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CHAPTER XXVII.—(Continued.

Frank Littimer shook off the grasp

gently. He looked up for the first time.
“] expected nothing,” he said. “1—I

did not come of my own free will. I am

silent now for the sake of myself and

others. But the time may come—Grod-

knows it has been long delayed. For the

present, I am bound in honor to bold my

tongue.”

" He flashed one sittle glance at Henson,

a long, angry glance. Littimer looked
from one to the other in hesitation for a

where. And if ever I find out I have—

pshaw, I am talking like a sentimeuial |

school girl. Have I not had evidence
etrong as proof of Holy Writ that

gers me, Go, and never let me see you
again. Reginald you were a fool to bring
that boy here tonight. See him off the
premises and fastened the door again.”

“Surely,” Christabel interfered, “surely
at .this time of the night—"

“You should be in bed,” Littimer said,
tartly. “My dear young lady, if you and
1 are to remain friends 1 must ask you
to mind your own business. It is a dread-
fully difficult thing for a woman to do,
but you must try. You understand?”’

Christabel was: evidently putting a
strong constraint on her tongue, for she

merely bowed and said nothing. She had |
her own good reasons for the diplomacy |

of silence. Henson and Frank Littimer
were disappearing in the direction of the
staircase. .

I say nothing,” Christabel said. “But

at the same time I don’t fancy I _shall{
care very much for your dié.tinxulsl'ned-t

friend Reginald Henson.” |
Littimer smiled. All his good humor
scemed to have returned to him. Only

accentuated.

“A slimy, fawning hound,” he whisper- ‘saldeO you bappen to kBow an iiing uhout
od. “A mean fellow. And the best of it yjp,m Hensogpasked yuhing
is that he imagines that I hold the high- { v

est regard for him.. (Good-night.”

CHAPTER XXVIIL

A Squire of Dames.

gone and her magnificent eyes gleamed and
eparkled.

Christabel Lee and Chris Henson for one
and the same person.”

would have felt less easy in his mind had

Yrank Littimer and himeelf knew that the
second copy of “The Crimson Blind” had
passed into Bell's possession.

But Chris.was quite aware of the fact.
And Chris as Chris was supposed by Hen-
con to be dead and buried; and was, there-

fore, in a position to play her cards as she m

pleased. Up to now it seemed to her that
she had played them very well indeed. A
cipher telegram from Longdean had warn-
ed her that Hensorr was coming there, had
given her more than a passing hint what
Jenson required, and her native wit had
told her why Henson was after the Rem-
brandt. . .

Precisely why he wanted fhe picture ehe
had not discovered yet,” But ehe knew
¢hat ehe would before long. And ehe knew
also that Henson would, try and obtain
the print without making his presence at
Littimer Castle obvious. He was bringing
Trank Littimer with him, and was there-
fore going to use the youngér man in some
cunning wiy. it

That Henson would try and get into the
castle surreptitiously Chris had felt from
the first. Once he did eo the rest would
e eagy, as he knew exactly where to lay
Jiis hand on the picture. Therefore he
«ould have no better time than the dead
of night. If his presence were betrayed
he could turn the matter aside as a joke
and trust to his native wit later on. 1f
Jie had obtained the picture by stealth
he would have discreetly disappeared, cov-
cring his tracks as he retreated.

still, it had all fallen out very fortunate-
ly. Henson had been made to look ridicul-
ows; he had been forced to admit that he
was giving Littimer a Jesson over the
Rembrandt, and though the thing appear-
«d innocent enough on the surface, Chris
was sanguine that Jater on &he could bring
this up in evidence against him.

“So far so good,” ehe tod herself.
“Watch, watch, watch, and act when the
time comes. But it was hard to meet
Jrank tonight and be able to say nothing.
‘And how abjectly miserable ‘he looked!
Well, let us hope that the good time 18
coming.”

Chris was up betimes in the morning
and out on the terrace. She felt no fur-
dher uncasiness on the ecore of the dis-
zuiee now. lMenson was certain to be in-
quisitive, it was part of his nature, but
‘he was not going to learn anything. Chris
emiled as she saw Henson lumbering to-
wards her. He scemed all the better for
his nights’ rest.

“The rcee blooms early here,” he eaid,
gallantly. “‘Let me express the hope that
vou have quite forgiven me for the fright
T gave you last night.”

“] guess 1 don’t recollect the fright,”
Chriz drawled. ‘““And if there was any
fright I calculate it was on the other side.
‘And how are you this morning? You Jook
as if you had been in the wans. Got some
trouble with your throat, or what?”

“ A wlight operation,” Henson said, airily.
“1 have been epeaking too much in public
Jately and a little €omething had to be
removed, 1 am much better.”

The ready lie tripped off his tongue.
Chris smiled slightly.

“Do you kncw, vou remind me very
much of somebody,” he went on. “And
yet 1 don’t know why, because ‘'vou are
quite different. Lord Littimer tells me
you are an American.”

“The Sturs and Stripes,” Chris laughed.
“] guess our ‘nation is the first on earth.
Now, if you happen to know anything
about Beston—" o

to render him uneasy. “Have you been in
England veof long?”’
Chrie replied that ehe was enjoying Eng-

e —————

But ‘she was not and related to some
quired without delay, and

land for the firet time.
| there to answer questions, her role was to
But &he was dealing with a
past master in the art of gleaning informa-
tion, and Henson was getting on her
nerves. She gave a little ery of pleagure
as a magnilicent specimen of a bloodhound
came trotting down the terrace and paus-
ed in friendly fashion before her.

“What a lovely dog.” ehe exclaimed. “Do
you like dogs, Mr. Henson?”

She looked up beamingly into his face as
the heavy features

ing one of the addresses.

‘she spoke; she saw
darken and the eyes grow small with
moment. The hard lines between his | 208 :
brows softened. b

“Perhaps I am wrong,” he muttered. | H
“Perhaps there has been a mistake sorae-

Joathe them, and they loathe me,”
“Look at him!”
He pointed to the dog, who showed hisl
| teeth with an angry growl.
great sleek head lay against the girl’s knee
in perfect confidence.
| uneasily and backed a little way.
dog marked his every movement.
“See how the brute shows his teeth at
“Pleage send him away,
Miss Lee. T am certain he is getting
ready for a «oriug’”

enson growled.

Ilenson looked on

Get out of my sight, your presence an-!
me,” he said.
“T am
. T am afraid : ;

. '‘as white and hot and Cha =0
wet, his lips uc.aibled. He was horribly
afraid. Chris patted tic «lky head and
dismissed the dog wilh « curt command.
He went off instantly with a wietful, back-
ward look in his eye.

“We. are going to be groat |
doggie and 1,” Chris said, gaily.
don’t like you any the better, Mr. Henson,
because you don’t like dogs and they
dont’ like you. Dogs are far bet
of character than you imagine.

conscious of for
! The invigorating air of the place
¢ nls, that|seemed to have got into her veins, the
cruel depression of the House of the Silent ) ;
Sorrow was passing away. Again, she had th‘"{ m_yself that he will succeed in clear-
hope and youth on her side, and every- ly vindicating his character.” :

thing was falling out beautifully. It was Littimer smiled sarcastically as he trifl-
a pleasanter world than Chris had antici- ed with his claret glass. In his cynieal

S e
“What Dr. - Bell?” Henson demanded,

Chris had paused just in time; perhaps
her successful disguise hed made her a
trifle reckless.

“Dr. Hatherly Bell,” ehe said. “He used
to be a famous man before he fi
grace over something or another. I heard
?im Jecture on the animal instinct in Boe-
e : on once, and he said—but as you don’t
the dark lines under his eyes were more}ca_re for dogs it doesn’t matter what he

between the roses

“Very little. I never met him, if that is
! what you mean. But I heard that he had
..done something particularly disgraceful.
| Why do you ask?”’
vd"Not‘hing more than :
: 4 !"dence,” Henson replied. “It is just a little
A little later. ajld 'Ch-nsmbel satl be{:“fe | strange that you sll)\ould mentioin his name
ser looking glass with her lovely hair' here especially after what had happened
about her shoulders. The glasses Were Jas¢ night. I suppose that, being an Am-
ggrica;, _vIou.fEI] in love with the Rem-
ark Lo : | brandt. It was you who suggested securing
e LA
E‘md s tl'mt I‘ i et i ; little jest from’ being successfully carried
dreadful house I feel a different being"‘»mrlit:;t ?vgscos‘tl;?e o h’%’v S
Strange what a difference a few hours has| - o B
made! And I hardly need my disguiee—| gpiriting away
even ab this moment I believe that Enid | Dychess.”
would not recognize Ifx“e- She will b’i
pleased to know that her telegram cam¢ Rembrandt was Dr. Hatherly Bell. He
Jdn &0 ueefully. Wenzbggre I’qllam, “dvlgst’ole it that he might pay a gambling
on’t fancy that anybody will recognlz€ debt, and it was subsequently found in his
idugg:fe before he could pass it on to the
e o here broahing ber hair and|Docyme e gl 2:?222&;&
letting her thoughts drift idly over the favorite at the castle.”
events of the evening. Reginald Heneon,

back distinetly.

It was as if at some time it had been
with a hammer, a broad,
strong, cruellooking thumb, flat and sin-
ister-looking as the head of a enake. In
the centre, like a pink pearl dropped in-a

filthy gutter, was one tiny, perfectly-

“The knowledge is as gener eyes met those of Chris.
eves set in a coarse, brutal face, the face
of a criminal, Chris thought, if she were a
judge of such matters.

a shock to see that the stranger was in

“Quite €0. Well, the man who stole the It came quite as

“]—I beg your mpardon,”’ Chris “stam-

Henson emerged from the arbour. For
‘once in a way he appearéd confused, there
was a flush on his face that told of an-
noyance ill suppressed.

“Please don’t go away,” he said. “Mr.| T 2 AR = :
Merritt will think that he has alarmed foot might have 1éulted in a serions ac-
Miss Lee, this is my very good
friend and co-worker in’ the field, the Rev-|Peared..
erend James Merritt.”

“Ig Mr. Merritt a friend of Lord Litti-| hoarsely. .
mer’s?”’ Chris asked, demurely. 1 :

“Littimer hates the cloth,” Henson re|muttered reply. “Good job as I'm used to
plied. “Indeed, he has no sympathy what-|2 seafaring life, or I should never have
ever with my work. 1 met my gobd friend got up those cliffis. Where's the girl?”
quite by accident in the village just now,|. “Oh, the girl's right enough. She’s stand-
and I brought him here for a chat. Mr.|INg exactly where she can hear the cry of
Merritt is taking a well-earned holiday.” |the suffering in distress. You can leave

Chris replied graciously that she didn’t | that part of the drama to me. She’s a
She did not deem it necessary |smart girl with plenty of pluck, but all
to add that ehe knew that one of Mr.|the same I am going to make use of her.
Henson's mystic telegrams had been ad- Have you got. the things?”
dressed to one James Merritt at an ad- “(ot, everything, pardner. Got a proper
dress in Moreton Wells, a town some fif- wipe over the skull, to0.”
teen miles away. That the scoundrel was| ‘“How on earth did you manage to do
up to no god she knew perfectly well.

“Your work much be very interesting,” | “Meddling with Bell, of course. Why
she said. “Have you been in the Churel didn’t- you let him comre and pro-
long, Mr, Merritt?” :

Merritt said hoarsely that he had not | should have been all ready to flabbergaster
been in the Church very long. His dread: him when he did come.”
ful grin and fog' voice suggested that he| “My good Merritt, T have not the slight-
was a brand plucked from the burning, | est doubt aboiit it. My plans are too care-
and that he had only recently come over fully laid for them to go astray. But, at
| to the side of the angels. The whole time| the eame time, 1 firmly believe in having
ver met Chris’ glance once.|more than one plan of attack and more
t prison would | than two ways of escape. Tf we could have
Henson | despoiled Bell of his picture it would have
In his suave,| been utterly useless for him to have come
diplomatic way he contrived to manoeuvre | here. He would have gone back preferr-
Merritt off the ground at length.

“An excellent fellow,” he said, with ex-|cock-and-bull story to the effect that he
“It wae a great!had been robbed of his treasure on the
ver James Mer-| way. And eo he got the best of you,

“I am much obliged to you,’
e e ey e T Tl & oo o
| O e e nd e e
N 1 | a G aobody Besides| T i moo g bere sone

| Littimer in one of his mocds. He appears
| to be angry about something.”

Littimer strode up, with a frown on his
face and a telegram in his hand. Henson
assumed to be mildly sympathetic.

“I hope it is nothing serious?”’ he mur-

“Serious,” Litimer cried. “The acme of
The telegram has
‘Must see"you tonight on import-
ant business affecting the past.
hope to be with you some time after din-

«“And who is the audacious aspirant to
Chris asked, demurely.

“A man I expect you never heard of,”
said Littimer, “but who is quite familiar
to Henson here. I am alluding to that
scoundrel Hatherly Bell.”

“Good heavens!” Henson burst out. “I
—T ‘mean, what colossal impudence!”

CHAPTER XXIX.
The Man With the Thumb Again.

Chris gave Henson one swift searching
"glance before her eyes dropped demurely
Lord Littimer appeared
to be taking no heed of anything but his
own annoyance. But, quick as Chris had
been, Henson was quicker. He was smiling
the slow, sad smile of the man who turns
the other cheek because it is his duty to

he spoke he ne
The chaplain of a convic
have turned from him in disgust.
wae obviously ill at ease.

to ‘the ground.

aggerated enthusiasm.
day for us when we won o )
ritt. He can reach a class which hitherto €h?”
we have not touched.”

“He looks as if he

“And when does Mr. Bell arrive?” he

“He won’t arrive at all.” Littimer said,
“Do you suppose I am going
{o allow that scoundrel under my roof
The amazing impudence of the
fellow is beyond everything.
probably reach
10 o’clock train.

Moreton Station by the
The drive will take him
an hour, if I choose to permit the drive,
I'll send a groom to meet
the train with & letter. When Bell has
read that letter he will not come here.”
“] don’t think I should do that,” Hen-
son said, respectfully.
You are really a clever fel-
And what would you do?”
“] ghould suffer Bell to come.
Christian I should deem it my duty to do
so.. It paine me to say so, but I am afraid
that T cannot contravert your suggestion
that Bell is a scoundrel.

which I don’t.

rived guest, and set up in all
and splendor that Littimer

It grieves me to
instance the proofs

chance—a chance that we have misjudged
a man on false evidence.”
“False evidence! Why, the Rembrandt

was actually found Bell's portman-

“Dear friend, I know it,” Henson said,
with the same slow, forgiving smile.
there have been cases of black treachery
dark conspiracies that one abhors.
Bell might have made some stupendous
discovery regarding his character. I should
see him, my lord; oh, yes, I ehould most.
undoubtedly see him.”

“And so should

“But | the drawn anx
{ ul ag the ecene was, there seem-
1! ed to Chris to be a touch of

! she had in her hair a sit

“0f course Henson pretends
all this kind of thing,” Littimer said.
would have you believe

TLittimer emiled, -with all traces of his
He seemed to be con-
templating Henson with his head on one|
side, as if to fathom that gentleman’s|
1 There was just the suspicion
of ccntempt in his glance.

“In the presence of so much goodness
and beauty T feel quite
| “Very well, Henson, I’ll see Bell.

“] never was in Boston in my life,” | find the interview diverting.”
Henson replied, hastily. The name seemed |

ill-humor gone.

“T hope that time may long
red,” Henson murmured,
|

lost,” he said.

Henson strolled away with a sigh of]
Once out of sight he flew | ing c¢
to the library, where he scribbled a couple
of telegrams. They were carefully worded

gentle rleasure.

you this afternoon?”

apocryphal parce] re-, Henson hactened to explan. Littimer
1 calculated to| was emphatically of opinon  that such
convey nothing to the lay mind.. A ser- viettors were better kept at a distance for
vant was despatched to the village with | tlie present. When all the rare plate and
Henson would have been pleased | treasure of Littimer Castle had been dis-
had he known that the fascinating little posed of for philanthropic purposes it
American had waylaid his messenger and | would not matter. ‘"

read his telegrams under the plea of verify- “There was a time when the enterprie-
A moment or | ing burglar got his knowledge of the do-
two later and those addresses were care- mestic and physical geography of a house
fully noted down in a
was past five before Chris foun

1t | from the servants. Now he reforms, with

1 hereelf | the great advantage that he can lay his
with a libtle time on her hands again. Lit- | plan of campaign from personal observa-
timer had kept her pretty busy all the|tion. It is a much more admirable
afternoon, partly because there was S0 method, and tends to avert suspicion from
much to do, but partly from the pleasure| the actual criminal.”
that he derived from his secretary’s so-| “You would not speak thus if you knew
He was more free with her than)Merritt,” said Henson.
he had been with any of her sex for years.| “AJ] the same, I don'® want the privi-
It was satisfactory, too, to Jlearn that Lit-|jege,” Littimer smiled. ‘A man with a
timer regarded Henson as a smug and oily | face like that couldn’t -reform; nature
hypocrite, and that the latter was only| ould resent such an enormity. And yet
going to be left Littimer Castle: to spite | vouy can never tell Physically spea.kilng
the owner’s other relations. : ; ; < .
“Now you run into the garden and get
a blow,” Littimer eaid at length.
telling you a lot too much.
you are a most insinuating young person.”
Chris ran out into the garden gaily.
Despite the crushing burden on her shoul-
ders sne felt an elation and a flow of spir-
{its she had not been

my quondam friend Hatherly Bell has a
perfect face.” -

“I confess T am ansioys ‘to gee him,”
“j-—J heard ‘him Jecture in
America. He had the most interesting
theory about dogs. Mr.. Henson hates
dogs:.”

“Yes.” Henson said, shortly, “I do, and
they hate me, but that does not prevent
my being interested in the coming of Dr.
Bell. And nobody hopes more sincerely

way he was looking forward to the in-

She went along more quietly after a terview with a certain sense of amuse-
There was a tiny arbour on a ter- | ment. And there was a time when he
race overlooking the sea to which Chris had enjoyed Bell’s society immensely.
had taken a particular fancy. She picked “Well, you will not have long to wait
her way daintily along the grass paths now;” he said. “It is Jong past ten, and
she - suddenly | Bell is due at any moment after eleven.
emerged upon the terrace. She had pop- | Coffec in the balcony, please.”
ped out of the roses swiftly as a squirrel| Tt was a gloriously warm mnight, with
peeps from a tree.
Somebody was in the arbour, two peo-|air. Down below the sea beat with a
ple talking earnestly. One man stood UP| gentle sway against the cliffs. On the
with his back to Chris, one hand gripping| grasay slopes a belated lamb wag bleating
the outS}de ragged bark of the arbout| for its dam. Chris strolled quietly down
frame with a peculiarly nervous, restless | the garden with her mind at peace for a
Chris could see the hand turned| e’ She had almost forgotten her mis-

Betoe chiniled 1‘; dg;ec: st?rtonl;arauzﬁ sion for the moment. A figure slipped

Such a thumb! Chris had seen nothing like

just a faint suspicion of a breeze on the

gently past her on the grass, but she ut-
terly failed to notice it.

“An exceedingly nice girl, that,” Litti-
mer was saying, ‘“‘and distinctly amusing.
Excuse me if I leave you here—a. tend-
ency to ague and English night air don’t
blend together.”

CHAPTER XXX.

The owner of the thumb stepped back Gone!
the better to give way to a fit of hoarse . c
He turned slightly aside and his| Tt was the very moment tnat Fenson

They were small i1,,4 heen waiting for. All his listlessness

had vanished. He sprang to his feet and
made his way hurriedly across the lawn.
Dark as it ‘was, he slipped along with the
ease of one who  is familiar with every
inch of the ground. - A man half his weight
and half his age could have been no more
active. . e

He advanced to:what seemed to-be the
very edge of the cliff and disappeared.
There were rocks;and grassy knolls which
served as landmarks to him. A glip of the

cident. Above the gloom a head ap-
“That you, )igrritt'.‘” Henson asked,

“Oh, it’s me right enough,” came the

that?”

duce his picture in peace? < We

ing to accept defeat to arriving with a

“Rather! 1 fa;neied that I was pretty

had been in jail,”|strong, but —well, it doesn’t matter. Here

I am with the tools, and I ain’t going to

“Oh, he hae,” Henson admitted, candid-| fail this time. Before Bell comes the
“Many a time.”
Chris deemed it j
unpleasant experience might
again, but she only smiled an

little trap will be ready and you will be

ust poseible that the able to prove an alibi.”

be endured| Henson chuckled hoarsely. He loved
d expressed | dramatic effect, and here was one to hand.
herself to be deeply interested. The un-| He almost fancied that he could see the
easiness in Hensons manner gradually dis-| white outline of Chris’ figure from where
the girl suspected hestood.

She would have liked to have “(tet, along,” he eaid. “There is no time
asked a question or two about Mr. :
ritt’s thumb, but she deemed it prudent| Merritt nodded and began to make his

Mer- | to lose.”

way upward. Some way above him Chris

Dinner came at length, dinner served in| was looking down. Her quick ear had de-
all in honor of ‘the recently ar-| tected some suspicious sound. She watch-

the panoply | ed eagerly. Just below her the big electric saw his
| complication.

affected at! Jight on the castle tower cast a band of
times. The best plate was laid out on the| flae athwart the cliff. Chris looked to know who bis enemy was; it was a |“Keep straight on’
There were banks and cop- | down steadily at this. Presently she saw
pices of flowers
palm nodded o
priceless china.
lights made pools
and flowers and gleamin
dozen big footmen went
with noiseless tread.
Henson shook his head p
this show and eplendor.

at either corner, a huge, a hand uplifted into the belt of flame, a
ver gilver and glass and ' hand grasping for a Jedge of rock, and a
The softly shaded electric; quickly stifled cry ros¢ tq. her lips. The
of amber flime on fruit| thumb on the hand was smashed flat, there dealer, who had originally sold “The Crim-| the stick in Rell's lett hand came d
g erystal. Half-a-{ was a tiny pink nail in the centre.

about their \vorki Chris’ heart gave one quick leap, then

her senses. came back to her. She needed

layfylly at all | nobody to tell her that the owner of the
His good humor  hand was James Merritt. Nor did she re-
was of the elephantine order, and Dbelied | quire any fine discrimination to perceive
jety of his eyes. Luxurious! that he was up to no good. That it had

something to do with the plot against Bell

clectricity in|ehe felt certain. But the man was com-
suggestion of something about | ing now, he could only reach the top of the
Littimer glanced at her admir- | cliff just under the wall where ehe was
26 dressed in white eatin, and | standing, Chris peered eagerly down into
rgle diamond star | the path of light until the intruder looked

up. Then ehe jerked back, forgetting that

to condemn | she was in the darkness and abeolutely in-
“He | visible. The action was disastrous, how-
when he!ever, for it shook Chris’ diamond star
comes into his own the plate and wine | from her head, and it fell gently almost
will be sold for the benefit of the pnor,int the feet of the climber. An instant
and the seats of the mighty filled with de-!

cayed governesses and

Jater and his eves had fallen upon it.

antiquated (-‘hop—; “What bloomin’ luck,” he said, hoarsely.

| “1 euppose that girl vonder must have

be defer-| dropped it over. Well, it is as good as a

| couple of hundred pounds to me, anyway.

caid, drily,! Little miskie, yow'd better take a tearful
“which is one of the disadvantages of be- farewell to your lumps of sugar, as you'll
By the way, who was never &te them again.”

Jooking scoundrel I saw with| To Chris’s quivering indignation he slip-

ped the star into his breast pocket. Just

| procee
| thing the
‘Littimer to the effect that he must
‘him on important business. He had an |strong point. And he was not fearful of

of crying out. She wase glad ehe had re-|ear once more.”

frained a second after, for a really brilliant

thought occurred to her. She had mever | Rembrandt, eh?”
life,| ‘‘That's it. I flatter myself I ehall as-|or of Bell's assault. Ile lay there, pant-

evolved anything more clever in her

but she did not quite reaiize that as yet. tonish him. I've sent a telegram to

Nearer and nearer the man with

the | I'm coming today, after which I ehall

maimed thumb came. Chris stepped back jceed to storm the citadel. 1 feel all
into the shadow. She waited till the in-|safer because nobody knows 1 have
truder had slipped past her in the direc- | engraving.”

tion of the castle, and prepared to follow| “My dear chap, somebody knows

at a discreet distance. Whatever he

after, she felt sure he was being ordered

was | have the picture.”

for the moment the girl was on the point wrong. I am bound to have Littimer's race av Littimer Castle, He knew that

he was in time for this part of the pro-

“You are going to show him the spare | gramme, despite the fact that his head

ached considerably from the force and vig-

say | ing and breathing heavily, waiting for the
pro- | signal to come.

the | Meanwuile, B:ll was jogging along placid-
the | ]y and with no fear in his heart at all,
He did not need anybody to tell him what
you | was the object of his late antagonist’s at-
tack. He knew perfectly well that if the

“Impossible!” Bell exclaimed. “Only | ruftian had got the better of him he would

and abetted by Reginald Hemson. Two yourself and Enid Henson can possibly be | never have seen the Rembrandt again.

minutes, five minutes, elapsed before
moved.

What was that? Surely a voice some-
where near her moaning for help. Chris

she |aware that—"

Henron's hounds were on the track; but it

“All the same, I am speaking the truth.” | would go hard if they pulled the quarry
David said. “Last might when you went | down just as the sanctuary was in sight.
into the hospital you gave me the print| Preeently Bell could see the lights of the

stood perfectly still, listening for the next|to take care of. At the same time 1| castle.

cry. Her eense of humanity had been

touched, she had forgotten Merritt entire- |asleep on the seat in the road facing
ly. Again the stifled cry for help came. hospital. Afterwards when Iv,looked round features of the driver, a very old servant
“Who are you?” Chris shouted. “And | he had disappeared. At the time 1 thought | of Littimer's. Bell took in the situation

where are you?”

nothing of it. When I came in he

“Henson,” came the totally unexpected | placed the precious roll of paper on
reply. “I'm down below on a ledge of | writing-table under the window yonder.| Lund?’ he asked.
rock. No, m not particularly badly hurt, The winflow is a small one, as you

but I dare not move.”

see, and was opened about a foot at

Chris paused for a moment, utterly be-|ton. I sat here with the light down
the | the room faintly illuminated b)'_the light | back. And when I got here [ couldn’t
Jookout for his accomplice, she thought,|in the conservatory. After a little
and had miesed his footing and fallen. Pity (I saw a hand and arm groping for some- | wasn't a bit nervous that it might have
he had not fallen a little farther, ghe mur- | thing on the table, and I'm quite sure the | been some plan to .rob you. And I was
But |hand and arm were groping for your| going to drive slowly along to the station
this was only for a moment, and her sense | Rembrandt. The fellow muttered some-|again when you turned up
of justice and humanity speedily returned. thing that I failed to understand, and I “Oh, there's nothing wrong.”" eaid Bell,
4] cannot see anything of you,” ehe said. |made a grab for him and got him. Then | cheerfully. “And I don’t look as if T'd
“Al] the same, I can eee your outline” the other hand made a dash for my head | come to any harm. Anybody staying at

wildered. Henson must have been on

mured bitterly, and broken his neck.

Heneon eaid, dismally. “I don’t feel quite

o frightened now. I can hang on a bit |had to let go.” .

Jonger, especially now T know assistance

noticed a rough-looking man presumably | By the Jodge gates stood a dog cart; in

the ' the flare of the lamps Bell recognized the
re [|at a glance. ‘
my “Is this the way you come for me,
can “I'm very sorry, ~ir,” Lund replied.
the | “But a clergyman near the station said

and | you had gone another way, wo I turned

time | make top nor tail of the story. Blest if I

with an ugly piece of gas-piping, and I|the castle. Lund?”

“Only Mr. Reginald ITencon, sir,” TLund

“And you saw no more of the fellow?” | said. disparagingly.

is at hand. ‘At first I began to be afraid| “No; I didn’t expect to. 1 couldn't see| Bell started, but his emotion wae lost in

that I was a prisoner for the night. No;
don’t go. If I had a rope I should have

his fage, but there was one peculiarity he | the darkuese, It came as a great surprise
had that I might tell you for your future| to him to find that the enemy was actual-

the proper confidence to swarm up again. |guidance. He had a thumb smashed as |y in the field. And how apprehensive of
And there is a coil of rope in the arbor|flat as the head of a snake, with one
close by you. Hang it straight down over pink nail in the middle of it. So, if
end | meet a man like that on your journey to- s«miled to himeelf as he pictured Henson's

that middle boulder and fasten your
round one of those iron pilasters.”

day, look tto yourself. On the whole,

tiny [ danger he must be to come so0 far with his
you | health in so shattered a condition. Bell

you | face on sceing him.once more under that

The rope was there as Henson stated; [see that our enemies are a little more roof.

indeed, he had placed it there himeelf.
With the utmost coolness and courage
Ohris did as she was desired. But it took
some little time to coax the rope to go

over in tihe proper direction. There was |ald Henson knew esactly what had
and |pened. Under ordinary circumstances by about my mistake, sir—"
presently Henson, with every appearance this time Henson would be on his wa
of utter exhhustion, climbed over the ledge ' Littimer Castle, there tp checkmate
to the terrace. At the same moment an|man he had =0 deeply injured. But

alittle mutter of triumph from below,

owl hooted twice from the long belt of

trées at the bottom of the garden.

“I hope you are none the worse for your

adventure?’ Chris asked, politely.

so Bell imagined.

“Your information is likely to be of

Henson said sententiously that he fancied | greatest possible service to me. I'm

not, His familiarity with the cliffs

Jed him too far. If he bhad not fallen on
a ledge of rock goodness only knows what |grimly. “I'm gaining a vast quantity of
experience that will be of the greatest
her | yalue to me later on. Besides, T can go
and compare notes with Miss Ruth Gates

might have happened. Would Chris_be 80

good as to lend him the benefit of

arm back to the castle? Chris was graci-

had | you can't work.”

ously willing, but she was full of curiosity | whilst. you are away. She is soothing.

at the same time. Had Henson really

been in danger, or was the whole thing|“No, I must be off. I'll let you k

some part of an elaborate and cunning

plot? Henson knew perfectly well that
had taken a great fancy to the upper
race, and he might—

Really it was difficult to know what to
the [o’clock he was in the train for London. § g I
It was only after he left London that he |ment, probably a pair of steel pliers with

think. They passed elowly along till

lights here and there from the castle shone

she Juck to you here.”

what happens at Littimer Castle. Good

awake than you give them credit for.” “How long has Mr. Henson been here?”
Bell nocdded thoughtfully. The informa- he asked.” )

tion was of the greatest possible value to “Only came yesterday, &ir. Shall T drive

him. It told him quite plainly that Regin- | you up to _the house? And if you would-

hap- | n't mind saying nothing to his lordehip

y to| ““Make your mind easy on that score,”
the | Bell said, drily. “His lordeghip shall know
for- | nothing whatever about it. On the whole,

tunately Henson was laid by the heels, or 1 had better drive up to the house. How

familiar it all looks. to be sure.”

“[ am really obliged to you,” Bell said.| A minute later and Bell stood within the

the | walls of the castle.
OrTY

CHAPTER XXXII.

“Don’t worry about me,” David said, How the Scheme Worked Out.

Chris crossed the corridor like one who
'wa]ks in a. dream. She had not enough
energy left to be astonished even. Her
B mind traveled quickly over the events of

“So 1 ehould imagine,” Bell said, drily. the past hour, and she began to sce the

now | Way clear. - But how had somebody or
other maniged to remove the picture?
Chris examined the spot on the wall where

ter-| And Bell bustled off. He was pleased the Rembrandt had been wikh the eye of

to find a recent telegram of acceptance | | ! .
from Littimer awaiting him, and before 51, That partof the mystery was explained

a detective. \

in a moment. A sharp cuttipg instru-

on their faces. At the same time a carri- | began to crawl along. Thanks to slow & lever attachment, had been applied to
age had driven up to the hall door and a|local lines and a ‘badly fitting cross
visitor was getting out. With a strange |vice it: was nearly eleven o’clock before he heads had been ‘pinched off as clean as It
cense of cagerness and pleasure Chris re-|reached Moreton Station. It did not mat- they had been string. After that it was
cognized the handsome features and mis- |ter much, because Littimer had said

shapen ehape of Hatherly Bell.

a carriage should meet him.

ser- | the head of the four stays, and the flat

that merely necessary to remove the frame,
and a child could have done the rest.

“The expected guest has arrived,” Hen-| However, there was mo conveyance of| “How clever I am,” Chris told herself,

son said.

There was such a queer mixtures of | porter had already departed, ind the o
enarling anger and exulting triumph in his|one, who took Bell’s ticket, and was ; A :
voice that Chris looked up. Just for an|viously waiting to lock up, deposed that | sixpenny penknife. And in my conceit

instant Henson had dropped the mask

ure of it startled Chris. Like a flash

those miscreants.

“He is very handsome,” she contrived to

say, steadily.

. A
ray of light from the open door streamed
fully across his face. The malignant pleas-

any kind: outside the station. One sleepy | bitterly. “T'm like the astute people who

ther | put Chubb locks on Russia leather jewel-
ob- | cases that anybody could rip open with &

a carriage from the castle had come to I deemed the Rembrandt to be absolutely
the station, but that some clerical gentle- |safe. Now what—what is the game?”
man had come along and countermanded | It was much easier to ask the question

che |it. Whereupon the dog-cart had departed. than to answer it. But there were some
began to see how she had been used by| “Very strange,” Bell muttered. «“yWhat : facts sufficiently obvious to Chris. In the

sort of a pareon was it?”

“Handsome is . that handsome does,” |tie and a straw hat. Walked in a slo A r
Dr.|ing kind of way with _his hands down;|as an after-dinner lounge; indeed, she had
has | new curate from St. Albans, perhaps. told him so earlier in the day. He had

Henson quoted. ‘“Let us hope that
Bell will succeed in his mission. He
my best wishes.”

Chris turned away and walked slowly as!himself in a row.” e
possible up thes stairs. Another minute “Thanks,” Bell said, curtly. «11] man-|to him. The fact that he was in danger
ghe | age the walk; it’s only two miles. Good- |owing to a slip on the edge of the cliff

with that slimy hypocrite and she felt

must betray herself. Once out of sight|night.”

she flew along the corridor and enapped
up the electric light. She fell back with a

stifled cry of dismay, but she was more | well what this meant. It was pretty

sorrowful than surprised.

“I expected it,” she said. “I knew that

this was the thing they were after.”

attempt was being made to prevent

The precious copy of Rembrandt was no | reaching the castle. He called back to

Jonger there!

CHAPTER XXXI.
Bell Arrives.

porter.

asked.

A voice from the darkness said 5

i minutes,” and Bell trudged on with

There were more sides to the mystery | knowledge that one of his enemies !
than David Steel imagined. It had seem- least was close at hand. That Reginald {into the castle and effected the burglary.

'ed to him that he had pretty well all the . Henson was at the castle he had not

threads in his hands, but he would have | remotest idea. Nor did he fear pers as & : t
been astonished to know how much more | violence. Despite his figure, he was a icy for any of the domestics to be too
Hatherly Bell and Enid Henson could have | man of “enormous stredgth and courage. | wise. Chris forced a fnnle to her face

i told him.

But it seemed to Bell that there was

But he had not long to wait.
one| Somebody was coming down the lo

very important thing to be done before he | road towards him, somebody in clerica
proceeded any farther. He was interested | tire. The stranger stopped and politely, ‘t‘\'O\-or a one as T know, miss,” the
in the mystery as he was interested in |if a little huskily, inquired if he was on maid respohded counfidently. “I've been
anything ‘where crime and cunning played | the right way to Moreton Station.
a part. But he was still more intent upon responded as politely that he was,

clearing his good name; besides, this would

give him a wider field of action.
In the light of recent discoveries it

had | really wanted was to see the stranger’s | Have you heard one, miss?

become imperative that he should once| hands. The little Tuse was successful

mer. Once this was accomplished,

still greater advantage to discover the hero| He half turned as the stranger swung
':Iof the cigar-case and the vietim of the| round. The latter darted at Bell, bu
‘outrage in Steel’s conservatory was |

| more be on good terms with Lord Litti-|the dim light Bell could sce a flatte

Bell | hideous thumb with the pink parody

way to the clearing up of the whole | nail upon it. i |
It was a great advantage| “Thanks, very much,” he said, crisply. |Tesolved to see the comedy played through.

the | came too late. Bell's fist <hot out

“How long since the carriage went?”’

first place she knew that Reginald Henson

“T only just saw his face,” the porter | was at_the bottom of the whole thing;
yawned. “Dressed in black, with a white she knew that he had traded on the fact

uch- | that she had taken a fancy to the terruce

Looked like a chap as could take care of | traded on the knowledge that he could

prove an alibi if any suspicions attached

was all nonsense. He had not been in any

Bell’s face was grim and set as he step- danger at all; he had seen Chriy there,
out into the road. He knew fairly jand he had made all that parade with an

evi- | eve to the future. As a mittter of course,

dent that his arch-enemy knew his move- ‘hf! was down there settling matters with
ments perfectly well, and that a vigorous | his accomplice of the maimed thumb, who

him had chosen the cliff way of getting into
the the castle as the swiftest and the surest
from detection.
he| Yes, it was pretty obvious that the man
awith tie thumb had stolen’ the print, and
Ten 'that by this time he was far away with
the his possession. While Chris was helping
at | Henson the Jatter's accomplice had slipped

the Chris flicked out the light in the alcove
onal as a servant came along. It was not pol-

!:m the maid came along.
nely | ‘“Allen,” she gsked, “are there many
1 at- | owls about here?”

Bell |here for eleven ycars, and I never heard
and |of such a thing. Clifford, the head keeper,

asked to know the time. Not that he couldn't sleep at nights if he thought as
cared anything about the time; what he |there was such a thing on the estate,

"

: In “T was evidently mistaken,” Chris said.
ned, | “Of course you would know best.”

of Qo the ery of the owl Tad been a signal
of success. Chris sat in the gloom there.

‘Tho cvents of the night were not over yet.

“1'd give something to know what has
t he taken place in the dining-room,” Chris
and murmured.

graceless scamp Van Sneck, the pi(-turc! caught him fairly on the forehead. Then She wus going to know before long. The

son Blind” to Lord Littimer.
1t was all falling out beautifully.

{ with crughing force on the prostrate man’s
Not | gkull. So utterly dazed and surprised
!only had Van Sneck turned up in the nick | he that he lay on the ground for a

|

of time, but he was not in a position to ! ment, panting heavily.

own lights were being extinguished all over the
house. Henson came up to bed heavily,
was |as one who is utteriy worn oul. At the
mo- |same time he looked perfectly satistied

with himself. He might have been a

do any further mischief. Tt suited Belll  “You murderous ruffian,” Bell gnpnod,‘\'igilunt ofticer who had sc.ded all his

exactly that Van Sneck should be hors| ¢

de cobat for the moment.
The first thing to be done was to

| clothes. Get up! So vou
sec | He pauced suddenly. underisous of

Lord Littimer without delay. Bell had no | ting the rascal see that he knew too m

idea of humbly soliciting an interview.
ded to a t_elvgraph office the first| cat and made a dash for a gap in !
following morning and wired| hedge. He was gone like a flash. Pursuit!

a cab as far as Dowmend Terrace.

He | The other man rolled over suddenly li

“You escaped convict in an honest man's r 3
are the fellow:—" | rest before the enemy camne on to his de-

I plans and was going to seck a well earned

| A
Jet- | struction.  In sooth Henson was utterly
uch. | worn out. Ile had taxed his strength to
ke a the uttermost, but he was frec to rest
the | Row. : ! e
i Meanwhile the conference in the dining

sec | would be uscless, for pace was mot Bell's| room proceeded. Jord Littimer has re.

|

thonr or two at his disposal, so he took | being attacked again.
He! Henson seems to be pretty well sorv

found Steel slug-hunting in the conserva-| he mutered, grimly.
tory, the atmosphere of which was blue| Meanwhile, the man with the {humb

with cigarette smoke.

| iving over the fields in the direction of

“So you are not working this morning?”’ | Littimer. He made his way across ¢

he asked.

[ try to the cliffs with the assured air of one |

“How the dickens can I work?” David | who knows every inch of the ground.

exclaimed, irritably. “Not that I haven’t | ‘had f
been trying. I might just as well take a | tions, and there was no time to be lost |
long holiday till this mystery is cleared if he was to carry out the second part |

up for all the good I am. \What is
nest move?”’
“My next move is to go to Littimer

convince him that he has done me a great

the | successfully.
He struck the cliffs at length a mil

and | so away, and proceeded to scramble along |
| them till he lay hidden just under the ter- (To be continued.)

ailed in the first part of his instruc- |

s ceived his guest with trigid courtesy, to
:\\'llich Bell had responded with an equally
” | cold courtesy. Littimer laid his cigur aside
I and locked Bell ~teadily in the face.

e “I have granted your request against my
i better judgment.”” he said. ‘T am not ean-
G| guine that the least possible good can come
lof it. But I have quite grown out of all
e | My illusions; I have se'n the impossible
proved too often. Will you take any-
thing?”’

“T hove to do =o presently.” Bell said,
| pointedly;: “but not yet. In the first im-
| stance. 1 have to prove to you that I have
| not stolen your Rembrandt.”

e or

"




