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CHAPTER VI——(Con‘tiuued)

“Rather bad fix! Oh, you laconic crea-

tures, Englishmen. All you think of is
to hide your feelings behind icy” words.
As for me—well, there was nothing I
wouldn’t have done to help him—nothing.
My life would have been a small thing to
give. I would have given my soul. And
already a thought came flashing into my
mind. I begged Raoul to wait, and say
nothing to the Duchess, who didn’t even
know yet that he’d come back from Am-
sterdam. The thought in my mind was
about the commission from your Secretary
for Foreign Affairs. As I told you, I'd just
sent him word in the usual cipher and
through the usual channels, that I couldn’t
do what he wanted. He'd offered me eight
thousand pounds to undertake the service,
and four more if I succeeded. I believed
I could succeed if I tried. And with the
few thousands I'd saved up, and selling
such jewels as I had, I could make up the
sum Raoul had been told to ask for the
necklace. Then he could give it to the
Duchess, and she need never know that
the diamonds had been stolen. : All that
night I lay awake thinking, thinking. Next
day, at a time when I knew Raoul would
be working in his office, I went t0 8ee him
there, and cheered him up as well as I could.
I told him that in_a few days I hoped to
have eighteen or twenty thousand pounds
in my hands—all for him. To let him have
the money would maxe me happier than
I’d ever been. At first he said he wonldn’t
take it from me—I knew he would say
that! But, at last, after I'd eried and
begged, and persuaded, he consented; only
it was to be a loan, and somehow, some
time, he would-pay me back. In that office
there are several great safes; and when we
had grown quite happy and gay together,
I made Raoul tell me which was the most
important of all—where the really im-
portant, and valuable things were kept.
He laughed and pointed out the most
interesting one—the one, he said which
held all the deepest secrets of French
foreign diplomacy. I was sure them that
the thing I had - to get for the - British
Foreign Secretary must be there, though
it was such a new thing that it couldn’t
have been anywhere for long. ‘There are
three keys to that safe,” said Raoul. ‘One
is kept by the President; one is always
with the Foreign Secretary; this is the
third’; and he showed me a strange little
key different to any one I had seen.before.
‘Oh, do let me have a peep at these won-
derful-papers,’ I pleaded with him. Before
coming I had planned what to do. Round
my throat I wore a string of imitation

-pearls, which I'd put on for special pur-

pose. But they awere pretty, and so well
made that only an expert would know
they weren’t real. Raoul isn’t an expert;
so at the moment he fitted the key into
the lock of the safe to open the door, I
gave a sly little pull, and broke the thread,
making the pearls roll everywhére about
the floor. He was quite distressed, forgot
all about the key in the lock, and flew to
pick up the pearls as if each one were
worth at least a thousand francs.

“While he was busy finding the lost
beads, I whipped out the key, took an im-
pression of it on a piece of wax I had
ready, concealed in my handkerchief, and
Blipped it back into the lock/ while he was
still on his hands and knees on the floor.
Then he opened the safe-door for a
moment, just to give me the peep I had
begged for, but not long enough for me
to touch anything even if I’d dared to try
with him standing there. Enough, though,
to show me that the documents were
neatly arranged in labelled pigeon-holes,
and to see their general character, colour,
and shape. That same day a key to fit
the lock was being made; and when it
was ready, I made an excuse to call again
on Raoul at the office. Not that a very
elaborate excuse was needed. The poor
fellow, trusting me as he trusts himself,
or more, was only too glad to have me
come to him,even in that sacred place. Now,
the thing was to get him away. But I'd
made up my mind what to do. In another
office, upstairs, was a friend of Raoul’s—
the one who introduced us to each other,
and I’d made up a message for him, which
I begged Raoul to take, and bring his
friend to speak to me. He went, and I
believed I might count on five minutes to
myself. No more—but those five minutes
would have been enough for success or
failure. The instant the door <was shut
behind Raoul, I was at the safer. The key

- fitted. I snatched out a folded document,

and opened it to make quite, quite certain
it was the right one, for a mistake would
be inexcusable and spoil everything. It
was what I wanted—the treaty, newiy
made, between Japan, Russia and France
—the treaty which your Foreign Secretary
thought he had reason to believe was a
secret one, arranged between the three
countries without the knowledge of England
and to the prejudice of her interests. The
cne glance I had gave me the impression
that the document was nothing of the
kind, but quite Innocent, affecting trade
only; yet that wasn’t my business. I had
to eend it to the Foreign Secretary, who
wanted to know its precise nature, and
whether England was being deceived. In
place of the treaty I slipped into its
pigeon-hole a document I'd brought with
me—just like the real thing. No one
opening the safe on other business would
suspect the change that had been made.
My hope was to get the treaty back before
it should be missed. You see, I was
betraying Raoul, to save him. Do you
nderstand ?”’

“I understand. You mst have persuaded
vorself that you were justified. But, good
heavens, Maxine,” I couldn’t help breaking
-out, “it was an awful thing to do.”

. “I know—I know. But I had to have
the money—for Raoul. And there was no
other way to get it. You remember, 1I'd
refused, till the diamonds were lost, and
would have refused even if Raoul had
nothing to do with the French Foreign
Oftice. But let me go on telling you what
happened. I had time enough. I had
even a minute or two to epare. And
fortunately for me, the man I'd sent
Raoul to find was out. I looked at my
watch, pretended to be surprised, and
said I must go at once. I couldn’t bear
to waste a second in hurrying the treaty
off, so that it might the more quickly
be on its way back. I hadn't come to
visit Raoul in my own carriage, but in a
oab, which was waiting. As Raoul was
taking me to it, Count Godensky got out
of & motor-brougham, and saw me. If
onl yit had been anywhere except in front
of the Foreign Office! I told myself there
was no reason why he should guess that
anything was wrong, but I was in such
a state of nerves that, as he raised his
hat, and his eyebrows, I fancied that he
imagined all sorts of things, and I felt
myself grow red and pale. What a fool
I was—and how weak! But I couldn’t
help it. I didn’t wait to go home.. I wrote
a few lines in the cab, and sent off the
packet, registered, in time I hoped, to
catch the post—but after all, it didn’t.
Coming out from the post office, there
was Godensky again, in his motor-broug-

ham. That could have been no co-
incidence. A horrid certainty sprang to
life in me that he’'d followed my cab from
the Foreign Office, to see where I would

danger? I have always thought of things,
and guarded against them; yet this time,
this time of all others, I seemed fated.”

“But if Godensky had known what you
were doing, the game would have been
up for you before this,” I said.

“He didn’t know, of course. Only—if
he wants to be a woman’s lover and she
won’t have him, he’s her enemy and he’s
the enemy of the man who is her lover.
He’s too clever and too careful of his own
interests to speak out prematurely any-
thing he might vaguely suspect, for it
would do him harm if he proved mis-
taken. He wouldn’t yet, I think, even
warn those whom it might concern, to
search and see if anything in Raoul’s
charge were out of order or missing. But
what he would do, what I think he has
done, is this. Having some idea, as he
may have, that my relations with certain
important persons in England are rather
friendly, and seeing me come from the
Foreign Offiee'to go almost straight to the
post, it might have occurred to him to try,

and learn the name of my correspondent.
'He has influence—he could perhaps. have

found out: but if 'he did, it wouldn’t. have
helped him much, for naturally, my deal-
ings with the British - Foreign Secretary
are always well under cover—hence a delay
sometimes in his receiving word from me.
What I send can never go straight to him,
as you can guess. Godensky would guess
that, too: and he would have perhaps in-
formed the police, very cautiously, very
unofficially and confidentially, that he
suspected Maxine de Renzie of being a
political spy in the pay of England. He
would have advised that my movements
be watched for the next few days: that
English agents of the French police be
warned to watch also, on their side of the
Channel. He would have argued to himself
that if I’d sent any document away, with
Raoul’s contrivance or without, I would
be wanting it back as soon as possible;
and he would have mentioned to the police
that possibly a messenger would bring me
somehting—if my correspondence through
the post was found to’ contain nothing
compromising. Oh, there have been eyes
on me, and on every momement of mine,
I'm sure. See how efficient, though quiet,
the methods have been where you’re con-
cerned. They—the police—knew the name
of th man I was to meet here at this
hotel; and if, as Godensky must have
hoped, any document belonging to the
French Government had been found on
you or me, everything would have played
into his hands. Raoul would have been
ruined, his heart broken, and I—but there
are no words to express what I would
have suffered, what I may yet have to
suffer. Godensky would be praised for
his cleverness, as well as securing a ¢atis-
factory revenge on me for refusing him.
The only. thing which rejoices me now is
the thought of his blank disappointment
when he gets the news from the Com-
missary of Police.”

“You don’t believe then,” I asked, ‘“that
Godensky has had any hand in the dis-
appearance of the treaty?”

“I would believe it, if it weren’t for the
necklace being put in its place. Hven if
Count Godensky could have known of
Raoul’s mission with the diamonds, and
got them into his own hands, he wouldn’t
have let them get out again with every
chance of their going back to Raoul, and
thus saving him from his trouble. He'd
do nothing to help, but everything to
hinder. There lies the mystery—in the
return of the necklace instead of the
treaty. You have no knowledge of it,
you tell me; yet you come to me with it
in your pocket—the necklace stolen from
Raoul du Laurier, days ago, in Amsterdam
or on the way there.”

“You're certain it’s the same?”

“Certain as that you are you, and 1
am I. And I’'m not out of my mind yet—
though I soon shall be, unless you some-
how save me from this horror.”

“I’'m going to try,” I said. “Don’t give
up hope. I wish, though, that you hadn’t
to act to-night.”

“So do I. But there’s no way out of it.
And I must go now to the theatre, or I|
shall be late: my makeup’s a heavy one,
and takes a long time. I can’t afford to
have any talk about me and my affairs
to-night, whatever comes afterwards. Raoul
will be in a box, and at the end of the

make me almost too happy, if I hadn’t|
betrayed him, ruined his career for ever!”

“Yes, that’s something.”

too?” I asked.
“I’'m sure he will.
away.

inatters out.”

he hasn’t dared yet to throw suspicion on

mystery to him as it is to us, we have a
little time before us still: we're com-
paratively safe for a few hours.”

“We’re as safe,”
a kind of desperate calmness, ‘“as if we
were in a house with gunpowder stored
underneath, and a train laid to fire it.
But——" she broke off bitterly, “why do
I say ‘we’?
more than a regret, a worry.”

“You know that’s not just I re-
proached her. “I'm in this with you mow,
Leart and soul.
the truth when I said I'd give my life,

122

”

ready I've given something, but

me up quickly.

then regretted my words and would have
taken them back if I could, for she had
a heavy enough burden to bear already,
without helping me bear mine.

“I don’t understand,” she said.

thing,” I hurried on.

“Yet I will think of it, if I ever have
time to think of anything beyond this
tangle.
Save me, save Raoul if you can, Ivor.
What you can do, I don’t know. I'm
groping in darkness.
hope. For pity’s sake, come to my house
when the play’s over, to tell me . what
you've done, if you've been able to do
anything. Be there at twelve.”

“I promise.”

“Thank you.
moment. Now, give me the diamonds, and

me outside this room.”

AT —

go. Why couldn’t I have thought of thntrine’s voice had rung unmistakably true

To you all this can be no,

I spoke no more than,
if necessary, to redeem my failure. = Al
“What have you given?” ehe  caught|

“My hope of happiness with a girl I!
love as you do ‘du Laurier,” I answered,’

“Don’t think of it. You can do nothing; |
and I don’t grudge the sacrifice—or any-;

But now, it must be au revoir.

the door before I could open it.

CHAPTER VIIL
Ivor is Late For an Appointment.

I was glad to be alone, for as 1 had
said, I wanted to think quietly. |

Maxine had taken the diamonds, but she|
had slipped the necklace into the bosom
of her dress, pressing it down through the
low-cut opening at the throat, and had
{therefore left the leather case. I -picked
ithe thing up from the table where she
had thrown it, and examined it carefully
for the first time.

3 had not been originally intended as
a jewel-case, that was clear; and as Max-

when she denied all previous knowledge
of it to the police, I judged that the dia-
monds had not been in it when the duchess
entrusted them to du Laurier. He would
almost certainly have described to Maxine
the box or case which had been stolen,
from him, and if the thing pulled out from
the sofa-hidingplace had recalled his des-
cription, she must have betrayed some
emotion under the keen eyes of the Com-
missary of Police,

The case which, it seemed, I had brought
to Paris, looked as if it might have been
made to hold a peculiar kind of cigar,
much larger than the ordinary sort. With-
in, on either side, was a partition, and
there was a silver clasp on which the
ballmark was English.

“English silver!” I said to myself,
thoughtfully. The three men who had
travelled in the carriage with me from
London to Dover were all English. OF
the trio, only the nervous little fellow who
had reserved the compartment for himself,
had found the smallest possible oppor-
tunity to steal the treaty from me, and
exchange for it this red leather case con-
taining a diamond mnecklace worth twenty
thousand pounds. If he possessed the
skill and quick deftness of a conjurér or
a marvellously clever professional pick-
pocket, as well as the incentive of a paid
spy, he might conceivably have done the
trick at the moment of alarm on the
boat’s gangway, not afterwards, for when
he had pressed near me in the Gare du
Nord, he had been on the wrong side.
But for my life I could not guess the
motive for such an exchange.

Supposing him a spy, employed to track
and rob me of what I carried, why should
he have made me a present of these rare
and precious diamonds? Would the bribe
for which he used his skill reach anything
like the sum he could obtain by selling the
stones? I was almost sure it would not;
and therefore, having the diamonds it
would have been far more to his advantage
to keep them than to stuff them into my
pocket, simply to fill up the space where
the case with the treaty had been. There
would not have been time yet for the real
diamonds to have been copied in Amster-
dam, therefore it would be useless to build
up a theory that. the stones given might
be false.

Besides, I reminded myself, if the man
were a spy whose business was to watch
and be near me, why hadn’t he waited
to see what I would do, where I would
go, instead of taking a compartment, care-
fully reserving it, and trusting to such an
unlikely chance as that I might force my-
gelf into -it? Even if, after all, the three
men had been in some obscure way playing
into each others’ hands, I could not see
how their game had been arranged to
catch me,

Maxine and I had talked for a long-time,
but not two hours had passed since I saw
the last of the little rat of a man in the
railway station. Though I could not
understnd any reason for his tricking me,
still, I told myself that nobody else could
have done it, and I decided to go back
at once to the Gare du Nord. There I might
still be able to find some trace of the
travellers. If through a porter or cabman
I could learn where they had gone, I might
have a chance even aow of getting back
the stolen treaty. I had brought with me
from London a loaded revolver, warned
by the Foreign Secretary that to do so
would be a wise precaution; and I was
ready to make use of it if necessary. -

I was beginning to be very hungry, but
that was a detail of no importance for I
had no time to waste in eating. I went
to the railway station and looked about
until I found a porter whose face I had
seen when I got out of the train. He had,
in fact, appeared under the window of
my compartment, offering himself as a
luggage carrier and had been close behind
me when my late travelling companion
walked by my side. Questioned, he
appeared not to remember; but his wits
being sharpened by the gift of a franc, he
reflected and recalled not only my features
but the features of the little man, whom |
he described with sufficient accuracy. What |
had become of le petit Monsieur, he was|
not certain, but fancied he had driven!
away in a cab accompanied by two otherk
gentlemen. He recollected this circum-
stance, because the face of the cabman,
was one that he knew; and it was now|

| The cab driver proved to be a dull and|

surly fellow, like many other cocher of;

I began by saying|
that I was in search of three friends of|

I asked him to|

1 gave her thé necklace, and ghe was atY My answer was to slip a five franc piece

into the servant’s hand, and suggest that
I should be shown at once into the dining-|
room, without waiting. My idea was to|
catch my birds while they fed, and take
them by surprise, lest they fly away. If
I pounced upon them in the midst of a
meal, at Jeast they could not escape before
being recognised by me: and as to what|
chould come after recognition, the moment
of meeting must decide,

The five franc piece worked like a charm.
I was promptly ushered into the dining-
room, and standing just inside the door, 1
swept the long table with a quick, eager
glance. About eighteen or twenty people
were dining, but, though several were
unmistakably Englicsh, I saw no one who
resembled my travelling companions.

Everyone turned and stared. There was
no face of which I had not a good view.
In a low voice, I asked the servant which
were the new arrivals of whom he had
spoken. He pointed them out, and added
that, though they had come only that day
from England, they were old patrons, well
known in the house.

As I lingered, deeply disappointed, the
elderly proprietor of the pension, who
superintended the comfort of his guests,
trotted fussily up to enquire the stranger’s
business in the dining room. I explained
that I had hoped to find friends, and was
85 polite that I contrived to get permission
for my cabman to have a peep through
the crack of the door. When he had
identified his three passengers, all hope
was over. I had followed the wrong men.

There was nothing to do but go back
to the Gare du Nord, and question more
porters and cabmen. Nobody could give
me any information worth having, it
seemed; yet the little man must have left
the station in a vehrcle of some sort, as
he had a great deal of small luggage. Since
I could learn nothing of him or his move-
ments, however, and dared not, because
of Maxine and the British Foreign Sec-
retary, apply ‘'to the police for help, I
determined to lose no more time before
consulting a private detective, a man
whose actions I could control, and to
whom I need tell only as much of the
truth as I chose, without fear of having
the rest dragged out of me.

At my own hotel, I enquired of the
manager where I could find a good private |
detective, got an address, and motored
to it, the speed bracimg my nerves. For-
tunately, (as I thought then) Monsieur
Anatole Girard was at home and able to
receive me. I was shown into the plain
but very neat little sitting-room of a flat
on the fifth floor of a big new apartment
house, and was impressed at first glance
by the clever face of the dark, thin
Frenchman who politely bade me welcome.
It was cunning, as well as clever, no
doubt: but then, I told myself, it was
the business of a person in Monsieur
Girard’s' profession to be cunning.

I introduced myself as Mr. Sandford,
the name I had been told to give at the
Elysee Palace Hotel. This seemed best,
as it was in the hotel that I had been
recommended to Monsieur Girard, and
complications might arise if George Sand-
ford suddenly turned into Ivor Dundas.
Besides, as there were a good many things
which I did not want brought to light,
Sandford seemed the man to fit the situ-
ation. Later, he could easily disappear
and leave no trace.

I said that I had been robbed of a thing
which was of immense value to me, but
as it was the gift of a lady whose name
must not on any account appear in the
case, I did not wish to consult the police.
All I asked of Monsieur Girard’s well-
known ability, was the discovery of the
supposed thief, whom I’ thereupon des-
cribed. I added the fact that we had
travelled together, mentioned the incident|
at the gangway, and explained that I had
not suspected my loss until I arrived at
the Elysee Palace Hotel.

Girard listened. quietly, evidently re-
alising that I haditalked to him from be-
hind . a screen of reserve, yet not seeking
to force me to put aside that screen. He
asked several intelligent questions, very
much to the point, and, T answered them—
as seemed best. When he touched on
points which I considered too delicate
to be handled by a stranger, even a de-
tective in my employ, I frankly replied
that they had nothing to do with the
case in hand. Shrugging his shoulders
almost imperceptibly, yet expressively, he
took my refusals without comment; and
merely bowed when I said that, if the
scoundrel could be unearthed within
twenty-four hours, I would pay a hundred
pounds: if within twelve, a hundred and
fifty: if within six, two hundred. I added
that there was not a second to waste, as
the fellow might slip out of Paris at any
minute: but whatever happened, Monsieur
Girard was to keep the matter quiet.

The detective promised to do his best,
(which was said to be very good), held
out hopes of success, and assured me of
his - discretion. - On the whole, I was
pleased with him. He looked like a man
who thoroughly knew his business; and
had it not been for the solemn warning

first act, he’ll be at the door of my dress-|again in the station, for the voiture had | of the Foreign Secretary, and the risk for
ing room. The agony of seeing him, ijreturned. Would he point out the cocher | Maxine, I would gladly have put more
hearing him praise my acting, and sayingito me? He would, and did, receiving a}eﬁicient weapons in Girard’s hands, by
dear, trusting, loving words that would | s¢éond franc for his pains. |

telling him everything.
By the. time that the detective had been
primed with such facts and details as I

“May be not,” I said. “And anyhow,| Paris, but the clink of silver and the sight cculd give, it was past ten o’clock. I
there’s the mecklace. “That’s something.” | of it mellowed him.

could see my way to do nothing more for
the moment, and I was half famished, I

“Will Godensky be in the audience,|mine whom I was to have met when the:\vhizzed back in my hired automobile to

!boat train came in, but whom I had|the Elysee Palace Hotel.
He couldn’t keep ! unfortunately missed.
But he may be late. He won’t describe the mén he had driven away from George Sandford should chance incon-
come until he’s had a long talk with the the station at that time, and though he | veniently upon some acquaintance of Ivor
Commissary of Police, and tried to thrash| did it clumsily, betraying an irritaing lack Dundas, in the restaurant. I did not hurry

There I had

food served in my own sitting-room, lest

of observation when it came to details,!over the meal, for all I wanted now was

from him sounded encouraging. He re-|

jgers, and I decided to take the risk of!

| following them, 1
| When I say “risk” I mean the risk that |

turn out not to be the man I wished to
follow. Besides, as they had been driven |
to Neuilly, the distance was so great that, |
'#f I went there in a cab, and found at last
that I had made a mistake, I should have'
wasted a great deal of valuable time on'
| the wrong tack. If the driver had re-;
membered the name of the street, and the
number of the house at which he had
paused, I would have hired a motor and
flashed out to the place in a few minutes;
but, despite a suggested bribe, he’could
| say no more than that, when he had come
to a certain place, one of his passengers
‘had called, “Turn down the next street,|
to the left.”” He had done so, and in
front of a house, almost midway along
that street, he had been bidden to stop.]
He had not bothered to look at the name
of the street; but, though he was not very
| familiar with that neighborhood, various

“If only your theory’s right, then,—if still such information as I could drawto arrive at Maxine de Renzie’s house at

twelve o’clock, and tell her my news—or

du Laurier, and if the loss of that letter- membered perfectly well the place at|lack of news. She would be there waiting
case with its contents is as much of a which he had deposited his three passen- for me, I was sure, no matter how prompt

I might be, for though in ordinary ecir-
cumstances, after the first performance of
a new play, either Maxine would have

now.yightexeL.-qton dedtoaiwo etao shrd|the man I was starting out to chase might!gone out to supper, or invited guests to
answered Maxine, with'

sup with her, she would have accepted no
invitation, given none, for to-night. She
would hurry out of the theatre, probably
without waiting to remove her stage make-
up, and she would go home unaccom-
panied, except. by her maid.

Maxine lives in a charming little, old-
fashioned house, set back in’ its own
garden, a great “find” in a good quarter
of Paris; and her house could be reached
in ten minutes’ drive from my hotel. T
would not go as far as the gate, but would
dismiss my cab at the corner of the quiet
street, as it would not be wise to advertise
the fact that Mademoiselle de Renzie was
receiving a visit from a young man at
midnight. Iifteen minutes would give me
plenty of time for all this: therefore, at
about a quarter to twelve I started to go
dewnstairs, and in the entrance hall almost
ran against the-last person on earth I ex-

‘landmarks would guide him to the right, pected to sec—Diana Forrest.

place, when he came to pass them again.

i reluctantly made up my mind that I could
do no better than take the man as my
conductd®; and accordingly, with a horse
already tired, I drove to Neuilly. There,

last before a fair-sized house with lights
|in many Wwindows. KEvidently it was a
pension.

the landmarks were not deceiving, as 1!
| was half afraid they would be; and in a take me back also.
Yet you're my one|quiet street of the suburb, we stopped at|an instant—a very mad instant.

| She was not alone, of course; but for a
Having heard all that he had to say, I!second or two I saw no one else. There

was none other except her precious and
beautiful face in the world; and for a
‘wild instant, 1 asked myself if she had
! come here to see me, to take back all her
cruel words of misunderstanding, and to
But it was only for

| Then I realised that she couldn’t have
known I was to be at the Elysee Palace
| Hotel, and that even if she had; she would

Of the man-servant who answered my | mnot have dreamed of coming to me. As
! ring, I enquired if three English gentlemen | common sense swept my brain clear, I

{had, and were dining. Would Monsicur

minutes, until dinner should be over?

I shall live for that|had lately arrived. we replied that they saw near the precious and beautiful face,

| other faces: Lady Mountstuart's, Lord

I'll go. I don’t want you to be secn with | give himself the pain of waiting a few | Mountstuart’s, Lisa Drummond’s, and Bob

Waest's.

|amazement or anger, or both, 1 couldn’t

I

They were all in evening dress, the!
ladies in charming wraps which appeared;

hotel from some place of amusement. The|
beautiful face, which had been pale, grew
rosy at sight of me, though whether with

tell. Lisa smiled, looking more impish
even than usual; but it was plain that
the others, Lord Mountstuart among them,
were surprised to see me here.

“(Goodness, is it you or your ghost?”
exclaimed Lady Mountstuart, in.the soft
accents of California, which have never
changed in spite of the long years of her
married life in England.

If it had been my ghost, it would have
vanished immediately, to save Di from!
embarrassment, and also to prevent any
delay in getting to Maxine’s. But, un-
fortunately, a flesh and blood young man
must stop for conventional politeness be-
fore he can disappear, no mater what
presses. A

I said “How do you do?”’ to everyone,
adding that I was as surprised to see them
as they could be to see me. I even grinned
civilly at Lord Robert West, though finding
him here with Di, tooking particularly
pleased with himself, made me want to
knock him down.

“Oh, it was a plan, as far as Mounty and
Lord Robert and I are concerned,” ex-
plained Lady Mountstuart. “Of course,
Lord Robert ought to have been at the
Duchess’s bazaar this afternoon, but then
he won’t show up at such things, even
to please his sister, and Di and Lisa were
to have represented me there. To-day
and to-morrow are the only days all three
of us could possibly steal to get away and
look at a most wonderful motor car, made
for a Rajah who couldn’t take it after all.
Lord Robert certainly knows more about
automobiles than any other human being
does, and he thought this was just what
I would want. Di had the most horrid
headache this morning, poor child, and
wasn’t fit for the fatigue of a big crush,
so, as she’s a splendid sailor, I persuaded
her to come with us—and Lisa, too, of
course. 'We caught the afternoon train to
Boulogne, and had such a glorious cross-
ing that we actually all had the courage to
dress and dine at Madrid—wasn’t it plucky
of us? But we're collapsing now, and have
come back early, as we must inspect the
car the first thing to-morrow morning and
do a heap of shopping afterwards.”

“If you’re collapsing, I mustn’t keep
you standing here a moment,” I said,
anxious for more than one reason to get
away. Di wabn’t looking at me. Half
turned from me, purposely I didn’t doubt,
she had begun a conversation with Bob
West, who beamed with joy over her
kindness to him and her apparent indiffer
ence to me.

“‘Collapsing’ is an exaggeration per-
haps,” laughed Lady Mountstuart. ‘But,
instead .of keeping us standing here, come
up to our sitting-room and have a little
talk—and whisky and soda.”

“Yes, do come, Dundas,” her husband
added.

“Thank you both,” I stammered, trying
not to look embarrassed, ‘“But—I know
you’re all tired, and—"

“And perhaps you have some nice en-
gagement,” piped Lisa.

“It’s too late for respectable British
young men to have engagements in naughty
Paris,” said Lady Mountstuart, laughing
again (she looks very handsomé when she
laughs, and knows it). “Isn’t that true,
Mr. Dundas?”

“It depends upon the engagement,” I
managed to smile calmly. But then, as
Di suddenly turned and looked straight at
me with marked coldness, the blood sprang
up to my face. I began to stammer again
like a young ass of a schoolboy. “I'm
afraid that I—er—the fact is I am engaged.
A matter of business. I wish I could get
out of it, but I can’t, and—er—I shall
have to run off, or I will be late. Good-
bye,—good-bye.” Then I mumbled some-
thing about hoping to see them again
before they left Paris, and escaped, know-
ing that I had made a horrid mess of my
excuses. Di was laughing at something
West said, as I turned away, and though
perhaps his temark and her laugh had
nothing to do with me, my ears burned,
and there was a coid lump of iron or
something that felt like it, where my heart
ought to have been.

Now was Lord Robert’s time to propose
—now, when she believed me faithless and
unworthy—if he but knew it. And I was
afraid that he would know it.

I got out into the open air, feeling half-
dazed as one of the under porters called
me a cab. I gave the name of the street
in the direction, but at some distance from
Maxine’s, lest ears should hear which
ought not to hear: and it was only when
we were well away from the hotel that I
amended my first instructions. Even then,
I mentioned the street leading into the one
where I was due, not the street itself.

“Depechezvous,” I added, for' I had
delayed eight or ten minutes longer than
I ought, and this had upset the exactness
of my calculations. The man obeyed;i
nevertheless, instead of reaching the top!
of Maxine’s street at two or three minutes|

before twelve, as I had intended, it was,

to the gate of the house a clock somewhere
was striking the quarter hour after mid-

night.

CHAPTER VIIL
Maxine Acts on The Stage and Off.

How I got through the play on that
awful night, I don’t know.

When I went onto the stage to take up
my cue, soon after the beginning of the!
first act, my brain was a plank. I could!
not remember a single line that I had to
gay. I couldn’t even see through the
dazzling mist which floated before my eyes,
to recognise Raoul in the box where I
knew he would be sitting unless—some-

conscious of one pair of hands clapping!
more than all the rest. Yes, Raoul was|
there. I felt his love reaching out to me]
and warming my chilled heart like a ray|
of sunshine that finds its way through
shadows. I must not fail. For his sake,!
I must not fail. I never had failed, and I,
would not now—above all, not now. '

It was the thought of Raoul that gave,
me back my courage; and though I
couldn’t have said one word of my part
pefore I came on the stage to answer that
first cue, by the time the applause had
died down enough to let me speak, each
line seenied to spring into my mind as it
was needed. Then, T got out of myself
and into the part, as T always do, but had |
feared not to do to-night. The audience
was mine, to play with as I liked, to make
laugh, to make ery, and clap its hands
or shout “Brava-brava!”

Yet for once I feared it, feared that
great crowd of people out there, as a lion
tamer anust at some time or. other fear
one of his lions. .

“What if they know all T've done?” |
The question flashed across my brain.
What if a voice in the auditorium should |
suddenly shout that Maxine de Renzie |
had betrayed France for money, English!
money? How these hands which applauded
would tingle to seize “me by the throat|
and choke my life out.

Still, with these thoughts murmuring in
my -head, like a kind of dreadful under-
tone,” I went on. An actress can always
go on—till-she breaks. I think that she!
can’t be bent, as other women can: and
I envy the women who haven’t hag tol

- v b

_dreadful misfortune in losing the dia-!

It seems to me that they must suffer less.!
At last came the end of the first act. But

and look delighted with the ovation I was|
having. Then, when the time came that!
I could escape, I met on the way to my
dressing-room, men carrying big harps and
crowns, baskets and bunches of flowers
which had been sent up to me on the,
stage. I pushed past, hardly glancing at}
them, for I knew that Raoul would be!
waiting. .

There he was, radiant with his unselfish
pride in me—my big, handsome lover, look-
ing more like the Apollo Belvedere come
alive and dressed in modern clothes, than
like an ordinary diplomatic young man
from- the Foreign Office. But then, of
course, he is really quite out of place in
diplomacy. Since he can’t exist on a
marble pedestal or some Old Master’s
canvas, he ought at least to be a poet or
an artist—and so he is at heart; not one,
but both; and a dreamer of beautiful
dreams, as beautiful and noble as his o
clear-cut face, which might be cold if it
were not for the eyes, and lips.

There were people about, and we spoke
like mere acquaintances until I'd led Raoul
into the little boudoir which adjoins my
dressing-room. Then—well, we spoke no
longer like mere agquaintances. That is
enough to say. And we had five minutes
together, before I was obliged to send him
away, and go to dress for the second act.

The touch of Raoul’s hands, and those
lips of his that are not cold, gave me
strength to go through all that was yet
to come. There’s something almost magical
in the touch—just a little, little touch—of
the one we love best. For a moment we
can forget everything else, even if it were
death-itself waiting just round the cormer.
I’ve flirted with more than one man, some-
times because I liked him and it amused
me—as with Ivor Dundas—sometimes
because I had to win him for politic
reasons. But I never knew that blessed
feeling until I met Raoul du Laurier. It
was a heavenly rest now to lay my head
for a minute on his shoulder, just shutting
my eyes, without speaking a word.

I thought—for I was worn out, body
and soul, with the strain of keeping up
and hiding my secret—that when I was
dead, the best Paradise would be to lean
so on Raoul’s shoulder, never moving, for
the first two or three hundred years of
Eternity. But as the peaceful fancy cooled
my brain, back darted remembrance, like
a poisonous snake. I reminded myself
how little I deserved such a Paradise, and
how my lover’s dear arms would put me
away, in a kind of unbelieving horror, if
he knew what I had done, and how I had
betrayed his trust in me. ,

For ten years I'd been a political spy—
yes. But I owed a grudge to Russia, which
I’d promised my father to pay: and ¥France
is Russia’s ally. Besides, it seems. less vile
to betray a country than to deceive a man
you adore, who adores you in return. We
women are true as truth itself to those
we love. For them we would sacrifice
the greatest cause. Always I had known
this, and I had thought that I could prove
myself truer than the truest, if I ever
loved. Yet now I had betrayed my lover
and sold his country; and, realizing what
I had dome, as I hardly had realized it
till this' moment, I suffered torture in his
arms. |
Even if, by something like a miracle,
we were saved from ruin, nothing on earth
could wash the stain from my heart, which
Raoul helieves so good, so pure.

What can be more terrible for a woman
than the secret knowledge that to hold
a man’s respect, she must always keep one
black spot covered trom his eyes? Such
a woman needs no future punishment.,
She has all she deserves in this world. My
punishment had begun, and it would
always go on through my life with Raoul,
I knew, even if no greater disaster came.
Into the heart of my happiness would
come the thought of that black, hidden
spot; how often, oh, how often would I
feel it stir! ;

I could no longer rest with my eyes
shut, at peace after the storm. 1 shuddered
and sobbed, though my lids were dry, and
Raoul tried to soothe me, thinking it was
but my excitement in playing for the first
time a heavy and exacting part. He little
guessed how heavy and exacting it really
was! <

“Darling,” he said, “you were wonderful.
And how proud I was of you—how proud
I am. I thought it would be impossible to|
worship you more than I did. Buf I love|
you a thousand times more than ever to-
night.” A

It was true, I knew. I could see it in
his eyes, hear it in his voice. Since his

monds, since I had comforted him for the|
loss, and insisted on giving him all I had to
help him out of his trouble, he had seen in
me the angel of his salvation. To-night
his heart was almost breaking with love!
for me, who so ill deseryed it. Now, L
had news for him, which would make him |
long to shout:for joy. If I chose, I could|
tell him that the jewels were safe. He,
would love me still more passionately in|
his happiness, which I had given, than in:
his grief; and I would take all his love as,

long would that be? How could I be sure|
that the theft of the treaty had nol:‘l
already been discovered, and that the
avalanche of ruin was not on its way to|
blot us for ever out of life and love? l

The fear made me nestle nearer to him, |
and cling tightly, because I said to myself!
that perhaps I might never be in his arms
again: that this might be the last time'
that his eyes—those eyes that are not cold
—might look at me with love in them, as|
now.

“Suppose all these people out there had
hated and hissed me, instead of applamd-|
ing?’ I asked. *“Would you still be proud
of me, still care for me?” |

‘¢p’d love you better, if there could be

close. “You know, dearest one, most!
beautiful one, that I'm a jealous brute.!
I can’t bear you to belong to others—even
to the public that appreciates you almost
as much as you deserve to be appreciated. !
Of course I'm proud that they adore you,
but T'd like to take you away from them;

' and adore you all by myself. Why, if the|

whole world turned against you, there'd’
be a kind of joy in that for me. I'd be so!

! glad of the chance to face it for you, to;

shield you from it always.”
“Then, what is there would make youj

before I ought, so it seemed to me—th
clock in my dressing-room struck, and !

to' consist mostly of lace and chiffon, andE there were five curtain calls. Five times knew that I hadn’t another instant t¢
evidently they had just come into the|l had to go back and smile, and bow,f spare. 'On some first nights, I might ha

been willing to risk keeping the curtail

down (though I am rather conscientiou
in such ways), but to-night I wanted mort
than anything else, to have the play oven
and to get home by midnight or beforq
g0 that my suspense might be ended, and
I might know the worst—or best.

“I must go. You must leave me, ‘dear,*
I caid. “But I’ve some news for you when
there’s time to explain, and a great sur
prise. I can’t give you a minute until th¢
last, for you know I've almost to open
the third and fourth acts. But when the
curtain goes down on my death scenq
come behind again. I shan’t take any call(

—after dying, it's too inmartistic, isn’t itl.

And I never do. I'll see you for just a
few more minutes here, in this roomy
before I dress to go home.”

“For a few minutes!” Raoul caught m¢
up. ‘“‘But afterwards? You premised m¢
long ago that I should have supper with
you at your house—just you and I alon¢
together—on the first night of the play.”

My heart gave a jump as he reminded
me of this promise. Never before had 1
forgotten an engagement with Raoul. But
this time I had forgotten. There had berr
s0 many miserable things to think of, t
they had crowded the one pleasant thing
out of my tortured brain. I drew away
from him involuntarily with a start of
surprise.

“You'd forgotten!” exclaimed Raotd
disappointed and hurt. /

“Only for the instant,” I said, “because
I’'m hardly myself. I'm tired and excited,
unstrung, as I always am on finst nights,

Buf@-—”

“Would you rather not be bothered with
me?” he asked wistfully, as I paused tg
think what I should do.

His eyes looked as if the light had
suddenly gone out of them, and I couldr’t
bear that. It might too soon be struck
out for ever, and by me.

“Don’t say ‘bothered’!” I reproached
him. “That’s a cruel word. The question
is—I’'m worn out. I don't think I shall
be able to eat supper. My maid will want
to put me to bed, the minute I get home.
Poor old Marianne! She’s such a tyrant,
when she fancies it’s for my good. It
generally ends in my obeying her—seldom
in her obeying me.. But we’ll see how 1
feel when the last att’s over. We’ll talk
of it when you come here—after my
death.” . I tried to laugh, as I made a
sorry jest, but I was sorry when I made
it, and my laugh didn’t ring true. There
was a shadow. on Raoul's face—that dear,
sensitive face of his which shows too much
feeling for a man im this work-a-day,
strenuous world—but I had little timega
comfort him.

“It will be like coming to life again,
to see you,” I said. “And now, good-bye!
no, not good-bye, but au reveir.”

I sent him away, and flew into my
dressing room next door, where Marianne
was growing very nervous, and aimlessly
shifting my make-up things on the dressing
table, or fussing with some part of my
dress~for the next act. i

“There’s a letter for you, Mademoiselle,”
said she. The stage door-kéeper has jusy
brought it round. But you haven’t tima
to read it now.

A wave of faintness swept over me.
Supposing Ivor had had bad bad news,
and thought it best to warn me without
delay?

“I must read the letter, I insisted.
“Give it to me at once.”

Occassionally Mariunne (who has been
with me for many years, and is old enough
to be my mother) argues a matter on
which we disagree: but something in my
voice, I suppose, made her obey me with
extraordinary promptness. Then came a
shock—and not of relief. I recognized on
the envelope the handwriting of Counst
Godensky.

I know that I am not a coward. Yet
it was only by the strongest effort of will
that I forced myself to open that letter.
I was afraid—afraid of a hundred things.
But most of all, I was afraid of learning
that the treaty was in his hands. It would
be like him to tell me he had it, and try
to drive some dreadful bargain.

Nerving myself, as I suppose a condemmed
criminal must nerve himself to go te. the
guillotine or the gallows, I opened tu»
letter. For as long as I might have
counted “ome, two,” slowly, the pape~
looked black before my eyes, as if.._
were spilt over it, blotting out the words
but the dark emudg: cleared away, and
showed me—nothing, except that, if Alexis
Godensky held a trump card, I was not
to have a sight of it until later, when he
chose.

“My déar Maxine,” he began his letter,
though he had never been given the right
to call me Maxine, and never had dared so
to call me before. ‘I must see you, and
talk to you this evening, alone. This for
your own sake and that of another, even
more than mine, though you know very
well what it is to me to be with you.
Perhaps you may be able to guess that
this is ‘important. I am so sure that you

nearly ten minutes past when I got outi if it were my right, hiding the secret of =
; | ‘will guess, and that you will not only
of my cab at the corner: and when I came| ;g 4reachery as long as I could: But how| pe wi%]ing but anxious to see me to-night,

if you never were before, that I sha’
venture to be waiting for you at the sta
door when you come out.
Yours, in whatever way you will,
Alexis.’
If anything could have given me plea=:
at that moment, it would have been
tear the letter in little pieces, with «
writer looking on. Then, to throw th
pieces in his hateful face, and say, “Thy: .
your answer.” {
But he was not looking on, and ev£ il
he had been, I could not have done whaut
I wished. He knew that I would have' to
consent to see him, that he need have no

| fear I would profit by my knowledge of

his intentions, to order -him sent away

thing had happened. But presently, I was a ‘better’ ” he answered, holding me very! from the stage door. I would have to@see

him. But how could I manage it after

refusing—as I must refuse—to let Raoul’

go home with me? Raoul was coming to
me after my death scene on the stage.
At the very least, he would expect to put
me into my carriage’ when I left the
theatre, even if he went no further. Yet
there would be Godensky, waiting, and
Raoul would see him. What could I do
to escape from such an impasse?
(To be continued.)

love me less?” 1 went on, dwelling on the| ==

subject with a dreadful fascination, as one! §

looks over the brink of a precipice.
“Nothing on God’s earth—while you
kept true to me.”
“And if I weren’t true—if I deceived
you?”

“Why, I'd kill you—and myself after.|
But it makes me see red—a blazing scarlet! i

—even to think of such a thing. Why!

should you speak of it—when it’s beyond ! @

possibility, thank Heaven? I know you|
love me, or you wouldn’t make such noble
gacrifices to save me from ruin.”

I shivered: and I shall not be colder|
when they lay me in my coffin. I wished |
that I had not looked over the precipice, |
down into blackness. Why dwell on|
Lorrors, when I might have five minutes!

| of happiness—perhaps the last I should!

evet know? I remembered the piece of|
good news I had for Raoul. [ would have|
told him then, but he went on, saying to|

me so many things sweet and blessed toi‘

Liear, that I could not bear to cut him‘L
ghort, lest never after this should he
“*~—-n the lesson of hardening themgelves. speak words of love to me. Then—long' .

|
| @
i
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