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(CHAP1wR XXIII. Continued.)

“You can leave mow,” he said. “I'm
tired. I have had a trying day, and I need
sleep; and the sooner you are out of the
house the better. For your own sake and
for the sake of those about you, you need
not say ome word of this to Enid Hen-
son.”

Littimer promised meekly enough. Wi'h
those eyes blazirg upon him he would have
promised anything. We shall see present-
Jy what a stupendous terror Henson had
over the younger man, and in what way
all the sweetness and savour of life was
being crushed out of him.

He closed the door behind him, and im-
mediately Henson sat up in bed. Hej
reached for his hamdkerchief and 'wiped
the big beads from his forehead.

“Yo the danger has come at last,” hel
muttered. “I am face to face with it, and
I knew I should be. Hatherly Bell is not
the man to quietly lic down under a cloud
like that. The man has brains, and pati-
ence, and indomitable courage. Now, does
he euspect that I have any hand in the
business? I must see him when my nerves
are stronger and try and get at the truth.
If he goes to Lord Littimer with that pic-
ture he shakes my power and my position
perilously. What a fool I was not to get
it away. But, then, I only escaped from
the Brighton police in those. days by the
skin of my teeth. And they had followed
me from Huddersfield like those -cursed
bloodhounds here. I wonder—"

He paused, as the brinant outline of
some cunning scheme occurred to him. A
thin, cruel smile crept over his lips.
Never had he been in a tight place yet
without discovering a loophole of escape
almost before he had seen the trap.

A fit of noiseless Jaughter shook him.

“Splendid,”” he whispered. “Worthy of
Machiavelli himself! Provided always that
1 can get there first. If I could only see/
Bell's face afterwards, hear Littimer or|
dering him off the premises. ® The only|

question is, am I up to seeing the thing .
3 |

through?’ |
!
CHAPTER XXIV. i
Enid Learns Something, ;

Reginald Henson struggled out of bed|
and into his clothing as best he could. He|
was terribly weak and shaky, far more|
weak than he had imagined himself to be,
but he was in danger now, and his in-
domitable will power pulled him through.
What a fool Littimer had been to tell him
80 much merely so that he might triumph
over his powerful foe for a few minutes.
But Henson was planning a little scheme
by which he intended to repay the young
man tenfold. He had no doubt as to the
willingness of his tool.

He took a bottle of brandy from a draw-
er and helped himself to a liberal dose.
Walker had expressly forbidden anything
of the kind, but it was no time for nice
medical obedience. The grateful stimulant
had its immediate effect.. Then Henson
rang the bell, and after a time ‘Williams |
appeared tardily. |

“You are to go down to Barnes and ask
him to send a cab here as soon as pos-
sible,” Henson said. “I have to go to
London by the first train in the morn-
mg.
~ Williams nodded, with his mouth wide
open. He was astonished and not a little |
alairmed at the strength and vitality of |
this man. And only a few hours before!
Williams had learnt with deep satisfaction |
that Henson would be confined to his bed |
for some dayr -

Henson d 1 at length and pack-!
el a emall portmanteau. . But he had;
to sit on his bed for) some ‘little|
time and sip a further dcse of brandy be-!
fore he could move farther. After all|
there was no hurry. A full hour was sure |
to elapse before the Ileisurcly Barnes |
brought the cab to the lodge-gates. |

Henson crept downstairs at length and |
trod his catlike way to the library. Onpe;
there he procgeded to make a minute in-|
spection of the telephone. He turned the
handle just the fragment of an inch and
e queer smile came over his face. Then
he crept as silently upstairs, opened the
window of the bathroom quietly, and slip-
ped on to the leads. There were a couple
of insulators here, against the wire of one
of which Henson tapped his knuckles
gently. The wire gave back an afbwering
twang. The other jangled limp and loose.

“One of the wires cut,” Henson mut-
tered. “I expected as much. Madame
Enid is getting a deal too clever. I sup-
pose this is some suggestion of her very
astute friend David Steel. Well, I have
given Mr. Steel one lesson in minding his
own business, and if he interferes further
T shall have to give him another. He will

tempted murder and robbery with vio-
Jence, and so exit Steel. After that the
girl will be perhaps chary of seeking out-
side assistance. And this will be the
third I have bad to get rid of Heavens!
How feeble 1 feel, how weak I am. And
yet I must go through this thing now.”

He staggered into the house again and
dropped into a chair. There was a loud
buzzing in his ears, so that he could hard-
1y hear thé murmur of voices in the draw-
ing room below. This was annoying, be-
cause Henson liked to hear everything
that other folks said. Then he dropped
off into a kind of dreamy state, coming
back presently to the consciousness that
he had fainted. .

Meanwhile Frank Littimer had joined
Enid in the drawing-room. The house
was perfcetly quiet and still by this time;
the dust-cloud hung on the air and caused
the lamps to burn with a spitting blue
flame. Enid's face looked deadly pale
against her black dress.

“So you have been seeing Reginald,”
che said. “Why—why did you do it?”

“] didn’t mean to,” Frank muttered.
«I never intended him to know that I
had been in the house at all. But 1 was
passing his room and he heard me.’ He
seemed to know my footsteps. 1 believe
if two mice ran by him twice in the
darkness he could tell the difference be-
tween them.”

“You had an interesting conversation.
What did he want to use the teiephone
for?”’

“I don’t know. I tried to manipulate
it for him, but the instrument was out of
order.”, :

“] know. I had a pretty shrewd idea
what our cousin was going to do. You|
see, T was listening at the door. Not a|
very ladylike thing to do, but one must
fight Henscn with his own tools. When
I heard him ask for the telephone direc-“
tory I ran out and nipped one of the
wires by the bathroom. Frank, it would
have been far wiser if you hadn’t come.”

Littimer nodded gloomily. There was
something like tears in his eyes.

‘sardonic smile.

.day he looked

“I know it,” he said. “I hate the place
and its dreadful aescciations. But I

wanted to see Chris first. D.d she say
anything about me before—before—"

“My dear boy, she loved you always.
She knew and understood, and was sorry.
And she never, never forgot the last time
that you were in the house.”

Trank Littimer glanced across the room
with a shudder. His eyes dwelt with fas-
cination on the overturned table with its
broken china and glass and wilted flowers
in the corner. '

“Tt is not the kind of thing to forget,”
he said, hoarsely. “T can see my father
now—-"" .

. “Don’t,” Enid shuddered, “don’t recall
it. And your mother has never been the
same gince. I doubt if she will ever be
the same again, From that day to this
nothing has ever been touched in the
house. And Henson comes here when he
can and makes our lives hideous to us.”

“T fancy I shook him up tonight,” Lit-
timer said, with subdued triumph. “He
seemed to shudder when I told him that
I had foind Van Sneck.”

Enid sii :~! from her chair. Her eyes
were shining : 1 the sudden brilliancy
of unveiled stars.

“You have foun’ " un
whispered. “Where?”

“Why, in the Brighton Hospital. Do
you mean to say thatr you -1t know
about it, that you den’t ' raw tiat the
man. found. eo mysteriously in Mr.. David
Steel’s house and Van/ Sneck are one and
the same’ person?”’

Enid resumed her seat again.
calm enough now.

“Tt had not occurred to me,” she said.
“Indeed, I don't know why it should
have done. ' Sooner or later, of course, I
should have suggested to Mr. Steel to try
and identify the man, but—"

“My dear Enid, what on earth are you
talking apcut?”

“Nonsense,” Enid said, in some con-
fusion. “Things you don’t understand at
present, and things you 2re not going to
understand just yet. I read in the papers
that the man was quite a stranger to Mr.
Steel. But are you certain that it is Van
Sneck?” -

«Absolutely certain. Iswent to the hos-
pital and identified him.”

“Then there is mo more to be said on
that point. But you were foolish to tell
Reginald.”

“Not a bit of it. Why, Henson has
known it all along. You needn’t get ex-
cited. - He is a deep fellow, and nobody
knows better than he how to disguise his
feelings. All the same, he was just mad
to know what I had discovered, you could
see it in his face. Reginald Henson—"

Littimer paused, open-mouthed, for
Henson, dressed and wrapped ready for
the journey, had come guietly into the
drawingroom. The deadly pallor of his
face, the white bandages about his throat,
only served to render his appearance
more emphatic and imposing. He stood
there with the halo of dust about him,
looking like the evil gemius of the place.

«T fear I startled you,” he said, with a
: «“And I fear that in the
stillness of the place I have overheard a
great part of your conversation. Frank,
1 must congratulate you on your dis-
cretion, so far. But seeing that you are
young and impressionable, I:am going to
move temptation out of your way. Enid,
I am going on a journey.”

“[ trust that it is a long one, and that
3t will detain you for a considerable per-
iod,” Enid said, coldly.

“It is neither far, mor is it likely to
keep me,” Henson smiled. “Williams has
just come in with the jnformation that
the cab awaits me at the gate. Now,

Sneck!” she

She was

then!”

The last words were flung at Littimer
with contemptuous command. The hot
blood flared into the young man’s face.
Lnid’s eyes flashed.

“If my cousin likes to stay here,”” she
said, “why—" ‘

“He is coming with me,” Henson said,
Thoarsely. “Do, you understand? With
me! And if I like to drag him—or you,
my pretty lady—to the end of the world |
or the gates of perdition, you will have
to come. Now, get along before I com-
pel you.”

Enid stood with fury in her eyes and
clenched hands as Littimer slunk away
out of the house, Henson fo'lowing be-
tween his victim and Williams. He said
no words till the lodge-gates were paz_ssed
and the growl of the dogs had died into
the distance. ;

“We are going to Littimer Castle,” said
Henson. t

“Not there,” Littimer groaned—‘not
there, Henson! I couldn’t—I couldn’t go
to that place!”

Henson pointed towards the cab.

“Littimer or perdition!” he said. “You
don’t want to go to the latter just yet?
Jump in, then!”

CHAPTER XXV.
Littimer Castle.

If you had asked the first five people on
the Littimer Estate what they thought of
the lord of the soil you would have had a
different answer from every one. One
woman would have said that a kinder and
better man never lived; her neighbor would
have declared Lord Littimer to be as hard
as the nether millstone. Farmer George
would rate him a jolly good fellow, and
tell how he would seit in the kitchen over
a mug of ale; whilst Farmer John swore
at his landlord as a hard-fisted, grasping
miser devoid of the bowels of compassion.

At the end of an hour you would be ut-
terly bewildered, not knowing what to be-
lieve, and prepared to eet the whole vil-
lage down as a lot of gossips who seemed
to mind everything but its own business.
And, perhaps, Lord Littimer might come
riding tarough on his big black horse,
small, lithe, brown as mahogany, and with
an eye piercing-as a diamond-drill. One
almost boyiehly young,
{here would be a smile on his tanned face.
And then another day he would be bent
in the eaddle, huddled up, wizened, an old,
old man, crushed with the weight of years
and sorrow.

In sooth he was a man of moods and
contradictions, changeable as an April sky,
and none- the 1#as quick-tempered and hard
because he knew that everybody was ter-
ribly afraid of him. And he had a tongue,
too, a lashing, cutting tongue that burnt
and blistered. Sometimes he would be
quite me2k and angry under the reproach-
es of the vicar, and yot the same day his-
tory records it that he got off his horse
and administered a sound thrashing to the
village poacher. Sometimes he got the
best of the vicar, and sometimes that
worthy man scored. They were good
friends, these two, though the vicar never
swerved in his fealty to Lady Littimer,

whose cause he always championed. But
nobody seemed to know anything about

that dark scandal. They knew that th.re
had been a dreadful scene at the castle
seven years before, and that Lady Litti-
mer and her son had left never to return.
Lady Littimer was in a madhouse some-
where, ‘1 y said, and the son was a wan-
dcrer on the face of the earth. And when
Lord Littimer died every penny of the
property, the castle included, would go
to her ladyship’s nephew, Mr. Reginald
IIenson. . !

In epite of the great cloud that hung
over the tumily Lord Littimer did not
seem to have changed. He was. just a lit-
tle more caustic than ever, his tongue a
little eharper. The servants could have
told a different story, a story of dark
moods and days when the bitterness of
the shadow of death lay on the face of
their master. Few men could carry their
grief better, and because Littimer carried
his grief so well he suffered. the more. We
shall see what the sorrow was in time.

There are few more beautiful places in
England than Littimer Castle. The house
stood on a kind of natural plateau with
many woods behind, a trout stream ran
clean past the big flight of steps leading
to the hall, below were terrace after ter
race of hanging gardens, and to the left
a eloping, ragged. drop of 200 feet into the
cea. To the right lay a magnificently-tim-
bered park, with a herd of redl wild deer
—perhaps the only herd of this kind 1n
the country. When the sun shone on the
grey walls they looked as if they had been
painted by some cunning hand, eo eoftly
were the greys and reds and blues blended.

Inside the place was a veritable art gal-
lery. There were hundreds of pictures and
engravings there. All round the grand
staircase tan a long, deep corridor,
filled with pictures. There were alcoves
here fitted up as sitting rooms. and in
most of them some gem or another was
hung. When the full flood of electric light
was turned on at night the effect was
almost dazzling. There were few pictures
in the gallery without a history.

Tord Littimer had many hobbies, but

There “were hundreds of rare birds. sho’
by him in different parts of the world
the corridors and floors were covered by
skins, the spoil of his rifle; here and there
a stuffed- bear pranced startingly; but the
pictures and prints were the great amuse-
ment of his lordship’s lonely life. \

He passed along the corridor now to-
wards the great oriel window at the end.
A brilliant sunlight filled the place with
shafts of golden and blue and purple as it
came filtered through the stained glass.
At a table in the window a girl sat work-
ing a typewriter. She might have passed
for beautiful, only her bair was banded
down hideously in Puritan fashion, on
each side of her delicate, aval face, her
eyes were shielded by speetacles. But
they were lovely, steady, covrag2ous blue
eyes, as Liitimer did not fail to observe.
Also he had not failed to note that his
new secretary could do very well without
the glasses.

The typewriter and secretary bueiness
was a new whim .of Littimer's. He wanted
an assistant to catalogue and classify his
pictures and prints, and he had told the
vicar so. He wanted a girl who wasn’t a
fool, a girl who could amuse him and
wouldn’t be afraid of him, and he thought
he would have an American. To which
the vicar responded that the whole thing
was noneense, but he had heard of a Bos-
ton @l 1n England who  was
locking for a situation of the
kind in a genuine old house for a year
or so. The vicar added that he had not
seen the young lady, but he could obtain
her address. A reply came in due course,
a reply that so pleased the impetuous
Earl that he engag d the applicant on
the spot. And now she had been just two
hours in the house.

“Well,” Litt.mer cried, “and how, have
you been getting on?”

Miss Christabel Lee looked up, smiling-
ly.
“I am getting on very well indeed,” she
said. “You see, I have made a study of
this kind of thing all my lifetime, and
most of your pictures are like old friends
to me. Do you know, I fancy that you and
I are going to manage very well to-
gether?”

“Oh, do you? They say I am pretty for-
midable at times.”

“I shan’t mind that a bit. You see, my
father was a man with a villainous tem-
per. But a woman can always get the bet-
ter of a bad-tempered man unless he hap-
pens to be one of the lower classes who
uses his boots. If he is a gentleman you
have him utterly at your merey. Have
you a sharp tongue?”

“I flatter myself that I can be pretty
blistering on occasions,” Littimer said,
grimly,

How delightful! 8o canI. You and I will
have some famous battles later on. Only
I warn you that I never lose my temper,
which gives me a tremendous advantage.
1 haven’t been very well lately, so you
must be nice to me for a week or two.”

Littimer smiled and ncdded. The grim
lord of the castle was not accustomed to
this kind- of thing, and he was telling
himself that he rather liked it.

“And now show me the Rembrandt,”
Miss Lee said, impatiently.

Littimer led the way to a distant alcove
lighted from the side by a latticed win-
dow. There was only onc picture in the
excellent light there, and that was the
famous Rembrandt engraving. Littimer’s
eyes lighted up quite lovingly as they
rested upon it. The Florentine frame was
hung so low that Miss Lee could bring
her face on a level with it.

“This is the picture that was stolen
from you?” she asked.

“Yes, that’s the thing that there was
all the fuss about. It made a great stir
at the time. But I don’t expect that it
will happen again.” :

“Why not?” Miss Lee asktd. “When
an attempt
of that sort is made it is usually followed
by ancther. sometimes: after the lapse of
years. Anybody getting through that win-
dow could easily get the frame from its
two nails and take out the paper.”

“Do, you think so?”’ Littimer asked, un-
easily.

“I am certain of jt. Take my advice
and make it secure.The panels behind are
hard wood—thick black oak. Lord Litti-
mer, I am going to get four brass-headed
stays and drive them through some of the
open ornamental work into the panel so
as to make the picture quite secure. 1t is
an iron frame, I suppose.”

“Wroughtiron,gilt,” said Littimer. “Yes,

one could easily drive four brass-headed |

stays through the open work and make the
thing safe. T'll have it seen to.”

But Miss Lee insisted that there was no
time like the present.
that Littimer had an excellent carpenter’s
shop on the premises; indeed, she admitted

not one that interested him like thie Ydown to the library and began an eager

She had discovered |

to being no mean performer with the lathe
herself. She fitted down the stairs ligh{ 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 T were a young man myself I
might—— But women 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 hé paced up and down.
Christabel came back presently with ham-
mer and some brass-headed stays in her
hand.

“Don’t utterly destroy the frame,” Lit-
timer said, resignedly. “It is reputed to
be Quentin Matsy’s work, and I had it cut
to its present fashion. I'll go to the end
of the galle y till th: execution’s over.”

“On th contrary,” Miss Lee said, firmly,
“you will stay where you are told.”

A little to his own surprise Littimer re-
mained. He saw the nails driven firmly
in and finished off with a punch so that
there might be no danger of hammering
the exquisitely wrought frame. Miss Lee
stood regarding her work with a sugges-
tion of pride.

“There,” she said,” “I flatter muself a
carpenter could have done no better.”

“You don’t know our typical carpenter,”
Littimer said. “‘Here is Tredwel with a
telegram. For Miss I.ee? [ hope it isn’t
an intimation that some relative has died
and left you a fortune. At least, if it is,
you mustn’t go until we've had one of
those quarrels you promised me.”

Christabel glanced at the telegram and
slipped it into her pocket. There were
just a few words in the telegram that
would have been unintelligible to the or-
dinary understanding. The girl did not
even comprehend, but Littimer’s eyes were
upon her, and. the cipher had to keep for
a time. Littimer walked ‘away at an-inti-
mation that his steward desired to see him.

Instantly the girl'’s manner changed. She
glanced at the Rembrandt with a shrewd
smile that meant something beyond a mere
act of prudence well done. <Then she went

search for a certain book. She found it
at length, the “David Copperfield” in the
“Charles Dickens” edition of the great
novelist’s works. For the next hour or so
she was flitting over the pages with the
cipher telegram spread out before her. A
litile later and the few jumbled, maning-
less words were coded out into a lengthy
message. Christabel read them over a few
times, then with aid of a ‘vesta she ‘re-
duced the whole thing, telegram and all,
to Ainder, which she carefully crushed and
flung out of the window.

She looked away down the terrace, she
! glanced at the dappled deer knee-deep in
| the bracken, she caught a glimpse of the
smiling sea, and her face gaddened for a
moment.

“How lovely it all is,” she murmured.
“How exquisitely beautiful and how ut-
terly ead! And to think that if I possess-
ed the magician’s wand for a moment 1
conld make everything smile again. He is
a good man—a better man than anybody
'talces him to be. Under his placid. cyni-
i cal surface he conceals a deal of suffering.
Well, we shall see” ‘She replaced |
the “Copperfield” on the shelf and
turned to go again. Im the hall she met
Lord Littimer dressed for riding. He
smiled as she passed. : :

« Ay revoir till dinner time,” he said.
“T've got to go and eece a tenant. Oh,
yes, I shall certainly expect the pleasure
of your company to dinner. And now that
the Rembrandt—""

“Is it eafe for the afternoon,” Christa-
bel laughed. “It is generally when the
family are dining that the burglar has his
busy time. A pleasant ride to you.”

CHAPTER XXVI.
An Unexpected Guest.

Lord Littimer returned, as he declared,
with the spirits and appetite of a school-
boy. All the same, he did not for one
moment abandon his usual crit.cal analysis.
e rattled on gaily, but he was studying
the guest all the same. She might have
been the typical American lady student;
but he was not blind to the fact that the|
| plain muslin and lace frock she wore was |
made in Paris or that her manners and |
style must have been picked up in hhef!
best society. She sat there under the
shaded lights and bchind the bank of flow-
ers like as to the manner born, and her
accent was only sufficiently American to
render her conversation piquant.

“You have always been used to this class
of life?” Littimer asked.

“There you are quite mistaken,” Chris--
tabel said, coolly. ‘“For the last few years
my existence has been anything but a bed
of roses. And your remark, my lord, sa-
vors elightly of impertinent curiosity. I
might as well ask you why your family is
nzt here.”’

“We agreed to differ,” Littimer re-
sponded. ““I recollect it caused me a
great deal of annoyance at the time. And
my son choge to take his mother’s part.
You knew I had a son?”’

“Yes,’t said Christabel, without looking
up from the ®ach she was peeling. “I
have met him.”

“Indeed. And what opinion did you form
of my son, may I ask?”

“Well, I rather liked him. He seemed
to me to be suffering from some great
trouble, and trouble I am sure that was
not ‘of his own creating.”

“Which means to say you feel rather
sorry for Frank, But when you say the
trouble was not of his own creating you
are entirely mistaken. It is not a nice
thing to say, Miss Lee, but my son was
an utter and most unmitigated young!
scoundrel. If he camse here he would
be ordered out of the house. So far as 1
am concerned, I have no son at all. He

sides with his mother, and his mother|
has a considerable private fortune of her
own, Where she is at -the present ma-
ment I have no idea. Nor do I care.
Seems odd, dces it noi, that 1 sivwu
have been very fond of that woman at
one time, just as it seems odd to think
that I should have once been fond of |
treacle tart?” |

Littimr sp: ke evenly and quietly, with
his eyes full upon the girl. He was de-
ceiving himself, but he was not deceiving
her fcr a moment. His callousness seem-
ed to be all the more marked because the |
gervants were in the room. But (il\rista<|
bel could see clearly what an effort it
was.

“You love your wife still,” she said, so |
low that only Littimer heard. His eyes
flashed, his face flamed with a sudden |
spasm of passicn. .

“Are we to quarrel so early as this?”
he whispered.

“I never quarrel,” Christabel said, cool-
ly; "1 lave my antagonist to do that.
But T have met your son, and 1 like him.
| He may be:weak, but he is a gentleman.;

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

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

“You must sce 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
way. It has been altogether a most de-
lightful eyening.” >

But Christabel did not dally long in the
drawingroom. 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 twe've as she finished. She looked
out of her door. The whole house was in
darkness, the silence seemed. to cling like
a curtain.

She paused for a moment as if afraid to
take the naxt 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

Do you grow

Christabel |

“Ihe patient rarely sees any virtue in
his medicine. Now, please, go to your
room. I can hear the other man mutter-

ing and getting anxious down below. Now, |

if you approach that window again I am
pretty certain that my revolver will go off.
You see, 1 am an American, and we are
60 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
Jeast ridiculous. If you refuse 1 shall hold
you up with my weapon and alarm the
whole houze. But I don’t want to do that,
for the sake of the other man. He is &0
very rrepctable, you know, and anything
unconventional may be so awkward for
him. Yes, it is just as I expected. He is
((‘}0!1'1’1’1'18‘ up the ivy to investigate himself.

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

Littimer backed before the weapon,
backed until he was in the doorway. Sud-
denly the girl gave him a push, ehut the

“Oh, indeed. And is the other man a
relative of Lord Littimer’s also?”

“Oh, why, confound it, yes. The other
man, as you call him, is Lord Littimer's
only eon.”

Christabel glanced at Henson, not with-
out admiration,

“Well, you are certainly a cool hand,”
she said. “You are two clever thieves
who have come here for the express pur-
pose of robbing Lord Littimer of one of
his art treasures. I happen to 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.
And you really expect me to believe a
Hans Andersen fairy story like that!”

«I admit that appearances are against

me,” Henson eaid, humbly. “But I am
speaking the truth.”

“Oh, indeed. Then why didn’t you
come in through th2 front door? The vio-
lent exercise you were taking just now
must be dangerous to .a man of your
build!>”

“] am afraid T shall have to make a
clean breast of it,”” Henson said, with
what he fondly imagined to be an engag-
ing emile. “You may, perhaps, be aware
that yonder Rembrandt.has a history. It
was stolen from its present owner once,
and I have always eaid 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 so!” :

“Ah, you are cynical still, which is a
bad thing for one so young and—er—
charming, I came down here to see my
very noble relative, and his son accom-
panied me. I came to try and make
peace between father and son. But that
is a 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
& lesson as to his carelessness. My idea
was to climb through the window, ab-
stract the Rembrandt, and slip quietly in-

in the dim, uncertain light from the big| door to, and turned the key in the lock.

window. She stood just for an instant
with a feeling that somebody was climb-
ing up the ivy outside the house. She felt
her way along until she came to the al-
cove ccntaining the Rembrandt and then
she stopped. Her hand slid along the
wall till her fingers touched the switch
of the electric light. - o

She stood for a long time there perfect-
ly motionless. It was a still night out-
side, and there was mnothing to account
for the rustling of the ivy leaves. The
rattling came in jerKs, spasmodically, stop-
ping every now and then and resuming

again. It was no lenger a matter of imag-,

ination, it was a certainty. Somebody
was climbing up the ivy to the window.

Leaning eagerly forward, Christabel
could hear the sound of labcred breathing.
She seemed to see the outline of an arm
outside, she could catch the quick rattle
of the sash, she could almcst see a bent
wire crooked through the beaded edges
of the casement. Yes, she was right. The
window swung noiselessly back and a fig-
ure stood poised on the ledge outside.

With a quick breath and a flultering of
her heart Christabel felt for the switch.

“It will be all right,” she murmured;
“the other one will fancy that the light
is necessary. Courage, my dear, courage,
and the game is yours. Ah!”

The intruder dropped inside and pulled
the window behind him. Evidently he
was on familiar ground, though he seemed
to be seeking an unfamiliar object. Chris-
tabel's hand stole ‘along to the ewitch;
there was a click, and the alcove was
bathed in brilliant light. The intruder
ghrank back with a startled ery. He rub-
ber his dazed eyes.

“Why not come in through the front
door, Mr. Littimer?” Christabel drawled,
coclly.

Frank Littimer had no words for a mo-
ment. He was wondering who this wom-
an was and what she was doing here. Am-

|crican, evidently, by her accent, and also

by the revolver that she handled so .as-

! suredly.

"That is the way you used to enter,”
Christabel proceeded, ““when you had been
out contrary to parental instructions and

| the keepers expected to have a fracas with

the poachers. Your bedroom being exact-
ly opp sit>, detectign was no easy matter.
Your bedroom has never been touched
since you left. The key is still outside the
door. Will you kindly enter it?”

“But—" Frank stammered.
assure you that I canpot—-"

“Take the Rembrandt away. You can-
not. The frame is of iron, and it is fasten-
ed to the wall. It would take an experi-
enced carpenter quite a long time to “re-
move it. Therefore your mission hes fail-
ed. It is very annoying, becaus: it puts
the other man in a very awkward posi-
tion. "he pesition is going to he still
more awkward presently. Please go to
your room.”

“My dear lady, if my father knows that
I am in the hoyse—"

“He is not-"going to know that you are
in the house, at least not for some little
time. .#hd when you eee him it will be
bettef not to say more than is necessary.
Later on you will recognize what a friend
Imam to you.”

“You are not showing it at present,”

“But 1

You have made a mistake, and some day| Littimer said, desperately.

.

|

Almost at the same instant another figure
loomed large in the window frame.

Something bulky was struggling to get
through the window. Half hidden in the
shadow, Christabel watched with the deep-
est interest. If she had been afraid at
first that sensation had entirely departed
by thia time. From the expression of her
face she might have been enjoying the
novel situation. It was certainly not with-
out a suggstion of the farcical.

The burly figure contrived to squeeze
through the narrow casement at length and
stood breathing loudly in the corridor. It
was not a pleasant sight that met Chris-
tabel’s gaze—a 'big man with a white, set
face and rolling eyes and a stiff bandage
about his throat. Bvidently the intruder
was utterly exhausted, for he dropped into
a chair and nursed his head between his
hands.

“Now what has become of that fool?” he
muttered. “Ah!”

He looked round him uneasily, but his
expression changed as his eyes fell on the
Rembrandt. He had the furtive look of a
starving man who picks up a purse whilst
the owner is still in sight. He staggered
towards the picture and endeavored to take
it gently from the support. He tried
again and again, and then in a paroxysm
of rage he tore at the frame work.

“I guess that it can’t be done,” Christa-
bel said, drawlingly. “See, stranger?”’

Reginald Hinson fairly gasped. As he
turned round the ludicrous mixture of cun-
ning and confusion, anger and vexatious
alarm on his face caused the girl to smile.

“J—I beg your pardon,” he stammered.

«T gaid it cant’, be done,”’ the girl drawl-
ed, coolly. ‘“‘Sandow couldn’t do it. The
frame is made of ircn and it is fixed to
the wall by four long siays. It's a meat
job, though I say it myself; I persuaded
Lord. Littimer to have it done. And when
I heard you two prowling about down
there I was glad. Ive got the other ome
safe.”

“Oh, you've got the other ome cafe?”’
Henson said, blankly.

He would have liked to have burst out
into a torrent of passion, only he recog-
nized his position. The thing was shame-
fully funny. It was anything but nice for
a man of his distinguished position to be
detected in an act suspiciously like vulgar
burglary. Still, there must be some plaus-
ible way out of the difficulty if he could
only think of it. Only this girl with the
quaint, pretty face and spectacles did not
look in the least like a fool. He would
have to try what blandishments would do.

“Are you aware who I am?” he asked,
blandly.

“What does it matter? T've got the
other one, and no doubt he will be identi-
fied by the police. If he doesn’t say too
much he may get off. with a light sentence.
It is quite easy to see that you are the
greater scoundrel of the two.”

“My dear young lady, do you actually
take me for a burglar?”’

There was a note of deep pain in Hen-
eon’s voice. He had dropped into a chair
again, with a feeling of utter weakness
upon him. The girl's racolute mien and
the familar way in which she handled
her revolver filled him with the deepest
apprehension. :

“T am a very old friend and relative of
Lord Littimer’s,” he said.

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.” :

“Not quite,” 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! I'm 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 feat
carry away. No, sir.”

Henson advanced angrily. His prudence
had gone for the time. As he came down
upon Christabel she raised her revolver
and fired two shots in quick succession
over Henson’s shoulder. The noise went
echoing and reverberating along the cor-
ridor like a crackling of thunder. A doo:
came open with a click, then a voice de-
manded to 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 ¢
volver in his hand, came coolly down ti
corridor. A curicus 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.

“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 grcaned.

“And why not?” Christabel demanded.
“T was just going to bed when I heard
voices in the forecourt below and foot-
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 are a grave
people who take themselves seriously.
Egad, this would be a lovely story for
one of thcse prying society papers. ‘The
Philanthropist and the Picture” TI've a
good mind to send it to the Press myself.”

Littimer sat down and laughed with
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.

“] 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
giin by taking part in a fool’s trick like
this? Did I not tell you never to show
your face here again?” ¢

The young man said nothing. He stood
there looking down, dogged, quiet, like
one tongue-tied. Littimer thundored 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.)




