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about vight o'clock that Thursday evening. Aud
Mr. Kidd was late.

‘Tho clock in the bar lLiad struck cight long
ago. Tho clock of St. Jubu's Church, cluso by,
nd struck a quarter-past, and then half-past,
und still Mr. Kidd was not fortbcoming., The
head clerk looked at his watels, sighed, shovk
his head, poured out a glass of tho brown
sherry aud drank it contemplatively.  Beforo ho
had quite got to the end of i, a_jovial voice in
tho bar, aud 2 noisy haud upon the latch of the
glass dour, announced his friend’s arrival.

Mr. Kidd came in—a tall, flurid, good-humour-
ed luoking fellow, with a frank laugh, & loud
clicery vuice, aud a wagnificent pair of red whis-
kers.  Tho practiced observer, however, noting
his white hat, his showy watch guard, his free
aud easy bearing, would have pronounced him at
first sight to be 2 commercial traveller; but the
s “actised observer would for ouce have been
wrong.

“Surry to have kept you waiting, Mr. Keck-
witch,” said he, nodding fawiliarly to his enter-
tiner, drawing a chair to the oppusite side of
the fire, and belping himsclf at ouce to a glass
of winc. ¢ Not my fuult, I assure you, Sherry,
ch?  Capital sherry, tov.  Don't know o better
cellar in Londun, and that's suying sowmsthing.”

“ I very glad you have been able w look in,
Mr. Kidd,” sail the head clerk, deferentially, I
was pacticularly anxious to sce you”

Ar. Kidd laughed and lelped himself to an-
other glass.

“It's one of the peculiaritics of wy profession,
said he, ¢ that I find the world divided into two
classes of people—thoso who are particularly
auxious to seewe, aud those who are particularly
anxious not to see me.  Uncommon good sherry,
and 1o wistake!”

Mr. Keckwitch glanced towards the glass-
dour, edged Lis chair a little ncarer to that of
Lis guest, and said huskily :

¢ Have you had tiwe, Mr. Kidd, to thiuk over
that little matter we vere speaking about the
otlier day 77

“ That litlle matter? repeated Mr., Kidd, io
the sximo loud, off-hand way as before. # Oh yes
—T've not forgotten it.”

Hesaid this, illing bis glass for the third time,
and holding it in & kuowing fashion between his
eye and tho lamp. The hicad clerk came an juch
or {wo necarcer, and, bending forward with his
two fat hands upon his koees, ¢jaculated :

“Well .

#Well, Mr. Keckwitch?®

#1Vhat is your opinion 7

Mr. Kidd tossed off the third glass, leaned
back in his chair, and, with a smile of delightful
candour said:

“\Well sir, to bo plain with yoo, I can give no
opinion ull you and I understand cach other a
little batter”

Mr. Keckiwitch breathed bard.

“\What do you imean, Mr. Ridd ?” said he,
# Haven't T made mysclf understood 77

Mr. Kidd pushed his glass away, tbrust his
hands into his pockets, and became suddenly
grave and business-like.

#Well, sir” replied he, dropping his noisy
voico and jovial smile, as if they had been o
domino and mask, ¢ thig, you scc, is an unusual
case. It’s a sort of caso we're not accustomed
to. We don't go into things without & muotire,
and you've given us no motive to go upon.”?

The clerk’s faco darkened.

“JIsn't it motive cnough,” said he, *that 1
want information, and am willing to pay for it?”?

#\Why, no, Mr. Keckwitch—uot quite. We
must be satisficd of the uso you willzoake of that
inforination.”

& Aud suppesin’ I dom't want to make use of
itatall??

“ Then, sir, P'm afraid we can’t belp you. We
are not spies; we are alegol force. Our busi-
ness is to promotle the ends of justice—not to
serve privato curiosity.”

Mr. Reckwitch looked down, silent, baffied,
perplexed.

4“1 shonld bave thought,” said he, * that the
mere fact of any professional man keepin' his
hotac and bis ways so deadly secret, would bo
motive covugh for ingairy.  Whero there’s mys-

tery, thero's safe to bo something wrong. People
aln't 80 cluso when they've nothin' to hide”

“ Somo fulks ars ceceatric, you kaow, Mr.
Keckwitch.?

“It ain't cceuntrioty,” replicd tho clerk
promptly.

# What then ??

“f can'tsay., T inay hinveemny suspicions; and
iy suspicions may bo right, or may be wrong.
Anyhow, one can't see fur in the dark.”

# No, thats teue,? replicd Mr. Kidd.

# 1fit was no more than his address, I'd be
satisfied,” added Keckwitel, staring hard at the
fire.
“Now I tell you what it is, sir,” said the other,
‘e must bave your motive,  Why do you want
tv know o certain persou’s address?  What s it
to you where he lives or how he lives 2

It is n great deal to me” replied Mr, Keck-
witch, ¢ PIm a respectable man, and I don't
clhwose to work under any but o respectuble
cmployer.”

. Mr. Kidd nodded, and caressed the red whis-
ers.

“If, as I suspect, there's somethin' wrong some-
where,)” the clerk weat on o say, “1 dow't want
to Lo mixed up in it, when the day of reck’nin’
cowmes round.”

¢ Of course not.”

t- And there’s my motive.”

¢ Have you always been on goud terms, M
Keckwitely, with the pasty in guestion ?”

Thiswassaid very sharply and suddenly, but tho
clerk’s faco ranained stolid aud ijuexpressive as
ever.

#Well, Mr. Kidd,” said he, “I can’t say there's
ever been much love lost between us,  I've done
my duty, and I don't deny that be's done bis; but
we've been neitler fricuds nor enemics.”

Mr. Ridd stared ut Mr. Keckwiteh, aud Mr.
Keckwitchstared at the fire ; the one all scrutiny,
the otlicr all unconsciousness. For some minutes
both were silent, and the loud misth at the bar
became more distinetly audible.  Then Mr. Kidd
drew o deep breath, pushed bis chair back with
the air of one who arrives at a sudden resolution,
drew o stip of paper from Lis waistcoat-pocket,
and said :

«Well, sir, if the address is all you require—
here it is?

The steely light so rarcly scen thers flashed
into Abel Keckwitel's eyes, aud his band closed
on tho paper as if it had been aliving thing,
trying to fly away. He did uot even lovk ot it,
but imprisoucd it at ouce in a plethioric pocket-
bovk with a massive wetal clasp tbat suapped
like o haudcuff.

4 What's tho fee?” said ke, cagerly.  #What's
the feo for this litle service, Mr, Kidd

« That'sa question youmwustask at headyuarters,
sir,” replicd Mr. Kidd, eyeing the cletk sotnewhiat
guriousl_\’, and already moving towards the

oor.

& But yow'll take another glass of skerry before
you go??

“Not a drop, sir, thank you—not a drop.
Wish you good cvening, sir.”

And ia another moment, Mr. Kidd, twith the
white hat a trifls on oue side, and the jovial swile
seeming to irradiate his whole person, had pro-
sented himself at tho bar, and was saying agree-
able things to tho young lady with tlic ringlets.

« Al, sir,” observed she playfully, “1 don't care
for compliments.”

% Thep, my dear, 2 man moust be dumb to please
you; for if he bas cyes and o tongue, what can he
do but tcll you you're an angal T

Thy barmaid giggled, <nd bade the gallant
stranger “ get along 1?

“JIU's a remarkable fact,” said Mr. Kidd, ¢ that
tho prettiest women are always tho most hard-
hearted. And iUs an equally remarkablo fact,
that the sight of beauty always makes me thirsty.
T tronble you, Mary, my love, for 2 botte of
Schweppe?

& That's & good sort of fellow, Il bo bound I
cjaculated a stoat woman, looking admiringly
after Mr. Kidd, a9 bo presently went out with an
irresistiblo aic of genllemanly swagger.

& You think &0, do you mayam7® said o seedy
bystgndcr. “Homphl Thats Eidd. tho deteo-
tive

-~ "

CHAPTER XXXI. ADOUT SWITZERLAND.

Your English match-maker is, for the most
part, o comfurtable matron, plump, good natured,
Kindly, with a turn for seutiment and diplomacy.
Sho hias “ Thoe Etiquette of Couriship nnd Mar-
riago? at her fingers’ cudz; and gives copies of
that invalunblelittle manual to her young fricnils,
ag goon as they are engaged.  When the sermon
i3 dull, sho amuses hersudf by reading the Sulem-
nization of Matritmony. Sho delights in novels
that have a great deal of love in them,and thinks
Mies Bromer o

er woiker Wisn Mb Thuckeray.
To patch up lovers' quarrels, to pave tho way
for & propoesal, to propiliate reluctant guardians,
are offices in which her very soul rejoices; and,
liko thie deatlhi-bed hng in the Urido of Lammer-
moor, who surveyed all hier fellow-creatures from
1 professional puint of view, seeing “a bonny
corpse” in every fine young wan about that
country-side, she belwolds only bridegrooms and
brides clect in the very children of her fricuds,
when they come home for the holidays.

Lady Arabclln Walkingshaw was an eathu-
siastic nuatch-maker.  She bad marricd off her
own daughters with brilliant success, and, being
a real lover of thoe art of matrimony, delighted
¢ keep her hand in” among the young people
of htr acquuintunce.  What whist was to Mrs.
Battle, match-making was to Lady Arubella
Walkingshaw. ¢ It was her business, her duty,
what shie came into the world to do.” Sbhe went
about it scientifically.  She had abtruse theories
with respect to eyes, complexions, ages, and
christian pames; and even plunged into un-
known physiological depths on the subject of
races, gencalogies, ties of cousanguinity, und
hercditary characteristics.  In short, sho con-
structed hier model matches afler o privats deal
of hitr owns.  But hers avas not altogether o sen-
timental, nor even a physiological, ideal. Sho
was essentially o woman of the world; aund took
an interest quite as deep, if not decper, in the
pairing of fortuncs as of faces. To introducen
income of Wn thousand a year to a dowry of
fifty thousand pounds, and unite the two swus
in the bonds (and settluments) of wedlock, was
to Lady Arabella an enterprise of surpassing in-
terest. She would play for such o result ns
eagerly and passionately as if her ovwn happiness
depended on the cards, aud the stakes were for
her owa winning.

With such o bobby kept perpetually saddled
in the chambers of her imagination, it was not
surpiising that the sight of Saxou Trefalden
lending Miss Hatherton dowa to dance, should
have sufficed to send Lady Armbella off 2t 2 can-

il

{er.

¢ YWkat & charming match that would be,”
sho said to Mrs. Bunyon. Mrs. Bunyon was the
wife of the handsome Bishop, tal}, aristoceatic-
looking, and many years his junior.  Both ladies
were standimg near their hostess, nod she was
still welcoming the coming guests.

Do you think s07” said Alrs. Bunyon, doubl-
fully. “1I don't sec why.?

« My dear Mrs. Bunyon—1wo such splendid
fortunes ¢’

#The less reason that cither should marry for
money," replied the Bishop's wife. ¢ Besides,
Jook at the difference of age!”

¢ Not mwre than five years,” said Lady Am-
bella. .

& But it would ba five years on the wrong side.
1Thatdo you say, Liady Castictowers—would they
raake & desimble couple 77

@] did not hear the names,” replied Lady
Casllctowers, with cnc of her most gracious
smiles.

“«We wero speaking,” said the watch-maker,
¢ of Miss Hatherton and Mr. Teefalden”

The smile vanished from Lady Castletowers’

p.

p“ I should think it n most injudicious con-
nexion,” she said, coldly. ¢ Mr. Trefulden is o
mere boy, and has no prestige beyond that of
wealth”

¢ Bat fortune #s position,” said Lady Arabella,
defeuding her ground inch by inch, and thinking
perbaps of her own marriage.

¢t }isg Hatherton has fortunc, and wmay there-
fore aspiro to moro than fortuny in her matri-



