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ENTLE MAN JOE!'

'Why, if it isn't old Jimmy Mc Grath.'

Cas tle's Se lect Tour, rep re sented by seven de pressed-look ing
fe males and three per spir ing males, looked on with con sid er able
in ter est. Ev i dently their Mr Cade had met an old friend. They all
ad mired Mr Cade so much, his tall lean fig ure, his sun-tanned face,
the light-hearted man ner with which he set tled dis putes and ca joled
them all into good tem per. This friend of his now - surely rather a
pe cu liar-look ing man. About the same height as Mr Cade, but thick-
set and not nearly so good-look ing. The sort of man one read about
in books, who prob a bly kept a sa loon. In ter est ing though. Af ter all,
that was what one came abroad for - to see all these pe cu liar things
one read about in books. Up to now they had been rather bored with
Bu l awayo. The sun was un bear ably hot, the ho tel was un com fort able,
there seemed to be nowhere par tic u lar to go un til the mo ment
should ar rive to mo tor to the Matop pos. Very for tu nately, Mr Cade
had sug gested pic ture post cards. There was an ex cel lent sup ply of
pic ture post cards.

An thony Cade and his friend had stepped a lit tle apart.

'What the hell are you do ing with this pack of fe males?' de manded
Mc Grath. 'Start ing a harem?'

'Not with this lit tle lot,' grinned An thony. 'Have you taken a good
look at them?'

'I have that. Thought maybe you were los ing your eye-sight -'

'My eye sight's as good as ever it was. No, this is a Cas tle's Se lect
Tour. I'm Cas tle - the lo cal Cas tle, I mean.'

'What the hell made you take on a job like that?'



'A re gret table ne ces sity for cash. I can as sure you it doesn't suit my
tem per a ment.'

Jimmy grinned.

'Never a hog for reg u lar work, were you?'

An thony ig nored this as per sion.

'How ever, some thing will turn up soon, I ex pect,' he re marked
hope fully. 'It usu ally does.'

Jimmy chuck led.

'If there's any trou ble brew ing, An thony Cade is sure to be in it
sooner or later, I know that,' he said. 'You've an ab so lute in stinct for
rows - and the nine lives of a cat. When can we have a yarn to gether?'

An thony sighed.

'I've got to take these cack ling hens to see Rhodes' grave.'

'That's the stuff,' said Jimmy ap prov ingly. 'They'll come back
bumped black and blue with the ruts in the road, and clam our ing for
bed to rest the bruises on. Then you and I will have a spot or two and
ex change the news.'

'Right. So long, Jimmy.'

An thony re joined his flock of sheep. Miss Tay lor, the youngest and
most skit tish of the party, in stantly at tacked him. 'Oh, Mr Cade, was
that an old friend of yours?'

'It was, Miss Tay lor. One of the friends of my blame less youth.'

Miss Tay lor gig gled. 'I thought he was such an in ter est ing-look ing
man.'

'I'll tell him you said so.'

'Oh, Mr Cade, how can you be so naughty! The very idea! What
was that name he called you?'

'Gen tle man Joe?'

'Yes. Is your name Joe?'

'I thought you knew it was An thony, Miss Tay lor.'



'Oh, go on with you!' cried Miss Tay lor co quet tishly.

An thony had by now well mas tered his du ties. In ad di tion to
mak ing the nec es sary ar range ments of travel, they in cluded sooth ing
down ir ri ta ble old gen tle men when their dig nity was ruf fled, see ing
that el derly ma trons had am ple op por tu ni ties to buy pic ture
post cards, and flirt ing with ev ery thing un der a catholic forty years of
age. The last task was ren dered eas ier for him by the ex treme
readi ness of the ladies in ques tion to read a ten der mean ing into his
most in no cent re marks.

Miss Tay lor re turned to the at tack. 'Why does he call you Joe,
then?'

'Oh, just be cause it isn't my name.'

'And why Gen tle man Joe?'

'The same kind of rea son.'

'Oh, Mr Cade,' protested Miss Tay lor, much dis tressed, 'I'm sure
you shouldn't say that. Papa was only say ing last night what
gen tle manly man ners you had.'

'Very kind of your fa ther, I'm sure, Miss Tay lor.'

'And we are all agreed that you are quite the gen tle man.'

'I'm over whelmed.'

'No, re ally, I mean it.'

'Kind hearts are more than coro nets,' said An thony vaguely,
with out a no tion of what he meant by the re mark, and wish ing
fer vently it was lunchtime.

'That's such a beau ti ful poem, I al ways think. Do you know much
po etry, Mr Cade?'

'I might re cite “The boy stood on the burn ing deck” at a pinch.
“The boy stood on the burn ing deck, whence all but he had fled.”
That's all I know, but I can do that bit with ac tion if you like. “The
boy stood on the burn ing deck -” whoosh - whoosh - whoosh - (the
flames, you see) “Whence all but he had fled -” for that bit I run to
and fro like a dog.'



Miss Tay lor screamed with laugh ter.

'Oh, do look at Mr Cade! Isn't he funny?'

'Time for morn ing tea,' said An thony briskly. 'Come this way.
There is an ex cel lent cafй in the next street.'

'I pre sume,' said Mrs Caldicott in her deep voice, 'that the ex pense
is in cluded in the Tour?'

'Morn ing tea, Mrs Caldicott,' said An thony, as sum ing his
pro fes sional man ner, 'is an ex tra.'

'Dis grace ful.'

'Life is full of tri als, isn't it?' said An thony cheer fully.

Mrs Caldicott's eyes gleamed, and she re marked with the air of one
spring ing a mine:

'I sus pected as much, and in an tic i pa tion I poured off some tea
into a jug at break fast this morn ing! I can heat that up on the spirit-
lamp. Come, Fa ther.'

Mr and Mrs Caldicott sailed off tri umphantly to the ho tel, the
lady's back com pla cent with suc cess ful fore thought.

'Oh, Lord,' mut tered An thony, 'what a lot of funny peo ple it does
take to make a world.'

He mar shalled the rest of the party in the di rec tion of the cafй.
Miss Tay lor kept by his side, and re sumed her cat e chism. 'Is it a long
time since you saw your friend?'

'Just over seven years.'

'Was it in Africa you knew him?'

'Yes, not this part, though. The first time I ever saw Jimmy
Mc Grath he was all trussed up ready for the cook ing pot. Some of the
tribes in the in te rior are can ni bals, you know. We got there just in
time.'

'What hap pened?'

'Very nice lit tle shindy. We pot ted some of the beg gars, and the
rest took to their heels.'



'Oh, Mr Cade, what an ad ven tur ous life you must have led!'

'Very peace ful, I as sure you.'

But it was clear that the lady did not be lieve him.

It was about ten o'clock that night when An thony Cade walked into
the small room where Jimmy Mc Grath was busy ma nip u lat ing
var i ous bot tles.

'Make it strong, James,' he im plored. 'I can tell you, I need it.'

'I should think you did, my boy. I wouldn't take on that job of
yours for any thing.'

'Show me an other, and I'll jump out of it fast enough.'

Mc Grath poured out his own drink, tossed it off with a prac tised
hand and mixed a sec ond one. Then he said slowly: 'Are you in
earnest about that, old son?'

'About what?'

'Chuck ing this job of yours if you could get an other?'

'Why? You don't mean to say that you've got a job go ing beg ging?
Why don't you grab it your self?'

'I have grabbed it - but I don't much fancy it, that's why I'm try ing
to pass it on to you.'

An thony be came sus pi cious.

'What's wrong with it? They haven't en gaged you to teach in a
Sun day school, have they?'

'Do you think any one would choose me to teach in a Sun day
school?'

'Not if they knew you well, cer tainly.'

'It's a per fectly good job - noth ing wrong with it what so ever.'

'Not in South Amer ica by any lucky chance? I've rather got my eye
on South Amer ica. There's a very tidy lit tle rev o lu tion com ing off in
one of those lit tle re publics soon.'

Mc Grath grinned. 'You al ways were keen on rev o lu tions - any thing
to be mixed up in a re ally good row.'



'I feel my tal ents might be ap pre ci ated out there. I tell you, Jimmy,
I can be jolly use ful in a rev o lu tion - to one side or the other. It's
bet ter than mak ing an hon est liv ing any day.'

'I think I've heard that sen ti ment from you be fore, my son. No, the
job isn't in South Amer ica - it's in Eng land.'

'Eng land? Re turn of hero to his na tive land af ter many long years.
They can't dun you for bills af ter seven years, can they, Jimmy?'

'I don't think so. Well, are you on for hear ing more about it?'

'I'm on all right. The thing that wor ries me is why you're not tak ing
it on your self.'

'I'll tell you. I'm af ter gold, An thony - far up in the in te rior.'

An thony whis tled and looked at him.

'You've al ways been af ter gold, Jimmy, ever since I knew you. It's
your weak spot - your own par tic u lar lit tle hobby. You've fol lowed up
more wild-cat trails than any one I know.'

'And in the end I'll strike it. You'll see.'

'Well, ev ery one his own hobby. Mine's rows, yours is gold.'

'I'll tell you the whole story. I sup pose you know all about
Her zoslo vakia?'

An thony looked up sharply. 'Her zoslo vakia?' he said, with a
cu ri ous ring in his voice.

'Yes. Know any thing about it?'

There was quite an ap pre cia ble pause be fore An thony an swered.
Then he said slowly: 'Only what ev ery one knows. It's one of the
Balkan State, isn't it? Prin ci pal rivers, un known. Prin ci pal
moun tains, also un known, but fairly nu mer ous. Cap i tal, Ekarest.
Pop u la tion, chiefly brig ands. Hobby, as sas si nat ing kings and hav ing
rev o lu tions. Last king, Nicholas IV, as sas si nated about seven years
ago. Since then it's been a re pub lic. Al to gether a very likely spot. You
might have men tioned be fore that Her zoslo vakia came into it.'

'It doesn't ex cept in di rectly.'

An thony gazed at him more in sor row than in anger.



'You ought to do some thing about this, James,' he said. 'Take a
cor re spon dence course, or some thing. If you'd told a story like this in
the food old East ern days, you'd have been hung up by the heels and
basti na doed or some thing equally un pleas ant.'

Jimmy pur sued this course quite un moved by these stric tures.
'Ever heard of Count Stylp titch?'

'Now you're talk ing,' said An thony. Many peo ple who have never
heard of Her zoslo vakia would brighten at me men tion of Count
Stylp titch. The Grand Old Man of the Balkans. The great est
states man of mod ern times. The big gest vil lain un hung. The point of
view all de pends on which news pa per you take in. But be sure of this,
Count Stylp titch will be re mem bered long af ter you and I are dust
and ashes, James. Ev ery move and counter move in the near East for
the last twenty years has had Count Stylp titch at the bot tom of it.
He's been a dic ta tor and a pa triot and a states man - and no body
knows ex actly what he has been, ex cept that he's been a king of
in trigue. Well, what about him?'

'He was Prime Min is ter of Her zoslo vakia - that's why I men tioned
it first.'

'You've no sense of pro por tion, Jimmy. Her zoslo vakia is of no
im por tance at all com pared to Stylp titch. It just pro vided him with a
birth place and a post in pub lic af fairs. But I thought he was dead?'

'So he is. He died in Paris about two months ago. What I'm telling
you about hap pened some years ago.'

'The ques tion is,' said An thony, what are you telling me about?'

Jimmy ac cepted the re buke and has tened on. 'It was like this. I
was in Paris - just four years ago, to be ex act. I was walk ing along one
night in rather a lonely part, when I saw half a dozen French toughs
beat ing up a re spectable-look ing old gen tle man. I hate a one-sided
show, so I promptly butted in and pro ceeded to beat up the toughs. I
guess they'd never been hit re ally hard be fore. They melted like
snow!'

'Good for you, James,' said An thony softly. 'I'd like to have seen
that scrap.'



'Oh, it was noth ing much, said Jimmy mod estly. 'But the old boy
was no end grate ful. He'd had a cou ple, no doubt about that, but he
was sober enough to get my name and ad dress out of me, and he
came along and thanked me next day. Did the thing in style, too. It
was then that I found out it wa Count Stylp titch I'd res cued. He'd got
a house up by the Bois.'

An thony nod ded.

'Yes, Stylp titch went to live in Paris af ter the as sas si na tion of King
Nicholas. They wanted him to come back and be pres i dent later, but
he wasn't tak ing any. He re mained sound to his monar chi cal
prin ci ples, though he was re ported to have his fin ger in all the
back stairs pies that went on in the Balkans. Very deep, the late Count
Stylp titch.'

'Nicholas IV was the man who had a funny taste in wives, wasn't
he?' said Jimmy sud denly.

'Yes,' said An thony. 'And it did for him, too, poor beg gar. She was
some lit tle gut ter snipe of a mu sic-hall artiste in Paris - not even
suit able for a mor ga natic al liance. But Nicholas had a fright ful crush
on her, and she was all out for be ing a queen. Sounds fan tas tic, but
they man aged it some how. Called her the Count ess Popoff sky, or
some thing, and pre tended she had Ro manoff blood in her veins.
Nicholas mar ried her in the cathe dral at Ekarest with a cou ple of
un will ing arch bish ops to do the job, and she was crowned as Queen
Varaga. Nicholas squared his min is ters, and I sup pose he thought
that was all that mat tered - but he for got to reckon with the
pop u lace. They're very aris to cratic and re ac tionary in Her zoslo vakia.
They like their kings and queens to be the gen uine ar ti cle. There
were mut ter ings and dis con tent, and the usual ruth less sup pres sions,
and the fi nal up ris ing which stormed the palace, mur dered the King
and Queen, and pro claimed a re pub lic. It's been a re pub lic ever since
- but things still man age to be pretty lively there, so I've heard.
They've as sas si nated, a pres i dent or two, just to keep their hand in.
But let's get back to the sub ject. You had got to where Count
Stylp titch was hail ing you as his pre server.'

'Yes. Well, that was the end of that busi ness. I came back to Africa
and never thought of it again un til about two weeks ago I got a queer-
look ing par cel which had been fol low ing me all over the place for the



Lord knows how long. I'd seen in a pa per that Count Stylp titch had
re cently died in Paris. Well, this par cel con tained his mem oirs - or
rem i nis cences, or what ever you call the things. There was a note
en closed to the ef fect that if I de liv ered the man u script at a cer tain
firm of pub lish ers in Lon don on or be fore Oc to ber 13th, they were
in structed to hand me a thou sand pounds.'

'A thou sand pounds? Did you say a thou sand pounds, Jimmy?'

'I did, my son. I hope to God it's not a hoax. Put not your trust in
princes or politi cians, as the say ing goes. Well, there it is. Ow ing to
the way the man u script had been fol low ing me around, I had no time
to lose. It was a pity, all the same. I'd just fixed up this trip to the
in te rior, and I'd set my heart on go ing. I shan't get such a good
chance again.'

'You're in cur able, Jimmy. A thou sand pounds in the hand is worth
a lot of myth i cal gold.'

'And sup pos ing it's all a hoax? Any way, here I am, pas sage booked
and ev ery thing, on the way to Cape Town - and then you blow along!'

An thony got up and lit a cig a rette. 'I be gin to per ceive your drift,
James. You go gold-hunt ing as planned, and I col lect the thou sand
pounds for you. How much do I get out of it?'

'What do you say to a quar ter?'

'Two hun dred and fifty pounds free of in come tax, as the say ing
goes?'

'That's it.'

'Done, and just to make you gnash your teeth I'll tell you that I
would have gone for a hun dred! Let me tell you, James Mc Grath, you
won't die in your bed count ing up your bank bal ance.'

'Any way, it's a deal?'

'It's a deal all right. I'm on. And con fu sion to Cas tle's Se lect Tours.'

They drank the toast solemnly.
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O THAT'S THAT,' said An thony, fin ish ing off his glass and re plac ing
it on the ta ble. 'What boat were you go ing on?'

'Gra narth Cas tle.'

'Pas sage booked in your name, I sup pose, so I'd bet ter travel as
James Mc Grath. We've out grown the pass port busi ness, haven't we?'

'No odds ei ther way. You and I are to tally un like, but we'd
prob a bly have the same de scrip tion on one of those blink ing things.
Height six feet, hair brown, eyes blue, nose or di nary, chin or di nary -'

'Not so much of this “or di nary” stunt. Let me tell you that Cas tle's
se lected me out of sev eral ap pli cants solely on ac count of my
pleas ing ap pear ance and nice man ners.'

Jimmy grinned. 'I no ticed your man ner this morn ing.'

'The devil you did.'

An thony rose and paced up and down the room. His brow was
slightly wrin kled, and it was some min utes be fore he spoke.

'Jimmy,' he said at last. 'Stylp titch died in Paris. What's the point
of send ing a man u script from Paris to Lon don via Africa?'

Jimmy shook his head help lessly

'I don't know.'

'Why not do it up in a nice lit tle par cel and send it by post?'

'Sounds a damn sight more sen si ble, I agree.'

'Of course,' con tin ued An thony, 'I know that kings and queens and
gov ern ment of fi cials are pre vented by eti quette from do ing any thing
in a sim ple, straight for ward fash ion. Hence King's Mes sen gers and
all that. In me dieval days you gave a fel low a signet ring as a sort of
open sesame. “The King's Ring! Pass, my lord!” And usu ally it was



the other fel low who had stolen it. I al ways won der why some bright
lad never hit on the ex pe di ent of copy ing the ring - mak ing a dozen
or so, and sell ing them at a hun dred ducats apiece. They seem to
have had no ini tia tive in the Mid dle Ages.'

Jimmy yawned.

'My re marks on the Mid dle Ages don't seem to amuse you. Let us
get back to Count Stylp titch. From France to Eng land via Africa
seems a bit thick even for a diplo matic per son age. If he merely
wanted to en sure that you should get a thou sand pounds he could
have left it you in his will. Thank God nei ther you nor I are too proud
to ac cept a legacy! Stylp titch must have been barmy.'

'You'd think so, wouldn't you?'

An thony frowned and con tin ued his pac ing.

'Have you read the thing at all?' he asked sud denly.

'Read what?'

'The man u script.'

'Good Lord, no. What do you think I want to read a thing of that
kind for?'

An thony smiled.

'I just won dered, that's all. You know a lot of trou ble has been
caused by mem oirs. In dis creet rev e la tions, that sort of thing. Peo ple
who have been close as an oys ter all their lives seem pos i tively to
rel ish caus ing trou ble when they them selves shall be com fort ably
dead. It gives them a kind of ma li cious glee. Jimmy, what sort of a
man was Count Stylp titch? You met him and talked to him, and
you're a pretty good judge of raw hu man na ture. Could you imag ine
him be ing a vin dic tive old devil?'

Jimmy shook his head.

'It's dif fi cult to tell. You see, that first night he was dis tinctly
canned, and the next day he was just a high-toned old boy with the
most beau ti ful man ners over whelm ing me with com pli ments till I
didn't know where to look.'

'And he didn't say any thing in ter est ing when he was drunk?'



Jimmy cast his mind back, wrin kling his brows as he did so.

'He said he knew where the Ko hi noor was,' he vol un teered
doubt fully.

'Oh, well,' said An thony, 'we all know that. They keep it in the
Tower, don't they? Be hind thick plate-glass and iron bars, with a lot
of gen tle men in fancy dress stand ing round to see you don't pinch
any thing.'

'That's right,' agreed Jimmy.

'Did Stylp titch say any thing else of the same kind? That he knew
which city the Wal lace Col lec tion was in, for in stance?'

Jimmy shook his head.

'Hm!' said An thony.

He lit an other cig a rette, and once more be gan pac ing up and down
the room.

'You never read the pa pers, I sup pose, you hea then?' he threw out
presently.

'Not very of ten,' said Mc Grath sim ply. 'They're not about any thing
that in ter ests me as a rule.'

'Thank heaven I'm more civ i lized. There have been sev eral
men tions of Her zoslo vakia lately. Hints at a roy al ist restora tion.'

'Nicholas IV didn't leave a son,' said Jimmy. 'But I don't sup pose
for a minute that the Obolovitch dy nasty is ex tinct. There are
prob a bly shoals of young 'uns knock ing about, cousins and sec ond
cousins and third cousins once re moved.'

'So that there wouldn't be any dif fi culty in find ing a king?'

'Not in the least, I should say,' replied Jimmy. 'You know, I don't
won der at their get ting tired of re pub li can in sti tu tions. A full-
blooded, vir ile peo ple like that must find it aw fully tame to pot at
pres i dents af ter be ing used to kings. And talk ing of kings, that
re minds me of some thing else old Stylp titch let out that night. He
said he knew the gang that was af ter him. They were King Vic tor's
peo ple, he said.'



'What?' An thony wheeled round sud denly.

A short grin widened on Mc Grath's face.

'Just a mite ex cited, aren't you, Gen tle man Joe?' he drawled.

'Don't be an ass, Jimmy. You've just said some thing rather
im por tant.'

He went over to the win dow and stood there look ing out.

'Who is this King Vic tor, any way?' de manded Jimmy. 'An other
Balkan monarch?'

'No,' said An thony slowly. 'He isn't that kind of a king.'

'What is he, then?'

There was a pause, and then An thony spoke. 'He's a crook, Jimmy.
The most no to ri ous jewel thief in the world. A fan tas tic, dar ing
fel low, not to be daunted by any thing. King Vic tor was the nick name
he was known by in Paris. Paris was the head quar ters of his gang.
They caught him there and put him away for seven years on a mi nor
charge. They couldn't prove the more im por tant things against him.
He'll be out soon - or he may be out al ready.'

'Do you think Count Stylp titch had any thing to do with putting
him away? Was that why the gang went for him? Out of re venge?'

'I don't know,' said An thony. 'It doesn't seem likely on the face of
it. King Vic tor never stole the crown jew els of Her zoslo vakia as far as
I've heard. But the whole thing seems rather sug ges tive, doesn't it?
The death of Stylp titch, the mem oirs, and the ru mours in the pa per -
all vague but in ter est ing. And there's a fur ther ru mour to the ef fect
that they've found oil in Her zoslo vakia. I've a feel ing in my bones,
James, that peo ple are get ting ready to be in ter ested in that
unim por tant lit tle coun try.'

'What sort of peo ple?'

'He braic peo ple. Yel low-faced fi nanciers in city of fices.'

'What are you driv ing at with all this?'

'Try ing to make an easy job dif fi cult, that's all.'



'You can't pre tend there's go ing to be any dif fi culty in hand ing over
a sim ple man u script at a pub lisher's of fice?'

'No,' said An thony re gret fully. 'I don't sup pose there'll be any thing
dif fi cult about that. But shall I tell you, James, where I pro pose to go
with my two hun dred and fifty pounds?'

'South Amer ica?'

'No, my lad, Her zoslo vakia. I shall stand in with the re pub lic, I
think. Very prob a bly I shall end up as pres i dent.'

'Why not an nounce your self as the prin ci pal Obolovitch and be a
king whilst you're about it?'

'No, Jimmy. Kings are for life. Pres i dents only take on the job for
four years or so. It would quite amuse me to gov ern a king dom like
Her zoslo vakia for four years.'

'The av er age for kings is even less, I should say,' in ter po lated
Jimmy.

'It will prob a bly be a se ri ous temp ta tion to me to em bez zle your
share of the thou sand pounds. You won't want it, you know, when
you get back weighed down with nuggets. I'll in vest it for you in
Her zoslo vakian oil shares. You know, James, the more I think of it,
the more pleased I am with this idea of yours. I should never have
thought of Her zoslo vakia if you hadn't men tioned it. I shall spend
one day in Lon don, col lect ing the booty, and then away by the Balkan
Ex press!'

'You won't get off quite as fast as that. I didn't men tion it be fore,
but I've got an other lit tle com mis sion for you.'

An thony sank into a chair and eyed him se verely.

'I knew all along that you were keep ing some thing dark. This is
where the catch comes in.'

'Not a bit. It's just some thing that's got to be done to help a lady.'

'Once and for all, James, I refuse to be mixed up in your beastly
love af fairs.'

'It's not a love af fair. I've never seen the woman. I'll tell you the
whole story.'



'If I've got to lis ten to more of your long, ram bling sto ries, I shall
have to have an other drink.'

His host com plied hos pitably with this de mand, then be gan the
tale. 'It was when I was up in Uganda. There was a dago there whose
life I had saved -'

'If I were you, Jimmy, I should write a short book en ti tled “Lives I
Have Saved”. This is the sec ond I've heard of this evening.'

'Oh, well, I didn't re ally do any thing this time. Just pulled the dago
out of the river. Like all da gos, he couldn't swim.'

'Wait a minute, has this story any thing to do with the other
busi ness?'

'Noth ing what ever, though, oddly enough, now I re mem ber it, the
man was a Her zoslo vakian. We al ways called him Dutch Pe dro,
though.'

An thony nod ded in dif fer ently.

'Any name's good enough for a dago,' he re marked. 'Get on with
the good work, James.'

'Well, the fel low was sort of grate ful about it. Hung around like a
dog. About six months later he died of fever. I was with him. Last
thing, just as he was peg ging out, he beck oned me and whis pered
some ex cited jar gon about a se cret - a gold mine, I thought he said.
Shoved an oil skin packet into my hand which he'd al ways worn next
his skin. Well, I didn't think much of it at the time. It wasn't un til a
week af ter wards that I opened the packet. Then I was cu ri ous, I must
con fess. I shouldn't have thought that Dutch Pe dro would have had
the sense to know a gold mine when he saw it - but there's no
ac count ing for luck -'

'And at the mere thought of gold, your heart beat pit ter-pat as
al ways,' in ter rupted An thony.

'I was never so dis gusted in my life. Gold mine, in deed! I dare say
it may have been a gold mine to him, the dirty dog. Do you know
what it was? A woman's let ters - yes, a woman's let ters, and an
En glish woman at that. The skunk had been black mail ing her - and
he had the im pu dence to pass on his dirty bag of tricks to me.'



'I like to see your right eous heat, James, but let me point out to
you that da gos will be da gos. He meant well. You had saved his life,
he be queathed to you a prof itable source of rais ing money - your
high-minded British ideals did not en ter his hori zon.'

'Well, what the hell was I to do with the things? Burn 'em, that's
what I thought at first. And then it oc curred to me that there would
be that poor dame, not know ing they'd been de stroyed, and al ways
liv ing in a quake and a dread lest that dago should turn up again one
day.'

'You've more imag i na tion than I gave you credit for, Jimmy,'
ob served An thony, light ing a cig a rette. 'I ad mit that the case
pre sented more dif fi cul ties than were at first ap par ent. What about
just send ing them to her by post?'

'Like all women, she'd put no date and no ad dress on most of the
let ters. There was a kind of ad dress on one - just one word.
“Chim neys”.'

An thony paused in the act of blow ing out his match, and he
dropped it with a quick jerk of the wrist as it burned his fin ger.

'Chim neys?' he said. 'That's rather ex tra or di nary.'

'Why, do you know it?'

'It's one of the stately homes of Eng land, James. A place where
kings and queens go for week ends, and diplo mats fore gather and
diplome.'

'That's one of the rea sons why I'm so glad that you're go ing to
Eng land in stead of me. You know all these things,' said Jimmy
sim ply. 'A josser like my self from the back woods of Canada would be
mak ing all sorts of bloomers. But some one like, you who's been to
Eton and Har row -'

'Only one of them,' said An thony mod estly.

'Will be able to carry it through. Why didn't I send them to her,
you say? Well, it seemed to me dan ger ous. From what I could make
out, she seemed to have a jeal ous hus band. Sup pose he opened the
let ter by mis take. Where would the poor dame be then? Or she might
be dead - the let ters looked as though they'd been writ ten some time.



As I fig ured it out, the only thing was for some one to take them to
Eng land and put them into her own hands.'

An thony threw away his cig a rette, and com ing across to his friend,
clapped him af fec tion ately on the back.

'You're a real knight-er rant, Jimmy,' he said. And the back woods
of Canada should be proud if you. I shan't do the job half as pret tily
as you would.'

'You'll take it on, then?'

'Of course.'

Mc Grath rose, and go ing across to a drawer, took out a bun dle of
let ters and threw them on the ta ble.

'Here you are. You'd bet ter have a look at them.'

'Is it nec es sary? On the whole, I'd rather not.'

'Well, from what you say about this Chim neys place, she may have
been stay ing there only. We'd bet ter look through the let ter and see if
there's any clue as to where she re ally hangs out.'

'I sup pose you're right.'

They went through the let ter care fully, but with out find ing what
they had hoped to find. An thony gath ered them up again
thought fully. 'Poor lit tle devil,' he re marked. 'She was scared stiff.'

Jimmy nod ded. 'Do you think you'll be able to find her all right?'
he asked anx iously.

'I won't leave Eng land till I have. You're very con cerned about this
un known lady, James?'

Jimmy ran his fin ger thought fully over the sig na ture.

'It's a pretty name,' he said apolo get i cally. 'Vir ginia Revel.'
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UITE SO, MY DEAR FEL LOW, quite so,' said Lord Cater ham. He had
used the same words three times al ready, each time in the hope

that they would end the in ter view and per mit him to es cape. He
dis liked very much be ing forced to stand on the steps of the ex clu sive
Lon don club to which he be longed and lis ten to the in ter minable
elo quence of the Hon George Lo max.

Clement Ed ward Al is tair Brent, ninth Mar quis of Cater ham, was a
small gen tle man, shab bily dressed, and en tirely un like the pop u lar
con cep tion of a mar quis. He had faded blue eyes, a thin melan choly
nose, and a vague but cour te ous man ner.

The prin ci pal mis for tune of Lord Cater ham's life was to have
suc ceeded his brother, the eighth mar quis, four years ago. For the
pre vi ous Lord Cater ham had been a man of mark, a house hold word
all over Eng land. At one time Sec re tary of State for For eign Af fairs,
he had al ways bulked largely in the coun sels of the Em pire, and his
coun try seat, Chim neys, was fa mous for its hos pi tal ity. Ably
sec onded by his wife, a daugh ter of the Duke of Perth, his tory had
been made and un made at in for mal week end par ties at Chim neys,
and there was hardly any one of note in Eng land - or in deed in
Eu rope - who had not, at one time or an other, stayed there.

That was all very well. The ninth Mar quis of Cater ham had the
ut most re spect and es teem for the mem ory of his brother. Henry had
done that kind of thing mag nif i cently. What Lord Cater ham ob jected
to was the as sump tion that Chim neys was a na tional pos ses sion
rather than a pri vate coun try house. There was noth ing that bored
Lord Cater ham more than pol i tics un less it was politi cians. Hence
his im pa tience un der the con tin ued elo quence of George Lo max. A
ro bust man, George Lo max, in clined to em bon point, with a red face
and pro tu ber ant eyes, and an im mense sense of his own im por tance.



'You see the point, Cater ham? We can't - we sim ply can't af ford a
scan dal of any kind just now. The po si tion is one of the ut most
del i cacy.'

'It al ways is,' said Lord Cater ham, with a flavour of irony.

'My dear fel low, I'm in a po si tion to know!'

'Oh, quite so, quite so,' said Lord Cater ham, fall ing back upon his
pre vi ous line of de fence.

'One slip over this Her zoslo vakian busi ness and we're done. It is
most im por tant that the oil con ces sions should be granted to a
British com pany. You must see that?'

'Of course, of course.'

'Prince Michael Obolovitch ar rives the end of the week, and the
whole thing can be car ried through at Chim neys un der the guise of a
shoot ing party.'

'I was think ing of go ing abroad this week,' said Lord Cater ham.

'Non sense, my dear Cater ham, no one goes abroad in early
Oc to ber.'

'My doc tor seems to think I'm in rather a bad way,' said Lord
Cater ham, long ingly eye ing a taxi that was crawl ing past. He was
quite un able to make a dash for lib erty, how ever, since Lo max had
the un pleas ant habit of re tain ing a hold upon a per son with whom he
was en gaged in se ri ous con ver sa tion - doubt less the re sult of long
ex pe ri ence. In this case, he had a firm grip of the lapel of Lord
Cater ham's coat.

'My dear man, I put it to you im pe ri ally. In a mo ment of na tional
cri sis, such as is fast ap proach ing -'

Lord Cater ham wrig gled un easily. He felt sud denly that he would
rather give any num ber of house par ties than lis ten to George Lo max
quot ing from one of his own speeches. He knew by ex pe ri ence that
Lo max was quite ca pa ble of go ing on for twenty min utes with out a
stop.

'All right,' he said hastily, 'I'll do it. You'll ar range the whole thing,
I sup pose.'



'My dear fel low, there's noth ing to ar range. Chim neys, quite apart
from its his toric as so ci a tions, is ide ally sit u ated. I shall be at the
Abbey, less than seven miles away. It wouldn't do, of course, for me
to be ac tu ally a mem ber of the house party.'

'Of course not,' agreed Lord Cater ham, who had no idea why it
would not do, and was not in ter ested to learn.

'Per haps you wouldn't mind hav ing Bill Ev er sleigh, though. He'd
be use ful to run mes sages.'

'De lighted,' said Lord Cater ham, with a shade more an i ma tion.
'Bill's quite a de cent shot, and Bun dle likes him.'

'The shoot ing, of course, is not re ally im por tant. It's only the
pre text, as it were.'

Lord Cater ham looked de pressed again.

'That will be all, then. The Prince, his suite, Bill Ev er sleigh,
Her man Isaac stein -'

'Who?'

'Her man Isaac stein. The rep re sen ta tive of the syn di cate I spoke to
you about.'

'The all-British syn di cate?

'Yes. Why?'

'Noth ing - noth ing - I only won dered, that's all. Cu ri ous names
these peo ple have.'

'Then, of course, there ought to be one or two out siders just to give
the thing a bona fide ap pear ance. Lady Eileen could see to that -
young peo ple, un crit i cal, and with no idea of pol i tics.'

'Bun dle would at tend to that all right, I'm sure.'

'I won der now.' Lo max seemed struck by an idea. 'You re mem ber
the mat ter I was speak ing about just now?'

'You've been speak ing about so many things.'

'No, no, I mean this un for tu nate con tretemps -' he low ered his
voice to a mys te ri ous whis per - 'the mem oirs - Count Stylp titch's
mem oirs.'



'I think you're wrong about that,' said Lord Cater ham, sup press ing
a yawn. 'Peo ple like scan dal. Damn it all, I read rem i nis cences my self
- and en joy 'em too.'

'The point is not whether peo ple will read them or not - they'll read
them fast enough - but their pub li ca tion at this junc ture might ruin
ev ery thing - ev ery thing. The peo ple of Her zoslo vakia wish to re store
the monar chy, and are pre pared to of fer the crown to Prince Michael,
who has the sup port and en cour age ment of His Majesty's
Gov ern ment -'

'And who is pre pared to grant con ces sions to Isaac stein and Co in
re turn for the loan of a mil lion or so to set him on the throne -'

'Cater ham, Cater ham,' im plored Lo max in an ag o nized whis per.
'Dis cre tion, I beg of you. Above all things, dis cre tion.'

'And the point is,' con tin ued Lord Cater ham, with some rel ish,
though he low ered his voice in obe di ence to the other's ap peal, 'that
some of Stylp titch's rem i nis cences may up set the ap ple-cart. Tyranny
and mis be haviour of the Obolovitch fam ily gen er ally, eh? Ques tions
asked in the House. Why re place the present broad-minded and
demo cratic form of gov ern ment by an ob so lete tyranny? Pol icy
dic tated by the blood-suck ing cap i tal ists. Down with the
Gov ern ment. That kind of thing - eh?'

Lo max nod ded. 'And there might be worse still,' he breathed.
'Sup pose - only sup pose that some ref er ence should be made to - to
that un for tu nate dis ap pear ance - you know what I mean.'

Lord Cater ham stared at him. 'No, I don't. What dis ap pear ance?'

'You must have heard of it? Why, it hap pened while they were at
Chim neys. Henry was ter ri bly up set about it. It al most ru ined his
ca reer.'

'You in ter est me enor mously,' said Lord Cater ham. 'Who or what
dis ap peared?'

Lo max leant for ward and put his mouth to Lord Cater ham's ear.
The lat ter with drew it hastily.

'For God's sake, don't hiss at me.'

'You heard what I said?'



'Yes, I did,' said Lord Cater ham re luc tantly. 'I re mem ber now
hear ing some thing about it at the time. Very cu ri ous af fair. I won der
who did it. It was never re cov ered?'

'Never. Of course we had to go about the mat ter with the ut most
dis cre tion. No hint of the loss could be al lowed to leak out. But
Stylp titch was there at the time. He knew some thing. Not all, but
some thing. We were at log ger heads with him once or twice over the
Turk ish ques tion. Sup pose that in sheer mal ice he has set the whole
thing down for the world to read. Think of the scan dal - of the far-
reach ing re sults. Ev ery one would say - why was it hushed up?'

'Of course they would,' said Lord Cater ham, with ev i dent
en joy ment.

Lo max, whose voice had risen to a high pitch, took a grip on
him self. 'I must keep calm,' he mur mured. 'I must keep calm. But I
ask you this, my dear fel low. If he didn't mean mis chief, why did he
send the man u script to Lon don in this round about way?'

'It's odd, cer tainly. You are sure of your facts?'

'Ab so lutely. We - er - had our agents in Paris. The mem oirs were
con veyed away se cretly some weeks be fore his death.'

'Yes, it looks as though there's some thing in it,' said Lord
Cater ham, with the same rel ish he had dis played be fore.

'We have found out that they were sent to a man called Jimmy, or
James, Mc Grath, a Cana dian at present in Africa.'

'Quite an Im pe rial af fair, isn't it?' aid Lord Cater ham cheer ily.

'James Mc Grath is due to ar rive by the Gra narth Cas tle to mor row -
Thurs day.'

'What are you go ing to do about it?'

'We shall, of course, ap proach him at once, point out the pos si bly
se ri ous con se quences, and beg him to de fer pub li ca tion of the
mem oirs for at least a month, and in any case to per mit them to be
ju di ciously - er - edited.'

'Sup pos ing that. he says “No, sir,” or “I'll damned well see you in
hell first,” or some thing bright and breezy like that?' sug gested Lord



Cater ham.

'That's just what I'm afraid of,' said Lo max sim ply. 'That's why it
sud denly oc curred to me that it might be a good thing to ask him
down to Chim neys as well. He'd be flat tered, nat u rally, at be ing
asked to meet Prince Michael, and it might be eas ier to han dle him.'

'I'm not go ing to do it,' said Lord Cater ham hastily. 'I don't get on
with Cana di ans, never did - es pe cially those that have lived much in
Africa!'

'You'd prob a bly find him a splen did fel low - a rough di a mond, you
know.'

'No, Lo max. I put my foot down there ab so lutely. Some body else
has got to tackle him.'

'It has oc curred to me,' said Lo max, 'that a woman might be very
use ful here. Told enough and not too much, you un der stand. A
woman could han dle the whole thing del i cately and with tact - put
the po si tion be fore him, as it were, with out get ting his back up. Not
that I ap prove of women in pol i tics - St Stephen's is ru ined,
ab so lutely ru ined, nowa days. But a woman in her own sphere can do
won ders. Look at Henry's wife and what she did for him. Mar cia was
mag nif i cent unique, a per fect po lit i cal host ess.'

'You don't want to ask Mar cia down for this party, do you?' asked
Lord Cater ham faintly, turn ing a lit tle pale at the men tion of his
re doubtable sis ter-in-law.

'No, no, you mis un der stand me. I was speak ing of the in flu ence of
women in gen eral. No, I sug gest a young woman, a woman of charm,
beauty, in tel li gence?'

'Not Bun dle? Bun dle would be no use at all. She's a red-hot
So cial ist if she's any thing at all, and she'd sim ply scream with
laugh ter at the sug ges tion.'

'I was not think ing of Lady Eileen. Your daugh ter, Cater ham, is
charm ing, sim ply charm ing, but quite a child. We need some one
with savoir-faire, poise, knowl edge of the world - Ah, of course, the
very per son. My cousin Vir ginia.'



'Mrs Revel?' Lord Cater ham bright ened up. He be gan to feel that
he might pos si bly en joy the party af ter all. 'A very good sug ges tion of
yours, Lo max. The most charm ing woman in Lon don.'

'She is well up in Her zoslo vakian af fairs too. Her hus band was at
the Em bassy there, you re mem ber. And, as you say, a woman of great
per sonal charm.'

'A de light ful crea ture,' mur mured Lord Cater ham.

'That is set tled, then.'

Mr Lo max re laxed his hold on Lord Cater ham's lapel, and the
lat ter was quick to avail him self of the chance.

'Bye-bye, Lo max, you'll make all the ar range ments, won't you?'

He dived into a taxi. As far as it is pos si ble for one up right
Chris tian gen tle man to dis like an other up right Chris tian gen tle man,
Lord Cater ham dis liked the Hon George Lo max. He dis liked his puffy
red face, his heavy breath ing, and his prom i nent earnest blue eyes.
He thought of the com ing week end and sighed. A nui sance, an
abom inable nui sance. Then he thought of Vir ginia Revel and cheered
up a lit tle.

'A de light ful crea ture, he mur mured to him self. 'A most de light ful
crea ture.'
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EORGE LO MAX re turned straight way to White hall. As he
en tered the sump tu ous apart ment in which he trans acted
af fairs of State, there was a scuf fling sound.

Mr Bill Ev er sleigh was as sid u ously fil ing let ters, but a large
arm chair near the win dow was still warm from con tact with a hu man
form.

A very like able young man, Bill Ev er sleigh. Age at a guess, twenty-
five, big and rather un gainly in his move ments, a pleas antly ugly
face, a splen did set of white teeth and a pair of hon est brown eyes.

'Richard son sent up that re port yet?'

'No, sir. Shall I get on to him about it?'

'It doesn't mat ter. Any tele phone mes sages?'

'Miss Os car is deal ing with most of them. Mr Isaac stein wants to
know if you can lunch with him at the Savoy to mor row.'

'Tell Miss Os car to look in my en gage ment book. If I'm not
en gaged, she can ring up and ac cept.'

'Yes, sir.'

'By the way, Ev er sleigh, you might ring up a num ber for me now.
Look it up in the book. Mrs Revel, 487 Pont Street.'

'Yes, sir.'

Bill seized the tele phone book, ran an un see ing eye down a col umn
of M's, shut the book with a bang and moved to the in stru ment on
the desk. With his hand upon it, he paused, as though in sud den
rec ol lec tion.

'Oh, I say, sir, I've just re mem bered. Her line's out of or der. Mrs
Revel's, I mean. I was try ing to ring her up just now.'



George Lo max frowned.

'An noy ing,' he said, 'dis tinctly an noy ing.' He tapped the ta ble
un de cid edly.

'If it's any thing im por tant, sir, per haps I might go round there now
in a taxi. She is sure to be in at this time in the morn ing.'

George Lo max hes i tated, pon der ing the mat ter. Bill waited
ex pec tantly, poised for in stant flight, should the re ply be favourable.

'Per haps that would be the best plan,' said Lo max at last. 'Very
well, then, take a taxi there, and ask Mrs Revel if she will be at home
this af ter noon at four o'clock as I am very anx ious to see her about an
im por tant mat ter.'

'Right, sir.'

Bill seized his hat and de parted.

Ten min utes later, a taxi de posited him at 487 Pont Street He rang
the bell and ex e cuted a loud rat-tat on the knocker. The door was
opened by a grave func tionary to whom Bill nod ded with the ease of
long ac quain tance.

'Morn ing, Chil vers, Mrs Revel in?'

'I be lieve, sir, that she is just go ing out.'

'Is that you, Bill?' called a voice over the ban is ters. 'I thought I
rec og nized that mus cu lar knock. Come up and talk to me.'

Bill looked up at the face that was laugh ing down on him, and
which was al ways in clined to re duce him - and not him alone - to a
state of bab bling in co herency. He took the stairs two at a time and
clasped Vir ginia Revel's out stretched hands tightly in his.

'Hullo, Vir ginia!'

'Hullo, Bill!'

Charm is a very pe cu liar thing; hun dreds of young women, some of
them more beau ti ful than Vir ginia Revel, might have said 'Hullo,
Bill,' with ex actly the same in to na tion, and yet have pro duced no
ef fect what ever. But those two sim ple words, ut tered by Vir ginia, had
the most in tox i cat ing ef fect upon Bill.



Vir ginia Revel was just twenty-seven. She was tall and of an
ex quis ite slim ness - in deed, a poem might have been writ ten to her
slim ness, it was so exquisitely pro por tioned. Her hair was of real
bronze, with the Green ish tint in its gold; she had a de ter mined lit tle
chin, a lovely nose, slant ing blue eyes that showed a gleam of deep est
corn flower be tween the half-closed lids, and a de li cious and quite
in de scrib able mouth that tilted ever so slightly at one cor ner in what
is known as 'the sig na ture of Venus.' It was a won der fully ex pres sive
face, and there was a sort of ra di ant vi tal ity about her that al ways
chal lenged at ten tion. It would have been quite im pos si ble ever to
ig nore Vir ginia Revel.

She drew Bill into the small draw ing-room which was all pale
mauve and green and yel low, like cro cuses sur prised in a meadow.

'Bill, dar ling,' said Vir ginia, 'isn't the For eign Of fice miss ing you? I
thought they couldn't get on with out you.'

'I've brought a mes sage for you from Cod ders.'

Thus ir rev er ently did Bill al lude to his chief.

'And by the way, Vir ginia, in case he asks, re mem ber that your
tele phone was out of or der this morn ing.'

'But it hasn't been.'

'I know that. But I said it was.'

'Why? En lighten me as to this For eign Of fice touch.' Bill threw her
a re proach ful glance.

'So that I could get here and see you, of course.'

'Oh, dar ling Bill, how dense of me! And how per fectly sweet of
you!'

'Chil vers said you were go ing out.'

'So I was - to Sloane Street. There's a place there where they've got
a per fectly won der ful new hip band.'

'A hip band?'

'Yes, Bill, H-I-P hip, B-A-N-D band. A band to con fine the hips.
You wear it next the skin.'



'I blush for you Vir ginia. You shouldn't de scribe your un der wear to
a young man to whom you are not re lated. It isn't del i cate.'

'But, Bill dear, there's noth ing in del i cate about hips. We've all got
hips - al though we poor women are try ing aw fully hard to pre tend we
haven't. This hip band is made of red rub ber and comes to just above
the knees, and it's sim ply im pos si ble to walk in it.'

'How aw ful!' said Bill. 'Why do you do it?'

'Oh, be cause it gives one such a no ble feel ing to suf fer for one's
sil hou ette. But don't let's talk about my hip band. Give me George's
mes sage.'

'He wants to know whether you'll be in at four o'clock this
af ter noon.'

'I shan't. I shall be at Ranelagh. Why this sort of for mal call? Is he
go ing to pro pose to me, do you think?'

'I shouldn't won der.'

'Be cause, if so, you can tell him that I much pre fer men who
pro pose on im pulse.'

'Like me?'

'It's not an im pulse with you, Bill. It's habit.'

'Vir ginia, won't you ever -'

'No, no, no, Bill. I won't have it in the morn ing be fore lunch. Do try
and think of me as a nice moth erly per son ap proach ing mid dle age
who has your in ter ests thor oughly at heart.'

'Vir ginia, I do love you so.'

'I know, Bill, I know. And I sim ply love be ing loved. Isn't it wicked
and dread ful of me? I should like ev ery nice man in the world to be in
love with me.'

'Most of them are, I ex pect,' said Bill gloomily.

'But I hope George isn't in love with me. I don't think he can be.
He's so wed ded to his ca reer. What else did he say?'

'Just that it was very im por tant.'



'Bill, I'm get ting in trigued. The things that George thinks
im por tant are so aw fully lim ited. I think I must chuck Ranelagh.
Af ter all, I can go to Ranelagh any day. Tell George that I shall be
await ing him meekly at four o'clock.'

Bill looked at his wrist watch.

'It seems hardly worth while to go back be fore lunch. Come out and
chew some thing, Vir ginia.'

'I'm go ing out to lunch some where or other.'

'That doesn't mat ter. Make a day of it, and chuck ev ery thing all
round.'

'It would be rather nice,' said Vir ginia, smil ing at him.

'Vir ginia, you're a dar ling. Tell me, you do like me rather, don't
you? Bet ter than other peo ple.'

'Bill, I adore you. If I had to marry some one - sim ply had to - I
mean if it was in a book and a wicked man darin said to me, “Marry
some one or die by slow tor ture,” I should choose you at once - I
should in deed. I should say, “Give me lit tle Bill.”'

'Well, then -'

'Yes, but I haven't got to marry any one. I love be ing a wicked
widow.'

'You could do all the same things still. Go about, and all that. You'd
hardly no tice me about the house.'

'Bill, you don't un der stand. I'm the kind of per son who mar ries
en thu si as ti cally if they marry at all.'

Bill gave a hol low groan.

'I shall shoot my self one of these days, I ex pect,' he mur mured
gloomily.

'No, you won't, Bill dar ling. You'll take a pretty girl out to sup per -
like you did the night be fore last.'

Mr Ev er sleigh was mo men tar ily con fused.

'If you mean Dorothy Kirk patrick, the girl who's in Hooks and
Eyes, I - well, dash it all, she's a thor oughly nice girl, straight as they



make 'em. There was no harm in it.'

'Bill dar ling, of course there wasn't. I love you to en joy your self.
But don't pre tend to be dy ing of a bro ken heart, that's all.'

Mr Ev er sleigh re cov ered his dig nity.

'You don't un der stand at all, Vir ginia,' he said se verely. Men -'

'Are polyg a mous! I know they are. Some times I have a shrewd
sus pi cion that I am polyan drous. If you re ally love me, Bill, take me
out to lunch quickly.'
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HERE IS OF TEN A FLAW in the best-laid plans. George Lo max had
made one mis take - there was a weak spot in his prepa ra tions.
The weak spot was Bill.

Bill Ev er sleigh was an ex tremely nice lad. He was a good crick eter
and a scratch golfer, he had pleas ant man ners, and an ami able
dis po si tion, but his po si tion in the For eign Of fice had been gained,
not by brains, but by good con nec tions. For the work he had to do he
was quite suit able. He was more or less George's dog. He did no
re spon si ble or brainy work. His part was to be con stantly at George's
el bow, to in ter view unim por tant peo ple whom George didn't want to
see, to run er rands, and gen er ally to make him self use ful. All this Bill
car ried out faith fully enough. When George was ab sent, Bill
stretched him self out in the big gest chair and read the sport ing news,
and in so do ing he was merely car ry ing out a time-hon oured
tra di tion.

Be ing ac cus tomed to send Bill on er rands, George had dis patched
him to the Union Cas tle of fices to find out when the Gra narth Cas tle
was due in. Now, in com mon with most well-ed u cated young
En glish men, Bill had a pleas ant but quite in audi ble voice. Any
elo cu tion mas ter would have found fault with his pro nun ci a tion of
the word Gra narth. It might have been any thing. The clerk took it to
be Carn frae. The Carn frae Cas tle was due in on the fol low ing
Thurs day. He said so. Bill thanked him and went out. George Lo max
ac cepted the in for ma tion and laid his plans ac cord ingly. He knew
noth ing about Union Cas tle lin ers, and took it for granted that James
Mc Grath would duly ar rive on Thurs day.

There fore, at the mo ment he was but ton hol ing Lord Cater ham on
the steps of the club on Wednes day morn ing, he would have been
greatly sur prised to learn that the Gra narth Cas tle had docked at
Southamp ton the pre ced ing af ter noon. At two o'clock that af ter noon
An thony Cade, trav el ling un der the name of Jimmy Mc Grath,



stepped out of the boat train at Wa ter loo, hailed a taxi, and af ter a
mo ment's hes i ta tion, or dered the driver to pro ceed to the Blitz Ho tel.
'One might as well be com fort able,' said An thony to him self as he
looked with some in ter est out of the taxi win dows. It was ex actly
four teen years since he had been in Lon don.

He ar rived at the ho tel, booked a room, and then went for a short
stroll along the Em bank ment. It was rather pleas ant to be back in
Lon don again. Ev ery thing was changed of course. There had been a
lit tle restau rant there - just past Black fri ars Bridge - where he had
dined fairly of ten, in com pany with other earnest lads. He had been a
So cial ist then, and worn a flow ing red tie. Young - very young.

He re traced his steps back to the Blitz. Just as he was cross ing the
road, a man jos tled against him, nearly mak ing him lose his bal ance.
They both re cov ered them selves, and the man mut tered an apol ogy,
his eyes scan ning An thony's face nar rowly. He was a short, thick-set
man of the work ing classes, with some thing for eign in his
ap pear ance.

An thony went on into the ho tel, won der ing, as he did so, what had
in spired that search ing glance. Noth ing in it prob a bly. The deep tan
of his face was some what un usual look ing amongst these pal lid
Lon don ers and it had at tracted the fel low's at ten tion. He went up to
his room and, led by a sud den im pulse, crossed to the look ing-glass
and stood study ing his face in it. Of the few friends of the old days -
just a cho sen few - was it likely that any of them would rec og nize him
now if they were to meet him face to face? He shook his head slowly.

When he had left Lon don he had been just eigh teen - a fair, slightly
chubby boy, with a mis lead ingly seraphic ex pres sion. Small chance
that that boy would be rec og nized in the lean, brown-faced man with
the quizzi cal ex pres sion.

The tele phone be side the bed rang, and An thony crossed to the
re ceiver.

'Hullo!'

The voice of the desk clerk an swered him.

'Mr James Mc Grath?'

'Speak ing.'



'A gen tle man has called to see you.'

An thony was rather as ton ished.

'To see me?'

'Yes, sir, a for eign gen tle man.'

'What's his name?'

There was a slight pause, and then the clerk said:

'I will send up a page-boy with his card.'

An thony re placed the re ceiver and waited. In a few min utes there
was a knock on the door and a small page ap peared bear ing a card
upon a salver. An thony took it. The fol low ing was the name en graved
upon it: Baron Lolo pretjzyl

He now fully ap pre ci ated the desk clerk's pause.

For a mo ment or two he stood study ing the card, and then made
up his mind.

'Show the gen tle man up.'

'Very good, sir.'

In a few min utes the Baron Lolo pretjzyl was ush ered into the
room, a big man with an im mense fan-like black beard and a high,
bald fore head.

He brought his heels to gether with a click, and bowed.

'Mr Mc Grath,' he said.

An thony im i tated his move ments as nearly as pos si ble.

'Baron,' he said. Then, draw ing for ward a chair, 'Pray sit down. I
have not, I think, had the plea sure of meet ing you be fore?'

'That is so,' agreed the Baron, seat ing him self. 'It is my
mis for tune,' he added po litely.

'And mine also,' re sponded An thony, on the same note.

'Let us now to busi ness come,' said the Baron. 'I rep re sent in
Lon don the Loy al ist party of Her zoslo vakia.'

'And rep re sent it ad mirably, I am sure,' mur mured An thony.



The Baron bowed in ac knowl edg ment of the com pli ment.

'You are too kind,' he said stiffly. 'Mr Mc Grath, I will not from you
con ceal any thing. The mo ment has come for the restora tion of the
monar chy, in abeyance since the mar tyr dom of His Most Gra cious
Majesty King Nicholas IV of blessed mem ory.'

'Amen,' mur mured An thony. 'I mean, hear, hear.'

'On the throne will be placed His High ness Prince Michael, who
the sup port of the British Gov ern ment has.'

'Splen did,' said An thony. 'It's very kind of you to tell me all this.'

'Ev ery thing ar ranged is - when you come here to trou ble make.'

The Baron fixed him with a stern eye.

'My dear Baron,' protested An thony.

'Yes, yes, I know what I am talk ing about. You have with you the
mem oirs of the late Count Stylp titch.'

He fixed An thony with an ac cus ing eye.

'And if I have? What have the mem oirs of Count Stylp titch to do
with Prince Michael?'

'They will cause scan dals.'

'Most mem oirs do that,' said An thony sooth ingly.

'Of many se crets he the knowl edge had. Should he re veal but the
quar ter of them, Eu rope into war plunged may be.'

'Come, come,' said An thony. 'It can't be as bad as all that.'

'An un favourable opin ion of the Obolovitch will abroad be spread.
So demo cratic is the Eng lish spirit.'

'I can quite be lieve,' said An thony, 'that the Obolovitch may have
been a tri fle high-handed now and again. It runs in the blood. But
peo ple in Eng land ex pect that sort of thing from the Balkans. I don't
know why they should, but they do.'

'You do not un der stand,' said the Baron. 'You do not un der stand at
all. And my lips sealed are.' He sighed.

'What ex actly are you afraid of?' asked An thony.



'Un til I have read the mem oirs I do not know,' ex plained the Baron
sim ply. 'But there is sure to be some thing. These great diplo mats are
al ways in dis creet. The ap ple-cart up set will be, as the say ing goes.'

'Look here,' said An thony kindly. 'I'm sure you're tak ing al to gether
too pes simistic a view of the thing. I know all about pub lish ers - they
sit on manuscripts and hatch 'em like eggs. It will be at least a year
be fore the thing is pub lished.'

'Ei ther a very de ceit ful or a very sim ple young man you are. All is
ar ranged for the mem oirs in a Sun day news pa per to come out
im me di ately.'

'Oh!' An thony was some what taken aback. 'But you can al ways
deny ev ery thing,' he said hope fully.

The Baron shook his head sadly.

'No, no, through the hat you talk. Let us to busi ness, come. One
thou sand pounds you are to have, is it not so? You see, I have the
good in for ma tion got.'

'I cer tainly con grat u late the In tel li gence De part ment of the
Loy al ists.'

'Then I to you of fer fif teen hun dred.'

An thony stared at him in amaze ment, then shook his head
rue fully.

'I'm afraid it can't be done,' he said, with re gret.

'Good. I to you of fer two thou sand.'

'You tempt me, Baron, you tempt me. But I still say it can't be
done.'

'Your own price name, then.'

'I'm afraid you don't un der stand the po si tion. I'm per fectly will ing
to be lieve that you are on the side of the an gels, and that these
mem oirs may dam age your cause. Nev er the less, I've un der taken the
job, and I've got to carry it through. See? I can't al low my self to be
bought off by the other side. That kind of thing isn't done.'



The Baron lis tened very at ten tively. At the end of An thony's speech
he nod ded his head sev eral times.

'I see. Your hon our as an En glish man it is?'

'Well, we don't put it that way our selves,' said An thony. 'But I dare
say, al low ing for a dif fer ence in vo cab u lary, that we both mean much
the same thing.'

The Baron rose to his feet.

'For the Eng lish hon our I much re spect have,' he an nounced. 'We
must an other way try. I wish you good morn ing.'

He drew his heels to gether, clicked, bowed and marched out of the
room, hold ing him self stiffly erect.

'Now I won der what he meant by that,' mused An thony. 'Was it a
threat? Not that I'm in the least afraid of old Lol lipop. Rather a good
name for him, that, by the way. I shall call him Baron Lol lipop.'

He took a turn or two up and down the room, un de cided on his
next course of ac tion. The date stip u lated upon for de liv er ing the
man u script was a lit tle over a week ahead. To day was the 5th of
Oc to ber. An thony had no in ten tion of hand ing it over be fore the last
mo ment. Truth to tell, he was by now fever ishly anx ious to read these
mem oirs. He had meant to do so on the boat com ing over, but had
been laid low with a touch of fever, and not at all in the mood for
de ci pher ing crabbed and il leg i ble hand writ ing, for none of the
man u script was typed. He was now more than ever de ter mined to
see what all the fuss was about.

There was the other job too.

On an im pulse, he picked up the tele phone book and looked up the
name of Revel. There were six Rev els in the book: Ed ward Henry
Revel, sur geon, of Harley Street; and James Revel and Co, sad dlers;
Lennox Revel of Ab bot bury Man sions, Hamp stead; Miss Mary Revel
with an ad dress in Eal hag; Hon Mrs Tim o thy Revel of 487 Pont
Street; and Mrs Willis Revel of 42 Cado gan Square. Elim i nat ing the
sad dlers and Miss Mary Revel, that gave him four names to
in ves ti gate and there was no rea son to sup pose that the lady lived in
Lon don at all! He shut up the book with a short shake of the head.



'For the mo ment I'll leave it to chance,' he said. 'Some thing usu ally
turns up.'

The luck of the An thony Cades of this world is per haps in some
mea sure due to their own be lief in it. An thony found what he was
af ter not half an hour later, when he was turn ing over the pages of an
il lus trated pa per. It was a rep re sen ta tion of some tableaux or ga nized
by the Duchess of Perth. Be low the cen tral fig ure. a woman in
East ern dress, was the in scrip tion:

The Hon Mrs Tim o thy Revel as Cleopa tra. Be fore her mar riage,
Mrs Revel was the Hon Vir ginia Cawthron, a daugh ter of Lord
Edg bas ton.

An thony looked at the pic ture some time, slowly purs ing up his
lips as though to whis tle. Then he tore out the whole page, folded it
up and put it in his pocket. He went up stairs again, un locked his
suit case and took out the packet of let ters. He took out the folded
page from his pocket and slipped it un der the string that held them
to gether.

Then, at a sud den sound be hind him, he wheeled round sharply. A
man was stand ing in the door way, the kind of man whom An thony
had fondly imag ined ex isted only in the cho rus of a comic opera. A
sin is ter-look ing fig ure, with a squat bru tal head and lips drawn back
in an evil grin.

'What the devil are you do ing here?' asked An thony. 'And who let
you come up?'

'I pass where I please,' said the stranger. His voice was gut tural
and for eign, though his Eng lish was id iomatic enough.

'An other dago,' thought An thony.

'Well, get out, do you hear?' he went on aloud.

The man's eyes were fixed on the packet of let ters which An thony
had caught up.

'I will get out when you have given me what I have come for.'

'And what's that, may I ask?'

The man took a step nearer.



'The mem oirs of Count Stylp titch,' he hissed.

'It's im pos si ble to take you se ri ously,' said An thony. 'You're so
com pletely the stage vil lain. I like your get-up very much. Who sent
you here? Baron Lol lipop?'

'Baron -?' The man jerked out a string of harsh-sound ing
con so nants.

'So that's how you pro nounce it, is it? A cross be tween gar gling and
bark ing like a dog. I don't think I could say it my self - my throat's not
made that way. I shall have to go on call ing him Lol lipop. So he sent
you, did he?'

But he re ceived a ve he ment neg a tive. His vis i tor went so far as to
spit upon the sug ges tion in a very re al is tic man ner. Then he drew
from his pocket a sheet of pa per which he threw upon the ta ble.

'Look,' he said. 'Look and trem ble, ac cursed En glish man.'

An thony looked with some in ter est, not trou bling to ful fil the lat ter
part of the com mand. On the pa per was traced the crude de sign of a
hu man hand in red.

'It looks like a hand,' he re marked. 'But, if you say so, I'm quite
pre pared to ad mit that it's a Cu bist pic ture of Sun set at the North
Pole.'

'It is the sign of the Com rades of the Red Hand. I am a Com rade of
the Red Hand.'

'You don't say so,' said An thony, look ing at him with much
in ter est. 'Are the oth ers all like you? I don't know what the Eu genic
So ci ety would have to say about it.'

The man snarled an grily.

'Dog,' he said. 'Worse than dog. Paid slave of an ef fete monar chy.
Give me the mem oirs, and you shall go un scathed. Such is the
clemency of the Broth er hood.'

'It's very kind of them, I'm sure,' said An thony, 'but I'm afraid that
both they and you are labour ing un der a mis ap pre hen sion. My
in struc tions are to de liver the man u script - not to your ami able
so ci ety, but to a cer tain firm of pub lish ers.'



'Pah!' laughed the other. 'Do you think you will ever be per mit ted
to reach that of fice alive? Enough of this fool's talk. Hand over the
pa pers, or I shoot.'

He drew a re volver from his pocket and bran dished it in the air.

But there he mis judged his An thony Cade. He was not used to men
who could act as quickly - or quicker than they could think. An thony
did not wait to be cov ered by the re volver. Al most as soon as the
other got it out of his pocket, An thony had sprung for ward and
knocked it out of his hand. The force of the blow sent the man
swing ing round, so that he pre sented his back to his as sailant.

The chance was too good to be missed. With one mighty, well-
di rected kick, An thony sent the man fly ing through the door way into
the cor ri dor, where he col lapsed in a heap.

An thony stepped out af ter him, but the doughty Com rade of the
Red Hand had had enough. He got nim bly to his feet and fled down
the pas sage. An thony did not pur sue him, but went back into his own
room.

'So much for the Com rades of the Red Hand,' he re marked.
'Pic turesque ap pear ance, but eas ily routed by di rect ac tion. How the
hell did that fel low get in, I won der? There's one thing that stands
out pretty clearly - this isn't go ing to be quite such a soft job as I
thought. I've al ready fallen foul of both the Loy al ist and the
Rev o lu tion ary par ties. Soon, I sup pose, the Na tion al ists and the
In de pen dent Lib er als will be send ing up a del e ga tion. One thing's
fixed. I start on that man u script tonight.'

Look ing at his watch, An thony dis cov ered that it was nearly nine
o'clock, and he de cided to dine where he was. He did not an tic i pate
any more sur prise vis its, but he felt that it was up to him to be on his
guard. He had no in ten tion of al low ing his suit case to be ri fled whilst
he was down stairs in the Grill Room. He rang the bell and asked for
the menu, se lected a cou ple of dishes and or dered a bot tle of
Cham bertin. The waiter took the or der and with drew.

Whilst he was wait ing for the meal to ar rive, he got out the
pack age of man u script and put it on the ta ble with the let ters.



There was a knock at the door, and the waiter en tered with a small
ta ble and the ac ces sories of the meal. An thony had strolled over to
the man tel piece. Stand ing there with his back to the room, he was
di rectly fac ing the mir ror, and idly glanc ing in it he no ticed a cu ri ous
thing.

The waiter's eyes were glued on the par cel of man u script. Shoot ing
lit tle glances side ways at An thony's im mov able back, he moved softly
round the ta ble. His hands were twitch ing and he kept pass ing his
tongue over his dry lips. An thony ob served him more closely. He was
a tall man, sup ple like all wait ers, with a clean-shaven, mo bile face.
An Ital ian, An thony thought, not a French man.

At the crit i cal mo ment An thony wheeled round abruptly.

The waiter started slightly, but pre tended to be do ing some thing
with the salt cel lar.

'What's your name?' asked An thony abruptly.

'Giuseppe, mon sieur.'

'Ital ian, eh?'

'Yes, mon sieur.'

An thony spoke to him in that lan guage, and the man an swered
flu ently enough. Fi nally An thony dis missed him with a nod, but all
the while he was eat ing the ex cel lent meal which Giuseppe served to
him, he was think ing rapidly.

Had he been mis taken? Was Giuseppe's in ter est in the par cel just
or di nary cu rios ity? It might be so, but re mem ber ing the fever ish
in ten sity of me man's ex cite ment, An thony de cided against that
the ory. All the same, he was puz zled.

'Dash it all,' said An thony to him self, 'ev ery one can't be af ter the
blasted man u script. Per haps I'm fan cy ing things.'

Din ner con cluded and cleared away, he ap plied him self to the
pe rusal of the mem oirs. Ow ing to the il leg i bil ity of the late Count's
hand writ ing, the busi ness was a slow one. An thony's yawns
suc ceeded one an other with sus pi cious ra pid ity. At the end of the
fourth chap ter, he gave it up.



So far, he had found the mem oirs in suf fer ably dull, with no hint of
scan dal of any kind.

He gath ered up the let ters and the wrap ping of the man u script
which were ly ing in a heap to gether on the ta ble and locked them up
in the suit case. Then he locked the door, and as an ad di tional
pre cau tion put a chair against it. On the chair he placed the wa ter-
bot tle from the bath room.

Sur vey ing these prepa ra tions with some pride, he un dressed and
got into bed. He had one more shot at the Count's mem oirs, but felt
his eye lids droop ing, and stuff ing the man u script un der his pil low,
he switched out the light and fell asleep al most im me di ately.

It must have been some four hours later that he awoke with a start.
What had awak ened him he did not know - per haps a sound, per haps
only the con scious ness of dan ger which in men who have led an
ad ven tur ous life is very fully de vel oped. For a mo ment he lay quite
still, try ing to fo cus his im pres sions. He could hear a very stealthy
rus tle, and then he be came aware of a denser black ness some where
be tween him and the win dow - on the floor by the suit case.

With a sud den spring, An thony jumped out of bed, switch ing the
light on as he did so. A fig ure sprang up from where it had been
kneel ing by the suit case.

It was the waiter, Giuseppe. In his right hand gleamed a long thin
knife. He hurled him self straight upon An thony, who was by now
fully con scious of his own dan ger. He was un armed and Giuseppe
was ev i dently thor oughly at home with his own weapon.

An thony sprang to one side, and Giuseppe missed him with the
knife. The next minute the two men were rolling on the floor
to gether, locked in a close em brace. The whole of An thony's fac ul ties
were cen tred on keep ing a close grip of Giuseppe's right arm so that
he would be un able to use the knife. He bent it slowly back. At the
same time he felt the Ital ian's other hand clutch ing at his wind pipe,
sti fling him, chok ing. And still, des per ately, he bent the right arm
back.

There was a sharp tin kle as the knife fell on the floor. At the same
time, the Ital ian ex tri cated him self with a swift twist from An thony's
grasp. An thony sprang up too, but made the mis take of mov ing



to wards the door to cut off the other's re treat. He saw, too late, that
the chair and the wa ter-bot tle were just as he had ar ranged them.

Giuseppe had en tered by the win dow, and it was the win dow he
made for now. In the in stant's respite given him by An thony's move
to wards the door, he had sprung out on the Bal cony, leaped over to
the ad join ing bal cony and had dis ap peared through the ad join ing
win dow.

An thony knew well enough that it was of no use to pur sue him. His
way of re treat was doubt less fully as sured. An thony would merely get
him self into trou ble.

He walked over to the bed, thrust ing his hand be neath the pil low
and draw ing out the mem oirs. Lucky that they had been here and not
in the suit case. He crossed over to the suit case and looked in side,
mean ing to take out the let ters.

Then he swore softly un der his breath.

The let ters were gone.
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T WAS EX ACTLY five min utes to four when Vir ginia Revel,
ren dered punc tual by a healthy cu rios ity, re turned to the house
in Pont Street. She opened the door with her latch-key, and

stepped into the hall to be im me di ately con fronted by the im pas sive
Chil vers.

'I beg par don, ma'am, but a - a per son has called to see you -'

For the mo ment, Vir ginia did not pay at ten tion to the sub tle
phrase ol ogy whereby Chil vers cloaked his mean ing. 'Mr Lo max?
Where is he? In the draw ing-room?'

'Oh, no, ma'am, not Mr Lo max.' Chil vers' tone was faintly
re proach ful. 'A per son - I was re luc tant to let him in, but he said his
busi ness was most im por tant - con nected with the late Cap tain, I
un der stood him to say. Think ing there fore that you might wish to see
him, I put him - er - in the study.'

Vir ginia stood think ing for a minute. She had been a widow now
for some years, and the fact that she rarely spoke of her hus band was
taken by some to in di cate that be low her care less de meanour was a
still-aching wound. By oth ers it was taken to mean the ex act
op po site, that Vir ginia had never re ally cared for Tim Revel, and that
she found it in sin cere to pro fess a grief she did not feel.

'I should have men tioned, ma'am,' con tin ued Chil vers, 'that the
man ap pears to be some kind of for eigner.'

Vir ginia's in ter est height ened a lit tle. Her hus band had been in the
Diplo matic Ser vice, and they had been to gether in Her zoslo vakia just
be fore the sen sa tional mur der of the King and Queen. This man
might prob a bly be a Her zoslo vakian, some old ser vant who had
fallen on evil days.

'You did quite right, Chil vers,' she said with a quick, ap prov ing
nod. 'Where did you say you put him? In the study?'



She crossed the hall with her light buoy ant step, and opened the
door of the small room that flanked the din ing-room.

The vis i tor was sit ting in a chair by the fire place. He rose on her
en trance and stood look ing at her. Vir ginia had an ex cel lent mem ory
for faces, and she was at once quite sure that she had never seen the
man be fore. He was tall and dark, sup ple in fig ure, and quite
un mis tak ably a for eigner; but she did not think he was of Slavonic
ori gin. She put him down as Ital ian or pos si bly Span ish.

'You wish to see me?' she asked. 'I am Mrs Revel.'

The man did not an swer for a minute or two. He was look ing her
slowly over, as though ap prais ing her nar rowly. There was a veiled
in so lence in his man ner which she was quick to feel.

'Will you please state your busi ness?' she said, with a touch of
im pa tience.

'You are Mrs Revel? Mrs Tim o thy Revel?'

'Yes. I told you so just now.'

'Quite so. It is a good thing that you con sented to see me, Mrs
Revel. Oth er wise, as I told your but ler, I should have been com pelled
to do busi ness with your hus band.'

Vir ginia looked at him in as ton ish ment, but some im pulse quelled
the re tort that sprang to her lips. She con tented her self by re mark ing
dryly:

'You might have found some dif fi culty in do ing that.'

'I think not. I am very per sis tent. But I will come to the point.
Per haps you rec og nize this?'

He flour ished some thing in his hand. Vir ginia looked at it with out
much in ter est.

'Can you tell me what it is, madame?'

'It ap pears to be a let ter,' replied Vir ginia, who was by now
con vinced that she had to do with a man who was men tally
un hinged.



'And per haps you note to whom it is ad dressed,' said the man
sig nif i cantly, hold ing it out to her.

'I can read,' Vir ginia in formed him pleas antly. 'It is ad dressed to a
Cap tain O'Neill at Rue de Quenelles No 15, Paris.'

The man seemed to be search ing her face hun grily for some thing
he did not find.

'Will you read it, please?'

Vir ginia took the en ve lope from him, drew out the en clo sure and
glanced at it, but al most im me di ately she stiff ened and held it out to
him again.

'This is a pri vate let ter - cer tainly not meant for my eyes.'

The man laughed sar don ically.

'I con grat u late you, Mrs Revel, on your ad mirable act ing. You play
your part to per fec tion. Nev er the less, I think that you will hardly be
able to deny the sig na ture!'

'The sig na ture?'

Vir ginia turned the let ter over - and was struck dumb with
as ton ish ment. The sig na ture, writ ten in a del i cate slant ing hand, was
Vir ginia Revel. Check ing the ex cla ma tion of as ton ish ment that rose
to her lips, she turned again to the be gin ning of the let ter and
de lib er ately read the whole thing through. Then she stood a minute
lost in thought. The na ture of the let ter made it clear enough what
was in prospect.

'Well, madame?' said the man. 'That is your name, is it not?'

'Oh, yes,' said Vir ginia. 'It's my name.'

'But not my hand writ ing,' she might have added. In stead she
turned a daz zling smile upon her vis i tor.

'Sup pos ing,' she said sweetly, 'we sit down and talk it over?'

He was puz zled. Not so had he ex pected her to be have. His in stinct
told him that she was not afraid of him.

'First of all, I should like to know how you found me out?'

'That was easy.'



He took from his pocket a page torn from an il lus trated pa per, and
handed it to her. An thony Cade would have rec og nized it.

She gave it back to him with a thought ful lit tle frown.

'I see,' she said. 'It was very easy.'

'Of course you un der stand, Mrs Revel, that that is not the only
let ter. There are oth ers.'

'Dear me,' said Vir ginia, 'I seem to have been fright fully in dis creet.'

Again she could see that her light tone puz zled him. She was by
now thor oughly en joy ing her self.

'At any rate,' she said, smil ing sweetly at him, 'it's very kind of you
to call and give them back to me.'

There was a pause as he cleared his throat.

'I am a poor man, Mrs Revel,' he said at last, with a good deal of
sig nif i cance in his man ner.

'As such you will doubt less find it eas ier to en ter the King dom of
Heaven, or so I have al ways heard.'

'I can not af ford to let you have these let ters for noth ing.'

'I think you are un der a mis ap pre hen sion. Those let ters are the
prop erty of the per son who wrote them.'

'That may be the law, madame, but in this coun try you have a
say ing “Pos ses sion is nine points of the law.” And, in any case, are
you pre pared to in voke the aid of the law?'

'The law is a se vere one for black mail ers,' Vir ginia re minded him.

'Come, Mrs Revel, I am not quite a fool. I have read these let ters -
the let ters of a woman to her lover, one and all breath ing dread of
dis cov ery by her hus band. Do you want me to take them to your
hus band?'

'You have over looked one pos si bil ity. Those let ters were writ ten
some years ago. Sup pos ing that since then - I have be come a widow.'

He shook his head with con fi dence.



'In that case - if you had noth ing to fear - you would not be sit ting
here mak ing terms with me.'

Vir ginia smiled.

'What is your price?' she asked in a busi ness-like man ner.

'For one thou sand pounds I will hand the whole packet over to
you. It is very lit tle that I am ask ing there; but, you see, I do not like
the busi ness.'

'I shouldn't dream of pay ing you a thou sand pounds,' said Vir ginia
with de ci sion.

'Madame, I never bar gain. A thou sand pounds, and I will place the
let ters in your hands.'

Vir ginia re flected.

'You must give me a lit tle time to think it over. It will not be easy
for me to get such a sum to gether.'

'A few pounds on ac count per haps - say fifty - and I will call again.'

Vir ginia looked up at the clock. It was five min utes past four, and
she fan cied that she had heard the bell. 'Very well,' she said
hur riedly. 'Come back to mor row, but later than this. About six.'

She crossed over to a desk that stood against the wall, un locked
one of the draw ers, and took out an un tidy hand ful of notes.

'There is about forty pounds here. That will have to do for you.'

He snatched at it ea gerly

'And now go at once, please,' said Vir ginia.

He left the room obe di ently enough. Through the open door
Vir ginia caught a glimpse of George Lo max in the hall, just be ing
ush ered up stairs by Chil vers. As the front door closed, Vir ginia called
to him.

'Come in here, George. Chil vers, bring us tea in here, will you
please?'

She flung open both win dows, and George Lo max came into the
room to find her stand ing erect with danc ing eyes and wind-blown
hair.



'I'll shut them in a minute, George, but I felt the room ought to be
aired. Did you fall over the black mailer in the hall?'

'The what?'

'Black mailer, George. B-L-A-C-K-M-A-I-L-E-R: black mailer. One
who black mails.'

'My dear Vir ginia you can't be se ri ous!'

'Oh, but I am, George.'

'But who did he come here to black mail?'

'Me, George.'

'But, my dear Vir ginia, what have you been do ing?'

'Well, just for once, as it hap pens, I hadn't been do ing any thing.
The good gen tle man mis took me for some one else.'

'You rang up the po lice, I sup pose?'

'No, I didn't. I sup pose you think I ought to have done so?'

'Well -' George con sid ered weight ily. 'No, no, per haps not -
per haps you acted wisely. You might be mixed up in some
un pleas ant pub lic ity in con nec tion with the case. You might even
have had to give ev i dence -'

'I should have liked that,' said Vir ginia. 'I would love to be
sum moned, and I should like to see if judges re ally do make all the
rot ten jokes you read about. It would be most ex cit ing. I was at Vine
Street the other day to see about a di a mond brooch I had lost, and
there was the most per fectly lovely in spec tor - the nicest man I ever
met.'

George, as was his cus tom, let all ir rel e van cies pass.

'But what did you do about this scoundrel?'

'Well, George, I'm afraid I let him do it.'

'Do what?'

'Black mail me.'

George's face of hor ror was so poignant that Vir ginia had to bite
her un der lip.



'You mean - do I un der stand you to mean - that you did not cor rect
the mis ap pre hen sion un der which he was labour ing?'

Vir ginia shook her head, shoot ing a side ways glance at him.

'Good heav ens, Vir ginia, you must be mad.'

'I sup pose it would seem that way to you.'

'But why? In God's name, why?'

'Sev eral rea sons. To be gin with, he was do ing it so beau ti fully -
black mail ing me, I mean - I hate to in ter rupt an artist when he's
do ing his job re ally well. And then, you see, I'd never been
black mailed -'

'I should hope not, in deed.'

'And I wanted to see what it felt like.'

'I am quite at a loss to com pre hend you, Vir ginia.'

'I knew you wouldn't un der stand.'

'You did not give him money, I hope?'

'Just a tri fle,' said Vir ginia apolo get i cally.

'How much?'

'Forty pounds.'

'Vir ginia!'

'My dear George, it's only what I pay for an evening dress. It's just
as ex cit ing to buy a new ex pe ri ence as it is to buy a new dress - more
so, in fact.'

George Lo max merely shook his head, and Chil vers ap pear ing at
that mo ment with the tea urn, he was saved from hav ing to ex press
his out raged feel ings. When tea had been brought in, and Vir ginia's
deft fin gers were ma nip u lat ing the heavy sil ver teapot she spoke
again on the sub ject.

'I had an other mo tive too, George - a brighter and bet ter one. We
women are usu ally sup posed to be cats, but at any rate I'd done
an other woman a good turn this af ter noon. This man isn't likely to go
off look ing for an other Vir ginia Revel. He thinks he's found his bird



all right. Poor lit tle devil, she was in a blue funk when she wrote that
let ter. Mr Black mailer would have had the eas i est job in his life there.
Now, though he doesn't know it, he's up against a tough propo si tion.
Start ing with the great ad van tage of hav ing led a blame less life, I
shall toy with him to his un do ing - as they say in books. Guile,
George, lots of guile.'

George still shook his head.

'I don't like it,' he per sisted. 'I don't like it.'

'Well, never mind, George dear. You didn't come here to talk about
black mail ers. What did you come here for, by the way? Cor rect
an swer: “To see you!” Ac cent on the you, and press her hand with
sig nif i cance un less you hap pen to have been eat ing heav ily but tered
muf fin, in which case it must all be done with the eyes.'

'I did come to see you,' replied George se ri ously. 'And I am glad to
find you alone.'

'“Oh, George, this is so sud den,” says she, swal low ing a cur rant.'

'I wanted to ask a favour of you. I have al ways con sid ered you,
Vir ginia, as a woman of con sid er able charm.'

'Oh, George!'

'And also as a woman of in tel li gence!'

'Not re ally? How well the man knows me.'

'My dear Vir ginia, there is a young fel low ar riv ing in Eng land
to mor row whom I should like you to meet.'

'All right, George, but it's your party - let that be clearly
un der stood.'

'You could, I feel sure, if you chose, ex er cise your con sid er able
charm.'

Vir ginia cocked her head a lit tle on one side.

'George dear, I don't “charm” as a pro fes sion, you know. Of ten I
like peo ple - and then, well, they like me. But I don't think I could set
out in cold blood to fas ci nate a help less stranger. That sort of thing



isn't done, George, it re ally isn't. There are pro fes sional sirens who
would do it much bet ter than I should.'

'That is out of the ques tion, Vir ginia. This young man, he is a
Cana dian, by the way, of the name of Mc Grath -'

'“A Cana dian of Scot tish de scent,” says she, de duc ing bril liantly.'

'Is prob a bly quite un used to the higher walks of Eng lish so ci ety. I
should like him to ap pre ci ate the charm and dis tinc tion of a real
Eng lish gen tle woman.'

'Mean ing me?'

'Ex actly.'

'Why?'

'I beg your par don?'

'I said why? You don't boom the real Eng lish gen tle woman with
ev ery stray Cana dian who sets foot upon our shores. What is the
deep idea, George? To put it vul garly, what do you get out of it?'

'I can not see that that con cerns you, Vir ginia.'

'I couldn't pos si bly go out for an evening and fas ci nate un less I
knew all the why and where fores.'

'You have a most ex tra or di nary way of putting things, Vir ginia.
Any one would think -'

'Wouldn't they? Come on, George, part with a lit tle more
in for ma tion.'

'My dear Vir ginia, mat ters are likely to be a lit tle strained shortly
in a cer tain Cen tral Eu ro pean na tion. It is im por tant, for rea sons
which are im ma te rial, that this - Mr - er - Mc Grath should be
brought to re al ize that the restor ing of the monar chy in
Her zoslo vakia is im per a tive to the peace of Eu rope.'

'The part about the peace of Eu rope is all bosh,' said Vir ginia
calmly, 'but I'm all for monar chies ev ery time, es pe cially for a
pic turesque peo ple like the Her zoslo vakians. So you're run ning a
king in the Her zoslo vakian Stakes, are you? Who is he?'



George was re luc tant to an swer, but did not see his way to avoid
the ques tion. The in ter view was not go ing at all as he had planned.
He had fore seen Vir ginia as a will ing, docile tool, re ceiv ing his hints
grate fully, and ask ing no awk ward ques tions. This was far from be ing
the case. She seemed de ter mined to know all about it and this
George, ever doubt ful of fe male dis cre tion, was de ter mined at all
costs to avoid. He had made a mis take. Vir ginia was not the woman
for the part. She might, in deed, cause se ri ous trou ble. Her ac count of
her in ter view with the black mailer had caused him grave
ap pre hen sion. A most un de pend able crea ture, with no idea of
treat ing se ri ous mat ters se ri ously.

'Prince Michael Obolovitch,' he replied, as Vir ginia was ob vi ously
wait ing for an an swer to her ques tion. 'But please let that go no
fur ther.'

'Don't be ab surd, George. There are all sorts of hints in the pa pers
al ready, and ar ti cles crack ing up the Obolovitch dy nasty and talk ing
about the mur dered Nicholas IV as though he were a cross be tween a
saint and a hero in stead of a stupid lit tle man be sot ted by a third-rate
ac tress.'

George winced. He was more than ever con vinced that he had
made a mis take in en list ing Vir ginia's aid. He must stave her off
quickly.

'You are right, my dear Vir ginia,' he said hastily, as he rose to his
feet to bid her farewell. 'I should not have made the sug ges tion I did
to you. But we are anx ious for the Do min ions to see eye to eye with
us on this Her zoslo vakian cri sis, and Mc Grath has, I be lieve,
in flu ence in jour nal is tic cir cles. As an ar dent monar chist, and with
your knowl edge of the coun try, I thought it a good plan for you to
meet him.'

'So that's the ex pla na tion, is it?'

'Yes, but I dare say you wouldn't have cared for him.'

Vir ginia looked at him for a sec ond and then she laughed.

'George,' she said, 'you're a rot ten liar.'

'Vir ginia!'



'Rot ten, ab so lutely rot ten! If I had had your train ing, I could have
man aged a bet ter one than that - one that had a chance of be ing
be lieved. But I shall find out all about it, my poor George. Rest
as sured of that. The Mys tery of Mr Mc Grath. I shouldn't won der if I
got a hint or two at Chim neys this week end.'

'At Chim neys? You are go ing to Chim neys?'

George could not con ceal his per tur ba tion. He had hoped to reach
Lord Cater ham in time for the in vi ta tion to re main unis sued.

'Bun dle rang up and asked me this morn ing.'

George made a last ef fort.

'Rather a dull party, I be lieve,' he said. 'Hardly in your line,
Vir ginia.'

'My poor George, why didn't you tell me the truth and trust me?
It's still not too late.'

George took her hand and dropped it again limply.

'I have told you the truth,' he said coldly, and he said it with out a
blush.

'That's a bet ter one,' said Vir ginia ap prov ingly. 'But it's still not
good enough. Cheer up, George, I shall be at Chim neys all right,
ex ert ing my con sid er able charm - as you put it. Life has be come
sud denly very much more amus ing. First a black mailer, and then
George in diplo matic dif fi cul ties. Will he tell all to the beau ti ful
woman who asks for his con fi dence so pa thet i cally? No, he will
re veal noth ing un til the last chap ter. Good bye, George. One last fond
look be fore you go? No? Oh, George, dear, don't be sulky about it!'

Vir ginia ran to the tele phone as soon as George had de parted with
a heavy gait through the front door.

She ob tained the num ber she re quired and asked to speak to Lady
Eileen Brent.

'Is that you, Bun dle? I'm com ing to Chim neys, all right to mor row.
What? Bore me? No, it won't. Bun dle, wild horses wouldn't keep me
away! So there!'
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HE LET TERS WERE GONE!

Hav ing once made up his mind to the fact of their
dis ap pear ance, there was noth ing to do but ac cept it. An thony

re al ized very well that he could not pur sue Giuseppe through the
cor ri dors of the Blitz Ho tel. To do so was to court un de sired
pub lic ity, and in all prob a bil ity to fail in his ob ject all the same.

He came to the con clu sion that Giuseppe had mis taken the pack ets
of let ters, en closed as they were in the other wrap pings, for the
mem oirs them selves. It was likely there fore that when he dis cov ered
his mis take he would make an other at tempt to get hold of the
mem oirs. For this at tempt An thony in tended to be fully pre pared.

An other plan that oc curred to him was to ad ver tise dis creetly for
the re turn of the pack age of let ters. Sup pos ing Giuseppe to be an
emis sary of the Com rades of the Red Hand, or, which seemed to
An thony more prob a ble, to be em ployed by the Loy al ist party, the
let ters could have no pos si ble in ter est for ei ther em ployer and he
would prob a bly jump at the chance of ob tain ing a small sum of
money for their re turn.

Hav ing thought out all this, An thony re turned to bed and slept
peace fully un til morn ing. He did not fancy that Giuseppe would be
anx ious for a sec ond en counter that night.

An thony got up with his plan of cam paign fully thought out. He
had a good break fast, glanced at the pa pers which were full of the
new dis cov er ies of oil in Her zoslo vakia, and then de manded an
in ter view with the man ager and be ing An thony Cade, with a gift for
get ting his own way by means of quiet de ter mi na tion he ob tained
what he asked for.

The man ager, a French man with an exquisitely suave man ner,
re ceived him in his pri vate of fice.



'You wished to see me, I un der stand, Mr - er -Mc Grath?'

'I did. I ar rived at your ho tel yes ter day af ter noon and I had din ner
served to me in my own rooms by a waiter whose name was
Giuseppe.'

He paused.

'I dare say we have a waiter of that name,' agreed the man ager
in dif fer ently.

'I was struck by some thing un usual in the man's man ner, but
thought noth ing more of it at the time. Later, in the night, I was
awak ened by the sound of some one mov ing softly about the room. I
switched on the light, and found this same Giuseppe in the act of
ri fling my leather suit case.'

The man ager's in dif fer ence had com pletely dis ap peared now.

'But I have heard noth ing of this,' he ex claimed. 'Why was I not
in formed sooner?'

'The man and I had a brief strug gle - he was armed with a knife, by
the way. In the end he suc ceeded in mak ing off by way of the
win dow.'

'What did you do then, Mr Mc Grath?'

'I ex am ined the con tents of my suit case.'

'Had any thing been taken?'

'Noth ing of - im por tance,' said An thony slowly.

The man ager leaned back with a sigh.

'I am glad of that,' he re marked. 'But you will al low me to say, Mr
Mc Grath, that I do not quite un der stand your at ti tude in the mat ter.
You made no at tempt to arouse the ho tel? To pur sue the thief?'

An thony shrugged his shoul der.

'Noth ing of value had been taken, as I tell you. I am aware, of
course, that strictly speak ing it is a case for the po lice -'

He paused, and the man ager mur mured with out any par tic u lar
en thu siam:



'For the po lice - of course -'

'In any case, I was fairly cer tain that the man would man age to
make good his es cape, and since noth ing was taken, why bother with
the po lice?'

The man ager smiled a lit tle.

'I see that you re al ize, Mr Mc Grath, that I am not at all anx ious to
have the po lice called in. From my point of view it is al ways
dis as trous. If the news pa per can get hold of any thing con nected with
a big fash ion able ho tel such as this, they run it for all it is worth, no
mat ter how in signif i cant the real sub ject may be.'

'Quite so,' agreed An thony. 'Now I told you that noth ing of value
had been taken, and that was per fectly true in a sense. Noth ing of
any value to the thief was taken, but he got hold of some thing which
is of con sid er able value to me.'

'Ah?'

'Let ters, you un der stand.'

An ex pres sion of su per hu man dis cre tion, only to be achieved by a
French man, set tled down upon the man ager's face.

'I com pre hend,' he mur mured. 'But per fectly. Nat u rally, it is not a
mat ter for the po lice.'

'We are quite agreed upon that point. But you will un der stand that
I have ev ery in ten tion of re cov er ing these let ters. In the part of the
world where I come from, peo ple are used to do ing things for
them selves. What I re quire from you there fore is the fullest pos si ble
in for ma tion you can give me about this waiter, Giuseppe.'

'I see no ob jec tion to that,' said the man ager af ter a mo ment or
two's pause. 'I can not give you the in for ma tion off hand, of course,
but if you will re turn in half an hour's time I will have ev ery thing
ready to lay be fore you.'

'Thank you very much. That will suit me ad mirably.'

In half an hour's time, An thony re turned to the of fice again to find
that the man ager had been as good as his word. Jot ted down on a



piece of pa per were all the rel e vant fact known about Giuseppe
Manelli.

'He came to us, you see, about three months ago. A skilled and
ex pe ri enced waiter. Has given com plete sat is fac tion. He has been in
Eng land about five years.'

To gether the two men ran over a list of the ho tels and restau rants
where the Ital ian had worked. One fact struck An thony as be ing
pos si bly of sig nif i cance. At two of the ho tels in ques tion there had
been se ri ous rob beries dur ing the time that Giuseppe was em ployed
there, though no sus pi cion of any kind had at tached to him in ei ther
case. Still, the fact was sig nif i cant.

Was Giuseppe merely a clever ho tel thief? Had his search of
An thony's suit case been only part of his ha bit ual pro fes sional
tac tics? He might just pos si bly have had the packet of let ter in his
hand at the mo ment when An thony switched on the light, and have
shoved it into his pocket me chan i cally so as to have his hands free. In
that case, the thing was mere plain or gar den rob bery.

Against that, there was to be put the man's ex cite ment of the
evening be fore when he had caught sight of the pa pers ly ing on the
ta ble. There had been no money or ob ject of value there such as
would ex cite the cu pid ity of an or di nary thief.

No, An thony felt con vinced that Giuseppe had been act ing as a tool
for me out side agency. With the in for ma tion sup plied to him by the
man ager, it might be pos si ble to learn some thing about Giuseppe's
pri vate life and so fi nally track him down. He gath ered up the sheet
of pa per and rose.

'Thank you very much in deed. It's quite un nec es sary to ask, I
sup pose, whether Giuseppe is still in the ho tel?'

The man ager smiled.

'His bed was not slept in, and all his things have been left be hind.
He must have rushed straight out af ter his at tack upon you. I don't
think there is much chance of our see ing him again.'

'I imag ine not. Well, thank you very much in deed. I shall be
stay ing on here for the present.'



'I hope you will be suc cess ful in your task, but I con fess that I am
rather doubt ful.'

'I al ways hope for the best.'

One of An thony's first pro ceed ings was to ques tion some of the
other wait ers who had been friendly with Giuseppe, but he ob tained
very lit tle to go upon. He wrote out an ad ver tise ment on the lines he
had planned, and had it sent to five of the most widely read
news pa pers. He was just about to go out and visit the restau rant at
which Giuseppe had been pre vi ously em ployed when the tele phone
rang. An thony took up the re ceiver.

'Hullo, what is it?'

A tone less voice replied.

'Am I speak ing to Mr Mc Grath?'

'You are. Who are you?'

'This is Messrs Balder son and Hodgkins. Just a minute, please. I
will put you through to Mr Balder son.'

'Our wor thy pub lish ers,' thought An thony. 'So they are get ting
wor ried too, are they? They needn't. There's a week to run still.'

A hearty voice struck sud denly upon his ear.

'Hullo! That Mr Mc Grath?'

'Speak ing.'

'I'm Mr Balder son of Balder son and Hodgkins. What about that
man u script, Mr Mc Grath?'

'Well,' said An thony, 'what about it?'

'Ev ery thing about it. I un der stand, Mr Mc Grath, that you have just
ar rived in this coun try from South Africa. That be ing so, you can't
pos si bly un der stand the po si tion. There's go ing to be trou ble about
that man u script, Mr Mc Grath, big trou ble. Some times I wish we'd
never said we'd han dle it.'

'In deed?'

'I as sure you it's so. At present I'm anx ious to get it into my
pos ses sion as quickly as pos si ble, so as to have a cou ple of copies



made. Then, if the orig i nal is de stroyed - well, no harm will be done.'

'Dear me,' said An thony.

'Yes, I ex pect it sounds ab surd to you, Mr Mc Grath. But, I as sure
you, you don't ap pre ci ate the sit u a tion. There's a de ter mined ef fort
be ing made to pre vent its ever reach ing this of fice. I say to you quite
frankly and with out hum bug that if you at tempt to bring it your self
it's ten to one that you'll never get here.'

'I doubt that,' said An thony. 'When I want to get any where, I
usu ally do.'

'You're up against a very dan ger ous lot of peo ple. I wouldn't have
be lieved it my self a month ago. I tell you, Mr Mc Grath, we've been
bribed and threat ened and ca joled by one lot and an other un til we
don't know whether we're on our heads or our heels. My sug ges tion
is that you do not at tempt to bring the man u script here. One of our
peo ple will call upon you at the ho tel and take pos ses sion of it.'

'And sup pos ing the gang does him in?' asked An thony.

'The re spon si bil ity would then be ours - not yours. You would have
de liv ered it to our rep re sen ta tive and ob tained a writ ten dis charge.
The cheque for - er - a thou sand pounds which we are in structed to
hand to you will not be avail able un til Wednes day next by the terms
of our agree ment with the ex ecu tors of the late - er - au thor - you
know whom I mean, but if you in sist I will send my own cheque for
that amount by the mes sen ger.'

An thony re flected for a minute or two. He had in tended to keep
the mem oirs un til the last day of grace, be cause he was anx ious to
see for him self what all the fuss was about. Nev er the less, he re al ized
the force of the pub lisher's ar gu ments.

'All right,' he said, with a lit tle sigh. 'Have it your own way. Send
your man along. And if you don't mind send ing that cheque as well
I'd rather have it now, as I may be go ing out of Eng land be fore next
Wednes day.'

'Cer tainly, Mr Mc Grath. Our rep re sen ta tive will call upon you first
thing to mor row morn ing. It will be wiser not to send any one di rect
from the of fice. Our Mr Holmes lives in South Lon don. He will call in
on his way to us, and will give you a re ceipt for the pack age. I sug gest



that tonight you should place a dummy packet in the man ager's safe.
Your en e mies will get to hear of this, and it will pre vent any at tack
be ing made upon your apart ments tonight.'

'Very well, I will do as you di rect.'

An thony hung up the re ceiver with a thought ful face. Then he went
on with his in ter rupted plan of seek ing news of the slip pery
Giuseppe. He drew a com plete blank, how ever. Giuseppe had worked
at the restau rant in ques tion, but no body seemed to know any thing
of his pri vate life or as so ciates.

'But I'll get you, my lad,' mur mured An thony, be tween his teeth.
'I'll get you yet. It's only a mat ter of time.'

His sec ond night in Lon don was en tirely peace ful.

At nine o'clock the fol low ing morn ing, the card of Mr Holmes from
Messrs Balder son and Hodgkins was sent up, and Mr Holmes
fol lowed it. A small, fair man with a quiet man ner. An thony handed
over the man u script, and re ceived in ex change a cheque for a
thou sand pounds. Mr Holmes packed up the man u script in the small
brown bag he car ried, wished An thony good morn ing, and de parted.
The whole thing seemed very tame.

'But per haps he'll be mur dered on the way there,' An thony
mur mured aloud, as he stared idly out of the win dow. 'I won der now
- I very much won der.'

He put the cheque in an en ve lope, en closed a few lines of writ ing
with it, and sealed it up care fully. Jimmy, who had been more or less
in funds at the time of his en counter with An thony at Bu l awayo, had
ad vanced him a sub stan tial sum of money which was, as yet,
prac ti cally un touched.

'If one job's done with, the other isn't,' said An thony to him self.
'Up to now, I've bun gled it. But never say die. I think that, suit ably
dis guised, I shall go and have a look at 487 Pont Street.'

He packed his be long ings, went down and paid his bill, and
or dered his lug gage to be put on a taxi. Suit ably re ward ing those who
stood in his path, most of whom had done noth ing what ever
ma te ri ally to add to his com fort, he was on the point of be ing driven
off, when a small boy rushed down the steps with a let ter.



'Just come for you, this very minute, sir.'

With a sigh, An thony pro duced yet an other shilling. The taxi
groaned heav ily and jumped for ward with a hideous crash ing of
gears, and An thony opened the let ter.

It was rather a cu ri ous doc u ment. He had to read it four times
be fore he could be sure of what it was all about. Put in plain Eng lish
(the let ter was not in plain Eng lish, but in the pe cu liar in volved style
com mon to mis sives is sued by gov ern ment of fi cials) it pre sumed that
Mr Mc Grath was ar riv ing in Eng land from South Africa to day -
Thurs day, it re ferred obliquely to the mem oirs of Count Stylp titch,
and begged Mr Mc Grath to do noth ing in the mat ter un til he had had
a con fi den tial con ver sa tion with Mr George Lo max, and cer tain other
par ties whose mag nif i cence wire vaguely hinted at. It also con tained
a def i nite in vi ta tion to go down to Chim neys as the guest of Lord
Cater ham, on the fol low ing day, Fri day.

A mys te ri ous and thor oughly ob scure com mu ni ca tion. An thony
en joyed it very much.

'Dear old Eng land,' he mur mured af fec tion ately. 'Two days be hind
the times, as usual. Rather a pity. Still, I can't go down to Chim neys
un der false pre tences. I won der, though, if there's an inn handy? Mr
An thony Cade might stay at the inn with out any one be ing the wiser.'

He leaned out of the win dow, and gave new di rec tions to the taxi
driver, who ac knowl edged them with a nod of con tempt.

The taxi drew up be fore one of Lon don's more ob scure hostel ries.
The fare, how ever, was paid on a scale be fit ting its point of
de par ture.

Hav ing booked a room in the name of An thony Cade, An thony
passed into a dingy writ ing-room, took out a sheet of notepa per
stamped with the leg end Ho tel Blitz, and wrote rapidly.

He ex plained that he had ar rived on the pre ced ing Tues day, that
he had handed over the man u script in ques tion to Messrs Balder son
and Hodgkins, and he re gret full de clined the kind in vi ta tion of Lord
Cater ham as he was leav ing Eng land al most im me di ately. He signed
the let ter 'Yours faith fully, James Mc Grath.'



'And now,' said An thony, as he af fixed the stamp to the en ve lope.
'To busi ness. Exit James Mc Grath, and En ter An thony Cade.'
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N THAT SAME THURS DAY af ter noon Vir ginia Revel had been
play ing ten nis at Ranelagh. All the way back to Pont Street,
as she lay back in the long, lux u ri ous limou sine, a lit tle smile

played upon her lips as she re hearsed her part in the forth com ing
in ter view. Of course it was within the bounds of pos si bil ity that the
black mailer might not reap pear, but she felt pretty cer tain that he
would. She had shown her self an easy prey. Well, per haps this time
there would be a lit tle sur prise for him!

When the car drew up at the house, she turned to speak to the
chauf feur be fore go ing up the steps.

'How's your wife, Wal ton? I for got to ask.'

'Bet ter I think, ma'am. The doc tor said he'd look in and see her
about half past six. Will you be want ing the car again?'

Vir ginia re flected for a minute.

'I shall be away for the week end. I'm go ing by the 6.40 from
Padding ton, but I shan't need you again - a taxi will do for that. I'd
rather you saw the doc tor. If he thinks it would do your wife good to
go away for the week end, take her some where, Wal ton. I'll stand the
ex pense.'

Cut ting short the man's thanks with an im pa tient nod of the head,
Vir ginia ran up the steps, delved into her bag in search of her latch-
key, re mem bered she hadn't got it with her, and hastily rang the bell.

It was not an swered at once, but as she waited there a young man
came up the steps. He was shab bily dressed, and car ried in his hand
a sheaf of leaflets. He held one out to Vir ginia with the leg end on it
plainly vis i ble: 'Why Did I Serve My Coun try?' In his left hand he
held a col lect ing box.



'I can't buy two of those aw ful po ems in one day,' said Vir ginia
plead ingly. 'I bought one this morn ing. I did, in deed, hon our bright.'

The young man threw back his head and laughed. Vir ginia laughed
with him. Run ning her eyes care lessly over him, she thought him a
more pleas ing spec i men than usual of Lon don's un em ployed. She
liked his brown face, and the lean hard ness of him. She went so far as
to wish she had a job for him.

But at that mo ment the door opened, and im me di ately Vir ginia
for got all about the prob lem of the un em ployed, for to her
as ton ish ment the door was opened by her own maid, Elise.

'Where's Chil vers?' she de manded sharply, as she stepped into the
hall.

'But he is gone, madame, with the oth ers.'

'What oth ers? Gone where?'

'But to Datchet, madame - to the cot tage, as your tele gram said.'

'My tele gram?' said Vir ginia, ut terly at sea.

'Did not madame send a tele gram? Surely there can be no mis take.
It came but an hour ago.'

'I never sent any tele gram. What did it say?'

'I be lieve it is still on the ta ble.'

Elise re tired, pounc ing upon it, and brought it to her mis tress in
tri umph.

'Voilа, madame!'

The tele gram was ad dressed to Chil vers and ran as fol lows:

'Please take house hold down to cot tage at once, and make
prepa ra tions for week end party there. Catch 5.49 train.'

There was noth ing un usual about it, it was just the sort of mes sage
she her self had fre quently sent be fore, when she had ar ranged a
party at her river side bun ga low on the spur of the mo ment. She
al ways took the whole house hold down, leav ing an old woman as
care taker. Chil vers would not have seen any thing wrong with the



mes sage, and like a good ser vant had car ried out his or ders faith fully
enough.

'Me, I re mained,' ex plained Elise, 'know ing that madame would
wish me to pack for her.'

'It's a silly hoax,' cried Vir ginia, fling ing down the tele gram an grily.
'You know per fectly well, Elise, that I am go ing to Chim neys. I told
you so this morn ing.'

'I thought madame had changed her mind. Some times that does
hap pen, does it not, madame?'

Vir ginia ad mit ted the truth of the ac cu sa tion with a half-smile. She
was busy try ing to find a rea son for this ex tra or di nary prac ti cal joke.
Elise put for ward a sug ges tion.

'Mon Dieu!' she cried, clasp ing her hands. 'If it should be the
male fac tors, the thieves! They send the bo gus tele gram and get the
do mes tiques all out of the house, and then they rob it.'

'I sup pose that might be it,' said Vir ginia doubt fully.

'Yes, yes madame, that is with out a doubt. Ev ery day you read in
the pa pers of such things. Madame will ring up the po lice at once - at
once - be fore they ar rive and cut our throats.'

'Don't get so ex cited, Elise. They won't come and cut our throats at
six o'clock in the af ter noon.'

'Madame, I im plore you, let me run out and fetch a po lice man
now, at once.'

'What on earth for? Don't be silly, Elise. Go up and pack my things
for Chim neys, if you haven't al ready done it. The new Cail leaux
evening dress, and the white crйpe maro cain, and yes, the black
vel vet - black vel vet is so po lit i cal, is it not?'

'Madame looks rav ish ing in the eau de nil satin,' sug gested Elise,
her pro fes sional in stincts re assert ing them selves.

'No, I won't take that. Hurry up, Elise, there's a good girl. We've
got very lit tle time. I'll send a wire to Chil vers at Datchet, and I'll
speak to the po lice man on the beat as we go out and tell him to keep
an eye on the place. Don't start rolling your eyes again, Elise - if you



get so fright ened be fore any thing has hap pened, what would you do
if a man jumped out from some dark cor ner and stuck a knife into
you?'

Elise gave vent to a shrill squeak, and beat a speedy re treat up the
stairs, dart ing ner vous glances over her shoul der as she went.

Vir ginia made a face at her re treat ing back, and crossed the hall to
the lit tle study where the tele phone was. Elise's sug ges tion of ring ing
up the po lice sta tion seemed to her a good one, and she in tended to
act upon it with out any fur ther de lay.

She opened the study door and crossed to the tele phone. Then,
with her hand on the re ceiver, she stopped. A man was sit ting in the
big arm chair, sit ting in a cu ri ous hud dled po si tion. In the stress of
the mo ment, she had for got ten all about her ex pected vis i tor.
Ap par ently he had fallen asleep whilst wait ing for her.

She came right up to the chair, a slightly mis chievous smile upon
her face. And then sud denly the smile faded.

The man was not asleep. He was dead.

She knew it at once, knew it in stinc tively even be fore her eyes had
seen and noted the small shin ing pis tol ly ing on the floor, the lit tle-
singed hole just above the heart with the dark stain round it, and the
hor ri ble dropped jaw.

She stood quite still, her hands pressed to her sides. In the si lence
she heard Elise run ning down the stairs.

'Madame! Madame!'

'Well, what is it?'

She moved quickly to the door. Her whole in stinct was to con ceal
what had hap pened - for the mo ment any way - from Elise. Elise
would promptly go into hys ter ics, she knew that well enough, and
she felt a great need for calm and quiet in which to think things out.

'Madame, would it not be bet ter if I should draw the chain across
the door? These male fac tors, at any minute they may ar rive.'

'Yes, if you like. Any thing you like.'



She heard the rat tle of the chain, and then Elise run ning up stairs
again, and drew a long breath of re lief.

She looked at the man in the chair and then at the tele phone. Her
course was quite clear, she must ring up the po lice at once.

But still she did not do so. She stood quite still, paral ysed with
hor ror and with a host of con flict ing ideas rush ing through her brain.
The bo gus tele gram! Had it some thing to do with this? Sup pos ing
Elise had not stayed be hind? She would have let her self in - that is,
pre sum ing she had had her latch-key with her as usual to find her self
alone in the house with a mur dered man - a man whom she had
per mit ted to black mail her on a for mer oc ca sion. Of course she had
an ex pla na tion of that; but think ing of that ex pla na tion she was not
quite easy her mind. She re mem bered how frankly in cred i ble George
had found it. Would other peo ple think the same? Those let ters now -
of course, she hadn't writ ten them, but would it be so easy to prove
that?

She put her hands on her fore head, squeez ing them tight to gether.

'I must think,' said Vir ginia. 'I sim ply must think.'

Who had let the man in? Surely not Elise. If she had done so, she
would have been sure to have men tioned the fact at once. The whole
thing seemed more and more mys te ri ous as she thought about it.
There was re ally only one thing to be done - ring up the po lice.

She stretched out her hand to the tele phone, and sud denly she
thought of George. A man - that was what she wanted - an or di nary
level-headed, un emo tional man who would see things in their proper
pro por tion and point out to her the best course to take.

Then she shook her head. Not George. The first thing George
would think of would be his own po si tion. He would hate be ing
mixed up in this kind of busi ness. George wouldn't do at all.

Then her face soft ened. Bill, of course! With out more ado, she rang
up Bill.

She was in formed that he had left half an hour ago for Chim neys.

'Oh, damn!' cried Vir ginia, jam ming down the re ceiver. It was
hor ri ble to be shut up with a dead body and to have no one to speak



to.

And at that minute the front-door bell rang.

Vir ginia jumped. In a few min utes it rang again. Elise, she knew,
was up stairs pack ing and wouldn't hear it.

Vir ginia went out in the hall, drew back the chain, and un did all
the bolts that Elise had fas tened in her zeal. Then, with a long breath,
she threw open the door. On the steps was the un em ployed young
man.

Vir ginia plunged head long with a re lief born of over strung nerves.

'Come in,' she said. 'I think per haps I've got a job for you.'

She took him into the din ing-room, pulled for ward a chair for him,
sat her self fac ing him, and stared at him very at ten tively.

'Ex cuse me,' she said, but are you - I mean -'

'Eton and Ox ford,' said the young man. 'That's what you wanted to
ask me, wasn't it?'

'Some thing of the kind,' ad mit ted Vir ginia.

'Come down on the world en tirely through my own in ca pac ity to
stick to reg u lar work. This isn't reg u lar work you're of fer ing me, I
hope?'

A smile hov ered for a mo ment on her lips.

'It's very ir reg u lar.'

'Good,' said the young man in a tone of sat is fac tion.

Vir ginia noted his bronzed face and long lean body with ap proval.

'You see,' she ex plained. 'I'm in rather a hole, and most of my
friends are - well, rather high up. They've all got some thing to lose.'

'I've noth ing what ever to lose. So go ahead. What's the trou ble?'

'There's a dead man in the next room,' said Vir ginia. 'He's been
mur dered, and I don't know what to do about it.' She blurted out the
words as sim ply as a child might have done. The young man went up
enor mously in her es ti ma tion by the way he ac cepted her state ment.



He might have been used to hear ing a sim i lar an nounce ment made
ev ery day of his life.

'Ex cel lent,' he said, with a trace of en thu si asm. 'I've al ways wanted
to do a bit of am a teur de tec tive work. Shall we go and view the body,
or will you give me the facts first?'

'I think I'd bet ter give you the facts.' She paused for a mo ment to
con sider how best to con dense her story, and then be gan, speak ing
qui etly and con cisely:

'This man came to the house for the first time yes ter day and asked
to see me. He had cer tain let ter with him - love let ters, signed with
my name -'

'But which weren't writ ten by you,' put in the young man qui etly.

Vir ginia looked at him in some as ton ish ment.

'How did you know that?'

'Oh, I de duced it. But go on.'

'He wanted to black mail me - and I - well, I don't know if you'll
un der stand, but I - let him.'

She looked at him ap peal ingly, and he nod ded his head
re as sur ingly.

'Of course I un der stand. You wanted to see what it felt like.'

'How fright fully clever of you! That's just what I did feel.'

'I am clever,' said the young man mod estly. 'But, mind you, very
few peo ple would un der stand that point of view. Most peo ple, you
see, haven't got any imag i na tion.'

'I sup pose that's so. I told this man to come back to day - at six
o'clock. I ar rived home from Ranelagh to find that a bo gus tele gram
had got all the ser vants ex cept my maid out of the house. Then I
walked into the study and found the man shot.'

'Who let him in?'

'I don't know. I think if my maid had done so she would have told
me.'

'Does she know what had hap pened?'



'I have told her noth ing.'

The young man nod ded, and rose to his feet.

'And now to view the body,' he said briskly. 'But I'll tell you this -
on the whole it's al ways best to tell the truth. One lie in volves you in
such a lot of lies - and con tin u ous ly ing is so mo not o nous.'

'Then you ad vise me to ring up the po lice?'

'Prob a bly. But we'll just have a look at the fel low first.'

Vir ginia led the way out of the room. On the thresh old she paused,
look ing back at him.

'By the way,' she said, 'you haven't told me your name yet?'

'My name? My name's An thony Cade.'
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NTHONY FOL LOWED VIR GINIA out of the room, smil ing a lit tle to
him self. Events had taken quite an un ex pected turn. But as
he bent over the fig ure in the chair he grew grave again.

'He's still warm,' he said sharply. 'He was killed less than half an
hour ago.'

'Just be fore I came in?'

'Ex actly.'

He stood up right, draw ing his brows to gether in a frown. Then he
asked a ques tion of which Vir ginia did not at once see the drift:

'Your maid's not been in this room, of course?'

'No.'

'Does she know that you've been into it?'

'Why - yes. I came to the door to speak to her.'

'Af ter you'd found the body?'

'Yes.'

'And you said noth ing?'

'Would it have been bet ter if I had? I thought she would go into
hys ter ics - she's French, you know, and eas ily up set - I wanted to
think over the best thing to do.'

An thony nod ded, but did not speak.

'You think it a pity, I can see?'

'Well, it was rather un for tu nate, Mrs Revel. If you and the maid
had dis cov ered the body to gether, im me di ately on your re turn, it
would have sim pli fied mat ters very much. The man would then
def i nitely have been shot be fore your re turn to the house.'



'Whilst now they might say he was shot af ter - I see -'

He watched her tak ing in the idea, and was con firmed in his first
im pres sion of her formed when she had spo ken to him on the steps
out side. Be sides beauty, she pos sessed courage and brain.

Vir ginia was so en grossed in the puz zle pre sented to her that it did
not oc cur to her to won der at this strange man's ready use of her
name.

'Why didn't Elise hear the shot, I won der?' she mur mured.

An thony pointed to the open win dow, as a loud back fire came
from a pass ing car.

'There you are. Lon don's not the place to no tice a pis tol shot.'

Vir ginia turned with a lit tle shud der to the body in the chair. 'He
looks like an Ital ian,' she re marked cu ri ously.

'He is an Ital ian,' said An thony. 'I should say that his reg u lar
pro fes sion was that of a waiter. He only did black mail ing in his spare
time. His name might very pos si bly be Giuseppe.'

'Good heav ens!' cried Vir ginia. 'Is this Sher lock Holmes?'

'No,' said An thony re gret fully. 'I'm afraid it's just plain or gar den
cheat ing. I'll tell you all about it presently. Now you say this man
showed you some let ters and asked you for money. Did you give him
any?'

'Yes, I did.'

'How much?'

'Forty pounds.'

'That's bad,' said An thony, but with out man i fest ing any un due
sur prise. 'Now let's have a look at the tele gram.'

Vir ginia picked it up from the ta ble and gave it to him. She saw his
face grow grave as he looked at it.

'What's the mat ter?'

He held it out, point ing silently to the place of ori gin.



'Barnes,' he said. 'And you were at Ranelagh this af ter noon. What's
to pre vent you hav ing sent it off your self?'

Vir ginia felt fas ci nated by his words. It was as though a net was
clos ing tighter and tighter round her. He was forc ing her to see all
the thing which she had felt dimly at the back of her mind.

An thony took out his hand ker chief and wound it round his hand,
then he picked up the pis tol.

'We crim i nals have to be so care ful,' he said apolo get i cally.

Sud denly she saw his whole fig ure stiffen. His voice, when he
spoke, had al tered. It was terse and curt. 'Mrs Revel,' he said, 'have
you ever seen this pis tol be fore?'

'No,' said Vir ginia won der ingly.

'Are you sure of that?'

'Quite sure.'

'Have you a pis tol of your own?'

'No.'

'Have you ever had one?'

'No, never.'

'You are sure of that?'

He stared at her steadily for a minute, and Vir ginia stared back in
com plete sur prise at his tone.

Then, with a sigh, he re laxed. 'That's odd,' he said. 'How do you
ac count for this?'

He held out the pis tol. It was a small, dainty ar ti cle, al most a toy -
though ca pa ble of do ing deadly work. En graved on it was the name
Vir ginia.

'Oh, it's im pos si ble!' cried Vir ginia.

Her as ton ish ment was so gen uine that An thony could but be lieve
in it.

'Sit down,' he said qui etly, 'There's more in this than there seemed
to be at first. To be gin with, what's our hy poth e sis? There are only



two pos si ble ones. There is, of course, the real Vir ginia of the let ters.
She may have some how or other tracked him down, shot him,
dropped the pis tol, stolen the let ters, and taken her self off. That's
quite pos si ble, isn't it?'

'I sup pose so,' said Vir ginia un will ingly.

'The other hy poth e sis is a good deal more in ter est ing. Who ever
wished to kill Giuseppe, wished also to in crim i nate you - in fact, that
may have been their main ob ject. They could get him eas ily enough
any where, but they took ex tra or di nary pains and trou ble to get him
here, and who ever they were they knew all about you, your cot tage at
Datchet, your usual house hold ar range ments, and the fact that you
were at Ranelagh this af ter noon. It seems an ab surd ques tion, but
have you any en e mies, Mrs Revel?'

'Of course I haven't - not that kind, any way.'

'The ques tion is,' said An thony, what are we go ing to do now?
There are two cour ses open to us. A: ring up the po lice, tell the whole
story, and trust to your unas sail able po si tion in the world and your
hith erto blame less life. B: an at tempt on my part to dis pose
suc cess fully of the body. Nat u rally my pri vate in cli na tions urge me to
B. I've al ways wanted to see if I couldn't con ceal a crime with the
nec es sary cun ning, but have had a squea mish ob jec tion to shed ding
blood. On the whole, I ex pect A's the sound est. Then here's a sort of
bowd ler ized A. Ring up the po lice, etc, but sup press the pis tol and
the black mail ing let ters - that is, if they are on him still.'

An thony ran rapidly through the dead man's pock ets.

'He's been stripped clean,' he an nounced. 'There's not a thing on
him. There'll be dirty work at the cross roads over those let ters yet.
Hullo, what's this? Hole in the lin ing - some thing got caught there,
torn roughly out, and a scrap of pa per left be hind.'

He drew out the scrap of pa per a he spoke, and brought it over to
the light. Vir ginia joined him.

'Pity we haven't got the rest of it,' he mut tered. 'Chim neys 11.45
Thurs day - Sounds like an ap point ment.'

'Chim neys?' cried Vir ginia. 'How ex tra or di nary!'



'Why ex tra or di nary? Rather high-toned for such a low fel low?'

'I'm go ing to Chim neys this evening. At least I was.'

An thony wheeled round on her.

'What's that? Say that again.'

'I was go ing to Chim neys this evening,' re peated Vir ginia.

An thony stared at her.

'I be gin to see. At least, I may be wrong - but it's an idea. Sup pose
some one wanted badly to pre vent your go ing to Chim neys?'

'My cousin George Lo max does,' said Vir ginia with a smile. 'But I
can't se ri ously sus pect George of mur der.'

An thony did not smile. He was lost in thought.

'If you ring up the po lice, it's good bye to any idea of get ting to
Chim neys to day - or even to mor row. And I should like you to go to
Chim neys. I fancy it will dis con cert our un known friends. Mrs Revel,
will you put your self in my hands?'

'It's to be Plan B, then?'

'It's to be Plan B. The first thing is to get that maid of yours out of
the house. Can you man age that?'

'Eas ily.'

Vir ginia went out in the hall and called up the stairs. 'Elise. Elise.'

'Madame?'

An thony heard s rapid col lo quy, and then the front door opened
and shut. Vir ginia came back into the room.

'She's gone. I sent her for some spe cial scent - told her the shop in
ques tion was open un til eight. It won't be, of course. She's to fol low
af ter me by the next train with out com ing back here.'

'Good,' said An thony ap prov ingly. We can now pro ceed to the
dis posal of the body. It's a time worn method, but I'm afraid I shall
have to ask you if there's such a thing in the house as a trunk?'

'Of course there is. Come down to the base ment and take your
choice.'



There was a va ri ety of trunks in the base ment. An thony se lected a
solid af fair of suit able size.

'I'll at tend to this part of it,' he said tact fully. 'You go up stairs and
get ready to start.'

Vir ginia obeyed. She slipped out of her ten nis kit, put on a soft
brown trav el ling dress and a de light ful lit tle or ange hat, and came
down to find An thony wait ing in the hall with a neatly strapped
trunk be side him.

'I should like to tell you the story of my life,' he re marked, 'but it's
go ing to be rather a busy evening. Now this is what you've got to do.
Call a taxi, have your lug gage put on it, in clud ing the trunk. Drive to
Padding ton. There have the trunk put in the Left Lug gage Of fice. I
shall be on the plat form. As you pass me, drop the cloak room ticket. I
will pick it up and re turn it to you, but in re al ity I shall keep it. Go on
to Chim neys, and leave the rest to me.'

'It's aw fully good of you,' said Vir ginia. 'It's re ally dread ful of me
sad dling a per fect stranger with a dead body like this.'

'I like it,' re turned An thony non cha lantly. 'If one of my friends,
Jimmy Mc Grath, were here, he'd tell you that any thing of this kind
suits me down to the ground.'

Vir ginia was star ing at him.

'What name did you say? Jimmy Mc Grath?'

An thony re turned her glance keenly.

'Yes. Why? Have you heard of him?'

'Yes - and quite lately.' She paused ir res o lutely, and then went on.
'Mr Cade, I must talk to you. Can't you come down to Chim neys?'

'You'll see me be fore very long, Mrs Revel - I'll tell you that. Now,
exit Con spir a tor A by back door slink ingly. Exit Con spir a tor B in
blaze of glory by front door to taxi.'

The plan went through with out a hitch. An thony, hav ing picked up
a sec ond taxi, was on the plat form and duly re trieved the fallen
ticket. He then de parted in search of a some what bat tered sec ond-
hand Mor ris Cow ley which he had ac quired ear lier in the day in case



it should be nec es sary to his plans. Re turn ing to Padding ton in this,
he handed the ticket to the porter, who got the trunk out of the
cloak room and wedged it se curely at the back of the car. An thony
drove off.

His ob jec tive now was out of Lon don, Through Not ting Hill,
Shep herd's Bush, down Gold hawk Road, through Brent ford and
Houn slow till he came to the long stretch of road mid way be tween
Houn slow and Staines. It was a well-fre quented road, with mo tors
pass ing con tin u ously. No foot marks or tyre marks were likely to
show. An thony stopped the car at a cer tain spot. Get ting down, he
first ob scured the num ber-plate with mud. Then, wait ing un til he
heard no car com ing in ei ther di rec tion, he opened the trunk, heaved
out Giuseppe's body, and laid it neatly down by the side of the road,
on the in side of a curve, so that the head lights of pass ing mo tors
would not strike on it.

Then he en tered the car again and drove away. The whole busi ness
had oc cu pied ex actly one minute and a half. He made a de tour to the
right, re turn ing to Lon don by way of Burn ham Beeches. There again
he halted the car, and choos ing a gi ant of the for est he de lib er ately
climbed the huge tree. It was some thing of a feat, even for An thony.
To one of the top most branches he afixed a small brown-pa per
par cel, con ceal ing it in a lit tle niche close to the bole.

'A very clever way of dis pos ing of the pis tol,' said An thony to
him self with same ap proval. Ev ery body hunts about on the ground,
and drags ponds. But there are very few peo ple in Eng land who could
climb that tree.'

Next, back to Lon don and Padding ton Sta tion. Here he left the
trunk - at the other cloak room this time, the one on the Ar rival side.
He thought long ingly of such things as good rump steaks, juicy
chops, and large masses of fried pota toes. But he shook his head
rue fully, glanc ing at his wrist watch. He fed the Mor ris with a fresh
sup ply of petrol, and then took the road once more. North this time.

It was just al ter half past eleven that he brought the car to rest in
the road ad join ing the park of Chim neys. Jump ing out he scaled the
wall eas ily enough, and set out to ward the house. It took him longer
than he thought, and presently he broke into a run. A great grey mass



loomed up out of the dark ness - the ven er a ble pile of Chim neys. In
the dis tance a sta ble clock chimed the three-quar ters.

11.45 - the time men tioned on the scrap of pa per. An thony was on
the ter race now, look ing up at the house. Ev ery thing seemed dark
and quiet.

'They go to bed early, these politi cians,' he mur mured to him self.

And sud denly a sound smote upon his ears - the sound of a shot.
An thony spun round quickly. The sound had come from within the
house - he was sure of that. He waited a minute, but ev ery thing was
still as death. Fi nally he went up to one of the long french win dows
from where he judged the sound that had star tled him had come. He
tried the han dle. It was locked. He tried some of the other win dows,
lis ten ing in tently all the while. But the si lence re mained un bro ken.

In the end he told him self that he must have imag ined the sound,
or per haps mis taken a stray shot com ing from a poacher in the
woods. He turned and re traced his steps across the park, vaguely
dis sat is fied and un easy.

He looked back at the house, and whilst he looked a light sprang
up in one of the win dows on the first floor. In an other minute it went
out again, and the whole place was in dark ness once more.
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NSPEC TOR BADG WOR THY in his of fice. Time, 8.30 AM. A tall portly
man, In spec tor Badg wor thy, with a heavy reg u la tion tread.
In clined to breathe hard in mo ments of pro fes sional strain. In

at ten dance Con sta ble John son, very new to the Force, with a downy
un fledged look about him, like a hu man chicken.

The tele phone on the ta ble rang sharply, and the in spec tor took it
up with his usual por ten tous grav ity of ac tion.

'Yes. Po lice sta tion Mar ket Bas ing. In spec tor Badg wor thy
speak ing. What?'

Slight al ter ation in the in spec tor's man ner. As he is greater than
John son, so oth ers are greater than In spec tor Badg wor thy.

'Speak ing, my lord. I beg your par don, my lord? I didn't quite hear
what you said?'

Long pause, dur ing which the in spec tor lis tens, quite a va ri ety of
ex pres sions pass ing over his usu ally im pas sive coun te nance. Fi nally
he lays down the re ceiver, af ter a brief 'At once, my lord.'

He turned to John son, seem ing vis i bly swelled with im por tance.
'From his lord ship - at Chim neys - mur der.'

'Mur der,' echoed John son, suit ably im pressed.

'Mur der it is,' said the in spec tor, with great sat is fac tion.

'Why, there's never been a mur der here - not that I've ever heard of
- ex cept the time that Tom Pearse shot his sweet heart.'

'And that, in a man ner of speak ing, wasn't mur der at all, but
drink,' said the in spec tor, dep re cat ingly.

'He weren't hanged for it,' agreed John son gloomily. 'But this is the
real thing, is it, sir?'



'It is, John son. One of his lord ship's guests, a for eign gen tle man,
dis cov ered shot. Open win dow, and foot prints out side.'

'I'm sorry it were a for eigner,' said John son, with some re gret.

It made the mur der seem less real. For eign ers, John son felt, were
li able to be shot.

'His lord ship's in a rare tak ing,' con tin ued the in spec tor. 'We'll get
hold of Dr Cartwright and take him up with us right away. I hope to
good ness no one will get mess ing with those foot prints.'

Badg wor thy was in a sev enth heaven. A mur der! At Chim neys!
In spec tor Badg wor thy in charge of the case. The po lice have a clue.
Sen sa tional ar rest. Pro mo tion and ku dos for the afore men tioned
in spec tor.

'That is,' said In spec tor Badg wor thy to him self, 'if Scot land Yard
doesn't come butting in.'

The thought damped him mo men tar ily. It seemed so ex tremely
likely to hap pen un der the cir cum stances.

They stopped at Dr Cartwright's, and the doc tor, who was a
com par a tively young man, dis played a keen in ter est. His at ti tude was
al most ex actly that of John son.

'Why, bless my soul,' he ex claimed. 'We haven't had a mur der here
since the time of Tom Pearse.'

All three of them got into the doc tor's lit tle car, and started off
briskly for Chim neys. As they passed the lo cal inn, the Jolly
Crick eters, the doc tor no ticed a man stand ing in the door way.

'Stranger,' he re marked. 'Rather a nice-look ing fel low. Won der
how long he's been here, and what he's do ing stay ing at the
Crick eters? I haven't seem him about at all. He must have ar rived
last night.'

'He didn't come by train,' said John son.

John son's brother was the lo cal rail way porter, and John sonn was
there fore al ways well up in ar rivals and de par ture.

'Who was there for Chim neys yes ter day?' asked the in spec tor.



'Lady Eileen, she come down by the 3.40, and two gen tle men with
her, an Amer i can gent and a young Army chap - nei ther of them with
valets. Hi lord ship come down with a for eign gen tle man, the one
that's been shot as likely as not, by the 5.40, and the for eign
gen tle man's valet. Mrs Ev er sleigh come by the same train. Mrs Revel
came by the 7.25, and an other for eign-look ing gen tle man came by it
too, one with a bald head and a hook nose. Mrs Revel's maid came by
the 8.$5.'

John son paused, out of breath.

'And there was no one for the Crick eters?'

John son shook his head.

'He must have come by car then,' said the in spec tor. 'John son,
make a note to in sti tute in quire at the Crick eters on your way back.
We want to know all about any strangers. He was very sun burnt, that
gen tle man. Likely as not, he's come from for eign parts too.'

The in spec tor nod ded his head with great sagac ity, as though to
im ply that that was the sort of wide-awake man he was - not to be
caught nap ping un der any con sid er a tion.

The car passed in through the park gates of Chim neys.
De scrip tions of that his toric place can be found in any guide book. It
is also No. 3 in His toric Homes of Eng land, price 21s. On Thurs day,
coaches come over from Mid dling ham and view those por tions of it
which are open to the pub lic. In view of all these fa cil i ties, to de scribe
Chim neys would be su per flu ous.

They were re ceived at the door by a white-headed but ler whose
de meanour was per fect.

'We are not ac cus tomed,' it seemed to say, 'to hav ing mur der
com mit ted within them walls. But these are evil days. Let us meet
dis as ter with per fect calm, and pre tend with our dy ing breath that
noth ing out of the usual has oc curred.'

'His lord ship,' said the but ler, 'is ex pect ing you. This way, if you
please.'

He led them to a small cosy room which was Lord Cater ham's
refuge from the mag nif i cence else where, and an nounced them.



'The po lice, my lord, and Dr Cartwright.'

Lord Cater ham was pac ing up and down in a vis i bly ag i tated state.

'Ha! In spec tor, you've turned up at last. I'm thank ful for that. How
are you, Cartwright? This is the very devil of a busi ness, you know.
The very devil of a busi ness.'

And Lord Cater ham, run ning his hands through his hair in a
fren zied fash ion un til it stood up right in lit tle tufts, looked even less
like a peer of the realm than usual.

'Where's the body?' asked the doc tor, in curt busi nesslike fash ion.

Lord Cater ham turned to him as though re lieved at be ing asked a
di rect ques tion.

'In the coun cil cham ber - just where it was found - I wouldn't have
it touched. I be lieved - er - that that was the cor rect thing to do.'

'Quite right, my lord,' said the in spec tor ap prov ingly. He pro duced
a note book and pen cil.

'And who dis cov ered the body? Did you?'

'Good Lord, no,' said Lord Cater ham. 'You don't think I usu ally get
up at this un earthly hour in the morn ing, do you? No, a house maid
found it. She screamed a good deal, I be lieve. I didn't hear her
my self. Then they came to me about it, and of course I got up and
came down - and there it was, you know.'

'You rec og nized the body as that of one of your guests?'

'That's right, In spec tor.'

'By name?'

This per fectly sim ple ques tion seemed to up set Lord Cater ham. He
opened his mouth once or twice, and then shut it again. Fi nally he
asked fee bly:

'Do you mean - do you mean - what was his name?'

'Yes, my lord.'

'Well,' said Lord Cater ham, look ing slowly round the room, as
though hop ing to gain in spi ra tion. 'His name was - I should say it
was - yes, de cid edly so - Count Stanis laus.'



There was some thing so odd about Lord Cater ham's man ner that
the in spec tor ceased us ing his pen cil and stared at him in stead. But
at that mo ment a di ver sion oc curred which seemed highly wel come
to the em bar rassed peer. The door opened and a girl came into the
room. She was tall, slim, and dark with an at trac tive boy ish face, and
a very de ter mined man ner. This was Lady Eileen Brent, com monly
known as Bun dle, Lord Cater ham's el dest daugh ter. She nod ded to
the oth ers, and ad dressed her fa ther di rectly. 'I've got him,' she
an nounced.

For a mo ment the in spec tor was on the point of start ing for ward
un der the im pres sion that the young lady had cap tured the mur derer
red-handed, but al most im me di ately he re al ized that her mean ing
was quite dif fer ent.

Lord Cater ham ut tered a sigh of re lief. 'That's a good job. What did
he say?'

'He's com ing over at once. We are to “use the ut most dis cre tion”.'

Her fa ther made a sound of an noy ance.

'That's just the sort of id i otic thing George Lo max would say.
How ever, once he comes, I shall wash my hands of the whole af fair.'

He ap peared to cheer up a lit tle at the prospect.

'And the name of the mur dered man was Count Stanis laus?'
queried the doc tor.

A light ning glance passed be tween fa ther and daugh ter, and then
the for mer said with some dig nity:

'Cer tainly. I said so just now.'

'I asked be cause you didn't seem quite sure about it be fore,'
ex plained Cartwright.

There was a faint twin kle in his eye, and Lord Cater ham looked at
him re proach fully.

'I'll take you to the coun cil cham ber,' he said more briskly.

They fol lowed him, the in spec tor bring ing up the rear, and dart ing
sharp glances all around him as he went, much as though he
ex pected to find a clue in a pic ture frame, or be hind a door.



Lord Cater ham took a key from his pocket and un locked a door,
fling ing it open. They all passed into a big room pan elled in oak, with
three french win dows giv ing on the ter race. There was a long
re fec tory ta ble and a good many oak chests, and some beau ti ful old
chairs. On the wails were var i ous paint ings of dead and gone
Cater hams and oth ers.

Near the left-hand wall, about half way be tween the door and the
win dow, a man was ly ing on his back, his arms flung wide.

Dr Cartwright went over and knelt down by the body. The
in spec tor strode across to the win dows, and ex am ined them in turn.
The cen ter one was closed, but not fas tened. On the steps out side
were foot print lead ing up to the win dow, and a sec ond set go ing
away again.

'Clear enough,' said the in spec tor, with a nod. 'But there ought to
be foot prints on the in side as well. They'd show up plain on this
par quet floor.'

'I think I can ex plain that,' in ter posed Bun dle. The house maid had
pol ished half the floor this morn ing be fore she saw the body. You
see, it was dark when she came in here. She went straight across to
the win dows, drew the cur tains, and be gan on the floor, and
nat u rally didn't see the body which is hid den from that side of the
room by the ta ble. She didn't see it un til she came right on top of it.'

The in spec tor nod ded.

'Well,' said Lord Cater ham, ea ger to es cape. 'I'll leave you here,
In spec tor. You'll be able to find me if you - er - want me. But Mr
George Lo max is com ing over from Wyverne Abbey shortly, and he'll
be able to tell you far more than I could. It's his busi ness re ally. I
can't ex plain, but he will when he comes.'

Lord Cater ham beat a pre cip i tate re treat with out wait ing for a
re ply.

'Too bad of Lo max,' he com plained. 'Let ting me in for this. What's
the mat ter, Tred well?'

The white-haired but ler was hov er ing def er en tially at his el bow.



'I have taken the lib erty, my lord, of ad vanc ing the break fast hour
as far as you are con cerned. Ev ery thing is ready in the din ing-room.'

'I don't sup pose for a minute I can eat any thing,' said Lord
Cater ham gloomily, turn ing his foot steps in that di rec tion. 'Not for a
mo ment.'

Bun dle slipped her hand through his arm, and they en tered the
din ing-room to gether. On the side board were half a score of heavy
sil ver dishes, in ge niously kept hot by patent ar range ments.

'Omelet,' said Lord Cater ham, lift ing each lid in turn. 'and ba con,
kid neys, dev illed bird, had dock, cold ham, cold pheas ant. I don't like
any of these things, Tred well. Ask the cook to poach me an egg, will
you?'

'Very good, milord.'

Tred well with drew. Lord Cater ham, in an ab sent-minded fash ion,
helped him self plen ti fully to kid neys and ba con, poured him self out a
cup of cof fee, and sat down at the long ta ble. Bun dle was al ready
busy with a plate ful of eggs and ba con.

'I'm damned hun gry,' said Bun dle with her mouth full. 'It must be
the ex cite ment.'

'It's all very well for you,' com plained her fa ther. 'You young peo ple
like ex cite ment. But I'm in a very del i cate state of health. Avoid all
worry, that's what Sir Ab ner Willis said - avoid all worry. So easy for
a man sit ting in his con sult ing-room in Harley Street to say that.
How can I avoid worry when that ass Lo max lands me with a thing
like this? I ought to have been firm at the time. I ought to have put
my foot down.'

With a sad shake of the head, Lord Cater ham rose and carved
him self a plate of ham.

'Cod ders has cer tainly done it this time,' ob served Bun dle
cheer fully. 'He was al most in co her ent over the tele phone. He'll be
here in a minute or two, splut ter ing nine teen to the dozen about
dis cre tion and hush ing it up.'

Lord Cater ham groaned at the prospect.

'Is he up?' he asked.



'He told me,' replied Bun dle, 'that he had been up and dic tat ing
let ters and mem o randa ever since seven o'clock.'

'Proud of it, too,' re marked her fa ther. 'Ex traor di nar ily self ish,
these pub lic men. They make their wretched sec re taries get up at the
most un earthly hours in or der to dic tate rub bish to them. If a law
was passed com pelling them to stop in bed un til eleven, what a
ben e fit it would be to the na tion! I wouldn't mind so much if they
didn't talk such balder dash. Lo max is al ways talk ing to me of my
“po si tion”. As if I had any. Who wants to be a peer nowa days?'

'No body,' said Bun dle. 'They'd much rather keep a pros per ous
pub lic-house.'

Tred well reap peared silently with two poached eggs in a lit tle
sil ver dish which he placed on the ta ble in front of Lord Cater ham.

'What's that Tred well?' said the lat ter, look ing at them with faint
dis taste.

'Poached eggs, my lord.'

'I hate poached eggs,' said Lord Cater ham pee vishly. 'They're so
in sipid. I don't like to look at them even. Take them away, will you,
Tred well?'

'Very good, my lord.'

Tred well and the poached eggs with drew as silently as they came.

'Thank God no one gets up early in this house,' re marked Lord
Cater ham de voutly. 'We shall have to break this to them when they
do, I sup pose.'

He sighed.

'I won der who mur dered him,' said Bun dle. 'And why?'

'That's not our busi ness, thank good ness,' said Lord Cater ham.
'That's for the po lice to find out. Not that Badg wor thy will ever find
any thing. On the whole I rather hope it was Isaac stein.'

'Mean ing -'

'The all-British syn di cate.'



Why should Mr Isaac stein mur der him when he'd come down here
on pur pose to meet him?'

'High fi nance,' said Lord Cater ham vaguely, 'and that re minds me,
I shouldn't be at all sur prised if Isaac stein wasn't an early riser. He
may blow in upon us at any minute. It's a habit in the city. I be lieve
that, how ever rich you are, you al ways catch the 9.17.'

The sound of a mo tor be ing driven at great speed was heard
through the open win dow.

'Cod ders,' cried Bun dle.

Fa ther and daugh ter leaned out of the win dow and hailed the
oc cu pant of the car as it drew up be fore the en trance.

'In here, my dear fel low, in here,' cried Lord Cater ham, hastily
swal low ing his mouth ful of ham.

George had no in ten tion of climb ing in through the win dow. He
dis ap peared through the front door, and reap peared ush ered in by
Tred well, who with drew at once.

'Have some break fast,' said Lord Cater ham, shak ing him by the
hand. 'What about a kid ney?'

George waved the kid ney aside im pa tiently.

'This is a ter ri ble calamity, ter ri ble, ter ri ble.'

'It is in deed. Some had dock?'

'No, no. It must be hushed up - at all costs it must be hushed up.'

As Bun dle had proph e sied, George be gan to splut ter.

'I un der stand your feel ings,' said Lord Cater ham sym pa thet i cally.
'Try an egg and ba con, or some had dock.'

'A to tally un fore seen con tin gency - na tional calamity - con ces sions
jeop ar dized -'

'Take time,' said Lord Cater ham. 'And take some food. What you
need is some food, to pull you to gether. Poached eggs now? There
were some poached eggs here a minute or two ago.'

'I don't want any food,' said George. 'I've had break fast, and even if
I hadn't had any I shouldn't want it. We must think what is to be



done. You have told no one as yet?'

'Well, there's Bun dle and my self. And the lo cal po lice. And
Cartwright. And all the ser vants of course.'

George groaned.

'Pull your self to gether, my dear fel low,' said Lord Cater ham kindly.
'I wish you'd have some break fast! You don't seem to re al ize that you
can't hush up a dead body. It's got to be buried and all that sort of
thing. Very un for tu nate, but there it is.'

George be came sud denly calm.

'You are right, Cater ham. You have called in the lo cal po lice, you
say? That will not do. We must have Bat tle.'

'Bat tle, mur der and sud den death,' in quired Lord Cater ham, with a
puz zled face.

'No, no, you mis un der stand me. I re ferred to Su per in ten dent
Bat tle of Scot land Yard. A man of the ut most dis cre tion. He worked
with us in that de plorable busi ness of the party funds.'

'What was that?' asked Lord Cater ham, with some in ter est.

But George's eye had fallen upon Bun dle, as she sat half in and half
out of the win dow, and he re mem bered dis cre tion just in time. He
rose.

'We must waste no time. I must send off some wires at once.'

'If you write them out, Bun dle will send them through the
tele phone.'

George pulled out a foun tain pen and be gan to write with
in cred i ble ra pid ity. He handed he first one to Bun dle, who read it
with a great deal of in ter est.

'God! what a name,' she re marked. 'Baron How Much?'

'Baron Lolo pretjzyl.'

Bun dle blinked.

'I've got it, but it will take some con vey ing to the post of fice.'



George con tin ued to write. Then he handed his labours to Bun dle
and ad dressed the mas ter of the house:

'The best thing that you can do, Cater ham -'

'Yes,' said Lord Cater ham ap pre hen sively.

'Is to leave ev ery thing in my hands.'

'Cer tainly,' said Lord Cater ham, with alacrity. 'Just what I was
think ing my self. You'll find the po lice and Dr Cartwright in the
coun cil cham ber. With the - er - with the body, you know. My dear
Lo max, I place Chim neys un re servedly at your dis posal. Do any thing
you like.'

'Thank you,' said George. 'If I should want to con sult you -'

But Lord Cater ham had faded un ob tru sively through the far ther
door. Bun dle had ob served his re treat with a grim smile.

'I'll send of those tele grams at once,' she said. 'You know your way
to the coun cil cham ber'

'Thank you, Lady Eileen.'

George hur ried from the room.





S

C��� ��� XI
S� ��� �� ��� ���� B�� ��� A� �����

O AP PRE HEN SIVE was Lord Cater ham of be ing con sulted by
George that he spent the whole morn ing mak ing a tour of his
es tate. Only the pangs of hunger drew him home ward. He also

re flected that by now the worst would surely be over.

He sneaked into the house qui etly by a small side door. From there
he slipped neatly into his sanc tum. He flat tered him self that his
en trance had not been ob served, but there he was mis taken. The
watch ful Tred well let noth ing es cape him. He pre sented him self at
the door.

'You'll ex cuse me, my lord -'

'What is it, Tred well?'

'Mr Lo max, my lord, is anx ious to see you in the li brary as soon as
you re turn.'

By this del i cate method Tred well con veyed that Lord Cater ham
had not yet re turned un less he chose to say so.

Lord Cater ham sighed, and then rose.

'I sup pose it will have to be done sooner or later. In the li brary, you
say?'

'Yes, my lord.'

Sigh ing again, Lord Cater ham crossed the wide spa ces of his
an ces tral home, and reached the li brary door. The door was locked.
As he rat tled the han dle, it was un locked from in side, opened a lit tle
way, and the face of George Lo max ap peared, peer ing out
sus pi ciously.

His face changed when he saw who it was.

'Ah, Cater ham, come in. We were just won der ing what had be come
of you.'



Mur mur ing some thing vague about du ties on the es tate, re pairs
for ten ants, Lord Cater ham si dled in apolo get i cally. There were two
other men in the room. One was Colonel Mel rose, the chief
con sta ble. The other was a squarely built mid dle-aged man with a
face so sin gu larly de void of ex pres sion as to be quite re mark able.

'Su per in ten dent Bat tle ar rived half an hour ago,' ex plained George.
'He has been round with In spec tor Badg wor thy, and seen Dr
Cartwright. He now wants a few facts from us.'

They all sat down, af ter Lord Cater ham had greeted Mel rose and
ac knowl edged his in tro duc tion to Su per in ten dent Bat tle.

'I need hardly tell you, Bat tle,' said George, 'that this is a case in
which we must use the ut most dis cre tion -'

The su per in ten dent nod ded in an off hand man ner that rather took
Lord Cater ham's fancy.

'That will be all right, Mr Lo max. But no con ceal ments from us. I
un der stand that the dead gen tle man was called Count Stanis laus - at
least, that that is the name by which the house hold knew him. Now
was that his real name?'

'It was not.'

'What was his real name?'

'Prince Michael of Her zoslo vakia.'

Bat tle's eyes opened just a tri fle, oth er wise he gave no sin.

'And what, if I may ask the ques tion, was the pur pose of his visit
here? Just plea sure?'

'There was a fur ther ob ject, Bat tle. All this in the strictest
con fi dence, of course.'

'Yes, yes, Mr Lo max.'

'Colonel Mel rose?'

'Of course.'

'Well, then, Prince Michael was here for the ex press pur pose of
meet ing Mr Her man Isaac stein. A loan was to be ar ranged on cer tain
terms.'



'Which were?'

'I do not know the ex act de tails. In deed, they had not yet been
ar ranged. But in the event of com ing to the throne, Prince Michael
pledged him self to grant cer tain oil con ces sions to those com pa nies
in which Mr Isaac stein is in ter ested. The British Gov ern ment was
pre pared to sup port the claim of Prince Michael to the throne in view
of his pro nounced British sym pa thies.'

'Well,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle, 'I don't sup pose I need go
fur ther into it than that. Prince Michael wanted the money, Mr
Isaac stein wanted oil, and the British Gov ern ment was ready to do
the heavy fa ther. Just one ques tion. Was any one else af ter those
con ces sions?'

'I be lieve an Amer i can group of fi nanciers had made over tures to
His High ness.'

'And been turned down, eh?'

But George re fused to be drawn.

'Prince Michael's sym pa thies were en tirely pro-British,' he
re peated.

Su per in ten dent Bat tle did not press the point.

'Lord Cater ham, I un der stand that this is what oc curred yes ter day.
You met Prince Michael in town and jour neyed down here in
com pany with him. The Prince was ac com pa nied by his valet, a
Her zoslo vakian named Boris An choukoff, but his equerry, Cap tain
An drassy, re mained in town. The Prince, on ar riv ing, de clared
him self greatly fa tigued, and re tired to the apart ments set aside for
him. Din ner was served to him there, and he did not meet the other
mem bers of the house party. Is that cor rect?'

'Quite cor rect.'

'This morn ing a house maid dis cov ered the body at ap prox i mately
7.45 AM. Dr Cartwright ex am ined the dead man and found that
death was the re sult of a bul let fired from a re volver. No re volver was
found, and no one in the house seems to have heard the shot. On the
other hand the dead man's wrist watch was smashed by the fall, and



marks the crime as hav ing been com mit ted at ex actly a quar ter to
twelve. Now what time did you re tire to bed last night?'

'We went early. Some how or other the party didn't seem to “go”, if
you know what I mean, Su per in ten dent. We went up about half past
ten, I should say.'

'Thank you. Now I will ask you, Lord Cater ham, to give me a
de scrip tion of all the peo ple stay ing in the house.'

'But, ex cuse me, I thought the fel low who did it came from
out side?'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle smiled.

'I dare say he did. I dare say he did. But all the same I've got to
know who was in the house. Mat ter of rou tine, you know?'

'Well, there was Prince Michael and his valet and Mr Her man
Isaac stein. You know all about them. Then there was Mr Ev er sleigh -'

'Who works in my de part ment,' put in George con de scend ingly.

'And who was ac quainted with the real rea son of Prince Michael's
be ing here?'

'No, I should not say that,' replied George weight ily. 'Doubt less he
re al ized that some thing was in the wind, but I did not think it
nec es sary to take him fully into my con fi dence.'

'I see. Will you go on, Lord Cater ham?'

'Let me see, there was Mr Hi ram Fish.'

'Who is Mr Hi ram Fish?'

'Mr Fish is an Amer i can. He brought over a let ter of in tro duc tion
from Mr Lu cius Gott - you've heard of Lu cius Gott?'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle smiled ac knowl edg ment. Who had not
heard of Lu cius C. Gott, the mul ti mil lion aire?

'He was spe cially anx ious to see my edi tions. Mr Gott's col lec tion
is, of course, un equalled but I've got sev eral trea sures my self. This
Mr Fish was an en thu si ast. Mr Lo max had sug gested that I ask one
or two ex tra peo ple down here this week end to make things seem
more nat u ral, so I took the op por tu nity of ask ing Mr Fish. That



fin ishes the men. As for the ladies, there is only Mrs Revel - and I
ex pect she brought a maid or some thing like that. Then there was my
daugh ter, and of course the chil dren and their nurses and
gov ernesses and all the ser vants.'

Lord Cater ham paused and took a breath.

'Thank you,' said the de tec tive. 'A mere mat ter of rou tine, but
nec es sary as such.'

'There is no doubt, I sup pose,' asked George pon der ously, 'that the
mur derer en tered by the win dow?'

Bat tle paused for a minute be fore re ply ing slowly.

'There were foot steps lead ing up to the win dow, and foot steps
lead ing away from it. A car stopped out side the park at 11.40 last
night. At twelve o'clock a young man ar rived at the Jolly Crick eters in
a car, and en gaged a room. He put his boots out side to be cleaned -
they were very wet and muddy, as though he had been walk ing
through the long grass in the park.'

George leant for ward ea gerly. 'Could not the boots be com pared
with the foot prints?'

'They were.'

'Well?'

'They ex actly cor re spond.'

'That set tles it,' cried George. 'We have the mur derer. This young
man - what is his name, by the way?'

'At the inn he gave the name of An thony Cade.'

'This An thony Cade must be pur sued at once, and ar rested.'

'You won't need to pur sue him,' said Bat tle.

'Why?'

'Be cause he's still there.'

'What?'

'Cu ri ous, isn't it?'

Colonel Mel rose eyed him keenly.



'What's in your mind, Bat tle? Out with it.'

'I just say it's cu ri ous, that's all. Here's a young man who ought to
cut and run, but he doesn't cut and run. He stays here and gives us
ev ery fa cil ity for com par ing foot marks.'

'What do you think, then?'

'I don't know what to think. And that's a very dis turb ing state of
mind.'

'Do you imag ine -' be gan Colonel Mel rose, but broke off as a
dis creet knock came at the door.

George rose and went to it. Tred well, in wardly suf fer ing from
hav ing to knock at doors in this low fash ion, stood dig ni fied upon the
thresh old, and ad dressed his mas ter.

'Ex cuse me, my lord, but a gen tle man wishes to see you on ur gent
and im por tant busi ness, con nected, I un der stand, with this
morn ing's tragedy.'

'What's his name?' asked Bat tle sud denly.

'His name, sir, is Mr An thony Cade, but he said it wouldn't con vey
any thing to any body.'

It seemed to con vey some thing to the four men present. They all
sat up in vary ing de grees of as ton ish ment.

Lord Cater ham be gan to chuckle.

'I'm re ally be gin ning to en joy my self. Show him in, Tred well. Show
him in at once.'
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R AN THONY CADE,' an nounced Tred well.

'En ter sus pi cious stranger from vil lage inn,' said An thony. He
made his way to wards Lord Cater ham with a kind of in stinct rare in
strangers. At the same time he summed up the other three men in his
own mind thus: '1, Scot land Yard. 2, lo cal dig ni tary - prob a bly chief
con sta ble. 3, ha rassed gen tle man on the verge of apoplexy - pos si bly
con nected with the Gov ern ment.'

'I must apol o gize,' con tin ued An thony, still ad dress ing Lord
Cater ham. 'For forc ing my way in like this, I mean. But it was
ru moured round the Jolly Dog, or what ever the name of your lo cal
pub may be, that you had had a mur der up here, and as I thought I
might be able to throw some light upon it I came along.'

For a mo ment or two, no one spoke. Su per in ten dent Bat tle
be cause he was a man of ripe ex pe ri ence who knew how in fin itely
bet ter it was to let ev ery one else speak if they could be per suaded
upon to do so, Colonel Mel rose be cause he was ha bit u ally tac i turn,
George be cause he was in the habit of hav ing no tice given him of the
ques tion, Lord Cater ham be cause he had not the least idea of what to
say. The si lence of the other three, how ever, and the fact that he had
been di rectly ad dressed, fi nally forced speech upon the last-named.

'Er - quite so - quite so,' he said ner vously. 'Won't - you - er - sit
down?'

'Thank you,' said An thony.

George cleared his throat por ten tously.

'Er - when you say you can throw light upon this mat ter, you mean
-?'

'I mean,' said An thony, 'that I was tres pass ing upon Lord
Cater ham's prop erty (for which I hope he will for give me) last night



at about 11.45, and that I ac tu ally heard the shot fired. I can at any
rate fix the time of the crime for you.'

He looked round at the three in turn, his eyes rest ing long est on
Su per in ten dent Bat tle, the im pas siv ity of whose face he seemed to
ap pre ci ate.

'But I hardly think that that's news to you,' he added gen tly.

'Mean ing by that, Mr Cade?' asked Bat tle.

'Just this. I put on shoes when I got up this morn ing. Later, when I
asked for my boots, I couldn't have them. Some nice young con sta ble
had called round for them. So I nat u rally put two and two to gether,
and hur ried up here to clear my char ac ter if pos si ble.'

'A very sen si ble move,' said Bat tle non com mit tally.

An thony's eyes twin kled a lit tle.

'I ap pre ci ate your ret i cence, In spec tor. It is In spec tor, isn't it?'

Lord Cater ham in ter posed. He was be gin ning to take a fancy to
An thony.

'Su per in ten dent Bat tle of Scot land Yard. This is Colonel Mel rose,
our chief con sta ble, and Mr Lo max.'

An thony looked sharply at George. 'Mr George Lo max?'

'Yes.'

'I think, Mr Lo max,' said An thony, 'that I had the plea sure of
re ceiv ing a let ter from you yes ter day.'

George stared at him. 'I think not,' he said coldly.

But he wished that Miss Os car were here. Miss Os car wrote all his
let ters for him, and re mem bered who they were to and what they
were about. A great man like George could not pos si bly re mem ber all
these an noy ing de tails.

'I think, Mr Cade,' he hinted, 'that you were about to give - er -
ex pla na tion of what you were do ing in the ground last night at 11.45?'

His tone said plainly, 'And what ever it may be, we are not likely to
be lieve it.'



'Yes, Mr Cade, what were you do ing?' said Lord Cater ham with
lively in ter est.

'Well,' said An thony re gret fully, 'I'm afraid it's rather a long story.'

He drew out his cig a rette case. 'May I?'

Cater ham nod ded, and An thony lit a cig a rette, and braced him self
for the or deal.

He was aware, none bet ter, of the peril in which he stood. In the
short pace of twenty-four hours, he had be come em broiled in two
sep a rate crimes. His ac tions in con nec tion with the first would not
bear look ing into for a sec ond. Af ter de lib er ately dis pos ing of one
body, and so de feat ing the aims of jus tice, he had ar rived upon the
scene of the sec ond crime at the ex act mo ment when it was be ing
com mit ted. For a young man look ing for trou ble, he could hardly
have done bet ter.

'South Amer ica,' thought An thony to him self, 'sim ply isn't in it
with this!'

He had al ready de cided upon his course of ac tion. He was go ing to
tell the truth - with one tri fling al ter ation, and one grave
sup pres sion.

'The story be gins,' said An thony, 'about three weeks ago - in
Bu l awayo. Mr Lo max, of course, knows where that is - out post of the
Em pire - “What do we know of Eng land who only Eng land know?” all
that sort of thing. I was con vers ing with a friend of mine, a Mr James
Mc Grath -'

He brought out the name slowly, with a thought ful eye on George.
George bounded in his seat and re pressed an ex cla ma tion with
dif fi culty.

'The up shot of our con ver sa tion was that I came to Eng land to
carry out a lit tle com mis sion for Mr Mc Grath, who was un able to go
him self. Since the pas sage was booked in his name, I trav elled as
James Mc Grath. I don't know what par tic u lar kind of of fence that
was - the su per in ten dent can tell me, I dare say, and run me in for so
many months' hard if nec es sary.'



'We'll get on with the story, if you please, sir,' said Bat tle, but his
eyes twin kled a lit tle.

'On ar rival in Lon don I went to the Blitz Ho tel, still as James
Mc Grath. My busi ness in Lon don was to de liver a cer tain man u script
to a firm of pub lish ers, but al most im me di ately I re ceived
dep u ta tions from the rep re sen ta tives of two po lit i cal par ties of a
for eign king dom. The meth ods of one were strictly con sti tu tional, the
meth ods of the other were not. I dealt with them both ac cord ingly.
But my trou bles were not over. That night my room was bro ken into,
and an at tempt at bur glary was made by one of the wait ers at the
ho tel.'

'That was not re ported to the po lice, I think?' said Su per in ten dent
Bat tle.

'You are right. It was not. Noth ing was taken, you see. But I did
re port the oc cur rence to the man ager of the ho tel, and he will
con firm my story, and tell you that the waiter in ques tion de camped
rather abruptly in the mid dle of the night. The next day, the
pub lish ers rang me up, and sug gested that one of their
rep re sen ta tives would call upon me and re ceive the man u script. I
agreed to this, and the ar range ment was duly car ried out on the
fol low ing morn ing. Since I have heard noth ing fur ther, I pre sume the
man u script reached them safely. Yes ter day, still as James Mc Grath, I
re ceived a let ter from Mr Lo max -'

An thony paused. He was by now be gin ning to en joy him self.
George shifted un easily.

'I re mem ber,' he mur mured. 'Such a large cor re spon dence. The
name, of course, be ing dif fer ent, I could not be ex pected to know.
And I may say,' George's voice rose a lit tle, firm in as sur ance of
moral sta bil ity, 'that I con sider this - this mas querad ing as an other
man in the high est de gree im proper. I have no doubt, no doubt
what ever that you have in curred a se vere le gal penalty.'

'In this let ter,' con tin ued An thony, un moved, 'Mr Lo max made
var i ous sug ges tions con cern ing the man u script in my charge. He also
ex tended an in vi ta tion to me from Lord Cater ham to join the house
party here.'



'De lighted to see you, my dear fel low,' said the no ble man. 'Bet ter
late than never - eh?'

George frowned at him.

Su per in ten dent Bat tle bent an un moved eye upon An thony.

'And is that your ex pla na tion of your pres ence here last night, sir?'
he asked.

'Cer tainly not,' said An thony warmly. 'When I am asked to stay at a
coun try house, I don't scale the wall late at night, tramp across the
park, and try the down stairs win dows. I drive up to the front door,
ring the bell and wipe my feet on the mat. I will pro ceed. I replied to
Mr Lo max's let ter, ex plain ing that the man u script had passed out of
my keep ing, and there fore re gret fully de clin ing Lord Cater ham's
kind in vi ta tion. But af ter I had done so, I re mem bered some thing
which had up till then es caped my mem ory.' He paused. The mo ment
had come for skat ing over thin ice. 'I must tell you that in my
strug gle with the waiter Giuseppe, I had wrested from him a small bit
of pa per with some words scrib bled on it. They had con veyed noth ing
to me at the time, but I still had them, and the men tion of Chim neys
re called them to me. I got the torn scrap out and looked at it. It was
as I had thought. Here is the piece of pa per, gen tle men, you can see
for your selves. The words on it are “Chim neys 11.45 Thurs day”.'

Bat tle ex am ined the pa per at ten tively.

'Of course,' con tin ued An thony, 'the word Chim neys might have
noth ing what ever to do with this house. On the other hand, it might.
And un doubt edly this Giuseppe was a thiev ing ras cal. I made up my
mind to mo tor down here last night, sat isfy my self that all was as it
should be, put up at the inn, and call upon Lord Cater ham in the
morn ing and put him on his guard in case some mis chief should be
in tended dur ing the week end.'

'Quite so,' said Lord Cater ham en cour ag ingly. 'Quite so.'

'I was late get ting here - had not al lowed enough time.
Con se quently I stopped the car climbed over the wall and ran across
the park. When I ar rived on the ter race, the whole house was dark
and silent. I was just turn ing away when I heard a shot I fan cied that
it came from in side the house, and I ran back, crossed the ter race,



and tried the win dows. But they were fas tened, and there was no
sound of any kind from in side the house. I waited a while, but the
whole place was as still as the grave, so I made up my mind that I
had made a mis take, and that what I had heard was a stray poacher -
quite nat u ral con clu sion to come to un der the cir cum stances, I
think.'

'Quite nat u ral,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle ex pres sion lessly.

'I went on to the inn, put up as I said - and heard the news this
morn ing. I re al ized, of course, that I was a sus pi cious char ac ter -
bound to he un der the cir cum stances, and came up here to tell my
story, hop ing it wasn't go ing to he hand cuffs for one.'

There was a pause. Colonel Mel rose looked side way at
Su per in ten dent Bat tle.

'I think the story seems clear enough,' he re marked.

'Yes,' said Bat tle. 'I don't think we'll be hand ing out any hand cuffs
this morn ing.'

'Any ques tions, Bat tle?'

'There's one thing I'd like to know. What was this man u script?'

He looked across at George, and the lat ter replied with a trace of
un will ing ness:

'The mem oirs of the late Count Stylp titch. You see -'

'You needn't say any thing more,' said Bat tle. 'I see per fectly.'

He turned to An thony.

'Do you know who it was that was shot, Mr Cade?'

'At the Jolly Dog it was un der stood to be a Count Stanis laus or
some such name.'

'Tell him,' said Bat tle la con i cally to George Lo max.

George was clearly re luc tant, but he was forced to speak:

'The gen tle man who was stay ing here incog nito as Count
Stanis laus was His High ness Prince Michael of Her zoslo vakia.'

An thony whis tled.



'That must be deuced awk ward,' he re marked.

Su per in ten dent Bat tle, who had been watch ing An thony closely,
gave a short grunt as though sat is fied of some thing, and rose
abruptly to his feet.

'There are one or two ques tions I'd like to ask Mr Cade,' he
an nounced. 'I'll take him into the coun cil cham ber with me if I may.'

'Cer tainly, cer tainly,' said Lord Cater ham. 'Take him any where you
like.'

An thony and the de tec tive went out to gether.

The body had been re moved from the scene of the tragedy. There
was a dark stain on the floor where it had lain, but oth er wise there
was noth ing to sug gest that a tragedy had ever oc curred. The sun
poured in through the three win dows, flood ing the room with light,
and bring ing out the mel low tone of the old pan elling. An thony
looked around him with ap proval

'Very nice,' he com mented. 'Noth ing much to beat old Eng land, is
there?'

'Did it seem to you at first that it was in this room the shot was
fired?' asked the su per in ten dent, not re ply ing to An thony's
eu logium.

'Let me see.'

An thony opened the win dow and went out on the ter race, look ing
up at the house.

'Yes, that's the room all right,' he said. 'It's built out, and oc cu pies
all the cor ner. If the shot had been fired any where else, it would have
sounded from the left, but this was from be hind me or to the right if
any thing. That's why I thought of poach ers. It's at the ex trem ity of
the wing, you see.'

He stepped back across the thresh old, and asked sud denly, as
though the idea had just struck him:

'But why do you ask? You know he was shot here, don't you?'

'Ah!' said the su per in ten dent. We never know as much as we'd like
to know. But, yes, he was shot here all right. Now you said some thing



about try ing the win dows, didn't you?'

'Yes. They were fas tened from the in side.'

'How many of them did you try?'

'All three of them.'

'Sure of that, sir?'

'I'm in the habit of be ing sure. Why do you ask?'

'That's a funny thing,' said the su per in ten dent.

'What's a funny thing?'

'When the crime was dis cov ered this morn ing, the mid dle one was
open - not latched, that is to say.'

'Whew!' said An thony, sink ing down on the win dow-seat, and
tak ing out his cig a rette case. 'That's rather a blow. That opens up
quite a dif fer ent as pect of the case. It leaves us two al ter na tives.
Ei ther he was killed by some one in the house, and that some one
un latched the win dow af ter I had gone to make it look like an out side
job - in ci den tally with me as Lit tle Willie or else, not to mince
mat ters, I'm ly ing. I dare say you in cline to the sec ond pos si bil ity,
but, upon my hon our, you're wrong.'

'No body's go ing to leave this house un til I'm through with them, I
can tell you that,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle grimly.

An thony looked at him keenly.

'How long have you had the idea that it might be an in side job?' he
asked.

Bat tle smiled.

'I've had a no tion that way all along. Your trail was a bit too -
flar ing, if I may put it that way. As soon as your boots fit ted the
foot marks, I be gan to have my doubts.'

'I con grat u late Scot land Yard,' said An thony lightly.

But at that mo ment, the mo ment when Bat tle ap par ently ad mit ted
An thony's com plete ab sence of com plic ity in the crime, An thony felt
more than ever the need of be ing upon his guard. Su per in ten dent



Bat tle was a very as tute of fi cer. It would not do to make any slip with
Su per in ten dent Bat tle about.

'That's where it hap pened, I sup pose?' said An thony, nod ding
to wards the dark patch upon the floor. 'What was he shot with - a
re volver?'

'Yes, but we shan't know what make un til they get the bul let out at
the au topsy.'

'It wasn't found, then?'

'No, it wasn't found.'

'No clues of any kind?'

'Well, we've got this.'

Rather af ter the man ner of a con jurer, Su per in ten dent Bat tle
pro duced a half-sheet of notepa per. And, as he did so, he again
watched An thony closely with out seem ing to do so.

But An thony rec og nized the de sign upon it with out any sign of
con ster na tion. 'Aha! Com rades of the Red Hand again. If they're
go ing to scat ter this sort of thing about, they ought to have it
lith o graphed. It must be a fright ful nui sance do ing ev ery one
sep a rately. Where was it found?'

'Un der neath the body. You've seen it be fore, sir?'

An thony re counted to him in de tail his short en counter with that
pub lic-spir ited as so ci a tion.

'The idea is, I sup pose, that the Com rades did him in.'

'Do you think it likely, sir?'

'Well, it would be in keep ing with their pro pa ganda. But I've
al ways found that those who talk most about blood have never
ac tu ally seen it run. I shouldn't have said the Com rades had the guts
my self. And they're such pic turesque peo ple too. I don't see one of
them dis guis ing him self as a suit able guest for a coun try house. Still,
one never knows.'

'Quite right, Mr Cade. One never knows.'

An thony looked sud denly amused.



'I see the big idea now. Open win dow, trail of foot prints, sus pi cious
stranger at vil lage-inn. But I can as sure you, my dear
Su per in ten dent, that what ever I am, I am not the lo cal agent of the
Red Hand.'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle smiled a lit tle. Then he played his last card.

'Would you have any ob jec tion to see ing the body?' he shot out
sud denly.

'None what ever,' re joined An thony.

Bat tle took a key from his pocket, and pre ced ing An thony down
the cor ri dor, paused at a door and un locked it. It was one of the
smaller draw ing-rooms. The body lay on a ta ble cov ered with a sheet.

Su per in ten dent Bat tle waited un til An thony was be side him, and
then whisked away the sheet sud denly.

An ea ger light sprang into his eyes at the half-ut tered ex cla ma tion
and the start of sur prise which the other gave.

'So you do rec og nize him, Mr Cade,' he said, in a voice that he
strove to ren der de void of tri umph.

'I've seen him be fore, yes,' said An thony, re cov er ing him self. 'But
not as Prince Michael Obolovitch. He pur ported to come from
Messrs Balder son and Hodgkins, and he called him self Mr Holmes.'
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UPER IN TEN DENT BAT TLE re placed the sheet with the slightly
crest fallen air of a man whose best point has fallen flat
An thony stood with his hands in pock ets lost in thought. 'So

that's what old Lol lipop meant when he talked about “other means”,'
he mur mured at last.

'I beg your par don, Mr Cade?'

'Noth ing, Su per in ten dent. For give my ab strac tion. You see, I - or
rather my friend, Jimmy Mc Grath, has been very neatly done out of a
thou sand pounds.'

'A thou sand pounds is a nice sum of money,' said Bat tle.

'It isn't the thou sand pounds so much.' said An thony, 'though I
agree with you that it's a nice sum of money. It's be ing done that
mad dens me. I handed over that man u script like a lit tle woolly lamb.
It hurts, Su per in ten dent, in deed it hurts.'

The de tec tive said noth ing.

'Well, well,' said An thony. 'Re grets are vain, and all may not yet be
lost. I've only got to get hold of dear old Stylp titch's rem i nis cence
be tween now and next Wednes day and all will be gas and gaiters.'

'Would you mind com ing back to the coun cil cham ber, Mr Cade?
There is one lit tle thing I want to point out to you.'

Back in the coun cil cham ber, the de tec tive strode over at once to
the mid dle win dow. 'I've been think ing, Mr Cade. This par tic u lar
win dow is very stiff; very in deed. You might have been mis taken in
think ing that it was fas tened. It might just have stuck. I'm sure - yes,
I'm al most sure, that you were mis taken.'

An thony eyed him keenly.

'And sup pos ing I say that I'm quite sure I was not?'



'Don't you think you could have been?' said Bat tle, look ing at him
very steadily.

'Well, to oblige you, Su per in ten dent, yes.'

Bat tle smiled in a sat is fied fash ion.

'You're quick in the up take, sir. And you'll have no ob jec tion to
say ing so, care less like, at a suit able mo ment?'

'None what ever. I -' He paused, as Bat tle gripped his arm. The
su per in ten dent was bent for ward, lis ten ing.

En join ing si lence on An thony with a ges ture, he tip toed noise lessly
to the door, and flung it sud denly open.

On the thresh old stood a tall man with black hair neatly parted in
the mid dle, china-blue eyes with a par tic u larly in no cent ex pres sion,
and a large placid face.

'Your par don, gen tle men,' he said in a slow drawl ing voice with a
pro nounced transat lantic ac cent. 'But is it per mit ted to in spect the
scene of the crime? I take it that you are both gen tle men from
Scot land Yard?'

'I have not that hon our,' said An thony. 'But this gen tle man is
Su per in ten dent Bat tle of Scot land Yard.'

'Is that so?' said the Amer i can gen tle man, with a great ap pear ance
of in ter est. 'Pleased to meet you, sir. My name is Hi ram P. Fish, of
New York City.'

'What was it you wanted to see, Mr Fish?' asked the de tec tive.

The Amer i can walked gen tly into the room, and looked with much
in ter est at the dark patch on the floor.

'I am in ter ested in crime, Mr Bat tle. It is one of my hob bies. I have
con trib uted a mono graph to one of our weekly pe ri od i cals on the
sub ject “De gen er acy and the Crim i nal”.'

As he spoke, his eyes went gen tly round the room, seem ing to note
ev ery thing in it. They rested just a shade longer on the win dow.

'The body,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle, stat ing a self-ev i dent fact,
'has been re moved.'



'Surely,' said Mr Fish. His eyes went on to the pan elled walls.
'Some re mark able pic tures in this room, gen tle men. A Hol bein, two
Van Dy cks, and, if I am not mis taken, a Ve lazquez. I am in ter ested in
pic tures - and like wise in first edi tions. It was to see his first edi tions
that Lord Cater ham was so kind as to in vite me down here.'

He sighed gen tly.

'I guess that's all off now. It would show a proper feel ing, I
sup pose, for the guests to re turn to town im me di ately?'

'I'm afraid that can't be done, sir,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle.
'No body must leave the house un til af ter the in quest.'

'Is that so? And when is the in quest?'

'May be to mor row, may not be un til Mon day. We've got to ar range
for the au topsy and see the coro ner.'

'I get you,' said Mr Fish. 'Un der the cir cum stances, though, it will
be a melan choly party.'

Bat tle led the way to the door.

'We'd best get out of here,' he said. 'We're keep ing it locked still.'

He waited for the other two to pass through, and then turned the
key and re moved it.

'I opine,' said Mr Fish, 'that you are seek ing for fin ger prints?'

'Maybe,' said the su per in ten dent la con i cally.

'I should say too, that, on a night such as last night, an in truder
would have left foot prints on the hard wood floor.'

'None in side, plenty out side.'

'Mine,' ex plained An thony cheer fully.

The in no cent eyes of Mr Fish swept over him.

'Young man,' he said, 'you sur prise me.'

They turned a cor ner, and came out into the big wide hall, pan elled
like the coun cil cham ber in old oak, and with a wide gallery above it.
Two other fig ures came into sight at the far end.

'Aha!' said Mr Fish. 'Our ge nial host.'



This was such a lu di crous de scrip tion of Lord Cater ham that
An thony had to turn his head away to con ceal a smile.

'And with him,' con tin ued the Amer i can, 'is a lady whose name I
did not catch last night. But she is bright - she is very bright.'

With Lord Cater ham was Vir ginia Revel.

An thony had been an tic i pat ing this meet ing all along. He had no
idea how to act. He must leave it to Vir ginia. Al though he had full
con fi dence in her pres ence of mind, he had not the slight est idea
what line she would take. He was not long left in doubt.

"Why, it's Mr Cade,' said Vir ginia. She held out both hands to him.
'So you found you could come down af ter all?'

'My dear Mrs Revel, I had no idea Mr Cade was a friend of yours,'
said Lord Cater ham.

'He's a very old friend,' said Vir ginia, smil ing at An thony, with a
mis chievous glint in her eye. 'I ran into him in Lon don un ex pect edly
yes ter day, and told him I was com ing down here.'

An thony was quick to give her her pointer.

'I ex plained to Mrs Revel,' he said, 'that I had been forced to refuse
your kind in vi ta tion - since it had re ally been ex tended to quite a
dif fer ent man. And I couldn't very well foist a per fect stranger on you
un der false pre tences.'

'Well, well, my dear fel low,' said Lord Cater ham, 'that's all over
and done with now. I'll send down to the Crick eters for your bag.'

'It's very kind of you, Lord Cater ham, but -'

'Non sense, of course you must come to Chim neys. Hor ri ble place,
the Crick eters - to stay in, I mean.'

'Of course you must come, Mr Cade,' said Vir ginia softly.

An thony re al ized the al tered tone of his sur round ings. Al ready
Vir ginia had done much for him. He was no longer an am bigu ous
stranger. Her po si tion was so as sured and unas sail able that any one
for whom she vouched was ac cepted as a mat ter of course. He
thought of the pis tol in the tree at Burn ham Beeches, and smiled
in wardly.



'I'll send for your traps,' said Lord Cater ham to An thony. 'I
sup pose, in the cir cum stances, we can't have any shoot ing. A pity.
But there it is. And I don't know what the devil to do with Isaac stein.
It's all very un for tu nate.'

The de pressed peer sighed heav ily.

'That's set tled, then,' said Vir ginia. 'You can be gin to be use ful
right away, Mr Cade, and take me out on the lake. It's very peace ful
there and far from crime and all that sort of thing. Isn't it aw ful for
poor Lord Cater ham hav ing a mur der done in his house? But it's
George's fault re ally. This is George's party, you know.'

'Ah!' said Lord Cater ham. 'But I should never have lis tened to
him!'

He as sumed the air of a strong man be trayed by a sin gle weak ness.

'One can't help lis ten ing to George,' said Vir ginia. 'He al ways holds
you so that you can't get away. I'm think ing of patent ing a de tach able
lapel.'

'I wish you would,' chuck led her host. 'I'm glad you're com ing to
us, Cade. I need sup port.'

'I ap pre ci ate your kind ness very much, Lord Cater ham,' said
An thony. 'Es pe cially,' he added, 'when I'm such a sus pi cious
char ac ter. But my stay ing here makes it eas ier for Bat tle.'

'In what way, sir?' asked the su per in ten dent.

'It won't be so dif fi cult to keep an eye on me,' ex plained An thony
gen tly.

And by the mo men tary flicker of the su per in ten dent's eye lids he
knew that his shot had gone home.





E

C��� ��� XIV
M����� P� ��� � ��� ��� F� ��� ����

XCEPT FOR THAT in vol un tary twitch of the eye lid,
Su per in ten dent Bat tle's im pas siv ity was unim paired. If he
had been sur prised at Vir ginia's recog ni tion of An thony, he

did not show it. He and Lord Cater ham stood to gether and watched
those two go out through the gar den door. Mr Fish also watched
them.

'Nice young fel low, that,' said Lord Cater ham.

'Very nice for Mrs Revel to meet an old friend,' mur mured the
Amer i can. 'They have been ac quainted some time, pre soomably?'

'Seems so,' said Lord Cater ham. 'But I've never heard her men tion
him be fore. Oh, by the way, Bat tle, Mr Lo max has been ask ing for
you. He's in the blue morn ing-room.'

'Very good, Lord Cater ham. I'll go there at once.'

Bat tle found his way to the blue morn ing-room with out dif fi culty.
He was al ready fa mil iar with the ge og ra phy of the house.

'Ah, there you are, Bat tle,' said Lo max.

He was strid ing im pa tiently up and down the car pet. There was
one other per son in the room, a big man sit ting in a chair by the
fire place. He was dressed in very cor rect Eng lish shoot ing clothes
which nev er the less sat strangely upon him. He had a fat yel low face,
and black eyes, as im pen e tra ble as those of a co bra. There was a
gen er ous curve to the big nose and power in the square lines of the
vast jaw.

'Come in, Bat tle,' said Lo max ir ri ta bly. 'And shut the door be hind
you. This is Mr Her man Isaac stein.'

Bat tle in clined his head re spect fully.



He knew all about Mr Her man Isaac stein, and though the great
fi nancier sat there silent, whilst Lo max strode up and down and
talked, he knew who was the real power in the room.

'We can speak more freely now,' said Lo max. 'Be fore Lord
Cater ham and Colonel Mel rose, I was anx ious not to say too much.
You un der stand, Bat tle? These things mustn't get about.'

'Ah!' said Bat tle. 'But they al ways do, more's the pity.'

Just for a sec ond he saw a trace of a smile on the fat yel low face. It
dis ap peared as sud denly as it had come.

'Now, what do you re ally think of this young fel low - this An thony
Cade?' con tin ued George. 'Do you still as sume him to be in no cent?'

Bat tle shrugged his shoul ders very slightly.

'He tells a straight story. Part of it we shall be able to ver ify. On the
face of it, it ac counts for his pres ence here last night. I shall ca ble to
South Africa, of course, for in for ma tion about his an tecedents.'

'Then you re gard him as cleared of all com plic ity?'

Bat tle raised a large square hand.

'Not so fast, sir. I never said that.'

'What is your idea about the crime, Su per in ten dent Bat tle?' asked
Isaac stein, speak ing for the first time.

His voice was deep and rich, and had a cer tain com pelling qual ity
about it. It had stood him in good stead at board meet ings in his
younger days.

'It's rather too soon to have ideas, Mr Isaac stein. I've not got
be yond ask ing my self the first ques tion.'

'What is that?'

'Oh, it's al ways the same. Mo tive. Who ben e fits by the death of
Prince Michael? We've got to an swer that be fore we can get
any where.'

'The Rev o lu tion ary party of Her zoslo vakia -' be gan George.

Su per in ten dent Bat tle waved him aside with some thing less than
his usual re spect.



'It wasn't the Com rades of the Red Hand, sir, if you're think ing of
them.'

'But the pa per - with the scar let hand on it?'

'Put there to sug gest the ob vi ous so lu tion.'

George's dig nity was a lit tle ruf fled.

'Re ally, Bat tle, I don't see how you can be so sure of that.'

'Bless you, Mr Lo max, we know all about the Com rades of the Red
Hand. We've had our eye on them ever since Prince Michael landed
in Eng land. That sort of thing is the el e men tary work of the
de part ment. They'd never be al lowed to get within a mile of him.'

'I agree with Su per in ten dent Bat tle,' said Isaac stein. 'We must look
else where.'

'You see, sir,' said Bat tle, en cour aged by this sup port, 'we do know
a lit tle about the case. If we don't know who gains by his death, we do
know who loses by it.'

'Mean ing?' said Isaac stein.

His black eyes were bent upon the de tec tive. More than ever, he
re minded Bat tle of a hooded co bra.

'You and Mr Lo max, not to men tion the Loy al ist party of
Her zoslo vakia. If you'll par don the ex pres sion, sir, you're in the
soup.'

'Re ally, Bat tle,' in ter posed George, shocked to the core.

'Go on, Bat tle,' said Isaac stein. 'In the soup de scribes the sit u a tion
very ac cu rately. You're an in tel li gent man.'

'You've got to have a king. You've lost your king - like that!' He
snapped his large fin gers. 'You've got to find an other in a hurry, and
that's not an easy job. No, I don't want to know the de tails of your
scheme, the bare out line is enough for me, but, I take it, it's a big
deal?'

Isaac stein bent his head slowly.

'It's a very big deal.'



'That's brings me to my sec ond ques tion. Who is the next heir to
the throne of Her zoslo vakia?'

Isaac stein looked across at Lo max. The lat ter an swered the
ques tion, with a cer tain re luc tance, and a good deal of hes i ta tion:

'That would be - I should say - yes, in all prob a bil ity Prince
Nicholas would be the next heir.'

'Ah!' said Bat tle. 'And who is Prince Nicholas?'

'A first cousin of Prince Michael's.'

'Ah!' said Bat tle. 'I should like to hear all about Prince Nicholas,
es pe cially where he is at present.'

'Noth ing much is known of him,' said Lo max. 'As a young man, he
was most pe cu liar in his ideas, con sorted with So cial ists and
Re pub li cans, and acted in a way highly un be com ing to his po si tion.
He was sent down from Ox ford, I be lieve, for some wild es capade.
There was a ru mour of his death two years later in the Congo, but it
was only a ru mour. He turned up a few months ago when news of the
roy al ist re ac tion got about.'

'In deed?' said Bat tle. 'Where did he turn up?'

'In Amer ica.'

'Amer ica!'

Bat tle turned to Isaac stein with one la conic word:

'Oil?'

The fi nancier nod ded.

'He rep re sented that if the Her zoslo vakians chose a king, they
would pre fer him to Prince Michael as be ing more in sym pa thy with
mod ern en light ened ideas, and he drew at ten tion to his early
demo cratic views and his sym pa thy with Re pub li can ideal. In re turn
for fi nan cial sup port, he was pre pared to grant con ces sions to a
cer tain group of Amer i can fi nanciers.'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle so far for got his ha bit ual im pas siv ity as to
give vent to a pro longed whis tle. 'So that's it,' he mut tered. 'In the



mean time, the Loy al ist party sup ported Prince Michael, and you felt
sure you'd come out on top. And then this hap pens!'

'You surely don't think -' be gan George.

'It was a big deal,' said Bat tle. Mr Isaac stein says so. And I should
say that what he calls a big deal is a big deal.'

'There are al ways un scrupu lous tools to be got hold of,' said
Isaac stein qui etly. 'For the mo ment, Wall Street wins. But they've not
done with me yet. Find out who killed Prince Michael,
Su per in ten dent Bat tle, if you want to do your coun try a ser vice.'

'One thing strikes me as highly sus pi cious,' put in George. 'Why
did the equerry, Cap tain An drassy, not come down with the Prince
yes ter day?'

'I've in quired into that,' said Bat tle. 'It's per fectly sim ple. He stayed
in town to make ar range ments with a cer tain lady, on be half of
Prince Michael, for next week end. The Baron rather frowned on such
things, think ing them in ju di cious at the present stage of af fairs, so
His High ness had to go about them in a hole-and-cor ner man ner. He
was, if I may say so, in clined to be a rather - er- dis si pated young
man.'

'I'm afraid so,' said George pon der ously. 'Yes, I'm afraid so.'

'There's one other point we ought to take into ac count, I think,'
said Bat tle, speak ing with a cer tain amount of hes i ta tion. 'King
Vic tor's sup posed to be in Eng land.'

'King Vic tor?' Lo max frowned in an ef fort at rec ol lec tion.

'No to ri ous French crook, sir. We've had a warn ing from the Sыretй
in Paris.'

'Of course,' said George. 'I re mem ber now. Jewel thief, isn't he?
Why, that's the man -'

He broke off abruptly. Isaac stein, who had been frown ing
ab stract edly at the fire place, looked up just too late to catch the
warn ing glance tele graphed from Su per in ten dent Bat tle to the other.
But be ing a man sen si tive to vi bra tions in the at mos phere, he was
con scious of a sense of strain. 'You don't want me any longer, do you,
Lo max?' he in quired.



'No, thank you, my dear fel low.'

'Would it up set your plans if I re turned to Lon don, Su per in ten dent
Bat tle?'

'I'm afraid so, sir,' said the su per in ten dent civilly. 'You see, if you
go, there will be oth ers who'll want to go also. And that would never
do.'

The great fi nancier left the room, clos ing the door be hind him.

'Splen did fel low, Isaac stein,' mur mured George Lo max
per func to rily.

'Very pow er ful per son al ity,' agreed Su per in ten dent Bat tle.

George be gan to pace up and down gain.

'What you say dis turbs me greatly,' he be gan. 'King Vic tor! I
thought he was in prison?'

'Came out a few months ago. French po lice meant to keep on his
heels, but he man aged to give them the slip straight away. He would
too. One of the coolest cus tomers that ever lived. For some rea son or
other, they be lieve he's in Eng land, and have no ti fied us to that
ef fect.'

'But what should he be do ing in Eng land?'

'That's for you to say, sir,' said Bat tle sig nif i cantly.

'You mean? - You think? - You know the story, of course - ah, yes, I
can see you do. I was not in of fice, of course, at the time, but I heard
the whole story from the late Lord Cater ham. An un par al leled
catas tro phe.'

'The Ko hi noor,' said Bat tle re flec tively.

'Hush, Bat tle!' George glanced sus pi ciously round him. 'I beg of
you, men tion no names. Much bet ter not. If you must speak of it, call
it the K.'

The su per in ten dent looked wooden again.

'You don't con nect King Vic tor with this crime, do you, Bat tle?'

'It's just a pos si bil ity, that's all. If you cast your mind back, sir,
you'll re mem ber that there were four places where a - er - cer tain



royal vis i tor might have con cealed the jewel. Chim neys was one of
them. King Vic tor was ar rested in Paris three days af ter the -
dis ap pear ance, if I may call it that, of the K. It was al ways hoped that
he would some day lead us to the jewel.'

'But Chim neys has been ran sacked and over hauled a dozen times.'

'Yes,' said Bat tle sapi ently. 'But it's never much good look ing when
you don't know where to look. Only sup pose now, that this King
Vic tor came here to look for the thing, was sur prised by Prince
Michael, and shot him.'

'It's pos si ble,' said George. A most likely so lu tion of the crime.'

'I wouldn't go as far as that. It's pos si ble, but not much more.'

'Why is that?'

'Be cause King Vic tor has never been known to take a life,' said
Bat tle se ri ously.

'Oh, but a man like that - a dan ger ous crim i nal -'

But Bat tle shook his head in a dis sat is fied man ner.

'Crim i nals al ways act true to type, Mr Lo max. It's sur pris ing. All
the same -'

'Yes?

'I'd rather like to ques tion the Prince's ser vant. I've left him
pur posely to the last. We'll have him in here, sir, if you don't mind.'

George sig ni fied his as sent. The su per in ten dent rang the bell.
Tred well an swered it, and de parted with his in struc tions. He
re turned shortly ac com pa nied by a tall fair man with high
cheek bones, and very deep-set blue eyes, and an im pas siv ity of
coun te nance, which al most ri valed Bat tle's.

'Boris An choukoff?'

'Yes.'

'You were valet to Prince Michael?'

'I was His High ness' valet, yes.'



The man spoke good Eng lish, though with a markedly harsh
for eign ac cent.

'You know that your mas ter was mur dered last night?'

A deep snarl, like the snarl of a wild beast, was the man's only
an swer. It alarmed George, who with drew pru dently to wards the
win dow.

'When did you see your mas ter last?'

'His High ness re tired to bed at half past ten. I slept, as al ways, in
the an te room next to him. He must have gone down to the room
down stairs by the other door, the door that gave on the cor ri dor. I
did not hear him go. It may be that I was drugged. I have been an
un faith ful ser vant, I slept while my mas ter woke. I am ac cursed.'

George gazed at him fas ci nated.

'You loved your mas ter, eh?' said Bat tle, watch ing the man closely.

Boris' fea tures con tracted painfully. He swal lowed twice. Then his
voice came, harsh with emo tion.

'I say this to you, Eng lish po lice man, I would have died for him!
And since he is dead, and I still live, my eyes shall not know sleep, or
my heart rest, un til I have avenged him. Like a dog will I nose out his
mur derer and when I have dis cov ered him - Ah!' His eyes lit up.
Sud denly he drew an im mense knife from be neath his coat and
bran dished it aloft. 'Not all at once will I kill him - oh no! - first I will
slit his nose, and cut off his ears and put out his eyes, and then -
then, into his black heart, I will thrust this knife.'

Swiftly he re placed the knife, and turn ing, left the room. George
Lo max, his eyes al ways pro tu ber ant, but now gog gling al most out of
his head, stared at the closed door.

'Pure-bred Her zoslo vakian, of course,' he mut tered. 'Most
un civ i lized peo ple. A race of brig ands.'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle rose alertly to his feet.

'Ei ther that man's sin cere,' he re marked, 'or he's the best bluffer
I've ever seen. And if it's the for mer, God help Prince Michael's
mur derer when that hu man blood hound gets hold of him.'
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IR GINIA AND AN THONY walked side by side down the path which
led to the lake. For some min utes af ter leav ing the house they
were silent. It was Vir ginia who broke the si lence at last with

a lit tle laugh.

'Oh, dear,' she said, 'isn't it dread ful? Here I am so burst ing with
the things I want to tell you, and the things I want to know, that I
sim ply don't know where to be gin. First of all -' she low ered her voice
- 'What have you done with the body? How aw ful it sounds, doesn't
it! I never dreamt that I should be so steeped in crime.'

'I sup pose it's quite a novel sen sa tion for you,' agreed An thony.

'But not for you?'

'Well, I've never dis posed of a corpse be fore, cer tainly.'

'Tell me about it.'

Briefly and suc cinctly, An thony ran over the steps he had taken on
the pre vi ous night. Vir ginia lis tened at ten tively.

'I think you were very clever,' she said ap prov ingly when he had
fin ished. 'I can pick up the trunk again when I go back to
Padding ton. The only dif fi culty that might arise is if you had to give
an ac count of where you were yes ter day evening.'

'I can't see that that can arise. The body can't have been found
un til late last night - or pos si bly this morn ing. Oth er wise there would
have been some thing about it in this morn ing's pa pers. And what ever
you may imag ine from read ing de tec tive sto ries, doc tors aren't such
ma gi cians that they can tell you ex actly how many hours a man has
been dead. The ex act time of his death will be pretty vague. An al ibi
for last night would be far more to the point.'

'I know. Lord Cater ham was telling me all about it. But the
Scot land Yard man is quite con vinced of your in no cence now, isn't



he?'

An thony did not re ply at once.

'He doesn't look par tic u larly as tute,' con tin ued Vir ginia.

'I don't know about that,' said An thony slowly. 'I've an im pres sion
that there are no flies on Su per in ten dent Bat tle. He ap pears to be
con vinced of my in no cence - but I'm not sure. He's stumped at
present by my ap par ent lack of mo tive.'

'Ap par ent?' cried Vir ginia. But what pos si ble rea son could you
have for mur der ing an un known for eign count?'

An thony darted a sharp glance at her.

'You were at one time or other in Her zoslo vakia, weren't you?' he
asked.

'Yes. I was there with my hus band, for two years, at the Em bassy.'

'That was just be fore the as sas si na tion of the King and Queen. Did
you ever run across Prince Michael Obolovitch?'

'Michael? Of course I did. Hor rid lit tle wretch! He sug gested, I
re mem ber, that I should marry him mor ga nat i cally.'

'Did he re ally? And what did he sug gest you should do about your
ex ist ing hus band?'

'Oh, he had a sort of David and Uriah scheme all made out.'

'And how did you re spond to this ami able of fer?'

'Well,' said Vir ginia, 'un for tu nately one had to be diplo matic. So
poor lit tle Michael didn't get it as straight from the shoul der as he
might have done. But he re tired hurt all the same. Why all this
in ter est about Michael?'

'Some thing I'm get ting at in my own blun der ing fash ion. I take it
that you didn't meet the mur dered man?'

'No. To put it like a book he “re tired to his own apart ments
im me di ately on ar rival”.'

'And of course you haven't seen the body?'

Vir ginia, eye ing him with a good deal of in ter est, shook her head.



'Could you get to see it, do you think?'

'By means of in flu ence in high places - mean ing Lord Cater ham - I
dare say I could. Why? Is it an or der?'

'Good Lord, no,' said An thony, hor ri fied. Have I been as dic ta to rial
as all that? No, it's sim ply this. Count Stanis laus was the incog nito of
Prince Michael of Her zoslo vakia.'

Vir ginia's eyes opened very wide.

'I see.' Sud denly her face broke into its fas ci nat ing one-sided smile.
'I hope you don't sug gest that Michael went to his rooms sim ply to
avoid see ing me?'

'Some thing of the kind,' ad mit ted An thony. 'You see, if I'm right in
my idea that some one wanted to pre vent your com ing to Chim neys,
the rea son seems to lie in your know ing Her zoslo vakia. Do you
re al ize that you're the only per son here who knew Prince Michael by
sight?'

'Do you mean that this man who was mur dered was an im pos tor?'
asked Vir ginia abruptly.

'That is the pos si bil ity that crossed my mind. If you can get Lord
Cater ham to show you the body, we can clear up that point at once.'

'He was shot at 11.45,' said Vir ginia thought fully. 'The time
men tioned on that scrap of pa per. The whole thing'a hor ri bly
mys te ri ous.'

'That re minds me. Is that your win dow up there? The sec ond from
the end over the coun cil cham ber?'

'No, my room is in the Eliz a bethan wing, the other side. Why?'

'Sim ply be cause as I walked away last night, af ter think ing I heard
a shot, the light went up in that room.'

'How cu ri ous! I don't know who has that room, but I can find out
by ask ing Bun dle. Per haps they heard the shot?'

'If so, they haven't come for ward to say so. I un der stood from
Bat tle that no body in the house heard the shot fired. It's the only clue
of any kind that I've got, and I dare say it's a pretty rot ten one, but I
mean to fol low it up for what it's worth.'



'It's cu ri ous, cer tainly,' said Vir ginia thought fully.

They had ar rived at the boathouse by the lake, and had been
lean ing against it as they talked.

'And now for the whole story,' said An thony. 'We'll pad dle gen tly
about on the lake, se cure from the pry ing ears of Scot land Yard,
Amer i can vis i tors, and cu ri ous house maids.'

'I've heard some thing from Lord Cater ham,' said Vir ginia. 'But not
nearly enough. To be gin with, which are you re ally, An thony Cade or
Jimmy Mc Grath?'

For the sec ond time that morn ing, An thony un folded the his tory of
the last six weeks of his life - with the dif fer ence, that the ac count
given to Vir ginia needed no edit ing. He fin ished up with his own
as ton ished recog ni tion of 'Mr Holmes'.

'By the way, Mrs Revel,' he ended, 'I've never thanked you for
im per illing your mor tal soul by say ing that I was an old friend of
yours.'

'Of course you're an old friend,' cried Vir ginia. 'You don't sup pose
I'd lum ber you with a corpse, and then pre tend you were a mere
ac quain tance next time I met you? No, in deed!'

She paused.

'Do you know one thing that strikes me about all this?' she went
on. 'That there's some ex tra mys tery about those mem oirs that we
haven't fath omed yet.'

'I think you're right,' agreed An thony. 'There's one thing I'd like
you to tell me,' he con tin ued.

'What's that?'

'Why did you seem so sur prised when I men tioned the name of
Jimmy Mc Grath to you yes ter day at Pont Street? Had you heard it
be fore?'

'I had, Sher lock Holmes. George - my cousin, George Lo max, you
know - came to see me the other day, and sug gested a lot of
fright fully silly things. His idea was that I should come down here
and make my self agree able to this man, Mc Grath, and Delilah the



mem oirs out of him some how. He didn't put it like that, of course.
He talked a lot of non sense about Eng lish gen tle women, and things
like that, but his real mean ing was never ob scure for a mo ment. It
was just the sort of rot ten thing poor old George would think of. And
then I wanted to know too much, and he tried to put me off with lies
that wouldn't have de ceived a child of two.'

'Well, his plan seems to have suc ceeded, any how,' ob served
An thony. 'Here am I, the James Mc Grath he had in mind, and here
are you be ing agree able to me.'

'But, alas, for poor old George, no mem oirs! Now I've got a
ques tion for you. When I said I hadn't writ ten those let ters, you said
you knew I hadn't - you couldn't know any such thing?'

'Oh, yes, I could,' said An thony, smil ing. 'I've got a good work ing
knowl edge of psy chol ogy.'

'You mean your be lief in the ster ling worth of my moral char ac ter
was such that -'

But An thony was shak ing his head vig or ously.

'Not at all. I don't know any thing about your moral char ac ter. You
might have a lover, and you might write to him. But you'd never lie
down to be black mailed. The Vir ginia Revel of those let ters was
scared stiff. You'd have fought.'

'I won der who the real Vir ginia Revel is - where she is, I mean. It
makes me feel as though I had a dou ble some where.'

An thony lit a cig a rette.

'You know that one of the let ters was writ ten from Chim neys?' he
asked at last.

'What?' Vir ginia was clearly star tled. 'When was it writ ten?'

'It wasn't dated. But it's odd, isn't it?'

'I'm per fectly cer tain no other Vir ginia Revel has ever stayed at
Chim neys. Bun dle or Lord Cater ham would have said some thing
about the co in ci dence of the name if she had.'

'Yes. It's rather queer. Do you know, Mrs Revel, I am be gin ning to
dis be lieve pro foundly in this other Vir ginia Revel.'



'She's very elu sive,' agreed Vir ginia.

'Ex traor di nar ily elu sive. I am be gin ning to think that the per son
who wrote those let ters de lib er ately used your name.'

'But why?' cried Vir ginia. 'Why should they do such a thing?'

'Ah, that's just the ques tion. There's the devil of a lot to find out
about ev ery thing.'

'Who do you re ally think killed Michael?' asked Vir ginia sud denly.
'The Com rades of the Red Hand?'

'I sup pose they might have done so,' said An thony in a dis sat is fied
voice. Point less killing would he rather char ac ter is tic of them.'

'Let's get to work,' said Vir ginia. 'I see Lord Cater ham and Bun dle
strolling to gether. The first thing to do is to find out def i nitely
whether the dead man is Michael or not.'

An thony pad dled to shore and a few mo ments later they had
joined Lord Cater ham and his daugh ter.

'Lunch is late,' said his lord ship in a de pressed voice.

'Bat tle has in sulted the cook, I ex pect.'

'This is a friend of mine, Bun dle,' said Vir ginia. 'Be nice to him.'

Bun dle looked earnestly at An thony for some min utes, and then
ad dressed a re mark to Vir ginia as though he had not been there.

'Where do you pick up these nice-look ing men, Vir ginia?

'You can have him,' said Vir ginia gen er ously, 'I want Lord
Cater ham. She smiled upon the flat tered peer, slipped her hand
through his arm and they moved off to gether.

'Do you talk?' asked Bun dle. 'Or are you just strong and silent?'

'Talk?' said An thony. 'I bab ble. I mur mur. I bur ble - like the
run ning brook, you know. Some times I even ask ques tions.'

'As, for in stance?'

'Who oc cu pies the sec ond room on the left from the end?'

He pointed to it as he spoke.



'What an ex tra or di nary ques tion!' said Bun dle. 'You in trigue me
greatly. Let me see - yes - that's Made moi selle Brun's room. The
French gov erness. She en deav ours to keep my young sis ters in or der.
Dul cie and Daisy - like the song, you know. I dare say they'd have
called the next one Dorothy May. But mother got tired of hav ing
noth ing but girls and died. Thought some one else could take on the
job of pro vid ing an heir.'

'Made moi selle Brun,' said An thony thought fully. 'How long has
she been with you?'

'Two months. She came to us when we were in Scot land.'

'Ha!' said An thony. 'I smell a rat.'

'I wish I could smell some lunch,' said Bun dle. 'Do I ask the
Scot land Yard man to have lunch with us, Mr Cade? You're a man of
the world, you know about the eti quette of such things. We've never
had a mur der in the house be fore. Ex cit ing, isn't it? I'm sorry your
char ac ter was so com pletely cleared this morn ing. I've al ways wanted
to meet a mur derer and see for my self if they're as ge nial and
charm ing as the Sun day pa pers al ways say they are. God! what's
that?'

'That' seemed to be a taxi ap proach ing the house. Its two
oc cu pants were a tall man with a bald head and a black beard, and a
smaller and younger man with a black mous tache.

An thony rec og nized the for mer, and guessed that it was he rather
than the ve hi cle which con tained him - that had wrung the
ex cla ma tion of as ton ish ment from his com pan ion's lips.

'Un less I much mis take,' he re marked, 'that is my old friend, Baron
Lol lipop.'

'Baron what?'

'I call him Lol lipop for con ve nience. The pro nounc ing of his own
name tends to harden the ar ter ies.'

'It nearly wrecked the tele phone this morn ing,' re marked Bun dle.
'So that's the Baron, is it? I fore see he'll be turned on to me this
af ter noon - and I've had Isaac stein all the morn ing. Let George do his



own dirty work, say I, and to hell with pol i tics. Ex cuse me leav ing
you, Mr Cade, but I must stand by poor old Fa ther.'

Bun dle re treated rapidly to the house.

An thony stood look ing af ter her for a minute or two and
thought fully lighted a cig a rette. As he did so, his ear was caught by a
stealthy sound quite near him. He was stand ing by the boathouse,
and the sound seemed to come from just round the cor ner. The
men tal pic ture con veyed to him was that of a man vainly try ing to
sti fle a sud den sneeze.

'Now I won der - I very much won der who's be hind the boathouse,'
said An thony to him self. 'We'd bet ter see, I think.'

Suit ing the ac tion to the word, he threw away the match he had
just blown out, and ran lightly and noise lessly round the cor ner of
the boathouse.

He came upon a man who had ev i dently been kneel ing on the
ground and was just strug gling to rise to his feet. He was tall, wore a
light-coloured over coat and glasses, and for the rest, had a short
pointed black beard and slightly fop pish man ner. He was be tween
thirty and forty years of age, and al to gether of a most re spectable
ap pear ance.

'What are you do ing here?' asked An thony.

He was pretty cer tain that the man was not one of Lord Cater ham's
guests.

'I ask your par don,' said the stranger, with a marked for eign ac cent
and what was meant to be an en gag ing smile. 'It is that I wish to
re turn to the Jolly Crick eters, and I have lost my way. Would
Mon sieur be so good as to di rect me?'

'Cer tainly,' said An thony. 'But you don't go there by wa ter, you
know.'

'Eh?' said the stranger, with the air of one at a loss.

'I said,' re peated An thony, with a mean ing glance at the boathouse,
'that you won't get there by wa ter. There's a right of way across the
park - some dis tance away, but all this is the pri vate part. You're
tres pass ing.'



'I am most sorry,' said the stranger. 'I lost my di rec tion en tirely. I
thought I would come up here and in quire.'

An thony re frained from point ing out that kneel ing be hind a
boathouse was a some what pe cu liar man ner of pros e cut ing in quiries.
He took the stranger kindly by the arm.

'You go this way,' he said. 'Right round the lake and straight on -
you can't miss the path. When you get on it, turn to the left, and it
will lead you to the vil lage. You're stay ing at the Crick eters, I
sup pose?'

'I am, mon sieur. Since this morn ing. Many thanks for your
kind ness in di rect ing me.'

'Don't men tion it,' said An thony.. 'I hope you haven't caught cold.'

'Eh?' said the stranger.

'From kneel ing on the damp ground, I mean,' ex plained An thony.
'I fan cied I heard you sneez ing.'

'I may have sneezed,' ad mit ted the other.

'Quite so,' said An thony. 'But you shouldn't sup press a sneeze, you
know. One of the most em i nent doc tors said so only the other day.
It's fright fully dan ger ous. I don't re mem ber ex actly what it does to
you - whether it's an in hi bi tion or whether it hard ens your ar ter ies,
but you must never do it. Good morn ing.'

'Good morn ing, and thank you, mon sieur, for set ting me on the
right road.'

'Sec ond sus pi cious stranger from vil lage inn,' mur mured An thony
to him self, as he watched the other's re treat ing form. 'And one that I
can't place, ei ther. Ap pear ance that of a French com mer cial trav eller.
I don't quite see him as a Com rade of the Red Hand. Does he
rep re sent yet a third party in the ha rassed state of Her zoslo vakia?
The French gov erness has the sec ond win dow from the end. A
mys te ri ous French man is found slink ing round the grounds,
lis ten ing to con ver sa tions that are not meant for his ears. I'll bet my
hat there's some thing in it.'

Mus ing thus, An thony re traced his steps to the house. On the
ter race he en coun tered Lord Cater ham, look ing suit ably de pressed,



and two new ar rivals. He bright ened a lit tle at the sight of An thony.

'Ah, there you are,' he re marked. 'Let me in tro duce you to Baron -
er - er - and Cap tain An drassy. Mr An thony Cade.'

The Baron stared at An thony with grow ing sus pi cion. 'Mr Cade?'
he said stiffly. 'I think not.'

'A word alone with you, Baron,' said An thony. 'I can ex plain
ev ery thing.'

The Baron bowed, and the two men walked down the ter race
to gether.

'Baron,' said An thony. 'I must throw my self upon your mercy. I
have so far strained the hon our of an Eng lish gen tle man as to travel
to this coun try un der an as sumed name. I rep re sented my self to you
as Mr James Mc Grath - but you must see for your self that the
de cep tion in volved was in fin i tes i mal. You are doubt less ac quainted
with the works of Shake speare, and his re marks about the
unim por tance of the nomen cla ture of roses? This case is the same.
The man you wanted to see was the man in pos ses sion of the
mem oirs. I was that man. As you know only too well, I am no longer
in pos ses sion of them. A neat trick, Baron, a very neat trick. Who
thought of it, you or your prin ci pal?'

'His High ness' own idea it was. And for any one but him carry it out
he would not per mit.'

'He did it jolly well,' said An thony, with ap proval, 'I never took him
for any thing but an En glish man.'

'The ed u ca tion of an Eng lish gen tle man did the Prince re ceive,'
ex plained the Baron.'The cus tom of Her zoslo vakia it is.'

'No profis sional could have pinched those pa pers bet ter,' said
An thony. 'May I ask, with out in dis cre tion, what has be come of
them?'

'Be tween gen tle men,' be gan the Baron.

'You are too kind, Baron,' mur mured An thony. 'I'ye never been
called a gen tle man so of ten as I have in the last forty-eight hours.'

'I to you say this - I be lieve them to be burnt.'



'You be lieve, but you don't know, eh? Is that it?'

'His High ness in his own keep ing re tained them. His pur pose it
was to read them and then by the fire to de stroy them.'

'I see,' said An thony. 'All the same, they are not the kind of light
lit er a ture you'd skim through in half an hour.'

'Among the ef fects of my mar tyred mas ter they have not
dis cov ered been. It is clear, there fore, that burnt they are.'

'Hm!' said An thony. 'I won der?'

He was silent for a minute or two and then went on.

'I have asked you these ques tions, Baron, be cause, as you may have
heard, I my self have been im pli cated in the crime. I must clear
my self ab so lutely, so that no sus pi cion at tach to me.'

'Un doubt edly,' said the Baron. 'Your hon our de mands it.'

'Ex actly,' said An thony. 'You put these things so well. I haven't got
the knack of it. To con tinue, I can only clear my self by dis cov er ing
the real mur derer, and to do that I must have all the facts. This
ques tion of the mem oirs is very im por tant. It seems to me pos si ble
that to gain pos ses sion of them might be the mo tive of the crime. Tell
me, Baron, is that a very far fetched idea?'

The Baron hes i tated for a mo ment or two.

'You your self the mem oirs have read?' he asked cau tiously at
length.

'I think I am an swered,' said An thony, smil ing. 'Now, Baron,
there's just one thing more. I should like to give you fair warn ing that
it is still my in ten tion to de liver that man u script to the pub lish ers on
Wednes day next the 13th of Oc to ber.'

The Baron stared at him.

'But you have no longer got it?'

'On Wednes day next, I said. To day is Fri day. That gives me five
days to get hold of it again.'

'But if it is burnt?'

'I don't think it is burnt. I have good rea sons for not be liev ing so.'



As he spoke they turned the cor ner of the ter race. A mas sive fig ure
was ad vanc ing to wards them. An thony, who had not yet seen the
great Mr Her man Isaac stein, looked at him with con sid er able
in ter est.

'Ah, Baron,' said Isaac stein, wav ing a big black cigar he was
smok ing, 'this is a bad busi ness - a very bad busi ness.'

'My good friend, Mr Isaac stein, it is in deed,' cried the Baron. 'All
our no ble ed i fice in ru ins is.'

An thony tact fully left the two gen tle men to their lamen ta tions, and
re traced his steps along the ter race. Sud denly he came to a halt. A
thin spi ral of smoke was ris ing into the air ap par ently from the very
cen tre of the yew hedge.

'It must be hol low in the mid dle,' re flected An thony 'I've heard of
such things be fore.'

He looked swiftly to right and left of him. Lord Cater ham was at
the far ther end of the ter race with Cap tain An drassy. Their backs
were to wards him. An thony bent down and wrig gled his way through
the mas sive yew.

He had been quite right in his sup po si tion. The yew hedge was
re ally not one, but two, a nar row pas sage di vided them. The en trance
to this was about half way up, on the side of the house. There was no
mys tery about it, but no one see ing the yew hedge from the front
would have guessed at the prob a bil ity.

An thony looked down the nar row vista. About half way down, a
man was re clin ing in a bas ket chair. A half-smoked cigar rested on
the arm of the chair, and the gen tle man him self ap peared to be
asleep.

'Hm!' said An thony to him self, 'Ev i dently Mr Hi ram Fish prefers
sit ting in the shade.'
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NTHONY RE GAINED THE TER RACE with the feel ing up per most in
his mind that the only safe place for pri vate con ver sa tions
was the mid dle of the lake.

The res o nant boom of a gong sounded from the house, and
Tred well ap peared in a stately fash ion from a side door. 'Lun cheon is
served, my lord.'

'Ah!' said Lord Cater ham, brisk ing up a lit tle. 'Lunch!'

At that mo ment two chil dren burst out of the house. They were
high-spir ited young women of twelve and ten, and though their
names might be Dul cie and Daisy, as Bun dle had af firmed, they
ap peared to be more gen er ally known as Gug gle and Win kle. They
ex e cuted a kind of war dance, in ter spersed with shrill whoops till
Bun dle emerged and quelled them.

'Where's Made moi selle?' she de manded.

'She's got the mi graine, the mi graine, the mi graine!' chanted
Win kle.

'Hur rah!' said Gug gle, join ing in.

Lord Cater ham had suc ceeded in shep herd ing most of his guests
into the house. Now he laid a re strain ing hand on An thony's arm.

'Come to my study,' he breathed. 'I've got some thing rather spe cial
there.'

Slink ing down the hall, far more like a thief than like the mas ter of
the house, Lord Cater ham gained the shel ter of his sanc tum. Here he
un locked a cup board and pro duced var i ous bot tles.

'Talk ing to for eign ers al ways makes me so thirsty,' he ex plained
apolo get i cally. 'I don't know why it is.'



There was a knock on the door, and Vir ginia popped her head
round the cor ner of it.

'Got a spe cial cock tail for me?' she de manded.

'Of course,' said Lord Cater ham hos pitably. 'Come in.'

The next few min utes were taken up with se ri ous rites.

'I needed that,' said Lord Cater ham with a sigh, as he re placed his
glass on the ta ble. 'As I said just now, I find talk ing to for eign ers
par tic u larly fa tigu ing. I think it's be cause they're so po lite. Come
along. Let's have some lunch.'

He led the way to the din ing-room. Vir ginia put her hand on
An thony's arm, and drew him back a lit tle.

'I've done my good deed for the day,' she whis pered. 'I got Lord
Cater ham to take me to see the body.'

'Well?' de manded An thony ea gerly.

One the ory of his was to be proved or dis proved.

Vir ginia was shak ing her head.

'You were wrong,' she whis pered, 'it's Prince Michael all right.'

'Oh!' An thony was deeply cha grined.

'And Made moi selle had the mi graine,' he added aloud, in a
dis sat is fied tone.

'What has that got to do with it?'

'Prob a bly noth ing, but I wanted to see her. You see, I've found out
that Made moi selle has the sec ond room from the end - the one where
I saw the light go up last night.'

'That's in ter est ing.'

'Prob a bly there's noth ing in it. All the same, I mean to see
Made moi selle be fore the day is out.'

Lunch was some what of an or deal. Even the cheer ful im par tial ity
of Bun dle failed to rec on cile the het ero ge neous as sem bly. The Baron
and An drassy were cor rect, for mal, full of eti quette, and had the air
of at tend ing a meal in a mau soleum. Lord Cater ham was lethar gic



and de pressed. Bill Ev er sleigh stared long ingly at Vir ginia. George,
very mind ful of the try ing po si tion in which he found him self,
con versed weight ily with the Baron and Mr Isaac stein. Gug gle and
Win kle, com pletely be side them selves with joy at hav ing a mur der in
the house, had to be con tin u ally checked and kept un der, whilst Mr
Hi ram Fish slowly mas ti cated his food, and drawled out dry re marks.
Su per in ten dent Bat tle had con sid er ately van ished, and no body knew
what had be come of him.

'Thank God that's over,' mur mured Bun dle to An thony, as they left
the ta ble. 'And George is tak ing the for eign con tin gent over to the
Abbey this af ter noon to dis cuss State se crets.'

'That will pos si bly re lieve the at mos phere,' agreed An thony.

'I don't mind the Amer i can so much,' con tin ued Bun dle, 'He and
Fa ther can talk first edi tions to gether quite hap pily in some se cluded
spot. Mr Fish -' as the ob ject of their con ver sa tion drew near - 'I'm
plan ning a peace ful af ter noon for you.'

The Amer i can bowed.

'That's too kind of you, Lady Eileen.'

'Mr Fish,' said An thony, 'had quite a peace ful morn ing.'

Mr Fish shot a quick glance at him.

'Ah, you ob served me then, in my se cluded re treat? There are
mo ments, sir, when far from the madding crowd is the only motto for
a man of quiet tastes.'

Bun dle had drifted on, and the Amer i can and An thony were left
to gether. The for mer dropped his voice a lit tle.

'I opine,' he said, 'that there is con sid er able mys tery about this
lit tle dust-up!'

'Any amount of it,' said An thony.

'That guy with the bald head was per haps a fam ily con nec tion?'

'Some thing of the kind.'

'These Cen tral Eu ro pean na tions beat the band,' de clared Mr Fish.
'It's kind of be ing ru moured around that the de ceased gen tle man was



a Royal High ness. Is that so, do you know?'

'He was stay ing here as Count Stanis laus,' replied An thony
eva sively.

To this Mr Fish of fered no fur ther re join der than the some what
cryp tic:

'Oh, boy!'

Af ter which he re lapsed into si lence for some mo ments.

'This po lice cap tain of yours,' he ob served at last. 'Bat tle, or
what ever his name is, is he the goods all right?'

'Scot land Yard thinks so,' replied An thony dryly.

'He seems kind of hide bound to me,' re marked Mr Fish. 'No hus tle
to him. This big idea of his, let ting no one leave the house, what is
there to it?'

He darted a very sharp look at An thony as he spoke.

'Ev ery one's got to at tend the in quest to mor row morn ing, you see.'

'That's the idea is it? No more to it than that? No ques tion of Lord
Cater ham's guests be ing sus pected?'

'My dear Mr Fish!'

'I was get ting a mite un easy - be ing a stranger in this coun try. But
of course it was an out side job - I re mem ber now. Win dow found
un fas tened, wasn't it?'

'It was,' said An thony, look ing straight in front of him.

Mr Fish sighed. Af ter a minute or two he said in a plain tive tone:

'Young man, do you know how they get the wa ter out of a mine?'

'How?'

'By pump ing - but it's mighty hard work! I ob serve the fig ure of my
ge nial host de tach ing it self from the group over yon der. I must join
him.'

Mr Fish walked gen tly away, and Bun dle drifted back again.
'Funny Fish, isn't he?' she re marked.



'He is.'

'It's no good look ing at Vir ginia,' said Bun dle sharply.

'I wasn't.'

'You were. I don't know how she does it. It isn't what she says; I
don't even be lieve it's what she looks. But, oh, boy! she gets there
ev ery time. Any way, she's on duty else where for the time. She told
me to be nice to you, and I'm go ing to be nice to you - by force if
nec es sary.'

'No force re quired,' An thony as sured her. 'But, if it's all the same to
you, I'd rather you were nice to me on the wa ter, in a boat.'

'It's not a bad idea,' said Bun dle med i ta tively.

They strolled down to the lake to gether.

'There's just one ques tion I'd like to ask you,' said An thony as he
pad dled gen tly out from the shore, 'be fore we turn to re ally
in ter est ing top ics. Busi ness be fore plea sure.'

'Whose bed room do you want to know about now?' asked Bun dle
with weary pa tience.

'No body's bed room for the mo ment. But I would like to know
where you got your French gov erness from.'

'The man's be witched,' said Bun dle. 'I got her from an agency, and
I pay her a hun dred pounds a year, and her Chris tian name is
Genevieve. Any thing more you want to know?'

'We'll as sume the agency,' said An thony. 'What about her
ref er ences?'

'Oh, glow ing! She'd lived for ten years with the Count ess of What-
Not.'

'What-Not be ing -?'

'The Comtesse de Bre teuil, Chвteau de Bre teuil, Di nard.'

'You didn't ac tu ally see the Comtesse your self? It was all done by
let ter?'

'Ex actly.'



'Hm!' said An thony.

'You in trigue me,' said Bun dle. 'You in trigue me enor mously. Is it
love or crime?'

'Prob a bly sheer id iocy on my part. Let's for get it.'

'“Let's for get it,” says he neg li gently, hav ing ex tracted all the
in for ma tion he wants. Mr Cade, who do you sus pect? I rather sus pect
Vir ginia as be ing the most un likely per son. Or pos si bly Bill.'

'What about you?'

'Mem ber of the aris toc racy joins in se cret the Com rades of the Red
Hand. It would cre ate a sen sa tion all right.'

An thony laughed. He liked Bun dle, though he was a lit tle afraid of
the shrewd pen e tra tion of her sharp grey eyes.

'You must be proud of all this,' he said sud denly, wav ing his hand
to wards the great house in the dis tance.

Bun dle screwed up her eyes and tilted her head on one side.

'Yes - it means some thing, I sup pose. But one's too used to it.
Any way, we're not here very much - too deadly dull. We've at Cowes
and Deauville all the sum mer af ter town, and then up to Scot land.
Chim neys has been swathed in dust-sheets for about five months.
Once a week they take the dust-sheets off and coaches full of tourists
come and gape and lis ten to Tred well. “On your right is the por trait
of the fourth Mar chioness of Cater ham, painted by Sir Joshua
Reynolds,” etc, and Ed or Bert, the hu morist of the party, nudges his
girl and says, “Eh! Gladys, they've got two pen ny worth of pic tures
here, right enough.” And then they go and look at more pic tures and
yawn and shuf fle their feet and wish it was time to go home.'

'Yet his tory has been made here once or twice, by all ac counts.'

'You've been lis ten ing to George,' said Bun dle sharply. 'That's the
kind of thing he's al ways say ing.'

But An thony had raised him self on his el bow, and was star ing at
the shore.

'Is that a third sus pi cious stranger I see stand ing dis con so lately by
the boathouse? Or is it one of the house party?'



Bun dle lifted her head from the scar let cush ion. 'It's Bill,' she said.

'He seems to be look ing for some thing.'

'He's prob a bly look ing for me,' said Bun dle, with out en thu si asm.

'Shall we row quickly in the op po site di rec tion?'

'That's quite the right an swer, but it should be de liv ered with more
en thu si asm.'

'I shall row with dou ble vigour af ter that re buke.'

'Not at all,' said Bun dle. 'I have my pride. Row me to where that
young ass is wait ing. Some body's got to look af ter him, I sup pose.
Vir ginia must have given him the slip. One of the days, in con ceiv able
as it seems, I might want to marry George, so I might as well prac tise
be ing “one of our well-known po lit i cal hostesses”.'

An thony pulled obe di ently to wards the shore.

'And what's to be come of me, I should like to know?' he
com plained. 'I refuse to be the un wanted third. Is that the chil dren I
see in the dis tance?'

'Yes. Be care ful, or they'll rope you in.'

'I'm rather fond of chil dren,' said An thony. 'I might teach them
some nice quiet in tel lec tual game.'

'Well, don't say I didn't warn you.'

Hav ing re lin quished Bun dle to the care of the dis con so late Bill,
An thony strolled off to where var i ous shrill cries dis turbed the peace
of the af ter noon. He was re ceived with ac cla ma tion.

'Are you any good at play ing Red In di ans?' asked Gug gle sternly.

'Rather,' said An thony. 'You should hear the noise I make when
I'm be ing scalped. Like this.' He il lus trated.

'Not so bad,' said Win kle grudg ingly. 'Now do the scalper's yell.'

An thony obliged with a blood-cur dling noise. In an other minute
the game of Red In di ans was in full swing.

About an hour later, An thony wiped his fore head, and ven tured to
in quire af ter Made moi selle's mi graine. He was pleased to hear that



that lady had en tirely re stored. So pop u lar had he be come that he
was ur gently in vited to come and have tea in the school room.

'And then you can tell us about the man you saw hung,' urged
Gug gle.

'Did you say you'd got a bit of the rope with you?' asked Win kle.

'It's in my suit case,' said An thony solemnly. You shall each have a
piece of it.'

Win kle im me di ately let out a wild In dian yell of sat is fac tion.

'We'll have to go and get washed, I sup pose,' said Gug gle gloomily.
'You will come to tea, won't you? You won't for get?'

An thony swore solemnly that noth ing should pre vent him keep ing
the en gage ment. Sat is fied, the youth ful pair beat a re treat to wards
the house. An thony stood for a minute look ing af ter them, and, as he
did so, he be came aware of a man leav ing the other side of a lit tle
copse of trees and hur ry ing away across the park. He felt al most sure
that it was the same black-bearded stranger he had en coun tered that
morn ing. Whilst he was hes i tat ing whether to go af ter him or not the
trees just ahead of him were parted and Mr Hi ram Fish stepped into
the open. He started slightly when he saw An thony.

'A peace ful af ter noon, Mr Fish?' in quired the lat ter.

'I thank you, yes.'

Mr Fish did not look as peace ful as usual, how ever. His face was
flushed, and he was breath ing hard as though he had been run ning.
He drew out his watch and con sulted it.

'I guess,' he said softly, 'it's just about time for your British
in sti tu tion of af ter noon tea.'

Clos ing his watch with a snap, Mr Fish am bled gen tly away in the
di rec tion of the house.

An thony stood in a brown study and awoke with a start to the fact
that Su per in ten dent Bat tle was stand ing be side him. Not the faintest
sound had her alded his ap proach, and he seemed lit er ally to have
ma te ri al ized from space.

'Where did you spring from?' asked An thony ir ri ta bly.



With a slight jerk of his head, Bat tle in di cated the lit tle copse of
trees be hind them.

'It seems a pop u lar spot this af ter noon,' re marked An thony.

'You were very lost in thought, Mr Cade?'

'I was in deed. Do you know what I was do ing, Bat tle? I was try ing
to put two and one and five and three to gether so as to make four.
And it can't be done, Bat tle, it sim ply can't be done.'

'There's dif fi cul ties that way,' agreed the de tec tive.

'But you're just the man I wanted to see. Bat tle, I want to go away.
Can it be done?'

True to his creed, Su per in ten dent Bat tle showed nei ther emo tion
nor sur prise. His re ply was easy and mat ter of fact. 'That de pends,
sir, as to where you want to go.'

'I'll tell you ex actly, Bat tle. I'll lay my cards upon the ta ble. I want
to go Di nard, to the chвteau of Madame la Comtesse de Bre teuil. Can
it be done?'

'When do you want to go, Mr Cade?'

'Say to mor row af ter the in quest. I could be back here by Sun day
evening.'

'I see,' said the su per in ten dent, with pe cu liar so lid ity.

'Well, what about it?'

'I've no ob jec tion, pro vided you go where you say you're go ing, and
come straight back here.'

'You're a man in a thou sand, Bat tle. Ei ther you have taken an
ex tra or di nary fancy to me or else you're ex traor di nar ily deep. Which
is it?'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle smiled a lit tle, but did not an swer.

'Well, well,' said An thony, 'I ex pect you'll take your pre cau tions.
Dis creet min ions of the law will fol low my sus pi cious foot steps. So be
it. But I do wish I knew what it was all about.'

'I don't get you, Mr Cade.'



'The mem oirs - what all the fuss is about. Were they only
mem oirs? Or have you got some thing up your sleeve?'

Bat tle smiled again.

'Take it like this. I'm do ing you a favour be cause you've made a
favourable im pres sion on me, Mr Cade. I'd like you to work in with
me over this case. The am a teur and the pro fes sional, they go well
to gether. The one has the in ti macy, so to speak, and the other the
ex pe ri ence.'

'Well,' said An thony slowly, 'I don't mind ad mit ting that I've
al ways wanted to try my hand at un rav el ling a mur der mys tery.'

'Any ideas about the case at all, Mr Cade?'

'Plenty of them,' said An thony. 'But they're mostly ques tions.'

'As, for in stance?'

'Who steps into the mur dered Michael's shoes? It seems to me that
that is im por tant?'

A rather wry smile came over Su per in ten dent Bat tle's face.

'I won dered if you'd think of that, sir. Prince Nicholas Obolovitch
is the next heir - first cousin of this gen tle man.'

'And where is he at the present mo ment?' asked An thony, turn ing
away to light a cig a rette. 'Don't tell me you don't know, Bat tle,
be cause I shan't be lieve you.'

'We've rea son to be lieve that he's in the United States. He was un til
quite lately, at all events. Rais ing money on his ex pec ta tions.'

An thony gave vent to a sur prised whis tle.

'I get you,' said An thony. 'Michael was backed by Eng land,
Nicholas by Amer ica. In both coun tries a group of fi nanciers are
anx ious to ob tain the oil con ces sions. The Loy al ist party adopted
Michael as their can di date - now they'll have to look else where.
Gnash ing of teeth on the part of Isaac stein and Co and Mr George
Lo max. Re joic ings in Wall Street. Am I right?'

'You're not far off,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle.



'Hm!' said An thony. 'I al most dare swear that I know what you
were do ing in that copse.'

The de tec tive smiled, but made no re ply.

'In ter na tional pol i tics are very fas ci nat ing,' said An thony, 'but I
fear I must leave you. I have an ap point ment in the school room.'

He strode briskly away to wards the house. In quiries of the
dig ni fied Tred well showed him the way to the school room. He
tapped on the door and en tered, to be greeted by squeals of joy.

Gug gle and Win kle im me di ately rushed at him and bore him in
tri umph to be in tro duced to Made moi selle.

For the first time, An thony felt a qualm. Made moi selle Brun was a
small, mid dle-aged woman with a sal low face, pep per-and-salt hair,
and a bud ding mous tache!

As the no to ri ous for eign ad ven turess she did not fit into the
pic ture at all.

'I be lieve,' said An thony to him self, 'I'm mak ing the most ut ter fool
of my self. Never mind, I must go through with it now.' He was
ex tremely pleas ant to Made moi selle, and she, on her part, was
ev i dently de lighted to have a good-look ing young man in vade her
school room. The meal was a great suc cess.

But that evening, alone in the charm ing bed cham ber that had been
al lot ted to him, An thony shook his head sev eral times.

'I'm wrong,' he said to him self. 'For the sec ond time, I'm wrong.
Some how or other, I can't get the hang of this thing.'

He stopped in his pac ing of the floor.

'What the devil - ' be gan An thony.

The door was be ing softly opened. In an other minute a man had
slipped into the room, and stood def er en tially by the door.

He was a big fair man, squarely built, with high Slavonic
cheek bones, and dreamy fa natic eyes.

'Who the devil are you?' asked An thony, star ing at him.

The man replied in per fect Eng lish.



'I am Boris An choukoff.'

'Prince Michael's ser vant, eh?'

'That is so. I served my mas ter. He is dead. Now I serve you.'

'It's very kind of you,' said An thony. 'But I don't hap pen to want a
valet.'

'You are my mas ter now. I will serve you faith fully.'

'Yes - but - look - here - I don't need a valet. I can't af ford one.'

Boris An choukoff looked at him with a touch of scorn.

'I do not ask for money. I served my mas ter. So will I serve you - to
the death!'

Step ping quickly for ward, he dropped on one knee, caught
An thony's hand and placed it on his fore head. Then he rose swiftly
and left the room as sud denly as he had come.

An thony stared af ter him, his face a pic ture of as ton ish ment.

'That's damned odd,' he said to him self. 'A faith ful sort of dog.
Cu ri ous the in stincts these fel lows have.'

He rose and paced up and down.

'All the same,' he mut tered, 'it's awk ward - damned awk ward- just
at present.'
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HE IN QUEST TOOK PLACE on the fol low ing morn ing. It was
ex traor di nar ily un like the in quests as pic tured in sen sa tional
fic tion. It sat is fied even George Lo max in its rigid sup pres sion

of all in ter est ing de tails. Su per in ten dent Bat tle and the coro ner
work ing to gether with the sup port of the chief con sta ble, had
re duced the pro ceed ings to the low est level of bore dom. Im me di ately
af ter the in quest, An thony took an un os ten ta tious de par ture.

His de par ture was the one bright spot in the day for Bill
Ev er sleigh. George Lo max, ob sessed with the fear that some thing
dam ag ing to his de part ment might leak out, had been ex ceedly
try ing. Miss Os car and Bill had been in con stant at ten dance.
Ev ery thing use ful and in ter est ing had been done by Miss Os car. Bill's
part had been to run to and fro with count less mes sages, to de code
tele grams, and to lis ten by the hour to George's re peat ing him self.

It was a com pletely ex hausted young man who re tired to bed on
Sat ur day night. He had had prac ti cally no chance to talk to Vir ginia
all day, ow ing to George's ex ac tions, and he felt in jured and ill-used.
Thank good ness, that Colo nial fel low had taken him self off. He had
mo nop o lized far too much of Vir ginia's so ci ety, any way. And of
course if George Lo max went on mak ing an ass of him self like this -
His mind seething with re sent ment, Bill fell asleep. And, in dreams,
came con so la tion. For he dreamt of Vir ginia.

It was an heroic dream, a dream of burn ing tim bers in which he
played the part of the gal lant res cuer. He brought down Vir ginia
from the top most storey in his arms. She was un con scious. He laid
her on the grass. Then he went off to find a packet of sand wiches. It
was most im por tant that he should find that packet of sand wiches.
George had it, but in stead of giv ing it up to Bill, he be gan to dic tate
tele grams. They were now in the vestry of a church, and any minute
Vir ginia might ar rive to be mar ried to him. Hor ror! He was wear ing
py ja mas. He must get home at once and find his proper clothes. He



rushed out to the car. The car would not start. No petrol in the tank!
He was get ting des per ate. And then a big bus drew up and Vir ginia
got out of it on the arm of the bald-headed Baron. She was
de li ciously cool, and exquisitely dressed in grey. She came over to
him and shook him by the shoul ders play fully. 'Bill,' she said. 'Oh,
Bill.' She shook him harder. 'Bill,' she said. 'Wake up. Oh, do wake
up!'

Very dazed, Bill woke up. He was in his bed room at Chim neys. But
part of the dream was with him still Vir ginia was lean ing over him,
and was re peat ing the same words with vari a tions.

'Wake up, Bill. Oh, do wake up! Bill.'

'Hullo!' said Bill, sit ting up in bed. 'What's the mat ter?'

Vir ginia gave a sigh of re lief.

'Thank good ness. I thought you'd never wake up. I've been shak ing
you and shak ing you. Are you prop erly awake now?'

'I think so,' said Bill doubt fully.

'You great lump,' said Vir ginia. 'The trou ble I've had! My arms are
aching.'

'These in sults are un called for,' said Bill, with dig nity. 'Let me say,
Vir ginia, that I con sider your con duct most un be com ing. Not at all
that of a pure young widow.'

'Don't be an id iot, Bill. Things are hap pen ing.'

'What kind of things?'

'Queer things. In the coun cil cham ber. I thought I heard a door
bang some where, and I came down to see. And then I saw a light in
the coun cil cham ber. I crept along the pas sage, and peeped through
the crack of the door. I couldn't see much, but what I could see was
so ex tra or di nary that I felt I must see more. And then, all of a
sud den, I felt that I should like a nice, big strong man with me. And
you were the nicest and big gest and strong est man I could think of,
so I came in and tried to wake you up qui etly. But I've been ages
do ing it.'



'I see,' said Bill. 'And what do you want me to do now? Get up and
tackle the bur glars?'

Vir ginia wrin kled her brows.

'I'm not sure that they are bur glars. Bill, it's very queer - but don't
let's waste time talk ing. Get up.'

Bill slipped obe di ently out of bed.

'Wait while I don a pair of boots - the big ones with nails in them.
How ever big and strong I am. I'm not go ing to tackle hard ened
crim i nals with bare feet.'

'I like your py ja mas, Bill,' said Vir ginia dream ily. 'Bright ness
with out vul gar ity.'

'While we're on the sub ject,' re marked Bill, reach ing for his sec ond
boot, 'I like that thingum my bob of yours. It's a pretty shade of green.
What do you call it? It's not just a dress ing-gown, is it?'

'It's a neg ligйe,' said Vir ginia. 'I'm glad you've led such a pure life,
Bill.'

'I haven't,' said Bill in dig nantly.

'You've just be trayed the fact. You're very nice, Bill, and I like you.
I dare say that to mor row morn ing - say about ten o'clock, a good safe
hour for not un duly ex cit ing the emo tions - I might even kiss you.'

'I al ways think these things are best car ried out on the spur of the
mo ment,' sug gested Bill.

'We've other fish to fry,' said Vir ginia. 'If you don't want to put on a
gas mask and a shirt of chain-mail, shall we start?'

'I'm ready,' said Bill.

He wrig gled into a lurid silk dress ing-gown, and picked up a poker.

'The or tho dox weapon,' he ob served.

'Come on,' said Vir ginia, 'and don't make a noise.'

They crept out of the room and along the cor ri dor, and then down
the wide dou ble stair case. Vir ginia frowned as they reached the
bot tom of it.



'Those boots of yours aren't ex actly domes of si lence, are they,
Bill?'

'Nails will be nails,' said Bill. 'I'm do ing my best.'

'You'll have to take them off,' said Vir ginia firmly.

Bill groaned.

'You can carry them in your hand. I want to see if you can make
out what's go ing on in the coun cil cham ber. Bill, it's aw fully
mys te ri ous. Why should bur glars take a man in ar mour to pieces?'

'Well, I sup pose they can't take him away whole very well. They
dis ar tic u late him, and pack him neatly.'

Vir ginia shook her head, dis sat is fied.

'What should they want to steal a mouldy old suit of ar mour for?
Why, Chim neys is full of trea sures that are much eas ier to take away.'

Bill shook his head.

'How many of them are there?' he asked, tak ing a firmer grip of his
poker.

'I couldn't see prop erly. You know what a key hole is. And they only
had a flash light.'

'I ex pect they've gone by now,' said Bill hope fully.

He sat down on the bot tom stair and drew off his boots. Then,
hold ing them in his hand, he crept along the pas sage that led to the
coun cil cham ber, Vir ginia close be hind him. They halted out side the
mas sive oak door. All was silent within, but sud denly. Vir ginia
pressed his arm, and he nod ded. A bright light had shown for a
minute through the key hole.

Bill went down on his knees, and ap plied his eye to the ori fice.
What he saw was con fus ing in the ex treme. The scene of the drama
that was be ing en acted in side was ev i dently just to the left, out of his
line of vi sion. A sub dued chink ev ery now and then seemed to point
to the fact that the in vaders were still deal ing with the fig ure in
ar mour. There were two of these, Bill re mem bered. They stood
to gether by the wall just un der the Hol bein por trait. The light of the
elec tric torch was ev i dently be ing di rected upon the op er a tions in



progress. It left the rest of the room nearly in dark ness. Once a fig ure
flit ted across Bill's line of vi sion, but there was not suf fi cient light to
dis tin guish any thing about it. It might have been that of a man or a
woman. In a minute or two it flit ted back again and then the sub dued
chink ing sounded again. Presently there came a new sound, a faint
tap-tap as of knuck les on wood. Bill sat back on his heels sud denly.

'What is it?' whis pered Vir ginia.

'Noth ing. It's no good go ing on like this. We can't see any-thing
and we can't guess what they're up to. I must go in and tackle them.'

He drew on his boots and stood up.

'Now, Vir ginia, lis ten to me. We'll open the door as softly as
pos si ble. You know where the switch of the elec tric light is?'

'Yes, just by the door.'

'I don't think there are more than two of them. There may be only
one. I want to get well into the room. Then, when I say “Go” I want
you to switch on the lights. Do you un der stand?'

'Per fectly.'

'And don't scream or faint or any thing. I won't let any one hurt
you.'

'My hero!' mur mured Vir ginia.

Bill peered at her sus pi ciously through the dark ness. He heard a
faint sound which might have been ei ther a sob or a laugh. Then he
grasped the poker firmly and rose to his feet. He felt that he was fully
alive to the sit u a tion.

Very softly, he turned the han dle of the door. It yielded and swung
gen tly in wards. Bill felt Vir ginia close be side him. To gether they
moved noise lessly into the room. At the far ther end of the room, the
torch was play ing upon the Hol bein pic ture. Sil hou et ted against it
was the fig ure of a man, stand ing on a chair and gen tly tap ping on
the pan elling. His back, of course, was to them, and he merely
loomed up as a mon strous shadow.

What more they might have seen can not be told, for at that
mo ment Bill's nails queaked upon the par quet floor. The man swung



round, di rect ing the pow er ful torch full upon them and al most
daz zling them with the sud den glare.

Bill did not hes i tate.

'Go,' he roared to Vir ginia, and sprang for his man, as she
obe di ently pressed down the switch of the elec tric lights. The big
chan de lier should have been flooded with light; but, in stead, all that
hap pened was the click of the switch. The room re mained in
dark ness.

Vir ginia heard Bill curse freely. The next minute the air was filled
with pant ing, scuf fling sounds. The torch had fallen to the ground
and ex tin guished it self in the fall. There was the sound of a des per ate
strug gle go ing on in the dark ness, but as to who was get ting the
bet ter of it, and in deed as to who was tak ing part in it, Vir ginia had
no idea. Had there been any one else in the room be sides the man
who was tap ping the pan elling? There might have been. Their
glimpse had been only a mo men tary one.

Vir ginia felt paral ysed. She hardly knew what to do. She dared not
try and join in the strug gle. To do so might ham per and not aid Bill.
Her one idea was to stay in the door way, so that any one try ing to
es cape should not leave the room that way. At the same time, she
dis obeyed Bill's ex press in struc tions and screamed loudly and
re peat edly for help.

She heard doors open ing up stairs, and a sud den gleam of light
came from the hall and the big stair case. If only Bill could hold his
man un til help came. But at that minute there was a fi nal ter rific
up heaval. They must have crushed into one of the suits of ar mor, for
it fell to the ground with a deaf en ing noise. Vir ginia saw dimly a
fig ure spring ing for the win dow, and at the same time heard Bill
curs ing and dis en gag ing him self from frag ments of ar mor.

For the first time, she left her post, and rushed wildly for the fig ure
at the win dow. But the win dow was al ready un latched. The in truder
had no need to stop and fum ble for it. He sprang out and raced away
down the ter race and round the cor ner of the house. Vir ginia raced
af ter him. She was young and ath letic, and she turned the cor ner of
the ter race not many sec onds af ter her quarry.



But there she ran head long into the arms of a man emerg ing from
a small side door. It was Mr Hi ram P. Fish. 'Gee! It's a lady,' he
ex claimed. 'Why, I beg your par don, Mrs Revel. I took you for one of
the thugs flee ing from jus tice.'

'He's just passed this way,' cried Vir ginia breath lessly. 'Can't we
catch him?'

But, even as she spoke, she knew it was too late. The man must
have gained the park by now, and it was a dark night with no moon.
She re traced her steps to the coun cil cham ber, Mr Fish by her side,
dis cours ing in a sooth ing mono tone upon the habits of bur glars in
gen eral, of which he seemed to have a wide ex pe ri ence.

Lord Cater ham, Bun dle and var i ous fright ened ser vants were
stand ing in the door way of the coun cil cham ber.

'What the devil's the mat ter?' asked Bun dle. 'Is it bur glars? What
are you and Mr Fish do ing, Vir ginia? Tak ing a mid night stroll?'

Vir ginia ex plained the events of the evening.

'How fright fully ex cit ing,' com mented Bun dle. 'You don't usu ally
get a mur der and a bur glary crowded into one week end. 'What's the
mat ter with the lights in here? They're all right ev ery where else.'

That mys tery was soon ex plained. The bulbs had sim ply been
re moved and laid in a row against the wall. Mounted on a pair of
steps, the dig ni fied Tred well, dig ni fied even in un dress, re stored
il lu mi na tion to the stricken apart ment.

'If I am not mis taken,' said Lord Cater ham in his sad voice as he
looked around him, 'this room has re cently been the cen tre of
some what vi o lent ac tiv ity.'

There was some jus tice in the re mark. Ev ery thing that could have
been knocked over had been knocked over. The floor was lit tered
with splin tered chairs, bro ken china, and frag ments of ar mour.

'How many of them were there?' asked Bun dle. 'It seems to have
been a des per ate fight'

'Only one, I think,' said Vir ginia. But, even as she spoke she
hes i tated a lit tle. Cer tainly only one per son - a man - had passed out
through the win dow. But as she had rushed af ter him, she had a



vague im pres sion of a rus tle some where close at hand. If so, the
sec ond oc cu pant of the room could have es caped through the door.
Per haps, though, the rus tle had been an ef fect of her own
imag i na tion.

Bill ap peared sud denly at the win dow. He was out of breath and
pant ing hard.

'Damn the fel low!' he ex claimed wrath fully. 'He's es caped. I've
been hunt ing all over the place. Not a sign of him.'

'Cheer up, Bill,' said Vir ginia, 'bet ter luck next time.'

'Well,' said Lord Cater ham, 'what do you think we'd bet ter do now?
Go back to bed? I can't get hold of Badg wor thy at this time of night.
Tred well, you know the sort of thing that's nec es sary. Just see to it,
will you?'

'Very good, my lord.'

With a sigh of re lief, Lord Cater ham pre pared to re treat. 'That
beg gar, Isaac stein, sleeps soundly,' he re marked, with a touch of
envy. 'You'd have thought all this row would have brought him
down.' He looked across at Mr Fish. 'You found time to dress, I see,'
he added.

'I flung on a few ar ti cles of cloth ing, yes,' ad mit ted the Amer i can.

'Very sen si ble of you,' said Lord Cater ham. 'Damned chilly things,
py ja mas.'

He yawned. In a rather de pressed mood, the house party re tired to
bed.
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HE FIRST PER SON that An thony saw as he alighted from his train
on the fol low ing af ter noon was Su per in ten dent Bat tle. His
face broke into a smile.

'I've re turned ac cord ing to con tract,' he re marked. 'Did you come
down here to as sure your self of the fact?'

Bat tle shook his head.

'I wasn't wor ry ing about that, Mr Cade. I hap pen to be go ing to
Lon don, that's all.'

'You have such a trust ful na ture, Bat tle.'

'Do you think so, sir?'

'No. I think you're deep - very deep. Still wa ters, you know, and all
that sort of thing. So you're go ing to Lon don?'

'I am, Mr Cade.'

'I won der why.'

The de tec tive did not re ply.

'You're so chatty,' re marked An thony. 'That's what I like about
you.'

A far-off twin kle showed in Bat tle's eyes.

'What about your own lit tle job, Mr Cade?' he in quired. 'How did
that get off?'

'I've drawn blank, Bat tle. For the sec ond time I've been proved
hope lessly wrong. Galling, isn't it?'

'What was the idea, sir, if I may ask?'

'I sus pected the French gov erness, Bat tle. A: upon the grounds of
her be ing the most un likely per son, ac cord ing to the canons of the



best fic tion. B: be cause there was a light in her room on the night of
the tragedy.'

'That wasn't much to go upon.'

'You are quite right. It was not. But I dis cov ered that she had only
been here a short time, and I also found a sus pi cious French man
spy ing round the place. You know all about him, I sup pose?'

'You mean the man who calls him self, M. Chelles? Stay ing at the
Crick eters? A trav eller in silk.'

'That's it, is it? What about him? What does Scot land Yard think?'

'His ac tions have been sus pi cious,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle
ex pres sion lessly.

'Very sus pi cious, I should say. Well, I put two and two to gether.
French gov erness in the house, French stranger out-side. I de cided
that they were in league to gether, and I hur ried off to in ter view the
lady with whom Made moi selle Brun had lived for the last ten years. I
was fully pre pared to find that she had never heard of any such
per son as Made moi selle Brun, but I was wrong, Bat tle. Made moi selle
is the gen uine ar ti cle.'

Bat tle nod ded.

'I must ad mit,' said An thony, 'that as soon as I spoke to her I had
an un easy con vic tion that I was bark ing up the wrong tree. She
seemed so ab so lutely the gov erness.'

Again Bat tle nod ded.

'All the same, Mr Cade, you can't al ways go by that. Women
es pe cially can do a lot with make-up. I've seen quite a pretty girl with
the colour of her hair al tered, a sal low com plex ion stain, slightly
red dened eye lids and, most ef fi ca cious of all, dowdy clothes, who
would fail to be iden ti fied by nine peo ple out of ten who had seen her
in her for mer char ac ter. Men haven't got quite the same pull. You
can do some thing with the eye brows, and of course dif fer ent sets of
false teeth al ter the whole ex pres sion. But there are al ways the ears -
there's an ex tra or di nary lot of char ac ter in ears, Mr Cade.'

'Don't look so hard at mine, Bat tle,' com plained An thony. 'You
make me quite ner vous.'



'I'm not talk ing of false beards and grease-paint,' con tin ued the
su per in ten dent. 'That's only for books. No, there are very few men
who can es cape iden ti fi ca tion and put it over on you. In fact there's
only one man I know who has a pos i tive ge nius for im per son ation.
King Vic tor. Ever heard of King Vic tor, Mr Cade?'

There was some thing so sharp and sud den about the way the
de tec tive put the ques tion that An thony checked the words that were
ris ing to his lips.

'King Vic tor?' he said re flec tively in stead. 'Some how, I seem to
have heard the name.'

'One of the most cel e brated jewel thieves in the world. Irish fa ther,
French mother. Can speak five lan guages at least. He's been serv ing a
sen tence, but his time was up a few months ago.'

'Re ally? And where is he sup posed to be now?'

'Well, Mr Cade, that's what we'd rather like to know.'

'The plot thick ens,' said An thony lightly. 'No chance of his turn ing
up here, is there? But I sup pose he wouldn't be in ter ested in po lit i cal
mem oirs - only in jew els.'

'There's no say ing,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle. For all we know, he
may be here al ready.'

'Dis guised as the sec ond foot man? Splen did. You'll rec og nize him
by his ears and cover your self with glory.'

'Quite fond of your lit tle joke, aren't you, Mr Cade? By the way,
what do you think of that cu ri ous busi ness at Staines?'

'Staines?' said An thony. 'What's been hap pen ing at Staines?'

'It was in Sat ur day's pa pers. I thought you might have seen about
it. Man found by the road side shot. A for eigner. It was in the pa per
again to day, of course.'

'I did see some thing about it,' said An thony care lessly. 'Not
sui cide, ap par ently.'

'No. There was no weapon. As yet the man hasn't been iden ti fied.'



'You seem very in ter ested,' said An thony, smil ing. 'No con nec tion
with Prince Michael's death, is there?'

His hand was quite steady. So were his eyes. Was it his fancy that
Su per in ten dent Bat tle was look ing at him with pe cu liar in tent ness?

'Seems to be quite an epi demic of that sort of thing,' said Bat tle.
'But, well, I dare say there's noth ing in it.'

He turned away, beck on ing to a porter as the Lon don train came
thun der ing in. An thony drew a faint sigh of re lief. He strolled across
the park in an un usu ally thought ful mood. He pur posely chose to
ap proach the house from the same di rec tion as that from which he
had come on the fate ful Thurs day night, and as he drew near to it he
looked up at the win dows, cud gelling his brains to make sure of the
one where he had seen the light. Was he quite sure that it was the
sec ond from the end?

And, do ing so, he made a dis cov ery. There was an an gle at the
cor ner of the house in which was a win dow set far ther back. Stand ing
on one spot, you counted this win dow as the first, and the first one
built out over the coun cil cham ber as the sec ond, but move a few
yards to the right and the part built out over the coun cil cham ber
ap peared to be the end of the house. The first win dow was in vis i ble,
and the two win dows of the rooms over the coun cil cham ber would
have ap peared the first and sec ond from the end. Where ex actly had
he been stand ing when he had seen the light flash up?

An thony found the ques tion very hard to de ter mine. A mat ter of a
yard or so made all the dif fer ence. But one point was made
abun dantly clear. It was quite pos si ble that he had been mis taken in
de scrib ing the light as oc cur ring in the sec ond room from the end. It
might equally well have been the third.

Now who oc cu pied the third room? An thony was de ter mined to
find that out as soon as pos si ble. For tune favoured him. In the hall
Tred well had just set the mas sive sil ver urn in its place on the tea-
tray. No body else was there.

'Hullo, Tred well,' said An thony. 'I wanted to ask you some thing.
Who has the third room from the end on the west side? Over the
coun cil cham ber, I mean.'



Tred well re flected for a minute or two.

'That would be the Amer i can gen tle man's room, sir. Mr Fish.'

'Oh, is it? Thank you.'

'Not at all, sir.'

Tred well pre pared to de part, then paused. The de sire to be the first
to im part news makes even pon tif i cal buf fers hu man.

'Per haps you have heard, sir, of what oc curred last night?'

'Not a word,' said An thony. 'What did oc cur last night?'

'An at tempt at rob bery, sir!'

'Not re ally? Was any thing taken?'

'No, sir. The thieves were dis man tling the suits of ar mour in the
coun cil cham ber when they were sur prised and forced to flee.
Un for tu nately they got clear away.'

'That's very ex tra or di nary,' said An thony. 'The coun cil cham ber
again. Did they break in that way?'

'It is sup posed, sir, that they forced the win dow.'

Sat is fied with the in ter est his in for ma tion had aroused, Tred well
re sumed his re treat, but brought up short with a dig ni fied apol ogy.

'I beg your par don, sir. I didn't hear you come in, and I didn't
know you were stand ing just be hind me.'

Mr Isaac stein, who had been the vic tim of the im pact, waved his
hand in a friendly fash ion.

'No harm done, my good fel low. I as sure you no harm done.'

Tred well re tired look ing con temp tu ous, and Isaac stein came
for ward and dropped into an easy-chair.

'Hullo, Cade, so you're back again. Been hear ing all about last
night's lit tle show?'

'Yes,' said An thony. 'Rather an ex cit ing week end, isn't it?'

'I should imag ine that last night was the work of lo cal men,' said
Isaac stein. 'It seems a clumsy, am a teur ish af fair.'



'Is there any one about here who col lects ar mour?' asked An thony.
'It seems a cu ri ous thing to elect.'

'Very cu ri ous,' agreed Mr Isaac stein. He paused a minute, and then
said slowly: 'The whole po si tion here is very un for tu nate.'

There was some thing al most men ac ing in his tone.

'I don't quite un der stand,' said An thony.

'Why are we all be ing kept here in this way? The in quest was over
yes ter day. The Prince's body will be re moved to Lon don, where it is
be ing given out that he died of heart fail ure. And still no body is
al lowed to leave the house. Mr Lo max knows no more than I do. He
refers me to Su per in ten dent Bat tle.'

'Su per in ten dent Bat tle has some thing up his sleeve,' said An thony
thought fully. 'And it seems the essence of his plan that no body
should leave.'

'But, ex cuse me, Mr Cade, you have been away.'

'With a string tied to my leg. I've no doubt that I was shad owed the
whole time. I shouldn't have been given a chance of dis pos ing of the
re volver or any thing of that kind.'

'Ah, the re volver,' said Isaac stein thought fully. 'That has not yet
been found, I think?'

'Not yet.'

'Pos si bly thrown into the lake in pass ing.'

'Very pos si bly.'

'Where is Su per in ten dent Bat tle? I have not seen him this
af ter noon.'

'He's gone to Lon don. I met him at the sta tion.'

'Gone to Lon don? Re ally? Did he say when he would be back?'

'Early to mor row, so I un der stand.'

Vir ginia came in with Lord Cater ham and Mr Fish. She smiled a
wel come at An thony.



'So you're back, Mr Cade. Have you heard all about our ad ven tures
last night?'

'Why, trooly, Mr Cade,' said Hi ram Fish. 'It was a night of
stren u ous ex cite ment. Did you hear that I mis took Mr Revel for one
of the thugs?'

'And in the mean time,' said An thony, 'the thug -?'

'Got clear away,' said Mr Fish mourn fully.

'Do pour out,' said Lord Cater ham to Vir ginia, 'I don't know where
Bun dle is.'

Vir ginia of fi ci ated. Then she came and sat down near An thony.

'Come to the boathouse af ter tea,' she said in a low voice. 'Bill and I
have got a lot to tell you.'

Then she joined lightly in the gen eral con ver sa tion.

The meet ing at the boathouse was duly held. Vir ginia and Bill were
bub bling over with their news. They agreed that a boat in the mid dle
of the lake was the only safe place for con fi den tial con ver sa tion.
Hav ing pad dled out a suf fi cient dis tance, the full story of last night's
ad ven ture was re lated to An thony. Bill looked a lit tle sulky. He
wished Vir ginia would not in sist on bring ing this Colo nial fel low into
it.

'It's very odd,' said An thony, when the story was fin ished. 'What do
you make of it?' he asked Vir ginia.

'I think they were look ing for some thing,' she re turned promptly.
'The bur glar idea is ab surd.'

'They thought the some thing, what ever it was, might be con cealed
in the suits of ar mour, that's clear enough. But why tap the
pan elling? That looks more as though they were look ing for a se cret
stair case, or some thing of that kind.'

'There's a priest's hole at Chim neys, I know,' said Vir ginia. 'And I
be lieve there's a se cret stair case as well. Lord Cater ham would tell us
all about it. What I want to know is, what can they have been look ing
for?'



'It can't be the mem oirs,' said An thony. 'They're a great bulky
pack age. It must have been some thing small.'

'George knows, I ex pect,' said Vir ginia. 'I won der whether I could
get it out of him. All along I've felt there was some thing be hind all
this.'

'You say there was only one man,' pur sued An thony, 'but that there
might pos si bly be an other, as you thought you heard some one go ing
to wards the door as you sprang to the win dow.'

'The sound was very slight,' said Vir ginia. 'It might have been just
my imag i na tion.'

'That's quite pos si ble, but in case it wasn't your imag i na tion the
sec ond per son must have been an in mate of the house. I won der now
-'

'What are you won der ing at?' asked Vir ginia.

'The thor ough ness of Mr Hi ram Fish, who dresses him self
com pletely when he hears screams for help down stairs.'

'There's some thing in that,' agreed Vir ginia. 'And then there's
Isaac stein, who sleeps through it all. That's sus pi cious too. Surely he
couldn't?'

'There's that fel low Boris,' sug gested Bill 'He looks an un mit i gated
ruf fian. Michael's ser vant, I mean.'

'Chim neys is full of sus pi cious char ac ters,' said Vir ginia. 'I dare say
the oth ers are just as sus pi cious of us. I wish Su per in ten dent Bat tle
hadn't gone to Lon don. I think it's rather stupid of him. By the way,
Mr Cade, I've seen that pe cu liar-look ing French man about once or
twice, spy ing round the park.'

'It's a mix-up,' con fessed An thony. 'I've been away on a wild-goose
chase. Made a thor ough ass of my self. Look here, to me the whole
ques tion seems to re solve it self into this: did the men find what they
were look ing for last night?'

'Sup pos ing they didn't?' said Vir ginia. 'I'm pretty sure they didn't,
as a mat ter of fact.'



'Just this, I be lieve they'll come again. They know, or they soon will
know, that Bat tle's in Lon don. They'll take the risk and come again
tonight.'

'Do you re ally think so?'

'It's a chance. Now we three will form a lit tle syn di cate. Ev er sleigh
and I will con ceal our selves with due pre cau tions in the coun cil
cham ber -'

'What about me?' in ter rupted Vir ginia. 'Don't think you're go ing to
leave me out of it.'

'Lis ten to me, Vir ginia,' said Bill. 'This is men's work -'

'Don't be an id iot, Bill. I'm in on this. Don't you make any mis take
about it. The syn di cate will keep watch tonight.'

It was set tled thus, and the de tails of the plan were laid. Af ter the
party had re tired to bed, first one and then an other of the syn di cate
crept down. They were all armed with pow er ful elec tric torches, and
in the pocket of An thony's coat lay a re volver.

An thony had said that he be lieved an other at tempt to re sume the
search would be made. Nev er the less, he did not ex pect that the
at tempt would be made from out side. He be lieved that Vir ginia had
been cor rect in her guess that some one had passed her in the dark
the night be fore, and as he stood in the shadow of an old oak dresser
it was to wards the door and not the win dow that his eyes were
di rected. Vir ginia was crouch ing be hind a fig ure in ar mour on the
op po site wall, and Bill was by the win dow.

The min utes passed, at in ter minable length. One o'clock chimed,
then the half-hour, then two, then half-hour. An thony felt stiff and
cramped. He was com ing slowly to the con clu sion that he had been
wrong. No at tempt would be made tonight.

And then he stiff ened sud denly, all his senses on the alert. He had
heard a foot step on the ter race out side. Si lence again, and then a low
scratch ing noise at the win dow. Sud denly it ceased, and the win dow
swung open. A man stepped across the sill into the room.

He stood quite still for a mo ment, peer ing round as though
lis ten ing. Af ter a minute or two, seem ingly sat is fied, he switched on a



torch he car ried, and turned it rapidly round the room. Ap par ently
he saw noth ing un usual The three watch ers held their breath.

He went over to the same bit of pan elled wall he had been
ex am in ing the night be fore.

And then a ter ri ble knowl edge smote Bill. He was go ing to sneeze!
The wild race through the dew-laden park the night be fore had given
him a chill. All day he had sneezed in ter mit tently. A sneeze was due
now, and noth ing on earth would stop it.

He adopted all the reme dies he could think of. He pressed his
up per lip, swal lowed hard, threw back his head and looked at the
ceil ing. As a last re sort he held his nose and pinched it vi o lently. It
was of no avail. He sneezed.

A sti fled, checked, emas cu lated sneeze, but a star tling sound in the
deadly quiet of the room.

The stranger sprang round, and in the same minute, An thony
acted. He flashed on his torch, and jumped full for the stranger. In
an other minute they were down on the floor to gether.

'Lights,' shouted An thony.

Vir ginia was ready at the switch. The lights came on true and full
tonight. An thony was on top of his man. Bill leant down to give him a
hand.

'And now,' said An thony, 'let's see who you are, my fine fel low.'

He rolled his vic tim over. It was the neat, dark-bearded stranger
from the Crick eters.

'Very nice in deed,' said an ap prov ing voice.

They all looked up star tled. The bulky form of Su per in ten dent
Bat tle was stand ing in the open door way.

'I thought you were in Lon don, Su per in ten dent Bat tle,' said
An thony.

Bat tle's eyes twin kled.

'Did you sir?' he said. 'Well, I thought it would be a good thing if I
was thought to be go ing.'



'And it has been,' agreed An thony, look ing down at his pros trate
foe.

To his sur prise there was a slight smile on the stranger's face.

'May I get up, gen tle men?' he in quired. 'You are three to one.'

An thony kindly hauled him on to his legs. The stranger set tled his
coat, pulled up his col lar, and di rected a keen look at Bat tle.

'I de mand par don,' he said, 'but do I un der stand that you are a
rep re sen ta tive from Scot land Yard?'

'That's right,' said Bat tle.

'Then I will present to you my cre den tials.' He smiled rather
rue fully. 'I would have been wise to do so be fore.'

He took some pa pers from his pocket and handed them to the
Scot land Yard de tec tive. At the same time, he turned back the lapel
of his coat and showed some thing pinned there.

Bat tle gave an ex cla ma tion of as ton ish ment. He looked through
the pa pers and handed them back with a lit tle bow.

'I'm sorry you've been man-han dled, mon sieur,' he said, 'but you
brought it on your self, you know.'

He smiled, not ing the as ton ished ex pres sion on the faces of the
oth ers.

'This is a col league we have been ex pect ing for some time,' he said.
'M. Lemoine, of the Sыretй in Paris.'
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HEY ALL STARED at the French de tec tive, who smiled back at
them.

'But yes,' he said, 'it is true.'

There was a pause for a gen eral read just ing of ideas. Then Vir ginia
turned to Bat tle.

'Do you know what I think, Su per in ten dent Bat tle?'

'What do you think, Mrs Revel?'

'I think the time has come to en lighten us a lit tle.'

'To en lighten you? I don't quite un der stand, Mrs Revel.'

'Su per in ten dent Bat tle, you un der stand per fectly. I dare say Mr
Lo max has hedged you about with rec om men da tions of se crecy -
George would, but surely it's bet ter to tell us than have us stum bling
on the se cret all by our selves, and per haps do ing un told harm. M.
Lemoine, don't you agree with me?'

'Madame, I agree with you en tirely.'

'You can't go on keep ing things dark for ever,' said Bat tle, 'I've told
Mr Lo max so. Mr Ev er sleigh is Mr Lo max's sec re tary, there's no
ob jec tion to his know ing what there is to know. As for Mr Cade, he's
been brought into the thing willy-hilly, and I con sider he's a right to
know where he stand. But -'

Bat tle paused.

'I know,' said Vir ginia. 'Women are so in dis creet! I've of ten heard
George say so.'

Lemoine had been study ing Vir ginia at ten tively. Now he turned to
the Scot land Yard man.

'Did I hear you just now ad dress Madame by the name of Revel?'



'That is my name,' said Vir ginia.

'Your hus band was in the Diplo matic Ser vice, was he not? And you
were with him in Her zoslo vakia just be fore the as sas si na tion of the
late King and Queen.'

Lemoine turned again.

'I think Madame has a right to hear the story. She is in di rectly
con cerned. More over -' his eyes twin kled a lit tle - 'Madame's
rep u ta tion for dis cre tion stands very high in diplo matic cir cles.'

'I'm glad they give me a good char ac ter,' said Vir ginia, laugh ing.
'And I'm glad I'm not go ing to be left out of it.'

'What about re fresh ments?' said An thony. 'Where does the
con fer ence take place? Here?'

'If you please, sir,' said Baf fle, 'I've a fancy for not leav ing this
room un til morn ing. You'll see why when you ye heard the story.'

'Then I'll go and for age,' said An thony.

Bill went with him and they re turned with a tray of glasses,
siphons and other nec es saries of life.

The aug mented syn di cate es tab lished it self com fort ably in the
cor ner by the win dow, be ing grouped round a long oak ta ble.

'It's un der stood, of course,' said Bat tle, 'that any thing that's said
here is said in strict con fi dence. There must be no leak age. I've
al ways felt it would came out one of these days. Gen tle men like Mr
Lo max who want ev ery thing hushed up take big ger risks than they
think. The start of this busi ness was just over seven years ago. There
was a lot of what they call re con struc tion go ing on - es pe cially in the
Near East. There was a good deal go ing on in Eng land, strictly on the
q.t., with that old gen tle man, Count Stylp titch, pulling the strings. All
the Balkan States were in ter ested par ties, and there were a lot of
royal per son ages in Eng land just then. I'm not go ing into de tails, but
some thing dis ap peared - dis ap peared in a way that seemed
in cred i ble un less you ad mit ted two things - that the thief was a royal
per son age and that at the same time it was the work of a high-class
pro fes sional. M. Lemoine here will tell you how that well might be.'

The French man bowed cour te ously and took up the tale.



'It is pos si ble that you in Eng land may not even have heard of our
fa mous and fan tas tic King Vic tor. What his real name is, no one
knows, but he is a man of sin gu lar courage and dar ing, one who
speaks five lan guages and is un equalled in the art of dis guise.
Though his fa ther is known to have been ei ther Eng lish or Irish, he
him self has worked chiefly in Paris. It was there, nearly eight years
ago, that he was car ry ing out a dar ing se ries of rob beries and liv ing
un der the name of Cap tain O'Neill.'

A faint ex cla ma tion es caped Vir ginia. M. Lemoine darted a keen
glance at her.

'I think I un der stand what ag i tates Madame. You will see in a
minute. Now we of the Sыretй had our sus pi cions that this Cap tain
O'Neill was none other than King Vic tor, but we could not ob tain the
nec es sary proof. There was also in Paris at the time a clever young
ac tress, Angиle Mory, of the Folies Berg eres. For some time we had
sus pected that she was as so ci ated with the op er a tions of King Vic tor.
But again no proof was forth com ing.

'About that time, Paris was pre par ing for the visit of the young
King Nicholas IV of Her zoslo vakia. At the Sыretй we were given
spe cial in struc tions as to the course to be adopted to en sure the
safety of His Majesty. In par tic u lar we were warned to su per in tend
the ac tiv i ties of a cer tain Rev o lu tion ary or ga ni za tion which called
it self the Com rades of the Red Hand. It is fairly cer tain now that the
Com rades ap proached Angиle Mory and of fered her a huge sum if
she would aid them in their plans. Her part was to in fat u ate the
young King, and de coy him to some spot upon with them. Angиle
Mory ac cepted the bribe and promised to per form her part.

'But the young lady was clev erer and more am bi tious than her
em ploy ers sus pected. She suc ceeded in cap ti vat ing the King who fell
des per ately in love with her and loaded her with jew els. It was then
that she con ceived the idea of be ing - not a king's mis tress, but a
queen! As ev ery one knows, she re al ized her am bi tion. She was
in tro duced into Her zoslo vakia as the Count ess Varaga Popol eff sky,
an off shoot of the Ro manoffs, and be came even tu ally Queen Varaga
of Her zoslo vakia. Not bad for a lit tle Parisian ac tress! I have al ways
heard that she played the part ex tremely well. But her tri umph was
not to be long-lived. The Com rades of the Red Hand, fu ri ous at her



be trayal, twice at tempted her life. Fi nally they worked up the coun try
to such a pitch that a rev o lu tion broke out in which both the King
and Queen per ished. Their bod ies, hor ri bly mu ti lated and hardly
rec og niz able, were re cov ered, at test ing to the fury of the pop u lace
against the low-born for eign queen.

'Now, in all this, it seems cer tain that Queen Varaga still kept in
with her con fed er ate, King Vic tor. It is pos si ble that the bold plan
was his all along. What is known is that she con tin ued to cor re spond
with him in a se cret code, from the Court of Her zoslo vakia. For
safety the let ters were writ ten in Eng lish, and signed with the name
of an Eng lish lady then at the Em bassy. If any in quiry had been
made, and the lady in ques tion had de nied her sig na ture, it is
pos si ble that she would not have been be lieved, for the let ters were
those of a guilty woman to her lover. It was your name she used, Mrs
Revel.'

'I know,' said Vir ginia. Her colour was com ing and go ing un evenly.
'So that is the truth of the let ters! I have won dered and won dered.'

'What a black guardly trick,' cried Bill in dig nantly.

'The let ters were ad dressed to Cap tain O'Neill at his rooms in
Paris, and their prin ci pal pur pose may have light shed upon it by a
cu ri ous fact which came to light later. Af ter the as sas si na tion of the
King and Queen, many of the crown jew els which had fallen, of
course, into the hands of the mob, found their way to Paris, and it
was dis cov ered that in nine cases out of ten the prin ci pal stones had
been re placed by paste - and mind you, there were some very fa mous
stones among the jew els of Her zoslo vakia. So as a queen, Angиle
Mory still prac tised her for mer ac tiv i ties.

'You see now where we have ar rived? Nicholas IV and Queen
Varaga came to Eng land and were the guests of the late Mar quis of
Cater ham, then Sec re tary of State for For eign Af fairs. Her zoslo vakia
is a small coun try, but it could not be left out. Queen Varaga was
nec es sar ily re ceived. And there we have a royal per son age and at the
same time an ex pert thief. There is also no doubt that the - er -
sub sti tute which was so won der ful as to de ceive any one but an ex pert
could only have been fash ioned by King Vic tor, and in deed the whole
plan, in its dar ing and au dac ity, pointed to him as the au thor.'



'What hap pened?' asked Vir ginia.

'Hushed up,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle la con i cally. 'Not a
men tion of it's ever been made pub lic to this day. We did all that
could be done on the quiet - and that was a good deal more than
you'd ever imag ine, by the way. We've got meth ods of our own that
would sur prise. That jewel didn't leave Eng land with the Queen of
Her zoslo vakia - I can tell you that much. No, Her Majesty hid it
some where - but where we've never been able to dis cover. But I
shouldn't won der -' Su per in ten dent Bat tle let his eyes wan der gen tly
round - 'if it wasn't some where in this room.'

An thony leapt to his feet

'What? Af ter all these years?' he cried in cred u lously. 'Im pos si ble.'

'You do not know the pe cu liar cir cum stances, mon sieur,' said the
French man quickly. 'Only a fort night later, the rev o lu tion in
Her zoslo vakia broke out, and the King and Queen were mur dered.
Also, Cap tain O'Neill was ar rested in Paris and sen tenced on a mi nor
charge. We hoped to find the packet of code let ters in his house, but
it ap pears that this had been stolen by some Her zoslo vakian go-
be tween. The man turned up in Her zoslo vakia just be fore the
rev o lu tion, and then dis ap peared com pletely.'

'He prob a bly went abroad,' said An thony thought fully. 'To Africa
as likely as not. And you bet he hung on to that packet. It was as good
as a gold mine to him. It's odd how things come about. They
prob a bly called him Dutch Pe dro or some thing like that out there.'

He caught Su per in ten dent Bat tle's ex pres sion less glance bent
upon him, and smiled.

'It's not re ally clair voy ance, Bat tle,' he said, 'though it sounds like
it. I'll tell you presently.'

There is one thing that you have not ex plained,' said Vir ginia.
'Where does this link up with the mem oirs? There must be a link,
surely?'

'Madame is very quick,' said Lemoine ap prov ingly. 'Yes, there is a
link. Count Stylp titch was also stay ing at Chim neys at the time.'

'So that he might have known about it?'



'Par faite ment.'

'And, of course,' said Bat tle, if he's blurted it out in his pre cious
mem oirs, the fat will be in the fire. Es pe cially af ter the way the whole
thing was hushed up.'

An thony lit a cig a rette.

'There's no pos si bil ity of there be ing a clue in the mem oirs as to
where the stone was hid den?' he asked.

'Very un likely,' said Bat tle de ci sively. 'He was never in with the
Queen - op posed the mar riage tooth and nail. She's not likely to have
taken him into her con fi dence.'

'I wasn't sug gest ing such a thing for a minute,' said An thony. 'But
by all ac counts he was a cun ning old boy. Un known to her, he may
have dis cov ered where she hid the jewel. In that case, what would he
have done, do you think?'

'Sat tight,' said Bat tle, af ter a mo ment's re flec tion.

'I agree,' said the French man. 'It was a tick lish mo ment, you see.
To re turn the stone anony mously would have pre sented great
dif fi cul ties. Also, the knowl edge of its where abouts would give him
great power - and he liked power, that strange old man. Not only did
he hold the Queen in the hol low of his hand, but he had a pow er ful
weapon to ne go ti ate with at any time. It was not the only se cret he
pos sessed - oh, no! - he col lected se crets like some men col lect rare
pieces of china. It is said that, once or twice be fore his death, he
boasted to peo ple of the things he could make pub lic if the fancy took
him. And once at least he de clared that he in tended to make some
star tling rev e la tions in his mem oirs. Hence -' the French man smiled
rather dryly - 'the gen eral anx i ety to get hold of them. Our own se cret
po lice in tended to seize them, but the Count took the pre cau tion to
have them con veyed away be fore his death.'

'Still, there's no real rea son to be lieve that he knew this par tic u lar
se cret,' said Bat tle.

'I beg your par don,' said An thony qui etly. 'There are his own
words.'

'What?'



Both de tec tives stared at him as though un able to be lieve their
ears.

'When Mr Mc Grath gave me that man u script to bring to Eng land,
he told me the cir cum stances of his one meet ing with Count
Stylp titch. It was in Paris. At some con sid er able risk to him self, Mr
Mc Grath res cued the Count from a band of Apaches. He was, I
un der stand - shall we say a tri fle - ex hil a rated? Be ing in that
con di tion, he made two rather in ter est ing re marks. One of them was
to the ef fect that he knew where the Ko hi noor was - a state ment to
which my friend paid very lit tle at ten tion. He also said that the gang
in ques tion were King Vic tor's men. Taken to gether, those two
re marks are very sig nif i cant.'

'Good Lord,' ejac u lated Su per in ten dent Bat tle, 'I should say they
were. Even the mur der of Prince Michael wears a dif fer ent as pect.'

'King Vic tor has never taken a life,' the French man re minded him.

'Sup pos ing he were sur prised when he was search ing for the
jewel?'

'Is he in Eng land, then?' asked An thony sharply. 'You say that he
was re leased a few months ago. Didn't you keep track of him?'

A rather rue ful smile over spread the French de tec tive's face.

'We tried to, mon sieur. But he is a devil, that man. He gave us the
slip at once - at once. We thought, of course, that he would make
straight for Eng land. But no. He went - where do you think?'

He was star ing in tently at the French man, and ab sent-mind edly
fin gers played with a box of matches.

'To Amer ica. To the United States.'

'What?'

There was sheer amaze ment in An thony's tone.

'Yes, and what do you think he called him self? What part do you
think he played over there? The part of Prince Nicholas of
Her zoslo vakia.'

The match box fell from An thony's hand, but his amaze ment was
fully equalled by that of Bat tle.



'Im pos si ble.'

'Not so, my friend. You, too, will get the news in the morn ing. It
has been the most colos sal bluff. As you know, Prince Nicholas was
ru moured to have died in the Congo years ago. Our friend, King
Vic tor, seizes on that - dif fi cult to prove a death of that kind. He
res ur rects Prince Nicholas, and plays him to such pur pose that he
gets away with a tremen dous haul of Amer i can dol lars - all on
ac count of the sup posed oil con ces sions. But by a mere ac ci dent, he
was un masked, and had to leave the coun try hur riedly. This time he
did come to Eng land. And that is why I am here. Sooner or later he
will come to Chim neys. That is, if he is not al ready here!'

'You think - that?'

'I think he was here the night Prince Michael died, and again last
night.'

'It was an other at tempt, eh?' said Bat tle.

'It was an other at tempt.'

'What has both ered me,' con tin ued Bat tle, 'was won der ing what
had be come of M. Lemoine here. I'd had word from Paris that he was
on his way over to work with me, and couldn't make out why he
hadn't turned up.'

'I must in deed apol o gize,' said Lemoine. 'You see, I ar rived on the
morn ing af ter the mur der. It oc curred to me at once that it would be
as well for me to study things from an un of fi cial stand point with out
ap pear ing of fi cially as your col league. I thought that great
pos si bil i ties lay that way. I was, of course, aware that I was bound to
be an ob ject of sus pi cion, but that in a way fur thered my plan since it
would not put the peo ple I was af ter on their guard. I can as sure you
that I have seen a good deal that is in ter est ing in the last two days.'

'But look here,' said Bill, 'what re ally did hap pen last night?'

'I am afraid,' said M. Lemoine, 'that I gave you rather vi o lent
ex er cise.'

'It was you I chased, then?'

'Yes. I will re count things to you. I came up here to watch,
con vinced that the se cret had to do with this room since the Prince



had been killed here. I stood out side on the ter race. Presently I
be came aware that some one was mov ing about in this room. I could
see the flash of a torch now and again. I tried the mid dle win dow and
found it un latched. Whether the man had en tered that way ear lier, or
whether he had left it so as a blind in case he was dis turbed, I do not
know. Very gen tly, I pushed it back and slipped in side the room. Step
by step I felt my way un til I was in a spot where I could watch
op er a tions with out like li hood of be ing dis cov ered my self. The man
him self I could not see clearly. His back was to me, of course, and he
was sil hou et ted against the light of the torch so that his out line only
could be seen. But his ac tions filled me with sur prise. He took to
pieces first one and then the other of those two suits of ar mour,
ex am in ing each one piece by piece. When he had con vinced him self
that what he sought was not there, he be gan tap ping the pan elling of
the wall un der that pic ture. What he would have done next, I do not
know. The in ter rup tion came. You burst in -' He looked at Bill.

'Our well-meant in ter fer ence was re ally rather a pity,' said Vir ginia
thought fully.

'In a sense, madame, it was. The man switched out his torch, and I,
who had no wish as yet to be forced to re veal my iden tity, sprang for
the win dow. I col lided with the other two in the dark, and fell
head long. I sprang up and out through the win dow. Mr Ev er sleigh,
tak ing me for his as sailant, fol lowed.'

'I fol lowed you first,' said Vir ginia. 'Bill was only sec ond in the
race.'

'And the other fel low had the sense to stay still and sneak out
through the door. I won der he didn't meet the res cu ing crowd.'

'That would present no dif fi cul ties,' said Lemoine. He would be a
res cuer in ad vance of the rest, that was all.'

'Do you re ally think this Ar sиne Lupin fel low is ac tu ally among the
house hold now?' asked Bill, his eyes sparkling.

'Why not?' said Lemoine. 'He could pass per fectly as a ser vant. For
all we may know, he may be Boris An choukoff, the trusted ser vant of
the late Prince Michael.'

'He is an odd-look ing bloke,' agreed Bill.



But An thony was smil ing.

'That's hardly wor thy of you, M. Lemoine,' he said gen tly.

The French man smiled too.

'You've taken him on as your valet now, haven't you, Mr Cade?'
asked Su per in ten dent Bat tle.

'Bat tle, I take off my hat to you. You know ev ery thing. But just as a
mat ter of de tail, he's taken me on, not I him.'

'Why was that, I won der, Mr Cade?'

'I don't know,' said An thony lightly. 'It's a cu ri ous taste, but
per haps he may have liked my face. Or he may think I mur dered his
mas ter and wished to es tab lish him self in a handy po si tion for
ex e cut ing re venge upon me.'

He rose and went over to the win dows, pulling the cur tains.
'Day light,' he said, with a slight yawn. 'There won't be any more
ex cite ments now.'

Lemoine rose also.

'I will leave you,' he said. 'We shall per haps meet again later in the
day.'

With a grace ful bow to Vir ginia, he stepped out of the win dow.

'Bed,' said Vir ginia, yawn ing. 'It's all been very ex cit ing. Come on,
Bill, go to bed like a good lit tle boy. The break fast-ta ble will see us
not, I fear.'

An thony stayed at the win dow look ing af ter the re treat ing form of
M. Lemoine.

'You wouldn't think it,' said Bat tle be hind him, 'but that's sup posed
to be the clever est de tec tive in France.'

'I don't know that I wouldn't,' said An thony thought fully, 'I rather
think I would.'

'Well,' said Bat tle, 'he was right about the ex cite ment of this night
be ing over. By the way, do you re mem ber my telling you about that
man they'd found shot near Stained?'

'Yes. Why?'



'Noth ing. They've iden ti fied him, that's all. It seems he was called
Giuseppe Manelli. He was a waiter at the Blitz in Lon don. Cu ri ous,
isn't it?'
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NTHONY SAID NOTH ING. He con tin ued to stare out of the
win dow. Su per in ten dent Bat tle looked for some time at his
mo tion less back.

'Well, good night, sir,' he said at last, and moved to the door.

An thony stirred. 'Wait a minute, Bat tle.'

The su per in ten dent halted obe di ently. An thony left the win dow.
He drew out a cig a rette from his case and lighted it. Then, be tween
two puffs of smoke, he said:

'You are very in ter ested in the busi ness at Staines?'

'I wouldn't go a far as that, sir. It's un usual, that's all.'

'Do you think the man was shot where he was found, or do you
think he was killed else where and the body brought to that par tic u lar
spot af ter ward?'

'I think he was shot some where else, and the body brought there in
a car.'

'I think so too,' said An thony.

Some thing in the em pha sis of his tone made the de tec tive look up
sharply.

'Any ideas of your own, sir? Do you know who brought him there?'

'Yes,' said An thony. 'I did.'

He was a lit tle an noyed at the ab so lutely un ruf fled calm pre served
by the other.

'I must say you take these shocks very well, Bat tle,' he re marked.

'“Never dis play emo tion”. That was a rule that was given to me
once, and I've found it very use ful.'



'You live up to it, cer tainly,' said An thony. 'I can't say I've ever seen
you ruf fled. Well, do you want to hear the whole story?'

'If you please, Mr Cade.'

An thony pulled up two of the chairs, both men sat down, and
An thony re counted the event of the pre ced ing Thurs day night.

Bat tle lis tened im mov ably. There was a far-off twin kle in his eyes
as An thony fin ished.

'You know, sir,' he said, 'you'll get into trou ble one of these days.'

'Then, for the sec ond time, I'm not to be taken into cus tody?'

'We al ways like to give a man plenty of rope,' said Su per in ten dent
Bat tle.

'Very del i cately put,' said An thony. 'With out un duly stress ing the
end of the proverb.'

'What I can't quite make out, sir,' said Bat tle, 'is why you de cided
to come across with this now?'

'It's rather dif fi cult to ex plain,' said An thony. 'you see, Bat tle, I've
come to have re ally a very high opin ion of your abil i ties. When the
mo ment comes, you're al ways there. Look at tonight. And it oc curred
to me that, in with hold ing this knowl edge of mine, I was se ri ously
cramp ing your style. You de serve to have ac cess to all the facts. I've
done what I could, and up to now I've made a mess of things. Un til
tonight, I couldn't speak for Mrs Revel's sake. But now that those
let ters have been def i nitely proved to have noth ing what ever to do
with her, any idea of her com plic ity be comes ab surd. Per haps I
ad vised her badly in the first place, but it struck me that her
state ment of hav ing paid this man money to sup press the let ters,
sim ply as a whim, might take a bit of be liev ing.'

'It might, by a jury,' agreed Bat tle. 'Ju ries never have any
imag i na tion.'

'But you ac cept it quite eas ily?' said An thony, look ing cu ri ously at
him.

'Well, you see, Mr Cade, most of my work has lain amongst these
peo ple. What they call the up per classes, I mean. You see, the



ma jor ity of peo ple are al ways won der ing what the neigh bours will
think. But tramps and aris to crats don't - they just do the first thing
that comes into their heads, and they don't bother to think what
any one thinks of them. I'm not mean ing just the idle rich, the peo ple
who give big par ties, and so on. I mean those that have had it born
and bred in them for gen er a tions that no body else's opin ion counts
but their own. I've al ways found the up per classes the same - fear less,
truth ful, and some times ex traor di nar ily fool ish.'

'This is a very in ter est ing lec ture, Bat tle. I Sup pose you'll be
writ ing your rem i nis cences one of these days. They ought to be worth
read ing too.'

The de tec tive ac knowl edged the sug ges tion with a smile, but said
noth ing.

'I'd like rather to ask you one ques tion,' con tin ued An thony. 'Did
you con nect me at all with the Staines af fair? I fan cied, from your
man ner, that you did.'

'Quite right. I had a hunch that way. But noth ing def i nite to go
upon. Your man ner was very good, if I may say so, Mr Cade. You
never over did the care less ness.'

'I'm glad of that,' said An thony. 'I've a feel ing that ever since I met
you you've been lay ing lit tle traps for me. On the whole I've man aged
to avoid fall ing into them, but the strain has been acute.'

Bat tle smiled grimly. 'That's how you get a crook in the end, sir.
Keep him on the run, to and fro, turn ing and twist ing. Sooner or
later, his nerve goes, and you've got him.'

'You're a cheer ful fel low, Bat tle. When will you get me, I won der?'

'Plenty of rope, sir,' quoted the su per in ten dent, 'plenty of rope.'

'In the mean time,' said An thony, 'I am still the am a teur as sis tant?'

'That's it, Mr Cade.'

'Wat son to your Sher lock, in fact?'

'De tec tive sto ries are mostly bunkum,' said Bat tle un emo tion ally.
'But they amuse peo ple,' he added, as an af ter thought. "And they're
use ful some times.'



'In what way?' asked An thony cu ri ously.

'They en cour age the uni ver sal idea that the po lice are stupid.
When we get an am a teur crime, such as a mur der, that's very use ful
in deed.'

An thony looked at him for some min utes in si lence. Bat tle sat
quite still, blink ing now and then, with no ex pres sion what so ever on
his square placid face. Presently he rose.

'Not much good go ing to bed now,' he ob served. 'As soon as he's
up, I want to have a few words with his lord ship. Any one who wants
to leave the house can do so now. At the same time I should be much
obliged to his lord ship if he'll ex tend an in for mal in vi ta tion to his
guests to stay on. You'll ac cept it, sir, if you please, and Mrs Revel
also.'

'Have you ever found the re volver?' asked An thony sud denly.

'You mean the one Prince Michael was shot with? No, I haven't.
Yet it must be in the house or grounds. I'll take a hint from you, Mr
Cade, and send some boys up bird's-nest ing. If I could get hold of the
re volver, we might get for ward a bit. That, and the bun dle of let ters.
You say that a let ter with the head ing “Chim neys” was amongst
them? De pend upon it that was the last one writ ten. The in struc tions
for find ing the di a mond are writ ten in code in that let ter.'

'What's your the ory of the killing of Giuseppe?' asked An thony.

'I should say he was a reg u lar thief, and that he was got hold of,
ei ther by King Vic tor or by the Com rades of the Red Hand, and
em ployed by them. I shouldn't won der at all if the Com rades and
King Vic tor aren't work ing to gether. The or ga ni za tion has plenty of
money and power, but it isn't very strong in brains. Giuseppe's task
was to steal the mem oirs - they couldn't have known that you had the
let ters - it's a very odd co in ci dence that you should have, by the way.'

'I know,' said An thony. 'It's amaz ing when you come to think of it.'

'Giuseppe gets hold of the let ters in stead. Is at first vastly
cha grined. Then sees the cut ting from the pa per and has the bril liant
idea of turn ing them to ac count on his own by black mail ing the lady.
He has, of course, no idea of their real sig nif i cance. The Com rades
find out what he is do ing, be lieve that he is de lib er ately dou ble-



cross ing them, and de cree his death. They're very fond of ex e cut ing
traitors. It has a pic turesque el e ment which seems to ap peal to them.
What I can't quite make out is the re volver with “Vir ginia” en graved
upon it. There's too much fi nesse about that for the Com rades. As a
rule, they en joy plas ter ing their Red Hand sign about - in or der to
strike ter ror into other would-be-traitors. No, it looks to me as
though King Vic tor had stepped in there. But what his mo tive was, I
don't know. It looks like a very de lib er ate at tempt to sad dle Mrs
Revel with the mur der, and, on the sur face, there doesn't seem any
par tic u lar point in that.'

'I had a the ory,' aid An thony. 'But it didn't work out ac cord ing to
plan.'

He told Bat tle of Vir ginia's recog ni tion of Michael. Bat tle nod ded
his head.

'Oh, yes, no doubt as to his iden tity. By the way, that old Baron has
a very high opin ion of you. He speaks of you in most en thu si as tic
terms.'

'That's very kind of him,' said An thony. 'Es pe cially as I've given
him full warn ing that I mean to do my ut most to get hold of the
miss ing mem oirs be fore Wednes day next.'

'You'll have a job to do that,' said Bat tle.

'Y-es. You think so? I sup pose King Vic tor and Co have got the
let ters.'

Bat tle nod ded.

'Pinched them off Giuseppe that day in Pont Street. Pret tily
planned piece of work, that. Yes, they've got 'em all right, and they
know where to look.'

Both men were on the point of pass ing out of the room. 'In here?'
said An thony, jerk ing his head back.

'Ex actly, in here. But they haven't found the prize yet, and they're
go ing to run a pretty risk try ing to get it.'

'I sup pose,' said An thony, 'that you've got a plan in that sub tle
head of yours?'



Bat tle re turned no an swer. He looked par tic u larly stolid and
un in tel li gent. Then, very slowly, he winked.

'Want my help?' asked An thony.

'I do. And I shall want some one else's.'

'Who's that?'

'Mrs Revel's. You may not have no ticed it, Mr Cade, but she's a
lady who has a par tic u larly be guil ing way with her.'

'I've no ticed it all right,' said An thony. He glanced at his watch.
'I'm in clined to agree with you about bed, Bat tle. A dip in the lake
and a hearty break fast will be far more to the point.'

He ran lightly up stairs to his bed room. Whistling to him self, he
dis carded his evening clothes, and picked up a dress ing-gown and a
bath towel.

Then sud denly he stopped dead in front of the dress ing-ta ble,
star ing at the ob ject that re posed de murely in front of the look ing-
glass.

For a mo ment he could not be lieve his eyes. He took it up,
ex am ined it closely. Yes, there was no mis take.

It was the bun dle of let ters signed Vir ginia Revel. They were in tact.
Not one miss ing.

An thony dropped into a chair, the let ters in his hand.

'My brain must be crack ing,' he mur mured. 'I can't un der stand a
quar ter of what is go ing on in this house. Why should the let ters
reap pear like a damned con jur ing trick? Who put them on my
dress ing-ta ble? Why?'

And to all these very per ti nent ques tions he could find no
sat is fac tory re ply.
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T TEN O'CLOCK that morn ing, Lord Cater ham and his daugh ter
were break fast ing. Bun dle was look ing very thought ful.

'Fa ther,' she said at last.

Lord Cater ham ab sorbed in The Times, did not re ply.

'Fa ther,' said Bun dle again, more sharply.

Lord Cater ham, torn from his in ter ested pe rusal of forth com ing
sales of rare books, looked up ab sent mind edly.

'Eh?' he said. 'Did you speak?'

'Yes. Who is it who's had break fast?'

She nod ded to wards a place that had ev i dently been oc cu pied. The
rest were all ex pec tant.

'Oh, what's-his-name.'

'Fat Iky?'

Bun dle and her fa ther had enough sym pa thy be tween them to
com pre hend each other's some what mis lead ing ob ser va tions.

'That's it.'

'Did I see you talk ing to the de tec tive this morn ing be fore
break fast?'

Lord Cater ham sighed.

'Yes, he but ton holed me in the hall. I do think the hours be fore
break fast should be sa cred. I shall have to go abroad. The strain on
my nerves -'

Bun dle in ter rupted un cer e mo ni ously.

'What did he say?'



'Said ev ery one who wanted to could clear out'

'Well,' said Bun dle., 'that's all right. That's what you've been
want ing.'

'I know. But he didn't leave it at that. He went on to say that
nev er the less he wanted me to ask ev ery one to stay on.'

'I don't un der stand,' said Bun dle, wrin kling her nose.

'So con fus ing and con tra dic tory,' com plained Lord Cater ham. 'And
be fore break fast too.'

'What did you say?'

'Oh, I agreed, of course. It's never any good ar gu ing with these
peo ple. Es pe cially be fore break fast,' con tin ued Lord Cater ham,
re vert ing to his prin ci pal griev ance.

'Who have you asked so far?'

'Cade. He was up very early this morn ing. He's go ing to stop on. I
don't mind that. I can't quite make the fel low out, but I like him - I
like him very much.'

'So does Vir ginia,' said Bun dle, draw ing a pat tern on the ta ble with
her fork.

'Eh?'

'And so do I. But that doesn't seem to mat ter.'

'And I asked Isaac stein,' con tin ued Lord Cater ham.

'Well?'

'But for tu nately he's got to go back to town. Don't for get to or der
the car for the 10.40, by the way.'

'All right.'

'Now if I can only get rid of Fish too,' con tin ued Lord Cater ham,
his spir its ris ing.

'I thought you liked talk ing to him about your mouldy old books.'

'So I do, so I do. So I did, rather. But it gets mo not o nous when one
finds that one is al ways do ing all the talk ing. Fish is very in ter ested,
but he never vol un teers any state ments of his own.'



'It's bet ter than do ing all the lis ten ing,' said Bun dle. 'Like one does
with George Lo max.'

Lord Cater ham shud dered at the re mem brance.

'George is all very well on plat forms,' said Bun dle. 'I've clapped
him my self, though of course I know all the time that he's talk ing
balder dash. And any way, I'm a So cial ist -'

'I know, my dear, I know,' said Lord Cater ham hastily.

'It's all right,' said Bun dle. 'I'm not go ing to bring pol i tics into the
home. That's what George does - pub lic speak ing in pri vate life. It
ought to be abol ished by Act of Par lia ment.'

'Quite so,' said Lord Cater ham.

'What about Vir ginia?' asked Bun dle. 'Is she to be asked to stop
on?'

'Bat tle said ev ery body.'

'Says he, firmly! Have you asked her to be my stepma yet?'

'I don't think it would be any good,' said Lord Cater ham
mourn fully. 'Al though she did call me a dar ling last night. But that's
the worst of these at trac tive young women with af fec tion ate
dis po si tions. They'll say any thing, and they mean ab so lutely noth ing
by it.'

'No,' agreed Bun dle. 'It would have been much more hope ful if
she'd thrown a boot at you or tried to bite you.'

'You mod ern young peo ple seem to have such un pleas ant ideas
about love-mak ing,' said Lord Cater ham plain tively.

'It comes from read ing The Sheik' said Bun dle. 'Desert love. Throw
her about, etc.'

'What is The Sheik?' asked Lord Cater ham sim ply. 'Is it a poem?'

Bun dle looked at him with com mis er at ing pity. Then she rose and
kissed the top of his head.

'Dear old Daddy,' she re marked, and sprang lightly out of the
win dow.

Lord Cater ham went back to the sales rooms.



He jumped when ad dressed sud denly by Mr Hi ram Fish, who had
made his usual noise less en try.

'Good morn ing, Lord Cater ham.'

'Oh, good morn ing,' said Lord Cater ham. 'Good morn ing. Nice
day.'

'The weather is de light ful,' said Mr Fish.

He helped him self to cof fee. By way of food, he took a piece of dry
toast.

'Do I hear cor rectly that the em bargo is re moved?' he asked af ter a
minute or two. 'That we are all free to de part?'

'Yes - er - yes,' said Lord Cater ham. 'As a mat ter of fact, I hoped, I
mean, that I shall be de lighted -' his con science drove him on - 'only
too de lighted if you will stay on for a lit tle.'

'Why, Lord Cater ham -'

'It's been a beastly visit, I know,' Lord Cater ham hur ried on. 'Too
bad. Shan't blame you for want ing to run away.'

'You mis judge me, Lord Cater ham. The as so ci a tions have been
painful, no one could deny that point. But the Eng lish coun try life, as
lived in the man sions of the great, has a pow er ful at trac tion for me. I
am in ter ested in the study of those con di tions. It is a thing we lack
com pletely in Amer ica. I shall be only too de lighted to ac cept your
vurry kind in vi ta tion and stay off.'

'Oh, well,' said Lord Cater ham, 'that's that. Ab so lutely de lighted,
my dear fel low, ab so lutely de lighted.'

Spurring him self on to a false ge nial ity of man ner, Lord Cater ham
mur mured some thing about hav ing to see his bailiff and es caped
from the room.

In the hall, he saw Vir ginia just de scend ing the stair case.

'Shall I take you in to break fast?' asked Lord Cater ham ten derly.

'I've had it in bed, thank you, I was fright fully sleepy this morn ing.'

She yawned.

'Had a bad night, per haps?'



'Not ex actly a bad night. From one point of view de cid edly a good
night. Oh, Lord Cater ham -' she slipped her hand in side his arm and
gave it a squeeze - 'I am en joy ing my self. You were a dar ling to ask
me down.'

'You'll stop on for a bit then, won't you? Bat tle is lift ing the - the
em bargo, but I want you to stay par tic u larly. So does Bun dle.'

'Of course I'll stay. It's sweet of you to ask me.'

'Ah!' said Lord Cater ham. He sighed.

'What is your se cret sor row?' asked Vir ginia. 'Has any one bit ten
you?'

'That's just it,' said Lord Cater ham mourn fully.

Vir ginia looked puz zled.

'You don't feel, by any chance, that you want to throw a boot at
me? No, I can see you don't. Oh, well, it's of no con se quence.'

Lord Cater ham drifted sadly away, and Vir ginia passed out
through a side door into the gar den. She stood there for a mo ment,
breath ing in the crisp Oc to ber air which was in fin itely re fresh ing to
one in her slightly jaded state.

She started a lit tle to find Su per in ten dent Bat tle at her el bow. The
man seemed to have an ex tra or di nary knack of ap pear ing out of pace
with out the least warn ing.

'Good morn ing, Mrs Revel. Not too tired, I hope?'

Vir ginia shook her head.

'It was a most ex cit ing night,' she said. 'Well worth the loss of a
lit tle sleep. The only thing is, to day seems a tri fle dull af ter it.'

'There's a nice shady place down un der that cedar tree,' re marked
the su per in ten dent. 'Shall I take a chair down to it for you?'

'If you think it's the best thing for me to do,' said Vir ginia
solemnly.

'You're very quick, Mrs Revel. Yes, it's quite true, I do want a word
with you.'



He picked up a long wicker chair and car ried it down the lawn.
Vir ginia fol lowed him with a cush ion un der her arm. 'Very dan ger ous
place, that ter race,' re marked the de tec tive. 'That is, if you want to
have a pri vate con ver sa tion.'

'I'm get ting ex cited again, Su per in ten dent Bat tle.'

'Oh, it's noth ing im por tant.' He took out a big watch and glanced at
it. 'Half past ten. I'm start ing for Wyvern Abbey in ten min utes to
re port to Mr Lo max. Plenty of time. I only wanted to know if you
could tell me a lit tle more about Mr Cade.'

'About Mr Cade?'

Vir ginia was star tled.

'Yes, where you first met him, and how long you've known him and
so forth.'

Bat tle's man ner was easy and pleas ant enough. He even re frained
from look ing at her and the fact that he did so made her vaguely
un easy.

'It's more dif fi cult than you think,' she said at last. 'He did me a
great ser vice once -'

Bat tle in ter rupted her.

'Be fore you go any fur ther, Mrs Revel, I'd just like to say
some thing. Last night, af ter you and Mr Ev er sleigh had gone to bed,
Mr Cade told me all about the let ters and the man who was killed in
your house.'

'He did?' gasped Vir ginia.

'Yes, and very wisely too. It clears up a lot of mis un der stand ing.
There's only one thing he didn't tell me - how long he had known
you. Now I've a lit tle idea of my own about that. You shall tell me if
I'm right or wrong. I think that the day he came to your house in
Pont Street was the first time you had ever seen him. Ah! I see I'm
right. It was so.'

Vir ginia said noth ing. For the first time she felt afraid of this stolid
man with the ex pres sion less face. She un der stood what An thony had
meant when he said there were no flies on Su per in ten dent Bat tle.



'Has he ever told you any thing about his life?' the de tec tive
con tin ued. 'Be fore he was in South Africa, I mean. Canada? Or be fore
that, the Su dan? Or about his boy hood?'

Vir ginia merely shook her head.

'And yet I'd bet he's got some thing worth telling. You can't mis take
the face of a man who's led a life of dar ing and ad ven ture. He could
tell you some in ter est ing tales if he cared to.'

'If you want to know about his past life, why don't you ca ble to that
friend of his, Mr Mc Grath?' Vir ginia asked.

'Oh, we have. But it seems he's up-coun try some where. Still,
there's no doubt Mr Cade was in Bu l awayo when he said he was. But
I won dered what he'd been do ing be fore he came to South Africa.
He'd only had that job with Cas tle's about a month.' He took out his
watch again. 'I must be off. The car will be wait ing.'

Vir ginia watched him re treat to the house. But she did not move
from her chair. She hoped that An thony might ap pear and join her.
In stead came Bill Ev er sleigh, with a prodi gious yawn.

'Thank God, I've got a chance to speak to you at last, Vir ginia,' he
com plained.

'Well, speak to me very gen tly, Bill dar ling, or I shall burst into
tears.'

'Has some one been bul ly ing you?'

'Not ex actly bul ly ing me. Get ting in side my mind and turn ing it
in side out. I feel as though I'd been jumped on by an ele phant.'

'Not Bat tle?'

'Yes, Bat tle. He's a ter ri ble man re ally.'

'Well, never mind Bat tle. I say, Vir ginia, I do love you so aw fully -'

'Not this morn ing, Bill. I'm not strong enough. Any way, I've al ways
told you, the best peo ple don't pro pose be fore lunch.'

'Good Lord,' said Bill. 'I could pro pose to you be fore break fast.'

Vir ginia shud dered.



'Bill, be sen si ble and in tel li gent for a minute. I want to ask your
ad vice.'

'If you'd once make up your mind to it, and say you'd marry me,
you'd feel miles bet ter, I'm sure. Hap pier, you know, and more
set tled down.'

'Lis ten to me, Bill. Propos ing to me is your idйe fixe. All men
pro pose when they're bored and can't think of any thing to say.
Re mem ber my age and my wid owed state, and go and make love to a
pure young girl.'

'My dar ling Vir ginia - Oh, blast! here's that French id iot bear ing
down on us.'

It was in deed M. Lemoine, black-bearded and cor rect of
de meanour as ever.

'Good morn ing, madame. You are not fa tigued, I trust?'

'Not in the least.'

'That is ex cel lent. Good morn ing, Mr Ev er sleigh.'

'How would it be if we prom e naded our selves a lit tle, the three of
us?' sug gested the French man.

'How about it, Bill?' said Vir ginia.

'Oh, all right,' said the un will ing young gen tle man by her side.

He heaved him self up from the grass, and the three of them walked
slowly along. Vir ginia be tween the two men. She was sen si ble at once
of a strange un der cur rent of ex cite ment in the French man, though
she had no clue as to what caused it.

Soon, with her usual skill, she was putting him at his ease, ask ing
him ques tions, lis ten ing to his an swer, and grad u ally draw ing him
out. Presently he was telling them anec dotes of the fa mous King
Vic tor. He talked well, al beit with a cer tain bit ter ness, as he
de scribed the var i ous ways in which the de tec tive bu reau had been
out wit ted.

But all the time, de spite the real ab sorp tion of Lemoine in his own
nar ra tive, Vir ginia had a feel ing that he had some other ob ject in
view. More over, she judged that Lemoine, un der cover of his story,



was de lib er ately strik ing out his own course across the park. They
were not just strolling idly. He was de lib er ately guid ing them in a
cer tain di rec tion.

Sud denly, he broke off his story and looked round. They were
stand ing just where the drive in ter sected the park be fore turn ing an
abrupt cor ner by a clump of trees. Lemoine was star ing at a ve hi cle
ap proach ing them from the di rec tion of the house.

Vir ginia's eyes fol lowed his.

'It's the lug gage cart,' she said, 'tak ing Isaac stein's lug gage and his
valet to the sta tion.'

'Is that so?' said Lemoine. He glanced down at his own watch and
started. "A thou sand par dons. I have been longer here than I meant -
such charm ing com pany, Is it pos si ble, do you think, that I might
have a lift to the vil lage?'

He stepped out onto the drive, and sig nalled with his arm. The
lug gage cart stopped and af ter a word of two of ex pla na tion Lemoine
climbed in be hind. He raised his hat po litely to Vir ginia, and drove
of. The other two stood and watched the cart dis ap pear ing with
puz zled ex pres sion. Just as the cart swung round the bend, a suit case
fell off into the drive. The cart went on.

'Come on,' said Vir ginia to Bill. 'We're go ing to see some thing
in ter est ing. That suit case was thrown out.'

'No body's no ticed it,' said Bill.

They ran down the drive to wards the fallen piece of lug gage. Just
as they reached it, Lemoine came round the cor ner of the bend on
foot. He was hot from walk ing fast.

'I was obliged to de scend,' he said pleas antly. 'I found that I had
left some thing be hind.'

'This?' said Bill, in di cat ing the suit case. It was a hand some case of
heavy pigskin, with the ini tials H.I. on it.

'What a pity!' said Lemoine gen tly. 'It must have fallen out. Shall
we lift it from the road?'



With out wait ing for a re ply, he picked up the suit case, and car ried
it over to the belt of trees. He stooped over it, some thing flashed in
his hand, and the lock slipped back. He spoke and his voice was
de mand ing.

'The car will be here in a minute,' he said. 'Is it in sight?'

Vir ginia looked back to wards the house.

'No.'

'Good.'

With deft fin gers he tossed the things out of the suit case. Gold-
topped bot tle, silk py ja mas, a va ri ety of socks. Sud denly his whole
fig ure stiff ened. He caught up what ap peared to be a bun dle of silk
un der wear, and un rolled it rapidly. A slight ex cla ma tion broke from
Bill. In the cen tre of the bun dle was a heavy re volver.

'I hear the horn,' said Vir ginia.

Like light ning, Lemoine repacked the suit case. The re volver he
wrapped in a silk hand ker chief of his own, and slipped into his
pocket. He snapped the locks of the suit case, and turned quickly to
Bill.

'Take it. Madame will be with you. Stop the car, and ex plain that it
fell of the lug gage cart. Do not men tion me.'

Bill stepped quickly down to the drive just as the big Lanch ester
limou sine with Isaac stein in side it came round the cor ner. The
chauf feur slowed down, and Bill swung the suit case up to him.

'Fell off the lug gage cart,' he ex plained. 'We hap pened to see it.'

He caught a mo men tary glimpse of a star tled yel low face as the
fi nancier stared at him, and then the car swept on again.

They went back to Lemoine. He was stand ing with the re volver in
his hand, and a look of gloat ing sat is fac tion in his face. 'A long shot,'
he said. A very long shot. But it came off.'
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UPER IN TEN DENT BAT TLE was stand ing in the li brary at Wyvern
Abbey.

George Lo max, seated be fore a desk over flow ing with
pa pers, was frown ing por ten tously.

Su per in ten dent Bat tle had opened pro ceed ings by mak ing a brief
and busi ness-like re port. Since then, the con ver sa tion had lain
al most en tirely with George, and Bat tle had con tented him self with
mak ing brief and usu ally mono syl labic replies to the other's
ques tions.

On the desk, in front of George, was the packet of let ters An thony
had found on his dress ing-ta ble.

'I can't un der stand it at all,' said George ir ri ta bly, as he picked up
the packet. 'They're in code, you say?'

'Just so, Mr Lo max.'

'And where does he say he found them - on his dress ing-ta ble?'

Bat tle re peated, word for word, An thony Cade's ac count of how he
had come to re gain pos ses sion of the let ters.

'And he brought them at once to you? That was quite proper -
quite proper. But who could have placed them in his room?'

Bat tle shook his head.

'That's the sort of thing you ought to know,' com plained George. 'It
sounds to me very fishy - very fishy in deed. What do we know about
this man Cade, any way? He ap pears in a most mys te ri ous man ner -
un der highly sus pi cious cir cum stances - and we know noth ing
what ever about him. I may say that I, per son ally, don't care for his
man ner at all. You've made in quiries about him, I sup pose?'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle per mit ted him self a pa tient smile.



'We wired at once to South Africa, and his story has been
con firmed on all points. He was in Bu l awayo with Mr Mc Grath at the
time he stated. Pre vi ous to their meet ing, he was em ployed by
Messrs Cas tle, the tourist agent.'

'Just what I should have ex pected,' said George. 'He has the kind of
cheap as sur ance that suc ceeds in a cer tain type of em ploy ment. But
about these let ters - steps must be taken at once - at once -'

The great man puffed him self out and swelled im por tantly.

Su per in ten dent Bat tle opened his mouth, but George fore stalled
him.

'There must be no de lay. These let ters must be de coded with out
any loss of time. Let me see, who is the man? There is a man -
con nected with the British Mu seum. Knows all there is to know
about ci phers. Ran the de part ment for us dur ing the war. Where is
Miss Os car? She will know. Name some thing like Win - Win -'

'Pro fes sor Wyn wood,' said Bat tle.

'Ex actly. I re mem ber per fectly now. He must be wired to
im me di ately.'

'I have done so, Mr Lo max, an hour ago. He will ar rive by the
12.10.'

'Oh, very good, very good. Thank heaven, some thing is off my
mind. I shall have to be in town to day. You can get along with out me,
I sup pose?'

'I think so, sir.'

'Well, do your best, Bat tle, do your best. I am ter ri bly rushed just
at present.'

'Just so, sir.'

'By the way, why did not Mr Ev er sleigh come over with you?'

'He was still asleep, sir. We've been up all night, as I told you.'

'Oh, quite so. I am fre quently up nearly the whole night my self. To
do the work of thirty-six hours in twenty-four, that is my con stant



task! Send Mr Ev er sleigh over at once when you get back, will you,
Bat tle?'

'I will give him your mes sage, sir.'

'Thank you, Bat tle. I re al ize per fectly that you had to re pose a
cer tain amount of con fi dence in him. But do you think it was strictly
nec es sary to take my cousin, Mrs Revel, into your con fi dence also?'

'In view of the name signed to those let ters, I do, Mr Lo max.'

'An amaz ing piece of ef fron tery,' mur mured George, his brow
dark ened as he looked at the bun dle of let ters. 'I re mem ber the late
King of Her zoslo vakia. A charm ing fel low, but weak - de plorably
weak. A tool in the hands of an un scrupu lous woman. Have you any
the ory as to how these let ters came to be re stored to Mr Cade?'

'It's my opin ion,' said Bat tle, 'that if peo ple can't get a thing one
way - they try an other.'

'I don't quite fol low you,' said George.

'This crook, this King Vic tor, he's well aware by now that the
coun cil cham ber is watched. So he'll let us have the let ters, and let us
do the de cod ing, and let us find the hid ing-place. And then - trou ble!
But Lemoine and I be tween us will at tend to that.'

'You've got a plan, eh?'

'I wouldn't go so far as to say I've got a plan. But I've got an idea.
It's a very use ful thing some times, an idea.'

There upon Su per in ten dent Bat tle took his de par ture. He had no
in ten tion of tak ing George any fur ther into his con fi dence.

On the way back, he passed An thony on the road and stopped.
'Go ing to give me a lift back to the house?' asked An thony. 'That's
good.'

'Where have you been, Mr Cade?'

'Down to the sta tion to in quire about trains.'

Bat tle raised his eye brows.

'Think ing of leav ing us again?' he in quired.



'Not just at present,' laughed An thony. 'By the way, what's up set
Isaac stein? He ar rived in the car just as I left, and he looked as
though some thing had given him a nasty jolt.'

'Mr Isaac stein?'

'I can't say, I'm sure. I fancy it would take a good deal to jolt him.'

'So do I,' agreed An thony. 'He's quite one of the strong silent
yel low men of fi nance.'

Sud denly Bat tle leant for ward and touched the chauf feur on the
shoul der.

'Stop, will you? And wait for me here.'

He jumped out of the car, much to An thony's sur prise. But in a
minute or two, the lat ter per ceived M. Lemoine ad vanc ing to meet
the Eng lish de tec tive, and gath ered that it was a sig nal from him
which had at tracted Bat tle's at ten tion.

There was a rapid col lo quy be tween them, and then the
su per in ten dent re turned to the car and jumped in again, bid ding the
chauf feur drive on.

His ex pres sion had com pletely changed.

'They've found the re volver,' he said sud denly and curtly.

'What?'

An thony gazed at him in great sur prise.

'Where?'

'In Isaac stein's suit case.'

'Oh, im pos si ble!'

'Noth ing's im pos si ble,' said Bat tle. 'I ought to have re mem bered
that.'

He sat per fectly still, tap ping his knee with his hand.

'Who found it?'

Bat tle jerked his head over his shoul der.

'Lemoine. Clever chap. They think no end of him at the Sыretй.'



'But doesn't this up set all your ideas?'

'No,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle very slowly. 'I can't say it does. It
was a bit of a sur prise, I ad mit, at first. But it fits in very well with
one idea of mine.'

'Which is?'

But the su per in ten dent branched off on to a to tally dif fer ent
sub ject.

'I won der if you'd mind find ing Mr Ev er sleigh for me. There's a
mes sage for him from Mr Lo max. He's to go over to the Abbey at
once.'

'All right,' said An thony. The car had just drawn up at the great
door. 'He's prob a bly in bed still.'

'I think not,' said the de tec tive. 'If you'll look, you'll see him
walk ing un der the trees there with Mrs Revel.'

'Won der ful eyes you have, haven't you, Bat tle?' said An thony as he
de parted on his er rand.

He de liv ered the mes sage to Bill, who was duly dis gusted. 'Damn it
all,' grum bled Bill to him self, as he strode off to the house, 'why can't
Cod ders some times leave me alone? And why can't these blasted
colo nials stay in their colonies? What do they want to come over here
for, and pick out all the best girls? I'm fed up to the teeth with
ev ery thing.'

'Have you heard about the re volver?' asked Vir ginia breath lessly,
as Bill left them.

'Bat tle told me. Rather stag ger ing, isn't it? Isaac stein was in a
fright ful state yes ter day to get away, but I thought it was just nerves.
He's about the one per son I'd have pitched upon as be ing above
sus pi cion. Can you see any mo tive for his want ing Prince Michael out
of the way?'

'It cer tainly doesn't fit in,' agreed Vir ginia thought fully.

'Noth ing fits in any where,' said An thony dis con tent edly. 'I rather
fan cied my self as an am a teur de tec tive to be gin with, and so far all



I've done is to clear the char ac ter of the gov erness at vast trou ble and
some lit tle ex pense.'

'Is that what you went to France for?' in quired Vir ginia.

'Yes, I went to Di nard and had an in ter view with the Comtesse de
Bre teuil, aw fully pleased with my own clev er ness, and fully ex pect ing
to be told that no such per son as Made moi selle Brun had ever been
heard of. In stead of which I was given to un der stand that the lady in
ques tion had been the main stay of the house hold for the last seven
years. So, un less the Comtesse is also a crook, that in ge nious the ory
of mine falls to the ground.'

Vir ginia shook her head.

'Madame de Bre teuil is quite above sus pi cion. I know her quite
well, and I fancy I must have come across Made moi selle at the
chвteau. I cer tainly knew her face quite well - in that vague way one
does know gov ernesses and com pan ions and peo ple one sits op po site
to in trains. It's aw ful, but I never re ally look at them prop erly. Do
you?'

'Only if they're ex cep tion ally beau ti ful,' ad mit ted An thony.

'Well, in this case -' she broke off. 'What's the mat ter?'

An thony was star ing at a fig ure which de tached it self from the
clump of trees and stood there rigidly at at ten tion. It was the
Her zoslo vakian, Boris.

'Ex cuse me,' said An thony to Vir ginia, 'I must just speak to my dog
a minute.'

He went across to where Boris was stand ing.

'What's the mat ter? What do you want?'

'Mas ter,' said Boris, bow ing.

'Yes, that's all very well, but you mustn't keep fol low ing me about
like this. It looks odd.'

With out a word, Boris pro duced a soiled scrap of pa per, ev i dently
torn from a let ter, and handed it to An thony.

'What's this?' said An thony.



There was an ad dress scrawled on the pa per, noth ing else.

'He dropped it,' said Boris. 'I bring it to the mas ter.'

'Who dropped it?'

'The for eign gen tle man.'

'But why bring it to me?'

Boris looked at him re proach fully.

'Well, any way, go away now,' said An thony. 'I'm busy.'

Boris saluted, turned sharply on his heel, and marched away.
An thony re joined Vir ginia, thrust ing the piece of pa per into his
pocket.

'What did he want?' she asked cu ri ously. 'And why do you call him
your dog?'

'Be cause he acts like one,' said An thony, an swer ing the last
ques tion first. 'He must have been a re triever in his last in car na tion,
I think. He's just brought me a piece of a let ter which he says the
for eign gen tle man dropped. I sup pose he means Lemoine.'

'I sup pose so,' ac qui esced Vir ginia.

'He's al ways fol low ing me round,' con tin ued An thony. 'Just like a
dog. Says next to noth ing. Just looks at me with his big round eyes. I
can't make him out.'

'Per haps he meant Isaac stein,' sug gested Vir ginia. 'Isaac stein looks
for eign enough, heaven knows.'

'Isaac stein,' mut tered An thony im pa tiently. 'Where the devil does
he come in?'

'Are you ever sorry that you've mixed your self up in all this?' asked
Vir ginia sud denly.

'Sorry? Good Lord, no. I love it. I've spent most of my life look ing
for trou ble, you know. Per haps, this time, I've got a lit tle more than I
bar gained for.'

'But you're well out of the wood now,' said Vir ginia, a lit tle
sur prised by the un usual grav ity of his tone.



'Not quite.'

They strolled on for a minute or two in si lence.

'There are some peo ple,' said An thony, break ing the si lence, 'who
don't con form to the sig nals. An or di nary well-reg u lated lo co mo tive
slows down or pulls up when it sees the red light hoisted against it.
Per haps I was born colour-blind. When I see the red sig nal - I can't
help forg ing ahead. And in the end, you know, that spells dis as ter.
Bound to. And quite right re ally. That sort of thing is bad for traf fic
gen er ally.'

He still spoke very se ri ously.

'I sup pose,' said Vir ginia, 'that you have taken a good many risks in
your life?'

'Pretty nearly ev ery one there is - ex cept mar riage.'

'That's rather cyn i cal.'

'It wasn't meant to be. Mar riage, the kind of mar riage I mean,
would be the big gest ad ven ture of the lot.'

'I like that,' said Vir ginia, flush ing ea gerly.

'There's only one kind of woman I'd want to marry - the kind who
is worlds re moved from my type of life. What would we do about it?
Is she to lead my life, or am I to lead hers?'

'If she loved you -'

'Sen ti men tal ity, Mrs Revel. You know it is. Love isn't a drug that
you take to blind you to your sur round ings - you can make it that,
yes, but it's a pity - love can be a lot more than that. What do you
think the King and his beg gar maid thought of mar ried life af ter
they'd been mar ried a year or two? Didn't she re gret her rags and her
bare feet and her care free life? You bet she did. Would it have been
any good his re nounc ing his crown for her sake? Not a bit of good,
ei ther. He'd have made a damned bad beg gar, I'm sure. And no
woman re spects a man when he's do ing a thing thor oughly badly.'

'Have you fallen in love with beg gar maid, Mr Cade?' in quired
Vir ginia softly.

'It's the other way about with me, but the prin ci ple's the same.'



'And there's no way out?' asked Vir ginia.

'There's al ways a way out,' said An thony gloomily. 'I've got a the ory
that one can al ways get any thing one wants if one will pay the price.
And do you know what the price is, nine times out of ten?
Com pro mise. A beastly thing, com pro mise, but it steals upon you as
you near mid dle age. It's steal ing upon me now. To get the woman I
want I'd - I'd even take up reg u lar work.'

Vir ginia laughed.

'I was brought up to a trade, you know,' con tin ued An thony.

'And you aban doned it?'

'Yes.'

'Why?'

'A mat ter of prin ci ple.'

'Oh!'

'You're a very un usual woman,' said An thony sud denly, turn ing
and look ing at her.

'Why?'

'You can re frain from ask ing ques tions.'

'You mean that I haven't asked you what your trade was?'

'Just that.'

Again they walked on in si lence. They were near ing the house now,
pass ing close by the scented sweet ness of the rose gar den.

'You un der stand well enough, I dare say,' said An thony, break ing
the si lence. 'You know when a man's in love with you. I don't sup pose
you care a hang for me - or for any one else but, by God, I'd like to
make you care.'

'Do you think you could?' asked Vir ginia, in a low voice.

'Prob a bly not, but I'd have a damned good try.'

'Are you sorry you ever met me?' she said sud denly.



'Lord, no. It's the red sig nal again. When I first saw you that day in
Pont Street, I knew I was up against some thing that was go ing to
hurt like fun. Your face did that to me - just your face. There's magic
in you from head to foot - some women are like that, but I've never
known a woman who had so much of it as you have. You'll marry
some one re spectable and pros per ous, I sup pose, and I shall re turn to
my dis rep utable life, but I'll kiss you once be fore I go - I swear I will.'

'You can't do it now,' said Vir ginia softly. 'Su per in ten dent Bat tle is
watch ing us out of the li brary win dow.'

An thony looked at her.

'You're rather a devil, Vir ginia,' he said dis pas sion ately. 'But rather
a dear too.'

Then he waved his hand air ily to Su per in ten dent Bat tle.

'Caught any crim i nals this morn ing, Bat tle?'

'Not as yet, Mr Cade.'

'That sound hope ful.'

Bat tle, with an agility sur pris ing in so stolid a man, vaulted out of
the li brary win dow and joined them on the ter race.

'I've got Pro fes sor Wyn wood down here,' he an nounced in a
whis per. 'Just this minute ar rived. He's de cod ing the let ter now.
Would you like to see him at work?'

His tone sug gested that of the show man speak ing of some pet
ex hibit. Re ceiv ing a re ply in the af fir ma tive, he led them up to the
win dow and in vited them to peep in side.

Seated at a ta ble, the let ters spread out in front of him and writ ing
busily on a big sheet of pa per, was a small red-haired man of mid dle
age. He grunted ir ri ta bly to him self as he wrote, and ev ery now and
then rubbed his nose vi o lently un til its hue al most ri valled that of his
hair. Presently he looked up.

'That you, Bat tle? What you want me down here to un ravel this
tom fool ery for? A child in arms could do it. A baby of two could do it
on its head. Call this thing a ci pher? It leaps to the eye, man.'



'I'm glad of that, Pro fes sor,' said Bat tle mildly. 'But we're not all so
clever as you are, you know.'

'It doesn't need clev er ness,' snapped the pro fes sor. 'It's rou tine
work. Do you want the whole bun dle done? It's a long busi ness, you
know - re quires dili gent ap pli ca tion and close at ten tion, and
ab so lutely no in tel li gence. I've done the one dated “Chim neys” which
you said was im por tant. I might as well take the rest back to Lon don
and hand 'em over to one of my as sis tants. I re ally can't af ford the
time my self. I've come away now from a real teaser, and I want to get
back to it.' His eyes glis tened a lit tle.

'Very well, Pro fes sor,' as sented Bat tle. I'm sorry we're such small
fry. I'll ex plain to Mr Lo max. It's just this one let ter that all the hurry
is about. Lord Cater ham is ex pect ing you to stay for lunch, I be lieve.'

'Never have lunch,' said the pro fes sor. 'Bad habit, lunch. A ba nana
and a wa ter bis cuit is all any sane and healthy man should need in
the mid dle of the day.'

He seized his over coat, which lay across the back of a chair. Bat tle
went round to the front of the house, and a few min utes later
An thony and Vir ginia heard the sound of a car driv ing away.

Bat tle re joined them, car ry ing in his hand the half-sheet of pa per
which the Pro fes sor had given him.

'He's al ways like that,' said Bat tle, re fer ring to the de parted
pro fes sor. 'In the very deuce of a hurry. Clever man, though. Well,
here's the ker nel of Her Majesty's let ter. Care to have a look at it?'

Vir ginia stretched out a hand, and An thony read it over her
shoul der. It had been, he re mem bered, a long epis tle, breath ing
min gled pas sion and de spair. The ge nius of Pro fes sor Wyn wood had
trans formed it into an es sen tially busi ness-like com mu ni ca tion.

Op er a tions car ried out suc cess fully, but S. dou ble-crossed us. Has
re moved stone from hid ing-place. Not in his room. I have searched.
Found fol low ing mem o ran dum which I think refers to it: “Rich mond
Seven Straight Eight Left Three Right.”

'S.?' said An thony. 'Stylp titch, of course. Cun ning old dog. He
changed the hid ing-place.'



'Rich mond,' said Vir ginia thought fully. 'Is the di a mond con cealed
some where at Rich mond, I won der?'

'It's a favourite spot for roy al ties,' agreed An thony.

Bat tle shook his head.

'I still think it's a ref er ence to some thing in this house.'

'I know,' cried Vir ginia sud denly.

Both men turned to look at her.

'The Hol bein por trait in the coun cil cham ber. They were tap ping
on the wall just be low it. And it's a por trait of the Earl of Rich mond!'

'You've got it,' said Bat tle, and slapped his leg. He spoke with an
an i ma tion quite un wonted. 'That's the start ing-point, the pic ture,
and the crooks know no more than we do what the fig ures re fer to.
Those two men in ar mour stand di rectly un der neath the pic ture, and
their first idea was that the di a mond was hid den in one of them. The
mea sure ments might have been inches. That failed, and their next
idea was a se cret pas sage or stair way, or a slid ing panel. Do you
know of any such thing, Mrs Revel?'

Vir ginia shook her head.

'There's a priest's hole, and at least one se cret pas sage, I know,' she
said. 'I be lieve I've been shown them once, but I can't re mem ber
much about them now. Here's Bun dle, she'll know.'

Bun dle was com ing quickly along the ter race to wards them. 'I'm
tak ing the car up to town af ter lunch,' she re marked. 'Any one want a
lift? Wouldn't you like to come, Mr Cade? We'll be back by
din ner time.'

'No, thanks,' said An thony. 'I'm quite happy and busy down here.'

'The man fears me,' said Bun dle. 'Ei ther my driv ing or my fa tal
fas ci na tion! Which is it?'

'The lat ter,' said An thony. 'Ev ery time.'

'Bun dle, dear,' said Vir ginia, 'is there any se cret pas sage lead ing
out of the coun cil cham ber?'



'Rather. But it's only a mouldy one. Sup posed to lead from
Chim neys to Wyvern Abbey. So it did in the old, old days, but it's all
blocked up now. You can only get along it for about a hun dred yards
from this end. The one up stairs in the White Gallery is ever so much
more amus ing, and the priest's hole isn't half bad.'

'We're not re gard ing them from an artis tic stand point,' ex plained
Vir ginia. 'It's busi ness. How do you get into the coun cil cham ber
one?'

'Hinged panel. I'll show it you af ter lunch if you like.'

'Thank you,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle. 'Shall we say at 2.30?'

Bun dle looked at him with lifted eye brows.

'Crook stuff?' she in quired.

Tred well ap peared on the ter race.

'Lun cheon is served, my lady,' he an nounced.
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T 2.30 A LIT TLE PARTY met to gether in the coun cil cham ber:
Bun dle, Vir ginia, Su per in ten dent Bat tle, M. Lemoine and
An thony Cade.

'No good wait ing un til we can get hold of Mr Lo max,' said Bat tle.
'This is the kind of busi ness one wants to get on with quickly.'

'If you've got any idea that Prince Michael was mur dered by
some one who got in this way, you're wrong,' said Bun dle. 'It can't be
done. The other end's blocked com pletely.'

'There is no ques tion of that, mi lady,' said Lemoine quickly. 'It is
quite a dif fer ent search that we make.'

'Look ing for some thing, are you?' asked Bun dle quickly. 'Not for
the his toric what-not, by any chance?'

Lemoine looked puz zled.

'Ex plain your self, Bun dle,' said Vir ginia en cour ag ingly. 'You can
when you try.'

'The thingum my bob,' said Bun dle. 'The his toric di a mond of pur ple
princes that was pinched in the dark ages be fore I grew to years of
dis cre tion.'

'Who told you this, Lady Eileen?' asked Bat tle.

'I've al ways known. One of the foot men told me when I was twelve
years old.'

'A foot man,' said Bat tle. 'Lord! I'd like Mr Lo max to have heard
that!'

'Is it one of George's closely guarded se crets?' asked Bun dle. 'How
per fectly scream ing! I never re ally thought it was true. George al ways
was an ass - he must know that ser vants know ev ery thing.'



She went across to the Hol bein por trait, touched a spring
con cealed some where at the side of it, and im me di ately, with a
creak ing noise, a sec tion of the pan elling swung in wards, re veal ing a
dark open ing.

'En trez, messieurs et mes dames,' said Bun dle dra mat i cally. 'Walk
up, walk up, walk up, dearies. Best show of the sea son, and only a
ten ner.'

Both Lemoine and Bat tle were pro vided with torches. They en tered
the dark aper ture first, the oth ers close on their heels.

'Air's nice and fresh,' re marked Bat tle. 'Must be ven ti lated
some how.'

He walked on ahead. The floor was rough un even stone, but the
walls were bricked. As Bun dle had said, the pas sage ex tended for a
bare hun dred yards. Then it came to an abrupt end with a fallen heap
of ma sonry. Bat tle sat is fied him self that there was no way of egress
be yond, and then spoke over his shoul der.

'We'll go back, if you please. I wanted just to spy out the land, so to
speak.'

In a few min utes they were back again at the pan elled en trance.

'We'll start from here,' said Bat tle. 'Seven straight, eight left, three
right. Take the first as paces.'

He paced seven steps care fully, and bend ing down ex am ined the
ground.

'About right, I should fancy. At one time or an other, there's been a
chalk mark made here. Now then, eight left. That's not paces, the
pas sage is only wide enough to go In dian file, any way.'

'Say it in bricks,' sug gested An thony.

'Quite right, Mr Cade. Eight bricks from the bot tom or the top on
the left-hand side. Try from the bot tom first - it's eas ier.'

He counted up eight bricks.

'Now three to the right of that. One, two, three - Hullo - Hullo,
what's this?'



'I shall scream in a minute,' said Bun dle, 'I know I shall What is it?'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle was work ing at the brick with the point of
his knife. His prac tised eye had quickly seen that this par tic u lar brick
was dif fer ent from the rest. A minute or two's work, and he was able
to pull it right out. Be hind was a small dark cav ity. Bat tle thrust in
his hand.

Ev ery one waited in breath less ex pectancy.

Bat tle drew out his hand again.

He ut tered an ex cla ma tion of sur prise and anger.

The oth ers crowded round and stared un com pre hend ingly at the
three ar ti cles he held. For a mo ment it seemed as though their eyes
must have de ceived them.

A card of small pearl but tons, a square of coarse knit ting, and a
piece of pa per on which were in scribed a row of cap i tal E's!

'Well,' said Bat tle. 'I'm - I'm dan ged. What's the mean ing of this?'

'Mon Dieu,' mut tered the French man. 'This is a lit tle too much.'

'But what does it mean?' cried Vir ginia, be wil dered.

'Mean?' said An thony. 'There's only one thing it can mean. The late
Count Stylp titch must have had a sense of hu mour! This is an
ex am ple of that hu mor. I may say that I don't con sider it par tic u larly
funny my self.'

'Do you mind ex plain ing your mean ing a lit tle more clearly, sir?'
said the Su per in ten dent Bat tle.

'Cer tainly. This was the Count's lit tle joke. He must have sus pected
that his mem o ran dum had been read. When the crooks came to
re cover the jewel, they were to find in stead this ex tremely clever
co nun drum. It's the sort of thing you pin on to your self at Book Teas,
when peo ple have to guess what you are.'

'It has a mean ing, then?'

'I should say, un doubt edly. If the Count had meant to be merely
of fen sive, he would have put a plac ard with “Sold” on it, or a pic ture
of a don key or some thing crude like that.'



'A bit of knit ting, some cap i tal E's, and a lot of but tons,' mut tered
Bat tle dis con tent edly.

'It is un heard of,' said Lemoine an grily.

'Ci pher No 2,' said An thony. 'I won der whether Pro fes sor
Wyn wood would be any good at this one?'

'When was this pas sage last used, mi lady?' asked the French man
of Bun dle.

Bun dle re flected.

'I don't be lieve any one's been into it for over two years. The priest's
hole is the show ex hibit for Amer i cans and tourists gen er ally.'

'Cu ri ous,' mur mured the French man.

'Why cu ri ous?'

Lemoine stooped and picked up a small ob ject from the floor.

'Be cause of this,' he said. 'This match has not lain here for two
years - not even two days.'

Bat tle looked at the match cu ri ously. It was of pink wood, with a
yel low head. 'Any of you ladies or gen tle men drop this, by any
chance?' he asked.

He re ceived a neg a tive all round.

'Well, then,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle, 'we've seen all there is to
see. We might as well get out of here.'

The pro posal was as sented to by all. The panel had swung to, but
Bun dle showed them how it was fas tened from the in side. She
un latched it, swung it noise lessly open, and sprang through the
open ing, alight ing in the coun cil cham ber with a re sound ing thud.

'Damn!' said Lord Cater ham, spring ing up from an arm chair in
which he ap peared to have been tak ing forty winks.

'Poor old Fa ther,' said Bun dle. 'Did I star tle you?'

'I can't think,' said Lord Cater ham, 'why no body nowa days ever
sits still af ter a meal. It's a lost art. God knows Chim neys is big
enough but even here there doesn't seem to be a sin gle room where I
can be sure of a lit tle peace. Good Lord, how many of you are there?



Re minds me of the pan tomimes I used to go to as a boy when hordes
of demons used to pop up out of trap doors.'

'De mon No 7,' said Vir ginia, ap proach ing him, and pat ting him on
the head. 'Don't be cross. We're just ex plor ing se cret pas sages, that's
all.'

'There seems to be a pos i tive boom in se cret pas sages to day,'
grum bled Lord Cater ham, not yet com pletely mol li fied. 'I've had to
show that fel low Fish round them all this morn ing.'

'When was that?' asked Bat tle quickly.

'Just be fore lunch. It seems he'd heard of the one in here. I showed
him that, and then took him up to the White Gallery, and we fin ished
up with the priest's hole. But his en thu si asm was wan ing by that
time. He looked bored to death. But I made him go through with it.'
Lord Cater ham chuck led at the re mem brance.

An thony put a hand on Lemoine's arm.

'Come out side,' he said softly. 'I want to speak to you.'

The two men went out to gether through the win dow. When they
had gone a suf fi cient dis tance from the house, An thony drew from
his pocket the scrap of pa per that Boris had given him that morn ing.

'Look here,' he said. 'Did you drop this?'

Lemoine took it and ex am ined it with some in ter est.

'No,' he said. 'I have never seen it be fore. Why?'

'Quite sure?'

'Ab so lutely sure, mon sieur.'

'That's very odd.'

He re peated to Lemoine what Boris had said. The other lis tened
with close at ten tion.

'No, I did not drop it. You say he found it in that clump of trees?'

'Well, I as sumed so, but he did not ac tu ally say so.'

'It is just pos si ble that it might have flut tered out of M. Isaac stein's
suit case. Ques tion Boris again.' He handed the pa per back to



An thony. Af ter a minute or two he said: 'What ex actly do you know
of this man Boris?'

An thony shrugged his shoul ders.

'I un der stood he was the late Prince Michael's trusted ser vant.'

'It may be so, but make it your busi ness to find out. Ask some one
who knows, such as the Baron Lolo pretjzyl. Per haps this man was
en gaged but a few weeks ago. For my self, I have be lieved him hon est.
But who knows? King Vic tor is quite ca pa ble of mak ing him self into a
trusted ser vant at a mo ment's no tice.'

'Do you re ally think -'

Lemoine in ter rupted him.

'I will be quite frank. With me, King Vic tor is an ob ses sion. I see
him ev ery where. At this mo ment even I ask my self - this man who is
talk ing to me, M. Cade, is he, per haps, King Vic tor?'

'Good Lord,' said An thony, 'you have got it badly.'

'What do I care for the di a mond? For the dis cov ery of the
mur derer of Prince Michael? I leave those af fairs to my col league of
Scot land Yard whose busi ness it is. Me, I run in Eng land for one
pur pose, and one pur pose only, to cap ture King Vic tor and cap ture
him red-handed. Noth ing else mat ters.'

'Think you'll do it?' asked An thony, light ing a cig a rette.

'How should I know?' said Lemoine, with sud den de spon dency.

'Hm!' said An thony.

They had re gained the ter race. Su per in ten dent Bat tle was stand ing
near the french win dow in a wooden at ti tude.

'Look at poor old Bat tle,' said An thony. 'Let's go and cheer him up.'
He paused a minute, and said, 'You know, you're an odd fish in some
ways, M. Lemoine.'

'In what ways, M. Cade?'

'Well,' said An thony, 'in your place, I should have been in clined to
note down that ad dress that I showed you. It may be of no



im por tance - quite con ceiv ably. On the other hand, it might be very
im por tant in deed.'

Lemoine looked at him for a minute or two steadily. Then, with a
slight smile, he drew back the cuff of his left coat-sleeve. Pen cilled on
the white shirt-cuff be neath were the words 'Hurst mere, Lan gly
Road, Dover'.

'I apol o gize,' said An thony. 'And I re tire worsted.'

He joined Su per in ten dent Bat tle.

'You look very pen sive, Bat tle,' he re marked.

'I've got a lot to think about, Mr Cade.'

'Yes, I ex pect you have.'

'Things aren't dove tail ing. They're not dove tail ing at all.'

'Very try ing,' sym pa thized An thony. 'Never mind, Bat tle, if the
worst comes to the worst, you can al ways ar rest me. You've got my
guilty foot prints to fall back upon, re mem ber.'

But the su per in ten dent did not smile.

'Got any en e mies here that you know of, Mr Cade?' he asked.

'I've an idea that the third foot man doesn't like me,' replied
An thony lightly. 'He does his best to for get to hand me the choic est
veg eta bles. Why?'

'I've been get ting anony mous let ters,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle.
Or rather an anony mous let ter, I should say.'

'About me?'

With out an swer Bat tle took a folded sheet of cheap note-pa per
from his pocket, and handed it to An thony. Scrawled on it in an
il lit er ate hand writ ing were the words:

Look out for Mr Cade. He isn't wot he seems.

An thony handed it back with a light laugh.

'That all? Cheer up, Bat tle. I'm re ally a king in dis guise, you know.'

He went into the house, whistling lightly as he walked along. But
as he en tered his bed room and shut the door be hind him, his face



changed. It grew set and stern. He sat down on the edge of the bed
and stared mood ily at the floor.

'Things are get ting se ri ous,' said An thony to him self. 'Some thing
must be done about it. It's all damned awk ward.'

He sat there for a minute or two, then strolled to the win dow. For a
mo ment or two he stood look ing out aim lessly and then his eyes
be came sud denly fo cused on a cer tain spot, and his face light ened.

'Of course,' he said. 'The rose gar den! That's it! The rose gar den.'

He hur ried down stairs again and out into the gar den by a side
door. He ap proached the rose gar den by a cir cuitous route. It had a
lit tle gate at ei ther end. He en tered by the far one, and walked up to
the sun dial which was on a raised hillock in the ex act cen tre of the
gar den.

Just as An thony reached it, he stopped dead and stared at an other
oc cu pant of the rose gar den who seemed equally sur prised to see
him.

'I didn't know that you were in ter ested in roses, Mr Fish,' said
An thony gen tly.

'Sir,' said Mr Fish, 'I am con sid er ably in ter ested in roses.'

They looked at each other war ily, as an tag o nists seek to mea sure
their op po nents' strength.

'So am I,' said An thony.

'Is that so?'

'In fact, I dote upon roses,' said An thony air ily.

A very slight smile hov ered upon Mr Fish's lips, and at the same
time An thony also smiled. The ten sion seemed to re lax.

'Look at this beauty now,' said Mr Fish, stoop ing to point out a
par tic u larly fine bloom. 'Madame Abel Chate nay, I pre soom it to be.
Yes, I am right. This white rose, be fore the war, was known as Frau
Carl Drusky. They have, I be lieve, re named it. Over-sen si tive,
per haps, but truly pa tri otic. The La France is al ways pop u lar. Do you
care for red roses at all, Mr Cade? A bright scar let rose now -'



Mr Fish's slow, drawl ing voice, was in ter rupted. Bun dle was
lean ing out of a first-floor win dow.

'Care for a spin to town, Mr Fish? I'm just off.'

'Thank you, Lady Eileen, but I am vurry happy here.'

'Sure you won't change your mind, Mr Cade?

An thony laughed and shook his head. Bun dle dis ap peared.

'Sleep is more in my line,' said An thony, with a wide yawn. 'A good
af ter-lun cheon nap!' He took out a cig a rette. 'You haven't got a
match, have you?'

Mr Fish handed him a match box. An thony helped him self, and
handed back the box with a word of thanks.

'Roses,' said An thony, 'are all very well. But I don't feel par tic u larly
hor ti cul tural this af ter noon.'

With a dis arm ing smile, he nod ded cheer fully.

A thun der ing noise sounded from just out side the house.

'Pretty pow er ful en gine she's got in that car of hers,' re marked
An thony. 'There, off she goes.'

They had a view of the car speed ing down the long drive. An thony
yawned again, and strolled to wards the house. He passed in through
the door. Once in side, he seemed as though changed to quick sil ver.
He raced across the hall, out through one of the win dows on the
far ther side, and across the park. Bun dle, he knew, had to make a big
de tour by the lodge gates, and through the vil lage.

He ran des per ately. It was a race against time. He reached the park
wall just as he heard the car out side. He swung him self up and
dropped into the road.

'Hi!' cried An thony.

In her as ton ish ment, Bun dle swerved half across the road. She
man aged to pull up with out ac ci dent. An thony ran af ter the car,
opened the door, and jumped in be side Bun dle.

'I'm com ing to Lon don with you,' he said. 'I meant to all along.'



'Ex tra or di nary per son,' said Bun dle. 'What's that you've got in your
hand?'

'Only a match,' said An thony.

He re garded it thought fully. It was pink, with a yel low head. He
threw away his un lighted cig a rette, and put the match care fully into
his pocket.
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OU DON'T MIND, I sup pose,' said Bun dle af ter a minute or two, 'if I
drive rather fast? I started later than I meant to do.'

It had seemed to An thony that they were pro ceed ing at a ter rific
speed al ready, but he soon saw that that was noth ing com pared to
what Bun dle could get out of the car if she tried.

'Some peo ple,' said Bun dle, as she slowed down mo men tar ily to
pass through a vil lage, 'are ter ri fied of my driv ing. Poor old Fa ther,
for in stance. Noth ing would in duce him to come up with me in this
old bus.'

Pri vately, An thony thought Lord Cater ham. was en tirely jus ti fied.
Driv ing with Bun dle was not a sport to be in dulged in by ner vous,
mid dle-aged gen tle men.

'But you don't seem ner vous a bit,' con tin ued Bun dle ap prov ingly,
as she swept round a cor ner on two wheels.

'I'm in pretty good train ing, you see,' ex plained An thony gravely.
'Also,' headed, as an af ter thought, 'I'm rather in a hurry my self.'

'Shall I speed her up a bit more?' asked Bun dle kindly.

'Good Lord, no,' said An thony hastily. 'We're av er ag ing about fifty
as it is.'

'I'm burn ing with cu rios ity to know the rea son for this sud den
de par ture,' said Bun dle, af ter ex e cut ing a fan fare upon the klaxon
which must tem po rar ily have deaf ened the neigh bour hood. 'But I
sup pose I mustn't ask? You're not es cap ing from jus tice, are you?'

'I'm not quite sure,' said An thony. 'I shall know soon.'

'That Scot land Yard man isn't as much of a rab bit as I thought,'
said Bun dle thought fully.

'Bat tle's a good man,' agreed An thony.



'You ought to have been in diplo macy,' re marked Bun dle. 'You
don't part with much in for ma tion, do you?

'I was un der the im pres sion that I bab bled.'

'Oh, boy! You're not elop ing with Made moi selle Brun, by any
chance?'

'Not guilty!' said An thony with fer vour.

There was a pause of some min utes dur ing which Bun dle caught
up and passed three other cars. Then she asked sud denly: 'How long
have you known Vir ginia?'

'That's a dif fi cult ques tion to an swer,' said An thony, with per fect
truth. 'I haven't ac tu ally met her very of ten, and yet I seem to have
known her a long time.'

Bun dle nod ded.

'Vir ginia's got brains,' she re marked abruptly. 'She's al ways talk ing
non sense, but she's got brains all right. She was fright fully good out
in Her zoslo vakia, I be lieve. If Tim Revel had lived he'd have had a
fine ca reer - and mostly ow ing to Vir ginia. She worked for him tooth
and nail. She did ev ery thing in the world she could for him - and I
know why, too.'

'Be cause she cared for him?' An thony sat look ing very straight
ahead of him.

'No, be cause she didn't. Don't you see? She didn't love him - she
never loved him, and so she did ev ery thing on earth she could to
make up. That's Vir ginia all over. But don't you make any mis take
about it. Vir ginia was never in love with Tim Revel.'

'You seem very pos i tive,' said An thony, turn ing to look at her.

Bun dle's lit tle hands were clenched on the steer ing wheel, and her
chin was stuck out in a de ter mined man ner.

'I know a thing or two. I was only a kid at the time of her mar riage,
but I heard one or two things, and know ing Vir ginia I can put them
to gether eas ily enough. Tim Revel was bowled over by Vir ginia - he
was Irish, you know, and most at trac tive, with a ge nius for
ex press ing him self well. Vir ginia was quite young - eigh teen. She



couldn't go any where with out see ing Tim in a state of pic turesque
mis ery, vow ing he'd shoot him self or take to drink if she didn't marry
him. Girls be lieve these things - or used to - we've ad vanced a lot in
the last eight years. Vir ginia was car ried away by the feel ing she
thought she'd in spired. She mar ried him - and she was an an gel to
him al ways. She wouldn't have been half as much of an an gel if she'd
loved him. There's a lot of the devil in Vir ginia. But I can tell you one
thing - she en joys her free dom. And any one will have a hard time
per suad ing her to give it up.'

'I won der why you tell me all this?' said An thony slowly.

'It's in ter est ing to know about peo ple, isn't it? Some peo ple, that
is.'

'I've wanted to know,' he ac knowl edged.

'And you'd never have heard from Vir ginia. But you can trust me
for an in side tip from the sta bles. Vir ginia's a dar ling. Even women
like her be cause she isn't a bit of a cat. And any way,' Bun dle ended,
some what ob scurely, 'one must be a sport, mustn't one?'

'Oh, cer tainly,' An thony agreed. But he was still puz zled. He had
no idea what had prompted Bun dle to give him so much in for ma tion
unasked. That he was glad of it, he did not deny.

'Here are the trams,' said Bun dle, with a sigh. 'Now, I sup pose, I
shall have to drive care fully.'

'It might be as well,' agreed An thony.

His ideas and Bun dle's on the sub ject of care ful driv ing hardly
co in cided. Leav ing in dig nant sub urbs be hind them they fi nally
emerged into Ox ford Street.

'Not bad go ing, eh?' said Bun dle, glanc ing at her wrist watch.

An thony as sented fer vently.

'Where do you want to be dropped?'

'Any where. Which way are you go ing?'

'Knights bridge way.'

'All right, drop me at Hyde Park Cor ner.'



'Good bye,' said Bun dle, as she drew up at the place in di cated.
'What about the re turn jour ney?'

'I'll find my own way back, thanks very much.'

'I have scared him,' re marked Bun dle.

'I shouldn't rec om mend driv ing with you as a tonic for ner vous old
ladies, but per son ally I've en joyed it. The last time I was in equal
dan ger was when I was charged by a herd of wild ele phants.'

'I think you're ex tremely rode,' re marked Bun dle. 'we've not even
had one bump to day.'

'I'm sorry if you've been hold ing your self in on my ac count,'
re torted An thony.

'I don't think men are re ally very brave,' said Bun dle.

'That's a nasty one,' said An thony. 'I re tire, hu mil i ated.'

Bun dle nod ded and drove on. An thony hailed a pass ing taxi.
'Vic to ria Sta tion,' he said to the driver as he got in. When he got to
Vic to ria he paid off the taxi and in quired for the next train to Dover.
Un for tu nately he had just missed one. Re sign ing him self to a wait of
some thing over an hour, An thony paced up and down, his brows
knit. Once or twice he shook his head im pa tiently.

The jour ney to Dover was un event ful. Ar rived there, An thony
passed quickly out of the sta tion, and then, as though sud denly
re mem ber ing, he turned back again. There was a slight smile on his
lips as he asked to be di rected to Hurst mere, Lan gly Road.

The road in ques tion was a long me, lead ing right of of the town.
Ac cord ing to the porter's in struc tions, Hurst mere was the last house.
An thony trudged along steadily. The lit tle pucker had reap peared
be tween his eyes. Nev er the less there was a new ela tion in his
man ner, as al ways when dan ger was near at hand.

Hurst mere was, as the porter had said, the last house in Lan gly
Road. It stood well back, en closed in its own grounds, which were
ragged and over grown. The place, An thony judged, must have been
empty for many years. A large iron gate swung rustily on its hinges,
and the name on the gatepost was half oblit er ated.



'A lonely spot,' mut tered An thony to him self, 'and a good one to
choose.'

He hes i tated a minute or two, glanced quickly up and down the
road - which was quite de serted - and then slipped qui etly past the
creak ing gate into the over grown drive. He walked up it a lit tle way,
and then stood lis ten ing. He was still some dis tance from the house.
Not a sound could be heard any where. Some fast-yel low ing leaves
de tached them selves from one of the trees over head and fell with a
soft rustling sound that was al most sin is ter in the still ness. An thony
started; then smiled. 'Nerves,' he mur mured to him self. 'Never knew
I had such things be fore.'

He went on up the drive. Presently, as the drive curved, he slipped
into the shrub bery and so con tin ued his way un seen from the house.
Sud denly he stood still, peer ing out through the leaves. Some
dis tance away a dog was bark ing, but it was a sound nearer at hand
that had at tracted An thony's at ten tion. His keen hear ing had not
been mis taken. A man came rapidly round the cor ner of the house, a
short square, thick set man, for eign in ap pear ance. He did not pause
but walked steadily on, cir cling the house and dis ap pear ing again.

An thony nod ded to him self.

'Sen try,' he mur mured. 'They do the thing quite well.'

As soon as he had passed, An thony went on, di verg ing to the left,
and so fol low ing in the foot steps of the sen try. His own foot steps
were quite noise less.

The wall of the house was on his right, and presently he came to
where a broad blur of light fell on the grav elled walk. The sound of
sev eral men talk ing to gether was clearly au di ble.

'My God! what dou ble-dyed id iots,' mur mured An thony to him self.
'It would serve them right to be given a fright.'

He stole up to the win dow, stoop ing a lit tle so that he should not
be seen. Presently he lifted his head very care fully to the level of the
sill and looked in.

Half a dozen men were sprawl ing round a ta ble. Four of them were
big thick-set men, with high cheek bones, and eyes set in Mag yar
slant ing fash ion. The other two were rat-like lit tle men with quick



ges tures. The lan guage that was be ing spo ken was French, but the
four big men spoke it with un cer tainty and a hoarse gut tural
in to na tion.

'The boss?' growled one of these. 'When will he be here?'

One of the smaller men shrugged his shoul ders.

'Any time now.'

'About time, too,' growled the first man. 'I have never seen him,
this boss of yours, but, oh, what great and glo ri ous work might we
not have ac com plished in these days of idle wait ing!'

'Fool,' said the other lit tle man bit ingly. 'Get ting nabbed by the
po lice is all the great and glo ri ous work you and your pre cious lot
would have been likely to ac com plish. A lot of blun der ing go ril las.'

'Aha!' roared an other big thick-set fel low. 'You in sult the
Com rades? I will soon set the sign of the Red Hand round your
throat.'

He half rose, glar ing fe ro ciously at the French man, but one of his
com pan ions pulled him back again.

'No quar relling,' he grunted 'We're to work to gether. From all I
heard, this King Vic tor doesn't stand for be ing dis obeyed.'

In the dark ness, An thony heard the foot steps of the sen try com ing
his round again, and he drew back be hind a bush.

'Who's that?' said one of the men in side.

'Carlo - go ing his rounds.'

'Oh! What about the pris oner?'

'He's all right - com ing round pretty fast now. He's re cov ered well
from the crack on the head we gave him.'

An thony moved gen tly away.

'God! what a lot,' he mut tered. 'They dis cuss their af fairs with an
open win dow, and that fool Carlo goes his round with the tread of an
ele phant - and the eyes of a bat. And to crown all, the
Her zoslo vakians and the French are on the point of com ing to blows.
King Vic tor's head quar ters seem to be in a par lous con di tion. It



would amuse me, it would amuse me very much, to teach them a
les son.'

He stood ir res o lute for a minute, smil ing to him self. From
some where above his head came a sti fled groan.

An thony looked up. The groan came again.

An thony glanced quickly from left to fight. Carlo was not due
round just again yet. He grasped the heavy Vir ginia creeper and
climbed nim bly till he reached the sill of a win dow. The win dow was
shut, but with a tool from his pocket he soon suc ceeded in forc ing up
the catch.

He paused a minute to lis ten, then sprang lightly in side the room.
There was a bed in the far cor ner and on that bed a man was ly ing,
his fig ure barely dis cernible in the gloom. An thony went over to the
bed, and flashed his pocket torch on the man's face. It was a for eign
face, pale and ema ci ated, and the head was swathed in heavy
ban dages. The man was bound hand and foot. He stared up at
An thony like one dazed. An thony bent over him, and as he did so he
heard a sound be hind him and swung round, his hand trav el ling to
his coat pocket.

But a sharp com mand ar rested him.

'Hands up, sonny. You didn't ex pect to see me here, but I
hap pened to catch the same train as you at Vic to ria.'

It was Mr Hi ram Fish who was stand ing in the door way. He was
smil ing and in his hand was a big blue au to matic.
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ORD CATER HAM, Vir ginia and Bun dle were sit ting in the li brary
af ter din ner. It was Tues day evening. Some thirty hours had
elapsed since An thony's rather dra matic de par ture. For at

least the sev enth time Bun dle re peated An thony's part ing words, as
spo ken at Hyde Park Cor ner.

'I'll find my own way back,' echoed Vir ginia thought fully. 'That
doesn't look as though he ex pected to be away as long as this. And
he's left all his things here.'

'He didn't tell you where he was go ing?'

'No,' said Vir ginia, look ing straight in front of her. 'He told me
noth ing.'

Af ter this, there was a si lence for a minute or two. Lord Cater ham
was the first to break it.

'On the whole,' he said, 'keep ing an ho tel has some ad van tages
over keep ing a coun try house.'

'Mean ing -?'

'That lit tle no tice they al ways hang up in your room. Vis i tors
in tend ing de par ture must give no tice be fore twelve o'clock.'

Vir ginia smiled.

'I dare say,' he con tin ued, 'that I am old-fash ioned and
un rea son able. It's the fash ion, I know, to pop in and out of a house.
Same idea as an ho tel - per fect free dom of ac tion, and no bill at the
end!'

'You are an old grouser,' said Bun dle. 'You've got Vir ginia and me.
What more do you want?'

'Noth ing more, noth ing more,' Lord Cater ham as sured them
hastily. 'That's not it at all. It's the prin ci ple of the thing. It gives one



such a rest less feel ing. I'm quite will ing to ad mit that it's been an
al most ideal twenty-four hours. Peace - per fect peace. No bur glar ies
or other crimes of vi o lence, no de tec tives, no Amer i cans. What I
com plain of is that I should have en joyed it all so much more if I'd
felt re ally se cure. As it is, all the time, I've been say ing to my self,
“One or other of them is bound to turn up in a minute.” And that
spoilt the whole thing.'

'Well, no body has turned up,' said Bun dle. 'We've been left
se verely alone - ne glected, in fact. It's odd the way Fish dis ap peared.
Didn't he say any thing?'

'Not a word. Last time I saw him he was pac ing up and down the
rose gar den yes ter day af ter noon, smok ing one of those un pleas ant
cigars of his. Af ter that he seems to have just melted into the
land scape.'

'Some body must have kid napped him,' said Bun dle hope fully.

'In an other day or two, I ex pect we shall have Scot land Yard
drag ging the lake to find his dead body,' said her fa ther gloomily. 'It
serves me right. At my time of life, I ought to have gone qui etly
abroad and taken care of my health, and not al lowed my self to be
drawn into George Lo max's wild cat schemes. I -'

He was in ter rupted by Tred well.

'Well,' said Lord Cater ham, ir ri ta bly, 'what is it?'

'The French de tec tive is here, my lord, and would be glad if you
could spare him a few min utes.'

What did I tell you?' aid Lord Cater ham. 'I knew it was too good to
last. De pend upon it, they've found Fish's dead body dou bled up in
the gold fish pond.'

Tred well, in a strictly re spect ful man ner, steered him back to the
point at is sue.

'Am I to say that you will see him, my lord?'

'Yes, yes. Bring him in here.'

Tred well de parted. He re turned a minute or two later an nounc ing
in a lugubri ous voice: 'Mon sieur Lemoine.'



The French man came in with a quick, light step. His walk, more
than his face, be trayed the fact that he was ex cited about some thing.

'Good evening, Lemoine,' said Lord Cater ham. 'Have a drink, won't
you?'

'I thank you, no.' He bowed punc til iously to the ladies. 'At last I
make progress. As things are, I felt that you should be ac quainted
with the dis cov er ies - the very grave dis cov er ies that I have made in
the course of the last twenty-four hours.'

'I thought there must be some thing im por tant go ing on
some where,' said Lord Cater ham.

'My lord, yes ter day af ter noon one of your guests left this house in a
cu ri ous man ner. From the be gin ning, I must tell you, I have had my
sus pi cions. Here is a man who comes from the wilds. Two months
ago he was in South Africa. Be fore that - where?'

Vir ginia drew a sharp breath. For a mo ment the French man's eyes
rested on her doubt fully. Then he went on:

'Be fore that - where? None can say. And he is just such a one as the
man I am look ing for - gay, au da cious, reck less, one who would dare
any thing. I send ca ble af ter ca ble, but I can get no word as to his past
life. Ten years ago he was in Canada, yes, but since then - si lence. My
sus pi cions grow stronger. Then I pick up one day a scrap of pa per
where he has lately passed along. It bears an ad dress - the ad dress of
a house in Dover. Later, as though by chance, I drop that same piece
of pa per. Out of the tail of my eye, I see this Boris, the
Her zoslo vakian, pick it up and take it to his mas ter. All along I have
been sure that this Boris is an emis sary of the Com rades of the Red
Hand. We know that the Com rades are work ing in with King Vic tor
over this af fair. If Boris rec og nized his chief in Mr An thony Cade,
would he not do just what he has done trans ferred his al le giance?
Why should he at tach him self oth er wise to an in signif i cant stranger?
It was sus pi cious, I tell you, very sus pi cious.

'But al most I am dis armed, for An thony Cade brings this same
pa per to me at once and asks me if I have dropped it. As I say, al most
I am dis armed - but not quite! For it may mean that he is in no cent,
or it may mean that he is very, very clever. I deny, of course, that it is
mine or that I dropped it. But in the mean time I have set in quiries on



foot. Only to day I have news. The house at Dover has been
pre cip i tately aban doned, but up till yes ter day af ter noon it was
oc cu pied by a body of for eign ers. Not a doubt but that it was King
Vic tor's head quar ters. Now see the sig nif i cance of these points.
Yes ter day af ter noon, Mr Cade clears out from here pre cip i tately.
Ever since he dropped that pa per, he must know that the game is up.
He reaches Dover and im me di ately the gang is dis banded. What the
next move will be, I do not know. What is quite cer tain is that Mr
An thony Cade will not re turn here. But know ing King Vic tor, as I do,
I am cer tain that he will not aban don the game with out hav ing one
more try for the jewel. And that is when I shall get him!'

Vir ginia stood up sud denly. She walked across to the man tel piece
and spoke in a voice that rang cold like steel.

'You are leav ing one thing out of ac count, I think, M. Lemoine,' she
said. 'Mr Cade is not the only guest who dis ap peared yes ter day in a
sus pi cious man ner.'

'You mean, madame -?'

'That all you have said ap plies equally well to an other per son.
What about Mr Hi ram Fish?'

'Oh, Mr Fish!'

'Yes, Mr Fish. Did you not tell us that first night that King Vic tor
had lately come to Eng land from Amer ica? So has Mr Fish come to
Eng land from Amer ica. It is true that he brought a let ter of
in tro duc tion from a very well-known man, but surely that would be a
sim ple thing for a man like King Vic tor to man age. He is cer tainly not
what he pre tends to be. Lord Cater ham has com mented on the fact
that when it is a ques tion of the first edi tions he is sup posed to have
come here to see he is al ways the lis tener, never the talker. And there
are sev eral sus pi cious facts against him. There was a light in his
win dow the night of the mur der. Then take that evening in the
coun cil cham ber. When I met him on the ter race he was fully
dressed. He could have dropped the pa per. You didn't ac tu ally see
Mr Cade do so. Mr Cade may have gone to Dover. If he did it was
sim ply to in ves ti gate. He may have been kid napped there. I say that
there is far more sus pi cion at tach ing to Mr Fish's ac tions than to Mr
Cade's.'



The French man's voice rang out sharply:

'From your point of view, that well may be, madame. I do not
dis pute it. And I agree that Mr Fish is not what he seems.'

'Well, then?'

'But that makes no dif fer ence. You see, madame, Mr Fish is a
Pinker ton's man.'

'What?' cried Lord Cater ham.

'Yes, Lord Cater ham. He came over here to trail King Vic tor.
Su per in ten dent Bat tle and I have known this for some time.'

Vir ginia said noth ing. Very slowly she sat down again. With those
few words the struc ture that she had built up so care fully was
scat tered in ru ins about her feet.

'You see,' Lemoine was con tin u ing, 'we have all known that
even tu ally King Vic tor would come to Chim neys. It was the one place
we were sure of catch ing him.'

Vir ginia looked up with an odd light in her eyes, and sud denly she
laughed.

'You've not caught him yet,' she said.

Lemoine looked at her cu ri ously.

'No, madame. But I shall.'

'He's sup posed to be rather fa mous for out wit ting peo ple, isn't he?'

The French man's face dark ened with anger.

'This time, it will be dif fer ent,' he said be tween his teeth.

'He's a very at trac tive fel low,' said Lord Cater ham. 'Very at trac tive.
But surely - why, you said he was an old friend of yours, Vir ginia?'

'That is why,' said Vir ginia com pos edly, 'I think M. Lemoine must
be mak ing a mis take.'

And her eyes met the de tec tive's steadily, but he ap peared in no
wise dis com fited.

'Time will show, madame,' he said.



'Do you pre tend that it was he who shot Prince Michael?' she asked
presently.

'Cer tainly.'

But Vir ginia shook her head.

'Oh, no!' she said. 'Oh, no! That is one thing I am quite sure of.
An thony Cade never killed Prince Michael.'

Lemoine was watch ing her in tently.

'There is a pos si bil ity that you are right, madame,' he said slowly.
'A pos si bil ity, that is all. It may have been the Her zoslo vakian, Boris,
who ex ceeded his or der and fired that shot. Who knows, Prince
Michael may have done him some great wrong, and the man sought
re venge.'

'He looks a mur der ous sort of fel low,' agreed Lord Cater ham. 'The
house maids, I be lieve, scream when he passes them in the pas sages.'

'Well,' said Lemoine. 'I must be go ing now. I felt it was due to you,
my lord, to know ex actly how things stand.'

'Very kind of you, I'm sure,' said Lord Cater ham. 'Quite cer tain you
won't have a drink? All right, then. Good night.'

'I hate that man with his prim lit tle black beard and his eye glasses,'
said Bun dle, as soon as the door had shut be hind him. 'I hope
An thony does show him. I'd love to see him danc ing with rage. What
do you think about it all Vir ginia?'

'I don't know,' said Vir ginia. 'I'm tired. I shall go up to bed.'

'Not a bad idea,' said Lord Cater ham. 'It's half past eleven.'

As Vir ginia was cross ing the wide hall, she caught sight of a broad
back that seemed fa mil iar to her dis creetly van ish ing through a side
door.

'Su per in ten dent Bat tle,' she called im pe ri ously.

The su per in ten dent, for it was in deed he, re traced his steps with a
shade of un will ing ness.

'Yes, Mrs Revel?'



'M. Lemoine has been here. He says - Tell me, is it true, re ally true,
that Mr Fish is an Amer i can de tec tive?'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle nod ded.

'That's right.'

'You have known it all along?'

Again Su per in ten dent Bat tle nod ded.

Vir ginia turned away to wards the stair case.

'I see,' she said. 'Thank you.'

Un til that minute she had re fused to be lieve. And now? Sit ting
down be fore her dress ing-ta ble in her own room, she faced the
ques tion squarely. Ev ery word that An thony had said came back to
her fraught with a new sig nif i cance. Was this the 'trade' that he had
spo ken of? The trade that he had given up. But then -

An un usual sound dis turbed the even tenor of her med i ta tions. She
lifted her head with a start. Her lit tle gold clock showed the hour to
be af ter one. Nearly two hours she had sat here think ing.

Again the sound was re peated. A sharp tap on the win dow pane.
Vir ginia went to the win dow and opened it. Be low on the path way
was a tall fig ure which even as she looked stooped for an other
hand ful of gravel.

For a mo ment Vir ginia's heart beat faster- then she rec og nized the
mas sive strength and square-cut out line of the Her zoslo vakian,
Boris.

'Yes,' she said in a low voice. 'What is it?'

At the mo ment it did not strike her as strange that Boris should be
throw ing gravel at her win dow at this hour of the night.

'What is it?' she re peated im pa tiently.

'I come from the mas ter,' said Boris in a low tone which
nev er the less car ried per fectly. 'He has sent for you.'

He made the state ment in a per fectly mat ter-of-fact tone.

'Sent for me?'



'Yes, I am to bring you to him. There is a note. I will throw it up to
you.'

Vir ginia stood back a lit tle, and a slip of pa per, weighted with a
stone, fell ac cu rately at her feet. She un folded it and read:

My dear (An thony had writ ten)

I'm in a tight place, but I mean to win through. Will you trust me
and come to me?

For quite two min utes Vir ginia stood there, im mov able, read ing
those few words over again and again.

She raised her head, look ing round the well-ap pointed lux ury of
the bed room as though she saw it with new eyes.

Then she leaned out of the win dow again.

'What am I to do?' she asked.

'The de tec tives are the other side of the house, out side the coun cil
cham ber. Come down and out through the side door. I will be there. I
have a car wait ing out side in the road.'

Vir ginia nod ded. Quickly she changed her dress for one of fawn
tri cot, and pulled on a lit tle fawn leather hat. Then, smil ing a lit tle,
she wrote a short note, ad dressed it to Bun dle and pinned it to the
pin cush ion.

She stole qui etly down stairs and un did the bolts of the side door.
Just a mo ment she paused, then, with a lit tle gal lant toss of the head,
the same toss of the head with which her an ces tors had gone into
ac tion in the Cru sade, she passed through.
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T TEN O'CLOCK on the morn ing of Wednes day, the 13th of
Oc to ber, An thony Cade walked into Har ridge's Ho tel and
asked for Baron Lolo pretjzyl who was oc cu py ing a suite

there.

Af ter suit able and im pos ing de lay, An thony was taken to the suite
in ques tion. The Baron was stand ing on the hearthrug in a cor rect
and stiff fash ion. Lit tle Cap tain An drassy, equally cor rect as to
de meanour, but with a slightly hos tile at ti tude, was also present.

The usual bows, click ing of heels, and other for mal greet ings of
eti quette took place. An thony was, by now, thor oughly con ver sant
with the rou tine.

'You will for give this early call I trust, Baron,' he said cheer fully,
lay ing down his hat and stick on the ta ble. 'As a mat ter of fact, I have
a lit tle busi ness propo si tion to make to you.'

'Ha! Is that so?' said the Baron.

Cap tain An drassy, who had never over come his ini tial dis trust of
An thony, looked sus pi cious.

'Busi ness,' said An thony, 'is based on the well-known prin ci ple of
sup ply and de mand. You want some thing, the other man has it. The
only thing left to set tle is the price.'

The Baron looked at him at ten tively, but said noth ing.

'Be tween a Her zoslo vakian no ble man and an Eng lish gen tle man
the terms should be eas ily ar ranged,' said An thony rapidly.

He blushed a lit tle as he said it. Such words do not rise eas ily to an
En glish man's lips, but he had ob served on pre vi ous oc ca sions the
enor mous ef fect of such phrase ol ogy upon the Baron's men tal ity.
True enough, the charm worked.



'That is so,' said the Baron ap prov ingly, nod ding his head. 'That is
en tirely so.'

Even Cap tain An dray ap peared to un bend a lit tle, and nod ded his
head also.

'Very good,' said An thony. 'I won't beat about the bush any more -'

'What is that, you say?' in ter rupted the Baron. 'To beat about the
bush? I do not com pre hend?'

'A mere fig ure of speech, Baron. To speak in plain Eng lish, you
want the goods, we have them! The ship is all very well, but it lacks a
fig ure head. By the ship, I mean the Loy al ist party of Her zoslo vakia.
At the present minute you lack the prin ci pal plank of your po lit i cal
pro gramme. You are mi nus a prince! Now sup pos ing - only
sup pos ing, that I could sup ply you with a prince?'

The baron stared.

'I do not com pre hend you in the least,' he de clared.

'Sir,' said Cap tain An drassy, twirling his mous tache fiercely, 'you
are in sult ing!'

'Not at all,' said An thony. 'I'm try ing to be help ful. Sup ply and
de mand, you un der stand. It's all per fectly fair and square. No princes
sup plied un less gen uine - see trade mark. If we come to terms, you'll
find it's quite all right. I'm of fer ing you the real gen uine ar ti cle - out
of the bot tom drawer.'

'Not in the least,' the Baron de clared again, do I com pre hend you.'

'It doesn't re ally mat ter,' said An thony kindly. 'I just want you to
get used to the idea. To put it vul garly, I've got some thing up my
sleeve. Just get hold of this. You want a prince. Un der cer tain
con di tions, I will un der take to sup ply you with one.'

The Baron and An drassy stared at him. An thony took up his hat
and stick again and pre pared to de part.

'Just think it over. Now, Baron, there is one thing fur ther. You
must come down to Chim neys this evening - Cap tain An drassy also.
Sev eral very cu ri ous things are likely to hap pen there. Shall we make



an ap point ment? Say in the coun cil cham ber at nine o'clock? Thank
you, gen tle men, I may rely upon you to be there?'

The Baron took a step for ward and looked search ingly in
An thony's face.

'Mr Cade,' he said, not with out dig nity, 'it is not, I hope, that you
wish to make fun of me?'

An thony re turned his gaze steadily.

'Baron,' he said, and there was a cu ri ous note in his voice, 'when
this evening is over, I think you will be the first to ad mit that there is
more earnest than jest about this busi ness.'

Bow ing to both men, he left the room.

His next call was in the City where he sent in his card to Mr
Her man Isaac stein.

Af ter some de lay, An thony was re ceived by a pale and exquisitely
dressed un der ling with an en gag ing man ner, and mil i tary ti tle.

'You wanted to see Mr Isaac stein, didn't you?' said the young man.
'I'm afraid he's most aw fully busy this morn ing - board meet ings and
all that sort of thing, you know. Is it any thing that I can do?'

'I must see him per son ally,' said An thony, and added care lessly,
'I've just come up from Chim neys.'

The young man was slightly stag gered by the men tion of
Chim neys.

'Oh!' he said doubt fully. 'Well, I'll see.'

'Tell him it's im por tant,' said An thony.

'Mes sage from Lord Cater ham?' sug gested the young man.

'Some thing of the kind,' said An thony, 'but it's im per a tive that I
should see Mr Isaac stein at once.'

Two min utes later An thony was con ducted into a sump tu ous in ner
sanc tum where he was prin ci pally im pressed by the im mense size
and roomy depths of the leather-cov ered arm chairs.

Mr Isaac stein rose to greet him.



'You must for give my look ing you up like this,' said An thony. 'I
know that you're a busy man, and I'm not go ing to waste more of
your time than I can help. It's just a lit tle mat ter of busi ness that I
want to put be fore you.'

Isaac stein looked at him at ten tively for a minute or two out of his
beady black eyes.

'Have a cigar,' he said un ex pect edly, hold ing out an open box.

'Thank you,' said An thony. 'I don't mind if I do.'

He helped him self.

'It's about this Her zoslo vakian busi ness,' con tin ued An thony as he
ac cepted a match. He noted the mo men tary flick er ing of the other's
steady gaze. 'The mur der of Prince Michael must have rather up set
the ap ple cart.'

Mr Isaac stein raised one eye brow, mur mured 'Ah?' in ter rog a tively
and trans ferred his gaze to the ceil ing.

'Oil,' said An thony, thought fully sur vey ing the pol ished sur face of
the desk. 'Won der ful thing, oil.'

He felt the slight start the fi nancier gave.

'Do you mind com ing to the point, Mr Cade?'

'Not at all. I imag ine, Mr Isaac stein, that if those oil con ces sions
are granted to an other com pany you won't be ex actly pleased about
it?'

'What's the propo si tion?' asked the other, look ing straight at him.

'A suit able claimant to the throne, full of pro-British sym pa thies.'

'Where have you got him?'

'That's my busi ness.'

Isaac stein ac knowl edged the re tort by a slight smile, his glance had
grown hard and keen.

'The gen uine ar ti cle? I can't stand for any funny busi ness?'

'The ab so lute gen uine ar ti cle.'

'Straight?'



'Straight.'

'I'll take your word for it.'

'You don't seem to take much con vinc ing?' said An thony, look ing
cu ri ously at him.

Her man Isaac stein smiled.

'I shouldn't be where I am now if I hadn't learnt to know whether a
man is speak ing the truth or not,' he replied sim ply. 'What terms do
you want?'

'The same loan, on the same con di tions, that you of fered to Prince
Michael.'

'What about your self?'

'For the mo ment, noth ing, ex cept that I want you to come down to
Chim neys tonight.'

'No,' said Isaac stein, with some de ci sion. 'I can't do that.'

'Why?'

'Din ing out - rather an im por tant din ner.'

'All the same, I'm afraid you'll have to cut it out - for your own
sake.'

'What do you mean?'

An thony looked at him for a full minute be fore he said slowly:

'Do you know that they've found the re volver, the one Michael was
shot with? Do you know where they found it? In your suit case.'

'What?' Isaac stein al most leapt from his chair. His face was
fren zied. 'What are you say ing? What do you mean?'

'I'll tell you.'

Very oblig ingly, An thony nar rated the oc cur rences in con nec tion
with the find ing of the re volver. As he spoke the other's face as sumed
a grey ish tinge of ab so lute ter ror.

'But it's false,' he screamed out as An thony fin ished. 'I never put it
there. I know noth ing about it. It is a plot.'



'Don't ex cite your self,' said An thony sooth ingly. 'If that's the case
you'll eas ily be able to prove it.'

'Prove it? How can I prove it?'

'If I were you,' said An thony gen tly, 'I'd come to Chim neys tonight.'

Isaac stein looked at him doubt fully.

'You ad vise it?'

An thony leant for ward and whis pered to him. The fi nancier fell
back in amaze ment, star ing at him.

'You ac tu ally mean -'

'Come and see,' said An thony.
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HE CLOCK IN THE COUN CIL cham ber struck nine.

'Well,' said Lord Cater ham, with a deep sigh. 'Here they all
are, just like lit tle Bo-Peep's flock, back again and wag ging

their tails be hind them.'

He looked sadly round the room.

'Or gan grinder com plete with mon key,' he mur mured, fix ing the
Baron with his eye. 'Nosy Parker of Throg mor ton Street -'

'I think you're rather un kind to the Baron,' protested Bun dle, to
whom these con fi dences were be ing poured out. 'He told me that he
con sid ered you the per fect ex am ple of Eng lish hos pi tal ity among the
haute no blesse.'

'I dare say,' said Lord Cater ham. 'He's al ways say ing things like
that. It makes him most fa tigu ing to talk to. But I can tell you I'm not
nearly as much of the hos pitable Eng lish gen tle man as I was. As soon
as I can I shall let Chim neys to an en ter pris ing Amer i can, and go and
live in an ho tel. There, if any one wor ries you, you can just ask for
your bill and go.'

'Cheer up,' said Bun dle. 'We seem to have lost Mr Fish for good.'

'I al ways found him rather amus ing,' said Lord Cater ham, who was
in a con tra dic tory tem per. 'It's that pre cious young man of yours who
has let me in for this. Why should I have this board meet ing called in
my house? Why doesn't he rent The Larches or Elmhurst, or some
nice villa res i dence like that at Streatham, and hold his com pany
meet ings there?'

'Wrong at mos phere,' said Bun dle.

'No one is go ing to play any tricks on us, I hope?' said her fa ther
ner vously. 'I don't trust that French fel low, Lemoine. The French
po lice are up to all sorts of dodges. Put in dia-rub ber bands round



your arm, and then re con struct the crime and make you jump, and
it's reg is tered on a ther mome ter. I know that when they call out
“Who killed Prince Michael?” I shall reg is ter a hun dred and twenty-
two or some thing per fectly fright ful, and they'll haul me off to jail at
once.'

The door opened and Tred well an nounced:

'Mr George Lo max. Mr Ev er sleigh.'

'En ter Cod ders, fol lowed by faith ful dog,' mur mured Bun dle.

Bill made a bee line for her, whilst George greeted Lord Cater ham
in the ge nial man ner he as sumed for pub lic oc ca sions.

'My dear Cater ham,' said George, shak ing him by the hand, 'I got
your mes sage and came over, of course.'

'Very good of you, my dear fel low, very good of you. De lighted to
see you.' Lord Cater ham's con science al ways drove him on to an
ex cess of ge nial ity when he was con scious of feel ing none. 'Not that it
was my mes sage, but that doesn't mat ter at all.'

In the mean time Bill was at tack ing Bun dle in an un der tone.

'I say. What's it all about? What's this I hear about Vir ginia bolt ing
off in the mid dle of the night? She's not been kid napped, has she?'

'Oh, no,' said Bun dle. 'She left a note pinned to the pin cush ion in
the or tho dox fash ion.'

'She's not gone off with any one, has she? Not with that Colo nial
Johnny? I never liked the fel low, and, from all I hear, there seems to
be an idea float ing around that he him self is the su per-crook. But I
don't quite see how that can be.'

'Why not?'

'Well, this King Vic tor was a French fel low, and Cade's Eng lish
enough.'

'You don't hap pen to have heard that King Vic tor was an
ac com plished lin guist, and, more over, was half Irish?'

'Oh, Lord! Then that's why he's made him self scarce, is it?'



'I don't know about his mak ing him self scarce. He dis ap peared the
day be fore yes ter day, as you know. But this morn ing we got a wire
from him say ing he would be down here at 9 PM tonight, and
sug gest ing that Cod ders should be asked over. All these other peo ple
have turned up as well - asked by Mr Cade.'

'It is a gath er ing,' said Bill, look ing round. 'One French de tec tive
by win dow, one Eng lish ditto by fire place. Strong for eign el e ment.
The Stars and Stripes don't seem to be rep re sented?'

Bun dle shook her head.

'Mr Fish has dis ap peared into the blue. Vir ginia's not here ei ther.
But ev ery one else is as sem bled, and I have a feel ing in my bones, Bill,
that we are draw ing very near to the mo ment when some body says
“James, the foot man”, and ev ery thing is re vealed. We're only wait ing
now for An thony Cade to ar rive.'

'He'll never show up,' said Bill.

'Then why call this com pany meet ing, as Fa ther calls it?'

'Ah, there's some deep idea be hind that. De pend upon it. Wants us
all here while he's some where else - you know the sort of thing.'

'You don't think he'll come, then?'

'No fear. Run his head into the lion's mouth? Why, the room's
bristling with de tec tives and high of fi cials.'

'You don't know much about King Vic tor, if you think that would
de ter him. By all ac counts, it's the kind of sit u a tion he loves above
all, and he al ways man ages to come out on top.'

Mr Ev er sleigh shook his head doubt fully.

'That would take some do ing - with the dice loaded against him.
He'll never -'

The door opened again and Tred well an nounced: 'Mr Cade.'

An thony came straight across to his host.

'Lord Cater ham,' he said, 'I'm giv ing you a fright ful lot of trou ble,
and I'm aw fully sorry about it. But I re ally do think that tonight will
see the clear ing up of the mys tery.'



Lord Cater ham looked mol li fied. He had al ways had a se cret lik ing
for An thony.

'No trou ble at all,' he said heartily.

'It's very kind of you,' said An thony. 'We're all here, I see. Then I
can get on with the good work.'

'I don't un der stand,' said George Lo max weight ily. 'I don't
un der stand in the least. This is all very ir reg u lar. Mr Cade has no
stand ing - no stand ing what ever. The po si tion is a very dif fi cult and
del i cate one. I am strongly of the opin ion -'

George's flood of elo quence was ar rested. Mov ing un ob tru sively to
the great man's side, Su per in ten dent Bat tle whis pered a few words in
his ear. George looked per plexed and baf fled.

'Very well, if you say so,' he re marked grudg ingly. Then added in a
louder tone, 'I'm sure we are all will ing to lis ten to what Mr Cade has
to say.'

An thony ig nored the pal pa ble con de scen sion of the other's tone.

'It's just a lit tle idea of mine, that's all,' he said cheer fully.
'Prob a bly all of you know that we got hold of a cer tain mes sage in
ci pher the other day. There was a ref er ence to Rich mond, and some
num bers.' He paused. 'Well, we had a shot at solv ing it - and we
failed. Now in the late Count Stylp titch's mem oirs (which I hap pen to
have read) there is a ref er ence to a cer tain din ner - a “flower” din ner
which ev ery one at tended wear ing a badge rep re sent ing a flower. The
Count him self wore the ex act du pli cate of that cu ri ous de vice we
found in the cav ity in the se cret pas sage. It rep re sented a rose. If you
re mem ber, it was all rows of things - but tons, let ter E's, and fi nally
rows of knit ting. Now, gen tle men, what is there in this house that is
ar ranged in rows? Books, isn't that so? Add to that, that in the
cat a logue of Lord Cater ham's li brary there is a book called The Life
of the Earl of Rich mond, and I think you will get a very fair idea of
the hid ing-place. Start ing at the vol ume in ques tion, and us ing the
num bers to de note shelves and books, I think you will find that the -
er - ob ject of our search is con cealed in a dummy book, or in a cav ity
be hind a par tic u lar book.'

An thony looked round mod estly, ob vi ously wait ing for ap plause.



'Upon my word, that's very in ge nious,' said Lord Cater ham.

'Quite in ge nious,' ad mit ted George con de scend ingly. 'But it
re mains to be seen -'

An thony laughed.

'The proof of the pud ding's in the eat ing - eh? Well, I'll soon set tle
that for you.' He sprang to his feet. 'I'll go to the li brary -'

He got no far ther. M. Lemoine moved for ward from the win dow.

'Just one mo ment, Mr Cade. You per mit, Lord Cater ham?'

He went to the writ ing-ta ble, and hur riedly scrib bled a few lines.
He sealed them up in an en ve lope, and then rang the bell. Tred well
ap peared in an swer to it. Lemoine handed him the note. 'See that
that is de liv ered at once, if you please.'

'Very good, sir,' said Tred well.

With his usual dig ni fied tread he with drew.

An thony, who had been stand ing, ir res o lute, sat down again.

'What's the big idea, Lemoine?' he asked gen tly.

There was a sud den sense of strain in the at mos phere.

'If the jewel is where you say it is - well, it has been there for over
seven years - a quar ter of an hour more does not mat ter.'

'Go on,' said An thony. 'That wasn't all you wanted to say?'

'No, it was not. At this junc ture it is - un wise to per mit any one
per son to leave the room. Es pe cially if that per son has rather
ques tion able an tecedents.'

An thony raised his eye brows and lighted a cig a rette.

'I sup pose a vagabond life is not very re spectable,' he mused.

'Two months ago, Mr Cade, you were in South Africa. That is
ad mit ted. Where were you be fore that?'

An thony leaned back in his chair, idly blow ing smoke rings.
'Canada. Wild North west.'

'Are you sure you were not in prison? A French prison?'



Au to mat i cally, Su per in ten dent Bat tle moved a step nearer the
door, as if to cut off a re treat that way, but An thony showed no signs
of do ing any thing dra matic.

In stead, he stared at the French de tec tive, and then burst out
laugh ing.

'My poor Lemoine. It is a mono ma nia with you! You do in deed see
King Vic tor ev ery where. So you fancy that I am that in ter est ing
gen tle man?'

'Do you deny it?'

An thony brushed a fleck of ash from his coat-sleeve.

'I never deny any thing that amuses me,' he said lightly. 'But the
ac cu sa tion is re ally too ridicu lous.'

'Ah! you think so?' The French man leant for ward. His face was
twitch ing painfully, and yet he seemed per plexed and baf fled - as
though some thing in An thony's man ner puz zled him. 'What if I tell
you, mon sieur, that this time - this time - I run out to get King Vic tor,
and noth ing shall stop me!'

'Very laud able,' was An thony's com ment. 'You've been out to get
him be fore, though, haven't you, Lemoine? And he's got the bet ter of
you. Aren't you afraid that that may hap pen again? He's a slip pery
fel low, by all ac counts.'

The con ver sa tion had de vel oped into a duel be tween the de tec tive
and An thony. Ev ery one else in the room was con scious of the
ten sion. It was a fight to a fin ish be tween the French man, painfully
in earnest, and the man who smoked so calmly and whose words
seemed to show that he had not a care in the world.

'If I were you, Lemoine,' con tin ued An thony, 'I should be very, very
care ful Watch your step, and all that sort of thing.'

'This time,' said Lemoine grimly, 'there will be no mis take.'

'You seem very sure about, it all,' said An thony. 'But there s such a
thing as ev i dence, you know.'

Lemoine smiled, and some thing in his smile seemed to at tract
An thony's at ten tion. He sat up and stubbed out his cig a rette.



'You saw that note I wrote just now?' said the French de tec tive. 'It
was to my peo ple at the inn. Yes ter day I re ceived from France the
fin ger prints and the Bertillon mea sure ments of King Vic tor - the so-
called Cap tain O'Neill. I have asked for them to be sent up to me
here. In a few min utes we shall know whether you are the man!'

An thony stared steadily at him. Then a lit tle smile crept over his
face.

'You're re ally rather clever, Lemoine. I never thought of that. The
doc u ments will ar rive, you will in duce me to dip my fin gers in the
ink, or some thing equally un pleas ant, and you will mea sure my ears
and look for my dis tin guish ing marks. And if they agree -'

'Well,' said Lemoine, 'if they agree - eh?'

An thony leaned for ward in his chair. 'Well, if they do agree,' he
said very gen tly. What then?'

'What then?' The de tec tive seemed taken aback. 'But - I shall have
proved then that you are King Vic tor!' But for the first time, a shade
of un cer tainty crept into his man ner.

'That will doubt less be a great sat is fac tion to you, ' said An thony.
'But I don't quite see where it's go ing to hurt me. I'm not ad mit ting
any thing, but sup pos ing, just for the ar gu ment, that I was King
Vic tor- I might be try ing to re pent, you know.'

'Re pent?'

'That's the idea. Put your self in King Vic tor's place, Lemoine. Use
your imag i na tion. You've just come out of prison. You're get ting on
in life. You've lost the first fine rap ture of the ad ven tur ous life. Say,
even that you meet a beau ti ful girl. You think of mar ry ing and
set tling down some where in the coun try where you can grow
veg etable mar rows. You de cide from hence forth to lead a blame less
life. Put your self in King Vic tor's place. Can't you imag ine feel ing like
that?'

'I do not think that I should feel like that,' said Lemoine with a
sar donic smile.

'Per haps you wouldn't,' ad mit ted An thony. 'But then you're not
King Vic tor, are you? You can't pos si bly know what he feels like.'



'But it is non sense, what you are say ing there,' splut tered the
French man.

'Oh, no, it isn't. Come now, Lemoine, if I'm King Vic tor, what have
you against me af ter all? You could never get the nec es sary ev i dence
in the old, old days, re mem ber. I've served my sen tence, and that's all
there is to it. I sup pose you could ar rest me for the French equiv a lent
of “Loi ter ing with in tent to com mit a felony”, but that would be poor
sat is fac tion, wouldn't it?'

'You for get,' said Lemoine. 'Amer ica! How about this busi ness of
ob tain ing money un der false pre tences, and pass ing your self of as
Prince Nicholas Obolovitch?'

'No good, Lemoine,' said An thony, 'I was nowhere near Amer ica at
the time. And I can prove that eas ily enough. If King Vic tor
im per son ated Prince Nicholas in Amer ica, then I'm not King Vic tor.
You're sure he was im per son ated? That it wasn't the man him self?'

Su per in ten dent Bat tle sud denly in ter posed.

'The man was an im pos tor all right, Mr Cade.'

'I wouldn't con tra dict you, Bat tle,' said An thony. 'You have such a
habit of be ing al ways right. Are you equally sure that Prince Nicholas
died in the Congo?'

Bat tle looked at him cu ri ously.

'I wouldn't swear to that, sir. But it's gen er ally be lieved.'

'Care ful man. What's your motto? Plenty of rope, eh? I've taken a
leaf out of your book. I've given M. Lemoine plenty of rope. I've not
de nied his ac cu sa tion. But, all the same, I'm afraid he's go ing to be
dis ap pointed. You see I al ways be lieve in hav ing some thing up one's
sleeve. An tic i pat ing that some lit tle un plessant ness might arise here,
I took the pre cau tion to bring a trump card along with me. It - or
rather he - is up stairs.'

'Up stairs?' said Lord Cater ham very in ter ested.

'Yes, he's been hav ing rather a try ing time of it lately, poor fel low.
Got a nasty bump on the head from some one. I've been look ing af ter
him.'



Sud denly the deep voice of Mr Isaac stein broke in: 'Can we guess
who he is?'

'If you like,' said An thony, 'but -'

Lemoine in ter rupted with sud den fe roc ity:

'All this is fool ery. You think to out wit me yet again. It may be true
what you say - that you were not in Amer ica. You are too clever to say
it if it were not true. But there is some thing else. Mur der! Yes,
mur der. The mur der of Prince Michael. He in ter fered with you that
night as you were look ing for the jewel.'

'Lemoine, have you ever known King Vic tor do mur der?' An thony's
voice rang out sharply. 'you know as well - bet ter than I do, that he
has never shed blood.'

'Who else but you could have mur dered him?' cried Lemoine. 'Tell
me that!'

The last word died on his tips, as a shrill whis tle sounded from the
ter race out side. An thony sprang up, all his as sumed non cha lance laid
aside.

'You ask me who mur dered Prince Michael?' he cried. 'I won't tell
you - I'll show you. That whis tle was the sig nal I've been wait ing for.
The mur derer of Prince Michael is in the li brary now.'

He sprang out through the win dow, and the oth ers fol lowed him as
he led the way round the ter race, un til they came to the li brary
win dow. He pushed the win dow, and it yielded to his touch.

Very softly he held aside the thick cur tain, so that they could look
into the room.

Stand ing by the book case was a dark fig ure, hur riedly pulling out
and re plac ing vol umes, so ab sorbed in the task that no out side sound
was heeded.

And then, as they watch ing, try ing to rec og nize the fig ure that was
vaguely sil hou et ted against the light of the elec tric torch it car ried,
some one sprang past them with a sound like the roar of a wild beast.

The torch fell to the ground, was ex tin guished, and the sounds of a
ter ri ble strug gle filled the room. Lord Cater ham groped his way to



the lights and switched them on. Two fig ures were sway ing to gether.
And as they looked the end came. The short sharp crack of a pis tol
shot, and the small fig ure crum bled up and fell. The other fig ure
turned and faced them - it was Boris, his eyes alight with rage.

'She killed my mas ter,' he growled. 'Now she tries to shoot me. I
would have taken the pis tol from her and shot her, but it went off in
the strug gle. St Michael di rected it. The evil woman is dead.'

'A woman?' cried George Lo max.

They drew nearer. On the floor, the pis tol still clasped in her hand,
and an ex pres sion of deadly ma lig nity on her face, lay Made moi selle
Brun.
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SUS PECTED HER from the first,' ex plained An thony. 'There was a
light in her room on the night of the mur der. Af ter wards, I

wa vered. I made in quiries about her in Brit tany, and came back
sat is fied that she was what she rep re sented her self to be. I was a fool.
Be cause the Comtesse de Bre teuil had em ployed a Made moi selle
Brun and spoke highly of her, it never oc curred to me that the real
Made moi selle Brun might have been kid napped on her way to her
new post, and that it might be a sub sti tute tak ing her place. In stead I
shifted my sus pi cions to Mr Fish. It was not un til he had fol lowed me
to Dover, and we had had a mu tual ex pla na tion, that I be gan to see
clearly. Once I knew that he was a Pinker ton's man, trail ing King
Vic tor, my sus pi cions swung back again to their orig i nal ob ject.

'The thing that wor ried me most was that Mrs Revel had def i nitely
rec og nized the woman. Then I re mem bered that it was only af ter I
had men tioned her be ing Madame de Bre teuil's gov erness. And all
she had said was that that ac counted for the fact that the woman's
face was fa mil iar to her. Su per in ten dent Bat tle will tell you that a
de lib er ate plot was formed to keep Mrs Revel from com ing to
Chim neys. Noth ing more nor less than a dead body, in fact. And
though the mur der was the work of the Com rades of the Red Hand,
pun ish ing sup posed treach ery on the part of the vic tim, the stag ing
of it, and the ab sence of the Com rade's sign-man ual, pointed to some
abler in tel li gence di rect ing op er a tions. From the first, I sus pected
some con nec tion with Her zoslo vakia. Mrs Revel was the only
mem ber of the house party who had been to the coun try. I sus pected
at first that some one was im per son at ing Prince Michael, but that
proved to be a to tally er ro neous idea. When I re al ized the pos si bil ity
of Made moi selle Brun's be ing an im pos tor, and added to that the fact
that her face was fa mil iar to Mrs Revel, I be gan to see day light. It was
ev i dently very im por tant that she should not be rec og nized, and Mrs
Revel was the only per son likely to do so.'



'But who was she?' said Lord Cater ham. 'Some one Mrs Revel had
known in Her zoslo vakia?'

'I think the Baron might be able to tell us,' said An thony.

'I?' The Baron stared at him, then down at the mo tion less fig ure.

'Look well,' said An thony. 'Don't be put off by the makeup. She was
an ac tress once, re mem ber.'

The Baron stared again. Sud denly he started.

'God in heaven,' he breathed, 'it is not pos si ble.'

'What is not pos si ble?' asked George. 'Who is the lady? You
rec og nize her, Baron?'

'No, no, it is not pos si ble.' The Baron con tin ued to mut ter. 'She
was killed. They were both killed. On the steps of the palace. Her
body was re cov ered.'

'Mu ti lated and un rec og niz able,' An thony re minded him. She
man aged to put up a bluff. I think she es caped to Amer ica, and has
spent a good many years ly ing low in deadly ter ror of the Com rades
of the Red Hand. They pro moted the rev o lu tion, re mem ber, and, to
use an ex pres sive phrase, they al ways had it in for her. Then King
Vic tor was re leased, and they planned to re cover the di a mond
to gether. She was search ing for it that night when she came sud denly
upon Prince Michael, and he rec og nized her. There was never much
fear of her meet ing him in the or di nary way of things. Royal guests
don't come in con tact with gov ernesses, and she could al ways re tire
with a con ve nient mi graine, as she did the day the Baron was here.

'How ever, she met Prince Michael face to face when she least
ex pected it. Ex po sure and dis grace stared her in the face. She shot
him. It was she who placed the re volver in Isaac stein's suit case, so as
to con fuse the trial, and she who re turned the let ters.'

Lemoine moved for ward.

'She was com ing down to search for the jewel that night, you say,'
he said. 'Might she not have been go ing to meet her ac com plice, King
Vic tor, who was com ing from out side? Eh? What do you say to that?'

An thony sighed.



'Still at it, my dear Lemoine? How per sis tent you are! You won't
take my hint that I've got a trump card up my sleeve?'

But George, whose mind worked slowly, now broke in.

'I am still com pletely at sea. Who was this lady, Baron? You
rec og nize her, it seems?'

But the Baron drew him self up and stood very straight and stiff.

'You are in er ror, Mr Lo max. To my knowl edge I have not this lady
seen be fore. A com plete stranger she is to me.'

'But -' George stared at him be wil dered. The Baron took him into a
cor ner of the room, and mur mured some thing into his ear. An thony
watched with a good deal of en joy ment, George's face turn ing slowly
pur ple, his eyes bulging, and all the in cip i ent symp toms of apoplexy.
A mur mur of George's throaty voice came to him.

'Cer tainly... cer tainly... by all means... no need at all... com pli cate
sit u a tion... ut most dis cre tion.'

'Ah!' Lemoine hit the ta ble sharply with his hand. 'I do not care
about all this! The mur der of Prince Michael - that was not my af fair.
I want King Vic tor.'

An thony shook his head gen tly

'I'm sorry for you, Lemoine. You're re ally a very able fel low. But,
all the same, you're go ing to lose the trick. I'm about to play my
trump card.'

He stepped across the room and rang the bell. Tred well an swered
it.

'A gen tle man ar rived with me this evening, Tred well.'

'Yes, sir, a for eign gen tle man.'

'Quite so. Will you kindly ask him to join us here as soon as
pos si ble?'

'Yes, sir.'

Tred well with drew.

'En try of the trump card, the mys te ri ous Mon sieur X,' re marked
An thony. 'Who is he? Can any one guess?'



'Putting two and two to gether,' said Her man Isaac stein, 'what with
your mys te ri ous hints this morn ing, and your at ti tude this af ter noon,
I should say there was no doubt about it. Some how or other you've
man aged to get hold of Prince Nicholas of Her zoslo vakia.'

'You think the same, Baron?'

'I do. Un less yet an other im pos tor you have put for ward. But that I
will not be lieve. With me, your deal ings most hon ourable have been.'

'Thank you, Baron. I shan't for get those words. So you are all
agreed?'

His eyes swept round the cir cle of wait ing faces. Only Lemoine did
not re spond, but kept his eyes fixed sul lenly on the ta ble.

An thony's quick ears had caught the sound of foot steps out side in
the hall.

'And yet, you know,' he said with a queer smile, 'you're all wrong!'

He crossed swiftly to the door and flung it open.

A man stood on the thresh old - a man with a neat black beard,
eye glasses, and a fop pish ap pear ance slightly marred by a ban dage
round the head.

'Al low me to present you to the real Mon sieur Lemoine of the
Sыretй.'

There was a rush and a scuf fle, and then the nasal tones of Mr
Hi ram Fish rose bland and re as sur ing from the win dow:

'No, you don't, sonny - not this way. I have been sta tioned here this
whole evening for the par tic u lar pur pose of pre vent ing your es cape.
You will ob serve that I have you cov ered well and good with this gun
of mine. I came over to get you, and I've got you - but you sure are
some lad!'
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OU OWE US an ex pla na tion, I think, Mr Cade,' said Her man
Isaac stein, some what later in the evening.

'There's noth ing much to ex plain,' said An thony mod estly. 'I went
to Dover and Fish fol lowed me un der the im pres sion that I was King
Vic tor. We found a mys te ri ous stranger im pris oned there, and as
soon as we heard his story we knew where we were. The same idea
again, you see. The real man kid napped, and the false one - in this
case King Vic tor him self - takes his place. But it seems that Bat tle
here al ways thought there was some thing fishy about his French
col league, and wired to Paris for his fin ger prints and other means of
iden ti fi ca tion.'

'Ah!' cried the Baron. 'The fin ger prints. The Bertillon
mea sure ments that that scoundrel talked about?'

'It was a clever idea,' said An thony. 'I ad mired it so much that I felt
forced to play it up. Be sides, my do ing so puz zled the false Lemoine
enor mously. You see, as soon as I had given the tip about the “rows”
and where the jewel re ally was, he was keen to pass on the news to
his ac com plice, and at the same time to keep us all in that room. The
note was re ally to Made moi selle Brun. He told Tred well to de liver it
at once, and Tred well did so by tak ing it up stairs to the school room.
Lemoine ac cused me of be ing King Vic tor, by that means cre at ing a
di ver sion and pre vent ing any one from leav ing the room. By the time
all that had been cleared up and we ad journed to the li brary to look
for the stone, he flat tered him self that the stone would be no longer
there to find!'

George cleared his throat.

'I must say, Mr Cade,' he said pompously, 'that I con sider your
ac tion in that mat ter highly rep re hen si ble. If the slight est hitch had
oc curred in your plans, one of our na tional pos ses sions might have



dis ap peared be yond the hope of re cov ery. It was fool hardy, Mr Cade,
rep re hen si bly fool hardy.'

'I guess you haven't tum bled to the lit tle idea, Mr Lo max,' said the
drawl ing voice of Mr Fish. 'That his toric di a mond was never be hind
the books in the li brary.'

'Never?'

'Not on your life.'

'You see,' ex plained An thony, 'that lit tle de vice of Count
Stylp titch's stood for what it had orig i nally stood for - a rose. When
that dawned upon me on Mon day af ter noon, I went straight to the
rose gar den. Mr Fish had al ready tum bled to the same idea. If,
stand ing with your back to the sun dial, you take seven paces straight
for ward, then eight to the left and three to the right you come to
some bushes of a bright red rose called Rich mond. The house has
been ran sacked to find the hid ing-place, but no body has thought of
dig ging in the gar den. I sug gest a lit tle dig ging party to mor row
morn ing.'

'Then the story about the books in the li brary -'

'An in ven tion of mine to trap the lady. Mr Fish kept watch on the
ter race, and whis tled when the psy cho log i cal mo ment had ar rived. I
may say that Mr Fish and I es tab lished mar tial law at the Dover
house, and pre vented the Com rades from com mu ni cat ing with the
false Lemoine. He sent them an or der to clear out, and word was
con veyed to him that this had been done. So he went hap pily ahead
with his plans for de nounc ing me.'

'Well, well,' said Lord Cater ham cheer fully, 'ev ery thing seems to
have been cleared up most sat is fac to rily.'

'Ev ery thing but one thing,' said Mr Isaac stein.

'What is that?'

The great fi nancier looked steadily at An thony.

'What did you get me down here for? Just to as sist at a dra matic
scene as an in ter ested on looker?'

An thony shook his head.



'No, Mr Isaac stein. You are a busy man whose time is money. Why
did you come down here orig i nally?'

'To ne go ti ate a loan.'

'With whom?'

'Prince Michael of Her zoslo vakia.'

'Ex actly. Prince Michael is dead. Are you pre pared to of fer the
same loan on the same terms to his cousin Nicholas?'

'Can you pro duce him? I thought he was killed in the Congo?'

'He was killed all right. I killed him. Oh, no, I'm not a mur derer.
When I say I killed him, I mean that I spread the re port of his death.
I promised you a prince, Mr Isaac stein. Will I do?'

'You?'

'Yes, I'm the man. Nicholas Sergius Alexan der Fer di nand
Obolovitch. Rather long for the kind of life I pro posed to live, so I
emerged from the Congo as plain An thony Cade.'

Lit tle Cap tain An drassy sprang up.

'But this is in cred i ble - in cred i ble,' he splut tered. 'Have a care, sir,
what you say.'

'I can give you plenty of proofs,' said An thony qui etly. 'I think I
shall be able to con vince the Baron here.'

The Baron lifted his hand.

'Your proofs I will ex am ine, yes. But of them for me there is no
need. Your word alone suf fi cient for me is. Be sides, your Eng lish
mother you much re sem ble. All along have I said: “This young man
on one side or the other most highly born is.”'

'You have al ways trusted my word, Baron,' said An thony. 'I can
as sure you that in the days to come I shall not for get.'

Then he looked over at Su per in ten dent Bat tle, whose face had
re mained per fectly ex pres sion less.

'You can un der stand,' said An thony with a smile, 'that my po si tion
has been ex tremely pre car i ous. Of all those in the house I might be
sup posed to have the best rea son for wish ing Michael Obolovitch out



of the way, since I was the next heir to the throne. I've been
ex traor di nar ily afraid of Bat tle all along. I al ways felt that he
sus pected me, but that he was held up by lack of mo tive.'

'I never be lieved for a minute that you'd shot him, sir,' said
Su per in ten dent Bat tle. 'We've got a feel ing in such mat ters. But I
knew that you were afraid of some thing, and you puz zled me. If I'd
known sooner who you re ally were I dare say I'd have yielded to the
ev i dence, and ar rested you.'

'I'm glad I man aged to keep one guilty se cret from you. You
wormed ev ery thing else out of me all right You're a damned good
man at your job Bat tle. I shall al ways think of Scot land Yard with
re spect.'

'Most amaz ing,' mut tered George. 'Most amaz ing story I ever
heard. I - I can re ally hardly be lieve it. You are quite sure, Baron, that
-'

'My dear Mr Lo max,' said An thony, with a slight hard ness in his
tone, 'I have no in ten tion of ask ing the British For eign Of fice to
sup port my claim with out bring ing for ward the most con vinc ing
doc u men tary ev i dence. I sug gest that we ad journ now, and that you,
the Baron, Mr Isaac stein and my self dis cuss the terms of the
pro posed loan.'

The Baron rose to his feet, and clicked his heels to gether.

'It will be the proud est mo ment of my life, sir,' he said solemnly,
'when I see you King of Her zoslo vakia.'

'Oh, by the way, Baron,' said An thony care lessly, skip ping his hand
through the other's arm, 'I for got to tell you. There's a string tied to
this. I'm mar ried, you know.'

The Baron re treated a step or two. Dis may over spread his
coun te nance.

'Some thing wrong I knew there would be,' he boomed. 'Mer ci ful
God in heaven! He has mar ried a black woman in Africa!'

'Come, come, it's not so bad as all that,' said An thony laugh ing.
'She's white enough - white all through, bless her.'

'Good. A re spectable mor ga natic af fair it can be, then.'



'Not a bit of it. She's to play Queen to my King. It's no use shak ing
your head. She's fully qual i fied for the post. She's the daugh ter of an
Eng lish peer who dates back to the time of the Con queror. It's very
fash ion able just now for roy al ties to marry into the aris toc racy - and
she knows some thing of Her zoslo vakia.'

'My God!' cried George Lo max, star tled out of his usual care ful
speech. 'Not - not - Vir ginia Revel?'

'Yes,' said An thony. 'Vir ginia Revel.'

'My dear fel low,' cried Lord Cater ham, 'I mean - sir, I con grat u late
you, I do in deed. A de light ful crea ture.'

'Thank you, Lord Cater ham,' said An thony. 'She's all you say and
more.'

But Mr Isaac stein was re gard ing him cu ri ously.

'You'll ex cuse my ask ing your High ness, but when did this
mar riage take place?'

An thony smiled back at him.

'As a mat ter of fact,' he said, 'I mar ried her this morn ing.'
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F YOU WILL GO ON, gen tle men, I will fol low you in a minute,' said
An thony.

He waited while the oth ers filed out, and then turned to where
Su per in ten dent Bat tle was stand ing ap par ently ab sorbed in
ex am in ing the pan elling.

'Well, Bat tle? Want to ask me some thing, don't you?'

'Well, I do, sir, though I don't know how you knew I did. But I
al ways marked you out as be ing spe cially quick in the up take. I take
it that the lady who is dead was the late Queen Varaga?'

'Quite right, Bat tle. It will be hushed up, I hope. You can
un der stand what I feel about fam ily skele tons.'

'Trust Mr Lo max for that, sir. No one will ever know. That is, a lot
of peo ple will know, but it won't get about.'

'Was that what you wanted to ask me about?'

'No, sir - that was only in pass ing. I was cu ri ous to know just what
made you drop your own name - if I'm not tak ing too much of a
lib erty?'

'Not a bit of it. I'll tell you. I killed my self from the purest mo tives,
Bat tle. My mother was Eng lish, I'd been ed u cated in Eng land, and I
was far more in ter ested in Eng land than in Her zoslo vakia. And I felt
an ab so lute fool knock ing about the world with a comic-opera ti tle
tacked on to me. You see, when I was very young, I had demo cratic
ideas. Be lieved in the pu rity of ideals, and the equal ity of all men. I
es pe cially dis be lieved in kings and princes.'

'And since then?' asked Bat tle shrewdly.

'Oh, since then, I've trav elled and seen the world. There's damned
lit tle equal ity go ing about. Mind you, I still be lieve in democ racy. But



you've got to force it on peo ple with a strong hand - ram it down their
throats. Men don't want to be broth ers - they may some day, but they
don't now. My be lief in the broth er hood of man died the day I
ar rived in Lon don last week, when I ob served the peo ple stand ing in
a Tube train res o lutely refuse to move up and make room for those
who en tered. You won't turn peo ple into an gels by ap peal ing to their
bet ter na tures just yet awhile - but by ju di cious force you can co erce
them into be hav ing more or less de cently to one an other to go on
with. I still be lieve in the broth er hood of man, but it's not com ing yet
awhile. Say an other ten thou sand years or so. It's no good be ing
im pa tient. Evo lu tion is a slow process.'

'I'm very in ter ested in these views of yours, sir,' said Bat tle with a
twin kle. 'And if you'll al low me to say so, I'm sure you'll make a very
fine king out there.'

'Thank you, Bat tle,' said An thony with a sigh.

'You don't seem very happy about it, sir?'

'Oh, I don't know. I dare say it will be rather fun. But it's ty ing
one self down to reg u lar work. I've al ways avoided that be fore.'

'But you con sider it your duty, I sup pose, sir?'

'Good Lord, no! What an idea. It's a woman - it's al ways a woman,
Bat tle. I'd do more than be a king for her sake.'

'Quite so, sir.'

'I've ar ranged it so that the Baron and Isaac stein can't kick. The
one wants a king and the other wants oil. They'll both get what they
want, and I've got - oh, Lord, Bat tle, have you ever been in love?'

'I am much at tached to Mrs Bat tle, sir.'

'Much at tached to Mrs - oh, you don't know what I'm talk ing
about! It's en tirely dif fer ent!'

'Ex cuse me, sir, that man of yours is wait ing out side the win dow.'

'Boris? So he is. He's a won der ful fel low. It's a mercy that pis tol
went off in the strug gle and killed the lady. Oth er wise Boris would
have wrung her neck as sure as Fate, and then you would have
wanted to hang him. His at tach ment to the Obolovitch dy nasty is



re mark able. The queer thing was that as soon as Michael was dead
he at tached him self to me - and yet he couldn't pos si bly have known
who I re ally was.'

'In stinct,' said Bat tle. 'Like a dog.'

'Very awk ward in stinct I thought it at the time. I was afraid it
might give the show away to you. I sup pose I'd bet ter see what he
wants.'

He went out through the win dow. Su per in ten dent Bat tle, left
alone, looked af ter him for a minute, then ap par ently ad dressed the
pan elling.

'He'll do,' said Su per in ten dent Bat tle.

Out side Boris ex plained him self.

'Mas ter,' he said, and led the way along the ter race.

An thony fol lowed him, won der ing what was for ward.

Presently Boris stopped and pointed with his fore fin ger. It was
moon light, and in front of them was a stone seat on which sat two
fig ures.

'He is a dog,' said An thony to him self. 'And what's more, a pointer!'

He strode for ward. Boris melted into the shad ows.

The two fig ures rose to meet him. One of them was Vir ginia - the
other -

'Hullo, Joe,' said a well-re mem bered voice. Vir ginia is a great girl
of yours.'

'Jimmy Mc Grath, by all that's won der ful,' cried An thony. 'How in
the name of for tune did you get here?'

'That trip of mine into the in te rior went phut. Then some da gos
came mon key ing around. Wanted to buy that man u script off me.
Next thing I as near as noth ing got a knife in the back one night. That
made me think that I'd handed you out a big ger job than I knew. I
thought you might need help, and I came along af ter you by the very
next boat.'



'Wasn't it splen did of him?' said Vir ginia. She squeezed Jimmy's
arm. 'Why didn't you ever tell me how fright fully nice he was? You
are, Jimmy, you are a per fect dear.'

'You two seem to be get ting along all right,' said An thony.

'Sure thing,' said Jimmy. 'I was snoop ing round for news of you,
when I con nected with this dame. She wasn't at all what I thought
she'd be - some swell haughty so ci ety lady that'd scare the life out of
me.'

'He told me all about the let ters,' said Vir ginia 'And I feel al most
ashamed not to have been in real trou ble over them when he was
such a knight-er rant.'

'If I'd known what you were like,' said Jimmy gal lantly, 'I'd not
have given him the let ters. I'd have brought them to you my self. Say,
young man, is the fun re ally over? Is there noth ing for me to do.'

'By Jove,' said An thony, 'there is! Wait a minute.'

He dis ap peared into the house. In a minute or two he re turned
with a pa per pack age which he cast into Jimmy's arms.

'Go round to the garage and help your self to a likely look ing car.
Beat it to Lon don and de liver that par cel at 17 Everdean Square.
That's Mr Balder son's pri vate ad dress. In ex change he'll hand you a
thou sand pounds.'

'What? It's not the mem oirs? I un der stood that they'd been burnt.'

'What do you take me for?' de manded An thony. 'You don't think
I'd fall for a story like that, do you? I rang up the pub lish ers at once,
found out that the other was a fake call, and ar ranged ac cord ingly. I
made up a dummy pack age as I'd been di rected to do. But I put the
real pack age in the man ager's safe and handed over the dummy. The
mem oirs have never been out of my pos ses sion.'

'Bully for you, my son,' said Jimmy.

'Oh, An thony,' cried Vir ginia. 'You're not go ing to let them be
pub lished?'

'I can't help my self. I can't let a pal like Jimmy down. But you
needn't worry. I've had time to wade through them, and I see now



why peo ple al ways hint that big wigs don't write their own
rem i nis cences but hire some one to do it for them. As a writer,
Stylp titch is an in suf fer able bore. He proses on about state craft, and
doesn't go in for any racy and in dis creet anec dotes. His rul ing
pas sion of se crecy held strong to the end. There's not a word in the
mem oirs from be gin ning to end to flut ter the sus cep ti bil i ties of the
most dif fi cult politi cian. I rang up Balder son to day, and ar ranged
with him that I'd de liver the man u script tonight be fore mid night. But
Jimmy can do his own dirty work now that he's here.'

'I'm off,' said Jimmy. 'I like the idea of that thou sand pounds -
es pe cially when I'd made up my mind it was down and out.'

'Half a sec ond,' said An thony. 'I've got a con fes sion to make to you,
Vir ginia. Some thing that ev ery one else knows, but that I haven't yet
told you.'

'I don't mind how many strange women you've loved so long as
you don't tell me about them.'

'Women!' said An thony, with a vir tu ous air. 'Women in deed! You
ask James here what kind of women I was go ing about with last time
he saw me.'

'Frumps,' said Jimmy solemnly. 'Ut ter frumps. Not one a day
un der forty-five -'

'Thank you, Jimmy,' said An thony, 'you're a true friend. No, it's
much worse than that. I've de ceived you as to my real name.'

'Is it very dread ful?' said Vir ginia with in ter est. 'It isn't some thing
silly like Pob bles, is it? Fancy be ing called Mrs Pob bles.'

'You re al ways think ing the worst of me.'

'I ad mit that I did once think you were King Vic tor, but only for
about a minute and a half.'

'By the way, Jimmy, I've got a job for you - gold prospect ing in the
rocky fast nesses of Her zoslo vakia.'

'Is there gold there?' asked Jimmy ea gerly.

Sure to be,' said An thony. 'It's a won der ful coun try.'

'So you're tak ing my ad vice and go ing there?' said An thony.



'Your ad vice was worth more than you knew. Now for the
con fes sion. I wasn't changed a changeling or any thing ro man tic like
that, but nev er the less I am re ally Prince Nicholas Obolovitch of
Her zoslo vakia.'

'Oh, An thony,' cried Vir ginia. 'How per fectly scream ing! And I
have mar ried you! What are we go ing to do about it?'

'We'll go to Her zoslo vakia and pre tend to be king and queen.
Jimmy Mc Grath once said that the av er age life of a king or queen out
there is un der four years. I hope you don't mind?'

'Mind?' cried Vir ginia. 'I shall love it!'

'Isn't she great?' mur mured Jimmy.

Then, dis creetly, he faded into the night. A few min utes later the
sound of a car was heard.

'Noth ing like let ting a man do his own dirty work,' said An thony,
with sat is fac tion. 'Be sides, I didn't know how else to get rid of him.
Since we were mar ried I've not had one minute alone with you.'

'We'll have a lot of fun,' said Vir ginia. 'Teach ing the brig ands not to
be brig ands, and the as sas sins not to as sas si nate, and gen er ally
im prov ing the moral tone of the coun try.'

'I like to hear these pure ideals,' said An thony. 'It makes me feel
my sac ri fice has not been in vain.'

'Rot,' said Vir ginia calmly, 'you'll en joy be ing a king. It's in your
blood, you know. You were brought up to the trade of roy alty, and
you've got a nat u ral ap ti tude for it, just like plumbers have a nat u ral
bent for plumb ing.'

'I never think they have,' said An thony. 'But, damn it all, don't let's
waste time talk ing about plumbers. Do you know that at this very
minute I'm sup posed to be deep in con fer ence with Isaac stein and
old Lol lipop? They want to talk about oil. Oil, my God! They can just
await my kingly plea sure. Vir ginia, do you re mem ber my telling you
once that I'd have a damned good try to make you care for me?'

'I re mem ber,' said Vir ginia softly. 'But Su per in ten dent Bat tle was
look ing out of the win dow.'



'Well, he isn't now,' said An thony.

He caught her sud denly to him, kiss ing her eye lids, her lips, the
green gold of her hair...

'I do love you so, Vir ginia,' he whis pered. 'I do love you so. Do you
love me?'

He looked down at her - sure of the an swer.

Her head rested against his shoul der, and very low, in a sweet
shaken voice, she an swered: 'Not a bit!'

'You lit tle devil,' cried An thony, kiss ing her again. 'Now I low for
cer tain that I shall love you un til I die...'





S

C��� ��� XXXI
S����� D� �����

CENE - CHIM NEYS, 11 am Thurs day morn ing. John son, the po lice
con sta ble, with his coat off, dig ging.

Some thing in the na ture of a fu neral feel ing seems to be in
the air. The friends and re la tions stand round the grave that John son
is dig ging.

George Lo max has the air of the prin ci pal ben e fi ciary un der the
will of the de ceased. Su per in ten dent Bat tle, with his im mov able face,
seems pleased that the fu neral ar range ments have gone so nicely. As
the un der taker, it re flects credit upon him. Lord Cater ham has that
solemn and shocked look which En glish men as sume when a re li gious
cer e mony is in progress. Mr Fish does not fit into the pic ture so well.
He is not suf fi ciently grave.

John son bends to his task. Sud denly he straight ens up. A lit tle stir
of ex cite ment passes round.

'That'll do, sonny,' said Mr Fish. 'We shall do nicely now.'

One per ceives at once that he is re ally the fam ily physi cian.

John son re tires. Mr Fish with due solem nity, stoops over the
ex ca va tion. The sur geon is about to op er ate.

He brings out a small can vas pack age. With much cer e mony he
hands it to Su per in ten dent Bat tle. The lat ter, in his turn, hands it to
George Lo max. The eti quette of the sit u a tion has now been care fully
com plied with.

George Lo max un wraps the pack age, slits up the oil silk in side it,
bur rows into fur ther wrap ping. For a mo ment he holds some thing on
the palm of his hand - then quickly shrouds it once more in
cot ton wool.

He clears his throat.



'At this aus pi cious minute -' he be gins, with the clear de liv ery of
the prac tised speaker.

Lord Cater ham beats a pre cip i tate re treat. On the ter race he finds
his daugh ter.

'Bun dle, is that car of yours in or der?'

'Yes. Why?'

'Then take me up to town in it im me di ately. I'm go ing abroad at
once - to day.'

'But, Fa ther -'

'Don't ar gue with me, Bun dle. George Lo max told me when he
ar rived this morn ing that he was anx ious to have a few words with
me pri vately on a mat ter of the ut most del i cacy. He added that the
King of Tim buc too was ar riv ing in Lon don shortly. I won't go
through it again, Bun dle, do you hear? Not for fifty George Lo maxes!
If Chim neys is so valu able to the na tion, let the na tion buy it.
Oth er wise I shall sell it to a syn di cate and they can turn it into an
ho tel.'

'Where is Cod ders now?' Bun dle is ris ing to the sit u a tion.

'At the present minute,' replied Lord Cater ham, look ing at his
watch, 'he is good for at least fif teen min utes about the Em pire.'

An other pic ture.

Mr Bill Ev er sleigh, not in vited to be present at the grave side
cer e mony, at the tele phone.

'No, re ally, I mean it... I say, don't be huffy... Well, you will have
sup per tonight, any way?... No, I haven't. I've been kept to it with my
nose at the grind stone. You've no idea what Cod ders is like... I say,
Dolly, you know jolly well what I think about you... You know I've
never cared for any one but you... Yes, I'll come to the show first. How
does the old wheeze go? “And the lit tle girl tries, hooks and eyes”...'
Un earthly sounds. Mr Ev er sleigh try ing to hum the re frain in
ques tion.

And now George's per ora tion draws to a close. '... the last ing peace
and pros per ity of the British Em pire!'



'I guess,' said Mr Hi ram Fish sotto voce to him self and the world at
large, 'that this has been a great lit tle old week.'
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