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CHAPTER I1X—(Continued.)

But there was more to discover. Dick
looked about him in search of inspiration.
The room in which he was seated was ex-
quisitely furnished by one of the first firms
of decorators in London, by whom ne ex-
pense had been spared. To the outward
eye, Kate Lingen was emphatically to be
envied., Most people took her to be a
young and wealthy American widow who
had married from the stage. The marriage
was correct enough, and so was the stage
connection, but as to the rest it was as
false and hollow as the smile of the osten-
gible possessor of this all. .

“Upon my werd, you are very comfort-
able here,” Dick said. “These are very
Qifferent to the quarters occupied by your
“brother and yourself in the old days, when
you and me and Kingsmill and your
brother were all friends together. How is
§t done, Kate?” : :

Mrs. Lingen laughed gaily, she had quite
‘yecovered herself, and was disposed to
make the best of the situation. She
wandered from one part of the room to
the other and proceeded: to point. out to
Dick some of her most cherished artistic
possessions. His face was grey and in-
scrutable, so much so, that his hostess
faughed and exclaimed that there was no
Heceiving him.

“There are more honest ways of getting
B living than one,” she eaid. “Did you

jer read in those wonderful books which
phow the poor and deserving how to fur-
jpish a twelve roonfed house for ten
pounds? I never tried it myself, but, of
ourse, the book says it can be done, and
here is an end of the matter. All you
i 1 and a clever car-

*Js ready for the occupation of its owners.
at is the line I have gone upon, Dick,
;‘d you can see for yourself how successful

has been.”

i Dick nodded, with'a twinkle in his eye.
| “Yes, that’s all very well,” he said. “I
‘nelieve you can provide a seven course
\ inner at an outlay of about a ehilling

E’y referring to a volume of the same sort

n hounsehold matters.- But it is no use

Llling‘ me that the original ten pounds

ns to Eastern carpets and Chippendale

rniture.”

“There is another way,” Kate Lingen
‘emiled.
_“Of course there is,” Dick laughed.
“What I am waiting for now is for you
ito tell me how it is done. Do tell me, as
I may feel inclined to marry myself some
day;n

_“T¢ jsp’t done at all,” the woman snap-
med. “It is no use trying to disguise
enything from those keen eyes of yours.
You always professed to read me thor-
oughly, and, to do you justice, you were
mot far wrong. It’s all sham, Dick, not
jone single thing is paid for. Anybody
can swindle a London tradesman if he
only has audacity enough. My game was
to play the fascinating widow, to get
security, and make a real marriage. But
T've gone too far, Dick. I don’t mind
confessing it. I overstepped the line with
one of my creditors and he has found it
out. If he does mnot get his momey by
Baturday, he will have me arrested. That
is ‘why I wanted to sell you those letters.
|Can’t you see how real my necessity is?
1And now the letters have gone. Stolen!
By whom?”’ : ;

_ ““T could give a pretty good guess,”’
Dick said. “Your brother, Holt, is pret-
ty bhard up. He tried to borrow momey
from me last night whern he was dining
with us. He asked himeelf to dinper on
purpose. Not to put too fine a point up-
on it, my dear Kate, your brother is a
igreat scoundrel. I only found it out late-
1y, and I let him know it last night. 1
discovered that he was staying at Stone-
" thouse with one of the ‘shadiest characters
there. It was their intention to return
to ndon together last night. But -all
this ie by the way, you may say. Still,

'vé no doubt ‘that Stephen took your let-
tére. I happen to know as a fact that he
has been threatening Ralph Kingsmull
with them.” i

“Oh! indeed;” Kate Lingen cried.
““What a fool I was not to have foreseen
this. But you must let me have the
money, Dick, if only for the sake of old
#imes. You do not realise how desperate-
dy' I am situated. You came here pre-

| ‘pared to part with a large sum for those
Jetters. If you will give me that large
sum I will do better for you, even than
that. 1 will write to your sister a full
confession of the part 1 played today. I
will tell her everything, she shall know
sviat a shallow fraud and humbug I am.
Let me have the money and you shall
‘make the confession as humiliating as
you like. I must have it, I must, I must.”

The woman’s voice vibrated with pas-
sion; she held out her hands to Dick in
an attitude of pathetic appeal. She had
summoned all the old tricks to her aid.
Few men would have been able to regard
her critically as Dick was doing.

“My dear child, you are talking non-
sense,” he said. “The money is not mine
to give. As far as I am concerned I'should
read your approaching disappearance from
society with a great deal of equanimity.
Get those letters ‘back again and I will
give you the money for them.”

“But I could not possibly manage it
in the time.”

“Well, that is no business of mine. And
there is always Barca to fall back on.
Bareca is one of the cleverest men in Eng-
Jand, he is cool and calculating, he has
nao heart or conscience. The one weak
spot is his blind affection for you. He
knows you quite well, he is under no illu-
gions as to your intrinsic value, and yet
his love for you is the madness of his life.
Ah! you can emile again now because |
touch your vanity. Go to Barca and ask
him to find you the money. Lay that
pretty head of yours on his breast and
cry in the charming manner in which you
glone can cry. And-Barca will find it

Kate Lingen laughed quietly. Dick’s

| gpeech was very soothing. She did not
vealise or guess at the guile which lay
behind it. For Dick had his puppets in
working order now, everything was going
exactly as he desired.

“Pli help you if you wish it,” he went
on, “because T should really like to get
those letters back. “New, who is Jacob

-~

Mind, I am not asking out of any idle
curiosity. Just before your brother left
our place last night he telegraphed to this
Jacob Vandernort saying that he would
be with him about eleven o’clock. Does
‘he happen to be an American with an ex-
ceedingly plain daughter? I understand
that Miss Vandernort is an heiress in her
~wn right.”
Yery plain,” Mrs. Lingen laughed.
are the people. They are living at
. London Gardens, No. 14. I
-t them as yet, but.Stephen
very rich. But this has

|

E———

nothing to do with my letters which—"’
“Will have to kesp for the present,”
Dick eaid. ‘Put your faith in Barca and
he will put you through. If he doesn’t,
I shall be greatly disappointed. I must be
going now, though shall probably call
upon you again before the end of the
week.” |
Dick Charteris went away fezling on ex-
cellent ‘terms with himself. He had pre-
pared his plan of action now and was en-
gaged in a task entirely after his own
heart. He would have made an excellent
detective had fate been a little more kind
to him. He despatched a small stock of |
telegrams, and then returnad to his rooms
in Orchard street to wait for replies. They '
began to dribble in at length to Dick’s |
utter eatisfaction. Then he called a cab
and was driven away in the direction of |
London Gardens. !
Mr. Jacob Vandernort was at home and .
ready to see his visitor. He was the tall,i
typical American with a pronounced drawl, |
but just at that moment he seemed to be
put out about something. At the same
time he asked politely what he could doj
for Charteris. !
“It is rather the other way about,”
Dick said, with his most pleasant smile.’
“In the first place, I may presume that
you are well acquainted with Mr. Bte-
phen Holt, who is by way of being an ac-
quaintance of mine, seeing that we were
at Eton together. Last night he dined
with us at Charteris Park. He left for
London in the evening, and before he
went he despatched a telegram to you say-
ing that he would be here about 11 o’dock.

“That’s all Tight, sir,” the American re-’

plied. “He was to.call after we came
from the theatre. We were rather late
back, as the piece Mr. Beerbohm Tree was
playing is a long one. I left a message to;
say that Mr. Holt had better wait.”

“As a matter of fact, he did not come
at all!” Dick suggested.

“He did not, sir,” Vandernort said im-|
pressively, “but somebody who knew all’
about his ‘movements did. It was some’
stranger who came, about half-past ten.|
He said he was expected, and my man,
who is recently in my employ, showed him.:
into the room. When we got back nobody |
was here. When I came to question myz
man, he had let somebody in who might
or might not have been Mr: Hot. I
thought it suspicious, but as nothing ap-
peared to be migsing T dismissed the in-
cident from my thoughts. And now my
daughter comes to me and says that all
her jewels have vanished from her bed-
room. I’'m waiting for a private inquiry
agent whom I've called up on the tele-
phone.” 2 %

Dick’s eyes glistened. Really, things
were going splendidly. He guessed exactly
what had happened; indeed, he had an-
ticipated the event. Holt’s ghady. - ‘con-
federate from Stonehouse was to have
gone to London with him. Ever a boast-
er and a vaporer, Holt had evidently been
talking about the Vandernorts with fool-
ish freedom. And Jim Clarkson, of Stone-
house, was a needy character whose dis-
appearance from that town had become
painfully urgent.” He had gonme up to
town, taking Holt’s bags with him, and
had reached London ' without his com-
panion, who had left the train at the
Junction to visit Ralph Kingsmill. Here
was a chance that a desperate scoundrel
could not afford to neglect. He had only|
to call at London Gardens and ask for
Mr. Vandernort. If that gentleman was
at home, it would have been easy to leave
some message. If he was out for the
evening, then Clarkson had the run of the
house. All this, in a measure, Dick con-
fided to the deluded American.

“There is more than one crime here,”
Dick concluded. “To make ‘things more
complicated, Stephen Holt has disappear-
ed, doubtless the victim of foul play. I
should like your assistance in clearing the
mystery up. The quickdst way to do it
is to put the law in motion Let us as-
sume that it was Mr. Holt who came
here last ‘night, that he was party to the
fraud. T don’t sy he wasn't. I do eay’
that sooner or later you would have been
sorry that you made his acquaintance.|
What I want you to do now is to apply’
at once for a warrant for the arrest of
Stephen Holt on a charge of stealing:
your daughter’s jewels. Will you do this
for me?” . -

Mr. Vandernort extended a hearty
Falm to Dick and shook his fingers eager-

y.
“You bet,” he cried. “There are not
many flies on you, Mr. Charteris.”

CHAPTER X.

For a long time after Dick had gome,
Kate Lingen lay back in the contemplation |
of her painful thoughts. She had not,
exaggerated the position of affairs when!
she declared that she was in dire need of |
a large sum of money during the next few |
days. , Up to a certain point everything|
had gone well with her. A lucky trip to |
Monte Carlo had found the means for!
setting up the bijou establisfiment in
Selwyn street, though practically all the
contents of the house had been obtained
on the strength of a hired motor car, a;
pretty face, and an unscrupulous abuse of
the truth. l

Not that the fascinating adventuress had |
any fears on the score of truth. She knew :
that she was lovely, she knew what her
powers over men were. And she was un-,
doubtedly a widow, which gave her all the :
freedom that she needed. She was con-
fident that before long people would begin
to talk of her; she calculated upon getting
paragraphs in the papers; on more than |

'one occasion she took part in charity

theatricals. There was only one thing—
could she wait long /enough? There are
limits even to the 'patience of London
tradesmen. Given time, Kate had no doubt
us to her ultifhate triumph. Among the
thousands of rich and foolish young men
about town it would be easy to pick and
¢hoose. Mrs. Lingen was not particular
as to a title, what she wanted was an easy-
going husband with plenty of money., |

Then the trouble came from an unex-:
pected quarter. One tradesman, sharper
than the rest, had made certain discoveries.
He stopped supplies and issued a writ for
a large amount; he pressed this claim in
the most relentless fashion. He was in a
position at the end of a few days to put

Vandernort, and where does _he live? | 8D execution into the pretty house  in

Selwyn street. Such a catastrophe would
bring down the whole fabric of cards in
twenty-four hours. The man must be got
rid of at any cost. There was nothing for
it but a stroke of audacious diplomacy.
Still living on her credit, Kate Lingen
obtained possession of a large amount of
jewelry and pawned it the ‘same day.
Before night she was rid of her implacable |
creditor.

Perhaps the man had known the jew-
eller; perhaps they came up to London
every day in the eame train. Be that as

it may, Kate was face to face now with

l! a graver difficulty than the old one. A

| and yet when, still polite and smiling, he

| find herself in the hands of- the police

{ little lawyer was making no idle boast.

i touches she explained the situation. It

solicitor had visited her, a sleek and oily

lawyer of the Hebrew type, who had talk-
ed mysteriously “about compounding a
felony and the like. Not a single word
he said could have been taken hold of,

left the house, Kate understood quite
clearly that unless the whole amount was
paid by the following Saturday she would

without further notice. Worldly as the
woman was, there were by-ways and se-
cluded paths of which she knew noth-
ing.

She knew perfectly well that the polite

She did not delude herself with the be-
lief that this was a mere threat. Saturday
would see her in a prison cell if she did
not find the money. And here it had
been snatched out of her grasp at the
very moment when she had felt most ee-
cure.

“Jt’s maddening,” she told herself. “I
could scream with sheer passion. Oh, if
I could only get those letters back! It
only Stephen were here! But he will not
dare to show his face here after what has
happened. A@d there is ~Richard Bar-
- 3

Already the seed that Dick Charteris
had dropped in his cunning way was
epringing up and ready to bear fruit.
Barca was clever and ingenious, he would
surely find a way. And of all her ad=]
mirers, none cared for her with passion-
ate fire that consumed Barca. He would
not hesitate to rob his nearest relative,
bhe would betray man or woman, if it
suited his purpose to do so and he saw
thereby a means of advancing his ambi-
tion. The man did not possess the emall-
est shred of - conscience.

But with all his heart and soul he loved
Kate Lingen. Not that he had the elight-
est respect or admiration for her. But his
passion for her was the passion of his life.
The more she kept him at arm’s length,
the greater did that madness grow. There
were times when Kate Lingen was almost
afraid of Barca.

She would go to him now and tell him
everything. She had been proud of her
success in the way in which she had got
her home together, and did not care to
confess a failure. And Barca knew for
.what reason Kate had built her charming
spider’s web. Still, she knew that he
could not refuse her assistance if it was in
his power to do anything. She had noticed
before now how he had literally trembled
at a touch from her; she had seen the pas
sion leap to his eyes at her smile.

Yes, she would go to him after dinner,
when she was dressed. She chose her
gown carefully, a black lace affair devoid
of ornaments or flowers. The pearly white-
ness.of her flesh, the dazzling loveliness of
her smile made up for all the rest. It
was a radiant vision that stood in Rich-
ard Barca's little sitting room an hour
later. The full light of the electrics shone
on Kate'’s face and figure, her smile was
melting and tender. - Barca looked up
from a maze of figures and drew a deep,
quick breath.

He had been sitting hard at work
wrapped in some itricate problem which
was occupying his attention to the exclus-
jon of everything else. Kate Lingen had
been standing there for some little time
before he became conscious of her pres-
ence. Then he rose to his feet and brush-
ed his hand across his eyes as if he were
dazzled by the radiant vision before him.

«] had not expected this,” he said.
“Fancy your calling upon me at this hour.
How did you manage to get in? I always
tell my servants that in no circumstances
am I to be interrupted when I am at
work. I feel disposed to forgive them now
that you are here, but all the same there
is going to be trouble tomorrow.”

Kate Lingen smiled again, the same
slow, melting, alluring smile. She took
one step nearer to Barca, and made a mo-
tion as if she were about to hold out her
two hands to him. If he knew that she!
was acting he crushed the thought down |
sternly. It was not often that he indulged |
in the luxury of self-deception, but it was |
good to feel that this woman was here
tonight out of nothing more than sheer
friendship for himself.

“How did you get in?” he repeated.

“It was very simple,” Kate laughed.|
“Like one of those conjuring tricks on the |
stage—the easiest thing in the world when |
you know how. I was rather afraid of a
refusal, so I adopted the simple expedient
of opening the door and coming straight |
upstairs. Now was not that a bold and
heroic thing to do?”

The melting voice touched Barea, he
coyld hardly trust himself to speak. Then|
he suppressed the wild feeling.

“] am honored,” he said. “It is many i
a long day since you came to see me like
this, Kate. And how beautiful you are!
The beauty of the devil! My darling!”

The last words came as if they were
forced from Barca’s lips. He had grown
very pale now; a red light was gleaming in
his dark eyes.

“I am glad you approve of me,” Kate
smiled. “You once told me that I looked
best in black.”

“So does any woman, if she only had the
sense to know it,” Barca replied. “Bit
down, Kate. You are smiling and fascin-
ating as usual, but there is a suspicion of
trouble in your eyes. You have come to
consult me about something. What is it?” |

Kate Lingen dropped into a sofa and
made way for Barca by her side. In a
vague fashion she laid her hand upon his.
She could feel his pulses leaping to the
touch. If Dick Charteris could have look- |
ed in at that moment he would have been |
more than satisfied.

“I am in great trouble,” Kate said. “The
usual bother—money.. I thought that I
had it in my grasp a little time ago. I
thought that Ralph Kingsmill—" o

“Could be brought to reason, eh? Well,
I told you yesterday that was impossible.
He has set his heart on a worthier object,
if you will pardon me for saying so. How
did you get on?”

Mrs. Lingen’s face beamed with smiles;
at the recollection. With a few graphic

appealed to Barca’s sardonic humor.

“What a situation for a comedy!” he|
exclaimed. “Still, you were disappointed. !
Has any effort been made to get those let-
ters back from you?”

“Yes; as usual, you always bring me to
the point. Dick Charteris came up today |
and without any ceremony offered me £3,-|
000 for the letters. He was not very polite |
and took no pains to hide his opinion of |
me, but I could have hugged him. Richard, !
that was the very sum of money I needed |
to keep me out of prison. If you only!
knew it, I am the most miserable woman |
in the world! If you refuse to help me I}
don’t know what I shall do. Promise to|
help me, Richard, promise.” ol

“You know that I am ready to do any- |
thing in the world for you,” Barca said |
hoarsely. “But how can I help you if you |
do not explain everything to me?” ’

“I was coming to that,” Kate said, with'
her eyes filled with tears. “I have com-
mitted a fraud. I bought some jewelry
on the credit system and pawned it. And
the jeweler found me out. He will not
prosecute me if the £3,000 is paid by Sat-
urday. His lawyer told me so. But if iv
is not paid by Saturday, then I go to
prison.” ;

“] see,” Barca said gloomily. “But why
didn’t you sell the letters?”’

“Because they are gone. Stolen from my
desk by my brother, Stephen.”

“Indeed. But are you in a position to
say that Stephen stole the letters?”

“Of course I am. He has been holding
them over the head ot Rajph Kingsmill
and trying to blackmail him on the
strength of them. I feel as if I could kill

him. It is a dreadful thing to have a
brother who is a thief.” \

Barca allowed the outburst of righteous
indignation to pass. There was no occas-
ion for any further explanation, he could
see the danger of his companion’s position
quite clearly. If he had followed the dic-
tates of his own cold,  cunning powers, he
would have declined to have anything more
to do with the matter. But Kate was sit-
ting by his side, he could catch the subtle
fragrance of her glorious hair, her beauty
fired his blood. Never had she been so
near to him as she was at this moment,
never had the flower been closer to his
grasp. There were other men who had felt
the clinging touch of those white arms,
other men who had been intoxicated by
those red lips, but never Barca.

“What do you want me to do?” Barca
asked. “In what way do you suggest that
it is possible for me to help you! I have
no money.”

“I know it, but you have brains, which
is sometimes better than money. You
must find some way to help me, Richard,
you must, you must. Think of me in the
dock, think of me in a felon’s cell. Oh, I
should pine away and die of the shame of
it, Richard.”

The speaker turned her eyes full on her
companion. Those blue eyes were full of
entreaty, full of tender emotion. With a

little cry Barca reached out and caught the '

slender, palpitating figure to his heart. He
covered the lips with loving kisses. As
Kate lay in his arms, the pressure of her
fingers was as passionate as Barca's own
grip.

“T love you,” he said hoarsely. I love
you with an intensity that you do not
dream of. Kate, if I do this thing for you
will you marry me?”

“Oh, you must not make conditions,”
the woman whispered. “It takes away all
the romance. And I do know that you
Jove me from the bottom of your heart,
Richard. Promise me.”

Abruptly Barca pushed the fair form
from him and began to pace up and down
the room. He appeared to be deeply agi-
tated, to be moved by some fear that Kate
could not understand. - His lips moved as
he paced to and fro; there was a hard
frown on his face. Then the woman rose
and softly kissed him twice upon the lips.

“Don’t be hard,” she whispered. ‘“Don’t
hesitate. I can see that you have found
a way. And if that is eo, why do you
keep me in suspense? Richard, darling.”

The man stopped and looked the speak-
er hard in the eyes.

“I have found a& way,” he said present-
ly. “It will mean the sacrifice of the
great thing that fortune has placed in
mv reach. Everything comes to the man
who knows how to wait, and I have wait-
ed till my time has come. I held back
till the fruit was ripe I would have had
fame and fortune and everything that an
ambitious man holds dear from it. And
to save you I am to sacrifice nearly every-
thing. Why should I do it, Kate?”

The woman did not speak. She stood
before Barca with the tears in her eyes.
Then her arms went about his neck and
she laid her wet cheek to his. Barca felt
that all the world was slipping from his

grasp. i

“Don’t do that,” he said in tones that
vibrated with passion, ‘“There'is no need.
I could not resist you, now nor ever when
you are in the need. For your sake, I am
going to make the greatest sacrifice of
my career. . . Give me that Brad-
shaw. I must go to Stonehouse by the
last train tonight. And if after that you
play me false—.” :

On the whole, things were going quite
as well with Charteris as he had expect-
ed. Already he had decided in his qmind
what had happened at Abbey Close, and
what Ralph could have looked into his
friend’s mind now, he would have been
startled to see wimt was there. Ralph
h@d planned many' ingenious situations in
his life, but it is doubtful if any one of
them was as weird and ingenious as the
idea which occupied Dick Charteris’ prac-
tical brain at that moment. He smiled
as he walked along. :

So far everything had fallen out as he
had anticipated. He had made up his
mind that Stephen Holt had stolen his
sister’s before he went down to confront
Ralph and try to force him to give up
Enid. Holt would never have taken w0
strong & line as he had done if things had
been otherwise. Upon this' basis Dick

i had worked the whole of his scheme out.

That was why he had asked Ralph to
pay a cheque into his banking account
against..which he might draw, in case it
would be necessary to purchase the let-
ters from Mrs. Lingen. Not that Dick
had calculated for bne moment that it
would be necessary to draw against the
cheque or any part of it. At any rate,
Ralph would have to part with no money
at present. The letters had been stolen,
and eo far Dick had no occasion to go
back upon his own theory. He knew
what to do next, and proceeded to exe-
cute it without delay.

He came at length to Piccadilly and
turned into one of the most famous shops
in that famou s thoroughfare. Dick
walked down between long rows
of the most beautiful things he had
ever seen, but his mind was not attracted
by the artistic now, he wanted to see
the head of the firm, and -he had no
difficulty in doing so. A youngish man,
perfectly dressed and with perfect man-
ners, came forward. Mr. Jardine was
something more than an an ordinary pur-
veyor of goods; he was a great authority
upon everything that appertained to fur
niture, and a fine judge of pictures into
the bargain. Moreover, he had the ad-
vantages of University and public school
education, so that he greeted Dick with
easy cordiality.

“Tt is getting rather late, I kmow,”
Dick said as he shook hands.. “I won’t
detain you longer than I can help,-but I
want you to do me a little favor. My
word, but this is like coming into a pal-
ace! I wonder you can find it in your
heart to part with these things after you
have got them. I know I shouldn’t.”

“Well it is rather trying,” Jardine ad-
mitted. “Still, there are others in the
firm to be considered beside myself; and,
after all, one has to live. Is there any-
thing in our line that I can show you?’

“On the contrary, it is something that I
want to show you,’ Dick explained. “I
suppose your business embraces all kinds
of things, from wall decorations down to
carpets. By the way, do you happen to
know anything about carpets?”’

“T might say that I know everything
about them,” Jardine said with a smile.
“Of course, I don’t mean modern things,
because I am no more acquainted with
them than you are. But old Indian and
Persian carpets are a specialty  of mine.
1 could tell you at a glance where one
came from, where it was made, and almost

| the year of manufacture. That sounds

like a boast, but it is a very easy matter

\
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to put the thing to the test. If you will
come this way—" ‘

“No, no,” Dick cried, “I don’t want to
look at your stock. I bave the article
upon which I want your opinion in my
pocket. Perhaps I had better show it
you.”

So saying, Dick produced a small square
of some soft material and spread it out on
the top of a magnificent Louis XV. table.
It seemed 3most incredible that so large
a piece of material could have been folded
50 as to occupy so small a space. In all it
was about five feet square and when
shaken out looked like a thickly woven
carpet standing out from the table nearly
an inch high.

“I am no great judge of such things,”
Dick said. “But if that is not a rare and
beautiful thing 1 am greatly mistaken.”

“Quite right,” Jardine responded. ‘That
is old Persian and dates back to the be-
ginning of the sixteenth century. It was
made in one of the fdctories of the Cash-
mir Valley by a man whose name I need
not trouble about, but who employed as
his designers an order of monks who pro-
fessed a religion peculiarly their own.
You will notice that the reds and blues
are of a most amazing depth and purity.
They never fade, and though I daresay
that carpet has been down all these years,
it is just as fresh as ever. But where did
you get this from? It is a kind of extra
piece.” :

“Ah, that explains what I didn’t under-
stand,” Dick said. ‘“The carpet itself is
a very large one, absolutely intact and as
fresh as on the day it was first woven.
When T came to turn it over I found this
piece fastened on the back. Why is
that?”

“The 'reason is quite obvious,” Jardine
explained. ‘The carpet gets torn, a hole
is burnt in it, or some other kind of acci-
dent happens, then, when you want to re-
pair it; you take this extra piece and cut
a strip off and some expert weaves it in.
That seems’ pretty sensible, doesn’t it?”

Dick admitted that this seemed very
plausible. Something of the kind had oc-
curred to him. At any rate, his path was
clear now. .

“So far, so good,” he said. “And now,
if I am not unduly detaining you, we will
get on with the business in hand. The
piece of carpet which is on the table there
came out of the house of a friend of mine.
He thinks it is valuable—"

“He is perfectly correct,” Jardine said
gravely. “I suppose there are mnot more
than six carpets like this to be found in
‘the world today. Put up to auction, it
might fetch anything up to six thousand
pounds.” %

“Is that really a fact?” Dick said. “Well,
I have every reason to believe that the
carpet in question was purchased from
your place, we will say, some twenty years
ago. Now is it possible to trace the sale
in your books? I am giving you a lot of
trouble, I know, but there is a press-
ing reason why this thing should wveri-
fied. If these carpets are of such amazing
value, it would not be'a very difficult mat-
ter to determine my point.”

Mr. Jardine turned to a passing assistant
and gave him a quick order. Presently a
very old man came down the shop and
stood awaiting his employer’s wishes.

“Mr. Savage,” the latter said, *I wish
you would be eo good as to look at this
carpet, which is the extra piece taken from
a large Persian square, which this gentle-
man says was sold by us some twenty
years ago. I wonder if it would be taxing
your memory too far to ask if you remem-
ber the transaction.”

The old gentleman bent over the scrap
of carpet and touched it lovingly with his
fingers. Almost at once the gleam of
recognition leapt to his eyes. He turned
to Jardine eagerly.

“Three of them have come into our
hands, sir, since I have been here,” he
said. “And I know exactly what became
of them. One went to Headland Castle
and the other two were eold as a pair to
a gentleman named Ripley who had a
very large establishment near Stonehouse.
I should be prepared to swear that in any
court of justice in the land.”

“What do you think of that for an
effort of memory?’ Jardine luaghed.
“That will do, Savage, thank you.”

The old man went on his way, and Dick
proceeded to fold up the strip of carpet
thoughtfully. There was no jubilation on
his face, but at the same time he was
more than katisfied with the result of
his visit to Jardine’s establishment.

“I am infinitely obliged to you,” he
gaid. “You have done me a good turn
and helped to elucidate a mystery which
has been puzzling me for some time. I
won’t detain you any longer, as it is get-
ting so late. Good-night, and many
thanks.”

CHAPTER XL

Dick went back to his rooms in Orchard
street and discussed the matter over a
solitary dinner. He began to eee his way
clearly now; he knew what had happen-
ed just as well as if he had been present
and seen everything for himself. By bed
time he had the plan of campaign map-
ped out in his mind; though he knew how
to act, he did not disguise from himself
that there were many difficulties and
dangers before him. .

He came down to breakfast the follow,
ing morning with his day neatly and sym-
metrically arranged. There was a pile of
correspondence to go through first, and he
had scarcely go through this when the
door was opened and Enid came in.

“Now what is the matter?” Dick asked
fretfully. “This comes of getting up late !
and baving one’s breakfast at 11 o’clock.
Othefwise 1 should have been gone an
.hour ago and you woulde\have had your
journey for your pains.”

“Then I am glad you are late,” Enid |
said. “Let me sit down and have a little
breakfast with you as I have had practic-
ally nothing this morning.”

“Help yourself,” Dick said hospitably.
«] will ring, the bell for another cup
and saucer. And now, what do you mec.ni

|

way? Why are you looking o pale and
worn out? Is there anything wrong at
home?”’

by flying up here in this inconsequent | |

“Not as far as we are concerned,” Enid
said. “But I am dreadfully worried about
Ralph.” ;

Dick suppressed a chuckle. In the cir!
cumstances it would not be prudent to
say too muoch, and his grave face was
quite in sympathy with Enid’s trouble
features.

«T don’t see why you waat to trouble
about him,” he said. “Why worry when
everything is at an end between you?
You are parted from the man for ever,
and you have announced your intention

he has treated you cxceedingly badly, and
after th#t, what mor: would you have?”
as treated me very badly,” Enid
fith tears in her eyes. “But, my

F Ralph

ick, I am afraid I have not as m

as I profess. I had quite viade up

$nind to put him out of r:y life and

#6n exactly s if nothing had happened,
I can’t do it, Dick: nad I am certain

at Ralph is in some dreadiul trouble.

fven the servants motice it. Old Joicey

Pbelonging to m:, and he was dreadfully
u] Do vou think it ie possible that
is worrying about me?”’ =

o] chouldn’t be surprisad,” Dick sald
drily, “If you had not bheen of suth a
romintie, jealous disposition, a great part
| o7 your troubles would have been dona
| away with altozether. After all it was
| meraly & mattor between Dick’s word and
'the statement of a woman who is an
utter stranger to you, One of them must
\

of never seeing him again. You say that |

ame over last night to bring back a book !

have been telling lies, and you paid Ralph
the compliment of letting him know that
you regarded him as the har m gquestion.”

“But he wrote thoge letters,” Enid pro-
tested. .

“0Of course he did. As far as I gathered
he made no attempt to deny it, and that
pretty little actress, Kate Lingen, was
bound to admit that she had seen practic-
ally nothing of Ralph for the last two
years. Do you suppose for a momeut that
she would have looked up Ralph again if
be had not come into a fortune and Abbey
Close? My dear ¢hild, speaking as a
brother,” it seems to me that you nced a
lesson which I believe you are about to
get. I am not going to interfere unduly
except to propheay that before long all will
come right between you aud Ralph, and

you wili probably end in begging his par- |!

don for your childish jealousy. And now,
if you have quite finished your breakfast,
tell me where you want to go and I will
drive you there in my cab. I am much too

buey this morning to sit down and listen |}

to lovers’ lamentations.”

Fnid dried her eyes und said she would y
like to be left in Stratton Street, where |’

she intended to pass the day with a rela-
tion. Dick’s intimation that he preferred
her room to her company was too plain to
admit of any misunderstending. A little
while later, Dick was on his way to his
club. He stayed there till after lunch,
when he strolled off in the direction of
Westminster Bridge, and found himself
presently in the vestibule of the South-
Eastern Theatre of Varieties. There he
asked for one Talford, who presently ap-
dmhpeal'ed and greeted Dick with mock cor-

ty.

“How is the theatrical world going?”
Dick asked. ‘“Do you still manage to get
a living here?”

Talford admitted that there were worse
waye of achieving an income. Men drifted
to strange. positions, and Talford was a
case in point. He hq,d been at school with
Dick, where he had acquired a mania for
the stage, to the great indignation of his
family, who, for the most part, were cast
in Puritan moulds. The parting of the
ways came at last when Talford had to
choose between a profession and the stage,
with the alternative if he embraced the
latter of being cut adrift by his people.

With the impetuosity of youth, he had
taken to the boards, and at the end of two
years found himself struggling from town
to town, barely getting a living, and be-
coming more and more painfully aware
that there was not in the British Isles a
more ingompetent actor than himself. It
was too late to play the prodigal son now,
and, in any case, his pride would have
prevented that. Apart from his mania for
the boards, Talford was shrewd enough,
and after the glamor had worn off he had
begun to cast about for a living. It
curred to him that it was beter to empm
than be employed. He managed to get
bold of a minor hall and a nondescript
musical comedy; which brought him in
some hundreds of pounds. The man had
a genius for knowing exactly what the
public required, and he gave it them. In
five years Talford found himself absolute
master of five of the finest variety the-
atres in the Kingdom. He was well up
the ladder of fortuns now, though, from
the bottom of his heart, he despised the
whole thing, and was only waiting a
chance to get out and turn his back on
the stage for ever. All this he/told Dick
as they sat in his comfortable office  to-

gether. Dick smiled thoughtfully.

“We are never satisfied,” he esid. “But

I didn’t come Lere to talk about theatrical
ventures. Do you remember, about four

years ago, prod a pretty little piece
called ‘Comrades? I believe it was rather
over the heads of your audience. Now
what I want to know is if you can tell me
where I can find the author?”’

Talford shook his head doubtfully.

“T am afraid not,” he said. “I recollect
the piece now. It was too clever for my
patrons.”

CHAPTER XII.
“Tt always strikes me as very sad,” Dick

said, ‘“that the man who does really the
best work for the stage or for the maga-
zines so often gets the least fame and
least money out of it. Now, as far as I
am any judge, that little curtain-raiser was
both natural and i
could write like that“ought to be at the
very top of his profession. I suppose the
author never did anything for you again?”

charming. A man who

“He tried,” Talford said, with a shrug

of his shoulders. “He honestly did his
best to get down to the level of the people
who come here, but I suppose the fellow
was too much of an artist. He used to
drink, too, and, to put it mildly, was only
indifferen

honest. Sometimes he ap-
to in funds, and other times he

did not know where to turn for a ehill-
ing. To tell the plain truth, I was not
sorry to see the last of him. Jim Clark-
son was a bad lot, you may take my word
for ‘it.”

“T happen to know that perfectly well,”

Dick said. “Clarkson was born at Stone-
house near where I came from; his father
was a lawyer there. He had not much
practice or any particular position in the
town, and his one great ambition was to

make his son what he called a gentle-

man. The old man pinched himself 10
send the boy to a good school, and after-

wards to Cambridge, where he ought to

have done very well, for the chap has

heaps of brains. As a matter of fact, he

got into a fast, flashy eet of vulgar young
enobs who mede him ashamed of his fath-

er. Finally, he came down from Cam-
bridge without a degree and up to his
eyes in debts and difficulties. After a
time he vanished from Stonehouse, and
the place knew him no more for

Then he drifted back again, professing to

be engaged in literary work, and, for the
most part, haunting ehady public-houses
and billiard-rooms. Once more he disap-
peared, and until last week I had not eet
eyes on him for some time. As a mat-
%er of fact, he has been mixed up in some

‘way with a man named Stephen Holt,

whom you may remember.”

«I know,” Talford said, “Kate Lingen’s
Lrother. But you don’t mean to say that
Jolt is a friend of yours”

“Well, perhaps I was foolish,” Dick ad-
mitted. “In a certain extent I was sorry
fo- the man, and really I did not kmow
how low he had fallen till lately. To be
car.did, I had him down to stay with me.
It was a mistake and it is not likely to
occur again. But all this is by the way,
and has little or nothing to do with my
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any way in which you can find out Clark-
son’s address for me? He is living some-
where in town, and 1 thought perhaps
some of your staff could help me. A man
of that sort who once begins to write for
the halls never turns his back upon them,
and I have no doubt that he has been
here more than once lately.”

“T ‘don’t think so,” Talford said. “How=
ever, I can ask if you wait a moment.” .

Talford came back presently, saying
that his inquiries had been fruitless andi
that he could hear nothing of Clarkson.

“If T were you,” he said, “I would drop
into one of the public bars about here.
There are one or two houses almost en-
tirely given over to the army of work-
men who are employed in a place like
this, and you might get a clue that way.”

It was a congenial suggestion, for this
amateur detective business was more or
less of a passion with him, and, more+
over, human nature is always. a delightfuk
study.

“Ill do it,” he said. “Now, which is
the best place to try first? I suppose I
am mnot too well dressed for the part?”

“Not you, my dear fellow. You will
find men hanging about those bars who
are just as well educated as yourself and,
in their own opinion, rather better dress-
ed. Let me tell you, it is not a very
long step from a good West End engage-
ment to an occasional turn at the Halls.
I have had men willing to take anything.
they can get who have been making twen-
ty pounds a week a month before. It is
always ‘light come light go,” with the pro-’
fession.” !

Dick departed on his errand, and soom .
found himself in a great glittering bar,,
well patronised by all sorts and condi-
tions of men drinking and eating sand-
wiches. Here were down-at-heel supéTs,
stage workmen in their corduroys, chorus
girls laughing  shrilly, and men
of wsaturnine appearance Wwhose VO- .
cation could mnot be  doubted fof
a moment. As Talford had said, a
many of them were quite as well
as Dick, although with a certain exagger-
ation which seems part and parcel of the
stage. i
For a long time Dick sat there pretend-
ing to drink a whisky gnd soda, the vile
quality of which was beyond words. The
scene interested and amused him; he listen-
ed to the various conversations which went
on all around. Over the whole place and
its habitues there was a settled air of mel-
ancholy, which in ordinary circumstances
would have been depressing in the ex-
treme. It would have been superfluous to
tell Dick that he was surrounded by a
crowd of pathetic failures, for his own'
common sense told him that. And yet
there was no note of this in the talk;
everybody spoke as if Fortune were wait-
ing round the corner and he had only to
put down his glass and take her by the
hand. Next week, everything would be all
right. The tragedian, vainly endeavoring
to procure credit for another “go” of
whisky, loudly declared that he was only
waiting for a letter to give him a lead at
a West End theatre. It was the same all
round, down to the shabbiest of chorus
girls on the premises:. Then, above all the
murmur, there came a name that riveted
Dick’s attention. Four men in the last
stage of decay were seated near him dis-
cussing Fate and her ways. The eldest of
the group pushed his glass away from him
and smiled bitterly.

(To be continued.)

Kings County Probate Court.

Hampton, Kings county, Feb. 12—This
afternoon in-the Kings county probate
court, Judge McIntyre, on petition of
Kate Warneford, wife of R. Hammil
Warneford, of Central Norton, issued :
citation returnable April 8, on the este
of the late Mrs. Lucy A. Gilbert,
Hampton Village, valuation being swc
at $1,000, all personal property. The «
tended time is to admit of service ana
proof of cltation upon an heir who resides
at Hong Kong. !

Letters of administration upon the s
tete of the late James E. Pitt, of Green-
wich, petition for which was made by
Eliza Pitt eome time ago, and citation is-
sued reutrnable Jan. 8, but by adjourn-
ment brought over till today, was, before
the withdrawal of Miss Pitt and by agree-
ment between counsel and with the con-
eent of the judge, granted jointly to
GGeorge H. V. Belyea, proctor for former
petitioner, and Amon A. Wilson, K. C,
proctor for Mrs. 8. A. A. Venwart, who is

isit. What 1 want toyknow is, is there

-0

next of kin.
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