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Peter looked round with an extrava-
gant show of caution.

“Any difference since T was there?” he
whispered.

“I think C. Hall has been repainted,”
said Amber gravely.

Peter shook his head in depreciation.
. “I don’t suppose I’d know the place
now,” the said regretfully; “is the Gov-
ernor’s room still off A. Hall?”

Amber made no reply other than a
nod.

The little man poured out the tea,
and handed a cup to the visitor.

“Peter,” said Amber, as he stirred the
tea slowly, “where can . stay?”

“Here ?”

Peter’s face lit up and his voice was
eager.

Amber nodded.

“They’re after you, are they?” the
other demanded with a chuckle. “You
stay here, my boy. I’ll dress you up in
the finest disguise you ever saw, whis-
kers an’ wig; I'll smuggle you down to
the river, an’ we’ll get you aboard——"

Amber laughed.

“Oh, my Peter!” he chuckled. “(_)h,
my law-breaker! No, it’s not the police
—don’t look so sad, you heartless little
man—no, I'm avoiding criminals—real
wicked eriminals, my Peter, not petty
hooks like me, or victims of circumstance
like you, but men of the big mob—top
hole desperadoes, my Peter, worse than
Denver Dick or Michigan Mike or Set-
tler Sam, or any of those gallant fel-
lows.”

Peter pointed an accusing finger.

“You betrayed ’em, an’ they’re after
you,” he said solemnly. “They’ve sworn
a vendetta——"

Amber shook his head.

“I'm after them,” he corrected, “and
the vendetta swearing has been all on
my side. No, my Peter, I'm Yertuous
Mike—I’'m the great detective from
Pank Street, S.W. I want to watch
somebody without the annoyance of their
watchin’ me.”

Peter was interested. :

His eyes gleamed through his spec-
tacles, and his hands trembled in his ex-
citement. :

“I see, T see,” he nodded vigorously.
“You're going "o frustrate ’em.” ;

« Frustrate’ is the very word I shouid
have used,” said Amber.

CHAPTER 1V.
Lambaire Needs a Chart.

AMBAIRE had an office in the city,
L where he conducted a business. No
man knew what the business was. There
was a brass plate on the door which of-
fered mo solution other than that—

J. LAMBAIRE
(and at Paris)

might be found within. He had callers,
wrote and received letters, and disap-
peared at odd intervals, whither none
knew, though “and at Paris” might be a
plausible explanation.

Some said he was an agent, a vague
description which might mean anything;
others, a financier, though optimistic
folk, with airy projects, requiring a sub-
stantial flotation, were considerably dis-
appointed to find he had no money to
spare for freakish and adventurous pro-
motions. : :

So many strange people had offices in
the city, with no apparent object, that
Lambaire’s business did not form the
subject of too close an inquiry.

It was announced that once upon a
time he had financed an expedition to

. Central Africa, and if this were true,

there was every reason for his presence
at No. 1, Flair Lane, EC. Other men
had financed similar expeditions, had es-
tablished themselves in similar offices,
and, through the years, had waited for
some return for the money they had
spent. Such was a matter of history.

Yet Lambaire had a business, and 2
very profitable business. He was known
by his bankers to be a silver broker, by
yet another banker to possess an in-
terest in the firm of Flithenstein & Bor-
ris, a firm of printers; he had shares in
a line of tramp steamers which had
gained an unenviable reputation in ship-
ping circles; he was interested, if truth
be told, in a hundred and one affairs,
small and large, legitimate or shady.

He owned a horse or two; oblig'ng
horses that won when he backed tnem,
and were at the wrong end of the course
when he- did not.

Two days following the hasty depar-
ture of Amber, he was in his office. It
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was the luncheon hour, and he pulled
on his gloves slowly. A smile lingered
at the corners of his mouth, and there
was a satisfied twinkle in his eye.

His secretary stood expectantly by the
desk, mechanically sorting a sheaf of
notes.

M R. LAMBAIRE walked slowly to the
door of his private room, then
paused, with a show of irresolution.

“Perhaps it would be better to write
tto-night,” he said dubiously. The secre-
tary modded, and depositing his papers
on the desk, opened a note-book,

“Perhaps it would,” said Lambaire, as
though questioning himself. “Yes, it
might as well be done to-night.”

“Dear Sir” (he began, and the secre-
tary seribbled furiously),—“Dear Sir, I
bave to acknowledge your letter re
Great Forest Diamond Mine. Full stop.
I understand your—er—annoyance——"

“Impatience?” suggested the secretary.

“Impatience,” accepted the dictator,”
but the work is going forward. Full
stop. Regarding your offer to take up
further shares, comma, I have to inform
you that my Board are—are——

“Is,” corrected the secretary.

“Is,” continued Mr. Lambaire, “pre-
pared to allow you the privilege, subject
to the approval of our——”

“Its,” said the secretary.

“Its brokers. Yours faithfully.”

Lambaire lit a cigar.

“How’s that?” he asked jovially.

“Very good, sir,” said the secretary,
rubbing his hands, “a good thing for the
Board——"

“For me,” said Mr. Lambaire, without
embarrassment.

“I said the Board,” said®the pale-faced
secretary, and chuckled at the subtlety
of the humour. -

Something was pleasing Lambaire to-
day, and the secretary took advantage
of the spell of good humour.

“About this letter, there have been all
sorts of people here to-day,” he said sug-
gestively, and Lambaire, once more on
his way to the door, looked round
sharply.

“What the devil do you mean, Grene ?”
he demanded, all the joviality wiped from
his face.

His subordinate shifted uneasily; he
was on a delicate topic. Lambaire
trusted him to a point; it was safe that
he should confess his knowledge of Lam-
baire’s affairs—up to that point.

“It is this African affair,” said the
clerk.

Lambaire stood by the door, his head
sunk in thought.

“I suppose you itold them——9”

“I told them the usual yarn—that our
surveyor was visiting “the property, and
that we expected to hear from him soon.

One chap—Buxteds’ clerk—got a bit
cheeky, and I——" he hesitated.
“Yes, and——1?”

“He said he didn’t believe we knew
where the mine was ourselves.”

Lambaire’s smile was a trifle forced.

“Ridiculous,” he said, without any
great heartiness. “As if one could float
a diamond mining company without
knowing where the property is—absurd,
isn’t it, Grene?”

“Very, sir,” 'said the secretary po-
litely.

Lambaire still stood by the door.

“The map was in the prospectus, the
mine is just on the edge—Etruri For-
est—isn’t that the name?”

The secretary nodded, watching him.

“Buxteds’ man, eh?”’” Lambaire was
perturbed, for Buxteds are the shadiest
and the sharpest solicitors in London,
and they did not love him.

‘ If Buxteds get to know,” he stopped
—“what I mean is that if Buxteds
thought they could blackmail me——"

Ule went out, thinking deeply.

‘I here is nothing quite as foolish as
floating a company, and by specious ad-
vertising to attract the money of the
speculating »ublic, when the very raison
d’etre of the company is non-existent.
If there is one thing in the world that
is necessary for tue prosperity of a dia-
mond mining concessiun, it is a diamond
mine, and there werc reasons why that
couldn’t be included .n the assets of the
company. The first reason was that
Lambaire did not know within a hun-
dred leagues where the property was
situated; the second—and one not with-
out importance—le possessed no certain
knowledge that he had the right to dis-
pose of the property, even if he knew
where it was.

(To be continued.)

Unload Your F reight Right
On The Top Floor

HEN the ground floor or basement is used as a receiving voom,
0(’ store room and shipping room combined, it is impossible to avoid
confusion and consequent delay in filling orders.

The logical place for the receiving room, in a factory or ware-
house, is the top floor. Here bulky cases may be unpacked
and their contents rushed to the store room, or direct to the
proper department, leaving the
packing cases on the top floor and
reserving the ground floor and base-
ment for showing goods . and
shipping orders.

An Otis-Fensom Freight Elevator
makes all floors as readily accessible
as the ground floor. It saves money
by reducing the time and labor re-
quired in handling raw materials
and manufactured goods. It makes
possible the use of your regular line
shaft power, or if line shaft power
is not available a ““single belt” type
of elevator may -be had with an
independent motor. The prevail-
ing low rates for electric power
make this type of elevator most
attractive and economical.

Oris FENsOM
ELEVATORS

For those who do not require, or
cannot use, a belted elevator we
recommend our latest improved
Hand Power Freight Elevator,
equipped with our Improved Steel
Roller Bearings, which run with
the least possible friction and with-
——1  out oiling.

Our booklet, “Freight Elevators and
Their Uses,” will tell you all about
an_elevator designed to meet your
individual needs.

Write for it to-day. Don't put it off ‘
until another time. Just sit right
down and fill out this coupon NOW,
whiﬁe the thought is fresh in your
mind.
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OTIS-FENSOM ELEVATOR CO., LIMITED
Traders Bank Building, Toronto

COUPON
Send me your Booklet “A".... on Freight Elevators.
Name .
Address

ALGONQUIN NATIONAL P ARK

T_HE IDEAL SUMMER RESORT FOR CAMPER, FISH ;
200 miles north of Toronto, 175 miles west of Ottaws Altitu, do%l‘f'agt':g?f:‘ level
Good hotel accommodation

THE NEW CAMP.HOTEL “CAMP NOMINIGAN”

Eﬁi?ghlinaduguriatce)d tthis ’sea;on, will prove attractive.
ands of Ontario.” It consists of log cabins constructed in i
of the wilds, comfortably furni i i e
coldﬁntgr, llvivay?l et .'m‘;m shed with modern conveniences, such as baths, hot and
andsomely illustrated folder free on licati i
tion, Montreal; C. E. Horning, Union Stati‘ol:n? l"I:‘:r‘g:tot,oOJx;t.Qumlm’ O Bl
G. T. BELL, Passenger Traffic Mana;
. ger, Montreal,
H. G. ELLIOTT, General Passenger .Azent‘. Mont:e‘:l.

This sort of camp is new to the
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