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Chapter 1

INTRODUCES AMBLER JEVONS.

Ah! You donOttake the matter at all seriously!O | observed, a trifle
annoyed.

OWhy should 1?0asked my friend, Ambler Jevons,with a deep pull at
his well-coloured briar. OWhatyouOvetold me shows quite plainly that
you have in the first place viewed one little circumstance with suspicion,
then brooded over it until it has become magnified and now occupies
your whole mind. Take my advice, old chap, and think nothing more
about it. Why should you make yourself miserable for no earthly reason?
YouOrea rising manNhard up like most of usNbut under old EytonOs
wing youOvegot a brilliant future before you. Unlike myself, a mere
nobody, struggling against the tide of adversity, youOrealready a long
way up the medical ladder. If you climb straight youOllend with an ap-
pointment of Physician-in-Ordinary and a knighthood thrown in as
makeweight. Old Macalister used to prophesy it, you remember, when
we were up at Edinburgh. Therefore, | canOtfor the life of me, discover
any causewhy you should allow yourself to have these touches of the
bluesNunless itOsliver, or some other internal organ about which you
know a lot more than | do. Why, man, youOvegot the whole world before
you, and as for EthelwynnNNO

OEthelwynn!Ol ejaculated, starting up from my chair. OLeaveher out
of the question! We need not discuss her,Oand | walked to the mantel-
shelf to light a fresh cigarette.

OAsyou wish, my dear fellow,0 said my merry, easy-going friend. Ol
merely wish to point out the utter folly of all this suspicion.O

Ol donOt suspect her,O | snapped.

Ol didnOtsuggest that.O Then, after a pause during which he smoked
on vigorously, he suddenly asked, OWellnow, be frank, Ralph, whom do
you really suspect?0



| was silent. Truth to tell, his question entirely nonplussed me. | had
suspicionsNdistinct suspicionsNthat certain persons surrounding me
were acting in accord towards some sinister end, but which of those per-
sons were culpable | certainly could not determine. It was that very cir-
cumstance which was puzzling me to the point of distraction.

OAh!OI replied. OThatOthe worst of it. | know that the whole affair
seemsquite absurd, but | must admit that | canOfix suspicion upon any-
one in particular.O

Jevons laughed outright.

Olnthat case,my dear Boyd, you ought really to seethe folly of the
thing.O

OPerhapd ought, but | donOt,® answered, facing him with my back to
the fire. OToyou, my most intimate friend, 10Oveexplained, in strictest
confidence, the matter which is puzzling me. | live in hourly dread of
some catastrophe the nature of which IOmutterly at a loss to determine.
Can you define intuition?0O

My question held him in pensive silence. His manner changed as he
looked me straight in the face.Unlike his usual carelessselfNfor his was
a curious character of the semi-Bohemian order and Savage Club
typeNhe grew serious and thoughtful, regarding me with critical gaze
after removing his pipe from his lips.

OWell,bhe exclaimed at last. OlOltell you what it is, Boyd. This intu-
ition, or whatever you may call it, is an infernally bad thing for you. 1Om
your friendNone of your bestand most devoted friends, old chapNand
if thereOs anything in it, 10Il render you whatever help | can.O

OThankyou, Ambler,O | said gratefully, taking his hand. Olhave told
you all this to-night in order to enlist your sympathy, although | scarcely
liked to ask your aid. Your life is a busy oneNbusier eventhan my own,
perhapsNand you have no desire to be bothered with my personal
affairs.O

OOnthe contrary, old fellow,O he said. ORememberthat in mystery IOm
in my element.O

Ol know,O | replied. OBut at present there is no mysteryNonly
suspicion.O

What Ambler Jevonshad assertedwas a fact. He was an investigator
of mysteries, making it his hobby just as other men take to collecting
curios or pictures. About his personal appearance there was nothing
very remarkable. When pre-occupied he had an abrupt, rather brusque
manner, but at all other times he was a very easy-going man of the
world, possessorof an ample income left him by his aunt, and this he



augmented by carrying on, in partnership with an elder man, a
profitable tea-blending business in Mark Lane.

He had entered the tea trade not becauseof necessity, but becausehe
considered it a bad thing for a man to lead an idle life. Nevertheless, the
chief object of his existence had always seemedto be the unravelling of
mysteries of police and crime. Surely few men, even those professional
investigators at Scotland Yard, held such a record of successesHe was a
born detective, with a keen scentfor clues, an ingenuity that was marvel-
lous, and a patience and endurance that were inexhaustible. At Scotland
Yard the name of Ambler Jevonshad for several years been synonymous
with all that is clever and astute in the art of detecting crime.

To be a good criminal investigator a man must be born such. He must
be physically strong; he must be untiring in his search after truth; he
must be able to scenta mystery as a hound does a fox, to follow up the
trail with energy unflagging, and seize opportunities without hesitation;
he must possessa cool presenceof mind, and above all be able to calmly
distinguish the facts which are of importance in the strengthening of the
clue from those that are merely superfluous. All these, besides other
gualities, are necessaryfor the successfulpenetration of criminal myster-
les; henceit is that the average amateur, who takes up the hobby without
any natural instinct, is invariably a blunderer.

Ambler Jevons, blender of teas and investigator of mysteries, was
lolling back in my armchair, his dreamy eyes half-closed, smoking on in
silence.

Myself, 1 was thirty-three, and | fear not much of an ornament to the
medical profession. True, at Edinburgh | had taken my M.B. and C.M.
with highest honours, and three years later had graduated M.D., but my
friends thought a good deal more of my successthan | did, for they over-
looked my shortcomings and magnified my talents.

| suppose it was becausemy father had represented a county constitu-
ency in the House of Commons, and therefore | possessedthat very use-
ful advantage which is vaguely termed family influence, that | had been
appointed assistantphysician at GuyOsMy own practice was very small,
therefore | devilled, asthe lawyers would term it, for my chief, Sir Bern-
ard Eyton, knight, the consulting physician to my hospital.

Sir Bernard, whom all the smart world of London knew as the first
specialist in nervous disorders, had his professional headquarters in
Harley Street, but lived down at Hove, in order to avoid night work or
the calls which Society made upon him. | lived a stoneOs-throwaway
from his house in Harley Street, just round the corner in Harley Place,



and it was my duty to take charge of his extensive practice during his ab-
sence at night or while on holidays.

| must here declare that my own position was not at all disagreeable.
True, | sometimes had night work, which is never very pleasant, but be-
ing one of the evils of the life of every medical man he acceptsit as such.
| had very comfortable bachelor quarters in an ancient and rather grimy
house, with an old fashioned dark-panelled sitting-room, a dining-room,
bedroom and dressing-room, and, save for the fact that | was compelled
to be on duty after four oOclockwhen Sir Bernard drove to Victoria Sta-
tion, my time in the evening was very much my own.

Many a man would, | suppose, have envied me. It is not every day
that a first-class physician requires an assistant, and certainly no man
could have been more generous and kindly disposed than Sir Bernard
himself, even though his character was something of the miser. Yet all of
us find some petty shortcomings in the good things of this world, and |
was no exception. Sometimes | grumbled, but generally, be it said,
without much cause.

Truth to tell, a mysterious feeling of insecurity had been gradually
creeping upon me through several months; indeed ever since | had re-
turned from aholiday in Scotland in the spring. | could not define it, not
really knowing what had excited the curious apprehensions within me.
Nevertheless, | had that night told my secretto Ambler Jevons,who was
often my visitor of an evening, and over our whiskies had asked his ad-
vice, with the unsatisfactory result which | have already written down.



Chapter 2

OA VERY UGLY SECRET.O

The consulting-room in Harley Street, where Sir Bernard Eyton saw
his patients and gathered in his guineas for his ill-scribbled prescrip-
tions, differed little from a hundred others in the same severe and de-
pressing thoroughfare.

It was a very sombre apartment. The walls were painted dark green
and hung with two or three old portraits in oils; the furniture was of a
style long past, heavy and covered in brown morocco, and the big
writing-table, behind which the great doctor would sit blinking at his pa-
tient through the circular gold-rimmed glasses,that gave him a some-
what Teutonic appearance,was noted for its prim neatnessand orderly
array. On the one side was an adjustable couch; on the other a bookcase
with glass doors containing a number of instruments which were,
however, not visible because of curtains of green silk behind the glass.

Into that room, on three days a week, Ford, the severely respectable
footman, ushered in patients one after the other, many of them Society
women suffering from what is known in these degenerate days as
Onerves.Ondeed, Eyton was par excellenca ladiesQdoctor, for so many of
the gentler sex get burnt up in the mad rush of a London season.

| had made up my mind to consult my chief, and with that object
entered his room on the following afternoon at a quarter before four.

OWell, Boyd, anything fresh?Ohe asked, putting off his severely pro-
fessional air and lolling back in his padded writing-chair as | entered.

ONo, nothing,O | responded, throwing myself in the patientOschair op-
posite him and tossing my gloves on the table. OAhard day down at the
hospital, thatOs all. YouOve been busy as usual, | suppose.O

OBusy!Gthe old man echoed, Owhy, these confounded women never
let me alone for asingle instant! Always the samestoryNexcitement, late
hours, little worries over erring husbands, and all that sort of thing. | al-
ways know whatOscoming as soon asthey get seatedand settled. | really



donOtknow what SocietyOsoming to, Boyd,Oand he blinked over at me
through his heavy-framed spectacles.

About sixty, of middle height, he was slightly inclined to rotundity,
with hair almost white, a stubbly grey beard, and a pair of keen eyes
rather prominently setin a bony but not unpleasant countenance. He
had a peculiar habit of stroking his left ear when puzzled, and was not
without those little eccentricities which run hand in hand with genius.
One of them was his fondness for amateur theatricals, for he was a lead-
ing member of the Dramatic Club at Hove and nearly always took part
in the performances. But he was a pronounced miser. Eachday when he
arrived at Victoria Station from Hove, he purchased three ham sand-
wiches at the refreshment bar and carried them in his black bag to Har-
ley Street.He there concealedthem in a drawer in the writing-table and
stealthily ate them instead of taking half-an-hour for luncheon. Some-
times he sent Ford out to the nearest greengrocerOsn the Marylebone
Road for a penny apple, which he surreptitiously ate as dessert.

Indeed, he was finishing his last sandwich when | entered, and his
mouth was full.

It may have been that small fact which caused me to hesitate. At any
rate, sitting there with those big round eyespeering forth upon me, | felt
the absurdity of the situation.

Presently, when he had finished his sandwich, carefully brushed the
crumbs from his blotting-pad and castthe bag into the waste-paper bas-
ket, he raised his head and with his big eyesagain blinking through his
spectacles, said:

OYouOve had no call to poor old Courtenay, | suppose?0

ONo,O | responded. OWhy?0

OBecause heQOs in a bad way.O

OWorse?0

OYes,de replied. OlOmather anxious about him. HeOllhave to keep to
his bed, | fear.O

| did not in the least doubt this. Old Mr. Henry Courtenay, one of the
Devonshire Courtenays, avery wealthy if somewhat eccentricold gentle-
man, lived in one of those prim, pleasant, detached housesin Richmond
Road, facing Kew Gardens, and was one of Sir BernardOsbest patients.
He had been under him for a number of years until they had become
personal friends. One of his eccentricities was to insist on paying heavy
fees to his medical adviser, believing, perhaps, that by so doing he
would secure greater and more careful attention.



But, strangely enough, mention of the name suddenly gave me the
clue solong wanting. It aroused within me a senseof impending evil re-
garding the very man of whom we were speaking. The sound of the
name seemedto strike the sympathetic chord within my brain, and | at
once became cognisant that the unaccountable presage of impending
misfortune was connectedwith that rather incongruous household down
at Kew.

Therefore, when Sir Bernard imparted to me his misgivings, | was
quickly on the alert, and questioned him regarding the progress of old
Mr. CourtenayOs disease.

OThepoor fellow is sinking, IOmafraid, Boyd,O exclaimed my chief,
confidentially. OHedoesnObelieve himself half soill as he is. When did
you see him last?0

OOnly a few days ago. | thought he seemed much improved,O | said.

OAh! of course,Othe old doctor snapped; his manner towards me in an
instant changed. OYouOra frequent visitor there, | forgot. Feminine at-
traction and all that sort of thing. Dangerous, Boyd! Dangerous to run
after awoman of her sort. IOman older man than you. Why havenOtou
taken the hint | gave you long ago?0

OBecausé could seeno reasonwhy | should not continue my friend-
ship with Ethelwynn Mivart.O

OMy dear Boyd,O he responded, in a sympathetic fatherly manner,
which he sometimes assumed, OlOnan old bachelor, and | seequite suffi-
cient of women in this roomNtoo much of them, in fact. The majority are
utterly worthless. Recollect that | have never taken away a womanOs
characteryet, and | refuse to do so nowNespecially to her lover. | merely
warn you, Boyd, to drop her. ThatOsall. If you donOt,depend upon it
youOll regret it.O

OThenthereOssome secret or other of her past which she conceals, |
suppose?0l said hoarsely, feeling confident that being so intimate with
his patient, old Mr. Courtenay, he had discovered it.

OYes,(he replied, blinking again at me through his glasses.OThere
isNa very ugly secret.O
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Chapter

THE COURTENAYS.

| determined to spend that evening at Richmond Road with open eyes.

The house was a large red-brick one, modern, gabled, and typically
suburban. Mr. Courtenay, although a wealthy man with a large estatein
Devonshire and extensive properties in Canada, where as a young man
he had amasseda large fortune, lived in that London suburb in order to
be near his old friends. Besides,his wife was young and objected to be-
ing buried in the country. With her husband an invalid she was unable
to entertain, therefore she had found the country dull very soon after her
marriage and gladly welcomed removal to London, even though they
sank their individuality in becoming suburban residents.

Short, the prim manservant, who admitted me, showed me at once up
to his masterOsoom, and | stayed for half-an-hour with him. He was sit-
ting before the fire in a padded dressing gown, a rather thick-set figure
with grey hair, wan cheeks,and bright eyes. The hand he gave me was
chill and bony, yet | saw plainly that he was much better than when |
had last seenhim. He was up, and that was a distinctly good sign. | ex-
amined him, questioned him, and asfar as| could make out he was, con-
trary to my chiefOs opinion, very much improved.

Indeed, he spoke quite gaily, offered me a whisky and soda, and made
me tell him the stories | had heard an hour earlier at the Savage. The
poor old fellow was suffering from that most malignant disease,cancer
of the tongue, which had causedhim to develop peripheral neuritis. His
doctors had recommended an operation, but knowing it to be a very seri-
ous one he had declined it, and as he had suffered great pain and incon-
venience he had taken to drink heavily. He was a lonely man, and | often
pitied him. A doctor can very quickly tell whether domestic felicity
reigns in a household, and | had long ago seenthat with the difference of
age between Mrs. Courtenay and her husbandNhe sixty-two and she
only twenty-nineNthey had but few ideas in common.

10



That she nursed him tenderly | was well aware, but from her manner |
had long ago detected that her devotedness was only assumed in order
to humour him, and that she possessedlittle or no real affection for him.
Nor was it much wonder, after all. A smart young woman, fond of soci-
ety and amusement, is never the kind of wife for a snappy invalid of old
CourtenayOstype. She had married him, some five years before, for his
money, her uncharitable enemiessaid. Perhapsthat was so. In any caseit
was difficult to believe that a pretty woman of her stamp could ever en-
tertain any genuine affection for a man of his age, and it was most cer-
tainly true that whatever bond of sympathy had existed between them at
the time of their marriage had now been snapped.

Instead of remaining at home of an evening and posing as a dutiful
wife assheonce had done, shewas now in the habit of going up to town
to her friends the Penn-Pagets,who lived in Brook Street, or the Hennik-
ers in Redcliffe Square,accompanying them to dancesand theatres with
all the defiance of the Ocovenances@llowed nowadays to the married
woman. On such occasions,growing eachweek more frequent, her sister
Ethelwynn remained at home to seethat Mr. Courtenay was properly at-
tended to by the nurse, and exhibited a patience that | could not help but
admire.

Yes, the more | reflected upon it the more curious seemed that ill-as-
sorted mZnageOn her marriage Mary Mivart had declared that her new
home in Devonshire was deadly dull, and had induced her indulgent
husband to allow her sister to come and live with her, and Ethelwynn
and her maid had formed part of the household ever since.

We doctors, providing we have not a brass plate in lieu of a practice,
seesome queer things, and being in the confidence of our patients, know
of many strange and incomprehensible families. The one at Richmond
Road was a casein point. | had gradually seenhow young Mrs. Cour-
tenay had tired of her wifely duties, until, by slow degrees,she had cast
off the shackles altogetherNuntil she now thought more of her new
frocks, smart suppers at the Carlton, first-nights and OshowsQn Mayfair
than she did of the poor suffering old man whom she had not so long
ago vowed to Olove,honour and obey.Olt was to be regretted, but in my
position | had no necessity nor inclination to interfere. Even Ethelwynn
made no remark, although this sudden breaking forth of her sister must
have pained her considerably.

When at length | shook hands with my patient, left him in the hands of
the nurse and descendedto the drawing room, | found Ethelwynn await-
ing me.
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Sherose and came forward, both her slim white hands outstretched in
glad welcome.

OShorttold me you were here,Oshe exclaimed. OWhata long time you
have been upstairs. Nothing serious, | hope,Oshe added with a touch of
anxiety, | thought.

ONothing at all,Ol assured her, walking with her acrossto the fire and
seating myself in the cosy-corner, while she threw herself upon a low
lounge chair and pillowed her dark head upon a big cushion of yellow
silk. OWhere is Mary?O | asked.

OOut. SheOs dining with the Hennikers to-night, | think.O

OAnNd leaves you at home to look after the invalid?O | remarked.

OOh, | donOt mind in the least,O she declared, laughing.

OAnNd the old gentleman? What does he say to her constant absencein
the evening?0

OWell, to tell the truth, Ralph, he seldom knows. He usually believes
her to be at home, and | never undeceive him. Why should 1?0

| grunted, for | was not at all well pleased with her connivance at her
sisterOsdeceit. The sound that escaped my lips caused her to glance
across at me in quick surprise.

OYou are displeased, dear,O she said. OTell me why. What have |
done?0

OlOmot displeased with you,Ol declared. OOnly, asyou know, IOmnot
in favour of deception, and especially so in a wife.O

Shepursed her lips, and | thought her face went a trifle paler. Shewas
silent for a moment, then said:

Ol donOtseewhy we should discuss that, Ralph. MaryOsactions con-
cern neither of us. It is not for us to prevent her amusing herself, neither
is it our duty to create unpleasantness between husband and wife.O

| did not reply, but satlooking at her, drinking in her beauty in along,
full draught. How can | describe her? Her form was graceful in every
line; her face perfect in its contour, open, finely-moulded, and with a
marvellous complexionNa calm, sweet countenance that reminded one
of RaphaelO®Madonnalin Florence, indeed almost its counterpart. Her
beauty had been remarked everywhere. She had sat to a well-known
R.A. for his Academy picture two years before, and the artist had de-
clared her to be one of the most perfect types of English beauty.

Was it any wonder, then, that | was in love with her? Was it any won-
der that those wonderful dark eyesheld me beneath their spell, or those
dark locks that | sometimes stroked from off her fair white brow should
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be to me the most beautiful in all the world? Man is but mortal, and a
beautiful woman always enchants.

As she sat before me in her evening gown of some flimsy cream stuff,
all frills and furbelows, she seemed perfect in her loveliness. The sur-
roundings suited her to perfectionNthe old Chippendale and the paims,
while the well-shaded electric lamp in its wrought-iron stand shed a
mellow glow upon her, softening her features and harmonising the tints
of the objectsaround. From beneath the hem of her skirt a neat ankle en-
casedin its black silk stocking was thrust coquettishly forward, and her
tiny patent leather slipper was stretched out to the warmth of the fire.
Her pose was, however, restful and natural. Sheloved luxury, and made
no secret of it. The hour after dinner was always her hour of laziness,
and she usually spent it in that self-same chair, in that self-same position.

She was twenty-five, the youngest daughter of old Thomas Mivart,
who was squire of Neneford, in Northamptonshire, a well-known
hunting-man of his day, who had died two years ago leaving a widow, a
charming lady, who lived alone at the Manor. To me it had always been
a mystery why the craving for gaiety and amusement had never seized
Ethelwynn. Shewas by far the more beautiful of the pair, the smartestin
dress, and the wittier in speech,for possessedof a keen senseof humour,
shewas interesting aswell ashandsomeNthe two qualities which are par
excellenceecessary for a woman to attain social success.

Shestirred slightly as she broke the silence, and then | detected in her
a nervousness which | had not noticed on first entering the room.

OSirBernard Eyton was down here yesterday and spent over an hour
with the old gentleman. They sent the nurse out of the room and talked
together for a long time, upon some private business, nurse thinks.
When Sir Bernard came down he told me in confidence that Mr. Cour-
tenay was distinctly weaker.O

OYes,Q said, OSirBernard told me that, but | must confess that to-
night | find a decided improvement in him. HeOs sitting up quite lively.O

OVerydifferent to a month ago,Omy well-beloved remarked. ODoyou
recollect when Short went to London in a hansom and brought you
down at three in the morning?0

Olgave up all hope when | saw him on that occasion,O said; Obuthe
certainly seems to have taken a new lease of life.O

ODoyou think he really has?Gsheinquired with an undisguised eager-
nesswhich struck me asdistinctly curious. ODoyou believe that Sir Bern-
ardOs fears are after all ungrounded?0

13



| looked at her surprised. Shehad never before evinced such a keen in-
terest in her sisterOs husband, and | was puzzled.

Olreally canOgive an opinion,O | responded mechanically, for want of
something or other to say.

It was curious, that question of hersNvery curious.

Yet after all | was in loveNand all lovers are fools in their jealousy.
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Chapter

A NIGHT CALL.,

ODovyou know, Ralph,Oshe faltered presently, Ol have a faint suspi-
cion that you are annoyed about something. What is it? Be frank now
and tell me.O

OAnnoyed?0l laughed. ONot at all, dearest. Nervous and impatient,
perhaps. You must make allowances for me. A doctorOdife is full of pro-
fessional worries. 10vehad atrying day at the hospital, and | suppose IOm
quarrelsomeNeh?0

ONo, not quarrelsome, but just inclined to be a little suspicious.O

OSuspicious? Of what?0

Her womanOspower of penetration to the innermost secrets of the
heart was marvellous.

OOf me?0

OHow absurd!O | exclaimed. OWhy should | be suspiciousNand of
what?0

OWell,Gshe laughed, Olreally donOtknow, only your manner is peculi-
ar. Why not be frank with me, Ralph, dear, and tell me what it is that you
donOt like. Have | offended you?0

ONot at all, darling,0 | hastened to assure her. OWhy, youOrethe best
little woman in the world. Offend meNhow absurd!O

OThen who has offended you?O

| hesitated. When a woman really loves, a man can have but few
secrets from her. Ethelwynn always read me like an open book.

OlOmvorried over a critical case,Q said, in an endeavour to evade her
guestion.

OButyour patients donOtannoy you, surely,Oshe exclaimed. OThereis
a distinction between annoyance and worry.O

| saw that she had detected my suspicion, and at once hastenedto re-
assure her that she had my entire confidence.
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OIf Mary finds her life a trifle dull with her husband it is surely no
reason why | should be blamed for it,O she said, in a tone of mild
complaint.

ONo,you entirely misunderstand me,Ol said. ONo blame whatever at-
tachesto you. Your sisterOsctions are no affair of ours. It is merely a pity
that she cannot see her error. With her husband lying ill she should at
least remain at home.O

OShedeclares that she has suffered martyrdom for his sake long
enough,0 my well-beloved said. OPerhapsshe is right, for between
ourselves the old gentleman is a terrible trial.O

OThatis only to be expected from one suffering from such a disease.
Yet it can serve no excusefor his wife taking up with that gay set, the
Penn-Pagets and the Hennikers. | must say 10m very surprised.O

OAnd so am |, Ralph. But what can | do? IOmutterly powerless. Sheis
mistress here, and does exactly as she likes. The old gentleman dotes on
her and allows her to have her way in everything. Shehas ever beenwil-
ful, even from a child.O

She did not attempt to shield her sister, and yet she uttered no con-
demnation of her conduct. | could not, even then, understand the situ-
ation. To me one of two things was apparent. Either she feared to dis-
please her sister becauseof some power the latter held over her, or this
neglect of old Mr. Courtenay was pleasing to her.

Olwonder you donOtive Mary a hint that her conduct is being noticed
and remarked upon. Of course, donOtsay that IOvespoken of it. Merely
put it to her in the manner of a vague suggestion.O

OVerywell, if you wish it,Oshe responded promptly, for she was ever
ready to execute my smallest desire.

OAnNd you love me quite astruly and aswell asyou did ayear ago?QO
asked, eagerly, stroking the dark tendrils from her white brow.

OLoveyou?Oshe echoed. OYes,Ralph,Oshe went on, looking up into
my face with unwavering gaze. Ol may be distrait and pre-occupied
sometimes, but, nevertheless, | swear to you, as| did on that summerOs
evening long ago when we were boating together at Shepperton, that
you are the only man | have ever lovedNor shall ever love.O

| returned her caresswith a passion that was heartfelt. | was devoted
to her, and these tender words of hers confirmed my belief in her truth
and purity.

ONeedI repeat what | have told you so many times, dearest?Q asked,
in alow voice, asher head rested upon my shoulder and she stood in my
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embrace.ONeedl tell you how fondly | love youNhow that | am entirely
yours? No. You are mine, EthelwynnNmine.O

OAnd you will never think ill of me?Oshe asked, in a faltering tone.
OYouwill never be suspicious of me asyou have beento-night? You can-
not tell how all this upsets me. Perfect love surely demands perfect con-
fidence. And our love is perfectNis it not?0

Oltis,Ol cried. Oltis. Forgive me, dearest. Forgive me for my churlish
conduct to-night. It is my faultNall my fault. | love you, and have every
confidence in you.O

OButwill your love last always?Oshe asked, with just a tinge of doubt
in her voice.

OYes, always,O | declared.

ONo matter what may happen?O she asked.

ONo matter what may happen.O

| kissed her fervently with warm words of passionate devotion upon
my lips, and went forth into the rainy winterOsnight with my suspicions
swept away and with love renewed within me.

| had beenfoolish in my suspicions and apprehensions, and hated my-
self for it. Her sweet devotednessto me was sufficient proof of her hon-
esty. | was not wealthy by any means, and | knew that if she chose she
could, with her notable beauty, captivate a rich husband without much
difficulty. Husbands are only unattainable by the blue-stocking, the flirt
and the personally angular.

The rain pelted down in torrents as| walked to Kew Gardens Station,
and as it generally happens to the unlucky doctor that calls are made
upon him in the most inclement weather, | found, on returning to Harley
Place,that Lady Langley, in Hill Street,had senta messageasking me to
go round at once.| was therefore compelled to pay the visit, for her lady-
shipNa snappy old dowagerNwas a somewhat exacting patient of Sir
BernardOs.

She was a fussy old person who believed herself to be much worse
than shereally was, and it was, therefore, not until past one oOclockhat |
smoked my final pipe, drained my peg, and retired to bed, full of recol-
lections of my well-beloved.

Just before turning in my man brought me a telegram from Sir Bern-
ard, dispatched from Brighton, regarding a caseto be seenon the follow-
ing day. He was very erratic about telegrams and sent them to me at all
hours, therefore it was no extraordinary circumstance. He always pre-
ferred telegraphing to writing letters. | read the message,tossed it with
its envelope upon the fire, and then retired with a fervent hope that |
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should at least be allowed to have a complete nightOsrest. Sir BernardOs
patients were, however, of that classwho call the doctor at any hour for
the slightest attack of indigestion, and summonses at night were con-
sequently very frequent.

| suppose | had beenin bed a couple of hours when | was awakened
by the electric bell sounding in my manOsoom, and a few minutes later
he entered, saying:N

OThereOa man who wants to seeyou immediately, sir. He says heOs
from Mr. CourtenayOs, down at Kew.O

OMr. CourtenayOs!O | echoed, sitting up in bed. OBring him in here.O

A few moments later the caller was shown in.

OWhy, Short!O | exclaimed. OWhatOs the matter?O

OMatter, doctor,0 the man stammered. OItOs awful, sir!O

OWhatOs awful?0

OMy poor master, sir. HeOs deadNheOs been murdered!O
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e O

Chapter

DISCLOSES A MYSTERY.

The manOs amazing announcement held me speechless.

OMurdered!O | cried when | found tongue. Olmpossible!O

OAN! sir, itOs too true. HeOs quite dead.O

OBut surely he has died from natural causesNeh?0

ONo, sir. My poor master has been foully murdered.O

OHow do you know that?O | asked breathlessly. OTell me all the facts.O

| saw by the manOsgitation, his white face,and the hurried manner in
which he had evidently dressedto come in searchof me, that something
tragic had really occurred.

OWeknow nothing yet, sir,Owas his quick response. Ol entered his
room at two oOclockas usual, to seeif he wanted anything, and saw that
he was quite still, apparently asleep.The lamp was turned low, but as |
looked over the bed | saw a small dark patch upon the sheet. This | dis-
covered to be blood, and a moment later was horrified to discover a
small wound close to the heart, and from it the blood was slowly
oozing.O

OThenheObeen stabbed, you think?O | gasped, springing up and be-
ginning to dress myself hastily.

OWe think so, sir. ItOs awful!O

OTerrible!Ol said, utterly dumbfounded by the manOsamazing story.
OAfter you made the discovery, how did you act?O

Ol awoke the nurse, who slept in the room adjoining. And then we
aroused Miss Mivart. The shock to her was terrible, poor young lady.
When she saw the body of the old gentleman she burst into tears, and at
once sent me to you. | didnOtfind a cab till |Odwalked almost to Ham-
mersmith, and then | came straight on here.O

OBut is there undoubtedly foul play, Short?0

ONo doubt whatever, sir. IOmnothing of a doctor, but | could seethe
wound plainly, like a small clean cut just under the heart.O
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ONo weapon about?O

Ol didnOt see anything, sir.O

OHave you called the police?0

ONo,sir. Miss Mivart said shewould wait until you arrived. Shewants
your opinion.O

OAnNd Mrs. Courtenay. How does she bear the tragedy?0

OThe poor lady doesnOt know yet.O

ODoesnOt know? HavenOt you told her?0

ONo, sir. SheOs not at home.O

OWhat? She hasnOt returned?0

ONo, sir,O responded the man.

That fact was in itself peculiar. Yet there was, | felt sure, some strong
reasonif young Mrs. Courtenay remained the night with her friends, the
Hennikers. Trains run to Kew after the theatres, but she had possibly
missed the last, and had beeninduced by her friends to remain the night
with them in town.

Yet the whole of the tragic affair was certainly very extraordinary. It
was ShortOgluty to rise at two oOclockeach morning and go to his mas-
terOsroom to ascertain if the invalid wanted anything. Generally,
however, the old gentleman slept well, hence there had been no neces-
sity for a night nurse.

When | entered the cab, and the man having taken a seat beside me,
we had set out on our long night drive to Kew, | endeavoured to obtain
more details regarding the Courtenay mZnageln an ordinary way | could
scarcely have questioned a servant regarding his master and mistress,
but on this drive | saw an occasion to obtain knowledge, and seized it.

Short, although a well-trained servant, was communicative. The shock
he had sustained in discovering his master made him so.

After ten yearsGservice he was devoted to his master, but from the re-
marks he let drop during our drive | detected that he entertained a
strong dislike of the old gentlemanOsoung wife. He was, of course, well
aware of my affection for Ethelwynn, and carefully concealed his anti-
pathy towards her, an antipathy which | somehow felt convinced exis-
ted. He regarded both sisters with equal mistrust.

ODoes your mistress often remain in town with her friends at night?O

OSometimes, when she goes to balls.O

OAnd is that often?0

ONot very often.O

OAnNd didnOt the old gentleman know of his wifeOs absence?0
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OSometimesHe used to ask me whether Mrs. Courtenay was at home,
and then | was bound to tell the truth.O

By his own admission then, this man Short had informed the invalid of
his wifeOsfrequent absences.He was an informer, and as such most
probably the enemy of both Mary and Ethelwynn. | knew him to be the
confidential servant of the old gentleman, but had not before suspected
him of tale-telling. Without doubt Mrs. CourtenayOsrecent neglect had
sorely grieved the old gentleman. He doted upon her, indulged her in
every whim and fancy and, like many an aged husband who has a smart
young wife, dared not to differ from her or complain of any of her ac-
tions. There is a deal of truth in the adage, OThereOso fool like an old
fool.O

But the mystery was increasing, and as we drove together down that
long interminable high road through Hammersmith to Chiswick, wet,
dark and silent at that hour, | reflected that the strange presage of insec-
urity which had so long oppressed me was actually being fulfilled. Am-
bler Jevons had laughed at it. But would he laugh now? To-morrow,
without doubt, he would be working at the mystery in the interests of
justice. To try to keep the affair out of the Presswould, | knew too well,
be impossible. Those men, in journalistic parlance called Oliners,Oare
everywhere, hungry for copy, and always eagerto seize upon anything
tragic or mysterious.

From Short | gathered a few additional details. Not many, be it said,
but sufficient to make it quite clear that he was intensely antagonistic to-
wards his mistress. This struck me as curious, for asfar as| had seenshe
had always treated him with the greatest kindness and consideration,
had given him holidays, and to my knowledge had, afew months before,
raised his wages of her own accord. Nevertheless, the mZnagewas a
strange one, incongruous in every respect.

My chief thoughts were, however, with my love. The shock to her
must, | knew, be terrible, especially as Mary was absent and she was
alone with the nurse and servants.

When | sprang from the cab and entered the house she met me in the
hall. Shehad dressed hastily and wore a light shawl over her head, prob-
ably to conceal her disordered hair, but her face was blanched to the lips.

OOh,Ralph!Oshecried in atrembling voice. Olthought you were never
coming. 1tOs terribleNterrible!O

OComein here,Ol said, leading her into the dining room. OTellme all
you know of the affair.O

OShort discovered him just after two oOclock. He was then quite still.O
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OBut there may be life,0 | exclaimed suddenly, and leaving her |
rushed up the stairs and into the room where the old man had chatted to
me so merrily not many hours before.

The instant my gazefell upon him | knew the truth. Cadaveric rigidity
had supervened, and he had long been beyond hope of human aid. His
furrowed face was aswhite asivory, and his lower jaw had dropped in
that manner that unmistakably betrays the presence of death.

As the man had described, the sheetwas stained with blood. But there
was not much, and | was some moments before | discovered the wound.
It was just beneath the heart, cleanly cut, and about three-quarters of an
inch long, evidently inflicted by some sharp instrument. He had no
doubt been struck in his sleep, and with such precision that he had died
without being able to raise the alarm.

The murderer, whoever he was, had carried the weapon away.

| turned and saw Ethelwynn, a pale wan figure in her light gown and
shawl, standing on the threshold, watching me intently. Shestood there
white and trembling, as though fearing to enter the presence of the dead.

| made a hasty tour of the room, examining the window and finding it
fastened. As far as | could discover, nothing whatever was disturbed.

Then | went out to her and, closing the door behind me, saidN

OShort must go along to the police station. We must report it.O

OBuitis it really necessary?&he asked anxiously. OThink of the awful
exposure in the papers. CanOwe hush it up? Do, RalphNfor my sake,0
she implored.

OBut | canOtgive a death certificate when a person has been
murdered,O | explained. OBeforeburial there must be a post-mortemand
an inquest.O

OThen you think he has actually been murdered?0O

OOf course, without a doubt. It certainly isnOt suicide.O

The discovery had causedher to becomerigid, almost statuesque.Sud-
den terror often acts thus upon women of her highly nervous tempera-
ment. She allowed me to lead her downstairs and back to the dining
room. On the way | met Short in the hall, and ordered him to go at once
to the police station.

ONow, dearest,Ol said, taking her hand tenderly in mine when we
were alone together with the door closed, Otell me calmly all you know
of this awful affair.O

OINI know nothing,O she declared. ONothing except what you already
know. Short knocked at my door and | dressed hastily, only to discover
that the poor old gentleman was dead.O
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OWas the house still locked up?0O

Ol believe so. The servants could, | suppose, tell that.O

OBut is it not strange that Mary is still absent?O | remarked, perplexed.

ONo, not very. Sometimes she has missed her last train and has
stopped the night with the Penn-Pagetsor the Hennikers. It is difficult,
she says, to go to supper after the theatre and catch the last train. It
leaves Charing Cross so early.O

Again there seemed a distinct inclination on her part to shield her
sister.

OThewhole thing is a most profound mystery,O she went on. Ol must
have slept quite lightly, for | heard the church clock strike each quarter
until one oOclock,yet not an unusual sound reached me. Neither did
nurse hear anything.O

Nurse Kate was an excellent woman whom | had known at GuyOs
through several years. Both Sir Bernard and myself had every confidence
in her, and she had been the invalidOs attendant for the past two years.

Oltcertainly is a mysteryNone which we must leave to the police to in-
vestigate. In the meantime, however, we must send Short to Redcliffe
Squareto find Mary. He must not tell her the truth, but merely say that
her husband is much worse. To tell her of the tragedy at once would
probably prove too great a blow.O

OSheought never to have gone to town and left him,O declared my
well-beloved in sudden condemnation of her sisterOsonduct. OShewill
never forgive herself.O

ORegretswill not bring the poor fellow to life again,Ol said with a sigh.
OWemust act, and act promptly, in order to discover the identity of the
murderer and the motive of the crime. That there is a motive is certain;
yet it is indeed strange that anyone should actually kill a man suffering
from a disease which, in a few months at most, must prove fatal. The
motive was therefore his immediate decease,and that fact will probably
greatly assist the police in their investigations.O

OBut who could have killed him?O

OAh! thatOghe mystery. If, asyou believe, the house was found to be
still secured when the alarm was raised, then it would appear that
someone who slept beneath this roof was guilty.O

OOh! Impossible! Remember there are only myself and the servants.
You surely donOt suspect either of them?0

Olhave no suspicion of anyone at present,Ol answered. OLetthe police
search the place, and they may discover something which will furnish
them with a clue.O
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| noticed some telegraph-forms in the stationery rack on a small
writing-table, and taking one scribbled a couple of lines to Sir Bernard, at
Hove, informing him of the mysterious affair. This | folded and placed in
my pocket in readinessfor the re-opening of the telegraph office at eight
oOclock.

Shortly afterwards we heard the wheels of the cab outside, and a few
minutes later were joined by a police inspector in uniform and an officer
in plain clothes.

In a few brief sentencesl explained to them the tragic circumstances,
and then led them upstairs to the dead manOs room.

After a cursory glance around, they went forth again out upon the
landing in order to await the arrival of two other plain-clothes officers
who had come round on foot, one of them the sergeant of the Criminal
Investigation Department attached to the Kew station. Then, after giving
orders to the constable on the beat to station himself at the door and al-
low no one to enter or leave without permission, the three detectives and
the inspector entered the room where the dead man lay.
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Chapter 6

IN WHICH | MAKE A DISCOVERY.

Having explained who | was, | followed the men in and assistedthem
in making a careful and minute examination of the place.

Search for the weapon with which the crime had been committed
proved fruitless; hence it was plain that the murderer had carried it
away. There were no signs whatever of a struggle, and nothing to indic-
ate that the blow had been struck by any burglar with a motive of silen-
cing the prostrate man.

The room was a large front one on the first floor, with two French win-
dows opening upon a balcony formed by the big square portico. Both
were found to be secured, not only by the latches, but also by long
screws as an extra precaution against thieves, old Mr. Courtenay, like
many other elderly people, being extremely nervous of midnight in-
truders. The bedroom itself was well furnished in genuine Sheraton,
which he had brought up from his palatial home in Devonshire, for the
old man denied himself no personal comfort. The easychair in which he
had satwhen | had paid my visit was still in its place at the fireside, with
the footstool just ashe had left it; the drawers which we opened one after
another showed no sign of having been rummaged, and the sum result
of our investigations was absolutely nil.

Olt looks very much as though someone in the house had done it,0
whispered the inspector seriously to me, having first glanced at the door
to ascertain that it was closed.

OYes,O | admitted, Oappearances certainly do point to that.O

OWhowas the young lady who met us downstairs?Oinquired the de-
tective sergeant, producing a small note-book and pencil.

OMiss Ethelwynn Mivart, sister to Mrs. Courtenay.O

OAnd is Mrs. Courtenay at home?Ohe inquired, making a note of the
name.

ONo. We have sent for her. SheOs staying with friends in London.O
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OHulloa! ThereOsin iron safe here!Oexclaimed one of the men rumma-
ging at the opposite side of the room. He had pulled away a chest of
drawers from the wall, revealing what | had never noticed before, the
door of a small fireproof safe built into the wall.

Ols it locked?0O inquired the inspector.

The man, after trying the knob and examining the keyhole, replied in
the affirmative.

OKeepshis deeds and jewellery there, | suppose,Oremarked one of the
other detectives. OHeseemsto have beenvery much afraid of burglars. |
wonder whether he had any reason for that?O

OLikemany old men he was a trifle eccentric,Ol replied. OThievesonce
broke into his country house years ago, | believe, and he therefore enter-
tained a horror of them.O

We all examined the keyhole of the safe, but there was certainly no
evidence to show that it had been tampered with. On the contrary, the
little oval brass plate which closed the hole was rusty, and had not ap-
parently been touched for weeks.

While they were searchingin other parts of the room | directed my at-
tention to the position and appearance of my late patient. He was lying
on his right side with one arm slightly raised in quite a natural attitude
for one sleeping. His features, although the pallor of death was upon
them and they were relaxed, showed no sign of suffering. The blow had
beenunerring, and had no doubt penetrated to the heart. The crime had
been committed swiftly, and the murderer had escaped unseen and
unheard.

The eider-down quilt, a rich one of Gobelin blue satin, had scarcely
been disturbed, and save for the small spot of blood upon the sheet,
traces of a terrible crime were in no way apparent.

While, however, | stood at the bedside, at the same spot most probably
where the murderer had stood, | suddenly felt something uneven
between the sole of my boot and the carpet. Sointent was | upon the ex-
amination | was making that at first my attention was not attracted by it,
but on stepping on it a secondtime | looked down and saw something
white, which | quickly picked up.

The instant | saw it | closed my hand and hid it from view.

Then | glanced furtively around, and seeing that my action had been
unobserved | quickly transferred it to my vest pocket, covering the
movement by taking out my watch to glance at it.
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| confessthat my heart beat quickly, and in all probability the colour at
that moment had left my face, for | had, by sheeraccident, discovered a
clue.

To examine it there was impossible, for of such a characterwas it that |
had no intention, asyet, to arouse the suspicions of the police. | intended
at the earliest moment to apprise my friend, Ambler Jevons,of the facts
and with him pursue an entirely independent inquiry.

Scarcely had | safely pocketed the little object | had picked up from
where the murderer must have stood when the inspector went out upon
the landing and called to the constable in the hall:

OFour-sixty-two, lock that door and come up here a moment.O

OYessir,Oanswered a gruff voice from below, and in a few moments
the constable entered, closing the door after him.

OHow many times have you passed this house on your beat to-night,
four-sixty-two?0 inquired the inspector.

OAbout eight, sir. My beatOsilong the Richmond Road, from the Lion
Gate down to the museum, and then around the back streets.O

OSaw nothing?0

Olsaw a man come out of this house hurriedly, soon after | came on
duty. | was standing on the opposite side, under the wall of the Gardens.
The lady whatOsdownstairs let him out and told him to fetch the doctor
quickly.O

OAh! Short, the servant,O | observed.

OWhereis he?Oasked the inspector, while the detective with the ready
note-book scribbled down the name.

OHecameto fetch me, and Miss Mivart has now sent him to fetch her
sister. He was the first to make the discovery.O

OOh,was he?Qexclaimed the detective-sergeant, with some suspicion.
OltOsather a pity that heOdeen sent out again. He might be able to tell
us something.O

OHeOll be back in an hour, | should think.O

OYes,but every hour is of consequencein a matter of this sort,Ore-
marked the sergeant. OLookhere, Davidson,Ohe added, turning to one of
the plain-clothes men, Ojustgo round to the station and send a wire to
the Yard, asking for extra assistance.Give them a brief outline of the
case. TheyOllprobably send down Franks or Moreland. If IOmnot mis-
taken, thereOs a good deal more in this mystery than meets the eye.O

The man addressed obeyed promptly, and left.

OWhatdo you know of the servants here?Qasked the inspector of the
constable.
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ONot much, sir. Six-forty-eight walks out with the cook, |Oveheard.
SheOs respectable woman. Her fatherOsa lighterman at Kew Bridge. |
know Oemall here by sight, of course. But thereOsiothing against them,
to my knowledge, and IOvebeen a constable in this sub-division for
eighteen years.O

OThe manNwhatOs his name?NShort. Do you know him?0

OYes, sir. IOve often seen him in the OStar and GarterO at Kew Bridge.O

ODrinks?0

ONot much, sir. He was fined over at Brentford six months ago for let-
ting a dog go unmuzzled. His greatest friend is one of the gardeners at
the PalaceNa man named Burford, a most respectable fellow.O

OThenthereOso suspicion of anyone as yet?Oremarked the inspector,
with an air of dissatisfaction. In criminal mysteries the police often
bungle from the outset, and to me it appeared asthough, having no clue,
they were bent on manufacturing one.

| felt in my vest pocket and touched the little object with a feeling of
secretsatisfaction. How | longed to be alone for five minutes in order to
investigate it!

The inspector, having dismissed the constable and sent him back to his
post to unlock the door for the detective to passout, next turned his at-
tention to the servants and the remainder of the house. With that object
we all descended to the dining-room.

Ethelwynn met us at the foot of the stairs, still wearing the shawl
about her head and shoulders. She placed a trembling hand upon my
arm as | passed, asking in a low anxious voice:

OHave you found anything, Ralph? Tell me.O

ONo, nothing,O | replied, and then passedinto the dining-room, where
the nurse and domestics had been assembled.

The nurse, a plain matter-of-fact woman, was the first person to be
guestioned. She explained to us how she had given her patient his last
dose of medicine at half-past eleven, just after Miss Mivart had wished
her good-night and retired to her room. Previously she had been down
in the drawing-room chatting with the young lady. The man Short was
then upstairs with his master.

OWasthe deceasedgentleman aware of his wifeOsabsence?Ghe in-
spector asked presently.

OYesHe remarked to me that it was time shereturned. | presume that
Short had told him.O

OWhat time was this?O
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OOh!about half-past ten, | should think,O replied Nurse Kate. OHesaid
something about it being a bad night to go out to a theatre, and hoped
she would not take cold.O

OHe was not angry?0

ONot in the least. He was never angry when she went to town. He
used to say to me, OMywifeOsa young woman, nurse. Shewants a little
amusement sometimes, and 10m sure | donOt begrudge it to her.O0

This puzzled me quite as much asit puzzled the detective. | had cer-
tainly beenunder the impression that husband and wife had quarrelled
over the latterOsfrequent absencesfrom home. Indeed, in a household
where the wife is young and the husband elderly, quarrels of that char-
acter are almost sure to occur sooner or later. As a doctor | knew the
causesof domestic infelicity in a good many homes. Men in my profes-
sion seea good deal, and hear more. Every doctor could unfold strange
tales of queer households if he were not debarred by the bond of profes-
sional secrecy.

OYou heard no noise during the night?0 inquired the inspector.

ONone.lOma light sleeperasa rule, and wake at the slightest sound,O
the woman replied. OBut | heard absolutely nothing.O

OAnyone, in order to enter the dead manOsroom, must have passed
your door, | think?0

OYesand whatOsmore, the light was burning and my door was ajar. |
always kept it so in order to hear if my patient wanted anything.O

OThen the murderer could see you as he stood on the landing?O

ONo. ThereOsa screenat the end of my bed. He could not seefar into
the room. But | shudder to think that to-night 1Ovehad an assassina
dozen feet from me while | slept,O she added.

Finding that she could throw no light upon the mysterious affair, the
officer turned his attention to the four frightened domestics, each in turn.

All, saveone, declared that they heard not a single sound. The one ex-
ception was Alice, the under housemaid, a young fair-haired girl, who
stated that during the night she had distinctly heard a sound like the low
creaking of light shoes on the landing below where they slept.

This first aroused our interest, but on full reflection it seemed so ut-
terly improbable that an assassinwould wear a pair of creaky boots
when on such an errand that we were inclined to disregard the girlOs
statement as a piece of imagination. The feminine mind is much given to
fiction on occasions of tragic events.
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But the girl over and over again asserted that she had heard it. She
slept alone in a small room at the top of the second flight of stairs and
had heard the sound quite distinctly.

OWhen you heard it what did you do?0O

Ol lay and listened.O

OFor how long?0

OOh,quite a quarter of an hour, | should think. It was just before half-
past one when | heard the noise, for the church clock struck almost im-
mediately afterwards. The sound of the movement was such as | had
never before heard at night, and at first | felt frightened. But | always
lock my door, therefore | felt secure. The noise was just like someone
creeping along very slowly, with one boot creaking.O

OButif it was soloud that you could hear it with your door closed, it is
strange that no one else heard it,O the detective-sergeant remarked
dubiously.

Ol donOtcare what anybody else heard, | heard it quite plainly,O the
girl asserted.

OHow long did it continue?0 asked the detective.

OOh,only just asthough someonewas stealing along the corridor. We
often hear movements at nights, because Short is always astir at two
oOclock,giving the master his medicine. If it hadnOthaObeen for the
creaking | should not have taken notice of it. But | lay quite wide awake
for over half an hourNuntil Short came banging at our doors, telling us
to get up at once, as we were wanted downstairs.O

OWell,Cexclaimed the inspector, Onow, | want to ask all of you a very
simple question, and wish to obtain an honest and truthful reply. Was
any door or window left unfastened when you went to bed?0

ONo, sir,Othe cook replied promptly. Olalways go round myself, and
see that everything is fastened.O

OThe front door, for example?O

Ol bolted it at Miss EthelwynnOs orders.O

OAt what time?0

OOneoOclockShetold me to wait up till then, and if mistress did not
return | was to lock up and go to bed.O

OThen the tragedy must have been enacted about half an hour later?O

Ol think so, sir.O

OYou havenOtexamined the doors and windows to seeif any have
been forced?0

OAs far as | can see, they are just as | left them when | went to bed, sir.O
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OThatOstrangeNvery strange,Oremarked the inspector, turning to us.
OWe must make an examination and satisfy ourselves.O

The point was one that was most important in the conduct of the in-
quiry. If all doors and windows were still locked, then the assassinwas
one of that strange household.

Led by the cook, the officers beganaround of the lower premises. One
of the detectives borrowed the constableO$ullOs-eyeand, accompanied
by a second officer, went outside to make an examination of the window
sashes,while we remained inside assisting them in their searchfor any
marks.

Ethelwynn had been called aside by one of the detectives, and was an-
swering some questions addressed to her, therefore for an instant |
found myself alone. It was the moment | had beenwaiting for, to secretly
examine the clue | had obtained.

| was near the door of the morning room, and for a second slipped in-
side and switched on the electric light.

Then | took from my vest pocket the tiny little object | had found and
carefully examined it.

My heart stood still. My eyesriveted themselves upon it. The mystery
was solved.

| alone knew the truth!
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Chapter 7

THE MAN SHORT AND HIS STORY.

A light footstep sounded behind me, and scarcely had | time to thrust
the little object hastily back into my pocket when my well-beloved
entered in search of me.

OWhatdo the police think, Ralph?Oshe asked eagerly. OHavethey any
clue? Do tell me.O

OTheyhave no clue,Ol answered, in a voice which | fear sounded hard
and somewhat abrupt.

Then | turned from her, as though fully occupied with the investiga-
tions at which | was assisting, and went past her, leaving her standing
alone.

The police were busy examining the doors and windows of the back
premises, kitchens, scullery, and pantry, but could find no evidence of
any lock or fastening having beentampered with. The house, | must ex-
plain, was a large detached red brick one, standing in a lawn that was
quite spacious for a suburban house, and around it ran an asphalte path
which diverged from the right hand corner of the building and ran in
two parts to the road, one a semi-circular drive which came up to the
portico from the road, and the other, a tradesmenOgpath, that ran to the
opposite extremity of the property.

From the back kitchen a door led out upon this asphalted tradesmenOs
path, and as| rejoined the searcherssome discussion was in progress as
to whether the door in question had been secured. The detective-ser-
geant had found it unbolted and unlocked, but the cook most positively
assertedthat she had both locked and bolted it at half-past ten, when the
under housemaid had come in from her Oeveningout.ONone of the ser-
vants, however, recollected having undone the door either before the
alarm or after. Perhaps Short had done so, but he was absent,in searchof
the dead manOs widow.
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The police certainly spared no pains in their search. They turned the
whole place upside down. One man on his hands and knees, and carry-
ing a candle, carefully examined the blue stair-carpet to seeif he could
find the marks of unusual feet. It was wet outside, and if an intruder had
beenthere, there would probably remain marks of muddy feet. He found
many, but they were those of the constable and detectives. Hence the
point was beyond solution.

The drawing-room, the dining-room, the morning-room, and the big
conservatory were all closely inspected, but without any satisfactory res-
ult. My love followed us everywhere, white-faced and nervous, with the
cream chenille shawl still over her shoulders. Shehad hastily put up her
wealth of dark hair, and now wore the shawl wrapped lightly about her.

That shawl attracted me. | managed to speak with her alone for a mo-
ment, asking her quite an unimportant question, but neverthelesswith a
distinct object. As we stood there | placed my hand upon her
shoulderNand upon the shawl. It was for that very reasonNin order to
feel the texture of the silkNthat | returned to her.

The contact of my hand with the silk was convincing. | turned from
her once again, and rejoined the shrewd men whose object it was to
fasten the guilt upon the assassin.

Presently we heard the welcome sound of cab wheels outside, and a
few minutes later young Mrs. Courtenay, wild eyed and breathless,
rushed into the hall and dashed headlong up the stairs. I, however,
barred her passage.

OLetme pass!Oshe cried wildly. OShorthas told me he is worse and
has asked for me. Let me pass!O

ONo, Mary, not so quickly. Let me tell you something,O1 answered
gravely, placing my hand firmly upon her arm. The police were again re-
examining the back premises below, and only Ethelwynn was present at
the top of the stairs, where | arrested her progress to the dead manOs
room.

OBut is there danger?0 she demanded anxiously. OTell me.O

OThe crisis is over,0 | responded ambiguously. OBut is not your
absence to-night rather unusual?0O

Oltwas entirely my own fault,0 she admitted. Ol shall never forgive
myself for this neglect. After the theatre we had supper at the Savoy, and
| lost my last train. Dolly Henniker, of course, asked me to stay, and |
could not refuse.OThen glancing from my face to that of her sister she
asked: OWhy do you both look so strange? Tell me,Oshe shrieked. OTell
me the worst. Is heNis he dea®O
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| nodded in the affirmative.

For a second she stood dumb, then gave vent to a long wail, and
would have fallen senselessf | had not caught her in my arms and laid
her back upon the long settee placed in an alcove on the landing. She,
like all the others, had dressed hurriedly. Her hair was dishevelled be-
neath her hat, but her disordered dress was concealedby her long ulster
heavily lined with silver fox, a magnificent garment which her doting
husband had purchased through a friend at Moscow, and presented to
her as a birthday gift.

From her manner it was only too plain that she was filled with re-
morse. | really pitied her, for she was a light-hearted, flighty, little wo-
man who loved gaiety, and, without an evil thought, had no doubt al-
lowed her friends to draw her into that round of amusement. They sym-
pathised with herNas every woman who marries an old man is sym-
pathised withNand they gave her what pleasures they could. Alas! that
such a clanship between women so often proves fatal to domestic happi-
ness. Judged from a logical point of view it was merely natural that
young Mrs. Courtenay should, after a year or two with an invalid hus-
band, aged and eccentric, beat her wings against the bars. She was a
pretty woman, almost as pretty as her sister, but two years older, with
fair hair, blue eyes,and a pink and white, almost doll-like complexion.
Indeed, | knew quite well that she had long had a host of admirers, and
that just prior to her marriage with Courtenay it had beenrumoured that
she was to marry the heir to an earldom, a rather rakish young cavalry
officer up at York.

To restore her to consciousnesswas not a difficult matter, but after she
had requested me to tell her the whole of the ghastly truth she sat
speechless, as though turned to stone.

Her manner was unaccountable. Shespoke at last, and to me it seemed
as though the fainting fit had caused her an utter loss of memory. She
uttered words at random, allowing her tongue to ramble on in strange
disjointed sentences, of which | could make nothing.

OMy head! Oh! my head!Oshe kept on exclaiming, passing her hand
across her brow as though to clear her brain.

ODoes it pain you?O | inquired.

Olt seemsas though a band of iron were round it. | canOthink. INI
canOtemember!OAnd she glanced about her helplessly, her eyeswith a
wild strange look in them, her face so haggard and drawn that it gave
her a look of premature age.
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OOh!Mary, dear!Ocried Ethelwynn, taking both her cold hands. OWhy,
whatOsthe matter? Calm yourself, dear.OThen turning to me she asked,
OCannothing be done, Ralph? SeeNsheOsiot herself. The shock has un-
balanced her brain.O

ORalph! Ethelwynn!O gasped the unfortunate woman, looking at us
with an expression of sudden wonder. OWhat has happened? Did | un-
derstand you aright? Poor Henry is dead?0

OUnfortunately that is the truth.O | was compelled to reply. Oltis a sad
affair, Mary, and you have all our sympathy. But recollect he was an in-
valid, and for a long time his life has been despaired of.O

| dared not yet tell her the terrible truth that he had beenthe victim of
foul play.

Oltis my fault!O she cried. OMy place was hereNat home. ButNbut
why was | not here?0 she added with a blank look. OWhere did | go?0O

ODonOyou remember that you went to London with the Hennikers?Ol
said.

OAnh! of course!Oshe exclaimed. OHow very stupid of me to forget. But
do you know, IOvenever experienced such a strange sensation before.
My memory is a perfect blank. How did | return here?0

OShort fetched you in a cab.O

OShort?2NI donOtrecollect seeing him. Somebody knocked at my door
and said | was wanted, becausemy husband had beentaken worse, so |
dressed and went down. But after that | donOt recollect anything.O

OHermind is a trifle affected by the shock,Ol whispered to my love.
OBestake her downstairs into one of the rooms and lock the door. DonOt
let her seethe police. ShedidnOtnotice the constable at the door. SheOlbe
better presently.O

| uttered thesewords mechanically, but, truth to tell, these extraordin-
ary symptoms alarmed and puzzled me. She had fainted at hearing of
the death of her husband, just as many other wives might have fainted,;
but to me there seemedno reason whatsoever why the swoon should be
followed by that curious lapse of memory. The question she had put to
me showed her mind to be a blank. | could discern nothing to account
for the symptoms, and the only remedy | could suggest was perfect
quiet. | intended that, as soon as daylight came, both women should be
removed to the house of some friend in the vicinity.

The scene of the tragedy was no place for two delicate women.

Notwithstanding Mrs. CourtenayOsdetermination to enter her hus-
bandOgoom | managed at last to get them both into the morning-room
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and called the nurse and cook to go in and assistin calming her, for her
lapse of memory had suddenly been followed by a fit of violence.

Olmust seehim!O she shrieked. Olwill seehim! You canOprevent me. |
am his wife. My place is at his side!O

My love exchanged looks with me. Her sisterOsxtraordinary manner
utterly confounded us.

OYoushall seehim later,Ol promised, endeavouring to calm her. OAt
present remain quiet. No good can possibly be done by this wild
conduct.O

OWhere is Sir Bernard?O she inquired suddenly. OHave you tele-
graphed for him? | must see him.O

OAs soon as the office is open | shall wire.O

OYestelegraph at the earliest moment. Tell him of the awful blow that
has fallen upon us.O

Presently, by dint of much persuasion, we managed to quiet her. The
nurse removed her hat, helped her out of her fur-lined coat, and she sat
huddled up in a big OgrandfatherOchair, her handsome evening gown
crushed and tumbled, the flowers she had worn in her corsage on the
previous night drooping and withered.

For some time she sat motionless, her chin sunk upon her breast, the
picture of dejection, until, of a sudden, sheroused herself, and before we
were aware of her intention she had torn off her marriage ring and castit
across the room, crying wildly:

Olt is finished. He is deadNdead!O

And shesank back again, among the cushions, asthough exhausted by
the effort.

What was passing through her brain at that moment | wondered. Why
should a repulsion of the marriage bond seize her so suddenly, and
cause her to tear off the golden fetter under which she had so long
chafed? There was some reason, without a doubt; but at present all was
an enigmaNall save one single point.

When | returned to the police to urge them not to disturb Mrs. Cour-
tenay, | found them assembledin the conservatory discussing an open
window, by which anyone might easily have entered and left. The mys-
tery of the kitchen door had beencleared up by Short, who admitted that
after the discovery he had unlocked and unbolted it, in order to go
round the outside of the house and seewhether anyone was lurking in
the garden.
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When | was told this story | remarked that he had displayed some
bravery in acting in such a manner. No man caresto face an assassin
unarmed.

The man looked acrossat me with a curious apprehensive glance, and
replied:

Olwas armed, sir. | took down one of the old Indian daggers from the
hall.O

OWhereis it now?Oinquired the inspector, quickly, for at such a mo-
ment the admission that he had had a knife in his possessionwas suffi-
cient to arouse a strong suspicion.

Olhung it up again, sir, before going out to call the doctor,Ohe replied
quite calmly.

OShowme which it was,Ol said; and he accompanied me out to the
hall and pointed to along thin knife which formed part of atrophy of an-
tique Indian weapons.

In an instant | saw that such a knife had undoubtedly inflicted the
wound in the dead manOs breast.

OSoyou armed yourself with this?0I remarked, taking down the knife
with affected carelessness, and examining it.

OYesdoctor. It was the first thing that came to hand. ItOssharp, for |
cut myself once when cleaning it.O

| tried its edge, and found it almost askeen asarazor. It was about ten
inches long, and not more than half an inch broad, with a hilt of carved
ivory, yellow with age, and inlaid with fine lines of silver. Certainly a
very dangerous weapon. The sheath was of purple velvet, very worn
and faded.

| walked back to where the detectives were standing, and examined
the blade beneath the light. It was bright, and had apparently been re-
cently cleaned. It might have been cleaned and oil smeared upon it after
the commission of the crime. Yet asfar as| could discern with the naked
eye there was no evidence that it had recently been used.

It was the manOscurious apprehensive glance that had first aroused
my suspicion, and the admissions that he had opened the back door, and
that he had beenarmed, both increased my mistrust. The detectives, too,
were interested in the weapon, but were soon satisfied that, although a
dangerous knife, it bore no stain of blood.

Sol put it backin its caseand replaced it. But | experienced some diffi-
culty in getting the loop of wire back upon the brass-headed nail from
which it was suspended; and it then occurred to me that Short, in the ex-
citement of the discovery, and ordered by Ethelwynn to go at once in
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search of me, would not without some motive remain there, striving to
return the knife to its place. Such action was unnatural. He would prob-
ably have castit aside and dashed out in searchof a cab.Indeed, the con-
stable on the beat had seenhim rush forth hurriedly and, urged by Ethel-
wynn, run in the direction of Kew Bridge.

No. Somehow | could not rid myself of the suspicion that the man was
lying. To my professional eye the weapon with which the wound had
been inflicted was the one which he admitted had been in his possession.

The story that he had unlocked the door and gone in searchof the as-
sassin struck the inspector, as it did myself, as a distinctly lame tale.

| longed for the opening of the telegraph office, so that | might sum-
mon my friend Jevonsto my aid. He revelled in mysteries, and if the
present one admitted of solution | felt confident that he would solve it.
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Chapter

AMBLER JEVONS IS INQUISITIVE.

People were about me the whole time. Hence | had no opportunity of
re-examining the little object | had picked up from the spot where the
murderer must have stood.

When morning dawned two detectives from Scotland Yard arrived,
made notes of the circumstances, examined the open window in the con-
servatory, hazarded a few wise remarks, and closely scrutinised the dag-
ger in the hall.

Ethelwynn had taken her sister to a friend in the vicinity, accompanied
by the nurse and the cook. The house was now in the possessionof the
police, and it had already become known in the neighbourhood that old
Mr. Courtenay was dead. In all probability early passers-by, men on
their way to work, had noticed a constablein uniform enter or leave, and
that had excited public curiosity. | hoped that Ambler Jevonswould not
delay, for | intended that he should be first in the field. If ever he had
had a good mystery before him this certainly was one. | knew how keen
was his scent for clues, and how carefully and ingeniously he worked
when assisting the police to get at the bottom of any such affair.

He came a little after nine in hot haste, having driven from Hammer-
smith in a hansom. | was upstairs when | heard his deep cheery voice
crying to the inspector from Scotland Yard:

OHulloa, Thorpe. WhatOsoccurred? My friend Doctor Boyd has just
wired to me.O

OMurder,O responded the inspector. OYouOllfind the doctor some-
where about. HeOllexplain it all to you. Queer caseNvery queer case,sir,
it seems.O

Ols that you, Ambler?0 | called over the banisters. OCome up here.O

He came up breathlessly, two steps at a time, and gripping my hand,
asked:

OWhoOs been murdered?0
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OOld Mr. Courtenay.O

OThe devil!O he ejaculated.

OA most mysterious affair,O | went on. OThey called me soon after
three, and | came down here, only to find the poor old gentleman stone
deadNstabbed to the heart.O

OLetme seehim,Omy friend said in a sharp business-like tone, which
showed that he intended to lose no time in sifting the matter. He had his
own peculiar methods of getting at the bottom of a mystery. He worked
independently, and although he assistedthe police and was therefore al-
ways welcomed by them, his efforts were always apart, and generally
marked by cunning ingenuity and swift logical reasoning that were alike
remarkable and marvellous.

| gave him a brief terse outline of the tragedy, and then, unlocking the
door of the room where the dead man still lay in the same position as
when discovered, allowed him in.

The place was in darkness, so | drew up the Venetian blinds, letting in
the grey depressing light of the wintry morning.

He advanced to the bed, stood in the exactspot where | had stood, and
where without doubt the murderer had stood, and folding his arms
gazed straight and long upon the dead manOs features.

Then he gave vent to akind of dissatisfied grunt, and turned down the
coverlet in order to examine the wound, while | stood by his side in
silence.

Suddenly he swung round on his heel, and measured the paces
between the bed and the door. Then he went to the window and looked
out; afterwards making a tour of the room slowly, his dark eyessearch-
ing everywhere. He did not open his lips in the presenceof the dead. He
only examined everything, swiftly and yet carefully, opening the door
slowly and closing it just asslowly, in order to seewhether it creaked or
not.

It creaked when closed very slowly. The creaking was evidently what
the under-housemaid had heard and believed to be the creaking of boots.
The murderer, finding that it creaked, had probably closedit by degrees;
hence it gave a seriesof creaks, which to the girl had sounded in the si-
lence of the night like those of new boots.

Ambler Jevonshad, almost at the opening of his inquiry, cleared up
one point which had puzzled us.

When he had concluded his examination of the room and re-covered
the dead face with the sheet,we emerged into the corridor. Then | told
him of the servantOs statement.
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OBoots!(he echoed in a tone of impatience. OWould a murderer wear
creaking boots?It was the door, of course. It opens noiselessly, but when
closed quietly it creaks.Curious, however, that he should have risked the
creaking and the awakening of the household in order to closeit. He had
some strong motive in doing s0.0

OHeevidently had a motive in the crime,Ol remarked. OIf we could
only discover it, we might perhaps fix upon the assassin.O

OYes,(he exclaimed, thoughtfully. OButto tell the truth, Ralph, old
chap, the fact which is puzzling me most of all at this moment is that ex-
traordinary foreboding of evil which you confessedto me the day before
yesterday. You had your suspicions aroused, somehow. Cudgel your
brains, and think what induced that very curious presage of evil.O

OlOveried and tried over again, but | can fix on nothing. Only yester-
day afternoon, when Sir Bernard incidentally mentioned old Mr. Cour-
tenay, it suddenly occurred to me that the curious excitement within me
had some connection with him. Of course he was a patient, and | may
have studied his caseand given a lot of thought to it, but that wouldnOt
account for such an oppression as that from which 10ve been suffering.O

OYoucertainly did have the blues badly the night before last,Ohe said
frankly. OAnd by some unaccountable manner your curious feeling was
an intuition of this tragic occurrence. Very odd and mysterious, to say
the least.O

OUncanny, | call it,O | declared.

OYes) agreewith you,Ohe answered. Oltis an uncanny affair altogeth-
er. Tell me about the ladies. Where are they?0O

| explained how Mrs. Courtenay had been absent, and how she had
been prostrated by the news of his death.

He stroked his moustache slowly, deeply reflecting.

OThen at present she doesnOtknow that heOsbeen murdered? She
thinks that he was taken ill, and expired suddenly?0O

OExactly.O

And | went on to describe the wild scenewhich followed my admis-
sion that her husband was dead. | explained it to him in detail, for | saw
that his thoughts were following in the same channel as my own. We
both pitied the unfortunate woman. My friend knew her well, for he had
often accompanied me there and had spent the evening with us. Ethel-
wynn liked him for his carelessBohemianism, and for the fund of stories
always at his command. Sometimes he used to entertain us for hours to-
gether, relating details of mysteries upon which he had at one time or
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another been engaged. Women are always fond of mysteries, and he of-
ten held both of them breathless by his vivid narratives.

Thorpe, the detective from Scotland Yard, a big, sturdily-built, middle-
aged man, whose hair was tinged with grey, and whose round, rosy face
made him appear the picture of good health, joined us a moment later. In
a low, mysterious tone he explained to my friend the circumstance of
Short having admitted possession of the knife hanging in the hall.

In it Ambler Jevons at once scented a clue.

Olnever liked that fellow!O he exclaimed, turning to me. OMy impres-
sion has always been that he was a sneak, and told old Courtenay
everything that went on, either in drawing-room or kitchen.O

Thorpe, continuing, explained how the back door had been found un-
fastened, and how Short had admitted unfastening it in order to go forth
to seek the assassin.

OAvridiculous storyNutterly absurd!Odeclared Jevons.OAman doesnOt
rush out to shed blood for blood like that!O

OOf course not,0 agreed the detective. OTomy mind appearancesare
entirely against this fellow. Yet, we have one fact to bear in mind,
namely, that being sentto town twice he was afforded every opportunity
for escape.O

OHewas artful,O | remarked. OHeknew that his safestplan was to re-
main and face it. If, as seemsvery probable, the crime was planned, it
was certainly carried out at a most propitious moment.O

Oltcertainly was,Oobserved my friend, carefully scrutinising the knife,
which Thorpe had brought to him. OThis,Che said, Omustbe examined
microscopically. You can do that, Boyd. It will be easyto seeif there are
any traces of blood upon it. To all appearancesit has been recently
cleaned and oiled.O

OShortadmits cleaning it, but he says he did so three days ago,Ol
exclaimed.

He gave vent to another low grunt, from which | knew that the explan-
ation was unsatisfactory, and replaced the knife in its faded velvet
sheath.

Savefor the man upon whom suspicion had thus fallen, the servants
had all gone to the house where their mistress was lodged, after being
cautioned by the police to say nothing of the matter, and to keep their
mouths closed to all the reporters who would no doubt very soon be
swarming into the district eager for every scrap of information. Their
evidence would be required at the inquest, and the police forbade them,
until then, to make any comment, or to give any explanation of the
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mysterious affair. The tongues of domestics wag quickly and wildly in
such cases,and have many times beenthe means of defeating the ends of
justice by giving away important clues to the Press.

Ambler Jevons, however, was a practised hand at mysteries. He sat
down in the library, and with his crabbed handwriting covered two
sheetsof paper with notes upon the case.l watched as his pencil went
swiftly to work, and when he had finished | saw him underline certain
words he had written.

OThorpe appears to suspect that fellow Short,Ohe remarked, when |
met him again in the library a quarter of an hour later. OlOvgust been
chatting with him, and to me his demeanour is not that of a guilty man.
HeOsctually been upstairs with the coronerOfficer in the dead manOs
room. A murderer generally excuseshimself from entering the presence
of his victim.O

OWell,Q exclaimed, after a pause, Oyouknow the whole circumstances
now. Can you see any clue which may throw light on the affair?0

He slowly twisted his moustache again; then twisted his plain gold
ring slowly round the little finger on the left handNa habit of his when
perplexed.

ONo, Ralph, old chap; canOtsay | do,0 he answered. OThereOan un-
fathomable mystery somewhere, but in what direction 1Omutterly at a
loss to distinguish.O

OButdo you think that the assassinis a member of the household?
That seems to me our first point to clear up.O

OThatOmist where weOreperplexed. Thorpe suspectsShort; but the po-
lice so often rush to conclusions on a single suspicion. Before con-
demning him it is necessaryto watch him narrowly, and note his de-
meanour and his movements. If he is guilty heOlbetray himself sooner or
later. Thorpe was foolish to take down that knife a secondtime. The fel-
low might have seenhim and had his suspicions aroused thereby. ThatOs
the worst of police inquiries. They display so little ingenuity. It is all
methodNmethodNmethod. Everything must be done by rule. They ap-
pear to overlook the fact that a window in the conservatory was un-
doubtedly left open,O he added.

OWell?Q asked, noticing that he was gazing at me strangely, full in the
face.

OWell, has it not occurred to you that that window might have been
purposely left open?0

OYou mean that the assassin entered and left by that window?O

43



Olmean to suggest that the murder might have been connived at by
one of the household, if the man we suspectwere not the actual assassin
himself.O

The theory was a curious one, but | saw that there were considerable
grounds for it. As in many suburban houses,the conservatory joined the
drawing-room, an unlocked glass door being between them. The win-
dow that had been left unfastened was situated at the further end, and
being low down was in such a position that any intruder might easily
have entered and left. Therefore the suggestion appeared a sound
oneNmore especially so becausethe cook had most solemnly declared
that she had fastened it securely before going up to bed.

In that casesomeonemust have crept down and unfastened it after the
woman had retired, and done so with the object of assisting the assassin.

But Ambler Jevonswas not a man to remain idle for a single moment
when once he became interested in a mystery. To his keen perception
and calm logical reasoning had been due the solution of OTheMorning-
ton Crescent Mystery,O which, as all readers of this narrative will re-
member, for six months utterly perplexed Scotland Yard; while in a
dozen other notable caseshis discoveries had placed the police on the
scent of the guilty person. Somehow he seemedto possessa peculiar fa-
cility in the solving of enigmas. At ordinary times he struck one as a
rather careless,easy-going man, who drifted on through life, tasting and
dealing in tea, with regular attendance at Mark Lane each day. Some-
times he wore a pair of cheap pince-nez, the frames of which were rusty,
but these he seldom assumed unless he was what he termed Oatwork.O
He was at work now, and therefore had stuck the pince-nez on the
bridge of his nose, giving him a keener and rather more intelligent
appearance.

OExcusane,Ohe exclaimed, suddenly twisting his ring again round his
finger. OlOvgust thought of something else.l wonOtbe a moment,0 and
he rushed from the library and ran upstairs to the floor above.

His absence gave me an opportunity to re-examine the little object
which | had picked up from the floor at the earlier stagesof the inquiry;
and advancing to the window | took it from my pocket and looked again
at it, utterly confounded.

Its appearance presented nothing extraordinary, for it was merely a
soft piece of hard-knotted cream-coloured chenille about half-an-inch
long. But sight of it lying in the palm of my hand held me spellbound in
horror.
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It told me the awful truth. It was nothing less than a portion of the
fringe of the cream shawl which my love had beenwearing, and just as
chenille fringes will come to pieces, it had become detached and fallen
where she had stood at that spot beside the victimOs bed.

There was a smear of blood upon it.

| recollected her strangely nervous manner, her anxiety to ascertain
what clue we had discovered and to know the opinion of the police. Yes,
if guilt were ever written upon a womanOs face, it was upon hers.

Should | show the tiny fragment to my friend? Should | put it into his
hands and tell him the bitter truthNthe truth that | believed my love to
be a murderess?
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Chapter 9

SHADOWS.

The revelation held me utterly dumfounded.

Already | had, by placing my hand in contact with the shawl, ascer-
tained its exacttexture, and saw that both its tint and its fabric were un-
questionably the same as the knotted fragment | held in my hand.
Chenille shawls, as every woman knows, must be handled carefully or
the lightly-made fringe will come asunder; for the kind of cord of floss
silk is generally made upon a single thread, which will break with the
slightest strain.

By some means the shawl in question had accidentally become en-
tangledNor perhaps been strained by the sudden uplifting of the arm of
the wearer. In any casethe little innocent-looking fragment had snapped,
and dropped at the bedside of the murdered man.

The grave suspicions of Ethelwynn which | had held on the previous
night when she endeavoured to justify her sisterOsieglect again crowded
upon me, and Sir BernardOghint at the secretof her past thrust the iron
deeply into my heart.

My eyeswere fixed upon the little objectin my palmNthe silent but
damning evidenceNand my mind became filled by bitterest regrets. |
saw how cleverly | had been dupedNl recognised that this woman,
whom | thought an angel, was only a cunning assassin.

No, believe me: | was not prejudging her! The thought had already oc-
curred to me that she might have entered the room wearing that shawl
perhaps to wish the invalid good-night. She had, however, in answer to
my question, declared that she had retired to bed without seeing
himNfor Nurse Kate had told her that he was sleeping. She had there-
fore not disturbed him.

Then, yet another thought had occurred to me. She might have worn
the shawl when she entered after the raising of the alarm. In order to
clear up that point | had questioned the servants, one by one, and all had
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told me the samestory, namely, that Miss Ethelwynn had not entered the
room at all. She had only come to the door and glanced in, then turned
away in horror and shut herself in her own room. As far as anyone
knew, she had not summoned sufficient courage to go in and look upon
the dead manQOsface. She declared herself horrified, and dared not to
enter the death chamber.

In the light of my discovery all these facts as related to me made the
truth only too apparent. Shehad entered there unknown to anyone, and
that her presence had been with a fell purpose | could no longer doubit.

If | gave the clue into Ambler Jevons®ands he would, | knew, quickly
follow it, gathering up the threads of the tangled skein one by one, until
he could openly charge her with the crime. | stood undecided how to act.
Should | leave my friend to make his own investigations independently
and unbiassed, or should | frankly tell him of my own startling
discovery?

| carefully went through the whole of the circumstances, weighing
point after point, and decided at last to still retain the knowledge | had
gained. The point which outbalanced my intention was that curious ad-
mission of Short regarding the possessionof the knife. Sol resolved to
say nothing to my friend until after the inquest.

As may be imagined, the London papers that afternoon were full of
the mystery. Nothing like a first-class Osensation,Gub-editors will tell
you. Thereis art in alliterative headlines and startling Ocross-heads.®@he
inevitable interview with Oamember of the familyONwho is generally
anonymous, be it saidNis sure to be eagerly devoured by the public. The
world may sneer at sensational journalism, but after all it loves to have
its curiosity excited over the tragic dZnouement of some domestic secret.
As soon asthe first information reachedthe Central News and PressAs-
sociation, therefore, reporters crowded upon us. Representatives, not
only of the metropolitan press, but those of the local newspapers, the
ORichmond and Twickenham Times,Othe Olndependent,Oover at Brent-
ford, the OMiddlesex ChronicleO at Hounslow, and the OMiddlesex Mer-
cury,Oof Isleworth, all vied with eachother in obtaining the most accur-
ate information.

OSaynothing,O Jevons urged. OBecivil, but keep your mouth closed
tight. There are one or two friends of mine among the crowd. 10lIsee
them and give them something that will carry the story further. Remem-
ber, you mustnOt make any statement whatsoever.O

| obeyed him, and although the reporters followed me about all the
morning, and outside the house the police had difficulty in preventing a
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crowd assembling, | refused to expressany opinion or describe anything
| had witnessed.

At eleven oOclockl received a wire from Sir Bernard at Hove as
follows:N

OMuch shocked at news. Unfortunately very unwell, but shall endeav-
our to be with you later in the day.O

At mid-day | called at the neighbourOshouse close to Kew Gardens
Station, where the widow and her sister had taken refuge. Mrs. Cour-
tenay was utterly broken down, for Ethelwynn had told her the terrible
truth that her husband had been murdered, and both women pounced
upon me eagerly to ascertain what theory the police now held.

| looked at the woman who had held me so long beneath her spell.
Was it possible that one so open-faced and pure could be the author of so
dastardly and cowardly a crime? Her face was white and anxious, but
the countenance had now reassumedits normal innocence of expression,
and in her eyes| saw the genuine love-look of old. Shehad arranged her
hair and dress, and no longer wore the shawl.

OltOserribleNterrible, Ralph,Oshe cried. OPoorMary! The blow has ut-
terly crushed her.O

Olam to blameNit is my own fault!O exclaimed the young widow,
hoarsely. OButl had no idea that his end was so near. | tried to be a duti-
ful wife, but ohNonly Ethelwynn knows how hard it was, and how |
suffered. His malady made him unbearable, and instead of quarrelling |
thought the better plan was to go out and leave him with the nurse.
What people have always said, was, alas! too true. Owing to the differ-
ence of our ages our marriage was a ghastly failure. And now it has
ended in a tragedy.O

| responded in words as sympathetic as| could find tongue to utter.
Her eyes were red with crying, and her pretty face was swollen and
ugly. | knew that she now felt a genuine regret at the loss of her hus-
band, even though her life had been so dull and unhappy.

While she sat in a big armchair bowed in silence, | turned to Ethel-
wynn and discussed the situation with her. Their friends were most
kind, she said. The husband was churchwarden at Kew Church, and his
wife was an ardent church worker, hencethey had long ago become ex-
cellent friends.

OYouhave your friend, Mr. Jevons,with you, | hear. Nurse has just re-
turned and told me s0.0

OYes,O | responded. OHe is making an independent inquiry.O

OAnd what has he found?O she inquired breathlessly.
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ONothing.O

Then, as | watched her closely, | saw that she breathed again more
freely. By the manner in which she uttered AmblerOsname | detected
that she was not at all well-disposed towards him. Indeed, she spoke as
though she feared that he might discover the truth.

After half-an-hour | left, and more puzzled than ever, returned to the
house in Richmond Road. Sometimes | felt entirely convinced that my
love was authoress of the foul deed; yet at others there seemed
something wanting in the confirmation of my suspicions. Regarding the
latter | could not overlook the fact that Short had told a story which was
false on the face of it, while the utter absenceof any motive on my loveOs
part in murdering the old gentleman seemedto point in an entirely op-
posite direction.

Dr. Diplock, the coroner, had fixed the inquest for eleven oOclockon
the morrow; therefore | assisted Dr. Farmer, of Kew, the police surgeon,
to make the post-mortem.

We made the examination in the afternoon, before the light faded, and
if the circumstances of the crime were mysterious, the means by which
the unfortunate man was murdered were, we found, doubly so.

Outwardly, the wound was an ordinary one, one inch in breadth, in-
flicted by a blow delivered from left to right. The weapon had entered
between the fourth and fifth ribs, and the heart had been completely
transfixed by some sharp cutting instrument. The injuries we discovered
within, however, increased the mystery ten-fold, for we found two ex-
traordinary lateral incisions, which almost completely divided the heart
from side to side, the only remaining attachment of the upper portion to
the lower being a small portion of the anterior wall of the heart behind
the sternum.

Such a wound was absolutely beyond explanation.

The instrument with which the crime had been committed by striking
between the ribs had penetrated to the heart with an unerring precision,
making a terrible wound eight times the size within, as compared with
the exterior puncture. And yet the weapon had been withdrawn, and
was missing!

For fully an hour we measured and discussed the strange discovery,
hoping all the time that Sir Bernard would arrive. The knife which the
man Short confessed he had taken down in self-defence we compared
with the exterior wound and found, as we anticipated, that just such a
wound could be caused by it. But the fact that the exterior cut was
cleanly done, while the internal injuries were jagged and the tissuestorn
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in a most terrible manner, caused a doubt to arise whether the Indian
knife, which was double-edged, had actually beenused. To be absolutely
clear upon this point it would be necessaryto examine it microscopically,
for the corpuscles of human blood are easily distinguished beneath the
lens.

We were about to conclude our examination in despair, utterly unable
to account for the extraordinary wound, when the door opened and Sir
Bernard entered.

He looked upon the body of his old friend, not a pleasing spectaclein-
deed, and then grasped my hand without a word.

Olread the evening paper on my way up,0 he said at last in a voice
trembling with emotion. OTheaffair seemsvery mysterious. Poor Cour-
tenay! Poor fellow!O

Oltis sadNvery sad,Ol remarked. OWehave just concluded the post-
mortem;O and then | introduced the police surgeon to the man whose
name was a household word throughout the medical profession.

| showed my chief the wound, explained its extraordinary features,
and asked his opinion. He removed his coat, turned up his shirt-cuffs,
adjusted his big spectacles,and, bending beside the board upon which
the body lay, made a long and careful inspection of the injury.

OExtraordinary!O he ejaculated. OlOvenever known of such a wound
before. One would almost suspect an explosive bullet, if it were not for
the clean incised wound on the exterior. The ribs seem grazed, yet the
manner in which such a hurt has been inflicted is utterly unaccountable.O

OWehave been unable to solve the enigma,ODr. Farmer observed. Ol
was an army surgeon before | entered private practice, but | have never
seen a similar case.O

ONor have 1,0 responded Sir Bernard. Olt is most puzzling.O

ODoyou think that this knife could have beenused?0O asked, handing
my chief the weapon.

He looked at it, raised it in his hand asthough to strike, felt its edge,
and then shook his head, saying: ONo, | think not. The instrument used
was only sharp on one edge. This has both edges sharpened.O

It was a point we had overlooked, but at once we agreed with him,
and abandoned our half-formed theory that the Indian dagger had
caused the wound.

With Sir Bernard we made an examination of the tongue and other or-
gans, in order to ascertainthe progress of the diseasefrom which the de-
ceasedhad been suffering, but a detailed account of our discoveries can
have no interest for the lay reader.
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In a word, our conclusions were that the murdered man could easily
have lived another year or more. The diseasewas not so advanced aswe
had believed. Sir Bernard had a patient to see in Grosvenor Square;
therefore he left at about four oOclockregretting that he had not time to
call round at the neighbourOs and express his sympathy with the widow.

OGiveher all my sympathies, poor young lady,O he said to me. OAnd
tell her that | will call upon her to-morrow.O Then, after promising to at-
tend the inquest and give evidence regarding the post-mortem, he shook
hands with us both and left.

At eight oOclockhat evening | was back in my own rooms in Harley
Place, eating my dinner alone, when Ambler Jevons entered.

He was not as cheery as usual. He did not exclaim, as was his habit,
OWell, my boy, how goes it? Whom have you killed to-day?Oor some
such grim pleasantry.

On the contrary, he camein with scarcelyaword, threw his hat upon a
side table, and sank into his usual arm chair with scarcely a word, save
the question uttered in almost a growl:

OMay | smoke?0O

OOf course,O | said, continuing my meal. OWhere have you been?0

Olleft while you were cutting up the body,Ohe said. OIOvéeenabout a
lot since then, and IOm a bit tired.O

OYou look it. Have a drink?O

ONo,Ohe responded, shaking his head. Ol donOtdrink when [Om
bothered. This caseis an absolute mystery.O And striking a match he lit
his foul pipe and puffed away vigorously, staring straight into the fire
the while.

OWell,O | asked, after a long silence. OWhatOs your opinion now?0

OlOve none,O he answered, gloomily. OWhatOs yours?0

OMine is that the mystery increases hourly.O

OWhat did you find at the cutting-up?0O

In a few words | explained the unaccountable nature of the wound,
drawing for him arough diagram on the back of an old envelope, which
| tossed over to where he sat.

He looked at it for a long time without speaking, then observed:

OHOmUlustas | thought. The police theory regarding that fellow Short
and the knife is all a confounded myth. Depend upon it, Boyd, old chap,
that gentleman is no fool. HeOstricked Thorpe finelyNand with a
motive, t00.0

OWhatmotive do you suspect?q inquired, eagerly, for this was an en-
tirely fresh theory.
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OOnethat youOdcall absurd if | were to tell it to you now. IOllexplain
later on, when my suspicions are confirmedNas | feel sure they will be
before long.O

OYouOre mysterious, Ambler,O | said, surprised. OWhy?0

Olhave areason,my dear chap,Owas all the reply he vouchsafed. Then
he puffed again vigorously at his pipe, and filled the room with clouds of
choking smoke of a not particularly good brand of tobacco.
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Chapter 1 O

WHICH PUZZLES THE DOCTORS.

At the inquest held in the big upstair room of the Star and Garter
Hotel at Kew Bridge there was a crowded attendance. By this time the
public excitement had risen to fever-heat. It had by some unaccountable
means leaked out that at the post-mortem we had been puzzled; there-
fore the mystery was much increased, and the papers that morning
without exception gave prominence to the startling affair.

The coroner, seatedat the table at the head of the room, took the usual
formal evidence of identification, writing down the depositions upon
separate sheets of blue foolscap.

Samuel Short was the first witness of importance, and those in the
room listened breathlessly to the story of how his alarum clock had
awakened him at two oOclockhow he had risen asusual and gone to his
masterOs room, only to discover him dead.

OYou noticed no sign of a struggle?Oinquired the coroner, looking
sharply up at the witness.

ONone,sir. My master was lying on his side, and exceptfor the stain of
blood which attracted my attention it looked as though he had died in
his sleep.O

OAnd what did you do?0

Olraised the alarm,Oanswered Short; and then he went on to describe
how he switched on the electric light, rushed downstairs, seized the
knife hanging in the hall, opened one of the back doors and rushed
outside.

OAnd why did you do that, pray?Oasked the coroner, looking at him
fixedly.

Olthought that someone might be lurking in the garden,Othe man re-
sponded, a trifle lamely.
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The solicitor of Mrs. CourtenayOgamily, to whom she had sent asking
him to be present on her behalf, rose at this juncture and addressing the
coroner, said:

Olshould like to put a question to the witness, sir. | represent the de-
ceasedOs family.O

OAs you wish,O replied the coroner. OButdo you consider such a
course wise at this stage of the inquiry? There must be an adjournment.O

He understood the coronerOs objection and, acquiescing, sat down.

Nurse Kate and the cook were called, and afterwards Ethelwynn, who,
dressedin black and wearing a veil, looked pale and fragile as she drew
off her glove in order to take the oath.

As she stood there our eyes met for an instant; then she turned to-
wards her questioner, bracing herself for the ordeal.

OWhendid you last seethe deceasedalive?Oasked the coroner, after
the usual formal inquiry as to her name and connection with the family.

OAt ten oOclockin the evening. Dr. Boyd visited him, and found him
much better. After the doctor had gone | went upstairs and found the
nurse with him, giving him his medicine. He was still sitting before the
fire.O

OWas he in his usual spirits?O

OQuite.O

OWhatwas the character of your conversation with him? | understand
that Mrs. Courtenay, your sister, was out at the time. Did he remark
upon her absence?0

OYes.He said it was a wet night, and he hoped she would not take
cold, for she was so careless of herself.O

The coroner bent to his paper and wrote down her reply.

OAnNd you did not see him alive again.O

ONo.O

OYou entered the room after he was dead, | presume?0

ONo.INI hadnOtthe courage,Oshe faltered. OTheytold me that he was
deadNthat he had been stabbed to the heart.O

Again the coroner bent to his writing. What, | wondered, would those
present think if | produced the little piece of stained chenille which | kept
wrapped in tissue paper and hidden in my fusee-box?

To them it, of course, seemed quite natural that a delicate woman
should hesitate to view a murdered man. But if they knew of my discov-
ery they would detect that she was an admirable actressNthat her horror
of the dead was feigned, and that she was not telling the truth. I, who
knew her countenance so well, saw even through her veil how agitated
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she was, and with what desperate resolve she was concealing the awful
anxiety consuming her.

OOnewitness has told us that the deceasedwas very much afraid of
burglars,O observed the coroner. OHad he ever spoken to you on the
subject?0

OOften.At his country house some years ago a burglary was commit-
ted, and one of the burglars fired at him but missed. | think that un-
nerved him, for he always kept aloaded revolver in the drawer of atable
beside his bed. In addition to this he had electrical contrivances attached
to the windows, so as to ring an alarm.O

OBut it appears they did not ring,O said the coroner, quickly.

OTheywere out of order, the servantstell me. The bells had beensilent
for a fortnight or s0.0

Olt seemsprobable, then, that the murderer knew of that,O remarked
Dr. Diplock, again writing with his scratchy quill. Turning to the solicit-
or, he asked, OHave you any questions to put to the witness?0

ONone,O was the response.

And then the woman whom | had loved so fervently and well, turned
and re-seated herself. She glanced across at me. Did she read my
thoughts?

Her glance was a glance of triumph.

Medical evidence was next taken, Sir Bernard Eyton being the first
witness. He gave his opinion in his habitual sharp, snappy voice, terse
and to the point.

In technical language he explained the diseasefrom which his patient
had beensuffering, and then proceeded to describe the result of the post-
mortem, how the wound inside was eight times larger than the exterior
incision.

OThatseemsvery remarkable!O exclaimed the coroner, himself a sur-
geon of no mean repute, laying down his pen and regarding the physi-
cian with interest suddenly aroused. OHave you ever seen a similar
wound in your experience, Sir Bernard?0

ONever!Qwas the reply. OMy friends, Doctor Boyd and Doctor Farmer,
were with me, and we are agreed that it is utterly impossible that the car-
diac injuries | have described could have been caused by the external
wound.O

OThen how were they caused?O asked the coroner.

Ol cannot tell.O

There was no cross-examination. | followed, merely corroborating
what my chief had said. Then, after the police surgeon had given his
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evidence, Dr. Diplock turned to the twelve Kew tradesmen who had
been Osummoned and swornO as jurymen, and addressing them said:

Olthink, gentlemen, you have heard sufficient to show you that this is
a more than usually serious case. There are certain elements both ex-
traordinary and mysterious, and that being so | would suggest an ad-
journment, in order that the police should be enabled to make further en-
quiries into the matter. The deceasedwas a gentleman whose philan-
thropy was probably well known to you all, and we must all therefore
regret that he should have come to such a sudden and tragic end. You
may, of course, come to a verdict to-day if you wish, but | would
strongly urge an adjournmentNuntil, say, this day week.O

The jury conferred for a few moments, and after some whispering the
foreman, a grocer at Kew Bridge, announced that his fellow jurymen ac-
quiesced in the coronerOsuggestion, and the public rose and slowly left,
more puzzled than ever.

Ambler Jevonshad been present, sitting at the back of the room, and in
order to avoid the others we lunched together at an obscure public-house
in Brentford, on the opposite side of the Thamesto Kew Gardens. It was
the only place we could discover, save the hotel where the inquest had
beenheld, and we had no desire to be interrupted, for during the inquiry
he had passedme a scrap of paper upon which he had written an earnest
request to see me alone afterwards.

Therefore when | had put Ethelwynn into a cab,and had bade farewell
to Sir Bernard and received certain private instructions from him, we
walked together into the narrow, rather dirty High Street of Brentford,
the county town of Middlesex.

The inn we entered was close to a soap works, the odour from which
was not conducive to a good appetite, but we obtained a room to
ourselves and ate our meal of cold beef almost in silence.

Olwas up early this morning,O Ambler observed at last. Olwas at Kew
at eight 0Oclock.O

OWhy?0

Olnthe night an idea struck me, and when such ideas occur | always
seek to put them promptly into action.O

OWhat was the idea?O | asked.

Olthought about that safein the old manOsedroom,Ohe replied, lay-
ing down his knife and fork and looking at me.

OWhatabout it? ThereOsurely nothing extraordinary in a man having
a safe in his room?0
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ONo.But thereOsomething extraordinary in the key of that safe being
missing,O he said. OThorpe has apparently overlooked the point; there-
fore this morning | went down to Kew, and finding only a constablein
charge, | made a thorough searchthrough the place. In the dead manOs
room | naturally expectedto find it, and after nearly a couple of hours
searching in every nook and every crack | succeeded.It was hidden in
the mould of a small pot-fern, standing in the corridor outside the
room.O

OYou examined the safe, then?O

ONo, | didnOt.There might be money and valuables within, and | had
no right to open it without the presenceof a witness. |IOvewaited for you
to accompany me. WeOll go there after luncheon and examine its
contents.O

OButthe executors might have something to say regarding such an ac-
tion,O | remarked.

OExecutorsbe hanged! | saw them this morning, a couple of dry-as-
dust old fossilsNcity men, | believe, who only think of house property
and dividends. Our duty is to solve this mystery. The executors can have
their turn, old chap, when weOvefinished. At present they havenOtthe
key, or any notion where it is. One of them mentioned it, and said he
supposed it was in the widowOs possession.O

OWell,O remarked, Olmust say that | donOthalf like the idea of turn-
ing out a safe without the presence of the executors.O

OPolice enquiries come before executorsOrenventories,O he replied.
OTheyOlyet their innings all in good time. The house s, at present, in the
occupation of the police, and nobody therefore can disturb us.O

OHave you told Thorpe?0

ONo.HeOsgyone up to Scotland Yard to make his report. HeOllprobably
be down again this afternoon. LetOs finish, and take the ferry across.O

Thus persuaded | drained my ale, and together we went down to the
ferry, landing at Kew Gardens, and crossing them until we emerged by
the Unicorn Gate, almost opposite the house.

There were loiterers still outside, men, women, and children, who
lounged in the vicinity, staring blankly up at the drawn blinds. A con-
stable in uniform admitted us. He had his lunch, a pot of beer and some
bread and cheesewhich his wife had probably brought him, on the
dining-room table, and we had disturbed him with his mouth full.

He was the same man whom Ambler Jevonshad seenin the morning,
and as we entered he saluted, saying:
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Olnspector Thorpe has left a messagefor you, sir. HeOllbe back from
the Yard about half-past three, and would very much like to see you.O

ODo you know why he wants to see me?0

Olt appears, sir, that one of the witnesses who gave evidence this
morning is missing.O

OMissing!O he cried, pricking up his ears. OWhoOs missing?0

OThemanservant, sir. My sergeanttold me an hour ago that assoon as
the man had given evidence he went out, and was seen hurrying to-
wards Gunnersbury Station. They believe heOs absconded.O

| exchanged significant glanceswith my companion, but neither of us
uttered aword. Ambler gave vent to his habitual grunt of dissatisfaction,
and then led the way upstairs.

The body had been removed from the room in which it had been
found, and the bed was dismantled. When inside the apartment, he
turned to me calmly, saying:

OThere seems something in ThorpeOstheory regarding that fellow
Short, after all.O

OIf he has really absconded, it is an admission of guilt,O | remarked.

OMost certainly,O he replied. OItOsa suspicious circumstance, in any
case, that he did not remain until the conclusion of the inquiry.O

We pulled the chest of drawers, a beautiful piece of old Sheraton,
away from the door of the safe,and before placing the key in the lock my
companion examined the exterior minutely. The key was partly rusted,
and appeared as though it had not been used for many months.

Could it be that the assassinwas in search of that key and had been
unsuccessful?

He showed me the artful manner in which it had been concealed. The
small hardy fern had beenrooted up and stuck back again heedlessly in-
to its pot. Certainly no one would ever have thought to searchfor a safe-
key there. The dampness of the mould had causedthe rust, hence before
we could open the iron door we were compelled to oil the key with some
brilliantine which was discovered on the dead manOs dressing table.

The interior, we found, was a kind of small strong-roomNbuilt of fire-
brick, and lined with steel. It was filled with papers of all kinds neatly
arranged.

We drew up a table, and the first packet my friend handed out was a
substantial one of five pound notes, secured by an elastic band, beneath
which was a slip on which the amount was pencilled. Securities of vari-
ous sorts followed, and then large packets of parchment deedswhich, on
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examination, we found related to his Devonshire property and his farms
in Canada.

OHereOsomething!O cried Ambler at length, tossing acrossto me a
small packet methodically tied with pink tape. OTheold boyOdove-let-
tersNby the look of them.O

| undid the loop eagerly, and opened the first letter. It was in a femin-
ine hand, and proved a curious, almost unintelligible communication.

| glanced at the signature. My heart ceasedits beating, and a sudden
cry involuntarily escapedme, although next moment | saw that by it |
had betrayed myself, for Ambler Jevons sprang to my side in an instant.

But next instant | covered the signature with my hand, grasped the
packet swift asthought, and turned upon him defiantly, without uttering
a word.
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Chapter 1 1

CONCERNS MY PRIVATE AFFAIRS.

OWhathave you found there?Qinquired Ambler Jevons,quickly inter-
ested, and yet surprised at my determination to conceal it from him.

OSomething that concerns me,O | replied briefly.

OConcernsyou?O he ejaculated. Ol donOtunderstand. How can any-
thing among the old manOs private papers concern you?0

OThis concerns me personally,O | answered. OSurelythat is sufficient
explanation.O

ONo,Omy friend said. OForgiveme, Ralph, for speaking quite plainly,
but in this affair we are both working towards the sameendNnamely, to
elucidate the mystery. We cannot hope for successif you are bent upon
concealing your discoveries from me.O

OThisis a private affair of my own,Ol declared doggedly. OWhatl have
found only concerns myself.O

He shrugged his shoulders with an air of distinct dissatisfaction.

OEvenif it is a purely private matter we are surely good friends
enough to be cognisant of one anotherOs secrets,O he remarked.

OOf course,O | replied dubiously. OBut only up to a certain point.O

OThen, in other words, you imply that you canOt trust me?0

Ol can trust you, Ambler,0 | answered calmly. OWe are the best of
friends, and | hope we shall always be so. Will you not forgive me for re-
fusing to show you these letters?0O

Olonly ask you one question. Have they anything to do with the mat-
ter we are investigating?0O

| hesitated. With his quick perception he saw that a lie was not ready
upon my lips.

OTheyhave. Your silence tells me so. In that caseit is your duty to
show me them,O he said, quietly.

| protested again, but he overwhelmed my arguments. In common
fairness to him | ought not, | knew, keep back the truth. And yet it was
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the greatestand most terrible blow that had ever fallen upon me. He saw
that | was crushed and stammering, and he stood by me wondering.

OForgiveme, Ambler,O | urged again. OWhenyou have read this letter
you will fully understand why | have endeavoured to conceal it from
you; why, if you were not present here at this moment, | would burn
them all and not leave a trace behind.O

Then | handed it to him.

He took it eagerly, skimmed it through, and started just as| had star-
ted when he saw the signature. Upon his face was a blank expression,
and he returned it to me without a word.

OWell?0 | asked. OWhat is your opinion?0

OMy opinion is the sameasyour own, Ralph, old fellow,O he answered
slowly, looking me straight in the face. OIt is amaz-
ingNstartlingNtragic.O

OYou think, then, that the motive of the crime was jealousy?0O

OTheletter makes it quite plain,O he answered huskily. OGive me the
others. Let me examine them. | know how severe this blow must be to
you, old fellow,0 he added, sympathetically.

OYesijt has staggered me,Ol stammered. OlOnutterly dumfounded by
the unexpected revelation!O and | handed him the packet of correspond-
ence,which he placed upon the table, and, seating himself, commenced
eagerly to examine letter after letter.

While he was thus engaged | took up the first letter, and read it
throughNright to the bitter end.

It was apparently the last of a long correspondence, for all the letters
were arranged chronologically, and this was the last of the packet. Writ-
ten from Neneford Manor, Northamptonshire, and vaguely dated
OWednesday,Gsis a womanOshabit, it was addressedto Mr. Courtenay,
and ran as follows:N

OWords cannot express my contempt for a man who breaks his
word as easily as you break yours. A year ago, when you were
my fatherOs guest, you told me that you loved me, and urged me
to marry you. At first | laughed at your proposal; then when |
found you really serious, | pointed out the difference of our ages.
You, in return, declared that you loved me with all the ardour of
a young man; that | was your ideal; and you promised, by all you
held most sacred, that if | consented | should never regret. | be-
lieved you, and believed the false words of feigned devotion
which you wrote to me later under seal of strictest secrecy. You
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went to Cairo, and none knew of our secretNthe secret that you
intended to make me your wife. And how have you kept your
promise? To-day my father has informed me that you are to
marry Mary! Imagine the blow to me! My father expects me to re-
joice, little dreaming how | have been fooled; how lightly you
have treated a womanOs affections and aspirations. Some there
are who, finding themselves in my position, would place in
MaryOs hands the packet of your correspondence which is before
me as | write, and thus open her eyes to the fact that she is but the
dupe of a man devoid of honour.

Shall | do so? No. Rest assured that | shall not. If my sister is
happy, let her remain so. My vendetta lies not in that direction.
The fire of hatred may be stifled, but it can never be quenched.
We shall be quits some day, and you will regret bitterly that you
have broken your word so lightly. My revengeNthe vengeance of
a jealous womanNwill fall upon you at a moment and in a man-
ner you will little dream of. | return you your letters, as you may
not care for them to fall into other hands, and from to-day | shall
never again refer to what has passed. | am young, and may still
obtain an upright and honourable man as husband. You are old,
and are tottering slowly to your doom. Farewell.

OEthelwynn Mivart.O

The letter fully explained a circumstance of which | had been entirely
ignorant, namely, that the woman | had loved had actually beenengaged
to old Mr. Courtenay before her sister had married him. Its tenor showed
how intensely antagonistic she was towards the man who had fooled
her, and in the concluding sentence there was a distinct if covert
threatNa threat of bitter revenge.

She had returned the old manOsdetters apparently in order to show
that in her hand she held a further and more powerful weapon; she had
not sought to break off his marriage with Mary, but had rather stood by,
swallowed her anger, and calmly calculated upon a fierce vendetta at a
moment when he would least expect it.

Truly those startling words spoken by Sir Bernard had been full of
truth. | remembered them now, and discerned his meaning. He was at
least an honest upright man who, although sometimes a trifle eccentric,
had my interests deeply at heart. In the progress | had made in my pro-
fession | owed much to him, and even in my private affairs he had
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sought to guide me, although | had, alas! disregarded his repeated
warnings.

| took up one after another of the letters my friend had examined, and
found them to be the correspondence of a woman who was either
angling after a wealthy husband, or who loved him with all the strength
of her affection. Some of the communications were full of passion, and
betrayed that poetry of soul that was innate in her. The letters were
dated from Neneford, from Oban, and from various Mediterranean
ports, where she had gone yachting with her uncle, Sir Thomas Heaton,
the great Lancashire coal-owner. Sometimes she addressed him as
ODearest,Gat others as OBeloved,Qusually signing herself OYour Own.O
Sofull were they of the ardent passion characteristic of her that they held
me in amazement. It was passion developed under its most profound
and serious aspects;they showed the calm and thoughtful, not the bril-
liant side of intellect.

In EthelwynnOs character the passionate and the imaginative were
blended equally and in the highest conceivable degree as combined with
delicate female nature. Those letters, although written to a man in whose
heart romance must long ago have beendead, showed how complex was
her character, how fervent, enthusiastic and self-forgetting her love. At
first | believed that those passionate outpourings were merely designed
to captivate the old gentleman for his money; but when | read on | saw
how intense her passion becametowards the end, and how the culmina-
tion of it all was that wild reproachful missive written when the crushing
blow fell so suddenly upon her.

Ethelwynn was a woman of extraordinary character, full of pictur-
esquecharm and glowing romance. To be tremblingly alive to the gentle
iImpressions, and yet be able to preserve, when the prosecution of a
design requires it, an immovable heart, amidst even the most imperious
causesof subduing emotion, is perhaps not an impossible constitution of
mind, but it is the utmost and rarest endowment of humanity. | knew
her as a woman of highest mental powers touched with a melancholy
sweetness. | was now aware of the cause of that melancholy.

Yet it was apparent that the serious and energetic part of her character
was founded on deep passion, for after her sisterOgmarriage with the
man she had herself loved and had threatened, she had actually come
there beneath their roof, and lived as her sisterOsompanion, stifling all
the hatred that had entered her heart, and preserving an outward calm
that had no doubt entirely disarmed him.
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Such a circumstance was extraordinary. To me, as to Ambler Jevons
who knew her well, it seemedalmost inconceivable that old Mr. Cour-
tenay should allow her to live there after receiving such a wild commu-
nication asthat final letter. Especially curious, too, that Mary had never
suspected or discovered her sisterOgealousy. Yet so skilfully had Ethel-
wynn concealed her intention of revenge that both husband and wife
had been entirely deceived.

Love, considered under its poetical aspect,is the union of passion and
imagination. | had foolishly believed that this calm, sweet-voiced woman
had loved me, but those letters made it plain that | had been utterly
fooled. OLemystere de IOexistence,@aid Madame de Staelto her daugh-
ter, OcQOest la rapport de nos erreurs avec nos peines.O

And although there was in her, in her character, and in her terrible
situation, a concentration of all the interests that belong to humanity, she
was nevertheless a murderess.

OThetruth is here,Oremarked my friend, laying his hand upon the
heap of tender correspondence which had been brought to such an ab-
rupt conclusion by the letter | have printed in its entirety. Oltis a strange,
romantic story, to say the least.O

OThen you really believe that she is guilty?O | exclaimed, hoarsely.

He shrugged his shoulders significantly, but no word escaped his lips.

In the silence that fell between us, | glanced at him. His chin was sunk
upon his breast, his brows knit, his thin fingers toying idly with the plain
gold ring.

OWell?0 | managed to exclaim at last. OWhat shall we do?0

ODo?(ne echoed. OWhatcan we do, my dear fellow? That womanOsgu-
ture is in your hands.O

OWhy in mine?0 | asked. Oln yours also, surely?0O

ONo,O he answered resolutely, taking my hand and grasping it
warmly. ONo, Ralph; | knowNIl can seehow you are suffering. You be-
lieved her to be a pure and honest womanNone above the common
runNa woman fit for helpmate and wife. Well, I, too, must confess my-
self very much misled. | believed her to be all that you imagined; indeed,
if her face be any criterion, sheis utterly unspoiled by the world and its
wickedness. In my careful studies in physiognomy | have found that
very seldom does a perfect face like hers cover an evil heart. Hence, |
confess,that this discovery has amazed me quite as much asit hasyou. |
somehow feelNNO
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OldonOtbelieve it!O | cried, interrupting him. OldonOtbelieve, Ambler,
that she murdered himNI canOtbelieve it. HerOsis not the face of a
murderess.O

OFacessometimes deceive,Ohe said quietly. ORecollectthat a clever
woman can give a truthful appearance to a lie where a man utterly fails.O

OlknowNI know. But even with this circumstantial proof | canOtnd
wonOt believe it.O

OPleaseyourself, my dear fellow,O he answered. Olknow it is hard to
believe ill of a woman whom one loves so devotedly as youOveloved
Ethelwynn. But be brave, bear up, and face the situation like a man.O

Olam facing it,O1 said resolutely. Olwill faceit by refusing to believe
that she killed him. The letters are plain enough. She was engaged
secretly to old Courtenay, who threw her over in favour of her sister. But
Is there anything so very extraordinary in that? One hears of such things
very often.O

OBut the final letter?O

Oltbears evidence of being written in the first moments of wild anger
on realising that she had been abandoned in favour of Mary. Probably
she has by this time quite forgotten the words shewrote. And in any case
the fact of her living beneath the same roof, supervising the household,
and attending to the sick man during MaryOsabsence,entirely negatives
any idea of revenge.O

Jevons smiled dubiously, and | myself knew that my argument was
not altogether logical.

OWell?0 | continued. OANd is not that your opinion?0

ONo. It is not,O he replied, bluntly.

OThen what is to be done?0 | asked, after a pause.

OThematter restsentirely with you, Ralph,Ohe replied. Olknow what |
should do in a similar case.O

OWhat would you do? Advise me,O | urged eagerly.

Olshould take the whole of the correspondence,just asit is, place it in
the grate there, and burn it,O he said.

| was not prepared for such a suggestion. A similar idea had occurred
to me, but | feared to suggestto him such a mode of defeating the ends
of justice.

OButif | do that will you give me a vow of secrecy?Q asked, quickly.
ORecollect that such a step is a serious offence against the law.O

OWhen| pass out of this room | shall have no further recollection of
ever having seenany letters,Ohe answered, again giving me his hand.
Oln this matter my desire is only to help you. If, as you believe,

65



Ethelwynn is innocent, then no harm can be done in destroying the let-
ters, whereas if sheis actually the assassinshe must, sooner or later, be-
tray her guilt. A woman may be clever, but she can never successfully
cover the crime of murder.O

OThenyou are willing that I, asfinder of those letters, shall burn them?
And further, that no word shall pass regarding this discovery?0

OMostwilling,O he replied. OCome,Che added, commencing to gather
them together. OLetus lose no time, or perhaps the constable on duty be-
low or one of the plain-clothes men may come prying in here.O

Then at his direction and with his assistancel willingly tore up each
letter in small pieces, placed the whole in the grate where dead cinders
still remained, and with a vesta set a light to them. For a few moments
they blazed fiercely up the chimney, then died out, leaving only black
tinder.

OWemust make a feint of having tried to light the fire,O said Jevons,
taking an old newspaper, twisting it up, and setting light to it in the
grate, afterwards stirring up the dead tinder with the tinder of the letters.
OlOlremark incidentally to the constable that weOvetried to get a fire,
and didnOt succeed. That will prevent Thorpe poking his nose into it.O

Sowhen the whole of the letters had beendestroyed, all traces of their
remains effaced and the safe re-locked, we went downstairsNnot,
however, before my companion had made a satisfactory explanation to
the constable and entirely misled him as to what we had been doing.
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Chapter 1 2

| RECEIVE A VISITOR.

The adjourned inquest was resumed on the day appointed in the big
room at the Star and Garter at Kew, and the public, eagerasever for sen-
sational details, overflowed through the bar and out into the street, until
the police were compelled to disperse the crowd. The evening papers
had worked up all kinds of theories, some worthy of attention, others ri-
diculous; hence the excitement and interest had become intense.

The extraordinary nature of the wound which causedMr. CourtenayOs
death was the chief element of mystery. Our medical evidence had pro-
duced a sensation, for we had been agreed that to inflict such a wound
with any instrument which could pass through the exterior orifice was
an absolute impossibility. Sir Bernard and myself were still both be-
wildered. In the consulting room at Harley Streetwe had discussedit a
dozen times, but could arrive at no definite conclusion asto how such a
terrible wound could possibly have been caused.

| noticed a changein Sir Bernard. He seemed mopish, thoughtful, and
somewhat despondent. Usually he was a busy, bustling man, whose
manner with his patients was rather brusque, and who, unlike the major-
ity of my own profession, went to the point at once. There is no profes-
sion in which one is compelled to exerciseso much affected patience and
courtesy asin the profession of medicine. Patients will bore you to death
with long and tedious histories of all their ailments since the days when
they chewed a gutta-percha teething-ring, and to appear impatient is to
court a reputation for flippancy and want of attention. Great men may
hold up their hands and cry OEnough!CBut small men must sit with pen-
cil poised, apparently intensely interested, and listen through until the
patient has exhausted his long-winded recollections of all his ills.

Contrary to his usual custom, Sir Bernard did not now return to Hove
each evening, but remained at Harley StreetNdining alone off a chop or
a steak, and going out afterwards, probably to his club. His change of
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manner surprised me. | noticed in him distinct signs of nervous disorder;
and on several afternoons he sent round to me at the Hospital, saying
that he could not seehis patients, and asking me to run back to Harley
Street and take his place.

On the evening before the adjourned inquest | remarked to him that he
did not appear very well, and his reply, in a strained, desponding voice,
was:

OPoor Courtenay has gone. He was my best friend.O

Yes, it was as | expected, he was sorrowing over his friend.

When we had re-assembledat the Star and Garter, he entered quietly
and took a seat beside me just before the commencement of the
proceedings.

The Coroner, having read over all the depositions taken on the first oc-
casion, asked the police if they had any further evidence to offer,
whereupon the local inspector of the T Division answered with an air of
mystery:

OWehave nothing, sir, which we can make public. Active inquiries are
still in progress.O

ONo further medical evidence?O asked the coroner.

| turned towards Sir Bernard inquiringly, and as | did so my eye
caught a face hidden by a black veil, seated among the public at the far
side of the room. It was Ethelwynn herselfNcome there to watch the pro-
ceedings and hear with her own ears whether the police had obtained
traces of the assassin!

Her anxious countenance shone through her veil haggard and white;
her eyes were fixed upon the Coroner. She hung breathlessly upon his
every word.

OWe have no further evidence,O replied the inspector.

There was a pause. The public who were there in searchof some solu-
tion of the bewildering mystery which had been published in every pa-
per through the land, were disappointed. They had expected at least to
hear some expert evidenceNwhich, if not always reliable, is always in-
teresting. But there seemed an inclination on the part of the police to
maintain a silence which increased rather than lessened the mystery.

OWell,gentlemen,Oexclaimed Dr. Diplock, turning at last to the twelve
local tradesmen who formed the jury, Oyou have heard the evidence in
this curious case,and your duty is to decide in what manner the de-
ceasedcame by his death, whether by accidental means,or by foul play. |
think in the circumstancesyou will have very little difficulty in deciding.
The caseis a mysterious oneNa very mysterious one. The deceasedwas
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a gentleman of means who was suffering from a malignant disease,and
that disease must have proved fatal within a short time. Now this fact
appears to have been well known to himself, to the members of his
household, and probably to most of his friends. Nevertheless, he was
found dead in circumstances which point most strongly to wilful
murder. If he was actually murdered, the assassin,whoever he was, had
some very strong incentive in killing him at once, becausehe might well
have waited another few months for the fatal termination of the disease.
That fact, however, is not for you to consider, gentlemen. You are here
for the sole purpose of deciding whether or not this caseis one of
murder. If, in your opinion it is, then it becomesyour duty to return a
verdict to that effect and leave it to the police to discover the assassin.To
comment at length on the many mysterious circumstances surrounding
the tragedy is, | think, needless.The depositions | have just read are suf-
ficiently full and explanatory, especially the evidence of Sir Bernard
Eyton and of Doctor Boyd, both of whom, besides being well-known in
the profession, were personal friends of the deceased.In considering
your verdict | would further beg of you not to heed any theories you
may have read in the newspapers, but adjudge the matter from a fair and
impartial standpoint, and give your verdict as you honestly believe the
truth to be.O

The dead silence which had prevailed during the CoronerOsaddress
was at once broken by the uneasy moving of the crowd. | glanced across
at Ethelwynn, and saw her sitting immovable, breathless, statuesque.

Shewatched the foreman of the jury whispering to two or three of his
colleaguesin the immediate vicinity. The twelve tradesmen consulted to-
gether in an undertone, while the reporters at the table conversed aud-
ibly. They, too, were disappointed at being unable to obtain any sensa-
tional Ocopy.O

Olfyou wish to retire in order to consider your verdict, gentlemen, you
are quite at liberty to do so,O remarked the coroner.

OThat is unnecessary,O replied the foreman. OWe are agreed
unanimously.O

OUpon what?0

OOurverdict is that the deceasedwas wilfully murdered by some per-
son or persons unknown.O

OVerywell, gentlemen. Of coursein my position | am not permitted to
give you advice, but | think that you could have arrived at no other ver-
dict. The police will use every endeavour to discover the identity of the
assassin.O
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| glanced at Ethelwynn, and at that instant she turned her head, and
her eyesmet mine. Shestarted quickly, her face blanched to the lips; then
she rose unsteadily, and with the crowd went slowly out.

Ambler Jevons,who had been seated at the opposite side of the room,
got up and rushed away; therefore | had no chanceto get a word with
him. He had glanced at me significantly, and | knew well what passed
through his mind. Like myself, he was thinking of that strange letter we
had found among the dead manOs effects and had agreed to destroy.

About nine oOclockthat same night | had left Sir BernardOsand was
strolling slowly round to my rooms, when my friendOscheery voice
sounded behind me. He was on his way to have a smoke with me asusu-
al, he explained. So we entered together, and after | had turned up the
light and brought out the drinks he flung himself into his habitual chair,
and stretching himself wearily saidN

OThe affair becomes more mysterious hourly.O

OHow?0O | inquired quickly.

OlOvéeendown to Kew this afternoon,Owas his rather ambiguous re-
sponse.Olhad to go to my office directly after the inquest, but | returned
at once.O

OAnNd what have you discovered? Anything fresh?0

OYes,(he responded slowly. OA fresh fact or twoNfacts that still in-
crease the mystery.O

OWhat are they? Tell me,O | urged.

ONo, Ralph, old chap. When | am certain of their true importance I0l|
explain them to you. At present| desire to pursue my own methods until
| arrive at some clear conclusion.O

This disinclination to tell me the truth was annoying. He had always
been quite frank and open, explaining all his theories, and showing to
me any weak points in the circumstantial evidence. Yet suddenly, as it
seemed to me, he had become filled with a strange mistrust. Why, |
could not conceive.

OButsurely you can tell me the nature of your discoveries?Ol said.
OThere need be no secrets between us in this affair.O

ONo, Ralph. But IOmsuperstitious enough to believe that ill-luck fol-
lows a premature exposure of oneOs plans,O he said.

His excuse was a lame oneNa very lame one. | smiledNin order to
show him that | read through such a transparent attempt to mislead me.

Olmight have refused to show you that letter of EthelwynnOs,Q pro-
tested. OYet our interests being mutual | handed it to you.O

OAnNd it is well that you did.O
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OWhy?0

OBecauseknowledge of it has changed the whole course of my
inquiries.O

OChanged them from one direction to another?0O

He nodded.

OAnNd you are now prosecuting them in the direction of Ethelwynn?0

ONOo,O he answered. ONot exactly.O

| looked at his face, and saw upon it an expression of profound mys-
teriousness. His dark, well-marked countenance was a complex one al-
ways, but at that moment | was utterly unable to discern whether he
spoke the truth, or whether he only wished to mislead my suspicions in-
to a different channel. That he was the acme of shrewdness, that his
powers of deduction were extraordinary, and that his patience in unrav-
elling a secret was almost beyond comprehension | knew well. Even
those great trackers of criminals, Shaw and Maddox, of New Scotland
Yard, held him in respect, and admired his acute intelligence and mar-
vellous power of perception.

Yet his attempt to evade a question which so closely concerned my
own peace of mind and future happiness tried my patience. If he had
really discovered some fresh facts | considered it but right that | should
be acquainted with them.

OHasyour opinion changed asto the identity of the person who com-
mitted the crime?O | asked him, rather abruptly.

ONotin the least,Ohe responded, slowly lighting his foul pipe. OHow
can it, in the face of the letter we burnt?0

OThenyou think that jealousy was the cause of the tragedy? That
sheNNO

ONo, not jealousy,Ohe interrupted, speaking quite calmly. OThefacts |
have discovered go to show that the motive was not jealousy.O

OHatred, then?0

ONo, not hatred.O

OThen what?0

OThatOmist where | fail to form atheory,Ohe answered, after a brief si-
lence, during which he watched the blue smoke curl upward to the
sombre ceiling of my room. Oln a few days | hope to discover the
motive.O

OYouwill let me assistyou?Ol urged, eagerly. Olam at your disposal
at any hour.O

ONo,Che answered, decisively. OYouare prejudiced, Ralph. You unfor-
tunately still love that woman.O
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A sigh escapedme. What he said was, alas! too true. | had adored her
through those happy months prior to the tragedy. Shehad come into my
lonely bachelor life as the one ray of sunlight that gave me hope and
happiness, and | had lived for her alone. Becauseof her | had striven to
rise in the profession, and had laboured hard so that in a little while |
might be in a position to marry and buy that quiet country practice that
was my ideal existence. And even now, with my idol broken by the
knowledge of her previous engagementto the man now dead, | confess
that | nevertheless still entertained a strong affection for her. The
memory of a past love is often more sweet than the love itselfNand to
men it is so very often fatal.

| had risen to pour out some whiskey for my companion when, of a
sudden, my man opened the door and announced:

OThereOs a lady to see you, sir.O

OA lady?0 we both exclaimed, with one voice.

OYes, sir,0 and he handed me a card.

| glanced at it. My visitor was the very last person | desired to meet at
that moment, for she was none other than Ethelwynn herself.

OI0lyo, old chap,OJevonscried, springing to his feet, and draining his
glass at a single draught. OShemustnOtmeet me here. Good-bye till to-
morrow. Remember, betray no sign to her that you know the truth. [tOs
certainly a curious affair, as it now stands; but depend upon it that
thereOs more complication and mystery in it than we have vyet
suspected.O
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Chapter 1 3

MY LOVE.

As soon as Ambler Jevonshad slipped out through my little study my
love came slowly forward, as though with some unwillingness.

She was dressed, as at the inquest, in deep mourning, wearing a
smartly-cut tailor-made dresstrimmed with astrachanand a neat toque,
her pale countenance covered with a thick spotted veil.

ORalph,Gshe exclaimed in a low voice, Oforgive me for calling upon
you at this hour. | know itOs indiscreet, but | am very anxious to see you.O

| returned her greeting, rather coldly | am afraid, and led her to the big
armchair which had only a moment before been vacated by my friend.

When she seated herself and faced me | saw how changed she was,
even though shedid not lift her veil. Her dark eyesseemedhaggard and
sunken, her cheeks,usually pink with the glow of health, were white, al-
most ghastly, and her slim, well-gloved hand, resting upon the chair
arm, trembled perceptibly.

OYou have not come to me for two whole days, Ralph,O she com-
menced in atone of complaint. OSurelyyou do not intend to desert me in
these hours of distress?0

Olmust apologise,Ol responded quickly, remembering Jevons@dvice.
OButthe fact is | myself have beenvery upset over the sad affair, and, in
addition, 10Ovehad several serious casesduring the past few days. Sir
Bernard has been unwell, and IOvebeen compelled to look after his
practice.O

OSirBernard!O she ejaculated, in a tone which instantly struck me as
strange. It was as though she held him in abhorrence. ODoyou know,
Ralph, | hate to think of you in association with that man.O

OWhy?0l asked, much surprised, while at that same moment the
thought flashed through my mind how often Sir Bernard had given me
vague warnings regarding her.

They were evidently bitter enemies.
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Ol have no intention to give my reasons,Oshe replied, her brows
slightly knit. Olmerely give it as my opinion that you should no longer
remain in association with him.O

OButsurely you are alone in that opinion!O | said. OHe bears a high
character,and is certainly one of the first physicians in London. His prac-
tice is perhaps the most valuable of any medical man at the present
moment.O

OldonOtdeny that,O she said, her gloved fingers twitching nervously.
OA man may be a king, and at the same time a knave.O

| smiled. It was apparent that her intention was to separate me from
the man to whom | owed nearly all, if not quite all, my success.And
why? Becausehe knew of her past, and she feared that he might, in a
moment of confidence, betray all to me.

OVaguehints are always irritating,O | remarked. OCannotyou give me
some reason for your desire that my friendship with him should end?0

ONo.If | did, you would accuseme of selfish motives,Oshe said, fixing
her dark eyes upon me.

Could a woman with a Madonna-like countenance be actually guilty
of murder? It seemedincredible. And yet her manner was that of a wo-
man haunted by the terrible secretof her crime. At that moment she was
seeking, by ingenious means,to concealthe truth regarding the past. She
feared that my intimate friendship with the great physician might result
in her unmasking.

OlcanOseethat selfish motives enter into this affair at all,Ol remarked.
OWhatever you tell me, Ethelwynn, is, | know, for my own benefit.
Therefore you should at least be explicit.O

Ol canOt be more explicit.O

OWhy not?0

OBecausd have no right to utter a libel without being absolutely cer-
tain of the facts.O

Ol donOt quite follow you,O | said, rather puzzled.

Olmean that at present the information | have is vague,Oshe replied.
OButif it is the truth, as| expectto establish it, then you must dissociate
yourself from him, Ralph.O

OYou have only suspicions?0

OOnly suspicions.O

OOf what?0

OOf a fact which will some day astound you.O

Our eyes met again, and | saw in hers a look of intense earnestness
that caused me to wonder. To what could she possibly be referring?
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OYoucertainly arouse my curiosity,O | said, affecting to laugh. ODoyou
really think Sir Bernard such a very dreadful person, then?O

OAh!You do not take my words seriously,Oshe remarked. Olam warn-
ing you, Ralph, for your own benefit. It is a pity you do not heed me.O

Oldo heed you,01 declared. OOnly your statement is so strange that it
appears almost incredible.O

Olncredible it may seem;but one day ere long you will be convinced
that what | say to-night is the truth.O

OWhat do you say?0

Olsay that Sir Bernard Eyton, the man in whom you place every con-
fidence, and whose example as a great man in his profession you are so
studiously following, is not your friend.O

ONor yours, | suppose?0

ONo, neither is he mine.O

This admission was at least the truth. | had known it long ago. But
what had been the cause of difference between them was hidden in
deepest mystery. Sir Bernard, as old Mr. CourtenayOsmost intimate
friend, knew, in all probability, of his engagementto her, and of its rup-
ture in favour of her sister Mary. It might even be that Sir Bernard had
had a hand in the breaking of the engagement. If so, that would well ac-
count for her violent hostility towards him.

Suchthoughts, with others, flashed through my mind as| satthere fa-
cing her. Shewas leaning back, her hands fallen idly upon her lap, peer-
ing straight at me through that spotted veil which, half-concealing her
wondrous beauty, imparted to her an additional air of mystery.

OYou have quarrelled with Sir Bernard, | presume?0 | hazarded.

OQuarrelled!O she echoed. OWe were never friends.O

Truly she possessedall a clever womanOspresenceof mind in the eva-
sion of a leading question.

OHe was an acquaintance of yours?0

OAn acquaintanceNyes. But | have always distrusted him.O

OMary likes him, | believe,O1 remarked. OHe was poor CourtenayOs
most intimate friend for many years.O

OShejudges him from that standpoint alone. Any of her husbandOs
friends were hers, and shewas fully cognisant of Sir BernardOsinceasing
attention to the sufferer.O

Olfthat is so it is rather a pity that she was recently so neglectful,O |1
said.

Olknow, RalphNI know the reason of it all,Oshe faltered. OlcanOex-
plain to you, becauseit is not just that | should exposemy sisterOsecret.
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But | know the truth which, when revealed, will make it clear to the
world that her apparent neglect was not culpable. She had a motive.O

OAmotive in going to town of an evening and enjoying herselflOl ex-
claimed. OOfcourse, the motive was to obtain relaxation. When a man is
more than twice the age of his wife, the latter is apt to chafe beneath the
golden fetter. 1tOsthe same everywhereNin Mayfair asin Mile End; in
Suburbia asin arural village. Difference of ageis difference of tempera-
ment; and difference of temperament opens a breach which only a lover
can fil.O

Shewas silentNher eyes castdown. She saw that the attempt to vin-
dicate her sister had, as before, utterly and ignominiously failed.

OYesRalph, you are right,O she admitted at last. OJudgedfrom a philo-
sophic standpoint a wife ought not to be more than ten years her hus-
bandOgunior. Love which arisesout of mere weaknessis as easily fixed
upon one object as another; and consequently is at all times transferable.
It is so pleasant to us women to be admired, and so soothing to be loved
that the grand trial of constancyto a young woman married to an elderly
man is not to add one more conquestto her triumphs, but to earn the re-
spect and esteemof the man who is her husband. And it is difficult. Of
that | am convinced.O

There was for the first time atrue ring of earnestnessin her voice, and
| saw by her manner that her heart was overburdened by the sorrow that
had fallen upon her sister. Her character was a complex one which | had
failed always to analyse, and it seemedjust then as though her endeav-
our was to free her sister of all the responsibilities of her married life. She
had made that effort once before, prior to the tragedy, but its motive was
hidden in obscurity.

OWomen are often very foolish,O she went on, half-apologetically.
OHaving chosentheir lover for his suitability they usually allow the nat-
ural propensity of their youthful minds to invest him with every ideal of
excellence.That is a fatal error committed by the majority of women. We
ought to be satisfied with him as he is, rather than imagine him what he
never can be.O

OYes,® said, smiling at her philosophy. Oltwould certainly save them
aworld of disappointment in after life. It has always struck me that the
extravagant investiture of fancy does not belong, as is commonly sup-
posed, to the meek, true and abiding attachment which it is womanOs
highest virtue and noblest distinction to feel. | strongly suspectit is van-
ity, and not affection, which leads a woman to believe her lover perfect;
because it enhances her triumph to be the choice of such a man.O
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OAh! IOmglad that we agree, Ralph,Oshe said with a sigh and an air of
deep seriousness.OThepart of the true-hearted woman is to be satisfied
with her lover such as he is, old or young, and to consider him, with all
his faults, as sufficiently perfect for her. No after development of charac-
ter can then shake her faith, no ridicule or exposure can weaken her ten-
derness for a single moment; while, on the other hand, she who has
blindly believed her lover to be without a fault, must ever be in danger
of awaking to the conviction that her love exists no longer.O

OAsin your own case,d added, in an endeavour to obtain from her
the reason of this curious discourse.

OMy own case!Gshe echoed. ONo, Ralph. | have never believed you to
be a perfect ideal. | have loved you becausel knew that you loved me.
Our tastesare in common, our admiration for eachother is mutual, and
our affection strong and ever-increasingNuntilNuntiiNNO

And faltering, she stopped abruptly, without concluding her sentence.

Ountil what?O | asked.

Tears sprang to her eyes.One drop rolled down her white cheek until
it reached her veil, and stood there sparkling beneath the light.

OYouknow well,O she said hoarsely. OUntil the tragedy. From that mo-
ment, Ralph, you changed. You are not the same to me as formerly. |
feelNI feel,Oshe confessed, covering her face with her hands and sob-
bing bitterly, Ol feel that | have lost you.O

OLost me! | donOt understand,O | said, feigning not to comprehend her.

Ol feel as though you no longer held me in esteem,Oshe faltered
through her tears. OSomethingtells me, Ralph, thatNthat your love for
me has vanished, never to return!O

With a sudden movement she raised her veil, and | saw how white
and anxious was her fair countenance.| could not bring myself to believe
that such a perfect face could conceal a heart blackened by the crime of
murder. But, alas!all men are weak where a pretty woman is concerned.
After all, it is feminine wiles and feminine gracesthat rule our world.
Man is but a poor mortal at best, easily moved to sympathy by a wo-
manQOgears, and as easily misled by the touch of a soft hand or a passion-
ate caressupon the lips. Diplomacy is inborn in woman, and although
every woman is not an adventuress, yet one and all are clever actresses
when the game of love is being played.

The thought of that letter | had read and destroyed again recurred to
me. Yes,she had concealedher secretNthe secretof her attempt to marry
Courtenay for his money. And yet if, as seemed so apparent, she had
nursed her hatred, was it not but natural that she should assume a
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hostile attitude towards her sisterNthe woman who had eclipsed her in
the old manOsaffections? Nevertheless, on the contrary, she was always
apologetic where Mary was concerned, and had always sought to con-
ceal her shortcomings and domestic infelicity. It was that point which so
sorely puzzled me.

OWhy should my love for you become suddenly extinguished?O |
asked, for want of something other to say.

Ol donOtknow, O she faltered. Ol cannot tell why, but | have a distinct
distrust of the future, a feeling that we are drifting apart.O

She spoke the truth. A woman in love is quick of perception, and no
feigned affection on the manQOs part can ever blind her.

| saw that she read my heart like an open book, and at once strove to
reassure her, trying to bring myself to believe that | had misjudged her.

ONo, no, dearest,d said, rising with a hollow pretence of caressingher
tears away. OYouare nervous, and upset by the tragedy. Try to forget it
all.O

OForget!Gshe echoed in a hard voice, her eyes cast down despond-
ently. OForget that night! Ah, no, | can never forget itNnever!O
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Chapter 1 4

IS DISTINCTLY CURIOUS.

The dark days of the London winter brightened into spring, but the
mystery of old Mr. CourtenayOsdeath remained an enigma inexplicable
to police and public. Ambler Jevonshad prosecuted independent inquir-
les assiduously in various quarters, detectives had watched the sub-
sequent movements of Short and the other servants, but all to no pur-
pose. The sudden disappearance of Short was discovered to be due to
the illness of his brother.

The identity of the assassin,as well as the mode in which the ex-
traordinary wound had been inflicted, both remained mysteries
impenetrable.

At GuyOswe were a trifle under-staffed, and my work was con-
sequently heavy; while, added to that, Sir Bernard was suffering from
the effects of a severe chill, and had not been able to come to town for
nearly a month. Therefore, | had beenkept at it practically night and day,
dividing my time between the hospital, Harley Street, and my own
rooms. | saw little of my friend Jevons,for his partner had been ordered
to Bournemouth for his health, and therefore his constant attendance at
his office in Mark Lane was imperative. Ambler had now but little leis-
ure save on Sundays, when we would usually dine together at the Ca-
vour, the Globe, the Florence, or some other foreign restaurant.

Whenever | spoke to him of the tragedy, he would sigh, his face would
assume a puzzled expression, and he would declare that the affair ut-
terly passedhis comprehension. Once or twice he referred to Ethelwynn,
but it struck me that he did not give tongue to what passed within his
mind for fear of offending me. His methods were based on patience,
therefore | often wondered whether he was still secretly at work upon
the case,and if so, whether he had gained any additional facts. Yet he
told me nothing. It was a mystery, he saidNthat was all.
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Of Ethelwynn | saw but little, making my constant occupation with Sir
BernardOspatients my excuse. She had taken up her abode with Mrs.
HennikerNthe cousin at whose house Mary had stayed on the night of
the tragedy. The furniture at Richmond Road had beenremoved and the
house advertised for sale, young Mrs. Courtenay having moved to her
auntOs house in the country, a few miles from Bath.

On several occasionsl had dined at Redcliffe Square,finding both Mrs.
Henniker and her husband extremely agreeable. Henniker was partner
in a big brewing concern at Clapham, and a very good fellow; while his
wife was a middle-aged, fair-haired woman, of the type who shop of af-
ternoons in High Street, Kensington. Ethelwynn had always been a par-
ticular favourite with both, hence she was a welcome guest at Redcliffe
Square. Old Mr. Courtenay had had businessrelations with Henniker a
couple of years before, and a slight difference had led to an open quarrel.
For that reason they had not of late visited at Kew.

On the occasions | had spent the evening with Ethelwynn at their
house | had watched her narrowly, yet neither by look nor by action did
she betray any sign of a guilty secret. Her manner had during those
weeks changed entirely; for she seemed perfectly calm and self-pos-
sessed,and although she alluded but seldom to our love, she treated me
with that same sweet tenderness as before the fatal night of her brother-
in-lawOs assassination.

| must admit that her attitude, although it inspired me with a certain
amount of confidence, nevertheless caused me to ponder deeply. | knew
enough of human nature to be aware that it is womanOsmZtier to keep
up appearances.Was she keeping up an appearance of innocence, al-
though her heart was blackened by a crime?

One evening, when we chanced to be left alone in the little smoking-
room after dinner, she suddenly turned to me, saying:

OlOveften thought how strange you must have thought my visit to
your rooms that night, Ralph. It was unpardonable, |1 knowNonly |
wanted to warn you of that man.O

OOf Sir Bernard?O | observed, laughing.

OYesBut it appearsthat you have not heeded me,Oshe sighed. Olfear,
Ralph, that you will regret some day.O

OWhy should | regret? Your fears are surely baseless.O

ONo,Oshe answered decisively. OTheyare not baseless.l have reas-
onsNstrong onesNfor urging you to break your connexion with him. He
is no friend to you.O
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| smiled. | knew quite well that he was no friend of hers. Once or twice
of late he had said in that peevish snappy voice of his:

Olwonder what that woman, Mrs. CourtenayOssister, is doing? | hear
nothing of her.O

| did not enlighten him, for | had no desire to hear her maligned. |
knew the truth myself sufficiently well.

But turning to her I looked straight into her dark luminous eyes,those
eyes that held me always as beneath their spell, saying:

OHehas proved himself my best friend, up to the present. | have no
reason to doubt him.O

OBut you will have. | warn you.O

Oln what manner, then, is he my enemy?0

She hesitated, as though half-fearing to respond to my question.
Presently she said:

OHe is my enemyNand therefore yours.O

OWhyis he your enemy?0l asked, eagerto clear up a point which had
so long puzzled me.

Ol cannot tell,O she responded. OOne sometimes gives offence and
makes enemies without being aware of it.O

The evasion was a clever one. Another illustration of tactful ingenuity.

By dint of careful cross-examination | endeavoured to worm from her
the secretof my chiefOsantagonism, but she was dumb to every inquiry,
fencing with me in a manner that would have done credit to a police-
court solicitor. Though sweet, innocent, and intensely charming, yet
there was a reverse side of her character, strong, firm-minded, almost
stern in its austerity.

| must here say that our love, once so passionate and displayed by
fond kissesand hand-pressing, in the usual manner of lovers, had gradu-
ally slackened. A kiss on arrival and another on departure was all the
demonstration of affection that now passed between us. | doubted her;
and though | strove hard to concealmy true feelings, | fear that my cold-
nesswas apparent, not only to her but to the Hennikers also. She had
complained of it when she called at my rooms, and certainly she had full
reasonfor doing so.|l am not one of those who can feign love. Somemen
can; | cannot.

Thus it will be seen that although a certain coolness had arisen
between us, in a manner that seemedalmost mutual, we were neverthe-
lessthe best of friends. Once or twice she dined with me at a restaurant,
and went to a play afterwards, on such occasions remarking that it
seemed like Oold times,Oin the early days of our blissful love. And

81



sometimes shewould recall those sweet halcyon hours, until | felt a pang
of regret that my trust in her had beenshaken by that letter found among
the dead manOseffects and that tiny piece of chenille. But | steeled my
heart, because | felt assured that the truth must out some day.

Mine was a strange position for any man. | loved this woman, remem-
ber; loved her with all my heart and with all my soul. Yet that letter
penned by her had shown me that she had once angled for larger spoils,
and was not the sweet unsophisticated woman | had always supposed
her to be. It showed me, too, that in her heart had rankled a fierce, undy-
ing hatred.

Becauseof this | did not seekher society frequently, but occupied my-
self diligently with my patientsNseeking solacein my work, asmany an-
other professional man does where love or domestic happiness is con-
cerned. There are few men in my profession who have not had their af-
fairs of the heart, many of them serious ones. The world never knows
how difficult it is for a doctor to remain heart-whole. Sometimeshis lady
patients deliberately set themselves to capture him, and will speak ill-
naturedly of him if he refusesto fall into their net. At others, sympathy
with a sufferer leads to a flirtation during convalescence,and often a
word spoken in jestin order to cheeris taken seriously by romantic girls
who believe that to marry a doctor is to attain social status and
distinction.

Heigho! When | think of all my own little love episodes,and of the in-
genious diplomacy to which | have been compelled to resort in order to
avoid tumbling into pitfalls setby certain designing Daughters of Eve, |
cannot but sympathise with every other medical man who is on the right
side of forty and sound of wind and limb. There is not a doctor in all the
long list in the medical register who could not relate strange stories of his
own love episodesNromances which have sometimes narrowly escaped
developing into tragedies, and plots concocted by women to inveigle and
to allure. It is so easyfor a woman to feign illness and call in the doctor
to chat to her and amuse her. Lots of women in London do that regu-
larly. They will play with a doctorOsheart as a sort of pastime, while the
unfortunate medico often cannot afford to hold aloof for fear of offend-
ing. If he does, then evil gossip will spread among his patients and his
practice may suffer considerably; for in no profession doesa man rely so
entirely upon his good name and a reputation for careand integrity asin
that of medicine.

| do not wish it for a moment to be taken that | am antagonistic to wo-
men, or that | would ever speakill of them. | merely refer to the mean
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method of some of the idling class,who deliberately call in the doctor for
the purpose of flirtation and then boastof it to their intimates. To such, a
manOheart or a manOduture are of no consequence.The doctor is easily
visible, and is therefore the easiest prey to all and sundry.

In my own practice | had had a good deal of experienceof it. And | am
not alone. Every other medical man, if not a grey-headed fossil or a
wizened woman-hater, has had similar episodes; many strangeNsome
even startling.

Reader,in this narrative of curious events and remarkable happenings,
| am taking you entirely and completely into my confidence. | seekto
conceal nothing, nor to exaggeratein any particular, but to present the
truth asa plain matter-of-fact statement of what actually occurred. | was
a unit among a hundred thousand others engaged in the practice of
medicine, not more skilled than the majority, even though Sir BernardOs
influence and friendship had placed me in a position of prominence. But
in this brief life of ours it is woman who makes us dance as puppets on
our miniature stage, who leads us to brilliant successor to black ruin,
who exalts us above our fellows or hurls us into oblivion. Wo-
manNalways woman.

Since that awful suspicion had fallen upon me that the hand that had
struck old Mr. Courtenay was that soft delicate one that | had so often
carried to my lips, a blank had opened in my life. Consumed by conflict-
ing thoughts, | recollected how sweet and true had been our affection;
with what an intense passionate love-look she had gazed upon me with
those wonderful eyes of hers; with what wild fierce passion her lips
would meet mine in fond caress.

Alas! it had all ended. Shehad acted a lie to me. That letter told the bit-
ter truth. Hence, we were gradually drifting apart.

One Sunday morning in May, just as| had finished my breakfast and
flung myself into an armchair to smoke, as was my habit on the day of
rest, my man entered, saying that Lady Twickenham had sentto ask if |
could go round to Park Lane at once.Not at all pleasedwith this call, just
at a moment of laziness, | was, nevertheless, obliged to respond, because
her ladyship was one of Sir BernardOsest patients; and suffering as she
was from a malignant internal complaint, | knew it was necessaryto re-
spond at once to the summons.

On arrival at her bedside | quickly saw the gravity of the situation; but,
unfortunately, | knew very little of the case,becauseSir Bernard himself
always made a point of attending her personally. Although elderly, she
was a prominent woman in society, and had recommended many
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patients to my chief in earlier days, before he attained the fame he had
now achieved. | remained with her a couple of hours; but finding myself
utterly confused regarding her symptoms, | resolved to take the after-
noon train down to Hove and consult Sir Bernard. | suggested this
course to her ladyship, who was at once delighted with the suggestion.
Therefore, promising to return at ten oOclockhat night, | went out, swal-
lowed a hasty luncheon, and took train down to Brighton.

The house was one of those handsome mansions facing the sea at
Hove, and as | drove up to it on that bright, sunny afternoon, it seemed
to me an ideal residencefor a man jaded by the eternal worries of a phys-
icianOslife. The sea-breezestirred the sun-blinds before the windows,
and the flowers in the well-kept boxes were already gay with bloom. |
knew the place well, for | had beendown many times before; therefore,
when the page opened the door he showed me at once to the study, a
room which lay at the back of the big drawing-room.

OSirBernard is in, sir,Othe page said. OlOMHell him at once youOrehere,O
and he closed the door, leaving me alone.

| walked towards the window, which looked out upon a small flower
garden, and in so doing, passedthe writing table. A sheetof foolscap lay
upon it, and curiosity prompted me to glance at it.

What | saw puzzled me considerably; for beside the paper was a letter
of my own that | had senthim on the previous day, while upon the fools-
cap were many lines of writing in excellent imitation of my own!

He had been practising the peculiarities of my own handwriting. But
with what purpose was a profound mystery.

| was bending over, closely examining the words and noting how care-
fully they had been traced in imitation, when, of a sudden, | heard a
voice in the drawing-room adjoiningNa womanOs voice.

| pricked my ears and listenedNfor the eccentric old fellow to enter-
tain was most unusual. He always hated women, because he saw too
much of their wiles and wilfulness as patients.

Nevertheless it was apparent that he had alady visitor in the adjoining
room, and a moment later it was equally apparent that they were not on
the most friendly terms; for, of a sudden, the voice sounded again quite
distinctlyNraised in a cry of horror, asthough at some sudden and ter-
rible discovery.

OAh! | seeNlI seeit all now!O shrieked the unknown woman. OYou
have deceived me! Coward! You call yourself a manNyou, who would
sell a womanOs soul to the devillO
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OHold your tongue!O cried a gruff voice which | recognised as Sir
BernardOsOYoumay be overheard. Recollectthat your safety canonly be
secured by your secrecy.O

Ol shall tell the truth!O the woman declared.

OVerywell,O laughed the man who was my chief in atone of defiance.
OTell it, and condemn yourself.O
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Chapter 1 5

| AM CALLED FOR CONSULTATION.

The incident was certainly a puzzling one, for when, a few minutes
later, my chief entered the study, his face, usually ashen grey, was
flushed with excitement.

OlOvdeen having trouble with a lunatic,O he explained, after greeting
me, and inquiring why | had come down to consult him. OThewomanOs
people are anxious to place her under restraint; yet, for the present, there
Is not quite sufficient evidence of insanity to sign the certificate. Did you
overhear her in the next room?OAnd, seating himself at his table, he
looked at me through his glasseswith those keen penetrating eyes that
age had not dimmed or time dulled.

Ol heard voices,Ol admitted, Othatwas all.O The circumstance was a
strange one, and those words were so ominous that | was determined
not to reveal to him the conversation | had overheard.

OLike many other women patients suffering from brain troubles, she
has taken a violent dislike to me, and believes that |Omthe very devil in
human form,O he said, smiling. C)Fortunately, she had a friend with her,
or she might have attacked me tooth and nail just now,0 and leaning
back in his chair he laughed at the ideaNlaughed so lightly that my sus-
picions were almost disarmed.

But not quite. Had you beenin my place you would have had your
curiosity and suspicion aroused to no mean degreeNnot only by the
words uttered by the woman and Sir BernardOslefiant reply, but also by
the fact that the female voice sounded familiar.

A man knows the voice of his love above all. The voice that | had
heard in that adjoining room was, to the best of my belief, that of
Ethelwynn.

With aresolution to probe this mystery slowly, and without unseemly
haste, | dropped the subject,and commenced to ask his advice regarding
the complicated case of Lady Twickenham. The history of it, and the
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directions he gave can serve no purpose if written here; therefore suffice
it to say that | remained to dinner and caught the nine oOclockexpress
back to London.

While at dinner, a meal served in that severestyle which characterised
the austere old manOgaily life, | commenced to talk of the antics of in-
sane persons and their extraordinary antipathies, but quickly discerned
that he had neither intention nor desire to speak of them. He replied in
those snappy monosyllables which told me plainly that the subject was
distasteful to him, and when | bade him good-bye and drove to the sta-
tion | was more puzzled than ever by his strange behaviour. He was ec-
centric, it was true; but | knew all his little odd ways, the eccentricity of
genius, and could plainly seethat his recent indisposition, which had
prevented him from attending at Harley Street,was due to nerves rather
than to a chill.

The trains from Brighton to London on Sunday evenings are always
crowded, mainly by business people compelled to return to town in
readinessfor the toil of the coming week. Week-end trippers and day ex-
cursionists fill the compartments to overflowing, whether it be chilly
spring or blazing summer, for Brighton is ever popular with the jaded
Londoner who is enabled to Orun downO without fatigue, and get a
cheap health-giving sea-breezefor a few hours after the busy turmoil of
the Metropolis.

On this Sunday night it was no exception. The first-class compartment
was crowded, mostly be it said, by third-class passengers who had
OtippedOthe guard, and when we had started | noticed in the far corner
opposite me a pale-faced young girl of about twenty or so, plainly
dressed in shabby black. Shewas evidently a third-class passenger,and
the guard, taking compassion upon her fragile form in the mad rush for
seats,had put her into our carriage. She was not good-looking, indeed
rather plain; her countenance wearing a sad, pre-occupied expression as
she leaned her chin upon her hand and gazed out upon the lights of the
town we were leaving.

| noticed that her chestrose and fell in along-drawn sigh, and that she
wore black cotton gloves, one finger of which was worn through. Yes,
she was the picture of poor respectability.

The other passengers,two of whom were probably City clerks with
their loves, regarded her with some surprise that she should be a first-
class passenger, and there seemed an inclination on the part of the
loudly-dressed females to regard her with contempit.
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Presently, when we had left the seaand were speeding through the
open country, she turned her sad face from the window and examined
her fellow passengersone after the other until, of a sudden, her eyesmet
mine. In an instant she dropped them modestly and busied herself in the
pages of the sixpenny reprint of a popular novel which she carried with
her.

In that moment, however, | somehow entertained a belief that we had
met before. Under what circumstances, or where, | could not recollect.
The wistfulness of that white face, the slight hollowness of the cheeks,
the unnaturally dark eyes, all seemed familiar to me; yet although for
half an hour | strove to bring back to my mind where | had seenher, it
was to no purpose. In all probability | had attended her at GuyOsA doc-
tor in a big London hospital seesso many facesthat to recollect all is ut-
terly impossible. Many a time | have been accosted and thanked by
people whom | have had no recollection of ever having seenin my life.
Men do not realise that they look very different when lying in bed with a
fortnightOsgrowth of beard to when shaven and spruce, asis their ordin-
ary habit: while women, when smartly dressed with fashionable hats
and flimsy veils, are very different to when, in illness, they lie with hair
unbound, facespinched and eyessunken, which is the only recollection
their doctor has of them. The duchess and the servant girl present very
similar figures when lying on a sick bed in a critical condition.

There was an element of romantic mystery in that fragile little figure
huddled up in the far corner of the carriage. Once or twice, when she be-
lieved my gazeto be averted, she raised her eyesfurtively asthough to
reassure herself of my identity, and in her restlessmanner | discerned a
desire to speak with me. It was very probable that she was some poor
girl of the ladyOsmaid or governessclassto whom | had shown attention
during an illness. We have so many in the female wards at GuyOs.

But during that journey a further and much more important matter re-
curred to me, eclipsing all thought of the sad-faced girl opposite. | recol-
lected those words | had overheard, and felt convinced that the speaker
had been none other than Ethelwynn herself.

Sometimes when a manOsmind is firmly fixed upon an object the
events of his daily life curiously tend towards it. Have you never experi-
enced that strange phenomenon for which medical sciencehas never yet
accounted, namely, the impression of form upon the imagination? You
have one day suddenly thought of a person long absent. You have not
seenhim for years, when, without any apparent cause,you have recol-
lected him. In the hurry and bustle of city life a thousand faces are
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passing you hourly. Like a flash one man passes,and you turn to look,
for the countenance bears a striking resemblanceto your absent friend.
You are disappointed, for it is not the man. A second face appearsin the
human phantasmagoria of the street, and the similarity is almost start-
ling. You are amazed that two persons should pass so very like your
friend. Then, an hour after, a third faceNactually that of your long-lost
friend himself. All of us have experienced similar vagaries of coincid-
ence. How can we account for them?

And soit was in my own case.Sodeeply had my mind been occupied
by thoughts of my love that several times that day, in London and in
Brighton, | had been startled by striking resemblances.Thus | wondered
whether that voice | had heard was actually hers, or only a distorted hal-
lucination. At any rate, the woman had expressedhatred of Sir Bernard
just as Ethelwynn had done, and further, the old man had openly defied
her, with a harsh laugh, which showed confidence in himself and an ut-
ter disregard for any statement she might make.

At Victoria the pale-faced girl descendedquickly, and, swallowed in a
moment in the crowd on the platform, | saw her no more.

Shehad, before descending, given me afinal glance, and | fancied that
a faint smile of recognition played about her lips. But in the uncertain
light of a railway carriage the shadows are heavy, and | could not see
sufficiently distinctly to warrant my returning her salute. So the wan
little figure, so full of romantic mystery, went forth again into oblivion.

| was going my round at GuyO=n the following morning when a tele-
gram was put into my hand. It was from EthelwynnOsmotherNMrs.
Mivart, at NenefordNasking me to go down there without delay, but
giving no reasonfor the urgency. | had always been a favourite with the
old lady, and to obey was, of course, imperativeNeven though | were
compelled to ask Bartlett, one of my colleagues, to look after Sir Bern-
ardOs private practice in my absence.

Neneford Manor was an ancient, rambling old Queen Anne place,
about nine miles from Peterborough on the high road to Leicester. Stand-
ing in the midst of the richest grass country in England, with its grounds
sloping to the brimming river that wound through meadows which in
May were a blaze of golden buttercups, it was a typical English home,
with quaint old gables, high chimney stacksand old-world garden with
yew hedgestrimmed fantastically asin the days of wigs and patches. |
had snatched a week-end several times to be old Mrs. MivartOs guest;
therefore | knew the picturesque old place well, and had been entranced
by its many charms.
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Soon after five oOclockhat afternoon | descendedfrom the train at the
roadside station, and, mounting into the dog-cart, was driven acrossthe
hill to the Manor. In the hall the sweet-faced, silver-haired old lady, in
her neat black and white cap greeted me, holding both my hands and
pressing them for a moment, apparently unable to utter aword. | had ex-
pected to find her unwell; but, on the contrary, she seemedquite as act-
ive asusual, notwithstanding the senile decay which | knew had already
laid its hand heavily upon her.

OYouare so good to come to me, Doctor. How can | sufficiently thank
you?O she managed to exclaim at last, leading me into the drawing-
room, a long old-fashioned apartment with low ceiling supported by
black oak beams, and quaint diamond-paned windows at each end.

OWell?Q inquired, when she had seatedherself, and, with the evening
light upon her face, | saw how blanched and anxious she was.

Olwant to consult you, Doctor, upon a serious and confidential mat-
ter,Oshe began, leaning forward, her thin white hands claspedin her lap.
OWehave not met since the terrible blow fell upon usNthe death of poor
MaryOs husband.O

Oltmust have been a great blow to you,01 said sympathetically, for |
liked the old lady, and realised how deeply she had suffered.

OYesput to poor Mary most of all,Oshe said. OTheywere so happy to-
gether; and she was so devoted to him.O

This was scarcely the truth; but mothers are often deceived asto their
daughtersGdomestic felicity. A wife is always prone to hide her sorrows
from her parents asfar as possible. Therefore the old lady had no doubt
been the victim of natural deception.

OYes,D agreed; Oitwas a tragic and terrible thing. The mystery is quite
unsolved.O

OTome, the police are worse than useless,he said, in her slow, weak
voice; OtheydonOtseemto have exerted themselvesin the least after that
utterly uselessinquest, with its futile verdict. As far as| can gather, not
one single point has been cleared up.O

ONOo,O | said; Onot one.O

OAnd my poor Mary!O exclaimed old Mrs. Mivart; Osheis beside her-
self with grief. Time seemsto increase her melancholy, instead of bring-
ing forgetfulness, as | hoped it would.O

OWhere is Mrs. Courtenay?O | asked.

OHere.SheObeen back with me for nearly a month. It was to seeher,
speak with her, and give me an opinion that | asked you to come down.O

Ols she unwell?0
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Olreally donOtknow what ails her. She talks of her husband incess-
antly, calls him by name, and sometimes behavesso strangely that | have
once or twice been much alarmed.O

Her statement startled me. | had no idea that the young widow had
taken the old gentlemanOsleath so much to heart. As far as| had been
able to judge, it seemedvery much asthough she had every desire to re-
gain her freedom from a matrimonial bond that galled her. That she was
grief-stricken over his death showed that | had entirely misjudged her
character.

Ols she at home now?0O | asked.

OYes,in her own sitting-roomNthe room we used as a schoolroom
when the girls were at home. Sometimes she mopes there all day, only
speaking at meals. At others, she takes her dressing-bag and goes away
for two or three daysNjust asthe fancy takes her. Sheabsolutely declines
to have a maid.O

OYou mean that sheOsjust a littleNwell, eccentric,O| remarked
seriously.

OYesPoctor,0answered the old lady, in a strange voice quite unusual
to her, and fixing her eyesupon me. OTotell the truth | fear her mind is
slowly giving way.O

| remained silent, thinking deeply; and as | did not reply, she added:

OYouwill meet her at dinner. | shall not let her know you are here.
Then you can judge for yourself.O

The situation was becoming more complicated. Sincethe conclusion of
the inquest | had seennothing of the widow. Shehad stayed several days
with Ethelwynn at the HennikersOthen had visited her aunt near Bath.
That was all | knew of her movements, for, truth to tell, I held her in
some contempt for her giddy pleasure-seekingduring her husbandOslI-
ness. Surely a woman who had a single spark of affection for the man
she had married could not go out each night to theatres and supper
parties, leaving him to the care of his man and a nurse. That one fact
alone proved that her professions of love had been hollow and false.

While the twilight fell | satin that long, sombre old room that breathed
an air of a century past, chatting with old Mrs. Mivart, and learning from
her full particulars of MaryOseccentricities. My hostesstold me of the
proving of the will, which left the Devonshire estateto her daughter, and
of the slow action of the executors. The young widowOs actions, as de-
scribed to me, were certainly strange, and made me strongly suspectthat
she was not quite responsible for them. That MaryOsremorse was over-
whelming was plain; and that fact aroused within my mind avery strong
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suspicion of a circumstance | had not before contemplated, namely, that
during the life of her husband there had been a younger male attraction.
The acutenessof her grief seemedproof of this. And yet, if argued logic-
ally, the existenceof a secretlover should causeher to congratulate her-
self upon her liberty.

The whole situation was an absolute enigma.
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Chapter 1 6

REVEALS AN ASTOUNDING FACT.

Dinner was announced, and | took Mrs. Mivart into the room on the
opposite side of the big old-fashioned hall, a long, low-ceilinged apart-
ment the size of the drawing-room, and hung with some fine old family
portraits and miniatures. Old Squire Mivart had beenan enthusiastic col-
lector of antique china, and the specimensof old Montelupo and Urbino
hanging upon the walls were remarkable as being the finest in any
private collection in this country. Many were the visits he had made to
Italy to acquire those queer-looking old medi%val plates, with their
crude colouring and rude, inartistic drawings, and certainly he was an
acknowledged expert in antique porcelain.

The big red-shaded lamp in the centre of the table shed a soft light
upon the snowy cloth, the flowers and the glittering silver; and as my
hostesstook her seat she sighed slightly, and for the first time asked of
Ethelwynn.

Ol havenOtseen her for a week,O1 was compelled to admit. OPatients
have been so numerous that | havenOthad time to go out to seeher, ex-
cept at hours when calling at a friendOs house was out of the question.O

ODoyou like the Hennikers?Oher mother inquired, raising her eyesin-
quiringly to mine.

OYes, I0ve found them very agreeable and pleasant.O

OHOm,@he old lady ejaculated dubiously. OWell, | donOt.I met Mrs.
Henniker once, and | must say that | did not care for her in the least.
Ethelwynn is very fond of her, but to my mind sheOgast, and not at all a
suitable companion for a girl of my daughterOglisposition. It may be that
| have an old womanOsprejudices, living as| do in the country always,
but somehow | can never bring myself to like her.O

Mrs. Mivart, like the majority of elderly widows who have given up
the annual visit to London in the season,was a trifle behind the times.
More charming an old lady could not be, but, in common with all who
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vegetate in the depths of rural England, she was just a trifle narrow-
minded. In religion, she found fault constantly with the village parson,
who, she declared, was guilty of ritualistic practices, and on the subject
of her daughters she bemoaned the latter-day emancipation of women,
which allowed them to go hither and thither at their own free will. Like
all such mothers, she considered wealth a necessaryadjunct to happi-
ness,and it had beenwith her heartiest approval that Mary had married
the unfortunate Courtenay, notwithstanding the difference between the
agesof bride and bridegroom. In every particular the old lady was a typ-
ical specimen of the squireOs widow, as found in rural England to-day.

Scarcely had we seated ourselves and | had replied to her question
when the door opened and a slim figure in deep black entered and
mechanically took the empty chair. She crossed the room, looking
straight before her, and did not notice my presenceuntil she had seated
herself face to face with me.

Of a sudden her thin wan facelit up with a smile of recognition, and
she cried:

OWhy, Doctor! Wherever did you come from? No one told me you
were here,O and across the table she stretched out her hand in greeting.

Olthought you were reposing after your long walk this morning, dear;
so | did not disturb you,O her mother explained.

But, heedless of the explanation, she continued putting to me ques-
tions asto when | had left town, and the reason of my visit there. To the
latter | returned an evasive answer, declaring that | had run down be-
cause | had heard that her mother was not altogether well.

OYesthatOgrue,Oshe said. OPoormother has been very queer of late.
Sheseemsso distracted, and worries quite unnecessarily over me. | wish
youOd give her advice. Her state causes me considerable anxiety.O

OVery well,O | said, feigning to laugh, Ol must diagnose the ailment
and see what can be done.O

The soup had been served, and as | carried my spoon to my mouth |
examined her furtively. My hostesshad excused me from dressing, but
her daughter, neatin her widowOscollar and cuffs, sat prim and upright,
her eyes now and then raised to mine in undisguised inquisitiveness.

She was a trifle paler than heretofore, but her pallor was probably
rendered the more noticeable by the dead black she wore. Her hands
seemedthin, and her fingers toyed nervously with her spoon in a man-
ner that betrayed concealedagitation. Outwardly, however, | detected no
extraordinary signs of either grief or anxiety. She spoke calmly, it was
true, in the tone of one upon whom a great calamity had fallen, but that
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was only natural. | did not expectto find her bright, laughing, and light-
hearted, like her old self in Richmond Road.

As dinner proceeded | beganto believe that, with a fond motherOssoli-
citude for her daughterOswelfare, Mrs. Mivart had slightly exaggerated
MaryOssymptoms. They certainly were not those of a woman plunged in
inconsolable grief, for she was neither mopish nor artificially gay. As far
as | could detect, not even a single sigh escaped her.

Sheinquired of Ethelwynn and of the Hennikers, remarking that she
had seennothing of them for over three weeks; and then, when the ser-
vants had left the room, she placed her elbows upon the table, at the risk
of a breach of good manners, and resting her chin upon her hands,
looked me full in the face, saying:

ONow, tell me the truth, Doctor. What has been discovered regarding
my poor husbandOsdeath? Have the police obtained any clue to the
assassin?0

ONoneNnone whatever, | regret to say,0 was my response.

OTheyare uselessNworse than useless!Gshe burst forth angrily; Othey
blundered from the very first.O

OThatOentirely my own opinion, dear,Oher mother said. OOur police
system nowadays is a mere farce. The foreigners are far ahead of us,
even in the detection of crime. Surely the mystery of your poor hus-
bandOs death might have been solved, if they had worked assiduously.O

Ol believe that everything that could be done has been done,O1 re-
marked. OThecasewas placed in the hands of two of the smartest and
most experienced men at Scotland Yard, with personal instructions from
the Superintendent of the Criminal Investigation Department to leave no
stone unturned in order to arrive at a successful issue.O

OAnd what has been done?QOasked the young widow, in atone of dis-
content; Owhy, absolutely nothing! There has, | suppose, been a pretence
at trying to solve the mystery; but, finding it too difficult, they have giv-
en it up, and turned their attention to some other crime more open and
plain-sailing. 10ve no faith in the police whatever. [tOs scandalous!O

| smiled; then said:

OMy friend, Ambler JevonsNyou know him, for he dined at Richmond
Road one eveningNhas been most active in the affair.O

OButheOsot a detective. How can he expectto triumph where the po-
lice fail?O

OHeoften does,Ol declared. OHismethods are different from the hard-
and-fast rules followed by the police. He commencesat whatever point
presents itself, and laboriously works backwards with a patience that is
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absolutely extraordinary. He has unearthed a dozen crimes where Scot-
land Yard has failed.O

OAnd is he engaged upon my poor husbandOsase?Gsked Mary, sud-
denly interested.

OYes.O

OFor what reason?0

OWellNbecause he is one of those for whom a mystery of crime has a
fascinating attraction.O

OButhe must have some motive in devoting time and patience to a
matter which does not concern him in the least,O Mrs. Mivart remarked.

OWhateveris the motive, | can assureyou that it is an entirely disinter-
ested one,O | said.

OBut what has he discovered? Tell me,O Mary urged.

Olam quite in ignorance,Ol said. OWeare most intimate friends, but
when engaged on such investigations he tells me nothing of their result
until they are complete. All | know is that so active is he at this moment
that | seldom seehim. He is often tied to his office in the City, but has, |
believe, recently been on a flying visit abroad for two or three days.O

OAbroad!O she echoed. OWhere?0

OldonOtknow. | met a mutual friend in the Strand yesterday, and he
told me that he had returned yesterday.O

OHashe been abroad in connection with his inquiries, do you think?0
Mrs. Mivart inquired.

Olreally donOtknow. Probably he has. When he takes up a casehe goes
into it with a greater thoroughness than any detective living.O

OYes,®ary remarked, Olrecollect, now, the stories you used to tell us
regarding himNof his exciting adventuresNof his patient tracking of the
guilty ones, and of his marvellous ingenuity in laying traps to get them
to betray themselves. | recollect quite well that evening he cameto Rich-
mond Road with you. He was a most interesting man.O

OLet us hope he will be more successful than the police,O | said.

OYes,Doctor,0 she remarked, sighing for the first time. Ol hope he
willNfor the mystery of it all drives me to distraction.O Then placing
both hands to her brow, she added, OAh!if we could only discover the
truthNthe real truth!O

OHavepatience,Ol urged. OA complicated mystery such asit is cannot
be cleared up without long and careful inquiry.O

OButin the months that have gone by surely the police should have at
least made some discovery?Oshe said, in a voice of complaint; Oyetthey
have not the slightest clue.O

96



OWecan only wait,O | said. OPersonally,| have confidence in Jevons.If
there is a clue to be obtained, depend upon it he will scent it out.O

| did not tell them of my misgivings, nor did | explain how Ambler,
having found himself utterly baffled, had told me of his intention to re-
linquish further effort. The flying trip abroad might be in connection
with the case,but | felt confident that it was not. He knew, aswell as|
did, that the truth was to be found in England.

Again we spoke of Ethelwynn; and from MaryOsreferencesto her sis-
ter | gathered that a slight coolnesshad fallen between them. Shedid not,
somehow, speak of her in the same terms of affection as formerly. It
might be that she shared her motherOsprejudices, and did not approve of
her taking up her abode with the Hennikers. Be it how it might, there
were palpable signs of strained relations.

Could it be possible, | wondered, that Mary had learnt of her sisterOs
secret engagement to her husband?

| looked full at her asthat thought flashed through my mind. Yes,she
presented a picture of sweet and interesting widowhood. In her voice, as
in her countenance, was just that slight touch of grief which told me
plainly that she was a heart-broken, remorseful womanNa woman, like
many another, who knew not the value of atender, honest and indulgent
husband until he had been snatched from her. Mother and daughter,
both widows, were a truly sad and sympathetic pair.

As we spoke | watched her eyes, noted her every movement attent-
ively, but failed utterly to discern any suggestion of what her mother
had remarked.

Once, at mention of her dead husband, she had of a sudden exclaimed
in a low voice, full of genuine emotion:

OAh,yes. He was sokind, sogood always. | cannot believe that he will
never come back,Oand she burst into tears, which her mother, with a
word of apology to me, quietly soothed away.

When we arose | accompanied them to the drawing-room; but without
any music, and with MaryOssad, half-tragic countenance before us, the
evening was by no means a merry one; therefore | was glad when, in
pursuance of the country habit of retiring early, the maid brought my
candle and showed me to my room.

It was not yet ten oOclockand feeling in no mood for sleep, | took from
my bag the novel | had beenreading on my journey and, throwing my-
self into an armchair, first gave myself up to deep reflection over a pipe,
and afterwards commenced to read.
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The chiming of the church clock down in the village aroused me, caus-
ing me to glance at my watch. It was midnight. | rose, and going to the
window, pulled aside the blind, and looked out upon the rural view ly-
ing calm and mysterious beneath the brilliant moonlight.

How different was that peaceful aspectto the one to which | was, alas!
accustomedNthat long blank wall in the Marylebone Road. There the
cab bells tinkled all night, market wagons rumbled through till dawn,
and the moonbeams revealed drunken revellers after Oclosing time.O

A strong desire seized me to go forth and enjoy the splendid night.
Such a treat of peaceand solitude was seldom afforded me, stifled as|
was by the disinfectants in hospital wards and the variety of perfumes
and pastilles in the rooms of wealthy patients. Truly the life of a London
doctor is the most monotonous and laborious of any of the learned pro-
fessions,and little wonder is it that when the jaded medico finds himself
in the country or by the sea he seldom fails to take his fill of fresh air.

At first adifficulty presented itself in letting myself out unheard; but |
recollected that in the new wing of the house, in which | had been
placed, there were no other bedrooms, therefore with alittle care | might
descend undetected. Sotaking my hat and stick | opened the door, stole
noiselessly down the stairs, and in a few minutes had made an adventur-
ous exit by a windowNfearing the grating bolts of the doorNand was
soon strolling acrossthe grounds by the private path, which | knew led
through the churchyard and afterwards down to the river-bank.

With Ethelwynn | had walked acrossthe meadows by that path on
several occasions,and in the dead silence of the brilliant night vivid re-
collections of a warm summerOsevening long past came back to
meNsweet remembrances of days when we were childishly happy in
each otherQOs love.

Nothing broke the quiet savethe shrill cry of some night bird down by
the river, and the low roar of the distant weir. The sky was cloudless,
and the moon so bright that | could have read a newspaper. | strolled on
slowly, breathing the refreshing air, and thinking deeply over the com-
plications of the situation. In the final hour | had spent in the drawing-
room | had certainly detected in the young widow a slight eccentricity of
manner, not at all accentuated, but yet sufficient to show me that she had
been strenuously concealing her grief during my presence there.

Having swung myself over the stile | passedround the village church-
yard, where the moss-grown gravestones stood grim and ghostly in the
white light, and out acrossthe meadows down to where the waters of
the Nene, rippling on, were touched with silver. The river-path was
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wide, running by the winding bank away to the fen-lands and beyond.
As | gained the riverOsedge and walked beneaththe willows | heard now
and then a sharp, swift rustling in the sedgesas some water-rat or otter,
disturbed by my presence,slipped away into hiding. The rural peace of
that brilliant night attracted me, and finding a hurdle | seated myself
upon it, and taking out my pipe enjoyed a smoke.

Ever since my student days | had longed for a country life. The pleas-
ures of the world of London had no attraction for me, my ideal being a
snug country practice with Ethelwynn asmy wife. But alas! my idol had
been shattered, like that of many a better man.

With this bitter reflection still in my mind, my attention was attracted
by low voicesNas though of two persons speaking earnestly together.
Surprised at such interruption, | glanced quickly around, but saw no
one.

Again | listened, when, of a sudden, footsteps sounded, coming down
the path | had already traversed. Beneath the deep shadow | saw the
dark figures of two persons. They were speaking together, but in a tone
so low that | could not catch any word uttered.

Nevertheless, as they emerged from the semi-darkness the moon
shone full upon them, revealing to me that they were a man and a
woman.

Next instant a cry of blank amazement escapedme, for | was utterly
unprepared for the sight | witnessed. | could not believe my eyes; nor
could you, my reader, had you been in my place.

The woman walking there, close to me, was young Mrs. Cour-
tenayNthe man was none other than her dead husband!
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Chapter 1 7

DISCUSSES SEVERAL MATTERS.

Reader, | know that what | have narrated is astounding. It astounded
me just as it astounded you.

There are moments when oneOsrain becomesdulled by sudden be-
wilderment at sight of the absolutely impossible.

It certainly seemed beyond credence that the man whose fatal and
mysterious wound | had myself examined should be there, walking with
his wife in lover-like attitude. And yet there was no question that the
pair were there. A small bush separated us, so that they passedarm-in-
arm within three feet of me. As | have already explained, the moon was
so bright that | could seeto read; therefore, shining full upon their faces,
it was impossible to mistake the features of two personswhom | knew so
well.

Fortunately they had not overheard my involuntary exclamation of as-
tonishment, or, if they had, both evidently believed it to be one of the
many distorted sounds of the night. Upon MaryOsface there was re-
vealed a calm expression of perfect content, different indeed from the
tearful countenanceof afew hours before, while her husband, grey-faced
and serious, just as he had beenbefore his last iliness, had her arm linked
in his, and walked with her, whispering some low indistinct words
which brought to her lips a smile of perfect felicity.

Now had | beena superstitious man | should have promptly declared
the whole thing to have been an apparition. But as| do not believe in
borderland theories, any more than | believe that a man whose heart is
nearly cut in twain can again breathe and live, | could only stand aghast,
bewildered and utterly dumfounded.

Hidden from them by a low thorn-bush, | stood in silent stupefaction
asthey passedby. That it was no chimera of the imagination was proved
by the fact that their footsteps sounded upon the path, and just as they
had passed | heard Courtenay address his wife by name. The
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transformation of her countenancefrom the ineffable picture of grief and
sorrow to the calm, sweet expression of content had been marvellous, to
say the leastNan event stranger, indeed, than any | had ever before wit-
nessed. In the wild writings of the old romancers the dead have some-
times beenresuscitated, but never in this workaday world of ours. There
is a finality in death that is decisive.

Yet, as | here write theselines, | stake my professional reputation that
the man | saw was the samewhom | had seendead in that upper room
in Kew. | knew his gait, his cough, and his countenance too well to mis-
take his identity.

That nightOsadventure was certainly the most startling, and at the
sametime the most curious, that ever befel a man. Thus | becameseized
with curiosity, and at risk of detection crept forth from my hiding-place
and looked out after them. To betray my presencewould be to bar from
myself any chance of learning the secretof it all, therefore | was com-
pelled to exercisethe greatestcaution. Mary mourned the loss of her hus-
band towards the world, and yet met him in secretat nightNwandering
with him by that solitary bye-path along which no villager ever passed
after dark, and lovers avoided becauseof the popular tradition that acer-
tain unfortunate Lady of the Manor of a century ago OwalkedOthere. In
the fact of the mourning so well feigned | detected the concealment of
some remarkable secret.

The situation was, without doubt, an extraordinary one. The man
upon whose body | had made a post-mortem examination was alive and
well, walking with his wife, although for months before his assassination
he had beena bed-ridden invalid. Such a thing was startling, incredible!
Little wonder was it that at first | could scarce believe my own eyes.
Only when | looked full into his face and recognised his features, with all
their senile peculiarities, did the amazing truth becomeimpressed upon
me.

Around the bend in the river | stole stealthily after them, in order to
watch their movements, trying to catch their conversation, although, un-
fortunately, it was in too low an undertone. He never releasedher arm or
changed his affectionate attitude towards her, but appeared to be relat-
ing to her some long and interesting chain of events to which she
listened with rapt attention.

Along the riverOsedge, out in the open moonlight, it was difficult to
follow them without risk of observation. Now and then the elder-bushes
and drooping willows afforded cover beneath their deep shadow, but in
places where the river wound through the open water-meadows my
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presence might at any moment be detected. Therefore the utmost in-
genuity and caution were necessary.

Having made the staggering discovery, | was determined to thor-
oughly probe the mystery. The tragedy of old Mr. CourtenayOsleath had
resolved itself into a romance of the most mysterious and startling char-
acter. As | crept forward over the grass, mostly on tiptoe, so asto avoid
the sound of my footfalls, | tried to form some theory to account for the
bewildering circumstance, but could discern absolutely none.

Mary was still wearing her mourning; but about her head was
wrapped a white silk shawl, and on her shoulders a small fur cape, for
the spring night was chilly. Her husband had on a dark overcoat and soft
felt hat of the type he always wore, and carried in his hand a light
walking-stick. Once or twice he halted when he seemedto be impressing
his words the more forcibly upon her, and then | was compelled to stop
also and to conceal myself. | would have given much to overhear the
trend of their conversation, but strive how | would | was unable. They
seemed to fear eavesdroppers, and only spoke in low half-whispers.

| noticed how old Mr. Courtenay kept from time to time glancing
around him, asthough in fear of detection; hencel was in constant dread
lest he should look behind him and discover me slinking along their
path. | am by no means an adept at following persons, but in this case
the stake was so greatNthe revelation of some startling and unparalleled
mysteryNthat | strained every nerve and every muscle to conceal my
presence while pushing forward after them.

Picture to yourself for a moment my position. The whole of my future
happiness, and consequently my prosperity in life, was at stake at that
instant. To clear up the mystery successfully might be to clear my love of
the awful stigma upon her. To watch and to listen was the only way; but
the difficulties in the dead silence of the night were well-nigh insur-
mountable, for | dare not approach sufficiently near to catch a single
word. | had crept on after them for about a mile, until we were ap-
proaching the tumbling waters of the weir. The dull roar swallowed up
the sound of their voices, but it assistedme, for | had no further need to
tread noiselessly.

On nearing the lock-keeperOscottage, a little white-washed house
wherein the inmates were sleeping soundly, they made a wide detour
around the meadow, in order to avoid the chance of being seen. Mary
was well known to the old lock-keeper who had controlled those great
sluices for thirty years or more, and she knew that at night he was often
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compelled to be on duty, and might at that very moment be sitting on
the bench outside his house, smoking his short clay.

I, however, had no such fear. Stepping lightly upon the grass beside
the path | went past the house and continued onward by the riverside,
passing at once into the deep shadow of the willows, which effectually
concealed me.

The pair were walking at the same slow, deliberate pace beneath the
high hedge on the further side of the meadow, evidently intending to re-
join the river-path some distance further up. This gave me an opportun-
ity to get on in front of them, and | seized it without delay; for | was
anxious to obtain another view of the face of the man whom | had for
months believed to be in his grave.

Keeping in the shadow of the trees and bushes that overhung the
stream, | sped onward for ten minutes or more until | cameto the bound-
ary of the great pasture, passing through the swing gate by which 1 felt
confident that they must also pass. | turned to look before leaving the
meadow, and could just distinguish their figures. They had turned at
right angles, and, as | had expected, were walking in my direction.

Forward | went again, and after some hurried searchdiscovered a spot
closeto the path where concealment behind a great old tree seemedpos-
sible; so at that coign of vantage | waited breathlessly for their approach.
The roaring of the waters behind would, | feared, prevent any of their
words from reaching me; nevertheless, | waited anxiously.

A great barn owl flapped lazily past, hooting weirdly asit went; then
all nature becamestill again, save the dull sound of the tumbling flood.
Ambler Jevons,had he beenwith me, would, no doubt, have acted dif-
ferently. But it must be remembered that | was the meresttyro in the un-
ravelling of a mystery, whereas, with him, it was a kind of natural occu-
pation. And yet would he believe me when | told him that | had actually
seen the dead man walking there with his wife?

| was compelled to admit within myself that such a statement from the
lips of any man would be received with incredulity. Indeed, had such a
thing beenrelated to me, | should have put the narrator down aseither a
liar or a lunatic.

At last they came.| remained motionless, standing in the shadow, not
daring to breathe. My eyes were fixed upon him, my ears strained to
catch every sound.

He said something to her. What it was | could not gather. Then he
pushed open the creaking gate to allow her to pass. Across the moonQOs
face had drifted a white, fleecy cloud; therefore the light was not so
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brilliant as half an hour before. Still, |1 could see his features almost as
plainly as| seethis paper upon which | am penning my strange adven-
ture, and could recognise every lineament and peculiarity of his
countenance.

Having passedthrough the gate, he took her ungloved hand with an
air of old-fashioned gallantry and raised it to his lips. Shelaughed mer-
rily in rapturous content, and then slowly, very slowly, they strolled
along the path that ran within a few feet of where | stood.

My heart leapt with excitement. Their voices sounded above the rush-
ing of the waters, and they were lingering asthough unwilling to walk
further.

OEthelwynn hastold me,Ohe was saying. OlcanOtnake out the reason
of his coldness towards her. Poor girl! she seems utterly heart-broken.O

OHe suspects,O his wife replied.

OBut what ground has he for suspicion?0

| stood there transfixed. They were talking of myself!

They had halted quite closeto where | was, and in that low roar had
raised their voices so that | could distinguish every word.

OWell,&remarked his wife, Othewhole affair was mysterious, that you
must admit. With his friend, a man named Jevons,he has been endeav-
ouring to solve the problem.O

OA curse on Ambler Jevons!Che blurted forth in anger, as though he
were well acquainted with my friend.

OlIf between them they managed to get at the truth it would be very
awkward,O she said.

ONo fear of that,O he laughed in full confidence. OA man once dead
and buried, with a coronerOsserdict upon him, is not easily believed to
be alive and well. No, my dear; rest assuredthat thesemen will never get
at our secretNnever.O

| smiled within myself. How little did he dream that the man of whom
he had been speaking was actually overhearing his words!

OButEthelwynn, in order to regain her place in the doctorOsheart, may
betray us,O his wife remarked dubiously.

OShedare not,Owas the reply. OFromher we have nothing whatever to
fear. As long asyou keep up the appearance of deep mourning, are dis-
creet in all your actions, and exercise proper caution on the occasions
when we meet, our secret must remain hidden from all.O

OButl am doubtful of Ethelwynn. A woman as fondly in love with a
man, as she is with Ralph, is apt to throw discretion to the winds,O the
woman observed. ORecollectthat the breach between them is on our
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account, and that a word from her could exposethe whole thing, and at
the sametime bring back to her the man for whose lost love sheis pin-
ing. It is because of that | am in constant fear.O

OYourapprehensions are entirely groundless,Ohe declared in a decis-
ive voice. OSheOhe only other person in the secret besides ourselves;
but to betray us would be fatal to her.O

OShe may consider that she has made sufficient self-sacrifice?O

OThenall the greater reasonwhy she should remain silent. Shehas her
reputation to lose by divulging.O

By his argument she appeared only half-convinced, for | saw upon her
brow a heavy, thoughtful expression, similar to that | had noticed when
sitting opposite her at dinner. The reason of her constant preoccupation
was that she feared that her sister might give me the clue to her secret.

That a remarkable conspiracy had been in progress was now made
quite plain; and, further, one very valuable fact | had ascertained was
that Ethelwynn was the only other person who knew the truth, and yet
dared not reveal it.

This man who stood before me was old Mr. Courtenay, without a
doubt. That being so, who could have been the unfortunate man who
had been struck to the heart so mysteriously?

Sostrange and complicated were all the circumstances,and so cleverly
had the chief actors in the drama arranged its details, that Courtenay
himself was convinced that for others to learn the truth was utterly im-
possible. Yet it was more than remarkable that he sought not to disguise
his personal appearanceif he wished to remain dead to the world. Per-
haps, however, being unknown in that rural districtNfor he once had
told me that he had never visited his wifeOshome since his marriageNhe
considered himself perfectly safe from recognition. Besides, from their
conversation | gathered that they only met on rare occasions,and cer-
tainly Mary kept up the fiction of mourning with the greatest assiduity.

| recollected what old Mrs. Mivart had told me of her daughterOserrat-
ic movements; of her short mysterious absenceswith her dressing-bag
and without a maid. It was evident that she made flying visits in various
directions in order to meet her OdeadO husband.

Courtenay spoke again, after a brief silence, saying:

Olhad no idea that the doctor was down here, or | should have kept
away. To be seen by him would expose the whole affair.O

Olwas quite ignorant of his visit until | went in to dinner and found
him already seated at table,O she answered. OBut he will leave to-
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morrow. He said to-night that to remain away from his patients for a
single day was very difficult.O

Olshe down here in pursuance of his inquiries, do you think?O sugges-
ted her husband.

OHemay be. Mother evidently knew of his impending arrival, but told
me nothing. | was annoyed, for he was the very last person | wished to
meet.O

OWell, heOligo in the morning, so we have nothing to fear. HeOssafe
enough in bed, and sleeping soundlyNconfound him!O

The temptation was great to respond aloud to the compliment; but |
refrained, laughing within myself at the valuable information | was
obtaining.
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Chapter 1 8

WORDS OF THE DEAD.

Justiceis always vigilantNit stops not to weigh causesor motives, but
overtakes the criminal, no matter whether his deeds be the suggestion of
malice or the consequenceof provoked revenge. | was all eagernessto
facethe pair in the full light and demand an explanation, yet | hesitated,
fearing lest precipitation might prevent me gaining knowledge of the
truth.

That they had no inclination to walk further was evident, for they still
stood there in conversation, facing each other and speaking earnestly. |
listened attentively to every word, my heart thumping so loudly that I
wondered they did not hear its excited pulsations.

OYouOve seen nothing of Sir Bernard?0 she was saying.

OSirBernard!Ohe echoed. OWhy, of course not. To him | am dead and
buried, just as| am to the rest of the world. My executors have proved
my will at SomersetHouse, and very soon you will receive its benefits.
To meet the old doctor would be to reveal the whole thing.O

Oltis all so strange,Oshe said with alow sigh, Othatsometimes, when |
am alone, | canObelieve it to be true. We have deceived the world so
completely.O

OOf course. That was my intention.O

OButcould it not have been done without the sacrifice of that manOs
life?O she queried. ORemember! The crime of murder was committed.O

OYouare only dreaming!O he replied, in a hard voice. OAmystery was
necessary for our success.O

OANd it is a mystery which has entirely baffled the police in every
particular.O

OAs | intended it should. | laid my plans with care, so that there
should be no hitch or point by which Scotland Yard could obtain a clue.O
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OButour future life?Oshe murmured. OWhenmay | return again to
you? At present| am compelled to feign mourning, and present a perfect
picture of interesting widowhood; butNbut | hate this playing at death.O

OHave patience, dear,Ohe urged in a sympathetic tone. OForthe mo-
ment we must remain entirely apart, holding no communication with
eachother savein secret,on the first and fifteenth day of every month as
we arranged. As soon as| find myself in a position of safety we will dis-
appear together, and you will leave the world wondering at the second
mystery following upon the first.O

Olnhow long atime do you anticipate?Oshe asked, looking earnestly
into his eyes.

OA few months at most,Owas his answer. OIf it were possible you
should return to me at once; but you know how strange and romantic is
my life, compelled to disguise my personality, and for ever moving from
place to place, like the Wandering Jew. To return to me at present is
quite impossible. BesidesNyou are in the hands of the executors;and be-
fore long must be in evidence in order to receive my money.O

OMoney is uselessto me without happiness,Oshe declared, in a voice
of complaint. OMy position at present is one of constant dread.O

OWhom and what do you fear?0

Olbelieve that Dr. Boyd has some vague suspicion of the truth,O shere-
sponded, after a pause.

OWhat?Che cried, in quick surprise. OTell me why. Explain it all to
me.O

OThereis nothing to explainNsave that to-night he seemedto regard
my movements with suspicion.O

OAh! my dear, your fears are utterly groundless,Ohe laughed. OWhat
can the fellow possibly know? He is assured that | am dead, for he
signed my certificate and followed me to my grave at Woking. A man
who attends his friendOsfuneral has no suspicion that the dead is still liv-
ing, depend upon it. If there is any objectin this world that is convincing
it is a corpse.O

Ol merely tell you the result of my observations,Oshe said. Oln my
opinion he has come here to learn what he can.O

OHecan learn nothing,O answered the OdeadOman. OlIfit were his con-
founded friend Jevons,now, we might have some apprehension; for the
ingenuity of that man is, IOveheard, absolutely astounding. Even Scot-
land Yard seeks his aid in the solving of the more difficult criminal
problems.O
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Oltell you plainly that | fear Ethelwynn may exposeus,Ohis wife went
on slowly, a distinctly anxious look upon her countenance. OAs you
know, there is a coolnessbetween us, and rather than risk losing the doc-
tor altogether she may make a clean breast of the affair.O

ONo, no, my dear. Rest assured that she will never betray us,0
answered Courtenay, with a light reassuring laugh. OTrue,you are not
very friendly, yet you must recollect that she and | are friends. Her in-
terestsare identical with our own; therefore to exposeus would be to ex-
pose herself at the same time.O

OA woman sometimes acts without forethought.O

OQuite true; but Ethelwynn is not one of those. SheOsareful to pre-
serve her own position in the eyesof her lover, knowing quite well that
to tell the truth would be to exposeher own basenessA man may over-
look many offences in the woman he loves, but this particular one of
which she is guilty a man never forgives.O

His words went deep into my heart. Was not this further proof that the
crimeNfor undoubtedly a crime had been accomplished in that house at
KewNhad beencommitted by the hand of the woman | sofondly loved?
All was so amazing, so utterly bewildering, that | stood there concealed
by the tree, motionless as though turned to stone.

There was a motive wanting in it all. Yet | ask you who read this nar-
rative of mine if, like myself, you would not have been staggered into
dumbness at seeing and hearing a man whom you had certified to be
dead, moving and speaking, and, moreover, in his usual health?

OHe loves her!Ohis wife exclaimed, speaking of me. OHewould for-
give her anything. My own opinion is that if we would be absolutely se-
cure it is for us to heal the breach between them.O

He remained thoughtful for a few moments, apparently in doubt asto
the wisdom of acting upon her suggestion. Surely in the situation was an
element of humor, for, happily, | was being forearmed.

Olt might possibly be good policy,O he remarked at last. Olf we could
only bring them together again he would ceasehis constant striving to
solve the enigma. We know well that he can never do that; nevertheless
his constant efforts are as annoying as they are dangerous.O

OThatOmist my opinion. Thereis danger to us in his constant inquiries,
which are much more ingenious and careful than we imagine.O

OWell,my child,0 he said, OyouOvstuck to me in this in a manner that
few women would have dared. If you really think it necessaryto bring
Boyd and Ethelwynn together again you must do it entirely alone, for |
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could not possibly appear on the scene.He must never meet me, or the
whole thing would be revealed.O

OForyour sakel am prepared to make the attempt,Oshe said. OThefact
of being EthelwynnOs sister gives me freedom to speak my mind to him.O

OAnd to tell him some pretty little fiction about her?O he added,
laughing.

OYeslt will certainly be necessaryto put an entirely innocent face on
recent events in order to smooth matters over,Oshe admitted, joining in
his laughter.

ORathera difficult task to make the affair at Kew appear innocent,Ohe
observed. OButyouOrereally a wonderful woman, Mary. The way youOve
acted your part in this affair is simply marvellous. YouOvedeceived
everyoneNeven that old potterer, Sir Bernard himself.O

OlOveone it for your sake,Owas her response.Olmade a promise, and
|Ovekept it. Up to the present we are safe, but we cannot take too many
precautions. We have enemies and scandal-seekers on every side.O

Oladmit that,Ohe replied, rather impatiently, | thought. Olfyou think it
a wise course you had better lose no time in placing EthelwynnOsinno-
cence before her lover. You will see him in the morning, | suppose?O

OProbablynot. He leaves by the eight oOclockrain,O she said. OWhen
my plans are matured | will call upon him in London.O

OAnd if any woman can deceive him, you can, Mary,O he laughed. Oln
those widowOs weeds of yours you could deceive the very devil himselflO

Mrs. CourtenayOsairy talk of deception threw an entirely fresh light
upon her character. Hitherto | had held her in considerable esteemas a
woman who, being bored to death by the eccentricities of her invalid
husband, had sought distraction with her friends in town, but neverthe-
lesshonest and devoted to the man she had wedded. But thesewords of
hers caused doubt to arise within my mind. That she had been devoted
to her husbandOsnterest was proved by the clever imposture she was
practising; indeed it seemedto me very much as if those frequent visits
to town had been at the OdeadOmanOssuggestion and with his entire
consent. But the more | reflected upon the extraordinary details of the
tragedy and its astounding dZnouement, the more hopeless and mad-
dening became the problem.

Olshall probably go to town to-morrow,O she exclaimed, after smiling
at his declaration. OWhere are you in hiding just now?0

OlnBirmingham. A large town is safer than a village. | return by the
six oOclock train, and go again into close concealment.O
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OButyou know people in Birmingham, donOtyou? We stayed there
once with some people called Tremlett, | recollect.O

OAh, yes,Ohe laughed. OButl am careful to avoid them. The district in
which [ live is far removed from them. Besides,| never by any chancego
out by day. IOm essentially a nocturnal roamer.O

OAnd when shall we meet again?0O

OBy appointment, in the usual way.O

OAt the usual place?O she asked.

OTherecan be no better, | think. It does not take you from home, and |
am quite unknown down here.O

Olfany of the villagers ever discovered us they might talk, and declare
that | met a secret lover,O she laughed.

Olf you are ever recognised, which | donOtanticipate is probable, we
can at once change our place of meeting. At present there is no necessity
for changing it.O

OThen,in the meantime, | will exercise my womanOsdiplomacy to ef-
fect peace between Ethelwynn and the doctor,O she said. Oltis the only
way by which we can obtain security.O

OForthe life of me | canOdiscern the reason of his coolness towards
her,O remarked my OdeadO patient.

OHe suspects her.O

OOf what?0

OSuspects the truth. She has told me so0.0

Old Henry Courtenay grunted in dissatisfaction.

OHasnGdhetried to convince him to the contrary?Ohe asked. Olwas al-
ways under the impression that she could twist him round her fin-
gerNso hopelessly was he in love with her.O

OSo she could before this unfortunate affair.O

OAnNd now that he suspectsthe truth heOslisinclined to have any more
to do with herNeh? Well,0 he added, Oafterall, itOsonly natural. SheOs
not so devilish clever asyou, Mary, otherwise she would never have al-
lowed herself to fall beneath suspicion. She must have somehow
blundered.O

OTo-morrow | shall go to town,O she said in a reflective voice. ONo
time should be lost in effecting the reconciliation between them.O

OYouare right,O he declared. OYoushould commence at once. Call and
talk with him. He believes so entirely in you. But promise me one thing;
that you will not go to Ethelwynn,O he urged.

OWhy not?0
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OBecauset is quite unnecessary,Ohe answered. OYou are not good
friends; therefore your influence upon the doctor should be a hidden
one. She will believe that he has returned to her of his own free will;
hence our position will be rendered the stronger. Act diplomatically. If
she believes that you are interesting yourself in her affairs it may anger
her.O

OThenyou suggestthat | should call upon the doctor in secret,and try
and influence him in her favour without her being aware of it?0

OExactly. After the reconciliation is effected you may tell her. At
present, however, it is not wise to show our hand. By your visit to the
doctor you may be able to obtain from him how much he knows, and
what are his suspicions. One thing is certain, that with all his shrewdness
he doesnOt dream the truth.O

OWhowould?O she asked with a smile. Olfthe story were told, nobody
would believe it.O

OThatOpust it! The incredibility of the whole affair is what placesus in
such a position of security; for aslong asl lie low and you continue to act
the part of the interesting widow, nobody can possibly get at the truth.O

Olthink IOveacted my part well, up to the present,Oshe said, Oand|
hope to continue to do so. To influence the doctor will be a difficult task,
| fear. But IOlldo my utmost, becausel seethat by the reconciliation
EthelwynnOs lips would be sealed.O

OAct with discretion, my dear,Ourged the old man. OButremember
that Boyd is not a man to be trifled withNand asfor that accursedfriend
of his, Ambler Jevons,he seemssecond cousin to the very King of Dark-
ness himself.O

ONever fear,Oshe laughed confidently. OLeaveit to meNleave all to
me.O

And then, agreeing that it was time they went back, they turned, re-
traced their steps, and passing through the small gate into the meadow,
were soon afterwards lost to sight.

Truly my nightOsadventure had been as strange and startling as any
that has happened to living man, for what | had seenand heard opened
up a hundred theories, each more remarkable and tragic than the other,
until | stood utterly dumfounded and aghast.
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Chapter 1 9

JEVONS GROWS MYSTERIOUS.

On coming down to breakfast on the following morning | found Mrs.
Mivart awaiting me alone. The old lady apologised for MaryOsnon-ap-
pearance, saying that it was her habit to have her tea in her room, but
that she sent me a message of farewell.

Had it beenat all possible | would have left by a later train, for | was
extremely anxious to watch her demeanour after last nightOsclandestine
meeting, but with such a crowd of patients awaiting me it was imperat-
ive to leave by the first train. Even that would not bring me to KingOs
Cross before nearly eleven oOclock.

OWell now, doctor,O Mrs. Mivart commenced rather anxiously when
we were seated,and she had handed me my coffee. OYousaw Mary last
night, and had an opportunity of speaking with her. What is your opin-
ion? DonOthesitate to tell me frankly, for | consider that it is my duty to
face the worst.O

OReally!Q exclaimed, looking straight at her after a momentOsreflec-
tion. OTospeak candidly | failed to detect anything radically wrong in
your daughterOs demeanour.O

OButdidnOtyou notice, doctor, how extremely nervous she is; how in
her eyesthere is a haunting, suspicious look, and how blank is her mind
upon every other subject but the great calamity that has befallen her?0

Ol must really confessthat these things were not apparent to me,Ol
answered. Ol watched her carefully, but beyond the facts that she is
greatly unnerved by the sad affair and that she is mourning deeply for
her dead husband, | can discover nothing abnormal.O

OYouare not of opinion, then, that her mind is growing unbalanced by
the strain?0

ONotin the least,Ol reassured her. OThesymptoms she betrays are but
natural in a woman of her nervous, highly-strung temperament.O
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OButshe unfortunately grieves too much,Oremarked the old lady with
a sigh. OHisname is upon her lips at every hour. IOveried to distract her
and urged her to accompany me abroad for atime, but all to no purpose.
She wonOt hear of it.O

| alone knew the reason of her refusal. In conspiracy with her OdeadO
husband it was impossible to be apart from him for long together. The
undue accentuation of her daughterOsfeigned grief had alarmed the old
ladyNand justly so. Now that | recollected, her conduct at table on the
previous night was remarkable, having regard to the true facts of the
case.l confess| had myself beenentirely deceived into believing that her
sorrow at Henry CourtenayOsdeath was unbounded. In every detail her
acting was perfect, and bound to attract sympathy among her friends
and arouse interest among strangers. | longed to explain to the quiet,
charming old lady what | had seenduring my midnight ramble; but such
acoursewas, asyet, impossible. Indeed, if | made a plain statement, such
as | have given in the foregoing pages, surely no one would believe me.
But every man has his romance, and this was mine.

Unable to reveal MaryOssecret, | was compelled reluctantly to take
leave of her mother, who accompanied me out to where the dog-cart was
in waiting.

Olscarcely know, doctor, how to thank you sufficiently,O the dear old
lady said as | took her hand. OWhatyou have told me reassuresme. Of
late | have been extremely anxious, as you may imagine.O

OYou need feel no anxiety,O | declared. OSheOservous and run
downNthatOs all. Take her away for a change, if possible. But if she re-
fuses, donOt force her. Quiet is the chief medicine in her case. Good-bye.O

She pressed my hand again in grateful acknowledgment, and then |
mounted into the conveyance and was driven to the station.

On the journey back to town | pondered long and deeply. Of a verity
my short visit to Mrs. Mivart had been fraught with good results, and |
was contemplating seeking Ambler Jevonsat the earliest possible mo-
ment and relating to him my astounding discovery. The fact that old
Courtenay was still living was absolutely beyond my comprehension. To
endeavour to form any theory, or to try and account for the bewildering
phenomenon, was utterly useless.| had seenhim, and had overheard his
words. | could surely believe my eyesand ears. And there it ended. The
why and wherefore | put aside for the present, remembering MaryOs
promise to him to come to town and have an interview with me.

Surely that meeting ought to be most interesting. | awaited it with the
most intense anxiety, and yet in fear lest | might be led by her clever
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imposture to blurt out what | knew. | felt myself on the eve of a startling
revelation; and my expectations were realized to the full, asthe further
portion of this strange romance will show.

| know that many narratives have been written detailing the remark-
able and almost inconceivable machinations of those who have stained
their hands with crime, but | honestly believe that the extraordinary fea-
tures of my own life-romance are as strange as, if not stranger than, any
hitherto recorded. Even my worst enemy could not dub me egotistical, |
think; and surely the facts | have set down here are plain and unvar-
nished, without any attempt at misleading the reader into believing that
which is untrue. Mine is a plain chronicle of a chain of extraordinary cir-
cumstances which led to an amazing dZnouement.

From KingOsCross to GuyOsis a considerable distance, and when |
alighted from the cabin the courtyard of the hospital it was nearly mid-
day. Until two oOclock was kept busy in the wards, and after a sand-
wich and a glass of sherry | drove to Harley Street, where | found Sir
Bernard in his consulting-room for the first time for a month.

OAh! Boyd,O he cried merrily, when | entered. OThought IOdsurprise
you to-day. | felt quite well this morning, soresolved to come up and see
Lady Twickenham and one or two others. IOmnot at home to patients,
and have left them to you.O

ODelighted to seeyou better,O| declared, wringing his hand. OThey
were asking after you at the hospital to-day. Vernon said he intended go-
ing down to see you to-morrow.O

OKind of him,O the old man laughed, placing his thin hands together,
after rubbing and readjusting his glasses.OYouwere away last night; out
of town, they said.O

OYes,| wanted a breath of fresh air,O1 answered, laughing. | did not
care to tell him where | had been, knowing that he held my love for
Ethelwynn as the possible ruin of my career.

His curiosity seemedaroused; but, although he put to me an ingenious
guestion, | steadfastly refused to satisfy him. | recollected too well his
open condemnation of my love on previous occasions. Now that the
OmurderedOman was proved to be still alive, | surely had no further
grounds for my suspicion of Ethelwynn. That she had, by her silence, de-
ceived me regarding her engagement to Mr. Courtenay was plain, but
the theory that it was her hand that had assassinatedhim was certainly
disproved. Thus, although the discovery of the OdeadOnanOsontinued
existencedeepenedthe mystery athousandfold, it neverthelessdispelled
from my heart a good deal of the suspicion regarding my well-beloved;
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and, in consequence,l was not desirous that any further hostile word
should be uttered against her.

While Sir Bernard went out to visit her ladyship and two or three other
nervous women living in the sameneighbourhood, | seatedmyself in his
chair and saw the afternoon callers one after another. | fear that the ad-
vice | gave during those couple of hours was not very notable for its
shrewdness or brilliancy. As in other professions, so in medicine, when
oneOsbrain is overflowing with private affairs, one cannot attend prop-
erly to patients. On such occasionsone is apt to ask the usual questions
mechanically, hear the replies and scribble a prescription of some harm-
less formula. On the afternoon in question | certainly believe myself
guilty of such lapse of professional attention. Yet even we doctors are
human, although our patients frequently forget that fact. The medico is a
long-suffering person, even in these days of scarcity of properly-quali-
fied menNthe first person called on emergency, and the very last to be
paid!

It was past five oOclockbefore | was able to return to my rooms, and on
arrival | found upon my table a note from Jevons.It was dated from the
Yorick Club, a small but exceedingly comfortable Bohemian centre in
Bedford Street, Covent Garden, and had evidently been written hur-
riedly on the previous night:N

Olhearyou areabsenin the country. Thatis unfortunate.But assoonasyou
receivehis, loseno time in calling at the Hennikers@nd making casualinquir-
lesregardingMiss Mivart. Somethinghashappenedyut whatit is | havefailed
to discover.You stand a better chance Go at once.l must leavefor Bath to-
night. Address me at the Royal Hotel, G. W. Station.

OAmbler Jevons.O

What could have transpired? And why had my friendOsmovements
been so exceedingly erratic of late, if he had not been following some
clue? Would that clue lead him to the truth, | wondered? Or was he still
suspicious of EthelwynnOs guilt?

Puzzled by this vague note, and wondering what had occurred, and
whether the trip to Bath was in connection with it, | made a hasty toilet
and drove in a hansom to the HennikersO.

Mrs. Henniker met me in the drawing-room, just as gushing and
charming as ever. She was one of those many women in London who
seekto hang on to the skirts of polite society by reason of a distant con-
nexion being a countessNa fact of which she never failed to remind the
stranger before half-an-hourOsacquaintance. Shefound it always a pleas-
ant manner in which to open a conversation at dinner, dance, or soirZe:
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OOh!do you happen to know my cousin, Lady Nassington?OShe never
sufficiently realised it as bad form, and therefore in her own circle was
known among the women, who jeered at her behind her back, as OThe
Cousin of Lady Nassington.O She was daintily dressed, and evidently

just come in from visiting, for she still had her hat on when she entered.

OAh!Oshe cried, with her usual buoyant air. OYoutruant! WeOveall
been wondering what had become of you. Busy, of course! Always the
same excuse!Find something fresh. You used it a fortnight ago to refuse
my invitation to take pot-luck with us.O

| laughed at her unconventional greeting, replying, OIfl say something
fresh it must be a lie. You know, Mrs. Henniker, how hard IOmkept at it,
with hospital work and private practice.O

OThatOall very well,0 she said, with a slight pout of her well-shaped
mouthNfor shewas really a pretty woman, even though full of airs and
caprices. OBut it doesnOtexcuse you for keeping away from us
altogether.O

Ol donOt keep away altogether,O | protested. OlOve called now.O

Shepulled awry face,in order to emphasise her dissatisfaction at my
explanation, and said:

OAnNd | suppose you are prepared to receive castigation? Ethelwynn
has begun to complain becausepeople are saying that your engagement
is broken off.O

OWhosays so?Q inquired rather angrily, for | hated all the tittle-tattle
of that little circle of gossips who dawdle over the tea-cups of Redcliffe
Squareand its neighbourhood. | had attended a good many of them pro-
fessionally at various times, and was well acquainted with all their ways
and all their exaggerations. The gossiping circle in flat-land about EarlOs
Court was bad enough, but the Redcliffe Squareset, being slightly higher
in the social scale, was infinitely worse.

OOnh!all the ill-natured people are commenting upon your apparent
coolness. Once, not long ago, you used to be seen everywhere with
Ethelwynn, and now no one ever seesyou. People form a natural conclu-
sion, of course,Osaid the fair-haired, fussy little woman, whose married
state gave her the right to censure me on my neglect.

OEthelwynn is, of course, still with you?Ol asked, in anger that out-
siders should seek to interfere in my private affairs.

OShestill makes our house her home, not caring to go back to the dul-
nessof Neneford,Owas her reply. OButat present sheOsway visiting one
of her old schoolfellowsNa girl who married a country banker and lives
near Hereford.O
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OThen sheOs in the country?0

OYessshe went three days ago. | thought she had written to you. She
told me she intended doing s0.0

| had received no letter from her. Indeed, our recent correspondence
had been of a very infrequent and formal character. With a womanOs
quick perception she had noted my coldness and had sought to show
equal callousness.With the knowledge of CourtenayOscontinued exist-
encenow in my mind, | was beside myself with grief and anger at hav-
ing doubted her. But how could | act at that moment, save in obedience
to my friend JevonsOnstructions? He had urged me to go and find out
some details regarding her recent life with the Hennikers; and with that
object | remarked:

OShehasnObeen very well of late, | fear. The change of air should do
her good.O

OThatOsue, poor girl. SheOseemedvery unwell, and 10veoften told
her that only one doctor in the world could cure her maladyNyourself.O

| smiled. The malady was, | knew too well, the grief of a disappointed
love, and a perfect cure for that could only be accomplished by reconcili-
ation. | was filled with regret that she was absent, for | longed there and
then to take her to my breast and whisper into her ear my heartOsut-
pourings. Yes; we men are very foolish in our impetuosity.

OHow long will she be away?O

OWhy?0inquired the smartly-dressed little woman, mischievously.
OWhat can it matter to you?0

Ol have her welfare at heart, Mrs. Henniker,O | answered seriously.

OThenyou have a curious way of showing your solicitude on her be-
half,O she said bluntly, smiling again. OPoorEthelwynn has been pining
day after day for a word from you; but you seldom, if ever, write, and
when you do the coldness of your letters adds to her burden of grief. |
knew always when she had received one by the traces of secret tears
upon her cheeks. Forgive me for saying so, Doctor, but you men, either
in order to test the strength of a womanOsaffection, or perhaps out of
mere caprice, often try her patience until the strained thread snaps, and
she who was a good and pure woman becomes reckless of
everythingNher name, her family pride, and even her own honour.O

Her words aroused my curiosity.

OAnNd you believe that EthelwynnOspatience is exhausted?Ol asked,
anxiously.
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Her eyesmet mine, and | saw a mysterious expressionin them. There
Is always something strange in the eyesof a pretty woman who is hiding
a secret.

OWell, Doctor,O she answered, in a voice quite calm and deliberate,
OyouOvalready shown yourself so openly asbeing disinclined to further
associateyourself publicly with poor Ethelwynn, becauseof the tragedy
that befell the household, that you surely cannot complain if you find
your place usurped by a new and more devoted lover.O

OWhat!Ql cried, starting up, fiercely. OWhatis this you tell me? Ethel-
wynn has a lover?0

Olhave nothing whatever to do with her affairs, Doctor,Osaid the tan-
talising woman, who affected all the foibles of the smarter set. ONow that
you have forsaken her she is, of course, entirely mistress of her own
actions.O

OBut | havenOt forsaken her!O | blurted forth.

Sheonly smiled superciliously, with the same mysterious lookNan ex-
pression that | cannot define, but by which | knew that she had told me
the crushing truth. Ethelwynn, believing that | had casther aside, had al-
lowed herself to be loved by another!

Who was the man who had usurped my place? | deserved it all,
without adoubt. You, reader, have already in your heart condemned me
as being hard and indifferent towards the woman | once loved so truly
and so well. But, in extenuation, | would ask you to recollect how grave
were the suspicions against herNhow every fact seemedto prove con-
clusively that her sisterOs husband had died by her hand.

| saw plainly in Mrs. HennikerOsveiled words a statement of the truth;
and, after obtaining from her EthelwynnOsaddress near Hereford, bade
her farewell and blindly left the house.
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Chapter 2 O

MY NEW PATIENT.

In the feverish restlessnessof the London night, with its rumbling
market-wagons and the constant tinkling of cab-bells, so different to the
calm, moonlit stillness of the previous night in rural England, | wrote a
long explanatory letter to my love.

| admitted that | had wronged her by my apparent coldnessand indif-
ference, but sought to excuse myself on the ground of the pressure of
work upon me. She knew well that | was not a rich man, and in that
slavery to which | was now tied | had an objectNthe object | had placed
before her in the dawning days of our affectionNnamely, the snug coun-
try practice with an old-fashioned comfortable house in one of the quiet
villages or smaller towns in the Midlands. In those days she had been
just as enthusiastic about it as| had been. She hated town life, | knew;
and even if the wife of a country doctor is allowed few diversions, she
can always form a select little tea-and-tennis circle of friends.

The fashion nowadays is for girls of middle-class to regard the pro-
spect of becoming a country doctorOswife with considerable hesita-
tionNOtoo slow,Othey term it; and declare that to live in the country and
drive in a governess-cartis synonymous with being buried. Many girls
marry just as servants change their placesNin order Oto better them-
selves;0and alas! that parents encourage this latter-day craze for artifici-
ality and glitter of town life that so often fascinatesand spoils a bride ere
the honeymoon is over. The majority of girls to-day are not content to
marry the hard-working professional man whose lot is castin the coun-
try, but prefer to marry a man in town, so that they may take part in the
pleasures of theatres, variety and otherwise, suppers at restaurants, and
the thousand and one attractions provided for the reveller in London.
They have obtained their knowledge of OlifeOfrom the society papers,
and they seeno reasonwhy they should not taste of those pleasures en-
joyed by their wealthier sisters, whose goings and comings are so
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carefully chronicled. The majority of girls have a desire to shine beyond
their own sphere; and the attempt, alas!is accountable for very many of
the unhappy marriages. This may sound prosy, | know, but the reader
will forgive when he reflects upon the casesin point which arise to his
memoryNcases of personal friends, perhaps even of relations, to whom
marriage was a failure owing to this uncontrollable desire on the part of
the woman to assume a position to which neither birth nor wealth en-
titled her.

To the general rule, however, my love was an exception. Times
without number had shedeclared her anxiety to settle in the country; for,
being country born and bred, she was an excellent horsewoman, and in
every essential a thorough English girl of the Grass Country, fond of a
run with either fox or otter hounds; therefore, in suburban life at Kew,
she had been entirely out of her element.

In that letter | wrote, composing it slowly and carefullyNfor like most
medical men | am a bad hand at literary compositionNI sought her for-
giveness,and asked for an immediate interview. The wisdom of being so
precipitous never occurred to me. | only know that in those night hours
over my pipe | resolved to forget once and for all that letter | had dis-
covered among the OdeadOmanOseffects, and determined that, while |
sought reconciliation with Ethelwynn, | would keep an open and watch-
ful eye upon Mary and her fellow conspirator.

The suggestion that Ethelwynn, believing herself forsaken, had accep-
ted the declarations of a man she considered more worthy than myself,
lashed me to a frenzy of madness.He should never have her, whoever he
might be. Shehad beenmine, and should remain so, come what might. |
added a postscript, asking her to wire me permission to travel down to
Hereford to see her; then, sealing up the letter, | went out along the
Marylebone Road and posted it in the pillar-box, which | knew was
cleared at five oOclock in the morning.

It was then about three oOclockealm, but rather overcast. The Maryle-
bone Road had at last become hushed in silence. Wagons and cabs had
both ceased,and save for a solitary policeman here and there the long
thoroughfare, sofull of traffic by day, was utterly deserted. | retraced my
steps slowly towards the corner of Harley Street,and was about to open
the door of the house wherein | had OdiggingsOwhen | heard a light,
hurried footstep behind me, and turning, confronted the figure of a slim
woman of middle height wearing a golf cape, the hood of which had
been thrown over her head in lieu of a hat.
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OExcuseme, sir,Oshe cried, in a breathless voice, Obutare you Doctor
Boyd?0

| replied that such was my name.

OOh,IOmin such distress,Oshe said, in the tone of one whose heart is
full of anguish. OMy poor father!O

Olsyour father ill?O1 inquired, turning from the door and looking full
at her. | was standing on the step, and she was on the pavement, having
evidently approached from the opposite direction. She stood with her
back to the street lamp, so | could discern nothing of her features. Only
her voice told me that she was young.

OO0h,heOsery ill,O shereplied anxiously. OHewas taken queer at elev-
en oOclockput he wouldnOt hear of me coming to you. HeO®ne of those
men who donOt like doctors.O

OAh!Ol remarked; Othereare many of his sort about. But they are com-
pelled to seekour aid now and then. Well, what can| do for you? | sup-
pose you want me to see himNeh?0

OYesgsir, if youOdbe so kind. | know its awfully late; but, as youOve
been out, perhaps you wouldnOtmind running round to our house. ItOs
quite close, and |0lltake you there.OShe spoke with the peculiar drawl
and dropped her OhOsO in the manner of the true London-bred girl.

OlOltome if youOllwait a minute,O | said, and then, leaving her out-
side, | entered the house and obtained my thermometer and stethoscope.

When | rejoined her and closed the door | made some inquiries about
the suffererOssymptoms, but the description she gave me was so utterly
vague and contradictory that | could make nothing out of it. Her
muddled idea of his illness | put down to her fear and anxiety for his
welfare.

Shehad no mother, shetold me; and her father had, of late, given way
just a little to drink. He OusedQhe Haycock, in Edgware Road; and she
feared that he had fallen among a hard-drinking set. He was a
pianoforte-maker, and had been employed at BrinsmeadOdor eighteen
years. Since her mother died, six years ago, however, he had never been
the same.

Olt was then that he took to drink?O | hazarded.

OYes,Bhe responded. OHewas devoted to her. They never had a wry
word.O

OWhat has he been complaining of? Pains in the headNor what?0

OO0h, heOseemed thoroughly out of sorts,Oshe answered after some
slight hesitation, which struck me as peculiar. She was greatly agitated
regarding his illness, yet she could not describe one single symptom
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clearly. The only direct statement she made was that her father had cer-
tainly not beendrinking on the previous night, for he had remained in-
doors ever since he came home from the works, as usual, at seven
oOclock.

As she led me along the Marylebone Road, in the same direction as
that | had just traversedNwhich somewhat astonished meNI glanced
surreptitiously at her, just at the moment when we were approaching a
street lamp, and saw to my surprise that she was a sad-faced girl whose
features were familiar. | recognised her in a moment asthe girl who had
beenmy fellow passengerfrom Brighton on that Sunday night. Her hair,
however, was dishevelled, asthough she had turned out from her bed in
too great alarm to think of tidying it. | was rather surprised, but did not
claim acquaintance with her. She led me past Madame TussaudOs,
around Baker Street Station, and then into the maze of those small cross-
streets that lie between Upper Baker Street and Lisson Grove until she
stopped before a small, rather respectable-looking house, half-way along
a short side-street, entering with a latch-key.

In the narrow hall it was quite dark, but she struck a match and lit a
cheap paraffin lamp which stood there in readiness,then led me upstairs
to a small sitting-room on the first floor, a dingy, stuffy little place of a
character which showed me that she and her father lived in lodgings.
Having setthe lamp on the table, and saying that she would go and ac-
quaint the invalid with my arrival, shewent out, closing the door quietly
after her. The room was evidently the home of a studious, if poor, man,
for in a small deal bookcase | noticed, well-kept and well-arranged, a
number of standard works on scienceand theology, as well as various
volumes which told me mutely that their owner was a student, while
upon the table lay a couple of critical reviews, the OSaturdayOand
OSpectator.O

| took up the latter and glanced it over in order to passthe time, for
my conductress seemed to be in consultation with her father. My eye
caught an article that interested me, and | read it through, forgetting for
a moment all about my call there. Fully ten minutes elapsed, when of a
sudden | heard the voice of a man speaking somewhat indistinctly in a
room above that in which | was sitting. He seemedto be talking low and
gruffly, so that | was unable to distinguish what was said. At last,
however, the girl returned, and, asking me to follow her, conducted me
to a bedroom on the next floor.

The only illumination was a single night-light burning in a saucer,
casting a faint, uncertain glimmer over everything, and shaded with an
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open book so that the occupant of the bed lay in deepestshadow. Unlike
what one would have expectedto find in such a house, an iron bedstead
with brassrail, the bed was a great old-fashioned one with heavy wool
damask hangings; and advancing towards it, while the girl retired and
closed the door after her, | bent down to see the invalid.

In the shadow | could just distinguish on the pillow a dark-bearded
face whose appearance was certainly not prepossessing.

OYouare not well?0l said, inquiringly, asour eyesmet in the dim half-
light. OYour daughter is distressed about you.O

OYes,|IOma bit queer,Ohe growled. OButshe neednOthave bothered
you.O

OLetme remove the shade from the light, sothat | can seeyour face,Q
suggested. OItOs too dark to see anything.O

ONo,(he snapped; OlcanObear the light. You can seequite enough of
me here.O

OVerywell,O1 said, reluctantly, and taking his wrist in one hand | held
my watch in the other.

Olfancy youOllfind me a bit feverish,Ohe said in a curious tone, almost
asthough he were joking, and by his manner | at once put him down as
one of those eccentric persons who are sceptical of any achievements of
medical science.

| was holding his wrist and bending towards the light, in order to dis-
tinguish the hands of my watch, when a strange thing happened.

There was a deafening explosion close behind me, which causedme to
jump back startled. | dropped the manOsand and turned quickly in the
direction of the sound; but, as | did so, a second shot from a revolver
held by an unknown person was discharged full in my face.

The truth was instantly plain. | had been entrapped for my watch and
jewelleryNlike many another medical man in London has been before
me; doctors being always an easyprey for thieves. The ruffian shamming
iliness sprang from his bed fully dressed, and at the same moment two
other blackguards, who had been hidden in the room, flung themselves
upon me ere | could realize my deadly peril.

The whole thing had been carefully planned, and it was apparent that
the gang were quite fearless of neighbours overhearing the shots. The
place bore a bad reputation, | knew; but | had never suspected that a
man might be fired at from behind in that cowardly way.

Sosudden and startling were the circumstancesthat | stood for a mo-
ment motionless, unable to fully comprehend their intention. There was
but one explanation. These men intended to kill me!
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Without a secondOsesitation they rushed upon me, and | realized
with heart-sinking that to attempt to resist would be utterly futile. | was
entirely helpless in their hands!
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Chapter 2 1

WOMANOS WILES.

OLooksharp!Ocried the black-bearded ruffian who had feigned illness.
OGive him a settler, OArry. He wants his nerves calminO a bit!O

The fellow had seized my wrists, and | saw that one of the men who
had sprung from his place of concealmentwas pouring someliquid from
a bottle upon a sponge. | caught a whiff of its odourNan odour too fa-
miliar to meNthe sickly smell of chloroform.

Fortunately | am pretty athletic, and with a sudden wrench | freed my
wrists from the fellowOsgrip, and, hitting him one from the shoulder
right between the eyes,senthim spinning back against the chestof draw-
ers. To act swiftly was my only chance.If once they succeededin press-
ing that sponge to my nostrils and holding it there, then all would be
over; for by their appearancel saw they were dangerous criminals, and
not men to stick at trifles. They would murder me.

As | sent down the man who had shammed illness, his two compan-
lons dashed towards me with imprecations upon their lips; but with
lightning speed| sprang towards the door and placed my back againstit.
Solong asl could facethem | intended to fight for life. Their desire was, |
knew, to attack me from behind, asthey had already done. | had surely
had a narrow escape from their bullets, for they had fired at close range.

At GuyOsmany stories have beentold of similar caseswhere doctors,
known to wear valuable watches, diamond rings or scarf pins, have been
called at night by daring thieves and robbed; therefore | always, as pre-
caution, placed my revolver in my pocket when | received a night call to
a case with which | was not acquainted.

| had not disregarded my usual habit when | had placed my thermo-
meter and stethoscopein my pocket previous to accompanying the girl;
therefore it reposed there fully loaded, a fact of which my assailantswere
unaware.
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In much quicker time than it takes to narrate the incident | was again
pounced upon by all three, the man with the spongein readinessto dash
it to my mouth and nostrils.

But asthey sprang forward to seize me, | raised my hand swiftly, took
aim, and fired straight at the holder of the sponge, the bullet passing
through his shoulder and causing him to drop the an¥isthetic as though
it were a live coal, and to spring several feet from the ground.

OGod! IOm shot!O he cried.

But ere the words had left his mouth | fired a second chamber, inflict-
ing a nasty wound in the neck of the fellow with the black beard.

OShootlshoot!Ohe cried to the third man, but it was evident that in the
first struggle, when | had been seized, the manOsevolver had dropped
on the carpet, and in the semi-darkness he could not recover it.

Recognising this, | fired a pot shot in the manOdgirection; then, open-
ing the door, sprang down the stairs into the hall. One of them followed,
but the other two, wounded as they were, did not care to face my
weapon again. They saw that | knew how to shoot, and probably feared
that | might inflict a fatal hurt.

As | approached the front door, and was fumbling with the lock, the
third man flung himself upon me, determined that | should not escape.
With great good fortune, however, | managed to unbolt the door, and
after a desperate struggle, in which he endeavoured to wrest the weapon
from my hand, | succeededat last in gripping him by the throat, and
after nearly strangling him flung him to the ground and escapedinto the
street, just as his associates,hearing his cries of distress, dashed down-
stairs to his assistance.

Without doubt it was the narrowest escapeof my life that | have ever
had, and so excited was | that | dashed down the street hatless until |
emerged into Lisson Grove. Then, and only then, it occurred to me that,
having taken no note of the house, | should be unable to recogniseit and
denounce it to the police. But when one is in peril of oneOdife all other
thoughts or instincts are submerged in the one frantic effort of self-pre-
servation. Still, it was annoying to think that such scoundrels should be
allowed to go scot free.

Breathless,excited, and with nerves unstrung, | opened my door with
my latch-key and returned to my room, where the reading-lamp had
burned low, for it had beenalight all through the night. | mixed myself a
stiff brandy and soda, tossed it off, and then turned to look at myself in
the glass.
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The picture | presented was disreputable and unkempt. My hair was
ruffled, my collar torn open from its stud, and one sleeve of my coat had
been torn out, so that the lining showed through. | had a nasty scratch
across the neck, too, inflicted by the fingernails of one of the black-
guards, and from the abrasion blood had flowed and made a messof my
collar.

Altogether | presented a very brilliant and entertaining spectacle.But
my watch, ring and scarf-pin were in their places. If robbery had been
their motive, as no doubt it had been, then they had profited nothing,
and two of them had been winged into the bargain. The only mode by
which their identity could by chance be discovered was in the event of
those wounds being troublesome. In that casethey would consult a med-
ical man; but asthey would, in all probability, go to somedoctor in adis-
tant quarter of London, the hope of tracing them by such meanswas but
a slender one.

Feeling a trifle faint | satin my chair, resting for a quarter of an hour or
so; then, becoming more composed, | put out the study lights, and after a
refreshing wash went to bed.

The morningOsreflections were somewhat disconcerting. A deliberate
and dastardly attempt had been made upon my life; but with what
motive? The young woman, whose face was familiar, had, | recollected,
asked most distinctly whether | was Doctor BoydNa fact which showed
that the trap had been prepared. | now saw the reasonwhy she was un-
able to describe the manOshami illness, and during the morning, while at
work in the hospital wards, my suspicions became aroused that there
had been some deeper motive in it all than the robbery of my watch or
scarf-pin. Human life had been taken for far less value than that of my
jewellery, | knew; nevertheless,the deliberate shooting at me while | felt
the patientOspulse showed a determination to assassinate.By good for-
tune, however, | had escaped,and resolved to exercise more care in fu-
ture when answering night calls to unknown houses.

Sir Bernard did not come to town that day; therefore | was compelled
to spend the afternoon in the severe consulting-room at Harley Street,
busy the whole time. Shortly before six oOclock,utterly worn out, |
strolled round to my rooms to change my coat before going down to the
SavageClub to dine with my friendsNfor it was Saturday night, and |
seldom missed the genial house-dinner of that most Bohemian of
institutions.

Without ceremony | threw open the door of my sitting-room and
entered, but next instant stood still, for, seated in my chair patiently
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awaiting me was the slim, well-dressed figure of Mary Courtenay. Her
widowOsweeds becameher well; and as she rose with a rustle of silk, a
bright laugh rippled from her lips, and she said:

Olknow 10man unexpected visitor, Doctor, but youOllforgive my call-
ing in this manner, wonOt you?O

OForgive you? Of course,Ol answered; and with politeness which |
confesswas feigned, | invited her to be seated.True to the promise made
to her husband, she had lost no time in coming to seeme, but | was for-
tunately well aware of the purport of her errand.

Olhad no idea you were in London,O1 said, by way of allowing her to
explain the object of her visit, for, in the light of the knowledge | had
gained on the Nene bank two nights previously, her call was of consider-
able interest.

OlOnonly up for a couple of days,Oshe answered. OLondon has not the
charm for me that it used to have,Oand she sighed heavily, asthough her
mind were crowded by bitter memories. Then raising her veil, and re-
vealing her pale, handsome face, she said bluntly, OThereason of my call
is to talk to you about Ethelwynn.O

OWell, what of her?0l asked, looking straight into her face and noti-
cing for the first time a curious shifty look in her eyes,such as| had nev-
er before noticed in her. Shetried to remain calm, but, by the nervous
twitching of her fingers and lower lip, | knew that within her was con-
cealed a tempest of conflicting emotions.

OTospeak quite frankly, Ralph,Oshe said in a calm, serious voice, Ol
donOtthink you are treating her honourably, poor girl. You seemto have
forsaken her altogether, and the neglect has broken her heart.O

ONo, Mrs. Courtenay; you misunderstand the situation,O | protested.
OThatl have neglected her slightly | admit; neverthelessthe neglect was
not wilful, but owing to my constant occupation in my practice.O

OSheOdesperate. Besides,itOscommon talk that youOvebroken off the
engagement.O

OGossipdoes not affect me; therefore why should shetake any heed of
it?0

OWell, she loves you. That you know quite well. You surely could not
have been deceived in those days at Kew, for her devotion to you was
absolute and complete.OShewas pleading her sisterOsausejust as Cour-
tenay had directed her. | felt annoyed that she should thus endeavour to
iImpose upon me, yet saw the folly of betraying the fact that | knew her
secret. My intention was to wait and watch.
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Olcalled at the HennikersOa couple of days ago, but Ethelwynn is no
longer there. SheOs gone into the country, it seems,O | remarked.

OWhere t0?0 she asked quickly.

OSheOs visiting someone near Hereford.O

OOh!Oshe exclaimed, as though a sudden light dawned upon her. Ol
know, then. Why, | wonder, did she not tell me. | intended to call on her
this evening, but it is useless.IOmglad to know, for | donOtcare much for
Mrs. Henniker. SheOs such a very shallow woman.O

OEthelwynn seemsto have wandered about a good deal since the sad
affair at Kew,O | observed.

OYesand so have |,0sheresponded. OAsyou are well aware, the blow
was such a terrible one to me thatNthat somehow | feel | shall never get
over itNnever!O | saw tears, genuine tears, welling in her eyes. If she
could betray emotion in that manner she was surely a wonderful actress.

OTimewill effaceyour sorrow,Ol said, in avoice meant to be sympath-
etic. Olna year or two your grief will not be so poignant, and the past
will gradually fade from your memory. It is always so0.0

She shook her head mournfully.

ONo,Oshe said, Oforin addition to my grief there is the mystery of it
allNa mystery that grows each day more and more inscrutable.O

| glanced sharply at her in surprise. Was she trying to mislead me, or
were her words spoken in real earnest? | could not determine.

OYes,O | acquiesced. OThe mystery is as complete as ever.O

OHas no single clue been found, either by the police or by your
friendNJevons is, | think, his name?0O she asked, with keen anxiety.

OOneor two points have, | believe, been elucidated,Ol answered; Obut
the mystery still remains unsolved.O

OAsit ever will be,Oshe added, with a sigh which appeared to me to
be one of satisfaction, rather than of regret. OThedetails were so cleverly
arranged that the police have been baffled in every endeavour. Is not
that s0?0

| nodded in the affirmative.

OAnd your friend Jevons?Has he given up all hope of any satisfactory
discovery?0

Olreally donOtknow,O | answered. OlOvaot seenhim for quite a long
time. And in any casehe hastold me nothing regarding the result of his
investigations. It is his habit to be mute until he hasgained some tangible
result.O

A puzzled, apprehensive expression crossedher white brow for a mo-
ment; then it vanished into a pleasant smile, as she asked in confidence:
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ONow, tell me, Ralph, what is your own private opinion of the
situation?0

OWell, it is both complicated and puzzling. If we could discover any
reason for the brutal deed we might get a clue to the assassin;but as far
asthe police have been able to gather, it seemsthat there is an entire ab-
sence of motive; hence the impossibility of carrying the inquiries
further.O

OThenthe investigation is actually dropped?Oshe exclaimed, unable to
further conceal her anxiety.

Ol presume it is,O | replied.

Her chest heaved slightly, and slowly fell again. By its movement |
knew that my answer allowed her to breathe more freely.

OYoualso believe that your friend Jevonshas been compelled, owing
to negative results, to relinquish his efforts?0 she asked.

OSuchis my opinion. But | have not seenhim lately in order to consult
him.O

In silence she listened to my answer, and was evidently reassured by
it; yet | could not, for the life of me, understand her mannerNat one mo-
ment nervous and apprehensive, and at the next full of an almost
imperious self-confidence. At times the expression in her eyeswas such
as justified her mother in the fears she had expressedto me. | tried to
diagnose her symptoms, but they were too complicated and
contradictory.

Shespoke again of her sister, returning to the main point upon which
she had sought the interview. She was a decidedly attractive woman,
with a face rendered more interesting by her widowOs garb.

But why was she masquerading so cleverly? For what reason had old
Courtenay contrived to efface his identity so thoroughly? As | looked at
her, mourning for a man who was alive and well, | utterly failed to com-
prehend one single fact of the astounding affair. It staggered belief!

OLetme speak candidly to you, Ralph,Oshe said, after we had been
discussing Ethelwynn for some little time. OAsyou may readily imagine,
| have my sisterOsvelfare very much at heart, and my only desire is to
see her happy and comfortable, instead of pining in melancholy as she
now is. | ask you frankly, have you quarrelled?O

ONo, we have not,O | answered promptly.

OThenif you have not, your neglect is all the more remarkable,Oshe
said. OForgive me for speaking like this, but our intimate acquaintance-
ship in the past gives me a kind of prerogative to speak my mind. You
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wonOtbe offended, will you?Oshe asked, with one of those sweet smiles
of hers that | knew so well.

OOffended?Certainly not, Mrs. Courtenay. We are too old friends for
that.O

OThentake my advice and see Ethelwynn again,Oshe urged. Olknow
how she adores you; | know how your coldness has crushed all the life
out of her. Shehides her secretfrom mother, and for that reasonwill not
come down to Neneford. Seeher, and return to her; for it is a thousand
pities that two lives should be wrecked so completely by some little mis-
understanding which will probably be explained away in a dozen
words. You may consider this appeal an extraordinary one, made by one
sister on behalf of another, but when | tell you that | have not consulted
Ethelwynn, nor does she know that | am here on her behalf, you will
readily understand that | have both your interests equally at heart. To
me it seemsa grievous thing that you should be placed apart in this
manner; that the strong love you bear each other should be crushed, and
your future happiness be sacrificed. Tell me plainly,O she asked in earn-
estness. OYou love her stillNdonOt you?0

Ol do,0 was my frank, outspoken answer, and it was the honest truth.,
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Chapter 2 2

A MESSAGE.

The pretty woman in her widowOs weeds stirred slightly and settled
her skirts, as though my answer had given her the greatest satisfaction.

OThentake my advice, Ralph,Oshe went on. OSeéer again before it is
too late.O

OYou refer to her fresh loverNeh?0 | inquired bitterly.

OHerfresh lover?Oshe cried in surprise. OldonOwunderstand you. Who
is he, pray?0

OIOm in ignorance of his name.O

OButhow do you know of his existence?! have heard nothing of him,
and surely she would have told me. All her correspondence, all her
poignant grief, and all her regrets have been of you.O

OMrs. Henniker gave me to understand that my place in your sisterOs
heart has been filled by another man,O | said, in a hard voice.

OMrs. Henniker!O she cried in disgust. OJustlike that evil-tongued
mischief-maker! 10vetold you already that | detest her. She was my
friend onceNit was she who allured me from my husbandOsside. Why
she exercisessuch an influence over poor Ethelwynn, | canOtell. | do
hope sheQllleave their house and come back home. You must try and
persuade her to do s0.0

ODo you think, then, that the woman has lied?0 | asked.

OlOncertain of it. Ethelwynn has never a thought for any man save
yourself. 101l vouch for that.O

OBut what object can she have in telling me an untruth?0O

The widow smiled.

OAvery deep one, probably. You donOtknow her as well as| do, or
you would suspect all her actions of ulterior motive.O

OWell,0l said, after a pause, Ototell the truth, | wrote to Ethelwynn
last night with a view to reconciliation.O
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