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asked no question; he waited 'or me to
\u25a0 It was hei maid!" 1 exclaimed. "1was sure oi

the dog."
"Miss Van Hoyt's?"
"Yes."
He caught up the passengers' list. There was no

such name there.
"Ifit is she," he said quietly, "she : here to

watch you. It proves nothing else. 1 shall be \u25a0\u25a0

-
>ick all the way over, and ar Sew York we
part. Go to ihe'purser's office and nnd our. »'.

There is no reason why you houldn't. J
terested, oi c<mrse '

Inodded and left the stat< room: but 1
need to visit the pursi r. 1met her 1
ing o\it of the saloon If appearanc<
way to be trusted, the meeting was a
shock to her as to me. She "as wearing a
veil, which partially obscured her feat v
saw her stop shori and chiti h ai a pillar as •'.
for support, as she recognized me. It I
ment in her tone was counterfeited,
an actress.

'"You'" she exclaimed. "Where are you going?"
"America, Ihope." Ianswered. "And you? I

did not see your name on the passengers fisi
"Iam going home," she answer«-d.

' '. •

my mindat thelast moment tocome on thi
to cross with my stepmother
Idid not like the wa v she said it. I'

a little too mechanical. And yet Icon] Inoi
it out of mv bead thai her surprise was natural.

A httle fair woman, wearing a i

cl<>ak. ami with an \u25a0
.r!.
r!

suddenly bore down upon us. "Adele!"

"I»; she otter any explanations as to her pres-
-.. . . V ,

-
enee ."

"•She appeared to be surprised to see me," I
answered.

"
She said that she was going home."

Guest nodded thoughtfully. "Her father is
immensely rich." he remarked; ""I don't suppose
you knew" that."

"Idid not." 1 admitted "Iwish you would tell
me all that you know of Miss Van Hoyt/J

•'Thereby meaning Miss Adele Van Rein! .erg.
"

put in Guest; "for she is the oldest child of Hoyt
Van Reinberg. and much as you are frequently
called Jim by those who know your full name, so
she came to be called Adele Van Hoyt to distinguish
her from the present Mrs. Van Reinberg's daughters.
This twisted name has served her purposes on the
Continent^ by concealing her relationship to the rich
American, and at home she is even better known by
this norn de guerre than by her real name. But
tneres no time to tell you more now. You will '; c
late ford-inner as it is."'

CHAPTER XXI.

IFOI'XD that a place had been allotted tome
about half way down the Captain's table, on the
right hand side. M. immediate neighbors v. ere

an Enghshman, on his way to the States to \ iiv

some commodity in which he dealt, and a very uld
woman, quite deaf, in charge of a spinster daughter.
Neither of them imposed apoa me the necessity
for conversation. Ihad. therefore, plenty of time
to look around me and take note of the people in
whom Iwas interested.

They were all seated together at a small table
in the far corner of the saloon. At the head of that
table was a man whom Ihad not yet seen, but whom
Iat once knew to be de Valentin. He was tall,

rather sallow, with a pointed black beard, and he
wore continually an eyeglass, set in a horn rim,
with a narrow black ribbon. »»n his right was the
woman to whom Adele had spoken uf*>n the stairs.
She wore a plain but elegant dinner gown of some
dark material. She was exquisitely coitYured. anil
obviously \u25a0 trned out by a perfectly trained ma:d.
There were two girls at the table, whom 1 judged
to be her daughters, and Ad' le.

Adtie was stated so that Icould see only her
profile; Inoticed however, that she seemed to be
eating little, and to be taking a small part in the
conversation « »nce or twice she leaned back in her
chair, and looked round the saloon as though m
search of some one. On the last ot these occasions
our eyes met. and she smiled slightly. Mrs. Van
Reinberg who was sitting opposite to her. leaned
forward and asked some question. Ijudged that
it concerned me, for immediately afterward that
woman herself raised her gold eye glass and iav< r< !
me ith a somewhat deliberate stare. Then she
leaned forward again and made some remark to
Adele, the purport of whichIcould not guess.

Dinnei lasted a long time; but Iwas all the while
interested. Iwas facing Adtle and her friends; ?«>
Icould observe them all the time without being
myself conspicuous. Iwas able to take note vi the
somewhat wearied graciousness of de Valentin, who
seemed always t< be struggling with a profound
boredom: the almost feverish amiability of Mr-;.
Van Reinberg. and, in a lesser degree, her daugh-
ters; and the undoubted reserve with which Ad<it-
seemed to protect herself from de Valentin's atten-
tions. When at last they rose and left the saloon,
Ifjuicklv followed their example.
Iput on an ulster, lit a cigar, and went up on

deck. I found my chair on the sheltered >:<:e
ot the ship, and. wrapping myself ina nig. prepared
to spt-nd a comfortable half hour. But Ihad scarce-
ly settled down before a little group of people
came along the deck and halted close to ire.

'
A

smooth faced man servant, laden with a pile of
magnificent rugs, struck a match and began t»>
examine the labels on the chairs. I:< flickering
light was apparently sufficient for Adtle :•• recog-
t \u25a0

\u25a0 teat in

"So you are going % join the fresh air brigade,
Mr. Courage," sheremarked. "1 think youarevery
wise. We found the mnsie room insufferable."

"Icar. assure you that the smoke room i> \v«>r>e.
Miss Van Hovt"'' Ianswered, struggling to rhy
feet. -May Irind your chair for you?"

"Thanks, the deck steward is bringing it." she
answered. "Let me introduce you to my trien<!sMrs. Van Reinberj; (my stepmother). Mis-.' VanKcnberg. Miss S..ra Van Reinberg. Mr. »lc
Valentin-^Mr. Hardro?s C -irage

"

s «; ,', 1 V- tivtl.v, Iv Valentin greeted y-

r thought
along paths which were strang<

: happemns -i

Hades can I ;'

thi^. \>. hich \u25a0 id played

\u25a0

t | : •\u25a0 inled tOl
md dl n

\u25a0

'
VOW '\u25a0';.. . ll •

"
.V \u25a0

\u25a0 \u25a0

Mis. Van H t?
I

\u25a0

V .
\u25a0 v.

She C!un,- to Me forOne
Lorn: Delicious Moment.

claimed, "have you seen my woman I've forgotten
the number of my state room."

"Itis opposite mine," Adele answered. "Ican
show itto you."

They passed on together. The fair little woman
had favored me with a very perfunctory and some-
what insolent glance: Ad.le herself left me without
a word. Iwent into the saloon, took ray place for
dinner, and then sought the deck for some fresh
air. Ifelt that Ineeded it.

A slight drizzling rain was falling, boi I took
no notice ot it. 1 walked backward and forward
along the promenade deck, my pipe in my mouth,
my hands clasped behind me. The appear.,: of
Adele had been so utterly unexpected that 1 felt
myself almost unnerved. For six days we \u25a0•.:1»1
be living in the close intimacy which fellow pas-
sengers upon a steamer find' it most dimci to
avoid. Our opportunities for conversation would
be practically unlimited. If indeed Guesi sus-
picions .s to the reason of her presence here Were
well founded, a single slip on my part might mean
disaster.

And yet, beneath it aH, Iknew quite well that her
near presence was a delight to me. My blood was
running more warmly, my heart was "the lighter,
for the thought of her near presence Danger might
come of it. the success of our undertaking it-clt
might be imperiled; yet Iwas glad. 1 leaned over
the vessel's side, and gazed through the gathering
twilight ai the fasi receding shores, with their
maze of yellow lights.

Lifehad changed forme during the last •. \u25a0• weeks.The old placid d. ys oj content were over; already Iwas in a new world, a world ol bigger things, wherethe great game was being played with the tense
desperateness of those who gamble with life and
death. Ihad not sought the change. Rather ithad
been forced upon n c. Ihad no ambitions to gratify;
the old life had p'eased me very well. Ihad quitted
it simply upon compulsion. And her.- 1 was with

after the old place— it*Bbe yours, you know.every
stick and stone!

Then 1 got away as soon as Icould. Gilbert was
by way ot becoming incoherent, and, .is iar as I
was concerned, there was nothing more i<> be said.

CHAPTER XX.

IL< tCKED the door oi my state room and seated
myself upon the edge of the lower imnk with
a little sigh >>! relief. The slow pounding of

the engines had begun the pulse of the great finer
was beating, and through the port hole 1could see
the docks, with their line of people, gliding past us.
We were well out in the Mersey already.

"We're off, Guest!" 1 exclaimed, "and off >. .ly
t< o, 1 think. Chuck that now, theresa j-'>»« \u25a0«1 fellow.

'
Guest was engaged in emptying the contents of

i ii of my bags. He turned slowly round and faced
me, with a pair of my trousers upon his arm.

"I shall <I<> nothing of the sort," h« answered
calmly "Iam here as your servant. Courage, and
your servam Iintend to remain. We can'l hope to

keep the thing up <>n the «>tht-r side, if we art- all
the time drifting back to our "I<l relations. Iwish
1 could make- you uiiiK-rstaP.il tins.
Iopened the port hole as far as it would go and

lil a cigarette. "That's all very well," Isaid; "but
ldon't see any need to kct p the farce up in private,
and 1 "m sure 1 can unpack my own things a thunder-
ing sight better than you can."

"Very likely," he answered; "but you certainly
won't <!'> it. Can't you understand that, unless we
grow into our parts, they willnever come naturally
to us Besides, we may be watched. You cannot
tell

\u25a0

"The d>or is locked," Iremarked dryly.
"For the moment, n<> doubt, we art- all right,"

Guest answered; "but you wont be able to lock it
often on the voyage. Remember that we arc up
against a system with a thousand eyes and a thou-
sand ears. It's no good running risks. 1 am Peters
your man, and Peters Imean to be."

"Do you purpose," Iasked, "to have your meals
in the servants' saloon.'"

"Most certainly Ido!" was the curt answer. "I
expect to make acquaintances there who will be
most useful. Did you yet the passengers' list.'"

1 drew it from my pocket. Guest came ami looked
over my shoulder. Halt way down the hst Ik-pointed
to a name.

"Mr. de Valentin and valet!" he murmured.
"That is our friend. Irecognize the name IK-has
used it before. Now,let us see."

Again his forefinger traveled down the list
—

..train it paused. "Ah!"he said, "there is a lady
whose acquaintance you must contrive t<> make.

'
"Oneoi the court?" Iasked.
He nodded. "There are others, of course; but I

do not recognize their names. They will sort them-
selves upnaturally enough Now unlock that door,
and j^o up on deck. The stewards willbe in dire. :ly
:'.T orders."
Irose and stretched out my hand toward the door.

Suddenly, from outside, an unexpected sound
almosi paralyzed me—the sharp, shrill yapping of
.;small do.ir. Ifelt the color leave my cheeks.

Guest looked at me in amazement. "What's
tlir matter with you"'" lie asked. "You are : t
frightened of a toy terrier, are you?"

1 opened the door. (>f course, my sudden fe.;r had
Iken absurd. Ipeered out into the passage, and ;i

little exclamation broke from my lips. Sitting on
his haunches just outside, his mouth open, his long
red tongue hanging out. was a small Japanese
spaniel. There may have been thousands of others
in the world; but that one 1 was very sure from the
first, that Irecognized, and Iwas equally sun- that
he recognized me. Istared at him fascinated. His
bead like black eyes blinked and blinked again,
and his teeth., like a row of ivory needles, gleamed
white from his red gums. He neither growled nor
wagged his tail; but it seemed to me that the ex-
pression of his aged, puckered little face was the
incarnation of malevolence. I pointed to him,
ancl whispered hoarsely to Guest:'

Her dog!"
"Whose?" he asked sharply.
"Miss Van Hoyt's!" 1 answered.
"Rubbish!" he declared. "There are hundreds

c! dogs like that."
1 shook my head. "Xever another in the wide

world," 1said. "Look 1 \u25a0
" the littlebrute is scowl-

ing .." me.
"

The bed r<»,::i steward came round the corner at
that moment. Ipointed to the dog.

"1 always undersi 1 thai dogs were no! per-
mitted in the state room-., steward," Iremarked.

"They are not, sir," "lie man answered prom] tly.
"The young lad;.- to whom this one belongs has a
special permission; but he i*- not allowed to be out

..'\u25a0 ne. He must have run away."
Then was the sound of nistlii \u25a0\u25a0:>\u25a0\u25a0 :-s. A

young woman in black i\t-\.r hurrying down the
aught up the clog withoui .: word,

ami hasten' d aw .. \ .
"A- \u25a0•

'
ai time would ; \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0; like to :c called, sir?"

"
\u25a0 • an asked.

Send mi room tev ird, nd I ill let
y< 'ii know," 1 answered, stepping back into the• '

• le'll be m md in minuti ir," the \u25a0•:, n•
\u25a0 red. . nd iassed on.

Guest 1< •\u25a0
'

•\u25a0 .rd me His eyes v ere bright
and \u25a0

•. nnei perfect!
ii. Ito such crises than ]

8


