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PROLOGUE: IS ABOUT MYSELF

The whole circumstances of the Stretton Street Affair were so complic-
ated and so amazing from start to finish that, had the facts been related
to me, | confess | should never have for a moment given them credence.

That they were hard, undeniable facts, presenting a problem both
startling and sensational, the reader will quickly learn from this straight-
forward narrativeNan open confession of what actually occurred.

In all innocence, and certainly without any desire to achieve that eph-
emeral notoriety which accruesfrom having oneOgortrait in the pictori-
al press and being besieged by interviewers in search of a Ostory,Ol
found myself, without seeking adventure, one of the chief actors in a
drama which was perhaps one of the strangest and most astounding of
this our twentieth century.

| almost hesitate to set down the true facts, so utterly amazing are
they. Indeed, as| sit in the silence of this old brown room in a low-built
and timbered Surrey farmhouse, with pen and paper before me, | feel
that it is only by a miracle that | have been spared to narrate one of the
most complex and ingenious plots which the human mind, with malice
aforethought, ever conceived.

| ought, | suppose, in opening to tell you something concerning my-
self. Hugh Garfield is my name; my agetwenty-nine, and | am the son of
the late Reverend Francis Garfield, rector of Aldingbourne and minor
canon of Chichester. In the war | served with the Royal Air Forceand ob-
tained my pilotOscertificate. | went to Franceand afterwards to Italy, and
on being demobilized returned to my work as an electrical engineer in
the employ of Messrs. Francis and Goldsmith, the well-known firm
whose palatial offices are in Great George Street, Westminster, quite
close to the Institute of Electrical Engineers.

Though | had obtained my Degree in Sciencel was at the time em-
ployed a good deal upon clerical work. Five years of war had, of course,
been something of a set-backto my career, but in our reputable firm our
places had beenkept open for usNfor those who returned, and we were,
alas! only three out of twenty-eight.

Perhaps it was that having done my duty and obtained my captaincy
and a Military Cross, the loyal, old-fashioned firm regarded me with
considerable favour. At any rate, it setits face against anything German,
even in the post-war days when the enemy sent its Ambassador to the
Court of St. James,and we weakheartedly reopened trade with the



diabolical Huns and allowed them to dump in their cheap and nasty
goods just as though no war had happened.

Messrs. Francis and Goldsmith was a private firm, and the principals
were both fine, patriotic Britons. Though electrical appliances were com-
ing from Germany wholesale, and being put in to the market at prices
with which British firms could never hope to compete, yet they stuck to
their old resolution when in 1918 they had joined the Anti-German
Union of ONo German Goods.O

Would that all other firms, electrical and otherwise, had done likewise!

Before | describe the amazing adventures which befell me | suppose |
ought to tell you the exactcircumstances.| had an excellent business ap-
pointment, with a salary which was quite adequate for my modest needs
as a bachelor. Further, my Aunt Emily had died and left me quite a com-
fortable little fortune in addition. | shared a small flat in Rivermead Man-
sions, just over Hammersmith Bridge, with another bachelor, a young so-
licitorNa dark-haired, clean-shaven,alert fellow named Henry Hamble-
don, who had created quite a good practice, with only small fees of
course, at the Hammersmith Police Court and its vicinity.

| first met Hambledon at the frontNyears ago it seemsin these days
when events march on so rapidly. For nearly a year we were brother-of-
ficers, until | was sent to Italy. We met again after the Armistice and set
up housekeeping together, our female OKaiserinCbeing a sharp-featured,
grey-haired young lady of about fifty-five, who Olooked after usOvery
well, and though she possessedmany idiosyncrasies, did not rob us
quite so openly as do most housekeepers of the London bachelorOs home.

Harry was one of the bestof good fellows. He had seena lot of service
ever since he had responded to his countryOscall and joined up as a
private. We always got on excellently together, so we had furnished our
pleasant little six-roomed, second-floor flat quite comfortably, and as
Harry had looked after the artistic side of its furnishingsNaided by a pal
of his, an impecunious artist who lived in ChelseaNit certainly was a
very passable bachelorOs snuggery.

The small front room commanded a view over the river with works,
wharves, and high factory chimneys on the Middlesex shore. To the left,
acrossthe long suspension bridge, was Chiswick and Kew, while to the
right lay Putney and Chelsea. Before the house flowed the great broad
muddy river where once each year the University eights flashed past,
while ever and anon, year in, year out, noisy tugs towed strings of black
barges up and down the stream.



Away acrossthe high-road to the left were the great reservoirs of Lon-
donOswater works, a huge open space always fresh and breezy even
within a stoneOshrow of stifled Hammersmith, with its OtubesCand its
dancing-halls. Used aswe both had beento years of roughing it, the spot
had taken our fancy, and we got on famously together. On most even-
ings we were out, but sometimes, before we turned in, we would sit and
smoke and laugh over our stirring adventures and humorous incidents
in the war, and the OscrapsO we had been safely through.

Since his demobilization Harry had fallen deeply in love with an ex-
tremely pretty girl named Norah Peyton, who lived in a house overlook-
ing the Terrace Gardens at Richmond, and whose father was partner in a
firm of well-known importers in Mincing Lane. As for myself, | was
Ounattached.OLike every other young man of my age | had, of course,
had several little affairs of the heart, all of which had, however, died
within a few short weeks.

Now it happened that on the evening of the day prior to the opening
of this strange series of adventures which befell me, | was in the city of
York, whither | had gone on business for the firm, and as my old-fash-
loned employers allowed first-class travelling expenses,| entered an
empty first-class compartment of the London expresswhich left York at
six-twenty-three, and was due at KingOs Cross at ten-thirty.

A few moments later a fellow-passenger appeared, a well-dressed,
middle-aged man, who asked me in French if the train went to London,
and on my replying in the affirmative, he thanked me profusely and
joined me.

Olregret, mOsieurthat |, alas! know so very leetle of your Engleesh,0
he remarked pleasantly, and continued in French: OSometimesmy ignor-
ance places me in great difficulty when en voyagéere.O

Knowing French fairly well we soon commenced to chat in that lan-
guage. He struck me asa man of considerable refinement and education.
Therefore it was no surprise to me when he told me that, as an official at
the head office of the CrZdit Lyonnais in Paris, it was his duty sometimes
to visit their correspondents in the chief commercial centres of Great
Britain.

Olam on my way from Glasgow back to Paris,Ohe said. OButl had to
break my journey in York this morning. | shall leave London for Paris to-
morrow. | shall travel by the air-route,O he added; Oitis so much quicker,
and far lessfatiguing. | have been backwards and forwards to the Croy-
don Aerodrome quite half a dozen times of late.O



OYes,d remarked. OTravelby aeroplane must be of very considerable
advantage to really busy men.O

And thus we chatted until dinner was announced, and we went to-
gether along the corridor to the restaurant-car, where we sat opposite
each other.

As the train sped along over the flat fertile country through Doncaster
and Grantham on that moonlit winterOsnight we sat gossiping pleas-
antly, for | had looked forward to a lonely journey back to London.

| have OknockedaboutOever since the commencement of the war, but |
abhor alonely four-hour railway journey. | had had enough of slow rail-
way journeys in France and elsewhere. But on that evening | confess|
was greatly taken with my fellow-traveller.

He had all the alertnessand exquisite politeness of the Parisian, and he
compelled me to have a Benedictine at his expense. Then, as aquid pro
guag he took one of my cigarettes.

Later, when we had concluded the usual and never-altering meal
provided by the Great Northern Railway CompanyNI often wonder
who are the culinary artists who devise those menus which faceus on all
English trainsNwe returned to our compartment to stretch ourselves in
our corners and to smoke. Grantham we had passed and we were ap-
proaching Peterborough, the old fen town with the ancient cathedral.

In French my friend the banker kept up a continuous chatter, even
though | was tired and drowsy. He had told me much concerning him-
self, and I, in turn, told him of my profession and where | lived. | did not
tell him very much, for | am one of those persons who prefer to keep
themselvesto themselves.| seldom give strangers any information. After
a time, indeed, | tired of him.

At last we entered KingOs CrossNa little late, as is usual on a long run.

Ol have to get to the Carlton,O my companion said. OOf course there
will be no taxis. But are not you in London very badly served in that re-
spect? We, in Paris, have taxis at any hour. When your stations close |
find always a great difficulty in getting a conveyance.By the way! Could
you not dine with me to-morrow night?0

Olam sorry,Ol replied. OButl have arranged to visit my uncle in Orch-
ard Street.O

Two minutes later the train drew up slowly, and wishing my fellow-
traveller bon soir, | expressed a hope that one day, ere long, we might
meet again. | had not given him my card, as our acquaintance was only
upon chance, andNwell, after all, he was only a passing foreigner.



Half an hour after | had stepped from the train, | was back again in my
cosy little flat in Rivermead Mansions, after a very strenuous day. On the
hall table lay a letter from my solicitors. | tore it open eagerly and read
that they regretted to inform me that certain investments | had made a
year before, with the money which my aunt had left me, had not realized
my expectations. In other words, | had lost the whole of my money!

All | possessed was the salary paid me by Messrs. Francis and
Goldsmith.

My heart stood still. The blow staggered me. Yet, after all, | had beena
foolNa fact which my solicitors had hinted at the time.

| crushed the letter in my hand and passed on into the little sitting-
room.

Harry had gone out to a dance, and had left a scribbled note on the
table saying that he had his latchkey and would not be back until two or
so. He wished me Ocheerio.O So having smoked a final cigarette | retired.

Next day | went to the office in Great George Streetand reported upon
the business| had done in YorkNand good businessit was, too, with the
Municipal Electric SupplyNand in the evening | returned across Ham-
mersmith Bridge at about six oOclock.

At sevenour buxom OKaiserinQput our meal upon the tableNa roast,
a sweet, and a wedge of Cheshire cheese.The mind of the dear old soul,
who had so many relations, never rose above the butcherOsjoint and
apple tart. Alas! that cooking is an art still unknown in our dear old Eng-
land. We sit at table only by NatureOsnecessityNnot to enjoy the kindly
fruits of the earth as do other nations.

Yet what could we expect of the OAmmersmith charlady who looked
after us?Nand who, by the way, probably looked after her own pocket as
well.

The bachelorO$iousekeeperis always a fifteen puzzleNtwelve for her-
self and the remaining three for her employer. As sure asrain comesin
winter, so doesthe smug and sedatefemale who keepshouse for the un-
fortunate unattached male place the onus of housekeeping bills upon
him and reap the desserts of life for herself.

On that particular evening | felt very tired, for in the five days of my
absencemany businessmatters had accumulated, and | had had much to
attend to.

Harry, who ate hurriedlyNeven gobbling his foodNtold me that he
was taking Norah to the theatre, hence, after dinner, | was left alone. |
read the evening paper when he had left, and then, at eight oOclock,
stretched myself, for it was time that | went out to my uncleOs.



The evening was cold and bright, with twinkling stars which on air-
raid nights in London would have caused much perturbation among av-
erage householders and their families.

Our OKaiserinOhad gone home, so | rose, put on my overcoat,
switched off the lights and descended the stairs to Hammersmith Bridge.

Thus, as you, my reader, will realize, | went out in the manner of a
million other men in London on that particular night of Wednesday, the
seventh of November.

And yet all unconsciously | plunged into a vortex of mystery and un-
certainty such as, perhaps, no other living man has ever experienced.

Again | hesitate to pen these lines.

Yet, be patient, and | will endeavour, asfar as| am able in these cold
printed pages,to reveal exactly what occurred, without any exaggeration
or hysterical meanderings. My only object being to present to you a
plain, straightforward, and unvarnished narrative of those amazing oc-
currences, and in what astounding circumstances | found myself.

Surely it was not any of my own seekingNas you will readily under-
stand. Becausel performed what | believed to be a good actionNas most
readers of these pageswould have done in similar circumstancesNI was
rewarded by unspeakable trouble, tribulation and tragedy.



Chapter 1

INTRODUCES OSWALD DE GEX

| had promised to call upon Charles Latimer, my bachelor uncle, a re-
tired naval captain, a somewhat crusty old fellow who lived in Orchard
Street, which runs between Oxford Streetand Portman Square.| usually
went there twice a week. With that intent | took a motor Obudrom Ham-
mersmith Broadway as far as Hyde Park Corner.

As | stepped off the Obusgain began to fall, so turning up the collar of
my coat | hurried up Park Lane, at that hour half deserted.

When half-way up to Oxford Street| turned into one of the small,
highly aristocratic streetsleading into Park Streetas a short cut to Orch-
ard Street. The houseswere all of them fine town mansions of the aristo-
cracy, most of them with deep porticos and deeper areas.

Stretton Streetwas essentially one inhabited by the highest in London
society. | had passed through it many timesNas a Londoner does in
making short cutsNwithout even noticing the name. The LondonerOs
geography is usually only by the landmarks of street corners and OtubeO
stations.

As | hurried along through the rain, | suddenly heard a manOsvoice
behind me say:

OExcuse me, sir! But may | speak to you for just one second?0

| turned, and as| halted, a bare-headed young man-servant in livery,
with waistcoat of striped black-and-yellow, faced me.

OlOmsorry, sir,0he exclaimed breathlessly, Obut will you wait just a
moment?0

OWhat do you want?O | asked, surprised at being thus accosted.

OWould you oblige my master, sir?Oinquired the young man eagerly.
OHeis in some very great trouble. Only a moment, sir. Justcome in and
seehim. Do. Poor fellow! heOsn great trouble. Do come in and seehim,
sir,O he begged.

Amazed at this appeal, and my curiosity aroused, | consented, and fol-
lowed the man back to a great stone-built mansion about fifty yards



away. The front door in its deep portico stood open, just as the servant
had left it when, apparently, he had dashed out into the street to accost
the first passer-by.

OIOnsure my master will be most grateful to you, sir,Othe young foot-
man said as | crossed the threshold.

We passedthrough a large square hall and up a great flight of softly-
carpeted stairs to the library on the first floorNa big, sombre room, lined
with books from floor to ceilingNevidently the den of a studious man.

In the grate there burned a bright log fire, and on either side stood two
deep leather arm-chairs. It was a room possessingthe acme of cosiness
and comfort. Over the fireplace was set a large circular painting of the
Madonna and ChildNevidently the work of some Italian master of the
seventeenth centuryNwhile here and there stood several exquisite
bronzes.

In the window on the left was seta great carved Renaissancewriting-
table, and upon it burned an electric lamp with an artistic shade of emer-
ald glass.

A few moments later a man in evening-dress
entered hurriedlyNalmost breathlessly. | judged him to be about forty-
five, dark-haired and decidedly handsome, but his complexion was a
trifle sallow, and his features had a decidedly Oriental cast.

He greeted me profusely in a quiet, highly refined voice. Though his
appearance was foreign, yet he was certainly English.

OlOnmeally awfully sorry to trouble you, sir,Ohe said in a tone of pro-
fuse apology, Obutthe fact is that | find myself in a state of considerable
perplexity. It is extremely good of you to consentto accompany Horton
back here. | only hope that | have not interfered with any appointment
you have to keep.O

ONotat all,Ol replied, wondering who my host might be, for the whole
affair was so sudden and unexpected that | was bewildered.

ODosit down, and have a cigar,Osaid my unknown host cheerily, and
he took up a large silver box from a side table whereon was set a de-
canter of whisky, a syphon of soda water and four glassesupon a beauti-
ful old tray of Georgian silver.

| selecteda Corona, and sinking into the inviting chair, lit it, while he
also took a cigar, and having clipped off the end, lit up as well.

We chatted affably, for my host was certainly geniality itself.

OThisis quite an unexpected visit!O | remarked laughing, wondering
still why | had been called in.

10



OYes, e said. Olshould not have had the pleasure of your acquaint-
ancehad it not beenfor the great trouble | have to-night,O and he drew a
deep sigh, while acrosshis dark face passed an expression of pain and
regret. OSomemen are happy, others areNare, well, unfortunately un-
happy in their domestic life. I, alas! am one of the latter,O he added.

OThat is very regrettable,O | said sympathetically.

OMy wife,O he said hoarsely after a pause, Omywife took out my little
boy this evening and deliberately left him in Westbourne GroveNjust in
order to spite me! Then she rang me up from some call-office and told
me what she had done. Put yourself in my place,Ohe said. OWould you
not be indignant? Would you not be filled with hatredNandNNO

Ol certainly should,® was my reply. OIOna bachelor, and sometimes
when | seeso many unhappy marriages | fear to take the matrimonial
plunge myself.O

OAh! Take my advice and remain single aslong as ever you can, my
dear sir. INI havenOt the pleasure of your name.O

OGarfieldNHugh Garfield,O | said.

OMineis De GexNOswald De Gex,Ohe said. OYoumay perhaps have
heard of me.O

Heard of Oswald De Gex! Of course | had! He was reputed to be one
of the wealthiest of men, but he lived mostly in Paris or at his magnifi-
cent villa outside Florence. It was common knowledge that he had, dur-
ing the war, invested a level million sterling in the War Loan, while he
was constantly giving great donations to various charities. Somewhat ec-
centric, he preferred living abroad to spending his time in England, be-
cause,it was said, of some personal quarrel with another Member of the
House of Commons which had arisen over a debate soon after he had
been elected.

| recollected, too, that his wifeNwhose handsome pictured face so of-
ten appeared in the newspapersNwas the daughter of a sporting baron-
et, yet | had never heard any whisper of such matrimonial troubles ashe
had just revealed to me.

He seemeda most easy-going man, whose clean-shavenface under the
softly shaded electric light did not now appear so sallow and foreign as
at first. His eyeswere dark and rather deeply set, while his mouth was
narrow and refined, with a dimple in the centre of his chin. His cast of
features was certainly foreign, and handsome withalNa face full of
strength and character. When he spoke he slightly aspirated his cOsand
now and then he gesticulated when enthusiastic, due, of course, to his
long residence abroad.
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Often | had read in the newspapers of the splendid medi3val castle
which he had bought from the Earl of Weymount, a castle perched high
upon the granite rocks facing the Channel, between the Lizard and St.
Ruan. He had spent a fortune in restoring it, yet he very seldom visited
it. The historic place, with its wind-swept surroundings, was given over
to his agent at Truro and to a caretaker.

As a matter of fact, | had once seenit while on a summer tour in Corn-
wall five years before, a great square keep with four towers, storm-worn
and forbiddingNone of the most perfect specimens of the medi¥aval
castlesin England. | had beentold by the man who drove the hired car
about its history, how in the early fourteenth century it had been the
home of William Auberville, a favourite of Edward Il. From the
Aubervilles the old fortress had passed a century later into the Wey-
mount family, and had been their ancestral home for centuries.

| chancedto mention that | had seenthe castle,whereupon the million-
aire smiled, and remarked:

Olfear that IOvenot been there lately. | am so very seldom in England
nowadays. Besides,the old place is so cold and gloomy. It is draughty
even on a summerOglay. My wife liked it when we were marriedNliked
it until somebody told her of a family legend, how Hugh de Weymount,
in the fifteenth century, walled up his wife in the north tower and left
her to starve to death. Ever since she heard that story she has hated the
old place. But,O he added with a hard laugh, Oitis most probably not
true, and if the gallant knight actually did such athing, perhaps, after all,
the lady deserved it!O

My friend certainly seemed soured against the opposite sex. And
surely he had just causeto beif his wife, in order to spite him, had delib-
erately lost the heir, little Oswald De Gex, in Westbourne Grove.

It was a strange thing that the heir of one of the wealthiest men in Bri-
tain should have been abandoned in Bayswater. As a bachelor, |
wondered as to the state of mind of the motherNa mother who could
take out her child on a winterOsnight, without hat or coat, and deliber-
ately cast him adrift just to annoy her husband.

But the gentler sexin these days of drugs and dancing are, it must be
admitted, strangely abnormal. Women with crazesabound everywhere.
That women are emancipated from the almost Oriental thraldom in
which they lived in the days of Victoria the Good is a bright sign of our
timesNthe times of discovery, refinement, and mutual happiness of all
classes.But certain circlesNthose circles wherein women take drugs to
enable them to dance the better, circles where opium is smoked, and
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where morals do not count, where religion is scoffed at and relegated to
the limbo of an out-of-date fiction, and where only the possessor of
money counts, there is a strange and mysterious phase of Society indes-
cribable by the pen. Only those who know of them by personal experi-
enceNthe experience of OfastlivingONcan understand it. And even the
man-about-town stands aghast at the ultra-modern crazes.

As we sat chatting in that quiet comfortable room, | confessthat | be-
came rather fascinated by my host. Perhaps he was a trifle too cynical at
times, but his matrimonial trouble no doubt accounted for it.

Suddenly he rose and stretched himself rather wearily, | thought. The
thin, delicate hand which held his cigar was long and tapering, and upon
his finger was an antique Florentine ring in the form of a small emerald
moth. | particularly noticed it as of very unusual pattern. | recollected
seeing one of the same design in the Louvre Museum in Paris several
years before.

OAh!Ohe sighed. Olshall very soon leave London againNthank good-
ness!Next week | return to Fiesole for the winter. | am no great lover of
LondonNare you, Mr.NMr. Garfield?0

OMy business as an electrical engineer keeps me in London,O was my
reply. OBesides] have recently sustained a very heavy financial loss. If,
however, | were independent | should certainly live in the country. Lon-
don has, to me, become unbearable since the war.O

OAh! | quite agree,Oreplied my host. OAIll our fine British traditions
seem to have gone by the board. That, at least, is my own view. But
thereNperhaps | am getting an old fogey.O

OldonOthink so,dl replied. OEveryonewho knows you, Mr. De Gex, is
well aware of your up-to-dateness, and your great generosity.O

OAre they?Ohe asked, smiling wearily. OPersonally| care very little.
Popularity and prosperity can be manufactured by any shrewd press-
agent employed at so much a year. Without publicity, the professional
man or woman would never obtain a hearing. Theseare the days when
incompetency properly boomed raises the incompetent to great-
nessNand even to Cabinet rank. Neither would the society woman ever
obtain a friend without her boom,Ohe went on. OBah!lOmsick of it alllO
he added with a sweep of his thin white hand. OButit is refreshing to
talk with you, a stranger.O

He was certainly frank in his criticisms, and | was not at all surprised
when he commenced to question me asto my profession, where | lived,
and what were my future plans.
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| told him quite openly of my position, and that | lived in Rivermead
Mansions with my friend Hambledon; and | also mentioned again the
financial blow | had just received.

OWell,0Ohe said lazily, OlOngreatly indebted to you, Mr. Garfield, for
deigning to come in and seea much-worried man. Ah! you do not know
how | suffer from my wifeOshatred of me. My poor little Oswald. Fancy
abandoning him in order that the police might find him. But happily he
is back. Think of the publicityNfor the papers would have been full of
my son being lost.OThen, after a pause, he added: Olhope we shall see
each other again before | go back to Italy.O

At that moment, the butler, Horton, entered with a card upon a silver
salver, whereupon | rose to leave.

OOh! dondt go yet!O my host urged quickly, as he glanced at the card.

Ols he waiting?O asked Mr. De Gex, turning to his servant.

OYes, sir.O

OOh,well. Yes, IOllsee him,O he said. And then, excusing himself, he
rose and left, followed by the man.

Why, | wondered, had | beeninvited there? It seemedcurious that this
exceedingly rich man was bursting to confide his domestic troubles to a
perfect stranger.

| glanced around the handsome, well-furnished room.

Upon the writing-table lay a number of letters, and upon the red
blotting-pad was a big wad of Treasury notes, under an elastic band, cast
aside heedlessly, as rich men often do.

As | sat there awaiting my hostOseturn, | recollected how, in the pre-
vious year, | had seenin the pictorial press photographs of the hand-
some Mrs. De Gex attired in jersey and breeches,with knitted cap and
big woollen scarf, lying upon her stomach on a sleigh on the Cresta run.
In another photograph which | recollected she was watching some ski-
ing, and still another, when she was walking in the park with a well-
known Cabinet Minister and his wife. But her husband never appeared
in print. One of his well-known idiosyncrasies was that he would never
allow himself to be photographed.

At the end of the room | noticed, for the first time, a pair of heavy
oaken folding-doors communicating with the adjoining apartment, and
as | sat there | fancied | heard a womanOsshrill but refined voiceNthe
voice of a well-bred young woman, followed by a peal of light, almost
hysterical, laughter, in which a man joined.

My adventure was certainly a strange one. | had started out to visit my
prosaic old uncleNas | so often didNand | had anticipated a very boring
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time. But here | was, by a most curious circumstance, upon friendly
terms with one of the richest men in England.

Further, he seemedto have taken an unusual fancy to me. Probably be-
cause | had been sympathetic regarding the rescue of little Oswald De
Gex. But why he should have confided all this to me | failed to realize.

As | satthere by the cheerful fire | heard the voices again raised in the
adjoining roomNthe voices of a man and a woman.

Suddenly a sweet perfume greeted my nostrils. At first it seemedlike
that of an old-fashioned pot-pourriof lavender, verbena and basalt, such
as our grandmothers decocted in their punch-bowls from dried rose-
leavesto give their rooms a sweet odour. The scentreminded me of my
motherOs drawing-room of long ago.

Gradually it became more and more pungent. It seemed as though
some pastille were burning somewhere, for soon it became almost sick-
ening, an odour utterly overbearing.

At the sametime | felt a curious sensation creeping over me. Why |
could not tell.

| was both agitated and annoyed. | had only half finished my drink,
and it was certainly not alcohol that was affecting me. Rather it seemed
to be that curious old-world perfume which each moment grew more
pungent.

| struggled against it. What would my newly-found friend think if he
returned to find me overcome?

| gained my feet with difficulty and managed to walk acrossthe car-
pet, holding my breath.

Certainly my nightOs adventure was, to say the least, a curious one.

Yetin our post-war days in London the man who ventures about town
after dark can easily meet with as strange occurrences and narrow es-
capesas ever were described by the pioneers of Central Africa. The ex-
plorer Stanley himself declared that the African jungle was safer than the
crossing of the Strand.

| suppose | must have remained in the chair into which | again sank
for a further ten minutes. My head swam. My mental balance seemedto
have become strangely upset by that highly pungent odour of lavender
and verbena.l could even taste it upon my tongue, and somehow it
seemed to paralyse all my senses save two, those of sight and reason.

| had difficulty in moving my mouth, my fingers, and my shoulders,
but my senseof smell seemedto have become extremely acute. Yet my
muscles seemedrigid, although my brain remained perfectly clear and
unimpaired.
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It was that scent of verbenaNnow terrible and detestableNa million
times more potent than any bath soapNwhich filled my nostrils so that it
seemed to choke me. | longed for fresh air.

By dint of persistent effort | rose, dragged myself across the room,
drew aside the heavy silken curtain, and opening the window leaned out
into the cold air, gasping for breath.

Where was Mr. De Gex?

For about five minutes | remained there, yet even the night air gave
me little relief. My throat had become contracted until | seemedto be
choking.

By the exerciseof greater effort | staggered back, aghast at the sudden
and unaccountable attack, and pressed the electric bell beside the fire-
place to summon my host or the estimable Horton. Then | sank back into
the arm-chair, my limbs paralysed.

How long | remained there | cannot tell for that pungent odour had, at
last, dulled my brain. | had heard of cocaine, of opium, and of other
drugs, and it occurred to me that | might be under the influence of one or
the other of them. Yet the idea was absurd. | was Mr. De GexOguest,
and | could only suppose that my sudden seizure was due to natural
causesNto some complication of a mental nature which | had never sus-
pected. The human brain is a very complex composition, and its strange
vagaries are only known to alienists.

| seemed stifled, and | sat clutching the arms of the big leather chair
when my host at last entered, smiling serenely and full of apologies.

OlOnawfully sorry to have left you, Mr. Garfield, but my agent called
to do some very urgent business. Pray excuse me, wonOt you?0

OINIOmawfully sorry!O | exclaimed. OButINI donOtfeel very well. |
must apologize, Mr. De Gex, but would you ask your man to order me a
taxi? INwell, IOve come over strangely queer since youOve been out.O

OBah!my dear fellow,O he laughed cheerily. OYouOlurely be all right
in afew minutes. Stay here and rest. IOmsorry you donOffeel well. YouOll
be better soon. 101l order my car to take you home in half an hour.O

Then he crossedto the telephone, rang up a number, and ordered his
car to be at the house in half an hour.

Then he rang for Horton, who brought me a liqueur glass of old
brandy, which at my hostOs suggestion | swallowed.

Mr. De Gex, standing upon the thick Turkey hearthrug with his cigar
between his lips, watched me closely. Apparently he was considerably
perturbed at my sudden iliness, for he expressedregret, hoping that the
brandy would revive me.

16



It, however, had the opposite effect. The strong perfume like pot-
pourri had confused my sensesbut the brandy dulled them still further. |
felt inert and unable to move a muscle, or even to exercise my will
power. Yet my sense of sight was quite unimpaired.

| recollect distinctly how the dark keen-faced aristocrat-looking man
stood before me alert and eager, as he gazedintently into my face as
though watching the progress of my seizure which had so completely
paralysed me.

Of a sudden a loud shriek sounded from the adjoining roomNa wo-
manOs wild shriek of terror.

My hostOs thin lips tightened.

The scream was repeated, and continued.

OExcuse me,O he exclaimed as he left the room hastily.

| sat with ears alert. It was surely most strange that the well-known
millionaire, whose name was on everyoneQdips, had confided in me as
he had done. Why had he done so?

The screams of terror continued for about half a minute. Then they
seemed stifled down to heavy sobbing. They seemed to be hysterical
sobs, as of someone who had suffered from some great shock.

| was full of wonderment. It was unusual, | thought, that such noises
should be heard in a sedate West End mansion.

There was a long-drawn-out sob, and then silence. A dead silence!

A few moments later Mr. De Gex came in looking very flushed and
excited.

OMy troubles are ever on the increase,Ohe exclaimed breathlessly.
OCome, Mr. Garfield. Come with me.O

He assistedme to my feet and led me out into the corridor and into the
adjoining room.

To my surprise it was a great handsomely furnished bedroom with
heavy hangings of yellow silk before the windows, and a great dressing-
table with a huge mirror with side wings. Along one side were ward-
robes built into the wall, the doors being of satinwood beautifully inlaid.

In the centre stood a handsome bed, and upon it lay a young and
beautiful girl wearing a dark blue sergewalking dress of the latest mode.
Her hat was off, and acrossher dark hair was a band of black velvet. The
light, shining upon her white faceNa countenance which has ever since
been photographed upon my memoryNleft the remainder of the room in
semi-darkness.
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OMy poor niece!lOMr. De Gex said breathlessly. OSheNshehas been
subject to fits of hysteria. The doctor has warned her of her heart. You
heard her cries. INI believe sheOs dead!O

We both moved to the bed, my host still supporting me. | bent cau-
tiously and listened, but | could hear no sound of breathing. Her heart
has ceased to beat!

He took a hand mirror from the dressing-table and held it over her
mouth. When he withdrew it it remained unclouded.

OSheCOdeadN deadOhe exclaimed. OAndNwell, | am in despair. First,
my wife defies meNand now poor Gabrielle is dead! How would you
feel?0

Ol really donOt know,O | whispered.

OComeback with me into the library,O he urged. OWecanOspeak here.
INwellNI want to be perfectly frank with you.O

And he conducted me back to the room where we had been seated
together.

| had resumed my seatmuch puzzled and excited by the tragedy that
had occurredNthe sudden death of my hostOs niece.

ONow, look here,Oexclaimed Mr. De Gex, standing upon the hearth-
rug, his sallow face pale and drawn. OYourpresencehere is most oppor-
tune. You must render me assistancein this unfortunate affair, Mr. Gar-
field. | feel that | can trust you, and INwell, | hope you can trust me in
return. Will you consent to help me?0

Oln what way?O | asked.

OIOnm aholeNa desperate hole,Ohe said very anxiously. OPoorGabri-
elle has died, but if it gets out that her death is sudden, then there must
be a coronerOsnquiry with all its publicityNphotographs in the picture-
papers, and, perhaps, all sorts of mud cast at me. | want to avoid all
thisNand you alone can help me!O

OHow?0 | inquired, much perturbed by the tragic occurrence.

OBy giving a death certificate.O

OBut IOm not a doctor!O

OYoucan passasone,Ohe said, looking very straight at me. OBesidesit
IS so easy for you to write out a certificate and sign it, with a change of
your Christian name. There is a Gordon Garfield in the OMedicalList.O
WonOtyou do it for me, and help me out of a very great difficulty? Do! |
implore you,O he urged.

OButNININNO

OPleaseado not hesitate. You have only to give the certificate. Here is
pen and paper. And hereis a blank form. My niece died of heart disease,
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for which you have attended her several times during the past six
months.O

Ol certainly have not!O

ONo,Ohe replied, grinning. Olam aware of that. But surely five thou-
sand pounds is easily earned by writing out a certificate. 101l write
itNyou only just copy it,Oand he bent and scribbled some words upon a
slip of paper.

Five thousand pounds! It was a tempting offer in face of the fact that |
had just lost practically a similar sum.

OBut how do | know that MissNNO

OMiss Engledue,O he said.

OWell,how do | know that Miss Engledue has notNwell, has not met
with foul play?O | asked.

OYoudonOt,my dear sir. That | admit. Yet you surely do not suspect
me of murdering my nieceNthe girl | have brought up as my own
daughter,0 and he laughed grimly. OFivethousand pounds is a decent
sum,O he added. OANd in this case you can very easily earn it.O

OBy posing as a medical man,O | remarked. OA very serious offence!O

Again my host smiled, and shrugged his shoulders.

OWell,Ohe said, after a pause. OHereis the certificate for you to copy.
Rejectmy offer if you like; but | think you must agree that it is a most
generous one. To me, money is but little object. My only concern is the
annoying publicity which a coronerOs inquiry must bring.O

| confessthat | was wavering. The shrewd, clever man at once realized
the position, and again he conducted me to the chamber where the
young girl was lying cold and still.

| shall ever recollect that beautiful face, white and cold like chiselled
marble it seemed, for rigor mortiswas apparently already setting in.

Back again in the library Oswald De Gex took from his safe a bundle
of hundred-pound Bank of England notes, and counted them outNfifty
of them.

He held them in his hand with a sheetof blank notepaper bearing an
address in Queen Anne Street, Cavendish Square, and a blank form.
Thus he tempted meNandNand at last | fell!

When | had written and signed the certificate, he handed me the
bundle of notes.

| now remember that, at that moment, he took some pastilles from his
pocket and placed one in his mouth. | thought perhaps they were throat
lozenges. Of a sudden, however, the atmosphere seemed to be
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overpoweringly oppressive with the odour of heliotrope. It seemed a
house of subtle perfumes!

The effect upon me was that of delirious intoxication. | could hear
nothing and | could think of nothing.

My senses were entirely confused, and | became utterly dazed.

What did it all mean?

| only know that | placed the wad of bank notesin the inner pocket of
my waistcoat, and that | was talking to the millionaire when, of a sud-
den, my brain felt as though it had suddenly become frozen.

The scent of verbena becamenauseatingNeven intoxicating. But upon
Oswald De Gex, who was still munching his pastille, the odour appar-
ently had no effect.

All |1 recollect further is that | sank suddenly into a big arm-chair,
while my hostOsface grinned demoniacally in complete satisfaction. |
slowly lapsed into blank unconsciousness.

Little did | at the time dream with what amazing clevernessthe trap
into which | had fallen had been baited.

But what happened to me further | will endeavour to describe to you.
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Chapter 2

THE SISTEROS STORY

A strange sensation crept over me, for | suddenly felt that my brain,
dazed by that subtle odour of pot-pourri, was slowly uncloudingNever
so slowlyNuntil, to my amazement, | found myself seated upon a
garden chair on along veranda which overlooked a sloping garden, with
the blue-green sunlit sea beyond.

Of the lapse of time | have no idea to this day; nor have | any know-
ledge of what happened to me.

All | am able to relate is the fact that | found myself in overcoat and
hat seated upon a long terrace in the noon sunlight of winter.

| gazed around, utterly astonished. The clothes | wore seemed coarse
and unfamiliar. My hand went to my chin, when | found that | had
grown a beard! My surroundings were strange and mysterious. The
houses on either side were white and inartistic, with sloping roofs and
square windows. They were foreignNevidently French!

The shrill siren of a factory sounded somewhere, releasing the work-
ers. Far away before me a steameraway on the horizon left along trail of
smoke behind, while here and there showed the brown sails of fishing
boats.

| rose from my seat,filled with curiosity, and glanced at the house be-
fore which | stood. It was a big square building of red brick with many
square windows. It seemed like a hospital or institution.

That it was the former was quickly revealed, for a few moments after |
had risen, a nursing-sister in atri-winged linen head-dressappeared and
spoke kindly to me, asking in French how | felt on that glorious morning.

Olam quite all right,O was my reply in French. OButwhere am 1?0l in-
quired, utterly dazed.

ONevermind, mOsieurwhere you are,Oreplied the stout, middle-aged
woman in blue uniform and broad collar. OYou have only to get better.O

OButl am better,Ol protested. Ollost consciousnessin LondonNand
now | awake here to find myselfNwhere?0
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OYouare in good hands, sowhy trouble?Oasked the Sistervery kindly.
OYouare upset, | know. Do not worry. Take things quite easily. Do not
try to recall the past.O

OThepast!Ol cried. OWhathas passedNeh? What has happened since |
went through Stretton Street the other night?O

The Sister smiled at me. She seemed inclined to humour meNas she
would a child.

ODo not perturb yourself, | beg of you,O she said in a sympathetic
voice. OThereis really no need for it. Only just remain calimNand all will
be right.O

OButyou do not explain, Sister,Ol said. OWhy am | here? And where
am 1?0 | asked, gazing vacantly around me.

OYouare with friendsNfriends who have looked after you,Owas her
reply. OWe are all very sorry for your motor accident.O

OMotor accident!O | echoed. Ol have had no motor accident.O

Again the dark-eyed woman smiled in disbelief, and it annoyed me.
Indeed, it goaded me to anger.

OButyou told us all about it. How you started out from the Quay at
Boulogne late at night to drive to Abbeville, and how your hired chauf-
feur held you up, and left you at the roadside,Oshe said. OYetthe curious
fact about your strange story is the money.O

OMoney! What money?O| gasped, utterly astounded by the SisterOs
remark.

OThemoney they found upon you, a packet of bank notes. The police
have the five thousand pounds in English money, | believe.O

OThe police! Why?0O | asked.

ONo,Oshe said, smiling, and still humouring me as though | were a
child. ODonObother about it now. You are a little better to-day. To-mor-
row we will talk of it all.O

OBut where am 1?0 | demanded, still bewildered.

OYou are in St. Malo,O was her slow reply.

OSt.Malo!O| echoed. OHow did | get here?| have no remembrance of
it.O

OOf course you have not,O replied the kindly woman in the cool-
looking head-dress. OYou are only just recovering.O

OFrom what?0

OFromloss of memory, andNwell, the doctors say you have suffered
from a complete nervous breakdown.O

| was aghast, scarce believing myself to be in my senses,and at the
sametime wondering if it were not all adream. But no! Gradually all the
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events of that night in Stretton Street arose before me. | saw them again
in every detailNOswald De Gex, his servant, Horton, and the dead girl,
pale but very beautiful, as she lay with closed eyes upon her death-bed.

| recollected, too, the certificate | had given for paymentNthose notes
which the police held in safe custody.

The whole adventure seemeda hideous nightmare. And yet it was all
Sso real.

But how did | come to be in St. Malo? How did | travel from London?

OSister,O | said presently. OWhat is the date of to-day?O

OThe eleventh of December,O she replied.

The affair at Stretton Street had occurred on the night of November
7th, over a month before!

OAnd how long have | been here?0

ONearly three weeks,O was her answer.

Was it really possible that | had beenlost for the previous ten days or
sS0?

| tried to obtain some further facts from my nurse, but she refused to
satisfy my curiosity.

Olhave been ordered by the doctors to keep you very quiet,Oshe said.
OPleasealo not ask me to break my promise. You will be much better to-
morrowNand they will tell you everything.O

OBut mine is a strange case, is it not?0 | asked.

OVery strange,Oshe admitted. OWehave all been much puzzled con-
cerning you.O

OThenwhy not tell me all the circumstances now? Why keep me in
suspense?0 | urged.

OBecausg/ou have not yet quite recovered. You are not entirely your-
self. Come,Oshe added kindly, Oletus take a little walk. It will do you
good for the weather is so lovely to-day.O

At her suggestion | strolled by her side through the pleasant grounds
of the hospital, down into St. Malo, the busy streets of which were,
however, entirely unfamiliar to me. Yet, according to the Sister, | had
walked in them a number of times before. Still, | had no recollection of
doing so.

Olam taking you for your favourite stroll,O she said, aswe went down
one of the steep,tortuous streetsto the little Place Ch%cteaubriandin front
of the ancient castle, which, she told me, was now a barracks.

Presently she mounted to the ramparts, and as we strolled round
them, | admired the beautiful view of the sea,the many islets, and the
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curious appearance of the town. The tide was up, and the view on that
sunny December morning was glorious.

At one point where we halted my nurse pointed out the little summer
town of Dinard and St. Enogat, and told me the names of the various is-
lets rising from the sea,Les Herbiers, the Grand Jardin, La ConchZe,and
all the rest.

But | walked those ramparts like a man in a dream. A new life had, in
that past hour, opened up to me. What had occurred since | had accepted
that bundle of bank notes from the millionaireOshand | did not know. |
had emerged from the darkness of unconsciousnessinto the knowledge
of things about me, and found myself amid surroundings which | had
never before knownNin a French hospital where they evidently viewed
me as an interesting Ocase.O

| stood against the wall and gazed about. My habit was to carry my
cigarette-casein my upper waistcoat pocket. Instinctively | felt for it, and
it was there. It was not my own silver case,but a big nickel one, yet in it
there were some of my own brand.

| looked inquiringly at my nurse.

She smiled, saying:

OYouhavenOmany left. Why canOyou smoke some other brand? You
always insist upon that one. | had so much difficulty in getting them for
you yesterday!O

OTheyare my own particular fancy,Ol said, tapping one of them upon
the case before lighting it.

Olknow. But here, in France, they are most difficult to get. The other
day you said you had smoked them all through the war, and even when
you were in Italy you had had them sent out to you from London.O

That was quite correct.

OWell, Sister,O laughed. Olhave no recollection of saying that, but it is
perfectly true. It seems that only this morning | regained consciousness.O

OProfessorThillot said you would. Others gave you up, but he de-
clared that after careful nursing your memory would regain its normal
balance.O

OWho is Professor Thillot?O

OThegreat nerve specialist of Paris. The police engaged him to come to
see you. He was here ten days ago, and he put you under my charge.O

| laughed.

OThen | am still an interesting case, SisterNeh?0

OYes. You certainly are.O
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OButdo tell me more of what | am in ignorance,Ol implored. Olwant
to know how | came hereNin FranceNwhen | lost all consciousnessin a
house just off Park Lane, in London.O

OTo-morrow,Oshe said, firmly, but kindly. She was a charming wo-
man, whose name she gave me as Slur Marie.

We strolled back to the hospital, but on the way along the Quali
Duguay-TrouinNI noticed it written upNI becameagain confused. My
vision was not asit should have been,and my memory seemedblurred,
even of the happenings of the past hour.

My nurse chatted as we walked together through the streets, but |
know that my answers were unintelligible. | felt | was not myself. All my
senseswere keen asfar as| could gaugeNall savethat of my memory of
the past.

As | ascendedthrough the pretty grounds of the hospital, the Sister be-
side me, | felt a curious failing of my heart. | experienced a sensation
which | cannot here describe, as of one who had lost all interest in life,
and who longed for death.

There may be some among my readers who have experienced it, per-
haps. | cannot describeit; | merely explain that | felt inert, inefficient, and
bored with life.

No such feeling had ever fallen upon me before. Hitherto | had been
quick, alert, and full of the enjoyment of living. At Rivermead Mansions
Harry Hambledon and | had prided ourselves on our post-war alertness.

Where was Harry? What was he doing? Would he be wondering why
| was absent from our riparian bachelor home?

| was reflecting upon all this when suddenly, without any apparent
cause,l once more lost consciousness.We were at that moment entering
the door of the hospital and the Sister had just exclaimed:

ONow, do remain quite quiet and not worry over the past. It will all be
right to-morrow,O she urged.

| know not what words | uttered in reply. A curious senseof oppres-
sion had fallen upon me, a hot, burning feeling asthough my skull was
filled with molten metal, while at the back of my neck was a sharp excru-
ciating pain which caused me to hold my breath.

The Sister apparently noticed my sudden relapse, for she expresseda
hope that | was not feeling worse. | tried to reassure her that | was all
right, but | know | failed to do so, for once again | lost all knowledge of
things about me.

After that | recollect nothing more. Probably | walked on mechanically
back to my bed.
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When my lapse had passed, and | again regained consciousness, |
found myself in bed gazing up at the ceiling. On either side of me were
men, also in bed. They were talking in French.

| listened, and in afew secondsl recollected the events of the previous
day. Then a sharp-featured nurse, whom | had not seenbefore, told us it
was time to dress. | obeyed, but my clothes were entirely unfamiliar.
They were coarse and did not fit me.

While | washed | burst out laughing. The humour of the situation
struck me as distinctly amusing. At one hour | was myself; at the next |
was another being!

Was my case that of Jekyll and Hyde?

| knew, and | felt keenly about it, that | had accepted a bribe to per-
form an illicit service.| had posed as a medical man and given a certific-
ate of death. But my one and only object in life was to see Mr. De Gex
and demand of him a full explanation of the amazing and suspicious
circumstances.

My lapseswere intermittent. At times | was fully conscious of the past.
At others my brain was awhirl and aflame. | could think of nothing, see
nothingNonly distorted visions of things about me.

Apparently twenty-four hours had passed since | walked in the
sunshine.

The men in the hospital ward were all Frenchmen, apparently of the
lower class. At one end of the room a heated argument was in progress
in which four or five men were gesticulating and wrangling, while
one man was seated on his bed laughing idiotically, it seemed, at his
own thoughts.

Presently a tall thin man in spectaclesentered, and addressing me,
asked me to follow him.

| obeyed, and he conducted me to a small kind of office in which two
men were standing. Both were middle-aged, and of official aspect.

Having given me a chair they all seated themselves when the thin
manNwho | rightly judged to be the director of the hospit-
alNcommenced to interrogate me.

OHow do you feel to-day?Owas his first question, which he put in
French in a quiet, kindly manner.

Olfeel much better,Owas my reply. OButyesterday my nurse revealed
to me some very extraordinary facts concerning myself.O

OYes.You have been seriously ill,O he said. OButnow you are better
these gentlemen wish to put a few questions to you.O

OThey are police officers, | presume.O
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The director nodded in the affirmative.

OWewish to ascertain exactly what happened to you, monsieur,O ex-
claimed the elder of the pair.

Olreally donOtknow,O | replied. Olmust have lost all consciousnessin
London, andNNO

OIn London!O exclaimed Monsieur Leullier, the Prefect of Police, in
great surprise. OThen how came you here in St. Malo?0

Ol have not the slightest idea,Owas my reply. Olonly presume that |
was found here.O

OYouwere. A fish-porter passing along the Quay St. Vincent at about
two oOclockn the morning found you seated on the ground with your
back to the wall, moaning as though in pain. He called the police and
you were removed on the ambulance to the hospital here. The doctors
found that you were in no pain, but that you could give no intelligible
account of yourself.O

OWhat did | tell them?0

OOh!a number of silly stories. At one moment you said you had come
from Italy. Then you said that you had hired a motor-car and the driver
had attacked you in the night. Afterwards you believed yourself to be in
some office, and talked about electrical engineering.O

OThatis my profession,Ol said. And | told them my name and my ad-
dress in London, facts which the police carefully set down.

OYoutold us that your name was Henry Aitken, and that you lived
mostly in ItalyNat some place near Rome. We have made inquiries by
telegraph of anumber of people whom you have mentioned, but all their
replies have been in the negative,O said the police official.

OWell,| am now entirely in possessionof my full senses,Q declared.
OButhow | got to France | have not the slightest knowledge. | lost con-
sciousnessin a house in Stretton Street, in London. Since then | have
known nothingNuntil yesterday.O

Olnwhat circumstances did you lapse into unconsciousness?Casked
the doctor, looking intently at me through his glasses,for mine was no
doubt an extremely interesting case.OWhatdo you remember? Did you
receive any sudden shock?O

| explained that being on a visit to a friendNas | designated Oswald
De GexNhis niece died very suddenly. And after that | became
unconscious.

The Prefect of Police naturally becamevery inquisitive, but | preferred
not to satisfy his curiosity. My intention was to return to London and de-
mand from De Gex a full explanation of what had actually occurred
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on that fatal night. | was full of suspicion regarding the sudden death of
his niece, Gabrielle Engledue.

The police official told me that from my clothes all the tabs bearing the
tailorOsname had been removed, and also the laundry marks from my
underclothes. There was nothing upon me that could possibly establish
my identity, though in my pocket was found five thousand pounds in
bank notesNwhich he handed to me. They were intactNthe same notes
which De Gex has given me in return for the false death certificate | had
signed.

| sat utterly aghast at the story of my discovery, of the many attempts
made to establish my identity, of the visit of the British Vice-Consul to
the hospital, and of his kindness towards me. It seemed that he had
guestioned me closely, but | had told an utterly fantastic story.

Indeed, as | sat there, | felt that neither of my three interrogators be-
lieved a single word of the truth | related. Yet, after all, | was not reveal-
ing the whole truth.

Certain recollections which | would have forgotten cameto me. | had,
| knew, committed a very serious criminal offence in posing asa medical
man and giving that death certificate. Possibly | had beenan accessoryto
some great crimeNthe crime of murder!

That thought held me anxious and filled me with fear.

The Prefect of Police seemedentirely dissatisfied with my explanation,
nevertheless he was compelled to acceptit, and an hour later | was re-
leased from the hospital. Before leaving, however, | was shown the re-
gister in which | had signed my name as OHenry Aitken.O This | erased
and substituted my own name.

Then | thanked the tall, thin director and walked out into the streets of
St. Malo a changed man.
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Chapter

WHO WAS GABRIELLE ENGLEDUE?

What, | wondered, had happened during my month of unconsciousness?
| wandered into a cafZand sat pondering. Afterwards | walked about the
town aimlessly and rather hungry. My own clothes had beenreturned to
me, but before | assumed them | saw that every mark of identity had
been purposely removed. Even the trousers buttonsNwhich had borne
the name of my tailor, a reputable firm in New Bond StreetNhad been
substituted.

But by whom?

On the following afternoon | arrived in London and drove straight to
Rivermead Mansions. | entered with my latchkey, and on glancing
around saw signs that my friend Hambledon was still living there. The
fire in the sitting-room had beenlit by the OKaiserinCready for his home-
coming, and everything seemed bright and cosy.

It was then about four oOclockand Hambledon would certainly not re-
turn till six. Therefore after a good wash, a shave, and a clean collar, | set
forth for Stretton Street to interview Oswald De Gex.

The house in the dusk was just as| recollected it on that eventful night
when | was so unexpectedly called inside.

| rang the bell three times, until at last the door opened and atall, stal-
wart man appeared.

| inquired for Mr. De Gex, whereupon he replied:

OMr. De Gex is in Italy, sir.O

OOh! When did he leave town?0

OAbout a month ago, sir,O the man answered.

OYouare, | suppose, the caretaker?Ol asked. ONow, | wonder if you
will do me avery great favour. You may think me a thief or a burglar,0O |
laughed, Obutthe fact is | have a great desire to seeMr. De GexOsouse.
|IOveheard so much about its beauties. | wonder if you would show me
the drawing-room and the library?0

The man hesitated, saying:
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OWell, sir, IOve no orders to show anyone over. Have you a card?0

| at once produced one from my cigarette-case,and added that | was a
personal friend of the millionaireOs.He read my name and looked again
at me. | assured him that | was not prospecting with a view to burglary.

OlOnonly asking you to do me afavour,O1 went on, and | put a couple
of Treasury notes into his hand. OYoucan inquire about me at my office
to-morrow, if you like. They will tell you, | expect,that | have beenaway
on a monthOs leave.O

The little palm-oil no doubt propitiated him, for he invited mein. Then
he switched on the light in the hall, and as he did so, said:

Ol donOtknow what trouble IOdget into with the master. HeOsa very
eccentric manNas you, of course, know.O

| laughed as we ascended the soft carpeted stairs. | recollected the
pattern.

A few moments later we were in the library. Yes.It was just as | re-
membered it. Nothing had been altered. There was the writing-table
whereon | had copied out the death certificate; the big fireplace, now
empty, and the deep chair in which | had sat.

There was the window, tooNthe window which | had opened in order
to gasp for air after that suffocating odour of pot-pourri.

As | stood thereNthe watchful caretaker with his eye upon me, won-
dering no doubtNI again took in every detail. My return held me more
than ever puzzled.

OWhat is the room beyond?0O | asked.

OOh! ThatOghe mistressOdedroom,Ohe replied. OA curious fancy to
have her room next to the library. But itOsone of the best rooms in the
house. The master hates London. He lives all the time in Italy, and is
only over here just for a week or two in spring, and a week or so before
Christmas.O

O10d like to see that room,O | said, affecting ignorance.

He took me in.

In a second | saw that nothing had been changed since | had stood
there at the death-bed of Gabrielle Engledue a little over a month ago.

There was the handsome bed-chamber with its inlaid cupboards, its
great dressing-table, and its fine bedNthe bed upon which the beautiful
young woman had beenlying dead. But now the bed had been re-made
and its quilted coverlet of pale pink silk was undisturbed.

The corpse had been removed and buried upon my certificate!
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| sniffed to seewhether | could detect that curious odour of pot-pourri,
but in vain. The air seemedfresh and not stifling asit had beenon that
well-remembered night.

Upon a side table stood a large photograph in a silver frame. | bent to
look at it, whereupon the caretaker said:

OThatOs a good photograph of Mr. De Gex, isnOt it, sir?0

OExcellent,d said, for it was a really fine portrait. ODoesyour mistress
come over from ltaly often?0

OOh,yes, and she brings the little boy over with her. Sheis frequently
here, while her husband stays at Fiesole.| send on his correspondence
every day to Mr. Henderson, his secretary.O

| stood gazing around the room. Upon that bed the beautiful girl lay
dead, and | had certified the causeof her death! Yet | had, later on, been
the victim of some devilOs trick of which | knew nothing.

| was there to investigate. Yet though | questioned the caretaker very
closely, | confessthat | met with little successHe was an old and trusted
servant of the family. Hence to many of my inquiries he remained dumb.

OWhen do you expect your master back?O | asked at last.

OO, not for another six months or s0.0

OWhere is Mrs. De Gex?0

OAh! That | canOguite make out,O he replied. OltOs bit of a mystery.
One night she went away quite unexpectedly and, as a matter of fact,
nobody knows where sheis. Her husband doesnOknowNor pretends he
doesnOt,0 he said with a knowing grin.

OThen she has disappeared!O | exclaimed.

OThatOgust it. And they were always such a devoted pair. Little
Oswald was the only thing she lived for.O

OLived!O | echoed. OThen do you think sheOs dead?O | asked quickly.

ODead!Why should we think so?If she were, we should surely have
seen it in the papers?0

OButyour master has very funny fits sometimes,Ol said. OlOvédeard
about his eccentric ways.O

OOfcourse he has. HeOsoverburdened with moneyNthatOswhat it is.
Mr. Henderson looks after all his affairs. Mr. De Gex has no regard for
money. Mr. Henderson attends to everything. Phew! | wish | were a mil-
lionaire! | find it hard enough nowadays to pay the butcher and baker
and make both ends meet.O

OAnd so do 1,01 said, laughing. OBut,tell me, where is the young lady
who used to live hereNMr. De GexOs niece?O

OHis niece! | donOt think he has a niece.O
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OMiss Gabrielle Engledue.O

OWhoOs she? 10ve never heard of her,0 was the manOs reply.

| described her, but he shook his head.

OTo my knowledge Mr. De Gex hasnOt got a niece,O he said.

OWere you here five weeks ago?0 | inquired.

OFiveweeks ago? No. | and my wife went away down to Swanageto
see her sister. The master gave us a fortnightOs holiday. Why?O

OOhNnothing,O | replied. Olmerely inquired as | want to clear up a
mysteryNthatOs all.O

OWhat mystery?0

OThe mystery of Miss EngledueNyour masterOs niece,O | answered.

OBut IOve never heard of any niece,O he said.

OA young lady of about twenty-one with dark hair and eyes, and a
beautiful complexion,O | said.

But the old servantOs mind was a blank.

OOfcourse, sir, many people come to visit Mr. De Gex. Horton would
know them, but | donOt.When the master is in town the servants are
here, and IO0m down in Cornwall at the castle.O

OThen you are only here as caretaker when the family is away?0

OThatO#, sir,0 he said. OButwhat is the mystery about this young
lady? You said you knew Mr. De Gex, and yet you wanted to look over
the house.O

OYes,d responded with a laugh. Olhave my own objectNto clear up
the mystery of Mr. De GexOs niece.O

OWell,asfar as| know, he has no niece! But you could easily find out,
| suppose!O

The man was evidently no fool.

OOfcourse | donOtknow who comeshere, or who stays here when the
family is in town,O he went on. Ol simply come up and look after the
place with my wife.O

OThenyou were away in Swanage during the first week of Novem-
ber?0 | asked very seriously.

OYes,we went down on the last day of October, and we were back
here in the middle of November. My wifeOssister was very ill, and her
husband didnOt expect her to live. So | remember the dates only too
well.O

OThen the family were in town on the date | mention.O

He considered a moment.

OOh! Of course they were. They must have been.O

| glanced again around the room, full of amazement and wonder.
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The manOdailure to give me any details regarding the extremely at-
tractive girl who had died upon his mistressOsed held me gripped in
uncertainty. The mystery was even more puzzling now that | had started
to investigate.

As | stood in that room a thousand strange reflections flashed across
my mind.

Why had I, a mere passer-by, been called in so suddenly to be taken
into the intimacy of the millionaireOshousehold? Was it by mere accident
that | had been invited in, or was it by careful design? | had lost five
thousand pounds by foolish speculation, and yet | had regained it by be-
ing party to a criminal offence.

Again, who was the pretty, dark-haired girl who had first uttered
those hysterical screams,and then, while fully dressed, had died upon
Mrs. De GexO¥ed? Further, if the mysterious dead girl had been niece of
the millionaire surely my friend the caretaker would have known her?

| confess that | now became more bewildered than ever.

That a girl named Gabrielle EngledueNwhoever she might have
beenNhad died, and that | had forged a certificate showing the cause of
death were hard, solid facts. But the mystery of it all was complete.

That | had beenthe victim of some very carefully prepared and subtle
plot was apparent, and it had becomemy own affair to investigate it and
bring to justice those who were responsible for the poor girlOs death.

Time after time | questioned the caretaker regarding the existence of
the millionaireOsniece, Miss Engledue, but it was plain to me that he had
no knowledge of any such person.

OWas there not a death in this houseNabout five weeks ago?0 | asked.

ODeath?Che echoed. OWhy, no, sir. You must be dreaming. If there
had been a death while | was away, either my wife or | would certainly
have heard about it OAnd he looked suspiciously at me asthough he be-
lieved | had taken leave of my senses.

An hour later | was back at Rivermead Mansions, where Harry, for
whom | had left a note, was awaiting me.

As we sattogether before a cheerful fire | told him of my lapseinto un-
consciousness,of my loss of memory, but | did not explain all that had
happened, for, as a matter of fact, | had no desire that anyone should
know of my guilt in posing asa medical man and thus becoming implic-
ated in the mysterious death of Gabrielle Engledue.

My friend sat and heard me, smoking his pipe in silence.

OExtraordinary!Ohe said. OYouought to go to the police, Garfield. You
were dopedNwithout a doubt. But what was the motive? |Ovebeen very
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worried about you. When you had been missing a week they sent over
from your office, and | then went to the police at Hammersmith. They
made every inquiry and circulated your description. But they could dis-
cover no trace of you. I10Il have to report that youOve been found.O

OYesgdo soto-morrow morning,O | urged. OldonOtwant the police fol-
lowing me aboutNthank you,0 and | laughed, rather grimly perhaps.

During the hours that | lay awake that night a thought suddenly
crossed my mindNan idea which next day | promptly put into
execution.

| went to SomersetHouse, and there searchedthe register of deaths. At
first my efforts were in vain, but at last | discovered what | sought,
namely an entry that a young woman named Gabrielle Engledue, single,
aged twenty-one, of unknown parentage, had died of heart trouble at
No. 9 Stretton Street, Park Lane, on the night of November the Seventh,
the body having been cremated five days later!

| pursued my inquiries in various quarters that day, and further dis-
covered that the funeral expenseshad been defrayed by some person
named Moroni. There had been only two mourners, of whom Moroni
had been one.

Still feeling very ill, 1 was compelledNafter reporting to the officeNto
remain at home for the three days which followed.

To the two heads of the firm | fear the story that | told must have ap-
peared somewhat lame, yet they exhibited no disbelief, but on the con-
trary sympathized with me in my strange and unaccountable affliction.

In a drawer in my bedroom lay the five thousand pounds in bank
notes just as Oswald De Gex had given to me. |, of course, said nothing
of them to Harry. But once or twice | drew them from the old envelope
in which | had placed them, and turned them over in wonder.

| decided that they would be saferin the bank, but | hesitated to place
them to my credit, so | at last put them away in the bottom of an old
writing-case which had belonged to my father, resolving to try to forget
their existence.

Though perhaps | did at last manage to forget the bribe, yet | could not
put from myself the memory of that beautiful girl, the cause of whose
death | had certified. The perfect countenance haunted me constantly. In
my dreams | often saw her alive and well. The marvellous face was
turned towards me, with merry, dancing dark eyes and a tantalizing
smileNan enticing smile of mystery.

At last | resolved to go and face Oswald De Gex, so with that object |
one morning left Charing Cross for Florence. Travelling by the Rome
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expressfrom the Gare de Lyon, in Paris, | changed at Pisa,and at last, as
the Osnail train,O as it is known in ltaly on account of its slowness,
wound slowly up the beautiful valley of the Arno, the old red roofs and
domes of Firenze La Bella came into view.

The winter morning was sunny and brilliant with a clear blue sky, and
as| drove through the streets, past the marble-built Duomo with its won-
derful campanile, the city was agog, for it happened to be the Festaof the
Befana.

| had left my bag at the station, and the taxi took me to Fiesole, the
high-up little town outside which lived the Orich IngleseONOswald De
Gex.

Long before we arrived the driver pointed out the huge, medi3aval
country house situated among the olives and vines, and commanding ex-
tensive views over Florence and the Arno, with the blue mountains bey-
ond. It was a great white house with red tiles and overhanging eaves,
palatial indeed in its dimensions, and for centuries the summer residence
of the head of the great family of Clementini, from whom the English
millionaire had bought it fifteen years before, together with all its pic-
tures, tapestries, and antiques, with the farms adjoining.

On entering the great gates of seventeenth century wrought iron, we
found ourselvesin a glorious old-world Italian garden, with a wonderful
marble fountain, and a good deal of antique statuary, and then driving
through the extensive groundsNpast a lakeN! at last rang the bell.

Quickly the great iron-studded door was opened by an elderly Eng-
lishman in livery, to whom | gave my card, and asked to see his master.

The man, without hesitation, ushered me through a huge marble-built
hall, with a wonderfully frescoed ceiling, into a large room hung with
priceless tapestry, and furnished with old gilt chairs covered with faded
green silk damask.

I, however, took very little note of my surroundings, so anxious was |
to again meet my host of Stretton Street face to face.

Not long did | have to wait before the door opened, and he stood be-
fore me.

OWell,Mr. Garfield?Ohe asked quietly, as he advanced. OTowhat do |
owe the honour of this visit?0

OAN!O | cried. OThen you recollect me, | see! You know my name?0

OYeslt was upon your card,Owas his quiet reply. OBut,forgive me, |
do not recollect ever having met you before!O

| held my breath. I tried to speak, but for the moment words failed me,
so angry was | at his cleverly pretended ignorance and flat denial.
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Chapter

FACING THE MUSIC

ODovyou seriously mean to say that you have no knowledge of me?Ol
demanded angrily, looking the millionaire straight in the face.

OYes,sir,O he replied. Olseriously mean what | say. But, tell me,Ohe
demanded resentfully, Owhy are you here to claim acquaintance with
me?0

ODoyou really deny you have ever seenme before?Ql asked, astoun-
ded at his barefaced pretence of ignorance.

ONeverto my knowledge,Oreplied the sallow-faced man whose coun-
tenance | so well recollected.

OThenyou forget a certain night not solong agowhen | was called into
your house in Stretton Street, and you chatted confidentially with
meNabout your wife and your little son?0

OMy dear sir!O he cried. OWhateverdo you mean? | have never seen
you at Stretton Street;and | have certainly never discussed my wife with
you!O

| stood aghast at his continued denial.

OButyou did,O1 asserted. OAnd there was another matterNa matter
about which | must question youNtheNNO

OAh! | see!Ohe interrupted. OYouOrehere to blackmail meNeh?
WellNlet me hear the worst,0 and across his rather Oriental face there
spread a mocking, half amused smile.

Olam not a blackmailer!O | protested angrily. Olwant no moneyNonly
to know the truth.O

OOf what?0

OWell, the truth concerning the death of Miss Gabrielle Engledue.O

OThedeath of Miss Gabrielle Engledue!Ohe cried. Olreally donOtun-
derstand you, Mr.NMr. Garfield!O

At mention of the name | saw that he started, but almost impercept-
ibly. The man was certainly a most perfect actor, and his protestations of
ignorance were, indeed, well-feigned.
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OThen you actually deny all knowledge of the young lady!O | said.

Ol know no lady of that name.O

OBut she is your niece.O

Ol have only one nieceNLady Shalford.O

OAnd how old is she?O

He hesitated for a few moments. Then he answered.

OOh! She must be about thirty-five. She married Shalford about ten
years ago, and she lives at Wickenham Grange, near Malton, in
Yorkshire.O

OAnNd you have no other niece?O

ONoneNI assure you. But why do you ask such a question? You
puzzle me.O

ONot more than you puzzle me, Mr. De Gex,Ol replied with pique. Olt
would be so much easier if you would be frank and open with me.O

OMy dear sir, you seem to me to have a bee in your bonnet about
something or other. Tell me, now, what is it?O

OSimply that you know me very well, but you deny it. You never
thought that | should make this unwelcome reappearance.O

OYour appearance here as a mad-brained person is certainly unwel-
come,Ohe retorted. OYou first tell me that you visited me at Stretton
Street. Well, you may have beenin the servantsQquarters for all | know,
andNNO

OPlease do not be insulting!O | cried angrily.

Olhave no intention of offering you an insult, sir, but your attitude is
so very extraordinary! You speak of a girl named EngledueNthat was
the name, | thinkNand allege that she is my niece. Why?0O

OBecaus¢he young lady is deadNshe died under most suspicious cir-
cumstances. And you know all about it!O | said bluntly.

OOh!perhaps you will allege that | am a murderer next!Ohe laughed,
as though enjoying the joke.

Olt is no laughing matter!O | cried in fury.

OWhy not? | find all your allegations most amusing,O and across his
dark handsome face there spread a good-humoured smile.

His was afacethat | could never forget. At one moment its expression
was kindly and full of bonhomige the next it was hard and unrelent-
ingNthe face of an eccentric criminal.

OTome they are the reverse of amusing,O1 said. Ol allege that on the
night of Wednesday, November the seventh last, | was passing your
house in Stretton Street, Park Lane, when your man, Horton, invited me
inside, andNwell, wellNI need not describe what occurred there, for
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you recollect only too vividlyNwithout a doubt. But what | demand to
know is why you asked me in, and what happened to me after you gave
me that money?0

OMoney! | gave you money?0 he cried. OWhy, man alive, youOre
dreaming! You must bed

OIOmot dreaming at all!' It is a hard fact. Indeed, | still have the
moneyNfive thousand pounds in bank notes.O

Oswald De Gex looked at me strangely. His sallow face coloured
slightly, and his lips compressed. | had cornered him. A little further
firmness, and he would no doubt admit that we had met at Stretton
Street.

OLookhere, Mr. Garfield,O he said in a changed voice. OThisis beyond
a joke. You now tell me that | presented you with five thousand
pounds.O

Ol doNand | repeat it.O

OBut why should | give you this sum?0

OBecause | assisted you in the commission of a crime.O

OThatQa lie!Ohe declared vehemently. OForgiveme for saying so, but |
can only think that you are not quite in your right mind.O

Ol have not beenin my right mind for a month or moreNthanks to
your deep plotting,O | retorted sharply. OFurther, | am telling the
truthNas | shall later on tell it before a court of law. | intend to solve the
mystery of the death of Gabrielle Engledue.O

OWelINI will not hinder you,0 he laughed grimly.

OYou mean that you will not assist me?0

Olmean that | have no knowledge of any such person; nor have | any
knowledge of you,Ohe said. OAperfect stranger, you come here, present
your card, and at once start a series of most serious allegations against
me, the chief of them being that | gave you five thousand pounds for
some assistance which you refuse to describe.O

OIfl tell you, you will only deny it, Mr. De Gex,Ol exclaimed bitterly.
OSo what is the use?0

ONone.In fact | donOtseethat any objectis to be gained in prolonging
this interview,O was his quick retort. OIf,asyou say, | gave you five thou-
sandNwhich | certainly never didNthen what more can you want? |
however, suspect that the five thousand exists only in your own
imagination.O

OBut | have the sum intactNin a drawer at my home in London.O

Oltwould be of interest to seeit. Are they the same notes which you
say | gave you?0

38



OThesame,Ol answered, and then | went on to tell him how | had
awakened to find myself in St. Malo, and how the French police had
taken possession of the money found upon me.

OAh!Ohe exclaimed at last. Oltall seemsquite clear now. YouOvehad a
bad illness, my dear fellow! Your brain has becomeunbalanced, and you
are now subjectto hallucinations. | regret my hard words, Mr. Garfield,O
he added in akindly tone. Olalso regret that your mental state is what it
is.0

Ol desire no sympathy!O | protested, raising my voice angrily. OAIl |
want to know is the truth.O

Ol have already told you that, as far as | am personally concerned.O

ONo.You have denied everything, and now you try to treat me asone
demented!O| declared in a fury. OTheexistence of the bank notes you
gave me are sufficient evidence against you.O

Olthink not. First, | doubt if they exist anywhere savein your imagina-
tion; secondly, if they do, then someone else may have given them to
you.O

OYoudid. | would recognize you among ten thousand men. On the
night in question you wore a dinner jacket, and now you are in grey.
That is all the difference.O

OWell, have it your own way,O he replied smiling, though | could see
that he had becomepalpably perturbed by my allegations. Whatever had
been administered to meNsome dope or other, no doubtNit had been
intended that | should be cast adrift on the Continent as a semi-imbecile.

It was that fact which maddened me. The poor girl might not have
been his niece, of course, but whoever she had been, this man had had
some very strange and distinct motive in getting rid of her.

What it was | had vowed to discover.

It was apparent that De Gex was anxious to get rid of me. Indeed, as
we stood together in that fine old room, acrossthe marble floor of which
strayed long beams of sunlight, the door opened and a pretty woman
came in. She was dressed to go out, and asked:

OWill you be long, dear?O

It was the beautiful Mrs. De Gex! In an instant | recognized her by the
many photographs | had seen in the picture papers.

ONo. 101l be with you in a minute, dear. Is the car there?O he asked.

OltObeen there a quarter of an hour, and if we donOtgo now we shall
be late in meeting Hylda at the station,O she said, glancing at me with
undisguised annoyance.

Then she left, closing the door after her.
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Across my brain ran strange thoughts. | recollected his words in
Stretton Street regarding his spiteful wife when | had been called in to
listen to his matrimonial troubles. But husband and wife now appeared
to be on quite amicable and even affectionate terms.

| confessthat | was still bewildered, asyou, my reader, in whom | am
here reposing confidence, would, | believe, have been, had you found
yourself in similar circumstances.

Olseethat your wife is eagerto go out,Ol said. OButl fear | must, be-
fore | go, press for a direct answer to my questions, Mr. De Gex.O

OMy dear sir, | have answered them. What more can | say?Ohe ex-
claimed with affected dismay.

OA very great deal. You can tell me the truth.O

Olhave,Ohe snapped. OWhothis girl Engledue is | have not a ghost of
an idea. Are you certain she is dead?O

OPositive. | saw her lying dead in the room which adjoins your
library.O

OWhat! My wifeOsroom!O he cried. OOh, comeNlet us finish all this
silly talk.O

OWhen you are, at least, frank with me!O

Ol am.O

OButdo you deny that the young lady, Gabrielle Engledue, died there?
Do you not recollect that we both stood at her death-bed?0

ODonOtalk such piffle!O De Gex snapped, no doubt believing in the
end that he would convince me of his ignorance of the whole tragedy.

Whatever had happened on that November night was, no doubt, to
the distinct advantage of the wealthy man who stood before me. Yet |
was faced with a difficulty. He had uttered that most ugly word
Oblackmail.OSuppose he called the police and accused me of it! His
wordNthe word of awealthy financierNwould, no doubt, be taken by a
jury before my own!

On the other hand, | had up my sleeve a trump-cardNthe death and
cremation of the mysterious Gabrielle Engledue. Probably the poor vic-
tim was poisonedNhence the object of her cremation to remove all traces
of it! Yet, opposed to that, there still remained my own most serious of-
fence of posing asa medical man and giving aforged certificate concern-
ing the cause of death.

Yes.| was only too keenly alive to my own very precarious position.
Yet | was emboldened by De GexOsgitation, and the pallor in his sallow
cheeks.
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He was, no doubt, feeling very uneasy. And even a millionaire can feel
uneasy when faced with a witness of his own offence.

OMr. De Gex, | am not talking rubbish,O1 said in all seriousness.OYou
appear to forget that night when your wife deserted your son in West-
bourne Grove, and then laughed at you over the telephone from a public
call-office.O

He looked at me very straight with those deep-set eyes of his.

OReally,Che exclaimed. OThatis quite a new feature in the affair. Let
me see, what did | tell you?O

OYour man, Horton, invited me, a mere passer-by, into your house in
Stretton Street. He said you were very much worried and asked if |
would meet you. Why? | cannot imagine. When we met you were very
vague in your statements, and at first | could not for the life of me dis-
cover why | had been asked to meet you. But soon you confided to me
the fact that your wife, being spiteful towards you, had abandoned your
heir, little Oswald, in Westbourne Grove, and had then rung up from a
call-office telling you to find him.O

OBosh!My dear fellow! Bosh!Owas his reply. OFirst,you were never
there; and secondly, IOvenever complained of my wifeOsbehaviour to
anyone; certainly not to a stranger.O

OYou did to me. | certainly am not dreaming.O

OButyou have already admitted that youOvebeen in hospital in St.
Malo suffering from loss of memory.O

OMy memory has now fortunately been restored,O | replied.

ODistortedNwithout a doubt. You would never travel all the way from
London to relate these absolutely silly stories to me if you were in your
right senses, my dear Mr. Garfield,O he said.

OTheyOreot silly stories, but hard, indisputable facts!O| declared
resentfully.

The millionaire had assumedan air of nonchalance,for leaning against
a big old buhl table he took out a cigarette from his gold caseand slowly
lit it, after which he said:

OYou must, | think, really excuse me. We have to go down into
Florence to meet my sister-in-law, who is coming from London. 1Om
afraid, Mr. Garfield, that | cannot help you any further.O

OYou mean you wonOt!O

ONotat all. If I knew anything of this young lady who, you said, died
in my wifeOsbedroom in Stretton Street, and at whose bedside you and |
stood together, | would tell you. But | really donOt.O

He tossed his cigarette hastily out of the open window.
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ONo,Ghe added. OlwonOthear any more. | havenOthe time or the in-
clination to listen to the wanderings of any insane person. IOvehad
enough!O

OAnd so have I!0l retorted. OYouare trying to mislead me by affecting
ignorance of my very existence,but | donOtintend that you shall escape!O
| added, again raising my voice.

OHush, please,O he said in a calmer tone. OMy wife may overhear.O

Ol donOtcare!O| cried in desperation. OYou never dreamed that |
should arise against you, as| have. You are not fair towards me! If you
revealed to me in confidence the reason you gave me that bribe of five
thousand pounds, then I, on my part, would have played the straight
game.O

OMy dear sir, play whatever game you like. It is immaterial to me
whether straight or crooked. | donOknow anything about what you have
beentalking, and you have only wasted your breath and got out of tem-
per for nothing.O

Again | looked him straight in the face. There was no doubt that the
strain of his clever denials was telling upon him. His dark complexion
had paled; in his eyesthere was a fierce, haunted look asthat of a man
who was straining every effort to remain calm under the gravest
circumstances.

Olhave no game to play,O| declared. Olonly demand the truth. Why
was | invited into your house in Stretton Streetto be present as witness
at the poor girlOs death?0

OldonOtknow. Find out for yourself, my dear Mr. Garfield,O laughed
the rich man. Olhave no time to discuss this silly affair further. 10msorry
you have troubled to come out from London to seeme. But really yours
has been a foolOs errand,O and he turned towards the door.

OA foolOserrand!O | echoed. Olam no fool and my errand is in deep
earnestness.You may try to befool me, but | tell you that | will leave no
stone unturned to solve the problem which you alone can explain.O

OWell, get along with your work,0 he laughed in open defiance. Ol
have no further time to waste,Oand glancing at his watch he opened the
door and abruptly left me.
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Chapter

THE CITY OF THE LILY

Full of indignation | remained for afew further moments in that wonder-
ful old room, the room of faded tapestries with the marvellous painted
ceiling.

From the window was afforded a glorious view over the gardens
where, even in winter, tangled massesof flowers ran riot, while beyond
lay the picturesque old red-roofed Tuscan city. Fiesoleis distinctly a vil-
lage of the wealthy, for the several colossalvillas, built in the days of the
Medici and even before, are now owned by rich foreigners, many of
them English.

Oswald De Gex was one of them.

He had certainly foiled me. | gritted my teeth and vowed that, come
what might, | would compel him to acceptthe inevitable and reveal to
me the truth. | left the room and found my way alone acrossthe great
marble entrance hall, and out to where my taxi awaited me.

| drove back to Florence, where, at the station, | obtained my bag, and
then went to the Savoy Hotel in the Piazza Vittorio Emanuele, where |
engaged a room.

For along time | satat my window gazing down upon the busy square
below, one of the centres of Florentine life. The bell of the Duomo was
ringing, the shops were mostly closed, and all Florence was out in the
streets, it being the Festaof the Befana,one of the greatestof all the ever-
recurring festas of Florence. Streeturchins were parading the thorough-
fares with horns and wildly shouting, and there was an exchange of
presents on every hand. At the Befana everyone in Firenze goes mad
with good intentions.

The artistic side of the ancient Lily City did not interest me. | knew it
of old. | had strolled on the Lung Arno, | had long ago with my father on
awinter tour looked into the little shops of the coral and pearl merchants
on the Ponte Vecchio, and | had taken myapZratifat DoneyOsor at Giac-
osaOd. was no stranger in Florence. My mind was fully occupied by the
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deep mystery of Gabrielle EngledueOsieath, and of the millionaireOsflat
denial that we had ever met before.

As | sat gazing acrossthe square my anger and indignation increased.
That De Gex should have dared to affect such entire ignorance surpassed
belief.

| tried to form a schemefor further action, but could think of no way
by which to force him to acknowledge our previous meeting. That the
beautiful girl had died, and that her body had been cremated upon the
false certificate | had given, was beyond all doubt. But what had beenthe
rich manOs motive?

How very perturbed and anxious he was | had noticed, though he put
such a very brave face upon it and appeared so imperturbable. That he
could treat such a serious matter as a joke utterly amazed me. Neverthe-
less, | recollected that he had long earned the reputation of being highly
eccentric.

That afternoon | spent in wandering about the sunny streets of
Florence. In the evening | dined at BoncianiOsin the Via Panzani, an un-
pretentious place at which | well remembered having eaten famously
when on my last visit to Florence. Afterwards, having nothing to do, |
went to a variety show at the Alhambra.

Florence was full of French and English visitors, asit always is in
winter, so next day | formed a plan, and in pretence of desiring to rent a
furnished flat, | called at the office of a well-known English house-agent
in the Via Tornabuoni. My real object was to ascertain some facts con-
cerning Oswald De Gex.

The English clerk became quite enthusiastic when | mentioned him.

OMr. De Gex is greatly respected here,Ohe hastened to tell me. OSince
he bought the Villa Clementini outside Fiesole he has lived here for
about eight months out of the twelve. Italians love rich people, and be-
causeof his wealth he is most popular. | seea good deal of him, for we
actasagentsfor his property in Italy. He has quite alarge estateNmostly
wine-growing.O

| mentioned that | had met him in London, and then asked in
curiosity:

ODoyou happen to know anything of his niece, a tall, very handsome,
dark-haired girl, Miss Engledue?0

For a moment he reflected. Then he said:

Olrecollect when up at the villa just before he went to LondonNthat
was about three months agoNseeing a tall, dark-haired young lady. She
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cameinto the library while | was chatting with him. But | donOknow her
name.O

OWas she about twenty-one?O | asked eagerly.

OYesNabout that age,Owas his reply. OBut,of course, | have no idea
whether it is the young lady you mean.O

OHad you seen her before?0

Olthink soNonce before. Shewas in the car in the Cascine with Mrs.
De Gex.O

Ol wonder how | could discover more about her?Ol asked. OWho
would know?0

ORobertson, the butler, or Mr. Henderson, the secretary.O

OThebutler would be best,Ol said. OHow could | approach him, do
you think? | donOt want to go up to the villa.O

Oltwould be easy.HeOften down at the Gambrinus in the afternoon.
| frequently meet him there, and we have a drink and a chat.O

OWould he be there this afternoon? | do wish you would introduce
me,O | urged. OThe matter is an important personal one concerning
myself.O

OHe might be down this afternoonNabout four oOclock,®eplied the
alert young Englishman who spoke ltalian so well. OIOllook in there at
four, if you will be about.O

Olcertainly will be there,Ol said, and then we went along to GiacosaOs,
where we each had that cocktail-like speciality known as a Opiccolo.O

At five minutes to four that afternoon | entered the big Gambrinus
CafZ,which was nearly opposite my hotel on the other side of the piazza,
and | took a seatjust inside the door. The orchestra was playing, and the
place was well filled with a gay cosmopolitan crowd, many of them
winter idlers.

| looked around, wondering if the butler, Robertson, had arrived, and
waited in patience for the coming of my friend.

Punctually at four he appeared, and greeting me, casthis eyesover the
many small tables, until suddenly he exclaimed:

OAh! There he is!O

We walked to a table some distance away, where a stoutish, grey-
haired, clean-shaven Englishman was smoking a cigarette and reading a
newspaper, with a glass of vermouth and seltzer before him.

OHallo, Arthur!O he exclaimed as he raised his eyes to my friend.
OThisis a friend of mine, Mr. Garfield,O my companion said, introdu-
cing me, and then we satdown and beganto chat. At last | could possess
myself in patience no longer, and addressing the millionaireOs butler,

45



told him frankly that | was in searchof information concerning the dark-
haired young lady who had been guest up at the villa about three
months ago.

OOh!| suppose you mean Miss ThurstonNthe young American lady,
donOt you? But sheOs fair-haired!O

OThe lady | mean is named Engledue,O | replied.

OOh!l donOtknow anyone of that name,Owas his reply. OMiss Thur-
ston has stayed with us in London and down in Cornwall, and has been
here several times. | fancy sheOsome relation of the mistressOsShefirst
came to stay about three years ago, when she left school in Paris. Then
she went home to America, and after six months came back again to us.O

OYou havenOtany idea who her parents areNor where she lived in
America?O

OShelived somewhere near Detroit, | believe. ThatOsall | know about
her. | believe her people are motor-car makers and extremely wealthy. At
least, somebody said soNand sheOssery free with tips to the under-
servants.O

OWhen did she leave here?0

OWhenthe master went to London. | was to go too, but | had influenza
and had to remain here.O

OAnd where was Mrs. De Gex?0 | inquired.

OShewas already at Stretton Street. Sheand the little boy went to Lon-
don early in October, but came back at the end of the month.O

Then | questioned the estimable Robertson concerning the domestic
happiness of his master. | said | had heard rumours in London of matri-
monial differences.

OWell, thatO= lie,Ohe replied quickly. OThereisnOta pair in the whole
of London Society who are more devoted to each other.O

This greatly surprised me after the words that had fallen from the mil-
lionaireOs lips.

Again | referred to the mysterious Gabrielle whom | described as
minutely as| was able, and apparently my description fitted that of Rose
Thurston, save for the colour of her hair.

OYou have no idea where she is, | suppose?0O

ONot the slightest. Back in America, perhaps. She seemsto come over
every year.O

Olwonder if you could find out her address?Q asked. Olfyou could, it
would be of very great service to me,Oand | handed him my card, ex-
pressing a hope that he would refrain from mentioning the matter to his
master.
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Ol0lry,O he said. OButl fear | shanOsucceed.Mr. Henderson, the mas-
terOs secretary, would know, of course.O

The point at issue now was whether the young American girl, who
had beenthe millionaireOsguest at the villa, and Gabrielle Engledue were
actually one and the sameperson. If they were, then | had made one step
towards the solution of the enigma.

| confessto utter bewilderment. My brain was still confused. Some-
times my skull seemedwrapped in cotton wool. From a mere unimport-
ant person in the world of electrical engineering | had suddenly become
a man upon whom rested a great and criminal responsibility!

In that huge, garish cafZ, with its great arc lamps glowing though
night had not yet fallen, and with a noisy orchestra playing selections
from the latest crazes of music from the revues in London, | sat with a
perfectly open mind. | had beenthe victim of some extremely clever plot.
But of its motive, of its ramifications, or of its conception, | had no know-
ledge. Even my wildest imagination was at fault.

All 1 knew was that the sallow-faced De GexNthe millionaire who
lived up at the huge Villa ClementiniNhad plotted against the hand-
some girl, and she had died in his wifeOs bedroom in Stretton Street.

OWell, Mr. Robertson, how can | find out anything more about Miss
Thurston? Give me your advice.O

OI0ltry and seewhat | can do,Ohe said. OPerhapsl may be able to get
a glance at the mistressOs address book. | have seen it. IOl try.O

OYesNdo!O | said very anxiously. Olt means so very much to me.O

OWhy?0

| hesitated. My intention was to mislead both of my companions.

OWell,O | said with a laugh, Othe fact is, INIOm very fond of her!O

Both men exchanged glances. Then they smiled, almost imperceptibly,
| know, but it struck them ashumorous that | had fallen in love with the
daughter of a wealthy American.

OOfcourse IOmnot yet certain whether she is the same lady,O | went
on. OShemay not be. But on calm consideration | believe sheis. The de-
scription you give of her is exact.O

OWell,0exclaimed the butler, OlOIseeif | can get at the address book.
She keeps it in a drawer in her boudoir, which is usually locked. But
sometimes she leavesit open. At any rate, IOllseewhat | can do and let
you know.O

| thanked him and told him that | was staying at the Savoy. Then | was
compelled to discuss with the estate-agentOslerk the pretended renting
of an apartment out by the Porta Romana, which, he said, was vacant.
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On the following day, in order to still sustain the deception, | went and
viewed the place, and found it really quite comfortable and very reason-
able. But, of course, | was compelled to expressdislike of it. Whereupon
my friend promised to find me another.

Day after day | waited in Florence, hoping against hope that Robertson
would be able to furnish me with Miss ThurstonOsaddress. But though |
saw him several times he reported that the drawer containing the ad-
dress book was still locked.

Mr. De Gex had gone to Rome, and was away for three days. The Brit-
iIsh Ambassador was giving some official function and the millionaire
had been invited. Indeed, | read all about it in the Nazione

On the fourth day he returned, for | saw him in his big yellow car driv-
ing along the Via Calzajoli. An elegant Italian, the young Marchese Cer-
retani, was seated at his side, and both were laughing together.

Twice | had beenup to the Villa Clementini, and wandered around its
high white walls which hid the beautiful gardens from the public gaze.
Surely there was no fairer spot in all sunny Italy than that chosenby the
rich man as his abode. To the hundreds of visitors of all nations, who
came up by train to Fiesolefrom Florenceto lunch or dine at the various
pleasant little restaurants, the great imposing place was pointed out as
the residenceof the rich OlngleseONtheman who possessedmore money
than any of the most wealthy in the kingdom of Italy.

When | thought of that fateful night in Stretton Street,| waxed furious.
Was it possible, that, by the possessionof great riches, a man could com-
mit crime with impunity? Perhapswhat goaded me to desperation more
than anything was the foul trick that had beenplayed upon meNthe ad-
ministration of that drug which had caused me to lose all senseof my
own being.

That subtle odour of pot-pourrihad gripped me until | felt faint and in-
ert beneath its perfume, and it often returned to meNbut in fancy, of
course.

In the winter sunshine | wandered about the busy, old-world streets of
Florence, idling in the cafZs,gazing into the many shop-windows of the
dealersin faked pictures and faked antiques, while often my wandering
footsteps led me into one or other of the OsightsQof the city, all of which
| had visited beforeNthe National Museum at the Bargello, the Laurenzi-
ana Library, with its rows of priceless chained manuscripts, the Chiostro
dello Scalzo, where Andrea del SartoOsvonderful frescoes adorn the
walls, or into the Palazzo Vecchio, or the galleries of the Pitti, or the Uff-
izi. | was merely killing time in the faint hope that the good-natured
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Robertson might get for me the information which, in the circumstances,
| was naturally most eager to obtain.

In the course of my erratic wanderings through the grand old city,
with its host of monuments of a glorious past, | was one morning
passing the great marble-built cathedral and noticed a number of people
entering. There seemedto be an unusual number of visitors, so having
nothing to do | passedthrough the narrow door into the sombre gloom
of the magnificent old placeNone of the most noteworthy and most
beautiful sacred buildings in the world.

At first, entering from the bright sunshine of the piazza, | could
scarcely see,so dim was the huge interior, but slowly my vision, rather
bad since my strange adventure, grew accustomed to the half-darkness,
and | saw that upon the high altar there were many long candles burning
In their brass sconcesand before the high altar three priests in gorgeous
vestments were kneeling.

In the great cavernous place, with its choir beneath the dome, | heard
low prayers in Latin. Men and women who passed me bowed and
crossed themselves while many knelt.

The glorious cathedral of SantaMaria del Fiore, so called from the Lily
which figures in the Arms of FlorenceNhence OtheLily CityONhad al-
ways an attraction for me, asit hasfor every visitor to the ancient Tuscan
capital. The stained glass of Ghiberti, the wonderful mosaics of Gaddo
Gaddi, the frescoesof angels by Santi di Tito, and the beautiful pictures
by the great medi3val masters, all are marvellous, and worth crossing
the world to see.

From before the altar a long spiral mist of incense was rising, and
about me as| stood in the centre of the enormous interior, many visitors
were passing out from the dim religious gloom into the light of the open
doorway.

Suddenly my eyes caught sight of a countenance.

| held my breath, standing rooted to the spot. What | saw staggered
belief. Was it only a chimera of my unbalanced imaginationNor was it
actual fact?

For a few seconds| remained undecided. Then, aghast and amazed, |
became convinced that it was a stern reality.

The mystery of the affair at Stretton Street becamein that single mo-
ment a problem even more than ever bewildering.
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Chapter 6

ANOTHER PUZZLE

Kneeling before DonatelloOsnagnificent picture of the Virgin over one of
the side altars, her outline dimly illuminated by the light of many
candles, was a slim, dark-haired young woman in deep mourning. Her
head was bowed in an attitude of great devotion, but a few moments
later, when she raised her face, | stood rooted to the spot.

The countenance was that of the dead girl Gabrielle Engledue!

An involuntary exclamation left my lips, and a woman standing near
me heard me, and wondered.

Kneeling beside the girl in black was a thin-faced, black-haired Italian
of about forty-five. He was somewhat handsome, though a sinister ex-
pression played about his lips.

| watched the pair for several minutes, wondering whether in my
brain, unbalanced as it had been, the scenewas a mere chimera on my
part and that, after all, the girl only slightly resembled the victim at
Stretton Street.

The latter | had not seenin life, and death always alters the features.
Nevertheless, the sudden encounter was most startling, and from where
| stood behind a great marble column | watched them.

At last both rose and crossing themselves piously, walked slowly to
the door. | followed them. It surely could not be that the girl whose
death certificate | had forged, and whose body had been reduced to
ashes,was actually alive and well! | recollected that sum of five thou-
sand pounds, and the strange adventures which had befallen me after |
had accepted the bribe to pose as a doctor, and certify that death had
been due to natural causes.

Outside in the bright sunlight of the Piazza, | obtained a full view of
her. Her rather shabby black was evidently of good material, but her face
struck me as distinctly strange. The expression in her dark luminous
eyeswas fixed, asthough she were fascinated and utterly unconscious of
all about her. She walked mechanically, without interest, and utterly
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heedlessof where shewent. Her companionOand was upon her arm as
she crossed to the Via Calzajoli, and | wondered if she were blind.

| had never before seen such a blank, hopeless expression in a wo-
manQOs eyes.

The man, on the contrary, was shrewd and alert. His close-seteyes
shot shrewd glances from beneath black bushy eyebrows with a keen,
penetrating gaze, as though nothing escapedhim. He seemedto be try-
ing to hurry her, in fear of being recognized. He had not noticed me,
hencein the bustle of the busy street | managed to get up close behind
them, when of a sudden, | heard her exclaim:

ONot so fast! Really | canOt walk so fast!O

She spoke in English!

Her companion, uncouth and heedless, still had his hand upon her
arm, hurrying her along without slackening his pace. She seemedlike a
girl in a dream. Truly, she was very handsome, a strange tragic figure
amid all the hubbub of Florence, the old-world city of noise and of nar-
row streets, where Counts and contadinirub shoulders, and the trades-
men are ever on the look out to profitNif only afew soldiNupon the in-
nocent foreigner.

Firenze la BellaNor Florence as the average Englishman knows itNis
surely a city of strange people and of strange moods. By the discordant
clanging of its church bells the laughter-loving Florentines are moved to
gaiety, or to piety, and by the daily articles in the local journals,
the Nazioneor the Fieramoscathey can be incited to riot or violence. The
Tuscans, fine aristocratic nobles with ten centuries of lineage behind
them, and splendid peasantswith all their glorious traditions of feudal
servitude under the Onobile,Qare, after all, like children, with a simpli-
city that is astounding, combined with a cunning that is amazing.

Along the Via Calzajoli | followed the pair in breathless eagerness.At
that hour of the morning the central thoroughfare is always crowded by
businessmen, cooks out shopping, and open-mouthed forestierNthe for-
eigners who come, guide-book in hand, to gaze at and admire the thou-
sand wonderful monuments of the ancient city of Medici. The girlOsface
certainly resembled very closely that of the dead girl Gabrielle Engledue.
The countenance | had seen at Stretton Street was white and lifeless,
while that of the girl was fresh and rosy. Nevertheless, that blank expres-
sion upon her face, and the fact that her companion had linked his arm
in hers, both pointed to the fact that either her vision was dim, or her
great dark eyeswere actually sightless. The man was fairly well dressed,
but the girl was very shabby. Her rusty black, her cheap stockings, her
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down-at-heel shoes,and her faded hat combined to present a picture of
poverty. Indeed, the very fact of the neglect of her dress was increasing
evidence that her vision was dim, for surely shewould not go forth with
the rent in the elbow of her blouse. Did she know that it was torn?

Justaswe were passing the ancient church of Or SanMichele, with its
wonderful armorial bearings by Luca della Robbia, an old man with long
white hair and beard, whom | took to be one of the mangy painters who
copy the masterpiecesin the Uffizi or the Pitti, passedby, and raising his
hat, wished the pair: OBuon giorno!O

The girlOscompanion returned the salute with a slight expression of
annoyance, perhaps at being recognized, but the girl took no notice, and
did not acknowledge him.

The man uttered some words in the girlOsear, and then hurried her on
more quickly, at the same time glancing furtively around. It was quite
plain that he had no wish to be seenthere, hence my curiosity became
increased.

Every moment |, however, feared that he might realize | was following
them; but I did not mean that they should escape me.

In the Piazza della Signorina they halted opposite that great old
prison-like building, the Palazzo Vecchio, where several people were
awaiting an omnibus, and as they stood there the girl, who bore such a
striking resemblanceto the dead niece of the millionaire, stared straight
before her, taking no notice of anything about her, a strange, statuesque,
pathetic figure, inert and entirely guided by the ferret-eyed man at her
side.

| was compelled to draw back and watch them from a distance, hoping
that | might be successfulin following them to their destination. It cer-
tainly was strange that the girl who was so much like Gabrielle Engledue
should be there in Florence, within a mile or two of De GexOs villa!

As | watched, yet another personNa well-dressed woman of about
fortyNrecognizing the girl©scompanion, smiled as she passed,while he,
on his part, raised his hat. The woman who had passedstruck me as be-
ing either English or American, for there are many English-speaking res-
idents in Florence. For a second | debated within myself, and then a mo-
ment later | followed her until she turned a corner in the Via di Porta
Rossa. Then | hurried, and overtaking her politely raised my hat.

Oltrust you will pardon me, Madame,Ol exclaimed in English, as she
started and looked at me askance.Olpresume you are either English or
American?0

Ol am American,O she replied with a pronounced drawl.
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OPleasdorgive my inquisitiveness, but | seekyour aid in alittle matter
which is of greatest consequenceto me,Ol went on. OAmoment ago, as
you crossedthe Piazza, you encountered an Italian gentleman and a girl.
Could you tell me the gentlemanOs name?0

OWhat, the person | bowed to a moment ago?Oshe exclaimed. OOh!
thatOs Doctor Moroni.O

Moroni! | recollected the name. He was one of the mourners!

OAnd the girl?0 | asked.

OAh!| do not know. | saw her out with an old woman the other day.
But | have no idea who she is.O

Ols Doctor Moroni a doctor of medicine?O | inquired.

OYesThe people at the pensiorof the Lung Arno where | live, always
call him in. I was ill six months ago, and he attended me. He lives in the
Via Cavezzo, near the Porta RomonaNnumber six, | believe.O

Olam sure | am extremely obliged to you,Ol replied very gratefully. Ol
have a very strong reason for asking these questionsNreasons which
concern the young lady,O | added.

The American woman smiled, and then, reiterating my thanks, | raised
my hat and left her.

At least| had discovered the identity of the girlOscompanion. He was a
doctor, henceit was most probable that shewas under his charge. Never-
theless, it was strange that he should take her to the Duomo and pray at
her side. Doctors do not usually act in that manner with their patients.

When | returned to the Piazzathe pair were nowhere to be seen,there-
fore | strolled to the nearestcafZ,and sat down with a cigarette to think
out the remarkable affair.

One or two features of the problem now becamemore than ever puzz-
ling. First, in view of the fact that | had seen Gabrielle Engledue lying
dead and had, for a bribe of five thousand pounds, signed a death certi-
ficate purporting to be from Doctor Gordon Garfield, of Queen Anne
Street, Cavendish Square, it seemed beyond credence that the girl who
had died and been cremated should be led about the streets of Florence
by this Italian, Doctor Moroni. Oswald De GexOslenials were, in them-
selves, only thin, and yet they were all very clever and carefully pre-
pared. The story of how his wife had left his little son in Westbourne
Grove to be discovered by the police was no doubt well thought out. De
Gex and his wife were actually on most affectionate terms, hencethe tale
he had told had been purposely concocted, in order to mislead me.
Besides,his pretence that the dead girl had been his niece was, of course,
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a similarly concocted story to mislead me, and also to discredit me if per-
chance | made any unwelcome inquiries.

That | had been half asphyxiated and then drugged until my mental
balance had been upset, was quite plain. And it was equally plain that
De Gex did not intend that | should be capable of making inquiries con-
cerning the events of that memorable November night. When | had been
thrown out of the motor-car on that French highway, near St. Malo, the
bank-notes had been purposely left in my pocket. | had already copied
the numbers, and had called upon the millionaireOsbankers in Pall Mall,
but there was no record that any of them had beenissued to him. That
payment had evidently been very well concealed.

On every hand it appeared quite plain that | had been the victim of
some strange and remarkable conspiracy, the motive of which was en-
tirely obscure. Surely | must have been watched, and my habits noted.
De Gex had known that | frequently passedhis door on my way to visit
my uncle, and further, he must have known that | should passon that
fateful night in November when Horton was sent out to entice me
within.

But the chief point of that complex puzzle was the fact that there, in
Florence, within amile or two of the millionaireOsalmost regal residence,
| had encountered aliving girl who, in every feature, was the exactcoun-
terpart of the poor girl whose death and cremation stood recorded in the
official registry at Somerset House!

When in London | had been half inclined to call upon Doctor Gordon
Garfield and explain the situation. But such confession must, | knew,
lead to my prosecution and inevitable imprisonment. | had taken a false
step while under the baneful influence of somedrug which had stultified
my own volition and held me powerless to resist the temptation. | was
now endeavouring to seek the truth.

That the amazing adventure in Stretton Streetwas not the outcome of
imagination was proved by the entry in the register at SomersetHouse,
and also by the evidence of the cremation of the body. But that the beau-
tiful girl 1 had seenlying dead could now be walking about the streets of
Florence was, of course, utterly absurd.

Was my memory, in my rather weak state of health, playing tricks
with me? | began to fear that such was the case.

As | sat over my ObockQwatching the tide of Florentine life passand
repassacrossthe great piazza, | beganto laugh at myself, and felt half in-
clined to abandon the inquiry. Still it was all most mysterious and
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mystifying. Why had | been marked down as a tool to further the mil-
lionaireOs ends? And who, after all, was the victim?

| tried to dismiss the apparently sightless girl from my mind, but
somehow the affair obsessedme. | seemedimpelled to go farther and try
to elucidate the mystery. | endeavoured to make up my mind to forget it
all and return to England and to my work at Francis and Gold-
smithOsNbut all to no avail. My duty, | felt, was to leave no stone un-
turned until | had discovered whether Gabrielle Engledue had died from
natural causes, or as a result of foul play.

The pale, tragic face of the girl | had encountered in the Duomo
haunted me. Towards the narrow-eyed Doctor Moroni | felt an instinct-
ive dislike, even though | had no cause to distrust him.

| think it was the strange intuition | experienced at that moment which
caused me to decide to act with discretion and caution, and to discover
all that | could concerning the doctor and his tragic-faced companion.

With a fixed plan | returned to my hotel, ate my luncheon in the
big salle © manger which was crowded with foreigners wintering in
Florence. Then, after lunch, | complained to the manager of feeling un-
well, and asked him to telephone to Doctor Moroni, in the Via Cavezzo.

OAh! a most excellent doctor!Oremarked the hotel manager. OHehas a
very large practice among the English and Americans. And he is quite
popular. | suppose you know him?0

ONo. | have only heard of him, and of his cleverness,O said with af-
fected carelessness.

Ten minutes later the manager sent me a messageby a page that the
doctor would call at three 0OclockSo,in my pretended illness, | went to
my room and feigned the symptoms of acute indigestion.

Punctually the doctor arrived, and greeted me in his most professional
manner. | at once explained that an American lady of my acquaintance
had recommended him, whereupon he bowed, smiled, and seating him-
self before me inquired my symptomes.

His looks were certainly not an index to his character, for though he
appeared so stern and taciturn yet at heart he was, | saw, a very
humorous, easy-going man, a true Tuscan who showed his white teeth
when he laughed, gesticulated violently, and spoke English with a re-
fined accent that was particularly charming.

Oltis probably the change of diet,Ohe declared at last, after diagnosing
my symptoms. Olseemany such casesamong foreigners who are unused
to some of our rather indigestible dishes. The latter are very toothsome,
and they eat heartilyNwith dire results,0 and he smiled.
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Sowell indeed did | describe my supposed ailment that before he left
he wrote me out a prescription. Afterwards | made pretence of being a
perfect stranger in Florence. | longed to speak of Oswald De Gex, but
feared to do so becausehis suspicions might by that become aroused. If
so, then all hope of discovering the true facts would instantly vanish.

Olhope you will soon be all right and that you will enjoy your visit to
our Tuscany,Ohe said very pleasantly. OFlorenceis very full of visitors
just now. Are you remaining long?0

Olreally canOtell,Owas my reply. OMy businessin London may recall
me at any time.O

Then | thanked him for his visit, and remarked that if the mixture gave
me no relief | would probably call upon him.

Indeed, it was for this latter reasonthat | had called him in. By making
his acquaintancein that manner | would, | saw, excite no suspicion, and |
hoped to be able to meet the girl who was apparently under his charge.

While | had been consulting him | noticed that he seemed a man of
curious moods. At one moment his dark countenance was sullen and
sinister, while at the next his face broadened into an expression of easy-
going bonhomieHe spoke English extremely well, and was apparently a
man of considerable taste and refinement. Truly, the situation was so
puzzling that | was bewildered.

After he had gone, | re-dressed myself and went acrossto the Gam-
brinus, where | had an appointment with Robertson.

| found him seated alone at a table in the corner awaiting me.

OWell?Che said, OIOveot that address for you, Mr. GarfieldNthe ad-
dress of Miss Thurston,0 and he handed me a slip of paper upon which
was written: Miss Rose Thurston, Cedar Cottage, Overstrand, Norfolk.

OBut | thought you said she lived near Detroit?0 | remarked.

OSheand her mother did live in America, but | have discovered that
they now have a house near Cromer,Owas the butlerOsreply. Soin ac-
knowledgment of his services| passedhim a couple of Italian notes, and
we then had a drink together.

While doing so a strange thought crossed my mind.

Could it be possible that the girl | had seenwith Doctor Moroni and
Rose Thurston were one and the same!
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Chapter 7

THE MILLIONAIREOS APPREHENSIONS

That same evening | made a number of inquiries concerning Doctor
Moroni. On every hand | heard high praise of his skill. He was one of the
principal physicians at the great hospital at Gelsomino, and among other
of his illustrious patients there had been a Russian Grand Duke and an
Austrian princess who lived in a magnificent villa upon the Viale dei
Colli.

| went about the wonderful city of art collecting information concern-
ing the doctor, where and when | could, becausea startling fact had been
revealed to me by Robertson, namely, that Moroni was De GexOsnedical
attendant.

In the night-time when the narrow ancient side-streets of Florence,
with their ponderous prison-like palaceswith iron-barred windows are
soill-lit and cavernous, the place seemsa city of evil deeds, asindeed it
was in the days of the Medici and of the Borgias.

As | trod those streets between the Porta Romana and Santa Maria
Novella, | confess that | became apprehensive of a nervous breakdown.

That a girl had beenwilfully done to death in that West End mansion,
and that | had accepteda bribe to aid and abetthe assassin,were undeni-
able facts. The wealthy man evidently believed that, for my own sake
and in order to escapeprosecution, | would not seekto solve the enigma.
Now, asl| reflected upon my interview at the Villa Clementini, | realized
how artful he was in denying everything, and yet allowing me a loop-
hole for escape.He had mentioned blackmailNan ugly word with ugly
consequencesNwell-knowing that | dare not go to the Metropolitan Po-
lice and make any statement of what | had witnessed or of how | had
acted.

| still held that five thousand pounds bribe intact. The accursed notes
were at the flat at Rivermead Mansions. My position was now untenable.
When that night | retired to my room | realized that the situation was
hopeless. How could | support any charge against a man who, being a
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millionaire, could purchase manufactured evidenceNas is done every
dayNjust as easily as he could purchase a cigar?

The evidence given in judicial courts in every European capital in
caseswhere the party, either plaintiff or defendant, is well possessedof
this worldOsgoods, is usually tainted. In no place on earth can money
work more marvels than in a court of law. Witnesses who make testi-
mony a profession for big feesappear in every Assize court in the world.
And some of them are, alas! experts. True it is that every man has his
price, and the more so in these hard, post-war days of riot and ruin.
Justiceand brotherly love departed with the Victorian era. The old game
of OBeat-your-neighbour-out-of-doors,O played by our grandfathers,
seems to be the only one practised in our modern times.

With such thoughts | fell asleep.

Next day | spentin again wandering the old-world streetsof Florence,
hoping to obtain another glimpse of Moroni and his fair charge.| went to
the Duomo and waited near that side-chapel where | had first seenthem.
Then, asthey did not come, | idled before a cafZin the Via Calzajoli, and
again in the Piazza della Signorina. But | saw nothing of them. That af-
ternoon | spent the winter sunshine in the Cascine, the beautiful wood
beside the Arno where the Florentines go each day for the passeggiata
either in their old-fashioned landaus with armorial bearings upon the
panels, in modern motor-cars, or on foot. The afternoon, though it was
winter, was glorious, even though the cold wind from the snow-tipped
Apennines swept sharply down the valley. Yet everyone was wrapped
up warmly, and the fresh air was invigorating.

Though | kept my eyes open everywhere, | failed to detect that slim
figure in rusty black.

| allowed the following day to pass.Then, at four oOclockn the after-
noon, | called at the house of Doctor Moroni in pretence of again consult-
ing him.

Upon the door of the great old house, now converted into spacious
flats, was a small, rather tarnished brass plate with the words: ODr.
Moroni, Primo Piano.O

Sol climbed the wide stone stairs to the first floor, and rang the bell.
My summons was answered by a tall, swarthy, dark-eyed Italian maid,
who wore a dainty muslin apron, but no capNas is the custom in Italy.
She was a Piedmontese, for in her hair she wore several of those large
pins with round heads of silver filigree placed in a semicircle at the back
of her head, until they formed a kind of halo.
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OTheSignore Dottore is at home,Owas her reply in Italian. OBepleased
to enter.O

And she showed me along a narrow hall to what was evidently
MoroniOswaiting-room. The atmosphere of the place was close on ac-
count of the charcoal stove, and the barely-furnished room smelt of some
disinfectant.

| had sat there for some moments when | heard a door open, and
menOs voices sounded speaking in English:

OVerywell, signore,Ol heard the doctor say. Olwill be up at the villa at
eleven oOclock.O

OGood,Oeplied the other. OYouwill not be troubled by Robertson this
time. He will beaway. | am sending him on a messageto Pisa,as| do not
want him about; he is too inquisitive. Besides,you will not come to the
house. You quite understand where we shall meet?O

OQuite, signore,O replied Moroni.

By the mode in which the doctor addressed his visitor, and the men-
tion of Robertson, it was plain that he was speaking with Oswald De
Gex. Why was the butler to be sent to Pisa? | wondered.

| sat breathless, listening to the footsteps along the hall, and to Moroni
wishing his visitor good afternoon.

A few moments later he opened the door brusquely and with a pleas-
ant smile apologized for keeping me waiting. Then he conducted me to
his consulting-room, a gloomy, frowsy little apartment much over-
heated, as is usual in Florentine houses in winter.

OWell?0 he asked. OAnd how do you feel now, Mr. Garfield?0

My reply was the reverse of satisfactory. The mixture had done me
good, | said, but | still felt excruciating pains after eating. In con-
sequence, he felt my pulse and took my temperature, while I, on my
part, strained my ears listening for any feminine voice. Was the girl
whose secret | sought still there?

Once | heard a womanQOsvoice, but she cried in Italian to a fellow-ser-
vant named Enrichetta, hence she was probably the maid who had ad-
mitted me.

Moroni, after he had concluded his examination, seemed a little
puzzled. No doubt | had, in my ignorance, described some imaginary
symptom which was not in accordancewith what he expected to find.
He, however, gave me another prescription, and as he wrote it |
wondered how he would act if he knew that my objectin becoming his
patient was to probe the mystery of the affair in Stretton Street.
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| had at least gained knowledge of his intended visit to the Villa Cle-
mentini unknown to the butler, Robertson. He was to be there either at
eleven oOclockthat night or at eleven next morning. It occurred to me
that | might possibly learn something of interest if | watched the doctorOs
movements at the hours indicated.

OYoursymptoms rather puzzle me,Osaid the doctor at last, eyeing me
from beneath his bushy black brows. OTotell the truth, | fancy you must
have eaten something poisonous at one of the restaurants. They some-
times use tinned food which is not quite good, and it sets up irritant
poisoning. | had a casevery similar to yours last week. The climate here
did not suit him, and he has returned to England.O

OOh!l hope to be better in a few days, doctor,O1 said cheerfully, for |
was anxious for another opportunity to visit him. | wanted to see,and if
possible speak in secretwith the girl who bore such a striking resemb-
lance to the dead Gabrielle Engledue.

On returning to the hotel | rang up the Villa Clementini and inquired
for Robertson. In a few moments | spoke to him, asking if he were com-
ing down to the Gambrinus.

OlOnsorry,Ohe replied. Olhave to go to Pisaby the eight oOclockrain.
But | shall be back to-morrow morning.O

By that | established the fact that Oswald De Gex had an appointment
with Moroni at eleven oOclockthat night, and not on the following
morning.

| ate my dinner at BoncianiOsnear the station, a place little patronized
by foreigners, but where one obtains the best Tuscan cookingNand after
an hour or so over coffee at the Bottegone, | took a taxi up to Fiesole.The
night was cold but dry and moonlit. As we ascendedthe steephill a glor-
lous panorama spread before us, for below lay the valley of the Arno
with the twinkling lights of the ancient city, and the great pale moon
upon the shimmering river rendering it like a scenefrom fairyland. And
as we went up beyond San Domenico, through those lands which in
spring and summer are so fruitful with their vines and olives, two peas-
ant swains passed, chanting one of the old stornelli, those quaint love-
songs of the Tuscan contadinNthe same which have been sung for cen-
turies in and about old Firenze:

Acqua di rio.

Teco sar™ di luglio e di gennaio
Dove tu muori te, morir~ anchOio.
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Tuscany is essentially aland of love, where the fierce flame of affection
burns in the hearts of all the people, and where a hot word is quickly fol-
lowed by a knife-thrust, and jealousy is ever cruel and unrelenting.

Arriving at last in the little piazza, at Fiesole, where a number of
people were awaiting the last tram to take them back into Florence, |
alighted, paid the man, and continued my journey on foot, still climbing
the high road which led through the chestnut woods of Ricorbico, until
at last | found myself at the corner of the grounds of the Villa Cle-
mentini, closeto a pair of gates of medi%val wrought-iron which closed
the south entrance to the magnificent domain.

On either side of the road were high walls with tall cypressesbehind
which cast their deep shadows over the highway, rendering it dark
around the entrance. | glanced at my luminous wristwatchNa relic of my
war serviceNand found that it still wanted ten minutes to eleven.

Therefore | drew back beneath the wall, and in the black shadow
awaited the millionaireOs visitor to pass on to the main entrance.

| suppose | had been there ten minutes or so when | detected ap-
proaching footsteps in the darkness, and presently the doctorOsfamiliar
figure appeared in the patch of moonlight, only to be swallowed up in
the black shadows a moment later. Approaching the great iron gates
which were a side entrance to the grounds, he drew a key from his pock-
et, unlocked them easily, and passed in without, however, re-locking
them after him. His visit there was undoubtedly a secretone, or De Gex
would not have given him the key of the entrance he used himself, nor
would he have sent away his butler, Robertson.

The visitorOsfootsteps suddenly ceased,for he was undoubtedly cross-
ing the grass.In consequence,l stole on tiptoe up to the gates,and enter-
ing, saw in the moonlight that Moroni was stealing along in the opposite
direction to the great country mansion, many of the windows of which
were illuminated. As | halted my ears caught the strains of orchestral
music. A waltz was being played, for, as | afterwards knew, a gay ball
was in progress, the cars entering and leaving by the main carriage road.

A few secondslater | crept on in the direction the doctor had taken. At
first | feared that, asis so often the casein Italy, savage dogs might be
kept there at night to attack any thief or intruder. But as Moroni had
entered so boldly, it was evident that if any were kept there they were
that evening locked up. Hence, | went forward in confidence until | came
to the edge of a beautiful lake lying unruffled in the moonlight, and sur-
rounded by many pieces of ancient statuary, most of them moss-grown
and lichen-covered.
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As | turned acorner there cameinto view alarge white summer-house
with a domed roof, supported by columnsNa kind of temple such asone
often finds in the gardens of ancient Italian villas. The marble-built
summer-house, with carved escutcheons,was a fashion of the seven-
teenth century. As | peered forward | saw Moroni walking in the full
light, approaching the place, from which a dark figure emerged and
came forth to meet him.

Instantly | again halted, and straining my eyes recognized that the
man who was in evening dress was the owner of that palatial home.

They retired into the summer-house together. What, | wondered, was
the object of that secret meeting?

It struck me that perhaps if | succeededin approaching the spot |
might overhear some of their confidential conversation, therefore | stole
forward, always keeping in the shadow, and treading upon the grass,
my eyes ever upon my goal.

The stillness of the night was unbroken, save by the harsh clanging of
the convent bell down at San Domenico, and the howl of a distant dog,
while ever and anon bursts of dance music from the villa reached my
ears.

At last, by skirting a shrubbery in almost pitch darkness, and scratch-
ing my hands and face badly, | succeededin gaining the rear of the little
marble temple, and on hearing De GexOwsoice | drew back and waited,
scarcedaring to breathe.| could hear my own heart beatas| listened in-
tently to certain words distinctly audible.

OThenyou think he has suspicionsNeh, Moroni? What you tell me is
interesting, but also alarming.O

Olfeel certain he has. He would not have consulted me for an imagin-
ary ailment were it not s0.0

OThenhe must have seenher somewhere in Florence and recognized
her! | was a fool to suggestthat she should be brought hereNso near to
me! | was a fool to allow him to slip through my fingers!O

Ol pointed that out to you at the time,O remarked the Italian doctor
with a sigh. OButwhat you have just shown to me is amazing. | never
dreamed of that!O

He had evidently shown him something in the moonlight.

OWell, | donOtintend that this fellow shall pry into my affairs,O
snapped the millionaire. | recognized that hard metallic voice of his, and
it recalled to me all those strange happenings on that November night.

Oldo not really see,if we act boldly, what we have to fear,Osaid the
doctor in his very fair English.
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We! Then they were both implicated in the plot, whatever its nature.

OFear!Gechoed De Gex. OSupposehe made some very compromising
statement to the London police.O

OAndin doing sohe would compromise himselfl He posed asa medic-
al man, and gave the death certificate in return for paymentNfive thou-
sand pounds. Beyond, he committed forgery by signing the name of Gor-
don Garfield. No, Mr. De Gex, | feel sure he will never court prosecution.
He may busy himself in trying to solve what no doubt appearsto him a
complete enigmaNas indeed it is to us. But he will never expose
usN nevetO

The millionaire grunted dubiously.

OWell, what are we to do now? What do you suggest, Moroni? Your
brain is always so fertile where crooked business is concerned.O

Ol have no suggestion. | came here to learn yours.O

OYesl called you here to show you what | have shown you, and also
becausel have a certain person here as guest at my wifeOsdance to-
nightNyou know whom | mean.O

OCertainly. Sheis equally dangerous. You asked me to bring the little
tube. Here it is. But | urge you to useit with extreme caution. When you
break the glass be certain that none of the jelly inside touches your fin-
gers. If it does, wash them instantly in carbolic. It is highly contagious.O

De Gex gave vent to a queer laugh of satisfaction, as,no doubt, he took
the mysterious glass tube in his hand.

Olam not yet certain whether to try the experimentNor not,O he re-
marked with hesitation.

Olt is, to say the least, a highly dangerous one.O

OYou mean dangerous from the point of view of discoveryNeh?0

ONo,not at all. Your act cannot be discovered, but it may be dangerous
for yourself and those about youNhighly dangerous. | have obeyed your
orders, signore, as| always do, and | have brought it. But my suggestion
is that you should not break that tube and disperse its contents.O

OYouseemto be growing unusually apprehensive, my dear Moroni.
The appearance in Florence of this young electrical engineer seems to
have quite upset you!O he laughed harshly. | could hear every word.

Ol confess his presencehere has not inspired me with confidence. We
do not know the extent of his knowledge, or what he has discovered,O
replied the doctor. OIf he establishes one factNyou know to what |
referNthen he will become a very grave menace to us both.O

OButsurely he wonOtdare to reveal anything for his own sake.That is
why | made the bribe a substantial one.O
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Olf he established that one fact to which | have referred, then it would
be quite within the bounds of possibility that he might face the music,
and lay bare the whole facts of the mystery of Stretton Street,OMoroni
remarked in a rather lower tone. OAt present | think he will keep a still
tongue.O

OThenone thing is quite plain,O said the millionaire. OHemust not be
allowed to prosecute his inquiries any further. And it is for you, Moroni,
to rid us of this ever-growing menace.If he is allowed to go on, then we
shall one day awake to find our secret revealed.O

Ol quite agree. But how shall we act?0

OAh! | leave that to you,Oreplied De Gex. OYouhave many ways and
means within your power. He is a patient of yours,O he added grimly.

OYes.But | happen to know that he is sufficiently wide awake not to
take any of my mixtures.O

OAh! Then he suspects you! You must act with greatest caution,
Moroni. Act as you will, but we must, at all costs, get rid of this fellow.O

Olsuggested that after the affair at Stretton Street. It would then have
been so very easy.O

Olknow! | was a fool! | did not foreseethe consequencesif he met and
recognized the girl. Even now we do not know where and how he met
her. But the menace to us is the same. We must get rid of himNand
quickly, too! The trap must be baitedNand what better bait than the girl
herself?0
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Chapter

LITTLE MRS. CULLERTON

For nearly half an hour Oswald De Gex and the Italian doctor, Moroni,
sat chatting in the darkness.

De Gex apologized to his visitor for not offering him a cigarette, re-
marking that the striking of a match might reveal their presenceto any-
one strolling in the grounds, for guests at dances frequently have that
habit.

Olndeed, after you have gone, Moroni, | am meeting the lady whom |
mentioned, and shall walk with her outside here. | want to speak with
her in private.O

OBut surely that is dangerous!O exclaimed the doctor instantly.

OWhy?0

Olfyou intend to act asyou say you should not hold any clandestine
meeting with her,O Moroni suggested.

Ol shall take your advice and preserve this little tube intact,Oand he
paused, Ointactat least for the present,Ohe added. OHencethere can be
no harm in leaving the ballroom and coming out into the fresh airNeh?0

Oln that case | see no risk.O

OTheonly risk we run is in allowing young Garfield to make inquiries
here, in Florence. When he saw me, |, of course, denied everything. But |
know that he must have noticed how upset | was at his reappearance.O

OWell, we have decided to suppress him, have we not?Osaid Moroni
briefly. OAnd now it is getting late and my taxi is awaiting me down in
Fiesole. So | had better be going.O

OHavea carethat the fellow doesnot meetherNnot until you are quite
prepared,O the millionaire urged. OAnd lose no time in making ready.
Each dayOs delay is increasingly dangerous.O

Oldo not disregard the fact, signore,Oreplied the Italian, and next mo-
ment they emerged from the little Greek temple, and having walked a
short distance, they parted, De Gex returning to the house, while Moroni
made his way back past the lake to the gate.
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When the mysterious millionaire had disappeared, | approached the
broad terrace which ran along the side of the house from which such a
wonderful panorama of the Apennines was to be obtained. If he brought
his lady guest out, aswas his intention, then he no doubt would descend
from the terrace, for | saw two couples walking there as | approached.

Beneath a tree | took cover and waitedNwaited to establish the iden-
tity of the person whom he had marked down as his next victim.

That night | had gained much knowledge of intense interest, yet it all
served to puzzle me the more.

That Tito Moroni was his accomplice | had established beyond doubt,
and equally that there had beena grave and deep-laid conspiracy against
me. And further, it seemedto be intended that | should again meet the
mysterious pale-faced girl in black, and that the meeting was meant to be
fatal to me.

Fortune had certainly beenupon my side that night, otherwise | might
have acted in good faith and fallen into some cleverly-baited trap. That
the doctor of the Via Cavezzo was a dangerous malefactor was proved
by the airy manner in which he had brought to his rich client that little
glass tube which 1, of course, had not seen,but which he had no doubt
put into the hands of his wealthy and unscrupulous host.

The more | reflected as | stood beneath the great oleander, the more
puzzled did | become.What was it that De Gex had shown the doctor be-
neath the pale light of the moon? It was evidently something which
greatly surprised Moroni, and yet he had made but little comment con-
cerning it.

But the chief mystery of all was the whereabouts of that poor inert girl
Gabrielle Engledue. | waited, eager for the return of the tall, well-set-up
man in evening clothes, the man who so much in the public eye was en-
gaged in such a strange career of wickedness and crime.

It seemedincredible that the immensely rich man whose name was so
constantly in the papers as a generous patron of the arts, and a pious
philanthropist, should be implicated in such devilOsdoings as those of
which | had already proved him to be the author.

The discordant clanging of that convent-bell again aroused me to a
senseof my surroundings. | saw upon the terrace before me several men
strolling, smoking cigarettes, and with them their fair partners wrapped
in rich cloaks and furs. They had come out after supper to admire the
wonderful moonlit scene,for before them rose the snow-tipped moun-
tains in a long serrated range, the high Apennines which divide the
Adriatic from the Mediterranean.
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Suddenly, almost before | was aware of it, a man and awoman passed
closeto me. The figure revealed by the cold bright moon was that of De
Gex, who had now put on a light coat, while at his side walked a slim,
tall young woman wrapped warmly in arich fur coat. The diamonds in
her fair hair gleamed in the moonlight, but unfortunately shehad passed
into the shadow before | could gain a glimpse of her features.

Sothat was the intended victimNthe woman to whom the dangerous
contents of that tiny glass tube was one day, sooner or later, to be
administered.

They went forward towards the edge of the placid lake, hencel sprang
upon the grass and followed them as noiselessas a cat. Little did the
owner of the great Villa Clementini dream that | was lurking in such
close vicinity.

They halted beside one of the ancient statues of yellow marble, a
heavy-limbed representation of Bacchus crowned with vine leaves,
where they admired the fairy-like scene.It was indeed glorious. Beneath
the pale moonlight lay the placid lake like a mirror, for no breath stirred
from the mountains, and beyond in the mystic light rose the snow-
capped peaks far away beyond the chestnut forests of Vallombrosa.

There is acharm in all seasonsand at all hours about those ancient vil-
las of Tuscany; those country mansions of the nobles which have seen
the tramp of men in armour and in plush, and bear upon them the crum-
bling escutcheonsof raceswhich have beenrulers for five centuries, and
whose present descendants are perhaps waiters in Paris, London, or
New York.

The English visitors to Florence seeoutside the Florence Club effemin-
ate elegants in English-made suits of blue serge,and brown boots, and
they sigh to think that such specimens of humanity are the representat-
ives of a noble race. Disguise it asyou may, poor ltaly is sadly decadent.
Her glory has passed, her nobileare ruined and her labour enemies are,
alas! bent upon putting her into the melting-pot. The gallant Italian
army fought valiantly against the Tedesci. It saved Venice from the heel
of the invader and it protected Dalmatia, where the population are ltali-
ans. But Italy to-day is not Italy of pre-war days, thanks to its paid agitat-
ors and its political scandals.

With the bright moon shining acrossthe huge oleander beneath which
| had again taken cover, | listened intently. But De Gex speaking with his
guest was too far off for me to distinguish anything he said.
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That he treated her with the greatest courtesy was apparent. And that
he spoke to her with the most entire confidence | realized by my own
observation.

At once | stole noiselessly forward from one bush to another until |
was close to where the pair stood. | trod softly upon the grass, my ears
strained to catch any word.

The words | at last caught were few and uncertain, for De Gex was
speaking in a low and highly confidential tone.

At last, however, on approaching a little nearer, | heard him exclaim:

OJack,your husband, is a young fool! He has no discretion. He
gambles on the Stock Exchangewithout any expert knowledge. He came
up here to me yesterday afternoon and told me that he must have ten
thousand pounds to tide him over, and prevent him being hammered. |
sent him away, but | shall see that he has the money.O

OHow really good of you, Mr. De Gex!Oexclaimed the girlNfor as far
as| could seeshewas hardly awoman. OldonOtknow how to thank you
sufficiently. | know Jackis a born gambler. His father was on the Stock
Exchangebefore him, and | suppose games of chanceare in the breed of
the Cullertons.O

ONotin you, | hope, Dorothy,O replied the millionaire. OYouhave had
the misfortune to marry a gambler, andNwell, my dear girlNI pity you.
Gambling is worse than drink. The drunkard can be sickened and put
off, but the gambler never. Now | want you to promise me one thing.O

OWhat is that?O she asked.

Olshall seethat he has the money. But it will come through a second
party, not through me. | do not wish to appear to lend him money, other-
wise he will still continue his speculations, feeling that he has me behind
him. Now you know the truth, Dorothy. But you must promise me to say
nothing. Nobody must knowNnot even my wife.O

OOh'how very good of you to help Jackout of a hole!Oshe exclaimed.
OOfcourse I0llremain silent. But it really is awfully kind of you. | donOt
know how to thank you.O

Olwill do it for your sake, Dorothy,O said De Gex, bending to her in
confidence. Ol am indebted toyouNremember!O

OAh! no!O cried the young woman, whose name apparently was
Cullerton. ONo! Please donOt refer to that terrible affairlO

Her voice betrayed emotion and apprehension, while at that moment,
as she turned her face to the light of the moon, | was able to get a full
view of it. It was that of a very beautiful young woman of about twenty-
three, rather petite with fair bobbed hair, regular features, and sweet lips.

68



But the expression upon her countenance was one of fear and
apprehension.

Ol have no desire to remember it,O said her host. OWeagreed at the
time that it should be silence for silence. It was a bargain which we have
kept ever since. You have married JackCullerton, and you are happy ex-
cept that your husband is a born gambler. And of that he must be
cured.O

Olknow. | know!O she said hastily. OButearlier this evening you prom-
ised to tell me about Gabrielle. | must seeher. She seemsto have disap-
peared. Where is she?0

Oln London, | believe.O

Oln London! Yet the last time you spoke of her you said she was in
Turin, on her way here, to Florence.O

Oswald De Gex laughed lightly.

OYes.She came to Florence for a few days, but she has returned to
London. Why are you so anxious to see her?0

Ol want to see her about a matter which concerns Jack and my-
selfNthatOs all,O replied young Mrs. Cullerton.

OMay | not know?0O asked her host.

Olt is a purely private matter,O was her reply.

Then from the conversation that followed, it seemed as though the
millionaire was apprehensive lest she should meet the mysterious Gabri-
elle, and | wondered whether it was in order to prevent them meeting
that he entertained designs upon her life.

| recollected that little glasstube which he was carrying in secretin his
pocket, and which the scoundrelly Italian had urged him to refrain from
using because he might place his own life in jeopardy.

| listened to every word. De Gex was evidently most anxious to know
why she sought Gabrielle so eagerly. And Gabrielle, | could only sur-
mise, was the girl | had seenstark and dead in that handsome room in
Stretton Street.

That night of watchfulness had borne fruit. | had learnt from De GexOs
own lips that another deep and subtle trap was to be laid for meNa trap
baited with the tragic-faced girl herself. Further, | had established that he
intended that, sooner or later, an accident should befall the dainty little
woman in that rich ermine cloak, the woman with whom he was chatting
so affably. Also | had learned her identity, and it now remained for me to
forewarn her of what was intended.

The rich Englishman had talked for about a quarter of an hour with
Dorothy Cullerton, when at last they returned to the house, while | made
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my way in the darkness back to the gate. When | arrived, however, |
found that Moroni had locked it after him. | was therefore compelled to
climb the wrought ironwork, and after several unsuccessful attempts
succeeded in regaining the road.

It was long past midnight ere | found myself back in Fiesole,but | dis-
covered a belated cab, and in it | drove back to Florence, full of grave
reflections.

On the following day | bought in the Via Tornabuoni an English news-
paper which publishes weekly a list of visitors to Florence, and from it
discovered that Mr. and Mrs. Cullerton were living at the Villa Tassi,out
at Montaguto, about three miles from the Porta Romana, on the opposite
side of Florence. That same morning | took the steam tram from the
Piazza della Signorina, and after three miles of dusty road, alighted at a
spot beyond the little village of Galluzzo in the Val dOEmagCrossing the
brook | soon began to ascendthe hill of MontagutoNa pretty eminence
clothed with cypressesand olivesNand was not long in discovering the
neat, newly-built little villa, one of a number which are let furnished
each seasonto wealthy foreigners. | noted as | passedthat it was well-
kept, that the garden was bright with flowers, even though it was winter,
and that in the garagewas a small light car which at the moment was be-
ing washed by an English chauffeur.

| longed to have some excuseto call upon Mrs. Cullerton, but could
think of none. Therefore | returned to Florence and pursued fresh tactics.
The afternoon | spent making inquiries regarding the Cullertons, and
soon discovered that they were intimate friends of Monsieur Rameil, the
French Consul, and his wife.

With this knowledge | lost no time in obtaining an introduction to the
French Consul, and three days later received a card for one of MadameOs
Friday afternoons. Naturally | went, and to my delight Mrs. Cullerton
was there also. She was a strikingly pretty young woman, and appar-
ently extremely popular, judging by the manner in which two or three
young lItalian elegants danced attendance upon her. Shortly before | left
my hostessintroduced me to her, and naturally | endeavoured to make
myself extremely agreeable. But was not the situation a strange one?
And this pretty woman had been marked down for destruction by the
mysterious millionaire, just as | had been!

Yet had | told anyone of the knowledge | had gained | would not have
been believed, any more than would credence have been given to the
story of my strange adventure in Stretton Street.
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We chatted for perhaps ten minutes. She asked me where | was stay-
ing and how long | should be in Florence, and then, expressing a hope
that we should meet again, | bowed and left her.

| had accomplished one step towards ascertaining the identity of the
girl | had seen dead in London.

Severaldays passed,during which | kept a good look out in the streets
for sight of Doctor MoroniOsfair companion. But | was not successful.
Perhaps she had gone to London, as my host of Stretton Street had
asserted!

One afternoon, while haunting the streets, | suddenly encountered
Mrs. Cullerton walking in the Via Tornabuoni, and, raising my hat,
stopped to speak.

After afew secondssherecognized me, and | walked at her side chat-
ting. Her car was waiting in the Piazza Santa Trinita, but before she
entered it she had promised to send me a card for a litle OathomeOshe
was giving on the following Thursday.

Now, not until we had parted did it occur to me that De Gex might be
also going there. In that case he certainly should not meet me. So |
sought RobertsonOsaid concerning his masterOsngagements, and dis-
covered that on Thursday morning the millionaire was going to Leghorn
to join his yacht for a weekOs cruise across to Algiers.

Therefore | accepted Mrs. CullertonOsinvitation, and found at the villa
a number of pleasant, cosmopolitan people, whom | had already met at
the French ConsulOsl was introduced by my hostessto her husband,
Jack,a smartly-dressed man, and a typical young member of the Stock
Exchange. Afterwards | succeededin having quite a long conversation
with his wife.

Quite casually | mentioned the Villa Clementini, and its owner.

ODoyou know him?Oshe asked with interest. OHeis such a dear, gen-
erous old thing.O

Ol have met him once,Ol replied with affected unconcern. OTheysay
heOs a little eccentricNdonOt they?O

OHis enemies say that,O she replied, Obuthis friends are full of praise
of him. HeOsthe most charming and generous of men, and his great
wealth allows him to perform all sorts of kind actions. They say that he
canOt refuse anybody who asks for his influence or help.O

| reflected that his influence was certainly a baneful one.

OANh! | see you are one of his friends, Mrs. Cullerton!O | said, laughing.

OYesNI confess | am.O
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OThenwould you be surprised if | told you in strictest confidence that
he is not your friend, but one of your bitterest enemies!O said, lowering
my voice, and looking straight into her wide-open blue eyes.

Ol donOtunderstand you, Mr. Garfield!O she said, also lowering her
voice.

Ol will explain one day, Mrs. CullertonNone day when we are alone.O

OWhen?Gshe whispered, for Madame Rameil was approaching at the
moment.

OWheneveryou like to make an appointment,O | replied. OOnly | must
first hold you to absolute secrecy.O

OThatOagreed,Owhispered the pretty young woman. OTo-morrow. |
will be here alone at three oOclock,@nd then she held out her hand, and
aloud said:

OGood-bye, Mr. Garfield. So sorry you have to run away so early.
Good-bye!O
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Chapter 9

SOME PLAIN SPEAKING

Punctually at three oOclocknext afternoon the buxom lItalian maid in
dainty apron, ushered me into Mrs. CullertonOscharming salone From
the long windows a magnificent view spread away acrossthe green val-
ley of the Ema to the great monastery of the Certosa, a huge medi%val
pile which resembled a medi%val fortress standing boldly against the
background of the rolling Apennines.

Scarcelyhad | stood there a moment when my blue-eyed young host-
ess, in a becoming black-and-cherry frock, entered, and greeting me,
closed the door.

OWell,Mr. Garfield? 1tOgeally awfully good of you to trouble to come
out to seeme. IOmall excitement to know what you have to tell me about
Mr. De Gex. HeOs gone yachtingNas you perhaps know. Do sit down.O

As | did so she passed me the cigarettes, and took one herself. Then,
when | had held the match for her and had lit my own, | said:

OWell, Mrs. Cullerton, | really donOtknow how to commence. Some-
how, | felt it my duty to come here to seeyou. | must admit that | have
beenmanluvring for several days in order to get an introduction to you,
and to obtain an opportunity of seeing you alone. And yetNNO

OYesl quite seethat. | thought by your attitude in the Via Tornabuoni
that you seemedvery anxious to know me,Oand her lips relaxed into a
pretty smile.

OThat is so. In order toNwell, to warn you,O | said very seriously.

OWarn me!Nof what, pray?O

| hesitated. To be perfectly frank with her was, | saw, quite impossible.
Shemight hear all | said and then inform De Gex. Shewas his friend. Or
perhaps she would dismiss me and my story as pure invention. Hence |
resolved to preserve my own secret concerning the Stretton Street Affair.

Looking straight into her face, | said:

OIOm here to warn you of a very grave personal danger.O
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OYou are really most alarming, Mr. Garfield,O she said in suspicion.
OIn what danger am 1?0

OYouare either in possessionof some ugly fact concerning Mr. De Gex
which he desires suppressed, or elseyou bar his way to some ambitious
achievement.O

Her face changed, and she held her breath. Though it was only for a
second | saw that what | had suggested was the truth. Her slim white
hand twitched nervously upon her lap.

OSomefact concerning Mr. De Gex!Oshe gasped in feigned surprise.
OWho told you that!O she asked, her face blanching.

Olhave not beentold. But | know it, Mrs. Cullerton,O was my reply. Ol
know that, though De Gex is assisting your husband out of a financial
difficulty and pretends to be your good friend, he views you ashis bitter
enemyNas a person whose lips must, at all hazards, be closed.O

OReally,Mr. Garfield, what you say is too extraordinaryNtoo amaz-
ing! |1 donOt understand you!O

Olknow it sounds most extraordinary,O | said. OButfirst tell me if you
know a certain Doctor Moroni, who lives in the Via Cavezzo?0

OCertainly. The doctor attends Mr. De Gex and his family. 1 first met
him in London, about a year ago. Mr. De Gex holds him in very high
esteem.O

OAh! Then you know the doctor.O

OOf course. When he was in London he several times came to our
house in FitzjohnOs Avenue.O

OAnd your husband knows him?0O1 asked, looking her straight in the
face. OPlease tell me the truth,O | urged.

ONo. Jack has never met himNnot to my knowledge.O

| was silent for a few seconds.| had established a fact which | had all
along suspected.

OThen he called in the daytime, when your husband was in the
CityNeh?0

OYes.O

ONow tell me, did you ever have any strange illness after Doctor
Moroni had called?O | inquired very seriously.

Olliness? Why, no! Why do you ask such a curious question?0

Ol have reasonsfor asking it, Mrs. Cullerton,O was my reply. Olhave
called here as your friend, remember.O

OButall this is most bewildering,O she exclaimed with a nervous little
laugh. OWhy should | be in any personal peril?0
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OBecausegyou know something to the detriment of that wealthy and
somewhat eccentric man,Ol replied. OPardonme if | put another ques-
tion to you. Are you acquainted with a girl named Gabrielle Engledue?0

OGabrielle Engledue?0 she repeated. ONo, | have never heard the
name. | know a GabrielleNGabrielle TennisonNan old schoolfellow of
mine.O

OA tall, dark-haired girl?0

OYes, she is rather tall, and dark-haired.O

OlsnOt her real name Engledue?O | asked quickly.

ONot to my knowledge.O

Ols she not Mr. De GexOs niece?0

OHehas no niece, has he?Nexcept, of course, Lady Shalford, whom |
know quite well.O

OWhere is Gabrielle Tennison?0

Oln LondonNI believe.O

OAre you certain she is not here, in Florence?0

OMr. De Gex told me that she came to Florence for a few daysNNO

OTo visit himNeh?0

Ol suppose so. But she has returned to London.O

ODoyou know her addressin London,O 1| asked very anxiously. Olask
you this in our mutual interests, Mrs. Cullerton,O | added confidentially.

OYes.She lives with her mother in a maisonette in Longridge Road,
EarlOs Court, | forget the number, but you could easily find out.O

OAnNd she is there now, | presume?0

Ol expect soNif what Mr. De Gex has told me is the truth.O

OBut will he ever tell you the truth?O | queried. ORecollectthat al-
though he poses as your husbandOdriend, he is nevertheless your en-
emyNbecause he fears you! Why is that?0

The pretty wife of the young London stockbroker hesitated. | saw that
she was much perturbed by my question.

Olsuppose he suspectsthat | know certain things,Owas her low, hard
reply. OButhe has been very good to Jackon several occasions.He has
prevented him from being hammered on the Stock Exchange,therefore |
can only be grateful to him.O

| looked the pretty woman straight in the face, and said:

OGrateful! Grateful to a man whose dastardly intention is, when the
whim takes him, to send you to your grave, Mrs. Cullerton?0

OINI really donOtknow what you mean. Are you mad? Do be more ex-
plicit,O she cried. OWhy do you make these terrible allegations against
Mr. De Gex?0
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OPleaseaecollect, Mrs. Cullerton, that | am here first in your interests,
and secondly in my own. You and | are now both marked down as vic-
tims, becauseboth of us are in possessionof certain knowledge which
would, if exposed, bring obloquy and prosecution upon an exceedingly
wealthy man. Your husband, yourself, and myself, are merely pawns in
the clever game which this man is playingNa mysterious game, | admit,
and one in which he is actively assistedby Doctor MoroniNbut also one
in which, if we are not both very wary, we shall find ourselves the vic-
tims of fatal circumstances.O

My words seemed to impress the stockbrokerOswife, for she asked:
OWellNwhat shall | do?0

OBeperfectly frank with me,Ol replied promptly. OBothof us have all
to lose if we close our eyesto the conspiracy against us on the part of
your friend De Gex and his shrewd and unscrupulous accomplice, Tito
Moroni.O

OMoroni is one of the most popular doctors in Florence,O she
remarked.

OlOnperfectly aware of that,O was my reply. OBut there is no more
dangerous criminal than the medical man who is beneath the thumb of a
millionaire. There have beenseveral before the assizesin various cities of
Europe. Many, thanks alas! to the power of gold, have never been un-
masked. There have been casesin Hungary, in France,in Italy, and in
RussiaNeven one casein England which is recorded in a big file at Scot-
land Yard. But in that casethere was no prosecution because money
meansinfluence, and influence meansthe breaking of those in office who
dare to oppose it.O

OThenhow do you suggest that | should act, Mr. Garfield?O asked
young Mrs. Cullerton. Oltis distressing news to me that Mr. De Gex is
my enemyNand | confess that at present | can scarcely credit it.O

| longed to unbosom myself to herNto tell her of all that had occurred
to me since that fateful November night when | had passed through
Stretton Street, but | was not yet fully confident concerning her attitude
towards me. It might be hostile. She might seek De Gex when he re-
turned from Algiers and tell him of our interview! If she did, then all
hope of elucidating the mystery of Gabrielle EngledueOsleath would be
at once swept away.

Yet | held before me the fact that the millionaire, hand-in-glove with
that scoundrelly Italian, intended to cast me into my grave. The Italians
have all through the centuries been experts in secret assassination. The
Doges of Venice, the Borgias, and the Medici have all had secret
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poisoners in their pay. The gay, carelessrace which laughs when the sun
shines, are just the sameto-day, after the war, asthey were in the days of
His Holiness Rodrigo Borgia. To-day your superstitious Italian criminal
enters the church and prays to the Madonna that his coupNwhatever it
may be, from profiteering, picking pockets, or the secretassassinationof
an enemyNmay be successful.

Ol allege that Mr. De Gex is your enemy, Mrs. Cullerton,O | said. Ol
have first-hand knowledge of it. Indeed, on the night of the ball at the
Villa Clementini, he had in his pocket the wherewithal to bring upon
you an illness which must inevitably prove fatal. He had a little glass
tube which he had ordered Moroni to prepare, but which the doctor
himself urged him not to break for fear of infecting himself and his
family.O

She sat staring at me open-mouthed.

OINI really canObelieve it!O she gasped. OMr. De Gex would never act
in such a dastardly manner towards me. We are friendsNold friends.O

OYoumay be, but | happen to know the truth,O | declared. OHe pre-
tends friendship towards you, but his intentions are that your lips shall
be closed. For some reason he fears you.O

OAre you really quite serious?O she asked, looking me full in the face.

Ol certainly am,Ol replied. OThereason | am here is to warn you to
have a care of yourself. That some evil is intended, | know. Only | rely
upon you to keep the information | have given you to yourself. Watch
De Gex, but say nothingN not a wordO

Ol have already promised that | will remain silent,O she remarked.

OYoumust also say no word to your husband. He is indebted to De
Gex, hence he might tell him what | have said. And further, my name
must never be mentioned to De Gex.O

OWhy not?0

OHe would instantly guess the source of your information.O

OBut what is your motive for all this, Mr. Garfield?O

OMy motive is a simple one. | am trying to find Gabrielle Engledue,
and | am now wondering whether the girl | am seeking is not the same
as the young lady you know as Gabrielle Tennison.O

OWheredid you meet this girl Engledue?Oasked Mrs. Cullerton, with
a queer inquisitive look.

| paused for a second.

OlIn LondonNat the house of a mutual friend.O

Her expression caused me to ponder, for | discerned that she was in-
clined to doubt me.
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OAnd why are you seeking her now?0

Ol have a distinct object in view.O

OYouOveNwell, perhaps youOvefallen in love with herNeh?O she
laughed lightly.

ONotat all,Ol assured her. Olhave a private, but very strong, motive in
discovering her. | want to put to her certain questions.O

OAbout what, Mr. Garfield? Come, it is now my turn to be a little in-
quisitive,O and she laughed again.

OAbout a certain little matter in which we are mutually interested,O
was my evasive answer. Then, after a pause, | looked straight into her
eyes, and added very earnestly: Olwonder whether if | should require
your help, Mrs. Cullerton, you would assist me?0

Oln what way?0

OAtpresent | cannot tell. To be frank, | am striving to solve a great and
inscrutable mystery. Justnow | am amazed and bewildered. But | feel
that you are the only person who could help meNbecause you and | are
equally in peril.O

OBut,Mr. Garfield, | seeno reasonwhy | should be upon the brink of
this mysterious abyss!Oshe cried. OYoudonOtexplain the situation suffi-
ciently fully.O

OBecausat present | cannot do so. No one regrets it more than myself,
There is a grim mysteryNa very great mysteryNand | intend, with your
assistance, to escape my enemy and clear it up.O

OWho is your enemy?0

OOswald De Gex! He is my enemy as well asyours,Ol said very seri-
ously. OIf you were in the possession of such facts as those | have
gathered during the past week or so, you would be startled andNwell,
perhaps terrified. But | only again beg of you to have a care of yourself.
You have promised silence, and I, on my part, will carry on my search
for the truth.O

OThe truth of what?0

OThe truth concerning Gabrielle Engledue.O

The pretty little woman again looked at me very straight in the facefor
some moments without speaking. Then, with a strange hardness about
her mouth, she said:

OMr. Garfield, take it from me, you will never discover what you arein
search of. The truth is too well hidden.O

OWhat? Then you know somethingNeh?O | cried quickly.

OYes.lIt is true!O she answered in a low, hard voice. Ol do know
somethingNsomething of a certain secret that can never pass my lips!O
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Chapter 1 O

MONSIEUR SUZOR AGAIN

Mrs. CullertonOs words held me breathless.

At first | believed that | might wring the truth from her lips, but |
quickly saw that sheintended to preserve her secretat all costs. Whether
she actually believed what | had told her concerning her own peril was
doubtful. In any case,she seemedin some strange manner held power-
less and fascinated by the rich man who had saved her speculating hus-
band from ruin.

| remained there for still another quarter of an hour until her maid an-
nounced a visitor, when | was compelled to rise and take my leave.

For a few days longer | remained in Florence; then | left for London.
On entering the Calais expressat the Gare du Nord in Paris on my way
home, | was agreeably surprised to find among my fellow travellers to
England the affable French banker whom | had met on that memorable
journey from York to London. He recognized me at once, and | inquired
why he was not, as usual, crossing by air to Croydon.

OAh!Ohe laughed. OThelast time | crossed three weeks ago we went
into a thick fog over the Channel, and it was not very comfortable. So |
prefer the rail just now.O

On this occasion we exchanged cards. His name was Gaston Suzor,
and between Paris and Calais we discussed many things, for he was a
well-informed man and a true hater of the Boches.On the steamer we
strolled upon the deck together, and we passedquite a pleasant journey
in company. He was surprised that | had beenin Italy, but | explained
that | had been granted long leave of absenceby my firm, and that | had
gone to Florence upon private affairs.

We parted at Charing Cross, Monsieur Suzor to go to the Carlton, and
| home to our little flat in Rivermead Mansions.

A note lay upon the dining-room table. Hambledon was away in
Cardiff, and he had left word in casel should return unexpectedly. The
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place was cold and fireless, and | was glad to go over to the Claredon to
have my dinner.

My one thought was of Gabrielle Tennison, who lived with her mother
in a maisonette at EarlO<Court. So| took a taxi to Longridge Road, and
after numerous inquiries at neighbouring shops in EarlOsCourt Road, |
discovered in which house lived Mrs. Tennison and her daughter. The
hour was late, therefore | felt that it was uselessto keep observation
upon the place in the hope of the girl coming forth.

| had no excuseto make a call. Besides,| might, if | acted indiscreetly,
destroy all my chances of solving the strange enigma.

Therefore not until ten oOcloclon the following morning did | take up
my vigilant watch at the end of the road, at a spot from which | had full
view of the house in question. My watch proved a long and weary one,
for not until three oOclock in the afternoon was my patience rewarded.

The front door suddenly opened, and down the steps came the slim
figure of agirl, followed by a woman. As they approached me | saw that
it was the girl | had seenwith Moroni in Florence,while the woman was,
from her dress, evidently an old servant.

The girl of mystery was attired quite smartly in black, her appearance
being very different from the shabby figure she presented in Florence.
But her beautiful countenance was just as pathetic, with that strange set
expression of ineffable sadness.She passed me by without glancing at
me, while the stout, homely woman at her side held her arm linked in
hers.

They turned into EarlOsCourt Road and walked towards Kensington
High Street, while | followed at a respectabledistance. | could not fail to
notice the grace of carriage of the girl whose listless attitude was so mys-
terious, and whose exact whereabouts Oswald De Gex was concealing
from his friend, Mrs. Cullerton. But the one point which puzzled me
sorely was whether the girl walking in front of me all unconscious of my
presence was the same that | had seendead at Stretton Street, and for
whom | had given afalse certificate to cover up what had evidently been
a crime with malice aforethought.

The pair now and then becamelost in the crowd of foot-passengersin
busy Kensington, but | followed them. Occasionally they paused to look
into BarkerOshop windows, but the interest was evidently on the part of
the serving-woman, for Gabrielle TennisonNor whatever her actual
nameNseemed to evince no heed of things about her. She walked like
one in adream, with her thoughts afar off, yet her face was the sweetest,
most beautiful, and yet the saddest | had ever witnessed. Tragedy was
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written upon her pale countenance, and | noticed that one or two men
and women in passing the pair turned to look back at them. In that face
of flawless beauty a strange story was writtenNa mystery which | was
strenuously seeking to solve.

Presently they entered Kensington Gardens, strolling along the grav-
elled walks beneath the bare, leaflesstrees that were so black with Lon-
donOgyrime. The day was cold, but bright, hence quite a number of per-
sons were walking there, together with the usual crowd of nursemaids
with the children of the well-to-do from the Hyde Park and Kensington
districts.

The pair passed leisurely half-way up the Broad Walk, when they
presently rested upon a seatnearly opposite the great fasade of Kensing-
ton Palace.

| saw that | had not been noticed either by the old servant or by her
mysterious young mistress, therefore | sank quickly upon a seat some
distance away, but in such a position that | could still seethem as they
talked together.

Was Gabrielle Engledue livingNor was she dead? Or was Gabrielle
Tennison and Gabrielle Engledue one and the sameperson?A living face
is different from that of the same person when dead, hence the great
problem presenting itself.

It seemedasthough in conversation the girl becameanimated, for she
gesticulated slightly as though in angry protest at some remark of her
companion, and then suddenly | had a great surprise.

Coming down the Broad Walk | saw a figure in a grey overcoat and
soft brown hat which | instantly recognized. He walked straight to
where the pair were seated,lifted his hat, and then seatedhimself beside
the qirl.

The man was my French friend, Suzor!

That they had gone there on purpose to meet him was now quite clear,
for after a few moments the old woman laughed, rose and walked on, in
order to leave the girl alone with the Frenchman. What could be the
meaning of that clandestine meeting?Nfor clandestine it was, or Mon-
sieur Suzor would have called at Longridge Road. Possibly they expec-
ted that they might be watched, hence they had met as though by acci-
dent at that spot where they believed they would not be observed.

Gaston Suzor was a shrewd, clever man. But what did this friendship
with Gabrielle Tennison denote? As | watched | saw him speaking very
earnestly. For some time she sat with her gloved hands idly in her lap
listening to his words without comment. Then she shook her head, and
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put up her hands in protest. Afterwards by her attitude she seemedto be
appealing to him, while he remained obdurate and unperturbed.

| longed to overhear their conversation, but in the fading light of that
brief wintry afternoon it was impossible to approach closer. | could only
sit and watch. My eyes were strained to see every gesture of the pair,
now that the stout figure of the girlOscompanion had disappeared to-
wards the Bayswater Road. In that oasisin the desert of aristocratic Lon-
don one can obtain quite sylvan surroundings. True, the trees and veget-
ation are covered with a film of grime from the millions of smoking
chimneys of the giant metropolis, still Kensington Gardens ever pos-
sessesa charm all its own as a clandestine meeting-place for well-born
lovers and ill-born loafers, for nursemaids and soldiers, and for persons
of both sexeswho wish for a little quiet talk in the open air in order so
often to clear a hectic atmosphere.

Such | judged to be the case between Gaston Suzor and Gabrielle
Tennison.

At first the girl satinert with downcast eyeslistening to the man. But
suddenly sheraised her hands in quick protest again, and apparently be-
came resentfulNeven angry. Then when he spoke some reassuring
words she became calmer.

As | sat there shrewdly watching, | could not help reflecting upon a
still further problem which now presented itself. The very last person in
the world whom | should have suspected of being connected with the
strange affair at Stretton Streetwas my affable friend the French banker.
| now beganto wonder if my first meeting with him in the expresstrain
between York and KingOsCross just before my amazing adventure had
been simply by chance,or had it any connection between that meeting
and the trap which had, without a doubt, beenso cunningly prepared for
me as| passedthrough Stretton Streetto my uncleOsiouse on the follow-
ing evening.

The fact that | had again met the mysterious Suzor at the Gare du
Nord, in Paris, just as| was on my way back to London to pursue further
inquiries was, in itself, suspicious. | confessthat | sat utterly bewildered.
One thing was plain, namely, that he had no suspicion that | was keep-
ing such close observation upon Gabrielle. | knew where she lived, and
to me he had given his hotel address.

At last, after quite twenty minutes of serious conversation, the stout,
flat-footed servant returned, and after a few pleasant words with her,
Suzor rose, and raising his hat, left them.
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Instantly it occurred to me that, as| knew the girlOsabode, it would be
more useful perhaps to watch the movements of my friend the French
banker.

He took the path which skirted the lake, and then cut down the
straight way which leadsto Alexandra Gateinto Rotten Row, while | fol-
lowed him far behind though | kept him well in sight. He went swiftly at
a swinging pace,for he had apparently grown cold while seatedthere in
the north wind. The ground was hard and frosty, and the sky grey and
lowering, with every evidence that a snowstorm might be expected.

He walked the whole length of Rotten Row, that leafy way which is so
animated when social London disports itself in the season,and which on
a black wintry afternoon, when the smart set are on the Riviera or in
Egypt, is sodull and deserted. At Hyde Park Corner he turned along Pic-
cadilly, until he hailed a passing taxi, to the driver of which he gave de-
liberate instructions.

| glanced around, and very fortunately saw another disengaged taxi,
which | entered, giving the man instructions to keep the other in view,
with a promise of double fare. Instantly the man entered into the spirit of
the enterprise, and away we went towards the Circus, and thence by
way of Oxford Streetto the Euston Road, where before a small private
hotel quite close to the station Suzor descended, and, paying the man,
entered.

For three hours | waited outside, but he did not emerge. Then | went
to the Carlton, and from the reception-clerk ascertained that Monsieur
Suzor was staying there, but he did not always sleepthere. Sometimeshe
would be absentfor two or three nights. He went away into the country,
the smart young clerk believed.

Hence | established the curious fact that Gaston Suzor when in Lon-
don had two placesof abode, one in that best-known hotel, and the other
in the obscurity of a frowsy house patronized by lower-class visitors to
London.

What could be the motive, | wondered?

| returned to the Carlton at midnight and inquired for Monsieur Suzor.
The night-clerk told me that he had not yet returned.

Sol went back to the cold cheerlessnessof Rivermead Mansions, and
slept until the following morning.

At eachturn | seemedto be confronted by mystery which piled upon
mystery. Ever before my eyes| saw that handsome girl lying cold and
lifeless, and | had forged a certificate in the name of a well-known med-
ical man, upon which her body had been reduced to ashes!That | had
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acted as accomplice to some cunning and deliberate crime | could not
disguise from myself. It was now up to me to make amends before God
and man, to strive to solve the enigma and to bring the guilty personsto
justice.

This was what | was endeavouring, with all my soul, to accomplish.

Yet the point was whether Gabrielle Engledue was really dead, or
whether she still existed in the person of Gabrielle Tennison. That was
the first fact for me to establish.

Next morning | rose early and gazed acrossthe cold misty Thamesto
the great factories and wharves upon the opposite bank. The outlook
was indeed dull and dispiriting, | stood recalling how Moroni had
walked with the beautiful girl in the streets of Florence, unwillingly it
seemed, for he certainly feared lest his companion be recognized. | also
recollected the strange conversation | had heard with my own ears, and
the curious attitude which little Mrs. Cullerton had adopted towards me,
even though she had revealed to me the whereabouts of Gabrielle
Tennison.

My breakfast was ready soon after eight oOclockand afterwards | went
to EarlO<ourt to watch the house in Longridge Road. By dint of careful
inquiries in the neighbourhood | was told that Mrs. Tennison had gone
away a few days beforeNto Paris, they believed.

OTheyoung lady, Miss Tennison, appears to be rather peculiar,O1 re-
marked casually to awoman at a bakerOshop near by, after she had told
me that she served them with bread.

OYes,poor young lady!O replied the woman. OSheOsever been the
samesince shewas taken ill last November. They say she sustained some
great shock which so upset her that her mind is now a little affected. Old
Mrs. Alford, the servant there, tells me that the poor girl will go a whole
day and never open her mouth. SheOs like one dumb!O

OHow very curious!O| remarked. Olwonder what kind of shock it was
that caused such a change in her? Was she quite all right before
November?0

OPerfectly.Shewas a bright clever girl, and used often to comein here
to me for chocolate and cakes. Shewas full of life and merriment. It is
really pathetic to seeher as she is nowadays. She seemsto be brooding
over something, but what it is nobody can make out.O

OVeryremarkable,Ol said. OlOveoticed her about, and have wondered
at her attitudeNlike many others, | suppose.O

OYes.Her mother has taken her to a number of mental specialists, |
hear, but nobody seemsto be able to do her any good. They say sheOs
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suffered from some shock, but they canOtell exactly what it is, because
the young lady seemsto have entirely lost her memory over a certain
period.O

Ols Mrs. Tennison well off?0 | asked.

ONoNthe reverse, | should think,0 the bakerOsvife replied. OlOvéeard
that Mr. Tennison was a very rich man, but when he died it was found
that he was on the verge of bankruptcy, and the widow was left very
poorly off.O

It is curious what intimate knowledge the little tradespeople glean
about their neighbours, evenin London. From the woman | gathered one
or two facts of interest.

| inquired if Mrs. Tennison had many visitors, whereupon she replied
in the negative, and added:

OThereused to be an Italian gentleman who called very often a few
weeks ago. He often walked out with the young lady. Somebody said he
was a doctor, but | donOt know if he was.O

| asked the woman to tell me what he was like, when she gave me an
accurate description of the mysterious doctor of the Via Cavezzo!

So Moroni had visited her thereNin Longridge Road!

| tried to ascertainif Gaston Suzor had beenthere also, but my inform-
ant had no knowledge of him. She had never seen him walking with
Gabrielle Tennison, as she had so often seen the Italian.

| remained for nearly half an hour chatting, retiring, of course, when
she was compelled to serve customers, and then | left her and walked
round to the house in Longridge Road, where | watched a little while,
and then returned to the Carlton.

85



Chapter 1 1

THE ABSOLUTE FACTS

OMonsieur Suzor has not yet returned,O was the reply of the smart
reception-clerk when | inquired for the French banker. OButhe is often
away for two or three days.O

| left the hotel, and taking a taxi to the Euston Road made a thorough
examination of the high shabby house with its smoke-grimed lace cur-
tains, a place which bore over the fan-light the words OPrivateHotel.OIn
the broad light of day it looked a most dull, uninviting place; more so
even than its neighbours. There are many such hotels in the vicinity of
Euston Station, and this seemedthe most wretched of them all, for the
windows had not been cleaned for many months, while the steps badly
wanted scrubbing.

After | had thoroughly examined the place in front, | went round to
the back, where | discovered, to my surprise, that the house had an exit
at the rear through a mews into a drab, dull street which ran parallel.
Then, for the first time, the thought occurred to me that on the previous
day the Frenchman might have entered by the front door and passedout
by the back into the next street!

| waited an hour idling about, and then | went boldly to the door, and
knocked.

A black-haired, slatternly woman in a torn and soiled apron opened
the door slightly.

OWeOréull up,O she snapped before | could speak. OWehavenOtany
room to let.O

Ol donOtrequire a room,O | replied politely. OlOvealled to see the
French gentleman you have staying hereNMonsieur Suzor.O

| thought she started at mention of the name, for shestill held the door
ajar as though to prevent me from peering inside.

OWeOvgot no French gent a-staying Oere,She replied. OYouOvenade
a mistake.O

OBut | saw him enter here last night.O
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OYoumust Oavebeen mistaken,Othe woman said. OOEight Oaveyone
next door. They Oave a lot of visitors.O

OBut you are full upNeh?0

OYesNwith our regOlarresidents,Oshe answered promptly. But from
her nervousness of manner | knew she was not telling the truth. | was
positive that Suzor had entered there, but she denied all knowledge of
him. Why?

Without a doubt, while | had waited for him to emerge, he had passed
out by the back way. If so, was it possible that he had seenand recog-
nized me, and wished to escape unseen?

The house was certainly one of mystery. The woman was palpably
perturbed by my inquiry, and she seemedrelieved when | turned away
with feigned disappointment.

OTry next door,O she suggested, and disappeared.

As | walked along Euston Road in the direction of Tottenham Court
Road, | fell to wondering whether that frowsy house was one of those
which exist in various quarters of London where thieves and persons
hiding from the police can find sanctuary, and whether Suzor, knowing
that | had seenhim, had escapedme by passing through to the back and
thus getting away!

| longed to know the character of the serious conversation he had had
with Gabrielle Tennison. That indeed was my object to discover, hence
that afternoon | still pursued my bold tactics and at about three oOclocK
rang the bell in Longridge Road.

That act, the true consequencesof which | never dreamed, eventually
brought upon me a strange and sensational series of complications and
adventures so remarkable that | sometimes think that it is only by a mir-
acle | am alive to set down the facts in black and white.

The old woman-servant, Mrs. Alford, opened the door, whereupon |
said:

Oltrust you will excuseme, but as a matter of fact | am desirous of a
few minutesO private conversation with you.O

Shelooked askanceat me, and naturally. | was a perfect stranger, and
servants do not care to admit strangers to the house when their mistress
Is absent.

Olknow that this is Mrs. TennisonOsouse,Ol went on, Oandalso that
you are left in charge of Miss Gabrielle. It is about her that | wish to con-
sult you. | think | may be able to tell you something of interest,Oand |
handed her my card.
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Mrs. Alford read the name, but at first she seemedrather disinclined
to admit me. Indeed, not until | had further whetted her curiosity by
again telling her that | could give her some interesting information, did
she show me upstairs to the cosy maisonnette on the first floor. It was a
large house which had been divided into two residences,one the base-
ment and ground floor, and the other the first and second floors. It was
in the latter that Mrs. Tennison lived.

Sheushered me into a pretty drawing-room, small, but very tastefully
furnished. In the adjoining room someonewas playing a piano; no doubt
it was Gabirielle.

OWell, Mrs. Alford,O | began. Ol have ventured to call here becausel
have learned of Miss GabrielleOsunfortunate mental condition, and per-
haps | may have a key to it.O

OWhatNdo you know something, sir?Oasked the stout buxom woman,
for the first time impressed by my seriousness.ODoyou know anything
of what happened?0

OPerhaps,Qvas my non-committal reply. OButfirst, | wish you to re-
spect my confidence. | know youOlldo that in the interests of the poor
young lady.O

Ol0Ito anything in her interests, sir,Oshe replied, and invited me to
take a seat, she herself remained standing, as a servant should.

OWell, then, say nothing to your mistress, or to anyone else regarding
my visit. First, | want you to answer one or two questions so asto either
confirm or negative certain suspicions which | hold.O

OSuspicions of what?O she asked.

Ol will reveal those in due course,Ol replied. ONow, tell me what
happened to Miss Gabrielle that she should be in her present mental
state?O

ONobody can tell, sir. Shewent out one evening in November to go to
her dancing lesson,and was not seenagain until six days later, when she
was found on the Portsmouth Road half-way between Liphook and
Petersfield. She had evidently walked a considerable distance and was
on her way towards London, when she collapsed at the roadside. A
carter discovered her, gave warning to the police at Petersfield, and she
was taken to the hospital, where it was found that her memory had en-
tirely gone. She could not recognize her mother or anyone else.O

OOn what date did she disappear?O | asked breathlessly.

OOn November the seventh.O

| held my breath. It was on the day of my startling adventure.
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OWould you describe to me the exact circumstances?Q asked eagerly.
Ol may be able to throw a very interesting light upon the affair.O

The woman hesitated. Perhaps it was but natural.

OWell,Gshe said at last. OMy mistress is away. | think you ought to see
her, sir.O

OWhy, Mrs. Alford? You are the trusted servant of the family, and
surely you know the whole facts?0O

Ol do,0 she answered in a low, tense voice. OThey are most
remarkable.O

OThentell me all you know, and in return | will try to explain some
matters which are no doubt to you and to Mrs. Tennison a mystery.O

OWell, after tea on the day in question, the seventh of November, Miss
Gabrielle went out to go to Addison Road to Mrs. GillOsdancing class.
She was in the best of health and in high spirits becauseshe had that
morning received an invitation to go and stay with her cousin Leonora at
Newmarket on the following Wednesday. As far aswe know shehad not
a single trouble in the world.O

OShe had no admirersNeh?0

OYesgseveral. But she had no serious flirtations, asfar aswe can make
out,O replied Mrs. Alford. OHer mother had gone to pay a visit, and
when Miss Gabrielle went out she told me that she would be home at
nine oOclockThough we waited till midnight she did not return. We re-
mained up all night, and next morning when | went to Mrs. Gill, in Ad-
dison Road, | found that she had left there at half-past six to return
home. We then went to Kensington Police Station, and gave her descrip-
tion to the police.O

OWhat was their theory?O | asked.

OTheythought she had left home of her own accordNthat she had a
lover in secret. At least, the inspector hinted at that suggestion.O

OOfcourse her mother was frantic,O | remarked. OButhad you no sus-
picion of any person posing as her friend?0

ONone. It was not till six days laterNabout one oOclockin the day,
when a constable called and told Mrs. Tennison that a young lady an-
swering the description of her daughter had beenfound at the roadside,
and had been taken to the cottage hospital at Petersfield. We both took
the next train from Waterloo, and on arrival at the hospital found the
poor girl lying in bed. But so strange was her manner that she was un-
able to recognize either of us. All she could say were the words ORed,
green and gold!Oand she shuddered in horror as though the colours
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terrified her. These words she constantly repeatedNOred, green and
gold!ONOred, green and gold!OO

OWhat was the doctorOs opinion?0

OHewas as much puzzled aswe were, sir. Apparently my poor young
mistress was found early in the morning lying in the hedge on the main
Portsmouth Road. Her clothes were wet, for it had rained during the
night. Her boots were very muddy, and her clothes in an awful state.She
seemedasif she had wandered about for hours. But all she could say to
us were the words: ORed, green and gold.00

ODid not she recognize her mother?O | inquired.

ONo, sir. She hasnOt recognized herNeven now!O

ODoctors have seen her, | suppose?O

OOh, yes, half a dozen of themNincluding Doctor Moroni, the great
Italian doctor. He took her to Florence for treatment, but it did her no
goodNnone in the least.O0

OHow did you know Moroni?O | asked quickly.

Ol think he became interested in her through one of the doctors to
whom Mrs. Tennison took her.O

OMIrs. Tennison did not know Moroni before this affair?O | inquired.

ONo, sir. Not to my knowledge. HeOsa very nice gentleman, and has
been awfully kind to Miss Gabrielle,Oreplied Mrs. Alford. OLike all the
other doctors he thinks that she has sustained some very severe
shockNbut of what nature nobody can tell.O

OWhat other doctor has seen her?0 | asked.

OOh!Nwell, Sir Charles Wendover, in Cavendish Square, has taken a
great interest in her. He has seenher several times, but seemsunable to
restore her to her normal state of mind.O

Sir Charles was one of our greatestmental specialists, | knew, and if he
had been unable to do anything, then her case must be hopeless.

OBut Doctor Moroni took her away to Italy,O | said. OFor what reason?0O

OHe took her to Professor Casuto, of FlorenceNI think thatOsthe
nameNbut he could do nothing, so she was brought back again.O

ONow tell me frankly, Mrs. Alford,O | said, looking the stout, well-pre-
served woman full in the face. OHaveyou ever heard the name of De
GexNa rich gentleman who lives in Stretton Street, just off Park Lane?0

ODe Gex!Oshe repeated, her countenance assuming ablank expres-
sion. OYes|Oveheard of him. |Overead of him in the papers. HeOsa mil-
lionaire, they say.O

OYou have never heard of him in connexion with Miss Tennison? Is
she acquainted with him?0
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ONot to my knowledge. Why do you ask?0

Olhave a distinct reason for asking,Owas my reply. ORememberthat |
am seeking to solve the enigma of your young mistressOgpresent ex-
traordinary state of mind. Any information you can give me will assist
me towards that end.O

As | spoke | heard a sweet contralto voice in the adjoining room break
out into a song from one of the popular revues. It was GabrielleOs/oice, |
knew.

OAll the information | possess,sir, is at your disposal,Othe woman as-
sured me. Ol only wish Mrs. Tennison was here to answer your
questions.O

OButyou know as much as she does,Ol said. ONow tell meNwhat is
your theory? What happened to your young mistress during the time she
disappeared?0

Mrs. Alford lifted her hands in dismay.

OWhat can we think? She went away quite bright and happy. When
she was found wandering on the road between London and Portsmouth
her memory was a blank. Shewas haggard, worn, and much agedNaged
in those few days of her absence.She could remember nothing, and all
she could repeat were those strange words ORed, green and gold.00O

Olwonder why those colours were so impressed upon her memory?0I
remarked.

OAh! That is what puzzles the doctors so. Each evening, just as it
grows dark, shesits down and is silent for half an hour, with eyesdown-
castasthough thinking deeply. Then shewill suddenly start up and cry,
OAh!l seeNlI seeNyesNthat terrible red, green and gold! Oh! itOshor-
ribleNbewilderingNfascinatingNred,  green and gold!OThe three colours
seemto obsessher always at nightfall. That is what Doctor Moroni told
me.O

| paused for a few moments.

OYouOve never heard her speak of Mr. De Gex? YouOre quite sure?0

OQuite,Owas Mrs. AlfordOsreply. OMy young mistress was studying
singing at the Royal Academy of Music. Hark! You hear her now! Has
she not a beautiful voice? Ah, sirNit is all a great tragedy! It has broken
her motherOsheart. Only to think that to-day the poor girl is without
memory, and her brain is entirely unbalanced. ORedgreen and goldOis
all that seemsto matter to her. And whenever she recollects it and the
words escape her drawn lips she seems petrified by horror.O

What the woman told me was, | realized, the actual truth. And yet
when | recollected that | had seenthe dark-eyed victim lying dead in that
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spaciousroom in the house of Mr. De Gex in Stretton Street,| becameut-
terly bewildered. | had seenher dead there. | had held a mirror to her
half-open lips and it had not become clouded. Yet in my earsthere now
sounded the sweet tuneful strains of that bird-song from OJoy Bells.O

Truly, the unfortunate girl possesseda glorious voice, which would
make a fortune upon the concert platform or the stage.

| did my level bestto obtain more information concerning the Italian
doctor and the man De Gex, but the woman could tell me absolutely
nothing. She was concealing nothing from meNthat | knew.

It was only when | mentioned the French banker, Monsieur Suzor, that
she started and became visibly perturbed.

Olhave no knowledge of the gentleman,Oshe declared. Yet had | not
seen them together in Kensington Gardens?

OldonOtknow whether he is known to you as Suzor,Ol said. Then | de-
scribed him as accurately as | could.

But the woman shook her head. For the first time she now lied to me.
With my own eyes| had seenthe man approach her and the girl, and
after they had greeted each other, she had risen and left the girl alone
with him.

Curiously enough when the pair were alone together they seemedto
understand each other. | recollected it all most vividly.

To say the least it was strange why, being so frank upon other details,
she so strenuously denied all knowledge of the affable Frenchman who
had been my fellow-traveller from York almost immediately preceding
my strange adventures in the heart of London.

My conversation with her had been,to say the least, highly illuminat-
ing, and | had learnt several facts of which | had beenin ignorance. But
this fixed assertion that she knew nothing of the elusive Frenchman
aroused my suspicions.

What was she hiding from me?

| felt that she was concealing some very essential pointNone that
might well prove the clue to the whole puzzling enigma.

And while we spoke the girlOsclear contralto rang out, while she her-
self played the accompaniment.

At length | saw that | could obtain no further information from the ser-
vant, therefore | beggedto be introduced to her young mistress, assuring
her of my keen interest in the most puzzling problem.

Apparently relieved that | pressed her no further regarding the hand-
some but insidious Frenchman, the woman at once ushered me into the
adjoining roomNa small but well-furnished oneNwhere at the grand
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piano sat the girl whose eyes were fixed, though not sightless as | had
believed when in Florence.

She turned them suddenly upon my companion, and stopped playing.

OAh! dear Alford!O she exclaimed, Olwondered if you were at home.O
Then she paused. Sheapparently had no knowledge of my presence,for
she had not turned to me, though | stood straight in her line of gaze. Ol
thought you had gone out to see MonsieurNto tell him my message.O
She again paused, and drew her breath.

| stood gazing upon her beautiful face,dark, tragic and full of mystery.
She sat at the piano, her white fingers inert upon the keys.

Shewore a simple navy blue frock, cut low in the neck with atouch of
cream upon it, and edged with scarlet pipingNa dress which at that mo-
ment was the mode.

Yet her pale, blank countenance was indeed pathetic, a face upon
which tragedy was written. | stood for a moment gazing upon her, per-
plexed, bewildered and breathless in mystery.

| spoke. She rose from her seat, and turned to me.

Her reply, low and tense, staggered me!
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Chapter 1 2

ORED, GREEN AND GOLD!'O

Olknow you!Oshe cried, staring at me as though transformed by terror.
OTheytold me you would come! You are my enemyNyou are here to Kill
me!O

OTokill you, Miss Tennison!Ol gasped. ONo, | am certainly not your
enemy. | am your friend!O

She looked very hard at me, and | noticed that her lips twitched
slightly.

OYouNyou are Mr. GarfieldNHugh Garfield?0 she asked, her hands
quivering nervously.

OYes. That is my name,O | replied. OHow do you know it?O

OTheyNthey told me. They told me in Florence. The doctor pointed
you out. He told me that you were my worst enemyNthat you intend to
kill me!O

ODoctor Moroni told you that?O | inquired kindly.

OYesOne day you were in the Via Tornabuoni and he made me take
note of you. It was then that he told me you were a man of evil inten-
tions, and warned me to be wary of you.O

| paused. Here was yet another sinister action on the part of Moroni!
Besides, | was unaware that he had realized | had watched him!

OAh! yes, | see,O replied, in an attempt to humour her, for she was
very sweet and full of grace and beauty. OThedoctor tried to set you
against me. And yet, strangely enough, | am your friend. Why should he
seek to do this?0

OHow can | tell?Oreplied the girl in a strange blank voice. OBut he
evidently hatesyou. He told me that you were also his enemy, aswell as
mine. He said that it was his intention to take stepsto prevent you from
seeking mischief against both of us.O

This struck me as distinctly curious. Though the poor girlOsmind was
unbalanced it was evident that she could recollect some things, while her
memory did not serve her in others. Of course it was quite feasible that
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Moroni, on discovering that | was on the alert, would warn her against
me.

Suddenly, hoping to further stir the chords of her memory, | asked:

OHave you seen Mr. De Gex lately?0

OWho?0 she inquired blankly.

OMr. Oswald De GexNwho lives in Stretton Street.O

She shook her head blankly.

OIOm afraid INI donOt know him,O she replied. OWho is he?0

OSurely you know Stretton Street?O | asked.

ONoNwhere is it?Oshe inquired in that strange inert manner which
characterized her mentality.

| did not pursue the question further, for it was evident that she now
had no knowledge of the man in whose house | had seen her ly-
ingNapparently dead. And if she were not dead whose body was it that
had been cremated? That was one of the main points of the problem
which, try how | would, | failed to grasp.

Would the enigma ever be solved?

As she stood in her motherOscosy little drawing-room Gabrielle Ten-
nison presented a strangely tragic figure. In the grey London light she
was very beautiful it was true, but upon her pale countenance was that
terribly vacant look which was the index of her overwrought brain. Her
memory had beenswept away by some unknown horrorNso the doctors
had declared. And yet she seemedto remember distinctly what Doctor
Moroni had alleged against me in Florence!

Therefore | questioned her further concerning the Italian, and found
that she recollected quite a lot about him.

OHe has been very kind to youNhas he not?0O | asked.

OYesHe is an exceedingly kind friend. He took me to seeseveral doc-
tors in Florence and Rome. All of them said | had lost my memory,Oand
she smiled sweetly.

OAnd havenOt you lost your memory?0

OA littleNperhapsNbut not much.O

Here Mrs. Alford interrupted.

OButyou donOtrecollect what happened to you when you were away,
until you were found wandering near Petersfield. Tell us, dear.O

ONoNno, not exactly,Othe girl answered. OAIl | recollect is that it was
all red, green and goldNoh! such bright dazzling coloursNred, green
and gold! At first they were gloriousNuntilNuntil ~ sight of them blinded
meNthey seemedto burn into my brainNeh!O And she drew back and
placed her right arm acrossher eyesasthough to shut out from her gaze
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something that appalled her. OTherethey are!Oshe shrieked. Olseethem
againNalways the same, day and nightNred, green and gold!Nred,
green and gold!O

| exchanged glanceswith the woman Alford. It was apparent that the
shock the girl had sustained had been somehow connected with the col-
ours red, green and gold.

| tried to obtain from her some faint idea of the nature of what she had
witnessed, but she was quite unable to explain. That she had fallen vic-
tim to some deep-laid plot was evident.

Sheremembered much of her visit to Florence, | found, for when | re-
called the great Duomo, where | had first seenher with Moroni, she be-
came quite talkative and told me how much she admired the magnificent
monumentsNthe Battistero, the Bigallo, GiottoOscampanile and the mag-
nificent pictures in the Pitti and Uffizi.

Moroni had apparently also taken her to Rome, presumably to consult
another Italian professor, for she spoke vaguely of the Corso and St.
PeterOsind described the Forum in such a manner that she must have
visited it.

While | sat chatting with her it struck me that in the blank state of her
mind certain things stood out very prominentlyNa mental state well
known to alienistsNwhile others were entirely blotted out.

| referred to the millionaire who lived in Stretton Street, but again she
declared, and with truth, that she had no recollection of him.

OPerhaps,Miss Tennison, you knew him under some other name,Ol
said, and then proceeded to describe minutely the handsome, rather
foreign-looking man who had bribed me to give that certificate of death.

OHaveyou an uncle?Ol asked presently, recollecting that the man at
Stretton Street had declared the victim to be his niece.

Ol have an uncleNmy motherOs brotherNhe lives in Liverpool.O

Again | fell to wondering whether the beautiful girl before me was ac-
tually the sameperson whose death | had certified to be due to heart dis-
ease,and who, according to the official records, had been cremated. She
was very likeNand yet? Well, the whole affair was a problem which each
hour became more inscrutable.

Still the fact remained that Gabrielle Tennison had disappeared sud-
denly on November the seventh, the night | had met with my amazing
adventure.

In reply to my further questions, as she sat staring blankly into my
face with those great dark eyes of hers, | at last gathered that Doctor
Moroni, hearing of her casefrom a specialist in Harley Street,to whom
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she had been taken by the police-surgeon, had called upon her mother,
and had had a long interview with her. Afterwards he had called daily,
and later Mrs. Tennison had allowed him to take her daughter to
Florence to consult another specialist at the hospital of Santa Maria
Nuova.

Ol think you know a Mrs. Cullerton,O | remarked at last.

The effect of my words upon her was almost electrical.

ODolly Cullerton!O she shrieked. OAh! DonOtmention that womanOs
name! Please do not mention her!O

Ol believed that she was a friend of yours,O | said, much surprised.

OFriend? No, enemyNa bitter enemy!O

OThenyou have quarrelled? Shewas onceyour friendNeh? Over what
have you quarrelled?O

OThatis my own affair!lO she snapped in apparent annoyance. Olfyou
know her, donOtirust her. | warn you!O Then she added: OShds a wicked
woman.O

OAnNd her husband, Jack?0

OAh! heOs an excellent fellowNfar too good for her!O

OWhy do you entertain such antipathy toward her?Ol asked. ODotell
me, because it will make my inquiries so very much easier.O

Olnquiries? What inquiries are you making?0O

| was silent for a moment, then looking straight into her eyes,| replied
very seriously:

Ol am making inquiries, Miss Tennison, into what happened to you
during those days when you disappeared. | am seeking to bring punish-
ment upon those who are responsible for your present condition.O

She shook her head mournfully, and a faint smile played about her
lips. But she did not reply.

OTellme more about Mrs. Cullerton,O | went on. OShewas in Florence
when you were there.O

OlnFlorence!Oexclaimed the girl, asthough amazed. OWhatcould she
be doing there?0

OShewas living in a furnished villa with her husband. And she went
on several visits to Mr. De Gex who lives up at Fiesole. Are you quite
sure you do not know him?01 asked. OHelives at the Villa Clementini.
Have you ever been there? Does the Villa Clementini recall anything to
you?0

She was thoughtful for a few moments, and then said:

Ol seem to have heard of the villa, but in what connexion | do not
recollect.O
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OYou are certain you do not know the owner of the villa?O | asked
again, and described him once more very minutely.

But alas! her mind seemed a perfect blank.

For what reason had Moroni come to London and taken her with him
to Florence?But for the matter of that, what could be the motive of the
whole puzzling affairNand further, whose was the body that had been
cremated?

The points | had established all combined to form an enigma which
now seemed utterly beyond solution.

The pale tragic figure before me held me incensed against those whose
victim she had been, for it seemedthat for some distinct reason her men-
tal balance had been wantonly destroyed.

Again and again, as she sat with her hands lying idly in her lap, she
stared at the carpet and repeated to herself in a horrified voice those
strange words: ORed, green and gold!Nred, green and gold!O

OCannotyou recollect about those colours?0l asked her kindly. OTry
and think about them. Where did you see them?0O

She drew a long breath, and turning her tired eyes upon mine, she
replied wearily:

OINI canOt remember. | really canOt remember anything!O

Sometimes her eyes were fixed straight before her just as| had seen
her in the Via Calzajoli in FlorenceNwhen | had believed her to be blind.
At such times her gaze was vacant, and she seemedto be entirely oblivi-
ous to all about her. At others she seemed quite normal, save that she
could not recall what had occurred in those days when she was lost to
her friendsNdays when |, too, had beenmissing and had returned to my
senses with my own memory either distorted or blotted out.

Could it be that the same drug, or other diabolical method, had been
used upon us both, and that I, the stronger of the two, had recovered,
while she still remained in that half demented state?

It certainly seemedso. Hence the more | reflected the more intense be-
came my resolve to fathom the mystery and bring those responsible to
justice.

Further, she had been terrified by being told that | intended to come
there to kill her! Moroni had purposely told her that, evidently in anti-
cipation that we might meet! He had pointed me out in Florence and
warned her that | was her bitterest enemy. Was it therefore any wonder
that she would not tell me more than absolutely obliged?

ODovyou recollect ever meeting a French gentleman named Monsieur
Suzor?0 | asked her presently.
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Instantly she exchanged glances with the woman Alford.

ONo,Owas her slow reply, her eyesagain downcast. Olhave no know-
ledge of any such man.O

It was upon the tip of my tongue to point out that they had met that
mysterious Frenchman in Kensington Gardens, but | hesitated. They cer-
tainly were unaware that | had watched them.

Again, my French friend was a mystery. | did not lose sight of the fact
that our first meeting had taken place on the day before my startling ad-
venture in Stretton Street,and | began to wonder whether the man from
Paris had not followed me up to York and purposely joined the train in
which | had travelled back to London.

Why did both the woman Alford and Gabrielle Tennison deny all
knowledge of the man whom they had met with such precautions of
secrecy,and who, when afterwards he discovered that | was following
him, had so cleverly evaded me? The man Suzor was evidently implic-
ated in the plot, though | had never previously suspectedit! Twice he
had travelled with me, meeting me asthough by accident, yet | now saw
that he had been my companion with some set purpose in view.

What could it be?

It becamequite plain that | could not hope to obtain anything further
from either Gabrielle or the servant, therefore | assumed a polite and
sympathetic attitude and told them that | hoped to call again on Mrs.
TennisonOgreturn. Afterwards | left, feeling that at least | had gained
some knowledge, even though it served to bewilder me the more.

Later | called upon Sir Charles Wendover in Cavendish Square,whom
| found to be a quiet elderly man of severe professional aspectand de-
meanour, a man whose photograph | had often seenin the newspapers,
for he was one of the best-known of mental specialists.

When | explained that the object of my visit was to learn something of
the caseof my friend Miss Tennison, he asked me to sit down and then
switched on a green-shaded reading-lamp and referred to a big book
upon his writing table. His consulting room was dull and dark, with
heavy Victorian furniture and a great bookcase filled with medical
works. In the chair in which | sat persons of all classeshad sat while he
had examined and observed them, and afterwards given his opinion to
their friends.

OAh!yes,Ohe exclaimed, when at last he found the notes he had made
upon the case.Olsaw the young lady on the twenty-eighth of November.
A most peculiar caseNmost peculiar! Leicester and Franklyn both saw
her, but they were just as much puzzled as myself.O
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And through his big round horn spectacleshe continued reading to
himself the several pages of notes.

OYes,e remarked at last. Olnow recall all the facts. A very curious
case.The young lady disappeared from her friends, and was found some
days later wandering near Petersfield, in Hampshire, in an exhausted
condition. She could not account for her disappearance, or the state in
which shewas. Her memory had completely gone, and she has not, | be-
lieve, yet recovered it.O

ONo, she has not,01 said. OButthe reason | have ventured to call, Sir
Charles, is to hear your opinion on the case.O

OMy opinion!O he echoed. OWhatopinion can | hold when the effect is
so plainNloss of memory?0

OAh! But how could such a state of mind be produced?O | asked.

OYouask me for the cause.That, my dear sir, | cannot say,Owas his an-
swer. OThereare several causeswhich would produce a similar effect.
Probably it was some great shock. But of what nature we cannot possibly
discover unless she herself recovers her normal memory so far asto be
able to assistus. | seethat | have noted how she constantly repeats the
words Oredgreen and gold.OThat combination of colours has apparently
impressed itself upon her mind to such an extent that it has become an
obsession.Often she will utter no other words than those. Shewas seen
by a number of eminent men, but nobody could suggestany causeother
than shock.O

Ols it possible that some drug could have been administered to her?0

OEverything is possible,OSir Charles answered. OBut| know of no
drug which would produce such effect. In brief, | confessthat | have no
idea what can have caused the sudden mental breakdown.O

| felt impelled to relate to him the whole story of my own adventures,
but | hesitated. As a matter of fact | feared that he might regard it, as he
most probably would have done, as a mere chimera of my own
imagination.

A girl 1 had seendeadNor believed | had seendeadNwas now living!
And she was Gabrielle Tennison.

Of that | had no doubt, for the dates of our adventures corresponded.

And yet a girl also named Gabrielle had died and her body had been
cremated!

The whole affair seemedto be beyond human credence.And yet you,
my reader, have in this record the exact, hard and undeniable facts.
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Chapter 1 3

SOME INTERESTING REVELATIONS

Next day | went to the office of Francis and Goldsmith, and after a con-
sultation with both principals, during which | briefly outlined the curi-
ous circumstances such as | have here related, | was granted further
leave of absence.

Yet | entertained a distinct feeling that old Mr. Francis somewhat
doubted the truth of my statements. But was it surprising, so extraordin-
ary had been my adventures?

OPerhapsyou do not credit my statements, gentlemen,Ol said before
leaving their room. OButone day | hope to solve the enigma, and you
will then learn one of the most extraordinary stories that any man has
lived to tell.O

Afterwards | went round to the Carlton and inquired for Monsieur
Suzor. To my surprise he was in.

Therefore | was ushered up to his private sitting-room, where he
greeted me very warmlyNso frankly welcome did he make me, indeed,
that | wondered whether, after all, he had detected me following him, or
whether he had entered and escapedfrom that house in the Euston Road
with some entirely different motive.

OAh, my dear friend!O he cried in his excellent English. Ol wondered
what had becomeof you. | called at Rivermead Mansions three days ago,
but | could get no reply when | rang at your flat. The porter said that
both you and your friend were out, and he had no idea when you would
return. | go back to Paris to-morrow.O

OShall you fly across this time?0 | asked.

ONo. | go by train. | have a lot of luggageNsome purchases | have
made for my friend the Baroness de Henonville.O

It was then about five oOclockso he ordered some tea, and over cigar-
ettes we chatted for nearly an hour.

The longer | conversed with him the more mysterious he appeared.
Why had he crossed from Paris to London with me in order to meet
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clandestinely the poor girl who was the rich manOwictim? That was one
point which arose in my mind.

But the main question was the reason of his supposed chance meeting
with me in the express between York and London.

During our chat | feared to refer to Gabrielle lest he should suspect
that | knew of his subtle intrigue. | could seethat he was congratulating
himself upon his cleverness in misleading me, therefore | chuckled
inwardly.

What | desired most at that moment was to establish the connexion
between the elegant cosmopolitan Frenchman and Oswald De Gex with
his wily accomplice Moroni. That the latter was a man of criminal in-
stinct | had long ago established. He was a toady to a man of immense
wealthNa clever medical man who, by reason of his callous unscrupu-
lousness,was a dealer in Death in its most insidious and least-looked-for
form. The hand of death is ever at the command of every medical man,
hencemankind has to thank the medical professionNone of the hardest-
worked and least recognized in the worldNfor its honesty, frankness
and strict uprightness. In every profession we have black sheepNeven,
alas!in the Church. But happily unscrupulousness in those who practise
medicine in Great Britain is practically an unknown quantity.

But in Europe it is different, for in the dossiers held by the police of
Paris, Rome, Madrid and Berlin criminals who practise medicine are
written largely, as witnessed by the evidence in more than one famous
trial where the accused has been sentenced to death.

| longed to go to Scotland Yard and tell my story. Yet how could | do
so when, in a drawer in my room, there reposed that bundle of Bank of
England notes, the price paid to me for being the accomplice of a myster-
lous crime? | could only seeka solution of the enigma alone and unaided
by the authorities. | seemedto be making a little headway, yet eachfact |
established added complications to the amazing affair.

Further, | must here confessto you that during the past day or two |
had found myself actually in love with the beautiful girl whose mentality
had beenwilfully destroyed by some meanswhich medical sciencefailed
to establish. From the first | had beenfilled with great admiration for her.
Shewas indeed very beautiful, with wonderful eyesand a perfect com-
plexion. There was grace in every movement, save when at times she
held herself rigid, with fixed blank eyesasthough fascinated, or gripped
by some invisible power. More than once | had wondered whether she
were under hypnotic influence, but that theory had beencompletely neg-
atived by Sir Charles Wendover.
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Be that as it may, | had now fallen desperately in love with the girl
whom | was seeking to rescue from her enemies.

Why had the body of Gabrielle Engledue been cremated if not to des-
troy all evidence of a crime? Gabrielle Tennison still lived; therefore an-
other woman must have lost her life by foul meansNmost probably by
poisonNin face of the pains that were taken by Moroni to effaceall trace
of the cause of death.

Over our tea the affable French banker told me of a rapid journey to
Liverpool which he had taken a few days before, he having some press-
ing businesswith a man who was on the point of sailing for New York.
The person in question had abscondedfrom Paris owing the bank a large
sum of money, and he had that day cabled to the New York police ask-
ing for his arrest on landing.

Olshall probably be compelled to go acrossto America and apply for
him to be sent back to Paris,Omy friend said, Osol am going back for
instructions.O

As he spoke | pondered. Was it possible that he was unaware of the
surveillance | had kept upon him during and after his secretinterview
with Gabrielle? If so, why had he entered that dingy housein the Euston
Road and made his exit by the back way? | had established the fact that
the house was well-known to thieves of a certain classwho used it in or-
der to escapebeing followed. Several such housesexist in London. One
Is near the Elephant and Castle, another in the Clapham Road, while
there is one in Hammersmith Road, and still another just off Clarence
Terrace at RegentO®ark. Such houses serve as sanctuaries for those es-
caping from justice. The latter know them, and asthey slip through they
pay atoll, well-knowing that the keeper of the house will deny that they
have ever been there.

The Oin-and-outO houses of London and their keepers, always sly
crooks, form a particular study in themselves. One pretends to be a gar-
age, another a private hotel, a third a small greengrocerOsand a fourth a
boot repairerOsAll those trades are carried on as Oblinds.OThe public be-
lieve them to be honest businesses,but there is far more businessdone in
concealing those wanted by the police than in anything else.

From SuzorOslemeanour | felt that he did not suspect me of having
beenwitness of his entry into that frowsy house near Euston Station. But
why had he gone there? He must have feared that he might be watched.
And why? The only answer to that question was that he had met Gabri-
elle clandestinely and feared lest afterwards he might be followed.

But why should he fear if not implicated in the plot?
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To me it now seemedplain that | had beenmarked down asa pawn in
the game prior to that day when we travelled together from York to Lon-
don. | had not altogether recovered from the effect of what had been ad-
ministered to me. Often | felt a curious sensation of dizziness and of
overwhelming depression, which | knew was the after effects of that loss
of all senseof my surroundings when | had beentaken to the hospital in
St. Malo. | had beenfound at the roadside in France,just as Gabrielle had
been found on the highway near Petersfield.

When | reflected my blood boiled.

The affable and highly cultured Frenchman presented a further en-
igma. He was crossing back to Paris next day. What if |, too, went back to
Paris and watched his further movements? As | sat chatting and laugh-
ing with him, | decided upon this course.

When, shortly afterwards, | left, | went straight across Hammersmith
Bridge and found that Harry Hambledon had just returned from his
office.

We sat together at table, whereupon | told him one or two facts | had
discovered, and urged him to cross to Paris with me next day.

OYousee,you canwatchNfor you will be a perfect stranger to Suzor. |
will bear the expense.lOvestill got a little money in the bank. We can see
Suzor off from Charing Cross, then take a taxi to Croydon, fly over, and
be in Paris hours before he arrives at the Gare du Nord. There you will
wait for his arrival, follow him and see his destination.O

Hambledon, who was already much interested in my strange adven-
tures, quickly saw the point.

OIOvegot one or two rather urgent things on to-morrow,O he replied.
OButif you really wish me to go with you | can telephone to my friend
Hardy and ask him to look after them for me. We shanObe away very
long, | suppose?0

OAweek at the most,Ol said. Olwant to establish the true identity of
this banker friend of mine. | have a distinct suspicion of him.O

OAnNd so have |,OHambledon said. ODependupon it, some big conspir-
acy has beenafoot, and they are now endeavouring to cover up all traces
of their villainy. | was discussing it with Norah when we were walking
in Richmond Park last night.O

Olquite agree,Ol replied. OThenweOllfly acrossto Paris at lunch-time
to-morrow, and keep watch upon this man who meets Miss Tennison in
secret and then uses a thievesO sanctuary in order to escape.O

OThatstory of the absconding customer of the bank is a fiction, | be-
lieve,O Harry exclaimed.
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OIOm certain it is,O | said.

OThenwhy should he have told it to you if he did not suspectthat you
had been watching?O my friend queried.

| had not considered that point. It was certainly strange, to say the
least, that he should thus have endeavoured to mislead me.

Next morning Hambledon was up early and went to Charing Cross,
where he watched the bankerOgleparture. Afterwards he returned, and
with our suit-cases we travelled down to the London Terminal Aero-
drome at Croydon, where, just before noon, we entered one of the large
passengeraeroplanes which fly between London and Paris. Within half
an hour of our arrival at the aerodrome we were already in the air sailing
gaily southward towards Lympne, near Folkestone, where we had to re-
port previous to crossing the Channel.

The morning was bright, and although cold the visibility was excel-
lent. Below us spread a wide panorama of tiny square fields and small
clusters of housesthat were villages, and larger oneswith straight roads
running like ribbons through them, which were towns.

The dark patchesdotting the ground beneath us were woods and cop-
pices, while running straight beneath was a tiny train upon the railway
between Folkestone and London. There were three other passengersbe-
side ourselves, apparently French business men, who were all excite-
ment, it evidently being their first flight.

Very soon we could seethe sea,and presently we could also discern
the French coast.

As we approached Lympne the observer telephoned by wireless back
to Croydon telling them of our position, and in a few moments we were
high over the Channel. At Marquise, on the other side, we again repor-
ted, and then following the railway line we sped towards Paris long be-
fore the express, by which the banker was travelling, had left Calais.

Indeed, shortly before three oOclockwe had installed ourselves at the
H™telTerminus at the Gare St. Lazare,in Paris, and afterwards took a
stroll along the boulevards, awaiting the time when the express from
Calais was due at the Gare du Nord.

Shortly before half-past five Hambledon left me and took a taxi to the
station for the purpose of watching SuzorOsarrival and ascertaining his
destination, which, of course, | feared to do, lest he should recognize me.

It was not until past nine oOclockhat evening that my friend returned
to the hotel. He described how Suzor on arrival at the Gare du Nord had
been met by a young English lady, and the pair had driven straight to
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the Rotonde Restaurant at the corner of the Boulevard Haussmann,
where they had dined together.

Oldined near them, and one could seeplainly that their conversation
was a very earnestone,Odeclared my companion. OSheseemedto be re-
lating something, and apparently was most apprehensive, while he, on
his part, seemed gravely perplexed. Though he ordered an expensive
meal they scarcelytouched it. They satin a corner and spoke in English,
but | could not catch a single word.O

In response to my request he described SuzorOs lady friend.

Then he added: OShewore only one ornament, a beautiful piece of
apple-green jade suspended round her neck by a narrow black ribbon.
When they rose and the waiter brought their coats, | heard him call her
Dorothy.O

ODorothy Cullerton!O | gasped. Ol recollect that piece of Chinese jade
she wore in Florence! What is she doing here, meeting that man
clandestinely?0

OTheman slipped something into her hand beneath the table and she
put it into her handbag,OHambledon said. Olhave a suspicion that it was
a small roll of French bank notes.O

OPaymentfor some information, perhaps,Ol said. Ol donOttrust that
young stockbrokerOs wife. Well?O | asked. OAnd what then?0

OOnleaving the Rotonde they drove to the Rue de Rivoli, where the
lady alighted and entered the H™telWagram, while he went along to the
H™tel du Louvre,O was his reply.

| was much puzzled at the secretmeeting between the affable French-
man and young Mrs. Cullerton, and next day by watching the entrance
to the H™telWagram, which was an easy matter in the bustle of the Rue
de Rivoli, | satisfied myself that my surmise was correct, for at eleven
oOclock she came forth, entered a taxi, and drove away.

My next inquiry was at the head office of the CrZdit Lyonnais, in the
Boulevard des lItaliens, but, as | suspected, the name of my French
fellow-traveller was unknown.

OWehave no official of the name of Suzor,Oreplied the polite assistant
director whom | had asked to see.OThegentleman must be pretending to
be associatedwith us, monsieur. It is not the first time we have heard of
such a thing.O

So it was apparent that Suzor was not a bank official after all!

In the meantime Hambledon was keeping watch at the H™tel du
Louvre, and it was not until afternoon that he rejoined me to report what
had occurred.
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It seemedthat Suzor had, just before noon, strolled to the Grand CafZ,
where he had met a well-dressed man who was awaiting him. They took
coffee together, and then entering a taxi drove out to the Bois, where at
the PrZ Catelan they were joined by a smartly dressed young woman
who was, no doubt, an actress.The three sat talking for a quarter of an
hour, after which the two men left her and returned to a small restaurant
in the boulevard St. Martin, where they took their dZjeuner Afterwards
Suzor had returned to his hotel.

At my suggestion my companion had become on friendly terms with
the under concierge,who had promised to inform him if Monsieur Suzor
should chance to be leaving.

It was well that he had arranged this, for when at six oOclockHamble-
don again went to the hotel the man in uniform told him that Monsieur
Suzor was leaving the Quai dOOrsayat eleven oOclockhat night by the
through express for Madrid.

| saw that for me to travel to Spain by the sametrain asthe man who
had posed as a banker would be to court exposure. Hence Hambledon
volunteered to travel to the Spanish capital in all secrecy,while | prom-
ised to join him as soon as he sent me his address.

That journey was destined to be an adventurous one indeed, as| will
duly explain to you, but its results proved more startling and astounding
than we ever anticipated.
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Chapter 1 4

THE GATE OF THE SUN

The spring morning was grey and rather threatening as | left the H™tel
de la Paix in Madrid and walked from the Puerta del Sol past the smart
shops in the Carrera de San Jeronimo and acrossthe broad handsome
Plaza de Canovas, in order to meet Hambledon at a point which he had
indicated in the Retiro Park.

Late on the previous night | had arrived in the Spanish capital, and
while Hambledon was at the PalaceHotel in the Plaza de Canovas| had
goneto the Paix in the Puerta del Sol. | had beenin Madrid only once be-
fore in my life, and as| walked through the gay thoroughfares I recalled
that proud saying of the Madrile—os: ODeMadrid al cielo y en el cielo un
ventanillo para ver £ MadridO (From Madrid to Heaven, and in Heaven a
loophole to look at Madrid). The Spanish capital to-day is indeed a very
fine city, full of life, of movement, and of post-war prosperity.

Crossing the Prado, where the trees were already in full leaf, | took
that straight broad way which led past the Royal Academy, and again
crossing the Calle de Alfonso XII came to the Alcahofa fountain, the
Fountain of the Artichoke, near which | waited for the coming of my
friend.

| stood there upon ground that was historic, and as | gazed around
upon that sylvan scene,l wondered what would be the result of our long
journey from Rivermead Mansions. That beautiful park which, in
the seventeenth century, had beenlaid out with such taste by the Conde-
Duque de Olivares, the favourite of Philip 1V, had beenthe sceneof in-
numerable festivals which swallowed millions of money, and gave rise
to many biting OpasquinasGand Ocoplas.(ro-day it is the Hyde Park of
Spanish Society. There all the latest Paris fashions are seenat the hour of
the promenade, and everybody who is anybody in Spain must be seen
walking or riding along its picturesque paths.

| had not long to wait for Hambledon, for after a few moments his fa-
miliar sturdy figure came into sight.
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OWell, Hughie!O he exclaimed, as we sank upon a seat together.
OThereOs some deep game being played here, I0m certain!O

OWhat game?0 | asked quickly.

OAh! | canOtet make it out,O he replied. OButlOlitell you whatOsoc-
curred. Suzor, on arrival, went to the Ritz, where he has a private suite,
and after | had watched him safely there | took up my quarters at the
Palaceon the other side of the Square,and started to keep a watch upon
our friend. | got the concierge at the Ritz to do something for me for
which | paid him generously, so asto pave the way for information con-
cerning Suzor, in case we may want it.O

OGood,Q said. OThereOsothing like making friends with a concierge.
He knows everything about the visitors to his hotel, and about their
friends also.0

OWell, on the first day Suzor did not go out at all. But on the second
morning at about eleven oOclockhe came forth very smartly dressed,
and strolling along the Calle de Alcalt turned into the Gran CafZ where
an elderly lady dressed in black was awaiting him. She was Spanish,
without a doubt. He greeted her with studied courtesy and then sat
down opposite her at the little table and ordered apZratifs They con-
versed together in low, earnesttones. Sheseemedto be questioning him,
while he gave rather hesitating replies. It seemedto me that he had come
to Madrid in order to meet her. Therefore when after about half an hour
they parted, | followed the lady. Shetook a cab and drove to the North
Station, where she took a ticket for Segovia which | found was about
sixty miles from here. |, of course, entered another compartment of the
train and in about three hours we reached our destination. At the station
she was met by a handsome young girl, who beganto ply her with ques-
tions to which the elder woman replied in monosyllables as the pair as-
cended the pretty tree-lined boulevard that led into the picturesque town
perched as it is upon a rock between two streams. Half-way up the
Passeo,just prior to entering the ancient city so full of antiquities, the
two ladies went in the gates of a large white house, evidently the resid-
ence of someone of importance. Unseen, | watched the door as it was
opened by a man-servant who bowed to them as he admitted them.
Afterwards | passed into that most venerable city of Castile where |
found a hotel called the Europeo, where | ordered a meal. The waiter
spoke broken English, and when | described the big white house in the
PasseoEzequiel Gonzflez and inquired who lived there he replied that it
was the Condesa de Chamartin with her niece Se—orita Carmen Florez.
The Countess was the widow of an immensely wealthy Spaniard who
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had died leaving most of his money away from his wife. There were ru-
mours afloat both in Segoviaand in MadridNwhere he had had a fine
houseNthat the widow was now in quite poor circumstances. Yet the
Conde de Chamartin had been one of the richest men in Spain. Then |
came back and telegraphed to you in Paris.O

OWhat has Suzor done since?0

OPractically nothing. He hardly ever goes out in the daytime, which
shows me that he is no stranger in Madrid. Yet almost every evening
after dinner he goesalone to one or other of the theatres, or to the variety
show at the Trianon. Last night he was at |l Trovatore at the Teatro Real.O

OAlone?0

OAlways alone.O

OThen why has he come here, to Madrid?0O | queried.

Oln order to meet the Condesa de Chamartin.O

OButhe has already met her. She came from Segoviato keep that ap-
pointment, hence one would think he would have returned to Paris by
this time.O

OWecan only watch,OHambledon replied. Olwill continue my surveil-
lance, but you had better be seen about as little as possible. He might
meet and recognize you. Should | discover anything, or should | want to
seeyou, | will either telephone to you at your hotel, or we will meet
againNat this spot.O

Thus it was arranged, and half an hour later we parted.

| walked back to my hotel, my thoughts occupied by the beautiful girl
who had suddenly so possessedme. Before me, by day and by night,
rose visions of the lovely countenance of that strange, half-bewildered
expression which was so pathetic and so mysterious. | recollected her
sweet smiles when we had talked in her motherOsdrawing-room in Lon-
gridge Road, and | knew that my admiration had already ripened into
love.

But it was all so mysterious, so incredible indeed, that | hardly dared
reflect upon those amazing events of the immediate past.

The name of the great financier, De Gex, was one to conjure with all
over Europe. Since my nightOsadventure in Stretton Street| had learnt
much concerning him. His nationality was obscure.He posed asan Eng-
lishman, but at the same time he was a Frenchman, an Italian, and a
Greek. His financial tentacles were spread throughout Europe. Fab-
ulously wealthy, he held a controlling interest in a number of banks and
great industrial concerns,and it was said that he knew the capitals of the
world as a milkman knows the streets of his particular suburb.
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Behind the smoke-clouds of great events his intriguing figure followed
unseen, unheralded, influencing dynasties through his secretaries and
agentsNone of whom was Prime Minister of a foreign kingdomNand
financing bankrupt states.

Now and then he emerged from the retirement of the Villa Clementini
and would go to Paris, Brussels,or Rome, and there entertain most lav-
ishly Ministers and aristocrats of various nations, and frequently give
them presents at the dinner-table.

One man declared to me that Oswald De Gex was the friend of mighty
persons and the moulder of mighty events. He was a man of mystery
who quietly and in secretjuggled the destinies of nations in his gilded
fingers. Wherever money has the power to speak there Oswald De Gex
would be found smiling an inscrutable mysterious smile, but always the
centre of intrigue and adventure.

To outwit and expose such a man | was determined.

Backin the hotel | stood at the window of my room, gazing out across
the busy plaza upon the fine Ministerio de la Gobernacion, with its great
clock upon the fasade. The Gateway of the Rising Sun is ever a sceneof
animation, and the more so on a Ofiesta,Qwhich it happened to be that
day.

| stood there looking blankly out upon the centre of Madrid life. It was
irksome to be compelled to remain in the hotel during the daytime for
fear of recognition by the man Suzor. Why had he held that secretmeet-
ing with the widow of the wealthy Count Chamartin? Hambledon had
certainly acted with discretion and promptitude in following the lady in
black to her home in Segovia.Could the FrenchmanOwisit to Madrid be
in any way connected with the affair at Stretton Street?

A new and highly interesting feature had arisen in the fact which | had
only recently discovered, that Suzor had apparently travelled with me
from York to London on that well-remembered afternoon with some set
and distinct purpose. He had been most affable, and he had told me all
about himselfNa story which | now knew to be fictitious. In return, |
suppose | had told him something about myself, but the exact conversa-
tion had long ago escaped my memory.

| had had no suspicion that the man who had posed as an important
official of one of the best known of French banking corporations was in
any way associatedwith the mysterious Oswald De Gex, until | had seen
him meet in secret the girl with whom | had fallen so violently in love.
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| tried to analyse my feelings towards Gabrielle Tennison, but failed
utterly. | loved her, and loving her so well, | now set my whole soul
upon elucidating the mystery.

Truly, the problem was most puzzling, presenting further complica-
tions at every turn.

Through the day | idled about the big hotel, occupying my time in
writing letters and reading the papers. The cafZ below in the late after-
noon was crowded, for on the day of a fiesta Madrid is always agog with
life and movement.

When night fell and | ate my solitary dinner in the big restaurant,
where | specially ordered anollawith garbanoz a dish so dear to the
Spanish palate and which cannot be procured beyond the confines of
King AlfonsoOskingdom. The waiter aided me, of course, and he smiled
contentedly when | gave him his propina

Around me there dined assmart a set of people asthose who frequen-
ted the Carlton in London, and perhaps the toilettes were even more
elaborate. In certain feminine details the West End can be eclipsed both
by modern Madrid and Bucharest, while Paris remains where she has
ever been, the inventor of feminine fashion and the alluring City of
Light.

In Madrid to-day one has all the pre-war prosperity combined with
post-war extravagance. The latest modeof the Rue de la Paix is seenat the
Ritz in Madrid almost before it is seenat Armenonville, and it becomes
only second-hand when it has filtered through Dover StreetNor
OPetticoat Lane,Oas that thoroughfare is termed by truculent London
bachelors.

After dinner | spent an hour at the gay CafZ Iberia, in the Carrera de
San Jeronimo, and returned early to the hotel.

As | entered the concierge met me with a note. It was from Harry
Hambledon, written an hour before, urging me to meet him at the Gato
Negro CafZ (The Black Cat), in the Calle del Principe.

| lost no time in keeping the appointment, and on meeting my friend,
he whispered excitedly:

OSuzorhas a visitor. He arrived at the Ritz at six oOclockand they have
dined together. He is a well-dressed man of between forty and fifty,
rather sallow-faced, and has given his name at the hotel asHenri Thibon,
rentier, of Bordeaux.O

OAged nearly fiftyNsallow?O | echoed. OAre his features of a rather
Oriental castNa dark, handsome man with deep-seteyesand a dimple
in the centre of his chin?O | asked eagerly.
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OYes. That just describes him.O

ODe Gex!O | gasped. OThen he is here!O

OAfter dinner they went out to the Trianon. They are there now.O

OThen we will watch them return to the Ritz,O | said.

We spent an hour together in the cafZ,after which we rose and walked
through the well-lit streetsand along beneath the trees of the Prado until
we came to the great plaza where, opposite the Neptune fountain, the
fine hotel stands back behind its gardens.

We both halted against the colossalfountain, the waters of which were
plashing into the great basin, and found that from where we were stand-
ing we had a good view of the entrance to the hotel. That the theatres
were over was proved by the number of carsand taxis that were deposit-
ing people in evening-dress who had come to the Ritz to supper. Hence
we had not long to wait before we distinguished Suzor and his compan-
ion, both in dinner-jackets, strolling on foot acrossthe Plaza from the
Calle de Cervantes in the direction of the hotel.

In an instant | recognized the form of the mysterious owner of the
house in Stretton Street.

OYes!O cried. OlOmot mistaken! But why is he here under the name
of Thibon? Without a doubt he is known in Madrid. Why should he seek
to conceal his identity?0

OWeare here to discover the motive of his journey from Italy. Accord-
ing to his passport he arrived from lrun. But if he had come direct from
ltaly he would have come from the southNfrom Barcelona, most
probably.O

OHehas a house in Paris. No doubt he has followed his friend Suzor
from there. It will be interesting to watch.O

As | spoke the pair passedup the steps of the hotel and were lost to
sight, therefore we turned and retraced our stepsalong the wide Carrera
de SanJeronimo to my hotel where, for an hour, Hambledon sat in my
room discussing the situation.

He suggested that he should move from the PalaceHotel to the Ritz,
which was only just opposite. At first it seemeda good idea, but on re-
flection | did not agree, becausel feared lest he might be recognized by
Suzor. De Gex, of course, would not know him, but with Suzor the
danger of recognition was always great. If either realized that they were
being watched, all chancesof solving the problem would instantly disap-
pear. Only by secret and patient watchfulness could we discover the
motive of that amazing affair near Park Lane, and again the truth of
what actually occurred on that fateful November night.
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OThereis no doubt some further devilOsgame is in progress here,Ol
declared, as Harry sat upon my bed smoking a cigarette, while | was
stretched in an easy-chair. OAnd it is up to us to discover what it is, and
whether it has any bearing upon the plot against poor Gabrielle
Tennison.O

OYes,&greed Hambledon. OWemust watch all their actions, for it is
now evident that this fellow Suzor is deeply implicated in the conspir-
acy, whatever its nature.O
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Chapter 1 5

THE INTRUDER

During the next few days | remained idle in the hotel, not daring to go
out while it was light, and leaving the surveillance upon De Gex and his
friend to my old friend Hambledon.

Each night we met at one cafZ or another as we appointed, when he
would report to me what he had withessed during the day. It seemed
that De GexNor Monsieur Thibon, as he preferred to call him-
selfNshared SuzorOsrivate sitting-room and, curiously enough, he also
did not go out in the daytime!

After all, that was not surprising, for such a great figure in internation-
al finance was probably well-known in the Spanish capital. | had learnt
that he had had a hand in the finances of Spain, and had made some
huge profits thereby. This man of mystery and intrigue was, | felt, there
in Madrid with some malice aforethought. The very fact that he feared to
be recognized was in itself sufficient proof! On the other hand, Suzor
now went out in the daytime, going hither and thither asthough trans-
acting business for his friend. Hambledon had reported to me how he
had sent three cipher telegrams by wireless from the Correo Central in
the Calle Carretas, the first was to London, the second on the following
noon to an addressin Paris, and the third at one oOclockn the morning
to Moroni in Florence. The messageto the latter was in figures, groups of
five numerals asused by the British Admiralty. Besides,he had also pos-
ted several letters in that big box at the chief post-office marked
OExtranjero.O

The messageto Moroni was highly suspicious. Harry Hambledon, asa
solicitor, was, of course,avery acute person, and in addition he had very
fortunately entered into the true spirit of the adventure. Though he
longed to be back again at Richmond with his pretty fiancZe Norah
Peyton, yet the mystery of the whole affair had bewildered him, and he
was as keen as | was myself in elucidating the strange enigma.
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Moroni was no doubt a tool in the hands of that quiet, sallow-faced
man who, by reason of his colossalwealth and huge financial resources,
could even make and unmake dynasties. Oswald De Gex, the man who
without nationality or patriotism pulled a hundred financial strings both
in Europe and in America, held the sinister Doctor Moroni in his pay. |
could discern that fact, just as| could seethat the man Suzor, who had so
cleverly posed asan official of the CrZdit Lyonnais, was one of the many
confidential agents of the mysterious De Gex.

One evening | went, by appointment, to the Nuevo Club, to which |
had been admitted as a foreign member, and in the smoking-room |
awaited Hambledon.

At last he camethrough the big swing doors, and approaching me, ex-
citedly exclaimed:

OTheyOvéoth gone out to Segoviato seethe Countess de Chamartin.
De Gex sent a wire early this morning and then, on receipt of a reply,
they hired a car and drove out to keep the appointment.O

OChamartin was a Spanish financier. De Gex is one of international
fameNa millionaire,0 | remarked. OThewits of De Gex are perhaps pit-
ted against the widow and the executors of the dead man. DonOtyou
agree?0

OEntirely,0 was HambledonOs reply. Ol follow the trend of your
thoughts, Hugh. De Gex is the controlling influence of great events, but
why should he seek to send you into an asylum for the insane?O

OWith the same motive that he endeavoured to send into such an
asylum poor Gabrielle Tennison,O | said bitterly.

Olnlaw we have an old adage which says Odiscoverthe motive and
you also discover the miscreant,00 Harry remarked.

| agreed, and, as much bewildered as he, exclaimed:

OWell, as far as we can discern there is something very underhand in
this meeting. But the countOswvidow is a cheery, easy-going person, des-
pite her mournful black, and perhaps, after all, we may be upon a wrong
scent.O

OExactly.De Gex may be attracted by her handsome niece, the Se—orita
Carmen FlorezNeh?0

OHemay. But asthe dead count was a great financier, Oswald De Gex
may be working in the interests of the widowNor to the contrary.O

OTo the contrary,O said my friend without hesitation.

Next morning Hambledon told me that De Gex and Suzor did not re-
turn to the Ritz until nearly one oOclockApparently they had dined and
spent the evening in Segovia. On that same day at noon, my curiosity
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aroused, | took train to the old-world town with its wonderful cathedral,
the Alcazar, and the aqueduct built by Augustus, the largest piece of Ro-
man work extant in Spain, rivalling as it does the walls of Tarragona.

Without difficulty | discovered the fine country house of the Countess
de Chamartin situated high up on the broad tree-lined Paseo.She had
never seenme, therefore | had no hesitation in idling in the vicinity, in
order to catch sight of her or her niece, their descriptions having been
given to me by my friend Hambledon. Till it was growing dark | waited
in vain, when suddenly | had a very narrow escape.A big dusty grey
limousine came rapidly up the hill and halted close to where | was
standing. From it there alighted Gaston Suzor, who without hesitation
entered the big iron gates and disappeared into the garden.

Fortunately he was in such haste, and so preoccupied that he did not
notice me, hence | crossed the road and hid behind a half-ruined wall,
where | had a good view of the car.

About twenty minutes later he emerged again, and with him was a
young girl wearing a small toque and arich sable coat. No secondglance
was neededto realize that it was the Se—orita Carmen Florez, niece of the
countess. The elegant Frenchman held the door open politely for her,
and after she had entered he got in beside her, whereupon the car turned
and went down the hill and out of sight.

It occurred to me that Suzor had come from Madrid to fetch her, and
that surmise later proved to be correct, for on returning to the capital at
ten oOclockHambledon called at the H™telde la Paix, and as we sat up-
stairs in my bedroom he informed me that the young girl had arrived by
car at the Ritz and had dined with De Gex and his companion. The
countess, who had apparently beenin Madrid since the morning, and
who had attended a charity matinZeat the Comedia, had arrived at the
Ritz a quarter of an hour before her niece. It was evident, therefore, that
they were well known to De Gex, who, as| afterwards ascertained, had
been a friend of the late count.

The four had dined privately together in SuzorOsitting-room, and ac-
cording to the information given to Hambledon by the concierge,a num-
ber of papers had been produced and examined immediately after the
coffee had been served.

Olunderstand that the production of the papers had a most disturbing
effect upon the countess,CHambledon told me. OShegave vent to a cry of
amazement, and afterwards burst into afit of tears. At leastthat is what
the waiter told the concierge. The countessis very well known at the
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Ritz, for she moves in the Court circle, and is often at the smart functions
so constantly held there.O

OAnNd the niece?0l asked. OSheis certainly both smart and good-
looking.O

Ol can discover but little concerning her,OHarry replied. OSheis not
known at all. She has apparently only gone to live with her aunt at
Segovia since the countOs death.O

Olwonder what was in the papers which so affected the lady?O| re-
marked. ODe Gex evidently invited them to dinner in order to make
some disclosure, and to prove it by the production of documents.O

OEvidently,Oreplied my companion. Olnany case,the countessand her
niece have just started to return for home, the widow being very upset at
what has been revealed to her to-night.O

OWhatcan it have been, | wonder? Could not the waiter ascertain the
nature of the disclosure?O

ONo. | saw him myself afterwards, and he explained that the docu-
ments in question were produced just after he had left the room. He
heard the countessutter a cry of dismay, and when he again entered the
room in pretence of clearing away the coffee-cups, he found the lady in
tears, while her niece declared hotly in French: Oldo not believe it! | will
never believe it!tOA number of legal documents were spread out upon the
table, and De Gex was holding one of them in his hand.O

OThenthe object of the visit of the precious pair seemsto have beento
disclose some hitherto well-guarded secretto the widow of the Spanish
financierNeh?0

OYes,ny friend agreed. Oltcertainly seemsso,Oand then he rose and
left. Downstairs in the palm court the gay crowd was pouring through to
the restaurant for supper after the theatre, for smart Madrid is gay at
night, and there is as much dancing and fun there, on a smaller scale of
course, as there is in the West End. The pretty dresses,the laughter, the
sibilant whispers, and the claw-hammer coat are the samein Madrid and
Bucharestasin London or Paris, or any other capital. The hour of mid-
night is the same hour of relaxation when even judges smile after their
day upon the bench, and the blue-stocking will laugh at a risky story.

So after Harry had gone, refusing to have supper with me lest some-
body should notice us together, | strolled about, and selecting a table in
the corner, ate my solitary meal, having had no dinner that day.

It was past midnight before | ascendedin the lift to my room. | un-
dressed and when in bed | read the Heraldountil | suppose | dropped off
to sleep.
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| knew nothing until later | was awakened by some slight movement.
In an instant | was seized by a strange intuition of danger, and my wits
becameacute. Next second| was on the alert. There had beenthree lights
burning when | retired, now there was but one. | had bolted my door,
yet it was now slightly ajar!

| lay and listened. Outside | heard the hum of a car receding acrossthe
great square. Afterwards a church bell began to clang discordantly, as
they all do in Spain.

The light was over the dressing-table in the corner, and so shaded that
the room was quite dim.

Someonehad beenin my room! | grasped my automatic pistol which |
kept under the pillow, and jumping out of bed crossedto the dressing-
table where | had put my watch and bank-note-caseon taking them from
my pocket. As | did so | heard the click of an electric light switch, and
next instant the room was in darkness.

For a second | was nonplussed. | knew, however, that | was not alone
in the room, so | dashed acrossto the door, my pistol in my hand, and
gaining it before the intruder could escape, turned on the lights.

Before me stood revealed a tall, thin-faced, dark-haired man in his
shirt and trousers who, seeing my pistol, at once put up his hands, cry-
ing in Spanish:

OAh! noNno! It is a mistake. Holy Madonna! | have mistaken the
room! | thought my friend Pedro was here! A thousand apologies, se—or!
A thousand apologies.O

OBut my door was bolted! How did you get in?0 | demanded fiercely.

ONo, se—or. It was not bolted. | have been taken very unwell. | was
seeking my friend Pedro,Ohe stammered, pale and frightened. OCometo
my room, and | will show you my papersto prove that | am no thief, but
a well-known advocate of Burgos.O

| told him roughly to turn his faceto the wall while | went through my
belongings to satisfy myself that nothing had been stolen.

All seemedin order, and the fellowOsexplanation seemedto be quite
feasibleNsave for the fact that | distinctly remembered bolting the door.
Nevertheless | began to wonder whether | had not misjudged him.

OComealong to my room, se—or,0he urged. Olwill show you my iden-
tity papers. | have to offer you a thousand apologies.O

| followed him to a room near the end of the corridor, where he
quickly produced documents and papers showing that his name was
Juan Salavera,an advocate, who lived in the Calle de Vittoria, in Burgos.
He showed me the portrait of his wife and child which he carried in his
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wallet and a small painted miniature of his mother, and other proofs of
his integrity, including a case well filled with notes.

Oltrust, se—or, that you will no longer accuseme of being a thieflO he
said. OOurencounter would have beendistinctly amusing had we not so
frightened each other as we have done.O

| laughed, for | felt convinced that he was a respectable person, and |
really began to feel uncomfortable.

Indeed, | muttered an apology for my rather rough behaviour, and at
the sametime | noticed upon the left side of his neck a deep scar prob-
ably left by an abscess.

OMy dear se—or, it was quite forgiveable in the circumstances,Ohe de-
clared, offering me a cigarette and taking one himself. Olhad supper at a
restaurant after the theatre to-night and ate something which had dis-
agreed with me. Half an hour ago | felt faint, so | rose and went to find
my friend Pedro Espada,who came with me from Burgos, and | entered
your room in mistake. He must be in the room next yours.O

OShall we seek him?O | asked.

ONo. | feel much better now, thanks,Owas his reply. OThefright has
chasedaway all faintness! Besides,we should have to go down to the of-
fice and ascertainin which room he really is. | shall be all right now,Ohe
assured me.

He went on to say that he had come to Madrid in connexion with a
large estate in Granada, to which a client of his had laid claim.

Olshall be here for a week at least, therefore | hope you will give me
the pleasure of spending an evening with Pedro and myself. We will
dine at a restaurant and go to one of the variety theatres afterwards.O

| thanked him, and laughing at our encounter we parted quite good
friends.

On returning to my room | examined the bolt, and found that the
screws of the brass socket had been forced from the woodwork and it
was lying on the floor.

That fact caused suspicion to again arise in my mind. Surely consider-
able force must have beenused to break away the socketfrom the wood-
work. Yet | had heard nothing!

However, | returned to bed, and leaving the lights on | reflected upon
the strange episode. The fellowOsexcusewas quite a legitimate one, yet |
could not put from myself the fact that the door had been forced. By
whom, if not by him?

And yet he was so cool it seemedimpossible that he was a thief whom
| had caught red-handed.
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After half an hour | rose again and thoroughly examined the bolt,
when my suspicion was increased by a strange discovery. In my absence
the socket of the bolt had been removed, the screw holes enlarged and
filled up with bread kneaded into a paste;into this the screws had been
placed sothat although | had bolted the door | could not secureit, for the
smallest pressure from outside would break the fastening from the
woodwork!

The dodge was one often practised by hotel thieves. But what proof
had | that the lawyer from Burgos had prepared that bolt? | had no
means of knowing when the screws had been rendered unstable, or by
whom. It might have been done even before | had occupied that room,
for the paste was hard and crumbling.

Nevertheless the fact remained that my door had been prepared for a
midnight theft, and | had found a stranger in my room. Sowith aresolve
to make further inquiry next morning, | threw myself down and slept.

| must have beentired and overwrought, for it was past nine oOclock
when | awoke and drew up the blinds.

Then as| crossedto ring the bell for my coffee and hot water | made a
very curious discovery.
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Chapter 1 6

ANOTHER STRANGE DISCLOSURE

On the ground, close to my bed, were three brass-headed carpet pins
which had apparently spilt accidentally out of a box.

The sharp point of eachwas upturned, and it was a marvel that during
the night | had not stepped upon them.

How had they come there? Wasit by accident or design that they were
beside my bed?

At first | wondered whether the hotel upholsterer had beenat work on
the previous day and had left them behind. He might have used them for
pinning down my carpet.

| took one up and examined it. Next second | stood aghast.

The others | also took up, handling them very gingerly, for around the
points of each was some colourless transparent substancewhich looked
like vaseline. Such a substancewas not ordinarily upon the points of car-
pet pins.

A horrible thought flashed across my mind. Therefore | carefully
placed the three pins upon the small glasstray upon the dressing-table,
and dressed as quickly as| could, reflecting the while upon my adven-
ture with the stranger whom | had taken to be a thief.

| shaved, swallowed the coffee which the young waiter brought me,
and at once descended to the bureau; when in French | inquired of the
clerk for Se—or Salavera. He examined the register and replied politely:

OWe have no one of that name staying here, se—or.O

OWhat?0O | cried. OHe was in Room 175 last night!O

ONumber 175 was Se—or Solier,Oreplied the smart young clerk. OHe
paid his bill and left just after seven oOclock this morning.O

OButl saw his identification papersNhis passportNletters addressed
to him as Se—or Salavera!O

OThatmay be so, se—or,Owas the suave reply. OButhe registered here
as Se—or Solier.OAnd then he dropped into English, which he spoke very
fairly. OOf course people who stay at hotels do not always give their
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correct names. They do not wish them published in visitorsOlists in the
newspapers. Perhaps it is only natural,O and he smiled.

OHave you any one named Pedro Espada in the hotel?O | inquired.

Again he consulted his register, but shook his head.

ONobody of that name,O he replied.

| hesitated. Then | asked:

ODid the gentleman who spent the night in Room 175 depart alone?O

The reception-clerk called the uniformed concierge, and asked:

ODid Number 175 leave alone?0

OYes,Qvas the reply. OHecaught the early expressfor Zaragoza. He
was going on to Barcelona, he told me. He went in the omnibus.O

ONo one with him?0O

ONobody.O

OWhen did he arrive?0 | asked.

OThenight before last. He was aloneNwith only a handbag. | charged
him with a deposit for his room.O

OHave you ever seen him before?0 | asked.

ONever to my recollection.O

ONeither have 1,0remarked the concierge. OHeseemedvery afraid of
being seen.| noticed him in the lounge last night. He left this morning
quite suddenly, and without taking anythingNeven a cup of coffee.O

OHeleft in a violent hurryNeh?O | exclaimed, well knowing the reas-
on. OWell,O | added, Ol wish to see the manager.O

Olwill inform him,Othe clerk replied, and he went to the telephone. A
minute later, after exchanging a few words in Spanish, he turned to me,
saying:

OYouwill find the managerOwffice on the first floor. If you take the lift
the man will direct you, se—or.O

A few minutes later | was seated in the office of an elderly bald-
headed man, a typical h™teliercourteous, smiling, and eagerto hear any
complaint that | might have to make.

At oncel told him of my curious adventure of the previous night, and
of the sudden flight of the mysterious stranger whom | had discovered
in my room.

OThatis certainly strange, sir,Ohe replied in English. OHisexcusewas a
very ingenious one, to say the least. | think we ought to inform the po-
lice. Do you not agree?0

| told him of my discovery of the carpet pins, and asked his advice as
to whom | might send them for chemical analysis.
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At once he suggested Professor Vega, of the Princesa Hospital in the
Calle Alberto Aguilera, adding:

OThe Professor often dines here. If you wish, | will take you to him.O

So still leaving the three carpet pins upon the little glass tray |
wrapped it in paper and together we went round to the hospital, where |
was introduced to atall, narrow-faced, grey-haired man in a long linen
coat. To him | explained how | had found the pins on the carpet beside
my bed, and asking whether he would submit them to examination.

He looked at them critically, first with the naked eye and afterwards
by means of a large reading-glass. Then he grunted in dissatisfaction and
promised that next day, or the day after, he would tell me the result of
his analysis.

As we drove back to the hotel the manager remarked:

Oltis a very curious affair, sir, to say the least. One does not scatter car-
pet pins about a bedroom, and particularly when the points are smeared
with some mysterious substance.If they had been there before you re-
tired to bed the chambermaid must certainly have seenthem. Shemakes
around of the rooms eachnight at ten oOclockBesides,the facts that the
bolt had been tampered with, and also that the man who occupied 175
left so early and so hurriedly, are additionally suspicious. Yes,Ohe ad-
ded, Ol think we ought to see the police.O

With that object he took me at onceto Se—or Andrade, the Chief of Po-
lice, a short, stout, alert little man, who heard me with keen interest and
seemed very puzzled.

OTheintruderOs explanation was certainly a very clever one,Ohe re-
marked in French. Oltis a pity you did not demand to see his friend,
Pedro Espada. If you had, you would have discovered him to be
nonexistent.O

OButhe was so clever,Ol answered. OHetold me that at that hour he
could not discover in which room his friend was really sleeping.O

OButthe night-porter was on duty,O exclaimed the hotel manager. OHe
had the register and would have beenable at onceto tell you the number
of the room.O

The fellow seemedso frank in revealing to me his money, the portraits
of his family, and his private letters, that | had taken his statement asthe
truth.

Yet, even now, | could not believe that he had any sinister designNnot
until the Professor had examined those three carpet pins.

In response to close questions put to me by Se—or Andrade, with
whom was Se-or Rivero, the head of the Detective Branch, | gave a
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description of my midnight visitor as accurately as| could. | told them
how | had covered him with my automatic pistol, and how afterwards
we had laughed together at our mental fear of each other.

Se-or Rivero, the bald-headed, black-bearded chief of the branch of
criminal investigation, suddenly stopped me when | mentioned the scar
upon the neck of the advocate from Burgos.

ODid you notice that there was any deformity of his hands?Ohe asked
quickly.

In an instant | recollected that the little finger of his right hand had
been amputated at the first joint, and | told him so.

OAh!Oexclaimed the shrewd, dark-bearded official. OPerhapswe may
here find something of interest. Just a few moments,Oand he rose and
left us.

We chatted with Se—or Andrade for about a quarter of an hour when
the detective returned with a bundle of papers and four photographs of a
man taken in police style upon one negative, full face,three-quarter, half
and profile.

The instant he placed it before me, | exclaimed:

OWhy, that is Salavera!O

Ol thought as much,O remarked the famous detective with a grim
smile. OHeis not Salavera,but Rodriquez Despujol, one of the most dan-
gerous criminals in Spain!O

ODespujol!Cecried Se—or Andrade. OAnd he was in Madrid last night!O
Then he added: OAh! if we had but known.O

OTrue.But why was he in the English gentlemanOsoom?Oqueried the
detective. OHe is a dangerous character, and one would have thought
that instead of being covered he would, on being cornered, have drawn
his knife and attacked his adversary.O

ODespuijolis no amateur,Othe Chief of Police agreed. OWeOvevanted
him for the last five years for the assassinationof the banker, Monteros,
in the train between Cordova and Malaga, and yet he always evadesus,
even though he is one of the most audacious thieves in Europe.O

OBut his friend Pedro?01 remarked, startled at what | had now
learned.

OHedoes not exist,Oreplied the detective. OYouno doubt had a lucky
escape.Had you demanded to see his friend he would no doubt have
killed you. He is a man of colossal strengthNa veritable tiger, they say.O

OButwhat was the motive?0 | asked. Ol have no valuables, save my
watch and tie pin, and fifty pounds in English money. Surely it was not
worth while to kill me for that!O
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ONo. ThatOsjust it,O replied the dark-eyed detective, whose chagrin
was so apparent that Despujol had slipped through his fingers. OThe
game was not worth the candle. So he returned after proving to you his
bona fides. And these bona fides he always carries in order to extricate
himself from any ugly situation.O

OBut the carpet pins?0 asked the hotel manager.

The director of the Spanish secret police shrugged his shoulders, and
said:

Ountil Professor Vega can make a report we can do nothing. It is no
use basing theories upon mere surmises. Sowe can only wait for Se—or
Vega to tell us what he discovers. Meanwhile, we will try and secure
DespujolNthough | fear he has too long a start of us.O

He crossedthe room to the telephone, and a few minutes later spoke
in Spanish into the instrument in sharp, authoritative tones.

| understood him to be speaking to the police commissary at Zaragoza,
explaining that the much-wanted criminal Despujol had left Madrid for
that city, and giving the train by which he was supposed to be travelling.
Then, in turn, he spoke to the commissaries of Alcazar, Salamanca,Val-
ladolid and Arroyo, thus informing the police along all the lines of rail-
way leading from the capital.

It was evident that what | had told them caused considerable excite-
ment. Indeed, after the head of the detective department had concluded
giving his instructions over the telephone, he turned to me and trans-
lated into French the black record of the stranger whom | had discovered
in my room.

That he was a bold and audacious criminal was quickly apparent. In
the Sud express travelling between Madrid and Paris he had drugged
and robbed an Italian jeweller of a wallet containing a quantity of dia-
monds, which he took to London at once and disposed of to a receiver of
stolen property at Kilburn.

Another of his daring exploits was the theft of the famous Murillo
from the Castle of Setefillas, near Seville. This he sold to a dealer in Brus-
sels,who afterwards smuggled it to New York, where it was bought by a
private collector for a very large sum.

Yet again, a few months later he enticed a bank messengerin Bar-
celonainto a house he had taken for the purpose, and having knocked
him down robbed him of his wallet containing a quantity of English
bank notes and negotiable securities.

Up to five years before he had been convicted many times, but he now
seemedto be able to commit robberies with impunity, and always get off
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free. It was believed that he lived in secretsomewhere abroad and only
cameto Spain to commit thefts. Probably he passedto and fro to France
by one of the obscure mountain tracks through the Pyreneesknown only
to those who dealt in contrabandNand there are many in that chain of
mountains.

In any case the police were now hot again upon his track.

Suddenly the head of the Detective Department had another inspira-
tion and rang up both Jacaand Pamplona, which are at the end of each
railway line towards the barrier of mountains which form the French
frontier.

Olfhe is on his way to France he will go to either one place or the oth-
er,O he said.

OBut have they his photograph?0O | asked.

OA copy of this photograph taken at the prison of Barcelona, is in
every detective office in Spain,Owas his reply. ORodriquez Despujol is
the most dangerous and elusive criminal at large,Ohe went on. OHenev-
er leavesanything to chance.No doubt he believed that you were in pos-
sessionof something valuable, and his intention was to drug you and get
it. But you were too quick for him. My chief surprise is why, when he
found himself cornered as he was, that he did not draw his knife and at-
tack you.O

OBut | had a pistol!O | said.

ODespujol does not fear pistols. Before you could pull the trigger he
could have pounced upon you like a cat!O replied the police official.

OWell, he certainly entirely misled me,Ol exclaimed. Ol even offered
him an apology for my attitude towards him.O

The three men laughed heartily.

OAn apology to Despujol!O cried the Chief of Police. OHow very
amusing!O

Olconsider that | was very lucky,O | said. OHeseemsto be a most des-
perate character.O

OHeis,Oanswered Se—or Andrade. OWehave had inquiries for him
from all over Europe. During the war it seemsthat he served as a spy of
Germany in France,hencethe military authorities there are very anxious
to get him.O

OButyou think he lives in France and crossesthe frontier every now
and then.O

OYesWe received information to that effect about a year ago. He prob-
ably lives as a poor, but perfectly honest man in one of the remote vil-
lages in the Pyrenees,and is perhaps held in high esteemby all around
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him. It was the caseof the notorious Maurice Tricoche who escapedus
for years and lived near Luchon until he was betrayed by a woman
whose husband he had maltreated. Perhaps Despujol will also be be-
trayed. We hope so!O

Ol cannot understand why the fellow dared to put foot into Madrid
when he knows how active we are in search of him,0 remarked Se—or
Rivero, turning to me. OHemust have followed you with evil intent. The
explanation of mistaking your room was, of course, a good one, but en-
tirely false.O

| longed to tell the police all about the mystery of Stretton Street, and
the grave suspicions concerning the great international financier who
was at that moment at the Ritz. Yet | hesitated for two reasons,the first
being that | feared lest my story should be disbelieved,and secondly, be-
cause | had, on behalf of the beautiful girl with whom | had fallen in
love, set out to solve the enigma by myself, and bring the culprit to
justice.

OlIf Despuijol is arrested | will willingly come forward and give evid-
enceNthat is, if | am still in Spain,O | promised.

But both police officials shrugged their shoulders, and the detective
remarked:

ODespujolis a will oCthe wisp. There seemslittle hope of our ever se-
curing him. Nevertheless we shall continue to do our bestto allow you
to face him again one day. And then, se—or, you will realize what a mira-
culous escape you have had!O
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