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SYNOPSIS

CHAPTER I.—Disliking the prospect of
a month’s visit to her austere aunt, Lady
Erythea Lambe, at Jervaulx ahbey, and
her cousin, AIE-"{H.H{IEI‘ Lambe, Aimee, vi-
vacious dqughter of the "Jer;.r Reverend
Viscount Scroope, is in a rebellious mood.

CHAPTER II.—She wanders into the
park, there encountering a strange youth
in trouble with a motorcycle, He laugh-
ingly introduces himself as “Billy,” Amer-
ican. The two cement the acquaintance
bv a ride on the motoreycle, the, “Flying
Sphinx,” and part. With Georgina Ber-
ners, her cousin, Aimee sets out for Jer-
vaulx. On the way she decides that Geor-
gina shall impersonate her at Jervaulx,
while she goes on a holiday. Geurgma.s
horrified protest is unavailing.

CHAPTER 1I1.—Happy in her new free
dom, Aimee again meets “Billy."”” He tellr
her his name is Spencer, and she givet
hers as Amy Snooks, at presest “out of a
job.” Billy offers to take her into part-
nership in selling the Sphinx. In a spirit
of madcap adventure, she accepts. The
two proceed to the town of Stanhoe, tak-
ing separate lodgings in Ivy cottage.

CHAPTER IV.—That night Aimee visits
Georgina and learns that the deception
has not been discovered. By her dominant

personality she compels Georgina to con-.

tinue the subterfuge.

CHAPTER V.—0On a trial spin next day
on the Sphinx, with Billy, Aimee almost
collides with a carriage in which are her
aunt, Georgina and Alexander., The pair
aacapa unrecognized,

CHAPTER VI.—Georgina learns that

Lord Scroope is coming to visit Lady Ery-
thea and, realizing what will happen on
his a.rrlva.l is in hupalasa bewilderment.

CHAPTER VII.—While Aimee is secretly
visiting Georgina at Jervaulx, the place is
burglarized 2 Aimeé escapes,

“A get-away!” said Billy. “My job!”

He threw his leg over the Sphinx
and whirred off round the corner. He
lifted his chin and gave a Jjoyous
laugh, like the bay of a hound. The
lust of the hunter was in his blood.

Th2 rider ahead, already aware that
he was being chased, let out his ma-
chine at breakneck speed. The ray
from Billy’s lamp showed him a man
crouching low between the handle-
bars, his arms spread like the wings
of a bat. On th2 pillion behind
crouched a small, ‘muffled figure,

“Give up!” shouted Billy, as he
overtook them. “You can't make it.
I've got you!”

A hand stretched out from the fig-
ure on the pillion, and emitted a bark-
ing flash of fire. It dazzled Billy for
tha moment. sSomething zipped
through his hair; automatically his

left hand tightened on the valve-lifter

and the Sphinx slowed, allowing the
other cycle to shoot ahead.

Billy made a - lurid remark, and at
once increased speed again to clos2
with the fugitives. Right ahead the
lane forked on to the main road, and
thither the driver of the other cycle
was obviously heading. But th2 lights
of a car were in sight, approaching
rapidly on the road.  The rider of the
cycle had evidently no ambition to
meet it; at the
swerved left and continued along tha
narrow lane.

Billy laughed aloud.

“The guyv’s cornered himself!” he
thought. *He’s taken the blind alley.
Me for him!” |

The lane was very rutty and uoaven.
The cyele ahead bad vanished round
a bend; BMly, shutting off his engine,
swung xound it immediately after-
ward. As he did so he heard a crash.
The driver of the othar cycle, realiz-
ing too late that he was in a cul-de-
sac, had swerved, braked violently,
and came thoroughly to grief.

Billy sprang from the Sphinx,; let-
ting her fall on her side with the
headlight still glowing., Thz other
cycle lay prostrate; a small heap was
huddled beside it on the grass.

The taller man, the driver, was just
staggering to his feet when Billy ran
at him. The ecyclist whipped out a
repzating pistol.

A gun, at night, and in the hands
of a shaken man, is much less certain
than a fist with six feet of activity
behind it. Billy’s left dashed the pis-
tol hand aside, the bullet spat im-
potently into the air, and his right

came with a terrific upper-cut beneath

the man’s chin, lifting him off his feet
to fall inert.

As he came down, something
skipped and rolled away from him
along the grass, in the ray of the
Sphinx’s headlight. With the swift
instinct for loot Billy pounced upon
it—a sumptuous looking little cas2 of
leather, with a clasp. Billy thrust it
in his pocket and turned to the fallen
man, who lay with closed eyes and
his head moving faintly from side to

side.
“Mighty slow with a gun,” said
Billy, stooping over him. “I'm going

over you for the rest of th2 goods,

Bud.”

A moan from the other malefactor,
lying by the fallen ecycle, interrupted
him. So pathetic and treble a moan
was it that Billy started and jerked
himself upright, staring.

“Lordy!” he gaspad, with remorse
and concern. “It’s a woman!”

The discovery was disconcerting
enough. But a thought shot through
his brain that nearly paralyzed Billy.
What woman was it?

He hurried to her side. She had
already raised herself on one hand
and se2med trying feebly to get up.
Billy stooped over her.

“Much hurt?”’ he stammered.
"H’EI‘E—-—"
At that moment the fallen driver

recovered and stirred.’ Billy turned
his head toward him, with a_quick
instinct—th2 danger lay closer at
hand.

The woman'’s hand was grasping a
stone, and, as Billy turned, she
brought her arm round with a sweep,

last moment he

[ stirred,

- that enterprising lady
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He Fell as an Ox Falls.

c? rock crashed full on the side of | Y
| ciable breadth of white cambric show-

Billy’'s head. He fell as an ox falls,

and lay still.
The woman staggered to her f2et
and ran to her prostrate companion.

“He's got his!”-she panted. “You
hurt, Jake?”
She helped the man to rise. He

stood dazedly for a moment; the spi-
nal jar from a knock-out und2r the
point of the chin is terrific, but evan-
escent.

“Look lively an' beat it!” gasped
the woman, hauling the /motgrcycle
Uprignt wirn sSurprising ease. ~wee IT
the bulgine’ll run—we’'ll have the cops
here next!”

“Got to settle with him!” said the
man thickly, glancing at the prostrate
Billy.

“He's all in, I tell you.
going!”

The man wrenched th2 motoreycle
round, and fumbled at the feed and
controls with nervous fingers. While
he did so the woman snatched up an-
other stone, and, running to the
Sphinx, hammered on the r2ngine and
the levers. She had dealt three or
four lusty strokes when the other
motorecycle came spitting and wob-
bling past her. The woman ran to
it and swung hers2lf up deftly behind.

“Let her out. We'll clear yet!”

The motorcycle, coughing and miss-
ing fire badly, trundled back down the
lane the way it had come. Jack the
Climber leaned to the handl2-bars,
Calamity Kate, her arms tight round
him, settled: herself on the pillion.
Together they whirred away into the
darkness. .

Get her

o -

Confession.

It was very dark and wvary quiet at
the lane's end when Billy at last
and, after an interval of
slowly returning consciousness, man-

aged to raise himself dizzily to a sit-
ting position. .

He pressed his hands to the side
of his head and ramained for awhile
motionless, conscious of a damp
warmth under his left palm. His eyes
dwelt on a white, chalky stone, as
big as a doubled fist, that lay on the
grass beside him. Events began to
reconnect themselv2s in a brain that
still buzzed faintly.

“A granite skull,” murmured Blll}*,

g = ﬂ—‘- L

not W1t1mut a touch of pride, “isn't
altogether a disadvantage in an argu-
ment.”

He looked about him thoughtfully.
Not far away something gleamed in a
rut—a small repzating pistol. His
late opponents had evidently left in
too much of a hurry to take an.  in-
ventory of their effects,

“She must have dropped that when
the machine crashed,” thought Billy.
“She loosad it at me when I was rid-
ing up. Lucky for me she hadn't it
just now. Some girl}"*

He heaved himself to his feet un-
steadily, made for a ditch where
there was a glitter ot water, and
bathed th2 tender side of his head.
The water revived him; save for a
cut under his hair, no serious damage
was done, theugh the blow might
easily have cracked a weaker skull.

“l don’t see that I shine much, ovar
this job,” said Billy despondently;
“they sure handed it to me. Got right
under my guard. Never thought of a
woman sharing in a hold-up; an’ yet I
guess it'’s been done before.”

H2 picked up the pistol, was about
to pocket it, but altered his mind and
flung it in the ditch. The other auto-
matic was nowhere to be seen. Billy
walked towards the Sphinx, the head-
lamp of which was now in darkness.
His hand swung against a large lump
projecting from the sid2 of his coat.
He halted and dragged out the leather
case. Billy had forgotten its exist-
ence,

“Why, here’s something saved from
the wreck!” ‘hz2 exclaimed. “They
couldn’t have seen me get it!”

He dropped on one knee, opened the
case, and switched the little 2lectric
torch over it.

Billy gave a stifled gasp. On a bed
of cream silk velvet reposed a neck-
lace of amethysts, ending in a loop
of nine superb '2meralds that shone
with changing green fires under the

. torch’s glow. Billy was not an expert

in gems, but he guessed that these
were such as a prince might be proud
to own.

“This is th2 darnedest game I ever
was up against,” he said dazedly, re-
turning the case carefully to his
pocket,

He made a rapid examination of the
Sphinx, and at once became aware
of Calamity Kate’'s handiwork. In
spite of the best int2ntions, however,
had overesti-
mated the vulnerability both of Billy’s

skull and his motorcycle. She had
done some damage, but had missed

the more vital parts of thz2 Sphinx.
After ten minutes’ work Billy’s ca-
pable hands restored the machine to
fair running order, and he rode away
down the lane. Both lamps were out
of action, |

Any furthar pursuit of the thieves
he put aside as a useless proposition.
He had a vague :1 a that they had
gone hours ago: i-' act,-however, he
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| run against the cops now,

an awful mess!

L
~Tnere’s only on2 thing to do,” said
Billy, “ag’ that's—"

A disconcerting thought flashed
through his mind. The bumping of
the jewel-case against his side sug-
gested it.

“Gee!” he murmured,
Boy Blue, all right.

“I'm Little
>ut if I was to
it'd taksa
a heap of explanation Dbefore they
slugged me. My story’d look pretty
thin. Jewel-case—motorbike—it only
wants one item to complete the out-
fit !”

He turned on to the high road, rap-
idly resolving on a plan of action as
he rode. It was a ﬂ'ﬂml plan, but a
fesww moments Iater it was }H‘n];{rh! S By
UDSeT i unin, S o o Pl e
to. mtaniioe toan
41} ey, and as he tnraad In the direc-
tion ul the latter DBilly became aware
of someone running toward him along
the road—a dark figure, with a pe-
culiar moving gleam of whiteness
about it. He stopped the Sphinx im-
mediatzly and thrust out his feet to
steady himself,

The dark figure checked
stride, hesitated, and
to bolt back again.

“Partner!” cried Billy
went. . “Is that you?”

The ra2ply was a wild gasp.
breathless, muddy, with

}rl tl[

nearer L O -~a=:-x':;:1[':-.:.

in its

in amaze-

Aimee,
an appre-

ing at the base of her skirt, rushed
up to him and seized his arm.
“Billyl  Oh,”I'm so glad—I'm =0
glad!” she panted.: “Billy, I—I'm in
The absolute limit!”

“How! Why?”
“T was in a house—and it was
burglad”—gulped Aimee, struggling

for breath ‘“they thought it was me—
and I scooted—they’re chasing me.”

It was not a vividly lucid explana-
tion. But Billy's intelligence depart-
ment connected with it at once; It
supplied the missing factors. Befora
he could answer, a pair of lights
flashed into view far down the road,
approaching at speed.

M“Car!” exclaimed Aimee, and with
a note of panic—“Billy, suppose it's
police? If so, they’'ll be looking for
me !” She made a dash for the pil-
lion of the Sphinx, *“Get me out of
this, Billy—start her quick!”

“Not on your life!” said Billy swift-
ly. “That’s the last thing on earth
for you now. Come with me.”

He ran back fifty yards along the
road to a field gate. In a few mo-
ments he had it open, thrust the
Sphinx through, let ha2r fall behind
the hedge, and dragged Aimee with
him into the ditch, They had hardly
gained that cover when the car swept
by with a roar, showing a glimpse of
police helmets scudding past the low
rampart of thorn fz2nce., The majesty
of law and order, sweeping inexorably
through the night. A rattle, a hoot,
and it was gone.

In the ditch there was painful si-
lence. Billy mechanically felt his

bulging pocket, glanced for a moment
at the Sphinx, and then stara2d blankly
at Almee,

“Close call, partner,” he observed.

“] thought it must be they,” said
Aimee breathlessly. “I wonder they
haven’'t called out th2 military as weil,
All the countryside seems to be chas-
ing me! Billy!” she said, with a sus-
picious tremble in her voice, “you’ll
help me, won't you? I'll tell you about
it. I—I've kept it from you, but ]
won't any longer. I—"

Billy laid a hand on h2ar arm,

“Amy,” he said quietly, “just repeat
this piece to yourself. Say: ‘I'm safe,
my partner's lookin’ after me.
that? TI’ll see. you through; you've
nothin’ to worry for at all. But we
can't talk here. We've got to bzaat it.”

He picked up the Sphinx,

“Follow close after me,
quiet.,”

He wheeled the machine along thz
field path at a run, passed through
another gate, crossed a stretch of
heathery common-land, and made for
a small copse at the foot of the slope.
Aimzae trotted behind silently, with an
odd sense of relief and security. Billy
would see it through. He had said so.
He halted by the copse, and ‘lgoked
round to make sure of hils bearings.

“It ought to be close handy hersa,”
he said. “Yes—I've got it)”

an’ keep

Fle pushed on to a small bosky dell |

which led into a series of old crag-
pits, masked with brambles. Aimee
wondered how h2 could find his way
so confidently in the dark; she had
not the remotest idea where she was.

“Wait here g minute. TI1l come
back for you,” said Billy.

He wheel2d the Sphinx away along
a scarcely visible path, and presently
returned without it.

“lI was fooling around here on an
off day, first time I came to Stanhoe,”
he said, “an’ I lit on something that’s
goin’ to be mighty useful. The old
Sphinx has got to disappear for a bit,

- an’ you'll soon understand why. Fol-

low behind; there’'s only room for one
at a time)”

He led the way through the bram-
bles and, pressing ahead, turned on
the light of his pocket torch cau-
tiously. Aimee, close at his hzels,
presently found herself in the en-
trance of a sandy cave with a very
small mouth, screened hy rough
creeper and brush.

“Thersz's qexeml of these around
here,” said Billy, “but this is one you
don’t. find unless you hunt for it with
a sounding pole. It’s a heap quieter
spot than the high roads tonight. Sup-
pose we sit down.”

They seated themselves on the
powdered erag in th2 cave's mouth.

“It's time to show down our hands,
partner,” said Billy. “Do you mind
putting me wise? Don't leave any-
thing out. . I want the facts.”

" Aimee was silent ‘some moments.
She found it difficult to begin.

“It was like this, Billy.”

She plunged into the tale, and went
through it from beginning to end—
leaving out nothing. It took some
time. She could hardly see Billy in
the gloom. He made no comments;
ha was so silent that sometimes she
wondered if he was there. Billy was,
for a :LilIIE, too flabbergasted to speak.

At the. finish, she heard a stifled,
grunting noise, a sense of something
shaking. It seemed to touch a spring
in Aimee. She bowed her head on
her knees and laughed till her ChEEkE
were wet,

“Haven’t I torn it!” sha moaned.

seemed about

Got

| be too much explaining to do.

Billy wiped his eyes with his sleeves. | thie .gearest tning that ever lived—Iin

“An’ you can laugh,” he said, with
intense delight, “after all that!
but you're the stuff! Sand right
through. You'’re all right. As long
as you can laugh, the Red Gods'll
stimd by you! An’ so will I. I'm ones
of ‘e -

“I:’nlll:»T There's nothing but you |
between me and those beastly police. |

Aimee Gave a Little Cry.

But I'll bet it’s enough. What's to be
done?”

“Hear my side of it!” said Billy,
dropping on his knees and producing
the Jjewel case. “Here's the first
ltem !""

He opened the case and shone the
torch upon it. Aimee gave a little
cry. Billy explained briefly how he
had ecome by the gems. He said little
about the struggle: that point was as
csore as the side of his head. The best
of us have our pride.

“One of them knocked me out fur §

spell, and like a fool 1 let 'em get
away,” he said. *“I guess I didn't get
all the goods, but this looks like ar
ace flush to me.”

“How splendid you are!” cried Ai-
mee, a catch in her voice. “Why,
those will be the Lambe emeralds.
I've heard of them—everybody has.
They belong to my Aunt Erythea!”

“Then I shouldn’'t wonder if they
scooped the jack-pot. But there’s
some high cards out against us. See
here., We had to run for it. Here's
the police prancin’ over the country
aftear a man and a woman on a motor-
cycle—for I guess they must be wise
to it. Here’s me with the stuff in my
pocket, and you with a dress sample
in the hands of the sleuth-hounds.
Been the station-house for ours, if
they’'d got us just now—an’ there'd
We'd
have hit the cells for the night, sure.
No place for you, partner., And all
the newspapers spreading themselves
over it.” - |

“I know, It's f-fearful!”
“Not a bit!” criad Billy. “For now
you can get in ahead of the cops.

Don’t you see? Put your folks wise
to it—lay dewn all your cards. You're
Lord Scroope’s daughter—you ain’t a
burglar. Give it them straight. I'll
stand by an’ see you through.”

“But—I can’t, Billy! It’'ll all have
to come out, then. Every bit of it,”
said Aimee with a gasp.

“Why, of course it will! It was
bound to come out anyway, soon or
late. You didn’t think you could Keep
up this Jervaulx racket? 1 don’'t see
any way you could do that. But you
can keep it in the family. You've got
to face the music,”

There was a long pause.

“I—ecan’t,” said Aimee,
audibly.

Billy

scarcely

was amazed. If it had not
heén so dark—and an incredible sup-
position in any case—he would have
supposed from her voice that she was
crying, 3

“You
deringly.

“Of a row? No! It isn’t that,”

Billy sat down beside her.

“What is it then, partner?’ he
gently,

“T never thought of it—till Georgie
told me,” said Aimee in stifled tones.

“Told you what?”’ he answered qui-
etly. “What's the trouble?”

“About Et.l},lnrg there. I—Ivy cot-
tage!”

Billy moved gihightly.

“I—I don’t quite get you,”

“lI can’t tell Dad!” Aimee put her
hands over her eyes and burst into
tears. - “I daren’t! - Billy, what am 1

aren’'t afraid?”’ he said won-

said

he s=aid.

.....

CHAPTER XII
A Gambler’s Chance.

Billy stared straight before him.
When at last he found his voice, it
had so dazed a tone that Aimee hardly
recognized it. He laid a hand on her
shoulder.

‘“This thing’s got me guessing,” said
Billy slowly, “I—I don’t know what—"

“Of course, you never thought twice
about it. And no more did I!” said
Aimee. ‘I didn’t care! And I don’t
care now! or I wouldn't if it wasn’t
for Dad. But people—it’s all this mis-

erable sentiment — that's what's
wrong.”
“Yes?”’ said Billy dizzily. “Well—"

“And now—why, the police are loolk-
ing for a man and woman on a motor-
cycle, and they’ll find out we were
at Ivy cottage. -They'll get my de-
scription, And even when they find
out who I really am’— '

Billy drew in his breath sharply.

“Georgie told me it was my finish—
even before this silly burglary hap-
pened,” continued Aimee gloomily.
“Georgie knows about these sort of

things. It isn’t the burglary that mat-
ters. I could get over that. It’s this—

this other thing.”

Billy was silent.

“The idea 18,” continued Aimee, with
the same remarkable calm, “that I've
lost my character; like a housemaid

that’s been stealing; or a groom
caught selling the corn. Only 1
haven't been caught—yet. _

“But—if Dad knew! You don't

swift as a striking snake. The chunk | | | “And 1 downed Cousin Alexander— | know my father, Billy. I couldn’t ex- -
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his way. But he belongs to a time
about two hundred vears back. Mother
would understand; but not Dad. It’s
his creed that a .ﬁul mustn’'t be even—
suspected, It was only tonight Geor-
gina told me this thing would—well,
it would break his heart., And I know
him: I see she's right. If you and
I_I“.l

“Stop!” said Billy hoarsely. “Don’t
say any more, I—I've got to think

' this thing out.”

Aimee found that he had suddenly
left her. Presently she became aware
of the outlines of bis big figure, stand-

ing mctionless just outside the cave |

He was there quite a long time. Al-
mee sat where she was, twisting her
handkerchief between her fingers, She
felt very much calmer. The trouble
and the stress were now with Billy.
He came back, and stood over her,
“I'm a coyote,” he said quietly.
“What I need i8 a quirt laid across

me. I've been a fool.”

“Not a bit!” =said Aimee quickly.
“How should you knoew?”

“It was my business to know!

There Isn’'t any excuse.
are so different, where I come from.
And I don't know anything
women. We think a lot of women,
down my way, but we don’t talk about
them—much. Partner, this thing I've
let you in for thmugh my foolish-
ness—it’s broken me all up.”

“Because I'm Lord Scroope’s daugh-
ter?”

“No!” said Billy sHortly., “Be the
same if you were his housemaid. But

It's up to me to see you clear—you
and him, too. And I'll do it.” :

His voice was so confident that
Aimee’s trouble fell away from her,
as a sun-ripened chestnut sheds its
prickly husk.

“What are we to do then, Billy?”

“It seems to me,” said Billy gently,
“that the simplest way is the best
way. Let’'s you an’ me go to the old
man. No use talkin’ about it here.
I'll put it straight for you, partner.”

"NGI"

“TI hope I can make him see sense—
even if he’'s two hundred years old,
as you say. It's all my fault. It isn't
yours—not one scrap of it. I won't
say much—but come right along with
me to your father now—an’ leave the
talking to me.”

Aimee rose,

“Never! I won’'t have it, Billy!”
she said desperately. “I don’t know—
I don’t know what you might say. If
it comes out I'm done for anyhow;
I'm going to take the chance that it
won't! There must be a way to stop
it—there must be some way.

“It’'s my trouble—mine!
won’'t have it given away.”

Billy drew a quick breath and
straightened himself.

“Right!” he said. *“Those are the
orders. I accept them., I s’pose a
man can't give away a girl’'s secret,
if she wants it kept. I know that
much.”

“Why, of course,” said Aimee Sim-
ply. “But will you please understand,
Billy, that I'm not going to drag you
into this. The best thing you can do
is to get away out of it all. I shall
manage all right. I don’t want to—"

“Cut that out,” said Billy very qui-
etly: = “It don't . go.” . There: 'wis A
pause, “I did think, for a while, it
might be best—for you. But that'’s
wrong. I've got to be right on hand,

And I

for I'll be wanted. Now hold on while
I tell you what we've got to do.”

“Yes?’ said Aimee eagerly.

Billy stretched out a long arm,
plucked a leaf from the bramble that
screened the cave, and chewed it pen-
sively.

“There’s just a gambler’s chance,”
‘he said at last. *“It's pretty thin—
like drawing to a three-card flush.
But it's wonderful how they come off
sometimes, if you back your lueck,
good an’ full.”

He flashed the torch round the walls
of the cave.

“What d’you think of this place?”

“It’s—snug.”

“Snug !”
“That’'s you! It would give some
women fits. But you've sand. Do you
think,” he added diffidently, “that you
could make out here for a
you sleep here?”

the way along the L"ne which turned
in a long curve, nmumng to a very
small space. At the end stood the
Sphinx.

“She’ll have to stay here, too.
There’s a bit of risk to that—but very
little. We can’t help it. In the pan-

nier-case you’ll find iron rations, a
can-opener, biscuits, an’ chocolate, 1
always carry those. Down the pit
yonder, just by the alder bush, is a
spring of water., That settles sup-
plies.

“Now, the first deal is to keep you
right out of the way. For a few
hours, perhaps for a day or more—
I can’t say how long. But we've got
to put up a bluff. And you’ll be at
least as safe here as anywhere in the
British isles.

“Our best chance is that the police
may get the bracelets onto the real
thieves right away. I'm net much
stuck on that chance. Police, wher-
ever you strike ’em, are—well, they're
just police. We're in a lot more dan-
ger from them than that dead-beat
who broke into Jervaulx, and the fe-
male rattlesnake he had along. The
police mustn’t get you, at any price.
And—they mustn’t get me either.
Only there’'s more to it than that.
Half a hundred things. There's a
mighty tangled deal in front of me.

“Now, I'm going to sail right in. All
you've got to do is lie here in this
cache till about seven or eight o’clock.
I’ll be back here by then. If I'm not,”
said Billy quietly, “it’ll be because
I've fallen through. You bet your life
I won't. But—if I don’'t get here by

then, you must throw your hand in,
Just get straight to your father, best
way you can. Do you promise that?”

“Y-yes! DBut tell me what you're
going to do, Billy!” she said breath-
lessly.,

“I can’t tell you anything. I'll have
to play the hand as it’s dealt me: it
just depends how the cards fall. And
don't you worry any!” he said ear-
nestly. “If you get doubtful or scary,
just wash it right out. of your mind,

an’ say this: ‘Billy’s running the thing

for me, an’ he'll see me thrﬂugh I M
off. Shake!”
With a sudden geﬂture Aimee put |

both her hands in hig2 ge ggﬂ.“_g*them
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echoed Billy admiringly.

bit? Could |
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“Certainly I could. Why, they'll |
never find me—!”
“Come up here,” said Billy, leading
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a crusning grip,
sunniest smile.

“We sure are seein’ life, partner!”
he chuckled.

Aimee replied with a rather tremu-
lous laugh. The next moment Billy
had dropped her hands, and was gone.

Once clear of the crag-pits, Billy
made for the road by another route.
While climbing a gate he glanced at
the Iuminous dial of his wrist wateh,
and emitted a whistle -of consterna-
tion. Almee’s account of herself was
absorhing, but he did not realize till
now what an unconscionable  time
they had spent in the cave. The night
was nearing its close,

Billy avoided the roads. He struck
1~i::'hl across country and reached Ivy
cottage with as little lpss of time as
possible. But the eastern sky was
rapidly lightening when he arrived.
Entering the garden with extreme caup-

tion, Biliy found everything quiet. He
climbed the treiiis. deftly, and heaved
himself through Aimee’s window.

With a certain sense of embarrass-
ment «Billy ‘swept the walls with his
unhooked the blue dust-cloak
that hung on the door, folded it small,
and packed it inside his jacket, That
was the main object of the expedition.

He also annexed a cake of soap, a
towel and a brush and comb—these
latter he had himself bought for Aimee
at Syderford on- the first morning.
Billy again descended the trellis,
raked over his footprints carefully,
and with all possible speed shook the
mud of Ivy cottage from his feet.

It was broad daylight when he had
crossed the fields and came within
sigcht of Jervaulx abbey. He hid the
cloak and its accessories under a thorn
bush, glanced at his watch again,
seated himself under the hedge, and
lit a cigarette. '

He drew the jewel case from his
pocket and examined the necklace,
thoughtfully emitting puffs of smoke.
Then he replaced the case in his
pocket and finished his cigarette, his
smooth forehead wrinkling into tiny
lines. Finally he rose and walked
briskly towards the entrance lodge of
Jervaulx,

There was no electric bell in the
great porch. He pulled a pendant
handle of wrought iron, and was an-
swered by an archaic clanging inside.
After a brief pause the doors were
thrown ,open by Tarbeaux the butler,
He looked at Billy inquiringly.

“] want to see the proprietor—on
urgent business,” said Billy. “Is he
up yet?’

“If you mean Lady Erythea Lambe,”
said Mr. Tarbeaux with dignity, ‘“her
ladyship has not yet risen.”

“l am g stranger here,” said Billy,
“but what I want you to do is get a
message to her ladyship that it will
be worth her while to see me as soon
as convenient. Say I've important
news about some property that's miss-
ing from nere.”

Mr. Tarbeaux became more alert.

“Come this way,” he said, and Billy
followed him. |

In less than ten minutes Lady Ery-
thea arrived, pallid after her night of
stress, but unconquerable, clad in a
purple wrap. Billy turned to face
that tremendous presence.

“What do you wanl to see me
about?’ she said sternly.

And orUxe mro e |

Billy Laid Before Her the Lambe Em--
eralds.

opened the leather case and Iaid be-
fore her the Lambe emeralds.

CHAPTER XIlII
“Very Good, My Lady.”

“Do these interest you, madame¥®”
said Billy simply.

Lady Erythea stared as though the
green gems hypnotized her. Then,
with a little gasp of joy, she lifteg&
them from the case with trembling
fingers. It was one of the rare occa-
sions of her life when Lady Erythes
exhibited emotion,

She laid down the necklace and
looked at Billy as one might regard
a materialized angel. Before she
could speak, however, Mr. Alexander
Lambe entered the room.

It has been said that Mr. Lambe'®
eyes were large, They expanded im-
describably when he saw the Lambe-
necklace lying on the table. He closeg:

the door softly behind him, and ap--

proached the table in an awestruck:
manner,

He glanced from the emeralds teo-
Lady Erythea’s face, and then, some--
what sternly, at Billy.

“How did you come by these?” sai@
Lady Erythea, pointing to the em-
eralds. Suddenly she presented the-
ear-trumpet at Billy. “Explain!™

The ear-trumpet startled Billy &
little, He felt—so he declared to-
Aimee afterward—as if Lady Erythea
had the drop on him, But his face,
as he answered, was ingenuous a8 B
baby’s.

“I was passing by your park gates
early this morning, on my way to Sy--
derford. It was past one, an’ the
housé was dark. When I got to the-
place where the lane turns imte the
road I heard a motorcycle coming up»
behind, h—l
quick,” said Billy, turning pink. *1E
came right by me, pretty near out of.
control. It hadn’'t any lights, theye®
was a bend just ahead, an’ I heard
it erash,”

i ' Bill
With his sunniest smile, y {To be Contintadi E_
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At Parties

Guests always stay for it and
Jjoy reigns supreme when they’

GILL BROS.
Ice Cream

Nﬂthmg so dainty, so easily
served nor so refreshing as brick
Ice
hour arrives at your next party,
dinner or scciable.

Fancy Moulds For Special Occasions

Cream when refreshment

Phone 290,

GILL BROS.

Chestertown, -Md.

We Deliver
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I wish to thank my customers for their patronag
and ask them to continue with our new firm.

Have a good supply of Gar-
den Seed, all kinds ot iLiar-
ness, Diamond Automobile
Tires, Dry Goods, Notions,
John Deere line of Imple-
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ments, and anything that
belongs to a country store.

We can handle your Butter and
Eggs and will give top notch pl‘1068+

Come and call on us and see for yourself
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Hadaway & Hadaway,

Successors to Wm. Hadaway,

WORTON
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