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			To all those who lead

			mono­ton­ous lives

			in the hope that they may ex­per­i­ence

			at second hand

			the de­lights and dangers of

			ad­ven­ture.

		
	
		
			The Secret Adversary

		
	
		
			Prologue

			It was 2 p.m. on the af­ter­noon of May 7, 1915. The Lus­it­ania had been struck by two tor­pedoes in suc­ces­sion and was sink­ing rap­idly, while the boats were be­ing launched with all pos­sible speed. The wo­men and chil­dren were be­ing lined up await­ing their turn. Some still clung des­per­ately to hus­bands and fath­ers; oth­ers clutched their chil­dren closely to their breasts. One girl stood alone, slightly apart from the rest. She was quite young, not more than eight­een. She did not seem afraid, and her grave, stead­fast eyes looked straight ahead.

			“I beg your par­don.”

			A man’s voice be­side her made her start and turn. She had no­ticed the speak­er more than once amongst the first-class pas­sen­gers. There had been a hint of mys­tery about him which had ap­pealed to her ima­gin­a­tion. He spoke to no one. If any­one spoke to him he was quick to re­buff the over­ture. Also he had a nervous way of look­ing over his shoulder with a swift, sus­pi­cious glance.

			She no­ticed now that he was greatly agit­ated. There were beads of per­spir­a­tion on his brow. He was evid­ently in a state of over­mas­ter­ing fear. And yet he did not strike her as the kind of man who would be afraid to meet death!

			“Yes?” Her grave eyes met his in­quir­ingly.

			He stood look­ing at her with a kind of des­per­ate ir­res­ol­u­tion.

			“It must be!” he muttered to him­self. “Yes—it is the only way.” Then aloud he said ab­ruptly: “You are an Amer­ic­an?”

			“Yes.”

			“A pat­ri­ot­ic one?”

			The girl flushed.

			“I guess you’ve no right to ask such a thing! Of course I am!”

			“Don’t be of­fen­ded. You wouldn’t be if you knew how much there was at stake. But I’ve got to trust someone—and it must be a wo­man.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause of ‘wo­men and chil­dren first.’ ” He looked round and lowered his voice. “I’m car­ry­ing pa­pers—vi­tally im­port­ant pa­pers. They may make all the dif­fer­ence to the Al­lies in the war. You un­der­stand? These pa­pers have got to be saved! They’ve more chance with you than with me. Will you take them?”

			The girl held out her hand.

			“Wait—I must warn you. There may be a risk—if I’ve been fol­lowed. I don’t think I have, but one nev­er knows. If so, there will be danger. Have you the nerve to go through with it?”

			The girl smiled.

			“I’ll go through with it all right. And I’m real proud to be chosen! What am I to do with them af­ter­wards?”

			“Watch the news­pa­pers! I’ll ad­vert­ise in the per­son­al column of the Times, be­gin­ning ‘Ship­mate.’ At the end of three days if there’s noth­ing—well, you’ll know I’m down and out. Then take the pack­et to the Amer­ic­an Em­bassy, and de­liv­er it in­to the Am­bas­sad­or’s own hands. Is that clear?”

			“Quite clear.”

			“Then be ready—I’m go­ing to say good­bye.” He took her hand in his. “Good­bye. Good luck to you,” he said in a louder tone.

			Her hand closed on the oil­skin pack­et that had lain in his palm.

			The Lus­it­ania settled with a more de­cided list to star­board. In an­swer to a quick com­mand, the girl went for­ward to take her place in the boat.

		
	
		
			
				I

				The Young Ad­ven­tur­ers, Ltd.

			
			“Tommy, old thing!”

			“Tup­pence, old bean!”

			The two young people greeted each oth­er af­fec­tion­ately, and mo­ment­ar­ily blocked the Dover Street Tube exit in do­ing so. The ad­ject­ive “old” was mis­lead­ing. Their united ages would cer­tainly not have totalled forty-five.

			“Not seen you for simply cen­tur­ies,” con­tin­ued the young man. “Where are you off to? Come and chew a bun with me. We’re get­ting a bit un­pop­u­lar here—block­ing the gang­way as it were. Let’s get out of it.”

			The girl as­sent­ing, they star­ted walk­ing down Dover Street to­wards Pic­ca­dilly.

			“Now then,” said Tommy, “where shall we go?”

			The very faint anxi­ety which un­der­lay his tone did not es­cape the as­tute ears of Miss Prudence Cow­ley, known to her in­tim­ate friends for some mys­ter­i­ous reas­on as “Tup­pence.” She pounced at once.

			“Tommy, you’re stony!”

			“Not a bit of it,” de­clared Tommy un­con­vin­cingly. “Rolling in cash.”

			“You al­ways were a shock­ing li­ar,” said Tup­pence severely, “though you did once per­suade Sis­ter Green­bank that the doc­tor had ordered you beer as a ton­ic, but for­got­ten to write it on the chart. Do you re­mem­ber?”

			Tommy chuckled.

			“I should think I did! Wasn’t the old cat in a rage when she found out? Not that she was a bad sort really, old Moth­er Green­bank! Good old hos­pit­al—de­mobbed like everything else, I sup­pose?”

			Tup­pence sighed.

			“Yes. You too?”

			Tommy nod­ded.

			“Two months ago.”

			“Gra­tu­ity?” hin­ted Tup­pence.

			“Spent.”

			“Oh, Tommy!”

			“No, old thing, not in ri­ot­ous dis­sip­a­tion. No such luck! The cost of liv­ing—or­din­ary plain, or garden liv­ing nowadays is, I as­sure you, if you do not know—”

			“My dear child,” in­ter­rup­ted Tup­pence, “there is noth­ing I do not know about the cost of liv­ing. Here we are at Ly­ons’, and we will each of us pay for our own. That’s it!” And Tup­pence led the way up­stairs.

			The place was full, and they wandered about look­ing for a table, catch­ing odds and ends of con­ver­sa­tion as they did so.

			“And—do you know, she sat down and cried when I told her she couldn’t have the flat after all.” “It was simply a bar­gain, my dear! Just like the one Ma­bel Lewis brought from Par­is—”

			“Funny scraps one does over­hear,” mur­mured Tommy. “I passed two John­nies in the street today talk­ing about someone called Jane Finn. Did you ever hear such a name?”

			But at that mo­ment two eld­erly ladies rose and col­lec­ted par­cels, and Tup­pence deftly en­sconced her­self in one of the va­cant seats.

			Tommy ordered tea and buns. Tup­pence ordered tea and buttered toast.

			“And mind the tea comes in sep­ar­ate teapots,” she ad­ded severely.

			Tommy sat down op­pos­ite her. His bared head re­vealed a shock of ex­quis­itely slicked-back red hair. His face was pleas­antly ugly—non­des­cript, yet un­mis­tak­ably the face of a gen­tle­man and a sports­man. His brown suit was well cut, but per­il­ously near the end of its teth­er.

			They were an es­sen­tially mod­ern-look­ing couple as they sat there. Tup­pence had no claim to beauty, but there was char­ac­ter and charm in the elfin lines of her little face, with its de­term­ined chin and large, wide-apart grey eyes that looked mistily out from un­der straight, black brows. She wore a small bright green toque over her black bobbed hair, and her ex­tremely short and rather shabby skirt re­vealed a pair of un­com­monly dainty ankles. Her ap­pear­ance presen­ted a vali­ant at­tempt at smart­ness.

			The tea came at last, and Tup­pence, rous­ing her­self from a fit of med­it­a­tion, poured it out.

			“Now then,” said Tommy, tak­ing a large bite of bun, “let’s get up-to-date. Re­mem­ber, I haven’t seen you since that time in hos­pit­al in 1916.”

			“Very well.” Tup­pence helped her­self lib­er­ally to buttered toast. “Abridged bio­graphy of Miss Prudence Cow­ley, fifth daugh­ter of Arch­deac­on Cow­ley of Little Mis­sendell, Suf­folk. Miss Cow­ley left the de­lights (and drudger­ies) of her home life early in the war and came up to Lon­don, where she entered an of­ficers’ hos­pit­al. First month: Washed up six hun­dred and forty-eight plates every day. Second month: Pro­moted to dry­ing afore­said plates. Third month: Pro­moted to peel­ing pota­toes. Fourth month: Pro­moted to cut­ting bread and but­ter. Fifth month: Pro­moted one floor up to du­ties of ward­maid with mop and pail. Sixth month: Pro­moted to wait­ing at table. Sev­enth month: Pleas­ing ap­pear­ance and nice man­ners so strik­ing that am pro­moted to wait­ing on the Sis­ters! Eighth month: Slight check in ca­reer. Sis­ter Bond ate Sis­ter West­haven’s egg! Grand row! Ward­maid clearly to blame! In­at­ten­tion in such im­port­ant mat­ters can­not be too highly cen­sured. Mop and pail again! How are the mighty fallen! Ninth month: Pro­moted to sweep­ing out wards, where I found a friend of my child­hood in Lieu­ten­ant Thomas Beres­ford (bow, Tommy!), whom I had not seen for five long years. The meet­ing was af­fect­ing! Tenth month: Re­proved by mat­ron for vis­it­ing the pic­tures in com­pany with one of the pa­tients, namely: the afore­men­tioned Lieu­ten­ant Thomas Beres­ford. El­ev­enth and twelfth months: Par­lour­maid du­ties re­sumed with en­tire suc­cess. At the end of the year left hos­pit­al in a blaze of glory. After that, the tal­en­ted Miss Cow­ley drove suc­cess­ively a trade de­liv­ery van, a mo­tor-lorry and a gen­er­al! The last was the pleas­antest. He was quite a young gen­er­al!”

			“What blight­er was that?” in­quired Tommy. “Per­fectly sick­en­ing the way those brass hats drove from the War Of­fice to the Sa­voy, and from the Sa­voy to the War Of­fice!”

			“I’ve for­got­ten his name now,” con­fessed Tup­pence. “To re­sume, that was in a way the apex of my ca­reer. I next entered a gov­ern­ment of­fice. We had sev­er­al very en­joy­able tea parties. I had in­ten­ded to be­come a land girl, a post­wo­man, and a bus con­ductress by way of round­ing off my ca­reer—but the Armistice in­ter­vened! I clung to the of­fice with the true limpet touch for many long months, but, alas, I was combed out at last. Since then I’ve been look­ing for a job. Now then—your turn.”

			“There’s not so much pro­mo­tion in mine,” said Tommy re­gret­fully, “and a great deal less vari­ety. I went out to France again, as you know. Then they sent me to Meso­pot­amia, and I got wounded for the second time, and went in­to hos­pit­al out there. Then I got stuck in Egypt till the Armistice happened, kicked my heels there some time longer, and, as I told you, fi­nally got de­mobbed. And, for ten long, weary months I’ve been job hunt­ing! There aren’t any jobs! And, if there were, they wouldn’t give ’em to me. What good am I? What do I know about busi­ness? Noth­ing.”

			Tup­pence nod­ded gloomily.

			“What about the colon­ies?” she sug­ges­ted.

			Tommy shook his head.

			“I shouldn’t like the colon­ies—and I’m per­fectly cer­tain they wouldn’t like me!”

			“Rich re­la­tions?”

			Again Tommy shook his head.

			“Oh, Tommy, not even a great-aunt?”

			“I’ve got an old uncle who’s more or less rolling, but he’s no good.”

			“Why not?”

			“Wanted to ad­opt me once. I re­fused.”

			“I think I re­mem­ber hear­ing about it,” said Tup­pence slowly. “You re­fused be­cause of your moth­er—”

			Tommy flushed.

			“Yes, it would have been a bit rough on the ma­ter. As you know, I was all she had. Old boy hated her—wanted to get me away from her. Just a bit of spite.”

			“Your moth­er’s dead, isn’t she?” said Tup­pence gently.

			Tommy nod­ded.

			Tup­pence’s large grey eyes looked misty.

			“You’re a good sort, Tommy. I al­ways knew it.”

			“Rot!” said Tommy hast­ily. “Well, that’s my po­s­i­tion. I’m just about des­per­ate.”

			“So am I! I’ve hung out as long as I could. I’ve touted round. I’ve answered ad­vert­ise­ments. I’ve tried every mor­tal blessed thing. I’ve screwed and saved and pinched! But it’s no good. I shall have to go home!”

			“Don’t you want to?”

			“Of course I don’t want to! What’s the good of be­ing sen­ti­ment­al? Fath­er’s a dear—I’m aw­fully fond of him—but you’ve no idea how I worry him! He has that de­light­ful early Vic­tori­an view that short skirts and smoking are im­mor­al. You can ima­gine what a thorn in the flesh I am to him! He just heaved a sigh of re­lief when the war took me off. You see, there are sev­en of us at home. It’s aw­ful! All house­work and moth­ers’ meet­ings! I have al­ways been the changeling. I don’t want to go back, but—oh, Tommy, what else is there to do?”

			Tommy shook his head sadly. There was a si­lence, and then Tup­pence burst out:

			“Money, money, money! I think about money morn­ing, noon and night! I dare say it’s mer­cen­ary of me, but there it is!”

			“Same here,” agreed Tommy with feel­ing.

			“I’ve thought over every ima­gin­able way of get­ting it too,” con­tin­ued Tup­pence. “There are only three! To be left it, to marry it, or to make it. First is ruled out. I haven’t got any rich eld­erly re­l­at­ives. Any re­l­at­ives I have are in homes for de­cayed gen­tle­wo­men! I al­ways help old ladies over cross­ings, and pick up par­cels for old gen­tle­men, in case they should turn out to be ec­cent­ric mil­lion­aires. But not one of them has ever asked me my name—and quite a lot nev­er said ‘Thank you.’ ”

			There was a pause.

			“Of course,” re­sumed Tup­pence, “mar­riage is my best chance. I made up my mind to marry money when I was quite young. Any think­ing girl would! I’m not sen­ti­ment­al, you know.” She paused. “Come now, you can’t say I’m sen­ti­ment­al,” she ad­ded sharply.

			“Cer­tainly not,” agreed Tommy hast­ily. “No one would ever think of sen­ti­ment in con­nec­tion with you.”

			“That’s not very po­lite,” replied Tup­pence. “But I dare say you mean it all right. Well, there it is! I’m ready and will­ing—but I nev­er meet any rich men! All the boys I know are about as hard up as I am.”

			“What about the gen­er­al?” in­quired Tommy.

			“I fancy he keeps a bi­cycle shop in time of peace,” ex­plained Tup­pence. “No, there it is! Now you could marry a rich girl.”

			“I’m like you. I don’t know any.”

			“That doesn’t mat­ter. You can al­ways get to know one. Now, if I see a man in a fur coat come out of the Ritz I can’t rush up to him and say: ‘Look here, you’re rich. I’d like to know you.’ ”

			“Do you sug­gest that I should do that to a sim­il­arly garbed fe­male?”

			“Don’t be silly. You tread on her foot, or pick up her handker­chief, or some­thing like that. If she thinks you want to know her she’s flattered, and will man­age it for you some­how.”

			“You over­rate my manly charms,” mur­mured Tommy.

			“On the oth­er hand,” pro­ceeded Tup­pence, “my mil­lion­aire would prob­ably run for his life! No—mar­riage is fraught with dif­fi­culties. Re­mains—to make money!”

			“We’ve tried that, and failed,” Tommy re­minded her.

			“We’ve tried all the or­tho­dox ways, yes. But sup­pose we try the un­ortho­dox. Tommy, let’s be ad­ven­tur­ers!”

			“Cer­tainly,” replied Tommy cheer­fully. “How do we be­gin?”

			“That’s the dif­fi­culty. If we could make ourselves known, people might hire us to com­mit crimes for them.”

			“De­light­ful,” com­men­ted Tommy. “Es­pe­cially com­ing from a cler­gy­man’s daugh­ter!”

			“The mor­al guilt,” Tup­pence poin­ted out, “would be theirs—not mine. You must ad­mit that there’s a dif­fer­ence between steal­ing a dia­mond neck­lace for your­self and be­ing hired to steal it.”

			“There wouldn’t be the least dif­fer­ence if you were caught!”

			“Per­haps not. But I shouldn’t be caught. I’m so clev­er.”

			“Mod­esty al­ways was your be­set­ting sin,” re­marked Tommy.

			“Don’t rag. Look here, Tommy, shall we really? Shall we form a busi­ness part­ner­ship?”

			“Form a com­pany for the steal­ing of dia­mond neck­laces?”

			“That was only an il­lus­tra­tion. Let’s have a—what do you call it in book­keep­ing?”

			“Don’t know. Nev­er did any.”

			“I have—but I al­ways got mixed up, and used to put cred­it entries on the deb­it side, and vice versa—so they fired me out. Oh, I know—a joint ven­ture! It struck me as such a ro­mantic phrase to come across in the middle of musty old fig­ures. It’s got an Eliza­beth­an fla­vour about it—makes one think of galle­ons and doub­loons. A joint ven­ture!”

			“Trad­ing un­der the name of the Young Ad­ven­tur­ers, Ltd.? Is that your idea, Tup­pence?”

			“It’s all very well to laugh, but I feel there might be some­thing in it.”

			“How do you pro­pose to get in touch with your would-be em­ploy­ers?”

			“Ad­vert­ise­ment,” replied Tup­pence promptly. “Have you got a bit of pa­per and a pen­cil? Men usu­ally seem to have. Just like we have hair­pins and powder-puffs.”

			Tommy handed over a rather shabby green note­book, and Tup­pence began writ­ing busily.

			“Shall we be­gin: ‘Young of­ficer, twice wounded in the war—’ ”

			“Cer­tainly not.”

			“Oh, very well, my dear boy. But I can as­sure you that that sort of thing might touch the heart of an eld­erly spin­ster, and she might ad­opt you, and then there would be no need for you to be a young ad­ven­turer at all.”

			“I don’t want to be ad­op­ted.”

			“I for­got you had a pre­ju­dice against it. I was only rag­ging you! The pa­pers are full up to the brim with that type of thing. Now listen—how’s this? ‘Two young ad­ven­tur­ers for hire. Will­ing to do any­thing, go any­where. Pay must be good.’ (We might as well make that clear from the start.) Then we might add: ‘No reas­on­able of­fer re­fused’—like flats and fur­niture.”

			“I should think any of­fer we get in an­swer to that would be a pretty unreas­on­able one!”

			“Tommy! You’re a geni­us! That’s ever so much more chic. ‘No un­reas­on­able of­fer re­fused—if pay is good.’ How’s that?”

			“I shouldn’t men­tion pay again. It looks rather eager.”

			“It couldn’t look as eager as I feel! But per­haps you are right. Now I’ll read it straight through. ‘Two young ad­ven­tur­ers for hire. Will­ing to do any­thing, go any­where. Pay must be good. No un­reas­on­able of­fer re­fused.’ How would that strike you if you read it?”

			“It would strike me as either be­ing a hoax, or else writ­ten by a lun­at­ic.”

			“It’s not half so in­sane as a thing I read this morn­ing be­gin­ning ‘Pe­tunia’ and signed ‘Best Boy.’ ” She tore out the leaf and handed it to Tommy. “There you are. Times, I think. Reply to Box so-and-so. I ex­pect it will be about five shil­lings. Here’s half a crown for my share.”

			Tommy was hold­ing the pa­per thought­fully. His faced burned a deep­er red.

			“Shall we really try it?” he said at last. “Shall we, Tup­pence? Just for the fun of the thing?”

			“Tommy, you’re a sport! I knew you would be! Let’s drink to suc­cess.” She poured some cold dregs of tea in­to the two cups.

			“Here’s to our joint ven­ture, and may it prosper!”

			“The Young Ad­ven­tur­ers, Ltd.!” re­spon­ded Tommy.

			They put down the cups and laughed rather un­cer­tainly. Tup­pence rose.

			“I must re­turn to my pala­tial suite at the hostel.”

			“Per­haps it is time I strolled round to the Ritz,” agreed Tommy with a grin. “Where shall we meet? And when?”

			“Twelve o’clock to­mor­row. Pic­ca­dilly Tube sta­tion. Will that suit you?”

			“My time is my own,” replied Mr. Beres­ford mag­ni­fi­cently.

			“So long, then.”

			“Good­bye, old thing.”

			The two young people went off in op­pos­ite dir­ec­tions. Tup­pence’s hostel was situ­ated in what was char­it­ably called South­ern Bel­gravia. For reas­ons of eco­nomy she did not take a bus.

			She was halfway across St. James’s Park, when a man’s voice be­hind her made her start.

			“Ex­cuse me,” it said. “But may I speak to you for a mo­ment?”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Mr. Whit­ting­ton’s Of­fer

			
			Tup­pence turned sharply, but the words hov­er­ing on the tip of her tongue re­mained un­spoken, for the man’s ap­pear­ance and man­ner did not bear out her first and most nat­ur­al as­sump­tion. She hes­it­ated. As if he read her thoughts, the man said quickly:

			“I can as­sure you I mean no dis­respect.”

			Tup­pence be­lieved him. Al­though she dis­liked and dis­trus­ted him in­stinct­ively, she was in­clined to ac­quit him of the par­tic­u­lar motive which she had at first at­trib­uted to him. She looked him up and down. He was a big man, clean shaven, with a heavy jowl. His eyes were small and cun­ning, and shif­ted their glance un­der her dir­ect gaze.

			“Well, what is it?” she asked.

			The man smiled.

			“I happened to over­hear part of your con­ver­sa­tion with the young gen­tle­man in Ly­ons’.”

			“Well—what of it?”

			“Noth­ing—ex­cept that I think I may be of some use to you.”

			An­oth­er in­fer­ence forced it­self in­to Tup­pence’s mind:

			“You fol­lowed me here?”

			“I took that liberty.”

			“And in what way do you think you could be of use to me?”

			The man took a card from his pock­et and handed it to her with a bow.

			Tup­pence took it and scru­tin­ized it care­fully. It bore the in­scrip­tion, “Mr. Ed­ward Whit­ting­ton.” Be­low the name were the words “Es­to­nia Glass­ware Co.,” and the ad­dress of a city of­fice. Mr. Whit­ting­ton spoke again:

			“If you will call upon me to­mor­row morn­ing at el­ev­en o’clock, I will lay the de­tails of my pro­pos­i­tion be­fore you.”

			“At el­ev­en o’clock?” said Tup­pence doubt­fully.

			“At el­ev­en o’clock.”

			Tup­pence made up her mind.

			“Very well. I’ll be there.”

			“Thank you. Good even­ing.”

			He raised his hat with a flour­ish, and walked away. Tup­pence re­mained for some minutes gaz­ing after him. Then she gave a curi­ous move­ment of her shoulders, rather as a ter­ri­er shakes him­self.

			“The ad­ven­tures have be­gun,” she mur­mured to her­self. “What does he want me to do, I won­der? There’s some­thing about you, Mr. Whit­ting­ton, that I don’t like at all. But, on the oth­er hand, I’m not the least bit afraid of you. And as I’ve said be­fore, and shall doubt­less say again, little Tup­pence can look after her­self, thank you!”

			And with a short, sharp nod of her head she walked briskly on­ward. As a res­ult of fur­ther med­it­a­tions, how­ever, she turned aside from the dir­ect route and entered a post of­fice. There she pondered for some mo­ments, a tele­graph form in her hand. The thought of a pos­sible five shil­lings spent un­ne­ces­sar­ily spurred her to ac­tion, and she de­cided to risk the waste of nine­pence.

			Dis­dain­ing the spiky pen and thick, black treacle which a be­ne­fi­cent gov­ern­ment had provided, Tup­pence drew out Tommy’s pen­cil which she had re­tained and wrote rap­idly: “Don’t put in ad­vert­ise­ment. Will ex­plain to­mor­row.” She ad­dressed it to Tommy at his club, from which in one short month he would have to resign, un­less a kindly for­tune per­mit­ted him to re­new his sub­scrip­tion.

			“It may catch him,” she mur­mured. “Any­way, it’s worth try­ing.”

			After hand­ing it over the counter she set out briskly for home, stop­ping at a baker’s to buy three penny­worth of new buns.

			Later, in her tiny cu­bicle at the top of the house she munched buns and re­flec­ted on the fu­ture. What was the Es­to­nia Glass­ware Co., and what earthly need could it have for her ser­vices? A pleas­ur­able thrill of ex­cite­ment made Tup­pence tingle. At any rate, the coun­try vicar­age had re­treated in­to the back­ground again. The mor­row held pos­sib­il­it­ies.

			It was a long time be­fore Tup­pence went to sleep that night, and, when at length she did, she dreamed that Mr. Whit­ting­ton had set her to wash­ing up a pile of Es­to­nia Glass­ware, which bore an un­ac­count­able re­semb­lance to hos­pit­al plates!

			It wanted some five minutes to el­ev­en when Tup­pence reached the block of build­ings in which the of­fices of the Es­to­nia Glass­ware Co. were situ­ated. To ar­rive be­fore the time would look over­eager. So Tup­pence de­cided to walk to the end of the street and back again. She did so. On the stroke of el­ev­en she plunged in­to the re­cesses of the build­ing. The Es­to­nia Glass­ware Co. was on the top floor. There was a lift, but Tup­pence chose to walk up.

			Slightly out of breath, she came to a halt out­side the ground glass door with the le­gend painted across it “Es­to­nia Glass­ware Co.”

			Tup­pence knocked. In re­sponse to a voice from with­in, she turned the handle and walked in­to a small rather dirty out­er of­fice.

			A middle-aged clerk got down from a high stool at a desk near the win­dow and came to­wards her in­quir­ingly.

			“I have an ap­point­ment with Mr. Whit­ting­ton,” said Tup­pence.

			“Will you come this way, please.” He crossed to a par­ti­tion door with “Private” on it, knocked, then opened the door and stood aside to let her pass in.

			Mr. Whit­ting­ton was seated be­hind a large desk covered with pa­pers. Tup­pence felt her pre­vi­ous judg­ment con­firmed. There was some­thing wrong about Mr. Whit­ting­ton. The com­bin­a­tion of his sleek prosper­ity and his shifty eye was not at­tract­ive.

			He looked up and nod­ded.

			“So you’ve turned up all right? That’s good. Sit down, will you?”

			Tup­pence sat down on the chair fa­cing him. She looked par­tic­u­larly small and de­mure this morn­ing. She sat there meekly with down­cast eyes whilst Mr. Whit­ting­ton sor­ted and rustled amongst his pa­pers. Fi­nally he pushed them away, and leaned over the desk.

			“Now, my dear young lady, let us come to busi­ness.” His large face broadened in­to a smile. “You want work? Well, I have work to of­fer you. What should you say now to £100 down, and all ex­penses paid?” Mr. Whit­ting­ton leaned back in his chair, and thrust his thumbs in­to the arm­holes of his waist­coat.

			Tup­pence eyed him war­ily.

			“And the nature of the work?” she de­man­ded.

			“Nom­in­al—purely nom­in­al. A pleas­ant trip, that is all.”

			“Where to?”

			Mr. Whit­ting­ton smiled again.

			“Par­is.”

			“Oh!” said Tup­pence thought­fully. To her­self she said: “Of course, if fath­er heard that he would have a fit! But some­how I don’t see Mr. Whit­ting­ton in the role of the gay de­ceiv­er.”

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued Whit­ting­ton. “What could be more de­light­ful? To put the clock back a few years—a very few, I am sure—and re-enter one of those charm­ing pen­sion­nats de jeunes filles with which Par­is abounds—”

			Tup­pence in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“A pen­sion­nat?”

			“Ex­actly. Ma­dame Colom­bi­er’s in the Av­en­ue de Neuilly.”

			Tup­pence knew the name well. Noth­ing could have been more se­lect. She had had sev­er­al Amer­ic­an friends there. She was more than ever puzzled.

			“You want me to go to Ma­dame Colom­bi­er’s? For how long?”

			“That de­pends. Pos­sibly three months.”

			“And that is all? There are no oth­er con­di­tions?”

			“None whatever. You would, of course, go in the char­ac­ter of my ward, and you would hold no com­mu­nic­a­tion with your friends. I should have to re­quest ab­so­lute secrecy for the time be­ing. By the way, you are Eng­lish, are you not?”

			“Yes.”

			“Yet you speak with a slight Amer­ic­an ac­cent?”

			“My great pal in hos­pit­al was a little Amer­ic­an girl. I dare say I picked it up from her. I can soon get out of it again.”

			“On the con­trary, it might be sim­pler for you to pass as an Amer­ic­an. De­tails about your past life in Eng­land might be more dif­fi­cult to sus­tain. Yes, I think that would be de­cidedly bet­ter. Then—”

			“One mo­ment, Mr. Whit­ting­ton! You seem to be tak­ing my con­sent for gran­ted.”

			Whit­ting­ton looked sur­prised.

			“Surely you are not think­ing of re­fus­ing? I can as­sure you that Ma­dame Colom­bi­er’s is a most high-class and or­tho­dox es­tab­lish­ment. And the terms are most lib­er­al.”

			“Ex­actly,” said Tup­pence. “That’s just it. The terms are al­most too lib­er­al, Mr. Whit­ting­ton. I can­not see any way in which I can be worth that amount of money to you.”

			“No?” said Whit­ting­ton softly. “Well, I will tell you. I could doubt­less ob­tain someone else for very much less. What I am will­ing to pay for is a young lady with suf­fi­cient in­tel­li­gence and pres­ence of mind to sus­tain her part well, and also one who will have suf­fi­cient dis­cre­tion not to ask too many ques­tions.”

			Tup­pence smiled a little. She felt that Whit­ting­ton had scored.

			“There’s an­oth­er thing. So far there has been no men­tion of Mr. Beres­ford. Where does he come in?”

			“Mr. Beres­ford?”

			“My part­ner,” said Tup­pence with dig­nity. “You saw us to­geth­er yes­ter­day.”

			“Ah, yes. But I’m afraid we shan’t re­quire his ser­vices.”

			“Then it’s off!” Tup­pence rose. “It’s both or neither. Sorry—but that’s how it is. Good morn­ing, Mr. Whit­ting­ton.”

			“Wait a minute. Let us see if some­thing can’t be man­aged. Sit down again, Miss—” He paused in­ter­rog­at­ively.

			Tup­pence’s con­science gave her a passing twinge as she re­membered the arch­deac­on. She seized hur­riedly on the first name that came in­to her head.

			“Jane Finn,” she said hast­ily; and then paused open-mouthed at the ef­fect of those two simple words.

			All the gen­i­al­ity had faded out of Whit­ting­ton’s face. It was purple with rage, and the veins stood out on the fore­head. And be­hind it all there lurked a sort of in­cred­u­lous dis­may. He leaned for­ward and hissed sav­agely:

			“So that’s your little game, is it?”

			Tup­pence, though ut­terly taken aback, nev­er­the­less kept her head. She had not the faintest com­pre­hen­sion of his mean­ing, but she was nat­ur­ally quick-wit­ted, and felt it im­per­at­ive to “keep her end up” as she phrased it.

			Whit­ting­ton went on:

			“Been play­ing with me, have you, all the time, like a cat and mouse? Knew all the time what I wanted you for, but kept up the com­edy. Is that it, eh?” He was cool­ing down. The red col­our was ebbing out of his face. He eyed her keenly. “Who’s been blab­bing? Rita?”

			Tup­pence shook her head. She was doubt­ful as to how long she could sus­tain this il­lu­sion, but she real­ized the im­port­ance of not drag­ging an un­known Rita in­to it.

			“No,” she replied with per­fect truth. “Rita knows noth­ing about me.”

			His eyes still bored in­to her like gim­lets.

			“How much do you know?” he shot out.

			“Very little in­deed,” answered Tup­pence, and was pleased to note that Whit­ting­ton’s un­eas­i­ness was aug­men­ted in­stead of al­layed. To have boas­ted that she knew a lot might have raised doubts in his mind.

			“Any­way,” snarled Whit­ting­ton, “you knew enough to come in here and plump out that name.”

			“It might be my own name,” Tup­pence poin­ted out.

			“It’s likely, isn’t it, then there would be two girls with a name like that?”

			“Or I might just have hit upon it by chance,” con­tin­ued Tup­pence, in­tox­ic­ated with the suc­cess of truth­ful­ness.

			Mr. Whit­ting­ton brought his fist down upon the desk with a bang.

			“Quit fool­ing! How much do you know? And how much do you want?”

			The last five words took Tup­pence’s fancy migh­tily, es­pe­cially after a mea­gre break­fast and a sup­per of buns the night be­fore. Her present part was of the ad­ven­turess rather than the ad­ven­tur­ous or­der, but she did not deny its pos­sib­il­it­ies. She sat up and smiled with the air of one who has the situ­ation thor­oughly well in hand.

			“My dear Mr. Whit­ting­ton,” she said, “let us by all means lay our cards upon the table. And pray do not be so angry. You heard me say yes­ter­day that I pro­posed to live by my wits. It seems to me that I have now proved I have some wits to live by! I ad­mit I have know­ledge of a cer­tain name, but per­haps my know­ledge ends there.”

			“Yes—and per­haps it doesn’t,” snarled Whit­ting­ton.

			“You in­sist on mis­judging me,” said Tup­pence, and sighed gently.

			“As I said once be­fore,” said Whit­ting­ton an­grily, “quit fool­ing, and come to the point. You can’t play the in­no­cent with me. You know a great deal more than you’re will­ing to ad­mit.”

			Tup­pence paused a mo­ment to ad­mire her own in­genu­ity, and then said softly:

			“I shouldn’t like to con­tra­dict you, Mr. Whit­ting­ton.”

			“So we come to the usu­al ques­tion—how much?”

			Tup­pence was in a di­lemma. So far she had fooled Whit­ting­ton with com­plete suc­cess, but to men­tion a palp­ably im­possible sum might awaken his sus­pi­cions. An idea flashed across her brain.

			“Sup­pose we say a little some­thing down, and a fuller dis­cus­sion of the mat­ter later?”

			Whit­ting­ton gave her an ugly glance.

			“Black­mail, eh?”

			Tup­pence smiled sweetly.

			“Oh no! Shall we say pay­ment of ser­vices in ad­vance?”

			Whit­ting­ton grunted.

			“You see,” ex­plained Tup­pence still sweetly, “I’m so very fond of money!”

			“You’re about the lim­it, that’s what you are,” growled Whit­ting­ton, with a sort of un­will­ing ad­mir­a­tion. “You took me in all right. Thought you were quite a meek little kid with just enough brains for my pur­pose.”

			“Life,” mor­al­ized Tup­pence, “is full of sur­prises.”

			“All the same,” con­tin­ued Whit­ting­ton, “someone’s been talk­ing. You say it isn’t Rita. Was it—? Oh, come in.”

			The clerk fol­lowed his dis­creet knock in­to the room, and laid a pa­per at his mas­ter’s el­bow.

			“Tele­phone mes­sage just come for you, sir.”

			Whit­ting­ton snatched it up and read it. A frown gathered on his brow.

			“That’ll do, Brown. You can go.”

			The clerk with­drew, clos­ing the door be­hind him. Whit­ting­ton turned to Tup­pence.

			“Come to­mor­row at the same time. I’m busy now. Here’s fifty to go on with.”

			He rap­idly sor­ted out some notes, and pushed them across the table to Tup­pence, then stood up, ob­vi­ously im­pa­tient for her to go.

			The girl coun­ted the notes in a busi­ness­like man­ner, se­cured them in her hand­bag, and rose.

			“Good morn­ing, Mr. Whit­ting­ton,” she said po­litely. “At least, au re­voir, I should say.”

			“Ex­actly. Au re­voir!” Whit­ting­ton looked al­most gen­i­al again, a re­ver­sion that aroused in Tup­pence a faint mis­giv­ing. “Au re­voir, my clev­er and charm­ing young lady.”

			Tup­pence sped lightly down the stairs. A wild ela­tion pos­sessed her. A neigh­bour­ing clock showed the time to be five minutes to twelve.

			“Let’s give Tommy a sur­prise!” mur­mured Tup­pence, and hailed a taxi.

			The cab drew up out­side the tube sta­tion. Tommy was just with­in the en­trance. His eyes opened to their fullest ex­tent as he hur­ried for­ward to as­sist Tup­pence to alight. She smiled at him af­fec­tion­ately, and re­marked in a slightly af­fected voice:

			“Pay the thing, will you, old bean? I’ve got noth­ing smal­ler than a five-pound note!”

		
	
		
			
				III

				A Set Back

			
			The mo­ment was not quite so tri­umphant as it ought to have been. To be­gin with, the re­sources of Tommy’s pock­ets were some­what lim­ited. In the end the fare was man­aged, the lady re­col­lect­ing a ple­bei­an two­pence, and the driver, still hold­ing the var­ied as­sort­ment of coins in his hand, was pre­vailed upon to move on, which he did after one last hoarse de­mand as to what the gen­tle­man thought he was giv­ing him?

			“I think you’ve giv­en him too much, Tommy,” said Tup­pence in­no­cently. “I fancy he wants to give some of it back.”

			It was pos­sibly this re­mark which in­duced the driver to move away.

			“Well,” said Mr. Beres­ford, at length able to re­lieve his feel­ings, “what the—dick­ens, did you want to take a taxi for?”

			“I was afraid I might be late and keep you wait­ing,” said Tup­pence gently.

			“Afraid—you—might—be—late! Oh, Lord, I give it up!” said Mr. Beres­ford.

			“And really and truly,” con­tin­ued Tup­pence, open­ing her eyes very wide, “I haven’t got any­thing smal­ler than a five-pound note.”

			“You did that part of it very well, old bean, but all the same the fel­low wasn’t taken in—not for a mo­ment!”

			“No,” said Tup­pence thought­fully, “he didn’t be­lieve it. That’s the curi­ous part about speak­ing the truth. No one does be­lieve it. I found that out this morn­ing. Now let’s go to lunch. How about the Sa­voy?”

			Tommy grinned.

			“How about the Ritz?”

			“On second thoughts, I prefer the Pic­ca­dilly. It’s near­er. We shan’t have to take an­oth­er taxi. Come along.”

			“Is this a new brand of hu­mour? Or is your brain really un­hinged?” in­quired Tommy.

			“Your last sup­pos­i­tion is the cor­rect one. I have come in­to money, and the shock has been too much for me! For that par­tic­u­lar form of men­tal trouble an em­in­ent phys­i­cian re­com­mends un­lim­ited hors d’œuvre, lob­ster à l’américane, chick­en New­berg, and pêche Mel­ba! Let’s go and get them!”

			“Tup­pence, old girl, what has really come over you?”

			“Oh, un­be­liev­ing one!” Tup­pence wrenched open her bag. “Look here, and here, and here!”

			“Great Je­hos­aphat! My dear girl, don’t wave Fish­ers aloft like that!”

			“They’re not Fish­ers. They’re five times bet­ter than Fish­ers, and this one’s ten times bet­ter!”

			Tommy groaned.

			“I must have been drink­ing un­awares! Am I dream­ing, Tup­pence, or do I really be­hold a large quant­ity of five-pound notes be­ing waved about in a dan­ger­ous fash­ion?”

			“Even so, O King! Now, will you come and have lunch?”

			“I’ll come any­where. But what have you been do­ing? Hold­ing up a bank?”

			“All in good time. What an aw­ful place Pic­ca­dilly Cir­cus is. There’s a huge bus bear­ing down on us. It would be too ter­rible if they killed the five-pound notes!”

			“Grill room?” in­quired Tommy, as they reached the op­pos­ite pave­ment in safety.

			“The oth­er’s more ex­pens­ive,” de­murred Tup­pence.

			“That’s mere wicked wan­ton ex­tra­vag­ance. Come on be­low.”

			“Are you sure I can get all the things I want there?”

			“That ex­tremely un­whole­some menu you were out­lining just now? Of course you can—or as much as is good for you, any­way.”

			“And now tell me,” said Tommy, un­able to re­strain his pent-up curi­os­ity any longer, as they sat in state sur­roun­ded by the many hors d’œuvre of Tup­pence’s dreams.

			Miss Cow­ley told him.

			“And the curi­ous part of it is,” she ended, “that I really did in­vent the name of Jane Finn! I didn’t want to give my own be­cause of poor fath­er—in case I should get mixed up in any­thing shady.”

			“Per­haps that’s so,” said Tommy slowly. “But you didn’t in­vent it.”

			“What?”

			“No. I told it to you. Don’t you re­mem­ber, I said yes­ter­day I’d over­heard two people talk­ing about a fe­male called Jane Finn? That’s what brought the name in­to your mind so pat.”

			“So you did. I re­mem­ber now. How ex­traordin­ary—” Tup­pence tailed off in­to si­lence. Sud­denly she aroused her­self. “Tommy!”

			“Yes?”

			“What were they like, the two men you passed?”

			Tommy frowned in an ef­fort at re­mem­brance.

			“One was a big fat sort of chap. Clean shaven, I think—and dark.”

			“That’s him,” cried Tup­pence, in an un­gram­mat­ic­al squeal. “That’s Whit­ting­ton! What was the oth­er man like?”

			“I can’t re­mem­ber. I didn’t no­tice him par­tic­u­larly. It was really the out­land­ish name that caught my at­ten­tion.”

			“And people say that co­in­cid­ences don’t hap­pen!” Tup­pence tackled her pêche Mel­ba hap­pily.

			But Tommy had be­come ser­i­ous.

			“Look here, Tup­pence, old girl, what is this go­ing to lead to?”

			“More money,” replied his com­pan­ion.

			“I know that. You’ve only got one idea in your head. What I mean is, what about the next step? How are you go­ing to keep the game up?”

			“Oh!” Tup­pence laid down her spoon. “You’re right, Tommy, it is a bit of a poser.”

			“After all, you know, you can’t bluff him forever. You’re sure to slip up soon­er or later. And, any­way, I’m not at all sure that it isn’t ac­tion­able—black­mail, you know.”

			“Non­sense. Black­mail is say­ing you’ll tell un­less you are giv­en money. Now, there’s noth­ing I could tell, be­cause I don’t really know any­thing.”

			“Hm,” said Tommy doubt­fully. “Well, any­way, what are we go­ing to do? Whit­ting­ton was in a hurry to get rid of you this morn­ing, but next time he’ll want to know some­thing more be­fore he parts with his money. He’ll want to know how much you know, and where you got your in­form­a­tion from, and a lot of oth­er things that you can’t cope with. What are you go­ing to do about it?”

			Tup­pence frowned severely.

			“We must think. Or­der some Turk­ish cof­fee, Tommy. Stim­u­lat­ing to the brain. Oh, dear, what a lot I have eaten!”

			“You have made rather a hog of your­self! So have I for that mat­ter, but I flat­ter my­self that my choice of dishes was more ju­di­cious than yours. Two cof­fees.” (This was to the waiter.) “One Turk­ish, one French.”

			Tup­pence sipped her cof­fee with a deeply re­flect­ive air, and snubbed Tommy when he spoke to her.

			“Be quiet. I’m think­ing.”

			“Shades of Pel­man­ism!” said Tommy, and re­lapsed in­to si­lence.

			“There!” said Tup­pence at last. “I’ve got a plan. Ob­vi­ously what we’ve got to do is to find out more about it all.”

			Tommy ap­plauded.

			“Don’t jeer. We can only find out through Whit­ting­ton. We must dis­cov­er where he lives, what he does—sleuth him, in fact! Now I can’t do it, be­cause he knows me, but he only saw you for a minute or two in Ly­ons’. He’s not likely to re­cog­nize you. After all, one young man is much like an­oth­er.”

			“I re­pu­di­ate that re­mark ut­terly. I’m sure my pleas­ing fea­tures and dis­tin­guished ap­pear­ance would single me out from any crowd.”

			“My plan is this,” Tup­pence went on calmly, “I’ll go alone to­mor­row. I’ll put him off again like I did today. It doesn’t mat­ter if I don’t get any more money at once. Fifty pounds ought to last us a few days.”

			“Or even longer!”

			“You’ll hang about out­side. When I come out I shan’t speak to you in case he’s watch­ing. But I’ll take up my stand some­where near, and when he comes out of the build­ing I’ll drop a handker­chief or some­thing, and off you go!”

			“Off I go where?”

			“Fol­low him, of course, silly! What do you think of the idea?”

			“Sort of thing one reads about in books. I some­how feel that in real life one will feel a bit of an ass stand­ing in the street for hours with noth­ing to do. People will won­der what I’m up to.”

			“Not in the city. Every­one’s in such a hurry. Prob­ably no one will even no­tice you at all.”

			“That’s the second time you’ve made that sort of re­mark. Nev­er mind, I for­give you. Any­way, it will be rather a lark. What are you do­ing this af­ter­noon?”

			“Well,” said Tup­pence med­it­at­ively. “I had thought of hats! Or per­haps silk stock­ings! Or per­haps—”

			“Hold hard,” ad­mon­ished Tommy. “There’s a lim­it to fifty pounds! But let’s do din­ner and a show to­night at all events.”

			“Rather.”

			The day passed pleas­antly. The even­ing even more so. Two of the five-pound notes were now ir­re­triev­ably dead.

			They met by ar­range­ment the fol­low­ing morn­ing and pro­ceeded city­wards. Tommy re­mained on the op­pos­ite side of the road while Tup­pence plunged in­to the build­ing.

			Tommy strolled slowly down to the end of the street, then back again. Just as he came abreast of the build­ing, Tup­pence dar­ted across the road.

			“Tommy!”

			“Yes. What’s up?”

			“The place is shut. I can’t make any­one hear.”

			“That’s odd.”

			“Isn’t it? Come up with me, and let’s try again.”

			Tommy fol­lowed her. As they passed the third floor land­ing a young clerk came out of an of­fice. He hes­it­ated a mo­ment, then ad­dressed him­self to Tup­pence.

			“Were you want­ing the Es­to­nia Glass­ware?”

			“Yes, please.”

			“It’s closed down. Since yes­ter­day af­ter­noon. Com­pany be­ing wound up, they say. Not that I’ve ever heard of it my­self. But any­way the of­fice is to let.”

			“Th—thank you,” faltered Tup­pence. “I sup­pose you don’t know Mr. Whit­ting­ton’s ad­dress?”

			“Afraid I don’t. They left rather sud­denly.”

			“Thank you very much,” said Tommy. “Come on, Tup­pence.”

			They des­cen­ded to the street again where they gazed at one an­oth­er blankly.

			“That’s torn it,” said Tommy at length.

			“And I nev­er sus­pec­ted it,” wailed Tup­pence.

			“Cheer up, old thing, it can’t be helped.”

			“Can’t it, though!” Tup­pence’s little chin shot out de­fi­antly. “Do you think this is the end? If so, you’re wrong. It’s just the be­gin­ning!”

			“The be­gin­ning of what?”

			“Of our ad­ven­ture! Tommy, don’t you see, if they are scared enough to run away like this, it shows that there must be a lot in this Jane Finn busi­ness! Well, we’ll get to the bot­tom of it. We’ll run them down! We’ll be sleuths in earn­est!”

			“Yes, but there’s no one left to sleuth.”

			“No, that’s why we’ll have to start all over again. Lend me that bit of pen­cil. Thanks. Wait a minute—don’t in­ter­rupt. There!” Tup­pence handed back the pen­cil, and sur­veyed the piece of pa­per on which she had writ­ten with a sat­is­fied eye:

			“What’s that?”

			“Ad­vert­ise­ment.”

			“You’re not go­ing to put that thing in after all?”

			“No, it’s a dif­fer­ent one.” She handed him the slip of pa­per.

			Tommy read the words on it aloud:

			“Wanted, any in­form­a­tion re­spect­ing Jane Finn. Ap­ply Y.A.”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Who Is Jane Finn?

			
			The next day passed slowly. It was ne­ces­sary to cur­tail ex­pendit­ure. Care­fully hus­ban­ded, forty pounds will last a long time. Luck­ily the weath­er was fine, and “walk­ing is cheap,” dic­tated Tup­pence. An outly­ing pic­ture house provided them with re­cre­ation for the even­ing.

			The day of dis­il­lu­sion­ment had been a Wed­nes­day. On Thursday the ad­vert­ise­ment had duly ap­peared. On Fri­day let­ters might be ex­pec­ted to ar­rive at Tommy’s rooms.

			He had been bound by an hon­our­able prom­ise not to open any such let­ters if they did ar­rive, but to re­pair to the Na­tion­al Gal­lery, where his col­league would meet him at ten o’clock.

			Tup­pence was first at the ren­dez­vous. She en­sconced her­self on a red vel­vet seat, and gazed at the Turn­ers with un­see­ing eyes un­til she saw the fa­mil­i­ar fig­ure enter the room.

			“Well?”

			“Well,” re­turned Mr. Beres­ford pro­vok­ingly. “Which is your fa­vour­ite pic­ture?”

			“Don’t be a wretch. Aren’t there any an­swers?”

			Tommy shook his head with a deep and some­what over­ac­ted mel­an­choly.

			“I didn’t want to dis­ap­point you, old thing, by telling you right off. It’s too bad. Good money wasted.” He sighed. “Still, there it is. The ad­vert­ise­ment has ap­peared, and—there are only two an­swers!”

			“Tommy, you dev­il!” al­most screamed Tup­pence. “Give them to me. How could you be so mean!”

			“Your lan­guage, Tup­pence, your lan­guage! They’re very par­tic­u­lar at the Na­tion­al Gal­lery. Gov­ern­ment show, you know. And do re­mem­ber, as I have poin­ted out to you be­fore, that as a cler­gy­man’s daugh­ter—”

			“I ought to be on the stage!” fin­ished Tup­pence with a snap.

			“That is not what I in­ten­ded to say. But if you are sure that you have en­joyed to the full the re­ac­tion of joy after des­pair with which I have kindly provided you free of charge, let us get down to our mail, as the say­ing goes.”

			Tup­pence snatched the two pre­cious en­vel­opes from him un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously, and scru­tin­ized them care­fully.

			“Thick pa­per, this one. It looks rich. We’ll keep it to the last and open the oth­er first.”

			“Right you are. One, two, three, go!”

			Tup­pence’s little thumb ripped open the en­vel­ope, and she ex­trac­ted the con­tents.

			
				“Dear Sir,

				“Re­fer­ring to your ad­vert­ise­ment in this morn­ing’s pa­per, I may be able to be of some use to you. Per­haps you could call and see me at the above ad­dress at el­ev­en o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing.

				
					“Yours truly,

					“A. Carter.”

				
			

			“27 Car­shalton Gar­dens,” said Tup­pence, re­fer­ring to the ad­dress. “That’s Gloucester Road way. Plenty of time to get there if we tube.”

			“The fol­low­ing,” said Tommy, “is the plan of cam­paign. It is my turn to as­sume the of­fens­ive. Ushered in­to the pres­ence of Mr. Carter, he and I wish each oth­er good morn­ing as is cus­tom­ary. He then says: ‘Please take a seat, Mr.—er?’ To which I reply promptly and sig­ni­fic­antly: ‘Ed­ward Whit­ting­ton!’ whereupon Mr. Carter turns purple in the face and gasps out: ‘How much?’ Pock­et­ing the usu­al fee of fifty pounds, I re­join you in the road out­side, and we pro­ceed to the next ad­dress and re­peat the per­form­ance.”

			“Don’t be ab­surd, Tommy. Now for the oth­er let­ter. Oh, this is from the Ritz!”

			“A hun­dred pounds in­stead of fifty!”

			“I’ll read it:

			
				“Dear Sir,

				“Re. your ad­vert­ise­ment, I should be glad if you would call round some­where about lunch­time.

				
					“Yours truly,

					“Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer.”

				
			

			“Ha!” said Tommy. “Do I smell a Boche? Or only an Amer­ic­an mil­lion­aire of un­for­tu­nate an­ces­try? At all events we’ll call at lunch­time. It’s a good time—fre­quently leads to free food for two.”

			Tup­pence nod­ded as­sent.

			“Now for Carter. We’ll have to hurry.”

			Car­shalton Ter­race proved to be an un­im­peach­able row of what Tup­pence called “lady­like look­ing houses.” They rang the bell at No. 27, and a neat maid answered the door. She looked so re­spect­able that Tup­pence’s heart sank. Upon Tommy’s re­quest for Mr. Carter, she showed them in­to a small study on the ground floor where she left them. Hardly a minute elapsed, how­ever, be­fore the door opened, and a tall man with a lean hawk­like face and a tired man­ner entered the room.

			“Mr. Y.A.?” he said, and smiled. His smile was dis­tinctly at­tract­ive. “Do sit down, both of you.”

			They obeyed. He him­self took a chair op­pos­ite to Tup­pence and smiled at her en­cour­agingly. There was some­thing in the qual­ity of his smile that made the girl’s usu­al read­i­ness desert her.

			As he did not seem in­clined to open the con­ver­sa­tion, Tup­pence was forced to be­gin.

			“We wanted to know—that is, would you be so kind as to tell us any­thing you know about Jane Finn?”

			“Jane Finn? Ah!” Mr. Carter ap­peared to re­flect. “Well, the ques­tion is, what do you know about her?”

			Tup­pence drew her­self up.

			“I don’t see that that’s got any­thing to do with it.”

			“No? But it has, you know, really it has.” He smiled again in his tired way, and con­tin­ued re­flect­ively. “So that brings us down to it again. What do you know about Jane Finn?

			“Come now,” he con­tin­ued, as Tup­pence re­mained si­lent. “You must know some­thing to have ad­vert­ised as you did?” He leaned for­ward a little, his weary voice held a hint of per­suas­ive­ness. “Sup­pose you tell me. …”

			There was some­thing very mag­net­ic about Mr. Carter’s per­son­al­ity. Tup­pence seemed to shake her­self free of it with an ef­fort, as she said:

			“We couldn’t do that, could we, Tommy?”

			But to her sur­prise, her com­pan­ion did not back her up. His eyes were fixed on Mr. Carter, and his tone when he spoke held an un­usu­al note of de­fer­ence.

			“I dare say the little we know won’t be any good to you, sir. But such as it is, you’re wel­come to it.”

			“Tommy!” cried out Tup­pence in sur­prise.

			Mr. Carter slewed round in his chair. His eyes asked a ques­tion.

			Tommy nod­ded.

			“Yes, sir, I re­cog­nized you at once. Saw you in France when I was with the In­tel­li­gence. As soon as you came in­to the room, I knew—”

			Mr. Carter held up his hand.

			“No names, please. I’m known as Mr. Carter here. It’s my cous­in’s house, by the way. She’s will­ing to lend it to me some­times when it’s a case of work­ing on strictly un­of­fi­cial lines. Well, now”—he looked from one to the oth­er—“who’s go­ing to tell me the story?”

			“Fire ahead, Tup­pence,” dir­ec­ted Tommy. “It’s your yarn.”

			“Yes, little lady, out with it.”

			And obed­i­ently Tup­pence did out with it, telling the whole story from the form­ing of the Young Ad­ven­tur­ers, Ltd., down­wards.

			Mr. Carter listened in si­lence with a re­sump­tion of his tired man­ner. Now and then he passed his hand across his lips as though to hide a smile. When she had fin­ished he nod­ded gravely.

			“Not much. But sug­gest­ive. Quite sug­gest­ive. If you’ll ex­cuse my say­ing so, you’re a curi­ous young couple. I don’t know—you might suc­ceed where oth­ers have failed … I be­lieve in luck, you know—al­ways have. …”

			He paused a mo­ment, and then went on.

			“Well, how about it? You’re out for ad­ven­ture. How would you like to work for me? All quite un­of­fi­cial, you know. Ex­penses paid, and a mod­er­ate screw?”

			Tup­pence gazed at him, her lips par­ted, her eyes grow­ing wider and wider.

			“What should we have to do?” she breathed.

			Mr. Carter smiled.

			“Just go on with what you’re do­ing now. Find Jane Finn.”

			“Yes, but—who is Jane Finn?”

			Mr. Carter nod­ded gravely.

			“Yes, you’re en­titled to know that, I think.”

			He leaned back in his chair, crossed his legs, brought the tips of his fin­gers to­geth­er, and began in a low mono­tone:

			“Secret dip­lomacy (which, by the way, is nearly al­ways bad policy!) does not con­cern you. It will be suf­fi­cient to say that in the early days of 1915 a cer­tain doc­u­ment came in­to be­ing. It was the draft of a secret agree­ment—treaty—call it what you like. It was drawn up ready for sig­na­ture by the vari­ous rep­res­ent­at­ives, and drawn up in Amer­ica—at that time a neut­ral coun­try. It was dis­patched to Eng­land by a spe­cial mes­sen­ger se­lec­ted for that pur­pose, a young fel­low called Dan­vers. It was hoped that the whole af­fair had been kept so secret that noth­ing would have leaked out. That kind of hope is usu­ally dis­ap­poin­ted. Some­body al­ways talks!

			“Dan­vers sailed for Eng­land on the Lus­it­ania. He car­ried the pre­cious pa­pers in an oil­skin pack­et which he wore next his skin. It was on that par­tic­u­lar voy­age that the Lus­it­ania was tor­pedoed and sunk. Dan­vers was among the list of those miss­ing. Even­tu­ally his body was washed ashore, and iden­ti­fied bey­ond any pos­sible doubt. But the oil­skin pack­et was miss­ing!

			“The ques­tion was, had it been taken from him, or had he him­self passed it on in­to an­oth­er’s keep­ing? There were a few in­cid­ents that strengthened the pos­sib­il­ity of the lat­ter the­ory. After the tor­pedo struck the ship, in the few mo­ments dur­ing the launch­ing of the boats, Dan­vers was seen speak­ing to a young Amer­ic­an girl. No one ac­tu­ally saw him pass any­thing to her, but he might have done so. It seems to me quite likely that he en­trus­ted the pa­pers to this girl, be­liev­ing that she, as a wo­man, had a great­er chance of bring­ing them safely to shore.

			“But if so, where was the girl, and what had she done with the pa­pers? By later ad­vice from Amer­ica it seemed likely that Dan­vers had been closely shad­owed on the way over. Was this girl in league with his en­emies? Or had she, in her turn, been shad­owed and either tricked or forced in­to hand­ing over the pre­cious pack­et?

			“We set to work to trace her out. It proved un­ex­pec­tedly dif­fi­cult. Her name was Jane Finn, and it duly ap­peared among the list of the sur­viv­ors, but the girl her­self seemed to have van­ished com­pletely. In­quir­ies in­to her ante­cedents did little to help us. She was an orphan, and had been what we should call over here a pu­pil teach­er in a small school out West. Her pass­port had been made out for Par­is, where she was go­ing to join the staff of a hos­pit­al. She had offered her ser­vices vol­un­tar­ily, and after some cor­res­pond­ence they had been ac­cep­ted. Hav­ing seen her name in the list of the saved from the Lus­it­ania, the staff of the hos­pit­al were nat­ur­ally very sur­prised at her not ar­riv­ing to take up her bil­let, and at not hear­ing from her in any way.

			“Well, every ef­fort was made to trace the young lady—but all in vain. We tracked her across Ire­land, but noth­ing could be heard of her after she set foot in Eng­land. No use was made of the draft treaty—as might very eas­ily have been done—and we there­fore came to the con­clu­sion that Dan­vers had, after all, des­troyed it. The war entered on an­oth­er phase, the dip­lo­mat­ic as­pect changed ac­cord­ingly, and the treaty was nev­er re­draf­ted. Ru­mours as to its ex­ist­ence were em­phat­ic­ally denied. The dis­ap­pear­ance of Jane Finn was for­got­ten and the whole af­fair was lost in ob­li­vi­on.”

			Mr. Carter paused, and Tup­pence broke in im­pa­tiently:

			“But why has it all cropped up again? The war’s over.”

			A hint of alert­ness came in­to Mr. Carter’s man­ner.

			“Be­cause it seems that the pa­pers were not des­troyed after all, and that they might be re­sur­rec­ted today with a new and deadly sig­ni­fic­ance.”

			Tup­pence stared. Mr. Carter nod­ded.

			“Yes, five years ago, that draft treaty was a weapon in our hands; today it is a weapon against us. It was a gi­gant­ic blun­der. If its terms were made pub­lic, it would mean dis­aster. … It might pos­sibly bring about an­oth­er war—not with Ger­many this time! That is an ex­treme pos­sib­il­ity, and I do not be­lieve in its like­li­hood my­self, but that doc­u­ment un­doubtedly im­plic­ates a num­ber of our states­men whom we can­not af­ford to have dis­cred­ited in any way at the present mo­ment. As a party cry for La­bour it would be ir­res­ist­ible, and a La­bour gov­ern­ment at this junc­ture would, in my opin­ion, be a grave dis­ab­il­ity for Brit­ish trade, but that is a mere noth­ing to the real danger.”

			He paused, and then said quietly:

			“You may per­haps have heard or read that there is Bolshev­ist in­flu­ence at work be­hind the present La­bour un­rest?”

			Tup­pence nod­ded.

			“That is the truth. Bolshev­ist gold is pour­ing in­to this coun­try for the spe­cif­ic pur­pose of pro­cur­ing a Re­volu­tion. And there is a cer­tain man, a man whose real name is un­known to us, who is work­ing in the dark for his own ends. The Bolshev­ists are be­hind the La­bour un­rest—but this man is be­hind the Bolshev­ists. Who is he? We do not know. He is al­ways spoken of by the un­as­sum­ing title of ‘Mr. Brown.’ But one thing is cer­tain, he is the mas­ter crim­in­al of this age. He con­trols a mar­vel­lous or­gan­iz­a­tion. Most of the Peace pro­pa­ganda dur­ing the war was ori­gin­ated and fin­anced by him. His spies are every­where.”

			“A nat­ur­al­ized Ger­man?” asked Tommy.

			“On the con­trary, I have every reas­on to be­lieve he is an Eng­lish­man. He was pro-Ger­man, as he would have been pro-Bo­er. What he seeks to at­tain we do not know—prob­ably su­preme power for him­self, of a kind unique in his­tory. We have no clue as to his real per­son­al­ity. It is re­por­ted that even his own fol­low­ers are ig­nor­ant of it. Where we have come across his tracks, he has al­ways played a sec­ond­ary part. Some­body else as­sumes the chief role. But af­ter­wards we al­ways find that there has been some non­entity, a ser­vant or a clerk, who has re­mained in the back­ground un­noticed, and that the elu­sive Mr. Brown has es­caped us once more.”

			“Oh!” Tup­pence jumped. “I won­der—”

			“Yes?”

			“I re­mem­ber in Mr. Whit­ting­ton’s of­fice. The clerk—he called him Brown. You don’t think—”

			Carter nod­ded thought­fully.

			“Very likely. A curi­ous point is that the name is usu­ally men­tioned. An idio­syn­crasy of geni­us. Can you de­scribe him at all?”

			“I really didn’t no­tice. He was quite or­din­ary—just like any­one else.”

			Mr. Carter sighed in his tired man­ner.

			“That is the in­vari­able de­scrip­tion of Mr. Brown! Brought a tele­phone mes­sage to the man Whit­ting­ton, did he? No­tice a tele­phone in the out­er of­fice?”

			Tup­pence thought.

			“No, I don’t think I did.”

			“Ex­actly. That ‘mes­sage’ was Mr. Brown’s way of giv­ing an or­der to his sub­or­din­ate. He over­heard the whole con­ver­sa­tion of course. Was it after that that Whit­ting­ton handed you over the money, and told you to come the fol­low­ing day?”

			Tup­pence nod­ded.

			“Yes, un­doubtedly the hand of Mr. Brown!” Mr. Carter paused. “Well, there it is, you see what you are pit­ting yourselves against? Pos­sibly the finest crim­in­al brain of the age. I don’t quite like it, you know. You’re such young things, both of you. I shouldn’t like any­thing to hap­pen to you.”

			“It won’t,” Tup­pence as­sured him pos­it­ively.

			“I’ll look after her, sir,” said Tommy.

			“And I’ll look after you,” re­tor­ted Tup­pence, re­sent­ing the manly as­ser­tion.

			“Well, then, look after each oth­er,” said Mr. Carter, smil­ing. “Now let’s get back to busi­ness. There’s some­thing mys­ter­i­ous about this draft treaty that we haven’t fathomed yet. We’ve been threatened with it—in plain and un­mis­tak­able terms. The Re­volu­tion­ary ele­ment as good as de­clare that it’s in their hands, and that they in­tend to pro­duce it at a giv­en mo­ment. On the oth­er hand, they are clearly at fault about many of its pro­vi­sions. The gov­ern­ment con­sider it as mere bluff on their part, and, rightly or wrongly, have stuck to the policy of ab­so­lute deni­al. I’m not so sure. There have been hints, in­dis­creet al­lu­sions, that seem to in­dic­ate that the men­ace is a real one. The po­s­i­tion is much as though they had got hold of an in­crim­in­at­ing doc­u­ment, but couldn’t read it be­cause it was in cipher—but we know that the draft treaty wasn’t in cipher—couldn’t be in the nature of things—so that won’t wash. But there’s some­thing. Of course, Jane Finn may be dead for all we know—but I don’t think so. The curi­ous thing is that they’re try­ing to get in­form­a­tion about the girl from us.”

			“What?”

			“Yes. One or two little things have cropped up. And your story, little lady, con­firms my idea. They know we’re look­ing for Jane Finn. Well, they’ll pro­duce a Jane Finn of their own—say at a pen­sion­nat in Par­is.” Tup­pence gasped, and Mr. Carter smiled. “No one knows in the least what she looks like, so that’s all right. She’s primed with a trumped-up tale, and her real busi­ness is to get as much in­form­a­tion as pos­sible out of us. See the idea?”

			“Then you think”—Tup­pence paused to grasp the sup­pos­i­tion fully—“that it was as Jane Finn that they wanted me to go to Par­is?”

			Mr. Carter smiled more wear­ily than ever.

			“I be­lieve in co­in­cid­ences, you know,” he said.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Mr. Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer

			
			“Well,” said Tup­pence, re­cov­er­ing her­self, “it really seems as though it were meant to be.”

			Carter nod­ded.

			“I know what you mean. I’m su­per­sti­tious my­self. Luck, and all that sort of thing. Fate seems to have chosen you out to be mixed up in this.”

			Tommy in­dulged in a chuckle.

			“My word! I don’t won­der Whit­ting­ton got the wind up when Tup­pence plumped out that name! I should have my­self. But look here, sir, we’re tak­ing up an aw­ful lot of your time. Have you any tips to give us be­fore we clear out?”

			“I think not. My ex­perts, work­ing in ste­reo­typed ways, have failed. You will bring ima­gin­a­tion and an open mind to the task. Don’t be dis­cour­aged if that too does not suc­ceed. For one thing there is a like­li­hood of the pace be­ing forced.”

			Tup­pence frowned un­com­pre­hend­ingly.

			“When you had that in­ter­view with Whit­ting­ton, they had time be­fore them. I have in­form­a­tion that the big coup was planned for early in the new year. But the gov­ern­ment is con­tem­plat­ing le­gis­lat­ive ac­tion which will deal ef­fec­tu­ally with the strike men­ace. They’ll get wind of it soon, if they haven’t already, and it’s pos­sible that that may bring things to a head. I hope it will my­self. The less time they have to ma­ture their plans the bet­ter. I’m just warn­ing you that you haven’t much time be­fore you, and that you needn’t be cast down if you fail. It’s not an easy pro­pos­i­tion any­way. That’s all.”

			Tup­pence rose.

			“I think we ought to be busi­ness­like. What ex­actly can we count upon you for, Mr. Carter?” Mr. Carter’s lips twitched slightly, but he replied suc­cinctly: “Funds with­in reas­on, de­tailed in­form­a­tion on any point, and no of­fi­cial re­cog­ni­tion. I mean that if you get yourselves in­to trouble with the po­lice, I can’t of­fi­cially help you out of it. You’re on your own.”

			Tup­pence nod­ded sagely.

			“I quite un­der­stand that. I’ll write out a list of the things I want to know when I’ve had time to think. Now—about money—”

			“Yes, Miss Tup­pence. Do you want to say how much?”

			“Not ex­actly. We’ve got plenty to go with for the present, but when we want more—”

			“It will be wait­ing for you.”

			“Yes, but—I’m sure I don’t want to be rude about the gov­ern­ment if you’ve got any­thing to do with it, but you know one really has the dev­il of a time get­ting any­thing out of it! And if we have to fill up a blue form and send it in, and then, after three months, they send us a green one, and so on—well, that won’t be much use, will it?”

			Mr. Carter laughed out­right.

			“Don’t worry, Miss Tup­pence. You will send a per­son­al de­mand to me here, and the money, in notes, shall be sent by re­turn of post. As to salary, shall we say at the rate of three hun­dred a year? And an equal sum for Mr. Beres­ford, of course.”

			Tup­pence beamed upon him.

			“How lovely. You are kind. I do love money! I’ll keep beau­ti­ful ac­counts of our ex­penses all deb­it and cred­it, and the bal­ance on the right side, and red line drawn side­ways with the totals the same at the bot­tom. I really know how to do it when I think.”

			“I’m sure you do. Well, good­bye, and good luck to you both.”

			He shook hands with them, and in an­oth­er minute they were des­cend­ing the steps of 27 Car­shalton Ter­race with their heads in a whirl.

			“Tommy! Tell me at once, who is ‘Mr. Carter’?”

			Tommy mur­mured a name in her ear.

			“Oh!” said Tup­pence, im­pressed.

			“And I can tell you, old bean, he’s it!”

			“Oh!” said Tup­pence again. Then she ad­ded re­flect­ively,

			“I like him, don’t you? He looks so aw­fully tired and bored, and yet you feel that un­der­neath he’s just like steel, all keen and flash­ing. Oh!” She gave a skip. “Pinch me, Tommy, do pinch me. I can’t be­lieve it’s real!”

			Mr. Beres­ford ob­liged.

			“Ow! That’s enough! Yes, we’re not dream­ing. We’ve got a job!”

			“And what a job! The joint ven­ture has really be­gun.”

			“It’s more re­spect­able than I thought it would be,” said Tup­pence thought­fully.

			“Luck­ily I haven’t got your crav­ing for crime! What time is it? Let’s have lunch—oh!”

			The same thought sprang to the minds of each. Tommy voiced it first.

			“Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer!”

			“We nev­er told Mr. Carter about hear­ing from him.”

			“Well, there wasn’t much to tell—not till we’ve seen him. Come on, we’d bet­ter take a taxi.”

			“Now who’s be­ing ex­tra­vag­ant?”

			“All ex­penses paid, re­mem­ber. Hop in.”

			“At any rate, we shall make a bet­ter ef­fect ar­riv­ing this way,” said Tup­pence, lean­ing back lux­uri­ously. “I’m sure black­mail­ers nev­er ar­rive in buses!”

			“We’ve ceased be­ing black­mail­ers,” Tommy poin­ted out.

			“I’m not sure I have,” said Tup­pence darkly.

			On in­quir­ing for Mr. Her­sheim­mer, they were at once taken up to his suite. An im­pa­tient voice cried “Come in” in an­swer to the page­boy’s knock, and the lad stood aside to let them pass in.

			Mr. Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer was a great deal young­er than either Tommy or Tup­pence had pic­tured him. The girl put him down as thirty-five. He was of middle height, and squarely built to match his jaw. His face was pug­na­cious but pleas­ant. No one could have mis­taken him for any­thing but an Amer­ic­an, though he spoke with very little ac­cent.

			“Get my note? Sit down and tell me right away all you know about my cous­in.”

			“Your cous­in?”

			“Sure thing. Jane Finn.”

			“Is she your cous­in?”

			“My fath­er and her moth­er were broth­er and sis­ter,” ex­plained Mr. Her­sheim­mer me­tic­u­lously.

			“Oh!” cried Tup­pence. “Then you know where she is?”

			“No!” Mr. Her­sheim­mer brought down his fist with a bang on the table. “I’m darned if I do! Don’t you?”

			“We ad­vert­ised to re­ceive in­form­a­tion, not to give it,” said Tup­pence severely.

			“I guess I know that. I can read. But I thought maybe it was her back his­tory you were after, and that you’d know where she was now?”

			“Well, we wouldn’t mind hear­ing her back his­tory,” said Tup­pence guardedly.

			But Mr. Her­sheim­mer seemed to grow sud­denly sus­pi­cious.

			“See here,” he de­clared. “This isn’t Si­cily! No de­mand­ing ransom or threat­en­ing to crop her ears if I re­fuse. These are the Brit­ish Isles, so quit the funny busi­ness, or I’ll just sing out for that beau­ti­ful big Brit­ish po­lice­man I see out there in Pic­ca­dilly.”

			Tommy hastened to ex­plain.

			“We haven’t kid­napped your cous­in. On the con­trary, we’re try­ing to find her. We’re em­ployed to do so.”

			Mr. Her­sheim­mer leant back in his chair.

			“Put me wise,” he said suc­cinctly.

			Tommy fell in with this de­mand in so far as he gave him a guarded ver­sion of the dis­ap­pear­ance of Jane Finn, and of the pos­sib­il­ity of her hav­ing been mixed up un­awares in “some polit­ic­al show.” He al­luded to Tup­pence and him­self as “private in­quiry agents” com­mis­sioned to find her, and ad­ded that they would there­fore be glad of any de­tails Mr. Her­sheim­mer could give them.

			That gen­tle­man nod­ded ap­prov­al.

			“I guess that’s all right. I was just a mite hasty. But Lon­don gets my goat! I only know little old New York. Just trot out your ques­tions and I’ll an­swer.”

			For the mo­ment this para­lysed the Young Ad­ven­tur­ers, but Tup­pence, re­cov­er­ing her­self, plunged boldly in­to the breach with a re­min­is­cence culled from de­tect­ive fic­tion.

			“When did you last see the dece—your cous­in, I mean?”

			“Nev­er seen her,” re­spon­ded Mr. Her­sheim­mer.

			“What?” de­man­ded Tommy, as­ton­ished.

			Her­sheim­mer turned to him.

			“No, sir. As I said be­fore, my fath­er and her moth­er were broth­er and sis­ter, just as you might be”—Tommy did not cor­rect this view of their re­la­tion­ship—“but they didn’t al­ways get on to­geth­er. And when my aunt made up her mind to marry Amos Finn, who was a poor school teach­er out West, my fath­er was just mad! Said if he made his pile, as he seemed in a fair way to do, she’d nev­er see a cent of it. Well, the up­shot was that Aunt Jane went out West and we nev­er heard from her again.

			“The old man did pile it up. He went in­to oil, and he went in­to steel, and he played a bit with rail­roads, and I can tell you he made Wall Street sit up!” He paused. “Then he died—last fall—and I got the dol­lars. Well, would you be­lieve it, my con­science got busy! Kept knock­ing me up and say­ing: What about your Aunt Jane, way out West? It wor­ried me some. You see, I figured it out that Amos Finn would nev­er make good. He wasn’t the sort. End of it was, I hired a man to hunt her down. Res­ult, she was dead, and Amos Finn was dead, but they’d left a daugh­ter—Jane—who’d been tor­pedoed in the Lus­it­ania on her way to Par­is. She was saved all right, but they didn’t seem able to hear of her over this side. I guessed they wer­en’t hust­ling any, so I thought I’d come along over, and speed things up. I phoned Scot­land Yard and the Ad­mir­alty first thing. The Ad­mir­alty rather choked me off, but Scot­land Yard were very civil—said they would make in­quir­ies, even sent a man round this morn­ing to get her pho­to­graph. I’m off to Par­is to­mor­row, just to see what the Pre­fec­ture is do­ing. I guess if I go to and fro hust­ling them, they ought to get busy!”

			The en­ergy of Mr. Her­sheim­mer was tre­mend­ous. They bowed be­fore it.

			“But say now,” he ended, “you’re not after her for any­thing? Con­tempt of court, or some­thing Brit­ish? A proud-spir­ited young Amer­ic­an girl might find your rules and reg­u­la­tions in war time rather irk­some, and get up against it. If that’s the case, and there’s such a thing as graft in this coun­try, I’ll buy her off.”

			Tup­pence re­as­sured him.

			“That’s good. Then we can work to­geth­er. What about some lunch? Shall we have it up here, or go down to the res­taur­ant?”

			Tup­pence ex­pressed a pref­er­ence for the lat­ter, and Ju­li­us bowed to her de­cision.

			Oysters had just giv­en place to Sole Col­bert when a card was brought to Her­sheim­mer.

			“In­spect­or Japp, C.I.D. Scot­land Yard again. An­oth­er man this time. What does he ex­pect I can tell him that I didn’t tell the first chap? I hope they haven’t lost that pho­to­graph. That West­ern pho­to­graph­er’s place was burned down and all his neg­at­ives des­troyed—this is the only copy in ex­ist­ence. I got it from the prin­cip­al of the col­lege there.”

			An un­for­mu­lated dread swept over Tup­pence.

			“You—you don’t know the name of the man who came this morn­ing?”

			“Yes, I do. No, I don’t. Half a second. It was on his card. Oh, I know! In­spect­or Brown. Quiet, un­as­sum­ing sort of chap.”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				A Plan of Cam­paign

			
			A veil might with profit be drawn over the events of the next half-hour. Suf­fice it to say that no such per­son as “In­spect­or Brown” was known to Scot­land Yard. The pho­to­graph of Jane Finn, which would have been of the ut­most value to the po­lice in tra­cing her, was lost bey­ond re­cov­ery. Once again “Mr. Brown” had tri­umphed.

			The im­me­di­ate res­ult of this set­back was to ef­fect a rap­proche­ment between Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer and the Young Ad­ven­tur­ers. All bar­ri­ers went down with a crash, and Tommy and Tup­pence felt they had known the young Amer­ic­an all their lives. They aban­doned the dis­creet reti­cence of “private in­quiry agents,” and re­vealed to him the whole his­tory of the joint ven­ture, where­at the young man de­clared him­self “tickled to death.”

			He turned to Tup­pence at the close of the nar­ra­tion.

			“I’ve al­ways had a kind of idea that Eng­lish girls were just a mite moss-grown. Old-fash­ioned and sweet, you know, but scared to move round without a foot­man or a maid­en aunt. I guess I’m a bit be­hind the times!”

			The up­shot of these con­fid­en­tial re­la­tions was that Tommy and Tup­pence took up their abode forth­with at the Ritz, in or­der, as Tup­pence put it, to keep in touch with Jane Finn’s only liv­ing re­la­tion. “And put like that,” she ad­ded con­fid­en­tially to Tommy, “nobody could boggle at the ex­pense!”

			Nobody did, which was the great thing.

			“And now,” said the young lady on the morn­ing after their in­stall­a­tion, “to work!”

			Mr. Beres­ford put down the Daily Mail, which he was read­ing, and ap­plauded with some­what un­ne­ces­sary vigour. He was po­litely re­ques­ted by his col­league not to be an ass.

			“Dash it all, Tommy, we’ve got to do some­thing for our money.”

			Tommy sighed.

			“Yes, I fear even the dear old gov­ern­ment will not sup­port us at the Ritz in idle­ness forever.”

			“There­fore, as I said be­fore, we must do some­thing.”

			“Well,” said Tommy, pick­ing up the Daily Mail again, “do it. I shan’t stop you.”

			“You see,” con­tin­ued Tup­pence. “I’ve been think­ing—”

			She was in­ter­rup­ted by a fresh bout of ap­plause.

			“It’s all very well for you to sit there be­ing funny, Tommy. It would do you no harm to do a little brain work too.”

			“My uni­on, Tup­pence, my uni­on! It does not per­mit me to work be­fore 11 a.m.”

			“Tommy, do you want some­thing thrown at you? It is ab­so­lutely es­sen­tial that we should without delay map out a plan of cam­paign.”

			“Hear, hear!”

			“Well, let’s do it.”

			Tommy laid his pa­per fi­nally aside. “There’s some­thing of the sim­pli­city of the truly great mind about you, Tup­pence. Fire ahead. I’m listen­ing.”

			“To be­gin with,” said Tup­pence, “what have we to go upon?”

			“Ab­so­lutely noth­ing,” said Tommy cheer­ily.

			“Wrong!” Tup­pence wagged an en­er­get­ic fin­ger. “We have two dis­tinct clues.”

			“What are they?”

			“First clue, we know one of the gang.”

			“Whit­ting­ton?”

			“Yes. I’d re­cog­nize him any­where.”

			“Hum,” said Tommy doubt­fully, “I don’t call that much of a clue. You don’t know where to look for him, and it’s about a thou­sand to one against your run­ning against him by ac­ci­dent.”

			“I’m not so sure about that,” replied Tup­pence thought­fully. “I’ve of­ten no­ticed that once co­in­cid­ences start hap­pen­ing they go on hap­pen­ing in the most ex­traordin­ary way. I dare say it’s some nat­ur­al law that we haven’t found out. Still, as you say, we can’t rely on that. But there are places in Lon­don where simply every­one is bound to turn up soon­er or later. Pic­ca­dilly Cir­cus, for in­stance. One of my ideas was to take up my stand there every day with a tray of flags.”

			“What about meals?” in­quired the prac­tic­al Tommy.

			“How like a man! What does mere food mat­ter?”

			“That’s all very well. You’ve just had a thun­der­ing good break­fast. No one’s got a bet­ter ap­pet­ite than you have, Tup­pence, and by teatime you’d be eat­ing the flags, pins and all. But, hon­estly, I don’t think much of the idea. Whit­ting­ton mayn’t be in Lon­don at all.”

			“That’s true. Any­way, I think clue No. 2 is more prom­ising.”

			“Let’s hear it.”

			“It’s noth­ing much. Only a Chris­ti­an name—Rita. Whit­ting­ton men­tioned it that day.”

			“Are you pro­pos­ing a third ad­vert­ise­ment: Wanted, fe­male crook, an­swer­ing to the name of Rita?”

			“I am not. I pro­pose to reas­on in a lo­gic­al man­ner. That man, Dan­vers, was shad­owed on the way over, wasn’t he? And it’s more likely to have been a wo­man than a man—”

			“I don’t see that at all.”

			“I am ab­so­lutely cer­tain that it would be a wo­man, and a good-look­ing one,” replied Tup­pence calmly.

			“On these tech­nic­al points I bow to your de­cision,” mur­mured Mr. Beres­ford.

			“Now, ob­vi­ously this wo­man, who­ever she was, was saved.”

			“How do you make that out?”

			“If she wasn’t, how would they have known Jane Finn had got the pa­pers?”

			“Cor­rect. Pro­ceed, O Sher­lock!”

			“Now there’s just a chance, I ad­mit it’s only a chance, that this wo­man may have been ‘Rita.’ ”

			“And if so?”

			“If so, we’ve got to hunt through the sur­viv­ors of the Lus­it­ania till we find her.”

			“Then the first thing is to get a list of the sur­viv­ors.”

			“I’ve got it. I wrote a long list of things I wanted to know, and sent it to Mr. Carter. I got his reply this morn­ing, and among oth­er things it en­closes the of­fi­cial state­ment of those saved from the Lus­it­ania. How’s that for clev­er little Tup­pence?”

			“Full marks for in­dustry, zero for mod­esty. But the great point is, is there a ‘Rita’ on the list?”

			“That’s just what I don’t know,” con­fessed Tup­pence.

			“Don’t know?”

			“Yes. Look here.” To­geth­er they bent over the list. “You see, very few Chris­ti­an names are giv­en. They’re nearly all Mrs. or Miss.”

			Tommy nod­ded.

			“That com­plic­ates mat­ters,” he mur­mured thought­fully.

			Tup­pence gave her char­ac­ter­ist­ic “ter­ri­er” shake.

			“Well, we’ve just got to get down to it, that’s all. We’ll start with the Lon­don area. Just note down the ad­dresses of any of the fe­males who live in Lon­don or round­about, while I put on my hat.”

			Five minutes later the young couple emerged in­to Pic­ca­dilly, and a few seconds later a taxi was bear­ing them to The Laurels, Glendower Road, No. 7, the res­id­ence of Mrs. Edgar Keith, whose name figured first in a list of sev­en re­pos­ing in Tommy’s pock­et­book.

			The Laurels was a dilap­id­ated house, stand­ing back from the road with a few grimy bushes to sup­port the fic­tion of a front garden. Tommy paid off the taxi, and ac­com­pan­ied Tup­pence to the front door bell. As she was about to ring it, he ar­res­ted her hand.

			“What are you go­ing to say?”

			“What am I go­ing to say? Why, I shall say—Oh dear, I don’t know. It’s very awk­ward.”

			“I thought as much,” said Tommy with sat­is­fac­tion. “How like a wo­man! No foresight! Now just stand aside, and see how eas­ily the mere male deals with the situ­ation.” He pressed the bell. Tup­pence with­drew to a suit­able spot.

			A slat­ternly look­ing ser­vant, with an ex­tremely dirty face and a pair of eyes that did not match, answered the door.

			Tommy had pro­duced a note­book and pen­cil.

			“Good morn­ing,” he said briskly and cheer­fully. “From the Hamp­stead Bor­ough Coun­cil. The new Vot­ing Re­gister. Mrs. Edgar Keith lives here, does she not?”

			“Yaas,” said the ser­vant.

			“Chris­ti­an name?” asked Tommy, his pen­cil poised.

			“Mis­sus’s? Elean­or Jane.”

			“Elean­or,” spelt Tommy. “Any sons or daugh­ters over twenty-one?”

			“Na­ow.”

			“Thank you.” Tommy closed the note­book with a brisk snap. “Good morn­ing.”

			The ser­vant vo­lun­teered her first re­mark:

			“I thought per­haps as you’d come about the gas,” she ob­served cryptic­ally, and shut the door.

			Tommy re­joined his ac­com­plice.

			“You see, Tup­pence,” he ob­served. “Child’s play to the mas­cu­line mind.”

			“I don’t mind ad­mit­ting that for once you’ve scored hand­somely. I should nev­er have thought of that.”

			“Good wheeze, wasn’t it? And we can re­peat it ad lib.”

			Lunch­time found the young couple at­tack­ing a steak and chips in an ob­scure hostelry with avid­ity. They had col­lec­ted a Gladys Mary and a Mar­jor­ie, been baffled by one change of ad­dress, and had been forced to listen to a long lec­ture on uni­ver­sal suf­frage from a vi­va­cious Amer­ic­an lady whose Chris­ti­an name had proved to be Sad­ie.

			“Ah!” said Tommy, im­bib­ing a long draught of beer, “I feel bet­ter. Where’s the next draw?”

			The note­book lay on the table between them. Tup­pence picked it up.

			“Mrs. Van­demey­er,” she read, “20 South Aud­ley Man­sions. Miss Wheel­er, 43 Clap­ing­ton Road, Bat­ter­sea. She’s a lady’s maid, as far as I re­mem­ber, so prob­ably won’t be there, and, any­way, she’s not likely.”

			“Then the May­fair lady is clearly in­dic­ated as the first port of call.”

			“Tommy, I’m get­ting dis­cour­aged.”

			“Buck up, old bean. We al­ways knew it was an out­side chance. And, any­way, we’re only start­ing. If we draw a blank in Lon­don, there’s a fine tour of Eng­land, Ire­land and Scot­land be­fore us.”

			“True,” said Tup­pence, her flag­ging spir­its re­viv­ing. “And all ex­penses paid! But, oh, Tommy, I do like things to hap­pen quickly. So far, ad­ven­ture has suc­ceeded ad­ven­ture, but this morn­ing has been dull as dull.”

			“You must stifle this long­ing for vul­gar sen­sa­tion, Tup­pence. Re­mem­ber that if Mr. Brown is all he is re­por­ted to be, it’s a won­der that he has not ere now done us to death. That’s a good sen­tence, quite a lit­er­ary fla­vour about it.”

			“You’re really more con­ceited than I am—with less ex­cuse! Ahem! But it cer­tainly is queer that Mr. Brown has not yet wreaked ven­geance upon us. (You see, I can do it too.) We pass on our way un­scathed.”

			“Per­haps he doesn’t think us worth both­er­ing about,” sug­ges­ted the young man simply.

			Tup­pence re­ceived the re­mark with great dis­fa­vour.

			“How hor­rid you are, Tommy. Just as though we didn’t count.”

			“Sorry, Tup­pence. What I meant was that we work like moles in the dark, and that he has no sus­pi­cion of our ne­far­i­ous schemes. Ha ha!”

			“Ha ha!” echoed Tup­pence ap­prov­ingly, as she rose.

			South Aud­ley Man­sions was an im­pos­ing-look­ing block of flats just off Park Lane. No. 20 was on the second floor.

			Tommy had by this time the glib­ness born of prac­tice. He rattled off the for­mula to the eld­erly wo­man, look­ing more like a house­keep­er than a ser­vant, who opened the door to him.

			“Chris­ti­an name?”

			“Mar­garet.”

			Tommy spelt it, but the oth­er in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“No, g u e.”

			“Oh, Mar­guer­ite; French way, I see.” He paused, then plunged boldly. “We had her down as Rita Van­demey­er, but I sup­pose that’s in­cor­rect?”

			“She’s mostly called that, sir, but Mar­guer­ite’s her name.”

			“Thank you. That’s all. Good morn­ing.”

			Hardly able to con­tain his ex­cite­ment, Tommy hur­ried down the stairs. Tup­pence was wait­ing at the angle of the turn.

			“You heard?”

			“Yes. Oh, Tommy!”

			Tommy squeezed her arm sym­path­et­ic­ally.

			“I know, old thing. I feel the same.”

			“It’s—it’s so lovely to think of things—and then for them really to hap­pen!” cried Tup­pence en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally.

			Her hand was still in Tommy’s. They had reached the en­trance hall. There were foot­steps on the stairs above them, and voices.

			Sud­denly, to Tommy’s com­plete sur­prise, Tup­pence dragged him in­to the little space by the side of the lift where the shad­ow was deep­est.

			“What the—”

			“Hush!”

			Two men came down the stairs and passed out through the en­trance. Tup­pence’s hand closed tight­er on Tommy’s arm.

			“Quick—fol­low them. I dar­en’t. He might re­cog­nize me. I don’t know who the oth­er man is, but the big­ger of the two was Whit­ting­ton.”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The House in Soho

			
			Whit­ting­ton and his com­pan­ion were walk­ing at a good pace. Tommy star­ted in pur­suit at once, and was in time to see them turn the corner of the street. His vig­or­ous strides soon en­abled him to gain upon them, and by the time he, in his turn, reached the corner the dis­tance between them was sens­ibly lessened. The small May­fair streets were com­par­at­ively deser­ted, and he judged it wise to con­tent him­self with keep­ing them in sight.

			The sport was a new one to him. Though fa­mil­i­ar with the tech­nic­al­it­ies from a course of nov­el read­ing, he had nev­er be­fore at­temp­ted to “fol­low” any­one, and it ap­peared to him at once that, in ac­tu­al prac­tice, the pro­ceed­ing was fraught with dif­fi­culties. Sup­pos­ing, for in­stance, that they should sud­denly hail a taxi? In books, you simply leapt in­to an­oth­er, prom­ised the driver a sov­er­eign—or its mod­ern equi­val­ent—and there you were. In ac­tu­al fact, Tommy foresaw that it was ex­tremely likely there would be no second taxi. There­fore he would have to run. What happened in ac­tu­al fact to a young man who ran in­cess­antly and per­sist­ently through the Lon­don streets? In a main road he might hope to cre­ate the il­lu­sion that he was merely run­ning for a bus. But in these ob­scure ar­is­to­crat­ic by­ways he could not but feel that an of­fi­cious po­lice­man might stop him to ex­plain mat­ters.

			At this junc­ture in his thoughts a taxi with flag erect turned the corner of the street ahead. Tommy held his breath. Would they hail it?

			He drew a sigh of re­lief as they al­lowed it to pass un­chal­lenged. Their course was a zig­zag one de­signed to bring them as quickly as pos­sible to Ox­ford Street. When at length they turned in­to it, pro­ceed­ing in an east­erly dir­ec­tion, Tommy slightly in­creased his pace. Little by little he gained upon them. On the crowded pave­ment there was little chance of his at­tract­ing their no­tice, and he was anxious if pos­sible to catch a word or two of their con­ver­sa­tion. In this he was com­pletely foiled; they spoke low and the din of the traffic drowned their voices ef­fec­tu­ally.

			Just be­fore the Bond Street Tube sta­tion they crossed the road, Tommy, un­per­ceived, faith­fully at their heels, and entered the big Ly­ons’. There they went up to the first floor, and sat at a small table in the win­dow. It was late, and the place was thin­ning out. Tommy took a seat at the table next to them, sit­ting dir­ectly be­hind Whit­ting­ton in case of re­cog­ni­tion. On the oth­er hand, he had a full view of the second man and stud­ied him at­tent­ively. He was fair, with a weak, un­pleas­ant face, and Tommy put him down as be­ing either a Rus­si­an or a Pole. He was prob­ably about fifty years of age, his shoulders cringed a little as he talked, and his eyes, small and crafty, shif­ted un­ceas­ingly.

			Hav­ing already lunched heart­ily, Tommy con­ten­ted him­self with or­der­ing a Welsh rarebit and a cup of cof­fee. Whit­ting­ton ordered a sub­stan­tial lunch for him­self and his com­pan­ion; then, as the wait­ress with­drew, he moved his chair a little closer to the table and began to talk earn­estly in a low voice. The oth­er man joined in. Listen as he would, Tommy could only catch a word here and there; but the gist of it seemed to be some dir­ec­tions or or­ders which the big man was im­press­ing on his com­pan­ion, and with which the lat­ter seemed from time to time to dis­agree. Whit­ting­ton ad­dressed the oth­er as Bor­is.

			Tommy caught the word “Ire­land” sev­er­al times, also “pro­pa­ganda,” but of Jane Finn there was no men­tion. Sud­denly, in a lull in the clat­ter of the room, he got one phrase en­tire. Whit­ting­ton was speak­ing. “Ah, but you don’t know Flos­sie. She’s a mar­vel. An arch­bish­op would swear she was his own moth­er. She gets the voice right every time, and that’s really the prin­cip­al thing.”

			Tommy did not hear Bor­is’s reply, but in re­sponse to it Whit­ting­ton said some­thing that soun­ded like: “Of course—only in an emer­gency. …”

			Then he lost the thread again. But presently the phrases be­came dis­tinct again wheth­er be­cause the oth­er two had in­sens­ibly raised their voices, or be­cause Tommy’s ears were get­ting more at­tuned, he could not tell. But two words cer­tainly had a most stim­u­lat­ing ef­fect upon the listen­er. They were uttered by Bor­is and they were: “Mr. Brown.”

			Whit­ting­ton seemed to re­mon­strate with him, but he merely laughed.

			“Why not, my friend? It is a name most re­spect­able—most com­mon. Did he not choose it for that reas­on? Ah, I should like to meet him—Mr. Brown.”

			There was a steely ring in Whit­ting­ton’s voice as he replied:

			“Who knows? You may have met him already.”

			“Bah!” re­tor­ted the oth­er. “That is chil­dren’s talk—a fable for the po­lice. Do you know what I say to my­self some­times? That he is a fable in­ven­ted by the In­ner Ring, a bo­gey to fright­en us with. It might be so.”

			“And it might not.”

			“I won­der … or is it in­deed true that he is with us and amongst us, un­known to all but a chosen few? If so, he keeps his secret well. And the idea is a good one, yes. We nev­er know. We look at each oth­er—one of us is Mr. Brown—which? He com­mands—but also he serves. Among us—in the midst of us. And no one knows which he is. …”

			With an ef­fort the Rus­si­an shook off the vag­ary of his fancy. He looked at his watch.

			“Yes,” said Whit­ting­ton. “We might as well go.”

			He called the wait­ress and asked for his bill. Tommy did like­wise, and a few mo­ments later was fol­low­ing the two men down the stairs.

			Out­side, Whit­ting­ton hailed a taxi, and dir­ec­ted the driver to go to Wa­ter­loo.

			Tax­is were plen­ti­ful here, and be­fore Whit­ting­ton’s had driv­en off an­oth­er was draw­ing up to the curb in obed­i­ence to Tommy’s per­emp­tory hand.

			“Fol­low that oth­er taxi,” dir­ec­ted the young man. “Don’t lose it.”

			The eld­erly chauf­feur showed no in­terest. He merely grunted and jerked down his flag. The drive was un­event­ful. Tommy’s taxi came to rest at the de­par­ture plat­form just after Whit­ting­ton’s. Tommy was be­hind him at the book­ing-of­fice. He took a first-class single tick­et to Bournemouth, Tommy did the same. As he emerged, Bor­is re­marked, glan­cing up at the clock: “You are early. You have nearly half an hour.”

			Bor­is’s words had aroused a new train of thought in Tommy’s mind. Clearly Whit­ting­ton was mak­ing the jour­ney alone, while the oth­er re­mained in Lon­don. There­fore he was left with a choice as to which he would fol­low. Ob­vi­ously, he could not fol­low both of them un­less—Like Bor­is, he glanced up at the clock, and then to the an­nounce­ment board of the trains. The Bournemouth train left at 3:30. It was now ten past. Whit­ting­ton and Bor­is were walk­ing up and down by the book­stall. He gave one doubt­ful look at them, then hur­ried in­to an ad­ja­cent tele­phone box. He dared not waste time in try­ing to get hold of Tup­pence. In all prob­ab­il­ity she was still in the neigh­bour­hood of South Aud­ley Man­sions. But there re­mained an­oth­er ally. He rang up the Ritz and asked for Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer. There was a click and a buzz. Oh, if only the young Amer­ic­an was in his room! There was an­oth­er click, and then “Hello” in un­mis­tak­able ac­cents came over the wire.

			“That you, Her­sheim­mer? Beres­ford speak­ing. I’m at Wa­ter­loo. I’ve fol­lowed Whit­ting­ton and an­oth­er man here. No time to ex­plain. Whit­ting­ton’s off to Bournemouth by the 3:30. Can you get there by then?”

			The reply was re­as­sur­ing.

			“Sure. I’ll hustle.”

			The tele­phone rang off. Tommy put back the re­ceiv­er with a sigh of re­lief. His opin­ion of Ju­li­us’s power of hust­ling was high. He felt in­stinct­ively that the Amer­ic­an would ar­rive in time.

			Whit­ting­ton and Bor­is were still where he had left them. If Bor­is re­mained to see his friend off, all was well. Then Tommy fingered his pock­et thought­fully. In spite of the carte blanche as­sured to him, he had not yet ac­quired the habit of go­ing about with any con­sid­er­able sum of money on him. The tak­ing of the first-class tick­et to Bournemouth had left him with only a few shil­lings in his pock­et. It was to be hoped that Ju­li­us would ar­rive bet­ter provided.

			In the mean­time, the minutes were creep­ing by: 3:15, 3:20, 3:25, 3:27. Sup­pos­ing Ju­li­us did not get there in time. 3:29. … Doors were banging. Tommy felt cold waves of des­pair pass over him. Then a hand fell on his shoulder.

			“Here I am, son. Your Brit­ish traffic beats de­scrip­tion! Put me wise to the crooks right away.”

			“That’s Whit­ting­ton—there, get­ting in now, that big dark man. The oth­er is the for­eign chap he’s talk­ing to.”

			“I’m on to them. Which of the two is my bird?”

			Tommy had thought out this ques­tion.

			“Got any money with you?”

			Ju­li­us shook his head, and Tommy’s face fell.

			“I guess I haven’t more than three or four hun­dred dol­lars with me at the mo­ment,” ex­plained the Amer­ic­an.

			Tommy gave a faint whoop of re­lief.

			“Oh, Lord, you mil­lion­aires! You don’t talk the same lan­guage! Climb aboard the lug­ger. Here’s your tick­et. Whit­ting­ton’s your man.”

			“Me for Whit­ting­ton!” said Ju­li­us darkly. The train was just start­ing as he swung him­self aboard. “So long, Tommy.” The train slid out of the sta­tion.

			Tommy drew a deep breath. The man Bor­is was com­ing along the plat­form to­wards him. Tommy al­lowed him to pass and then took up the chase once more.

			From Wa­ter­loo Bor­is took the tube as far as Pic­ca­dilly Cir­cus. Then he walked up Shaft­es­bury Av­en­ue, fi­nally turn­ing off in­to the maze of mean streets round Soho. Tommy fol­lowed him at a ju­di­cious dis­tance.

			They reached at length a small dilap­id­ated square. The houses there had a sin­is­ter air in the midst of their dirt and de­cay. Bor­is looked round, and Tommy drew back in­to the shel­ter of a friendly porch. The place was al­most deser­ted. It was a cul-de-sac, and con­sequently no traffic passed that way. The stealthy way the oth­er had looked round stim­u­lated Tommy’s ima­gin­a­tion. From the shel­ter of the door­way he watched him go up the steps of a par­tic­u­larly evil-look­ing house and rap sharply, with a pe­cu­li­ar rhythm, on the door. It was opened promptly, he said a word or two to the door­keep­er, then passed in­side. The door was shut to again.

			It was at this junc­ture that Tommy lost his head. What he ought to have done, what any sane man would have done, was to re­main pa­tiently where he was and wait for his man to come out again. What he did do was en­tirely for­eign to the sober com­mon sense which was, as a rule, his lead­ing char­ac­ter­ist­ic. Some­thing, as he ex­pressed it, seemed to snap in his brain. Without a mo­ment’s pause for re­flec­tion he, too, went up the steps, and re­pro­duced as far as he was able the pe­cu­li­ar knock.

			The door swung open with the same prompt­ness as be­fore. A vil­lain­ous-faced man with close-cropped hair stood in the door­way.

			“Well?” he grunted.

			It was at that mo­ment that the full real­iz­a­tion of his folly began to come home to Tommy. But he dared not hes­it­ate. He seized at the first words that came in­to his mind.

			“Mr. Brown?” he said.

			To his sur­prise the man stood aside.

			“Up­stairs,” he said, jerking his thumb over his shoulder, “second door on your left.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Ad­ven­tures of Tommy

			
			Taken aback though he was by the man’s words, Tommy did not hes­it­ate. If au­da­city had suc­cess­fully car­ried him so far, it was to be hoped it would carry him yet farther. He quietly passed in­to the house and moun­ted the ram­shackle stair­case. Everything in the house was filthy bey­ond words. The grimy pa­per, of a pat­tern now in­dis­tin­guish­able, hung in loose fes­toons from the wall. In every angle was a grey mass of cob­web.

			Tommy pro­ceeded leis­urely. By the time he reached the bend of the stair­case, he had heard the man be­low dis­ap­pear in­to a back room. Clearly no sus­pi­cion at­tached to him as yet. To come to the house and ask for “Mr. Brown” ap­peared in­deed to be a reas­on­able and nat­ur­al pro­ceed­ing.

			At the top of the stairs Tommy hal­ted to con­sider his next move. In front of him ran a nar­row pas­sage, with doors open­ing on either side of it. From the one nearest him on the left came a low mur­mur of voices. It was this room which he had been dir­ec­ted to enter. But what held his glance fas­cin­ated was a small re­cess im­me­di­ately on his right, half con­cealed by a torn vel­vet cur­tain. It was dir­ectly op­pos­ite the left-handed door and, ow­ing to its angle, it also com­manded a good view of the up­per part of the stair­case. As a hid­ing-place for one or, at a pinch, two men, it was ideal, be­ing about two feet deep and three feet wide. It at­trac­ted Tommy migh­tily. He thought things over in his usu­al slow and steady way, de­cid­ing that the men­tion of “Mr. Brown” was not a re­quest for an in­di­vidu­al, but in all prob­ab­il­ity a pass­word used by the gang. His lucky use of it had gained him ad­mis­sion. So far he had aroused no sus­pi­cion. But he must de­cide quickly on his next step.

			Sup­pose he were boldly to enter the room on the left of the pas­sage. Would the mere fact of his hav­ing been ad­mit­ted to the house be suf­fi­cient? Per­haps a fur­ther pass­word would be re­quired, or, at any rate, some proof of iden­tity. The door­keep­er clearly did not know all the mem­bers of the gang by sight, but it might be dif­fer­ent up­stairs. On the whole it seemed to him that luck had served him very well so far, but that there was such a thing as trust­ing it too far. To enter that room was a co­lossal risk. He could not hope to sus­tain his part in­def­in­itely; soon­er or later he was al­most bound to be­tray him­self, and then he would have thrown away a vi­tal chance in mere fool­hardi­ness.

			A re­pe­ti­tion of the sig­nal knock soun­ded on the door be­low, and Tommy, his mind made up, slipped quickly in­to the re­cess, and cau­tiously drew the cur­tain farther across so that it shiel­ded him com­pletely from sight. There were sev­er­al rents and slits in the an­cient ma­ter­i­al which af­forded him a good view. He would watch events, and any time he chose could, after all, join the as­sembly, mod­el­ling his be­ha­viour on that of the new ar­rival.

			The man who came up the stair­case with a furt­ive, soft-footed tread was quite un­known to Tommy. He was ob­vi­ously of the very dregs of so­ci­ety. The low beet­ling brows, and the crim­in­al jaw, the bes­ti­al­ity of the whole coun­ten­ance were new to the young man, though he was a type that Scot­land Yard would have re­cog­nized at a glance.

			The man passed the re­cess, breath­ing heav­ily as he went. He stopped at the door op­pos­ite, and gave a re­pe­ti­tion of the sig­nal knock. A voice in­side called out some­thing, and the man opened the door and passed in, af­ford­ing Tommy a mo­ment­ary glimpse of the room in­side. He thought there must be about four or five people seated round a long table that took up most of the space, but his at­ten­tion was caught and held by a tall man with close-cropped hair and a short, poin­ted, nav­al-look­ing beard, who sat at the head of the table with pa­pers in front of him. As the new­comer entered he glanced up, and with a cor­rect, but curi­ously pre­cise enun­ci­ation, which at­trac­ted Tommy’s no­tice, he asked:

			“Your num­ber, com­rade?”

			“Four­teen, gov’nor,” replied the oth­er hoarsely.

			“Cor­rect.”

			The door shut again.

			“If that isn’t a Hun, I’m a Dutch­man!” said Tommy to him­self. “And run­ning the show darned sys­tem­at­ic­ally too—as they al­ways do. Lucky I didn’t roll in. I’d have giv­en the wrong num­ber, and there would have been the deuce to pay. No, this is the place for me. Hullo, here’s an­oth­er knock.”

			This vis­it­or proved to be of an en­tirely dif­fer­ent type to the last. Tommy re­cog­nized in him an Ir­ish Sinn Fein­er. Cer­tainly Mr. Brown’s or­gan­iz­a­tion was a far-reach­ing con­cern. The com­mon crim­in­al, the well-bred Ir­ish gen­tle­man, the pale Rus­si­an, and the ef­fi­cient Ger­man mas­ter of the ce­re­mon­ies! Truly a strange and sin­is­ter gath­er­ing! Who was this man who held in his fin­ger these curi­ously varie­gated links of an un­known chain?

			In this case, the pro­ced­ure was ex­actly the same. The sig­nal knock, the de­mand for a num­ber, and the reply “Cor­rect.”

			Two knocks fol­lowed in quick suc­ces­sion on the door be­low. The first man was quite un­known to Tommy, who put him down as a city clerk. A quiet, in­tel­li­gent-look­ing man, rather shab­bily dressed. The second was of the work­ing classes, and his face was vaguely fa­mil­i­ar to the young man.

			Three minutes later came an­oth­er, a man of com­mand­ing ap­pear­ance, ex­quis­itely dressed, and evid­ently well born. His face, again, was not un­known to the watch­er, though he could not for the mo­ment put a name to it.

			After his ar­rival there was a long wait. In fact Tommy con­cluded that the gath­er­ing was now com­plete, and was just cau­tiously creep­ing out from his hid­ing-place, when an­oth­er knock sent him scut­tling back to cov­er.

			This last-comer came up the stairs so quietly that he was al­most abreast of Tommy be­fore the young man had real­ized his pres­ence.

			He was a small man, very pale, with a gentle al­most wo­man­ish air. The angle of the cheekbones hin­ted at his Slavon­ic an­ces­try, oth­er­wise there was noth­ing to in­dic­ate his na­tion­al­ity. As he passed the re­cess, he turned his head slowly. The strange light eyes seemed to burn through the cur­tain; Tommy could hardly be­lieve that the man did not know he was there and in spite of him­self he shivered. He was no more fanci­ful than the ma­jor­ity of young Eng­lish­men, but he could not rid him­self of the im­pres­sion that some un­usu­ally po­tent force em­an­ated from the man. The creature re­minded him of a venom­ous snake.

			A mo­ment later his im­pres­sion was proved cor­rect. The new­comer knocked on the door as all had done, but his re­cep­tion was very dif­fer­ent. The bearded man rose to his feet, and all the oth­ers fol­lowed suit. The Ger­man came for­ward and shook hands. His heels clicked to­geth­er.

			“We are hon­oured,” he said. “We are greatly hon­oured. I much feared that it would be im­possible.”

			The oth­er answered in a low voice that had a kind of hiss in it:

			“There were dif­fi­culties. It will not be pos­sible again, I fear. But one meet­ing is es­sen­tial—to define my policy. I can do noth­ing without—Mr. Brown. He is here?”

			The change in the Ger­man’s voice was aud­ible as he replied with slight hes­it­a­tion:

			“We have re­ceived a mes­sage. It is im­possible for him to be present in per­son.” He stopped, giv­ing a curi­ous im­pres­sion of hav­ing left the sen­tence un­fin­ished.

			A very slow smile over­spread the face of the oth­er. He looked round at a circle of un­easy faces.

			“Ah! I un­der­stand. I have read of his meth­ods. He works in the dark and trusts no one. But, all the same, it is pos­sible that he is among us now. …” He looked round him again, and again that ex­pres­sion of fear swept over the group. Each man seemed eye­ing his neigh­bour doubt­fully.

			The Rus­si­an tapped his cheek.

			“So be it. Let us pro­ceed.”

			The Ger­man seemed to pull him­self to­geth­er. He in­dic­ated the place he had been oc­cupy­ing at the head of the table. The Rus­si­an de­murred, but the oth­er in­sisted.

			“It is the only pos­sible place,” he said, “for—Num­ber One. Per­haps Num­ber Four­teen will shut the door?”

			In an­oth­er mo­ment Tommy was once more con­front­ing bare wooden pan­els, and the voices with­in had sunk once more to a mere un­dis­tin­guish­able mur­mur. Tommy be­came rest­ive. The con­ver­sa­tion he had over­heard had stim­u­lated his curi­os­ity. He felt that, by hook or by crook, he must hear more.

			There was no sound from be­low, and it did not seem likely that the door­keep­er would come up­stairs. After listen­ing in­tently for a minute or two, he put his head round the cur­tain. The pas­sage was deser­ted. Tommy bent down and re­moved his shoes, then, leav­ing them be­hind the cur­tain, he walked gingerly out on his stockinged feet, and kneel­ing down by the closed door he laid his ear cau­tiously to the crack. To his in­tense an­noy­ance he could dis­tin­guish little more; just a chance word here and there if a voice was raised, which merely served to whet his curi­os­ity still farther.

			He eyed the handle of the door tent­at­ively. Could he turn it by de­grees so gently and im­per­cept­ibly that those in the room would no­tice noth­ing? He de­cided that with great care it could be done. Very slowly, a frac­tion of an inch at a time, he moved it round, hold­ing his breath in his ex­cess­ive care. A little more—a little more still—would it nev­er be fin­ished? Ah! at last it would turn no farther.

			He stayed so for a minute or two, then drew a deep breath, and pressed it ever so slightly in­ward. The door did not budge. Tommy was an­noyed. If he had to use too much force, it would al­most cer­tainly creak. He waited un­til the voices rose a little, then he tried again. Still noth­ing happened. He in­creased the pres­sure. Had the beastly thing stuck? Fi­nally, in des­per­a­tion, he pushed with all his might. But the door re­mained firm, and at last the truth dawned upon him. It was locked or bolted on the in­side.

			For a mo­ment or two Tommy’s in­dig­na­tion got the bet­ter of him.

			“Well, I’m damned!” he said. “What a dirty trick!”

			As his in­dig­na­tion cooled, he pre­pared to face the situ­ation. Clearly the first thing to be done was to re­store the handle to its ori­gin­al po­s­i­tion. If he let it go sud­denly, the men in­side would be al­most cer­tain to no­tice it, so, with the same in­fin­ite pains, he re­versed his former tac­tics. All went well, and with a sigh of re­lief the young man rose to his feet. There was a cer­tain bull­dog tenacity about Tommy that made him slow to ad­mit de­feat. Check­mated for the mo­ment, he was far from abandon­ing the con­flict. He still in­ten­ded to hear what was go­ing on in the locked room. As one plan had failed, he must hunt about for an­oth­er.

			He looked round him. A little farther along the pas­sage on the left was a second door. He slipped si­lently along to it. He listened for a mo­ment or two, then tried the handle. It yiel­ded, and he slipped in­side.

			The room, which was un­ten­an­ted, was fur­nished as a bed­room. Like everything else in the house, the fur­niture was fall­ing to pieces, and the dirt was, if any­thing, more abund­ant.

			But what in­ter­ested Tommy was the thing he had hoped to find, a com­mu­nic­at­ing door between the two rooms, up on the left by the win­dow. Care­fully clos­ing the door in­to the pas­sage be­hind him, he stepped across to the oth­er and ex­amined it closely. The bolt was shot across it. It was very rusty, and had clearly not been used for some time. By gently wrig­gling it to and fro, Tommy man­aged to draw it back without mak­ing too much noise. Then he re­peated his former man­oeuvres with the handle—this time with com­plete suc­cess. The door swung open—a crack, a mere frac­tion, but enough for Tommy to hear what went on. There was a vel­vet por­tiere on the in­side of this door which pre­ven­ted him from see­ing, but he was able to re­cog­nize the voices with a reas­on­able amount of ac­cur­acy.

			The Sinn Fein­er was speak­ing. His rich Ir­ish voice was un­mis­tak­able:

			“That’s all very well. But more money is es­sen­tial. No money—no res­ults!”

			An­oth­er voice which Tommy rather thought was that of Bor­is replied:

			“Will you guar­an­tee that there are res­ults?”

			“In a month from now—soon­er or later as you wish—I will guar­an­tee you such a reign of ter­ror in Ire­land as shall shake the Brit­ish Em­pire to its found­a­tions.”

			There was a pause, and then came the soft, sib­il­ant ac­cents of Num­ber One:

			“Good! You shall have the money. Bor­is, you will see to that.”

			Bor­is asked a ques­tion:

			“Via the Ir­ish Amer­ic­ans, and Mr. Pot­ter as usu­al?”

			“I guess that’ll be all right!” said a new voice, with a transat­lantic in­ton­a­tion, “though I’d like to point out, here and now, that things are get­ting a mite dif­fi­cult. There’s not the sym­pathy there was, and a grow­ing dis­pos­i­tion to let the Ir­ish settle their own af­fairs without in­ter­fer­ence from Amer­ica.”

			Tommy felt that Bor­is had shrugged his shoulders as he answered:

			“Does that mat­ter, since the money only nom­in­ally comes from the States?”

			“The chief dif­fi­culty is the land­ing of the am­muni­tion,” said the Sinn Fein­er. “The money is con­veyed in eas­ily enough—thanks to our col­league here.”

			An­oth­er voice, which Tommy fan­cied was that of the tall, com­mand­ing-look­ing man whose face had seemed fa­mil­i­ar to him, said:

			“Think of the feel­ings of Bel­fast if they could hear you!”

			“That is settled, then,” said the sib­il­ant tones. “Now, in the mat­ter of the loan to an Eng­lish news­pa­per, you have ar­ranged the de­tails sat­is­fact­or­ily, Bor­is?”

			“I think so.”

			“That is good. An of­fi­cial deni­al from Mo­scow will be forth­com­ing if ne­ces­sary.”

			There was a pause, and then the clear voice of the Ger­man broke the si­lence:

			“I am dir­ec­ted by—Mr. Brown, to place the sum­mar­ies of the re­ports from the dif­fer­ent uni­ons be­fore you. That of the miners is most sat­is­fact­ory. We must hold back the rail­ways. There may be trouble with the A.S.E.”

			For a long time there was a si­lence, broken only by the rustle of pa­pers and an oc­ca­sion­al word of ex­plan­a­tion from the Ger­man. Then Tommy heard the light tap-tap of fin­gers, drum­ming on the table.

			“And—the date, my friend?” said Num­ber One.

			“The 29th.”

			The Rus­si­an seemed to con­sider:

			“That is rather soon.”

			“I know. But it was settled by the prin­cip­al La­bour lead­ers, and we can­not seem to in­ter­fere too much. They must be­lieve it to be en­tirely their own show.”

			The Rus­si­an laughed softly, as though amused.

			“Yes, yes,” he said. “That is true. They must have no ink­ling that we are us­ing them for our own ends. They are hon­est men—and that is their value to us. It is curi­ous—but you can­not make a re­volu­tion without hon­est men. The in­stinct of the popu­lace is in­fal­lible.” He paused, and then re­peated, as though the phrase pleased him: “Every re­volu­tion has had its hon­est men. They are soon dis­posed of af­ter­wards.”

			There was a sin­is­ter note in his voice.

			The Ger­man re­sumed:

			“Clymes must go. He is too farsee­ing. Num­ber Four­teen will see to that.”

			There was a hoarse mur­mur.

			“That’s all right, gov’nor.” And then after a mo­ment or two: “Sup­pose I’m nabbed.”

			“You will have the best leg­al tal­ent to de­fend you,” replied the Ger­man quietly. “But in any case you will wear gloves fit­ted with the fin­ger­prints of a no­tori­ous house­break­er. You have little to fear.”

			“Oh, I ain’t afraid, gov’nor. All for the good of the cause. The streets is go­ing to run with blood, so they say.” He spoke with a grim rel­ish. “Dreams of it, some­times, I does. And dia­monds and pearls rolling about in the gut­ter for any­one to pick up!”

			Tommy heard a chair shif­ted. Then Num­ber One spoke:

			“Then all is ar­ranged. We are as­sured of suc­cess?”

			“I—think so.” But the Ger­man spoke with less than his usu­al con­fid­ence.

			Num­ber One’s voice held sud­denly a dan­ger­ous qual­ity:

			“What has gone wrong?”

			“Noth­ing; but—”

			“But what?”

			“The La­bour lead­ers. Without them, as you say, we can do noth­ing. If they do not de­clare a gen­er­al strike on the 29th—”

			“Why should they not?”

			“As you’ve said, they’re hon­est. And, in spite of everything we’ve done to dis­cred­it the gov­ern­ment in their eyes, I’m not sure that they haven’t got a sneak­ing faith and be­lief in it.”

			“But—”

			“I know. They ab­use it un­ceas­ingly. But, on the whole, pub­lic opin­ion swings to the side of the gov­ern­ment. They will not go against it.”

			Again the Rus­si­an’s fin­gers drummed on the table.

			“To the point, my friend. I was giv­en to un­der­stand that there was a cer­tain doc­u­ment in ex­ist­ence which as­sured suc­cess.”

			“That is so. If that doc­u­ment were placed be­fore the lead­ers, the res­ult would be im­me­di­ate. They would pub­lish it broad­cast through­out Eng­land, and de­clare for the re­volu­tion without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion. The gov­ern­ment would be broken fi­nally and com­pletely.”

			“Then what more do you want?”

			“The doc­u­ment it­self,” said the Ger­man bluntly.

			“Ah! It is not in your pos­ses­sion? But you know where it is?”

			“No.”

			“Does any­one know where it is?”

			“One per­son—per­haps. And we are not sure of that even.”

			“Who is this per­son?”

			“A girl.”

			Tommy held his breath.

			“A girl?” The Rus­si­an’s voice rose con­temp­tu­ously. “And you have not made her speak? In Rus­sia we have ways of mak­ing a girl talk.”

			“This case is dif­fer­ent,” said the Ger­man sul­lenly.

			“How—dif­fer­ent?” He paused a mo­ment, then went on: “Where is the girl now?”

			“The girl?”

			“Yes.”

			“She is—”

			But Tommy heard no more. A crash­ing blow des­cen­ded on his head, and all was dark­ness.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Tup­pence Enters Do­mest­ic Ser­vice

			
			When Tommy set forth on the trail of the two men, it took all Tup­pence’s self-com­mand to re­frain from ac­com­pa­ny­ing him. How­ever, she con­tained her­self as best she might, con­soled by the re­flec­tion that her reas­on­ing had been jus­ti­fied by events. The two men had un­doubtedly come from the second floor flat, and that one slender thread of the name “Rita” had set the Young Ad­ven­tur­ers once more upon the track of the ab­duct­ors of Jane Finn.

			The ques­tion was what to do next? Tup­pence hated let­ting the grass grow un­der her feet. Tommy was amply em­ployed, and de­barred from join­ing him in the chase, the girl felt at a loose end. She re­traced her steps to the en­trance hall of the man­sions. It was now ten­an­ted by a small lift-boy, who was pol­ish­ing brass fit­tings, and whist­ling the latest air with a good deal of vigour and a reas­on­able amount of ac­cur­acy.

			He glanced round at Tup­pence’s entry. There was a cer­tain amount of the gam­in ele­ment in the girl, at all events she in­vari­ably got on well with small boys. A sym­path­et­ic bond seemed in­stantly to be formed. She re­flec­ted that an ally in the en­emy’s camp, so to speak, was not to be des­pised.

			“Well, Wil­li­am,” she re­marked cheer­fully, in the best ap­proved hos­pit­al-early-morn­ing style, “get­ting a good shine up?”

			The boy grinned re­spons­ively.

			“Al­bert, miss,” he cor­rec­ted.

			“Al­bert be it,” said Tup­pence. She glanced mys­ter­i­ously round the hall. The ef­fect was pur­posely a broad one in case Al­bert should miss it. She leaned to­wards the boy and dropped her voice: “I want a word with you, Al­bert.”

			Al­bert ceased op­er­a­tions on the fit­tings and opened his mouth slightly.

			“Look! Do you know what this is?” With a dra­mat­ic ges­ture she flung back the left side of her coat and ex­posed a small enamelled badge. It was ex­tremely un­likely that Al­bert would have any know­ledge of it—in­deed, it would have been fatal for Tup­pence’s plans, since the badge in ques­tion was the device of a loc­al train­ing corps ori­gin­ated by the arch­deac­on in the early days of the war. Its pres­ence in Tup­pence’s coat was due to the fact that she had used it for pin­ning in some flowers a day or two be­fore. But Tup­pence had sharp eyes, and had noted the corner of a three­penny de­tect­ive nov­el pro­trud­ing from Al­bert’s pock­et, and the im­me­di­ate en­large­ment of his eyes told her that her tac­tics were good, and that the fish would rise to the bait.

			“Amer­ic­an De­tect­ive Force!” she hissed.

			Al­bert fell for it.

			“Lord!” he mur­mured ec­stat­ic­ally.

			Tup­pence nod­ded at him with the air of one who has es­tab­lished a thor­ough un­der­stand­ing.

			“Know who I’m after?” she in­quired gen­i­ally.

			Al­bert, still round-eyed, de­man­ded breath­lessly:

			“One of the flats?”

			Tup­pence nod­ded and jerked a thumb up the stairs.

			“No. 20. Calls her­self Van­demey­er. Van­demey­er! Ha! ha!”

			Al­bert’s hand stole to his pock­et.

			“A crook?” he quer­ied eagerly.

			“A crook? I should say so. Ready Rita they call her in the States.”

			“Ready Rita,” re­peated Al­bert de­li­ri­ously. “Oh, ain’t it just like the pic­tures!”

			It was. Tup­pence was a great fre­quenter of the cinema.

			“An­nie al­ways said as how she was a bad lot,” con­tin­ued the boy.

			“Who’s An­nie?” in­quired Tup­pence idly.

			“ ’Ouse-par­lour­maid. She’s leav­ing today. Many’s the time An­nie’s said to me: ‘Mark my words, Al­bert, I wouldn’t won­der if the po­lice was to come after her one of these days.’ Just like that. But she’s a stun­ner to look at, ain’t she?”

			“She’s some peach,” al­lowed Tup­pence care­lessly. “Finds it use­ful in her lay­out, you bet. Has she been wear­ing any of the em­er­alds, by the way?”

			“Em­er­alds? Them’s the green stones, isn’t they?”

			Tup­pence nod­ded.

			“That’s what we’re after her for. You know old man Rys­dale?”

			Al­bert shook his head.

			“Peter B. Rys­dale, the oil king?”

			“It seems sort of fa­mil­i­ar to me.”

			“The spark­lers be­longed to him. Finest col­lec­tion of em­er­alds in the world. Worth a mil­lion dol­lars!”

			“Lumme!” came ec­stat­ic­ally from Al­bert. “It sounds more like the pic­tures every minute.”

			Tup­pence smiled, grat­i­fied at the suc­cess of her ef­forts.

			“We haven’t ex­actly proved it yet. But we’re after her. And”—she pro­duced a long-drawn-out wink—“I guess she won’t get away with the goods this time.”

			Al­bert uttered an­oth­er ejac­u­la­tion in­dic­at­ive of de­light.

			“Mind you, sonny, not a word of this,” said Tup­pence sud­denly. “I guess I oughtn’t to have put you wise, but in the States we know a real smart lad when we see one.”

			“I’ll not breathe a word,” pro­tested Al­bert eagerly. “Ain’t there any­thing I could do? A bit of shad­ow­ing, maybe, or such­like?”

			Tup­pence af­fected to con­sider, then shook her head.

			“Not at the mo­ment, but I’ll bear you in mind, son. What’s this about the girl you say is leav­ing?”

			“An­nie? Reg­u­lar turn up, they ’ad. As An­nie said, ser­vants is someone nowadays, and to be treated ac­cord­ingly, and, what with her passing the word round, she won’t find it so easy to get an­oth­er.”

			“Won’t she?” said Tup­pence thought­fully. “I won­der—”

			An idea was dawn­ing in her brain. She thought a minute or two, then tapped Al­bert on the shoulder.

			“See here, son, my brain’s got busy. How would it be if you men­tioned that you’d got a young cous­in, or a friend of yours had, that might suit the place. You get me?”

			“I’m there,” said Al­bert in­stantly. “You leave it to me, miss, and I’ll fix the whole thing up in two ticks.”

			“Some lad!” com­men­ted Tup­pence, with a nod of ap­prov­al. “You might say that the young wo­man could come in right away. You let me know, and if it’s OK I’ll be round to­mor­row at el­ev­en o’clock.”

			“Where am I to let you know to?”

			“Ritz,” replied Tup­pence lac­on­ic­ally. “Name of Cow­ley.”

			Al­bert eyed her en­vi­ously.

			“It must be a good job, this tec busi­ness.”

			“It sure is,” drawled Tup­pence, “es­pe­cially when old man Rys­dale backs the bill. But don’t fret, son. If this goes well, you shall come in on the ground floor.”

			With which prom­ise she took leave of her new ally, and walked briskly away from South Aud­ley Man­sions, well pleased with her morn­ing’s work.

			But there was no time to be lost. She went straight back to the Ritz and wrote a few brief words to Mr. Carter. Hav­ing dis­patched this, and Tommy not hav­ing yet re­turned—which did not sur­prise her—she star­ted off on a shop­ping ex­ped­i­tion which, with an in­ter­val for tea and as­sor­ted creamy cakes, oc­cu­pied her un­til well after six o’clock, and she re­turned to the hotel jaded, but sat­is­fied with her pur­chases. Start­ing with a cheap cloth­ing store, and passing through one or two second­hand es­tab­lish­ments, she had fin­ished the day at a well-known hairdress­er’s. Now, in the se­clu­sion of her bed­room, she un­wrapped that fi­nal pur­chase. Five minutes later she smiled con­ten­tedly at her re­flec­tion in the glass. With an act­ress’s pen­cil she had slightly altered the line of her eye­brows, and that, taken in con­junc­tion with the new lux­uri­ant growth of fair hair above, so changed her ap­pear­ance that she felt con­fid­ent that even if she came face to face with Whit­ting­ton he would not re­cog­nize her. She would wear el­ev­at­ors in her shoes, and the cap and ap­ron would be an even more valu­able dis­guise. From hos­pit­al ex­per­i­ence she knew only too well that a nurse out of uni­form is fre­quently un­re­cog­nized by her pa­tients.

			“Yes,” said Tup­pence aloud, nod­ding at the pert re­flec­tion in the glass, “you’ll do.” She then re­sumed her nor­mal ap­pear­ance.

			Din­ner was a sol­it­ary meal. Tup­pence was rather sur­prised at Tommy’s non-re­turn. Ju­li­us, too, was ab­sent—but that to the girl’s mind was more eas­ily ex­plained. His “hust­ling” activ­it­ies were not con­fined to Lon­don, and his ab­rupt ap­pear­ances and dis­ap­pear­ances were fully ac­cep­ted by the Young Ad­ven­tur­ers as part of the day’s work. It was quite on the cards that Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer had left for Con­stantinople at a mo­ment’s no­tice if he fan­cied that a clue to his cous­in’s dis­ap­pear­ance was to be found there. The en­er­get­ic young man had suc­ceeded in mak­ing the lives of sev­er­al Scot­land Yard men un­bear­able to them, and the tele­phone girls at the Ad­mir­alty had learned to know and dread the fa­mil­i­ar “Hullo!” He had spent three hours in Par­is hust­ling the Pre­fec­ture, and had re­turned from there im­bued with the idea, pos­sibly in­spired by a weary French of­fi­cial, that the true clue to the mys­tery was to be found in Ire­land.

			“I dare say he’s dashed off there now,” thought Tup­pence. “All very well, but this is very dull for me! Here I am burst­ing with news, and ab­so­lutely no one to tell it to! Tommy might have wired, or some­thing. I won­der where he is. Any­way, he can’t have ‘lost the trail’ as they say. That re­minds me—” And Miss Cow­ley broke off in her med­it­a­tions, and summoned a small boy.

			Ten minutes later the lady was en­sconced com­fort­ably on her bed, smoking ci­gar­ettes and deep in the per­us­al of Garn­aby Wil­li­ams, the Boy De­tect­ive, which, with oth­er three­penny works of lur­id fic­tion, she had sent out to pur­chase. She felt, and rightly, that be­fore the strain of at­tempt­ing fur­ther in­ter­course with Al­bert, it would be as well to for­ti­fy her­self with a good sup­ply of loc­al col­our.

			The morn­ing brought a note from Mr. Carter:

			
				“Dear Miss Tup­pence,

				“You have made a splen­did start, and I con­grat­u­late you. I feel, though, that I should like to point out to you once more the risks you are run­ning, es­pe­cially if you pur­sue the course you in­dic­ate. Those people are ab­so­lutely des­per­ate and in­cap­able of either mercy or pity. I feel that you prob­ably un­der­es­tim­ate the danger, and there­fore warn you again that I can prom­ise you no pro­tec­tion. You have giv­en us valu­able in­form­a­tion, and if you choose to with­draw now no one could blame you. At any rate, think the mat­ter over well be­fore you de­cide.

				“If, in spite of my warn­ings, you make up your mind to go through with it, you will find everything ar­ranged. You have lived for two years with Miss Duffer­in, The Par­son­age, Llan­elly, and Mrs. Van­demey­er can ap­ply to her for a ref­er­ence.

				“May I be per­mit­ted a word or two of ad­vice? Stick as near to the truth as pos­sible—it min­im­izes the danger of ‘slips.’ I sug­gest that you should rep­res­ent your­self to be what you are, a former V.A.D., who has chosen do­mest­ic ser­vice as a pro­fes­sion. There are many such at the present time. That ex­plains away any in­con­gru­it­ies of voice or man­ner which oth­er­wise might awaken sus­pi­cion.

				“Whichever way you de­cide, good luck to you.

				
					“Your sin­cere friend,

					“Mr. Carter.”

				
			

			Tup­pence’s spir­its rose mer­cur­i­ally. Mr. Carter’s warn­ings passed un­heeded. The young lady had far too much con­fid­ence in her­self to pay any heed to them.

			With some re­luct­ance she aban­doned the in­ter­est­ing part she had sketched out for her­self. Al­though she had no doubts of her own powers to sus­tain a role in­def­in­itely, she had too much com­mon sense not to re­cog­nize the force of Mr. Carter’s ar­gu­ments.

			There was still no word or mes­sage from Tommy, but the morn­ing post brought a some­what dirty post­card with the words: “It’s OK” scrawled upon it.

			At ten-thirty Tup­pence sur­veyed with pride a slightly battered tin trunk con­tain­ing her new pos­ses­sions. It was artist­ic­ally cor­ded. It was with a slight blush that she rang the bell and ordered it to be placed in a taxi. She drove to Pad­ding­ton, and left the box in the cloak room. She then re­paired with a hand­bag to the fast­nesses of the ladies’ wait­ing-room. Ten minutes later a meta­morph­osed Tup­pence walked de­murely out of the sta­tion and entered a bus.

			It was a few minutes past el­ev­en when Tup­pence again entered the hall of South Aud­ley Man­sions. Al­bert was on the lookout, at­tend­ing to his du­ties in a some­what des­ultory fash­ion. He did not im­me­di­ately re­cog­nize Tup­pence. When he did, his ad­mir­a­tion was un­boun­ded.

			“Blest if I’d have known you! That rig-out’s top-hole.”

			“Glad you like it, Al­bert,” replied Tup­pence mod­estly. “By the way, am I your cous­in, or am I not?”

			“Your voice too,” cried the de­lighted boy. “It’s as Eng­lish as any­thing! No, I said as a friend of mine knew a young gal. An­nie wasn’t best pleased. She’s stopped on till today—to ob­lige, she said, but really it’s so as to put you against the place.”

			“Nice girl,” said Tup­pence.

			Al­bert sus­pec­ted no irony.

			“She’s style about her, and keeps her sil­ver a treat—but, my word, ain’t she got a tem­per. Are you go­ing up now, miss? Step in­side the lift. No. 20 did you say?” And he winked.

			Tup­pence quelled him with a stern glance, and stepped in­side.

			As she rang the bell of No. 20 she was con­scious of Al­bert’s eyes slowly des­cend­ing be­neath the level of the floor.

			A smart young wo­man opened the door.

			“I’ve come about the place,” said Tup­pence.

			“It’s a rot­ten place,” said the young wo­man without hes­it­a­tion. “Reg­u­lar old cat—al­ways in­ter­fer­ing. Ac­cused me of tam­per­ing with her let­ters. Me! The flap was half un­done any­way. There’s nev­er any­thing in the waste-pa­per bas­ket—she burns everything. She’s a wrong ’un, that’s what she is. Swell clothes, but no class. Cook knows some­thing about her—but she won’t tell—scared to death of her. And sus­pi­cious! She’s on to you in a minute if you as much as speak to a fel­low. I can tell you—”

			But what more An­nie could tell, Tup­pence was nev­er destined to learn, for at that mo­ment a clear voice with a pe­cu­li­arly steely ring to it called:

			“An­nie!”

			The smart young wo­man jumped as if she had been shot.

			“Yes, ma’am.”

			“Who are you talk­ing to?”

			“It’s a young wo­man about the situ­ation, ma’am.”

			“Show her in then. At once.”

			“Yes, ma’am.”

			Tup­pence was ushered in­to a room on the right of the long pas­sage. A wo­man was stand­ing by the fire­place. She was no longer in her first youth, and the beauty she un­deni­ably pos­sessed was hardened and coarsened. In her youth she must have been dazzling. Her pale gold hair, ow­ing a slight as­sist­ance to art, was coiled low on her neck, her eyes, of a pier­cing elec­tric blue, seemed to pos­sess a fac­ulty of bor­ing in­to the very soul of the per­son she was look­ing at. Her ex­quis­ite fig­ure was en­hanced by a won­der­ful gown of in­digo charmeuse. And yet, des­pite her sway­ing grace, and the al­most eth­er­e­al beauty of her face, you felt in­stinct­ively the pres­ence of some­thing hard and men­acing, a kind of metal­lic strength that found ex­pres­sion in the tones of her voice and in that gim­let-like qual­ity of her eyes.

			For the first time Tup­pence felt afraid. She had not feared Whit­ting­ton, but this wo­man was dif­fer­ent. As if fas­cin­ated, she watched the long cruel line of the red curving mouth, and again she felt that sen­sa­tion of pan­ic pass over her. Her usu­al self-con­fid­ence deser­ted her. Vaguely she felt that de­ceiv­ing this wo­man would be very dif­fer­ent to de­ceiv­ing Whit­ting­ton. Mr. Carter’s warn­ing re­curred to her mind. Here, in­deed, she might ex­pect no mercy.

			Fight­ing down that in­stinct of pan­ic which urged her to turn tail and run without fur­ther delay, Tup­pence re­turned the lady’s gaze firmly and re­spect­fully.

			As though that first scru­tiny had been sat­is­fact­ory, Mrs. Van­demey­er mo­tioned to a chair.

			“You can sit down. How did you hear I wanted a house-par­lour­maid?”

			“Through a friend who knows the lift boy here. He thought the place might suit me.”

			Again that ba­silisk glance seemed to pierce her through.

			“You speak like an edu­cated girl?”

			Glibly enough, Tup­pence ran through her ima­gin­ary ca­reer on the lines sug­ges­ted by Mr. Carter. It seemed to her, as she did so, that the ten­sion of Mrs. Van­demey­er’s at­ti­tude re­laxed.

			“I see,” she re­marked at length. “Is there any­one I can write to for a ref­er­ence?”

			“I lived last with a Miss Duffer­in, The Par­son­age, Llan­elly. I was with her two years.”

			“And then you thought you would get more money by com­ing to Lon­don, I sup­pose? Well, it doesn’t mat­ter to me. I will give you £50—£60—whatever you want. You can come in at once?”

			“Yes, ma’am. Today, if you like. My box is at Pad­ding­ton.”

			“Go and fetch it in a taxi, then. It’s an easy place. I am out a good deal. By the way, what’s your name?”

			“Prudence Cooper, ma’am.”

			“Very well, Prudence. Go away and fetch your box. I shall be out to lunch. The cook will show you where everything is.”

			“Thank you, ma’am.”

			Tup­pence with­drew. The smart An­nie was not in evid­ence. In the hall be­low a mag­ni­fi­cent hall port­er had re­leg­ated Al­bert to the back­ground. Tup­pence did not even glance at him as she passed meekly out.

			The ad­ven­ture had be­gun, but she felt less elated than she had done earli­er in the morn­ing. It crossed her mind that if the un­known Jane Finn had fallen in­to the hands of Mrs. Van­demey­er, it was likely to have gone hard with her.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Enter Sir James Peel Edger­ton

			
			Tup­pence be­trayed no awk­ward­ness in her new du­ties. The daugh­ters of the arch­deac­on were well groun­ded in house­hold tasks. They were also ex­perts in train­ing a “raw girl,” the in­ev­it­able res­ult be­ing that the raw girl, once trained, de­par­ted else­where where her newly ac­quired know­ledge com­manded a more sub­stan­tial re­mu­ner­a­tion than the arch­deac­on’s mea­gre purse al­lowed.

			Tup­pence had there­fore very little fear of prov­ing in­ef­fi­cient. Mrs. Van­demey­er’s cook puzzled her. She evid­ently went in deadly ter­ror of her mis­tress. The girl thought it prob­able that the oth­er wo­man had some hold over her. For the rest, she cooked like a chef, as Tup­pence had an op­por­tun­ity of judging that even­ing. Mrs. Van­demey­er was ex­pect­ing a guest to din­ner, and Tup­pence ac­cord­ingly laid the beau­ti­fully pol­ished table for two. She was a little ex­er­cised in her own mind as to this vis­it­or. It was highly pos­sible that it might prove to be Whit­ting­ton. Al­though she felt fairly con­fid­ent that he would not re­cog­nize her, yet she would have been bet­ter pleased had the guest proved to be a total stranger. How­ever, there was noth­ing for it but to hope for the best.

			At a few minutes past eight the front door bell rang, and Tup­pence went to an­swer it with some in­ward trep­id­a­tion. She was re­lieved to see that the vis­it­or was the second of the two men whom Tommy had taken upon him­self to fol­low.

			He gave his name as Count Stepan­ov. Tup­pence an­nounced him, and Mrs. Van­demey­er rose from her seat on a low di­van with a quick mur­mur of pleas­ure.

			“It is de­light­ful to see you, Bor­is Ivan­ovitch,” she said.

			“And you, ma­dame!” He bowed low over her hand.

			Tup­pence re­turned to the kit­chen.

			“Count Stepan­ov, or some such,” she re­marked, and af­fect­ing a frank and un­var­nished curi­os­ity: “Who’s he?”

			“A Rus­si­an gen­tle­man, I be­lieve.”

			“Come here much?”

			“Once in a while. What d’you want to know for?”

			“Fan­cied he might be sweet on the mis­sus, that’s all,” ex­plained the girl, adding with an ap­pear­ance of sulk­i­ness: “How you do take one up!”

			“I’m not quite easy in my mind about the soufflé,” ex­plained the oth­er.

			“You know some­thing,” thought Tup­pence to her­self, but aloud she only said: “Go­ing to dish up now? Right-o.”

			Whilst wait­ing at table, Tup­pence listened closely to all that was said. She re­membered that this was one of the men Tommy was shad­ow­ing when she had last seen him. Already, al­though she would hardly ad­mit it, she was be­com­ing un­easy about her part­ner. Where was he? Why had no word of any kind come from him? She had ar­ranged be­fore leav­ing the Ritz to have all let­ters or mes­sages sent on at once by spe­cial mes­sen­ger to a small sta­tion­er’s shop near at hand where Al­bert was to call in fre­quently. True, it was only yes­ter­day morn­ing that she had par­ted from Tommy, and she told her­self that any anxi­ety on his be­half would be ab­surd. Still, it was strange that he had sent no word of any kind.

			But, listen as she might, the con­ver­sa­tion presen­ted no clue. Bor­is and Mrs. Van­demey­er talked on purely in­dif­fer­ent sub­jects: plays they had seen, new dances, and the latest so­ci­ety gos­sip. After din­ner they re­paired to the small bou­doir where Mrs. Van­demey­er, stretched on the di­van, looked more wickedly beau­ti­ful than ever. Tup­pence brought in the cof­fee and li­queurs and un­will­ingly re­tired. As she did so, she heard Bor­is say:

			“New, isn’t she?”

			“She came in today. The oth­er was a fiend. This girl seems all right. She waits well.”

			Tup­pence lingered a mo­ment longer by the door which she had care­fully neg­lected to close, and heard him say:

			“Quite safe, I sup­pose?”

			“Really, Bor­is, you are ab­surdly sus­pi­cious. I be­lieve she’s the cous­in of the hall port­er, or some­thing of the kind. And nobody even dreams that I have any con­nec­tion with our—mu­tu­al friend, Mr. Brown.”

			“For heav­en’s sake, be care­ful, Rita. That door isn’t shut.”

			“Well, shut it then,” laughed the wo­man.

			Tup­pence re­moved her­self speedily.

			She dared not ab­sent her­self longer from the back premises, but she cleared away and washed up with a breath­less speed ac­quired in hos­pit­al. Then she slipped quietly back to the bou­doir door. The cook, more leis­urely, was still busy in the kit­chen and, if she missed the oth­er, would only sup­pose her to be turn­ing down the beds.

			Alas! The con­ver­sa­tion in­side was be­ing car­ried on in too low a tone to per­mit of her hear­ing any­thing of it. She dared not re­open the door, how­ever gently. Mrs. Van­demey­er was sit­ting al­most fa­cing it, and Tup­pence re­spec­ted her mis­tress’s lynx-eyed powers of ob­ser­va­tion.

			Nev­er­the­less, she felt she would give a good deal to over­hear what was go­ing on. Pos­sibly, if any­thing un­fore­seen had happened, she might get news of Tommy. For some mo­ments she re­flec­ted des­per­ately, then her face brightened. She went quickly along the pas­sage to Mrs. Van­demey­er’s bed­room, which had long French win­dows lead­ing on to a bal­cony that ran the length of the flat. Slip­ping quickly through the win­dow, Tup­pence crept noise­lessly along till she reached the bou­doir win­dow. As she had thought it stood a little ajar, and the voices with­in were plainly aud­ible.

			Tup­pence listened at­tent­ively, but there was no men­tion of any­thing that could be twis­ted to ap­ply to Tommy. Mrs. Van­demey­er and the Rus­si­an seemed to be at vari­ance over some mat­ter, and fi­nally the lat­ter ex­claimed bit­terly:

			“With your per­sist­ent reck­less­ness, you will end by ru­in­ing us!”

			“Bah!” laughed the wo­man. “No­tori­ety of the right kind is the best way of dis­arm­ing sus­pi­cion. You will real­ize that one of these days—per­haps soon­er than you think!”

			“In the mean­time, you are go­ing about every­where with Peel Edger­ton. Not only is he, per­haps, the most cel­eb­rated K.C. in Eng­land, but his spe­cial hobby is crim­in­o­logy! It is mad­ness!”

			“I know that his elo­quence has saved un­told men from the gal­lows,” said Mrs. Van­demey­er calmly. “What of it? I may need his as­sist­ance in that line my­self some day. If so, how for­tu­nate to have such a friend at court—or per­haps it would be more to the point to say in court.”

			Bor­is got up and began strid­ing up and down. He was very ex­cited.

			“You are a clev­er wo­man, Rita; but you are also a fool! Be guided by me, and give up Peel Edger­ton.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er shook her head gently.

			“I think not.”

			“You re­fuse?” There was an ugly ring in the Rus­si­an’s voice.

			“I do.”

			“Then, by Heav­en,” snarled the Rus­si­an, “we will see—”

			But Mrs. Van­demey­er also rose to her feet, her eyes flash­ing.

			“You for­get, Bor­is,” she said. “I am ac­count­able to no one. I take my or­ders only from—Mr. Brown.”

			The oth­er threw up his hands in des­pair.

			“You are im­possible,” he muttered. “Im­possible! Already it may be too late. They say Peel Edger­ton can smell a crim­in­al! How do we know what is at the bot­tom of his sud­den in­terest in you? Per­haps even now his sus­pi­cions are aroused. He guesses—”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er eyed him scorn­fully.

			“Re­as­sure your­self, my dear Bor­is. He sus­pects noth­ing. With less than your usu­al chiv­alry, you seem to for­get that I am com­monly ac­coun­ted a beau­ti­ful wo­man. I as­sure you that is all that in­terests Peel Edger­ton.”

			Bor­is shook his head doubt­fully.

			“He has stud­ied crime as no oth­er man in this king­dom has stud­ied it. Do you fancy that you can de­ceive him?”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er’s eyes nar­rowed.

			“If he is all that you say—it would amuse me to try!”

			“Good heav­ens, Rita—”

			“Be­sides,” ad­ded Mrs. Van­demey­er, “he is ex­tremely rich. I am not one who des­pises money. The ‘sinews of war,’ you know, Bor­is!”

			“Money—money! That is al­ways the danger with you, Rita. I be­lieve you would sell your soul for money. I be­lieve—” He paused, then in a low, sin­is­ter voice he said slowly: “Some­times I be­lieve that you would sell—us!”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er smiled and shrugged her shoulders.

			“The price, at any rate, would have to be enorm­ous,” she said lightly. “It would be bey­ond the power of any­one but a mil­lion­aire to pay.”

			“Ah!” snarled the Rus­si­an. “You see, I was right!”

			“My dear Bor­is, can you not take a joke?”

			“Was it a joke?”

			“Of course.”

			“Then all I can say is that your ideas of hu­mour are pe­cu­li­ar, my dear Rita.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er smiled.

			“Let us not quar­rel, Bor­is. Touch the bell. We will have some drinks.”

			Tup­pence beat a hasty re­treat. She paused a mo­ment to sur­vey her­self in Mrs. Van­demey­er’s long glass, and be sure that noth­ing was amiss with her ap­pear­ance. Then she answered the bell de­murely.

			The con­ver­sa­tion that she had over­heard, al­though in­ter­est­ing in that it proved bey­ond doubt the com­pli­city of both Rita and Bor­is, threw very little light on the present pre­oc­cu­pa­tions. The name of Jane Finn had not even been men­tioned.

			The fol­low­ing morn­ing a few brief words with Al­bert in­formed her that noth­ing was wait­ing for her at the sta­tion­er’s. It seemed in­cred­ible that Tommy, if all was well with him, should not send any word to her. A cold hand seemed to close round her heart. … Sup­pos­ing. … She choked her fears down bravely. It was no good wor­ry­ing. But she leapt at a chance offered her by Mrs. Van­demey­er.

			“What day do you usu­ally go out, Prudence?”

			“Fri­day’s my usu­al day, ma’am.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er lif­ted her eye­brows.

			“And today is Fri­day! But I sup­pose you hardly wish to go out today, as you only came yes­ter­day.”

			“I was think­ing of ask­ing you if I might, ma’am.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er looked at her a minute longer, and then smiled.

			“I wish Count Stepan­ov could hear you. He made a sug­ges­tion about you last night.” Her smile broadened, cat­like. “Your re­quest is very—typ­ic­al. I am sat­is­fied. You do not un­der­stand all this—but you can go out today. It makes no dif­fer­ence to me, as I shall not be din­ing at home.”

			“Thank you, ma’am.”

			Tup­pence felt a sen­sa­tion of re­lief once she was out of the oth­er’s pres­ence. Once again she ad­mit­ted to her­self that she was afraid, hor­ribly afraid, of the beau­ti­ful wo­man with the cruel eyes.

			In the midst of a fi­nal des­ultory pol­ish­ing of her sil­ver, Tup­pence was dis­turbed by the ringing of the front door bell, and went to an­swer it. This time the vis­it­or was neither Whit­ting­ton nor Bor­is, but a man of strik­ing ap­pear­ance.

			Just a shade over av­er­age height, he nev­er­the­less con­veyed the im­pres­sion of a big man. His face, clean-shaven and ex­quis­itely mo­bile, was stamped with an ex­pres­sion of power and force far bey­ond the or­din­ary. Mag­net­ism seemed to ra­di­ate from him.

			Tup­pence was un­de­cided for the mo­ment wheth­er to put him down as an act­or or a law­yer, but her doubts were soon solved as he gave her his name: Sir James Peel Edger­ton.

			She looked at him with re­newed in­terest. This, then, was the fam­ous K.C. whose name was fa­mil­i­ar all over Eng­land. She had heard it said that he might one day be Prime Min­is­ter. He was known to have re­fused of­fice in the in­terests of his pro­fes­sion, pre­fer­ring to re­main a simple Mem­ber for a Scotch con­stitu­ency.

			Tup­pence went back to her pantry thought­fully. The great man had im­pressed her. She un­der­stood Bor­is’s agit­a­tion. Peel Edger­ton would not be an easy man to de­ceive.

			In about a quarter of an hour the bell rang, and Tup­pence re­paired to the hall to show the vis­it­or out. He had giv­en her a pier­cing glance be­fore. Now, as she handed him his hat and stick, she was con­scious of his eyes rak­ing her through. As she opened the door and stood aside to let him pass out, he stopped in the door­way.

			“Not been do­ing this long, eh?”

			Tup­pence raised her eyes, as­ton­ished. She read in his glance kind­li­ness, and some­thing else more dif­fi­cult to fathom.

			He nod­ded as though she had answered.

			“V.A.D. and hard up, I sup­pose?”

			“Did Mrs. Van­demey­er tell you that?” asked Tup­pence sus­pi­ciously.

			“No, child. The look of you told me. Good place here?”

			“Very good, thank you, sir.”

			“Ah, but there are plenty of good places nowadays. And a change does no harm some­times.”

			“Do you mean—?” began Tup­pence.

			But Sir James was already on the top­most stair. He looked back with his kindly, shrewd glance.

			“Just a hint,” he said. “That’s all.”

			Tup­pence went back to the pantry more thought­ful than ever.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Ju­li­us Tells a Story

			
			Dressed ap­pro­pri­ately, Tup­pence duly sal­lied forth for her “af­ter­noon out.” Al­bert was in tem­por­ary abey­ance, but Tup­pence went her­self to the sta­tion­er’s to make quite sure that noth­ing had come for her. Sat­is­fied on this point, she made her way to the Ritz. On in­quiry she learnt that Tommy had not yet re­turned. It was the an­swer she had ex­pec­ted, but it was an­oth­er nail in the coffin of her hopes. She re­solved to ap­peal to Mr. Carter, telling him when and where Tommy had star­ted on his quest, and ask­ing him to do some­thing to trace him. The pro­spect of his aid re­vived her mer­cur­i­al spir­its, and she next in­quired for Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer. The reply she got was to the ef­fect that he had re­turned about half an hour ago, but had gone out im­me­di­ately.

			Tup­pence’s spir­its re­vived still more. It would be some­thing to see Ju­li­us. Per­haps he could de­vise some plan for find­ing out what had be­come of Tommy. She wrote her note to Mr. Carter in Ju­li­us’s sit­ting-room, and was just ad­dress­ing the en­vel­ope when the door burst open.

			“What the hell—” began Ju­li­us, but checked him­self ab­ruptly. “I beg your par­don, Miss Tup­pence. Those fools down at the of­fice would have it that Beres­ford wasn’t here any longer—hadn’t been here since Wed­nes­day. Is that so?”

			Tup­pence nod­ded.

			“You don’t know where he is?” she asked faintly.

			“I? How should I know? I haven’t had one darned word from him, though I wired him yes­ter­day morn­ing.”

			“I ex­pect your wire’s at the of­fice un­opened.”

			“But where is he?”

			“I don’t know. I hoped you might.”

			“I tell you I haven’t had one darned word from him since we par­ted at the de­pot on Wed­nes­day.”

			“What de­pot?”

			“Wa­ter­loo. Your Lon­don and South West­ern road.”

			“Wa­ter­loo?” frowned Tup­pence.

			“Why, yes. Didn’t he tell you?”

			“I haven’t seen him either,” replied Tup­pence im­pa­tiently. “Go on about Wa­ter­loo. What were you do­ing there?”

			“He gave me a call. Over the phone. Told me to get a move on, and hustle. Said he was trail­ing two crooks.”

			“Oh!” said Tup­pence, her eyes open­ing. “I see. Go on.”

			“I hur­ried along right away. Beres­ford was there. He poin­ted out the crooks. The big one was mine, the guy you bluffed. Tommy shoved a tick­et in­to my hand and told me to get aboard the cars. He was go­ing to sleuth the oth­er crook.” Ju­li­us paused. “I thought for sure you’d know all this.”

			“Ju­li­us,” said Tup­pence firmly, “stop walk­ing up and down. It makes me giddy. Sit down in that arm­chair, and tell me the whole story with as few fancy turns of speech as pos­sible.”

			Mr. Her­sheim­mer obeyed.

			“Sure,” he said. “Where shall I be­gin?”

			“Where you left off. At Wa­ter­loo.”

			“Well,” began Ju­li­us, “I got in­to one of your dear old-fash­ioned first-class Brit­ish com­part­ments. The train was just off. First thing I knew a guard came along and in­formed me mighty po­litely that I wasn’t in a smoking-car­riage. I handed him out half a dol­lar, and that settled that. I did a bit of pro­spect­ing along the cor­ridor to the next coach. Whit­ting­ton was there right enough. When I saw the skunk, with his big sleek fat face, and thought of poor little Jane in his clutches, I felt real mad that I hadn’t got a gun with me. I’d have tickled him up some.

			“We got to Bournemouth all right. Whit­ting­ton took a cab and gave the name of an hotel. I did like­wise, and we drove up with­in three minutes of each oth­er. He hired a room, and I hired one too. So far it was all plain sail­ing. He hadn’t the re­motest no­tion that any­one was on to him. Well, he just sat around in the hotel lounge, read­ing the pa­pers and so on, till it was time for din­ner. He didn’t hurry any over that either.

			“I began to think that there was noth­ing do­ing, that he’d just come on the trip for his health, but I re­membered that he hadn’t changed for din­ner, though it was by way of be­ing a slap-up hotel, so it seemed likely enough that he’d be go­ing out on his real busi­ness af­ter­wards.

			“Sure enough, about nine o’clock, so he did. Took a car across the town—mighty pretty place by the way, I guess I’ll take Jane there for a spell when I find her—and then paid it off and struck out along those pine-woods on the top of the cliff. I was there too, you un­der­stand. We walked, maybe, for half an hour. There’s a lot of vil­las all the way along, but by de­grees they seemed to get more and more thinned out, and in the end we got to one that seemed the last of the bunch. Big house it was, with a lot of piny grounds around it.

			“It was a pretty black night, and the car­riage drive up to the house was dark as pitch. I could hear him ahead, though I couldn’t see him. I had to walk care­fully in case he might get on to it that he was be­ing fol­lowed. I turned a curve and I was just in time to see him ring the bell and get ad­mit­ted to the house. I just stopped where I was. It was be­gin­ning to rain, and I was soon pretty near soaked through. Also, it was almighty cold.

			“Whit­ting­ton didn’t come out again, and by and by I got kind of rest­ive, and began to mouch around. All the ground floor win­dows were shuttered tight, but up­stairs, on the first floor (it was a two-stor­ied house) I no­ticed a win­dow with a light burn­ing and the cur­tains not drawn.

			“Now, just op­pos­ite to that win­dow, there was a tree grow­ing. It was about thirty foot away from the house, maybe, and I sort of got it in­to my head that, if I climbed up that tree, I’d very likely be able to see in­to that room. Of course, I knew there was no reas­on why Whit­ting­ton should be in that room rather than in any oth­er—less reas­on, in fact, for the bet­ting would be on his be­ing in one of the re­cep­tion-rooms down­stairs. But I guess I’d got the hump from stand­ing so long in the rain, and any­thing seemed bet­ter than go­ing on do­ing noth­ing. So I star­ted up.

			“It wasn’t so easy, by a long chalk! The rain had made the boughs mighty slip­pery, and it was all I could do to keep a foothold, but bit by bit I man­aged it, un­til at last there I was level with the win­dow.

			“But then I was dis­ap­poin­ted. I was too far to the left. I could only see side­ways in­to the room. A bit of cur­tain, and a yard of wall­pa­per was all I could com­mand. Well, that wasn’t any man­ner of good to me, but just as I was go­ing to give it up, and climb down ig­no­mini­ously, someone in­side moved and threw his shad­ow on my little bit of wall—and, by gum, it was Whit­ting­ton!

			“After that, my blood was up. I’d just got to get a look in­to that room. It was up to me to fig­ure out how. I no­ticed that there was a long branch run­ning out from the tree in the right dir­ec­tion. If I could only swarm about halfway along it, the pro­pos­i­tion would be solved. But it was mighty un­cer­tain wheth­er it would bear my weight. I de­cided I’d just got to risk that, and I star­ted. Very cau­tiously, inch by inch, I crawled along. The bough creaked and swayed in a nasty fash­ion, and it didn’t do to think of the drop be­low, but at last I got safely to where I wanted to be.

			“The room was me­di­um-sized, fur­nished in a kind of bare hy­gien­ic way. There was a table with a lamp on it in the middle of the room, and sit­ting at that table, fa­cing to­wards me, was Whit­ting­ton right enough. He was talk­ing to a wo­man dressed as a hos­pit­al nurse. She was sit­ting with her back to me, so I couldn’t see her face. Al­though the blinds were up, the win­dow it­self was shut, so I couldn’t catch a word of what they said. Whit­ting­ton seemed to be do­ing all the talk­ing, and the nurse just listened. Now and then she nod­ded, and some­times she’d shake her head, as though she were an­swer­ing ques­tions. He seemed very em­phat­ic—once or twice he beat with his fist on the table. The rain had stopped now, and the sky was clear­ing in that sud­den way it does.

			“Presently, he seemed to get to the end of what he was say­ing. He got up, and so did she. He looked to­wards the win­dow and asked some­thing—I guess it was wheth­er it was rain­ing. Any­way, she came right across and looked out. Just then the moon came out from be­hind the clouds. I was scared the wo­man would catch sight of me, for I was full in the moon­light. I tried to move back a bit. The jerk I gave was too much for that rot­ten old branch. With an almighty crash, down it came, and Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer with it!”

			“Oh, Ju­li­us,” breathed Tup­pence, “how ex­cit­ing! Go on.”

			“Well, luck­ily for me, I pitched down in­to a good soft bed of earth—but it put me out of ac­tion for the time, sure enough. The next thing I knew, I was ly­ing in bed with a hos­pit­al nurse (not Whit­ting­ton’s one) on one side of me, and a little black-bearded man with gold glasses, and med­ic­al man writ­ten all over him, on the oth­er. He rubbed his hands to­geth­er, and raised his eye­brows as I stared at him. ‘Ah!’ he said. ‘So our young friend is com­ing round again. Cap­it­al. Cap­it­al.’

			“I did the usu­al stunt. Said: ‘What’s happened?’ And ‘Where am I?’ But I knew the an­swer to the last well enough. There’s no moss grow­ing on my brain. ‘I think that’ll do for the present, sis­ter,’ said the little man, and the nurse left the room in a sort of brisk well-trained way. But I caught her hand­ing me out a look of deep curi­os­ity as she passed through the door.

			“That look of hers gave me an idea. ‘Now then, doc,’ I said, and tried to sit up in bed, but my right foot gave me a nasty twinge as I did so. ‘A slight sprain,’ ex­plained the doc­tor. ‘Noth­ing ser­i­ous. You’ll be about again in a couple of days.’ ”

			“I no­ticed you walked lame,” in­ter­pol­ated Tup­pence.

			Ju­li­us nod­ded, and con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘How did it hap­pen?’ I asked again. He replied dryly. ‘You fell, with a con­sid­er­able por­tion of one of my trees, in­to one of my newly planted flower­beds.’

			“I liked the man. He seemed to have a sense of hu­mour. I felt sure that he, at least, was plumb straight. ‘Sure, doc,’ I said, ‘I’m sorry about the tree, and I guess the new bulbs will be on me. But per­haps you’d like to know what I was do­ing in your garden?’ ‘I think the facts do call for an ex­plan­a­tion,’ he replied. ‘Well, to be­gin with, I wasn’t after the spoons.’

			“He smiled. ‘My first the­ory. But I soon altered my mind. By the way, you are an Amer­ic­an, are you not?’ I told him my name. ‘And you?’ ‘I am Dr. Hall, and this, as you doubt­less know, is my private nurs­ing home.’

			“I didn’t know, but I wasn’t go­ing to put him wise. I was just thank­ful for the in­form­a­tion. I liked the man, and I felt he was straight, but I wasn’t go­ing to give him the whole story. For one thing he prob­ably wouldn’t have be­lieved it.

			“I made up my mind in a flash. ‘Why, doc­tor,’ I said, ‘I guess I feel an almighty fool, but I owe it to you to let you know that it wasn’t the Bill Sikes busi­ness I was up to.’ Then I went on and mumbled out some­thing about a girl. I trot­ted out the stern guard­i­an busi­ness, and a nervous break­down, and fi­nally ex­plained that I had fan­cied I re­cog­nized her among the pa­tients at the home, hence my noc­turn­al ad­ven­tures. I guess it was just the kind of story he was ex­pect­ing. ‘Quite a ro­mance,’ he said gen­i­ally, when I’d fin­ished. ‘Now, doc,’ I went on, ‘will you be frank with me? Have you here now, or have you had here at any time, a young girl called Jane Finn?’ He re­peated the name thought­fully. ‘Jane Finn?’ he said. ‘No.’

			“I was chag­rined, and I guess I showed it. ‘You are sure?’ ‘Quite sure, Mr. Her­sheim­mer. It is an un­com­mon name, and I should not have been likely to for­get it.’

			“Well, that was flat. It laid me out for a space. I’d kind of hoped my search was at an end. ‘That’s that,’ I said at last. ‘Now, there’s an­oth­er mat­ter. When I was hug­ging that darned branch I thought I re­cog­nized an old friend of mine talk­ing to one of your nurses.’ I pur­posely didn’t men­tion any name be­cause, of course, Whit­ting­ton might be call­ing him­self some­thing quite dif­fer­ent down here, but the doc­tor answered at once. ‘Mr. Whit­ting­ton, per­haps?’ ‘That’s the fel­low,’ I replied. ‘What’s he do­ing down here? Don’t tell me his nerves are out of or­der?’

			“Dr. Hall laughed. ‘No. He came down to see one of my nurses, Nurse Edith, who is a niece of his.’ ‘Why, fancy that!’ I ex­claimed. ‘Is he still here?’ ‘No, he went back to town al­most im­me­di­ately.’ ‘What a pity!’ I ejac­u­lated. ‘But per­haps I could speak to his niece—Nurse Edith, did you say her name was?’

			“But the doc­tor shook his head. ‘I’m afraid that, too, is im­possible. Nurse Edith left with a pa­tient to­night also.’ ‘I seem to be real un­lucky,’ I re­marked. ‘Have you Mr. Whit­ting­ton’s ad­dress in town? I guess I’d like to look him up when I get back.’ ‘I don’t know his ad­dress. I can write to Nurse Edith for it if you like.’ I thanked him. ‘Don’t say who it is wants it. I’d like to give him a little sur­prise.’

			“That was about all I could do for the mo­ment. Of course, if the girl was really Whit­ting­ton’s niece, she might be too cute to fall in­to the trap, but it was worth try­ing. Next thing I did was to write out a wire to Beres­ford say­ing where I was, and that I was laid up with a sprained foot, and telling him to come down if he wasn’t busy. I had to be guarded in what I said. How­ever, I didn’t hear from him, and my foot soon got all right. It was only ricked, not really sprained, so today I said good­bye to the little doc­tor chap, asked him to send me word if he heard from Nurse Edith, and came right away back to town. Say, Miss Tup­pence, you’re look­ing mighty pale!”

			“It’s Tommy,” said Tup­pence. “What can have happened to him?”

			“Buck up, I guess he’s all right really. Why shouldn’t he be? See here, it was a for­eign-look­ing guy he went off after. Maybe they’ve gone abroad—to Po­land, or some­thing like that?”

			Tup­pence shook her head.

			“He couldn’t without pass­ports and things. Be­sides I’ve seen that man, Bor­is Some­thing, since. He dined with Mrs. Van­demey­er last night.”

			“Mrs. Who?”

			“I for­got. Of course you don’t know all that.”

			“I’m listen­ing,” said Ju­li­us, and gave vent to his fa­vour­ite ex­pres­sion. “Put me wise.”

			Tup­pence thereupon re­lated the events of the last two days. Ju­li­us’s as­ton­ish­ment and ad­mir­a­tion were un­boun­ded.

			“Bully for you! Fancy you a meni­al. It just tickles me to death!” Then he ad­ded ser­i­ously: “But say now, I don’t like it, Miss Tup­pence, I sure don’t. You’re just as plucky as they make ’em, but I wish you’d keep right out of this. These crooks we’re up against would as soon croak a girl as a man any day.”

			“Do you think I’m afraid?” said Tup­pence in­dig­nantly, vali­antly re­press­ing memor­ies of the steely glit­ter in Mrs. Van­demey­er’s eyes.

			“I said be­fore you were darned plucky. But that doesn’t al­ter facts.”

			“Oh, both­er me!” said Tup­pence im­pa­tiently. “Let’s think about what can have happened to Tommy. I’ve writ­ten to Mr. Carter about it,” she ad­ded, and told him the gist of her let­ter.

			Ju­li­us nod­ded gravely.

			“I guess that’s good as far as it goes. But it’s for us to get busy and do some­thing.”

			“What can we do?” asked Tup­pence, her spir­its rising.

			“I guess we’d bet­ter get on the track of Bor­is. You say he’s been to your place. Is he likely to come again?”

			“He might. I really don’t know.”

			“I see. Well, I guess I’d bet­ter buy a car, a slap-up one, dress as a chauf­feur and hang about out­side. Then if Bor­is comes, you could make some kind of sig­nal, and I’d trail him. How’s that?”

			“Splen­did, but he mightn’t come for weeks.”

			“We’ll have to chance that. I’m glad you like the plan.” He rose.

			“Where are you go­ing?”

			“To buy the car, of course,” replied Ju­li­us, sur­prised. “What make do you like? I guess you’ll do some rid­ing in it be­fore we’ve fin­ished.”

			“Oh,” said Tup­pence faintly, “I like Rolls-Royces, but—”

			“Sure,” agreed Ju­li­us. “What you say goes. I’ll get one.”

			“But you can’t at once,” cried Tup­pence. “People wait ages some­times.”

			“Little Ju­li­us doesn’t,” af­firmed Mr. Her­sheim­mer. “Don’t you worry any. I’ll be round in the car in half an hour.”

			Tup­pence got up.

			“You’re aw­fully good, Ju­li­us. But I can’t help feel­ing that it’s rather a for­lorn hope. I’m really pin­ning my faith to Mr. Carter.”

			“Then I shouldn’t.”

			“Why?”

			“Just an idea of mine.”

			“Oh; but he must do some­thing. There’s no one else. By the way, I for­got to tell you of a queer thing that happened this morn­ing.”

			And she nar­rated her en­counter with Sir James Peel Edger­ton. Ju­li­us was in­ter­ested.

			“What did the guy mean, do you think?” he asked.

			“I don’t quite know,” said Tup­pence med­it­at­ively. “But I think that, in an am­bigu­ous, leg­al, without pre­ju­dishish law­yer’s way, he was try­ing to warn me.”

			“Why should he?”

			“I don’t know,” con­fessed Tup­pence. “But he looked kind, and simply aw­fully clev­er. I wouldn’t mind go­ing to him and telling him everything.”

			Some­what to her sur­prise, Ju­li­us neg­at­ived the idea sharply.

			“See here,” he said, “we don’t want any law­yers mixed up in this. That guy couldn’t help us any.”

			“Well, I be­lieve he could,” re­it­er­ated Tup­pence ob­stin­ately.

			“Don’t you think it. So long. I’ll be back in half an hour.”

			Thirty-five minutes had elapsed when Ju­li­us re­turned. He took Tup­pence by the arm, and walked her to the win­dow.

			“There she is.”

			“Oh!” said Tup­pence with a note of rev­er­ence in her voice, as she gazed down at the enorm­ous car.

			“She’s some pace­maker, I can tell you,” said Ju­li­us com­pla­cently.

			“How did you get it?” gasped Tup­pence.

			“She was just be­ing sent home to some big­wig.”

			“Well?”

			“I went round to his house,” said Ju­li­us. “I said that I reckoned a car like that was worth every penny of twenty thou­sand dol­lars. Then I told him that it was worth just about fifty thou­sand dol­lars to me if he’d get out.”

			“Well?” said Tup­pence, in­tox­ic­ated.

			“Well,” re­turned Ju­li­us, “he got out, that’s all.”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				A Friend in Need

			
			Fri­day and Sat­urday passed un­event­fully. Tup­pence had re­ceived a brief an­swer to her ap­peal from Mr. Carter. In it he poin­ted out that the Young Ad­ven­tur­ers had un­der­taken the work at their own risk, and had been fully warned of the dangers. If any­thing had happened to Tommy he re­gret­ted it deeply, but he could do noth­ing.

			This was cold com­fort. Some­how, without Tommy, all the sa­vour went out of the ad­ven­ture, and, for the first time, Tup­pence felt doubt­ful of suc­cess. While they had been to­geth­er she had nev­er ques­tioned it for a minute. Al­though she was ac­cus­tomed to take the lead, and to pride her­self on her quick-wit­ted­ness, in real­ity she had re­lied upon Tommy more than she real­ized at the time. There was some­thing so em­in­ently sober and clear­headed about him, his com­mon sense and sound­ness of vis­ion were so un­vary­ing, that without him Tup­pence felt much like a rud­der­less ship. It was curi­ous that Ju­li­us, who was un­doubtedly much cleverer than Tommy, did not give her the same feel­ing of sup­port. She had ac­cused Tommy of be­ing a pess­im­ist, and it is cer­tain that he al­ways saw the dis­ad­vant­ages and dif­fi­culties which she her­self was op­tim­ist­ic­ally giv­en to over­look­ing, but nev­er­the­less she had really re­lied a good deal on his judg­ment. He might be slow, but he was very sure.

			It seemed to the girl that, for the first time, she real­ized the sin­is­ter char­ac­ter of the mis­sion they had un­der­taken so light­heartedly. It had be­gun like a page of ro­mance. Now, shorn of its glam­our, it seemed to be turn­ing to grim real­ity. Tommy—that was all that mattered. Many times in the day Tup­pence blinked the tears out of her eyes res­ol­utely. “Little fool,” she would apo­stroph­ize her­self, “don’t sniv­el. Of course you’re fond of him. You’ve known him all your life. But there’s no need to be sen­ti­ment­al about it.”

			In the mean­time, noth­ing more was seen of Bor­is. He did not come to the flat, and Ju­li­us and the car waited in vain. Tup­pence gave her­self over to new med­it­a­tions. Whilst ad­mit­ting the truth of Ju­li­us’s ob­jec­tions, she had nev­er­the­less not en­tirely re­lin­quished the idea of ap­peal­ing to Sir James Peel Edger­ton. In­deed, she had gone so far as to look up his ad­dress in the Red Book. Had he meant to warn her that day? If so, why? Surely she was at least en­titled to de­mand an ex­plan­a­tion. He had looked at her so kindly. Per­haps he might tell them some­thing con­cern­ing Mrs. Van­demey­er which might lead to a clue to Tommy’s where­abouts.

			Any­way, Tup­pence de­cided, with her usu­al shake of the shoulders, it was worth try­ing, and try it she would. Sunday was her af­ter­noon out. She would meet Ju­li­us, per­suade him to her point of view, and they would beard the li­on in his den.

			When the day ar­rived Ju­li­us needed a con­sid­er­able amount of per­suad­ing, but Tup­pence held firm. “It can do no harm,” was what she al­ways came back to. In the end Ju­li­us gave in, and they pro­ceeded in the car to Carlton House Ter­race.

			The door was opened by an ir­re­proach­able but­ler. Tup­pence felt a little nervous. After all, per­haps it was co­lossal cheek on her part. She had de­cided not to ask if Sir James was “at home,” but to ad­opt a more per­son­al at­ti­tude.

			“Will you ask Sir James if I can see him for a few minutes? I have an im­port­ant mes­sage for him.”

			The but­ler re­tired, re­turn­ing a mo­ment or two later.

			“Sir James will see you. Will you step this way?”

			He ushered them in­to a room at the back of the house, fur­nished as a lib­rary. The col­lec­tion of books was a mag­ni­fi­cent one, and Tup­pence no­ticed that all one wall was de­voted to works on crime and crim­in­o­logy. There were sev­er­al deep-pad­ded leath­er arm­chairs, and an old-fash­ioned open hearth. In the win­dow was a big roll-top desk strewn with pa­pers at which the mas­ter of the house was sit­ting.

			He rose as they entered.

			“You have a mes­sage for me? Ah”—he re­cog­nized Tup­pence with a smile—“it’s you, is it? Brought a mes­sage from Mrs. Van­demey­er, I sup­pose?”

			“Not ex­actly,” said Tup­pence. “In fact, I’m afraid I only said that to be quite sure of get­ting in. Oh, by the way, this is Mr. Her­sheim­mer, Sir James Peel Edger­ton.”

			“Pleased to meet you,” said the Amer­ic­an, shoot­ing out a hand.

			“Won’t you both sit down?” asked Sir James. He drew for­ward two chairs.

			“Sir James,” said Tup­pence, plunging boldly, “I dare say you will think it is most aw­ful cheek of me com­ing here like this. Be­cause, of course, it’s noth­ing whatever to do with you, and then you’re a very im­port­ant per­son, and of course Tommy and I are very un­im­port­ant.” She paused for breath.

			“Tommy?” quer­ied Sir James, look­ing across at the Amer­ic­an.

			“No, that’s Ju­li­us,” ex­plained Tup­pence. “I’m rather nervous, and that makes me tell it badly. What I really want to know is what you meant by what you said to me the oth­er day? Did you mean to warn me against Mrs. Van­demey­er? You did, didn’t you?”

			“My dear young lady, as far as I re­col­lect I only men­tioned that there were equally good situ­ations to be ob­tained else­where.”

			“Yes, I know. But it was a hint, wasn’t it?”

			“Well, per­haps it was,” ad­mit­ted Sir James gravely.

			“Well, I want to know more. I want to know just why you gave me a hint.”

			Sir James smiled at her earn­est­ness.

			“Sup­pose the lady brings a li­bel ac­tion against me for de­fam­a­tion of char­ac­ter?”

			“Of course,” said Tup­pence. “I know law­yers are al­ways dread­fully care­ful. But can’t we say ‘without pre­ju­dice’ first, and then say just what we want to.”

			“Well,” said Sir James, still smil­ing, “without pre­ju­dice, then, if I had a young sis­ter forced to earn her liv­ing, I should not like to see her in Mrs. Van­demey­er’s ser­vice. I felt it in­cum­bent on me just to give you a hint. It is no place for a young and in­ex­per­i­enced girl. That is all I can tell you.”

			“I see,” said Tup­pence thought­fully. “Thank you very much. But I’m not really in­ex­per­i­enced, you know. I knew per­fectly that she was a bad lot when I went there—as a mat­ter of fact that’s why I went—” She broke off, see­ing some be­wil­der­ment on the law­yer’s face, and went on: “I think per­haps I’d bet­ter tell you the whole story, Sir James. I’ve a sort of feel­ing that you’d know in a minute if I didn’t tell the truth, and so you might as well know all about it from the be­gin­ning. What do you think, Ju­li­us?”

			“As you’re bent on it, I’d go right ahead with the facts,” replied the Amer­ic­an, who had so far sat in si­lence.

			“Yes, tell me all about it,” said Sir James. “I want to know who Tommy is.”

			Thus en­cour­aged Tup­pence plunged in­to her tale, and the law­yer listened with close at­ten­tion.

			“Very in­ter­est­ing,” he said, when she fin­ished. “A great deal of what you tell me, child, is already known to me. I’ve had cer­tain the­or­ies of my own about this Jane Finn. You’ve done ex­traordin­ar­ily well so far, but it’s rather too bad of—what do you know him as?—Mr. Carter to pitch­fork you two young things in­to an af­fair of this kind. By the way, where did Mr. Her­sheim­mer come in ori­gin­ally? You didn’t make that clear?”

			Ju­li­us answered for him­self.

			“I’m Jane’s first cous­in,” he ex­plained, re­turn­ing the law­yer’s keen gaze.

			“Ah!”

			“Oh, Sir James,” broke out Tup­pence, “what do you think has be­come of Tommy?”

			“H’m.” The law­yer rose, and paced slowly up and down. “When you ar­rived, young lady, I was just pack­ing up my traps. Go­ing to Scot­land by the night train for a few days’ fish­ing. But there are dif­fer­ent kinds of fish­ing. I’ve a good mind to stay, and see if we can’t get on the track of that young chap.”

			“Oh!” Tup­pence clasped her hands ec­stat­ic­ally.

			“All the same, as I said be­fore, it’s too bad of—of Carter to set you two ba­bies on a job like this. Now, don’t get of­fen­ded, Miss—er—”

			“Cow­ley. Prudence Cow­ley. But my friends call me Tup­pence.”

			“Well, Miss Tup­pence, then, as I’m cer­tainly go­ing to be a friend. Don’t be of­fen­ded be­cause I think you’re young. Youth is a fail­ing only too eas­ily out­grown. Now, about this young Tommy of yours—”

			“Yes.” Tup­pence clasped her hands.

			“Frankly, things look bad for him. He’s been but­ting in some­where where he wasn’t wanted. Not a doubt of it. But don’t give up hope.”

			“And you really will help us? There, Ju­li­us! He didn’t want me to come,” she ad­ded by way of ex­plan­a­tion.

			“H’m,” said the law­yer, fa­vour­ing Ju­li­us with an­oth­er keen glance. “And why was that?”

			“I reckoned it would be no good wor­ry­ing you with a petty little busi­ness like this.”

			“I see.” He paused a mo­ment. “This petty little busi­ness, as you call it, bears dir­ectly on a very big busi­ness, big­ger per­haps than either you or Miss Tup­pence know. If this boy is alive, he may have very valu­able in­form­a­tion to give us. There­fore, we must find him.”

			“Yes, but how?” cried Tup­pence. “I’ve tried to think of everything.”

			Sir James smiled.

			“And yet there’s one per­son quite near at hand who in all prob­ab­il­ity knows where he is, or at all events where he is likely to be.”

			“Who is that?” asked Tup­pence, puzzled.

			“Mrs. Van­demey­er.”

			“Yes, but she’d nev­er tell us.”

			“Ah, that is where I come in. I think it quite likely that I shall be able to make Mrs. Van­demey­er tell me what I want to know.”

			“How?” de­man­ded Tup­pence, open­ing her eyes very wide.

			“Oh, just by ask­ing her ques­tions,” replied Sir James eas­ily. “That’s the way we do it, you know.”

			He tapped with his fin­ger on the table, and Tup­pence felt again the in­tense power that ra­di­ated from the man.

			“And if she won’t tell?” asked Ju­li­us sud­denly.

			“I think she will. I have one or two power­ful levers. Still, in that un­likely event, there is al­ways the pos­sib­il­ity of bribery.”

			“Sure. And that’s where I come in!” cried Ju­li­us, bring­ing his fist down on the table with a bang. “You can count on me, if ne­ces­sary, for one mil­lion dol­lars. Yes, sir, one mil­lion dol­lars!”

			Sir James sat down and sub­jec­ted Ju­li­us to a long scru­tiny.

			“Mr. Her­sheim­mer,” he said at last, “that is a very large sum.”

			“I guess it’ll have to be. These aren’t the kind of folk to of­fer six­pence to.”

			“At the present rate of ex­change it amounts to con­sid­er­ably over two hun­dred and fifty thou­sand pounds.”

			“That’s so. Maybe you think I’m talk­ing through my hat, but I can de­liv­er the goods all right, with enough over to spare for your fee.”

			Sir James flushed slightly.

			“There is no ques­tion of a fee, Mr. Her­sheim­mer. I am not a private de­tect­ive.”

			“Sorry. I guess I was just a mite hasty, but I’ve been feel­ing bad about this money ques­tion. I wanted to of­fer a big re­ward for news of Jane some days ago, but your crus­ted in­sti­tu­tion of Scot­land Yard ad­vised me against it. Said it was un­desir­able.”

			“They were prob­ably right,” said Sir James dryly.

			“But it’s all OK about Ju­li­us,” put in Tup­pence. “He’s not pulling your leg. He’s got simply pots of money.”

			“The old man piled it up in style,” ex­plained Ju­li­us. “Now, let’s get down to it. What’s your idea?”

			Sir James con­sidered for a mo­ment or two.

			“There is no time to be lost. The soon­er we strike the bet­ter.” He turned to Tup­pence. “Is Mrs. Van­demey­er din­ing out to­night, do you know?”

			“Yes, I think so, but she will not be out late. Oth­er­wise, she would have taken the latch­key.”

			“Good. I will call upon her about ten o’clock. What time are you sup­posed to re­turn?”

			“About nine-thirty or ten, but I could go back earli­er.”

			“You must not do that on any ac­count. It might arouse sus­pi­cion if you did not stay out till the usu­al time. Be back by nine-thirty. I will ar­rive at ten. Mr. Her­sheim­mer will wait be­low in a taxi per­haps.”

			“He’s got a new Rolls-Royce car,” said Tup­pence with vi­cari­ous pride.

			“Even bet­ter. If I suc­ceed in ob­tain­ing the ad­dress from her, we can go there at once, tak­ing Mrs. Van­demey­er with us if ne­ces­sary. You un­der­stand?”

			“Yes.” Tup­pence rose to her feet with a skip of de­light. “Oh, I feel so much bet­ter!”

			“Don’t build on it too much, Miss Tup­pence. Go easy.”

			Ju­li­us turned to the law­yer.

			“Say, then. I’ll call for you in the car round about nine-thirty. Is that right?”

			“Per­haps that will be the best plan. It would be un­ne­ces­sary to have two cars wait­ing about. Now, Miss Tup­pence, my ad­vice to you is to go and have a good din­ner, a really good one, mind. And don’t think ahead more than you can help.”

			He shook hands with them both, and a mo­ment later they were out­side.

			“Isn’t he a duck?” in­quired Tup­pence ec­stat­ic­ally, as she skipped down the steps. “Oh, Ju­li­us, isn’t he just a duck?”

			“Well, I al­low he seems to be the goods all right. And I was wrong about its be­ing use­less to go to him. Say, shall we go right away back to the Ritz?”

			“I must walk a bit, I think. I feel so ex­cited. Drop me in the park, will you? Un­less you’d like to come too?”

			“I want to get some pet­rol,” he ex­plained. “And send off a cable or two.”

			“All right. I’ll meet you at the Ritz at sev­en. We’ll have to dine up­stairs. I can’t show my­self in these glad rags.”

			“Sure. I’ll get Fe­lix help me choose the menu. He’s some head waiter, that. So long.”

			Tup­pence walked briskly along to­wards the Ser­pent­ine, first glan­cing at her watch. It was nearly six o’clock. She re­membered that she had had no tea, but felt too ex­cited to be con­scious of hun­ger. She walked as far as Kens­ing­ton Gar­dens and then slowly re­traced her steps, feel­ing in­fin­itely bet­ter for the fresh air and ex­er­cise. It was not so easy to fol­low Sir James’s ad­vice, and put the pos­sible events of the even­ing out of her head. As she drew near­er and near­er to Hyde Park corner, the tempta­tion to re­turn to South Aud­ley Man­sions was al­most ir­res­ist­ible.

			At any rate, she de­cided, it would do no harm just to go and look at the build­ing. Per­haps, then, she could resign her­self to wait­ing pa­tiently for ten o’clock.

			South Aud­ley Man­sions looked ex­actly the same as usu­al. What Tup­pence had ex­pec­ted she hardly knew, but the sight of its red brick stolid­ity slightly as­suaged the grow­ing and en­tirely un­reas­on­able un­eas­i­ness that pos­sessed her. She was just turn­ing away when she heard a pier­cing whistle, and the faith­ful Al­bert came run­ning from the build­ing to join her.

			Tup­pence frowned. It was no part of the pro­gramme to have at­ten­tion called to her pres­ence in the neigh­bour­hood, but Al­bert was purple with sup­pressed ex­cite­ment.

			“I say, miss, she’s a-go­ing!”

			“Who’s go­ing?” de­man­ded Tup­pence sharply.

			“The crook. Ready Rita. Mrs. Van­demey­er. She’s a-pack­ing up, and she’s just sent down word for me to get her a taxi.”

			“What?” Tup­pence clutched his arm.

			“It’s the truth, miss. I thought maybe as you didn’t know about it.”

			“Al­bert,” cried Tup­pence, “you’re a brick. If it hadn’t been for you we’d have lost her.”

			Al­bert flushed with pleas­ure at this trib­ute.

			“There’s no time to lose,” said Tup­pence, cross­ing the road. “I’ve got to stop her. At all costs I must keep her here un­til—” She broke off. “Al­bert, there’s a tele­phone here, isn’t there?”

			The boy shook his head.

			“The flats mostly have their own, miss. But there’s a box just round the corner.”

			“Go to it then, at once, and ring up the Ritz Hotel. Ask for Mr. Her­sheim­mer, and when you get him tell him to get Sir James and come on at once, as Mrs. Van­demey­er is try­ing to hook it. If you can’t get him, ring up Sir James Peel Edger­ton, you’ll find his num­ber in the book, and tell him what’s hap­pen­ing. You won’t for­get the names, will you?”

			Al­bert re­peated them glibly. “You trust to me, miss, it’ll be all right. But what about you? Aren’t you afraid to trust your­self with her?”

			“No, no, that’s all right. But go and tele­phone. Be quick.”

			Draw­ing a long breath, Tup­pence entered the Man­sions and ran up to the door of No. 20. How she was to de­tain Mrs. Van­demey­er un­til the two men ar­rived, she did not know, but some­how or oth­er it had to be done, and she must ac­com­plish the task single-handed. What had oc­ca­sioned this pre­cip­it­ate de­par­ture? Did Mrs. Van­demey­er sus­pect her?

			Spec­u­la­tions were idle. Tup­pence pressed the bell firmly. She might learn some­thing from the cook.

			Noth­ing happened and, after wait­ing some minutes, Tup­pence pressed the bell again, keep­ing her fin­ger on the but­ton for some little while. At last she heard foot­steps in­side, and a mo­ment later Mrs. Van­demey­er her­self opened the door. She lif­ted her eye­brows at the sight of the girl.

			“You?”

			“I had a touch of toothache, ma’am,” said Tup­pence glibly. “So thought it bet­ter to come home and have a quiet even­ing.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er said noth­ing, but she drew back and let Tup­pence pass in­to the hall.

			“How un­for­tu­nate for you,” she said coldly. “You had bet­ter go to bed.”

			“Oh, I shall be all right in the kit­chen, ma’am. Cook will—”

			“Cook is out,” said Mrs. Van­demey­er, in a rather dis­agree­able tone. “I sent her out. So you see you had bet­ter go to bed.”

			Sud­denly Tup­pence felt afraid. There was a ring in Mrs. Van­demey­er’s voice that she did not like at all. Also, the oth­er wo­man was slowly edging her up the pas­sage. Tup­pence turned at bay.

			“I don’t want—”

			Then, in a flash, a rim of cold steel touched her temple, and Mrs. Van­demey­er’s voice rose cold and men­acing:

			“You damned little fool! Do you think I don’t know? No, don’t an­swer. If you struggle or cry out, I’ll shoot you like a dog.”

			The rim of steel pressed a little harder against the girl’s temple.

			“Now then, march,” went on Mrs. Van­demey­er. “This way—in­to my room. In a minute, when I’ve done with you, you’ll go to bed as I told you to. And you’ll sleep—oh yes, my little spy, you’ll sleep all right!”

			There was a sort of hideous gen­i­al­ity in the last words which Tup­pence did not at all like. For the mo­ment there was noth­ing to be done, and she walked obed­i­ently in­to Mrs. Van­demey­er’s bed­room. The pis­tol nev­er left her fore­head. The room was in a state of wild dis­order, clothes were flung about right and left, a suit­case and a hat box, half-packed, stood in the middle of the floor.

			Tup­pence pulled her­self to­geth­er with an ef­fort. Her voice shook a little, but she spoke out bravely.

			“Come now,” she said. “This is non­sense. You can’t shoot me. Why, every­one in the build­ing would hear the re­port.”

			“I’d risk that,” said Mrs. Van­demey­er cheer­fully. “But, as long as you don’t sing out for help, you’re all right—and I don’t think you will. You’re a clev­er girl. You de­ceived me all right. I hadn’t a sus­pi­cion of you! So I’ve no doubt that you un­der­stand per­fectly well that this is where I’m on top and you’re un­der­neath. Now then—sit on the bed. Put your hands above your head, and if you value your life don’t move them.”

			Tup­pence obeyed pass­ively. Her good sense told her that there was noth­ing else to do but ac­cept the situ­ation. If she shrieked for help there was very little chance of any­one hear­ing her, where­as there was prob­ably quite a good chance of Mrs. Van­demey­er’s shoot­ing her. In the mean­time, every minute of delay gained was valu­able.

			Mrs. Van­demey­er laid down the re­volver on the edge of the wash­stand with­in reach of her hand, and, still eye­ing Tup­pence like a lynx in case the girl should at­tempt to move, she took a little stoppered bottle from its place on the marble and poured some of its con­tents in­to a glass which she filled up with wa­ter.

			“What’s that?” asked Tup­pence sharply.

			“Some­thing to make you sleep soundly.”

			Tup­pence paled a little.

			“Are you go­ing to pois­on me?” she asked in a whis­per.

			“Per­haps,” said Mrs. Van­demey­er, smil­ing agree­ably.

			“Then I shan’t drink it,” said Tup­pence firmly. “I’d much rather be shot. At any rate that would make a row, and someone might hear it. But I won’t be killed off quietly like a lamb.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er stamped her foot.

			“Don’t be a little fool! Do you really think I want a hue and cry for murder out after me? If you’ve any sense at all, you’ll real­ize that pois­on­ing you wouldn’t suit my book at all. It’s a sleep­ing draught, that’s all. You’ll wake up to­mor­row morn­ing none the worse. I simply don’t want the both­er of ty­ing you up and gag­ging you. That’s the al­tern­at­ive—and you won’t like it, I can tell you! I can be very rough if I choose. So drink this down like a good girl, and you’ll be none the worse for it.”

			In her heart of hearts Tup­pence be­lieved her. The ar­gu­ments she had ad­duced rang true. It was a simple and ef­fect­ive meth­od of get­ting her out of the way for the time be­ing. Nev­er­the­less, the girl did not take kindly to the idea of be­ing tamely put to sleep without as much as one bid for free­dom. She felt that once Mrs. Van­demey­er gave them the slip, the last hope of find­ing Tommy would be gone.

			Tup­pence was quick in her men­tal pro­cesses. All these re­flec­tions passed through her mind in a flash, and she saw where a chance, a very prob­lem­at­ic­al chance, lay, and she de­term­ined to risk all in one su­preme ef­fort.

			Ac­cord­ingly, she lurched sud­denly off the bed and fell on her knees be­fore Mrs. Van­demey­er, clutch­ing her skirts frantic­ally.

			“I don’t be­lieve it,” she moaned. “It’s pois­on—I know it’s pois­on. Oh, don’t make me drink it”—her voice rose to a shriek—“don’t make me drink it!”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er, glass in hand, looked down with a curl­ing lip at this sud­den col­lapse.

			“Get up, you little idi­ot! Don’t go on driv­el­ling there. How you ever had the nerve to play your part as you did I can’t think.” She stamped her foot. “Get up, I say.”

			But Tup­pence con­tin­ued to cling and sob, in­ter­ject­ing her sobs with in­co­her­ent ap­peals for mercy. Every minute gained was to the good. Moreover, as she grov­elled, she moved im­per­cept­ibly near­er to her ob­ject­ive.

			Mrs. Van­demey­er gave a sharp im­pa­tient ex­clam­a­tion, and jerked the girl to her knees.

			“Drink it at once!” Im­per­i­ously she pressed the glass to the girl’s lips.

			Tup­pence gave one last des­pair­ing moan.

			“You swear it won’t hurt me?” she tem­por­ized.

			“Of course it won’t hurt you. Don’t be a fool.”

			“Will you swear it?”

			“Yes, yes,” said the oth­er im­pa­tiently. “I swear it.”

			Tup­pence raised a trem­bling left hand to the glass.

			“Very well.” Her mouth opened meekly.

			Mrs. Van­demey­er gave a sigh of re­lief, off her guard for the mo­ment. Then, quick as a flash, Tup­pence jerked the glass up­ward as hard as she could. The flu­id in it splashed in­to Mrs. Van­demey­er’s face, and dur­ing her mo­ment­ary gasp, Tup­pence’s right hand shot out and grasped the re­volver where it lay on the edge of the wash­stand. The next mo­ment she had sprung back a pace, and the re­volver poin­ted straight at Mrs. Van­demey­er’s heart, with no un­stead­i­ness in the hand that held it.

			In the mo­ment of vic­tory, Tup­pence be­trayed a some­what un­sports­man­like tri­umph.

			“Now who’s on top and who’s un­der­neath?” she crowed.

			The oth­er’s face was con­vulsed with rage. For a minute Tup­pence thought she was go­ing to spring upon her, which would have placed the girl in an un­pleas­ant di­lemma, since she meant to draw the line at ac­tu­ally let­ting off the re­volver. How­ever, with an ef­fort Mrs. Van­demey­er con­trolled her­self, and at last a slow evil smile crept over her face.

			“Not a fool, then, after all! You did that well, girl. But you shall pay for it—oh, yes, you shall pay for it! I have a long memory!”

			“I’m sur­prised you should have been gulled so eas­ily,” said Tup­pence scorn­fully. “Did you really think I was the kind of girl to roll about on the floor and whine for mercy?”

			“You may do—some day!” said the oth­er sig­ni­fic­antly.

			The cold ma­lig­nity of her man­ner sent an un­pleas­ant chill down Tup­pence’s spine, but she was not go­ing to give in to it.

			“Sup­pos­ing we sit down,” she said pleas­antly. “Our present at­ti­tude is a little me­lo­dra­mat­ic. No—not on the bed. Draw a chair up to the table, that’s right. Now I’ll sit op­pos­ite you with the re­volver in front of me—just in case of ac­ci­dents. Splen­did. Now, let’s talk.”

			“What about?” said Mrs. Van­demey­er sul­lenly.

			Tup­pence eyed her thought­fully for a minute. She was re­mem­ber­ing sev­er­al things. Bor­is’s words, “I be­lieve you would sell—us!” and her an­swer, “The price would have to be enorm­ous,” giv­en lightly, it was true, yet might not there be a sub­strat­um of truth in it? Long ago, had not Whit­ting­ton asked: “Who’s been blab­bing? Rita?” Would Rita Van­demey­er prove to be the weak spot in the ar­mour of Mr. Brown?

			Keep­ing her eyes fixed stead­ily on the oth­er’s face, Tup­pence replied quietly:

			“Money—”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er star­ted. Clearly, the reply was un­ex­pec­ted.

			“What do you mean?”

			“I’ll tell you. You said just now that you had a long memory. A long memory isn’t half as use­ful as a long purse! I dare say it re­lieves your feel­ings a good deal to plan out all sorts of dread­ful things to do to me, but is that prac­tic­al? Re­venge is very un­sat­is­fact­ory. Every­one al­ways says so. But money”—Tup­pence warmed to her pet creed—“well, there’s noth­ing un­sat­is­fact­ory about money, is there?”

			“Do you think,” said Mrs. Van­demey­er scorn­fully, “that I am the kind of wo­man to sell my friends?”

			“Yes,” said Tup­pence promptly. “If the price was big enough.”

			“A paltry hun­dred pounds or so!”

			“No,” said Tup­pence. “I should sug­gest—a hun­dred thou­sand!”

			Her eco­nom­ic­al spir­it did not per­mit her to men­tion the whole mil­lion dol­lars sug­ges­ted by Ju­li­us.

			A flush crept over Mrs. Van­demey­er’s face.

			“What did you say?” she asked, her fin­gers play­ing nervously with a brooch on her breast. In that mo­ment Tup­pence knew that the fish was hooked, and for the first time she felt a hor­ror of her own money-lov­ing spir­it. It gave her a dread­ful sense of kin­ship to the wo­man front­ing her.

			“A hun­dred thou­sand pounds,” re­peated Tup­pence.

			The light died out of Mrs. Van­demey­er’s eyes. She leaned back in her chair.

			“Bah!” she said. “You haven’t got it.”

			“No,” ad­mit­ted Tup­pence, “I haven’t—but I know someone who has.”

			“Who?”

			“A friend of mine.”

			“Must be a mil­lion­aire,” re­marked Mrs. Van­demey­er un­be­liev­ingly.

			“As a mat­ter of fact he is. He’s an Amer­ic­an. He’ll pay you that without a mur­mur. You can take it from me that it’s a per­fectly genu­ine pro­pos­i­tion.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er sat up again.

			“I’m in­clined to be­lieve you,” she said slowly.

			There was si­lence between them for some time, then Mrs. Van­demey­er looked up.

			“What does he want to know, this friend of yours?”

			Tup­pence went through a mo­ment­ary struggle, but it was Ju­li­us’s money, and his in­terests must come first.

			“He wants to know where Jane Finn is,” she said boldly.

			Mrs. Van­demey­er showed no sur­prise.

			“I’m not sure where she is at the present mo­ment,” she replied.

			“But you could find out?”

			“Oh, yes,” re­turned Mrs. Van­demey­er care­lessly. “There would be no dif­fi­culty about that.”

			“Then”—Tup­pence’s voice shook a little—“there’s a boy, a friend of mine. I’m afraid some­thing’s happened to him, through your pal Bor­is.”

			“What’s his name?”

			“Tommy Beres­ford.”

			“Nev­er heard of him. But I’ll ask Bor­is. He’ll tell me any­thing he knows.”

			“Thank you.” Tup­pence felt a ter­rif­ic rise in her spir­its. It im­pelled her to more au­da­cious ef­forts. “There’s one thing more.”

			“Well?”

			Tup­pence leaned for­ward and lowered her voice.

			“Who is Mr. Brown?”

			Her quick eyes saw the sud­den pal­ing of the beau­ti­ful face. With an ef­fort Mrs. Van­demey­er pulled her­self to­geth­er and tried to re­sume her former man­ner. But the at­tempt was a mere par­ody.

			She shrugged her shoulders.

			“You can’t have learnt much about us if you don’t know that nobody knows who Mr. Brown is. …”

			“You do,” said Tup­pence quietly.

			Again the col­our deser­ted the oth­er’s face.

			“What makes you think that?”

			“I don’t know,” said the girl truth­fully. “But I’m sure.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er stared in front of her for a long time.

			“Yes,” she said hoarsely, at last, “I know. I was beau­ti­ful, you see—very beau­ti­ful—”

			“You are still,” said Tup­pence with ad­mir­a­tion.

			Mrs. Van­demey­er shook her head. There was a strange gleam in her elec­tric-blue eyes.

			“Not beau­ti­ful enough,” she said in a soft dan­ger­ous voice. “Not—beau­ti­ful—enough! And some­times, lately, I’ve been afraid. … It’s dan­ger­ous to know too much!” She leaned for­ward across the table. “Swear that my name shan’t be brought in­to it—that no one shall ever know.”

			“I swear it. And, once’s he caught, you’ll be out of danger.”

			A ter­ri­fied look swept across Mrs. Van­demey­er’s face.

			“Shall I? Shall I ever be?” She clutched Tup­pence’s arm. “You’re sure about the money?”

			“Quite sure.”

			“When shall I have it? There must be no delay.”

			“This friend of mine will be here presently. He may have to send cables, or some­thing like that. But there won’t be any delay—he’s a ter­rif­ic hust­ler.”

			A res­ol­ute look settled on Mrs. Van­demey­er’s face.

			“I’ll do it. It’s a great sum of money, and be­sides”—she gave a curi­ous smile—“it is not—wise to throw over a wo­man like me!”

			For a mo­ment or two, she re­mained smil­ing, and lightly tap­ping her fin­gers on the table. Sud­denly she star­ted, and her face blanched.

			“What was that?”

			“I heard noth­ing.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er gazed round her fear­fully.

			“If there should be someone listen­ing—”

			“Non­sense. Who could there be?”

			“Even the walls might have ears,” whispered the oth­er. “I tell you I’m frightened. You don’t know him!”

			“Think of the hun­dred thou­sand pounds,” said Tup­pence sooth­ingly.

			Mrs. Van­demey­er passed her tongue over her dried lips.

			“You don’t know him,” she re­it­er­ated hoarsely. “He’s—ah!”

			With a shriek of ter­ror she sprang to her feet. Her out­stretched hand poin­ted over Tup­pence’s head. Then she swayed to the ground in a dead faint.

			Tup­pence looked round to see what had startled her.

			In the door­way were Sir James Peel Edger­ton and Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				The Vi­gil

			
			Sir James brushed past Ju­li­us and hur­riedly bent over the fallen wo­man.

			“Heart,” he said sharply. “See­ing us so sud­denly must have giv­en her a shock. Brandy—and quickly, or she’ll slip through our fin­gers.”

			Ju­li­us hur­ried to the wash­stand.

			“Not there,” said Tup­pence over her shoulder. “In the tan­talus in the din­ing-room. Second door down the pas­sage.”

			Between them Sir James and Tup­pence lif­ted Mrs. Van­demey­er and car­ried her to the bed. There they dashed wa­ter on her face, but with no res­ult. The law­yer fingered her pulse.

			“Touch and go,” he muttered. “I wish that young fel­low would hurry up with the brandy.”

			At that mo­ment Ju­li­us re-entered the room, car­ry­ing a glass half full of the spir­it which he handed to Sir James. While Tup­pence lif­ted her head the law­yer tried to force a little of the spir­it between her closed lips. Fi­nally the wo­man opened her eyes feebly. Tup­pence held the glass to her lips.

			“Drink this.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er com­plied. The brandy brought the col­our back to her white cheeks, and re­vived her in a mar­vel­lous fash­ion. She tried to sit up—then fell back with a groan, her hand to her side.

			“It’s my heart,” she whispered. “I mustn’t talk.”

			She lay back with closed eyes.

			Sir James kept his fin­ger on her wrist a minute longer, then with­drew it with a nod.

			“She’ll do now.”

			All three moved away, and stood to­geth­er talk­ing in low voices. One and all were con­scious of a cer­tain feel­ing of an­ti­cli­max. Clearly any scheme for cross-ques­tion­ing the lady was out of the ques­tion for the mo­ment. For the time be­ing they were baffled, and could do noth­ing.

			Tup­pence re­lated how Mrs. Van­demey­er had de­clared her­self will­ing to dis­close the iden­tity of Mr. Brown, and how she had con­sen­ted to dis­cov­er and re­veal to them the where­abouts of Jane Finn. Ju­li­us was con­grat­u­lat­ory.

			“That’s all right, Miss Tup­pence. Splen­did! I guess that hun­dred thou­sand pounds will look just as good in the morn­ing to the lady as it did over night. There’s noth­ing to worry over. She won’t speak without the cash any­way, you bet!”

			There was cer­tainly a good deal of com­mon sense in this, and Tup­pence felt a little com­for­ted.

			“What you say is true,” said Sir James med­it­at­ively. “I must con­fess, how­ever, that I can­not help wish­ing we had not in­ter­rup­ted at the minute we did. Still, it can­not be helped, it is only a mat­ter of wait­ing un­til the morn­ing.”

			He looked across at the in­ert fig­ure on the bed. Mrs. Van­demey­er lay per­fectly pass­ive with closed eyes. He shook his head.

			“Well,” said Tup­pence, with an at­tempt at cheer­ful­ness, “we must wait un­til the morn­ing, that’s all. But I don’t think we ought to leave the flat.”

			“What about leav­ing that bright boy of yours on guard?”

			“Al­bert? And sup­pose she came round again and hooked it. Al­bert couldn’t stop her.”

			“I guess she won’t want to make tracks away from the dol­lars.”

			“She might. She seemed very frightened of ‘Mr. Brown.’ ”

			“What? Real plumb scared of him?”

			“Yes. She looked round and said even walls had ears.”

			“Maybe she meant a dicta­phone,” said Ju­li­us with in­terest.

			“Miss Tup­pence is right,” said Sir James quietly. “We must not leave the flat—if only for Mrs. Van­demey­er’s sake.”

			Ju­li­us stared at him.

			“You think he’d get after her? Between now and to­mor­row morn­ing. How could he know, even?”

			“You for­get your own sug­ges­tion of a dicta­phone,” said Sir James dryly. “We have a very for­mid­able ad­versary. I be­lieve, if we ex­er­cise all due care, that there is a very good chance of his be­ing de­livered in­to our hands. But we must neg­lect no pre­cau­tion. We have an im­port­ant wit­ness, but she must be safe­guarded. I would sug­gest that Miss Tup­pence should go to bed, and that you and I, Mr. Her­sheim­mer, should share the vi­gil.”

			Tup­pence was about to protest, but hap­pen­ing to glance at the bed she saw Mrs. Van­demey­er, her eyes half-open, with such an ex­pres­sion of mingled fear and malevol­ence on her face that it quite froze the words on her lips.

			For a mo­ment she wondered wheth­er the faint and the heart at­tack had been a gi­gant­ic sham, but re­mem­ber­ing the deadly pal­lor she could hardly cred­it the sup­pos­i­tion. As she looked the ex­pres­sion dis­ap­peared as by ma­gic, and Mrs. Van­demey­er lay in­ert and mo­tion­less as be­fore. For a mo­ment the girl fan­cied she must have dreamt it. But she de­term­ined nev­er­the­less to be on the alert.

			“Well,” said Ju­li­us, “I guess we’d bet­ter make a move out of here any­way.”

			The oth­ers fell in with his sug­ges­tion. Sir James again felt Mrs. Van­demey­er’s pulse.

			“Per­fectly sat­is­fact­ory,” he said in a low voice to Tup­pence. “She’ll be ab­so­lutely all right after a night’s rest.”

			The girl hes­it­ated a mo­ment by the bed. The in­tens­ity of the ex­pres­sion she had sur­prised had im­pressed her power­fully. Mrs. Van­demey­er lif­ted her lids. She seemed to be strug­gling to speak. Tup­pence bent over her.

			“Don’t—leave—” she seemed un­able to pro­ceed, mur­mur­ing some­thing that soun­ded like “sleepy.” Then she tried again.

			Tup­pence bent lower still. It was only a breath.

			“Mr.—Brown—” The voice stopped.

			But the half-closed eyes seemed still to send an ag­on­ized mes­sage.

			Moved by a sud­den im­pulse, the girl said quickly:

			“I shan’t leave the flat. I shall sit up all night.”

			A flash of re­lief showed be­fore the lids des­cen­ded once more. Ap­par­ently Mrs. Van­demey­er slept. But her words had awakened a new un­eas­i­ness in Tup­pence. What had she meant by that low mur­mur: “Mr. Brown?” Tup­pence caught her­self nervously look­ing over her shoulder. The big ward­robe loomed up in a sin­is­ter fash­ion be­fore her eyes. Plenty of room for a man to hide in that. … Half-ashamed of her­self, Tup­pence pulled it open and looked in­side. No one—of course! She stooped down and looked un­der the bed. There was no oth­er pos­sible hid­ing-place.

			Tup­pence gave her fa­mil­i­ar shake of the shoulders. It was ab­surd, this giv­ing way to nerves! Slowly she went out of the room. Ju­li­us and Sir James were talk­ing in a low voice. Sir James turned to her.

			“Lock the door on the out­side, please, Miss Tup­pence, and take out the key. There must be no chance of any­one en­ter­ing that room.”

			The grav­ity of his man­ner im­pressed them, and Tup­pence felt less ashamed of her at­tack of “nerves.”

			“Say,” re­marked Ju­li­us sud­denly, “there’s Tup­pence’s bright boy. I guess I’d bet­ter go down and ease his young mind. That’s some lad, Tup­pence.”

			“How did you get in, by the way?” asked Tup­pence sud­denly. “I for­got to ask.”

			“Well, Al­bert got me on the phone all right. I ran round for Sir James here, and we came right on. The boy was on the look out for us, and was just a mite wor­ried about what might have happened to you. He’d been listen­ing out­side the door of the flat, but couldn’t hear any­thing. Any­how he sug­ges­ted send­ing us up in the coal lift in­stead of ringing the bell. And sure enough we landed in the scull­ery and came right along to find you. Al­bert’s still be­low, and must be just hop­ping mad by this time.” With which Ju­li­us de­par­ted ab­ruptly.

			“Now then, Miss Tup­pence,” said Sir James, “you know this place bet­ter than I do. Where do you sug­gest we should take up our quar­ters?”

			Tup­pence con­sidered for a mo­ment or two.

			“I think Mrs. Van­demey­er’s bou­doir would be the most com­fort­able,” she said at last, and led the way there.

			Sir James looked round ap­prov­ingly.

			“This will do very well, and now, my dear young lady, do go to bed and get some sleep.”

			Tup­pence shook her head res­ol­utely.

			“I couldn’t, thank you, Sir James. I should dream of Mr. Brown all night!”

			“But you’ll be so tired, child.”

			“No, I shan’t. I’d rather stay up—really.”

			The law­yer gave in.

			Ju­li­us re­appeared some minutes later, hav­ing re­as­sured Al­bert and re­war­ded him lav­ishly for his ser­vices. Hav­ing in his turn failed to per­suade Tup­pence to go to bed, he said de­cis­ively:

			“At any rate, you’ve got to have some­thing to eat right away. Where’s the lar­der?”

			Tup­pence dir­ec­ted him, and he re­turned in a few minutes with a cold pie and three plates.

			After a hearty meal, the girl felt in­clined to pooh-pooh her fan­cies of half an hour be­fore. The power of the money bribe could not fail.

			“And now, Miss Tup­pence,” said Sir James, “we want to hear your ad­ven­tures.”

			“That’s so,” agreed Ju­li­us.

			Tup­pence nar­rated her ad­ven­tures with some com­pla­cence. Ju­li­us oc­ca­sion­ally in­ter­jec­ted an ad­mir­ing “Bully.” Sir James said noth­ing un­til she had fin­ished, when his quiet “well done, Miss Tup­pence,” made her flush with pleas­ure.

			“There’s one thing I don’t get clearly,” said Ju­li­us. “What put her up to clear­ing out?”

			“I don’t know,” con­fessed Tup­pence.

			Sir James stroked his chin thought­fully.

			“The room was in great dis­order. That looks as though her flight was un­pre­med­it­ated. Al­most as though she got a sud­den warn­ing to go from someone.”

			“Mr. Brown, I sup­pose,” said Ju­li­us scoff­ingly.

			The law­yer looked at him de­lib­er­ately for a minute or two.

			“Why not?” he said. “Re­mem­ber, you your­self have once been worsted by him.”

			Ju­li­us flushed with vex­a­tion.

			“I feel just mad when I think of how I handed out Jane’s pho­to­graph to him like a lamb. Gee, if I ever lay hands on it again, I’ll freeze on to it like—like hell!”

			“That con­tin­gency is likely to be a re­mote one,” said the oth­er dryly.

			“I guess you’re right,” said Ju­li­us frankly. “And, in any case, it’s the ori­gin­al I’m out after. Where do you think she can be, Sir James?”

			The law­yer shook his head.

			“Im­possible to say. But I’ve a very good idea where she has been.”

			“You have? Where?”

			Sir James smiled.

			“At the scene of your noc­turn­al ad­ven­tures, the Bournemouth nurs­ing home.”

			“There? Im­possible. I asked.”

			“No, my dear sir, you asked if any­one of the name of Jane Finn had been there. Now, if the girl had been placed there it would al­most cer­tainly be un­der an as­sumed name.”

			“Bully for you,” cried Ju­li­us. “I nev­er thought of that!”

			“It was fairly ob­vi­ous,” said the oth­er.

			“Per­haps the doc­tor’s in it too,” sug­ges­ted Tup­pence.

			Ju­li­us shook his head.

			“I don’t think so. I took to him at once. No, I’m pretty sure Dr. Hall’s all right.”

			“Hall, did you say?” asked Sir James. “That is curi­ous—really very curi­ous.”

			“Why?” de­man­ded Tup­pence.

			“Be­cause I happened to meet him this morn­ing. I’ve known him slightly on and off for some years, and this morn­ing I ran across him in the street. Stay­ing at the Métro­pole, he told me.” He turned to Ju­li­us. “Didn’t he tell you he was com­ing up to town?”

			Ju­li­us shook his head.

			“Curi­ous,” mused Sir James. “You did not men­tion his name this af­ter­noon, or I would have sug­ges­ted your go­ing to him for fur­ther in­form­a­tion with my card as in­tro­duc­tion.”

			“I guess I’m a mutt,” said Ju­li­us with un­usu­al hu­mil­ity. “I ought to have thought of the false name stunt.”

			“How could you think of any­thing after fall­ing out of that tree?” cried Tup­pence. “I’m sure any­one else would have been killed right off.”

			“Well, I guess it doesn’t mat­ter now, any­way,” said Ju­li­us. “We’ve got Mrs. Van­demey­er on a string, and that’s all we need.”

			“Yes,” said Tup­pence, but there was a lack of as­sur­ance in her voice.

			A si­lence settled down over the party. Little by little the ma­gic of the night began to gain a hold on them. There were sud­den creaks of the fur­niture, im­per­cept­ible rust­lings in the cur­tains. Sud­denly Tup­pence sprang up with a cry.

			“I can’t help it. I know Mr. Brown’s some­where in the flat! I can feel him.”

			“Sure, Tup­pence, how could he be? This door’s open in­to the hall. No one could have come in by the front door without our see­ing and hear­ing him.”

			“I can’t help it. I feel he’s here!”

			She looked ap­peal­ingly at Sir James, who replied gravely:

			“With due de­fer­ence to your feel­ings, Miss Tup­pence (and mine as well for that mat­ter), I do not see how it is hu­manly pos­sible for any­one to be in the flat without our know­ledge.”

			The girl was a little com­for­ted by his words.

			“Sit­ting up at night is al­ways rather jumpy,” she con­fessed.

			“Yes,” said Sir James. “We are in the con­di­tion of people hold­ing a séance. Per­haps if a me­di­um were present we might get some mar­vel­lous res­ults.”

			“Do you be­lieve in spir­itu­al­ism?” asked Tup­pence, open­ing her eyes wide.

			The law­yer shrugged his shoulders.

			“There is some truth in it, without a doubt. But most of the testi­mony would not pass muster in the wit­ness-box.”

			The hours drew on. With the first faint glim­mer­ings of dawn, Sir James drew aside the cur­tains. They be­held, what few Lon­don­ers see, the slow rising of the sun over the sleep­ing city. Some­how, with the com­ing of the light, the dreads and fan­cies of the past night seemed ab­surd. Tup­pence’s spir­its re­vived to the nor­mal.

			“Hoo­ray!” she said. “It’s go­ing to be a gor­geous day. And we shall find Tommy. And Jane Finn. And everything will be lovely. I shall ask Mr. Carter if I can’t be made a Dame!”

			At sev­en o’clock Tup­pence vo­lun­teered to go and make some tea. She re­turned with a tray, con­tain­ing the teapot and four cups.

			“Who’s the oth­er cup for?” in­quired Ju­li­us.

			“The pris­on­er, of course. I sup­pose we might call her that?”

			“Tak­ing her tea seems a kind of an­ti­cli­max to last night,” said Ju­li­us thought­fully.

			“Yes, it does,” ad­mit­ted Tup­pence. “But, any­way, here goes. Per­haps you’d both come, too, in case she springs on me, or any­thing. You see, we don’t know what mood she’ll wake up in.”

			Sir James and Ju­li­us ac­com­pan­ied her to the door.

			“Where’s the key? Oh, of course, I’ve got it my­self.”

			She put it in the lock, and turned it, then paused.

			“Sup­pos­ing, after all, she’s es­caped?” she mur­mured in a whis­per.

			“Plumb im­possible,” replied Ju­li­us re­as­sur­ingly.

			But Sir James said noth­ing.

			Tup­pence drew a long breath and entered. She heaved a sigh of re­lief as she saw that Mrs. Van­demey­er was ly­ing on the bed.

			“Good morn­ing,” she re­marked cheer­fully. “I’ve brought you some tea.”

			Mrs. Van­demey­er did not reply. Tup­pence put down the cup on the table by the bed and went across to draw up the blinds. When she turned, Mrs. Van­demey­er still lay without a move­ment. With a sud­den fear clutch­ing at her heart, Tup­pence ran to the bed. The hand she lif­ted was cold as ice. … Mrs. Van­demey­er would nev­er speak now. …

			Her cry brought the oth­ers. A very few minutes suf­ficed. Mrs. Van­demey­er was dead—must have been dead some hours. She had evid­ently died in her sleep.

			“If that isn’t the cruellest luck,” cried Ju­li­us in des­pair.

			The law­yer was calmer, but there was a curi­ous gleam in his eyes.

			“If it is luck,” he replied.

			“You don’t think—but, say, that’s plumb im­possible—no one could have got in.”

			“No,” ad­mit­ted the law­yer. “I don’t see how they could. And yet—she is on the point of be­tray­ing Mr. Brown, and—she dies. Is it only chance?”

			“But how—”

			“Yes, how! That is what we must find out.” He stood there si­lently, gently strok­ing his chin. “We must find out,” he said quietly, and Tup­pence felt that if she was Mr. Brown she would not like the tone of those simple words.

			Ju­li­us’s glance went to the win­dow.

			“The win­dow’s open,” he re­marked. “Do you think—”

			Tup­pence shook her head.

			“The bal­cony only goes along as far as the bou­doir. We were there.”

			“He might have slipped out—” sug­ges­ted Ju­li­us.

			But Sir James in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“Mr. Brown’s meth­ods are not so crude. In the mean­time we must send for a doc­tor, but be­fore we do so, is there any­thing in this room that might be of value to us?”

			Hast­ily, the three searched. A charred mass in the grate in­dic­ated that Mrs. Van­demey­er had been burn­ing pa­pers on the eve of her flight. Noth­ing of im­port­ance re­mained, though they searched the oth­er rooms as well.

			“There’s that,” said Tup­pence sud­denly, point­ing to a small, old-fash­ioned safe let in­to the wall. “It’s for jew­ellery, I be­lieve, but there might be some­thing else in it.”

			The key was in the lock, and Ju­li­us swung open the door, and searched in­side. He was some time over the task.

			“Well,” said Tup­pence im­pa­tiently.

			There was a pause be­fore Ju­li­us answered, then he with­drew his head and shut to the door.

			“Noth­ing,” he said.

			In five minutes a brisk young doc­tor ar­rived, hast­ily summoned. He was de­fer­en­tial to Sir James, whom he re­cog­nized.

			“Heart fail­ure, or pos­sibly an over­dose of some sleep­ing-draught.” He sniffed. “Rather an odour of chlor­al in the air.”

			Tup­pence re­membered the glass she had up­set. A new thought drove her to the wash­stand. She found the little bottle from which Mrs. Van­demey­er had poured a few drops.

			It had been three parts full. Now—it was empty.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				A Con­sulta­tion

			
			Noth­ing was more sur­pris­ing and be­wil­der­ing to Tup­pence than the ease and sim­pli­city with which everything was ar­ranged, ow­ing to Sir James’s skil­ful hand­ling. The doc­tor ac­cep­ted quite read­ily the the­ory that Mrs. Van­demey­er had ac­ci­dent­ally taken an over­dose of chlor­al. He doubted wheth­er an in­quest would be ne­ces­sary. If so, he would let Sir James know. He un­der­stood that Mrs. Van­demey­er was on the eve of de­par­ture for abroad, and that the ser­vants had already left? Sir James and his young friends had been pay­ing a call upon her, when she was sud­denly stricken down and they had spent the night in the flat, not lik­ing to leave her alone. Did they know of any re­l­at­ives? They did not, but Sir James re­ferred him to Mrs. Van­demey­er’s so­li­cit­or.

			Shortly af­ter­wards a nurse ar­rived to take charge, and the oth­er left the ill-omened build­ing.

			“And what now?” asked Ju­li­us, with a ges­ture of des­pair. “I guess we’re down and out for good.”

			Sir James stroked his chin thought­fully.

			“No,” he said quietly. “There is still the chance that Dr. Hall may be able to tell us some­thing.”

			“Gee! I’d for­got­ten him.”

			“The chance is slight, but it must not be neg­lected. I think I told you that he is stay­ing at the Métro­pole. I should sug­gest that we call upon him there as soon as pos­sible. Shall we say after a bath and break­fast?”

			It was ar­ranged that Tup­pence and Ju­li­us should re­turn to the Ritz, and call for Sir James in the car. This pro­gramme was faith­fully car­ried out, and a little after el­ev­en they drew up be­fore the Métro­pole. They asked for Dr. Hall, and a page­boy went in search of him. In a few minutes the little doc­tor came hur­ry­ing to­wards them.

			“Can you spare us a few minutes, Dr. Hall?” said Sir James pleas­antly. “Let me in­tro­duce you to Miss Cow­ley. Mr. Her­sheim­mer, I think, you already know.”

			A quiz­zical gleam came in­to the doc­tor’s eye as he shook hands with Ju­li­us.

			“Ah, yes, my young friend of the tree epis­ode! Ankle all right, eh?”

			“I guess it’s cured ow­ing to your skil­ful treat­ment, doc.”

			“And the heart trouble? Ha ha!”

			“Still search­ing,” said Ju­li­us briefly.

			“To come to the point, can we have a word with you in private?” asked Sir James.

			“Cer­tainly. I think there is a room here where we shall be quite un­dis­turbed.”

			He led the way, and the oth­ers fol­lowed him. They sat down, and the doc­tor looked in­quir­ingly at Sir James.

			“Dr. Hall, I am very anxious to find a cer­tain young lady for the pur­pose of ob­tain­ing a state­ment from her. I have reas­on to be­lieve that she has been at one time or an­oth­er in your es­tab­lish­ment at Bournemouth. I hope I am trans­gress­ing no pro­fes­sion­al etiquette in ques­tion­ing you on the sub­ject?”

			“I sup­pose it is a mat­ter of testi­mony?”

			Sir James hes­it­ated a mo­ment, then he replied:

			“Yes.”

			“I shall be pleased to give you any in­form­a­tion in my power. What is the young lady’s name? Mr. Her­sheim­mer asked me, I re­mem­ber—” He half turned to Ju­li­us.

			“The name,” said Sir James bluntly, “is really im­ma­ter­i­al. She would be al­most cer­tainly sent to you un­der an as­sumed one. But I should like to know if you are ac­quain­ted with a Mrs. Van­demey­er?”

			“Mrs. Van­demey­er, of 20 South Aud­ley Man­sions? I know her slightly.”

			“You are not aware of what has happened?”

			“What do you mean?”

			“You do not know that Mrs. Van­demey­er is dead?”

			“Dear, dear, I had no idea of it! When did it hap­pen?”

			“She took an over­dose of chlor­al last night.”

			“Pur­posely?”

			“Ac­ci­dent­ally, it is be­lieved. I should not like to say my­self. Any­way, she was found dead this morn­ing.”

			“Very sad. A sin­gu­larly hand­some wo­man. I pre­sume she was a friend of yours, since you are ac­quain­ted with all these de­tails.”

			“I am ac­quain­ted with the de­tails be­cause—well, it was I who found her dead.”

			“In­deed,” said the doc­tor, start­ing.

			“Yes,” said Sir James, and stroked his chin re­flect­ively.

			“This is very sad news, but you will ex­cuse me if I say that I do not see how it bears on the sub­ject of your in­quiry?”

			“It bears on it in this way, is it not a fact that Mrs. Van­demey­er com­mit­ted a young re­l­at­ive of hers to your charge?”

			Ju­li­us leaned for­ward eagerly.

			“That is the case,” said the doc­tor quietly.

			“Un­der the name of—?”

			“Janet Van­demey­er. I un­der­stood her to be a niece of Mrs. Van­demey­er’s.”

			“And she came to you?”

			“As far as I can re­mem­ber in June or Ju­ly of 1915.”

			“Was she a men­tal case?”

			“She is per­fectly sane, if that is what you mean. I un­der­stood from Mrs. Van­demey­er that the girl had been with her on the Lus­it­ania when that ill-fated ship was sunk, and had suffered a severe shock in con­sequence.”

			“We’re on the right track, I think?” Sir James looked round.

			“As I said be­fore, I’m a mutt!” re­turned Ju­li­us.

			The doc­tor looked at them all curi­ously.

			“You spoke of want­ing a state­ment from her,” he said. “Sup­pos­ing she is not able to give one?”

			“What? You have just said that she is per­fectly sane.”

			“So she is. Nev­er­the­less, if you want a state­ment from her con­cern­ing any events pri­or to May 7, 1915, she will not be able to give it to you.”

			They looked at the little man, stu­pefied. He nod­ded cheer­fully.

			“It’s a pity,” he said. “A great pity, es­pe­cially as I gath­er, Sir James, that the mat­ter is im­port­ant. But there it is, she can tell you noth­ing.”

			“But why, man? Darn it all, why?”

			The little man shif­ted his be­ne­vol­ent glance to the ex­cited young Amer­ic­an.

			“Be­cause Janet Van­demey­er is suf­fer­ing from a com­plete loss of memory.”

			“What?”

			“Quite so. An in­ter­est­ing case, a very in­ter­est­ing case. Not so un­com­mon, really, as you would think. There are sev­er­al very well known par­al­lels. It’s the first case of the kind that I’ve had un­der my own per­son­al ob­ser­va­tion, and I must ad­mit that I’ve found it of ab­sorb­ing in­terest.” There was some­thing rather ghoul­ish in the little man’s sat­is­fac­tion.

			“And she re­mem­bers noth­ing,” said Sir James slowly.

			“Noth­ing pri­or to May 7, 1915. After that date her memory is as good as yours or mine.”

			“Then the first thing she re­mem­bers?”

			“Is land­ing with the sur­viv­ors. Everything be­fore that is a blank. She did not know her own name, or where she had come from, or where she was. She couldn’t even speak her own tongue.”

			“But surely all this is most un­usu­al?” put in Ju­li­us.

			“No, my dear sir. Quite nor­mal un­der the cir­cum­stances. Severe shock to the nervous sys­tem. Loss of memory pro­ceeds nearly al­ways on the same lines. I sug­ges­ted a spe­cial­ist, of course. There’s a very good man in Par­is—makes a study of these cases—but Mrs. Van­demey­er op­posed the idea of pub­li­city that might res­ult from such a course.”

			“I can ima­gine she would,” said Sir James grimly.

			“I fell in with her views. There is a cer­tain no­tori­ety giv­en to these cases. And the girl was very young—nine­teen, I be­lieve. It seemed a pity that her in­firm­ity should be talked about—might dam­age her pro­spects. Be­sides, there is no spe­cial treat­ment to pur­sue in such cases. It is really a mat­ter of wait­ing.”

			“Wait­ing?”

			“Yes, soon­er or later, the memory will re­turn—as sud­denly as it went. But in all prob­ab­il­ity the girl will have en­tirely for­got­ten the in­ter­ven­ing peri­od, and will take up life where she left off—at the sink­ing of the Lus­it­ania.”

			“And when do you ex­pect this to hap­pen?”

			The doc­tor shrugged his shoulders.

			“Ah, that I can­not say. Some­times it is a mat­ter of months, some­times it has been known to be as long as twenty years! Some­times an­oth­er shock does the trick. One re­stores what the oth­er took away.”

			“An­oth­er shock, eh?” said Ju­li­us thought­fully.

			“Ex­actly. There was a case in Col­or­ado—” The little man’s voice trailed on, vol­uble, mildly en­thu­si­ast­ic.

			Ju­li­us did not seem to be listen­ing. He had re­lapsed in­to his own thoughts and was frown­ing. Sud­denly he came out of his brown study, and hit the table such a re­sound­ing bang with his fist that every­one jumped, the doc­tor most of all.

			“I’ve got it! I guess, doc, I’d like your med­ic­al opin­ion on the plan I’m about to out­line. Say Jane was to cross the her­ring pond again, and the same thing was to hap­pen. The sub­mar­ine, the sink­ing ship, every­one to take to the boats—and so on. Wouldn’t that do the trick? Wouldn’t it give a mighty big bump to her sub­con­scious self, or whatever the jar­gon is, and start it func­tion­ing again right away?”

			“A very in­ter­est­ing spec­u­la­tion, Mr. Her­sheim­mer. In my own opin­ion, it would be suc­cess­ful. It is un­for­tu­nate that there is no chance of the con­di­tions re­peat­ing them­selves as you sug­gest.”

			“Not by nature, per­haps, doc. But I’m talk­ing about art.”

			“Art?”

			“Why, yes. What’s the dif­fi­culty? Hire a liner—”

			“A liner!” mur­mured Dr. Hall faintly.

			“Hire some pas­sen­gers, hire a sub­mar­ine—that’s the only dif­fi­culty, I guess. Gov­ern­ments are apt to be a bit hide­bound over their en­gines of war. They won’t sell to the first-comer. Still, I guess that can be got over. Ever heard of the word ‘graft,’ sir? Well, graft gets there every time! I reck­on that we shan’t really need to fire a tor­pedo. If every­one hustles round and screams loud enough that the ship is sink­ing, it ought to be enough for an in­no­cent young girl like Jane. By the time she’s got a life-belt on her, and is be­ing hustled in­to a boat, with a well-drilled lot of ar­tistes do­ing the hys­ter­ic­al stunt on deck, why—she ought to be right back where she was in May, 1915. How’s that for the bare out­line?”

			Dr. Hall looked at Ju­li­us. Everything that he was for the mo­ment in­cap­able of say­ing was elo­quent in that look.

			“No,” said Ju­li­us, in an­swer to it, “I’m not crazy. The thing’s per­fectly pos­sible. It’s done every day in the States for the movies. Haven’t you seen trains in col­li­sion on the screen? What’s the dif­fer­ence between buy­ing up a train and buy­ing up a liner? Get the prop­er­ties and you can go right ahead!”

			Dr. Hall found his voice.

			“But the ex­pense, my dear sir.” His voice rose. “The ex­pense! It will be co­lossal!”

			“Money doesn’t worry me any,” ex­plained Ju­li­us simply.

			Dr. Hall turned an ap­peal­ing face to Sir James, who smiled slightly.

			“Mr. Her­sheim­mer is very well off—very well off in­deed.”

			The doc­tor’s glance came back to Ju­li­us with a new and subtle qual­ity in it. This was no longer an ec­cent­ric young fel­low with a habit of fall­ing off trees. The doc­tor’s eyes held the de­fer­ence ac­cor­ded to a really rich man.

			“Very re­mark­able plan. Very re­mark­able,” he mur­mured. “The movies—of course! Your Amer­ic­an word for the kin­ema. Very in­ter­est­ing. I fear we are per­haps a little be­hind the times over here in our meth­ods. And you really mean to carry out this re­mark­able plan of yours.”

			“You bet your bot­tom dol­lar I do.”

			The doc­tor be­lieved him—which was a trib­ute to his na­tion­al­ity. If an Eng­lish­man had sug­ges­ted such a thing, he would have had grave doubts as to his san­ity.

			“I can­not guar­an­tee a cure,” he poin­ted out. “Per­haps I ought to make that quite clear.”

			“Sure, that’s all right,” said Ju­li­us. “You just trot out Jane, and leave the rest to me.”

			“Jane?”

			“Miss Janet Van­demey­er, then. Can we get on the long dis­tance to your place right away, and ask them to send her up; or shall I run down and fetch her in my car?”

			The doc­tor stared.

			“I beg your par­don, Mr. Her­sheim­mer. I thought you un­der­stood.”

			“Un­der­stood what?”

			“That Miss Van­demey­er is no longer un­der my care.”

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Tup­pence Re­ceives a Pro­pos­al

			
			Ju­li­us sprang up.

			“What?”

			“I thought you were aware of that.”

			“When did she leave?”

			“Let me see. Today is Monday, is it not? It must have been last Wed­nes­day—why, surely—yes, it was the same even­ing that you—er—fell out of my tree.”

			“That even­ing? Be­fore, or after?”

			“Let me see—oh yes, af­ter­wards. A very ur­gent mes­sage ar­rived from Mrs. Van­demey­er. The young lady and the nurse who was in charge of her left by the night train.”

			Ju­li­us sank back again in­to his chair.

			“Nurse Edith—left with a pa­tient—I re­mem­ber,” he muttered. “My God, to have been so near!”

			Dr. Hall looked be­wildered.

			“I don’t un­der­stand. Is the young lady not with her aunt, after all?”

			Tup­pence shook her head. She was about to speak when a warn­ing glance from Sir James made her hold her tongue. The law­yer rose.

			“I’m much ob­liged to you, Hall. We’re very grate­ful for all you’ve told us. I’m afraid we’re now in the po­s­i­tion of hav­ing to track Miss Van­demey­er anew. What about the nurse who ac­com­pan­ied her; I sup­pose you don’t know where she is?”

			The doc­tor shook his head.

			“We’ve not heard from her, as it hap­pens. I un­der­stood she was to re­main with Miss Van­demey­er for a while. But what can have happened? Surely the girl has not been kid­napped.”

			“That re­mains to be seen,” said Sir James gravely.

			The oth­er hes­it­ated.

			“You do not think I ought to go to the po­lice?”

			“No, no. In all prob­ab­il­ity the young lady is with oth­er re­la­tions.”

			The doc­tor was not com­pletely sat­is­fied, but he saw that Sir James was de­term­ined to say no more, and real­ized that to try and ex­tract more in­form­a­tion from the fam­ous K.C. would be mere waste of la­bour. Ac­cord­ingly, he wished them good­bye, and they left the hotel. For a few minutes they stood by the car talk­ing.

			“How mad­den­ing,” cried Tup­pence. “To think that Ju­li­us must have been ac­tu­ally un­der the same roof with her for a few hours.”

			“I was a darned idi­ot,” muttered Ju­li­us gloomily.

			“You couldn’t know,” Tup­pence con­soled him. “Could he?” She ap­pealed to Sir James.

			“I should ad­vise you not to worry,” said the lat­ter kindly. “No use cry­ing over spilt milk, you know.”

			“The great thing is what to do next,” ad­ded Tup­pence the prac­tic­al.

			Sir James shrugged his shoulders.

			“You might ad­vert­ise for the nurse who ac­com­pan­ied the girl. That is the only course I can sug­gest, and I must con­fess I do not hope for much res­ult. Oth­er­wise there is noth­ing to be done.”

			“Noth­ing?” said Tup­pence blankly. “And—Tommy?”

			“We must hope for the best,” said Sir James. “Oh yes, we must go on hop­ing.”

			But over her down­cast head his eyes met Ju­li­us’s, and al­most im­per­cept­ibly he shook his head. Ju­li­us un­der­stood. The law­yer con­sidered the case hope­less. The young Amer­ic­an’s face grew grave. Sir James took Tup­pence’s hand.

			“You must let me know if any­thing fur­ther comes to light. Let­ters will al­ways be for­war­ded.”

			Tup­pence stared at him blankly.

			“You are go­ing away?”

			“I told you. Don’t you re­mem­ber? To Scot­land.”

			“Yes, but I thought—” The girl hes­it­ated.

			Sir James shrugged his shoulders.

			“My dear young lady, I can do noth­ing more, I fear. Our clues have all ended in thin air. You can take my word for it that there is noth­ing more to be done. If any­thing should arise, I shall be glad to ad­vise you in any way I can.”

			His words gave Tup­pence an ex­traordin­ar­ily des­ol­ate feel­ing.

			“I sup­pose you’re right,” she said. “Any­way, thank you very much for try­ing to help us. Good­bye.”

			Ju­li­us was bend­ing over the car. A mo­ment­ary pity came in­to Sir James’s keen eyes, as he gazed in­to the girl’s down­cast face.

			“Don’t be too dis­con­sol­ate, Miss Tup­pence,” he said in a low voice. “Re­mem­ber, hol­i­day-time isn’t al­ways all play­time. One some­times man­ages to put in some work as well.”

			Some­thing in his tone made Tup­pence glance up sharply. He shook his head with a smile.

			“No, I shan’t say any more. Great mis­take to say too much. Re­mem­ber that. Nev­er tell all you know—not even to the per­son you know best. Un­der­stand? Good­bye.”

			He strode away. Tup­pence stared after him. She was be­gin­ning to un­der­stand Sir James’s meth­ods. Once be­fore he had thrown her a hint in the same care­less fash­ion. Was this a hint? What ex­actly lay be­hind those last brief words? Did he mean that, after all, he had not aban­doned the case; that, secretly, he would be work­ing on it still while—

			Her med­it­a­tions were in­ter­rup­ted by Ju­li­us, who ad­jured her to “get right in.”

			“You’re look­ing kind of thought­ful,” he re­marked as they star­ted off. “Did the old guy say any­thing more?”

			Tup­pence opened her mouth im­puls­ively, and then shut it again. Sir James’s words soun­ded in her ears: “Nev­er tell all you know—not even to the per­son you know best.” And like a flash there came in­to her mind an­oth­er memory. Ju­li­us be­fore the safe in the flat, her own ques­tion and the pause be­fore his reply, “Noth­ing.” Was there really noth­ing? Or had he found some­thing he wished to keep to him­self? If he could make a re­ser­va­tion, so could she.

			“Noth­ing par­tic­u­lar,” she replied.

			She felt rather than saw Ju­li­us throw a side­ways glance at her.

			“Say, shall we go for a spin in the park?”

			“If you like.”

			For a while they ran on un­der the trees in si­lence. It was a beau­ti­ful day. The keen rush through the air brought a new ex­hil­ar­a­tion to Tup­pence.

			“Say, Miss Tup­pence, do you think I’m ever go­ing to find Jane?”

			Ju­li­us spoke in a dis­cour­aged voice. The mood was so ali­en to him that Tup­pence turned and stared at him in sur­prise. He nod­ded.

			“That’s so. I’m get­ting down and out over the busi­ness. Sir James today hadn’t got any hope at all, I could see that. I don’t like him—we don’t gee to­geth­er some­how—but he’s pretty cute, and I guess he wouldn’t quit if there was any chance of suc­cess—now, would he?”

			Tup­pence felt rather un­com­fort­able, but cling­ing to her be­lief that Ju­li­us also had with­held some­thing from her, she re­mained firm.

			“He sug­ges­ted ad­vert­ising for the nurse,” she re­minded him.

			“Yes, with a ‘for­lorn hope’ fla­vour to his voice! No—I’m about fed up. I’ve half a mind to go back to the States right away.”

			“Oh no!” cried Tup­pence. “We’ve got to find Tommy.”

			“I sure for­got Beres­ford,” said Ju­li­us con­tritely. “That’s so. We must find him. But after—well, I’ve been day­dream­ing ever since I star­ted on this trip—and these dreams are rot­ten poor busi­ness. I’m quit of them. Say, Miss Tup­pence, there’s some­thing I’d like to ask you.”

			“Yes?”

			“You and Beres­ford. What about it?”

			“I don’t un­der­stand you,” replied Tup­pence with dig­nity, adding rather in­con­sequently: “And, any­way, you’re wrong!”

			“Not got a sort of kindly feel­ing for one an­oth­er?”

			“Cer­tainly not,” said Tup­pence with warmth. “Tommy and I are friends—noth­ing more.”

			“I guess every pair of lov­ers has said that some­time or an­oth­er,” ob­served Ju­li­us.

			“Non­sense!” snapped Tup­pence. “Do I look the sort of girl that’s al­ways fall­ing in love with every man she meets?”

			“You do not. You look the sort of girl that’s mighty of­ten get­ting fallen in love with!”

			“Oh!” said Tup­pence, rather taken aback. “That’s a com­pli­ment, I sup­pose?”

			“Sure. Now let’s get down to this. Sup­pos­ing we nev­er find Beres­ford and—and—”

			“All right—say it! I can face facts. Sup­pos­ing he’s—dead! Well?”

			“And all this busi­ness fiddles out. What are you go­ing to do?”

			“I don’t know,” said Tup­pence for­lornly.

			“You’ll be darned lone­some, you poor kid.”

			“I shall be all right,” snapped Tup­pence with her usu­al re­sent­ment of any kind of pity.

			“What about mar­riage?” in­quired Ju­li­us. “Got any views on the sub­ject?”

			“I in­tend to marry, of course,” replied Tup­pence. “That is, if”—she paused, knew a mo­ment­ary long­ing to draw back, and then stuck to her guns bravely—“I can find someone rich enough to make it worth my while. That’s frank, isn’t it? I dare say you des­pise me for it.”

			“I nev­er des­pise busi­ness in­stinct,” said Ju­li­us. “What par­tic­u­lar fig­ure have you in mind?”

			“Fig­ure?” asked Tup­pence, puzzled. “Do you mean tall or short?”

			“No. Sum—in­come.”

			“Oh, I—I haven’t quite worked that out.”

			“What about me?”

			“You?”

			“Sure thing.”

			“Oh, I couldn’t!”

			“Why not?”

			“I tell you I couldn’t.”

			“Again, why not?”

			“It would seem so un­fair.”

			“I don’t see any­thing un­fair about it. I call your bluff, that’s all. I ad­mire you im­mensely, Miss Tup­pence, more than any girl I’ve ever met. You’re so darned plucky. I’d just love to give you a real, rat­tling good time. Say the word, and we’ll run round right away to some high-class jew­eller, and fix up the ring busi­ness.”

			“I can’t,” gasped Tup­pence.

			“Be­cause of Beres­ford?”

			“No, no, no!”

			“Well then?”

			Tup­pence merely con­tin­ued to shake her head vi­ol­ently.

			“You can’t reas­on­ably ex­pect more dol­lars than I’ve got.”

			“Oh, it isn’t that,” gasped Tup­pence with an al­most hys­ter­ic­al laugh. “But thank­ing you very much, and all that, I think I’d bet­ter say no.”

			“I’d be ob­liged if you’d do me the fa­vour to think it over un­til to­mor­row.”

			“It’s no use.”

			“Still, I guess we’ll leave it like that.”

			“Very well,” said Tup­pence meekly.

			Neither of them spoke again un­til they reached the Ritz.

			Tup­pence went up­stairs to her room. She felt mor­ally battered to the ground after her con­flict with Ju­li­us’s vig­or­ous per­son­al­ity. Sit­ting down in front of the glass, she stared at her own re­flec­tion for some minutes.

			“Fool,” mur­mured Tup­pence at length, mak­ing a grim­ace. “Little fool. Everything you want—everything you’ve ever hoped for, and you go and bleat out ‘no’ like an idi­ot­ic little sheep. It’s your one chance. Why don’t you take it? Grab it? Snatch at it? What more do you want?”

			As if in an­swer to her own ques­tion, her eyes fell on a small snap­shot of Tommy that stood on her dress­ing-table in a shabby frame. For a mo­ment she struggled for self-con­trol, and then abandon­ing all pres­ence, she held it to her lips and burst in­to a fit of sob­bing.

			“Oh, Tommy, Tommy,” she cried, “I do love you so—and I may nev­er see you again. …”

			At the end of five minutes Tup­pence sat up, blew her nose, and pushed back her hair.

			“That’s that,” she ob­served sternly. “Let’s look facts in the face. I seem to have fallen in love—with an idi­ot of a boy who prob­ably doesn’t care two straws about me.” Here she paused. “Any­way,” she re­sumed, as though ar­guing with an un­seen op­pon­ent, “I don’t know that he does. He’d nev­er have dared to say so. I’ve al­ways jumped on sen­ti­ment—and here I am be­ing more sen­ti­ment­al than any­body. What idi­ots girls are! I’ve al­ways thought so. I sup­pose I shall sleep with his pho­to­graph un­der my pil­low, and dream about him all night. It’s dread­ful to feel you’ve been false to your prin­ciples.”

			Tup­pence shook her head sadly, as she re­viewed her back­slid­ing.

			“I don’t know what to say to Ju­li­us, I’m sure. Oh, what a fool I feel! I’ll have to say some­thing—he’s so Amer­ic­an and thor­ough, he’ll in­sist upon hav­ing a reas­on. I won­der if he did find any­thing in that safe—”

			Tup­pence’s med­it­a­tions went off on an­oth­er tack. She re­viewed the events of last night care­fully and per­sist­ently. Some­how, they seemed bound up with Sir James’s en­ig­mat­ic­al words. …

			Sud­denly she gave a great start—the col­our faded out of her face. Her eyes, fas­cin­ated, gazed in front of her, the pu­pils dilated.

			“Im­possible,” she mur­mured. “Im­possible! I must be go­ing mad even to think of such a thing. …”

			Mon­strous—yet it ex­plained everything. …

			After a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion she sat down and wrote a note, weigh­ing each word as she did so. Fi­nally she nod­ded her head as though sat­is­fied, and slipped it in­to an en­vel­ope which she ad­dressed to Ju­li­us. She went down the pas­sage to his sit­ting-room and knocked at the door. As she had ex­pec­ted, the room was empty. She left the note on the table.

			A small page­boy was wait­ing out­side her own door when she re­turned to it.

			“Tele­gram for you, miss.”

			Tup­pence took it from the sal­ver, and tore it open care­lessly. Then she gave a cry. The tele­gram was from Tommy!

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				Fur­ther Ad­ven­tures of Tommy

			
			From a dark­ness punc­tu­ated with throb­bing stabs of fire, Tommy dragged his senses slowly back to life. When he at last opened his eyes, he was con­scious of noth­ing but an ex­cru­ci­at­ing pain through his temples. He was vaguely aware of un­fa­mil­i­ar sur­round­ings. Where was he? What had happened? He blinked feebly. This was not his bed­room at the Ritz. And what the dev­il was the mat­ter with his head?

			“Damn!” said Tommy, and tried to sit up. He had re­membered. He was in that sin­is­ter house in Soho. He uttered a groan and fell back. Through his al­most-closed lids he re­con­noitred care­fully.

			“He is com­ing to,” re­marked a voice very near Tommy’s ear. He re­cog­nized it at once for that of the bearded and ef­fi­cient Ger­man, and lay artist­ic­ally in­ert. He felt that it would be a pity to come round too soon; and un­til the pain in his head be­came a little less acute, he felt quite in­cap­able of col­lect­ing his wits. Pain­fully he tried to puzzle out what had happened. Ob­vi­ously some­body must have crept up be­hind him as he listened and struck him down with a blow on the head. They knew him now for a spy, and would in all prob­ab­il­ity give him short shrift. Un­doubtedly he was in a tight place. Nobody knew where he was, there­fore he need ex­pect no out­side as­sist­ance, and must de­pend solely on his own wits.

			“Well, here goes,” mur­mured Tommy to him­self, and re­peated his former re­mark.

			“Damn!” he ob­served, and this time suc­ceeded in sit­ting up.

			In a minute the Ger­man stepped for­ward and placed a glass to his lips, with the brief com­mand “Drink.” Tommy obeyed. The po­tency of the draught made him choke, but it cleared his brain in a mar­vel­lous man­ner.

			He was ly­ing on a couch in the room in which the meet­ing had been held. On one side of him was the Ger­man, on the oth­er the vil­lain­ous-faced door­keep­er who had let him in. The oth­ers were grouped to­geth­er at a little dis­tance away. But Tommy missed one face. The man known as Num­ber One was no longer of the com­pany.

			“Feel bet­ter?” asked the Ger­man, as he re­moved the empty glass.

			“Yes, thanks,” re­turned Tommy cheer­fully.

			“Ah, my young friend, it is lucky for you your skull is so thick. The good Con­rad struck hard.” He in­dic­ated the evil-faced door­keep­er by a nod. The man grinned.

			Tommy twis­ted his head round with an ef­fort.

			“Oh,” he said, “so you’re Con­rad, are you? It strikes me the thick­ness of my skull was lucky for you too. When I look at you I feel it’s al­most a pity I’ve en­abled you to cheat the hang­man.”

			The man snarled, and the bearded man said quietly:

			“He would have run no risk of that.”

			“Just as you like,” replied Tommy. “I know it’s the fash­ion to run down the po­lice. I rather be­lieve in them my­self.”

			His man­ner was non­chal­ant to the last de­gree. Tommy Beres­ford was one of those young Eng­lish­men not dis­tin­guished by any spe­cial in­tel­lec­tu­al abil­ity, but who are em­phat­ic­ally at their best in what is known as a “tight place.” Their nat­ur­al dif­fid­ence and cau­tion fall from them like a glove. Tommy real­ized per­fectly that in his own wits lay the only chance of es­cape, and be­hind his cas­u­al man­ner he was rack­ing his brains furi­ously.

			The cold ac­cents of the Ger­man took up the con­ver­sa­tion:

			“Have you any­thing to say be­fore you are put to death as a spy?”

			“Simply lots of things,” replied Tommy with the same urban­ity as be­fore.

			“Do you deny that you were listen­ing at that door?”

			“I do not. I must really apo­lo­gize—but your con­ver­sa­tion was so in­ter­est­ing that it over­came my scruples.”

			“How did you get in?”

			“Dear old Con­rad here.” Tommy smiled de­prec­at­ingly at him. “I hes­it­ate to sug­gest pen­sion­ing off a faith­ful ser­vant, but you really ought to have a bet­ter watch­dog.”

			Con­rad snarled im­pot­ently, and said sul­lenly, as the man with the beard swung round upon him:

			“He gave the word. How was I to know?”

			“Yes,” Tommy chimed in. “How was he to know? Don’t blame the poor fel­low. His hasty ac­tion has giv­en me the pleas­ure of see­ing you all face to face.”

			He fan­cied that his words caused some dis­com­pos­ure among the group, but the watch­ful Ger­man stilled it with a wave of his hand.

			“Dead men tell no tales,” he said evenly.

			“Ah,” said Tommy, “but I’m not dead yet!”

			“You soon will be, my young friend,” said the Ger­man.

			An as­sent­ing mur­mur came from the oth­ers.

			Tommy’s heart beat faster, but his cas­u­al pleas­ant­ness did not waver.

			“I think not,” he said firmly. “I should have a great ob­jec­tion to dy­ing.”

			He had got them puzzled, he saw that by the look on his captor’s face.

			“Can you give us any reas­on why we should not put you to death?” asked the Ger­man.

			“Sev­er­al,” replied Tommy. “Look here, you’ve been ask­ing me a lot of ques­tions. Let me ask you one for a change. Why didn’t you kill me off at once be­fore I re­gained con­scious­ness?”

			The Ger­man hes­it­ated, and Tommy seized his ad­vant­age.

			“Be­cause you didn’t know how much I knew—and where I ob­tained that know­ledge. If you kill me now, you nev­er will know.”

			But here the emo­tions of Bor­is be­came too much for him. He stepped for­ward wav­ing his arms.

			“You hell­hound of a spy,” he screamed. “We will give you short shrift. Kill him! Kill him!”

			There was a roar of ap­plause.

			“You hear?” said the Ger­man, his eyes on Tommy. “What have you to say to that?”

			“Say?” Tommy shrugged his shoulders. “Pack of fools. Let them ask them­selves a few ques­tions. How did I get in­to this place? Re­mem­ber what dear old Con­rad said—with your own pass­word, wasn’t it? How did I get hold of that? You don’t sup­pose I came up those steps haphaz­ard and said the first thing that came in­to my head?”

			Tommy was pleased with the con­clud­ing words of this speech. His only re­gret was that Tup­pence was not present to ap­pre­ci­ate its full fla­vour.

			“That is true,” said the work­ing man sud­denly. “Com­rades, we have been be­trayed!”

			An ugly mur­mur arose. Tommy smiled at them en­cour­agingly.

			“That’s bet­ter. How can you hope to make a suc­cess of any job if you don’t use your brains?”

			“You will tell us who has be­trayed us,” said the Ger­man. “But that shall not save you—oh, no! You shall tell us all that you know. Bor­is, here, knows pretty ways of mak­ing people speak!”

			“Bah!” said Tommy scorn­fully, fight­ing down a sin­gu­larly un­pleas­ant feel­ing in the pit of his stom­ach. “You will neither tor­ture me nor kill me.”

			“And why not?” asked Bor­is.

			“Be­cause you’d kill the goose that lays the golden eggs,” replied Tommy quietly.

			There was a mo­ment­ary pause. It seemed as though Tommy’s per­sist­ent as­sur­ance was at last con­quer­ing. They were no longer com­pletely sure of them­selves. The man in the shabby clothes stared at Tommy search­ingly.

			“He’s bluff­ing you, Bor­is,” he said quietly.

			Tommy hated him. Had the man seen through him?

			The Ger­man, with an ef­fort, turned roughly to Tommy.

			“What do you mean?”

			“What do you think I mean?” par­ried Tommy, search­ing des­per­ately in his own mind.

			Sud­denly Bor­is stepped for­ward, and shook his fist in Tommy’s face.

			“Speak, you swine of an Eng­lish­man—speak!”

			“Don’t get so ex­cited, my good fel­low,” said Tommy calmly. “That’s the worst of you for­eign­ers. You can’t keep calm. Now, I ask you, do I look as though I thought there were the least chance of your killing me?”

			He looked con­fid­ently round, and was glad they could not hear the per­sist­ent beat­ing of his heart which gave the lie to his words.

			“No,” ad­mit­ted Bor­is at last sul­lenly, “you do not.”

			“Thank God, he’s not a mind read­er,” thought Tommy. Aloud he pur­sued his ad­vant­age:

			“And why am I so con­fid­ent? Be­cause I know some­thing that puts me in a po­s­i­tion to pro­pose a bar­gain.”

			“A bar­gain?” The bearded man took him up sharply.

			“Yes—a bar­gain. My life and liberty against—” He paused.

			“Against what?”

			The group pressed for­ward. You could have heard a pin drop.

			Slowly Tommy spoke.

			“The pa­pers that Dan­vers brought over from Amer­ica in the Lus­it­ania.”

			The ef­fect of his words was elec­tric­al. Every­one was on his feet. The Ger­man waved them back. He leaned over Tommy, his face purple with ex­cite­ment.

			“Him­mel! You have got them, then?”

			With mag­ni­fi­cent calm Tommy shook his head.

			“You know where they are?” per­sisted the Ger­man.

			Again Tommy shook his head. “Not in the least.”

			“Then—then—” angry and baffled, the words failed him.

			Tommy looked round. He saw an­ger and be­wil­der­ment on every face, but his calm as­sur­ance had done its work—no one doubted but that some­thing lay be­hind his words.

			“I don’t know where the pa­pers are—but I be­lieve that I can find them. I have a the­ory—”

			“Pah!”

			Tommy raised his hand, and si­lenced the clam­ours of dis­gust.

			“I call it a the­ory—but I’m pretty sure of my facts—facts that are known to no one but my­self. In any case what do you lose? If I can pro­duce the pa­pers—you give me my life and liberty in ex­change. Is it a bar­gain?”

			“And if we re­fuse?” said the Ger­man quietly.

			Tommy lay back on the couch.

			“The 29th,” he said thought­fully, “is less than a fort­night ahead—”

			For a mo­ment the Ger­man hes­it­ated. Then he made a sign to Con­rad.

			“Take him in­to the oth­er room.”

			For five minutes, Tommy sat on the bed in the dingy room next door. His heart was beat­ing vi­ol­ently. He had risked all on this throw. How would they de­cide? And all the while that this ag­on­ized ques­tion­ing went on with­in him, he talked flip­pantly to Con­rad, en­ra­ging the cross-grained door­keep­er to the point of hom­icid­al mania.

			At last the door opened, and the Ger­man called im­per­i­ously to Con­rad to re­turn.

			“Let’s hope the judge hasn’t put his black cap on,” re­marked Tommy frivol­ously. “That’s right, Con­rad, march me in. The pris­on­er is at the bar, gen­tle­men.”

			The Ger­man was seated once more be­hind the table. He mo­tioned to Tommy to sit down op­pos­ite to him.

			“We ac­cept,” he said harshly, “on terms. The pa­pers must be de­livered to us be­fore you go free.”

			“Idi­ot!” said Tommy ami­ably. “How do you think I can look for them if you keep me tied by the leg here?”

			“What do you ex­pect, then?”

			“I must have liberty to go about the busi­ness in my own way.”

			The Ger­man laughed.

			“Do you think we are little chil­dren to let you walk out of here leav­ing us a pretty story full of prom­ises?”

			“No,” said Tommy thought­fully. “Though in­fin­itely sim­pler for me, I did not really think you would agree to that plan. Very well, we must ar­range a com­prom­ise. How would it be if you at­tached little Con­rad here to my per­son. He’s a faith­ful fel­low, and very ready with the fist.”

			“We prefer,” said the Ger­man coldly, “that you should re­main here. One of our num­ber will carry out your in­struc­tions minutely. If the op­er­a­tions are com­plic­ated, he will re­turn to you with a re­port and you can in­struct him fur­ther.”

			“You’re ty­ing my hands,” com­plained Tommy. “It’s a very del­ic­ate af­fair, and the oth­er fel­low will muff it up as likely as not, and then where shall I be? I don’t be­lieve one of you has got an ounce of tact.”

			The Ger­man rapped the table.

			“Those are our terms. Oth­er­wise, death!”

			Tommy leaned back wear­ily.

			“I like your style. Curt, but at­tract­ive. So be it, then. But one thing is es­sen­tial, I must see the girl.”

			“What girl?”

			“Jane Finn, of course.”

			The oth­er looked at him curi­ously for some minutes, then he said slowly, and as though choos­ing his words with care:

			“Do you not know that she can tell you noth­ing?”

			Tommy’s heart beat a little faster. Would he suc­ceed in com­ing face to face with the girl he was seek­ing?

			“I shall not ask her to tell me any­thing,” he said quietly. “Not in so many words, that is.”

			“Then why see her?”

			Tommy paused.

			“To watch her face when I ask her one ques­tion,” he replied at last.

			Again there was a look in the Ger­man’s eyes that Tommy did not quite un­der­stand.

			“She will not be able to an­swer your ques­tion.”

			“That does not mat­ter. I shall have seen her face when I ask it.”

			“And you think that will tell you any­thing?” He gave a short dis­agree­able laugh. More than ever, Tommy felt that there was a factor some­where that he did not un­der­stand. The Ger­man looked at him search­ingly. “I won­der wheth­er, after all, you know as much as we think?” he said softly.

			Tommy felt his as­cend­ancy less sure than a mo­ment be­fore. His hold had slipped a little. But he was puzzled. What had he said wrong? He spoke out on the im­pulse of the mo­ment.

			“There may be things that you know which I do not. I have not pre­ten­ded to be aware of all the de­tails of your show. But equally I’ve got some­thing up my sleeve that you don’t know about. And that’s where I mean to score. Dan­vers was a damned clev­er fel­low—” He broke off as if he had said too much.

			But the Ger­man’s face had lightened a little.

			“Dan­vers,” he mur­mured. “I see—” He paused a minute, then waved to Con­rad. “Take him away. Up­stairs—you know.”

			“Wait a minute,” said Tommy. “What about the girl?”

			“That may per­haps be ar­ranged.”

			“It must be.”

			“We will see about it. Only one per­son can de­cide that.”

			“Who?” asked Tommy. But he knew the an­swer.

			“Mr. Brown—”

			“Shall I see him?”

			“Per­haps.”

			“Come,” said Con­rad harshly.

			Tommy rose obed­i­ently. Out­side the door his gaol­er mo­tioned to him to mount the stairs. He him­self fol­lowed close be­hind. On the floor above Con­rad opened a door and Tommy passed in­to a small room. Con­rad lit a hiss­ing gas burn­er and went out. Tommy heard the sound of the key be­ing turned in the lock.

			He set to work to ex­am­ine his pris­on. It was a smal­ler room than the one down­stairs, and there was some­thing pe­cu­li­arly air­less about the at­mo­sphere of it. Then he real­ized that there was no win­dow. He walked round it. The walls were filthily dirty, as every­where else. Four pic­tures hung crookedly on the wall rep­res­ent­ing scenes from Faust. Mar­guer­ite with her box of jew­els, the church scene, Siebel and his flowers, and Faust and Mephis­topheles. The lat­ter brought Tommy’s mind back to Mr. Brown again. In this sealed and closed cham­ber, with its close-fit­ting heavy door, he felt cut off from the world, and the sin­is­ter power of the arch-crim­in­al seemed more real. Shout as he would, no one could ever hear him. The place was a liv­ing tomb. …

			With an ef­fort Tommy pulled him­self to­geth­er. He sank on to the bed and gave him­self up to re­flec­tion. His head ached badly; also, he was hungry. The si­lence of the place was dis­pir­it­ing.

			“Any­way,” said Tommy, try­ing to cheer him­self, “I shall see the chief—the mys­ter­i­ous Mr. Brown and with a bit of luck in bluff­ing I shall see the mys­ter­i­ous Jane Finn also. After that—”

			After that Tommy was forced to ad­mit the pro­spect looked dreary.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				An­nette

			
			The troubles of the fu­ture, how­ever, soon faded be­fore the troubles of the present. And of these, the most im­me­di­ate and press­ing was that of hun­ger. Tommy had a healthy and vig­or­ous ap­pet­ite. The steak and chips par­taken of for lunch seemed now to be­long to an­oth­er dec­ade. He re­gret­fully re­cog­nized the fact that he would not make a suc­cess of a hun­ger strike.

			He prowled aim­lessly about his pris­on. Once or twice he dis­carded dig­nity, and poun­ded on the door. But nobody answered the sum­mons.

			“Hang it all!” said Tommy in­dig­nantly. “They can’t mean to starve me to death.” A new­born fear passed through his mind that this might, per­haps, be one of those “pretty ways” of mak­ing a pris­on­er speak, which had been at­trib­uted to Bor­is. But on re­flec­tion he dis­missed the idea.

			“It’s that sour-faced brute Con­rad,” he de­cided. “That’s a fel­low I shall en­joy get­ting even with one of these days. This is just a bit of spite on his part. I’m cer­tain of it.”

			Fur­ther med­it­a­tions in­duced in him the feel­ing that it would be ex­tremely pleas­ant to bring some­thing down with a whack on Con­rad’s egg-shaped head. Tommy stroked his own head ten­derly, and gave him­self up to the pleas­ures of ima­gin­a­tion. Fi­nally a bright idea flashed across his brain. Why not con­vert ima­gin­a­tion in­to real­ity? Con­rad was un­doubtedly the ten­ant of the house. The oth­ers, with the pos­sible ex­cep­tion of the bearded Ger­man, merely used it as a ren­dez­vous. There­fore, why not wait in am­bush for Con­rad be­hind the door, and when he entered bring down a chair, or one of the de­crep­it pic­tures, smartly on to his head. One would, of course, be care­ful not to hit too hard. And then—and then, simply walk out! If he met any­one on the way down, well—Tommy brightened at the thought of an en­counter with his fists. Such an af­fair was in­fin­itely more in his line than the verbal en­counter of this af­ter­noon. In­tox­ic­ated by his plan, Tommy gently un­hooked the pic­ture of the Dev­il and Faust, and settled him­self in po­s­i­tion. His hopes were high. The plan seemed to him simple but ex­cel­lent.

			Time went on, but Con­rad did not ap­pear. Night and day were the same in this pris­on room, but Tommy’s wrist­watch, which en­joyed a cer­tain de­gree of ac­cur­acy, in­formed him that it was nine o’clock in the even­ing. Tommy re­flec­ted gloomily that if sup­per did not ar­rive soon it would be a ques­tion of wait­ing for break­fast. At ten o’clock hope deser­ted him, and he flung him­self on the bed to seek con­sol­a­tion in sleep. In five minutes his woes were for­got­ten.

			The sound of the key turn­ing in the lock awoke him from his slum­bers. Not be­long­ing to the type of hero who is fam­ous for awak­ing in full pos­ses­sion of his fac­ulties, Tommy merely blinked at the ceil­ing and wondered vaguely where he was. Then he re­membered, and looked at his watch. It was eight o’clock.

			“It’s either early morn­ing tea or break­fast,” de­duced the young man, “and pray God it’s the lat­ter!”

			The door swung open. Too late, Tommy re­membered his scheme of ob­lit­er­at­ing the un­pre­pos­sess­ing Con­rad. A mo­ment later he was glad that he had, for it was not Con­rad who entered, but a girl. She car­ried a tray which she set down on the table.

			In the feeble light of the gas burn­er Tommy blinked at her. He de­cided at once that she was one of the most beau­ti­ful girls he had ever seen. Her hair was a full rich brown, with sud­den glints of gold in it as though there were im­prisoned sun­beams strug­gling in its depths. There was a wild-rose qual­ity about her face. Her eyes, set wide apart, were hazel, a golden hazel that again re­called a memory of sun­beams.

			A de­li­ri­ous thought shot through Tommy’s mind.

			“Are you Jane Finn?” he asked breath­lessly.

			The girl shook her head won­der­ingly.

			“My name is An­nette, mon­sieur.”

			She spoke in a soft, broken Eng­lish.

			“Oh!” said Tommy, rather taken aback. “Française?” he haz­arded.

			“Oui, mon­sieur. Mon­sieur parle français?”

			“Not for any length of time,” said Tommy. “What’s that? Break­fast?”

			The girl nod­ded. Tommy dropped off the bed and came and in­spec­ted the con­tents of the tray. It con­sisted of a loaf, some mar­gar­ine, and a jug of cof­fee.

			“The liv­ing is not equal to the Ritz,” he ob­served with a sigh. “But for what we are at last about to re­ceive the Lord has made me truly thank­ful. Amen.”

			He drew up a chair, and the girl turned away to the door.

			“Wait a sec,” cried Tommy. “There are lots of things I want to ask you, An­nette. What are you do­ing in this house? Don’t tell me you’re Con­rad’s niece, or daugh­ter, or any­thing, be­cause I can’t be­lieve it.”

			“I do the ser­vice, mon­sieur. I am not re­lated to any­body.”

			“I see,” said Tommy. “You know what I asked you just now. Have you ever heard that name?”

			“I have heard people speak of Jane Finn, I think.”

			“You don’t know where she is?”

			An­nette shook her head.

			“She’s not in this house, for in­stance?”

			“Oh no, mon­sieur. I must go now—they will be wait­ing for me.”

			She hur­ried out. The key turned in the lock.

			“I won­der who ‘they’ are,” mused Tommy, as he con­tin­ued to make in­roads on the loaf. “With a bit of luck, that girl might help me to get out of here. She doesn’t look like one of the gang.”

			At one o’clock An­nette re­appeared with an­oth­er tray, but this time Con­rad ac­com­pan­ied her.

			“Good morn­ing,” said Tommy ami­ably. “You have not used Pear’s soap, I see.”

			Con­rad growled threat­en­ingly.

			“No light re­partee, have you, old bean? There, there, we can’t al­ways have brains as well as beauty. What have we for lunch? Stew? How did I know? Ele­ment­ary, my dear Wat­son—the smell of onions is un­mis­tak­able.”

			“Talk away,” grunted the man. “It’s little enough time you’ll have to talk in, maybe.”

			The re­mark was un­pleas­ant in its sug­ges­tion, but Tommy ig­nored it. He sat down at the table.

			“Re­tire, var­let,” he said, with a wave of his hand. “Prate not to thy bet­ters.”

			That even­ing Tommy sat on the bed, and co­git­ated deeply. Would Con­rad again ac­com­pany the girl? If he did not, should he risk try­ing to make an ally of her? He de­cided that he must leave no stone un­turned. His po­s­i­tion was des­per­ate.

			At eight o’clock the fa­mil­i­ar sound of the key turn­ing made him spring to his feet. The girl was alone.

			“Shut the door,” he com­manded. “I want to speak to you.” She obeyed.

			“Look here, An­nette, I want you to help me get out of this.” She shook her head.

			“Im­possible. There are three of them on the floor be­low.”

			“Oh!” Tommy was secretly grate­ful for the in­form­a­tion. “But you would help me if you could?”

			“No, mon­sieur.”

			“Why not?”

			The girl hes­it­ated.

			“I think—they are my own people. You have spied upon them. They are quite right to keep you here.”

			“They’re a bad lot, An­nette. If you’ll help me, I’ll take you away from the lot of them. And you’d prob­ably get a good whack of money.”

			But the girl merely shook her head.

			“I dare not, mon­sieur; I am afraid of them.”

			She turned away.

			“Wouldn’t you do any­thing to help an­oth­er girl?” cried Tommy. “She’s about your age too. Won’t you save her from their clutches?”

			“You mean Jane Finn?”

			“Yes.”

			“It is her you came here to look for? Yes?”

			“That’s it.”

			The girl looked at him, then passed her hand across her fore­head.

			“Jane Finn. Al­ways I hear that name. It is fa­mil­i­ar.”

			Tommy came for­ward eagerly.

			“You must know some­thing about her?”

			But the girl turned away ab­ruptly.

			“I know noth­ing—only the name.” She walked to­wards the door. Sud­denly she uttered a cry. Tommy stared. She had caught sight of the pic­ture he had laid against the wall the night be­fore. For a mo­ment he caught a look of ter­ror in her eyes. As in­ex­plic­ably it changed to re­lief. Then ab­ruptly she went out of the room. Tommy could make noth­ing of it. Did she fancy that he had meant to at­tack her with it? Surely not. He re­hung the pic­ture on the wall thought­fully.

			Three more days went by in dreary in­ac­tion. Tommy felt the strain telling on his nerves. He saw no one but Con­rad and An­nette, and the girl had be­come dumb. She spoke only in mono­syl­lables. A kind of dark sus­pi­cion smouldered in her eyes. Tommy felt that if this sol­it­ary con­fine­ment went on much longer he would go mad. He gathered from Con­rad that they were wait­ing for or­ders from “Mr. Brown.” Per­haps, thought Tommy, he was abroad or away, and they were ob­liged to wait for his re­turn.

			But the even­ing of the third day brought a rude awaken­ing.

			It was barely sev­en o’clock when he heard the tramp of foot­steps out­side in the pas­sage. In an­oth­er minute the door was flung open. Con­rad entered. With him was the evil-look­ing Num­ber 14. Tommy’s heart sank at the sight of them.

			“Even­in’, gov’nor,” said the man with a leer. “Got those ropes, mate?”

			The si­lent Con­rad pro­duced a length of fine cord. The next minute Num­ber 14’s hands, hor­ribly dex­ter­ous, were wind­ing the cord round his limbs, while Con­rad held him down.

			“What the dev­il—?” began Tommy.

			But the slow, speech­less grin of the si­lent Con­rad froze the words on his lips.

			Num­ber 14 pro­ceeded deftly with his task. In an­oth­er minute Tommy was a mere help­less bundle. Then at last Con­rad spoke:

			“Thought you’d bluffed us, did you? With what you knew, and what you didn’t know. Bar­gained with us! And all the time it was bluff! Bluff! You know less than a kit­ten. But your num­ber’s up now all right, you b—— swine.”

			Tommy lay si­lent. There was noth­ing to say. He had failed. Some­how or oth­er the om­ni­po­tent Mr. Brown had seen through his pre­ten­sions. Sud­denly a thought oc­curred to him.

			“A very good speech, Con­rad,” he said ap­prov­ingly. “But where­fore the bonds and fet­ters? Why not let this kind gen­tle­man here cut my throat without delay?”

			“Garn,” said Num­ber 14 un­ex­pec­tedly. “Think we’re as green as to do you in here, and have the po­lice nos­ing round? Not ’alf! We’ve ordered the car­riage for your lord­ship to­mor­row morn­in’, but in the mean­time we’re not tak­ing any chances, see!”

			“Noth­ing,” said Tommy, “could be plain­er than your words—un­less it was your face.”

			“Stow it,” said Num­ber 14.

			“With pleas­ure,” replied Tommy. “You’re mak­ing a sad mis­take—but yours will be the loss.”

			“You don’t kid us that way again,” said Num­ber 14. “Talk­ing as though you were still at the bloom­ing Ritz, aren’t you?”

			Tommy made no reply. He was en­gaged in won­der­ing how Mr. Brown had dis­covered his iden­tity. He de­cided that Tup­pence, in the throes of anxi­ety, had gone to the po­lice, and that his dis­ap­pear­ance hav­ing been made pub­lic the gang had not been slow to put two and two to­geth­er.

			The two men de­par­ted and the door slammed. Tommy was left to his med­it­a­tions. They were not pleas­ant ones. Already his limbs felt cramped and stiff. He was ut­terly help­less, and he could see no hope any­where.

			About an hour had passed when he heard the key softly turned, and the door opened. It was An­nette. Tommy’s heart beat a little faster. He had for­got­ten the girl. Was it pos­sible that she had come to his help?

			Sud­denly he heard Con­rad’s voice:

			“Come out of it, An­nette. He doesn’t want any sup­per to­night.”

			“Oui, oui, je sais bi­en. But I must take the oth­er tray. We need the things on it.”

			“Well, hurry up,” growled Con­rad.

			Without look­ing at Tommy the girl went over to the table, and picked up the tray. She raised a hand and turned out the light.

			“Curse you”—Con­rad had come to the door—“why did you do that?”

			“I al­ways turn it out. You should have told me. Shall I re­light it, Mon­sieur Con­rad?”

			“No, come on out of it.”

			“Le beau petit mon­sieur,” cried An­nette, paus­ing by the bed in the dark­ness. “You have tied him up well, hein? He is like a trussed chick­en!” The frank amuse­ment in her tone jarred on the boy; but at that mo­ment, to his amazement, he felt her hand run­ning lightly over his bonds, and some­thing small and cold was pressed in­to the palm of his hand.

			“Come on, An­nette.”

			“Mais me voilà.”

			The door shut. Tommy heard Con­rad say:

			“Lock it and give me the key.”

			The foot­steps died away. Tommy lay pet­ri­fied with amazement. The ob­ject An­nette had thrust in­to his hand was a small pen­knife, the blade open. From the way she had stu­di­ously avoided look­ing at him, and her ac­tion with the light, he came to the con­clu­sion that the room was over­looked. There must be a pee­p­h­ole some­where in the walls. Re­mem­ber­ing how guarded she had al­ways been in her man­ner, he saw that he had prob­ably been un­der ob­ser­va­tion all the time. Had he said any­thing to give him­self away? Hardly. He had re­vealed a wish to es­cape and a de­sire to find Jane Finn, but noth­ing that could have giv­en a clue to his own iden­tity. True, his ques­tion to An­nette had proved that he was per­son­ally un­ac­quain­ted with Jane Finn, but he had nev­er pre­ten­ded oth­er­wise. The ques­tion now was, did An­nette really know more? Were her deni­als in­ten­ded primar­ily for the listen­ers? On that point he could come to no con­clu­sion.

			But there was a more vi­tal ques­tion that drove out all oth­ers. Could he, bound as he was, man­age to cut his bonds? He es­sayed cau­tiously to rub the open blade up and down on the cord that bound his two wrists to­geth­er. It was an awk­ward busi­ness, and drew a smothered “Ow” of pain from him as the knife cut in­to his wrist. But slowly and dog­gedly he went on saw­ing to and fro. He cut the flesh badly, but at last he felt the cord slack­en. With his hands free, the rest was easy. Five minutes later he stood up­right with some dif­fi­culty, ow­ing to the cramp in his limbs. His first care was to bind up his bleed­ing wrist. Then he sat on the edge of the bed to think. Con­rad had taken the key of the door, so he could ex­pect little more as­sist­ance from An­nette. The only out­let from the room was the door, con­sequently he would per­force have to wait un­til the two men re­turned to fetch him. But when they did. … Tommy smiled! Mov­ing with in­fin­ite cau­tion in the dark room, he found and un­hooked the fam­ous pic­ture. He felt an eco­nom­ic­al pleas­ure that his first plan would not be wasted. There was now noth­ing to do but to wait. He waited.

			The night passed slowly. Tommy lived through an etern­ity of hours, but at last he heard foot­steps. He stood up­right, drew a deep breath, and clutched the pic­ture firmly.

			The door opened. A faint light streamed in from out­side. Con­rad went straight to­wards the gas to light it. Tommy deeply re­gret­ted that it was he who had entered first. It would have been pleas­ant to get even with Con­rad. Num­ber 14 fol­lowed. As he stepped across the threshold, Tommy brought the pic­ture down with ter­rif­ic force on his head. Num­ber 14 went down amidst a stu­pendous crash of broken glass. In a minute Tommy had slipped out and pulled to the door. The key was in the lock. He turned it and with­drew it just as Con­rad hurled him­self against the door from the in­side with a vol­ley of curses.

			For a mo­ment Tommy hes­it­ated. There was the sound of someone stir­ring on the floor be­low. Then the Ger­man’s voice came up the stairs.

			“Gott im Him­mel! Con­rad, what is it?”

			Tommy felt a small hand thrust in­to his. Be­side him stood An­nette. She poin­ted up a rick­ety lad­der that ap­par­ently led to some at­tics.

			“Quick—up here!” She dragged him after her up the lad­der. In an­oth­er mo­ment they were stand­ing in a dusty gar­ret littered with lum­ber. Tommy looked round.

			“This won’t do. It’s a reg­u­lar trap. There’s no way out.”

			“Hush! Wait.” The girl put her fin­ger to her lips. She crept to the top of the lad­der and listened.

			The banging and beat­ing on the door was ter­rif­ic. The Ger­man and an­oth­er were try­ing to force the door in. An­nette ex­plained in a whis­per:

			“They will think you are still in­side. They can­not hear what Con­rad says. The door is too thick.”

			“I thought you could hear what went on in the room?”

			“There is a pee­p­h­ole in­to the next room. It was clev­er of you to guess. But they will not think of that—they are only anxious to get in.”

			“Yes—but look here—”

			“Leave it to me.” She bent down. To his amazement, Tommy saw that she was fasten­ing the end of a long piece of string to the handle of a big cracked jug. She ar­ranged it care­fully, then turned to Tommy.

			“Have you the key of the door?”

			“Yes.”

			“Give it to me.”

			He handed it to her.

			“I am go­ing down. Do you think you can go halfway, and then swing your­self down be­hind the lad­der, so that they will not see you?”

			Tommy nod­ded.

			“There’s a big cup­board in the shad­ow of the land­ing. Stand be­hind it. Take the end of this string in your hand. When I’ve let the oth­ers out—pull!”

			Be­fore he had time to ask her any­thing more, she had flit­ted lightly down the lad­der and was in the midst of the group with a loud cry:

			“Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu! Qu’est-ce qu’il y a?”

			The Ger­man turned on her with an oath.

			“Get out of this. Go to your room!”

			Very cau­tiously Tommy swung him­self down the back of the lad­der. So long as they did not turn round … all was well. He crouched be­hind the cup­board. They were still between him and the stairs.

			“Ah!” An­nette ap­peared to stumble over some­thing. She stooped. “Mon Dieu, voilà la clef!”

			The Ger­man snatched it from her. He un­locked the door. Con­rad stumbled out, swear­ing.

			“Where is he? Have you got him?”

			“We have seen no one,” said the Ger­man sharply. His face paled. “Who do you mean?”

			Con­rad gave vent to an­oth­er oath.

			“He’s got away.”

			“Im­possible. He would have passed us.”

			At that mo­ment, with an ec­stat­ic smile Tommy pulled the string. A crash of crock­ery came from the at­tic above. In a trice the men were push­ing each oth­er up the rick­ety lad­der and had dis­ap­peared in­to the dark­ness above.

			Quick as a flash Tommy leapt from his hid­ing-place and dashed down the stairs, pulling the girl with him. There was no one in the hall. He fumbled over the bolts and chain. At last they yiel­ded, the door swung open. He turned. An­nette had dis­ap­peared.

			Tommy stood spell­bound. Had she run up­stairs again? What mad­ness pos­sessed her! He fumed with im­pa­tience, but he stood his ground. He would not go without her.

			And sud­denly there was an out­cry over­head, an ex­clam­a­tion from the Ger­man, and then An­nette’s voice, clear and high:

			“Ma foi, he has es­caped! And quickly! Who would have thought it?”

			Tommy still stood rooted to the ground. Was that a com­mand to him to go? He fan­cied it was.

			And then, louder still, the words floated down to him:

			“This is a ter­rible house. I want to go back to Mar­guer­ite. To Mar­guer­ite. To Mar­guer­ite!”

			Tommy had run back to the stairs. She wanted him to go and leave her. But why? At all costs he must try and get her away with him. Then his heart sank. Con­rad was leap­ing down the stairs, ut­ter­ing a sav­age cry at the sight of him. After him came the oth­ers.

			Tommy stopped Con­rad’s rush with a straight blow with his fist. It caught the oth­er on the point of the jaw and he fell like a log. The second man tripped over his body and fell. From high­er up the stair­case there was a flash, and a bul­let grazed Tommy’s ear. He real­ized that it would be good for his health to get out of this house as soon as pos­sible. As re­gards An­nette he could do noth­ing. He had got even with Con­rad, which was one sat­is­fac­tion. The blow had been a good one.

			He leapt for the door, slam­ming it be­hind him. The square was deser­ted. In front of the house was a baker’s van. Evid­ently he was to have been taken out of Lon­don in that, and his body found many miles from the house in Soho. The driver jumped to the pave­ment and tried to bar Tommy’s way. Again Tommy’s fist shot out, and the driver sprawled on the pave­ment.

			Tommy took to his heels and ran—none too soon. The front door opened and a hail of bul­lets fol­lowed him. For­tu­nately none of them hit him. He turned the corner of the square.

			“There’s one thing,” he thought to him­self, “they can’t go on shoot­ing. They’ll have the po­lice after them if they do. I won­der they dared to there.”

			He heard the foot­steps of his pur­suers be­hind him, and re­doubled his own pace. Once he got out of these by­ways he would be safe. There would be a po­lice­man about some­where—not that he really wanted to in­voke the aid of the po­lice if he could pos­sibly do without it. It meant ex­plan­a­tions, and gen­er­al awk­ward­ness. In an­oth­er mo­ment he had reas­on to bless his luck. He stumbled over a pros­trate fig­ure, which star­ted up with a yell of alarm and dashed off down the street. Tommy drew back in­to a door­way. In a minute he had the pleas­ure of see­ing his two pur­suers, of whom the Ger­man was one, in­dus­tri­ously track­ing down the red her­ring!

			Tommy sat down quietly on the door­step and al­lowed a few mo­ments to elapse while he re­covered his breath. Then he strolled gently in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion. He glanced at his watch. It was a little after half-past five. It was rap­idly grow­ing light. At the next corner he passed a po­lice­man. The po­lice­man cast a sus­pi­cious eye on him. Tommy felt slightly of­fen­ded. Then, passing his hand over his face, he laughed. He had not shaved or washed for three days! What a guy he must look.

			He betook him­self without more ado to a Turk­ish Bath es­tab­lish­ment which he knew to be open all night. He emerged in­to the busy day­light feel­ing him­self once more, and able to make plans.

			First of all, he must have a square meal. He had eaten noth­ing since mid­day yes­ter­day. He turned in­to an A.B.C. shop and ordered eggs and ba­con and cof­fee. Whilst he ate, he read a morn­ing pa­per propped up in front of him. Sud­denly he stiffened. There was a long art­icle on Kra­men­in, who was de­scribed as the “man be­hind Bolshev­ism” in Rus­sia, and who had just ar­rived in Lon­don—some thought as an un­of­fi­cial en­voy. His ca­reer was sketched lightly, and it was firmly as­ser­ted that he, and not the fig­ure­head lead­ers, had been the au­thor of the Rus­si­an Re­volu­tion.

			In the centre of the page was his por­trait.

			“So that’s who Num­ber 1 is,” said Tommy with his mouth full of eggs and ba­con. “Not a doubt about it, I must push on.”

			He paid for his break­fast, and betook him­self to White­hall. There he sent up his name, and the mes­sage that it was ur­gent. A few minutes later he was in the pres­ence of the man who did not here go by the name of “Mr. Carter.” There was a frown on his face.

			“Look here, you’ve no busi­ness to come ask­ing for me in this way. I thought that was dis­tinctly un­der­stood?”

			“It was, sir. But I judged it im­port­ant to lose no time.”

			And as briefly and suc­cinctly as pos­sible he de­tailed the ex­per­i­ences of the last few days.

			Halfway through, Mr. Carter in­ter­rup­ted him to give a few cryptic or­ders through the tele­phone. All traces of dis­pleas­ure had now left his face. He nod­ded en­er­get­ic­ally when Tommy had fin­ished.

			“Quite right. Every mo­ment’s of value. Fear we shall be too late any­way. They wouldn’t wait. Would clear out at once. Still, they may have left some­thing be­hind them that will be a clue. You say you’ve re­cog­nized Num­ber 1 to be Kra­men­in? That’s im­port­ant. We want some­thing against him badly to pre­vent the Cab­in­et fall­ing on his neck too freely. What about the oth­ers? You say two faces were fa­mil­i­ar to you? One’s a La­bour man, you think? Just look through these pho­tos, and see if you can spot him.”

			A minute later, Tommy held one up. Mr. Carter ex­hib­ited some sur­prise.

			“Ah, West­way! Shouldn’t have thought it. Poses as be­ing mod­er­ate. As for the oth­er fel­low, I think I can give a good guess.” He handed an­oth­er pho­to­graph to Tommy, and smiled at the oth­er’s ex­clam­a­tion. “I’m right, then. Who is he? Ir­ish­man. Prom­in­ent Uni­on­ist M.P. All a blind, of course. We’ve sus­pec­ted it—but couldn’t get any proof. Yes, you’ve done very well, young man. The 29th, you say, is the date. That gives us very little time—very little time in­deed.”

			“But—” Tommy hes­it­ated.

			Mr. Carter read his thoughts.

			“We can deal with the Gen­er­al Strike men­ace, I think. It’s a toss-up—but we’ve got a sport­ing chance! But if that draft treaty turns up—we’re done. Eng­land will be plunged in an­archy. Ah, what’s that? The car? Come on, Beres­ford, we’ll go and have a look at this house of yours.”

			Two con­stables were on duty in front of the house in Soho. An in­spect­or re­por­ted to Mr. Carter in a low voice. The lat­ter turned to Tommy.

			“The birds have flown—as we thought. We might as well go over it.”

			Go­ing over the deser­ted house seemed to Tommy to par­take of the char­ac­ter of a dream. Everything was just as it had been. The pris­on room with the crooked pic­tures, the broken jug in the at­tic, the meet­ing room with its long table. But nowhere was there a trace of pa­pers. Everything of that kind had either been des­troyed or taken away. And there was no sign of An­nette.

			“What you tell me about the girl puzzled me,” said Mr. Carter. “You be­lieve that she de­lib­er­ately went back?”

			“It would seem so, sir. She ran up­stairs while I was get­ting the door open.”

			“H’m, she must be­long to the gang, then; but, be­ing a wo­man, didn’t feel like stand­ing by to see a per­son­able young man killed. But evid­ently she’s in with them, or she wouldn’t have gone back.”

			“I can’t be­lieve she’s really one of them, sir. She—seemed so dif­fer­ent—”

			“Good-look­ing, I sup­pose?” said Mr. Carter with a smile that made Tommy flush to the roots of his hair. He ad­mit­ted An­nette’s beauty rather shame­facedly.

			“By the way,” ob­served Mr. Carter, “have you shown your­self to Miss Tup­pence yet? She’s been bom­bard­ing me with let­ters about you.”

			“Tup­pence? I was afraid she might get a bit rattled. Did she go to the po­lice?”

			Mr. Carter shook his head.

			“Then I won­der how they twigged me.”

			Mr. Carter looked in­quir­ingly at him, and Tommy ex­plained. The oth­er nod­ded thought­fully.

			“True, that’s rather a curi­ous point. Un­less the men­tion of the Ritz was an ac­ci­dent­al re­mark?”

			“It might have been, sir. But they must have found out about me sud­denly in some way.”

			“Well,” said Mr. Carter, look­ing round him, “there’s noth­ing more to be done here. What about some lunch with me?”

			“Thanks aw­fully, sir. But I think I’d bet­ter get back and rout out Tup­pence.”

			“Of course. Give her my kind re­gards and tell her not to be­lieve you’re killed too read­ily next time.”

			Tommy grinned.

			“I take a lot of killing, sir.”

			“So I per­ceive,” said Mr. Carter dryly. “Well, good­bye. Re­mem­ber you’re a marked man now, and take reas­on­able care of your­self.”

			“Thank you, sir.”

			Hail­ing a taxi briskly Tommy stepped in, and was swiftly borne to the Ritz, dwell­ing the while on the pleas­ur­able an­ti­cip­a­tion of start­ling Tup­pence.

			“Won­der what she’s been up to. Dog­ging ‘Rita’ most likely. By the way, I sup­pose that’s who An­nette meant by Mar­guer­ite. I didn’t get it at the time.” The thought saddened him a little, for it seemed to prove that Mrs. Van­demey­er and the girl were on in­tim­ate terms.

			The taxi drew up at the Ritz. Tommy burst in­to its sac­red portals eagerly, but his en­thu­si­asm re­ceived a check. He was in­formed that Miss Cow­ley had gone out a quarter of an hour ago.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				The Tele­gram

			
			Baffled for the mo­ment, Tommy strolled in­to the res­taur­ant, and ordered a meal of sur­pass­ing ex­cel­lence. His four days’ im­pris­on­ment had taught him anew to value good food.

			He was in the middle of con­vey­ing a par­tic­u­larly choice morsel of Sole à la Jeanette to his mouth, when he caught sight of Ju­li­us en­ter­ing the room. Tommy waved a menu cheer­fully, and suc­ceeded in at­tract­ing the oth­er’s at­ten­tion. At the sight of Tommy, Ju­li­us’s eyes seemed as though they would pop out of his head. He strode across, and pump-handled Tommy’s hand with what seemed to the lat­ter quite un­ne­ces­sary vigour.

			“Holy snakes!” he ejac­u­lated. “Is it really you?”

			“Of course it is. Why shouldn’t it be?”

			“Why shouldn’t it be? Say, man, don’t you know you’ve been giv­en up for dead? I guess we’d have had a sol­emn re­quiem for you in an­oth­er few days.”

			“Who thought I was dead?” de­man­ded Tommy.

			“Tup­pence.”

			“She re­membered the pro­verb about the good dy­ing young, I sup­pose. There must be a cer­tain amount of ori­gin­al sin in me to have sur­vived. Where is Tup­pence, by the way?”

			“Isn’t she here?”

			“No, the fel­lows at the of­fice said she’d just gone out.”

			“Gone shop­ping, I guess. I dropped her here in the car about an hour ago. But, say, can’t you shed that Brit­ish calm of yours, and get down to it? What on God’s earth have you been do­ing all this time?”

			“If you’re feed­ing here,” replied Tommy, “or­der now. It’s go­ing to be a long story.”

			Ju­li­us drew up a chair to the op­pos­ite side of the table, summoned a hov­er­ing waiter, and dic­tated his wishes. Then he turned to Tommy.

			“Fire ahead. I guess you’ve had some few ad­ven­tures.”

			“One or two,” replied Tommy mod­estly, and plunged in­to his re­cit­al.

			Ju­li­us listened spell­bound. Half the dishes that were placed be­fore him he for­got to eat. At the end he heaved a long sigh.

			“Bully for you. Reads like a dime nov­el!”

			“And now for the home front,” said Tommy, stretch­ing out his hand for a peach.

			“We-el,” drawled Ju­li­us, “I don’t mind ad­mit­ting we’ve had some ad­ven­tures too.”

			He, in his turn, as­sumed the role of nar­rat­or. Be­gin­ning with his un­suc­cess­ful re­con­noitring at Bournemouth, he passed on to his re­turn to Lon­don, the buy­ing of the car, the grow­ing anxi­et­ies of Tup­pence, the call upon Sir James, and the sen­sa­tion­al oc­cur­rences of the pre­vi­ous night.

			“But who killed her?” asked Tommy. “I don’t quite un­der­stand.”

			“The doc­tor kid­ded him­self she took it her­self,” replied Ju­li­us dryly.

			“And Sir James? What did he think?”

			“Be­ing a leg­al lu­minary, he is like­wise a hu­man oyster,” replied Ju­li­us. “I should say he ‘re­served judg­ment.’ ” He went on to de­tail the events of the morn­ing.

			“Lost her memory, eh?” said Tommy with in­terest. “By Jove, that ex­plains why they looked at me so queerly when I spoke of ques­tion­ing her. Bit of a slip on my part, that! But it wasn’t the sort of thing a fel­low would be likely to guess.”

			“They didn’t give you any sort of hint as to where Jane was?”

			Tommy shook his head re­gret­fully.

			“Not a word. I’m a bit of an ass, as you know. I ought to have got more out of them some­how.”

			“I guess you’re lucky to be here at all. That bluff of yours was the goods all right. How you ever came to think of it all so pat beats me to a frazzle!”

			“I was in such a funk I had to think of some­thing,” said Tommy simply.

			There was a mo­ment’s pause, and then Tommy re­ver­ted to Mrs. Van­demey­er’s death.

			“There’s no doubt it was chlor­al?”

			“I be­lieve not. At least they call it heart fail­ure in­duced by an over­dose, or some such claptrap. It’s all right. We don’t want to be wor­ried with an in­quest. But I guess Tup­pence and I and even the high­brow Sir James have all got the same idea.”

			“Mr. Brown?” haz­arded Tommy.

			“Sure thing.”

			Tommy nod­ded.

			“All the same,” he said thought­fully, “Mr. Brown hasn’t got wings. I don’t see how he got in and out.”

			“How about some high-class thought trans­fer­ence stunt? Some mag­net­ic in­flu­ence that ir­res­ist­ibly im­pelled Mrs. Van­demey­er to com­mit sui­cide?”

			Tommy looked at him with re­spect.

			“Good, Ju­li­us. Dis­tinctly good. Es­pe­cially the phras­eo­logy. But it leaves me cold. I yearn for a real Mr. Brown of flesh and blood. I think the gif­ted young de­tect­ives must get to work, study the en­trances and exits, and tap the bumps on their fore­heads un­til the solu­tion of the mys­tery dawns on them. Let’s go round to the scene of the crime. I wish we could get hold of Tup­pence. The Ritz would en­joy the spec­tacle of the glad re­union.”

			In­quiry at the of­fice re­vealed the fact that Tup­pence had not yet re­turned.

			“All the same, I guess I’ll have a look round up­stairs,” said Ju­li­us. “She might be in my sit­ting-room.” He dis­ap­peared.

			Sud­denly a di­min­ut­ive boy spoke at Tommy’s el­bow:

			“The young lady—she’s gone away by train, I think, sir,” he mur­mured shyly.

			“What?” Tommy wheeled round upon him.

			The small boy be­came pinker than be­fore.

			“The taxi, sir. I heard her tell the driver Char­ing Cross and to look sharp.”

			Tommy stared at him, his eyes open­ing wide in sur­prise. Em­boldened, the small boy pro­ceeded. “So I thought, hav­ing asked for an A.B.C. and a Brad­shaw.”

			Tommy in­ter­rup­ted him:

			“When did she ask for an A.B.C. and a Brad­shaw?”

			“When I took her the tele­gram, sir.”

			“A tele­gram?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“When was that?”

			“About half-past twelve, sir.”

			“Tell me ex­actly what happened.”

			The small boy drew a long breath.

			“I took up a tele­gram to No. 891—the lady was there. She opened it and gave a gasp, and then she said, very jolly like: ‘Bring me up a Brad­shaw, and an A.B.C., and look sharp, Henry.’ My name isn’t Henry, but—”

			“Nev­er mind your name,” said Tommy im­pa­tiently. “Go on.”

			“Yes, sir. I brought them, and she told me to wait, and looked up some­thing. And then she looks up at the clock, and ‘Hurry up,’ she says. ‘Tell them to get me a taxi,’ and she be­gins a-shov­ing on of her hat in front of the glass, and she was down in two ticks, al­most as quick as I was, and I seed her go­ing down the steps and in­to the taxi, and I heard her call out what I told you.”

			The small boy stopped and re­plen­ished his lungs. Tommy con­tin­ued to stare at him. At that mo­ment Ju­li­us re­joined him. He held an open let­ter in his hand.

			“I say, Her­sheim­mer”—Tommy turned to him—“Tup­pence has gone off sleuth­ing on her own.”

			“Shucks!”

			“Yes, she has. She went off in a taxi to Char­ing Cross in the deuce of a hurry after get­ting a tele­gram.” His eye fell on the let­ter in Ju­li­us’s hand. “Oh; she left a note for you. That’s all right. Where’s she off to?”

			Al­most un­con­sciously, he held out his hand for the let­ter, but Ju­li­us fol­ded it up and placed it in his pock­et. He seemed a trifle em­bar­rassed.

			“I guess this is noth­ing to do with it. It’s about some­thing else—some­thing I asked her that she was to let me know about.”

			“Oh!” Tommy looked puzzled, and seemed wait­ing for more.

			“See here,” said Ju­li­us sud­denly, “I’d bet­ter put you wise. I asked Miss Tup­pence to marry me this morn­ing.”

			“Oh!” said Tommy mech­an­ic­ally. He felt dazed. Ju­li­us’s words were totally un­ex­pec­ted. For the mo­ment they be­numbed his brain.

			“I’d like to tell you,” con­tin­ued Ju­li­us, “that be­fore I sug­ges­ted any­thing of the kind to Miss Tup­pence, I made it clear that I didn’t want to butt in in any way between her and you—”

			Tommy roused him­self.

			“That’s all right,” he said quickly. “Tup­pence and I have been pals for years. Noth­ing more.” He lit a ci­gar­ette with a hand that shook ever so little. “That’s quite all right. Tup­pence al­ways said that she was look­ing out for—”

			He stopped ab­ruptly, his face crim­son­ing, but Ju­li­us was in no way dis­com­posed.

			“Oh, I guess it’ll be the dol­lars that’ll do the trick. Miss Tup­pence put me wise to that right away. There’s no hum­bug about her. We ought to gee along to­geth­er very well.”

			Tommy looked at him curi­ously for a minute, as though he were about to speak, then changed his mind and said noth­ing. Tup­pence and Ju­li­us! Well, why not? Had she not lamen­ted the fact that she knew no rich men? Had she not openly avowed her in­ten­tion of mar­ry­ing for money if she ever had the chance? Her meet­ing with the young Amer­ic­an mil­lion­aire had giv­en her the chance—and it was un­likely she would be slow to avail her­self of it. She was out for money. She had al­ways said so. Why blame her be­cause she had been true to her creed?

			Nev­er­the­less, Tommy did blame her. He was filled with a pas­sion­ate and ut­terly il­lo­gic­al re­sent­ment. It was all very well to say things like that—but a real girl would nev­er marry for money. Tup­pence was ut­terly cold-blooded and selfish, and he would be de­lighted if he nev­er saw her again! And it was a rot­ten world!

			Ju­li­us’s voice broke in on these med­it­a­tions.

			“Yes, we ought to gee along to­geth­er very well. I’ve heard that a girl al­ways re­fuses you once—a sort of con­ven­tion.”

			Tommy caught his arm.

			“Re­fuses? Did you say re­fuses?”

			“Sure thing. Didn’t I tell you that? She just rapped out a ‘no’ without any kind of reas­on to it. The etern­al fem­in­ine, the Huns call it, I’ve heard. But she’ll come round right enough. Likely enough, I hustled her some—”

			But Tommy in­ter­rup­ted re­gard­less of de­cor­um.

			“What did she say in that note?” he de­man­ded fiercely.

			The ob­li­ging Ju­li­us handed it to him.

			“There’s no earthly clue in it as to where she’s gone,” he as­sured Tommy. “But you might as well see for your­self if you don’t be­lieve me.”

			The note, in Tup­pence’s well-known school­boy writ­ing, ran as fol­lows:

			
				“Dear Ju­li­us,

				“It’s al­ways bet­ter to have things in black and white. I don’t feel I can be bothered to think of mar­riage un­til Tommy is found. Let’s leave it till then.

				
					“Yours af­fec­tion­ately,

					“Tup­pence.”

				
			

			Tommy handed it back, his eyes shin­ing. His feel­ings had un­der­gone a sharp re­ac­tion. He now felt that Tup­pence was all that was noble and dis­in­ter­ested. Had she not re­fused Ju­li­us without hes­it­a­tion? True, the note be­tokened signs of weak­en­ing, but he could ex­cuse that. It read al­most like a bribe to Ju­li­us to spur him on in his ef­forts to find Tommy, but he sup­posed she had not really meant it that way. Darling Tup­pence, there was not a girl in the world to touch her! When he saw her—His thoughts were brought up with a sud­den jerk.

			“As you say,” he re­marked, pulling him­self to­geth­er, “there’s not a hint here as to what she’s up to. Hi—Henry!”

			The small boy came obed­i­ently. Tommy pro­duced five shil­lings.

			“One thing more. Do you re­mem­ber what the young lady did with the tele­gram?”

			Henry gasped and spoke.

			“She crumpled it up in­to a ball and threw it in­to the grate, and made a sort of noise like ‘Whoop!’ sir.”

			“Very graph­ic, Henry,” said Tommy. “Here’s your five shil­lings. Come on, Ju­li­us. We must find that tele­gram.”

			They hur­ried up­stairs. Tup­pence had left the key in her door. The room was as she had left it. In the fire­place was a crumpled ball of or­ange and white. Tommy dis­en­tangled it and smoothed out the tele­gram.

			
				“Come at once, Moat House, Ebury, York­shire, great de­vel­op­ments—Tommy.”

			

			They looked at each oth­er in stu­pefac­tion. Ju­li­us spoke first:

			“You didn’t send it?”

			“Of course not. What does it mean?”

			“I guess it means the worst,” said Ju­li­us quietly. “They’ve got her.”

			“What?”

			“Sure thing! They signed your name, and she fell in­to the trap like a lamb.”

			“My God! What shall we do?”

			“Get busy, and go after her! Right now! There’s no time to waste. It’s almighty luck that she didn’t take the wire with her. If she had we’d prob­ably nev­er have traced her. But we’ve got to hustle. Where’s that Brad­shaw?”

			The en­ergy of Ju­li­us was in­fec­tious. Left to him­self, Tommy would prob­ably have sat down to think things out for a good half-hour be­fore he de­cided on a plan of ac­tion. But with Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer about, hust­ling was in­ev­it­able.

			After a few muttered im­prec­a­tions he handed the Brad­shaw to Tommy as be­ing more con­vers­ant with its mys­ter­ies. Tommy aban­doned it in fa­vour of an A.B.C.

			“Here we are. Ebury, Yorks. From King’s Cross. Or St. Pan­cras. (Boy must have made a mis­take. It was King’s Cross, not Char­ing Cross.) 12:50, that’s the train she went by. 2:10, that’s gone. 3:20 is the next—and a damned slow train too.”

			“What about the car?”

			Tommy shook his head.

			“Send it up if you like, but we’d bet­ter stick to the train. The great thing is to keep calm.”

			Ju­li­us groaned.

			“That’s so. But it gets my goat to think of that in­no­cent young girl in danger!”

			Tommy nod­ded ab­strac­tedly. He was think­ing. In a mo­ment or two, he said:

			“I say, Ju­li­us, what do they want her for, any­way?”

			“Eh? I don’t get you?”

			“What I mean is that I don’t think it’s their game to do her any harm,” ex­plained Tommy, puck­er­ing his brow with the strain of his men­tal pro­cesses. “She’s a host­age, that’s what she is. She’s in no im­me­di­ate danger, be­cause if we tumble on to any­thing, she’d be damned use­ful to them. As long as they’ve got her, they’ve got the whip hand of us. See?”

			“Sure thing,” said Ju­li­us thought­fully. “That’s so.”

			“Be­sides,” ad­ded Tommy, as an af­ter­thought, “I’ve great faith in Tup­pence.”

			The jour­ney was wear­i­some, with many stops, and crowded car­riages. They had to change twice, once at Don­caster, once at a small junc­tion. Ebury was a deser­ted sta­tion with a sol­it­ary port­er, to whom Tommy ad­dressed him­self:

			“Can you tell me the way to the Moat House?”

			“The Moat House? It’s a tidy step from here. The big house near the sea, you mean?”

			Tommy as­sen­ted brazenly. After listen­ing to the port­er’s me­tic­u­lous but per­plex­ing dir­ec­tions, they pre­pared to leave the sta­tion. It was be­gin­ning to rain, and they turned up the col­lars of their coats as they trudged through the slush of the road. Sud­denly Tommy hal­ted.

			“Wait a mo­ment.” He ran back to the sta­tion and tackled the port­er anew.

			“Look here, do you re­mem­ber a young lady who ar­rived by an earli­er train, the 12:50 from Lon­don? She’d prob­ably ask you the way to the Moat House.”

			He de­scribed Tup­pence as well as he could, but the port­er shook his head. Sev­er­al people had ar­rived by the train in ques­tion. He could not call to mind one young lady in par­tic­u­lar. But he was quite cer­tain that no one had asked him the way to the Moat House.

			Tommy re­joined Ju­li­us, and ex­plained. De­pres­sion was set­tling on him like a leaden weight. He felt con­vinced that their quest was go­ing to be un­suc­cess­ful. The en­emy had over three hours’ start. Three hours was more than enough for Mr. Brown. He would not ig­nore the pos­sib­il­ity of the tele­gram hav­ing been found.

			The way seemed end­less. Once they took the wrong turn­ing and went nearly half a mile out of their dir­ec­tion. It was past sev­en o’clock when a small boy told them that “t’ Moat House” was just past the next corner.

			A rusty iron gate swinging dis­mally on its hinges! An over­grown drive thick with leaves. There was some­thing about the place that struck a chill to both their hearts. They went up the deser­ted drive. The leaves deadened their foot­steps. The day­light was al­most gone. It was like walk­ing in a world of ghosts. Over­head the branches flapped and creaked with a mourn­ful note. Oc­ca­sion­ally a sod­den leaf drif­ted si­lently down, start­ling them with its cold touch on their cheek.

			A turn of the drive brought them in sight of the house. That, too, seemed empty and deser­ted. The shut­ters were closed, the steps up to the door over­grown with moss. Was it in­deed to this des­ol­ate spot that Tup­pence had been de­coyed? It seemed hard to be­lieve that a hu­man foot­step had passed this way for months.

			Ju­li­us jerked the rusty bell handle. A jangling peal rang dis­cord­antly, echo­ing through the empti­ness with­in. No one came. They rang again and again—but there was no sign of life. Then they walked com­pletely round the house. Every­where si­lence, and shuttered win­dows. If they could be­lieve the evid­ence of their eyes the place was empty.

			“Noth­ing do­ing,” said Ju­li­us.

			They re­traced their steps slowly to the gate.

			“There must be a vil­lage handy,” con­tin­ued the young Amer­ic­an. “We’d bet­ter make in­quir­ies there. They’ll know some­thing about the place, and wheth­er there’s been any­one there lately.”

			“Yes, that’s not a bad idea.”

			Pro­ceed­ing up the road, they soon came to a little ham­let. On the out­skirts of it, they met a work­man swinging his bag of tools, and Tommy stopped him with a ques­tion.

			“The Moat House? It’s empty. Been empty for years. Mrs. Sweeny’s got the key if you want to go over it—next to the post of­fice.”

			Tommy thanked him. They soon found the post of­fice, which was also a sweet and gen­er­al fancy shop, and knocked at the door of the cot­tage next to it. A clean, whole­some-look­ing wo­man opened it. She read­ily pro­duced the key of the Moat House.

			“Though I doubt if it’s the kind of place to suit you, sir. In a ter­rible state of re­pair. Ceil­ings leak­ing and all. ’Twould need a lot of money spent on it.”

			“Thanks,” said Tommy cheer­ily. “I dare say it’ll be a washout, but houses are scarce nowadays.”

			“That they are,” de­clared the wo­man heart­ily. “My daugh­ter and son-in-law have been look­ing for a de­cent cot­tage for I don’t know how long. It’s all the war. Up­set things ter­ribly, it has. But ex­cuse me, sir, it’ll be too dark for you to see much of the house. Hadn’t you bet­ter wait un­til to­mor­row?”

			“That’s all right. We’ll have a look around this even­ing, any­way. We’d have been here be­fore only we lost our way. What’s the best place to stay at for the night round here?”

			Mrs. Sweeny looked doubt­ful.

			“There’s the York­shire Arms, but it’s not much of a place for gen­tle­men like you.”

			“Oh, it will do very well. Thanks. By the way, you’ve not had a young lady here ask­ing for this key today?”

			The wo­man shook her head.

			“No one’s been over the place for a long time.”

			“Thanks very much.”

			They re­traced their steps to the Moat House. As the front door swung back on its hinges, protest­ing loudly, Ju­li­us struck a match and ex­amined the floor care­fully. Then he shook his head.

			“I’d swear no one’s passed this way. Look at the dust. Thick. Not a sign of a foot­mark.”

			They wandered round the deser­ted house. Every­where the same tale. Thick lay­ers of dust ap­par­ently un­dis­turbed.

			“This gets me,” said Ju­li­us. “I don’t be­lieve Tup­pence was ever in this house.”

			“She must have been.”

			Ju­li­us shook his head without reply­ing.

			“We’ll go over it again to­mor­row,” said Tommy. “Per­haps we’ll see more in the day­light.”

			On the mor­row they took up the search once more, and were re­luct­antly forced to the con­clu­sion that the house had not been in­vaded for some con­sid­er­able time. They might have left the vil­lage al­to­geth­er but for a for­tu­nate dis­cov­ery of Tommy’s. As they were re­tra­cing their steps to the gate, he gave a sud­den cry, and stoop­ing, picked some­thing up from among the leaves, and held it out to Ju­li­us. It was a small gold brooch.

			“That’s Tup­pence’s!”

			“Are you sure?”

			“Ab­so­lutely. I’ve of­ten seen her wear it.”

			Ju­li­us drew a deep breath.

			“I guess that settles it. She came as far as here, any­way. We’ll make that pub our headquar­ters, and raise hell round here un­til we find her. Some­body must have seen her.”

			Forth­with the cam­paign began. Tommy and Ju­li­us worked sep­ar­ately and to­geth­er, but the res­ult was the same. Nobody an­swer­ing to Tup­pence’s de­scrip­tion had been seen in the vi­cin­ity. They were baffled—but not dis­cour­aged. Fi­nally they altered their tac­tics. Tup­pence had cer­tainly not re­mained long in the neigh­bour­hood of the Moat House. That poin­ted to her hav­ing been over­come and car­ried away in a car. They re­newed in­quir­ies. Had any­one seen a car stand­ing some­where near the Moat House that day? Again they met with no suc­cess.

			Ju­li­us wired to town for his own car, and they scoured the neigh­bour­hood daily with un­flag­ging zeal. A grey lim­ousine on which they had set high hopes was traced to Har­rog­ate, and turned out to be the prop­erty of a highly re­spect­able maid­en lady!

			Each day saw them set out on a new quest. Ju­li­us was like a hound on the leash. He fol­lowed up the slenderest clue. Every car that had passed through the vil­lage on the fate­ful day was tracked down. He forced his way in­to coun­try prop­er­ties and sub­mit­ted the own­ers of the mo­tors to a search­ing cross-ex­am­in­a­tion. His apo­lo­gies were as thor­ough as his meth­ods, and sel­dom failed in dis­arm­ing the in­dig­na­tion of his vic­tims; but, as day suc­ceeded day, they were no near­er to dis­cov­er­ing Tup­pence’s where­abouts. So well had the ab­duc­tion been planned that the girl seemed lit­er­ally to have van­ished in­to thin air.

			And an­oth­er pre­oc­cu­pa­tion was weigh­ing on Tommy’s mind.

			“Do you know how long we’ve been here?” he asked one morn­ing as they sat fa­cing each oth­er at break­fast. “A week! We’re no near­er to find­ing Tup­pence, and next Sunday is the 29th!”

			“Shucks!” said Ju­li­us thought­fully. “I’d al­most for­got­ten about the 29th. I’ve been think­ing of noth­ing but Tup­pence.”

			“So have I. At least, I hadn’t for­got­ten about the 29th, but it didn’t seem to mat­ter a damn in com­par­is­on to find­ing Tup­pence. But today’s the 23rd, and time’s get­ting short. If we’re ever go­ing to get hold of her at all, we must do it be­fore the 29th—her life won’t be worth an hour’s pur­chase af­ter­wards. The host­age game will be played out by then. I’m be­gin­ning to feel that we’ve made a big mis­take in the way we’ve set about this. We’ve wasted time and we’re no for­rader.”

			“I’m with you there. We’ve been a couple of mutts, who’ve bit­ten off a big­ger bit than they can chew. I’m go­ing to quit fool­ing right away!”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I’ll tell you. I’m go­ing to do what we ought to have done a week ago. I’m go­ing right back to Lon­don to put the case in the hands of your Brit­ish po­lice. We fan­cied ourselves as sleuths. Sleuths! It was a piece of damn-fool fool­ish­ness! I’m through! I’ve had enough of it. Scot­land Yard for me!”

			“You’re right,” said Tommy slowly. “I wish to God we’d gone there right away.”

			“Bet­ter late than nev­er. We’ve been like a couple of babes play­ing ‘Here we go round the Mul­berry Bush.’ Now I’m go­ing right along to Scot­land Yard to ask them to take me by the hand and show me the way I should go. I guess the pro­fes­sion­al al­ways scores over the am­a­teur in the end. Are you com­ing along with me?”

			Tommy shook his head.

			“What’s the good? One of us is enough. I might as well stay here and nose round a bit longer. Some­thing might turn up. One nev­er knows.”

			“Sure thing. Well, so long. I’ll be back in a couple of shakes with a few in­spect­ors along. I shall tell them to pick out their bright­est and best.”

			But the course of events was not to fol­low the plan Ju­li­us had laid down. Later in the day Tommy re­ceived a wire:

			
				“Join me Manchester Mid­land Hotel. Im­port­ant news—Ju­li­us.”

			

			At 7:30 that night Tommy alighted from a slow cross-coun­try train. Ju­li­us was on the plat­form.

			“Thought you’d come by this train if you wer­en’t out when my wire ar­rived.”

			Tommy grasped him by the arm.

			“What is it? Is Tup­pence found?”

			Ju­li­us shook his head.

			“No. But I found this wait­ing in Lon­don. Just ar­rived.”

			He handed the tele­graph form to the oth­er. Tommy’s eyes opened as he read:

			
				“Jane Finn found. Come Manchester Mid­land Hotel im­me­di­ately—Peel Edger­ton.”

			

			Ju­li­us took the form back and fol­ded it up.

			“Queer,” he said thought­fully. “I thought that law­yer chap had quit!”

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				Jane Finn

			
			“My train got in half an hour ago,” ex­plained Ju­li­us, as he led the way out of the sta­tion. “I reckoned you’d come by this be­fore I left Lon­don, and wired ac­cord­ingly to Sir James. He’s booked rooms for us, and will be round to dine at eight.”

			“What made you think he’d ceased to take any in­terest in the case?” asked Tommy curi­ously.

			“What he said,” replied Ju­li­us dryly. “The old bird’s as close as an oyster! Like all the darned lot of them, he wasn’t go­ing to com­mit him­self till he was sure he could de­liv­er the goods.”

			“I won­der,” said Tommy thought­fully.

			Ju­li­us turned on him.

			“You won­der what?”

			“Wheth­er that was his real reas­on.”

			“Sure. You bet your life it was.”

			Tommy shook his head un­con­vinced.

			Sir James ar­rived punc­tu­ally at eight o’clock, and Ju­li­us in­tro­duced Tommy. Sir James shook hands with him warmly.

			“I am de­lighted to make your ac­quaint­ance, Mr. Beres­ford. I have heard so much about you from Miss Tup­pence”—he smiled in­vol­un­tar­ily—“that it really seems as though I already know you quite well.”

			“Thank you, sir,” said Tommy with his cheer­ful grin. He scanned the great law­yer eagerly. Like Tup­pence, he felt the mag­net­ism of the oth­er’s per­son­al­ity. He was re­minded of Mr. Carter. The two men, totally un­like so far as phys­ic­al re­semb­lance went, pro­duced a sim­il­ar ef­fect. Be­neath the weary man­ner of the one and the pro­fes­sion­al re­serve of the oth­er, lay the same qual­ity of mind, keen-edged like a rapi­er.

			In the mean­time he was con­scious of Sir James’s close scru­tiny. When the law­yer dropped his eyes the young man had the feel­ing that the oth­er had read him through and through like an open book. He could not but won­der what the fi­nal judg­ment was, but there was little chance of learn­ing that. Sir James took in everything, but gave out only what he chose. A proof of that oc­curred al­most at once.

			Im­me­di­ately the first greet­ings were over Ju­li­us broke out in­to a flood of eager ques­tions. How had Sir James man­aged to track the girl? Why had he not let them know that he was still work­ing on the case? And so on.

			Sir James stroked his chin and smiled. At last he said:

			“Just so, just so. Well, she’s found. And that’s the great thing, isn’t it? Eh! Come now, that’s the great thing?”

			“Sure it is. But just how did you strike her trail? Miss Tup­pence and I thought you’d quit for good and all.”

			“Ah!” The law­yer shot a light­ning glance at him, then re­sumed op­er­a­tions on his chin. “You thought that, did you? Did you really? H’m, dear me.”

			“But I guess I can take it we were wrong,” pur­sued Ju­li­us.

			“Well, I don’t know that I should go so far as to say that. But it’s cer­tainly for­tu­nate for all parties that we’ve man­aged to find the young lady.”

			“But where is she?” de­man­ded Ju­li­us, his thoughts fly­ing off on an­oth­er tack. “I thought you’d be sure to bring her along?”

			“That would hardly be pos­sible,” said Sir James gravely.

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause the young lady was knocked down in a street ac­ci­dent, and has sus­tained slight in­jur­ies to the head. She was taken to the in­firm­ary, and on re­cov­er­ing con­scious­ness gave her name as Jane Finn. When—ah!—I heard that, I ar­ranged for her to be re­moved to the house of a doc­tor—a friend of mine, and wired at once for you. She re­lapsed in­to un­con­scious­ness and has not spoken since.”

			“She’s not ser­i­ously hurt?”

			“Oh, a bruise and a cut or two; really, from a med­ic­al point of view, ab­surdly slight in­jur­ies to have pro­duced such a con­di­tion. Her state is prob­ably to be at­trib­uted to the men­tal shock con­sequent on re­cov­er­ing her memory.”

			“It’s come back?” cried Ju­li­us ex­citedly.

			Sir James tapped the table rather im­pa­tiently.

			“Un­doubtedly, Mr. Her­sheim­mer, since she was able to give her real name. I thought you had ap­pre­ci­ated that point.”

			“And you just happened to be on the spot,” said Tommy. “Seems quite like a fairy tale.”

			But Sir James was far too wary to be drawn.

			“Co­in­cid­ences are curi­ous things,” he said dryly.

			Nev­er­the­less Tommy was now cer­tain of what he had be­fore only sus­pec­ted. Sir James’s pres­ence in Manchester was not ac­ci­dent­al. Far from abandon­ing the case, as Ju­li­us sup­posed, he had by some means of his own suc­cess­fully run the miss­ing girl to earth. The only thing that puzzled Tommy was the reas­on for all this secrecy. He con­cluded that it was a foible of the leg­al mind.

			Ju­li­us was speak­ing.

			“After din­ner,” he an­nounced, “I shall go right away and see Jane.”

			“That will be im­possible, I fear,” said Sir James. “It is very un­likely they would al­low her to see vis­it­ors at this time of night. I should sug­gest to­mor­row morn­ing about ten o’clock.”

			Ju­li­us flushed. There was some­thing in Sir James which al­ways stirred him to ant­ag­on­ism. It was a con­flict of two mas­ter­ful per­son­al­it­ies.

			“All the same, I reck­on I’ll go round there to­night and see if I can’t ginger them up to break through their silly rules.”

			“It will be quite use­less, Mr. Her­sheim­mer.”

			The words came out like the crack of a pis­tol, and Tommy looked up with a start. Ju­li­us was nervous and ex­cited. The hand with which he raised his glass to his lips shook slightly, but his eyes held Sir James’s de­fi­antly. For a mo­ment the hos­til­ity between the two seemed likely to burst in­to flame, but in the end Ju­li­us lowered his eyes, de­feated.

			“For the mo­ment, I reck­on you’re the boss.”

			“Thank you,” said the oth­er. “We will say ten o’clock then?” With con­sum­mate ease of man­ner he turned to Tommy. “I must con­fess, Mr. Beres­ford, that it was some­thing of a sur­prise to me to see you here this even­ing. The last I heard of you was that your friends were in grave anxi­ety on your be­half. Noth­ing had been heard of you for some days, and Miss Tup­pence was in­clined to think you had got in­to dif­fi­culties.”

			“I had, sir!” Tommy grinned re­min­is­cently. “I was nev­er in a tight­er place in my life.”

			Helped out by ques­tions from Sir James, he gave an ab­bre­vi­ated ac­count of his ad­ven­tures. The law­yer looked at him with re­newed in­terest as he brought the tale to a close.

			“You got your­self out of a tight place very well,” he said gravely. “I con­grat­u­late you. You dis­played a great deal of in­genu­ity and car­ried your part through well.”

			Tommy blushed, his face as­sum­ing a prawnlike hue at the praise.

			“I couldn’t have got away but for the girl, sir.”

			“No.” Sir James smiled a little. “It was lucky for you she happened to—er—take a fancy to you.” Tommy ap­peared about to protest, but Sir James went on. “There’s no doubt about her be­ing one of the gang, I sup­pose?”

			“I’m afraid not, sir. I thought per­haps they were keep­ing her there by force, but the way she ac­ted didn’t fit in with that. You see, she went back to them when she could have got away.”

			Sir James nod­ded thought­fully.

			“What did she say? Some­thing about want­ing to be taken to Mar­guer­ite?”

			“Yes, sir. I sup­pose she meant Mrs. Van­demey­er.”

			“She al­ways signed her­self Rita Van­demey­er. All her friends spoke of her as Rita. Still, I sup­pose the girl must have been in the habit of call­ing her by her full name. And, at the mo­ment she was cry­ing out to her, Mrs. Van­demey­er was either dead or dy­ing! Curi­ous! There are one or two points that strike me as be­ing ob­scure—their sud­den change of at­ti­tude to­wards your­self, for in­stance. By the way, the house was raided, of course?”

			“Yes, sir, but they’d all cleared out.”

			“Nat­ur­ally,” said Sir James dryly.

			“And not a clue left be­hind.”

			“I won­der—” The law­yer tapped the table thought­fully.

			Some­thing in his voice made Tommy look up. Would this man’s eyes have seen some­thing where theirs had been blind? He spoke im­puls­ively:

			“I wish you’d been there, sir, to go over the house!”

			“I wish I had,” said Sir James quietly. He sat for a mo­ment in si­lence. Then he looked up. “And since then? What have you been do­ing?”

			For a mo­ment, Tommy stared at him. Then it dawned on him that of course the law­yer did not know.

			“I for­got that you didn’t know about Tup­pence,” he said slowly. The sick­en­ing anxi­ety, for­got­ten for a while in the ex­cite­ment of know­ing Jane Finn was found at last, swept over him again.

			The law­yer laid down his knife and fork sharply.

			“Has any­thing happened to Miss Tup­pence?” His voice was keen-edged.

			“She’s dis­ap­peared,” said Ju­li­us.

			“When?”

			“A week ago.”

			“How?”

			Sir James’s ques­tions fairly shot out. Between them Tommy and Ju­li­us gave the his­tory of the last week and their fu­tile search.

			Sir James went at once to the root of the mat­ter.

			“A wire signed with your name? They knew enough of you both for that. They wer­en’t sure of how much you had learnt in that house. Their kid­nap­ping of Miss Tup­pence is the coun­ter­move to your es­cape. If ne­ces­sary they could seal your lips with a threat of what might hap­pen to her.”

			Tommy nod­ded.

			“That’s just what I thought, sir.”

			Sir James looked at him keenly. “You had worked that out, had you? Not bad—not at all bad. The curi­ous thing is that they cer­tainly did not know any­thing about you when they first held you pris­on­er. You are sure that you did not in any way dis­close your iden­tity?”

			Tommy shook his head.

			“That’s so,” said Ju­li­us with a nod. “There­fore I reck­on someone put them wise—and not earli­er than Sunday af­ter­noon.”

			“Yes, but who?”

			“That almighty om­ni­scient Mr. Brown, of course!”

			There was a faint note of de­ri­sion in the Amer­ic­an’s voice which made Sir James look up sharply.

			“You don’t be­lieve in Mr. Brown, Mr. Her­sheim­mer?”

			“No, sir, I do not,” re­turned the young Amer­ic­an with em­phas­is. “Not as such, that is to say. I reck­on it out that he’s a fig­ure­head—just a bo­gey name to fright­en the chil­dren with. The real head of this busi­ness is that Rus­si­an chap Kra­men­in. I guess he’s quite cap­able of run­ning re­volu­tions in three coun­tries at once if he chose! The man Whit­ting­ton is prob­ably the head of the Eng­lish branch.”

			“I dis­agree with you,” said Sir James shortly. “Mr. Brown ex­ists.” He turned to Tommy. “Did you hap­pen to no­tice where that wire was handed in?”

			“No, sir, I’m afraid I didn’t.”

			“H’m. Got it with you?”

			“It’s up­stairs, sir, in my kit.”

			“I’d like to have a look at it some­time. No hurry. You’ve wasted a week”—Tommy hung his head—“a day or so more is im­ma­ter­i­al. We’ll deal with Miss Jane Finn first. Af­ter­wards, we’ll set to work to res­cue Miss Tup­pence from bond­age. I don’t think she’s in any im­me­di­ate danger. That is, so long as they don’t know that we’ve got Jane Finn, and that her memory has re­turned. We must keep that dark at all costs. You un­der­stand?”

			The oth­er two as­sen­ted, and, after mak­ing ar­range­ments for meet­ing on the mor­row, the great law­yer took his leave.

			At ten o’clock, the two young men were at the ap­poin­ted spot. Sir James had joined them on the door­step. He alone ap­peared un­ex­cited. He in­tro­duced them to the doc­tor.

			“Mr. Her­sheim­mer—Mr. Beres­ford—Dr. Roylance. How’s the pa­tient?”

			“Go­ing on well. Evid­ently no idea of the flight of time. Asked this morn­ing how many had been saved from the Lus­it­ania. Was it in the pa­pers yet? That, of course, was only what was to be ex­pec­ted. She seems to have some­thing on her mind, though.”

			“I think we can re­lieve her anxi­ety. May we go up?”

			“Cer­tainly.”

			Tommy’s heart beat sens­ibly faster as they fol­lowed the doc­tor up­stairs. Jane Finn at last! The long-sought, the mys­ter­i­ous, the elu­sive Jane Finn! How wildly im­prob­able suc­cess had seemed! And here in this house, her memory al­most mi­ra­cu­lously re­stored, lay the girl who held the fu­ture of Eng­land in her hands. A half groan broke from Tommy’s lips. If only Tup­pence could have been at his side to share in the tri­umphant con­clu­sion of their joint ven­ture! Then he put the thought of Tup­pence res­ol­utely aside. His con­fid­ence in Sir James was grow­ing. There was a man who would un­err­ingly fer­ret out Tup­pence’s where­abouts. In the mean­time Jane Finn! And sud­denly a dread clutched at his heart. It seemed too easy. … Sup­pose they should find her dead … stricken down by the hand of Mr. Brown?

			In an­oth­er minute he was laugh­ing at these me­lo­dra­mat­ic fan­cies. The doc­tor held open the door of a room and they passed in. On the white bed, band­ages round her head, lay the girl. Some­how the whole scene seemed un­real. It was so ex­actly what one ex­pec­ted that it gave the ef­fect of be­ing beau­ti­fully staged.

			The girl looked from one to the oth­er of them with large won­der­ing eyes. Sir James spoke first.

			“Miss Finn,” he said, “this is your cous­in, Mr. Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer.”

			A faint flush flit­ted over the girl’s face, as Ju­li­us stepped for­ward and took her hand.

			“How do, Cous­in Jane?” he said lightly.

			But Tommy caught the tremor in his voice.

			“Are you really Uncle Hiram’s son?” she asked won­der­ingly.

			Her voice, with the slight warmth of the West­ern ac­cent, had an al­most thrill­ing qual­ity. It seemed vaguely fa­mil­i­ar to Tommy, but he thrust the im­pres­sion aside as im­possible.

			“Sure thing.”

			“We used to read about Uncle Hiram in the pa­pers,” con­tin­ued the girl, in her low soft tones. “But I nev­er thought I’d meet you one day. Moth­er figured it out that Uncle Hiram would nev­er get over be­ing mad with her.”

			“The old man was like that,” ad­mit­ted Ju­li­us. “But I guess the new gen­er­a­tion’s sort of dif­fer­ent. Got no use for the fam­ily feud busi­ness. First thing I thought about, soon as the war was over, was to come along and hunt you up.”

			A shad­ow passed over the girl’s face.

			“They’ve been telling me things—dread­ful things—that my memory went, and that there are years I shall nev­er know about—years lost out of my life.”

			“You didn’t real­ize that your­self?”

			The girl’s eyes opened wide.

			“Why, no. It seems to me as though it were no time since we were be­ing hustled in­to those boats. I can see it all now.” She closed her eyes with a shud­der.

			Ju­li­us looked across at Sir James, who nod­ded.

			“Don’t worry any. It isn’t worth it. Now, see here, Jane, there’s some­thing we want to know about. There was a man aboard that boat with some mighty im­port­ant pa­pers on him, and the big guns in this coun­try have got a no­tion that he passed on the goods to you. Is that so?”

			The girl hes­it­ated, her glance shift­ing to the oth­er two. Ju­li­us un­der­stood.

			“Mr. Beres­ford is com­mis­sioned by the Brit­ish gov­ern­ment to get those pa­pers back. Sir James Peel Edger­ton is an Eng­lish Mem­ber of Par­lia­ment, and might be a big gun in the Cab­in­et if he liked. It’s ow­ing to him that we’ve fer­reted you out at last. So you can go right ahead and tell us the whole story. Did Dan­vers give you the pa­pers?”

			“Yes. He said they’d have a bet­ter chance with me, be­cause they would save the wo­men and chil­dren first.”

			“Just as we thought,” said Sir James.

			“He said they were very im­port­ant—that they might make all the dif­fer­ence to the Al­lies. But, if it’s all so long ago, and the war’s over, what does it mat­ter now?”

			“I guess his­tory re­peats it­self, Jane. First there was a great hue and cry over those pa­pers, then it all died down, and now the whole ca­boodle’s star­ted all over again—for rather dif­fer­ent reas­ons. Then you can hand them over to us right away?”

			“But I can’t.”

			“What?”

			“I haven’t got them.”

			“You—haven’t—got them?” Ju­li­us punc­tu­ated the words with little pauses.

			“No—I hid them.”

			“You hid them?”

			“Yes. I got un­easy. People seemed to be watch­ing me. It scared me—badly.” She put her hand to her head. “It’s al­most the last thing I re­mem­ber be­fore wak­ing up in the hos­pit­al. …”

			“Go on,” said Sir James, in his quiet pen­et­rat­ing tones. “What do you re­mem­ber?”

			She turned to him obed­i­ently.

			“It was at Holy­head. I came that way—I don’t re­mem­ber why. …”

			“That doesn’t mat­ter. Go on.”

			“In the con­fu­sion on the quay I slipped away. Nobody saw me. I took a car. Told the man to drive me out of the town. I watched when we got on the open road. No oth­er car was fol­low­ing us. I saw a path at the side of the road. I told the man to wait.”

			She paused, then went on. “The path led to the cliff, and down to the sea between big yel­low gorse bushes—they were like golden flames. I looked round. There wasn’t a soul in sight. But just level with my head there was a hole in the rock. It was quite small—I could only just get my hand in, but it went a long way back. I took the oil­skin pack­et from round my neck and shoved it right in as far as I could. Then I tore off a bit of gorse—My! but it did prick—and plugged the hole with it so that you’d nev­er guess there was a crevice of any kind there. Then I marked the place care­fully in my own mind, so that I’d find it again. There was a queer boulder in the path just there—for all the world like a dog sit­ting up beg­ging. Then I went back to the road. The car was wait­ing, and I drove back. I just caught the train. I was a bit ashamed of my­self for fancy­ing things maybe, but, by and by, I saw the man op­pos­ite me wink at a wo­man who was sit­ting next to me, and I felt scared again, and was glad the pa­pers were safe. I went out in the cor­ridor to get a little air. I thought I’d slip in­to an­oth­er car­riage. But the wo­man called me back, said I’d dropped some­thing, and when I stooped to look, some­thing seemed to hit me—here.” She placed her hand to the back of her head. “I don’t re­mem­ber any­thing more un­til I woke up in the hos­pit­al.”

			There was a pause.

			“Thank you, Miss Finn.” It was Sir James who spoke. “I hope we have not tired you?”

			“Oh, that’s all right. My head aches a little, but oth­er­wise I feel fine.”

			Ju­li­us stepped for­ward and took her hand again.

			“So long, Cous­in Jane. I’m go­ing to get busy after those pa­pers, but I’ll be back in two shakes of a dog’s tail, and I’ll tote you up to Lon­don and give you the time of your young life be­fore we go back to the States! I mean it—so hurry up and get well.”

		
	
		
			
				XX

				Too Late

			
			In the street they held an in­form­al coun­cil of war. Sir James had drawn a watch from his pock­et. “The boat train to Holy­head stops at Chester at 12:14. If you start at once I think you can catch the con­nec­tion.”

			Tommy looked up, puzzled.

			“Is there any need to hurry, sir? Today is only the 24th.”

			“I guess it’s al­ways well to get up early in the morn­ing,” said Ju­li­us, be­fore the law­yer had time to reply. “We’ll make tracks for the de­pot right away.”

			A little frown had settled on Sir James’s brow.

			“I wish I could come with you. I am due to speak at a meet­ing at two o’clock. It is un­for­tu­nate.”

			The re­luct­ance in his tone was very evid­ent. It was clear, on the oth­er hand, that Ju­li­us was eas­ily dis­posed to put up with the loss of the oth­er’s com­pany.

			“I guess there’s noth­ing com­plic­ated about this deal,” he re­marked. “Just a game of hide-and-seek, that’s all.”

			“I hope so,” said Sir James.

			“Sure thing. What else could it be?”

			“You are still young, Mr. Her­sheim­mer. At my age you will prob­ably have learnt one les­son. ‘Nev­er un­der­es­tim­ate your ad­versary.’ ”

			The grav­ity of his tone im­pressed Tommy, but had little ef­fect upon Ju­li­us.

			“You think Mr. Brown might come along and take a hand? If he does, I’m ready for him.” He slapped his pock­et. “I carry a gun. Little Wil­lie here travels round with me every­where.” He pro­duced a mur­der­ous-look­ing auto­mat­ic, and tapped it af­fec­tion­ately be­fore re­turn­ing it to its home. “But he won’t be needed this trip. There’s nobody to put Mr. Brown wise.”

			The law­yer shrugged his shoulders.

			“There was nobody to put Mr. Brown wise to the fact that Mrs. Van­demey­er meant to be­tray him. Nev­er­the­less, Mrs. Van­demey­er died without speak­ing.”

			Ju­li­us was si­lenced for once, and Sir James ad­ded on a light­er note:

			“I only want to put you on your guard. Good­bye, and good luck. Take no un­ne­ces­sary risks once the pa­pers are in your hands. If there is any reas­on to be­lieve that you have been shad­owed, des­troy them at once. Good luck to you. The game is in your hands now.” He shook hands with them both.

			Ten minutes later the two young men were seated in a first-class car­riage en route for Chester.

			For a long time neither of them spoke. When at length Ju­li­us broke the si­lence, it was with a totally un­ex­pec­ted re­mark.

			“Say,” he ob­served thought­fully, “did you ever make a darned fool of your­self over a girl’s face?”

			Tommy, after a mo­ment’s as­ton­ish­ment, searched his mind.

			“Can’t say I have,” he replied at last. “Not that I can re­col­lect, any­how. Why?”

			“Be­cause for the last two months I’ve been mak­ing a sen­ti­ment­al idi­ot of my­self over Jane! First mo­ment I clapped eyes on her pho­to­graph my heart did all the usu­al stunts you read about in nov­els. I guess I’m ashamed to ad­mit it, but I came over here de­term­ined to find her and fix it all up, and take her back as Mrs. Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer!”

			“Oh!” said Tommy, amazed.

			Ju­li­us un­crossed his legs brusquely and con­tin­ued:

			“Just shows what an almighty fool a man can make of him­self! One look at the girl in the flesh, and I was cured!”

			Feel­ing more tongue-tied than ever, Tommy ejac­u­lated “Oh!” again.

			“No dis­par­age­ment to Jane, mind you,” con­tin­ued the oth­er. “She’s a real nice girl, and some fel­low will fall in love with her right away.”

			“I thought her a very good-look­ing girl,” said Tommy, find­ing his tongue.

			“Sure she is. But she’s not like her photo one bit. At least I sup­pose she is in a way—must be—be­cause I re­cog­nized her right off. If I’d seen her in a crowd I’d have said ‘There’s a girl whose face I know’ right away without any hes­it­a­tion. But there was some­thing about that photo”—Ju­li­us shook his head, and heaved a sigh—“I guess ro­mance is a mighty queer thing!”

			“It must be,” said Tommy coldly, “if you can come over here in love with one girl, and pro­pose to an­oth­er with­in a fort­night.”

			Ju­li­us had the grace to look dis­com­posed.

			“Well, you see, I’d got a sort of tired feel­ing that I’d nev­er find Jane—and that it was all plumb fool­ish­ness any­way. And then—oh, well, the French, for in­stance, are much more sens­ible in the way they look at things. They keep ro­mance and mar­riage apart—”

			Tommy flushed.

			“Well, I’m damned! If that’s—”

			Ju­li­us hastened to in­ter­rupt.

			“Say now, don’t be hasty. I don’t mean what you mean. I take it Amer­ic­ans have a high­er opin­ion of mor­al­ity than you have even. What I meant was that the French set about mar­riage in a busi­ness­like way—find two people who are suited to one an­oth­er, look after the money af­fairs, and see the whole thing prac­tic­ally, and in a busi­ness­like spir­it.”

			“If you ask me,” said Tommy, “we’re all too damned busi­ness­like nowadays. We’re al­ways say­ing, ‘Will it pay?’ The men are bad enough, and the girls are worse!”

			“Cool down, son. Don’t get so heated.”

			“I feel heated,” said Tommy.

			Ju­li­us looked at him and judged it wise to say no more.

			How­ever, Tommy had plenty of time to cool down be­fore they reached Holy­head, and the cheer­ful grin had re­turned to his coun­ten­ance as they alighted at their des­tin­a­tion.

			After con­sulta­tion, and with the aid of a road map, they were fairly well agreed as to dir­ec­tion, so were able to hire a taxi without more ado and drive out on the road lead­ing to Tre­ad­dur Bay. They in­struc­ted the man to go slowly, and watched nar­rowly so as not to miss the path. They came to it not long after leav­ing the town, and Tommy stopped the car promptly, asked in a cas­u­al tone wheth­er the path led down to the sea, and hear­ing it did paid off the man in hand­some style.

			A mo­ment later the taxi was slowly chug­ging back to Holy­head. Tommy and Ju­li­us watched it out of sight, and then turned to the nar­row path.

			“It’s the right one, I sup­pose?” asked Tommy doubt­fully. “There must be simply heaps along here.”

			“Sure it is. Look at the gorse. Re­mem­ber what Jane said?”

			Tommy looked at the swell­ing hedges of golden blos­som which bordered the path on either side, and was con­vinced.

			They went down in single file, Ju­li­us lead­ing. Twice Tommy turned his head un­eas­ily. Ju­li­us looked back.

			“What is it?”

			“I don’t know. I’ve got the wind up some­how. Keep fancy­ing there’s someone fol­low­ing us.”

			“Can’t be,” said Ju­li­us pos­it­ively. “We’d see him.”

			Tommy had to ad­mit that this was true. Nev­er­the­less, his sense of un­eas­i­ness deepened. In spite of him­self he be­lieved in the om­ni­science of the en­emy.

			“I rather wish that fel­low would come along,” said Ju­li­us. He pat­ted his pock­et. “Little Wil­li­am here is just aching for ex­er­cise!”

			“Do you al­ways carry it—him—with you?” in­quired Tommy with burn­ing curi­os­ity.

			“Most al­ways. I guess you nev­er know what might turn up.”

			Tommy kept a re­spect­ful si­lence. He was im­pressed by little Wil­li­am. It seemed to re­move the men­ace of Mr. Brown farther away.

			The path was now run­ning along the side of the cliff, par­al­lel to the sea. Sud­denly Ju­li­us came to such an ab­rupt halt that Tommy can­noned in­to him.

			“What’s up?” he in­quired.

			“Look there. If that doesn’t beat the band!”

			Tommy looked. Stand­ing out half ob­struct­ing the path was a huge boulder which cer­tainly bore a fanci­ful re­semb­lance to a “beg­ging” ter­ri­er.

			“Well,” said Tommy, re­fus­ing to share Ju­li­us’s emo­tion, “it’s what we ex­pec­ted to see, isn’t it?”

			Ju­li­us looked at him sadly and shook his head.

			“Brit­ish phlegm! Sure we ex­pec­ted it—but it kind of rattles me, all the same, to see it sit­ting there just where we ex­pec­ted to find it!”

			Tommy, whose calm was, per­haps, more as­sumed than nat­ur­al, moved his feet im­pa­tiently.

			“Push on. What about the hole?”

			They scanned the cliff-side nar­rowly. Tommy heard him­self say­ing idi­ot­ic­ally:

			“The gorse won’t be there after all these years.”

			And Ju­li­us replied sol­emnly:

			“I guess you’re right.”

			Tommy sud­denly poin­ted with a shak­ing hand.

			“What about that crevice there?”

			Ju­li­us replied in an awestricken voice:

			“That’s it—for sure.”

			They looked at each oth­er.

			“When I was in France,” said Tommy re­min­is­cently, “whenev­er my bat­man failed to call me, he al­ways said that he had come over queer. I nev­er be­lieved it. But wheth­er he felt it or not, there is such a sen­sa­tion. I’ve got it now! Badly!”

			He looked at the rock with a kind of ag­on­ized pas­sion.

			“Damn it!” he cried. “It’s im­possible! Five years! Think of it! Bird’s-nest­ing boys, pic­nic parties, thou­sands of people passing! It can’t be there! It’s a hun­dred to one against its be­ing there! It’s against all reas­on!”

			In­deed, he felt it to be im­possible—more, per­haps, be­cause he could not be­lieve in his own suc­cess where so many oth­ers had failed. The thing was too easy, there­fore it could not be. The hole would be empty.

			Ju­li­us looked at him with a widen­ing smile.

			“I guess you’re rattled now all right,” he drawled with some en­joy­ment. “Well, here goes!” He thrust his hand in­to the crevice, and made a slight grim­ace. “It’s a tight fit. Jane’s hand must be a few sizes smal­ler than mine. I don’t feel any­thing—no—say, what’s this? Gee whiz!” And with a flour­ish he waved aloft a small dis­col­oured pack­et. “It’s the goods all right. Sewn up in oil­skin. Hold it while I get my pen­knife.”

			The un­be­liev­able had happened. Tommy held the pre­cious pack­et ten­derly between his hands. They had suc­ceeded!

			“It’s queer,” he mur­mured idly, “you’d think the stitches would have rot­ted. They look just as good as new.”

			They cut them care­fully and ripped away the oil­skin. In­side was a small fol­ded sheet of pa­per. With trem­bling fin­gers they un­fol­ded it. The sheet was blank! They stared at each oth­er, puzzled.

			“A dummy?” haz­arded Ju­li­us. “Was Dan­vers just a de­coy?”

			Tommy shook his head. That solu­tion did not sat­is­fy him. Sud­denly his face cleared.

			“I’ve got it! Sym­path­et­ic ink!”

			“You think so?”

			“Worth try­ing any­how. Heat usu­ally does the trick. Get some sticks. We’ll make a fire.”

			In a few minutes the little fire of twigs and leaves was blaz­ing mer­rily. Tommy held the sheet of pa­per near the glow. The pa­per curled a little with the heat. Noth­ing more.

			Sud­denly Ju­li­us grasped his arm, and poin­ted to where char­ac­ters were ap­pear­ing in a faint brown col­our.

			“Gee whiz! You’ve got it! Say, that idea of yours was great. It nev­er oc­curred to me.”

			Tommy held the pa­per in po­s­i­tion some minutes longer un­til he judged the heat had done its work. Then he with­drew it. A mo­ment later he uttered a cry.

			Across the sheet in neat brown print­ing ran the words: With the com­pli­ments of Mr. Brown.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				Tommy Makes a Dis­cov­ery

			
			For a mo­ment or two they stood star­ing at each oth­er stu­pidly, dazed with the shock. Some­how, in­ex­plic­ably, Mr. Brown had fore­stalled them. Tommy ac­cep­ted de­feat quietly. Not so Ju­li­us.

			“How in tar­na­tion did he get ahead of us? That’s what beats me!” he ended up.

			Tommy shook his head, and said dully:

			“It ac­counts for the stitches be­ing new. We might have guessed. …”

			“Nev­er mind the darned stitches. How did he get ahead of us? We hustled all we knew. It’s down­right im­possible for any­one to get here quick­er than we did. And, any­way, how did he know? Do you reck­on there was a dicta­phone in Jane’s room? I guess there must have been.”

			But Tommy’s com­mon sense poin­ted out ob­jec­tions.

			“No one could have known be­fore­hand that she was go­ing to be in that house—much less that par­tic­u­lar room.”

			“That’s so,” ad­mit­ted Ju­li­us. “Then one of the nurses was a crook and listened at the door. How’s that?”

			“I don’t see that it mat­ters any­way,” said Tommy wear­ily. “He may have found out some months ago, and re­moved the pa­pers, then—No, by Jove, that won’t wash! They’d have been pub­lished at once.”

			“Sure thing they would! No, someone’s got ahead of us today by an hour or so. But how they did it gets my goat.”

			“I wish that chap Peel Edger­ton had been with us,” said Tommy thought­fully.

			“Why?” Ju­li­us stared. “The mis­chief was done when we came.”

			“Yes—” Tommy hes­it­ated. He could not ex­plain his own feel­ing—the il­lo­gic­al idea that the K.C.’s pres­ence would some­how have aver­ted the cata­strophe. He re­ver­ted to his former point of view. “It’s no good ar­guing about how it was done. The game’s up. We’ve failed. There’s only one thing for me to do.”

			“What’s that?”

			“Get back to Lon­don as soon as pos­sible. Mr. Carter must be warned. It’s only a mat­ter of hours now be­fore the blow falls. But, at any rate, he ought to know the worst.”

			The duty was an un­pleas­ant one, but Tommy had no in­ten­tion of shirk­ing it. He must re­port his fail­ure to Mr. Carter. After that his work was done. He took the mid­night mail to Lon­don. Ju­li­us elec­ted to stay the night at Holy­head.

			Half an hour after ar­rival, hag­gard and pale, Tommy stood be­fore his chief.

			“I’ve come to re­port, sir. I’ve failed—failed badly.”

			Mr. Carter eyed him sharply.

			“You mean that the treaty—”

			“Is in the hands of Mr. Brown, sir.”

			“Ah!” said Mr. Carter quietly. The ex­pres­sion on his face did not change, but Tommy caught the flick­er of des­pair in his eyes. It con­vinced him as noth­ing else had done that the out­look was hope­less.

			“Well,” said Mr. Carter after a minute or two, “we mustn’t sag at the knees, I sup­pose. I’m glad to know def­in­itely. We must do what we can.”

			Through Tommy’s mind flashed the as­sur­ance: “It’s hope­less, and he knows it’s hope­less!”

			The oth­er looked up at him.

			“Don’t take it to heart, lad,” he said kindly. “You did your best. You were up against one of the biggest brains of the cen­tury. And you came very near suc­cess. Re­mem­ber that.”

			“Thank you, sir. It’s aw­fully de­cent of you.”

			“I blame my­self. I have been blam­ing my­self ever since I heard this oth­er news.”

			Some­thing in his tone at­trac­ted Tommy’s at­ten­tion. A new fear gripped at his heart.

			“Is there—some­thing more, sir?”

			“I’m afraid so,” said Mr. Carter gravely. He stretched out his hand to a sheet on the table.

			“Tup­pence—?” faltered Tommy.

			“Read for your­self.”

			The type­writ­ten words danced be­fore his eyes. The de­scrip­tion of a green toque, a coat with a handker­chief in the pock­et marked P.L.C. He looked an ag­on­ized ques­tion at Mr. Carter. The lat­ter replied to it:

			“Washed up on the York­shire coast—near Ebury. I’m afraid—it looks very much like foul play.”

			“My God!” gasped Tommy. “Tup­pence! Those dev­ils—I’ll nev­er rest till I’ve got even with them! I’ll hunt them down! I’ll—”

			The pity on Mr. Carter’s face stopped him.

			“I know what you feel like, my poor boy. But it’s no good. You’ll waste your strength use­lessly. It may sound harsh, but my ad­vice to you is: Cut your losses. Time’s mer­ci­ful. You’ll for­get.”

			“For­get Tup­pence? Nev­er!”

			Mr. Carter shook his head.

			“So you think now. Well, it won’t bear think­ing of—that brave little girl! I’m sorry about the whole busi­ness—con­foun­dedly sorry.”

			Tommy came to him­self with a start.

			“I’m tak­ing up your time, sir,” he said with an ef­fort. “There’s no need for you to blame your­self. I dare say we were a couple of young fools to take on such a job. You warned us all right. But I wish to God I’d been the one to get it in the neck. Good­bye, sir.”

			Back at the Ritz, Tommy packed up his few be­long­ings mech­an­ic­ally, his thoughts far away. He was still be­wildered by the in­tro­duc­tion of tragedy in­to his cheer­ful com­mon­place ex­ist­ence. What fun they had had to­geth­er, he and Tup­pence! And now—oh, he couldn’t be­lieve it—it couldn’t be true! Tup­pence—dead! Little Tup­pence, brim­ming over with life! It was a dream, a hor­rible dream. Noth­ing more.

			They brought him a note, a few kind words of sym­pathy from Peel Edger­ton, who had read the news in the pa­per. (There had been a large head­line: Ex-V.A.D. Feared Drowned.) The let­ter ended with the of­fer of a post on a ranch in the Ar­gen­tine, where Sir James had con­sid­er­able in­terests.

			“Kind old beg­gar,” muttered Tommy, as he flung it aside.

			The door opened, and Ju­li­us burst in with his usu­al vi­ol­ence. He held an open news­pa­per in his hand.

			“Say, what’s all this? They seem to have got some fool idea about Tup­pence.”

			“It’s true,” said Tommy quietly.

			“You mean they’ve done her in?”

			Tommy nod­ded.

			“I sup­pose when they got the treaty she—wasn’t any good to them any longer, and they were afraid to let her go.”

			“Well, I’m darned!” said Ju­li­us. “Little Tup­pence. She sure was the pluck­i­est little girl—”

			But sud­denly some­thing seemed to crack in Tommy’s brain. He rose to his feet.

			“Oh, get out! You don’t really care, damn you! You asked her to marry you in your rot­ten cold-blooded way, but I loved her. I’d have giv­en the soul out of my body to save her from harm. I’d have stood by without a word and let her marry you, be­cause you could have giv­en her the sort of time she ought to have had, and I was only a poor dev­il without a penny to bless him­self with. But it wouldn’t have been be­cause I didn’t care!”

			“See here,” began Ju­li­us tem­per­ately.

			“Oh, go to the dev­il! I can’t stand your com­ing here and talk­ing about ‘little Tup­pence.’ Go and look after your cous­in. Tup­pence is my girl! I’ve al­ways loved her, from the time we played to­geth­er as kids. We grew up and it was just the same. I shall nev­er for­get when I was in hos­pit­al, and she came in in that ri­dicu­lous cap and ap­ron! It was like a mir­acle to see the girl I loved turn up in a nurse’s kit—”

			But Ju­li­us in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“A nurse’s kit! Gee whiz! I must be go­ing to Col­ney Hatch! I could swear I’ve seen Jane in a nurse’s cap too. And that’s plumb im­possible! No, by gum, I’ve got it! It was her I saw talk­ing to Whit­ting­ton at that nurs­ing home in Bournemouth. She wasn’t a pa­tient there! She was a nurse!”

			“I dare say,” said Tommy an­grily, “she’s prob­ably been in with them from the start. I shouldn’t won­der if she stole those pa­pers from Dan­vers to be­gin with.”

			“I’m darned if she did!” shouted Ju­li­us. “She’s my cous­in, and as pat­ri­ot­ic a girl as ever stepped.”

			“I don’t care a damn what she is, but get out of here!” re­tor­ted Tommy also at the top of his voice.

			The young men were on the point of com­ing to blows. But sud­denly, with an al­most ma­gic­al ab­rupt­ness, Ju­li­us’s an­ger abated.

			“All right, son,” he said quietly, “I’m go­ing. I don’t blame you any for what you’ve been say­ing. It’s mighty lucky you did say it. I’ve been the most almighty blither­ing darned idi­ot that it’s pos­sible to ima­gine. Calm down”—Tommy had made an im­pa­tient ges­ture—“I’m go­ing right away now—go­ing to the Lon­don and North West­ern Rail­way de­pot, if you want to know.”

			“I don’t care a damn where you’re go­ing,” growled Tommy.

			As the door closed be­hind Ju­li­us, he re­turned to his suit­case.

			“That’s the lot,” he mur­mured, and rang the bell.

			“Take my lug­gage down.”

			“Yes, sir. Go­ing away, sir?”

			“I’m go­ing to the dev­il,” said Tommy, re­gard­less of the meni­al’s feel­ings.

			That func­tion­ary, how­ever, merely replied re­spect­fully:

			“Yes, sir. Shall I call a taxi?”

			Tommy nod­ded.

			Where was he go­ing? He hadn’t the faintest idea. Bey­ond a fixed de­term­in­a­tion to get even with Mr. Brown he had no plans. He re­read Sir James’s let­ter, and shook his head. Tup­pence must be avenged. Still, it was kind of the old fel­low.

			“Bet­ter an­swer it, I sup­pose.” He went across to the writ­ing-table. With the usu­al per­versity of bed­room sta­tion­ery, there were in­nu­mer­able en­vel­opes and no pa­per. He rang. No one came. Tommy fumed at the delay. Then he re­membered that there was a good sup­ply in Ju­li­us’s sit­ting-room. The Amer­ic­an had an­nounced his im­me­di­ate de­par­ture, there would be no fear of run­ning up against him. Be­sides, he wouldn’t mind if he did. He was be­gin­ning to be rather ashamed of the things he had said. Old Ju­li­us had taken them jolly well. He’d apo­lo­gize if he found him there.

			But the room was deser­ted. Tommy walked across to the writ­ing-table, and opened the middle draw­er. A pho­to­graph, care­lessly thrust in face up­wards, caught his eye. For a mo­ment he stood rooted to the ground. Then he took it out, shut the draw­er, walked slowly over to an arm­chair, and sat down still star­ing at the pho­to­graph in his hand.

			What on earth was a pho­to­graph of the French girl An­nette do­ing in Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer’s writ­ing-table?

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				In Down­ing Street

			
			The Prime Min­is­ter tapped the desk in front of him with nervous fin­gers. His face was worn and har­assed. He took up his con­ver­sa­tion with Mr. Carter at the point it had broken off. “I don’t un­der­stand,” he said. “Do you really mean that things are not so des­per­ate after all?”

			“So this lad seems to think.”

			“Let’s have a look at his let­ter again.”

			Mr. Carter handed it over. It was writ­ten in a sprawl­ing boy­ish hand.

			
				“Dear Mr. Carter,

				“Some­thing’s turned up that has giv­en me a jar. Of course I may be simply mak­ing an aw­ful ass of my­self, but I don’t think so. If my con­clu­sions are right, that girl at Manchester was just a plant. The whole thing was pre­arranged, sham pack­et and all, with the ob­ject of mak­ing us think the game was up—there­fore I fancy that we must have been pretty hot on the scent.

				“I think I know who the real Jane Finn is, and I’ve even got an idea where the pa­pers are. That last’s only a guess, of course, but I’ve a sort of feel­ing it’ll turn out right. Any­how, I en­close it in a sealed en­vel­ope for what it’s worth. I’m go­ing to ask you not to open it un­til the very last mo­ment, mid­night on the 28th, in fact. You’ll un­der­stand why in a minute. You see, I’ve figured it out that those things of Tup­pence’s are a plant too, and she’s no more drowned than I am. The way I reas­on is this: as a last chance they’ll let Jane Finn es­cape in the hope that she’s been sham­ming this memory stunt, and that once she thinks she’s free she’ll go right away to the cache. Of course it’s an aw­ful risk for them to take, be­cause she knows all about them—but they’re pretty des­per­ate to get hold of that treaty. But if they know that the pa­pers have been re­covered by us, neither of those two girls’ lives will be worth an hour’s pur­chase. I must try and get hold of Tup­pence be­fore Jane es­capes.

				“I want a re­peat of that tele­gram that was sent to Tup­pence at the Ritz. Sir James Peel Edger­ton said you would be able to man­age that for me. He’s fright­fully clev­er.

				“One last thing—please have that house in Soho watched day and night.

				
					“Yours, etc.,

					“Thomas Beres­ford.”

				
			

			The Prime Min­is­ter looked up.

			“The en­clos­ure?”

			Mr. Carter smiled dryly.

			“In the vaults of the Bank. I am tak­ing no chances.”

			“You don’t think”—the Prime Min­is­ter hes­it­ated a minute—“that it would be bet­ter to open it now? Surely we ought to se­cure the doc­u­ment, that is, provided the young man’s guess turns out to be cor­rect, at once. We can keep the fact of hav­ing done so quite secret.”

			“Can we? I’m not so sure. There are spies all round us. Once it’s known I wouldn’t give that”—he snapped his fin­gers—“for the life of those two girls. No, the boy trus­ted me, and I shan’t let him down.”

			“Well, well, we must leave it at that, then. What’s he like, this lad?”

			“Out­wardly, he’s an or­din­ary clean-limbed, rather block-headed young Eng­lish­man. Slow in his men­tal pro­cesses. On the oth­er hand, it’s quite im­possible to lead him astray through his ima­gin­a­tion. He hasn’t got any—so he’s dif­fi­cult to de­ceive. He wor­ries things out slowly, and once he’s got hold of any­thing he doesn’t let go. The little lady’s quite dif­fer­ent. More in­tu­ition and less com­mon sense. They make a pretty pair work­ing to­geth­er. Pace and stam­ina.”

			“He seems con­fid­ent,” mused the Prime Min­is­ter.

			“Yes, and that’s what gives me hope. He’s the kind of dif­fid­ent youth who would have to be very sure be­fore he ven­tured an opin­ion at all.”

			A half smile came to the oth­er’s lips.

			“And it is this—boy who will de­feat the mas­ter crim­in­al of our time?”

			“This—boy, as you say! But I some­times fancy I see a shad­ow be­hind.”

			“You mean?”

			“Peel Edger­ton.”

			“Peel Edger­ton?” said the Prime Min­is­ter in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Yes. I see his hand in this.” He struck the open let­ter. “He’s there—work­ing in the dark, si­lently, un­ob­trus­ively. I’ve al­ways felt that if any­one was to run Mr. Brown to earth, Peel Edger­ton would be the man. I tell you he’s on the case now, but doesn’t want it known. By the way, I got rather an odd re­quest from him the oth­er day.”

			“Yes?”

			“He sent me a cut­ting from some Amer­ic­an pa­per. It re­ferred to a man’s body found near the docks in New York about three weeks ago. He asked me to col­lect any in­form­a­tion on the sub­ject I could.”

			“Well?”

			Carter shrugged his shoulders.

			“I couldn’t get much. Young fel­low about thirty-five—poorly dressed—face very badly dis­figured. He was nev­er iden­ti­fied.”

			“And you fancy that the two mat­ters are con­nec­ted in some way?”

			“Some­how I do. I may be wrong, of course.”

			There was a pause, then Mr. Carter con­tin­ued:

			“I asked him to come round here. Not that we’ll get any­thing out of him he doesn’t want to tell. His leg­al in­stincts are too strong. But there’s no doubt he can throw light on one or two ob­scure points in young Beres­ford’s let­ter. Ah, here he is!”

			The two men rose to greet the new­comer. A half whim­sic­al thought flashed across the Premi­er’s mind. “My suc­cessor, per­haps!”

			“We’ve had a let­ter from young Beres­ford,” said Mr. Carter, com­ing to the point at once. “You’ve seen him, I sup­pose?”

			“You sup­pose wrong,” said the law­yer.

			“Oh!” Mr. Carter was a little non­plussed.

			Sir James smiled, and stroked his chin.

			“He rang me up,” he vo­lun­teered.

			“Would you have any ob­jec­tion to telling us ex­actly what passed between you?”

			“Not at all. He thanked me for a cer­tain let­ter which I had writ­ten to him—as a mat­ter of fact, I had offered him a job. Then he re­minded me of some­thing I had said to him at Manchester re­spect­ing that bogus tele­gram which lured Miss Cow­ley away. I asked him if any­thing un­to­ward had oc­curred. He said it had—that in a draw­er in Mr. Her­sheim­mer’s room he had dis­covered a pho­to­graph.” The law­yer paused, then con­tin­ued: “I asked him if the pho­to­graph bore the name and ad­dress of a Cali­for­ni­an pho­to­graph­er. He replied: ‘You’re on to it, sir. It had.’ Then he went on to tell me some­thing I didn’t know. The ori­gin­al of that pho­to­graph was the French girl, An­nette, who saved his life.”

			“What?”

			“Ex­actly. I asked the young man with some curi­os­ity what he had done with the pho­to­graph. He replied that he had put it back where he found it.” The law­yer paused again. “That was good, you know—dis­tinctly good. He can use his brains, that young fel­low. I con­grat­u­lated him. The dis­cov­ery was a provid­en­tial one. Of course, from the mo­ment that the girl in Manchester was proved to be a plant everything was altered. Young Beres­ford saw that for him­self without my hav­ing to tell it him. But he felt he couldn’t trust his judg­ment on the sub­ject of Miss Cow­ley. Did I think she was alive? I told him, duly weigh­ing the evid­ence, that there was a very de­cided chance in fa­vour of it. That brought us back to the tele­gram.”

			“Yes?”

			“I ad­vised him to ap­ply to you for a copy of the ori­gin­al wire. It had oc­curred to me as prob­able that, after Miss Cow­ley flung it on the floor, cer­tain words might have been erased and altered with the ex­press in­ten­tion of set­ting search­ers on a false trail.”

			Carter nod­ded. He took a sheet from his pock­et, and read aloud:

			
				“Come at once, Astley Pri­ors, Gate­house, Kent. Great de­vel­op­ments—Tommy.”

			

			“Very simple,” said Sir James, “and very in­geni­ous. Just a few words to al­ter, and the thing was done. And the one im­port­ant clue they over­looked.”

			“What was that?”

			“The page­boy’s state­ment that Miss Cow­ley drove to Char­ing Cross. They were so sure of them­selves that they took it for gran­ted he had made a mis­take.”

			“Then young Beres­ford is now?”

			“At Gate­house, Kent, un­less I am much mis­taken.”

			Mr. Carter looked at him curi­ously.

			“I rather won­der you’re not there too, Peel Edger­ton?”

			“Ah, I’m busy on a case.”

			“I thought you were on your hol­i­day?”

			“Oh, I’ve not been briefed. Per­haps it would be more cor­rect to say I’m pre­par­ing a case. Any more facts about that Amer­ic­an chap for me?”

			“I’m afraid not. Is it im­port­ant to find out who he was?”

			“Oh, I know who he was,” said Sir James eas­ily. “I can’t prove it yet—but I know.”

			The oth­er two asked no ques­tions. They had an in­stinct that it would be mere waste of breath.

			“But what I don’t un­der­stand,” said the Prime-Min­is­ter sud­denly, “is how that pho­to­graph came to be in Mr. Her­sheim­mer’s draw­er?”

			“Per­haps it nev­er left it,” sug­ges­ted the law­yer gently.

			“But the bogus in­spect­or? In­spect­or Brown?”

			“Ah!” said Sir James thought­fully. He rose to his feet. “I mustn’t keep you. Go on with the af­fairs of the na­tion. I must get back to—my case.”

			Two days later Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer re­turned from Manchester. A note from Tommy lay on his table:

			
				“Dear Her­sheim­mer,

				“Sorry I lost my tem­per. In case I don’t see you again, good­bye. I’ve been offered a job in the Ar­gen­tine, and might as well take it.

				
					“Yours,

					“Tommy Beres­ford.”

				
			

			A pe­cu­li­ar smile lingered for a mo­ment on Ju­li­us’s face. He threw the let­ter in­to the waste-pa­per bas­ket.

			“The darned fool!” he mur­mured.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				A Race Against Time

			
			After ringing up Sir James, Tommy’s next pro­ced­ure was to make a call at South Aud­ley Man­sions. He found Al­bert dis­char­ging his pro­fes­sion­al du­ties, and in­tro­duced him­self without more ado as a friend of Tup­pence’s. Al­bert un­bent im­me­di­ately.

			“Things has been very quiet here lately,” he said wist­fully. “Hope the young lady’s keep­ing well, sir?”

			“That’s just the point, Al­bert. She’s dis­ap­peared.”

			“You don’t mean as the crooks have got her?”

			“They have.”

			“In the Un­der­world?”

			“No, dash it all, in this world!”

			“It’s a h’ex­pres­sion, sir,” ex­plained Al­bert. “At the pic­tures the crooks al­ways have a res­toor­ant in the Un­der­world. But do you think as they’ve done her in, sir?”

			“I hope not. By the way, have you by any chance an aunt, a cous­in, a grand­moth­er, or any oth­er suit­able fe­male re­la­tion who might be rep­res­en­ted as be­ing likely to kick the buck­et?”

			A de­lighted grin spread slowly over Al­bert’s coun­ten­ance.

			“I’m on, sir. My poor aunt what lives in the coun­try has been mor­tal bad for a long time, and she’s ask­ing for me with her dy­ing breath.”

			Tommy nod­ded ap­prov­al.

			“Can you re­port this in the prop­er quarter and meet me at Char­ing Cross in an hour’s time?”

			“I’ll be there, sir. You can count on me.”

			As Tommy had judged, the faith­ful Al­bert proved an in­valu­able ally. The two took up their quar­ters at the inn in Gate­house. To Al­bert fell the task of col­lect­ing in­form­a­tion. There was no dif­fi­culty about it.

			Astley Pri­ors was the prop­erty of a Dr. Adams. The doc­tor no longer prac­ticed, had re­tired, the land­lord be­lieved, but he took a few private pa­tients—here the good fel­low tapped his fore­head know­ingly—“balmy ones! You un­der­stand!” The doc­tor was a pop­u­lar fig­ure in the vil­lage, sub­scribed freely to all the loc­al sports—“a very pleas­ant, af­fable gen­tle­man.” Been there long? Oh, a mat­ter of ten years or so—might be longer. Sci­entif­ic gen­tle­man, he was. Pro­fess­ors and people of­ten came down from town to see him. Any­way, it was a gay house, al­ways vis­it­ors.

			In the face of all this volu­bil­ity, Tommy felt doubts. Was it pos­sible that this gen­i­al, well-known fig­ure could be in real­ity a dan­ger­ous crim­in­al? His life seemed so open and above­board. No hint of sin­is­ter do­ings. Sup­pose it was all a gi­gant­ic mis­take? Tommy felt a cold chill at the thought.

			Then he re­membered the private pa­tients—“balmy ones.” He in­quired care­fully if there was a young lady amongst them, de­scrib­ing Tup­pence. But noth­ing much seemed to be known about the pa­tients—they were sel­dom seen out­side the grounds. A guarded de­scrip­tion of An­nette also failed to pro­voke re­cog­ni­tion.

			Astley Pri­ors was a pleas­ant red­brick edi­fice, sur­roun­ded by well-wooded grounds which ef­fec­tu­ally shiel­ded the house from ob­ser­va­tion from the road.

			On the first even­ing Tommy, ac­com­pan­ied by Al­bert, ex­plored the grounds. Ow­ing to Al­bert’s in­sist­ence they dragged them­selves along pain­fully on their stom­achs, thereby pro­du­cing a great deal more noise than if they had stood up­right. In any case, these pre­cau­tions were totally un­ne­ces­sary. The grounds, like those of any oth­er private house after night­fall, seemed un­ten­an­ted. Tommy had ima­gined a pos­sible fierce watch­dog. Al­bert’s fancy ran to a puma, or a tame co­bra. But they reached a shrub­bery near the house quite un­mo­les­ted.

			The blinds of the din­ing-room win­dow were up. There was a large com­pany as­sembled round the table. The port was passing from hand to hand. It seemed a nor­mal, pleas­ant com­pany. Through the open win­dow scraps of con­ver­sa­tion floated out dis­join­tedly on the night air. It was a heated dis­cus­sion on county crick­et!

			Again Tommy felt that cold chill of un­cer­tainty. It seemed im­possible to be­lieve that these people were oth­er than they seemed. Had he been fooled once more? The fair-bearded, spec­tacled gen­tle­man who sat at the head of the table looked sin­gu­larly hon­est and nor­mal.

			Tommy slept badly that night. The fol­low­ing morn­ing the in­defatig­able Al­bert, hav­ing ce­men­ted an al­li­ance with the green­gro­cer’s boy, took the lat­ter’s place and in­gra­ti­ated him­self with the cook at Malt­house. He re­turned with the in­form­a­tion that she was un­doubtedly “one of the crooks,” but Tommy mis­trus­ted the vivid­ness of his ima­gin­a­tion. Ques­tioned, he could ad­duce noth­ing in sup­port of his state­ment ex­cept his own opin­ion that she wasn’t the usu­al kind. You could see that at a glance.

			The sub­sti­tu­tion be­ing re­peated (much to the pe­cu­ni­ary ad­vant­age of the real green­gro­cer’s boy) on the fol­low­ing day, Al­bert brought back the first piece of hope­ful news. There was a French young lady stay­ing in the house. Tommy put his doubts aside. Here was con­firm­a­tion of his the­ory. But time pressed. Today was the 27th. The 29th was the much-talked-of “La­bour Day,” about which all sorts of ru­mours were run­ning ri­ot. News­pa­pers were get­ting agit­ated. Sen­sa­tion­al hints of a La­bour coup d’état were freely re­por­ted. The gov­ern­ment said noth­ing. It knew and was pre­pared. There were ru­mours of dis­sen­sion among the La­bour lead­ers. They were not of one mind. The more farsee­ing among them real­ized that what they pro­posed might well be a deathblow to the Eng­land that at heart they loved. They shrank from the star­va­tion and misery a gen­er­al strike would en­tail, and were will­ing to meet the gov­ern­ment halfway. But be­hind them were subtle, in­sist­ent forces at work, ur­ging the memor­ies of old wrongs, de­prec­at­ing the weak­ness of half-and-half meas­ures, fo­ment­ing mis­un­der­stand­ings.

			Tommy felt that, thanks to Mr. Carter, he un­der­stood the po­s­i­tion fairly ac­cur­ately. With the fatal doc­u­ment in the hands of Mr. Brown, pub­lic opin­ion would swing to the side of the La­bour ex­trem­ists and re­volu­tion­ists. Fail­ing that, the battle was an even chance. The gov­ern­ment with a loy­al army and po­lice force be­hind them might win—but at a cost of great suf­fer­ing. But Tommy nour­ished an­oth­er and a pre­pos­ter­ous dream. With Mr. Brown un­masked and cap­tured he be­lieved, rightly or wrongly, that the whole or­gan­iz­a­tion would crumble ig­no­mini­ously and in­stant­an­eously. The strange per­meat­ing in­flu­ence of the un­seen chief held it to­geth­er. Without him, Tommy be­lieved an in­stant pan­ic would set in; and, the hon­est men left to them­selves, an el­ev­enth-hour re­con­cili­ation would be pos­sible.

			“This is a one-man show,” said Tommy to him­self. “The thing to do is to get hold of the man.”

			It was partly in fur­ther­ance of this am­bi­tious design that he had re­ques­ted Mr. Carter not to open the sealed en­vel­ope. The draft treaty was Tommy’s bait. Every now and then he was aghast at his own pre­sump­tion. How dared he think that he had dis­covered what so many wiser and clev­er men had over­looked? Nev­er­the­less, he stuck ten­a­ciously to his idea.

			That even­ing he and Al­bert once more pen­et­rated the grounds of Astley Pri­ors. Tommy’s am­bi­tion was some­how or oth­er to gain ad­mis­sion to the house it­self. As they ap­proached cau­tiously, Tommy gave a sud­den gasp.

			On the second floor win­dow someone stand­ing between the win­dow and the light in the room threw a sil­hou­ette on the blind. It was one Tommy would have re­cog­nized any­where! Tup­pence was in that house!

			He clutched Al­bert by the shoulder.

			“Stay here! When I be­gin to sing, watch that win­dow.”

			He re­treated hast­ily to a po­s­i­tion on the main drive, and began in a deep roar, coupled with an un­steady gait, the fol­low­ing ditty:

			
				
					I am a sol­dier
					

					A jolly Brit­ish sol­dier;
					

					You can see that I’m a sol­dier by my feet. …
				

			

			It had been a fa­vour­ite on the gramo­phone in Tup­pence’s hos­pit­al days. He did not doubt but that she would re­cog­nize it and draw her own con­clu­sions. Tommy had not a note of mu­sic in his voice, but his lungs were ex­cel­lent. The noise he pro­duced was ter­rif­ic.

			Presently an un­im­peach­able but­ler, ac­com­pan­ied by an equally un­im­peach­able foot­man, is­sued from the front door. The but­ler re­mon­strated with him. Tommy con­tin­ued to sing, ad­dress­ing the but­ler af­fec­tion­ately as “dear old whiskers.” The foot­man took him by one arm, the but­ler by the oth­er. They ran him down the drive, and neatly out of the gate. The but­ler threatened him with the po­lice if he in­truded again. It was beau­ti­fully done—soberly and with per­fect de­cor­um. Any­one would have sworn that the but­ler was a real but­ler, the foot­man a real foot­man—only, as it happened, the but­ler was Whit­ting­ton!

			Tommy re­tired to the inn and waited for Al­bert’s re­turn. At last that worthy made his ap­pear­ance.

			“Well?” cried Tommy eagerly.

			“It’s all right. While they was a-run­ning of you out the win­dow opened, and some­thing was chucked out.” He handed a scrap of pa­per to Tommy. “It was wrapped round a let­ter­weight.”

			On the pa­per were scrawled three words: “To­mor­row—same time.”

			“Good egg!” cried Tommy. “We’re get­ting go­ing.”

			“I wrote a mes­sage on a piece of pa­per, wrapped it round a stone, and chucked it through the win­dow,” con­tin­ued Al­bert breath­lessly.

			Tommy groaned.

			“Your zeal will be the un­do­ing of us, Al­bert. What did you say?”

			“Said we was a-stay­ing at the inn. If she could get away, to come there and croak like a frog.”

			“She’ll know that’s you,” said Tommy with a sigh of re­lief. “Your ima­gin­a­tion runs away with you, you know, Al­bert. Why, you wouldn’t re­cog­nize a frog croak­ing if you heard it.”

			Al­bert looked rather crest­fal­len.

			“Cheer up,” said Tommy. “No harm done. That but­ler’s an old friend of mine—I bet he knew who I was, though he didn’t let on. It’s not their game to show sus­pi­cion. That’s why we’ve found it fairly plain sail­ing. They don’t want to dis­cour­age me al­to­geth­er. On the oth­er hand, they don’t want to make it too easy. I’m a pawn in their game, Al­bert, that’s what I am. You see, if the spider lets the fly walk out too eas­ily, the fly might sus­pect it was a put-up job. Hence the use­ful­ness of that prom­ising youth, Mr. T. Beres­ford, who’s blundered in just at the right mo­ment for them. But later, Mr. T. Beres­ford had bet­ter look out!”

			Tommy re­tired for the night in a state of some ela­tion. He had elab­or­ated a care­ful plan for the fol­low­ing even­ing. He felt sure that the in­hab­it­ants of Astley Pri­ors would not in­ter­fere with him up to a cer­tain point. It was after that that Tommy pro­posed to give them a sur­prise.

			About twelve o’clock, how­ever, his calm was rudely shaken. He was told that someone was de­mand­ing him in the bar. The ap­plic­ant proved to be a rude-look­ing carter well coated with mud.

			“Well, my good fel­low, what is it?” asked Tommy.

			“Might this be for you, sir?” The carter held out a very dirty fol­ded note, on the out­side of which was writ­ten: “Take this to the gen­tle­man at the inn near Astley Pri­ors. He will give you ten shil­lings.”

			The hand­writ­ing was Tup­pence’s. Tommy ap­pre­ci­ated her quick-wit­ted­ness in real­iz­ing that he might be stay­ing at the inn un­der an as­sumed name. He snatched at it.

			“That’s all right.”

			The man with­held it.

			“What about my ten shil­lings?”

			Tommy hast­ily pro­duced a ten-shil­ling note, and the man re­lin­quished his find. Tommy un­fastened it.

			
				“Dear Tommy,

				“I knew it was you last night. Don’t go this even­ing. They’ll be ly­ing in wait for you. They’re tak­ing us away this morn­ing. I heard some­thing about Wales—Holy­head, I think. I’ll drop this on the road if I get a chance. An­nette told me how you’d es­caped. Buck up.

				
					“Yours,

					“Two­pence.”

				
			

			Tommy raised a shout for Al­bert be­fore he had even fin­ished per­us­ing this char­ac­ter­ist­ic epistle.

			“Pack my bag! We’re off!”

			“Yes, sir.” The boots of Al­bert could be heard ra­cing up­stairs. Holy­head? Did that mean that, after all—Tommy was puzzled. He read on slowly.

			The boots of Al­bert con­tin­ued to be act­ive on the floor above.

			Sud­denly a second shout came from be­low.

			“Al­bert! I’m a damned fool! Un­pack that bag!”

			“Yes, sir.”

			Tommy smoothed out the note thought­fully.

			“Yes, a damned fool,” he said softly. “But so’s someone else! And at last I know who it is!”

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				Ju­li­us Takes a Hand

			
			In his suite at Clar­idge’s, Kra­men­in re­clined on a couch and dic­tated to his sec­ret­ary in sib­il­ant Rus­si­an.

			Presently the tele­phone at the sec­ret­ary’s el­bow purred, and he took up the re­ceiv­er, spoke for a minute or two, then turned to his em­ploy­er.

			“Someone be­low is ask­ing for you.”

			“Who is it?”

			“He gives the name of Mr. Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer.”

			“Her­sheim­mer,” re­peated Kra­men­in thought­fully. “I have heard that name be­fore.”

			“His fath­er was one of the steel kings of Amer­ica,” ex­plained the sec­ret­ary, whose busi­ness it was to know everything. “This young man must be a mil­lion­aire sev­er­al times over.”

			The oth­er’s eyes nar­rowed ap­pre­ci­at­ively.

			“You had bet­ter go down and see him, Ivan. Find out what he wants.”

			The sec­ret­ary obeyed, clos­ing the door noise­lessly be­hind him. In a few minutes he re­turned.

			“He de­clines to state his busi­ness—says it is en­tirely private and per­son­al, and that he must see you.”

			“A mil­lion­aire sev­er­al times over,” mur­mured Kra­men­in. “Bring him up, my dear Ivan.”

			The sec­ret­ary left the room once more, and re­turned es­cort­ing Ju­li­us.

			“Mon­sieur Kra­men­in?” said the lat­ter ab­ruptly.

			The Rus­si­an, study­ing him at­tent­ively with his pale venom­ous eyes, bowed.

			“Pleased to meet you,” said the Amer­ic­an. “I’ve got some very im­port­ant busi­ness I’d like to talk over with you, if I can see you alone.” He looked poin­tedly at the oth­er.

			“My sec­ret­ary, Mon­sieur Grieber, from whom I have no secrets.”

			“That may be so—but I have,” said Ju­li­us dryly. “So I’d be ob­liged if you’d tell him to scoot.”

			“Ivan,” said the Rus­si­an softly, “per­haps you would not mind re­tir­ing in­to the next room—”

			“The next room won’t do,” in­ter­rup­ted Ju­li­us. “I know these ducal suites—and I want this one plumb empty ex­cept for you and me. Send him round to a store to buy a penn’orth of pea­nuts.”

			Though not par­tic­u­larly en­joy­ing the Amer­ic­an’s free and easy man­ner of speech, Kra­men­in was de­voured by curi­os­ity. “Will your busi­ness take long to state?”

			“Might be an all night job if you caught on.”

			“Very good, Ivan. I shall not re­quire you again this even­ing. Go to the theatre—take a night off.”

			“Thank you, your ex­cel­lency.”

			The sec­ret­ary bowed and de­par­ted.

			Ju­li­us stood at the door watch­ing his re­treat. Fi­nally, with a sat­is­fied sigh, he closed it, and came back to his po­s­i­tion in the centre of the room.

			“Now, Mr. Her­sheim­mer, per­haps you will be so kind as to come to the point?”

			“I guess that won’t take a minute,” drawled Ju­li­us. Then, with an ab­rupt change of man­ner: “Hands up—or I shoot!”

			For a mo­ment Kra­men­in stared blindly in­to the big auto­mat­ic, then, with al­most com­ic­al haste, he flung up his hands above his head. In that in­stant Ju­li­us had taken his meas­ure. The man he had to deal with was an ab­ject phys­ic­al cow­ard—the rest would be easy.

			“This is an out­rage,” cried the Rus­si­an in a high hys­ter­ic­al voice. “An out­rage! Do you mean to kill me?”

			“Not if you keep your voice down. Don’t go edging side­ways to­wards that bell. That’s bet­ter.”

			“What do you want? Do noth­ing rashly. Re­mem­ber my life is of the ut­most value to my coun­try. I may have been ma­ligned—”

			“I reck­on,” said Ju­li­us, “that the man who let day­light in­to you would be do­ing hu­man­ity a good turn. But you needn’t worry any. I’m not pro­pos­ing to kill you this trip—that is, if you’re reas­on­able.”

			The Rus­si­an quailed be­fore the stern men­ace in the oth­er’s eyes. He passed his tongue over his dry lips.

			“What do you want? Money?”

			“No. I want Jane Finn.”

			“Jane Finn? I—nev­er heard of her!”

			“You’re a darned li­ar! You know per­fectly who I mean.”

			“I tell you I’ve nev­er heard of the girl.”

			“And I tell you,” re­tor­ted Ju­li­us, “that Little Wil­lie here is just hop­ping mad to go off!”

			The Rus­si­an wil­ted vis­ibly.

			“You wouldn’t dare—”

			“Oh, yes, I would, son!”

			Kra­men­in must have re­cog­nized some­thing in the voice that car­ried con­vic­tion, for he said sul­lenly:

			“Well? Gran­ted I do know who you mean—what of it?”

			“You will tell me now—right here—where she is to be found.”

			Kra­men­in shook his head.

			“I dar­en’t.”

			“Why not?”

			“I dar­en’t. You ask an im­possib­il­ity.”

			“Afraid, eh? Of whom? Mr. Brown? Ah, that tickles you up! There is such a per­son, then? I doubted it. And the mere men­tion of him scares you stiff!”

			“I have seen him,” said the Rus­si­an slowly. “Spoken to him face to face. I did not know it un­til af­ter­wards. He was one of a crowd. I should not know him again. Who is he really? I do not know. But I know this—he is a man to fear.”

			“He’ll nev­er know,” said Ju­li­us.

			“He knows everything—and his ven­geance is swift. Even I—Kra­men­in!—would not be ex­empt!”

			“Then you won’t do as I ask you?”

			“You ask an im­possib­il­ity.”

			“Sure that’s a pity for you,” said Ju­li­us cheer­fully. “But the world in gen­er­al will be­ne­fit.” He raised the re­volver.

			“Stop,” shrieked the Rus­si­an. “You can­not mean to shoot me?”

			“Of course I do. I’ve al­ways heard you Re­volu­tion­ists held life cheap, but it seems there’s a dif­fer­ence when it’s your own life in ques­tion. I gave you just one chance of sav­ing your dirty skin, and that you wouldn’t take!”

			“They would kill me!”

			“Well,” said Ju­li­us pleas­antly, “it’s up to you. But I’ll just say this. Little Wil­lie here is a dead cert, and if I was you I’d take a sport­ing chance with Mr. Brown!”

			“You will hang if you shoot me,” muttered the Rus­si­an ir­res­ol­utely.

			“No, stranger, that’s where you’re wrong. You for­get the dol­lars. A big crowd of so­li­cit­ors will get busy, and they’ll get some high­brow doc­tors on the job, and the end of it all will be that they’ll say my brain was un­hinged. I shall spend a few months in a quiet san­at­ori­um, my men­tal health will im­prove, the doc­tors will de­clare me sane again, and all will end hap­pily for little Ju­li­us. I guess I can bear a few months’ re­tire­ment in or­der to rid the world of you, but don’t you kid your­self I’ll hang for it!”

			The Rus­si­an be­lieved him. Cor­rupt him­self, he be­lieved im­pli­citly in the power of money. He had read of Amer­ic­an murder tri­als run­ning much on the lines in­dic­ated by Ju­li­us. He had bought and sold justice him­self. This virile young Amer­ic­an, with the sig­ni­fic­ant drawl­ing voice, had the whip hand of him.

			“I’m go­ing to count five,” con­tin­ued Ju­li­us, “and I guess, if you let me get past four, you needn’t worry any about Mr. Brown. Maybe he’ll send some flowers to the fu­ner­al, but you won’t smell them! Are you ready? I’ll be­gin. One—two—three—four—”

			The Rus­si­an in­ter­rup­ted with a shriek:

			“Do not shoot. I will do all you wish.”

			Ju­li­us lowered the re­volver.

			“I thought you’d hear sense. Where is the girl?”

			“At Gate­house, in Kent. Astley Pri­ors, the place is called.”

			“Is she a pris­on­er there?”

			“She’s not al­lowed to leave the house—though it’s safe enough really. The little fool has lost her memory, curse her!”

			“That’s been an­noy­ing for you and your friends, I reck­on. What about the oth­er girl, the one you de­coyed away over a week ago?”

			“She’s there too,” said the Rus­si­an sul­lenly.

			“That’s good,” said Ju­li­us. “Isn’t it all pan­ning out beau­ti­fully? And a lovely night for the run!”

			“What run?” de­man­ded Kra­men­in, with a stare.

			“Down to Gate­house, sure. I hope you’re fond of mo­tor­ing?”

			“What do you mean? I re­fuse to go.”

			“Now don’t get mad. You must see I’m not such a kid as to leave you here. You’d ring up your friends on that tele­phone first thing! Ah!” He ob­served the fall on the oth­er’s face. “You see, you’d got it all fixed. No, sir, you’re com­ing along with me. This your bed­room next door here? Walk right in. Little Wil­lie and I will come be­hind. Put on a thick coat, that’s right. Fur lined? And you a So­cial­ist! Now we’re ready. We walk down­stairs and out through the hall to where my car’s wait­ing. And don’t you for­get I’ve got you covered every inch of the way. I can shoot just as well through my coat pock­et. One word, or a glance even, at one of those liv­er­ied meni­als, and there’ll sure be a strange face in the Sul­phur and Brim­stone Works!”

			To­geth­er they des­cen­ded the stairs, and passed out to the wait­ing car. The Rus­si­an was shak­ing with rage. The hotel ser­vants sur­roun­ded them. A cry hovered on his lips, but at the last minute his nerve failed him. The Amer­ic­an was a man of his word.

			When they reached the car, Ju­li­us breathed a sigh of re­lief. The danger-zone was passed. Fear had suc­cess­fully hyp­not­ized the man by his side.

			“Get in,” he ordered. Then as he caught the oth­er’s side­long glance, “No, the chauf­feur won’t help you any. Nav­al man. Was on a sub­mar­ine in Rus­sia when the Re­volu­tion broke out. A broth­er of his was murdered by your people. George!”

			“Yes, sir?” The chauf­feur turned his head.

			“This gen­tle­man is a Rus­si­an Bolshev­ik. We don’t want to shoot him, but it may be ne­ces­sary. You un­der­stand?”

			“Per­fectly, sir.”

			“I want to go to Gate­house in Kent. Know the road at all?”

			“Yes, sir, it will be about an hour and a half’s run.”

			“Make it an hour. I’m in a hurry.”

			“I’ll do my best, sir.” The car shot for­ward through the traffic.

			Ju­li­us en­sconced him­self com­fort­ably by the side of his vic­tim. He kept his hand in the pock­et of his coat, but his man­ner was urbane to the last de­gree.

			“There was a man I shot once in Ari­zona—” he began cheer­fully.

			At the end of the hour’s run the un­for­tu­nate Kra­men­in was more dead than alive. In suc­ces­sion to the an­ec­dote of the Ari­zona man, there had been a tough from ’Frisco, and an epis­ode in the Rock­ies. Ju­li­us’s nar­rat­ive style, if not strictly ac­cur­ate, was pic­tur­esque!

			Slow­ing down, the chauf­feur called over his shoulder that they were just com­ing in­to Gate­house. Ju­li­us bade the Rus­si­an dir­ect them. His plan was to drive straight up to the house. There Kra­men­in was to ask for the two girls. Ju­li­us ex­plained to him that Little Wil­lie would not be tol­er­ant of fail­ure. Kra­men­in, by this time, was as putty in the oth­er’s hands. The ter­rif­ic pace they had come had still fur­ther un­manned him. He had giv­en him­self up for dead at every corner.

			The car swept up the drive, and stopped be­fore the porch. The chauf­feur looked round for or­ders.

			“Turn the car first, George. Then ring the bell, and get back to your place. Keep the en­gine go­ing, and be ready to scoot like hell when I give the word.”

			“Very good, sir.”

			The front door was opened by the but­ler. Kra­men­in felt the muzzle of the re­volver pressed against his ribs.

			“Now,” hissed Ju­li­us. “And be care­ful.”

			The Rus­si­an beckoned. His lips were white, and his voice was not very steady:

			“It is I—Kra­men­in! Bring down the girl at once! There is no time to lose!”

			Whit­ting­ton had come down the steps. He uttered an ex­clam­a­tion of as­ton­ish­ment at see­ing the oth­er.

			“You! What’s up? Surely you know the plan—”

			Kra­men­in in­ter­rup­ted him, us­ing the words that have cre­ated many un­ne­ces­sary pan­ics:

			“We have been be­trayed! Plans must be aban­doned. We must save our own skins. The girl! And at once! It’s our only chance.”

			Whit­ting­ton hes­it­ated, but for hardly a mo­ment.

			“You have or­ders—from him?”

			“Nat­ur­ally! Should I be here oth­er­wise? Hurry! There is no time to be lost. The oth­er little fool had bet­ter come too.”

			Whit­ting­ton turned and ran back in­to the house. The ag­on­iz­ing minutes went by. Then—two fig­ures hast­ily huddled in cloaks ap­peared on the steps and were hustled in­to the car. The smal­ler of the two was in­clined to res­ist and Whit­ting­ton shoved her in un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously. Ju­li­us leaned for­ward, and in do­ing so the light from the open door lit up his face. An­oth­er man on the steps be­hind Whit­ting­ton gave a startled ex­clam­a­tion. Con­ceal­ment was at an end.

			“Get a move on, George,” shouted Ju­li­us.

			The chauf­feur slipped in his clutch, and with a bound the car star­ted.

			The man on the steps uttered an oath. His hand went to his pock­et. There was a flash and a re­port. The bul­let just missed the taller girl by an inch.

			“Get down, Jane,” cried Ju­li­us. “Flat on the bot­tom of the car.” He thrust her sharply for­ward, then stand­ing up, he took care­ful aim and fired.

			“Have you hit him?” cried Tup­pence eagerly.

			“Sure,” replied Ju­li­us. “He isn’t killed, though. Skunks like that take a lot of killing. Are you all right, Tup­pence?”

			“Of course I am. Where’s Tommy? And who’s this?” She in­dic­ated the shiv­er­ing Kra­men­in.

			“Tommy’s mak­ing tracks for the Ar­gen­tine. I guess he thought you’d turned up your toes. Steady through the gate, George! That’s right. It’ll take ’em at least five minutes to get busy after us. They’ll use the tele­phone, I guess, so look out for snares ahead—and don’t take the dir­ect route. Who’s this, did you say, Tup­pence? Let me present Mon­sieur Kra­men­in. I per­suaded him to come on the trip for his health.”

			The Rus­si­an re­mained mute, still liv­id with ter­ror.

			“But what made them let us go?” de­man­ded Tup­pence sus­pi­ciously.

			“I reck­on Mon­sieur Kra­men­in here asked them so pret­tily they just couldn’t re­fuse!”

			This was too much for the Rus­si­an. He burst out vehe­mently:

			“Curse you—curse you! They know now that I be­trayed them. My life won’t be safe for an hour in this coun­try.”

			“That’s so,” as­sen­ted Ju­li­us. “I’d ad­vise you to make tracks for Rus­sia right away.”

			“Let me go, then,” cried the oth­er. “I have done what you asked. Why do you still keep me with you?”

			“Not for the pleas­ure of your com­pany. I guess you can get right off now if you want to. I thought you’d rather I tooled you back to Lon­don.”

			“You may nev­er reach Lon­don,” snarled the oth­er. “Let me go here and now.”

			“Sure thing. Pull up, George. The gen­tle­man’s not mak­ing the re­turn trip. If I ever come to Rus­sia, Mon­sieur Kra­men­in, I shall ex­pect a rous­ing wel­come, and—”

			But be­fore Ju­li­us had fin­ished his speech, and be­fore the car had fi­nally hal­ted, the Rus­si­an had swung him­self out and dis­ap­peared in­to the night.

			“Just a mite im­pa­tient to leave us,” com­men­ted Ju­li­us, as the car gathered way again. “And no idea of say­ing good­bye po­litely to the ladies. Say, Jane, you can get up on the seat now.”

			For the first time the girl spoke.

			“How did you ‘per­suade’ him?” she asked.

			Ju­li­us tapped his re­volver.

			“Little Wil­lie here takes the cred­it!”

			“Splen­did!” cried the girl. The col­our surged in­to her face, her eyes looked ad­mir­ingly at Ju­li­us.

			“An­nette and I didn’t know what was go­ing to hap­pen to us,” said Tup­pence. “Old Whit­ting­ton hur­ried us off. We thought it was lambs to the slaughter.”

			“An­nette,” said Ju­li­us. “Is that what you call her?”

			His mind seemed to be try­ing to ad­just it­self to a new idea.

			“It’s her name,” said Tup­pence, open­ing her eyes very wide.

			“Shucks!” re­tor­ted Ju­li­us. “She may think it’s her name, be­cause her memory’s gone, poor kid. But it’s the one real and ori­gin­al Jane Finn we’ve got here.”

			“What?” cried Tup­pence.

			But she was in­ter­rup­ted. With an angry spurt, a bul­let em­bed­ded it­self in the up­hol­stery of the car just be­hind her head.

			“Down with you,” cried Ju­li­us. “It’s an am­bush. These guys have got busy pretty quickly. Push her a bit, George.”

			The car fairly leapt for­ward. Three more shots rang out, but went hap­pily wide. Ju­li­us, up­right, leant over the back of the car.

			“Noth­ing to shoot at,” he an­nounced gloomily. “But I guess there’ll be an­oth­er little pic­nic soon. Ah!”

			He raised his hand to his cheek.

			“You are hurt?” said An­nette quickly.

			“Only a scratch.”

			The girl sprang to her feet.

			“Let me out! Let me out, I say! Stop the car. It is me they’re after. I’m the one they want. You shall not lose your lives be­cause of me. Let me go.” She was fum­bling with the fasten­ings of the door.

			Ju­li­us took her by both arms, and looked at her. She had spoken with no trace of for­eign ac­cent.

			“Sit down, kid,” he said gently. “I guess there’s noth­ing wrong with your memory. Been fool­ing them all the time, eh?”

			The girl looked at him, nod­ded, and then sud­denly burst in­to tears. Ju­li­us pat­ted her on the shoulder.

			“There, there—just you sit tight. We’re not go­ing to let you quit.”

			Through her sobs the girl said in­dis­tinctly:

			“You’re from home. I can tell by your voice. It makes me home­sick.”

			“Sure I’m from home. I’m your cous­in—Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer. I came over to Europe on pur­pose to find you—and a pretty dance you’ve led me.”

			The car slackened speed. George spoke over his shoulder:

			“Cross­roads here, sir. I’m not sure of the way.”

			The car slowed down till it hardly moved. As it did so a fig­ure climbed sud­denly over the back, and plunged head first in­to the midst of them.

			“Sorry,” said Tommy, ex­tric­at­ing him­self.

			A mass of con­fused ex­clam­a­tions greeted him. He replied to them sev­er­ally:

			“Was in the bushes by the drive. Hung on be­hind. Couldn’t let you know be­fore at the pace you were go­ing. It was all I could do to hang on. Now then, you girls, get out!”

			“Get out?”

			“Yes. There’s a sta­tion just up that road. Train due in three minutes. You’ll catch it if you hurry.”

			“What the dev­il are you driv­ing at?” de­man­ded Ju­li­us. “Do you think you can fool them by leav­ing the car?”

			“You and I aren’t go­ing to leave the car. Only the girls.”

			“You’re crazed, Beres­ford. Stark star­ing mad! You can’t let those girls go off alone. It’ll be the end of it if you do.”

			Tommy turned to Tup­pence.

			“Get out at once, Tup­pence. Take her with you, and do just as I say. No one will do you any harm. You’re safe. Take the train to Lon­don. Go straight to Sir James Peel Edger­ton. Mr. Carter lives out of town, but you’ll be safe with him.”

			“Darn you!” cried Ju­li­us. “You’re mad. Jane, you stay where you are.”

			With a sud­den swift move­ment, Tommy snatched the re­volver from Ju­li­us’s hand, and lev­elled it at him.

			“Now will you be­lieve I’m in earn­est? Get out, both of you, and do as I say—or I’ll shoot!”

			Tup­pence sprang out, drag­ging the un­will­ing Jane after her.

			“Come on, it’s all right. If Tommy’s sure—he’s sure. Be quick. We’ll miss the train.”

			They star­ted run­ning.

			Ju­li­us’s pent-up rage burst forth.

			“What the hell—”

			Tommy in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“Dry up! I want a few words with you, Mr. Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer.”

		
	
		
			
				XXV

				Jane’s Story

			
			Her arm through Jane’s, drag­ging her along, Tup­pence reached the sta­tion. Her quick ears caught the sound of the ap­proach­ing train.

			“Hurry up,” she panted, “or we’ll miss it.”

			They ar­rived on the plat­form just as the train came to a stand­still. Tup­pence opened the door of an empty first-class com­part­ment, and the two girls sank down breath­less on the pad­ded seats.

			A man looked in, then passed on to the next car­riage. Jane star­ted nervously. Her eyes dilated with ter­ror. She looked ques­tion­ingly at Tup­pence.

			“Is he one of them, do you think?” she breathed.

			Tup­pence shook her head.

			“No, no. It’s all right.” She took Jane’s hand in hers. “Tommy wouldn’t have told us to do this un­less he was sure we’d be all right.”

			“But he doesn’t know them as I do!” The girl shivered. “You can’t un­der­stand. Five years! Five long years! Some­times I thought I should go mad.”

			“Nev­er mind. It’s all over.”

			“Is it?”

			The train was mov­ing now, speed­ing through the night at a gradu­ally in­creas­ing rate. Sud­denly Jane Finn star­ted up.

			“What was that? I thought I saw a face—look­ing in through the win­dow.”

			“No, there’s noth­ing. See.” Tup­pence went to the win­dow, and lift­ing the strap let the pane down.

			“You’re sure?”

			“Quite sure.”

			The oth­er seemed to feel some ex­cuse was ne­ces­sary:

			“I guess I’m act­ing like a frightened rab­bit, but I can’t help it. If they caught me now they’d—” Her eyes opened wide and star­ing.

			“Don’t!” im­plored Tup­pence. “Lie back, and don’t think. You can be quite sure that Tommy wouldn’t have said it was safe if it wasn’t.”

			“My cous­in didn’t think so. He didn’t want us to do this.”

			“No,” said Tup­pence, rather em­bar­rassed.

			“What are you think­ing of?” said Jane sharply.

			“Why?”

			“Your voice was so—queer!”

			“I was think­ing of some­thing,” con­fessed Tup­pence. “But I don’t want to tell you—not now. I may be wrong, but I don’t think so. It’s just an idea that came in­to my head a long time ago. Tommy’s got it too—I’m al­most sure he has. But don’t you worry—there’ll be time enough for that later. And it mayn’t be so at all! Do what I tell you—lie back and don’t think of any­thing.”

			“I’ll try.” The long lashes drooped over the hazel eyes.

			Tup­pence, for her part, sat bolt up­right—much in the at­ti­tude of a watch­ful ter­ri­er on guard. In spite of her­self she was nervous. Her eyes flashed con­tinu­ally from one win­dow to the oth­er. She noted the ex­act po­s­i­tion of the com­mu­nic­a­tion cord. What it was that she feared, she would have been hard put to it to say. But in her own mind she was far from feel­ing the con­fid­ence dis­played in her words. Not that she dis­be­lieved in Tommy, but oc­ca­sion­ally she was shaken with doubts as to wheth­er any­one so simple and hon­est as he was could ever be a match for the fiendish sub­tlety of the arch-crim­in­al.

			If they once reached Sir James Peel Edger­ton in safety, all would be well. But would they reach him? Would not the si­lent forces of Mr. Brown already be as­sem­bling against them? Even that last pic­ture of Tommy, re­volver in hand, failed to com­fort her. By now he might be over­powered, borne down by sheer force of num­bers. … Tup­pence mapped out her plan of cam­paign.

			As the train at length drew slowly in­to Char­ing Cross, Jane Finn sat up with a start.

			“Have we ar­rived? I nev­er thought we should!”

			“Oh, I thought we’d get to Lon­don all right. If there’s go­ing to be any fun, now is when it will be­gin. Quick, get out. We’ll nip in­to a taxi.”

			In an­oth­er minute they were passing the bar­ri­er, had paid the ne­ces­sary fares, and were step­ping in­to a taxi.

			“King’s Cross,” dir­ec­ted Tup­pence. Then she gave a jump. A man looked in at the win­dow, just as they star­ted. She was al­most cer­tain it was the same man who had got in­to the car­riage next to them. She had a hor­rible feel­ing of be­ing slowly hemmed in on every side.

			“You see,” she ex­plained to Jane, “if they think we’re go­ing to Sir James, this will put them off the scent. Now they’ll ima­gine we’re go­ing to Mr. Carter. His coun­try place is north of Lon­don some­where.”

			Cross­ing Hol­born there was a block, and the taxi was held up. This was what Tup­pence had been wait­ing for.

			“Quick,” she whispered. “Open the right-hand door!”

			The two girls stepped out in­to the traffic. Two minutes later they were seated in an­oth­er taxi and were re­tra­cing their steps, this time dir­ect to Carlton House Ter­race.

			“There,” said Tup­pence, with great sat­is­fac­tion, “this ought to do them. I can’t help think­ing that I’m really rather clev­er! How that oth­er taxi man will swear! But I took his num­ber, and I’ll send him a postal or­der to­mor­row, so that he won’t lose by it if he hap­pens to be genu­ine. What’s this thing swerving—Oh!”

			There was a grind­ing noise and a bump. An­oth­er taxi had col­lided with them.

			In a flash Tup­pence was out on the pave­ment. A po­lice­man was ap­proach­ing. Be­fore he ar­rived Tup­pence had handed the driver five shil­lings, and she and Jane had merged them­selves in the crowd.

			“It’s only a step or two now,” said Tup­pence breath­lessly. The ac­ci­dent had taken place in Tra­fal­gar Square.

			“Do you think the col­li­sion was an ac­ci­dent, or done de­lib­er­ately?”

			“I don’t know. It might have been either.”

			Hand-in-hand, the two girls hur­ried along.

			“It may be my fancy,” said Tup­pence sud­denly, “but I feel as though there was someone be­hind us.”

			“Hurry!” mur­mured the oth­er. “Oh, hurry!”

			They were now at the corner of Carlton House Ter­race, and their spir­its lightened. Sud­denly a large and ap­par­ently in­tox­ic­ated man barred their way.

			“Good even­ing, ladies,” he hic­cupped. “Whith­er away so fast?”

			“Let us pass, please,” said Tup­pence im­per­i­ously.

			“Just a word with your pretty friend here.” He stretched out an un­steady hand, and clutched Jane by the shoulder. Tup­pence heard oth­er foot­steps be­hind. She did not pause to as­cer­tain wheth­er they were friends or foes. Lower­ing her head, she re­peated a man­oeuvre of child­ish days, and but­ted their ag­gressor full in the ca­pa­cious middle. The suc­cess of these un­sports­man­like tac­tics was im­me­di­ate. The man sat down ab­ruptly on the pave­ment. Tup­pence and Jane took to their heels. The house they sought was some way down. Oth­er foot­steps echoed be­hind them. Their breath was com­ing in chok­ing gasps as they reached Sir James’s door. Tup­pence seized the bell and Jane the knock­er.

			The man who had stopped them reached the foot of the steps. For a mo­ment he hes­it­ated, and as he did so the door opened. They fell in­to the hall to­geth­er. Sir James came for­ward from the lib­rary door.

			“Hullo! What’s this?”

			He stepped for­ward, and put his arm round Jane as she swayed un­cer­tainly. He half car­ried her in­to the lib­rary, and laid her on the leath­er couch. From a tan­talus on the table he poured out a few drops of brandy, and forced her to drink them. With a sigh she sat up, her eyes still wild and frightened.

			“It’s all right. Don’t be afraid, my child. You’re quite safe.”

			Her breath came more nor­mally, and the col­our was re­turn­ing to her cheeks. Sir James looked at Tup­pence quiz­zically.

			“So you’re not dead, Miss Tup­pence, any more than that Tommy boy of yours was!”

			“The Young Ad­ven­tur­ers take a lot of killing,” boas­ted Tup­pence.

			“So it seems,” said Sir James dryly. “Am I right in think­ing that the joint ven­ture has ended in suc­cess, and that this”—he turned to the girl on the couch—“is Miss Jane Finn?”

			Jane sat up.

			“Yes,” she said quietly, “I am Jane Finn. I have a lot to tell you.”

			“When you are stronger—”

			“No—now!” Her voice rose a little. “I shall feel safer when I have told everything.”

			“As you please,” said the law­yer.

			He sat down in one of the big arm­chairs fa­cing the couch. In a low voice Jane began her story.

			“I came over on the Lus­it­ania to take up a post in Par­is. I was fear­fully keen about the war, and just dy­ing to help some­how or oth­er. I had been study­ing French, and my teach­er said they were want­ing help in a hos­pit­al in Par­is, so I wrote and offered my ser­vices, and they were ac­cep­ted. I hadn’t got any folk of my own, so it made it easy to ar­range things.

			“When the Lus­it­ania was tor­pedoed, a man came up to me. I’d no­ticed him more than once—and I’d figured it out in my own mind that he was afraid of some­body or some­thing. He asked me if I was a pat­ri­ot­ic Amer­ic­an, and told me he was car­ry­ing pa­pers which were just life or death to the Al­lies. He asked me to take charge of them. I was to watch for an ad­vert­ise­ment in the Times. If it didn’t ap­pear, I was to take them to the Amer­ic­an am­bas­sad­or.

			“Most of what fol­lowed seems like a night­mare still. I see it in my dreams some­times. … I’ll hurry over that part. Mr. Dan­vers had told me to watch out. He might have been shad­owed from New York, but he didn’t think so. At first I had no sus­pi­cions, but on the boat to Holy­head I began to get un­easy. There was one wo­man who had been very keen to look after me, and chum up with me gen­er­ally—a Mrs. Van­demey­er. At first I’d been only grate­ful to her for be­ing so kind to me; but all the time I felt there was some­thing about her I didn’t like, and on the Ir­ish boat I saw her talk­ing to some queer-look­ing men, and from the way they looked I saw that they were talk­ing about me. I re­membered that she’d been quite near me on the Lus­it­ania when Mr. Dan­vers gave me the pack­et, and be­fore that she’d tried to talk to him once or twice. I began to get scared, but I didn’t quite see what to do.

			“I had a wild idea of stop­ping at Holy­head, and not go­ing on to Lon­don that day, but I soon saw that that would be plumb fool­ish­ness. The only thing was to act as though I’d no­ticed noth­ing, and hope for the best. I couldn’t see how they could get me if I was on my guard. One thing I’d done already as a pre­cau­tion—ripped open the oil­skin pack­et and sub­sti­tuted blank pa­per, and then sewn it up again. So, if any­one did man­age to rob me of it, it wouldn’t mat­ter.

			“What to do with the real thing wor­ried me no end. Fi­nally I opened it out flat—there were only two sheets—and laid it between two of the ad­vert­ise­ment pages of a magazine. I stuck the two pages to­geth­er round the edge with some gum off an en­vel­ope. I car­ried the magazine care­lessly stuffed in­to the pock­et of my ul­ster.

			“At Holy­head I tried to get in­to a car­riage with people that looked all right, but in a queer way there seemed al­ways to be a crowd round me shov­ing and push­ing me just the way I didn’t want to go. There was some­thing un­canny and fright­en­ing about it. In the end I found my­self in a car­riage with Mrs. Van­demey­er after all. I went out in­to the cor­ridor, but all the oth­er car­riages were full, so I had to go back and sit down. I con­soled my­self with the thought that there were oth­er people in the car­riage—there was quite a nice-look­ing man and his wife sit­ting just op­pos­ite. So I felt al­most happy about it un­til just out­side Lon­don. I had leaned back and closed my eyes. I guess they thought I was asleep, but my eyes wer­en’t quite shut, and sud­denly I saw the nice-look­ing man get some­thing out of his bag and hand it to Mrs. Van­demey­er, and as he did so he winked. …

			“I can’t tell you how that wink sort of froze me through and through. My only thought was to get out in the cor­ridor as quick as ever I could. I got up, try­ing to look nat­ur­al and easy. Per­haps they saw some­thing—I don’t know—but sud­denly Mrs. Van­demey­er said ‘Now,’ and flung some­thing over my nose and mouth as I tried to scream. At the same mo­ment I felt a ter­rif­ic blow on the back of my head. …”

			She shuddered. Sir James mur­mured some­thing sym­path­et­ic­ally. In a minute she re­sumed:

			“I don’t know how long it was be­fore I came back to con­scious­ness. I felt very ill and sick. I was ly­ing on a dirty bed. There was a screen round it, but I could hear two people talk­ing in the room. Mrs. Van­demey­er was one of them. I tried to listen, but at first I couldn’t take much in. When at last I did be­gin to grasp what was go­ing on—I was just ter­ri­fied! I won­der I didn’t scream right out there and then.

			“They hadn’t found the pa­pers. They’d got the oil­skin pack­et with the blanks, and they were just mad! They didn’t know wheth­er I’d changed the pa­pers, or wheth­er Dan­vers had been car­ry­ing a dummy mes­sage, while the real one was sent an­oth­er way. They spoke of”—she closed her eyes—“tor­tur­ing me to find out!

			“I’d nev­er known what fear—really sick­en­ing fear—was be­fore! Once they came to look at me. I shut my eyes and pre­ten­ded to be still un­con­scious, but I was afraid they’d hear the beat­ing of my heart. How­ever, they went away again. I began think­ing madly. What could I do? I knew I wouldn’t be able to stand up against tor­ture very long.

			“Sud­denly some­thing put the thought of loss of memory in­to my head. The sub­ject had al­ways in­ter­ested me, and I’d read an aw­ful lot about it. I had the whole thing at my fin­ger­tips. If only I could suc­ceed in car­ry­ing the bluff through, it might save me. I said a pray­er, and drew a long breath. Then I opened my eyes and star­ted bab­bling in French!

			“Mrs. Van­demey­er came round the screen at once. Her face was so wicked I nearly died, but I smiled up at her doubt­fully, and asked her in French where I was.

			“It puzzled her, I could see. She called the man she had been talk­ing to. He stood by the screen with his face in shad­ow. He spoke to me in French. His voice was very or­din­ary and quiet, but some­how, I don’t know why, he scared me worse than the wo­man. I felt he’d seen right through me, but I went on play­ing my part. I asked again where I was, and then went on that there was some­thing I must re­mem­ber—must re­mem­ber—only for the mo­ment it was all gone. I worked my­self up to be more and more dis­tressed. He asked me my name. I said I didn’t know—that I couldn’t re­mem­ber any­thing at all.

			“Sud­denly he caught my wrist, and began twist­ing it. The pain was aw­ful. I screamed. He went on. I screamed and screamed, but I man­aged to shriek out things in French. I don’t know how long I could have gone on, but luck­ily I fain­ted. The last thing I heard was his voice say­ing: ‘That’s not bluff! Any­way, a kid of her age wouldn’t know enough.’ I guess he for­got Amer­ic­an girls are older for their age than Eng­lish ones, and take more in­terest in sci­entif­ic sub­jects.

			“When I came to, Mrs. Van­demey­er was sweet as honey to me. She’d had her or­ders, I guess. She spoke to me in French—told me I’d had a shock and been very ill. I should be bet­ter soon. I pre­ten­ded to be rather dazed—mur­mured some­thing about the ‘doc­tor’ hav­ing hurt my wrist. She looked re­lieved when I said that.

			“By and by she went out of the room al­to­geth­er. I was sus­pi­cious still, and lay quite quiet for some time. In the end, how­ever, I got up and walked round the room, ex­amin­ing it. I thought that even if any­one was watch­ing me from some­where, it would seem nat­ur­al enough un­der the cir­cum­stances. It was a squal­id, dirty place. There were no win­dows, which seemed queer. I guessed the door would be locked, but I didn’t try it. There were some battered old pic­tures on the walls, rep­res­ent­ing scenes from Faust.”

			Jane’s two listen­ers gave a sim­ul­tan­eous “Ah!” The girl nod­ded.

			“Yes—it was the place in Soho where Mr. Beres­ford was im­prisoned. Of course, at the time I didn’t even know if I was in Lon­don. One thing was wor­ry­ing me dread­fully, but my heart gave a great throb of re­lief when I saw my ul­ster ly­ing care­lessly over the back of a chair. And the magazine was still rolled up in the pock­et!

			“If only I could be cer­tain that I was not be­ing over­looked! I looked care­fully round the walls. There didn’t seem to be a pee­p­h­ole of any kind—nev­er­the­less I felt kind of sure there must be. All of a sud­den I sat down on the edge of the table, and put my face in my hands, sob­bing out a ‘Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu!’ I’ve got very sharp ears. I dis­tinctly heard the rustle of a dress, and slight creak. That was enough for me. I was be­ing watched!

			“I lay down on the bed again, and by and by Mrs. Van­demey­er brought me some sup­per. She was still sweet as they make them. I guess she’d been told to win my con­fid­ence. Presently she pro­duced the oil­skin pack­et, and asked me if I re­cog­nized it, watch­ing me like a lynx all the time.

			“I took it and turned it over in a puzzled sort of way. Then I shook my head. I said that I felt I ought to re­mem­ber some­thing about it, that it was just as though it was all com­ing back, and then, be­fore I could get hold of it, it went again. Then she told me that I was her niece, and that I was to call her ‘Aunt Rita.’ I did obed­i­ently, and she told me not to worry—my memory would soon come back.

			“That was an aw­ful night. I’d made my plan whilst I was wait­ing for her. The pa­pers were safe so far, but I couldn’t take the risk of leav­ing them there any longer. They might throw that magazine away any minute. I lay awake wait­ing un­til I judged it must be about two o’clock in the morn­ing. Then I got up as softly as I could, and felt in the dark along the left-hand wall. Very gently, I un­hooked one of the pic­tures from its nail—Mar­guer­ite with her cas­ket of jew­els. I crept over to my coat and took out the magazine, and an odd en­vel­ope or two that I had shoved in. Then I went to the wash­stand, and damped the brown pa­per at the back of the pic­ture all round. Presently I was able to pull it away. I had already torn out the two stuck-to­geth­er pages from the magazine, and now I slipped them with their pre­cious en­clos­ure between the pic­ture and its brown pa­per back­ing. A little gum from the en­vel­opes helped me to stick the lat­ter up again. No one would dream the pic­ture had ever been tampered with. I re­hung it on the wall, put the magazine back in my coat pock­et, and crept back to bed. I was pleased with my hid­ing-place. They’d nev­er think of pulling to pieces one of their own pic­tures. I hoped that they’d come to the con­clu­sion that Dan­vers had been car­ry­ing a dummy all along, and that, in the end, they’d let me go.

			“As a mat­ter of fact, I guess that’s what they did think at first, and, in a way, it was dan­ger­ous for me. I learnt af­ter­wards that they nearly did away with me then and there—there was nev­er much chance of their ‘let­ting me go’—but the first man, who was the boss, pre­ferred to keep me alive on the chance of my hav­ing hid­den them, and be­ing able to tell where if I re­covered my memory. They watched me con­stantly for weeks. Some­times they’d ask me ques­tions by the hour—I guess there was noth­ing they didn’t know about the third de­gree!—but some­how I man­aged to hold my own. The strain of it was aw­ful, though. …

			“They took me back to Ire­land, and over every step of the jour­ney again, in case I’d hid­den it some­where en route. Mrs. Van­demey­er and an­oth­er wo­man nev­er left me for a mo­ment. They spoke of me as a young re­l­at­ive of Mrs. Van­demey­er’s whose mind was af­fected by the shock of the Lus­it­ania. There was no one I could ap­peal to for help without giv­ing my­self away to them, and if I risked it and failed—and Mrs. Van­demey­er looked so rich, and so beau­ti­fully dressed, that I felt con­vinced they’d take her word against mine, and think it was part of my men­tal trouble to think my­self ‘per­se­cuted’—I felt that the hor­rors in store for me would be too aw­ful once they knew I’d been only sham­ming.”

			Sir James nod­ded com­pre­hend­ingly.

			“Mrs. Van­demey­er was a wo­man of great per­son­al­ity. With that and her so­cial po­s­i­tion she would have had little dif­fi­culty in im­pos­ing her point of view in pref­er­ence to yours. Your sen­sa­tion­al ac­cus­a­tions against her would not eas­ily have found cre­dence.”

			“That’s what I thought. It ended in my be­ing sent to a san­at­ori­um at Bournemouth. I couldn’t make up my mind at first wheth­er it was a sham af­fair or genu­ine. A hos­pit­al nurse had charge of me. I was a spe­cial pa­tient. She seemed so nice and nor­mal that at last I de­term­ined to con­fide in her. A mer­ci­ful provid­ence just saved me in time from fall­ing in­to the trap. My door happened to be ajar, and I heard her talk­ing to someone in the pas­sage. She was one of them! They still fan­cied it might be a bluff on my part, and she was put in charge of me to make sure! After that, my nerve went com­pletely. I dared trust nobody.

			“I think I al­most hyp­not­ized my­self. After a while, I al­most for­got that I was really Jane Finn. I was so bent on play­ing the part of Janet Van­demey­er that my nerves began to play me tricks. I be­came really ill—for months I sank in­to a sort of stupor. I felt sure I should die soon, and that noth­ing really mattered. A sane per­son shut up in a lun­at­ic asylum of­ten ends by be­com­ing in­sane, they say. I guess I was like that. Play­ing my part had be­come second nature to me. I wasn’t even un­happy in the end—just apathet­ic. Noth­ing seemed to mat­ter. And the years went on.

			“And then sud­denly things seemed to change. Mrs. Van­demey­er came down from Lon­don. She and the doc­tor asked me ques­tions, ex­per­i­mented with vari­ous treat­ments. There was some talk of send­ing me to a spe­cial­ist in Par­is. In the end, they did not dare risk it. I over­heard some­thing that seemed to show that oth­er people—friends—were look­ing for me. I learnt later that the nurse who had looked after me went to Par­is, and con­sul­ted a spe­cial­ist, rep­res­ent­ing her­self to be me. He put her through some search­ing tests, and ex­posed her loss of memory to be fraud­u­lent; but she had taken a note of his meth­ods and re­pro­duced them on me. I dare say I couldn’t have de­ceived the spe­cial­ist for a minute—a man who has made a lifelong study of a thing is unique—but I man­aged once again to hold my own with them. The fact that I’d not thought of my­self as Jane Finn for so long made it easi­er.

			“One night I was whisked off to Lon­don at a mo­ment’s no­tice. They took me back to the house in Soho. Once I got away from the san­at­ori­um I felt dif­fer­ent—as though some­thing in me that had been bur­ied for a long time was wak­ing up again.

			“They sent me in to wait on Mr. Beres­ford. (Of course I didn’t know his name then.) I was sus­pi­cious—I thought it was an­oth­er trap. But he looked so hon­est, I could hardly be­lieve it. How­ever, I was care­ful in all I said, for I knew we could be over­heard. There’s a small hole, high up in the wall.

			“But on the Sunday af­ter­noon a mes­sage was brought to the house. They were all very dis­turbed. Without their know­ing, I listened. Word had come that he was to be killed. I needn’t tell the next part, be­cause you know it. I thought I’d have time to rush up and get the pa­pers from their hid­ing-place, but I was caught. So I screamed out that he was es­cap­ing, and I said I wanted to go back to Mar­guer­ite. I shouted the name three times very loud. I knew the oth­ers would think I meant Mrs. Van­demey­er, but I hoped it might make Mr. Beres­ford think of the pic­ture. He’d un­hooked one the first day—that’s what made me hes­it­ate to trust him.”

			She paused.

			“Then the pa­pers,” said Sir James slowly, “are still at the back of the pic­ture in that room.”

			“Yes.” The girl had sunk back on the sofa ex­hausted with the strain of the long story.

			Sir James rose to his feet. He looked at his watch.

			“Come,” he said, “we must go at once.”

			“To­night?” quer­ied Tup­pence, sur­prised.

			“To­mor­row may be too late,” said Sir James gravely. “Be­sides, by go­ing to­night we have the chance of cap­tur­ing that great man and su­per-crim­in­al—Mr. Brown!”

			There was dead si­lence, and Sir James con­tin­ued:

			“You have been fol­lowed here—not a doubt of it. When we leave the house we shall be fol­lowed again, but not mo­les­ted, for it is Mr. Brown’s plan that we are to lead him. But the Soho house is un­der po­lice su­per­vi­sion night and day. There are sev­er­al men watch­ing it. When we enter that house, Mr. Brown will not draw back—he will risk all, on the chance of ob­tain­ing the spark to fire his mine. And he fan­cies the risk not great—since he will enter in the guise of a friend!”

			Tup­pence flushed, then opened her mouth im­puls­ively.

			“But there’s some­thing you don’t know—that we haven’t told you.” Her eyes dwelt on Jane in per­plex­ity.

			“What is that?” asked the oth­er sharply. “No hes­it­a­tions, Miss Tup­pence. We need to be sure of our go­ing.”

			But Tup­pence, for once, seemed tongue-tied.

			“It’s so dif­fi­cult—you see, if I’m wrong—oh, it would be dread­ful.” She made a grim­ace at the un­con­scious Jane. “Nev­er for­give me,” she ob­served cryptic­ally.

			“You want me to help you out, eh?”

			“Yes, please. You know who Mr. Brown is, don’t you?”

			“Yes,” said Sir James gravely. “At last I do.”

			“At last?” quer­ied Tup­pence doubt­fully. “Oh, but I thought—” She paused.

			“You thought cor­rectly, Miss Tup­pence. I have been mor­ally cer­tain of his iden­tity for some time—ever since the night of Mrs. Van­demey­er’s mys­ter­i­ous death.”

			“Ah!” breathed Tup­pence.

			“For there we are up against the lo­gic of facts. There are only two solu­tions. Either the chlor­al was ad­min­istered by her own hand, which the­ory I re­ject ut­terly, or else—”

			“Yes?”

			“Or else it was ad­min­istered in the brandy you gave her. Only three people touched that brandy—you, Miss Tup­pence, I my­self, and one oth­er—Mr. Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer!”

			Jane Finn stirred and sat up, re­gard­ing the speak­er with wide as­ton­ished eyes.

			“At first, the thing seemed ut­terly im­possible. Mr. Her­sheim­mer, as the son of a prom­in­ent mil­lion­aire, was a well-known fig­ure in Amer­ica. It seemed ut­terly im­possible that he and Mr. Brown could be one and the same. But you can­not es­cape from the lo­gic of facts. Since the thing was so—it must be ac­cep­ted. Re­mem­ber Mrs. Van­demey­er’s sud­den and in­ex­plic­able agit­a­tion. An­oth­er proof, if proof was needed.

			“I took an early op­por­tun­ity of giv­ing you a hint. From some words of Mr. Her­sheim­mer’s at Manchester, I gathered that you had un­der­stood and ac­ted on that hint. Then I set to work to prove the im­possible pos­sible. Mr. Beres­ford rang me up and told me, what I had already sus­pec­ted, that the pho­to­graph of Miss Jane Finn had nev­er really been out of Mr. Her­sheim­mer’s pos­ses­sion—”

			But the girl in­ter­rup­ted. Spring­ing to her feet, she cried out an­grily:

			“What do you mean? What are you try­ing to sug­gest? That Mr. Brown is Ju­li­us? Ju­li­us—my own cous­in!”

			“No, Miss Finn,” said Sir James un­ex­pec­tedly. “Not your cous­in. The man who calls him­self Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer is no re­la­tion to you what­so­ever.”

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				Mr. Brown

			
			Sir James’s words came like a bomb­shell. Both girls looked equally puzzled. The law­yer went across to his desk, and re­turned with a small news­pa­per cut­ting, which he handed to Jane. Tup­pence read it over her shoulder. Mr. Carter would have re­cog­nized it. It re­ferred to the mys­ter­i­ous man found dead in New York.

			“As I was say­ing to Miss Tup­pence,” re­sumed the law­yer, “I set to work to prove the im­possible pos­sible. The great stum­bling-block was the un­deni­able fact that Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer was not an as­sumed name. When I came across this para­graph my prob­lem was solved. Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer set out to dis­cov­er what had be­come of his cous­in. He went out West, where he ob­tained news of her and her pho­to­graph to aid him in his search. On the eve of his de­par­ture from New York he was set upon and murdered. His body was dressed in shabby clothes, and the face dis­figured to pre­vent iden­ti­fic­a­tion. Mr. Brown took his place. He sailed im­me­di­ately for Eng­land. None of the real Her­sheim­mer’s friends or in­tim­ates saw him be­fore he sailed—though in­deed it would hardly have mattered if they had, the im­per­son­a­tion was so per­fect. Since then he had been hand and glove with those sworn to hunt him down. Every secret of theirs has been known to him. Only once did he come near dis­aster. Mrs. Van­demey­er knew his secret. It was no part of his plan that that huge bribe should ever be offered to her. But for Miss Tup­pence’s for­tu­nate change of plan, she would have been far away from the flat when we ar­rived there. Ex­pos­ure stared him in the face. He took a des­per­ate step, trust­ing in his as­sumed char­ac­ter to avert sus­pi­cion. He nearly suc­ceeded—but not quite.”

			“I can’t be­lieve it,” mur­mured Jane. “He seemed so splen­did.”

			“The real Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer was a splen­did fel­low! And Mr. Brown is a con­sum­mate act­or. But ask Miss Tup­pence if she also has not had her sus­pi­cions.”

			Jane turned mutely to Tup­pence. The lat­ter nod­ded.

			“I didn’t want to say it, Jane—I knew it would hurt you. And, after all, I couldn’t be sure. I still don’t un­der­stand why, if he’s Mr. Brown, he res­cued us.”

			“Was it Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer who helped you to es­cape?”

			Tup­pence re­coun­ted to Sir James the ex­cit­ing events of the even­ing, end­ing up: “But I can’t see why!”

			“Can’t you? I can. So can young Beres­ford, by his ac­tions. As a last hope Jane Finn was to be al­lowed to es­cape—and the es­cape must be man­aged so that she har­bours no sus­pi­cions of its be­ing a put-up job. They’re not averse to young Beres­ford’s be­ing in the neigh­bour­hood, and, if ne­ces­sary, com­mu­nic­at­ing with you. They’ll take care to get him out of the way at the right minute. Then Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer dashes up and res­cues you in true me­lo­dra­mat­ic style. Bul­lets fly—but don’t hit any­body. What would have happened next? You would have driv­en straight to the house in Soho and se­cured the doc­u­ment which Miss Finn would prob­ably have en­trus­ted to her cous­in’s keep­ing. Or, if he con­duc­ted the search, he would have pre­ten­ded to find the hid­ing-place already rifled. He would have had a dozen ways of deal­ing with the situ­ation, but the res­ult would have been the same. And I rather fancy some ac­ci­dent would have happened to both of you. You see, you know rather an in­con­veni­ent amount. That’s a rough out­line. I ad­mit I was caught nap­ping; but some­body else wasn’t.”

			“Tommy,” said Tup­pence softly.

			“Yes. Evid­ently when the right mo­ment came to get rid of him—he was too sharp for them. All the same, I’m not too easy in my mind about him.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer is Mr. Brown,” said Sir James dryly. “And it takes more than one man and a re­volver to hold up Mr. Brown. …”

			Tup­pence paled a little.

			“What can we do?”

			“Noth­ing un­til we’ve been to the house in Soho. If Beres­ford has still got the up­per hand, there’s noth­ing to fear. If oth­er­wise, our en­emy will come to find us, and he will not find us un­pre­pared!” From a draw­er in the desk, he took a ser­vice re­volver, and placed it in his coat pock­et.

			“Now we’re ready. I know bet­ter than even to sug­gest go­ing without you, Miss Tup­pence—”

			“I should think so in­deed!”

			“But I do sug­gest that Miss Finn should re­main here. She will be per­fectly safe, and I am afraid she is ab­so­lutely worn out with all she has been through.”

			But to Tup­pence’s sur­prise Jane shook her head.

			“No. I guess I’m go­ing too. Those pa­pers were my trust. I must go through with this busi­ness to the end. I’m heaps bet­ter now any­way.”

			Sir James’s car was ordered round. Dur­ing the short drive Tup­pence’s heart beat tu­mul­tu­ously. In spite of mo­ment­ary qualms of un­eas­i­ness re­spect­ing Tommy, she could not but feel ex­ulta­tion. They were go­ing to win!

			The car drew up at the corner of the square and they got out. Sir James went up to a plain-clothes man who was on duty with sev­er­al oth­ers, and spoke to him. Then he re­joined the girls.

			“No one has gone in­to the house so far. It is be­ing watched at the back as well, so they are quite sure of that. Any­one who at­tempts to enter after we have done so will be ar­res­ted im­me­di­ately. Shall we go in?”

			A po­lice­man pro­duced a key. They all knew Sir James well. They had also had or­ders re­spect­ing Tup­pence. Only the third mem­ber of the party was un­known to them. The three entered the house, pulling the door to be­hind them. Slowly they moun­ted the rick­ety stairs. At the top was the ragged cur­tain hid­ing the re­cess where Tommy had hid­den that day. Tup­pence had heard the story from Jane in her char­ac­ter of “An­nette.” She looked at the tattered vel­vet with in­terest. Even now she could al­most swear it moved—as though someone was be­hind it. So strong was the il­lu­sion that she al­most fan­cied she could make out the out­line of a form. … Sup­pos­ing Mr. Brown—Ju­li­us—was there wait­ing. …

			Im­possible of course! Yet she al­most went back to put the cur­tain aside and make sure. …

			Now they were en­ter­ing the pris­on room. No place for any­one to hide here, thought Tup­pence, with a sigh of re­lief, then chided her­self in­dig­nantly. She must not give way to this fool­ish fancy­ing—this curi­ous in­sist­ent feel­ing that Mr. Brown was in the house. … Hark! what was that? A stealthy foot­step on the stairs? There was someone in the house! Ab­surd! She was be­com­ing hys­ter­ic­al.

			Jane had gone straight to the pic­ture of Mar­guer­ite. She un­hooked it with a steady hand. The dust lay thick upon it, and fes­toons of cob­webs lay between it and the wall. Sir James handed her a pock­etknife, and she ripped away the brown pa­per from the back. … The ad­vert­ise­ment page of a magazine fell out. Jane picked it up. Hold­ing apart the frayed in­ner edges she ex­trac­ted two thin sheets covered with writ­ing!

			No dummy this time! The real thing!

			“We’ve got it,” said Tup­pence. “At last. …”

			The mo­ment was al­most breath­less in its emo­tion. For­got­ten the faint creak­ings, the ima­gined noises of a minute ago. None of them had eyes for any­thing but what Jane held in her hand.

			Sir James took it, and scru­tin­ized it at­tent­ively.

			“Yes,” he said quietly, “this is the ill-fated draft treaty!”

			“We’ve suc­ceeded,” said Tup­pence. There was awe and an al­most won­der­ing un­be­lief in her voice.

			Sir James echoed her words as he fol­ded the pa­per care­fully and put it away in his pock­et­book, then he looked curi­ously round the dingy room.

			“It was here that our young friend was con­fined for so long, was it not?” he said. “A truly sin­is­ter room. You no­tice the ab­sence of win­dows, and the thick­ness of the close-fit­ting door. Whatever took place here would nev­er be heard by the out­side world.”

			Tup­pence shivered. His words woke a vague alarm in her. What if there was someone con­cealed in the house? Someone who might bar that door on them, and leave them to die like rats in a trap? Then she real­ized the ab­surdity of her thought. The house was sur­roun­ded by po­lice who, if they failed to re­appear, would not hes­it­ate to break in and make a thor­ough search. She smiled at her own fool­ish­ness—then looked up with a start to find Sir James watch­ing her. He gave her an em­phat­ic little nod.

			“Quite right, Miss Tup­pence. You scent danger. So do I. So does Miss Finn.”

			“Yes,” ad­mit­ted Jane. “It’s ab­surd—but I can’t help it.”

			Sir James nod­ded again.

			“You feel—as we all feel—the pres­ence of Mr. Brown. Yes”—as Tup­pence made a move­ment—“not a doubt of it—Mr. Brown is here. …”

			“In this house?”

			“In this room. … You don’t un­der­stand? I am Mr. Brown. …”

			Stu­pefied, un­be­liev­ing, they stared at him. The very lines of his face had changed. It was a dif­fer­ent man who stood be­fore them. He smiled a slow cruel smile.

			“Neither of you will leave this room alive! You said just now we had suc­ceeded. I have suc­ceeded! The draft treaty is mine.” His smile grew wider as he looked at Tup­pence. “Shall I tell you how it will be? Soon­er or later the po­lice will break in, and they will find three vic­tims of Mr. Brown—three, not two, you un­der­stand, but for­tu­nately the third will not be dead, only wounded, and will be able to de­scribe the at­tack with a wealth of de­tail! The treaty? It is in the hands of Mr. Brown. So no one will think of search­ing the pock­ets of Sir James Peel Edger­ton!”

			He turned to Jane.

			“You out­wit­ted me. I make my ac­know­ledg­ments. But you will not do it again.”

			There was a faint sound be­hind him, but, in­tox­ic­ated with suc­cess, he did not turn his head.

			He slipped his hand in­to his pock­et.

			“Check­mate to the Young Ad­ven­tur­ers,” he said, and slowly raised the big auto­mat­ic.

			But, even as he did so, he felt him­self seized from be­hind in a grip of iron. The re­volver was wrenched from his hand, and the voice of Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer said drawl­ingly:

			“I guess you’re caught red­han­ded with the goods upon you.”

			The blood rushed to the K.C.’s face, but his self-con­trol was mar­vel­lous, as he looked from one to the oth­er of his two captors. He looked longest at Tommy.

			“You,” he said be­neath his breath. “You! I might have known.”

			See­ing that he was dis­posed to of­fer no res­ist­ance, their grip slackened. Quick as a flash his left hand, the hand which bore the big signet ring, was raised to his lips. …

			“Ave, Caesar! te mor­it­uri sa­lut­ant,” he said, still look­ing at Tommy.

			Then his face changed, and with a long con­vuls­ive shud­der he fell for­ward in a crumpled heap, whilst an odour of bit­ter al­monds filled the air.

		
	
		
			
				XXVII

				A Sup­per Party at the Sa­voy

			
			The sup­per party giv­en by Mr. Ju­li­us Her­sheim­mer to a few friends on the even­ing of the 30th will long be re­membered in ca­ter­ing circles. It took place in a private room, and Mr. Her­sheim­mer’s or­ders were brief and for­cible. He gave carte blanche—and when a mil­lion­aire gives carte blanche he usu­ally gets it!

			Every del­ic­acy out of sea­son was duly provided. Waiters car­ried bottles of an­cient and roy­al vin­tage with lov­ing care. The flor­al dec­or­a­tions de­fied the sea­sons, and fruits of the earth as far apart as May and Novem­ber found them­selves mi­ra­cu­lously side by side. The list of guests was small and se­lect. The Amer­ic­an am­bas­sad­or, Mr. Carter, who had taken the liberty, he said, of bring­ing an old friend, Sir Wil­li­am Beres­ford, with him, Arch­deac­on Cow­ley, Dr. Hall, those two youth­ful ad­ven­tur­ers, Miss Prudence Cow­ley and Mr. Thomas Beres­ford, and last, but not least, as guest of hon­our, Miss Jane Finn.

			Ju­li­us had spared no pains to make Jane’s ap­pear­ance a suc­cess. A mys­ter­i­ous knock had brought Tup­pence to the door of the apart­ment she was shar­ing with the Amer­ic­an girl. It was Ju­li­us. In his hand he held a cheque.

			“Say, Tup­pence,” he began, “will you do me a good turn? Take this, and get Jane reg­u­larly togged up for this even­ing. You’re all com­ing to sup­per with me at the Sa­voy. See? Spare no ex­pense. You get me?”

			“Sure thing,” mim­icked Tup­pence. “We shall en­joy ourselves. It will be a pleas­ure dress­ing Jane. She’s the love­li­est thing I’ve ever seen.”

			“That’s so,” agreed Mr. Her­sheim­mer fer­vently.

			His fer­vour brought a mo­ment­ary twinkle to Tup­pence’s eye.

			“By the way, Ju­li­us,” she re­marked de­murely, “I—haven’t giv­en you my an­swer yet.”

			“An­swer?” said Ju­li­us. His face paled.

			“You know—when you asked me to—marry you,” faltered Tup­pence, her eyes down­cast in the true man­ner of the early Vic­tori­an heroine, “and wouldn’t take no for an an­swer. I’ve thought it well over—”

			“Yes?” said Ju­li­us. The per­spir­a­tion stood on his fore­head.

			Tup­pence re­len­ted sud­denly.

			“You great idi­ot!” she said. “What on earth in­duced you to do it? I could see at the time you didn’t care a two­penny dip for me!”

			“Not at all. I had—and still have—the highest sen­ti­ments of es­teem and re­spect—and ad­mir­a­tion for you—”

			“H’m!” said Tup­pence. “Those are the kind of sen­ti­ments that very soon go to the wall when the oth­er sen­ti­ment comes along! Don’t they, old thing?”

			“I don’t know what you mean,” said Ju­li­us stiffly, but a large and burn­ing blush over­spread his coun­ten­ance.

			“Shucks!” re­tor­ted Tup­pence. She laughed, and closed the door, re­open­ing it to add with dig­nity: “Mor­ally, I shall al­ways con­sider I have been jilted!”

			“What was it?” asked Jane as Tup­pence re­joined her.

			“Ju­li­us.”

			“What did he want?”

			“Really, I think, he wanted to see you, but I wasn’t go­ing to let him. Not un­til to­night, when you’re go­ing to burst upon every­one like King So­lomon in his glory! Come on! We’re go­ing to shop!”

			To most people the 29th, the much-her­al­ded “La­bour Day,” had passed much as any oth­er day. Speeches were made in the Park and Tra­fal­gar Square. Strag­gling pro­ces­sions, singing the “Red Flag,” wandered through the streets in a more or less aim­less man­ner. News­pa­pers which had hin­ted at a gen­er­al strike, and the in­aug­ur­a­tion of a reign of ter­ror, were forced to hide their di­min­ished heads. The bolder and more as­tute among them sought to prove that peace had been ef­fected by fol­low­ing their coun­sels. In the Sunday pa­pers a brief no­tice of the sud­den death of Sir James Peel Edger­ton, the fam­ous K.C., had ap­peared. Monday’s pa­per dealt ap­pre­ci­at­ively with the dead man’s ca­reer. The ex­act man­ner of his sud­den death was nev­er made pub­lic.

			Tommy had been right in his fore­cast of the situ­ation. It had been a one-man show. De­prived of their chief, the or­gan­iz­a­tion fell to pieces. Kra­men­in had made a pre­cip­it­ate re­turn to Rus­sia, leav­ing Eng­land early on Sunday morn­ing. The gang had fled from Astley Pri­ors in a pan­ic, leav­ing be­hind, in their haste, vari­ous dam­aging doc­u­ments which com­prom­ised them hope­lessly. With these proofs of con­spir­acy in their hands, aided fur­ther by a small brown di­ary taken from the pock­et of the dead man which had con­tained a full and damning résumé of the whole plot, the gov­ern­ment had called an el­ev­enth-hour con­fer­ence. The La­bour lead­ers were forced to re­cog­nize that they had been used as a cat’s paw. Cer­tain con­ces­sions were made by the gov­ern­ment, and were eagerly ac­cep­ted. It was to be Peace, not War!

			But the Cab­in­et knew by how nar­row a mar­gin they had es­caped ut­ter dis­aster. And burnt in on Mr. Carter’s brain was the strange scene which had taken place in the house in Soho the night be­fore.

			He had entered the squal­id room to find that great man, the friend of a life­time, dead—be­trayed out of his own mouth. From the dead man’s pock­et­book he had re­trieved the ill-omened draft treaty, and then and there, in the pres­ence of the oth­er three, it had been re­duced to ashes. … Eng­land was saved!

			And now, on the even­ing of the 30th, in a private room at the Sa­voy, Mr. Ju­li­us P. Her­sheim­mer was re­ceiv­ing his guests.

			Mr. Carter was the first to ar­rive. With him was a choler­ic-look­ing old gen­tle­man, at sight of whom Tommy flushed up to the roots of his hair. He came for­ward.

			“Ha!” said the old gen­tle­man, sur­vey­ing him apo­plect­ic­ally. “So you’re my neph­ew, are you? Not much to look at—but you’ve done good work, it seems. Your moth­er must have brought you up well after all. Shall we let by­gones be by­gones, eh? You’re my heir, you know; and in fu­ture I pro­pose to make you an al­low­ance—and you can look upon Chalmers Park as your home.”

			“Thank you, sir, it’s aw­fully de­cent of you.”

			“Where’s this young lady I’ve been hear­ing such a lot about?”

			Tommy in­tro­duced Tup­pence.

			“Ha!” said Sir Wil­li­am, eye­ing her. “Girls aren’t what they used to be in my young days.”

			“Yes, they are,” said Tup­pence. “Their clothes are dif­fer­ent, per­haps, but they them­selves are just the same.”

			“Well, per­haps you’re right. Minxes then—minxes now!”

			“That’s it,” said Tup­pence. “I’m a fright­ful minx my­self.”

			“I be­lieve you,” said the old gen­tle­man, chuck­ling, and pinched her ear in high good-hu­mour. Most young wo­men were ter­ri­fied of the “old bear,” as they termed him. Tup­pence’s pert­ness de­lighted the old miso­gyn­ist.

			Then came the tim­id arch­deac­on, a little be­wildered by the com­pany in which he found him­self, glad that his daugh­ter was con­sidered to have dis­tin­guished her­self, but un­able to help glan­cing at her from time to time with nervous ap­pre­hen­sion. But Tup­pence be­haved ad­mir­ably. She for­bore to cross her legs, set a guard upon her tongue, and stead­fastly re­fused to smoke.

			Dr. Hall came next, and he was fol­lowed by the Amer­ic­an am­bas­sad­or.

			“We might as well sit down,” said Ju­li­us, when he had in­tro­duced all his guests to each oth­er. “Tup­pence, will you—”

			He in­dic­ated the place of hon­our with a wave of his hand.

			But Tup­pence shook her head.

			“No—that’s Jane’s place! When one thinks of how she’s held out all these years, she ought to be made the queen of the feast to­night.”

			Ju­li­us flung her a grate­ful glance, and Jane came for­ward shyly to the al­lot­ted seat. Beau­ti­ful as she had seemed be­fore, it was as noth­ing to the love­li­ness that now went fully ad­orned. Tup­pence had per­formed her part faith­fully. The mod­el gown sup­plied by a fam­ous dress­maker had been en­titled “A ti­ger lily.” It was all golds and reds and browns, and out of it rose the pure column of the girl’s white throat, and the bronze masses of hair that crowned her lovely head. There was ad­mir­a­tion in every eye, as she took her seat.

			Soon the sup­per party was in full swing, and with one ac­cord Tommy was called upon for a full and com­plete ex­plan­a­tion.

			“You’ve been too darned close about the whole busi­ness,” Ju­li­us ac­cused him. “You let on to me that you were off to the Ar­gen­tine—though I guess you had your reas­ons for that. The idea of both you and Tup­pence cast­ing me for the part of Mr. Brown just tickles me to death!”

			“The idea was not ori­gin­al to them,” said Mr. Carter gravely. “It was sug­ges­ted, and the pois­on very care­fully in­stilled, by a past-mas­ter in the art. The para­graph in the New York pa­per sug­ges­ted the plan to him, and by means of it he wove a web that nearly en­meshed you fatally.”

			“I nev­er liked him,” said Ju­li­us. “I felt from the first that there was some­thing wrong about him, and I al­ways sus­pec­ted that it was he who si­lenced Mrs. Van­demey­er so ap­pos­itely. But it wasn’t till I heard that the or­der for Tommy’s ex­e­cu­tion came right on the heels of our in­ter­view with him that Sunday that I began to tumble to the fact that he was the big bug him­self.”

			“I nev­er sus­pec­ted it at all,” lamen­ted Tup­pence. “I’ve al­ways thought I was so much cleverer than Tommy—but he’s un­doubtedly scored over me hand­somely.”

			Ju­li­us agreed.

			“Tommy’s been the goods this trip! And, in­stead of sit­ting there as dumb as a fish, let him ban­ish his blushes, and tell us all about it.”

			“Hear! hear!”

			“There’s noth­ing to tell,” said Tommy, acutely un­com­fort­able. “I was an aw­ful mug—right up to the time I found that pho­to­graph of An­nette, and real­ized that she was Jane Finn. Then I re­membered how per­sist­ently she had shouted out that word ‘Mar­guer­ite’—and I thought of the pic­tures, and—well, that’s that. Then of course I went over the whole thing to see where I’d made an ass of my­self.”

			“Go on,” said Mr. Carter, as Tommy showed signs of tak­ing refuge in si­lence once more.

			“That busi­ness about Mrs. Van­demey­er had wor­ried me when Ju­li­us told me about it. On the face of it, it seemed that he or Sir James must have done the trick. But I didn’t know which. Find­ing that pho­to­graph in the draw­er, after that story of how it had been got from him by In­spect­or Brown, made me sus­pect Ju­li­us. Then I re­membered that it was Sir James who had dis­covered the false Jane Finn. In the end, I couldn’t make up my mind—and just de­cided to take no chances either way. I left a note for Ju­li­us, in case he was Mr. Brown, say­ing I was off to the Ar­gen­tine, and I dropped Sir James’s let­ter with the of­fer of the job by the desk so that he would see it was a genu­ine stunt. Then I wrote my let­ter to Mr. Carter and rang up Sir James. Tak­ing him in­to my con­fid­ence would be the best thing either way, so I told him everything ex­cept where I be­lieved the pa­pers to be hid­den. The way he helped me to get on the track of Tup­pence and An­nette al­most dis­armed me, but not quite. I kept my mind open between the two of them. And then I got a bogus note from Tup­pence—and I knew!”

			“But how?”

			Tommy took the note in ques­tion from his pock­et and passed it round the table.

			“It’s her hand­writ­ing all right, but I knew it wasn’t from her be­cause of the sig­na­ture. She’d nev­er spell her name ‘Two­pence,’ but any­one who’d nev­er seen it writ­ten might quite eas­ily do so. Ju­li­us had seen it—he showed me a note of hers to him once—but Sir James hadn’t! After that everything was plain sail­ing. I sent off Al­bert post-haste to Mr. Carter. I pre­ten­ded to go away, but doubled back again. When Ju­li­us came burst­ing up in his car, I felt it wasn’t part of Mr. Brown’s plan—and that there would prob­ably be trouble. Un­less Sir James was ac­tu­ally caught in the act, so to speak, I knew Mr. Carter would nev­er be­lieve it of him on my bare word—”

			“I didn’t,” in­ter­posed Mr. Carter rue­fully.

			“That’s why I sent the girls off to Sir James. I was sure they’d fetch up at the house in Soho soon­er or later. I threatened Ju­li­us with the re­volver, be­cause I wanted Tup­pence to re­peat that to Sir James, so that he wouldn’t worry about us. The mo­ment the girls were out of sight I told Ju­li­us to drive like hell for Lon­don, and as we went along I told him the whole story. We got to the Soho house in plenty of time and met Mr. Carter out­side. After ar­ran­ging things with him we went in and hid be­hind the cur­tain in the re­cess. The po­lice­men had or­ders to say, if they were asked, that no one had gone in­to the house. That’s all.”

			And Tommy came to an ab­rupt halt.

			There was si­lence for a mo­ment.

			“By the way,” said Ju­li­us sud­denly, “you’re all wrong about that pho­to­graph of Jane. It was taken from me, but I found it again.”

			“Where?” cried Tup­pence.

			“In that little safe on the wall in Mrs. Van­demey­er’s bed­room.”

			“I knew you found some­thing,” said Tup­pence re­proach­fully. “To tell you the truth, that’s what star­ted me off sus­pect­ing you. Why didn’t you say?”

			“I guess I was a mite sus­pi­cious too. It had been got away from me once, and I de­term­ined I wouldn’t let on I’d got it un­til a pho­to­graph­er had made a dozen cop­ies of it!”

			“We all kept back some­thing or oth­er,” said Tup­pence thought­fully. “I sup­pose secret ser­vice work makes you like that!”

			In the pause that en­sued, Mr. Carter took from his pock­et a small shabby brown book.

			“Beres­ford has just said that I would not have be­lieved Sir James Peel Edger­ton to be guilty un­less, so to speak, he was caught in the act. That is so. In­deed, not un­til I read the entries in this little book could I bring my­self fully to cred­it the amaz­ing truth. This book will pass in­to the pos­ses­sion of Scot­land Yard, but it will nev­er be pub­licly ex­hib­ited. Sir James’s long as­so­ci­ation with the law would make it un­desir­able. But to you, who know the truth, I pro­pose to read cer­tain pas­sages which will throw some light on the ex­traordin­ary men­tal­ity of this great man.”

			He opened the book, and turned the thin pages.

			“… It is mad­ness to keep this book. I know that. It is doc­u­ment­ary evid­ence against me. But I have nev­er shrunk from tak­ing risks. And I feel an ur­gent need for self-ex­pres­sion. … The book will only be taken from my dead body. …

			“… From an early age I real­ized that I had ex­cep­tion­al abil­it­ies. Only a fool un­der­es­tim­ates his cap­ab­il­it­ies. My brain power was greatly above the av­er­age. I know that I was born to suc­ceed. My ap­pear­ance was the only thing against me. I was quiet and in­sig­ni­fic­ant—ut­terly non­des­cript. …

			“… When I was a boy I heard a fam­ous murder tri­al. I was deeply im­pressed by the power and elo­quence of the coun­sel for the de­fence. For the first time I en­ter­tained the idea of tak­ing my tal­ents to that par­tic­u­lar mar­ket. … Then I stud­ied the crim­in­al in the dock. … The man was a fool—he had been in­cred­ibly, un­be­liev­ably stu­pid. Even the elo­quence of his coun­sel was hardly likely to save him. I felt an im­meas­ur­able con­tempt for him. … Then it oc­curred to me that the crim­in­al stand­ard was a low one. It was the wastrels, the fail­ures, the gen­er­al rif­fraff of civil­iz­a­tion who drif­ted in­to crime. … Strange that men of brains had nev­er real­ized its ex­traordin­ary op­por­tun­it­ies. … I played with the idea. … What a mag­ni­fi­cent field—what un­lim­ited pos­sib­il­it­ies! It made my brain reel. …

			“… I read stand­ard works on crime and crim­in­als. They all con­firmed my opin­ion. De­gen­er­acy, dis­ease—nev­er the de­lib­er­ate em­bra­cing of a ca­reer by a farsee­ing man. Then I con­sidered. Sup­pos­ing my ut­most am­bi­tions were real­ized—that I was called to the bar, and rose to the height of my pro­fes­sion? That I entered polit­ics—say, even, that I be­came Prime Min­is­ter of Eng­land? What then? Was that power? Hampered at every turn by my col­leagues, fettered by the demo­crat­ic sys­tem of which I should be the mere fig­ure­head! No—the power I dreamed of was ab­so­lute! An auto­crat! A dic­tat­or! And such power could only be ob­tained by work­ing out­side the law. To play on the weak­nesses of hu­man nature, then on the weak­nesses of na­tions—to get to­geth­er and con­trol a vast or­gan­iz­a­tion, and fi­nally to over­throw the ex­ist­ing or­der, and rule! The thought in­tox­ic­ated me. …

			“… I saw that I must lead two lives. A man like my­self is bound to at­tract no­tice. I must have a suc­cess­ful ca­reer which would mask my true activ­it­ies. … Also I must cul­tiv­ate a per­son­al­ity. I mod­elled my­self upon fam­ous K.C.s. I re­pro­duced their man­ner­isms, their mag­net­ism. If I had chosen to be an act­or, I should have been the greatest act­or liv­ing! No dis­guises—no grease paint—no false beards! Per­son­al­ity! I put it on like a glove! When I shed it, I was my­self, quiet, un­ob­trus­ive, a man like every oth­er man. I called my­self Mr. Brown. There are hun­dreds of men called Brown—there are hun­dreds of men look­ing just like me. …

			“… I suc­ceeded in my false ca­reer. I was bound to suc­ceed. I shall suc­ceed in the oth­er. A man like me can­not fail. …

			“… I have been read­ing a life of Na­po­leon. He and I have much in com­mon. …

			“… I make a prac­tice of de­fend­ing crim­in­als. A man should look after his own people. …

			“… Once or twice I have felt afraid. The first time was in Italy. There was a din­ner giv­en. Pro­fess­or D——, the great ali­en­ist, was present. The talk fell on in­san­ity. He said, ‘A great many men are mad, and no one knows it. They do not know it them­selves.’ I do not un­der­stand why he looked at me when he said that. His glance was strange. … I did not like it. …

			“… The war has dis­turbed me. … I thought it would fur­ther my plans. The Ger­mans are so ef­fi­cient. Their spy sys­tem, too, was ex­cel­lent. The streets are full of these boys in khaki. All empty-headed young fools. … Yet I do not know. … They won the war. … It dis­turbs me. …

			“… My plans are go­ing well. … A girl but­ted in—I do not think she really knew any­thing. … But we must give up the Es­to­nia. … No risks now. …

			“. … All goes well. The loss of memory is vex­ing. It can­not be a fake. No girl could de­ceive me! …

			“… The 29th. … That is very soon. …” Mr. Carter paused.

			“I will not read the de­tails of the coup that was planned. But there are just two small entries that refer to the three of you. In the light of what happened they are in­ter­est­ing.

			“… By in­du­cing the girl to come to me of her own ac­cord, I have suc­ceeded in dis­arm­ing her. But she has in­tu­it­ive flashes that might be dan­ger­ous. … She must be got out of the way. … I can do noth­ing with the Amer­ic­an. He sus­pects and dis­likes me. But he can­not know. I fancy my ar­mour is im­preg­nable. … Some­times I fear I have un­der­es­tim­ated the oth­er boy. He is not clev­er, but it is hard to blind his eyes to facts. …”

			Mr. Carter shut the book.

			“A great man,” he said. “Geni­us, or in­san­ity, who can say?”

			There was si­lence.

			Then Mr. Carter rose to his feet.

			“I will give you a toast. The Joint Ven­ture which has so amply jus­ti­fied it­self by suc­cess!”

			It was drunk with ac­clam­a­tion.

			“There’s some­thing more we want to hear,” con­tin­ued Mr. Carter. He looked at the Amer­ic­an am­bas­sad­or. “I speak for you also, I know. We’ll ask Miss Jane Finn to tell us the story that only Miss Tup­pence has heard so far—but be­fore we do so we’ll drink her health. The health of one of the bravest of Amer­ica’s daugh­ters, to whom is due the thanks and grat­it­ude of two great coun­tries!”

		
	
		
			
				XXVIII

				And After

			
			“That was a mighty good toast, Jane,” said Mr. Her­sheim­mer, as he and his cous­in were be­ing driv­en back in the Rolls-Royce to the Ritz.

			“The one to the joint ven­ture?”

			“No—the one to you. There isn’t an­oth­er girl in the world who could have car­ried it through as you did. You were just won­der­ful!”

			Jane shook her head.

			“I don’t feel won­der­ful. At heart I’m just tired and lone­some—and long­ing for my own coun­try.”

			“That brings me to some­thing I wanted to say. I heard the Am­bas­sad­or telling you his wife hoped you would come to them at the Em­bassy right away. That’s good enough, but I’ve got an­oth­er plan. Jane—I want you to marry me! Don’t get scared and say no at once. You can’t love me right away, of course, that’s im­possible. But I’ve loved you from the very mo­ment I set eyes on your photo—and now I’ve seen you I’m simply crazy about you! If you’ll only marry me, I won’t worry you any—you shall take your own time. Maybe you’ll nev­er come to love me, and if that’s the case I’ll man­age to set you free. But I want the right to look after you, and take care of you.”

			“That’s what I want,” said the girl wist­fully. “Someone who’ll be good to me. Oh, you don’t know how lone­some I feel!”

			“Sure thing I do. Then I guess that’s all fixed up, and I’ll see the arch­bish­op about a spe­cial li­cense to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“Oh, Ju­li­us!”

			“Well, I don’t want to hustle you any, Jane, but there’s no sense in wait­ing about. Don’t be scared—I shan’t ex­pect you to love me all at once.”

			But a small hand was slipped in­to his.

			“I love you now, Ju­li­us,” said Jane Finn. “I loved you that first mo­ment in the car when the bul­let grazed your cheek. …”

			Five minutes later Jane mur­mured softly:

			“I don’t know Lon­don very well, Ju­li­us, but is it such a very long way from the Sa­voy to the Ritz?”

			“It de­pends how you go,” ex­plained Ju­li­us un­blush­ingly. “We’re go­ing by way of Re­gent’s Park!”

			“Oh, Ju­li­us—what will the chauf­feur think?”

			“At the wages I pay him, he knows bet­ter than to do any in­de­pend­ent think­ing. Why, Jane, the only reas­on I had the sup­per at the Sa­voy was so that I could drive you home. I didn’t see how I was ever go­ing to get hold of you alone. You and Tup­pence have been stick­ing to­geth­er like Sia­mese twins. I guess an­oth­er day of it would have driv­en me and Beres­ford stark star­ing mad!”

			“Oh. Is he—?”

			“Of course he is. Head over ears.”

			“I thought so,” said Jane thought­fully.

			“Why?”

			“From all the things Tup­pence didn’t say!”

			“There you have me beat,” said Mr. Her­sheim­mer. But Jane only laughed.

			In the mean­time, the Young Ad­ven­tur­ers were sit­ting bolt up­right, very stiff and ill at ease, in a taxi which, with a sin­gu­lar lack of ori­gin­al­ity, was also re­turn­ing to the Ritz via Re­gent’s Park.

			A ter­rible con­straint seemed to have settled down between them. Without quite know­ing what had happened, everything seemed changed. They were tongue-tied—para­lysed. All the old ca­marader­ie was gone.

			Tup­pence could think of noth­ing to say.

			Tommy was equally af­flic­ted.

			They sat very straight and for­bore to look at each oth­er.

			At last Tup­pence made a des­per­ate ef­fort.

			“Rather fun, wasn’t it?”

			“Rather.”

			An­oth­er si­lence.

			“I like Ju­li­us,” es­sayed Tup­pence again.

			Tommy was sud­denly gal­van­ized in­to life.

			“You’re not go­ing to marry him, do you hear?” he said dic­tat­ori­ally. “I for­bid it.”

			“Oh!” said Tup­pence meekly.

			“Ab­so­lutely, you un­der­stand.”

			“He doesn’t want to marry me—he really only asked me out of kind­ness.”

			“That’s not very likely,” scoffed Tommy.

			“It’s quite true. He’s head over ears in love with Jane. I ex­pect he’s pro­pos­ing to her now.”

			“She’ll do for him very nicely,” said Tommy con­des­cend­ingly.

			“Don’t you think she’s the most lovely creature you’ve ever seen?”

			“Oh, I dare say.”

			“But I sup­pose you prefer ster­ling worth,” said Tup­pence de­murely.

			“I—oh, dash it all, Tup­pence, you know!”

			“I like your uncle, Tommy,” said Tup­pence, hast­ily cre­at­ing a di­ver­sion. “By the way, what are you go­ing to do, ac­cept Mr. Carter’s of­fer of a gov­ern­ment job, or ac­cept Ju­li­us’s in­vit­a­tion and take a richly re­mu­ner­ated post in Amer­ica on his ranch?”

			“I shall stick to the old ship, I think, though it’s aw­fully good of Her­sheim­mer. But I feel you’d be more at home in Lon­don.”

			“I don’t see where I come in.”

			“I do,” said Tommy pos­it­ively.

			Tup­pence stole a glance at him side­ways.

			“There’s the money, too,” she ob­served thought­fully.

			“What money?”

			“We’re go­ing to get a cheque each. Mr. Carter told me so.”

			“Did you ask how much?” in­quired Tommy sar­castic­ally.

			“Yes,” said Tup­pence tri­umphantly. “But I shan’t tell you.”

			“Tup­pence, you are the lim­it!”

			“It has been fun, hasn’t it, Tommy? I do hope we shall have lots more ad­ven­tures.”

			“You’re in­sa­ti­able, Tup­pence. I’ve had quite enough ad­ven­tures for the present.”

			“Well, shop­ping is al­most as good,” said Tup­pence dream­ily. “Think of buy­ing old fur­niture, and bright car­pets, and fu­tur­ist silk cur­tains, and a pol­ished din­ing-table, and a di­van with lots of cush­ions.”

			“Hold hard,” said Tommy. “What’s all this for?”

			“Pos­sibly a house—but I think a flat.”

			“Whose flat?”

			“You think I mind say­ing it, but I don’t in the least! Ours, so there!”

			“You darling!” cried Tommy, his arms tightly round her. “I was de­term­ined to make you say it. I owe you some­thing for the re­lent­less way you’ve squashed me whenev­er I’ve tried to be sen­ti­ment­al.”

			Tup­pence raised her face to his. The taxi pro­ceeded on its course round the north side of Re­gent’s Park.

			“You haven’t really pro­posed now,” poin­ted out Tup­pence. “Not what our grand­moth­ers would call a pro­pos­al. But after listen­ing to a rot­ten one like Ju­li­us’s, I’m in­clined to let you off.”

			“You won’t be able to get out of mar­ry­ing me, so don’t you think it.”

			“What fun it will be,” re­spon­ded Tup­pence. “Mar­riage is called all sorts of things, a haven, and a refuge, and a crown­ing glory, and a state of bond­age, and lots more. But do you know what I think it is?”

			“What?”

			“A sport!”

			“And a damned good sport too,” said Tommy.
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