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THE BLACK

CEAPTER XVII—Continued
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Like a flash he wheeled, to add yet
ther picture to his mental gallery.
Perhapes two score feet up the side-
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walk a gate stood open; just outside
& man of tall and slender figure,
rigged out in a bizarre costume . con-

sisting

&

mainly of & flowered dressing
and slippers, was waiting in an
of singular impassivity; within
t, pausing with a foot lifted to the

doorstep, bag In hand, her head turned
» &s ghe looked back, was Dorothy.

As he comprehended these essential
detalls of the composition the man In
the flowered dressing gown raised a
hand, beckoning to him in a manner as
ir as his accompanying words.

he saluted the young
man in a clear and vibrant voice, “put
up that revolver and stop this foolish-
ness,” And with a jerk of his head to-
ward the doerway, im which Dorothy
now weaited, hesitant: “Come, sir—
quicklyl”

Kirkwood choked on & laugh that
weas half a sob. “Brentwick!” he cried,
restoring the weapon to his pocket and
running toward his friend. “Of all hap-
py sccidents!”

“You may call it that,” retorted the
elder man with a fleeting smile as
Kirkwood slipped inside the dooryard.
“Come,” he sald, "“let's get into the
house™

“But you said-—I thought you went to
Munich,” stammiered Kirkwood; and so
thorsughly impregnated was his mind
with this understanding that it was
hard for him to adjust his perceptions
to the truth,

“I was -detained—by business,” re-
sponded Brentwood briefly. His gaze,
weary &nd wistful behind his glasses,
rested on the face of the girl on the
threshold of his home; and the faint,
sensitive flush of her face despened.
He stopped and honored her with a bow
thet, for all his fantastical attire, woula
have graced a beau of an earlier decade.
Will you be pleased %o enter?” he sug-
gested punctiliously. *“My house, such
as 1t 1= is quite at your disposal. And,
- a'x-':d("d. with & glance over his shoul-
ders, “I fancy that a word or two may
resféntly be passed which you would
dly care to hear.”
mr'c.vhy'u hesitation was but transi-
Kirkwood was reassuring her
with & smile more like his wonted boy-
grin than anything he had suc-
cerded in conjuring up throughout the
lay. Her own smile answered it, and
with it & murmured word ‘of gratitude
end a little, half timid, half distent bow
for Brentwick, she passed on into the
hallway.

Kirkwood lingered with his friend
upon the door stoop. Calendar, recov-
ered from his temporary consternation,
was already at the gate, berding over
it, fat fingers fumbling with the latch,
bh': round red face, lifted to the house,
d kly working with chagrin.

From his threshold, watching him
with a slight contraction of the eyes,
Brentwick hafled him in tones. of cloy-
ing courtesy.

“Do you wish to see me, sir™

The fat eadventurer faltered just
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Brentwick peered mildly over his
glasses, first at Calendar. then at Kirk-
wood. - His glance lingered & moment
on the young man’'s honest eyes, and
swung back to Calendar.

“My good man,” he said with sub-
ligne tolerance, “will you be pleased to
take yourself off—to the devil {f you
like? Or shall I take tne trouble to in-
terest the police?”

He removed one filne and fragile hand
from a pocket of the flowered dressing
gown long enough to jerk it signifi-
cantly toward the nearer street corner.

Thunderstruck, Calendar glanced
hastily In the indicated direction. A
biue coated bobby was to be seen ap-
proaching with measured stride, diffus-
Ing upon the still evening air an {m-
pression of {neffably capable self-con-
tentment.

Calendar’s fleshy lips parted and
closed without a sound. They quivered.
Beneath them quivered his assortment
of graduated chins. His heavy and
pendulous cheeks quivered, slowly em-
purpling with the dark tide of his apo-
plectic wrath. The crose clipped
thatch of his iron ETay mustache, even,
Seemed to bristle like hairs upon the
neck of a maddened dog. Beneath him
his fat legs trembled, and indeed his
whole huge carcass shook vigibly, in
the stress of his restrained wrath,

Suddenly, overwhelmed, he banged
the gate behind him and waddled off to
join the captain:

who already, with
pralseworthy native prudence, had
fallen back upon their cab.

From this colgn of strategic advan-
tage, _xhe comfortable elevation of his
box, Kirkwood’s cabby, whose huge en-
{oyment of the sdvensurer's discomfi-
ture had throughout been nolsily
gemonstraxivo, entreated Calendar with
lifted forefinger, bland affability, and
e!g!‘essiona of heartfelt ss'mpath}".

Kebsir? 'Ave a kebair, do! Try a
ride be’'ind a real ‘orse, sir; don’t you
80 on wastin' time on Im.” A ferk
of a deririve thumb singled out the
other cabman, * 'E aren't pl'yin’ you
rx_lir, sir; I knows 'im, ‘e's a hartful
B'Y decelver, ‘e is. Look at 'is ‘orse—
’w 1;,‘}: it aren’t; it's a snyle, that's w'at
t is” . - Tyke a father's hadvice,
8ir, and next time yer fairest darter
rl:n- awye with the dook In disgulse,
chi¥se 'em in a real kebsir, not a cheap
imitashun. . | 7 gopsir? :
Garn, you ‘ard-‘arted— o

Here he Swooped upward in a dizzy
flight of vituperation best unre-
corded. Calendar, beyvond an sbsent-
minded fiirt of one hand by his ear, as
who should shoo AWaAy a b\ulln."ln-
sect, ignored him utterly.

Sullenly extracting money from his
pocket, he paid off his driver, and in
company with Stryker, trudged in mo-
rose silence down the street.

Brentwick touched Kirkwood's arm
and drew him into the house.

CHAPTER XVIN
Adventurers’ Lmck

the door closed, Kirkwood
Swung Impulsively to Brent-
wick, with the brief, uneven
laugh of fine drawn nerves,

“Good God, sir!” he e
don’t know-— s oo ey
“I can surmise,”
elde; man shrewdly.
“You turned up In the niek of
for all the world ltke—" ol e

“Harlequin peppin
trap?” popping through

8

interrupted the

a stage

“Nol—an Incarnation of the
prov-
:zex;ca that watches over children and
ols,

Brentwick dropped a calmin
upon his shoulder. “Your limil{ lxel:r;(:
eingularly happy, Philip. Permit me
to suggest that you join the child in
my study.” He laughed quletly, with
n‘ slight nod toward an open door at
the end of th ehallway. “For myself,
I'll be with you in one moment.” :

A faint, indulgent smile lurking in

the shadow of his white mustache, he
watched the young man wheel and dart
through the doorway. “Young hearts!”
he commented ineudibly—and a trace
sadly. “Youthi , ., »
'B'e_\'ond the threshold of the study,
Kirkwood paused, eager eyes searching
!tg somber shadows for a sign of Dor-
othy.

A long room and deep, it was
lighted only by the cireumscribed disk
of illumination thrown on the central
desk by 2 shaded reading lamp, and
the flickering glow of a grate fire
set beneath the mantel of o side wall.
At the back, heavy velvet portieres
cloaked the recesses of two long win-
dows, closed jealously even against the
twilight. Aside from the swindows,
doors and chimney piece, every foot
of wall space was otcupied by tower-
ing bookcases or by shelves crowded
to-the limit of their capacity with an
emazing miscellany of objects of art,
the fruit of years of patient and dis-
criminating colleoting. An exotic and
heady atmésphere, compounded 5f the
faint and Intangible exhalations of
these insentient thingw, fragrance of
sandal wood, myrrh and musk, remi-
niscent whiffs of half forgotten in-
cense, seemed to intensify the Impres-
sion of gloomy richness and repose.

By the fireplace, a little to one side,
stood Dorothy, one small foot resting
on the brass fender, her figure merging
into the dusky hackground, her delicate
beauty gaining an effect of elusive and
ethereal mystery In the waning and
waxing rufdy glow upflung from the
bedded coals.

“Oh, Philip!” Ehe turned swiftly to
Kirkwood with extended hands and a
low, broken ory. “I'm so glad. *xd

A trace of hysteria in her manner
warned him, end he checked himself
upon the verge of a toe dangerous
tenderness. “There!” he sald sooth-
ingly, htdnguhcr hands rest gently in
his palms while he led her to a chair.
“We can make oufrsélves easy now.”
She sat down and he released her
hands with a reluctance less evident
than actual “If ever I say another
word against my luck—"

“Who,” inquired the girl, lowering
her voloe, "“who is the gentleman in
the flowered dressing gown?”’

“Brentwick-—George Silvester Brent-
wick: an old friend. I've known him
for years—ever since I came abroad.
Curiously enough, however, this is the
first tims I've ever been hers. I called
once, but he wasn’t in—a few days ago
—the day we met. I thought the
place looked familiar. Stupid of me!”

“Pbilip,” sald the girl with a grave
face but a shaking volce, “it was”
She laughed provokingly. . . . "It
was so funny, Philip. I don't know
why I ran, when you told me to, but I
did; and while I ran, I was conscious
of the front door, here, opening, and
this tall man in the flowered dressing
gown coming down to the gate as If
it were the most ordinary thing in
the world for him to stroll out, dressed
that way, in the evening. And he
opened the gate, and bowed, and said,
#ver so pleasantly, "Won't you ocome
in, Miss Calendar?—"

“He did!” exclaimed Kirkwood. *“But
how—1" ?

“How can I say? she expostulated.
“At all events, he seemed to know me;
and when he added something about
calling you in, too—he sald “Mr. Kirk-
wood'—]1 didn't hesitate.”

“It's strange enough, surely—and for-
tunate. Bless his heart!” sald Kirk-

wood.

And, “Hum!” sald Mr. Brentwick
considerately, enter the study. He
had discarded the 4 ng gown and
‘was now in evening dress,

-

.was at once audible, emanating
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“Mr. Brentwick—" he began.

But Brentwick begged his patience
with an eloquent gesture. “Sir,” he
sald, somewhat austerely, *“permit me
to put a single question: Have you
by any chance paid your cabby?”

“Why-—"" falteréd the younger man,
with a flaming face. “I—why, now—
that is—"

The other quietly put his hand upon
a bell pull. A faint jingling -:r\::

Well, Wotton?”

The butler had again appeared
noiselessly in the doorway.
n:'au' pardon, sir, they're walting,
. .l'

“The caitiffs, Wotton?”

“Yessir.,”

“Where waliting?”

“One at each end of the street, sir.”

“Thank you. You may bring us
someé gherry and biscuit, Wotton.”

“Thank you, sir.”

The servant vanished.

Brentwick removed his glasses,
rubbed them, and blinked thoughtfully
at the girl. "My dear,” he said sud-
denly, with a pecullar tremor in his
voice, “you resemble your mother re-
markadly. Tut—I should know! Time
was when I was one of her most ardent
admiirers.”

“You—y-you knew my mother?”
oried Dorothy, profoundly moved.

“Did I not know you at sight? My
dear, you are your mother reincarnate,
for the good of an unworthy world.
2!10 was a very beautiful woman, my

ear,”

Wotton entered with a silver serving
tray, offering it in turn_to Derothy,
Kirkwood and his employer, While
he was present the three held silent—

the basement.

“How much should you say you owe
him?"

“I—I haven't & penny in the world!”

The shrewd eyes flashed their amuse.
ment into Kirkwood's. ‘“Tut, tut!”
Brentwick chuckled. “Between gen-
tlemen, my dear boy! Dear me! you
are slow to learn.”

“I'll never be contented to sponge
on my friends,” explained Kirkwood
in deepest misery. “I ecan't tell
when—"

“Tut, tut! How much did you say?™

“Ten shiliings—or gay twelve, would
be sbout right,” stammered the Amer-
fcan, swayed by conflicting smotions of
gratitude and profoufid emdarrassment.

A soft footed butler, impassive as
Fate, materialized mysteriously in the

doorway. the girl trembling slightly, but with
“You rang, sir? he Interrupted her face aglow:; Kirkwood half stupe-
trigidly. fled between his ease from care and
“] rang, Wotton.” His master se- his growing astonishment, as Brent-

lected a sovereign from his purse and
handed it to ths servant., ‘For the
¢abby, Wotton.”

“Yessir.,” The butler swung auto-
matically on one heel

“And Wotton!”

“Sir?”

“If any one should ask for me, I'm
not at bome.”

“Very good, sir.”

“And if you should see a pair of

wick continued to reveal unexpected
phases of his personality; Brentwick
himself outwardly imperturbable and
complicent, for all that his hand shook
as he lifted his wine glass.

“You may go, Wotton—or, walt.
Don’t you feel the need of a bréath of
fresh air, Wotton?”

“Yessir, thank you, sir.”

“Then change your coat, Wotton,
light your pipe, and stroll out for half

disreputable sooundrels skulking in the ., your You need not leave the street,
neighborhood, one short and stout, the Lu:'1s erener the tall thin blackguard
other tsll and evidently a seafaring with the seafaring habit or the short

man, let me know.”

“Thank you, sir.” A moment later
the front door was heard to clowe.

Brentwick tursted with a little bow
to the girl. “My dear Miss Calendar,”
he said, rubbing his thin, fine hands—
“I am old enough, I trust, to call you

stout rascal with the air of mystery
should accost you, treat them with all
ocourtesy, Wotton. You will be careful
not to tell either of them anything In
particular, although I don’t mind your
telling them that Mr. Brentwick lives
here, {f they ask. I am mostly con-

such  without offense—please be cerned to discover if they purpose be-

seated.” coming fixtures on the strest corners,
Complying the girl rewarded him Wotton”

with a radiant smile. Whereupon,~ “Quite so, sir.”

etriding to the fireplece, their host
turned his back to it, clasped his hands
behind him, and glowered benignly
upon the two. “Ah!” he observed in
accents of extreme personal satisfac-
tion. “Romance! Romance!”
“Would you mind telllng us how you
knew—" began Kirkwood anxiously.
“Not in the least, my dear Philip.
It is simple enough: I possess an
imagination. From my bedroom win-
dow, on the floor above, I happen to
behold two cabs racing down the street,
the one doggedly pursuing the other.
The foremost stopped, perforce of a Miss Calendar, if you'll be good enough
fagged horse. There alights a young to_let me choose the time. I.beg you
gentleman looking, if you'll pardon me, to be patient with the idiosyncrasies
uncommonly seedy; he is followed by of an old man, who means no harm,
s young lady, if she will pardon me,” who has a rsputation of an eccentric
with another little bow, "uncommonly to sustain before his servants. . . .
pretty. With these two old eyes I And now," . said
observe that the gentleman does not aside his glass, “now, my dear boy, for
pay his cabby. Ergo—I intelligently the adventure”
deduce—he Is short of money. Eh?" - Kirkwood chuckled, Infected by his
“You were right,” afirmed Kirkwood, host's genial humor. “How do you
with his rueful and crooked  smile. hg’—-ﬂ' & § omiiiEs S
“But—" : - "How can l; be otherwise?” coun-
“So! s0!” pursued ntwick, rising tered Brentwick with a trace of asper-
on his toes and & g m:'w..; ity. “Am I to be denied my adventure?
--::' mli‘. worl? of ours wags on to the 5o t% ‘wl‘% oq.n‘hm
old, old tune! . . . And I, who In Your very bearing Lthes of r. o
Y 1%2:. m :: adventure fo. 2

“Now you may 0. . . . Wetton”
continued his employer as the butler
took himself off as softly as a oat,
“grows dally a more valuable mech-
anism. He is by no means human in
any respect, but I find him extremely
handy to have around the house. X
And now, my dear,” turning to Dor-

to drink to the memory of your beau-
tiful mother and to the happiness of
her beautiful daughter.”

“But you will tell me—"

“A number of Interesting things,

my younger days pursued adventurs Ther:

without success, in dotage find myselt Ing, Philip; disappoint-
dragged .Into.:. romance by g; two ment will be | e
ears, whether I will or no! Eh? And regretfully

now you are mng-n:—onurum righ
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othy, “with your permission I desire:

Brentwick, setting .

surmise.
“wick, “so

“But, Mr. Brentwick—!
“Sit down, sir!” commanded Brent-
wick with such a peremptory note that
the young man, who had risen, obeyed
out of sheer surprise. Upon which his
host advanced, indicting him with a
long white forefinger. “Would vou,
eir,” he demanded, "agaln expose this
little lady to the machinations of that
corpulent scoundrel, whom I have just
had the pleasurs of shooing off my
premises, because you choose to resent
an old man's rafllery?”

“I apologize,” KXirkwood humored
him,

“I accept the apology in the spirit
in which it i{s offered. . I repeat,
now for the adventure, Philip. If the
story’'s long, epitomize. We can con-
sider detalls more at our leisure.”

Kirkwood's eyes consulted the girl's
face; almost imperceptibly she nodded
to him permission to proceed.

“Briefly, then,” he began haltingly,
“the man who followed us to the door
here, is Miss Calendar's father.”

“Oh? His name, please?”

“George Burgoyne Calendar.”

“Ah! An Amerfcan: I remember,
now. Continue, please.”

‘“He is hounding us, sir, with the
intention of stealing some property,
which he caused to be stolen, which
we—to put {t bluntly—stole from him,
to which he has no shadow of a title,
and which, finally, we're endeavoring
to return to its owners.”

“My dear!” ({nterpolated Brentwiok
gently, looking down at the girl's
flushed face and drooping head.

“He ran us to the last ditch,” Kirk-
wood continued;' “I've spent my last
tarthing trying to lose him.”

“But why have you not caused his
arrest? Brentwick inquired.

Kirkwood nodded meaningly toward
the girl, Brentwick made a sound
indioating comprehension, a olick of
the tongue behind closed teeth.

“We came to your door by the merest
accident—it might as well have been
another. I understood you weres In
Munich, and it never entered my head
we'd find you at home.”

“A communlication from my - eltors
detained me,” explained Brentwick.
“And now, what do you Intend to do?

“Trespass as far on your kindness
as you'll permit. In the firsti:place, I—
I want the use of a few pounds with
which to cable some friends in New
York, for money; on receipt of which
I can repay you.”

“Philip,” observed Brentwick, “you
are a most {rritating child. But I
forgive you the faults 6f youth. You
may proceed, bearing in mind, If you
please, that T am your friend equally
with any you may own in America.”

“You're one of the best men in the
world,” said Kirkwood.

“Tut, tut! Will you get on?"

“Secondly, I want you to help us
to esocape Calendar tonight. It fs
necessary that Miss Calendar should
g0 to Chiltern this evening, where she
has friends, who will receive and pro-
tect her.”

“Mm-mm,” grumbled their host, med-
itatively. “My faith!” he commented,
with brightening eyes. “It sounds
almost too good to be trus! And I've
been growing afraid that the world
was getting to be a most humdrum and
uninteresting planet! . . . Mlss Cal-
endar, I am a widower of so many
years' standing that I had almost for-
gotten I had ever been anything bdut
a bachelor. I fear my house contains
little that will be of service to a
young lady, Yet a room Is at your
disposal; the parlor maid will show
you the way. And Phillp, between
you and me, I venture to remark that
hot water and cold steel would add to
the attractiveness of your personal
appearance; my valet will attend you
in my room. Dinner,” concluded Brent-
wick with antieipative relish, “will be
served in precisely 30 minutes. I shall
expect you to entertain me with a full
and itemized account of every phase of
your astonishing adventure. Later, we
will find a way to Chiltern.”

Again he put a hand upon the beli-
pull.  Simultaneously Dorothy and
Kirkwood rose.

*“Mr. Brentwick,” sald the girl, her
eyes starred with tears of gratitude,
“I don’t, I really don't know how—"

“My dear,” said the old gentleman,
“you will thank me most appropriately
by ocontinuing, to the best of your abil-
ity, to résemble your mbother more re-
‘marka¥bly every minute.” :
_“But 1” began Kirkwood——

“You, my dear Phillp, can thank me
best by permitting me to enjoy myself;
which I am doing thoroughly at the
present moment. My pleasure in being

ted to Interfere In your young

rs 1s more keen than you can well
Moreover,” sald Mr. Brent-
long have I been an amateur
‘adventurer that-
privilege to find myself

1
a

scheme which we will discuss with our
dinner, while the heathen rage and
imagine a vain thing, in the outer
darkness:”

Kirkwood would have lingered, but
of such inflexible temper was his host
that he bowed him into the hands of a
manservant without permitting him
another word.

“Not a syllable,” he insisted. *“T
protest I am devoured with curlosity,
my dear boy, but I have also bowels
of compassion. When we are well on
with our meal, when you are strength-
ened with food and drink, then you
may begin. But now—Dickle,” to the

valet, “do your duty!"
Kirkwood, laughing with exaspera-
tion, retired at discretion leaving

Brentwick the master of the situation:
a charming gentleman with a will of
his own and a way that went with it

He. heard the young man's footsteps
diminish -on the stairway; and agalin
he smiled the indulgent, melancholy
smile of mellow years. “Youth!" bhe
whispered softly. “Romance! o %
And now,” with a brisk change of tone
as he closed the study door, “new we
are ready for this Interesting Mr.
Calendar.”

Sitting down at his desk, he found
and consulted a telephone directory;
but its leaves, at first rustling briskly
at the touch of the siender and delicate
fingers, were presently permitted to lie
unturned—the book resting open on his
knees the while he stared wistfully
into the fire.

A suspicion of molsture glimmered
in his eyves. “Dorothy!” he whispered
huskily. And a little later, rising, he
proceeded to the telephone. . . .

An hour and a half later Kirkwood,
his. self-respect something restored by
a bath, a shave, and a resumption of
clothes which had been hastily but
thoroughly cleansed and pressed by
Brentwick's valet; his confildence and
courage mounting high under the com-
bined {nfluence of generous wine, sub-
stantlal food, the presence of his heart's
mistress and the admiration—which
was unconcealed—of his friend, con-
cluded at the dinner table, his narration.

“And that,” he sald, looking up from
his savory, “is about all.”

“Bravo!” applauded Brentwick, eyes
shining with delight.

“All,” interposed Dorothy in warm
reproach, “but what he hasn’'t told—"

“Which, my dear, is to be accounted
for wholly by a very creditable mod-
esty, rarely encountered in the young
men of the present day. It was, of
course, altogether different with those
of my younger years. Yes, Wotton?"

Brentwick sat back in his chair, in-
clining an attentive ear to a communl-
cation murmured by the butler.

Kirkwood's gaze met Dorothy's across
the expanse of shining cloth; he depre-
cated her Interruption with a whim-
sical twist of his eyebrows. “Really,
you shouldn’t,” he assured her in an
undertons. *“I've done nothing to de-
serve . But under the spell of
her serlous sweet eyes, he fell silent,
and presently looked down, strangely
abashed: and contemplated the vast
enormity of his unworthiness.

Coffes was set before them by Wot-
ton, the Impassive, Brentwick refusing
It with a little sigh. “It i{s one of the
things, as Phillp knows,” he explained
to the girl, “denied me by the physician
who makes his life happy by making
mine a waste. I am allowed but three
luxuries; cigars, travel in modersation,
and the privilege of Imposing on my
friends. The first I propose presently
to enjoy by your indulgence; and the
second I shall this evening undertake
by virtue of the third, of which I have
Just agailed myself.”

Smiling at the involution, he rested
his head against the back of’the chalr,
eyes roving from the girls’ face to
Kirkwood's. “Inspiration to do
which,” he proceeded gravely, “came
to me from the seafaring plearoon
(Stryker did you name him?) via the
excellent Wotton. While you were
preparing for dinner, Wotton returned
from his constitutional with the news
that, leaving the corpulent on watch
at the corner, Captain Stryker had
temporarily made himself secarce.
However, we need fee]l no anxiety con-
cerning his whereabouts, for he re-
apeared in good time and a motor car.
From which it becomes evident that
you have not overrated their pertinac-
ity; the flasco of the cab chase is not
to be re-enacted.”

Resolutely the girl repressed a gasp
of dismay. Xirkwood stared moodily
into his cup.

“These men bore me fearfully,” he
commented at last.

“And #0,” continued Brentwick, *“T
bethought me of & counter stroke. It
is my good fortune to have a friend
whose whim it {s to support a touring
car, chiefly in innocuous idleness. Ac-
cordingly I have telephoned him and
commandeered the use of his machine
—mechanician, too. . . « Though
not & betting man, I am willing to risk
recklessly a few pence in support of
my econtention, that of the two, Cap-
tain Stryker’'s car and ours, the latter
will prove the most speedy. . . .

“In short, I suggest,” he concluded,
thoughtfully lacing his long white
fingers, “that, avoiding the hazards of
cadb and rallway carriage, we motor to
Chiltern: the night being fine and the
road, I am told, exceptionally good.
Miss Dorothy, what do you think?"

Instinctively the girl looked to Kirk-
wood; then shifted her glance to their
host. “I think you are wonderfully
thoughtful and kind,” she said simply.

“And you, Philip?”

“It's an inspiration,” the younger man
declared. “I can’t think of anything
better calculated to throw them off,
than to distance them by motor car.
It would be always possible to trace
our journey by rail”

“Then,” announced Brentwick, mak-
ing as if to rise, “we had best go. If
neither my hearing nor Captain Stry-
ker's car deceives me, our flery chariot
is panting at the door.”

A little sobered from the confident
spirit of quiet gayety In which they
had dined, they left the table. Not
that, in their hearts, either greatly
questioned their ultimate triumph; but
they were allowing for the element of
error so apt to set at naught human
calculations, Calendar himself had
already been proved fallible. Within
the bounds of possibility, thelr turn to
stumble might now be imminent.

When he let himself dwell upon- it,
thelr utter helplessness to give Calen-
dar pause by commonplace methods
maddened Kirkwood. With another
scoundrel it had been so simple a mat-
ter to put a period to his activities by
a word to the police. But he was her
father; for that reason he must con-
tinually Dbe spared. . . . Even
though, in desperats extremity, she
should give her consent. to the arrest
of the adventurers, retaliation would
follow, swift and sure. For they might
nqt overlook nor gloze the fact that
hers had been the hands responsible
for the theft of the jewels; innocent
though she had been in committing
that larceny, & catspaw guilled by ap
intelligence unscrupulous and malign,
the law would not hold, her guiltless
were she once brought within its cog-
8sibly would the Hal-

lest his daughter should turn againsi
him. She would never dare that

Before they léft the house, while
Dorothy was above stairs resuming her
hat and coat, Kirkwood and Brentwick
reconnoitered from the drawing room
windows, themselves screened from ob-
servation by the absence of light In
the room behind.

Before the door a motor car walted,
engines humming impatiently, mecha-
nician ready In his seat, an uncouth
shape In goggles and leather garments
that shone like ofl skins under the
street lights.

At one corner another and a smaller
car stood In wafting, its lamps like
baleful eyes glaring through the night.

In the shadows across the way, a
lengthy shadqw lurked; Stryker, be-
yond reasonable question. Otherwise
the street was deserted. Not even that
adventitious bobby of the early even-
ing was now in evidence.

Dorothy presently joining them,
Brentwick led the way to the door.

Wotton, apparently nerveless beneath
his absolute immobllity, let them out
—and slammed the door behind them °
with such prompitude as to glve cause
to the suspicion that he was a fraud,
a sham, beneath his lcy exterior des-

perately afrald lest the house be
stormed by the adventurers.
Kirkwood to the right, Brentwick

to the left of Dorothy, the former car-
rying the treasure bag, they hastened
down the walk and through the gate
to the car.

The watcher across the way was
moved to whistle shrilly; the other car
lunged forward nervously.

Brentwick taking thae front seat,
beside the mechanician, left the ton-
neau to Kirkwood and Dorothy, As
the American slammed the door, the
car swept smoothly out into the mid-
dle of the way, while the pursuing

car swerved in to the other ocurd,
slowing down to let Stryker Jjump
aboard.

Kirkwood put himself In the seat
by the girl's side and for a few mo-
ments was occupied with the arrange-
ment of robés. Then, sitting back, he
found her eyes fixed upon him, pools
of Inscrutable night in the shadow
of her hat.

“You arem"t afrald, Derothy?™

She answered quietly: “I am with
you, Philip.”

Beneath the robe thelr hands
met.

Exalted, excited, he turned around
and looked back. A hundred yards to
the rear four unwinking eyes tralled
them, llke some modern Nemesis in
monstrous guise.

- CHAPTER XIX

I—The Uxbridge Road

At a steady gait, now and again
checked In deference to the street
traffic, Brentwick’'s moter car rolled,
with resonant humming of the engine,
down the Cromwell road, swerved into
Warwick road and swung northward
through Kensington to Shepherd's
Bush. Behind it Calendar’s car clung
as if towed by an invisible cabls, nev-
er gaining, never losing, mutely teasti-
fying to the adventurer’'s unrelenting,
grim determination of leaving them no
fnstant’s freedom from surveéillance, to
keep forever at their shoulders, watch-
ing his chance, bdiding his time with
sinister patience until the moment
when, wearied, thelr vigilance should
relax, .

To some extent he reckoned without
his motor car. As long as they trav-
eled within the metropolitan limits,
constrained to observe a decorous pace
in view of the prejudices of the county
council, It was & matter of no diffiguity
whatever to maintain his distance.
But once they had won through Shép-
herd’s Bush and, paced by huge doub-
ledeck trolley trams, were flylng
through Hammersmith on the Ux-
bridge road; once they had run through
Acton, and knew beyond dispute that
now they were without the ecity boun-
daries then the colmplexion of the
business was suddenly changed.

Not too soon for homest sport; Cal-
endar was to have (Kirkwoad would
have sald In lurid American idiom) a
run for his money. The scattered
lights of Southall were widking out
behind them before Brentwick chose
to give the word to the mechanician.

Quletly the latter threw in the clutch
for the third speed—and the fourth.
The car leaped forward like a startled
race horse. The motor lited merrily
into fits deep-throated song of the open
road, its contented, silken humming
passing into a sonorous and sustalned

purr.

Kirkwood and the girl were first
jarred violently forward, then thrown
together. She caught his arm to
steady herself; It seemed the most
natural thing I!maginable that he

should take her hand and pass It be-
neath his arm, holding her so, his
fingers closed above her own. Before
they had recovered, or had time to
catch their breath, a mile of Middlesex
had dropped to the rear.

Not quite so far had they distanced
Calendar’'s_trailing Nemesis of the four
glaring eyves; the pursuers put forth
gallant effort to hold their place. At
intervals during the first few minutes
& heavy roaring and crashing could de
heard behind them:; gradually it sub-
sided, dying on the-wings of the free
rushing wind that buffeted thelr faces
as mile after mile was reeled off and
the wide, darkling English country-
side opened out Dbefore them, sweet
and wonderful -

Once Kirkwood looked dack; In the
winking of an eye he saw four faded
disks of light pallid with dQespailr, top
a distant rise and glide down into the
darkness. When he turned, Dorethy
was Iinterrogating him with eyes whose
melting, shadowed lovelinass, revealed
to him in the light of the far, still
stars, seemed to incite him to that
madness which he bade himself resist
with all his strength.

He shook his head, as If to say: They
can not catch us.

His hour was not yet: time enough
to think of love and marriage (as If he
were capable of consecutive thought
on any other subject!)—time enough
enough to think of them when he had
gone back to his place, or rather when
h{ should have found it in the ranks
of bread winners, and so have proved
his right to meortal happiness; time
enough then to lay whatever he might
have to offer at her feet. Now he could
concelve of no baser treachery to his
soul's desire than to advantage him-
self of her gratitude. <

Resolutely he turned his face for-
ward/ striving with all his will and
might to forget the temptation of her
lips, weary as they were and petulagpt
with walting: and seo sat rigid In ¥s
time of trial, clinging with what
strength he could to the standards of
his henor, and trying to lose his dream
in dreaming of the bitter struggle that
seemed ilkely to be his future portion.

Perhaps she guessed a little the for-
tunes of the battle that was being
waged within him.Perhaps pot
Whatever the trend of her thoughts,
she did not draw away from him. . .
Perhaps the breath of night, fresh and
clean and fragrant with the odor of
the fields and hedges, sweeping into
her face with velvety caress, rendered
her drowsy. Presently the silken
lashes drooped, fluttering upon her
cheeks, the tired and happy smile hov-
ered about her lips. . . .
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