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CHAPTER XVL—Continued.

Cox appeared at the entrance.

“Hurton, you said that all we wanted
was the ruby; that the rest of her
things should go untouched.”

“Well1”

“The Flyman's pncketing her jewelsa”

AMr Burton erossed the floor.

“That won’t do, Flyman. - We're here
tn an expedition of right, We're not
thieves.'"

You satd yourself we might as well
be hung for a sheep as & lamb.™

“1 did; and yon are aware that that
is nut the kind of sheep I meant. On
thiv secasion I really must ask you te
be honest”

“But [ never saw such shiners. Whao
could resist thern, guv-nor? She's got
enongh to stock a shop. Why, if we
take ‘em away with us, we shan’t be far
ont even if we don't get that blessed
ruby.” '

“1ts the ruby o1 nothing; also, and
nothing. ™1t those things back.”

"1I've only nobbled one or two. I've
got to look after myself”
“f, too, have to look after you. You

know what wax rgreed; keep to the
terms of the agrecment, or, though you
“nobble?” every “shiner” the lady owns,
voewll Le a loser. Put those things
haek”

Tiere was somrthing about Mr Bur-
ton just then which compelled respect,
of & kind, whiell fact the Flyman recog-
nised. His face darkened, and, in aud-
ible tones, he grumbled. But he produc-
ed the trinkets, as requested, and re-
placed them one by one, on their vel-
vet beds.

“Ig that all?

"“Every blouming cne”

“Cox, is that all®?”

“Yes, I helieve it is.”
the open jewel-case.
ring still missing.”

The Flyman cursed.

“('an’t o bloke have one?”

“Not unless he wishes to pay for it
more than it's worth, Come, man, look
pleasant.”

The Flyman 4id nct "look pleasant;"”
but he restored the ring. Mr Burton
expressed approval.

“That’s better. Now show yourself
as keen in the right direction. Give us
n proof of the ‘handiness’ you talked
about, and find that Tubwv. It’ll be
worth to you more than all those other
things.”

(' this point the Flyman, tiom his
nmuner, seemed to have his doubts; but
bn o ntinued his researches. Mr Cox
¢ hanyved that thev were atrietly con-
finmd tu what Mr Burton had ealled the
vht direetion” Mr Burton, return-
uz ta the locked door, pursued his
meditations ns he listened at the panel.

“it's odd that they're so quiet, and
sumuests mischief. In such a case, surely
women are not quiet. Unless—unless
whit? That’s what I should like to
Fnow.”

“HBurton is this the rubv

The words enme sharply from Mr Cox.
with a sudden interpesiticrn from the
Fl-wman.

You giv: me that! Thnt you Iy
yonr fingein on the thing?!”

“I*'m only looking at it.”

“You pive it to me, I say.”

“Trton!”

The ory wns nlmost an appeal for
help, Mr Burton arrived to find some-
thing very like a tussle taking place.
The llyman was endeavouring te ob-
tnin porsesricn of momething which Mr
Cox was halding, and which that gentle-
man wie doing his beat to keep.

“I found it!™ bhe cried. “Hand it
over!”

"Burton! Qulck! Catch!™

Mr Cox tosaed something through
the mir which Mr Burton caught. He
had just time to see that it was m ring,

He glanced at
“XNo, there’s a

set with a gleaming ved stone, when the
Flyman waa upon him with an emphatie
repetition of the demand he had made
on Mr Cox.

“You hand
you*

Mr Cox explained.

“I found it; he didn't. I opened the
‘hox, ond it was the first thing [ saw.
It hnd nothing tn do with him.?”

The Flyman paid no attention to the
statement. He merely reiterated his re-
quest,

“New, Mr Burton, T don’t want no
patter. You fork up before
trouble.’”

The young gentleman, holding his hand
behind his back, was amiling in the
oilier’s face.

“Gently, Flyman. Let’s know exactly
where we are before we come to busi-
ness” The Flyman tlung himsclf upon
him without another word, Mr Burton
never fcr a moment seemed to lose his
sel-possession. “You ass! what do yon
sthpose you're going te gain by thi«"

While thevy siruggled, the bedroom
door was suddenly slammed to. There
wag a clicking sound. The continuation
ef the argument was instactly defervely
Mr Buarton hurried to the door.

“They've canght us napping; i%™s
lacked. Well, Flyman, I hope you're sac-
isfied.  Owiryy te your ‘handiness, of
which we have heard so much, in our
turn we are trapped.”

it over before I down

CHAPTER XVIL
TIIE FIGURES ON THE BED.

“At any rate,” remarked Miss Be-
wicke, a3, turning the key in the loek.
she shut herself and Miss Broad inside
the dining-reom, “you can’t get at us for
a time™

The two girls stcod and listened.
They heard the handle tried; the rap-
ping at the panel.

“You may knock and knock, but it
won’t be opened. He's gone. That was
Horace, dear. How beautifully you
knncked him down!™

there’s .

“What does he want P
“It's pretty plain. Tincle George's

ruby has the attractivenesa of the Iloly
Grail, This is another guest for it

“Rut they’ll find it if we stop here!*

“And if we dan’t stop here, what do
¥ou propose to do? Fight them to the
death? Nothing ela: will be efficacions.
They're pot the persons, and thoy’re not
in the mood, to stick at trifles.”

“What a wretech he is! T've heard
Guy speak of him, but I"d no idea he was
as bad aa this.™

“My dear Letty, when a bad man is
in & bad hnle, you've no mnotion how

bad that man ean be. The
queation  now i3, can we get
out  through  the  kitchen deor,
or can they get through the kitchen
doer to ust”
“Where does that deor lead to?”
“Into Louise Casata’s bedroow. The

beauty of the average flat is that you
can always pass from any one roem in-
to any other, which, sometimes, is ron-
venient and sometimes isn't. I'm won-
dering whether Lonise i= responasible for
Horace Burton’s presence here,and also
where she ia. I've reasona for believing
that it was not her intention to go out
to-night.” .

“I shouldn’t keep such a woman about
my place, if 1 were you.”

“l don’t intend tn any longer. Al
the same, you've no idea how useful she
has been., There have been times when T
don't know what 1 should have dune
without her. Still, T fancy, that hence-
forth she and I part companv.”  Rhe
opened the door which Jed into Miss Ca-
sata’s roem, then gave utterance to a
startled exclamation. “Why, what is
the maiter? Letty, keep back!”

Returning to the dining-room. she
leaned against the door, which ghe had
pulled to after her, aa if she needed its
support. For one who was, as a rule, ao
completely mistress of herself, she show-
ed strange emotion. Miss Broad stared
at her askance.

“What has

happend now?
in there?”

What’s

“[ don"t know. Doun't ask me. Let
me get my breath and think, and Il tell
you all about it.”

She pressed her hand against her side,
as if to atill the beating of her heart.
She seemed unhinged, thruwn, in a sec-

vod, completely otf her bala Her
agitation  was  infectivus. sbubly,
without her knowing it, Miss Hraul's

vuoice trembled and sank.

“Tell ne—what is it"”

“Wait a minute, amd Tl tetl you- .
ull”

Hhe made an evident eoffort to get the
better of her intiomity, Broacing herself
up against the door, the Lttle woman
looked Aliss Hroad straizhi in the faes.

“Letty, something tervible has hap-
pened.”

“What is it?*

“I donr't quite kmow myself; I didnt
stap to look.”

“Let me go and see

“[t's Miss vnsata and—a man

“A mant? What mant?

[ ean’t say; [ only saw it wis a man.
They're lying on the bed—so still.  Oh,
Letty!®”

“Alny!”

Aliss Broad was probably whally un-
awire that she had calied her cowpanion
by her Christian name.  The unknown
horror in the other veom had 1Hid its
ip on her.  Nhe was overcoine by
itful jmaginings, not knowinz why,
ped out an untinished question.
ou dun't mean——"

“Lodonw’t know what 1 mean. 1 unly
Inow that there's something t oere”

The two girls had been epealing  in
whispers, as if they stoud in a poescuce
which eompelled hushed  voices. Now,
stiddenly, Miss Bewicke pajsed Ter tones,
extemding ey anall palm towards the
daor through which they had entered.

“ON! vou wreetches; wretehes!”

She broke inte a passion of {enrs,

“May, for goodnesy’ sake, <ot ay!”

S oneb going to. §oden't kKnew why
1 =0 silly, but, for the wowment, I
couli’t help it Her soba ceasel al-
most ns rapidly ua they cnme. She dried

her eyea. “Letty, let’s go and see what's
happened, T oafradd Miss Cosata's—
el
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“Yes; nud —- the man”

“The mant”
“They're so still.
{rive me your hund.”
Miss Brouwd yielded her
Bewicke opened the door.

peeped threugh.

The room was not & large one. On
one sike was an ordinary French bed.
stead. A bruss railicg was on the head
and foot. On this railing were hung
feminine odds and ends. These mude it
dilticult.  for anyone stunding at the
door to see clearly what was on the

Let’s go awd xee.

hand.
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