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THE OCRITIC.

A DETECTIVE SUCCESS.

(Continued )

As she pressed a blotting-pad on the receipt she had signed, I caught
sight of some marks made by previous writing. I could just decipher ¢ St.
J—— Pg—k "'—St. James’ Park, beyond all doubt. Perbaps she bad some
correspondent {o that neighbarhood, snd a regular detective might—- I
could not finish this reflection to my liking, for what a regular, or other,
dete-tive could make of it I had not the least idea.

Well, I left the house, feeling meaner and more contemptible than Ihad
ever felt before, and with the koowledge that now the most disagreeable
part of my duty was to commence. I must watch and spy, and lurk like
some dangerous reptile, to entrsp that sad, careworn Mra. Fyles. So I
loitered for some hours about the sdjicent thorough(ares, read the paper in
a ccfize-house, which was so near the end of a bye-street as to commaod a
view of the merchant's residence, and at last I saw the lady come out alone.
1, of course, followed, dawdling slowly when immedistely behind her, and
hurrying when she turned a corner and I lost sight of her.

At last I saw her enter s Jsrge drapery estsblishment, by no means a
pleasant matter, for she was as likely to be in there a couple of hours as
ten minutes. After I had sauntered to avd fro awhile, I ventured to turn
an adjoiniog coroer, ss I was afraid of attracting observation, but was dis-
mayed to fiod that the shop extended right through the block of houses, and
opzned into another large thoroughfare, so that there was every possibility
of the 1sdy haviog already left without my eeeing her, This proved to be
the case, for, after waiting a good while louger, and carefully recoonoitring
the shop from both ends, I covld see nothing of her, and wis forced to

_admit that this, my first experiment, was a failare.

“Ag [ bave no doubt all the rest will be,” I muttered as I turned from
the spot.

Nevertheless, I determined to go through the form of doing something
for my pay, and 30, from the * clue " on the blotting-pad, I resolved to try
the ncighborhood of St. James' Park. TWhat I was to do when I got there,
or what guarter I was to explore, I felt I must leave to chance, but thitker
I went. :I found nothing better to do there than to sit and look at the
ducks, with the children and nursemaids feeding them, snd to wonder how
the myriads of heroes of detective fame, of whom I had so often resd,
would have proceeded in such a case. Istared closely at everyonz who
went by, but as Mrs. Fyles was not amoung the number, I gained nothiog in
this, and being at last thoroughly tired of the pursuit, X left, marvelling bow
on earth I was to bring my proceedings to a close, or, iodeed, how 1 was
to do anything worthy of the description of ¢ proceeding” at all.

Gloomily meditsting thus, I was moving slowly from the enclosure, when
I was startled by a voice exclaiming :

“What! Jones, 0ld fellow! Isit reslly you 2"

Thie speaker was Frank Enstone, and I was glad enough to see him asa
relief to my uncheering reflections. I told him thst I had been sitting by
the water s lopg time, and found it very dall.

“ Sitting by the water!” he echoed. *‘ How came we—I—not to see
you then? I have baen walkiog by the side of the lake for the last hour.”

It torned out, on comparipg notes, that 1 had choeen a spot not
included in his patrol. He laughed in his usual style at this for a moment,
but then became unususlly silent.

« ] say, Jones," hie began abruptly after this pause; *“ I am inclined to
think it would have been a good job 161 had eeen you. I want a friend—
roost people do, Lut most people have soracone they call a {riend; I have
nnt one in the world, and I have oo doubt it serves me right. I have a
great mind to tell you why I want one, for I have seen quite enougk of you
to koow you are to be trusted.”

# T would try to show myself worthy of that opinfon in case of need,
but I am not desirous of introding upon anyone's secret.” I thought ss 1
added this, that my most recent experieace hsd been in the way of having
the secrets of other persons thrust upon me.

** You are the lost person in the world to do that,” returned Eaostone.
$] will thiok it over,and if X appeal to you for your advice I know I
shall have It _

There was not much more said on the subject, and I reached home with
the disheartening conviction that I bad utterly failed in my first day of
detective experience, and with tue cooviction also, which was far more un-
pleasant, that I was likely to repeat the failure.

CHAPIER II.

QOa the next morning I could think of no belter plan than the again
watchiug Mr. Fyles' house, at what I supposed would be his wife's usnal
tizae of going out ; but on this second day I did not sce her at all. I
loitered for some hours close by, and as I could not be in the cofiec-houso
all the time without exciting suspicion, or sc I thought, I was obliged tc
crawl aboat the streets, and a heavy shower of rain coming on, I got wet,
and felt that I ahould have a bad cold in consequence; which in no way
alleviated my disappointmeant.

On the followiog day I had scarcely arrived at my post whea a broug-
bain drove up to the door of Mr, Fyles® zesidence, Mrs. Fyles got in, and
was driven off so quickly as to prevent my keeping it in sight, or jumping
up bebind until I could meet and hire 2 csb to follow it, which was my
first impulse. I huug sbout the neighborbood after my usoal fashion, until,
just a3 I was about to leave, the carriage retarned, Mrs. Fylesalighted, alone,
and the coschman drove roucd lo the stables.

So there was another day gone, only a sample of what those yet to come

ould be, and I apeculated, as I went to my lodgings, as to the amount of

N &
watching and Jurking which might faitly be expected of me in regard to
the ten pounds. I was already more than satiefied with the experience X
had had, but of course Mr. Fyles would be likely toform a differect estimete.

Eostone was not at home on this night, but in a note left with the land-
lady he asked me to meet him on the next evening about six o'clock, near
one of the entrances to Kensington Gardens. To comply with thisrequest
might perhaps interfere with my other pursuit, but so far as I could see it
would be of no great consequence if it did so, and I wrote a line or two
signifying my compliance. I was not likely to see him {n the morning, as
1 was now always out before the poor fellow rose, and so it was on this
occalon,

Agsin I was at my coffee-shop, where by this time I was pretty well
known, and where,I was glad to find,I waslooked upon asa clerk outof work,
who came there to see the advertisements, and to write his letters. I had
;arittcn one or two while waitiog there, and this, I suppose, gave rise to the
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To my surprise, while slttiog there on this day, my admiring friend, the
messeogesr from Mr. Fyles' office came in to get a lunch; he having, as he
explained, lost his dinner-hour by being sent on an errand to this side of
London. He asked me if I should be at the office that afternoon, but X
returned « negative, and then remembering my position, I assumed the
wiseet, most solema air I could command, and with a smile and sbake of the
head to correspond, said :

¢ No, no ; I have other fish to fry. I shall be at the Anglesea Gate in
Kensington Gardens at the time your office closes.”

Iﬁ kcould do no harm to tell him this, and it sounded, I fancled, so busi-
nemlike,

“ Well, that is & rum thing I" exclsimed the man. “I bhad a glss at
The Petersham Arms, over at the corner there, with Bill Jemmett—Mr,
Fyles’ coachmanp, as, of course, ycu know."”

I had preseace of mind enough to shake my head and smile again:

* Ab, I know it is of no use tryiog to draw you out,’” said the messen-
ger; I could soon see that, Well, Bill said he was going to drive to
Kensiogton Gardens, and should take the Aoglesea Gate. I suppose rou are
not going for & ride with him. Ha!hat! ba!" be laughed at what he evi-
dently considered bis witticism, I laughed too, but the coldacidence was
certainly an odd one. With this my friend, the messenger, left. I was
glad he did not stay longer, for somehow I felt more ashamed of myself
when he was so unmistakeably contemplating me witk an admiration which
was almost reverence, if cot awe, than at any other time. :

Mrs. Fyles did not come out of the house all day. The carriage cer-
tainly drove up, but instead of the merchant’s wife, two ladies, who were
guests in the houee, as I koew fromx my watching, got in and were driven
off. As Bill Jemmett, to quote my sdmiring friend, the messenger, was, of
course, the coachman, 1 emily decided that this was the Kenslngton Gar-
dexos trip he had spoken about.

It was past the time st which Mrs, Fyles usnally left home. I was sick
and tired of my espial, 20 I left, and determined to walk over to my rendez-
vous at Anglesea Gale as 2 cheerful exercise and change after such a day as
T had spent. It was no great distance, only two or three miles, but as I
had plenty of time I took mors than an hour in my saunter, and was there
quite carly enough.

So was Frank ; I had scarcely been there a minute when he appeared at
the gate and bec.oned to me.

“Thank you, old fellow, for being eo punctual,” he said. *“I araabout
to confide a great deal in you ; but I know you are to bs trusted.”

I did not kaow how he could tell this, and was not altogether sure he was
right ; bat this was not the time for reflection or discussion on such points,
s0 I followed him. AsI entered the gardens I heard the sound of wheels
behind me, and glancing round saw thata cab had stopped close to the
gate, gut 1his was constantly huppening, s0 I did not give it a second
thought,

We tarned into 2 side path, and just where a few trees and some tall
evergreens lent a retired chsracter to the spot, I saw a lady.

. ;‘l Thizs is Mr. Jones, my only friend,” began Frank, ¢ wto hss
in y___u .

The lady looked up, smiled and bowed.

“ We are very much obliged to your friend,” ehe sald; “and I thank
him for his kindness to you. It isimposible that it conld have been so,
and yet I have a strange feeling of having seen and spoken to you, Mr,
Jones, and that quite recently.”

Had she? I did not wonderatit. So had I. Why, thls was Mrs.
Fyles herself, and beyond that, X now saw of whom her smile had reminded
me, for, as the pair atood side by side, the selfssme smile, 2 very pleasant
one, was on exch face.

I {21t utterly ataggered by the turn events were takiog, and wondered
what I was likely to be called upon to do inorder to show my frieadahip.
Whatever it might be, I thought, even at the wment, I could hardly ex-
nect it to St in very well with 2 proper 123l in u employer’s service.

“ You koow, Jones,” continued Eustone, ¢ that I have spoken of golng
abroad again.”

* Bat he must not, Mr. Jones,"” interposed the lady. *‘I cannot part
with him aoy more. Use your iofluence with him ; tell him his health—"

 You are a dear, good, anxious thing I'' exclaimed Fraok, throwing bis
arm caressingly on the lady's shonlder; the latter only smiled, and in no
way objected to this proceeding. ¢ Now, as you are shout a great desl,”
he resumed, ¥ we think——"

“I bave seen enough 1 cried a barsh voico. * At last, madam, I bave
trapped your accomplice and yourself, thanks to the wonderful skill of Mr.
Jomes. I thank you, Jones, and shall a0t forget you.”



