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"A few days alter this 1 came suddenly upon Father
Mactane quietly leaving a room on the first floor, with
his eternal breviarv. He started when lie saw me. The
start would bave been imperceptible for most men, even
of the profession, but for me it was as patent and as
suggestive as a three-foot jump into the air.

" Ah ! Mr. Max,'^ lie said. 'It's vou, is it ?
"Hie pointed over his shoulder to the door behind him.
"'As the song lias it, 'Ail the ould sinners are wishful

to pray wid mie,''1 lie whispered.
II'You're a good tuait, Father Mactane,' I said, with

a laugli, 'and the sinners are lucky.'
II"'They are that,' lie answered. 'And I've got one or

two more to see before dinner, so I'il be going on.'
II'Don't'let me hinder you frornt your good works,' I

said.
"II took the nearest way to the office, where I found

the manager.
II'If you've got a minute to spare, Mr. Irvin,' I said,

'Wiil you go to No. 97 on the first floor and ask-who is
NO. 97' on the first floor, by the bye ?'

"«'The Ducliess of Gratz,' lie answered. 'A Ilungarian
Princess.'

"'I know,' I said, 'an old sinner.'
"'On the contrary'-ie took mie up with some

warrtli-'young, pretty and pions.'
II'Then one part of rny information at least is in-

correct,' I answered, 'and perliaps the other is too. Wel,I wiil stay ini the office, and perhaps you will go up to
No. 97 and ask Uer Grace if she-if she-yes, if she lias
said hier prayers to-day. Or, if you like, ask hier whether
sie dines liere to-niglit. Ask lier sornething.'

"The manager looked at me as if I were mad.
"'She always dines here,' lie nurmiured.
I't's all rigit I" I said. 'But you mnust not waste

timne. We have not got too much of it. Dinner is i
haif-an-hour.'

"Mr. Irvin shrugged bis shoulders, and went off. I
posted myseif i the passage ini sucb a way that no one
could corne in or go ont withont passing witliin an
arM's readli of me. In a minute tlie manager came
down.

II'Tiefe's no one there, lie grunibled, with a puzzl1ed
look. 'I went into ail the roomns.

Il I wanted to malce quite sure,' 1 said. 'Weil, now,
there are three things to do. Firat, send iny card to
Scotland Yard. Second, wait here for an instant while
I go into the dining-room. Telli me wlio passes i the
rneauwhîle. If Father ïMactane cornes down, keep hlmn in
conversation a :inute or two.'

'II went into the dining-roomn, which was qite empty,
and witli my pocket-saw cut three-uarters of the way
throýugh a back Ieg of Father Mactane's chair. Then I
rejoined Mr. Irvin in the hall.

"'No one lias passed,' lie reported.
"'Very good. Now I will relieve y ou here. The. third

tliing you have to do is to follow the Duchess of Gratz
up to lier rooms when she cornes in and request bier to
examine lier jewel-case îmmnediately. Vout needn't tell
lier about the 'old simier.''1

I'Here she is,' said Mr. Irvin, as a very pretty and
distinguished-looking young lady came across the hall.
Hie went witli lier, and came down in a few minutes.

Il'Diamond eariings,' lie whispercd to me, with a
sobi. 'I'm ruined il

I'Not a bit of it,' I answered. 'D)on't fuss. Wlien
two friends of mine cornte to see me station tliem handy
for your office, and leave me the office clear at, let us
say, ten minutes past eiglit. I want strking room.'

"The gong sounded, and Fatlier Mactane came down,
genial, smiling, boving ail round. 1 was waiting at bis
chair. I puslied it in beliind him, and, in doing so, kicked
away tlie weakened leg. Father Mactane went sprawling
to the ground, the breviary escaped from his liands gind
a most unclerical expression from lis iips.

Il'Shl' I whispered. 'Wliat an example for the ould
sinnfers !'

"'Fditli you're riglit,' lie answered.
"He grabbed bis breviary, before I couid give it to

him, but I liad learned what I wisbed to. I liad listened
to the faîl of the book and knew that there was a bollow
in it somewhere.

"Dinner went o ff quietly enougli, and at the end 1
whispered to Father Mactane : 'Could you give me five
minutes in tlie office ?l

"'I-e looked at me sliarply, then nodded, and followed
me into Mr. Irvin's room. I shut the door behind ns.

"'Wbat is it now' h le asked.
'Il am curions,' I answered. Il sliould so munch like

to see that breviary of yours.'
Il'Ye vagabond' ilie cried. II thouglit tliat was what

you were up to. And how's tliis, Mr. Max ?' lie asked,
whipping out a revolver-the one I keep as a memeuto.
of hlmn.

"In a minute the weapon was flying liarmnlessly ont
of his liand, and lie was rubbing bis wrist. 'Tbat's how
it is, Father Mactane,' I said.

Il'Ye've broken mue ar-r-rn, ye dirty blackgaird P bce
cried.

"'I've two men liandy,' I remarked,
'Ah ! then I give in,' lie replied.

"That was how I got one of tlie cleverest dodgers i
London, Captain Grensley. Hiait of tlie breviary was
hoflow, and there we found the earringa. Of course, Mr.
William was an accoinplicie; that littie comedy was ar-
ranged to put me off thé track. Butt it liad just the op-
posite effect, yoni see."

"How did you send that revolver flying so neatly ?"1
I asked.

"(With mny foot," said Mr. Max. ",You sc, Captain
Grensley, 1Iknow ail about the Frenchi metliod o! boxing,
and was smnart with rny feet once I arn not $0 bad
even niow. Look here-and here-anid so-and-"

Tht door opened, atnd Doidge appearedl wîit the tea-
tray.

"Oh, rnonkey-tricks, eh ?" lie said, sniffishly., "Weil,
you'll take a hinterval for refreshmenit, at any rate, i
s'pose ?"
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Besume : Esthier B3ereeford is a beautiful and char
wlo lias lived lu England witli lier Frenohigrndmothei
de la Perouse, and bas taugbt music in a girls' sohool.
mother's s4ster, lira. Galton, appers on the soone and it
ed that Estheris to go out to Mlat oi ber fathox
mother. But before lier departure, Geoffroy Hanmt
friend, declares bis love for Esther who promises a fu
to bis proposal. Site emba.rks with lira. Galton and h
coeedlngly disagreeable daugliters, Captaiii HtIcote
Alwyne, two fellow-passengers admire Esther extrex
lirs. Clare-8nyh, a cousin of the latter also seeka bier f
The t n Piia eco vlarly jealons of Esther's p

The Pleadel' oaces ibraltar at sun-rise aud sa~
passengers are on dok for the siglit. At st they arrive
and Ether looks forward to meeting lier father. HE
liousehold ia uncongenisi, but Esthier makes a fri end of 1
est step-brother, - Hadj i Baba." Her step-mother. "
is disposed to be kind aud rejoices whon Esthier goes to
the " Pala2a -. " Lord Francis Alwyue's attentions fsftt
wbnA Ann.f' -i I4f- ,f ML.it. wrAn.v A ttrt
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