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Chapter 1

WANTED AT REHEARSAL

Jerramy, thirty years' stage-door keeper at the Theatre Royal, Norcaster,
had come to regard each successiveMonday morning as a time for the
renewal of old acquaintance. For at any rate forty-six weeks of the fifty-
two, theatrical companies came and went at Norcaster with unfailing
regularity. The company which presented itself for patronage in the first
week of April in one year was almost certain to presentitself again in the
corresponding week of the next year. Sometimes new facescame with it,
but as a rule the same old favourites showed themselves for a good
many yearsin succession.And every actor and actresswho cameto Nor-
casterknew Jerramy. He was the first official person encountered on en-
tering upon the businessof the week. He it was who handed out the little
bundles of letters and papers, who exchanged the first greetings, of
whom one could make useful inquiries, who always knew exactly what
advice to give about lodgings and landladies. From noon onwards of
Mondays, when the newcomers beganto arrive at the theatre for the cus-
tomary one o'clock call for rehearsal, Jerramy was invariably employed
in hearing that he didn't look a day older, and was as blooming as ever,
and sure to last another thirty years, and his reception always culmin-
ated in a hearty handshake and genial greeting from the great man of the
company, who, of course, after the fashion of magnates, always turned
up at the end of the irregular procession, and was not seldom late for the
fixture which he himself had made.

At a quarter past one of a certain Monday afternoon in the course of a
sunny October, Jerramy leaned over the half-door of his sanctum in con-
versation with an anxious-eyed man who for the past ten minutes had
hung about in the restlessfashion peculiar to those who are waiting for
somebody. He had looked up the street and down the street a dozen
times; he had pulled out his watch and compared it with the clock of a
neighbouring church almost as often; he had several times gone up the
dark passagewhich led to the dressing-rooms, and had come back again



looking more perplexed than ever. The fact was that he was the business
manager of the great Mr. BassettOliver, who was opening for the week
at Norcaster in his latest success,and who, not quite satisfied with the
way in which a particular bit of it was being played called a special re-
hearsal for a quarter to one. Everything and everybody was ready for
that rehearsal, but the great man himself had not arrived. Now Mr. Bas-
sett Oliver, as every man well knew who ever had dealings with him,
was not one of the irregular and unpunctual order; on the contrary, he
was a very martinet as regarded rule, precision and system; moreover,
he always did what he expected each member of his company to do.
Therefore his non-arrival, his half hour of irregularity, seemed all the
more extraordinary.

"Never knew him to be late beforeNnever!" exclaimed the business
manager, impatiently pulling out his watch for the twentieth time. "Not
in all my ten years' experience of himNnot once."

"l suppose you've seenhim this morning, Mr. Stafford?" inquired Jer-
ramy. "He's in the town, of course?"

"l suppose he'sin the town," answered Mr. Stafford. "I suppose he's at
his old quartersNthe 'Angel.' But | haven't seenhim; neither had Roth-
wellNwe've both beentoo busy to call there. | expect he came on to the
‘Angel’ from Northborough yesterday."

Jerramy opened the half-door, and going out to the end of the passage,
looked up and down the street.

"There's a taxi-cab coming round the corner now," he announced
presently. "Coming quick, tooNI should think he's in it."

The business manager bustled out to the pavement asthe cab cameto
a halt. But instead of the fine face and distinguished presenceof Mr. Bas-
sett Oliver, he found himself confronting a young man who looked like a
well-set-up subaltern, or a cricket-and-football loving undergraduate; a
somewhat shy, rather nervous young man, scrupulously groomed, and
neatly attired in tweeds, who, at sight of the two men on the pavement,
immediately produced a card-case.

"Mr. BassettOliver?" he said inquiringly. "Is he here?INI've got an ap-
pointment with him for one o'clock, and I'm sorry I'm lateNmy trainN"

“"Mr. Oliver is not here vyet," broke in Stafford. "He's late,
tooNunaccountably late, for him. An appointment, you say?"

He was looking the stranger over as he spoke, taking him for some
stage-struck youth who had probably persuaded the good-natured actor
to give him an interview. His expression changed, however; as he



glanced at the card which the young man handed over, and he started a
little and held out his hand with a smile.

"Oh!NMr. Copplestone?" he exclaimed. "How do you do? My name's
StaffordNI'm Mr. Oliver's business manager. So he made an appoint-
ment with you, did heNhere, today? Wants to seeyou about your play,
of course."

Again he looked at the newcomer with a smiling interest, thinking
secretly that he was a very youthful and ingenuous being to have written
a play which BassettOliver, a shrewd critic, and by no means easy to
please,had beeneagerto accept,and was about to produce. Mr. Richard
Copplestone, seenin the flesh, looked very young indeed, and very un-
like anything in the shape of a professional author. In fact he very much
reminded Stafford of the fine and healthy young man whom one seeson
the playing fields, and certainly does not associate with pen and ink.
That he was not much used to the world on whose edge he just then
stood Stafford gathered from a boyish trick of blushing through the tan
of his cheeks.

"| got awire from Mr. Oliver yesterdayNSunday," replied Mr. Copple-
stone. "l ought to have had it in the morning, | suppose, but I'd gone out
for the day, you knowNgone out early. Sol didn't find it until | got back
to my rooms late at night. | got the next train | could from King's Cross,
and it was late getting in here."

"Then you've practically beentravelling all night?" remarked Stafford.
"Well, Mr. Oliver hasn't turned upNmost unusual for him. | don't know
whereN" Justthen another man came hurrying down the passagefrom
the dressing-rooms, calling the business manager by name.

"l say, Stafford!" he exclaimed, as he emerged on the street. "This is a
queer thing!NI'm sure there's something wrong. I've just rung up the
‘Angel’ hotel. Oliver hasn't turned up there! His rooms were all ready for
him as usual yesterday, but he never came. They've neither seen nor
heard of him. Did you see him yesterday?"

"No!" replied Stafford. "I didn't. Never seen him since last thing
Saturday night at Northborough. He ordered this rehearsal for oneNno,
a quarter to one, here, today. But somebody must have seenhim yester-
day. Where's his dresserNwhere's Hackett?"

"Hackett's inside," said the other man. "He hasn't seenhim either, since
Saturday night. Hackett has friends living in these partsNhe went off to
see them early yesterday morning, from Northborough, and he's only
just come. So he hasn't seen Oliver, and doesn't know anything about
him; he expected, of course, to find him here."



Stafford turned with a wave of the hand towards Copplestone.

"So did this gentleman,” he said. "Mr. Copplestone, this is our stage-
manager, Mr. Rothwell. Rothwell, this is Mr. Richard Copplestone, au-
thor of the new play that Mr. Oliver's going to produce next month. Mr.
Copplestone got a wire from him yesterday, asking him to come here
today at one o'clock, He's travelled all night to get here."

"Where was the wire sent from?" asked Rothwell, a sharp-eyed, keen-
looking man, who, like Stafford, was obviously interested in the new
author's boyish appearance. "And when?"

Copplestone drew some letters and papers from his pocket and selec-
ted one. "That's it," he said. "There you areNsent off from Northborough
at nine-thirty, yesterday morningNSunday."

"Well, then he was at Northborough at that time," remarked Rothwell.
“Look here, Stafford, we'd better telephone to Northborough, to his
hotel. The 'Golden Apple,' wasn't it?"

"No good,” replied Stafford, shaking his head. "The 'Golden Apple'
isn't on the 'phoneNold-fashioned place. We'd better wire."

“Too slow," said Rothwell. "We'll telephone to the theatre there, and
ask them to step across and make inquiries. Come on!Nlet's do it at
once."

He hurried inside again, and Stafford turned to Copplestone.

"Better send your cab away and come inside until we get some news,"
he said. "Let Jerramy take your things into his sanctumNhe'll keep an
eye on them till you want themNI supposeyou'll stop at the 'Angel' with
Oliver. Look here!" he went on, turning to the cabdriver, "just you wait a
bitNI  might want you; wait ten minutes, anyway. Come in, Mr.
Copplestone.”

Copplestone followed the business manager up the passage to a
dressing-room, in which a little elderly man was engaged in unpacking
trunks and dress-baskets.He looked up expectantly at the sound of foot-
steps;then looked down again at the work in hand and went silently on
with it.

“This is Hackett, Mr. Oliver's dresser," said Stafford. "Been with
himNhow long, Hackett?"

"“Twenty years next January, Mr. Stafford,” answered the dresser
quietly.

"Ever known Mr. Oliver late like this?" inquired Stafford.

"Never, sir! There's something wrong," replied Hackett. “I'm sure of it.
| feel it! You ought to go and look for him, some of you gentlemen."



"Where?" asked Stafford. "We don't know anything about him. He's
not come to the 'Angel,’ as he ought to have done, yesterday. | believe
you're the last person who saw him, Hackett. Aren't you, now?"

"I saw him at the 'Golden Apple' at Northborough at twelve o'clock
Saturday night, sir," answered Hackett. "l took a bag of his to his rooms
there. He was all right then. He knew | was going off first thing next
morning to seean uncle of mine who's a farmer on the coast between
here and Northborough, and he told me he shouldn't want me until one
o'clock today. So of course, | came straight here to the theatreNI didn't
call in at the 'Angel' at all this morning."

"Did he say anything about his own movements yesterday?" asked
Stafford. "Did he tell you that he was going anywhere?"

“Not a word, Mr. Stafford,” replied Hackett. "But you know his habits
as well as | do."

"Just so," agreed Stafford. "Mr. Oliver,” he continued, turning to
Copplestone, "is a great lover of outdoor life. On Sundays, when we're
travelling from one town to another, he likes to do the journey by mo-
torNalone. In acaselike this, where the two towns are not very far apart,
it's his practice to find out if there's any particular beauty spot or place of
interest between them, and to spend his Sunday there. | daresay that's
what he did yesterday. You see,all last week we were at Northborough.
That, like Norcaster, is a coasttownNthere's fifty miles between them. If
he followed out his usual plan he'd probably hire a motor-car and follow
the coast-road, and if he came to any place that was of special interest,
he'd stop there. ButNin the usual way of thingsNhe'd have turned up at
his rooms at the 'Angel' hotel here last night. He didn'tNand he hasn't
turned up here, either. So where is he?"

"Have you made inquiries of the company, Mr. Stafford?" asked Hack-
ett. "Most of 'em wander about a bit of a SundayNthey might have seen
him."

"Good idea!" agreed Stafford. He beckoned Copplestone to follow him
on to the stage,where the members of the company sat or stood about in
groups, each consciousthat something unusual had occurred. "It's really
a queer, and perhaps a serious thing," he whispered as he steered his
companion through a maze of scenery."And if Oliver doesn't turn up,
we shall be in a fine mess. Of course, there's an understudy for his part,
butNI say!" he went on, as they stepped upon the stage, "Have any of
you seenMr. Oliver, anywhere, since Saturday night? Can anybody tell
anything about himNanything at all? BecauseNit's uselessto deny the



factNhe's not come here, and he's not come to town at all, so far as we
know. SoN"
Rothwell came hurrying on to the stage from the opposite wings. He
hastened across to Stafford and drew him and Copplestone a little aside.
“I've heard from Northborough," he Said."l 'phoned Waters, the man-
ager there, to run acrossto the 'Golden Apple' and make inquiries. The
‘Golden Apple' people say that Oliver left there at eleven o'clock yester-

day morning. He was alone. He simply walked out of the hotel. And
they know nothing more."



Chapter 2

GREY ROCK AND GREY SEA

The three men stood for a while silently looking at each other. Copple-
stone, asa stranger, secretly wondered why the two managers seemedso
concerned;to him adelay of half an hour in keeping an appointment did
not appear to be quite as serious asthey evidently considered it. But he
had never met Bassett Oliver, and knew nothing of his ways; he only
beganto comprehend matters when Rothwell turned to Stafford with an
air of decision.

"Look here!" he said. "You'd better go and make inquiry at Northbor-
ough. Seeif you cantrack him. Something must be wrongNperhaps seri-
ously wrong. You don't quite understand, do you, Mr. Copplestone?"he
went on, giving the younger man a sharp glance."You see,we know Mr.
Oliver so wellNwe've both been with him a good many years. He's a
model of system, regularity, punctuality, and all the rest of it. In the or-
dinary course of events, wherever he spent yesterday, he'd have been
sure to turn up at his rooms at the '‘Angel' hotel last night, and he'd have
walked in here this morning at half-past twelve. As he hasn't done either,
why, then, something unusual has happened. Stafford, you'd better get a
move on."

"Wait a minute," said Stafford. He turned again to the groups behind
him, repeating his question.

"Has anybody anything to tell?" he asked anxiously. "We've just heard
that Mr. Oliver left his hotel at Northborough yesterday morning at elev-
en o'clock, alone, walking. Has anybody any idea of any project, any ex-
cursion, that he had in mind?"

An elderly man who had beenin conversation with the leading lady
stepped forward.

"I was talking to Oliver about the coast scenery between here and
Northborough the other dayNFriday," he remarked. "He'd never seen
itNI told him | used to know it pretty well once.He said he'd try and see
something of it on SundayNyesterday, you know. And, | sayN" here he



came closer to the two managers and lowered his voiceN"that coastis
very wild, lonely, and a good bit dangerousNsharp and precipitous
cliffs. En?"

Rothwell clapped a hand on Stafford's arm.

"You'd really better be off to Northborough," he said with decision.
"You're sure to come across traces of him. Go to the 'Golden
Apple'Nthen the station. Wire or telephone meNhere. Of course, this
rehearsal's off. About this eveningNoh, well, a lot may happen before
then. But go at onceNI believe you can get expressesfrom here to North-
borough pretty often."

"I'l go with youNif | may," said Copplestone suddenly. "I might be of
use. There's that cab still at the door, you knowNshall we run up to the
station?"

"Good!" assented Stafford. "Yes, come by all means." He turned to
Rothwell for a moment. "If he should turn up here, 'phone to Waters at
the Northborough theatre, won't you?" he said. "We'll look in there as
soon as we arrive."

He hurried out with Copplestone and together they drove up to the
station, where an expresswas just leaving for the south. Once on their
way to Northborough, Stafford turned to his companion with a grave
shake of the head.

"| daresay you don't quite seethe reason of our anxiety," he observed.
"You see,we know Oliver. He's atrick of wandering about by himself on
SundaysNwhen he gets the chance.Of course when there's a long jour-
ney between two towns, he doesn't get the chance,and then he'sall right.
But when, asin this case,the town of one week is fairly closeto the town
of the next, he invariably spots some place of interest, an old castle,or a
ruined abbey, or some famous house, and goeslooking round it. And if
he's been exploring some spot on this coast yesterday, and it's as that
chap Rutherford said, wild and dangerous, why, thenN"

"You think he may have had an accidentNfallen over the cliffs or
something?" suggested Copplestone.

"l don't like to think anything," replied Stafford. "But | shall be a good
deal relieved if we can get some definite news about him."

The first half-hour at Northborough vyielded nothing definite. A tele-
phone messagefrom Rothwell had just come to the theatre when they
drove up to itNnothing had so far been heard of the missing man at
NorcasterNeither at theatre or hotel. Stafford and Copplestone hurried
acrossto the "Golden Apple" and interviewed its proprietor; he, keenly
interested in the affair, could tell no more than that Mr. BassettOliver,
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having sent his luggage forward to Norcaster, had left the house on foot
at eleven o'clock the previous morning, and had beenseento walk across
the market-place in the direction of the railway station. But an old head-
waiter, who had served the famous actor's breakfast, was able to give
some information; Mr. Oliver, he said, had talked alittle to him about the
coastscenery between Northborough and Norcaster, and had asked him
which stretch of it was worth seeing. It was his impression that Mr. Oliv-
er meant to break his journey somewhere along the coast.

"Of course, that's it," said Stafford, as he and Copplestone drove off
again. "He's gone to some place between the two towns. But where?
Anyhow, nobody's likely to forget Oliver if they've once seenhim, and
wherever he went, he'd have to take a ticket. ThereforeNthe booking-
office."

Here at last, was light. One of the clerks in the booking-office camefor-
ward at once with news. Mr. Bassett Oliver, whom he knew well
enough, having seenhim on and off the stageregularly for the past five
years, had come there the previous morning, and had taken a first-class
single ticket for Scarhaven.He would travel to Scarhavenby the 11.35
train, which arrived at Scarhavenat 12.10.Where was Scarhaven?On the
coast, twenty miles off, on the way to Norcaster; you changed for it at
Tilmouth Junction. Was there a train leaving soon for Scarhaven?There
wasNin five minutes.

Stafford and Copplestone presently found themselves travelling back
along the main line. A run of twenty minutes brought them to the junc-
tion, where, at an adjacent siding they found a sort of train in miniature
which ran over a narrow-gauge railway towards the sea.lIts course lay
through a romantic valley hidden between high heather-clad moorland,;
they saw nothing of their destination nor of the coastuntil, coming to a
stop in a little station perched high on the side of a hill they emerged to
see shore and sealying far beneath them. With a mutual consent they
passed outside the grey walls of the station-yard to take a comprehens-
ive view of the scene.

"Just the place to attract Oliver!" muttered Stafford, as he gazed
around him. "He'd revel in itNfairly revel!"

Copplestone gazed at the scenein silence. That was the first time he
had ever seenthe Northern coast,and the strange glamour and romance
of this stretch of it appealed strongly to his artistic senses.He found him-
self standing high above the landward extremity of a narrow bay or
creek, much resembling a Norwegian fiord in its general outlines; it ran
in from the seabetween high shelving cliffs, the slopes of which were
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thickly wooded with the hardier varieties of tree and shrub, through
which at intervals great, gaunt massesof grey rock cropped out. On the
edge of the water at either side of the bay were lines of ancient houses
and cottagesof grey walls and red roofs, built and grouped with the ir-
regularity of individual liking; on the north side rose the square tower
and low nave of a venerable church; amidst a mass of wood on the op-
posite side stood a great Norman keep, half ruinous, which looked down
on apicturesque house at its foot. Quays, primitive and quaint, ran along
between the old cottages and the water's edge; in the bay itself or nest-
ling against the worn timbers of the quays, were small craft whose red
sails hung idly against their tall masts and spars. And at the end of the
qguays and the wooded promontories which terminated the land view,
lay the North Sea,cold, grey, and mysterious in the waning October
light, and out of its bosom rose, close to the shore, great massesof high
grey rocks, strong and fantastic of shape,and further away, almost indis-
tinct in the distance, an island, on the highest point of which the ruins of
some old religious house were silhouetted against the horizon.

"Just the place!" repeated Stafford. "He'd have cheerfully travelled a
thousand miles to seethis. And nowNwe know he came hereNwhat we
next want to know is, what he did when he got here?"

Copplestone, who had beentaking in every detail of the scenebefore
him, pointed to a house of many gablesand queer chimneys which stood
a little way beneath them at the point where the waters of a narrow
stream ran into the bay.

“That looks like an inn," he said. "l think | can make out a sign on the
gable-end. Let's go down there and inquire. He would get here just about
time for lunch, wouldn't he, and he'd probably turn in there. AlsoNthey
may have atelephone there, and you can call up the theatre at Norcaster
and find out if anything's been heard yet."

Stafford smiled approvingly and started out in the direction of the
buildings towards which Copplestone had pointed.

"Excellent notion!" he said. "You're quite a businessmanNan unusual
thing in authors, isn't it? Come on, thenNand that is an inn, tooNI can
make out the sign nowNThe ‘'Admiral's Arms'NMary Wooler. Let's
hope Mary Wooler, who's presumably the landlady, can give us some
useful news!"

The "Admiral's Arms" proved to be an old-fashioned, capacious
hostelry, eminently promising and comfortable in appearance, which
stood on the edge of a broad shelf of headland, and commanded a fine
view of the little village and the bay. Stafford and Copplestone, turning
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in at the front door, found themselvesin a deep, stone-paved hall, on one
side of which, behind a bar window, a pleasant-faced, buxom woman,
silk-aproned and smartly-capped, was busily engaged in adding up
columns of figures in a big account-book. At sight of strangers she threw
open a door and smilingly invited them to walk into a snugly furnished
bar-parlour where a bright fire burned in an open hearth. Stafford gave
his companion a lookNthis again was just the sort of old-world place
which would appeal to Basset Oliver, supposing he had come across it.

"I wonder if you can give me some information?" he asked presently,
when the good-looking landlady had attended to their requests for re-
freshment. "l suppose you are the landladyNMrs. Wooler? Well, now,
Mrs. Wooler, did you have a tall, handsome, slightly grey-haired gentle-
man in here to lunch yesterdayNsay about one o'clock?"

The landlady turned on her questioner with an intelligent smile.

"You mean Mr. Oliver, the actor?" she said.

"Good!" exclaimed Stafford, with a hearty sigh of relief. "I do! You
know him, then?"

“I've often seenhim, both at Northborough and at Norcaster," replied
Mrs. Wooler. "But | never saw him here before yesterday. Oh, yes! of
course | knew him as soon as he walked in, and | had a bit of chat with
him before he went out, and he remarked that though he'd been coming
into these parts for some years, he'd never been to Scarhaven be-
foreNusually, he said, he'd gone inland of a Sunday, amongst the hills.
Oh, yes, he was hereNhe had lunch here."

"We're seeking him," said Stafford, going directly to the question. "He
ought to have turned up at the '‘Angel Hotel' at Norcaster last night, and
at the theatre today at noonNhe did neither. I'm his business manager,
Mrs. Wooler. Now can you tell us anythingNmore than you've already
told, | mean?"

The landlady, whose face expressed more and more concern as
Stafford spoke, shook her head.

"l can't!" she answered. "l don't know any more. He was here perhaps
an hour or so. Then he went away, saying he was going to have a look
round the place. | expected he'd come in again on his way to the station,
but he never did. Dear, dear! | hope nothing's happened to himNsuch a
fine, pleasant man. AndN"

"AndNwhat?" asked Stafford.

"These cliffs and rocks are so dangerous,” murmured Mrs. Wooler. "
often say that no stranger ought to go alone here. They aren't safe, these
cliffs."
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Stafford set down his glass and rose.

"l think you've got a telephone in your hall," he said. "I'll just call up
Norcaster and find out if they've heard anything. If they haven'tN"

He shook his head and went out, and Copplestone glanced at the
landlady.

"You say the cliffs are dangerous," he said. "Are they particularly so?"

“To people who don't know them, yes," shereplied. "They ought to be
protected, but then, of course, we don't get many tourists here, and the
Scarhavenpeople know the danger spots well enough. Then again at the
end of the south promontory there, beyond the KeepN"

"Is the Keep that high square tower amongst the woods?" asked
Copplestone.

"That's itNit's all that's left of the old castle," answered Mrs. Wooler.
"Well, off the point beneaththat, there's a group of rocksNyou'd perhaps
noticed them as you came down from the station? They've various
namesNthere's the King, the Queen, the Sugar-Loaf, and so on. At low
tide you can walk acrossto them. And of course, some people like to
climb them. Now, they're particularly dangerous! On the Queen rock
there's a great hole called the Devil's Spout, up which the searushes.
Everybody wants to look over it, you know, and if a man was there
alone, and his foot slipped, and he fell, whyN"

Stafford came back, looking more cast down than ever.

"They've heard nothing there," he announced. "Come onNwe'll go
down and seeif we can hear anything from any of the people. We'll call
in and seeyou later, Mrs. Wooler, and if you can make any inquiries in
the meantime, do. Look here," he went on, when he and Copplestone
had got outside, "you take this south side of the bay, and I'll take the
north. Ask anybody you seeNany likely personNfishermen and so on.
Then come back here. And if we've heard nothingN"

He shook his head significantly, ashe turned away, and Copplestone,
taking the other direction, felt that the manager's despondency was in-
fluencing himself. A sudden disappearance of this sort was surely not to
be explained easilyNnothing but exceptional happenings could have
kept Bassett Oliver from the scene of his week's labours. There must
have beenan accidentNit needed little imagination to conjure up its easy
occurrence. A too carelessstep, atoo near approach, a loose stone, a sud-
den giving way of crumbling soil, the shifting of an already detached
rockNany of these things might happen, and thenNbut the thought of
what might follow cast a greyer tint over the already cold and grey sea.
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He went on amongst the old cottagesand fishing huts which lay at the
foot of the wooded heights on the tops of whose pines and firs the gaunt
ruins of the old Keep seemedto stand sentinel. He made inquiry at open
doors and of little groups of men gathered on the quay and by the
drawn-up boatsNnobody knew anything. According to what they told
him, most of these people had been out and about all the previous after-
noon; it had been a particularly fine day, that Sunday, and they had all
been out of doors, on the quay and the shore, in the sunshine. But
nobody had any recollection of the man described, and Copplestone
came to the conclusion that Oliver had not chosenthat side of the bay.
There was, however, one objection to that theoryNso far as he could
judge, that side was certainly the more attractive. And he himself went
on to the end of itNon until he had left quay and village far behind, and
had come to a spit of sand which ran out into the seaexactly opposite the
group of rocks of which Mrs. Wooler had spoken. There they lay, rising
out of the surf like great monsters, a half-mile from where he stood. The
tide was out at that time, and between him and them stretched a shining
expanseof glittering wet sand. And, coming straight towards him across
it, Copplestone saw the slim and graceful figure of a girl.
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Chapter

THE MAN WHO KNEW SOMETHING

It was not from any idle curiosity that Copplestone made up his mind to
await the girl's nearer approach. There was no other human being in
view, and he was anxious to get some information about the rocks whose
grim outlines were rapidly becoming faint and indistinct in the gathering
darkness. And so asthe girl came towards him, picking her way across
the pools which lay amidst the brown ribs of sand, he went forward,
throwing away all formality and reserve in his eagerness.

"Forgive me for speaking so unceremoniously,” he said as they met.
"I'm looking for a friend who has disappearedNmysteriously. Can you
tell me if, any time yesterday, afternoon or evening, you saw anywhere
about here a tall, distinguished-looking manNthe actor type. In fact, he
is an actorNperhaps you've heard of him? Mr. Bassett Oliver."

He was looking narrowly at the girl as he spoke, and she, too, looked
narrowly at him out of a pair of grey eyesof more than ordinary intelli-
genceand perception. And at the famous actor's name she started a little
and a faint colour stole over her cheeks.

"Mr. Bassett Oliver!" she exclaimed in a clear, cultured voice. "My
mother and | saw Mr. Oliver at the Northborough Theatre on Friday
evening. Do you mean that heN"

"I meanNto put it bluntlyNthat Bassett Oliver is lost," answered
Copplestone. "He cameto this place yesterday, Sunday, morning, to look
round; he lunched at the 'Admiral's Arms,' he went out, after a chat with
the landlady, and he's never been seensince. He should have turned up
at the 'Angel' at Norcaster last night, and at a rehearsal at the Theatre
Royal there today at noonNbut he didn't. His manager and | have
tracked him hereNand so far | can't hear of him. I've asked people all
through the villageNthis side, anywayNnobody knows anything."

He and the girl still looked attentively at each other; Copplestone, in-
deed, was quietly inspecting her while he talked. He judged her to be
twenty-one or two; she was a little above medium height, slim, graceful,
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pretty, and he was quick to notice that her entire air and appearancesug-
gested their present surroundings. Her fair hair escapedfrom a knitted
cap such asfisher-folk wear; her slender figure was shown to advantage
by arough blue jersey; her skirt of blue sergewas short and practical; she
was shod in brogues which showed more acquaintance with sand and
salt water than with polish. And her face was tanned with the strong
northern winds, and the ungloved hands, small and shapely as they
were, were brown as the beach across which she had come.

"| have not seenNnor heardNof Mr. Bassett OliverNhere," she
answered. "I was out and about all yesterday afternoon and evening,
tooNnot on this side of the bay, though. Have you been to the police-
station?"

“The manager may have beenthere," replied Copplestone. "He's gone
along the other shore. ButNI don't think he'll get any help there. I'm
afraid Mr. Oliver must have met with an accident. | wanted to ask you a
questionNl saw you coming from the direction of those rocks just now.
Could he have got out there across those sands, yesterday afternoon?"

"Between three o'clock and eveningNyes," said the girl.

"AndNis it dangerous out there?"

"Very dangerous indeedNto any one who doesn't know them."

"There's something there called the Devil's Spout?"

"YesNa deep fissure up which the seaboils. Oh! it seemsdreadful to
think ofNI hope he didn't fall in there. If he didN"

"Well?" asked Copplestone bluntly, "what if he did?"

"Nothing ever cameout that oncewent in," she answered. "It's a sort of
whirlpool that's sucked right away into the sea.The people hereabouts
say it's bottomless."

Copplestone turned his face towards the village.

"Oh, well," he said, with an accent of hopelessness."l can't do any
more down here, it's growing dusk. | must go back and meet the
manager."

The girl walked along at his side as he turned towards the village.

"I suppose you are one of Mr. Oliver's company?" she observed
presently. "“You must all be much concerned."

"They're all greatly concerned,"answered Copplestone. "But | don't be-
long to the company. NoNI cameto Norcaster this morning to meet Mr.
OliverNhe's goingNI hope | oughtn't to say was going!Nto produce a
play of mine next month, and he wanted to talk about the rehearsals.
Everything, of course, was at a standstill when | reached Norcaster at
one o ‘clock, so | came with Stafford, the business manager, to seewhat
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we could do about tracking Mr. Oliver. And I'm afraid, I'm very much
afraidN"

He paused, as a gate, setin the thick hedge of a garden at this point of
the village, suddenly opened to let out a man, who at sight of the girl
stopped, hesitated, and then waited for her approach. He was a tall,
well-built man of apparently thirty years, dressed in a rough tweed
knickerbocker suit, but the dusk had now so much increased that
Copplestone could only gather an impression of ordinary good-looking-
ness from the face that was turned inquiringly on his companion. The
girl turned to him and spoke hurriedly.

“This is my cousin, Mr. Greyle, of Scarhaven Keep," she murmured.
"He may be able to help. Marston!" she went on, raising her voice, "can
you give any help here? This gentlemanN" she paused, looking at
Copplestone.

"My name is Richard Copplestone," he said.

"Mr. Copplestone is looking for Mr. BassettOliver, the famous actor,"
she continued, as the three met. "Mr. Oliver has mysteriously disap-
peared. Mr. Copplestone hastraced him here, to ScarhavenNhe was here
yesterday, lunching at the innNbut he can't get any further news. Did
you see anything, or hear anything of him?"

Marston Greyle, who had beeninspecting the stranger narrowly in the
fading light, shook his head.

"BassettOliver, the actor," he said. "Oh, yes, | saw his name on the bills
in Norcaster the other day. Came here, and has disappeared, you say?
Under what circumstances?"

Copplestone had listened carefully to the newcomer's voice; more par-
ticularly to his accent.He had already gathered sufficient knowledge of
Scarhavento know that this man was the Squire, the master of the old
house and grey ruin in the wood above the cliff, he also happened to
know, being something of an archaeologist and well acquainted with
family histories, that there had been Greyles of Scarhavenfor many hun-
dred years. And he wondered how it was that though this Greyle's voice
was pleasant and cultured enough, its accent was decidedly American.

"Perhaps I'd better explain,” said Copplestone. "I've already told most
of it to this lady, but you will both understand more fully if | tell you
more. It's this wayN" and he went on to tell everything that had
happened and come to light since one o'clock that day. "Soyou see,it's
here," he concluded; "we're absolutely certain that Oliver went out of the
'‘Admiral's Arms' up there about half-past two yesterday, butNwhere?
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From that moment, no one seemsto have seenhim. Yet how he could
come along this village street, this quay, without being seenN"

"He need not have come along the quayside," interrupted the girl.
"There is a cliff path just below the inn which leads up to the Keep."

"Also, he mayn't have taken this side of the bay, either." remarked
Greyle. "He may have chosenthe other. You didn't seeor hear of him on
your side, Audrey?"

"Nothing!" replied the girl. "Nothing!"

Marston Greyle had fallen into line with the other two, and they were
now walking along the quay in the direction of the "Admiral's Arms."
And presently Stafford, accompanied by a policeman, came hurriedly
round a corner and quickened his steps at sight of Copplestone. The po-
liceman, evidently much puzzled and interested, saluted the Squire ob-
sequiously as the two groups met.

"No news at all'" exclaimed Stafford, glancing at Copplestone's com-
panions. "You got any?"

"None," replied Copplestone. "Not a word. This is Mr. Greyle, of the
KeepNhe has heard nothing. This ladyNMiss Greyle?Nwas out a good
deal yesterday afternoon; she knows Oliver quite well by sight, but she
did not see him. So if you've no newsN"

Marston Greyle interrupted, turning to the policeman.

"What ought to be done, Haskett?" he asked. "You've had casesof dis-
appearance to deal with before, en?"

"Can't say as | have, sir, in my time,” answered the policeman.
“Leastways, not of this sort. Of course, we can get search parties togeth-
er, and one of 'em can go along the coastnorth'ards, and the other can go
south'ards, and we might have a look round the rocks out yonder, to-
morrow, as soon as it's light. But if the gentleman went out there, and
had the bad luck to fall into that Devil's Spout, why, then, sir, I'm afraid
all the searching in the world'll do no good. And the queer thing is, gen-
tlemen, if | may expressan opinion, that nobody ever saw the gentleman
after he had left Mrs. Wooler's! That seemsN"

A fisherman camelounging acrossthe quay from the shadow of one of
the neighbouring cottages. He touched his cap to Marston Greyle, and
looked inquiringly at the two strangers.

"Are you the gentlemen asis asking after another gentleman?" he said.
Causeif so, | make no doubt ashow | had aword or two with him yes-
terday afternoon."

Stafford and Copplestone turned sharply on the newcomerNan eld-
erly man of plain and homely aspect who responded frankly to their
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guestioning glances. He went on at once, before they could put their
guestions into words.

"It 'ud be about half-past two, or maybe a bit nearer three o'clock,” he
said. "Up yonder it was, about a hundred yards this side of the
‘Admiral's Arms.' | was sitting on a baulk o' timber there, doing nothing,
when he comesalongNa tall, fine-looking man. He gives me a pleasant
sort o' nod, and said it was a grand day, and we got talking a bit, about
the scenery and such-like, and he said he'd never been here before. Then
he pointed up to the big house and the old Keep yonder, and asked
whose place that might be, and | said that was the Squire's. 'And who
may the Squire be?' says he. 'Mr. Marston Greyle,' says |, 'Recentcome
into the property.' 'Marston Greyle!" he says, sharp-like. 'Why, | used to
know a young man of that very name in America!' he says. 'Very like,'
says|, 'l have heard as how the Squire had beenin them parts before he
came here.''Blessme!' he says,'lI've a good mind to call on him. How do
you get up there?' he says. Sol showed him that side path that runs up
through the plantation to near the top, and | told him that if he followed
that till he cameto the Keep, he'd find another path there aswould take
him to the door of the house. And he gave me a shilling to drink his
health, and off he went, the way as I'd pointed out. D'ye think that'll be
the same gentleman, now?"

Nobody answered this question. Everybody there was looking at Mar-
ston Greyle. The little group had drawn near to the light of one of the
three gas-lamps which feebly illuminated the quay; it seemedto Copple-
stone that the Squire's face had paled when the fisherman arrived at the
middle of his story. But it flushed as his companion turned to him, and
he laughed, a little uneasily.

"Said he knew meNin America?" he exclaimed. "I don't remember
meeting Mr. BassettOliver out there. But then | met so many Englishmen
in one place or another that | may have been introduced to him some-
where, at some time, andNforgotten all about it."

Stafford spokeNwith unnecessary abruptness, in Copplestone's
opinion.

"I don't think it very likely that any one would forget BassettOliver,"
he said. "He isn'tNor wasn'tNthe sort of man anybody could forget,
oncethey'd met him. AnyhowNdid he cometo your house yesterday af-
ternoon as this man suggests?"

Marston Greyle drew himself up. He looked Stafford up and down.
Then he made a slight gesture to the girl, whose face had already as-
sumed a troubled expression.
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“If | had seenMr. BassettOliver yesterday, sir, we should not be dis-
cussing his possible whereabouts now," said Greyle, icily. "Are you com-
ing, Audrey?"

The qirl hesitated, glanced at Copplestone, and then walked away
with her cousin. Stafford sniffed contemptuously.

"Ass!" he muttered. "Couldn't he seethat what | meant was that Oliver
must either have been mistaken, or have referred to some other Greyle
whom he met? Hang his pride! Well, now," he went on, turning to the
fisherman, "you're dead certain about what you've told us?"

"As certain as mortal man can be of aught there is!" answered the in-
formant. "Sure certain, mister."

"Make a note of it, constable," said Stafford. "Mr. Oliver was last seen
going up the path to the Keep, having said he meant to call on Mr. Mar-
ston Greyle. I'll call on you again tomorrow morning. Copplestone!" he
went on, drawing his companion away, "I'm off to NorcasterN| shall see
the police there and get detectives. There's something seriously wrong
hereNand by heaven, we've got to get to the bottom of it! Now, look
hereNwill you stay here for the night, so asto be on the spot? I'll come
back first thing in the morning and bring your luggageNI can't come
sooner, for there are heaps of business matters to deal with. You
willNgood! Now | can just catch a train. Copplestone!Nkeep your eyes
and ears open. It's my firm beliefNI don't know whyNthat there's been
foul play. Foul play!"

Stafford hurried away up hill to the station, and Copplestone, after
waiting a minute or two, turned along the quay on the north of the
bayNfollowing Audrey Greyle, who was in front, alone.
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Chapter

THE ESTATE AGENT

Copplestone had kept a sharp watch on Marston Greyle and his cousin
when they walked off, and he had seenthat they had parted at a point a
little farther along the shore roadNthe man turning up into the wood,
the girl going forward along the quay which led to the other half of the
village. He quickened his pace and followed her, catching her up as she
came to a path which led towards the old church. At the sound of his
hurrying stepssheturned and faced him, and he saw in the light of a cot-
tage lamp that she still looked troubled and perplexed.

"Forgive me for running after you," said Copplestone ashe went up to
her. "I just wanted to say that I'm sorry aboutNabout that little scene
down there, you know. Your cousin misunderstood Mr. StaffordNwhat
Stafford meant was thatN"

"l saw what Mr. Stafford meant," she broke in quickly. "I'm sorry my
cousin didn't see it. It wasNobvious."

"All the same, Stafford put it ratherNshall we say, brusquely,” re-
marked Copplestone. "Of course, he'sterribly upset about Oliver's disap-
pearance, and he didn't consider the effect of his words. And it was
rather a surprise to hear that Oliver had known some man of your
cousin's name over there in America, wasn't it?"

"And that Mr. Oliver should mysteriously disappear just after making
such an announcement,” said Audrey. "That certainly seems very
surprising."

The two looked at each other, a question in the eyes of each, and
Copplestone knew that the trouble in the girl's eyesarose from inability
to understand what was already a suspicious circumstance.

"But after all, that may have been a mere coincidence," he hastened to
say. "Let's hope things may be cleared. | only hope that Oliver hasn't met
with an accident and is lying somewhere without help. I'm going to re-
main here for the night, however, and Stafford will come back early in
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the morning and go more thoroughly into thingsNI suppose there!ll
have to be a search of the neighbourhood."

They had walked slowly up a path on the side of the cliff as they
talked, and now the girl stopped before a small cottage which stood at
the end of the churchyard, setin a tree-shaded garden, and looking out
on the bay. Shelaid her hand on the gate, glancing at Copplestone, and
suddenly she spoke, a little impulsively.

"Will you comein and speakto my mother?" she said. "Shewas a great
admirer of Mr. Oliver's actingNand she knew him at one time. She will
be interestedNand grieved."

Copplestone followed her up the garden and into the house, where
she led the way into a small old-fashioned parlour in which a grey-
haired woman, who had once been strikingly handsome, and whose face
seemedto the visitor to bear traces of great trouble, satwriting at a bur-
eau. Sheturned in surprise as her daughter led Copplestone in, but her
manner became remarkably calm and collected as Audrey explained
who he was and why he was there. And Copplestone, watching her nar-
rowly, fancied that he saw interest flash into her eyeswhen she heard of
BassettOliver's remark to the fisherman. But she made no comment, and
when Audrey had finished the story, sheturned to Copplestone asif she
had already summed up the situation.

"We know this place so wellNhaving lived here so long, you know,"
she said, "that we can make a fairly accurate guess at what Mr. Oliver
might do. There seemsno doubt that he went up the path to the Keep.
According to Mr. Marston Greyle's statement, he certainly did not go to
the house. Well, he might have done one of two other things. There is a
path which leads from the Keep down to the beach,immediately oppos-
ite the big rocks which you have no doubt seen. There is another path
which turns out of the woods and follows the cliffs towards Lenwick, a
village along the coast,a mile away. ButNat that time, on a Sunday after-
noon, both paths would be frequented. Speaking from knowledge, |
should say that Mr. Oliver cannot have left the woodsNhe must have
been seenhad he done so. It's impossible that he could have gone down
to the shore or along the cliffs without being seen, tooNimpossible!"

There was a certain amount of insistence in the last few words which
puzzled CopplestoneNalso they conveyed to him a queer suggestion
which repulsed him; it was almost asif the speakerwas appealing to him
to use his own common-sense about a difficult question. And before he
could make any reply Mrs. Greyle put a direct inquiry to him.

"What is going to be done?"
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"I don't know, exactly," answered Copplestone. "I'm going to stay here
for the night, anyway, on the chance of hearing something. Stafford is
coming back in the morningNhe spoke of detectives."

He looked a little doubtfully at his questioner as he uttered the last
word, and again he saw the sudden strange flash of unusual interest in
her eyes, and she nodded her head emphatically.

"Precisely!Nthe proper thing to do," she said. "There must have been
foul playNmust!"

"Mother!" exclaimed Audrey, half doubtfully. "Do you really
thinkNthat?"

"I don't think anything else,"replied Mrs. Greyle. "I certainly don't be-
lieve that BassettOliver would put himself into any position of danger
which would result in his breaking his neck. Bassett Oliver never left
Scarhaven Wood!"

Copplestone made no comment on this direct assertion.

Instead, after a brief silence, he asked Mrs. Greyle a question.

"You knew Mr. OliverNpersonally?"

"Five and twenty years agoNyes," she answered. "l was on the stage
myself before my marriage. But | have never met him since then. | have
seen him, of course, at the local theatres."

"HeNyou won't mind my asking?" said Copplestone, diffidently, "he
didn't know that you lived here?"

Mrs. Greyle smiled, somewhat mysteriously.

"Not at allNmy name wouldn't have conveyed anything to him," she
answered. "He never knew whom | married. Otherwise, if he met some
one named Marston Greyle in America he would have connected him
with me, and have made inquiry about me, and had he known 1 lived
here, he would have called. It is odd, Audrey, that if your cousin met Mr.
Oliver over there he should have forgotten him. For one doesn't easily
forget a man of reputationNand Mr. Oliver was that of course!Nand on
the other hand, Marston Greyle is not a common name. Did you ever
hear the name before, Mr. Copplestone?"

"Only in connection with your own familyNl have read of the Greyles
of Scarhaven,"replied Copplestone. "But, after all, | supposeit is not con-
fined to your family. There may be Greyles in America. WellNit's all
very queer," he went on, as he rose to leave. "May | come in tomorrow
and tell you what's being done?NI'm sure Stafford means to leave no
stone unturnedNhe's tremendously keen about it."
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"Do!" said Mrs. Greyle, heartily. "But the probability is that you'll see
us out and about in the morningNwe spend most of our time out of
doors, having little else to do."

Copplestone went away feeling more puzzled than ever.

Now that he was alone, for the first time since meeting Audrey Greyle
on the beach, he was able to reflect on certain events of the afternoon in
uninterrupted fashion. He thought over them ashe walked back towards
the "Admiral's Arms." It was certainly a strange thing that BassettOliver,
after remarking to the fisherman that he had known a Mr. Marston
Greyle in America, and hearing that the Squire of Scarhavenhad beenin
that country, should have gone up to the house saying that he would call
on the Squire and should never have been seenagain. It was certainly
strange that if this Marston Greyle, of Scarhaven,had met BassettOliver
in America he should have completely forgotten the fact. BassettOliver
had a considerable reputation in the United StatesNhe was, in fact, more
popular in that country than in his own, and he had toured in the prin-
cipal towns and cities acrossthere regularly for several years. To meet
him there was to meet a most popular celebrityNcould any man forget
it? Therefore, were there two men of the name of Marston Greyle?

That was one problemNclosely affecting Oliver's disappearance. The
other had nothing to do with Oliver's disappearanceNnevertheless, it in-
terested Richard Copplestone. He was a young man of quick perception
and accurate observation, and his alert eyes had seenthat the Squire of
Scarhaven occupied a position suggestive of power and wealth. The
house which stood beneaththe old Keep was one of size and importance,
the sort of place which could only be kept up by a rich
manNCopplestone's glances at its grounds, its gardens, its entrance
lodge, its entire surroundings had shown him that only a well-to-do man
could live there. How cameit, then, that the Squire's relationsNhis cous-
in and her motherNlived in a small and unpretentious cottage, and were
obviously not well off as regards material goods? Copplestone had the
faculty of seeingthings at a glance, and refined and cultivated asthe at-
mosphere of Mrs. Greyle's parlour was, it had taken no more than a
glance from his perceptive eyesto seethat he was there confronted with
what folk call genteel poverty. Mrs. Greyle's almost nun-like attire of
black had done duty for a long time; the carpet was threadbare; there
was an absenceof those little touches of comfort with which refined wo-
men of even modest means love to surround themselves; a sure instinct
told him that here were two women who had to carefully count their
pence, and lay out their shillings with caution. Genteel, quiet poverty,
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without doubtNand yet, on the other side of the little bay, a near kins-
man whose rent-roll must run to a few thousands a yeatr!

And yet one more curious occasion of perplexityNto add to the other
two. Copplestone had felt instinctively attracted to Audrey Greyle when
he met her on the sands, and the attraction increased as he walked at her
side towards the village. In his quiet unobtrusive fashion he had
watched her closely when they encountered the man whom she intro-
duced as her cousin; and he had fancied that her manner underwent a
curious change when Marston Greyle came on the sceneNshe had
seemed to become constrained, chilled, distant, aloofNnot with the
stranger, himself, but with her kinsman. This fancy had become assur-
ance during the conversation which had abruptly ended when Greyle
took offence at Stafford's brusque remark. Copplestone had seena sud-
den look in the girl's eyeswhen the fisherman repeated what Oliver had
said about meeting a Mr. Marston Greyle in America; it was a look of
sharply awakenedNwhat? Suspicion? apprehension?Nhe could not de-
cide. But it was the same look which had come into her mother's eyes
later on. Moreover, when the Squire turned huffily away, taking his
cousin with him, Copplestone had noticed that there was evidently a
smart passageof words between them after leaving the little group on
the quay, and they had parted unceremoniously, the man turning on his
heel up aside path into his own grounds and the girl going forward with
a sudden acceleration of pace. All this made Copplestone draw a
conclusion.

“There's no great love lost between the gentleman at the big house and
his lady relatives in the little cottage," he mused. "Also, around the gen-
tleman there appears to be some cloud of mystery. What?Nand has it
anything to do with the Oliver mystery?"

He went back to the inn and made his arrangements with its landlady,
who by that time was full to overflowing with interest and amazement at
the strange affair which had brought her this guest. But Mrs. Wooler had
eyesaswell asears, and noticing that Copplestone was already looking
weary and harassed, she hastened to provide a hot dinner for him, and
to recommend a certain claret which in her opinion possessedremark-
able revivifying qualities. Copplestone, who had eatennothing for sever-
al hours, accepted her hospitable attentions with gratitude, and he was
enjoying himself greatly in a quaint old-world parlour, in close proxim-
ity to a bright fire, when Mrs. Wooler entered with a countenance which
betokened mystery in every feature.
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"There'sthe estateagent, Mr. Chatfield, outside, very anxious to have a
word with you about this affair," she said. "Would you be for having him
in? He's the sort of man," she went on, sinking her tones to a whisper,
"who must know everything that's going on, and, of course, having the
position he has, he might be useful. Mr. Peter Chatfield, Mr. Greyle's
agent, and his uncle's before himNthat's who he isNPeeping Peter, they
call him hereabouts, because he's fond of knowing everybody's
business."

"Bring him in," said Copplestone. He was by no means averse to hav-
ing a companion, and Mrs. Wooler's graphic characterization had
awakened his curiosity. "Tell him | shall be glad to see him."

Mrs. Wooler presently ushered in a figure which Copplestone's dra-
matic senseimmediately seized on. He saw before him a tall, heavily-
built man, with alarge, solemn, deeply-lined face, out of which looked a
pair of the smallest and slyest eyes ever seenin a human beingNqueer,
almost hidden eyes, set beneath thick bushy eyebrows above which rose
the dome of an unusually high forehead and a bald head. As for the rest
of him, Mr. Peter Chatfield had a snub nose,awide slit of a mouth, and a
flabby hand; his garments were of a Quaker kind in cut and hue; he wore
old-fashioned stand-up collars and a voluminous black stock; in one
hand he carried a stout oaken staff, in the other a square-crowned beaver
hat; altogether, his mere outward appearancewould have gained notice
for him anywhere, and Copplestone rejoiced in him as a character. He
rose, greeted his visitor cordially, and invited him to a seat by the fire.
The estateagent settled his heavy figure comfortably, and made a careful
inspection of the young stranger before he spoke. At last he leaned
forward.

"Sir!" he whispered in a confidential tone. "Do you consider this here a
matter of murder?"
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Chapter

THE GREYLE HISTORY

If Copplestone had followed his first natural impulse, he would have
laughed aloud at this solemnly propounded question: asit was, he found
it difficult to content himself with a smile.

"Isn't it a little early to arrive at any conclusion, of any sort, Mr. Chat-
field?" he asked. "You haven't made up your own mind, surely?" Chat-
field pursed up his long thin lips and shook his head, continuing to stare
fixedly at Copplestone.

“Now | may have, and | may not have, mister," he said at last, sud-
denly relaxing. "What | was asking of wasNwhat might you consider?"

"| don't consider at allNyet," answered Copplestone. "It's too soon. Let
me offer you a glass of claret."

"Many thanks to you, sir, but it's too cold for my stomach," responded
the visitor. "A drop of gin, now, is more in my line, since you're so kind.
Ah, well, in any case,sir, this here is a very unfortunate affair. I'm a deal
upset by itNI am indeed!"

Copplestone rang the bell, gave orders for Mr. Chatfield's suitable en-
tertainment with gin and cigars, and making an end of his dinner, drew
up a chair to the fire opposite his visitor.

"You are upset, Mr. Chatfield?" he remarked. "Now, why?"

Chatfield sipped his gin and water, and flourished a cigar with a com-
prehensive wave of his big fat hand.

"Oh, in general, sir!" he said. "Things like this here are not pleasant to
have in a quiet, respectable community like ours. There's very wicked
people in this world, mister, and they will not control what's termed the
unruly member. They will talk. You'll excuseme, but | doubt not that I'm
a good deal more than twice your age,and I've learnt experience.My ex-
perience, sir, is that a wise man holds his tongue until he'scalled upon to
useit. Now, in my opinion, it was a very unwise thing of yon there sea-
going man, Ewbank, to say that this unfortunate play-actor told him that
he'd met our Squire in AmericaNvery unfortunate!"
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Copplestone pricked his ears. Had the estate agent come there to tell
him that? And if so, why?

"Oh!" he said. "You've heard that, have you? Now who told you that,
Mr. Chatfield? For | don't think that's generally known."

"If you knew this here village, mister, as well as what | do," replied
Chatfield coolly, "you'd know that there is known all over the place by
this time. The constable told me, and of course yon there man, Ewbank,
he'll have told it all round since he had that bit of talk with you and your
friend. He'll have beenin to every public there is in Scarhaven,repeating
of it. And a very, very serious complexion, of course, could be put on
them words, sir."

"How?" asked Copplestone.

"Put it to yourself, sir," replied Chatfield. "The unfortunate man comes
here, tells Ewbank he knew Mr. Greyle in that far-away land, says he'll
call on him, is seengoing towards the big houseNand is never seenno
more! Why, sir, what does human natureNwhich is wickedNsay?"

"What does your human natureNwhich I'm sure is not wicked, say?"
suggested Copplestone. "Come, now!"

"What | say, sir, is neither here nor there,"” answered the agent. "It's
what evil-disposed tongues says."

"But they haven't said anything yet," said Copplestone.

"I should say they've said a deal, sir,” responded Chatfield, lugubri-
ously. "I know Scarhaventongues. They'll have thrown out a deal of sus-
picious talk about the Squire."

"Have you seenMr. Greyle?" asked Copplestone. He was already sure
that the agent was there with a purpose, and he wanted to know its pre-
cise nature. "Is he concerned about this?"

"I have seen Mr. Greyle, mister, and he is concerned about what yon
man, Ewbank, related," replied Chatfield. "Mr. Greyle, sir, came straight
to meNI reside in a residence within the park. Mr. Greyle, mister, says
that he has no recollection whatever of meeting this play-actor person in
AmericaNhe may have done and he mayn't. But he doesn't remember
him, and it isn't likely he shouldNhim, an English landlord and a gentle-
man wouldn't be very like to remember a play-actor person that's here
today and gone tomorrow! | hope | give no offence, sirNmaybe you're a
play-actor yourself."

“I am not," answered Copplestone. He sat staring at his visitor for
awhile, and when he spoke again his voice had lost its cordial tone.
"Well," he said, "and what have you called on me about?"

Chatfield looked up sharply, noticing the altered tone.
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"To tell youNand them asyou no doubt representNthat Mr. Greyle
will be glad to help in any possible way towards finding out something
in this here affair,” he answered. "He'll welcome any inquiry that's
opened."

"Oh!" said Copplestone. "l see!But you're making a mistake, Mr. Chat-
field. | don't represent anybody. I'm not even a relation of Mr. Bassett
Oliver. In fact, | never met Mr. Oliver in my life: never spoke to him.
SoNI'm not here in any representative or official sense."

Chatfield's small eyes grew smaller with suspicious curiosity.

"Oh?" he said questioningly. "ThenNwhat might you be here for,
mister?"

Copplestone stood up and rang the bell.

“That's my business." he answered. "Sorry | can't give you any more
time," he went on as Mrs. Wooler opened the door. "I'm engaged now. If
you or Mr. Greyle want to seeMr. Oliver's friends | believe his brother,
Sir Cresswell Oliver, will be here tomorrowNhe's been wired for
anyhow."

Chatfield's mouth opened as he picked up his hat. He stared at this
self-assured young man as if he were something quite new to him.

"Sir Cresswell Oliver!" he exclaimed. "Did you say, sir?"

"| said Sir Cresswell OliverNquite plainly," answered Copplestone.

Chatfield's mouth grew wider.

"You don't mean to tell me that a play-actor's own brother to a titled
gentleman!" he said.

"Good-night!" replied Copplestone, motioning his visitor towards the
door. "l can't give you any more time, really. However, as you seem
anxious, Mr. BassettOliver is the younger brother of Rear-Admiral Sir
Cresswell Oliver, Baronet, and | should imagine that Sir Cresswell will
want to know a lot about what's become of him. Soyou'd betterNor Mr.
Greyle had betterNspeak to him. Now once moreNgood-night."

When Chatfield had gone, Copplestone laughed and flung himself in-
to an easychair before the fire. Of course, the stupid, ignorant, self-suffi-
cient old fool had come fishing for newsNhe and his master wanted to
know what was going to be done in the way of making inquiry. But
why?Nwhy so much anxiety if they knew nothing whatever about Bas-
sett Oliver's strange disappearance?"Why this profession of eager will-
ingness to welcome any inquiry that might be made? Nobody had ac-
cused Marston Greyle of having anything to do with Bassett Oliver's
strange exitNif it was an exitNwhy, thenN
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"But it's uselessspeculating,” he mused. "l can't do anythingNand here
| am, with nothing to do!"

He had pleaded an engagement,but he had none, of course. There was
a shelf of old books in the room, but he did not care to read. And
presently, hands in pockets, he lounged out into the hall and saw Mrs.
Wooler standing at the door of the little parlour into which she had
shown him and Stafford earlier in the day.

“There's nobody in here, sir,"” she said, invitingly; "if you'd like to
smoke your pipe hereN"

"Thank youNI will," answered Copplestone. "I got rid of that old fel-
low," he observed confidentially when he had followed the landlady
within, and had dropped into a chair near her own. "l think he had
comeNfishing."

"That's his usual occupation,” said Mrs. Wooler, with a meaning smile.
"l told you he was called Peeping Peter. He's the sort of man who will
have his nosein everybody's affairs. But," she added, with a shake of the
head which seemedto mean a good deal more than the smile, "he doesn't
often come here. This is almost the only house in Scarhaventhat doesn't
belong to the Greyle estate. This house, and the land round it, have be-
longed to the Wooler family aslong asthe rest of the place has belonged
to the Greyles. And many a Greyle has wanted to buy it, and every
Wooler has refused to sell itNand always will!"

“That's very interesting," said Copplestone. "Does the present Greyle
want to buy?"

The landlady picked up a piece of sewing and sat down in a chair
which seemedto be purposely placed so that she could keep an eye on
the adjacent bar-parlour on one side and the hall on the other.

"I don't know much about what the present Squire would like," she
said. "Nobody does. He's a newcomer, and nobody knows anything
about him. You saw him this afternoon?"

"I met ayoung lady on the sandswho turned out to be his cousin, and
he came up while | was talking to her," replied Copplestone. "Yes,| saw
him. I'm afraid Mr. Stafford, who came in here with me, you know, of-
fended him," he continued, and gave Mrs. Wooler an account of what
had happened. "Is he ratherNtouchy?" he concluded.

"l don't know that he is," she said. "No one seesmuch of him. You see
he's a stranger: although he's a Greyle, he's not a Scarhaven man. Of
course, | know all his family historyNI'm Scarhavenborn and bred. In
my time there have been three generations of Greyles. The first one |
knew was this Squire's grandfather, old Mr. Stephen Greyle: he died
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when | was a girl in my 'teens.He had three sonsand no daughters. The
three sons were all different in their tastesand ideas; the eldest, Stephen
John, who came into the estateson his father's death, was a real home
birdNhe never left Scarhavenfor more than a day or two at atime all his
life. And he never marriedNhe was areal old bachelor, almost a woman-
hater. The next one, Marcus, went out to America and settled thereNhe
was the father of this present Squire, Mr. Marston Greyle. Then there
was the third son, ValentineNhe went to live in London. And years after
he came back here, very poor, and settled down in a little house near
Scarhaven Church with his wife and daughterNthat was the daughter
you met this afternoon, Miss Audrey. | don't know why, and nobody
elseknows, either, but the last Squire, Stephen John, never had anything
to do with Valentine and his family; what's more, when Valentine died
and left the widow and daughter very poorly off, StephenJohndid noth-
ing for them. But he himself died very soon after Valentine, and then of
course, as Marcus had already died in America, everything came to this
Mr. Marston. And, as| said, he's a stranger to Scarhavenfolk and Scar-
haven ways. Indeed, you might say to England and English ways, for |
understand he'd never beenin England until he cameto take up the fam-
ily property."

"Is he more friendly with the mother and daughter than the last Squire
was?" asked Copplestone, who had been much interested in this chapter
of family history.

Mrs. Wooler made several stitches in her sewing before she answered
this direct question, and when, she spoke it was in lower tones and with
a glance of caution.

"He would be, if he could!" she said. "There are those in the village
who say that he wants to marry his cousin. But the truth isNso far asone
can seeor learn itNthat for some reason or other, neither Mrs. Valentine
Greyle nor Miss Audrey can bear him! They took some queer dislike to
the young man when he first came, and they've kept it up. Of course,
they're outwardly friendly, and he occasionally, | believe, goesto the cot-
tage, but they rarely go to the big house, and it's very seldom they're
ever seentogether. | have heardNone does hear things in villagesNthat
he'd be very glad to do something handsome for them, but they're both
asproud asthey're poor, and not the sort to acceptaught from anybody.
| believe they've just enough to live on, but it can't be a great deal, for
everybody knows that Valentine Greyle made ducks and drakes of his
fortune long before he came back to Scarhaven, and old Stephen John
only left them a few hundreds of pounds. HoweverNthere it is.
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However much the new Squire wants to marry his cousin, it's very flat
she'll not have anything to say to him. I've once or twice had an oppor-
tunity of seeingthose two together, and it's my private opinion that Miss
Audrey dislikes that young man just about as heartily as she possibly
could!

"What does Mr. Marston Greyle find to do with himself in this place?"
asked Copplestone, turning the conversation. "Can't be very lively for
him if he's a man of any activity."

"Oh, | don't know," replied Mrs. Wooler. "l think he's a good deal like
his uncle, the last squireNhe certainly never goes anywhere, except out
to seain his yacht. He shoots a bit, and fishes a bit, and so on, and
spends a lot of time with Peeping Peterhe'sa widower, is Chatfield, and
lives alone, except when his daughter runs down to seehim. And that
daughter, bye-the-bye, Mr. Copplestone, is on the stage."

"Dear me!" said Copplestone. "That is surprising! Her father made sev-
eral contemptuous references to play-actors when he was talking to me."

"Oh, he hatesthem, and all connected with them!" replied Mrs. Wool-
er, laughing. "All the same, his own daughter has beenon the stagefor a
good five years, and | fancy she'sdoing well. A fine, handsome girl she
is, tooNshe's been down here a good deal lately, andN"

The landlady suddenly paused, hearing a light step in the hall. She
glanced through the window and then turned to Copplestone with an
arch smile.

"Talk of theNyou know," she exclaimed. "Here's Addie Chatfield
herself!"
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Chapter 6

THE LEADING LADY

Copplestone looked up with interest as the door of the private parlour
was thrown open, and a tall, handsome young woman burst in with a
briskness of movement which betokened unusual energy and vivacity.
He got an impression of the old estate agent's daughter in one glance,
and wondered how Chatfield came to have such a good-looking girl as
his progeny. The impression was of dark, sparkling eyes, a mass of
darker, highly-burnished hair, bright colour, aflashing vivacious smile, a
fine figure, a general air of sprightliness and glowing healthNthis was
certainly the sort of personality that would recommend itself to a consid-
erable mass of theatre-goers, and Copplestone, as a budding dramatist,
immediately began to cast Addie Chatfield for an appropriate part.

The newcomer stopped short on the threshold as she caught sight of a
stranger, and she glanced with sharp inquisitiveness at Copplestone as
he rose from his chair.

"Oh!NI supposed you were alone, Mrs. Wooler," she exclaimed. "You
usually are, you know, so | came in anyhowNsorry!"

"Come in," said the landlady. "Don't go, Mr. Copplestone. This is Miss
Adela Chatfield. Your father has just been to see this gentleman, Ad-
dieNperhaps he told you?"

Addie Chatfield dropped into a chair at Mrs. Wooler's side, and
looked the stranger over slowly and carefully."

"No," she answered. "My father didn't tell meNhe doesn't tell me any-
thing about his own affairs. All his talk is about mineNthe iniquity of
them, and so on."

Sheshowed afine setof even white teeth asshe made this remark, and
her eyes sought Copplestone's again with a direct challenge. Copple-
stone looked calmly at her, half-smiling; he was beginning, in his youth-
ful innocence,to think that he already understood this type of young wo-
man. And seeing him smile, Addie also smiled.
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"Now | wonder whatever my father wanted to see you about?" she
said, with a strong accenton the personal pronoun. "For you don't look
his sort, and he certainly isn't yoursNunless you're deceptive."

"Perhaps | am," responded Copplestone, still keeping his eyeson her.
"Your father wanted to see me about the strange disappearance of Mr.
Bassett Oliver. That was all.”

The qirl's glance, bold and challenging, suddenly shifted before
Copplestone's steady look. She half turned to Mrs. Wooler, and her col-
our rose a little.

"I've heard of that," she said, with an affectation of indifference. "And
as| happen to know a bit of BassettOliver, | don't seewhat all this fussis
about. | should say BassettOliver took it into his head to go off some-
where yesterday on a little game of his own, and that he's turned up at
Norcaster by this time, and is safein his dressing-room, or on the stage.
That's my notion."

"I wish | could think it the correct one," replied Copplestone. "But we
can soon find out if it isNthere's atelephone in the hall. YetNI'm so sure
that you're wrong, that I'm not even going to ring Norcaster up. Mr. Bas-
sett Oliver hasNdisappeared here!"

"Are you a member of his company?" asked Addie, again looking
Copplestone over with speculative glances.

“Not at all! I'm a humble person whose play Mr. Oliver was about to
produce next month, in consequenceof which | came down to seehim,
and to find this state of affairs. AndNhaving nothing else to doNI'm
now here to help to find himNalive or dead."

"Oh!" said Addie. "SoNyou're a writer?"

"I understand that you are an actress?"responded Copplestone. "l
wonder if I've ever seen you anywhere?"

Addie bowed her head and gave him a sharp glance.

"Evidently not!" sheretorted. "Or you wouldn't wonder! As if anybody
could forget me, once they'd seenme! | believe you're pulling my leg,
though. Do you live in town?"

"l live," replied Copplestone slowly and with affected solemnity, "in
chambers in Jermyn Street."

"And do you mean to tell me that you didn't seeme last year in The
Clever Lady Hartletop?she exclaimed.

Copplestone put the tips of his fingers together and his head on one
side and regarded her critically.

"What part did you play?" he asked innocently.
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"Part? Why, the part, of course!" she retorted. "Goodness! Why, | cre-
ated it! And played it to crowded housesfor nearly two hundred nights,
too!"

"Ah!" said Copplestone. "But I'll make a confessionto you. | rarely visit
the theatre. | never saw Lady Hartletop.| haven't beenin atheatre of any
sort for two years. Soyou must forgive me. | congratulate you on your
success."

Addie received this tribute with a mollified smile, which changedto a
glance of surprised curiosity.

"You never go to the theatre?Nand yet you write plays!" she ex-
claimed. "That's queer, isn't it? But | believe writing people are
queerNthey look it, anyhow. All the same, you don't look like a
writerNwhat does he look like, Mrs. Wooler? Oh, | knowNa sort of nice
little officer boy, just washed and tidied up!"

The landlady, who had evidently enjoyed this passage at arms,
laughed as she gave Copplestone a significant glance.

"And when did you come down home, Addie?" she asked quietly. "
didn't know you were here again."

"Came down Saturday night,"” said Addie. "I'm on my way to Edin-
burghNbusiness there on Wednesday. So| broke the journey hereNjust
to pay my respects to my worshipful parent.”

"I think | heard you say that you knew Mr. Bassett Oliver?" asked
Copplestone. "You've met him?"

"Met him in this country and in America,” replied Addie, calmly. "He
was on tour over there when | wasNthree years ago. We were in two or
three towns together at the sametimeNdifferent houses,of course.| nev-
er saw much of him in London, though."

"You didn't see anything of him vyesterday, here?" suggested
Copplestone.

Addie stared and glanced at the landlady.

"Here?" she exclaimed. "Goodness, no! When I'm here of a Sunday, |
lie in bed all day, or most of it. Otherwise, I'd have to walk with my par-
ent to the family pew. NoNmy Sundays are days of rest! You really
think this disappearance is serious?"

"Oliver's managersNwho know him best, of courseNthink it most ser-
lous," replied Copplestone. "They say that nothing but an accident of a
really serious nature would have kept him from his engagements."

“Then that settlesit!" said Addie. "He's fallen down the Devil's Spout.
Plain as plain can be, that! He's made his way there, been a bit too
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daring, and slipped over the edge. And whoever falls in there never
comes out again!Nisn't that it, Mrs. Wooler?"

“That's what they say," answered the landlady.

"But | don't remember any accident at the Devil's Spout in my time."

"Well, there's been one now, anywayNthat's flat," remarked Addie.
"Poor old BassettNI'm sorry for him! Well, I'm off. Good-night, Mr.
CopplestoneNand perhaps you'll so far overcome your repugnance to
the theatre as to come and see me in one some day?"

"Supposing | escortyou homeward insteadNnow?" suggested Copple-
stone. "That will at least show that | am ready to become your
devotedN"

"Admirer, | suppose,”said Addie. "I'm afraid he'snot quite asinnocent
as he looks, Mrs. Wooler. WellNyou can escortme as far asthe gates of
the park, thenNI daren't take you further, becauseit's so dark in there
that you'd surely lose your way, and then there'd be a second disappear-
ance and all sorts of complications."

Shewent out of the inn, laughing and chattering, but once outside she
suddenly became serious, and she involuntarily laid her hand on
Copplestone's arm as they turned down the hillside towards the quay.

"I say!" she said in a low voice. "l wasn't going to ask questions in
there, butNwhat's going to be done about this Oliver affair? Of course
you're stopping here to do something. What?"

Copplestone hesitated before answering this direct question. He had
not seen anything which would lead him to suppose that Miss Adela
Chatfield was a disingenuous and designing young woman, but she was
certainly Peeping Peter'sdaughter, and the old man, having failed to get
anything out of Copplestone himself, might possibly have sent her to see
what she could accomplish. He replied noncommittally.

"I'm not in a position to do anything," he said. "I'm not a relativeNnot
even a personal friend. | daresay you know that Bassett Oliver
wasNone's already talking of him in the past tense!Nthe brother of
Rear-Admiral Sir Cresswell Oliver, the famous seaman?"

"l knew he was a man of what they call family, but | didn't know that,"
she answered. "What of it?"

"Stafford's wired to Sir Cresswell," replied Copplestone. "Hell be down
here some time tomorrow, no doubt. And of course he'll take everything
into his own hands."

"And he'll doNwhat?" she asked.

"Oh, | don't know," replied Copplestone. "Set the police to work, |
should think. They'll want to find out where BassettOliver went, where
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he got to, when he turned up to the Keep, saying he'd go and call on the
Squire, as he'd met some man of that name in America. By-the-bye, you
said you'd beenin America. Did you meet anybody of the Squire's name
there?"

They were passing along the quay by that time, and in the light of one
of its feeble gas-lamps he turned and looked narrowly at his companion.
He fancied that he saw her face change in expression at his question; if
there was any change, however, it was so quick that it was gone in a
second. She shook her head with emphatic decision.

"I?" she exclaimed. "Never! It's a most uncommon name, that. | never
heard of anybody called Greyle except at Scarhaven."

“The present Mr. Greyle came from America," said Copplestone.

"I know, of course,"” she answered. "But | never met any Greyles out
there. BassettOliver may have done, though. | know he toured in alot of
American townsNI only went to threeNNew York, Chicago, St. Louis. |
suppose,” she continued, turning to Copplestone with a suggestion of
confidence in her manner, "I suppose you consider it a very damning
thing that BassettOliver should disappear, after saying what he did to
Ewbank."

It was very evident to Copplestone that whether Miss Chatfield had
spoken the truth or not when she said that her father had not told her of
his visit to the "Admiral's Arms," shewas thoroughly conversant with all
the facts relating to the Oliver mystery, and he was still doubtful asto
whether she was not seeking information.

"Does it matter at all what | think," he answered evasively. "I've no
part in this affairNI'm a mere spectator. | don't know how what you
refer to might be considered by people who are accustomed to size
things up. They might say all that was a mere coincidence."

"But what do you think?" she said with feminine persistence."Come,
now, between ourselves?"

Copplestone laughed. They had come to the edge of the wooded park
in which the estateagent's house stood, and at a gate which led into it, he
paused.

"Between ourselves, then, | don't think at allNyet,” he answered. "|
haven't sized anything up. All | should say at present is that ifNor as, for
I'm sure the fisherman repeated accurately what he heardNas Oliver
said he met somebody called Marston Greyle in America, whyNI con-
clude he did. That's all. Now, won't you please let me seeyou through
these dark woods?"
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But Addie said her farewell, and left him somewhat abruptly, and he
watched her until she had passedout of the circle of light from the lamp
which swung over the gate. She passed on into the shadowsNand
Copplestone, who had already memorized the chief geographical points
of his new surroundings, noticed what she probably thought no stranger
would noticeNthat instead of going towards her father's house, she
turned up the drive to the Squire's.
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Chapter 7

LEFT ON GUARD

Stafford was back at Scarhaven before breakfast time next morning,
bringing with him aroll of copies of the NorcasterDaily Chronicle one of
which he immediately displayed to Copplestone and Mrs. Wooler, who
met him at the inn door. He pointed with great pride to certain staring
headlines.

"l engineered that!" he exclaimed. "Went round to the newspaper of-
fice last night and put them up to everything. Nothing like publicity in
these cases. There you are!

MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE OF FAMOUS ACTOR! BASSETT
OLIVER MISSING! INTERVIEW WITH MAN WHO SAW HIM LAST!

That's the style, Copplestone!Nevery human being along this coast'll
be reading that by now!"

"So there was no news of him last night?" asked Copplestone.

"Neither last night nor this morning, my boy," replied Stafford. "Of
course not! NoNhe never left here, not he! Now then, let Mrs. Wooler
serve us that nice breakfast which I'm sure shehasin readiness,and then
we're going to plunge into business, hot and strong. There's a couple of
detectives coming on by the nine o'clock train, and we're going to do the
whole thing thoroughly."

"What about his brother?" inquired Copplestone.

"I wired him last night to his London address, and got a reply first
thing this morning," said Stafford. "He's coming along by the 5:15A.M.
from King's CrossNhe'll be here before noon. | want to get things to
work before he arrives, though. And the first thing to do, of course,is to
make sympathetic inquiry, and to search the shore, and the cliffs, and
these woodsNand that Keep. All that we'll attend to at once."

But on going round to the village police-station they found that
Stafford's ideas had already been largely anticipated. The news of the
strange gentleman's mysterious disappearance had spread like wild-fire
through Scarhaven and the immediate district during the previous
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evening, and at daybreak parties of fisher-folk had begun a systematic
search. These parties kept coming in to report progress all the morning:
by noon they had all returned. They had searchedthe famous rocks, the
woods, the park, the Keep, and its adjacentruins, and the cliffs and shore
for some considerable distance north and south of the bay, and there was
no result. Not atrace, not a sign of the missing man was to be found any-
where. And when, at one o'clock, Stafford and Copplestone walked up to
the little station to meet Sir Cresswell Oliver, it was with the disappoint-
Ing consciousness that they had no news to give him.

Copplestone, who nourished a natural taste for celebrities of any sort,
born of his artistic leanings and tendencies, had looked forward with in-
terest to meeting Sir Cresswell Oliver, who, only a few months previ-
ously, had made himself famous by a remarkable feat of seamanship in
which great personal bravery and courage had beendisplayed. He had a
vague expectation of seeing a bluff, stalwart, sea-dog type of man; in-
stead, he presently found himself shaking hands with a very quiet-look-
ing, elderly gentleman, who might have been a barrister or a doctor, of
pleasant and kindly manners. With him was another gentleman of a sim-
ilar type, and of about the same age, whom he introduced as the family
solicitor, Mr. Petherton. And to thesetwo, in a private sitting-room at the
"Admiral's Arms," Stafford, as Bassett Oliver's business representative,
and Copplestone, as having remained on the spot since the day before,
told all and every detail of what had transpired sinceit was definitely es-
tablished that the famous actor was missing. Both listened in silence and
with deep attention; when all the facts had been put before them, they
went aside and talked together; then they returned and Sir Cresswell be-
sought Stafford and Copplestone's attention.

"l want to tell you young gentlemen precisely what Mr. Petherton and
| think it bestto do," he said in the mild and bland accentswhich had so
much astonished Copplestone. "We have listened, as you will admit,
with our best attention. Mr. Petherton, as you know, is a man of law; |
myself, when | have the good luck to be ashore, am a Chairman of
Quarter Sessions,so I'm accustomed to hearing and weighing evidence.
We don't think there's any doubt that my poor brother has met with
some curious mishap which has resulted in his death. It seems im-
possible, going on what you tell us from the evidence you've collected,
that he could ever have approached that Devil's Spout place unseen; it
also seemsimpossible that he could have had a fatal fall over the cliffs,
since his body has not been found. NoNwe think something befell him
in the neighbourhood of ScarhavenKeep. But what? Foul play? Possibly!
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If it wasNwhy? And there are three people Mr. Petherton and | would
like to speak to, privatelyNthe fisherman, Ewbank, Mr. Marston Greyle,
and Mrs. Valentine Greyle. We should like to hear Ewbank's story for
ourselves; we certainly want to seethe Squire; and I, personally, wish to
seeMrs. Greyle because,from what Mr. Copplestone there hastold us, |
am quite sure that I, too, knew her a good many years ago, when shewas
acquainted with my brother Bassett.So we propose, Mr. Stafford, to go
and seethesethree peopleNand when we have seenthem, | will tell you
and Mr. Copplestone exactly what |, asmy brother's representative, wish
to be done."

The two younger men waited impatiently in and about the hotel while
their elders went on their self-appointed mission. Stafford, essentially a
man of activity, speculated on their reasonsfor seeing the three people
whom Sir Cresswell Oliver had specifically mentioned: Copplestone was
meanwhile wondering if he could with propriety pay another visit to
Mrs. Greyle's cottage that night. It was drawing near to dusk when the
two quiet-looking, elderly gentlemen returned and summoned the
younger onesto another conference.Both looked asreserved and bland
aswhen they had setout, and the old seaman’'svoice was just assuave as
ever when he addressed them.

"Well, gentlemen," he said, "we have paid our visits, and | suppose |
had better tell you at once that we are no wiser asto actual facts than we
were when we left you earlier in the afternoon. The man Ewbank stands
emphatically by his story; Mr. Marston Greyle says that he cannot re-
member any meeting with my brother in America, and that he certainly
did not call on him here on Sunday: Mrs. Valentine Greyle has not met
Bassettfor a great many years. NowNthere the matter stands. Of course,
it cannot rest there. Further inquiries will have to be made. Mr. Petherton
and | are going on to Norcaster this evening, and we shall have a very
substantial reward offered to any person who can give any information
about my brother. That may result in somethingNor in nothing. As to
my brother's businessarrangements, | will go fully into that matter with
you, Mr. Stafford, at Norcaster, tomorrow. Now, Mr. Copplestone, will
you have a word or two with me in private?"

Copplestone followed the old seamaninto a quiet corner of the room,
where Sir Cresswell turned on him with a smile.

"l take it," he said, "that you are a young gentleman of leisure, and that
you can abide wherever you like, en?"

"Yes, you may take that as granted," answered Copplestone, wonder-
ing what was coming.
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"Doesn't much matter if you write your plays in Jermyn Street
orNanywhere else, eh?" questioned Sir Cresswell with a humorous
smile.

"Practically, no," replied Copplestone.

Sir Cresswell tapped him on the shoulder.

"l want you to do me afavour," he said. "l shall take it as a kindness if
you will. | don't want to talk about certain ideas which Petherton and |
have about this affair, yet, anywayNnot even to youNbut we have
formed some ideas this afternoon. Now, do you think you could manage
to stay where you are for a week or two?"

"Here?" exclaimed Copplestone.

“This seemsvery comfortable,” said Sir Cresswell, looking round. "The
landlady is a nice, motherly person; she gave me a very well-cooked
lunch; this is a quiet room in which to do your writing, eh?"

"Of course | can stay here," answered Copplestone, who was a good
deal bewildered. "ButNmayn't | know whyNand in what capacity?"

"Justto keep your eyesand your earsopen,” said Sir Cresswell. "Don't
seemto make inquiriesNin fact, don't make any inquiryNdo nothing. |
don't want you to do any private detective workNnot ! Juststop here a
bitNamuse  yourselfNwriteNreadNand watch  things  quietly.
AndNdon't be crossNI've an elderly man's privilege, you knowNyou'll
send your bills to me."

"Oh, that's all right, thanks!" said Copplestone, hurriedly. "I'm pretty
well off as regards this world's goods."

"So | guessed when | found that you lived in the expensive atmo-
sphere of Jermyn Street," said Sir Cresswell, with a sly laugh. "But all the
same, you'll let me be paymaster here, you knowNthat's only fair."

"All rightNcertainly, if you wish it," agreed Copplestone. "But look
hereNwon't you trust me? | assureyou I'm to be trusted. You suspect
somebody! Hadn't you better give me your confidence? | won't tell a
soulNand when | say that, | mean it literally. | won't tell one single soul!"

Sir Cresswell waited a moment or two, looking quietly at Copplestone.
Then he clapped a hand on the young man's shoulder.

"All right, my lad," he said. "Yes!Nwe do suspectsomebody. Marston
Greyle! Now you know it."

"l expectedthat,"” answered Copplestone. "All right, sir. And my orders
areNjust what you said."

"Just what | said," agreed Sir Cresswell. "Carry on at thatNeyes and
ears open; no fuss; everything quiet, unobtrusive, silent.
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MeanwhileNPetherton will be at work. And | sayNif you want com-
pany, you knowNl think you'll find it across the bay there at Mrs.
Greyle'sNeh?"

"I was there last night,” said Copplestone. "l liked both of them very
much. You knew Mrs. Greyle once upon a time, | think; you and your
brother?"

"We did!" replied Sir Cresswell, with a sigh. "Um!Nthe fact is, both
Bassettand | were in love with her at that time. Shemarried another man
instead. That's all!"

He gave Copplestone a squeeze of the elbow, laughed, and went
acrossto the solicitor, who was chatting to Stafford in one of the bow
windows. Ten minutes later all three were off to Norcaster, and Copple-
stone was alone, ruminating over this sudden and extraordinary change
in the hiterto even tenor of his life. Little more than twenty-four hours
previously, all he had been concerned about was the production of his
play by BassettOliverNhere he was now, mixed up in a drama of real
life, with BassettOliver asits main figure, and the plot asyet unrevealed.
And he himself was already committed to play in itNbut what part?

Now that the others had gone, Copplestone began to feel strangely
alone. He had accepted Sir Cresswell Oliver's commission readily, feel-
ing genuinely interested in the affair, and being secretly conscious that
he would be glad of the opportunity of further improving his acquaint-
ancewith Audrey Greyle. But now that he considered things quietly, he
beganto seethat his position was a somewhat curious and possibly invi-
dious one. He was to watchNand to seem not to watch. He was to
listenNand appear not to listen. The task would be difficultNand per-
haps unpleasant. For he was very certain that Marston Greyle would re-
sent his presencein the village, and that Chatfield would be suspicious
of it. What reason could he, an utter stranger, have for taking up his
guarters at the "Admiral's Arms?" The tourist seasonwas over: Autumn
was well setin; with Autumn, on that coast,came weather which would
send most southerners flying homewards. Of course, these people would
say that he was left there to peep and pryNand they would all know that
the Squire was the object of suspicion. It was all very well, his telling
Mrs. Wooler that being an idle man he had taken a fancy to Scarhaven,
and would stay in her inn for a few weeks, but Mrs. Wooler, like every-
body else,would seethrough that. However, the promise had been giv-
en, and he would keep itNliterally. He would do nothing in the way of
active detective workNhe would just wait and see what, if anything,
turned up.
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But upon one thing Copplestone had made up his mind determinedly
before that second evening cameNhe would make no pretence to
Audrey Greyle and her mother. And availing himself of their permission
to call again, he went round to the cottage, and before he had beenin it
five minutes told them bluntly that he was going to stay at Scarhaven
awhile, on the chance of learning any further news of Bassett Oliver.

"Which," he added, with a grim smile, "seemsabout as likely asthat I
should hear that | am to be Lord Chancellor when the Woolsack is next
vacant!"

"You don't know," remarked Mrs. Greyle. "A reward for information is
to be offered, isn't it?"

"Do you think that will do much good?" asked Copplestone.

"It depends upon the amount," replied Mrs. Greyle. "We know these
people. They are close and reservedNno people could keep secretsbet-
ter. For all one knows, somebody in this village may know something,
and may at present feel it wisest to keep the knowledge to himself. But if
moneyNwhat would seem a lot of moneyNcomes into questionNah!"

"Especially if the information could be given in secret,” said Audrey.
"Scarhavenfolk love secrecyNit's the salt of life to them: it's in their very
blood. Chatfield is an excellent specimen. He'll watch you as a cat
watches a mouse when he finds you're going to stay here."

"l shall be quite open," said Copplestone. "I'm not going to indulge in
any secretinvestigations. But | mean to have a thorough look round the
place. That Keep, now?Nmay one look round that?"

“There's a path which leads close by the Keep, from which you can get
a good outside view of it," replied Audrey. "But the Keep itself, and the
rest of the ruins round about it are in private ground."”

"But you have a key, Audrey, and you can take Mr. Copplestone in
there," said Mrs. Greyle. "And you would show him more than he would
find out for himselfNAudrey," she continued, turning to Copplestone,
"knows every inch of the place and every stone of the walls."

Copplestone made no attempt to concealhis delight at this suggestion.
He turned to the girl with almost boyish eagerness.

"Will you?" he exclaimed. "Do! When?"

“Tomorrow morning, if you like," replied Audrey. "Meet me on the
south quay, soon after ten."

Copplestone was down on the quay by ten o'clock. He becameaware
as he descendedthe road from the inn that the fisher-folk, who were al-
ways lounging about the sea-front, were being keenly interested in
something that was going on there. Drawing nearer he found that an
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energetic bill-poster was attaching his bills to various walls and doors.
Sir Cresswell and his solicitor had evidently lost no time, and had seta
Norcaster printer to work immediately on their arrival the previous
evening. And there the bill was, and it offered a thousand pounds re-
ward to any person who should give information which would lead to
the finding of Bassett Oliver, alive or dead.

Copplestone purposely refrained from mingling with the groups of
men and lads who thronged about the bills, eagerly discussing the great
affair of the moment. He sauntered along the quay, waiting for Audrey.
She came at last with an enigmatic smile on her lips.

"Our particular excursion is off, Mr. Copplestone,” she said.
"Extraordinary events seemto be happening. Mr. Chatfield called on us
an hour ago, took my key away from me, and solemnly informed us that
Scarhaven Keep is strictly closed until further notice!"
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Chapter

RIGHT OF WAY

The look of blank astonishment which spread over Copplestone's face on
hearing this announcement seemed to afford his companion great
amusement, and she laughed merrily as she signed to him to turn back
towards the woods.

"All the same,"she observed, "l know how to steal a countermarch on
Master Chatfield. Come along!Nyou shan't be disappointed.”

"Does your cousin know of that?" asked Copplestone. "Are those his
orders?"

Audrey's lips curled a little, and she laughed againNbut this time the
laughter was cynical.

"l don't think it much matters whether my cousin knows or not," she
said. "He's the nominal Squire of Scarhaven, but everybody knows that
the real over-lord is Peter Chatfield. Peter Chatfield doesNeverything.
AndNhe hates me! He won't have had such a pleasant moment for a
long time as he had this morning when he took my key away from me
and warned me off."

"But why you?" asked Copplestone.

"OhNPeter is deep!" she said. "Peter, no doubt, knew that you cameto
seeus last nightNPeter knows all that goeson in Scarhaven.And he put
things together, and decided that | might act as your cicerone over the
Keep and the ruins, and soNthere you are!"

"Why should he object to my visiting the Keep?" demanded
Copplestone.

“That's obvious! He considers you a spy,” replied Audrey.
"AndNthere may be reasons why he doesn't desire your presence in
those ancient regions. ButNwe'll go there, all the same,if you don't mind
breaking rules and defying Peter."

“Not I'" said Copplestone. "Hang Peter!"

"There are people who firmly believe that Peter Chatfield should have
been hanged long since," she remarked quietly. "I'm one of them.
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Chatfield is a bad old manNthoroughly bad! But I'll circumvent him in
this, anyhow. | know how to get into the Keep in spite of him and of his
locks and bolts. There'sa big curtain wall, twenty feet high, all round the
Keep, but | know where there's a hole in it, behind some bushes, and
we'll get in there. Come along!"

Sheled him up the same path through the woods along which Bassett
Oliver had gone, according to Ewbank's account. It wound through
groves of fir and pine until it came out on a plateau, in the midst of
which, surrounded by a high irregular wall, towered at the angles and
buttressed all along its length, stood ScarhavenKeep. And there, at the
head of a path which evidently led up from the big house, stood Chat-
field, angry and threatening. Beyond him, distributed at intervals about
the other paths which converged on the plateau were other men, obvi-
ously estatelabourers, who appeared to be mounting guard over the for-
bidden spot.

"Now there's going to be a row!Nbetween me and Chatfield," mur-
mured Audrey. "You play spectatorNdon't say a word. Leave it to me.
We are on our rights along this pathNtake no notice of Peter."

But Chatfield was already bearing down on them, his solemn-featured
face dark with displeasure. He raised his voice while he was yet a dozen
yards away.

"l thought I'd told you asyou wasn't to come near these here ruins!" he
said, addressing Audrey in a fashion which made Copplestone's fingers
itch to snatch the oak staff from the agent and lay it freely about his per-
son. "My orders was to that there effect! And when | give orders | mean
‘em to be obeyed. You'll turn straight back where you came from, miss,
and in future do as | instructNd'ye hear that, now?"

“If you expect me to keep quiet or dumb under that sort of thing,"
whispered Copplestone, bending towards Audrey, "you're very much
mistaken in me! | shall give this fellow a lesson in another minute ifN"

"Well, wait another minute, then," said Audrey, who had continued to
walk forward, steadily regarding the agent's threatening figure. “"Let me
talk a little, firstNI'm enjoying it. Are you addressing me, Mr. Chat-
field?" she went on in her sweetestaccents."l hear you speaking, but |
don't know if you are speaking to me. If so, you needn't shout."

"You know very well who I'm a-speaking to," growled Chatfield. "I
told you you wasn't to come near these ruinsNit's forbidden, by order.
You'll take yourself off, and that there young man with youNwe want
no paid spies hereabouts!"
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"If you speak to me like that again I'll knock you down!" exclaimed
Copplestone, stepping forward before Audrey could stop him. "Or to
this lady, either. Stand aside, will you?"

Chatfield twisted on his heel with a surprising agilityNnot to stand
aside, but to wave his arm to the men who stood here and there, behind
him.

"Here, you!" he shouted. "Here, this way, all of you! This here fellow's
threatening me with assault. You lay afinger on me, you young snappetr,
and I'll have you in the lock-up in ten minutes. Stand between us, you
men!Nhe's for knocking me down. Now then!" he went on, asthe body-
guard got between him and Copplestone, "off you go, out o' these
grounds, both of youNquick! I'l have no defiance of my orders from
neither gel nor boy, man nor woman. Out you go, nowNor you'll be put
out."

But Audrey continued to advance, still watching the agent. "You're un-
der a mistake, Mr. Chatfield," she said calmly. "You will observethat Mr.
Copplestone and | are on this path. You know very well that this is a
public foot-path, with a proper and legal right-of-way from time imme-
morial. You can't turn us off it, you knowNwithout exposing yourself to
all sorts of pains and penalties. You men know that, too," she continued,
turning to the labourers and dropping her bantering tone. "You all know
this is a public footpath. So stand out of our way, or I'll summon every
one of you!"

The last words were spoken with so much force and decision that the
three labourers involuntarily moved aside. But Chatfield hastenedto op-
pose Audrey's progress, planting himself in front of a wicket-gate which
there stood across the path, and he laughed sneeringly.

"And where would you find money to take summonses out?" he said,
with a look of contempt, "I should think you and your mother's
something better to do with your bit o' money than that. Now then, no
more words!Nback you turn!"

Copplestone's temper had been gradually rising during the last few
minutes. Now, at the man's carefully measured taunts, he let it go. Before
Chatfield or the labourers saw what he was at, he sprang on the agent's
big form, grasped him by the neck with one hand, twisted his oak staff
away from him with the other, flung him headlong on the turf, and
raised the staff threateningly.

"Now!" he said, "beg Miss Greyle's pardon, instantly, or I'll split your
wicked old head for you. Quick, manNI mean it!"
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Before Chatfield, moaning and groaning, could find his voice capable
of words, Marston Greyle, pale and excited, came round a corner of the
ruins.

"What's this, what's all this?" he demanded. "Here, yon sir, what are
you doing with that stick! WhatN"

“I'm about to chastiseyour agent for his scoundrelly insolence to your
cousin," retorted Copplestone with cheerful determination. "Now then,
my man, quickNI always keep my word!"

"Hand the stick to Mr. Marston Greyle, Mr. Copplestone,” said Audrey
in her demurest manner. "I'm sure he would beat Chatfield soundly if he
had heard what he said to meNhis cousin."

"“Thank you, but I'm in possession,”said Copplestone, grimly. "Mr.
Marston Greyle can kick him when I've thrashed him. Now, thenNare
you going to beg Miss Greyle's pardon, you hoary sinner?"

"What on earth is it all about?" exclaimed Greyle, obviously upset and
afraid. "Chatfield, what have you been saying? Go away, you menNgo
away, all of you, at once. Mr. Copplestone, don't hit him. Audrey, what
is it? Hang it alllNl seemto have nothing but botherNit's most annoy-
ing. What is it, | say?"

"It is merely, Marston, that your agent there, after trying to turn Mr.
Copplestone and myself off this public foot-path, insulted me with
shameful taunts about my mother's poverty,” replied Audrey. "That's all!
WhereuponNas you were not here to do itNMr. Copplestone promptly
and very properly knocked him down. And nowNis Mr. Copplestone to
punish him orNwill you?"

Copplestone, keeping a sharp eye on the groaning and sputtering
agent, contrived at the same time to turn a corner of it on Marston
Greyle. That momentary glance showed him much. The Squire was mor-
tally afraid of his man. That was certainNas certain as that they were
there. He stood, a picture of vexation and indecision, glancing furtively
at Chatfield, then at Audrey, and evidently hating to be asked to take a
side.

"Confound it all, Chatfield!" he suddenly burst out. "Why don't you
mind what you're saying? It's all very well, Audrey, but you shouldn't
have come along hereNespecially with strangers. The fact is, I'm so up-
set about this Oliver affair that I'm going to have a thorough searchand
examination of the Keep and the ruins, and, of course,we can't allow any
one inside the grounds while it's going on. You should have kept to
Chatfield's ordersN"
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"And sincewhen hasa Greyle of Scarhavenkept to a servant's orders?"
interrupted Audrey, with a sneer that sent the blood rushing to the
Squire's face. "Never!Nuntil this present rZgime, | should think. Orders,
indeed!Nfrom an agent! | wonder what the last Squire of Scarhaven
would have said to a proposition like that? Mr. CopplestoneNyou've
punished that bad old man quite sufficiently. Will you open the gate for
meNand we'll go on our way."

The girl spoke with so much decision that Copplestone moved away
from Chatfield, who struggled to his feet, muttering words that sounded
very much like smothered curses.

“I'l' have the law on you!" he growled, shaking his fist at Copplestone.
"Before this day's out, I'll have the law!"

"Sooner the better," retorted Copplestone. "Nothing will please me so
much as to tell the local magistrates precisely what you said to your
master's kinswoman. You know where I'm to be foundNand there," he
added, throwing a card at the agent's feet, "there you'll find my perman-
ent address."

"Give me my walking-stick!" demanded Chatfield.

“Not I'" exclaimed Copplestone. "That's mine, my good man, by right
of conquest. You can summon me, or arrest me, if you like, for stealing
it."

He opened the wicket-gate for Audrey, and together they passed
through, skirted the walls of the ruins, and went away into the higher
portion of the woods. Once there the girl laughed.

"Now there'll be another row!" she said. "Between master and man this
time."

"l think not!" observed Copplestone, with unusual emphasis. "For the
master is afraid of the man."

"Ah!Nbut which is master and which is man?" asked Audrey in a low
voice.

Copplestone stopped and looked narrowly at her.

"Oh?" he said quietly, "so you've seen that?"

"Does it need much observation?" she replied. "My mother and | have
known for some time that Marston Greyle is entirely under Peter
Chatfield's thumb. He darent do anythingNsave by Chatfield's
permission."

Copplestone walked on a few yards, ruminating.

"Why!" he asked suddenly.

"How do we know?" retorted Audrey.
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"Well, in caseslike that,” said Copplestone, "it generally means that
one man has a hold on the other. What hold can Chatfield have on your
cousin?| understand Mr. Marston Greyle came straight to his inheritance
from America. So what could Chatfield know of himNto have any
hold?"

"Oh, | don't knowNand | don't careNmuch," replied Audrey, asthey
passed out of the woods on to the headlands beyond. "Never mind all
thatNhere's the seaand the open skyNhang Chatfield, and Marston, too!
As we can't seethe Keep, let's enjoy ourselves some other way. What
shall we do?"

"You're the guide, conductress, general boss!" answered Copplestone.
"Shall | suggest something that sounds very material, though? Well,
then, can't we go along these cliffs to some village where we can find a
nice old fishing inn and get a simple lunch of some sort?"

“That's certainly material and eminently practical," laughed Audrey.
"We canNthat place, along there to the southNLenwick. And so, come
onNand no more talk of Squire and agent. I've a remarkable facility in
throwing away unpleasant things."

"It's a grand facultyNand Il try to imitate you," said Copplestone.
"SoNtoday's our own, eh? Is that it?"

"Say until the middle of this afternoon," responded Audrey. "Don't for-
get that | have a mother at home."

It was, however, well pastthe middle of the afternoon when thesetwo
returned to Scarhaven, very well satisfied with themselves. They had
found plenty to talk about without falling back on Marston Greyle, or
Peter Chatfield, or the event of the morning, and Copplestone suddenly
remembered, almost with compunction, that he had been so engrossed
in his companion that he had almost forgotten the Oliver mystery. But
that was sharply recalled to him as he entered the "Admiral's Arms."
Mrs. Wooler came forward from her parlour with a mysterious smile on
her good-looking face.

"Here's a billet-doux for you, Mr. Copplestone,” she said. "And | can't
tell you who left it. One of the girls found it lying on the hall table an
hour ago." With that she handed Copplestone a much thumbed, very
grimy, heavily-sealed envelope.
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Chapter 9

HOBKIN'S HOLE

Copplestone carried the queer-looking missive into his private sitting-
room and carefully examined it, back and front, before slitting it open.
The envelope was of the cheapestkind, the big splotch of red wax at the
flap had been pressedinto flatness by the summary method of forcing a
coarse-grained thumb upon it; the address was inscribed in ill-formed
characters only too evidently made with difficulty by a bad pen, which
seemedto have beendipped into watery ink at every third or fourth let-
ter. And it read thus:N

"THE YOUNG GENTLEMAN STAYING AT 'THE ADMIRAL
'NPRIVATE"

The envelope contained nothing but a scrap of paper obviously torn
from apenny cashbook. No ink had beenused in transcribing the two or
three lines which were scrawled acrossthis scrapNthe vehicle this time
was an indelible pencil, which the writer appeared to have moistened
with his tongue every now and then, some letters being thicker and
darker than others. The message, if mysterious, was straightforward
enough. "Sir," it ran, "if sobeasyou'd like to havea bit of newsfrom oneas
hasit, takea walk through Hobkin's Hole tomorrow morning and look out for
Yours trulyNHim as writes this."

Like most very young men Copplestone on arriving at what he called
manhood (by which he meant the age of twenty-one years), had drawn
up for himself a code of ethics, wherein he had mentally scheduled cer-
tain things to be done and certain things not to be done. One of the
things which he had firmly resolved never to do was to take any notice
of an anonymous letter. Here was an anonymous letter, and with it a
conflict between his principles and his inclinations. In five minutes he
learnt that cut-and-dried codesare no good when the hard facts of every-
day life have to be faced and that expediency is a factor in human exist-
encewhich has its moral values. In plain English, he made up his mind
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to visit Hobkin's Hole next morning and find out who the unknown cor-
respondent was.

He was half tempted to go round to the cottage and show the queer
scrawl to Audrey Greyle, of whom, having passedsix delightful hours in
her companyNhe was beginning to think much more than was good for
him, unless he intended to begin thinking of her always. But he was still
young enough to have a spice of bashfulness about him, and he did not
want to seemtoo pushing or forward. Again, it seemedto him that the
anonymous letter conveyed, in some subtle fashion, a hint that it was to
be regarded as sacred and secret,and Copplestone had a strong senseof
honour. He knew that Mrs. Wooler was femininely curious to hear all
about that letter, but he took care not to mention it to her. Instead he
quietly consulted an ordnance map of the district which hung framed
and glazed in the hall of the inn, and discovering that Hobkin's Hole was
marked on it as being something or other a mile or two out of Scarhaven
on the inland side, he set out in its direction next morning after break-
fast, without a word to anyone asto where he was going. And that he
might not be entirely defencelesshe carried Peter Chatfield's oaken staff
with himNthat would certainly serveto crack any ordinary skull, if need
arose for measure of defence.

The road which Copplestone followed out of the village soon turned
off into the heart of the moorlands that lay, rising and falling in irregular
undulations, between the seaand the hills. He was quickly out of sight of
Scarhaven,and in the midst of a solitude. All round him stretched wide
expansesof heather and gorse, broken up by great massesof rock: from a
rise in the road he looked about him and saw no sign of a human habita-
tion and heard nothing but the rush of the wind acrossthe moors and
the plaintive cry of the sea-birds flapping their way to the cultivated land
beyond the barrier of hills. And from that point he saw no sign of any
fall or depression in the landscape to suggestthe place which he sought.
But at the next turn he found himself at the mouth of a narrow ravine,
which cut deep into the heart of the hill, and was dark and sombre
enough to seem a likely place for secret meetings, if for nothing more
serious and sinister. It wound away from alittle bridge which carried the
road over a brawling stream; along the side of that stream were faint in-
dications of a path which might have been made by human feet, but was
more likely to have beentrodden out by the mountain sheep. This path
was quickly obscured by dwarf oaks and alder bushes,which completely
roofed in the narrow valley, and about everything hung a suggestion of
solitude that would have caused any timid or suspicious soul to have
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turned back. But Copplestone was neither timid nor suspicious, and he
was already intensely curious about this adventure; wherefore, grasping
Peter Chatfield's oaken cudgel firmly in his right hand, he jumped over
the bridge and followed the narrow path into the gloom of the trees.

He soon found that the valley resolved itself into a narrow and rocky
defile. The stream, level at first, soon came tumbling down amongst
huge boulders; the path disappeared; out of the oaks and alder high cliffs
of limestones beganto lift themselves. The morning was unusually dark
and grey, even for October, and as leaves, brown and sere though they
were, still clustered thickly on the trees, Copplestone quickly found him-
self in a gloom that would have made a nervous person frightened. He
also found that his forward progress becameincreasingly difficult. At the
foot of atall cliff which suddenly rose up before him he was obliged to
pause;on that side of the stream it seemedimpossible to go further. But
as he hesitated, peering here and there under the branches of the dwarf
oaks, he heard a voice, so suddenly, that he started in spite of himself.

"Guv'nor!"

Copplestone looked around and saw nothing. Then camea low laugh,
as if the unseen person was enjoying his perplexity.

"Look overhead, guv'nor," said the voice. "Look aloft!"

Copplestone glanced upward, and saw a man's head and face, framed
in a screen of bushes which grew on a shelf of the limestone cliff. The
head was crowned by a much worn fur cap; the face, very brown and
seamed and wrinkled, was ornamented by a short, well-blackened clay
pipe, from the bowl of which a wisp of blue smoke curled upward. And
as he grew accustomed to the gloom he was aware of a pair of shrewd,
twinkling eyes, and a set of very white teeth which gleamed like an
animal's.

"Hullo!" said Copplestone. "Come out of that!"

The white teeth showed themselves still more; their owner laughed
again.

"You come up, guv'nor,” he said. "There's a natural staircaseround the
corner. Come up and make yourself at home. I've a nice little parlour
here, and a matter of refreshment in it, too."

“Not till you show yourself," answered Copplestone. "I want to see
what I'm dealing with. Come out, now!"

The unseen laughed again, moved away from his screen, and
presently showed himself on the edge of the shelf of rock. And Copple-
stone found himself staring at a queer figure of a manNan under-sized,
guaint-looking fellow, clad in dirty velveteens, a once red waistcoat, and
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leather breechesand gaiters, a sort of compound between a poacher, a
game-keeper,and an ostler. But quainter than figure or garments was the
man's faceNa gnarled, weather-beaten, sea-and-wind stained face,
which, in Copplestone's opinion, was holiest enough and not without
abundant traces of a sense of humour.

Copplestone at once trusted that face. He swung himself up by the
nooks and crannies of the rock, and joined the man on his ledge.

"Well?" he said. "You're the chap who sent me that letter? Why?"

"Come this way, guv'nor,"” replied the brown-faced one. "Well talk
more comfortable, like, in my parlour. Here you are!"

He led Copplestone along the ridge behind the bushes, and presently
revealed a cavein the face of the overhanging limestone, mostly natural,
but partly due to artifice, wherein were rude seats,covered over with old
sacking, a box or two which evidently served for pantry and larder, and
a shelf on which stood a wicker-covered bottle in company with arow of
bottles of ale.

The lord of this retreat waved a hospitable hand towards his cellar.

"You'll not refuse a poor man's hospitality, guv'nor?" he said politely.
"l can give you a clean glass,and if you'll try adrop of rum, there's fresh
water from the stream to mix it withNgood asyou'll find in England. Or,
maybe, it being the forepart of the day, you'd prefer ale, now? Say the
word!"

"A bottle of ale, then, thank you," responded Copplestone, who saw
that he had to deal with an original, and did not wish to appear stand-
offish. "And whom am | going to drink with, may | ask?"

The man carefully drew the cork of a bottle, poured out its contents
with the discrimination of a bartender, handed the glass to his visitor
with a bow, helped himself to a measure of rum, and bowed again as he
drank.

"My best respects to you, guv'nor,” he said. "Glad to see you in
Hobkin's Hole CastleNthat's here. Queer place for gentlemen to meetin,
ain't it? Who are you talking to, says you? My name, guv'-norNwell-
known hereaboutsNis Zachary Spurge!"

"You sent me that note last night?" asked Copplestone, taking a seat
and filling his pipe. "How did you get it thereNunseen?"

"Got a cousin as is odd-job man at the 'Admiral's Arms," replied
Spurge. "He slipped it in for me. You may ha' seen him there,
guv'norNchap with one eye, and queer-looking, but to be trusted. As |
am!Ndown to the ground."
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"And what do you want to see me about?" inquired Copplestone.
"What's this bit of news you've got to tell?"

Zachary Spurge thrust a hand inside his velveteen jacket and drew out
a much folded and creased paper, which, on being unwrapped, proved
to be the bill which offered areward for the finding of BassettOliver. He
held it up before his visitor.

“This!" he said. "A thousand pound is a vast lot o' money, guv'nor!
Now, if | was to tell something as | knows of, what chancesshould |
have of getting that there money?"

“That depends,” replied Copplestone. "The reward is to be given
toNbut you seethe plain wording of it. Can you give information of that
sort?"

"I can give a certain piece of information, guv'nor,” said Spurge.
"Whether it'll lead to the finding of that there gentleman or not | can't
say. But something | do knowNcertain sure!"

Copplestone reflected awhile.

"Il tell you what, Spurge,” he said. "I'll promise you this much. If you
can give any information I'll give you my word thatNwhether what you
can tell is worth much or littteNyou shall be well paid. That do?"

“That'll do, guv'nor,” responded Spurge. "l take your word as between
gentlemen! Well, now, it's this hereNyou seeme as| am, here in a cave,
like one o' them old eremites that used to be in the ancient days. Why am
| here!'Causejust now it ain't quite convenient for me to show my facein
Scarhaven.I'm wanted for poaching, guv'norNthat's the fact! This here is
a saferetreat. If | was tracked here, | could make my way out at the back
of this holeNthere's a passage hereNbefore anybody could climb that
rock. However, nobody suspectsI'm here. They thinkNthat is, that old
devil Chatfield and the policeNthey think I'm off to sea.However, here |
amNand last Sunday afternoon as ever was, | was in Scarhaven!In the
wood | was, guv'nor, at the back of the Keep. Never mind what forNI
was there. And at precisely ten minutes to three o'clock | saw Bassett
Oliver."

"How did you know him?" demanded Copplestone.

"Causel've had many a sixpenn'orth of him at both Northborough and
Norcaster," answered Spurge. "Seenhim a dozen times, | have, and knew
him well enough, evenif I'd only viewed him from the the-ayter gallery.
Well, he come along up the path from the south quay. He passedwithin
a dozen yards of me, and went up to the door in the wall of the ruins,
right opposite where | was lying doggo amongst some bushes.He poked
the door with the point of his stickNit was ajar, that door, and it went
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open. And so he walks inNand disappears. Guv'nor!Nl reckon that'ud
be the last time as he was seen alive!NunlessNunlessN"

"UnlessNwhat?" asked Copplestone eagerly.

"Unless one other man saw him," replied Spurge solemnly. "For there
was another man there, guv'nor. Squire Greyle!"

Copplestone looked hard at Spurge; Spurge returned the stare, and
nodded two or three times.

"Gospel truth!" he said. "l kept where | wasNI'd reasonsof my own.
May be eight minutes or soNcertainly not tenNafter Bassett Oliver
walked in there, Squire Greyle walked out. In a hurry, guv'nor. He come
out quick. He looked a bit queer. Dazed, like. You know how quick a
man canthink, guv'nor, under certain circumstances?| thought quicker'n
lightning. | says to myself 'Squire's seen somebody or something he
hadn't no taste for!" Why, you could read it on his face! plain as print. It
was there!"

"Well?" said Copplestone. "And then?"

“Then," continued Spurge. "Then he stood for just a second or two,
looking right and left, up and down. There wasnt a soul in
sightNnobody! ButNhe slunk offNsneaked offNsame as a fox sneaks
away from a farm-yard. He went down the side of the curtain-wall that
shuts in the ruins, taking as much cover as ever he could findNat the
end of the wall, he popped into the wood that stands between the ruins
and his house. And then, of course, | lost all sight of him."

"AndNMr. Oliver?" said Copplestone. "Did you see him again?"

Spurge took a pull at his rum and water, and relighted his pipe.

"| did not," he answered. "l was there until a quarter-past threeNthen |
went away. And no Oliver had come out o' that door when | left."
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Chapter 1 O

THE INVALID CURATE

Spurge and his visitor sat staring at each other in silence for a few
minutes; the silence was eventually broken by Copplestone.

"Of course," he said reflectively, "if Mr. Oliver was looking round
those ruins he could easily spend half an hour there."

"Just so," agreed Spurge. "He could spend an hour. If so be as he was
one of these here antiquarian-minded gents, as loves to potter about old
places like that, he could spend two hours, three hours, profitable-like.
But he'd have come out in the end, and the evidence is, guv'nor, that he
never did come out! Even if | am just now lying up, asit were, I'm fully
what they term o-fay with matters, and, by all accounts, after Bassett
Oliver went up that there path, subsequent to his bit of talk with Ew-
bank, he was never seenno more 'cepting by me, and possibly by Squire
Greyle. Them aslives a good deal alone, like me guv'nor, develops what
you may call logical facultiesNthey thinksNand thinks deep. I've
thought. B.O.Nthat's OliverNdidn't go back by the way he'd come, or
he'd ha' been seen.B.O. didn't go forward or through the woods to the
headlands, or he'd ha' been seen, B.O. didn't go down to the shore, or
he'd ha' been seen. Twixt you and me, guv'nor, B.O.'sdead body is in
that there Keep!"

"Are you suggesting anything?" asked Copplestone.

"Nothing, guv'norNno more than that," answered Spurge. "I'm mak-
Ing no suggestion and no accusation against nobody. I've seena bit too
much of life to do that. I've known more than one innocent man hanged
there at Norcaster Gaol in my time all through what they call circum-
stantial evidence. Appearancesis all very wellNbut appearancesmay be
against a man to the very last degree, and yet him be as innocent as a
new born baby! NoNI make no suggestions. 'Cepting this hereNwhich
has no doubt occurred to you, or to B.O.'sbrother. If | were the missing
gentleman's friends | should want to know a lot! | should want to know
precisely what he meant when he said to Dan'l Ewbank as how he'd
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known a man called Marston Greyle in America. 'Taint a common name,
that, guv'nor.”

Copplestone made no answer to these observations. His own train of
thought was somewhat similar to his host's. And presently he turned to a
different track.

"You saw no one else about there that afternoon?" he asked.

"No one, guv'nor,"” replied Spurge.

"And where did you go when you left the place?" inquired
Copplestone.

“To tell you the truth, guv'nor, | was waiting there for that cousin o'
mineNhim as carried you the letter," answered Spurge. "It was a fixture
between usNhe was to meet me there about three o'clock that day. If he
wasn't there, or in sight, by a quarter-past three | was to know he wasn't
able to get away. So as he didn't come, | slipped back into the woods,
and made my way back here, round by the moors."

"Are you going to stay in this place?" asked Copplestone.

"For abit, guv'norNtill | seehow things are,"replied Spurge."As | say,
I'm wanted for poaching, and Chatfield's been watching to get his knife
into me this long while. All the same,if more serious things drew his at-
tention off, he might let it slide. What do you ask for, guv'nor?"

"I wanted to know where you could be found in caseyou were re-
quired to give evidence about seeing Mr. Oliver," replied Copplestone.
“That evidence may be wanted."

"I've thought of that," observed Spurge. "And you can always find that
much out from my cousin at the 'Admiral." He keeps in touch with
meNif it got too hot for me here, | should clear out to NorcasterNthere's
a spot there where I've laid low many a time. You can trust my cous-
inNJim  Spurge, that's his name. One eye, no mistaking of himNhe's al-
ways about the yard there at Mrs. Wooler's."

"All right,” said Copplestone. "If | want you, I'll tell him. By-the-bye,
have you told this to anybody?"

"Not to a soul, guv'nor,”" replied Spurge."Not even to Jim. NoNI kept
it dark till | could seeyou. Considering, of course, that you are left in
charge of things, like."

Copplestone presently went away and returned slowly to Scarhaven,
meditating deeply on what he had heard. He saw no reasonto doubt the
truth of Zachary Spurge'staleNit bore the marks of credibility. But what
did it amount to? That Spurge saw BassettOliver enter the ruins of the
Keep, by the one point of ingress; that a few moments later he saw Mar-
ston Greyle come away from the same place, evidently considerably
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upset, and sneak off in a manner which showed that he dreaded obser-
vation. That was all very suspicious, to say the least of it, taken in rela-
tion to Oliver's undoubted disappearanceNbut it was only suspicion; it
afforded no direct proof. However, it gave material for a report to Sir
Cresswell Oliver, and he determined to write out an account of his deal-
ings with Spurge that afternoon, and to send it off at once by registered
letter.

He was busily engaged in this task when Mrs. Wooler came into his
sitting-room to lay the table for his lunch. Copplestone saw at once that
she was full of news.

"Never rains but it pours!" she said with a smile. "Though, to be sure, it
isn't a very heavy shower. I've got another visitor now, Mr.
Copplestone.”

"Oh?" responded Copplestone, not particularly interested. "Indeed!"

"A young clergyman from LondonNthe Reverend Gilling," continued
the landlady. "Beenill for some time, and his doctor has recommended
him to try the north coastair. So he came down here, and he's going to
stop awhile to see how it suits him."

"l should have thought the air of the north coastwas a bit strong for an
invalid," remarked Copplestone. "I'm not delicate, but | find it quite
strong enough for me."

"l daresay it's a caseof kill or cure," replied Mrs. Wooler. "Chest com-
plaint, | should think. Not that the young gentleman looks particularly
delicate, either, and he tells me that he's a very good appetite and that
his doctor says he's to live well and to eat as much as ever he can."

Copplestone got a view of his fellow-visitor that afternoon in the hall
of the inn, and agreed with the landlady that he showed no evident signs
of delicacy of health. He was a good type of the conventional curate,
with arather pale, good-humoured face setbetween his round collar and
wide brimmed hat, and he glanced at Copplestone with friendly curios-
ity and something of a question in his eyes. And Copplestone, out of
good neighbourliness, stopped and spoke to him.

"Mrs. Wooler tells me you're come here to pick up,” he remarked.
"Pretty strong air round this quarter of the globe!"

"Oh, that's all right!" said the new arrival. "The air of Scarhavenwill do
me goodNit's full of just what | want." He gave Copplestone another
look and then glanced at the letters which he held in his hand. "Are you
going to the post-office?" he asked. "May | come?NI want to go there,
too."
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The two young men walked out of the inn, and Copplestone led the
way down the road towards the northern quay. And oncethey were well
out of earshot of the "Admiral's Arms," and the two or three men who
lounged near the wall in front of it, the curate turned to his companion
with a sly look.

"Of course you're Mr. Copplestone?" he remarked. "You can't be any-
body elseNbesides, | heard the landlady call you so."

"Yes," replied Copplestone, distinctly puzzled by the other's manner.
"What then?"

The curate laughed quietly, and putting his fingers inside his heavy
overcoat, produced a card which he handed over.

"My credentials!" he said.

Copplestone glanced at the card and read "Sir Cresswell Oliver,” He
turned wonderingly to his companion, who laughed again.

"Sir Cresswell told me to give you that as soon as | conveniently
could," he said. "The fact is, I'm not a clergyman at allNnot 1! I'm a
private detective, sent down here by him and Petherton. See?"

Copplestone stared for a moment at the wide-brimmed hat, the round
collar, the eminently clerical countenance.Then he burst into laughter. "I
congratulate you on your make-up, anyway!" he exclaimed. "Capital!"

"Oh, I've beenon the stagein my time," responded the private detect-
ive. "I'm a good hand at fitting myself to various parts; besides I've
played the conventional curate a score of times. Yes, | don't think any-
body would see through me, and I'm very particular to avoid the clergy."

"And you left the stageNfor this?" asked Copplestone. "Why, now?"

"Pays betterNheaps better," replied the other calmly. "Also, it's more
excitingNthere's much more variety in it. Well, now you know who |
amNmy name, by-the-bye is Gilling, though I'm not the Reverend
Gilling, as Mrs. Wooler will call me. And soNas I've made things
plainNhow's this matter going so far?"

Copplestone shook his head.

"My orders," he said, with a significant look, "areNto say nothing to
any one."

"Except to me," responded Gilling. "Sir Cresswell Oliver's card is my
passport. You can tell me anything."

“Tell me something first," replied Copplestone. "Precisely what are you
here for? If I'm to talk confidentially to you, you must talk in the same
fashion to me."

He stopped at a deserted stretch of the quay, and leaning against the
wall which separated it from the sand, signed to Gilling to stop also.
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"If we're going to have a quiet talk,” he went on, "we'd better have it
nowNno one'sabout, and if any one seesus from a distance they'll only
think we're, what we look to beNcasual acquaintances. NowNwhat is
your job?"

Gilling looked about him and then perched himself on the wall.

“To watch Marston Greyle," he replied.

"They suspect him?" asked Copplestone.

"UndoubtedIly!"

"Sir Cresswell Oliver said as much to meNbut no more. Have they
said more to you?"

"The suspicion seemedto have originated with Petherton. Petherton,
in spite of his meek old-fashioned manners, is as sharp an old bird as
you'll find in London! He fastened at once on what BassettOliver said to
that fisherman, Ewbank. A keen nose for a scent, Petherton's! And he''s
determined to find out who it was that BassettOliver met in the United
Statesunder the name of Marston Greyle. He's already setthe machinery
in motion. And in the meantime, I'm to keep my eye on this SquireNas |
shall!"

"Why watch him particularly?"

"To seethat he doesn't depart for unknown regionsNor, if he does, to
follow in his track. He's not to be lost sight of until this mystery is
cleared. BecauseNsomething is wrong."

Copplestone considered matters in silence for a few moments, and de-
cided not to reveal the story of Zachary Spurge to GillingNyet awhile at
any rate. However, he had news which there was no harm in
communicating.

"Marston Greyle," he said, presently, "or his agent, Peter Chatfield, or
both, in common agreement, are already doing something to solve the
mysteryNso far as Greyle's property is concerned. They've closed the
Keep and its surrounding ruins to the people who used to be permitted
to go in, and they're conducting an exhaustive searchNfor BassettOliver,
of course."

Gilling made a grimace.

"Of course!" he said, cynically. "Just so! | expected something of that
sort. That's all part of a clever scheme."

"| don't understand you," remarked Copplestone. "HowNa clever
scheme?"

"Whitewash!" answered Gilling. "Sheerwhitewash! You don't suppose
that either Greyle or Chatfield are fools?NI should say they're far from
it, from what little I've heard of 'em. WellNdon't they know very well
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that Marston Greyle is under suspicion? All rightNthey want to clear
him. Sothey closetheir ruins and make a searchNa private search, mind
youNand at the end they announce that nothing's been foundNand

there you are! AndNsupposing they did find somethingNsupposing

they found BassettOliver's bodyNWhat is it?" he asked suddenly, seeing
Copplestone staring hard across the sands at the opposite quay.
"Something happened?"

"By Gad!NI believe something has happened!" exclaimed Copple-
stone. "Look thereNmen running down the hillside from the Keep. And
listenNthey're shouting to those fellows on the other quay. Come on
across! Will it be out of keeping with your invalid pose if you run?"

Gilling answered that question by lightly vaulting the wall and drop-
ping to the sands beneath.

“I'm not an invalid in my legs, anyhow," he answered, asthey beganto
splash acrossthe pools left by the recently retreated tide. "By George!NI
believe something has happened, too! Look at those people, running out
of their cottages!"

All along the south quay the fisher-folk, men, women, and children,
were crowding eagerly towards the gate of the path by which Bassett
Oliver had gone up towards the Keep. When Copplestone and his com-
panion gained the quay and climbed up its wall they were pouring in at
this gate, and swarming up to the woods, all talking at the top of their
voices. Copplestone suddenly recognized Ewbank on the fringe of the
crowd and called to him.

"What is it?" he demanded. "What's happened?"

Ewbank, a man of leisurely movement, paused and waited for the two
young men to come up. At their approach he took his pipe out of his
mouth, and inclined his head towards the Keep.

"They're saying something's beenfound up there." he replied. "l don't
know what. But Chatfield, he's sent two men down here to the village.
One of 'em's gone for the police and the doctor, and t'other's gone to the
‘Admiral,' looking for you. You're wanted up thereNpartiklar!"
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Chapter 1 1

BENEATH THE BRAMBLES

By the time Copplestone and the pseudo-curate had reached the plateau
of open ground surrounding the ruins it seemedasif half the population
of Scarhaven had gathered there. Men, women and children were
swarming about the door in the curtain wall, all manifesting an eagerde-
sire to passthrough. But the door was strictly guarded. Chatfield, armed
with a new oak cudgel stood there, masterful and lowering; behind him
were several estate labourers, all keeping the people back. And within
the door stood Marston Greyle, evidently considerably restlessand per-
turbed, and every now and then looking out on the mob which the fast-
spreading rumour had called together. In one of these inspections he
caught sight of Copplestone, and spoke to Chatfield, who immediately
sent one of his body-guard through the throng.

"Mr. Greyle sayswill you go forward, sir?" said the man. "Your friend
can go in too, if he likes."

“That's your clerical garb," whispered Copplestone as he and Gilling
made their way to the door. "But why this sudden politeness?"

"Oh, that's easy to reckon up," answered Gilling. "I see through it.
They want creditable and respectable witnesses to something or other.
This big, heavy-jowled man is Chatfield, of course?"

"That's Chatfield," responded Copplestone. "What's he after?"

For the agent, asthe two young men approached, ostentiously turned
away from them, moving afew stepsfrom the door. He muttered a word
or two to the men who guarded it and they stood aside and allowed
Copplestone and the curate to enter. Marston Greyle came forward, eye-
ing Gilling with a sharp glance of inspection. He turned from him to
Copplestone.

"Will you comein?" he asked, not impolitely and with a certain anxiety
of manner. "I want you toNto be present, in fact. This gentleman is a
friend of yours?"
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"An acquaintance of an hour,"” interposed Gilling, with ready wit. "I
have just come to stay at the innNfor my health's sake."

"Perhaps you'll be kind enough to accompany us?" said Greyle. "The
fact is, Mr. Copplestone, we've found Mr. Bassett Oliver's body."

"l thought so," remarked Copplestone.

"And assoon asthe police come up," continued Greyle, "l want you all
to seeexactly where it is. No one's touched itNno one's been near it. Of
course, he's dead!"

He lifted his hand with a nervous gesture, and the two others, who
were watching him closely, saw that he was trembling a good deal, and
that his face was very pale.

"Dead!Nof course," he went on. "HeNhe must have been killed in-
stantaneously. And you'll seein a minute or two why the body wasn't
found beforeNwhen we made that first search.It's quite explainable. The
fact isN"

A sudden bustle at the door in the wall heralded the entrance of two
policemen. The Squire went forward to meet them. The prospect of im-
mediate action seemedto pull him together and his manner changed to
one of assertive superintendence of things.

“"Now, Mr. Chatfield!" he called out. "Keep all these people away!
Close the door and let no one enter on any excuse. Stay there yourself
and seethat we are not interrupted. Come this way now," he went on,
addressing the policemen and the two favoured spectators.

"You've found him, then, sir?" asked the police-sergeant in a thick
whisper, as Greyle led his party acrossthe grassto the foot of the Keep.
"l suppose it's all up with the poor gentleman; of course? The doctor, he
wasn't in, but they'll send him up as soonN"

"Mr. BassettOliver is dead," interrupted Greyle, almost harshly. "No
doctors cando any good. Now, look here," he continued, pulling them to
a sudden halt, "I want all of you to take particular notice of this old
towerNthe Keep. | believe you have not beenin here before, Mr. Copple-
stoneNjust pay particular attention to this place. Here you seeis the
Keep, standing in the middle of what | suppose was the courtyard of the
old castle.It's a square tower, with a stair-turret at one angle. The stair in
that turret is in a very good state of preservationNin fact, it is quite easy
to climb to the top, and from the top there's a fine view of land and sea:
the Keep itself is nearly a hundred feet in height. Now the inside of the
Keep is completely gutted, asyou'll presently seeNthere isn't a floor left
of the five or six which were oncethere. And I'm sorry to say there's very
little protection when one's at the topNmerely a narrow ledge with a
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very low parapet, which in placesis badly broken. Consequently, any
one who climbs to the top must be very careful, or there's the danger of
slipping off that ledge and falling to the bottom. Now in my opinion
that's precisely what happened on Sunday afternoon. Oliver evidently
got in here, climbed the stairs in the turret to enjoy the view and fell from
the parapet. And why his body hasn't been found before I'll now show
you."

He led the way to the extreme foot of the Keep, and to a very low-
arched door, at which stood a couple of the estate labourers, one of
whom carried a lighted lantern. To this man the Squire made a sign.

"Show the way," he said, in a low voice.

The man turned and descended several steps of worn and moss-
covered stone which led through the archway into a dark, cellar-like
place smelling strongly of damp and age. Greyle drew the attention of
his companions to a heap of earth and rubbish at the entrance.

"We had to clear all that out before we could getin here," he said. "This
archway hadn't been opened for ages.This, of course, is the very lowest
story of the Keep, and half beneath the level of the ground outside. Its
roof has gone, like all the rest, but as you see,something else has sup-
plied its place. Hold up your lantern, Marris!"

The other men looked up and saw what the Squire meant. Across the
tower, at a height of some fifteen or twenty feet from the floor, Nature,
left unchecked, had thrown a ceiling of green stuff. Bramble, ivy, and
other spreading and climbing plants had, in the course of years, made a
complete network from wall to wall. In places it was so thick that no
light could be seenthrough it from beneath;in other placesit was thin
and glimpses of the sky could be seenfrom above the grey, tunnel-like
walls. And in one of those places, close to the walls, there was a distinct
gap, jagged and irregular, asif some heavy mass had recently plunged
through the screen of leaf and branch from the heights above, and be-
neath this the startled searcherssaw the body, lying beside a heap of
stones and earth in the unmistakable stillness of death.

"You seehow it must have happened,” whispered Greyle, as they all
bent round the dead man. "He must have fallen from the very top of the
KeepNfrom the parapet, in factNand plunged through this mass of
green stuff above us. If he had hit that where it's so thickNthere!Nit
might have broken his fall, but, you see,he struck it at the very thinnest
part, and being a big and heavyish man, of course, he'd crash right
through it. Now of course, when we examined the Keep on Monday
morning, it never struck us that there might be something down hereNif
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you go up the turret stairs to the top and look down on this mass of
green stuff from the very top, you'll seethat it looks undisturbed; there's
scarcely anything to show that he fell through it, from up there. ButNhe
did!"

"Whose notion was it that he might be found here?" asked
Copplestone.

"Chatfield's," replied the Squire. "Chatfield's. He and | were up at the
top there, and he suddenly suggestedthat Oliver might have fallen from
the parapet and be lying embedded in that mass of green stuff beneath.
We didn't know thenNeven Chatfield didn't knowNthat there was this
empty spacebeneaththe green stuff. But when we cameto go into it, we
found there was, so we had that archway cleared of all the stone and
rubbish and of course we found him."

“The body'll have to be removed, sir," whispered the police-sergeant.
“It'll have to be taken down to the inn, to wait the inquest.”

Marston Greyle started.

"Inquest!" he said. "Oh!Nwill that have to be held? | suppose soNyes.
But we'd better wait until the doctor comes, hadn't we? | want himN"

The doctor came into the gloomy vault at that moment, escorted by
Chatfield, who, however, immediately retired. He was an elderly, old-
fashioned somewhat fussy-mannered person, who evidently attached
much more importance to the living Squire than to the dead man, and he
listened to all Marston Greyle's explanations and theories with great de-
ference and accepted eachwithout demur. "Ah yes, to be sure!" he said,
after a perfunctory examination of the body. "The affair is easily under-
stood. It is precisely as you suggest, Squire. The unfortunate man evid-
ently climbed to the top of the tower, missed his footing, and fell head-
long. That slight mass of branch and leaf would make little differ-
enceNhe was, you see,a heavy manNsome fourteen or fifteen stone, |
should think. Oh, instantaneous death, without a doubt! Well, well, these
constables must seeto the removal of the body, and we must let my
friend the coroner knowNhe will hold the inquest tomorrow, no doubt.
Quite a mere formality, my dear sirlNthe whole thing is as plain as a
pikestaff. It will be arelief to know that the mystery is now satisfactorily
solved."

Outside in the welcome freshness, Copplestone turned to the doctor.

"You say the inquest will be held tomorrow?" he asked. The doctor
looked his questioner up and down with an inquiry which signified
doubt as to Copplestone's right to demand information.

“In the usual course," he replied stiffly.
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“Then his brother, Sir Cresswell Oliver, and his solicitor, Mr. Pether-
ton, must be wired for from London," observed Copplestone, turning to
Greyle. "I'll communicate with them at once.| suppose we may go up the
tower?" he continued as Greyle nodded his assent."lI'd like to seethe
stairs and the parapet.”

Greyle looked a little doubtful and uneasy.

"Well, | had meant that no one should go up until all this was gone in-
to," he answered. "l don't want any more accidents. You'll be careful?"

"We're both young and agile," responded Copplestone.

“There's no need for alarm. Do you care to go up, Mr. Gilling?"

The pseudo-curate acceptedthe invitation readily, and he and Copple-
stone entered the turret. They had climbed half its height before Copple-
stone spoke.

"Well?" he whispered. "What do you think?"

"It may be accident," muttered Gilling. "ItNmayn't."

"You think he might have beenNwhat?Nthrown down?"

"Might have been caught unawares, and pushed over. Let's seewhat
there is up above, anyway."

The stair in the turret, much worn, but comparatively safe,and lighted
by loopholes and arrow-slits, terminated in a low arched doorway,
through which egresswas afforded to a parapet which ran completely
round the inner wall of the Keep. It was in no place more than a yard
wide; the balustrading which fencedit in was in some places completely
gone, a mere glance was sufficient to show that only a very cool-headed
and extremely sure-footed person ought to traverse it. Copplestone con-
tented himself with an inspection from the archway; he looked down
and saw at once that a fall from that height must mean sure and swift
death: he saw, too, that Greyle had been quite right in saying that the
sudden plunge of Oliver's body through the leafy screenfar beneath had
made little difference to the appearance of that screen as seen from
above. And now that he saw everything it seemedto him that the real
truth might well lie in one wordNaccident.

"Coming round this parapet?" asked Gilling, who was looking nar-
rowly about him.

"No!" replied Copplestone. "I can't stand looking down from great
heights. It makes my head swim. Are you?"

"Sure!" answered Gilling. He took off his heavy overcoat and handed it
to his companion. "Mind holding it?" he asked. "l want to have a good
look at the exact spot from which Oliver must have fallen. There's the
gapNsuch asit is, and it doesn't look much from here, does it?Nin the
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green stuff, down below, so he must have been here on the parapet ex-
actly above it. Gad! it's very narrow, and a bit risky, this, when all's said
and done!"

Copplestone watched his companion make his way round to the place
from which it was only too evident Oliver must have fallen. Gilling went
slowly, carefully inspecting every yard of the moss and lichen-covered
stones.Once he paused some time and seemedto be examining a part of
the parapet with unusual attention. When he reached the precise spot at
which he had aimed, he instantly called across to Copplestone.

“There'sno doubt about his having fallen from here!" he said. "Some of
the masonry on the very edge of this parapet is loose. | could dislodge it
with a touch."

“Then be careful,” answered Copplestone. "Don't cross that bit!"

But Gilling quietly continued his progress and returned to his com-
panion by the opposite side from which he had set out, having thus ac-
complished the entire round. He quietly reassumed his overcoat.

"No doubt about the fall,"” he said asthey turned down the stair. "The
next thing isNwas it accidental?"

"AndNas regards thatNwhat's to be done next?" asked Copplestone.

"That's easy. We must go at once and wire for Sir Cresswell and old
Petherton," replied Gilling. "It's now four-thirty. If they catch an evening
expressat King's Cross they'll get here early in the morning. If they like
to motor from Norcaster they can get here in the small hours. ButNthey
must be here for that inquest.”

Greyle was talking to Chatfield at the foot of the Keep when they got
down. The agent turned surlily away, but the Squire looked at both with
an unmistakable eagerness.

“There's no doubt whatever that Oliver fell from the parapet,” said
Copplestone. "The marks of a fall are thereNquite unmistakably."

Greyle nodded, but made no remark, and the two made their way
through the still eager crowd and went down to the village post-office.
Both were wondering, asthey went, about the same thingNthe evident
anxiety and mental uneasiness of Marston Greyle.

70



Chapter 1 2

GOOD MEN AND TRUE

Copplestone saw little of his bed that night. At seveno'clock in the even-
ing came a telegram from Sir Cresswell Oliver, saying that he and Peth-
erton were leaving at once, would reach Norcaster soon after midnight,
and would motor out to Scarhavenimmediately on arrival. Copplestone
made all arrangements for their reception, and after snatching a couple
of hours' sleepwas up to receive them. By two o'clock in the morning Sir
Cresswell and the old solicitor and GillingNsmuggled into their sitting-
roomNhad heard all he had to tell about Zachary Spurge and his story.

"We must have that fellow at the inquest,” said Petherton. "At any cost
we must have him! That's flat!"

"You think it wise?" asked Sir Cresswell. "Won't it be a bit previous?
Wouldn't it be better to wait until we know more?"

"NoNwe must have his evidence," declared Petherton. "It will serve as
an opening. Besides,this inquest will have to be adjournedNI shall ask
for that. NoNSpurge must be produced."

"If Spurge comes into Scarhaven," observed Copplestone, "he'll be
promptly collared by the police. They want him for poaching."

"Then they can get him when the proceedings are over," retorted the
old lawyer, dryly. "They daren't touch him while he's giving evidence
and that's all we want. Perhaps he won't come?NOh he'll come all right
if we make it worth his while. A month in Norcaster gaol will mean
nothing to him if he knows there's a chanceof that reward or something
substantial out of it at the end of his sentence.You must go out to this re-
treat of his and bring him inNwe must have him. Better go very early in
the morning.

“I'l' go now," said Copplestone. "It's as easyto go by night as by day."
He left the other three to seektheir beds, and himself slipped quietly out
of the hotel by one of the ground-floor windows and set off in a pitch-
black night to seek Spurge in his lair. And after sundry barkings of his
shins against the rocks and scratchings of his hands and cheeks by the
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undergrowth of Hobkin's Hole he rounded the poacher out and de-
livered his message.

Spurge, blinking at his visitor in the pale light of a guttering candle,
shook his head.

"Il come, guv'nor," he said. "Of course. I'll comeNand I'll trust to luck
to get away, and it don't matter a deal if the luck's agen meNI've done a
month in Norcaster before today, and it ain't half a bad rest-cure, if you
only take it that way. But guv'norNthat old lawyer's making a mistake!
You didn't ought to have my bit of evidence at this stage. It's too soon.
You want to work up the casea bit. There'ssuch a thing, guv'nor, in this
world asbeing a bit previous. This here'stoo previousNyou want to be
surer of your facts. Becauseyou know, guv'nor nobody'll believe my
word agen Squire Greyle's. Guv'norNthis here inquest'll be naught but a
blooming farce! Mark me! You ain't a native o' this partNl am. D'you
think as how a Scarhavenjury's going to say aught agen its own Squire
and landlord? Not it! | say, guv'norNall a blooming farce! Mark my
words!"

"All the same, you'll come?"asked Copplestone, who was secretly of
Spurge's opinion. "You won't lose by it in the long run."”

"Oh, I'll be there," responded Spurge. "Out of curiosity, if for nothing
else.You mayn't seeme at first, but, let the lawyer from London call my
name out, and Zachary Spurge'll step forward."

There was abundant cover for Zachary Spurge and for half-a-dozen
like him in the village school-housewhen the inquest was opened at ten-
o'clock that morning. It seemedto Copplestone that it would have beena
physical impossibility to crowd more people within the walls than had
assembled when the coroner, a local solicitor, who was obviously testy,
irritable, self-important and afflicted with deafness, took his seat and
looked sourly on the crowd of faces.Copplestone had already seenhim
in conversation with the village doctor, the village police, Chatfield, and
Marston Greyle's solicitor, and he began to see the force of Spurge's
shrewd remarks. What, of course, was most desired was secrecyand pri-
vacyNthe Scarhaven powers had no wish that the attention of all the
world should be drawn to this quiet place. But outsiders were there in
plenty. Stafford and several members of BassettOliver's company had
motored over from Norcaster and had succeededin getting good places:
there were half-a-dozen reporters from Norcaster and Northborough,
and plain-clothes police from both towns. And there, too, were all the
principal folk of the neighbourhood, and Mrs. Greyle and her daughter,
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and, a little distance from Audrey, alert and keenly interested, was Ad-
die Chatfield.

It needed very little insight or observation on the part of an intelligent
spectator to seehow things were going. The twelve good men and true,
required under the provisions of the old statute to form a jury, were all
of them either Scarhaven tradesmen or Scarhaven householders or la-
bourers on the estate. Their countenances,as they took their seatsunder
the foremanship of a man whom Copplestone already knew as
Chatfield's under-steward, showed plainly that they regarded the whole
thing asa necessaryformality and that they were already prepared with
a verdict. This impression was strengthened by the coroner's opening re-
marks. In his opinion, the whole affairNto which he did not even refer as
unfortunateNwas easily and quickly explained and understood. The de-
ceasedhad come to the village to look roundNon a Sunday be it ob-
servedNhad somehow obtained accessto the Keep, where, the ruins be-
ing strictly private and not open to the public on any consideration on
Sunday, he had no right to be; had indulged his curiosity by climbing to
the top of the ancient tower and had paid for it by falling down from that
terrible height and breaking his neck. All that was necessarywas for
them to hear evidence bearing out these factsNafter which they would
return a verdict in accordance with what they had heard. Very fortu-
nately the facts were plain, and it would not be necessaryto call many
witnesses.

Sir Cresswell Oliver turned to Copplestone who sat at one side of him,
while Petherton sat on the other.

"I don't know if you notice that Greyle isn't here?" he whispered
grimly. "In my opinion, he doesn't intend to show! We'll see!"

Certainly the Squire was not in the place. And there were soon signs
that those who conducted the proceedings evidently did not consider his
presencenecessary.The witnesses were few; their examinations was per-
functory; they were out of the extemporised witness-box as soon asthey
were in it. Sir Cresswell OliverNto give formal identification. Mrs. Wool-
erNto prove that the deceasedman came to her house. One of the fore-
men of the estateNto prove the great care with which the Squire had
searched for traces of the missing man. One of the estate labourersNto
prove the actual finding of the body. The doctorNto prove, beyond all
doubt, that the deceased had broken his neck.

The coroner, an elderly man, obviously well satisfied with the trend of
things, took off his spectacles and turned to the jury.
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"You have heard everything there is to be heard, gentlemen," said he.
"As | remarked at the opening of this inquest, the caseis one of great
simplicity. You will have no difficulty in deciding that the deceased
cameto his death by accidentNas to the exactwording of your verdict,
you had better put it in this way:Nthat the deceasedBassettOliver died
as the resultN"

Petherton, who, noticing the coroner's deafness,had contrived to seat
himself as close to his chair of office as possible, quietly rose.

"Before the jury consider any verdict,” he said in his loudest tones,
"they must hear certain evidence which | wish to call. And first of allNis
Mr. Marston Greyle present in this room?"

The coroner frowned, and the Squire's solicitor turned to Petherton.

"Mr. Greyle is not present," he said. "He is not at all well. There is no
need for his presenceNhe has no evidence to give."

“If you don't have Mr. Greyle down here at once," said Petherton,
quietly, "this inquest will have to be adjourned for his attendance. You
had better send for himNor [I'll get the authorities to do so. In the mean-
time, we '11 call one or two witnesses,NDaniel Ewbank!Nto begin with."

There was a brief and evidently anxious consultation between Greyle's
solicitor and the coroner; there were dark looks at Petherton and his
companions. Then the foreman of the jury spoke, sullenly.

"We don't want to hear no Ewbanks!" he said. "We're quite satisfied, us
as sits here. Our verdict isN"

"You'll have to bear Ewbank and anybody | like to call, my good sir,"
retorted Petherton quietly. "I am better acquainted with the law than you
are." He turned to the coroner's officer. "I warned you this morning to
produce Ewbank," he said. "Now, where is he?"

Out of a deep silence a shrill voice came from the rear of the crowd.

"Knows better than to be here, does Dan'l Ewbank, mister! He's off!"

"Very goodNor badNfor somebody," remarked Petherton, quietly.
"ThenNuntil Mr. Marston Greyle comesNwe will call Zachary Spurge."

The assemblage, jurymen included, broke into derisive laughter as
Spurge suddenly appeared from the most densely packed corner of the
room, and it was at once evident to Copplestone that whatever the
poacher might say, no one there would attach any importance to it. The
laughter continued and increased while Spurge was under examination.
Petherton appealed to the coroner; the coroner affected not to hear. And
once more the foreman of the jury interrupted.

"We don't want to hear no more o' this stuff!" he said. "It's an insult to
us to put afellow like that before us. We don't believe aword o' what he
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says.We don't believe he was within a mile o' them ruins on Sunday af-
ternoon. It's all a put-up job!"

Petherton leaned towards the reporters.

"l hope you gentlemen of the presswill make a full note of these pro-
ceedings," he observed suavely. "You at any rate are not biassed or
prejudiced.”

The coroner heard that in spite of his deafness, and he grew purple.

"Sir!" he exclaimed. "That is a most improper observation! It's a reflec-
tion on my position, sir, and I've a great mindN"

"Mr. Coroner," observed Petherton, leaning towards him, "I shall hand
in a full report concerning your conduct of these proceedings to the
Home Office tomorrow. If you attempt to interfere with my duty here,
all the worse for you. Now, Spurge, you can stand down. And as| see
Mr. Greyle thereNcall Marston Greyle!"

The Squire had appeared while Spurge was giving his evidence, and
had heard what the poacher alleged. He entered the box very pale,
angry, and disturbed, and the glances which he cast on Sir Cresswell
Oliver and his party were distinctly those of displeasure.

"Swear him!" commanded Petherton. "Now, Mr. GreerN"

But Greyle's own solicitor was on his legs, insisting on his right to put
a first question. In spite of Petherton, he put it.

"You heard the evidence of the last witness?NSpurge. Is there a word
of truth in it?"

Marston GreyleNwho certainly looked very unwellNmoistened his
lips.

"Not one word!" he answered. "It's a lie!"

The solicitor glanced triumphantly at the Coroner and the jury, and
the crowd raised unchecked murmurs of approval. Again the foreman
endeavoured to stop the proceedings.

"We regard all this here as very rude conduct to Mr. Greyle," he said
angrily. "We're not concernedN"

"Mr. Foreman!" said Petherton. "You are a foolish manNyou are inter-
fering with justice. Be warned!NI warn you, if the Coroner doesn't. Mr.
Greyle, | must ask you certain questions. Did you seethe deceasedBas-
sett Oliver on Sunday last?"

"No!"

"I needn't remind you that you are on your oath. Have you ever met
the deceased man in your life?"

"Never!"

"You never met him in America?"
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"I may have met himNbut not to my recollection. If | did, it was in
such a casual fashion that | have completely forgotten all about it."

"Very wellNyou are on your oath, mind. Where did you live in Amer-
ica, before you succeeded to this estate?"

The Squire's solicitor intervened.

"Don't answer that question!" he said sharply. "Don't answer any
more. | object altogether to your line,” he went on, angrily, turning to
Petherton. "l claim the Coroner's protection for the witness."

"l quite agree,"said the Coroner. "All this is absolutely irrelevant. You
can stand down," he continued, turning to the Squire. "I will have no
more of thisNand | will take the full responsibility!"

"And the consequencesMr. Coroner,"” replied Petherton calmly. "And
the first consequenceis that | now formally demand an adjournment of
this inquest, sine di¢"

"On what grounds, sir?" demanded the Coroner.

“To permit me to bring evidence from America," replied Petherton,
with a side glance at Marston Greyle. "Evidence already being prepared.”

The Coroner hesitated, looked at Greyle's solicitor, and then turned
sharply to the jury.

"l refuse that application!" he said. "You have heard all | have to say,
gentlemen," he went on, "and you can return your verdict."

Petherton quietly gathered up his papers and motioned to his friends
to follow him out of the schoolroom. The foreman of the jury was return-
ing a verdict of accidental death as they passed through the door, and
they emerged into the street to an accompaniment of loud cheersfor the
Squire and groans for themselves.

"What a travesty of justice!" exclaimed Sir Cresswell. "That fellow
Spurge was right, you see, Copplestone. | wish we hadn't brought him
into danger."

Copplestone suddenly laughed and touched Sir Cresswell's arm. He
pointed to the edge of the moorland just outside the school-yard. Spurge
was disappearing over that edge, and in a moment had vanished.

76



Chapter 1 3

MR. DENNIE

Amongst the little group of actors and actresseswho had come over
from Norcaster to hear all that was to be told concerning their late man-
ager, satan old gentleman who, hands folded on the head of his walking
cane,and chin settled on his hands, watched the proceedings with silent
and concentrated attention. He was a striking figure of an old gentle-
manNtall, distinguished-looking, handsome, with a face full of charac-
ter, the strong lines and features of which were further accentuated by
his silvery hair. He was a smart old gentleman, too, well and scrupu-
lously attired and groomed, and his blue bird's-eye necktie, worn at a
rakish angle, gave him the air of something of a sporting man rather than
of a follower of Thespis. His fellow members of the Oliver company
seemedto pay him great attention, and at various points of the proceed-
ings whispered questions to him as to an acknowledged authority.

This old gentleman, when the inquest came to its extraordinary end
and the crowd went out murmuring and disputing, separated himself
from his companions and made his way towards Mrs. Greyle and her
daughter, who were quietly setting out homewards. To Audrey's sur-
prise the two elders shook hands in silence, and inspected each other
with a palpable wistfulness of look.

"And yet it's twenty-five years since we met, isn't it?" said the old gen-
tleman, almost as if he were talking to himself. "But | knew you at
onceNI was wondering if you remembered me?"

"Why, of course,"responded Mrs. Greyle. "Besides,l've had an advant-
age over you. I've seenyou, you know, several timesNat Norcaster. We
go to the theatre now and then. AudreyNthis is Mr. DennieNyou've
seen him, too."

"On the stageNon the stage!" murmured the old actor, as he shook
hands with the girl. "Um!NI wonder if any of us are ever really off it!
This affair, for instanceNthere's a drama for you! By the-byeNthis young
SquireNhe's your relation, of course?"
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"My nephew-in-law, and Audrey's cousin," replied Mrs. Greyle. Mr.
Dennie, who had walked along with them towards their cottage, stopped
in a quiet stretch of the quay, and looked meditatively at Audrey.

“Then this young lady," he said, "is next heir to the Greyle estates,eh?
For | understand this present Squire isn't married. ThereforeN"

"Oh, that's something that isn't worth thinking about,” replied Mrs.
Greyle hastily. "Don't put such notions into the girl's head, Mr. Dennie.
Besides,the Greyle estatesare not entailed, you know. The present own-
er can do what he pleases with themNbesides that, he's sure to marry."

"All the same," observed Mr. Dennie, imperturbably, "if this young
man had not been in existence, this child would have succeeded, eh?"

"Why, of course," agreed Mrs. Greyle a little impatiently. "But what's
the use of talking about that, my old friend! The young man is in posses-
sionNand there you are!"

"Do you like the young man?"asked Mr. Dennie. "l take an old fellow's
privilege in asking direct questions, you know. AndNthough we haven't
seen each other for all these yearsNyou can say anything tome."

“No, we don't," replied Mrs. Greyle. "And we don't know why we
don'tNso there's a woman's answer for you. Kinsfolk though we are, we
see little of each other."

Mr. Dennie made no remark on this. He walked along at Audrey's
side, apparently in deep thought, and suddenly he looked acrossat her
mother.

"What do you think about this extraordinary story of BassettOliver's
having met a Marston Greyle over there in America?" he asked abruptly.
"What do people here think about it?"

"We're not in a position to hear much of what other people think,"
answered Mrs. Greyle. "What | think is that if this Marston Greyle ever
did meet such a very notable and noticeable man as BassettOliver it's a
very, very strange thing that he's forgotten all about it!"

Mr. Dennie laughed quietly.

"Aye, aye!" he said. "ButNdon't you think we folk of the profession are
a little bit apt to magnify our own importance? You say 'Bless me, how
could anybody ever forget an introduction to Bassett Oliver!" But we
must remember that to some people even a famous actor is of nho more
importance thanNshall we say a respectable grocer? Marston Greyle
may be one of those peopleNit's quite possible he may have been intro-
duced, quite casually, to Oliver at some club, or gathering, something-or-
other, over there and have quite forgotten all about it. Quite possible, |
think."
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"I agreewith you asto the possibility, but certainly not asto the prob-
ability," said Mrs. Greyle, dryly. "Bassett Oliver was the sort of man
whom nobody would forget. But here we are at our cottageNyou'll come
in, Mr. Dennie?"

"It will only have to be for alittle time, my dear lady," said the old act-
or, pulling out his watch. "Our people are going back very soon, and |
must join them at the station."

"Il give you a glass of good old wine," said Mrs. Greyle asthey went
into the cottage. "l have some that belonged to my father-in-law, the old
Squire. You must taste itNfor old times' sake."

Mr. Dennie followed Audrey into the little parlour as Mrs. Greyle dis-
appeared to another part of the house. And the instant they were alone,
he tapped the girl's arm and gave her a curiously warning look.

"Hush, my dear!" he whispered. "Not a wordNdon't want your moth-
er to know! ListenNhave you a specimenNletterNanythingNof  your
cousin, the Squire's handwriting? Anything solong asit's his. You have?
Give it to meNsay nothing to your mother. Wait until tomorrow morn-
ing. Il run over to see you againNabout noon. It's importantNbut
silence!"

Audrey, scarcely understanding the old man's meaning, opened a
desk and drew out one or two letters. She selected one and handed it to
Mr. Dennie, who made hasteto put it away before Mrs. Greyle returned.
He gave Audrey another warning look.

"That was what | wanted!" he said mysteriously. "I thought of it during
the inquest. Never mind why, just nowNyou shall know tomorrow."

He lingered a few minutes, chatting to his hostessabout old times as
he sipped the old Squire's famous port; then he went off to the little sta-
tion, joined Stafford and his fellow actors and actresses,and returned
with them to Norcaster. And at Norcaster Mr. Dennie separated himself
from the rest and repaired to his quiet lodgingsNrooms which he had
occupied for many years in successionwhenever he went that way on
tourNand once safely bestowed in them he pulled out a certain old-fash-
loned trunk, which he had owned since boyhood and lugged about
wherever he went in two continents, and from it, after much methodical
unpacking, he disinterred a brown paper parcel, neatly tied up with
greenribbon. From this parcel he drew athin packet of typed matter and
a couple of lettersNthe type script he laid aside, the letters he opened out
on his table. Then he took from his pocket the letter which Audrey
Greyle had given him and put it side by side with those taken from the
parcel. And after one brief glance at all three Mr. Dennie made typescript
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and letters up again into a neat packet, restored them to his trunk, locked
them up, and turned to the two hours' rest which he always took before
going to the theatre for his evening's work.

He was back at Scarhavenby eleven o'clock the next morning, with his
neat packet under his arm and he held it up significantly to Audrey who
opened the door of the cottage to him.

"Something to show you," he said with a quiet smile as he walked in.
“To show you and your mother." He stopped short on the threshold of
the little parlour, where Copplestone was just then talking to Mrs.
Greyle. "Oh!" he said, a little disappointedly, "I hoped to find you
aloneNI'll wait."

Mrs. Greyle explained who Copplestone was, and Mr. Dennie immedi-
ately brightened. "Of courseNof course!" he explained. "I know! Glad to
meet you, Mr. CopplestoneNyou don't know me, but | know youNor
your workNwell enough. It was | who read and recommended your
play to our poor dear friend. It's alittle secret,you know," continued Mr.
Dennie, laying his packet on the table, "but | have acted for a great many
years as Bassett Oliver's literary adviserNtaster, you might say. You
know, he had a great number of plays sentto him, of course,and he was
avery busy man, and he used to hand them over to me in the first place,
to take a look at, a taste of, you know, and if | liked the taste, why, then
he took a mouthful himself, eh? And that brings me to the very point,
my dear ladies and my dear young gentleman, that | have come specially
to Scarhaventhis morning to discuss. It's a very, very serious matter in-
deed," he went on as he untied his packet of papers, "and | fear that it's
only the beginning of something more serious. Come round me here at
this table, all of you, if you please."

The other three drew up chairs, each wondering what was coming,
and the old actor resumed his eyeglassesand gave obvious signs of mak-
ing a speech.

“Now | want you all to attend to me, very closely," he said. "l shall
have to go into a detailed explanation, and you will very soon seewhat |
am after. As you may be aware, | have been a personal friend of Bassett
Oliver for some years, and a member of his company without break for
the last eight years. | accompanied Oliver Bassetton his two trips to the
United StatesNtherefore, | was with him when he was last there, years
ago.

"Now, while we were at Chicago that time, Bassettcameto me one day
with the typescript of a one-actplay and told me that it had beensentto
him by a correspondent signing himself Marston Greyle; who in a
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covering letter, said that he sprang from an old English family, and that
the play dealt with a historic, romantic episode in its history. The prin-
cipal part, he believed, was one which would suit BassettNtherefore he
begged him to consider the matter. Bassettasked me to read the play,
and | took it away, with the writer's letter, for that purpose. But we were
just then very busy, and | had no opportunity of reading anything for a
time. Later on, we went to St. Louis, and there, of course, Bassett,as usu-
al, was much feted and went out a great deal, lunching with people and
so on. One day he cameto me, 'By-the-bye, Dennie!" he said, 'l met that
Mr. Marston Greyle today who sent me that romantic one-actthing. He
wanted to know if I'd read it, and | had to confessthat it was in your
hands. Have you looked at it?' |, too, had to confessNI hadn't. 'Well,'
said he, 'read it and let me know what you thinkNwill it suit me?' |
made time to read the little play during the following week, and | told
Bassettthat | didn't think it would suit him, but | felt sure it might suit
Montagu Gaines, who plays just such parts. Bassettthereupon wrote to
the author and said what I, his reader, thought, and kindly offered, ashe
knew Gaines intimately, to show the little work to him on his return to
England. And this Mr. Marston Greyle wrote back, thanking Bassett
warmly and accepting his kind offer. Accordingly, | brought the play
with me to England. Montagu Gaines, however, had just set off on atwo
years'tour to AustraliaNconsequently, the play and the author's two let-
ters have remained in my possession ever since. AndNhere they are!"

Mr. Dennie laid his hand dramatically on his packet, looked signific-
antly at his audience, and went on.

"Now, when | heard all that | did hear at that inquest yesterday," he
said, "I naturally remembered that | had in my possessiontwo letters
which were undoubtedly written to Bassett Oliver by a young man
named Marston Greyle, whom OliverNjust as undoubtedly!Nhad per-
sonally met in St. Louis. And sowhen the inquest was over, Mr. Copple-
stone, | recalled myself to Mrs. Greyle here, whom | had known many
years ago, and | walked back to this house with her and her charming
daughter, andNdon't be angry, Mrs. GreyleNwhile the mother's back
was turnedNon hospitable thoughts intentNl got the daughter to lend
meNsecretlyNa letter written by the present Squire of Scarhaven.
Armed with that, | went home to my lodgings in Norcaster, found the
letter written by the American Marston Greyle, and compared it with
them. AndNhere is the result!"
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The old actor selectedthe two American letters from his papers, laid
them out on the table, and placed the letter which Audrey had given him
beside them.

"Now!" he said, as his three companions bent eagerly over these exhib-
its, "Look at those three letters. All bear the same signature, Marston

GreyleNbut the hand-writing of those two is as different from that of
this one as chalk is from cheese!"
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Chapter 1 4

BY PRIVATE TREATY

There was little need for the three deeply interested listeners to look long
at the lettersNone glance was sufficient to show even a carelesseye that
the hand which had written one of them had certainly not written the
other two. The letter which Audrey had handed to Mr. Dennie was
penned in the style commonly known as commercialNplain, common-
place, utterly lacking in the characteristics which are supposed to denote
iImagination and a senseof artistry. It was the sort of caligraphy which
one comes across every day in shops and offices and banksNthere was
nothing in any upstroke, downstroke or letter which lifted it from the
very ordinary. But the other two letters were evidently written by a man
of literary and artistic sense,possessingimagination and a liking for ef-
fect. It needed no expert in handwriting to declare that two totally differ-
ent individuals had written those letters.

"And now," observed Mr. Dennie, breaking the silence and putting in-
to words what each of the others was vaguely feeling, "the question
isNwhat does all this mean? To start with, Marston Greyle is a most un-
common name. Is it possible there can be two persons of that name?
That, at any rate, is the first thing that strikes me."

"It is not the first thing that strikes me," said Mrs. Greyle. Shetook up
the typescript which the old actor had brought in his packet, and held its
title-page significantly before him. "That is the first thing that strikes
me!" she exclaimed. "The Marston Greyle who sent this to BassettOliver
said according to your storyNthat he sprang from a very old family in
England, and that this is a dramatization of a romantic episode in its an-
nals. Now there is no other old family in England named Greyle, and
this episode is of course, the famous legend of how Prince Rupert once
sought refuge in the Keep yonder and had a love-passagewith alady of
the house. Am I right, Mr. Dennie?"

"Quite right, ma'am, quite correct,” replied the old actor. "It is soNyou
have guessed correctly!"
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"Very well, thenNthe Marston Greyle who wrote this, and those let-
ters, and who met BassettOliver was without doubt the son of Marcus
Greyle, who went to America many years ago. He was the same Marston
Greyle, who, his father being dead, of course succeededhis uncle, Steph-
en John GreyleNthat seemsan absolute certainty. And in that case,"con-
tinued Mrs. Greyle, looking earnestly from one to the other, "in that
caseNwho is the man now at Scarhaven Keep?"

A dead silence fell on the little room. Audrey started and flushed at
her mother's eager, pregnant question; Mr. Dennie sat up very erectand
took a pinch of snuff from his old-fashioned box. Copplestone pushed
his chair away from the table and beganto walk about. And Mrs. Greyle
continued to look from one face to the other asif demanding a reply to
her question.

"Mother!" said Audrey in a low voice. "You aren't suggestingN"

"Ahem!" interrupted Mr. Dennie. "A moment, my dear. There is noth-
ing, | believe," he continued, waxing a little oracular, "nothing like plain
speech.We are all friendsNwe have a common causeNjustice! It may be
that justice demands our best endeavours not only as regards our de-
ceased friend, BassettOliver, but in the interests ofNthis young lady.
SoN"

"l wish you wouldn't, Mr. Dennie!" exclaimed Audrey. "I don't like this
at all. Please don't!"

Sheturned, almost instinctively, to seek Copplestone's aid in repress-
ing the old man. But Copplestone was standing by the window, staring
moodily at the wind-swept quay beyond the garden, and Mr. Dennie
waved his snuff-box and went on.

"An old man's privilege!" he said. "In your interests, my dear. Allow
me." He turned again to Mrs. Greyle. "In plain words, ma'am, you are
wondering if the present holder of the estatesis really what he claims to
be. Plain English, en?"

"I am!" answered Mrs. Greyle with a distinct ring of challenge and de-
fiance. "And now that it comesto the truth, | have wondered that ever
since he came here. There!"

"Why, mother?" asked Audrey, wonderingly.

"Because he doesn't possessa single Greyle characteristic," replied
Mrs. Greyle, readily enough, "I ought to knowNI married Valentine
Greyle, and | knew Stephen John, and | saw plenty of both, and
something of their father, too, and a little of Marcus before he emigrated.
This man does not possess one Single scrap of the Greyle temperament!”
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Mr. Dennie put away his snuff-box and drumming on the table with
his fingers looked out of his eye corners at Copplestone who still stood
with his back to the rest, staring out of the window.

"And what," said Mr. Dennie, softly, "whatNer, does our good friend
Mr. Copplestone say?"

Copplestone turned swiftly, and gave Audrey a quick glance.

"I say," he answered in a sharp, business-like fashion, "that Gilling,
who's stopping at the inn, you know, is walking up and down outside
here, evidently looking out for me, and very anxious to seeme, and with
your permission, Mrs. Greyle, I'd like to have him in. Now that things
have got to this pitch, I'd better tell you somethingNl don't seeany good
in concealing it longer. Gilling isn't an invalid curate at alllNhe's a
private detective. Sir Cresswell Oliver and Petherton, the solicitor, sent
him down here to watch GreyleNthe Squire, you knowNthat's Gilling's
job. They suspect GreyleNhave suspected him from the very firstNbut
of what | don't know. NotNnot of this, | think. Anyway, they do suspect
him, and Gilling's had his eye on him ever since he came here. And I'd
like to fetch Gilling in here,and I'd like him to know all that Mr. Dennie's
told us. Because,don't you see, Sir Cresswell and Petherton ought to
know all that, immediately, and Gilling's their man."

Audrey's brows had been gathering in lines of dismay and perplexity
all the time Copplestone was talking, but her mother showed no signs of
anything but complete composure, crowned by something very like sat-
isfaction, and she nodded a ready acquiescence in Copplestone's
proposal.

"By all means!" she responded. "Bring Mr. Gilling in at once."

Copplestone hurried out into the garden and signalled to the pseudo-
curate, who came hurrying across from the quay. One glance at him
showed Copplestone that something had happened.

"Gad!NI thought | should never attract your attention!" said Gilling
hastily. "Been making eyes at you for ten minutes. | sayNGreyle's off!"

"Off!" exclaimed Copplestone. "How do you meanNoff?"

"Left Scarhaven,anyhowNfor London," replied Gilling. "An hour ago
| happened to be at the station, buying a paper, when he drove
upNluggage and man with him, so | knew he was off for some time.
And | took good care to dodge round by the booking-office when the
man took the tickets. King's Cross. So that's all right, for the time being."

"How do you meanNall right?" asked Copplestone. "l thought you
were to keep him in sight?"
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"All right," repeated Gilling. "I have more eyesthan these,my boy! I've
a particularly smart partner in LondonNname of SwallowNand he and |
have a cypher code. So soon as the gentleman had left, | repaired to the
nearest post office and wired a code messageto Swallow. Swallow will
meet that train when it strikes King's Cross. And it doesn't matter if
Greyle hides himself in one of the spikes on top of the Monument or in-
side the lion house at the ZooNSwallow will be there! No man ever got
away from SwallowNonce Swallow had set eyes on him."

Copplestone looked, listened, and laughed.

"Professional pride!" he said. "All right. | want you to come in here
with meNto Mrs. Greyle's. Something's happened here, too. And of such
a serious nature that I've taken the liberty of telling them who and what
you really are. You'll forgive me when you hear what it is that we've
learnt here this morning."

Gilling had looked rather doubtful at Copplestone's announcement,
but he immediately turned towards the cottage.

"Oh, well! he said good-naturedly. "I'm sure you wouldn't have told if
you hadn't felt there was good reason. What is this fresh
news?Nsomething aboutNhim?"

"Very much about him," answered Copplestone. "Come in."

He himself, at Mrs. Greyle's request, gave Gilling a brief account of
Mr. Dennie's revelations, the old actor supplementing it with a shrewd
remark or two. And then all four turned to Gilling asto an expert in
these matters.

"Queer!" observed Gilling. "Decidedly queer! There may be some ex-
planation, you know: I've known stranger things than that turn out to be
perfectly straight and plain when they were gone into. ButNputting all
the facts togetherNl don't think there's much doubt that there's
something considerably wrong in this case.l should like to repeat it to
my principalsNI must go up to town in any event this afternoon. Better
let me have all those documents, Mr. DennieNI'll give you a proper re-
ceipt for them. There's something very valuable in them, anyhow."

"What?" asked Copplestone.

“The address in St. Louis from which that Marston Greyle wrote to
Bassett Oliver." replied Gilling. "We can communicate with that ad-
dressNat once. We may learn something there. But," he went on, turning
to Mrs. Greyle, "I want to learn something hereNand now. | want to
know where and under what circumstances the Squire came to Scar-
haven. You were here then, of course, Mrs. Greyle? You can tell me?"
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"He came very quietly,” replied Mrs. Greyle. "Nobody in Scar-
havenNunless it was Peter ChatfieldNknew of his coming. In fact,
nobody in these parts, at any rateNknew he was in England. The family
solicitors in London may have known. But nothing was ever said or writ-
ten to me, though my daughter, failing this man, is the next in
succession."

"l do wish you'd leave all that out, mother!" exclaimed Audrey. "I don't
like it."

"Whether you like it or not, it's the fact,” said Mrs. Greyle imperturb-
ably, "and it can't be left out. Well, as| say, no one knew the Squire had
come to England, until one day Chatfield calmly walked down the quay
with him, introducing him right and left. He brought him here."

"Ah!" said Gilling. "That's interesting. Now | wonder if you found out
if he was well up in the family history?"

“Not then, but afterwards,” answered Mrs. Greyle. "He is particularly
well up in the Greyle recordsNsuspiciously well up."

"Why suspiciously?" asked Cobblestone.

"He knows moreNin a sort of antiquarian and historian fashionNthan
you'd suppose a young man of his age would,” said Mrs. Greyle. "He
gives you the impression of having read it upNstudied it deeply.
AndNhis usual tastes don't lie in that direction."

"Ah!" observed Mr. Dennie, musingly. "Bad sign, ma'am,Nbad sign!
Looks asif he had beenNshall we say put up to overstudying his part.
That's possible! | have known men who were so anxious to be what one
calls letter-perfect, Mr. Copplestone, that though they knew their parts,
they didn't know how to play them. Fact, sir!"

While the old actor was chuckling over this reminiscence, Gilling
turned quietly to Mrs. Greyle.

"l think you suspect this man?" he said.

"FranklyNyes," replied Mrs. Greyle. "l always have done, though |
have said so littleN"

"Mother!" interrupted Audrey. "Is it really worth while saying so much
now! After all, we know nothing, and if this is all mere supposi-
tionNhowever," she broke off, rising and going away from the group,
"perhaps | had better say nothing."

Copplestone too rose and followed her into the window recess.

"I say!" he said entreatingly. "I hope you don't think me interfering? |
assure youN"

"You!" she exclaimed. "Oh, no!Nof course. | think you're anxious to
clear things up about Mr. Oliver. But | don't want my mother dragged
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into itNfor a simple reason. We've got to live hereNand Chatfield is a
vindictive man."

"You're frightened of him?" said Copplestone incredulously. "You!"

“Not for myself," she answered, giving him a warning look and glan-
cing apprehensively at Mrs. Greyle, who was talking eagerly to Mr. Den-
nie and Gilling. "But my mother is not as strong as she looks and it
would be a blow to her to leave this place and we are the Squire's ten-
ants, and therefore at Chatfield's mercy. And you know that Chatfield
does as he likes! Now do you understand?"

"It maddens me to think that you should be at Chatfield's mercy!"
muttered Copplestone. "But do you really mean to say that ifNif Chat-
field thought youNthat is, your motherNwere mixed up in anything re-
lating to the clearing up of this affair he wouldN"

"Drive us out without mercy," replied Audrey. "That's dead certain."

"And that your cousin would let him?" exclaimed Copplestone.
"Surely not!"

"l don't think the Squire hasany control over Chatfield," she answered.
"You have seen them together."

“If that's so,” said Copplestone, "I shall begin to think there is
something queer about the Squire in the way your mother suggests. It
looks as if Chatfield had a hold on him. And in that caseN"

He suddenly broke off asa smart automobile drove up to the cottage
door and setdown atall, distinguished-looking man who after a glance
at the little house walked quickly up the garden. Audrey's face showed
surprise.

"Mother!" she said, turning to Mrs. Greyle. "There's Lord Altmore
here! He must want you. Or shall | go?"

Mrs. Greyle quitted the room hastily. The others heard her welcome
the visitor, lead him up the tiny hall; they heard a door shut. Audrey
looked at Copplestone.

"You've heard of Lord Altmore, haven't you?" she said. "He's our
biggest man in these partsNhe owns all the country at the back, moun-
tains, valleys, everything. The Greyle land shuts him off from the sea.In
the old days, Greyles and Altmores used to fight over their boundaries,
andN"

Mrs. Greyle suddenly showed herself again and looked at her
daughter.

"Will you come here, Audrey?" she said. "You gentlemen will excuse
both of us for a few minutes?"
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Mother and daughter went away, and the two young men drew up
their chairs to the table at which Mr. Dennie sat and exchanged views
with him on the curious situation. Half-an-hour went by; then stepsand
voices were heard in the hall and the garden; Mrs. Greyle and Audrey
were seeing their visitor out to his car. In a few minutes the car sped
away, and they came back to the parlour. One glance at their faces
showed Gilling that some new development had cropped up and he
nudged Copplestone.

"Here is remarkable news!" said Mrs. Greyle as she went back to her
chair. "Lord Altmore called to tell me of something that he thought |
ought to know. It is almost unbelievable, yet it is a fact. Marston
GreyleNif he is Marston Greyle!Nhas offered to sell Lord Altmore the
entire Scarhaven estate, by private treaty. Imagine it!Nthe estate which
has belonged to the Greyles for five hundred years!"
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Chapter 1 5

THE CABLEGRAM FROM NEW YORK

The two younger men received this announcement with no more than
looks of astonished inquiry, but the elder one coughed significantly, had
further recourseto his snuff-box and turned to Mrs. Greyle with a know-
ing glance.

"My dear lady!" he said impressively. "Now this is a matter in which |
believe | can be of serviceNreal service! You may have forgotten the
factNit is all solong agoNand perhaps | never mentioned it in the old
daysNbut the truth is that before | went on the stage, | was in the law.
The fact is, | am a duly and fully qualified solicitorNthough," he added,
with adry chuckle, "it is a good five and twenty years sincel paid the six
pounds for the necessaryannual certificate. But | have not forgotten my
lawNor some of itNand no doubt | can furbish up alittle more, if neces-
sary. You say that Mr. Marston Greyle, the present owner of Scarhaven,
has offered to sell his estate to Lord Altmore? ButNis not the estate
entailed?"

"No!" replied Mrs. Greyle. "It is not."

Mr. Dennie's face fellNunmistakably. He took another pinch of snuff
and shook his head.

“Then in that case,"he said dryly, "all the lawyers in the world can't
help. It's hisNabsolutelyNand he can do what he pleaseswith it. Five
hundred years, you say? Remarkable!Nthat a man should want to sell
land his forefathers have walked over for half a thousand years!
Extraordinary!"

"Did Lord Altmore say if any reason had been given him asto why
Mr. Greyle wished to sell?" asked Gilling.

"Yes,"replied Mrs. Greyle, who was obviously greatly upset by the re-
centnews. "He did. Mr. Greyle gave as his reasonthat the north does not
suit him, and that he wishes to buy an estatein the south of England. He
approached Lord Altmore first because it is well-known that the
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Altmores have always been anxious to extend their own borders to the
coast."

"Does Lord Altmore want to buy?" asked Gilling.

"It is very evident that he would be quite willing to buy,” said Mrs.
Greyle.

"What made him come to you," continued Gilling. "He must have had
some reason?"

"He had a reason," Mrs. Greyle answered, with a glance at Audrey.
"He knows the family history, of courseNhe is very well aware that my
daughter is at present the heir apparent. He therefore thought we ought
to know of this offer. But that is not quite all. Lord Altmore has, of
course, read the accounts of the inquest in this morning's paper. Also his
steward was present at the inquest. And from what he has read, and
from what his steward told him, Lord Altmore thinks there is something
wrongNhe thinks, for instance, that Marston Greyle should explain this
mystery about the meeting with BassettOliver in America. At any rate,
he will go no further in any negotiations until that mystery is properly
cleared up. Shall | tell you what Lord Altmore said on that point? He
saidN"

“Is it worth while, mother?" interrupted Audrey. "It was only his
opinion."

"It is worth whileNamongst ourselvesN" insisted Mrs. Greyle. "Why
not? Lord Altmore saidNin so many wordsN'l have a sort of uneasy
feeling, after reading the evidence at that inquest, and hearing what my
steward's impressions were, that this man calling himself Marston
Greyle may not be Marston Greyle at all and | shall want good proof that
he is before | even consider the proposal he has made to me.' There!
SoNwhat's to be done?"

“The law, ma'am," observed Mr. Dennie, solemnly, “"the law must step
in. You must get an injunction, ma'am, to prevent Mr. Marston Greyle
from dealing with the property until his own title to it has been estab-
lished. That, at any rate, is my opinion."

"May | ask a question?" said Copplestone who had been listening and
thinking intently. "Did Lord Altmore say when this offer was made to
him?"

"Yes," replied Mrs. Greyle. "A week ago."

"A week ago!" exclaimed Copplestone. "That is, before Ilast
SundayNbefore the Bassett Oliver episode. ThenNthe offer to sell is
quite independent of that affair!"

"StrangeNand significant!" muttered Gilling.
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He rose from his chair and looked at his watch.

"Well," he went on, "I am going off to London. Will you give me leave,
Mrs. Greyle, to report all this to Sir Cresswell Oliver and Mr. Petherton?
They ought to know."

“I'm going, too," declared Copplestone, also rising. "Mrs. Greyle, I'm
sure will entrust the whole matter to us. And Mr. Dennie will trust us
with those papers.”

"Oh, certainly, certainly!" asserted Mr. Dennie, pushing his packet
acrossthe table. "Take care of 'em, my boy!Nye don't know how import-
ant they may turn out to be."

"AndNMrs. Greyle?" asked Copplestone.

"Tell whatever you think it bestto tell," replied Mrs. Greyle. "My own
opinion is that a lot will have to be toldNand to come out, yet."

"We can catch a train in three-quarters of an hour, Copplestone," said
Gilling. "Let's get back and settle up with Mrs. Wooler and be off."

Copplestone contrived to draw Audrey aside.

“This isn't good-bye," he whispered, with a meaning look. "You'll see
me back here before many days are over. But listenNif anything hap-
pens here, if you want anybody's helpNin any wayNyou know what |
meanNpromise you'll wire to me at this address. Promise!Nor | won't
go."

"Very well," said Audrey, "l promise. ButNwhy shall you come back?"

“Tell you when | come," replied Copplestone with another look.
"ButNl shall comeNand soon. I'm only going becausel want to be of
useNto you."

An hour later he and Gilling were on their way to London, and from
opposite corners of a compartment which they had contrived to get to
themselves, they exchanged looks.

“This is a queer business, Copplestone!" said Gilling. "It strikes me it's
going to be a big one, too. AndNit's coming to a point round Squire
Greyle."

"Do you think your man will have tracked him?" asked Copplestone.

"It will be the first time Swallow's ever lost sight of anybody if he
hasn't,” answered Gilling. "He's a human ferret! However, | wired to him
just before we left, telling him to meet me at King's Cross, sowe'll get his
report. Oh, he'll have followed him all rightNI don't imagine for a mo-
ment that Greyle is trying to evade anybody, at this juncture, at any
rate."
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But whenNfour hours laterNthe train drew into King's CrossNand
Gilling's partner, a young and sharp-looking man, presented himself, it
was with a long and downcast face and a lugubrious shake of the head.

"Done!Nfor the first time in my life!" he growled in answer to Gilling's
eagerinquiry. "Lost him! Never failed beforeNas you know. Well, it had
to come, | supposeNcan't go on without an occasional defeat. ButNI'm a
bit licked asto the whole thingNunless your man is dodging somebody.
Is he?"

“Tell your tale," commanded Gilling, motioning Copplestone to follow
him and Swallow aside.

"l was up here in good time this afternoon to meet his train," reported
Swallow. "I spotted him and his man at once; no difficulty, asyour de-
scription of both was so full. They were together while the luggage was
got out; then he, Greyle, gave some instructions to the man and left him.
He himself got into a taxi-cab; | got into another close behind and gave
its driver certain orders. Greyle drove straight to the Fragonard
ClubNyou know."

"Ah!" exclaimed Gilling. "Did he, now? That's worth knowing."

"What's the Fragonard Club?" asked Copplestone. "Never heard of it."

"Club of folk connected with the stage and the music-halls," answered
Gilling, testily. "In a side street, off Shaftesbury AvenueNtell you more
of it, later. Go on, Swallow."

"He paid off his driver there, and went in," continued Swallow. "l paid
mine and hung aboutNthere's only one entrance and exit to that spot, as
you know. He came out again within five minutes, stuffing some letters
into his pocket. He walked away across Shaftesbury Avenue into War-
dour StreetNthere he went into a tobacconist's shop. Of course, | hung
about again. But this time he didn't come. Soat last | walked inNto buy
something. He wasn't there!"

"Pooh!Nhe'd slipped outNwalked outNwhen you weren't looking!"
said Gilling. "Why didn't you keep your eye on the ball, man?Nyou!"

"You be hanged!" retorted Swallow. "Never had an eyelash off that
shop door from the time he entered until I, too, entered."”

"Then there's a side-door to that shopNinto some alley or passage,”
said Gilling.

“Not that | could find," answered Swallow. "Might be at the rear of the
premises perhaps, but | couldn't ascertain, of course. Remem-
ber!Nthere's another thing. He may have stopped on the premises.
There's that in it. However, | know the shop and the name."
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"Why didn't you bring somebody elsewith you, to follow the man and
the luggage?" demanded Gilling, half-petulantly.

Swallow shook his head.

“There | made a messof it, | confess,"he admitted. "But it never struck
me they'd separate.| thought, of course, they'd drive straight to some
hotel, andN"

"And the long and the short of it is, Greyle's slipped you," said Gilling.
"WellNthere's no more to be done tonight. The only thing of value is that
Greyle called at the Fragonard. What's a country squireNonly recently
come to England, too!Nto do with the Fragonard? That is worth
something. WellNCopplestone, we'd better meet in the morning at
Petherton's. You be there at ten o'clock, and I'll get Sir Cresswell Oliver
to be there, too."

Copplestone betook himself to his rooms in Jermyn Street; it seemed
an ageNseveral agesNsince he had last seenthe familiar things in them.
During the few days which had elapsed since his hurried setting-off to
meet BassettOliver so many things had happened that he felt asif he
had lived a week in a totally different world. He had met death, and
mystery, and what appeared to be sure evidence of deceit and cunning
and perhaps worseNfraud and crime blacker than fraud. But he had also
met Audrey Greyle. And it was only natural that he thought more about
her than of the strange atmosphere of mystery which wrapped itself
around Scarhaven. She, at any rate, was good to think upon, and he
thought much as he looked over the letters that had accumulated,
changed his clothes, and made ready to go and dine at his club, Already
he was counting the hours which must elapse before he would go back
to her.

Nevertheless, Copplestone's mind was not entirely absorbed by this
pleasant subject; the events of the day and of the arrival in London kept
presenting themselves. And coming acrossa fellow club-member whom
he knew for a thorough man about town, he suddenly plumped him
with a question.

"l say!" he said. "Do you know the Fragonard Club?"

"Of course!" replied the other man. "Don't you?"

"Never even heard of it till this evening," said Copplestone. "What is
it?"

"Mixed lot!" answered his companion. "Theatrical and music-hall
folkNmen and womenNboth. Lively spotNsometimes. Like to have a
look in when they have one of their nights?"

"Very much," assented Copplestone. "Are you a member?"
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“No, but | know several men who are members," said the other. "I'll fix
it all right. Worth going to when they've what they call a house-din-
nerNSunday night, of course."

"Thanks," said Copplestone. "l suppose membership of that's confined
to the profession, eh?"

"Strictly,” replied his friend. "But they ain't at all particular about their
guestsNyou'll meet all sorts of people there, from judges to jockeys, and
millionairesses to milliners."

Copplestone was still wondering what the Squire of Scarhaven could
have to do with the Fragonard Club when he went to Mr. Petherton's of-
fice the next morning. He was late for the appointment which Gilling
had made, and when he arrived Gilling had already reported all that had
taken place the day before to the solicitor and to Sir Cresswell Oliver.
And on that Copplestone produced the papers entrusted to him by Mr.
Dennie and they all compared the handwritings afresh.

“There is certainly something wrong, somewhere," remarked Pether-
ton, after atime. "However, we are in a position to begin a systematic in-
quiry. Here," he went on, drawing a paper from his desk, "is a cablegram
which arrived first thing this morning from New YorkNfrom an agent
who has been making a searchfor me in the shipping lists. This is what
he says: 'Marston Greyle, St. Louis, Missouri, booked first-class passen-
ger from New York to Falmouth, England, by S.S.Araconda September
28th, 1912.' ThereNthat's something definite. And the next thing," con-
cluded the old lawyer, with a shrewd glance at Sir Cresswell, "is to find
out if the Marston Greyle who landed at Falmouth is the same man
whom we have recently seen!"
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Chapter 1 6

IN TOUCH WITH THE MISSING

Sir Cresswell Oliver took the cablegram from Petherton and read it over
slowly, muttering the precise and plain wording to himself.

"Don't you think, Petherton, that we had better get a clear notion of
our exact bearings?" he said as he laid it back on the solicitor's desk.
"Seemsto me that the time's come when we ought to know exactly
where we are. As | understand it, the caseis thisNrightly or wrongly we
suspectthe present holder of the Scarhavenestates.We suspectthat he is
not the rightful ownerNthat, in short, he is no more the real Marston
Greyle than you are. We think that he's an impostorNposing as Marston
Greyle. Other peopleNMrs. Valentine Greyle, for exampleNevidently
think so, too. Am | right?"

"Quite!" responded Petherton. "That's our positionNexactly."

"ThenNin that case,what | want to get at is this," continued Sir Cress-
well. "How does this relate to my brother's death? What's the connec-
tion? ThatNto me at any rateNis the first thing of importance. Of course
| have a theory. This, that the impostor did seemy brother last Sunday
afternoon. That he knew that my brother would at once know that he,
the impostor, was not the real Marston Greyle, and that the discovery
would lead to detection. And therefore he put him out of the way. He
might accompany him to the top of the tower and fling him down. It's
possible. Do you follow me?"

"Precisely," replied Petherton. "I, too, incline to that notion, though I've
worked it out in a different fashion. My reconstruction of what took
place at ScarhavenKeep is asfollowsNI think that BassettOliver met the
SquireNwe'll call this man that for the sake of clearnessNwhen he
entered the ruins. He probably introduced himself and mentioned that
he had met a Marston Greyle in America. Then the Squire saw the prob-
abilities of detectionNand what subsequently took place was most likely
what you suggest. It may have been that the Squire recognized Bassett
Oliver, and knew that he'd met Marston Greyle; it may have beenthat he
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didn't know him and didn't know anything until Bassett Oliver en-
lightened him. ButNeither wayNI firmly believe that Bassett Oliver
came to his death by violenceNthat he was murdered. SoNthere's the
case in a nutshell! Murdered!Nto keep his tongue still."

"What's to be done, then?" asked Sir Cresswell as Petherton tapped the
cablegram.

“The first thing," he answered, "is to make use of this. We now know
that the real Marston GreyleNwho certainly did live in St. Louis, where
his father had settledNleft New York for England to take up his inherit-
ance, on September 28th, 1912, and booked a passageto Falmouth. He
would land at Falmouth from the Aracondaabout October 5th. Probably
there is sometrace of him at Falmouth. He no doubt stayed a night there.
Anyway, somebody must go to Falmouth and make inquiries. You'd bet-
ter go, Gilling, and at once. While you're away your partner had better
resume his searchfor the man we know asthe Squire. You've two good
cluesNthe fact that he visited the Fragonard Club and that particular
tobacconist's shop. Urge Swallow to do his bestNthe man must be kept
in sight. See to both these things immediately."

"Swallow is at work already," replied Gilling. "He's got good help, too,
and his failure yesterday has put him on his mettle. As for me, I'll go to
Falmouth by the next express. Let me have that cablegram.”

"I'l' go with you," said Copplestone. "I may be of some useNand I'm
interested. But," he paused and looked questioningly at the old solicitor.
"What about the other news we brought you?" he asked. "About this sale
of the estate, you know? If this man is an impostorN"

"Leave that to me," replied Petherton, with a shrewd glance at Sir
Cresswell. "I know the Greyle family solicitorsNhighly respectable
peopleNonly afew doors away, in factNand I'm going round to have a
quiet little chat with them in a few minutes. There will be no sale! Leave
me to deal with that matterNand if you young men are going to Fal-
mouth, off you go!"

It was late that night when Copplestone and Gilling arrived at this far-
off Cornish seaport, and nothing could be done until the following
morning. To Copplestone it seemedasif they were in for a difficult task.
Over twelve months had elapsed since the real Marston Greyle left
America for England; he might not have stayed in Falmouth, might not
have held any conversation with anybody there who would recollect
him! how were they going to trace him? But GillingNnow free of his
clerical attire and presenting himself as a smart young man of the
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professional classestypeNwas quick to explain that system, accurate
and definite system, would expedite matters.

"We know the approximate date on which the Aracondawould touch
here," he said as they breakfasted together. "As things go, it would be
from October 4th to 6th, according to the quickness of her run acrossthe
Atlantic. Very wellNif Marston Greyle stayed here, he'd have to stay at
some hotel. Accordingly, we visit all the Falmouth hotels and examine
their registers of that dateNfirst week of October, 1912.1f we find his
nameNgood! We can then go on to make inquiries. If we don't find any
trace of him, then we know it's all upNhe probably went straight away
by train after landing. We'll begin with this hotel first."

There was no record of any Marston Greyle at that hotel, nor at the
next half-dozen at which they called. A visit to the shipping office of the
line to which the Aracondabelonged revealed the fact that she reached
Falmouth on October 5th at half-past ten in the evening, and that the
name of Marston Greyle was on the list of first-class passengers.Gilling
left the office in cheery mood.

"That simplifies matters," he said. "As the Aracondareached here late in
the evening, the passengerswho landed from her would be almost cer-
tain to stay the night in Falmouth. Sowe've only to resume our round of
these hotels in order to hit something pertinent. This is plain and easy
work, CopplestoneNno corners in it. We'll strike oil before noon."

They struck oil at the very next hotel they called atNan old-fashioned
house in close proximity to the harbour. There was a communicative
landlord there who evidently possessedand was proud of a retentive
memory, and he no sooner heard the reason of Gilling's call upon him
than he bustled into activity, and produced the register of the previous
year.

"But | remember the young gentleman you're asking about,” he re-
marked, as he took the book from a safe and laid it open on the table in
his private room. "Not a common name, is it? He came here about eleven
o'clock of the night you've mentionedNthere you are!Nthere's the entry.
And thereNhigher upNis the name of the man who came to meet him.
He came the day beforeNto be here when the Aracondagot in."

The two visitors, bending over the book, mutually nudged each other
as their eyesencountered the signatures on the open page. There, in the
handwriting of the letters which Mr. Dennie had so fortunately pre-
served, was the name Marston Greyle. But it was not the sight of that
which surprised them; they had expectedto seeit. What made them both
thrill with the joy of an unexpected discovery was the sight of the
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signature inserted some lines above it, under date October 4th. Lest they
should exhibit that joy before the landlord, they mutually stuck their el-
bows into each other and immediately affected the unconcern of
indifference.

But there the signature wasN Peter Chatfield Peter Chatfield!Nthey
both knew that they were entering on a new stage of their quest; that the
fact that Chatfield had travelled to Falmouth to meet the new owner of
Scarhaven meant muchNpossibly meant everything.

"Oh!" said Gilling, as steadily as possible. "That gentleman came to
meet the other, did he? Just so. Now what sort of man was he?"

"Big, fleshy manNelderlyNvery solemn in manner and appearance,
answered the landlord. "I remember him well. Came in about five o
‘clock in the afternoon of the 4th just after the London train arrivedNand
booked a room. He told me he expected to meet a gentleman from New
York, and was very fidgety about fixing it up to go off in the tender to
the Aracondawhen she cameinto the Bay. However, | found out for him
that she wouldn't be in until next evening, so of course he settled down
to wait. Very quiet, reserved old fellowNnever said much."

"Did he go off on the tender next night?" asked Gilling.

"He didNand came back with this other gentleman and his bag-
gageNthis Mr. Greyle," answered the landlord. "Mr. Chatfield had
booked a room for Mr. Greyle."

"And what sort of man was Mr. Greyle?" inquired Gilling. "That's
really the important thing. You've an exceptionally good memoryNI can
see that. Tell us all you can recollect about him."

"l can recollect plenty," replied the landlord, shaking his head. "As for
his looksNa tallish, slightly-built young fellow, between, | should say,
twenty-five and twenty-eight. Stooped a good bit. Very dark hair and
eyesNeyes a good deal sunken in his face. Very paleNgood-look-
ingNgood features. But illNmy sakes! he was ill!"

“Il" exclaimed Gilling, with a glance at Copplestone. "Really ill!"

"He was that ill," said the landlord, "that me and my wife never expec-
ted to seehim get up that next morning. We wanted them to have a doc-
tor but Mr. Greyle himself said that it was nothing, but that he had some
heart trouble and that the voyage had made it worse. He said that if he
took some medicine which he had with him, and a drop of hot brandy-
and-water, and got a good night's sleep he'd be all right. And next morn-
ing he seemedbetter, and he got up to breakfastNbut my wife said to me
that if she'd seendeath on a man's faceit was on his! She'sa bit of a per-
suasive tongue, has my wife, and when she heard that these two
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gentlemen were thinking of going a long journeyNright away to the far
north, it was, | believeNshe got 'em to go and seethe doctor first, for she
felt that Mr. Greyle wasn't fit for the exertion."

"Did they go?" asked Gilling.

"They did! | talked, myself, to the old gentleman," replied the landlord.
"And | showed them the way to our own doctorNDr. Tretheway. And as
a result of what he said to them, | heard them decide to break up their
journey into stages,asyou might term it. They left here for Bristol that
afternoonNto stay the night there."

"You're sure of that?NBristol?" asked Gilling.

"Ought to be," replied the landlord, with laconic assurance."l went to
the station with them and saw them off. They booked to Bris-
tolNanywayNfirst class."

Gilling looked at his companion.

"l think we'd better see this Dr. Tretheway," he remarked.

Dr. Tretheway, an elderly man of grave manners and benevolent as-
pect, remembered the visit of Mr. Marston Greyle well enough when he
had turned up its date in his casebook. He also remembered the visitor's
companion, Mr. Chatfield, who seemed unusually anxious and con-
cerned about Mr. Greyle's health.

"And asto that,” continued Dr. Tretheway, "l learnt from Mr. Greyle
that he had beenseriously indisposed for some months before setting out
for England. The voyage had been rather a rough one; he had suffered
much from sea-sicknessand, in his state of health, that was unfortunate
for him. | made a careful examination of him, and | came to the conclu-
sion that he was suffering from aform of myocarditis which was rapidly
assuming a very serious complexion. | earnestly advised him to take as
much rest as possible, to avoid all unnecessary fatigue and all excite-
ment, and | strongly deprecated his travelling in one journey to the
north, whither | learnt he was bound. On my advice, he and Mr. Chat-
field decided to break that journey at Bristol, at Birmingham, and at
Leeds. By so doing, you see,they would only have a short journey each
day, and Mr. Greyle would be able to rest for a long time at a stretch.
ButNI formed my own conclusions."

"And they wereNwhat?" asked Gilling.

“That he would not live long," said the doctor. "Finding that he was
going to the neighbourhood of Norcaster, where there is a most excellent
school of medicine, | advised him to get the best specialist he could from
there, and to put himself under his treatment. But my impression was
that he had already reached a very, very serious stage."
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"You think he was then likely to die suddenly?" suggested Gilling.

"It was quite possible. | should not have been surprised to hear of his
death," answered Dr. Tretheway. "He was, in short, very ill indeed."

"You never heard anything?" inquired Gilling.

"Nothing at allNthough | often wondered. Of course," said the doctor
with a smile, "they were only chancevisitorsNI often have trans-atlantic
passengersdrop inNand they forget that a physician would sometimes
like to know how a casesubmitted to him in that way has turned out.
No, | never heard any more."

"Did they give you any address, either of them?" asked Copplestone,
seeing that Gilling had no more to ask.

"No," replied the doctor, "they did not. | knew of course, from what
they told me that Mr. Greyle had come off the Aracondathe night before,
and that he was passing on. NoNI only gathered that they were going to
the neighbourhood of Norcaster from the fact that Mr. Greyle asked if a
journey to that place would be too much for himNhe said with a laugh,
that over there in the United States a journey of five hundred miles
would be considered a mere jaunt! He was very plucky, poor fellow,
butN"

Dr. Tretheway ended with a significant shake of the head, and his two
visitors left him and went out into the autumn sunlight.

"Copplestone!" said Gilling asthey walked away. "That chapNthe real
Marston GreyleNis dead! That's as certain asthat we're alive! And now
the next thing is to find out where he died and when. And by George,
that's going to be a big job!"

"How are you going to setabout it?" asked Copplestone. "It seemsasif
we were up against a blank wall, now."

“Not at all, my son!" retorted Gilling, cheerfully. "One step at a
timeNthat's the sure thing to go on, in my calling. We've found out a lot
here, and quickly, too. AndNwe know where our next step lies. Bristol!
Like looking for needlesin a bundle of hay? Not a bit of it. If those two
broke their journey at Bristol, they'd have to stop at an hotel. Well, now
we'll adjourn to BristolNbearing in mind that we're on the track of Peter
Chatfield!"
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Chapter 1 7

THE OLD PLAYBILL

Gilling's cheerful optimism was the sort of desirable quality that is a
good thing to have, but all the optimism in the world is valuelessin face
of impregnable difficulty. And the difficulty of tracing Chatfield and his
sick companion in a city the size of Bristol did indeed seemimpregnable
when Gilling and Copplestone had been attacking it for twenty-four
hours. They had spent a whole day in endeavouring to get news; they
had gone in and out of hotels until they were sick of the sight of one;
they had made exhaustive inquiries at the railway station and of the cab-
men who congregated there; nobody remembered anything at all about a
big, heavy-faced man and a man in his company who seemedto be very
ill. And on the second night Copplestone intimated plainly that in his
opinion they were wasting their time.

"How do we even know that they ever came to Bristol?" he asked, as
he and Gilling refreshed themselves with a much needed dinner. "The
Falmouth landlord saw Chatfield take tickets for Bristol! That's nothing
to go on! Put it to yourself in this way. Greyle may have found even that
journey too much for him. They may, in that case,have left the train at
PlymouthNor at ExeterNor at Taunton: it would stop at each place.
Seemsto me we're wasting time hereNfar better get nearer more tan-
gible things. Chatfield, for instance. Or, go back to town and find out
what your friend Swallow has done."

"Swallow," replied Gilling, "has done nothing so far, or | should have
heard. Swallow knows exactly where | am, and where | shall be until |
give him further notice. Don't be discouraged, my friendNone is often
on the very edge of a discovery when one seemsto be miles away from
it. Give me another dayNand if we haven't found out something by to-
morrow evening I'll consult with you asto our next step. But I've a plan
for tomorrow morning which ought to yield some result."

"What?" demanded Copplestone, doubtfully.
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“This! There is in every centre of population an official who registers
births, marriages, and deaths. Now we believe the real Marston Greyle to
be dead. Let us suppose, for argument's sake, that he did die here, in
Bristol, whither he and Chatfield certainly set off when they left Fal-
mouth. What would happen? Notice of his death would have to be given
to the RegistrarNby the nearest relative or by the person in attendance
on the deceased.That person would, in this case, be Chatfield. If the
death occurred suddenly, and without medical attendance, an inquest
would have to be held. If a doctor had beenin attendance he would give
a signed certificate of the causeof death, which he would hand to the rel-
atives or friends in attendance, who, in their turn, would have to hand it
to the Registrar. Do you seethe value of these points? What we must do
tomorrow morning is to seethe RegistrarNor, asthere will be more than
one in a place this sizeNeach of them in turn, in the endeavour to find
out if, early in October, 1912,Peter Chatfield registered the death of Mar-
ston Greyle here. But rememberNhe may not have registered it under
that name. He may, indeed, not have used his own nameNhe's deep
enough for anything. That however, is our next best chanceNsearch of
the registers. Let's try it, anyway, first thing in the morning. And as
we've had a stiff day, | propose we dismiss all thought of this affair for
the rest of the evening and betake ourselves to some place of amuse-
mentNtheatre, en?"

Copplestone made no objection to that, and when dinner was over,
they walked round to the principal theatre in time for the first act of a
play which having been highly successfulin London had just started on
around of the leading provincial theatres. Between the secondand third
acts of this production there was a long interval, and the two compan-
lons repaired to the foyer to recuperate their energieswith adrink and a
cigarette. While thus engaged, Copplestone encountered an old school
friend with whom he exchanged a few words: Gilling, meanwhile
strolled about, inspecting the pictures, photographs and old playbills on
the walls of the saloon and its adjacent apartments. And suddenly, he
turned back, waited until Copplestone's acquaintance had gone away,
and then hurried up and smacked his co-searcher on the shoulder.

"Didn't | tell you that one's often closeto a thing when one seemsfur-
thest off it!" he exclaimed triumphantly. "Come here, my son, and look at
what I've just found."

He drew Copplestone away to a quiet corner and pointed out an old
playbill, framed and hung on the wall. Copplestone stared at it and saw
nothing but the title of a well-known comedy, the names of one or two
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fairly celebrated actors and actressesand the usual particulars which ap-
pear on all similar announcements.

"Well?" he asked. "What of this?"

“That!" replied Gilling, flicking the tip of his finger on aline in the bill.
“That my boy!"

Copplestone looked again. He started at what he read.

Margaret Sayers E .MISS ADELA CHATFIELD.

"And now look at that!" continued Gilling, with an accentuation of his
triumphal note. "SeelThesepeople were here for a fortnightNfrom Octo-
ber 3rd to 17thN1912. ThereforeNif Peter Chatfield brought Marston
Greyle to Bristol on October 6th, Peter Chatfield's daughter would also
be in the town!"

Copplestone looked over the bill again, rapidly realizing possibilities.

"Would Chatfield know that?" he asked reflectively.

“It's only likely that he would,” replied Gilling. "Even if father and
daughter don't quite hit things off in their tastes,it's only reasonableto
suppose that Peter would usually know his daughter's whereabouts.
And if he brought Greyle here, ill, and they had to stop, it's only likely
that Peter would turn to his daughter for help. Anyway, Copplestone,
here are two undoubted facts:NChatfield and Greyle booked from Fal-
mouth for Bristol on October 6th, 1912,and may therefore be supposed
to have come here. That's one fact. The other isNAddie Chatfield was
certainly in Bristol on that date and for eleven days after it."

"WellNwhat next?" asked Copplestone.

"I've been thinking that over while you stared at the bill," answered
Gilling. "I think the bestthing will be to find out where Addie Chatfield
put herself up during her stay. | daresay you know that in most of these
towns there are lodgings which are almost exclusively devoted to the
theatrical profession. Actors and actressesgo to them year after year;
their owners lay themselves out for their patronsNwhat's more, your
theatrical landlady always remembers names and faces,and has her fa-
vourites. Now, in my stage experience, | never struck Bristol, so | don't
know much about it, but | know where we can get informationNthe
stage door-keeper. He'll tell us where the recognized lodgings areNand
then we must begin a round of inquiry. When? Justnow, my boy!Nand
a good time, too, as you'll see."

"Why?" asked Copplestone.

"Best hour of the evening,"” replied Gilling with glib assurance.
“Landladies enjoying an hour of easebefore beginning to cook supper
for their lodgers, now busy on the stage.Always ready to talk, theatrical
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landladies, when they've nothing to do. Trust me for knowing the
ropes!Ncome round to the stagedoor and let's ask the keeper a question
or two."

But before they had quitted the foyer an interruption came in the
shape of a shrewd-looking gentleman in evening dress, who wore his
opera hat at a rakish angle and seemedto be very much at home as he
strolled about, hands in pockets, looking around him at all and sundry.
He suddenly caught sight of Gilling, smiled surprisedly and expansively,
and came forward with outstretched hand.

"Blessour hearts, is it really yourself, dear boy!" exclaimed this appari-
tion. "Really, now? And what brings you hereNGod bless my soul and
eyesNwhy | haven't seen you thisNhow long is it, dear boy!"

“Three years," answered Gilling, promptly clasping the outstretched
hand. "But what are you doing hereNboss, eh?"

"Lessee's manager, dear boyNnice job, too," whispered the other.
"Been here two yearsNgood berth." He deftly steered Gilling towards
the refreshment bar, and glanced out of his eye corner at Copplestone.
"Friend of yours?" he suggested hospitably. "Introduce us, dear boyNmy
name is the same as before, you know!"

"Mr. Copplestone, Mr. Montmorency,"” said Gilling. "Mr. Mont-
morency, Mr. Copplestone.”

"Servant, sir," said Mr. Montmorency. "Pleasedto meet any friend of
my friend! And what will you take, dear boys, and how are things with
you, Gilling, old manNnow who on earth would have thought of seeing
you here?"

Copplestone held his peacewhile Gilling and Mr. Montmorency held
interesting converse. He was sure that his companion would turn this
unexpected meeting to account, and he therefore felt no surprise when
Gilling, after giving him a private nudge, plumped the manager with a
direct question.

"Did you seeAddie Chatfield when shewas here about a year ago?"he
asked. "You rememberNshe was here in Mrs. Swayne'sNecklacBhere a
fortnight.”

"I remember very well, dear boy," responded Mr. Montmorency, with
ajudicial sip at the contents of his tumbler. "I saw the lady several times.
More by token, | accidentally witnessed a curious little scene between
Miss Addie and a gentleman whom Nature appeared to have specially
manufactured for the part of heavy parentNyou know the type. One
morning when that company was here, | happened to be standing in the
vestibule, talking to the box-office man, when a large, solemn-faced
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individual, Quakerish in attire, and evidently not accustomed to the
theatre walked in and peered about him at our rich carpets and expens-
ive fittingsNpretty much asif he was appraising their value. At the same
time, | observed that he was in what one calls a stateNa little, perhaps a
good deal, upset about something. Wherefore | addressed myself to him
in my politest manner and inquired if | could serve him. Thereupon he
asked if he could seeMiss Adela Chatfield on very important business.
Now, | wasn't going to let him seeMiss Addie, for | took him to beaman
who might have a writ about him, or something nasty of that sort. But at
that very moment, Miss Addie, who had beenrehearsing, and had come
out by the house instead of going through the stage door, came tripping

into the vestibule and let off a sharp note of exclamation. After which she
and old wooden-face stepped into the street together, and immediately
exchanged a few words. And that the old man told her something very
serious was abundantly evident from the expression of their respective
countenances.But, of course, | never knew what it was, nor who he was,
dear boyNnot my business, don't you know."

"“They went away together, those two?" asked Gilling, favouring
Copplestone with another nudge.

"Up the street together, certainly, talking most earnestly," replied Mr.
Montmorency.

"Ever see that old chap again?" asked Gilling.

"| never did, dear boy,Nonce was sufficient," said Mr. Montmorency,
lightly. "But,"” he continued, dropping his bantering tone, "are these ques-
tions pertinent?Nhas this to do with this new profession of yours, dear
boy? If soNmum's the word, you know."

"Il tell you what, Monty," answered Gilling. "I wish you'd find out for
me where Addie Chatfield lodged when she was here that time. Can it
be done? Between you and me, | do want to know about that, old chap.
Never mind why, nowN! will tell you later. But it's serious."

Mr. Montmorency tapped the side of his handsome nose.

"All right, my boy!" he said. "I understandNwicked, wicked world!
Done? Dear boy, it shall be done! Come down to the stage doorNour
man knows every landlady in the town!"

By various winding ways and devious passageshe led the two young
men down to the stage door. Its keeper, not being particularly busy at
that time, was reading the evening newspaper in his glass-walled box,
and glanced inquiringly at the strangers as Mr. Montmorency pulled
them up before him.
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"Prickett,"” said Mr. Montmorency, leaning into the sanctum over its
half-door and speaking confidentially. "You keep a sort of register of
lodgings don't you, Prickett? Now | wonder if you could tell me where
Miss Adela Chatfield, of the Mrs. Swayne'sNecklaceCompany stopped
when she was last here?Nthat's a year ago or about it. Prickett," he went
on, turning to Gilling, "puts all this sort of thing down, methodically, so
that he can send callers on, or send up urgent letters or parcels during
the dayNisn't that it, Prickett?"

“That's about it, sir," answered the door-keeper. He had taken down a
sort of ledger as the manager spoke, and was now turning over its
leaves.He suddenly ran his finger down a page and stopped its course at
a particular line.

"Mrs. Salmon, 5, Montargis CrescentNsecond to the right outside," he
announced briefly. "Very good lodgings, too, are those."

Gilling promised Mr. Montmorency that he would look him up later
on, and went away with Copplestone to Montargis Crescent. Within five
minutes they were standing in a comfortably furnished, old-fashioned
sitting-room, liberally ornamented with the photographs of actors and
actressesand confronting a stout, sharp-eyed little woman who listened
intently to all that Gilling said and sniffed loudly when he had finished.

"Remember Miss Chatfield being here!" she exclaimed. "l should think
| do remember! | ought to! Bringing mortal sicknessinto my houseNand
then deathNand then afuneralNand her and her father going away nev-
er giving me an extra penny for the trouble!"
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Chapter 1 8

THE LIE ON THE TOMBSTONE

Gilling's glance at his companion was quiet enough, but it spoke
volumes. Here, by sheerchance,was such a revelation asthey had never
dreamed of hearing!Nhere was the probable explanation of at least half
the mystery. He turned composedly to the landlady.

"I've already told you who and what | am," he said, pointing to the
card which he had handed to her. "There are certain mysterious circum-
stancesabout this affair which | want to get at. What you've said just
now is abundant evidence that you can help. If you do and will help,
you'll be well paid for your trouble. Now, you speak of sick-
nessNdeathNa funeral. Will you tell us all about it?"

"l never knew there was any mystery about it," answered the landlady,
as she motioned her visitors to seatthemselves. "It was all above-board
as far as | knew. Of course, I've always been sore about itNI'd a great
deal of trouble, and as| say, | never got anything for itNthat is, anything
extra. And me doing it really to oblige her and her father!"

"They brought a sick man here?" suggested Gilling.

"Il tell you how it was," said Mrs. Salmon, seating herself and show-
ing signs of a disposition to confidence. "Miss Chatfield, she'd beenhere,
| think, three days that timeNI'd had her once before a year or two previ-
ous. One morningNI'm sure it was about the third day that the Swayne
NecklaceCompany was hereNshe came in from rehearsal in a regular
take-on. Shesaid that her father had just called on her at the theatre. She
said he'd beento Falmouth to meet a relation of theirs who'd come from
America and had found him to be very ill on landingNso ill that a Fal-
mouth doctor had given strict orders that he mustn't travel any further
than Bristol, on his way wherever he wanted to go. They'd got to Bristol
and the young man was so done up that Mr. Chatfield had had to drive
him to another doctorNone close by hereNDr. ValdeyNas soon asthey
arrived. Dr. Valdey said he must go to bed at once and have at least two
days' complete rest in bed, and he advised Mr. Chatfield to get quiet
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rooms instead of going to a hotel. So Mr. Chatfield, knowing that his
daughter was here, do you see,sought her out and told her all about it.
She came to me and asked me if | knew where they could get rooms.
Well now, | had my drawing-room floor empty that week, and asit was
only for two or three days that they wanted rooms | offered to take Mr.
Chatfield and the young man in. Of course,if I'd known how ill he was, |
shouldn't. What | understoodNand mind you, | don't say they wilfully

deceived me, for | don't think they didNwhat | understood was that the
young man simply wanted a real good rest. But he was evidently a deal
worse than what even Dr. Valdey thought. He'd stopped at Dr. Valdey's
surgery while Mr. Chatfield went to seeabout rooms, and they moved
him from there straight in here. And as| say, he was a deal worse than
they thought, much worse, and the doctor had to be fetched to him more
than onceduring the afternoon. Still Dr. Valdey himself never said to me
that there was any immediate danger. But that's neither here nor
thereNthe young fellow died that night."

"That night!" exclaimed Gilling, "the night he came here?"

"Very same night," assentedMrs. Salmon. "Brought in here about two
in the afternoon and died just before midnightNsoon after Miss Chat-
field came in from the theatre. Went very suddenly at the end."”

"Were you present?" asked Copplestone.

"| wasn't. Nobody was with him but Mr. ChatfieldNMiss Chatfield
was getting her supper down here," replied Mrs. Salmon. "And | was
busy elsewhere."

"Was there an inquest then, inquired Gilling?"

"Oh, no!" said Mrs. Salmon, shaking her head. "Oh, no!Nthere was no
need for thatNthe doctor, ye see, had been seeing him all day. Oh,
noNthe cause of death was evident enough, in a way of speaking.
Heart."

"Did they bury him here, then?" asked Gilling.

"“Two days after,"” replied Mrs. Salmon. "Kept everything very quiet,
they did. | don't believe Miss Chatfield told any of the theatre
peopleNshe went to her work just the same, of course. The old gentle-
man saw to everythingNfuneral and all. Il say this for them.Nthey
gave me no unnecessary trouble, but still, there's trouble that is neces-
sary when you've death in a house and a funeral at the door, and they
ought to have given me something for what | did. But they didn't, so |
considered it very mean. Mr. Chatfield, he stayed two days after the fu-
neral, and when he left he just said that his daughter would settle up
with me. But when she came to pay she added nothing to my bill, and
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shewalked out remarking that if her father hadn't given me anything ex-
tra she was sure she shouldn't. Shabby!"

"Very shabby!" agreed Gilling. "Well, you won't find my clients quite
so mean, ma'am. But just a wordNdon't mention this matter to anybody
until you hear from me. And as| like to give some earnest of payment
here's a bank-note which you can slip into your purseNon account, you
understand. Now, just a question or two:NDid you hear the young
man's name?"

The landlady, whose spirits rose visibly on receipt of the bank-note,
appeared to reflect on hearing this question, and she shook her head asif
surprised at her own inability to answer it satisfactorily.

"Well, now," shesaid, "it may seema queer thing to say, but | don't re-
collect that | ever did! You see,l didn't seemuch of him after he once got
here. | was never in his room with them, and they didn't mention his
nameNthat | can rememberNwhen they spoke about him before me. |
understood he was a relativeNcousin or something of that sort."

"Didn't you see any name on the coffin?" asked Gilling.

"I didn't,” replied Mrs. Salmon. "You see,the undertaker fetched him
away when him and his men brought the coffinNthe next day. He took
charge of the coffin for the second night, and the funeral took place from
there. But I'll tell you whatNthe undertaker'll know the name, and of
course the doctor does. They're both close by."

Gilling took names and addressesand once more pledging the land-
lady to secrecy, led Copplestone away.

“That's the end of another chapter,” he said when they were clear of
that place. "We know now that Marston Greyle died thereNin that very
house, Copplestone!Nand that Peter Chatfield was with him. That's
fact!"

"And it's fact, too, that the daughter knows," observed Copplestone in
a low voice.

"Fact, too, that Addie Chatfield was in it," agreed Gilling. "WellNbut
what happened next? However, before we go on to that, there are three
things to do in the morning. We must seethis Dr. Valdey, and the under-
takerNand Marston Greyle's grave."

"And then?" asked Copplestone.

"Stiff, big question,” sighed Gilling. "Go back to town and report, |
thinkNand find out if Swallow has discovered anything. And egad!
there's a lot to discover! For you see we're already certain that at the
stage at which we've arrived a conspiracy beganNconspiracy between
Chatfield, his daughter, and the man who's been passing himself off as
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Marston Greyle. Now, who is the man? Where did they get hold of him?
Is he some relation of theirs? All that's got to be found out. Of course,
their objectis very clear, Marston Greyle, the real Simon Pure, was dead
on their hands. His legal successorwas his cousin, Miss Audrey. Chat-
field knew that when Miss Audrey came into power his own reign as
steward of Scarhavenwould be brief. And soNbut the thing is so plain
that one needn't waste breath on it. And | tell you what's plain too,
CopplestoneNMiss Audrey Greyle is the lady of Scarhaven!Good luck
to her! You'll no doubt be glad to communicate the glad tidings!"

Copplestone made no answer. He was utterly confounded by the re-
cent revelations and was wondering what the mother and daughter in
the little cottage so far away in the grey north would say when all these
things were told them.

"Let's make dead certain of everything,” he said after a long pause.
"Don't let's leave any loophole."

"Oh, we'll leave nothingNhere at any rate," replied Gilling, confid-
ently. "But you'll find in the morning that we already know almost
everything."

In this he was right. The doctor's story was a plain one. The young
man was very ill indeed when brought to him, and though he did not an-
ticipate so early or sudden an end, he was not surprised when death
came,and had of course, no difficulty about giving the necessarycertific-
ate. Justas plain was the undertaker's account of his connection with the
affairNa very ordinary transaction in his eyes. And having heard both
stories, there was nothing to do but to visit one of the adjacentcemeteries
and find a certain grave the number of which they had ascertained from
the undertaker's books. It was easily foundNand Copplestone and
Gilling found themselves standing at a new tombstone, whereon the mo-
numental mason had carved four lines:N

MARK GREY

BORN APRIL 12TH, 1884

DIED OCTOBER 6TH, 1912

AGED 28 TEARS.

"Short, simple, eminently suited to the purpose,” murmured Gilling as
the two turned away. "Somebody thought things out quickly and well,
Copplestone, when this poor fellow died. Do you know I've been think-
ing aswe walked up here that if BassettOliver had never taken it into his
head to visit Scarhaventhat Sunday this fraud would never have been
found out! The chanceswere all against its ever being found out. Con-
sider them! A young man who is an absolute stranger in England comes

111



to take up an inheritance, having on him no doubt, the necessaryproofs
of identification. He's met by one person onlyNhis agent. He dies next
day. The agent buries him, under a false name, takes his effects and pa-
pers, gets some accomplice to personate him, introduces that accomplice
to everybody as the real manNand there you are! Oh, Chatfield knew
what he was doing! Who on earth, wandering in this cemetery, would
ever connect Mark Grey with Marston Greyle?"

"JustsoNbut there was one danger-spot which must have given Chat-
field and his accomplicesa good many uneasy hours," answered Copple-
stone. "You know that Marston Greyle actually registered in his own
name at Falmouth and was known to the land lord and the doctor there."

"YesNand Falmouth is three hundred miles from London and five
hundred from Scarhaven,"replied Gilling dryly. "And do you suppose
that whoever saw Marston Greyle at Falmouth cared two
pinsNcomparativelyfNwhat ~ became of him after he left there?
NoNChatfield was almost safe from detection as soon as he'd got that
unfortunate young fellow laid away in that grave. However we know
nowNwhat we do know. And the next thing, now that we know Mar-
ston Greyle lies behind us there, is to get back to town and catchthe chap
who took his place. We'll wire to Swallow and to Petherton and get the
next express."

Sir Cresswell Oliver and Petherton were in conferencewith Swallow at
the solicitor's office when Gilling and Copplestone arrived there in the
early afternoon. Gilling interrupted their conversation to tell the result of
his investigations. Copplestone, watching the effect, saw that neither Sir
Cresswell nor Petherton showed surprise. Petherton indeed, smiled asif
he had anticipated all that Gilling had to say.

"l told you that | knew the Greyle family solicitors," he observed. "
find that they have only once seenthe man whom we will call the Squire.
Chatfield brought him there. He produced proofs of identifica-
tionNpapers which Chatfield no doubt took from the dead man. Of
course, the solicitors never doubted for a moment that he was the real
Marston Greyle!Nnever dreamed of fraud: WellNthe next step. We must
concentrate on finding this man. And Swallow has nothing to tellNyet.
He has never seenanything more of him. You'd better turn all your at-
tention to that, GillingNyou and Swallow. As for Chatfield and his
daughter, | suppose we shall have to approach the police."

Copplestone presently went home to his rooms in Jermyn Street,
puzzled and wondering; And there, lying on top of a pile of letters, he
found a telegramNfrom Audrey Greyle. It had been dispatched from
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Scarhaven at an early hour of the previous day, and it contained but
three wordsN Can yon come?
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Chapter 1 9

THE STEAM YACHT

Copplestone had seenand learned enough of Audrey Greyle during his
brief stay at Scarhavento make him assured that she would not have
sent for him save for very good and grave reasons. It had been with
manifest reluctance that she had given him her promise to do so: her en-
tire behaviour during the conference with Mr. Dennie and Gilling had
convinced him that she had an inherent distaste for publicity and an in-
stinctive repugnance to calling in the aid of strangers. He had never ex-
pected that shewould send for himNhe himself knew that he should go
back to her, but the return would be on his own initiative. There,
however, was her summons, definite as it was brief. He was
wantedNand by her. And without opening one of his letters, he
snatched up the whole pile, thrust it into his pocket, hurriedly made
some preparation for his journey and raced off to King's Cross.

He fumed and fretted with impatience during the six hours' journey
down to Norcaster. It was ten o'clock when he arrived there, and as he
knew that the last train to Scarhavenleft at half-past-nine he hurried to
get a fast motor-car that would take him over the last twenty miles of his
journey. He had wired to Audrey from Peterborough, telling her that he
was on his way and should motor out from Norcaster, and when he had
found a car to his liking he ordered its driver to go straight to Mrs.
Greyle's cottage, close by Scarhaven church. And just then he heard a
voice calling his name, and turning saw, running out of the station, a
young, athletic-looking man, much wrapped and cloaked, who waved a
hand at him and whose face he had some dim notion of having seen
before.

"Mr. Copplestone?" panted the new arrival, coming up hurriedly. "I al-
most missed youNI got on the wrong platform to meet your train. You
don't know me, though you may have seenme at the inquest on Mr. Bas-
sett Oliver the other dayNmy name's VickersNGuy Vickers."

"Yes?" said Copplestone. "AndN"
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"I'm a solicitor, here in Norcaster," answered Vickers. "INat least, my
firm, you knowNwe sometimes act for Mrs. Greyle at Scarhaven.| got a
wire from Miss Greyle late this evening, asking me to meet you here
when the London train got in and to go on to Scarhavenwith you at
once. She added the wordsurgent businessoN"

“Then in heaven'sname, let's be off!" exclaimed Copplestone. "It'll take
us a good hour and a quarter as it is. Of course," he went on, as they
moved away through the Norcaster streets, "of course, you haven't any
notion of what this urgent business is?"

"None whatever!" replied Vickers. "But I'm quite sure that it is urgent,
or Miss Greyle wouldn't have said so. NoNI don't know what her exact
meaning was, but of course, | know there's something wrong about the
whole thing at ScarhavenNseriously wrong!"

"You do, eh?" exclaimed Copplestone. "What now?"

"Ah, that | don't know!" replied Vickers, with a dry laugh. "I wish |
did. ButNyou know how people talk in these provincial placesNever
since that inquest there have been all sorts of rumours. Every club and
public place in Norcaster has beenfull of talkNgossip, surmise, specula-
tion. Naturally!"

"ButNabout what?" asked Copplestone.

"Squire Greyle, of course," said the young solicitor; “that inquest was
enough to set the whole country talking. Everybody thinksNthey
couldn't think otherwiseNthat something is being hushed up.
Everybody's agog to know if Sir Cresswell Oliver and Mr. Petherton are
applying for are-opening of the inquest. You've just come from town, |
believe! Did you hear anything?"

Copplestone was wondering whether he ought to tell his companion
of his own recent discoveries. Like all laymen, he had an idea that you
can tell anything to a lawyer, and he was half-minded to pour out the
whole story to Vickers, especially as he was Mrs. Greyle's solicitor. But
on second thoughts he decided to wait until he had ascertained the state
of affairs at Scarhaven.

"l didn't hear anything about that," he replied. "Of course, that inquest
was a mere travesty of what such an inquiry should have been."

"Oh, an utter farce!" agreed Vickers. "However, it produced just the
opposite effect to that which the wire-pullers wanted. Of course, Chat-
field had squared that jury! But he forgot the pressNand the local report-
ers were so glad to get hold of what was really spicy news that all the
Norcaster and Northborough papers have been full of it. Everybody's
talking of it, as | saidNpeople are asking what this evidence from
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America is; why was there such mystery about the whole thing, and so
on. And, since then, everybody knows that Squire Greyle has left
Scarhaven."

"Have you seenMrs. or Miss Greyle since the inquest?" asked Copple-
stone, who was anxious to keep off subjectson which he might be sup-
posed to possess information. "Have you been over there?"

"NoNnot since that day," replied Vickers. "And | don't care how soon
we do seethem, for I'm a bit anxious about this telegram. Something
must have happened.”

Copplestone looked out of the window on his side of the car. Already
they were clear of the Norcaster streets and on the road which led to
Scarhaven.That road ran all along the coast, often at the very edge of the
high, precipitous cliffs, with no more between it and the rocks far be-
neath than a low wall. It was a road of dangerous curves and corners
which needed careful negotiation even in broad daylight, and this was a
black, moonless and starlessnight. But Copplestone had impressed upon
his driver that he must get to Scarhaven as quickly as possible, and he
and his companion were both so full of their purpose that they paid no
heed to the perpetual danger which they ran as the car tore round pro-
pections and down deep cuts at a speedwhich at other times they would
have considered suicidal. And at just under the hour they ran on the
level stretch by the "Admiral's Arms" and looking down at the harbour
saw the lighted port-holes of some ship which lay against the south
guay, and on the quay itself men moving about in the glare of lamps.

"What's going on there?" said Vickers. "Late for a vesselto be loading
at a place like this where time's of no great importance."

Copplestone offered no suggestion. He was hotly impatient to reach
the cottage, and as soon asthe car drew up at its gate he burst out, bade
the driver wait, and ran eagerly up to the path to Audrey, who opened
the door as he advanced. In another second he had both her hands in his
ownNand kept them there.

"You're all right?" he demanded in tones which made clear to the girl
how anxious he had been. "There's nothing wrongNwith you or your
motherNpersonally, | mean?You see,| didn't getyour wire until this af-
ternoon, and then | raced off as quickN"

"I know," she said, responding a little to the pressure of his hands. "
understand. You may be sure | shouldn't have wired if | hadn't felt it ab-
solutely necessary.Somebody was wantedNand you'd made me prom-
ise, and soNYes," she continued, drawing back as Vickers came up, "we

116



are all right, personally, butNthere's something very wrong indeed
somewhere. Will you both come in and see mother?"

Mrs. Greyle, looking worn and ill, appeared just then in the hall, and
called to them to come in. She preceded them into the parlour and
turned to the young men as soon as Audrey closed the door.

“I'm more thankful to seeyou gentlemen than I've ever beenin my
lifeNfor anything!" she said. "Something is happening here which needs
the attention of menNwe women can't do anything. Let me tell you what
it is. Yesterday morning, very early the Squire's steam-yacht, the Pike
was brought into the inner harbour and moored against the quay just op-
posite the park gates.We, of course, could seeit, and aswe knew he had
gone away we wondered why it was brought in there. After it had been
moored, we saw that preparations of some sort were being made. Then
menNestate labourersNbegan coming down from the house, carrying
packing-cases,which were taken on board. And while this was going on,
Mrs. Peller, the housekeeper,came hurrying here, in a state of great con-
sternation. She said that a number of men, sailors and estate men, were
packing up and removing all the most valuable things in the houseNthe
finest pictures, the old silver, the famous collection of china which Steph-
en John Greyle madeNand spent thousands upon thousands of pounds
in making!Nthe rarest and most valuable books out of the libraryNall
sorts of things of real and great value. Everything was being taken down
to the PikeNand the estatecarpenter, who was in charge of all this, said it
was by the Squire's orders, and produced to Mrs. Peller his written au-
thority. Of course, Mrs. Peller could do nothing against that, but she
came hurrying to tell us, becauseshe, like everybody else,is much exer-
cised by these recent events. And so Audrey and | pocketed our pride,
and went to seePeter Chatfield. But Peter Chatfield, like his master, had
gone! He had left home the previous evening, and his house was locked
up."

Copplestone and Vickers exchanged glances, and the young solicitor
signed Mrs. Greyle to proceed.

“Then," she added, "to add to that, aswe came away from Chatfield's
house, we met Mr. Elkin, the bank-manager from Norcaster. He had
come over in a motor-car, to seemeNprivately. He wanted to tell meNin
relation to all thesethingsNthat within the last few days, the Squire and
Peter Chatfield had withdrawn from the bank the very large balancesof
two separate accounts. One was the Squire's own account, in his
nameNthe other was an estate account, on which Chatfield could draw.
In both casesthe balances withdrawn were of very large amount. Of
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course, as Mr. Elkin pointed out, it was all in order, and no objection
could be raised. But it was unusual, for a large balance had always exis-
ted on both these accounts. And, Mr. Elkin added, so many strange ru-
mours are going about Norcaster and the district, that he felt seriously
uneasy, and thought it his duty to seeme at once. And nowNwhat is to
be done? The house s being stripped of the best part of its valuables, and
in my opinion when that yacht sails it will be for some foreign port.
What other object can there be in taking thesethings away? Of course, as
nothing is entailed, and there are no heirlooms, everything is absolutely
the Squire's property, soN"

Copplestone, who had been realizing the serious significance of these
statements, saw that it was time to speak, if energetic methods were to be
taken at once.

"I'd better tell you the truth," he said interrupting Mrs. Greyle. "l might
have told you, Vickers, aswe camealong, but | decided to wait, until we
got here and found out how things were. Mrs. Greyle, the man you
speak of asthe Squire, is no more the owner of Scarhaventhan | am! He
Is not Marston Greyle at all. The real Marston Greyle who came over
from America, died the day after he landed, in lodgings at Bristol to
which Peter Chatfield and his daughter had taken him, and he is buried
in a Bristol cemetery under the name of Mark Grey; Gilling and | found
that out during theselast few days. It's an absolute fact. Sothe man who
has been posing here as the rightful owner isNan impostor!"

A dead silence followed this declaration. The mother and daughter
after one long look at Copplestone turned and looked at each other. But
Vickers, quick to realize the situation, started from his seat,with evident
intention of doing something.

"That'sNthe truth?" he exclaimed, turning to Copplestone. "No pos-
sible flaw in it?"

"None," replied Copplestone. "It's sheer fact."

“Then in that case,"said Vickers, "Miss Greyle is the owner of Scar-
haven, of everything in the house, of every stick, stone and pebble, about
the place! And we must act at once. Miss Greyle, you will have to assert
yourself. You must do what | tell you to do. You must get ready at
onceNthis minute!Nand come down with me and Mrs. Greyle to that
yacht and stop all these proceedings. In our presenceyou must lay claim
to everything that's beentaken from the houseNyes, and to the yacht it-
self. Come, let's hurry!"

Audrey hesitated and looked at Mrs. Greyle.

"Very well," she said quietly. "ButNnot my mother."
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"No need!" said Vickers. "You will have us with you."

Audrey hurried from the room, and Mrs. Greyle turned anxiously to
Vickers.

"What shall you do?" she asked.

"Warn all concerned," answered Vickers, with a snap of the jaw which
showed Copplestone that he was a man of determination. "Warn them, if
necessary,that the man they have known as Marston Greyle is an im-
postor, and that everything they are handling belongs to Miss Greyle.
The Scarhaven people know me, of courseNthere ought not to be any
great difficulty with themNand as regards the yacht peopleN"

"You know," interrupted Mrs. Greyle, "that this manNthe impost-
orNhas made himself very popular with the people here? You saw how
they cheered him after the inquest? You don't think there is danger in
Audrey going down there?"

"Wouldn't it be enough if you and | went?" suggested Copplestone.
“It's very late to drag Miss Greyle out."

“I'm sorry, but it's absolutely necessary,"said Vickers. "If your story is
trueNl mean, of course, since it is trueNMiss Greyle is owner and mis-
tress, and she must be on the spot. It's all we can do, anyway," he contin-
ued, as Audrey, wrapped in a big ulster, came back to the parlour. "Even
now we may be too late. And if that yacht once sails away from hereN"

There were signs that the yacht's departure was imminent when they
went down to the south quay and came abreastof her. The lights on the
shore were being extinguished; the estatelabourers were gone; only two
or three sailors were busy with ropes and gear. And Vickers hurried his
little party up a gangway and on to the deck. A hard-faced, keen-eyed,
man, evidently in authority, came forward.

"Are you the captain of this vessel?"demanded Vickers in tones of au-
thority. "You are? | am Mr. Vickers, solicitor, of Norcaster. | give you
formal warning that the man you have known as Marston Greyle is not
Marston Greyle at all, but an impostor. All the property which you have
removed from the house, and now have on this vessel, belongs to this
lady, Miss Audrey Greyle, Lady of the Manor of Scarhaven.lt is at your
peril that you move it, or that you causethis vesselto leave this harbour.
| claim the vessel and all that is on it on behalf of Miss Greyle."

The man addressed listened in silent attention, and showed no sign of
any surprise. As soon as Vickers had finished he turned, hurried down a
stairway, remained below for a few minutes, and came up again.
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"Will you kindly step this way, Miss Greyle and gentlemen?" he said
politely. "You must remember that | am only a servant. If you will come
downN"

He led them down the stairs, along a thickly-carpeted passage,and
opened the door of a lighted saloon. All unthinking, the three stepped
inNto hear the door closed and locked behind them.
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Chapter 2 O

THE COURTEOUS CAPTAIN

Vickers sprang back at that door as the sharp click of the turning key
caught his ear, and Copplestone, preceding him and following Audrey,
who had advanced fearlessly into the cabin, pulled himself up with a
sudden, sickening senseof treachery. The two young men looked at each
other, and a dead silence fell on them and the girl. Then Vickers laid his
hand on the door and shook it.

"Locked in!" he muttered with a queer glance at his companions.
"What does that mean?"

"Nothing good!" growled Copplestone who was secretly cursing his
own folly in allowing Audrey to leave the quay. "We're trapped!Nthat's
what it means. Why we're trapped isn't a question that matters very
much under the circumstancesNthe serious thing is that we certainly are
trapped.”

Vickers turned to Audrey.

"My fault!" he said contritely. "All my fault! But | meant it for the
bestNit was the thing to doNand who on earth could have foreseenthis.
Look here!Nwe've got to think pretty quick, Copplestone, that captain,
now? Has he done this on his own hook, orNis there somebody on
board who's at the top of things?"

"l don't seeany good in thinking quick, or asking one's self questions,"
replied Copplestone. "We're locked in here. We've got Miss Greyle into
this messNand her mother will be anxious and alarmed. | wish we'd let
this confounded yacht go where it liked before ever we'dN"

"Don't!" broke in Audrey. "That's no good. Mr. Vickers certainly did
what he felt to be bestNand who could foresee this? And I'm not
afraidNand as for my mother, if we don't return very soon, why, she
knows where we are and there are police in Scarhaven, andN"

"How long are we going to be where we are?" asked Copplestone,
grimly. "The thing's moving!"
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There was no doubt of that very pertinent fact. Somewhere beneath
them, machinery beganto work; above them there was hurry and scurry
as ropes and stays were thrown off. But so beautifully built was that
yacht, and so almost sound-proof the luxurious cabin in which they were
prisoners, that little of the noise of departure came to them. However,
there was no mistaking the increasing throb of the engines nor the fact
that the vessel was moving, and Vickers suddenly sprang on a lounge
seat and moved away a silken screen which curtained a port-hole
window.

“There's no doubt of that!" he exclaimed.

"We're going through the outer harbourNwe've passedthe light at the
end of the quay. What do these people mean by carrying us out to sea?
Copplestone!Nwith all submission to youNwhether it's relevant or not, |
wish we knew more of that captain chap!"

"I know him," remarked Audrey. "I have beenon this yacht before. His
name is Andrius. He's an AmericanNor American-Norwegian, or
something like that."

"And the crew?" asked Vickers. "Are they Scarhaven men?"

"No," replied Audrey. "Thereisn't a Scarhavenman amongst them. My
cousinNI meanNyou know whom | meanNbought this yacht just as it
stood, from an American millionaire early this spring, and he took over
the captain, crew, and everything."

"SoNwe're in the hands of strangers!" exclaimed Vickers, while
Copplestone dug his hands into his pockets and beganto stamp about. "I
wish I'd known all that before we came on board."

"But what harm can they do us?" said Audrey, incredulous of danger.
"You don't suppose they'll want to murder us, surely! My own belief is
that we never should have been locked up here if you hadn't let them
know how much we know, Mr. Vickers."

"Let themNI don't understand," said Vickers, turning a puzzled glance
on her.

"Why," replied Audrey with alaugh which convinced both men of her
fearlessness,"you let the captain seethat we know a great deal and he
thereupon ran downstairsNpresumably to tell somebody of what you
said. AndNhere's the result!"

"You think, thenN" suggested Vickers. "You think thatN"

"| think the somebodyNwhoever he isNwants to know exactly how
much we do know," answered Audrey with another laugh. "And so
we're being carried off to be cross-examinedNat somebody's leisure.
Let's hope they won't use thumb-screws and that sort of thing. And
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anyway," she continued, looking from one to the other, "hadn't we better
make the best of it? We're going out to sea, that's certainNhere's the bar!"

A sudden lifting of the thickly-carpeted floor, a dip to the left, another
to the right, a plunge forward, a drop back, then a settling down to a
steady persistent roll, showed her companions that Audrey was
rightNthe yacht was crossing the bar which lay at the mouth of Scar-
haven Bay. Outside that lay the North Sea,and Copplestone suddenly
wondered which course the vessel was going to take, north, east, or
south. But before he could put his thoughts into words, the door was
suddenly unlocked, and Captain Andrius, suave, polite, deprecating,
walked into the cabin.

"A thousands pardonsNand two words of explanation!" he exclaimed,
as he executed a deep bow to his lady prisoner. "FirstNMiss Greyle, |
have sent a messageto your mother that you are quite safe and will join
her in due course. SecondNthis is merely a temporary detentionNyou
shall all be landedNall in good time."

Vickers as a legal man, assumed his most professional air.

"Do you know what you are rendering yourself liable to, sir, by detain-
ing us at all?" he demanded. "An actionN"

Captain Andrius bowed again; again assumed his deprecating smile.
He waved the two men to seatsand himself took a chair with his back to
the door by which he entered.

"My dear sir!" he said courteously. "You forget that | am but a servant.
| am under orders. However, | give my word that no harm shall come to
you, that you shall be treated with every polite attention, and that you
shall be landed."

"WhenNand where?" asked Vickers.

"“Tomorrow, certainly,” replied Andrius. "As to where, | cannot exactly
say. ButNwhere you will be in touch withNshall we say civilization?"

He showed a set of fine white teeth in such a curious fashion as he
spoke the last word that Copplestone and Vickers instinctively glanced
at each other, with a mutual instinct of distrust.

"Won't do!" said Vickers. "l insist that you put about and go into Scar-
haven again."

Andrius spread out his open palms and shook his head "Impossible!"
he answered. "We are already en voyage Time presses. Be plac-
ableNtomorrow you shall be released."

Vickers was about to answer this appeal with an angry refusal to be
either placable or tractable, but he suddenly stopped the words which
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roseto his tongue. There was something in all thisNsome mystery, some
gueer game, and it might be worth while to find it out.

"Where are you taking this yacht?" he demanded brusquely. "Come,
now!"

"| am underNorders," said Andrius, with another smile.

"Whose orders?" persisted Vickers. "Look hereNit's no use trying to
burke facts. Who's on board this vessel?You know what | mean. Is the
man who calls himself Squire of Scarhaven here?"

Andrius shook his head quietly and gave his questioner a shrewd
glance.

"Mr. Vickers," he said meaningly, "I know you! You are a law-
yerNthough a young one. Lawyers are guarded in their speech.
NowNwe are aloneNwe four. No one can hear anything we say. Tell
meNis that right what you said to me on deck, that the man who has
called himself Marston Greyle is not so at all?"

"Absolutely right," replied Vickers.

"An impostor?" demanded Andrius.

"He is!"

"And never had any right toNanything?"

“No right whatever!"

“Then," said Andrius, with a polite inclination of his head and
shoulders to Audrey, "the truth is that everything of the Scarhavenprop-
erty belongs to this lady?"

"Everything!" exclaimed Vickers. "Land, houses, furniture, valu-
ablesNeverything. All the property which you have on this
yachtNpictures, china, silver, books, objectsof art, as| am instructed, re-
moved from the houseNare Miss Greyle's sole property. Once more |
warn you of what you are doing, and | demand that you immediately re-
turn to Scarhaven. This very yacht belongs to Miss Greyle!"

Andrius nodded, looked fixedly at the young solicitor for a moment,
and then rose.

"| am obliged to you," he said. "That, of course, is your claim. ButNthe
other one, eh? It seemsto me there might be something to be said for
that, you know? So,all | cando is to renew my assuranceof polite atten-
tion, offer you our bestaccommodationNwhich is luxuriousNand prom-
ise to land youNsomewhereNtomorrow. Miss Greyle, we have two wo-
men servants on boardNI shall send them to you at once and they will
attend to youNplease consider them your own. You, gentlemen, will
perhaps join me in my quarters?NIl have two spare cabins close to my
own which are at your service."
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Copplestone and Vickers looked at each other and at
AudreyNundecided and vaguely suspicious. But Audrey was evidently
neither alarmed nor uneasyNshe nodded aready assentto the Captain's
proposal.

"Thank you, Captain Andrius," she said coolly. "I know the two wo-
men. You may send one of them. Do what he suggests,"she murmured,
turning to Copplestone, who had moved closeto her, "I'm not one scrap
afraid of anythingNand it's only until tomorrow. He'll land usNI'm sure
of it."

There was nothing for it, then, but to follow Andrius to his own com-
fortable quarters. There, utterly ignoring the strange circumstances un-
der which they met, he played the part of host with genuine desire to
make his guestsfeel at ease,and when he showed them to their berths, a
little later, he emphasized his assurance of their absolute safety and
liberty.

"You see, gentlemen, your movements are untrammelled,” he said.
"You can go in and out of your quarters asyou like. You can go where
you like on the yacht tomorrow morning. There is no restriction on you.
Sleep wellNand tomorrow you are all free again, eh?"

Copplestone got a word or two with VickersNalone.

"What do you think?" he muttered. "Shall you sleep?"

"My impressionNfor | know what you're thinking about," said Vick-
ers, "is that Miss Greyle's as safe as if she were in her mother's house!
She'sno fear, herself, anyway. There's some mystery, somewhere, and |
can't make this Andrius man out at all, but I believe all's right asregards
personal safety. There's Miss Greyle's cabin, anyhow, right opposite
oursNand | can keep an eye and an ear open even when I'm asleep!"

But in spite of these assurances,Copplestone slept little. He was up,
dressed, and on deck by sunrise, staring around him in a fresh autumn
morning to get some notion of the yacht's whereabouts, and he had just
managed to make out a mere filmy line of land far to the westward when
Audrey appeared at his elbow. There was no one of any importance near
them and Copplestone impulsively seized her hands.

"I've scarcely slept!" he blurted out, gazing intently at her. "Couldn't!
Blaming myself for letting you get into this confounded mess!You're all
right?"

Audrey responded a little to the pressure of his hands before she dis-
engaged her own.

"It wasn't your fault," she said. "It's nobody's fault. Don't blame Mr.
VickersNhe couldn't foresee this. Yes, I'm all rightNand | slept like a
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top. What's the use of worrying? Do you know," she went on, lowering
her voice and drawing nearer to him, "l believe something's going to
come of all thisNsomething that'll clear matters up once and for all."

"Why?" asked Copplestone, wonderingly. "What makes you think
that?"

"Don't knowNinstinct, intuitiveness, perhaps," she answered.
"BesidesNI'm dead certain we're not the only peopleNI don't mean crew
and CaptainNaboard the Pike | believe there's somebody else. There's
some mystery, anyway. Keep that to yourself," she said as Andrius and
Vickers appeared from below. "Don't show any signNwait to see how
things turn out."

Sheturned away from him to greet the other two asunconcernedly as
if there were nothing unusual in the situation, and Copplestone mar-
velled at her coolness.He himself, not so well equipped with patience,
was feverishly anxious to know how things would turn out, and when.
But the day went by and nothing happened, exceptthat Captain Andrius
was very polite to his guestsand that the yacht, a particularly fast sailer,
continued to make headway through the grey seas,sometimes in bare
sight of land and sometimes out of it. To one or two inquiries asto the
fulfilment of his promise Andrius made no more answer than a reassur-
ing nod; once when Vickers pressed him, he replied curtly that the day
was not yet over. Vickers drew Copplestone aside on hearing that.

"Look here!" he said. "I've beenreckoning things up asnear as| can. |
make out that we've beenrunning due north, or north-east ever since we
left Scarhaven last night. | reckon, too, that this vessel makes quite
twenty-two or three, knots an hour. We must be off the extreme north-
east coast of Scotland. And night's coming on!"

“There are ports there that he can put into,” said Copplestone. "The
thing isNwill he keep his promise? Remember!Nhe must know very
well that if we once land anywhere within reach of a telegraph office, we
canwire particulars about him to every port in the world if we likeNand
he's got to go somewhere, eventually, you know."

Vickers shook his head as if this were a problem he would give up. It
was beyond him, he said, to even guess at what Andrius was after, or
what was going to happen. And nothing did happen until, asthe three
prisoners sat at dinner with their polite gaoler, the Pikecameto a sudden
stop and hung gently on a quiet sea. Andrius looked up and smiled.

"A pleasant night for your landing," he remarked. "Don't hurryNbut
there will be a boat ready for you as soon as dinner is over."

"And where are we?" asked Vickers.
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