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CHAPTER XXXVI.—(Continued)

“T'hen  let me prophesy, and de-
clare that he will be in gool again.
Why bring him here?’’

“Boecause it is absolutely neces-

pary,”” Chris said, boldly. “‘That
man can help me—help us, Lord
Littimer., I am not altogether what
L seemi. 'There is a scoumdrel in your
house compared with whom James
Merritt is an innwocent child.  That

scoundrel has blighted your life and
the lives of your fmamily; he has
blighted my life for years. And I
am here to expose him, and I am
here to right the wrong and bring
back the lost happiness of us all
I cannot say wmore, but I implore
vou to let me have my own way in
this matter.'’

“Oh!"" Littimer said, darkly, “‘so
¥you are masquerading here?”’

“l am, I admit it. ‘lurn me out

if you like; refuse to be a party to
my scheme. You may think badly |
of me now, probably yvou will think |
worse of me later on. But I swear
to yvou that I am acting with the
best and purest motives, and in your
interest as much as my own.”’

“T’hen you are not entitled even
to the name you bear?"’ ‘
“No, I admit it freely. Consider,

I neced not have told you anything.
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Things cannot be any worse than
they are. Let me try and make
them better, Will you, will you |

trust me?’’

Chyis's voice quivered, there were
tears in her eyes. With a sudden
impulse Littimer laid his hands

upon her shoulders and looked long .
and searchingly into her eyes. |

"“Very well,”” he said, with a gon-|
tle sigh. “I will trust you, As aq
matier of fact, I have felt that 1

!

could trust you from the flirst. .1|
won't pry into your schemes, be-|
catise if they are successful 1 shall |

bencfit ‘by them. - And if you like |
to bring a cartload of convicts down !
here, pray do so, It will only puz-|
zle Lthe necighbors and drive them
mad with curiosity, and I love that. |

“And you’ll back me up in all I
sav and do?”" Chris asked.

“Certainly I will. On the whole.
I fancy I am going to have a pleas-
ant cvening., I don’'t think dear
Reginald will be pleased to sce his |
friend at dinner, If any of the
spoons are missing I shall hold you
responsible,” :

i*hris went off to her room well
pleased with the turn of ovents.
Iirilliant auvdacity had succeeded

where timid policy might have re-
sulted in dismal failure. And Litti-
mer had refrained from asking any
awkward questions. From the win-
dow she could see Bell and DMerritt

walking up and down the terrace,
the Jatler talking volubly and
worrving at a big cigar as a dog

might nuzzle at a bone. Chris saw
Littimer join the other two present-
ly and fall in with their conve:sa-
tion. His laugh came to the girl's
ear move than once. 1L was quite
evident thal that cccontric noble-
man was cnjoying the ex-convicl's
sociesy. But Littimer had never
been fettered by conventional rules.

The dog-cart came up presently
an:d IHenson got out. He had an
anxious, worried look; there was
an ugly frown between his hrows,
He contrivet to be polite as  Chris
smerged. He wanted to know where
Littimor was.

“On the terrace, T fancy,”” Chris
said, demurely. ‘I guess he is hav-
ine a long chat with that parson
friend oi yours—the bhrand plucked
[rom the burning, you know."

“Merritt,”” Henson said, hoarscly.
“Po vou mean to say that DMerritt
is here? And I've heen looking for—
I mean, { have been ito Moreton
Wells, Why did he come?"’ :

Chris opened her eyes in innocent
Furprise,

“Why,”" she said, “‘I fetched him.':
I'm deeply interested in brands of;
that kind.,"

CITAPTER XXXVII.

Henson forced a smile to his face
nid a hand from his side as he ap--
proached Merritt and the rest. it
was not until the two found them-.
selves alone that the mask was;
dropped, :

“You infernally insolent
rel,’”” - Henson said, Dbetween  his |
teeth. *“'How dare you come here?
You've done your work for the pre-|
sent, and the sooner you go back to
your kennel in London the better. If
1 imagined that you meant any|
harm I'd erush you altogether.”

“I didi't come on my own,”’ Mer-
ritt whined. *“So keep your ’air on. |
That young lady came and fetched |
me—regular gone on me, she is. And!
there's to Dhe high jinks ‘ere—a
bazaar for the benefit of poor crim-
inals as can’'t get no work to <do-
You 'eard what his lordship said.
And I'm goin’ to make a speech like]
as I usecd to gull the chaplains,
Lor! it’s funny, ain't it?"’

Flenson failed to see the humor of
the situation. He was uneasy and
suspicious. Moreover, he was puz-
zled bv this American girl, and he
hated to be puzzled. She had social
aspirations, of course; she cared
nothing fot decayed or reformed

seound- :

rof cotton.

criminals, and this silly bazaar was

only designed so that the ambitious
girl could find hor way into  the
county set. Then she would choose
a husband, and nothing more would

be heard of Merritt and Co. Henson | found

had a vague notion that all Amer-
ican girls are on the look-out for
English husbands of the titled or-
der,

“Littimer mugt e mad,”” he mut-
tored. “'I ecan't understand Litti-
mer; I can't understand anything,
Which reminds me that I have a
crow to pluck with you, Why didn’t
vou do az I told you last night?"’

“Did,’’. . Merritt said, curtly. "‘Gol
the picture aral took it home with
me."’

“You liar!
corridor at.the present time,

“Liar yourself! I've got the pic-
ture on my mantelshell in my sit-
ting-room rolled up es you told me
to roll it up and tied with a piece
It was your own idea
as the thing was to be leit about
casual-like as Dbeing less calculated
to excite suspicion. And there it is
at the present
take my hoath to it.”

Honson fairly gasped. THe had beon
inside that said sitting-room not
two hours before, and he had not
failed Lo. notice a roll of paper on
the mantel-ghell. And - obviously
Merritt was telling the truth, And
equally  obviously the Rembrandt
was hanging in the corridor at the
prosent momoent. Henson had solv-
ed and evolved many ingenious puz-

The picture is in the

e

- zles in his Lime, but this. one 'was
utterly beyond him,
“Some trick of Dr. Bell's, per-
haps,’ Merritt suggested. _
“Bell suspects nothing, Ee is ab-
solutely friendly to me. ¥He could
not disguise hig feelings live that.

Upon my word 1 was never so ut-
terly at sea beiore in all my life.
And as for Littimer, why, he has
just made a fresh will more in my
favor than the old one. But 1’11
find out. I'll get to the boltom of
this business if it costs me o for-
tune.’’

e frowned moodily at his bootls;
he turned the thing over in his mind
until his brain was dazed and mud-
dled. The Rombrandt had ‘been
stolen, amd yet there was the Rem-
brandt in its place. Was anything
more amazing and puzzling? And
nohody else scemed in the least
troubled about it. Ienson  was
more than puzzlod; deep down  in
his heart he was frightened.

“T must keep my cyes open,” he
said, ‘I must walch night and
day. Do you supposce DBliss Lee not-
iceldl anything  when she called to-
day?'’ ;

“Nol a hit of it,"" said Merritt,
confidently. “She came to see 1me;
she had no eyes for anybody but
yvour humble servant. Where did
she get my address from?  Why,
didn't you intreduce me to Lthe lady
vourself, and didn't I tell her T was
stnying at Aoreton Wells for a. time?
I'm goin’ Lo live in clover for a bit,
nmy pippin. Cigars and champagne,
wine and all the rest of it.”

“I wish vou were at the bottom of
the sea before you came here,’” Hen-
son growled, “You mind and be
carcful what you're doing with the
champagne. They don't drink by
the tumbler in the socicly you arve
in now, remember, Just one or two
plasses and no more. If you take
too much and lel your tongue run
vou will find your stay here preliy
short."'

Apparently the hint was not lost
on AMerritt, for dinner found him in
& chastened mood. His ratural au-

s dacity was depressed by the splen-
dour and luxury around him; the
moral atmosphere held him down.

There were so many knives and
forks and glasses on the table, such
a deal of foodl that was absolulely
strange to him. The butler behind
made him shiver, Hitherto in  Aer-
ritt’s  investigations into great
houses he had fought particularly
shy of butlers and coachmon and
upper scrvants of that Kind. The
butler’s snifl and his cold suggestion
as to hock slightly raised Merritt’s
combative spirit. And the cham-
pagne was poor, thin stull after all.
A jorum ol gin and water or a mug
of beer was what Merritt's  soul
longed for.

Amrrd waht a lot of plate there was
on the table and sideboard! Some
of it was gold, too. Merritt's greedy
professional ecyve appraised the col-
lection at some hundreds of pounds
—hundreds of pounds—that is, after
the stufi had been disposed of, In
imagination he had already
ged the butler and was stulling  the
plate into his bag.

Henson said very little. He was
too husily engaged in watching his
confederate.. He wished from the
bottom of his heart now that Chris
had never scen Aerritt. She was
smiling at him now and apparently
hanging on every word. Henson had

seen society ladies doing this  kind
of thing before with well-concealed
contempt. So long as people liked

to play his game for him he had no
objection. But this was quite dif-
feront. Merritt had warmed a lit-
tle under the influence of his fiith

drug- ‘made all the razors shiver—-
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glass of champagre, but his eye
looked lovingly and longingly in the
direction of a silver spirit-stand on
the sideboard. ;

The dirmer came to an end at

length, to HMenson's great relief, and
presently the whole party wandered
out . to the terrace. Bell -dropped
behind with Chris..
- “Now is your time,’”” he whispor-
ed. ‘““Henson dare not lose sight of
Merritt before he goes to bed, and
I'll keep the latter out .here for a
goad long spell. I've nmuffled tho
striker of the telephone so that the
bell will make no noise when you
get your call back from DBrighton,
s0 that you must be near enough
to the irstrument to hear the click
of the striker. Make haste.”’

Chris dropped back to the library
and rapidly fluttered over the . leaves
iﬂf the ‘“Telephone. Directory.'”” She

what shoe wanted at length
' and asked to be put on to DBrighton,
Then she sat down in an arm-chair
in the darkness close under the tel-
ephone, prepared to wait patiently.
=he could just see the men on the
terrace, could catch the dull red
glow of their cigars.

Her patience was not unduly tried.
At the end of a quarter of an hour
the striker clicked furiously. Chris
reached for the receiver and lay back
comfortably in ..er chair with the
diaphragm to her ear. *“"Are . you
there?”” she asked, quietly. *“‘Is that
you, Mr., Steel?”” -

To her great relief the answering
voice wags Steel’'s own. He seemed
to be a little puzzled as to whom
his questioner was.

“Can vou pguess?’” Chris replied.
““T'his is not the first time I have
had you called. You have not for-
crotten 218, DBrunswick  Square,

moment, and 1’11+ ¥et? ;

Chris smiled as she heard Steel's
sutden exclamation,

“So you are my fair friend whom
I saw in the dark?” he said. *“‘Yes,
I recognise your voice now. You aro
Miss Chris—well, T won’'t mention
the name aloud, because people might
ask what a well-regulated corpse
meant by rousing respectable people
up at midnight. 1 hope you are not
roing to get me into trouble again.’’

““No, but I am going to ask your
advice and assistance. I want you
to be so good as to give me the
plot of a story after I have told you
the details. And you are to scheme
the thirg out at once, please, be-

cause delay is  dangerous.  Dr.
Bell e
“What's that?  Will you tlell mo

where vou are speaking from?"’
“I am at present located at Litti-

mer Castle-—-Yes, Dr. Bell is  here.
Do you want him?”’

“‘T should think so,” Steel ex-
claimed. “‘Please tell him at  once
that the man who was found here

hali dead—wvou know the man I
mean—got up and dressed himseli in
the absende of the nurse and walked
out of the hospital this morning.
Since then he has not been secen  or
heard of. I have been looking up
Bell everyvwhere, Will you tell him
this at once? 1’1l go into your mat-
ter afterwards. Don't be afraid: I'11
tell the telephone people not to cut
us off till I ring. Please go at
once.”’

The wvoice was urgent, not to say
imperative. Chris dropped the re-
ceiver into ils space and crept into
the darkness in the direclion of the
Lerrace.

(To be Continued.)
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IN TIIE DLACK TTORIEST,

The Black IForest of Germany, o
region famous for centuries, is hun-
dreds of years behingd the presenl age
in methods of living and conducting
simple industries. This fart 1=
strikingly exemplified in the primi-
tive ways the natives follow in mak-
ing leather and shoes. When a farm-
er kills his beef he Ltakes the hide to
the local tonner, who will keep it
for two years before he considers it
it for the shoemaker.r When the
hide is leather the shoemaker is in-
formead of the fact, Then some
morning the shoemaker conves 1o the
farmer's house wilh his kit of tools,
and for the timme being is one of the
family. Iivery Xalrina and overy
Johann is marched before him and
measured, and- the work of making
shoes for the family begins. Tt may
take o month, more or less, but he
slicke to hig job umtil every once is
properly shod, when he is away Lo
the next customer needing his  ser-
VICP,H.
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SURPRISED THE DARBER.

The Dbarber had been so voluble

]
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and persistent that the Wald-headed
little man upon whom he was oper-
ating had, in sheer desperation, pur-
chased a bottle of his “Sprout In-
stanter’’ hair producer.

T™wo dayvs later the little man
bounced into the saloon with a
rlarve in his c¢yes Lhat caused the
proprietor 1o pick up the machine-
brush as a weapon of defonce, and
to retreat precipitately to a position
of safely behiird the counter,

“That ‘Sprout Instanter,” '’ com-
moenced the little mean, in a tone that

“‘But, sir, you  must have
patience,’”’ interrupted the barber.
“Why it war only Lwo days ngo—"'

“Patience!”’ broke in the irate onc
“Greal Togo! there ain’t - enough
paticnce in the world to fit my case!
That muddie-headed. girl of durs has
mistaken the haiv-producer for fuar-
niture-polishi"’

“Ah, I gool’™  smiled the barber,
“and vou want another botfle?”’

**No I don't!"” snapped ihe bald-
headed genflomauv. “T want to
know how much yvou'll charge  to

shave our new dining-room suite?”’

!
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MOLLIE'S DUTTLRILIES. .

“‘How is iy Mollie girl to-day?'
asked Aunt llelen, as she came in
one sunny, windy winter day.

Mollie was In the big rocking-
chair, made all comfortable with
pillows amnd blankets. She was
wearing the pretiy pink klmono

that mama  had 1made for her as
soon as Mollie was able to sit up a
little while each day. Now she
could sit up for three hours every
rflay, and once she had even walked
across  the room, holding mamp's
hand, “‘just to see if she could.”

The doctor said she was doing
finely, and told her to hurry up and
get well, so as to have rosy cheeks
again to match the new kimono,.

S0 aunty: cI'ba | 86 glad to sce
you!" said the little girl, stroking

the soft fur of aunty's muf. **You
Iseem  so kind of [Iresh and out-
idoorsy."’

“Well, Mollie, I'm going to slay

and Dbe indoorsy a while,”" said
aunty. ““Grawdma told me to tell
you that her biggest geranium s
almost ready to blossom, and that
she can sec the color peeping out
of the bwds now, She is going to
sened them Lo you just as soon as
they ' r¢ open, you know.”

“I 8'posa it is so nice amd warm
in prandma’s house the plants don't
know it isn’t summer,” said Mollie.
“But. when the flowers open they'll
be so s'prised to see all the snow
oulside.””

Then Mollio and aunty began to
jtalle about the summer, how lovely
It was to see all the green trees, and
the daisies and buitercups in  the
grass, amd to heer the birds singing.

“And, O, auwnty, don't you remem-
ber the lots and lots of butterflies
we used o see when we rode over
to Cousgin  Tdva's house? Wouldn't
it be nice il we could have some
butteiflics in the house in wintor,
same as erandma’s [lowers?'’ :

“I'm afraid the winter butterflies

wouldn't. be ghite happy,’”” said
aunty. “They would rather wait
until the real coutdoor summer

comes, I'm sure.”’

Aunt Tlelen thought very hard for
n minuie: thon she said, “But we
might make scime butterflies, even if
they're not real ones—and I think I
iwnow how to make them fly just a
dittle, 1ton *?

Aunt. Helen got some pretty tissue-
paper, veryv thin, amd of difTeront
colors—red, white, yellow and light
green.  She cut out some gav  but-
terflies. Ther she took several piecc-
es of very fine sewing silk, and tied
one Lo cach butterfly AMollie was
very much interested in the gay hits
of paper, and tried to «decide il the
red butterflies or the yellow  ones
wore the prettiest.

“But I don't see how you are go-
ine to make them fly, aunty.”

Aunty went over Lo the big regis-
ter. The heat was coming up very
fast, for it was a cold day outside,
and papa had to keep a hot ire in
the furnace, so that Mollie's room
maght be warm and comfortable,

Aunt Helen took the paper butter-
fliecs amwd tied one end of each silk
thread to the back of a chair. The
butterflies all hung straight down.
Aunty moved the chair very near Lo
the register, and gave the butterflies
a little toss into the midddle of the

‘hot air.
Puff! Up they went, higher and
bigher, carried by the warm, rising

air. They waversd about, now drop-
ping o little, them going higher
than over, swaying about f{rom side
to side, Iled aad yellow and white
antd green, dancing up and down,
they really scemed like o flock  of
eray bultterflies hovering over a fickd
ol {lowers,

Mollie was aelighted. It was cor-
tainly. a prelty sight. She watchoed
them for a while. until she fell
asleep. She dreamed that she was
lying in o hammoceck under the {rees,
and that a flock of butterfliecs were
flvinx all about. and that they soon
turned into some bright blossoms ol
sweet peas and red geraniums, and
dropped into her lap.

The next day when Aunt  Ilelen
came, she brought some more Lits
of tiesue-paper—this time they were
pink and blug and lavender and
crimson il white and purple.

=he cut  out little petals of the
colerea paper, and with a few skil-
ful touches made theny into pretty
blossoms., Then she fastenced the
blossoms to long gieen stems, made
of tiny wire covercd with a twisted
bit of green paper. Aunt Ilielen put
o dozen of the pretty flowers into a
slender glass vase, and set them. on
the little table, :

“Why, aunty, they're just ’zactly
like the sweet peas I dreamed  of!
I can almost smell them.”” said Mol-
lin,

Then aunty made more of the
dainty flowers, this time with no
stems. She tied a silkk thread lo
rach one, and astencd the swoeet
peas to a chair, ag ithe bhutierflies
hatd been . fastened  the day before,
The chair was placed near the regis-
ter, and the sweel peas waved about
and Anttered up and down like dane-
ing blossoms,

They were a prelty sight, and Mol-
lie enjoven watching them. After a
while she begged aunty to ““let the
butterflies. play, too,”” 8o aunty

e

r :
brought out the butterflies again,
and soon the butterfliecs and sweet
peas were notdding and dancing  to-

summer fun. Mollie told Aunt Helen
she always thought of the nicest
things to do, and it was not half
so hard to be sick when she came,

WHAT A BOY SHOULD KNOW.

A very successiul man, in speaking
of what a young man should know
to begin a: business life in- the right
way, summarized the gualilications
rtabout as follows:

He shouid be able Lo write a rood,
legible hand.

To spell all the
knows how to use.

To write an ordimary receipt.

To speak and write good English,

To write a good social or business
letter,

Jo add o colunin of figlures rapidly,

To make out an ordimary account.

To deduct 16% per cent. from the
face of the account.

To receipt an account when it is
paid. -

To write an advertisemeént for Lhe
newspaper.

To write an
note,

To reckon the interest or the dig-
count on the note for: years, months
or days.

To draw up
cheque,

To fiake it to the right place in
the bank to get the money.

_ To make neat and correct entries
in day-hool or cash-bool,

To tell the number of yvards of
oarpet requirca for the parlor.

To tell something about the
great authors, statesmen and lnan-
ciers of the present time,

If, says the successful business
man, a lroy can ao all this it is pro-
bable that he has enough education
Lo make his way in the world,
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SENTENCE SERMONS.

Kindness is catching.

One sin bears wmany sceds,

A ledger makes a hawnd pillow.

Red bleod is always better
blue vision.

None are so poor as those who do
not love people.

A poor man does not need to be a

words that he

ardinary promisscry

an ordinary bank

than

ipoor sort of a man.

Living for one's land is greater far
than dying for it.

He has made no great gains who
has never lost anything.

A man never gets much hold on
heaven when  he
with just two fingers,

More enemies. have been slain by
mercy thau by malice,

Chance is one of the most profane
words in our language,

‘Real religion never has to adver-
Lise for a chance to do good.

A man’'s title to glory does not
depend on the glory of his title here.
Men who are always on the make
never make much of anything,

An open denial of God may  be
better than an cmpty definition” of
him.

Small men do noet  gain great
truths and great men do not retain
them.

The light of one life shines farther
than the brillinnce of a century’s
logic,

The rainlbvow of love always looks
best agoinst  the black clouds of
hato.

When religion is a matter of busi-
ness, business is nover a matter of
religion,

The church
when it thinks
wholly sccular

is not at all sacred
that the slreet is

"

SHIZ TAUGIHT .
The late Louis
millionaire baker, of nailEx
only distributed food td™ESor men
in the “*bread line” he had estuab-
lished in that cilty, but he also gotl

yonann, the
'k, not

these men employment. e went
among them and conversed with
them, and the delicacy of his  ques-

tions to them, the carve he took not
to hurt Lheir feelings, was romark-
able, One day he said:
“The more unfortunate and wrotch-
ed people are the more sensitive they
are—the more easily they are wound-
ecd.  The public does not bear this
faet enough in maind.
“And yet il is a fact that 15 con-
tinually being proved-—sowecltimes pa-
thetically, sometimes humorously., IG
was proved humorousiy to a {riend
of mine last summer in Scotland,

“He was making a walking tour,
He was climbing mountains and
viewing lakes and Ltorrents. Ono
morning on a guiet road he met a
yvoung woman, lLall and comely, who
walked barefoot.

“Surprisced, my fricmdl stoppod the
yvoung wolan and said:

““ ‘Do all the people hercabouls go
barcioot?’ :

“She answered: ‘Some of them do,
and the rest mind their own bugi-
ness +

NATURAL GAS IN ENGLAND.

While boring lor waflzr at Calvert,
a village ncar Aylesbhury, a feeder of
natural gas was tapped, which is-
sucd at o pressure of about 45 Ibs.
per square inch, The precavtion was
taken to reduce the size of the out-
tlet. pipe from 7 inches to 1% inches,
land Lhen, in order to prevent the
Hfumes spreading about the adjoining
works, the gas was ignited. So
greal was the  velocity with which
the gns rushed up the drill that the
flames stood 15 inches above the
surf#ce pipe and rose several feel
in the air, presenting an extraordin.
ary spectacle, '

gather as if they were having lovely

grasps humanity




