
No Trumps

By

E
ORD DE LYS laid down the third

paper, and meditatively lit a cig-
arette. lie had plunged into

the frolic lightly, and now he

had come to a point at which he must

either go on or turn bis back upon a

fas, mating opening. In the agony col-

umn of the first of the newspapers ly-

ing on his table was an advertisement

which he had marked in red. It ran

thus:

I’ . M urgently legged to lommuni-
'

Doris.

F.C.. he recalled, had arrested his pas-
sing eye, as being the initials of his

t hri-:ian and his family name—Francis

t barmian. That, he supposed was why

he .>. I answered the advertisement. In

t e .’.g :iv olumn of the second paper,
] ni l - led'two davs later, appeared this:

I'. ■s. Will keep appointment any-

where. F.C.

Fhat whis, deLys’s, Ilunge into some

affair that obviously did not belong to

him. Yet Doris had begged F.C. to

commun: ate. and IX*. had eommunieat-

,l. Hu re was nothing immoral or

. keg in this, he retie. te I. that

Irought him to advertisement number

• ■ which was as foil s:

FC. Serpent < Bi ge, eight thirty

t. -night.
‘

Doris.

IL- sat meditating for a few minutes,
and t he rose, ■ 1 • • "■ the

spi ng sunshine in the square, an I dis-

> -- ■ 1 the matter fi m his mind. After

all. it was ten o'c-loek of an April m . -
ing. nd tme .sn< t ma le t■ be wast-

H - nt the day agri ably, dined

ligiitiv and earlv at home, and by eight
k was in the street in the twi-

light. He walked all the way through
Kuigl tsbridge and by Hyde Park until

ime to Queen's Gate. Then he turn-

ed • into the park where the road

es it fr m Ke singt n Gardens and

leads ■ er the Se rpent ine. It was by
th:- time fairly dark, but the lamps
were lit. and he could make out the

•_ ■ ' man leai ng over the bridge
1 e a, r .. h« d it, th ugh be could

determine no more than this. Cars rat-

tled by; an ele trie brougham, wed

lighi I, ’ ■ past with a pleasant
jingb <■: be! He took up ids station

by net f th< bridgi md waite I
tchful

....

X< under the lam
.

t. ■ old

make out the man's figure more clearly,
le g. .- it a- ov< i 1 waid the

I it was ■ a man

of i vas search. His glan -■

passed on and tried t the obs-
curity of th< bridge. H< ild set < ■
con ' _ . - ■ ■_ there

'• two rs beyond; move I
si . - - Xo ■ was visibl :
th

_
save the bent fig

ed . k to his f mat r positi n, ai I
it a mat

..
st u k it and ex-

am - itch. It was twenty-five
min ites to nine. . Sud I< nly, with the

extinguishing of the match, the flare of

w’ . . had larkened all about him, a

n:.»ri a:;- .red cut of nowhere, an 1 stood

by him. It was not the figure on the

br.dge. which was still r-ronching there.
"FX‘.?” asked the newcomer, in a low

“I don't suppose you’re Doris?” said
de Lys. examining him as carefully as he

miaht in the darkness.

”Xo. but I am come from her." said

the stranger quickly. "If- you stre F.C.
will you please come with me.7

said le Ly as th •
other was moving off. "What guarantee
have I that you come fr> m Doris?”

‘•For one thing, the far that I am

here," said the man abruptly. “For an-

other—this.” As

an ungloved hand, on a fihgei of which

De Lys went tgh tte form f
--

was al rat to express himself as satisfied
n ei tered

..
- Im il. “Yes,

I see." lie -aid. “but. ;nir! ii me. I
I nk I Iglit to hare iurge ..f that.’’

' ; ■ it—’ fhere seemed' a

tone, but lie pa ise I. "Very well" he

said after a moment's he-itation. “You
shall have it, and return .• to the proper
quarter.’

_•

de Lys slipped it on hi« own.

“X'ow, I am ready,” he announced.
They walked in silence to the street,
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when the stranger hailed a eib. The
lights of the street had revealed to de

Lys some facts about his conductor.
For one thing, he was a man of fifty,

epare and gray, ami he was obviously’
a gentleman, lu the cab he made out

other things, as, for example, that the

strangers lips were narrow, and his eyes
hard and curiously lighted: his jaw full

and firm for so slight a head. He turn-

ed on de Lys as the latter was making
three observations.

“You do not ask me any questions,'’
he said abruptly.

"No; why should I?" said de Lys.
“You are taking me to Doris.”

Something like a frown ruffled the

other's brow, and after a little he spoke
again. "You don't ask me who I am.”

"Perhaps I know —or can guess,”
seemed a safe answer, and was the saf-

er for its pendant, "If I am going to

Doris nothing matters.”
Again the elderly stranger seemed

perturbed. He drummed his fingers on

the window for a moment, and then
suddenly withdrew his hand, and sat

back as if he had eome to a eon-clusion.
De Lys watched him out of eyes that

seemed to be busy elsewhere and follow-

ed his example of silence. He had a

certain misgiving and a much greater
wonder. He had not be able to over-

hear the directions given to the cabman,
and he oceup-ie 1 himself with an endeav-

our to trace the wav thev were taking.

He identified the main streets at first,
but lost his bearings presently in a maze

of Kensington Roads. He only knew

vaguely that they must be somewhere

in the centre of the garden distr: t of

Kensington. Then the cab drew up. anl
his guide got out. De Lys followed,
and mounted the steps which led to
the door of a considerable house. The
door banged loud behind him as t ie

stranger closed it.

"I think,” he said with that firm

equableness whieh he had shown before,
"that this will be the best plate.”

De Lys followed him through one large
room into a smaller one beyond, both of

which were softly lighted.
"Sit down, please,” said the stranger.

“A little conversation is. I fancy,
neees-ary between us. Mr. Channing'.”

“My dear sir.” replied de Lys politely.
“I am quite sure that what you fancy
you usually obtain. I am quite ready—-
as a preliminary, of course, to Doris.”

His host, if he may be so called, bent

critical brows at this rejoinder. “I am.”

he began with a certain pomposity,
“John Swain-on.”

"Indeed!” murmured de Lys. seeing
that the pau~e emphasized the import-
ance of this announcement.

“I suppose I ant plain enough." said

Mr. Swainson sharply. "I am Miss
Grai.am’s guardian— or rather I was

until, under the conditions of her father's
will, she attained the age of twenty-five
la»t December.”

De Lys was under-tood to murmur

that it would be a privilege to lie a ward
of Mr. <!wainson's.

"tome. sir. we are not here to speak
flippancies or to beat about the bush,”
said Swainson.

“I understood I was here to see Doris,”
complained de Lys mildly.

Mr. Swainson examined him unde-T

lowered brows, but seemed to find some

puzzle. "You are either,” said he

austerely, “
a remarkably shameless

young man or a wonderful fool.”

"It never does,” said de Lys, shaking
his head, "to decide too rashly.”

"I agree with you,” said Mr. Swainson

bluntly, "and 1 hope to get sufficient

evidence for a decision before you and I

part. Let me tell you frankly then
that you have been brought here under

a pretence.”
De Lys slapped his knee vigorously.

“Hanged if I didn't suspect it!” he

exclaimed cheerfully.
"You have been brought here." pursued

Mr. Swainsen. who was obviously em-

barrassed by this interjection, but who

stuck tenaciously to his task, "by a

contrivance
w

of mine which I think is

fully justified by the circumstances of

what I regard as a scandalous caseZ’

"Oh. come, sir.'’ protested de Lys. who

was anxious to know more of his

position.
“I repeat, seandalbus, and I might

have made the word stronger,” said Mr.

Swainson. "Before I broach my object
let me put it thus: Last year about this

time my ward. Miss Graham, makes your

acquaintance while on a visit to Edin-
burgh. She is still my ward at the time,
and I made inquiries. I find you to be
a member of an apparently respectable
firm in the city, and I have nothing to

say. Though I have not set eyes on vou

until this moment. Mr. Channing. I
should have had nothing to say at this
moment, had it not been for what is
well known to both of us." He came to
a pause. De Lys wished with alt his
heart that he would say what was well
known to both of them.

Mi-s Graham ceased to be my ward
in December, said Mr. Swainson, re-

suming. -but I feel myself still bound
to protect her—even against herself,” he

added.
’X elite. thought de Lys. "Doris be-

lieves in me: that’s a comfort.” Aloud
he said: "I quite understand your
feelings, my dear sir. If you will allow
me to -ay so. they do you credit. I an'

sure neither Doris nor myself would

willingly give—”
Mr. Swainson thrust him aside with

an imperious gesture. "I may say now,”
he interrupted with acerbity, "that if I
wanted evidence as to what exactly you
were I have got it. Anyone who in

your position, and with the serious
charges hanging over your head, could
behave with such flippancy, is capable of
anything. Well, I am glad. It makes

my ta-k easier, easier of proposal, and

ea-ier. I think, of fulfilment. I make

you this proposition. Frederick Chan-

ning." He moistened his lips, and set his

white fingers together. “At this moment

there are in my house officers from

Scotland Yard who w ill act on my signal.
I summoned them here by telephone on

a subterfuge. Xever mind that. If you
give me a signed undertaking to break

absolutely with Miss Graham and write
a letter to my dictation, I will open the

doors and let you go. I am not anxious
to lie catchpoll to the law. Hut if. on

the other hand, you refuse, I will call the

officers in and hand you over to the

justice you have been evading.”
It came as a certain surprise to de

Lys that he was involved in an affair

of some consequence. There were ele-

ments of the dramatic in the situation

which appealed to him, in sight of which

he thrilled. But, as usual with him, he
dallied with predieament.

"Would not that be compounding a

felony I” he asked after due consider-
ation.

Mr. Swainson shrugged his
"I am not much concerned with technical
terms if I can save an unfortunate young
woman from her folly.”

"And this letter?” inquired de Lys
softly.

“Ah!” Mr. Swainson’s eyes narrowed
on him. “It will be a letter addressed
to Miss Graham which I shall post
myself to-night.”

“A letter of renunciation?’’ suggested
de Lys.

“More that that.” said the older man

grimly, “of confession.”
"Ah! then Doris believes in me still.”

De Lys got that out. and the flash of

annoyance in the other's eyes told him

he was right. He accepted himself in

the position and in the personality- of

Frederick < banning: he began to be

eager for Frederick Channing to be in-

nocent. AH his forces were ready to be

arrayed against the enemy and on behalf

of Doris. If only he knew the details

of Frederick Channing's supposed and

alleged crime!

"Miss Graham’s opinion on matters of
business is hardly one on which to pin.
much faith,” said her ex-guardian coldly.

De Lys mused. There were the

elements of a pretty tangle here, and he

turned them over. On one thing he wasi

determined— not to give any answer

until he had seen Doris. He made this

clear forthwith.

"You put me in a difficult position,” he

said at last. "My decision affects two

lives and for a l time. I should like

time to consider; and I think you will

see that it is only fair that Miss Graham

should be considered in this.”
“Good heavens, man. am I not con-

sidering her, first and last ?” burst out

Mr. Swainson, and cheeked himself.
"Very well.” he went on slowly, "I dare

sav it is better she knew. 1 will see,

her and bring her to you.”
"I think it would be better if we con-

sulted alone." suggested de Lys.
■Yes,” agreed Mr. Swainson shortly,

and went out. He was gone ten

minutes, during which the prisoner made

a cursory tour of his room, examining
books and inspecting pictures to ac-

quaint himself, if possible, with the

characters and tastes of the inmates. In

the centre of the room was a card-table
with a box of card-packs open. The
click of the door arrested him in the

midst of this occupation, and Mr. Swain-

son re-entered, holding the door open for

a har ’-’
me girl in evening dress. She'

was of average height, rather slight, and

quick and dark of eye; and her pallor
at this moment was intense. It was

evident that Mr. Swainson had been ex-

plaining the situation to her. Her

bosom was agitated with emotion. But

as she swung in behind her guardian she
stared, started, and exclaimed.

"This—this isn’t Mr. Channing.”
De Lys made no movement, and Mr.

:i’s glance went back from him

to her.

"Well.” he -aid dryly, "he came here as

Mr. Channing, and does not seem anxious

to disclaim the identity, which in the

circumstances is rather remarkable.”
“Xo. no. Mr. Swainson. I assure you

there is a mistake. It is not—not Mr.

Channins.” She turned to him emotion-
ally.

It was evident he did not credit her
for a moment. He smiled sourly. “M hafc

do you say to that, sir?” he asked de

"I never contradict a lady,” satq

de Lys. "But perhaps, if you would

permit us a private interview, we might
advance a stage farther in this interest-

ing drama.”
Mr. Swainson looked from one to tha

other. It was clear he thought he held

the trump cards, and that by leaving
them together he hoped the woman

would persuade the man to accept safe-

ty, At any rate he slid from the room,

pausing on the threshold only to cal!

his prisoner’s attention to the alterna-

tive. It was sufficiently dramatic to

satisfy de Lys. Voices arose and issued

through the opened door, voices from

below—the rumble of male voices.

"You know the choice." he said. “I

think I can give you twenty minutes.”
The door shut him out. and the girl

who had stood staring at de Lys, spoke
vehemently as it did. "Who are you,

and what are you doing here?”
"I should like to know mvself who

I am. and what I have done,” said he

in a friendly way.
“You answered this — this advertise-

ment.” she began tempestuously.
•"Your advertisement,” he interposed*

"I am willing to repair my mistake” he said. “I am willing to pay“Pay!”
she echoed wildly, and was suddenly silent, lost in grief.
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