \{ulk('d along
with me to the gate. And we stood there
talking for a brave time—about ome thing
and another.”

*Yes, Tom; til nearly midnight
has tald us.”

“Then Poily's all right—it wasn’t her? ™

“What was not-Polly?"”

“Tt wasn't her they were murdering?™

“Who were murdering?”

“I don’t kpow. Somebody. I was a bit
of the way up the hill when I heard a
sxiccch. I listened for a few seconds. Then
1 theard another screech. Of course, I
hadn't got two thoughts in m{ mind but
what 'twas Polly, for 1 thought I recognised
her voice, I turned and ran down the hill,
and I heard the screeching again. 1 jumped
over the gate and into the woods, and ran
along the path. I fancied I saw a light just
along there by that leery place where old
Mr. Torfrey had himself buried, and I was
rushing ou when I heard a sort of a langh.
I turned round sharp and eaw a man. * What
the miechief are vou doing?’ says I. * What
monkey trick's this? Whoe is it?' And
then T folt a erack on the back of the head,
and eaw all the lightnings of the sky—and
that was all™

'udifin_ and Hockings looked at one an-
other The story corroborated what was
already kumown, but it gave them no new
light.

“Did you not see or hear anything or
anybody before you heard the kind of
laugh? "™

“No,” said Tom, “only the sound of my
own feet hoofing it along the ground.”

“Anything peculiar about the laugh?”

“No; a low sort of laugh; but any sound
is strange in the woods at night, and I re-
member that I jum when 1 heard it. I
had uo time to think. But what about
Pally; it wasn't her that was screeching?’’

“Yes, it was,” eaid Pudifin. “ She
thought she hcard esomeone moving, and saw
someone in the bushes, and she was frigh-
tened, and screamed.’””

“She saw oand heard somebody?  But
they didn't touch her. That was lucky, but
it was curious. I wonder. ..”

“But 1 forbid you to wonder or to talk
about it any more, now, Tom,” said the
doctor.. ‘““You're not strong emough. « You
can puzzle it out when you get quite well.
Polly will be glad to hear you are so much
better. and we’ll send her along to see you
to-morrow.”

Tom Gannett had to wundergo the same
ordeal as Polly and everybody else at the
hands of the police, but that was as far as
they got. The affair remained mysterious,
but its interest waned as time passed on.

The NMev., Charles Pudifin, who had wished
his friend Hoskings good-bye soon after
Tom’s recovery, and rcceived the promise
of another visit when Christmas had passed,
was observant person, and there were a
good many things l];lppl'niug that he ocould
not understand 1n that corner of his parish
where lay the Villa Zamora.

Although Luecy had chosen a lover elsewhere,
Pudifin’s sffection—rarcfied by the konwledge
hat. he could mever possess her—was none

< constant, and there was nothing
would not have done to secure her
happiness, And he npoticed with pain that
Lucy was not happy: she was restless, and
more than usually flighty. Further, Diego
Holmes's businesa in London still prevented

him from coming West.
the life in that

Another  feature of
corzer of his parieh was the condition of
his friend Torfrey. Why the incident of
Tom Gannett and the slight misfortunes
which had occurred on his estate should
worry @& man like Torfrey as they did was
berd for Pudifin to conceive; why he should
allow himseli to settle down in a sort of
melancholy gloom from which no interest
seemed strong ewmough “to setir him, was
equally difficult to conmiprehend.

It was clear that some occult influence
was ot work upon Torfrey — whether
from within or without—unmanning him
and preying upen his mind. Radford,
returnrng from a brief vachting trip, told
the curate that he noticed the same symp-
toms, and begged him to induce Torfrey to
take a voyage abroad if he could not be
awakened in auy other way. But Torfrey
would not hear of it. He denied that there
was anything the matter with him, and
said that now Radford was home again, and
he had a congenial neighbour, he would
not think of leaving the place. He did
brighten for a few weeks, made a confi-
dant of his congenial neighbour, and life
resumed its pormal course at the Villa
Zamora for all but Lucy.

I'udifin watched her quietly with a grow-
ing apprehension and sorrow, as he saw
some of the light die out of her oyes.
Diego did not arrive for Christmas; Lucy
was out riding all day, and did not share
the Torfrey pew in church with her brother
and Mr. Radiord, a fact which was observed
and commented upon by the whole village.

The curate hailed with almost effusive joy
the sccond visit of his friend Hoskings in
the New Year to share his lodgings at St.
Maurice for a fortnight. They sat late into
the firet night, emoking and talking. Pudi-
fin waited almost anxiously for the talk
to. drift into the channel in which his own
thoughts ran. It was soon there when
Hoskings inquired after Tom_ Gannett.

“Tom's all right now,” said he.

“Did they ever discover anything more
about that affair,” eaid H(Jsking&

“Not a single T.hing." replied Pudifin,
hastening to unbosom himself. “It was the
strangest thing I ever heard of, and I can
date from it a lot of sorrow, I don't think
we've seen the last of it yet.”

“Why, how’s that, Charlie? What
earth’s the matter? You look as
choly as a Malahide cod about it.”

“Of course, Dick, it must be difficult for
you to sce; but I assure you it's true,
There’s Miss Torfrey—youn’re rather inter-
ested in her?”

“Well—I gathered that yom were; but
it’s the same thing. Yes; what of her:”

“She’s not the same girl, Dick, since that
time, She's  thoroughly  unhappy. Her
fine lover has not been near her for
months. She’s oppressed in that dreadful
lace by the melancholia that’s eeized upon
orfrey. I can’t tell what she sees or fears;
1 do not ask her, naturally, but I believe it
is what I see and fear—that eome influence
ie working upon Torfrexyr which will ruin
him. mind and body, if it is not crushed.

“And all this,”” said Hoskings, ‘‘ dates
from an assault upon a servant? My dear
Charlie, it's preposterons.””

“Yes—the whole thing’s as preposterous
as you please: but there are the facts. You
find me an explapation and you’ll do me a
great service.”

“You must have eome theory—the facts
have unfolded themselves before your eyes.”

“T have a theory: it'd eo far-fetched that
I cannot declare it even to you. But T will
say this much: all the trouble at Torfrey's
has come upon him since his friend Radford
arrived :n the peighbourhood.”

“1 remember what vou said of Radford
the last tinmié I was here. But an antipathy
of that sort may often be themost unreason-
able thing in the world.”

“Miss Torfrey bas the distinctive antipathy
a8 well as myself. As 1 said just mow, I can-

Polly

on
melan-

{.mt say what she knows or secs or fearsa;

' but she dislikes Radford,| she hates him, she

seeg with alarm the influence he has over

t:lr brother—and she is quite alome and
l?udifin got up and paced the room.

“If 1 could only dare to offer my help to

her—— " he addm{ )

“Do you think she wants it? "

*“Can I offer it and yet appear to be dis-
imterested; in fact, ,am g quite  dis-
interested® ** {

o dear Charlie, examine yourself n
this }esuitical manner and you're well on
the road  to the Iluuatic asylum. Get
rid of all these moonshiny notions, and
tackle the subject fairly. shall go down
to the Villa Zamora to-morrow to rencw
acquaintanceship all round, and you may de-
g-.‘nd on me: 1 shall off¢gr Miss Torfrey any
clp she wants, whether|she like me or not
for it.”

In pursuance of this [inteation they went
to the Villa Zamora the| following day. They
found Radford there, |and Miss tlayiand
came in with Lucy soon after they had
joined Torfrey and his mew friend in the
fi!.lrar - Radford talked pleasantly and
jovially, describing some|of his adventures in
the Mediterranean during his recent expedi-
tion, and urging upon [Torfrey the hygienic
advantages of the seabreczes. The talk
drifted this way and that till Radford said
nt last:

‘“Why, Dr. Hoskings,| T saw your paticnt
this morning. He seems quite well now. By
the way, I have not /met wou since that
afternoon when we sat here listening to
Torfrey's fascinating | narrative of the
foundation of his house. A strange and in-
teresting story, that, I [suppose none of your
]ll'rl'{llh\ry eucmies havel turned up yet, Miss
Torfrey? ™

“If they have.” gaid Luey, looking up
from the low chair where she sat Jooking
out on to the lawn, ““/they have been well
dicguised.”

“A cryptic utterance, my dear young
lady,"” rf‘st\undul the ald gentleman, *Hut
don't make too sure: you remember
what 1 said about "the inconvenient knack
of theee Spanish families of rising out of
their ashes?  However, there's no clue to
the person whe gave h.{.wtur Tom such an
ugly erack, T presume, Torfrey? ”

‘“ Nome whatever—yet,” said Torfrey, and
was then silent, evidently desiring mnot to
dwell on the gubject. | He became morose,
indeed, from the momeht it was mentioned.

“Ah, then,” said Mrn Radford, ' we must
wait., Have you heard from London?"

“Eh? answered Torfrey, as one disturhed
in o dream. ‘““Oh, ¥ou mean about the
detective—yes, I heard this morning; the
man is coming down [to-morrow.”

“Detectiver ™ said | the curate,
ingly-

*“Oh, you didn’t know, Charlie, that I
took Mr. Radford’s advice, and sent to
Londen for a private detective to lock inta
these things. My cattle are still soficring
mysteriously. I  believe they are being

isoned.”

Pudifin  looked at | Hoskings, and saw
that he was regarding Torfrey . intently.

“Yes,"” said Mr. Radford. ““ All thesa
little things scemed ta be worrying Torfrey
so  badly that 1 suggested the yrivute
detective. The police are all very well, but
in a matter of this .sort—if there is any-
thing in it—you want real expert advice.'

“I'm very glad,!” smid Pudifin. “It's the
right thing to do, if ?nly to set Torfrev at
his ease.”

They all seemed to _hn- looking at Torfrey
es n sort of patient who required coddling;
and he took the treatment without o s-m—
test, Lucy, the doctor notieed, was abso.
lutely silent in the general talk, and only
epoke to Meg Hayland now and then.

“You're right, Pudifin,”” said Mr. Rad.
ford. “It's no good |to Jet things drift.
I'm only sorry that I |shan’t be here to sece
the solving of the mystery.”

“Ar® you poing awiy?” asked Pudifin.

‘“Yes—I came to say au revoir this aiter-
moon, I'm off to thd Mediterrunean this
evening: the Castiliam will sail at eight.”

The two friends remained i1l Radiord
had gone, and then |wished Torlrey good-
bye. As they left the room, DIudifin re-
ceived a signal from Lucy which made his
heart leap. It was the first sign she had
given him. He could hardly contain his
excitement when he was outside the house
with Hoskings.

“She wants to speak to us, Diely’' said
he. “We must wait about.”

“By all means, old lman. TIet's take a
turn or two along the|edge of the garden.”
“What do you makd of it, Hoskings? "
“Radford? I dom’t| know. 1 must see

more. There's nothing apparent™

quuir-

“You are blind!

“Wihere?” .- |

e o.‘”detec!.we 18 n?nuug to-morrow.

“Torirey has been | induced to eend for
him by the advice of Mr. Radford.”

i \'W.l’

I dée a Tay of light.”

“That shows a distinterested friendship on
the part of Mr, Radford.”

“Yes; apparently so”

“Mr. Radford is leaving to-night—before
the detective arrives.”
“Yes—but surely
“He is going in his vacht, and taking his

whole establishment with him.”

“Probably.”

“The detective will have no more ground
to work upon than we| have.”

“I don’t quite see | what that
We are not detectives.”

“My dear Dick, the
blind.”

Hoskings shrugged |his shoulders
cally, and they paced the grounds waiting
for 'Miss Torfrey. It was Polly who came
to them, and e€aid Miss Torfrey would he
glad to see them in her sitting-room, and
she took them by a|devious way through
the back of the hous¢. The first moments
of the meeting were awkward. Then Hos-
kings took the bull by the horns. He said:

“You'll excuse me [if I am bluff, Miss
Torfrey, but it’s no use to beat about the
bush. There is somé¢thing wrong. We're
here—we came down to-day g1 purpose—to
know whether you will tell ue"n What it is,
and to offer you our help in_ahy practicable
'a!‘n ,5 B

“I'm glad you've spoken tb the point, Mr.
Hoskings,” said Lucy.| “It“Was in order to
try to enlist your help that I wanted to see
you mnow. There 18 somethyn Wrong \.'m'{
wrong indeed. The unhappy .fpct is that
don’t know what is wrong, excépt that I see
hy l]r()th(‘.r ﬂll:lk in a C(I[I‘litill]] “'}b'il']l gi\'{_‘a
me frightful pain, and that therc are other
things, which I cannof name to you, that
have upset me dreadfully. However, the
case of my brother is|the principal thing. I
am not a logical person; I'm mot very deep
anyway; but I can see things, and what is
plain to my woman's eye is that all this
vague misfortune and this depression in
him is coincident with Mr, Radford's arrival
Jhere, I mistrust Mr. Radford; I fear he is
no friend to us.”

5 “What did I tell you, Dick?”

n.

“Mise Torfrey,” Hoskings answered, “my
friend Pudifin has beén rubbing it into me
that in some way Radford is a wmysterious
old man of the sea whose influence is wreck-
ing the happiness 6f| yourself and your
brother. Candidly, I can see nothing in
him but a very ordinary, only a rather inte-
resting, old gentleman. T admit that T may
he liuii,e wrong; I am open to conviction,
Can yon say anything substantial
him?”

“Frankly—no.

»

signifioa.

whole thing is =

ecepti-

eaid Tudi-

agninst

Or| very little. One or
two things have happéned to arouse my sus-
picion. He has a gang of foreigners on his
yacht; they watch me about. Who he is
and what, nobody knows, and he never saye.
But trust my instinct—he is dangerous,
wicked. I ecan see it lin his eves; I can see
it in his extraordinaty influence over my
brother.”

“What can we do? Ie there any way in
which we can help yon?”

*1here is, but it iz ench a stranpe and
great thing that [ do not care to ask it.”

“Ask it, Miss Torfrey,” cried Pudifin with
l!:ia face pale and drawn. Lucy smiled ab
im,

“I would a2sk youn, Mr. Pudifin, if it were
possible that you could do it. But I think
it is not, Op the other hand, if Dr. Hos
kings is sufficiently interested—"

“You may command me gcbeolutely, Mise

" said Iloskinga.
E is a rash promies,” said Lucy.
“Take care what you say.”
“I don’t think you can ask me anything
t wouldn’t do—if only to save Pudifin’s
sanity -"" he added lavghing.

“It is dangerous, but of course men like
danger, It will require a sacrifice of time.”
: promise vou the time. My locum

e iz as good for a month as for a fort-
night., What is it, Miss Torfrey?”

“Think well before you ansver,” said
Luer. “I want you to enter the lions' den.
I want somcbedy to be .on board the Cas-
tilian to-night either hidden, or in disguise,
and Worin her secret and the secret

rd’s identity, his life, and his pur-

every risk for the sake of the information
with which I lope Lo be able to crush what
I helieve noxious reptile!*

She had risem from her chair and stocd
facing them, finching a little.

Hoskings and Pudifin etocd, staring at her
or some ecconds . in gaping  astomishment.
The doctor was firat to recover speech. He
said:

to he o

ask me anything that I won’t
'v,” and held out his hand to
it, eaying simply:
1 T trust with all
ind that which wrecks
saves his”

(To be Continued.)

my heart
my life

RUSSIA'S GREAT ARMY,

When, in 1004-5, the Russian armies Were
BO < wusly defeated by Japan, it was
frezly = cd that she would mnot recover
from half a century, and

! Lbocome a second-rate Power.
son, however, has little idea
us military resources of the

and, so far from being

£ ted that with a revenue
£500,000,000 a year, a war

! £1656,000,000, and with her

tre wious army  of 8,000,000, men, whi_ch
ske Los thoronghly recorganised and equip-
ped sinee 1905, Russia, in the present con-
flict, is well able to carry on her part {or_qf
least two or three years easily. Russia's
army to-day, in fact, is far stronger and
more efficient then it hes ever been in the
history of {he Ewpire. If necessary it can
put 12,000,000 wen into the field, including
what is known es the Dﬁ}ltzliginié (Tern-
in which- all men serve until the
their forty-third year
men is drawn from milions of

of territory, and both m

raiving and physique- they com-
vare veiy favourably with the best troops
i the world, The standard in Russia as
regards heizht is very low when compared
our own. It begins at b5ft. for -
antry and 5ft. 3Jin. for -cavalry. As the
majority of the peasants are practically
vegetariang, it is mot an expensive business
to feed the ERussian army. The soldier's
diet mcstly consists of cabbage soup, por-
rid;re, ;n:.lto(-;-_ beons, pens, good wholesome
rye bread, nacaroni, garlie, fish, and
various dainties ccoked in gunflower seed
oil, sars the author of *“The Ruesian Army
Within." The pay of officers usually
£9 to £10 a month, accord-
ing of the regiment. The
a gzeneral i8 not extravagant and
from £300 to £500 a ycar. Much
has heen written about the redoubtable
Coss: and undoubtedly these are the
most uoted so'diers in the Russian army.
Manv of these are frecholders and small
fl!l'l!;--r-, who -‘:lp!-ll\' their own horse, uni-
form, and acconirements. ‘They have much
ical and eivil freedom than the
rv Russian citizen., The Cossack =
reliv taken to be a mounted soldier, but
there wre regiments which also consist of
infantry and artillery.  Generally attached
to bodice of infantry, they are used for
seont foraging, keeping up lines of com-
o ns, and protecting the flanks of am
army m - sudden attack.

_——

TENDING WOUNDED HORSES.

ior

his

regacd

rv surgeon at the front needs
enldier, for he has to “round
horses whilst shells are

: head. TUnless a horse 18

«l to stand, it generally
the battlefield, mad-

¢« wound. It is these

“vets.” have to capture
pecial  horse-ambulances. A
renerally sits on the head
keep it tranquil. Horse-
the Army field equip-

ment 1 proved tog lumbersome
to move ith any speed Motor-
ambui the horse is laid flat,
are ge = conveyving the ~|_1ﬂ|-r—
ing rear. The wveterinary
surgeon has equipment a bell-
shaped gun, vich a bullet into the
brain of an 2] whose sufferings are too
acute {o allow it to live. The military “vet.”
has to be somewhat of a strategist, for in
cavalry charge and similar military move-
ments the r horses are especially
linhle to rush wildly all over the field of
battle when their riders fall. At such times
the velerinory corps capture all the animals
they can, for b s are very valuable at the
motent. For =scme vears there has been
chortase of -horees for the Army, a state of
affairs  largel; e to the fact that over
300,000 horses lost in the South African
War, and alz=o » breeding has lessened
B0 consideral the genmeral introdue-
tion of mech raffic on to the streets.
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ABOUT ~COLD STEEL.”

The chief weapon in cold steel is the
bayonet, several types of which are in the
field. Our own is like a dagger, with &
blade 12in. long <harpened on both edges
and ground to a point. Slightly different is
the Freuch bavenet., Longer, and more par-
lii’:l];:l]}' intend thrusting, it is be-
loved by the little piou-piou, who affection-
ately calls it “Rosette "—from its colour
after usec—and iz his most trusted com-
panion. The Russisn also differs from the
British ronet. [t i3 triangular, with no
cutting and is rr\h"])‘ for thrusting.
This detracts somewhat from its utility, be-
cause at cloge quarters an ememy can seize
it withont «v. On two occasions in Man-
churia ancse officer caught hold of a
Russian bavonet with his left hand and ran
his swerd through the man behind it. Next
in importance to the bayomet is the cavairy
sword. In onr Army this weapon is intended
iefly for cuiting, amnd is, therefore, not
itely  etraight, whercas the sword of
French Government is suitable for
thrusting only. Dut usually military sworde
are so constructed 2 to be equally adapted |
for cutting or thrusting
— S —
At the funcral of Gunner Thomas Rourke,
of the “Tiger, 2t Manchester, the Lord

Mayor was present. Six wreaths were sent

for

the voyage with him, and take ;

THINGS THOUGHTFUL,

———

OUR MOTHERS.

| The one who loves you most, the one whe
ia the most loving, is the one who is the
easicst to please, And that is the reasor
children can please their mothers when they
capnot please anybody clse; the mother sect
something that nobmdy else can sce. It »
never diflicult to please your mother, she
Joves you so.—Margaret Bottome.

i ———————
1 ROOM FOR HAPPINESS,

Therc is room for happiness to those whe
have courage to belicve that Ged is leacs

_them, and that the things which
!ing to them, even though

tions and judgments, are, ino 3 ings
Such persons may Dbelieve th "_G-’H! 3
t dealing with us as with son But how
! and in what wny? Surely in thiz way, that
the security of our civilisation Lad led mue tc
regard physica! poin and distress ss )
the greatest of evils, and eace and comfort
| as the greatest of blessings. We were sink-
i ing into materialism, which is the most
| deadly form of atheism,—The Bishop of
| Manchester,

nlmost

THE WORLD'S MUSIC.

are the mueic of the world.
power which seems to he

1 natural causes, as if tlicy were some
sone which had lost its way and
n carth. Tt seems as if they could

do what in realit 3 alone can.do

the hard and augry hcarts of men.

Kind w

irde

to selten
—Faber,
R

HAVE FAITH.

Can peach renew lost bloom,
Or violet lost perfume?
Or = d snow turn white
As overnight?
Man cannot compass it, but never fears
T} P NE 13
: 1 wil and can;
there is working here.
let shame, not gloomn betinge thy

Gofl who worked then is working now,
—Christina Rossetti.

PAIN.
irremediable
yet 1o come.
done which no-
endured which
will surely
Belgium’s
and mate-
I wil ]'ld!.'\IJP
etrong in the
and in the
affect esteem of all who love liberty
and mire valour—The Bt.-Hon. A. J,
Balfour, M.P, (King Albert's Book).

GLADNESS AFTER

We no
I:: g v

Wrongs hav

ore witpessing
Happier days arc
indeed been
ght: suffer
1 repay. Yet the time

come i when

in peace
e

THE HABIT OF VIRTUE.

No pgood custom is worth much il it has
become incorporated. It ie pleasing as an
ideal, It is inspiring as an occa¥ional effort
in our lives. But it actually counta ‘when it
becomes a2 habit in our lives. Beginners b
the running a motor-car are likely
fo be impatient with the rules of the road.
Why eress only on the left side of the centre
of a square, if thers are no other vehicles in
the squnre? Why alwavs take the left side
of a |I'i;.f\'|-, if ¢t ' 1 chorter and
nno other v 1 t The answer
is that to f 5 nd invariably the
law of the road #mplants that law in our
very natures, makes it a hobit, so that when
the emergency arises and we have mo time
‘to th we shall pevertheless do the ‘.I‘i.[!hl.
thing and thus avoid a disaster. It is pre-
cisely the same in the moral and epiritual
realms. No occasionnl virtue is  of much
value. Virtue is chiefly useful when it bas
become an instinet. !

art ol

SELF-COMMAND.
Self-command, which in _on a3 man's
averting his thoughts from a gloomy out-
ward present to gaze on God's loving pur-
pose and unalterable weracity, is no small
E:lrt of practical religion.—Dr. Alex. Masoe
aren

THE HERITAGE.

No matter what my birth may be,
No matter where my lot is cast,

I am the heir in equity

Of zll the precious Past.

The science, and the lore
Of r since dust,

The wisdom of the world in store,
Are mine, all mine in trust

The beauty of the living earth,
The power of the golden sum,

The i-irlh,

art, the
all the aoes lo

'
S0 €T

us any man amn
awner [if: the wor
minutes
throw

iine are the
':'r\ save or ]

And mine the Future to bequeath
Unto the generations pewj

I help to shape it with my breath,
Mine as 1 think to do.

Prescnt and Past my heritage,
The future laid in my control;—

No matter what my name or age,
I am a Mastersoul!

—Abbie Farwell Brown.

INSTINCT.

There are two kinds of instinct—primitive
and acquirel, The first makely you wink
your eyes when some object flashes too close
to them; the eecond makes you rise to your
feet when an aged or distinguished person
centers vour presence, Both acts are with- it
ponscious volition, but the first dates
to the beginning of the race, and is cor
to all mankind, while the second bel
the education arnd surroundings of ¥
personal past. Our acquired instincts
our history and tell of the route we
travelled One need not he
eerncd about *“liv ike a
L a8 I 1 become a

! imperfections,

mistakes
life will be possible.

hold
have
greatly con-
Christian ** if
Christian ; despite
no other kind of

A LASTING JOY.

An ospiration is a joy for ever, a IS
gion as s=o as a s > state, a fortune
which re AN Never i, and which
give r by vear a revenue of pleasur-
able a To have many of these ic to
be spiritually rich—R. L. Stevensom.

THE FUTURE OF AMERICA.

The American people are now on the
threshold of a great progressive era: they
feel themselves within  sight of the realma-
tion of many of their ideals They have
; moered badly by the trusts and the

“and the :-rrrup' pr]ll'f‘_ but Th(')r
proving that obstacles are
mw 11'|.F AT _\ a lJI'"'.'.l!il' S, ca l'M'd ‘}F ‘h'
elmingly sudden growth of popula-
wd g perity. A few years ago it
could with truth be said that material con-
ditions were woree in  the United States
than in Old World. But it bhas been
clear all the time that the corruption exis-

1
thes

the

by Admiral Beatty, officers of the Tiger, and
the ship's company.

Driving a German-owned car, which h'.tdI
been seized by the Government and not |
registered, a general’s aside-decamp 'was

stopped by the gﬂiiw, and was fined at |
Bottisham, Cambridgeshire, for not having
a driver's licence.

‘ state by state.

tent in the country was truly foreign to the
('nuntr_\ b_‘\' 'l""l}ll‘r.

“The common citizen i8 becoming the
watch-dog of the police-serviee, Tammany
has fallen. Women are getting the suffrage,
The nation is unanimous m
pure state, a clgan coumtry,

its cry for a :
uncorrupted  people.”—Stephen

and an
Grabam.
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