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CHAPTER XXI.
Lord Littimer returned from a 

ride to one of his tenants.
“ You have always been used to 

this class of life?”  Littimer asked.
“ There you are quite mistaken,1’ 

Chmtabel said, coolly. “ But your 
remark, rhy lord, savors slightly of 
Impertinent curiosity. I might as 
well ask you why your family is 
aot here.”

“ We agreed to differ,”  Littimer 
responded. “ I recollect it caused 
tne a great deal of annoyance at 
the time. And my son chose to 
take his mother’s part.”

The conversation ended abruptly. 
Thafc night an the drawing-room 
Lord Littimer said, “ The drawing
room is at your disposal, though I 
rarely enter it myself. I always 
retire at eleven, but that need not 
bind you in any way. It has been 
altogether a most delightful even
ing.”

But Christabel did not dally long 
In the drawing-room. She retired 
to her room, where she changed her 
dress for a simple black gown. A j 
big clock somewhere was striking 
tw«lve as she finished. She looked j
out o f her door. The whole house 
was in darkness.

She paused for  a  m om ent as if 
afraid, then stepped in to the co rr i
dor. She carried  som ething shining 
In her hands. She stood just for  an 
Instant with a  feeling  that som e
body was clim bing up the ivy o u t
side the house. She fe lt h er  way 
along until she cam e to  the alcove 
contain ing the R em brandt and then 
she stopped. H er hand slid a long  
the wall till her fingers touched 
the switch o f  the e lectr ic  light.

She stood fo r  a  lon g  tim e there 
perfectly  m otionless. The rattling 
o f the ivy cam e in jerks, spasm odi
ca lly , stopping every  now and then 
and resum ing again.

Leaning forw ard , C hristabel 
cou ld  hear the sound of labored  
breathing. She seem ed to see the 
outlin e of an arm outside, she cou ld  
catch  the quick rattle o f tbe sash, 
she cou ld  alm ost see a bent wire 
crook ed  through the beaded edges 
o f the casem ent. Tlie window swung 
noiselessly  back and a  figure stood 
poised on  the ledge outside.

The in trud er dropped  inside and 
pu lled  the window behind him . E vi
dently  he was on fam iliar ground, 
though he seem ed to  be seeking an 
unfam iliar ob ject. C h ristabel’ s 
hand stole along to  the s w itch ; 
there was a click , and the alcove 
was bathed in brillian t light. The 
in truder shrank back w.ith a start
led cry.

“ W hy not com e in through the 
fr o n t d o o r ,  M r. L ittim er?”  C hrista
bel draw led , coo lly . “ That is the 
way you  used to  enter when you 
had been ou t contrary  to  parental 
in structions and the keepers e x 
pected  to  have a fracas with the 
poachers. Y ou r bedroom  being ex 
actly  opposite , detection  was no 
<‘asy m atter. Y ou r bed room  has 
never been touched  since you left. 
T he key is still ou tside the d oor . 
W ill you  kindly enter i t ? ”

“ But ”  Frank stam m ered.
“ But I assure you  that 1 can not— ”  

“ Take the R em brandt away. You 
cannot. The fram e is o f  iron , and 
it  is fastened to  the wall. Please 
go to  you r room .

“ N ow , if you  approach  that w in
dow  again I  am pretty  certain  that 
my revolver w ill go off. Y ou  see, 
I  am an A m erican, and we are so 
careless with such w eapons. Please 
go to  you r room  at o n ce .”

“ A nd if I refuse your ridiculous 
request 1”

“ If you  refuse I  shall hold  you 
up with my weapon and alarm  the 
w hole house. But I don 't, want to 
d o  that, fo r  the sake o f  the other 
man. H e is so very respectable, 
you  know. Y es, it is just as I e x 
pected . H e is com ing up the ivy 
to  investigate him self. G o !”

The revolver covered  Littirpxr 
,qu ite steadily, _ H o backed before  
the w eapon, backed until he was 
in the. doorw ay. Suddenly the girl 
gave him  a push, shut the d oor  
to o , and turned the key in the lock . 
A lm ost at the sarnw instant a  bulky 
figure loom ed large in the w indow- 
fram e.
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The burly  man contrived  to 
squeeze through  the narrow  case
m ent a t length and stood breath 
ing loudly  in the corr id or . It  was 
not a pleasant sight that m et 
C h ristabel’ s gaze— a big man with 
a w hite, set face and rolling  eyes 
and a stiff bandage about his 
throat. Evidently the in truder was 
utterly  exhausted, for he dropped  
into a chair and nursed his head 
betw een his hands.

“ N ow  what has become o f that 
fo o l? ”  he m uttered. “ Ah 1”

H e looked  round him  uneasily, 
but his expression  changed as his 
eyes fe ll on the R em brandt. He 
staggered tow ard the picture and 
endeavored  to  take it gently from  
the support.

“ I guess that it ca n ’ t be d e n e ,”  
Christabel Raid, draw lingly . “ See, 
stranger 5”

R egin ald  H enson fa irly  gasped. 
“ I— I beg y ou r  p a rd o n ,”  he 

stam m ered.
“ I said it ca n ’ t be d o n e ,”  the 

g irl draw led , coo lly . “ The fram e 
is made o f  iron  and it is fixed to 
the w all by fou r long stays. I  p er
suaded L ord  L ittim er to  have it 
done. A n d  when I  heard you  two 
prow ling  abou t dow n there I was 
glad. I ’ ve got the other one sa fe .”  

“ Oh, y o u ’ ve g ot the oth er one 
sa fe?”  H enson said.

H e w ould have liked to burst out 
into a torren t o f  passion, only he 
recognized his position . It  was 
anything but n ice for a  man o f his 
d istinguished position  to  be d e tect
ed  in an act suspiciously like vul
gar burglary .

“ A re  you  aw are who I  am ?”  he 
asked.

“ W hat does it m atter? I ’ ve got 
the other one, and no d ou bt he w ill 
be identified by the police . I f  he 
doesn ’ t say too  much he may get 
off with a  light sentence. I t  is 
quite easy to see that you  are the 
greater scoundrel o f  the tw o .”  

“ My dear young lady, d o  you  a c 
tually  take me for  a bu rglar I 
am a  very o ld  friend and relative 
of L ord L ittim er’ s .”

“ Oh, indeed. And is the other 
man a relative o f L ord  L ittim er ’ s 
also V

“ Oh, why, cim found it, yes. The 
other man. as you ca lled  him , is 
L ord  L ittim er’ s on ly  son .”

“ W ell, you  are certain ly  a coo l 
h an d ,”  she said. “ And you  rea l
ly ex p ect me to believe a fairy 
story like that !”

“ I  adm it that appearances are 
against m e ,”  H enson said, hum b
ly. “ But I am speaking the 
tru th .”

“ Oh, indeed. Then w h f  d id n 't  
you  com e in through the front 
d o o r  1”

“ I am a r-a id  I shall have to  make 
a clean breast o f  i t ,”  H enson said, 
with what he fondly  im agined to 
be an engaging «m ile. “ Y ou  may, 
perhaps, be aw are that yonder 
R em brandt has a h istory. It was 
stolen from  its present ow ner on ce , 
and I have alw ays said that it will 
be Etolen again. M any a  time have 
I urged L ord  L ittim er to  make it 
secure.

“ I  cam e dow n here to  see my 
very noble relative, and his son 
accom panied me. 1 cam e to  try 
and m ake peace between father and 
son. But that is a fam ily m atter 
which, forgive me, I can not discuss 
with a stranger. Our train was 
late, o r  we should have been h e ; e 
long ago. On reaching the c a n le  
it struck me as a good idea to f iv e  
L ord  L ittim er a lesson as to  his 
carelessness. My idea was to  clim b 
through the w indow, abstract ii)»- 
Rem brandt, and slip quietly into 
my usual bedroom  here. Then 
in the m orning, after the pint .ire 
has been missed, I was g o ’ ng + > tell 
the whole story. That is why Mr. 
L ittim er en tered  this way and why 
I  fo llow ed  when I  found that he had 
failed to  return. I t  was s. foolish  
thing to d o , but I ho denouem ent 
has been- m ost hum iliating. I as 
sure you  that is a l l . '1

“ N ot qu ite ,”  C hristabel draw l
ed. “ Y ou must tell y ou r  story to 
L ord L ittim er before  you  sleep .”  

“ B ut, my dear young lady, I  beg
of you , im plore you  ”

“ I ’ m to  let you  go quietly to  bed 
and retire m yself, so that when 
m orning arrives you  will be miss
ing together with as much plunder 
as you  can carry  away. N o, s ir .”  

H enson advanced angrily . H is

prudence had gone fo r  the tim e. 
As he cam e down upon C hristabel 
she raised her revolver and fired 
tw o shots in quick succession over 
H en son ’ s shoulder. The noise went 
ech oin g  and reverberating  alfang 
the co rr id o r  like a crsfjk ling  of 
thunder. A  d o o r  cam e open  with a 
click , then a  voice  dem anded to 
know what was w rong.

H enson dropp ed  into a  chair and 
groaned . L ord  L ittim er, e legan t
ly attired  in a suit o f  silk pajam as 
and carry in g  a  revolver, cam e 
coo lly  dow n the corr id or . A  cu r i
ous servant o r  tw o w ould have fo l
low ed, but he w aved them  back.

"M iss  L e e ,”  he said, with a  faint, 
sarcastic em phasis, “ and my d ear 
friend and relative, R eginald  H en 
son— R eginald , the future ow ner o f 
L ittim er Castle !”

“ .Reginald, w hat does this 
mean t”

“ The youn g lady persisted in 
taking me fo r  a  b u rg la r ,”  he g roan 
ed.

“ A n d why n o t? ”  C hristabel d e 
m anded. “ I h ea id  voices in the 
forecou rt below  and footsteps 
creep ing  a long . I  cam e into the 
co rr id o r  with my revolver. P re 
sently one o f  the men clim bed up 
the ivy and got in to  the corr id or . 
I  covered  him with my revolver 
and fa irly  d rove  him  into a b e d 
room  and locked him  in .”

“ So you  k illed  with both  ba r
re ls?”  L ittim er cried .

“ Then the other one cam e. H e 
cam e to  steal the R em bran d t.”  

“ N othing o f  the k in d ,”  the 
w retched H enson cried . “ I  cam e 
to give you  a  lesson, L ord  L itti
m er. My idea was to  get in through 
the w indow , steal the R em brandt, 
and, when you  had missed it, con 
fess the whole story. My charac
ter  is sa fe .”

“ G id d y ,”  L ittim er said reproach 
fu lly. “ Y ou are so youn g, so boy 
ish, so buoyant, R eginald . W hat 
would you r fu tu re constituents have 
said had they seen you  creep ing  up 
the ivy ? E gad, this w ould  be a 
lovely  story  fo r  one o f  those p ry 
ing society papers. ‘The Ph ilan 
th ropist and the P ictu re .’ I ’ ve a 
good  mind to send it m yself.”  

L ittim er sat dow n  and laughed 
with pure en joym ent.

“ A nd where is the o th er  p a rt
r id g e ?”  he asked, presently.

C hristabel’ s hand sfhook as she 
turned the key in the d oor .

“ I am afraid  you are going to  
have an unpleasant su rprise ,”  
H enson said.

L ittim er glanced keenly at the 
speaker. A ll the laughter died out 
o f  his e y e s ; his face grew  set and 
stern as Frank L ittim er em erged 
into the light.

“ A nd what are you  doin g  h e re ? ”  
he asked. “ W hat do you  expect to 
gain by taking part in a fo o l ’ s trick  
like this ? D id  I not tell you never 
to  show you r face here again? G et 
ou t of my sight, your presence an
gers me. G o, and never let me see 
you again. Reginald , you  w ere a 
foo l to  bring  that boy h ere  to 
night. See him off the prem ises and 
fasten the d o o r  aga in .”

H enson and Frank L ittim er were
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disappearing in.the direction of the
staircase.

“ I d on ’ t  fancy I  shall care  very 
much fo r  you r  d istinguished friend 
R egin ald  H en son ,”  Christabel said.

L ittim er sm iled.
“ A  slim y, faw ning h ou n d ,”  he 

w hispered. “ A n d the best o f  it is 
th at he im agines th at I  h old  the 
h ighest regard  fo r  him. G ood 
n igh t.”

C H A P T E R  X X II .
A little  la ter, and Christabel sat 

in her room .
“ G ood  n ight’ s w ork ,”  she said 

to  herself. “ N ow  the dan ger is 
passed and now that I  am away 
frosa that dreadfu l house I  feel a 
d ifferent being. A n d  I  hardly need 
my disguise—even  at this m om ent 
I believe that Enid w ould not re 
cogn ize me. W ell, here I am, and 
I d o n ’ t fancy th at anybody will 
recognize C hristabel L ee and Chris 
H enson for  on e and the same per
so n .”

She sat th «re  letting h er thoughts 
d r ift  along id ly. R eg in a ld  H enson 
w ould have fe lt less easy had he 
known what these thoughts w ere. 
U p to  now that oily  scoundrel hug
ged him self with the delusion  that 
nobody besides Frank L ittkner and 
him self knew that the second copy 
o f  “ The Crim son U lind”  had pass
ed in to B e ll’ s possession.

Chris was up betim es in the 
m orning and o u t on  the terrace. 
.She fe lt no further uneasiness on 
the score o f the disguise now. Chris 
sm iled as she saw H enson lum ber
ing tow ards her.

“ The rose bloom s early  h e re ,”  
he said, gallantly . “ Let me e x 
press the hope thac you  have quite 
forgiven  me for  the fright I gave 
you  last n igh t.”

“ I  guess I d o n ’ t  reco llect the 
fr igh t,”  Chris draw led . “ A nd if 
there was any fright I  ca lcu late  
it was on  the o th er s id e .”  ■

“ D o you  know , you  rem ind me 
very much of som ebod y ,”  he went 
on . “ L ord  L ittim er tells  me you 
are an A m erica n .”

“ The Stars and S trip es,”  Chris 
laughed. “ N ow , if  you  happen to 
know anything abou t B oston  ”

“ I never was in B oston  in my 
l i f t , ”  H enson replied , hastily. The 
name seem ed to render him uneasy. 
“ H ave you  been in E ngland very 
lo n g ?”

Chris replied that she was en
joy ing  E ngland for  tlie first time. 
As she was speaking one o f  L itti
m er’ s b loodhounds cam e bounding 
up to  her.

‘ D o you like dogs, M r. H en son ?”  
she asked.

“ I loathe 
grewled.

th em ,”  IXeaMii

“ We are going to be JEW** 
friends, that doggie and I /*  iQreris 
said, gently. “ And I dort% Mho 
you any the better, Mr. Henson, 
because you don’t like dogs and 
they don’ t like you. Dogs ar» fiur 
better judges of character tha».j»u ' 
imagine. Dr. Bell says •**

“ What Dr. Bell?”  Henson 
manded, swiftly.

“ D r.' Hatherly Bell,”  eh» SfljW. 
“ He used to  be a famous man #•- 
fore he fell into disgrace 
something or another. I heard Mfei 
lecture on the animal instinct In 
Boston once, and he said—bilfc 
you don’t care for dogs it doess’ t 
matter w hat he said.”

“ It is just a little strange SUt 
you should mention his name h«#t, 

i especially after what had bapp«B- 
1 ed last night. Of course you ho/re 
j heard that th® Rembrandt prjM 
i was stolen onte!1,
I “ Certainly,”  she^replied*
I “ Well, the man who stole ffce 
Rembrandt was Dr. Hatherly BsB. 
But here comes Littimer in one of 
his moods. He apj^ars to be angPjf 
about something.’ '

Littimer strode up, with a fmaii 
on his face and a telegram ia fit' 
hand.

“ Think o f the a u d a city ,”  he sa£t. 
“ H atherly Bell has w ired that me 
will be here some time a fter  d in 
n e r .”

“ G ood  h ea v en s !”  H enson burnt 
out. “ I—I mean, what cotoeS»l 
im pudence !”

“ And when does D r. BcH #r- 
r iv e ? ”  H enson asked.

“ H e will probably  reach M on i
tor. Station by the ten  o ’ c lock  brate. 
I ’ ll send a  •'groom to  m eet the trata 
with a letter. W hen B ell has read 
that letter he w ill n ot com e h er© ."

“ I d o n ’ t think I should d o  that*”  
H enson said, respectfu lly . “ J 
should suffer Bell to  com e. Aa a 
Christian 1 should deem  it m y d » ty  
to  d o  so. There is alw ays a chaaoo 
— a chance that we have m isjudged  
a man on  false, evidence.

“ I should see him, my lo r d ;  oh, 
yes, I should m ost undoubtedly  *•« 

i h im .”
1 “ A nd so should I , ”  Chris pufcik, 
sw iftly.

“ In the presence o f so much g a o i- 
ness and beauty I feel quite Wefc,”  
he said. “ V ery  well. H enson , Til 
see B e ll.”

(To be con tin u ed .)
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Do Y o il Realize 
tlie A dvan
tages oi Concrete ?
T HE rising price of lumber has compelled 

the farmer to look for a suitable sub
stitute.

Concrete, because of its cheapness, durabil
ity and the readiness with which it can be 
used for every farm purpese, has proven itself 
to be cheaper than lumber and far more dur
able. Our Free Book—

“  What the Farmer Can Do 
With Concrete”

shows the farmer how he can do his own work 
without the aid of skilled mechanics. It de
monstrates the economy of Concrete construc
tion as compared with lumber, brick or stone.

C A N A D A  CEMENT CO.. Limited
SO-35 National Bank Building, Montreal
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TM s  Book Tells
H o w  Concrete 
Aids Farm ers,

It shows how Concrete can be used  to ad
vantage on tbe farm in the construation of 
almost every p ra ctica l utility.

Send for this book to-day. You’ll find it in
tensely interesting, ewn if you don’t intend to 
build for a  while. It contains much useful 
Information that will put you in the way 
of saving money. Amen* the subjects jgr *  - r 
treated are: Barns, Dalrisa, Fonce Posts, S  YOU
Feeding Fleers, Hltshlftj Foote, Root jdp m a y
Cellars, Silos, Stablos, Slairs, Stalls, S  send rre
Troughs, Walks,, Well Curbs, and 
so fsrth.
REMEMBER— This book 
yours—a rostal will bring: 
promptly. Write now.
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