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OU’RE a bit of a Bohemian, West.”  

“I m

“Most men are,” was the answer 
spoken somewhat boisterously. 
ean a bit added to the average,” said 

Lauderdale. “I’ve found a place in Soho where 
they give you an excellent dinner at a 
ridiculous price, where you can rub shoulders 
with genius as yet unrecognized, and look at 
beauty, the real thing, not the kind that must 
wear an expensive frock to get it into the 
beauty class at all. Will you dine there with 
me to-night?” 

“It sounds attractive,” West said. 
“Paris without the trouble of crossing the 

channel. Meet me at the Criterion, that will be 
handy for you. Seven o’clock.” 

“Right.” 
They had met in Whitehall. Lauderdale 

was in the War-Office, and was returning 
from lunch; West had just left that building 
and was not in the best of tempers. 
Officialdom had become annoyed that he had 
not performed a miracle. A night off would do 
him good. 

The place in Soho called itself Le Chien 
Rouge, and was not quite up to Lauderdale’s 

eulogy. The genius was of the longhaired and 
rather dilapidated sort, and might never 
receive recognition nor deserve it, while the 
beauty was a little vulgar and unreserved. 
Other men had discovered the place as well as 
Lauderdale, and had found it a very good start 
to an evening’s frolic. Certainly the dinner 
was excellent, the entertainers above the 
average, and the sense of relaxation was rather 
pleasant. 

“It will soon be spoiled,” said Lauderdale; 
“but at present I like it. And it is rather 
amusing to speculate what the history of some 
of these people is.” 

“Most of them would be delighted to tell 
you if you asked, I fancy,” said West. “Not the 
truth, perhaps, but something, probably, with a 
romantic note in it.” 

“I dare say; but I should back my 
imagination. Genius often travels a sordid 
road, and beauty, well, the way is fairly thorny 
for beauty as a rule.” 

“Didn’t know you were a philosopher, 
Lauderdale.” 

“Live and learn, my dear chap. Now, that 
girl at the table in the corner yonder, what’s 
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her history?” 
“By the way she has been watching us I 

should say she would willingly change her 
place at the present moment.” 

“Fed up with her present company, eh. I 
don’t wonder; still, I don’t feel like that sort of 
entertainment this evening, do you?” 

“Not a bit. I seldom do.”  
“We are birds of a feather, West. I like to 

watch the passing show and keep aloof from 
the crowd. This is the kind of place to meet 
some of the beggars you are always after.” 

“You’ve been reading sensational fiction, 
Lauderdale.” 

“Not I. Life is quite sensational enough 
without that. We are full of it at the War-
Office occasionally. We are at the present 
moment. There is a rumor going about that 
some plans of a quick-firing gun have 
disappeared. Heard anything about it?”  

He had lowered his voice, but West 
glanced quickly round him. 

“Not quite the place to talk about it, is it?” 
“No, I suppose not; but my word, West, 

you give yourself away. It is evidently not 
only in fiction that such places as this are of 
interest to hunters of your game.” 

They lingered over their coffee and 
liqueurs, talking art, which was Lauderdale’s 
hobby. The girl from the table in the corner 
smiled at them as she passed out with her 
companions. The room was emptying. 

“I was speaking of prints just now,” said 
Lauderdale. “If you are not keen on going to a 
show, what do you say to coming to my rooms 
and looking at some prints of mine. I have got 
a quiet little hole over a shop off Oxford 
Street. It is really rather jolly, and suits my 
pocket.” 

“Certainly I’ll come. Theaters and music-
halls are off just now. I have been having a 
round of them.” 

They helped each other on with their 
overcoats in the vestibule—Le Chien Rouge 
was deficient in service of this kind—and, 
going out, hailed a passing taxi. 

Lauderdale’s hole off Oxford Street was 
cozy enough, but somewhat bizarre. The shop 
below sold second-hand furniture, and his 
sitting-room suggested that some of the pieces 
for sale had been stored here. There was no 
scheme or arrangement worth mentioning. 
The wails were covered with prints, mostly 
bad ones, West thought, but he was not quite 
certain enough of his knowledge to stop his 
companion’s enthusiasm. 

“A drink won’t hurt us,” said Lauderdale, 
“and you’ll find those cigars quite good. There 
is a fellow in the city gets them for me, and 
the price I pay suggests humbug somewhere. I 
don’t believe they’ve paid duty.” 

“Very wrong, but it shall not prevent my 
sampling them,” said West. 

“See if that is to your liking,” and 
Lauderdale passed him a whisky and soda. 
“And going back to the rumor of that quick-
firing gun—by the way, you didn’t say 
whether you had heard anything about it.” 

“No. Forgive me, but shop is the one thing 
I never allow myself to talk about.” 

“Quite right; but it is not my shop exactly, 
and I have a theory about the business. I said it 
was a rumor, but you can take it from me, the 
plans have been stolen.” 

“And what is your theory?”  
As it was with regard to the finding of 

these plans that the War-Office seemed to 
expect Valentine West to work a miracle, he 
was inclined to listen to any theory. 

“I get you interested, do I?” laughed 
Lauderdale. “That tells tales. My theory is 
this. Some fellow in the War-Office, having 
made up papers to look like the plans, watched 
for and got his opportunity of putting the sham 
in the place of the real.” 

“That is not a theory, that is the obvious.” 
“You have been thinking about it, then. 

What should you say if I could put my hand 
on the man?” 

“Offer you a partnership in my job.” 
“The reward is not big enough,” said 

Lauderdale. “You think I am guessing; well, 
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look here.” 
From an inner pocket he took an envelope, 

sealed and official looking. 
“Those are the plans, West. I am the man 

who took them.” 
“Is this a jest.” 
“No, just fact. More, I know you are after 

those plans, and should not be very surprised 
to hear that you have been talked to severely 
for not having put your hand on them before 
this. Look at the packet. It is sealed in a 
special way you will notice. You will know 
that it is genuine.” 

He threw it on the table and West took it 
up. The most casual glance convinced him 
that they were the lost plans. They were in a 
special envelope, specially sealed. He 
continued to examine the packet carefully, not 
because he had any doubt, but to have time to 
think. 

“I am rather pleased with my cleverness,” 
Lauderdale went on. “They consider 
themselves so abnormally smart in my place 
that it has been excellent sport opening their 
eyes to their fallibility. It took some doing. It 
was a brainy idea. The sham duplicate has 
deceived them for a day or two, now they are 
pulling every string they know to get that 
packet back, and Valentine West is on the job. 
It makes me laugh.” 

“A joke of this kind is no laughing matter, 
Lauderdale.” 

“That is because you lack imagination. I 
am out to explain the whole business to you. 
You will understand that packet would be a 
dangerous thing to leave about, I thought that 
point out carefully, and also the possibility of 
a search being made in my rooms, so for 
safety I have had a special pocket made in my 
coats. That was a good idea, not new, perhaps, 
but not one generally adopted by fellows in 
the War-Office. Confess, now, you never 
suspected me, West.” 

“I never talk shop to any one.”  
“That is a way out quite unworthy of you,” 

Lauderdale laughed. “Be a sportsman and 

admit you have been done for once; that you 
have come up against a man as smart as you 
are yourself. You can afford the confession 
because you have had a long run of success.” 

“I always admit my failures,” said West. 
“We have not got to the end of this business 
yet.” 

“Very nearly we have. Bluff won’t do; I 
happen to know the facts.” 

“Tell me what you are expecting me to 
do,” said West. “You say this affair is not a 
jest, so I imagine you have repented and want 
me to shield you as much as I can.” 

“No, that is not the idea at all. I am going 
to sell those plans. You may wonder why I 
didn’t get rid of them at once; well, the 
purchasers have only arrived in London to-
day. The sale takes place tonight.” 

West was debating whether the man was a 
fool or a maniac, but did not jump to any hasty 
conclusion. The theft had shown great cunning 
and resource; perhaps a madman’s cunning. 
Lauderdale’s present action seemed to be 
mere egotistical folly, but it was not safe to 
take this for granted.  

“You see, West, my tastes are expensive, 
and in paying me for my services the 
government has not taken this fact into 
consideration,” Lauderdale went on. “That is 
one point. Then this is another little fact which 
it would not have paid me to insist upon. I am 
Irish on my mother’s side, closely connected 
with the Filligan family. You will remember 
the name. Some of them have suffered badly 
for expressing their opinions, so I am not very 
friendly with England on their account. I am 
out to get a little bit of the family’s own back. 
That is why those plans are going to be sold 
to-night.” 

“I do not think they are,” said West, 
putting the envelope in his pocket. 

Lauderdale laughed. 
“And I am going now.” 
Still laughing, Lauderdale put himself 

between the door and his companion, and a 
moment later was looking down a revolver-
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barrel. Still he laughed. 
“My dear West, I should have thought you 

would have been convinced by now that I am 
not a fool. That is an excellent revolver, but it 
is not the one you put into your pocket when 
you left home to-night. I made the exchange 
when I helped you on with your coat at Le 
Chien Rouge. Sleight-of-hand tricks have 
been a hobby with me for years—I often do a 
turn in the cause of charity at suburban 
concerts. That revolver is loaded in every 
chamber, but with dud cartridges.” 

“Shooting is not the only way,” said West, 
springing upon his companion. 

Lauderdale was a powerful man, and he 
was not taken by surprise. 

“I think I should get the best of it in a 
rough and tumble,” he said; “but I have 
sufficient respect for you not to take any 
chances.” 

He whistled. From an inner room came 
three men, the three who had been the 
companions of the girl at Le Chien Rouge. 

“You are an observant fellow, West, so I 
need not introduce you,” said Lauderdale. “I 
see you recognize my friends. The lady is not 
here. I am meeting her a little later for supper 
when our business is finished.” 

Valentine West snapped open the revolver 
to make sure that Lauderdale had spoken the 
truth. He had. They were dud cartridges right 
enough, and he tossed the weapon on to the 
table. He was up against a tough proposition; 
tougher than he knew. He had never suspected 
Lauderdale. He had not told Amos Free where 
he was dining, nor with whom. These men 
would certainly do their best to keep him 
silent and inactive until they had made good 
their escape. Like an utter fool he had walked 
into a trap, and there was irony in the thought 
that the stolen plans were at this moment in 
his possession. Could he defend them? Could 
he keep them? In spite of the odds against 
him, could he win out of this dilemma? 

“I’ll trouble you for the packet, West,” 
said Lauderdale. “It is something that you 

have been allowed to handle it.” 
Lauderdale appeared to have read his 

thoughts. For a moment West hesitated, then 
very slowly he took out the packet and put it 
on the table. 

“I yield to superior force,” he said. 
Lauderdale took it up and handed it to one 

of the men. 
“Examine it, monsieur.” 
He might have been a Frenchman, but he 

had Spanish blood in his veins, West thought. 
He appeared to be the leader of the trio, and 
was a sinister, cold-blooded-looking 
individual. His companions were more blatant 
villains, more like paid desperadoes than 
master criminals. To what government were 
these plans being sold. To know this would be 
worth something, and in watching the man as 
he examined the envelopes and seals, he 
forgot his own position for the moment. The 
man was businesslike. It was not the first time 
he had handled stolen documents. 

“Good,” he said. “We have done business 
together before, Mr. Lauderdale, and it was 
very satisfactory.” 

“You will be making West curious,” was 
the answer. “He never talks shop. I will follow 
his example and not mention my past 
enterprises.” 

“There is the money, Mr. Lauderdale, in 
notes. It is not necessary to count it. If there 
should be a mistake it can be rectified.” 

Lauderdale took the bundle of notes and 
thrust it into his pocket. 

“Into the inner secret pocket, West,” he 
said. “It is quite safe. I suppose you are feeling 
pretty bad over this affair.” 

“I am sorry for you.” 
“Oh, drop that,” was the answer with 

sudden savagery. “Bluff is no good with me. 
Under any circumstances you’re the kind of 
man it does one good to get the better of. 
You’re an American and too cocksure of 
yourself, and you annoy me. You are so fond 
of springing surprises on the people who 
employ you, and think yourself so darned 
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clever, that you take mighty good care not to 
give yourself away before-hand. If you have 
ever suspected me, which I do not believe, I 
know perfectly well you wouldn’t mention it. 
I know your methods. I have made it my 
business to study them rather closely. I shall 
turn up at Whitehall to-morrow without any 
fear. That surprises you, eh?” 

“It does rather,” and West spoke no more 
than the truth. He was beginning to have some 
respect for the completeness of this madman’s 
scheme. 

“I have sold the plans to the 
representatives of a continental syndicate,” 
Lauderdale went on. “Later no doubt the 
syndicate will sell them to the highest bidder 
which, seeing this country’s interest in the 
gun, may be Britain. The syndicate is 
cosmopolitan, neutral, whatever you like to 
call it. It has no favorite among the nations. It 
is out to buy secrets and to crush any one who 
is dangerous to its enterprises. Once or twice 
you have come near to spoiling its business. 
You are clever enough to be wanted out of the 
way. That is why I shall turn up in Whitehall 
to-morrow without fear.” 

“It is an interesting plot,” said West, 
speaking calmly but realizing his danger. 

“Worked out in detail,” was the answer. “I 
don’t know whether you have tumbled to the 
fact that these are not my rooms. They are just 
hired for this purpose by the syndicate. There 
is no one in the shop below, to-morrow there 
will be no one in these rooms either.” 

“No one alive you mean,” said West. He 
knew he was in a desperate strait, but he could 
lose nothing by facing the peril courageously. 
“There is one thing I should like to know, 
Lauderdale. You are evidently convinced that 
I had no suspicion of you—” 

“I am dead sure of that or you wouldn’t 
have entered the trap so easily.” 

“Then why should you be so anxious to 
make an end of me? It cannot be because I 
happen to be an American.” 

“Were you not instrumental in bringing a 

Filligan to the gallows? This is the payment. I 
haven’t a shadow of regret. I go to supper, 
you—” 

“Ah, speculation on that point puzzles 
you,” said West. “I am glad I have the full 
explanation. In exchange I will give you one 
piece of advice. Don’t go to Whitehall to-
morrow, you will regret it if you do.” 

“Bluff to the last.” 
“No,” said West. “If you are foolish 

enough to go, beware of the man with the 
carnation.” 

“Oh, go to the devil.” 
“I hope to take another road,” was the 

quiet retort. 
Lauderdale went out, and as he did so one 

of the men went quickly toward the door to 
prevent West making an attempt at escape. 
The Frenchman with the packet still in his 
hand stood by the table. 

“You are no coward, I’m sure, M. West. I 
regret that your death is necessary. 
Unfortunately I have no alternative. I am 
acting under instructions. The interests of the 
syndicate must be considered, and the promise 
given to Mr. Lauderdale is binding. Your 
death is part of the payment for these plans.” 

He produced a revolver and examined it. 
“You evidently trust Mr. Lauderdale,” said 

West. 
“Implicitly. He has already been very 

useful.” 
“I fancy the thought of meeting a man 

with a carnation to-morrow will give him an 
uneasy night.” 

West fervently hoped so. Furious with 
himself for being so easily trapped; he had 
tried to frighten his trapper. There was no such 
person as the man with a carnation. He wished 
there was. The bluff was poor satisfaction 
even if it did make Lauderdale uneasy. 

“I think not,” said the Frenchman. “He 
seems to have beaten you altogether. I am 
rather surprised. I thought you were a much 
more difficult man to deal with. Your bluff—
is that what you call it?—will not make him 
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afraid of you.” 
“But it may help to make him afraid of 

you,” said West. 
“Of me?” 
“I suppose the syndicate would be fairly 

mad if it paid money for worthless paper?” 
“It hasn’t.” 
“Lauderdale has beaten me or I should not 

be here, but he has beaten you too, I fancy. He 
has your money, you have that envelope. You 
have not opened it to see you have got what 
you paid for.” 

“A little more bluff, eh, M. West? It does 
not move me. I know by the official mark and 
seals what I have bought and so do you. You 
recognized it the moment Mr. Lauderdale 
showed it to you. I was listening and heard 
from the room yonder.” 

“Monsieur, I would remind you of 
something else Lauderdale said. The sham 
packet had deceived the War-Office. I should 
advise you to break the seals and examine 
those papers. If you know where Lauderdale is 
supping to-night you may have time to catch 
him before he has finished, and get your 
money back.” 

The Frenchman hesitated. He looked 
keenly at West, glanced sharply at his 
companions to assure himself they were on the 
alert to prevent trickery and escape, then he 
broke the seals. He was deliberate as he drew 
the papers from the envelope. He opened the 
first slowly, the others quickly, and let the lot 
fall on to the table. 

They were all blank paper. 
“Tricked!” he cried with a savage oath. 
“Both of us,” said West quickly. 
The man standing by the door had started 

forward a pace. His attitude had a crouch in it, 
like an animal ready to spring. Lauderdale 
could be dealt with later; it did not alter the 
purpose concerning the man who was in their 
power now, it merely emphasized the need for 
quick action. The man was ready expecting 
the Frenchman’s signal. 

Valentine West knew his peril. The man’s 

attitude convinced him that murder was 
intended to be silent, strangulation or the 
knife. It had not been intended to run the risk 
of interruption from the street by using 
firearms. These two were no more than hired 
assassins, experts at their work. He knew a 
false move must prove fatal. There was just 
one chance of salvation and only one. He 
stood perfectly still, calculating distance and 
time in small fractions. At the moment he 
moved he knew the attack would come. He 
must make no mistake. 

Suddenly he sprang forward, his arm shot 
out across the table and he had the revolver 
the Frenchman had put down when he opened 
the envelope. 

“If your men move I shoot you,” said 
West. 

The Frenchman, stunned by Lauderdale’s 
trickery, was wholly taken by surprise. 

The man by the door moved, and in a 
moment had reeled back against the wall with 
a cry of pain, a bullet through his right arm. 

It was no time to take chances, no moment 
for words. 

“Hands up! Every one of you!” West 
cried. 

Then with his left hand he seized from the 
table the revolver containing the dud 
cartridges and, without turning around, hurled 
it at the window behind him. The blind 
stopped it from going through into the street 
below, but the glass was smashed, falling on 
the pavement. 

Some one passing in the street shouted 
excitedly. 

“Police! Police!” West called at the top of 
his voice, paused a moment, then called again. 

For the three men the position had 
suddenly become desperate. The Frenchman 
made a pretense of raising his hands, but 
instead of doing so caught the edge of the 
table to turn it over upon his assailant to 
confuse him and to shield himself at the same 
time. 

At that same instant the other man sprang 
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to the attack. He was the more dangerous of 
the two, and West fired again. His enemy 
stopped as if he had struck some invisible wall 
in his forward rush, stood erect for a moment, 
and then pitched backward over a chair. 

“Get to the wall,” West warned the 
Frenchman, crouching behind the upturned 
table. “I’ll give you five seconds.” 

He obeyed. 
He had ample evidence that he was not 

dealing with a man of words. 
“M. West, you are entirely too 

precipitate,” he said as he took his place 
beside the wounded man against the wall. 
“We are both deceived as you said, and a 
word of explanation—” 

“You can give that later,” was the sharp 
answer. “Stand still and keep quiet, that is all I 
want of you now.” 

A crowd was evidently gathering in the 
street below. 

“Break open the door now,” West shouted. 
A few minutes later two constables with 

half a dozen other men entered the room. 
Neither of the constables knew West, but a 
whispered word made them take prompt 
action, and twenty minutes later West got into 
a taxi in Oxford Street. 

There were officials to interview without 
delay. 

Next morning Valentine West walked to 
the War-Office, and on his way he did an 
unusual thing, he bought a flower for his 
buttonhole—a carnation, and he smiled to 
himself as the girl fastened it in place. 

The same high official who had been 
rather short with him yesterday was 
exceedingly gracious this morning. 

“You must accept congratulations and 
thanks, Mr. West.” 

He accepted both modestly, but did not 
suggest that he had small claim to them nor 
speak of any chance in the success he had 
achieved. He did not confess that he had been 
completely deceived by Lauderdale, that he 
had walked blindly into a trap, and that he had 

only retrieved his mistake at the eleventh 
hour. It was not good for the official mind to 
be told too much. 

“Has Lauderdale come as usual?” he 
asked. 

“Yes. There was nothing to alarm him in 
the papers. As we arranged last night they 
merely stated that a man unknown had been 
found dead in a house off Oxford Street.” 

“Who he believes is me,” said West with a 
smile. “Perhaps you would send for Mr. 
Lauderdale. I think he will have the surprise of 
his life.” 

In answer to the summon? Lauderdale 
came into the room a few minutes later, 
expecting to receive some business 
instructions from his chief. He did not see 
West, who had slipped into a recess and was 
out of his line of vision as he entered. 
Lauderdale said good morning, and his chief, 
not without a sense of the dramatic, pointed to 
the recess. 

Lauderdale turned and then fell back with 
a cry of consternation. 

“You! West!” 
“The man with the carnation,” was the 

quiet answer. “I told you to beware of him. 
The dead man found is one of your 
confederates. That is a surprise to you, but it 
may even surprise you more to know that the 
two who are alive are thirsting for your 
destruction. They were tricked last night. They 
handed you money for nothing. When they 
opened the envelope it contained only blank 
paper.” 

“I—” 
“You can hardly believe it, that is natural 

since you had arranged every detail so 
carefully. You forgot one thing. You are not 
the only person who has thought of a secret 
pocket. I have one. It was into that pocket I 
slipped your packet, and when it was 
demanded from me I took out of an ordinary 
inside pocket the sham packet which I have 
carried ever since the theft was discovered. 
You had made up the sham one so well that 
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you yourself were deceived by it. Incidentally 
you have done your country a great service by 
explaining to me some of the activities of the 
continental syndicate. I dare say you will be 
induced to speak of your other enterprises 
later.” 

 
That evening the papers were full of the 

affair in the house off Oxford Street, and 
Valentine West sat in his room in Bruton 
Street and congratulated himself on his 
escape. He had never expected to play the man 
with the carnation, and was thankful he had 

been able to do so. But what annoyed him 
more than anything which happened to him 
for a long time past was the fact that a man 
like Lauderdale should have tricked him so 
easily. 

“Amos.” 
The man paused in the act of removing the 

crumbs from the table-cloth. 
“Amos, next time I tell you I am going out 

to dinner demand to know where and with 
whom. Don’t forget.” 

“Very well, sir,” and Amos Free went on 
with his work. 

 


