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“YES, they certainly are lovely,” cried Lady

Sybil, as she held up a pair of dainty green

satin shoes, adorned with antique diamond
buckles. “Aren’t they?”

“They are rather fetching,” said her elder sister,
Lady Clare, holding up onec of the shoes to the
light, and examining the buckle through her pince-
nez, “and if the diamonds are genuine—as I sup-
pose they are—they must be most valuable.”

“Of course the diamonds are genuine,” cried
Lady Sybil, pettishly, “do you imagine that Ernest
Vandeleur would give me anything that was not?”

“Are you quite sure they came from him?”

“Perfectly sure—certain. He asked me the last
time I saw him to give him a small piece of the
satin from the frock I am going to wear at the
Hadfield ball, as he wanted to see the exact shade
of green.”

“And you gave it to him?”

“Why not?” said Lady Sybil, coloring. “Why
shouldn’t I give it to him? I have known him so
long, played with him as a small child in the vicar-
age garden, when he was making believe to be
Robin Hood and I Maid Marian,”

“Yes, I remember,” said Lady Clare, thoughtful-
ly. “That was when he was the fourth son of a
poor vicar, and now—now he is an Australian mag-
nate, though we never know when the magnates
may suddenly collapse.”

“Not much fear of his collapsing,” said Lady
Sybil, pouting, “he has thousands of acres, they
say; but it doesn’t so very much matter to me; he
is an old friend, and, of course, he may give me
a pair of diamond shoe-buckles if he chooses. 1
am charmed with these, they just match my Empire
dress.”

As Lady Sybil spoke, she stretched out one tiny
foot, encased in an openwork black silk stocking.
The beauty of Lady Sybil's feet was famed far and
near. Rather narrow, with high, arched insteps;
they had been modelled by a sculptor as the perfec-
tion of shape and form.

And when Lady Sybil had danced a saraband
in short skirts with sandals laced up far above her
beautifully-turned ankles, she had been the centre
of admiration. Verses in praise of her beautiful
feet had been inscribed to her by a rising minor poet
of the day, and she had been called “T'he Atalanta
of the moment.”

“Men do talk such nonsenseabout Sybil's feet,”
said Lady Clare, who was three years older than her
sister. “They certainly are very well shaped, but her
face is not a bit prettier than mine, and her nose is
inclined to turn up at the end, ‘tip-tilted like a
flower, they may say, but other people are mnot
quite so complimentary.”

Lady Sybil was still examining her green satin
shoes, and counting the diamonds on the buckles.
“Pwenty-seven in all,” she said. “They must have
cost a pretty penny; those diamonds with the yel-
low shade in them are always expensive. But
Ernest Vandeleur was never one to count the cost
of anything he gave away; he is absolutely lavish
about presents,”

“Well, here he comes,” said Lady Clare, looking
out of the window, “so you can lecture him as much
as you like. I'm off to a bridge party at Lady
Rylton’s.”

“As she went out, Ernest Vandeleur came in. He
was a tall, sunburnt young man of twenty-nine,
with bright blue eyes and a clean-shaven face.

Lady Sybil rushed up to him, holding the green
satin shoes, with their glittering diamond buckles,
high in the air.

“I must scold you,” she said, with a blush, “you
are too extravagant; but,” in a lower tone, “I love
you for it all the same.”

He caught her in his arms, green satin shoes,
buckles and all.

“As if anything in the world could be good
enough for Lady Sybil. Your green satin dress
ought to be strewn with diamonds; they ought
to glitter in every hair of your beautiful head.”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Ernest. As a matter of
fact, I have very few diamonds. You see, there
were six of us girls, and father isn’t at all a rich
man—almost a pauper in comparison with others.”

“But four of you are married, and you know
quite well, Sybil, you have nothing to do but to
name the glad day and Lady Sybil Scarsdale will
become——"

“Tady Sybil Vandeleur,” she exclaimed, clapping
her hands. “Doesn’t it sound awfully well? I love
the name of Vandeleur, It is ever so much prettier
than Scarsdale. But I want to have a little bit
more fun before I am tied up for life. There is
this fancy ball at Hadfield, when I shall come out
in my green satin gown and my green satin shoes,
with these lovely antique shoe-buckles,” she said,
looking down at them again. “I am to be the Em-
press Josephine, or Pauline Bonaparte, I forget
which.”

“Pauline Bonaparte, it must be; you are too
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young for an Empress. ‘My love she’s but a lassie
yet,” added Ernest, humming the old Scotch line.

“She’s a lassy that knows her way about pretty
well,” said Lady Sybil demurely. Then, turning
round, she said shyly: “Ernest, I haven’t thanked
you half enough for the shoe-buckles and the lovely
shoes—for the thought you took as well as for the
value of the things. It is only love that thinks, love
that watches, love that waits!”

“You darling!” he cried, seizing her hands, but
she escaped from him.

“T must go and get ready,” she said shyly.
“You must take me for a nice long drive in your
new motor. 1 have to wrap up well, and that takes
a little time.”

He let her go, and waited behind, walking up
and down the room, and looking out of the window.

“Will it last?” he thought. “Can any man have
such a treasure as this, without something happen-
ing to snatch the cup of bliss from his lips?”
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The fancy ball at Hatfield was in full swing.
Lady Sybil, in her short Empire frock, with her
green satin shoes and diamond shoe-buckles,
was the belle of the evening. Crowds were round
her as she danced, and her feet came in for an un-
usual amount of attention. Ernest Vandeleur was
not among the dancers; he had never learned danc-
ing when he was a boy, and now he did not care to
acquire the art, so he stood with his back against
the wall, lazily watching the revolving figures as
they flew along.

Tt was on Lady Sybil that his eyes were principal-
ly fixed, and as she met his glance, a smile, swift
and full of meaning, passed between them. Two
men came in at the door—business men they seem-
ed, and they also were much attracted by Lady
Sybil, and especially so by those twinkling feet of
hers; these feet, which,

“ . . . beneath her petticoat,
Iike mice, stole.in and out,
As if they feared the light.”

“T said them buckles were the same, Bill,” said
one of the men. “Could be no mistake about it.
Those were the very diamond buckles that were stole
out of Mr. Mettheimer's case a week ago last
Toosday.”

“Quite sure?” . : :

“Ouite; the diamonds are the very same; worth
a good bit, I can tell ye.” -

And how did they get on her ladyship’s feet, eh?”

“Why, that 'ud be tellin,” but I can give a guess,
Sam, my boy.”

Bill, who was the shorter of the two men, and
had eyes like a ferret’s, looked in the direction of
Frnest Vandeleur, who was now moving away to
meet Lady Sybil.

“T knows him and his pal,” he whispered. “The
pal was among the lot that broke open the case at
Portman Square, He hooked it pretty smart, and
now we've got a clue. If them there shoe-buckles
aren’t the very ones we're searching for, you may
call me a Dutchman.”

“And whatever do ye mean to do?” asked the
other man. ;

“Nab our man if we can git hold of ’im. There
he is now, the tallest of the lot standin’ agin the
window. I've got the warrant all right.”

So, as Ernest Vandeleur was strolling up to
Iady Sybil, he was confronted by the two men. The
one called Bill stopped him and said:

“Mr. Ernest Vandeleur, I b'lieve.”

“Ye?” wg.s téle languid response. “What do you
want of me? Some begging application, I suppose.
Be quick about it!” ooy : e
_ “Tisn't that exactly, my lord—I mean, sir—but
it's along of them there diamond shoe-buckles her
ladyship over there's wearing. How did you come
by them?”

Vandeleur reddened angrily. “How did I come
by them? Why, I bought them, of course. How
else should I come by them?”

: “Well'! you see there’s a hit of trouble about it,
cos they're stolen property, that’s how it is.”

“Stolen! Who stole them?” -

“Ah, that 'ud be telling. Anyway, they were
stole out of a glass case in Portman Square, No.
08. 2 Know anything about that?” :
thief}?I’?w should I know?‘ Do you take me for a
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“You'll have to come along to the police court
to-morrow morning, that’s all. There’s bound to
be some looking into this. Them shoe-buckles are
lség!cen fprotq;})lerty, 2111%111g withla lot of snuff boxes and

of other valyble articles i
Me!:‘tléleimer, E}‘.lsquire, e belonging to Marcus
3 o and hang yourself! I r -
tlor}leid zit]bouth s P i B efuse to be ques
thought as much. You'v
Crosbie—Loftus Crosbie.” P ok OhL My

“Well, and what if I have?”
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e expect he knows a bit about this here busi-
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ness. We've got information from headquarters.
You gave Lady Sybil them there shoe-buckies she’s
got on. There’s no denying of that. Everyone knows
it. Lady Sybil’s spoke of it herself.”
“Hush, don’t mention her; don’t speak of her
she is not to know about this.” g
“She’s bound to know; it will be all in the
papers to-morrow evening.”
“Then she’ll think I'm a thief.”
Just so, unless you can prove the contrary.”
Vandeleur, with a reluctant glance at - Lady
Sybil, left the ball-room. Her bright, brown eyes
searched for him anxiously, but he did not return
A vague sense of apprehension—of alarm—of dan-.
ger—crept over her. She danced no more that night.
¥ Xk %k
“Why, what’s this, Sybil?” cried I
when the two sisters wexye alone in thlé;f );'oo(rin]at:‘ef
am told Ernest Vandeleur is accused of steaiin
thos?\I shoe—lbu;:kles vou have on!” e
. “Nonsense! Ridiculous! It's som
his has spread the report. Fancy an ASsg‘giir:g m?lf
hon“a:re stealing a trumpery pair of shoe-buckles!”
But they are not trumpery, they are most re-
mafllg?bleYrﬁost valIl_llable. I told you they were”
es, now, e would n i =
thaf&”as not valuable.” T Elens e
ou may say what you like, bu
the best authority that he is charzzeId w\:istlfdt(}lle??
Those diamond buckles were part of Mr. Marcus
Mettheimer’s property that was stolen out of his
house at Portman Square last week. They have be ;
identified ; t'heye can be no mistake. You have b o
actually wearing stolen goods! You, an ee;:,n
daughter, it does sound funny. You are '1ctuzrlls
eng‘;;lged to be married to a man suspected of(theft lx
: It may sounc} funny, as you say, but T am
vinced Ernest will find some way o,f clearin }(1:_01’1-
sqlf. i shoulgi think even you would hardl gac S
him of breaking into Mr. Mettheimer’s hog gusg
abstxgctmg his property.” e
“One never knows,” repli
ly, isadshesleft the room eplied Lady Clare oracular-
y Sybil sat for some ti i
stretched out and her eyes ﬁxggl%nwtﬁ] ‘h? doct
diamond buckles. bt i o5

“ ’ )
e It couldn’t be,” she thought, “no, no, it couldn’t
And yet there was somethin i
: g mysterious i
wat}}'l Ernest had disappeared from the gilll-r;og:
with the two common-looking men, who had b
s;armg at the buckles on Lady Sybil’s green saete'n
; oes l\)vxth such intense interest. Could the bucl{l::r;
h;x: hggn a;tyotlﬁp? tAn(;l could Ernest Vandeleur
ing to do wi
s g YA Ep. with the theft? If go,
LI

The magisterial i
enquiry lasted long.
mneiilegird 1;]11derv:e:}§ ad searching er;cgamixirtri];gt
A | he ge e diamond buckles? :
gz)litl:fg hav:fng glven t?em to Lady S(;bielS .but}%lee ig-
y refused to tell wh ; _
or bf)w he rl;]a.d obtained tlue;; e b,
got them,” was all he
therli}l for her. - I paid for t:heemv‘:’Ollld L
e rooms he occupied in 'Avl‘ba
been reached, and underneath a fur ;]uyg tS\:rgeec:f }:‘;d
antique snuff boxes, valued at several hundreds g
pounds, had been found. He professed to k "
Eothmg about them, to have been perfectly i Tt
ovsIr_Ithey came there, o
e was told that ! i i
7o tole tc ('z)lrtn Trleitwgﬂc’]’ be committed for trial.
e el e,” was his answer. “I
Released on bail, he w
| t » he went back to hi
CI’-Ife}‘fx'txllfh'eld his head high, but he notigedh;iazos%x:lsé
Picc;zillr}:eggirxgogl he.tgassed on his way through
; b wi i i
dlrc;f:IEIon. ;I‘hey cutyhim d::(ti i
ot pleasant to be taken fo ief,”
] S r
{)hcéu%‘h.t, “quite a new experience fox=il 1t1111el?f' Pog‘:
ut honest, I once was considered, now the tables
:(1)rfe turned, it seems that I am rich, but dishonest.
: course, I know the real culprit, but I was always
oyal to my friends, and so I mean to be now.”
Turning around the corner he nearly fell into the
arms of a §lxght, boyish-looking young man who
wasﬁ\c}e_hmmglglfthe opposite direction.
Y, tus, my boy,” i
“WI‘]‘?eIaae o éOing?” Y. cried Vandeleur,
—I don’t know,’ stammered the oth “goi
to give mysel inki i id You Pk
o gme o yself up, or thinking of it. Did you peach
“Not I—I’'m not one to betra i
- v a friend
the same it’s deuced awkward for me; athSu tb?ll’!
—tha voice shook slightly—“Sybil may give mey
Not surprising if she did. Women fight sh fup.
thief, at least women in good society.” L e
’ Loftus Crosbie flinched. “You must not lo
er, old boy, you shan’t. Wait till to-morrow sg
Il confess—T Il break away. It wasn’t m ’fzglt
thgé I joined with Roberts and the otfhersy The;
said they only wanted me to climb through.the iv;'-
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