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A METAMORPHOSIS
CHAPTER I

AT THE STILE

IT
all began with an oak-tree at High Dene—that ideal

home for a millionaire. The oak-tree stood in the home
copse. Its owner, George Otway, leaned his back against it

as he smoked a pipe. On the other side was a stile leading
over the fence into the drive. As he smoked he heard steps

approaching along the road. They reached the stile; then

lingered. Voices became audible. One belonged to his

cousin, Frank Andrews, the other to Dollie Lee, the girl to

whom he was engaged to be married. Being within a few
feet of where he stood he heard every word of what they said.

In lazy and mischievous mood he listened
;

first in jest, then
in earnest. They both owed all they had in the world—all

they hoped to have—to him. There could hardly be any
conversation between them to which they could seriously

object to his listening ;
if there should be, then he would

acquaint them with his presence, if they had not already
discovered it for themselves.

They said several things
—which they certainly did not desire

him to overhear—yet he dropped no hint that they had a

listener.

Plainly, they were in the very heart of an interesting dis-

cussion when they arrived at that stile. Frank's first question
showed it. It was that question which caused his cousin to

keep still behind the tree.

"Tell me honestly, Dollie, do you love me ?"

Considering that this question was being put to Otway's
affianced wife—by the one man in the world who ought not
to have put it !

—it was scarcely surprising that the millionaire

remained quiescent ;
there was scant room for honesty either

in the question or its answer.
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Apparently Dollie felt that it was a matter which required

no tir^'' ' -.nsidcration ; her answer came promptly :

••
\ ,v very well that I do."

Did he? That was pleasant hearing for Mr Otway. But

j^lf \
• '

imself did not seem to have full assurance

of thV .-
'- with which she credited him—or, at least,

his lonc ^ d that he would like his assurance to be made

doublv sufc.
•' Arc you dead certain that you love me ?

"

•• Look at me—can't you find what you want in my face ?
"

There was silence. The presumption was that he was look-

ing, and * ' ' what he wanted. Then there was a sound,

which ma .
•

^ay's jaw as rigid as if he had been suddenly

atucked by tetanus. Presently came Dollie's voice :

"You shouldn't do it out here; it isn't fair. You don't

know who may be about."
" And I don't care. I'd risk hell to do it."

Dollie laughed
— an odd, fluttering laugh. She sighed,

ra -ly. The man behind the oak realised that his

a;; . . wife was in his cousin's arms, and he knew what it

meant to see red.
" How you're trembling."
*•

I should think I am. If you hold me like this much

longer I shall— tremble all to pieces."

"And yet, feeling for me like this, you can talk of marrying

Otway."
"

I cannot only talk about it, I can do it—and I shall do it.

My dear Frank—to speak of nothing else!—mamma would

kill me if I didn't, even if she knew that I had made up my
mind to run away from him an hour afterwards. She would

congratulate herself that, in any case, she had got me off her

hands
; you don't know how that has become the one object

of her existence. And the probabilities are that, whatever I

did, he would give me something. He's a generous sort of

creature. And what does it matter anyhow ? You can kiss

mc when you want."
"

r)ollie, I believe that you're a devil."
'* You're no saint. I shouldn't like you if you were. It's

because—in spite of all his madnesses—George is a saint at

l)Otiom that I go all over gooseflesh whenever he comes near.

Your near neighbourhood hasn't that efltct on me. That'll

do ! Come ! let's walk
;

I want you to tire me out."
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They went off together down the drive, and the millionaire

did nothing.
This girl he had met first of all at Wiesbaden, with her

mother. Lady Helen Lee. They were stopping at the same

hotel. A chance acquaintance rapidly ripened into a close in-

timacy. She was the most fascinating creature he had ever met,

with, about her, such a way ! He had offered his love and his

millions. She had accepted the former, protesting unbounded

affection in return. For the millions, she had observed, with

a dainty pout, she did not care
; going so far as to add, with

delicious impertinence, that she was inclined to think that they
made him just a trifle vulgar; as a natural man he was splen-

did, it was almost a pity he was gilded. He had laughed,

and believed her
;
and all the time she had been this thing.

Frank Andrews was the only relative he had so far as he was

aware. He had hunted him out of a city office, made him

one of his managing men, a person of importance, of fortune,

and he had done this to him in return.

The footsteps passed down the drive, faded away in the

distance. George Otway remained where he was, with his back

against the oak. He smoked his pipe right out; refilled it,

smoked another. He was not only a strong
—a masterful man

;

he had unusual powers of self-control, or he would hardly have

been where he was. He realised that this was a position in

which it would be well that he should think things right out,

without heat or passion. He thought them out. At the end

he had come to a resolution.

The incident of the stile had been the chief cause of his

resolution. But, now that the thing had happened, he per-

ceived, with that clarity of self-judgment which was one of his

strongest points, that he himself had had a trend in that

direction. The East had been calling, the old life beckoning.
He had grown a little tired of High Dene, of the house in

Carlton Terrace, the shooting in Scotland, the great houses

which welcomed him with open doors, the troops of acquaint-
ances who received him always with acclamations. He had

enjoyed it at first : it was fresh, amusing. But now—now it

had become monotonous.

He told himself, as he strolled up through the woods to the

house, that it had become very monotonous indeed.

He was in the conservatory, still smoking, when DoUie
came in, with that little rush which was characteristic of her,
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seemingly not yet tired out. She exclaimed at sight of

" Hollo, George ! you here ! Where have you been ?
"

*
I've been at the stile."

"At the stile?"
^. , ,

There was something either in his looks or his manner

which seemed to startle her. She stopped in her onward

p t. As she glanced up and met his eyes she went a

1j.^^ ;e. He was larger that the average man; she was

smaller than the average woman, slenderly fashioned. He

regarded her as a mastiff might have done a toy terrier.

'* Vou were quite right
—one never does know who is about.

For instance, I was about—then."

She understood, and perceptibly shivered, as if overtaken

by a sudden chill. As a rule the most loquacious creature

breathing, she was tongue-tied. Without doubt, she was as

much taken by surprise as he had been. And then his bear-

ing, though not outwardly discourteous, was so instinct with

c.
* •

--s command, as if he were issuing his orders to

sl : - .jle underling, with such civility as the occasion

permitted.
" Have the goodness to pack your trunks and leave my

house within the hour ; if they are not packed in that time

you will have to leave with them unpacked. Your mother
must go with you. If necessary I will explain to her why,
but if you are wise you will save me that trouble. You will

be able to invest the matter with an atmosphere of your own.
But please to understand that if, within the hour, you are

not gone, the ser\"ants will have instructions to turn you out,
both of you, in whatever condition you may be. At High
Dene we only give shelter to decent women."
He walked off without another word, leaving her stand-

ing as if rooted to the ground. In the corridor he perceived
his cousin walking away in front of him.

•' Andrews !

"
he cried.

The other turned. He was a slightly built man, younger
than Otway, black-haired, with large black eyes, a carefully
trimmed moustache, a soft voice—the sort of person likely
tc make a strong appeal to a certain type of woman. He
f

"

Otway with a smile.

: anything?""
I merely want to inform you that Miss Lee and her
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mother are leaving the house within the hour: so that it will

give you an opportunity of going with them."
"
Leaving ?

'" Mr Andrews stared.
" What do you mean ?

"

"You should preserve a remark of Miss Lee's on the

tablets of your memory : in carriage-drives, and similar

places, you never do know who may be about. I was at the

stile—that is what I mean."
His look lent to his words a signincance which penetrated

to the other's brain. Something seemed to be moving under
the skin on Mr Andrew's face. He moved back against the

wall. He began to stammer :

"
I couldn't help it—I—I didn't mean "

Otway cut him short :

"Don't dare to speak
—still less attempt to excuse yourself.

I shall not be able to keep my hands off you if you do. In

my present mood there is nothing I should enjoy better than

to kill you. But I am afraid I should regret it afterwards—
not for your sake : and the misfortune is that I should be

satisfied with nothing short of killing you. So I will simply

repeat that Miss Lee and her mother leave the house within

the hour. If you choose you can go with them
; you will find

yourself in congenial society. If, after that time, you are

found on my premises I will have you dragged by the heels

to the boundary and then thrown into the road."

Mr Otway smiled to himself as he strode off. Possibly his

fancy was tickled by two pictures which were present to his

mind's eye : one, of a pretty girl, standing as if car%-ed in

stone, with all the light and life dying out of her face, and a

look coming into it, as if she were suddenly growing old :

the second, of a young man, a handsome fellow, cowering
against a wall, as if he were a stricken cur. They might have

changed the aspect of the whole world to him. He had cried

evens. With at least equal unexpectedness, and with more
than equal thoroughness, he had made of it a new world to

them.

In his bedroom he found his valet, Hewett, engaged in

putting away some new clothes which had just come down by
train from town. As his master came in he turned to leave.

Otway stopped him :

" You needn't go."
Hewett went on with his labours. His master, planting

himself before a window, looked out over his park and lands.
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It was a glorious prospect which stretched itself in front of
him. No house in England has a liner natural situation than

High Dene. But there are occasions on which the finest

landscape fails to please. George Otway was the victim of
one just then. Presently he spoke to Hewett. The man
had been in his employment some time, and, besides, Otway
had a trick—when the mood took him—of talking to his

servants as if they were his personal friends.
"
Hewett, do you ever get tired?

"

" Do you mean sleepy, sir?
"

" No
;
not sleepy. Tired of things

—of everything."
*'

I fancy, sir, that we, many of us, feel tired at times."
"

I've hit on one of those times."
"

I shouldn't think you ever got like that, sir, really ; not
in the sense you speak of."

"Shouldn't you? How odd. And yet you're a man of

experience. You've valeted grandees. Haven't any of them
ever grown tired ?

"

"They've thought they have. But a liver pill, or something
of that sort, has soon brought them to a different frame of
mind.'

"Has it? That's odder than ever. Because I don't fancy
that it would have that effect on me. I'm afraid it's more
than the liver." He was silent for some seconds. " I'm so
tired, Hewett, that I wouldn't mind changing places with you."

"That's what my first gentleman, young Lord Valentine,
used to say when he was very drunk. But he never did.
He couldn't have made a greater mess of things if he had.
He drunk hmiself into his grave before he was thirty.""Did he? That's an awful warning, Hewett. I suppose
that 1 ought to learn from his fate, and not express a willing-ness to exchange with you. At least, I'll be like him in one
respect : I'll not go beyond the expression."

Immediately afterwards he passed into his study, which
adjoined. Hewett indulged in some inward comments as he
lolded a jacket.

"
Never saw him that way before. Always thought nothing

atlected him either one way or the other. There's something

r.cortjc Otway remained in his study about twenty minutes.
I hen he passed down his private staircase, through his own
private door, into the grounds. He wore a suit of dark Harris
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tweed and a hard felt hat. He carried an ivory-handled
Malacca cane. It had been presented to him by a friend.

On the gold mount were his initials. He bent his steps towards

the nearest railway station, some three miles off. To reach it

he had to pass through a country town. There he called

on the manager of the local bank, whom he requested to

give him cash for a cheque for ;/^iooo. The bank itself was
closed

;
but Otway was far and away its largest customer, and

the manager did not hesitate to do as he wanted. He gave
him a thousand pounds in tens and fives, Otway expressing
a desire to have the money in that particular form. He put
the notes in a scarlet morocco letter-case, on which was a

gold monogram, and the case itself into the inside pocket of

his jacket. The manager noticed that, when he buttoned

his jacket, the bulky letter-case was plainly visible beneath.

That bank manager was the last person in that part of the

world who spoke to him—alive.



CHAPTER II

T}1E MAN ON THE BRIDGE

BF.TWEEN
eleven and twelve that night he was on South-

wark Bridge. Why he was there, or how, he would

have fuund it difficult to say. Through the evening he had

been following his nose hither and thither, without rhyme or

reason. Now he was there
;
that was enough for him.

At that hour that part of London is apt to be like a place
of the dead. It was inclined to be foggy. He had been

wandering, for some minutes, in and out of narrow streets,

between huge buildings, whose altitude was lost in the

obscured air, without seeing a sign of a living thing. In his

then frame of mind this brief pilgrimage in itself had had
about it a flavour of the adventurous. His imagination had
endowed the huge warehouses with a something mysterious,
a shadow of awe. They compassed him about as if they were
a grim array of prisons.

All at once he found himself coming on to a bridge. He
did not know that it was Southwark Bridge. He only knew
that it was a bridge, that the water was underneath—he heard
it splashing against the piers ;

that the fog had grown dense
;

that his solitude had become more obvious.

This feeling of solitude was so insistent that it was almost
with a consciousness of shock that he realised that, after all,

he was not so alone as he had imagined. Towards the other
end of the bridge, across the way, in the dimness was—what?
was it a human figure? Yes, it was the figure of a man.

This fact was borne in on him simultaneously with another—with the fact that the man was essaying to mount the

parapet. It was only when Otway had brought himself to a
full stop, in an endeavour to see more clearly what the person
over the way was doing, that it dawned upon him what his

ungainly movements meant. Suddenly he appeared, raised
above the pavement, a tremulous blotch as seen through the

distorting mist. On the instant Otway was across the road.

8
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Slipping his arms about the fellow's waist he bore him back

upon the path.
There was a momentary silence. It had all happened so

quickly. Each had taken the other so wholly by surprise.
Both had to think of what to say. Otway was the first to

speak.
" What did you do that for ?

"

Question was returned for question.
"Rather put it the other way—what did you do that for?

"

There was a quality
—a something—in the speaker's tone

which Otway had not expected.
" Come this way ;

let me have a look at you."
He drew him towards a lamp-post, the stranger offering no

opposition. He was a man of Otway's own build,
—had he

chosen he might have offered resistance which Otway would
have found it difficult to overcome,— tall, broad-chested,
loose-limbed. George Otway was forty. In actual years the

stranger was probably his junior; possibly by half-a-dozen

years. But there was that in his face which startled Otway—
who flattered himself that he was a keen physiognomist—into

an odd conviction that for him life was over. His features

were drawn and anxious, there was what Otway described to

himself as a haunted look in his eyes ;
his expression was as

of one who keeps company, not with his fellows, but with

things unseen. He regarded his deliverer from the pangs of
a suicide's death with a glazed, impersonal stare.

" One saves even a dog from death if one is able. Why
not a man ? I could not allow you to commit suicide before

my very eyes !

"

"Such was not my desire. If you had warned me that

your eyes were coming I would have waited till they had

passed."
"But why do it at all?"

"What has that to do with you? Who are you that I

should initiate you, on your own demand, into the intricacies

of my private affairs ?
"

"
It appears to me that, under the circumstances, I am

entitled to require from you information. Otherwise it will be

my plain duty, as a law-respecting citizen, to march you off to

the next policeman."
The stranger seemed to be taking a mental inventory of the

other's inches.
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.. y .. -
-i^t find itdirticult to do it."

Oi^< under was grim.
*'

1 think 1 might be able to keep a hold on you until, by
my cries and shouts, I had brought the nearest constable to

my assistance. I believe that on London bridges at night one
is never very far away." As if to prove the truth of his surmise

a steady tread was heard approaching. In the distance loomed
a uniformed figure.

" Vou see, here's one coming."
1 he man drew instinctively back. Otway gripped him by

the arm. The fellow hesitated, as if considering whether it

would be worth his while to show fight. Apparently he
concluded that this was a case in which discretion would be
the better part of valour.

" Don't give me to him— if I tell you something will you
let me go ?

"

Ihere was a bitterness in his tone which seemed to echo

something which was in Otway's heart.
"

It depends on what you tell me and upon whether it

bears the stamp of truth. Not any lie will do. But if you
show me suthcient cause why death is better for you than life,

why, you may drown yourself within the next five minutes,
and I'll not move a finger to stop you."" Vou mean that?"

"
I do. I'm in a mood in which I'm ready to let a man go

to the devil in his own way.""
If I show you cause you'll let me go over there ?

"

He pointed to where, in the stillness, the waters were heard
swirling about the piers below.

"It will have to be a sufficient cause."
"

If I give you what even you shall admit are sufficient
reasons why I should cease to live, do you swear that you will
not hand me over to this policeman but will permit me to
woo death after my own manner?"

"
I swear it.''

"Then I'll give you reason enough, and more—I am a
murderer."

Had the fellow spoken with any sort of bombast; had he
shown any sign of mental excitation

;
of that hideous exulta-

tion which marks the self-conscious criminal who parades
his crime, desiring to add to it an even added shade
of blackness, George Otway might—probably would—have
doubted. Hut this man spoke with a coldness, a clearness,
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a dispassionate directness, a terrible sincerity, which moved
his Ustener to instantaneous credence. The poHceman was

coming close
;
the stranger fidgeted.

" Let us move away. The presence of a man-in-blue is to

me like a biting frost
;

it chills me to the bone."
" Why should I not give you into custody ?

"

" Because you swore. I do not think you are a liar."

The man began to walk towards Southwark, Otway suffer-

ing him to go, keeping by his side.

"I may be. Who knows? I certainly should not be

prepared to give myself a general testimonial. And a

murderer ! You are a thing accursed. All men's hands must
be of necessity against you, and God's. For such as you
there is no place upon His earth."

"
Precisely. Which is why I wish to take myself off it.

You see—you are quick to admit that I have cause enough."
" But why should you be permitted to choose the manner

of your death ? You have no title to be the master of your
fate."

"You swore."
"
I swore ! What does that matter ? Like you, I am

not disposed to make a superstition of a careless oath.

Besides, I have nothing but your word. People accuse

themselves of murder whose hands are stainless."
"
I am not one of them."

" How am I to know it ?
"

"You do know it. Still, if you've a taste that way, I'll

give you the particulars, then you'll know it better. One
moment, the policeman's on our heels."

Indeed, as he spoke, the constable went swinging by,

peering at them as he passed, addressing to them a friendly

greeting.

"Good-night, gentlemen."

Otway rejoined :

"
Good-night, officer. Foggy weather."

The constable stopped to answer.
"
It is inclined that way. I shouldn't be surprised if it were

worse before long
—

fog's coming up the river."
" Nice night for suicides."

The constable gave a short laugh, as if the notion tickled

him.
" There wouldn't be much chance for anyone who went
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over in this weather—not much chance of getting him out,

I mean. There's fog enough to make it impossible for you
to sec him, and the tide's coming up like a race. But we

don't have many suicides here; Waterloo's the bridge for

Ihcm."

"Still, I suppose, if one had a mind, this bridge would

serve."

"Oh, yes, it would serve. Good-night, gentlemen."
The policeman strode off with quickened steps. The pair

followed more slowly. When he was out of earshot the

stranger asked :

" Have you a natural taste for cruelty?"
" Not that I am aware of—more than the average man."
" Vou knew that my nerves were on the rack

;
that each

word you uttered wrung from them fresh agonies. You

enjoyed the knowledge that you were torturing me."
"

If chance remarks on suicide have that effect on you
I should recommend you to avoid the thing itself."

"That is my affair. You have conceded me the liberty to

make it so. I wish you good-bye."
The man turned as if to go. Otway caught him by the

shoulder.
" Not so fast. You move too quickly. Do you imagine

that I propose to be content with your bare assurance ?
"

"You insist on having full particulars? I see. You
relish vicarious sensations

;
of your own you would probably

soon weary. You remember what the papers, with their

usual idiocy, labelled as 'The Vauxhall Junction Murder,'
the case of the girl who was found dead in the train which
had come from Guildford?" Otway nodded. "

I killed her."
"
Why ?

"

" Hecause I loved her. Sounds odd, doesn't it ? It's a fact.

I've found that it's the plain truths which do sound odd.
She had pretended to love me. I discovered that it had
been pretence throughout; that all the while she had been

misbehaving herself with another man
;
sometimes with my

kisses warm upon her lips. When I charged her with her

treachery she twitted me with having allowed myself to be
fooled so exsily. I killed her then and there."

" Did you ? It was savage justice ; but, if the facts are as

you have stated them, I am not sure it was not justice."

Otway's thoughts were of Dolly Lee.
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"I am sure it was. It is better for the world that such

women should be out of it. If it were required I would kill

her again, now, although I have paid the penalty
—the

penalty !

" The man stood straight up, gazing at the picture

conjured up by his own imagination, with fixed, unseeing

eyes, straight past Otway, as if Otway were not there. "It is

with me as with the wretch in Hood's poem : ever since she

has been with me day and night. Sometimes sitting rigid in

the corner of the carriage with the marks of my fingers about

her throat
;
her pretty throat

;
it was a pretty throat. Some-

times swaying forward as the train stopped suddenly, so that

I had to lift her back into the seat. I killed her soon after

we left Guildford, and travelled with her—dead—to Vauxhall

Station. Each time the train jerked she swayed forward,
and I had to lift her back. It is like that I see her oftenest,

swaying forward. It has become so that it is like that I

always see her
; always, always, always. So I am resolved to

get away from the sight of it through the gate of death—I

cannot bear to see her always swaying
—the monotony's too

great ;
and I'll get away, even though I have to kill you also

before I can escape."
" You need resort to no such drastic measures. You're free

to go"—again the man made as if to turn; again the other

had him in his grip
—"on one condition."

"What is the condition? Tell me—quick! My patience
is nearly at an end."

"The condition is that you— first—change clothes with

me."
The stranger regarded him with bewildered glances.
"
Change clothes with you ?

"

"
I spoke with sufficient clearness."

"But—I don't understand." He looked Otway up and

down, as if seeking in his appearance for something which

would explain his words. " There is nothing the matter with

your attire. Your clothes are better than mine."
"
Possibly ;

at least, I do not doubt that they cost more.

The man they came from charges for permission to become
his customer. But that is not the point. I, like you, also

wish to die
; especially if it can be done by proxy."

" Don't—now—juggle with phrases. Make your meaning
as plain as you can. I'm in a hurry."
"You see, when your

—body is found, as it presumably
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sotr
•••"'' will be, the possibilities are that it will be in such

a e 1 that the clothes upon it will be the only means

of recognition. If those clothes are mine—and my name's on

even- rag I wear—they'll think I've found a watery grave,

which will suit me very well."

The stranger was silent. Something came into his eyes
which suggested a desire to read into the other's soul.

" What have you done ?
"

"
Nothuig as yet. It's a case of what I'm going to do. I

also want to enter into another life, though by a different gate
one you're choosing. I'm tired of my present life—

^. ...,„..>• tired. Matters will be simplified if the world believes

that I am dead."
"
Is it only a whim ?

"

"A whim!— only that; a mood!—but one which has me
so strongly in its grip that only on my condition will I let you
go. So admirable an opportunity of going through the process
of metempsychosis may never recur."

"
I don't see why I should object, since we both of us are

mad together."

"Just so, since we both of us are mad ! No reason whatever

why you should object. The only question is where can we
change ?

"

"That I'll manage. I cannot offer a sumptuous dressing-
room, but I think I can promise freedom from observation."

He led the way across the bridge to the Surrey side, down
a narrow lane, through a still narrower entry, into what seemed
to be a yard. Here was a shed, which was entirely open on
one side. The stranger stopped in front of it.

"This is our dressing-room. I believe that it contains bags
of lime, but they'll not be in our way. It's not likely that

anyone will interfere with us while we're undressing."
They both entered. What was within beside themselves—

whether the stranger was or was not right in his surmise—in

the pitchy blackness it was impossible to see. In silence each
began to undress. Presently Otway spoke—one guessed that
he smiled.

"This dressing-room of yours is draughty.""
I said I could not offer luxury. I suppose you only want

my suit ?
"

"I want every stitch of clothing you have on, including
your shirt, vests, socks, and boots. Don't I tell you that my
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name's in full on everything I'm wearing, a fact which is at

least well known to my man. If the body didn't have my
socks on he'd spot it in a second."

" Your man ? Do you mean your servant ? You say your
name's on everything; what is it? I should at least like to

know who I am to be taken for—at the coroner's inquest."
"
Otway. George Otway."

There was a fresh inflection in the other's voice.
"
Otway ! Not—the millionaire ?

"

" Men call me a millionaire."
" Then that's the meaning of it all ! There's to be another

financial smash
;
a new huge scandal in the city, spreading

ruin broadcast. It's to escape the consequences that you
want men to imagine you are dead. There's method in your
madness that's something more tangible than a whim."

" Not a bit of it. You're wrong entirely. Financially, my
affairs were never in a sounder condition. That's part of the

trouble. If they weren't, if they were drifting into stormy
waters, I'd be happy piloting them back into harbour, and the

tougher the job the more I'd like it. But no such luck is

likely to come my way. Everything I touch turns up trumps.
It's monotonous. Now, since I've given you my name, what's

yours ?
"

" My name is Jacob Gunston
; you'll find it on all my

clothes."

"The deuce I shall! That's unexpected. It may cause
trouble."

"
It'll make no difference to me if it does. Although I'm

not a millionaire I suppose I'm entitled to have my name upon
my clothes as well as you."

Silence again, shortly broken by a laugh from Otway,
followed by an exclamation from Gunston.

" Don't laugh like that, man ! You made me jump. This
is no time for laughter."

"
Sorry to have occasioned you inconvenience. I find the

whole affair infinitely amusing." He had been transferring
the thousand pounds in notes to the pocket of his new jacket.
" Here's my letter-case. It has my monogram in gold out-

side
; my cards and papers within. Since it's guaranteed

to be waterproof, they alone should establish my identity

beyond a doubt. Put it in your inside pocket. Here's

my watch and chain. Have you a watch?"
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"
I've a silver one."

" You'll get the better of the exchange ;
mine's gold

—I paid
a hundred guineas for it—and there are some trifles on the

chain which cost money, including a locket with a lady's

portrait. Here's my ring ;
it's a single stone diamond. I've

worn it on the little finger of my left hand for years. Put it

on the little finger of your left hand. Does it fit ?
"

"
It goes on."

*• How do you feel in your new costume?"
"The coat is tight under the arms."
'* Yours is loose

; your tailor allows you more room than

mine."
"

I always insisted on having plenty of room in my clothes.

These are tight all over. Before long they'd be beyond my
bearing."

" There won't be time for you to reach that stage. Are you
ready ?

"

"Quite. I'll show you back into the street, then I'll say

good-bye
—for good.

'

"Or evil. By the way, we've forgotten our hats. Here's
mine

; give me yours. Hollo ! how odd ! yours fits me
perfectly. I take such an out size in hats that I've always
had to have mine made for me. We've both of us great
heads. Now I'm at your service."

Gunston led the way back into the street. Under a lamp-
post they paused to survey each other. The first comment
came from Otway.

" What a difference clothes do make to a man. I shouldn't
have known you."

" Nor I you. Good-bye, Jacob Gunston."

"Good-bye, George Otway. I trust that you will not find

the water unpleasantly cold."

Gunston— in Otway's clothes—turning right-about-face,
walked off without another word. Otway, remaining under
the lamp-post, watched him as he went. He swung along
with long, even strides, looking straight in front of him—
upright, resolute, with a something stiff in his bearing, as of
a man who had been drilled.

"The fellow's been a soldier or, perhaps, a volunteer. Yet
if he had he'd hardly talk about insisting on having plenty of
room inside his clothes. Anyhow, he's a man of inches and
of mu.scle : the sort that dies hard. I shouldn't be surprised
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if, when it comes to the touch, the strong hfe which is in him
insists on making a fight for it."

Gunston reached the end of the narrow street : without a

backward glance, wheeUng round the corner, he passed from

sight.

"Now, what's the etiquette? What ought I to do? To
follow might suggest a desire to observe his movements,

which, under the circumstances, would be scarcely cricket.

A delicate mind would rather avoid the faintest appearance
of espionage. I'll go the other way."

But as he went he could not keep his imagination from

straying after the vanished man.
"What's he doing now? How many yards is it from the

corner to the bridge ? Not many. By now he should be

on it. How far on will he think it necessary? To the

middle? I take it there's enough water to drown a man
half-a-dozen feet from shore. Yet—he'll be safer in the centre.

For one thing, he'll be more difficult to get at if there should

be someone else about who's bent upon salvation, and it

will be harder to reach dry land. If he's anything of a

swimmer the trouble will begin when he gets into the water.

It will need some resolution to restrain himself from striking

out, knowing that a few strokes may give him a longer lease of

life, when he feels he's going down. This world may seem

pleasanter when the mud and the water begin to get into his

mouth. For the strong swimmer, who persists in drowning
himself, there must be some moments when he endures agony.
Better choose some easier mode of dying. Still, if he had,
it would have been harder for me to drown. I wonder if I'm

drowned by now."
The wonder held him. His curiosity upon the point became

so insistent that he could not hold himself back from seeking
for an answer. He wandered over Blackfriars Bridge, then

back again towards Southwark. As he approached it, down

Queen Street, his steps became slower and slower, until at

last he stopped
—and looked ahead. What he had expected

to see he could not have told himself, yet it was with an odd
sense of relief that he realised that there was nothing to be

seen. The bridge was apparently deserted. As, remembering
his previous experience, he moved gradually nearer, he searched

it with eager eyes.
The policeman's prediction seemed likely to be falsified.
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At least thereabouts, just then : the fog had not grown thicker
;

on the contrary, it had Hfted : he could see from end to end

of the bridge. It was deserted. There was not a creature

on it anywhere
—of that he was sure.

Which made it the more strange that, as he advanced upon
it, he should have been oppressed by so unreasonable an

apprehension that he was not alone. No man had his nerves

better under control ;
none less likely to suffer himself to be

victimised by freaks of fancy. None the less, more than once

he caught himself glancing, with a start, backward, over his

shoulder, here and there—looking for he knew not what. The
farther he went the more dominant his perception of an unseen

companion became, until, about the middle of the bridge, he

stopped dead, staring down at the pavement in front of

him.

What was it which was lying at his feet? A stick? What
stick? His own? Was it his own stick?—the one which he

had given Jacob Gunston ?

It was
;
his Malacca cane, with his initials on the gold band.

As, picking it up, he recognised it, it was with obviously
startled eyes that he glanced about him.

"Was it here—he did it? Here—that I was drowned?
Then why wasn't my cane drowned with me ? It ought to

have been. Or—did he leave it behind on purpose ? Being
a man of acute perception, realising that if my stick was
found just here, the inference would be conveyed that its

owner had gone
—over there. Perhaps he did. Shrewd

fellow ! Still I don't quite like it. If I am drowned I should
like to have everything of mine drowned with me. So here

goes !

"

He hurled the cane into the air out over the river, listening
for the sound of its splash as it entered the water. But he
could hear nothing ; only the rushing of the tide against the

piers. As he stood, expectantly, a touch upon his shoulder
affected him so as no touch had ever done before ; he leaped
round, with an exclamation, half of surprise, half of something
akin to terror.

"Who the devil's that? Why, policeman, is it you?
Officer, you startled me ! I had no idea that anyone was
near."

It was not the constable he had seen before. This was a

younger man; one apparently more prone to suspicion. He
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regarded him with what were plainly suspicious eyes. His
tone was accusatory.

"
I daresay. I thought you fancied you had it all to your

self. What are you doing here ?
"

"
I was looking at the river."

"
Looking at the river ? If you were only looking why did

you jump like that when I touched you? You nearly jumped
out of your skin."

"If I had quite it wouldn't have been strange; I was never
before so taken by surprise."

"
It's my duty to take people by surprise who're looking at

the river at this time of night."
"
I see. That view of a policeman's duty comes on me with

the force of novelty."
"Does it? Then that's all right. Didn't I see you throw

something into the water?"
" You may have done, if you have sharp eyes. I threw a

piece of wood."
" A piece of wood ? You're sure it was a piece of wood ?

"

"
Perfectly certain."

" Where did you get it from ?
"

"
I saw it lying on the pavement."

"Saw it lying on the pavement? What kind of a piece or

wood was it ?
"

"
It was a thin piece, about eighteen inches long. I threw

it into the water because it was of no use to me, and because I

wanted to know if I should hear it splash."
"Don't you know better than that? Don't you know you

oughtn't to throw anything off a bridge? There's always
people moving about underneath

; you might do any amount
of damage. Now move on, please. Do you know what the
time is ?

"

George Otway looked at Jacob Gunston's silver watch.
"I didn't; but I do now. It's ten minutes to three."
"

It's my duty not to allow people to loiter on the bridge at

this time of night. So off you go."
"

I believe you suspect me of an intention to commit
suicide."

" Never mind what I suspect you of. I haven't said that

I suspect you of anything. All I say is, off the bridge you
go. So step it."

Otway did as the policeman told him, laughing to himself
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as he went. It seemed so funny that he should be suspected
of meditating suicide when he was drowned already. He was

conscious that the constable remained standing where he had

left him, following him with his eyes till he was clear of the

bridge, and that then he himself marched to the Southwark

side to make sure that this suspicious character did not retrace

his steps.

Oiway strolled back to Blackfriars, then down Fleet Street

into Covent Garden. He had heard of the scenes which were

to be witnessed there in the small hours
;
here was an oppor-

tunity to observe them. Business was already in full blast.

He found his way into the flower market : discovering with

delight the wealth of blooms
; purchasing a bundle of rosebuds,

from which he selected one which he put into his buttonhole
;

handing the rest to a girl who was buying her stock for the

day, who received them with what might have been gratitude,
but looked like surprise.

He loitered
;
had some breakfast at a shop in the Piazza

;

then, as it was nearly nine, and London was beginning to open
all its eyes, he started off to look for rooms.

I-or the third time he traversed Southwark Bridge. It was
a sunny morning ;

the fog had vanished ; there was a fresh,

soft breeze ; the river, covered with craft, was looking its

best. He lingered about the spot where he had thrown the

Malacca cane into the air. It was a little difficult to recall

the atmosphere ;
to understand how he could have been

so weak as to have allowed himself to become possessed of

such eerie imaginings. The world was alive—awake. The
happenings of the night had been but the traffic of a dream.
In the exhilaration born of the bright spring morning who
cared for nightmares?

In a window of a house in a street off the Southwark Bridge
Road he saw a card inscribed : "Apartments." He knocked.
The door was opened by a tall, thin woman, past middle age.
She showed him the rooms on the first floor. A cheerless

ten-foot square room, which she called a sitting-room ; another
at the back, more cheerless, smaller, darker— the bedroom.
She wanted twelve shillings a week for the two, gas fourpence
a burner, coals fourpence a scuttle, boots a penny a pair.
The whole thing was in such amazing contrast to the luxury
of High Dene that it amused (icorge Otway hugely. He
laughed outright. It was like a chapter out of a fairy tale :
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one of those games of make-believe which children so delight
in. To live amid these surroundings, after the monotony of

the uncrumpled rose leaves of High Dene, would be a change
indeed. He would have engaged the rooms on the spot

—
only the decision was taken out of his hands.

His laughter, the cause of which was beyond her compre-
hension, had, as was perhaps natural, not altogether pleased
the woman of the house. For all she knew he might be

laughing at her
; which, indeed, in a sense, he was.

She regarded him with sourer visage.
"Are you in business?"

"No; not at present.''
"I only care for people who're in business. I don't like my

lodgers to be at home in the day."
"Oh."
This point of view struck Otway as being in the highest

degree unreasonable. Why did people want rooms if they
were not to be in them whenever they chose?

" Where do you come from ?
"

The notion of being subjected to such a catechism tickled

Otway more than ever. He laughed again. The woman's
face became sourer still.

" Where do I come from ? I come from the country."
" From the country ? You don't look to me as if you came

from the country. Where's your luggage ?
"

"
Luggage ? I haven't any."

" Haven't you ? I guessed as much. Thank you ;
that's

enough for me. Good-day."
Before he quite realised what was happening, the woman

had opened the front door, and was ushering him through it

into the street. Directly his feet were on the step outside the

door was shut behind him with a bang. He laughed louder

than before.
"

It was the luggage did it. Even in this part of the world
the stranger who desires to be esteemed respectable must
have luggage."
With this idea he entered a shop where they sold clothes

for men. Here he purchased a small black canvas-covered

portmanteau, some shirts, underlinen, ties, odds and ends,
and a suit of clothes—ready made. This latter he tried on
there and then. As he was admiring the sit of the coat before

a mirror, the salesman remarked:
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"That coat fits you better than your own, Mr Gunston."

The customer turned sharply round.

"Gunston ! How do you know my name is Gunston ?
"

"That's the name on the tape inside your jacket, and I took

it for granted that the jacket was yours."
" On the tape } Of course, I see. I had forgotten it was

there."
"
Queer you should have forgotten your name was inside

your own jacket. Here it is, you see, large as life, and twice

as natural."

There was a free and easiness about the man's manner of

address to which Mr Oiway was unaccustomed from persons
in his position. He paid for his purchases ;

the shopman ob-

serving, as he proceeded to arrange them in the portmanteau :

" You'll keep on the new suit, I suppose. You won't wear

your
—the old one."

As a matter of fact he had only given expression to what
had been Otway's intention. But there was an insinuation

in the fellow's tone for which he could have shaken him
;

as if the man took it for granted that if the customer's name
were Gunston there was a desire to conceal it.

'•
I will wear my own suit, thank you."

Still in Jacob Gunston's clothes, and with the "
luggage

"
in

his hand, he again hied in quest of an abiding-place: this

time with greater success. In a turning off the Borough Road
he secured two rooms in the house of a Mrs Parsons. The
landlady was a stout, good-natured-looking woman, with what
seemed to be a trick of hiding her hands beneath her apron
He gave his name as Jacob Gunston. At the mention of the
name there came into her eyes a glimmer of recognition.
"Gunston! Aren't you employed at Armitage's?" He

shook his head. " No ? Well, my son, who's married, lives

over by the Butts, he's a fitter there. I've heard him speak
of a Mr Gunston—pays the hands, I think. Might be a
relation of yours."
"So far as I'm aware I've no relation of the name in the

world.
'

"This new name of mine," he told himself, when the woman
was gone,

"
bids fair to be provocative of complications. It

may be easy enough to die, but if one wishes to re-enter the
world, plainly, one ought to be circumspect as to the label
which one sticks on to oneself."
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He examined his pockets. For the most part the contents

consisted of valueless trifles—a stump of lead pencil ;
a well-

worn knife
;
half a box of matches

;
a tobacco pouch ;

a briar

pipe ;
a coarse, but clean pocket handkerchief, on which

again was the name in full. If Mr Gunston had had any
valuables about him, the presumption was that he had
transferred them to his new attire. One thing, however, gave
his representative pause. That was a piece of oilskin in a

jacket pocket, which was not only carefully secured with

string, but sealed. Without hesitation its finder cut the

string and broke the seals. Within was a sheet of paper,
which again contained three letters. On the sheet of paper
was written, in a round, clerkly hand :

"Whoever opens this oilskin will please post the enclosed

three letters, which are duly stamped and addressed.—Jacob
Gunston."
One was addressed to " Mrs Burroughs, Palm Cottage,

London Road, Guildford"; the second, "Miss Renwick, i6

Coulter Street, Rotherhithe "
;

the third, "To the Chief

Inspector of Police, New Scotland Yard." Otway turned

them over and over in his hand.
"

It's as well that he left them here. If he'd put them in

my pocket there'd have been trouble ahead. The discovery
of such epistles on my person would have raised problems
which every one concerned would have found it difficult to

solve. I take it they're farewells and explanations and con-

fessions and that kind of thing ;
the usual suicide's remainders.

The question is what am I going to do with them? Shall

I carry out instructions? slip them in a pillar box? Or—
shall I investigate upon my own account? At any rate, not

that. I'll compromise—slip them in the fire instead."

He burnt them on the instant, smiling down at them as

he watched their transformation into ashes.

"There, for all I know, goes the solution of a first-class

mystery ;
the quite possible result being that the perpetrators

of still another crime will escape scot-free. It's the police
who're to blame. That rare breed of dog, the sleuth-hound,
continues to be badly wanted at Scotland Yard. If our

detectives were only capable of detection there'd soon be an

end, if not of crime, then at least of criminals."

For seven days nothing happened. George Otway dili-

gently ransacked the newspaper in search of items of infor-
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mation which might have a personal interest for him. In
vain. On the eighth day, however, it was different.

To begin with, when he came down to breakfast a letter

was lying on his plate. He stared at it in astonishment,

picking it up gingerly, as if it were some dangerous thing.
•'

It can't be for me; unless Mrs Parsons has mentioned the

fact of my existence to some local tradesman, who desires

the favour of my patronage."
He opened it, and read as follows :

—
" Dk.\r Jacou,

—\\hy are you treating me like this ? Why
have you broken your promise? You know very well that

it is only because I believed you that I kept still. / 7vill

keep still tw Ioniser. Do you think you can hide from me?
You cannot. I will give you until to-morrow at noon. If

by that time you have not acted I will, be the consequences
what they may. In that case, God help us both.—Mary.

*' You know very well, Jacob, that I mean what I say. So
understand quite clearly that if, by to-morrow at noon you
have not done what you promised, I Will Speak."

George Otway laid down the letter with an expression on
his face which denoted a total lack of comprehension.

"She will speak, will she? I wonder what she'll speak
about ! And who is Mary, anyhow ? And what Jacob
promised? I suspect Mrs Parsons of a persistence in con-

necting me with my namesake who pays the hands at 'Armi-
tage's,' and I'm afraid she has been talking, which may
explain how it is that Mary has jumped to the conclusion
that her 'dear Jacob' is residing beneath this modest roof.

However, breakfast first and problems afterwards."
He would have made a better meal if he had joined the

newspaper with the "problems" and postponed them both
till afterwards. On the centre page of the journal which he
unfolded was a "scare" heading:'t>

"MYSTERIOUS DEATH OF A MILLIONAIRE.
THE JJODY OF MR GEORGE OTWAY
FOUND IN THE THAMES."

The sight of that banished from his mind all thoughts of
the meal which Mrs Parsons had set before him ; he eagerly
read every line.
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The principal part of the information which the paper con-

veyed to the world consisted of an exhaustive report of the

coroner's inquest.
"So an inquest has been held upon me, has it?" com-

mented Mr Otway when he realised the fact. "That's all

right."
It appeared that a body had been found by a man who

was in charge of a barge in a part of the river called Dagenham
Pool, which was beyond Barking Reach.

"
I'd got so far as that, had I ?

" observed the reader.

The body was in a dreadful state—a mere torso indeed—
practically headless, with bones and ribs all shattered. On
the clothing, and on other articles found on the deceased,
was the name "George Otway." Mr Frank Andrews recog-
nised the clothes as those which his cousin was wearing when
he saw him last; all the other articles found were certainly

his. There was also evidence of recognition from Hewett,
a valet. Both witnesses had no doubt whatever that the

body was that of the unfortunate millionaire. Hewett de-

scribed a short conversation which he had with his master on
the afternoon of his departure from High Dene, which made
him think he had something on his mind. Mr Frank Andrews
stated that throughout that day his cousin's manner had been

most peculiar.
"Peculiar?" The reader grinned at the word. "You

dear !
—

you sweet !

"

Medical evidence went to prove that the body had been in

the water at least a week. There was nothing to show how
it had come by its dreadful injuries.

"
I expect that I missed my footing at the take off, and

that, instead of going straight into the water, I went crashing
into the piers, which would be enough to smash up any body.
I thought it possible that something of the sort would happen,
and perhaps on the whole it was as well it did."

The verdict was to the effect that George Otway met his

death by drowning ;
but that how he came into the water

there was no evidence to show.
" Most satisfactory ! nothing could be more so !

"
Leaning

back in his chair, with his finger-tips Mr George Otway
drummed approval on the breakfast-tray. "No suggestion
of insanity or of anything else which could cause pain to

the sorrowing hearts which are left behind—those sorrowing
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hearts ! The jury could not have dehvered themselves of a

more judicious verdict. And I am dead—by law—to the

knowledge of the entire civilised world, so that I am really

free—at last—to begin all over again ;
to tap fresh streams

and trace them to their sources
;

to make myself intimately

acquainted with some part of the great multitude of things
of which hitherto I have had no knowledge. I've known
one world ;

now 111 know another. So far as in my power
lies I'll make the best of an opportunity which has not often

come to any man. The average human has but one life to

live— I'll have two.'

While he pondered Mrs Parsons came into the room with

a note in her hand.
" Where did you get this ?

"

"A boy brought it. He just slipped it into my hand as I

opened the door, and was off without a word.
'

Mr Oiway surveyed the writing on the envelope with feelings
which were distinctly mixed. It was addressed "Mr Jacob
Gunston," in the same hand which had been on the letter

that had been awaiting him upon his plate. Within, on
half a sheet of paper, were these lines :

" De.\r J.\cob,
— I have decided, before speaking, to see

you once again. You know I am not my own mistress
;

I

cannot go and come as I please. But I will be with you
within an hour of your getting this.—M.\rv."

"You'll be with me within the hour, will you, Mary? The
deuce you will !

"

He passed into his bedroom, the note in his hand.
An hour afterwards Mrs Parsons opened the street door

to a young woman who had knocked.
"

I want to see Mr Gunston," the visitor announced.
" Mr Gunston's gone."
" Gone !

" The stranger started back. " Where has he
gone ?

"

"
That's more than I can tell you, though it's what I should

like to know. When I went into his sitting-room I found his

breakfast untouched, and a month's rent on a piece of paper
in the middle of the table. On the piece of paper were two
lines :

' Am suddenly called away. Please accept the

accompanying in lieu of notice.' Just that and nothing more.
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I call it very strange behaviour. Here's the paper ; you can

have a look at it if you like."

The stranger glanced at the paper which Mrs Parsons had

given her.
" Do you say that this was written by Mr Gunston ?

"

"
Certainly I say it."

"But this is not Jacob Gunston's handwriting
—not my

Jacob Gunston \"

The two women stared at each other as if each were en-

deavouring to find out what was at the back of the other's

mind.



CHAPTER III

THE HARVEYS

GEORGE
OTWAY'S next quarters were in a new ^^35-

a-year red brick villa near Clapham Junction. The
house was in the occupancy of a Mr and Mrs Harvey. It was
Mrs HarvL*y who attracted him. She was liltle more than a

girl. Short, slight, brown-haired, with a look upon her face
which ill-accorded with her years. There was a suggestion of
reluctance in her manner of showing him the rooms which

piqued his curiosity; as if—in spite of the card in the window—she was not sure that she wanted a lodger at all, especially
such an one as he was. Instead of extolling the goods she had
to offer she more than hinted that they had manifold defects.

*'
I am not much of a cook," she confessed.

"And I'm not much of an epicure."
The rejoinder, or the smile with which it was accompanied,

appeared to fill her with confusion.

"My husband says I cannot cook anything fit for a
Christian to eat."

"Your husband? On such points husbands are proverbi-
ally critical. You may find me less exacting."

"Then, sometimes, I am not very well, and—that makes
me seem neglectful."

"
I can fend for myself."

"
And, at times, my husband is—odd."

" Odd ? What is your husband's occupation ?
"
He's the manager of a luncheon bar in the city."

"A very difficult position, I should imagine, for a man to
fill. It might fairly be pleaded as a cover for a good deal of
oddity. May I ask how long you have been married ?

"

"Six months."
Six months ! And already that look upon her face.

Otway began to be conscious of a big-brother sort of feeling
towards the child-wife upon the spot. Her next words were
plainly prompted by conflicting emotions.

28
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"
I don't think the rooms will suit you. I've so little ex-

perience. I—I'm afraid I sha'n't make you comfortable."
"
I've no fear of anything of the kind; so I'll take the rooms

if you will have me."

She suffered, rather than welcomed, him. He gave the

name of John Scott, having already had more than enough
of the pseudonym, Jacob Gunston.

He soon learned that she had spoken no more than the

truth of herself. Her ignorance on all domestic matters was

so complete as to be tragic. She did suffer from ill-health
;

things which should have been done were left undone. As a

cook she was an absurdity : she could not even be relied upon
to cook an egg with decency. Beyond doubt her husband

had cause to complain of any meals which she might set

before him. But, then, the fault was his own.

From childhood she had been in that bad school for house-

wives—a draper's shop. Behind a counter from early morn-

ing to late at night she had never had an opportunity of even

dimly apprehending what were the duties appertaining to the

mistress of a house. He knew this
;
and yet he married her.

Her very helplessness appealed to him—then. It was only
afterwards that he used it as a weapon with which to contin-

ually assail her. She admitted that now she was only nineteen.

He was in the forties
;

a huge, beefy fellow—the typical

publican. He used her as an animal trainer might use one

of the helpless creatures at his mercy. He seemed to be

compact of all the vices : coward, bully, drunkard. Night
after night he came home drunk. It seemed that that was

what his wife had meant when she had spoken of him as

sometimes "odd." His physique enabled him to sleep off

the effect of his libations sufficiently to permit of his returning
in the morning to his duties in the atmosphere of the liquor

which he loved. The strange thing was that she had had

reason to more than suspect his
"
oddity

"
in the brief days of

their amazing courtship
—and yet she had married him. It

had appeared to her that it was hers to choose between two

forms of slavery
—the counter of a sweating draper or the

board of a bibulous husband. She was only a silly child,

and had chosen the master whom she had hoped would prove
the more lenient. Already, six months after, she had dis-

covered that her choice had been erroneous
;

and knew,

also, that soon she was to become a mother.
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Oiway, as John Scott, had been in the house barely a week

when, playing the part of the unwise man, he interfered

between husband and wife. He had come in late ; after one
of those wanderings through London streets at night, which,
if only for ihcir novelty, had suddenly assumed for him a

singular fascination. He was commencing to have a glimpse
of how the other ninety per cent, lives, and the beginnings
of knowledge were to him a continual wonder. So soon as

he opened the door he became conscious that the master of

the house was lively; but that, at that hour, it seemed he

always was. After a monologue in a candid strain—in that

small place it was all so very audible—the wife was driven
to bed, with imprecations. In his own time the husband
followed. Overhead his presence was more obvious than it

had been below. In his sitting-room Otway sat, smoking in

grim silence—listening perforce—becoming more and more
troubled by an itching at the ends of his fingers. Presently
it became so troublesome as to stand in imperative need of
an immediate cure.

"
I rather think that he's dragging her out of bed." It seemed

that something was happening above : the house was shaking.
"I believe he's hitting her." Evidently a physical discussion
of a kind was commencing, and it could only be of one kind.
It was at this point that the itching became past bearing.

"
I

am inclined to the opinion that I shall have to worry my
landlord with an early morning call !

"

He mounted the stairs three at a time, rapping smartly at
the door of the room from which the sounds proceeded.
There was no answer; the sounds continued—of a man's
oaths, a woman's cries, appeals for mercy, worse

; the oc-

cupants of the room were plainly too much engaged with
each other to notice rappings at the door. Otway's blood
grew hot all at once. He stood no more on ceremony. He
threw open the door and entered.
The woman was in her nightdress, half crouching, half

lying on the floor. Her husband, holding her down with one
hand, pommelled her with the other. The lodger, catching
him by the shoulders, swung him round against the wall with
so much vigour that the red brick villa was shaken to its

foundations. The girl-wife, glancing up, seeing who had
interfered, hid her face against the carpet, and was seized with
a convulsion of weeping. The man, breathless, taken by



THE HARVEYS 31

surprise, stood gasping at his assailant, for the moment

speechless. Otway, regarding him with scornful eyes, was

the first to speak.
"

I fancy, Mr Harvey, that, to-night, you had better occupy
a separate apartment."
"What the !"

The stream of interrogative adjectives began to flow.

Otway, again taking his landlord by the shoulders, had him

out of the room with a neatness and promptitude which did

him credit—probably the man was outside before he quite

understood what was happening. The woman lifted up her

head from the floor.
" Don't ! don't ! don't !

" she wailed. It was a pitiful

hysterical cry.

Otway endeavoured to reassure her.

"It's all right, Mrs Harvey, don't be afraid. Nothing is

going to happen. I am only going to say a quiet word or two

to your husband in private."
He said them

;
the husband availing himself of the much

needed support of the wall while he did so.

" Listen to me, Mr Harvey, and pay as much attention to

what I say, as, in your present condition, you are able. If you
don't take care I shall have to treat you as you have treated

your wife. Only, as I am sober and in excellent condition,

and you are neither, it's just possible that I sha'n't leave you
with a whole bone in your body. You understand ?

"

Mr Harvey mumbled something in what he meant for reply.
"

I haven't been doing anything to you ;
it's no business of

yours ;
she's my wife."

"Precisely
—which is exactly the reason why you should

endeavour to conceal from her quite what manner of man you
are. Come this way."
He was aware that on the same landing was an unoccupied

bedroom. Taking his landlord by the arm he ushered him

into it. The room was in darkness. He took a box of

matches out of his pocket and struck one.

"That's light enough for you to get into bed by. Tumble
in."

With really odd docility Mr Harvey did as he was told. He
was in a sufficient state of undress to consider it unnecessary
to disrobe any further. As soon as he was in a recumbent

posture drink and exertion had their way—he sunk into stupor.
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Otway tapped at the door of the room within which a woman
still wailed.

'* Mrs Harvey, your husband is already asleep. You must

get into bed at once and have a good night's rest or you will

be ill. Are you getting into bed ?
"

" Yes— I am getting into bed."

He waited a second or two.
*' Are you in bed?"
" Yes—thank—you."
This with a sob.
" That's rij^ht. Good-night."

"(iood-night.'
It was a curious situation to which the lodger found himself.

Not the less so because no allusion to the incidents of the

night was afterwards made by either of the parties concerned.

Mr Harvey held his peace ; probably for sufficient reasons of

his own. His wife held hers. Yet George Otway was well

aware that the part he had played on that occasion of the

display of marital discipline was frequently present in the

minds of both. In the woman's eyes he thought, at times, he

read something more than gratitude. The man's silence, he

was sure, did not denote forgetfulness. On the contrary, he

did not doubt that, if opportunity offered, his landlord would
do his very best to cry him quits.

And opportunity came.

He had been in the house about a month, acclimatising
himself to his surroundings with a readiness which puzzled
even himself. As a housewife Mrs Harvey did not improve
as the days went by ; she did not grow worse only because

deterioration would have been difficult. Yet the lodger, John
Scott, seemed content. In the household reigned com-

parative peace. True, the landlord still came home, nightly,

drunk, but he refrained from assaulting his wife with any
other weapon than his tongue. Apparently the one lesson had
been sufficient

;
or it is possible that he comforted himself

with the reflection that he would make it up—and to spare
—

when the lodger had betaken himself elsewhere.

If that were the case events rid him of the intrusive Mr
Scott sooner than either of the trio had expected.
One morning, on unfolding his paper, the first item of news

which met Otway's gaze was one which took him by surprise.

Staring him straight in the face were the words :
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« THE VAUXHALL JUNCTION MURDER
Facts which point to the Murderer

Mary Renwick's extraordinary Story

Where is Jacob Gunston?

A Reward offered for his Discovery"

For a moment John Scott saw—and read—without com-

prehending. Then understanding came with the force of a

sudden shock. He saw what was meant. Fresh Hght had been

thrown upon the murder of that young woman in the compart-
ment of the Guildford train, which might make it awkward for

—him. Very awkward, indeed. He judged that Mary
Renwick was the young woman who had favoured him, as

Jacob Gunston, with those two notes which had sent him

flying from Mrs Parsons's. According to the paper, she had

been reHeving her mind, not only to the police, but to certain

newspaper gentlemen as well.

As an acquaintance of Mr Gunston's, it had "come to her

knowledge" that he knew more of the circumstances which

attended the latter end of that young woman than he ought to

have done. Now Otway began to understand what it really

was which had induced that person to hasten to a "
happy

dispatch." Miss Renwick had informed him—there, in black

and white, was what purported to be her own statement to

that effect—that if he did not give himself up to the police,

she would. Perceiving, possibly, that this was a lady of

unusual resolution, he had promised to meet her wishes. He
had undertaken to do so on the very night on which Mr Otway
had encountered him on Southwark Bridge; that gentleman

began to understand better and better. To Miss Renwick's

sorrow, he had lied to her
;
instead of giving himself up he had

merely transferred his lodgings to an address off the Borough
Road. When he learnt that she had discovered him he fled

again, so that the question now arose. Where is he ?

Indeed, the question had arisen to so much purpose
that the police were offering a reward of ;^ioo for his

discovery. It was with something besides amusement that

Otway perceived in how many respects the description of the

missing man tallied with his own. It might become un-

comfortable for him if impertinent fingers were to point his
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way. He might find himself in a position of much unpleasant-
ness.

With a sudden flash his thoughts recurred to Jacob Gunston's

suit of clothes.
" Confound the fellow's ancient garments ! What did I do

with them ? What an ass I am ! I believe I've left them

lying about just anyhow and anywhere. Anyone with a pair
of eyes who might come across them could hardly help but

see his name upon the tags ;
and as Mrs Harvey sometimes

takes it into her head to—what she calls—tidy up for me, it's

quite on the cards—by George !

"

On the instant he was on his feet and in his bedroom,
which was entered through folding-doors. He had remembered
all at once that, less than half-an-hour ago, in searching for

his jacket, he had tossed Gunston's coat upon the bed, and left

it there. The hour appointed for "doing" his bedroom was
a movable fixture. He had known it to have been yet undone
when he retired to rest at night. On the other hand, there

were times when Mrs Harvey started to perform the necessary
offices so soon as he was out of it. As he was seating himself

at the breakfast-table he had fancied that he had heard the

bedroom door open and shut. If so, under the circumstances,
it was desirable that he should put that apparently tell-tale

garment into a place of safety before it came into his landlady's
hands.

The moment, however, he was through the folding-doors
he realised that he already was too late. Mrs Harvey, holding
the jacket, was cutting off the name-tag with a pair of scissors.

The meaning of her action was unmistakable. Yet—if only
for the sake of gaining time to collect his scattered senses—he

pretended not to understand.
"
Hollo, Mrs Harvey, what are you doing there ?

"

*'
I am cutting off your name—your name !

"

She repeated the two words,
"
your name," with an emphasis

which affected him disagreeably.
"
My name ! I didn't know it was on my clothes."

"
It is not on those which you are wearing now. It was,

and is, on those which you were wearing when you came. I

have wondered what it meant—Jacob Gunston."

"Jacob Gunston?" He laughed; a laugh which was con-

spicuously forced.
" But my name's John Scott."

*' Yes
;

it's John Scott now."
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Again there was that emphasis which filled him with such a

sense of odd discomfort. She continued cutting off the tag,

while he stood watching her, feeling like a fool. At last he

found more words, which he knew were ridiculously in-

adequate.
"
Why, Mrs Harvey, what do you mean ? Your tone hints

at all sorts of dreadful things."
Her answer, which was in the form of a question, took him

aback.

"Why did you kill her?"
He stared. For a second he could not think to whom or

what the reference applied.
"Kill her! Kill whom?"
She judged him to be merely fencing.
"You know. Be honest with me, now! Please! I did

not think you were that kind of man. Are all men wicked?

all men ?
"

There was an accent in her voice which touched him to the

heart. Suddenly they had changed places. This foolish girl

had become the dominant personality. He was the factor

which did not count. She regarded him steadfastly, so that

he saw that there was a new light in her eyes, which confounded
him. Seeing him tongue-tied, she went on speaking. It was

as if she were an accusing spirit, anguished because of the

necessity of passing judgment.
"

I did not think you were that kind of man. I thought
that you were honest, brave, and true

;
that you were always

good to women. And now—you to do this thing
—to that

girl ! Why did you kill her ?
"

"
I did not kill her."

" Don't lie to me ! not now ! don't ! don't ! You did kill

her, or why have you hid yourself? Why did you come here

under a false name ? Why have you stayed in the house all

day and only ventured out at night ?
" He recalled, with a

start, that his habits had been nocturnal ones, though she

was so wholly at sea in the inference she drew. " This showed

you killed her !

" She held up the name-tag.
" And your

face shows it, at last ! I thought it was the honestest face I'd

ever seen
;
but now I see there's murderer on it, as plainly as

if it were printed there. You may glare at me if you like,

Jacob Gunston ! I'm used to being glared at ! You may kill

me now, if it would please you. I don't care !

"
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She stretched out her arms towards him, as if inviting him

to take her at her word : to do his worst. He cast about in

his mind for some means of making plain to her the mis-

take that she was making. But in the confusion into which

his mental faculties had been suddenly thrown it was not

easy.
" Let me beg of you, Mrs Harvey, to try and calm yourself."

"Calm myself! It is not necessary for me to do that, since

you are calm enough ; you who never ought to know what it

is to be at peace again."
"But why?"
" Vou ask me why ! Have you seen this morning's paper?

"

"
I have."

"Have you not seen that ;^ioo reward is offered for your
arrest ?

"

" You are under a complete misapprehension. I am not

the person you suppose."
"Is this not your coat? Were you not wearing it when

you came here ? How comes Jacob Gunston's name to be

upon your coat if you are not Jacob Gunston ? I knew your
name was Jacob Gunston before you had been here four-and-

twenty hours. I saw it on all the clothes you had taken off

and exchanged for the brand-new ones you are wearing now.

Though I guessed that for some cause you were hiding I did

not know who Jacob Gunston was
;
but now—now— I know !

Will you swear that your name's John Scott?"
"

I confess
"

" You confess it isn't?
"

"
If confess is not too strong a word to use in such a con-

nection, certainly. But, at the same time, I assure you that I

am not Jacob Gunston."
"
No, you are not, because you don't wear his clothes any

longer, and call yourself John Scott. Oh, you've a quick tongue,
I don't doubt, and can make up a tale to suit any name you
choose to take. I tell you you're not the sort of man I thought
you were. You've taken me in finely. But if I were to go
round to the station-bouse, and bring a policeman back with

me, I shouldn't find you here on my return, or I should have
earned ;^ioo if you waited for that policeman's coming. Tell

me ! why shouldn't I go to the station-house right straight
awav ?

"

" You'd be very foolish if you did."
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" Foolish ! Oh, of course, I should be foolish ! I'm always
foolish ! I'm only a fool ! a fool ! a fool !

"

Dropping on her knees by the bedside, burying her face in

the bedclothes, she began to cry with a degree of violence

which threatened to shake her into pieces. This last move
troubled Otway even more than her first. As he hesitated as

to what he ought to do to stem the torrent of the woman's sobs

an interpolation came from an unexpected quarter.

"I am afraid I am interrupting an interesting discussion.

Does this sort of thing take place every day after I am gone ?
"

The words did what Otway had feared he might himself

be unable to do : they dried the woman's tears. She was on

her feet, and, though her cheeks were wet, her weeping on

the instant ceased. In the door her husband was standing,

garbed as he had been when leaving for the city, perhaps an

hour before : silk hat on head, walking-stick in hand. She

gazed at him as she might have done at an apparition.
"I didn't know that you were coming back."
"
No, I suppose not, or this little discussion might have

been postponed, eh ? Well, I have come back—see ? And
I suppose I can come back to my own house when and how
I please, even though sometimes my return may be incon-

venient to you." He looked towards Otway with insolent

eyes. "Good morning to you—Mr Scott."

He prefixed the name with what seemed to Otway to be an

ominous pause. The lodger merely nodded in reply, taking
care to allow no sign to escape him that he perceived anything

peculiar in the landlord's bearing. Having had enough of

looking the lodger up and down, in a way which that gentle-

man would have liked to have been able to resent outwardly
as well as inwardly, Mr Harvey turned to his wife, addressing
her as if she were some inferior animal—as, indeed, it was

his wont to do.
" Come out of this—come along with me. I want to have

a talk with you."
She went with her lord, obediently. John Scott returned

to his unfinished breakfast : any appetite he may have had
had altogether gone ;

and for the enjoyment of Mrs Harvey's

breakfasts, hunger in a superlative degree was always an

absolute necessity. He was filled with a sense of discomfort

which would be inadequately described as vague. Probably
Mr Harvey's premature return had been accidental : had, at



38 A METAMORPHOSIS

least, no connection with him. But—how long had he been
in that room before he himself made known his presence ? or

just outside it well within hearing?
So far from having tired of playing at being someone else,

George Otway was only just beginning to reallv enjoy the game.
Since he had left High Dene behind, and all that High Dene
connoted, he had seemed to himself to have slipped off" at

least a dozen years. He was feeling twice the man he had
been used to feel of late. If this foolishness of his association
with Jacob Gunston were pushed only one step farther there
would be an end of his good time. Of such quality was the

spirit of mischief which had entered into him that he would
rather have enjoyed being locked up, and brought before a

magistrate, always with an eye to the fiasco, from the police-
man's point of view, which would be the ultimate result.

Only, in that case, it was hardly likely that he would be able
to continue to conceal the fact that he was George Otway,
and that would mean the spoiling of the fun.

How much had his landlord heard? What use might he
be expected to make of the information he imagined himself
to have acquired ?

Any doubts Mr Otway had upon that subject were presently
disposed of. He heard the front door open and shut. He saw
his landlord pass the window. Instantly Mrs Harvey came
running into the room, her face all distorted by her agitation,
so moved by conflicting emotions as to be scarcely articulate.

" You must go at once ! at once ! He's gone for the police !

"
" What do you mean ?

"
he asked, although he knew.

" He heard what was said—he made me tell him the rest—
he's got the tag with your name upon it. He'd give anything,
do anything, to hang you."

Otway thought for a second, or tried to.

"If it weren't for other considerations I'd baulk him of his

gentle desires in a fashion of which he's no conception. But
as it is

"

He stopped. Mrs Harvey was standing in the bow window.
She began to exclaim :

"
He's coming '—it's too late !—you're lost ! He must have

found a policeman in the street !

"

"Coming with a policeman is he?"
"
Why didn't you go when I told you ? Now it's too late !

—
too laie !

"
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*' Don't you be so sure of that. Doesn't the yard wall run

into the street behind?"
"
Yes, it does !

" She caught his meaning.
"
If you go

along it you may still get away. I'll drop the latch and pre-
tend I'm ill or something, and keep them out as long as I

can."

He acted on the hint, had his hat on, was in the yard, on
the wall, along it, with a celerity which, at any other time,

would have surprised himself. The houses at the back were

of the semi-detached variety, the wall ran right between two of

them into the street beyond. He reached that street without,
so far as he was aware, having attracted anyone's attention.

He walked briskly towards Lavender Hill. There he boarded

a tramcar which happened to be passing, alighting from it at

its terminus in the Westminster Bridge Road, chuckling to

himself as he rode at the mental picture which he drew of

what might be taking place in the house which he had just

now quitted. How long would Mrs Harvey be able to keep
them out on the strength of that dropped latch ? Little would
be needed to make her pretence at illness a very actual fact.

Then the position would have become still more complicated.
Her husband might threaten, and the policeman might awe
her as representing the majesty of the law, but the two together
would be able to obtain but scanty satisfaction out of a stricken

woman.



CHAPTER IV

A FRIEND IN N'EED

HI
)W he spent that day George Otway would, afterwards,
have found it difficult to describe in detail. He

wandered hither and thither
; lunched at a Soho restaurant

;

late in the afternoon found himself on a seat in Hyde Park,
near the Marble Arch. The seat was originally in the sole

occupation of another gentleman, who, soon after the new-
comer had begun to share it, showed himself to be conversa-

tionally inclined.
" So they've had a shy at that there Gunston."
The remark was so apposite and so extremely unexpected

that Mr Otway might have been excused if he had been
startled into self-betrayal. But, as it chanced, he was feeling
more than a little tired, and also was in a frame of mind in

which he was prepared for anything to happen—even the

things for which he was unprepared. So, although he was
surprised, he only turned his head with a languid sort of
interest. The speaker was a shabbily-dressed individual,
probably between fifty and sixty years of age, with something
in his general appearance which suggested argumentativeness.
It IS odd how many argumentative people one may meet in
the neighbourhood of the Marble Arch.

"
I beg your pardon. What did you say ?

"

"
I say they've been having a shy at that Gunston fellow ?

"

I suppose you've seen about it."

"I'm afraid I've not."
Mr Otway had not seen, in the sense the speaker apparently

meant. He had learnt all he knew first hand.
"

It's in the papers."" In the papers?"
"I suppose you see the papers, don't you?"" Oh yes, I see the papers—that is, I saw a morning paper.""
Ah, then you haven't seen

;
it's the evening papers I'm

referring to."

40
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"
Is there anything in them of interest about—this Gunston

fellow ?
"

The other was silent, as if considering his answer. Then
he stood up, settling his ancient coat in its place as he did

so. Apparently his conversational vein had all at once given
out.

"
It depends on what you call of interest. Some may think

it of interest
;

I do. Some mayn't
—you mightn't. There it

is : there's no accounting for people's tastes. You'll find the

evening papers on sale outside. If you buy one you'll be able

to say if they contain anything of interest to you. Only don't

say I advised the purchase, that's all. I never advise anyone."
He marched away with the air of a man who has just been

administering a well-merited rebuke. Otway was slightly

amused. The stranger's method of declining to discuss a

topic which he himself had broached had about it a touch of

character. What was the meaning of his reference to "a

shy at that Gunston fellow?" What was in the evening

papers ? It might be as well to see.

Strolling out into the street he was immediately confronted

by a boy who was selling the Evening News. These

words flared out from the contents bill :

"THE VAUXHALL JUNCTION MURDERER'S
ESCAPE

At large in London "

They struck Otway with a sense of singularity. He bought a

copy of the paper to see what they might mean. It was

plain enough.
Mr Harvey, putting himself in communication with the

reporters, had given his own version of the incidents of the

morning. They lost nothing by his manner of treatment.

The whole world was informed how he had suddenly dis-

covered that he was harbouring
—in the bosom of his own

family
—a murderer

;
how he had raced off for the police, how

he had returned with a constable, only to find the murderer

gone. As his wife had put it, it was pretty plain that Mr
Harvey would do a good deal to have the "miscreant" hung.

Evidently he had not forgotton the night on which he had

been prevented from the full enjoyment of his marital rights.
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The newspaper proceeded to point out, on its own account,

that the fugitive was, probably, at large in London. It was

unlikely that he could have got far away. Let every man,

woman, and child be on the look out for him. It was

extremely possible that he was at that moment pacing the

streets in search of shelter. Let the proprietors of hotels,

lodgings, eating-houses, be on their guard. It would be a

scandal if, before night, he was not safely under lock and key.

Then followed a minute description of the clothing and

appearance of "The Man who is Wanted."
This was pleasant reading for George Otway. He suddenly

realised what a peculiar personal meaning might be conveyed

by the words : every man's hand is against him. In a very
literal sense it would seem that every hand was. The whole

city was hunting him. The loungers about the Arch, the

people waiting for the omnibuses, passers-by
—most of them

were patrons of the evening papers. They had only to glance

up at him to recognise their quarry. As he grasped this

fact Otway became conscious of a very singular sensation.

Why, if the paper-boy was a student of his own wares, the

thing was settled on the spot ; nothing escaped a paper-boy's

sharp eyes. Possibly that boy's taste in literature was con-

fined to the commercial side. He had given his customer

change for sixpence in sublime indifference to the fact that

here, at his finger ends, was a fortune—the equivalent to

;^roo.
And yet, surely, his likeness to the man described was

unmistakable. The ingenious Mr Harvey had made such a

strong point of the clothes which he was wearing at the

moment of his flight. The bowler hat, with the name of the

maker, "W. Powell,'" inside; the suit of dark-grey tweeds;
the black-silk tie with small scarlet spots : Otway, instinctively

putting his hand up to his necktie, would have liked to have
torn it off. Then the tell-tale beard; no one could mistake
that beard. Why had he not gone straight to a barber and
had it shaved right off? Now it was out of the question.

Probably the first barber he went to with such a request
would identify him there and then. Indeed, the strange

thing was that he had not been identified already. Among
the shifting throngs must be many readers of the late editions :

it was odd that none of them had spotted the man they had

just been reading about.
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What was he to do ? What could he do ? The world had
been informed that he was probably pacing the streets. He
could hardly hope to continue to do so with impunity much
longer. How could he obtain shelter? At the first place he
asked for a bed they might hand him over to a policeman.
Should he make an effort to get clear of London ? He might
succeed in doing so

;
but if he did it would only be the same

thing over again. By to-morrow his description would be
known all over England. In the country his chances of

hiding himself would be less than in town. As for putting
his native land behind him and seeking seclusion on the

Continent, to attempt to do so by the ordinary channels

would be madness. Every passenger who boards a boat

bound to the Continent—especially when some notorious

criminal is particularly "wanted"— is keenly scrutinised by
authoritative eyes. He would be certain to be recog-
nised.

No
;

if he wished to get out of England a free man, and,
if only for the mere sport of baulking pursuit, he felt he would
like to—he would have to choose some bye-path. Ship
himself aboard some craft where either ignorance was bliss

or where no questions would be asked. Such boats were
doubtless to be found in plenty. He might hit upon some

foreign vessel, some humble trader, by whom no passengers
were carried as a rule, but who would be willing, for a

consideration, to find room for an eccentric Englishman. It

would be amusing, at anyrate, to try his luck. However,
vessels of no kind are to be found that end of town, so he

decided to hie him to the other pole of London—to the

regions of the sailorman and of the great docks.

He chartered a hansom, reasoning that by that means he
would best escape observation. He would have the vehicle

to himself, and so escape the possibly curious glances of

fellow-passengers. He told the man to drive to High Street,

Wapping. He had never been there in his life, but had a

dim idea that there were ships at Wapping. The cabman

regarded him with a hesitant eye, as if doubtful whether he
had given his destination correctly.

"High Street, Wapping?"
Otway nodded, took his seat, the cab drove off. It was

now towards evening ;
the work of the day was over, every-

where the workers were hastening home. As they neared the
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end of Newgate Street the trap-door in the roof was opened,
the cabman's voice came down.

" Did you say High Street, ^^'apping?'
"I did."

The fare wondered why the inquiry was repeated. He had
made himself clear enough at first. They passed the Tower.

As they were going by St Katharine's Dock the trap-door was

raised again.
"
What," thought Otway,

"
is coming now? If he wants me

to act as guide I'm afraid I am incompetent."
But the cabman wanted nothing of the sort. He had

information of his own to impart.
"This won't do, you know. It's a bit too thin. You're

Jacob Gunston."

Otway sat still. He had half fancied that something of the

sort was coming, that being the kind of remark which he

might expect at any moment from any quarter. The man
drove steadily on, waiting up aloft for his fare to respond.

" What do you mean ?
"

" None of your bluff. I tell you it's a bit too thin— I

thought it was you when you first came up. Now I'm sure.

So lies are ofT. What am I going to do with you ?
"

"
I haven't the least idea."

" You're a cool hand. I could see you were that directly
I got sight of you. That don't make me like you any the

worse; I prefer 'em cool." He flicked his horse artistically,

with a little twirl of the lash. Then he bent more forward,
so that his voice came clearly to the passenger within.

"
It's

this way with me: I've been in trouble myself; though,
thank goodness, not your sort, so that I've got a kind of

fellow-feeling for a chap that's got to face it. But I've been

having a bad time lately, this week it's been awful. It'll be a

hundred quid in my pocket if I drive you to the next police
station. Whatll you give me if I don't?

"

"Your fare."
"

I daresay. And how much over ?
"

"
I always make a point of giving a civil cabman something

over his legal fare."
" You do, do you. So it's like that. All right, I'll earn that

hundred quid."
He whipped up his horse. Otway raised his voice :

"One moment—give me time to consider,"
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The driver slacked his pace.
" Now you're talking sense. Only be quick about it. It's

a risky game I'm playing. If I did my duty, according to the

law, I didn't ought to let you have so much as half a chance.

If any one saw you riding in my cab I'd be fairly landed. Sit

well back. Now how much is it going to be ?—let's have it !

"

" If you will set me down in High Street, Wapping, and

promise that you'll hold your tongue, I'll give you a five-pound
note."

" Make it fifty. If your life's not worth fifty pounds, it's

not worth much."

Otway was aware that he was at the fellow's mercy. After

his demand had been satisfied he might still turn traitor. If,

on the contrary, he did not give him what he asked it was

certain that he would soon find himself in a policeman's hands.

To attempt to escape from a resolute driver of a hansom cab,

who was bent on raising a hue and cry, would be to essay a

forlorn hope indeed. So he expressed his willingness to be

blackmailed.

"You manage to keep that fellow-feeling of which you spoke
well under control."

"
I've got to

; every man's got to look after himself. You
were looking after yourself, I suppose, when you got into my
cab. I don't want any patter. Is it going to be your fifty

quid, or His Majesty's hundred?"
"Set me down where I told you, and undertake to keep

still, and you shall have your ^^50."
"Good! Trust me to know when silence is golden. You

don't suppose I should blab after a little deal of that sort ? It

would be telling tales against myself. Then where should I

be ? Why, in the same box as you are. No, thank you, not

for Jacko ! Hadn't you better give me the pieces now ?—no

owings !

—
you've got it on you ?

"

"I have. You perform your part of the bargain and I'll

perform mine as soon as I'm out of your cab. You needn't

be afraid of my trying to run away."
"I'm not."

The tone was grim. None the less, the driver allowed the

trap-door to continue open, as if he felt that it would be just

as well to keep an eye on what was taking place within.

Presently he spoke again.
"Which part of the High Street do you want?"
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"I'm indifferent ; any part will do for me."
" Then get your money ready, because we're almost there."

Soon the cab began to slow.
" This is High Street

;
have you

got the coin? No larks, you know.'
"

I tell you again that so soon as I am outside your cab you
shall have your money."
The cab stopped.

""Very well, then, here you are. Now where's that

cash ?
"

Otway stepped on to the pavement. From a letter-case he
took a roll of notes, regarding his Jehu fixedly as he did so.

The driver was a youngish man, with a red face, a black

moustache, an oiled top hat, and a flower in his button-hole,
who kept his eyes fixed on the notes.

"
I hope those flimsies of yours are all right. No Bank of

Elegance for me."

"These notes were issued by the Bank of England."
The cabman, shifting his gaze to his fare's countenance, was

moved to candour
"That description in the paper ticks you off to a T. If I

were you I'd get outside those clothes and into another lot in

half a flash of lightning, if I had to commit burglary to do it
;

any one who sees you in 'em, and has read what's in the paper,
would spot you in a jiff"y."

"You think so?"
As Otway, leisurely enough, was counting out the notes,

some one, coming rushing at him, gripped him by the shoulder,
and began shouting at the top of his voice :

" You're Jacob Gunston ! Police ! police ! help ! this man's
Gunston !

"

Instantly the cabman showed the cloven hoof, speaking as

excitedly as if the notion of his fare's identity had only just
occurred to him.

"
I thought as much ! I'd half a mind to drive him to the

station-house myself! He's my prisoner !

"

He began to dismount from his box, with an evident deter-

mination to secure the spoil which was bidding fair to slip
between his fingers. At the moment passers-by were few

;
but

the stranger
—who, as he clung to Otway, seemed to be seized

with a sort of frenzy
—was making such a hullabaloo that he

could hardly fail to attract the attention of those whose ears

were of normal quality.
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" Police ! police ! help ! help ! this man's Gunston, the Vaux-

hall Junction murderer !

"

Otway, glancing down—the fellow only reached to his

shoulder—perceived that this was a case for instant measures,

or none. Seizing him by the throat, tearing him loose—the

man was like a child in his clutch—he drove him right through
the plate-glass window of the shop in front of which they were

standing, turning just in time to receive the driver of the

hansom.
" So it's going to be like that !

"
cried Jehu.

"
I think you'll find that it is."

The cabman understanding, a trifle too late, that it was just

possible that he had met more than his match, tried to avoid

the other's rush. In vain. Otway, striking him full in the

face, sent him crashing backwards against his horse. The
astonished creature, unaccustomed to be used as a target,

reared. The cabman dropped beneath it. A circumstance

which, not unnaturally, completed the animal's confusion. It

bolted. Otway did not stop to see if it went over his own
driver. He himself tore off at the top of his speed. In-

stinctively he swerved round the first turning to which he

came; presently round a second. Shortly he realised that

there seemed only one pursuer, a man who kept by his side

as if he were running well within his pace. He turned to

look at him, only to dimly perceive that he was a white-faced

fellow, with curious eyes.
"If you'll take good advice, my man, you'll sheer off, or

you may get hurt."

The other, seeming not at all disconcerted, replied, in a

voice which was unpleasantly husky :

" Don't you be afraid of me, old pal, I'm not going to set

the coppers on to you. It's the other way about—they'd like

you to set them on to me. I'm a friend in need, that's what

I am. I'll take you to a crib where all the coppers in London
won't be able to find you. This way."

Otway had not the faintest notion where he was, nor which

way to turn to elude pursuit. There was no time for reflec-

tion. It was a case of Hobson's choice. At any moment the

hunt might come in sight. The speaker swung round still

another corner. Otway followed. Round again. Otway stuck

to his heels. They were now in what appeared to be an alley

leading down to the river. The runner, pausing in front of a
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closed door, opened it by some means which Otway did not

understand.

"This is my place, and I tell you that all the coppers in

London won't find you here. In you go !

"

Otway, accepting the invitation, stepped inside. The other,

following, closed the door. They were in pitch blackness.

The stranger struck a match. By its light it was seen that

they were in a narrow passage. The stranger led the way
along it to a door at the end, which he also opened. As he
did so the match went out.

"
Stop where you are for half-a-mo'. I've got a lamp inside.

I'll light it, and then we'll see what we are doing. There's no
one in the place but you and me." He did as he said he

would, the lighted lamp showing that he had passed through
the door into a room beyond.

" Come right in, and shut

the door after you." Otway obeyed, finding himself in a

fairly spacious low-ceilinged apartment. You needn't be
afraid of any coppers finding you here, they couldn't do it,

or they'd have found me long ago. You look a bit puffed.
There's a chair. You'd better get your breath."

He pointed to a large leather-covered armchair. Otway,
unaccustomed to running, did feel as if he had had enough
of it. A little rest would do him good. He sat down in the

chair. As he did so there was a clicking sound, something
forced him right against the back of the chair. He seemed, all

at once, to be surrounded by iron bands, which held him as

in a vice.

f'or a second or two he had not even an inkling of what
had really happened, imagining that the piece of furniture

being of a weakly constitution serious injuries had resulted

from his sitting on it. It was only after a little quiet con-

templation that he understood that by placing himself upon
the seat he had freed some ingenious springs, which were

holding him pinioned in a chair which was fastened to the

ground. Movement was impossible : he could not have been
more helpless if he had been swathed in fifty yards of steel

wire. The ingenuity of the trap, the ease with which it had
been worked, appealed to his grim sense of humour. He
smiled.

"Very neat."

"Not bad, is it? My own invention. It's only natural that

a parent should be proud of his own child, especially since
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I put it together with my own fingers. Although I have taken
out no patent, nor even appHed for provisional protection, and
have had no opportunity to place it on the market, it has

already repaid me pretty well—on the whole."
" What's the idea ?

"

"The idea? Oh,—robbery, and other things."
"You're a nice sort of scoundrel."

"In the matter of scoundrelism you and I are in the same

boat, aren't we? You practise on your own lines, I on
mine. In any case, I don't see, Mr Gunston, what you have
to complain of, even supposing you to be of a complaining
turn of mind. They would have hung you if they had

pinched you, and they would have pinched you if I had
not come to your assistance. I undertook to take you to

a crib where the coppers would not find you ; you may rest

assured that they will not find you here."

"And how long do you propose to keep me— in this haven
of refuge ?

"

" The phrase is nicely chosen. I really, however, could not
tell you on the spur of the moment. You see, it depends upon
what I do with you—afterwards."

"Afterwards?"
" Yes—afterwards." The look by which it was accompanied

enveloped the word in a sinister atmosphere. The speaker con-

tinued : "Have a cigarette? They're cheap—ten a penny—
but not on that account necessarily bad. It is not always the

most expensive cigarettes which make the nicest smoking."
He held out a paper packet of cigarettes.
"
No, thank you."

"Then I will, with your very kind permission. I'm a
victim of the cigarette microbe. Sometimes I get through
half-a-dozen packets in a day."
He lighted one, with what struck Otway as being an assump-

tion of extravagant ease. He himself was enduring tortures,
as he proceeded to point out :

"These—arrangements of yours are cutting me like so

many knives."
"
That's because you had your arms at your sides as you

were sitting down. They were snapped with the rest of your
body : the consequence being an increase of pressure.

Generally my clients' arms are left outside. They have to be
dealt with separately."

D
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"
If this continues much longer I shall have to—faint."

"
By all means faint, if you think it will relieve you. I

daresay you're feeling pretty bad. I notice that there is what

looks like perspiration on your forehead, which can hardly
be induced by the heat of the room. In any case, it doesn't

matter; I shall have to chloroform you anyhow."
"You—beauty!"
"I am an excellent example of the truly masculine—am I

not ? Your appreciation is valued at its proper worth." He
produced a bottle and some cotton waste from a cupboard.
" In applying chloroform I mostly use cotton waste. Some

people have a notion that you have only to apply chloroform

to a man's nose and he succumbs at once. I need not tell

you what a mistake that is. To do any real good it must

be inhaled into the lungs. That takes time. Some folks, in

fact, it scarcely affects. We'll hope that with you I shall have

better luck. Indeed, from the look of you I fancy that I

shall. Practice has given me rather an expert eye. But
before we proceed to that part of our little business

"

From the same cupboard he took another bottle and a glass.
"

I will drink nothing of yours."
"Oh yes, you will; because if you don't drink what I am

about to offer you voluntarily and with a good grace, I shall

have to put a funnel down your throat, and get it into your
stomach that way. You see, the anaesthetic will have but

a transitory influence. It is essential that I should have you
in a comatose condition for, say, at least three or four days.
This skilfully-compounded liquid to which I am about to

call your particular attention will manage that very nicely.

Now, are you ready ?
"

He had poured out three parts of a tumblerful of what
looked like muddy port, with which he advanced towards the

man in the chair. Otway regarded it intently.
"
Is it—death ?

"

" No
;

it is not death. It is simply a long, and we will

hope refreshing, sleep."
"
Refreshing ! There is not much refreshment to be derived

from that sort of thing."
"
Frankly, there is not. I was merely expressing a pious

aspiration. I thought it might please you. One can never
tell."

"What is the stuff?"
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"
Ah, now you are asking too many questions. Doctors do

not disclose the secrets of their compounds. Let us call it a

little panacea of my own."

"And I am to drink it?"

"You are."

"And if I won't?"
" Well—you will—in my way, instead of your own. Have

you ever seen them fattening chickens by artificial processes ?

If you are—cantankerous, it will be injected into your stomach

exactly as food is injected into a chicken's gullet."
"

I suppose I am wholly at your mercy."
"You state the position accurately."
"You—veritable friend in need !

"

" Mr Gunston, what kind of a friend in need does a man
of your type look for? On the one side you could have, for

a friend, the hangman ;
on the other—me. You have chosen

me. Candidly, I think you have made the better choice.

You can hardly be in a worse plight ;
and those bank-notes

which you were about to offer to the driver of that hansom
cab might as well be in my possession as in his."

" So it's the bank-notes you are after."
"
Certainly ;

what else ?
"

" Then why not take them and let me go ? let me get out

of this seat of—the torments of the damned?"
"Mr Gunston, you are not reasonable. To whom should

I let you go? To the police? Don't you know that they
are scouring every lane and alley for you, probably assisted

by a crowd of persons who would use you very badly if they
once got you in their hands? Besides, you might tell them
of the friend in need

;
men have done all sorts of things to

curry favour. Then they might want to hang me many
times over, which I should not like. No

;
to talk of letting

you go is absurd. I never let any one go who has once sat

in that chair. And they have been many. As for getting
out of that seat, you have only to drink this. Within a

very few moments I shall use the chloroform. Sometimes I

wait to see if it is necessary, but, in your case, I promise
that I won't. And, immediately afterwards, you will be out

of that seat."
" How can I hold a glass to drink when my hands are

being severed from my wrists ?
"

" You need not hold the glass
—I will perform that office
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for you. Put your head back, open your mouth, I will

hold it to your lips.'"

Otway did as he was bid ; in addition, he shut his eyes.

The man assisted him to drink with a neatness which suggested
that he was used to similar ministrations. Presently Otway
stopped swallowing.

'*
It hasn't a nice taste."

"
No, perhaps not. Still, it's as nice as you could expect.

Finish it up."
"Must I drink it all?"
"
Every drop."

Otway swallowed what was left in the glass, leaving what

looked like a layer of mud at the bottom.

"There are still the dregs, but we'll say nothing of those.

How do you feel ?
"

"In hell."

"That's natural."

He emptied part of the contents of the first bottle on to

a quantity of cotton waste. This he pressed against Otway's
nose and mouth. Mr Otway's body heaved and writhed as

if convulsively. Then he was still.



CHAPTER V

THE QUEEN OF THE SEAS

WHEN,
after his encounter with that friend in need,

George Otway returned to Ufe his first hazy im-

pression was that the world must be coming to an end. Not

only was he surrounded by extraordinary noises, but he

seemed, without any effort on his own part, to be performing
a series of complicated somersaults. By degrees he realised

not only that these things were taking place in an atmosphere
of gloom, but, also, that his nostrils were being greeted by
a very peculiar smell. Later it dawned upon him that he

was in a recumbent position. Endeavouring to sit up he

struck his head against something which was immediately
above with such force that he fell back, half stunned. As

he lay trying to collect his thoughts it seemed to him that

he was lying in what was apparently a narrow box, which was

closed on three sides, and open on the fourth. Carefully

protruding his head on the open side he began to try to

make out the meaning of it all. A voice saluted him :

"
Hollo, mate, coming out of it, are you ? About time, too,

I should say. You must have lowered it by pailfuls."

In the dim light Otway perceived that a man was seated on

a stool, clad in his shirt and socks. He was holding a pair

of trousers, on which he seemed to be adjusting a patch.

"Who are you?"
"I'm Bill Stone, that's who I am; with thanks for kind

inquiries."
" Where am I ?

"

"Ah, I thought that'd be the next question. I've been

asked it many a time by chaps like you, and have always

been pleased to give the information required. You're

aboard the Queen of the Seas, that's where you are."

A glimmer of light began to reach Otway's perception.
"The Queen of the Seas^ It's a ship !

"

"
Right you are

; very well said
;
a ship it is. Did you

suppose it was a motor car ?
"

53
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" But—how did I come on board a ship?"
"Ah, there you are again. As it happens, there's one or

two besides yourself on this ship as would like to know how
they come to be aboard. I take it that sherbet brought
em half the way and crimps the rest.'
"
Crimps ?

"

In spite of what seemed to be his splitting head his thoughts
recurred to the white-faced, queer-eyed friend in need. Had
he drugged and robbed and crimped him too ? In the present
year of grace could such things be ?

" But there aren't any crimps to-day?"
"Aren't there? Where might you happen to have been

brought up? Somewhere where there wasn't any salt water?"
" But—I'm not a sailor.''
" Before you get off this boat I lay you will be. There's

chaps aboard her as would make a sailor out of a pair of

clothes-pegs."

Perceiving that the apparent box was, in reality, a berth,

Otway had clambered out of it—awkwardly enough—and
was now endeavouring to keep his footing on the uneasy
floor. A heavy tread was heard descending steps without.

Mr Stone listened for a moment, then turned to Otway
with a grin :

" Here's some one coming who'll start making a sailor of

you right away."
A man appeared in the doorway who was so enveloped in

oilskins as to make it impossible to see what sort of person
was underneath them. It was, however, immediately made
plain that, while in stature he was below the average height,
in voice he was monstrous. He addressed himself to Otway
as if he were shouting to a person who was a mile away :

" So you're not dead, are'nt you ? Lucky for you you've
found it out. I've just come down to tell 'em to throw

you overboard. We carry no dead meat aboard this craft,
and so I'll quickly lam you. Up you go on deck, you
skulking lubber." Uncertain, for the moment, whether these
remarks were being hurled at him Otway stared at the new-
comer in bewildered surprise, a bearing which the other

promptly resented :

" Don't stand there staring at me like

a stuck pig, you somethinged scoundrel ! up you go !

"

"
May I ask who you are and who you imagine yourself to

be add.-'essing ?
"
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Had he worked a miracle Otway could hardly have created

a greater impression on the figure in the oilskins. He was

hazily conscious of so much, just as he was becoming aware

of the fact that the cabin was much larger than he had at

first supposed, and that heads were peeping out of some of

the numerous berths which lined the sides. Then ensued an

interval of what— so far as the stranger was concerned—
seemed to be petrified amazement

;
then a volley of impre-

cations :

"What the somethinged, somethinged something do you
mean by speaking to me like that ? Up you go, before I strip

the skin right off you !

"

The speaker advanced towards Otway with a belaying pin
in his hand.

"Let me recommend you to be careful what you do or

say. I am not the person you appear to take me for. You

may be an officer of this ship, but I certainly am not one of

the crew."

"You something, somethinged scoundrel, I'll learn you
what you are !

"

Each adjective was pointed by a blow from the belaying

pin. Otway, ill, dizzy, taken unawares, went down like a

ninepin. Not satisfied with knocking him over, his assailant

proceeded to kick him with his heavy boots, continuing his

flow of adjectives unceasingly. This kind of treatment had a

tonic effect upon George Otway. Forgetting his own illness,

scrambling to his feet, wresting the weapon from his assailant's

hand, he proceeded to shake him with a degree of vigour

which was sufficiently surprising in a man who had only just

returned to consciousness. Presently he ceased, explaining

why he did so :

"
It is only because I am pretty sure that you don't know

what it is that you are doing that I refrain from wringing

your neck. I repeat the advice which I gave you just now :

be careful."

The man was apparently so astounded by Otway's behaviour

as to be temporarily bereft of the power of articulate speech.

When it returned to him he gave a great gasp as if for breath :

"
Mutiny !

—mutiny !
—I'll pay you for that !

"

The words were yelled rather than spoken, and were

scarcely clear of his lips when he had rushed out of the cabin,

and was heard stamping up the companion-way. Immediately
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the peeping heads became more apparent ;
there was a chorus

of voices :

" Now you've done it !

"

"
I wouldn't be in your shoes for twelve months' pay !

"

"
They'll iron you as sure as youre living !

"

"Shouldn't be surprised if they were to flog you out of

hand !

"

" Who is he ?
" demanded Otway.

*' He's Benjamin Slacke, that's who he is, the third mate.

If he were captain he couldn't think more of himself—the

dirty skunk ! If you'd killed him out of hand you might be

talking. It wouldn't have been no worse for you if you had.

Here he conies back again. If you ain't more than half the

fool you seem to be you'll just knock under without giving

any more trouble : he's got his knife into you enough
already."
The infuriated mate had returned with reinforcements in

the shape of two men who were enshrouded, like himself, in

oilskins. He hounded them on to their prey :

"There he is! On deck with him ! If he gives you any
trouble, over with him, and haul him up by his heels !

"

The two men moved towards Otway, showing in their

demeanour a plentiful lack of that eagerness which the mate

would plainly have liked them to exhibit. The manner in

which their quarry addressed them seemed to add—if it were

possible
—another shade of discretion to their bearing :

*'
I am perfectly willing to accompany you, my men. There

is not the slightest necessity for you to attempt rough

handling."

They did not attempt rough handling. On the contrary,

each taking an arm, they marched with Otway towards the

companion with what almost amounted to a show of positive

friendship, the mate yelling at them as they went :

" Don't you wear no kid gloves, you chaps ! over with him
if he moves a finger."

When they reached the deck the fresh air commenced to

do George Otway good. The ship was steaming through

drenching rain in half-a-gale of wind. The salt spray dashing

against his face, the rain descending on his uncovered head,

served as a finer pick-me-up than anything else could have

done. As, with some difficulty, they made their way across

the slippery, heaving deck, Otway's brain began to clear, his
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spirits to rise,
—and that in spite of the adjectival mate, who

still stuck close to their heels. The procession mounted to

the hurricane deck, where they found two men encased in

the inevitable oilskins. One of them, from the mate's manner,

Otway judged to be the captain. He was a big, burly man,
with a weather-beaten face, and an iron-grey beard. The
other was a slight, sallow man, with a huge moustache

;
un-

mistakably a foreigner. The mate told his tale.
" Here's the fellow of whom I told you, sir, that skulker.

I've got him out of his berth at last, but when I ordered him

up on deck he not only refused to go, but struck me."
" Struck you, did he. You're a pretty sort."

This remark was addressed to Otway, whom he favoured
with a stare which was scarcely genial. Otway had, all at

once, became aware that now, if ever, was the time to extricate

himself from what promised to be a very disagreeable situation.
"
May I inquire if you're the captain of this ship ?

"

On hearing the tone in which the inquiry was put the

grey-bearded man perceptibly started
;
while his companion,

wheeling half round, regarded the speaker with what seemed
a new and singular interest.

"
I am the captain of this ship. I am Captain Thomson

Page, at your service. Is there any other information with

which I can favour you ?
"

Although the intention was sarcastic Otway choose to take

the words as seriously meant :

" There is a good deal more information which I should
like to have. I should like to know how I came on board
this ship, since I certainly am not here of my own free will.

I have been drugged, robbed, and apparently crimped ;
but I

can assure you I am no sailor."

"No sailor, aren't you? I've shipped a good many that

weren't, but you're the first who's been frank enough to own
it. What's your name ?

"

"
George Otway."

A correction came from the mate.
" His name's Bob Brown, sir

;
it's on his papers."

" Bob Brown ? Then what do you mean by calling yourself

George Otway ?
"

" Because I am George Otway. I do not know what the

papers are to which this person refers, but they have nothing
to do with me."
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The sallow man asked a question, with an obvious sneer :

"Are you any relation to George Otway, the millionaire?"

"I am he."

The assurance with which the words were uttered seemed
to take the sallow man aback. His sneer increased in

intensity :

"Come, my friend, that's a trifle too steep, since, as all

the world knows, George Otway happens to be dead."

"All the world thinks it knows, but it doesn't. The body
found in the river was another individual's altogether. I tell

you I am George Otway ;
if you will put me within reach of a

telegraph office I will prove it to your entire satisfaction."
" Then how come you to be on board the Queen of the

Seas}"
"That is a point on which others may be able to afford you

more information than I can. I can only repeat that I have
been drugged, robbed, and, it seems, crimped ;

all offences

which may turn out to have very serious consequences for all

those who may be even remotely concerned in them."
The sallow man, taking the captain on one side, exchanged

a few sentences with him in private, then he returned to

Otway :

"
If there is any truth in what you say, there is some one on

board who, I think, you may find not unwilling to befriend

you. Only look out that it is not all lies, or I am very sure

that that same person will make you sorry."
" What I have told you is the simple truth."
"
Very good ;

so long as you stick to the simple truth you'll
find it's all right. Come with me."
The sallow man led the way to a good-sized, well-furnished

cabin on the first deck. As they went he asked three or four

questions which showed so intimate a knowledge of certain

commercial transactions in which Otway had been engaged
that the millionaire, on his side, began to be curious as to

who his companion might chance to be. That his own
answers carried some sort of conviction to the inquirer's mind
was sufficiently obvious. The cabin was in the occupation of
a lady who was seated behind a table on which there were a

number of papers. The sallow man addressed her :

" Miss Thornton, I am going to speak to Donna Luisa.

May I leave this person here in your custody until I return?"
The lady nodded. The speaker passed through a door
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which was at the other side of the cabin. Otway was left

alone with the lady. The position was unlooked for. He felt

uncomfortable. He was attired in a variety of odds and ends,

which were not only dirty, but had been made for a person
of an entirely different figure, besides being so ragged as to be

scarcely decent. He was hatless and shoeless ;
conscious that

his hair and beard were, to say the least, unkempt ;
while his

whole person stood in instant need of a plentiful supply of

soap and water. The lady in front of him was young and

pleasant-looking, and as neatly dressed as if she had just come
out of a West End drawing-room. There was something in

the eyes with which she was regarding him which made Otway
feel as if he would Hke to sink through the floor with shame.

When she spoke her voice was clear and melodious :

"What have you been doing?"
"I fear that it is not so much a question of what I have

been doing as of what has been done to me."

The words he used, the tones in which they were uttered,

coming from such a figure as he presented, seemed to fill her

with surprise.
" Done to you ? What do you mean ? Aren't you one of

the crew ?
"

"To the best of my knowledge and belief I am not. I

assuredly am no sailor. Until within the last few minutes

I was not aware that I was on a ship at all."

" But—I don't understand."
" Nor I. It is an understanding I am hoping to arrive at,

with the assistance of that gentleman who has just gone out."

"Are you a gentleman?"
"

I trust I am. I was tolerably sure of it until—recently."

"Then why are you wearing such clothes?"
" That is part of the wonder. I can only assure you that

they are not my own. May I ask you a question in my turn ?

To what port is the Qiiee^i of the Seas—which I understand is

the name of the vessel—bound !

"

"Ah, there you have touched upon a mystery. I am not

certain
;
but I fear that wherever we are bound we are on a

voyage which bodes no good to any one."
" You don't know to what port the ship on which you are

travelling is bound! How comes that about? Does she

carry passengers or merchandise ?
"

" She carries passengers, of a sort, and merchandise of a
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still worse sort. As appears to have been the case with you, I

am in a position which it was far from my intention to occupy.
Therefore all the information which I am able to give to

any one is only of the very vaguest kind. They tell me
nothing, or, at anyrate, as little as they possibly can. Here
comes the Mother of Caracas."

What she meant Otway had not the faintest notion. He
only perceived that the words were accompanied with what
seemed to him to be a mischievous smile. The lady rose ;

the door behind her opened. There entered, first, the man
who had just passed through, and then so extraordinary a

figure that for a second or two Otway hardly knew what to

make of it. It was that of a woman, who made up in bulk

what she lacked in height. Although not more than five feet

six or seven, she probably weighed twenty stone, a fact which
was accentuated by her costume. Although it was broad day-

light, she wore an evening dress, which was cut even inde-

corously low, of bright crimson satin. Across the body was a

broad ribbon of green velvet, worn as if it were an order.

The bosom of her dress was plastered over with ribbons,

medals, stars, crosses, and what looked like curiosities in

the way of charms. About her bovine neck was a necklace
of what might have been diamonds. On her head was an
article which resembled a turban, which again was ornamented
with what, quite possibly, were jewels. More startling attire

for a woman to wear while it was yet daylight, on board ship
in a high sea, it would be difficult to conceive. She, herself,

did not appear to be conscious of the slightest incongruity, but
looked about her as she entered, as if confident of receiving
the admiration of any one whose glance she might encounter.

Her face suggested (jualities which ill accorded with the
absurdities of her general appearance. Her age was about forty.
Her hair, which was yet black, curled naturally, reminiscent
of something negroid. Her eyes were bright and resolute
and cruel. Her mouth seemed to open and shut like a rat

trap, and to be suggestive of as much feeling. She had a

square jaw, and not only a flourishing moustache, but also

the promise of a beard. On the whole, Otway thought he had
never seen a woman towards whom, at first sight, he felt

himself less drawn. She eyed Miss Thornton, who was still

standing, with a look which was not redolent of the milk
of human kindness.
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"I don't want you. You can go." The girl inclined her

head and went out of the door through which the crimson

lady had just come in.
" She gets more and more in the way.

I wish I'd never brought her."

This postscript was added while the girl was still going, in

tones which hinted that it was meant to reach her ears. The

sallow man—who had removed his oilskins so as to disclose

a tweed suit of a peculiar shade of brown which went badly

with his complexion
—shrugged his shoulders.

"
It was necessary."

"
Necessary ? Bah ! Nothing's necessary that doesn't

please me."

The crimson lady seated herself on the chair which Miss

Thornton had just vacated. Producing a cigar-case from

some receptacle in the bosom of her dress, out of it she took

a cigar. Putting the end between her large, yellow, irregular

teeth, she bit it off. The sallow man proffered a lighted

match, which she suffered him to hold while she got the

tobacco into going order. All the time she never moved her

eyes from Otway, who, on his part, was observing her with

increasing amazement. After two or three puffs at her cigar

she spoke, in perfect English, though with a marked foreign

accent. :

" So you're George Otway."
"lam."
"What was the name of the person who came to you with

a proposition for the consolidation of the Uruguayan debt ?
"

Otway started. The proposition in question
—which had

been of a sufficiently nefarious kind—could only have been

known to a small, and very remarkable, coterie.
" He called himself Edouard Dufond."

The man and woman exchanged glances.

"You refused to entertain his proposition?"
"I did."

"Should you still refuse if it were made to you a second

time?"
"
Unhesitatingly."

"
It will not be made. Have no fear." A silent puff or

two at the cigar.
"
If you are George Otway, how come you

to be on board my ship ?
"

He explained so far as he was able
;
the woman's steadfast

glances suggesting that she was trying to read his mind rather
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than listening to his words. When he had finished she

flicked the end off her cigar.
" So they took you for a murderer. That was funny."
"

It might have been."
" And your family think that you are dead. Suppose I

allow them to continue to think that you are dead ?—that

might pay me very well."
"

I don't see how."

"Perhaps not. On the other hand, suppose I let them
know you are alive, but express my willingness to arrange that

you shall continue dead to them—that might pay me even

better, eh? Now you understand?"
"

I should prefer to think I misunderstood."
" You are a diplomatist. However, you will see that you

are in my hands. You tell me a tale, which may be true, but

of which I have no proof. You are entered on the ship's
books as one of the crew. As such it seems that you have

already struck your superior officer. I am free to put you in

irons, and worse. If, instead, I accept your statements,
and treat you as you claim to be entitled to be treated, I

shall be doing you a service which it would be impossible to

exaggerate. What service would you render me in return ?
"

" You would not find me ungrateful, nor backward in doing
all that an honest man could do."

"So? Not so much emphasis upon the honest. Some
men's sense of honesty is so much greater than their sense of

gratitude, which, in your case, might be awkward. But I will

trust you, Mr Otway, since I do not believe you are a dog of

that breed. I will believe all that you say, and treat you as

my friend. Do not let me regret it. Bianchi, see that Mr
Otway is provided with a change of wardrobe at once. I shall

look forward to the pleasure of seeing you at my table at

dinner."

She waved her cigar with a gesture which implied dismissal.

The sallow man, crossing to him, held the door open, waiting
for him to pass through it first.

"
I shall have pleasure, Mr Otway, in placing at your dis-

position all the resources of the ship."
So soon as they were out of the cabin he slipped his arm

through his, with a show of friendship which Mr Otway did
not altogether relish.

"You are much to be congratulated, Mr Otway. Although
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that lady has a tender heart she has her moments of severity.

Had you found her in one of them she might have taken a

different view of the position. You are most fortunate."
"

I am glad you think so. May I ask what is the lady's

name?"
"She would probably prefer to give you herself all the in-

formation on that subject which you have a right to demand.
Let me recommend you, while you are on this ship, not to ask

any questions ;
on the Queen of the Seas they are not en-

couraged. Here is the cabin which I will give instructions to

have placed exclusively at your disposition. I think you will

find that it already contains all that you require. Therefore,
until dinner, Mr Otway."



CHAPTER VI

THE MOTHER OF CARACAS

MR OTW'AY found himself in the sole possession of what
was apparently a small state-room. An open-fitted

dressing-case was on a chair, off which it bade fair each

moment to plump on to the floor. A pink print shirt, of a

somewhat pronounced hue, was on the bed. Beside it was
what seemed to be an officer's uniform.

"What's this? It rather recalls the full-dress glories of the

Mulligan Guards. Shade of Botticelli, what a green ! It's

own brother to the velvet band which that dear woman wore
across her generous chest. Am I supposed to put this on ?

"
It

seemed that he was, since there was nothing else in the shape
of outer garments to be seen.

"
Is this that gentleman's idea of

all that I require? If I get inside these clothes I shall never

dare to show my face for fear of being taken for something
novel in Guy Fauxes."

The result, however, when he was inside them, though a

little striking, was not so bad as he might have feared. To
begin with, the clothes were not at all a bad fit

;
while his

unusual height enabled him to carry off the too vivid shade of

green better than a smaller man might have done.

"Anyhow," he admitted, "I'm looking an improvement on
what I was, as I think Miss Thornton would admit. By the

way, I wonder who she is. The dear lady in the crimson satin

seemed to treat her as if she were something inferior in door-

mats. I also wonder what regiment this brilliant thing in

uniforms is intended to adorn. I do not wish to figure as an
officer of the Bounding Blackguards."
He remained in his cabin till the sallow gentleman re-

appeared, this time arrayed in a uniform which was the

facsimile of his own. The spectacle which Otway presented
filled him with enthusiasm.

"
Ah, my friend, but what a difference ! How superb an

alteration ! Who would have imagined that the man of rags

64
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and tatters could so quickly be transformed into this figure of

supreme distinction ! Permit me, my dear Otway, to be the

first to welcome you as a companion-in-arms."
He held out his hand, which the other took in what was,

perhaps, a rather more strenuous grasp than he had intended.
" Thank you. I'm much obliged to you, I'm sure. I've not

the faintest notion of what it is you mean, but perhaps all that

is coming later."
"
All that, as you say, is coming later." Mr Bianchi was

examining the hand which Otway had released, with a degree
of attention which suggested anxiety as to the condition it was
in. "You have a strong grip, my friend. You should

remember that all men are not giants. Come, they will

be awaiting us."

He led the way to a saloon which Otway was not altogether

surprised to find was already in the occupation of a number
of individuals who were in uniforms which, in all essentials,

were identical with the one he himself was wearing. Bianchi

introduced them formally, one by one, though in no case

did he succeed in catching a name. They were apparently of

all nationahties. The English of some was bad to the point
of unintelligibility ;

others seemed to have none at all. Otway
felt that he had never before found himself in the centre of so

undesirable looking a crowd. One person in particular
—an

elderly man with only one eye, whose display of gold lace

pointed to his being some one in authority
—had about him

that furtive, hang-dog expression which one associates with

the habitual criminal.

Presently the portly lady entered—still in the crimson satin

—with Miss Thornton at her heels. Taking her seat in the

centre of one side of the long table, she signified to Otway
that she wished him to take the seat at her side. Observing
that Miss Thornton was moving towards one end, he stood for

her to be seated. The portly lady looked up :

" Why don't you sit down, Mr Otway ? For what are you
standing ?

"

"
I was waiting for Miss Thornton to have found a chair."

"Miss Thornton? Do you know Miss Thornton? Miss

Thornton is my maid. It does not please me that any one

should pay attention to my maid."

Otway did not believe that Miss Thornton was her maid—
at least, in the sense she intended to convey

—though he could

E



66 A METAMORPHOSIS

not help but notice that he was the only one who had remained

on his feet while she was looking for an unoccupied chair.

The words had been uttered in a tone which was audible all

over the saloon. Miss Thornton had found a seat on the

same side as that on which he sat, so that she was invisible

from where he was. But he observed that more than one

man looked in her direction with a grin for which he would

have liked to call him to account.

Possibly with the portly lady it was one of these moments
of severity of which her friend Bianchi had spoken. Possibly,

also, she had observed that her right-hand neighbour made
no attempt to conceal the fact that her remark was very little

to his taste. However that may have been, the dinner proved
to be as unsociable an entertainment as any at which Otway
had ever assisted—and that was saying not a little. The

portly lady seemed to be in bad temper. Although she did

not say much, what she did say was of so disagreeable a nature

that it would have added to the general comfort if she had

said less. Every one present seemed to hold her in awe. Here
and there an attempt was made to converse in whispers ;

but

after she had peremptorily commanded two murmuring
mulattoes not to make a noise silence reigned. When the

repast had come to a conclusion she delivered herself of an

observation which put a final damper on any tendency to high

spirits which might still have been existing. To make sure of

being understood by every one she repeated it in Spanish :

"
Gentlemen, on leaving the table you will all of you be so

good as to retire to your own cabins, and to remain in them.

To-night I wish for perfect quiet. It is to me a solemn

occasion."

What she meant by her closing reference Otway had not a

notion. Judging from the expression which was on the faces

of the assembled company, he doubted if any one else had,

either. What measure of obedience others might be disposed
to render was to him a matter of indifference. He himself

was inclined to obey, and that for the sufficient reason that,

at the moment, he preferred his own society to that of any one

he saw about him. A talk with Miss Thornton he would have

liked to have had, but as it seemed to him that that might
be difficult of attainment the pleasure of anybody else's con-

versation was one which he was perfectly willing to forgo.

None the less, he had not returned to the e.xclusive enjoyment



THE MOTHER OF CARACAS 67

of his own cabin for many minutes before he had had enough of

it. Although of fair dimensions, it seemed stifling. He longed
for air. The wind had fallen ;

the vessel was riding on a more
even keel. He fancied the rain had ceased. At least there

would not be much harm in going to see.

So he went.

He was right : the rain had ceased. On deck it was glori-

ously fine. The waves had still their caps on
;
but the moon

looked out in splendour from among packs of light, fleecy

clouds which went flying across the sky. He strolled round
the nearly deserted decks, conscious that curious eyes were

peeping at him as he passed. Returning towards the poop
he became aware of voices speaking. One was a woman's—
Miss Thornton's. Although she was not talking loudly it

struck Otway that there was anger, almost fear, in her accents.

The other was a man's—an unknown man's. His tones, which
were harsh and rasping, suggested mingled threats and cajolery.

Suddenly there was an unmistakable exclamation from the

lady :

"Stand farther off! don't dare to touch me!" And the

man's reply :

"Don't you be a fool!"

Otway advanced, to find the lady engaged in what looked

very like a struggle with the evil-faced, one-eyed gentleman,
whose uniform was adorned with such a profusion of gold lace.

With scant ceremony Otway took him by the shoulder and
moved him farther from the lady. He glared up at the new-
comer in surprise and wrath.

"What do you mean by that, you—idiot? Didn't you hear

the orders, that you were not to leave your cabin ?
"

"I fancied they applied equally to all of us. Why are you
out? Since you appear to have been already enjoying the

evening breezes for some little time, perhaps you won't object
to my appreciating them for a while in my turn."

After momentary hesitation the elderly gentleman walked

away without another word. When he had gone Miss Thornton
turned to Otway. There was a tremor in her voice as she

spoke :

" Now you've made another enemy."
"And perhaps, also, another friend."
"
But, in any case, how powerful an emeny and how in-

significant a friend !

"
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"I am not so sure of the friend's insignificance."
" That is because you do not understand. I see you have

been promoted."
"
If a passage from one person's rags to another person's

fancy dress means promotion ! But what is the meaning of

it all—of the comic opera uniforms, the strange company?
Who is the lady who issues her orders to us as if we were so

many dogs ?
"

" For all information on that point I must again refer you
to her. I only know what she has told me, which amounts
to nothing."

" But— if that is so—how do you come to be on board—one

woman among all these men ?
"

"That is what I ask myself: and yet it is very simple. I

saw an advertisement stating that a lady was required as com-

panion to another lady who was going yachting. Very liberal

terms were offered. I applied for the post. My application
was accepted. It was only after I was on board that I began
to realise what an odd yacht the Qi/eeft of the Seas was; and
what a peculiar lady I was to accompany. Already, you see,

she announces that I am her maid."
" But does she treat you in private as if you were?"
" Not she. She does not extend to me so much of her

confidence. Her maid is an old black woman who does not

speak a word of English. I imagine that, before she started,

she thought that she would like to have another woman on
board as a sort of chaperon. Now, perceiving that that idea

was a mistake, she would like to drop me overboard, and I

am beginning to feel that I shouldn't mind if she did."

"Miss Thornton!"
"
If you will reflect for a moment you will perceive in what

an undesirable position I am placed. Most of the '

gentlemen
'

on board are—I will say it—nothing more than the sweepings
of the gutters. There are many things less endurable than—
a grave in the sea."

While Otway was considering what answer to make Bianchi's

figure intruded itself between them. He favoured the lady
with a glance which the other instinctively resented

;
his tone

was hard and dry.
" Miss Thornton, Donna Luisa requires you in her cabin—

at once."

In silence the girl turned to go. Otway turned also.
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"With your permission, Miss Thornton, I will accompany
you to the cabin."

Bianchi touched him on the arm.
" Let Miss Thornton go by herself, if you please." A

request which the girl herself echoed, with an appeal in her

eyes.
"
Please stay !

"

So soon as she had left them Otway said to his companion,
who still kept a detaining hand upon his arm :

"
I am so fortunate as to have been able to render a slight

service to Miss Thornton. I have been able to relieve her

from the insolent attentions of a person with one eye. Since

you appear to be in authority I would recommend you to say
a word or two of warning to the individual in question before

it is too late."

The reply was not encouraging :

"Considering the circumstances under which you find

yourself on this vessel, Mr Otway, you assume a singular tone.

Did you not understand that you were commanded not to

leave your cabin to-night ?
"

"
I object to the word you use, Mr Bianchi—the word,

command
;
since there is certainly no one on this ship to

whom I owe obedience."

"You are very unwise to talk like that, Mr Otway, and

very ungrateful. Fortunately, I am the only person who hears

you. You will find, if you are not careful, that there is a

person on board this ship who has both the right and the

power to command your obedience. I do not wish to enter

into any discussion. Let me desire you to retire to your cabin
now."

For some seconds Mr Otway was in two minds. He did

not intend, he told himself, to be dragooned by a person who
looked like an Italian organ-grinder. But prudence prevailed ;

he did as he was told.

The following day he spent partly in his cabin, partly in

wandering over the ship
—so far, that is, as he was suffered to

wander, for he soon discovered that there were rules and

regulations which were as incomprehensible as they were
Draconian. There was, for instance, an objection to the

persons whom he had seen assembled in the saloon on the

previous night appearing too frequently, or too numerously,
on any of the decks. There seemed to be a desire on the
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part of some one to keep the fact that there were so many
persons on board as quiet as possible. The consequence
being that, except by the sailors, the upper parts of the vessel

seemed deserted.

Towards evening Bianchi appeared in the door of his cabin.
" Vou are to dine alone with Donna Luisa in her private

saloon, Mr Otway. I imagine that she may lay before you
certain propositions to which you will be well advised if you
accede. I would remind you of what I told you yesterday :

that while she has a tender heart, she has her moments of

severity. You blundered on one of those moments last night.
You will find it in every way to your advantage to meet,
without hesitation, her very reasonable wishes."
The private saloon in question turned out to be the cabin

in which he had first seen Miss Thornton. Here he found a
table laid for two persons, and the lady herself, still attired in

the preposterous crimson satin, awaiting his arrival.
" You are a little late, Mr Otway. Is it your custom to

allow ladies to attend your pleasure?"
He bowed, and said nothing. The spectacle she presented

so jarred on his nerves as to drive out of his mind any excuse
which might have been lying handy. She seemed not to

object to his silence, or, possibly, was too fond of the sound
of her own voice to notice it. Her manner was affability

itself, or, rather, it was probably intended to be such.

Throughout the meal she kept up a ceaseless flow of chatter
on all sorts of subjects, in which she appeared to require no
assistance from him. But when the actual repast was at an

end, and she had lighted not only her own cigar but his as

well, and they were alone together, her manner underwent a
sudden and singular change.
"Now, Mr Otway, we will come to business, you and I.

We have had enough of gossip for a while. Let us be frank

together. It is better to be frank, eh ?
"

"There are occasions when frankness is desirable—perfect
frankness."

"There shall be perfect frankness between us two, that I

promise. So it seems that you do not remember me. Yet

you did business with my husband."
"Your husband?"

"My husband was Don John D'Agostino, the immortal
President of the Republic of Caracas."
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Then Otway remembered. It all came back to him on the

instant. How the discredited old ruffian had offered to sell

his country for a song, and how he had refused his overtures

with scorn. And that was what she called doing business

with her husband ! Behind her cigar she was watching him

attentively.
"

I perceive that now your memory returns to you."
It did, with a rush

; especially as regards incidents in her

career which had reached him through channels of which she

had no notion.

"You remember, no doubt, the whole tragic story. How
my revered husband—beloved by every creature in Caracas—
becoming the victim of a nest of serpents, was driven from the

country for which he had done so much, and how, in that

moment of distress, I became the sharer of his exile— I, the

Mother of Caracas. As the whole universe is aware, by that

title of supreme affection and respect I was known to every

person in the country."
That she had been known as the " Mother of Caracas

"
he

was aware
;
the " whole tragic story," as she phrased it, came

back to him. But he also knew that the title had been con-

ferred on her in something more than derision. Even in that

country of easy morals her conduct had been a mock and a

byword. She continued, in apparently sublime unconscious-

ness of what was passing through his mind :

" While my husband still lived all Caracas continually cried

for his—for our—return. Now that he is gone it cries to me
—to me alone !

—with a cry so loud, so penetrating, so in-

sistent, that I can no longer refuse to hear. So I am returning
to the land which seeks its Mother. You understand ?

"

" In other words, this is a little filibustering expedition on

which you are engaged. With its objective?"
" The Presidency of Caracas—nothing less."

"And you are of opinion that that objective will be

attained ?
"

Leaning over the table she touched his arm with the butt of

her cigar.

"I am of opinion that it is certain—with your assistance."

"With my assistance?"
"
Ah, my dear friend, we know—you and I—that you are a

very rich man. I understand that you can write a cheque for

millions."
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"
Any one can write a cheque for billions. Whether it will

be honoured is quite another thing."
"But in your case it will be honoured—there is the point.

It is in this way : a miracle has thrown us together. Let
us go a step farther, still following the guiding finger of

Providence, let us unite our fortunes."
"

I am afraid I do not quite follow."
" Let us join our destinies in a common cause."
"Still I am somewhat at a loss."

"Then I will be plain: Why should you not marry me?
--why not ! Together we shall be irresistible—we will be

joint-presidents
—

you shall rule Caracas."
The monstrous nature of the proposition would have moved

him to laughter had he not felt that any display of merriment
might have sudden and disastrous consequences. This was
not a lady whom it would be safe to treat with ridicule.

"The compliment which you pay me takes me entirely by
surprise."

"
I know, I know ! There is no need for you to tell me

that you did not dream of the sentiment with which you have

already inspired my bosom. Therefore I say that it is only
a hint which I throw out. Consider the matter during the

night. In the morning come and tell me what is in your
heart. There is a priest on board. The rest will be a matter
of only a few minutes. This, however, I may add—certain

persons on this ship think that they have me under their
thumb. Bianchi in particular. He imagines that he has
me tied to a piece of string, and that I will jump this way
and that as he wishes. You will put his nose out of joint.
When we are man and wife we will have a little explanation
with these persons. We will show them that we mean to

play the game our own way. They are but cards which,
when we have played them, we will throw aside. You
understand? Therefore, until the morning."

It was with the idea that he should turn the lady's
"
hint

"

over in his mind, and, in the morning, make an offer on
his own account, that the parting took place, with great show
of friendship on her side, and much ceremony on his. When
he found himself on deck he permitted himself to give vent
to some of that laughter which he had judged it discreet to
restrain in the lady's actual presence. While he was still

laughing he found himself confronted by Miss Thornton.
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"
Something tickles you. You have been amused ?

"

" On the whole. And you ?
"

" Not at all. Throughout the day I have been practically
a prisoner in my own cabin, which is not amusing. Has
Donna Luisa given you all the information you desired?"
"She has been candid—candid almost to a fault."
" So that now you know all about her and her plans."
"

I do, every bit."
" And you are content ?

"

"
Tolerably. I am of a contented nature. Besides, why

be discontented when there is nothing to be gained by it?
"

"You are a philosopher, at least in theory."

They spoke of this and that, the talk passing from theme
to theme in a fashion which the gentleman, at any rate,

found pleasant, until they were interrupted by the approach
of Mr Bianchi, accompanied by the individual who had but
a single eye.

" Excuse me, Mr Otway, if I interrupt you ;
but may I

ask you to step aside a little. There are a few words which
I would say to you, with your permission."
He stepped aside, though not far enough to be out of

Miss Thornton's hearing, if that lady chose to listen, a fact

of which Mr Bianchi himself seemed to be unconscious.

There was, indeed, in that gentleman's demeanour some-

thing which suggested mental disturbance.
" You will forgive me, Mr Otway, if my manner seems

strange ;
but there is something in the air which I do not

understand. I have been down to Donna Luisa, but already
she has retired—or I am told she has—and she refuses me
admission. May I ask you what has passed between you ?

I beg you to believe that I have some title to put to you
that question."

"Since it is to your kind offices I am indebted for my
introduction to Donna Luisa, I admit your title readily,
and will answer your question in a single sentence. Donna
Luisa has done me the honour to ask me to be her

husband."

"Her—what?"
Otway felt that if he had knocked the two gentlemen's

heads together he could not have occasioned them more

surprise
—of a disagreeable kind.

" Her husband. She informs me that there is a priest on
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board, and that, therefore, the matter can be settled in a very

few minutes."
"

It is incredible !"

"Not at all; why should it be? It seems that certain

persons on board imagine that they have her under their

thumb
;
and she is of opinion that, if I were her husband,

she would be in a position to show them that they were

mistaken
;
and she would show them too."

" So that is the idea ! Was ever anything so monstrous ?
"

"
I really don't see why. Instead of allowing her associates

to diddle her she proposes to diddle them. Could anything
be more natural?"

"So that is your opinion. Now I begin to understand.

You hear, MacManus?"
The question was put to the one-eyed gentleman, who

rejoined :

"
I am not surprised. Something of the kind was bound

to come sooner or later. She has sold every one with whom
she has ever dealt

;
she was certain to have a try at selling us."

" But in such a fashion ! What a woman ! Rather, what

a devil : How she has lied to me
;
to all of us !

"

" Lied ! She has never done anything else but lied. She

couldn't if she tried."

"That she should think to play such a trick on me—on

me !
—to whom she owes everything !

"

"
It is because she is in your debt that she proposes to

trick you ;
that is the way she pays."

"Is it? We shall see. And you, Mr Otway, what did

you say to this—lady?"
"Oh, I said nothing. I'm to have my say in the morning.

I thought, in the meantime, I would ask your advice as to

whether there was any reason why I should not avail myself
of the lady's generosity and become her husband."

An interpolation came from an unexpected quarter, from

Miss Thornton, who evidently had been listening. She joined

the trio.
"

I certainly know of none. On the contrary, I think there

is every reason why you should. It seems to me that it would

be an excellent match for every one concerned."

Otway was conscious that merriment was in the lady's

tones, laughter in her eyes ;
but Mr Bianchi was too agitated

to notice anything of the kind.
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"So, Miss Thornton, that is what you think. Now I see

still farther into the business ! You also are in the con-

spiracy."
" Why do you speak of conspiracy, Mr Bianchi ? If Donna

Luisa has set her heart on marrying Mr Otway, you know

very well that she will do so in spite of anything any one

may say."

"Such, also, is my impression," admitted Otway, willing
to fall in with the lady's mischievous mood. "To be quite

frank, Mr Bianchi, I fancy she has more than half-an-eye
on you. She says that you have her attached to a piece of

string, which she would like to cut."

"She would like to cut it, would she! My God! what

a woman ! what a devil of a woman !

"

Mr Bianchi showed a disposition to dance about as if the

deck had been hot bricks. When, after a somewhat animated

discussion, Mr Otway found himself alone in his own cabin

he considered the matter.

"Unless I err, Mr Bianchi had his own intentions in the

direction of Donna Luisa, which, up to my advent on the

scene, she did her best to encourage. I shouldn't be surprised

if, during the course of the night, something happens."
His forecast proved correct : something did happen.
He was roused out of slumber to find that his cabin was in

the occupation of a number of gentlemen with revolvers in

their hands, Bianchi was leaning over him :

" Get up. Put on these clothes. If you are silent you will

not be hurt; if you are not silent
"

A movement of the revolver he was holding formed an

eloquent finish to the sentence. The other revolvers seemed
to him to be full of persuasion. He got into the clothes

referred to, which appeared to have been borrowed from one

of the sailors.
" Come with us

;
and—silence !

"

Mr Otway went with them—silently. They escorted him
—with pistols pointed towards him—on to the deck to

where a boat had been made ready to be lowered into the

sea.

"Get into that boat, or—we will help you."
"No assistance needed, thank you very much." So soon

as he was in it he perceived that the boat already had another

occupant.
" Miss Thornton !

" he exclaimed.
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"Ves, Miss Thornton," echoed Bianchi. "I wish you both

a pleasant voyage. Let go !

"

The boat was lowered with a rapidity which did credit to

those who were manipulating the ropes. So soon as it touched

the water it was cast loose. The lady and the gentleman were

alone together on the moonlit sea.



CHAPTER VII

IN THE BOAT

IT
had all come about so quickly that it was not strange that

George Otway should ask himself if it were not possible
that he was the victim of some new form of hallucination.

The little boat, the girl in front of him, the moon in the sky,
the feeling of loneliness amid the waste of waters, the smoke
and lights of the steamer which were already fading on the

horizon. Since it was certain that not ten minutes before he

was fast asleep in bed it was only natural he should wonder if,

after all, these things were not part and parcel of some inter-

rupted dream. So doubtful was he—so, as it were, under the

influence of a spell
—that it was more than a minute before he

found his voice.
"
Is it a dream?"

Apparently the girl had been under the influence of a similar

obsession, from which she was aroused by his words. She

gave a long sigh, put her hands up to her eyes.
"

It seems as if it were a dream."

Then she laughed, which perhaps did more to bring them
to a clearer sense of actualities than anything else could have

done. He laughed too.

"We live in a world of change."
"

It would seem as if within the last few days I had got into

such a world. Until then nothing ever happened."
" A quarter of an hour ago I was fast asleep on board the

Queen of the Seas."
"

It's longer ago than that since I was fast asleep. I sup-

pose they woke me first because they took it for granted that

I should take longer to get into my clothes. When they put
me into the boat I thought they were going to turn me adrift

in it all by myself. I didn't like the idea at all. Do you
know, when they woke me I was dreaming that I was

acting as bridesmaid at your marriage to Donna Luisa."
" Rather this than that that dream should have come true,"

77
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"
Really ? I don't know. You might have become recon-

ciled to the idea. Think of what a future you have lost—wife

of the Mother of Caracas. You might have become Father of

Caracas yourself in time."
" Thanks ; I prefer to be excused. You seem to take the

situation very lightly."
"
Perhaps that's because I have not yet realised what the

situation actually is. Then, I was so uncomfortable on the

Queen of the Seas. More than once I felt like taking a header
overboard. This is better than jumping into the sea."

"
We'll hope so, at any rate. It's fortunate the wind has

dropped."
" Yes

;
isn't it deliciously calm ? And such a perfect moon !

I can see hills and mountains. It's like a Thames backwater
on a summer night."

" With a difference. Let's trust the similarity may continue.

By the way, do you know whereabouts we are?"
"Not in the least."
" Nor I. So that is nice for a beginning. Even if they

have put nautical instruments on board, which is doubtful, I

have not the faintest knowledge of navigation, and am unable
to tell, from a study of the heavens, whether we are in the

neighbourhood of Madagascar or on the North Atlantic

Ocean. How long has the steamer been at sea ?
"

"This is the ninth night since we came out of the Thames."
" No ! Then I must have lain seven days unconscious—

drugged. I must have the constitution of a horse, because
now I'm feeling as fit as a fiddler."

" You're looking pretty fit, which, from a selfish point of

view, is fortunate, since, for me, the issues of life and death
are so largely in your hands."

" Please God, I'll bring you safely through. Though, if I

ever get the chance, Mr Bianchi shall smart for not having
been satisfied to have rid himself of me."
"Wouldn't you have been lonely

—
by yourself?"

"
I should have known that you were safe on board the

Queen of t/ie Seas."
"

I am not so sure ot that. There are worse things than

death. For instance, there is Donna Luisa, and there are

many masculine varieties of Donna Luisa on board the Queen
of the Seas."

"
I suppose so. Well, all is for the best in this best of all
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possible worlds ;
we'll lay all we're worth on that. I take it

we may assume that the steamer was bound for Caracas."
" Where is Caracas ?

"

"You don't know? You seem to have been engaged in a

pretty little game of blind-man's-buff, Miss Thornton. Caracas

borders the Caribbean Sea, on the north coast of Venezuela,
of which state it is supposed to form an integral part. But

whether Caracas rules Venezuela, or Venezuela Caracas, is at

the present moment undetermined. I imagine that a steamer

for Caracas would go by way of the West Indies. If she is

nine days out, and a good mover, we oughtn't to be so very
far away from them. If we've luck we may strike some land

in—so to speak
—less than no time."

" And if we haven't luck ?
"

"We won't look at that side of the question, because we
shall have luck. Why, what's that ? There's a ship already !

Miss Thornton, didn't I tell you we should have luck ?
"

There suddenly appeared, on Otway's right, a huge vessel.

She was coming directly towards them. She was still at a

distance of some three or four miles, but was moving so

swiftly that each moment the space between them was per-

ceptibly lessened. Miss Thornton watched her with gleam-

ing eyes.
" What a monster. She could swallow the Queen of the Seas.

If she keeps her present course she'll run us down."

"She'll see us long before then. She's bound to see us.

You may be sure that on a vessel of her size a keen look-out

is always kept. We'll rig up a sail, or a flag of distress, or

whatever you choose to call it. We'll fasten it to an oar.

They won't help being able to see that, even if, by a miracle,

they fail to see the boat. What is there that we can

use?"
" Look ! what is that behind you ?

"

He whirled himself about.

"Where? I can see nothing."
But when he turned again towards her he saw that she was

holding out to him what looked uncommonly like a lady's

petticoat, and that her cheeks were flushed.
" See ! here's something we can use ! Quick ! let's rig up

our flag of distress
;

it seems to me that that steamer's coming
towards us like a streak of lightning."

Together they attached the petticoat to an oar by means
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of its own strings. Otway held it aloft
;

it floated pennon-
wise in the gentle breeze.

"
Ship ahoy !

—
ship ahoy !

"
he shouted.

The girl standing up beside him, waving her handkerchief,

joined her voice to his :

"
Ship ahoy !

"

The huge steamer came steadily on.

"They don't see us !"

"But they will see us! If there's a look-out on deck they
must see us. Ship ahoy ! ship ahoy !

"

"
If they don't see us they'll run us down."

" But they'll have to see us ! Ship ahoy ! ship ahoy !

"

The huge ship came rapidly on. She was now within half-

a-mile. They shouted and shouted, waved the pennon, did
the little all they could to attract attention. No heed seemed
to be taken of them by any one on board. Already they could
hear the swish of the water about her bows, the revolutions

of her screw.
" What shall we do to make them notice ? They won't

see us !

"

"Every one must be asleep
—or dead—or drunk."

" Look out—they'll run us down !

"

"
They won't do that. There's room enough for them

to pass us if they will go by."

They did go by, at a distance from the little boat of perhaps
thirty feet, like a mighty black wall, towering above them,

blotting out the moon : a moving, monstrous mystery. Lights
were to be seen, but no sign of any living thing. When she
was abreast Otway and the girl yelled with the full force of

their lungs. But there came no response ; nothing to show
that they had come within human ken. Then, in a moment,
it seemed, she was past ;

their tiny craft caught in her wash
bubbled up and down like a cork in a mill-race. Otway gave
a final, frenzied shout, and was still. He yet held the oar

aloft with its fluttering drapery. But the retreating mammoth
was only a blue speck on the horizon when he spoke again.

" That's how watch is kept on some of our floating castles.

And yet, if anything happened, any misadventure, there'd be

plenty to swear that the look-out never slackened." He
turned to his fellow-passenger, who was seated in the stern :

"Well?"
"

It's a little disappointing."
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The mildness of her language moved him to laughter.
"Yes

;
it is a little disappointing."

"I've shouted myself quite hoarse. But let's be fair. It

was some way up from us to them, a tremendous way. And
there's always a noise on a great steamer—all sorts of noises—besides the noise of the engines. I daresay we weren't so
obvious as we supposed. So, let's say, better luck next time."

" Next time may be a long way off."
" Mr Otway, I hope you're not a pessimist. I've been told

that there are some men who are more easily depressed than
women. I hope you are not one of them."

"
It's you I'm thinking of."

"That's very sweet of you. But—at present
—I'm very

comfortable."

There was something in her words which moved him oddly ;

moved him, indeed, to silence, until the moon went behind
a cloud, and where before was radiance was the shadow of
a great darkness.

"Hadn't you better lie down in the bottom of the boat
and try to get some sleep ? I'll make you as comfortable as
I can. There's nothing to be done until the day comes. It's

no use my attempting to row when I don't even know the
direction in which we are moving."

"I'm not a bit tired. I'd sooner sit up and keep you
company if you don't mind."

Again there was something in the fashion of her speech
which touched him

; again an interval of silence.

"Miss Thornton, have you had an adventurous life?"

Her laugh came to him through the darkness.
"An adventurous life? Me! Why, my father's vicar of

a Sussex parish. You can see our house from Chanctonbury
Ring. I've scarcely ever been away from home—except to
school—until I went to be companion to a lady. Why do
you ask?"

" Because you have a brave heart, and face the music with
a smile."

This time there was silence at her end of the boat. When
she did speak, it was in a lower tone.

" Don't you be so sure of that. The truth is, I was so

unhappy on the Queen of the Seas that I feel like a girl who
has escaped from a school she hated. Besides, we are as near
God on sea as on land."
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The moon did not reappear. Probably she had set before

the clouds, which had obscured her, had journeyed on.

Despite her absence the night continued warm and dry.

They talked on all manner of themes until the sun began to

cast pencils of light across the sky. Then there came a

transformation, wrought as by the touch of a magician's hand,
and they watched the wondrous stages in the birth of a

sunlit day.
"Isn't it beautiful?"
"

I should think it more beautiful if there were anything
to be seen."

"
Why, where are your eyes ? There's the sun and the

sky and the sea—all three a blaze of colour."

"No doubt. I'd prefer the glimpse of a ship, or of a

coast-line."
" Mr Otway, I'm beginning to fear that you're a Philistine."

"And I, Miss Thornton, am commencing to be permeated
by a suspicion that you're a dreamer."

"
I don't resent the accusation in the least, if it is an

accusation. One can both dream and do. Some of the

finest things that ever have been done have been done by
dreamers. But a Philistine, oh dear ! And as for your
coast-line—why, what's that?"

In sudden excitement she stood up, pointing directly over

his head. He glanced round. In the dim distance was what,
at first sight, looked like a hazy blur.

"
Isn't it a cloud on the horizon ?

"

"A cloud? No ! I think— I believe—I'm sure— it's land."

He gazed long and steadily in the direction in which she

had pointed.
"

I think it's possible it may be."

"I'm certain that it is. My eyes are almost as good as

some telescopes. I can make the coast-line out distinctly.
But what land can it be ? and how far are we away ?

"

"
I can give you an answer to neither question ; but I take

it that, anyhow, it's at a tremendous distance. However, it's

an objective : something to row for. I'll buckle to."

Getting the oars into their places he settled down to a steady

pull. For some time he rowed in silence. Then she spoke
again. The sun had come up into the heavens, filling all

space with his glory. She was trailing the fingers of her left

hand in the gleaming waters.
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" Mr Otway." He nodded. " Aren't you very rich ?
" He

nodded again. "You have everything that the heart of man
can desire : wealth, reputation, health, youth

"

"Youth ! I'm past forty."
" What's forty ? A man isn't really a man until he's forty."

He gave a short laugh.
"
Having all these things, why did

you leave England as you seem to have done ?
" As the

moments passed, and he did not reply, she set her own in-

terpretation on his speechlessness.
"

It's an odd question. I

ought not to have asked it. You needn't answer."
"

I don't mind answering. I left it all behind—because a

woman jilted me."

She turned towards him with a start; her eyes wide

open.
" Because a woman jilted you ? But that's no reason

;
or

—if it is—it's a very little one."
" These things are matters of opinion ;

no doubt you would
think so."

"That's not fair; it isn't what I meant. I'm thinking of

the estimation of the world."

"I never did care for what the world thinks, thank you."
"But see what a price you've paid! If you hadn't been

so—hasty you wouldn't be here."
"

I don't know on what grounds you consider yourself
entitled to call me hasty ;

and I don't mind being here—
thanking you again."

" But you may have cut yourself off from the world for

ever. You may never again look on the face of a friend.

This land for which we're making may turn out to be a

desolate rock, void of the means of sustenance, where relief

may never find us."
"
It is the thought of such a fate being in store for you

which weighs upon my mind."
" Me ! What does it matter for me ? I'm not of the least

importance : I'm nothing and nobody. I don't loom large in

the world's economy."
"
Quite so. We'll leave these nice points for further dis-

cussion. In the meantime, how about breakfast? Oughtn't

you to have something to eat ? They seem to have pre
sented us with a certain quantity of food in tins—unless

the tins are empty."
" I'm not a bit hungry."
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"
Perhaps not

;
but you will be very soon. By the way, I

suppose you haven't such a thing as a watch about you."
" But I have. 1 slipped one into my blouse just as they

were marching me ofl", and I wound it up. It's just twenty
minutes to five."

" There aren't many girls who'd think of a watch when, for

all they knew, they were being marched off to instant execution.

You're one in a million. Then at six o'clock we'll sample what's

inside those tins. It appears to me that I have been pulling
for the best part of an hour. Has that land of yours resolved

itself into a fog-bank, or is it more obviously land?"
"

It's more obviously
—and quite unmistakably—land

;
but

it's still a tremendous distance off. You must be tired. Let
me have a turn at the oars.

"

" Can you row?"
"Can I row ! Sometimes I've nearly lived on the Thames."
"Have you? I know young ladies who have quite, and

who yet cant row. The trouble is that I'm so soft. I sha'n't

tire; but my hands are like putty
—much pulling will make

mincemeat of them. However, I'll row till breakfast; then,
while I'm preparing the morning meal, you shall take your
shift.'

At six the exchange was effected. Miss Thornton took

her place in the bow. Qtway proceeded to examine the

stores with which Bianchi's tender mercies had endowed
them, and which hitherto had been lying in a higgledy-

piggledy heap in the bottom of the boat.

"Here's what purports to be corned-beef; here's a tin of

captain biscuits ; and in this barrel I suppose there's water.

Only there seems to be no way of getting it out except this

bunghole, which promises waste. Now breakfast, please !

Ship those oars, and fall to."
" But I've only just commenced to row." I

"Nobody denies it. You shall have your fill of it after-

wards, only don't keep the breakfast waiting. I'll pour
some water out into this tin arrangement, but I'm afraid

we shall have to share it."

"I don't mind, if you don't."

"You know very well that I don't mind."

He looked at her with something in his eyes which caused

her to pay what seemed to be an unnecessary amount of

attention to one of the oars. They consumed their curious



IN THE BOAT 85

meal— corned- beef, captain biscuits, water—not only with

relish, but with what seemed real enjoyment. It was odd
how very much at home they seemed to be in each other's

society, and how willing to make the best of what— to say
the least—-was a peculiar position. When they had made
an end of eating, Miss Thornton insisted on talcing another

spell. She eyed Otway as he took his ease among the

stores.

"Why don't you smoke? Haven't you any tobacco?"
He shook his head.
"
They might have given me both pipe and tobacco if I

had thought of them, but I lacked your presence of mind.
You know I'm a commonplace sort of creature : you're a girl

in a million."

"You mustn't laugh at me
;

I don't like it."

Her smile contradicted her words. Besides, he was not

laughing, he was admiring the deft fashion in which she

handled the oars. Just before he took them from her

again, standing on the stern seat, he took a long sight over

the sea.
" Sure enough it is land

; you're right again. Miss Thornton,
those eyes of yours are jewels. And, by George, I shouldn't

wonder if it's inhabited
;

that's smoke, or I'm a Dutchman."
She joined him in his attempt to resolve the meaning of

that line on the horizon.

"It certainly is smoke; but— don't you think it's very

high up?"
"

It does seem pretty high. Another hour's steady pull

ought to bring us well within range."
It was more than an hour before a suggestion came from her

as to the meaning of the smoke.
"There's a high hill, and the smoke is coming from the top

of the hill; I do believe from the hill itself. Mr Otway, do

you think it's a volcano ?
"

"
I shouldn't be surprised if you were right ;

it looks as if it

were something of the kind."

Another hour placed the matter beyond doubt. By that

time they were within less than a mile of the shore. A pre-

cipitous coast, for the most part, it seemed to be, although
here and there trees covered the shelving cliffs almost to the

water's edge. So far as they could see there were no signs
of human habitation. Inland there rose what now appeared
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to be a positive mountain
;

it towered far up towards the sky.
Not from the summit itself, but from very near, on the side

opposite to that on which they were, smoke was ascending :

for several minutes together in thin, filmy wreaths, then in

huge, black masses which obscured the heavens. Mr Otway
observed this latter display with something approaching to

uneasiness.

"A volcano, beyond a doubt, and showing a disposition to

be active. There seems to be nothing to discern of anything
in the shape of a human population. The question, therefore,
arises, shall we try to land, or shall we give the place

—which
I, for one, don't like the look of—a wide berth, even at this

eleventh hour, and trust to be able to find more hospitable
quarters farther on ?

"

"After our pulling and pulling and pulling? No, thank

you. My hands are like yours, they're softer than I thought.
Soon we shall both of us be nothing else but blisters. We
failed to make an impression on that horrid steamer last night
but we won't lose an opportunity of getting on to dry land

;
we

might have to go a thousand miles without meeting with any
more. I've never seen a volcano, e.xcept in pictures. I'm most
anxious to make the acquaintance of a real one. As for

population, there may be all sorts of people whom we can't

see. My chief fear is that they may be savages, or belong to

a class whose society we would rather be without."

Otway laughed. The tone in which she spoke suggested
that she regarded the whole proceeding as a glorified picnic.
It was not for him to point out to her that there was another
side to the shield : it would probably force itself upon her
attention quickly enough.

"
I can't give even a reasonable guess at our exact latitude

and longitude, but I don't think there's much fear of our

encountering savages. So here's for a try to find a landing-
place."



CHAPTER VIII

THE ISLAND

HE only had to row straight on to succeed in doing that.

He beached the boat on level, sandy ground, on which

the pair had no difficulty in dragging it up beyond what

appeared to be the reach of the waves. At that point the

cliffs declined so as to form a natural valley. Together they
moved away from the sea. Tropical vegetation came right

down to the point where the shore met the land, growing so

closely as to form what seemed, at first sight, to be an

impenetrable thicket. When they perceived this to be the

case they paused to consider the situation, Otway being the

first to speak.
" This doesn't look very inviting. Which is the way in

I wonder ! Can you see any sign of a track ? Not much

promise of civilisation there."
"
No; but there's promise of mystery, of this being the

abode of romance, of those fairies which have deserted their

English haunts. In that wilderness of greenery they should

be at their ease, as in England in days of old. As for track,

I don't believe there is one. We shall have to cut one with

our pocket-knives."
"

I presume that the fact that I don't possess a pocket-knife
doesn't count. I fancy that the trees don't seem quite so

dense on the cliff on our right. Let's try a little exploration in

that direction."

He led
;

she followed. At the point to which he had

referred the growth was less dense. It was possible, but

only just possible, to force a way through the trees, shrubs,

creepers, climbing plants, which had become so interlaced

as to form a kind of network. So dense was the foliage over-

head that where they were all was in strange, mysterious
shadow. Progression involved no slight labour. The heat

was great. There arose an unpleasant odour from the rank

vegetation. Before they had gone forward many minutes

Miss Thornton began to have enough of it.

87
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"Shall we ever find an end to this dreadful place?
Wouldn't you like a little fresh air? We might be miles

away from the sea. I can hardly breathe."

"It is a trifle sultry. It reminds me of an orchid-house,

only it's a great deal closer."
"

I don't like orchid-houses, thank you, nor the atmosphere
of any kind of greenhouse. If you please, I'd rather go back,
if you don't mind, to where we can taste the fresh air from the

sea." He hesitated, as if doubting what to do. "Well—shall

I lead the way back, or will you ?
"

"
You, by all means, if you know which is the way back

;

I'm beginning to wonder if I do."
" Mr Otway !

"

" I'm afraid that we haven't been very wise
;
and that I, in

particular, have been a first-class fool. A maze is nothing
compared to this; we ought to have looked out for landmarks.
In which direction would you say the sea is ?

"

"
I haven't the least idea." She was looking about her with

startled eyes.
" You don't mean to say that we're lost in this

dreadful place ?
"'

" We can scarcely be lost
;

it's only a little bewildering,
that's all. I propose that we press on."

" Then press on
;
but what do you call pressing on ?

"

"
Well, I think we were going this way when we stopped."

" Then let us keep on that way ; any way's better than

standing still."

They again moved forward, for, as it appeared to them, an
interminable length of time. The ground became uneven

;
it

rose and fell
;

it was hard to keep a footing. The sense of

mystery, of darkness, grew more and more. Climbing plants,

lacing tree to tree, formed impenetrable barriers. They pro-

gressed in corkscrew fashion, winding in and out as best they
could, all sense of direction gone. Here and there monstrous

ferns, coarse grasses, enveloped them on every side, rising

high above their heads, so that they bade fair to be choked

among their roots. So far they had encountered no living
creature except themselves. Suddenly, however, something
moved, as it seemed, from underneath their feet.

" What was that ?
"
cried the girl.

"
Oh, Mr Otway, I believe

it was a snake !

"

" Whatever it was, it was afraid of us."

The same thought had occurred to her. Although his
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actual knowledge of the subject was «//, he was conscious
of a feeling that this was the sort of nightmare forest in

which serpents might be expected to breed. The presence
of the moving thing seemed to have affected Miss Thornton
more than anything which had gone before. She spoke as if

she gasped for breath.
" How long

—do you think—we shall be—before we get
out—of this dreadful place ?

"

" Not long now, I hope. Bear up a little longer, and I shall

say you're a girl in a billion."
"

It's not easy
—to bear up."

It was not easy. More than once she was in danger of

breaking down. He had continually to encourage her,

though he was badly in need of encouragement himself.

Fortunately, there were no further signs of their causing
disturbance to any living thing. Spent, torn, filthy, they
struggled on through the trap into which they had so

inadvertently strayed for what seemed hours, until Mr Otway
suddenly cried :

" Look ! There's light ahead ! It's the sea
; or, if it isn't

the sea, please goodness it's the end of this."

With renewed energy they struggled on to where the sun-

light could be seen glancing through the vista far in front.

It was not the sea, but it was the end of that vegetable

tangle. So soon as they were out of it the girl sank exhausted
on the ground. With his coat sleeve he wiped the sweat off

his cheeks and brow, trying to smile at her.
" Tired ? It was pretty bad, wasn't it ?

"

"
It was like some horrid nightmare ; I don't believe I

could have kept up much longer. But now where are

we?"
To judge from appearances, they had not reached very

desirable quarters yet. They seemed to have found an open
space in the heart of the jungle

—an abode of desolation on
which even tropical vegetation refused to grow. It was as if

some devastating blight had claimed it for its own. The
ground was bare of covering. Shut in by trees on every side,

the atmosphere was not much more invigorating than in the

forest itself. Otway felt, as he looked about him, that it was
not a place which one could love.

" We don't appear to have struck oil now to any extent.

The most favourable remark I can make is that over there
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the forest does seem thinner, and that there is the promise of

some sort of a path. Shall I go forward and investigate?"
" And leave me here ? No, thank you." She was on her

feet in an instant. "This place isn't much better than where
we've just come out of. \Vhere you go I will go, with your

permission."
"There's no such haste. Hadn't you better rest a little

before you go on again ?
"

"There is haste; and I don't want rest. I don't want any
rest till we're back to the sea. I'd sooner be on the sea for

ever than here for a single day." He laughed outright at

what seemed to him to be feminine exaggeration. She turned

to him in sudden anger. "Why do you laugh at me? I

mean what I say. You mustn't laugh here, in this place of

evil ! What is that on that tree over there, the one which
looks as if it had been struck by lightning?"

Otway had been wondering himself. Together they went
to see. Against the trunk of what was but a mere torso of a

forest giant a board had been nailed, on which, in rude

letters, which had apparently been burnt into it, was this

inscription :

"This is the Gate of Hell! Avoid it if you would
FLEE FROM EviL !

"

It was a startling legend to encounter, unawares, in such a

place. As she read it the girl came closer to the man,

nestling to his side, slipping, as if unconsciously, her arm

through his. He felt that she was trembling. Her voice

sank nearly to a whisper.
" What does it mean? Then there is some one here beside

ourselves. I wonder who. What a dreadful thing to put

upon that board !

"

"Evidently there has been some one here; but whether

there is any one now is another question, as to which I'm

doubtful. It's a long time since that board was put up there.

The lettering's faded, the nails which attach it are rusted,

they're sagging out of the tree."

She gave a little cry.
" Mr Otway, there's some one lying under those trees now,

asleep !

"

He looked where she was pointing. There, in plain sight,
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was the figure of a man recumbent on the ground. His back

was towards them. Otway raised his voice to a shout.
" Hi ! you there ! hollo !

"

No answer was returned. The figure did not move.
" He's sleeping very soundly," said the girl.
" Not so sound but that, if he is asleep, we'll wake him."

They crossed to the silent figure. Otway, stooping down,
laid his hand upon the sleeper's shoulder. As he did so, the

figure seemed to crumble
;

all at once the patchwork suit of

clothes was empty. With an exclamation he started back.
" My God ! it's a skeleton !

"

"A skeleton!"

The girl's voice echoed his amazement, his horror. It was

a skeleton, which, owing to some freak of nature, had hung
together inside the clothes until Otway, by applying pressure,

had dissolved it into separate bones. When they looked

more closely they perceived that a scrap of paper was pinned
to the fragments of what once had been a jacket. On it were

scrawled some almost illegible words which Otway with diffi-

ulty deciphered.
"This is John Cleaver who went mad and died 1863."
"
Forty years ago ! For forty years he has lain there, sleeping.

Went mad and died ? I shouldn't be surprised if it were he

who put up that board. I wonder who pinned this paper on

to his coat, and why that person didn't bury him. There's

a mystery here which might be worth unravelling."

"Come away ! or I also shall be in danger of going mad."

The words were scarcely spoken when there came a sound

as of many thunderclaps ;
the ground shook under their feet,

the sky was obscured. She clung to him, screaming. For

some moments he himself was at a loss as to what had

happened. As, by degrees, it dawned on him he strove to

comfort her.
"

It's all right ! It's only the volcano making what I take

to be one of its periodical remarks. It is its tendency to

behave in this sort of way which explains, I fancy, that singular

statement which is on the board there, that this is the gate of

hell."

How he got her out of that place of desolation, through
that labyrinthine maze born of tropic prodigality, back to

the sound and sight and taste of the sea, he could not after-

wards have told; and she never knew. Sometimes he led
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her, as if she were a child, by the hand ; sometimes he dragged
her through obstacles it was impossible to surmount ; some-
times he bore her in his arms. Luckily the forest, on the
side on which he now attempted it, was less dense than at

first, or he would have had to give up the struggle long before
the end. When, at last, he found himself clear of the trees,
under the open sky, he was reeling like a drunken man. He
was carrying the girl. His first thought was for her. He laid

her down on the ground as tenderly as if she had been some
tiny child. Then., sinking like a log at her side, before he
knew it he was asleep.

She was first to awake ; starting up as if in sudden alarm
;

looking about her, in doubt as to where she was. She was

lying on what was apparently almost the edge of the cliff; in

front, far below, was the sea. Strange noises were in her
ears

;
the earth was shaking ;

dense masses of smoke hid the
heavens. Beside her lay her companion, still sound asleep

—
torn, travel-stained, bedraggled almost beyond recognition.
"Mr Otway!" she cried. "Where are we? where's the

boat ?
"

He instantly sat up as she pronounced his name. Then, as

a perception of his surroundings returned to him, he raised

himself to his feet, stretching his limbs like a giant refreshed.

"I rather fancy that I've been dozing; I'm feeling all the
better for it. And you ?

"

"
I also have only just woke up. Where are we ? How did

I get here ?
"

"
I've an idea that I carried you, at least now and then,"

"Carried me? You couldn't! You must be nearly dead !

I'm so heavy."
"I don't think I'm nearly dead; and there was no other

way."
" But where's the boat ? The volcano's in eruption !

"

"
I've no notion what is the name of the volcano whose

habitation we have struck, but I'm inclined to the opinion
that it's his custom to go on like this. As for where the boat

is, we oughtn't to have much difiiculty in finding that out."
He looked over the top of the cliff: "It strikes me that a
little farther on it would be easy to scramble down to the
beach. There appears to be a belt of dry land between the
cliffs and the sea. It might be better to get back to the boat

by the shore than to attempt to return by way of the forest."
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" The forest ! I would sooner stay here for ever than try to

get back by the forest !

"

They scrambled down, as he had suggested, on to the

shore, experiencing no difficulty in returning by it to where

they had left the boat. Miss Thornton was for getting into it

at once, and putting off, at any risk, from that inhospitable

place. But Mr Otway was against her. He pointed out that

the wind was rising ;
that there was a prospect of more dirty

weather being close at hand
;
that so small a craft could not

be expected to live in anything like a heavy sea. Temporarily,
at least, they were safe where they were. They had firm land

beneath their feet
; probably as much chance of catching the

attention of passing vessels as if they were afloat. While, if

they got afloat again, not having the vaguest knowledge of

their whereabouts, they could only drift aimlessly hither and
thither

; they could not know which course to steer, nor how
to bring themselves within reach of the ocean highway.

Perceiving the relevancy of his arguments, she fell in with

his ideas. They found irregularities in the face of the cliffs

which afforded rudimentary shelter. Here they carried their

scanty stores, in the hope that they would be kept both dry
and cool. At one point there was an abrasion, or rent, in

the surface of the rock, which amounted to an actual cavern—
of small dimensions, truly

—but still large enough to serve as

sleeping chamber to a single lady. Here Miss Thornton
established her night-quarters. The cave, which was some
ten or twelve feet above the shore, was reached by a sloping

shelf, which formed a natural, if somewhat slippery, footpath.
Mr Otway slept below, in any nook he at the moment fancied.

And sometimes, in wakeful mood, he would keep watch and
ward over the lady in her nest above.

In this remote corner of the world these two persons spent
three weeks

;
shorter weeks than some might suppose. Not

always in the same spot, for by circumnavigating it in their

boat they ascertained that the place was an island. The

complete circuit occupied four days and they returned to

their starting-point almost with a feeling that they were coming
home. Besides establishing the fact that they were on an

island they had acquired two other pieces of information :

one, that the island was fertile on one side only
—that on

which they were
;
on the other the volcano had worked

wholesale destruction. The mouth of the crater was on that
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side of the mountain. Seemingly it was, more or less, in

continual eruption. An unending stream of lava, now so

slight as to be scarcely perceptible, now rising to a torrent,
was pouring down the slope, stretching out on either hand,

carrying ruin and death wherever it went. The second item
of information was to the effect that, as they had surmised,
the island was uninhabited. It was hardly likely that any
person, or persons, would choose, of their own free will, so

insecure and solitary a dwelling-place. They could discover

no signs that any one ever had lived there
; though, at times,

their thoughts recurred to the skeleton under the trees.

Elsie Thornton's petticoat
—it soon became, with George

Otway, a habit to address her by her Christian name, which,
the lady owned, was Elsie—floated from the top of the highest
tree. It was intended to be a signal of distress

;
but whether

it would convey that impression to a passing ship was a point
on which they were not agreed.

Their chief anxiety at the moment was caused by the

rapidity with which their stock of food diminished. Sufficiently

scanty to commence with, husband it as they might, it ap-

proached extinction with alarming haste. Their appetites
—

to make matters worse—seemed to be preternaturally large.

They found the coarsest food not unworthy their attention :

they always wanted to be eating. They resorted to fishing as

a means of replenishing their larder. Elsie constructed two
lines of amazing ingenuity out of materials which came she
best knew from where. They used for baits, first, scraps of

their own food, and, afterwards, fragments of the fish they
caught. For they did catch fish—and in abundance, as a

little distance from the shore they came upon a fishing ground
into which they had only to drop their lines to pull out prizes.

Miss Thornton had brought with her, from the Queen of the

Seas, a box of matches—an unusual thing for a girl to carry
—

but it turned out to be their most precious possession. It was
an ordinary penny box of so-called wax vestas. At the time

they examined it, it contained seventy-two ; for, realising their

capital importance, so that they might know precisely where

they stood, they proceeded there and then to count them.
Never were matches handled more gingerly or used less

wastefully. When they had once lighted a fire—which they
found it not easy to do, the materials they were compelled to

use being slow of ignition
—

they kept it going, so far as they
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were able, both by night and day. It was more likely to

attract curious attention, especially at night, than the garment
on the tree top. By means of it they cooked their fish

;

within sight of it, when the darkness fell, they would sit and
talk. How they talked ! What inexhaustible topics of con-

versation the girl and the man had the good fortune to light

upon. Neither ever seemed to weary of the sound of the

other's voice. It was passing strange.
Water was another source of trouble. At the beginning

they managed pretty well. A tiny runnel, rather than a

stream, trickled down over the cliff a few yards from where

they had pitched their tent. Discovering it, Otway hollowed
out a sort of basin in which it could collect in sufficient

quantities to be of use, and therein it kindly collected. It

had not the pleasantest taste—showed, indeed, a disposition
to be brackish—but sometimes they would boil it in an empty
beef tin, when, having cooled, it became quite drinkable.

Still, there was no disguising the truth that it was never quite
the sort of water one would choose to drink. And, presently,
it changed, in every way for the worse. Possibly the constant

state of excitement in which the volcano lived injuriously
affected its constitution, for the smoky monster was never

really still
; indeed, he grew daily more demonstrative. And,

though the girl and the man had become, in a measure, re-

conciled to its curious methods, there came a night when they

thought that there was an end of all things.
In the morning the stream was dry : there was not a drop

of water to be had.

The girl, roused by the tumult of the volcano's fury,

objecting to the sulphurous fumes which were entering her

rocky sleeping chamber, in the darkness came running down
the slippery footpath which led to where the man was waiting
and watching on the shore beneath. As she came she

stumbled
; and, as she stumbled, she sprained her ankle. In

the morning not only was she unable to move, or even stand,
but the ankle itself was swelled in a sufficiently ugly fashion.

The only remedy which was within their reach was a cold-

water bandage ;
and there was no water.

Nor was water wanted for the lady's foot alone
; they were

both badly in need of it to drink. Although the first violence

of the eruption had perceptibly lessened, it still continued.

The air was full of fine, impalpable ash, which got into the
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throat, provoking thirst. The pain which the girl was suffering
resulted in sHght fever. She kept asking for something to

drink. At last, succeeding in overcoming her not unnatural

reluctance to be left alone he succeeded in persuading her to

allow him to go in search of water. Carrying her, at her own

request, into the shallow recess which they used as storehouse
;

making her as comfortable as the conditions permitted, off he
started.

" Don't be a second longer than you can possibly help !

"

she pleaded.
" Not a second !

"
he assured her.

At the same time both he and she were aware that his

absence might of necessity be a somewhat prolonged one.

He took with him their two largest empty tins. As to the

exact neighbourhood where water was to be found he was

wholly at a loss to decide. Her experience on the day of their

landing had made on Miss Thornton such an impression that

the interior of the island had remained practically unexplored.

They had looked about in the immediate locality of their

camping place for a stream which could be substituted for

their original brackish supply, and had looked in vain.

Beyond that perfunctory search their explorations had not gone.

Otway had a vague notion that at a spot about a couple of

miles away what he sought for might be found. When on
their voyage of circumnavigation he had noticed, on a low-

lying stretch of land, what had struck him might be a stream.

Reaching the point in question he found that in part he had
been right : there was what evidently had been the bed of a

stream
; but, where it ought to have run into the sea, the bed

was dry. It occurred to him that, if he walked along it, nearer

the source he might still find water. He was encouraged in

this hope by the fact that, when he had gone some little dis-

tance, the hitherto dry bed grew damp and miry. Increasing
his pace he pressed more eagerly on. Presently the stream

began twisting in and out amid vegetation which became

momentarily denser. Signs of water became perceptible,
but as yet what there was was more suggestive of slime than of

anything fit for human consumption. On and on he went.

At last his perseverance was rewarded. For some time the

water had been growing more like water and less like slime,
until all at once he came upon a broad pool, of an inviting

depth, and of a delicious clearness.
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He dipped in one of his tins, and drank. It tasted to him
Uke nectar—cool, sweet, refreshing. Filling both tins to t he

brim he prepared to return. But, glancing round, he saw,
in a clear space on the other side of the pool, what seemed
to be a hut, formed of branches of trees, and rough unhewn

logs. He hesitated, then crossed to see what it might mean.
As he went his foot struck against something which was lying
on the ground. It was a human skull, blanched by time

and exposure until it had become almost as white as snow.

A little beyond was a rusty metal box, resting on what was

apparently the skeleton of a hand, as if its dying owner had

gripped it to the last. Attached to the handle was a strip of

paper, on which was written, in characters which had become
almost illegible :

"
I, Ebenezer PuUen, of Hull, in the county of Yorkshire,

give and bequeath this box, with its contents, to whoever finds

it, 1865."
The box itself came open as George Otway raised it. A

hasty glance sufficed to show him that it apparently contained

bank-notes of different countries, and varying values. He
thrust it into the bosom of his blue-serge jersey.

By the time that he returned to their camping-place he had

probably been absent at least four hours. Regard for the

precious contents of his two tins had prevented his making as

much haste as he might have done. As it was, not a little of

their contents had been spilled ;
the length of the way, its

difficulties, the nature of the receptacles themselves, made it

impossible for him to prevent what, under the circumstances,
was a cruel amount of waste. As he approached their camp-

ing-ground he quickened his pace ; calling out to Miss Thornton

to advise her of what he knew would be his welcome return.
" Here I am at last ! with water too, the best and sweetest

you ever tasted !

"

No answer was returned. With sudden anxiety he pressed
forward to the recess in which he had laid her. It was empty.

Supposing that, growing weary of waiting, having recovered

sufficently to enable her to move, she had ascended to her own

particular cave, he ran up the footpath, calling to her as he

went :

"
Elsie ! Elsie ! Where have you hidden yourself?

"

There was no one there. He stared about him in stupid
bewilderment. Then he hurried back to the shore, looking
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for her here and there ; shouting all the time, over and over

again :

" Elsie ! Where are you ?
"

It was a question to which he was to receive no answer.

For hours he went this way and that ; back and forth ; up and

down ; screaming himself hoarse. She was to be seen no-

where : had left no sign that she had ever been.

During his absence in search of the water of which she had

stood in such imminent need she had apparently been spirited

off the face of the earth.



CHAPTER IX

THE FELLOW-PASSENGER

ONE
of the passengers on the mail steamer Cormorant,

who were endeavouring, with the aid of their marine

glasses, to make out as much as possible of the volcanic

island which they were passing on their port side, thought
that he saw a figure standing close down to the water's edge.
When he announced his discovery it was endorsed by others.

The captain, from his vantage place upon the bridge, perceived
that the figure was that of a man, who was waving something
above his head. He telegraphed the order to shut off steam.

A boat was launched
;
and presently returned with George

Otway.
He had been more than a month alone on the island. He

presented an extraordinary spectacle, looking more like a

wild man than a civilised Christian, but he seemed in good
health, and, at any rate physically, none the worse for his

solitary sojourn. He became at once a centre of interest to

all on board. Responding to the captain's inquiries, he stated

that his name was John Lennard, that he had been a passenger
on board the steamship Sea Qtteen, and that it was owing to

a misunderstanding that he had been left behind upon the

island. The captain did not attempt to conceal his opinion
that that statement was more than a trifle curious

; but, as the

reserved man declined, point-blank, to add to it, and,

moreover, expressed his willingness, and ability, to pay for

any accommodation which might be given him—displaying a

large number of bank-notes in proof of such capacity
—the

officer in charge of the Cormorant had, perforce, to believe as

much—or as little—of his story as he chose.

It happened that voyage that the Cormoranfs passenger-
list was almost full. There was only one vacant berth on

board, in a double cabin on the lower deck. For this John
Lennard paid the price demanded, in ancient bank-notes, at

which the purser looked askance.

99
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" These notes are as old as Methusaleh

; why weren't they

presented for payment years and years ago?"
''They are part of a legacy which was left to me by a man

who died some time ago, and who kept all his fortune in a

box."

The purser eyed him fixedly for a moment or two, then a

twinkle came into his eyes :

" Rather a curious legacy, wasn't it, Mr Lennard ? Almost
as curious as the way in which you got left behind upon that

island. It's another curious fact that you'll have rather a

curious cabin mate
; meaning no offence, I should say that

it will be a case of two curiosities together."

George Otway— as John Lennard— understood, in some

degree, what the speaker meant when, in the purser's company,
he arrived at the cabin in which a berth had been assigned to

him. Although it was broad daylight the door was locked
;

and it was only after repeated knockings that any notice was

taken of their presence. Then a voice called to them from
within :

"Who's there?"
" I'm afraid that I shall have to trouble you to open the

door, Mr Colenutt. I'm the purser."
A further delay of some seconds. Then the door was

opened about six inches. In the interstice appeared an

undersized man, with short black hair, close cropped beard

and moustache, and a complexion so dark as to suggest a

mulatto. His manner was not exactly conciliatory.
"What do you want?"

"Sorry to interrupt you, Mr Colenutt, especially if you
were enjoying an afternoon nap. By the way, you must be

pretty fond of napping, since you seem never to appear on

deck."
"

I suppose I'm at liberty to keep to my cabin, if I choose,

since I've paid for it."

"
Certainly, perfectly at liberty ;

not a doubt of it
;
but now

it won't be your cabin only."
" What do you mean ?

"

In Mr Colenutt's voice there was a change of tone which

seemed to amuse the purser.
"Allow me to introduce you to Mr Lennard, just come

aboard. Since yours is the only cabin in which there is a

vacant berth Captain Matthews has put him down for it."
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" Put him down for it ! Is this—Mr Lennard ?
"

Otway had enjoyed the ministrations of the ship's barber,
had had a bath

;
had placed himself inside clothes which had

been procured for him—at a price
—from someone's redundant

wardrobe, and which did not fit him so badly as they might
have done. He was, therefore, a very different spectacle to

that which he had presented when his rescuers first found
him. But had he been an ogre, or a gorgon, or some fabled

monster, Mr Colenutt could not have regarded him with more

undisguised repugnance; a fact which the purser
— who

seemed to have a vein of humour which was peculiarly his

own—noted with a grin which was equally ostentatious.

"This is Mr Lennard; who, I have no doubt, places
himself at your service. I am sure that he has as much

pleasure in meeting you as you have in meeting him."

If there was any pleasure on Mr Colenutt's side then he
concealed the fact with considerable skill. He drew back
with something which was so like a snarl that every hair on
his head seemed bristling.

" But this is my cabin ! You can't let a berth in it over my
head just as the whim seizes you. It was only on the under-

standing that I was to be its sole occupant that I took it
;

why, it was you who assured me that I should have it to

myself."
" Excuse me, Mr Colenutt, but when you came aboard, at

the last moment, just as the boat was leaving the wharf, and
asked me—as if you were half beside yourself

— if there was a

vacant cabin, I told you there was this one. And so there

was this one. I wasn't to know that another passenger would
come aboard in mid-ocean. There are two berths in this cabin,

you've paid for one, and Mr Lennard's paid for the other."

"But if you'd given me the faintest hint that anything of

this kind might have been expected I'd willingly have paid for

both."

"Pity you didn't mention that before. A passenger who
wishes to reserve an entire cabin should say so—and pay for

its exclusive use—at the time of booking. It's too late to talk

about it now."
Mr Colenutt addressed himself to Mr Lennard.
"
If you are a gentleman, sir

;
if you have the slightest sense

of gentlemanly feeling, you will not endeavour to intrude

yourself where, most emphatically, you are not wanted."
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Compared to the other's heat Mr Lennard's manner, as he

replied, was calmness itself:
"

It is so long, sir, since I was between a decent pair of sheets,
that you must show me some very sufficient reason before I

can consent to allow you to shut me out from what, after all,

is my own."
" So that's the tone you take. Very well ! You'll at least

stop outside till I've put away certain personal private belong-
ings ;

and afterwards Til talk to you in a different fashion."
Before they had anticipated his intention he had withdrawn

inside the cabin
;
shut the door, and bolted it in their faces.

Mr I^nnard laughed, but the purser's vein of humorous
perception seemed to have suddenly run dry." He's a cool hand !

—confound his impudence !

" He
hammered at the door with his fist. "Now, Mr Colenutt,
I hope you've got sense enough to know that this sort of

thing won't do. If you don't open this door at once I shall

have to make you."
Mr Lennard played the part of peacemaker.
"That's all right; let him store away his treasures—how

does he know what sort of character I am ?—then you'll find

that he'll open fast enough."
The forecast proved correct. Presently the door was flung

wide open.
"
Now, sir, if you choose to intrude yourself into my cabin

during my temporary absence I suppose that I cannot help it.

I am going to see the captain. When I have explained the

position to him you will find that he will order you to take

the course which your own sense of decency ought to have
dictated."

The purser interposed.
"

It's no use your going to the captain, Mr Colenutt—not
the slightest. Since this gentleman has paid his passage
money the captain has no more right to turn him out than
he has to turn you."

"
I prefer to learn that from the captain's lips rather than

from yours : being well aware that with you the whole business
is simply a question of the itching palm. If I had made it

worth your while to keep this fellow out you would have kept
him out; but as I forgot to bribe you you pay me out like this."

Off strode Mr Colenutt, the purser staring after him in angry
amazement.
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"
Well, after that ! A nigger like him dares to tell me to

my face that I only do my duty because he didn't bribe me
not to do it ! That's a finisher ! I'll show him that he's not
the only person on board this ship."

Off went the purser after Mr Colenutt, and Mr Lennard
entered the deserted cabin. It was a small affair—an inside

cabin, inclined to be stuffy, with an upper and a lower berth,
and but scanty accommodation besides—probably one of the

worst on the ship. Apparently Mr Colenutt had been in

occupation of the lower berth. His sole property in sight was
a black canvas cabin trunk. Seemingly the rest of his belong-

ings were stowed away in the lockers : of which, of course,

hitherto, he had had the entire run. As Otway observed how

cramped one was for space, he told himself that it was not

strange that the late sole tenant resented the appearance of

someone else to share his quarters. If only he had done so

with a little more civility !

But evidently Mr Colenutt had his own method of confront-

ing a delicate situation. When, after a considerable interval,

he reappeared, his agitation had not grown less. He broke
into a torrent of vituperation on the instant.

"The captain of this ship has no more sense of honour and

propriety than his subordinates. It seems that you are to be
forced upon me. Very good, then let's understand each other

clearly. If you come into this cabin you come as a trespasser,
in spite of my strongest protests, to my most serious incon-

venience. I warn you that I'll make you as uncomfortable as

you're making me
; you won't score in the end. I'll make

your stay here a continual misery ;
before long you'll be wish-

ing that you had jumped overboard instead of thrusting yourself
where you were not wanted."

The man's anger, though real enough, seemed so futile that

the other laughed outright.
" You're candid, anyhow ;

so now we know where we are.

You couldn't have given me a heartier welcome if you had

suspected me of designs upon your family plate. All I have

to do is to prepare for the good time that's coming."
Mr Lennard's levity did not tend to sweeten Mr Colenutt's

temper.
"You may sneer, but I shouldn't be surprised at your

designing any kind of robbery. I understand that you're some

vagabond who's been picked up from goodness alone knows
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where
;
no doubt those with whom you were associated were

glad to be rid of you at any price. I protest against such a

person being thrust on me
;
the probabiHties are that you are

some notoriously bad character, but I warn you that on the

first sign of an attempt on your part to play any of your tricks

on me there'll be trouble."
"

I should guess that there will be trouble before that,
Mr Colenutt

; especially if you don't try to remember that it's

just as well to behave as if you were a gentleman, even if you
don't happen to be one. Judging by your singular conduct,
and still more singular language, I should say that there were
some very strong and curious reasons why you wish to have
this cabin all to yourself."

" What do you mean by that ?
"

Mr Colenutt had a revolver in his hand.
"

I meant e.xactly what I said. Put that weapon of yours
away; I'm a man of peace; but if there's going to be any
demonstration with articles of that kind you'll soon be a sorrier

man than ever you were in all your life. I repeat that there

must be some very remarkable reasons why you wish to be

your own company, or you wouldn't be making all this fuss."

Mr Colenutt fidgeted with the revolver in his small brown
hands, as if hesitating whether or not to use it upon his com-

panion there and then. On a sudden his mood seemed to

change : fury became passionate pleading :

" You are right !
—you are quite right ! God knows you are

right ! I have the best of reasons for wishing to have this

cabin to myself—no one could have better. I beg you to

believe it ! I will give you twice as much as you have paid
for your berth; I will give you four times as much

;
I will give

you anything you like if you will only let me have this cabin
to myself until we reach Southampton."

Lennard shook his head.

"Too late. You should have talked in that strain before

you favoured me with examples of your proficiency in another.

You have been so good as to call me a vagabond ; you have
hinted doubts as to my honesty

"

"
I will withdraw them all ! I will do and say anything you

please if you will only let me alone."
" No doubt

;
that's exactly what I feel. But it won't do.

Tm here, and I'm here to stay."

Recognising, probably, the finality which was in the speaker's
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tone, Mr Colenutt, ceasing to entreat, returned to rage. For
two or three ugly moments it almost looked as if he would

discharge his revolver point-blank at Mr Lennard. He stood

glaring at the other, as if passion made him inarticulate. Then
his pistol hand dropped to his side. He found his voice

;

speaking with an appearance of outward calm which was in

odd contrast to his previous excitement :

"You call yourself John Lennard, I am told; though,

possibly, that is not your name. The captain as good as

admits that he does not believe a word of the tale you told

him
;
and thinks that probably you were marooned on the

island on which you were found as a punishment for some

disreputable conduct of your own. In other words, he inclines

to the opinion that you are a liar and a blackguard, and—
maybe—something worse. This is the man whom he has

made a sharer of my cabin. That he is not far out in his

estimate of your character your own action in this matter

suggests. I will look out for proof that you are what at present

Captain Matthews only hints you are. If I find it I will have

you
—

metaphorically
—nailed to the ship's counter."

John Lennard only answered :

"You queer little dark-skinned person."
The next night he could not sleep. In the cabin it was

close and stuffy. Longing for air he went up on deck. Lean-

ing over the vessel's side, he looked back over the course she

had come. It was a fine night ;
there was a cool, sweet

breeze
;

stars peopled the sky. He almost fancied that he

could see a faint gleam against the distant heavens, which

might have been the light of the volcano on the Island of the

Gate of Hell. As he thought of the days and weeks which

he had spent there, pondering, as he was wont to do, on the

mystery of the disappearance of Elsie Thornton, someone,

coming across the deck, ranged himself alongside. It was

the purser, whose name, he had learned, was Adams. Lennard
moved his head in acknowledgment of the other's presence,
but Adams was the first to speak.

"Isn't it rather late for you to be about, Mr Lennard?

Everyone has turned in but you."
"And you."
"And me." There was what almost amounted to an omin-

ous pause ;
he had seemed to speak with unnecessary emphasis.

"It isn't my fault I'm about. Early hours suit me best. But,
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when you're playing policeman you have to let your own tastes

go by the board."
"
Playing policeman ? What do you mean ?

"

" A nasty thing happened last night
—the night of the day

you came aboard. There was a thief on board this ship."
" A thief? How do you know ?

"

" Because somebody was robbed by him ; a lady who has I

a state cabin. She's one of those foolish females who won't

fasten their cabin doors on the inside, not even when they go
to bed

;
the Lord alone knows why. This thief found out

that she was that kind of fool. He sneaked in while she was
fast asleep, and sneaked out with what he could lay his hands

upon. I tell you this in confidence, Mr Lennard. It isn't

generally known on board, as yet; but I thought I'd let you
know that it was known to me, especially as nothing of the

kind has ever occurred upon this boat before, so that it seems
odd that it should have taken place the very first night you
came aboard."

There could be no doubt that there was significance in the

purser's tone.
" One would almost think, from the way you speak, that you

suspected me."
"

I don't know that it's got quite so far as suspicion yet, as

regards anyone, Mr Lennard. It's only got to wondering, up
to now. Only you yourself will perceive that, under the

circumstances, it might be just as well for you not to keep

hanging about after everyone's turned in."
"

I can wish to escape for a few minutes from the stuffy

atmosphere of my cabin, and yet be an honest man."
" Of course

;
not a doubt of it. Still, that thief, if you found

him hanging about, maybe that's the kind of talk he'd have

at the tip of his tongue."
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A WILD VENGEANCE

AS John Lennard returned to his quarters below, he had

to admit to himself that both in the purser's words and

manner there had been something unpleasantly suggestive.

It was both odd and awkward that the robbery and his arrival

on board should have coincided. Situated as he was, it did

not need much imagination to perceive that it might easily

become very awkward indeed for him. On trying the handle

of his cabin door he found that the bolt had been slipped
inside.

" Calm—on my word. To the best of my knowledge and
believe Mr Colenutt was fast asleep as I went out. I went

as softly as I could
;

I doubt if I disturbed him
; yet he

must have got up directly my back was turned, and—locked

me out ! As he prophesied yesterday, if he indulges in pranks
of this sort, there will be trouble. Inside there." He rapped
with his knuckles, first gently, then more loudly. Since no

heed was paid to his summons he began to lose his patience.
" Mr Colenutt, if you don't open this door at once I shall

rouse the ship ;
I'll show you that you sha'n't keep me out of

my own cabin with impunity."

Apparently the threat sufficed; before it was necessary to

knock again the door was opened. On the threshold stood

Mr Colenutt, completely attired. It seemed to be one of his

peculiar habits to go to bed with his clothes on
;
so far, Mr

Lennard had not seen him remove a single garment. He
assailed the newcomer as if he had been to blame.

" You seem., like certain birds of prey, to be fond of prowling
about when all the world's asleep. Last night you chose the

small hours for a ramble "

"Pardon me, Mr Colenutt, I fail to see what interest my
movements can have for you, but last night I did not move
out of my berth after I had once got in

;
I slept much too

soundly."

107
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"You must suffer from a bad memory, Mr Lennard. I

myself saw you get up ;
I saw you go out ; I saw you return.

When you did return, you were carrying something in a

pocket handkerchief."

He spoke with such an air of assured conviction that the
listener was staggered.

" You must have been dreaming !

"

The other's rejoinder amazed Mr Lennard still more.
"

It was because some instinct told me that you might say

something of that kind that I made up my mind to-night to

prove to your satisfaction, and my own, that I was not dream-

ing, unless we are both dreamers, Mr Lennard."
Before John Lennard had a chance of replying, the purser

—
still, it seemed, playing the policeman—came up to them in

stockinged feet.
" This sort of thing won't do, you know, gentlemen : you're

disturbing all the ship."
Mr Colenutt explained the position from his own point of

view, with instant readiness :

" The room-mate you have given me, Mr Adams, appears
to be a person of uncomfortably nocturnal habits. He started

on an expedition round the ship in the middle of last night
"

" Last night !

"

The purser regarded Lennard with keen, scrutinising eyes.

John Lennard returned his gaze unshrinkingly.
" Mr Colenutt is mistaken. I turned in before ten o'clock

last night and did not turn out again till seven this morning."
The little, dark-skinned man shrugged his shoulders

;
he

drew back into the cabin.

"Very good. Then, as I saw Mr Lennard both go and
return, I must have been the victim of an optical delusion
for the first time in my life."

The purser was still eyeing Mr Lennard.
" Do I understand you to affirm ihat you did not leave your

cabin last night in spite of what he says ?
"

" You do. I fell asleep as soon as I was between the

sheets, and did not wake till I went to my bath this morning.
I must have been walking in my sleep if what he says is true.

But it isn't."
"

It's odd
;
and it's not the only odd thing about you, Mr

Lennard. Let me recommend you to turn in now, and not
to walk in your sleep."
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When they were alone together, John Lennard addressed

to his cabin mate a very candid question :

"
May I beg you to inform me, Mr Colenutt, what prompted

the maUcious falsehood which you have just told Mr Adams ?

Because you know perfectly well that you did not see me leave

this cabin
;
and that, in fact, I did not leave it."

" You charge me with malicious falsehood. After that, so

far as I am concerned, there is nothing to be said. You have

a front of brass
;
but I do not intend to quarrel with you, nor

to bandy words. It's perfectly clear to me what kind of

character you are
;

I warn you that I mean to make it equally
clear to every person on the ship. I do not intend to be

forced into close association with a man of your type a second

longer than I can help."
"

I see what you are driving at
;
after your frankness I could

hardly help but see
;
but you will find that I am not to be

bluffed so easily as you suppose ;
and I on my side warn you

that it is a dangerous game which you are playing."
After he had fallen asleep John Lennard dreamed a some-

what singular dream. He dreamed that a woman was in the

cabin. How she came there he did not understand
;
he only

knew, all at once, that she was there. She stood and looked

at him
;
her hair was hanging down her back. She drew close

to the side of his berth. She had something in her hand, but

he could not make out what it was. She leaned over him as

he slept, and suddenly he was overtaken by a great fear. Even

in his slumber he had a hideous consciousness that he was in

imminent peril of his life. She touched him
;
and her touch

was so real that it banished sleep upon the instant. He sprang

up in his berth with so much vigour that he struck his head

against the woodwork above, and, falling back, lay for some

seconds half stupefied. When, regaining his senses, he looked

about him, he found that the cabin was in darkness, and that

all was still. But the feeling that there had been someone

there was so strong upon him that he switched on the electric

light. The cabin was empty ;
the door was shut

;
he saw that

his fellow-passenger was lying in his berth.
"
It must have been a delusion ; but, upon my honour,

Colenutt himself could not have had a more realistic one."

He was thinking of Mr Colenutt's words to the purser: "I

could have sworn that a woman touched me !

"

The following day he was made aware of a somewhat un-
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comfortable fact ; that he was looked upon askance by his

fellow-passengers. Whoever he approached drew back. At
first he supposed that this must be his own fancy ;

but when,
after the third or fourth rebuff, he perceived with what

generosity he was left in sole occupation of much more than
his share of the deck, he understood that, for some cause, he
was in ill odour. The matter was made still more obvious
after a visit with which the Captain re(|uested him to honour
him in his cabin.

The commanding officer's remarks, though few, were to the

point.
"

I have no wish to pry into your private affairs, Mr Lennard—
you say your name is Lennard, though I am credibly informed
that another name was on some of the rags which you were

wearing when you came aboard—indeed, I am glad to have
been able to render you a slight service. ]^ut, since the cir-

cumstances under which you became a passenger on this ship
were of an exceptional nature, you must permit me to request

you to studiously observe the ship's rules : one of those rules

being to the effect that no passenger is to leave his cabin after

lights are out. You understand me?"
"

I am afraid that I understand you only too well, Captain
Matthews

; and, in my turn, you must allow me to point out

that I do not recognise any authority on your part to prevent
my enjoying, on the public portions of the deck, the fresh air

all night, if it so pleases me."
"

I am sorry to hear you talk like that, sir. Since you are

only here by my favour, on sufferance, I regret that you should
make it necessary for me to have to inform you that—in all

things
—on board this ship my word is law."

The captain's words rankled. They touched that obdurate,
combative streak in George Otway's nature which had brought
him where he was, and which was yet to bring him into still

more uncomfortable positions. Because he was ordered to do
this thing

—if for no other reason—he arrived at an immediate
resolution that he would disobey. And he did disobey. Not
that night ;

because it chanced that he had scarcely stretched

himself in his berth before he was asleep ;
and he neither woke,

nor dreamed, until the day.
The following night it was dirty weather. He turned in at

the usual time; but, after what seemed only a few minutes'

sleep, became suddenly conscious that he was wide awake
; that
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outside something like a storm was raging ;
and that the

atmosphere of the cabin was almost stiflingly oppressive.
Great beads of perspiration were on his brow. Scrambling
out of his berth, slipping into his clothes, he ascended to

the deck, careless, alike, of the captain's orders, and of the

rushing spray which greeted him as soon as he had got his

head out into the open. As luck would have it, he had hardly
taken half-a-dozen steps when he all but collided with the

purser. Recognition on Mr Adams' part was instantaneous.
" So it's you, is it. I thought you were informed that it's

one of the rules of this ship that passengers are not allowed out

of their cabins after lights are out."
"
If that really is one of the rules, it happens that I'm not

the only one who's breaking them. I fancy that my cabin

mate's looking for some breathable air as well as me, and if

you felt the temperature of the cupboard in which we're

berthed—I believe that we're right on top of either the furnaces

or the boilers—you wouldn't say that either of us was to

blame."
" Do you mean to say that Colenutt's about the ship ?

"

" He wasn't in the cabin when I came out of it."

" Then it was he I saw go aft. There's such a sea on, and
it's so infernally dark, that I thought I was mistaken

;
but if

what you say is right I wasn't. What little game is he up to,

I wonder, in weather like this ! If he chooses to stay in his

cabin all day he sha'n't come out of it at night
—or I'll know

the reason why."
Mr Adams, grumbling to himself half under his breath, made

the best of his way astern
; apparently oblivious of the fact that

John Lennard was adding to his misdemeanour by accompany-
ing him uninvited.

The Cormorant was one of the few ships which, at that time,

had fitted up a Marconi installation. It was right aft, bearing,
to the uninstructed eye, but a scanty resemblance to the tele-

graph of ordinary life. At the foot was a small enclosure,

screened off from the public gaze, where the operator was wont

to take his stand. At night this enclosure was supposed to be

secured against intruders. What was, therefore, the surprise of

Mr Adams and his companion when, on their approach, out

of it there came rushing, Mr Colenutt. That he saw them was

obvious; but that the sight of them did not fill him with

amazement, or make him conscious that there was anything
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which required explanation in his own presence there, was at

least equally plain. Even the dim light could not conceal the
fact that he was overmastered by some strange excitement.

He caught Mr Adams by the arm
;
his voice rising in a shrill

scream above the wind, the noise of the labouring ship, the

tumult of the waters :

"
They're on board ! they're both of them on board ! It's

a conspiracy ; you're all of you against me ! Their names are

not on the passenger-list ;
I've seen and heard nothing of

them; they're hiding somewhere; but they're on board! on
board ! and you've deceived me !

"

"Steady, Mr Colenutt
;
not quite so much of it, if you don't

mind. Don't you know that the telegraph's private? What
have you been doing in there?''

Colenutt seemed to be making an effort to regain some
semblance of self-control.

"
I have been receiving a message from a friend, about

something which is of the first importance." Then, with

renewed ferocity. "What do you mean by doctoring the

passenger-list ? why don't the names of all the passengers

appear on it? Why are there concealments?
"

"
I should imagine, Mr Colenutt, that you can't be feeling

quite yourself. Do you say you've been receiving a message ?

Do you mean a telegram ?
"

"What else? I've been in communication with a friend,

who has my interests at heart
;
from whom I learn that they're

on board, both of them on board. You're all joined in a

conspiracy to keep from me the truth, but I've found it out

in spite of you."
He hurried off, disappearing in the darkness : the purser

making no attempt to stop him.

"Let him go; I should put him down as being more
than a little dotty. Didn't I tell you that in that cabin of

yours you'd be two curiosities together. I don't understand
what he means about that message. He can't have been
in telegraphic communication with anything human, in the

middle of the night, in a sea like this, and with us more
than a thousand miles from the nearest land

;
the idea must

be part of his complaint. Hang me, if I like these new fangled
notions which are turning the whole world inside out

;
before

some of these scientific chaps have finished we shall be holding
conversation with old Nick at three-ha'pence a word."
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On re-entering his cabin John Lennard found Mr Colenutt

poring over a passenger-hst and a plan of the ship ; apparently
with results which afforded him but slight satisfaction. Seem-

ingly oblivious of the relations which he had hitherto main-
tained with his cabin associate he burst into a voluble, and,
to Lennard, inexplicable statement of his grievances.

"
I can't make it out

;
there's trickery somewhere

;
black

treachery. There's not a mention of either of them here.

Every cabin's occupied ;
the name of each occupant is clearly

given ;
of nine-tenths of the people I have personal knowledge.

Among the other tenth are none who look like them. And
yet, that message was not a lie : I'll stake my soul that it

was not a lie. They are on board ; but in what disguise ?

and where ? where ?
"

After dinner, on the day which followed, Mr Lennard
was again on deck, and, as usual, alone. The unwritten

edict, which had put him in Coventry, was still in full force
;

it afforded him a grim sort of amusement to notice how his

advance served as a signal for other passengers to retreat.

The weather had changed. The sea was now as calm as,

twenty-four hours before, it had been perturbed. It was

past ten o'clock : he was just meditating an immediate re-

tirement to his berth, when the door of a deck cabin near

which he was standing was opened, and a man came through
it. He staggered, rather than walked down to the rail against
which Lennard was leaning, swaying up against it like a man
who was either drunk, or ill. At first Lennard supposed he
was the former : but after a few moments' observation he
concluded that that supposition was both uncharitable and

unjust ;
the stranger was enduring mental or physical suffering.

It struck Lennard that this was a case in which assistance

might be required.
"

I am afraid, sir, that you are not feeling very well. Can
I be of service to you ?

"

The man turned to the speaker a countenance on which
was an expression which resembled none which Lennard
had ever seen upon a human face before. He was a tall,

slightly built person, between thirty and forty years of age.
He wore a dinner-jacket and no hat. He had curly brown

hair, and slight side-whiskers and a carefully trained moustache.

Not a bad-looking fellow, one fancied, in a general way. But

now he was shivering as with ague ;
his cheeks looked drawn

H
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and bloodless
;
his eyes were distended in a fixed, unnatural

glare ; the muscles of his face were twitching, his li[)s kept

opening and shutting, as if he were the victim of some

unpleasant form of St Vitus' dance. It was a second or two

before he seemed able to speak : Lennard watched him with

an uncomfortable consciousness of the extremely disagreeable

spectacle which he was at the moment presenting. When he

did speak his words were disjointed, disconnected
; convey-

ing an impression of distressing moral collapse :

" I'm feeling unwell, very unwell. I've had a shock, a

shock. I've just seen a ghost, a ghost ;
the ghost of a person

who, to my certain knowledge
—to my absolutely certain know-

ledge
— is thousands of miles away ;

and— it's unhinged me."

Evidently something had unhinged him. Mr Lennard

smiled, scarcely sympathetically :

"Are you sure it was a ghost?"
The stranger, clutching the rail with both hands, tried to

stand upright ;
but there was a weakness about the region

of his knees which it was not nice to notice.

"Am I sure it was a ghost? Of course I'm sure. I don't

believe in ghosts
—as such

;
but this must have been a ghost,

or something of the kind." He looked about him in a

frightened, furtive fashion which suggested that he feared to

find his spiritual visitant still in clear sight.
" Don't I tell

you that the person in question is thousands and thousands

of miles away ;
couldn't be on board— couldn't be without

my knowing it."

"Where did you see the—ghost?"

Plainly the stranger missed the ironical intonation which

was in the inquirer's voice.

"Where? Looking at me, through my cabin window.

I looked up, and it was there. I only saw it for an instant,

and it—vanished. My God ! it vanished."

The speaker reeled so that Mr Lennard feared he would

have fallen to the deck ;
but as he moved forward to catch

him the man saved himself by snatching at the rail. With
the same uncanny mixture of surprise and horror he turned

his head slowly round, as if fearful what his eyes might light

upon.
"

I think I'll go and get a drink," he stammered. "
It

might do me good : steady my nerves
; they want steadying."

On that point there could be no doubt whatever
j

but
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whether the remedy to which he alluded would have the
desired effect was a question on which Lennard had his

doubts : thinking it possible that the ailment from which
he was at present suffering was at least partly caused by a
too generous use of that very medicine. He watched the

stranger feeling his way along the deck as if the intervening
feet which lay between him and the cabin which he had

recently quitted had been hedged about by unseen dangers.
"The fellow—from the way in which he behaves—might

have delirium tremens," was Lennard's internal comment.
He passed into the cabin : and, within half-a-dozen seconds

of his doing so there came from it a sound which made the
watcher without hurry towards it as fast as he could move.
It might have been a cry wrung from someone in an extremity
of terror

;
or in the throes of physical anguish. Heedless

of ceremony, without staying to knock, Mr Lennard thrust

open the door and stepped inside. Listinct had warned him
that something unpleasant might meet his eyes; but he was

unprepared for what he actually saw.

On the floor lay a woman : her clothes all disarranged,
wet with blood.

It was a good-sized cabin
;
a state-room, indeed

; containing
a couch from which she had apparently been dragged while

struggling with her assailant, for the cushions had tumbled
off it, and she was still clutching at one with the fingers of

her right hand. She was a young woman, fair-haired, and
wore a low-cut bodice

;
a fact which helped to make it plain

that she had been stabbed, seemingly three or four times,
in the region of the neck and breasts. The man in the dinner-

jacket was standing perhaps a couple of feet from where she

lay, in a crouching attitude, bending towards her, staring
at her as if the sight of her had for him a dreadful fascination

;

all the time emitting sounds like some wounded animal.

A sudden conviction swept over Lennard that the whole

thing had been pre-arranged ; that, from the first, the inten-

tion had been to throw dust in his eyes ;
that the man whom

he had been considering with a blending of pity and contempt
was not only a dastard, but also an accomplished actor. He
had committed the crime before he had originally issued from
the cabin

;
the ghost which he had pretended to have seen

was the body of this woman, which he had mangled with his

own hands.
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In full assurance that this was so, John Lennard laid his

hand upon the wretched creature's shoulder. His voice was

portentously calm.
" Don't imagine that you deceive me for one moment, with

your histrionics. It was you who did this."

The man turned his quivering features towards his accuser.
"

I did it ? I ? My God !

"

The fellow's persistence in what the other regarded as

hypocrisy moved him to righteous anger.

"Yes; you did it, you! How dare you call upon your
Maker with your murderer's lips? If you play the hypocrite

any longer you'll constrain me to take the law into my own

hands, and wring your neck here, by your victim's side."

Indeed, he was about to take the trembling wretch by the

throat, when a sound behind him caused him to swing round

upon his heels, just in time to see a curtain moved aside, and

a figure emerge from the recess which it screened, the figure

of his cabin mate, the dark-skinned Mr Colenutt.

Although the unexpected sight filled John Lennard with

not unnatural bewilderment, he kept his senses sufficiently

to be conscious that it affected the man in the dinner-jacket

almost as if he had been seized by a stroke of paralysis.

Colenutt, on the other hand, seemed completely at his ease
;

much more at his ease than Lennard had hitherto seen him.

There was a smile on his face
;
and he looked first at the

man in the dinner-jacket, then at Lennard, with a light in

his eyes, which lent to them a very singular expression.

For some seconds there was silence
;
Mr Colenutt seemed

to be enjoying the situation too much to wish to do anything
which might tend to bring it to a premature conclusion. So

that Lennard was the first to speak.
" What are you doing here ?

"

"Ask him; he'll tell you."
Colenutt pointed to the man in the dinner-jacket with a

hand in which there was a strip of polished steel, which John
Lennard realised, with an odd sensation of disgust, was

smudged with blood. Lennard questioned the gentleman
referred to, as instructed :

"What does he mean? what is he doing here? what has

this man to do with you ?
"

Mr Colenutt echoed the latter part of this inquiry in tones

of mockery.
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" That is the very gist and marrow of it all
;
what has this

man to do with you ?
"

From the person to whom the query was addressed there

only came some gibbering words by way of answer.
"

It's a ghost ! a ghost !

"

Mr Colenutt laughed outright.
" I'm a ghost ! a ghost ! That's the crown and climax of

it all ?
"

He threw his hands into the air—the blurred strip of steel

flashing as it went—with a gesture which denoted genuine,
if saturnine amusement

;
then addressed himself to Lennard

;

there being something in his manner and his words, and the

effect which they both had on the man in the dinner-jacket,
which suggested to his cabin mate a cat playing with a mouse :

" To you, sir, I shall have the pleasure, and the honour, of

making all necessary explanations ;
I assure you that no ex-

planation is required by the person behind you. He already
understands quite well

;
as you have only to glance at him to

see. Although, for the moment, he is a little tongue-tied, his

looks are eloquent. You ask what have I to do with him.

I will tell you in a single sentence : I am his wife."
" His wife !

"

" His wife."

The pseudo Mr Colenutt raised his right hand : brushed

something from his face, with some appearance of difficulty ;

withdrew something from his head, with one quick move-

ment; moustache and wig had vanished, a mass of black

hair had tumbled loose, and there, in front of John Lennard,

though still clothed as a man, was the woman he had seen in

his dream. The transformation was so startling, so unlooked-

for, so complete, that Lennard stood staring at her as if

spell-bound ;
the woman observing his amazement with an

appearance of real enjoyment.
" You see, it is very simple : Now you perceive why I

objected with so much vigour to having to divide with you

my cabin. They told me, when we started, that I should

have it to myself ;
I did not expect that we should pick up,

in mid-ocean, another passenger, to whom would be allotted

half. I beg you, however, to believe, that it was not to you,

personally, that I objected ;
but merely to your sex. For that

I entertained so strong a resentment that I resolved, at all

and every cost, to be rid of you. I planned a little scheme ;
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robbed a woman of her trumpery knick-knacks
;

secreted

them in your berth—you will find them there ! determined
to fasten on you the guilt, and so be able to claim exemption
from your society, on the ground that you were a proven
thief. For that misconduct—which went no farther than the

inception
—I entreat your pardon."

She inclined her head in a sweeping obeisance, which

again had in it more than a touch of mockery. When she

continued, although she scarcely raised her tone, she spoke
with an intensity of bitterness, increasing as she went on

;

disclosing a relentless, persistent, remoreless singleness of

purpose, which suggested that, for her, the boundary line

which marks the division between the sane and the insane

had some time ago been passed.
"You will understand, then, that I am the wife of the person

who still is at the back of you ;
I have been his wife these

thirteen years. He won me when I was a child ; won me
with a lie

; oh, he lied in the first sentence which he spoke
to me! I have known him, from the beginning, as a liar;

and, afterwards, as a coward, a traitor, and a thief. It is

incredible that, in spite of his notorious virtues, I should have

continued to love the creature
;
but then 1 would urge on my

own behalf that it is only lately I have learnt to what logical

lengths those virtues really went. I discovered that he was

carrying on an intrigue with another woman
;

this time, a

woman after his own heart. When he found that I had found
him out he fled, and she fled with him

;
he carrying, as ballast,

such properties of mine as were within his reach, so that he

left me nearly beggared. Almost as soon as they were away
I was at their heels

;
and I kept at their heels as they passed,

like wandering pariahs, from place to place. Although they
did not know that I was there, for I had become a man—
they were not likely to connect Colenutt, the mulatto, with

the woman they had betrayed, fooled, ruined—still 1 fancy

they were conscious that a malign influence was hovering
close at hand, for they kept continually moving on

; until, one

day, they slipped clean through my fingers.

"How they managed it I don't know even now—whether it

was by accident or design
—but I woke one morning to find

that they had vanished, to all seeming, into the air
;
that I

had lost trace even of their tracks. It was only the other

day I heard that they had gone to Europe.
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"To Europe! Again and again I had asked him to take

me to Europe ; always some plausible excuse, some excellent

reason why our visit should be postponed to a future period.

But she, she had only to hint a wish for a thing : he tumbled

over himself in his haste to get at her.

"Within six hours I also was travelling to Europe. My
informant could not tell me by what boat they had booked,
or when

;
he only knew that they had gone. When I secured

the last cabin left upon the Corjtiorant I did not dream she

carried them, they had booked under one alias
;

I under

another
;
for private reasons of our own we kept ourselves

inside our calains : only last night, as you know, a message
came to me by the Marconi telegraph, telling me that they
were actually within my reach. It is but a minute or two since

I learnt just where to put my hand upon them. I looked

through that window, and saw him kissing her, making love to

her upon the couch. I rapped at the pane. He turned and

saw me
;
came out to see who I was, what I wanted. As he

went out I came in, and, I left her, where, and as you see her

now. She is not so full of life, and movement, nor of love,

as when she first began to discover how sharp a knife I

had.
" Would you not like to kiss her—to make love to her—

again ?
"

She hurled, rather than addressed, this question to the

palsied wretch who still was cowering beside the couch
; then,

dashing forward, passed Lennard, and, seizing the man in the

dinner-jacket by the throat, began raining blows upon him

with her knife as fast as she could raise her hand. As quickly
as he could Lennard, gripping her arm, wrested her weapon
from her. But, by then, her victim's clothes were saturated

with his own blood.
" You have murdered him, you harridan !

"

" Murdered him ! I have murdered no one. I have

executed justice."

Before he guessed her intention she had whirled herself

out of his hold, and through the cabin door. He followed her

on the instant
;
and yet was only just in time to see her

scramble over the vessel's side, and vanish overboard.

The action was witnessed by a score of persons. Half-a-

dozen life-buoys were tossed towards her into the sea. The

ship was stopped ;
a boat lowered. But, although all possible
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haste had been used, valuable time had been lost ; the night
was dark ; in falling she might have struck against some

portion of the vessel, and sunk into the depths like a stone.

Certain it is that the boat returned to the ship without

having seen any sign whatever of Mr Colenutt.



CHAPTER XI

DAVID CURTIS

GEORGE
OTWAY was contemplating something which

was in a glass on a table in front of him in the smok-

ing-room of his Liverpool hotel. He had been in England a

week and as yet got no farther than his port of landing. He
was not regarding the liquid with an air of undue conviviality ;

indeed, there was an expression on his face which distinctly
was not jovial. In fact, he was not enjoying himself so much
as he had intended—he had been arriving at that conclusion

gradually during the past seven days. When he said good-
bye to the Cormorant he had said to himself that now he
would have an excellent time

;
one which, for enjoyment pure

and simple, would take some beating. So completely had
realisation fallen short of anticipation that he felt convinced
that he had never had a more miserable week in the whole of

his life.

He was homesick, positively. He thought of High Dene
and its hitherto unappreciated beauties with something
almost approaching to tenderness

;
of DoUie Lee, that faithless

jade ;
of Frank Andrews, that scoundrel of a cousin. After

all, he had been a bit of a fool. Why had he thrown away
his position ?—the grandest a man could have—for this sort of

thing. And he glared at the something in the glass. The
hue and cry after the Vauxhall Junction murderer had died

away ; but, no doubt, the reward was still on offer, and there

were plenty of people who might be able to recognise Jacob
Gunston if they met him face to face. Somehow, the idea of

that possibility did not commend itself to him at all. Then
there was that Thornton girl

—the Elsie of that unforgetable

episode upon the island
;

in a sense, she was the most un-

satisfactory part of the whole business. What had become of

her ? Whither had she vanished ? Why, above all ! why
had she left behind her so unescapable a memory ?

She occupied his thoughts in a fashion he resented. If

121
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anyone had hinted that she was in the neighbourhood of the

North Pole he would have started off in search of her to-

morrow. The mischief was that he had not the faintest notion

in what quarter it would be wise to even commence his

explorations ;
and that angered him, because he wanted

her—just to talk to, to look at, and to go over old times to-

gether
—for nothing else, he was certain. One DoUie Lee

was woman enough for him
;
never again would he become the

victim of feminine wiles. Never, never, never ! Not if he
lived to be as old as—oh, older than Methusaleh !

None the less, just for half-an-hour's quiet conversation with

the girl whose eyes were at the same time both grave and

smiling, he would have done about anything or gone anywhere.
The consciousness that he had not an inkling whereabouts to

begin to look for her made him—well, he had a sort of a kind

of feeline; that it mi<:ht relieve his feelings to some extent if he
were to hurl his soda-water tumbler at the first inoffensive

stranger who might chance to catch his eye.
The fact that a hand was suddenly laid upon his shoulder

made him reach forward to grab at his tumbler with a vague
notion that here, at last, was an object on which to vent his

spleen. But when he saw who the person was who had
touched him he relented, therein showing more sense than

he was himself aware of. A brown-haired youth was standing
at his back. He was dressed in a suit of what looked like

grey alpaca. The inevitable Panama hat was on his head,
with the brim turned down behind and up in front, quite in

the orthodox way. A briar pipe was between his lips. On
his face, in his eyes, was something which suggested that, at

any rate at the moment, he was much more disposed towards

conviviality than the man he had accosted. At first Otway—
whose thoughts were elsewhere—could not recall exactly who
he was ; then the youngster's tongue gave him the clue.

"
Hollo, Lennard ! Doing the giddy all by yourself?"

George Otway remembered. The newcomer was a lad

named David Curtis. He had been one of the passengers on
the Cor??wrant, who, after the sequel of the Colenutt incident,

had shown willingness enough to fraternise. Curtis had been
born in Canada, of English parentage. His father was dead.

He had persuaded his mother to accede to his desire to

complete his education at an English university. He was on

his way to Cambridge
—

apparently still on his way. Otway,
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not slow to read the meaning of the something which was on the

young gentleman's face, thought it possible that that slight cir-

cumstance might have slipped his memory ;
but he was wrong.

"
I fancied you were at Cambridge."

" Fm down for the Long."
" Down for the Long ? What do you mean ? It's hardly

more than a week since I saw you."
" My dear chap, you don't understand : the 'Varsity's down

for the Long, and I'm a member of the 'Varsity. I've been

up ;
entered my name on the books

; paid the necessary fees
;

and have become a duly qualified undergraduate of Trinity

College, Cambridge. So I thought I'd come back to Liverpool
and have a look round before going on to town. Let me in-

troduce my two friends, Mr Howard and Major O'Callaghan :

they've been helping me to celebrate. You two boys, this is

Mr Lennard."

Whereupon Otway learnt that the two individuals in the

background were the lad's associates. He had been celebrating :

there could be no doubt whatever about that. But if they
had been his assistants in the sense he intended to convey,—their share of the celebration had not affected either their

demeanour or their appearance. Otway told himself on the

instant that two less desirable companions for a young gentle-

man who was a solitary stranger in a strange land he had not

recently had the pleasure of encountering. They were both

immaculately dressed, though there was a trifle too much
colour in the major's necktie and too much jewellery about

his person. They had the surface manners of good-breeding :

as Otway was soon to learn, they had well-bred voices. Yet

the mere fact of the company they were in spoke volumes.

They were both middle-aged ;
had about them such an un-

mistakable air of being men of the world, men of the worst

side of the world in a moral sense, that one was driven to

wonder what men of their experience could find attractive in

the society of a raw Colonial youth ;
and the answer was not

flattering to their standard of what was nice conduct on the

part of men of honour. Although young Curtis did not realise

that it was so, they evidently objected to Otway's looks as

much as he could have done to theirs. Compared to the

warmth of the youngster's manner their enthusiasm was sadly

to seek. He drew their attention to the two empty chairs

which were at Otway's table.
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" Here you are, you fellows, there are two chairs for you.

I'll get another for myself, we'll celebrate together. Hi !

waiter! Hit that bell, that'll bring him."

The major laid his hand persuasively on the lad's arm.
"

I don't think we'll stop, thank you, my dear David."

Otway wondered if they had been the companions of the

lad's childhood
; or, if not, how long it had taken the major

to reach the Christian name stage.
" We shall be troubling

Mr Lennard ; and I would remind you that we had just

arranged to continue the celebration at home. Come along !

it's getting late ! the longer we stop here the less time we
shall have to celebrate, and I'm dying for a chance of

showing you how that sort of thing ought really to be done."
The major had almost made a mistake in tactics. Curtis

showed no particular inclination to act upon the other's hint.
" No hurry, old man ! Sit down and make yourself com-

fortable ! Lennard's an older friend of mine than you are
— couldn't think of leaving him out when I'm painting the

town red, especially when I'm so jolly glad to see him."

Otway reflected. He had still preserved the cognomen
John Lennard, by which he had been known on the Cormorant.
If he were an older friend than Major O'Callaghan, then that

scarlet-necktied soldier must be a friend of very recent date
indeed. Since, therefore, his friendship had advanced so

rapidly to the "dear David" stage, it might, perhaps, be as

well for the older friend to keep a watchful eye upon the

youth, who had already been celebrating to a point which
he would assuredly regret when the morning came.
The three seated themselves at Otway's table, Curtis

ordering drinks with that air of lordly authority which only
a very young man can assume, and he only when the con-
ditions are propitious. Mr Howard and the major showed
themselves to be as temperate in disposing of the contents
of their own glasses as they were eager in encouraging the

lad to empty his own.
" Drink up !

"
exclaimed Mr Howard, putting his lips to

his own scarcely touched liquor, "and let's have another.

You're not drinking, Mr Lennard."
"Nor are you. You apparently agree with me in allowing

forty-five minutes for each consonunation."

Mr Howard laughed, observing the speaker out of the

corners of his eyes as he did so. In spite of his air of
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almost ostentatious congeniality there was about him some-

thing which was very suggestive of looking out of the

corners of one's eyes : one felt, somehow, that it was an

act in which he was probably proficient.
" We should be a much more sober nation than we are if

we all did that, and this sort of place would suffer. At any

rate, it's not a principle of our friend's here
;
he likes to get

through them at the rate of about twelve an hour, don't you,

Curtis ? Are you ready to recharge ?
"

"Rather. I always want to find out if the next drink is

going to be better than the last. I didn't think much of

that last one, if you ask me. There seems to be something
about the whiskey which they give you here which reminds

you more of the chemist than of the distiller !

"

"Isn't that a fault on the right side, Curtis? They say

that there's nothing like medicine for doing you good, and

you know medicine comes from the chemist."

"Yes, my hat !
—and so does poison !

"

" I'm inclined to think, Mr Curtis, that you'll find this whiskey

poison. If I were you I should cease to swallow it."

"There I'm with you, Mr Lennard. You know, Howard,
the stuff they give you here is filthy—a headache in every sip.

Let's clear out of this ! My dear David, if you want to taste

something which does suggest the distillery you come with me.

I'll give you some of the finest whiskey you ever tasted : there's

nothing like it to be got in England."
" Where do you want me to come to ?

"

The same question had been floating through Otway's mind.
"
Why, to my house, my dear David. I've got a little place

over at Sefton Park—well, I don't want to boast, so you conie

and see it
; you'll find it snug enough—and Howard here will

tell you that I know how to treat a friend."
" There's not the slightest doubt in the world that you

know how to treat a friend, O'Callaghan, especially a friend

of a certain kind."

The sneer was so marked, so unconcealed, that nothing

could bear more eloquent testimony to the condition the

lad was in than the fact that he failed to notice it. The

major, more sensitive, shot a glance at his associate which

hinted that he probably did know how to treat a friend of

a certain kind; and, under a veil of elaborate courtesy, his

answer conveyed as much.



126 A METAMORPHOSIS

"My dear David, Howard's quite right
—

quite right! I

do know how to treat a friend of a certain kind, and he
has every reason to know it too. But come ! we're wasting
time

;
let me pay for the drinks and get out of this place,

I don't like it at all."

With sublime unconsciousness young Curtis suddenly drew
a herring across the scent which the hospitable Major was so

diligently pursuing.
"Are you coming with us, Lennard ?"

"Coming with you to Major O'Callaghan's residence in

Sefton Park? Hardly, since I have not been asked."
"
Oh, that's all right ; you needn't make any bones about

that. The major's game to ask anyone who's a pal of mine,
aren't you, old chap ? Tell Lennard he's to come right along
with us."

Not impossibly Major O'Callaghan had had some experience
in the sometimes difficult art of schooling one's countenance,
but even he was unable to prevent his face from showing what
a very unwelcome proposition his young friend had made. He
looked at his associate—a look which was full of meaning !

He looked at the lad
;
he looked at the individual whom that

young gentleman proposed to thrust upon him in such a

singularly unceremonious fashion, and there was that in the

manner in which—after a long, steady, and not over civil in-

spection
—he withdrew his eyes, which convinced George Otway

that he did not like the look of him at all. In that too friendly

fashion, which struck Otway as being, in a gentleman of his

sort, his weakest point, he laid his hand caressingly on the

youngster's shoulder.
"
My dear David, on this occasion I want to devote my

whole energies to entertaining you." Otway believed that—
heartily.

" On some other occasion I shall be only too glad
to have the pleasure of Mr Lennard's company ;

and for this

evening, doubtless, he has other engagements. Come along,
this place is giving me a headache."

"
I sha'n't go unless Lennard does. If you don't want my

friend you don't want me."
There was a directness about this which took the major

aback, and which provided Mr Howard with an opportunity
to show that he was a man of resource.

"That's the way to put it, Curtis : to-night we'll all keep in

the same boat. And, anyhow, four's better than three. Per-
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haps, Mr Lennard, you'll do me the honour of coming to my
place for a cigar and a taste of the creature. I can't pretend
to offer you the sort of thing my friend has, but to what I

have you're very welcome."
The major was quick to take the other's cue. Otway was

conscious that in a contest of that sort he was not likely to

be beaten.
" Nonsense ! I was only thinking that perhaps Mr Lennard

wouldn't relish such an abrupt invitation. If Mr Lennard

goes anywhere he comes to me
; mayn't I hope it, Mr

Lennard ?
"

"Thank you; I shall have much pleasure in going where
Mr Curtis goes, if I may."

There was an intention in the words which Otway felt was
not lost upon his listeners, and which they did not relish,

though they showed no inconsiderable skill in concealing
their distaste. The major's manner was sugar itself.

"
Very good of you to take it like that, Mr Lennard

; very

good indeed. Now, if we're all ready, suppose we make a

start. It'll have to be a question of a couple of cabs. I'll go
on with David in the first one, and you, Howard, follow with

Lennard in the other."

Again Mr Curtis was in opposition. Otway was half in-

clined to suspect that what he had drunk had not so much
effect upon him as had at first appeared, for a semi-intoxi-

cated man he seemed to be preternaturally keen in detecting
what might be at the back of the major's mind. So soon as he
had spoken Otway perceived that, if the associates chose, the

major might take advantage of the two-cab arrangement to

have the lad all by himself after all, and the same idea might
have occurred to the boy.

"No, you don't. You and Howard can go together. I'll

follow with my friend Lennard, if you'll tell me where we're

to come to."

Again the colleagues exchanged glances, which again were

pregnant with meaning. Once more Mr Howard suggested
another way.

" We'll go four in a growler : that'll be the most sociable

way of doing it."

They went four in a growler, though the drive could hardly
be described as having been quickened by the spirit of

sociability. So soon as they had started Mr Curtis began to
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demonstrate that he was passing through the usual stages
which mark a certain type of man who has been drinking
heavily : he became argumentative, cjuarrelsome, even pugna-
cious, showing a ridiculous inclination to rush headlong over
the road along which they would have been content to gently
lead him.

" You said you could play poker—poker ! Only this

afternoon you told me you could play poker."
This was to Howard who was blandness itself.
"

I mentioned that I had seen the game played."" Then I say you haven't. You can put that in your pipe
and smoke it. I say you haven't ! No one in England has

;

not poker, not real poker !

"

" Of course, we unfortunate Britishers understand that the

game had its origin on the other side of the water."
"
Oh, you do understand so much, do you? Then you can

understand something else; you can understand that I play
poker, real poker ! Uo you doubt it ?

"

" Not for a single instant."

"Because I'll just show you if you do, and I'll teach you
a lesson."

"
I shall be very happy, Mr Curtis, to receive instruction at

your hands."
"
Oh, you will be, will you ? Then you shall have it. I'll

teach you, too !

"

This was addressed to Otway, who was seated at his side.

"With Mr Howard I shall be delighted to be taught;
though, again with Mr Howard, I have seen the game played.""

I daresay you have
;

I don't say you haven't
; you've

knocked about the world. But I'll bet you've never seen it

played as I play it."
"

I think that's extremely possible."
There was a dryness about the speaker's tone which moved

Howard to sudden laughter, and the laughter moved the

young gentleman to something like wrath.

"What are you laughing at? There's nothing to laugh at

that I can see, unless you want to call me a liar, and if you
do, perhaps you'll be so good as to say so right straight out !

"

"
My dear Curtis ! I was only amused at Mr Lennard's

modesty. He evidently doesn't need your telling to be aware
that you can teach him something."
"And I can teach you something too! and likewise the
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major !
—though you do fancy yourselves ! You're perhaps not

so clever as you think you are. You think you've caught a

flat, I know!—think I don't know? But you can take it

from me that, before the night's out, I'll show you you're
mistaken."

Otway wondered, and was inclined to doubt. On board
the Cormorant David Curtis had impressed him as being a

decent, well-bred lad, and a fairly shrewd one. But now, only
too plainly, decency and shrewdness had both gone by the board.

George Otway was disposed to ask if it were really worth his

while to save the hobbledehoy from being taught a lesson

which might do him good. Then he remembered what the

lad had told him— of how he had been brought up as a

teetotaller in his Canadian home. Evidently the ingenious

pair on the opposite seat had practised alike on his innocence
and ignorance ;

had induced him to drink by concealing what
would be the probable result

\
and this was the result. They

had succeeded in turning a well-behaved youngster into an

unmannerly boor
;
had done it with an object in view. He

did not like the idea of leaving them at liberty to achieve that

object. He would baulk them, even if to do so it became

necessary to throw the young gentleman he proposed to serve

out of the window.



CHAPTER XII

THE HOUSE IN SEFTON PARK

THEY Stopped in front of a house which, judging by the

exterior, might have been unoccupied. There was not

a light in any of the windows
; apparently they were all

shuttered. The major opened the door with a latchkey. A
small hand-lamp burned in the hall, only just serving to

relieve the utter darkness.
" Rather dim in here," remarked the host.

"
They never

know when I may come home, so I tell them to only have

just light enough to prevent my tumbling over things."
"It looks," observed Otway, "as if everyone had gone to

bed. I hope we shall not be disturbing your family."
The major laughed.
" Not you ! You'd find it hard to do it—no one in this

house goes to bed till cockcrow."

Holding the lamp above his head he piloted the way up-

stairs, ushering them into a room on the first floor, at the

back. It was a good-sized apartment, furnished in a style

which nothing they had seen hitherto could have caused them
to expect. It was well lighted by electric bulbs

;
there was a

grand piano; fine engravings on the walls; an abundance of

comfortable easy-chairs and lounges : all the appointments
which go to the making of a handsome room. Otway looked

about him, then at the host, and he smiled. The smile

caught the major's eye.
"This is my little place, Mr Lennard

;
I hope you like it."

"
Very cosy, major, and quiet. I should think that you

could do what you liked in here and no one would be one

penny the wiser."
" That's the charm of it

;
in a great city like Liverpool

quiet's the essential thing. Now, my dear David, you shall

sample that whiskey of which I was telling you." He went

to a side table on which was a display of decanters and
tumblers. "There, my boy, try that ! You know good stuff

when you get it
;

tell me if you ever tasted anything better."

130
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Curtis drained the tumbler which he gave him at a draught.
" Perfect !

—nectar !
—real nectar ! Major, that's worth a

sovereign a glass ; give me another."

The tumbler was refilled
;

the three elders attacked their

glasses with much more discretion than the lad. The talk, for

a few seconds, was desultory. Then the major brought it

back to the point.
" Weren't you saying, my dear David, something about

poker?"
"

I should rather think I was. I said—and I say again
—

that I'll show you how to play poker— real poker— if anyone
here is man enough to learn."

"Always ready, David, to be taught something I didn't

know before. There's a pack of cards somewhere about the

place, I feel sure there is."

The major proceeded to hunt for that pack of cards with

an ignorance of its whereabouts which was pathetic. Here,

there, everywhere he had to look before he found it, the find

finally taking place at the back of a drawer in one of the

cabinets.
" Knew there was one somewhere

;
was convinced of it.

Ah, there's two packs, that's still better
; need be no wait-

ing; shufile one while we play with the other. Will those

cards do, David, to play poker with ?
"

He displayed the two packs with an air of the sublimest

innocence.
" Of course they'll do—any cards will do—I've played with

cards on which you couldn't count the pips for dirt. Look

here, this isn't going to be any fool game, this isn't. See

that ! that's money, and plenty of it—good money—and this

game's going to be played for money. Any man who wants

to play will show his money before he starts."

Curtis took out of a letter-case a roll of bank-notes. Otway,
who was standing near the two men, said to Major O'Callaghan :

"
I need hardly point out that this lad is not in a fit con-

dition to play poker for any considerable stakes."

Howard immediately swung round towards the lad in

question.
" You hear that, Curtis ? Your friend, Mr Lennard, says

that you're not in a fit condition to play poker."
"I'm not, aren't I? Perhaps, Lennard, you'll tell me why."
" Because you've been drinking too much

;
a fact of which
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those two persons are perfectly well aware, if you aren't. It

was to them I was speaking, not to you. If they play with

you in your present condition they'll be robbing you."
" Listen to me, Lennard—now you listen to me ! I've

been a teetotaller all my life, and this is the first time I've ever

been on the drink, and I'm not drunk now. I'm not too

drunk to play poker, and anyone who says I am is a liar.

Now, you fellows, are you going to play, or aren't you ?
"

Howard shrugged his shoulders.
" In the face of what Mr Lennard has just now said it

becomes rather a delicate question. Neither Major O'Callaghan

nor I have any wish to sit down with you at a game which you

are incapable of playing."

Curtis banged his fist against the table.

"
Incapable of playing! Who says I am incapable of play-

ing? You sit down there, Lennard, and I'll show you if I'm

incapable of playing."
Howard struck in :

"I would prefer that Mr Lennard should do nothing of the

kind. Since he evidently has been drinking I would suggest

that he be requested to withdraw before he makes himself

more offensive than he has done already."
" Let me advise you, Mr Howard, that I have no intention

whatever of leaving this half-intoxicated lad at your mercy,

no matter what form your suggestion may take."

The major endeavoured to play the part of pacifier.
"
Now, now, gentlemen ! let's have good fellowship, if you

please. Your zeal on behalf of your young friend does you

credit, Mr Lennard, but you are quite wrong in thinking that

he would receive any injury in this house. Try this whiskey,

and join me in drinking to a better understanding."
" Thank you ;

I have tried that whiskey, and I've noticed

something very peculiar about its taste
; perhaps you'll drink

what's in that glass instead of me."

A curious look came into the major's eyes.
" What the devil, sir, do you mean to insinuate ?

"

"
I mean to say, Curtis, that these men are a pair of pro-

fessional sharps ;
and if you weren't blind drunk you'd see it

for yourself. If they can help it they don't intend to let

you out of this house until they've plucked and drawn

you."
Howard moved forward.
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"
If you are not careful, sir, even drunkenness shall not

serve as your excuse much longer."

Again the major essayed the role of peacemaker.
"Come, come! we've all of us been having a drop, that's

about the truth of it
;

let's calm down a bit before we talk of

playing. I tell you what I'll do, I'll introduce the soothing
influence of ladies. I'll ask my wife to join us, and a young
lady. My dear David, the most charming girl you've ever

encountered, though she's a little
"

He finished his sentence by touching his forehead with his

forefinger.
" Do you mean she's dotty ?

"

" Not dotty, my dear David, anything but that
; only she

was the victim of rather a singular accident, of which she is

still feeling the ill effects. But I will fetch her, and you shall

judge for yourself.
So soon as the major was out of the room Curtis, who had

seated himself at a table, began fingering a pack of cards.
"

I don't want to see any girls
—my hat, I don't ! I want to

play poker !

"

" But your friend, Mr Lennard, says that you can't play

poker. He thinks that you are such an ass at it that for us to

play with you would be rank robbery."
" Who cares what he thinks ?—who cares ? Come on,

Lennard : if you're a man you'll come on, and I'll show you
if I can't play poker ! Here, give me some more to

drink !

"

" Not only sha'n't you have any more, but you sha'n't drink

what you have."

Taking the glass from the lad's unresisting fingers he

emptied the contents on to the carpet. Curtis stared.
" What did you do that for ?

"

" Haven't you palate enough to perceive that the stuff^s

doctored ? I suspect the soda, not the whiskey, because I

notice that your friend the major serves us out of one

syphon and himself out of another."

If looks could have scorched, judging from the glances with

which Mr Howard favoured the speaker, that gentleman would
have been pleased to see George Otway turned into tinder.

"
Only the fact that we both of us are guests in my friend's

house prevents me from breaking every bone in your body,
Mr Lennard."
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•' Then how fortunate it is for you that we happen to be in

your friend's house, Mr Howard."
"Now no fighting, no fighting! Don't 1 tell you that I

want to have a htlle game ?
"

Just as Mr Curtis— for the twelfth time—was proclaiming
this fact in tones which were consideraljly abf)ve a whisper,
the door opened, and there stood the major, ushering in two
ladies. The first was a plump, black-haired, dark eyed lady,

who, although not in her first youth, still had not incon-

siderable pretensions to good looks. The second was Elsie

Thornton.

It was a moment or two before George Otway realised this

fact. Although she had been so much in his thoughts of late—had, indeed, absorbed them during the earlier part of that

same evening
—at the instant his mind was in a world in which

she certainly was not. Had he been invited to lay his finger
on the event most im[)Ossible of occurrence he might almost

unhesitatingly have laid it on just this thing. Therefore, when
he saw, following in the foreign-looking woman's wake, a

figure which he recognised
—with what a force of recognition—his inclination was to believe that the stuff which he had

been swallowing had affected him more than he had su[)posed—that he had put into his mouth that which had the power to

rob him, not only of his brains, but also of his faculty of sane

vision.

Elsie Thornton in such a house as this—such a den of

robbers ! such a haunt of vice ! It could not be—the thought
was monstrous

;
the idea of such an association too ridiculous,

too horrible to contemplate.
And yet

—
^it was she!

And not only was it she, but she was attired with a gorgeous

splendour which presented her to him from a point of view of

which he had never dreamed. In those island days he had not

supposed she was so beautiful, so tall, so shapely, so instinct

with grace, so rich in all those physical attributes for which

the souls of even good women long. He had not imagined
that in her nature had achieved so perfect an ideal of feminine

loveliness.

He stared at her, spellbound, loth to believe his eyes, yet

finding himself more and more compelled to admit that they
were not lying. It dawned upon him, hazily, that the major
was going through a form of introduction.



THE HOUSE IN SEFTON PARK 135

"
Gentlemen, this is my wife, Madame O'Callaghan, and

this is her friend, Miss Villiers."

VilHers ? Was that the name by which he was introducing
Elsie ? He stood up ; something in his throat seemed to be

choking him
;
he bowed.

" Miss Villiers
"—he laid an intentional stress upon the

name—"and I have had the pleasure of meeting before."

Although he was not looking in his direction Otway was

conscious that, as he said this, a startled look passed over the

major's face.
" You and Miss Villiers have met before ? Indeed. Where

might that have been ?
"

" Miss Villiers will remember."

But it seemed that that was exactly what Miss Villiers could

not, or would not, do. She regarded him intently, steadily,

as one examines a person to whose identity one seeks a clue.
" Do you say that we have met before—you and I? Are

you sure ?
"

"
Is it possible that you can have forgotten ?

"

"
I have forgotten ;

I can't remember you at all. Where
was it that we met ?—and when ?

"

A wave of pity, anguish, rage, swept over him. In her

voice, her eyes, in the whole expression of her face, he saw

what the fellow had meant, when speaking of her, by tapping
his forefinger against his forehead. Something had happened
to her

; something which had deprived her of that clear

intelligence which had been not the least of her charms
;

something which had left her mentally deficient, which had

cut her off from the girl he had known and had transformed

her into a different entity. In this fact lay the possible

explanation of her presence there, and lent to it an added

suggestion of hideous tragedy. He turned to the major.
"
May I inquire, sir, how you became acquainted with Miss

Villiers?"

It was the woman who answered, Madame O'Callaghan.
" What an extraordinary question to ask, Mr Lennard, and

in what an extraordinary tone you put it. Why, Lottie and I

have been friends for years ;
it is you who arc making a

mistake. You are mixing her up with somebody else. But,

come ! what are you people doing ? I thought you were

having a game."
Howard spoke.
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*' We thought of having a game. Mr Curtis has alluded

once or twice to a game called poker."
Curtis waved in the air the pack of cards which he was still

holding, keeping his eyes fixed upon Miss Villiers.
"
Yes, poker ! it's a game for men. I want to teach these

fellows how to play it, but they are none of them men enough.
Come along, Miss Villiers

;
let me give you a lesson or two."

Madame O'Callaghan laughed.
"
Oh, she doesn't do anything like that, and doesn't want to,

thank you. She's as innocent as a baby ; aren't you, Lottie,

dear? We leave cards for male things
—like you."

The major struck in :

"
I was thinking, my dear, that perhaps Miss Villiers might

be induced to give us a little music before we began to play."
"
Come, Lottie

; sing them something—there's a pet !

"

As the woman laid her hand upon the girl's bare white

shoulder a shiver went all over Otway. There was about the

woman just that atmosphere out of which a man would give
the world to keep his feminine belongings. It sickened him
to observe the smile with which she acceded to the other's

request.
"What shall I sing?"
"Oh, something brisk; one of those lively things you do

sing."
The girl sat down, and she sang a song which, at the

moment, was the rage of the music-halls. A senseless, form-

less, vulgar thing, into which a notorious music-hall performer
had breathed that wealth of prurient inference with which she

decorated everything she touched. The girl had a lovely
voice—a fact of which Otway had hitherto had no suspicion—and she sang the thing with an abandon which not only
lent it added piquancy, but which also showed, at least to

him, that she was unconscious of there being about it any-

thing undesirable. A child might have sung it so. The
conclusion was greeted with applause, especially from Curtis,

who stamped his feet, clapped his hands, and shouted, precisely
as he might have done in the hall in which it had had its birth.

" Bravo ! bravo ! Encore ! encore ! Give us another like

it, Miss Villiers, do ! That's the sort of song I like to hear

a girl sing."
"It's not the sort of song which I like to hear a girl sing,

nor is it the sort of song which you would like to hear a girl
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sing if you were a little more sober, Curtis. It is not a song
which a girl ought to be allowed to sing ;

and that you should

permit, and even encourage, her to sing it is a fact, Madame
O'Callaghan, of which you ought to be very heartily ashamed."

"
Highty-tighty ! My gracious ! Did you ever ! Major

O'Callaghan, who is this person ?
"

It seemed that, at last, the major had succeeded in losing
a part of his temper.

"
I don't know who he is, I only know that he's a regular

spoil-sport. And I should like to know what the devil he
means by interfering with everything and everyone. I didn't

want him here, he knows that well enough, and the sooner
he takes himself off the more comfortable it will be for all

of us, himself included !

"

While the major glared, with the apparent, but quite futile,

intention of awing Mr Otway, the girl put a question to the
woman which served to fan the already smouldering ashes
into a sudden flame.

"Is there anything wrong about that song? It was you
who taught it me."
Madame emitted a sound which was possibly intended for

laughter.
"
Wrong ! Stuff and nonsense ! Didn't you hear what

Mr Curtis said ? That's the sort of song a girl ought to sing ;

isn't it, Mr Curtis?"

Seemingly the young gentleman was yet sufficiently sober

to enable him to perceive, after due reflection, that there

had been something peculiar about the thing.
"
Well, it was a trifle blue."

"Blue?" asked the girl. "What's blue?" Then she

continued, speaking to the woman :

" You know you made
me learn the words, though I told you that I thought that

they were silly ;
then you took me to that place where the

woman sang it, night after night, until I could sing it just
as she did, and you said that I was always to sing it when
there were any gentlemen in the room."

This unconscious revelation—for the girl had spoken as if

she were some little child—of the relations which existed

between the two, was more than sufficient to bring George
Otway's mind to the danger point.

"
It is as I suspected : there's some infernal conspiracy !

You've got this girl into your clutches by some means which
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I'll stake my life won't bear inspection ; and, for your own
base purposes, you're deliberately taking advantage of the

condition she is in to corrupt and destroy her—proposing
to trade upon her ruin, like the vile wretches you are ! Elsie !

Your name is not Villiers ! Don't you remember what it is ?

Try and think, try! Don't you recollect me? and the days
and weeks we spent together on the island ! When I returned
with the water I had gone to look for, and found you gone,
I thought I should have none mad

;
and I believe that for a

time I did go mad. Ever since I have been wondering to

what corner of the world I could hasten in order to come
on you again ;

and now that I have come on you again, in

this— this dreadful place, you have forgotten who I am.

Try to think, Elsie, it will—it must—all come back to you
if you will only try to think."

It was the major who replied. The girl, with both hands

pressed against her temples, was evidently making a piteous
effort to pierce the invisible veil which hid from her the past." Miss Villiers does not remember you, for the sufficient

reason that—as you know perfectly well—she has never set

eyes on you before. But I'm not going to have any more

argument with you, Mr Lennard
;
I've borne too much from

you already. Are you going to leave my house inside ten

seconds, or am I going to put you out ?
"

"
I rather fancy, Major O'Callaghan, that if I am to leave

your house without this lady you will have to put me out.

Curtis, aren't you going to stand by me? This lady is a

friend of mine whom, somehow, these brutes have got hold
of and mean to ruin. You can see that she's not capable
of taking care of herself. If you've a sister of your own think

what that means ! and are you going to sit still there and
not move a finger to save her ?

"

" My hat ! I'm not !

" The young gentleman stood up ;

physically he was not a bad specimen of Canadian youth.
"If what my friend Lennard says is true, you're a lot of

blackguards ; that's what you are, a lot of blackguards.
And if you touch him you touch me

;
I'm game to fight

the lot of you."
The major answered :

"What your friend says is not true; on the contrary, it's

a tissue of falsehoods. Miss Villiers is an old friend of my
wife's."
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"
I've known her since she was in short frocks," interposed

the lady.
"As Miss Villiers?"

The question was Otway's. The lady resented it with a

fine show of indignation.
"Look here, my fine fellow, you seem to think you know

a good deal
;

so perhaps you're aware that a girl doesn't

always want to use the name she was born with, for the

very good reason that she doesn't want every cad to have it on

the tip of his tongue. But if you won't take my word,

perhaps you'll take hers. Lottie, haven't I known you since

you were so high ?
"

Madame's right hand was raised perhaps three feet from

the ground. Again the girl was plainly making a pathetic
eflfort to remember.

"
I think I've known you a long time."

" You hear ? Will that do for you ?
"

"It will not; because, in her present state, a week may
seem to her to be a long time."

"A week! Why, she's scarcely been out of my sight

for the last five years."
"
That, at any rate, I know to be a lie

; and, as such, it's

further proof that she has been, and still is, the victim of

some villainous conspiracy. Three months ago she was

thousands of miles away from here, and not many weeks

before that she was with her father in her own home, where

she has resided since she was a child. I insist on your

giving me an exact—and accurate—statement of how she

came into your hands : that statement I shall at once lay

before the police. You will also allow her to be examined—
and that immediately

—
by medical men of my selection. Or,

if you are unwilling to comply with my demands, you will

surrender her into my charge, and I will take instantaneous

steps to place myself in communication with her friends."

The woman looked him up and down, as if she found

herself, at the moment, without any language at her command
which would be adequate to the requirements of the position.

Then she proceeded to express herself in idiomatic English.

"Well, you're a cool card upon my word! Is there any-

thing else you would like?—the top brick off the chimney?—or

the nose off my face ?—or any little trifle of that kind ? Always

willing to oblige, I'm sure, but you're a bit too steep ; you
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really are." She turned to her husband. " Do you know that

this fellow called me a liar ? Is that the sort of language you
intend to allow a perfect stranger to use to your wife in your

presence, Major O'Callaghan?— and in your presence, Mr
Howard:*"

Otway stuck to his guns.
" Don't attempt to bluff me, woman ! Are you going to

comply with my request at once, or am I to summon the

police?"
"Oh, he's going to summon the police now— he'll be

locking us all up next.—What do you think of this. Major
O'Callaghan?"
The major informed her :

"
I don't think anything at all of it, and you needn't either.

The man's a rare old chatterbox
;
but that's about all there is

to it. You withdraw with Miss Villiers. Miss Villiers, I

must apologise to you for this unfortunate, and wholly un-

looked-for, incident, and can only express my deep regret
that I should have been unwittingly to blame for it. When
you have gone, my dear, Howard and I will deal with this

gentleman."
Madame moved towards the door. Otway interposed.
" Don't you attempt, woman, to take the young lady out

of this room without my permission, or you will regret it.

Curtis, look to the door; let no one pass. Who did that?"

Someone, by switching off the electric light
— without a

moment's notice—had plunged the room into sudden, utter

darkness. For a few seconds there was wild confusion.

Taken wholly by surprise, bewildered, Otway dashed in the

direction in which he supposed Miss Thornton was, only
to come crashing against a heavy piece of furniture and to

clutch with his hands at the vacant air. Startled, shaken, he
stood for an instant to listen, every faculty on the alert.

He thought that he heard the swishing of skirts upon his right,

and went rushing towards the spot from which it seemed to

him that the sound proceeded, with the result that, tangling
his feet in some obstacle which lay across his path, he fell

headlong to the floor, shouting at the top of his voice as

he descended :

" Confound it ! Those brutes have laid a trap ! Curtis,

where are you ?"

The lad's voice came back to him through the darkness.
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** I'm here all right
—what's left of me. Is that you break-

ing up the happy home ? Go easy, or you'll bring the whole

place down about our ears. Major ! Howard ! this is beyond a

joke ;
let's have some Hght

—where are you ?
" There was

an interval of silence, then the youngster's voice again :

"
My

hat ! Lennard, old man, it strikes me that they've done a

scoot— I believe that you and I are alone in the room to-

gether. Haven't you got such a thing as a match upon you ?

—because if you haven't, why we're done—hanged if I can

find my matchbox anywhere."

Otway proved that he had a match by striking one. Its

flickering flame was enough to show that Curtis's conjecture
was correct, and that they had the entire apartment to them-

selves ;
the quartette had slipped out of it under cover of the

sudden darkness. Otway recognised that it was so with much
dissatisfaction.

" I'm hanged if they haven't tricked us ! One of the men
turned off the light, and the wom in spirited Elsie out of the

room under our very noses. You can bet your life that

they've played this trick before
; they've brought it off too

neatly for it to be a first attempt. This is a pretty hole in which

you've landed me and a pretty den you've brought me to."
"

I brought you's good—you would come."

"Oh, confound all that, don't make a bigger ass of yourself
than you've done already. They can't have got far away ;

we ought to have them yet. This match is burning my fingers.

Where's the switch for that electric light ?
"

"That's more than I can tell you
—

hght another."

Otway lit another. Curtis moved to the door.
"

I believe they've locked us in."
" Locked us in !

"
Otway rushed to him, to find that the

door opened readily enough. "You turned the handle the

wrong way, or something." They were standing on what they

perceived, by the hght of the match, to be an uncarpeted

landing. "I shouldn't be surprised if the one we've just

come out of is the only room in the house that's furnished.

We've landed ourselves in a regular pirate's lair. I noticed as

we came up them that there was no carpet on the stairs and

that the hall was empty. Hi !
—

upstairs there !
—where the

devil are you?"
No information was returned. Curtis hazarded a sug-

gestion :
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"I rather fancied, as we were messing about in the darkness,
that I heard someone tearing down the stairs, and that then

the door was shut with a bang."

Otway snapped at the young man by way of thanks.

"Why couldn't you say so before? Wasting valuable time!

Of course, that's what they've done ; they've got clear of the

house and left us to get on their track if we can."

They descended to the hall, to learn that the front door
was fitted with a patent lock which required understanding,

especially when it was manipulated for the first time by the

light of a succession of refractory and short-lived matches.

By the time they succeeded in opening it both the gentlemen
stood in urgent need of the cooler air which awaited them
without. So soon as they were on the step the door closed

behind them with a click, and for the first time they dis-

covered that they were without their hats. This delayed the

process of cooling off.

" Now we're shut out !

"
raged Otway.

" We can't get back
if we want to, and they may still be inside, peeping at us out

of one of the windows, for all we know. As for hunting them

through the streets, after the start they've got we might as

well look for a needle in a haystack."
Curtis was pointing down the street, which was a long one.

"There's a cab going along there, anyhow ; and, unless I'm

much mistaken, someone has just jumped into it who has

been watching us from the pavement !

"

" Then we'll follow it !

"
cried Otway.

They followed it,
—in vain. They kept it in sight round

two corners
; but, on turning a third, it was nowhere to be

seen. With little spirit and less hope they plodded on until

they came to a hansom which was standing outside a house.

Otway accosted the driver.

"Have you seen two ladies pass?"
"In a hansom were they?"
"I daresay ; which way did they go?"
"
Why, they came along here not two seconds ago ;

went

round the next corner, the hansom did."
" You catch that hansom, and it's a sovereign in your

pocket."
"

I'll earn that sovereign, never you fear !

"

But the driver did not earn that sovereign. He drove them
on and on, and round and round, and here and there, and
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goodness alone knew where—they didn't ! But he never

caught that hansom. It must be conceded to him, however,
that he did catch other hansoms

;
several other hansoms. In

not one of them— so it happened—were the two ladies whom
the two gentleman were seekmg.



CHAPTER XIII

SIGNOR ROCHAMBEAU CLAIMS HIS LEGACY

GEORGE
OTWAY, (^ua John Lennard, had very little

sleep on the night of the adventure of the house in

Setton Park. He spent some time in cursing himself, in many
forms, for many things. Again and again he applied to

himself every unflattering epithet he could call to mind for

having allowed himself to be so egregiously tricked. That
the girl who had lately occupied his thoughts to such a

singular extent should have been snatched away from him at

the very moment when she stood in such dire need of pro-
tection was bad enough. Almost worse was the fact—which

only dawned upon him by degrees
— that he had not the

faintest notion of the actual whereabouts of the house in

which it had all happened. The man who called himself

Major O'Callaghan had spoken of his
"

little place over at

Sefton Park." But Otway's knowledge of Liverpool was of

the vaguest kind. He had not noticed in what direction the

cab was being driven
;

it would have made little difference

if he had. In their helter-skelter rush from the premises
neither Curtis nor he had observed any number on the door;

they had not taken the trouble to learn the name of the street

it was in
; they had even contradictory ideas of what the street

looked like. Curtis had it that it was a street of red-brick

houses; Otway was convinced that they all had stucco

frontages. He was prepared to stand by his own impression.

But, still, to go to the police with a wild tale about an un-

known house in an unknown street of stuccoed houses !
—in

a town like Liverpool !
—it might well be that the authorities

would require something more definite to go upon before they
would be disposed to move.

For, unwilling though he was, for various obvious reasons,
to come in contact with the police, it seemed to him that this

was a case in which, for Elsie's sake, he would be compelled
to apply for their assistance. He was just preparing to start

144
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for the nearest police-station when someone knocked at his

bedroom door, and, in response to his invitation to come in, it

was opened, and a stranger entered. Otway, who had expected
a chambermaid, or perhaps a waiter, regarded him askance.

"
Well, sir, what can I do for you ?

"

The intruder was a man of about forty. There was that

about his well-worn suit of brown cloth which made it possible
that he might be either a traveller in sewing-machines or a

hairdresser's assistant. He put his soft felt hat under his left

arm. From an inner pocket of his jacket he took a greasy
letter-case, and from the letter-case what appeared to be an
ancient five-pound note. This he extended for Otway's
inspection, speaking with a strong foreign accent.

"Your name is John Lennard
;
not so? Good! You pay

yesterday this bank-note. Well ! I ask you where you get it

from, because it is my property."
He recognised the note as one of those which he had

found in the metal box on the Island of the Gate of Hell,
with the strip of paper attached to the handle, bequeathing it,

and its contents, to whoever might be its finder. He had
been subsisting on those contents since his return to civilisa-

tion, changing a note, or notes, as occasion required. The

stranger's words, therefore, were sufficiently startling.
" Your property ! What do you mean ? Who are you?

"

"
I am Joseph Rochambeau. I am Italian. My father,

he was also Italian. He kept a restaurant, my father. He
made a fortune. Although he was so fortunate he could

hardly read or write
;
he knew nothing of banks, and would

know nothing. Every time he got a bank-note he put it in a

box. One day the box was stolen, with all his fortune inside.

He went to the police, but nothing was discovered. All he

had left was a book in which he had entered the number of

every note as he put it into the box. That book he gave
to me."

Otway had been attentively observing the speaker, noticing,
in particular, what shifty eyes he had. Of course, his tale

might be true
;

but there was that in his appearance which

suggested most distinctly that it might not.

"This is a very sad story of yours, Mr Rochambeau."
"

It broke my father's heart
;

it killed him
;
oh yes !

"

"Did it affect him to that extent? That makes it sadder.

And when did this robbery take place ?
"

K



U6 A METAMORPHOSIS

"Oh, a long time ago ; forty or fifty years."
" And do I understand you to say that your father gave

you that book of whicli you speak at the time of the robbery?
You bear your years remarkably well, Mr Rochambeau."

" At the time of the robbery I was not born, no ! When
my father died he gave the book to my mother, I was then

a very little child. She did not live long ;
then it came to

me. Here it is."

He held out what looked like an ancient penny account-
book.

"
I see. That is how it was. Then you have yourself no

actual knowledge of the robbery."
"

I hear my father talk about it many a time, and my
mother also

;
oh yes."

" And you can give me the precise date on which it took

place."
" Not at the moment. I must refer. But that will be very

simple."
" No doubt. In the meantime, how do you connect me

with your father's missing property ?
"

"
Yesterday I call upon a friend who keeps a restaurant.

He says to me: 'Joseph, I have to-day had paid to me a

bank-note which is so old it might have been one of those

which was stolen from your father
'

; my friend knew my father

very well and all about his great misfortune. He showed me
the note. I take out my book which I carry always, always !

There, in it, was the number of the note which my friend had
received. Here it is ; you can see for yourself."
Mr Rochambeau held out the note and his book. On the

open page, about the middle of a long list, in very faded

writing, was a number which was identical with that which
was on the note. Otway felt that, to say the least, the

coincidence was curious. The Italian went on :

"The note was endorsed: 'John Lennard, Exchange
Hotel.' When I come last night you were not in. So I am
here again this morning, as soon as possible, to learn how the

note—which, as you can see for yourself, is one of those
which were stolen from my father—came into your posses-
sion."

" Before I supply you with the information which you say

you require, Mr Rochambeau, you will have to satisfy me on
one or two points. You will have to prove that the robbery
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of which you speak really did take place, and then your title

to the property which you allege was stolen. When you have
satisfied me on those two points I will give you all the

information you can possibly desire."

"You wish me to prove that my father was robbed, and
that to my father's property I am the heir ?

"
Otway nodded.

" Good ! it is simple ! I will go and get you what you want,
and in an hour I will return and find you here !"

Mr Rochambeau made, at any rate, one miscalculation;

on his return he did not find Otway there.

So soon as the Italian's back was turned Otway's thoughts
reverted to Miss Thornton. In a sudden flash there came to

him an idea which he abused himself for not having hit on
before. She had told him that her father was a Sussex parson.
If so, nothing would be easier than to hunt him up in a clergy

list, and to place himself in communication with him without

delay. An old copy of the necessary clergy list he found in

the smoking-room ;
within two minutes he was in possession

of the required particulars. That was Elsie's father : The
Rev. Marmaduke Branston Thornton, M.A., New College,

Oxford, F.S.A., F.G.S., etc.. Vicar of Dullington, Sussex.

Nominal value of the living, ^250 per annum. Actual value,
about ;!^ 1 50. Population, 981.
What an idiot he had been ! There was everything as

straightforward as possible. All he had to do was to

Should he wire to the vicar of Dullington ? or should he write ?

No ;
neither in a telegram nor a letter could he give all the

explanations which would have to be given. The best plan
would be a personal interview. He would go and see him
at once. Too much time had been lost already. He hunted
out a train in Bradshaw. One left for town in about five-and-

twenty minutes. Could he catch it? There was no question
of could about it—he must, and would. He threw his things
into his bag, paid his bill, and was getting into a cab when
someone touched him on the shoulder. A fat man, in glossy

broadcloth, with shaven cheeks and iron-grey hair, who held

his silk hat in his hand. Otway did not remember to have
seen him before. He also spoke with a foreign accent.

" Pardon me, Mr Lennard, but my friend, Mr Rochambeau,
expects to find you here on his return."

Then Otway recalled his visitor's words, that he proposed
to return with the asked-for proofs within the hour. But the
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departing traveller did not intend to allow himself to be de-

layed by a trifle of that sort.
" rU let Mr Rochambeau have an address at which he can

communicate with me. Can't stop now—have to catch a
train. Lime Street, driver ! Push along !

—five minutes to do
it in !

"

The cabman left the broadclothed gentleman standing by
the kerb, with his silk hat in his hand and an expression on
his face which could scarcely have been called a smile, and
he deposited his fare at Lime Street station well inside the

stipulated five minutes. Presently Mr Otway was bowling
along the North-Western metals towards London, and, as he

hoped, towards Elsie Thornton's father.

The only incidents which marked the journey occurred at

the three stations at which the train stopped. First, as they
were leaving Crewe, a man's figure caught Otway's eye as he
hurried past the window. It was that of someone whom he
had seen quite lately. But he was not sitting at the platform
end of the compartment, and, by the time he reached it and
had his head out, the figure had vanished. Again at Stafford

the figure passed. Although it was by no means cold, the
man wore a long dust coat and a voluminous cap pulled over
his eyes and ears. Otway was conscious that, as he passed,
he paused for an appreciable instant in front of his own com-

partment, giving a swift, searching glance within. At Rugby
Mr Otway was looking at a group of holiday-makers who were
on his own side of the train, and, on turning suddenly round,
found that the window at the other end was down, and staring
in was—Mr Rochambeau. He was the man in the long dust
coat I So soon as he perceived himself discovered the Italian

slipped away. There were only a few seconds between his

going and Otway's transferring himself to where he had been,
but already he had vanished, there was not a sign of him to

be seen.
"

I suppose that grey-headed friend of his put him on the

scent, and he's accompanying me to town. Perhaps he thinks

I'm running away from him with his father's fortune 1 His
father's fortune ! That fiver may have belonged to his father

once—though his tale's a queer one
;
but if he's going to lay

claim to any more of the notes which were in that metal box,
then I shall say that the fellow's more remarkable for impu-
dence—and possibly ingenuity

—than for anything else. It
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can only be by a miraculous series of accidents that his

father's fortune can have found its way to the Island of the
Gate of Hell."

He lingered for a moment at Euston, eyeing the passengers
as they descended from the various compartments, but of his

Italian friend there was nothing to be seen. He formed his

own conclusion.
"

I daresay that at the game of espionage he is better than
I am, and that he can see me when I can't see him. If he

only knew it, he's losing a chance. If he's so anxious to have
an interview as he seems, I shall be happy to oblige him with
one in a cab across town."

He drove to Victoria in a hansom. Then, finding that he
should have to wait nearly an hour for a train to Dullington,
he had some lunch in the station dining-room. When he left

Victoria it was nearly four o'clock. Although he had kept
what he flattered himself was a keen eye about him, he had
detected no signs of Mr Rochambeau being in the neighbour-
hood. He decided, therefore, that either he had lost him at

Euston, or that, for reasons of his own, he had given up the

chase.

The train by which he travelled was a slow one—there were
no fast ones to Dullington. That remote hamlet lay on the

opposite side of the county to his own High Dene. Still, the

country he was entering was one with which he had been
familiar for many years. It was with an odd feeling that he
was returning, as from the grave, to something which he had

supposed himself to have left for ever that he felt the train

glide from the platform. Beyond, not many miles away, were
the broad lands of which he was lord, the palatial house which
he had rendered famous. Was his cousin there? And Dollie

Lee? What had they made of the tangle out of which he
had slipped ? Had they been as false to each other as they
had been to him ? He thought of the look which had been on
their faces when he saw them last. If they had installed

themselves in his place at High Dene, clothed themselves with

his power and his majesty, what would their faces look like

when—at his own time—he rose from the dead. For them,

then, the day of judgment would have come indeed.



CHAPTER XIV

IN THE TRAIN

WHILE
he was still pondering such matters the train

entered Clapham Junction. So far he had had the

first-class compartment in which he was to himself. Just as

the train was restarting the door was torn violently open and

someone came bundling in. So engrossed was he with his

own imaginings that until they were clear of the station he

did not trouble to see what manner of man it was who had

caught the train, as it were, by the skin of his teeth. When
he did he discovered, to his unqualified amazement, that it

was Harvey, the husband of his landlady at Clapham Junction ;

the drunkard and the wife-beater ;
the man who, sharing his

wife's mistaken notion that he was Jacob Gunston,
" the Vaux-

hall Junction murderer,
' had set the police, and with them

all England, on the hunt for him. No encounter could have

been more unfortunate. The man had only to call attention

at the next station to his presence, and he would find himself

in custody on a charge which would involve all sorts of de-

lays and uncomfortable explanations before he would be able

to make clear his innocence.

Mr Harvey's surprise was plainly equal to his own. He
stared at his companion as if, instead of being a natural being,

he had been some creature of phantasy. When, however, he

had decided that he was real, words came from him with a

gasp.
" Mr Scott ! Jacob Gunston !

"

" Pardon me, Mr Harvey, but, as I would have explained

to you on a previous occasion, had you allowed me, I am not

Jacob Gunston."

Qtway's manner, which was suavity itself, seemed to convey

to Harvey's mind the impression that he was conscience-

stricken.

"Tell that for a tale ! Do you think that you can deceive

me by lies of that kind ? Do you think that I can't see that

150
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you are shivering and shaking at the prospect of the poHce-
man who will soon have his hand upon your shoulder and his

bracelets round your wrists ?
"

"You must have keen eyes, Mr Harvey, if you can see that,

especially as I myself am conscious of no feeling of the kind."
"
Oh, you've assurance enough to brazen it out, I don't

doubt
;

it doesn't need you to tell me that you're a brass-

bound as well as a blood-stained scoundrel. But, all the same,

you know as well as I do that, at last, your time has come,
and that in a few minutes you'll be on the high-road towards

paying the penalty for the crime which set all England
shuddering."

" Your language reminds me of an old-fashioned melodrama,
Mr Harvey : it's a trifle turgid."

" You laugh at me, do you ! You jeer, you infernal villain !

You won't jeer long, and you'd better laugh your laugh out
;

it's the last you'll ever have, unless you're the sort that laughs
at the sight of the gallows. You got away once—with the

help of that jade of a wife of mine ! I paid her for it, I

promise you ; associating herself with such a brute as you.
But she's not here to help you a second time. If you so much
as try to move I'll stop the train and set everyone in it on to

you. I tell you, my lad, that it won't be long before you're

looking on the police as your protectors. If the people could

get at you they'd tear you limb from limb."

Before this Mr Otway had understood that if this quondam
landlord was not yet in the condition in which he had been

wont to see him—absolutely drunk—he had at any rate been

drinking. Doubtless, in the case of so experienced an absorber

of alcohol, it was necessary that he should consume an ab-

normal amount of liquor before he became drunk in the

policeman's sense. If that stage lay farther on he had already
arrived at a condition in which neither his language nor his

actions would be such as might be expected from a perfectly

sober man
;
for instance, he was capable, on very slight pro-

vocation, of stopping the train and making the scene of which

he spoke. Otway, quietly observing him, made up his mind

that, at any
—and all—costs, that sort of thing, should be

prevented. He was quite resolved to journey to DuUington
a free man.
He waited a second or two after Mr Harvey had finished

his rodomontade, then he put a question :
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"May I ask, sir, what it is you propose to do?"
"You may ask, but I'm not bound to answer; no man's

bound to answer questions put by such scum of the earth as

you are
;
but I don't mind telling you just to give you warning.

The next station we stop at's Sutton. Directly we get there
I shall put my head out of the window, and I shall beckon
to a porter, and I shall say to him, pointing to you :

*

Porter,
this scoundrel, this confounded villain's Jacob Gunston, the

bloody-minded ruffian who killed that poor girl in the railway
carriage at \'au.\hall Junction. There's ;!{,'ioo reward offered

for him. I nearly earned it once ; this time I'll earn it quite.
You fetch a policeman, and we'll have the darbies clapped
on him and settle his hash for good and all !

'

That's what I'll

say to the porter, and that's what I propose to do : and as sure
as you're alive—and will probably soon be dead "—this with a

suggestive grin
— "I'll do it."

"Am I to understand, then, that you intend to carry out
this agreeable little programme on our arrival at Sutton?"
Mr Harvey did not seem to notice that the inquirer's tone

was almost ominously civil. His tone was, if anything, even
more blusterous than before.

"You are; you're to understand it down to the ground.
So perhaps you're beginning to feel as if the rope were already
round your neck, and the drop-board falling away from under-
neath your feet, Mr Jacob Gunston."

Tilting his hat on to the back of his head, thrusting his

hands into his pockets, leaning back in his corner, Mr Harvey
regarded his companion with a smile of malignant triumph,
and that same instant Mr Otway stood up. Whereupon
Harvey, forsaking his comfortable position, rose also. But
he was not only the one vital moment behind the other—he
was nothing like so quick. As he made to reach the alarm

pull Otway, catching him by the throat, flung him back into
his seat, and held him there. Held him there long enough
to make one feel that if he held him any longer the eyes would
start out of Mr Harvey's head, his mouth never shut again,
and the purple veins burst through the skin of his blood-red
face. Then he loosed him, having brought him as near to

the strangulation point as was pleasant, and he placed him-
self on the seat opposite, his manner being courtesy itself.

"
I doubt if you will carry out that little programme of yours,

Mr Harvey, do you know."
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Mr Harvey did not answer. He was struggling for breath
in a fashion which was not nice to contemplate. When a
bull-necked man, of a plethoric habit of body, and with a
drink-sodden constitution, has been almost choked, he suffers

when he first endeavours to relieve the pressure on his heart

and lungs and about the region of the blood-vessels in his

head. So George Otway repeated his remark.
"I observe that I am inclined to doubt if you will be able

to carry out that little programme of yours, Mr Harvey."
The gentleman addressed managed, with an effort, to

articulate two words.

"You ruffian!"
"
Might I request you, when speaking to me, not to use

words of that sort? I don't like them
;

I really don't."

Although nothing could have been more urbane than Mr
Otway's tone, there was that in the fashion in which he moved
a little forward in his seat, holding out his hands carelessly

—
and suggestively

—in front of him, which had a rather curious

effect on Mr Harvey. He looked as if he would have liked

to have spoken, and with some vigour, but was afflicted with

a sudden—and painful
—consciousness that he had better not.

The other went on :

"You will remember how I had to treat you to some

physical persuasion when once you were having an argument
with your wife ? You need not trouble yourself to speak ;

you might find the effort painful. I see that the occasion is

still fresh in your memory. You will recall the fact that you
were as putty in my hands. I assure you that you will be no
better off if circumstances should compel me to handle you
now. You pretend to believe that I am a murderer, Jacob
Gunston. I have already assured you I am not

;
so I will not

touch upon that point again. I will merely mention that I

object to your behaving as you have talked of doing on our

arrival at Sutton
;
and rather than you should do so I will

myself behave as if I were Jacob Gunston. I will squeeze
the life right out of you. You understand ? You will there-

fore give me your personal assurance that you will not speak,
on any subject whatever, to a soul at Sutton or anywhere else

without my express permission, or
"

He just touched Mr Harvey's throat with the tips of his

fingers, and Mr Harvey submitted. He seemed to subside

into inertness, as if the backbone had been taken clean out
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of him, looking at the other with quivering gills and faltering

eyes very much as an emasculate cur might regard the master

whose anger it knows it has aroused. The change from the

blusterer of a few seconds ago was as sudden as it was

complete.
"

I promise ! I promise !

"

" What do you promise ?
"

•' That—that I'll do whatever you tell me."
"
Ah, that's a better way of putting it

;
better even than my

own way. As long as you keep to that you'll be happy. Now,
in order to avoid any possibility of misunderstanding, suppose

you come with me to the other end of the carriage. We shall

be more by ourselves there, and farther from the noisy platform.

Come, Mr Harvey, get up; keep your arms to your sides, and
don't lean towards that alarm pull."

Thus instructed, Harvey moved towards the opposite end of

the compartment, dropping, in accordance with further in-

structions, into the seat with the back to the engme. Otway,

placing himself on the other side, regarded him with something
like amusement.

" Now we're comfortable, aren't we?" Anyone looking less

comfortable or more unhappy than Mr Harvey did then one

could hardly imagine.
"

If it's not an impertinence, may
I ask at what station you propose to alight?"

" I'm going to get out at Sutton."
" At Sutton ? Oh dear ! that won't suit me at all. I

couldn't allow myself to be deprived of your society so soon."
"

I must get out at Sutton. I've an important business

appointment at five."

"Have you? That's unfortunate, because you can't get
out at Sutton. Because, you see, if you did, so soon as

you fancied yourself out of my reach, you might forget your
promise and blurt out something foolish, and all sorts of

unpleasantness might ensue. I couldn't think of losing

you at Sutton
; altogether out of the question. Let me

see. I fancy this train runs to Littlehampton. The Little-

hampton sea-breezes might do you good. You might go on
to Littlehampton. I must make some arrangements which
will ensure your keeping silence until you get to Little-

hampton. I must think it out. By the way, how is your
wife, Mr Harvey ?

"

"She's in hospital."
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'Is she indeed? I suppose you sent her there. How
comes she to be in hospital, Mr Harvey ?

"

** Tumbled down the stairs !

"

" Fortunate woman ! With, I take it, your assistance,"

"It was as much her fault as mine."
" At least it was partly your fault. Dear man ! I know

that if I were to take you by the throat and strangle you as

you sit there, I should be rendering society a service. I don't

know why I hesitate, but I do. There ought to be a knacker's

yard for such men as you. I assure you of this : that it would
need very little provocation to induce me to make your wife

a widow, and once more a happy woman. So bear that carefully
in mind, especially as we are nearing Sutton station.

" But it may mean ruin if I don't keep my appointment."
Out went Otway's hand. Once more his fingers fastened on

the speaker's throat, Harvey not making even the faintest show
of resistance.

"Then let it mean ruin to you ;
who cares? Not I. You

keep silence till we are clear of Sutton station and your eyes
fixed steadily on me. If you so much as turn your face to-

wards the platform, or move a finger, I'll kill you before any
one can come to your help. You know I can

;
and I will."

He released the wretch as the train slowed down at the

platform. There was no need to use further persuasion. The
man sat staring at him, in a sort of crumpled heap, as if he had
been some half-paralysed, wholly panic-stricken, puffed-out

rabbit, Otway regarding him, meantime, with an indulgent
smile. The train stopped dead

; passengers hurried to and
fro

; porters shouted the name of the station
; carriage doors

opened and shut
;
but those two sat there, eyeing each other

in that very singular fashion, motionless
;
the one knowing

that the other would possibly have given all he had to have

dared to shout to the people on the platform ;
the other be-

lieving that the moment in which he opened his lips would be

his last.

The guard had sounded his whistle, the train had begun to

move, when the door of the compartment in which the two

men were was opened, and, exactly as Harvey himself had

done, a tardy passenger came hurrying in. This was a

contingency for which—however undesirable, from his point
of view, it might be—Otway had been throughout conscious

that he would have to be ready. This, however, was to be
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for him, a day of disagreeable surprises, and for what he was
not prepared was the discovery that the new-comer was Mr
Joseph Rochambeau. He had seen nothing of him either at

Euston or Victoria, although he had looked for him, as he

imagined, in all directions. Was it possible, in spite of that,

that he had been at his heels all the time. The mere possi-

bility conveyed an inference that, as a spy, Mr Rochambeau
was possessed of gifts of an unusual and uncomfortable kind.

As the door opened and shut Mr Harvey gave a start and
one quick glance round, only instantly to return his eyes to

the face in front of him. Otway, noticing the movement, ex-

tended his left hand, opening and shutting the fingers as he
did so. Harvey shrivelled, if possible, into a smaller space
than before.

Mr Rochambeau, on his part, seemed quite at his ease.

Removing the dust coat, which he was still wearing, he folded

it up carefully and placed it in the rack above his head. This

compartment, by the way, in which the three men were

travelling, was a lavatory carriage, the lavatory door being on
the side which was towards the engine. On that side, there-

fore, there were only two seats, with the door between. Harvey
was in one

;
Rochambeau had now deposited himself in the

other. Otway faced them both. Having disposed of his coat

Mr Rochambeau took off his cloth cap, and wiped his forehead

with his pocket-handerchief. He seemed hot. Then he placed
his cap with his coat. Settling his elbows on the two arms of

his seat he turned his attention to Otway, who, up to that

point, to all appearances, had ignored him completely. His
voice betrayed a certain amount of irritation.

"
So, Mr Lennard, I did not find you when I returned to

the Exchange Hotel."

When he spoke, addressing Otway as Lennard, Mr Harvey
started a second time, but became immediately conscious that

the hand was being extended again. In contrast to Mr
Rochambeau's, Mr Otway's tone was extremely agreeable.

"
Ah, Mr Rochambeau ! Have you had a pleasant journey?

I did not gather that it was your intention to have travelled so

far to-day."
*'

It was not
; only you ran away, so I ran after you."

Mr Otway raised his eyebrows just a little.

"
I beg your pardon? I don't quite follow."

"Why did you run away from Liverpool?"
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" Run away ? from Liverpool ? My good sir ! What do you
mean ?

"

" Did I not tell you that I would return with my proofs to

the hotel within an hour?"
"Well? what concern was that of mine? I mentioned to a

person who seemed to be an acquaintance of yours that I

would let you have an address to which you would com-
municate."

" You would let me have an address ! I know ! If I had
once let you clear away I should never have seen you or heard
of you again ;

never ! never ! I am not so simple."
"Then am I to understand that you have come all this way

merely because I have ?
"

"Certainly ;
I have come after my father's fortune."

" Your father's fortune ? Really, I don't know whether I

ought to feel flattered or amused. By your father's fortune do

you refer to the five-pound note which you professed to identify
with one mentioned in the small volume which you were so

good as to let me look at ?
"

"That is not the only one; not at all; there are others.

You paid your bill at the hotel with two notes which were my
father's. Your ticket at the railway station with another. It

is as I guessed ; you are in possession of the fortune that is of

right mine."
" On my word, Mr Rochambeau, you march. This becomes

really interesting. I begin to suspect you of being a character."

"You will find that I am not one to sit down and starve

while another grows fat on what is indeed my own. That I

am here to show you.''

"Oh, you are to show me that, are you? I am extremely

obliged. I trust that the demonstration may have the result

which you appear to be taking a little for granted."
"You laugh at me? Good! We shall see. In affairs of

this sort I am not a safe person to laugh at, Mr. Lennard."

George Otway was indulging in a smile, as if he was enjoy-

ing a capital joke, but all the time he kept a watchful eye on
his friend in the opposite corner, noting that not only was he

taking a lively interest in the new phase of the situation,

but also that he had drawn himself up straighter, as if to

place himself in a position not to lose a word that was being
said.

"Aren't you a trifle uncomfortable there, Mr Harvey?
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Don't you think it might rest you more if you were to lean a

a little more back?"
Out went his left hand, and Mr Harvey returned to his

crumpled-up posture. Rochambeau observed the little scene.

"This is a friend of yours? I did not know. But it does
not matter. I will say in his presence what I have to say.

"
Certainly ;

do not let this gentleman's presence prevent

your saying anything you may have to say. Under the

circumstances that would be a pity."
" What I have to say then is this : I am here to ask you to

return to me my father's fortune, at once, without any excuses
;

without any, what you call, shuffling."

"That, at any rate, is frank. And what, Mr Rochambeau,
do you call your father's fortune ?

"

"
It consists of bank-notes— I have their numbers and

description here," he tapped the breast-pocket of his jacket,
"
English, American, South American, Spanish, French, to the

value of ten thousand, eight hundred and sixty pounds."
As a matter of fact, Mr Otway had satisfied himself that the

sum mentioned was, approximately, the value of the contents

of Ebenezer Pullen's metal box. He wondered how the

ingenious Italian—he was becoming more and more convinced
that Mr Rochambeau was, first of all, ingenious

—had learned

as much.
" And you say that these bank-notes were once the property

of your father who kept a restaurant—where ?
"

" In London, in Dean Street, Soho."

"And how came your father—the proprietor of a restaurant

in such a poverty-stricken part of London as that was then,
to be in possession of such a polyglot collection of bank-

notes ?
"

*' My father's customers were what you call foreigners ; they

paid him in moneys of all the countries of the world. But
that is not the question. I have here the numbers and descrip-
tion of the notes in my father's own writing."

" In your father's own writing?
"

"Certainly ;
in my father's own writing."

" Have you already forgotten, Mr Rochambeau, that you
told me that your father could hardly read or write ?

"

Mr Rochambeau seemed to be a trifle nonplussed, an
accident which he endeavoured to carry off with an air.

" He could write well enough for that."
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" Indeed
; could he ? The writing in the book you showed

me struck me as being that of an educated man, and distinctly
an Englishman's."
"You wish, then, to say that I do not know my own father's

writing, and so to rob me of what is my own ?
"

" Not at all. I do not wish to rob you of anything. I only
want you to show that there is anything of which you could be
robbed. By the way, the proofs you went in search of: I

presume you have them on you now."
"

I have not. After I leave you I remember they were in

the keeping of a friend who lives in London. But I will be

open with you, Mr Lennard
;
that is what I wish, to hide

nothing. I understand, alas ! quite well that it will not be

easy to prove, to the satisfaction of the lawyers, that the
fortune was my father's and is now mine

;
it all happened so

long ago. Besides, I am a poor man
;

I have no money for

the lawyers ;
I cannot afford to wait for the long processes of

the law. It is as an honourable man that I appeal to you ;

you know that the circumstances under which you came into

possession of the fortune were peculiar."
"What do you suppose those circumstances were, Mr

Rochambeau ?
"

"
Ah, how can I tell ! exactly, how can I say ! But I am

sure—and you know that it is true—that you did not come by
it in an ordinary way. I invite you, you, yourself! to declare

openly, candidly, truly, how it came into your hands."
" All the burden of proof, Mr Rochambeau, lies with you.

I should prefer to say nothing until I have heard you to a
finish."

" Good ! I will finish then ! Let us come to terms, Mr
Lennard, as two friends, and that for the reasons I have
stated. Give me half the fortune, that is, give me ;z^5,ooo,

now, at once, and you can keep the rest. I will give you
acquittance for the whole."

"Yours is a generous offer, Mr Rochambeau."
"
Ah, I do not wish to be ungenerous ! not at all ! that is

not my character."
" At the same time I could not consent to deprive you of

a single penny which I had reason to believe was yours. But
I would remind you that, so far, you have given me no proof
that there is even so much as a grain of truth in the story you
have been telling."
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"There is the book!"

"Precisely; there is the book. And about that I am
disposed to think .there hangs an eventful history. Would
you mind my e.xamining it ? I will use it with every care, and
return it to you immediately uninjured."'

" But willingly ! I will entrust it to you with entire con-
fidence. Here is this gentleman to see that everything is

fair !

"

What Mr Rochambeau meant was not quite plain ;
but if

he was relying on Mr Harvey for anything, his own intuition

should have told him that he was leaning on a broken reed.

Producing the ancient account-book of the morning he handed
it to Mr Otway with something of a flourish. As he did so a

scrap of paper dropped out of it on to the fioor, apparently
unnoticed by him. With a sudden instinct Otway covered it

with his foot, proceeding to examine the volume which had
been committed to his charge.

At an early stage of its existence it had probably cost a

penny. It was a common memorandum-book, ruled with
cash columns, and had a paper cover which had once been
red. In substance it seemed to be a methodical and well-

arranged register of the number of certain bank-notes, which
could scarcely have been compiled by an uneducated man.

" The first leaf is missing."
"

I think that the first leaf is not there."
" Tm sure it isn't. Moreover, it has been torn out recently."
"The book has been in that condition since I had it."

"Then you haven't had it long. A leaf has been torn out

certainly within the last few weeks, which is unfortunate,
because it may have contained matter which proved something.
What is left proves nothing. Brown may learn, by some
means, what are the numbers of certain notes which are the

property of Jones, or he may become possessed of a list of

them. But they do not, therefore, cease to belong to Jones.
Thank you, Mr Rochambeau for letting me have a peep at

your little book. I should like to learn its history ;
but I am

convinced that you are mistaken in supposing that the entries

it contains are in your father's hand."

As he returned Mr Rochambeau his penny account-book

Otway stooped to pick up the scrap of paper which was
beneath his foot. As he did so Mr Harvey sprang up in his

seat with a cry :
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" Let me ask you, for God's sake "

He got so far, but no further, because by then Otway had
returned to an erect position, whereupon he dropped back
into a speechless, crumpled heap. Mr Otway regarded him
with inquiring glances.

"
Well, Mr Harvey, what were you about to ask ?"

Mr Harvey began to stutter.
"

I— I was going to ask that gentleman to—to close his
window

; there's—there's a draught.
"Were you? The idea is not a bad one. Perhaps, Mr

Rochambeau, you would not mind closing your window.
There is a slight current of air

; and, also, as we are approach-
ing Horsham, the closed window may render us more secure
from interruption."
Mr Rochambeau closed his window, and the train slowed

down into Horsham Station, where it remained some minutes.

During the whole time, as if by some common tacit under-

standing, neither of the three men spoke a word; but so
soon as they were off Mr Rochambeau began again."

Well, Mr Lennard, what do you say to the offer which you
yourself admit is a generous one ?

"

Mr Otway was studying the paper which he had picked up
from the floor.

"I say that I rather fancy that the key to the situation lies

in this paper which you dropped. It seems to be a portion
of a chart of the Carribean Sea, and shows a small island
with which I am acquainted, and, I think, you also. I don't
know by what name you know it

;
it is known to me as the

Island of the Gate of Hell. It was there you found the list

of bank-notes which you call your father's, and] which, at

that time, contained a statement, signed by Ebenezer Pullen,
to the effect that it, in reality, referred to certain notes which
were to be found elsewhere upon the island, but which you,
in spite of all your efforts, failed to light upon. How long ago
is it since you were on that island, Mr Rochambeau ?

"

"You "

"Steady! guard your language, sir."

"You think yourself very sharp, eh? You think yourself
clever !

"

"
It is not so much that I think myself sharp or clever as

that I am strongly of opinion that you are more impudent
than either."
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" You will give me my share ! Do not imagine that I am

to be cheated. You will give me my share !

"

" Your share ? Undoubtedly—you have it already."
" What have I got ? I have got nothing ! Not one dollar !"
*'

Precisely ;
that is your share."

"You make a joke of me? You are wrong; you will find

that I am no joke. In that place was more than ;^io,ooo.
You found it ? (lood. Yours is the lion's share. But I nearly
found it also. I am entitled to something—and I will have
it! You will give me ;^iooo, or—you will be sorry!"
"Then you admit that you have been making an attempt at

robbery ; that your father's fortune was but a figure of speech
for what never had anything to do with either you or your
father. The admission does you credit, but— I am afraid

that I shall have to be sorry."
" Then you will give me nothing ? Think before you

speak !

"

"
It is unnecessary for me to think : I will give you

nothing."
There came a sudden outburst of speech from the crumpled

figure in the corner.
"

I will speak ! You may kill me, but I will speak !

"

The effect which might have been produced by Mr Harvey's
sudden show of valour was considerably spoilt by the fact that

he cowered still farther back into his corner, putting up his

arm to shield his head, as some cowardly lad might do who
seeks to ward off his comrade's onslaught. Mr Otway only

laughed.
"That's right, speak up. Don't be afraid, say all that you

have to say ; you have my entire permission, which I accord

the more willingly since I am convinced that, at last, you find

yourself in the presence of a kindred soul."

Thus encouraged, Mr Harvey lowered his arm and sat a

little straighter, making a quite gallant effort to gain some-

thing of his former bluster.
" This man, who calls himself Lennard to you, and Scott

to me, is, in reality, Jacob Gunston, the Vauxhall Junction
murderer."

Rochambeau regarded the speaker with something in his

attitude which was suggestive of a terrier about to spring on
a rat.

" What's that ?
"
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" He's the man who killed the girl in the train
;
and because

I wanted to give him into custody he nearly killed me just
before you got into the carriage. There's a reward of ;iCioo
for him."

The Italian's lips parted in a fashion which again recalled

the terrier.

"So ! I remember reading about Jacob Gunston, very well

indeed. And this is Jacob Gunston? That's nice for him.

Well, Mr Gunston, what about that ;!^iooo, now?"
"What about it, Mr Rochambeau?"
" You give it to me you leave the train a free man. Other-

wise
" He made some odd movements with his hands.

" You know how they fasten the rope about the neck ? I

have seen it
;

it is not pretty."
"

I will leave the train a free man, and you will not have
a farthing, Mr Rochambeau. Your present tone puts an end
to any doubt on that point which may have been existing in

my mind."
" How do you make it out you will leave the train a free

man? How do you make it out? There are two of us
; you

cannot kill us both."

"Can't I?"
"You will be a wise man not to try."

Apparently the experienced Mr Harvey had seen something
in George Otway's face which filled his soul with sudden
doubt. He broke into a warning cry.

" Look out ! Pull the alarm ! pull the alarm !

"

Possibly Mr Rochambeau himself perceived the danger

signal, for he endeavoured to act upon the warning. But it

already was too late. As he sprang towards the knob, which

was just over Otway's head to the left, that gentleman rose

also. He struck the Italian with his clenched fist on the

point of the chin a blow which seemed to lift him clean

off his feet, and which hurled him backwards, so that he

fell in a senseless heap on to the floor of the carriage. And
where he fell he lay

— still.

Then Mr Otway turned his attention to the gallant Harvey,

who, at sight of what had happened to his hoped-for colleague,

broke into hysteric cries.
" Don't kill me ! don't kill me!"
"

I shall kill you if you make that noise. I sha'n't if you are

silent." And Mr Harvey was silent.
" Take off your clothes !

"
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The fat man gasped.
" Take off your clothes, and be quick about it."

He took off his clothes. There was that, just then, in the
other's face and manner which would have induced him to do,
without remonstrance, or a show of it, anything that he was
ordered to do. He removed his garments with a celerity
which, considering the limited space and his dimensions,
was surprising. When he had stripped himself to his shirt,
without any hint of his intention, George Otway took him

by the throat, and thrust his own socks into his mouth, so
that they served as an efficient gag. He pinioned his legs
with his leather braces and fastened his hands behind him
with his handkerchief, so that he was as helpless as a trussed
fowl. In that condition he bundled him into the lavatory
compartment. He served the still unconscious Italian in the
same fashion, thrusting him in after Mr Harvey. Just as he
had finished his work, and had shut the lavatory door so that

there was nothing to show what was hidden behind it, the
train steamed into Dullington Station.

He descended to the platform with his bag in his hand,
and closed the carriage door behind him. He strolled slowly
out of the station, leaving his bag in the stationmaster's care,
and on reaching the village street paused for a moment to

watch the train start again upon its onward journey. As he
strode along, swinging his cane, such of the country folk as

he encountered wondered what the stalwart stranger might
be laughing at. Something seemed to be amusing him

hugely.



CHAPTER XV

Elsie's brother

IN
the dining-room at DuUington vicarage the vicar's wife

stood talking to her son. Suddenly she laid her hand
upon his arm.

" Hush ! Someone's coming !

"

The two stood listening, in her strained attitude, on her

frightened face, an agony of attention. The expression on
his features suggested something which was worse than fear—the fury of a desperate man. There was a sound of foot-

steps crunching the gravel path." Who is it ?
"

she whispered.
His tone, as he replied, was grim."

I know who it isn't
;

it isn't—them."
" How do you know ? how can you tell ?

"

"
My dear mother, if you were in my position

—which the
saints forbid you ever may be—you'd know, even though
you were unable to say exactly how."

" Whoever it is is coming this way ;
what shall you do ?

"

"Just step behind this curtain; don't keep them, whoever
it is. In this light nothing will be seen."

He moved behind the heavy stuff curtain which was draped
at one side of the window. Without, the last rays of the

departed sun still lighted the sky; within the room all was
shadow. Scarcely had he disappeared than a voice came
through the open window :

"Excuse me, but is there anyone inside there? I appear
to have taken the wrong path and to have come round to the
side of the house instead of to the front."

Silence within. The mother seemed to hear her own heart

beating. Her limbs trembled ;
she closed her eyes, as if to

shut out something which she feared to see. A scarcely
audible murmur came from behind the curtain.

"Answer! "

And she answered.

165
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" Who is it ?

"

"I beg your pardon, but is this Dullington vicarage?"
"It is. Who are you? what do you want? The entrance

to the house is on the other side."

"So I now perceive. But the dim light's bewildering, and
the garden is such a large one that I appear to have lost my
way. Is Mr Thornton, or Mrs Thornton, at home?"

"
I am Mrs Thornton."

" And I am George Otway."
There appeared in the frame of the open window, outlined

against the faintly glowing sky, a big man, who carried his

hat in his hand.

"George Otway? I seem to know the name."
"

I have called to see you with reference to your daughter
—

Miss Elsie Thornton."

"Surely
—

you are the man who ran away with her !

"

" Who ran away with her ?
"

The surprise the speaker felt was mirrored in his voice.

The woman's tremulous tones betrayed her agitation.
"

I know all about you, sir
; you do not come and find me

ignorant. I know that a man who called himself George Otway
induced my child to leave the Queen of the Seas in a boat alone

with him at dead of night. Where is my daughter now ? Have

you brought her home to her mother, sir?"
" You are under some singular misapprehension."
"

I think not. I have the whole wretched story in Mrs

D'Agostino's own hand—the lady with whom my child went
as her companion. She has written and told me all."

" In my turn, Mrs Thornton, I think not. It is true that

Miss Thornton and I were alone together in a little boat on
the open sea, but the position was chosen by neither of us."

"
I do not understand. I am afraid I must be a very

wicked woman, because God seems to have marked me out

for so many afflictions. 1 only know that you have taken

my daughter from me, sir, and that I want her back again.
Where is she?"

"I saw her last night in a house at Liverpool, and it is

because I saw her there that I am here to-night."
" You saw her in a house at Liverpool ? What do you

mean ?
"

" At the risk of occasioning you more pain, Mrs Thornton,
I feel that I had better be candid. I fear that Miss Thornton
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has suffered either from a shock or from some form of illness,

which, for the moment, has robbed her of the complete use of
her faculties."

"Robbed her of the complete use of her faculties? What
do you mean ?"

He told her, as briefly and as plainly as he could, exactly
what he did mean, narrating the story of his adventure in the
house at Sefton Park with as much clearness as he could.
She interrupted him from time to time with eager, anxious

questions. When he had finished her whole heart seemed
in her words.

"Is what you have told me true?"
"
Madam, it is the absolute truth."

She examined his face as thoroughly as the dim light

permitted, seeming to find on it something which lent her
a measure of reassurance.

"Can I believe you? Oh, if I were only sure that I could
trust and believe you."
The answer came from an unexpected quarter."

I think, mother, that you may at least believe this

gentleman."
There stepped out from behind the curtain a figure which

was enveloped in what looked like a long black waterproof.

George Otway regarded him with something which was very
much like angry surprise.

"
I did not know that we were honoured by the presence

of a listener."

The newcomer was not slow to detect the touch of irritation

with which the other spoke. In his reply there was a little

touch of hauteur, as if he felt that his words were sufficient

justification for anything which he might do.
"

I am Frank Thornton—Elsie Thornton's brother."
"

I am glad to have the honour of meeting you, Mr
Thornton

; still, may I ask why you have delayed making
yourself known to me in so unusual a fashion?"

Frank Thornton hesitated for a moment, as if doubtful

what form his answer should take. His mother went closer

to him, touching him furtively with the tips of her fingers on
the arm. In both her voice and her manner there seemed
to be a spasm of fear.

"Frank, I— I will take this— this gentleman into the

other room."
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" Don't distress yourself with shadows, mother. There are

realities enough without them. 1 fancy Mr Otway may not be

altogether the sort of person you have supposed."
His manner, though quiet and self-possessed enough, seemed

to do little towards calming his mother's agitation. Her voice

was, if anything, more tremulous than before.
" No risks, my son, no risks ! For God's sake, no risks !

"

"
Hush, mother. Vou conjure up fears which may exist

only in your own imagination. Believe me, I will take no
more risks than I can help, where there are nothing else

but risks. It is essential that you and I should know if

what this gentleman says is true : if we may trust him. It

seems to me that there is no better way of making sure of

that than this."
" Frank !

"

Her voice rose in a wail of supplication, as if she besought
him not to do the thing which he was about to do, but she

was too late. Already, before her cry was uttered, he had put
his hand up to his throat, and, loosing the voluminous garment
which covered him, let it drop to the floor

;
even in the

dim light it was made plain that he was attired in the ill-cut,

badly-fitting, hideous garb which felons wear. He had not

the knickerbockers and grey stockings of the convict, but

the brick-dust-coloured trousers, liberally ornamented with

broad arrows, which mark the convicted criminal sentenced,
not to "penal servitude," but to "hard labour." The revela-

tion was followed by silence for, perhaps, ten seconds, during
which George Otway had time to digest the fact thus suddenly
disclosed to him and to grasp at least something of what it

must mean.
Thornton was the first to break the stillness. In his voice

there was no hint of shame, but rather a suggestion of pride
and rage and scorn. It needed but an elementary judge
of character to perceive that his ostentatious air of icy coldness

only served as a cover to the flaming fiery furnace which

raged within.

"You see? I am a felon escaped from jail
—and Elsie

Thornton's brother. You make the acquaintance of her

family under somewhat singular circumstances. Now you
understand why, when I became conscious that someone was

approaching, I considered it advisable to conceal myself behind
the curtain, Mr Otway."
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George Otway was still. Although used to being taken

unawares, the surprise, in this case, was so complete, so

sudden, and of a nature so entirely unexpected, that even
his nimble wits refused to take in, on the instant, all the

potentialities of the position. He had associated Elsie

Thornton with nothing but innocence, purity, sweetness,

truth, honour. The idea of having to connect her with a
brother who was a convicted felon required a change in his

point of view which even he could not bring about without
an effort. Besides, there was something in this brother's

bearing which was so different to what one expects to find

in a hardened criminal that he wanted, before committing
himself in any way, to have some faint notion of what kind
of man this really was with whom he had to deal.

So it happened that the two men tried, in silence, to make
out as much as they could of each other in the rapidly

darkening room, while the mother held her peace. It

was the man in the uniform of shame who was the first

to speak.
"You appear to have been falsely accused, Mr Otway.

I also have suffered from the same thing. The charge
against you was as serious as could easily be made against
a man, but you have still an opportunity to disprove your
guilt. For me that opportunity is still to seek

;
it is because

I am seeking for it that you see me here. I have heard the

story which you have told my mother, and am disposed to

think, judging by the ear alone, that it has the ring of truth.

I should like to have a chance of calling in my eyes as judges.

Mother, do you think that we could have a lamp, so that

Mr Otway and I could see each other better ?
"

In the woman's voice was the old anxiety.
"Are you sure, my boy, that it is wise?"
"

I am sure, mother, that it would be unwise to run a risk

of Mr Otway and I remaining acquaintances only of the

darkness."
" Let me close the window and draw the curtains, and

then you shall have a lamp."
When the lighted lamp was placed upon the table George

Otway saw what manner of persons these were with whom
he had been brought into such curious contact.

Mrs Thornton was a little woman, whose chestnut hair

—Elsie's hair—was lighted here and there with grey. Her
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features were small and dainty, she still was pretty, but

they were pinched and worn. Hers was the face of a woman
who had known much trouble.

Her son was as large as she was little. Even the hideous
costume which he wore could not conceal the fact that he
was shaped after a good model, and that he bore himself
as a man should do. The close-cropped black hair brought
his fine head into clearer outline. Otway was surprised to

learn how young he was. He had the clean, healthy look
of a well-living youth of three or four-and-twenty. It was
a handsome face, and a strong one, full of character.

There was resolution in the square jaw ; promise in the fine-

cut, aquiline nose ; an attractive quality in the eyes. They
were wide apart, set well back in the head, large and open-
lidded. One doubted if, in colour, they were violet or dark
blue. But they were fearless, unshrinking eyes, which looked
at the world steadily and sanely. In them, at the moment,
was a stern show of pride, which amounted almost to defiance

;

yet one felt that they could be lighted with a radiance of

laughter in front of which the sourest temper would have
to sweeten.

Having looked this young man carefully up and down,
as a connoisseur might inspect a curio on which he has to

deliver judgment, (ieorge Otway arrived at a verdict on at

least two points : the one, that, so far as looks were con-

cerned, this was just the person he would have chosen to

be Elsie's brother
;

the other, that anyone who seemed
less like the sort of material out of which a jail-bird is

fashioned he had never yet encountered. If this man had
been condemned to prison by a level-headed jury, then it

was for doing something for which no person would have
need to be ashamed

; or, in giving him to the world as an

example of her handicraft. Nature had either by mistake
used the wrong mould, or— told a lie; for even Dame
Nature has no right to scrawl Honour and Honesty large all

over a man if those are qualities which he does not possess.
Not the least odd part of the business was that each man

seemed to arrive at something like the same decision as

regards the other. Presently the young man turned to Mrs
Thornton, saying :

"Mother, I think you may believe Mr Otway." Then to

that gentleman himself he said :

"
So, in Liverpool, last night,
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you saw my sister in a position which suggests that she is

in want of help."
" Indeed I am almost afraid to think how much she

may be in want of help."
"
Unconsciously, Mr Otway, you are making my position

more than I can bear." Involuntarily the young man
closed his eyes, as if seeking to shut out something of

horror which it was beyond his strength to look at.
" As

I have told you, I am here because I seek for a chance to

show that I am not the creature which this uniform makes
me appear. That I can do it I know, if I can only have a

little time and a little opportunity. But, for me, these are

the two hardest things to get in all the world : time and

opportunity ;
as you may guess, and, if Elsie's in the

plight you speak of, my first duty is to her. How can I

let the precious moments slip by without rendering her the

aid of which she is standing in such pressing need? Yet,

if I turn to help her, before I can be of any real assistance

the small modicum of time and opportunity which I have

risked so much to gain will have slipped away, and they
will have me back again in the place from which I've lately

come. That will mean an end of all hope both for

Elsie and for me. So, Mr Otway, you perceive the dilemma
in which I am."

" Before we proceed any further, you and I, I should like

to put to you a question, Mr Thornton, which I hope you
will not resent. If you are the kind of man I take you for,

you won't. You have lately been an inmate of one of His

Majesty's jails?"
"

I have
;
so lately as this morning."

"Are you innocent of the offence for which you have been

sent there ?
"

"
I am

;
as innocent as you are."

"
I knew it. But the key-stone of my character's the busi-

ness instinct, and I like to have everything, in matters of

the least importance, set down clearly in black and white.

Will you give me your hand, Mr Thornton? I shall be very

glad to give you mine."



CHAPTER XVI

ESCAPED

AS they exchanged grips the young man laughed, on
which Otway laughed too, saying, as he did so :

"Thornton, you're the sort of man I've been looking for for

some time—the right sort—the sort who, when a villainous

fate and a scurvy fortune give him least cause for laughter,

laughs still, and with a gay heart. That's the sort of man who
wins the battle of life in the end. Apart from the fact that,

for her sake, it would give me pleasure to meet even a

thirteenth cousin of your sister's, I'm glad to meet you on

your own account. Now tell me—with all due apologies to

Mrs Thornton—how the deuce comes it that you find yourself
in this galley?"

" Do you mean just where I am ?
"

Otway nodded. "
Well,

I've run away."
"

I take it that you've run away. I'm not wanting you to

tell me that, being capable of guessing that you're not about
in that suit of clothes just for the benefit of your health. But
I've always rather taken it for granted that His Majesty's jails

are not easy places to get away from
;
at any rate, to any great

extent."

Frank Thornton laughed again, shortly, dryly.
"You're right; they're not. It's like this with me. Not

yet a fortnight ago I was found guilty of embezzlement—
robbing my employers. Although the offence was a first one "

—this with another grin
—"

the case was a bad one, so that

the judge, in his great wisdom, thought it well to mark his

sense of the enormity of my guilt by sentencing me to two

years' hard labour."
" Did he? And where's the man who did it?"
"

I know. It is to get within reach of him that I've run

away. When I do, I don't think it will be long before I suc-

ceed in persuading him that it might be advisable for him to

tell the truth."

172
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This was spoken with a grimness which was eloquent
Otway smiled.

"
I shouldn't be surprised if you turn out to be right, if you

find him in a proper mood and a convenient place."
"That's it; it's a question of time and opportunity, both

of which things are likely to be most to seek."
"

I suppose they're after you ?
"

"
I suppose they are—hot foot, especially after the ^fashion

in which I gave them the slip."
" How did you do it ?

"

"In a tunnel."
" In a tunnel? I wasn't aware that prisons had tunnels."

"They haven't. I wasn't in a prison at the time. I'll

explain. After my sentence they sent me to Wandsworth jail.

There a warder came to me and informed me that I was to be

transported to another prison. He didn't condescend to

inform me why or where
;
and it was only when I found

myself at Clapham Junction in company with a dozen other

gentlemen in the same position that it dawned on me that
we were bound for Lewes. Now I live here

; Lewes jail is

over there"—he pointed with his hand—"not so very many
miles off. On the way to it we should have to pass through
country almost every yard of which I knew. I should not
be very far from friends—the kind of friends who never
fail."

He put his arm about his mother's waist and drew her closer

to his side. It was odd to see how diminutive she was in

comparison with him.

"There rose in my mind the glimmer of a thought that if I

could escape from my custodians, if only for a little while, I

might get within reach of a harbour of refuge from which it

might be difficult for them to win me back. Before they
could do it I might have brought the man, who had chosen to

let me occupy the place which he ought to have filled, to a

state of mind in which he would make it clear to all the world
that they had no right to me at all. So that freedom for an
hour or two might mean my restoration to that place among
honourable men out of which I had been juggled."
He stopped for a second to kiss his mother and to smooth

her hair with his hand.
"As I said, it was but a glimmer of a thought. In the

brains of the best-conducted prisoners such embryos are born
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at times. I never dreamed that a chance of escape would
offer. I had imagined that convicted prisoners, passing from

jail to jail, would be kept in such rigid safe-keeping that a

chance of slipping away could never, by any possibility, occur.

And to do my custodians justice, they did their duty well,

never relaxing watch or ward. If it were not owing to two
little accidents which would not be likely to recur, I suppose,
once in a million times, they would have delivered me, in due

course, at the address to which I was consigned.
"The first accident occurred nearly at the start. It con-

sisted in the fact that the guard of the train by which we

journeyed happened to be a man whom I have known for

many years. He used to live in our village, and began his

railway career at the local station. It chanced that my father

was able to render him one or two services, and he is a man
with a memory. As we were being marched to the compart-
ment which had been reserved for our accommodation I saw
him standing by the open door. He saw me too. Although
he made not the slightest sign of recognition, I knew, all at

once, that I had for friend a man in authority, whose heart

was not only in the proper place, but whose head, also, was

screwed on in the right way. \Vhen we were in he was sup-

posed to shut the door and lock it. But I knew—although
still he gave no sign

—that the locking had been but a

feint.

"That guard was accident No. i. It was when the train

was stopping at Croydon that I came on accident No. 2. I

discovered ihat the handcuff by means of which I was, as it

were, riveted to another prisoner
—a drink-sodden Billingsgate

porter, who was doing six months for kicking his wife to a jelly—had something the matter with its constitution, which had

prevented it from properly snapping, so that I had but to give

my wrist a sharp twist to be freed from it. My companion
recognised the position at the same instant I did, but, with

admirable sagacity, he betrayed no hint of it. Possibly the

same idea was taking root in his mind which had already

germinated in mine.
" With me it was beginning to take tangible shape, and that

shape was—Balcombe Tunnel. The w^ords—Balcombe Tunnel—were commencing to occupy my brain to the exclusion of all

else. Balcombe Tunnel is about the nearest point to Dul-

lington. I knew every foot of the country which lies between.
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My companion and I were facing the engine. A warder was
on my left. Beyond him was the door, which, although it was

supposed to be locked, had the window up. That closed window
not only made the atmosphere in our compartment bear a

family resemblance to that of the Black Hole of Calcutta—
you will understand that we were eight prisoners and four

warders : the other four prisoners were with three warders in

the compartment behind us— but it promised to put the little

excursion I was contemplating beyond my capacity. I should
not only have to pass the warder at my side, but get that

window down, and turn the handle of that door. It seemed
to me that it would be impossible for me to perform those

three operations before the ofificial eye: and so, I believe,

it would have proved if it had not been for a trifle for which
I have a slight suspicion that I was indebted to accident

No. I— in other words, to my friend the guard of the

train.
" How he managed it I can only surmise; but if he was not

responsible I can only say that, by a very extraordinary coin-

cidence indeed, the light went out as we entered Balcombe
Tunnel. Suddenly, and without the slightest warning in the

way of a premonitory flicker, just as we got well out of the

daylight, the gas overhead disappeared, and we were plunged
into utter darkness. There ensued, in the pitch blackness, a

hubbub and confusion which I will not attempt to describe.

My companions were the sort of people to make the most—
from their point of view—of so unexpected an occurrence.

Shielded from the warders' vision, it did not matter what they
did

;
and they did it. Quite what happened I cannot tell you.

I can only say that within half-a-dozen seconds after the light

had vanished I had wrenched myself free of the handcuff which

attached me to my companion on the right, and that the

carriage was full of noisy and scuffling men. I held my peace,

keeping as still as the others would allow me to do, waiting
and watching for my chance. The warder at my side kept

trying to light a match. Every time a flame appeared some
one put it out again.
"The train was travelling pretty fast. On our side was the

tunnel wall. I knew that between us and it was a space which

could be measured by inches rather than feet
;
that here and

there were bays in the brickwork into which men working on

the line could draw back to permit trains to pass them. If I
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opened that carriage door the chances were that it would

spring back from the wall. And, in any case, the prospect
ot having to leap out on to that narrow strip of space in the

darkness, with the train going at that rate, was not a pleasant
one to contemplate. Yet it would have to be that or nothing.
I did think of making a dash for the alarm, stopping the train,

and then springing out as it was slacking speed. But then, if

I could alight from a motionless, or almost motionless, train,

others could, and probably would, do so also. I should be-

come the object of a hot pursuit. On the other hand, the

persons who would jump in the darkness from a flying train

were few and far between. I doubted if even the warders

would not think twice before they tried it.

" So I resolved that I would wait until the train, as 1

judged, was at least half way through the tunnel, and then,
while it was still moving at full speed, I'd try my luck.

"It is surprising that I managed to get out of the carriage
at all, there was so much rough and tumble horseplay. More
than once I was almost driven out of my seat. At last I was

quite. Someone giving me a tremendous shove, pushed me
forward so that I had to take refuge on the floor of the carriage
on my hands and knees. As I put out my arm, to save

myself, it came in contact with the warder's arm, who I

immediately understood was holding the strap of the window
to prevent its being lowered.

" Somehow that decided me. I dragged his wrist away,

got the window down and the door open in a shorter space
of time than, I should think, it was ever done before. Almost
before I knew it myself I was standing on the footboard.

Then someone made a grab at me
;

I felt his hand grazing my
tightly-buttoned jacket. I realised that, while there was more
room between the side of the tunnel and us than I had sup-

posed, I was still higher above the ground than I had bargained
for. An attempt to reach it with one swinging foot, and so

alight as, for instance, one does from a moving omnibus,
resulted in failure. My foot touched nothing but the empty
air. Evidently I should just have to leap into the darkness

and hope for the best.
"

I leaped, and as I did so someone fired a revolver.

Whether a warder had aimed at me, or whether he merely
desired to sound an alarm, I cannot say, but I had no doubt

whatever that the shot had come from one of them. It seemed
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that I banged against the ground the instant I quitted the

footboard
;
such a bang ! It not only shook every bone in

my body, but 1 felt persuaded that at least half of them must

certainly be broken. The train went whirling past. I believe

that the current of air it left behind did me good. By the

time that I was on my feet, and satisfying myself that, so far

as I could perceive, no bones of any consequence were
shattered after all, the red light on the back carriage was

already only a speck in the distance. The train had not been

stopped ;
it was still whirling on.

"
I was so shaken, so confused and stupid, that it was some

seconds before I recollected what it was that I had now to

do. Then I began to stumble awkwardly towards the Three

Bridges end of the tunnel. By degrees, as my head got
clearer and my limbs more under my own control, I quickened
my pace, until presently I was making as much speed as,

under the circumstances, was possible towards freedom and
the light, my object being to get to the end of the tunnel

before the train could make Balcombe station and word could

be sent to the man in the signal-box which, I knew, was

within, perhaps, two hundred yards of the other end, to keep
a sharp look-out for my appearance.

" Balcombe Tunnel is the second longest tunnel on the

Brighton line, and it's apt to be damp. I discovered that,

then, if I had not been aware of it before. To travel, in

darkness which could be cut with a knife, perhaps six hundred

yards over slippery, uneven, unseen ground, with a mysterious

something
—which felt like liquid grease

—
dropping on you

as you go, is an experience of a singular kind. I kept to the

wall on my right as closely as I could, being aware that no
other train would be likely to come that side for, at any rate,

some little time, and that I should be able to see it coming if

one did. Yet it was not easy to keep close; it was horribly
wet and slimy, and my feet kept getting caught in what I

suppose were telegraph wires, and every now and then the

wall would vanish from under my finger-tips, which took me

quite aback, and worried me, until I became to understand

that it was because I had reached a bay.
" Once I had a fright in spite of myself. I heard a train

approaching from behind ; and though my common-sense
told me that it must be on the other line, and therefore at a

safe distance from where I was, the roar it made filled the

M
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whole dreadful place to such an indescribable extent that I

felt there could be no room there for it and me, and that

it was advancing like an avenging monster to compass my
destruction. I fought against the feeling at first

;
but as it

came nearer and nearer, and the roar grew more and more,

my reason gave way to panic fear, and I crouched against the

sticky, foul-smelling wall, like some shivering cur, trembling
as with the expectation that each moment might be my last.

As the train went rushing past I am not sure that I did not

actually cry out. It had gone, and was out of sight, before I

understood that I was really safe, and then I was shaking
so that my legs refused to hold me straight.

"The train had left behind it suffocating smoke and vapour

through which, after a while, I recommenced stumbling blindly

on. How long it was before I perceived a pencil of light

gleaming afar off I cannot say. As a matter of fact, I believe

that the gleam was there some time before, in my stupidity, I

understood what it meant. When I did understand I moved
faster and faster, until at last I came out into the daylight at

a run. I came out into the blazing sun, which I found so

dazzling that, for still some further precious seconds, I stood

blinking foolishly. Then I remembered the man in the signal-

box, who, probably by now would be on the look-out for

me.
"
Fortunately the box itself was hidden by a bend. He

would have to leave it to get a glimpse of me. I doubted if

he would venture to do that. I began to scramble up the

bank, which was covered with trees and bushes which were

thick enough to afford me ample cover. So satisfied was I of

this that I sat down in the middle of a clump of bushes to

rest and to think things out. It was obvious that the first

person to whom I showed myself would know at first sight

that I was an escaped prisoner : I was a walking advertisement

of the fact. It was broad day, and would be for hours yet.

I could not afford to wait for the friendly mantle of the night.

If I stayed where I was, waiting for it, long before it came I

should have been recaptured. It was of capital importance
that I should reach home at the earliest possible moment. So
far as I could see I was engaged in a forlorn hope. Capture
seemed inevitable. I had got as far as I had done by dint of

sheer and unadulterated impudence. The only thing was to

push my impudence—or imprudence, if you will—a step or two

i
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farther until it reached a stage where, even aided by fortune,
it was unavailing.

"I was aware that between the Brighton road—my objective—and Balcombe Tunnel was a lane, which was pretty enough,
but, for me, impossible. It was a distance of perhaps two

miles, and was bordered on either side by cottages, farms,

lodges, gentlemen's seats. It would be easy enough to make

my way to Dullington across country, but attired in the garb
in which I was } The population thereabouts was scanty ;

but, even though that was so, such a conspicuous landmark as

I should make would be detected before I had gone a hundred

yards. The only means of avoiding an immediate utter fiasco

would be by laying hands on some garment, or garments,
which would enable me to conceal the uniform I had on.

"
Recontinuing my assent I gained the top of the bank, to

find myself brought up by a hedge which bounded a cottage

garden. I had come on it so suddenly that I had no time to

duck down before I realised that it was there, so that if there

had been anyone in the garden, or even at the window, he or

she would have spotted me at once. But the garden seemed
deserted

;
it suddenly struck me as being possible that that

was the case with the cottage too. It was a tiny, ancient,
thatched building, consisting of, I suppose, at the most, two
rooms. The windows were closed

;
there was no smoke rising

from the single chimney ;
the place wore what seemed to me

to be a deserted air. With me it was a case of neck or noth

ing ;
I was between the devil and the deep sea. Situated as I

was, the thing might be worth inquiring into. In less than no
time I was over the hedge, in the garden, stealing across it

into the house. I peered through the small latticed window,
but could see no one within. Gaining the door I rapped
with my knuckles. P'irst softly ; then, as no answer came,
more loudly. As, still, there was no response, I turned the

handle, opening the door an inch or two, and then walked in.

"The moment I had crossed the threshold I perceived that,

after all, the place had an occupant ; a woman sat in an easy

chair, and looked at me. I was so taken by surprise, and, I

fancy, so conscience-stricken, that I could only stand like a

petrified idiot and gape. When I recovered myself my
impulse was to back out again, and bolt. But, so soon as I

moved, the woman spoke.
" ' You need not run away ;

I know who you are.'
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"At her words I stared still more. She had a curiously

quiet voice, which I think one finds in people who speak but

seldom. Her hair was white, and on her face was a peculiar

pallor. As 1 continued to look it began to dawn on me that

there was something singular in her attitude ;
it was so very

rigid. Hers was an old grandfathers chair, whose cretonne

covering had been patched so often that but little of the

original material was left
;
and she sat right back in it, so

straight and upright, that one perceived there must be some

cause for the erectness of her position.
" ' You know me ?

'

I stammered. ' What do you mean ?
'

Then, remembering, began again to back out.
'

I— I beg

your pardon ; I did not know there was anyone here ; you did

not answer when I knocked.'

"She stayed me again.
" '

Stop ! Did I not tell you not to go ? Did I not say I

know you ?
'

" ' But how can you know me ? I do not recollect ever

having seen you before.'
" ' You are a prisoner escaped from Lewes gaol, My

husband was a prisoner who escaped from Lewes gaol. That

is how I know you." While I was silent, amazed at her

manner of putting the thing, she continued, in the same odd,

lifeless whisper: "They sent my husband to Lewes gaol for

poaching. He had not done it; but they sent him, all the

same. And while he was there he heard that I had a baby,

so he escaped and came to me. And while he was holding

the baby in his arms—it was a little tiny baby because of the

trouble I was in when I had it—the men from the prison

burst into the room and found him. They rushed at him so

that the baby was thrown from his arms and fell on to the

floor, and was killed, there, before my eyes, as I lay in bed.

When he saw that they had killed my baby he fought with

them as if he had gone stark mad, so that they nearly killed

him too. And when they got him outside, in spite of the

handcuffs and the way they had handled him, he broke away
from them again, and ran down the slope on to the railway.

As he got on to the line a train came out of the tunnel, and

knocked him down and cut him into two, so that I lost my
husband and my baby both in the same hour. I've never

moved out of this room since then. And that's more than

five-and-thirty years ago. I've always known that someone
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else would come to me who had escaped from Lewes gaol.
And now you've come. I hope that the men from the prison
won't find you as they found him.'

" She told her story in her sepulchral whisper, in a dry,
matter-of-fact sort of way which made me shiver. I fancied I

could see the frenzied wretch—her husband—plunging down
the bank which I had just now climbed, only to be dashed to

pieces by the roaring monster as it came rushing out of the

tunnel. It seemed quite on the cards that his fate might be
mine. I said so.

" ' I'm afraid that the men from the prison will quickly find

me if I can't find some clothes to exchange for these which

proclaim me for what I am.'
" She was silent, as if considering what I had said.
" '

I've no men's clothes. You should have them if I had.

I've only a man's hat
;

it's there on the peg. You can take it

if you like.'
" On a peg was a battered straw hat. It was not much in

the way of a disguise ; but, still, it was at least something on

account, and, perhaps, better than nothing. I had left my
own cap behind me in the train. But it seemed that in

offering me the hat she had not come to the end of her

resources.
" 'There's my sister's waterproof. I used to be six foot one

as a lass, and to-day she's taller than ever I was. It'd cover

you pretty well all over, and it's as fit for a man as for a

woman. You can take that too. You're welcome to it for her
;

if she was in this room she'd tell you so with her own mouth.
She's no fonder of the men from the prison than I am.'

"
Well, I tried on the waterproof to which she referred

;
I

was still wearing it when you appeared. Her sister must be a

giantess, because, as she put it, it not only covered me pretty
well all over, but it shrouded me entirely. Indeed, unless I

held myself very straight, the skirts trailed in the dust, as a

woman's might have done. She was also quite correct in

stating that it was as suited to a man as to a woman. I am no

judge of that kind of thing, but it seems that in the days of its

youth it must have been meant for a masculine wearer. Any-
how, enveloped in the waterproof cloak, crowned with the

battered straw hat, although I must have presented a somewhat

incongruous spectacle in a country lane on a summer's day,
at least the uniform beneath was hidden, and I doubt if I
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looked a more remarkable object than some of the tramps who
patronise our rural roads.

"
I fancy that I didn't, because I marched for over three

hours along the Handcross lane and across country here
;

and though the few people I passed stared as I went by, and
perhaps some of them, when 1 had gone, paused to stare again,
none of them seemed to notice anything strange enough about
me to warrant them in making uncomfortable remarks or

asking awkward questions.
"I arrived home safely, only to find—when I had gained

my haven of refuge—that, by one of fate's little ironies, I had
apparently done all that I had done in vain."

Frank Thornton ceased. As he did so he pressed his mother
closer to his side. She, putting up her hands, drew his face
down to hers and kissed him very tenderly."

My boy !

"
she murmured. "

My dear, dear boy !

"

George Otway, before he spoke, regarded them, as they
caressed each other, with a queer light in his eyes."

I don't understand you when you say that you have ap-
parently done it all in vain."

"
Why, the thing is very simple, and—if it were not to me a

question almost of life and death—not without its humorous
side. Now that I have reached home it appears that the only
masculine garments the house contains are my father's, who
happens himself to be away, and as he is about my mother's

height his clothes are not likely to be of much use to me.
Since I cannot start out again into the night garbed like this,

because, sooner or later, detection is bound to come—and if I

stay here the probabilities are that my pursuers will be on the
scene before the morning—you will yourself perceive that I

don't seem likely to gain much by leaping out of that train in

the tunnel."
"

It is only a question of clothes ?
"

"
Only ! the mischief is that it's such a large only !

"

"Not at all. It seems to be part of my destiny recently to

change clothes with other people. I shall be delighted, my
dear Thornton, to change clothes with you."" To change clothes with me !

"

As the two men stood staring at each other there was heard,
echoing through the quiet house, the tinkling of a bell.



CHAPTER XVII

A TRANSFORMATION

AS
the tinkling of the bell died away, Mrs Thornton said,

half smiling as she observed the tense expression which
was on the two men's faces :

"This time I don't fancy there's any need for apprehension.
I think it's Lizzie, my small maid : it has been her evening
out. So that we may have the house a little longer to our-

selves I will invent an errand which will take her to the

other side of the village."
As soon as the old lady had left the room George Otway

turned to her son.
"
Now, Thornton, I'll cut the Gordian knot, change clothes !

That'll get you out of your tangle. I'll don His Majesty's

uniform, for, after all, it is His Majesty's !

"
this with a

whimsical look, "and you shall get into mine."
" But I don't understand, or, perhaps, I should rather say

that I don't think you do. You don't realise that you'd be

committing an offence, half-a-dozen for all I know. First,

in aiding a felon to escape ;
and then, if you went masquerad-

ing round the country in this attire, I'm not sure they
wouldn't charge you with stealing it, and all sorts of things.

I'm convinced they'd find you guilty of a variety of dreadful

crimes, so that you'd end by being in a worse plight than

I am."
" My dear fellow, these things are trifles

;
it's you who don't

understand. The point, as I take it, is this, if you have a

day or two's law you'll be able to establish your innocence in

the eyes of all the world, isn't that so ?
"

"
I believe I shall be able to do so within a very few hours,

if I'm only able to get within reach of the man I'm after."

"Just so! then I shall figure as a hero. People will say:

'Just see what this man did so that the truth might be

brought to light—actually dressed himself in prison clothes !

Wasn't it noble of him?' You catch the idea? I shall be

183
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the recipient of the public applause, and I shall have had

my adventure into the bargain. I give you my word that

there are few things my soul loves like a well-spiced
adventure."

" But "

" ' But me no buts !

' The thing's settled ! jump out of those

clothes and into mine."
" But you must let me say a word."
" Not half a one ! 'Do first, talk afterwards

'

;
that's a motto

worth your earnest attention. Seriously, the hunters are not

likely to give the quarry a longer start than they can help ;
if

you don't look alive it'll be your fault if I get into serious

trouble. So upstairs and effect the transformation, and come!
come ! come !

"

As, with his arm through Frank's, he was urging him
towards the door, Mrs Thornton re-entered the room.

" Come ?
"
she echoed. " Where ?

"

She stared at the pair in front of her, as if puzzled by the

fact, that both of them seemed to be amused. It was Otway
who answered.

"To this son of yours bedroom, Mrs Thornton. I suppose
he has a bedroom. You must know that I'm in search of

adventure, and he's going to put me in the way of as fine

a one as the heart of man could wish for. He's going to

lend me this elegant suit of his, so that I can pretend that

it's me who preferred Balcombe Tunnel to Lewes gaol, and
he's going off in those commonplace garments of mine, as

a mere ordinary citizen, who has never heard of Balcombe
Tunnel. Within four-and-twenty hours he'll have shown
that he's another victim of blind injustice, and I shall be

posing as something really almost heroic, don't you know."
The puzzlement was still on Mrs Thornton's trouble-worn

countenance.
"
But, Mr Otway, if you are in earnest—— "

"
If I am in earnest ! Don't I look as if I were in earnest ?

"

" Then why should you do this thing
—for us ?

"

" Have I not been telling your son that the passion of my
life is a love of adventure .-^ and must I tell you again?" He
drew himself up straighter, with something new in his eyes
and in his voice. "And then, won't you understand that

I have met your daughter and would meet her again ? and
that I hold her in such esteem that I cannot stomach the
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thought that she's a brother who's—you'll forgive me,
Thornton—supposed to be a felon. If he can show th^at

he's not—as he will do if he's a chance, and that soon—
by giving him that chance I shall have made her happy,
and shall esteem myself fortunate to have been able to

render her so great a service. You see, Mrs Thornton, that

is my point of view. It's a purely selfish one, tending in

the end only to my own advantage ;
so if you'll encour-

age this young gentleman to lose no more time I shall

be so much nearer the attainment of my wishes. Therefore,
P>ank Thornton, if you please, upstairs."
He held the door open with a flourish, and the pair passed

through.
In a little bedroom, whose open window looked out on to

a glory of Banksia roses—as they could tell by the perfume
and by the accident that a single flowering spray trailed over
the sill—the metamorphosis took place : to all outward seeming
the honest man became a felon and the felon an honest man.
It was all done, too, with such surprising swiftness. Somewhat
to the younger man's bewilderment Otway kept laughing to

himself all the time. He was thinking of that first exchange
with Jacob Gunston, and of all the singular consequences
which had ensued. Some similarity between that occasion
and this, or perhaps, some contrast, seemed to tickle him

consummately.
"What are you laughing at?" demanded Thornton, when,

for the third time, the other broke into a series of

chuckles.

"Thoughts, my dear Thornton, thoughts! I was thinking
of what great consequences come from little causes, and of

how much may result from a change of clothes. By the way,
have you a razor ?

"

"
I believe you'll find an old one in the wash-hand-stand

drawer ; I left one there, I know. What do you want a razor

for ? To cut your throat actually, instead of metaphorically,
as, for all you can tell, you may be doing now ?

"

" Not exactly, sir—not exactly. I want a razor to enable
me to remove my beard—for nothing more formidable than
that."

"Remove your beard? Otway, you're not going to dis-

figure yourself because of a sudden freak like this !

"

"I'm not so sure that the result will be disfigurement ; and,
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anyhow, it will grow again. Beards will grow, you know, even

when they have been shaved. It's a principle of mine to do
a thing thoroughly if 1 do it at all. I'm going to do this

thing as thoroughly as it can be done, you can bet on that.

Those pursuing friends of yours are going to be diddled as

neatly as they ever have been diddled, or you can call me
names. Those of them who are hottest on the trail will have

your description, even though they may never have seen

you in the flesh. If I've a beard, if I'm the hairy
monster that I am by nature, they'll know at once that

I'm not you. The clothes won't take them in. On the

contrary, they'll perceive exactly what has taken place. And
that won't suit my book at all. I want them to take me for

you, not only at first, but right along."
"Take you for me! My dear Mr Otway, even with the

best will in the world to commit suicide—and it seems you
have it—even you can't work miracles."

" I'm not so sure. It depends on what you mean by
miracles, so much lies in the meaning of a word. You see,

beard, whiskers, and moustache are gone, with half-a-dozen

strokes. Already, I'm not the man I was
; indeed, I hardly

know myself."
The alteration was singular. The fair, well-trimmed beard

and moustache had vanished, and instead there was a smooth-

faced man, with a square, strong chin, a well-shaped, laughing
mouth, and rounded cheeks which were flushed with health.

"Why," exclaimed Thornton, "you look a dozen years

younger.

Otway laughed.
"Thank you. Then it would appear that the disfigurement

is not so serious as you had feared. You see, I'm coming
back to you. The next point is, my hair's too long. I saw a

pair of scissors somewhere. Ah, here they are upon this chest

of drawers. They've done their day's work, but still they'll

do another. If I plant myself upon this chair you can play
barber?"

"Play barber? Do you mean, can I cut your hair?"

"Well, I don't know that that is quite the phrase, because

I don't mean cut in any artistic sense : but can you reduce the

hair which is on my head to the dimensions of the hair which

still remains on yours? You see, mine's in the fashion of the

world
,; yours is in—another fashion. I can't hack at it my-
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self, but don't you think you could ? I shouldn't fancy that

it requires much skill."
"

It doesn't. I imagine that the man who operated on me
had never officiated as hairdresser before. If you want your
hair to look like mine I don't doubt my capacity to make it."

" Good. Fall to ! Don't clip pieces off my ears, and make
as few incisions in my skin as possible. That's all I ask."

"Then you ask more than I was able to. The man who
handled me used his scissors on more than my hair. He
made such a sight of me, indeed, that when I showed myself
to the warder that officer declined to allow him to handle

anybody else. So I believe that I am the first and last

example of his tonsorial powers."
"
Steady ! that's my flesh

;
I should say you've nipped off

about an inch or so."
"

I beg your pardon. I'm very sorry, I'm sure." Thornton

paused to regard his work, so far as it had gone.
" I'm afraid

I'm making an awful hash of it."
" I'm afraid you are. It's what I hoped for. Go on. See

the thing well through. The result will be quite up to the

official standard."

"Otway, why are you making a spectacle of yourself like

this, to speak of nothing else? I can't conceive why you
should do it for me."

" I'm not doing it for you ; put that idea behind you. I'm

doing it for your sister. I will be frank. I don't see you in

the matter at all
;

I only see her."

Thornton was contemplatively tapping the comb and the

scissors together.
"

It must feel odd to feel like that about a woman."
"

It does. I hope, for your own sake, that you'll feel like

that when your turn comes. It's one of the few feelings which

are worth having."
"What makes it odder is that it should be for Elsie. If

it had been for another girl I know a girl
"

"Do you?"
"Yes; I do. Now, for her ! But, for Elsie, somehow,

it's different, and that makes it so funny. Of course, she's a

trump and all that, but—well, you see, she's my sister."

"That's just what I do see. What I don't see is why you're

not going on with this hair-mowing job of yours. Now, as

close as you please, but don't dig your shears into the soil."
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Soon Thornton announced that his task was concluded.
" What do you think of that ?

"

"Nothing; or, rather, I think so much I'd rather not say
what I do think." Otway was contemplating himself in the

mirror. "I tell you what it is, Thornton, if we weren't in the

position wc are in, I should ask you to step outside and ex-

plain what you mean by it. If you couldn't manage your fists

any better than you do a pair of scissors you'd have trouble."
" Vou made me do it. I knew I should make a botch of

the thing."
" You knew right. ltd be a fair exchange for me now to

have a cut at you, but the mischief is you've nothing left

to cut at. I couldn't jab at your ears with cold-blooded in-

tention."
"

I only just touched one of yours."
" That's all, with an accent on the just. You might have

treated them both alike
;

it shows a kind of partiality which

the one just touched resents. What's in this bottle?"
"
Permanganate of potash. Otway ! be careful ! don't let it

touch your hands, it will stain them if you do !

"

"
It will if it's of decent quality and the virtue's not all

gone out of it."

Otway was pouring some of the contents of a bottle, which
he had taken off the mantelshelf, into the palm of his hand,
which he had shaped like a cup. Thornton was observing his

proceedings with some show oiperturbation.
"
Otway ! don't be an ass ! don't play any tricks ! What

are you up to ? It will dye your hair !

"

"That's what I'm anticipating, if well rubbed into the roots.

You see, Thornton, you're a dark man
;

that'll be all set down
in the description. If they find out that within a few hours

you've been turned into a fair one, they'll wonder, and I don't

want them to wonder about anything. If they once start

wondering, the pretty little trick I am proposing to play them
will be spoiled ;

I shall have done all these things in vain.

Thank you ; I'm obliged by your solicitude
;

but my dis-

appointment will only begin when I find that this stuff won't

make what's left of my hair into, literally, a colourable

imitation of yours."
He was rubbing handfuls of permanganate of potash on to

his head with results which were again surprising. His fair

hair was disappearing as his beard and moustache had done.
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and his scalp was becoming crowned with what looked like

inky locks instead. The effect, as he saw it in the looking-

glass, seemed to afford him satisfaction.
" That's not so bad ! not by any means so bad for a tyro

in the art of hair-dyeing ! Your candid opinion, Thornton.
Don't I look about the top as if Nature had intended me to

play Othello ?
"

"
I don't know if you have such a relative

;
but you're rapidly

approaching a point at which your own brother wouldn't know

you, if you haven't reached it already."
" How goes the pink and white complexion with the coal-

black hair ?
"

"
Well, it looks striking, anyhow. It's not the sort of com-

bination you're always meeting. If you want to attract atten-

tion you've gone the right way to do it."

"That's right ; smile, my simple-minded youth ! You don't

suppose I'm going to leave a work of art half finished ? that

I'm going to spoil a masterpiece by omitting a necessary de-

tail ! I'm not that kind of person. The thing that's bothering
me is how I'm going to attain to your olive skin

;
as a com-

plexion producer, permanganate of potash seems a trifle

drastic."

"I promise you that you're not going to disfigure yourself
to that extent for Elsie's sake or for anyone's."

Snatching up the bottle which the other had been using
Thornton threw it out of the open window. Otway only

laughed.
" Dear me ! here's an autocrat ! throwing one of the finest

disinfecting fluids going into the blackness of night ! Didn't

I tell you that my mclination didn't lean that way? I fancy
this will suit me better."

" Man ! that's polishing cream for brown boots !

"

"
Exactly ;

that why I'm using it
;

I want it to make me
brown."

Before Thornton could stop him Otway—with closed eyes
and tightly shut mouth—was smearing brown poHshing liquid,

not only all over his face, but over his neck and shoulders

as well. By the time the process was concluded the final

touch had been put to the transformation, no one would have

recognised in this dark-skinned, black-haired, smooth-faced

creature, with the nearly shaven crown, clad in the hideous

brick-coloured clothes, liberally ornamented with broad arrows,
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the immaculately attired, sunny-faced George Otway who had
entered the room. Nor was the alteration which had taken

place in Frank Thornton's appearance very much less striking.

Although the other's garments hung on him a little loosely

they fitted him very fairly, on the whole—certainly they served

to bring his handsome personality into striking relief—a fact

on which the other promptly commented.
"

I say, Thornton, I had no idea what a good-looking chap
you were. I'm afraid it's the lamentable truth that it is the

tailor who makes the man !

"

"And I had no idea that I could be so easily persuaded to

allow another man—and he a stranger
— to suffer in my place.

And I'll be hanged if I stand it even now—you make me
writhe with shame as I look at you. See here, Mr Otway

"

"See here, Mr Thornton, what money have you on you?"
"
Money !

—not a stiver !

"

"I think you have. In the pockets you'll find some loose

gold and silver, amounting, I believe, to between five and six

pounds, and in the letter-case which is in the inside breast-

pocket of the coat are notes for fifty more."
" Do you think I'll take your money ?

"

" I'm sure you will, unless you wish me to brain you with

a poker. That amount of cash should be enough to see you
off; so off you go, and good go with you."

"
I'll not go. I tell you that I see the position as it really

is at last. I'll not permit you to make a martyr of yourself for

me—I'm not cur enough to suffer that."
"
Thornton, the man in your position, who will not snatch

at a chance to cleanse himself from the shame which stains

him within and without, is a cur unspeakable. As your sister's

brother, you shall not be that thing
—^if I can help it. You

shall not encircle your sister's life—and your mother's life—
with a halo of dishonour. I would rather take you by the

throat, and show, that way, who is the stronger of the twain.

You say you can prove your innocence. I am giving you the

chance—freely, gladly, surely ; prove it, sir. If you are the

felon your prison guardians think you are, then off with those

clothes again, back into your own. In that case—and in that

case only
—

they will become you better than any others."

"I am as guiltless of the offence with which I'm charged as

you are !

"

" Then prove it, prove it ! Don't stand there talking, chop-



A TRANSFORMATION 191

ping phrases, splitting hairs, wasting time, knowing that the

hounds, who bring ruin, are on your track, but do ! do ! do !

To be caught, and jailed again
—that's to slam the door of

Heaven in your face—to be condemned for ever to the utter-

most courts of hell. For me—let them come ! let them take

me—if they can! What does it matter?—what's the odds?
It's an adventure, an experience, a new sensation, a game I'm

playing, which I shall win in the end, and so laugh in their

faces, especially if you're a true man, and not a liar, and can

establish your innocence as you say you can."
"
If I only thought

"

" Pardon me, Mr Thornton, it is not a question of what you
think, as you will perceive yourself a little later on. Come
downstairs ; say good-bye to your mother, and play the man."

He half led, half pushed him down to the room where the

mother was waiting, watching, listening, with anxious heart.

She exclaimed at sight of them.
" How long you've been ! I was afraid Why, Frank, I

didn't know you. And—who is this ?
"

Otway laughed.
"This, Mrs Thornton, is yours obediently to command,

George Otway, dressed for a fancy ball, which your son is

immediately about to open. Now, Thornton, what's your

programme ?
"

"I thought I'd walk to Hayford, a village about a couple of

miles off, and take a trap from there to the other branch of the

Brighton line, and so get on to town."
" Excellent ! away you go ! The next news we shall expect

to have of you is that the guilty man's confessed !

"

There was a hurried farewell between the mother and her

son. She let him out through the front door, lingering with

him for a moment in the hall, then returned to the little room
in which Otway had remained.

" Mr Otway, if all turns out well
"

" All will turn out well
;
make up your mind that it shall,

and it will. God is on the side of resolution."
"
If all does turn out as we would desire, how shall I ever

thank you ?
"

"
Ah, Mrs Thornton, there's the crux. I'll show you the

way in which to thank me all in good time. Don't imagine,
for a single instant, that I'm a disinterested philanthropist !

I'm more like a sixty-per-center, as you'll discover later on.
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In the meantime I would ask you to give me your very kind
attention for the space of about a minute. IVe left at the
station cloak-room—or what, I presume, passes as a cloak-

room—a Gladstone bag. Here's the ticket for it. Please get
it into your possession at the earliest possible moment. Open
it

; here's the key. You will find inside a leather wallet, con-

taining a large number of bank-notes
; keep them in safe

custody. The rest of the contents—which chiefiy consist of
clothes—be so good as to store in some convenient spot.

Possibly at some unexpected moment— it may be to-morrow,
the day after, next week

;
I am afraid I cannot tell you exactly

when—I shall reappear, and I may want that money, those

clothes, in a hurry ; so, in the exceeding goodness of your
heart, have them where they'll be just handy. You under-
stand?"

"I under5T?md, and will do just as you tell me. But, in the

meantime, what is it you propose to do?"
"In the meantime "

" Hush ! Isn't that some one in the garden ?
"

"In the meantime, Mrs Thornton, I intend to give that

person, or persons
—I think there's more than one—in the

garden, the slip, just as, I fancy, they intend that I sha'n't.

We'll see which intention is carried into the fullest execution.

The game of hide-and-seek is commencing, in which the first

move ought to come from me. Since that window through
which I came appears to be blocked, isn't there another point
from which I can make a start?"

"There is the back door; it is on the other side of the

house. If you cross the kitchen-garden you will find a gate
which will lead you into the paddock, and on the other side

of the paddock is a lane which will take you to Chelsfold Wood
;

but, in the darkness, at this time of night, what you will do
when you get there—if you ever do get there—I don't know."

" Nor I either, till the moment for action comes. I gener-

ally find that then a way opens. Trust in God, Mrs Thornton,
and keep your powder dry ;

Old Noll's motto wasn't a bad one.

I think I'll try that back door of yours. You understand what
I said about that Gladstone bag?" She nodded ;

it seemed
to be beyond her power to speak.

" Ah ! they're trying the

window ! When they find it's latched they'll turn their atten-

tion to the front door. Now's the time for that back door, if

you'll lead the way."
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They had been speaking in whispers ;
now they stole out

of the room on tiptoe. As they went another effort was made
from without to force the window open. The two grotesquely
contrasting figures passed through the stone-floored scullery
to the servants' entrance. Here Mrs Thornton paused to

murmur :

" Someone may be waiting outside."
"

Is there no point from which we can reconnoitre?"
" There's a little window on your right ; perhaps I shall be

able to see."

There was no light where they were. Mrs Thornton had

guided him through the shadows with her hand upon his

wrist. Now she moved a little away from him to where, as

he supposed, there was a window, though from where he
stood nothing could be seen. Presently she returned to his

side, whispering :

"
It is so dark that it is difificult to make out anything, but

I don't think anyone is there."
" We'll chance it :

'

nothing venture, nothing win.'
"

"
I will unfasten the door

; keep quite still."

She opened the door, but so noiselessly that he only knew
that it was open because the cool night air blew against his

cheeks.
"
Now, quick ! as silently as you can

; they are perhaps still

on the other side of the house. Keep straight on and you will

see the paddock gate shining white in the darkness ! God go
with you !

"

" God stay with you
—for Elsie's sake !

"

He held her cool, trembUng hand for a moment, and was

gone. So soon as he was through the door she shut and

bolted it—still not making a sound. When it was shut she

sank on her knees and leaned her head against it and prayed,
the tears trickling through her withered fingers.

N



CHAPTER XVIII

THE CRY IN THE NIGHT

WITH George Otway luck went at first. He made his

way as best he could over what seemed vegetables of

different sorts.

"That's a cabbage!" he told himself. "And that's an-

other ! Hollo ! surely that's a row of potatoes, it nearly sent

me sprawling ;
and there's a second—I'm in the middle of a

potato patch." He paused to listen.
"

It's a wonder they
don't spot me ;

it seems to me that I'm making noise enough
to wake the dead. What's that ? beans, as I'm a sinner !

—
that beanstick nearly gouged my eye out ! It seems to me
that if one has to cross this kitchen-garden in the darkness

it would be better to survey it in the daylight first." He per-

ceived a suggestion of white gleaming through the shadows.
*'

I suppose that is the gate. It is : I may thank my stars I

have got as far as this alive. Now for the wonders of the

paddock which lie beyond."
Here he found it easier going, only stumbling now and

then over what might have been roots of trees. Presently he

brought himself up against a hedge.
"This won't do—I can't get over this

;
I take it that there's

another gate which leads into the lane."

Feeling his way along the hedge he came to one. In

another second he was in what he presumed to be the lane,

though the light was still so bad, that, ignorant of the land-

marks by means of which country folks find their way in the

darkness, remembering what Mrs Thornton had said, he could

only make a vague guess at his whereabouts.
"

I don't think she told me whether—to reach that wood—I

ought to go to the left or to the right ;
this light's so de-

ceptive that I shouldn't be much wiser if she had. Anyhow,
here goes to chance it

;
for me one point's about as good as

another."

When he had gone some little distance along the lane he

came to a cottage which stood by the roadside. An open

194
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door showed a lighted room beyond. On the doorstep a child

was standing
—a girl of about eight or nine. At sight of her

he stopped, thinking to ask of her the way ;
it felt so stupid

to be out in the darkness there, knowing nothing of his

surroundings or where it was that he was going.
"Can you tell me, little girl, where this road leads to ?

"

As he spoke he advanced a little towards her, coming into

the patch of light which shone through the open door, so that

she could see his form and figure. The moment he did so,

screaming like a creature possessed, she rushed back into the

cottage.
"
Why," exclaimed Otway,

" what's the matter with the

child ?
"

A woman appeared in the girl's place ;
a big, burly female,

holding an infant in her arms.
" Who are you ?

"
she demanded roughly.

" What do you
want ?

"

"
I was only inquiring

" he began.
She did not wait for him to finish. Directly she caught

sight of him, with an exclamation, she did as the child had

done, drew back into the house
; only, unlike the child, she

shut the door behind her as she went. He could hear her

turning the key in the lock and shooting the bolt. It was

done so suddenly that it took him by surprise.
" That's rural civility to wayfarers ! it's a recollection of the

countryman's remark in Ptmch :

' There's a stranger ;
heave

half-a-brick at him." Then, in an illuminating flash, it

dawned upon him what it meant. "
By George, what an idiot

I am ! It's His Majesty's uniform ;
if I hadn't forgotten that

I had it on !

"

It was odd, but he had. In the hurry and scurry of the

last few moments it had wholly escaped his attention that he

was in felon's attire. The child had seen this dreadful figure

coming at her out of the darkness, and, ignorant of what it

meant, had screamed and fled. The mother, wiser—if not

much—had at least understood that this was the livery of

crime. For all she could tell, this escaped felon was some

desperate, murderous villain. In that lonely place her

natural instinct was to put the protection of the door between

herself and him.

So Otway was left out in the road to reflect how much
clothes might be made to mean to a man.
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"Well, it doesn't seem as if it would be of much use to

press my inquiries there ; that village mother might take my
perseverance as clear proof of my natural depravity. If she

has a gun, and were to take it into her head to shoot at me,
I'm not sure that she wouldn't be justified of the law. Some-
one has said that all men are rogues. I take it from this

beginning that I am embarked on the road which will make
it clear, beyond all doubt, how very inconvenient it is to have

been proved one. The worst of it is that, if any outwardly
honest person does come along, that worthy woman will tell

her dreadful tale
;
the hue and cry will be raised ; and I shall

have the whole countryside at my heels. After all, where's

the harm of it ? It will give them something to talk of for

the rest of their lives !

"

With this philosophic reflection George Otway pursued,
if it could not be exactly called his way, then, at any rate,

the way, and that with a degree of speed which seemed
to suggest that he was as willing as not to put as wide a

space as possible between that countryside and his heels.

It was impossible, under the circumstances, to arrive at an

accurate perception of distances ; but when he had gone,
as far as he could judge, about four miles, without seeing a

sign of a human habitation or meeting a living soul, it began
to seem to him that he had had enough of the road. More-

over, he was tired. He had been up practically the whole
of the night before

;
had been travelling throughout the day,

and in the course of the day a good deal had happened.
Pie was becoming conscious of a desire for rest and for

sleep. No useful purpose would be served by his tramping

through the night. The morning would find him wearied

out and out. In that condition he would not be likely to

be so much the master of his wits as might be desirable.

He was hungry too, and thirsty. So far excitement had
enabled him to be oblivious of the fact that, with the

exception of a hastily swallowed roll and butter at Liverpool,
and an almost equally hasty lunch at Victoria, he had had
neither bite nor sup. He was beginning to feel that he would

give one of Ebenezer Pullen's bank-notes for a crust of bread

and cheese and a pint of ale ; but food seemed unattainable.

Even if he had had any money in his one pocket, which was
in his jacket

—and it was empty—so far as he knew there

was not a place anywhere from which anything could be
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purchased; and even had there been it was doubtful if they
would have sold to such a customer. The probabilities were,
if food and drink had been procurable, that the only means

by which he could have obtained them was by theft.

Hunger and thirst he must put up with
;
there was no means

of satisfying them. But rest and sleep might be within his

reach, and that was something.
He had been conscious for some little time that the road

on either side had been lined with trees. A murmuring
sound, as of waves breaking on a gently shelving shore, had
hinted at a breeze stealing through a multitude of leaves.

He thought of what Mrs Thornton had said about Chelsfold

Wood. This might be it through which the road was passing.
Few better places to take one's ease than under the cover

of a giant tree. He scrambled through what seemed to be
a ragged and ill-kept hedge upon his right, to come almost

immediately in contact with the trunk of a tree. He did
not stop to consider. He just subsided on to the ground
at the foot, to find himself couched on what felt like a bed
of moss. Before he suspected that unconsciousness was so

close at hand, he was fast asleep.
And from slumber he was roused by for a moment he

knew not what. He found himself sitting up straight,

listening. He asked himself what it was for which he was

listening. There was about him that sound in silence which
is the note of a summer's night among trees ; that curious

commingling of quiescence with movement. It was so still

that the faintest noise was audible
;
and yet the more his

ear became accustomed to the atmosphere the more he

understood that the place was full of noises. There was,

first, that most languorous of harmonies, the sighing of the

air among the leaves and branches, the underwoods, the

grasses, and the bracken. He could hear its numerous
refrain filling all the world, afar off, round about him. And
then there were the movements of the woodland creatures—
his accustomed ear began to distinguish them

;
the flight

of the night birds, the humming of insects, even the passing
of the moths

;
the sound of small feet moving like velvet

pads over the ground ;
of unseen forms scurrying through

vegetation
—these things seemed to make the predominant

stillness more obvious. In the silence of the summer night
to what was he listening ?
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All at once, in sufficiently surprising fashion, the answer

came. He sprang to his feet with a sudden bound, someone
had called to him.

"
George Otway ! George Otway !

"

Who could it be? what did it mean? Not once, but
twice, his name came to him, as distinctly as he had ever
heard it in his life, from among the trees. Not loudly, but
with a penetrating clearness which set him trembling.
From what direction had it come? From a distance, or

from close at hand? It was a question which, for the life
of him, he could not answer. The speaker might have
been behind the next tree; or, madness though it seemed,
a hundred miles away.

All was still. It must have been imagination. It was
ridiculous to suppose that any voice could convey to his
mind the impression that it was coming to him from a distance
—the absurdity of the thing !—of hundreds of miles. He
must have woke out of some sort of dream, and the dream
had followed him out of slumber. For a full minute he stood
there, with clenched fists, wide-open eyes, straining ears. And
then it came again, the voice !

"
George Otway ! George Otway !

"

If anything, this time it was clearer, louder than before
;

yet still not so much loud as clear; with, in it, a strange
acuteness which, as at first, set him all trembling. It was
like a cry of pain. But from whom did it come—and
whence? It must come from among the trees—it must!
That suggestion of distance, which was stronger then before,
was the sheerest absurdity. He could not hear someone
caUing to him from the other side of the world as, it seemed,
he had done. He was the victim of a trick

;
of some

hallucination. Someone, who had discovered his where-
abouts, was leading him into a trap.

Yet—what a note there had been in it of pain. Surely
nobody could have feigned that; it must have been an
expression of natural suffering. And where had he heard
the voice before? He racked his brain in an effort at
recollection.

It came again—once ! only once ! But what a voice !

"
George Otway !

"

This time the loudness of the cry was more marked than
the clearness, though it was clear enough. It came ringing
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through the forest Hke a shriek. Beyond doubt some poor
creature was suffering, in pain, in infinite distress. That cry
could only have been torn from some anguished breast.

Someone was in frightful need of instant help. It was worse

than folly to stand there, hesitant. He dashed into the cruel,

shrouding darkness, shouting as he went blundering among
the trees.

"Who is it? where are you? what do you want?"
No one answered. He only flushed a cock pheasant,

which rose with a discordant clatter into the air. He had
startled all the creatures of the forest, so that the place
was filled with the tumult of their vociferous alarm. But

to his inquiries there was no response. And, presently,

perceiving the futility of what he was doing, he paused in

his wild career.

Momentary reflection showed him plainly what nonsense

it was to suppose that anyone knew he was sleeping in that

forest
;

that anyone could know. There were only two

persons who could even guess ;
it was a million to one

against Frank Thornton's doing that. x'\nd as for his mother,
she had endeavoured to direct him to Chelsfold Wood. But,

in the first place, she certainly could not know that he had

reached it
;
he himself did not know. And, in the second, the

voice had emphatically not been hers, though it had been a

voice which he knew, and knew so well.

"Stuff! rubbish! bosh!"
He began to load himself with opprobrious epithets, telling

himself that his wits were wool-gathering, that, like some

raw cockney, he had allowed himself to be fooled. What

he had heard had been some creature of the woodland which

his excited fancy had transformed. He tried to think of

some bird or beast whose cry could have caused him to be

so crassly mistaken. Through his mind there flitted stories

which country people tell, of the owl bewildering bibulous

stragglers by hooting
" Who-o-o ! who-o-o !

" amid the funereal

trees. Some such trick his fancy must have played him. The

explanation lay, no doubt, in just as simple a direction.

And yet, considering that this must be so, it was strange

in what a state of agitation he still was
,;

he whom it required

so much to agitate. Although the night air was cool and

sweet he was damp with perspiration, and seldom a man

who suffered less from heat than he did. And it was as if
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every nerve in his body had been pricked with a pin j
he was

still all of a tremble. The reason, doubtless, was that his

nervous system had been working at high pressure for some

time, so that now, in the unusual environment in which he

found himself, it had only needed a little thing to unhinge
him altogether.
Of course, that was the reason

;
there could be no other.

It was foolish to seek for remote causes when the real ones

were obviously close at hand. What he wanted, for brain

and body too, was rest—more rest. Let him get to sleep

again as soon as he could. Sleep was the sovereign healer.

And let him hope that, this time, he might not dream. Since

it was useless, in that Egyptian darkness, to try to select a

resting-place, he did as he had done before—he sank down

just where he was, and courted slumber.

This time vainly ;
for hardly had his limbs touched the

ground than the cry came again
—and again

—and again ;

rising, with each repetition, in a crescendo scale :

"George Otway! George Otwav!! GEORGE OTWAY!!!"
As a mere example of the power of the human voice the

effect was sufficiently amazing ;
the entire forest seemed to

ring with it. It filled the air to the exclusion of all other

sounds. And in it the note of pain was so insistent that,

to the startled man, it seemed to penetrate to the very
marrow in his bones. The notion that that cry

— that ex-

pression of human anguish
— could proceed from a bird or

beast became, on the instant, too preposterous for sober

consideration. Someone wanted help ; someone—no matter

how the knowledge had been acquired
—who knew that he

was there. Though he had to search the forest through it

was for him to render it. It was out of the question that

he should allow such an appeal to go unanswered, cost him
what it might. So once more he went crashing blindly

through the trees, shouting as he went :

" I'm coming ! fear nothing ! I'll be with you in a minute !

only endure a little longer !

"

It was as if his soul was crying to this other soul.

But the same thing happened as before : the farther he

went the clearer it became to him what a wild-goose chase

this was on which he was engaged. The same questions
returned to him with added force— from whom could the

cry have come? and from where? It must have come from
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the forest
; or, at least, from the immediate neighbourhood.

And yet there was something tugging, not at his intellect,

but at his heart-strings, which told him that it came from a

distance which— relatively
— was infinite. And— again as

before—the farther he went the stronger this conviction be-

came
; until, at last, staying his advance, as if assured of

its futility, he put his hand up to his bewildered head,

inquiring of himself:
" What does it mean ! what does it mean !

"

And, in that instant, he understood—that is, in a degree.

For, while he pressed his palms against his throbbing temples,
the cry was repeated, this time with a new and most amazing
addition :

"
George Otway ! Come to Elsie ! Come !

"

Then he knew that soul had indeed cried unto soul, and
that this was the voice which, sleeping and waking, he had
heard so much of late— the voice of the girl whom he had
seen on the previous night in that hideous house in Sefton

Park, and who had been snatched from his sheltering arms.

Of a surety, well might he ask himself what it meant
;
how

it came about that, in that woodland place, he should hear

her crying to him in the night. And, while he wondered, her

voice came to him again ;
if anything, louder, clearer still :

"Help! help! help!"
In what dire extremity she was—in what an agony of

distress— that she should call to him like that from afar.

He did not ask himself how this miracle had happened ;

how, apparently, the ordinary course of nature had been

turned aside to permit of this strange, incredible thing.

Inquiries of that sort might come later on. At present the

only point of interest with which he was concerned was how
he could render the help of which, plainly

—as it seemed to

him—she stood in such instant, pressing need.

Clad like a felon—wearing the insignia of another's shame—bedaubed, disfigured, penniless, he could do nothing. He
was worse than helpless. With all hands against him, what

could his hand do for another? The first thing necessary
was to relieve himself of those prison rags. Then, attired

in his own clothes, money in his pocket, something might
be done, and should be, quickly. The difficulty was to get

within reach of that Gladstone bag. Possibly by now, if

Mrs Thornton had followed his instructions implicitly, it was
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at the N-icarage. He had but to return there. The hunters,

finding that their quarry was away, might have given up the

search
;

all might still be well. But to return was not easy.
If he waited till the morning the whole country would be on
the alert

; every creature in it would be on the lookout for

him
;
to elude them all would be impossible. While, in the

darkness, not knowing where he was—having lost all sense

of direction—how was he to find the way ?

Yet it would have to be found. It was the more practicable,
less perilous adventure of the two. In the daylight he would
not dare to move a step. Darkness would lend him that thing
of all others most to be desired—cover. He might pass through
the night, no one knowing of his going or of his coming. It

was worth trying. He would try !

His trouble began before he took his first step ;
he had

to ask himself in which direction it should be taken. Which
was the way out of the wood? He turned slowly round,

muttering objurgations beneath his breath. All ways were
the same to him. Where he stood he could scarcely see

his hand before his face. For all he could tell he might
be in the heart of the forest, or on the edge ; on the side

nearest to the lane by which he had come, or a mile

from it.

But it was no use dallying. He would have to move in

some direction. So he moved. As he moved he caught
his foot against some unseen obstacle

;
he went head foremost

to the ground. As he fell his head struck against what was

perhaps a tree-stump. For a second or two he lay half

stunned. When he raised himself, still shaky, a voice rang

through the darkness.
" Who goes there ? Halt !

"

There was no question this time as to hallucination, nor

any doubt as to the direction from which the voice might
come. The utterance had about it the unmistakable ring
of authority ;

the speaker was probably within a dozen yards
of where he stood. He had fancied, as he had been lying
on the ground, struggling against the obscuration of his

faculties, that mysterious movements were taking place quite
close to where he was. This was what those movements
had portended. An enemy was upon him—a gamekeeper,
a policeman

—he knew not what. Trying to get the better

of his dizziness—to collect his senses—he moved towards a



THE CRY IN THE NIGHT 203

tree which was within reach of his hand, crouching close

up to the trunk.

The voice came again.
"Is that you, Frank Thornton? We hear you. Don't

try to move, or we shall fire."

"We?" Then there were more than one: the enemy was

upon him in force.

Just then something happened which showed him that the

game was up ;
that escape was hopeless ;

that that help for

which that cry in the night had asked would have to be

postponed till God alone knew when. A dog—seemingly a

puppy—came round the trunk of the tree, sniffing at his

legs, making that fuss which only a foolish pup would do.

Unless he took the creature by the throat, and there and
then choked the life right out of him, the prison doors
would soon be slamming in his face. And the chance of

doing even that was suddenly at an end, for all at once
the shutter of a lantern was turned, a gleam of blinding

light was flashing in his face, and out of the darkness two

prison warders emerged, each with a gun in his hand.

He arrived at his resolution on the instant. He threw out
his hands, with a laugh.

"You've got me ! It's a fair catch !

"
he cried.

Directly after there were gyves upon his wrists.



CHAPTER XIX

THE VILLAGE LOCK-UP

GEORGE
OTWAY spent the remainder of that night in

the local lock-up, his captors supposing him to be
Frank Thornton, escaped felon. On the way to the lock-up
one of the warders said to him, jeeringly :

" So you haven't had such a very long run after all."

"No," answered George, "I haven't."

He laughed. He would have been in the best of spirits
had he not continually seemed to hear Elsie's voice calling for

help : to his mind this fresh adventure on which he was enter-

ing promised so much amusement. At the moment they were

tramping through the pitch-black lanes. He was not only
handcuffed, but to each wrist a chain was fastened, which
was attached to a warder's belt on either side of him. The
warder on his right flashed his lantern in his face. Suspicion
was in his tone.

"You're a cool hand if you can laugh like that in the mess

you're in. You'll take a bit of watching. Don't you think

you can give us the slip a second time."
" I'm sure I can't."

Otway laughed again. The officer gave a tug at his chain

as one might tug at a dog when one desires to keep it in

order.

The prisoner was still. He was wondering if his disguise
would not be penetrated by the local police. They surely
knew the vicar's son too well to be taken in by a stranger. As
it turned out, he need not have anticipated anything of the

kind. It seemed likely that the village only boasted a single

policeman. That dignitary had accompanied the search

party, was with them still—was, indeed, only a foot or two in

front—showing the way through the strange country and the

darkness, lantern in hand.

The lock-up proved to be the nearest cottage. Their guide

opened the door with a key which he took from his trousers

204
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pocket. As they entered, a voice—a feminine voice—called
to them from somewhere above.

"Tom, is that you?"
"
Yes, Pollie

;
it's me. You go to sleep. I expect I shall

be up all night, I shall."

There was a touch of importance in the speaker's voice
which was possibly intended to be impressive. If so, it ap-

parently failed to impress the lady overhead.
"
Up all night ? That's a nice thing ! How does anyone

suppose you're going to do your duty if you're up all night and
all day too ? You haven't had hardly a wink of sleep the

whole of this last week to my certain knowledge. You'll be

killing yourself before long if this goes on
;
that's what you'll

be doing."
The policeman did not seem as if he were in any imminent

danger of a tragic end, nor did he seem as if his recent

days and nights had been so sleepless as the voice above
declared. He was a large, corpulent man, who looked as if

he had as easy a time as a representative of the law could

reasonably expect, even in a Sussex village. Beyond doubt

jobs like the one in hand did not come his way every day ; or,

probably, for the matter of that, every year. As he replied to

the unseen speaker his manner took on even an extra shade of

dignity. He, at any rate, was conscious of the solemnity of

the occasion.
"
I've got to do my duty. That's enough. You go to

sleep. Let's have no more of it."

But the lady above was not to be so easily silenced.

"Well, I never did! The idea of your talking to me like

that, Tom Parsons ! I never knew when I married a police-
man that I was going to be treated as if I were dirt ; and me
not yet married to you six months."

There was something audible above which sounded as if it

were a sob
;

if it was, the lady must have had an extremely
sensitive nature. However that might have been, the mere

sound seemed to touch Mr Parsons to the quick. He looked

about him with obvious irresolution ;
husbands of six months'

standing are, sometimes, sympathetic.
"

I ain't treating you as if you were dirt."

The sounds above continued. Indeed, they became more

conspicuous ;
the very voice was broken.

" Then I don't know what you are a-doing, Tom Parsons,
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that I don't." A pause ;
then an inquiry.

" Have you got

young Mr Thornton ?
"

" We have, of course
;
what do you think ?

"

"Surely to goodness you ain't all alone with him down
there !

"

"
Certainly not

;
don't be so ridiculous. There's three

warders from Lewes Gaol."
" Then I should think they could let you come to bed.

Surely it don't take four great, strong men to look after one

young gentleman ;
I don't think much of them three warders

from Lewes gaol if it does."

The outspoken expression of opinion seemed to disconcert

Mr Parsons as much as it amused the three officers alluded to.

One of them took upon himself to answer.
" You're quite right, Mrs Parsons. We're quite capable of

looking after our prisoner ourselves
;
we should be a queer

lot if we weren't, and we won't keep your husband from you
another minute. We're married men ourselves, and we know
how hard it is on a lady, what's all alone in bed, to be deprived
of the society of her husband."

" Do you hear that, Tom Parsons ? Are you coming
upstairs ?

"

"
Yes, I do hear

;
and I'm not a-coming. I hope I know

what's due to myself better than that if you don't. I'm

surprised at you, PoUie, I really am ; going on like this when

you know what a serious matter this is I've got on hand.

Why, if I was to let these gentlemen sit up here all alone by
themselves it might go against me all the rest of my life. You
don't want to ruin your husband, do you, PoUie?"

Apparently this pathetic appeal was not without eflfect.

The next remark was of a different tenor.
"

I can't make out what they want to bring him here for at

all. Why can't they take him straight off to Lewes Gaol
instead of putting the responsibility on you ?

"

The warder who had previously spoken explained :

"There's no responsibility on your husband, ma'am; not a

little bit. The responsibility's all ours
;
we're the responsible

parties. As for taking him to Lewes straight away, it's not to

be done. For one thing, there's no trains, and we can't take

him all the way in a fiy. We'll clear him off by the very first

train in the morning, we promise you that
;
but in the mean-

time I'm afraid we shall have to claim Mr Parsons' hospitality."

I
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"That's all right; I understand exactly how it is, I'm no
dunderhead. No mere's my wife

;
she'll understand too when

she gives herself time to think things over. Now, Pollie, you
go straight off to sleep, and be a good girl."

"
It's all very well for you to talk about going off to sleep,

but it's another thing for me to do it." A pause. Then a
sudden variation.

" And look here, Tom Parsons, don't you
go emptying that barrel of beer. It'll be over a week before
the brewer comes, and the barrel's more than half empty as
it is."

The lady above evidently had the gift of saying plainly
what she had to say. At this further demonstration of her

powers in that direction there was silence below. Mr Parsons
looked as if his wife's eloquence was bearing on him a little

hardly. The three warders exchanged glances with each
other. Then they glanced at him, and as they glanced they
winked, and as they winked he winked too. His fresh-

coloured face took on a somewhat brighter hue
;
he grinned,

thrusting his thumbs inside his belt. He assumed what he
doubtless meant to be a soothina; tone.

'

Now, Pollie, don't you worry ;
the beer won't hurt us."

No,-—I'm more afraid of your hurting the beer."
" My dear ! my dear ! it isn't like you to be talking like

this. Anybody'd think you begrudged a couple of pints."
"

I don't want you to swallow a couple of gallons and leave

us to go dry until the brewer comes."
" That's all right, my girl ;

we ain't boozers, none of us—
especially when engaged on a serious job like this— or we
shouldn't be a-occupying the positions we are a-occupying.
You turn over, and you'll be asleep before you know it."

The same suspicious sounds which had been heard before

became distinctly audible again.
"Aren't you even coming upstairs, Tom, to say good-night?"
The eldest warder of the three clapped the policeman on

the shoulder.

"That's what the lady wants; she wants you to go upstairs
and say good-night. Giving her a kiss or two won't do you no

harm, and from what I can see I shouldn't be surprised if it

did her good."
The shamefaced Mr Parsons, acting on this hint, departed,

with the evident intention of appeasing
—if possible

—his almost

too demonstrative wife. So soon as he had left the room the

((
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same warder said, addressing Mr Otway—he was a grey-haired
man, with a not unpleasant face— as he spoke his manner
was paternal :

" Vou see policemen have got hearts as well as other men."
"

I never for a moment thought they hadn't.'
" No

; perhaps not, but there's lots of you chaps do
think so. And they think us warders are like the screws they
call us after— hard and sharp, and without any sort of

feeling."
"

I assure you that so far as I am personally concerned it is

quite the other way. I am confidently expecting to receive at

your hands the very kindest treatment."

The warder's eyes twinkled
;
the lines of his mouth became

more distinctly defined.
" Ah !

—that's another question. You knew what you had
to expect before you started on your little jaunt this afternoon,
or you ought to have known if you didn't. If you're wise,
what you've got to do now is make the best of things, and

give as little trouble as you can."

Otway nodded.
"So I suppose." He added, with a smile: "But I always

do try to make the best of things."
There was something in the quality of the smile which the

officer apparently disliked. His manner all at once became a
trifle surlier.

"That's all right. Then you won't mind our putting these

ornaments round your ankles. Those legs of yours seem as if

they can cover the ground ;
we don't want to have no more

running after you just yet awhile."

He had taken from a capacious pocket in the tail of his

coat what looked like an extra large-sized pair of handcuffs.

They were joined together by a brightly polished curb chain

perhaps a foot in length. The warder held them out in front

of him as if they were pleasant to look at.

"
Pretty, I call them—and useful too. Not heavy, yet

they'd take some breaking. Scarcely scale over a pound ;
but

if a chap was fastened with a six-inch cable he couldn't hardly
be safer held. I don't say that there isn't anything a bit

heavier and a trifle less elegant where we're going to; in

fact, I shouldn't be surprised if you were to make the acquaint-
ance of something a good deal heavier before very long ;

you'll probably find someone who'll be of opinion that you'll
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be all the better for it. But in the meantime this is a handy
little trifle; you won't be able to get rid of it so easy as perhaps

you think. It'll at any rate keep you safe until the first train

in the morning, and that I'll swear. Stand still there while we

put 'em on."

George Otway stood still. Click ! click ! the fetters were

snapped about his ankles
;
he found himself unable to move

in any direction more than a few inches at a time. The grey-

haired warder contemplated the result with obvious approval.
"

I don't fancy you'll be able to do much running away
while you've got those on."

"
I don't fancy that I shall."

George Otway laughed. The whole situation struck him as

exceedingly comical,—it seemed almost incredible that all

this while no one was finding him out. His likeness to the

absent man must be much greater than he had imagined.
The three warders eyed him a little sourly,

—his trick of easy

laughter was evidently one for which they had an instinctive

distaste. The shortest of the three commented on it—a

cobby fellow, with short, bristly black beard and aggressive

eyebrows.
"You're easily amused."
"You think so. I'm not so sure of that. Generally I find

it rather hard to be amused."

"Lawyer, are you? got something to say every time? I

know your sort,
—turned the key on plenty of 'em in my time.

Perhaps you won't have so much to say by the time we've

done with you."
The speaker's looks and manner expressed extreme dis-

approbation. The policeman's steps were heard lumbering

down the stairs. He reappeared in the room, to be greeted

by the cobby man.
"You've been some time saying good-night to that good

lady of yours, Mr Parsons. Perhaps you was forgetting that

you haven't shown us where we're to put this here escaped

prisoner of ours. We don't want to lose him again, you bet."

The constable showed traces of embarrassment. His face

was redder than it had been
;
there was about him a general

air of fluster. His attempts to ignore the fact only brought it

into greater prominence.
"
Sorry if I have kept you waiting ; but, the truth is, it's the

key that I was after—the key of the lock-up. Keep it up-
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stairs, I do. As I haven't had occasion to use it for awhile it

seems somehow to have got mislaid. But I've found it."

He flourished a huge key in their faces as if to prove that

that was so. The cobby man was still acrid.

"Seems to me, Mr Parsons, that you've got your own way
of doing things round these parts ;

wouldn't quite do for

Lewes Gaol."

There was something in this speech which the policeman
resented. His manner became suddenly huffy.

" When I'm going to apply for a situation in Lewes Gaol I'll

remember to ask you to tell me just what's wanted
;
but I wasn't

thinking of applying as I knows of. This ain't Lewes Gaol."

The grey-haired warder endeavoured to appease him.
" No offence, Mr Parsons, no offence ! You're better off

where you are, I can tell you that."

Behind the constable's back the speaker winked at the

cobby man, who pursed his lips as if he found it difficult

to restrain himself from answering back. The policeman was
still aggrieved.

" That's as may be. My ways please my official superiors,
and if they don't please them as are not my official superiors,
it seems to me, as far as I'm concerned, that that's neither here

nor there."
"
Quite right, Mr Parsons, quite right. You know your

duty ;
of course you do."

The grey-haired man was aiming a perfect battery of winks

at the cobby man, who was stolidly staring straight in front

of him, as if he saw nothing and no one.
"

I ought to. I've been in the force going on for seven

years without a mark against me, and this is my second sole

charge."
"

I shouldn't be surprised if you was a sergeant before long,
Mr Parsons—that I shouldn't. It's men like you what's

wanted in the upper ranks."

At this the cobby man allowed himself to indulge in a

transitory grin which was pregnant with the most dire signi-

ficance, but it was of such a very fleeting nature that it had
vanished before the policeman turned.

" Here's the lock-up for you. Lock's a bit stiff—wants a

new one, that's my belief—so I've told 'em over at head-

quarters, but they don't seem to be in no particular hurry to

give me one."
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Mr Parsons had been opening
—with some difficulty

—a
massive door which had been let into the wall at one side.

As he swung it back upon its hinges a sort of large bare

cupboard was revealed beyond. The grey-haired warder
entered it, with an inquiring air.

"So this is the lock-up, is it? That's a good solid door

you've got there."
"

It is solid."
" More solid than these walls seem to be." He was tapping

them with the butt of his carbine.
" What's beyond?

"

" My garden."
"
Why, they seem to be only one brick thick."

" That's all." Mr Parsons indulged in a burst of frankness.
"

It don't take much to get through that wall, I can tell you
that."

" So I should say. Strikes me that a heavy man has only

got to lean back sudden to find himself outside."
"

It's not to be done so easy as that—not quite so easy, it

ain't. Still, it is to be done. I've only been here four months

myself. The man who was here before I was, he got a chap
in here one night fighting drunk. He must have hit out in

the middle of the night, because he pretty well brought the

whole place down about his ears. In the morning they
found him fast asleep in the garden."
"Did they? That sounds as if he was in the country.

And I suppose the man that was here before you were heard

nothing of what was going on ?
"

"Not a sound; slept like a top through it all. It must
have come down with no more noise than if it was a pack of

cards."
" When they rebuilt it didn't they cover it with a sheet of

paper so as to make it stronger ?
"

"
Just used the same bricks over again ;

laid 'em in fresh

mortar—that's all they did. It cost eighteen-and-tuppence ;

I've seen the bill."

"Have you? Cost as much as eighteen-and-tuppence,
did it ?

"

" You see, it's this way : we never have desprit characters

hereabouts
;
never ! never heard tell of one ! No one's ever

locked up round here; there's never no one to lock up.

It's all done by summons—that's how it's done. Why, I've

only locked up one party the whole going-on-for seven years
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I've been in the force, and that was a boy as threw a stone

through a grocer's window what his mother owed a bill to.

If I was to lock up anybody I should take him over to

Selston—that's what I should do."

"Oh, you would, would you? It's a pity you didn't mention
these facts before you brought us here. How far might
Selston be from this?"

" A good nine miles by the road, and a bit over."
"

Is it ? I think we'll stay where we are till the first train

leaves in the morning. Thornton, you come here." The
warder was still in the lock-up of whose powers of safe-keep-

ing such flattering things had been said. George Otway went
to him. "You sit there." He pointed to a board, which,

running across one end, was intended to serve as a seat.

"You've heard what Mr Parsons has been saying, so don't

you lean back too heavily against this wall. We're not going
to shut that door : we're going to leave it wide open. One
of us will always be right bang in front of it, and he'll have a

gun. We've all got guns. See ! there's mine !

" He thrust

the muzzle of his carbine right under Otway's nose.
" And

they're loaded, our guns are. If you lean back too heavy,
or so much as move off this seat without permission, they'll
be pointed straight at your head. We were entitled to shoot

you down like a rabbit in the wood there. A prison-breaker's

got no rights : we officers can shoot him at sight. If you
give us any more of your tricks we'll shoot you. We'll load

you up with lead, as sure as you're alive
;
so the more clearly

you understand that the more comfortable you're likely to be."

By way of answer Otway laughed again.
" Thanks for telling me

;
it's very good of you to make

the position so plain."
" Mind it is plain, that's all. I wouldn't laugh quite so

much if I was you. There's nothing to laugh about in the

scrape you're in that I can see. Now, down you sit."

Mr Parsons spoke.
"

I don't know that that seat will hold a man of your weight."

Otway sat down. The board creaked as he did so, but it

was only as the strain came on it first.

"
It's a bit creaky perhaps, but I think its constitution will

stand the shock. I only hope you gentlemen won't shoot if it

does let me down. By the way, Mr Parsons, I don't remember
to have seen you before."
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"And I don't remember to have seen you. Seeing that
I've only been here four months

;
and that, so far as I know,

you haven't set foot in the place since I have been here, and
that I came from pretty near the other side of the country,
I don't see how I could have seen you."

This explained how it was that the village constable had
failed to perceive, at a glance, that he was not Frank
Thornton. But there still remained the fact that the
warders had been taken in also

;
so with an eye to enlighten-

ment, he pursued his inquiries with the same light-hearted
air :

" Nor do I remember to have encountered either of you
three gentlemen. Surely we were not companions in the

train."

The grey-haired warder answered, with, in his tone, more
than a touch of crustiness:

" If we three gentlemen, as you put it—or either of us—
had been your companions in the train we'd have kept you
in the train : you wouldn't have got out of it alive

; you can
take my word for that."

The cobby man announced :

"
If you'd tried on any of your games with me there'd have

been an end of one of us
;

I rather fancy there'd have been

an end of you. I may be wrong; but I never have been

wrong in a thing of that sort as yet."

The third warder, who seemed to be a silent sort of person,

gave his view of the position in a very few words.
" No prisoner ever got away alive from an officer who was

worth his salt, and I don't care who hears me say it."

The grey-haired warder shook his head.
"

I don't know that I'm prepared to quite go so far as that

myself, prisoners having given even good officers the slip for

the time—only for the time, mind!—to my certain knowledge.
But nothing of the kind has happened to either of us three

so far, and we're not proposing that it should happen now."
" We're not," agreed the cobby man.
The third warder said nothing; he only examined the trigger

of his carbine.



CHAPTER XX

THE WARDER GOES

THERE
was a momentary silence. The three warders

stood together in front of the open lock-up, eyeing
George Otway, seated on the board at the other end, as if he
were some strange creature. Each held his carbine by the

muzzle, the butt resting on the floor. The prisoner wondered
what would happen in case of an accidental discharge. The
probability seemed to be that there would be one warder

less, or else there would be a surprise for Mrs Parsons
overhead. The policeman leaned in easy attitude against
the wall. His interest in the proceedings was almost ostenta-

tiously slight, as if he wished to let the others understand
how completely he was conscious that the prisoner was not
his. Presently the grey-haired warder drew the back of his

hand across his lips. As Mr Parsons happened to be looking
at the ceiling, possibly thinking of the lady who was above it,

the gesture went unnoticed. On its being repeated, still

without attracting attention, he tried speech instead.
"
Dry work this."

'*
It is dry work," agreed the cobby man.

The third warder only looked as if it were. Mr Parsons
said nothing ;

he continued to gaze at the ceiling. It really
seemed as if the bucolic intellect— in the person of a rural

representative of the law—was a little difficult to penetrate.
With a sigh, as of delicate regret, the grey-haired warder came
more directly to the point.

" Mr Parsons, didn't your good lady say something about a

barrel of beer?"
Then Mr Parsons began to awake to the situation. Bring-

ing his eyes down from the ceiling he fixed them on the grey-
haired warder's face.

"She did say something about less than half-a-barrel."
"
Half-a-barrel, I understood her to say, of as good beer as

ever came into the house."

214
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"
It is good beer."

" Ah !

" The grey-haired warder sighed again. The rustic

mind was very slow.
" Mr Parsons, me and my two friends

here haven't had so much as bite or sup not since early this

afternoon. You mightn't think it, but it's a fact,"
" Not since early this afternoon ?

"

"Not since early this afternoon. That's a good long time

ago, as I needn't tell you, and we've done some moving about
;

and, so far as grub's concerned, we're men of regular habits.

The consequence is that, for what we're feeling, peckish isn't the

word, nor yet dry, neither. We could put away anything."
"

I could," agreed the cobby man.
The third warder, as usual, only looked as if he could.

"Now, Mr Parsons, if you was to get us a nice plate of

bread and cheese, and a good glass of ale, you might charge it

to the county if you liked."

"Do you think the county'd pay?"
"Think?—I'm sure ! We'll endorse your claim, that's what

we'll do, and then the county'll pay you anything you like to

ask—in reason."
"
If I was sure the county'd pay !

"

The silent warder was moved to unexpected eloquence.
" Look here, Parsons, if you've got any doubts about the

county, sooner than sit up all night starving with hunger, and

parched with thirst, I'll pay you for your stuff out of my
own pocket ;

a price that'll give you a handsome profit, too.

I've got money."
" So far as that goes," observed the grey-haired warder with

dignity,
" we've all of us got money."

" Of course we have !

"
exclaimed the cobby man.

" How much " Mr Parsons, having got so far, paused,
to presently proceed, with an amount of hesitation which still

suggested doubt :

" How much beer could each of you chaps
do with ?

"

"About a pailful," declared the silent man, then added :

"
I

could do with two."

"Two pailful!" Mr Parsons stared, apparently failing to

suspect that there might be anything ironical in the speaker's

proclamation of his capacity. "You won't get two pailfuls

here, nor yet one. My missis tells me that there ain't hardly

more than a gallon left in the cask
;
and the brewer, he won't

be round for more than a week.''
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The third warder, having been driven into speech, showed
himself to be possessed of a flow of language.
"The brewer! Ain't there publics? If the publics was

open do you think we'd trouble you? They will be open by
the time you want a sup in the morning. If three chaps was

to come to my place, same as we've come to yours, I wouldn't

see 'em sinking for want of a drop of ale—no, I'm not that

sort."

Mr Parsons remained, seemingly, in silent contemplation.
The three warders watched him anxiously ;

never before had

they realised how slow the bucolic mind—and body—could

be. Then he announced the decision at which, by such

laborious processes, he had arrived.
"
ril go and draw a pint a-piece, that'll be two quarts : my

missus has got a jug as just holds it."

The tension on the warders' faces relaxed ;
the grey-haired

one heaved a sigh of sincere relief. He hailed the policeman
as he was going.

"That's more like it, Mr Parsons; I knew you were a man
on whom we could rely. Fill the jug up to the top, never

mind about a head on it, let it be all beer. And, look here,

don't forget the bread and cheese. And, by-the-way, you

might bring a mouthful of bread and cheese for that chap in

there." He motioned to Otway.
" We're not going to stand

him beer, but a mug of water wouldn't do him any harm."

When the constable had departed in search of the much-

desired refreshment the grey-haired warder's manner became

quite genial.

"Now, chaps, gather round, let's get chairs. It don't cost

no more to sit than to stand—at least, I hope Mr Parsons

won't charge us no more—and we've had about enough of

standing for just once in a while. We can all of us keep an

eye on our gentleman inside there while we're sitting down—
while we're enjoying a glass of as good ale as ever came
inside this house."

Here the grey-haired warder winked.

Four wooden chairs were placed in a semi-circle fronting
the open lock-up. The warders placed themselves on three of

them. The fourth was left for Mr Parsons. Some minutes,

however, elapsed before he returned. They could hear his

lumbering movements in the room beyond. The third warder

gave expression to the common feeling.
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"
I hope he ain't found that cask emptier than he thought.""
I hope not," echoed the cobby man, with every appearance

of sincerity.
There came the sound of a running tap.
"That's not beer," surmised the grey-head.

They Hstened.

"No," pronounced the silent man;
"
that's water. I hope

he's not putting water into that beer to make up for any
shortage."
The anxiety on their faces returned. Seemingly they were

racked by a haunting fear that their host might be guilty of

anything. When his portly form appeared in the doorway,
bearing a number of articles before him on a tray, each man
turned to him with looks of severity.

" Glad to see you, Mr Parsons," announced the grey-head.
"We was just beginning to be afraid that you weren't

coming."
The policeman said nothing. He placed his tray on a small

round table which was covered with American cloth. With
much deliberation he handed a plate of bread and cheese to

each of the warders and a fourth to Otway, together
—in his

case—with a large earthenware mug full of water.

"Thank you, Mr Parsons. It's very good of you to take so

much trouble
;
this bread and cheese looks dehcious."

It did look appetising, and the prisoner drank from his mug
with every appearance of unqualified enjoyment. Mr Parsons

filled four similar jugs with ale out of a large white jug which

had a bull's head to serve as a spout. He handed each man
one. The grey-haired warder received his with a beaming
smile.

"That's the stuff, Mr Parsons, that's the right kind of ale.

Never saw a drop of beer which gave greater pleasure to my
eye. Now, gentlemen, I'll give you a toast. Here's to the

County Police Force, coupled with the name of its excellent

representative, Mr Thomas Parsons."

Each man drank to the toast, including Mr Parsons

himself, who appeared to be unconscious of there being any-

thing incongruous in his doing so. He wiped his lips with

the back of his hand.
" Much obliged," he said.

" Same to you."
The three warders seemed reheved, as if a weight had been

lifted off their chests.
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" That's a drop of good ale, that is," declared the grey-head.

"There's nothing like it."

"
First-rate ale," admitted the silent man.

For the first time the cobby warder permitted himself to

differ. He was smacking his lips with the air of a connoisseur
;

there was a suggestion of doubt about his eyes.
"Seems to me it's a trifle bitterish. I may be wrong, but

there it is."

His grey-haired colleague laughed.
"

It's your stomach what's bitterish, that's what it is. It's so

long since it's had anything inside it that it's forgotten what

good ale is. I like my beer to have a nip in it, I do, so that

I can feel I'm swallowing something as it goes down my
throat. Well, gentlemen, I'm going to give you another

toast"; he winked, "which will help you to empty what's

left in your mugs, so as not to keep our friend, who's waiting
to fill 'em up again, waiting. I ask you to drink to a lady
who's an ornament to her sex, and just the wife for a future

sergeant of police, if not an inspector. Need I say, in this

company, that I'm alluding to Mrs Thomas Parsons. Here's

to her !

"

And there was to her; Mr Parsons again joining in drink-

ing to the toast. So heartily was it honoured that by all four

of them the mugs were emptied ;
each one tilting up his own

particular mug, so that the last remaining drops might be

drained into his mouth.
The effect produced by the prolonged libation was of an

extraordinary kind, one which was undoubtedly unexpected
by the drinkers.

No sooner, for instance, had the grey-haired warder assimi-

lated the last remaining drop, than a startled look came on
his face, to be immediately followed by one more peculiar
still. He half rose from his seat.

"There's something the matter," he mumbled.

Apparently something choked his utterance
;
at least, he got

no further than those four words. Instead of concluding his

sentence he made a sort of paralytic grab at his carbine, which

he had leaned against the back of his chair, only to send it

clattering to the floor. Fortunately it was not discharged

upon the spot. In what seemed to be an effort to stay its

progress he himself went after it, falling in a sort of helpless

lump right on top of the ill-treated weapon. The empty beer
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mug dropping from his hand was smashed to pieces. Where
he had fallen the warder remained, uttering, for a second or

two, a series of groans which it was unpleasant to listen to.

Then he was still.

His companions were affected with even greater celerity
than he had been. The cobby man's hands descended on
either side of him, his body shpped forward on the chair, his
head fell back, his mouth opened ;

in a flash he seemed to
have sunk into stertorous slumber.
The silent officer, who had complained of the bitterish taste,

appeared to have been stricken by a painful physical sensation.

Clapping his hands to the pit of his stomach, an internal

spasm appeared to twist him right round in his chair, toppling
it over, with him on top of it, so that he lay quite still,

athwart the seat of the chair, in about as uncomfortable a

position as he could very well have chosen. The policeman
was overcome more quickly than either of the others

;
he just

collapsed on to the floor as if the bones had been taken clean
out of him, and stayed there.

The transformation had been so sudden, so unexpected,
and so complete, that Mr Otway felt for a moment incapable
of believing the evidence of his own eyes. One instant the
four men had been sitting there in front of him, drinking
jovially together, the next they were lying there like so many
senseless logs. He stared, and stared, and stared. Then,
as none of them showed any disposition to move, he
muttered to himself:

*'
It occurs to me that there must have been something

radically wrong with the constitution of the best drop of beer
that ever came into the house

;
it's lucky that they confined

me to water."

All at once he heard a creaking sound without. Someone
was descending the stairs.

" Hollo !
—the plot thickens ! Who comes now ?

"

Although he could see nothing from where he was, he was
aware that the door which led into the passage had been

opened with as little noise as possible. As a matter of fact,

a young woman had put her head into the room
; by no

means a bad looking young woman either. The accident that

her hair was hanging down her back, and that she seemed to

have put on her clothes in a hurry, was not in any way
prejudicial to her personal appearance. After she had taken
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a survey of the condition of affairs inside the room, she in-

quired in a voice which was rendered tremulous probably by
a mixture of agitation and apprehension :

"Is that you, Mr Frank?"

Otway unhesitatingly replied :

"
Pray step right in ; always pleased to receive visitors."

That the new-comer had an intimate acquaintance with the

tone of Frank Thornton's voice was immediately disclosed by
the astonishment she showed as Otway answered.

" That's not Mr Frank's voice !

"
she cried.

Coming hurriedly forward into the room, advancing to the

open lock-up, she stared at its occupant. The disguise did

not take her in for a single second.
" You're not Mr Frank ! Who are you ?

"

"
I hope that Fm the next thing to being Mr Frank, since

I believe I have some title to call myself Mr Frank's best

friend."

The woman began to wring her hands, seeming on the

verge of tears.
" But— I don't understand !

—
they told me he was here !

"

"
I flatter myself that if it hadn't been for me he would have

been here. As it is, I trust that long ere this he's safe in

London. We've changed clothes
;

that's the explanation of

the mystery, my dear woman. I chanced to meet him at the

vicarage, flying for something dearer than life, so I took his

place and he took mine. As the gentlemen on the floor

didn't happen to be in the secret, here I am."
"Is it true what you're saying? Are you sure you're his

friend? Is he really safe?"
" Yes

;

—to all three of your questions."

"Oh, what have I done! If I'd only known I wouldn't

have moved a finger !

"

"
Then, possibly, it's fortunate for me that you didn't know.

May I ask if I'm indebted for what has happened to Mr
Parsons ?

"

" Mr Parsons ?—my Tom—do you mean has he done this ?

The idea ! why he wouldn't have done it for worlds
;

if he

finds out he'll feel like killing me !

"

"
May I inquire what it is you've done?"

"Done?—me? I've done nothing."
"
Is that so ? Then who has done something ?

"

" No one's done anything; no one ! It's been an accident,

I
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that's what it's been, just an accident. I suffer dreadfully
from faceache. I got some stuff which does it good and
makes you sleep. I kept it in a jug. The jug happened to
be hanging on the peg nearest to the barrel. I suppose myTom didn't see that there was anything in the jug, and filled

it up with beer."

"I see. And I suppose that the fact that you thought
Frank Thornton was inside the lock-up had nothing to do
with the accident?"
The young woman showed signs of strong emotion.
"
I've known Mr Frank all my life

; he's always been kind
to me. The vicarage is the only service I've ever had. I went
there when I first went out, and I stayed there till I was
married

;
and Mr Frank he's kissed me many and many a

time— that was before I knew Mr Parsons— it was only a

way he had !

"

"Just so. And not a bad way either. Goon."
Mrs Parsons peeped at him from behind the cover of her

handkerchief as if she were doubtful as to his meaning. She
went on.

"And when I heard that he was at the mercy of those
dreadful men, how could I tell that they'd be wanting beer
and that my Tom wouldn't see that there was something in

the jug !

"

"Precisely; how could you? We cannot command the

prophet's foresight. By the way, Mrs Parsons, I fancy that
if you were to feel in that grey-haired gentleman's coat-tail

pocket you'd find something which would relieve me of these

ornaments with which he has loaded me."
The young woman, making no bones about doing what she

was told, soon produced a bunch of queer-looking keys.
" I'm afraid that I myself am rather helpless. Do you think

you could unlock me ?
"

"Are you perfectly certain that you're Mr Frank's friend?"
"
Perfectly certain."

"And that he's safe?"

"Absolutely
—that is, to the best of my knowledge and

belief."
" Then I'll unlock you. I should think I did ought to be

able to unlock a pair of handcuffs ;
I've not been a policeman's

wife for nothing."
He thought of what Mr Parsons had said about having only
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locked up one small boy in the whole of his official life, he
wondered if she had acquired her knowledge by handcuffing
her husband and then practising unlocking him. However
that might have been, she showed herself deft enough at releas-

ing him. Presently he was standing up, freed from his fetters.
" That's better

;
that's a great deal better. Mrs Parsons,

you have—wittingly or not—rendered me a great service, and
one which I shall never forget. \\'hatever may come of this

night's adventure, neither Mr Parsons nor you shall suffer in

the end."
"

I do hope we sha'n't, especially Tom ! he's as innocent as

a babe unborn !

"

"
I give you my word, my dear woman, that neither he nor

you shall suffer. Now there comes the question of clothes.

I've had enough of this rig-out, although I've only had it on a

few hours. If I go away in it I sha'n't be long at liberty. I've

been looking at this gentleman who's lying across the chair.

It strikes me that he's about my height and build
; I might

borrow his uniform and leave him mine in exchange."
Mrs Parsons, wiping her eyes, looked up at him with a sort

of embryo smile.
" The idea of your going away dressed like a prison warder !

"

"It's not a bad idea, is it? I think I'll proceed to put it

into execution if you won't mind stepping outside just for

half-a-minute."

Mrs Parsons stepped outside. The change was effected,

and in a surprising short space of time. The fit was not all

that it might have been, especially as regards the cap, but it

served, and warders are not remarkable for the perfect fit of

their uniform. He called to the lady without.

"Mrs Parsons!"

She reappeared, now more disposed to smile than to cry.

He displayed himself before her twinkling eyes.
"You see, I've managed. Do you think it will do?"
"Well, I never did ! I never should have known you !"

"Then that's all right. I think you mentioned—acci-

dentally
—that P>ank Thornton kissed you—once."

She had the grace to blush.
" But that was before I met my Tom !

"

"Exactly. As I am acting as Frank Thornton's substitute

I feel that I should like to do what he would like to do.

Good-night, Mrs Parsons."
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He stooped and kissed her lightly on the cheek. Before

she could remonstrate he was in the passage, unlocking and

unbolting the door.

"A parting question : how shall I find the vicarage?"
" The vicarage ? Turn to your left when you get outside,

and keep straight on till you get to the end of the street, then

it's the first house across the way. You can't help noticing it,

because there's a lamp at the gate which is kept burning until

the morning."
Without another word he opened the door, and the tall

figure of a prison warder passed out into the night.



CHAPTER XXI

THE DEMON KING

WHEN George Otway, in the disguise of a prison warder,

having in mind Mrs Parsons' words as to the con-

stantly burning lamp at the gate, had found the vicarage, he

found himself confronted by still another difficulty. There,
sure enough, was the light at the gate, but the house itself

was in darkness. He could only guess at the time
;
but as the

month was October, and the faintest gleam of light was be-

ginning to show itself on the eastern horizon, he judged it to

be somewhere in the neighbourhood of five o'clock. Since it

was essential, if he wished to avoid recapture, that he should

be out of the district before daylight, it was obviously desirous

that he should gain admittance to the house with the least

possible delay. If Mrs Thornton had acted on his instructions,

and had had his bag brought from the station, he would be

able to disencumber himself of his tell-tale uniform and start

under as favourable conditions as possible
—that is, if he could

get at his bag. The difficulty lay in the if.

It would hardly do to rouse the house, in the ordinary way,

by ringing and knocking. Not only might the wrong person
come to the door, but more attention might be attracted than

was at all desirable. He would have tossed a handful of gravel
at Mrs Thornton's bedroom window, if he had known which
was her window, but there again was the if. He had not the

faintest notion in which part of the house she slept. It would
never have done to startle the maidservant possibly half out of

her senses by assaulting her bedroom window.

Possibly the safest method of effecting an entry would be by

committing burglary. If he could only find a window which

would let him through, by exercising care, and making as little

noise as need be, it was quite possible that he might do all

that he wanted to do, and be away again before anyone in the

house had woke to the consciousness of his presence. He
thought that he might take it for granted that the bag

— if it

224
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was anywhere—was in the room in which he had changed
clothes with Frank Thornton on the previous evening. The
point was : how was he to reach the room ? From without he
could not even decide upon its whereabouts

;
he could not

remember from which side it had looked out, and, in the
darkness all the windows seemed the same. If he was only
inside he believed that he could find it on the instant.

Oh, for a convenient window !

The one which he had found open the night before was now
locked, and—apparently

—shuttered too. Ingress could not

be had through that. Another promising window with large,
wide sashes, and a sill raised only a couple of feet above the

ground, was also secured on the inside by means of shutters
;

he could see them dimly through the pane, which was obscured
neither by blind nor curtain. Probably the kitchen was on the

other side. So far as he could make out, in the worse than

uncertain light, the same conditions did not apply to the

window whi^.h adjoined it—that was unshuttered. But it was
a small one, the sill being perhaps five feet above the ground.

There was a knife in the warder's pocket. He tried the

big blade first, to find that he could not reach the latch from

where he stood. Prowling about in search of something by
means of which he could raise himself his foot struck against
what seemed to be a plant in a good-sized wooden box.

Without hesitation he picked it up in his arms. Although
its weight was as much as he could stagger under he managed
to get it to the little window. Ruthlessly turning it over, by
means of mounting on the exposed side he found he could

reach what he wanted. The big blade proving too thick to

slip between the sashes he substituted the smaller one. Pre-

sently, after a little gentle manipulation the hasp sprang back,

with scarcely a sound. In another second the window was

open. So small, however, was the aperture thus exposed
that it was only with difficulty he could insert his bulky form.

Indeed, he stuck quite fast, when he was half-way through,

so that he was able to move neither back nor forward; and

it was only after some distinctly painful manoeuvres, and a

considerable waste of time, that he was able to gain his end.
"

It feels to me," he said to himself, when at last he found

himself inside, "as if every bone in my body was crushed

out of shape. If I had quite realised how tight that window

was I doubt whether, even under the very pressing circum-
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stances, I should have been disposed to tackle it
;

it's a

wonder I didn't wedge myself in in such a fashion as to insure

my being ignominiously trapped. Now, where am I ? I've

a notion it's the pantry. Where is the door? I'd give a

five-pound note for a box of matches !

"

When he had found the door, and was on the other side

of it, he was not much better off. The darkness was Egyptian.
He discovered that he had been mistaken in supposing that

he would be any better off when he had effected an entrance :

he had not the vaguest idea which way to turn, or what to do.

So bewildered was he by ignorance of his surroundings
that it was with a sense of actual relief that he learnt, all at

once, that he had aroused the house. He heard a door being
unlocked overhead. A dim light from above served to show
that he was in a sort of passage, with the staircase on his

right. A quavering voice came over the balusters.

"Who's that downstairs?"
In spite of the quaver he recognised the voice : it was

Mrs Thornton's. He answered, half beneath his breath :

"
It is I : George Otway."

The information seemed to occasion the old lady surprise,

not unmixed with apprehension.
" Mr Otway ! Are you sure that you are Mr Otway ?

"

He moved towards the foot of the staircase, intending to

give her ocular proof that he really was himself. So soon

as she saw him she gave a stifled cry.
" You are not George Otway ! you are one of those people

from the prison back again."
He ascended the stairs, reassuring her as he ascended.
"

I give you my word, Mrs Thornton, that I am George
Otway : I have only once more changed my clothes. Instead

of a felon I am now a warder. If you did as I asked you,
and my bag is in the house, within five minutes I shall have

changed again into my own proper self."

The old lady still seemed shaking with fright. Clinging
to the balusters with one hand, a lighted candle held in the

other, an old faded dressing-gown thrown over her night-

dress, she stood blinking up at him as if he had been some
dreadful visitant.

"
I had your bag brought down, it's in Frank's room."

"And which is that?" She moved the candle towards

the door. "How shall I get a light?"



THE DEMON KING 227

" Here are some matches. You will find a candle in the
room." As he was going she cried to him, with, in her tone,
a note of sudden fear :

" Mr Otway, what are you going
to do?"
He turned to her, surprised by the change in her voice

and bearing: her worn face was working as if she was suffering
from some disease of the muscles.

"Why, Mrs Thornton, I'm going to do nothing; that is,

nothing particular. I am only about to clothe myself in

my own garments, and I assure you I shall be glad to do so.

Then I will relieve you of my presence again as fast as I

possibly can. My dear lady, why do you look at me like

that, as if I were a ghost? Long ere this Frank should
be in safety : everything is going well. I warned you that

I might return at any moment, even as a thief in the night."
She shook her head feebly, as if her feelings were altogether

beyond her powers of utterance.
"

It isn't that," she muttered. "
It isn't that."

When, within a very few minutes, he came out of Frank's

room, clothed again in his own attire, she was still upon the

landing. She greeted him with an odd remark, spoken with

an appearance of something more than disquietude, as if she

had been treating of some unholy thing.
" Mr Otway, they told me at the station that, in a first-class

compartment on the train by which you had travelled, two

men had been found—murdered."

She dropped her voice, as she uttered the last word, in

a fashion which had about it something which was almost

ominous.
He started back, taken wholly by surprise. He had not

reckoned that the news would have travelled quite so quickly.
"
Murdered, Mrs Thornton ! But that's impossible ! They

certainly were not murdered."

Observing his discomposure she had apparently drawn from

it her own conclusions, regarding him with accusatory eyes.
"

I thought so ! I thought so !

" She repeated her words

twice over.
"
It was not for Elsie's sake only that you came

here ! That Frank should be so indebted to you ! My poor
children ! Go quickly, sir, before the avengers of blood are

at hand, and may the Lord have mercy upon you, for,

apparently, you have placed yourself beyond the reach of

man's help."
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They were not comfortable words to have ringing in his

ears as he went out again into the silence and the darkness

of the night ; for it was yet dark, and the light on the horizon

was still but the faintest glimmer. His plans were of the

vaguest. The sudden alteration in Mrs Thornton's manner,
the evident desire which she had shown to be rid of him,

to be relieved of the contagion of his presence, had affected

him so unpleasantly, that he had scarcely stayed to obtain

from her explicit instructions as to the road by which he

was to travel. So he started forth on his fresh journeying
in a state of mental confusion and discomfort which were

as unusual as they were unwelcome.

It was altogether beyond the range of possibility that

Harvey and Rochambeau had been found murdered, none

knew that better than he did. But was it possible that they
had been found dead? He had done nothing which could

have been responsible for bringing their careers to such a

sudden termination ; but, still, if they were dead he would

be in a truly terrible position.

And that Elsie's mother should have imagined that he

could have been guilty of such a crime ! Should, indeed,

seemingly have taken it for granted, that he had two men's

blood upon his hands ! The sting lay in that—that she

esteemed it as even conceivable that he could be such a

wretch ! Elsie's mother !

He strode on through the night, his fists clenched, his lips

pressed tightly together, saying hard things of himself to

himself, not knowing where he was going, or seeming to

care. How far he had gone, or how long he had been

about it, he had no notion, when a sudden sound made him

pause. A whirring, buzzing sound was coming towards him

through the air.

"It's a motor," he decided.

It was yet at a considerable distance, only the perfect

stillness which prevailed rendered it audible at all. Himself

a motorist, acquainted with motorists' ways, his first thought
was that it was some record-breaking gentleman, who was

taking advantage of the deserted highways, and the absence

of the police, to give his car its head. A brief period of

listening, however, showed that that could hardly be the

case. His trained ear enabled him to perceive that the car

was not only not going fast
;
but that it was varying its pace
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in a fashion which suggested eccentricity on the part of the
motor or the chauffeur. It would give a forward whizz, which
would continue for a second or two, to suddenly change to
a snail-like crawl, which would give place, as suddenly, to

another whizz, returning to a snail-like crawl, followed by a

regular burst, for perhaps a dozen seconds, only to subside

again into a more pronounced crawl than before. This erratic

method of progression
—as was shown by the varying volume

of sound—was repeated over and over again.
" Either someone's trying experiments on lines of his own,

or there's something wrong with the works. I believe he's

coming my way. He is ! What wouldn't I give for a ride

upon his car ! Just the thing I'm wanting. If he'd only give
me a lift he might dash across country in any direction he
chooses. Is the fellow talking to himself?"
He was certainly talking to someone, and at the top of his

voice. Presently he began singing, too. After an interval of

perhaps another couple of minutes two vivid white lights

appeared upon his right, at a considerable distance from
where he was standing.

" That shows how straight the road is
;

I should say that

those lights must be the best part of a mile from where I am.

What a row the fellow's making ;
he must be stark, staring

mad. If so, he ought to be just the man for me."

Someone on the approaching motor was singing, at the top
of a sufficiently loud voice, snatches from a surprising variety

of popular songs, passing from grave to gay, from the severe

to the ultra-frivolous, with an ease and rapidity which indicated
—to say the least—a musical taste of an unusually cosmo-

politan kind. It almost seemed as if he was adapting the

pace of his car to the style of his song, crawling along to the

stately cadences of "
Nazareth," flying to the Uvely strains of

"
Keep off the Grass." As he neared Otway he was bellowing

something in German which, if his rendering was the correct

one, went with a positively irritating drawl, so slowly did his

motor move—with the apparent intention of keeping time to

the song, that it scarcely seemed to move at all. Otway hailed

him when he was within a yard or two.
" Hollo ! what might that song be with which you're

favouring the stilly night? It's strange to me."

The vocalist stopped both his singing and his car, answering

the inquiry as if it were the most natural thing in the world
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that such a question should be addressed to him by a perfect

stranger, in such a place, at such a time.
" That's a German students' song, in two-and-twenty verses,

each verse has two-and-twenty lines, and each line has to be

sung three times over. It's adapted to an all-night sitting,
since it takes all night to sing it through. And as the air's

of no account, and the words are meaningless, it doesn't matter
what state you're in when you're singing it. Who are you ?

You look as if you were a gentleman, and you sound as if

you're one."

Otway's tone, as he replied, was dry."
It's very good of you to say so. I've been listening to

you for a quarter of an hour, wondering what sort of jaunt

you were out on."

"Oh, I'm riding to the devil; there's nothing like a motor
for an excursion of the kind

; and, at this time of the morning,
what are you doing here listening to anything ?

"

" I'm beginning to wonder."
"The deuce you are. Then, if that's the sort of man I've

met he ought to be fit company for a ride with me."
"
Nothing would please me better. Where are you going ?

"

" To Southampton or to Dover, to Land's End or to John
o'Groats, into the next hedge or ditch, it's all about the same
to me."
"Then if that's the case a whizz to Southampton would

exactly suit my taste."

"A whizz, you say? Then, by jingo! you shall have it.

I'll show you what a 50-horse-power can do when the road
is clear. Up you come !

" As George Otway mounted to the

vacant seat, the driver shouted,
" Perkins !

"

Although the tonneau to all appearances was empty, an

answering voice came from the rear :

"
Yes, sir !

"

"Are you prepared for sudden death ?"
"

I hope I am, sir
;
I ought to be by now."

" What you ought to be, and what you are, are two different

things, entirely. Don't be an ass ! I'm going to see what this

car can do. You know what that means, so you'd better hang
on by your eyelids."
The voice came again, only more faintly than before, with,

about it, something which suggested a sigh.

"Yes, sir."
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The chauffeur explained to the puzzled Otway, his explana-
tion, however, only serving to increase his puzzlement.

"That's Bob Perkins. He's supposed to be my driver,
and he'd like to drive me, but I prefer to drive him, as, you'll
observe, I'm about to do. He's a timid soul, with a rooted

objection to seeing himself rushing to eternal smash. As I

hate to have him fidgeting at my side, asking what's to become
of his wife and children if I make a funeral of him—which

obviously is a preposterous thing to ask—and I dislike thinking
that he's studying the shape of my head from behind, con-

sidering which is the most promising spot to whack at, I make
him stop, not on the seat, but under it. I've had it constructed

specially for his accommodation, and I pay him double wages
for stopping there. He's not in my way, and if there's a

burst-up he comes in handy—that is, if there's anything left

of him, which there generally seems to be. Although he's of
a different opinion himself, the man appears to be unsmashable.
Do you know anything about motors?"
"A little."
"
Perhaps enough to know a good one when you see it

;
this

you're on is a beauty. I call her My Queen, sir, My Queen,
because she is my queen for the present, my very latest 50-

horse-power queen. She's the best car in England, never
mind what the other fellows say. I've won prizes on her for

going up-hill and for going down, for stopping and starting,
for steering and for all sorts of gymnastics, for speed and for

endurance, for time and for distance. I've won obstacle races

on her, I've performed every kind of feat with her which
automobile ingenuity could suggest, and she's cost more money
in fines than any car of her age in Great Britain."

"That's a comfortable reflection, at any rate."
"

It is. I'm going for all the records, the championship in

fines among the rest. It's my intention that every rural

policeman—rural, mind : I bar the cities, I'm not a Juggernaut !

throughout the length and breadth of England shall have told

lies about me before I've finished. I don't know how many
thousand of them there are, but it will take some doing. I

mean that every one of them shall know me by sight, so that

they can tell lies about me, even to their grandchildren in the

days which are to come. I'm a striking figure ; they won't

need to see me twice in order to have my image impressed

upon what they call their brains."
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He was, as he said, indeed a striking figure : a huge man,
judging from the way he towered over the by no means
dwarf-like Otway on the seat at his side, possibly six feet five

or six in height. He had a long red beard, as long almost as

a woman's hair. As the car swept onward the wind drove it

over his shoulder in a fashion which made its unwieldiness
more obvious. A moustache of equally preposterous dimen-
sions decorated his upper lip. Otway felt, as he eyed him,
that he reminded him of nothing so much as the ogre in the

Christmas pantomime. He seemed to enjoy the glances with
which Otway was favouring him.

" You'd know me again, wouldn't you ?
"

"Among a million."

The huge man laughed.
" There's conviction in your tone ; I've not a doubt you're

right. They call me the Demon King, but whether it's

because of my temper, or my morals, or my appearance, or a
combination of the three, I never am quite sure. I played
the Demon King in a children's pantomime which I had in

my own house last year, played it without the slig4itest make-

up. Everybody congratulated me on the way in which I

looked the part."
"

I can believe it, easily."
"

I thought you would. You're the sort of companion I

like to have when I'm riding to the devil. Is this whizz

enough for you ?
"

"Just about. How fast are we going?""
It depends on who is the timekeeper. The average rural

policeman, with his twenty-five-shilling stop-watch in his

hand, and his senses nowhere, would tell you a hundred-and-

twenty miles an hour, and swear to it. I tell you about fifty,

and you can bet on me. But if we do come to a down grade,
and I don't put on the brake, or slow her, that rural policeman
won't be such a liar after all."

They were flying on at such a pace that the mere pressure
of the air against their mouths and faces made it difficult to

speak. To make themselves audible they had to shout. The
speed at which they were going

—
through the darkness !

—
rendered it impossible for them to say what kind of

country it was through which they were touring. But the

terrific bumping which they had to endure, occasionally
almost jerking Otway off his seat, although he was clinging
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to it with both hands, made it sufficiently plain that the road
over which they were passing was not remarkable for the
excellence of its surface.

The chauffeur called attention to the fact with a sudden yell :

"Nice easy going, these country roads."

Otway yelled back at him :

" You think so ? The position of the bones in my body
will be altered if this goes on long."
"You wait till we come to a nice stretch of unrolled flints;

then your real enjoyment will begin."

Otway thought of the unfortunate Bob Perkins underneath
the seat.

" Won't that man of yours be banged to bits ?
"

"A little banging does him good—calms his mind."

Otway was inwardly of opinion that it would calm his body
too—that is, if, at the end of the journey, there was any of
it left to calm. Suddenly they leaped round a corner almost
at right angles, with a mad twist, which all but sent the car

over on one side, and the two men off it on the other—what
had happened to Bob Perkins one could only guess. It was
some moments before Otway had recovered breath enough
to shout :

"
Is that the way in which you always go round corners?"

"
Generally. I like her to take 'em in her stride

;
shows

you how she answers to her helm. If you like—just to show

you what she can do— I'll take you round a hundred-foot

square at sixty miles an hour."
" Thank you ;

when I'm looking for trouble of that sort I'll

let you know."

Suddenly the bumping increased
;
the wind assailed them

with greater force
; particles of dust came dashing against

their faces, pricking them as if it had been powdered glass.

"Aren't we going faster?"
"

It's down-hill—now's the time for your rural bobby with

his watch."
" What hill is it ?

" *

" Haven't a notion."

"What's at the bottom?—can't you see?— I can't; the

dust and the wind together are about blinding me."

"Same here—don't worry
— trust to fortune, that's my

motto
;
sometimes I come to grief, and sometimes I don't—

you've got to take your chances."
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In spite of the speaker's reckless words Otway had suffi-

cient command of his sense of perception to perceive
that he not only kept a keen look-out, spotting bends and

objects in the road which were quite invisible to his passenger,

but, also, that he negotiated them with admirable skill.

Again the pace slackened—although they were still being

bumped and whirled through the air.
" We're at the bottom—now for the up-grade. I'll show

you that she can go up as well as down."
"

I hope you know the road."
" In a general sort of way—that is, I've been over it before,

in broad daylight. Going at this rate, through the darkness,
I'm almost as much a stranger on it as you can be. Hollo !

—
what's that? Some fool's left something lying on the road."

It seemed that some "fool" had. The car seemed to

strike against some unseen object which caused her to bound,
like a thing of life, into the air. Otway thought that, this

time, they certainly were over. But in a fashion which seemed
almost miraculous, the car, righting herself, went speeding
on.

" That was a shaver !

"
admitted the driver.

Otway did not need to be told. He was beginning to

wonder if, after all, he would not have been better off, if,

refusing to take advantage of Mrs Parsons' good offices, he

had stayed in her husband's lock-up. Nor were his doubts

appreciably eased by what his companion said next.
" From where I met you I take it to be under forty miles

to Southampton—perhaps thirty-seven. The sun gets up at

twenty minutes past six
; you shall be there in time to see

him rise— if the machine lasts out. That will give us some-

thing under three quarters of an hour to do it in
; you asked

for a whizz, and you shall have one. If any rural policemen
are taking an early walk abroad, they'll be of opinion that I'm

exceeding the legal limits—those men are such scoundrels."

He was as good as his word, though there were times when

Otway would rather he had not been. Just as the first

rays of the sun were commencing to gild the sky the
" Demon

King," who had lately been coming along at an almost in-

credible rate of speed, stopped with a sudden jerk which

caused his passenger to almost break both his neck and his

spine.
" We've arrived !

"
he exclaimed, in a tone ot triumph.
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" Done it to a tick ! I call that something like a whizz, don't

you ?
"

Otway was so shaken, and so generally disorganised, that

his speech was not so fluent as he would have desired.
" Rather—rather too much of a whizz for me."
" There you are !

—^I give you what you ask for—good
measure, well pressed down !

—and now you're not satisfied.

Human nature all over ! Well, here's Southampton ;
do you

want me to take you to Plymouth ?
"

"Thank you.—I'm extremely obliged, but I won't put you
to so much trouble, I think I'd rather descend right here."

"Then descend at once; or you'll have to do it while I'm

moving."

Otway descended, as rapidly as his disjointed condition

allowed. Scarcely had his feet touched the ground before

the car was off; giving him no opportunity to thank its owner
for the service he had rendered him. He watched it as it

vanished—with a roar—in a cloud of dust.
"

I wonder what's become of poor Bob Perkins ?
"



CHAPTER XXII

THE CIRCUS KING

HE himself felt half dazed. He was aching all over,

almost as if he had been severely pummelled. He
was covered from head to foot with dust; his mouth was

parched by the dust which he had swallowed— he could

hardly see out of his eyes. The first thing needful was clean

water—and plenty of it. His own acquaintance with South-

ampton was of the slightest ;
the car appeared to have

deposited him on the extreme confines of the town. By
the time he had reached the heart of the city the world

was stirring. He entered an inn in the High Street, accost-

ing a dishevelled waiter.

"Can I have a bath at once? I've motored over with a

gentleman who has gone on farther
;

I feel as if fresh water

would do me good."
The waiter shook his head.
"
Ah, them motor cars is dirty things ! The bathroom's

this way, sir."

By the time he had finished breakfast the morning paper
was down from town. He was prepared for the announce-

ment which confronted him directly the sheet was unfolded,

though he had not expected that it would have been displayed
in quite such startling fashion :

"Jacob Gunston again!

The Vauxhall Junction Murderer on the Brighton

Line !

He conceals the Bodies of two more Victims in a

Lavatory Carriage !

"

There was the story with which he was already too well

acquainted, told for all it was worth—and a little more. One
would have supposed, from the use of the word "bodies," that

the "two victims" had been found dead. Not a bit of it.

236
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They had been found very much alive and kicking. Indeed,
it was because of the noise they made that discovery had
followed. The tale they had poured out to greedy ears had
been distinctly of the coloured kind

; still, Otway recognised
that there was enough of truth in it to make it extremely
desirable that he should keep, for a time, out of reach of the

police. If his association with Frank Thornton's flight became
known, as it probably would before long, then the desir-

ability of such a proceeding would become appreciably in-

creased : the law looks with revengeful feelings on those who
help a felon to escape.
Not the least awkward feature of the matter, from his point

of view, lay in the fact that the paper contained a complete
list of the numbers of Ebenezer Pullen's bank-notes

; supplied
by Mr Rochambeau from the list contained in his "father's"
note-book. As Pullen's legacy stood, to all intents and
purposes, for all he had in the world this was awkward.
Before long the whole world would be on the lookout for

those bank-notes. If he were not detained in the act of

attempting to cash one it would still serve as a clue which
would at once put the pursuers on his heels.

So, at a single sweep, his whole fortune became but so

much waste-paper. Apart from Pullen's notes he possessed
but six pounds four shillings and ninepence.
As he was considering this uncomfortable fact, the waiter

began to clear away the breakfast things. He was a friendly

creature, with a tendency to be loquacious. As he piled the

various articles on his tray he said, in a casual sort of fashion :

"
I see that there Jacob Gunston's been at his tricks again."

Otway started
;
he remembered with a sensation of emphatic

relief, that he had shaved his face, dyed his hair, stained his

cheeks with Frank Thornton's brown shoe polish, changed
his clothes. He certainly did not now resemble—at least, to

the casual eye
—the description given of him in the paper.

Therefore the air of indifference with which he replied to the

waiter was not an affair of outside show only.
"So I see."
" A pretty sort, he is. I should like to have the handling

of him. A pity men like him can't be drowned while they're
babies. But the police will have him in the end, you'll see."

Although he did not say so, George Otway hoped that he

should not see, just at present.
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That night he was on the steamer which was bound to

Havre. Feeling strongly that it would be just as well if he
was out of England for a while, since his funds would not

permit of his going far away, it occurred to him that a short

sojourn in France might give him an opportunity of consider-

ing the situation, in comparative safety and seclusion.

Besides, six pounds might perhaps be made to go farther in

France than in England.
The boat left the South-Western Railway Company's wharf

at midnight. Otway enjoyed a last pipe on deck as she

steamed down Southampton Water. A burly man, dressed

in a lurid suit of check tweeds, came up to him. He had a

big cigar between his lips.
" Fine night," he observed.

Otway admitted that it was. As the man turned towards

him the air was scented with whiskey. Although he was

certainly not drunk
; equally certainly he had taken sufficient

to make him disposed to be confidential with a perfect

stranger.
" This is the fiftieth time Fve come across this way ;

the

fiftieth time to-night, it is."

"
Is that so ? You should know it pretty well."

"
I should

;
and I do. There's few ways I don't know, if

it comes to that
;
few ways from anywhere to anywhere. Fve

done 'em all. Fm the Circus King."

Otway smiled
;

this was the second king he had met within

the last four-and-twenty hours. The first had been the

Demon King ; this, it seemed, was a king of another genus.
The stranger continued, oblivious of the other's smile :

"
Yes, Fm the Circus King, that's who I am : Brown, the

Circus King."

Otway began to understand.
"

I have heard of you, and of your circus, Mr Brown."
" That's nothing. Most people have. It's only fools who

haven't. Not that my name is Brown. The name that Fve
a right to is FitzGerald Sanderson Giffard. Most men, with

a name like that of their very own, would have stuck it on
the bills. But I said,

' No
; we've had too much of the

aristocracy on the bills already. I'll be Brown.' So I am
Brown : Brown, the Circus King."
He was silent, as if he wished this solemn fact to permeate

the other's intelligence by degrees. Then he went on :
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" My show's at Rouen
;
not the greatest show on earth :

I don't go in for bunkum of that kind. My show's the

Hippodrome of the New Century, that's what my show is,

neither more nor less. Looks well in French. I've been
over the way in search of talent, and I haven't found it."

"That's unfortunate."
"

It's worse—it's awkward— damn awkward. I've got a pro-

gramme a couple of foot long. On the bottom of it's printed
'The Management reserve the right of altering this programme
should occasion require.' And occasion does require, you
bet, all the time. Half of the names on it are dummies, only
about six inches of it's genuine turns. Audiences don't like

it, not even French ones." Otway deemed it more than

possible ;
but did not say so. The Circus King was looking

him up and down with eyes which, though they were more
than a little bloodshot, still were keen enough.

" You're not

in the profession yourself, I suppose ? No offence ! but

there's something about your cut which would take the

women's fancy if they saw you in the ring ;
and I'm so pushed

for talent, that, rather than go back empty-handed, I'd ask

King Solomon in all his glory if he was any hand at dancing
tubs. If you're looking out for an opportunity to distinguish

yourself, here's the chance of a lifetime."

Otway was tickled. He was quick to see that, if the man
was serious, here was an opportunity, indeed

; though hardly
the sort of opportunity the speaker painted. The police

would scarcely look for him in a circus ring ;
and the change

out of his original six pounds would not go far even in France.
"
I've never tried my hand at that sort of thing ;

I'm afraid

I should be of no use to you at all."

The Circus King seemed to be of a different opinion.
"You're the very man I'm looking for; the very man.

Shake !

"

He held out a grimy palm,
"Before I shake I should like to know what I'm shaking

about. If I've any talent, in your sense, candidly, I've not the

faintest shadow of a notion in what direction it lies."

"Can you shoot?"
"
I have shot."

"You know one end of a gun from another?
"

"
I certainly do know that."

He did not mention that few men were his equals with
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either a shot gun or a rifle
;
and that with a revolver he could

hold his own. Nor did the Circus King appear to consider

it of the least importance that his new acquaintance should

lay claim to proficiency of any sort or kind.

"Then I tell you what you shall be, you shall be Bull's

Eye, the American Champion Shootist, the Marksman of

the Plains. I'll have your life's story on a little special note

in the programme. Pity you haven't only got one eye !

"

"Thank you ;
I'm just as well contented with two."

" You wouldn't put a patch over one of them ?
"

"What's the notion?"

"The public have a fancy for a one-eyed marksman. I

have thought, more than once, of trying one who was stone

blind
;
but I'm not quite sure how it would work. It wouldn't

make any difference to their shooting if they were all stone

blind, I do know that."

"I'm afraid I don't quite follow."
" My dear boy, I've got a piano that is a piano. You take

away the front, there's a metal disc attached to each wire, you
aim at the discs—with a repeating rifle—the notes are struck,

and so you fire out a tune
;
in France it's the '

Marseillaise,' in

England it's 'God Save the King,' in Ireland it's 'The
Wearin' o' the Green— '

always cater for the public taste.

Wonderful effect on an audience that act has."
" But I could no more fire out a tune—as you put it—than

you could fly."

"You say you know one end of a gun from the other."

"Yes
;
but that's one thing

"

"That's the thing. All you've got to do is to point the

barrel right ahead—if you can do it standing on your head all

the better, but that's not indispensable
—and pull the trigger.

You leave the rest to me. Don't you worry yourself about

trifles. Amazing what you can do in the shooting way, with a

man who knows one end of a gun from the other. Now, I've

got an electric device. You fire at the ivory buttons. Every
time you hit one it illuminates a letter, until you've got

' Vive

la France '

in flaring twenty-four-inch capitals. I tell you that

takes 'em !

"

" But don't you ever get found out ?
"

" Not if a man acts on the square, and is an honest

gentleman. Of course there are scabs about. My last

marksman, he was one. He had a little difference with one
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of the members of my company, so he takes it out of me !

Nice game that was. One night he was firing out the ' Mar-
seillaise,' the tune was going strong, but I found that, instead
of cheering like mad, the people were holding their sides with

laughter. Then I saw that that black - hearted scoundrel
instead of pointing the muzzle of his weapon at the piano, like

a man, was aiming it all over the shop. It didn't matter
where he aimed, every time he pulled the trigger a note was
sounded : of course that gave away the show. The audience
didn't like it. But I don't suppose you'd play me a trick like

that."
"
I think I may safely undertake to say that I wouldn't do

that."

"Then, shake!"
Still with some appearance of doubt Otway yielded his hand

to the other, and "shook," but there was evidently no doubt
whatever in the mind of the Circus King.

" My dear boy, you're Bull's Eye, the American Champion
Shootist, the Marksman of the Plains, and don't you forget it.

Later, I shouldn't be surprised if we rigged up another act for

you, most of my crowd do double turns. Let me see—you
might be the Brawny Bedouin

;
the Big Bandit of Bokhara ;

the Latest Strong Man of the West, and do the Samson and
Delilah business—breaking ropes, and chains, and lifting horses

and carts with your teeth, and that sort of thing."
"

I suppose that also would be arranged."
The Circus king closed his left eye in a portentous wink.
" My dear boy, in my place everything's arranged : it's all

done on a system : nothing's left to chance. I've got all the

necessary apparatus
—

magnificent fit-up ! The only thing that's

wanted in a show like mine is talent."

They talked till the steamer was far out at sea. On
reaching Havre they went on together, by train, to Rouen.

There Mr Brown introduced him to a large canvas tent,

which, according to a huge legend which ran nearly half-way

round it, was

" L'HiPPODROME DU SlECLE NOUVEAU."

On entering, they were greeted by a young lady in fleshings.
"
This," explained the Circus King,

"
is Madeleine, Nature's

Miracle; the Greatest Bender the World has ever seen— and
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likewise Pauline Petroski, the Russian Lady Bare-Backed
Rider of the Cossack Steppes—SaUie, my dear, this is our

new Bull's Eye."
As the young lady looked up at him with laughing black

eyes George Otway was disposed to think that he was entering
on the queerest adventure of all.

I

I
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a piano with a rifle ;
which feat, I understand, according to

the bills, is one in which I am supposed to be peculiarly

proficient. You, I take it, are all that the advertisements

represent you to be."
" At any rate, I'm not a fraud. I suppose there's hankey-

pankey everywhere ;
but there's a bit too much of it about

Brown's show for this child. I can ride. I was on a horse as

soon as I was out of long clothes, but that's not my special
line of business, I don't pretend it is. There's heaps can beat

me at that game. But Brown's never satisfied with your doing
one thing well ; if he could he'd make you do the whole bag
of tricks single-handed. I'm a bender, that's what I am

;
and

if there's anyone can beat me at bending I don't know who it

is. If I could only find a backer I'd be willing to match

myself against anyone who's going
—each side to name half-a-

dozen tricks, and each trick to score one point. It isn't

everybody who can do this : it's a new thing I am going to try

to-night. I was practising it just before you came."
Miss Price, the freedom of her limbs in no way trammelled

by the tights which displayed her well-shaped figure to such

advantage, suddenly flung herself forward on to the palms of

her hands, so that, her body supported by her rigid arms, she

was, all at once, upside down, with her feet in the air. She

remained, quite motionless, in that position, for perhaps a

dozen seconds, as if it were the most natural thing in the world

that a lady should be completely at her ease when topsy-turvy.

Then, very slowly, she twisted her right leg seemingly half

round in its socket, lowering it down her back till her foot

embraced her neck. When the operation was completed she

repeated it with the left leg, lowering it, however, down the

front of her, instead of the back
;
so that one leg was on either

side of her body. Then, with the same uncomfortable slowness,
she raised her left hand from the ground, stretching it out till

it clasped her right knee
; leaving her supported on one hand

only. Lowering herself, till her whole distorted body was

balanced on the crown of her head, she gripped her left knee
with her right hand

; and, bending her neck till one wondered
when the moment would come that it would snap, commenced
to turn a series of grotesque, dreadful somersaults across the

ring. Otway felt that he was expected to applaud ;
but the ex-

hibition was, to his mind, such an unpleasant one that it was all

he could do to keep himself from interrupting the performance.
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When she had wriggled herself a certain distance, returning
in the same manner as she had gone, she proceeded, as it

were, to unfasten herself; a process which evidently required
infinite care, as well as considerable time. At last she was

again upside down upon her hands
;
then sprang lightly back

upon her feet. Her face was geranium scarlet, the blood-
vessels seemed bursting through her skin, the eyes starting
from her head

;
and she was gasping for breath, but still she

smiled, with what was unmistakably an air of triumphant
satisfaction.

"Well," she demanded, seeing that Otway still kept silent,
" what do you think of that ?

"

He would have been sorry to have been compelled to say
what he thought, so he temporised.

" Wonderful ! wonderful ! Isn't—isn't it rather painful ?
"

"
It is and it isn't. If you keep yourself just so it's not

so bad
;
but if you let yourself get a bit rusty, my crikey ;

it

gives you beans. When you're putting yourself back the

joints won't go into their proper places, and—oh, sometimes
I could shriek ! It would give the audience a shake-up if you
were to let yourself go ;

but it would be the end of you so

far as the profession was concerned. I have fainted, some-
times you can't help it, but I've always managed to keep
right till I was straightened out again. If you were to go off

while you were all knotted up, goodness knows what would
become of you." She shuddered, as if the prospect were too

dreadful even for her to contemplate.
" The great thing is to

be always practising ;
a dozen times a day, if you can

;
never

lose a chance. Extraordinary how soon your joints get rusty.

Why, I've travelled all the way from Marseilles to Nice in a

lover's knot
;

that's one of my great specialties, a lover's

knot. Of course, I had the carriage all to myself; but if

anyone had happened to look through the window it would

have been a bit of all right !

"

Otway tried to picture to himself this distinctly prepossess-

ing looking damsel traversing that lonely stretch of country
in—what horrible dislocation of shapely limbs would result—
of all things in the world—in a lover's knot ?

A man, who he had been conscious had been watching
them for the last two or three moments, with arms folded

across a sufficiently broad chest, advanced to where they were

standing. Otway, anticipating a friendly greeting, for the
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spirit of the place seemed to be one of hail-fellow-well-met,
was surprised by the brusque fashion in which the newcomer
addressed him.

"
Well, my fine cove, who might you happen to be? "

The question was asked in a tone of voice which was

scarcely meant to be friendly. Otway looked the questioner
up and down. Although not tall, he was broad out of all

proportion to his height ;
his chest measurement would not

have discredited a giant. Without being in any way gross,
he would not improbably have turned the scale at seventeen
stone. The expression of his face, which was naturally surly,
was not improved by the fact that he appeared to have had
his nose broken at some period of his life ; and afterwards

set, possibly by some amateur chirurgeon, a little out of the

straight. Otway returned his stare, with a smile.
" Without intending the least discourtesy, might I turn

your question round, and ask who you might happen to be?"
The fashion in which his inquiry had been received seemed

to take the broad-chested man slightly aback. He glowered
in silence, as if at a loss for words

;
when they came they

certainly did not breathe a more amicable spirit.
"

I'll tell you who I am, and pretty soon, if you're very
anxious to know ; and I'll tell you something else as well :

this young lady's my property. I don't allow no one to go
fooling about with her

;
so just you take the tip from me.

You sheer off; or you'll find I'll make you."
However, on this occasion he "sheered off" himself.

While Otway, not a little amused by this sudden explanation
of the gentleman's unfriendly attitude, was about to assure
him that nothing could be further from his mind than any
desire to "

fool about "
with Miss Sallie Price, he turned on

his heels, and, with his arms still folded on his capacious
chest, strolled leisurely, and with dignity, to the side of the

ring. Otway, watching him as he went, inquired of the lady
who he was. Her reply was a little startling.

" He's the Dandison Brothers."

"The Dandison Brothers? Pardon me; but, although
the Hippodrome of the New Century is, beyond all doubt, an
abode of the marvellous, I don't quite see how one single

gentleman can be brothers."

"They call him the Dandison Brothers; it's because he
fancies that he's bigger than all the rest of them put together.
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He's their representative, besides
;
acts as their agent. So far

as their show's concerned, he's their pillar."

"Their pillar? But, who—or what—are the Dandison
Brothers?"

"Acrobats; used to be in the first flight; but that was

years ago, when the original Dandisons were kids. Their
business was all new then

;
but now it's been copied all over

the place. And, then, they've quarrelled among themselves,
and each one's started a troupe of his own, so that now I don't

know how many lots of Dandison Brothers there are about.

But I believe these are the original lot—at least, what's left

of them. They wouldn't come here because Brown couldn't

afford to pay their terms—they used to draw their hundred
and twenty pound a week—well, if it wasn't for me."

"
I understand : they come because you're here."

"
Well, it isn't them

;
it's him. He's a bad-tempered brute.

If they don't let him have his own way he's nasty, and he
can be nasty if he likes. He will be where I am

;
so just for

the sake of peace, they let him have his own way, and here

they are."
" He must be very fond of you."
"He says he is."
" And you, aren't you very fond of him ?

"

There was something in the young lady's manner which

prompted the question.
" Me ! fond of him ? I wouldn't touch him with a pair of

tongs if I could help it. He knows that
;
he ought to, I've

told him often enough. He want's me to marry him
;

he's

asked me, well, often he's asked me over a dozen times in

a day, so I lay he's asked me a good deal over a thousand

times. He comes up, quite casual like, it might be where we
are this minute, and he says, perhaps at the top of his voice,

looking as if he had a bad attack of indigestion, which is

what I believe he suffers from,
' Now Sallie Price, I want you

to be my wife ! Do you hear, I want you to be my wife !

'

Sometimes I say nothing ;
sometimes I let him have a piece

of my mind
;
sometimes I throw something at him. It's all

the same, it makes no difference to him ; he keeps on asking
me. And then if he sees anyone treating me with decent

civility he starts hammering them. If you don't look out he'll

be wanting to knock your head off before very long."

"I trust that, if occasion arises, 1 may be able to meet
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all his requirements in that direction ; in the meantime, let

him want. He seems to be an all-round pleasant kind of

individual."
" The plain truth is we can none of us abide him ; I know

that he makes my life a regular misery, always fighting with

everybody I like; then you don't want to have a man you
abominate always worrying you to marry him, sometimes

right out in the middle of the street. The troupe would soon
send him packing if it weren't that he's such a first-rate pillar;

and, as things are, a good pillar isn't such an easy thing to get."
"What do you mean by a pillar?"
"
Well, you see—he stands on the ground, and two men

stand on his shoulders, and four men on theirs, and two on
theirs, and one on top, nine of them altogether

—and he stands

up under the lot. It isn't every one can do it."

"So I should imagine."
"
Keeps as steady as a rock he does, never flinches ; they

do say he's the finest pillar in the profession."
At this juncture the Circus King, the great Brown himself,

advanced towards them from one side of the ring, with the

apparent intention of encountering a lady who approached
them from the other. This lady was, with the possible

exception of the Mother of Caracas, the very largest lady,
as regards build, George Otway had ever seen

;
a fact which,

as in the case of that distinguished personage, was accentuated

by the dress she wore. This lady was clad in a silk dress

of a peculiarly vivid blue, cut low at the neck, with short

sleeves, and a long train which trailed in the dirt behind her.

It was true that it was old and dirty, and so torn and worn
that here and there it was a wilderness of darns, but, still,

such a costume, in such a place, at such an hour ! Otway,
amazed at the spectacle she presented, inquired of Miss Price
who the lady was.

"It's Mrs Brown."
" Brown ?—Not his wife ?

"

Miss Price nodded.
"She has been shown as a fat woman."
" Has she ever been shown as anything else ?

"

" Now she's the Dancing Walrus
;

the Elephantine Equili-
brist

;
the Most Ponderous Lady Who Ever Danced on a

Slack Wire. It says on the programme that she weighs five-

and-thirty stone."

!
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"Even if you take ten stone off! on the slack wire! such a

figure ! is it possible?"

"Why, she's our Ai turn! When she's getting up every-

body splits their sides with laughing. And when she's on !
—

of course she can't do much, but everybody's so surprised to

see her do anything at all that they shout themselves hoarse.

Take care; here she is."



CHAPTER XXIV

bull's eye

THE
Circus King and his truly massive other half had

come within a few feet of each other. The lady spoke,
in a deep, resonant voice, which somehow recalled the roar of

a bassoon.
"
So, Mr Brown, you're back again."

"
I am, my dear, and glad to see your sweet face. How's

business?
"

" Bad—awful—disgusting."
Each word represented a lower note, the last seemed to

come from the neighbourhood of the lady's boots.

"That's unpleasant news."
"

It's so bad that it doesn't deserve to be called business at

all. If I were to tell you what amount of money was in the

house last night you'd shudder. But what can you expect ?

There's nothing and no one to attract the public."
"There's you, my dear. If there's a greater attraction

going than you are I should like to know who and what it is.

If the public don't flock in their thousands to see you, then

it's because the public taste is bad, that's all. Vou can't get
behind that, my dear."

" I'm not what I was. I lost three pounds last week."

Otway thought that if she had lost thirty it would have been
a good thing, but it seemed that opinions differed.

"That is sad news, very sad. That'll never do, never!

You must eat more."
" I'm always eating as it is. I eat so much that it gives me

indigestion. Then I can't sleep o' nights."
" Dear me ! worse and worse ! Sound sleep and fattening

food are both things you must have plenty of if you want to

keep up a figure like yours. And no exercise, my love, no
exercise. We can't have you fading away."
The idea of that marvel of ponderosity being in any danger

of fading away seemed to be so remote as not to be worth

250
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consideration, yet, to judge from the serious expression on tlie

Circus King's countenance, he might have been watching lier

dwindhng before his eyes. The lady diverted the conversation
into a less personal channel.

"Well, Mr Brown, what talent have you brought with you
from the other side ?

"

The Circus King began to rub a horny hand across his

bristly chin, the worried look on his face becoming distinctly
more marked.

"I've not had a great catch, my lamb, not a great catch.

This," he extended his arm towards Otway with what that

gentleman was convinced was a twitching of his eyelid, "is all

the talent I've succeeded in procuring."
"This!" The word was uttered with an emphasis, and

accompanied by a look, which hardly conveyed a compliment.
" My goodness ! And pray, sir, who might you be ?

"

George Otway felt that, under the circumstances, the

question was rather an awkward one to answer.

"I'm" he began, but when he had got so far the Circus

King answered for him.
"
This, my love, is Bull's Eye, the American Champion

Shootist, the Marksman of the Plains."

On receiving this information the lady's manner, and

language, became even more unflattering than before.
" That old fraud ! I should have thought, Mr Brown, that

after your last experience you would have had enough of

it."
" My dear, you are unreasonable, most unreasonable ! One

of the finest acts at present before the public, an absolute

money magnet, absolute ! Think of the magnificent ap-

paratus ! what it cost me ! you wouldn't have it wasted ! why
I paid eleven pound ten for the piano alone !

"

"You'll pay more for it before you've done, if you don't

take care."

"You don't understand, my pet, you really do not under-

stand. We are now dealing with a gentleman, twenty-two

carat, hall-marked, a man in whom I have the most implicit

confidence. He wouldn't give the show away for any amount

of money. I'm sure of it, perfectly certain."

Considering the extent of their acquaintance George Otway
felt that the Circus King was a courageous man. His wife

seemed to be of a less sanguine disposition.



252 A META]\rORPHOSIS

"That's all very well, but I know better. When they've
once got their knife inside you they can't resist a chance of

giving a twist to the handle, they're all the same." She
addressed the new Bull's Eye again in a somewhat deprecia-
tory strain. "Is there nothing else you can do, sir, except
shoot nothing out of a gun and hit nothing with it?"

"
Frankly, madam, while I have been enjoying the pleasure

of Miss Price's conversation I have been thinking things over,
and have recalled one or two matters, at which I used to be
something of a hand, which might be of service in such an
establishment as this."

"What's one of them?"
"

I can both fence and box a little."

The Circus King shook his head.
"
Fencing's no good, it don't attract the sort of public we

cater for. And as for boxing, I don't know how that would do
over here. In a scrap Frenchmen don't use their hands much,
they're better with their feet—the savate, you know. Would it

be a comic act?"
" How do you mean, a comic act?"
" Can you really fight, or can you only play the fool ?

"

Otway laughed.
" You put it frankly. I can only say that I used to be able

to use my hands."

"Did you? then what's your idea? Call on someone in
the audience to come into the ring and have a couple of
rounds with you ?

"

" In that case I might easily meet more than my match."
" What do you think ? Of course we should arrange that,

we're not mugs. We should- put our own man among the

audience, and you'd fight him. But, before we go any further,
what I want to know is

" The Circus King paused to tilt his
hat back, and scratch his head. "You see, this is a sort of

thing in which you'll have to do something, and I want to
know what you can do. I've got gloves, isn't there somehow
you can show us what you can do with them ?

''

"
If you like it, I'll have a turn with you."" With me !

" The Circus King drew back
;
to assume an

air of greater dignity.
"
I'd have you to understand, sir, that,

as Brown the Circus King, it's out of the question that I should
box with anything but first-rate quality."

•'
I'll try to show you as much quality as I can."
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The Circus King waved his hand in the air, apparently to

wave away the notion.

"No, sir, no! As the proprietor of this establishment I

tell you that it's out of the question. It's nonsense, sir,

nonsense."

His wife seemed to be of a different opinion.
"

I don't see why it's nonsense, Mr Brown : why can't you
box the man? You needn't kill him; and I daresay he won't

quite kill you."

Otway laughed again.
"

I certainly undertake that there shall be no killing on my
side.'.'

But the Circus King was not to be persuaded.
" My sweet, I see your idea, and I could trust myself not

to do this gentleman an injury, but, in my position, it's out
of the question that I should seem to attempt to strike a

member of my company, quite. So let us have no more
about it. But in an establishment of this character, there

ought to be someone who is able to do what is required. Ah,
there's Tebb ! I understand, Sam Tebb, that you have the

reputation of being a fighting man. Perhaps you wouldn't

mind obliging this gentleman—as a favour."

Sam Tebb proved to be the pillar of the Dandison Brothers.

He had been sitting on the side of the ring, observing the

proceedings with an air which did not suggest the warmest

approval. Now he slouched towards the little group in the

centre
; demanding, as he did so :

"What's the game?"
The Circus King explained.
" Our friend here, Sam—the latest acquisition to our list of

unrivalled attractions,
—

proposes to enliven our programme
by an exhibition of artistic boxing. In order to furnish the

act with a title which shall at once embellish and describe it, it

seems necessary that we should have a little rehearsal, so

perhaps you wouldn't mind putting on the gloves with him
;

say, for a couple of minutes."
" Don't blame me if I hurt him

;
that's all."

" We sha'n't blame you, Sam, not in the least ! not in the least !

"

Otway added his disclaimer to the Circus King's.

"I won't blame you, Mr Tebb; indeed, I shall be obliged by

your putting yourself to so much trouble."

Sam Tebb grinned ;
not pleasantly.
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" No trouble— it never is any trouble for me to fight

anyone— it's a direction in which I'm always willing to oblige."

"Jim," cried the Circus King, hastily, as if fearful Tebb's
words and manner should have too much effect on the latest

acquisition, calling to a nondescript individual who was loiter-

ing on the other side of the ring.
" Go and fetch a couple of

pairs of boxing gloves, and look sharp about it—you'll find

'em in the property tent !

"

While the gloves were being fetched the two gentlemen
divested themselves of their coats and waistcoats

;
Miss

Price taking advantage of an opportunity which offered to

whisper in Otway's ears :

" Take care of him
;
he's a dangerous man ; he's fought for

money."
" Has he? Then this time he's going to fight for fun."

Miss Price looked at him as if she thought that he was

treating the matter more lightly than he ought to
; but, perhaps

noticing that her too-persistent wooer was observing her with

malignant eyes, and fearful lest he should make Otway suffer

for any attentions which she might pay him, she withdrew

from Otway's immediate neighbourhood. While they were
still waiting for the arrival of the gloves quite a number of

persons put in an appearance in or about the ring. Among
them Otway noticed eight men who stood close together ;

and

who, although they were outside the ring, seemed to take a

lively interest in what was going on. He was afterwards to

learn that they were the remaining members of the Dandison
Brothers' troupe.
"We sha'n't want chairs, or seconds, or any of that kind of

thing, I suppose?" inquired the Circus King; as if he rather

hoped they would.
If such was the case his hopes were damped by Mr Tebb.
"Not we, we sha'n't want anything." Then he added, with

what seemed to be his characteristic grin :

"
Except, maybe,

a bit of soft ground for one of us to fall on."

The Circus King seemed anxious lest the point of this liittle

witticism should be misapprehended.
" Of course, Sam, you understand that this is just a little

friendly set-to—a mere matter of form—simply to serve the

object I have described to you."
"

I understand," said Sam, and his tone was grim.
The gloves were brought ; the men in position. The more
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George Otway surveyed Mr Tebb the more conscious he
became that he had the build of a fighting man. It seemed

possible that the "exhibition of artistic boxing" might be, to

an uncomfortable extent, on one side only. He was aware,
indeed, that such was the general anticipation : that the

spectators quite expected to see him knocked out as soon as

the fun began. They knew Sam Tebb, and the sledge-hammer
force which was behind his blows

; they regarded Otway with

the half-amused contempt with which the average human is

apt to regard the man of whom he knows nothing.
That feeling vanished before the "little rehearsal" had

continued ten seconds, it needed less time even than ihat

to perceive that the new-comer had not spoken vainly when
he claimed to be able to use his hands. Tebb's methods were

those of a man who counts his antagonist as quite unworthy
of his serious consideration

;
his idea seemed to be that, if he

chose, he could make an end of his opponent with a single
blow. He tried to get that blow home at once, leaping at him
as soon as the word was given, feinting with his left, intending
to do the real business with his right.

But it was just those tactics which Otway had foreseen.

His rapid survey of Mr Tebb had led him to the conclusion

that, however fit he might be as a pillar, from a pugilist's point
of view he was altogether out of condition. Not only so

;
he

was inclined to suspect that, as a fighter, his best days were

over
;

that he was in the state which Miss Price so much
feared, one of rustiness

;
that if he met a man who really

could extend him he would not last long. He knew himself

to be as hard as nails
;

after his experiences of the last few

months it would have been strange if he had not been. Let

Tebb try to force the pace if he chose, he had only to keep
him off—he would soon tire.

Still, the force with which he had come at him took him a

little aback. He, himself, had merely proposed to show that he

was not a novice with the gloves, so that the Circus King

might know that he was not dealing with a perfect duffer. He
had never meant real business. The ferocious intention Tebb

displayed amazed him. Had one of those blows got home
there would have been an end of him upon the spot. But

they did not get home. He slipped aside as Tebb came

blindly on, landing him slightly on the cheek as he went by.

It was but a touch, but it seemed both to surprise and anger
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Mr Tebb. Twisting round with unexpected agility, ducking,
he got in a swinging left-hander on the other's ribs. Otway
staggered, recovering himself just as he seemed bound to fall.

The blow taught him caution : during the remainder of the

round he took care that nothing else got home.
At the conclusion of the round the Circus King softly

clapped his hands.
"
Bravo, sir !

—well done ! You can use 'em. I shouldn't

be surprised if the act tickled the Frenchmen after all. We'll

call it A Lesson in the Art of Self-Defence taught by one
of England's Champion Boxers."

"Self-defence!" growled Tebb. "You call that self-

defence ! It's the first time I ever heard running away called

self-defence. You get him to stand up like a man, just as if

he was inside a ten-foot ring, he'll be dead before the round's

half through. Him one of England's champion boxers ! Go
on !

" He spoke to Otway, with a grin.
" Have you had

about enough, or would you like a little bit more?"
"Thank you, Mr Tebb, it's very good of you ;

I don't think

I should mind a little bit more."

Certain of the spectators laughed ;
his light-hearted bearing

was in such marked contrast to the other's surliness. Besides,
the man was unmistakably no cur. Their merriment was not

approved of by Mr Tebb.
"All right," he grumbled. "You wait a bit, and I'll give

you something to laugh at, and him, too; only let him stop

jigging about, as if he was a blooming ballet-dancer."

Otway inwardly resolved that this time he would see what
could be done by sticking to his ground, within reason

;

having a sort of vague idea that he might actually be able to

teach Mr Tebb a lesson. He had noticed that he was what

pugilists of a certain school call "very clever with his head";

dodging it swiftly up and down, and from side to side, to avoid

the blows which were aimed at it. George Otway had once
been taught a trick which was sometimes effective with fighters
of that sort

;
he proposed, if opportunity offered, to put it into

execution.

For a while, Otway acting on his determination to keep his

ground as much as possible, there were some really smart

exchanges ;
each man showing an indifference to punishment

which warmed the spectators to applause. More than once
Tebb got in a hot one

; though he did not by any means have
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all the fun to himself: Otway, while waiting for the chance
he hoped for, managing to get in one or two smart taps, which
had the apparent effect of making the other half beside him-
self with rage. This was just what he desired, since it was

necessary that his antagonist should lose his judgment if his

manoeuvre was to succeed.

On came Tebb, more bent than ever on getting in a knock-
out blow. For a second or two the men were so close together
that they had hardly room for hitting ;

it being part of Tebb's

tactics, while his arms were working like piston rods, to

actually lean his face against the other's chest so that he could
not get at it. This was Otway's chance. Leaning right for-

ward, he reached over Tebb's head, and struck him on the

back of the neck, at the same time springing smartly back-
ward. Over went Sam on to his face

;
and there he lay.

There were shouts of applause from the spectators, the voice

of the Circus King being specially conspicuous.
"
Bravo, sir !

" he exclaimed. " Serve him right !

"

If Sam Tebb chose to lie still it was possibly because he
was of opinion that a little repose might do him good; it was

evidently not because he had been deprived of conscious-

ness : as the comment which he made, as he scrambled to his

feet, on the proprietor's outspoken remark, plainly showed.

"Serve me right, did it? Very good. I'll remember that;
and you'll find I've got a good memory." He turned to

Otway.
" That wasn't a fair blow

;
that was a coward's blow,

that was. I'll kill you for it before I've done with you."
Sam Tebb was evidently ready to resume the proceedings

at once. The proprietor interposed.
"
Now, Tebb, no nonsense ! We've had enough of it ! That'll

do ! We just wanted to see if our friend here could use his

hands, and you went for him as if you were fighting for your
life. I tell you that what you got serves you right."

"Serves me right, does it? I'll serve you right for a row

of pins, talking to me like that, an old fraud like you !

"

The remaining eight Dandison Brothers, who had come
into the ring some time ago, gathered round their irate and

wrong-headed pillar.
" Don't be a bigger fool, Sam, than you can help. What did

you want to go for the chap for as if you wanted to murder

him? It was a good thing for him that he did down you,

and maybe a good thing for you, too."
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"That's your opinion, is it? I don't care that for none of

you." He had removed the gloves from his hands, and now
tossed them from him with a gesture which was meant to be

significant. "Well, Mr American Champion Shootist—bah!

fancy your working that old swindle !

" He turned his head

to express his disgust by spitting on the ground.
" In that

lesson on the art of self-defence, which I'm told you're going
to treat us to, would you like to have me for a pupil ? You

might down me again ; and, on the other hand, you mightn't,"
"I'm aware, Mr Tebb, that I very much mightn't, being

conscious that it was only by a fluke that I succeeded in doing
it this time. Still, I should be only too happy in having so

promising a pupil."

"Fluke, you call it, do you? Next time, maybe, I'll fluke

you. Brown, you place his act where it don't clash with ours,

and when it's on you call on me. You'll find me willing to

oblige."
Mr Tebb, swaggering across the ring, disappeared from

sight, as if the further proceedings had no interest for him.

Miss Price addressed herself to the latest acquisition.
"You shouldn't have said you'd go through the act with

him— I wish you hadn't. He's a dangerous man
;
he neither

forgives nor forgets ;
he'll do you a mischief if he can."

"It's very good of you. Miss Price, to show so much solici-

tude on my behalf In my time I have met several persons
who would have done me a mischief if they could. I must do
with Mr Tebb as I did with them— I must try to prevent
him."

The Greatest Bender the World has ever seen looked up at

him with her big, honest eyes as if she were genuinely con-

cerned on his behalf. Before she had a chance of hinting
as much in words Mrs Brown spoke.

"
Well, sir, it seems that you can fight as well as shoot

nothing out of a gun. Is there anything else you can do?"
"

I used to be rather decent with a pair of Indian clubs,

swinging them, you know. It's rather effective if they're

swung well to music."

The notion seemed to commend itself to the Circus King.
" That's not a bad idea of yours ; and I've got the very

costume for an act like that, bought it only a week or two ago.
A French Zouave's, dark-blue jacket and waistcoat, baggy
Turkish trousers, yellow leggings, white gaiters, sky-blue sash,
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and a red fez with a yellow tassel. The coat might be a little

tight, perhaps, but nothing to speak of. You'll look magnifi
cent as a French Zouave, sir."

Otway seemed doubtful.
" A coat that's a little tight doesn't seem promising for

swinging Indian clubs : you want plenty of room about the
arms and shoulders."

"Take the coat off, sir, take the coat off; and the waistcoat

too, if you like. Hand them to the attendant who hands

you the clubs. You want a uniform like that to make an
effective entrance in. Leave all that sort of thing to me."

"Is there anything else you can do?" persisted the insati-

able Mrs Brown. Then she went on to explain.
" You see,

sir, our programme wants strengthening, both as regards

quantity and quality. We ought to have at least five more
turns."

" I'm afraid I can't undertake to give you that."

"Come, my dear sir," urged the Circus King, in a tone
of encouragement, "there's only two more wanted, we've

got three already. There's the shooting act."

"The shooting act!"

Mrs Brown's deep diapason was meant to express the last

degree of disdain, but her husband stuck to his guns.

"Yes, my dear, the shooting act. As I have said, over

and over again, it's one of the greatest acts at present before

the pubHc, and I don't intend that the money I paid for that

matchless apparatus shall be wasted. Then there's the boxing
show and the Indian clubs, that's three turns. Now—think '

can't you find a fourth ? Anything will do : quantity is what
we want, not quality."

His wife added a postscript of her own.
" We should like a little quality if there's any available."

"Of course, my dear, of course; our good friend here

understands that quite well. He's not likely to offer us

anything which is not of the highest quality, but—now, have

you thought?"
"Well, there is one thing, and I fancy, from your point

of view, that that's the best of the lot, at which I am—
although I say it—a bit of a dabster."

"I knew there was, I was convinced of it. In you, my
dear sir, the artiste exudes from every pore. And that is ?

"

"Throwing."
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"Throwing?" Brown's face fell. "But anyone can throw."

"Not quite in the sense I mean. You hang up a lot of

small bottles on strings as they do in shooting galleries. You

give me some round shot, I throw them at the bottles, and
with each shot smash one in regular order. Or you have

them numbered, and I smash them in any order the audience

likes to name. I'll smash glass balls, as they're sent up out

of a trap, perhaps eight out of ten, and do it pretty smartly
too. I'll throw a ball up in the air and hit it with another

as it descends, and do it with three or four at once. Y'ou

start half-a-dozen men running round the ring with all their

might, wearing, say, grotesque hats, and carrying small articles,

I'll send the hats flying, and what they're carrying also; if

you like, knock pipes out of their mouths. Place small

figures at different points near the roof, I'll tumble them all

over while you say Jack Robinson."
" Without apparatus ?

"

"With nothing but my hand and some small balls. If

you're really good at throwing there is no end of telling

things which you can do."

The Circus King's manner suggested something like en-

thusiasm.
" My dear, dear boy, I'm not surprised ! I needed no

teUing ! I saw it at a glance ! Directly I observed you on

the boat I said to myself:
' There's talent—talent that's unique.'

Your idea's immense—immense ! Consider everything signed,

sealed, and settled. We'll rehearse this afternoon—with full

orchestra—seven instruments. I'll rush off to the printer's,

have handbills printed, posters printed, programmes printed.

Within two hours every man, woman, and child in this city

shall know that talent has arrived in Rouen. Before long
we shall have made you known to all France—to all Europe—
I may say, to the entire world. Depend on me, my dear, dear

boy, depend on me !

"

Otway only laughed.
As he was moving off Miss Price touched him on the arm.

She had exchanged her professional attire for the costume

of every-day life. He thought how nice she looked, and

what a pleasant face she had.
" What's he going to give you for it all ?

"

" Give ? Do you mean pay me ? Oh, we haven't yet

touched on the question of terms."
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"Haven't you? Then, if you take my advice, you pretty
soon will, unless you are a simple-minded innocent or money's
no object."
"But money's an object of very considerable importance."" Then have everything on a fair and square business basis

at once. There he is, tackle him now, before he goes to the

printer."
Thus prompted, he waylaid the Circus King as he was on

the point of departure.
"
By the way, Mr Brown, we have said nothing yet about

terms. What are you going to pay me in return for all I am
going to do for you ?

"

"What am I going to pay you? My dear boy, this inquiry
is unexpected." He looked as if it were, and unwelcome
also. "As an amateur—of course you are an amateur—it

is the general custom to pay a premium—often a very large

premium — for the magnificent advertisement obtained by
making a first appearance in an establishment of such uni-

versal reputation as mine."

"Is it? Then I'm not that kind of amateur. With me
it's a question of no pay, no play."

" Dear me ! dear me ! I had no idea that you had such
a commercial mind. I wish to be generous

—I am always

generous. But at the same time I wish to be just to myself,
and—and to Mrs Brown. And, of course, so far as you are

concerned the whole thing's merely an experiment which may
result in fiasco. Shall we say—shall we say

"

He was evidently thinking how little he should say. Otway
cut his meditations short.

" No we sha'n't, that isn't enough, you'll have to make it

more than that."

"My dear, dear boy, I haven't even named a figure yet.

Shall we say
—eh—five francs a night ?

"

"We'll say ten, cash down each evening before I commence
to perform. Of course, that is only to start with. If I make
the resounding success we're both of us expecting I shall

require a very considerable advance in a very short time."
" My dear sir, what a financial soul you have." Mr Brown

sighed.
" Then we'll say ten."

As he quitted the managerial presence it all seemed to him ex-

cruciatingly funny. He had not been inside a circus for years,

and now he was to perform in one !
—to do four "turns" each
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evening for ten francs a night ! Could the future have any
queerer fate in store for him than that ?

Quitting the circus premises he found the Dandison Brothers

loafing about the entrance. Some of them had English news-

papers. He heard one of them say, as he strolled past :

" This Jacob Gunston's a fair scorcher. Fancy tackling two

chaps like that in a railway carriage single-handed, and in

broad daylight, mind."

It was Sam Tebb who spoke next.
" And getting clean away with all those bank-notes, over ten

thousand pounds' worth. But, mark my words, it will be those

bank-notes which will do him. So soon as he changes one

the 'tecs will be on his track, and then it'll only be a question
of a few hours before he's buckled."

George Otway, as he went out, pressed his hand against
his jacket pocket. In it was the wallet which contained the

bank-notes of which Sam Tebb had spoken. Ebenezer Pullen's

fortune did not bid fair to be of much service to him after

all. But at least he would not be compelled to change one

of the notes while he continued to be in receipt of the muni-

ficent sum of ten solid francs a night.

As he was turning into the Rue Thiers a carriage came
round the corner out of the Rue Jeanne dArc. On the

opposite side, facing the horses, a girl was sitting, who had

her face turned from him, as if she were looking at something
which was on the other side of the street.

It was Miss DoUie Lee, the original cause of all the trouble

that had come to him. The sight of her so startled him that

he stood stock still, as if his feet had become suddenly glued
to the pavement. Had she seen him ? What was she doing
there? Who was she with ? What did her presence in Rouen

portend ? These questions, rushing through his brain, received

no answer.

While, all bewildered, he was endeavouring to ask himself

if he should continue his progress or choose another way,
he heard a voice, speaking behind him, say distinctly :

"Jacob Gunston !

"

He wheeled round on his heels. There was no one near who
could possibly have been the speaker, indeed, there was no one

within fifty yards of where he stood. And the voice had seemed

to come from someone who was standing close to his ear.

Was that hideous name to haunt him ?



CHAPTER XXV

SEMADINl's TROUPE

I
AM sure he will kill you if he gets a chance."
Miss Price and George Otway — "

Bull's Eye, the
American Champion Shootist

"—were having a frugal mid-day
meal together at the Cafe de I'Etoile

;
the words were ad-

dressed by the lady to the gentleman. They were spoken in
all seriousness

;
he received them with a twinkle in his eyes.

Leaning towards her across the table he replied, in a light-
hearted undertone :

"
Entirely in confidence, and between ourselves, in my time

I have encountered two or three persons who, I believe
had the desire to kill me if they could only get the chance
The chance to do that sort of thing is not found every
day ;

it is just that which has been always wanting. I

must make it my particular business to see that, on this

occasion, in the case of the gentleman you refer to, it is want-

ing still."

Her shrewd, honest eyes did not return the twinkle which
was in his, her whole expression denoted genuine concern.

'* You take things so lightly ;
I wish you wouldn't. Sam

Tebb's a man who'd stick at nothing to pay a grudge he owed.

After what has happened he'll leave no stone unturned to do

you all the mischief he possibly can. He told me himself last

night that he'd do worse than murder you ; when he says a

thing like that he means it. I wish you'd promise me that

you'd be on your guard."
It was a moment or two before George Otway answered.

When he did it was a little more gravely than before, but

still with a smile.

"If it were not that I do take things so lightly I'd have

been dead and buried long ago. Taking it all in all, Dame
Fortune has not used me over well

;
it amuses me to dare her

to do her worst. As for Mr Tebb, if he has designs upon my
life I'll not put an end to them by worrying. But I promise

263
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you this : if he gets either under or over my guard he'll have
more shrewdness than I credit him with."

Although he spoke so carelessly he knew—as well as she
knew—that, so far as it went, the peril was real enough. He
had now been a member for eight days of the company which
was intended to attract the public in their thousands to the

Hippodrome of the New Century, and during those eight days
things had happened.
As a performer

—in his small way—he had won popular
favour. His manipulation of the Indian clubs had met with

the approval of the public ;
his exhibition of the art of self-

defence had met with at least equal success
;
he had shown

really unusual deftness in throwing at various objects under
curious conditions

;
he had performed almost incredible feats

with a rifle. Could he have had his way the turn in which
he figured as Bull's Eye would have been cut bodily out of the

programme, but the Circus King would not hear of it. It cer-

tainly was effective enough so far as confiding audiences went—
the tune which he was supposed to shoot out on the piano was

always received with a roar of applause
— while the per-

suasion which had been brought to bear on Mr Brown from
more quarters than one only succeeded in producing from
him a restatement of the enormous sum which he had

expended on the purchase of the " unrivalled apparatus
" and

a declaration of his resolution not to allow the money to be
wasted.

"You know the thing is a fraud," Otway pointed out.
" In

the long run they're bound to find it out
; indeed, as you're

aware, they found it out once already."

"Just so, and that only bears out what I say. Because,

although the show was given away, by a scoundrel
"—here the

Circus King regarded Otway with what that gentleman felt

might almost be construed as a meaning glance—"they still

come to see it. No, my dear boy, it's our most effective act,
and the programme is not sufficiently strong to permit of our

leaving out the most attractive item. In fact, talent's scandal-

ously hard to find, and, in consequence, the programme's con-

foundedly weak; if something doesn't turn up to strengthen it

very soon goodness only knows what will happen."
It certainly was the truth that in the Hippodrome of the

New Century, in more senses than one, things were all at sixes

and sevens. More than once the audience was so small that
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the management seriously doubted if it was worth while go-
ing through the performance. One dreadful night less than
a louis was taken at the doors. It was true that it was raining
cats and dogs ; but, still—less than a louis !

—not sixteen English
shillings ! The takings never reached quite such a low point
again ;

but a circus, even when it is conducted on the most
economical lines—as the Circus King's emphatically was—
costs a good deal of money to keep it going. George Otway
saw plainly enough that he had found no permanent resting-
place, since, at any moment, the Hippodrome of the New
Century might close its doors and its entire troupe be stranded.
If he could manage to put together a few francs before that
hour came he would have to be content, but he found it hard
to save much out of ten francs a day.

Affairs were not improved by the dissensions which existed
in the company itself. Mr Sam Tebb, the "pillar" of the
Dandison Brothers' troupe of acrobats, had taken a most pro-
nounced dislike to the new Bull's Eye, and, so far from en-

deavouring to conceal his dislike, he lost no opportunity of

flourishing it in the public face. Although the relations

between Miss Price and Otway could not have been more
innocent—and were no concern of his in any case—he chose
to regard them with his most jaundiced eye. Since thrashing
the gentleman was a task which he would undoubtedly have
found difficult of accomplishment, in a spirit which was neither

heroic nor lover-like he actually tried violence on the lady
instead. Unfortunately for him—if luckily for the lady

—
George Otway caught him in the act, the result being that he
was handled in a fashion in which he had not been handled
for many a year. If it had not been that they were interrupted
the contest might have had very serious consequences indeed.'

The following evening Mr Tebb—who certainly was not

without bull-dog courage of a kind—in spite of all protests
from his friends and the management, insisted on stepping into

the ring and putting on the gloves with Otway, when, as One
of England's Champion Boxers, that gentleman proceeded to

give the audience an illustrated lesson in the art of self-defence.

Tebb had drunk enough bad brandy to make his natural

obstinacy more unmanageable still, and to inflame him with an

altogether uncontrollable desire to pay Otway out for the

treatment he had accorded him the night before. Nothing
more of the nature of a fight to a finish was probably ever seen
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in a circus ring before. Tebb would not be denied. Although
he inflicted heavy punishment he was himself sent to ground
over and over again, only, each time, to renew the attack with
increased ferocity.

Fortunately
—as it turned out—the spectators, on that

occasion, were few, if select
; yet by the time that Tebb was

dragged
—

kicking, struggling, and cursing
—from the ring, the

place was in an uproar. A large section of the people present
not unnaturally resented the substitution of a sanguinary, and

by no means scientific, encounter, for an elegant display of
the more graceful characteristics of boxing. ^Vomen and
children screamed

;
men shouted " Shame "

; refusing to allow
the performance to continue after Tebb had been dragged
away, until the Circus King himself came forward, and, in

somewhat peculiar French, proffered such apologies as were
within his power. Even then, during the remainder of the

evening, electricity was in the air, so that the programme
concluded amid sounds which were much more suggestive of

booing and hissing than applause.
"
I've borne more from Sam Tebb than any other man ever

would have done," declared the Circus King; "but that's the
last time he shall ever set foot in a ring of mine. I know
something of Frenchmen

;
it doesn't take much to make them

red-hot with excitement
;

it would have needed very little

to have made that crowd go for the blooming show itself.

If there had been more of them they'd have wrecked
it."

The Dandison Brothers did not again appear in the

Hippodrome of the New Century. With one accord the

eight set upon their pillar ; and, beyond a shadow of doubt,
used him as no pillar would desire to be treated. Then,
shaking the dust of Rouen off their feet, they started in search
of fresh fields and pastures new

;
in other words, of a fresh

engagement and another pillar. Tebb declined to budge.
It was then that he announced, in the hearing of quite a
number of persons, that before he finished with George
Otway he would do worse than murder him

; among those
who listened there was not one who doubted that he would
do his utmost to keep to the letter of his word.

Otway himself was only too well aware that he had, without
the slightest intention of doing anything of the kind, added
another to the already sufficiently long list of his enemies—
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one who would not impossibly prove to be the most im
placable of them all.

The place which the Dandison Brothers had occupied in

the programme was taken by a so-called troupe of performing
wild animals. Against these Otway did vigorously protest.
The troupe

—which was a most heterogeneous affair—con-
sisted of a hippopotamus, a pleasing variety of serpents of all

sorts and sizes, half-a-dozen wolves, two lionesses and two lions,
and a tiger and a tigress. Their proprietor was a man who
called himself Semadini

;
a Uttle, hatchet-faced fellow who, on

the face of things, was quite incapable of adequately control-

ling such a menagerie. He had had a partner ; but, the troupe
being a financial failure, the partner had had enough of it.

Semadini, together with his wife—a big, raw-boned woman—
and two sons—lads respectively about sixteen and seventeen—was left in sole charge of this singular, and, indeed, un-

controllable collection. Semadini's own income had lately
been so precarious and scanty that he had scarcely been able

to keep himself and his family, let alone supply his animals,
with an adequate supply of proper food. The consequence
was that they were all of them more or less in a state of savage

hunger
—

although Semadini strenuously denied it. Otway per-
ceived that such was the case directly he saw them.
The idea was that a large cage should be erected in the

centre of the arena
;
that the animals should be let loose in

it
;
and that then Semadini should enter and go through the

usual senseless performance with them. The fact that he

declined, point blank, to carry out the latter part of the

programme showed plainly enough what his opinion was of

their tempers and of the state of discipline they were in. He
wanted to stay outside the cage, and, so far as possible, go

through the performance from there, a notion which the

Circus King altogether declined to countenance.
" You've undertaken to enter a den of wild beasts and

there demonstrate the power of the human will. How are

you going to demonstrate anything if you stop outside?

People will laugh ;
and in this circus we've had enough of

that sort of thing just lately."

"You'll be his murderer if you do send him in," maintained

George Otway. "What's more, you'll place yourself in a very

responsible position if you let the creatures go into the ring at

all—cage or no cage. They're more savage even than in
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their original state
;
he admits himself that it's some time

since they went through what he calls a performance. If

they suddenly find themselves together, with a number of

people about them, they'll not only go for each other, they'll

go for the people also
;

it'll have to be a stronger cage than

this man's gimcrackery which will keep them from getting at

the audience, especially that great brute of a hippopotamus.
Another thing

—and to this 1 would call your particular at-

tention—those living cages are none too strong ; they look to

me as if they were falling to pieces : he seems to have tinkered

them together with tin tacks. Those animals of his have only

got to get really desperate and throw themselves about in

style; they'll be loose in no time, and flying at your throats."

Mr Brown, rubbed his bristly chin, appearing not to relish

Otway's outspoken remarks. Semadini, finding himself

stranded at Rouen after a long course of ill-fortune, had
been glad to accept any offer bearing promise of immediate

cash, come from what quarter it might, so Brown had got
him at his own terms. Those terms were so low, and—in

face of the defection of the Dandison Brothers—the Circus

King was so conscious of the desperate need in which his

establishment stood of a fresh attraction, that very strong
reasons would have been needed to induce him not to make
the most of what he felt was, for him, an excellent bargain.
So he allowed Otway's expostulatory words to go unanswered,

though he could not but admit that the noise which the

hungry creatures were making was a disquieting sound.

On the evening of the day on which he endeavoured, in

vain, to persuade the Circus King to have nothing to do with

Semadini and his animals, George Otway made his very last

appearance at the Hipjiodrome of the New Century.
All through the day he had been conscious of a curious

uneasiness. To begin with, in the night Elsie Thornton had
called to him again ;

called to him for help. He had heard
her voice with such appalling distinctness, her need had been
so hideously urgent, that he could not shake off the feeling
that it behoved him to go to her assistance without a moment's
hesitation or delay. Yet, whither was he to go?—north, south,

east, west? By now she might be on the other side of the

globe for all that he could tell. What was the use of his

setting out, like some mad knight errant, on a journey to

nowhere ?
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Another cause of his uneasiness was the fact that he
had, that day, again seen DoUie Lee. He was entering the

cathedral, seeking, in the shelter of its peaceful magnificence,
that calm of mind of which he stood in such sore need, when,
as he swung open the outer leathern door, she came through
the inner one. They all but collided. Then she passed into
the street and he under the gothic arches of Notre Uame.
He was not even sure that she had noticed him at all. She
was laughing at the moment

; how well he knew her pretty,
careless laughter, and how the sound of it seemed to send a
thrill right through him ! She was with a gentleman—he only
saw that it was not Frank Andrews—by whom her whole atten-

tion seemed to be absorbed. Noting the elegance of her attire,
the indefinable air with which she wore it, the atmosphere of
the Lady of Fashion which she carried about with her, George
Otway found himself suddenly borne back to a world out of
which he seemed to have been borne, centuries ago, for ever.

He needed all the peace of mind that the cathedral could

give him.

Then there was his concern on the subject of Semadini's
animals. His real fear was that—unless some precaution was

taken, which did not seem likely to be taken—some frightful

catastrophe might ensue. To crown all, there was Mr Tebb.
He was always meeting Mr Tebb. He had a shrewd suspicion
that Sam Tebb was dogging his steps, though with what
intention he could not conceive. Even Tebb could hardly
meditate assault and battery in broad daylight in the streets of

Rouen. Yet, wherever he was, when he looked round, Sam
seemed to be somewhere in sight.



CHAPTER XXVI

THE TRICK WHICH FAILED

WHEN,
as the hour for commencing the performance

was approaching, he was moving through the ram-
shackle passage-way, which led to what were ironically called

the artistes' dressing-rooms, he encountered the Greatest
Bender the World has ever seen, Miss Price's greeting

—in

the light of his own forebodings
—took him somewhat aback.

" Do you know, I'm feeling all mops-and-brooms ;
I can't

make it out
;

I hope nothing awful's going to happen."
"What should happen?"
"Why, heaps of things; in a place like this there's always

plenty of awful things which can happen. I know the last

time I felt like this I put both legs out while doing the

splits ;
I thought I was going legless to an early grave. That

was pretty awful, I can tell you that."
"
If you feel as if anything of that kind were going to happen

to you to-night, if you take my very strong advice, you'll keep
out of the bill, let Brown say what he likes. In your case a

warning voice on that subject is something which you dis-

tinctly ought to listen to."

She shook her head
; regarding him with glances which were

at once both doubtful and anxious.

"No; this time it isn't myself that I'm afraid for; it's—oh,
I can't make out what it is." Then she added, with a sudden

change of subject :

"
I wish those brutes wouldn't make that

horrible hubbub."
Semadini's animals seemed to be all roaring at once

;
in

their roaring, to the observant ear, there was a very uncom-
fortable note. Otway knit his brows.

"Semadini—or, failing him, then Brown—ought to feed
them

; they're half beside themselves with hunger, that's what
it is. I've spoken to Brown about it

;
he says it's no business

of his to feed other people's cattle. If he doesn't look out,
before he's finished he'll wish that he had made it his business.

270
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If you want to keep wild beasts in captivity on their good
behaviour you have to feed them properly. If you don't, it's

not only a shameful cruelty, it's shortsighted policy ; and
when they're genuinely hungry, the Lord help anyone they
can get at."

That evening there was a larger audience than George
Otway had hitherto seen. There was a fair number of people
in all the seats ;

the cheaper parts were crowded. Possibly
the news that Semadini's animals would make their first

appearance had attracted the public ; but George Otway could
not but feel that there might be some other, and more sinister,

explanation of the unwonted concourse.

The Circus King came to him while he was squeezing
himself into the ridiculous Zouave costume he was compelled
to don for his first turn. The manager was all jubilation.

" Told you, my boy, those brutes would fetch em
;

I ought
to know what draws the people if anybody does. There's

something like money in the house to-night."
"Then if I were you I'd feed the brutes who've brought it."

"
Just what I was thinking of doing ;

the fact is, they're

making such a din that they pretty nearly drown the band.

But Semadini says that it would never do to feed them now;
he says that after they're fed there ought to be an interval of

at least three hours before they're taken into the ring."

"Then Semadini's an idiot; and, if you'll bring him here,

I'll have much pleasure in telling him so. If you turn those

creatures out into the arena hungry there'll be trouble
;
and

if it isn't trouble of the very worst kind you may think your-
self lucky."

" You're an alarmist, my dear boy, an alarmist
;

if we didn't

occasionally take some risks our profession couldn't go on for

a single day. And don't try to teach your grandmother;
Semadini knows his business. His show will come on at the

very end
;
after your shooting act."

"
My shooting act ! That's something else I'd wish you

could manage to do without."
" My dear boy ! my dear boy ! On a night like this it will

make a bigger hit even than Semadini." The expression of

the speaker's countenance became somewhat changed as,

after a moment's hesitation, he continued: "There's only

one drawback
;
that brute Tebb's in front. We couldn't very

well refuse to admit him, as he offered his money at the pay
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box with the rest, and was accompanied by half-a-dozen

friends."
" Brown—you must excuse my saying so—but you're an

ass. Whatever Sam Tebb offered you ought to have refused

to admit him. He means mischief, as you know as well as I

do, and he'll make it. What you call my shooting act will

have to be omitted."

The Circus King chose to assume what he probably meant
to be an air of dignity.

"
I'd have you to know, sir, once more, that what I call

your shooting act will not be omitted. You're paid to go
through with it

; you're announced to go through with it
; the

house expects you to go through with it
;
and you'll have to

go through with it
;
unless you're the kind of person I've not

hitherto supposed you to be. I would inform \ou, further,

sir, that I'm not accustomed to be called an ass
; particularly

by one of my own artistes; don't let it occur again. As
Brown, the Circus King, in this establishment my word goes,
and my word only. Criticism of any kind is uninvited, and
is objected to. A nod is as good as a wink to a blind horse,

sir; let that hint be final, sir."

The Circus King having departed, George Otway shrugged
his shoulders.

"
Extraordinary how a man may pass his whole life in

fancying himself something and yet be nothing after all. I

don't believe that much intellect is required to run a circus on
the lines of the Hippodrome of the New Century, but I fear

that even that small modicum Brown's without. Semadini's

brutes mad with hunger ;
I with that barefaced fraud to

brazen out
;
Sam Tebb thirsting for anybody's gore in general

and mine in particular : it doesn't need a vivid imagination
to foresee that if, before the evening's done, there isn't a

pretty flare-up, which isn't down in the programme, it'll be a

wonder."

George Otway prophesied better than he knew.
The moment he made his first entry he understood that

matters would very probably be—so far as he was personally
concerned—even worse than he had guessed. Sam Tebb's
voice was audible in insolent salutation.

" Here's the little beauty ! What ho ! my bounding black-

guard !

"

Almost more ominous still were the murmurs which pro-
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ceeded from a small group of French officers who sat together.
From the remarks they made they apparently resented his;

being attired in Zouave uniform, speaking of it as a "scandal,'
and an "insult to the army."
He made haste to remove at least the offending cap, coat,

and waistcoat, a proceeding on his part which was greeted
with significant applause.

But what disconcerted him more than anything else was
the sudden discovery that Dollie Lee was present ;

she was

sitting in the front row among a number of smartly dressed
French and English people who evidently formed one party,
and who had plainly come to laugh rather than to admire.
That she would recognise him seemed scarcely possible,
since his cheeks were still clean shaven, and, by way of extra

disfigurements, he wore a wig and a false moustache. But
the mere fact of having to make such a spectacle of himself

in presence of the woman who had used him as she had done
was a sufficient strain upon his nervous system. Not only
did he feel incapable of doing his best, but, somehow, the

band and he seemed to be at loggerheads, so that, when he

was supposed to be swinging his clubs to music, they kept
one time and he another. When the turn was concluded the

applause was distinctly feeble. As he was quitting the scene

he heard Dollie Lee's musical laughter ringing out above all

other sounds. It stung him as if he had been cut by the

lash of a whip.
"Went rather slack, didn't it?" commented Mr Brown, as

he came out of the ring.
" Slack !

"
retorted Otway, with a laugh which was but a

forced echo of Dollie's merriment. "
If you want to know

what slack means you wait till you see how my other turns

go."
The spirit of laughter, once evoked, proved impossible to

lay. The audience was in a merry mood : quick to see

humour in everything. They screamed at Mrs Brown on the

slack wire as the Dancing Walrus
;
screamed even more than

that lady altogether relished. They laughed at Sallie Price

on her first appearance as Pauline Petroski, the Russian Lady
Bare-Backed Rider of the Steppes ;

when she came out of

the ring her cheeks showed white with rage through the

grease paint.
"The cowards, to laugh at me! because that wretched
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horse slipped ! It was Sam Tebb who started them, I

know ! Only wait, and I'll be even with him yet."
"

It strikes me that, while we're waiting, he'll be getting

about even with us. If the whole force of the establishment

had been required to do it, Brown ought to have kept him
out."

Miss Price thought that, as he was speaking, George Otway
looked more serious than she had ever seen him. His boxing
act was omitted, it being strongly felt that, if Tebb was in

front, he might insist on donning the gloves ; and then, in

the present e.xcited state of the house, there might be turmoil

indeed. The throwing act, which had hitherto always gone
so well, for once in a way fell fiat.

The erudite Circus King had discovered some affinity

between throwing and the Greek Games. He had insisted on

entitling the act

Glaucus the Greek ! Throwing Extraordinary !

The Olympian Games outdone !

The Discobolus at a Discount !

The fact that these words appeared on the programme in

what he called French, as well as in English, did not tend

to an improvement of their sense. To make the thing con-

sistent—for, in his way, he was a great stickler for consistency!
—

he had dressed Otway in what he called Greek costume ;
the

principal features of which consisted of long, flowing hair and

beard and a huge, shapeless cretonne garment, of an un-

comfortably vivid green, which he called a peplus. George,

taking nothing seriously, would have been willing to have

been rigged up as Guy Faux
; and, indeed, Brown had proved

himself no bad judge of the taste of that particular section

of the public for which he catered. So far, applause had

been the order of the day ;
no one seemed to see anything

incongruous in the whole affair.

But that evening there chanced to be persons present of

a more cultivated taste, with a keen eye for the ridiculous.

As Glaucus the Greek entered the arena, his green cretonne

"peplus" streaming behind him, a shout of laughter arose,

which was not made less by Tebb shouting out :

" What ho ! my bonny boy, you're back again ; you don't
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think that that lot of furniture covering can hide you from

your father's eye."

George Otway saw that DolHe Lee, with her handkerchief

hiding her face, was doubled up in inextinguishable laughter ;

one of the things which had first attracted him to her was her

quickness to see a jest. He could have taken Tebb by the
throat and throttled him there and then. He could hit

nothing ;
he missed most of the glass balls as they rose up

into the air out of the trap; he even missed most of the

bottles, which, up to then, he had never missed. His
occasional hits were greeted with derisive applause ;

his

frequent misses with yells of laughter; when the act was
ended the whole audience was holding its sides. As he

passed he distinctly heard Dollie say :

" That's one of the very funniest things I ever saw in all my
life !

"

The fact that what the girl said was true, that he had
been so unintentionally funny, made it all the bitterer. That
he should have descended to play the clown—and such a
clown—with her to feast on his discomfiture !

" You don't seem none of you up to the mark, to-night,"
was Brown's greeting as Otway came raging out of the ring.
"One would have thought that, with a fine house like this,

you'd all of you have done your level best
; but, hang me !

if you don't all of you seem to be trying to do your level

worst. You're not all of you supposed to be clowns, don't

you know
; you're not all of you meant to start 'em laughing.

Perhaps you'll remember that when you go on for your shooting
act, and try to leave an impression on the high-class audience
which we've got in this establishment to-night that there's

someone in the place who isn't a perfect fool."

George Otway said nothing, though he could have said

much. He had a strong premonition that the worst was
still to come

;
that Sam Tebb, for one, meant to get some

solid return for the money which he had paid at the door.

Had it been feasible, with or without Brown's permission,
he would have declined to go on for the shooting act even

at the eleventh hour. But, since the audience had already

hotly resented the omission of two items from the programme,
he recognised that he would probably be incurring more risk

by leaving it out than by going through with it.

So, when the time came, he entered the arena as Bull's



276 A METAMORPHOSIS

Eye, the American Champion Shootist, the Marksman of

the Plains, to do the last turn that was ever enacted in the

Hippodrome of the New Century.
His entry was received by the audience with chilling

silence, in striking contrast to the shrieks of laughter in

which they had just been indulging. As if to make up for

their stillness, Semadini's animals began, all at once, to make
a frantic uproar, which almost suggested that the ill-fed beasts

were making frenzied efforts to escape from their cages.
The act began with some comparatively simple feats of

marksmanship. Otway, who—judged by the standard of

the ordinary sportsman—was a first-rate shot, had insisted

on doing them fairly and squarely, with the unassisted aid

of his own gun and eye. That night his very honesty of

purpose proved a drawback. He was conscious that there

was some unwonted excitement behind the scenes
;
realised

each second more and more plainly that there was something

unpleasantly ominous about the increasing discord which

Semadini's half - maddened brutes were making in their

rotten cages. His eye was out, his hand unsteady. As
when he was throwing, so now with the gun ; he could hit

nothing. When the people perceived
—as they imagined—

what a poor figure he made even with a gun, the laughter
recommenced. He noted—in spite of, and above—everything

else, the little musical peal which came from DoUie's lips each

time he missed.

Presently he came to what was supposed to be one of

his two great feats. Fixed against a board on one side

of the arena was a device consisting of crystal letters some
ten or twelve inches high. In the centre of each letter

was a small metal disc. He was supposed to aim at and
hit this disc, and each hit was supposed to electrically

illuminate one of the letters, until the whole design blazed

out "Vive la France"! As a matter of fact, the magazine
rifle with which he was supposed to fire was charged with

blank cartridges ;
each time he pulled the trigger, with his

foot he pressed a button which was concealed in the flooring,

and that lighted each letter in turn.

He went through the first part without a hitch
;

there

flamed the device, the apparent result of his almost incredible

skill. The people stared and cheered, a little puzzled to

find that the man who could just now do nothing could



THE TRICK WHICH FAILED 277

yet bring off, with such certainty and ease, a seeming miracle.

Otway noted, as a bad sign, that a loud and altogether
uncalled-for volume of applause proceeded from a group of
men, among whom Sam Tebb was a conspicuous figure.
And all the while he was aware that behind the scenes

that inexplicable excitement was growing more and more,
and that Semadini's animals were continually raging more
wildly.
He came to the second feat, which was, if possible, an

even grosser piece of humbug than the first. What purported
to be an ordinary piano confronted him, the wires and
keyboard being disclosed by the removal of the entire front.

Attached to each wire was again a metal disc, which he
was supposed to hit, and so strike a note

;
and thus, in time,"

fire out
"
a tune, in this case the "

Marseillaise." The whole
affair, however, being actually produced by pressing a con-
cealed button as before.

The moment he pulled the trigger he knew that something
was wrong; although he simultaneously pressed the button
no note came, until after a perceptible interval, when it

sounded with disconcerting clearness. The audience tittered.

He pulled the trigger a second time
;

still no note, till after

an even longer interval than before. The audience laughed
outright. A third time

;
on this occasion no note came at

all, even though he waited, pressing the button again and

again. He glanced round at the giggling people, noting
DoUie's profound enjoyment of his discomfiture. He looked
towards the artistes' entrance

;
there seemed to be no one

there to render him assistance. He would have to carry
the thing off single-handed somehow, or face the storm
which he saw was brewing.

Before he could decide what to do—whether to do anything
at all—the issue was withdrawn from his control. As he was
about to draw the trigger for the third time the piano began
to play the Marseillaise right through, seemingly of its own
accord, from beginning to end. The audience broke into a

roar of inextinguishable laughter. While the bewildered

Otway was wondering whether the instrument was bewitched,
or— failing that— what could have happened to the thing,
Sam Tebb climbed on to the bench on which he had been

sitting, holding something in his hand. Then George Otway
understood.
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Tebb began to shout at the top of his voice, in a mixture
of idiomatic English and very colloquial French, whose meaning
was none the less sufificiently plain to those who heard.

"
It's a fraud ! a dirty swindle ! that's what his little game

is ! He can't shoot for nuts—or nutshells either. There's

nothing in that gun of his
;
he just stamps upon a push-piece,

and that does the business. But for once in a way I've been
in front of him ; I've tapped the wire

;
I've got the push-piece

in my hand
;

I'll fire out the '

Marseillaise
'

for you !

"

He did. The ill-treated national air of France crashed through
the circus in somewhat original time. There were shouts of
" Shame ! shame !

"
mingled with shrieks of laughter.

"Now, my boys," shouted Sam, "let's be even with the

sweep; let's have our money's worth out of him; the dirty
hound !

"

He came scrambling down over the seats into the ring,
followed by twenty or thirty others. The rest of the audience,

catching the infection of his and their example, rose to its

feet. In another moment almost the entire assemblage was

making for the man who had been so conspicuously marked
out as a butt on whom to vent their common indignation.

George Otway, without flinching from where he stood, waited
for their onrush with a smile upon his face.

Suddenly above the shouts and cries of the excited people
rose another sound

;
one still more ominous : the sound of

the crackling of wood. All at once the arena was filled with

a blinding smoke.
" Fire ! fire !

" someone shouted.
"

II a cri6 au feu !

"
a Frenchman screamed.

On the instant the mood of the people changed. Excitement
became bewilderment

; eagerness, doubt
; fury, terror. From

a determination to wreak vengeance on the man who had
offended them they passed to a frenzied desire to save their

own lives.

Even above the tumult of the frightened people there rose

the voices of wild beasts
;
and something more than their

voices. Instinct told George Otway that his fears had been
realised : that those ramshackle cages had tumbled to pieces
when the moment came in which their strength was really

put to the trial.

Semadini's troupe of wild animals had broken loose.
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THE LAST OF THE HIPPODROME

T was some seconds before the bewildered spectators
realised the full extremity of their position ;

it is doubt-
ful if some of them ever realised it at all. The whole

place was in confusion. When a large number of people are

gathered together in an ill-constructed building, the entrances
and exits to which are of the most rudimentary kind, there

can be no worse beginning. The exterior of the structure

was of canvas : it had the appearance, indeed, of a huge
canvas tent, like the travelling circuses with which we are

familiar enough in England. But the Circus King's establish-

ment was not intended to be removed daily, or even weekly,
from town to town or from village to village. It was his

custom to visit large towns only, and, having arrived at one,
to remain there, sometimes for months together. With the

idea, therefore, of giving to his circus at least the seeming
of more stability, he had lined the canvas with an ingeni-
ous matchboard frame, thus giving it the appearance, when

within, of being built of wood—an addition which, in any-

thing like unpropitious weather, made the interior drier and
warmer—and, to that extent, added to the comfort of his

patrons.
It was just this addition, however, which, at a moment like

this, increased the peril a hundredfold.

When, incited by Sam Tebb, the majority of the audience

thought only of taking senseless and cowardly vengeance

upon George Otway, the remainder, taken unawares, un-

hinged, unnerved, thought only of fleeing from the uproar
thus unexpectedly aroused. Constitutionally averse to scenes

of all and every kind—fearful of they scarcely knew what—
their one desire was to get out of the circus into the safety

of the open air. Women and children screamed ; they clung

to each other. Fathers sought to protect their frightened

families from suffering from the excitement of their fellows ;

they thrust at the angry men who went wildly stampeding
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past them. Everywhere people were looking about them
with apprehensive gaze, seeking for the quickest means to

escape from the building. They saw the performer standing
in the ring, in his shirt, bare-headed, motionless, erect, with

a smile upon his face, apparently waiting for the frenzied

crowd to do its worst to him
;

all they wanted was not to

see him, to get away—somehow, anyhow—before they became
witnesses of the tragedy which might at any moment be
enacted before their unwilling eyes.

In their unthinking haste they defeated their own purpose,

blocking each other's passage in their eagerness to be out of

the building, so that the cries of the women and children

became louder, the expostulations of the men who sought
to safeguard them /iiore vigorous ; while, in the arena below,
the people were making a noise which recalled the barking
of hounds who, at the end of a hunt, are closing upon the

quarry which stands at bay.
It was while the crowd contained in the flimsy building

was already in this state of dangerous confusion that the

ominous sound of crackling wood became audible, that

blinding, choking smoke came driving into the auditorium.

It was then that someone shouted :

"
Fire !

"

That most awful of all cries when men and women are

crowded together within imprisoning walls.

For one brief, merciful moment hardly anyone really
understood what the cry really meant, even guessed at the

nature of the danger which was already on them.

They passed by a series of well-defined stages to aw-ful

comprehension. First, the noise which had prevailed was
stilled. In the arena men ceased to shout at Otway, to bellow

threats, to rain curses. On the benches around women and
children stayed their screams, husbands and fathers hushed
their voices. For a second or two a new, sudden, strange
silence filled all the place

— the silence of expectancy, of

wonder, of inquiry. People looked in each other's faces,

asking
—dumbly—what was the meaning of the something in

the air
;
what was about to happen ;

what fresh item was to form

part of the evening's programme. And all of them were still
;

there was only that dreadful noise of crackling wood.
Then again someone shouted :

"
Fire !

"

And the questions which they had been asking themselves
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were answered—they understood. The confusion which had
for the moment ceased became, on the instant, more con-
founded.

"Fire! fire! fire!" shouted some, again and again, with

ever-increasing violence, as if the mere repetition would avail
them anything.

" God have mercy on us !

"
screamed some

;

"
Help ! help !

help !

"
others, as if by mere force of lung-power they might

command it. .Some called to each other by name, children
cried to their parents, wives to their husbands, women to
men.
And the men ? from many of their lips came oaths. For,

when a crowd, finding death, in its most horrid shape, grinning
at it with devouring jaws, is seized by panic, there are not

many heroes in it then. Chivalry goes by the board. Love is

apt to be forgotten : all sense of duty lost. The order is—each
for each. Life can only be won by fighting for it. In a fight of
that sort it is strength, and strength only, which prevails

—the
weak must die.

So it was in that circus then. Men, returned to that state in

which self-preservation was the one law of nature, began to

thrust from them the women who turned to them as to their

natural protectors. Fathers freed themselves violently from
their children's clinging hands; husbands hurled from them
their wives ; lovers their sweethearts. They were like so many
beasts contending madly with each other to be first out of the

trap which was baited with death.

Two persons were present who preserved their calmness :

one was George Otway. That quality in the man which
seemed to make him more and more master of his fate the

more fate threatened was in the forefront then. He had
waited for the people to assail him, with smiling indifference

and careless mien. Now that their madness had taken

another shape, and much worse than the destruction with

which they had menaced him was already on themselves, his

indifference vanished
;
his calmness became a noble indigna-

tion. He saw that, by their own action, they were bringing
on themselves—on to all they held dear to them—the doom

they sought with such blind, insensate fury.
" For shame, men, for shame ! Do you forget that you are

men that you behave as if you were imbecile cowards ! Don't

conduct yourselves like madmen, and worse ! Your best
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chance of safety lies in keeping cool. The women and
children first ! if you will only keep your heads there is safety
for all of you !

"

His voice rang through the building, above the sound of the

crackling wood, the din of the shrieking people. But he might
as well have shouted to the wind. The crowd the gods have

made mad it is not easy for one man, single-handed, to make
sane.

" Let 'em alone ! Let 'em burn, if they like, who cares ?
"

The speaker was Sam Tebb. He, the original cause of the

confusion which promised to have so horrible an issue, was

the other person in the building who kept his head. He stood

alone by Otway's side, having gained that position before the

alarm of fire was raised, intending to be the first to do him

mischief. Now he kept his ground, looking about him at the

frenzied people with a grin which, under the circumstances,
was diabolical in its cynicism. He still held the disconnected

end of the wire which was in electric communication with the

piano; as he spoke, he again "fired out" the "Marseillaise."

Otway snatched the wire from his hand.

To all the other discords was added the discord of the

hungry brutes; the only paths to safety, already hideously

insufficient, were blocked by maddened creatures, daring

anything in their desire for food. Along the passage through
which the performers had been wont to gain access to the

ring crashed the hippopotamus. Three men, in the uniform

of French soldiers, had fought their way through all sorts of

living obstacles till they were actually at the doorway. Now
it seemed that all they had to do was to fight each other, to

see who should be through it first.

But someone was through it first for whom they had not

reckoned— a tiger. And the new-comer showed as much

eagerness to get in as they had been showing to get out.

.More, he was instantly reinforced by a comrade—his wife. A
great tigress came pressing past him, with open jaws, from

which projected huge yellow teeth, snarling as she came in a

fashion it was not agreeable to listen to. Still more, close on

the haunches of these two enormous striped cats, the most

dangerous of all the carnivora, pressed two lionesses and a

lion. True, they were not the largest of their kind, but they
were still big enough, in their present mood, to work havoc in

a frightened crowd of people who, even had they been able to
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use them, were wholly without the means of s<;ll |jrole< lion.

Withijul was heard ihe yd[)[niv^ (il weaves, wlio, allhou^ii
tortured hy hunger, had yet suliicient self-restraint to wait
until their betters were satisfK^d, lj(;ing conscious, perhaps, thai
there was enough for them all and to spare.
Thus the whole of Semadini's troupe was inside that circus

in a space of time which scarcely extended to more than a

second, ready to perform
-

though the performance which

they were ready to go through was not of the description which
was set down in the programme—and such of the audience as

had some fragments of their wits still left to them were waiting
for the [performance to commence, though hardly with the

feelings which they had anticipated would he theirs when they
started out for their evening's amusement.

As had been the case when the alarm of fire was first given,
there was an appreciable pause in the proceedings. Tliose

who had some faint glimmering of what had taken place, of

what was about to happen, ceased to contend with their fellows

as to who should be first at the door. Their disposition was
all at once in the contrary direction, they pressed back.

Particularly was this the case with the three soldiers who, by
the exercise of sheer brute strength, had gained the place of

honour in the feast
; they pressed back for all they were worth,

evincing the same frantic desire to retreat as they had just

t)een showing to advance.

The lions and the tigers evinced, on their side, an inclination

to indulge in momentary consideration before proceeding to

the next stage. Possibly the choice of subjects which they
found confronting them was unexpectedly large. Perhaps,

also, they were overawed by mere numbers. However that

might have been, they remained for some moments where

they were, neither going backwards nor forwards, but moving
their heads, as if furtively, from side to side, with ugly,

snarling, distended, salivarous jaws, ears laid well back, tails

twisting and untwisting, beating against their sides, as if they
strove to lash their rage still higher. One waited, with dread

expectancy, for the instant in which they would make their

spring and would have in their jaws something human to

feed upon.
In the ring Tebb laughed.

Otway was silent. He still retained the rifle with which

he was supposed to fire out the tune. Slipping out the blank
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cartridges he supplied their place with the loaded ones which
he used for the genuine tricks. Tebb perceived his purpose.
"The bullets in those things wouldn't penetrate a quarter-

inch board— I know
;

I've had many a lark with them
; you

couldn't hardly kill a man with them. As for trying to

kill a lion or a tiger with one of those things, why, you
might as well use them to sink a man-of-war. You might
sting 'em perhaps, but the more you sting them the nastier

you'll make them. As for the hippopotamus, I don't believe

they'd even tickle him. And he's the one who's going to

do most mischief. Wait till he finds he's made a mistake

by coming in here and starts looking for some way out. A
steam-roller on the rampage will be nothing to him. The
only good you can do with that pretty toy is to use it to

blow your own brains out with."
"

I'll use it to blow yours out first."

Tebb only grinned.
" I'm agreeable. There's going to be things going on in

here very soon which I'd just as soon not see. It's bad

enough to be burnt alive without being crushed to a jelly by
a lot of frightened fools, not to speak of that light-weight
of a hippo. But when it comes to being clawed about by
Semadini's animals to save his pocket and provide them
with a free meal, I draw the line at that. So as we're in

for all the lot together, both you and me, I'd just as soon

death comes to me out of that toy rifle—straight, I would.

Hollo ! here's something else, smoke and flame. Now the

real fun is going to commence."



CHAPTER XXVIII

A HOLOCAUST

AS
Tebb spoke, a great tongue of flame came leaping
through the artistes' entrance, as if it were seeking

to stretch itself out as far as possible to see what it could
reach. Otway could feel the heat from where he was standing,
though he was some nine or ten feet from it. Many who
were nearer were scorched and singed ; the clothes of some
of those who were actually in front were set on fire. The
disappearance of the flame was followed by blinding smoke,
which got into people's eyes and ears and noses, so that

they could neither see nor breathe. One effect it had
; by

getting into their throats and choking them, it stifled their

cries, so that one might be sure that the tumult of shrieks

which presently arose did not come from those who had
suffered most. They perforce were still.

The hippopotamus, standing in the very passage-way of

the smoke and flame, was driven by pain and terror to utter

madness. It rushed wildly forward, seeking frenziedly for

some way out of this awful trap into which it had untowardly
wandered, giving utterance, as it went, to curious, ominous

cries, which were half-grunts, half- squeals. Those people
who could not get out of its way went down before it like

ninepins. It lumbered over them, apparently heedless of

the fact that they were beneath its tread.

Otway was all but carried off his feet by the rush of those

who were anxious to avoid the maddened brute. His brain

seemed to whirl round him. It was only by exercising a

great effort that he was able to keep control of his senses.

He was conscious that on one side Tebb was swearing lustily,

while he battered with both fists someone who had appealed
to him for help, possibly on the principle which supposes
that a drowning man will clutch at a straw. Presently Otway
realised that on his other side a woman was speaking to him.

" Please help me ! please help me !

" she gasped rather
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than said. "Is there no way out? Can nothing be done?
I don't want to be burnt, and I'm afraid of that great beast."

With altogether indescribable feelings George Otway became
suddenly aware that the speaker was Dollie Lee. She had

seemingly become separated from the members of her own
party ; perhaps in their frantic desire to save themselves at

all and any price they had become oblivious of her existence.

Her appearance, quaintly enough, irresistibly reminded him
of Rugby football ; she looked as if she had just come out of
a hot scrimmage. There remained no trace of the daintiness
with which he had always associated her. Her hat was off,

obviously it had been torn from her head. Never a truer

artistic instinct in the matter of a hat than Dollie Lee's.

Her hair was in dire disarray, "pads," "rolls," and other
contrivances of the hairdresser mingling with the hair itself.

Her dress was torn away at the neck, as if someone had

clung to it with fingers which refused to be loosed so long
as there was something to hold on to. Part of her bodice
had been torn away, probably when her dress had yielded,
so that one white shoulder glanced up at Otway.
The spectacle she presented—for he knew that, had she

been mistress of herself, nothing could have seemed more
tragic to her than that she should appear in the least degree
dishevelled, even with so much as a tress of hair loose or her
hat on one side — the sound of her voice in his ears,

although the hoarse, gasping accents in which she spoke
were so unlike the soft harmonies of her natural tones

; the
consciousness that, if she was not exactly in his power she
was helpless, and that during, at any rate, the next few moments
he could do with her precisely what he would, and that

probably no one but he and she would ever know what he
did

;
these things served to clear his brain more than any-

thing else could possibly have done.

He replied to her inquiry.
"If you will stick close to me I think that I may be able

to get you out in safety. The people have lost their heads
so completely that, for the moment, it's vain to think of

trying to do anything for them : if we are not careful we
shall be involved with them in wholesale destruction. Per-

haps, if we show an example, some of them, regaining their

senses, may follow our lead. Our best hopes of safety lies

through the sides of the tent. The wood is but matchwood
;
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there is only canvas beyond. With a knife, and a little level-

headedness, we should be able to win our way out easily."
Even while he spoke he had been steering her to the side

of the tent, avoiding the people as best he could. He had

perhaps forgotten that, in the disengaged hand, he still

retained the miniature rifie, and that it was loaded with ball

cartridge, if so his memory was jogged in singularly unpleasant
fashion. Suddenly someone seized the butt : there was a

report, an exclamation from the girl at his side. He saw that

on her white shoulder there was a crimson stain. He turned
to see who was responsible for the explosion ;

to find that

Sam Tebb, whom he had left struggling with half-a-dozen

people, had regained his side, and that it was he who had

gripped the weapon. That the thing had been no accident

was shown by the grin with which Tebb returned his gaze
and by the words he uttered.

"Why, missy, he's trying to kill you! If I were you I

wouldn't trust yourself to him
;
he's the kind of bloke who

would murder anybody for a tanner. You had better throw

yourself under the hippo's feet than let him get you in his

hands !

"

"You brute !" was Otway's only answer.

Rapidly transferring the rifle from one hand to the other

he struck Sam with his clenched fist full in the face. Mr
Tebb, taken unawares by the quickness with which the blow

had been dealt, went staggering backwards. Before he could

recover himself and return to the onslaught he was caught
in an eddy of people who were endeavouring to avoid the

maddened hippopotamus. Whether he would or would not,

they bore him with them
;
for the time George Otway saw

him no more.

He was able to devote himself to the girl beside him.

"Are you hurt?"
" Not much

;
I think it's only grazed my shoulder, but—it's

pretty painful."
She closed her eyes, looking so white and frail that for the

moment he feared she was going to faint.

" Did you—did you fire at me on purpose ?
"

"
I didn't fire at all, it was that scoundrel who fired."

Her eyes opened very wide.
" But why did he fire at me ?

"

"
I don't know that he did fire at you—in particular—his
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one desire was to do me a mischief; he thinks he owes me
a grudge. But this is not the place in which to attempt

explanations, if we are not out of it quickly we shall probably
never get out of it at all. I fancy that outside they're doing
their best to extinguish the fire before it really gets hold of

the tent, but if it does get hold of it—and, in spite of their

efforts, it may do so at any moment—then we shall at once
be in the heart of a flaming fiery furnace, and it will be a

case of good-bye to this world for all of us."

He was aware that, while he was endeavouring to induce

her to press forward she was regarding him with wondering
and, indeed, half fearful eyes.

"
I do not remember ever to have seen you before, but your

voice sounds strangely familiar. Who are you ?
"

" We occasionally do encounter a voice which reminds us

of one which we have heard somewhere, some time, before."

It was an ironical impulse which induced him to add,
"

I am
Bull's Eye, the American Champion Shootist, the Marksman
of the Plains."

"
Bull's Eye ? The American Champion Shootist ?

" She
echoed his words, with som.ething in her tone and manner
which suggested more than uneasiness. Suddenly she clung

tightly to his arm, demanding,
" What is that ?

"

There had been a thunderous roar, heartrending shrieks
;

then more roars, and more shrieks
;
then a tumult which it

was not good to listen to. Otway knew well enough what
had happened. He knew that Semadini's hungry brutes had

singled out their victims and seized them
;

that they had

leaped at helpless men and women and struck them down
;

that they were holding them prostrate beneath their murderous

jaws, making ready to devour them. But he hardly saw his

way to tell her so. All his faculties were directed to one end,
to get her in safety out of that tent of death. If he could

only do that, and thus show others the path to safety, help

might still be obtained in time, even for those miserable

wretches in the wild beasts' paws.
Meanwhile he did not see what end would be gained by

telling her that the Hippodrome of the New Century was

being turned, in more senses than one, into a shambles
;

if

she could not guess it for herself, then surely this was a case

in which ignorance was bliss. But, all at once, she saw some-

thing which gave her a clue, or she understood the meaning
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of what people were screaming, of that horrid din, of the look
on his own face, and, before he had the least expectation of
what was about to happen, she was clinging to him in a sort
of frenzy, shrieking like a thing possessed :

" The lions ! the lions ! save me from the lions !

"

At that moment the hippopotamus came lumbering past
them, actually grazing against her as it went. If he had not

swept her off her feet she would have been under the great
brute's. So soon as he had her in his arms he felt her go all

limp : he looked at her
; she had fainted. The unannounced

items on the programme of the evening's entertainment had
been too much for DoUie Lee.

As he observed her, motionless, silent, helpless in his grasp,

seemingly already dead—wholly unlike the creature of life

and laughter whom he had once known too well—the comment
which he made beneath his breath was sufficiently grim.

Holding her above his head as if she were a child—and,
indeed, in physique, she was a child compared to him—he
strode towards the side of the ring. He clambered up over
the benches. As calmly and quietly as if he had no special
cause for concern he laid her on the uppermost bench.

There, unfortunately, the smoke was worse than below. He
divested himself of the fantastic sash he was wearing, stretch-

ing it over her face, with the idea of protecting her in some

degree from the choking fumes. Then, standing upright, he

dashed the sole of his heavy boot against the boards in front

of him. It went through them as if they had been paper ;

indeed, such unexpectedly slight resistance did they offer that

it was with difficulty he preserved his own balance. There
was a rent through which a man might have thrust his head.

Kneeling, he began to take advantage of the aperture thus

made to tear away the surrounding woodwork with his hands.

Presently there was an aperture some six or seven feet in

diameter, through which three or four persons could pass

together with ease. The smoke was getting worse and worse.

He kept his mouth closed, breathing as little as possible

through his nostrils. Whatever efforts they might be making
outside to keep the fire down did not seem to be meeting with

much success. Tongues of flame kept darting into the circus

in a fashion which made it wonderful that the whole place was

not already in a blaze. Probably it was because they had not

yet succeeded in reaching a vulnerable point, but the time
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would come, and come quickly. Then there would be a

holocaust indeed.

A bowie knife, slung in a case to his belt, formed part of

his costume as Bull's Eye. He drew the knife, slashing the

canvas which was beyond the woodwork, slitting it open as far

as he could reach both above and below him. The fresh air

which came through the incision was the sweetest he had ever

tasted. It seemed that his proceedings were being observed

by people without. When he looked out his appearance was

greeted by a roar of voices. He bawled to them in French :

" Cut the canvas open ! Tear the woodwork down ! People
are being burned alive, devoured by tigers. Don't stand there

doing nothing : every moment wasted means that more lives are

being lost 1

"

He saw that people were beginning to move about,

apparently doing as he suggested.
When he returned his head inside the circus he found that

Dollie Lee, having recovered consciousness, was sitting up,

staring at him with something in her eyes which was beyond
his comprehension.

"Quick ! give me your hand! I'll lift you out
;
then you'll

be safe; but there's no time to spare."
Instead of doing as he bade her she shrank away from him,

holding back her skirts as if to keep them from the pollution
of his touch.

"
I won't come near you !

— I won't ! You are—you are

some dreadful thing ! I'd sooner die than you should touch

me."
Her change of mood was so unexpected

—she spoke with

such singular vehemence
—

that, for a moment, he was speechless.
Then he laughed, swift, as it was his wont to be, to see

humour in a seemingly mirthless situation.
"

I don't wish to touch you. Jump without my assistance

if you prefer it
; only jump. Get out of this you shall."

"Then stand on one side! I tell you again that I would

sooner burn than let you touch me."

"That's right, missy ; you've found him out, I see. Don't

let him touch you. Didn't I say he'd murder you if he could

only get the chance to do it."

This was Sam Tebb, who came scrambling towards them
over the benches. Evidently he had suffered in freeing him-

self from the unwelcome attentions of the panic-stricken people.
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His attire was all in disorder, his face was scratched and bruised,
but his mood had not improved, nor did the sight of him
sweeten George Otway's temper either.

"Tebb, if you come here, or again attempt to interfere in

what is no concern of yours, this time I'll make you regret it."

He still held the bowie in his hand. Sam pretended to

think that he was brandishing it at him.
" Knife me, would you, you murdering skunk ! Don't you

think you'll frighten me with that. Don't you be afraid for me,
missy ;

he's one of the sort that's only dangerous to women.
You give me your hand—you trust yourself to me^I'll see

you're safe."

George Otway stood aside. Tebb came lumbering up to

them, breathless but triumphant. Just then what had been

threatening took place
—the flames caught hold of the tent

itself. A stream of fire ran, like a living thing, up the wood-
work to the roof. With a rapidity which seemed miraculous

it traversed the entire surface, leaping from side to side, crack-

ling as it went, until, with the increase of volume, the sound
became a roar, and the entire roof was one great blaze.

"
Hurry ! make haste !

"
cried DoUie Lee, whom this sudden

transformation scene had plainly disconcerted. "Give me
your hand. Help me out before it's too late."

She held out her hand to Tebb, who, making as if to take

it, blundered against Otway. Apparently feigning to believe

that he was in the way, he thrust out his shoulder towards

George, endeavouring, with all his force, to hurl him back-

wards down the benches towards the ring. Had he succeeded,
for Otway the consequences might have been serious. But he

did not succeed. His intended victim proved to be planted
more firmly on his feet than he had bargained for.

The sublimest patience knows an end at last; there had

come an end to Otway's. When he perceived what—without

the slightest provocation
—the dastard would have done, he

took him by the throat with his two hands and, standing as

he did on the tier of seats above him, lifted him bodily by the

neck. Whirling him round, he flung him through the air as

far from him as he could.

Then he turned to DoUie Lee, his manner showing that,

this time, he meant business.
" No more nonsense, if you please. Come here !

"

Taking her in his arms, without asking for her yea or nay,
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he sprang with her through the torn canvas into the darkness

beyond. The leap was greeted by the crowd without with

salvoes of applause. He had to descend—with the girl in his

arms—some twelve or fourteen feet before he reached the

ground. It was strange that he landed with so little damage
as he did

; for, even as he was passing through the air, he
felt her fingers assail his face, evidently bent—regardless of

the danger to herself—on doing him as much mischief as she
could. Under such conditions, while he endeavoured to

baulk her in her apparent desire to thrust out his eyes with

her finger-nails, it was no wonder that, as he alighted, he
should have stumbled, and that, in attempting to right himself,
he should have let her slip from his grasp.
The slip was nothing ;

he had her on her feet again almost
as soon as she came in contact with the ground. Yet she

assailed him like a wild cat.
" You threw me down ! You did it on purpose, you

coward ! you unspeakable thing !

"
she screamed, in a voice

which he would never have recognised as Dollie Lee's.
" He

shot at me just now, and tried to kill me
;
now he has tried

to kill me again !

"

George Otway had to retain her slender wrists tightly in his

strong hands to prevent her flying at him tooth and nail.
" You lie, and you know it

;
but if I had killed you I should

have used you no worse than you deserved."

Someone else came leaping through the cut canvas—Sam
Tebb.

As he reached the ground the flames burst through the top
of the tent with a roar as of many waters, illumining the dark-

ness as with an unholy light. With a cry of dismay the crowd

surrounding it fell back. Almost in the same instant the

whole circus collapsed like a house of cards, with a rushing,

swirling, thunderous noise, which those who heard it would
never forget, mingled, as it was, with the shrieks of human
beings and the cries of wild beasts.

While Otway—half beside himself with the horror of the

thing
—was wondering what could be done to save from that

awful hecatomb the men, women, and children who were

being consumed to ashes, someone caught him by the arm.

It was Sallie Price.
" Come farther back, you'll be burned yourself if you don't

take care. I've got your things ;
here they are, all but
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the pocket-book. Sam Tebb's got that
;

I saw him steal
it."

"Saw me steal it, did you? But perhaps you don't know
he stole it first."

Tebb held above his head the wallet which contained the
bank-notes which had once been Ebenezer Pullen's, bellowing,
with the full force of his stentorian voice :

" This man is Jacob Gunston
;
he's wanted in England on a

charge of murder. There's a price upon his head, in my hand
I have the proof of it. Who'll help me hold him fast till the

police can come and hold him in safe custody ?
"

Otway looked at the speaker, and even then he smiled.
" So that's the bee you've had in your bonnet all night, is it,

Sam Tebb ? If you take my advice you'll be wiser than you
seem, and—give me that pocket-book."

"
I'll see you !

"

The conclusion of the sentence was a volley of curses.

"Is that the tone you take? It's done me no good,
Ebenezer Pullen's legacy, but, at least, it shall do me no
further harm."

Snatching the pocket-book from between Tebb's fingers he
threw it from him so that it fell almost in the centre of the

burning circus. Sam leaped at him, with an oath.
"

I'll pay you for that
; you shall go after it."

"
I think not."

DoUie Lee urged Sam to deeds of daring.
"
Kill him !

"
she cried.

"
If you kill him I'll give you a

thousand pounds."
"

I'll do my best to earn the money, missy."
" But you won't succeed."

Otway, lifting Tebb from his feet, was about to throw him,

when, making a herculean effort, Sam regained his equilibrium,

and, locked in each other's grip, the pair went spinning round,

until, Otway seeming to trip over some unnoticed obstacle,

the two men vanished in the flaming fiery furnace.



CHAPTER XXIX

SALLIE PRICE

" T DO believe he's coming back to life."

Miss Sallie Price perhaps spoke louder than she thought.
George Otway, Ipng in his bed, opened his eyes as if in answer
to her words. He glanced about him in meditative fashion

;

then he looked at her, and he said :

"
I believe I am."

'Whereupon Miss Price's behaviour was singular. She
dropped, rather than sat down, on the chair which was by the

bedside; she put her handkerchief up to her eyes, and she
burst out crying. Otway regarded her in silence for some
moments, as if he wondered what she was doing. Then he
asked :

"
Why are you crying ?

"

" Because I'm so happy."
It was possibly because he regarded the answer as in some

degree illogical that he held his peace. Lying quite still he
watched her, as if pazzled ;

then his eyes went round the room
again, then back to her. It might have been because it seemed
to her that his gaze contained a question that she exclaimed,
between her sobs :

"I thought that you were never coming back."
"Back?" He echoed the word as if in doubt as to its

meaning. "Where have I been?"
"

I don't know. Where do people go when they are lying
between life and death ?

"

"
I see. I've been ill."

"
I should think you have been ill. I hope, for your own

sake, you'll never know how ill you've been. You've been—
awful."

He appeared to be groping in the hiding-places of his mind
for a key to the situation.

" Burnt : haven't I been burnt ? I seem to have been seeing
so many flames."

294
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"I shouldn't wonder. You were more than half burnt if

you weren't quite. When we got you and Sam Tebb out of
that flaming fiery circus you were like two cinders. I never

thought you'd come back to life again, but you have."
"Sam Tebb?" He pronounced the name as if he were

endeavouring to associate it with something which would endow
it with definite meaning.

"
I remember—the Circus King—Brown—the Hippodrome of the New Century—wasn't it

burnt?"
"

I should think it wasj to dust and ashes."
" And what has become of Tebb ?

"

" He's alive
;
but that's about all he is, and that's more than

he deserves to be. He's a bad lot, if ever there was one
;

it's

through him you're where you are. They do say he'll never

again be the man he was—there's an end of his pillar days
—

one leg's charred all to nothing."
There was another pause, then another question.
" Where am I ?

"

Miss Price's tone, as she replied, seemed to become, all at

once, unnecessarily aggressive.
"Where are you? Why, where do you think you are?

Where do you suppose you ought to be? You couldn't have

gone to that cockloft of yours you called a room, not in the

state you were—they wouldn't have taken you in. So I had

you brought to my place
—it's handiest and most convenient—

and here you're going to stop till you feel like going down the

stairs four at a time."
" And how do you manage ?

"

"Oh, first rate; what do you think? There's a cupboard
that's half as big as some houses ;

it's a splendid place to sleep

in."

"Is it?" Otway asked the question with a dryness which

lent it peculiar point.
" How long have I been here?"

"
Getting on for six weeks now."

She said this glibly, as if six weeks were so short a period of

time as to be really not worth mentioning. But if she had

said six years the statement could scarcely have had a more

surprising effect upon George Otway. He opened his eyes to

their widest extent and stared.
" Six weeks ! Do you mean to say that for six weeks I've

been in possession of your quarters?"

"Well, what's wrong? If you're here six months I tell you
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you sha'n't stir out of them till you can go down the stairs four

at a time?"
"
But, my dear Miss Price

"

" Don't you call me Miss Price ! I won't have that
; you

call me Sallie."

"Who's been footing the bills? Because Id no money,
unless my memory fails me."
"Then your memory does fail you, because you'd the better

part of two louis."
" Two louis ! All the ingenuity in the world wouldn't

stretch two louis over six weeks. Besides, haven't I had a

doctor ?
'

" Of course you've had a doctor ; what rubbish are you
talking ? I know a bit about a good many things, but I don't

pretend to know how to bring a man who's been turned into

a cinder back to life again. But this sort of thing won't do.

You've been out of your senses for six weeks, and now, if you
go chattering away like this, you'll be out of them again in less

than no time. You turn over and go to sleep this minute;
you're under my orders, and Pll soon let you know it."

With every appearance of meekness he suffered her to place
him with his face to the wall. Since, for a whole minute, he
said nothing, the presumption was that, on her instructions, he
was going to sleep

—a presumption, however, which he pre-

sently dispelled by addressing her in the very mildest possible
tone of voice.

"Sallie!"

"Well? Didn't I tell you to go to sleep? I thought you
were asleep by now."

"Has a lady called to see me or to make inquiries?"
" Do you mean Mrs Frank Andrews .''

"

" Mrs—who ?
"

Apparently her question so startled him that he turned half

round in bed and sat up upon his elbows.
" How dare you upset the whole bed when I've just arranged

you comfortably ? I shall have more trouble with you yet, I

can see that plainly. Mrs Frank Andrews was the name upon
her card

;
that's all I know, for I saw it myself. Mrs Frank

Andrews, High Dene, Sussex
; 24 Carlton House Terrace, W.

;

and Dunslane Castle, N.B., all those addresses were upon the

one card."

So Dollie Lee had married his cousin Frank, who owed
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everything he had in this world to him, George Otway : they
had consummated their treachery. More, they were in undis-

puted ownership of all the glories which were his—his houses,
his millions. And he was lying there, hunted, helpless, penni-
less

;
a dependent on the charity of the Greatest Bender the

World has ever seen, soft-hearted Sallie Price. If, when
Brown's Circus was burning, Dollie had detected in Bull's

Eye—in the man who was doing his best to save her life—even
a dim resemblance to the man she had so foully wronged,
that was the explanation of her sudden venom. Once the
mistress of his millions, he thought it extremely probable that
she was the sort of girl who would dare and do anything to

retain her hold of them.
Sallie's words suggested that in so thinking he was not far

wrong.
" She tried at your old place, and when she found that you

weren't there she did her best to discover where you'd got to;
but, as she didn't seem to mean no good to you, I put a spoke
or two in her wheel and stopped her. She stayed in the town
four days, then she went

;
but I shouldn't be surprised if she's

told somebody to keep an eye on you and let her know if

you're found. She certainly doesn't seem to be a friend of

yours."
There was an interval of silence before he spoke again.
" Has anything been seen of the pocket-book containing

bank-notes which I threw into the fire to save it from Sam
Tebb ?

"

"
Nothing, so far as I know

; and, so far as I'm concerned,
I'm glad."

There was something in her tone which caused him to turn

towards her again.

"Why are you glad?"
It was an instant or two before she answered.
" Because I believe that they mean trouble, those bank-notes

in that pocket-book. I'm not only thinking of what I heard

Sam Tebb say, though that was enough to make me think,

I've heard enough about them from you since you've been ill."

" Have I •" he stopped, as if to consider what form the

question had better take, "have I been—talking?"
She laughed, an odd, dissonant laugh.
"
Talking !

— I'll be straight with you
—I always have been

straight, and I always will be—you've been doing nothing else
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but talk. While I've been sitting by your bed, listening to

what, I daresay, you'd sooner have cut your tongue out than
talked to me about, I've felt mean

; almost, like, as if I were

listening at a keyhole. But what could I do? I couldn't go
and wait outside till you had finished ; I daren't leave you a

moment for fear of what you'd be up to. It would have been
no use stuffing cotton-wool into my ears, I'd have heard you
through all the cotton-wool that ever was. So I just said to

myself that directly you came to I'd tell you I'd been listening,
so now you know."

Miss Price spoke with a heat which seemed to afford her

patient amusement. Something like the ghost of a smile

flickered across his wan features.
" And what have I been talking about ? Nothing very

dreadful, I hope."
"

I don't know what you haven't been talking about. I've

said to myself, lots of times, that it was all just sheer mid-
summer madness

;
the sort of stuff one would talk when one

was light-headed. And then all of a sudden you'd say some-

thing which made me wonder if it was all such rubbish after

all."
" How do you mean ?

"

"Why, you should have heard the way you've been talking
about money—you might have been rolling in it, like Lord
Rothschild or that there Mr Morgan. Once you said :

' I'm

willing that it should cost me two hundred and fifty thousand

pounds
'

;
as if it wasn't a quarter as many farthings. It was

some sort of a house you seemed to be talking about; but

what sort of a house it would be that would cost all that

amount of money is more than I can say."

Otway remembered that two hundred and fifty thousand

pounds had been the sum he had originally intended to expend
upon High Dene, though that amount had been considerably
exceeded by the time the place was ready for occupation.
"And then you talked about a girl."

"What girl?"
" You called her Dollie. The way you've gone on about

her ! Sometimes that fond
;
and sometimes—oh, my gracious !

that brimstoney ! If she'd been here it'd have scorched her

just to hear you talking !

"

"We'll leave alone the remarks I made about a girl called

Dollie. Was that all I talked about ?
"
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Miss Price, who had crossed to the other side of the room,
was standing with her back towards the bed. She was

arranging some odds and ends upon a Httle table, almost
as if she were endeavouring to gain time for reflection before

she answered.
"

I wish it had been."

This time there was that in the fashion of her speech which
seemed to have the effect of keeping him still

; apparently she

read that in his silence which tied a knot in her tongue. It

was with something like a catching in her breath that, when
the pause had extended to an uncomfortable length, she

repeated her own words.
"

I wish it had been all you talked about."

The repetition prompted him to question her.
"
Why do you say that again ?

"

She replied to his inquiry with another—turning towards the

bed to ask it.

"What do you know of Jacob dunston?"

Possibly the query was one for which he had been prepared,
and he answered unhesitatingly :

"Very little."

His answer seemed to move her to something very like anger.
" Don't say that when I had to listen to you for the last

six weeks. Mary Renwick is my cousin."

"Mary Renwick? Indeed. I'm afraid I don't know the

lady."
His answer seemed to surprise her more than anything

which had hitherto been said.

"You don't know Mary Renwick! She was engaged to

Jacob Gunston !

"

"Now I think I begin to understand. Mary Renwick is

the young lady who has been causing so much trouble."

"Mary Renwick causing trouble! Jacob Gunston is a

murderer; he deceived her besides. What I've suffered,

knowing what I do know, having to stand here and hear you

talk, no tongue can tell. Tell me—don't be afraid to tell

the truth
; you won't come to any hurt from me anyhow ; only

tell the truth—are you Jacob Gunston ?
"

"
I am not

;
and for one sufficient reason if for no other,

Jacob Gunston is dead."

"Jacob Gunston dead! What do you mean? How do

you know ? When did he die ?
"
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" That I cannot exactly tell you, lying here

;
but it seems

to me to be years ago. He committed suicide by jumping
into the Thames over Southwark Bridge."

" But—he was alive just before you came to Rouen."
" Pardon me

;
I was alive—not Jacob Gunston. That's

where Mary Renwick—a lady with whom I have no sort of

acquaintance, has been causing trouble. Knowing nothing
at all about the real circumstances she has been acting on
the presumption that I am Jacob Gunston ;

whereas I happen
to be George Otway."

"
George Otway ! Not the millionaire ?"

" The same man."
"
My gracious ! No wonder you talked about two hundred

and fifty thousand pounds as if it was nothing. But—how
came you to Rouen—to be mixed up with the Circus King ;

to be Bull's Eye?"
"

It's a long story ;
one day, perhaps, you shall hear it all.

It had a good deal to do with the lady you heard me speak
about as Dollie, and who is now, it seems, Mrs Frank

Andrews, my cousin's wife."
"

I knew it ! I was sure of it ! I said to myself that what-

ever else might have got you in a mess she has had most
to do with it."

"That chapter in my life's shut down. Some day I may
continue writing it. If I do, by the time I've finished it

that lady and I may be able to cry quits. I'm afraid she's

even a more curious character than I thought she was, and
I credited her with a good deal of singularity."
He was silent, and she also. She was fidgeting here and

there about the room in a style that was scarcely characteristic,
as if conscious that an unspoken question was trembling on
he tip of his tongue, the asking of which she was desirous

of postponing to the latest possible moment. All at once
it came, as if timidly.
"Was there anything else I talked about?"
"What should there have been?"
" That is what I am asking you. You say I talked about

all manner of nonsense."

"You did."

This curtly ;
as if, 'for her part, she should prefer to consider

the subject closed. But he persevered.
" Did I mention any other lady's name ?

"
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"You seem to have had to do with a good many ladies in

your time."

As if depressed by the snub thus brusquely administered
he lay quite still, until, as if conscious-stricken by the con-

templation of her own severity, Miss Price said, with an
ostentatious air of complete indifference which seemed more
than a trifle forced :

"You said something about a Miss Thornton— I believe

it was her you spoke about as Elsie."

Otway drew a long breath and closed his eyes. They were
still closed when he spoke again.

" She seems to have been with me all the time."

Miss Price's tone, as she replied, was distinctly tart.

" So I should think, by the way that you've kept on about

her—about your being in a boat with her, and on an island,

and I don't know what."
" She's in some great trouble

;
I've seemed to hear her calling

to me all the time. I must go and help her."
" Then you just won't

;
not yet a while, at any rate. The

idea ! Why, you couldn't stand up straight to save your life.

What sort of trouble do you suppose she's in ?
"

" She's in the hands of wicked men and women, wholly at

their mercy—I daren't think."

"Where is she?"
"

I don't know, I can't tell. I hear her voice calling to me,

but I can't make out where it comes from—sometimes it seems

so close and sometimes so far away. But I shall know soon ;

soon she will tell me just where she is, and then I shall go
to her."

"Oh, will you? Then it won't be soon, I can tell you;
if you're not more manageable I shouldn't be surprised if it's

never. You keep on talk, talk, talking, when you're so weak

that you can scarcely hold yourself together. I don't want to

stop in Rouen for the rest of my Hfe
; so, as I don't mean to

go until I've seen you out of it, perhaps you'll do your best

to get well at once. Turn over now, and go to sleep like a

good child."

He obeyed her with a tractability which in itself was

eloquent of the state that he was in. He was still so long

that she was beginning to think that he actually had gone to

sleep, when he spoke again.
"
Sallie ?

"
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" Well

;
what's the matter now ?

"

" Are you out of an engagement ?
''

" Bless the man, what a question to ask ! How can I be
in an engagement when I'm here in Rouen nursing you ?

"

" But how do you manage, when it's all going out and

nothing coming in ?
"

" You don't suppose I've been as long in the front rank of

the profession as I have without putting by something for a

rainy day ? I'm not a spendthrift to that extent, I do hope.
Don't you worry about me, I've got what's as good as the

Bank of England to draw upon. All you've got to do is to

get well as fast as ever you can, and faster ! It'll be one of

the happiest days in my life, the one on which I see you
running downstairs just as you used to be able to : I'll be

that proud to think that I had a hand in helping you to do it."

"Sallie, you're a dear, good soul; you won't find me un-

grateful when I come to be myself again, if I ever do !

"

"
If you ever do ! What do you mean by sighing like that ?

If you choose you'll be yourself again inside a week, and

you'll best show your gratitude by choosing. Now, will you

go to sleep?"
That time he went to sleep without another word. After a

few minutes of complete silence she leaned over his bed and
looked at him. He was sleeping as peacefully as a child,

breathing softly and regularly, smiling as he slept. That smile

of his seemed to cause her to knit her brows.
" He's dreaming of Elsie

;
that's why he's smiling. He's

dreaming that he's happy, at last, with her."

She sighed, as if the idea of his happiness did not convey
to her mind any too pleasant associations. She smoothed a

crease out of the sheet with a gentle touch.
" So I'm a dear, good soul, am I ? and I sha'n't find him

ungrateful. It does sound funny. I'm a practical sort of

creature, I ought to be if I'm not; but the castles that once

I started building ! How he would laugh if I told him about

them, he'd see how comical it was. To think of his being

George Otway, the great George Otway !

—and I, Sallie Price

the Bender ! I'd have hit anybody who'd have told me that

I should one day be ashamed of being a bender, but when I

think of what he is—and how he must look down on girls

like me— I am. A pretty sort that Dollie of his must be, Mrs
Frank Andrews ! To my mind she's got her character written
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on her face
;
he's mistaken if he fancies it'll be easy to get the

better of her. If he gives her so much as a ghost of a chance
she'll land him in a worse hole than he's in already

—he fights

fair, she doesn't. I wonder what sort that Elsie is. I don't

suppose she deserves him— I don't believe any woman alive

could do that—but I do hope, for his sake, that she's better

than that—beauty."

Having made certain that he was sound asleep she went to

a wooden box which stood in a corner of the room, and,

having unlocked it, extracted from its deepest depths a small

tin box. When she had unlocked that also she proceeded to

inspect its contents. To judge from her manner they did not

afford her unmixed gratification. They consisted, for the

most part, of money, but the whole amount was so small that

she regarded it with an air which, the more she looked, the

more woebegone it became. She counted and recounted it

again and again, in the apparent hope of detecting herself in

an error, but the sum total remained obstinately the same.

Its insignificance seemed to appal her.
" That's the Bank of England I told him I'd got to draw

upon, my goodness ! The Bank of England doesn't seem to

be keeping a very large balance in its vaults just now. It did

seem a good deal when I started ;
I know it took me a good

long time to get it all together ;
I'll never get as much again,

never ! But—how it's melted ! I only hope that it'll last as

long as it's wanted to. I don't wish to have to sell anything.

A girl like me finds it easier to sell things than to buy 'em.

I do hope it'll last till he gets his strength and is able to do

for himself; it'll be a bad job for me if it doesn't. If it does,

I sha'n't mind."

Having once turned the corner of the road which led to

recovery George Otway's progress was rapid, and yet, it would

seem, not fast enough for his nurse. He gradually became

conscious that her anxiety for the complete restoration of his

health was even greater than his. One morning he asked her.

"Why are you so desperately desirous to get me up and

away ? I can see you are. Be honest, Sallie. Is there any

special reason? And who is that with whom you are so

constantly holding confabulations outside the door?"

"That's Jeanne Duclos."
" And who may Jeanne Duclos happen to be ?

"

" She's the girl who has the next apartment ;
she's been very
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good while you've been ill. She has done all my shopping
and errands, and—helped to hide you."

"
Helped to hide me ? What do you mean ?

"

" There's bills all over Rouen offering a reward to anyone
who finds out where you are."

"
Bills all over Rouen, Sallie !

"

"
I believe that Mrs Frank Andrews has done it all. She's

paying everything for Sam Tebb, and she herself offered me
a hundred pounds if I would tell her where you could be
found."

" But of what use would that information be to her?"
" That's more than I can tell you ; you ought to know if

anyone does. I know she's given it out all over the place
that you're Jacob Gunston, and that you're wanted by the

English police for murder."

"Has she? I owe that to Mr Tebb. Although I do not

happen to be Jacob Gunston, as she is probably well aware,
I do not wish to come into contact with the police just yet."

"That's what I thought, and that's why I've been hiding

you. Jeanne Duclos and I are the only two people who know

you're even alive
;
without her I don't know what I should

have done."
"

I should like to see this Jeanne Duclos."

"That's easy. Although you did not know it, you saw her

often enough when you were light-headed. She's in her

apartment now. I'll fetch her this moment if you'll lie still."

Although she went to fetch her he did not lie still. On
the contrary, no sooner was she out of the room than he was

out of the bed. He proposed to try an experiment.
"

I wonder," he said to himself, "if I could manage to stand."

So he put the matter to the proof, and learnt that, at

present, such a feat was beyond his power. His legs showed
a tendency to double up as soon as he relied on them for

support, while the room went swimming round him in a

fashion which was not a little disconcerting. He sank back

on to the edge of his bed, feeling more physically strange than

he had ever done in the whole course of his life. As he sat

there, hardly knowing whether he was on his head or heels,

suddenly he heard someone call to him by name.
"
George Otway !

"

Not loudly, but most distinctly, the words came to him.

Startled, he looked about the room, searching for the speaker.
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"Yes," he answered. "Who wants me? who spoke?"
No one vouchsafed the information, and there was ap-

parently no one from whom it could have come. For a
moment he supposed the thing to have been a delusion born

of his mental and physical weakness. But, all at once, it

came again
—louder, more distinct than before.

"
George Otway !

"

On the instant he understood. It was the voice which had
been calling to him through all these weary weeks, the voice

which had called to him that night in the wood : it was Elsie's

voice. Her extremity of need had continued all this time,

yet he had been able to do nothing to help her. She had

cried to him continually for aid, and cried in vain. How
long was she to appeal to him for what, perchance, was dearer

to her than life, and he, perforce, keep still ?

U



CHAPTER XXX

AT THE WINDOW

WHEN
Miss Price returned she found him sitting on the

edge of the bed, trembling hke a child.
"
Didn't I tell you," she exclaimed,

"
to lie still? What do

you mean by getting up like this directly my back was
turned ?

"

" She called to me," he said, in what, in the extremity of

his weakness, was almost like a childish whimper.
" She

called."

"She called? Who's she?"
"
Elsie ! She's always calling to me for help, and I can

give her none."
" No

;
and you never will be able to, either, if you won't

obey orders and behave like a rational being. Back you go
into bed this moment."
And back he did go, almost before he knew it, she tuck-

ing him up and making him generally comfortable, with a

business-like vigour which was more soothing than he was

capable of owning.
"Can't leave you a moment but you're in some mischief.

I suppose if I'd been a second longer you'd have been trying
to break your neck by tumbling down the stairs."

She called attention to the girl who had followed her into

the room
;
a young woman of twenty-four or five—by no

means ill-looking
—of the honest, stalwart, Norman type.

"This is Jeanne Duclos
; you wanted to see her, and here

she is
;
there isn't a better girl in the whole of France."

"
Oh, Mademoiselle Sallie !

"

"I say there isn't ; and don't you mademoiselle me." Miss

Price addressed herself to Otway.
"
Now, how are you

feeling ?
"

"Thank you, better. If I could only get to Elsie when she

calls !

"

" You'll have to get somewhere soon, and that's straight ;

306
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and that's what I've brought Jeanne in here to tell. What's

that, Jeanne, you were telling me about the sergent-de-ville of

yours ?
"

Thus invited, Mademoiselle Duclos started off in English
which, if idiomatic, was pleasant and sufficiently compre-
hensible.

" My cousin, Pierre Bompard, is sergent-de-ville. He says
to me this morning :

' We know where is that Englishman,
that Jacob Gunston, whom all the world is looking for. He
thinks himself very clever

;
but before twenty-four hours are

past we will have him under arrest, for certain."
" And what is that about someone coming from England ?

"

" He says also, Pierre Bompard, that an agent of police
arrives to take Jacob Gunston back with him to England."

" So you see," went on Miss Price, speaking to her patient,
"I'm in a bit of a hole. I don't want to start you off when

you're not fit to put a foot to the ground ; but, at the same

time, I don't want them to come and arrest you in your bed."
" Do you think there's any real danger of their doing any-

thing of the kind?"
"

I don't want to think it—and I've tried not to—but I'm

afraid there is. For one thing, I don't believe Sam Tebb is so

near death's door as I fancied ; and, if that's the case, I

shouldn't be surprised if he's given them the office as to where-

abouts you may be found."
" Pierre Bompard, he say to me :

' Mademoiselle Sallie, she

know where is Jacob Gunston.'"

"When I heard that," admitted Sallie, "I went hot and

cold all over. I'll swear that Sam Tebb's finger is showing
there. And there's been somebody hanging about this street

the last day or two whose looks I don't fancy at all."

" He is a spy ;
for sure he is a spy."

"So, you see, it's this way. Jeanne here is going to play a

game of her own which will put them off the scent for a day
or two—perhaps three or four— but we can't be certain. So—
although I hate to have to do it !

—it seems only fair to warn

you that, unless you want to be caught in a trap, you'll have to

be ready to clear out of this, at a moment's notice, fit or

unfit."
" Thank you for giving me the warning ;

it's another mite

added to the debt of gratitude I owe you already. I think,

also, that what you've told me will act on me like an excellent



308 A METAMORPHOSIS

medicine. I've no intention of allowing Sam Tebb to score
at my expense, or Mrs Frank Andrews either. I'll begin to

put on strength so fast that in less than no time you won't
know me for the same man

;
so that when the moment does

come ril be able to let them find me missing."
On the afternoon of the third day after this conversation

George Otway was lying in that condition of being neither
awake nor asleep, which is one of the pleasantest attributes of
the state of convalescence, when he had what, if it were a
dream, was the most realistic he had ever dreamed.
He was walking in Paris : he knew it was Paris, because, as

he walked, someone kept whispering in his ear, as if to impress
the fact on his mind :

"This is Paris! this is Paris!"

Presently he came to a street called the Rue du Bois. As
if to render it impossible for him to forget that that was the
name of the street, something seemed to stop him and to call

his attention to the mural tablet on which was inscribed
Rue du Bois. When he had thoroughly digested that fact

he passed on down the street on the left-hand side. So far

as their exterior went, the houses were of good size and
decent enough ; yet, as he went by them he was oppressed
by the feeling that there was something evil in the air.

Although there was nobody but himself in sight he was
conscious of voices shouting to him. Though he did not
understand what they were saying he knew that they were

warning him against some danger which threatened more and
more each step that he advanced. Paying no heed to them,
he went on and on.

The street was a long one. He had gone more than half

way down it, always on the left side, when he came to a house
in front of which he stopped, as if constrained by some irre-

sistible force. The house was of the same pattern as the rest
;

he would have said that there was nothing to distinguish it

from its fellows had not his eye all at once been caught by a

fragment of red curtain which was fluttering through an open
window on the uppermost floor; he told himself that he
should always know it again because of that red curtain.

Moving downwards his glance settled on the huge door.

Suspended to it, apparently by nails, as if she had been

crucified, was Elsie Thornton. He knew that she was dead,
in spite of the fact that she was looking at him with wide-open
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eyes which seemed to congeal the blood in his body. The
agony that was in her face ! the expression of unspeakable

pain ! and the reproach ! As, riveted to the ground, he stood
and gazed at her, from the dead lips came words :

"
If you had only come when I called you I should be still

alive."

Suddenly he found himself wide awake, with those words
still sounding in his ears. What did it mean ? Had he been
awake or dreaming? Had this vision, if vision it was, been

sent to him as a token and a sign ? How plainly, even in the

bright sunlight of his room, could he see the oblong tablet

against the wall—Rue du Bois, the shadowed street, the

fluttering scrape of red streaming from the window far down
the road on the side on which he was. She had called to

him, and called
;
he had never known from whence the call

had come. Was it indeed a vision he had had ? and did it

mean that Elsie Thornton was in the Rue du Bois, in a

house with a red curtain, in frightful need of help from him ?

Where was the Rue du Bois? In Paris? He knew his

Paris pretty well, but nothing of a Rue du Bois. What did it

matter? He would go to Paris, if possible, within the hour;

then, if there was a Rue du Bois, what strange mercy, unknown
to man's philosophy, had been shown to him? Surely the

interpretation of this thing was that, if he hastened, he would

still be in time
; but, if he made no haste, after the coming of

this sign, then her blood would be on his head.

To him the reflection was Hke the touch of a spur to a high-

mettled steed.

Then and there he rose from his bed. During the last three

days, as he had prophesied, his strength had returned to him

quickly. Each day, with his nurse's sanction, he had risen for

awhile, so that he might become accustomed again to stand on

his own feet. Already he had progressed so far that he was

able, with but little difficulty, to dress himself in the clothes

which he had not worn since, for the last time, he had attired

himself as Bull's Eye. He laughed to himself as he noted that

he had grown so thin that they hung upon him as they might

have done upon a scarecrow. His waistcoat was so loose that

it might have been made for a man twice his size.

" There's room for filling there. In the meantime, it would fit

none the worse if a reef was taken in behind."

As he spoke Sallie Price came into the room. There was
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that in her manner which betokened agitation. She seemed
short of breath, as if she had rushed upstairs at top speed.When she saw him standing there she broke into an ex-

clamation, which was part amazement, part pleasure." So you are up, thank goodness ! and dressed ! What have
you heard ?

"

"
I should like to hear that there was more of me to fill this

waistcoat. In the meanwhile, I should be obliged if you would
take it in, or whatever the process is called, so that it might be
a little more of a fit."

"There is no time for that : you must go at once."
"At once? What do you mean? Have you—have you

also had a vision?"
"A vision? I don't know anything about a vision, but I

believe that the police have found out where you are."
"The police?"
" The police ! They may be here any moment ; you must be

out of this, if possible, inside ten minutes. Where will you go.""
I will go to the Rue du Bois."

" The Rue du Bois. Where's that ?
"

"In Paris; at least, I dreamed it was in Paris. It will take
me some time to walk there. How far is it by road ?

"

" What are you talking about ? You're not going to walk
there ! It's nearly a hundred miles."

"
My dear Sallie, how am I to get there if I don't walk,

unless someone gives me a free lift by the way, since I have
no money?"

" No money ! I'll soon see that you have money."
From her trunk she took the small tin box which stood to

her for the Bank of England." Here are five Napoleons for you.""
I'll not have you: five Napoleons, I've robbed you of too

much already."
" You can speak to me like that !

"

"Why should I not speak to you like that when it's true,
Sallie? Tell me, honestly, how much money have you left? Stay,
in such a matter I'll not trust you; I believe you'd leave

yourself penniless if you saw a chance of doing me a service,
I'll see for myself."
He took the cash-box from her unresisting, trembling hands.

She watched him, all frightened, like some guilty thing, as he
ransacked its contents.
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"Why, there's only a hundred and thirty francs all told,
and you'd give me a hundred of them. Sallie, with what fresh

crime would you saddle my conscience ?
"

"I can get an engagement whenever I want; I know of

one now where I can open next week."

"I daresay, but you've got to get to it, and next week is

some way off."

"If I get a little short I've heaps of friends to whom I've

only to write, and they'll send me what I want. You shall

take some, or I'll throw the lot into the street."
"

I'll take ten francs."
" You shall take half of all I've got !

"

"Sallie, don't let's try to quarrel, you and I, because it

isn't to be done. I'll take thirty. No ! it's no good. If you'll

not be content with my having thirty, I'll not have one.

That'll take me to Paris, and still leave me with enough to

turn round. Good-bye, you best and truest friend that ever

was given to a man in a hole !

"

She caught his hands in both of hers, there was a sob in

her voice.
" You mustn't say good-bye

—not good-bye
—you must tell me

an address where I can find you."
"When you've an address at which you can be found, write

what it is to John Lennard, Poste Restante, Paris ! so soon as

I have it I'll post you up in all that I've been doing."
"You promise?"
"
I promise."

That evening George Otway reached Paris, tired by the

railway journey
—though it only took two hours—yet with grit

enough left in him to enable him, at a pinch, to play the man.

At the St Lazaire station he told a cabman to drive him to the

Rue du Bois
; wondering, with a beating heart, if, after all, the

cabman would say he had never heard of such a place. Then

what would there be left for him to do ?

The driver hesitated, seeming to search the map of Paris

which he had in his head.

"The Rue du Bois. There is a Rue du Bois in the

Arrondissement de I'Observatoire ;
it is the only one I know,

from here that is no end of a distance."

Otway's heart leapt up in his bosom.
" No matter how far it is, take me to the Rue du Bois."

As the driver had said, it proved to be "no end of a



312 A METAMORPHOSIS

distance
"

; especially did it seem so, in that ramshackle, slow-

going fiacre, to the fevered, impatient man inside.

He dismissed the cab at the corner of the street. The
instant he saw it he knew that he was on no fool's errand, that

the vision had been indeed a token and a sign. This, beyond
the faintest shadow of a doubt, was the street down which he
had walked while lying on his bed that afternoon at Rouen.
He tore down it now, at the top of his speed, searching eagerly
the houses on the other side of the way for a window with a

red curtain. He had almost reached the bottom when a

window in the highest storey of the house immediately opposite
was thrown wide open and a girl appeared at it, screaming,
with the full force of her lungs, in accents which started him

trembling like a leaf:
"
George Otway ! George Otway !

"

She had pronounced the name twice when it seemed that

someone seized her from behind and dragged her back. The
window was closed almost more quickly than it had been

opened. All was still.

The girl who had just called to him from the window of

that house in the Rue du Bois was Elsie Thornton : she who
had called to him so often he had not known from whence.



, CHAPTER XXXI

DONNA LUISA REDIVIVUS

IT
had happened so suddenly that for a moment or two

George Otway was not quite clear in his own mind as to

what exactly had occurred— the window had been opened,
the girl had looked out, she had twice called upon his name,
had been dragged back into the room, the window refastened,—

all, it seemed to him, inside two seconds
;
at any rate with

such surprising quickness that, before his attention had been

fully roused, the incident was closed.

He remained, motionless, on the other side of the street,

with his eyes fixed upon the window in question, half expecting
that it would be reopened and a further scene in the drama
be enacted

;
and his expectations did not go wholly unrealised.

For, presently, the window was partially opened, an arm pro-

truded, the persiennes
—those Venetian shutters which are

associated with every house in France—were released and
drawn to, and, presto ! the window had vanished, and only the

shutters remained. The action was significant ; evidently

precautions were being taken to prevent the girl making a

second appeal.

Otway arrived at an instant decision. Crossing the street

he gave a vigorous pull at the bell handle which dangled

against the wall. A clanging peal resounded through the

courtyard on the other side of the heavy door. He waited,

but no answer came. He rang again and again, and even a

fourth time, before anything transpired to show that his

summons had attracted the attention of those within. Then
a small trap was thrown back, and a harsh feminine voice

demanded, in French :

"Well, who is it? What do you mean by making all this

clatter ?
"

Otway replied, in the same language :

"
I wish to see Miss Thornton."

"And who, in the name of goodness, is Miss Thornton?

There is no one of that name lives here. It is because of this

313
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person you try to break our bell, a person of whom one has

never heard !

"

"
If you prefer that I should use a name which certainly

is not hers: I wish to see Miss Villiers."
" Miss Villiers, ah, now we advance : you speak of the poor

mad girl? But no one can see Miss Villiers : she is not in a fit

state to see anyone."
" She is in a fit state to see me. I insist upon your opening

the door and admitting me at once !

"

" Name of a dog ! you insist ! And, pray, who are you, that

you talk as if the house were yours ?
"

" Never mind my name ! It is enough for you that I am a

friend of Miss Villiers, as you call her, and that, if you do not

wish to have trouble with the police, you will instantly let me
see her."

"Trouble with the police. My good man, you talk as if you
aimed cannons at one's head. You will understand that this

house is not mine, I am but the concierge. I obey orders, and

only admit certain persons. If you will condescend to wait

I will go and inquire if I am to admit you."

"Go, then: only make it clear to whoever you may be

going that I intend to be admitted, and be so good as not

to keep me long."

Muttering something beneath her breath the concierge with-

drew, the trap was closed, and George Otway was left to cool

his heels at his leisure—left longer than he relished. Seconds
became minutes, it seemed to him that the minutes became

many. After an interval, which appeared to him to be unduly

long, he sounded another peal upon the rusty bell. Still no

signs of the returning co?icierge. What might not be taking

place within ? What might they not be doing to Elsie while

they kept him dallying at the gate? Before he gained the

other side they might have put her beyond his reach. He
kept up a perpetual clanging till the trap was once more thrown

back and the coarse voice was heard again.
" A thousand devils ! you make hubbub enough to disturb

the entire neighbourhood. Do you think that at my age one

rushes up and down a hundred stairs as if one was ten ? For

me, it is an affair to ascend to madame's apartment."
While she grumbled she unlocked the wicket—the fact that

it needed unlocking was of ominous import. He found himself

confronting a sturdy, ill-tempered-looking woman about forty-
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five years of age, whose upper lip was ornamented with a

moustache which was almost of masculine dimensions. She
scowled at him from under heavy overhanging eyebrows.

"
Well, my lad, you don't seem to be a person of so much

importance that you should cause all this commotion. As
I said to madame, if she does not wish to let you in I will

soon see that you are taught to behave. Yes, I, Marie Cagnol.
But, madame, she is too good-natured, she says :

'

I will see this

noisy person.'"
" And who is madame ?

"

"I ask, who are you?—you reply, it is no afifair of mine.

To your question I give the same answer."

She had taken him into the house, and was now leading the

way up what seemed to him to be endless flights of stairs.

Already fatigued by his journey he began to fear that if they
had much farther to go he would have to sit and rest, and,
before all else just now, he wished to conceal all signs of

physical weakness. As it was, he had to momentarily pause
to take breath.

"This madame of yours lives, then, at the top of the house?
Is it necessary that one should mount for ever ?

"

"What does it matter to you where she lives? If you had
wished that she should live on the ground-floor you should

have told her so. Did I not say to you that one does not

rush up and down a hundred stairs? Now you see for your-
self how it is."

As she said this she turned to him with a grin which was

distinctly not a pleasant one. She rapped with her knuckles

at the panels of the door in front of which she had paused,
then opened it to speak to someone within :

"
Here, madame,

is the individual who will not give his name, but who talks of

trouble with the police if I refuse to admit him." Suddenly
she discovered that the room had no occupant. "Ah,
madame is not here. Enter, then. No doubt madame will be

with you in a minute, if you will only have the condescension

to take a chair and to wait."

Acting on her suggestion he entered. The moment he was
in the door was closed, and he heard what sounded singularly
like the slipping of a bolt. Filled with a new suspicion he
tried the handle. The door refused to budge.

" Outside there, open this door at once ! What do you
mean by fastening me in ?

"
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The only reply was a slight noise which might have been a

chuckle. He shook the door again and shouted a second

time. This time there was not even a chuckle. He looked

about him. The room was brilliantly lit by electric bulbs.

On one side were three windows shaded by curtains. Drawing
the hangings aside from one of them he was about to open it

to learn what was without when he became conscious of a

sound behind him and turned to find that a second door, of

whose existence he had been unaware, had been opened on
the other side of the room, and that a woman had entered.

He stared at her in silence, knowing he had seen her before,

yet unable for the moment to say just where. She, on her

part, was silent too, regarding him, steadfastly, with a smile,

which was rather a sneer, which he instinctively resented.

That she did not need even momentary consideration to recall

who he was, was obvious.
"
So, Mr Lennard, we meet again."

So soon as she spoke he knew her : she was Madame
O'Callaghan, the wife of young David Curtis's chance acquaint-

ance. Major O'Callaghan. It was only because he was still

not quite himself that he had not recognised her on the

instant. She was the woman who, coming with Elsie Thornton
into the room of that house fn Sefton Park, had introduced

her as Lottie Villiers, the woman who had filled him with such a

sense of repugnance, who had lied to him, who, above all, had
whisked Elsie away from underneath his very nose. If he

had only had his wits about him it was her appearance which
he would have been expecting. No wonder that she greeted
him with a combination of a smile and a sneer.

Seeing that he still kept silence she continued, endowing
what seemed innocuous words with some venomous quality as

she uttered them :

" The pleasure of meeting you again was one which I

thought it not improbable would fall to my lot. Indeed, I

had rather expected that our acquaintance would have been
renewed before this."

"
It is not my fault that it has not been."

"No? your misfortune? That is rather prettily put."
"You omitted to furnish me with your address so that I

might hand it to the police."
" Did I, indeed? What a singular omission. Very careless

conduct on my part, wasn't it ?
"
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Advancing farther into the room she placed herself in a

position in which she could see him more to her advantage.
The shabbiness of his attire

;
his generally dishevelled ap-

pearance ;
the signs of recent illness which marked not only

his face but also his attenuated form seemed to occasion

her surprise.

"Really, Mr Lennard, you don't look as if the world had
been all lavender to you just recently. That's a shocking
suit which you have on : a worse fit I never saw. It must be

a generation ago since it cost even as much as fifty shillings.

And surely it is years since you saw a decent barber. If I

saw you, as a casual stranger in the street, I should have

guessed that you had just come out of a workhouse : I give

you my word that you look sufficiently ill-fed. I assure you
that I should not be at all surprised to learn that the purpose
of your presence here is to beg a hearty meal."

" As you know perfectly well, I am here to see Miss

Thornton."
"To see whom?"
" To see Miss Thornton."

"Who is this who speaks of Miss Thornton ?"



CHAPTER XXXII

ELSIE

THE question was asked by someone else who had come
into the room by the door through which Madame

O'Callaghan had entered; a voice which stirred his pulses
with a sense of familiarity which was almost painful. When
he looked to see who the speaker was he felt as if he must be

in some sort of waking dream when he found himself con-

fronted by Donna Luisa D'Agostino, the Mother of Caracas.

As if to render the sense of illusion more complete she was

attired, if not in the identical gown of crimson satin which
had made her so conspicuous a figure on board the Queen of
the Sens, then in one which, to his masculine eyes, seemed

exactly like it. She was as huge as ever, and moved towards

the centre of the room with a clumsy, awkward gait which
became her as ill as her costume.

She did not appear to be so surprised to see him as he had
been to see her. On the contrary, placing herself on a chair,

resting her elbows on the table which was in front of her,

removing the big cigar which she was smoking from between
her lips, she addressed him as off-handedly as if she had only
been parted from him half-an-hour before.

"So again you are an uninvited guest of mine; and what
is it you call yourself this time ? Are you Rothschild ? or are

you Pierpont Morgan?"
Instead of answering her question he made a demand.
" Donna Luisa, I have to request that you will at once

allow me to see Miss Thornton."
" Ah ! It is that which is the lure which has brought you."

She turned to Madame O'Callaghan : "So that blunder of you
and your friends may not turn out to be such an imbecility
after all. It has been the misfortune of my life to have been
the plaything of idiots. If, after all, one of them has been

guilty of doing something sane it is a recompense which I

assuredly deserve."

318
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Madame O'Callaghan said nothing, her very silence being
eloquent of the fact that the Mother of Caracas was once
again the ruling spirit. Donna Luisa puffed at her cigar for
a moment or two in silence. Then she spoke again to

Otway.
" You will have heard that that expedition of mine failed."
"
I have heard nothing."

"No? Then I now present you with the information. It

failed : in the first place, because it was conducted by in-

dividuals who were—mostly—fools ;
the kind of fools who

make a mess of everything ; and, in the second place,
because I, being enraged, behaved also like a fool. You will

recollect that I did you the honour to propose that you should
become my husband."

"
I confess that I was so unreasonable as not to be

enamoured with the future which you had sketched for me."
"So I imagined. What I did not expect was that you

would take the line you did, or I would have taken my own
precautions. When I learned that you and Miss Thornton
had been sent overboard together there was a bad half-hour
for certain persons on the Queen of the Seas."

It required no effort on Otway's part to enable him to

believe that statement. At the mere recollection a look
which was almost worse than murderous came into the

speaker's eyes. There was an iron rigidity about the set of
her jaw which suggested all sorts of unpleasant possibilities.

When, after an interval, she went on, it was with a hard bitter-

ness which, for some occult reason, seemed to make Madame
O'Callaghan wince.

"
I gave my instructions to certain persons that you must

be found, you and Miss Thornton also. I did not care a

snap of the fingers if the girl was found at the bottom of the

sea, but I had set my heart on finding you alive. Judge,
then, of my delight when I learn that they had found Miss

Thornton, but not you. They find the girl upon what they
declare to me to be an uninhabited island on which was a

volcano in a state of eruption. She fights with them like a

wild cat; yet they bear her away with them in triumph. Yes,
in triumph !

—think of it, the fools !
—and of you they learn

nothing, hear nothing, see nothing. I believe they were

afraid of the volcano. I spent a small fortune on an expedi-
tion to discover you, and all they discover is that wretched
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girl. Believe me, I am pleased. And yet it would seem as

if I were to score off their blunder after all, since you have

discovered yourself."'
"

I again ask you to allow me to see Miss Thornton."

"You shall see her, I promise you. But, as a beginning,
it is necessary that you and I should come to a little under-

standing. By way of preface I may mention that, as I have

entered, for the second time, into the bonds of holy matri-

mony, you need not anticipate the renewal of a certain

proposition."
"

I have to tender you my sincerest congratulations."
" You congratulate yourself, also, a little, eh ? Well, that

is by the way. I will not pretend that I have exactly the

husband I would myself have chosen. There were certain

circumstances which made it necessary that I should suffer

him to marry me, so on that point I will say no more. I

cannot, however, forget that, as your wife, I should have been

in a position to do certain things which now are beyond my
power. It becomes, therefore, desirable that I should place

myself in a situation in which I shall possess as many as

possible of the advantages which, as your wife, I should have

enjoyed."

George Otway laughed outright. The calm matter-of-fact

air with which Donna Luisa talked of subjects which are,

in general, only delicately hinted at was not a little enter-

taining.
"

I would again remind you that I am here to see Miss

Thornton who, I have reason to fear, is being detained in this

house against her will."
"

I will explain as clearly as I can. If you will pay me a

hundred thousand pounds you can leave this house at once,

and you can take Miss Thornton with you for all I care. If

not, I shall get the money from your cousin Mr Frank Andrews;

and, in return, I will undertake that you shall never again be

George Otway the millionaire."
" How will you prevent it ?

"

" For the present that does not matter. Let me assure you
that I will prevent it."

Donna Luisa turned to Madame O'Callaghan.
"
Ring the bell," she said.

Madame pressed an ivory push -piece. Almost simul-
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taneously the door was opened, and Mr Bianchi—of the Queefi

of the Seas—came into the room. Donna Luisa addressed
herself to Otvvay.

"This is my husband."
He nodded, smihngly.
"

I guessed as much
;
Mr Bianchi displayed so much anxiety

lest anyone else should occupy that august position. My
heartiest congratulations, Mr Bianchi, on your—deserved—
promotion."
Mr Bianchi was silent. He looked both sour and out of

temper, as if he feared that he was being laughed at. Nor
would one have guessed, from his demeanour, that he was
overwhelmed with happiness at his good fortune. His wife

spoke to him in the same off-hand fashion she used for every-
one. Indeed, had it not been for her positive statement to the

contrary, one would almost have suspected him of being her

servant rather than her lord and master.

"You perceive, here is the husband you robbed me of. In

spite of you and of those fools, after all, I have him. I tell

him that for a hundred thousand pounds he can live, but he
will not promise to give me the money."

" He is stark mad
;

I have always said it. You had better

get the money from his cousin, Frank Andrews. He will give
it to you fast enoutih."

"
I believe that, for once, you are right. I have asked you

to come here in order that there may be no misunderstanding.
For the last time, Mr Otway, I have to tell you that if you
will not give me the amount I require, to oblige your cousin—
who will give it me, and more— you will be dead, and worse

than dead."

Mr Bianchi interpolated an observation of his own.
" He will be a great deal worse than dead, I promise him

that. But he is one of those pig-headed Englishmen, and mad
even for an Englishman ;

he will not even listen to reason.

You will not get him to believe that his life is in any danger
till he has actually worse than lost it. You had better make
an end at once and get the money the quickest way

—from the

cousin."

George Otway, who had been turning one or two things

over in his mind, and at the same time regarding the faces

in front of him, had arrived at the conclusion that he was in a

delicate position. It occurred to him that it might be as well
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to gain a little time in order that he might be able to study
that position in all its bearings.

" Before I will enter into a discussion with you on any
subject whatever I must see Miss Thornton."

The three exchanged glances. Donna Luisa spoke.
"Let him see her. What does it matter? He is in our

hands. Ring again."
Once more Madame O'Callaghan pressed the push-piece.

This time there entered four men. In two of them Otway re-

cognised Major O'Callaghan and Mr Howard, of the house in

Sefton Park
;
in the other two he fancied he recalled members

of the motley crowd which was on board the Queen of the Seas.

The major greeted him with an affable movement of his

hand.

"Ho! my old friend Lennard. And how is my friend

Curtis? Still willing to give lessons in poker? Our parting
on the last occasion of our meeting was so abrupt that I really

had not time to say good-bye ;
I trust he's going as strong as

ever."

Otway did not answer. He regarded the speaker with a

look which, if looks could scorch, would have scorched him
there and then. He turned to the woman who seemed to

have this curious collection of persons at her beck and call.

" Donna Luisa, I did not think that, in your retinue, you
numbered quite such scum of the earth as this man represents.
He is a card-sharper, a pander, and a thief. I must ask you
not to permit him to address himself to me. I shall certainly

give him no answer if he does."

The Mother of Caracas made a little eccentric movement
with her cigar.

"
I have already told you that I am not always able to

choose my own society. I do not vouch for the characters of

all the persons who are in my service. Sometimes, the worse

their characters the better they are suited to my purpose.
One of you bring down the girl."

Major O'Callaghan chose to think that the request parti-

cularly referred to him. He left the room. During his ab-

sence Donna Luisa and Bianchi held a whispered consultation,
at the end of which Bianchi said something to one of the two
men—whom Otway seemed to remember as having been on the

Queen of the Seas—in consequence of which, as it seemed, the

man to whom he had spoken also quitted the apartment.
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Immediately afterwards there came into the room someone
whom, for a second or two, Otway did not recognise. It was
a woman, only partially clothed, the garments she was wearing
being ill-assorted odds and ends, like so many unclean rags.
Her hair, all unbound, strayed loosely down her shoulders,

looking as if it had been untouched by a brush for weeks.
Her face was white and drawn, there were hollows about the

eyes. She not only looked as if she had been insufficiently

fed, but there was something about her which suggested that

she was haunted by some unresting fear. As she entered she

gazed about her with a dazed expression, as if her eyes were
dazzled by the unaccustomed light.

Otway stared at her with incredulous wonder. It was only
after prolonged inspection that it dawned on him as being
even possible that this pitiable object, this frail wreck of a

woman, could be all that was left of Elsie Thornton.
"Elsie!" he cried.

At the sound of his voice she turned and looked at him.

As she did so he was relieved of one fear. The obscurity
of mental vision which had dimmed her perceptions when
he had last encountered her in the house in Sefton Park
had passed, at least in part, away, for when she saw him
she knew who he was. And not only did she know, but

the fashion of her countenance was changed, so that it all

at once was lighted up by a transfiguring smile. Her hands
fell to her sides, her lips were parted, she stood straighter,

her breath was quickened, traces of colour came into her

sunken cheeks, she said, half beneath her breath, as if

sudden joy had rendered her incapable of speaking loud :

"You!"
When she spoke he began to tremble. He all at once

was speechless. He could not even move from where he

was, but could only dumbly hold out his arms to her.

But it seemed that that was all she needed and that the

gesture was eloquence enough for her. For, as if in answer

to his unspoken invitation, she came straight across the room
and passed between his outstretched hands. And there, before

them all, he folded her about with his arms and pressed her

to his breast. Looking up into his face she said, with a sound

which was half sob, half laugh :

"
I called to you so often and you never came."

Then his voice returned to him.
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"I heard you call, but I could not come, because I did

not know where you were."

"I tried to tell you."
"And I tried to understand, but only this afternoon did

knowledge come to me, at last, then I hastened to you as

fast as the train would carry me. Come, let us go. We
will talk to these creatures in a more effectual strain when
we are out of the den which holds them."

" When !

"

The echoed adverb came from the Mother of Caracas.

She had been observing the proceedings with an air of

complete indifference, as if this man and woman, who, after

passing through the valley of the shadow of death, had
found each other at last, were marionettes upon a mimic

stage. She used the butt of the cigar which she had almost

consumed to light a fresh one. Otway took up the challenge
which her interjectional interposition seemed to have thrown
down.

"
Precisely, Donna Luisa, when—and when is now. Come,

Elsie, let us go at once."

He began to move with her across the room, no one doing
anything to stay them. Donna Luisa spoke to him as he went,

apparently more interested in the proper ignition of her new

cigar than in the topic on which she touched.
"
Nothing, Mr Otway, will give me greater pleasure than

to learn that you do propose to go at once and that you
intend to take Miss Thornton with you, only

—there are

certain details which must be gone through first."

By this time Otway, still with his arm encircling Elsie, had
reached the door through which he had entered, to find it

still closed against his egress. He endeavoured to speak
with an assumption of authority which went far beyond
what he really felt.

"
I insist upon your opening this door for me at once."

"Certainly. The door shall be opened, against your cheque
for a hundred thousand pounds." She produced a cheque form

from a pocket-book which she produced from some receptacle
in the bosom of her dress.

" Here is a cheque on a bank
which I happen to know will honour your signature for con-

siderably more than a hundred thousand pounds. You have

only to fill it up for that small sum, sign it, and give me your
word of honour that you will not attempt to stop payment,
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and you and Miss Thornton are free as air. Indeed, I shall

be very happy to do anything in my power for your comfort."
" Do you think that you can blackmail me or force me

to give you a monstrous sum as a ransom from a wholly

imaginary danger?"
"
If you are not a more foolish person than even I suppose

you to be you will give me what I ask, and that without the

least demur. You see, Mr Otway, it is actually a question of

the old-fashioned formula—your money or your life. In any
case I shall have my money, even if you choose to lose your

life, because, as you are very well aware, that cousin of yours
will be willing to pay lavishly for certain news that you are

dead at last—or as good as dead— or, perhaps, even better than

dead. So, which is it to be : your money, or your life?"

The answer came from the girl in his arms.
" Don't give her a farthing !

"

"
I'll not

;
nor half a one."

The Mother of Caracas still remained outwardly impassive.

"Very good; so it's to be your life. We'll have it—and

more than your life—before we've done with you, you may
depend on it."

George Otway drew the girl still closer to him and met

the woman's gaze with unflinching eyes. He was aware that

Bianchi and his friends were smiling, as if in anticipation

of pleasures to come. He was also conscious that each

man of them held a revolver in his hand.
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AN UPPER ROOM

MAKE
him safe, and keep him safe."

The instruction was addressed to Mr Bianchi by
the Mother of Caracas. He turned to the four men at his

back, uttering only one word.
"Gentlemen !"

He smiled at them and they at him. All five, smiHng
together, moved across towards where George Otway stood,
with his arm about the girl. When they came to within
three or four feet of him Bianchi spoke again."

If you please !

"

And all five halted. Each man held a revolver, keeping a

finger on the trigger. Bianchi pointed out the fact to Mr Otway.
"You see?"

George Otway did see. He remembered that midnight
incursion into his cabin on board the Queen of the Seas.
He saw that now, as then, it would need very little to start

those revolvers firing. Bianchi explained the situation in

his own fashion.

"The question is whether—as the policeman puts it—
you will go with us quietly, or whether we shall have to use

persuasion."
" Where do you propose to take me ?

"

" No questions answered."
" Aren't there ? You will have to answer one question,

or a good deal of persuasion will be required. What do
you intend to do with Miss Thornton ?

"

Bianchi shrugged his shoulders.

"Is that all? A little matter of that sort doesn't count;
I will go outside the rule and reply. Miss Thornton goes
with you where you go."" In that case

"

George Otway cut short his sentence at the beginning,
looking at the girl with an unspoken inquiry in his eyes.

326
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'* Go with them," she said.

Otway considered, reading the purpose which was on the

faces in front of him. Then, since he saw no alternative,
he assented.

"
I am at your service, sir."

Major O'Callaghan associated a coarse laugh with a horrible

allusion to Miss Thornton. Stung into imprudence, stepping
forward, Otway struck the speaker across the face. Almost

simultaneously the major, raising his revolver, fired. Otway
became conscious of a sudden sensation, as of burning. His
left arm dropped helpless to his side. The major laughed again.

" There's one arm done for. Repeat the same performance
with the other and I'll do for that as well."

Elsie came hurrying to him.
" Has he hurt you ? Take care ! Never mind what he

says ! They will kill you !

"

"
Though they kill me no man shall speak as that man

spoke and go unpunished."
The voice of Donna Luisa came from the table at the

back of the room.
" You are mistaken, George Otway. Be under no delusion.

Each man will say and do to you and to the girl exactly
what he pleases. If you show resentment it will be you who
will be punished, unless you fill up this little cheque for a

hundred thousand pounds."
"That I will never do; on that point you have already

heard my final decision."
" Then we will get the money from your cousin

; probably
within the next four-and-twenty hours. Gentlemen !

"

" March !

"

The command came from Bianchi, with a movement of

his revolver towards the door on the opposite side of the

apartment.
" Come !

"
whispered Elsie.

It was her command which he obeyed. They went together

to the door at which Bianchi had pointed, the five men close

at their heels. Madame O'Callaghan sneered as they passed,

smilingly :

"Good-bye, Lottie, darling. Now, at last, you're going

to be happy."
But Donna Luisa said, grimly regarding them over the

ash of her cigar :
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"
Otway, you're a fool."

But neither Elsie nor her companion said a word. In
silence they passed from the chamber, up what seemed to

Otway to be endless stairs, until they came to a door at

the top of a narrow flight, which someone opened." Enter !

"
directed Bianchi.

They entered. The moment they were in the door was shut
behind them, locked, and barred. The place in which they
were was in pitchy blackness.

*' Where are we ?
"
asked Otway.

Elsie replied, her voice sounding strangely in the darkness :

"
It is the place in which they have kept me a prisoner

for I dont know how long now ; it is so long that I have lost

all count of time."
" Was it at the window of this room that I saw you to-night ?

"

"That was the room below. They had taken me there
to find out—once more—if I would do as they wished. So
I ran to the window and called to you. Now I wish I hadn't."
"You must not say that. If you only knew how I have

longed to come to you. Is this an attic ?
"

"
I don't think it is even an attic

;
I fancy it must have

been intended as a lumber room, or something of that kind.
It hasn't a window."

" No window ? But I seem to feel fresh air."

"That comes from a trap-door in the roof, they have left

it open. Sometimes the rain comes pouring through."
"The dear creatures! But, if the rain gets in, it is just

possible that someone might get out of it."
" No one could ;

it is so small it is only a few inches square.
And then it is so far above the floor. The ceiling slopes ;

where the trap-door is it must be twelve feet high. Give me
your hand, I will show you where it is." She took his hand,
leading him through the darkness. "Take care ! we are near
the wall !

"

" How can you see ?
"

"I can't; but I know. I have been here so long that I

know. Put out your hand, you will feel the wall. The
trap-door is right above us. Look up, if the night is fine

you will see the sky. It is fine, I can see a star. Can
you not see it too ?

"

"
I can see it very well."

"
It shines down on us, glowing brightly, like a beacon
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of hope. Don't you think it may have been sent to us to-night,
of all nights, to bid us hope?"

"
Beyond a doubt it has."

" How often have I just stood here, watching for the stars.

When I have seen one I have felt that God has not forgotten
me. When I have not—which has been very often, for, you
see, the trap is so small— I have been afraid He has. It

has been so lonely up here at night in the darkness—so

lonely."
" Do they never give you a light ?

"

"Never. When the daylight goes I see nothing until the

morning comes. And, as I sleep so badly, you cannot think

how long the nights seem, especially when it is cold or wet."

"Is the place decently furnished?"
" There is no furniture at all."
" No furniture ? Then—do they keep you here in the

daytime?"
"
They keep me here always."

"
Always ! But there must be some furniture ? Is there

nothing which serves as chair or table or bed ?
"

" There is nothing ; nothing at all. The place is quite

empty."
"But how do you manage about sleeping?"
" As I can. I lie on the floor. Sometimes—when it is

raining
—it is wet. It is never very clean, and it is always

hard. I do not get much sleep."
" Do they treat you better as regards food ?

"

" Sometimes a whole day passes without their bringing me
any food at all

;
once there were two days. Then I thought

they were going to starve me to death. The food is never

very nice when they bring it. They never give me plates or

dishes. They just tumble it on the floor, so I have to pick it

with my fingers and eat it as if I were a dog. I get so

hungry that I could eat anything anyhow. I never knew
what hunger meant till they shut me up in here."

" But what have you done to them that they should behave

to you as if they were devils ?
"

There was an interval of silence before she answered. She

was so close to him that he could feel her trembling.

"They want me to do something which I won't do; they
are so wicked themselves that they think it doesn't matter

what a girl does; and, because I won't, they think they can
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make me by treating me like this. But they never will
;

never ! never ! never !

"

She spoke with a note in her voice which caused him—
almost unconsciously— to draw her closer to him. As he did
so he leaned against the wall at his back, feeling all at once
as if his legs were giving way beneath him. She was quick
to detect that something was wrong.
"What is the matter? You are trembling! the wound is

worse than you said."

His voice had suddenly become faint and tremulous.
"

I don't think it's the wound. The truth is, I've not been
very well just lately, and—the excitement has been a little

beyond me."

Something—as he put it—had been a little beyond him.
Even as he spoke she felt a quiver go all over him. She
tried to hold him up, but, before she guessed what was
about to happen, he had slipped through her arms on to the
floor. She felt him lying, an inert mass, at her feet.



CHAPTER XXXIV

DOLLIE AND HER HUSBAND

THE library at High Dene : high noon. Mr Frank
Andrews in a restless mood, flitting from chair to

chair, standing, walking here and there. In his hand a

letter, with which he continually fidgets. Reclining at full

length on a couch his wife—Mrs Frank Andrews—the Dollie

Lee of long ago. Nothing could be in more complete
contrast than her demeanour and her husband's. He in

perpetual motion, as if some internal machinery prevented
his remaining still, even for a second

;
she in immovable

repose, observing his incapacity to remain quiescent with a

little smile of amusement. If anything, she has grown
prettier, and if certain rounded contours suggest undignified

plumpness in the not distant future, they are not yet

sufficiently accentuated to lessen her charms. There is

about her an air of daintiness which, in some odd way,
recalls an exquisite child. It would have needed a shrewd

judge of human nature to detect in this delightfully delicate

little lady even a suspicion of guile.
"

It begins to look as if you were not mistaken after all."

The remark came from Mr Andrews, in a tone which

more than hinted that the gentleman was not in the very best

of tempers. The lady, on the other hand, replied in

mellifluous accents which were the very essence of sweetness
;

but, as is the case with so many sweet things, there was a drop
of bitterness even in their saccharine quality.

" In matters of importance I endeavour to be accurate.

In a matter of such first-rate importance I think you might
have taken my accuracy for granted. It would have been at

least more courteous."
"
Courtesy be hanged ?

"

"If you please. Still, it seems a pity. What has courtesy

done to you that you should wish to hang it ?
"

"Don't talk that fiddle-faddle stuff to me now. It's

331
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because you seem incapable of taking anything seriously
that I laughed when you said you believed you had seen the
fellow alive at Rouen."'

"
I did not say I believed : I said I had seen him."

" But you said it in a way which made it impossible to tell

if you were, or were not, joking. You don't seem to realise

what it means to us if George Otway is alive."
" Don't I ? You are again mistaken."
"You wouldn't wear that don't-care-a-dam air if you did."

"Shouldn't I?"
Her lips were parted in a pretty smile which Mr Andrews

did not notice, and the meaning of which would have
eluded him if he had.

"
If George Otway didn't commit suicide, if that wasn't

his body which was found in the Thames, if he is alive at the

present moment, then you and I are beggars
—and worse.

He can call us to account for every penny of his we have

spent, and since I certainly shall be unable to refund a

single one of them I shall be a ruined man for ever and a day.""
I realise that very clearly, I assure you."

" Then do you speak so gaily because you suppose my ruin

won't affect you ?
"

" My dear Frank, can you conceive it as being even possible
that I should not wish to share your fall whatever it might
be?"

" Bah ! talk sense ! do you think I don't know you through
and through? If you could gain sixpence by drowning me
to-morrow you'd do it, and never turn a hair."

"
I shouldn't do it for sixpence, really, Frank. You ex-

aggerate ;
and I assure you you don't know me, although you

think you do. Shall I ever forget what were my feelings when,
in that Rouen circus, among those crazy people, with death

staring us in the face, I first heard his voice. I recognised, on
the instant, that he had played on us some extraordinary, some
incredible trick. He had detected me first. When I appealed
to him for help, he regarded me with a smile in his eyes for

which I could have torn his heart out. If I had not been so
conscious that he was the only creature present who was capable
of doing anything to save me I would willingly have helped
him burn. As it was, I did my little best."

Mr Andrews paced in silence up and down the spacious
apartment, biting at his thumbs as he went.
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"I had not credited him with so much malice."
His wife laughed, lightly, merrily, as if she had not a care in

the world.

"You darling Frank! To be sure, he has treated both of
us very badly

—and yet, it is not so certain. We have had a

pretty decent time upon the whole—at least, I know I have—
and that fact cannot be altered even if I have to suffer for it

afterwards. It is not yet plain that we shall have to suffer—
either you or I."

"When he is tired of masquerading, of playing the game of
cat and mouse, he has only to walk in at the front door and
there is an end of us for ever."

"
Precisely ;

but perhaps it mayn't be so easy for him to

walk in at the front door as you seem to suppose."
" Do you mean because, in some way, which I don't under-

stand, you or somebody else, has mixed him up with that

murdering scoundrel, Jacob Gunston? Even granting that

the misapprehension has gone so far as you seem to suppose,
he has only to prove himself to be George Otway to prick the

bubble on the instant."

"Again I am not so certain. The matter has gone beyond
a jest. He has been doing some very queer things, has our
dear friend, and has got himself into such a tangle that only by
process of law can it be unravelled. And if the law does get
hold of him he'll have a very, very hard time. What a joke it

would be if he came to be hanged."
" No fear of that, it's much more likely that hanging's the

fate in store for us !

"

" I'm not so sure that I'd mind that if I were hanged for

him."

There was something in the tone in which she said it which

caused her husband to cease for a moment from his restless

peregrinations and to turn and stare at her with startled

eyes.
" DoUie ! take care ! walls have ears ! And even if they

haven't, there are things which—though spoken in jest
—are

left better unsaid."
" I'm not afraid of the ears, and when you and I have to

deal with a situation such as confronts us now there are things
which must be said. What do you suppose is the meaning of

the letter which you have in your hand ?
"

" That we shall soon learn. Donna Luisa D'Agostino will
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tell us. The carriage has gone to the station to meet her. At
any moment she may be here."

"Just so, and find us unprepared."
"Unprepared ! How do you mean—find us unprepared?""
My dearest Frank, this is a matter in which it is essential

that you and I should see clearly, eye to eye. Don't play the
innocent with me, and try to play the man. You can some-
times, you know."

"
I don't know why you talk like that, unless you wish to

exasperate me."
"Not at all. On the contrary, I particularly wish not to

exasperate you. I want you to look facts in the face, that's
all."

"
I've half a mind to jerk the whole thing up, hunt up Otway

on my own account, and trust to his good-nature to let me
down lightly. If I'm not careful you'll lead me into some
infernal mischief"

"When you talk like that I begin to suspect you of a desire
to exasperate me. Frank !

"

"What do you want?"
" Come here !

"

She held up her finger, with a siren gesture, beckoning to
him with smiling lips and eyes. He hesitated, then crossed to
where she lay, stretched out at full length upon the couch.

"
Well, what is it ?

"

" Kiss me !

"

"
I don't want to kiss you."

"Oh yes, you do, you always want to kiss me, and I want to
be kissed. Kneel down, so that I can put my arms about
your neck and hold you tight." Without remonstrance he
obeyed. Drawing his face to hers, she pressed her lips to his,
as if she sought to inoculate him with her spirit by means of a
kiss.

"
Frank, you know you love me."

"Sometimes I wish I didn't."

His voice seemed hoarse. She laughed, as if to herself, her

lips still close to his.

"You can't help loving me whatever you may wish. I hold
you with bonds which are stronger than steel. To kiss me
you'd sell your soul."

"
I've already sold it."

"
I know you have, you—goose ! We've both of us done

that—if we ever had any souls to sell. So, since we have
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nothing else to take to market, let us make as much as we
possibly can out of what we've already disposed of. Now,
Frank, listen. At the present moment you and I are two of
the greatest persons in England. You don't want to become
all at once nothing and nobody, a butt and a gibe, and to

drag me with you."
"

I emphatically don't."

"Then let Donna Luisa D'Agostino find us prepared."
"

I tell you again I don't know what you mean by prepared."
"
Evidently, from her letter, she has got George Otway,

somehow, in her hands, and is willing, for a price, to murder
him."

" Dollie !

"

" She would murder him, not us. We should be as innocent

as babes."
" Let me go, I knew you'd try to get me into some con-

founded hole."
"

I won't let you go ; and as for a confounded hole, you
couldn't be in a more confounded hole than you're in already.
It's only likely to be a question of price

— so I judge from
her letter. And it seems to me that, in our position, price

ought to be no object. To have George Otway really dead
is a consummation for which we should be willing to pay
anything."

" But if I were willing to listen to anything so horrible for a

single second, which I'm not, you don't seem to understand

that this fiend of a woman would have us in our power."
" We should also have her in ours. Are you afraid she

would blackmail us?"
" Afraid ! It's not a question of fear, it's a certainty ;

she'd

bleed us for all we are worth."
"
My dear Frank, in any case it would be worth our while

to pay her a fat annuity, but I'm not so sure that we need

do it. George Otway once dead—and this time I give you

my word that I will see, personally, that there is no deception—I don't see of what we need be alarmed."

"Not with that woman holding over us her sword of

Damocles ?
"

"What sword of Damocles? She will be the criminal,

not us."
" She will have acted as our agent."
"
Well, what then ?

"



336 A METAMORPHOSIS
"
If at any time we should refuse to comply with her

demands, and you may be sure they will be monstrous ones,
she has only to open her mouth and we shall be within

measurable distance of the gallows. My God ! the very

thought of it makes me shiver."

"Something makes you shiver, Frank dear, but I don't

quite understand what. In the first place, she'll have to prove
agency, which, as I shall manage matters, she won't find easy ;

and, in the second, if anyone goes to the gallows, she will.

I expect, when it came to the sticking-point, the thought
of it would make her shiver quite as much as it does you."
She softly smoothed his hair and smiled at him. "

Darling,

you leave the whole management of the business to me.

Only give me carte-blanche as to money, it shall be done
as cheaply as possible, I'm no fonder of giving something
for nothing than you are. I undertake to so arrange things
that if it comes to a question of who has the whip-hand, this

woman shall be in our power and not we in hers."
" Do you mean that you wish to see her alone and without

my appearing on the scene at all?"

He was looking down at the hand with which she had

just been fondling him, or he could hardly have failed to have
been struck by the very peculiar smile with which she answered
him.

"
I don't go quite so far as that, Frank dear. I think it

ought to be obvious that you and I are acting together ;
I

only want you to leave the actual diplomacy to me, that's all."

Soon afterwards a servant entered to announce that the

carriage had returned from the station, and that Donna
Luisa D'Agostino and Mr Bianchi were in the drawing-room.
When the servant had gone, the husband and wife looked at

each other, the husband being the first to speak.
"Who's Mr Bianchi? She said nothing about anyone

coming but herself. I should have thought the fewer wit-

nesses the better."

His wife, who had risen from the couch, shrugged her

pretty shoulders.
" What does it matter who he is ? I suppose persons of

that sort occasionally run in double harness." She laid her

two hands upon her husband's shoulders. "
Now, Frank,

you understand, you're to leave as much of the talking as

you conveniently can to me."
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li
I'll leave it all, if you wish. I repeat that I'm perfectly

willing not to put in an appearance on the scene."

"Thank you; but since this is a game which you and I

must play together I don't think that that would be quite
the thing."

Again her dainty features were lightened by that enigmatic
smile.



CHAPTER XXXV

THE PRICE OF BLOOD

WHEN
Mr and Mrs Frank Andrews followed each other

into the great drawing-room they found, in an arm-

chair, a huge woman, clothed in a singularly lurid costume

of crimson satin. Mrs Andrews, whose taste was proverbial,

was so startled by the spectacle her visitor presented that,

forgetting her good manners, she stared at her a moment
in speechless silence. Behind the lady's chair, standing like

a soldier at attention, was a spare, dark-skinned man with

bead-like eyes. Mrs Andrews opened the ball with a formal

inquiry.
" Donna Luisa D'Agostino?"
The woman in the arm-chair inclined her head.

"That is my name." She motioned to the man at the

back of her chair. "And this is my husband, Bianchi."

"Your husband? I see." Mrs Andrews regarded Mr
Bianchi as if she did not quite know what to make of him

or of his wife either. "We have had a letter from you."
Donna Luisa merely nodded. " In that letter you intimated

a desire to favour us with a visit." The visitor nodded again.

"We should be glad
—since you are a perfect stranger to

us—if you will explain what your letter means."

Donna Luisa's reply, if it could be called a reply, not

impossibly took Mrs Andrews aback.
" You speak for your husband, as I speak for mine ?

"

Mrs Andrews endeavoured to conceal any discomfiture

she may have felt with a laugh. She turned to the gentleman
in question.

"
I don't know that I speak for him in any peculiar sense,

do I?"
"
Excepting that I am prepared to endorse whatever you

may say." Mr Andrews addressed his visitor, a little senten-

tiously :

" My wife and I are one."

Donna Luisa's answer was a trifle grim.

338
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" My husband and I are also one. We speak with a
common mouth—mine. I only say this in order that we

may understand each other. As to what I wrote you, the

meaning is very simple. You possess this house, this property,
this great fortune, you and your husband, because it is

supposed George Otway is dead. He is not dead. He lives.

There is the affair in a nutshell."

Mrs Andrews's manner, when she spoke, was sweetness itself.
"
But, pardon me, Mr Otway is legally dead and buried.

As I have already observed, you are a stranger to us. What
proof have we that what you say is true ?

"

" The proof is easy, since he is at present a prisoner in

my house."

"A prisoner in your house? Dear me! And on what

grounds do you detain him ?
"

"
I detain him because I want to make some money out

of him, that is why."
Mrs Andrews indulged in musical laughter, as at the best

joke in the world.
" That is a very original idea. And how do you propose

to make it?"

"You give me money to keep him dead."

"What quaint notions you have ! And what a weird way of

expressing them ! What do you mean by keeping him dead ?
"

"That depends."
" On what ?

"

" On your own wishes."

"I see. But suppose that we wouldn't mind if he were

actually dead ?
"

"
If you will give me enough I will undertake that he shall

be murdered."
Mrs Andrews raised her pretty shoulders and shivered.
" You mustn't talk like that, you really mustn't. I couldn't

bear to think of anything horrid happening to that dreadful

man, badly though he's used us."
"

It is only a word. I come from a country where they
think no more of killing a man than of killing a rat. It is

an affair of habit. We have it, you haven't—that is the

difference."
"

I only hinted that we shouldn't mind if he were actually

dead. We couldn't dream of having anything to do with

compassing his death. That would be too too dreadful."
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"

I understand. You wish us to do all the dirty work our-

selves."
"

I did not say so. I did not know that there was any
what you call

'

dirty work '

to be done. Please take it clearly

from me that neither Mr Andrews nor I can allow ourselves

to be associated with anything which is in the least degree

questionable."
Donna Luisa did what she probably seldom did do—she

smiled, the smile revealing a set of large, square, discoloured

teeth.
" You are a clever woman ; but in this case it is not

necessary to be so clever. With me it is simply an affair of

business. You keep your share of the bargain and I will keep
mine."

Mrs Andrews opened her eyes with an expression which was

almost infantile in its innocence.
"
Bargain ? What bargain ?

"

" What will you give me to keep him dead ?
"

"
I tell you again I don't understand what you mean by

keep him dead."

"In my country, when they want a person to give no

further trouble, yet do not wish to do away with him outright,

they place him in a position in which he loses his sight, his

power of speech, his senses altogether. It is not their fault

he gets in that state. It happens so. Then they say that he

is better than dead."
" What a terrible idea ! How the poor creatures must

suffer."
"
They suffer the tortures of the damned. They themselves

would sooner die a hundred times. I have seen it often, so

I know."
A look came on the speaker's face which was not pleasant

to contemplate. Mrs Andrews regarded her as if she had

for her a curious fascination.
" And what becomes of them afterwards ?

"

" What does it matter ? They are changed beyond all

recognition. They do not know who they are themselves
;
no

one knows who they are ; it is of no consequence.
'

"Then they dont die?"
" Not of necessity

—not, sometimes, for years and years.

They live often to be very old. Not long ago I saw in a

street in London an old man carrying what you call a sand-
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wich board. It seems he was not quite blind
;
he felt his

way with a stick. Although he did not know it—no one
knows it—he is the rightful owner of one of the greatest estates
in South America. I spoke to him : he did not know me

;
it

was very funny."
Mr Andrews said something which, at first sight, seemed

hardly germane to the subject under discussion.

"If you don't mind, my dear, I think I'll open a window."
His wife checked him as he was moving to effect his

purpose.
"I don't think I would, Frank, if I were you. It's not very

hot."
"

I feel it stifling."

Mrs Andrews raised her delicately-arched eyebrows.
"Surely it's not quite so bad as that

;
I'm quite cool. I'm

afraid I should feel a draught. Come, Frank, sit by me, and

keep still."

Mr Andrews shook his head. Instead of going to her he
leaned against a table, thrust his hands into his pockets, and
frowned. The conversation did not seem to be giving him

pleasure. Wholly unmoved by her husband's mutinous
behaviour Mrs Andrews fixed her pretty, pleading eyes on
Donna Luisa's face, as if she saw something in her saturnine

countenance which, though it would have filled others with

feelings of repulsion, afforded her no little satisfaction. She

continued, in the same soft, soothing tones in which she had

spoken throughout :

"How interesting it is to hear you talk, it gives me a new

sensation, you are so full of the unusual." She began to pick
with the tips of her fingers at the embroidery on her frock,

pursing up her lips as she did so, as if she were turning some-

thing over in her mind. " I'm afraid it would scarcely do to—
as you put it—keep him dead

;
that is hardly what one would

like. You see, one never knows."
" One never knows what?"
"
If a person, as you phrase it, is better than dead, one

never knows all sorts of things. If he is really dead, one

knows everything."
" You would prefer that he should be dead ?

"

"
Infinitely, oh dear me, yes ;

that would be so much more

satisfactory," she uttered a little sigh
—"if Providence ap-

proved."
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"

It is only a question of money. He shall be dead in four-

and-twenty hours if you give enough. In Europe there is so
often trouble when a person is killed. In my own country
it is not so. Even if they prove you did it you are not yet
at an end—not by any means." Again her visage was distorted

by the grin which revealed her uncomfortable-looking teeth.
"Here it is different. If you kill a little baby that is not
yet really alive, what a fuss there is made. You go about for
ever after as if you had a rope about your neck. That is why
I should prefer to arrange that he should be better than dead."
"We shouldn't like that at all; it wouldn't suit us a bit.

George Otway is supposed to be dead, and we should like him
to be dead— really and truly

—as he's supposed to be."
"
Very good. It is enough. By this time to-morrow he

shall be dead— really and truly
— if you will only give enough."

Mrs Andrews was still picking with the tiny tips of her
slender fingers at the embroidery on her frock.

"What's the figure?"
"Two hundred thousand pounds."" That's a deal of money."
"
There's a deal to be done for it !

"

" That sum would be a complete and final quittance of all

claims."
" Of all claims, a complete and final quittance. The money

once paid you would never see or hear of me again, and I

should never see you. That would be better for both

parties."
" So I should imagine." Mrs Andrews looked up at her

husband gaily, saucily.
"
Well, what do you say, my dearest

lord ?
"

As he answered, Mr Andrews paced to and fro
;
his restless

fit had apparently returned.
" What do we get for it ?

"

"
I will see we get all that we want. The point is, it's a

frightful lot of money."
" When must it be paid ?

"

It was Donna Luisa who answered.
"Now."
Mr Andrews ceased to walk up and down, and stared. His

wife observed her visitor with laughing surprise.
"Now? Do you mean that two hundred thousand

pounds is to be given you this instant minute?"
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" He will continue to live until it is given to me—that is

what I mean."
Mrs Andrews laughed aloud.

"What an extremely business-like person you seem to be,
almost too business-like, I fear, for us. Supposing you had
the money, what guarantee should we have that you would

carry out the letter of your bond?"
" You could come and see him killed."

"Come and see him killed.?" Mrs Andrews puckered up
her charming features into a queer grimace.

" That would
be amusing; 1 should like to see him killed. Still, I'm not
sure it would be altogether the wisest thing to do. I fancy
that the best arrangement we could come to would be one on
these lines. The price is a large one, but I think, Frank,
dear, that I speak for you when I say that we would be

willing to pay even that price for a certain event. Am I not

correct, Frank, in saying so?"
Her husband turned his face away from her before he

answered.
" I'm willing to do exactly as you wish."

Her countenance was illumined by a happy smile.

"You always spoil me, Frank; you are so good." She
addressed herself to Donna Luisa :

" You perceive that we
are not likely to haggle about terms, only

—we don't want
to have any risk of giving something for nothing. You say

George Otway will be dead by this time to-morrow. Where
can his dead body be seen?"

" In my house in Paris."
" Good

;
then I will see it there."

"What do you mean?—you will see it there?"
"
I will run over to Paris by to-morrow morning's boat for

the especial purpose of seeing George Otway dead. In the

interim, Mr Andrews and I will give you our joint undertaking to

hand you two hundred thousand pounds on your proving, to my
satisfaction, that George Otway is dead. Show me him dead,

and you shall have the money there and then. Will that

content you?"
Donna Luisa looked at the man standing erect, rigid,

behind her chair. They exchanged glances. For the first

time Mr Bianchi spoke :

" Am I to understand, madam, that you and your husband

will give us a written promise to pay us the amount so soon
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as you receive ocular proof that George Otway is dead, and
that you, yourself, will be in Paris to-morrow to receive that

proof?"
" You have stated what I would wish to be the basis of

our understanding very clearly, sir."

Bianchi spoke to his wife.
"

I think that such an undertaking as madam refers to may
be considered equivalent to a cash payment."
Donna Luisa acquiesced.
"

I think so also."

Later, Donna Luisa D'Agostino and Mr Bianchi were being
driven to the railway station in one of the High 1 )ene broughams.
They were examining, with keen interest, a sheet of crested

notepaper on which something was written. Bianchi tapped
it with his finger.

"George Otway's death warrant," he muttered, half beneath
his breath. He smiled. Donna Luisa took the sheet of paper
from him, with a characteristic comment.

"
I knew that man would bring me good fortune so soon

as I saw him in my cabin on board the Quee?i of the Seas.

I saw money shining at me out of his eyes."
Bianchi ventured on what was perhaps intended for a

little jest.

"You perceive, my dear, that you will do almost as well

out of him as if you had made him your husband."
The jest

—if it was one—fell flat, the lady repudiating the

suggestion with scorn.
" That is nonsense. If I had married him it would not have

been necessary to kill him to obtain from him two hundred
thousand pounds. If I had made him my husband he would
have given me a million willingly to have afforded him an

opportunity to divorce me, I know. When you deprived me
of an opportunity of making him my husband you did me an

injury not to be forgotten ; for what, after all, are two
hundred thousand pounds, especially when it must be
shared with others?"

Bianchi knitted his brows.

"This time there will be but little sharing. I think that

this is a matter which you and I can manage by ourselves."

"I think so also."

Husband and wife looked at each other long and steadily,
murder in their eyes. The woman slipped George Otway's
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death warrant into her unbuttoned bodice, so that it lay
close to her breast.

In the drawing-room at High Dene Mr and Mrs Andrews re-

mained for a few minutes together, tete-a-tete, after their visitors

had gone. The gentleman exclaimed, almost as soon as the

door was closed, regarding the lady with an expression in which

incredulity was mingled with something else :

"You don't seriously mean that you will go to Paris to-

morrow to see the fellow lying dead ?
"

The lady was trifling with some of the numerous rings which

almost covered her slender fingers.

"Why not? I assure you—since he overheard us at the

stile—it has been my constant dream to see him lying dead.

When they showed me the battered body they had taken

out of the river I was glad, for I knew, by the look of

what was left, that he had had a pretty bad time before he

died. But from the moment when, in that Rouen circus, I

learnt that he had tricked us, and that all the while he

lived, I have had one great desire— that I might kill him,

giant as he is, with my own hands, and see him, at my
feet, dead, so that I might spurn him with the toe of my
shoe. And now my desire's to be all but realised. I

sha'n't sleep all night for thinking that to-morrow I'm to

see him really dead. I hope they'll kill him in some horrid

way, so that to-morrow, when I see his carcase, it may be

a carcase and nothing more."

Mr Frank Andrews drew himself away from her. When he

spoke in his voice there was a tremor.
"
Dolly, you only talk like that—you don't mean it }

"

" Don't I ? You know better. I do mean it, and you know

I mean it. In me there is what I believe to be an inextinguish-

able thirst for blood. It has never yet been gratified ; but, if

I only had the chance, all those who've ever slighted me
I'd like to kill : what a feast of killing I'd have. I'd like to

smear my milk-white body with the blood of all those whom
I hate—and they are many. What an orgie it would be!

Then, like a snake which has had a plethoric meal, I'd rest

a while. How lovely it would be to rest and dream—and
dream—after one has had one's fill of killing !

"

This time Mr Andrews's discomposure was almost uncom-

fortably obvious. He drew farther and farther from his

daintily-fashioned little wife, observing her with fearful eyes.
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It seemed to him that—at least for the moment—she had
all at once become insane.

And in Paris there was a sparrow which had been caught
in a trap. In catching it the trap had broken its wing.
Attached to its broken wing was a scrap of paper which

told how Elsie Thornton and George Otway, held prisoners
in a certain house in the Rue du Bois, were in urgent need
of help.

Already the prisoners in that garret at the top of the

house had given up hope. It appeared to them that God
had forgotten them. They had been three days without

food. Starvation stared them in the face. The little

strength that was in him had gone out of Otway, so that

he could scarcely stand. It seemed to Elsie that he was

dying before her eyes.
And speeding back to Paris was Donna Luisa DAgostino,

with George Otway's death warrant snuggled cosily against
her breast, while she planned with her husband how they
could keep to themselves the price of his blood.

At High Dene Mrs Andrews—once the Dollie Lee of his

fondest adoration — dreamed, still wide awake, of seeing
him dead.

And no man came to that sparrow which was caught in

the trap.



CHAPTER XXXVI

SALLIE PRICE HAS VISITORS

WHEN George Otway left for Paris to pry into the

meaning of the vision of the house with the red

blind, Sallie Price, so soon as she was left alone, going to the
head of the staircase, listened as he descended. Satisfied

that he had reached the foot, rushing back to her own apart-
ment, flinging back the one window as wide as it would go,
she thrust her body half through it in an effort to catch a last

glimpse of him as, far below, he passed along the pavement.
When, after he had vanished wholly from sight, she returned
into the room and closed the window, her face seemed un-

comfortably white.
" Thank goodness he's got safely away."
But, somehow, she did not look thankful

; and, if her

dominant feeling really was one of thankfulness, she had an
odd way of showing it. Breaking into a passion of tears she

threw herself on to the bed which he had so recently quitted
and cried as if her heart was breaking. The mood, however,
was but short-lived. Presently she sat up, and, wiping the

tears from her still streaming eyes, addressed herself in tones

of anger.
"What a selfish wretch I am, crying because he's safe ! If

he'd stayed, and they'd got him, then !" The sentence

remained unfinished. Her glance fell on the still open cash-

box. " He's only taken thirty francs. What's thirty francs to

a man in his position ?—especially as he's fitter for a hospital
than anything else." She examined the remaining contents of

the box. "A hundred francs, that's all ! I don't know who's

most in want of them, he or me. The worst of it is I'm so

behind with the rent. There won't be much change left when
I've paid up all that's owing, and then," with a sigh,

"what I shall do goodness only knows." Suddenly the ex-

pression of her countenance changed : she seemed to be

straining every faculty in the act of listening.
" Who's that ?

347
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I shouldnt wonder if it's them police ! I do believe they're

coming !

" She had just closed the cash-box, and locked it in

her trunk, when there came a knocking at the door. " Who's
there ?

"

The door was opened. A voice inquired in English :

"
May I come in?"

" Seems to me that you're in already. Who are you ? and
what may you please to want ?

"

"Am I speaking to Miss Price ?
"

*' You are : but you neednt if you don't choose, nobody
asked you to.

"

"
I understand that you have an invalid in your charge."" Do you ? Then you understand all wrong, because I've

nothing and no one in my charge except myself, and that's

charge enough for me."
Instead of showing the slightest sign of being offended at

the abrupt fashion of Miss Prices speech the visitor laughed.
There was something in the quality of his laughter which
caused the lady to observe him with closer attention than she
had hitherto condescended to show.

" He doesn't look as if he was a policeman," she told her-

self,
" nor yet as if he was one of Sam Tebb's friends

either; and yet, if he isn't, who is he, and what does he
mean by coming asking questions? One thing's sure, he's

good-looking enough for anything."

Exactly what Miss Price meant by her latter remark was not

altogether plain, but there certainly was not much fault to

find with the stranger on the source of his looks. He was
tall, well-built, young : all three good things in themselves,
and his face was not by any means the worst part of him. As
he laughed at her she felt that she had seldom seen anyone
whose exterior was better adapted to inspire confidence at

sight ; and Sallie Price was a young lady of experience, better

acquainted than she would have cared to own with the shady
side of human nature. It was this fact which possibly
explained the acridity with which she still chose to regard the

stranger.
"What may you be laughing at? Think I'm funny?

Because, if so, you're wrong, and you'd much better take your-
self off to where you'll find someone who really will amuse you."

It seemed the visitor feared that the lady addressed him in

that somewhat unusual strain because he had offended her.
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"
I beg your pardon for laughing ;

but I have come as a
friend to see a friend, and your apparent assumption that my
presence here must necessarily have an unfriendly meaning
struck me as curious."

"Oh, it struck you as curious, did it?—and you've come as
a friend to see a friend, have you?—and what friend might
you have come to see ?

"

Again the stranger smiled
;
and Miss Price could not blind

herself to the fact that there was something very pleasant in

his smile.
" He has been recently known in Rouen as Bull's Eye, the

American Champion Shootist. Having learned how you
have acted towards him the part of good Samaritan, and
have even coaxed him back from death to life, I had hoped
to find him here."

" Then he's not here, and that's all about it
;
and as for me

playing the part of good Samaritan, you go and try that sort of

talk on someone who likes it
;

I don't."
" I'm sorry to learn that my friend is not here

;
and I am

also sorry, Miss Price, that you should show such a disposition
to misconstrue everything I may say."

She noted—in spite of the lingering remnants of the smile—
the look of genuine disappointment which had come upon his

face.
" What's your name ?

"

" Frank Thornton."
" Frank Thornton ! Then you're one of her lot ?

"

" Her lot ? What do you mean ?
"

She bit her lip ;
the words had escaped her unawares. She

eyed him, for a second or two, in silence.

"Are you any relation to Elsie Thornton?"
"
Elsie ! She's my sister ! What do you know of Elsie

Thornton ?
"

" What do I know ?
"

Miss Price laughed queerly. She thought of the hours she

had sat by George Otway's bedside with Elsie Thornton's

name continually on his delirious lips. The stranger pressed

her with a volley of questions.
" Where is she? Have you seen her ? What has she been

doing all this time ? Is she well ? How is it that my mother

has heard nothing from her for so long ?
"

"
I know nothing of your sister except that I have heard
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her spoken of. Tell me, what is the name of the man you
have come to see ?

"

"
George Otway."

" And you are indeed his friend ?
''

" When I owe to him all that makes life worth living ! What
a question to ask ! Why, not long ago I was a felon,
sentenced to a term of imprisonment for a crime of which 1

was innocent. I knew that if I could only regain my freedom
for a few hours I could establish my innocence beyond all

doubt or question. I made a mad attempt at escape. When
I was within an ace of being recaptured I met George Otway,
who was then to me an utter stranger. I told him my story.
He then and there insisted on rendering me that help of
which I stood in such pressing need. He donned my felon's

garb
"

"Your felon's garb?"
"
My felon's garb. He clad me in his own clothes, and,

bidding me God speed, started me again on what, without his

aid, would have been a hopeless venture. With his help I did
all that I had set out to do, and more : induced the guilty to

confess, made plain my innocence, and, obtaining the King's
pardon for what I had never done, went back into the world
without a stain upon my character. If it had not been for

George Otway I might have been still a branded felon, and
you ask me if I am indeed his friend."

"And what became of him after he had put on your prison
clothes ?

"

"They captured him, mistaking him for me. In his turn
he escaped, came to France, became a performer in a circus.
It was only yesterday that I learnt that he had told my mother
the whole story in a letter which he had written in Rouen. I

rushed here
posthaste, only, it seems, to find that he is here

no longer." i
" He has gone to her."

"To her?—to whom?"
"To whom? Stupid! I beg your pardon, but some

people's denseness is enough to provoke a saint. He has

gone to her for whose sake he did so much for you, to your
sister, Elsie Thornton."

" But where is she?'
"She's in Paris."

"In Paris?"
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"Yes; at least, he said she was in Paris. 1 can't think of

the name of the street. According to him it all came to him
in a kind of a sort of a vision—where she was, and all about
it—and nothing would suit him but that he should start off

there and then. He did tell me the name of the street, but I

can't think what it was."

"Try and think."
"

I am trying, aren't 1 ?—what do you suppose I'm doing ?—
but 1 was in such a state of flurry when he told me that it

went in at one ear and out of the other. I know it was Rue
du something, and that's all I do know. Hush ! there's

someone else coming up the stairs
;

1 do believe it is them
dratted police this time."

" Police !

"

"
Yes, police ! There's plenty of idiots in this world, and

to spare, and some of them have got it into their idiotic heads

that he's a murderer—he, who wouldn't hurt a fly ! Jacob
Gunston they think he is, and they've been hounding him
all over the place as if he was the biggest scamp that ever

went unhung. It was only because I knew that they were

after him again that I let him go to Paris, though he really

wasn't hardly any more fit to go than if he was a baby. Keep
still ! Mind your face ! Here they are ! If it's them don't

you let out that you know any more about him than if he

was the man in the moon."
There came a sharp tapping at the door. Without waiting

for an answer the handle was turned, and someone entered—
an individual clothed with the air of authority which goes with

the not particularly becoming costume of the French sergent-

de-ville. At his heels were two subordinates. Behind him

was a person whom, although he was in ordinary civilian attire,

the keen-witted Sallie Price immediately guessed to be an

English detective. He was big-bearded and burly, and would

have made two of the Frenchman who was, for once in a way,

his colleague, who happened to be short, and generally under-

sized, with a hatchet-shaped face and pinched features, and a

long, thin, waxed moustache, which stood out, like two

pieces of wire, on either side of his bad-tempered-looking
mouth.
The instant he was in the room he addressed himself to

Frank Thornton with a take-it-for-granted air, which, under the

circumstances, was a little surprising.
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" Your name is Jacob Gunston. I arrest you. You are my

prisoner. Secure him !

"

His subordinates showed a wiUingness to obey their superior
officer's command which some people might have found em-

barrassing. But his "prisoner" only smiled.
" I'ardon me, I am not Jacob Gunston. My name is

Thornton— Frank Thornton."

The sergent-de-ville displayed contemptuous incredulity.

"Your name is not Jacob Gunston? Of course not! It

is all a mistake ? I know
;

it is always a mistake. It is ex-

traordinary how full the prisons are of mistakes. All the same,

you are my prisoner. I arrest you on a charge of murder."

I'rank Thornton still laughed.
" But I assure you that this time you are making a mistake.

I only arrived in France this morning, and my name is

Thornton."
"You only arrived in France this morning?—that is a pretty

tale which you expect me to believe. This is the fellow, is it

not?"
He beckoned to the Englishman, who had remained upon

the doorstep. The burly man looked Frank Thornton up and

down. Stroking his beard, he addressed him in English :

"What do you say your name is?"
" F>ank Thornton ; my father is the vicar of DuUington, in

Sussex."

"You are the person who jumped out of the Lewes train

in Balcombe Tunnel?"
"

I am that well-known blunder of the police. You, appar-

ently, are one of the men who blundered. Do you propose to

place another blunder to your credit by arresting me for a

man whom I have never seen ?
"

" You have never seen Jacob Gunston—you ?
"

"Yes— I. I tell you again that I have never seen Jacob
Gunston in my life."

"You expect me to believe that, when I know, as well as

you know, that it was Jacob Gunston who helped you to

escape from your father'.s house."
" You are under a complete misapprehension ;

that was not

Jacob Gunston. Possibly you don't know it—being a police-

man you would be ignorant of simple facts—but Jacob Gun-

ston happens to be dead."
" Dead !

" The bearded man uttered a sound which was,
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perhaps, meant to be a derisive laugh.
"

I like that. He
wasn't dead half-an-hour ago, and I do know so much.
Here, you, Tebb !

" he called to someone who had seemingly
preferred to remain modestly in the background, somewhere
down the stairs. Heavy footsteps were heard ascending.
Soon there appeared

—Sam Tebb. He had not escaped the

consequences of being nearly roasted alive any more than had
been the case with George Otway. Bodily he seemed to have
decreased to half his original size, a fact which was accentuated

by a stoop which almost bent him double. Indeed, it seemed
that it was only with the aid of a stick that he could walk at

all. No one would have taken him then to be the famous

"pillar" of the Dandison Brothers : he would have been a rash

individual who would have proposed to balance nine stalwart

men on those poor, tremulous shoulders. The detective ad-

dressed him with an air of authority which could hardly have
been agreeable to Sam's notoriously sensitive feelings.

" Come
here, you, Tebb, step as lively as you can." Mr Tebb dragged
himself into the room in a fashion which was hardly suggestive
of liveliness. The burly gentleman directed his attention to

Frank Thornton :

"
Is this our man, or isn't it?"

Mr Tebb's features, as he stared at the young man out of

his bleared eyes, were expressive of supreme disgust.
"That? No ! He ain't no more our man than I am—ain't

nothing like him. Our man's hid under the bed or some-
where. Trust that young baggage of a girl to stow him out

of sight if it's to be done, and to trick you if she can. I know
her." Sam's glance wandered round the room. Apparently
his malevolence had increased with the decay of his physical

powers. When he saw Sallie Price he snarled at her, like

some toothless, but still vicious, cur. "So, it's you, is it?

Curse you for a treacherous cat ! Been harbouring him, have

you?—been harbouring a bloody-minded murderer? You
won't save him. They'll hang him for all your harbouring

—
hang him till he's dead. And if right was right, they'd hang
you with him—you devil's daughter !

"

In return Miss Price regarded him with flushed cheeks and

flashing eyes and lips just a little curled.
" You've not improved, either in manners or appearance, Mr

Sam Tebb
;
and I can't congratulate you on the new trade you

seem to have taken up. But when there's no more left of a man
than there is of you I suppose he does what he can, poor wretch !

"
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Mr Sam Tebb's temper seemed to be even shorter than it

used to be ; the lady's retort seemed to deprive him of every

vestige of self-control.
" You Jezebel !

" he screeched.

He raised his stick, as if to hurl it at her, apparently
oblivious of the fact of how much he himself stood in need of

its support, with the result that, had not the detective sup-

ported him by slipping his arm about his shoulders, he would
have dropped on to the floor. The burly man's comment
on his behaviour was plain, if not comforting

—
especially when

one considered what a Goliath Mr Tebb had recently been.
" None of that, you fool ! You'd better keep your hands

off the girl, even if you want to quarrel with her. By her

looks I should say she could thrash you with hA little finger."
He questioned the lady in question.

"
Now, my girl, no

more of this nonsense. What have you done with Jacob
Gunston ?"

" Don't you call me your girl, because I'm not your girl ;

and if every girl was of my mind they'd only use you police-
men to wipe their boots on. As for your Jacob Gunston—don't

know the gentleman—never set eyes on him since the day I

was born."

"Oh, you haven't, haven't you? Then what have you
done with your friend Bull's Eye, the American Champion
Shootist?"

"
Nothing."

"That's your tune, is it? Let me warn you that you won't

do him a service by trying to keep him hidden."
" Much obliged for your warning

—
especially as I never

asked for it."

The detective turned to the sergent-de-ville.
"You had better let your people search the room, though

I'm afraid my man has given us the slip. Someone has given
the girl the office, so that she was able to get him away
before we came."

Ready-tongued Sally Price was derisive.

"That's right! run the rule over me! don't bother about

my feelings
— I suppose I didn't ought to have any. Search

the room I search the house ! search the whole neighbour-
hood for all I care ! A nice lot of men you are, making
free with a girl's belongings."

Miss Price stormed on
;
now in French, now in English ;
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now in a mixture of both. But her storming went unheeded,
except by Mr Tebb, who kept up with her a running inter-

change of courtesies. They searched the room, turning
everything upside down with a thoroughness which SalHe

violently resented, or pretended to resent, because there was
not improbably more than a touch of make-believe about her
show of rage.

Having ransacked her room the intruders proceeded to act

on the girl's ironical advice : they first went through every
other room on the same floor, then through every apartment
in the house. While the examination was going on a sergent-
de-ville was left upstairs to keep Miss Price and J'rank

Thornton company—with the apparent intention of prevent-

ing their giving a hint to any person who might be concealed
of what was going on.

The examination concluded, the detective addressed a few

parting remarks to the mocking Sallie.
" He's done us again, has Jacob Gunston

;
thanks to you,

I fancy. But don't you make any mistake ; he's pretty nearly
shot his bolt. They're looking out for him all over Europe.
He's made himself pretty notorious, has your friend. I know
for certain that he was in Rouen an hour ago ;

and you may
take it from me we'll know where he is in an hour from now."



CHAPTER XXXVII

THE TRAPPED SPARROW

" T SHOULDN'T be surprised if he was right," exclaimed

X Sallie when, the poUce having quitted the premises,
she w^as alone again with Frank Thornton.

"And what it he is ?
" demanded Frank. "

^tell you again
that the man they're after is no more Jacob Gilfcton than you
are, as he can prove with the greatest ease if he likes."

" That's all very well, but you don't know policemen as well

as I know them
; they're not so open to proof as you might

think. Anyhow, they'd lock him up to start with, and, in

his present state, that, alone, might be the death of him. No,
thank you ;

if he's going to prove he's not the chap they're
after I'd sooner he did it before they lay their hands on him,
then there wouldn't be so much chance of his coming to any
hurt through them !

"

"You said he was going to Paris: have you recalled the

name of the street he told you he was going to ?"
" Rue du something, but I can't think what. All the time

those animals were in the room I was racking my brains to

try to think
; but, although the name's almost at the tip of my

tongue, I can't get it quite. It'll come to me all of a sudden,
I know it will

;
but goodness only knows when that all of a

sudden is going to be."
"
And, in the meantime, what do you propose to do ?

"

" I'm going to Paris after him. The name of the street

may come to me there, if it doesn't before
; and, anyhow, I

may find him without it."

"
I, also, shall go to Paris."

" No one objects. I do believe that you're his friend
;
I'm

sure that it's to do your sister a good turn he's gone. For

her sake he'd think nothing of risking his life a dozen times a

day. I shouldn't be surprised if he's risking it now
;

I've a

sort of feeling that he is. I've a kind of an idea that that

sister of yours has somehow got herself into a very awkward

356
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hole, and, if she has, it's two to one that he tumbles into it

also in his attempts to get her out. If he does, seeing that

he's as weak as a baby, he'll be more in need of help than
she is. It'll be all U P with him if help doesn't come in

time."

"Then, if that really is your opinion, for heaven's sake do
endeavour to recall the name of that street."

"
I tell you I can't, I can't, I can't. Do you suppose I

wouldn't if I could ? All the while at the back of my head
I'm struggling to get at it

;
the more I struggle the more it

eludes me. If I could only give my brain a rest, and not

try to think, then it might come
; so, if you're going to Paris,

off you go !

"

"Can't we go together?''
" Not if I know it ! I'm not quite such a simple child !

Don't you know that one of those policemen is cooling his

heels at the corner of the street ? So soon as I show my face

he'll shadow me. If I go to Paris they'll take it for granted
that he's gone to Paris; and they might find him first, which

wouldn't suit my book at all. No
; you travel by yourself ;

put up at a respectable hotel, where I'll report myself as soon

as I come."
"You promise ?"
"
Faithfully ! I'll just let you have a slip of paper stating

where I shall be at a certain hour
; only I shall be there

exactly five hours before the time stated. Five hours, you
understand?" He nodded. "To-morrow morning I'll come
on to Paris by a way of my own. I've given people the slip

before to-day. I don't think it'll be so difficult to dodge these

foreigners as perhaps they think."

On that understanding they parted. He wrote down the

name of the hotel at which he proposed to stay : the Hotel

Central, 40 Rue du Louvre; she sUpped it into her bodice.

As she had prophesied, dawdling at the corner of the street

he perceived an individual who was unmistakably an agent

of the police.
As it seemed to him to be a matter of indifference whether

his movements were or were not spied upon he moved towards

the man with the intention of addressing him. But, as he

advanced the man retreated ;
he quickened his pace ;

the

man quickened his—evidently the individual had no intention

of being questioned. Thornton recognised the fact, at last,
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with amusement. When he relinquished the chase the man
was actually out of sight.

"If Miss Price had realised that our friend might have
been so easily got rid of she might have taken advantage of

my chasing him to get away herself."

He retraced his steps, to see what would happen. When
he came in sight of the point from which he had started he
was amazed to see, in the distance, dawdling at the street

corner, a man who, if he was not the one he had just been

chevying, was certainly a near relation. It began to dawn
upon him that when, in France, the authorities set a watch

upon a person they are not to be so easily bluffed as, in his

haste, he had imagined. All the way to Paris, and all the

way through the streets of Paris to his hotel, he had a curious,
and by no means comfortable, feeling, that he was being
shadowed, though, for the life of him, he could not have

said, with any degree of certainty, by whom.
"What does it matter?" was the reflection with which he

endeavoured to console himself. "All the police in Europe
may know what I am doing for all I care. As for Otway,
he has nothing to fear from them. If that girl is right he
is much more likely to need their help."
How right

"
that girl

" was he did not dream.
Three days passed. He saw nothing, heard nothing, of

Miss Price. They were not pleasant days. On the contrary,
in after years he was wont to look back at them as three of

the most unpleasant days he had ever known. What had
become of .Sallie he had not the faintest notion, but he had

plenty of fears. Had she boasted of being able to do more
than she could perform ? Instead of scoring off the police,
had they scored off her? Was it possible that, remembering
the name of the street which she had protested to him had

escaped her memory, ignoring her promise, she had gone
off to it on her own account, and so had fallen into a trap ?

She was not that kind of woman. He told himself, over and
over again, that he was convinced that she was not that kind
of woman

;
and yet

—in what position was he if that was
what she had done? He was divided between different

impulses. Should he telegraph to her at Rouen, asking
what she meant by her behaviour? The telegram, falling

—
as it probably would do—into the hands of others, would
work more harm than good. Should he return, himself, to
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Rouen and find out what was happening? That idea, he told

himself, was utterly absurd. Wherever she was, the odds were
a thousand to one that she was not still at Rouen, unless

Unless what? Unless she was in trouble with the police.
That fear so grew on him that he would have gone back
to Rouen to see if there was anything in it had not, on
the morning of the fourth day, something happened.

That was the day on which Donna Luisa D'Agostino
and her husband, Bianchi, were to earn two hundred thousand

pounds, and on which Mrs Frank Andrews was to journey
to Paris, to see, with her own eyes, George Otway— dead.

Frank Thornton was finishing dressing when a waiter

brought him an envelope, observing that it had just been

brought by hand messenger and that the messenger had

requested that it should be delivered at once. Frank tore

it open. Within was a small slip of paper, on which was
written in a firm, bold hand, "Boulevard Edgar Quinet.

Cemetary gate. Three."

"That means, I suppose, that I am to meet Miss Price

at the cemetery gate on the Boulevard Edgar Quinet five

hours before three o'clock—that is, at ten sharp. It's past
nine now : I shall have to bustle. Before I start I'd better

know where I'm going to. What cemetery does she mean ?

and where's the Boulevard Edgar Quinet ?
"

With the aid of his map of Paris he made out that the

cemetery in question was that of Montparnasse, in the

Quartier du Montparnasse, and that the Boulevard Edgar

Quinet was the road which ran along its northern boundary,
not so very far from his own hotel.

It was not yet ten when a cab set him down at the corner

of the boulevard ;
but so soon as he alighted he perceived

on the other side of the road a feminine figure which he

had no difficulty in recognising as that of the lady he had

come to meet. The fashion of her greeting was not quite

what he expected.

"Why ever did you take a cab? I hope you told him

to drive half round Paris before he brought you here, or

a police spy has got his eye glued on me already."

Frank glanced round. He saw no one whose appearance
aroused suspicion ;

but then people were constantly passing

to and fro, any one of them might be the spy in question.

He addressed the lady.
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" But why have you been so long ? what has happened ?

A nice three days I've been having !

"

"I give you my word I haven't had a nice time either,

a pretty roundabout route I've had to take to get to Paris,

and I shouldn't be surprised if the police have kept their

eyes on me in spite of all the care I've taken. But I've

thought of the name of the street. It only came to me last

night as I was entering Paris, and after I'd given it up in

despair: it's the Rue du Bois."
" The Rue du Bois ? Where's that ?

"

"
Why, just close to where we are

;
I found it on the

map ; that's why I asked you to meet me here. Come along,
I'll show you."
As they went they met a small boy coming out of the

cemetery gates. As soon as he was clear of the precincts,
with a furtive look about him—possibly to see that he was
safe from official interference—he produced from under cover

of his jacket
—a bird.

"Why, you naughty boy!" exclaimed Miss Price, whose

sympathies were keen where birds were concerned. "
It's

a sparrow ! a poor sparrow ! What are you going to do with

it ? I believe you caught it in the cemetery. How dare you !

Let it go at once."

The young gentleman resented her interference, judging
from his sullen expression and grumbling tone.

"What's the good of letting it go? It can't fly; its wing's
broken."

" Then you've broken it, you wicked child !

"

The boy denied the accusation, stoutly.
"

I haven't ! It was caught in a trap, and I took it out
;

I haven't done anything to it at all."

"What is that fastened to its poor wing? Why, it's a piece
of paper ! How queer ! how can it have got there ! Take
it off—gently ! there may be something written on it

;
let's

see what it is." The small boy removed the scrap of paper
with such care as he was capable of. "Well!— is there

anything on it?"

"There's something written, but I don't know what it

is. I can't read writing."
He handed the paper to Miss Price, who read, with

astonished eyes, and feelings which beggar description. She
read first to herself; then she cried :
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"Listen to this."

And then she read aloud to Frank Thornton :

"George Otway and Elsie Thornton are imprisoned in

an attic at the top of the house in the Rue du Bois which

is believed to be in the occupation of Donna Luisa D'Agostino.

Anyone finding this, and who at once communicates with the

police, and so effects a rescue, will receive from George Otway
a reward of twenty-five thousand francs.—Signed George
Otway."

About that time Mrs Frank Andrews was setting out for

the house in the Rue du Bois to see George Otway—dead.



CHAPTER XXXVIII

SERGEANT CUTFORTH

SALLIE
Price and Frank Thornton stood staring at each

other, face to face. Words failed them altogether. For

the moment speech seemed ludicrously incapable of giving

adequate expression to their feelings. The thing was so like

a miracle. There was the small boy, gazing at them askance,

open-eyed, open-mouthed. There was the bird, held in his

two hands, which, despite its broken wing, the trap from which
it had been just released, the captivity into which it had

entered, still seemed in tolerable health and spirits, observing
them with its bright, bead-like eyes, as if it also realised the

singularity of the situation. The whole episode seemed, as it

were, to have tumbled from the skies—at so apposite a

moment, as in the fairy tales—that Frank Thornton seemed
unable to realise that the thing was actual fact. His first

question suggested the doubt which was in his mind.
"Is it true?"
"Is what true?"

"The whole affair! Don't you think it's possible that it's

all a trick ?
"

" How a trick? I don't understand."
"
Mayn't some of the people who have been favouring us

with their attentions have been aware that we were coming
here this morning and have got the boy, the bird, and the

piece of paper ready for our arrival ?
"

Sallie addressed the lad.
" Did anyone tell you we were coming?"
The boy shook his head.
"

I don't know what you mean."
"
No, of course you don't— nor anyone else either." Then,

to Frank :

" Who on earth do you suppose would wish to

amuse themselves by the manufacture of such a hoax ? Here's

the paper; look at it yourself; isn't that George Otway's

writing?"

362
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"
I have only seen his handwriting once—in the letter

which he wrote to my mother. So far as my recollections

serves me, it resembles it."

" Of course it resembles it—it is it ! I'm as sure of that as

if I had seen him writing. George Otway and your sister are

prisoners in that woman's house in the Rue du Bois, as the paper

says. How long they've been there goodness only knows.

It's for you and I to see that they don't stop there much

longer." She began to scribble in a small memorandum book

which was secured, by an elastic band, within her purse.
"
Boy, can I trust you to buy a small cage and to put that

bird in it and to take it carefully to the Hotel du Geant, in

the Rue Geoffroy? Then, if you give it with this note to

the landlady, she'll hand you five francs."

The boy assured her eagerly that, to that extent, he could be

trusted. He departed with the note and the bird.

"If all goes well," declared Miss Price, "that bird's pro-

vided with a comfortable home for the remainder of its life
;

it'll be the best-off sparrow that ever lived. Now for us it

only remains to do the exact opposite of what I meant to do.

The last three days I've been turning and twisting, dodging

up and down France, doing all I knew to get the police off

my scent, for though, thank my stars, I've never had anything

to do with them myself, I've always had a kind of feeling

that they're the sort of creatures I could never grow to love.

Rather than go to them for help I'd sooner be diddled a bit
;

and I have been diddled more than once. But this is going

to be a case in which, if we don't look out, the diddling's

going to be on too large a scale
; so, instead of keeping on

running away from them, it strikes me that we'd better go to

them instead. What do you think ?
"

"I'm entirely of your opinion. The only question in my
mind is as to which is the nearest bureau de police."

" Over the road."
" Over the road ?

"
Turning on his heels he stared in the

direction indicated.
"

I see nothing to suggest a bureau de

police."
"No? Well I do, right bang in front of where you re

staring. Why, if you were to throw your stick straight enough

it'd hit representatives of both English and French police;

I've had my eye on them ever since you came. It just shows

you that the police aren't always such fools as some people
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think they are. The betting is that they've been shadowing
you at that hotel of yours ;

that they got first peep at that

note I sent you, and that in, consequence of what they saw
in it, they resolved to accompany you in your walks abroad

;

and that, as a result, they've snapped the two of us together
again."'

"
I don't in the least understand what you're talking

about.'

Frank Thornton was staring about him in all directions,
as if endeavouring to light on something which could serve

as a clue to the lady's meaning. Sallie laughed, as if she

regarded his dulness as a compliment to her superior acumen.
"Bit slow, aren't you? and not quite so used to looking

after yourself as I am. I spotted them as soon as you
appeared ; they were in a cab which was not a dozen yards
behind yours. Come with me, I'll explain.
As he strode across the street he kept by her side. Bear-

ing to her left she approached two individuals who were

strolling leisurely along, as if in the enjoyment of a pleasant
saunter. One of them was a rather good-looking man, clean

shaved, except for a small moustache, who, by his general
appearance, suggested, in some remote fashion, a connection
with horses. His companion, with his grizzled hair and
moustache and upright military bearing, would have been
taken by most people for an old soldier. Both were well

dressed, each was smoking a cigarette. Miss Price uncere-

moniously addressed the younger of the two, stretching out
her hand and touching him on the arm.

"You are Sergeant Cutforth of Scotland Yard."
The individual addressed removed his hat.

"And you are Madeleine, the Greatest Bender the World
has ever seen. You and I have had the pleasure of meeting
before. Miss Price."

" Pleasure you call it ! The pleasure was all on one side.

You're after Jacob Gunston—that is, the person you suppose
to be Jacob Gunston."

"
Precisely

—the person we suppose to be Jacob Gunston.
I do not object to your definition in the least."

"That's very good of you, I'm sure. You always were a

nice man, Mr Cutforth."
"

I wish you had always thought so, Miss Price." It seemed
to Thornton that the sergeant's words were followed by some-
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thing like a sigh. The sergeant continued :

" Permit me
to introduce to you M. Marcel of the French surveillance."

"Surveillance? I suppose that's another word for spies,

I know! How do?" Miss Price acknowledged M. Marcel's

courteous bow with a perfunctory nod. She regarded the

pair, for a second or two, in silence with looks which could

hardly be considered flattering. "You think yourselves clever,

you two, but you're not so clever as perhaps you think—
not by a good long way. After Jacob Gunston, are you ?

And because, more by luck than anything else, you've stumbled

on me again, you think you're not far off him."

Sergeant Cutforth's manner was still politeness itself.

"
T acknowledge that we have some dim idea that the

person in question may not be a thousand miles from where

we're standing."
"Then you're wrong, because he's a good deal more than

a thousand miles from here, seeing that he's dead and buried."

"Indeed. Is that so? Then how is it that you're not in

mourning?"
"
Why should I go into mourning for Jacob Gunston?—a

man I never saw in my life ?
"

"
Quite so

;
under those circumstances, why should you ?"

"
Sharp, aren't you ? That always was a fault of yours—being

too sharp. But, look here, I'm going to help you
—

you wouldn't

ever be able to do anything without me—so I'm going to give

you a helping hand. Not for love of you, mind, nor liking

either." She added this, apparently, because, as she spoke of

love, a sudden gleam had come into the sergeant's eyes.
" Be-

cause I can't bear the sight of you—and never could."

"Thank you. Miss Price. You have told me that before."

The sergeant's tone blended humility with sorrow.

"
Yes, and I tell you again ; because, Tom Cutforth, that's

something I don't want there to be any mistake about."

" I'm glad you've remembered my Christian name, Sallie."

" But don't you remember mine ! or, if you do, don't you

call me by it ! I give you fair warning that I won't have it.

Look here ! look at that !

"

She thrust the message which the sparrow had brought mto

the sergeant's hand. He stared at her, then at it; then he

read the message to the end."
" What does it mean ?

" he asked.
"
George Otway ? What

George Otway is that? Not the George Otway ;
he's dead."
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" That's where you and your too clever friends have all been

making a mistake, as I've observed more than once already.
It's Jacob Gunston who is dead. The man you've been making
yourselves laughing-stocks about by chevying him all round
the world is George Otway, who is very much alive—that is, if

he's not been murdered by the time you get to that house in

the Rue du Bois."
" Let me warn you that if what you say is incorrect the

mistake will be detected so soon as I catch a glimpse of the
man of whom we are speaking. I know George Otway by
sight almost as well as I know you ;

no impostor will succeed
in taking me in for a single instant."

"
Then, Tom Cutforth, you're the very man who's wanted

;

because, if you're speaking by the book, you'll be able to dash
aside at once the web of confusion which your colleagues have
been weaving. Only, come at once !

"

The sergeant turned to M. Marcel.
" Which house in the Rue du Bois is occupied by Donna j

Luisa D'Agostino?"
The Frenchman shook his head.
" Donna Luisa D'Agostino ? Without referring I cannot tell

you, but I will soon find out, if you wish to know."
"I do wish to know, with the least possible delay."
"There will be no delay whatever. We know who lives in

every house, in every apartment, in Paris. We have but to

glance at our lists
;

it is very simple."
But, in this case, it was not be so simple as M. Marcel would

have liked Sergeant Cutforth to believe.



CHAPTER XXXIX

THE CLANGING OF THE BELL

AND,
in the meantime, in the house which they were

setting out to find, events were moving fast. In a

certain room Donna Luisa was closeted with her husband, Mr
Bianchi. Neither seemed wholly at ease. The Mother of

Caracas, clad in the dress of crimson satin, which she wore
with such persistency that one was forced to wonder if she had
vowed never to clothe herself in anything else, smoked, as usual,

a huge cigar, while she reclined in an arm-chair which was suffi-

ciently spacious to accommodate her generous figure. That
the air of indifference with which she endeavoured to carry
matters off was only superficial was shown, not only by the

occasional working of her features, but also by the fact that

her fingers, hands, and arms were in almost continual move-

ment, as if they were afflicted by some muscular disease which

rendered it impossible for her to keep them still.

Mr Bianchi's condition of nervous agitation was even more
obvious than her own. He seemed incapable of sitting down ;

or if, for a moment, he occupied a chair, it was to rise from it

again with a sudden start, as if inaction of any sort was wholly

incompatible with his present mood.
The woman seemed to derive some uncanny satisfaction

from mere observation of his fevered restlessness. She exhaled

great volumes of tobacco smoke with curious puffed-out lips,

denoting unusual gratification, as if that particular cigar was

impregnated with some occult flavour.
" You have got rid of them ?

"
she asked.

Before Bianchi answered he moved his right arm through
the air, as if he were putting something from him. His voice

was a little hoarse
;
his words showed a disposition to tumble

over each other, as if he could not utter them rapidly enough.
"

I have got rid of them—oh yes ! But it was not easy."

"What did you say to them?"
" Lies—nothing but lies. My invention failed me

;
I could

find nothing that was true to tell them."

367
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There was an interval before she spoke again, during which
she drummed with her finger-tips on the arms of her chair, and
he prowled perpetually to and fro.

"
I suppose

— when they discover that you've told them

nothing but lies—there'll be trouble."
" Trouble ! my God !

" He struck the palm of his hand
with a passionate gesture against a table.

" Understand

plainly
—after it is done, after it is all over—if by to-night we are

not already safe beyond their reach, our lives will not be worth
so much."
He snapped his fingers in the air.
" So bad as that ? My life has often been threatened, yet I

live."
"

I, also
;
but it is not the same. What happened in Caracas

I know; but neither you nor I have ever been in such danger
as we shall be then. It is for a great stake we play."

" A great stake
;
the greater the better. It makes the game

so much more worth the playing. Is that not so ?
"

"
I am not so sure that it is desirable to play for quite so

great a stake."
*' You would divide with those others ?

"

"
I do not know that I would have divided. But now that

it is too late I am not certain that it would not have been worth

our while to have given them something in order to have them
on our side."

"
Bianchi, you're a fool."

"
I believe you have told me that already ;

that is not the

point. If we had given them something we should have made
them our accomplices ;

we might even have put the whole
business upon them. They would have held their tongues for

their own sakes. Now, when they come back again, when

they discover that they have been tricked, that we have gone,
that this fellow and the girl have gone, they will raise a hue
and cry : they will set all Europe at our heels. You do not

understand what it means when, in a transaction of this kind,
the subject is an Englishman."
"You do not understand that, if you had taken those others

into our confidence, they would not have been content with what
we chose to give : we should have had to give them what they
chose to ask."

"There is truth in that—there is a great deal of truth."

"There is nothing but truth. Two hundred thousand
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pounds between you and me is one thing, between a dozen

persons it is quite another."

"That, again, is true."
"
I prefer to play the great game—for the great stake. As

for those others, let them do their worst."

"They will do it, of that you may be sure. If we could get
to South America, to that place we know of, before this time

to-morrow, I would care nothing; I should laugh in their faces.

But to get there takes so long
—so many things may happen on

the way—it is that of which I am always thinking."
"You are, then, a coward."

"Am I a coward? You know if I am a coward ! Answer

me, am I a coward ?
"

He confronted her with that in his face, his eyes, his bearing,

before which even her indomitable spirit seemed, for a second,

to quail. But it was only for a second. Presently, laughing
in his face, she blew a great cloud of tobacco smoke, which

ascended in spiral rings to the ceiling.
" No scenes, if you please, especially when you and I are

alone together. I know you as well—better—than you know

me. I know the stuff that you are made of. And yet I say

again that, if you fear the consequences of what you do, to that

extent, you are a coward. As for me, I fear nothing— neither

heaven nor hell, not even the guillotine or the gallows. I

have that here which will preserve me from them both." She

tapped her bodice with the tip of her finger.
"
Money I must

have, I will have—a great deal ol money—a litde is no use.

You robbed me once of millions, you shall not rob me again.

I will make to you a proposition. Leave the house at once.

I will go through this business single-handed. I will take the

two hundred thousand pounds all to myself. Afterwards you

can join those others in setting the police upon me as you

will. Will that please you?"
"Not at all!"
" What is it, then, that you want ? Come, Bianchi, get those

cobwebs out of your brain. If you were more like me— if you

looked neither to the right nor to the left, neither behmd nor

in front, but simply at the object you have in view—you would

be a happier, a stronger, a more successful man. Now let us

reach the point. What have you decided ? Is it to be the pit ?
"

"
There, again, I am uncertain. This Mrs Andrews, when

she comes, is she to see them both : the man and the girl?"

2 A
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" What does it matter? So far as she is concerned, nothing

would please her better. She hates George Otway with such a

hatred that to see beside his dead body the dead body of the

woman whom he loved—that, I think, would be her idea of

perfect bliss."
" She is a nice creature !

"

" Else we should not be able to earn so easily two hundred
thousand pounds."

"
Easily ? you call it easily ! Wait till afterwards."

Donna Luisa was silent. A very unpleasant look came on
her naturally unpleasant face. Bianchi's back chanced to be

turned towards her at the moment, a fact of which she took

advantage to stretch out her arms in front of her and to go

through the pantomime of squeezing something between her

massive fingers. It seemed not impossible that, with every

appearance of enjoyment, in her mind's eye she was strangling
him. If such were the case, when she spoke again she did not

allow her amusing make-believe to affect either her manner or

her voice.

"This Otway, he is nearly dead already, is he not?"
"So nearly that, in a day or two, he'd be quite, with but

little assistance from anything but nature."

"And the girl?"
" She's alive enough, the vixen ! But for her he'd have been

dead
;

it's she who's kept him alive."

"It is not of much consequence. They will go together,
that is all. For her the pit will do."

"The pit!"
As Bianchi echoed her words there was heard the clanging

of a bell. Had it been the harbinger of some hideous

catastrophe the sound could hardly have affected its hearers

more. They started, seemed to hold their breath, listened

intently, looked at each other with furtive, guilty glances.
The man was more affected than the woman. A curious

whiteness showed through his sallow skin, his lips twitched, his

eyes moved jerkily in their sockets as if they were beyond his

control. Vox some moments neither spoke : there was perfect
silence

;
then the clanging came again

" Who is it?" asked the woman.
He had to moisten his lips before he was able to answer.

"I don't know."
"

I suppose a tradesman, or some person of that kind."
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"
May be."

" You had better go and discover who it is."

He had to moisten his Ups again.

"Why not you?"
" Me ? I do not answer bells. To that I have not yet

descended. Are you afraid ?
"

This time he did not show resentment at the imputation of

cowardice which the question conveyed. Not impossibly he

was endeavouring to find an excuse which would render it

unnecessary for him to do as she suggested. The clanging
came a third time.

"
Bianchi, you will go and see who is there, at once ! I do

not wish to have a crowd at my street door. You hear ?
"

She spoke to him as she might have done to a dog, or a

lackey. There was that in her tone which rendered it im-

possible for him to indulge in further procrastination. He
grumblingly obeyed.

"Very well, I am going, there is no need to make a fuss."

He went out of the room. When he was gone, taking her

cigar out of her mouth, she attentively regarded the long ash

at the tip.
" He is Hke the rest," she said to herself,

" no good. When
it comes to the point he trembles. There is fear at the

bottom of his heart. I will not share my two hundred

thousand pounds with him. Why should I ? There is no

reason. I would rather—I would rather
"

She took from a table which was within reach of her out-

stretched arm what resembled, more than anything else, a

gigantic bodkin, or a stout knitting needle with a pointed

tip. It was set in a handle which seemed unduly heavy for

so slender a weapon, for, apparently, it was as a weapon it was

intended to be used
; though, as she trifled with it, one began

to perceive the intention of the weighted handle.

"So thin it hardly leaves a scar though driven in to the

hilt. It is as ifsome pin had pricked, and yet behind it there's

balance enough, if you select the proper spot, to drive it

to the hilt with but the slightest exertion of strength, with

but a little turn of the wrist."

Bianchi crossed the courtyard with lingering steps and slow.

As he went the bell clanged out once more.

"You're in a hurry, whoever you are," he muttered.

Opening the trap, he looked out, prepared to pour a volley
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of abuse on the unwelcome visitor. What he saw seemed
to freeze the words upon his lips. Without stood a lady
dressed in the height of fashion.

" You !

"
he exclaimed.

"Yes, I! Is it so surprising, then, that I come a little

before the appointed time ?
"

He unfastened the door with what, for the nonce, were

awkward hands, greeting her with stammering lips.

"Ten thousand pardons, madam, for keeping you so long
outside the gate, but we were not expecting visitors

; you, in

particular, we did not expect until to-night."
"

I changed my mind, and crossed last night. I remem-

bered that to-night I have an engagement in London which

I would not care to miss. I leave Paris this afternoon at

four, and, reaching London before eleven, shall be able to

dress and be in time for my engagement."
"You leave Paris this afternoon at four? But "

he

hesitated, as if at a loss for a phrase,
" we are not yet ready."

" No ; so I supposed. But you will be before I go ;
and

—I shall be able to see the fun."

She smiled
;
there was something in the quality of her smile

which made him shiver.

"The fun?" he gasped.

"Yes; the fun. Why do you stare at me like that? I

thought when I rang and rang, and no one answered, that

you had been playing without me after all, that the house

was deserted—empty."
" There are in it only my wife and L"

"Only?"
His glance fell.

"Of course he is also here, and the girl."

"The girl?"
"You did not know that the girl was here?"

She shook her head.
"

I know nothing. I have everything to learn—to see.

That is why I am come."

"My wife will tell you. She will explain better than I

can.

He conducted her into the house. He observed the dainty

figure, as she tripped before him up the stairs, with curious

gaze. She was dressed as for a fife : silken frills and fur-

belows gleamed beneath her uplifted skirt
;

her fripperies
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filled the whole place with their rustling as she ascended.
He ushered her into his wife's presence.

"
It is Mrs Andrews, who has arrived already."

Donna Luisa still toyed with that slender, bodkin-like weapon.
She did not rise as her visitor entered. With a dexterous

movement of her lips she merely transferred her cigar from
one side of her mouth to the other.

"Already? Although you did not let us understand that

you would come so soon, I wish you, Mrs Frank Andrews,
a very good day."

She spoke with that peculiar air of grimness which was

not the least striking of her characteristics. The new-comer
stared at her with frank astonishment. And, indeed, she did

present a singular spectacle, with her face of a man and her

form of a woman, her huge frame encased in that startling

expanse of shimmering crimson.

"Are you smoking a cigar?"
"I am always smoking a cigar. I have smoked cigars

since I was as high as this chair. In my country it is not

unusual for women."
" How extremely odd ! I devour cigarettes, but I have

never yet ventured on a cigar. I should never dare."
"
Bianchi, give to Mrs Frank Andrews a cigarette."

Mr Bianchi did as he was told. The little lady, arranging

herself in an arm-chair at her ease, lighted the cigarette which

he brought her, fondling it with her pretty lips.

"This is delightful
—

quite an adventure. One feels that

one's doing what one didn't ought to do, and it's always

comfortable to feel that you are doing that."

"
I daresay you are right. No doubt it is like that with

some, but with me it is different. I have always done what

I ought not to do ;
so I am accustomed."

"I should think you were more— I should think you are

bored. It must be so tiresome to be the same thing always.

Like the man in the poem—isn't it a poem?—you ought

to be everything by turns, and nothing long ;
nice to-day,

and nasty to-morrow ; awfully good, then awfully wicked
;

anything for a change. A new sensation's everything—the

old ones pall. As long as you can keep on getting new

sensations life needn't be such bad fun as some people seem

to think."
" I'm sure you don't think it's bad fun."
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"No-o." The little lady suffered the cigarette smoke to
issue from her lips with, as it were, a contemplative air.
" Sometimes it's pretty dull

;
at others, it's absolutely stupid ;

when things don't go, and won't go, as you want them, it's

horrid. But—on the whole— it's bearable. A moment like

this, for instance, is well worth living for."

"You flatter us."

The little lady stared, for a moment, as if she did not quite
catch the other's meaning. Then she broke into her merry
little laugh.

"
It wasn't my intention, and I'm afraid you don't quite

understand me. You see— I don't altogether love—George
Otway."
"So I imagined."
"In fact, I hate him."

"That, also, I was so presumptuous as to take for granted."
"And when I hate a person

—
really!

— I want to tear them
to pieces with red-hot pincers, and to take my time in doing
it."

"
I know. There have been occasions when I, also, have

felt like that."
"
Is that so ? How verv interesting ! Then you'll under-

stand my feelings. Is he dead ?
"

" Not yet. It was agreed, you will remember, that you
should not arrive until this evening. We could not very
well proceed with the business until certain matters were

arranged."
"

I see. I'm glad you didn't. I came so early because I

hoped to be in time to see him killed." Bianchi, behind
the speaker's back, made an odd little gesture with the palms
of his hands, possibly intended to be expressive of disgust.
His wife did not move a muscle. Mrs Andrews went

seren'4y on. "Your husband speaks about a girl, what does
he mean?"

"
It is Elsie Thornton—it is the woman Otway loves. They

are fellow-prisoners."
"The woman he loves? So there is a woman. I might

have guessed that, before this, he would have found one."

Mrs Andrews drew a long breath
;

then her lips closed

tightly ;
there seemed to be a glittering spark in the pupils

of her eyes. "And they are fellow-prisoners? How exces-

sively amusing. What do you propose to do with her?"
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"We shall have to kill her also, it will be the only way
of shutting her mouth."

"
Quite so

;
of course you will have to kill her. How nice !

You put these things with a frankness which 1 find delightful."
Mrs Andrews, smiling, closed her eyes, as if the better to

enjoy some delightful vision. "And what is your mode of

procedure ?
"

" That was what we were discussing, Bianchi and I : your
coming so early will make it simpler."

"
I am so ghd."

" There is, in the cellar, a kind of a pit. It is very deep.
It was perhaps once the shaft of an old well. We thought
that we would throw them into it. When it is covered there

is nothing in the floor to show that there is anything unusual
beneath. Their skeletons might not be found for half-a-

century. The only difficulty was that you wished to see

George Otway dead. We could not very well show you him
at the bottom of the pit. Now, however, it is different."

"
Exactly. What a capital idea ! What a very useful thing

to have in a house. Only—would they know that you were

gong to throw them into this—funny place?"
" We might tell them."
" Of course

;
and paint to them the dreadful fate for which they

were destined, depict the horrors which were in the pit. Then

you might push them into it, cover it over, and let them die

in the darkness at the bottom. How delightful! I shall dream
of it. I shall dream that I can hear them calling for help out

of the bowels of the earth
;
that I can see their struggles, their

anguish, as, by degrees, they recognise that, for them, there is

no hope. Then I shall see them die, the flesh drop off their

bones, until nothing but their skeletons remain at the bottom

of the pit. It will be worth while going to sleep to enjoy
such dreams as those."

Again there was that little gesture from Bianchi, and this

time a comment from his wife.

"You have a pretty fancy, madam."
" Oh yes ;

I have a pretty fancy : where George Otway is

concerned a very pretty fancy, I assure you. But let us pass

from fancies to facts. Show me this gentleman and this lady,

and let us open the ball. I do not wish to stay here longer

than I can help."

Rising, the little lady tossed the end of her cigarette into
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the fireplace. Donna Luisa regarded her intently before she
answered.

"
Quite so, madam. But before, as you put it, we open the

ball, have you with you the sum which was agreed ?
"

"
I have with me two hundred thousand pounds in the

bank-notes of all nations, in accordance with your own

suggestion. It was not easy to get them in so short a time,
but there are ways and means. Here they are." She took x

pocket-book from the gold chain-bag which was slung to her

waist. Husband and wife exchanged glances, which their

visitor, intercepting, apparently interpreted in a fashion of her

own. "You may examine them, if you please, to see that

the amount is correct and that they are genuine; but 1

should advise you that my husband has the numbers. If I do
not leave the house before three o'clock payment will be J

stopped ;
should anyone leave it before 1 do that person will

'

be the object of most unwelcome attentions."

There was more than a trace of resentment in Donna
Luisa's tone as she responded.
"What does madam mean by her most singular observa-

tions ?
"

The little lady had, all at once, that in her demeanour which,
not improbably, took the elder woman aback.

" What I say. Do you suppose I would trust myself in

such a house as this with such a sum of money in my |

possession without taking due precautions? I am not so

simple. You might find it easier to kill me than to kill

George Otway, of whose presence here I have, as yet, no I

guarantee save your bare word. The whole thing, for all I

know, may be a trick and a trap. So, before I came, I made a

certain communication to a certain personage at the Quai des

Orfevres, with whose name and ofiice you are probably both of

you familiar, in consequence of which at this moment all Paris

may be said to have its eyes upon this house."
Bianchi was moved to sudden excitement.
" Do you dare to tell us you have communicated with the

police ?
"

"
I do : I have."

"What have you told them?"
"That is my affair and theirs. You need not glare at me

like that, my man. You will not make me afraid. It is you
who have cause for fear, not I. Carry out your undertaking,
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I am willing to share your guilt, to be your accomplice— it is

for that purpose I am here—and all will be well. I will go as

I came, leaving the money behind me. You will be free to go
or stay as you choose

;
in any case the incident will be closed.

I will take care that the police do nothing, for my own sake as

well as yours. But tamper with our agreement, show a dis-

position to depart from it by so much as a hair's breadth, and

nothing in this wide world will be able to save you from the

righteous anger of the law. Surely you must know that a

person who gives you two hundred thousand pounds as if it

were nothing is a person of importance ;
one who in France

can pull the strings which agitate these gentlemen of the police

pretty well as she pleases. If you did not know so much you
must be foolish."

" Madam speaks strongly, she says plainly what she means.

But, my wife and I, we do not resent madam's freedom of

speech
—not at all.

The little lady interrupted him with an impatient movement

of her hand.
" Let us to business ! Where is our friend and the girl ?

"

_

"They are above. Madam might first like to see the pit,

which is below."
"
Come, let us go now at once !

"

The three descended to the cellar, which was below the

basement ;
for some reason of her own Donna Luisa chose to

form one of the party. The walls were of brick, the floor was

of cement. There was nothing about the appearance of this

latter, which was covered with an untidy litter, to attract

attention. Bianchi, taking off his coat and waistcoat, pro-

ceeded to remove a pile of the wooden billets which the

French call charbon de bois. Then, with the aid of a long iron

bar, he prised up first one block of cement, then a second,

and a third ; the result being an oblong cavity, which, for all

that could be seen, might have led into the very bowels of the

earth. Affixing a lamp to a piece of cord he lowered it into

the opening.
"You see, madam, it is not shallow. Here are more than

twenty feet of cord. I let it all out ; yet you can see nothing of

the bottom." He gave the lamp a swinging motion.
"

It is

not narrow, there is room to move about. When two people

are buried alive in so deep a grave it is no harm that they have

a little space to move about."
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Mrs Andrews laughed.
"Not at all. They will live the longer, and suffer more.

But where is this pretty pair ?
"

" The pretty pair, who are to be so shortly at the bottom of

the house, are at present at the top. Will it please madam to

ascend ?
"

"
It will please me very much." The three went up, and

up, and up. The little lady found the ascent a trifle trying.
"

It is a long way to the top."
" Oh yes, madam

;
it is also a long way to the bottom.

At last we are arrived." He paused outside a door which was

at the head of a rudimentary flight of stairs which resembled

a ladder leading to a loft. Unlocking it with a great key
which he had carried in his hand he threw it open.

"
Here,

madam, is your pretty pair."

Mrs Andrews could probably not have described what she

expected to see, but it was certainly not what she actually saw :

a bare attic, with a slanting roof, descending, at one point,

almost to the floor. Air and light were only admitted by an

opening in the roof, perhaps twelve inches square. On the

bare boards lay the figure of a man. As the delicate lady of

fashion entered this singular apartment, holding an exquisite
lace handkerchief to her dainty nostrils, an object came

fluttering towards her, which was presumably a woman, though
the altogether indescribable state of her general appearance
made momentary hesitation on the point at least excusable.

She addressed herself to Mrs Andrews with a timid, awkward

air, as if she were frightened at the sound of her own voice.
" You have come to save him ? at last ! I hope it's not too

late : I'm afraid he's dead."
" Dead? I hope not. That would be to cheat me, indeed,

and, as you say, at last !" She picked her way to where the

man was lying, tapping him with the toe of her little shoe.
"
George—George Otway ! He's not dead, I thought fortune

would hardly serve me so scurvily as that !

"

The man, with a deliberation which suggested infinite

weariness, turned his head and looked at her.
" You !

" he muttered. "
I have suffered many things

because of you in dreams."
"

I have suffered a few things because of you, George. I am
hopeful that, in the future, my dreams will wear a different

complexion. I'm glad you know me. I really doubt if I
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should have recognised you : you look as if you had been dead
for years. But please don't die just yet, that wouldn't be at

all amusing." She turned to Bianchi. " How are you going
to get him down? He can't walk: if you drag him he'll l:)e

dead before you get him to the bottom."
"

I will carry him—he is nothing but skin and bone—I am
strong enough."
"Then carry him, quickly !

"

Taking the recumbent figure in his arms Bianchi bore it

from the room. The woman exhibited symptoms of distress.

"What are you going to do with him? where are you taking
him?"

"
I will tell you : we are taking him down to the pit, to

bury him alive, and we are going to bury you with him. You
understand ? Drive her after—George !

"

Mrs Andrews made an imperious gesture to Donna Luisa,

who, in turn, motioned to the girl. Without offering the

faintest remonstrance the girl quitted the room, suffering
Donna Luisa to, literally, drive her in front of her down the

stairs. As she went she whimpered, as a child might have
done.

When they reached the cellar they found that Bianchi had
laid George Otway down.

" Hold him up," commanded the little lady.

Bianchi, putting his arm about O. way's waist, supported him,
so that he could look down into the opening which yawned
at his feet.

"Hold her also!"

Donna Luisa, obeying her peremptory visitor, gripped Elsie

in such fashion that she also was compelled to stand on the

brink of the gaping chasm.
"
George !

—my dear woman !
—do you know what that is ?

That is a pit, a pit which goes deep down into the earth.

There are all sorts of horrors at the bottom. We are going
to throw you into it, to keep them company. We are going to

shut you up in it, in the darkness, and we are going to leave

you in it for ever. You understand? For ever ! What's

that ?
"

"That" was the same sound which had startled Donna

Luisa : the clanging of a bell.

" If it's your police !

" exclaimed Donna Luisa.

Donna Luisa made a sudden movement towards Mrs
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Andrews. It almost seemed as if, with one hand, she would
have snatched the gold chain-bag which dangled at her waist,
and, with the other, would have precipitated her into the

"pit." But the little lady was too quick. As she sprang
back it was seen that she held a revolver, produced she alone
knew from where. There was a flash, a report, a cry of pain
from Donna Luisa, and, once more, the clanging of a bell.



CHAPTER XL

THE PIT

TT was M. Durocq of the Service de la Surete who rang the
-*-

bell at the door of that house with the crimson blind in

the Rue du Bois once, twice, thrice, and yet again, with

but short intervals, it is true, between each ringing. He was
a tall, not ill-looking man, who wore a pince-nez and a top

hat, and who had nothing about him which, to an P^nglish

mind, suggested the police. When he had rung a fourth time

Sergeant Cutforth said :

"It's no use. If they hear they won't answer. Perhaps,
after all, the house is empty."

"It is not empty. It is but a short time since the English

lady, Madam Andrews, was admitted at this gate. She is

still within."

Miss Price interposed some observations of her own.

"She means mischief, that woman. Heaven help George

Otway if she has him at her mercy. She'd think no more of

killing him than a cat would of killing a mouse."

Miss Price's outspokenness incurred the French official's

displeasure.
" Such remarks are out of order. This is not the place in

which they ought to be made. I must ask you, mademoiselle,

to keep silence." Beckoning to a subordinate, M. Durocq

pointed to the door. "You have keys
—

open."
The subordinate, inserting a key in the lock, opened, with

as matter-of-fact an air as if the door had been his own. In

all, ten persons entered : M. Durocq and six subordinates.

Sergeant Cutforth, Sallie Price, and Frank Thornton. Other

officers of police were left in the street without, with

instructions to allow the gate to remain open and to keep

both eyes and ears on the alert for what was passing within.

M. Durocq commenced proceedings by walking into the

concieri:;e's room—to find it empty.
"At least," he announced, "there is no one here."

381
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The man with the keys volunteered a statement.
"The concierge is a woman named Marie Gagnol. She

was here this morning at half-past nine. I saw her standing
at the gate, looking out into the street."

M. Durocq shrugged his shoulders.
" Since half-past nine there has been time for a good many

things to happen. Marie Gagnol may yet appear to explain
how it is she is not at her post. What have we here ? Ah ! it

is Madame Andrews."

Indeed, as he spoke, that dainty little lady came tripping
down the stairs, pausing, half-a-dozen steps from the bottom,
to stare, with an air of innocent surprise, at the small army of the
invaders. She was a trifle flushed

; but, beyond that, she was
as spick and span as if she had just stepped out of a bandbox.

"Why," she exclaimed, with a charming appearance of

surprise, "whatever is the matter? Can it be—it is

M. Durocq."
"
Precisely, madam." M. Durocq bowed—as only a

Frenchman can. " Madam has seen her friends ?
"

"My friends?" One might have imagined that there was

just a trace of embarrassment in the little lady's manner. But,
if so, it passed as quickly as it came. She smiled sweetly." Oh yes, of course. So good of you to inquire and to be
so anxious

;
but everything has passed off most delightfully."

She came down to the bottom step. Her tone dropped to a
confidential whisper :

" M. Durocq, I am having dejeuner at the
Ritz. I hope— I shall be so glad if you will favour me with

your company ;
will you ?

"

She looked up at him with that in her eyes which was

something more than a delicate compliment.
" Madam flatters me

;
I am too much honoured. There is

a little matter which I must settle first. How was it that no
one came to open for us when we rang ?

"

This time she did not turn a hair. The exhibition of her sur-

prise at such a curious question being addressed to her was

perfect.

"Why no one came to open for you when you rang? I

have not the faintest notion. Did no one come? This is

not my house; I am not the concierge."
" But that is evident madam. There appears to be no

concierge. Madam's friends—Donna Luisa D'Agostino, and
M. Bianchi—are both upstairs?"
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Again that pretty smile seemed, as it were, to be eclipsed,
just for the moment.
"As for Donna Lusia, I am not quite certain, though I

was talking to her only a few seconds ago. M. Bianchi I have

just left upon the stairs."
" So M. Bianchi, at least, is above. We will ascend, and pay

him a little call."

"By all means, if you choose, though I can't imagine what

you'll find to say to him. Then I shall see you at the
Ritz

;
when ? in half-an-hour ?

"

He merely bowed over the small gloved hand which she ex-

tended as if to bid him adieu.

"I said, madam, we will ascend to call on M. Bianchi."
"
Well, my good sir, go ! I have no desire to keep you !

only tell me first about the Ritz."

"Madam still a little fails to understand. When I said we
will ascend, I meant that madam will do us the pleasure to

ascend with us."

"I! my charming M. Durocq? I have seen all of M. Bianchi
that I wish to

; my business with him is finished, such as it was."
" Our business is still to begin."
" Yours

;
but what has your business to do with me ?

Monsieur forgets that my time in Paris is limited ; in the

meantime, I starve. Come—when you have called on
M. Bianchi, who is not himself so agreeable a person that I

would wish, myself, to see him so soon again
—to the Ritz,

and tell me all about it."

" A thousand pardons if we should seem to delay madam
;

but I must request her to introduce me to her friends

Donna Luisa D'Agostino and M. Bianchi at once, if madam
pleases."
"And if I don't please ?

"

" But madam will please."
When he said that, and she observed his tone and

manner, and saw those who were behind him, she must have

known that she was going to her doom as certainly as the

pinioned wretch knows it who is hurried through tortuous

passages, jostled into the open air, to find himself confronted

in the half light of the early dawn by the guillotine. But

not a sign escaped her that she had such knowledge. With

a musical little laugh and a gay little pout she turned — to

reascend to where she knew her doom awaited her.
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" My very charming M. Durocq, you're a humorist.

Evidently it does not matter that I starve ? However, I shall

eat the better when, at last, I get a chance."
" Madam will conduct us to the apartment where we

shall find her friends."
"

I will conduct you to the apartment where I found them ;

I cannot say whether you will. We are arrived." She threw

open the door outside which she had paused.
" M. Bianchi,

here is jM. Durocq of the Service de la Surete, who has come
to see you : I have not the faintest idea about what."

The gentleman in question went into the room, uninvited.
" Your warning to your friend, madam, was unnecessary,

since M. Bianchi is not here."

There was a significance in the speaker's tone which could

hardly have escaped the lady's notice.

"My warning, my dear ^I. Durocq, what do you mean?
And as for M. Bianchi not being in this room, perhaps he is in

the next. I suppose, in his own house, he is at liberty to go
where he pleases ;

it was here I saw him."

But Mr Bianchi was not in the next room, nor in the next
;

nor, if they could trust the evidence of their own eyes, in any
of the rooms in which they looked—and they searched them
all. In none of them was anything to be seen of him, or his

wife either. M. Durocq commented on the fact, with ironical

courtesy.
"It is strange, madam, that this lady and gentleman

should have vanished so soon as you removed from them the

light of your countenance."

Mrs Andrews, ignoring the irony, appeared to be as puzzled
as they were.

"
It is odd : not ten seconds before I saw you M. Bianchi

was with me on the staircase."

"And his wife?"
" His wife I had not seen for some minutes

;
I don't know

where she was."
" You don't know where she was ! Is that so? Where was

she when you saw her last ?
"

"She was—oh, she was in that room, to which I took you
first."

" You are sure that she was in that room ?
"

" Of course : what do you mean ?
"

"I thought that madam hesitated, as if she were in doubt.
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We are still not yet at the top of the house, perhaps this lady
and gentleman are in the garrets."

"
If so, they would surely hear you moving about and come

down to see who you were, and what you wanted."
"One would suppose it, but perhaps madam's friends aie

a little singular."
"

I wish you would not persist in calling them my friends.

I know nothing of them
;
I did not even hear of their existence

until a few hours ago."
" Madam came from England to see persons of whom she

knew nothing
—does that not seem curious ?

"

They had reached the foot of the stairway leading to the

room which had so recently served as a prison. The door
was still wide open, a fact of which she endeavoured to make
capital. She could not have desired them to ascend to the

top of that staircase : it was worth her while to snatch at

anything which would prevent their doing that.
"
Obviously there is no one up there, the door is wide open ;

it is probably some sort of loft. You need not give yourself
the pain to look for M. Bianchi in a loft."

M. Durocq regarded her with a singular gleam in the eyes
which were behind the glasses.

" Madam thinks not. I am so unfortunate as to be of a

different opinion. I will not only give myself the pain to

ascend, but I must request madam to ascend with me."

For the first time the little lady showed signs of mutiny.
"

I will ascend with you? Monsieur goes too far. I have

had enough of this wild-goose chase. Monsieur will excuse me.

I go to the Hotel Ritz, where monsieur will find me at his

service." She turned to find two men at the head of the

staircase behind her who barred the way. She addressed

herself to them. " Have the goodness to let me pass."

They continued motionless, an answer came from M. Durocq.
"

I regret infinitely to have to detain you, madam, but—
you cannot pass until you have ascended."

"
I cannot pass ! M. Durocq, your conduct becomes more

extraordinary every moment ! Why should I go with you into

an empty garret ?
"

"Because you have no alternative."
" No alternative ! Really, this is outrageous."
" Does madam wish that I should explain ?

"

"I wish it very much indeed."

2B
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M. Durocq took from his pocket-book a letter-case, from the

leltcr-casc a slip of paper. He read aloud what was written

on this slij) of paper.
" •

George Otway and IClsie Thornton are imprisoned in an

attic at the top of the house in the Rue du Bois which is

believed to l)e in the occupation of Donna Luisa IVAgostino.

Anyone finding this and who at once conununicates with the

police, and so effects a rescue, will receive from George Otway
a reward of twenty-five thousand francs.—Signed George
Otway.' That is my explanation, madam."
The little lady had perceptibly changed countenance while

he had been reading ; there was a distant tremor in her speech.
" What is it you are reading from ? I don't luiderstand

in the least."
"

I think, on the contrary, that madam understands very
well. It is to see George Otway that madam is here."

"To see George Otway! \Vhat nonsense are you talking

about?"
"

I am sorry madam finds that the truth is nonsense. It

would sccni that tliis is the room, at the top of the house, in

which George Otway was imprisoned, until madam arrived.

As it is now empty, what has become of George Otway, since

madam's arrival, and of M. Bianchi, and of Donna Luisa

D'Agostino?
"

"1 have not the faintest notion: you're talking double

Dutch so far as I'm concerned. What is that paper from

which you were reading, and where did you get it from ?
"

"Those are questions to which madam will probably
receive an answer later on. At present our only concern is to

know what has become of the persons I have named. If

madam will permit me to advise her, as a friend, she will

give us information on that point without delaying us

further."
" But I've no information to give ! I've told you all I know !

I was never spoken to like this before !

"
Raising her veil she

applieil a tiny lace handkerchief to her eyes, but whether it

was for the purpose of drying her tears there was no evidence

to show. "Anyone might think that I'd been doing some-

thing wrong."
"We will hope that madam has been doing nothing wrong—we will hope so. But since madam declines to give me the

information I require
'"
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" Declines ! why do you say I decline when I have none
to give ?

"

M. Uurocq went on, heedless of the lady's interruption.
"

It becomes necessary that I should examine the house

thoroughly, and that, in that examination,! should be favoured

with madam's company. I shall have pleasure in following
madam up that staircase."

Since it was plain that M. Durocq was bent upon her going

up into the garret, the little lady yielded. The exploring

party consisted of five: M. Durocq and the little lady, Miss

Price and Frank Thornton, and Sergeant Cutforth. They had

only to put their faces inside the open door to perceive that

this was indeed a chamber of horror. The Frenchman gave
voice to the general feeling.

"
I fear, madam, that someone has been doing wrong, very

wrong indeed." The little lady was content to keep silence,

and to dab at her eyes with her handkerchief. M. Durocq
went on. "There is evidence here, of a kind, and to spare,

but the chief evidence has been removed. For that we shall

have to seek elsewhere. Madam, if you please."

He ushered her down, the others followed. They returned

to the courtyard, where M. Marcel awaited their arrival. Of
him M. Durocq made an inqury.

" Has anything occurred ?
"

"
Nothing, absolutely nothing."

" No one has attempted to leave the house ?
"

" Not a creature, not a sound has been heard, not a person

has been seen. It is like a house of the dead."
"

It is strange. Madame Andrews says that she left her—
acquaintances only a few seconds before we came, yet we have

been all over the house, and there is not a trace of them to be

found."
" There is still the basement !

"

"
Exacdy, there is still the basement. It is there we are

now about to proceed. But—the basement ! It must be for

some droll reason that this lady and gentleman should wish

to establish themselves in such a quarter."

Mrs Andrews, accentuating the air of injury which she had

recently assumed, pretended to take it for granted that at last

she was at liberty to go.

"I suppose that now I may go and have some breakfast

with M. Durocq's very kind permission. I presume that even

2 B 2
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he will not imagine that it is necessary that I should descend
with him into the depths, a part of the world into which
hitherto business has not called me, and where I certainly
have never been."

M. Uurocq remained civil, but inexorable.
"

It distresses me to have to continue to present myself in

so disobliging a light, but I should have thought that, under
the circumstances, madam would have been as anxious to

discover what has become of her friends as I am."
"

I tell you again, they are not my friends ! How often am
I to repeat it ?

"

"There is at least a mystery, the mystery of what has
become of these two persons. Can they have vanished into

air? There is the problem. Madam cannot but be inter-

ested in its solution."
"

I am not interested, not the faintest atom. Now, my
good, dear, charming M. Durocq, do be reasonable ! Let me
go and have my breakfast,

—consider ! I have only had one

cup of coffee and one roll since yesterday ;
then you can

come and tell me all about what you call your problem while

I am eating ;
I will hear you with the greatest pleasure right to

the end. Only, at present, do not persist in dragging me
about this horrid old house, as if I were desirous of peering
into every cupboard with a view of becoming its next tenant,

which, I assure you, I am not."
"

I implore madam's forgiveness in that I am compelled to

request her to honour me with her presence in the basement."
The lady's little hands fell to her sides, and became

clenched fists. Her eyes gleamed. She all at once grew
angry.

" So ! It is like that ! You mean to insult me ?
"

"I do not insult
;

I only insist."
"

I won't go ! I sha'n't go into your horrid, dirty, dark,

underground places ! I am an English lady, and you have
no right to make me go where I don't choose."

" Madam has some particular reason why she does not
wish to descend into the basement."

They looked at each other
;
the English lady seemed to see

something in the Frenchman's calm, equable, unblinking gaze
which had on her a singular effect. Her own glance fell, her

bearing seemed to change, she faltered in her speech." You—you have no right to say that."
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" Not when madam risks so much by a refusal."
" Risks ! What do you mean ? What do I risk ?

"

M. Durocq was suavity itself, and as inflexible as suave.
"Madam will do me the favour to descend with us?"
And madam did him that further favour. What were her

feelings as she went she alone could tell. She still bore
herself with as much gaiety as was becoming in a person
whose sense of dignity had been wounded, and she never lost

for a moment that air of dainty breeding which marked her

as the finest of fine ladies. Yet, when she thought of what
there was below, to which each step brought them closer, as

she could not help but think, there must have been a strange
turmoil in her delicate bosom. She knew that each tread

which led to that basement was taking her farther from High
Dene than ever, and from all that High Dene meant, and
nearer to that termination on which she had not reckoned
when she set out on that day's adventure.

In the basement itself nothing was found—that is, nothing
out of the common, as she was aware that there would not

be. There were the kitchen, servants' offices, and two small

rooms which had recently been used as bedrooms. The beds

they contained were all tossed and tumbled, and the clothes in

disorder, as if the person who was responsible had not yet had

an opportunity to give them her attention.

M. Durocq accompanied his recognition of the fact that his

researches were still uncrowned by success with that little

movement of his shoulders which seemed to give to his words

so much more meaning than they in themselves possessed.
" The problem of the evanishment of this lady and gentle-

man, madam, continues to be a problem ;
one which, for

my part, grows each moment in interest. It would almost

appear that we have explored the entire premises." «

"There are here, behind this door, some stairs which

probably lead into a cellar."

The announcement came from a subordinate. M. Durocq,

who seemed never to remove his eyes from Mrs Andrews for

many moments together, received it with a show of amusement,

although it is possible that he had observed that it had not

amused her.

"Ah! a cellar! I find this truly droll; that the master

and mistress of a house should be supposed to be willing

to receive their visitors in a cellar."
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"There is a light below."

"A light! in a cellar! at this time of the day! Then it

begins almost to look as if it were the reception-room after

all! Madam is ready? It will be to her a novel experi-
ence to descend into a cellar ; this is a case in which I do not

presume to imagine that she would wish to lead the way."
The little lady laughed, oddly, unexpectedly. There was

a quality in her laughter which seemed to make the impassive
Frenchman start.

"Oh, but I should!" she cried. "You seem to have a

gift, M. Durocq, for being wrong, and a genius for blunders.

If I must go down into that cellar the only way I will go
will be first!"

She was standing a few feet from the door which, when it

was closed, veiled the descent into the cellar. While she was

speaking she moved quickly forward, and, in a moment, was

past the man who had discovered the staircase. M. Durocq,
ever on the alert, quick to suspect, was yet taken unawares

;

before he had guessed her intention she was beyond his reach.
"
Stop her !

"
he exclaimed to the man who stood with the

door held open to show what was beyond.
The fellow did his best to obey the order, but it was too

late. He made a hasty grab at her, but she was already past ;

she eluded him with ease.
" You're not quick enough !

"
she laughed.

" I'm going to

lead the way into the cellar !

"

Her laughter came up the stairs as she ran down them.
"After her!" shouted M. Durocq. "It looks as if we're

on the scent at last !

"

He was the first to act on his own suggestion, springing
down the stairs two at a time, rushing after her with an

agility which did him credit. The others followed in a

higgledy-piggledy crowd.

But they were too late. M. Durocq was the only one in time

to see what happened, and his impression of what transpired
was but a hazy one. He saw the dainty figure of the little

lady standing, in the dim light, at the end of the cellar which
was farthest from the stairs. She was looking round, not at

him, but at someone who was bending over a figure which lay
at full length upon the ground. She was pointing something
at these two persons which she held in her outstretched hand.
There was a sudden report : he knew that she was firing at

J
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one or other of these two persons. He dashed towards her

as fast as he could go. She saw him coming. It seemed to

him that she vanished from his sight as by some stroke of

magic : one second she was there, the next she was gone.

The explanation of her disappearance, however, was im-

mediately made clear when, in his furious flight, he all but

precipitated himself head foremost through an opening in

the floor
; pulling himself up, with an effort, to find a grave-

shaped cavity yawning at his very feet.



CHAPTER XLI

AFTERWARDS

THE
little lady had thrown herself into the pit which

she had hoped would be a living tomb for others.

It was, indeed, a case of poetic justice, for they found with

her, at the bottom, Uonna Luisa D'Agostino. The elder

woman was dead. She had met the fate which, beyond
doubt, she had meted out to many others. Her record,
when it came to be examined, proved to be an extraordinary
one. They had been well rid of her in Caracas. As she
had cynically observed to Mrs Andrews, she had done evil

all her life
;
and had persisted in doing evil to the very '

end. She had perished while engaged in carrying to a
hideous consummation not the least of her crimes. A
bullet, which they discovered embedded in her thigh, had

probably been the immediate cause of her destruction
;

it

was the one which Mrs Andrews had fired at her in what
was really self-defence. If it had done nothing else, it had I

caused her to lose her balance and to drop like a stone to

the bottom of the pit. The pit was nearly a hundred feet

deep : they had to descend into it by means of scaling
ladders. Such a fall was, in itself, sufficient to prove fatal

to a person of her bulk.

^^'hen, after the lengthy interval which was necessary to

enable them to obtain means of gaining access into that

place of horror, they came on the little lady. She was still

alive— but that was all: she died that night. She never

regained consciousness
;
but muttered to herself at intervals

;

and the last two words which she uttered were distinctly
audible. They were :

"
George Otway."

As a commentary on her career such an utterance was
not unfitting. Had she treated him as he deserved she
would hardly, almost in the springtime of her life and beauty,
have come to so inglorious an end.

392
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Of Bianchi nothing has either been seen or heard. The
problem of his disappearance exercised M. Durocq's mind
for a considerable period; but it is understood that he has
now given it up. It is supposed that Donna Luisa's husband
succeeded, by some means or other, in reaching unnoticed
the street which was behind his wife's house, and that
thence he made the best of his way— it must have been a
curious and agile way!—to one of the haunts with which
he was acquainted, whither the ordinary policeman's warrant
does not run. This, however, is but the purest surmise.
Mrs Andrews stated that she had parted from him on the
stairs ten seconds before encountering M. Durocc}. She
alone knew if that was true. But, whether true or false,
no one has been discovered who could be induced to admit
that he has since seen Mr Bianchi either dead or alive,
and that although all the mechanism of the Paris police was
set in motion to ascertain his whereabouts.
Mr Frank Andrews also escaped scot-free; that is, so

far as legal consequences were concerned. He was arrested
that afternoon at High Dene; but George Otway refused
to have anything to do with his prosecution, and the police
decided that they had not evidence to go upon unaided. He
transferred himself to the United States. When last heard of

he was an assistant in a dry goods store in one of the western
cities. He would make not a bad assistant—according to

his present employer-
—if it was not for his partiality for rye

whisky. That partiality causes him to be oftener out of a

situation than in.

George Otway is alive and well, as all the world knows—
though that is not the name by which the world knows him.

What the world does not know is this chapter in his biography,
which is now made for the first time public. It was a long

road, the one which led to health, and one which he had

slowly to travel. But all the resources of medical science,

which are at the service of the moneyed man, and which he

had had to do without so long, were now at his command ;

and, aided by his fine natural constitution, the doctor pulled
him through. He regards that portion of his life of which

we have been telling as an escapade ;
a wild experience which,

while he is far from wishing to go through it again, he yet

would not desire to be without. And that for several reasons.

As, for instance, because it showed him a side of life which



394 A METAMORPHOSIS

the ordinary man never sees, and which, therefore, he beUeves

is non-existent. Indeed, George Otway is apt to observe that

if he were to tell average Englishmen, soberly, calmly, the

things he did ; the things that were done to him
;
the things

he passed through : his hearers would suppose he romanced,
and that merely because their horizon is limited, since

stranger things than those which happened to him are

happening every day.

Then, again, throughout the whole episode there was the

sense of battle. Almost from the moment in which he saw Jacob
Gunston climbing on to the parapet of Southwark Bridge,
he had to measure himself against many and various adversaries.

And George Otway is essentially a fighting man. That he was

beaten in the end, and, but for a seeming miracle, would
have been worsted utterly, and for ever, to a man of his

temperament is not a fact wholly to be deplored. The odds

against him were great : they broke, but they did not bend
him. He defied them, even while they overwhelmed him

by mere force of numbers. It is not disagreeable to be able

to reflect that he has given his proofs that that is the sort

of stuff of which he is moulded.

There is another reason why he does not regret that

escapade. It gave him a wife. Elsie Thornton was for a

longer period in the valley of the shadow than he was. There
were times when it was doubtful if she would ever emerge
from it at all, except as a ghost of her former self. But

she won through in the end—the Elsie Thornton of yore.

She is the mistress of High Dene
;
a happy wife and mother.

Her brother Frank is a barrister : one, too, who is coming
to the front. He has a tendency towards Quixotism when
brouaht into contact with what he believes to be a blunder

of the law. He has held an unpaid brief for more than one

suspect, and cleared him of suspicion.
Sallie Price thrives. She is now the proprietor of a

flourishing music-hall in a great provincial town. She

manages it herself. It is only on the retired list that she

continues to be known as the Greatest Bender the World
has ever seen.
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JAIR THE APOSTATE. By A. G. Hales. Illustrated by
A. H. BUCKLAND. Crown %vo. 6s.

FELIX. By R. Hichens, Author of 'Flames,' etc. Crown
^vo. 6s.

CHILDREN OF THE BUSH. By Harry La\vson. Crown
%vo. 6s,

THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. By Jane Barlo\v,
Author of 'Irish Idylls.' Crown %vo. 6s.

THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY. By W. E. NORRIS.
Illustrated by N. Tenison. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: Being the Romance of a

Motor Car. By Mr. and Mrs. C. N. Williamson. Illustrated.

Crown Svo. 6s.
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HONEY. By Helen Mathers, Author of ' Comin' thro' the
Rye.' CrowH Zvo. 6s.

HOLY MATRIMONY. By Dorothea Gerard, Author of
'

Lady Baby.' Crown ?>vo. 6s.

MISS QUILLET, By S. Baring-Gould, Author of 'Mehalah.'
Illustrated by G. Grenville Manton. Crown Svo. 6s.

BARBARA'S MONEY. By Adeline Sergeant, Author of
'The Story of a Penitent Soul.' Crown Szv. 6s.

JIM TWELVES. By W. F. Shannon, Author of 'The Mess
Deck. ' Crown 8z'o.

3;-. 6d.

THE ADVENTURES OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. By
Haroi,d Begbie. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE FATE OF VALSEC. By J. Bloundelle Burton.
Crown 8z'o. 6s.

PAPA. By Mrs. C. N. Williamson, Author of 'The Barn-
stormers.

' Crown 8z'o. 6s.

MRS. CLYDE. By Julien Gordon. Crown Zvo. 6j.

THE BRANDED PRINCE. By Weatherby Chesney,
Author of 'John Topp, Pirate.' Crown 8vo. 6s.

A PRINCESS OF THE HILLS. By Mrs. BuRTON Harrison,
Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 6s.

THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE. By Richard Marsh,
Author of ' The Beetle.' Crowft Svo. 6s.

THE PUPPET CROWN. By Harold Macgrath. Illus-

tmted. Crown 8vo. 6s.

WITH ESSEX IN IRELAND. By the Hon. Emily L.w-
LESS. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE HEART OF THE ANCIENT WOOD. By Charles
G, D. Roberts. Illustrated. Crown Svo. 3.?. 6d.

THE INCA'S TREASURE. By Ernest Glanville.
Illustrated by A. H. Buckland. Crown Zvo. 2^- ^^^

Z\ic IRovelist
No. XXXIII. ANGEL. By B. M. Croker.
No. XXXIV. A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. By LuCAS

Malet.
No, XXXV. THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER. By Mrs.

Walford.
No. XXXVI. THE COUNTESS TELK.A,. By Robert B.\rr.

noetbucn's Sii'pcnnv XibraiT
THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. By George Eliot.

PETER SIMPLE. By Captain Marryat.
MARY BARTON. By Mrs. Gaskell.
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. By Jane Austen.

NORTH AND SOUTH. By MRS. Gaskell.

JACOB F.\ITHFUL. By Captain Marryat.
SHIRLEY. By Charlotte Bronte.

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. By S. Baring-Gould.
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Jacob Abbot, the BEECHNUT BOOK.
Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illustrated.

Square Fcap Zvo. 2S. 6tf.

[Little Blue Books.

W. F. Adeney, 'i>l-\. See Bennett and

Adeney.

.ffiscbylus. AGAMEMNON, CHOEPHO-
ROE, EUMENIDES. Translated by
Lewis Camhiell, LL.D., late Professor of
Greek at St. Andrews. 5s.

[Classical Translations.

G. A. Aitken, See Swift.

William Alexander, D.D., Archbishop of

Armagh. IHOUGHTS AND COUN-
SELS OF MANY YEARS. Selected
from the writings of Archbishop Alex-
ander. Square Pott Zvo. 2S. 6d.

St. Anselm, THE DEVOTIONS OF.
Edited by C. C. J. Webu, M..Y. Pott ?,-jo.

Cloth, 2S. ; leather, 2s. 6tl. net.

[Library of Devotion.

Aristophanes. THE FROGS. Translated
into English by E. W. Huntinoford, M.A.,
Professor of Classics in Trinity College,
Toronto. Crown &vo. 2J. td.

Aristotle. THE NICOMACHEAN
ETHICS. Edited, with an Introduction
and Notes, by John Burnet, M.A., Pro-
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews. Demy ?ivo.

151. net.

'We have seldom, if ever, seen an edition

of any classical author in which what is held
in common with other commentators is so

clearly and shortly put, and what is original
is (with equal brevity) of such value and
interest.

'—Pilot.

3. B. Atkins. THE RELIEF OF LADY-
SMITH. With 16 Plans and Illustrations.

Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s.

St. Augustine, THE CONFESSIONS OF.
Newly Translated, with an Introduction
and Notes, by C. Bigg, D.D., late Student
of Christ Church. Third Edit on. Pott
Zvo. Cloth, 21; leather, 2J. bd. net.

[Library of Devotion.
' The translation is an excellent piece of

English, and the introduction is a masterly
exposition. We augur well of a series which

begins so satisfactorily.'
— Times.

Jane Austen. PRIDE AND PREJU-
DICE. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Two
Volumes. Pott Zvo. Each 7'o!ume, cloth,
IS. 6d.; leather, 2s. 6d. rtct. [Little Library.

NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by E.
V.Lucas. Pott Zvo. Cloth,zs.6d; leather,
2S. 6d. net. [Little Library.

Constance Bache. BROTHER MUSI-
CIANS. Reminiscences of Edward and
Walter P.,-iche. With 16 Illustrations.

Cro'L'H Zz\>. 6s. net,

R. S. S. Baden-PoweU, Major-General.
THE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEH. A
Diary of Life in Ashanti, 1895. With 21

Illustrations and a Map. Third Edition.

Large Crown Sr't?. 6s.

THE MATABELE C.UIPAIGN, 1S96.
With nearly 100 Illustrations. Fourth and
Cheaper Edition. Large Crown Zvo. 6s.

Graham Balfour. THE LIFE OF
KOliERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Second
Edition. 'Two Volumes. Demy Zvo, 25J.
net.

' The biographer has performed his labour
of love with exemplary skill, with unfailing
good taste, and with an enthusiastic admira-
tion for the genius of the writer and a whole-
souled affection for the man.'—

Daily Telegraph,
'The story has all the charm of a revela-

tion. It is written with admir.-iblc taste and
simplicity.

'—Pall Mall Gazette,
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' Mr. Balfour has done his work extremely
well-done it, in fact, as Stevenson himself
would have wished it done, with care and
skill and affectionate appreci.aion. His
own personal tribute in the last chapter of
the second volume is an admirable piece of

writing, the tribute of a relative and admirer,
but none the less fnithful and discerning.'

—
Westminster Gazette.

S. Baring-Gould. Author of '

Mehalah,' etc.

THE LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONA-
PARTE. With over 450 Illustrations in

the Text, and 12 Photogravure Plates.

Gilt top. Large quarto. 36^.

'The main feature of this gorgeous
volume is its great wealth of beautiful

photogravures and finely-executed wood
engravings, constituting a complete pic-
torial chronicle of Napoleon I.'s personal

history.'
—Daily Telegraph,

THE TRAGEDY OF THE C.^SARS.
With numerous Illustrations from Busts,

Gems, Cameos, etc. Fifth Edition.

Royal ivo. 15J.

'A most splendid and fascinating book
on a subject of undying interest.

_

It is

brilliantly written, and the illustrations are

supplied on a scale of profuse magnificence.'—Daily Chronicle.

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. With
numerous Illustrations and Initial Letters

by Arthur J. Gaskin. Second Edition.

Crowfl Zvo. Buckram, ds.

OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. With
numerous Illustrations by F. D. Bedford.
Second Edition. Cr. St'o. Buciram. 6s.

'A charming volume.'—Guardian.

THE CROCK OF GOLD. Fairy Stories.

Crown &7'o. 6s.

'Twelve delightful fairy t3.\es.'—Punch.

THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW : A
Biography. A new and Revised Edition.

With Portrait. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d.

A completely new edition of the well-

known biography of R. S. Hawker.

DARTMOOR: A Descriptive and Historical

Sketch. With Plans and numerous Illus-

trations. Crown Sz'O. 6s.

' A most delightful guide, companion and

instructor.'—Scotsman.

THE BOOK OF THE WEST. With

numerous Illustrations. Two volumes.

Vol. I. Devon. Second Edition. Vol. 11.

Cornwall. Second Edition. Crotvn %vo.

6s. each.
'

Bracing as the air of Dartmoor, the

legend weird as twilight over DozmarePool,

they give us a very good idea of this en-

chanting and beautiful distiict.'—Guardian.

A BOOK OF BRITTANY. With numerous
Illustrations. Croivn Zto. 6s.

Uniform in scope and si?e with Mr.
Baring-i '.ould's well-known books on Devon,
Cornwall, and Dartmoor.

OLD COUNTRY LIKE. With 67 Illustra-

tions. Ei/th Edition. Large Cr.%vo. 6j.

AN OLD ENGLISH HOME. With numer-
ous Plans and Illustrations. Cr. %vo, 6t.

HISTORIC ODDITIES AND STRANGE
EVENTS. Ei/th Edition. Cr. 6vo. 6s.

YORKSHIRE O D D I T I IC S AND
STRANGE EVENTS. Ei/lh Edition.
Croiun it'O. 6s.

STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPER-
STITIONS. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG:
Tinglish Folk Songs with their Tr.idilional

Melodies. Collected and arranged by
S. Baring-Gould and H. F. Sheppard.

Demy ^to. 6s.

SONGS OF THE WEST: Traditional

Ballads and Songs of the West of England,
with their Melodies. Collecied by S.

Baring - Gould, M.A., and H. F. Siinp-

PARD, M.A. In 4 Parts. Parts /., /A,
///., 3^. each. Part IV., sj. In One
Volume, P'rench Morocco, 151.

' A rich collection of humour, pathos,

grace,and poetic fancy.'
—Saturday Review.

S. E. BaUy. A FRENCH COMMERCIAL
RE.VDKR. With Vocabulary. Second
Edition. Crown ivo. 2s.

[Commercial Series.

FRENCH COMMERCIAL CORRE-
SPONDENCE. With Vocabulary. 'I/tird

Edition. Crown Svo. 2S

[Commercial Series.

A GERMAN COMMERCIAL READER.
With Vocabularj'. Croivn Zvo. 2.f.

[Commercial Series.

GERMAN COMMERCIAL CORRE-
SPONDENCE. With Vncabulan,'. Cro'.un

8z.c. 2^. 6d. [Commercial Series.

W. E. Barnes. D.D. ISAIAH. Two
I'olunies. Ecap. Svo. is. net each. Vol. I.

With Map. [Churchman's Bible.

Mrs. P. A. Bamett. A LITTLE BOOK
OF ENGLISH PROSE. Pott 8va.

Cloth, IS. 6d. net; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[Little Library.

R. R. N. Baron, M.A. FRENCH PROSE
COMPOSITION. Crovin Svo. 2S. 6d,

Key, 3^. net.

H. M. Barron, M.A., Wadham Colleee,

Oxford. TEXTS FOR SER.MONS ON
VARIOUS OCCASIONS AND SUB-

JECTS. With a Preface by Canon ScOTT
Holland. Crown Svo 3J. 6d.

A2
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C. F- Bastable, M.A,, Profess^sr cf Ecoo-
oniics at Triaity CoIIeee. I>ut,iiiL THE
COMMERCE OF NATION'S. Second
Edition, Crtnint tzro zs. 6d.

[Social Questions Series.

H M. BatSOn. See Edward FitzGerald.

A. Hulme Beaman. PONS .A.SINORUM ;

OR, A GUILiE TO BRIDGE. Second
Edition. Fcap. tri. 2S.

A iHactical guide, with many spedmen
games, to the game of Bridge.

Peter Beckford. THOUGHTS ON'
HUNTING. Edited by J. Otho P.^get,
and IDustrated by G. H. Jallaxd. Demy '

1--C. ici. td.
j

^iHiam Beckford. THE HISTORY OF I

THE C.\LIPH VATHEK. Edited by E. I

Denisos Ross- Pott Zvo. Cloth, is. 6d. '.

net ; leather. 2S 6d. net. [Little Library.

& C. Beecllillg, M..\. See Tennyson.

Jacob Belimen. THE SUPERSENSUAL
LIF£_ Edited by Beskaeo Holland.
Fcap. Zvo. 3J. 6<f.

W. H. Bennett, M.A., A PRIMER OF
THE BIBLE. Second Edition. Crou-n
Zvo. zs. 6d.

'The work of an honest, fearless, and
sound critic, and an excellent giilce in a

small compass to the books of the Bible.'—Manchester Guardiar..

W. H. Bennett and W. F. Adeney. A
BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION. Cro-u^n

&V0. IS. id.
'
It makes available to the ordinary reader

the best scholarship of the day in the field

of Biblical introduction. We know of no
book which comes into competition with it.'—Manchester Guardian.

A. C. Benson. M.A. THE LIFE OF
LORL) TKNNYSON. With 12 Illustra-

tions. Fcap. Zvo. Cloth, y. td. ; Leather,
4J. net. [Little Biographies.

R. M. Benson. THE WAY OF HOLI-
NESS: a Devotioaal Commentary on the

ii9tii Psalm. Cro-ain x.vo. y.

M. Bidez. See Parmentier.

C. Bigg, D.D. See Sl .Augustine, X Kempis,
and William Law.

C. E. D. Biggs. B.D. THE EPISTLE TO
THE PHILIPPLANS. Edited by. Fcap.
Zvo. IS. id. net. [Churchman's Bible.

' Mr. Biggs' work is very t'norongh, and
be has managed to compress a good deal of

infonnatioa into a limited space.'—Guardian.

T. Herbert Bindley. B.D. THE OECU-
MENIC.A.L DOCU.MENTS OF THE
F.AITH. \\'ith Introductions and Notes.
Croam Ivo. dr.

A historical acconnt of the Creeds.

William Blake. See Little Library.

B. Blaxland, M..A. THE SONG OF
SONGS. Being Selecticxis from St. Bes>
N.\RD. Pott Zz-0. Cloth, 2s. ; leather, is.

id. r.<i. [Library ofDevotion.

GSeorgeBody, D.D. THE SOUL'S PII^
GRJM-\GE : Devotional Readings frcMm

his published and tmpublisbed writings.
Selected and arranged by J. H. Bl'rs,
B.D. Pott Zvc. if. (id.

A. BoisragOn. Captain. THE BENIN
MAi3.-\cRE. Second Edition, CroTvn
iz'O. 3J. td.

Cardinal Bona. -A. GUIDE TO ETER-
NITY. Edited with an Introduction and
Notes, by J. W. St.'^nbeidge, B.D., late

Fellow of St. John's College, Oxford. Pott
Zvo. Cloth, 2J. : leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[Library of Devotion.

F. C. Boon. B..\. .K COMMERCL^L
GEOGR.APHY OF FOREIGN
N.\TIONS. Crou'nZz-o. zs.

[Commercial Series.

George Borrow. LWENGRO. Edited

by F. HiNDES Geoome. Ttvo Volumes.
Pott Zvo. Pack volume, cloth, is. 6d. net ;

leather, 2s. id. rut. [Little Librarj".

J. Eitzema Bos. .A.GR1CL"LTURAL
ZOOLOGY. Translated by J. R. Aiss-
woRTH DA'ns, M.-^ ^\'ii an Introduction

by Eleanor A. Ormerod, F.E.S. With
153 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo. 31. 6d.

C. G. Botting. B-.K. JL-NIOR LATIN
EX.\MINAXI0N P.APERS. /-faA£I«'."•

[Junior Examination Series.

E. M. Bowden. THE EXAMPLE OF
BL'DDHA : Being Quotations _

from
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the
Year. Third Edition, i6mo. zs. 6d.

E. Bo-wmaker. THE HOUSING OF
THE WORKING CL-\SSES. Crrj^
iva. zs. 6d, [Social Questions Series.

F. G. Brabant. M.A. SUSSEX. IDus-
trated by E. H. New. Pott Bra. Cloth,

3J. ; leather, 3J. 6d. net. [Little Gtiidec
'A charming little book ; as full of sound

information as it is practical in conception.'—A thenceum.
'

Accurate, complete, and agreeably writ-

ten
'—Literature.

Miss H. Brodrick and Bliss Anderson
Morton. A concise H-\ndbook
OF EGYPT I.\N ARCH-EOLOGY.
With many Illustrations. Cro'wniivo. ys.6eL
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E. W. Brooks- See F. J. Hamilton.

0. Brownmg. M..\. A SHORT HISTORY
OFMLDi.EVAL ITALY, a.d. 1250-1530.
In T'o^o Volwr.es. Crru-n Sr.''. 55. each.

Vol. 1. 1250-1*09.
—Gue;ph5 and GhibciUnes.

Vol. il 1409-1530.
—The Age of the Con-

dottieri.

J. Buchaa. See Isaak Walton.

Miss Bulley. See Lady Dilke.

Jolm Bimj-an. THE PILGRIM'S PRO-
GRESS. Edited, vk-ith an Introduction,

byC H. FisTH, M..V With 39 Illustra-

tions b}- R. .•Vn'xing Bell. Cr. Sr.r ts.

'The best "Pilgrim's Progress."'
—

Sdu-caiiirriai Timei.

G. J. Burcll, M.A., F.R.S. A MAXL'AL
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. With
numerous Illustrations. Cr-crt-B Svc. 3J.

[L'niversiry Extension Series.

Gelett Burgess. GOOPS AND HOW TO
BE THEM. With numerous Hlustrations.

Sfna.U 4/^. 6x.

E. Bum, B.D., Examining Chaplain to

the Bishop of Lichfield. AN INTRO-
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF
THE CREEDS. Demy Sri'. 10s. td.

[Handbooks of Theology.
' This book may be expected to hold its

place as an authority on its subject.'
—

Speciaicr.

J. H. Bum, B.D., F.R.S.E. A MANUAL
OF CONSOLATION FROM THE
SAINTS AND FATHERS. Poit Zvc.

Cloth, 2J. ; Uaiker, 2s. 6J. net.

[Library of Devotion.

Robert Bums. THE POEMS OF
ROBERT BL'RNS. Edited by .Andrew
Lang and W. A. Csaigie. Wth Portrait.

Second Edition. Demy Zvo, giii tcf. ts.

J. B. Bury, LL.D. See Gibbon.

Alfred Caldecott, D.D. THE PH'L-
r-SOPHY OF RELIGION IN ENG-
LAND AND AMERICA. Demy %vo.

las. Sd, [Handbooks of Theology.
'

Dr. Caldecott treats the su'p.iect as we
have long hoped it would eventually be

treated.'—Ckurck Times.
'A lucid and informative account, which

certainly deserves a p:ace in every philo-

sophical librarj-.'
—Scotsman,

D S CalderWOOd, Headmaster of the Nor-

mal Sc'aoc!. Edinburgh. TEST CARDS
IN EUCLID AND .A.LGEBRA. In three

packets of 40, with .Answers, rs. each. Or

in three Books, price id., 2d., and yi.

E. M. and A. J. Carlyle. M.A. BISHOP
LATIMER. With Portrait. Cro-u^n Ere.

jf . 6<i [Leaden of Religion.

C. C. Chaimer and M. E Robert*.
L.\CE.MAK.1NG IN THE Mi:>L.\NlJS.
P.\ST AND PRESENT. With j6 full-

page Illustrations. Crc^-n Erv. n. td.
' An interesting book, illmtraled by fxsci-

nating photographs.'—S/vaJetr.

Lord Chesterfield, THE LETTERS OF,
TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Intro-

duction, by C Strachev, and Notei by
.A C.KLTHROP. T^\- I '.-.'umes. Cn-u-n Jr#.
ts. tack. [Meihucn's Standard Library.

F. _w. ciiristian. THE Caroline
ISL.\ND.'^. With many lUuttrations aiwl

Maps. Demy Ito. iir. td. net.

Cicero. DE 0R.^T0RE I. Translated by
E. N. P. Moor, M..\. Crtrm Bro. 3/. W.

[Classical Translations.

SELECT ORATIONS (Pro Mllone. Pro
Murena, Philippic 11., InCatilinamV Trans-
lated by H. E. D. Elakist. n. .M..V. Fellow
and Tutor of Trinity Collepe, Oxford.
CriTtcn Sri7. 51. [Classical 'Translations.

DE NATURA DEORUM. Translated

by F. Brooks. M..\., late Scholar of Balliol

College, Oxford. Crott-n iro. 5/. 6d.

[Classical Translations.

DE OFFICIIS. Translated by G. B.

Gardiner, M..K. Cr<Ki-M Iz-o. as. td.

[Classical Translations.

F.A. ClaJke, M.A BISHOP KEN. With
PortraiL Cro'wn %vo. 3J. (>d.

[Leaders of Religion.

E. H. Colbeck. M.D. DISE.\SES OF 'THE
HE.\RT. With numerous Illustrations.

Demy Svo. lai,

W. G. Collingwood. M..V THE LIFE
OF JOHN RUSKIN. With Portraits.

Cheap Edition. Crm-n %to. 6».

J. C. Collins, M..V See Tennyson.

W. E. Collins, M..\. THE BEGINNINGS
OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. With

Map. Crou.'n Zto. y. 6d.

[Churchman's Library.

A. M. Cook. M-.A See E. C Marchant.

R. 'W. Cooke-Taylor. THE F.\CTORY
SYSTE.lI. Croun Sre. 3S. 6d.

[Social Questions Series.

Marie Corelll. THE P.\SSING OF THE
GRE.\T QUEEN : .\ TributetotheNohie
Life of Victoria Reg ina. Small ^to. ix.

A CHRISTM.VS GREETING. Sm. ^t<>. u.

Rosemary Cotes. D.\NTE'S GARDEN.
With a Frontispiece. Secmd Edition.

Fcaf. izc. ci»tk aj. iid. ; Uatktr, y. Ui.

net.
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Harold Cox. B.A. LAND NATIONAL-
IZATION. Cr,rwnS-e. ^s. M.

[Social Questions Series.

W. J. Craig. See Shakespeare.

W. A. Craigie. A PRIMER OF BURNS.

Mrs. Craik. JOHN H.\LIFAX, GEN-
TLEMAN. Edited by Annie Mathe-
SON. Two I'oluiufs. Pott Bto. Each
Volume, Cloth, is. (>d. net ; leather, as. Cd.
net. [Little Library.

Richard Crashaw, THE ENGLISH
roL.MS OK. Edited l.y F.uwakd Hut-
ton. PottZvo, Cloth,\s.(Mi.net; leather,
2S. 6d. net. [Little Library.

F. G. Crawford. See Mary C. Danson.

C. G. Cnunp, ^L.^, See Thomas EUwood.

F. H. E. Cunliffe, Fellow of All Souls" Col-
lege, Oxford. THE HLSTORY OF THE
l^OER WAR. With many Illustrations,
Plans, and Portraits, /n 2 vols. P'ol.I.,i$s.

E. L. CuttS, D.D. AUGUSTINE OF
CAXTERHURY. With Portrait. Cro-.vn
Zzv. -^s. 6d. [Leaders of Religion.

The Erotiiers DalzieL A RECORD OF
FIFTY YE.VRS' \\'ORK. With 150 Illus-

trations. Lar^e ^io. 21s.net.

The record of the work of the celebrated
Engravers, containing a Gallerj- of beauti-
ful Pictures by F. Walker, Sir J. Millais,
Lord Leighton, and other ^reat Artists.
The book is ahistory of the finest black-and-
white work of the nii eteenth century.
'The book is abu: lantly illustrated, and

shows what wood engraving was at its best.'—Scotsman.
' A store of genial reminiscences. The

designs of the various masters are exquisitely
engraved. A worthy record of a period that
is gone.'—Standard.

G. W. Daniell, M..\. BISHOP WILBER-
FORCE. With Portrait. Cro-.vn Svo.

3s. 6d. [Leaders of Religion.

Mary C. Danson and F. G. Crawford.
FATHERS IN THE FAITH. Small £fo.
IS. 6d.

Dante Alighieri. LA COMMEDIA di
DANTE. The Italian Text edited by
Paget TovNT.EE.Litt.D., M.A. Dcmy%vo.
Gilt top. Zs. 6d. A Isr, Crown Zto. 6s.

(Methuen's Standard Library.

THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Tr.-ins-

lated by H. F. Carv. Edited by Paget
ToYNBEE, Lilt. D., M.A. PottZvo. Cloth,
\s. (>d, net ; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[ Little Library.

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE.
Translated by H. F. Carv. Edited by
P.\getTovnuee, Litt.D., M..\. PottZvo,
Cloth, IS. 6d. tut ; leatlur, is. td. net.

[Little Librarv.

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans-
lated by H. F. Carv. Edited by Paget
TovNBEE, Litt D., M.A. PostZvo. Cloth,
If. 6d. net ; leather, is. 6d. net,

[Little Librarj-.
See also Paget Toynbee.

A C. Deane. Edited by. A LITTLE
LOOK OF LIGHT VERSE. Pott Zvo.

Cloth, IS. 6d. net ; leather, zs. td. net.

[Little Library.
Leon Delbos. THE METRIC SYSTEM.

Crc^.vn Zvo. -is.

A theoretical and practical guide, for use
in schools and by the general reader.

Demostlienes : THE OLYNTHIACS
AND PHILIPPICS. Translated upon a
new principle by Otho Holland. Crown
Zvo, 2S. til.

Demosthenes. AGAINST CONON AND
CALLICLES. Edited with Notes and
Vocabulary, by F. Dakwin Swift, M.A.
Fcap. Zvo. zs.

Charles Dickens.
THE ROCHESTER EDITION.
Crown Zvo. Each Volume, cloth, ^s. 6d.
With Introductions by George Gissing,
Notes by F. G. Kitton, and Topographical
Illustrations.

THE PICKWICK P.\PERS. With Illustra-
tions by E. H. New. Two Volumes.

' As pleasant a copy as any one could
desire. The notes add much to the value of
the edition, and Mr. New's illustrations are
also historical. The volumes promise well
for the success of the cdiiion.'—ScotsnuiH.

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With Illustra-
tions by R. J. WiLLiA.MS. Two I'olumes.

BLEAK HOUSE. With Illustrations by
Beatrice Alcock. Two I'olumes.

OLIVER TWIST. With Illustrations by E.
H. New.

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With
Illustrations by G. M. Brimelow. Two
I 'olumes.

BARNABY RUDGE. With Illustrations by
Beatkice Alcock. Two Voli4tnes.

G. L. Dickinson, M.A., Fellow of King's
College, Cambridge. THE GREEKVIEW
OF LIFE. Second liditioH. Cro^vnZvo.
2S. 6d. [University Extension Series.

H. N. Dickson. F.R.S.E., F.R.Met. Soc.
METEOROLOGY. The Elements of
Weather and Climate. Illustrated. Crown
Zvo. 2S. 6d. [University Extension Seriea.
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Lady Dllke, Miss Bulley, and Miss Whit-
ley. WOMKN'S WORK. Crown %to.

zs. 6d. [Social Questions Series.

P. H. Ditchfield, M.A., F.S.A. ENGLISH
VILLAGES. Illustrated. Crown Zvo. 6s.

' A book wliich for its instructive and

pictorial value should find a place in every
village libiary.

'—Scots»tan.
' One of the best books on village anti-

quities we have seen.'—Outlook.

THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH
TOWNS. With Introduction by
Augustus Jessoi', D.D. Second Edition.
Cro'.un Zvo. 6s.

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at

the Present Time. An Account of Local

Observances, Festival Customs, and Ancient
Ceremonies yet Surviving in Great Britain.

Crown Zvo 6s.

W. M. Dixon, M.A. A PRIMER OF
TENNYSON. Second Edition. Crown
BVJ. 2S. 6d.

' Much sound and well-e.xpressed criticism.

The bibliography is a boon.'—Speaker,

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO
BROWNING. Second Edition. Crown
Zvo. 2S. 6d.

[University Extension Serie?.

£. DOWden, Litt.D. See Shakespeare.

J, Dowden, D.D., Lord Bishop of Edln

bursh. THE WORKMANSHIP OF
THE PRAYER BOOK" Its Literary
and Liturgical Aspects, Second Edition.

Crown Svo. $s. 6d.

[Churchman's Library.

S. R. Driver., D.D., Canon of Christ Church,

Regius Professor ofHebrew in the University
of Oxford. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS
CONNECTED WITH THE OLD
TESTAMENT. CrozunZvo. 6s.

'A welcome companion to the author's

famous " Introduction.'"— G«3rt/zaK.

S. J. Duncan (Mrs. Cotes), Author of

'A Voyage of Consolation." ON THE
OTHER SIDE OF THE LATCH.
Secona Edition. Croivn Zvo. 6s.

J. T. Dunn, D.Sc, and V. A. Mundella.
GENERALELEMENTARYSCIENCE.
With 114 Illustrations. Cro^vnZvo. ^s.

6d.

[Metliuen's Science Primers.

Tlie Earl of Durham. A REPORT ON
CANADA. With an Introductory Note.

Demy Zvo. ys. 6d. net.

A reprint of the celebrated Report which

Lord Durham made to the British Govern-

ment on the state of British North America

in 1839. It is probably the most important
utterance on British colonial policy ever

published.

W. A. Dutt. NORFOLK. Illustrated by
B. C. BuULTEH. J'ott Zvo. Cloth, jx.;

leather, y. 6d. net. I Little <juiilei.

Clement Edwards. RAILWAY
NAllONALlZAliO.N. Crown Ivo.
2J. 6d. [Social Question* Scries.

W. Douglas Edwards. CO.M.MEKCIAL
LAW. Crown Zvo. 2s. [Commercial Series.

H. E. Egerton, M.A. A HISTORY OF
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. Demj^
Zvo. 12s. 6d.

'It is a good book, distinguished by
accuracy in detail, clear arrangement of

facts, and a bro.id grasp of principles."
—

Manchester Guardian.

Thomas EUwood, THE HISTORY OF
TH E LIFE OF. Edited by C. G. Cku.mi-,
M.A. Crown Zvo. 6s.

[Methuen"s Stand.ird Library.
This edition is the only one which con-

tains the complete book as originally pub-
lished. It has a long Introduction and many
Footnotes.

E. EngeL A HISTORY OF ENGLISH
LITERATURE: From its Beginning to

Tennyson. Translated from the German.
Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net.

This is a very complete and convenient
sketch of the evolution 'of our literature from

early days. The treatment is biographical
as well as critical, and is rendered more

interesting by the quotation of characteristic

passages from the chief authors.

W. H. Fairbrother, M.A. THE PHILO-
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second
Edition. Crown Zvo. y. 6d.

Susan Ferrier. MARRIAGE. Edited by
Miss Goodrich Freek and Lord Iuues-
LEiGH. Two Volumes. Pott Zvo. Each
volume, cloth, is. 6d. net; leather, is. 6d.

net. [Little Library.

C. H. Firth, M..\. CROMWELL"S ARMY:
A History of the English Soldier during the

Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, and the

Protectorate. Cro'.vn Zvo. js. td.

An elaborate study and description of

Cromwell's army by which the victory of

the Parliament was secured. The ' New
^Iode^ is described in minute detail, and

the author, who is one of the most dis-

tinguished historians of the day, has made

great use of unpublished .MSS.

G. W. Fisher, M.A. ANNALS OF
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. With
numerous Illustrations. Demy Zro. 10s. 6d.

Edward FitzGerald. THE RUBAIYAT
OF OMAR KHAVY.\M. With a Com-

mentaryl.y H. M. Batson, and a Biography
of Omar by E. D. Ross. 6s.



14 Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue

E. A. PitzGerald. THE HIGHEST
ANDES. With 2 Maps, 51 Illustrations,

13 of which are in Photogravure, and a
Panorama. Koyai Svo. 301. net.

M..\. See GilbertW. Warde Fowler.
White.

J, F. Fraser. ROUND THE WORLD
ON A WHEEL. With 100 Illustrations.

Crotun %z<o. ts.

'A classic of cycling, graphic and witty.'—Yorkshire Post.

W. French, .AI..\., Principal of the Storey
Institute, Lancaster. PR.\CTIC.\L
CHEMISTRY. Part I. With numerous

Diagrams. Cr<nvn Sz/a. is. 6J.

[Textbooks of Technology.
' An excellent and eminently practical

little book."—Schoolmaster.

Ed. von Freudenreich. DAIRY
b.VCTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for

the Use of Students. Translated by J. R.
Ai.sswoRTH Davis, M.A. Second Edition.
Revised. Crown Svo, 3S. 6d.

H. W. Fulford, M.A. THE EPISTLE
OF ST. JAMES. Edited by. Fcap.Zvo.
IS. 6d. net. [Churchman's Bible.

Mrs. Gaskell. CRANFORD. Edited by
E. V. Lucas. PottZvo. Cloth, is. 6d. net ;

leather, 2s. 6d. net. [Little Library.

H. B. George, M.A., Fellow of New College,
Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH
HISTORY. With numerous Plans, Third
Edition. Croion Svo. 6s.

' Mr. George has undertaken a very useful

task—that of making military affairs in-

telligible and instructive to non-military
readers—and has executed it with a large
measure of success.

'— Times.

H. de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. IN-
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND: HISTORI-
CAL OUTLINES. W'ithsMaps. Second
Edition. Demy Svo. los. 6d.

A COMP.\NION GERMAN GRAMMAR.
Crown Svo. is. td.

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENG-
LAND. Eighth Edition. Revised. With
Maps and Plans. Cro-.un Svo. 31.

[University Extension Series.

THE ECONOMICS OF COMMERCE.
Crown Svo. is. td. [Commercial Series.

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION
PAPERS. CrozvnSvo. is.Cd.

[Commercial Series.

BRITISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES
FROM ELIZABETH TO VICTORI.\.
Third Edition. Crown Svo. is.

[Commercial Series.

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS
Second Edition. Croion Sz'o. 7s. 6d.

[University Extension Series.

H. de B. Gibbina, D.Litt., M.A., and E. A.
Hadfleld, of the liecla Works, Sheffield.

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. Crozun
Bvo. as. 6d. [Social Questions Series.

Edward Gibbon. THE DECLINE AND
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE.
A New Edition, edited with Notes,
Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. BuRV,
LL.D., Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin.
/« Seven I 'olumes. Demy Svo. Gilt top.
Ss. td. each. Also, Crown Sz'o. 6s. each.

'At last there is an adequate modern
edition of Gibbon. . . . The best edition

the nineteenth century could produce.'
—

Manchester Guardian.
' A great piece of editing.'

—Academy.

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT-
INGS. By Ed\v.<lRd Gibbon. Edited,
with an Introduction and Notes, by G.
BiRKBECK Hill, LL.D. Crown Svo. 6s.

' An admirable edition of one of the most

interesting personal records of a literary life.

Its notes and its numerous appendices are a

repertory of almost all that can be known
about Gibbon.'—Manchester Guardian.

E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds.
THE BOOK OF JOB. With Introduction
and Notes. Demy £ro. 6^.

[Commentaries on the R.V.
' The publisher? are to be congratulated

on the start the series has made.'— Times.
' Dr. Gibson's work is worthy of a high

degree of appreciation. To the busy worker
and the intelligent student the commentary
will be a real boon ; and it will, if we are
not mistaken, be much in demand. The
Introduction is almost a model of concise,

straightforward, prefatory remarks on the

subject treated.'—Atheno'um.

THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. With an
Introduction. Third and Cheaper Edition
in One Volume. Demy Svo. 11s. 6d.

[Handbooks of Theology.
' We welcome with the utmost satisfaction

a new, cheaper, and more convenient edition
of Dr. Gibson's book. It was greatly wanted.
Dr. Gibson has given theological students

just what they want, and we should like to
think that it was in the hands of every
caadidate for orders."—Guardian.

THE LIFE OF JOHN HOWARD. With
12 Illustrations. Pott Svo. Cloth, 3J.;

leather, y. 6d. net. [Little Biographies.

See also George Herbert.
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George GiSSing. See Dickens.

A. D. Godley, M.A., Fellow of Mapdalen
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA.
Third Edition. F'cap, ^vo. zs. 6d.

VERSES TO ORDER. Cr.BTo. 2s.6J.tiei.

Miss GOOdrich-Freer. See Susan Ferrier.

P. Anderson. Graham. THE RURAL
EXODUS. Crown Zz'O. -zs. 6d.

[Social Questions Series.

F. S. Granger. M.A., Litt.D. PSYCH-
OLOGY. Second Edition. Crown %vo.

2S. 6d. [University Extension Series.

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crojun
Zvo. 6s.

A book dealing with the evolution of the

religious life and experiences.
' A remarkable book.'—Glasgow Herald.
See also University Extension Series.

E. M'Queen Gray. GERMAN PASSAGES
FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION.
Crown Zvo. zs, 6d.

P. L. Gray, B.Sc, formerly Lecturer in

Physics in Mason University College, Bir-

mingham. THE PRINCIPLES OF
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY:
an Elementary Text-Book. With i8i Dia-

grams. Cro7vn Svo. 2^- ^^

G. BuCkland Green, M.A., Assistant Master

at Edinburgh Academy, late Fellow of St.

John's College, Oxon. NOTES ON
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Cro^un

Svo. y. 6d.

Notes and explanations on the chief diffi-

culties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with

numerous passages for exercise.

E. T. Green, M.A. THE CHURCH OF
CHRIST. Crown Zz'o. 6s.

[Churchman's Library.

R. A. Gregory, the vault OF
HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to

Astronomy. With numerous Illustrations.

Cro7iin Zvo. zs. 6d.
. „ .

[University Extension Series.

W HaU Griffin, M.A. SELECTIONS
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by.

Pott Zvo. Cloth, iJ. 6^. net; leather,

2S. 6d. net.

C. H. Grinling. A HISTORY OF THE
GREAT NOr.THERN RAILWAY,
1845-95. With Illustrations. Demy Zvo.

10s. 6d.
' Mr Grinling has done for a Railway what

Macaulay did for English History.'— 7V;<r

F^ngineer.

F. Hindes Groome. See George Borrow.

M. L. Gwynn. A BIRTHDAY BOOK.
RoyalZvo. 12s.

T^his is a birthd.-\y-book of exceptional
dignity, and the extracts have been chosen
with particular care.

Stephen Gjrwnn. See Thackeray.

John Hackett. B.D. A HISTORY OF
THE OR'IHODOX CHURCH OF
CYPRUS. With Maps and Illustrations.

Demy Zvo. 15s. net.

A. C. Haddon, Sc.D., F.R.S. HEAP-
HUNTERS, BL.VCK, WHITE, AND
BROWN. SViih many Illustrations and a

Map. Demy Zvo. i^s.

A narrative of adventure and exploration
in Northern Borneo. It contains much
matter of the highest scientific interest.

R. A Hadfleld. See H. dc 15. Gibbins.

R. N. Hall and W. 6. NeaL THE
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODKSLV.
With numerous Illustrations. Demy Zvo.

21J. net.

This book contains descriptions of two
hundred ruins of temples and forts, and of

their types and apes of architcrturc. It

describes also the Sabaan and Plircnician

occupations of Rhodesia; King Solomon's

gold, ancient burials, ancient gold-mining,
etc. It is profusely illustrated, and contains

many maps and plans.

F. J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks.
ZACHARIAHOF MITVl.KNE. Tr.ins-

lated into English. Demy Zvo. 17s.6d.net.

[Byzantine Texts.

D. Hannay. A SHORT HISTORY OF
THE ROYAL NAVY, From Early
Times to the Present Day. Illustrated.

Two Volumes. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. each.

Vol. I. 1200-1688.

A. T. Hare, M.A. THE CONSTRUCTION
OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS. With

numerous Diagrams. Demy Zvo. 6s

Clifford Harrison. READING AND
READERS. Fcap. Zvo. zs. 6d.

' An extremely sensible little book.'—
Manchester Guardian.

Sven Hedin, Gold Medallist of the Royal

Geographical Society. THROUGH ASl.V.

With 300 Illustrations from Sketches and

Photographs by the Author, and Maps.
Two Volumes. RoyalZvo. 36^. «</.

'One of the greate-t books of the kmd

issued during the century. It is impossible

to give an adequate idea of the richness of

the contents of this book, or of its abounding

attractions as a story of travel unsurpassed

in geographical and human interest. Much

of it is a revelation. Altogether the work

is one which in solidity, novelty, and interest

must take a first rank among publicatmns

ofitscKiss.'— 7"/w/«.
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T. F. Henderson. A LITTLE BOOK OF
SCOniSH VKRSE. Pott%vo. Cloth,
IS. td. net ; leather, : j. 6d. net.

[Little Library.
See also D. M. Moir.

W.E.Henley. ENGLISH LYRICS.
Cr,.KLn izo. Citt top. y. tJ.

W. E. Henley and C. Wliibley. A BOOK
OK ENGLISH PROiE. Crown Zvo.

Buckram, ^ilt to^. ts.

H. H. Henson, M..^., Fellow of All Souls',

Oxford, Canon of Westminster. APOS-
TOLIC CHRISTIANITY : As Illustrated

by the Epistles of St. Paul to the Corinthians.
Craziin Sva. 6s.

LIGHT AND LE.WEN : Historical and
Social Sermons. Crinvn E-v. 6s.

DISCIPLINE AND LA\V, J^ca/. Svo.

2S. td.

George Herbert. THE TEMPLE.
Edited, with ;.n Introduction and Notes,
by E. C. S. GibSON, D.D., Vicar of Leeds.
Pott Zvo. Cloth, 2S. ; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

( Library of Devotion.

This edition contains Walton's Life of

Herbert, and the text is that of the first

edition.

Herodotus : EASY SELECTIONS. With
Vocabulary. By A. C. Liddell, M.A.
Fcup. £:-'. \s. U.

W.A.S.Hewlns.B..\. ENGLISH TRADE
AND FINANCE IN THE SEVEN-
TEENTH CENTURY. Cro-jiinZ-.-o.

[University Extension Series.

T. Hilbert. THE AIR GUN : or. How
the Mastermans and Dobson Major nearly
lost their Holid.iys. Illustrated. Square
Fcap. ivo. ss. 6d. [Little Blue Books.

Clare Hill, Registered Teacher to the City and
Guilds of Loncion Institute. MILLIN-
ERY, theorp:tical, and prac-
tical. With numerous Diagrams.
Crown 3~'o. 2s.

[Textbooks of Technolcgj-.

Henry Hill, B.A., Headmaster of the Boy's
High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC.
Crown Svo. js. td.

This book has been specially written for

use in South African schools.

G. Birkbeck Kill, LL.D. See Gibbon.

Howard C. HUlegas. WITH THE BOER
FORCES. With 24 Illustrations. Second
Edition, Crown Zvo. 6s.

S. L. Hinde. THE FALL OF THE
CONGO ARABS. With Plans, etc. De/n^y
iVO. 12S. 6d,

Li T. Hobhouse. Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford.
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE.
Demy ill}. 2 is.

J. A. Hobson, M.A. PROBLEMS OF
POYERIV: An Inquiry into the Indus-
trial Condition of the Poor. Fourth
Edition. Cro^vn Bvo. ss. 6d.

[Social Questions Series and University
Extension Series.

THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM-
PLOYED. Crown Sz'O. 2S. 6.1.

[Social Questions Series.

T. HodgMn, D.C.L. GEORGE FOX,
TllEiJlAKER. With Portrait. Cr,ru'n

Zzo. y.CJ. [Leaders of Religion.

Chester Holcombe. THE REAL CHIN-
ESE question. Cr<rumZz'0. 6s.

'
It is an important addition to the

materials before the public for forming an

opinion on a most difUcult and pressing pro-
blem.'—Times.

Sir T. H. Holdich. K.C.I.E. THE
INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a Per-
sonal Record of Twenty Years. Illustrated.

Demy Zvo. i^s. net.

'

Interesting and inspiriting from cover to

cover, it will assuredly take its place as the
classical work on the history of the Indian
frontier.'—Pilot.

Canon Scott Holland. LYRA APOS-
TOLICA. With an Introduction. Notes
by H. C. Beechinc, M.A. PottZvo. Cloth,
2S.; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[Library of Devotion.

G. J. Holyoake. THE CO-OPERATIVE
MOVEMENT TO-DAY. Third Edition.
Crown Svo. 2S. 6d.

[Social Questions Series.

Horace: THE ODES AND ERODES.
Translated by .\. Godley, M..\., Fellow of

Magdalen College, O.\ford. Cro7vn 8r'<>.

2^, [Classical Translations.

E. L. S. Horsburgh. MA. WATERLOO :

A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans.
Second Edition. Cro-wnii'O. ss.

'A brilliant essay— simple, sound, and
thorough.'—Daily Chronicle.

THE LIFE OF SAVONAROL.\. With
Portraits and Illustrations. FcaJ>. %vo.

Cloth, y. 6d. ; leatlur, ^s. net.

[Little Biographies.

R. F. Horton, D.D. JOHN HOWE.
With Portrait. Crown Srv. 3^. 6d.

[Leaders of Religion.

Alexander Hosie. MANCHURI.\. With
Illustrations and a Map. Demyivo. \<3s.6d.

tiet.

I
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G. HoweU. TRADE UNIONISM—NEW
AND OLD. Third Edition. Crown Z^'O.

2J. 6d. [Social Questions Scries.

H. G. Hutchinson. THE GOLFING PIL-
GRIM. Crown Zvo. 6s.

A. W. Hutton, M.A. CARDINAL MAN-
NING. With Portrait. Crown B7'0. ^s.
^'^- [Leaders of Religion.

See also Tauler.

Edward Hutton. See Richard Crashaw.

R. H. Hutton. CARDINAL NEWMAN.
With Portrait. Crown 5to. 3^. 6d.

[Leaders of Religion.

W. H. Hutton, M.A. THE LIFE OF SIR
THOMAS MORE. With Portraits.
Second Edition. Crown Svo. 5s.

WILLIAM LAUD. With Portrait, Second
Edition. Crown Svo. 3J. 6d.

[Leaders of Religion.

Henrik Ibsen, brand, a Drama. Trans-
lated by Wi LLiAM Wilson, Third Edition.
Crown Svo. 3^. dd.

Lord Iddesleigh. See Susan Ferrier,

W. R. Inge, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Hert-
ford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN MYS-
TICISM, The Hampton Lectures for i8gg.
Demy Svo. lis. 6d. net.

'
It is fully worthy of the best traditions

connected with the Bampton Lectureship.'—
Record.

A. D. Innes, M.A. A HISTORY OF THE
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and
Plans, Cr07un Svo. ys. 6d.

i' Written in a vigorous and effective style
... a thoughtful and impartial account.'—
Spectator.
'Mr. Innes has done a difficult piece of

work well. He has taken the history into
his mind ; given it sh.npe, feature, and
vitality there ; therefore it comes alive and
fresh from his mind.'—Scotsman.

S.Jackson, M.A. A PRIMER OF BUSI-
NESS. Third Edition. Crown Svo.

\s. (sd. [Commercial Series.

F. Jacob, M.A. JUNIOR FRENCH
EXAMINATION PAPERS. Fca/>. Svo.

IS. [Junior Examination Series.

J, Stephen Jeans. TRUSTS, POOLS,
AND CORNERS. Crown

Svo._
2S. 6d.

[Social Questions Series.

R, L. Jefferson. A NEW RIDE TO
KHIVA. Illustrated, Crown Svo. 6s.

E, JenkS, M.A., Professor of Law at Uni-

versity College, Liverpool. ENGLI.SH
LOCAL GOVERNMENT, Croivn Svo.

2S. 6d, [University Extension Series.

A

C, S, Jerram, M.A. See Pascal.

Augustus Jessopp.D.D. JOHNDONNF-.
^Vilh Portrait. Crown Svo. 31. 6d.

[Leaders of Religion.

F, B. Jevons. M.A.. Litt.D.. Principal of
Hatfield Hall. Durham. EVOl.l'l ION.
Croiun Svo. 31. 6./. [Churcliinan's Library.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE
HISTORY OF RELIGION, SeconJ
Edition, Demy Srv. loj. (xL

[ Handbooks of Theology,
' The merit of this book lies in the penetra-

tion, the singular acutcncss and furce of the
author's judgment. He is at once critical
and luminous, at once just and suggestive.A comprehensive and thorough book.'
Birmingham Post.

Sir H. H. Johnston, K.C.B. BRITISH
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly 200
Illustrations and Six Maps, Second
Edition. Crown ^to. \Ss. net.

H. Jones. A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONSAND BUSINESS. Crown Svo.
_

zs. 6d.

[Commercial Series.

F. W. Joyce, M.A. THE LIFE OF SIR
FREDERICK ClORE OUSELEY, ys. 6d.

Lady Julian of Norwich. REVELA-
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by
Gk.\ce W.mjrack, Cro7vn Svo. 3^. 6d.

A partially modernised version, from the
MS. in the British Museum of a book which
Dr. Dalgairns terms ' One of the most
remarkable bocks of the Middle Ages.' Mr,
Inge in his Bampton Lectures on Christian
Mysticism calls it 'The beautiful but little
known Revelations'

M. Kaufmann. SOCIALISM AND
MODERN TH0U(;HT. Cro^un Svo.
"S. 6d. [Social Questions Series.

J. F. Keating, D.D. THE AGAPE AND
THE EUCHARIST. CrownSvo. y.6d.

John Keble. the chrlstian year.
\\'itli an Introduction and Notes by W,
Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College.
Illustrated by R. Anning Bkll, Second
Edition, Fcap. Svo, y. 6d; padded
vtorocco, $s.

' The present edition is annotated with all

the care and insight to be expected from
Dr. Lock.'—Guardia7i.

LYRA INNOCENTIUM. Edited, with
Introduction and Notes, by WALTiiK Lock,
D.D., Warden of Keble College, Oxford,
Pott Svo, Cloth, 2S. ; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[Library of I )cvotion.
' This sweet and fragrant book has never

been published more attractively.'—

Academy.
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THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. With Intro-

duction and Notes by Walter Lock,
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Second
Edition. Pott Svo. Cloth, 2S. ; leather, is.

6d. net. [Library of Devotion.

Thomas A Kempis. THE IMITATION
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by
Dean Farrar. Illustrated by C. M.
Gere. Second Edition. Fcap.Zvo. y.iid.
net ; padded morocco, ^s.

'Amongst all the innumerable English
editions of the "

Imitation," there can have
been few which were prettier than this oiu',

printed in strong and handsome type, with

all the glory of red initials.'—G/^wj-i^Jw
Herald.

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Re-
vised Translation by C. Bigg, D.D., Canon
of Christ Church. With an Introduction.

Crcwn Zvo. y. (>d.

A new edition, carefully revised and set

in large type, of Dr. Bigg's well-known
version.

'Dignified, harmonious, and scholarly.'—C/iurc/i Review.

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Re-
vised Translation, with an Introduction by
C. Bigg, D.D., late Student of Christ

Church. Third Edition. Pott Zvo. Cloth,
IS. ; leather, 2S. 6d. net.

[Library of Devotion.

A practically new translation of this book
which the reader has, almost for the first

time, exactly in the shape in which it left

the hands of the author,

James Houghton Kennedy, D.D., Assist-

ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University
of Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND
AND THIRD EPISTLES TO THE
CORINTHIANS. With Introduction,
Dissertations and Notes. Crown Zvo. 6s.

C 'W. Kimmins, M.A. THE CHEM-
ISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH.
Illustrated. Cro^Lln Zvo. 2S. 6d.

[University Extension Series.

A. W. Kinglake. eothen. With an
Introduction and Notes. Pott Zz'O. Cloth,
IS. 6d. net ; leather, 2S. 6d. net.

[Little Library.

Rudyard Kipling. BARRACK -ROOM
BALLADS. 73rd Thousand. Crown Zvo.

6s. ; leather, 6s. net.
' Mr. Kipling's verse is strong, vivid, full

of character. . . . Unmistakable genius
rings in every line.'— Times.

' The ballads teem with imagination, they
palpitate with emotion. We read ihem with

laughter and tears : the metres throb in our

pulses, the cunningly ordered words tingle
with life; and if this be not poetry, what
is ? '—Pall Mall Gazette.

THE SEVEN SEAS. 62nd Thousand.
Cro^vn Z2'0. Buckram, g^ilt top, 6s. ;

leather, 6s. net.
' The Empire has found a singer ; it is

no depreciation of the songs to say that

statesmen may have, one way or other, to

take account of them.'—
Manchester Guardian.

F. G. Kitton. See Dickens.

W. J. Knox Little. See St. Francis de Sales.

Charles Lamb, THE ESSAYS OF ELL\.
With over 100 Illustrations by A. Garth
Jones, and an Introduction by E. V. Lucas.

Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d.

'This edition is in many respects of

peculiar beauty.'
—Daily Chronicle.

'It is in every way an admirable edition

and the illustrations are delightful.'
—

Literature.

ELIA, AND THE LAST ESSAYS OF
ELIA. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Pott Zvo.

Cloth, IS. 6d. net; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[Little Library.

THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS :

An 1805 Book for Children. Illustrated by
William Mulreadv. A new edition, in

facsimile, edited by E. V. Lucas, is. 6d.

This little book is a literary curiosity, and
has been discovered and identified as the

work of Charles Lamb by E. V. Lucas.
It is an exact facsimile of the original

edition, which was illustrated by Mulready.

Professor Lamtoros. E C T H E S I S
CURU.N'ICA. Edited by. De?ny Zvo.

js. id. net. [Byzantine Texts.

Stanley Lane-Poole. THE LIFE OF
SIR HARRY PARKES. A New and
Cheaper Edition. Crorun Zvo. 6s.

A HISTORY OF EGYPT IN THE
MIDDLE AGES. Fully Illustrated.

CrOiCn Zno. 6s.

F. Langbridge, M.A. BALLADS OF THE
BR.WE : Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise,

Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition.
Cro7on Zvo. 2s, 6d.

' The book is full of splendid things.'—
U^orld.

William Law. A SERIOUS CALL TO A
DEVOUT AND HOLY LIFE. Edited,
with an Introduction, by C. BiGG, D.D.

,

late Student of Christ Church. Pott Zvo.

Cloth, 2s. ; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[ Library of Devotion.
This is a reprint, word for word and line

for line, of the Editio Princeps.

G. S. Layard. the LIFE OF MRS.
LYNN LINTON. Illustrated. Demy
Zvo. \2S. 6d.

' Mrs. Lynn Linton is here presented to

us in all her moods. She lives in the book ;

she is presented to us so that we really
know her.'—Literature.
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Captain Melville Lee, A history of
POLICE IN ENGLAND. Crmun 8w.
ys. 6cl,

' A learned book, comprising many curious
details to interest the general reader as well
as the student who will consult it for exact
information.'—Daily News.

' The book rests on accurate research and
gives avast array of facts and statistics.'—
Glasgow Herald.

V. B. Lewes, M.A. AIR AND WATER.
Illustrated. Crown Itvo. 2s. 6d.

[University Extension Series.

Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble Col-

lege. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER-
BUILDER. Crotvn Zvo. 3^. 6d.

See also Keble and Oxford Commentaries.

JOHN KEBLE. With Portrait. Crown
Svo. y. 6d. [Leaders of Religion.

E. V. Lucas. See Jane Austen and I\Irs.

Gaskell and Charles Lamb,

LuCian. SIX DIALOGUES (Nigrinus,

Icaro-JMenippus, The Cock, The Ship, The
Parasite, The Lover of Falsehood). Trans-
lated by S. T. Irwin, M.A., Assistant
Master at Clifton ; late Scholar of Exeter

College, 0.xford. Crown £zjo. y. 6d.

[Classical Translations.

L. W. Lyde, U.A. A COMMERCIAL
GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH E.\I-

PIRE. Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 2.c.

[Commercial .Series.

Hon. Mrs, Lyttelton. WOxMEN AND
THEIR WORK. Cro^vnZvo. zs. dd.

'Thoughtful, interesting, practical.'
—

Guardian.

'The book is full of sound precept given
vifith sympathy and wit.'—Pilot.

J.E.B.M'Allen.M.A. THE PRINCIPLES
OF BOOKKEEPING BY DOUBLE
ENTRY, Crown Zvo. 2s.

[Commercial Series.

F. MacCunn. JOHN KNOX. With Por-

trait. Crown Svo. y. td.

[Leaders of Religion.

A. M. Mackay. THE CHURCHMAN'S
INTRODUCTION TO THE OLI;
TESTAMENT. Crown Zvo. y. 6d.

[Cliurchman's Library.

'The book throughout is frank and

courageous.'
—Glasgow Herald.

Laurie Magnus, U.k. A PRIMER OF
WORDSWORTH. Crown Zvo. 2S. dd.

J P. Mahafiy, Litt.D, A HISTORY OK
THK ]:(;V1'T OF THE J'TOLKMIES.
Fully Illustrated. Crcnvnlvo. ds.

F. W. Maitland. LL.D., DowninR Profesior
of the Laws of EnRlaml in the University of

Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG-
LAND. Royal Zvo. ys.Cd.

H. E. Maiden, M.A. ENOLISH RK-
CORl <S. A Companion to the History of
England. Crown Zvo. y. dd.

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS RIGHTS
AND DUTIE.S. CrownZvo. is. 6d.

E. C. Marchant, M..\., Fellow of Pctcrhouse,
Cambridge, and Assistant Master .Tt Si. Patil'f

School. A GREEK ANTHOLOGY.
Cro7un Svo. y. 6d.

E. C. Marchant, M.A., and A. M. Cook.
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TU.VNSLATION, Cro-.vn Zvo. y. 6d.

' We know no book of this class better
fitted for use in the higher forms of schools.'—Guardian.

J, E. Marr, F.R.S., Fellow of St. John's
College, Cambridge. THE .SCIKNTIFIC
STUDY OF SCENERY. lllustr.atcd.

Croivn Svo. 6s.
' A volume, moderate in size and readable

in style, which will be acceptable alike to
the student of geology and geography, and
to the tourist.'—Athenaum.

A.J.Mason, THOMAS CRANMER.
With Portrait. Croivn Zz'O. 3J. 6d.

[Leaders of Religion.

George Massee. THE EVOLUTION OF
PLANT LIFE: Lower Forms. With
Illustrations, Croivn Zvo. 3S. 6d.

[University Extension Scries,

C, F. G, Masterman, l^l.A. TENNYSON
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Cro7VH
Zvo. 6s.

' A thoughtful and penetrating apprecia-

tion, full of interest and suggestion.'
—

IVorld.

Annie Matheson. Sec Mrs. Craik.

Emma S. Mellows. A SHORT STORY
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Crou-n

Svo. 3s. 6d.

'A lucid and well-arranged account of

the growth of English literature,'—PtUl
Mall Gazette.

L, C. Miall, F.R.S. See Gilbert White.

E, B. Micliell. THE ART AND PRAC
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo-

gravures by G. E. LoDCK, and other

Illustrations. Demy Svo. 101. &«,
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J.a.Millais. THE LIFE AND LETTERS
OF SIR JOHX EVERETT MILLAIS,
PresiJent of the Royal Academy. With 319
Illustrations, of which 9 are Photogravure.
2 vols. Royai Zzo. 20s. net.

'This splendid work.'— World.
'Of such absorbing interest is it, of such

completeness in scope and beauty. Special
tribute must be paid to the extraordinary
completeness of the illustrations.'—Graphic.

J. G. Milne, M.A. A HISTORY OF
ROMAN EGVPT. Fully Illustrated.
Cr-it-.in £:'(?. is,

P. Chalmers Mitchell, M.A. OUTLINES
OK lUOLOGV. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Cro7vn Svo. 6s.

A text - book designed to cover the
Schedule issued by the Royal College of
Physicians and Surgeons.

D. M. Moir. MANSIEWAUCH. Edited
by T. F. Hen-derson. Pod Svo. Cloth,
IS. 6d. net : leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[ Little Librarj'.

H. E. Moore. BACK TO THE LAND:
An Inquiry into the cure for Rural Depopu-
lation. Crown Svo. 2S. 6d.

[Social Questions Series.

W. R. Morfill, Oriel College, Oxford. A
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER
THE GRE.AT TO ALEXANDER II.

With Maps and Plans. Cro^vn Svo. ts. 6d.

This history, is founded on a study
of original documents, and though neces-

sarily
_
brief, is the most comprehensive

narrative in existence. Considerable atten-
tion has been paid to the social and literary
development of the country, and the recent

expansion of Russia in Asia.

R. J. Morich, late of Clifton College.
GERISIAN EXAMINATION PAPERS
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR
AND IDIOMS. Fifth Edition. Crown
Svo. 2S. 6d.

[School Examination Series.

A Key, issued to Tutors and Private
Students only, to be had on application
to the Publishers. Second Edition.
Cro7vn Sz'O. 6s. net.

Miss Anderson Morton. See Miss Brod-
rick.

H. C. G. Moule, D.D. CHARLES
SI.MEON. With Portr.ait. Crozvn S-'o.

3s. 6d. [Leaders of Religion.

M. M. Pattison Muir. M.A. THE
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Ele-

mentary Principles of Chemistry. Illus-
trated. Cro7vn Svo. ^s. 6d.

[University Extension Series.

V. A. Mundella, M.A. See J. T. Dunn.

W. G. Neai See R. N. Hall.

H. W. Nevinson. LADYSMITH: The
Di.-iry of a Siege. With 16 Illustrations and
a Plan. Second Edition. Croivn Svo. 6s.

James Northcote, R.A., the CONVER-
SAIIONS OF, AND JAMES WARD.
Edited by Ernest Fletcher. With many
Portraits. Deviy Svo. loi. 6d.

' Mr. Fletcher's book will range and rank
with Hazlitt's.'— C/^/^^.

'

Every reader, with any taste for art, will
find the book engrossing.'

— Yorkshire Post.

A. H. Norway, Author of
'

Highways and By-
w.iys in Devon and Cornwall.' NAPLES :

P.\ST AND PRESENT. With 40 Illus-

trations by A. G. Ferakd. Crown Svo. 6s.

Standish O'Grady. THE STORY OF
IRELAND. Cnrwn Svo. 2s. 6d,

Mrs. Oliphant. THOMAS CHALMERS.
With Portrait. Crown Svo. 3J. 6d.

I Leaders of Religion,

C. W. Oman, M.A., Fellow of All Souls',
Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART
OF WAR. Vol. II.: The Middle Ages,
from the Fourth to the Fourteenth Century.
Illustrated. Demy Svo. 21s.

_

' The whole art of war in its historic evolu-
tion has never been treated on such an
ample and comprehensive scale, and we
question if any recent contribution to the
exact history of the world has possessed
more enduring value.'—Daily Chronicle.

Prince Henri of Orleans. FROM TON-
KIN TO INDIA. Translated by Hamley
Bent, M.A. With 100 Illustrations and a
Map. Crown 410, gilt top. 2-,s.

R. L. Ottley, M.A., late Fellow of Magdalen
College, Oxon., and Principal of Puscy
House. THE DOCTRINE OF THE
INCARNATION. Second and cluaper
Edition. Demy Svo. 12s. 6d.

[Handbooks of Theology,
A clear and remarkably full account of J

the main currents of speculation. Scholarly
precision . . . genuine tolerance
intense interest in his subject

—are Mr.
Ottley's merits.'—Guardian.

LANCELOT ANDREWES. ^Vith Por-
trait. CroTun Svo. ^s. 6d.

[Leaders of Religion.

J. H. Overton, M.A. JOHN WESLEY.
With Portrait. Crozun Svo. y. 6d.

[Leaders of Religion.

M. N. Oxford, of Guy's Hospital.HANDBOOK OF NURSING. Crown
Sz>o. 3X. 6d.

' The most useful work of the kind that
we have seen. A most valuable and prac-
tical manual.'—Manchester Guardian.
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W. C. c. Pakes. the science of
HYGIENE. With numerous Illustrations.

DetnyZvo. 15 J.

'A thoroughgoing working text-book of
its subject, practical and well-stocked.'—
Scotititan.

Prof. L6on Parmentier and M. Bidez.
KVAGRIUS. Edited by. Dcniy %vo.
loi. iid. net. [ Byzantine Texts.

H. W. Paul. See Laurence Sterne.

E. H. Pearce, M.A. THE ANNALS OF
CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. With many
Illustrations. Demy Zvo. ys. 6d.

' A well-written, copious, authentic his-

tory.
'— Times.

R. E. Peary, Gold Medallist of the Royal
Geograpliical Society. NORTHWARD
OVER THE GREAT ICE. WithoverSoo
Illustrations, zi'ols. Royal Zvo. S2S. nei.

'His book will take its place among the

permanent literature of Arctic exploration.'— Times.

Sidney Peel, late Fellow of Trinity College,
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com-
mission on the Licensing Laws. PR.'VCTI-
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second
Edition. Crown Bvo. is. 6d.

M. Perugini. SELECTIONS FROM
WILLIAM BLAKE. Pott Svo. Cloth,
is. 6d. net ; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[Little Library.

J. P. Peters, D.D. THE OLD TESTA-
IVIENT AND THE NEW SCHOLAR-
SHIP. Crown Zvo. 6s.

[Churchman's Library.
'

Every page reveals wide reading, used
with sound and scholarly judgment.'—Manchester Guardian.

W. M. Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., LL.D., Pro-

fessor of Egyptology at University College.
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, from the
Earliest Times to the Present Day.

Fully Illustrated. In six volumes. Croivn
Zvo. 6s. each.

' A history written in the spirit of scientific

precision so worthily represented by Dr.

Petrie and his school cannot but promote
sound and accurate study, and supply a

vacant place in the English literature of

Egyptology.'
— Times.

Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to XVIth
Dynasty. Foicrth Edition.

Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth Dy-
nasties. Third Edition.

Vol. IV. The Egyi'T of the Ptolemies.

J. P. Mahaffy, Litt.D.

Vol. v. Roman Egypt. J. G. Milne, M.A.

Vol. VI. Egypt in the Middle Ages.

Stanley Lane-Poole, M.A.

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGYPT. Fully Illustrated.

Crown 8r'o. is. Cd,

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
KL AMARNA TAULETS. Croivn ivo.

2S. 6d.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Tri.st-
RAM Ellis. In Two Volumes. Crownivo.
y. 6d. each.

EGYPTIAN pECOR.\TIVE ART. With
120 Illustrations. Crown Bvo. 3X. 6d.

' In these lectures he displays rare skill

in elucidating the development of decora-
tive art in Egypt.'

— Times.

Philip Pienaar. with steyn and
Dl'^ Wiyr. Second Edition. Crtnvn Zvo.

3^. 6d.

A narrative of the adventures of a Boer

telegraphist of the Orange Free State

during the war.

Plautus. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com-
mentary, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of

Jesus College, Oxford. DemyZvo. 10s. dd.

net.

For this edition all the important MSS.

have been re-collated. An appendix deals

with the accentual clement in early Latin

verse. The Comment.iry is very full.

'A work ofgreat erudition and fine scholar-

ship.'
—Scotsman.

THE CAPTIVI. Adapted for Lower Forms,

by J. H. Freese, M.A., late Fellow ofSL

John's, Cambridge, is. 6d.

J. T. Plowden-Wardlaw, P.. A., King's

College, Cambridge. EXAMINATION
PAPERS IN ENGLISH HLSTORY.
Crown Svo. 2S. 6d.

[School Examination Series.

M. C. Potter, M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT-
F.OOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOT.W Y.

Illustrated. znd Edition. Crtnun Zyo,

US. 6d. [University Extension Series.

L. L. Price, M.A., Fellow of Oriel College,

Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Third
Edition. Crown Svo. 2s. 6d.

[University Extension Series.

"Q." THE GOLDEN POMP. A Proces-

sion of English Lyrics. Arranged by A. T.

QuiLLER Couch. Crown Svo. Buckram.
6s.

R. B. Rackham, M.A. THE ACTS OF
THE APOSILES. With Introduction

and Notes. Demy Svo. 12s. 6d.

[Commentaries on the R.V.

A really helpful book. Both introduction

and commentary are marked by common
sense and adequate knowledge. '—(7««n/)a».
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B, W. Randolph, D.D., Principal of the

TheoloRical Collesre, Ely. THE PSALMS
OF DAV'ID. With an Introduction and
Notes. Pott Zvo. Cloth, zs. ; leather,
as. 6d. net. [Library of Devotion.

A devotional and practical edition of the

Prayer Book version of the Psalms.

Hastings Rashdall, M.A., Fellowand Tutor
of New College, Oxford. DOCTRINE
AND DEVELOPMENT. Crown Sva. 6s.

W. Reason, M.A. UNIVERSITY AND
SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. Cro^vn Svo.
2s. 6J. [Social Questions Series.

Cliarles Richardson. THE ENGLISH
TURF. With numerous Illustrations and
Plans. Demy&vo. 15^.

' From its sensible introduction to its very
complex index, this is about the best book
that we are likely for some time to see

upon the subject with which it deals."—
Athentrum.

M. E. Roberts. See C. C. Channer.

A. Robertson, D.D., Principal of King's
College, London. REGNUM DEI. The
Bampton Lectures of 1901. Demy Svo.
1 2 J. 6d. net.

'A notable volume. Its chief value and
interest is in its historic treatment of its

great theme.'—Daily News.
'
It is altogether a solid piece of work and

a valuable contiibution to the history of
Christian thought.'—Scotsman.

Sir G. S. Robertson, K. C.S.I. CHITRAL :

The Story of a Minor Siege. With numer-
ous Illustrations, Map and Plans. Second
Edition. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d.

'A book which the Elizabethans would
have thought wonderful. More thrilling,
more piquant, and more human than any
novel.

'—Newcastle Chronicle.

J. W. Robertson-Scott. THE PEOPLE
OF CHINA. With a Map. Crown 8vo.

31. 6d.

A. W. Robinson, M.A. THE EPISTLE TO
THE GALATIANS. Explained. J-'ca^.
Svo. IS. (3d. net. [Churchman's Bible.

' The most attractive, sensible, and in-

structive manual for people at large, which
we have ever seen.'—Church Gazette.

Cecilia Robinson. THE MINISTRY OF
DEACONESSES. With an Introduction
by the Lord Bishop of Winchester. Crown
Svo. 3^. 6d.

G. Rodwell, n.A. NEW TESTAMENT
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With
a Preface by Walter Lock, D.D., Warden
of Keble College. /Va/. 8z/o. ^s. td.

Edward Rose. THE ROSE READER.
With numerous Illustrations. Croztm 8vo.
2S. 6d. Also in 4 Parts. Parts I. andII.
6d. each ; Part III. 8d. ; Part IV. lod.

A reader on a new and original plan.
The distinctive feature of this book is the

entire avoidance of irregularly-spelt words
until the pupil has thoroughly mastered
the principle of reading, and learned its

enjoyment. The reading of connected sen-
tences begins from the first page, before the
entire alphabet is introduced.

E. DenisonRosS, M.A. See W. Beckford,
\. W. Kinglake, and F. H. Skrine.

A. E. Ruble, M.A., Head Master of the
Royal Naval School, Eltham. THE GOS-
PEL ACCORDING TO ST. MARK.
Edited by. With three Maps. Cro7un Zvo.
IS. 6d. [Methuen's Junior School Books.

W. Clark RusselL THE LIFE OF
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD.
With Illustrations by F. Bkangwyn. Fourth
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

' A book which we should like to see in

the hands of every boy in the country.'—
St. James's Gazette.

Viscount St. Cyres. THE LIFE OF
FRANCOIS DE FENELON. Illus-

trated. Demy 8vo. los. 6d.

'A work of high historical and lively in-

terest.'—Outlook.
' A most interesting life of a'most interest-

ing personage.'
—Scotsman.

' We have in this admirable volume a most
valuable addition to our historical portrait
gallery."

—Daily News.

St. Francis de Sales. ON THE LOVE
OF GOD. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little,
M.A. Pott Zvo. Cloth, 2S. ; leather,
2S. 6d. net. [Library of Devotion.

J. Sargeaunt, M.A. ANNALS OF WEST-
MINSTER SCHOOL. With numerous
Illustrations. Demy Zvo. js. 6d.

C. Sathas. THE HISTORY OF
PSELLUS. Demy Zvo. i^s. net.

[Byzantine Texts.

H. G. Seeley. F. R. s. DRAGONS OF THE
AIR. With many Illustrations. Crown
Svo. 6s.

A popular history of the most remarkable
flying animals which ever lived. Their rela-
tions to mammals, birds, and reptiles, living
and extinct, are shown by an original .series

of illustrations. The scattered remains pre-
served in Europe and the United States have
been put together accurately to show the
varied forms of the animals. The book is a
natural history of these extinct animals
which flew by means of a single finger.
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V. p. SeUs, M.A. THE MECHANICS
OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Crc.un
Svo. 2S. 6ii. [University Extension Series.

Edmund Selous. TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Ord.
Third Edition. Fcap. "ivo. is. dd.

'A quaint, fascinating little book; a nur-

sery classic'—Atkena:u7n.

William Shakespeare.

THE ARDEN EDITION.
' No edition of Shakespeare is likely to

prove more attractive and satisfactory than
this one. It is beautifully printed and paged
and handsomely and simply bound."—

St. James's Gazette.

Demy Svo. 3^. 6d. each volume. General

Editor, W. J. Ckaig. An Edition of

Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with
a full Introduction, Textual Notes, and
a Commentary at the foot of the page. The
first volumes are :

—
HAMLET. Edited by Edward Dowden,

Litt.D.

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by
Edward Dowden, Litt.D,

KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig.

JULIUS CAESAR. Edited by M. Mac-
MILLAN, M.A.

THE TEMPEST. Edited by Morton-
Luce.

A. Sharp. VICTORIAN POETS. Cro-^n
8vo. 2S. 6d. [University Extension Series.

J. S. ShedlOCk. THE PIANOFORTE
SONATA: Its Origin and Development.
Croivn &V0. 5s.

' This work should be in the possession of

every musician and amateur. A concise

and lucid history and a very valuable work
for reference.'—Athetueum.

Arthur Sherwell, M.A. LIFE IN west
LONDON. Third Edition. CrownZyo.
•zs. td. [Social Questions Series.

F H. Skrine and E. D. Ross. THE
HEART OF ASIA. With Maps and

many Illustrations by Verestchagin.

Large Crown Svo. los. 6d. net.

This volume will form a landmark in our

knowledge of Central Asia. . . . Illuminat-

ing and convincing.'— Times.

Evan Small, M.A. the earth. An
Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated.

Croivn &V0. 2s. 6d.

[University Extension Series.

Nowell C. Smith, Fellow of New College,
Oxford. SELECTIONS VK()\iW O R D S W O R T H . /'ott Bva. Cloth

,

\s. 6d. net; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

[Little Librarj-.

Sophocles. ELECTRA AND AJAX.
Translated by E. D. A. MoR^liiiAD, M.A.,
Assistant Master at Winclicsier. 2s, t»i.

[Classical Translations.

R. Southey. ENGLISH SEAMEN
(Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, Drake, Caven-
dish). Edited, with an Iiitruduction, by
David Hannay. Second Edition. Crown
Svo. ds.

' A brave, inspiriting book.'—Black and
White.

C. H. Spence, M.A., Clifton College. HIS-
TORY AND GEOGRAPHY EXAM-
INATION PAPERS. Second Edition.
Crown Svo. 2S. 6d.

[School Examination Scries.

W. A SpOOner, M. A.
,
Fellow ofNew College,

Oxford. BISHOP PUTLER. With Por-

trait. Crown Svo. 3J. (>d.

[Leaders of Religion.

J. W. Stanbridge, B.D., Rector of liainton,
Canon of York, and sometime Fellow of St.

John's College, Oxford. A IJOOK OF
DEVOTIONS. Pott Svo. Cloth, w. ;

leather, 2s. dd. net. [Library of Devotion.
'
It is probably the best book of its kind.

It deserves high commendation.'—Church
Gazette.

See also Cardinal Bona.

'Stancliffe.' GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S.
Ecap. Svo. is.

A. M. M. Stedman, M.A.
INITIA L.\TINA: Easy Lessons on Ele-

mentary Accidence. Sixth Edition. Fcap.
Svo. IS.

FIRST L.\TIN LESSONS. Sixth Edition.

Crown Svo. zs.

FIRST L.A.TIN READER. With Notes

adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and

Vocabulary. Sixth Edition revised. iSmo.

IS. 6d.

EASY SELECTIONS FROM C/ESAR.
Parti. The Helvetian War. Second Edi-

tion. iSmo. IS.

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. Part i.

The Kings of Rome. iBmo. Second Edi-

tion. IS. 6d.

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. Eighth Edition.

Fcap. Svo. IS. td.

EXEMPLA LATIN.V. First Lessons in

Latin Accidence. With Vocabularj-. Crcnvn

Svo. IS.
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EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON" THE
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With
Vocabulary. Ninth and Cheaper Edition,
re-written. Crcnun 6-v. xs. 6d. Key,
^s. net. Original Edition, zs. 6d.

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE :

Rules and Exercises. Second Edition.
Crown Svo, is. 6d. With Vocabulary, zs,

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellaneous
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and
Idioms. Fourth Edition. Fcap.%z'o. is.6d.
With Vocabulary. 2S. Key, zs. net.

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPETI-
TION : Arranged according to Subjects.
Eleventh Edition. Fcap. Zvo. is. 6d.

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS.
zZmo. Second Edition, is.

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, re-
vised. I Znio. IS.

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Crown
Zvo. IS. 6d.

EASY GREEK EXERCISES. By C. G.

BoTTiNC, B.A. Crown Zvo. zs.

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN
TRANSLATION. ThirdEdition, revised.

Fcap. Zvo. IS. 6d.

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR REPETI-
TION. Arranged according to Subjects.
Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo. is. 6d.

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS.
For the use of Schools. With Introduction,
Notes, and Vocabulary. Third Edition.

Fcap. Zvo, zs. 6d.

STEPS TO FRENCH. Fi/th Edition.
iZtno, Zd.

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Fi/ik Edi-

tion, revised. CroTvn Zvo. zs.

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN-
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fourth Edi-
tion, revised. Fcap. Zvo. is. 6d.

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE-
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabulary.
Second Edition. Crown Zvo. zs. 6d. Key.
3f. net.

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE-
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub-

jects. Tenth Edition, Fcap. Zvo. is.

FRENCH EXAMINATION PAPERS IN
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND
IDIOMS. Eleventh Edition. Cro^vn Zvo.

zs. 6d. [School Examination Series.

A Key, issued to Tutors and Private
Students only, to be had on application
to the Publishers. Fifth Edition,
Crown Zvo, 6s. net.

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMINA-
TION PAPERS. Fourth Edition. Crown
Zvo. zs. 6d, [School Examination Series.

Key (St-cond Edition) issued as above.
7^. net.

GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS IN
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND
IDIOMS. Sixth Edition.

_
Cro7on Zvo.

zs. 6d, [School Examination Series.

Key (Second Edition) issued as above.
6s. net.

LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS IN
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND
IDIOMS. Eleventh Edition. Crown Zvo.
zs. 6d, [School Examination Series.

Key (Fourth Edition) issued as above.
6s. net.

R. Elliott Steel, M.A., F.C.S. THE
WORLD OF SCIENCE. Including
Chemistry, Heat, Light, Sound, Magnetism,
Electricity, Botany, Zoology, Physiology,
Astronomy, and Geology. 147 Illustrations.
Second Edition, Croivn Zvo, zs, 6d,

PHYSICS EXAMINATION PAPERS.
Crown Zvo, zs. 6d.

[School Examination Series.

C. Stephenson, of the Technical College,
Bradford, and F. Suddards, of the York-
shire College, Leeds. 0RNAMP:NTAL
DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS.
Demy Zvo. Second Edition, ys. 6d.

J. Stephenson, M.A. THE CHIEF
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN
FAITH, Cro-Mn Zvo. 3^. 6d.

An attempt to present in clear and popular
form themain truths of the Faith. The
book is intended for lay workers in the
Church, for educated parents and for
teachers generally.

Laurence Sterne. A SENTIMENTAL
JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. P.^ul.
Pott Zvo. Cloth, IS. 6d. net; leather,
zs. 6d. fiet, [Little Library.

W. Sterry, M.A. ANNALS OF ETON
COLLEGE. With numerous Illustrations.

Demy Zvo, js. 6d.

R. L. Stevenson. THE LETTERS OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS.
Selected and Edited, with Notes and Intro-
ductions, by Sidney Colvin. Sixth and
Cheaper Edition. CroivnZvo. izs.

Library Edition. DemyZvo. zvols, z^s.net,

i 'Irresistible in theirraciness, their variety,
their animation ... of extraordinary
fascination. A delightful inheritance, the
truest record of a "richly compounded
spirit" that the literature of our time has
preserved.

'—Times,
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VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etclied
Portr.-iit by William Strang. Third
Editioti. Crown Svo. Buckram. 6s.

THE LIFE OFR. L. STEVENSON. See
G. Balfour.

E. D. Stone, MA., late Assistant Master at
Eton. SELECTIONS FROM THE
ODYSSEY. J'-caf. Svo. is. 6d.

Charles Strachey. See Chesterfield.

A. W. Streane, D.D. ECCLESIASTES.
Explained. Fcap. Zvo. zs. 6d. net.

[Churchman's Bible.

'Scholarly, suggestive, and particularly

interesting.
'—Bookttian.

Clement E. Stretton. A HISTORY OF
THE MIDLAND RAILWAY. With
numerous Illustrations. Dc-myZvo. 12s. 6d.

H. Stroud, D.Sc, M.A., Professor of Physics
in the Durham College of Science, Ncw-
castle-on-Tyne. PRACTICAL PHYSICS.
Fully Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d.

[Textbooks of Technology.

F. Suddards. See C. Stephenson.

Jonathan Swift. THE JOURNAL TO
STELLA. Edited by G. A. Aitken.
Crown Zvo. 6s.

[Methuen's Standard Library.

J. E. Symes, M.A. THE FRENCH
REVOLUTION. Crown ?,vo. zs. 6d.

[University Extension Series.

Tacitus. AGRICOLA. With Introduction,

Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. Davis, M.A.,
late Assistant Master at Weymouth College.
Crozun Bvo. 2S,

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Cfown
8V0. 2S.

AGRICOLAAND GERMANIA. Translated

by R. B. TowNSHEND, late Scholar of

Trinity College, Cambridge. Crown ?>vo.

zs. 6d. [Classical Translations.

J. Tauler. THE INNER WAY. Being

Thirty-six Sermons for Festivals by John
Tauler. Edited, with an Introduction.

By A. W. HuTTON, M.A. PottZvo. Cloth,

Q.S. ; leather, is. 6d. net.

[Library of Devotion.

E L. Taunton. A HISTORY OF THE
JESUITS IN ENGLAND. With Illus-

trations. Demy tvo. 21s. net.

'A history of permanent value, which

covers ground never properly iavestigatcd

before, and is replete with the results of

original research. A most interesting and

careful hook.'—Literature.

F. G. Taylor, M.A. COMMERCIAL
ARITHilETIC. Third Edition. CrL-ivn

Zvo. IS. 6d. [Commercial Series.

T. M. Taylor, M.A., Fdlowof Gonville and
Cains College, CnmbriilRe. A CUNS'l I-

TUTIONAL AND POLITICAL HIS-
TORY OF ROME, Ovjwi Erv. ^s. U.

' We
fully recognise the value of thij

carefully written work, and admire especially
the fairness and sobriety of his judgment and
the human interest with which he has in-

spired a subject which in sonio hands be-
comes a mere series of cold abstractions. It

is a work that will be stimulating to the
student of Roman history.'

—Athetitrvm.

Alfred, Lord Tennyson. THE EARLY
POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and an
Introduction, by J. CiiuKTO.v Collins,
M..\. Crown 8t'0. 6s.

[Methuen's Standard Library.
Also with 10 Illustrations in Photogravure

by W. E. v. Britten. Detny Zvo. lat.Ott.

An elaborate edition of the celebrated
volume which was published in it-; final and
definitive form in 1853. This edition con-
tains a long Introduction and copious Notes,
textual and explanatory. It also contains
in an Appendix all tlie Poems which Tenny-
son afterwards omitted.

1\IAUD. Edited by Elizabeth Words-
WOKTH. To/t Zvo. Cloth, \s. 6d. net;
leather, 2s. 6d. net. [Little Libr.-iry.

IN MEMORIAM. Edited, with an Intro-

duction and Notes, by H. C. Beeching,
M.A. Pott Zvo. Cloth, \s. Cd. net;

leather, 2S. 6d. net. [Little Library.

THE EARLY POEMS OF. Edited by J.

C. Collins, M..\. PottZvo. Cloth, \s.6d.

net; leather, 2s. 6d. net. [Little Llbrarj-.

THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elizadeth
Wordsworth. Pott Zvo. Cloth, ts. 6d.

net; leather, 2S. 6d. net. [Little Librarj-.

Alice Terton. LIGHTS AND SHADOWS
IN A HOSPITAL. Crown Zvo. 3s. 6d.

W. M. Thackeray. VANITY FAIR.
With an Introduction by S. Gwvnn. Three
I'olumes. Pott Zvo. P.ach volume, cloth,

IS. 6d. net; leather, 2S. 6d. net.

[Little Library.

PEN DENNIS. Edited by S. Gwvnn.
Three Volumes. Pott Zvo. Each volume,

cloth, IS. 6d. net ; lealJur, 2s. 6d. net.

[Liulc Library'.

F. W. Theobald, M.A. INSECT LIFE.
Illustrated. Cyor>nZvo. 2S.6d.

[University Extension Series.

A. H. Thompson. CAMBRIDGE AND
ITS COLLEGES. Ilhisirated by E. H.

New. Pott Zvo. Cloth, v. ; leather,

y. 6d.net. [Little Guides.

'
It is brightly written and learned, and

is just such a book as a cultured visitor

needs.
'—Scotsman,
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Paget Toynbee, Litt.D., M.A. See Dante.

DANTE STUDIES AND RESEARCHES.
Detny %to. los. 6d. net.

THE LIFE OF D.\NTE ALIGHIERI.
With 12 Illustrations. Second Edition.

Fcap. Zz'O. Cloih, y. 61/.; leather, 4J,
net. [Little Biographies.

Herbert Trench. DEIRDRE WED: and
Other Poems. Crown %vo. ^s.

Philip Trevor (Dux). THE LIGHTER
SIDE OK CRICKET. Croivn Zvo. 6j.

'A wholly entertaining book.'—Glasgoiu
Herald.

' The most welcome book on our national

game published for years.'
—County Gentle-

man.

G. E. Troutbeck. WESTMINSTER
ABBEY. Illustrated by F. D. Bedford.
Pott Svo. Cloth, 3^. ; leather^ 3J. 6d. net.

[Little Guides.

A delightful miniature hand-book.'—
Glasgo^v Herald.

' In comeliness, and perhaps in complete-
ness, this work must take the first place.'

—
Academy.

' A really first-rate guide-book.'—
Literature.

Gertrude TuckwelL THE STATE AND
ITS CHILDREN. Cro^un Zvo. 2i. dd.

[Social Questions Series.

Louisa Twining. WORKHOUSES AND
PAUPERISM. Cro:vn Zz'o. zs. 6d.

[Social Questions Series.

G. W. Wade, D.D. OLD TESTAMENT
HISTORY. With Maps. CrownZvo. 6s.

'

Careful, scholarly, embodying the best

results of modern criticism, and written

with great lucidity.'
—Examiner.

Izaak Walton. THE LIVES OF DONNE,
WOTTON, HOOKER, HERBERT and
SANDERSON. With an Introduction by
Vernon Blackburn, and a Portrait. 3^. 6d.

THE COMPLEAT ANGLER. Edited by
J. BuCHAN. Pott Zvo. Cloth, is.6d.net;
leather, zs. 6d. net. [Little Library.

Grace Waxrack. See Lady Julian of Nor-
wich.

Mrs. Alfred Waterhouse. A LITTLE
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited

by. J'ottSvo. Cloih, is. 6d. net; leather,
2S. 6d. net. [Little Library.

C. C. J. Webb, M.A. See St. Anselm.

F. C. Webber. CARPENTRY AND
JOIN'l'.RV. ^\'ith mraiy Illustrations.

Second Edition. Cro^vn Svo. y. 6d.
' An admirable elementary text-book on

the suhjtct.'— Builder.

Sidney H. Wells. PRACTICAL ME-
CHANICS. With 75 Illustrations and
Diagrams. Second Edition. Croivn Sto.

y. 6d. [Textbooks of Technology.

J. Wells, M.A., Fellow and Tutor ofWadham
Colle-e. OXFORD AND OXFORD
LIFE. By Members of the University.
Third Edition. Crown Zvo, 31. 6d,

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Fourth
Edition. W'ith 3 Maps. Cr. Svo. ^s. 6d.

This book is intended for the Middle and

Upper Forms of Public Schools and for

Pass Students at the Universities. It con-

tains copious Tables, etc.
'

.\n origin.il work written on an original

plan, and with uncommon freshness and

vigour.'
—Speaker.

OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. Illus-

trated by E. H. New. Ei/th Edition.

Pott Svo. Cloth, y. ; leather, -^s.
6d. net.

[Little Guides.

'An admirable and accurate little treat

ise, attractively illustrated."—World.

F. Weston, M.A., Curate of St. Matthew';
Westminster. THE HOLY SACRIFICE.
Pott Svo. 6d. net.

Helen C. Wetmore. THE LAST OF TH
GREAT SCOUTS (' Buffalo Bill '). With
Illustrations. Demy Svo. 6s.

' A narrative of one of the most attractive

figures in the public eye.'
—Daily Chronicle.

C. Whibley. See Henley and Whibley.

L. Whibley, M.A., Fellow of Pembroke
College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR-
CHIES: THEIR ORGANISATION
AND CHARACTER. Cro^un Svo. 6s.

G. H. Whitaker, M.A. THE EPISTLE
OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO
THE EPHESIANS. Edited by. Fcap.
Svo. IS. 6d. net. [Churchman's Bible.

Gilbert White. THE NATURAL HIS-
TORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by
L. C. MiALL, F.R.S., assisted by W.
Warde Fowler, M.A. Cro^vn Svo. 6s.

[.Methuen's Standard Librarj'.

E. E. Whitfield. PRECIS WRITING
AND OFFICE CORRESPONDENCE.
Cro7un Svo. ss. [Commercial Series.

COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN
THEORY AND PRACTICE. Crown
Svo. ss.

An introduction to Alethuen's Commercial
Series treating the question of Commercial
Education fully from both the point of view
of the teacher and of the parent.

[Commercial Series.

Miss Whitley. See Lady Dilke.
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W. H, Wilkins, B.A. THE ALIEN
INVASION. Cr<nvn %vo. zs. 6d.

[Social Questions Series.

J. Frome "Wilkinson, M.A. MUTUAL
THRIFT. Cro-wnZviK 2s. 6d.

[Social Questions Series.

W. Williamson. THE BRITISH GAR-
DENER. Illustrated. DcinyZvo. los.td.

W.Williamson, B.A. JUNIOR ENGLISH
EXAMINATION PAPERS. Fcap. ivo.
'?• [Junior Examination Series.

A JUNIOR ENGLISH GRAMMAR. With
numerous passages for p.irsiiig and analysis,
and a chapter on Essay Writing. Crown
Svo. zs. [Methuen's Junior School Books.

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION
PASSAGES. SiU/i Edition. Crown %vo.
IS. td. [Methuen's Junior School Books.

EASY DICTATION AND SPELLING.
leap. StV. IS.

E. M. Wilmot-Buxton. THE MAKERS
OF EUROPE. Crown 8vo. ^s. td.
A Text-book of European History for
Middle Forms.

Richard Wilton, M.A., Canon of York.
LYRA PASTORALIS : Songs of Nature,
Church, and Home. Pott Z^'O. 2S. dd.
A volume of devotional poems.

S. E. Wiabolt, ^LA. Assistant Master in
Christ's Hospital. EXERCISES IN
LATIN ACCIDENCE. CrownZvo. u.
td.

An elementary book adapted for Lower
Forms to accompany the Shorter Latin
Primer.

B. C. A. Windle, F.R.S., D.Sc. SHAKE-
SPEARE'S COUNTRY. Illustrated by
E. H. New. Second Edition. Pott 8vo.

Cloth, 3J.; leather, y. 6d. net.

[Little Guides.

One of the most charming guide books.
Both for the library and as a iravellinR
companion the book is equally choice and
serviceable. '—Academy.

THE MALVERN COUNTRY.
by E. H. New. Pott Svo.

leather, 3J. 6d. net.

Illustrated

Cloth. 31.;
[Little Guides.

Canon Winterbotham, M.A., RSc, LL.B.THE KINC.UO.M OF HEAVEN HEKKAND HEREAFTER. Cro7vn Rva. ^.s.Cd.
[Churchman's Library.

J. A. E. Wood. HOW 10 MAKE A
DRESS. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Crown Zvo. is. 6d.

[Text Books of Technology.

Elizabeth Wordsworth. Sec Tennyson.

Arthur Wright, M.A., Fellow of Queens'
College, Cambridge. SOME N E W
TESTAMENT PROBLK.MS. Cr^im
Sva. 6s. [Churchman's Library.

Sophie Wright. GERMAN VOCABU-
LARIES FOR REPETITION. /Va/.
Zvo. IS. 6d.

A. B. Wylde. MODERN ABYSSINIA.
With a Map and a Portrait. Dcxiyivo.
15^. net.

G. Wyndham, M.P. THE POEMS OF
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an
Introduction and Notes. VeniyZvo. Buck-
ram, gilt top. \os. 6d.

' We have no hesitation in describing Mr.
George Wyndham's introduction as a

masterly piece of criticism, and all who love

our Elizabethan literature will find a very
garden of delight in it.'

—
Spectator.

W. B. Yeats. AN ANTHOLOGY OF
IRISH VERSE. Revised and Enlarged
Edition. Crown Szo. ^s. td.

/IRetbucn's StanDarD Xlbrarg
Crown ^vo. 6s,

Life and Writings. By
Edited by G. Birkbeck Hill,

MEMOIRS or My
Edward Gibbon.
LL.D.

The Decline and Fall of the Roman
Empire. Edited by J. B. Bury, LL.D. In
Seven Votumes. Also, Demy 8z'(7. Gilt top.
Zs. td. each.

The Natural History of Selborne. By
Gilbert White. Edite.l by L. C. Miall, F.R.S.,
Assisted by W. Warde Fowler, M.A.

THE History of thf. Life of Thomas Ell-
wood. Edited by C. G. Crump, M.A.

LaCommfdia Di Dante Alic.hieri. The Italian

Text. Edited by Paget Toynbec, Litt.D., .M.A.

Also, Demy Zvo. Gilt top. 8j. 6rf.

THE EarlvPoemsof Alfred. LordTennvson.
Edited by J. Cburton Collins, M.A.

The journal to Stella. By Jonathan Swift.

Edited by G. A. Aiiken, M.A.

THE Letters of Lord'Chesterfield to hls
Son. Edited by C. Str.nchcy, and Notes by A.

Calthrop. Two yoltttnes.

ZACHARIAH of MiTYI.ENF. Translated by F. J

Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks. Demy Zvo.

I2J-. 6a'. net.

EVAGRIUS. Edited by Lion Parmentier and M.
Bidez. Demy &vo. icj. 6rf. net.

Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., Litt.D.

The History of Bsellus. Edited byC. Sathas.

Demy Svo. ijt. net.

Ecthesis Chronica. Edited by Professor L«mb.

ros. DemyZoo. 'js.Cd.net.
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XTbc Xittlc Xlbrarv?

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces.

Pott Stv. Each Volume, cloth, u. dd. net ; leather, 2s. 6tl. net.
'

Altogether good to look upon, and to handle.'—Outlcok.
'A perfect series.'—Pilot.
'
It IS difficult to conceive more attractive volumes.'—St. James's Gazette^

'

Very delicious little books.
'—Literature,

*

Delightful editions.'—Record,

By Jane Austen. Edited

Vanity Fair. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by
S. Gwyim. 7hree Valuines,

Pendf.nnis. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by S.

Gwjim. Three i^'olnmes.

John Halifax. Gentleman. By Mrs. Craik.
Editcti by Annie Matbesou. Two I'olumes.

Pride and prejudice. By J.me Austen. Edited
by E. v. Lucas. 7^>^ I'jltitnes.

NORTHA.NCER ABBEV.
by E. V. Lucas.

THE Princess. By Alfred. Lord Tennyson. Edited
by Elizabeth Wordsworth.

Maud. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited by
Elizabeth Wordsworth.

IN.Mfmoriam. By Alfred, L.ord Tennyson. Edited
by H. C. Bceching, M.A.

THE Early Poems of Alfred, Lord Tennyson.
Edited by J. C. CoUins, M.A.

A Little Book of English Lyrics. With
Notes.

THE Inferno of D.\nte. Translated by H. F.

Gary. Edited by Paget Toynbee, Litt-D., M.A.

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Translated by H.
F. Gary. Edited by Pa^'et Toynbee, Litt.D., .M.A.

THE ParadiSO of Dante. Translated by H. F.

Gary. Edited by Pajjet Toynbee, Litt.U.,..M.A.

A Little Book of Scottish Verse. Edited by
T. F. Heudcrson.

A Little Book of Light Verse, Edited by A.
C. Dcane.

Selections from Wordsworth.
Nowell G. Smith.

Edited bjr

THE English Poems of Richard Crashaw.
Edited by Edward Hutton.

Selections from William Blakh. Edited by
M. Pcruj^iiii.

EOTHEN. By A. W. Kinglake. M'ith an Introduction
and Notes.

By Mrs. GaskelL Edited by E. V.Cranford.
Lucas.

A Little Book op English Prose. Edited by
Mrs. P. A. Bamett.

LAVENGRO. By George Borrow. Edited by F.
llindes Groome. Tivo yolumes.

THE History of the Caliph Vathek. r.y
WilUaui Bcckford. Edited by E. Denisou Ko^s.

THE COMPLEAT ANGLER. By Izaak Walton.
Edited by J. Euchan.

Marriage. By Susan Ferrier. Edited by Miss
Cocdrick- Freer and Lord Iddeslcigh. Tua
Volumes.

ELIA, AND THE LAST ESSAYS OF Elia. By Charles
Lamb. Edited by E. V. Lucas.

A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY,
Edited by H. W. Paul.

A LITTLE Book of Life and Death.
Mrs. Alfred Waterhouse.

Mansie Wauch.
F. Henderson,

By Laurence Sterne.

Edited by

By D, M. Moir. Edited by T.

ITbe Xittlc GuiDes

Pott %vo, cloth, 2s.; leather, 35. 6J. net.

OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. By J. Wells, M.A.
Illustrated by E. H. New. Fourth Edition.

Cambridge and its Colleges. By A. Hamilton

Thompson. Illustrated by E. H. New.

The Malvern Country. By B. C. A. Windie,

D.Sc, F.R.S. Illustrated by E. H. New.

Shakespeare's Country. By B. C. A. Windie,
U.Sc, F.K.S. Illustrated by E. H. New. Second
£diiion.

SUSSEX. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated by E.
H. New.

WliSTMINSTER ABBEY. By G. E. Troutbeck.
Illustrated hy I-. U. Bedford.

Norfolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by B. C.
Boulter.

Xittlc 3BiO0rapbiC5

Fcap. ?,vo. Each volume, cloth, y. 6d. ; leather, ^s. net.

The Life of Da.\te Alighieri. By Paget
Toynbee, Litt.U., M.A. With » Illustrations.

Secoua lldUion.

The Like of Savonarola Bv E. L. S. Hors-
burifh, M.A. With Portraits and lllustr.-itious.

The Life op John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson,

D.D., Vicar of Leeds. With 12 Illustrations.

THE LIFE OF Lord Tennyson. By A. C. Benson,

M.A. With 13 Illustrations.
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Zbe Xittle JSluc JGoofts for CbilOvcu
Eciitcd by E. V, LUCAS.

Illustrated. Sqttare Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d.
•

Very elegant and very interesting volumes.'—(T/rtj/ro^w Herald.
^

A delightful series of diminutive volumes.'— // <»/</.
'The series should be a f.^vourite among juuenilcs.'—Oi^rz'cr.

I. The Castaways of Meadowpank. By T. Cobb

^be Xibrars of Devotion
With Introductions and (where necess.-iry) Notes.

Pott Zvo, cloth, 2s. ; leather, 2s. 6J. net.
'This series is excellent.'—The i.ate Bishop of London.
'Well worth the attention of the Clergy. '—The Rishop of Lichfield.
The new "Library of Devotion "is excellent.'-The Bishop ok Peterborough.
Charming. —Record. '

Delightful.'-C/»/r<:/( Setts.
THE CONFESSIONS OF ST AUGUSTINE. Edited by THE PSALMS OF DAVID. Hditcd l.y D. W. Ran

The christian Year. Edited by Walter Lock,
D.D. Second Edition.

Edited by C. Bigg,

Edited by J. W. St.in-

The Imitation of Christ.
D.D. Second EdiiioK.

A Book of Devotions.
bridije, B.D.

Lyra Innocentium. Edited by Walter Lock, D.D.

A Serious Calt. to a Devout anp holy Life.
Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. Seco?!d Edition.

The Temple. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, D.D.

A Guide to Eternity. Edited by J. W. Stan-
bridge, B.D.

The Psalms of David.
dolpli, D.D.

Lyra Apostolica. Edited by Canon Scott Holland
and 11. C. Bceching, M.A.

The Inner Way. Edited by A. W. Uulton, M.A.
The Thoughts of I'.vscal. Edited by c. S.

Jerraiii, M.A.

On the Love of God. Edited by W. J. Knox-
Little, M.A.

A Manual of Consolation from the Saints
and Fathers. Edited by J. H. Burn, U.D.

The Song of Songs. Edited by B. BtaxUnd, M.A,
The Devotions of St. Anselm. Edited by C.

C
, J. Webb, M.A.

Zhc Commentaries on tbe IReviseD Ucrsion
General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Krblc College,
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of O.xford.

The Book of Job. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, I The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by R.
D.D. Demy ivo. 6s. I Kackham, M.A. Demy Svo. lis. 6d.

IbanSboofts of tlbeologg
General Editor, A. ROBERTSON', D.D., Principal of King's College, London

The XXXIX. Articles of the Church of
England, Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, D.D.
Third and Cheaper Edition in One Volume.

Demy Zvo. 12s. 6d.

B.

An Introduction to the History
of Religion. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D.

Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d.

The Doctrine of the Incarnation. By R. L.

Ottley, M.A. Second and Cheaper EdiJiott. Demy
Bva iQS. 6d.

AN Introduction to the History of the
Creeds. By A. E. Burn, B.D. Demy Biv. lox.

6d.
The philosophy of Religion in England and

AMERICA. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D. Demy
Svo. xos. 6d.

TLbc Cburcbman's ^Library
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E., E.xamining Chaplain to the

Bishop of Aberdeen.
Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., LittD.

CroTvn Svo. 3J. Cd.

THE Old Testament and the New Scholar-
ship. By J. P. I'cters. D.D. Crown Svo. tt.

THE CHURCHMAN'S INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD
Testament. Edited by A. M. Mackay, B.A.
Crown Svo, y. 6d.

By E. T. Creen, M.A

The Beginnings of English Christianity.
By W. E. Collins, M.A. With Map. Crown Svo.

2S. td.

SOME NEW Testament Problems. By Arthur

Wright, M.A. Croiin Svo. 6s.

The Kingdom of heaven Here and Here-
after. By Canon Winterbotliam, M.A., B.Sc,
LL.B. Crown Svo. ^s. 6d.

The Workmanship of the Prayer Book : Its

Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. Dowden,
D.D. Second Edition. Crown Svo. y. 6d.

THE Church of Christ.
Crown Svo. ts.
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Zbc Gburcbman's JSible

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E.

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a series of expositions upon most of the books of

the Bible. The volumes are practical and devotional, and the te.xt of the

Authorised Version is explained in sections, which correspond as far as possible

with the Church Lectionary.

THE EPtSTLE TO THE Gai.aTIA.vs. Explained by ^HH EP.STXE OF ST
JAMES.^_ ^^ted

b, H. W.

A. W. Robinson, M.A. Fca/. Sz'O. is. 6J. ftit.

ECCLESIASTES, Explained by A. W. Stieane, D.D.

THE EPISTLE TO THE PHILIPPIANS. Explained

by C. R. D. Biggs, D.D. Fcaf. Bsa. is. id. net.

Fulford, M.A. Fcaf. Zzo. u. 6<t net.

ISAI.<H. Edited by W. E. Barnes. D.D., Hulsaein
Professor of Divinity. Ttl-s t'alumes. v. net each.

Vol. I. With Map.
THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO THE

EPHESIANS. Edited by G. H. Whiuker, M.A
IS. 6d. net.

Xca^cr5 of IReliciion

Edited by H. C. BEECHIXG, M.A. IVirh P:rir::its. Crown 8'jo. y. 6d.

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious life

and thought of all ages and countries.

The following are ready :—
Cardinal NEWii.o;. By R. H. Hutt;n.

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Overton. M.A.

BISHOP WiLBERFORCE. By G. W. Daniell, M.A.

CARDI.NAL ManXING. By A. W. Hutton, M.A.

CHARLES Simeon. By H. C. G. Moule, D.D.

JOHN KEBLE. By Walter Lock, D.D.

THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. Oliphant.

Lancelot ANDREWES. By R. L. Ottley, M.A.

AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. By E. L. Cutis,

D.D.

William Lalt). By W. H. Hutton, M.A.

John Knox. By F. MacCunn.

JOHN Howe. By R. F. Horton, D.D.

Bishop Ken. By F. A. Clarke, M.A.

George Fox, the Quaker. By T. Hodgkin
D.C.L.

John DON-n-E, By Augustns Jessopp, D.D.

THOMAS CRANMER. By A. J. Mason.

Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and A. J.

Carlyle, M.A.

BISHOP BUTLER. By W. A. Spsoner, M.A.

Other volumes will be announced in due course.

Social Questions ot Co^Dag
Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A.

Crown ^vo. 2s. 6d.

the Factory SVSTEil. By R. W. Cooke.Taylor.Trade unionism—New a.nd Old. By G. HoweU.
Third Edition.

THE CO-OPERATn-E MOVEJIE-VT TO-DAY. By G.

J. Holyoake. Second Edition.

MirrUAL THRIFT. By Rev. J. Frome Wilkinson,

M.A.

PROBLEMS OF PON-ERTY. By J. A. Hobson, M.A.

Fourth Edition.

THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. By C. F. Bastable,

M.A. Second Edition.

THE ALIEN lN\-ASlON. By W. H. WiUdns, B.A.

THE Rural Exodus. By P. Anderson Graham.

Lan-d Nationalization. By Harold Cox, B.A.

A shorter working Day. By H. de B. Gibbins

and R. A. Hadiield.

BACK TO THE Lant) : An Inquiry Into Rural

Depopulation. By H. E. Moore.

TRUSTS, POOLS, ANT) CORNERS. By J. Stephen

Jeans.

THE STATE AND ITS CHILDREN. By Gertrude

TuckweU.

WOMEN'S WORK. By I-ady Dilke, Miss Bulley, and
Miss Whitley.

SOCIALISM A.NT) MODERN THOUGHT. By M.
Kaufmann.

THE HOUSING OF THE WORKING CLASSES. By

E, Bowmaker.

THE PROBLEM OF THE UN-EMPLO\'ED. By J. A.

Hobson, B.A.

LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By Arthut SherweH M..4.

Third Edition.

RAILWAY Nationalization. By Clement Ed-
wards.

WORKHOUSES AND PAUPERISM. By Looisa Twin-

ing.

UNA-ERSrrY AND SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. By W.
Reason, M.A.
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Qnircrfitr Ertcii5icn Scncs
Edited bj J. E. S\'MES, MA..

Principal of Uruversity Colicge. Nottingham.
Crcrant %vo. Price {mM sonu cxceptum^) zs. 6J.

A series of books oa histMical, literary, and scientifc subjects, suiuble for
ertensoa snidcats and home-reading cL-cles. Each volume is complete in
itseii. and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a broad and i>hilo-
so|Muc spint.

'^
Tru follj^ing Volumes are ready :—

THH IXDrSnOAt HiSTOiT OF EXGI-Ora. Bt H. The CHEJCSTRV O^ Fi»c n. u w ».^..^

RerisedL Vith Maps aad Pifss. y.
A HisTORT o? Ey--T.TSH Pri.-nc-*i Economy

Bt I_ I_ Price. M..^ TkiT£ ESi:-.-^. I

PROSLSJtS O? Po\-Hil-S'. Bt J. JL HobscQ. M.A. :

ViCTXJjEIAX P OETS. Bt A. Siarp.
TH2 F5.EXCH itE\"OI.X.~r:ON. By T. E. Sj-se. M.A.
PSYCHOI.CCV. By 5. F. Graii£^, M...^ Ss^ni \

A TpXT-&X>C OF ACRICT.X1 wTLM. BOTA.XY. B*
ML C Pocer. M.A.. F.LS. UBttated. .SoW

THE Vault of Hhai-hx. a Pop^ iTinihnliia
toASTMoay. By R. A. Crcsocy. Wiika^Kraa

THH E'.X'^rTtoX OF Plaxt JLrF= : I,r--« Foras.
By G. Jiasiee. Eiasasied.

AHL AXp WaTES. By V. -B. Le«s, M_A. Ees-

TE2 CH23GST5.Y OF LZFS AND HEALTH. Bt C-
W. K—TT -s. M.A- I:.-s:r5ril.

^

Thh MsrHA>-cs CF Daily l.zt^ By V. P. Seiis.

ExGl.rsH 5:r:Ai. Rsforwtjls. Bt H. de B.

EXS-rSH TTLtTE .AXD FrN\Ov;S IX THH SSVHX-
TESCTH ;s:c-r*w'XY. Er ".V. .i_ 5. j--^^__; ^j^

M^=OK<»«Gr. ByH.K.Dick«».F.R.S.E..F.IL
Uei. Soc IBBStnted.

A MaXUAL OF ELFXmUCAI. SCIE3W3. By Coo*
J. Bsrci. JLA.. F.R_S. Ussaued. 9*.

^^^
Thf E.utTB. Ab laaodnctioa ts nnHnaakr

By £na SsaU. ILA. nt.^n'twl.
'"«"•"'

ISSECT Ufe. By F. W T^eataU. MA '"-i
traied.

EXCZJSH POETRY FKOM BUUZ TO BKOWXOIC.
By \V. M. Diiai, XLA. Standi EdOwm.

Ex^l-3H LOCAL Go^-EXXlI^J^T. By E. Jeaki,

The Greek View of Life. By G. L. :

Ccmmcrdal Scries
Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A

By S. Jacksem. M.A.

G. T»yfar.

COMlfrgCIAl. E--JCATIOX IX THEOS.Y AXD
FgACTTCS. Bt E. E. WhsisieU. M.A. Crvsic
8b*. 5s.

Ab iitfmi^liuB toMHlmrH's Coamenial Series
tmfiiig i>eq[Besan«<ifCoMiHi<iii<tEdaaonB&gy
fracB boc^ thepooiof liev oi ibe Trayiier aad m
thepsrsat.

BRmSH COlOfESCE AXT> ColI>XrES FROM EUZA-
ESTH TO Vict?3l;«. Et H. CS B. Giboscs,
I -trr. P.. M-A. y «;r:i .£sV:.-n, sj.

Cojuces.c:ai, Exaktvat: :x Pafssls. By H. de > PiHdS 'WRmxGAXDOFF:
B. GicTT^-^, T

-
P.. K.A- u. Di. 1 ByE. E.T»"i:=e;-. M..A. i».

Teh Ecoxcktcs of Cckkhrcz. By H. de B. <
A Gi~de to Professio-vs a.vd Bx.'sixess. By H.

*'^~'^-^~, T .

— Z .. M_A. 2-'. ir-

ByS.E.BBliy.

snc. By F.

CORRESPCWUtJWJ!. By S.
£• > ^;ulaiy. TTurd Hdttirm. at.

GEXJtAS COSOtERCIAL CORRESPOXDEXCE. By
S. E. EaJT. Mrti yoabaarj. xi. id.

A FREXCH CCVXERCAI. RE.'irER. By S E. BaBy.

i Cobb fspoxt>exce.

A GtjUtAX C :Ki^is
H=iV;ca.iu:.irT.

A CCKXESLCl-kZ. G
EtgT^F. Bt I_

•GF-VPHY CF
. I-Ti- JtA.

iH BsmsK

Iraes. u^ 6*.
Tee ?Rr<ca>i3S of ^ooK-mrz-sz sr Dr'.sjja.

EXTRY. By J. E. B. M-ALcs. U-.Il. Crr»M •»>.

COMJCERCU^ Law. Bt W. DcoeteEdwJi. x*.

.•\. COKXERCIAL CECCRAP-m- OF fOtiXiCal
N.'.t;..v£. By F. C Eooe, B..4. Crvm Sm. w

CUrrical Cranslations
Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A . Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose Co'Jege, Oxford.

Horace—The Odts aad ^wdes. Taasitted by
A. Cod>y. ICA. mi.

I-VCIAX—Six Doloeaes fSJtii—i. Umn Viwln<n,
T:x Cock. Tlie Slcp. T^e Pansile. Tbe Lort of

Fa^se&ood>. Ttuslsed by S. T. Irva. M.A.

SOPHOCI.es—Electn aad Ajaz. TnadMad by E.

CICS.L

. Cbcxpixxvc Eanesices.
L:e^ IT Lewis Ciffipbeli. Li_D. 5X.
•; - cVaicre L Tra&slated by E. K. P.

3.::.rr .'•:.A. 31. 6i
Cirzj.r—S^ i^rt Oisixics {Pro M3oQe. Pro Xlsreac,

f iliri c ::.. sa Caaisaia.'. Trssslated l?y K. E.
L. Elsi -t^ M.A. ^'.

C:CE3;:—r-e N=r=.-a Deui-i— T.-saslaied ty F.

Cta^co—Dtt niiiii Ti^ieJjied by G> B. Gardser,

P. A- MoTbhead. M.A at. 6^
Tacttcs—A^ncala a>d Cezmassa. Trrwhtrd t9

K. B.-
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/ilbctbucn'6 3-unior ScbooI*3Soohs.
Edited bv O. D. Inskip, LL.D., and W. Williamson, B.A.

A Class-Book of Dictation PASSACns. By W.
ASiU.amsoii, B.A. Sixth Edition, Crtrwn Zio. it.

e.i.

THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MARK. Edited

by A. E. Kubie, M.A., Hcidmistcr of the Roy.il
Naval School, Eltbam. With Three Maps. CroTirn

Sva, IS. 6J,

A Junior English Grammar. By W. Williamson.
B..\. With numerous pass.^ges for parsing and

analysis, and a chapter on Essay Writing. Crini/H

8:u. ss.

A Junior Chemistry. By E. A. Tyler, B.A.,
E.C.S., Science Master at Framlinchain College.
With 73 Illustrations. Crown Svo. as. 6rf.

Scbool Bramlnation Series

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown Svo. zs. 6d.

French Examination p.vpers. By A. M. ^^
Stedman, M.A. Jiievrnth Hditian.

A KEY, issued to Tutors and Priv.ite Students

only, to be had on application to the Publishers.

Fijth £di:ii' . CroTin Pt/o. ts. net.

LATTV Examination Papfrs, By A. M. M.

Steilman. M.A. limvttth Edition.

Key i.Fourlh Edition) issued as above, ts. net.

GREEK E.XAMINATION PAPERS. By A. M. M.
Steiiman, M.A. Sixth Edition.

Key (Second Fdifion) issued as above, os. net.

GERMAN EXAMINATION PAPERS. By R. J. Morich.

Fifth Edition.
, . , ^

Key (Second Edtttcn) issued as above, ts. tut.

History AND GEOGRAPHY E.xAMiNATiON Papers.

By C. JI. Spence, M.A., Clifton Colleee. Second

Edition.

PHYSICS E.XAMINATION PAPERS. By R. E. Stee

M.A., r.c.s.

General Knowledge Examination Papers.

By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Fourth Edition.

Key {Second Edition) issued as above, -js. net.

E.xamination Papers in English History. By

J.Tait Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A. Crrwnivo. as.6d.

trecbnologv?—Cejtbocfis of

Edited by W. GARNETT, D.C.L., and Professor J. \VERTHEIMER, F.I.C.

Fully Illustrated.

HOW TO Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood.
Second Edition. Crozvn E;.-!. i.r. 6d.

Carpentry and Joinery. By F. C Webber.
Second Edition. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d.

PRACTICAL MixhaNICS. By Sidney H. Wells.

Second Edition. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d.

Practical Physics. By H. Stroud, D.Sc, M.A.
Crown Sz'O. 3s. td.

Millinery, Theoretical and Practical. By
Clare Hill. Crown Svo. ss.

practical Chemistry. By W. French, M.A.
Crown Svo. Part I. if. 6d.

A ROMANCE OF
Twenty Third Edition.

VENDETTA. Nineteenth Edition.

THEL^LA.. Twenty-ScT'fnth Edition.

ARP.\TH : THE STORY OF A DEAD
SEI.F. Fourteenth Edition.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Eleventh Edit.

WORMWOOD. Twelfth Edition.

BARADBAS: A DREAM OF THE
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Thirty-Eighth
Edition.

' The tender reverence of the treatrnent

and the imaginative beauty of the writing

have reconciled us to the daring of the con-

ception. This "Dream of the World's

Tragedy" is a lofty and not inadequate

paraphrase of the supreme climax of the

inspired narrative."—Dublin Review.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Forty-
Sixth Edition.

' A very powerful piece of work. . . .

The conception is magnificent, and is likely

to win an abiding place within the memory

Part II.—Fiction
Marie Corelli's Novels.

Crouni ^vo. 6j. each.

TWO WORLDS. of man. . . . The author has immense com-
mand of language, and a limitless audacity.
. . . This interesting and remarkable romance
will live long after much of the ephemeral
literature of the day is forgotten. ... A
literary phenomenon . . . novel, and even
sublime.'—W. T. Stead in the Review
ofReviews.

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN.
[165/A Thousand.

'

It cannot be denied that "The Master
Christian

"
is a powerful book ; that it is one

likely to raise uncomfortable questions in

all but the most self-satisfied readers, and
that it strikes at the root of the failure of
the Churches— the decay of faith— in a
manner which shows the inevitable disaster

heaping up . . . The good Cardinal Bonpri
is a beautiful figure, fit to stc-ind beside the

good Bishop in
" Les Misirables." It is a

book with a serious purpose expressed with
absolute unconventionality and passion . . .

And this is to say it is a book worth read-

ing.'
—Exatnimr.
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Anthony Hope's Novels.

Crown Zvo. 6s. each.
[the god in the car. Ninth Edition.

_'

A very remarkable book, deserving of
critical analysis impossible wiihin our limit

;

brilliant, but not superficial ; well con-
sidered, but not elaborated ; constructed
with the proverbial art that conceals, but
yet allows itself to be enjoyed by readers
to whom fine literary method is a keen
pleasure.'— The World.

|A CHANGE OF AIR, Sixth Edition.
'A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to

human nature. The characters are traced
with a masterly hand.'— Times.

A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition.
'Of all Mr. Hope's books, "A Man of

Mark" is the one which best compares with
"The Prisoner of Zenda."'—National Ob-
server.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT
ANTONIO. Fifth Edition.

'

It is a perfectly enchanting story of love
and chivalry, and pure romance. The
Count is the most constant, desperate, and

modest and tender of lovers, a peerless
gentleman, an intrepid fighter, a f^iithful

friend, and a magnanimousfoe."—Guardian.

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millar.
Sixth Edition.

' The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with
vitality, stirring the blood.'— .S/. Jamtii
Gaxette.

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Sixth Edition.
' There is searching analysis of liuman

nature, with a most ingeniously constructed

plot. Mr. Mope has drawn the contrasts
of his women with marvellous subtlety and
delicacy.'— Times.

THE KING'S MIRROR. Third Edition.
' In elegance, delicacy, and l.ict it ranks

with the bcs of his novels, while in the wide
range of its portraiture and the subtilty
of its analy.Ms it surpasses all his earlier

ventures —Spectator.

QUISANTE. Third Edition.
' The book is not.-ible for a very high liter-

ary quality, and an impress of power and
mastery on every pasc.'—VaiiyChronic/e.

Lucas Malet's Novels.

Croivn 8vo. 6s. each.

COLONEL ENDERBY'S WIFE. Third
Edition.

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. New
Edition.

LITTLE PETER. Second Edition. 3s. 6d.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Thirteenth Edition.

THE CARISSIMA. Fourth Edition.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth
Edition.

' In " The Gateless Barrier" it is at once
evident that, whilst Lucas Malet has pre-
served her binhright of originality, the

artistry, the actual writing, is above even
the high level of the books that were born
before.

'— IVesttninster Gazette.

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD
CALMADY. Seventh Edition. A Limited
Edition in Two Volumes. Cro^unZvo. 12s.

'A picture finely and amply conceived.
In the strength and insight in which the

story has been conceived, in the wealth of

fancy and reflection bestowed upon its

execution, and in the moving sincerity of its

p.ithos throughout,
"

Sir Rich.ird Calinady
"

must rank as the great novel of a great
writer.

'—Literature.
' The ripest fruit of Lucas Malet's ginius.

A picture of maternal love by turns tender

and terrible.
'—

Spectator.
' A remarkably fine book, with a noble

motive and a sound conclusion.'—Pilot,

W. W. Jacobs' Novels.

Crown Zvo.

MANY CARGOE S. Ttveniy-Sixth Edition.

SEA URCHINS. Ninth Edition.

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated.

Fifth Edition.
' Can be unreservedly recommended to

all who have not lost their appetite for

wholesome laughter.'—Spectator.
' The best humorous book published for

many a day.
'—Black and White.

Illustrated. Fourth

y. 6d. each.

LIGHT FREIGHTS.
Edition.

' His wit and humour are perfectly irresis-

tible. Mr. Jacobs writes of skippers, and

mates, and seamen, and his crew are the

jolliest lot that ever sailed.'—Z?ai7y News.
'

Laughter in every page.'—i^oiV/ Mail
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Gilbert Parker's Novels.

Cro'jjn Zvo.

PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. Fifth Edi-
tion.

'

Stories happily conceived and finely ex-
ecuted. There is strength and genius in

Mr. Parker's style.'
—Daily Tele^aph.

M RS. F.\LC H ION. Fovrth Edition.
' A splendid study of character.'—

Athenteutn.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Second Edition.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus-

trated. Seventh Edition.
'A rousing and dram.ntic tale. A book

like this is a joy inexpressible.'—
Daily Chronicle.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC:
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fifth
Edition.

' Here we find romance—real, breathincr,

living romance. The character of Valmond
is drawn unerringly.'—Pall Mall Gazette.

6s. each,

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH •

The Last Adventures of
'

Pretty Pierre.

Second Edition.
' The present book is full of fine and mov-

ing stories of the great North.'—Glasgow
Herald.

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus-

trated. Twelfth Edition.
' Mr. Parker has produced a really fine

historical novel.'—Athenerum.
' A great book.'—Black and White.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a

Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated.

Fourth Edition.
'

Nothing more vieorous or more human
has come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this

novel
'—L iterature.

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Second Edition, y. 6d.

'Unforced pathos, and a deeper know-

ledge of human nature than he has displayed
before. '—Pall Mall Gazette.

Arthur Morrison's Novels.

Crown Zvo. 6s. each.

MEAN STREETS. FifthTALES OF
Edition.

'A great book. The author's method
is amazingly effective, and produces a

thrilling sense of reality. The writer lays
upon us a master hand. The book is simply
appalling and irresistible in its interest. It

is humorous also; without humour it would
not make the mark it is certain to make.'—

World.

ACHILD OFTHE ]kGO. Fourth Edition.
'The book is a ma.stcipicce.'— Pall Jl/all

Gazette.

TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition.
'This is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison,

gracious and tender, sympathetic and
human.'—Daily Telei::raph.

CUNNING MURRELL.
' Admirable. . . . Delightful humorous

relief ... a most artistic and satisfactory
achievement.

'—Spectator.

Eden Phillpott's Novels.

Crown %vo. 6j. each.

LYING PROPHETS.
CHILDREN OF THE MIST.
THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece.

Fourth Edition.
'Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what

school-boys do, and can lay bare their in-

most thoughts ; likewise he shows an all-

pervading sense of humour.'—Acadetny.
SONS OF THE MORNING. Second

Edition.
' A book of strange power and fascina-

tion.
'—Morning Post.

THE STRIKING HOURS. SecondEdiiicn.
'

Tragedy and comedy, pathos and
humour, are blended to a nicety in this

volume.
'— // 'orld.

' The whole book is redolent of a fresher

and ampler air than breathes in the circum-
scribed life of great towns.'—Spectator.

FANCY FREE. Illustrated. Second Edi-
tion. Crown Zvo. 6s.

' Of variety and racy humour there is

plenty.'
—Daily Graphic.

S. Earing-Gould's Novels.

Crown Zvo. 6s. each.

ARMINELL. Fifth Edition.

URITH. Fifth Edition.

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA.
Edition.

Seventh

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN.
Fourth Edition.

CHEAP JACK ZITA, Fourth Edition.

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition.

1
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ThirdMARGERY OF QUETHER
Edition.

JACQUETTA. Third Edition.

KITTY ALONE, Fifth Edition.

NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated.
Fourth Edition.

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third
Edition.

DARTMOOR IDYLLS.
GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated.

Second Edition.

BLADVS. Illustrated. Second Edition.

DOMITIA. Illustrated. Second Edition.

PABO THE PRIEST.
WINIFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition.
THE FROBISHERS.
ROYAL GKORGIE. Illustrated.

RolDert Ban's Novels.
Crown Zvo.

IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. Third
Edition.

' A book which has abundantly satisfied us

by its capital humour.'—Daily Chronicle.

THE MUTABLE MANY. Second Edition.
' There is much insight in it, and much

excellent humour.'— Daily Chronicle.

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. lltird Edition.
'Of these mediaev.il romances, which are

now gaining ground "The Countess
Tekla" is the very best we have seen.'—Pail
Mall Gazette.

6s. each.

THE STRONG ARM. Illustrated. Second

Edition.

THE VICTORS.
'Mr. Barr has a rich sense of humour.'—

07ilooker.
' A very convincing studj^ of American

life in its business and political aspects.'
—

Pilot.

'Good writing, illuminating sketches of

character, and constant variety of scene and
incident.'— Times.

Andre-w Balfour, BY STROKE OF
SWORD. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Crown Zva. 6s.

'A recital of thrilling Interest, told with

unflagging vigour.'
—Globe.

S. Baring Gould. See page 34.

Robert Barr. See above.

George Bartram, Author of ' The People of

Clopton.' THE THIRTEEN EVEN-
INGS. Cro^vn 8w. 6s.

Margaret Benson. SUBJECT TO
VANITY. Crown Zvo. 3s. 6d.

J. Bloundelle Burton, Author of 'The
Clash of Arras.' THE YEAR ONE: A
Page of the French Revolution. Illus-

trated. Crozvn ivo. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

Ada Cambridge, Author of ' Path and
Goal.' THE DEVASTATORS. Crown
Zz'o. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

Bernard Capes, Author of 'The Lake of

Wine.' PLOTS. CrownZvo. 6s.
' The stories are excellently fanciful and

concentrated and quite worthy of the

author's best ^-oxV.'—Morning Leader.
'

Ingenious and original. This is a book

to turn to once and again. '—Morning Post.

V/eatherby Chesney. JOHN TOPP:
PIRATE. Second Edition. Crown Zvo.

6s.

A book of breathless adventure.
' A rousing pleasant story.'

—Athenautrt.

THE FOUNDERED GALLEON.
Crown Svo. 6s.

' An ingenious tale of the sea and particu-

larly exciting.'
— World.

'A healthy, straightforward tale, breezy
and cheerful.

'—Manchester Guardian.

J. Maclaren Cobban, the king OF
ANDAMAN A Saviour of Society.
Crown Zvo. 6s.

WILT THOU HAVE THIS WOMAN.
Croivn ?>z'0. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

E. H. Cooper, Author of ' Mr. Blake of Ne<*--

market.' A FOOL'S YEAR. Crou'n Ew. 6s.

'A strikingly clever story, with pictures
of sporting society convincingly true.'—

Pall Mall Gazette.

Marie Corelli. See page 32.

L. Cope Cornford. CAPTAIN JACOBUS:
A Romance of the Road. Cr. Svo. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

S. R. Crockett, Author of
' The Raiders," etc.

LOCH INVAR. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Croivn Svo. 6s.

' Full of gallantry and pathos, of the

clash of arms, and brightened by episodes of

humour and love.'— ll'estininster Gazette.

THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

'A delightful i3.\c.'—Sfreaker.
' Mr. Crockett at his best.'—Literature.

B. M. Croker, Author of 'Peggy of tht

B.irtons.' ANGEL. Second Edition.

Crown Svo. 6s.

'An excellent story. Clever pictures of

Anglo-Indian life abound. The heroine is

daring and delightful."
—

Manchester Guardian.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.
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C. E. Denny. THE ROMANCE OF UP-
FOLD iMANOR. Cro^vn S.vo. 6s.

'A fine tragic stor>-.'
— Weekly Register.

' There is picturesqueness and real feel-

ing.'
—St. James's Gazette.

A. Conan Doyle, Author of 'Sherlock
Holmes,' 'The White Company,' etc.

ROUND THE RED LAMP. £igAt/i
Edition. Crown ivo. 6s.

' The book is far and away the best view
that has been vouchsafed us behind the
scenes of the consulting-room.'

—Illustrated
London News.

Sara Jeannette Duncan (Mrs. Everard
Cotes), Author of '.\ \'ovage of Consola-
tion.' THOSE DELIGHTFUL
A.MERICAXS. Illustrated. Third Edi-
tion. Crown Zvo. 6s.

I
A rattling picture of American life,

bright and good-tempered throughout.'—
Scotsman.

' The humour is delicious.'—Daily Mail.

C. F. Embree. A HEART OF FLAME.
Cr07vn Zz'O. 6s.

'Alive with the pulsing and clamorous life

of the wild folk and wild actions with v-^ \i\
it deals. A striking, well-conceived piece of
work.'—Pall A/all Gazette.
'An admirable story, well told. The

characters are full of life, and Ramoncita is

really a delicious little creature.'—Morning
Post.
'The figure of Ramoncita, the heroine, a

Mexican girl of 15, is charming—a sketch
romantic and delicately drawTi.

'—Man-
chester Guardian.

J. H. Findlater. the GREEN GRAVES
OF BALGOWRIE. Fourth Edition
Croiiin Zro. 6s.

' A powerful and vivid story.'
—Standard.

'A beautiful story, sad and strange as
truth itself— Vanity Fair.

' A singularly original, clever, and beauti-
ful story.'

—Guardian.
' Reveals to us a new writer of imdoubted

faculty and reserve force.'—Spectator.
'An exquisite idyll, delicate, affecting,

and beautiful. —Black and White.
See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

Mary Findlater. A NARROW way.
Third Edition. Crotun Zvo. 6s.

OVER THE HILLS Second Edition.
Crown Zvo. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels,

Tom Gallon. Author of 'Kiddy.' RICK-
ERBY'S FOLLY. Crown 8z'o. 6s.

Dorothea Gerard, Author of 'Lady Baby.'
THE MILLION. Crown Svo. 6s.

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
Second Edition. Cro7vn Zvo. 6s.

THE SUPREME CRIME. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

Algernon Gissing. THE KEYS OF THE
HOUSE. CrozonZzo. 6s.

'A story of absorbing interest.'—Liver-
pool Mercury.

' The book is carefully built up, piece by
piece. The figure of Brant himself moving
among his people in his lonely parish of the
hills IS one that long remains with the
reader.'—Daily Telegraph.

George Gissing, Author of '

Demos,'
' In the

Year of Jubilee," etc. THE TOWN
TRAVELLER. Second Edition. Crown
Zvo. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

Ernest Glanvllle. THE KLOOF BRIDE.
Crown Sz'O. 3^. 6d.

THE LOST REGIMENT. Crown Zvo.

2S. 6d.

THE DESPATCH RIDER. Crmun Zvo.

3J. 6d.

Lord Ernest Hamilton. M.\RY HAMIL-
TON. Tlnrd Edition. CroivnZvo. 6s.

' There can be no doubt that we have in
"
Mary Hamilton

"
a most fascinating story—the most stirring and dramatic historical

romance that has come in our way for a long
time.'—Illustrated London A'ews.

Robert Hichens, Author of 'Flames,
etc. THE PROPHET OF BERKELEY
SQUARE. Second Edition. Crown Zvo.

6s.
' One continuous sparkle. Mr. Hichens

is witty, satirical, caustic, irresistibly hum-
orous.

'—Birtningham Gazette.

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Second
Edition. Crozvn Zvo. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

John Oliver Hobbes, Author of 'Robert

Orange.' THE SERIOUS WOOING.
Cro7t'n Zvo. 6s.

'Mrs. Craigie is as brilliant as she ever
has been ; her characters are all illuminated
with sparkling gems of description, and the
conversation scintillates with an almost

bewildering blaze.'—Athena:um.

Anthony Hope. See page 33.

Violet Hunt. THE HUMAN IN-
TEREST. Cro-wn Zvo. 6s.

C. J. CutcliflFe Hyne, Author of 'Captain
Kettle.' PRINCE RUPERT THE
BUCCANEER. With 8 Illustrations.

Second Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s.

MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. Crou'n
Zz'o. 6s.

' Mr. Horrocks is a good second to the un-

approachable Captain Kettle."—Academy.
' Mr. Horrocks is sublime.'—Mancluster

Guardian,
' The Purser is a diverting discovery, and

his adventures are related with %'igour,'
—

Daily Chronicle.

W. 'W. Jacobs. See page 33.
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Henry James, Author of 'What Maisie
Knew.' THE SACRED FOUNT.
Crown Zvo. 6s.

THE SOFT SIDE. Second Edition.
Crown Zvo. 6s.

C. F. Keary. THE JOURNALIST.
Crown Sty". 6^.

Florence Finch Kelly, with HOOPS
OF STEEL. Crown 8z'o. 6s.

'_Every_ chapter is filled with exciting
incidents.

'—Fleming- Leader.
' A daring and brilliant story of adventure.

The novel teems with life and character,
with life which is always within an ace of
death, and character which curiously blends
the ruffian and the hero.'—Scotsman.

Hon. Emily Lawless. TRAITS AND
CONFIDENCES. Crown Bvo. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

E. Lynn Linton, the true history
OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON, Christian .-nd

Communist. Eleventh Edition. Crown
Zz'O. IS.

Charles K. Lush. THE AUTOCRATS.
Crown Zvo. 6s.

'A clever story of American life. Its

atmosphere is convincing and striking.'-—
Vanity Fair.

'

Eminently readable with clever photo-
graphs of American social life.'—Standaid.

S. Macnaughtan. THE FORTUNE OF
CHRISTINA NACNAB. SecondEdition.
Crown %vo. 6s.

A. Macdonell. THE STORY OF
TERESA. Crown Bvo. 6s.

' Varied and clever characterisation and
close sympathy with humanity.'

— West-
minster Gazette.

' The book is bracing as the moor itself.

It has a threefold interest—its keen

characterisation, its psychological insight,
and its philosophy of life.'—Pilot.

Lucas Malet. See page 33.

Richard Marsh, Author of ' The Seen and
the Unseen.' BOTH SIDES OF THE
VEIL. Second Edition. Crown Zz'o. 6s.

' Here we have Mr. Marsh at his best.'—
Globe. See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

A. E. W. Mason, Author of ' The Courtship
of Morrice Buckler,' 'Miranda of the Bal-

cony,' etc. CLEMENTINA. Illustrated.

Crown Sz'o. 6s.
' A romance of the most delicate ingenuity

and humour . . . the very quintessence of

Toma.nce.'—S/ectator.

L. T.Meade. DRIFT. CrozunSvo. 6s.

'Well told, and full of incident and
character.'— ll'orld.

' A powerfulIy-WTOught story.'
—Birtning-

havi Post.
' A powerful story, which treats of the

drifting of a man of high intellectual gifts.'—Court Circular.

Bertram Mitford. THE SIGN OF THE
SPIDER, lujth Edition.

F. F. Montresor, Author of ' Into the High.
waysand Hedges.' THE ALIEN. Second
Edition. Croiin Sz'O. 6s.

'

P'resh, unconventional, and instinct with
hun\anfiymp:\thy.'—A/aHc/it-ster Guardian.

'

MissiMontresor creates licr tragedy out
of passions and necessities elementarily
human. Perfect art.'—Spectator.

Arthur Morrison. See page 34.

W. E. Norris. THE EMBARRASSING
ORPHAN. CrozvnSvo. 6s.

See also Fleur de Lis Novels.

Alfred Ollivant. OWD BOB, THE GREV
DOG OF KENMUIR. Ei/tA Edition.
Crozvn Zvo. 6s.

'Weird, thrilling, strikingly graphic.'—
Punch.

' We admire this book ... It is one to
read with admiration and to praise with
enthusiasm.'—Bookman.

'
It is a fine, open-air, blood-stirring book,

to be enjoyed by every man and wu^. 1 to
whom a dog is dear.'—Literature.

E. Phillips Oppenheim. MASTER OF
MEN. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6s.

Gilbert Parker, See page 34.

James Blythe Fatten. BIJLI, THE
DANCJ-.R. Crozvn Bvo. 6s.

Max Pemherton, THE FOOTSTEPS OF
A THRONE. Illustrated. Second Edi-
tion. Crozvn Zz'O. 6s.

_
'A story of pure adventure, with a sensa-

tion on e\ery page.'
—Daily if/ail.

I CROWN THEE KING. With Illus-

trations by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier.

Crown Sz'o. 6s.

'A romance of high adventure, of love and
war. It is a storj- of true love, of indomit-
able will, and of steadfastness that nothing
can withstand.'—Dniiy A^ezvs.

' A stirring tale.'—Outlook.

Eden PhillpottS. See page 34.

Walter Rasmiond, Author of 'Love and
Quitt Life.' FORTUNE'S DARLING.
Crozvn Zz'O. 6s.

Edith Eickert. OUT OF THE CYPRESS
SWAMP.

_
Crozvn Zvo. 6s.

' A tale in which a note of freshness and

individuality is struck, and the delicate

question of colour is handled with originality
and power. It has fine thrilling moments.

—Sfeetator.
' The whole story is admirably told. Not

even in
" Uncle Tom's Cabin

"
is there any-

thing more exciting than the bloodhound
chase after the hero.'— Tatler.

W. Pett Ridge. LOST PROPERTY.
Second Edition. Crozin Zvo. 6s.

' The story is an interesting and animate
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picture of the struggle for life in London,
with a natural humour and teodemess of its

own.
'—Scotstnan.

' A simple, delicate bit of work, which
will give pleasure to many. Much study of
the masses has made him, not mad, but

strong, and—wonder of wonders—cheerful.'— Times.

A really delightful life history of a
London foundling. Once more we have to

thank Mr. Pett Ridge for an admirable

study of London life.'—Sf>eciaior.

Mrs. M. H. Roberton. A GALLANT
QUAKER. Illustrated. Crown ^vo. 6s.

'It is a strong story of love and hate, of

religious excitement and calm faith.'—Leeds
Mercury.

W. Clark RusselL MY DANISH SWEET-
HEART. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Crouin Zvo. i>s.

Grace Rhys. THE WOOING OF
SHEILA. Second Edition. Crown ivo. 6s.

' A really fine book. A book that deserves

to live. Sheila is the sweetest heroine who
has lived in a novelist's pages for many a

day. Every scene and every incident has
the impress of truth. It is a masterly ro-

mance, and one that should be widely read
and appreciated.'

—Morning Leader.

W. Satchel! THE LANDOF THE LOST.
Crown Z''0. 6s.

'An exciting story . . . the plot and

passion are manaped with skill, and the

author shows himself a master of the art of

depicting human character.'—GlcLsgOTv Herald.

Adeline Sergeant. Author of ' The Story of
a Penitent Soul." A GREAT LADY.
Crown hvo. 6s.

THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD.
Crown &T0. 6s,

' A pleasant and excellently told story,
' natural and fresh.'—Giasg07u Herald.

' A wholesome novel, with plenty of
incident.

'—
Spectator.

W. F. Shannon. THE MESS deck.
Crown Zvo . ^s. 6d.

Helen Shipton. THE STRONG GOD
CIRCUMSTANCE. Crown Zvo. 6s.

Annie Swan. LOVE GROWN COLD.
Second Edition. Crown 8z'0. y.

' One of the strongest books that the

author has yet given us. We feel that the

characters are t.iken from life. The story
is told with delicacy and restraint.'—Daily
News.

Benjamin Swift, Author of 'Siren City.'
SORUON. CrownZvo. 6s.

' Handled with a skill and a power

that are almost unfailing. The book is

thoroughly good. It absorbs as much by its

ingenuity in the use of material as by the
force of its imagination."—Academy.
'The author tells his story with great

dramatic inteiitness, with simplicity, and
strength.'—Daily News.

' A remarkable, venturesome, painful, and
interesting book. The story is beautifully
told ; it is rare pleasure to read such writing,
so simple, finely balanced, graceful, refined,
yet forcible.'— World.

Paul Waineman. A HEROINE FROM
FINL.'\ND. Crown Svo. 6s.

' Fresh in subject and treatment.'—Academy.
' An idyll of country life which has the

charm of entire novelty and freshness.'^

Morning Leader.
' This tale of Russian and Finnish life is a

most readable and emhralling one. The
story is simple yet strong, and reveals
intimate knowledge of Finnish life and
manners.'—.Scotsman.

'
.K delightful story.'

—Daily Express.
'This lovely tale.'—Manchester Guardian.
'A v-iN-id picture of pastoral life in a

beautiful and too little known country'.'
—Pail Mall Gazette.

R. B. Townshend. LONE PINE : A Ro-
mance of Mexican Life. Crown Zvo. 6s.

H. B. Marriott Watson. THE SKIRTS
OF HAPPY CHANCE. Illustrated.
Second Edition, Crown Svo, 6s.

' Mr. Watson's light touch, his genuine
sense of humour, his ingenuity, and, above
all, his polished and clear-cut stvie will pro-
vide genuine entertainment.'—Pilot.

H. G. Wells. THE STOLEN BACILLUS,
and other Stories. Second Edition. Crown
Zvo. 6s.

THE PLATTNER STORY and Others.
Second Edition Crown Zvo. 6s.

Stanley Wesonan, Author of ' A Gentleman
of France.' UNDER THE RED ROBE.
With lllustratious by R. C. Woodville,
Seventeenth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s.

'

Every one who reads books at all must
read this thrilling romance, from the first

page of which to the last the breathless
reader is haled along. An inspiration of
manliness and courage.'

—Daily Chronicle.

Zack, Author of '

Life is Life.' TALES OF
DUNSTABLE WEIR. Crown &vo. 6s.

"|Zack" draws her pictures with great
detail; they are indeed Dutch interiors in

their fidelity to the small things of life.'—
Westminster Gazette.
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Crozvn %vo. 3^. 60^
Messrs. Methuen are now publishing popular Novels in a n^u, nn^

charming style of binding. Ultimately, fhi's Lnes w'^lV comafn Te 11^2
Andrew Balfour.

books

To ARMS !

Vengeance is Mine.

^ ^ M. C. Balfour.
The Fall of the sparkow.

Jane Barlow.
The Land of the shamrock.
A Creel of Irish Stories.
From the East Unto the West.

J. A. Barry.
In the Great Deep.

E. F. Benson.
The Capsina.
DoDo : A Detail of the Dav.
The Vintage.

J. Bloundelle-Burton.
IN THE Day of adversity.
De.nou.nced.
The Clash of Arms.
Across the Salt Seas.
Servants of Sin.

Mrs. Caffyn (Iota).Anne Maulevhkek.
Ada Cambridge.Path and Goal.

Mrs. W. K Clifford.A Woman Alone.
A Flash of summer.

J. Maclaren Cobban.THE Angel of the Covenant.
Julian Corbett.

A BUSINESS IN GRriAT WATERS.
L. Cope Comford.

Sons of adversity.

Stephen Crane.
Wounds in the Kai.\.

B. M. Croker.
A State Secret.
Peggy of the Bartons.

Hope Dawlish.A Secretary of Legation.

A. J. Dawson.
Daniel White.

Evelyn Dickinson.
A Vicar's Wife.
The Sin of angels.

Harris Dickson.The Black Wolf's Breed.

Menie Muriel Do'wie.
The Crook of the Bough.

Mrs. Dudeney.The Third Floor.

Sara Jeannette Duncan
A Voyage of Consolatio.N'.
The Path of a Star.

G. Man'ville Fenn.
An Electric Spark.
The Star Gazers.
Eli's Children.
A Double Knot.

Jane H. Findlater.
A Daughter of Strife.
Rachel.

Mary Findlater.Betty MiiSGRAvi:.
^^^<^^^'^

T-„„ Jane H. and Mary Findlater.Tales that are i old.
"*»iiaTOi.

J. S. Fletcher.THE Paths of the Pklul.mThe Builders.

M. E. Francis.Miss Erin.
«**iwo.

Mary Gaunt.
Kirkham's Find.
Deadman's.
The Moving Finger.

Dorothea Gerard.Things THAT have iiAPPi-Nhi..

R. Murray Gilchrist.Willowbrakl.

T,,^ ^ George Gissing.The Crown of luil.

Charles Gleig.Bunter's Cruise.
S. Gordon.A Handful of E.\otils.

_ „ C. F. Gosa.THE Redemption of I)a\iu Corson.

„ ^ E. M'Queen Gray.My Stewardship. '

Elsa.

Robert Hichens.
byeways.

^ ^ I. Hooper.The Singer of Maklv.

Emily Lawless.
HURRISH.
Maelcho.

Norma Lorimer.
Mirry-Ann.
JosiAH's Wife.

Edna LyalL
Derrick Vauchan, Novelist.

, ^ Hannah Lynch.An Odd Experiment.

Richard Marsh.
The Seen and the Unseen.
Marvels a.\d Mysteries.

W. E. Norris.
Matthew Austi.v.
His Grace.
The Despotic Lady.
Clarissa Furiosa.
giles incilby.
AN Octave.
Jacks Father.
a deplorable affair.

Mrs. Oliphant.
Sir Robert's Fortune.
The Two Marys.
The Ladys v\ alk.
The Prodigals.

Mary A. Owen.
The Daughter of Alouette.

Maiy L Tendered.
AN Englishman.
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Mrs. Penny.A FOREST Officer.
R. Orton Prowse,The Poison of asis.
Richard Pryce.

Time and the Wmman.
The Quiet Mrs. flemint..

W. Pett Ridge.A SON' or THB STATE.
Secretary to Ii.wnh, Mr.

Morley Roberts.
The Plunderers.

Marshall Saunders.
ROSE A Charlitte.

W. C. Scully.
The White Hecato.mu.
Between Sun and .sand.
A Vendetta of the desert.

R. N. Stephens,
AN ENF.MY TO THE KING.
A Gentleman player.

E. H. Strain.
Elmslib's Drac-.net.

Esme Stujirt,
A Woman of Tortv.
Christalla.

Duchess of Sutherland.
One Hour a.nd the Ne.\ r.

Benjamin Swift.
Siren City.

Victor Waite.
Cross trails.

Mrs. Walford.
Successors to the Trn e.

Percy White.
A Passionate Pilgki.m.

Mrs. C. N. Williamson.
The Adventure of Princess Sylvia,

X. L.
AUT DIADOLUS AUT NIHIU

a5ooIi5 for Mo^s an^ Giuls

Crown 8vo. y. dd.
P n

The Icelander's Sword. By S. Barinp-Gouid.
Two LITTLE Children and ching. By Edith e.

Cuthcll.
TODDLEBF.N'S Hero. By M. M. Blake.
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