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you will be sorry for it. 
those orchids yourself?”

Littimer laughed, with no sign of ang^r 
remaining. All the same, Christabel 
could see that his thin brown hand wan 
shaking. She noticed the lines that pain 
had given under those shrewd black eyes.

“You must see my orchids,” he said. 
“Most of the specimens I obtained my
self. They tell me I have at least three 
unique kinds. And now, if you will per
mit me, I am going to smoke. The draw
ing-room is at your disposal, though I rare
ly enter it myself. I always retire at 
eleven, but that need not bind you in any 

It has been altogether a most de-

Ine patient rarely sees any virtue m vji, auuwja. Ana is une viuw 
his medicine. Now, please, go to your relative of Lord Littimer’s also?” 
room. I can hear the other man mutter-1 
ing and getting anxious down below. Now, ! 
if you approach that window again I 
pretty certain that my revolver will go off. ( only eon. ’
You see, 1 am an American, and we are Christabel glanced at Henson, not with- 
so careless with such weapons. Please, go 
to your room at once.”

“And if I refuse your ridiculous re
quest ?”

“You will not find my request in the 
least ridiculous. If you refuse 1 shall hold 
you up with my weapon and alarm the 
whole house. But I don’t want to do that, 
for the sake of the other man. He is so 
very rrspre table, you know, and anything 
unconventional may be so awkward for 
him. Yes, it is juefc as I expected. He is 
coming up the ivy to investigate himself.
Gs!”

The revolver covered Littimer quite 
steadily. He could see into the blue rim, 
and he was conscious Of strange cold sen
sations down his spine. A revolver is not 
a pretty tiling at the best of times; it is 
doubly hazardous in the hands of a woin-

to being no mean performer with the Jaune 
herself. She fitted down the stairs light as 
thistledown.

“A charming girl!” Littimer said, cyni
cally. “I wonder why she came to this 
dull hole? A quarrel with her young man, 
perhaps. If I were a young man myself I
might----- But AVcmen are all the same.
I should be a"happier man if I had never 
trusted one. If-----”

The face darkened; a heavy scowl lined 
his brows as lié paced up and down. 
Christabel came back presently with ham
mer and some brass-headed stays in her 
hand.

you growthat dark scandal. They knew that th're 
had been a dreadful scene at the castle 

years before, and that Lady Litti-

wanted to see Chris first. D.d ©he say
, anything about me before—before-----”

“You can leave now-,’ he said. I m «My dear boy, Bhe loved you always.
h1^ tî"edbrtteer60°F£,Sr“L0U^f rod And MiT.ever,“never^rgot “the"last time “«ht S.S

« weTÆ nr s jjSSr rsœ trr
.. . . „__xvvh .cination on the overturned table with its property, the castle included, would go«JTKŒESSSKÎiÆÎ U L’ktoW. «ri». ». Reginald

promised te^or htoiwiThad ^‘TtVnot the kind of thing to forget," I^epik of the great cloud that hung
over theayounger man, and in what way lie ^ hoarsely. “I can see Vy father oyer the family Lord Littimer M not
aU the sw^eetn^ a°<^vour 01 hfe '*'ae> ’"^Don't,” Enid shuddered, “don’t recall tk^ore caretie than ever, his tongue a “Don’t utterly destroy

closed the door behind him and im- it. And your mother has never been the little sharper. The servants could have timer .,ajd, resignedly.
rmerhnte.lv Henson sat up in bed. He same since. I doubt if she will ever be told a different story, a story of dark be QUCntin Matey’s work, and I had it cut
reached'for his handkerchief and’wiped, the same again. From that day to this moods and days when the bitterness of to its present fashion. I’ll go to the end
tiiebia beads from ^hisforehead. : nothing has ever been touched in the the shadow of death Lay on the face of of the galle y till th execut.on's over.”

"tto the danger has come at last, " he I house. And Henson comes here when he their master. Few men could carry then "On th contrary,” Mias Lee said, firmly,
muttered “I am face to face with it, and . can and makes our lives hideous to us.’’ grief better, and because Littimer earned ..you wlll sUy where you are told.
I knew I should be Hatherlv Bell is not “I fancy I shook him up tonight,’’ Lit- his grief so well ne suffered, the more We A little to his own surprise Littimer re- 
the man to quietly lie down under a cloud timer said, with subdued triumph. “He shall see what the sorrow was in time. ,named He saw the nails driven fi-rmly 
like that. The man has brains, and pati- seemed to shudder when I told him that There are tew more beaut,ful pLeœ m and fished off with a punch so that

LZTl must see him when my nerves Were shining .the sudden brilliancy many woods behind a trout^£e3“ ™ stood regarding her work with a sugges-

--srarü* ». “rîiî“7«'.yr'-
s u vra., txrxtt-AT im/1 mv Tvnsition • j «ArUnn-" race of hanging gardens, and to tne aeii carpenter could have done no better.

te^rr^tTou den-; ..,^,.11 the saisrKuai
skin of my they had! man found so mysteriously in Mr. David COUntrvl When the sun shone on the d le£t fortune. At least, if it is.MoJhTn^htj l wo^L^ St»el’s house and Van/ Sneck are one and j^^ey looked as if they had been “til we’ve had one of

He naused as the brimant outline of 83,1116 perso.n", ■ „„ painted by some cunning hand, so softly tilose quarreis you promised me.”
cunning scheme occurred to him. A ! Emd resumed her seat ag . . - were the greys and reds and blues blended. Christabel glanced at the telegram and

thin cruel smile crept over his lips, o3*™ enough n°w. , ., Inside the place was a veritable art gal- shpped it into her pocket. There were
Never <had CtLn a ttabt pWe yet “» had not occurred to me, she said j There were hundreds of pictures and j t a few words in the telegram that 
wi^nt disZe^ a loof^ole £T£Jpe “I=deed, I don’t know why it should cngraving6 there. -Ml round the grand Jwould We been unintelligible to the or-
, , I. v p j „„ .. ,r:]., have done. Sooner or later, of course, I gtajrcajie raai a long, deep corridor, dhiarv understanding. The girl did not
A fit of noiseless laughter shook him. should have suggested to Mr. Steel to try y]ed with pictures. There were alcoves even comprehend, but Littimer’s eyes were
"Splendid” he whispered. “Worthy of and identify the man, but - here fitted up as sitting rooms and m upon her, and the cipher had to keep for

MacUavelli himself! Provided always that “My dear Emfl, what on earth are yon mog(. of th„.m gem or another was a time. Littimer walked away at an inti-
get there first. If I could only see I talking about? hung. When the full flood of electric light mation that his steward desired to see him.

Bell’s See afterwards, hear Littimer op, “Nonsense,” Emd said; m some con- ^ t|irned on at night the effect was Instantly the girl’s manner timnsed. ^e 
dering him off the premises. * The only | fusion. “Things you don t understand at a]magt dazzling There were few pictures glanced at the Rembrandt witn a shrewd 
question is, am I up to seeing the thing , present, and things you #re not going to ^ the y wifhout a history. smile that meant something beyond a mere
through»- i understand just yet. 1 read m the Paper» Lord littimer had many hobbies, but act of prudence well done. <Then she went

! that the man was quite a stranger to Mr. <me that interested him like this dovim to the library and began an eager
Steel. But are you certain that it is Van hundreds of rare birds sho* search for a certain book. She found l

! sneck?" v . * ,„fon,in different parts of the world at length, the “David Copperfield m the
1 “Absolutely certain. I,went to the hos- ■ id nd floora were covered by “Charles Dickens edition of the great
! pital and identified him.” ekfns the spoiîof his rifle; here and there novelist’s works. For the next hour or so

Reginald Henson struggled out of bed “Then there is no more to he said on a stuffed bear pranced startingly; but the s?*e, "a6 , 'J*1™® out’kfore her. A
and into hie clothing as best he could. He that point. But you were foolish to tell pictures and prints were the great amuse- cup g , \p {ew jum,bled, maning-

terribly weak and shaky, far more Keginald.” ment of his lordship’s lonely life. i words were coded out into a lengthy
weak than he had imagined himself to be, “Not a hit of it. Why, Henson has He p^ged aiong the corridor now to- Christabel read them over a few
but he was in danger now, and his in- known it all along. You needn’t get ex- wards tlie great oriel window at the end ”<■ 8 • aid ^ a ye6ta ehe re.
doinitable will power pulled him through. ,,:ted He is a deep fellow, and nobody A brilliant sunlight filled the place with 1” wh(y]e tb; telegram and aU,
What a fool Littimer had been to tell him knowg better than he how to disguise his ghafts of go]den and blue and purple as it hioh ghe ^retully crushed and
so much merely so that he might tnumph feelinga. An the same, he was just mad came fi]tered through the stained glass. ’ t’of the window.

his powerful foe for a few minutes. ^ know what ! had discovered, you could At a tob’c in the window a girl sat work- * . ked a down the terrace, she
But Henson was planning a little scheme ^ jt jn his face Reginald Henson-----” in a typewriter. She might have passed , t thg da17p!e,i deer knee-deep in
by which he intended to rtpa?^.t~6 7°^ Littimer paused, open-mouthed, for for beautiful, only her hair was banded thg bracken, she caught a glimpse of the 
man tenfold. He had no doubt as h ^ dressed and wrapped ready for down hideously in Puritan fashion . on j]ing sea and her face saddened for a
willingness ofhis tool. th jou’ had come quietly into the each side of her delicate, oval face, her mome8t

Hc ^ ia!?t k 04 ,f”ndy dJ^" drawing-room. The deadly pallor of his e>vs were shielded by spestacles. But ..How love1y it all is,” she murmured,
er and helped hmweff to a liber^_dc^. thKe white bandages about his throat, they were lovely, steady, coWagious blue „Ho._v exquisitely beautiful and how ut-

6xpre8sy f dd on]y served to render h:s appearance evce as Li.timer did not fail to observe. te lv Fad: And to think that if I possess-
° 6l U-™ V more ^phatic and imposing. He stood Also’ he had not failed to note that his ‘drthe magician’s wand for a moment 1

°immcdHto Effect Then HeJson there with the halo of dust about him, new secretary could do very well without nld make everything smile again. He B
n ^ timl xviuw.s tootina hke the evil gmius of the place, the glasses. , a good man-a better man than anybody

J tordhiv ! “I fear I startled you,” he said, with a The typewriter and secretary business takes him te be. Under his placid, cym-
'“You are to go down to Barnes and ask | sardonic^smile. “And I fear that in the was a new whim .of Littimer’s. He wanted ; ca, surface he conceals a deal of M

him to send a cab here as soon as pos- stillness of the place I have overbad a an assistant to catalogue andl classify his Well, we Jia-U ^ P ‘
stole.” Henson said. “I have to sfo to! great part of your conversation. Frank, pictures and pnnts and he had told the the “Copperfield on «*e sna
London by the first train in the morn-j i mu5t congratulate you on your dis- vicar so. He wanted ai girl who warn ta turned to go again In the h ^
• cretion so far. But s-eing that you are fool, a girl wno could amuse him and Lord Littimer dressed lor r g

- Williams nodded, with his mouth wide: un ’and impressionable, I am going to wouldn’t be afraid of him and he thought emüed as stoe P?®6™- -
open. He was .astonished and not a little! Lve temptation out of your way. Emd, he would have an American. To which “Au revoir til dmnj t^e.^ne ^ 
alarmed at the strength and vitality of : am g0;ng on a journey. the vicar responded that the whole thing I are g^ to 8\ ” e t ;he p]easure
this man. And only a few hours before : ..f tru6t that it is a long one, and that was ncncense, but he had heard of a Bos- yes, I ehal dinner knd now that
Mhlhams had learnt with deep satisfaction it detain you for a considerable per- ton girl in England who was of y onr company to ^dinner. And now tn
that Henson would be confined to his bed iod_„ Kmd Eaid, coldly. . looking for a situation of the the e toe afternoon>» Christa-

Asr ,.. ,..,i st.v.TassTuüi’s **«■*■-»■*—o®—-'
ed a small portmanteau. But he had j jn with the information that aeeB the young lady, but lie could obtain tami y a e g jd t — uncertain light from the big door to, and turned the key in the lock,
to sit on his bed forr some ,httie ^ „„ awaita me at the gate. Now, her address A replyriune in due course busy time. A pleas--------- an instan! Almost at the same instant another figure

K ÿss 2T&U1 ‘SS ïï: ^»-«.. ™«., -«VI. r»*SSâ«ÎSrtilS •—« ï,E* ÏÎ* 'M7 T,there was no hurry. A full hour was sure with contemptfious command. The hot the spot. And now she had been just two An Unexpected Guest. her way^ along until she came to the al- Something bulky was strugg i g o g
to elapse before the leisurely Barnes b,ood ^,-gd into the young mane face, hours in the house. , . , ^rsiainiifs the Rembrandt and then through tne winaow. Half hidden in tlie
brought the cab to the lodge-gates. | Enid>„ eyes flashed. „ “Well,” Litt.mer cried, “and how have Lord Littimer returned, as he declared, d gHehr hand slid along the shadow, Christabel watched with the deep-

Henson crept downstairs at length and j my Co,Bin likes to stay here,” she you been getting on?” with the «pmte rod aPpetite o^a^ehooL d» stopped. f the s^kh Cst inUrœt.
trod his catlike way to the library. Once, said, “why----Christabel Lee look dp, g boy. AU t e » crit cal analysis, of the electric light. . „ first that sensation had entirely departed
there he proceeded to make a minute in- j “He is coming with me, Henso > ly. . „ . | moment aba w 6tudying She stood for a long time there perfect- bv this time. From the expression of her
spection of the telephone. He turned the hoarsely. “Do yo.u understamL With f am getting on very well indeed, she, He nbtiei on 8^ h^^ ^ yayf , motionless. It was a stiU night out- face she might have been enjoying the
handle just the fragment of an inch and me! And if I like to drag him—or you, said. You see, I have made a^ study of the guest all the «t • fitudent; 6ide and there was nothing to account novel situation. It was certainly not with-
b queer smile came over his face. Then my prctty lady-4o the end of the wo thy kind 0f thing all my lifetime, and j bee™ the ^ ; {a<_t tbat . f ’tbe rust]ing of the ivy leaves. The out a sugg stion of the farcical,
he crept as silently upstairs, opened the or the gates of perdition, you will have moat cf your pictures are like old friends | hut he was n°t bhnd wore was tl]i came ingjerks spasmodically, stop- The burly figure contrived to squeeze
window of the bathroom quietly, and slip- to come. Now, get along before I com- to me. Do you know, I fancy ttoat you and "l,t,parlfi ûr Lha flèr manners and ! ping every now and then and resuming through the narrow easement at length and
ped on to the leads. There were a couple ^ you.” I are going to manage very well to- ™a“e ™ tTve ken picked up in the! again It was no longer a matter of imag-, stood breathing loudly m the «rridor It
of insulators here, against the wire of one Enid stood with fury in -her eyes and gether? , b^t eocirty^ She sat there under the foation, it was a certainty. Somebody was not a pleasant sight that ™®t Chiw-
of which Henson tapped his knuckles c]enched hands as Littimer drok away -Oh, do you? They say I am pretty for- b t t.^ J the bank of flow. climbjllg up the ivy to the window, tabels gaze-a big ^Jhand^e
gently. The wire gave back an a*wermg out o£ the house, Henson fo lowing be- nudable at times. !re l,ke as to the manner born, and her Leaning eagerly forward, Christabel face and rolling eyes rod a stiff ba"dage
-twang. The other jangled limp and loose. tween bis victim rod Williams. Hejai <•£ shant mind that a bit. You «e my on]y sufficiently American to cou]d hear the sound of lab-red breathing, about his throat. Em n y

“One of the wires cut,” Henson mut- no worda till the lodge-gates were passed fath aa a man wlth a villainous t^- acrent was p.quant sbe aeemed to see the outline of an arm UttC„rly "^ hk head tTtw^i his
“I expected as much. Madame and the growl of the dogs had died rat per- Rut a woman can always get he bet „you baye a]waye been used to tills class oute;de she could catch the quick rattle * c!l,an' a”d nursed 

Enid is getting a deal too clever. I sup- tbe distance. „ ., ter a bad-tempered man unless e ap- ^ yfo-i» Ljttimer asked. 0l- the sash, she could almcst see a bent bauds- of that fool’” heI«,se this is some suggestion of her very -We are going to Littimer Castle, said pena to De one of the lower classes who are quite mistaken," Chris- ; crooked through the beaded edges Now what hte become of h
astute friend David Steel. Well, I have Hen8on. „ uses his boots. If he is a gentleman you ,tabel 6aid>y oolly. “For the last few years "f (L easement. Yes, she was right. The mi’tte *dj..pH'^mid him uneasily but hie
*iven Mr. Steel one lesson in minding his “Not there.” Littimer 8roaned- not bave hi utterly at your mercy. Have my existence has been anything but a bed Jludow 6WU noieelessly back and a fig- ^ J^on dha^^ed ^ his eyes fell on the
<™n business, and if he interferes further therei Henaon! I couldn t-I couldn t go you a sharp tongue? of roses. And your remark, my lord, sa- ure gtood i(5ed Qn the ledge outside. R^andt He had the furtive look of a
1 sheU have to give him another. Hewfil to tbat place!” - ‘I flatter m3-self that I can be PrrtQ, yon, 6,ightly o£ impertinent cunosity I with a quick breath and a fluttering of Sng man who picks up a purse whilst
he in gaol before long charged with at- Henson pointed towards the cab. blistering on occasions, Littimer s id, nugbt aa weI1 you why your family is be]- beart christabei folt for the switch. a wa(?r ^ stiH in sight. He staggered
-tempted murder and robbery with vio- “Littimer or perdition!” he said, lou grimly. T ... ”-t here.” “££ wdj bc a]i right,” she murmured; tmvarda the picture and endeavored to take
lence, and so exit Steel. After that the don’t want to go to the latter just yet. How delightful. ,.o can T. \ ou and I “We agreed to differ, Littimer re- „^be 0(.ber one w£r £ancy that the light yv £rom khe 6Upport. Hc tried
girl will be perhaps chary of seeking out- j in> then!" have some famous battles later on. Only gponded. “I recollect it caused me a ^ nepes6ary. Courage, my dear, courage, {Y and a„ain and then in a paroxysm
side assistance. And this will be the ------------- I warn you that I never lose my temper, great deal of annoyance at the time. And and the game ^ youre_ Ab!” f b tore al tbe frame work.
third I have bad to get rid ofv Heavens! CH APTER XXV. which gives me a tremendous advantage, my son chose to take his mothers part. jhe intruder dropped inside and pulled “i‘guef6 that it can’t he done," Christa-
How feeble I feel, how weak I am. And * ‘ I haven’t been very well lately, so you You knew I had a son?" the window behind him. Evidently he j, jd drawlingly. “See, stranger?”
yet I must go through this tiling now.” Littimer Castle. must be nice to me for a week or two. “Ycs,’i said Christabel, without looking was on £ami-ijar ground, though he seemed Reginald Henson fairly gasped. As he

He staggered into the house again and ^ Littimer smiled and nodded. The grimi up from the rtoch she was peeling. t to bg Peking an unfamiliar object. Chris- turn<!d round the ludicrous mixture of cun-
dropped into a chair. There was a loud If you had asked th' rfc .? ybt £ lord of the castle was not accustomed to' have met him . . ... label’s hand stole along lo the switch; ni and confusion, anger and vexatious
buzzing in his ears, so that he could hard- the Littimer Estate v ,7have^ad a thiti kind of thing, and he was telling ’Indeed. And what opinion did you form tbere was a <,kck, and the alcove was aJagm on his face caused the girl to smile.
lv hear thé murmur of voices in thedraw- the lord of the soil you would ro nana hjmge]f that he rather liked it. of my son, may I ask! bathed in brilliant light. Tlie intruder «j-M beg your pardon,” he stammered,
ing room below. This was annoying, be- different answer front e y • “And now show me the Rembrandt, * ‘Well, I rather liked him. He seemed g^nk back with a startled cry. He rub- ‘-J eaid it cant’ bc done,” the girl drawl-

Ilenson liked to hear everything woman woultJethW would Miss Lee said, impatiently. to me to be suffering from some great ^ hia Jazed eyes. ed, coolly. “Sandow couldn’t do it. The
that other folks said. Then he dropped better man never fi » ( V hard Littimer led the way to a distant alcove trouble, and trouble I am sure that was “Why not come in through the front £rame ^ made of iron and it is fixed to
off into a kind of dreamy state, coming have -declared^L° 3 Farmer George lighted from the side by a latticed win- not of his own creating. door, Mr. Littimer?” Christabel drawled, the wan by four long stays. It’s a neat
hack presently to the consciousness that “ thc n, 6 in]iv",,ood fellow and dow. There was only one picture in the “Which means to say you feel rather coolly. job, -though I sav it myself; I persuaded
he had fainted. ' ,, ,‘™.d • £be kitchen’ over excellent light there, and that was ttic 60rrv £or Frank. But when you say the Frank Littimer had no words for a mo- Lord Littimer to have it done. And when

Meanwhile Frank Littimer had joined te“ h°""f „bii-. Farmer John swore famous Rembrandt engraving. Littimer’s trouble was not of his own creating you mont. He was wondering who tins worn- [ heard you two prowling about down 
Enid in the drawing-room. The house 3 .T8 d as a hard-tisted grasping eves lighted up quite lovingly as they are entirely mistaken. It is not a nice an was and what she was doing here Am- thei-e I was glad. Ive got the other one
was perfectly quiet and still by this time; the boweto of compassion, rested upon it. The Florentine frame was thing to say, Miss Lee, hut my son was encan, evidently by her accent and also 6afe” .
.the dust-cloud hung on the air and caused mis«r tievoia ot ine no , ' hung 60 2ow that Miss Lee could bring an uttcr and most unmitigated young by the revolver that she handled so .as- “Qh, you’ve got the other one
tlie la mils to burn with a spitting blue At the c"d 0 dn • . , . t b ber face on a level with it. scoundrel. If he caiue here he would ““redly. . ' „ Henson said, blankly.
flame. Enid’s face looked deadly pale crly lrawnlderet not knowrog wbat^to be the picture that was stolen be ordered out of the house. So far as I That is the way you used to enter, He would have liked to have burnt.out
against her black dress. ,eve and prepared to < from you?” she asked. am concerned, I have n0 son at all. He Chmtabel proceeded, when you had been into a torrent of passion only he recog-

“So vou have been seeing Reginald,” kge d°wn « alot of go^ps wto ^eemmt J th thi that there was sides with his mother, and his mother out contrary to parental instructions and n,zed his position. Ihe thing was shame-
-wh,-*«„*»rej s,™r™4rr,.«»• ** m „r• -r»‘u7; -- * erf fi&snxï-r “Sssrs;tte'Srrs îtjsh,•o^ssrtissz£

I in mean ’ know that I r'ding t.irough on his big black ho roc, at the ime. u onn 1ère s îe , ]y opp 6j( - detection was no easy matter, detected in an act suspiciously like vulgar
“I never intended him to know that I bmall, lithe, brown as mahogany, and with will happen again ment I have no idea. Nor do I care. ^ bcdroom n<,yer becfi toudied burg]ary. Still, there must be some plaus-
had been in the house at all. But I was ^ picrci„g.as a diamond-drill. One “Why not? Miss Lee asktd. When Seems odd, dees .t not that 1 ^ ]eft T|)e key u 6tffl out<iide the ible%rav out Qf the difficulty if he could
passing his room and lie heard me tie day he ]oo].ed a]moet boyishly young, an attempt „ a have been very fond of that woman at doQr Will you kindly, enter it?” only think of it. Only this girl with the
seemed to know my footsteps. 1 b-licvc thgre wou]d be a smile on his tanned face, of that sort is made it is usually followed onc time, just as it seems odd to think, „Bub---- „ Frank ptammered. “But I quaint pretty face and spectacles did not
if two mice ran by him twice in the ^ tbe„ another day hc would bc bent by another sometimes after the lapse Of that I should have once been fond ofig ,bat j ^-----,, fook fi, the least like a fool. Hc would
darkness he could tell tbe difference bc- jn (hc 6addle, huddled up, wizened, an old, years. Anybody ge-tmg througn that «in treacle tart?” I “Take the Rembrandt awav. You can- have to trv what blandishments would do.
tween them." o]d man, crushed with the weight of years dow could easily get the trame from its Littim r sp ke evenly and quietly, with not_ ^ £rame h o£ iron and £t js fasten- “Are vou aware who I am?” he asked,

“You had an interesting conversation. and „orr0w. , two nails and take out the Paper. hifl eyes full upon the girl. He was de- ^ M tbg waU It would take an experi- blandly.'
What did he want to use the te.ephone ]fi 2ie wari a nlan of moods and 'Do, you think so. Littimer asked, un ceiving himself, but he was not deceiving enced carpen.;er qlIite a long time to re- “What does it matter? I’ve got the
for? ’ contradictions, changeable as an April sky, easily. , i • her ft r a moment. His callousness seem- . jnyyç ^ Therefore your mission )irs fail- other one, and no doubt he will be identi-

"I don’t know. I tried to manipulate and none-the less quick-tempered and hard *•[ am certain ot Jt. lake my aavice ed to ^ ^ thc more marked because the e(1- jt ^ very ann<)*ying, becaufrj it puts fied by the police. If he doesn’t say too 
it for him, but the instrument was out of >,erau3e i,e knew that everybody was 1er- and make it secure. 1 be panels e inc ,^e servants were in the room. But Christa- y,e other man in a very awkward posi- much he may get off with alight eentenoe.
order.” . ribly afraid of him. And he had a tongue, hard wood—thick black oak. Lord Litti- ^ couM Bee c^aT\y what an effort it tion. The position is going te be still It is quite easy te see that you are the

“I know. J had a pretty shrewd idea too, a lashing, cutting tongue that burnt mer, I am going to ge our r«iss lea was. more awkward presently. Please go to greater scoundrel of the two.”
what our cousin was going to do. You an,j blistered. Sometimes he would be stays and drive them through some o «‘You love your wife still,” she said, so yOUT ^pom.” “My dear young lady, do you actually
see, I was listening at the door. Not a qujte meek and angry under the reproach- open ornamental work into the panel so ^ that onlv Littimer heard. His eyes “>iv dear lady, if my father knows that take me for a burglar?”
very ladylike thing to do, but one must es of the vicar, and yet thc same day his- as to make the picture quite secrne. it flashed, his face flamed with a sudden j am in the ho” There was a note of deep pain in Hen-
fight Henscn with his own tools. When tery records it that he got off his home an iron frame, I suppose asm ’of pagsifn. “He is not^oing to know that you are son’s voice. He had dropped into a chair
I heard him ask for the telephone direc- and administered a sound thrashing to the *V\ roughtiron,gilt, said Littimer. 1, tt ^ tQ quarrel 60 early as this?” in the house, at least not-for some little again, with a feeling of utter weakness
tory I ran out and nipped one of the village poacher. Sometimes he got the one could easily drive foar ^*i 3 ,hd bc whispered. ' time. .VTnrl when vou see him it will bc upon him. The girl’s resolute mien and
wires bv the bathroom. Frank, it would best of the vicar, and sometimes that s.ays through the open work and m ke ]iey(.r quarrel,” Christabel said, cool- betttf not to sav more than is necessary, the familiar way in which she handled
have been far iriser if you hadn’t come, worthy man scored They were good thing safe Ill ]v. -, ] .ave mv antagonist to do that. Later on you will recognize what a friend her revolver filled him with tlie deepest

JSsSftura-jr r t-f&Stgpg £££&: -aï?sxs irr:xz:zst'g&ns;,"v;r'„, 3^« -*«..-

(OHAPlihjR. XXIII. Continued.)
“Oh, why, confound it., ye©. The other 

man, as you call him, is Lord Littimersseven
am

out admiration.
“Well, you are certainly a cool hand,’* 

she said. “You are two clever thieves 
who have come here for the express pur- 

of robbing Lord Littimer of one ofpose
his art treasures. I happen te catch one, 
and he immediately becomes the son of 
the owner of the place. I am so fortu
nate as to bag the other bird, and he re
solves himself into a relative of my host s.

the frame,” Lit- 
‘It is reputed to way.

lightful eyening.”
But Christabel did not dally long in the 

drawing-room. As she went upstairs and 
along the corridor she heard the snapping 
of the electric lights all over the house as 
the servants were preparing to retire. She 
paused just a moment in the alcove where 
the precious Rembrandt was and located 
carefully the position of the switch there. 
Then she retired to her own room, where 
she changed her dress for a simple black 
gown. A big clock somewhere was strik
ing tweVe as she finished. She looked 
out of her door. Tlie whole house was in 
darkness, the silence seemed to ding like 
a curtain.

She paused for a moment as if afraid to 
take the nqxt step. If it was fear, she 
shook it aside resolutely and crept into 
the corridor. She carried something shin
ing in her hands—something that gleamed

to believe aAnd you really expect me 
Hans Andersen fairy story like that!”

“I admit that appearances are against 
me,” Henson said, humbly. “But I am 
speaking the truth.”

“Oh, indeed. Then why didn’t you 
in through the front door? The

danger of hammering

vio-an. come
lent exercise you were taking just now 
must be dangerous to a man of your 
build!”

“I am afraid I shall have to make a 
clean breast of it,” Henson said, with, 
what he fondly imagined to be an engag
ing smile. “You may, perhaps, be aware 
that yonder Rembrandt has a history. It 
was stolen from its present owner 
and I have always said that it will be 
stolen again. Many a time have I urged 
Lord Littimer to make it secure.”

“How grateful you should be to me for 
having done eo!”

“Ah, you are cynical still, which is a 
bad thing for one sa young and—er— 
charming. I came down here to see my 
vjry noble relative, and his son 
panied me. I came to try and make 

between father and eon. But that 
family matter which, forgive me, I 

cannot discuss with a stranger. Our train 
was late, or * we should have been here 
long ago. On reaching the castle it struck 
me as a good idea to give Lord Littimer 
a lesson as to his carelessness. My idea 
was to climb through the window, ab
stract the Rembrandt, and slip quietly in
to my usual bedroom here. Then in the 
morning, after the picture had been miss
ed, I was going to tell the whole story. 
That is why Mr. Littimer entered this 
way and why I followed when I found 
that he had failed to return. It was a 
foolish thing to do, and the denouement 
has been most humiliating. I assure you 
that is all.”

“What do you want with me?” he asked.
“My dear man, I want to do nothing with 

you. Only do as you are told and—there! 
The other man is coming up the ivy. He 
can’t understand the light and you not re
turning. He imagines that you are look
ing in the wrong place. Please go.”

Littimeç backed before the weapon, 
backed until he was in the doorwafy. Sud
denly the girl gave him a push, shut the

one once,

some

accom-
1 can

peace 
is a

CHAPTER XXIV. 

Enid Learns Something.

was

Christabel drawled. 
“There is something else.”

“And what may that be, my dear young 
lady?”

“To tell your story to Lord Littimer be
fore you sleep. That kind of romance 
may do for Great Britain, but it wouldn’t 
make good family reading in the States.”

“But my dear young lady, I beg of you, 
implore you—”

“Come off the grass! Pm to let you go 
quietly to bed and retire myself, so that 
when morning arrives you will be missin” 
together with as much plunder as . you far? 
carry away. No, sir.”

Henson advanced angrily. His prudence 
had gone for the time. As he came down 

Christabel she raised her revolver

quite,”“Not

upon
and fired two shots in quick succession 
over Henson’s shoulder. The noise went 
echoing and reverberating along the 
ridor like a crackling of thunder. A dooi 
came open with a click, then a voice de
manded te know what was wrong.

“Now I guess the fat is in the fire,” 
Christabel said.

Henson dropped into a chair and groar 
ed. Lord Littimer, elegantly attired ir 
a suit of silk pajamas and carrying a r< 
volver in his hand, came coolly down ti 
corridor. A curious servant or two would 
have followed, but he waved them back 
crisply.

“Miss Lee,” he said, with a faint, sar
castic emphasis, “and my dear friend and 
relative, Reginald Henson—Reginald, the 

• future owner of Littimer Castle!-’
“So he told me, but I wouldn’t believe 

him,” said Christabel.e
“It is a cynical age,” Littimer remark

ed. “Reginald, what does this mean ”
Henson shook his head uneasily.
“The young lady persisted in taking me 

for a burglar,” he gr< aned.
“And why not?” Christabel demanded. 

“I was just going to bed when I heard 
voices in the forecourt below and foot-

cor-

If she had been afraid at

tered.
steps creeping along. I came into the 
corridor with my revolver. Presently 
one of the men climbed up the ivy and 
got into the corridor. I covered him with 
my revolver and fairly drove him into a 
bedroom and locked him in.”

“So you killed him with both barrels?” 
Littimer cried, with infinite enjoyment.

“Then the other one came. He came
to steal the Rembrandt.”

“Nothing of the kind,” the wretched 
Henson cried. “I came to give you a les
son, Lord Littimer. My idea was to get 
in through the window, steal the Rem
brandt, and, when you hod missed it, con
fess the whole story. My character is 
safe.”

“Giddy,” Littimer said, reproachfully. 
“You are so young, so boyish, so buoyant. 
Reginald. What would your future con
stituents have said had they seen you 
creeping up the ivy? They arc a grave 
people who take themselves seriously. 
Egad, this would be a lovely story for 
one of these prying society papers. ‘The 
Philanthropist and the Picture.’ I’ve a 
good mind to send it te the Press myself.”

Littimer sat down and laughed with.

cause

safe?”

pure enjoyment.
“And where is the other partridge?” he

asked, presently.
Christabel seemed to hesitate for a mo

ment, her sense of humor of the situation 
had departed. Her hand shook as she 
turned the key in the door.

“I am afraid you are going to have an 
unpleasant surprise,” Henson said.

Littimer glanced keenly at the speaker. 
All the laughter died out of his eyes; his 
face grew set and stern as Frank Littimer 
emerged into the light.

“And what are you doing here?” he 
asked, hoarsely. “What do you expect to 
gain by taking part in a fool’s trick like 
this? Did I not tell )*ou never to show 
your Ç^ice here again?”

The young man said nothing. He stood 
there looking down, dogged, quiet, like 

one tongue-tied. Littimer thundered out - 
his question again. He crossed over, lay- 
ing his hands on his son’s- shoulders and 
shaking him as a terrier might shake a 
rat.

“Did you come for anything?” he de
manded. “Did you expect any mercy 
from -----” ,

(To be continued.)
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