not fit to be seen. Ella, Ella, why
don’t you speak to Mr. Limner?”
“Because I have nothing to say,

father,” the girl retorted, with a smile
that lit up her dark eyes and showed
her white teeth. “How do you do,
:Mr. Limner—is that what I am to say?
But,” she added, in a swift, breathless
whisper, as Hugh passed where she
stood, “Stephen has told me. I'm so
grateful. It will come all right, I
know, but I daren't tell him just yet
of our engagement.”

The hand that Pallacio stretched out
to his visitor was cold and clammy,
and there was a curious hesitation in
the old man’s speech that Hugh had
never noticed before.

H\’E spoke in a whisper that the girl
at the table might not hear, and

Hugh instinctively lowered his
voice in reply, but all the time the
father’s eyes were fixed with hungry
love on his daughter.

“I hope you will like the picture,”
Mr. Limner. It is genuine, I swear it
is genuine, and worth many times the
thousand pounds his lordship has
agreed to pay for it, subject to your
approval. It means a great deal to me,
I can tell you, to lay my hands upon
the money just mow. I have worked
hard, as you know, all my life, and I
feel I'm not long for this world. Don’t
shake your head. I knew by your look
when you came in that you saw for
yourself that I am nearly done for.
It is not for myself 1 am thinking
about. Perhaps you will say I am not
worth thinking about. But I should
like to leave something behind me for
Ella; she has always been the best
of good girls to me. At one time I
thought, I hoped—there is no use talk-
ing about that since it has come to
nothing. It is a hard job, Mr. Limner,
for a pretty girl like that to keep
straight. It is for her I want the
money so badly. You'll say a good
‘word for the picture, won’t you?”

‘‘But,” broke in Hugh, troubled by
the earnestness of his appeal, “I'm
only asked to say whether I think the
picture a Rubens. I must say simply
‘what T think.”

“I ask no more,” retorted Pallacio,
“the picture is a Rubens, all right, you
cannot mistake that, but I thought
that perhaps——"
~ “That T would lie to injure you?
You don’t seem to have a very high
opinion of my honesty, Pallacio!”
~ “You have small reason to love me,
Limner, less even than you suppose.
It is your chance now to get even.”

“Don’t be a fool, man. I bear you
no ill will, and I bear great good will
to your daughter, if I may say so with-
out offence. I would go a long way
to do either of you a good turn if it
could be done honestly.”

Pallacio’s lips moved as if he would
speak, but he caught back the word
muttered and remained silent, gazing
gloomily into the depths of the fire.

“May I see the famous picture to-
morrow?” Hugh asked.

He had to repeat the question be-
fore Pallacio roused himself with a
St%‘).‘rt from his reverie to answer.

No, no, not tomorrow. It won’t be

Tready for three or four days. Wil
ne‘x«; Monday suit you?”
; _‘Perfechly. Next Monday at about
this hour I will be here. Everything
Wﬂ_l come all right,” he contrived to
whisper to Ella ag he passed out.

When he next came the picture was
hung in a handsome old frame where
the light was most searching, and
Hugh stopped short, captivated by its
splendour.

The old man and his daughter
wa.tched. his face eagerly as he stood
unconscious of their presence, intent
on the glorious picture is an ecstasy
of enjoyment.

_Pallacio drew a deep breath of re-
lief, and Ella whispered “I knew, I
knew,” while Hugh was satiated sense
an;t‘i soul with the feast of colour.

= We‘ll!” Pallacio ventured at last,
it is a Rubens all right?”

Hugh woke from his trance. “A
Rubens,” he said, “unquestionably,
and as fine as T have ever seen.”

You will tell that to Lord Sternholt.
My thousand pounds are safe.”

Then Hugh remembered something
that had been said the previous day
about the price, which had passed un-
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heeded at the time because he had
not seen the picture.

“A thousand pounds!” he cried.
“Are you mad, Pallacio, to sell that
picture for a ‘thousand pounds?”’

“And glad to get it. It is not so easy
for me to sell a picture as it .is for
you. The dealers won't believe I came
by it honestly. They will swear I
faked it. When Lord Sternholt offered
me a thousand pounds subject to your
approval, I jumped at it.”

“I will tell him what the picture is
really worth,” persisted Hugh.

“It would be no use. I know Lord
Sternholt better than you. I know him
through and through. He would laugh
at the notion of his paying a penny
more than he agreed to pay. Just tell
him that the picture is an undoubted
Rubens, and I will be ever grateful.”

Hugh was not to be dissuaded, but
the result proved old Pallacio right.
Lord Sternholt laughed good-humour-
edly at the suggestion that he should
increase the price agreed upon. “Have
you mever got a bargain, my dear Mr.
Limner?” he asked, ‘“and gloried in
it. Pallacio is able to take care of
himself. I don’t know how the pic-
ture was come by and I don’t care.
But others would care. The old rascal
shall have his cheque for a thousand
pounds. That was what he asked, and
by Jove, that’s what he’ll get, and not
a farthing more.”

So the picture was sold and de-
livered.

Three days later Hugh had a tele-
phone message from Lord Sternholt
asking him to call as soon as possible.
There was a sharp, imperative tone
in his lordship’s voice that roused
Hugh’s anger, and he was on the point
of refusing as sharply when curiosity
conquered his irritation and he
answered curtly he would go.

Lord Sternholt received him, as be-
fore, in the picture gallery. But the
Rubens was not hung in the vacant
space, but balamced carelessly against
the wall.

“You are very welcome, Mr. Lim-
ner,” said his lordship, and there was
still the same insolent ring in his
voice, nor did he offer his hand. “I
wished to give you an opportunity of
admiring the famous—Rubens.”

“I cannot admire it too much or
too often, my lord,” said Hugh, quietly.

ORD STERNHOLT stared at him-
seriously. “Am I to believe, Mr.
Limner, that with all your won-

derful expert knowledge you do not
know even yet the picture is a sham—
an open and audacious sham? Shall
1 offend you more by ascribing your
error to ignorance or astuteness?”

“I should prefer your lordship to
impugn my skill than my honesty, if
you must do either. But I still be-
lieve the picture to be a Rubens.”

“Then I will prove to you in a
moment that you are—mistaken.”

There was an insulting pause before
the last word was spoken.

“I am mnot, perhaps, as good a judge
of a picture as you are, Mr. Limner,
but I will confess that at the first
casual glance I, too, believed this to
be a Rubens. Still, it was on your
judgment I bought it. If you had
taken the precaution of looking at the
back as well as the front you would
have found this o

He turned the picture as he spoke,
the canvas was brown and discoloured,
even roughened in parts as by age.
But one spot had just been sponged
clean and looked fresh and new.

“Yes,” went on his lordship, the
same stinging contempt in his voice.
“I sponged away the soot with which
it was stained. Even you will never
admit that Rubens painted on that
canvas. It is English make. I think
I can tell you the factory where it
was made. I would be glad to hear
some explanation of your mistake.”

“T gtill think the picture is a
Rubens,” retorted Hugh, steadily, “and
one of the finest and most characteris-
tic Rubens I have ever seen.”

Lord Sternholt flushed and turned
pale, and bit his lip to keep his anger
down. He just contrived to hold him-
self together, but there was a tremor
of rage in his voice when he spoke
again.
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Buy It Because
It's a Better Car

a1 Se()

Touring Car
f.o.b. Ford,
Ontario

Get particulars from Ford Motor Company of Canada, Limited,
Ford, Ontario (formerly Walkerville, Ont.).

Stay at New York’s $5,000,000 Hotel

Right in the hub of the shopping, theatre and business districts.
Six hundred rooms. Four hundred baths. Three restaurants.
Everything that the most exacting guest could demand in com-
fort, convenience and attention will be found at the

HOTEL MARTINIQUE

T “The House of Taylor’’
BROADWAY AT 32nd TO 33rd STREETS

CHARLES LEIGH TAYLOR, President WALTER S. GILSON, Vice-Presiden
WALTER CHANDLER, JR., Manager.

A pleasant room and bath for $2.50 per day. The best of
food at moderate prices. Two special features are the $1.50
table d’hote dinner and the 60c club breakfast—the best in the
city. A special welcome to Canadian guests, who can have
reservation made without cost or obligation, by wire or mail,
through our Dominion advertising agents,

SELLS LIMITED, Shaughnessy Bldg., Montreal

Electric Service

Means comfort, convenience, economy, and safety.

The home that is completely equipped with electri-
cal devices is a happy one.

All the drudgery of housekeeping is eliminated by
electricity.

You can wash, iron, sew, sweep, cook, keep cool in
summer and warm in winter, by means of electrical
apparatus designed especially to relieve you of un-
necessary and fatiguing labor.

At our showrooms all these devices are ready for
your inspection. Competent demonstrators will
operate and explain them for you.

The Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited
““AT YOUR SERVICE"*

12 Adelaide St. E. Telephone Adelaide 404

(To be continued.)

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS MENTION “THE CANADIAN COURIER.”



