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Author of "A Flash of Youth, - "The Dîsappearance
of Lucyi Donopan, - etc. ý

44\,/ES, tbey certainiy are lovely," cricd 'Lady
iSybil, as she held up a pair of dainty green

satin sboes, adorned with antique diamond
buckles. "Aren't tliey ?"

"Tbey are rather fetcbing," said ber eider sister,
Lady Clare, bolding up on1e of the slioes to the
liglit, and exanining the buckie througb ber pince-
nez, "and if the diamonds are genuine-as I sup-
pose tbey are-tbey must be nost valuabie."

"0f course tbe diamonda are genuine," cried
Lady Sybil, pettishly, "do you imagine that Ernest
Vandeleur would give me anytbing that was net?"

"Are you quite sure tbey came from lin ?"
"Perfectly sure-certain. He asked me the last

time I saw biru to giv'e lin a small piece of the
satin f rom tbe f rock I an going to wear at the
Hadfield bail, as lie wanted to see the exact shade
of green."

"And you gave it to lin?"
"Wby notI?" said Lady Syhil, coloring. "Wby

sbouldn't I give it to biim? I bave known imi so
long, played witbhlm as a snali chlud in the vicar-
age garden, wîen lie was making believe to lie
Robin Hood and I Maid Marian."

"Yes, I remember," said Lady Clare, thougbtful-
ly. "That was wben lie was the fourtb son of a
poor vicar, and now-now lie is an Australian mag-
nate, thougli we neyer know when tIe magnates
may suddenly collapse."

"Not nudl f ear of is collapsing," said Lady
Sybul, poutiug, "le las thousands of acres, tbeysay but t doesn't so very mucli natter to ne; lie
is au old friend, and, of course, le nay give men
a pair of diamond shoe-huckies if lie cbooses. I
an cbarmed witb fliese, tbey just match my Empire
dress."

As Lady Sybil spoke, she stretched out one tiny
foot, encased lu an openwork black slk sto.ckng.
Thle beauty of Lady Sybil's feet was faned f ar and
near. Rather narrow, witb igli, arcbed insteps;
tliey lad been modelled by a scuiptor as the perfec-
tion of shape and formn.

And wben Lady Sybil lad danced a saraband
in short skirts with sandals laced up far above lier
beautifully-turned ankles, she hiad been the centre
of admiration. Verses lu praise of lier beautiful
feet had bee n inscribed to lier by a risiný minor poet
of the day, and she lad been called "'ffh Atalanta
of the moment."

"Men do talk sucb nonsense about Sybîl's f cet,"
said LadyClare, wbo was three years older than her
sister. "Tley certainly are very well sbaped, but ber
face is not a bit prettier than mine, and ber nose 15
inîclined tu turn up at the end, 'tip-tilted like a.
fiower,' tliey may say, but other people are not
quite 50 complimeitary."

Lady Sybîi was still examiuing lier green satin
shoes, and couniting the damonds on the buckles.
'Twenty-s'even lu al," she said. "Tbey must bave
cost a pretty penny; those diamonds witb thc yel-
iow sbade iu then are Dilways expensîve. B ut
Ernest Vaudeleur was neyer oue to count the cost
of anything lie gave away; i, sasltl ail
about presents."

"Weil, liere lie cornes," aaid Lady Clare, looking
out of the window, "so you eau lecture lin as mnucli
as you like. F'a off to a bridge party at Lady
Rylton's."'

"As she went out, Ernest Vandeleur came in. Hec
was a tall, snnburnt young man of twenty-nine,
witb brigbx hlue eyes and a clean-shaven face.

Lady Sybul rusîed up to lin, holding the green
satin shoes, with their gittering diamond buckles,
higli in the air.

"I must scold you," alie said, witli a biusli, "you
are too extravagant; but," in a lower toue, "I love
you for it aIl the samne."

He cauglitfber in bis arma, green satin sboes,
buckles and ail.

"As if anything in the worid could be good
enough for Lady Sybul. Your green satin dress
ouglit tolie strewn witb diamonda; tbey ouglit
to glitter in every bair of your beautiful bead."

"Don't lie ridiculous, Ernest. As a matter of
fact, I bave very few diamonda. You see, tbere
were six of us girls, and fatber isn't at ail a rich
nan-ainiost a pauper in comparison with others."

"But four of you are married, and you know
quite well, Sybl, you bave nothing to do but to
name the glad day and Lady Sybil Scarsdale will
becoe-"2

"Lady Syhil Vandeleur," she exclained, clappiug
ber banda. "Doesn't t sound awfully well? I love
the name of Vandeleur. It is ever s0 mucli prettier
tbau Scarsdaie. But I want to lave a little bit
more fun before j amn tied up for life. There is
this faucy baIl at Hadfield, wbeu 1 shall corne out
in my green satin gown and my green satin shoes,
witb these loveiy antique sboe-buckles," sIc said,
looking down at then again. "I am to be tIce m-
press Josephine, or Pauline Bonaparte, I forget
whic.

"Pauline Bonaparte, ît must be; you are too
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young for an Enipress. '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. Trhen, turning
round, she said shyly: "Ernest, I haven't thanked
you half euough for the shoe-buckles and the lovely
shoes-for the thought you took as well as for the
value of the tbings. It la only love that thinks, love
that watches, -love that waits 1"

"You darling " he crie'd, seizing ber bands, but
she escaped from him.

"I 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 ber 'go, and waited bebind, walkiug up
and down the room, and lookiug out of the wîndow.

"Will it last?" he thought. "Can any man bave
sucli a treasure as tbis, witbout something happen-
ing to suatch the cup of bliss froni bis Iîps ?"

II.

The fancy hall at Hatfield was in full swing.
Lady Sybil, in bier short Empire frock, witb lier
green satin shoes and diamond sboe-buckles,
was the belle of the evening. Crowds were round
lier as she danced, and ber f eet camne in for au un-
usual amount of attention. Ernest Vandeleur was
not amoug the daucers; lie had neyer learued danc-
ing wben be was a boy, and uow be dîd not care.to
acquire the art, so lie stood with bis back against
the wall, lazily watcbing tbe revolving figures as
they flew along

It was ounLady Sybîl tbat his eyes were principal-
ly fixe and as sbe met bis glance, a smile, swift
and full of meauing, passed between tbem.L Two
men came in at tbe door-business men they seem-
ed, and tliey also were mucli attracted by Lady
Sybil, and especially so by tbose twinkling feet of
bers; these f eet, which,

«"...beneatb ber petticoat,
Like mice, stole. lu and out,
As if tbey feared thse ligbt."

"I said thema buckles were the sarne, Bill," said
one of the menl. "Could bc no mistake about it.
Tbose were tbe very diamond buckles tbat were stole
out cf Mr. Mettbeiuier's case a week ago last
To)osdnay."

*Qite sure?
"Qîte; the dinionds are the very same;-wortb

a gond bit, I can tell ye."
And bow did they get on lier ladyship's feet, eh?"
"Why, that 'ud be tellin,' but I can give a guess,

Sam, My boy."
Bill, wbo was the sborter of tbe two men, and

'iad eyes likce a ferret's, loced in the direction of
trnest Vandeleur, wbo was now rnovîng away to
me et Lady Sybil.

"I knows Min adbis pal," bie wbispered. "ThIe
pal was amoug tbe lot tbat broke open tbe case at
Portmau Square. He hooked ît pretty smart, and
now we've got a chie. If tbem thbe siioe-buckles
aren't the vMr ones we're searcbiug for, you may
cali me a Dutchna."

"And whatever do ye mean to do ?" asked tbe
otber man.

"Nali our man if we can gt bold of 'im. Thlere
lie is now, the tallest of the lot standin' agin the
window. I've got tbe warrant a4 rigbt."

So, as Ernest Vandeleur was strolliug up to
Lady Sybil, be was confrouted by tIe two men. The
one called Bill stopped im and said:

"Mr. Ernest Vaudeleur, I b'lieve."
"Yes," was the languid response. "Wbat do you

waut of me? Some begging application, I suppose.
Be quick about itt1",''Tisn't that exactly, my lord-I mean, sir-but
it's along of them there diamond shoe-buckle., ber
ladysbip over there's wearing. How did you corne
by thern?"

Vandeleur reddened augriiy. "Flow did I corne
bY tbem? Wby, I bougbt tbem, of course. How
else ehouid I corne by tbem ?"

"Weil! you see tbere's a bit of trouble about it,'Cos tbey're stolen property, tbat's bow t is.">
"Stolen! Who stole tbem?"
«Ab, tbat 'ud bc telling. Anyway, they were

stole out of a glass case lu Portman Square, No.
98. Know anytbiug about tbat ?"

"How should I know? DO YOU take mre for a
thief ?"

"You'Ilibave to corne along to the Police court
to-morrow morning, tbat's ail. 'I'here's bound to
be some looking into this. Them sboe-buckies are
stolen property, along witb a lot of snuf boxes and
lbot of otber valyble articles belouging to Marcus
Mettbeimer, Esquire, M.P."1

"Go and bang yourself! I refuse to be ques-
tioned about the natter at ail."

r"I thougbt as mucli. You've got a pal, Mr,
rosbie-Loftus Croshie."

«Weil, and what if I have?"
«We exPect le knows a bit about this here busi-

ness. We've got information fron lieadquarters.
You gave Lady Sybil them there slioe-buckies she's
got on. There's no denying of that. Everyone knows
it. Lady Sybui's spoke of it berself."

"Huali, don't mention lier; don't speak of lier,
she is not to know about this."

"Slie's bound to know; it wil be aIl ini the
papers to-morrow evening."

"Then sbe'ii tbiuk I'rn a thief."
Just so, uniess you cau prove tbe contrary."
Vandeleur, witb a reluctant glance at. Lady

Sybil, lef t the ball-room. Her briglit, brown eyes
searcbed for bim anxiously, but lie did not return.
Aý vague seuse of apprehension-of alarm-of dan-
ger-crept over bier. $lhe daucedl no more tbat nigbt.

"Wby, what's tbis, Sybul ?" cried Lady Clare,
when the two sisters were alone in their rmon. "I
amn told Ernest Vandeleur is accused of stealing
those sboe-buckles von have ou t"

"Nousensel Ridiculous! It's some enemy of
bis bas spread tbe report. Fancy au Australian Mil-
lionaire steailing a trumpery pair of shoe-buckles 1"

"But they are flot trumpery, tbey are Most re-
markable most valuable. I told you tbey were."'

"Yes, I know. He would not give me anythiug
that was flot valuable."

"You may say wbat you like, but I was told ou
tbe best autliority that lie is cbarged witb tbeft.
TbQse diamond buckles were part of Mr. Marcus
Mettbeixner's property tbat was stolen out of bis
bouse at Portman Square last week. 'Iîbey bave been
identified; there can lie no mistake. You bave been
actuaily wearing stolen goods I You, an earl's
daugliter, it does sound funny. You are actually*
engaged to bie married to a man suspected of tbeft t""tnay sound funny, as you say, but I am con-
vinced Ernest will find some way of clearing hlm-
self. I sbould think even you. would bardly accuse
busu of breaking into Mr. Mettbeimer's bouse and
abstracting bis property."

"One neyer knows," replied Lady Clare oracular-
]y, as ghe ýleft the room

Lady Sybil sat for some time witb ber feet
stretcbed out and bier eyes fixed on the glittering
diamond buckles.

"It couldn'.t lie," aIe thouglit, "no, no, it couldn't

And yet there was sOmetbing mysterions ini tbe
way Ernest bad disappeared from tbe ball-room
with the two common-looking men, wbo lad been
staring at the buckles on Lady Sybil's green satin
sboes witli sucb intense interest. Could the buckies
have beeu stolen? And could Ernest Vandeleur
bave had anyting to do witb tbe tlieft? If so,
lie Must lie given up.

III.
TPhe magisterial enquiry Iasted long. Ernest

Vandeleur underwent a searching examination.
Wlbere did lie get the dianond buekles? He ad-
tnitted having given tien to Lady Sybul, but lie abi-
solutely refused to tell wliere they bad comne f rom,
or bow lie lad obtained tbem.

."I got tbem,", was aIl lie would say. 4I got
then for bier. - I paid for tbem."1

The rooms le occupied in Albany Street bad
been reacbed, and underneatb a fur rug two of tbe
antique snuff boxes, valued at severai bunidreds of
pounds, lad been founid. He professed to know
notbing about theni, to bave been perfectly ignorant
bow tliey came tbere.

He was told that hie would lie committed for trial.
"VYery well, commit me," was bis answer. "I

arn innocent."
Released on bail, le went back to bis rooms..

He still held bis bead bigli, but lie noticed that some
of bis frîends wliom lie passed on bis way tbrough
Piccadilly Iurried by witbout even a glance lu bis
directon. 'fhey cut bim dead.

"Not pleasant to lie taken for a thief," lie
thlought; "ýquite a new experience for me. Poor,
but boneat, 1 once was considered, uow the tables
are turned, it seems tInat arn ricl, but disboneat.
0f course, I know the real culprit, but I was always
loyal to my friends, and so I mean to le now."
Turning around the corner bie nearly fell into the
arms of a sligbt, boyisli-looking Young man wbo
was coming in tbe opposite direction.

"Why, b»ftus, my boy," cried Vandeleur,
"wbere are you going?"

"I-I don't know,' stammered tbe otlier-"ýgoing
to give myseif up, or tbinking of it. Did you peacli
on me?"

"Not I-I'm not one to betray a friend. But al
the samne it's deuced awkward for me; and Sybil",
-bis voice shook sligltly-"Sybii may give me up.
Not surprising if she did. Wosnen fight sby of a
thief, at ieast womn in good society.,

Loftus Crosbie 'finched. "You must not lose
lier, old boy, you shan't. Wait tili to-morrow, and
II confess-I'll break away. It wasn't my fanit
that I joined witb Roberts and tbe others. Tbey
said tbey oniy wanted mie to dlm1 tîrough the ivy-
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