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The MMan Who Came Back

By WINSTON CARDEW

CHATTER THE FIRST
NO—-OR YS!
L O!" gaid Paula, slowly.
“Yes!" said Michael.

“T can't!"”

“You canl”

«It's impossible!’

« Not at all! On the contrary, quite easy!"

Paula Brent could not help smiling. In her most serious
moodsa, Michael could always make her smile. Michael was sel-
dona serious. He seemed rather to take life as a joke. But if
he could not be serious, he could be stubborn. TIe was guite
determined that he was going to marry Pgula Brent,

They were in the drawing-room at Cedar Court. Paulo had
been plaving—now she had turned on the music-stool to look at
Michael, whose long legs stretched from the easiest of casy
chairs, whose curly hair was untidy, and who looked more like a
big schoolboy thun anything else, with all his twenty-seven years.
She wanted to he ver rions—but she smiled. He smiled back.

* You cxaggerate difficuities in this trifling matter! " ex-
plained Michael " It's a5 easy as falling out of a window-
ihnugh, of course, much more agreeable. True, I haven't becn
through it before —."

-1 nave!” said Paula, very guietly.

H.o made an involuntary grimace.

Wvest I know! Shall we forget that?”

v It 1 could . . .!" she sighed.

« 'l make you!' assured Michael. *“ Bank on that! As I
said, I've had no exparience perscnally: but T've seen other
feliows turned off. 1 can go through it without turning a hair.
So can you." .

“ Be serious, Michael.”

“ Sober &s a judge!” said Michael. “I'm only explaining how
easy it is. First of all, 1 say, ' Will you marry me, Paula?’ You
say, ‘ Yes!’ 1 say, ‘Darling! ' Pretty simple so far, isn’t it? "

e heamed on her from the armchair,

“ Next item in the programme, | produce a ring—I've had it
ready in mjy waistecoat pocket for dog's ages—and slip it on your
finger. See?’”

“ Michael! ”

“Then we're engaged! ' explained Michael. " The cngage-
ment leads, in duc course, to a wedding. I rather believe in
short engagements, What do you think? "

Do be seriou

“ JMaice it short,” said Michael. “ The shorter the better,
really., Shakespeare Says that brevity is the soul of wit. I'm

o it's the soul of an engagement. Well, after this brief
mgement , .7
PWwe're not engaged yet! ' said Paula, trying not to laugh,

nt's all right—we're going to be. After this brief en-
went, vou stand by my side and answer, ‘T will,” when you're

if you'll talke that rather attractive fellow, Michael Heath-
cote, forr your husband. Having said ' I will '—well, that does it!
You'll he Mrs. Heathcote instead of Mrs. Brent. Sounds rather
nicer, don't you think?"

«'WMuch! " apreed Paula. ' But . ..

« Next,” said Michzel, ' comes the honeymoon. I believe it's
often enjoyable. I haven't had one, yet—but I've heard that




they're rather good,”

Paula laughed.

“And then, to end this strange eventful history, we settle
down as a jolly old married couple,” said Michael, " We'll live
wherever you lixe-—h re at your lovely old house, or at my flat
in town, or in a teiit on Hounslow Heath If you chooso. I'm
a'ccumnmdating You'll try to be patient while I'm writing a
play, and shut your ears if T curse when I can't think of an
idea . , "

" Do you ever, Michael”

" Often! You should hear my language, sometimes. Lurid!
Unnerving! On the other hand, I shall be patient when you stay
out jate at dances, leaving your poor ¢ld husband tearing his
hair over the last act that won't go right! We've both got our
faults . . »

“I know I have!" gsighed Paula.

“Noi so many ag I have! " gaid Michael, *T've got lots.
And lots! But the sccret of successful married life, Paula, is to
love one another for one ancther's faults, See? I've thought it
all out—you can regard me as an expert. I ghall continue to
love you, even if you chuck a hassock at my head ., .

“Oh, Michael!™”

“And_you will continue to love me in the B&me circums-
stances. Not that I shall ever chuck a hassock at you, Paula,
It is highly improbable, Still, you never know! In any case,
Yyou go on loving me.”

" You seem to take it for granted that I have begun.”

Michael gave a little jump, and his boyish face Erew
dlsmayed.

“Oh, T say! You do, don't you?" he exclalmed, in alarm.
“Of course, there's no reason why you should, I'm not very
lovable, I know. Nothing much in me. But I certainly did
think . .

"Ido—TI do!” murmured Paula.

"I thought so! " said Machael. " If you didn't, Paula, you'd
be the beastliest little coquette I've ever struck, But it seems
that you do?*

" Yes, Michael! But ... ”»

" Buts, in such circumstances, are inadmissible. We're past
buts! ” said Michael. “ Now it's all settled, isn't 1t7 "

“No! No! No!"

“Not now I'va explained how easy it all 1s? Shall T tell you
over again? First of all I say, 'Will you marry me, Paulg?’
You say, ‘Yes',, .1”

“Oh, Michael.”

“Then T say, 'Darling! '

" Michael, you must be serious! ” said Paula Brent., 11
can't! You teil me that yYou could make me forget my first
marriage—a year, Michael, of hell on earth, It's burned into my
memory, Michael. That man, Jude Brent ,, ' " she shuddered,

His face clouded.

. Was he such a brute?” he muttered.

“I must not speak of him,” she said, her voice trembling.
" A brute—a coward-—a villain—a common’ swindler! You know
that he is dead, Michael—that he died three years ago. But I
never told you how., It was—wag—suicide! If he had not leaped
from the steamer into the sea, Michael, he would have been—
arrested! I should have been a convict's wife.”

©You poor little thing!” breathed Michael, * Oh, Paula,
won't_you let me try to malke it up to you?”

“I1 can't forget, Michael, I can't! Oh!"” She clasped her
hands. "1f I could: TIf memory could only be erased! That
man—that man—, He had spent all my money in that year,
Michael, and I was left penniless—if my uncle had not ofrereq
me a home here, heaven knows what would have becoma ~a —=
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That man has left a scar on my mind, Michael, that can never
be healed. I—1 dare not marry again! I—I can't, Michael.”

Hu rose from the chair, and his arm slipped round her
shoulders.

“ That,” said Michael, “is all rot! You've got to banish it all
from your inind, and 1 shall help you. You poor little thing, you
need to be loved and cared for--and I'm going to love and care
for you. Paula! You don't think your second husband would
turn out like your first, surely?"

“No! No! No! But...”

“Not very flattering, if you did!" said Michael, with a
grimace. “I'm not a bad chap, Paula! Quite decent, in my
way. The best of men isn't much to write home about, I'm
afraid. But we're not all tarred with the same brush, Paula. If
that's what you've got in your mind. .. .”

“No! Nao!"

“ Then the best thing you can do is to make a cleen break
with the past,” sajd Michael., " You love me, Paula?"

‘“Yes: bhut a

‘" Love spells trust!

" Yes—but—!"

With one arm round Paula, Michael Heathcote felt in hia
pocket with his free hand.

“ Now, where's that ring? "

" Michael! No! We can be friends! " pleaded Paula.

“ Of course we can,” he agreed. “Lots of married folk are
friends—quite good friends. Oh, here it is! Now, then, the third
finger, isn’t it? "

There was a flash of precious stones, Before Paula Brent
quite knew what was happening, there was a ring on her finger.
She stared at it, and Michael grinned at her.

“ That does it! " he said.

“But—but . . .!'” stammered Paula.

‘“You'll marry ms, Paula?" For once, Michael’s boyish face
was scrious. “ Darling! The past is washed out—dead and done
with., We've got the future—we two together, Paula! Oh, Paula,
Paula, you're to marry me, aren't you? "

For a second she did not speak. The next, she was in his
arms,

Suddenly, she hardly knew how, her mind was made up. It
was a sudden flash of resolve. Why should the past haunt her—
why should the vision of Jude Brent's sardonic face come always
between her and the chance of happiness? The past was dead—
dead—Ilet it be buried also, and let her loock to the future—only
the future: with Michael! Why should she not be happy?

“We two together!” she whispered. “Yes! Yes! Yes!
Just us two—and everything else forgotten!”

But later, when Michael was gone, Paula Brent wondered.
The man who nad made her suffer so much—the man she hated,
whose memory she lonthed—could she get rid of him so easily?
Could she drive that handsome, sardonic, wicked face from her
mind—the hateful face that seemed to haunt her like a material
presence? With Michael's help, perhaps, she could. At all events
her word was given now, and with it her fixed resolve—and she
would think only of the future, and forget the miserable wretch
who had gone to his death deep in the stormy waters of the Bay
of Biscay.

CHAPTER THE SECOND

THE MAN WHO WAS AMUSED

" 0O0T,!" shouted Dr. Caleroft,
It was a shout of angry alarm. His heart was io his mouth
---he had come within an ace of killing a man,
COuly by a sudden wrench round of the car, spinning it on the
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grass verge under the high fenee of Cedar Court, did he save
that man's life.

A moment before, the chubby, cheery Medwood doclor had
been bowling along the leafy lane. It happened suddeniy. He
had noticed, without much heeding, the figure in advance the
man’'s back was to him—slouching along, close by the wood that
bordered the lane on the right. On the left ran the high park
fence, and in that fence was a little wicket gate. Dr. Calcroft
had almost overtaken the man who was slouching ahead, and
would have passed him in another second--but in that second,
the man suddenly plunged across the road, apparcntly heading
for the wicket in the park fence.

He did not even glance round—he had not, seemingly, heard
the car—he made across the lane as if traflic did not exist: and
Dr. Calcroft had barely time to swing the car aside before it
struck him. As it was, a mudguard grazed the man, and he fell
into the dust.

But Peter Calcroft could not hced him for the next few
moments. The car rocked on the grass verge under the park
wall, and almost overturned. Very nearly it crashed into the
fence. The universe was dancing round the doctor for a few
moments: then he got the car to a standstill, wondering that he
was still alive.

* Fool! " he repeated.

The man still lay where he had fallen in the dust. Peter
Caleroft had come near killing him--and come necar killing him-
self in saving him. What sort of an idiot was it that plunged
blindly across a road without a look round, right under the
wheels of a car? Dr. Calcroft breathed hard and deep, as he
gave the prone figure a glare. Serve him right if he was hurt!

That was his first thought. His second was that he was a
doctor, and that a man lay helpless in the road. He descended
from the Austin, and stepped across to thc prostrate man. If
the man had been touched, it was the merest graze--and could
hardly have hurt him much. ¥Yet he did not move.

The doctor bent over him.

“ Hurt?” he asked, gruffly.

Then he gave an angry sniff. The cause of the man's care-
lessness was explained as he bent over him. He recked with the
fumes of drink. It was an intoxicated man who had nearly
stepped under his car.

But he was conscious. His eyes, with the glaze of drink in
them, glared at Peter Calecroft.

* You knocked me over! " he muttered.

“You Knocked yourself over!' snapped Peter, ' You're
drunk.”

The man, at last, made an effort to vise. Dr. Caleroft gave
him a helping hand. Hec was on his feet at last—swaying. The
doctor looked at him curiously—a stranger in the vicinity nof
Medwood—Dr. Caleroft knew all the inhabitants for many a
mile round. He was well-dressed—- or had been well-dressed- his
clothes were good, though shabby. A man once in a good posi-
tion, who had gone down hill-—very far down hill, and was now
pretty near the end of his tether—that was how Peter summed
him up. He did not lovk older than the doctor himself—hardly
over thirty. Some slight feeling of compassion mingled with the
doctor's contempt.

“ All right now? " he asked.

“I'm all right! No business of yours if I'm not-—after knock-
ing me down with your infernal car! " snarled the man, savagely,
“And I'm not drunk -only in my legs, anyhow. No concern of
yours."”

“ My concern, if you step under my wheels, and [ have to
attend an inquest! " snapped Peter Culcroft. “ Why the dickens
did you lurch across the road suddenly like that? ™
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" Find out!" ’

Peter Calcroft glanced round at the wicket in the park fence,
That wicket gave access to Cedar Court—for people belonging to
the place: the big gates were much further on. The man had cut
across directly towards that gate—surely he could not have been
golng into the Cedar Court grounds? No one at Cedar Court,
from the widow who was its mistress, to the humblest person in
her service, could be supposed to have any connection with a
man like this.

The man leaned heavily on a trunk, on the woodland side of
the lane. He was not hurt, but he had had a shock, and it added
to the effect of the liquor that had dulled his mind and unsteadied
his limbs. He slid down into a sitting position, his back resting
against the trunk of the tree. His eyes, bloodshot, glinted
inimically at the doctor standing in the lane.

Calcroft turned to his car. But again compassion overcame
contempt, and he turned back towards the man staring at him.

“ Anything more I can do7" he asked.

“ Only leave me alone.”

“ You're not fit to be left alone. If the Mcdwood policeman
came along, ten to one he would run you in,”

“ Go to blazes! "

" Lock here,” said Peter, gruﬂ‘lly, “I'm going to pay a call, but
it's not a professional one: and can spare a few minutes, If
you live anywhere about here I'll run you home, If you like.”

“I don't!"”

“ You were golng somewhere, I suppose? " snapped Peter.

“ Nowhere where I want to arrive in a car, at all events,”
answered the man, with a sardonic grin, “I'll walk—when I
get a little steadler. You are a doctor, I take it? Well, you've
nearly killed me—now go and get on with killlng your patients
—and leave me alone."”

Peter Calcroft breathed hard through a chubby nose.

“If you were sober, my man, I'd kick you!" he gaid. And
with that, he turned to his car, taking no further notice of the
sneering, malevolent figure sitting in the grass, leaning on the
tree-trunk.

Luckily, the Austin had not suffered. Peter tooled it off the
grass verge into the road, and was about to resume his inter-
rupted way, when the wicket gate in the park wall opened, and
a young man came out,

“ Hallo, Peter! "'

“ Hallo, Michael.”

Dr. Calcroft did not drive on. He eyed Michael Heathcote
rather curiously and warlly, as he stopped beside the car.

“ You've been at Cedar Court? " he asked.

“ Just left.”

“ And I'm just going there.”

“Not on the same _errand, I hope!"” grinned Michael

“'That depends.” Dr. Caleroft looked at him very keenly,
There was a buoyant vivacity in Michael’'s look and manner
which indicated an inward satisfaction and happiness: and for a
moment the young doctor's face clouded. Not that it made much
difference to him, if it had come to pass—a doctor with & poor
scattered rural practice could hardly hope that a time would ever
come when he could ask the mistress of Cedar Court to marry
him. But what he seemed to read in Michael's face gave him
a nng.

P Congratulate me, Peter!” said Michael,

“On what?"

" (Guess."

“1'd rather you told ma! " said Pcter drily.

“I'm engaged.”

“To whom?"

“To whom? " repeated Michael. * You meet me coming away
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from Cedar Court, and I tell you I'm engaged, and you ask me
to whom? Well, not to the gardener's daughter, nor the upper
housemaid, nor the parlour-maid, nor yet Mrs. Brent's maid,
Davison.” He chuckled. “ Now think IEV out, old man.”

“Mrs, Brent? " aslted Peter, quietly,

“Right in one! I've proposed seven times, Number seven
was my lucky number, ix noes, and a yes. One ves washes
ocut half-a-dozen noes, leaving not a wrack behind, Peter, old
man, I'm going to marry Paula! It sounds too good to be true,
I know---but it's true'”

" Congratulations! " said Peter, dully.

“ Thanks, old man! I, ., What the dence ,..!"” Michael
broke off, and stared round, as the sound of a laugh startled
him. He had not observed the man under the tree across the
narrow lane: and Dr. Caleroft had forgotten him. Both of them
stared across at him.

" Who's that? " asked Michsel, his eyes glinting.

“A drunken fool who nearly stepped under my car,”
answered Peter. "I don't know why he's amused—unless it's the
drink in his head,”

Michael knitted his brows, and stepped across the lane. He
stood looking down at the slumped figure under the tree, anger
and scorn mingled in his face. The man stared up at him with
sardonic defiance,

" So you're amused, are you!'" said Michael. “ You listen to
what’s not intended for your ears, and think it good manners to
display your amusement? People have been kicked for less than
that, my man,”

“ S0 you're going te marry Paula Brent?"” The man gave a
husky chuckle. “You're going to marry Paula Brent? Why
shouldn't I be amused? "

“Don't speak that name again,” said Michael, his eyes gleam-
ing. “I don’t want to handle a drunken man, but if you let that
nnme“paag your foul lips again, I'll thrash you within an Inch of

our life.”
hls Steady the Buffs! " Peter Calcroft caught him by the arm.
“The man's drunk—probably doesn’t know what he's saying.
Can I give you a lift to the station? "

“But you're going to Cedar Court,”

“I was-——but I've changed my mind. Jump in.”

“0.K."” said Michael,

The slumped men under the tree stared after the car, as it
went in a cloud of dust. The sardonic face that had once been
handsome was full of an evil merriment. He dragged himself
to his feet at last. The fumes of liquor were clearing from his
brain, though his limbs were still unsteady. With a lurching
geit, he crossed the lane to the park fence, pushed open the little
gate by which Michael had come out, and disappeared into the
grounds of Cedar Court,

CHAPTER THE THIRD
A FACE FROM THE PAST
" ILDRED!"

“Yes, Paula.”

“I'm engaged!”

Mildred Wylie turned from her easel, brush in hand. Mildred
was fair and thirty, her hair a little untidy, and there was a spot
of paint on her rather sharp chin, another on her rather pointed
nose, Her pale-blue eyes stared at Paula Brent: her thinnigh lips
compressed.

Paula coloured under her gaze. She had wondered a little
how Mildred would take it: hardly, on reflection, expecting
Mildred to be pleased. Miss Wylie was a distant relative, a
cousin two or three times removed, who had lived for many
years at Cedar Court in old Mr. Belllngham's time, and had re-
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mained there after old Mr. Bellingham had died and left Cedar
Court to his niece. Mildred had a small income of her own,
whiceh at Cedar Court she hardly needed to draw upon: she had
ambitions as a painter, which were never likely to be realised:
she was “arty” and a little bitter, and she might have inherited
Cedar Court from the childless old man had Paula never existed.
Paula, who felt for her, had begged her to stay on: and Mildred
had stayed on—with mental reservations, as it were. Whether
Mildred actually disliked her Paula did not know: Mildred was
an adept at concealing her feelings, if she had any.

Now, for once, Mildred was not quite so careful. That com-
pression of her lips, that glint in the pale-blue eyes, told of sup-
pressed feeling—not wholly suppressed. But her voice was calm
and casunl when she spoke.

“I'm not surprised! "

“I am,” said Paula, smiling a little tremulously, "I had
made up my mind never—never—never , , ,'"

“ 1t was inevitable,” said Mildred, indifferently. * Let me see
—you are twenty-four—you married at twenty-—you have had
three years of widowhood—quite long enough to forget what men
are like with power in their hands.” Mildred's lip curled. She
did not trust men: and her own freedom was dear to her. It
was true that no man, so far, had sought to deprive her of it.

“ Men are not all alike,” said Paula, in a low voice,

“Much of a muchness,” said Mildred, with a shrug of thin
shoulders. “You had a fortune once, and a man ran through
it. Now you have another fortune, and another man is going to
run through it. Congratulations! "

Paula bit her lip. She knew Mildred’s opinion on this sub-
ject, and did not expect approval. But thig was not pleasant
hearing, all the samae.

But she wanted to be nice to Mildred, She had a feeling that
Mildred had some cause for displeasure. Mildred had known her
resolve never to marry again—a resolve that had been fixed,
determined, she believed unalterable—though probably Mildred
had not believed it unalterable. Jude Brent had made her feel
that she hated men, and hated marriage—that she only wanted
to be left alone for the rest of her life. Even Michael, for more
than a year, had pleaded in vain—though she had known him {n
childhood, and liked him then—known him as a achoolboy, and
liked him—and now, loved him with her whole heart. Now, at
last, that fixed resolution had melted away, like ice in the sun-
shine—she was going to marry Michael. But Mildred, perhaps,
had counted on that resolution: and now there would be a big
difference.

“ But who is the happy man?” went on Mildred, in the same
indifferent tone. " Not Captain Arlington?

“"No! No!"” almost snapped Paula.

“ Dr, Calcroft? " asked Mildred.

*“ Certainly not! " This was a sharp snap.

“ Mr Heathcote? "

“Yea"”

“ Best of the bunch, perhaps,” said Mildred. * You must for-
give me, Paula, but there have been so many flies round the
honey, that . . ."

“I have never given a single thought to any man but
Michael,” said Paula, “ And even Michael . . . She paused,
‘*¥ou like Michael, Mildred? "

“One cannot help liking a big foolish schoolboy,” said
Mildred. “Yes, 1 like him. Not that my likes or dislikes will
make any difference. I shall not even offer you any advice.
You have lost your head again, and will take the consequences
as before. When would you like me to go?"

Paula breathed hard.

“I do not want you to go at all, Mildred. Surely you know
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that. T—we-—shall live here part of the time. Cedar Court is
large enough . . ."

" Thank you,” said Mildred. " But I should be in the way.
Also I should not like it. I have thought several times of joining
Janeth Wood in Wales—one can paint there, T will write to
Janeth. Sorry, Paula! You know that I think you're doing a
silly thing. But I hope I'm wrong-—-1 hope you will be happy.”

“Thank you, Mlldred! " murmured Paula: and she went to
the window, and stood looking out over the sunlit gardens of
Cedar Court, that stretched away to the chalk cliffs and the sea
—a lovely corner of Kent.

Mildred Wylie, standing by the casel, looked at her, Hor face
hardened. Many men came to Cedar Court--flies round the
honey, as Mildred had expressed it. They had eyes only for
Paula—and, as Mildred bitterly reflected, for Cedar Court. Paula
was pretty--she grudgingly admitted that Paula was beautiful—
but Mildred did not doubt that all of them, even Michael Heath-
cote, had an eye on the main chance. The little fool had been
through it once—her money thrown to the winds by a dissipated
drunken brute who would have ended in prison if he had not
drowned himself,

Now she was going to repeat her folly: and, incidentally,
Mildred had to look for another home. And that lovely house
would have been hers—the old man had had no relatives in the
world but herself and Paula—it would have been her own and
her home, if Paula had never come back. Mildred had never
llked Paula—but when she thought of that, she felt that she hated
her. Paula had been a nearer relative of old Mr. Bellingham, it
was true—but she had left him to marry that worthless profligate
Brent, while Mildred had stayed—but it was the returned prodigal
who had Inherited, not the faithful one who had stayed at home.
Not, as Mildred admitted to herself, that she had stayed for the
old man's sake—it had sulted her, or she would not have done it.
Nevertheless, .f Paula had not come bacik . . .!

"Oh!" exclaimed Paula, suddenly, and Mildred stared. At
the window, Mrs. Brent gave a sudden sturt, staring across the
gardens. Her face was wildly startled. In astonishment, Mildred
Wylie stepped to her side at the window.

At a distance, In the direction of the park that bordered
Medwood Lane, two figures were visible. One was Jenkins, the
gardener. But the other--Mildred's own eyes widened as she
stared at the other.

He had come through the little park—apparently by way of
the wicket gate on Medwood Lane. Even at the distance it could
be seen that he had been drinking. His face was flushed, his
gait unsteady, his hat aslant on an untidy head, his clothes dusty
es if he had fallen on the road. No wonder Jenkins, seeing such
a character enmerge from the trees into the trim gardens of
Cedar Court, had borne down on him promptly. Voices could
not be heard, at the distance, but the gardener's gestures showed
that he was ordering the man off.

Mildred Wylie stared at the strange scene with cold disap-
proval. ~ But Paula's face was white as chalk. She grasped
Mildred's arm, with a convulsive grasp that made her ufter a cry,

“ Mildred! Who is that man? " panted Paula.

You are hurting my army, Paula.”

“Who is that man? ™

“How should I know who he is”" exclaimed Mildred, im-
patiently. “ Some stranger—you can see that he is intoxicated. -
he has entcred the wrong place for that reason, I SuUppose
Jenkins will turn him out.” She gave the agitated girl a glance
of unconcealed contempt. ‘ There's nothing to be frightened
about Paula. The wretched man will do no harm.”

Paule released her arm, and went closer to the window.
Leaning on the sill, she fixed her cyes on the two flgures in the
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distance, as if they would etart from her head.

Was she going mad, she asked herself. Did she see some
fleeting resemblance in that face, to a face that had always
haunted her—a face which she had reeolved, that very day, to
drive from her recollection for ever! Was it & mad fancy that
she saw in that flushed face, coarsened by drink, a trace of the
sardonic handsomeness of Jude Brent?

Why was the man there? And why did Jenkins not turn him
out? Obviously that had been his intention. Now he was, ap-
parently, arguing with him. Why did not the gardener take him
by the shoulder and turn the drunken brute out, as it was his
duty to do? What was the man saying to him? Was he saying
that ne had a right to comme? Paula's heart almost died within
her.

But Jude Brent was dead—dead—a drowned man at the
bottom of the Bay of Biscay. It was the maddest of fears!
She was haunted by his wicked face—that was all. Mildred had
known Jude—and she did not see anything—that was plain.
Paula stole a look at Mildred’s grim face.

“ You've never seen that man before, Mildred? "

“But why—why ...?"” Paula faltered. “How did he

come . . ."
“ He is drunk,” sald Mildred, contemptuously. * Perhaps he
found the wicket open, and strayed in. There is nothing to be
alarmed about. What is the matter with you, Paula? " Then,
as her sharp eyces ixed on Paula's white face, her lip curled. * Do
you think you know the man? Some acguaintance made when
you were abroad with Jude Brent? He looks like the kind of
friend Jude might have had! "

Paula did not speak. It was a mad fancy—if that horrible
man had been like Jude, surely Mildred must have noticed it.
And yet—yet . . .!

“ Jenkins does not seem able to deal with him,” added
Mildred, scornfully. "I will go out to them If you like., If you
are frightened, stay here.”

“No! No!" panted Paula, If there was anything real in
that terrible fear that gripped her heart, Mildred must not see
the man more clogely. “I—Iwillgo...I—I ... No! Leave it
to Jenkins."

“ Jenkins is coming here,” said Mildred.

Leaving the man where he stood, Jenkins, with a puzzled
ruddy face, came towarde the house. As he caught sight of the
two ladies looking from the window of Mildred’'s studio room,
Jenkins changed his course, and headed for that window. He
stopped under it, touching his hat.

“ Beg your pardon, ma'am,” said the gardener. * That man
yonder . . ."

“Who is he? ' breathed Paula.

“He ain't given any name, ma'am. But—but he says .. .”
Jenkins hesitated, and stammered. " He says as how he knowed
Mr. Brent, ma'am, and has come on business connected with the
late Mr. Brent, ma’'am, and—and can he speak to you, ma'am?"

“1 should advise telephoning to Medwood for a constable”
said Mildred, coldly, as Paula scemed unable to speak.

“ But—but—if-—if—Iit is possible—perhaps I had better hear
what he has to say!" stammered Paula. ‘“Jenkins! Is the man
—is-—is he sober? "

“ A bit unsteady, ma’am, but he's got his wits about him,”
gaid Jenkins. ‘' And—and I think he must have knowed Mr.
Brent, ma'am, because he knows this place all right, and he
knowed my name—he called me Tom Jenkins.”

Paula's heart missed a beat.

“1 will see the man,"” she said. * Take him into the library,
Jenkina—by the French windows from the lawn.”
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« yery good, ma'am.”

Jenkins tramped back acraas the gardens to the stranger.
Paula, hardly daring to meet Mildred Wylie's glance, hurried
from the room.

Mildred remained at the window, staring out, with a bitter
look., Some friend of Jude Bront's—and Paula knew him—she
had no doubt of it. ‘What an acquaintance to turn up from
Paula's past—a half-intoxicated man reeling across the trim
lawns, whom Paula, only too clearly, dared not refuse to see!

Jenkins, and the man with him, disappeared round an angle
of the house. Mildred Wrylie, with bitter scorn in her face, went
back to her easel and her brushes.

CHAPTER THE FOURTH
THE MAN WHO CAME BACK!

£ sat slumped in a deep leather chair, his hat on the floor

beside him, his hair untidy against the derk leather, his legs
sprawling, his down-at-heel boots thick with dust, & half-smoked
cigarette hanging from & loose lip. Jenkins gtood looking at
him, with mingled curiosity and disgust, He looked a blotch on
the quiet shady room—utterly lncongruous and out of place in
Cedar Court. But as Paula came in by the door, Jenkins touched
nis forelock and retreated by the French windows, leaving the
mistress of Cedar Court alone with that strange, unkempt visitor,

The man glenced up at Paula, and grinned. He was not in-
toxicated now—his mind was clear enough, though his hands
shook, and his eyes were bloodshot. They watche the graceful
figure stealthily—and the grin on the face was evil and malicious.

She stood and looked at him. He made as if to rise from the
chair, with some remembrance of the manners of former times,
put slumped back again, watching her—warily, suspiciously,
evilly.

XI've come back! " he sald.

She knew him. There was no doubt now. Little resemblance
as he now bore to the handsome Jude Brent of flve years ago,
she knew him, She dlid not need his words to tell her who he
was.

Long she stood there, looking &t him; and as she stood and
looked, her hands clenched till the nalls dug into the palms, and
her face hardened and hardened till it seemed carved in stone.

She was gquite calm. Her calmness surprised herself. But
she had known—she realised that she had known who he was—
ever since her eyes had first fallen on him from Mildred's win-
dow. ‘This was her husband—alive! Her husband, who had
cheated her in everything else, and cheated her even into a belief
in his death: and he had come back.

Was it only a few hours, or was it nges and ages, since she
had yielded, at last, to Michael's persuasion, and promised to
marry him?7 1t seemed to her that she had grown Years older
gince she had seen Michael! She ecould not marry Michael
now—she was married already—to this! It had always seemed
to her that Jude Brent's evil face stood between her and happl-
ness—and her instinct had been true. He had come back to
blast her life, But the woman to whom he had come hack was
not the girl he had cheated, ill-used, and abandoned. If he
fancied so he would soon find out his mistake.

“So that was a lie, too? " said Paula, breaking the silence.
“¥You had lied to me about everything else—and even your last
act was a lie. You did not go down in the Bay of Eiscay. It
was & trick—one of your treacherous tricks.”

He gave a husky chuckle.

« The only way, my dear—the only way, as the fellow says in
the play. They'd have had me if T'd gone on in the steamer
radio, you know. They were walting for me at the port.”
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“ Ana you let me believe . . e

“I had to! You'd have talked!" said Jude Brent, still grin-
ning. “I'd fixed it all up. A Spanish fishing boat was wal ting
to pick me up—I had a quarter of a mile to swim—it went like
clockwork. I read of my suicide in the papers a day or two
later.”

“ And you've let me believe, for three years . . .7"

“ Did you miss me? " he grinned. *Did you mourn? "

“ T might have married again.”

« yvery likely,” he agreed. “Wh not? I was dead—I'm going
on being dead—why shouldn't you?"

If she had loathed him nLefore, she was sick with loathing
now. He had never cared for her, cven in the early days: it had
only becn her money that he wanted, and he had had it, spent
it- ‘|and he had left her without a twinge of remorse or regret,
leaving her to believe him dead—till it suited him to undeceive
her. And if she had married again in the meantime, he would
not have cared even for that--that would have amused him! It
would have strengthened his hold on her. For she knew, without
heing told, why he had come.

" you rascal! " she sald, quietly. " You rascal! "

e blinked at her with a little surprise,

“You've grown a sharper tongue than you used to have,

Paula! " he said. “¥ou never called me pretty names like that
in the old days.” .
" I've changed in many ways,” said Paula. “You will find

that out, Jude. Why have you come here? " She knew, but she
asked.

He gave her a stealthy, searching look. She could read in
his cunning face the thought in his mind—was it any use lying
to her, appealing to her woman's vanity, to any rag that might
be left of her old regard for him—or should he state the brutal
truth?

A hard laugh fell from her.

“gpeak plain English,” she said. “ You cannot delude me
now. You are false to the ve core of your heart—if you have
g heart. But your lying ls useless now—-sepeak plainly.”

« By Gad, you've cl anged!" he said. " You wish I'd gone
down in the sea, when I jumped from the steamer- and stayed
there.”

' Of course I do!”

« Well—I didn’t! ” he said, sullenly. “I've come back! Look
here, Paula—I-—1 was & brute—I own it—but—I—I wanted to sce
you aganin, old girl—I did really! I wanted . . ."

“7" ghe raised her hand.

“ Cut out the lies, Jude. You'd never have given me another
thought if I'd remained as poor as when you deserted me. You've
heard that my uncle left me Cedar Court—that's why you've
come.”

He shrugged his shoulders.

« Have it your own way! " he sneered. “ Anyhow, I've come!
And I'm your husband, remember that! You can't marry
Michael—I don't know his other name—while I'm alive-—unless
I choose! " he added, mockingly.

She caught her breath.

“8p you know about-—Michael? "

“Only s few words I caught an hour or two ago. Enough
to tell me what was going on,” said Jude Brent, coolly. "Is
that Michael's ring you've got on your finger, Paula?"” He
chuckled.

She started a little, and glanced down at her hand, Swlftly
ghe slipped off the ring Michael had placed on her finger, and
held it in her palm. Micheel's ring—poor old Michael! Would
he feel as she did, when he knew that all was over?
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“¥ou came here,” she said. " You dared to come here in
that condition—where you might have been known."

“ Dutch courage,” said Jude Brent. I had a few too many,
perhaps—but it needed some nerve, Paula, to come where &
dozen people had known me by sight. I've changed in four
years—especially the last three—but— there was risk!" Then, as
if impatient with his own excuses, he broke out, “I'll do as I
choose! I knew that nobody would recognise me—esPecially as
I'm dead--dead for three years past. A man doesn't need to
screw up his courage to call on his own wife.”

“If you were known . . .! N

1 shen't be known,” he said. Jenking never knew me—
never dreamed he'd seen me before.” He glanced round, “ You've
got the telephone here. You can ring up the police, if you like,
and tell them that Jude Brent is in their hands if they choose
to come and take him.”

She stood looking at him, thoughtfully, icily. The silence
was so long that the man stirred uneasily, something like fear
in hls face,.

“WWhat are you thinking, Paula? " he asked at last,

“I'm considering! " she said slowly.

“What? "

“ Whether to do as you've said
a swindler and thicf over to the law.”

He sat bolt upright in the chair.

" So you hate me as much as that? " he breathed.

“Yes: as much as that—and more.”

«But you won't do it,” he said. “You dare not! You
couldn't face it! Paula Brent, the rich widow—Paula Brent, the
wife of a convict in Dartmoor! No! You couldn't face thet,
Paula. And Michael—what would Michael think?" he added,
sardonically. " What a shock for Michael.”

She nodded, quietly. She could not face that—she knew it,
and he knew it. Not, at all events, unless she were driven to
desgperation.

“Why have you come?"

“Why does a man, down on his uppers, not a shot left in the
locker, come to a rich wife In a handsome country house?’ he
asked. * Easily answered.”

“ You spent all I had—once.”

“I'll go easier this time,” he said, grinning. *“ You've got
cards in your hand this time, Paula. You could always hand me
over. I'd have come before 1f—if--1 had no idez the old man
would leave you the place after all. He always liked you—but
when you married me . . "

# 1e knew you were a scoundrel. I did not.”

“ But he came round, it seems—I fancied that it would all
go to Mildred—must have put that cat’s nose out of joint when
it came to you, after all. Is she still here? "

“ Mildred Wylie is still here.”

He shifted uneasily in the chair.

“If that cat sees me, there's danger. She's sharp as a fox.
W

ring up the police, and hand

Ir...

“ She saw you from her window, with Jenkins, said Paula,
“ and never even dreamed who vou were. How could she—when
you've been dead for three years! "

#1 don't trust her! " he muttered. * She hates me—and you."”

# 8he need not see you, In fact, she shall not. Tell me what
you want,” said Paula, sharply.

“Money' " he answered, laconically.

Again she looked at him thoughtfully. She knew it, of
course. He did not want her—he wanted money. So long as
she kept his secret-——and she must keep his secret—he would want
money-—and more money--Anoney to spend on drink, and gaming,
and worse—more and more. She knew it, and she knew him,
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ghe could get rid of him by giving him money—but when the
money was goneg, he would come back—and again come back—
till he had drained Cedar Court dry-—till he had made her penni-
Jess &s he had done befors. ‘And there was no help!—unless In
herself.

« Hlow much?” Her calm voice was like ice.

«+ Old Bellingham left you well fixed, Paula. I know what he
was worth. You can afford a few thousands for the partner of
your joys and sOrrows.”

She smiled bitterly.

Tt is not worth that!' she sald. “I am not now the young
and simple girl you robbed once, Jude. Listen! You will go
—_as you came! You will send me an address, to which I shall
write. I shall send you what I think fit. You will never come
here again. You will be satisfled with what I send you—at least
you will be allent. That is all. Now go!"

He gave her a stare in which all the evil of his nature was
concentrated.

“ That won't do, Paula.”

« That's my last word. If you enter this houase again, I hand
you over."”

#I'm your husband .. v

«Will you go now?"”

«No!" He spat out a savage oath, “Iwon't!"”

“Very welll” said Paula Brent, between compressed lips.
She crossed over to the telephone, And began to dial.

Jude Brent started from the chair.

“What's that number you're calling? " he snarled.

« Medwood 22" answered Paula. '“The police station! I
recommend you to go, Jude—you've not much time to lose."

He gave her an unbelieving glare—then, as he read the cold,
fixed determination in her face, he rushed across the room, and
grasped her arm. The recelver was wrenched from her hand.

“You jade!" he breathed. “You'd dere ...!”

wIet go my arm!” said Paula, in an even voice. “T1 will
call for help if you do not—and you will lose what chance you
nave before the police come.”

He gave her a look of hate.

Wl go! " he muttered.

«Yyou had better.”

He tramped to the French windows, There he turned, and
looked back at her with burning eyes. She still stood by the
telephone; but she had replaced the receiver. But as he stopped,
she stretched her hand to it again. Breathing a bitter oath, Jude
Brent tramped out—and was gone.

Paula Brent stood, motionless, for long minutes after he had
gonb——-starlng with elmost wvacant eyes at the open French
window. She had gone through that ordeal calmly, with self-
pnas-:fsimn _an unnatural calm, and an unnatural self-possession.
Now the reaction came—and it came suddenly. Eer strength
seemed suddenly to leave her, and she burst into 2 torrent of
wild weeping.

CHAPTER THE FIFTH

«1 WILL MARRY YoOU!"
" ])ARLING!"
« Don't!"

» But—Paula!”

“Don't! "

Michael locked at her in amazement, and in deep concern.
It was but two days since he had left Cedar Court walking on
air. and had told Peter Calcroft his good news like a happy
schoolboy. Now he had come—io find a changed Paula. He
came to her with open arms—and she retreated from him- her
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face white, almost frightened, her hands held up as if to ward
utf his caress,

“ Pauln! What is the matter? "

T should have written!” she said. ' I—I began to write-—
but—but, Sit down, Michael. There is something I must tell
you. No-—don't touch me-—don’t!”

“ i az acything happened? ™

wYes! No!' I- I've changed my mind, Michael. I--T can't
marry you."

“You've changed your mind?" he repeated. " You can't
marry me. FPaula! You don't expect me to take that, do you? "

«"You must, Michael! And-—you must never come to see me
again,”

He stared at her. For a moment his brows knitted grimly.
But he could not be angry with Paula.

“ You don't want me? " he asked, very quietly,

«“No!” she breathed. " I-—I want you to take back your ring,
Michael! It—it was all a mistake.”

“ Tt wasn't,” said Michael, his eyes on her face. " Some-
thing's happened. What is it? Aren't you goling to explain be-
fore you throw me over? '

WIt—-it--it's nothing, but--but I've--I've thought it over, and
——and I-TI've changed my mind"” The words came with
difficulty.

“That's rot, Paula. You look ill! I've never seen you look
ill before—but you look ill now. In heaven's name what is it?"
" Nothing."”

“ ¥ou ought to see Caleroft—he's a good doctor, and & good

cha
gt I'm not ill, Michael! Perhaps I have a—a headache, I tell
you it was a mistake—a mistake! Michael, don't make it harder
for me. I--I should have written . . ."”

“ That wouldn't have helped,” said Michael. " If you'd told
me this by letter, Paula, it would simply have made me break
specd limits right and left to get to you. I should have come
all the same-——all the more! Tell me what you mean.”

“I've told you!”

“T mean, tell me the truth. You're the feeblest fibber I've
ever atruck, Paula—it's not in your line at all. Something's hap-
pened. What is it?"

“ Nothing."

« Rot! " said Michael, tersely.

She sat silent, looking at him. Should she-—could she-—tell
him? She shrank from the thought—she ccould not tell him. But
he did not understand—he_could not understand. And he loved
her—and she loved him., If only the Bay of Biscay had closed
for ever above that wicked face!

“vyou don't love me any more?" said Michael, with a
whimeical smile.

“No!'" she said, faintly.

“I'm not really a conceited chap,” said Michael. “But I
flatter myself that you do, Paula Anyhow, I love you enough
for two. See? Wre'll get married all the same, and I'll put in all
the loving that's required for a happy married life. In the course
of time you may grow to like me a iittle better. ¥ou might even
fall in love with me in the long run. How's that?"

“ Oh, Michael!” She could not help a smile. " If you would
only be serious."”

“I'm going to be." With a sudden movement, he caught her
in his arms. She made 2 feeble resistance, but two strong arms
enfolded her—and then she rested on his breast, unresisting.
With Michael's arms round her, his boyish face smiling down at
her., she could forget, for a moment, the evll face of Jude Brent
—forget the bar between them. Only for a moment—but it was
wildly sweet while it lasted.
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“ Now," said Michael. He kissed her. * Now, Paula, in my
arms, and looking me in the eyes, have you the nerve to say
again that you don't love me? "

“ No! " she breathed.

 ¥ou do love me, Paula?

“¥Yes! You know I do! I can't help it, Michael. I do! I

do!”

“Open confession is good for the soul,” said Michael, with
a cheery grin. "By a happy coincidence, 1 love you, too, Paula
—I do! 1 do! No—I'm not going to Jet vou go!"

“¥You must!” She remembered, “ Michael, you must! "

 On the other hand, I mustn't,” said Michael, coolly. * We're
going to have this out, Paula, and in our present position, which,
incidentally, is very pleasant, we get nearer to the facts, You
love me, Paula—say it again. You can't say it too often. Say,
*T love you, Michael! ' "

I love you, Michael! Now let me go.”

“1I love you, I'aula - and T won't let you go. Something’a
huppn{md since I saw you last. Spill it

“No e

O ... ¥EB .,
Y Homething that seeme to come between ns”
“Yes”
‘We're getting on,” said Michael. *'Tell me what it is."”
“I can’t!”

“We'll have a guessing game, then. Has Miss Wylie been
advising you that men were deceivers ever, and that the less you
have to do with them the better? "

' Mildred has nothing to do with it.”

" Has Captain Arlington carried you off your feet with his
dashing cavalry swagger?”

“ Michael! "

“Well, I'm trying to guess. Has somebody pointed out to
you that the mistress of Cedar Court is throwing herself away
on a poor devil who writes plays? "

“ Don't be absurd, Michael.”

“If so, T may point out that Michael Heathcote is a rising
playwright,” said Michasl. “The critics treat him very nicely
as a coming man. He is begged to broadcast, He does very well
at present, and has a reasonable cxpectation of doing better in
the future. From a flnancial point of view, he is not at all a
bad match.”

“ Oh, Michael! "

“In case of doubt,” continued Michael, with dignily, “he is
prepared to give a banker's reference. Can I say more? "

“Oh, Michael, why will you make me laugh when I am so
miserable? " wailed I'aula, “ Every silly thing you say makes
me love vou more, and feel that I cannot give you up,”

“Good! " said Michael. “No wonder Shakespeare told us
that wisdom cries out in the streets, and no man regards it, if
sayinyg silly things has such a desirable effect. You're not going
to give me up, Paula! I'm not an insoluble cross-word puzzle,
and I'm not to be given up.”

“I-—I must, Michael! Oh, I must."

“You mustn't, Paula. Oh, you mustn't! If you do, look out
for a breach-of-promise suit. T have a jolly good case, I can
tell you. Rich widew breaks engagement with promising young
playright! DBeware, Paula! Now you're laughing! Good! = Let's
Jaugh it all off, shall we? '

IP’aula was laughing--but it was a rather hysterical laugh.
She found it hard to choke bhack a sob,

Sheould she tell him 7

She knew that she could not. She could not marry him,
now!  But she could not tell hiin of the evil, wicked maen who
stood between them. She could not tell him that ahe was still
tiea to a villain--that Jude Brent, whose evil fgce had baunted
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her, had come back from the dead to shadow her life, and shut
out the happiness that, only a few days ago, had secemed possible,
She could not tell him of the shame and misery that had sud-
denly come back into her life: and she dreaded, too, what
Michael might do, if he knew. Michael toock life easily and
lightly; but with all his careless banter, there was a depth in his
character that she knew—and now feared. What might happen
between those two, if Michael knew that a drunken, dissolute
villain was blackmailing her?

She rested in his arms she could not repulse him again.
Those strong arms held her, protected her. But it must end.

He was looking down at her with & whimsical smile,

“ All my guesses wrong? " he asked.

“ Oh, Michael! "

“Well, I'm at the end of my tether,” he said. “ I just can't
imagine what you fancy has come between us.”

%It is not a fancy, Michael."

“Then what is it7 "

“I1—1 can't tell you. I can't.

" Why not?"

“1 can't!”

“Well, if you can't you shan’t! " he said. “I'm not fright-
fully inquisitive. I'm only going to ask you one little thing."”

“What is that, Michael?”

“ To forget all about it—just chuck it out of your mind, dear.
That's not a lot to ask, is it?"" He smiled.

“ Oh, Michael-—Michael! "
«That's & g0? " he asked. " Now, Paula, let's come down to
hrass tacks. belleve in short ongagements. What about

namlns the great day? "
““No! 1\?0! You don't undevstand! " wailed Paula.

His face became more serious.

“1 understand this much,” he said, quietly, * something's
happened-—I can't guess what—that's frightened you. Isn't that
s0?"”

“Yes!” sghe breathed.

T won't ask you any more to tell me. But you've got to
give me the right, and the power, to protect you, Paula., Why
not get married at once? Cut the cackle and come to the hosses,
what? Once you're my wifc _Paula dear, how lovely that word
sounds—once you're my wife, dariing . . ."

If only it had been possible! For a moment she gave herself
up to a dream. Michael's wife—the unhappy past blotted out—
that boyish, loving face always with her—those strong arms
always her protection! If only it had bcen possible, But the
evil face of Jude Brent came back.

" Michael! ¥You must—must leave me."”

“I1'11 leave you,” he agreed. “J1 ¢an sec you're upset, and
I'm not golng to be a worry to yoil. But before I leave you, justre-
peat this lesson. Say after mec, ‘1 Jove you, Michael.'"”

“ T love you, Michael! " she murmured submissively.

“ Next, ‘T will marry you, Michael! """

«1—TI . .. She stammered helplessly.

“I'm not going to let you go, till you've said it,”” he ax-
plained. " For both our sakes, darling, we've got to get this
settled.”

“ Michael! Let me go.”

“« When you've said it, dear! "

wI_T _Yes!" she said, desperately, “[—TI will marry you,
Michgel! " She could not help it. His will was hers.

“« Good! " said Michael. " That's O K. Paula! Stick to that!
We're golng to be very happy, 1?aula, I shall try hard to make
you forget what it is better for you not to remember—I'll try
hard to make you happy, dearest. Incidentally, you will make
me happy-—if that counts for anything.”
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" Oh, Michael!"”

“ And I think,” he said, very grave now, “I think I can
really guess what has been troubling you, Paula,” She gave him
an almost wild look. Did he guess? I think I can, Iaula!
You cannot get that man out of your memory! It is that ac-
cursed Jude Brent that haunts you. Paula, you must not think
of him. When you do, he is in my mind, also, and I hate him,
dead as he ls. 1f he were living ..." His voice and look
changed, and she clung to him in terror.

w pMichael, don't look like that—you frighten me! "

o Dearesat!  He kissed her. " Drive him out of your thoughts
__and out of mine. If he were living now, I believe I should kill
him."”

“ Oh, my dear, I'm sorry! " he said, remorsefully. * But—but
__Paula, dear, let the dead past bury its dead! We're going to
look to the future, my love. Once you're my wife, you will for-
met, and I will forget, that that brute ever contaminated the
earth. No more of that! Kiss me, Paula—we've got our love,
and what can the past matter to either of us? "

When he left her, he went with a light step. He did not
know that he left behind him a stricken, des herate woman, think-
ing, thinking, with her hands pressed to a throbbing head—what
could she de? What could she do?

CHAPTER THE SIXTH
HARD PRESSED!

UZZZ!
B Mildred Wylie snapped her thin lips with vexation. She had
sat down to the telephone in the library at Cedar Court, to call
up, Janeth Wood, in Wales, and was about to dial TRU when the
hell rang. She snapped the recelver off the hooks, to get rid of
the caller before she asked for her trunk call,

“yWell? " she rapped.

If she had thought for a moment of. telling him the bitter
truth, she would have held it back now. Her heart almost ceased
to heat.

«Tg that Paula?' came & thick voice: a voice that, few as
the words were, seemed to Mildred's ears to have a familiar ring.
it was not Michael's voice, or anything like it. Who else,
Mildred wondered sourly, called her relative “ Paula'?

“ No! Miss Wylie speaking! Who is it? "' she snapped.

“ Mildred Wylie! Oh!"

Whoever ne was, he knew her name: and again she was
struck h}; something familiar in the voice. Where had she heard
it before?

" Who is speaking?' she asked, impatiently.

« 1 want to speak to Mrs. Brent.”

«What name? "

There was a pause. It seemed that the unknown caller was
unwiilinz to zive his name. But it came, after a pause

wTell her it is Mr. Deadman on the telephone, pleasa.”

1t was a singular name—a real name, certainly, but a very
uncommon one. Mildred suspected that it was not the caller's
real name, however, OT why the lon hesitation in giving it?
She shrugged her gaunt shoulders, with a sneer on her face.

“1 will call Mrs, Brent,” she said, Hold on."

Leaving the receiver off, Mildred left the library. She could
have sent a maid with a message to Mrs. Brent, but she chose
to carry the message herself. She was curious, and vaguely
suspicious. She found Paula Brent in the drowing-room, stand-
ing at the open windows, gazing across the gardens, bright in
the sunshine, towards the rugged challk cliffs that gave on the
peach below. Paula did not hear her enter, and did not turn
her head -ihere was something strange and concentrated in her
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gaze, and Mildred gave her a sharp look. What was she think-
ing of ns she gazed at that distant cliff! '

“Paula!

Mre. Brent started at her voice, and turned. Her look was so
strange, that Mildred's became sharper and more curious.

“«What is the matter, Paula? " she asked.

“ Nothing! I was thinking . .."” Paula seemed to be gather-
ing thoughts that were wondering far away, “I—1I was looking
at the Lover's Leap—you know the story, Mildred—a man threw
himself from that cliff once, and was killed by the fall on the
beach. A man in love ... ."

Popr  fool!" said Mildred, contemptuously. *“Mad, I
suppose.'”

“Trerhaps!’” said Paule, *or erhaps—if he found life too
involved, it was a way out—a culting of the Gordian knot—an
end to all problems, There are somc problems in life that have
no answer—and that was an answer.”

“YWhat nonsense! " said Mildred. “ More likely he was drunk,
or in dcbt—men don't do such things for love. Women might be
silly enough,”

“Yes,"” said Paula, slowly. “ A woman might! "

“I came to tell you that you are wanted on the phone.”
Mildred's eyes were very sharp as she spoke. “ A man wants to
speak to you Her lip curved, as the colour came into Paula’s
pale face. “ Not Mr. Heathcote—a man who gave the name of
Mr. Deadman.”

Paula gave a start.

“ Mr Deadman! " she repeated. She was pale again now.

“That was the name he gave. I said I would tell you, If

ou do not want to take the call, I will tell him so. I was going
{o phone Janeth.”

“Np! No! I will take the call! " exclaimed Paula, hurriedly.
She did not need telling who " Mr. Deadman " was. Jude Brent
had dared to ring her up.

She went guickly to the library, Mildred's eyes on her as
she went. In a few moments the receiver was at her ear.

"“Is that you? " she breathed into the transmitter.

A husky chuckle came back. It almost seemed to Paula that
the fumes of liquor reached her along the wires. The man had
been drinking.

“ 1t's Jude! Your dear husband, my darling! "

“ 2top that! " Paula's voice was like a razor-edge. " Another
word of that and I will cut off.”

"You'd give me the trouble of ringing again, I want to
speak to you, Paula. I had your letter—what use do you think
fifty is to me? "

“ Take it or leave it.”

“ Clurge your parsimony! "

“Is that all? "

“ No! '’y 'ame Jude Brent’s voice, savagely. “That isn't all.
Look here, <aula, this won't do' Look here, I've been thinking
it over. I've scen soric old friends since I've come back. Matters
aren't =o bad as they might have been. I've had some advice—
from o legal man I know—a clever man, too. Paula, that old
affair night be fixed up.”

“Wwanat do you mean? "

“w They wanted me once—but it was three years ago, Paula,”
came Jude's husky voice. " It's still over my head-—but it could
be squared. It only needs money! JIf the amount I had could
be repaid—and it could, Paula-—a certain cheque that is now in
existence might be destroyed—and —and—Paula, I should be a
free man. I tell you, it can be wangled. Three thousand pounds
would do it.” .

“ And then? " said Paula, between set lips.
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“Why shouldn’t we have another try, Paula?"” The voice
on the telephone was eager now, eager and persuasive. “I1 own
up that I was to blame for most of the trouble—I can't do more
than that. I was fond of you, Prula—and you can't have for-
gotten entirely that you were fond of me once. Paula—darll
v.lvhy shouldn't we try it again? I ewear I will go stralgit
time."

She almost smiled. Her scorn and loathing of the man were
beyond words. He could not understand how she had changed—
how a year of married life with Jude Brent hod changed her.
He could not understand that all his old fascination wis gone--
that any woman could cease wholly to eare for him. The vanity
of the man was not less than his unscrupulous wickedness, He
still thought that he could draw her back to him-—fool as well as
dastard!

wwWe'll make o go of it, Paula.” He seemed encouraged by
her silence. “I'll pull up—swear off the drinlk, I promise that.”
His volce was husky with drink, as he was speaking. " T'll make
a ereditable master of Cedar Court, Paula! I'll make you proud
of your husband! T've sown my wild oats, Paula—I'm through.
Dammy, Paula, you don't want to waste your life like that sour
Mildred—you're only twanty-four. You can't marry anyone else
while I'm aiive.”

" No!" she breathed.

«T'm not Jealous of Michael—whoever Michael is!'” He
chuckled. “ 1 won't be a bad, jealous husband, PPaula. If you
want your fling, I'll keep my eyes shut.’”

She almost trenibled with hatred and loathing.

Wwe'll nit it off-—we'll hold up our heads in the county-—a
widow is slways in rather a false position, Paula—you want a
husband to stand by you. I'll leave you free—free as air! Liet's
try again, Paula, what? What do you say?"

«Mo! " said Paula. ' Say no more about that, Never! 1Is
that plain enough?”

A husky oath answered her.

wIf you've anything else to say before I cut off . .."

“RBy Gad I have! I'm coming to see you! We've got to
discuss this, and cther things. Don't tell me that you'll ring up
the police if I come! That chicken won't fight twice! I'll let
them take me—at Cedar Court! The whole county shall ring
with it. Yowll never hold up your head again. I'm coming!
Now, then, my lady, what do you say to that?"”

She said nothing.

W You've got to see me through, Paula! I can't live iike this
_in fear of a policeman's nhand dropping on my shoulder. The
matter can be squared, and it’s got to be squared. I'm in danger,
Paula! Some men 1 used to know, know me again—and there's
a woman—you can't trust women! You've got to see me safe -
T tell you it can be fixed—it only means money.”

“ yeg," she said, “ and what then? " .

wT'm your husband! You're my wife! But—but-.
knew that he suddenly realised that he had to he wary.
it should be as you like, Paula! I'll leave you alone, i
it! I swear that.”

Her lip curled with bitter scorn. He was ready to
that, or anything clse, to gain his point. But when he was 1
of fear, when he dared to cafl himself by his own name th
he would claim his wife, and all she had—false promises cost him
nothing.

« I satisfy you, Paula! I swear that! " His voice ran_on
eagerly. ‘' But you've got to h(-lP me! 1 tell you, Paula, I'm
desperate! I've got to see you. [ aula! If you won't se
come to Cedar Court, and the police shall take me there--fi
ing! But if you'll see me, I'll keep clear of the house. I'd rather
keep clear of that cat Wylie's sharp eyes, if you come to that!
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Somewhere in the grounds, if you like—one of the romantic spots
where we used to mect in the old days, Paula.”

His voice softened, cunningly. He fancied that the re-
minder would move her. He could not understand that it made
her shudder.

“I'm coming, Paula! This evening! Is it to be at the house
or outside? That's your choice! Take it or leave it.”

She tried to think,

“What about the Lover's Leap, Paula? That's far enough
from the house for safety. You remember, Paula—that climb
up from the beach, when T helped you—you remember! "

“ e silent! ' she breathed.

" You can walk down to the chalk cliff, as late as you like,
'l be there. What about it, PaRula? I'm being reasonable, No-
body shall see me—only yourself! But I've got to see you, Paula
—youw've got to see me safe! I tell you, I'm in danger—you've
got to help me. Will you be at the Lover's L.cap to-night?”

“Yes,' she said, at last, desperately, "I will come.”

“The hour?”

“ Midnlght,” breathed Paula, " Midnight—at the Lover's
Leap.”

“ILater than in the old days, but even more romantic,” came
his chuckle, *I'll be there, Paula, bank on that. And—bring
another fifty with you, Paula! I must have money! Au revoir—
Darling!” There was a world of trilumph, mockery, sardonic
amusement in the last word: and he rang off.

Paula replaced the receiver. She had yvielded—she was to see
him. What could she do? She had little doubt that part, at
least, of what Jude had said, was true—in his old disgraceful
haunts, old acquaintances had recognised him—Fe was in danger,
unless—and until-—he could ‘'sguare” that old affair, That
might be true, or it might be a falsehood to get money. But if
he was in danger, perhaps he would go—leave rhe country—she
would be genorous, if only he would place the sea between him
and her. Only too well she knew the malicious uvil of his nature
" if he was 10 he taken, he would be taken in her house—in her
home—-he wou make it as bitter and shameful for her as he
ceuld. She had to see him—-to prevail on him, if she could, to
cross the sea again—he could at least be moved by the considera-
tion of his own safety. She rose from the telephone at last, and
went oul of the library.

As the door closed on her, the French window, which had
been ajar, opencd. AMildred Wylie came in. [Ter faes was dark,
pitter, scornful. She had never liked Peula- se haitl hated her
when Cedar Court became hers—and every our received at
her hands had stung like a serpent. There wog scorn mingled
with her eald, silent hatred now. This woman, engaged to that
handsome boy, “Michael Heathcote, had made a midnight assigna-
tion with:3he man_ on the telephone—someone of her former
fhushand's —(sreputable fricnds, of course! This was the woman

who bhad cheated her of Cedar Court—whose marriage was to
drive her out of what had been her home for so many years.
Yet she wns puzzled,

Outside i"rench window, she had heard what PPaula had
enid—of what had heen =zaid at the other end she had, of course,
heard nothing, It must be a love affair —or was it blackmail 7
What was Paulo's secret?

Mildred Wylie did not know. But she was going to know.
it was somo time before the dark-browed, bitter woman sat dewn
to the telepnone to ask for bher trunk call—and when it came
thirough, her talk was nol of coming to Wales—it was to tell
Taneth that there might, after all, be a change in her plans, and
that she might not come. Jude Brent's was not the only
malicions mind that could hraed on blackmail!
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CHAPTER THE SEVENTH
WHAT PETER SAW!

DR. CALCROFT leaned on the great rock, his hands in his
pockets, looking ocut over the moonlit sea. He was tired—
dog-tired—he needed a rest before he clambered up the winding

path on the steep cliff.

The summer night was very still. At a distance, the waves
curled on the shelving beach, glimmering in the moon. Behind
him, was the dark mass of chalk cliffs, rising seventy feet above
the beach, High above, the gardens of Cedar Couri ran to the
very edge of the cliffs: the great rock, bulging almost directly
above the doctor’s head, was the Lovers' Leap—where he stcod
was within a few yards of the spot where a man once had
crashed to death. But Dr, Calcroft was not thinking of that—he
was thinking that he was very tired, that a country doctor’s
life with a widely-scattered practice was a tough proposition:
and that he would be glad to be home, to smoke the pipe of
peace before he turned in—at midnight or later, only to turn
out again at an early hour.

He nhad paved a life that night—that was something. At the
fisherman’s cottage, o mile along the beach, he had fought with
death and won—a poor man's wife would live and not gieh—that
was something! Long hours—anxious and painful hours—coming
on top of a long day—and then the walk home, for the cottage
was inaccessible to any kind of vehicle. But the walk along the
moonlit beach had refreshed him—and there was a short cut
pack to Medwood by climbing the cliff path, and cutting across
that remcte corner of the Cedar Court grounds. But he was
tired—tired out—and he had to wait a little before he tackled
that steep windin%‘ path.

L.eaning on the rock, he stared out to sea, calmed by the
peace and stillness of the lovely night. Inevitably, thinking of
his empty bachelor home, his thoughts turned to Pa Erent—
mistress of the munsion beyond the cliff. But he shrugged his
shoulders impatiertly. She was going to marry Michacl—even if
he could ever nave hoped, there was no hope now: she was going
to meary Michael Heathcote.

“ God bless her and make her happy!” he aaid half-aloud.
She deserved some happine __after what he knew of her first
marriage. He did not knov he whole story, but he knew that
that blackguard, Jude Brent, had made her suffer, If Michael
could make her happy, God bless them hoth.

The beach was lonely—seldom trodden at night. But a zig-
;?gglng shadow in the moonlight, at a distance, suddenly caught

8 eye.

“Fool!" muttered Peter Calcroft,

No doubt some late roisterer from the ' Lobster Smack "—the
inn on the shore. Whoever the man was, he had beer. drinking—
the way he weaved along the beach Indicated as much. The
moonlight fell clearly on him—and, as he came nearer, recogni-
tion came into the doctor’'s eves. He had seen the man before—
it was the man who had almost gone under his car a few days
since—the man who had laughed when Michael spoke of his
engagement to Paula, He looked different—he was wearing
botter clothes, that was the difference— but it was the same man.

Frowning, Peter Caleroft stood watching him, expecting him
to pass. But the man did not pass.

As he came opposite the spot where the doctor stnod, he
swung in towards the cliff. He was familiar with the ground,
though hitherto Peter had supposed him o stranger in the nulgh-'
bourhood. He knew that winding path up the cliff to the Lover's
Leap—he was going up that path. Peter's frown grew darker.
Wwho was this man-—and what did he want in the grounds of
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Cedar Court? He was not seeking a short cut to Medwood—

like Peter. ¥rom his direction, as he came, he was coming

away from Medwood. As the man, stumbling a little over shingle,

and cursing as he stumbled, reached the foot of the path up

:‘tim cliff, r. Calcroft stepped out from the rock, directly in
8 way.

“ ){opt" he said, curtly.

The man stopped, starting back, with an oath, evidently
startled by Peter's sudden appearance, in that lonely spot at so
late an hour.

He stood staring and peering at the young doctor in the
moonlight. In his turn he recognized him.

y “vou!" he snapped. " The village sawbones, what? Get out
of my way. What are you stopping me for, confound you?”

“What do you want at Cedar Court?”

“Find out!”

“I'm going to find out before you take a step up that clifri”
satd the dnctor, coolly. * You seem to know your way—you're
no stranger here, as I supposed. This is & private path to Cedar
Court—it leads nowhere else. What do you want at Cedar Court,
at half-past eleven at night?”

Jude Brent eyed him evilly.

“That's my business, my meddling medical friend, Get out
of my way before I knock you out of it.”

Peter Calcroft laughed.

“ Try that on, my man!"” he sald.

It seemed, for a moment, that Jude would “try it on.” But
though he had been drinking, he was master of himself—he
knew that it would be futile, The flabby shaking man would
have gone down helplessly—a single jolt from the young doctor's
strong arm would have been enough.

“1'm going up that path!” muttered Jude.

“Not unlecss you can satisfy me first!”" said Peter. “ This
jsn't an hour for calling—even if you could imaginably be ad-
mitted to such a house, If it's burglary, my friend, you can
wash it out here and now."

Jude laughed savagely.

“ Do I look like a burglar?” he snarled.

«¥ou look iike every kind of crook and scoundrel!”
answered Peter, with cool contempt, “and you will not take a
step into Mrs. Brent's grounds. And unless you can satisfy me,
1l walk you away to Medwood Police Station, with my hand on

our collar, to give an account of yourself there. You can explain
o them what you wanted in the grounds of Cedar Court close
on midnight.”

“You fool!" breathed Jude,

« Thanks. I'm waiting to hear what you have to say."

Jude Brent restrained his temper. He was not dealing with
a womnan now—but with a strong stocky young man, who could
have felled him with a blow. His eyes gleamed with evil fury,
but he answered quietly—as quietly as he could.

«If you're so curious !

«I'm not curious! I'm telling you to account for yourself.”

«Jf you must know, it's a date!” sneered Jude. " Understand
that? Someone's waiting for me on top of the cliff-—she came
one way, and I another. And now I've told you, let me pass.”

« Not too fast!" said Dr. Caleroft. “If you're meeting a
woman on the cliff, as you say, it must be a member of Mrs.
Brent's household- and unknown to her! What are you

grinning at?”

« Never mind that—let me pass!”

4 Not yet—If at all! T've very little doubt you’'re lying to me.
T'm fequainted with every member of that househoid, as a
doctor: and there s not one who would gome out ¢lose on mid-
night to mert A man of vour stamp."
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“A man of my stamp, confound your impudence!"” Jude
Brent clenched his hands. * You're asking fer it."”

“ Carry on!" said Peter, coolly.

Tudo did not carry on. He stood glaring at the stocky figure
that barred his way. The moonlight was full on his face, and the
doctor watched him, curiously, suspiciously, wondering who the
moan was, and what he wanted. That he was up to no good was a
foregone conclusion. And now that he watched that face, close
at hand, clear in the bright inoon, with attention, something
struck Peter, that had not struck him at the previous meeting.
Ife had seen that face before somewhere—or a face strangely
like it. But where?

“Who are you?"” he rapped, suddenly.

“ That's my business.”

“ I've seen you before-—

“ Yes—you tried to kill me with your car a few days ago

w Before that!" said Dr. Caleroft. “I don’t know where or
when. But I've seen you somewhere. Now listen to me, my
man. Mrs. Brent is a friend of mine—but if she were not, it
would malke no difference—I should stop you just the same. Will
you give me your name?"

“No!” snarled Jude.

“ Then you will give it at Medwood Police Station!" paid
Dr. Caleroff, grimly. *“ And I shall take you there. We'll walk
along the beach—it's a longer way round, but i

He broke off, as the man made a sudden rush. He was not
taken off his guard—and he handed that rush easily., In a
moment, Jude Brent had a grip of irom on his collar. He
struggled, flercely, for a few moments-—-then he ceased to
struggle, and sagged helplessly.

“WYou fool!'" His volce came hoarse with fury. * Will you
let me go?"

“No! Come with me.”

“ Where do you want me to come?”

“I've told you.”

«¥ou fool! Fool!” Jude panted. *Listen to me. You said
you're a friznd of Mrs. Brent—and I remember her speaking of
you, in the old days. Tool! It's Mrs. Brent who's waiting lor me
on the elift. Now let me go.'”

“w¥ou lying hound!" Dr. Calcroft shoolk the supging wretch
like a rat. That does it! Come with me—a police-cell is the
place for you."”

Jude panted for breath.

“You fool! You fool! I'm her husband.”

“What?"”

The doctor held him at arm’s length—-staring at him. For
a moment he felt only angry unbelief. Then he knew.

“ Jude Brent!” he muttered. ' Jude Brent- —alive'y!

« Jude Brent!” sneered the other. *“ Shout it out, il you wish
to make Mrs. Brent's name the talk of the county! Shout it
from the house-tops.”

The doctor's grasp fell from his collar. Tle did not speak,
put he stepped aside, and the man, with a last stare of hate,
slunk past him, clambered up the winding path, and disappeared.

Dr. Caleroft stood motionless. He seemed stunned. Jude
Brent —living! That poor woman at Cedar Court! And Michael!
That blackguard had come back—come back from the dead—and
she—poor Paula!

The sound of the marn clambering up the steep path died
away. Still the doctor stocd there—how long he did not know:
his mind in a whirl, IBut he stirred at last, and steppcd away
from the cliff, He was not going up the path now—not with
that man--and Paula-—on the cliff above. She was meeling him
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in secret—to buy him eff, perhaps—Peter could guass! FPoor
little woman.

He glanced up at the cliff: the Lovers' Leap, a great pre-
cipitous mass against the moonlight. He started, at the sight of
two figures cn the summit—dangercusly near the edge—a man
and a woman!

They were struggling—and his heart stood still! Ewven as he
stared up, even as a cry of alarm burst from his lips, the
struggling figures parted, and one--the man’s—reeled on the
very edge of the cliff—reeled, staggered, clutching at space—
and then——!

Dr. Caleroft saw a white face—estaring at the man as he
fell—then it vanished. The crash on the beach, almost at his
feet, came a second Jlater,

Dr. Calcroft wiped the clammy sweat from his brow He
stared up--but the woman was not to be scen. All was silent
again—all was still, Then he stepped to the crushed, huddled
form that lay on the rocks. One glance was sufficient. It was a
dead man who lay crushed at the fcot of Lovers' Leap.

CHAPTER THE EIGHTH
THE SPY

B, ILDRED WYLIE listened.

The voices that spoke, on the summit of the Lovers' Leap,
were low—but they were close at hand and every syllable came
clearly—so close at hand, that she dreaded that some slight
movement or sound might betray her. She was very, very still.

“ Midnight--at the Lovers’ Leap!"™ Paula had said on the
telephone: and long before midnight, Milired Wylie had stolen
silently from the house, hurried through the shadowy gardens,
and reached the cliff. The summit was irregular, with great
chalk boulders, and in one epot was a deep dark cavity, where
cne great rock leaned on another. Moonlight streamed on the
cliff, but in the recess under the leaning rock, all was black—
and in that recess, the woman crouched—to watch and listen.

It was much later, when shufiling foctsteps came to her ears,
and a flgure appeared in the moonlight. She saw the man clearly:
it was the mon whom Jenkins had stopped, in the grounds, a
few days before—the man with whom Paula had had that
mysterious interview, which had exeited her curiosity and sus-
picion. Sc he was the man who had telephoned—some disre-
putable associzte of Jude Brent. ‘The mun came on directly
towards the leaning rock—and her heart beat faster, at the fear
that he knew someone was there, But he stopped, and stood
leaning his shoulders on the rock, and sh¢ heard a match scratch.
He had lighted a cigarette. She hardly breathed. By stretching
out her hand, she could have touched him,

He firvished his cigarette, threw away the stump, and mut-
tered a cuise. Then she heard him exclaim,

“IPaula! You've come."”

Paula Brent joined him. Mildred Wylie's eyes gleameced like
a cat’'s in the dark.

Whatever the secret was—intrigue or blackmail, whatever it
was-—she was going to learn now. And when she knew, the
mistress of Cedar Court would not, perhaps, be able to hold
her head so high-—that interloper, who had ousted her from the
old man’s will, and granted her bltter favours—!

“1 teld you I should come, Jude!” sald Paula, quietly,

Jude! That name was enough!

Like a lightning-flash, it illuminatea everything for the
v;'or;(mn who ¢rouehed hidden in the darkness under the leaning
rock,
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Jude! Jude Brent! It was all that Mildred Wylie could do
to restrain a cry of astonishment. Jude Brent—Paula's hus-
band! So that was it! He was not dead—he had come back!
Jude Brent!

I'm here, Paula! You've said nothing——"

v Was I likely to?”

“ T afraid, Paula!" His voice was muttering and husky.
«TI—TI'm in danger, If that woman Wylie suspected anythin 1¥

“ How could she?"

«'She’s sharp! I was a fool to come here, &5 T did, the other
day—— But —— If that woman suspected anything, I should be
lost. She agways hated me, almost as much as she hated you.”

“ She aid not hate me.”

“Oh, you'ra a fool!” he said, contemptucusly. *“She was
after the old man's money-—and he knew it, and she never had a
dog’s chance of getting it. I never saw much of either of them,
in the old days—but I saw that—I've got eyes. When you
enraged him by running off with me, she must have counted on
Cedar Court as a cert—what do you think she felt like, when
you came back, and old Eellingham took you into favour again
““and left you all he had? She's acid all through—a dangerous
woman, Paula! I tell you, if she knew, she'd hand me over—if
only to shame you and feed her old grudges.”

“She knows nothing!"’

“Y'm in danger, Paula. I'm known,"” he muttered. * You've
got to see me through, Paula. Three thousand would do it =it
can be fixed. But I've got to keep doggo till it's through, If they
once ot me, it would be too late.”

“'You must go, Jude. You must have been mad to come back
to this country at sll, Leave the country at once—-"

" ¥es—you'd like that!" he jeered. " " Out_of wight, out of
mind, what? Youd llke the sea between us! Not good enough,
Paula. 1ve told you what I'm going to do. If you let me down,
I'm: done—but I gwear that if they get me, they shall get me at
Cedar Court—in your house——"

T will save you if I can,” said Paula. “ You are my husband,
God help me. But I shal] not trust you.”

« Paula, I swear—-""

“Stop that, Jude! You do not expect me to believe you!”
exelaimed Paula, passionately. “I have come here to see you
for tho last time—the last time, Jude. Whether a sum of money
would save you from the law, I do not know—I ¢annot trust or
belicve you. But if it did—If it did, Jude Brent, you would break
every promise you made, and walk into Cedar Court—as its
master. Do you think I do not know you by this time?"”

“ 1 swear, Paula "

“ No more of that” She interrupted him sharply. ' Listen
to me. I am not the girl you fooled and deserted—I am a woman,
able to deal with you. Go abroad-—if you are telling me the truth
for once, that is your only wey of safety—go, and T will send
you money—so long as you stay on the other ailde uf the sea.
If you return to England again, I will have nothing to do with
you, and you will take your chance.”

He spat out an oath.

“ 1f that's your last word, Paula—-7"
“ That is my last word.”
“you jade!” His voice came shrill with hatred. “Then

here's mine! I'll come back to your house with you—new! Tl
stay! The police will ind me there—and the whole county will
get @ eensulion -the merry widow's husband turned up, and
arrested under her roof. If that's what you want, Paula, you
can have it.” '
She stood loaking at him, her face white in the moonlight
But her white faze was firm., She could not-—she darcd not—.
trust him. If it had to come, it had to come—as well soon as
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late. She spoke at last.

“You mean that, Jude?”

“1 mean it—every word,” he snarled.

“ Then come!” said Paula, quietly, " This must end!
to any place abroad, and send me your address, and you
receive money-—more than you need, if not so much as 1
Remain here, and be talten by the police—and let jusi:
its way! If it must come, it must come! I am waiting, Jude!

He did not stir.

':.A. thousand curses!" he muttered. “Oh, you jade! You
jade!”

Paula drew a long, long breath, It was but a threat—he
dared not do as he had threatened. She knew him! If he could
not get what he demanded, he would take what he could get—
and hate her for it

w1l go!” he breathed. “I'l go! But I'l rememboer this,
Paula—I'll remember it, and you shall remember it, some day!
T'll make you suffer for it—some day—somehow! I'll go, curse
you—you've got the whip-hand now! But if my turn ever
comes——!" His malice seemed to choke him, and he broke off
with an oath,

“ That will do, Jude!” said Paula, icily. “ We are filnished. I
will keep my word to you—though you have never kept your
word, you know that you can trust mine. That is all.”

“ Paula~-stop——-!"

But she was gone.

Jude Brent stared after the light flgure that flitted away
through the shadows, She was gone—and there was nothing
for him to do but to go. He stood in the moonlight, muttered
curses falling from his lipe: end the woman under the lcaning
rock, as shie sew his face, distorted with rage, in the gleam of
.the moon, trembled. He was standing away from the rock now,
but still within a yard of her—if he had ecen her-——1"

He fumbled for a cigarette at last, and struck a match. In
the flicker of the mateh, close at hand, Mildred Wylie saw &
sturtling change come over his face—for a sccond she did not
know what it meant: then she realised that, in the light of the
match, he had glimpsed her under the leaning rock.

A ‘cry of terror left her lips, as she realised it—the next
instant, his grasp was on her, and she was dragged out into the
moonlight.

“You!" He panted with rage, " Mildred Wylle—spying!
You knew—you spying hell-cat—-—-"

She screamed with fear,

In his roge he seemed to have lost his senses —he was drag-
ging her to the edge of the cliff. She struggled madly.

He was a lost man if she betrayed him—and he knew that
che would, Between rage, and terror, and the fumes of drink in
his brain, it was 2 madman’s face that glared at her as he
dragged her to the Rreclpice. On the very verge, she wrenched
with all iier strength, and tore herself away from him, and, as
he grasped at her again, she drove both hands against his chest,
and pushed him back with all her foree, He reeled—and fell.

For ane fearful instant, he secrmed te hang suspended over
spece— grasping at the air. Then he was gone., And a white-
faced woman, sick with terror, was fleeing through the night:
slia who had spied out the secrets of cthers, had now a secret—
a terrible secret—to keep!

CHAPTER THE NINTH

THE UPPER HAND!
“@ SHOCK for you, my poor darling!™” said Michael, tenderly,
L “Yes!” whispered Paula,
“You mustn't think about it. After all, the man was a
stranger—nothing to you or to anyone you know. It was a ter-
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vible death, but—these things do happen, Paula. Put it out of
your mind.’'

Michael was a little puzzled. Paula, he knew, had a kind and
tender heart--and thn death of the unknown man found on the
bench below the Lovars' Leap had been a terrible one. Yet it
seemed to wfect her more than could have been cxpected. After
all, he waes nothing to her-—she could never even have seen him!
A stranger who had clambered on the cliffs by night and fallen
“_it was o tervrible happening, but such things did happen. Not
a pleasant sort of character, either. The medical evidence at the
inguest had told that he was under the Influence of drink at the
time—no doubt that sccounted for his fall from the Lovers’
Leap, The deep pallor in Paula’s face, the trembling of her lip,
when the subject was mentioned, perplexed Michael.

Michael was lunching at Cedar Court—the inquest on the
unknown man had been held that morning. It was Mildred
Wylie who mentioned the matter. She scemed curious to hear
details, and Michael had seen Dr. Calcroft, on his way to Cedar
Court. Peter Calcroft had been at the inguest.

«“Did the man’s name transpire, Mr. Heathecote?” asked
Mildred Wylie.

wT understand not,” answered Michael, “No papers were
found on him. Some of his linen was marked 'J.B.—John
Brown, perhaps! Several people witnessed that they had seen
him about the neighbourhood, but nobody knew his business
here—some wandering excursionlist, I suppose.”

“ And the coroner’s verdict 2

wi Accidental death,’ of course. It was plain that the man
nhad been on the cliff after having taken too much to drink. The
1ast person to see fhim alive was the landlord of the ‘ Lobster
Smack '—nearly a mile from here, Medwood way-—he stopped
there to take several drinks that night, and left going in the
direction of the Lovers’ Leap.”

“ And-——and no one saw him later?” faltered PPaula.

«No one—tlll he was found in the morning by Staines, the
fisherman, lying on the rocks at the foot of the cliff.”

« The coroner's jury had no doubt that it was an accident?”
asked Mildred.

Michael, who was looking at Paula, stared round at Dbiss

Wylie,

b Why should they?" he asked. 1t was plainly an acci-
dental fall. The return half of a ticket from Charing Cross was
found on him. A man would hardly take a return ticket if he
came such a distance to commit suicide.”

w1 was thinking of—murder!" said Mildred, quietly.

Michael gave her a look, trying—not very successfully—to
keep the distaste out of his face.” He saw Paula shiver. He had
never liked Mildred Wylle—now he felt like loathing aer. What
sort of a woman was she, to get such nasty fantastic ideas into
ner head?

«Rubblsh!" said Michael, with more vigour than oliteneas.
“« A man does not travel a hundred miles to be murdered. And
there was no robbery—money was found on him: several bank-
notes, as well as other money. What a very extraordinary idea,
Miss Wylie' . .

“ Perhaps!” said Miss Wylie.

« Anyhow, the verdict of the coroner's jury was ‘ Accidental
death,’ " said Michael, sharply. “Paula, dear, you are looking
quite i1L.”

“ I—X

. No!” said Paula, with dry lips. She rose un-
ateadily froin the table. “I—I wish you had not made such a
suggestion, Mildrod. What could possibly male you think of such
a thing?” =

“« My thoughts are my own!” said Mildred, composedly. "I
may, I suppose, think what I llke—and utter my thoughts, too
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cven in your house, Paula?"

Paula looked at her, ®he was always kind, always con-
siderate, to Mildred, making every allowance, in view of her
relative's position in the house she had once hoped to possess.
But Mildred Wylie's words now brought a flush to her pale
cheek.

“ Mildred!" she said, quictly.

Miss Wylie gave her a hard look.

“Well?” she said, “ Am I bidden to hold my tongue?"

Paula's colour deepened.

“T think we had better say no more, Mildred,” she said.
“No doubt you are upset, as I am, by that—-"

“T am not in the least upset, and I fail to see why you
should be!" retorted Mildred Wylie. " What was the man to
either of us?"

Michael, standing, glanced from one to the other. This looked
like the beginning of a quarrel: tempera were on edge. It was
awkward for a man in the presence of hostile women. He
hoped from the bottom of his heart that Mildred Wylie would not
continue to live at Cedar Court after he was married to Paula,

“T think I will go to my room for a while,” said Paula, very
quietly. ' ¥ou must excuse me, Michael—I have a little head-
ache,”

Michael went with Paula as far as the foot of the staircase.
He was ieft in the hall, fumbling with a cigarette. He frowned
a little as Mildred Wylie came out of the dining-room. Paula
was upset: and that shrew made it worse. But he contrived to
unwrinkle his brows as Mildred spoke,

“T am afraid that my thoughtless remark upset Paula a
little, Mr, Heathcote. I must go to her.”

Then Michael gave his boyish smile! After all, she was
not such a bad sort—though she did get gueer fantastic ideas
into her head.

“Tall her that her faithful knight is hanging about in a
state of solitary sadness, Miss Wylie!” he said, lightly,

Mildred nodded and smiled, and went up the staircase. But
the simile was not on her face as she tapped at Paula's door.

Paula was seated by the open window, gazing uacross the
aunlit gardens towards the cliffs. She glanced round at Mildred's
face at the door.

“ WYWhat is it?"” she asked.

« T should like to speak to you.”

I have a little headache "

“ That will do for Mr. Heathcote,” said Miss Wylie, coolly.
«“ But it is of no use to me, Paula,”

She came into the room and shut the door.

Paula rose to her feet, staring at her blankly. At lunch
that day, and once or lwlice earlier, she had noticed a change
in Mildred’s usual manner—a strange hint of a hard mockery
and defiance. But this !

She Adid not want to wound her relative. But she was
mistress «f Cedar Court.

“ T would rather be alone now, Mildred!"” she said, pointedly.

“ Ten minutes’ talk will not hurt you—upset as you are hy
the deatn of a totally unknown stranger,” said Mildred, satiri-
cally. She sat down.

« I.think you forget yourself, Mildred."”

“Npt in the least! I do not forget my place in this house—
or yours! Neither do I forgei that the house and the estate
would have been mine, if you had not come back fawning on a
senile old ool after your husband let you down.”

Paula caught her breath,

“ Are you mad, Mildred?”

v s« Ear from it. The position in this house has changedq,”
aald Mildred Wylie, “and the sooner that is made clear, the
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better. You did not attend the inquest, Paula."

“ Why should I7” asked Paula, staring.

« ¥ou could have explained to the coroner what name was
indicated by the initials 'J.B. Not John Brown, I think,” said
Mildred, with a sneer.

Paula gave a little ery. Every vestige of colour fled from
her face.

i Good heavens! Then—you know?” she breathed,

“yes, I know! Do not be alarmed—it is not my intention
to proclaim it from the house-tops—unless you wish! But if
the coroner's jury had known that the dead man was Jude
Brent, and that he had met his wife that night on the summit
of the Lovers' Leap——"

 Oh, heavens!”

«Tn that case,” said Mildred Wrylie, "I do not think that
the verdlct would have been ‘Accidental death.! Do you?"

“ You—you knew 1

«1 knew more than enough.” The thin lips were venomous.
4T heard you tell the men on the telephone that you would meet
him at midnight on the Lovers' Leap——"

“ You—you listened—--7"

«T dla’ That was all I knew—till T heard the news that a
fisherman had found a dead body under the cliff. Did Jude
Brent fall from that cliff, Paula ?”

““He did—he did—he must have—"

«“4¥hile you were with him?"

«No!" panted Paula. *No! Mildred, can you imagine—can
you belicve—are you mad! He was alive and well when I left
o m

im-—-

Mildred Wylie shrugged her thin shoulders.

“WThe coroner’'s jury might or might not have believed that!"
she said.

«Mildred! You believe it?”

«Neyver mind what I believe. The man is dead—his name
unknown—whatever may have hanpened on the cliff that night,
the world may remain in ignorance of it—if I say nothing. But
if I feel that it is my duty to reveal that the man was your
husband—and that you went to meet him at midnight on that
cliff—people will want to know whether he fell, or whether 2

“ Mildred!”

«That is what I came to say to you, Paula Brent,” Mildred
gave a harsh laugh. * What is the use of playing the innocent,
with me? Jude Brent was pushed over the edge of that cliff—-"

“No! No! Mildred, you cannot believe—-"

«What will Michael Heathcote belleve? And everyone clse?”

Paula buried her face in her hands,

The death of Jude Brent, when she learned it, had been a
shock to her—a terrible shock. Yet amid the herror at his
dreadful fate, and her pity for the wretch, rellef had been
mingled. She was free—freec from that burden—free from that
spectre of the past. And now——! .

Mildred looked at her with cold, ruthless eyes. }I‘he bitter
antipathy of long years need not be hidden now! She had the
upper hand at last,

“Mildred!" Paula's voice came in a moan. *1 swear to

P )
¥ «T am not your judge!” snecred Mildred Wylie. "I am only
the poor relation—who would have been the rich relation but
for your wiles. I am only the dependant of Cedar Court—which
should have been mine. I stayed with the old man when you
left him for a blackguara—yet it all came to you, not to me.
That is going to be altered now, Paula Brent."
«What—what do you mean?”
“T1 mean that you wiil set right the wrong you have done
me——"
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“1 have done you no wrong."

" Not by taking away what should have been my Inheritance
—what the old man would have left me if you had not come
fawning back— "

Paula raised her face, her eyes flashing.

“That is false, Mildred. My uncle c¢ould not endure you—
vou and your stealthy ways. Only his kind heart made him
give a home to a relation he disliked. I have never told you
s0 before—but it js the truth.”

The gaunt woman's eyes blazed.

“That is enough, Paula Brent! Right or wrong, I shall be
the mistress of Cedar Court, You can keep the rest—this house
is mine. You may transfer it to me by legal deed—a gift from
an affectionate relation.” Mildred laughed bitterly, ' or you
can go to justice for the murder of Jude Brent e

““You are mad!” panted Paula,

Mildred Wylie rose.

“ Think it over! Take my terms or leave them. You killed
Jude Brent on the Lovers’ Leap——"

“Oh, God! I did not! I did not!”

“You may tell that to a judge and jury, if you choose. And
unless I become mistress of Cedar Court, you will have no choice.
That is all I had to say—I have said it, and I will go.”

The door closed on Mildred Wylie.

Paula remained where she was-—without emotion, her face
colourless, her heart like ice. Jude Brent had fallen from that
clifi—he must have fallen—yet even before this, she had won-
dered why he had gone near the perilous edge. Others would
wonder—if they knew that he had met his wronged wife on that
cliff—that he had blackmailed her—that he, the husband sup-
posed dead, had come back to find her engaged to another man—
no—no, they would not wonder—they would believe as Mildred
Wylie said she believed—that a desperate woman had met him
in that lonely perilous place to free herself from him Paula
cried out in sheer horror, as she realised it. And she had
dreamed that she was free—and that Michael

Michael! Would he belleve it—could he help belleving it?
Her sense swam. When her maid, Davison, came to the room,
a little later, she was startled to see Paula Brent lylng back in
her chalr, white as death, insensible. The strain of the past days
had been terrible, and the climax had been too much for her.
And even Mildred Wylie, perhaps, felt a twinge of remorse, when
she learned that Pauln was ill, and that the doctor had been
called.

CHAPTER THE TENTH

DOCTOR AND PATIENT!

L ETER, old man! What—what i
Michael was still at Cedar Court. He could not leave—not

while he: was wildly anxious about Paule. He was striding up
and down the library, an unlighted cigarette in his mouth, rest-
less, anxious, puzzled. It seemed to him that he had been
waiting for hours and hours, when the door opened at last, and
Dr, Calcroft came in, quletly and gravely.

Michael strode at him, and grasped him by the arm.

* Peter, what is it” She's ill—she never was ill! What is it
how? I can't understand it—-"

“ye

Yes,” sald Peter, quietly. ‘““She's ill. But she’s in good
hands, Michael.”
“T know that! But what is it———?"

* Shock and strain-—"

“But I don't understand,” said Michael, helnlessly. *“ That
man's death on the rocks the other day might give her a shock—
do you mean that?"
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Peter looked at him. i

Michael did not know-—no one knew—-that Peter Caleroft
had met the dead man that fatal night, at the foot of the Lovers'
Leap, before he niade the ascent of the path. No cne knew
that he had seen him fall—that he had seen a woman's face,
white with horror, staring as the doomed man went down to his
death. Pecter Calcroft had kept his own counsel. He had
attended the inquest-—as a medical man, not as a witness, Ie
had known nothing! The body had not been discovered till after
dawn—by a passing fisherman. No one, so far, knew that Peter
Caleroft had passed that way on the night of the " accident.”

And Peter did not intend to speak. The raan was dead—and
he was nameless. That poor little woman at Cedar Court had
enough to bear, without the name of her blackguard husband
dragged up to shame her, filling the newspapers with sensation.
The man was dead—there was no deception this time. The less
said the better, Peter had said nothing—and he did not intend
to say anything now.

“It was a bad business,” said Michael. “The man was
drunk, and fell over the cliff. But why should it affect Paula,
who had never even seen him! I mean, it would be a shock, of
course, But. %

‘“Quite!” sald Dr. Calcroft. " But one never knows exactly
how a sensitive woman will take a shock. But you have no
cause for alarm, Michael. Mrs. Brent is ill—but she Is sound
and healthy, and in good hands. She will be about again in a
few days. As well as ever.”

** As well as ever—sure of that?”

“*She has a very good doctor!" said Peter, gravely,

Michael smiled. But his face clouded again at once.

“I can't help feeling anxious,” he sald. “ You know how I
feel, Peter—you're a bit of a dry old stick, and you've never been
in love, but—but you can understand.”

Peter gave him a curious look, But he nodded as he
answered:

*“I can understand, Michael. Even without having been in
love, one is able to understand. But you can take my word,
both ae a friend and professionally, that you have no cause for
anxiety. You won't be able to see Mrs. Brent for a few days—
but you will then see her agaln well and strong. Davison is
with her now-—devoted, and the best of nurses. I shall look in
again in the morning. Now, can I give you a lift?”

Michael went by his train, comforted. But Peter Calecroft’s
brow was dark with troubled thought after Michael was gone.

Michael did not know, and did not understand. But Peter
knew that Mrs. Brent was aware of the dead man's identity—
knew that he was her husband. He knew, or as good as Knew,
that the blackguard who had come back from death had been
on his way to see IPaula, the day he had been knocked over by
the doctor's cer. He had laughed when Michael gaid that he
was golng to marry Paula Brent --the sardonic hound. Peter
could hawve found it in his hearl to wish that he had not
awerved the car in time and saved that worthless life. But the
man was dead now—her burden was gone for ever., She did not
know what the doctor had seen from the foot of the cliff that
night, Why, then, was the man's death such a shock to lher
why was it she lay with white frce and staring eyes, like one
haunted by a spectre of horror? Peter, like Michael, was
puzzled.

And he was puzzled the next morning when he calied to sec
his patient. Paula was pale, quiet, but her eyes were staring,
and—the doctor was sure of it—frightened. What was her fear™
She might have feared Jude Brent alive—but dead, why should
she fear?
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Davison was tired. But when the doctor, speaking to her
aside before he left, suggested that Miss Wylie might relieve her
at the patient’s bedside, Davison shook her head.

“Miss Wylie has offered, sir, more than once. But the
mistress will not have her in the room. I thought she was going
to faint, when Miass Wylie just looked in at the door for a minute.
She does not seem able to bear the sight of her face.”

And Dr. Caleroft went his way a still more puzzled man, He
'phoned to Michael that there was no cause for uneasiness: but
in his heart of hearts he did not feel so sure himself. What was
it thot was weighing on his patient’s mind--what was it that
brought that fear Into her eyes?

But on the fourth day, Paula was downstairs when the
doctor called. She was still very pale, and her eyes still held
that look that perplexed and haunted the doctor. But she met
him with a faint smile.

“I am hetter, doctor.”

“ Yes,” sald Peter, as he sat down facing her. *“ You are
better, Mrs. Brent. 1 shall be able to tell Michael so. May I
tell him also that he m&;y come-—"

“«0Oh! No! No!” t was a panting cry. ‘ Not Michaell”

“ He has heen very anxious, Mrs. Brent.”

«T know! I know! Poor Michael! But—but——"
# You must not agitate yourself, Say no more about it,” sald
Dr. Caleroft. * But—Mrs, Brent—I am not only your medical

attendant. We used to be friends, too."”

“ Aren't we friends now?"” asked Paula, smiling faintly.

“I hope so! May I ask you, both as a medical man and as
a friend, to confide in me!” said Peter, quietly. “ A medical
man’'s lips are sealed, &s vou know—whatever you tell him is a
dead aecret. And a friend might help.”

“ There is nothing——nothing—onﬁfu"

“ You do not trust me?"

“Yea! Yes! Yes! But—" Paula clasped her hands. She
could not tell Michael. But could she not tell her doctor—a
doctor’s lips were sealed, as he said—and he had always been
her friend-—quiet and unobtrusive, but a good friend. And
perhaps he could help her-—and heaven knew she neceded help.

Her words came with a sudden rush.

“¥ou'll believe me? Mildred does not beliecve me! But—
doctor, that—that man—the man who was found under the eliff
—he was—was Oh, I cannot tell you.”

“ You nced not tell me,” =said Peter. “ I know.”

She geve him a startled look,

“You knew?"”

“T had seen him—and recognized him,” said Peter, briefly.

“ And vou said nothing?"

« Silence is sometimes golden,” sald Dr. Calcroft,

« Oh!" breathed Paula. " You knew! That msakes it easler!
Doctor, I met him—that night—on the cliff-top! DBut—he was
‘alive—he. was as usual—when I left him-—— ©h, doctor, you
bhelieve that? Say you believe it?"

« Of course I believe every word you tell me, Mrs. Brent.”

“ God bless you for that! But—but Mildred does not believe
it!” breathed I’aula.

Peter Caleroft started viclently.

“ Miss Wylie! What has she to do with it?" he exclaimed.

“ She knew!” muttered Paula. * She—she overheard--she
knew I was going there that night—and—and she believes—--
Oh, the horror of it-—she believes that I—that I—that it was not
an accident—that I God help me!”

She broke off, startled by the doctor’s look. His face had
become so grim that it almost frightened her.

“ =g that is it?” Peter Calcroft breathed hard. “ That

"

ywomarnr—she pretends te believe that you——
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~rary ene wouuyos i noanea raula. " And--and what will

others belleve? I waa there—I cannot deny that 1 was there!
He was my husband—back from the dead!  And—and——'"

‘*And he was blackmailing you? I understand.”

“ And—and they will all believe as i)
there-—no one else was there—and —and———

“No one else?" said Peter Calcroft, grimly. “ And has that
woman asked a price for her silence?”

" Cedar Court!” said Paula, faintly. * But—but that is not
the worst. To be under this fear—this haunting terror 2

“ Mrs, Brent, I am glad that you nave trusied me with this
story. I have something to tell you in my turn—something that
I never dreamed, till now, wouid ever pass my lips!” said Dr.
Calcroft, “ and when I have told you, all your fears will be gone-—
and, like Macbeth, we'll throw physic to the dogs and have none
of it.” He smiled. “¥You will not need me again, and I shall
lose a patient—but I shall keep my friend! Listen to me,
Mrs. Erent Listen!"

And Paula listened,

CHAPTER THE ELEVENTH

AFTER DARKNESS, LIGHT!

J}" ILDRED WYLIE fixed her cold eyes on the stocky figure of
the doctor, as she came into the library. Ile bowed politely
and handed her a chair.

" You wished to speak to me?" she asked., *“ About Paula, I
suppose? She seems very much better,”

“She ls_indeed wvery much better, Miss Wylle,” said Dr.
Calcroft. “I have no doubt that we shall now see a swift and
complete recovery."”

“ That is good news!” said Mildred.

“ But she will not be able to say good-bye to you before you
leave, Miss Wylie.”

" Before I leave? I don't understand. I am not leaving,

clieves—I was

Dr, Calcroft!”
“ I underftand there was some intention of going to reside
in Wales "

“I have changed that intention "

“I recommend a change back!” said Dr, Calcroft, “and an
immediate departure. Not later than thls afterncon.”

" ¥ou have not taken leave of your senses, by any chance?"
asked Mildred Wylie, contemptuously.

“Not at all! Perhaps I should explain that Mrs. Brent has
explained to me the trouble that was weighing on her mind,
and was the cause of her illness."”

Mildred's thin lips set hard,

“What has she told you, doctor?*

“That' you have accused her of causing the death of her late
husband, Jude Brent, by a fall from the Lovers’ L.eap. And that
you have modestly asked for Cedar Court as the price of your
silence—a somewhat high price, don't you think, Miss Wylie?”

Mildred's hard face did not falter.

“If she is fool enough to tell you, let it be so!"” she said,
calraly. "I imagine that you will keep ber secret. It is not, T
believe, the duty of a medical man to put the noose round the
neck of his patient.”

It might be his duty to put it round another neck!” said
Peter Caleroft. “I was on the beach beolow the Lovers' Leap
that night, Miss Wylie."

She started.

“I met Jude Brent, and talked with him, bafore he zazonded
the cliff path,” went on Dr. Calcroft, quietly. *“1I saw the struggle
on the cliff All was quite clear and plain, Mics Wylie, in the
moonlight——" :
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“You —saw- i

"I saw Jude Brent come crashing down, I saw the face of
the woman who had hurled him to his death. And I am prepared,
if necessary, to swear to what I saw, in a court before a ju
and jury,” said Dr. Calcroft, criaply. "I have said nothing, Mlics
Wylie, for reasons you may be eble to understand. The man was
@ brute and a blackguard—you may have acted in sclf-
defence 't

"I did! T did!” Mildred's face was colourless now, * The
ruflian—he found me where I wags hidden—he knew I knew him
—he dragged me to the edge of the cliff-—you know it, if vou
saw what you say you saw "

"I guessed it said Peter Calcroft. " You were spying
ind he found you -and you acted in self-defence. The jury may
call it manslaughter. You chose to call it murder when you
slackmailed Mrs. Brent.”

Mildred Wylie clenched her hands.

“You have told her thig?”

"I have told her”

Miidred glanced at her wrist-watch.

“I shall need a trunk call to Wales.” she said. “ There is a
train, I believe, at four o'clock- London to-night, Wales to-
Dorrow.  Is there anything more you wish to say to me befare
I go and pack, Dr, Caleroft?”

He gave her an almost admiring look.

" Only that I shall say nothing, so long as you keep at a
good distance from Cedar Court” he seid. *“ But you hsve
guessed that, It is an unsavoury story, and the leas said about it,
the better.”

I understand that, of course,” snid Mildred Wylie.

“And you have no regrets?” he acked, curiously,

" None! Except one—"

" And that <o

“ That my act has made it possible for Paula Brent to marry
Michael Heathcote. But even that has its compensation,” added
Mildred, venomously. “I am not blind, Dr. Caleroft—and I know
that when another man takes Paula Brent, it will be the hardest
blow vou have ever had. That is a consolation.”

The door closed on her, He stood, for a long minute, gazing
at the door,

Y'What a woman!" he said, at last.

PAULAM

" Yes, Michael!!"

* This is jolly!"

IPaula smiled. They were seated in the grass, like a couple
of children, and as happy as children, in the sunlight filtering
through the¢ shady branches overhead.

“T've been holding vour hand,” said Michael, “for ten
minutes,”

" Have you timed it?"

“Yes: by my wrist-watch.”

“Ang you're not tired vet?”

*No! It is a very nice little hund, and T love holding it. 2ut
I can think of an improvement,” said Michael, He shifted =
attle nearer, and passed his arm round Paula., “Ts that bettcr,
worse, or just the same?”

Paula laughed.

“1 like to hear you laugh,” said Michael, “ We're going to
laugh our way through life, Paula.”
" Boy!"”

“ Girl!” retorted Michael, " Aren't we happy ?”
“Iam!" said Paula.
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“ 8ame here! Life i3 a jolly old proposition,” said Michael
“We're going to enjoy every minute of it. But I shant feel
quite sefe till the fatal words are pronounced—not till you'rs my
wife, Paula. You're a bit changeable."

“on, Michael!"

“ Weren't you going to throw me over once”’ he demanded.
“ And didn't I have to hold you in my arms, and refuse to let
you go, till you promised again to marry me after all””

“Yes!" sald Paula, looking at him, Michael knew nothing
of what she had gone through—and never would know.

“If you begin that game again,” said Michael, "I shall deal
with you in the same manner, madam! I don't mind, really—
T rather like helding you in my arms. Still, you musn’t have
any more of these fancies, darling.”

“1 won't!" said Paula.

“That's right! 3till, we needn't waste time, now that every-
thing's so happily seltled,”” said Michael. " What about to-
morrow 7"

“Oh, Michael."”

“Well, the next day, then?”

“ Next month, if you like!" said Paula,

“If that's the best vou can do for mes, Paula—'

" The very best”

“ Then I'll have fiftv thousand milllon kisses to g9 on with!”
=ald Michael, " and after that—"

" That will lake some time,” said Paula, ' so what after
that?"

“ Fifty thousand million more.”

And they laughed together.

THE END
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