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“l see nothing ? gaid
Philip.

“Don’t you see that woman in a vic-
toria coming up?”

“The lady with a purple hat five sizes
too large for her?”’

“Yes, that’s Josie.”

“Is it really?”’

“And I've asked her to lunch here, and
1 forgot all about it.”

“And who is Josie?”

“Josephine Fife, my son. The other

in particular,’

CHAPTER VII.—(Continued.)

Tony directed his friend’s attention to
gn exceedingly brilliant oil painting of a
young woman in Andalusian costume, that
was let into the overmantel above the

t fireplace of the salle & manger.

“That’s Pettifer R. A.’s portrait of her,

iven by him to the club. What do you

ink of it?”

Philip gazed a long time.

“If she really has disappeared,” said he,
puietly, “she must be found. A woman

Jike that oughtn’t to get lost. It’s a
pheer waste.”
“]' should think so!” the baronet

‘mgreed, heartily. “Why, you know. Corn
in Egypt—that’s the musical com. at the
Metro.—would have been without her. I
pught to know—I saw it seventy—seventy-
three times.”
“How long has she been before the pub:
Jic?” Philip asked.
“Well, she’s been before the public ten
ears,” said Sir Anthony. “She began at
teen in the provinees, and in the prov-
noea she stopped for eight years. Then
alkee-Talkee discovered her in a panto:
mine at Hanley aad brought her to Lon-
gon. She was the rage inside of a week
—the rage! There’s a hotel pension in
Bloomsbury called the ‘Giralda,” and I'm
gold it’s always crowded by people who

Varcoe,” said Tony. “Eh?” ‘

“And then?”
that the disocvery

Pollexfen
ways be arranged.”

“And when youve found her,

hand, eh?” Philip smiled.
“You don’t understand love,

shortly.

fani.”

”

«“That's Pettifer, R. A.’s Portrait
of Her’’

Jike the name. And I can understand it,
my boy. What do you think of that?”
gnd the baronet paused for a reply.

Philip continued to stare at the por-
Erait. !

“That is fame!” he murmured, “and to
think that she was the daughter of that
pld sailor,” he murmured.

“Yes, astonishing, isn’t 3 o
baronet.

“] suppose you wanted to marry her?”
Philip observed.
™ «\Why, of course!” said the baronet,
»1’d marry her tomorrow if she'd give
.gne the chance.”
|” “And yet you don’t know anything of
ber?" ;

«But I'm in love with her, you cuckoo

said the
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and there were a number of people in
the restaurant. . The reading
stairs was empty, as usual, except for an
acquaintance of Tony’s, who, after ex-

pwtested the baronet. “You've never
jpeen her. You don’t know what love is.

plaining in a rather shamefaced manner

“] ghall go to Scotland Yard and see

“I shall employ means to persuade him
of Giralda’s where-
abouts is the most important part of the
case. These matters can al-

I you’ll
claim your reward in the shape of her

said Tony !
“Come upstairs and have a Leo-

_He paid the bill at the desk, and Dum-
ilatre dismissed them above with a ges-
ture of benediction. It was now 1 o’clock,

room up-

"'Don't you see that Woman in a Dictoria?”’

Wou always were like something between
an  ice and an icicle. Walter,
bring the Parfait au Moka.”

“Indeed!” said Philip. ‘““And how do
you propose to begin finding your Gir-
plda? Do you suppose she’s hiding, or
she’s been kidnapped, or what? Some-
thing may have happened to her.”

“Happened to her!” exclaimed Tony.
¥What can have happened to her?”

“What do I know?’ Philip parried.

They both again looked at the proud
snd beautiful face over the fireplace.
Burely nothing sinister could have occur-
red to that being made for joy and de-

light!

that he was only perusing the ad-
vertisements in Country life of mansions
to be let or sold, hurried away. ‘Tony,

L : ed.
lighting a c:g‘drette, strolled to one of the “(iralda’s, naturally! It’s the best in|special knowledge.
large bow windows and looked down the|the theatre, and I ought to have had it

vista of the street. At the corner
Piccadilly ‘men were selling early editions
of the evening papers on the gtrength
of contents bills about the ‘Strange
Street Sensation.”

“Great Scott!” he cried suddenly, and
again: “Great Scott!” followed by other
expletives of a less unobjectionable na-
ture.

Philip approached the windows

lwhen I’'m cross.

|

star at the Metro. Immense rivalry be-
tween her and Giralda.”

“You love her also, then?”
tioned.

“Well, you see, when‘I saw I had no
chance with Giralda—you see I was
obliged—in fact—she’s a stunning girl, is
Josie. Truth is, I finey I've. made her

Philip ques-

seventy-three nights running.”
“And would you marry her too, Tony?”
“We won’t discuss that now,” said the
baronet. “You must join us at lunch, I
ingist. I can’t stand it alone. I'm too
(unnerved.”
] “Why, surely!” said Philip. “One lunch

more or less.”

“We've just got to lunch again.
go and tell Josie I've forgottien her, can
1? Come along. And look here, of course.

He threw up his hands.
I can’t

I mustn’t mention Giralda to her.
wouldni’t be quite nice. She already has
her suspicions of me: But you can. You
must bring the conversation round to Gir-
alda. Josie’s certain to know a lot of
useful things about . her. You must be
very interested in Giralda. Understand?”
“L{e?“
“Yes, you!
has stopped.

Now, , then!
Quick!”

Her carriage

CHAPTER VIII.
Josephine’s Theory.

*Now what can you offer us for lunch,
Dumilatre?”’ asked the baromet.

“Well,” Josephine Fire broke in. “Oys-
ters -we'll begin with. Colchesters.”

“Certainly, madame,” Dumilatre
sponded.

“And then a bit of lobster mayonnaise,”
Josie proceeded.

Dumilatre forced himself te smile.

“And then pheasant,” said Josephine.

Yes, madame, certainly.”

“And then some nice ripe Gorgonzola.’

“And the wine?’ Tony asked.

re-

’

ine.” ‘“‘But fizz, of course.”

She looked round for applause at the
two men and the high priest, and the
two acolytes, and they all applauded.

Josephine was one of your successful
artists who have never doubted that
their success is the most beneficent result
of a reign of absolute justice in the world.
She had a self-confidence which nothing

she did not find herself equal had not
yet arisen.

As Philip scanned ~surreptitiously her
black eyes and heavy lips, her ample
coiffure, her rich and striétly confined
form, her long pointed finger nails, and
her general lavishness, he thought—he
could not help thinking—of the violent
contrast between her and the woman of
the portrait, and he stood amazed before
Tony’s all-enchanting catholicity in love.

The second luncheon proceeded to the
perfect satisfaction of Josephine, who took
entire charge of it, and led both the eat-
ling and the talking. And Philip saw him-
{self freed from the necessity of import-
|ing Giralda into the conversation, for
| Josephine remarked almost at once.
| “I’ve got her dressing ropm.”
| “Whose dressing room?” Tony

of | before, really. I made Talkee-Talkee give round tonight after the first act.

it- to me last night. That’s why I'm in
|such a good humor this morning. It’s
a good thing for you he did give it to
me. Otherwise I should have been in an
awful temper, and you know how I am
I’'m charming when I'm
cross, ain’t 1?”
“What’s your theory
Miss Fire?” Philip put ing

believe it was she that I went to see

1t |

‘Oh I leave ithat to you,” said Joseph-| s, ;. hours in every day, until Josephine
[brough’t him to busmess.

could shake, and the situation to which!

demand- ;

about Giraldas,|dead face of Pollexfen.

“Oh! So you've opened your mouth at
last, Mr. Masters!” the bright angel ob-
served with gayety.

“] am always atraid of chattering too
much,” Philip replied, meekly.

“Masters has been in the inquest,” said
Tony. “So the thing’s on his mind. Be-
sides, he’s rather interested in Giralda.”
{  “Oh!” answered Josephine, carelessly.
She had only one genuine interest in life
—herself; but even she could not refuse

day. “Well, I've got a theory—at least
it isn’t a theory. It’s a cert. I know.
I guessed it the Fery moment Talkee-
Talkee told me that Giralda had sent
word that she couldn’t play.”

“And it is?”

“The Marquis, of course.”

“Which Marquis? There are¢ so many,
and they are all alike.”

“But surely if you are interested in
Giralda you know about "Toto,” said
Josephine. “The Marquis of Standego.
[ They’ve run off together. That’s what it
Jis. He's younger than she and as mad
| as a hatter. They’ve run off and got mar-
ried, ‘and they’re shamming dead for a
while on account of his relations. She
only kept him at arm’s length for the
sake of appearances—and she was quite
right. Poor girl! I don’t blame her. I
pity her. She drinks you know.”

“Standego has disappeared, too?”’ Tony
asked, with gloomy astonishment. He
knew all about the inarquis, and was|
filled with fear.

“Have you seen him lately?” Josic de-
manded curtly.

“No,” said Tony.

“Have you secn him since Giralda van-
ished?” o

“T don’t think so.”

“Well—there you are!” she clinched the
dialogue triumphantly. “Didn’t I tell you
1 knew? Yes, fill it up, and your own,
too, and try not to look like an under-
taker at his mother’s funeral, Mr. Mas-
ters.”

Her generous laughter rang through the
room.

A footman intruded upon the feast. .

“A person wishes to speak to you on
the telephone, Sir Anthony,” said <the
footman in a tonme of discreet, but sin-
cere apology.

“What_sort of a person?’ The query
canie from Josephine.
“The person is at the Metropolitan

Theatre, and wants to know if Miss Fire
is here with you, Sir Anthony.”

“She is,” said Miss Fire.

“He wishes*to speak to Miss Fire.”

“Who is it?” demanded Josie, peremp-
torily.

The footman had to consult the tele-
phone. He returned and said:

“Mr. Varcoe, of Scotland Yard.”

Josephine was  genuinely taken aback,
but she quickly recovered.

“If Mr. Varcoe or Parcoe wants to
speak to mé in such a hurry as all that,
let him come around here; eh, Tony? I'm
having my lunch.” .

“Yes, miss,” said the footman.

“Do you know Mr. Varcoe or Parcoe
she inquired of her men.

“Yes,” they answered simultancously,
and Tony added: ‘“He’s in charge of the
Pollexfen case.”

An uneasy hush fell upon the party.

The distance from ' the Metropolitan
Theatre and .Pleasure House, that vast
and curious pile, to the Physique Club
is exactly 2,400 yards, and Mr. Varcoe
covered it apparently in a winged han-
gom, for he entered the club restaurant
within about eight minutes of the tele-
phone call. Sir Anthony introduced him
to the divette, and his manner to her
was all that she could desire.  Except
for a slight eccentricity in cuff links and
for a certain facial romanticism, he was

993

to discuss the tremendous topic of the'

cheek bones. And he thought of the old
captain lying in the mortuary, serene, in-
different, placed with the eternal placid-
ity. He felt that he stood on the edge
of the mystery as on the edge of a preci-
pice, and that he must plunge into it.
These others did not comprehend the
terrible poetry that surrounded the baffl-
ing tragedy like an aura. He did not
comprehend it himself, but he felt its
power. He dimly glimpsed in the un-
known murderer a ferocious and sublime
personality—and, assuming the correct-
ness of Josephine’s theory, he saw
in the synchronism of the daughter’s
elopement and the father’s death such a
dramatic trick as faie does mot often
play. As for the uncle—

“Have you found out anything about
the brother of the captain?”’ Josephine
was asking.

Varcoe shook his head. “I was hoping
you could tell me something.”

“Giralda never talked about her peo-
ple,” said Josephine. “She was always
awfully close. We all took her for an
orphan. Then you've got no clew what-
ever?”’

“To what?”

“To Giralda’s disappearance?”’

“Not yet.”

“I will give you one if you're good.”
She smiled grandly. And the name of
the Marquis of Standego was on her ver-
milion lips when Philip interrupted, ad-
dressing the detective: :

“] suppose youll begin by finding out
where Giralda is?” S -

“That is certainly an important part of
the case,” said the detective.

“I hope you will,” said Philip, with
much earnestness, perceiving in Tony’s
eye a silent appeal to him to insist on
this -aspect of the matter.

“And you are not the first,” murmured
the detective.

“What do you mean?”

“T received last night a visit from . a
well-)known gentleman who positively
begged me to leave everything in order
to discover Miss Giralda.” -

“Who was that?”

“Ah!” the detective answered, “I dom’t
think I can”—

“Mr. Varcoe,” Josephine imperiously
commanded, “Tell us at once.”

The detective yielded.

“It was the Marquis of Standego,” said
he in ‘a-low voice. ‘‘His Lordship was
beside himself with grief and anxiety.”

'

3

| -There was a pause. Tony caught his

breath.

“What becomes of your theery?” Philip
demanded phlegmatically of Josephine.
And there was a lack of consideration
for her in his tone that made her furi-

ous.

“Qh, well!” she muttered, and stopped.

“Till tonight then,” said the ‘detective,
rising, and the party broke up. Sir An-
thony, acutely disturbed, abandoned even
the idea of his daily swim. As Philip left
the room in the wake of the. rest he
threw a final lingering glance at the por-
trait. The portrait smiled there, but
Giralda might be dead in some other part
of London, and in yet another®part of
London the uncle might also he dead!
Philip was conscious of a strange and
powerful emotion. .

The club was now crowded with mem-
bers, and-word had passed that Joseph:
ine Fire had been lunching with Sir An-
thony and an unknown man with a
square jaw, and the- renowned detective’
Varcoe. The Pollexfen-Giralda mystery
monopolized -every intelligence to the ex-
clusion of even a decent regard for the
people’s physical welfare. A crowd of
male’ acquaintances took Josephine by
storm in the foyer, and the name of Gir-
alda flew about like a shuttlecock. Several
men assisted Tony to put Giralda’s rival

admirably disguised as-.a finished, fault-
less clubman. He refiided to eat, having

into her carriage. .
Later, in the streets, the extraordinary

¢
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“Well,”’ Josephine Broke in,

|

ieaten; and he refused to take coffee, hav-
|ing taken coffee; but he accepted a -hum-
‘mel and one of Josie’s cigarettes out of
| Josie’s gold cigarette case. And he bab-
{ bled aimably of nothing as though he had
‘nothing to do, and there were twenty-

| “And are you a real detective?” she
"said. “I’ve never met one before.”

“I’m happy to be the first,” he bowed.
| “What do you mean to detect in me?”
i she asked, glancing at him through half-
| closed eyes, with a suspiciousness that was
only half-feigned.

“All the graces,” he said. ‘‘One thing
I particularly desired was your permission
ito examine your dressing-room, which 1
| understand used to be Miss Giralda's. Mr.
Talkee, who has lunched -with me, told
me I could go in”—

i “Oh, did he?”

| “But naturally I refused without your
' authority. Did Miss Giralda leave many
| of her things there?”

“Tots! The place was like a pawnshop,
! my dear man. I had most of them stuck

up on a shelf over the door.”
| 1t you would show me the things, you

might be of very great assistance to me,”
said Mr. Varcoe. ‘“Very great assistance.
| Perhaps you and I could have a chat, if
it won’t bore you.” He succeeded in
l(‘onveying to Josephine that the unravel-
!Iing of the mystery which occupied him,
if ever it were unravelled, would be main-

|

|ly due to the aid of her shrewdness and

“Why, of course!” she answered. “Come
Here,
have another cigarette, do!”

| Philip was again staring, scarcely con-
;scious that he did so, at the portrait of
Giralda in the overmantel. Her calm and
!faintly ironic smile seemed to mock the
 luncheon party. He could now trace some
resemblence between the portrait and the
There was the

same nose and the same position of the

«“Qysters We'll Begin With,

Colchesters.”’

prevalence of contents-bills all crying out
“Giralda” gave Philip the notion that the
whole of London was aroused by the dire;
mystery.. As indecd it was.

CHAPTER IX.
Beginning of Philip’s Enquiry.

Something fresh was surely happening
at the Corner House, where, as Mr. Hil-
gay explained, there was a corner for
every one.

For, as Philip walked up Kingsway
in the afternoon of the double luncheon,
he saw an immense scrowd which filled
Strange street and bulged far into Kings-
way, causing the traffic to describe a
curve around its outer edge. The faces
of the crowd all pointed in one directiom,
like vanes in a steady wind. And the oc-
cupants of the tops of motor omnibuses
and the drivers of cabs and vans, and the
riders of newspaper bicycles, and the push-
ers of hand-carts twrsted their necks as
they passed, in order to gaze to the last
possible instant where the multitude gaz-
ed. It could only have been a curious
coincidence that the clouds in the autumn
sky were travelling in the same direction.
The multitude gained and lost adherents
every moment, as though it had been a
popular cause, but not a just one.

on tip-toe, stared again vigorously, dog-
gedly, manfully, and then departed, full
of profound regret at the necessity to de-
part. But a few held on, heedless of
everything save what they stared at; they
had apparently been staring for hours and
they would be capable of staring for hours
more. On the rim of the concourse, be-
tween the latest adherents and the traflic
of London that rolled sparsely by, was a
ragged man selling toothpicks.

“What’s up here?” Philip asked him.

“Penny! Real tortoiseshell! Penny!
Real tortoiseshell!” cried the man rauec-
ously, intent on his own mercantile
careers

“What’s up here?”’ Philip then demand-
ed of a starer in a silk hat.

The personage turned his head, indicat-
ed in the English manner with a single
glance that they had never been intro-
duced, and haughtily resumed his stare;
then coughed and went away.

“What are they staring at?”
asked a boy. .

“That’s the Corner ’Ouse,”
boy. ‘

“But what are they staring at?”

“They’re a-looking at it,” ithe boy ex-
plained.

It dawned upon Philip’s benighted intel-
ligence that the crowd was staring at the
Corner House, not in the expectation that
it would fall down, or blow up, or give
a display of fireworks, but merely because
it was the Corner House and connected
with a murder.

He elbowed himself into the mass, with
difficulty, to the accompaniment of an-
athemas, edging along by the fenced

Philip

answered the

than eight feet. Instantly his mind be-
gan to run on collusions and corporations
in crime, engineered by conspirators in
different houses. Perhaps the clew to
the mystery Jay in the house on the op-
posite side of Little Girdlers Alley. He
fixed his honest eyes on the sinister win.
dow, and, indeed, he could dimly per-
ceive remarkable movements proceeding
behind its vile glass—regular movements
of a sweeping nature, and he started with
as much intensity as people were staring
outside at the Corner House itself. 'The
window scemed to comceal important and
terrifying mysteries. Then he made out
a long white object that shifted to and
fro, and was soon afterward pained and
shocked to discover in it nothing but ‘a
woman’s arm. The woman was evidently
brushing her hair.

The mysteries appeared to be evaporat-
ing. Nevertheless he continued to gaze.
And the movement stopped brusquely. A
vague human form approached the win-

1l
1
|
|

trench where British workmen were still

“There was no sign of wear and tear on the sill—no tell-tale
‘ smear of blood.”

dow and opened it, and it proved to be

nonchalantly meandering through eter-
nity.

itself.
the : front door, Philip
across Strange street.
ed ten feet when someone spoke to. him
“If you're going into the house,
stick behind you.”

come out of a hospital.

fulness.

door.
landlord.

gay replied. “One of our boarders.”
“Doesn’t look very sharp,”
Philip.

“No, poor fellow!”

right, to his room.

the essentials were present except

instructive impulse, before Mrs.
tery’s door. It was unlatched,
could hear a mevement and a
genteel cough . Then, ashamed of

as

ed into his own room,
and looked around.

his room.
ing a healthy
into Little Girdlers Alley.
en in the wall.
problems of lighting,

gtance the problem
making a new - window,

ed that the partition

No policeman was in sight except
one on the steps of the Corner House
Having reached a point opposite
struck bravely
He ‘had not achiev-
. | Philip by means of a stare compared to
rn

It was a young man, slim and fair,
dressed like a clerk, with a rather hand-
some face, quite spoiled by a terrible
scar on the left cheek. What impressed
Philip was the appealing and beautiful
quality of the voice. He noticed that the
man was extremely pale and breathing
hard, the struggle to penetrate the press-
ing crowd was too much for his strength.
Philip guessed that he might recently have

“Right you are,” said Philip with cheer-

Tn three minutes they had arrived at
the policeman, who, after an explanation,
let them in. The young man ran upstairs
without another word to Philip, and, ig-
noring Mr. Hilgay, who stood in the

“Who is that?’ Philip inquired of the
“His name is John Meredith,” Mr. Hil-

observed

Philip also went upstairs slowly, ‘and
arrived at the summit of the first flight.
He traversed still more slowly the pas-
sages, first to the left, and then to the
There were indica-
tions in the passages that housepainters
were sooner or later to begin their bene-
ficent if deliberate ministrations; in fact,
the
moment, as it were, in obedience to an
Upot-
he
slight,

this
unpolite pause at a lady’s portal, he pass-
shut himself in
1t was the first mo-
ment of daylight leisure he had had in
He opened the window, be-
Briton, and glanced out
He noticed
now that the window was newiy fasten-
He perceived that the
subdivision of the old large rooms of the
house into cubicles had been attended by
and that in this in-
had been solved by
comparatively
small, and nearly square, on the case-
ment principle, but with four large panes.
He leaned forward his “body and scanned
Mrs. Upottery’s window, and he discern-
between Mrs.

Upottery’s cubicle and the next further
on occurred exactly in the centre of one
of the old window spaces, cutting it in
two here; here, the architect had left the
other frame of the window while altering
the arrangement of the panes. The archi-
tect had certainly been very ingenious,
und Philip, examining the partition be-
tween his own room and Mrs. Upottery’s,
saw that it was of exceptional solidity,
and probably justified Mr. Hilgay’s proud

epithet of sound-proof. He resumed his
study of his window. Yes, a body might
easily have been insinuated through it;
the drop to the alley was thirteen or

that of a youngish woman with a hard
and handsome face. She held a comb in
one hand, and she leaned her elbows on

her sill. She was not precisely dressed
for church. She set about indicating to

which his stare had been the timid
wavering glance of a child, that she re-
sented his curiosity. - She succeeded per-
fectly in conveying to him this idea. He
reddened, retired and shut his window.
He withdrew from his window and sat
down on the bed, but such was the crys-
tal purity of Mr. Hilgay’s glass that the
woman still held him with her relentless
eyes. She had defeated him; she meant
to rout him. He rose and pulled down
the blind. Thus abruptly ended the first
series of his investigations into the cir-

cumstances surrounding the captain’s
death.
Dusk was already falling. His eye

caught a card of “Regulations of the Cor-
ner House” hung behind the door, and
in order to read it he turned the electric
switch, but light did mot flash respon-
sively forth, because the hour for electri-
city was not yet. He struck a match, lit
a cigarette, and utilized the last flickers of
the match to read the regulations. There
was one relating to dinner. ‘‘Boarders
are served promptly in the dining-room.
Breakfast 8.30 a. m., 4d. Table d’hote.
Lunch 1 p. m., 8d. Table d’hote. Dinner
6.30 p. m., 10d. Clients wishing to join
the table d’hotes should give notice at
least one hour in advance Otherwise
an extra fee of twopence will be charged.
Boarders are respectfully informed that
payment must be made at the time of
giving such notice.” The words “respect-
fully informed” occurred seventeen times
on the card, proving that Mr. Hilgay's
attitude toward his customers was irre-
proachably correct.

Philip decided to dine in the house.
With two hundred and fifty pounds in
his pocket, he was conscious of a power-
ful desire to postpone the real announce-
ment of the reign of economy until the
morrow, and to fare very well, just that
night, at the Cafe Royal. But native
forae of character, arded by his wish to
acquaint himself with the inmates of the
house, enabled him to resist the horrid
temptation. After all, life was earnest.
Moreover,~ he had & career to carve, and
instead of dwelling on the captain’s mur-
der, which did not w the least concern
him, he must concern himself with the
process of carving. fle descended to the
office and ordered his dinner from Mr.
Hilgay, who ticked off his name in one
of the ledgers on the desk in the office,
and gave him a little receipt for ten-
pence.

A gentleman with an adventurous nose
and an appearance of prosperity and self-

possession was in the office with Mr. Hil-
gay, and this individual turned at once
to Philip. s

«Mr. Masters, I believe?”
“Yes,” said Philip, grumly, objecting to

the noise.

(To be continued.)

i | ,E“Ch | fourteen feet. There was no sign of wear
pedestrian stopped, started, raised himself | 514 tear on the sill—no tell-tale smear of

blood, no alluring scrap of blue cloth t01

picion.

ductive logic.
down the back stairs.”

the window.

side of the alley, was another window,

tance between the two was not

match the dead captain’s reefer Jacket.
In short, nothing on which to fasten sus-
The innocence of that window
and window sill was most discouraging
to an amateur detective, and Philip could
only say to himself with an air of de-
“The captain was carried |
Yet, on his way
to Strange street, he had quite decided
that the captain had been put through

Nearly facing his own, on the opposite

dirty and sinister window, and the dis-
more

ing, together wi
g olx':"lmmpan X
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