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The Angel of Terror Chapter 1

THE hush of the court, which had been broken
when tke foreman of the jury returned their
verdict, was inténsified. as the Jugge, with a
quick glafice over his pince-nez at the tall
prisones marshalled his paflers with thes pre-
cision and method which old men display in
tense moments such us these Heé Bathered
them together, white paper and blue gnd buff
and stacked them in a neat heap on a tiny
ledge to the left of his desk. Then he took
Iis pen and wrote a few words on a printed
paper before him.

Another breathless pamse and he greped
beneatli the desk and brought out a small
square of black silk and carefully ®aid it over
his white wig Then he spoke :

““ James Memedith, you have been conwictéd
after a long and pagient trial of the awfu] crime
of wilful mwrder. With the verdict of the gury
I am in complete agreement. Therg is little
doubt, after hearing the evidence of the un-
fortunate lady to whom you were engaged, and
whose evident? you attempted i the most
brutal manner to refute,-that, instigated by
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your jealousy you shot Ferdinand’ Bulford.
The evideige of Migs Briggerland that you had
threafened this poor young man, and that you
left her presence in a temper, is unShaken. By
a terrible coincidence, Mr. Bulford was in the
street outside your fiancée’s door when you lett,
andemaddened by your insane jealousy, you
shot him dead.

“To suggest, as you haye through your
counsel, that you called at Miss Brjggerland’s
thatenight to break off your engagement and that
the¢ fnterview was a mild one and undttended
by recpjminations is to suggest that this
lady has dekiberately committed perjury in
order to sfvear away your life, and when to that
disgraceful charge you prodtice a motive, namely
tha! by your death or imprisonment Miss
Briggerland, who is your cousin, -would benefit
to a‘cﬁnsiderable ¢xtent, you merely add to yeur
infamy. Nobody who say the young girl in
the box, a Ela'ghetic, and if I'may say, a%eautiful
figure, could accept for one, moment vyour
fantastit explanatton.

““Who_killed Ferdinand BuMord ? A man
without an enemy in the werld. That tragedy
canhiof be explainedq away. Tt now enly
remains for me to pass the sentence which the
law imposes. The jury’s recemmendation to
meércy will be forwarded to the. proper
guarter

He then preceeded to pass sentence of death,
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and the tall man in the dock listened without
a muscle of his face mnvins.

So ended the great Berkeley Street Murder
Trial and when 3 few days later it was
announced that the sentence of death had been
commuted to one of penal servitude for life,
there were newspapers and people who hinted
at mistaken lengency and suggested that James
Meredith woufd have been hanged if he were a
poor man instead ol being, as h® was, the master
of vast wealth.

“ That's that,” said Jack Glover between his
teeth, as he came out of court with the eminent
King’s Counsel who had defended his friend
and client, ** the little lady wins."”

His companion leoked.sideways at him and
smiled.

““ Honestly, Glover, do you believe that poor
giyl could do so dastardly a thing as Tles about
the mgan she loves ?

“She loves!” repeated Jack Glover
witheringly

‘““T think you are prejudiced,” said thg coun-
sel, shaking his head. *‘ Personally, I Believe
that Meredith is a lunatic; I am satisfied
that all he teld us, about the interview*he'had
with the girl was born of a diseased imagination.
I was terribly impressed when I saw Jean
Briggerland in the box. She—by Jovg, there
is the lady !

They had reached the entrance of the Court.
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A big car wasstanding by the kerb dnd one of
the attemdants was holding open the door for
a girl dressed in black. They had a glimpse
of a pale, sad face of extraordinary beauty, and
then she disappeared behind the drawn blinds.

The counsel drew a long sigh.

“Mad!” he said huskily. ‘° He must be
mad ! If ever I saw a pure sl in a woman's
face, it 1s in hers ! "

“You'vewbeen in the sun, Sir John—you're
getting gentimental,” said Jack Glover brutally,
and the emMent lawyer choked indignéntly.

Jack Glover had a ftyick of saying rude things
to his friends even when those friends were
twenty sygars his senior, and by every rule of
professional etiquette entitled to respectful
tregtment.

“ Really ! " said the outraged Sir John.
“ There are timeg, (dover, when you are in-
sufférakle ! "

But by th¥ time Jack Glover was ewinging
along the Old Bailey, his hands in his pockets,
his sills Hat on the back of his head.

He found the grey-haired serior member of
the firm of Rennett, Glover and Simpson (there

had*eln no Simpson in tleeqfirm Yt ten years)
on the point of going home.

~ Mr. Rennett eat down at the sight of his

jurhor,

~“1 heard the news by 'phone,” he said.
Ellbery says, there'is no ground for appeal,
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but I think the recommendationito mercy will
save his life—besides Gt is g crime ?'Js;s;'@eﬂ_g,
and they don’t hamg for homicidal jealousy.
I suppose it was the girl's evidence that turned
the trick ? "

Jack nodded. .

“And ¢he lobked like an angel just out
of the refriggdtor,” he said despairingly.
““ Ellber¥ did his poor best to shake her, but
the old fool is half in love with her—I left him
raving alout her pure sogl and her qfher
celestial etceteras.”

Mr. Rennett stroked his iron grey fpeard.

““ She’s won,” he said, but the#vther turned
on him with a snarl.

“Not yet!” he sdid althost harshly. ‘ She
hasn’t won till Jimmy Meredith is dead or—s-"

Y Or ? '+ repeated his partner . signifi-
cantly. ““That ‘or’ won't «ome off, Jgck.
He'll get a life sentenee as sure as * eggs is eggs.’
I'd go a long way #o0 help Jimmy p I,d risk my
practice and my name.”’

Jack Glover looked at his partnér is
astonishment.

“ You old spertsthan ! he said adminngly.
“1I didn't know youswere,so fond of Jimmy ? "

Mr. Rennett got up and began pulling on his
gloves. He seemed a little urtomfortable at
the sensadion hejhad created.

“His father was my first client,” he said
apologetically ““ Ope of the bests fellows that
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ever lived. [He marrigd late in life, that was
why he Was such g crank over thés question of
marriage You might say that old Meredith
founded our firm. Your father and Simpson
and I were nearly at our last*gasp when Meredith
gave us his business. That was our turning

oiet. Your father—God rest’ him—was never

ired of talking about it. I \vonder he never
¢old you.”

“1 thif® he did,” said Jack thoughtiully.
“ Apd yeu really would go a long way—Rennett

I mean, to help Jim Meredith ? ”

“ Allgthe way,” said old R¢nnett shortly

Jack Glover Began whistling a long lugubrious
tune,

“ I'm seeing the old boy to-morrow,” he said.
“By the way, Rennett, did you see that a
fellows had been released from prison to a
nursing home for a *minor operation the other
day 7 There was & question asked ine«Parlia-
‘ment abpytet. Isit usual ?

*“ 1t can be arranged,’’ said Rennett. “Why?"”

“Po you think in a few months’ time we
could get Jim Meredith into a fiursing home for
—gay, an appendix operati®én ?

™ Has he appendicjtiss® ”* asked the other in

surprise:
“ He can fakt it,” said Jaek calmly.  It’s
the easiest thing in the world to fake ”

Rennett looked at the other under his heavy
eyehrows.
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“ You're thinking of the ‘or’ ? " he challenged
and Jack nodded.

““It can be done—x he’s alive,” said. Rennett
after 3 pause.

“He'll be alive, prophesied his partner,
“now the only, thing is—where shall I find
the girl ?’
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Lypia BeEALE gathered up th& scraps of paper
that littered her table, rolled them into a ball
and tossedthem into the fire. _

’l‘@ere-was a knpck at the door, aftd she half
turned in her chair to meet with a dmile her
stout langdlady who game in carrying a tray ohn
which stood a iarge cup of tea and two thick
and wlaJesome slices of bread and jam.

‘“ Finished, Miss Beale ?*"" asked the landlady
amxiously. )

“ For the day, yes,” said the girl with a nod,
ang %tood up stretching herself stiffly.

She was slender® a head taller thgn the.
dumpy Mygs. Morgan. The dark violét eyes and
the delicate spiritual face she owed to her
Lel{it ancestors, the grace of ‘her movements,
no less than the perfect hands that rested on
thg d;a.wing board, spoke ®loguently of breed.

*1d like to see it, missaif I M2y, said. Mrs.
Morgan, wiping her hands on her apron in
anticipation.

Lydia pulled open a drawer, of the table and
took out a large sheet of winllsor board. She
had complefed her pencil sketch and Mrs.

2
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Morgan gaspgd appreciatively. It waga picture
of a masked man hyplding 4 villainbus crowd
at bay at thespoint of a pistol.

“That’s wonderfyl, miss,”” she said in awe.
“1 suppose those sort of things happen too ¢ ”

The girk laughed as she put the drawing
away.

“They happén in stories which I illustrate
Mrs. Morgan,” she said dry®y. ‘ The real
brigands of life come in the shape of lawyers’
clerks with writs and summonses. {1t’s a rélief
fsom those mad fashion plates I draw, anyway.
Do you know, Mrs. Morgan, that the sifht of a
dressmaker’'s shop window makes me positively
il !

Mrs. Morgan shook her head sympathetically
arld Lydia changed the subject.

““ Has anybqdy been this gfternoon? ' she
asked.

N Orﬂy the young man from Spadds& Newton,”
rephed the stout woman with a sigh. “1I told
im you was out, but I'm a bad liar.”

The girl groaned.

“1 wonder if T shall ever get to the ead of
those debts,” €ke said ip despair “ I've efoulh
writs in the drawer to paper the house, Mrs.
Morgan.”

Three years ago Lydia Beale’s father had
died and she had lost the best friend and com-
panion that any girl ever had. She knew he
was in debt, but hal no idea howPextensively
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he was igvolved. A creditor had seen her the
day after the fdneral and had made some
uncouth reference to the convenience of a death
which had automatically cancelled George
Beale's obligations. It needed only that to
spur the girl to an action which was as foolish
as 1t was generous. She hadywritten to all the
people to whom her father owed money and had
assumed &1l responsihility*for debts amounting
to hundreds of pounds.

N was the C&lt in her that drowe her to
shoulder the burden which she was ill-equipped
to carty, but. she had nevér regretted her
impetwous act.

There were.a few creditors who, realising
what had happened, did not bother her, and
there were others

She earned a fairly good salary on the staff
of*thg Daily Megagphone, which made a jeature
of fashion, but she would have had te have been
the recipitnt of a cabinet munister’s emoluments
to have met the demands which flowed in upon
her' a month after she had accgpted her father’s
obligations.

“““ Are you going out {p-nighty miss ? *’ asked
the woman.

Lydia rouspd herself from her unpleasant
thoyghts.

“Yes. I'm making some‘drawings of the
dresses in Curfew’'s new play. I'll be home

onmtewhereearound twelve?”’
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Mrs. Morgan was half-way across the room
when she turned back,

““ One of these daya you'll get out of*all ydur
troubles, miss, you see if you don't! I'll bet
you'll marry a rich young gentleman.”

Lydia, sitting on the edge of the table,
laughed.

“You'd lose your money, Mrs. Morgan,” she
said, “ rich young gentlemen ordy marrv poor
vorking gims in the kind of stories I illustrafe.
If I marry it will probably be 4 very poor yasdng
gentleman who will become an incurable inValid
and want nursint. And I shall im so
much that I can't be happy with himg, and
pity him so much that I can't tun awly from

Ars. Morgan sniffed her disagreement.

“There are things thaf happen——' she
began.

“Not ta me—not miracles, anyway,” said
Lydia, still smiling, “and I don’t kndéw that
I want to get married. I've got to pay all
these bills first, and by the time they are
settled I'll be a grey-haired old lady i a mob
cap.”

Lydia had finished her tea and was standing
somewhat scantily attired in the middle of
her bedroom, preparing for her theatre en-
gagement, when Mrs. Mﬂrgan returned.

“ 1 forgot to tell you, miss,” she szud ““ there
was a gentlethan and a l:ztdj,;r called,”
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“ A gentleman and a lady? Who were
they*? "’ _

“I ddn’'t know, Miss Beale. I was lying
down at the time, and the girl answered the
door. I gave her strict orders to say that
you were out.”

* Did they leave any nam%? 3

““No, miss. They just asked if Mjss Beale
lived herg, ane could theyesee her.”

“He! " said Lydia with a €rown. “}
wokder what we owe them!"”

Sht dismissed the matter from her ming,
and tHowshf nw more of it until she stopped
on heg way to the theatre to learn from the
office By telephone the number of drawings
required.

;I‘he chief sub-editor answered her.

‘&nd, by thg wgy,” he added, “ there was
an ipquiry fpr yqu at the office to-day—I
found a noée of it on my desk whep I &me in
to-night. Some old friend¢ of yours who want
to sge you. Brand told-them you were going
to do a show at the Erving o1 heatre to-night,
¢0 wou'll -probably see them.’

" Who are they ? " she asked puzzled.

She had few friends, ol or new.

I haven't the foggiest idea,” was the
reply.

At the theatre she saw mobody she knew,
though she looked. round interestedly, nor was
sher approafhed in any of the euéf’actes.
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In the row ahead of -her, and a little to her
right, were® two pebple who regdrded her
curiously as she entéred. The man was about
fifty, wery dark and bald—the skin of his head
was almost coppef-coloured, though he was
obvioysly a Ewuropean, for the eyes which
beamed benevolegtly upon her through powerful
spectacles weres Dlue, but so light a blue that
by contrast witlr the mahogawy skin of hi8
clean-shaven face, they seemed almost white.

The gﬂ’whn sat with hin® was fair, ant to
Lydia’s artistic eye, singularly lovely. Her
hair was a mopr of fine gdld. The ur was
natural, Lydia was too sophisticated to make
an}r mistake about that. Her featuses were

regular and flawless. The young artist thought
she had never seen so perfect a “ cupid”
mouth in her life. There was somethtg so
freshly, fragrantly innocent about the girl
that I*¥dia’s heart went out to her, gnd she could
hatdly keep her eyes on the stagt. The un-
known seemed to take almost as much interest
in her, for twice Lydia surprised her backward
scrutiny She found herself wondering who
she was. The girl was beautifully dressed,
and about her neck was a platinum chain
that must have hung to her waist—a chain
which was broken every few hifches by a big
emerald.

It required something of an effort of con-
centration tos bying her mind back«o the stage

I
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and her svork. With a book on her knee she
sketcired the someWwhat bizarre costumes which
had aroused a mild public interesf in the play,
and for the moment forgot her “entrancing
companion.

She came through the vestibule at the end
of the performance, and drey her worn cloak
more closely about her slender shoulders, for
the night was raw, and a Sou'westerly wind
blew the-big wet snowflakes undas the pro-
tecting ‘glass awning into the lobhy itself.
The favoured playgoers minced daintily through
the sldShfo their weiting tars, then taxis
came into the procession of waiting vehicles,
there was a hanging of cab doors, a babble
of orders to the scurrying astendants, until
something like order was evolved from the
chaos.

(ab, miss,?

Lydia sheok her head. An omnjbus would
take het %o Fleet Street, but two had passed,
packed with passengers, and she was beginning
to despair, when a particular]ly handsome taxa
pulled idp-at the kerb.

The driver leant over the shihing apron which

partially protected him from the weather, and
shouted :

" Is Miss Beale there ?

The gifl started in surprise, taking a step
toward the cab

“T am Miss Beale,” she said,
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“Your editor has sent me for yow,” said
the man bngkly.

The editor of the Aegaphone had been guilty
of manmy eccentric acts. He had expressed
views on her drawifig which she shivered to
recall. He had aroused her in the middle of
the night fo sketgh dresses at a fancy dress
ball, but never before had he done anything
so human as to send a taxi for her. Never
“theless, sheywould not look at the gist cab
too closely, and she stepped into the wasfm
interior.

The windows swvere wveiled with SNOwW
and the sleet which had been falling all the
time she had been in the theatre. She saw
blurred lights flash past, and realised that the
taxi was going at a good pace. She rubbed
the windows and tried to look out afttr a
while. Then she endeavoured to lower onse,
but w®hout success. Suddenly she jumped
up and tapped furiously at the Window to
attract the driver's attention. There was no
mistaking the fact that they were crossing a
bridge and it was not necessary to cross a
bridge to reach Fleet Street. ’

If the driver heard he teok no notice The
speed of the car increased. She tapped at the
window again furiously. She wds not afraid,
but she was angry. Presently fear came. It
was when she tried to open the door, and found
that i1t was #asfened from the ouigide, that
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she stiuek a match to discover that the windows
had been screwell tighl—the edde of the hole
where the screw had gone in was rawly
new and the screw’s head was bright and
shining. ‘

She had no umbrella—she never carried
ont to the theatre—and xothing more sub-
stantial in the shape of a weapen than a fountain
pen. Ske coald smash the windows with her
foot. She sat back in the seat, angl discoveres
byt it ‘was not ¢o easy an operation as she had
thotight. She hesitated even to make the
attemﬁ?hand theh ¢he panic sense left her,
and gshe was her own calm self again. She
was mot being abducted. These things did
not happen in the twentieth century, except
ih sensationtl books. She frowned. She had
sdi¢ almost the same thing to somebody that
day—to Mrs. Morgan, who had hinted at a
romantic gnarriage. Of course, yoththg was
wrong. The driver had ¢alled het by name
Prqbebly the editor wanted to see her at his
heme, he lived somewhere in Seuth London,
she remembered. That would explain every-
thing. And yet her instinef told her that
something unusual was happening, that some
unpleasant experience was imminent.

Sh‘e tried to put the thought out of her mind,
buf it was too vivid, too insistent.

Again she tried the door, and then, conscious
of a fain® reflected glow on #he cloth-lined
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roof of the cab, she looked backward threugh the
peep-hole. She saw two greal motor-Car lamps
within a few yards of the cab. A car Wwas fol-
lowing, she glimpsed the outline of it as they
ran past a street stfndard.

They+were in one of the roads of the outer
suburbs. Looking through the window ever
the drives’s shollder she saw trees on one side
of the road, and a long grey fence It was
while she 1¥as so looking that the car behind
shot suddenly past and ahead, and she saw*%ts
tail lights moving away with a pang of hope-
lessness. Then, before she realise t had
happened, the big car ahead slowed and swung
sideways, blocking the road, and the cab came
to a jerky stop that flung her against the
window She saw two figures in the dim light
of the taxi's head lamps, RQeard somcbatly
speak,,and the door was jeyked open.

“ Vﬁll you step out, Miss Beale,” saild a
pleasant voice, and though her Iegs seemed
queerly weak, she obliged. The second man
was standing by the side of the driver He
wore a long raincoaf, the collar of which was
turned up to thé tip of his nose.

““ You may go back to your friends and tell
them that Miss Beale is in gpod hands,” he
was saying “ You may also Burn a candle
or two béfore yeur favourite saint, in thdnks-
giving that you are alive.”

“I don’'t Rnew what you're tall ing aboyt,”
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said tle driver sulkily. “ I'm taking this
yourtg lady to her nfﬁoe

“Since when has the DawWy Megaphone
been published in the ghastly suburbs ?*’ asked
the other politely.

He saw the girl, and raised his hat.

Come along, Miss DBea%e,” he said. ‘1

promise you a more comfortable side—even

if I canwot gwarantee that the end will be less
startlmg
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THE man who bad opened the door was a short,
stoutly built periﬂfl of middle age. He took
the g'u-ls arm gently, and without questioning
she accompanied him to tRe car ahead, the
man in the raincoat following. No worg was
spoken, and Lydia wag t00 bewildergd to ask
questions until the car was on its*fvay. Then
the younger man chuckled.

“Clever, Renneft!” he ‘said. ™1 tell
you, those people are super-humanly hyil-
liant |

“I'm not 4 great adnfirer of villainy$" said
the ether gruffly, ahd the younger ma#, who
was sittimg opposite the girl, laughed

“You must take a detached interest, my
dear chap. Personally, I admire them. I
admit they gave me a fright when I realised
that Miss Beale had not called the cab, put
that it had? been carefully planted for her,
but still I can admire them.”

““What does it mean ? "' asked the puzzled
gir., “T'm s¢ confused—where are we going
now ? To the office ? ™

“1 fear you will not get to the office to-

23
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night,” -sgid the young.man calmly, “ and it 1s
impossibl® to expldin to you just wity you were
abducted.”

““ Abducted ? " said the girl mcredubusly
““Do you mean to say thattman
“ He was carrying you inte the coyntry,”
said the other calmly. *° Hq would probably
have travelled all night an (3 have left you
stranded in soige un- get -at-abkle place. I don't
think Re meant any harm——they xever take
unmcessary risks, and all they wanted was to

spirit. you away for the night. How they
e sald

¢

came t ow that we had chosen you baffles
me,”’ h *“ Can you advance any theory,
Rennet®t.? "

“Chosen me ? "' repeated the startled girl.
“ Really, I feel I'm entitled to some explanatior,
and ifeyou don’t mind, I would like you to ta]{e
me, béck to my dffice. I have a job to keep,”
she added grirly.

NI pqu!;ds ten a week, -ﬂnd a few gulneas
extra for your Illustratmns said the man in
the rhincoat. * Believe me, Miss Beale, you'll
never pay off your debts on that salary, not
if you live to be a hundred.”

She could only gasp.

“You seem to knﬂw a great deal about
my private affairs,” she said, when she had
recovered her breath.

" A great deal more than you can imagine.”’
She guessed he was smiling in, the darkness,
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and his voice was so gentle and apologetic.
that she codld not tale offence. |

“In the pgst twelve months you have lrad
thirty-nine judgments recorded against you,
and in the previous! year, twenty-seven. You
are living on exactly thirty shillings a week,
and all the rest? is going to your fatlker’s
creditors

“You're very irhipertinent ! '’ she said hotly
and, as she*felt, foolishly.

“I'm wery pertinent, really. By the xfy,

name 1s Glover—John Glover, of the"hrm
of Rennett, Glover and Sitnpsop. Lke-gentle-
man at your side is Mr. Charles Rennett, my
senior partner. We are a firm of sdlicitors,
but how long we shall remafn a firm,”” he added
peiptedly, ““ depends rather upon®you.”

“Upon me?” said the girl in gehume
astonishment. “ Wel], I can’t say that I have
SO ’mm:h lgve for lawyers 2

“That 1 can well understand,” murmured
Mr. Glover.

“But I certaiply do not wish to dissolve
your partnership,” she went on.

““It 1s rather more serious than that,” said
Mr. Rennett, who was eitting by her side.
“The fact is, Miss Beale, we are acting in a
perfectly illegal manner, and we are going te
reveal to you thes particulars of an act we ton-
template, which, if you pass on the'information
to the police, will sesult in our grofessional
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ruin. Se you see this adventure is infinitely
moresimportant td us thdg at preseit it is to you.
And hete we are!’ he s&aid, interrupting the
girl's question.

The car turned into atfnarrow drive, and
proceeded some distance through an ayenue of
trees before it pulled up atsthe pillared porch
of a big house.

Rennaét halped her to alight and ushered
ker theough the door, which opened almost as
tll'&g‘ stopped, into a large panelled hall.

‘“This is the way, let me show you,” said the
youngemsgarn.

He opened a door and she found herself in a
big drawing-room, exquisitely furnished and lit
by two 'silver electroliers suspended from the
¢arved roof.

, Id her relief an ¢lderly woman rose to greet
er,

* This is;my wife, Miss Beale,” said Rennett.
I needeardly explain that this is also my
homes"

S0 you found the young lady,” said the
cldgrly lady, smiling her welcome, “ and what
doess Miss Beale think of your proposition ? "’

The young man Gfover came in at that
moment, and divested of his long raincoat and
hiat, he provell to be of a type that the Univer-
sitis turn out by the hundred. He was good-
looking too, Lydia noticed with feminine incon-
seguence, snd there was something in his eyes
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that inspired trust. He nqdded with a smile
to Mrs. Rennett, thenfturned to the girl.

“ Now Miss Beale, I don’t know whether I
ought to explain or whether my learned and
d.IStIIlglllEhEd frietkl prefers to save me the
trouble.”

““Not me,” said the elder man hastily.
“ My dear,” hé turned to his wife, “ 1 think
i-vz’ll leave Jack Glover to talle to ¥his young
a }?‘jj

“Do&sn’t she know ? " aSked Mrs. Repnett
m surprise, and Lydia laughed, althqugh she
was feeling far from ammused.

The possible loss of her employmgnt, the
disquieting adventuse of the evening, and now
this further mystery all combined fo set her
ferves on edge.

Glover waifed until the deor closed gn his
partner and his wife and seemed inclimed to
wait a little longer, for he stood with his back
to the fire, biting his lips and lockihg down
thoughtfully at the carpet.

“1 don't just know how to begin, Miss
Beale,” he said. ‘“And having -sten you,
my conscienge is beginning to work overtime.
But I might as well start at the beginning.
I suppose you have heard of the Bulford
murder ?

The grrl staredl at him.

“The Bulford murder ? " she said incredu-
lously, and Be nodded.
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“ Why, of courge, everybody has heard of
that.

““Then happily it is urmmecessary to explain
all the circumstances,” said Jack Glover, with
a little grimace of distaste.

“1 only know,” interrupted’ the girl, “ that
Mr. Bulford was killed by a Mr. Meredith, who
was jealous of him, and that Mr. Meredith,
when he went into the withess-box, behaved
dhg'racéfully to his fiancée.”

“"Exactly,” nodded Glover with a twinkle in
his eyaw “ In other words, he repudiated the
suggestion that he was jealou$, swore that he
had already told Miss Briggerland that he could
not marry her, and he did not even know that
Bulford was paying attention to the lady.”

“He did that to save his life,” said Lydia
quetly., “ Miss Bréggerland <wore in the
witness-box that no such interview had
occurred.”

Glover hodded.

“ What you do not know, Miss Beale,” he
saitl gravely, “is that Jean Briggerland was
Meredith's cousin, and ynless certain things
happeén, she will inherit the greater part of six
hundred thousand pounds from Meredith’s
estate. Meredith, I might explain, is one of
hy best friends, and the fact that he is now
serving out a life sentence does not make him
any less a friend. ] am as sure, as I am sure
of your sitting there, that he md more killed
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Bulford than I did. I believe the whole thing
was a plot fo secure his death or 1mpnsnmnent

My partner thinks the same. The truth is that
Meredith was engaged to this girl; he dis-
covered certain thijgs about her and her father
which are not greatly to their credit. He was
never redly in ldve with her, beautiful as she
is, and he was trapped into the proposal. When
he found out how, things werg shaping and
heard some of the queer stories which were told
about Briggerland and his daughter, he budke
off the engagement and went that night.{® tell
her so.”

The girl had listened in some bewilderment
to this recital.

“I don’t exactly see what all this is to do
with me,” she said, and again- Jack Glover
nodded.

“1 can quite understand,” he said, ‘hut
I wilP tell you yet another part of the story
which is not publiceproperty. Merédith's father
was an eccentric man who believed in early
marriages, and it was a condition of his wﬂ'{’
that if Meredith was not married by his-thirtieth
birthday, the money should go to his sister, her
heirss and successors. His sister was Mrs.
Briggerland, who is now dead. Her heirs are
her husband and Jean Briggerland.”

There was a silence. The girl stared thought-
fully into the fire

“How old is Mr. Meredith ?
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“He is thirty next Monday,” said Glover
quietly, “*“and it i$ necessary that ke should be
married before next Monday."

“In prison ? " she asked.

He shook his head.

““ If such things are allowed-that could have
beens arranged, but for some reason the Home
Secretary refuses to exercise his discretion in
this mat&er, and has resolutely refused to allow
sych aanarriage to take place. Hecobjects on
th@-ground of puldic policy, and I dare say fromi
his point of view he is right. Meredith has a
twenty+years sentence to servet’

“ Then how——"" began Lydia.

“Let me tell this story more or less under-
standably,” said Glever with that little smile
of his. ‘' Believe me, Miss Beale, I'm not o
keen tipon the schemg as I was. If by chance,”
he spoke deliberately, ‘“ we could get James
Meredith into this house to-morrow mdrning,
would yewrharry him ? "

“Me?"” she gasped. ‘‘ Marry a man I've
not seen—a murderer ? "’

! gnt a murderer,”” he said gently.
“* Rut it is preposterous, impossible ! she
protested. “ Why me ? '’

He wads silent for a moment.

“ When this scheme was mooted we looked
rqumd for .some one to whom such a marriage
‘would be of advantage,” he said, speaking
slowly. “ It was Rennett’s idea tkat we should
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search the County Court records of Lomdon to
discover if thtre was a.girl who was i urgent
need of mone€y There i1s no surer Wway of
unearthmg financial skeletons than by searching
County Court records: Ve found four, only onc
of whom was eligible and that was you. Don't
interrupt me for & moment, please,” he sgid,
raising hig hand warningly as she was about to
speak. ““\We have made thorongh iaquiries
about you, ¢oo thorough in fact, becauswe the
Btiggerlands have smelt a rat, and have bedfy
on our trail for a week. \We know that ygu*are
not engaged to be marriad, we know that you
have a fairly heavy burden of debts, and we
know, too, that you are unencumberdd by
relations or friends. \What ave offer you, Miss
Beale, and believe me I feel rather a cad i
being the medium through which the offér ss
made, is five thousand pounds a year for ths
rest of your life, a sum of twerfty thousand
pounds down, and the assurance that yeu will
not be troubled by your husband from the
moment you are mgrried.”

Lydia listened like one in a dream. It did
not seem real. She would wake up presently
and find Mrs. Morgan wrth a cup of tea in her
hand and a plate of her indigestible cakes.
Such things did not, happen, she tolt herself, and
yet here was a yaung man, standing with his
back to the fire, explaining in the most common-
place conversutional tone, an offer which
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belonged strictly to the realm of romance, and
not too convincing romance at that.

“ You've rather taken my breath away,” she
said after a while. “ All this wants thinking
about, and if Mr. Meredith is in prison 5

‘““ Mr. Meredith is not int prison,” said Glover
quetly “ He was releasede two days ago to go
to a nursing home for a slight operation. He
escaped frormp the nursing home last night and
at thés particular moment is in thie house.”

She -ceuld omty stare at him oper-mouthed,
antiJye went on.

“The Briggerlahds know he has escaped ;
they probably thought he was here, because we
have®had a police visitation this afternoon, and
the interior of the-house and grounds have been
searched. They know, of course, that Mr,
Remnett and I were his legal advisers, and we
exgected them to come. How he escaped their
observatign is neither here nor theré. Now,
Miss Beal®, what do you say ? "

“d don’t know what to say,” she said, shaking
her head helplessly. “ 1 know I'm dreaming,
and if-I.had the moral courage to pinch myself
hard, I should wake up. Somehow I don't
want to wake, it is so fastinatingly impossible.”

He smiled.

“Can I see Mr. Meredith ? ”

" Not.tillto-morrow. 1 might say that we've
made every arrangement for your wedding,
the licence has been secured andat eight o'clock
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to-morrow morning—marsriages before fight or
after three ar not legal in this country, by the

way—a clergyman will attend and the ceremony
will be performed.”

There was a long ‘Eélenﬂe.

Lydia &at on the g¢dge of her chair, her elbows
on her kne®s, her fate in her hands.

Glover looked down at her seriously, pity-
ingly, cursing himselfsthat he was 4he e2ponent
of his own grotesque sclieme. Presently she
looked upt

“I think I will,” she said a little wearily
“And you were wrong about the number of
judgment summonses, there were seventy-five
in two years—and I'm so tired of lawyers

“Thank you,” said Jack Glover politely.
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ALL night long she had sat in the little bedroom
to whieh Muis. Rennett had led her, thinking
and <hinking and thinking. Sht could not
sieep, although $he had tried hard, arxd most of
the~gight she spent pacing up and down from
window to door ‘turning over the amazing
situation in which she found herself. She had
never thought of marriage seriously, and really
a marrrage such as this presented no terrors
&nd might, had the prelude been a little_less
exciting, been acgepted by her with relief.
dhe prospect of being a wife in name only, even
the thought that her husband would be, for the
next twenty years, behind "prison walls, neither
distressed nor horrified her Somehow she
accepted Glover's statement that Meredith was
mmnocent, without reservation.

She wondered what Mrs. Morgan would say
and what explanation she would give at the
office. She was not particularly in love with
her work, anfl it would be ne wrench for her to
drep it and give herself up te the serious study
of art. Five thousand pounds a year! She
could live in Italy, study understlre best masters,

34
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have a car of her own—the possibilities seemed
illimitable—and the disadvantages ?

She shrugged her sloulders as she answered
the question for the twentieth time. What
disadvantages werg there? She could not
marry, put then ge did not want to marry.
She was not the kind to fall in love, she
told herself, she was too independent, too
sophisticated, and wnderstood nfen and their
weaknesses only too well.

““The Lord designed me for an dld maid,"”
she said to herself.

At seven o'clock in the morning—a grey,
cheerless morning it was, thought Lydia, [poking
out of the window—DMrs. Rennett came in with
some tea.

“ I'm afraid you haven’t slept, my dear,” she
said with a glanee at the bed.  It's very tgying
for yon.”

She laid her hand upon the gir¥s arm and
squeezed it gently.

“And it's very trying for all of us,” she said
with a whimsicalb smile. ‘““1 expect we shall
all get into fearful trouble.”

That had oscurred to the girl too, remeniber-
ing fhe gloomy picture which Glover had
painted in the car.

“Won’t this be very serious for you, if the
authorities find that you have connived at “tlre
escape ? "’ she asked.

“Escape, my dear ?”’ Mrs. Rermett’s face
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became a mask. ‘‘I have not heard anything
of dh escape. All that we know is that poor
Mr. Meredith, anticipating that the Home Office
would allow him to get married, had made
arrangements for the maryiage at this house.
How Mr. Meredith comes hege'1s quite 2 matter
outeide our knowledge,” said the diplomatic
lady, and Lydia laughed in spite of hesself.

She dpent half an hotr making herself
“ereserftable for the férthcoming ordeal.

As a church dock struck eight, there came
anotiver tap on the door. It was Mrs. Rennett
again.

“They are waiting,”” she said. Her face was
a little pale and her lips trembled.

Lydia, however, ‘'was calmness itself, as she
walked into the drawing-room ahead of  her
hdstess.

There were four men. Glover and Rennett
she knew. A third man wearing a clerical
collar she guessed was tht officiating priest,
and all her attention was concentrated upon
tke fourth. He was a gaun{, unshaven man,
his hair cut short, his face and figure wasted,
so tlvat the clothes he wore hurg on him. Her
first feeling was one of revulsion. Her second
was an 1impulse of pity. James Meredith,
for she guessed it was he, appeared wretchedly
. He swung round as ske came in, and
looked at lier intently, then, walking quickly
tawards her, he held out his thin Kand.
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“Miss Beale, isn’t it?"” he said. “I'm
sorry to meet you under such wumnpleasant.
circumstances. Glover has explained every-
thing, has he not ? ”

She nodded.

His deep-set ey® had a magnetic quality
that fascifated her.

“You understand the terms? Glover has
told you just why this marriage must take

place ? "’ he said, lowering his voice. ‘‘ Believe
me, I am deeply grateful t¢&® you for. fallifig
in with my wishes.” >

Without prelithinary he walked over to
where the parson stood.

“We will begin now,” he said simply.

The ceremony: seemed so unreal to:the girl
thut she did not realise what if portendea,
not even when a ring (a loosely-fitting Ting,
for Jack Glover had made the wildest guess
at the size) was slipped over her {inger. She
knelt to receive the solemn benedletion and
then got slowly to her feet and looked at her
husband strangely

“I think I'm going to faint,” she .said.

It was Jagk Glover who caught her and
carried her to the <ofa. She woke with
a confused idea that somebody was trying
to hypnotise her and she opehed her eyeg
to look upon #he sombre face of James
Meredith.

“Better 7’ he asked anxiuus]y. “T'm
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afraid you've had a trying time, and no sleep
youssaid, Mrs. Rennett ? "

Mrs. Rennett shoek her head.

“Well, you'll sleep to-night better than I
shall,” he smiled, and then he turned to Rennett,
a grave and anxious man, vwhe stood nervously
stroking his little beard, watching the bride-
groom. ‘‘ Mr. Rennett,” he said,"” I anust tell
you in he presence of witnesses, that 1 have
escaped from a nursing home to wiich I had
héen sent by the clemency of the Secretary
of Sgte. When I informed you that I had
received permjssioil to come to your house
this morning to get married, I told you that
which was not true.”

“I'm:sorry” to -hear that,’ said Rennett
politely. *““ And, of course, it is my duty o
hand’ you over to the police, Mr. Meredith.”

It'was all part of the game. The girl watched
the play, knowing that this scene was cavefully
rehearsed, in order to absolve Rennett and
his partner from complicity in the escape.

Rennett had hardly spoken when there was
a loud -rat-tat at the front door, and Jack
Glover hastened into the hall o answer. But
it was not the policeinan he had expected.
It was a girl in a big sable coat, muffled up to
her eyes. She pushed past Jack, crossed the
hall, and walked straight into the drawing-room.

_Lydia, standing shakily by Mrs. Rennett’s
side, saw the visitor come in, an& then, as she
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unfastened her coat, recognised her with a
gasp. It was the beautiful glrl she kad geen
in the stalls of the theatre the night before !

“ And what can we do for you? " It was
Glover’s voice again, bland and bantering.

“1 want Meredith,” said the girl shortly,
and Gloves chuckled.

“You have wa.nted Meredith for a long time,
Miss Briggerland,” he said, “ and you'rg llkely
to want. You have amved just a liftle too
late.”

The girl’s eyes fell upon the parson.

“Too late,” she said slowly, ‘ then. he is
married ? "’

She bit her red lips and nodded, then she
looked at Lydia, and the blue eyes were ex-
pressionless.

Meredith had disappeared. Lydia looked
round for him in her distress, but he had gene.
She wandered if he had gone out 40 the police,
to make hie surrenger, and she wa%sstill won-
dering when there came the sound of a shot.

It was from the outside of the house, =und
at the sound Glover ran through the dporway,
crossed the hall and flew into the open. I%
was still snowing, ard there was no sign of

any human being. He raced along a path
which ran parallel with the hoasg, turned the
corner and dived into a shrubbery. Here
the snow had not laid, and he followed the
garden path fhat twisted and turned through
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the thiek laurel bushes and ended at a roughly-
built toel house. As he came in sight of the

shed he stopped.
A man lay on the ground, his arm extended,

his head in a pool of blood, his grey hand
clutching a revolver.

Jack uttered an exclamavion of korror and
ran to the side of the fallen man.

It was James Meredith, and he was dead.
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Jack GLQVER heard footsteps coming down
the path, and turned to meet a man wXo had
““ detective ' written largely all over him.
Jack turned and looked down agaim at ti%
body as the man came up.

“ Who is this? " asked the officer sharply.

“It is James Meredith,” said Jack simply.

““Dead ? ’ said the officer, startled. *“ He
has committed suvicide ! "

Fack did not reply, and watclred the in
spector as he made his brief, quick examinaticn
of the body. A bullet had entered just below
the left temple, and there was a mark of powder
near the face.

““A very bad business, Mr. Glover,” said
the police officer seriously. * Can you account
for this man being here ? "

“He came to get married,” said Jack list-
lessly, ‘1 dare say that gtartles you, but it
1s the fact. He was married less than ten
minutes ago. If you will come up to the
house I wi]l explagn his presence here.”

The detective hesitated, but just then
another of his eomrades came on the scene,

41
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and Jack led the way back to the house through
a beck door into Rennett’'s study

The lawyer was .waiting for cthem, and he
was alone.

“If I'm not very much mistaken, you're
Inspector Colhead, of Soptland Yard,” said
Gloyer, :

““That is my name,” nodded the officer.
““ Between ourselves, Mr. Glover, I don’t think
I should make any -statement which you are
pot prepared to verify publicly.”

Jsck noted the significance of the warning
with a little gmile, and proeeeded to tell the
story of the wedding.

“1 can only tell you,” he said in answer
to a further iriquiry, “ that Mr. Meredith came
mto this house at a quarter to eight this morning,
and surrendered hjmself to my partner. At
eightt o’'clock exactly, as you are well aware,
Mr. Rennett telephoned to Scotland Yard to
say that ®ir. Meredith was here. During the
periad of his waiting he was married.”

“*Did a parson happen to be staying here,
sir ? "’ asked the police officer sarcastically.

‘“He happened to be staying here,” said
Jack calmly, ‘“ because I had arranged for
him to be here. I knew that if it was humanly
possible, Mr. Meredith would come to this
bause, and that his desire was to be married,
for reasons which my partner will explain.”

“Did you help him to escape? That is
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asking you a leading qpestian,” smiled the
detective.

Jack shook his head.

“1 can answer you with perfect truth that
I did not, any more than the Home Secretary
helped him when bx gave him permission to
go to a nursing home.”

Soon after the detective returned to the
shed, and Jack and his partnes wei€ left
alone.

‘Well ? " said Rennett, in 4 shaking voice,
“ what happened ?

‘““He’s dead,” said Jack quietlv.

““ Suicide ? "’

Jack looked at him oddly.

“Did Bulford commit suicide ? ”’ he asked

““ Where is the angel ? "

“71 left her in the drawiﬂg-mnm with Mre.
Rennett and Miss Bea.le

“ Mrs: Meredith,” cnrrectéd Jack quietly:.

““This complicates matters,” said Rennett,
" but I think we can get out of our share of
the trouble, though, it is going to look a liftle
black,”

They found the three women in the drawing-
room. Lydia, looking wvery white, came to
meet them.

“What happened ? ' she asked, and then
she guessed, from his face. ‘“ He's not dead ? ”’
she gasped.

Jack nodded. All the time his eyes were on
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the otHer girl. Her beautiful lips were drooped
a lKttle. There was a look of pdin and sorrow
in her eyes that caugh#t his bredth.

" Did he shoot himself ? " she asked in a low
voice.

Jack regarded her coldky.

“The only thing that I am certain about,”
and Lydia winced at the cruelty in his voice,
i‘ is that yaa did not shoot him, Miss Bngger-
and.”

“How dare you!"” flamed Jean Brigger-
lard. The quick flush that came to her cheek
was the only other “evidente of emotion she
betrayed.

" I"dare say a lot,” said Jack curtly. * You
asked e if 1t is a case of suicide, and 1 tell
you that it is not—it is a case of murder.
James Meredi¢h was found with a revolver
clutched in his right hand. He was shot through
the left temple, and if you'll explain to“me how
any man, holding a pistol in a northal way, can

perform that feat, I will accept your theory of
suicide.”

There was a dead silence.

s Besides & ]ack went aen, with a little
shrug, poor Jimmy had no pistol.”

Jean Briggerland had dropped her eyes,
and stood gh-::re with downcast head and
compressed lips. Presently she locked up.

“1 know how you feel, Mr. Glover,” she
said gently. “ I'can well understand, believing
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such dreadful things about -mne as you do,
that you must hate me.”

Her mouth quivered and her voice grew
husky with sorrow.

“T1 loved James Nkeredith,” she said, ““ and
he loved jme.”

‘“ He loved you well enough to marry some-
body else,” said Jack Glover, and Lydia was
shocked.

“Mr. Glover,” she said reproachfully, ‘do
you think it is right to say these things, with
poor Mr. Meredith lying dead ?

He turned slowly toward her, -and she saw
in his humorous eyes a hardness that she
had not seen before.

“Miss Briggerland has told us that 1 hate
her, ' he said in an even voice, * and she sppke
nothing but the truth. I hate her perhaps
beyond understanding+Mrs. Meredith.” He
emphasised the words, and the ginl winced.
““And one day, if tle Circumstantialists spare
mE L

“The Circumstaatialists,”” said Jean Brig-
gerland slowly. “1 don't quite undetstand
you.”

Jack Glover laughed, and it was not a
pleasant laugh.

“ Perhaps you will,” he said shortly. ‘‘ As
to your loving pwor Jim—well, you know
best. I am trying to be polite to you, Miss
Briggerland, and not to gloat over the fact,
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that you arrived too late to stop this wedding !
And shall I tell you why you arrived too late ? ”
His eyes were laughing again ‘It was be-
cause I had arranged with the wvicar of
St. Peter’'s to be here at nine o’clock this
morning, well knowing that you and your
little army of spies would discover the hour
of the wedding, and would take care to be
here beforet And then I secretly sent for an
nld Uxford friend of mine to be here at eight—
he was ‘here last night.”

Still she stood regarding him without visible
evidence of the anger which Lydia thought
would have been justified.

“l had no desire to stop the wedding,”
said the girl, in -a low, soft voice. ‘' If Jim
preferred to be married in this way to somebody
who does not kifow him, I can only accept
his choice.”” She turned to the girl and held
out her hand. *‘I am very sorry that this
tragedy has come to ydu, Mrs. Meredith,”
she said. ‘‘ May I wish you a greater happiness
than any you have found ? ”

Lydia was touched by the sincerity, hurt
a little by Glover's yncouthness, and could
only warmly grip the little hand that was held
out to her.

“I'm sorry too,” she said a little unsteadily.

For you more than for—an'ything else.”

The girl lowered her eyes and again her lips
quivered. and then without a Word she walked
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out of the room, pulling her sable wrap about
her throat.

It was noon before Renmett’s car depositéd
Lydia Meredith at the door of her lodging.

She found Mrs. Mbrgan in a great state of
anxiety, and the stowt little woman almost shed
tears of joy at the sight of her.

““Oh, miss, you ve no idea how worriedt I've
been,” she babbled, ‘‘ and they've been round
here from your newspaper’ office asking where
you are. I thought you had been run over or
something, and the Daily Megaphone have
sent to all the hospltals =

‘““1 have been run over,” said Lydia wearily.
““ My poor mind has been under the wheels of a
dozen motor-busez, and my soul has been in a
hurtdred collisions.”

Mrs. Morgan gaped at her. She had nao sense
of metaphor.

“It's all right, Mrs. Morgan,” la.ughed her
lodger over her shoulder as she went up the
stairs. “1 haven't really you know, dnly
I've had a worrying time—and by the way, my
name is Meredith "

Mrs. Morgan golapsed qn to a hall chair.

" Meredith, miss ? "’ sie said incredulously.
“Why I knew your father——"

“I've been married, that's all,’ said Lydia
grimly. “ You told me yesterday that 1 should
be married romantically, but even in the wildest
flights of your imagination, Mrs. Morgan, you
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could never have supposed that I should be
married in such a violent, desperate way. I'm
going to bed.”” She paused on the landing and
looked down at the dumbfounded woman. “ If
anybody calls for me, I ain not at home. Oh,
yes, you can tell the Megaphone that I came
home very late and that I've gone to bed, and
I'll ¢yll to-morrow to explain. ’

“ But, miss,” stammesed the woman, “‘ your
husband -

“ My husband is dead,” said the girl calmuy.
Sheé felt a brute, but somehow she could not
raise any note of sorrow. ‘‘ And if that lawyer
man comes, will you please tell him that I shall
have twenty thousand pounds in the morning,”
and with that last staggering statement, she
went to her room, leaving her landlady
speechless.
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THE police search of the house and g:gunds
at Dulwich Grange DMr. Rennett's restdence,
occupied thg whole of the morning, and neither
Rennett's nor Jack's assistance was invited dr
offered.

Before luncheon Inspector Colhead came to
the study.

“We've had a good look round youm-place
Mr. Rennett,” he said, “ and I think we know
where the deceased hid himself.”

““ Indeed ! "’ said Mr. Renypett.

““That hut of yours in the garden is used,
I suppadse, for a tool house. There.are no tools
there now, and one of my men disco sered that
you can pull up the whole of the floor, it works
on a hinge and 1s balanced with courfier-
weights.”

Mr. Rennett nodded.

“1 believe 11 was ugeq as a wine cellar by a
former tenant of the house,” he said coolly.
“ We have no cellars at the Grangg, you know.
I do not drink wige, and I've never had occasion
to use it.”

““That’s whgre he was hidden. We found a
49 D
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blanket, and pillows, down there, and, as you
say it has obviously Heen a wine cellar, because
there i a ventilating shaft leading up into the
bushes. We should never have found the trap,
but one of my men felt ong of the corners of the
floor give under his feet.”

The two men said nothing.

mother thing,”” the detective went on
slowly, “is that I'm inclined to agree that
Meradith did not commit suicide. We found
footmarks, quite fresh, leading round to the
back of the hut.”

“A big foot or a little feot ? " asked Jack
quickly.

“It is rather a big foot,” said the detective,
‘““and it has rubber heels. We traced it to a
gate at the back of your premises, and the gate
has been opened ,recently—probably by™ Mr.
Meredith when he came to tﬁ;e house. Its a
queer case, Mr. Rennett.

“What Is the piﬁtﬂl 2

“ That's new too,"” said Colhead. * Belgian
mdke and impossible to trace, I should imagine.
"You can’t keep track of these Belgian weapons.
Yop can buy them in ahy shgp in any town in
Ostend or Brussels, aftd I don’t think it is the
practice for the sellers to keep any record of the
numbers."

“In fact,” said Jack quietly, ‘it is the
same kind of pistol that killed Bulford.”

Colhead raised his eyebrows
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“So 1t was, but wasn't it. established that
that was Mr. Meredith’s own weapon ?’

Jack shook his head.

“The only fhing that was established was
that he had seen the s0dy and he picked up the
pistol which was lying near the dead man. The
shot was fired as he opened the door of Mr.
Briggerland’'s house. Then he saw the f§ure
on the pavement and picked up the,pistol. He
was in that position when Miss Briggeriand
wio testified against him, came out of the house
and saw him.”

The detective nadded.

“ I had nothing to do with the case,” he said,
“ but I remember seeing the weapon, and 4t was
identical with this, I'll talk to the chief and
let you know what he says about the whole
affair You'll have to give evidence at the
inquest of course.”

When he had gone the two tnen looked at one
another.

“ Well, Rennett, do you think we're going to
get into hot water, ar are we going to perjure our
way to safety ? "

““There’'s no need for perjury, not serious
perjury,” said the other carefully, “ By the
way, Jack, where was Briggerland the night
Bulford was murdered ? ”’

“When Miss Jean Briggerland had recovered
from her horror, she went upstairs and aroused
her father, who, despite the early hour, was in
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bedTand asleep. When the police came, or
rather, when the detective in cha¥ge of the case
arrived, which must hdve been $ome time after
the policeman on point d1ity put in an appear-
ance, Mr. Briggerland Wwas discovered in a
picturesque dressing gown and, I presume, no
lesi, picturesque pyjamas.”

‘““‘Worrified, too, I suppose,” said Rernett dryly:.

Jack wae silent for a long time. Then.
“Rennett,” he said, ‘““do you know I am
more rattled about this girl than I am abeut
any consequences to ourselves.”

“ Which girl are ydu talkirg about ? ”

“About  Mrs. Meredith. Whilst poor
Meredith was alive she was in no particular
danger. But do you realise that what were
adyantages from our point of view, namely, the
fact that she had no relations-in the world, are
to-day a source of coysiderable peril to this
unfortunate lady "

‘“ T had forgotten that,"” said Rennett thought-
fully. “ What makes matters a little more
complicated, is the will which Meredith made
this mtorning before he was married.”

Jack whistled.

“ Did he make a will ? ** he said in surprise.

His partner nodded.

“You retnember he was here with me for
half an hour. Well, he insisted upon writing
out a will'and my wife and Bolton, the butler,
witnessed it.”
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“ And he hag left his money——? "

“ To his wife absolutely,” replied the otifer.
““The poor old chap was so frantically keen on
keeping the money out of the Bnggerland
exchequer, that he was prepared to entrust the
whole of his money to a girl he had not seen.”

Jack was serious now.

“And the Briggerland’s are her heirs Do
you realise that, Renmnett—there’ssgoing to be
hell 1"

Mr. Rennett nodded.

““ I thought that too,” he said quietly.

Jack sank dowh in a seat, his face screwed
up into a hideous frown, and the elder man did
not interrupt his thoughts. Suddenly Jack's
face cleared and h2 smiled.

“ Jaggs !’ he said softly.

“ Jaggs ? "' repeated his puzzled partner.

“ Jaggs,’ said Jack, nodding, ‘he’s the
fellow We've got to meet strategy with
strategy, Rehnett, and Jaggs is the boy *o do it.”

Mr. Rennett looked at him helplessly.

“Could Jaggs get us out of our trouble.
too ? "' he asked sarcastjcally.

‘“ He could eyen do that,” replied Jack.

“Then bring him along, for I have an idea
he'll have the time of his life.”
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Miss ]]EAH BRIGGERLAND reathed her home in
Berkeley Street soon after nine o'clock. She
did not ring, but let herself in with.a key and
went straight fo the dining-room, where Mer
fatner sat eating his breakfast, with a newspaper
propped up before hirh.

He was the dark-skinned man whom Lydia
had s¢en at the theatre, and he looked up over
his gold-rimmed spectacles as the girl came in.

“ You have been out very early,” he said

She did not reply, but slowly divesting herself
of her sable coat she thraw 1t on to a cha'r, took
off the togpe thatgraced her shapely head, and
flung it after the coat. Then she‘drew out a
chygr, and sat down at the table, her chin on
her palms, her blue eyes fixad upon her parent.

Nature had so favoured her that her face
needed no artificial embellishment the skin
was clear and fine. ot texture, and the cold
morning had brought only a faint pink to the
beautiful face.

“ Well; my dear,” Mr. Briggerland looked up
and beamed through his glasses, “so poor
Meredith has committed suicide T "

54
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i

She did not speak, keeping her eyes fixed
on him. .

“ Very sad, Very sad, " Mr. Briggerland shook
his head.

‘““ How did it happen ? " she asked quietly.

Mr. Briggerland slirugged his shoulders.

‘““ I suppose at the sight of you he bolted Back
to his hiding plack where—er—had been lc%ated
by—er—interested persons during the night,
then seeing me by the shed—he committedl the
rash and fatal act. Somehow I thought he
would run back to his dug—ﬂ?t.”

*“ And you were prepared for him ? '’ she said.

He smiled.

‘““ A clear case of suicide, my dear,”” he<aid.

““ Shot through,the left temple, and the pistol
wds found in his right hand,” said the girl.

Mr. Briggerlard started. .

“Damn 1t,”” he said. “ Who noticed that ? "

“ That good-looking young lawyer, Glover.”

“ Did the police notice ? '

“I suppose they did when Glover called #heir
attention to the faet,” said the girl.

Mr. Briggerland took off his glasses and wiped
them.

‘It was done in such a hurry—I had to get
back through the garden gate to join the police.
When I got there, I found they'd been attracted
by the shot anc had entered the house. Still,
nobody would know I was in the garden, and
anyway my association with the capture of an
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escaped convict would not get into the news-
papers.”’

“ But a case of suicide would," said the girl.
““Though 1 don’t supposeg the police will give
away the person who informed them that
James Meredith would be at Dulwich Grange.”

oJr. Briggerland sat back in his thair, his
thickslips pursed, and he was not a« beautiful
sight.

i Gne can't remember everyihing,’' he
grumbled.

He rose from his chair, went to the door, and
locked it. Then heé crossed te a bureau, pulled
open a drawer and took out a small revolver.
He threw out the cylinder, glanced along the
barrel and the chambers to make sure it was not
baded, then clicked it back in position, and
standing before a glass, he endeavoured, the
pistdl in his right hand, to bring the mugzle to
bear on his left temple. He found this im-
possible, &nd signified his «annoyafice with a
grunt. Then he tried the pistol with his thumb
on the trigger and his handsclasping the back
of the butt. Here he was more successful.

““That’s 1t,”” he said with sntisfactiun. i) £
could have been done that way.’

She did not shudder at the dreadful sight,
but watched kim with the keenest interest, her
chin still in the palm of her 'rand. He might
have been explaining a new way of serving a
tennis ball, for all the emotion he evoked.
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Mr. Briggerland cpmg back to the taahle,
toyed with a piece bf toast and buttered it
leisurely.

“ Everybody is gcyng to Cannes this year,”’
he said, “ but I think I shall stick to Monte
Carlo. There is a quiet about Monte Ca,;].a
which is very restful, especially if one can f,
villa on the hill away from the railway. 4 tt::-ld
Morden yesterday tﬂ take the new car across
and meet us at Boulogne: Hg says that tha»
new body is exquisite. There 1s a micraphonic
attachment for telephoning to the driver, the
electrical heating apparatus 1is aplendid
and—"

““ Meredith was married.” .

If she had thrown a bomb at him she could
not have produced a more tremendous sen-
sation. He gaped at her, and pushed himgelt
back fsom the table.

““Married ? " His voice was a sqgaueak.

She nodded.

“It's a lie,)” he roared. All his suawity
dropped away from him, his face was distorted
and puckered with anger and grew a. shade
darker. ‘ Marsietl, yoy lying little beast! He
couldn’t have been marriedd It was only a few
minates after eight, and the parson dldn t come
till nine. I'll break your neck if you try to
scareme! I'vetoldyouaboutthatbefore. . . .”

He raved on, and she listened unmoved.

““ He was married af, eight o’clock by a man,
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they brought dewn from Oxford, and who
stayed the night in the house, she repeated
with great calmness. ‘' Theres no sense in
lashing yourself into a rage. I've seen the
bride, and spoken to the clergyman.”

From the bullying, raging madman, he be-
carme a whimpering, pitiable thing. His chin
trentvled, the big hands he laid on the table-
cloth shook with a fever.

““What are we going to do? e wailed.
“ My (God, Jean, what are we going todo ? "’

She rose and went to the sideboard, poured
out a stiff dose of brandy from a decanter and
brought 1t across to him without a word. She
was used to these tantrums, and to their
inevitable ending. She was neither hurt, sur-
prised, nor disgusted. This pale, ethereal béing
was the dominant partner of the combination.
Nerves she did not possess, fears she eid not
know. She had acquired the precise sense of a
great surgeon in whom pity was a detached
emttion, and one which never intruded itself
into the operating chambert She was no more
phenorfnenal than they, save that she did not
feet bound by the cogpventiorts and laws which
govern them as members of an ordered society.
It requires no greater nerve to slay than to cure.
She had had that matter out with herself, and
had settled it to her own satisfaction.

“ You will have to put off your trip to Monte
Carlo,” she said, as he drank the brandy greedily.
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“We've lost everything new,” he stuttered,

‘“ everything.

“This girl has ho relations,” said the
daughter steadily. ‘“ Her heirs-at-law are
ourselves.”

He put down the glass, and looked at};;r
and became almost immediately his old selZ

“ My dear,” he said admiringly, * ye& are
really wonderful. ©f course, it was childish
of me. NoW what do you suggest ? "

““ Unlock that door,” she said in a 1w voice;
“I want to call the maid.”

As he walked fo the door, she pressed the
footbell, and soon after the faded woman who
attended her came into the room.

‘“ Hart,” she szid, “ I want you to find my
emefald ring, the small one, the little pearl
necklet, and the ddiamond scarf pin. Pack them
carefully in a box witle cotton wool.”

““Yes, madam,” said the wom#n and went
out.

" Now what are you going to do, Jean¥ "’
asked her father.

“1 am returning them to Mrs. Meredith,”
said the girl coglly. ‘“ They were presents given
to me by her husband, antl 1 feel after this tragic
ending of my dream that I can no longer bear
the sight of them.”

h He didn’t give you those things,-he gave
you the chaln Besides, you are throwing
away good mdhey ? "’
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‘“ I know he néver gavesthem to me, and I am
not tkrowing away gool money,” she said
patiently. ‘‘ Mrs. Mere%‘_h will return them,
and she will give me an dpportunity of throw-
ing a little light upon James Meredith, an
-anportunity which I very fnuch desire.”

Dater she went up to her pretty litfle sitting-
roonmon the first floor, and wrote a letter.

“ Dear Mrs. Meredith.—I am’ sending you
the felv trinkets which [ames gave to me "in
happier days. They ave all that I have of Jus,
and you, as a woman, will realise that whilst
the possession of them brings me many unhappy
memories, yet they have been a certain comfort
to me. I wish I could dispose of memory as
ecsily as I send these to you (for I feel they ave
really your propérty) but mere do I wish that
I could recall and obliterate the occasion which
has made Mryr. Glover so bitter an enemy of
mine.

“ Thinking over the past, I see that I was at
fault, but I know that you‘will sympathise with
me when the truth {s revealed to you. A young
gerl, unused to the .wgys of wmen, perhaps 1
attached too much.importance to Mr. Glover's
attentions, and resented them too crudely. In
those days I thought it was unpardonable that
a man who professed to be poor [ames's best
friend, should make love to his fiancée, though
I suppese that such things happen, and ave
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readily forgMe a wo hay for making him feel a
fool—it is the one vmpardonable offence that a
girl can commit. herefore, I do mot resent
his enmity as much as you might think. Believe
me, I feel for you very much in these trying
days. Let me say again that I hope ~our
future wsll be bright.”

endured by the maa'?; girl. A man does not

She blotted the letter, put 1t in an enveiope
ard addressed it, and taking down a book from.
one of the well-stocked shelves, drew her clrair
to the fire, and began reading.

Mr. Briggerland came in an hour after, looked
over her shoulder at the title, and made a sound
of disapproval.

‘T can’t understand your liking for that kind
of book,” he said.

The book was one of the two wvolumes of
*“ Chronicles of Crime,” and she looked up with
a smile.

“Can’'t you? It's very easily explained.
It is the most encoureging work in my collection.
Sit down for a minute.”

‘“ A record of wulgar criminals,” he growled.
““ Their infernal last dyirg speeches, their pro-
cessions to Tyburn—phaugh!”

She smiled again, and looked cown at the
book. The wide inargins were covered with
pencilled notes in her writing.

““They’re a splendid mental exercjse,” she
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said. “In every. case { have written down
how the criminal might|have escaped arrest,
but they were all so vulgartEnd so stupid. Really
the police of the time deserve no credit for
catching them. It is the same with modern
sriminals. . . .”

Sme went to the shelf, and took down two
large scrap-books, carried tliem across to the
fire, and optvned one on her knees.

“Vulgar and stupid, every ont of them,”
she repeated, as she turned the leaves
rapidly.

““The clever ones get caught at times,” said
Briggerland gloomily.

““ Never,”” she said, and closed the book with
a snap. ‘‘In England, in France, in America,
and. in almost every civilised country, there are
rmurderers walking about to-day, respected by
their fellow citizens. Murderers, of whose
crimes the police dre ignorant. Look at these.”
She opened the book again. ““ Here is the
caSe of Rell, who poisons a troublesome creditor
with weed-killer. Everybody in the town knew
he bought the weed-killer; everybody knew
that he was in debt to this man  What chance
had he of escapirg? Here's Jewelville—he
kills his wife, buries her in the cellar, and then
calls attention to himself by running away.
Here's Morden, who kills Ei& sister-in-law for
the sake of her insurance money, and who also
buys the poison in broad daylight, and is found
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with a bottle in his pocket. Such people
deserve hanging.”

“T wish to heaven you wouldn’'t talk about
hanging,” said Brigger.and tremulously, “ you're
inhuman, Jean, by Go !

“I'm an angel,” che smiled, ““and I have
press cuttings to prove it ! The Daily Recor.ier
had half a column on my appearance in theDox
at Jim's trial.”

He looked over toward. the writing-table,
savy the letter, and picked it up

“So you've written to the lady. Are you
sencing her the jevrels ?

She nodded.

He looked at her quickly.

“You haven't been up to any fiinny baisiness
with them, have you ? " he aSked suspiciously,
and Zhe smiled.

““My dear parent,” drawled Jean Brigger-
land, ““ after my lecture on the stupidjty of the
average crimimal, do you imagine I sheuld do
anything so gauche 7’
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" AND now, Mrs. Meredith,” said Jack Glover,

““what are, you going to do? "

He had spent the greater part of the morning
with the new neiress, and Lydia had listened,
speechless, as he recited a long and meanmgless
list of securities, of estates, of ground rcnts,
balances and the like, which she had inherited.

“What am I going to do ? "’ she said, shaking
her head, hopelessly., “I don’t know. I
hayen’t the slightest idea, Mr. Glover. It isso
bewildering. Do I understand that ali this
property is mine ? "’

“Not yet,” said Jack with a smile, “ but it
1S SG r:tuyh yours that on, the qt'ength of the
will we are willing to advance you money to
afmost any extent. The will has to be proved,
and probate must be taken, but when these
legal formalities are settled, and we have paid
the very heavy death duties, you will be en-
titled to dispose of your fortune as you wish.
As a matter of fact,” he added, “ you could
do that.now. At any rate, ;you cannot live here
in Brinksome Street, and I have taken the
liberty of hiring a furnished fla¢ on your behalf.

By
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One of our clients hag gone agway to the Con-
tinent and left the flit for me to dispose of.
The rent is very low about twenty guineas a
week."”’

““ Twenty guineas a week !’ gasped the horri-
fied girl, “ why, I ean’t s

And thén she realised that she ““ could.”

Twenty guineas a week was as nothing to ner.
This fact more than agnything else, Brought her
to an understanding of her fortune.

“1 suppose I had better move,” she said,
dubiously. “ Mrs. Morgan iz giving up this
house, and she asked mé whether I had any
plans. I think she'd be willing to come as my
housekeeper.,” ,

“ Excellent,” nodded Jack. *“ You'll want a
mard as well and, of course,’ you will have to
put up Jaggs for the nights.’

““ Jaggs ? 7’ she said in astonishment.

‘“ Jaggs,” repeated Jack solemnly. “ You
see, Miss—I Dbeg yeur pardon, Mrs. Meredith,
J'm rather concerned about you, and I waait
you to have somebedy on hand I can rely on,
sleeping in your flat at night. I dare say you
think I am an old woman,” he said as he saw
her smile, ‘“ and that my fgars are groundless,
but you will agree that your own experience of
last week will support the theory that anything
may happen in I:ondon.”

“ But really, Mr. Glover, you don’t mean
that I am in any serious danger—from whom ? ”’

E
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““From a lot of peopl:,” he said diplomatic-
ally.

“From poor Miss Briygerland ? ”’ she chal-
lenged, and his eyes narrowed.

“Poor Miss Briggerland,” he said softly.
;;‘%'I?E certainly 1s poorer than she expected to

£

" Nonsense, ' scoffed the girl. She was irri-
tated, which was unusyal’in her. “ My dear
Mr. Glover, why do you pursue your vendetta
against ‘her ? Do you think it is playing *he
game, honestly nuw ? Isn’t it a case of wounded
vanity on your part ? "

He stared at her in astonishment.

“ Wounded vanity ? Do you mean pique ? "

She nodded.

“Why should I be piqued ?” he asked
slowly.

‘““You know best,” replied Lydia, and then
a light dawaed om him.

- ““Hawe I been making love to Miss Brigger-
iand by any chance ? ”’ he asked.

“You know best,”” she repeated.

““Goed lord ! " and then he began to laugh,
and she thought he would never stop.

“I suppose I made love to her, and she was
angry because I dared to commit such an act
of treachery to her fiancé! Yes, that was it.
I made love to her behind ‘poor Jim's back,
and she ‘ ticked me off,” and that's why I'm so
annoyed with her ?
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“You have, a very good memory,” said
Lydia, with a scornfu li#tle smile,

“My memory isn't as good as Miss Brigger-
land’s power of invention,” said Jack. “ Doesn’t
it strike you, Mrs. Meredith, that if I had made
love to that young lady; I should not be seen
here to-day ? "

““What do you mean ? ”’ she asked.

“I mean,” said Jack Glover sokterly * that
it would mot have been Bulford, but I, whe
wauld have been lured from his club by .a tele-
phone message, and told to wait outside the
door in Berkeley Street. It wowld have been
I, who would have been shot dead by Miss
Briggerland’s father from the drawing-room
window."”’

The girl looked at him in amazement.

“ What a preposterous charge to make!”
she said at last iadignantly. “Do you
suggest that this girl has conniyved at a
murder ? '

“I not only suggest that she connived a% 1r,
but I stake my life’that she planned it,” said
Jack carefully _

“ But the pistol' was found near Mr. Bulford’s
body,™ said Lydia almbst triumphantly, as
she conceived this unanswerable argument.

Jack nodded.

“From Bulford’s body to the drawing-room
window was exactly nine feet. It was possible
to pitch the pistol so that it fell near him.
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Bulford was waiting there by the instructions
of Jean Briggerland. We have traced the
telephone call that -came through to him from
the club—it came from the Briggerlands’
house in Berkeley Street, and the attendant
at the club was sure it Was' a woman’s voice.
We didn't find that out till after the tral.
Poor Meredith was in the hall when the shot
was fired. The signal was given when he
turned the handle' to let himsélf out. He
heard the shot rushed down the steps and
sav the body. Whether he picked up the
pistol or not, I do not knéw. Jean Brigger-
land swears he had it in his hand, but, of
coursej Jean Briggerland is a hopeless liar!”

“You can't know what you're saying,”
said Lydia in a low voice. “ It is a dreadful
charge to make, dreadful, against a girl whose
very face refutes such aa accusation.”

“Her face is her fortune,” snapped Jack,
and then penitently, “I'ma sofry I'm rude,
bot somehow the wvery mention of Jean
Briggerland arouses all tltat is worst in me.
Now, yeu will accept Jaggs, won't you ? ”

“ Who is he ? "’ she asked.

“He is an old .army pensioner. A weird
bird, as shrewd as the dickens, in spite of his
age a pretty powerful old fellow.”

““ Oh, ‘he’s old,” she said with some relief.

‘“He’s old, and in some ways, incapacitated.
He hasn;t the use of his right 4rm, and he’s a
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bit groggy in one of his ankles as the result ~f
a Boer bullet.”

She laughed in spite of Herself.

““He doesn’t sound a very attractive kind of
guardian. He's a perfectly clean old bird,
th{}ugh I confess he doesn’'t look it, and he
won't bother you or your servants. You 2an
give him a room where he can sit, and you can
give him a bit of bread and cheese, and a glass
of beer, and he'll not bothet yow.”

L}?dia was amused now. It was absurd that
Jack Glover should imagiwe she needed a
guardian at all, but if he insisted, as he did, it
would be better to have somebody as harmless
as the unattractive Jaggs.

““ What time will he come ? "’

“ At about ten o’clock every night, and
he'll leave you at about seven in the morning.
Unless you wish, you need never see him,”
said Jack.

“How did you come to know him ? "' she
asked curiously.

“1 know Everynndy,” said the boastful
young man, ‘ you muatn’t forget thdat I am
a lawyer and” have to meet Very queer
people.”

He gathered up his papers and put them
into his little bag.

““ And now what are your plans for to-day? "’
he demanded.

She resented the self-imposed guardianship
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which he had undertaken, yet she could not
forget*what she owed him.

By some extraordinary means he had kept
her out of the Meredith case and she had not
been called as a witness at the inquest.
Incidentally, in as mysterious a way he had
menaged to whitewash his partner and himself,
although the Law Society were holding an
inquiry of fneir own (thie the girl did not know)
1t seemed likelyy that he would escape the
consequence of an act which was a flagrant

breach of the law:
“I am going to Mrs. Cole-Mortimer’s to

tea,”’ she said.

‘““ Mf's. - Cole-Mortimer ? ” he said quickly.
““How do you come to know that lady ? ”

‘““Really, Mr. Glover, you are almost
impertinent,” she smiled in spite of her annoy-
ance. ‘‘She came to cill on me two or three
days after that dreadful morning. She knew
Mr. Meredith and was an old friend of the
famtily’s.”

“ As a matter of fact,” said Jack icily, “ she
did not know Mereditk, except to say ‘ how-
do-you-do’ to him, and she was certainly not
a friend of the family. She is, howéver, a
friend of Jean. Briggerland.”

*“ Jean Bfiggerland !’ said the exasperated
gir. “Can’'t you forget her? You are like
the man ih Dickens’s books—she’s your King
Charles’s head ! Really for a respectable and
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a responsible lawyer, you're simply eaten up
with prejudices. Of cowrse, she was a friend
of Mr. Meredsth's. Why, .she brought me a
photograph of him taken when he was at Eton.”

“Supplied by Jean Briggerland,” said the
unperturbed Jack calmly, “and 1if she'd
brought you a pair of socks he wore when he
was a baby I suppose you would have accepted
those too.”

“Now yeu are being .really abominalle,”
sajd the girl, “ and I've got a 18t to do.”

He paused at the door.

* Don’t forget you can méve into Cavendish
Mansions to-morrow. I'll send the key round,
and the day you move in, Jaggs will {urn up
for duty, bright and smiling. He doesn’t talk
a great deal 4

“1 don’t suppose you ever give the pooy
man a chance,” she said cuttingly.
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MRrs. CoLE-MORTIMER was a representative of
a numerous class of women who live Go close to
the border line which separates good society
from society which is not quite as good, that
the members of either set thought she was in
the other. She had a small house where she
gave big parties, and nobodsy quite knew how
this widow of an Indian colonel made both
ends meet. It was the fact that her menage
was an expensive one to maintain ; she had a
car she entertained in London in the season,
and disappeared flom the metropolis whén 1t
was the correct thing to disappear, a season of
exile which ¢comes between the Goodwood Race
Meeting in the south and the Donrcaster Race
Meeting in the north.

Lydia had been surprised to receive a visit
from this elegant lady, and had readily
accepted the story ol her. friendship with
James  Meredith. Mrs.  Cole - Mortimer’s
invitation she had welcomed. She needed
some distraction, something which would
smooth out the ravelled threads of life which
were now even more tangled than she had ever
expected they could be.

»2
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Mr. Rennett had handed to her a thousand
pounds the day after the wedding, and when
she had recovered from the-shock of possessing
such a large sum, she hired a taxi-cab and
indulged herself in a wild orgy of shopping.

The relief she experienced when he informed
her he was taking charge of her affairs and
settling the debts which had worried her for
three years was so great that she felt as though
a heavy weight had been lifted from her heart.

it was in one of her new fracks that Lydia,
feeling more confident than ‘usual, made Her
call. She had expected to find a*crowd at the
house in Hyde Park Crescent, and she was
surprised when she was ushered inso the
drawing-room to find only four people present.

Mrs. Cole-Mortimer was a chirpy, pale little
woman of forty-something. It would be un
gallant to say how muach that “ something "
represented. She came toward Lydia with
outstretched hands. ‘

“My dear,” she said with extravagent
pleasure, “I am glad you were able to come,
You know Miss Briggesland and Mr. Brigger-
land ? "

Lydia looked up at the tall figure of the man
she had seen in the stalls the night before her
wedding and recognised him instansly.

““Mr. Marcus Stepney, I don’t think you
have met.”

Lydia bowed to a smart looking man of
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thirty, immaculately attired. He was very
hand<ome, she thought, in a dark way, but he
was just a little too. “new” to please her. She
did not like fashion-plate men;, and although
the most captious of critics could not have
found fault with his corréct attire, he gave her
the impression of being over-dressed.

Lydia had not expected to meet Miss Brigger-
land and ker father, altheugh she had a dim
recollection that -Mrs. Cole-Mortimer had
mentiommed her name. Then in a flash ghe
retalled the suspicions of Jack Glover, which
she had covered with ridicule. The association
made her feel a little uncomfortable, and Jean
Briggerland, whose intuition was a little short
of uncanny, must have read the doubt in her
face.

““Mrs. Meredith expected:to see us, didn't
she, Margaret /"’ she. said, addressing the
twittering hostess “ Surely you told her we
were great friends ? "’

“Of course 1 did, my dear. Knowing your
dear cousin and his dear father, it was not
remarkable that I should know the whole of
the family,” and she smiled wisely from one
to the other.

Of course! How absurd she was, thought
Lydia. She had almost forgotten, and
probably- Jack Glover had forgotten too, that
the DBriggerlands and the Merediths were

related.
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She found herself talking im a corner of the
room with the girl, and fell to studying her face
anew. A closetl inspection merely consolidated
her earlier judgment. She smiled inwardly as
she remembered Jack Glover's ridiculous
warning. It was like killing a butterfly with
a steam hammer, to loose so much vengeanne
against this frail piece of china.

““ And how do you fegl now that you're very
rich ? ” asked Jean kindly.

‘I haven't realised it yet,” #miled Lydia.

Jean nodded.

“ 1 suppose you have yet to settle with the
lawyers. Who are they? Oh yes, of course
Mr. Glover was poor Jim's solicitor.” She
sighed. ‘1 dislike lawyers,” she said with a
shiver, ‘“ they are so heavily paternal! They
feel that they and they only are qualified to
direct your life and yoar actions. I suppose it
1s second nature with them. Then of course,
they make an awful lot of money out of
commissions and fees, though I'm sure Jagk
Glover wouldn't worry about that. He's really
a nice boy,” she said earnestly, ““ and.I don't
think you could have a,befter friend.”

Lydia glowed at the gemerosity of this girl
whoin the man had so maligned.

“He has been very good to me,’’ she said,
‘““ although, of coumse, he is a little fussy.”

Jean’s lips twitched with amusement.

““Has he warned you against me ? " she



26 The Angel of {Terror

asked solemnly. “ Has he told you what a
terrible ogre I am?"” And ' then without
waiting for a reply : “ I sometimes think poor
Jack is just a little—well, I wouldn’t say mad,
but a little queer. His dislikes are so violent.
He positively loathes Margaret, though why
Iuhave never been able to understand.”

“ He doesn’t hate me,” laughed Lydia, and
Jean looked at her strangely.

“No, I suppose not,” she said. “1 can't
imaginé anybody hating you, Lydia. May I call
you by your Christian name ? "'

“ I wish you would,” said"Lydia warmly.,

“1 can't imagine anybody hating you,”
repeated the girl thoughtfully. *“ And, of
course, jack wouldn't hate vyou because
yoti're his client—a very rich and attractive
client too, my dear.” She tapped the girl's
cheek and Lydia, for stme reason, felt foolish.

But as tlrough unconscious of the embarrass-
ment ske had caused, Jean went on.

““I don't really blame him, either. I've a
shrewd suspicion that all these warnings
against me and against other possible enemies
wiil furnish a very gxcellent excuse for seeing
you every day and acting as your personal
bodyguard ! ”

Lydia sheok her head.

“That part of it he has relegated already,”
she said, giving smile for smile. ‘‘ He has
appointed Mr. Jdggs as my bodyguard.”
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“Mr. Jaggs?” The tone was even, the
note of inquiry® was not strained.

““He’s an old gentleman in whom Mr. Glover
is interested, an old army pensioner. Beyond
the fact that he hasn’t the use of his right arm,
and limps with his' left leg, and that he likes
beer and cheese, he seems an admirable watch
said Lydia humorously.

“Jaggs? " repeated the girl. “ I wonder
where I've lfeard that name bgfore. Is he a
detgctive ?

“No, I don't think so. But Mr. Glovér
thinks I ought to have some sort ¢f man sleep-
ing in my new flat and Jaggs was duly engaged.”

Soon after this Mr. Marcus Stepney came
over and Lydia found him rather uninteresting.
Less boring was Briggerland, for he had a fund
of stories and experiences to relate, and he nad,
too, one of those soft svothing voices that are
SO rare in men.

It was dark wheneshe came out with Mr. and
Miss Briggerland, and she felt that the after-
noon had not been unprofitably spent.

For she had a cleargr conception of the
girl’s character, and was ggetting Jack Gloves's
interest into better peispective. The mer-
cenary part of it made her just a little sick.
There was something so mysteriows, so ugly
in his outlook on life, and there might not be a
little self-interest in his care for her.

She stood on the step of the house talking
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to the girl, whilst Mr. Briggerland lit a cigar-
ette with a patent lighter. Hyd#& Park Crescent
was deserted save for a man who stood near
the railings which protected the area of Mrs.
Cole-Mortimer’s house. He was apparently
tying his shoe laces.

The ywent down on the sidewalk, and Mr.
Briggerland looked for his car.

“I'd like to take ypu home. My chauffeur
promised to he here at four o’tlock. These
men are most untrustworthy.”

From the other end of the Crescent appeared
the lights of a car. At firSt Lydia thought it
might be Mr. Briggerland’s, and she was going
to make her excuses for she wanted to go home
alone. The car was coming too, at a tremendous
pace. She watched it as it came furjously
toward her, and she did not notice that Mr.
Briggerland and his daughter had left her
standing .alone oon the sidewalk and had
withdrawn a few paces.

Suddenly the car made a swerve, mounted
the sidewalk and dasned wupon her. It
seemed that nothing could save her, and
shre stood fascinated with horror, waiting for
death.

Then an arm gripped her waist, a powerful
arm that difted her from her feet and flung
her back against the railings, as the car flashed
past, the mudguard missing her by an inch.
The machine pulled up with ‘a jerk, and the
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white-faced girl saw DBriggerland and Jean
running toward her.

“1 should 1itever have forgiven myself "if
anything had happened. I think my chauffeur
must be drunk,” said Briggerland in an agitated
voice.

She haa no words. She could only nod,
and then she remembered her preserver, and
she turned to meet the solemn eyes of a beat
old man, whose pointed, white beard and
bristling white eyebrows gave him a hawk-like
appearance. His right hand was thrust into
his pocket. He was touching nis battered
hat with the other.

“ Beg pardon, miss,”” he said raueously,
“name of Jaggs! And I have reported for

I’J

dooty !

rr
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JACK GLOVER listened gravely to the story
which the girl told. He had called at her
lodgings on the following morning to secure
her signature to some documents, and breath-
lessly and a little shamefacedly, she told nim
what had happenad.

" Of course it was an accident,”’ she insisted,
““in fact, Mr. and Miss Briggerland were almost
knocked down by the car. But you don’t
kr.ow how thankful I am your Mr. Jaggs was
on the spot.”

“ Where is he now 3 "’ asked Jack.

“Idon’t know "' replied the girl. ““ He just
limped away without another werd and I did
not see him again, though I thought I caught
a glimpse of him as I came into this
house last night. How did he come to be on
the spot ? " she asked curiously.

“That is easilv explained,” replied Jack.
I told the old boy not to let you out of his
sight from, sundown to sun up.”

“Then you think I'm safe during the day,”
she rallied him.

He nodded.
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“I don’t know whether to laugh at you or to
be very angry,” she said, shaking her head
reprovingly. “ Of course it-was an accident !'”

“1 disagree with you,” said Jack. “ Did
you catch a glimpse of the chauffeur ? ”

““No,” she said in shrprise. ‘I didn’t think
of looking qat him."”

He nodded.

“If you had, you would probably*have sesn
an old frieisd, namely, the gentleman who
carried you off from the Er’ing Theatre,”
he said quietly.

It was difficult for Lydid to 'analyse her
own feelings. She knew that Jack Glover
was wrong, monstrously wrong. She was per-
fectly confident that his fantastic theory had
no foundation, and yet she could not get away
from his sincerity. Remembering Jean’s des-
cription of him as ““ a little queer " she tried
to fit that description into her kncvwledge of
him, only to adsit to herself that he had been
exceptionally normal as far as she was concerned.
The suggestion that nis object was mercenary,
and that he looked upan her as a profitable
match for himself, she dismissed without con-
sideration.

“ Anyway, I like your Mr. Jaggs,” she said.

“ Better than you like me, I gather from
your tome,” smiled Jack. ‘ He'’s not a bad
old boy.”

" He is a very strong old boy,” she said.

F
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“ He lifted me as though I were a feather—
I don’t know now how I escaped. The steering
gear went wrong,” she explained unnecessarily.

“Dear me,” said Jack politely, “and it
went right again in time to enable the chauffeur
to keep clear of Briggerland and his angel
aaughter ! ”

She gave a gesture of despair.

“ You're hopeless,” she said. ** These things
happened in the dark ages; mefi and women
do not assassinate one another in the twentieth
century.”

“Who told you that?’” he demanded.
“ Human nature hasn’t changed for two thous-
and yzars. The instinct to kill 1s as strong as
eyer, or wars would be impossible. If any
man or woman could commit one cold-blooded
murder, there is no reason why he or she should
not commit a hundred. In England, America,
and France fifty cold-bloodec murders are
detected every year. Twicz that number are
thidetected. It does not,make the crime more
impossible because the criminal is good look-
ing.”

“You're hopeless,” she shid again, and Jack
made no further atfempt to convince her.

On the Thursday of that week she exchanged
her lodgings for a handsome flat in Cavendish
Place, and Mrs. Morgan kad promised to join
her a week later, when she had settled up her
own business affairs.
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Lydia was fortunate enough to gat two
maids from omre of the agencies, one of whom
was to sleep oh the premises. The flat was
not illimitable, and she regretted that she had
promised to place a room at the disposal of
the aged Mr. Jaggs. 1f he was awake all might,
as she prespmed he would be, and slept in the
day, he might have been accommodated 1n
the kitchen, and she hinfed as much to Jack.
To her surpfise the lawyer had turned down
that idea.

“You don't want your servants to know
that you have a watchman.”

“What do you imagine they will think he
is ?  she asked scornfully. ‘“ How can ¥ have
an old gentleman in the flat without explaining
why’ he is there ? "

“ Your explanatidn could be that he did the
boots."”

“It wouldn't take him all night éo do the
boots. Of coursseI'm too grateful to him to
want him to do anything.”

Mr. Jaggs reported again for duty that night.
He came at half-past nine, a shabby-looking
old man, and Lydia, whe had not yet got used
to her new magnificence, came out into the
hall to meet him.

He was certainly not a prepossessing object,
and Lydia discovered that, in addition to his
other misfortunes, he had a slight squint.

“I hadn’t an opportunity of thanking you
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the other day, Mr. Jaggs,” she said. “ I think
you saved my life.”

““That’s all right, miss,” he said, in his
hoarse voice. ‘‘ Dooty is dooty!”

She thought he was looking past her, till she
realised that his curious slanting line of vision
was part of his infirmity.

“I'll show you to your room,”’ she said
Irastily.

She led the way down the corridor, opened
the door of a small room which had been ,ore-
pared for him, and switched on the light.

“Too much light for me, miss,” said" the
old man, shaking his head. “1I like to sit in
the dark and listen, that's what I like, to sit
in the dark and listen.”

“ But you cant’t sit in the dark, you'll want
to read, won't you? "

““Can’t read, miss, said Jaggs cheerfully.
““Can’t wtite, efther. I don't know that I'm
any worse off.”

Reluctantly she switcked out the light.

“ But you won't be able to see your food.”

“1 can feel for that, miss,” he said with a
Hoarse chuckle. “.Den’t you worry about me.
I'll just sit here and have a big think.”

If she was uncomfortable before, she was
really embarrassed now. The very sight of
the door behind which cid Jaggs sat having
his “ big think " was an irritation to her.
She ceuld not sleep for a long time that night
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for thinking of him sitting in the darkness,
and ‘“ listening ’ as he put it, and had firmly
resolved on endlng a condition of affairs which
was particularly distasteful to her, when she
fell asleep.

She woke when ‘the maid brought her tea,
to learn thut Jaggs had gone.

The maid, too, had her views on the ‘' old
gentleman.” She hadn’t- slept all night faor
the thought of him, she said, though probably
this, was an exaggeration.

The arrangement must end, thought Lydia,
and she called at Jack Glover's office that
afternoon to tell him so. Jack listened without
comment until she had finished.

“I'm sorry he 1z worrying you, but youyll
get uced to him in time, and I 3hould be obliged
if you kept him for a month. You would
relieve me of a lot of anxiety.”

At first she was determirfed to hawe her
way, but he was so persistent, so pldading
that eventually she swurrendered.

Lucy, the new maid, however, was not so
easily convinced.

+ “I don't like it, miss,” she said, ‘“ he’s just
like an ‘old tramp, and I m sure we shall be
murdered in our beds.”

" How cheerful you are, Lucy,” laughed
Lydia. ““ Of course, there is no danger from
Mr. Jaggs, and he really was very useful to me.”

The girl grumbled and assented u« little
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sulkilyy and Lydia had a feeling that she was
going to lose a good servant. In this she was
not mistaken.

Old Jaggs called at half-past nine that night,
and was admitted by the maid, who stalked
in front of him and opened his door.

“ There's your room,”’ she snapped, and
I'd rather have your room than your company.’

“ Would you, miss? " wheezed Jaggs, and
Lydia,.attracttd by the sound of voices, came
tp the door and listened with some amusemnt

““Lord, bless me life, it ain’'t a bad room,
either. Put the light out, my dear, I don't
like light. I like ’em dark, like them little
cells ih -Holloway prison, where you were took
tio yeass ago for robbing your missus.’

Lydia’s smile Yleft her face. She heard the
girl gasp.

“You old liar | ” she hissed.

“Lucy Jones you call yourself—you used
to be Mary Welch in themm days,” chuckled
old Jaggs.

“I'm not going to be insulted,” almost
screamed Lucy, though there was a note of
fear in her strident woice. '‘ I'm going to leave
to-night.”

““No you ain't, my dear,” said old Jaggs
complaceritly. “ You're going to sleep here
to-night, and you're goifig to leave in the
morning. If you try to get out of that door
before I let you, you'l] be pinched.”

i
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“ They've got nothing against me,” the girl
was betrayed into saying.

‘““ False characters, my dear. Pretending to
come from the agency, when you didn’t.
That's another crime. Lord bless your heart,
I've got enough against you to put you in jail
for a year "

Lydia came forward.

““What is this you're saying about ray maid 7.’

“ Good ewening, ma’'am.”

The old man knuckled his foreheaa. .

“I'm just having an argument with your
young lady.”

“Do you say she is a thief ? "

“Of course she is, miss,” said Jaggsg secorn
fully. “ You ask her!”

But Lucy had gone into hsr room, slammed
the door and locked it.

The next morning when Lydia woke, the
flat was empty, save for herself. But she had
hardly finislled dressing when there ¢ame a
knock at the door, and a trim, fresh-looking
country girl, with an expansive smile and a
look of good cheer that warmed Lydia’s heart,
appeared.

“ You're the lady that wants a maid, ma’am,
aren’'t you ? "’

" Yes,” said Lydia in surprise. “‘ But who
sent you ?

“I was telegraphed for yesterday, ma’am,
from the countey.”
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“ Come in,"’ saigl Lydia helplessly.

“Isn’t it right ? 7" asked thé girl a little
disappointedly. ““ They sent me my {fare.
I came up by the first train.”

“ It is quite all right,” said Lydia, * only I'm
wondering who 1s running this flat, me or
Mr. Jaggs? "
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JeaN BRIGGERLAND had spent a very busy
afternoon. There had been a string of calle:s
at the handsome house in Berke'ey Street.

Mr. Briggerland was of a philanthropic- bent,
and had instituted a club in the East End of
London which was intended to raise the moral
tone of Limehouse, Wapping, Poplar and the
adjacent districts. It was started wititost
ostentation with a man named Faire as genesal
manager. Mr. Faire had hed in his lifetime
several hectic contests with the police, in which
he had been invariably the loser. And it was
in his role as a reformed oeharactar that he
undertook the management of this social uphit
club.

Well-meaning police officials had warned Mr.
Briggerland that Faire had a bad character
Mr. Briggerland listened, was grateful for the
warning, but explained that Faire had come
under the influence of the new uplift move-
ment, and from henceforward he would be
an exemplary citizen. Later, the police had
occasion to extend their warning to its founder.
The club was being used by known eriminal

89
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characters ; men who had already been in jail
and were qualifying for a return isit.

Again Mr. Briggerland pointed to the object
of the institution which was to bring bad men
into the society of good men and women, and to
arouse in them a desire for better things. He
quoted a famous text with great effect. But
still the police were unconvinced.

It was 1the practice of Miss Jean Briggerland
to receive selegcted members of the ¢lub and to
entertain them at tea in Berkeley Street. Her
friends thought it was very *‘ sweet "’ and very
““ daring,” and wondered whether she wasn't
afraid of catching some kind of disease peculiar
t2 the East End of London. But Jean did not
worry anout such things. On this afternoon,
after the last of ker callers had gone, she,went
down to the little morning-room where such
entertainments occurreti and found two men,
who rose awkwargly as she entergd.

The gentle influence of the ¢lub had not made
them look anything bu* what they were.
* Jail-bird ” was written all over them.

“I'm very glad you men have come,’” said
Jean sweetly. ‘““ Mr Hoggins——"

" That's me, miss, * said one, with a grin.

““ And Mr. Talmot.”

The secopd man showed his teeth.

“ I'malways glad to see meinbers of the club,”
said Jean busy with the teapot, *“ especially men
who haye had so bad a time as you have. You
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have only just come out of prison, haven't you,
Mr. Hoggins ? ' she asked innocently.

Hoggins went red and coughed.

“Yes, miss,” he said huskily and added
inconsequently, “ I didn’'tdoit!”

“I'm sure you were innocent,” she said with
a smile of sympathy, “ and really if you werc
guilty I don’t think you men are so much to
blame. Look what a bad time you havre!
What disadvantages you suffer whilst here in
the West End people are wasting money that
really ought to go to your wives and children.”

“ That’s right,”” said Mr. Hoggiils.

“There's a girl I know who is tremendously
rich,”” Jean prattled on. “ She lives at 84
Cavendish Mansions, just on the top fféor, apd,
of course, she's very foolish to sleep with ﬁer
windows open, especially as people could get,
down from the roof—tlere is a fire escape there.
She always hags a lot of jewelleary—keeps 1t under
her pillow I think, and there is generally a few
hundred pounds scattered about the bedrosm.
Now that is what I call putting temptation in the
way of the weak.”

She lifted her blue eyes saw the glitter in the
man’s eyes and went on.

“I've told her lots of times that there is
danger, but she only laughs. Tliere is an old
man who sleeps in the house—quite. a feeble
old man who has only the use of one arm. Of
course, if she cried out, I suppose be would
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come to her rescue, but then a real burglar
wouldn't let her cry out, would he? " she
asked.

The two men looked at one another.

“No,” breathed one.

“ Especially as they could get clean away if
they were clever,” said Jean, ‘‘and it isn’t
likely that they would leave her in a condition
ts betray them, 1sit ?

Mr. Hoggins gleared his throat.

“It's not very likely, miss,”” he said.

Jean shrugged her shoulders.

“Women do these things, and then tliey
blame the poor man to whom a thousand pounds
we=it he a fortune because he comes and takes
it. Persqnally. I should not like to live at 84,
Cavendlsh Mansions.”’

“ 84, Cavendish Mansions;,” murmured Mr.
Hoggins absent-mindedly.

His last sentenc¢ had been one, of ten years’
penal servitude. His next sentente would be
for life. Nobody knew this better than Jean
Briggerland as she went on to talk of the
club and of the wondarful work which it was
doing.

She dismissed her. wsitors and went back to
her sitting-room. As she turned to go up the
stairway her. maid intercepted her.

“ Mary- is in your room, ufiss,”” she said in
a low voice.

Jean frowned but made no reply.
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The woman ,who stood awkwardly jn the
centre of the rsom awaiting the girl, greeted her
with an apologetic smile.

“I'm sorry miss,” she said, ““ but I lost my
job this morning. That old man spotted me.
He’s a split—a detective.”

Jean Briggerland regarded her with an un-
moved face save that her beautiful mouth took
on the pathetic little*droop which hdd excited
the pity of 2 judge and an army cf lawyers.

“ When did this happen ? "’ she asked.

‘ Last night, miss. He came and I got a bit
chetky to him, and he turned on me, the old
devil, and told me my real name and that I'd
got the job by forging recommendations "

Jean sat down slowly in the padded Yenetian
chair before her writing table.

'“ Jaggs ? 7’ she aSked.

“Yes, miss.”

“ And why didn’t you come here at once ? "

“ I thought I might be followed, miss.”

The girl bit her lip and nodded.

“ You did quite right,” she said, and then
after a moment’s reflection, ‘“ We shall be in
Paris next week. You had better go by the
night train and wait for ue at the flat.”

She gave the maid some money and after she
had gone, sat for an hour before the fire looking
into its red depths.

She rose at last a little stiffly, pulled the
heavy silken ctrtain across the windaws and
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switched on the light, and there was a smile on
her face that was very beautiful o see. For in
that hour came an inspiration.

She sought her father in his study and told
him her plan, and he blanched and shivered
with the very horror of it.
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MR. BRIGGERLAND, it seemed, had some other
object in  life than the regeneratioA of the
criminal classes. He was a sociclogist—a loose
title which cévers a great deal of inquisitive
investigation into other peqple’s affairs. More-
over, he had published a book on’the subject.
His name was on the title page and the book
had been reviewed to his credit; thoungh=n
truth he did no more than suggest the tdle, the
work ,in question having beeir carried out by
a writer on the subject who, for a consideration,
had allowed Mr. Briggetland to adopt the child
of his brain.

On a morning when pale yellow sunlight
brightened his dinirg-room, Mr. Briggerland
put down his newspaper and looked across the
table at his daughter. We had a club in the
East End of London and his manager had
telephoned that morning sending a somewhat
unhappy report.

“ Do you remember that man ‘Talmot, my
dear ? ”’ he asked.

?he nodded, and looked up quickly.
" Yes, what about him ? "

95
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" He's in hospital,” said Mr. Briggerland.
1 fear that he and Hoggins w.ere engaged in
some nefarious plan and that m making an
attempt to enter—as, of comse, they had no
right to enter—a block of flats in Cavendish
Place, poor Talmot slipped and fell from the
fourth floor window-sill, breaking his leg.
Hoggins had to carry him to hospital.”

The giurl reached for bacon from the hot
plate.

“ He should have broken his neck,”” she said
calmly. * I suppose now the police are mdking
tender inquuries ?

“ No, 110,” Mr. Briggerland hastened to
assure her. " Nobody knows anything about
if, not even the—er—fortunate occupant of
the flat they wvre evidently trying to burgle.
I only learnt of it because the manager of the
club, who gets information of this character,
thought I would be interested.”

Anyway, I'm glad they didn't succeed,”
said Jean after a while. * The possibility of
their trying rather worried me. The Hoggins
type is such a bungler that it was almost certain
they would fail.”

It was a curious fact that whilst her father
made the most guarded references to all their
exploits and clothed them with garments of
euphemism, his daughter pever attempted any
such disguise. The psychologist would find in
Mr. Briggerland’'s reticence the embryo of a
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once dominant rectitude, no trace of which
remained in his daughter's moral equipment.

“1 have been trying to place this man
Jaggs,” she went on with a little puzzled frown,
“and he completely baffles me. He arrives
every night in a taxicab, sometimes from St.
Pancras, sometimes from Euston, sometimes
from London Bridge Station.”

“ Do you think he is a detective ?

“1 don’t know,” she saids thoughtfully.
““If he is, he has been imported from tne pro-
vinces. He 1s not a Scotlagnd Yard man. He
may, of course, be an old police pensioner, and
I have been trying to trace him from that
source.”’

“It should not be difficult to find but all
about him,"” said Mr. Briggerlund easily. " A
man with his afflicions shou?d be pretty well-
known.”

He looked at his watch.

“ My appointment at Norwood is at eleven
o'clock,” he said. Hz made a little grimace »f
disgust.

"* Would you rather I went ? " asked the girl.

Mr. Briggerland svould much rather that she
had undertaken the disagreeable experience
which lay before him, but he dare not confess
as much.

“You, my dear? Of course not! I would

not allow you to have such an experience.
No, no, I don’t mind it a bit.”

G
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Nevertheless, he tossed down two long glasses
of brandy before he left.

His car set him.down befors the iron gates
of a squat and ugly stucco building, surrounded
by high walls, and the uniformed attendant,
having examined his credentials, admitted him.

He had to wait a little while before a second
attendant arrived to conduct him to the
medical superintendent, an elderly man who
did not seem; overwhelmed witk joy at the
honour Mr. Briggerland was paying him.

“I'm sorry I shan't be able to show you
round, Mr Briggerland,” he said. I hawe an
engagement in town, but my assistant, Dr.
Carew will conduct you over the asylum and
give yeu all the information you require. This,
of course, as yoa know, 1s a private institittion.
I should have thought you would have got
more material for your book in one of the big
public asylums. The people who are sent to
Norwood, you know, are not tke mild cases,
and you will see some rather terrible sights.
You are prepared for that 7 ™

Mr. Briggerland nndded. He was prepared
to the extent of two full noggins of brandy.
Moreover, he was well aware that Norwood was
the asylum to which the more dangerous of
lunatics were transferred.

Dr. Carew proved to he a young and en-
thusiastic alienist whose heart and soul was 1n
his work.
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‘““1 suppose you are prepared to see jumpy
things,” he said with a smile, as he conducted
Mr. Briggerland along a stone-vaulted corridor:

He opened a %teel gate, the bars of which
were encased with thick layers of rubber,
crossed a grassy plot (there were no stone-flagged
paths at Norwood) and entered one of the three
buildings which constituted the ayslum proper.

It was a harrowingy heart-breaking, and to
some extent a disappointing experience for
Mr. Briggerl#nd. True, his heart did not
break, because it was made of infrangiblé
material, and his di%appointment was counter-
balanced by a certain vague relief.

At the end of two hours’ inspection theyevére
standing out on the big playing fields, wdtching
the lgss wviolent of the patients wandering
aimlessly about. Except one, they were un-
attended by keepers, but in the case of this one
man, two stalwart uniformed men walked on
either side of him.

“Who is he ? "" ask?d Briggerland.

“That is rather a sad case,” said the alienist
cheerfully. He had poiréded out many “ sad
cases ' in the same bright manner. ‘* He's a
doctor and a genuine homioide. Luckily they
detected him before he did any mischief or he
would have been in Broadmoor.”

“Aren't you ewer afraid of these men
escaping ? ' asked Mr. Briggerland.

“ You asked that before,” said the doctor
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in sugprise. * No. You see, an insane asylum
is not like a prison ; to make acgood get-away
from prison you have to have outside assistance.
Nobody wants to help a lunafic escape, other-
wise it would be easier than getting out of
prison, because we have 'no patrols in the
grounds, the wards can be opened from the
outside without a key and the night patrol who
visits the wards every half-hour has no time
for any othel observation. Would you like
to talk to Dr. Thun ? ”

Mr. Briggerland hesitated only for a second.

“ Yes,”" he said huskily.

There was nothing in the appearance of the
patiend to suggest that he was In any way
dangerous. A fair, bearded man, with pale
blue eyes, he héild out his hand impulsively to
the visitor, and after a momentary hesitation,
Mr. Briggerland took it and found his hand in
a grip like a vice. The two attendants ex-
changed glances with the asylum doctor and
strolled off.

“ I think you can talk to him without fear,”
sald the doctor in a low voice, not so low,
however, that the patient did not hear it, for
he laughed.

" Without fear, favour or prejudice, eh?
Yes, that was how they swore the officers at
my court martial.”

“The doctor was the general who was
responsible for the losses at Caperetto, ’explained
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Dr. Carew. ‘ That was where the Italiars lost
s0 heavily.”

Thun nodded.

“Of course, 1 was perfectly innocent,” he
explained to Briggerland seriously, and taking
the visitor’s arm he strolled across the field, the
doctor and the two attendants following at a
distance. . Mr. Briggerland breathed a little
more quickly as he felt the strength of the
patient’s biseps.

“My conviction,” said Dr. Thun seriously,
““was due to the fact that women were sitting
on the court martial, which is, of course, against
all regulations.”

" Certainly,” murmured Mr. Brigger#sad.

“ Keeping me hera,”” Thun went on, “ is part
of the plot of the Italjan government. Naturally,
they do not wish me to get at ‘my enemies, who
I have every reason to believe are in London.”

Mr. Briggerland drew a long breath.

“They are in London,” he said a little
hoarsely. ‘* I happen to know where they are.

“ Really ? " said the other easily, and then a
cloud passed over his face and he shook his head.

" They are safe from my vengeance,”” he sait
a little Sadly. ““ As long as they keep me in
this place pretending that I am mad, there is
no possible chance for me."

lhe visitor looked round and saw that the

tlllrue men who were following were out of e,
shot,
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" Suppose I came to-morrow night,” he said,
lowering his voice, “and helped you to get
away ? What is your ward ?

“Na. 6,” said the other in the same tone.
His eyes were blazing.

“Do you think you will remember ? "' asked
Briggerland.

Thun nodded.

“You will come to-morrow night—No. 6,
the first cubicle ‘'on the left,” he whispered,
" you will not fail me ? If I thought you'd fail
me——"" His eyes lit up again.

“ I shall not fail you,” said Mr. Briggerland
hastily. *° When the clock strikes twelve you
may <pect me.”

“You must be Marshal Foch,” murmured
Thun, and then with all a madman’s cunning,
changed the conversation as the doctor and
attendants, who had noticed his excitement,
drew nedrer. ‘° Believe me, Mr Briggerland,”
he went on airily, “ the strategy of the Allies
was at fault until I took up the command of
the army o

Ten minutes later Mr. Briggerland was in his
car driving homeward, a little breathless, more
than a little terrified at the unpleasant task he
had set himself ; jubilant, too, at his amazing
success.

Jean had said he might have to visit a dozen
asylums betore he found his opportunity and
the r¥ght man, and he had succeeded at the first
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attempt. Yet—he shuddered at the picture
he conjured —that climb over the high wall
(he had already located the ward, for he had
followed the General and the attendants and
had seen him safely put away), the midnight
association with a madman . . .

He burst in upon Jean with his news.

“ At the first attempt, my dear, what do you
think of that? ” His dark face glowed with
almost child¥sh pride, and she ooked at him
with a half-smile.

“I thought you would,” she said qmetl}?
“ That’s the rough work done, at amy rate.’

“ The rough work ! "’ he, said indignantly.

She nudded.

" Half the difficu]ty is going to be to cover
up your visit to the asylum, because this man is
certain to mention your nanze, and it will not
all be dismissed as the imagination of a madman.

Now I think I will make my promised call upon
Mrs. Mereditn.”
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THERE was one thing which rather puzzled and
almost plqued Lydia Mevedith, and that was
the failure of Jean Briggerland's prophecy to
materialise. Jean had said half jestingly that
Jack Glover would be a frequent visitor at the
flat ; in point of fact, he did not come at all.
Even when she visited the offices of Rennett,
Glove: and Simpson, it was Mr. Rennett who
attended to her, and Jack was invisible. Mr.
Rennett sometimes explained that he wgs at
the courts, for Juck did all the court work,
sometimes that he had gone home.

She caught a glimpse of him once as she was
driving past the Law Courts in the Strand.
Bt was standing on the pavement talking to
a be-wigged counsel, so possibly Mr. Rennett
had not stated more than the truth when he
said that the young man’s time was mostly
occupied by the processes of litigation.

She was curious enough to look through the
telephone directory to discover where he lived.
There were about fifty Glovers, and ten of these
were John Glovers, and she was enough of a
womasn to call up six of the most likely only to

1oy
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discover that her Mr. Glover was not anlongst
them. She di@ not know till later that his full
name was Bertram John Glover, or she might
have found his address without difficulty.

Mrs. Morgan had now arrived, to Lydia’s
infinite relief, and had taken control of the
household affairs. The new maid was as perfect
as a new maid could be, and but for the nightly
intrusion of the tacitarn Jaggs, to whom, for
some reasom, Mrs. Morgan took a liking, the
current of her domestic life ran smoothly.

She was already becomimg accustpmed to the
possession of wealth. The habit of being rich
is one of the easiest acquired, and she found
herself negotiating for a little house in ‘arzon
Street and a more pretentious establishment
in Semerset, with a sangfroid which astonished
and frightened her.

The purchase and arrival of her first car,
and the engagement of her chauffeur had been
a thrilling experience. It was incredible, too,.
that her new bankers should, without hesitation,
deliver to her enormous sums of money at the
mere affixing of her signature to an oblong
slip of paper.

She had even got over the panic feeling
which came to her on her first few visits to the
bank. On these earlier occasions she had felt
rather like an inexpert forger, who was en-
deavouring to get money by false pretence,
and it was both a relief and a wonder to her
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when “he nonchalant cashier thrust thick wads
of bank-notes under the grille, without so much
as sending for a pnlicem&n.

“It’s a lovely flat,” said Jean Briggerland,
looking round the pmk drawing-room approv-
ingly, “ but of course, my dear, this is one
that was already furnished for you. I'm dying
to see what you will make of your own home
when you get one.”

She chad telephoned that morning to Lydia
saying that she was paying a call, asking if it
was cnnvemﬂnt and the two g:rls were alone.

“It 7s a nice flat, and 1 shall be sorry to
leay it,”" agreed Lydia. “ It is so extra-
ordintsdly quiet. I sleep like a top. There 1s
no noise to disturb one, except that there was
rather an unpleasant happening the sather
morning.”’

“ What was that ? "’ asked Jean, stirring her
taa.

1 dnnt know really what happened,” said
Lydia. ‘I heard an awful groaning very early
in the morning and I got up and looked out of
the window. There were two men in the
courtyard. One, I tkink, had hurt himself
very badly. I never discovered what happened.”

“ They must have been workmen, I should
think,” said Jean, “ or else they were drunk.
Personally, I have never liked taking furnished
flats,”” she went on. ‘““ One always breaks
things, and there's such a big bill to pay at
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the end. And then I always lose thd keys.
One usually Mas two or three. You should be
very careful about that, my dear, they make
an enormous charge for lost keys,” she prattled
on.

“1 think the hbuse agent gave me three,”
said Lydia. She walked to her little secretaire,
opened it and pulled out a drawer.

“Yes, three,”’ she said, ‘‘ there 1s one here,
one I carry, and Mrs. Morgan has one ”

““Have you seen Jack Glover lately ? " |

Jean never pursued an enquiry too far, by
so much as one syllable.

“No, I haven’t seen him,” smiled Igydia.
“ You weren’'t a good prophet.”

“1 expect he is busy,” sajd the girl care-
lesely **1I think | could like Jack awfully—
if he hadn’t such a passion for ordering people
about. How careless of me!” She had tipped
over her teacup and its con$ents were munning
across the little tea table. She pulled out her
}ﬁandkerchief quickly and tried to stop the

ow.

““ Oh, please, please doh’t spoil your beautiful

handkerchief,” said Lydia, rising hurriedly,
"I will get a duster.”
_ She ran out of the room and was back almost
immediately, to find Jean standing with her
back to the secretaire examining the ruins of
her late handkerchief with a smile.

“Let me put your handkerchief in water,
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or it will be stained,” said Lydia, putting out
her hand.

“ I would rather do it myself,”’ laughed Jean
Briggerland, and pushed the handkerchief into
her bag.

There were many reasons why Lydia should
not handle that flimsy piece of cambric and
lace, the most important of which was the key
which Jean had taken ftom the secretaire in
Lydia’s absence, and had rolled inside the tea-
stained handkeérchief.

A few days later Mr. Bertram John Ciover
interviewed a high official ‘at Scotland Yérd,
and the interview was not a particularly
satisfastory one to the lawyer. It might have
béen worse, had not the police commissioner
been a friend of Jack’s partner.

The official listened patiently whilst the
lawyer, with professional skill, marshalled all
his facts, attaching to them the suspicions
which had matured to convictions.

‘I have sat in this chair for twenty-five
years,” said the head of the C.I.D., “and
I have heard stories tvhich beat the best and
the worst of detectise <tories hollow. 1 have
listened to cranks, arthateur detectives, crooks,
parsons and expert fictionists, but never in
my experience have I ever heard anything
quite so improbable as your theory. It hap-
pens that I have met Briggerland and I've
met hkes daughter too, and a more beautiful
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girl I don’t think it has been my pleacure to
meet."’

Jack groaned. _

“ Aren't you feeling well ? "' asked the chief
unpleasantly.

“I'm all right, sir,”” said Jack, " only I'm
so tired of hearing about Jean Briggerland's
beauty. It doesn't seem a very good argument
to oppose to the facts——"

“Facts ! ' said the other scornjully. ** What
facts have you given us ? " _

““fhe fact of the Briggerlands’ history,”
said Jack desperately ‘' Briggerland was broke
when he married Miss Meredith under the
impression that he would get a fortuae with
his wife. He has lived by his wits all his
life, and wuntil this girl was about fifteen,
they were existing in a state of poverty.
They lived in a tiny house in Ealing, the
rent of which was always in arrears, and then
Briggerland became acquainted with a rich
Australian of middle age who was crazy about
his daughter. The rich Australian died sud-
denly.”

“From an overdose of veronal,” said the
chief. ““ It was established at the inquest—
I got all the documents out after I received
your letter—that he was in the habit of taking
veronal. You suggest he was murdered. If

he was, for what 7 He left the girl about six
thousand pounds.”
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" Briggerland thought she was going to get
it all,”” said Jack.

“ That is conjecture,” interrepted the chief.
“Go on.”

" Briggerland moved up west,” Jack went
on,  and when the girl was seventeen she made
the acquaintance of a man named Gunnesbury,
who went just as mad about her. Gunnesbury
was a midland merchant with a wife and family.
He was so infdtuated with her that; he collected
all the loose money he could lay his hands on—
some twenty-five thousand pounds—and hrolted
to the continent. The gili was supposed to
have gone on ahead, and he was to join her at
Calaiss He never reached Calais. The theory
was that he jumped overboard. His body
was found and brought in to Dover, but.there
was none of the money in his possession that
he had drawn from the Midland Bank.”

“That is a theory, too,”” said the chief,
shaking his head. ‘‘ The identity of the girl
was never established. It was known that she
was a friend of Gunnesbury’s, but there was
proof that she was in London on the night of
his death. It was a clear case of suicide.”

“ A year later,” Jack went on, " she forced
a meeting with Meredith, her cousin. His
father had just died—Jim had come back from
Central Africa to put things in order. He was
not a woman's man, and was a grave, retiring
sort #f fellow, who had no otlter interest in life
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than his shooting. The story of Meredita you
know."”

““ And is that all ? "’ asked the chief politely.

‘““ All the facts I can gather. There must be
other cases which are beyond the power of
the investigator to.unearth.”

‘““ And what do you expect me to do? "

Jack smiled. .

“I don’t expect yau tp do anything,” he
said frankly. “° You are not exactly supporting
my views with enthusiasm.”

Tls chief rose, a signal that the interview
was at an end.

“T'd like to help you if you had any veal
need for help,” he said. ** But when yqgu come
to me and tell me that Miss Briggerland, a gl
whose innocence shows in her face, is a heartless
criminal and murderess, and a conspirator—
why, Mr. Glover, what do you expect me to
say ? "’

" I expect you to give adequate protection to
Mrs. Meredith,” said jack sharply. ‘I expec®
you, sir, to remember that I've warned
you that Mrs. Meredith may die one of those
accidental deaths in*which Mr. and Miss Brigger-
land specialise. I'm going #o put my warning
in black and white, and if anything happens to
Lydia Meredith, there is going to be serious
trouble on the Thames Embankment.”

The chief touched a bell, and a constable
came in.
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" Show Mr. Glover the way out,” he said
stiffty.

Jack had calmed down conciderably by the
time he reached the Thames Embankment,
and was inclined to be annoyed with himself
for losing his temper.

He stopped a newsboy, took a paper from
his hand, and, hailing a cab, drove to his office.

There was little in the early edition save
the sporting news, but on the [ront page a
paragraph arrested his eye.

“DANGEROTIS LUNATIC AT LARGF ”

" The Medical Superintendent at Norwood
Asylain reports that Dr. Algernon John
Thun, an inmate of the asylum, escaped last
night, and is believed to be at large in the
neighbourhood: Search parties have been
organised, but no trace of the man has been
found.” He 1= known to have homicidal
tentlencies, a fact which renders his immediate
recapture a very urgent necessity.”

There followed a description of the wanted
man. Jack turnedi fo another part of the
paper, and dismissed the paragraph from his
mind.

His partner, however, was to bring the
matter up at lunch. Nerwood Asylum was
near Dulwich, and Mr. Rennett was pardonably
conaerned.
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““The womenfolk at my house are scared to
death,” he said at lunch. They won't go
out at night, and they keep all the doors lockéd.
How did your iaterview with the commissioner
goon?”

“ We parted the worst of friends,” said
Jack, ““and, Rennett, the next man who talks
to me about Jean Briggerland’s beautiful face
is going to be killed dead through it, even
though I hgve to take a leaf ffom her book
and employ the grisly Jaggs #o do it.”



The Angel of Terror Chapter XIV

THAT night the “ grisly Jaggs " was later than
usual. rydia heard, him shuffling along the
passage, and presentl the door of his room
closed with a.clizk. She was citting at the
piano, dand had stul ped playing at the <vund
of his knock, and when Mrs. Morgan canie in to
anuounce his arrival, she closed the piano and
swung round on the music stool, a look of
mtermmatmn on her dehcate face.
' He’s come, miss.’

“ And for the last time,” said Lydia omin-
ously. “ Mrs. Morgan, I can't stand that
welrd old, gentleman any longer. He has got
on 111_13; nerves so tnat I could screuny when I think
¢: him.

“He's not a bad old gentleman,” excused
’sfrs Mnrgan

" I'm not so worgied about his moral charac-
ter, and I dare say that it is perfectly blameless,"”
said Lydia determinedly, * but I have written
a note to Mr. Glover to tell him that I really
must dispense with his services.”

““ What'’s he here for, miss ? "' asked Mrs.
Morgan.

Iy
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Her curiosity. had been aroused, but this
was the first jime she had given it expres-
sion.

‘““He's here because——"" Lydia hesitated,
‘““ well, because Mr. Glover thinks I ought to
have a man in the house to look after me."’

“Why, miss ? "’ asked the startled w oman.

‘ You'd better ask Mr. Glover that question,”
said Lydia grimly.

She was bgginning to chafe unfer the sense
of restraint. 5he was being k(schnﬂl -marmed "’
she apught. No girl i the qstentatious
protectidn of the hlg brother or the head
mistress. The soul of the schoolgirl yeasns
to break from the ‘‘ crocodile” in whjch she
is marched to church and to school, and this
sensation of being marshalled’ and ordered
about, and of living her life acgording to a third
pﬂrsun’s programme, and that third person a
man, irked her horribly.

Old Jaggs was the outward and visible sign
of Jack Glover's unwarranted authority, and:
slowly there was creeping into her mind a
suspicion that Jean Briggerland might not
have been mistakert when she spoke ot Jack’s
penchant for “ ordering people about.”

Life was growing bigger for her. She had
broken down the barriers which had confined
her to a narrow promenade between office
and home. The hours which she had had to
devote to work were now entirely free, .and
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she could sketch or paint whenever the fancy
took her—which was not very often, though
she promised herself a period of hard work
when once she was settled dovin.

Toward the good-looking young lawyer her
point of view had shifted. She hardly knew
herself how she regarded him. He irritated,
and yef in some indefinable way, pleased her.
His sincerity— ? She Jid not ‘doubt his sin-
cerity. She admitted to herself tliat she wished
he would cali a little more fréquently than
he did. Fe might have persuaded hrﬂ" that
Jaggs was-a necessary evil, but he hadn't'even
taken the trouble to come. Therefore—but
thib she did not admit— Jaggs must go.

‘I don’t think the old gentleman’s quite
right in his head, you know, sometimes,’ said
Mrs. Morgan.

"“Why ever not, Mrs. Morgan ? "’ asked the
girl <n surprise.

“ I often hear him sniggering to himself as I
go past his door. I suppose he stays in his
room all night, miss ?

“ He doesn't,” suid the girl emphatically,

and that's why e’s going. I heard him in
the passage at two*o cluck this morning ; I'm

getting into such a state of merves that the
sllghtest sound awakens me. He had his boots
offt and was creeping abeout in his stockings,
and when I went out and switched the light on
he ®olted back to his room. ‘I can’t have that
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sort of thing going on, and I won't!" It’s
altogether too «&reepy!”

Mrs. Morgan agreed. _

Lydia had not been out in the evening for
several days, she remembered. as she began
to undress for the night. The weather had
been unpleasant, and to stay in the warm,
comfortable flat was no great hardship, Even
if she had gone out, Jagge would have accom-
panied her, ghe thought ironically.

And then 8he had a ﬁ?e tavinge of con-
scien® remembering that*jaggs’s presence on
a memorable afterhoon had saved her from
destruction.

She wondered for the twentieth time what
was old Jaggs's history, and where Jack had
found him. Once she had been tempted to
ask Jaggs himself, but the old man had fenced
with the question, and had talked vaguely of
having worked in the country and she was as
wise as she had been before.

But she must get rid of old Jaggs, she though?,
as she switched off the light and kicked out the
innumerable water-bottles, with which Mrs.
Morgan, in mistakeh kindness, had encumbered
the bed . . . old Jaggs ntust go . . . he was
a nuisance. . . .

She woke with a start from a dreamless
sleep. The clock "in the hall was striking
three. She realised this subconsciously. Her
eyes were fixed on the window, which was
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open at the bottom. Mrs. Morgan had pulled
it down at the top, but now it vas wide open,
and her heart began to thump, thump, rapidly.
Jaggs! He was her first thought. She would
never have believed that'she could have thought
of that old man with such a warm glow of
thankfulness. There was nothing to be seen.
The starm of the early night had passed over,
and a faint lieht came 1nto the room from the
waning moon. And then she sawtthe curtains
move, and opened. her mouth td scream, but
fear had paralysed hi€1 voice, and she laj,yfarhlg
at the haagings, incapable of movement or
sound. As she watched the curtain she saw
it move again, and a shape appeared faintly
against the glaomy background.

The spell was broken.. She swung herself
out of the opposite side of the bed, and raced
to the door, but the man was before her. Before
she could scream a big hand gripped her throat
and flung her back againgt the rail of the bed.

Horrified she stared into the cruel face that
leered down at her, and felt the grip tighten.
And then as she looked into the face she saw a
sudden grimace, and sensed the terror in his
eyes. The hand relaxed ; he bubbled some-
thing thickly and fell sideways against the bed.
And now she saw. A man had come through
the doorway, a tall man, with a fair beard and
eyes that danced with insane joy.

He canie slowly toward her, wiping on his
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cuff the long-handled knife that had sent her
assailant to the floor.

He was mad. She knew it instinctively,
and remembered in a hazy, confused way, a
paragraph she had read about an escaped
lunatic. She tried to dash past him to the
open door, but he caught her in the crook of
his left arm, and pressed her to him, towering
head and shoulders #ver. her.

“You hage no right to sit-on a court martial,
madam,” he said with uncaany politeness,
andx%that moment theMght in the room was
switched on and Jaggs appeared in the doorway,
his bearded lips parted in an ugly grin, a long-
barrelled pistol in his left hand.

" Drop your knifg,” he said “"or I'll drop
you

The mad doctor turned his head slowly and
frowned at the intruder.

“ Good morning, General,” he said c3lmly.
“You came in time”’ and He threw the knife

on to the ground. ** We will try her accordity
to regulations ! ”’
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A TRAGIC AFFAIR IN THE WEST END.

MAD DocTtorR WOUNDS A BURGLAR IN A SOCIETY
Efm.mw’s BEDROOM.

“ There, was an’ >xtraordinary and #7agic
sequel to,the escape of Dr. Thun froin Nor-
wood Asylum, particulars of which appeared
in our early edition of yesterday. This morn-
ing at four o’clock, in apswer to a telephone
call, Detective-Sergeant Miller, accompanied
by another officer, went to 84, Cavendish
Mansions, a flat ﬂccupmd by Mrs. Meredith,
and, theve found and took into custody Dr.
Algernon Thun, who had escdped from Nor-
wood Asylum. In the room was also found
a man named Hoggins, a person well known
to the police. It appears that Hoggins had
effected an entrance into Mrs. Meredith’s flat,
descending from the roof by means of-a rope,
making his way into the premises through
the window of Mrs. Meredith’'s bedroom.
Whilst ihere he was detected by Mrs. Mere-
dith, who would undoubtedly have been
myrdered had not Dr. Thun, who, in some
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mysterious manner, had gained admission to
the flat, intervened. In the struggle that
followed the deoctor, who is suffering from the
delusion of pessecution, severely wounded the
man, who is not expected to live, He then
turned his attention to the lady. Happily
an old man who works at the flat, who was
sleeping on the premises at the time, was
roused by the sound of the struggle, and
succeeded in releasing the lady from the
maniacal grasp of the intruder. The wounded
buiglar was removed €/ hospital and the
luhatfc was takef to the pelice station and
was afterwards sent under a strong guard to
the asylum from whence he had gscaped.
He made a ramblipg statement "to the policé
toythe effect that General Foch had assisted
his escape and had directed him to the home
of his persecutors.”

Jean Briggerland put down the paper and
laughed.

“It is nothing to snigger about,” growled
Briggerland savagely.

“If T didn’t latigh I, should do something
more emotional,” said the girl coolly. “ To
think that that fool should go back and make
tlﬁe attempt single-handed. I nevér imagined
that.”

“ Faire tells me that he's not expected to
live,” said Mr. Briggerland. He rubbed his
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bald head irritably. ‘I wonder if that lunatic
is going to talk /"

“ What does it matter if he does ? "’ said the
girl impatiently.

“ You said the other day——""he began.

““The other day it mattered, my dear father.
To-day nothing matters very much. I think
we hawe got well out of it. I ignored all the
lessons which my <{extbook teaches when I
entrusted work to other hands. Jaggs,” she
said softly.

“Eh ? " said the father.

" I'm repeating a well-leloved name,™ she
smiled and rose, folding her serviette. I am
going fer a long run in the country. Would
you like to come ? Mordan is very enthusiastic
about the new car, the bill for which, bj,-f the
way, came in this morning. Have we any
money : 2

A few tlmusands said her father, rubbing
11115 n::hm ‘ Jean, we shall, have to sell some-
thing unless things brighten.”

Jean'’s lips twitched, but she said nothing.

On her way to the open road she called at
Cavendish Mansione, aad was neither surprised
nor discomfited to discover that Jack Glover
was there.

“ My dear,” she Sald warmly clasping both
the girl’s ‘nands in hers, *“ I <vas so shocked when
I read the news! How terrible it must have

beea for .you.”
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Lydia was loeking pale, and there were dark
shadows undey her eyes, buf she treated the
matter cheerfulty.

“I've just Ieen trying to explain to Mr.
Glover what happentd. Unfortunately, the
wonderful Jaggs is'not here. He knows more
about it than I, for I collapsed in the most
feminine way "

“How did he get in--I mean this mad-
man ? "’ askpd the girl.

" Through *the door.”

It \gas Jack who answ®fed.

“*It 1s the last %ay in the world a lunatic
would enter a flat, isn't it ? He came in with a
key, and he was brought here by somebpdy who
struck a match to make sure it was the right
numsber.”’

“ He might have stryck the match himself,"”
sald Jean, “ but you're so clever that you would
not say a thing like that unless you had psoof.”

“We found two matches in the hall out-
side,” said Jack, “ and when Dr. Thun u.?ﬁa
searched no matches were found on him, and I
have since learnt that, Jdike most homicidal
lunatics, he had a horrer ef fire in any ‘form.
The doctor to whom I have been talking is
absolutely sure that he would not have struck
the match himself. Oh, by the way, Miss
Briggerland, your father met this utfortunate
man. I understand he paid a visit to the
asylum a few ddys ago ? "
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“ Yes, he did,”” she answered without hesita-
tion. “ He was talking about Lim this morn-
ing. You see, father has beem making a tour
of the asylums. He 1s wnting a book about
such things. Father was horrified when he
heard the man had escaped, because the doctor
told him that he was a particularly dangerous
lunatic. But who would have imagined he
would have turned up here.’

Her. big, sac eyes were fixed on Jack as she
shook her head in wonder.

“ If one had read™#at in a book one would
never have,believed it, would one ? "’

“And the man Hoggins,” said Jack, who
did not share her wonder. * He was by way
of being an acquaintance of yours, a member of
your father’s club, wasn't he ? ”

She knit her brows. .

“1 don’t remember the name, but if he is a
very «bad' character,” she said with a little
smile, ““ I should 'say distinctly that he was a
member of father’s club! Poor daddy, I
don’t think he will ever regenerate the East
End.”

I don't think he:will,"”" agreed Jack heartily.
““The question is, whether the East End will
ever regenerate him.”

A slow smile dawned on her face.

“ How ‘unkmdt she said, mockery in her
eyeb now. ‘“I wonder why you dislike him

<He is so very harmless, redlly. My dear,”
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she turned to the girl with a gesture of helpless-
ness. ‘I am afraid that even in this affair
Mr. Glover is seeing my sinister influence ! "’

“ You're the *most un-sinister person I have
ever met, Jean,”' laughed Lydia, ‘and Mr.
Glover doesn't really think all these horrid
thinﬂs."

Dnesut he ? "' said Jean softly, and Jack
saw that she was shaking with laughter.

There wag a certain deadly bumour i the
situation which tickled him too, and he grinned.

“ 1 wish to heaven yﬂld get married and
settle @own, Miss Briggerland ' he said in-
cautiously.

It was her chance. She shook her Jead, the
lips drooped, the eyes again grew, rhoist with the
paimshe could call tq them at will.

“1 wish I could,” shg said in a tone a little
above a whisper, “ but, Jack, I could never
marry you, never ! "

She left Jack Glovar bereft of speech, totally.
incapable of arousing so much as a moan.

Lydia, returning from escorting her visitor
to the door, saw his embarrassment and checked
his impulsive explanation aslittle coldly

“ I—1 believed you when you said it wasn't
true, Mr. Glover,” she said, and shere was a
reproach in her tone for which she hated herself
afterwards.
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Lypia had promised to go to the theatre that
night with Mrs. Cole-Mortimer, and she was
glad ef the excuse to leave her tragic home.

Mrs. Cole-Mourtimer, who was not lavish in
the matter of entert#nments that cost money,
had a box, and -although Lydia had <sten the
piece before (it was in fact the very play she
had attended to sketch dresses on the night of
ier adventure).it was a relief to sit in silence,
which her hostess, with sipgular discretion did
not attempt to disturb

It was during the last act that Mrs. Cole-
Mortimer gave her an invitation which she
agzcepted joyfully.

“I've got a house at Cap Martin,” said
Mrs. Cole-Mortimer. “ It is only a tiny place,
but I think you would rather like it. I hate
going to the Riviera zlone, so if you care to
come as my guest, 4 shall be most happy to
chaperon yeu. They are bringing my yacht
down to Monaco, so we ought to have a really
good time."”

Lydia accepted the yacht and the house as
she« had accepted the invilation —without

126
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question. That the yacht had been chartered
that morning and the house hired by telegram on
the previous da¥ she could not be expected to
guess. For all she knew, Mrs. Cole¢Mortimer
might be a very wealthy woman, ar§d in her
wildest dreams she did not magine that Jean
Briggerland had provided the money for both.

It had not been a delicate negotiation, bgcause
Mrs. Cole-Mortimer had the skin of a pachyderm.

Years later Lydia discovered thdt the wagman
lived on borrowed money, monew which néver
could and never would be wgfaid, and, which the
borrowwerhad no intention of refundipg.

A hint dropped by Jean that there was
somebody on the Rivipra whom she desired
to meet, without her {father's knowledge,
accorjpanied by the plain statement that she
would pay all expenses, was quite sufficient for
Mrs. Cole-Mortimer, and she ltad fallen in with
her patron’s views as readily as she had aggeed
to pose as a ftiend of Meredith's. To do her
justice, she had the Taculty of believing in her
own invention, and she was quite satisfied that
James Meredith had been a great personal
friend of hers, just as she would believe that
the house on the Riviera amd the little steam-
yacht had been procured out of her own purse.

It was harder for her, however, fo explain
the great system whigh she was going %0 work

in Monte Carlo and which was to make every-
body’s fortune
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I.ydia, who was no gambler and only miidly
interested in games of chance, displayed so little
evidence of interest in the scneme that Mrs,
Cole-Mort mer groaned her despair, not know-
ing that she was expected to do no more than
stir the soil for the crop which Jean Brigger-
land would plant and reap.

They went on to supper at one of the clubs,
and Lydia thought with amusement of poor
old Jaggs, who apparently took: his job very
seriously indeed.

Again ker angle<pf vision had shifted, and
her respect for the old man had overcome any
annoyance his uncouth presence brought to
her.

As she alighted at the, door of the club she
looked round, half expecting to see him, The
club entrance was up a side street off Leicester
Square, an ill-lit thoroughfare which favoured
Mr.a Jaggs's retiring methods, but there was no
sign of him, and she did not wait in the drizzling
night to make any closer inspection.

Mrs. Cole-Mortimer had not disguised the
possibility of Jean Briggerland being at the
¢lub, and they foind her with a gay party of
young people, sitting in one of the.recesses.
Jean made a place for the girl by her side and
introduced her to half a dozen people whose
names Lydia did not catch, and never after-
wards remembered.

Mr. Marcus Stepney, however, that sleek,
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dark man, who bowed over her hand gnd
seemed as thnugh he were going to kiss it, she
had met before, and her second impression of
him was even less favourable than th{ first.

“Do you dance ? "' asked Jean.

A jazz band was playing an infectious two-
step. At the girl’'s nod Jean beckoned one of
her party, a tall, handsome boy who thgbugh-
out the subsequent ddnse bebbled into Lydia’s
ear an incessafit paan in praise’ of Iean Brigger-
land.

Lydia was amused.

“ Of c8urse she is very beautiful,”” she said
in answer to the interminable repetition of his
question. I think she#s lovely.”

““ That's what I say,” said the, young man,
whom, she discovered was Lord Stoker. * The
most amazingly beautifulicreature on the earth,
I think.”

“ Of course you're awfully good-lookitg, teo,”
he blundered, and Lydie laughed aloud.

" But she's got enemies,” said the young

man viciously, “ and if ever I meet that infernal
cad, Glover, he'Il be sorry.’s

The smile left Lydia’s faces

“ Mr. Glover is a friend of mine,” she said a
little quickly.

“ Sorry,”” he mumbled, *‘ but——"'

“Does Miss Briggerland say he is %o very
bad ? ”

“Of course not. She never says a woad
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against him really.” His lerdship hastened
to exonerate his idol. “* She just says she
doesn’t know how long she’s going to stand
his perseclitions. It breaks one’s heart to see
how sad this—your friend makes her.”

Lydia was a very thoughntful girl for the rest
of the evening ; she was beginning in a hazy
way Yo see things which she had not seen
before. Of course Jean never said anything
agaithst Jack Glover. And yet.she had suc-
ceeded in ardusing this youth to fury against
the lawyef, and Lyd*a realised, with a sense of
amazemeiit, that' Jean had also madé her feel
bad about Jack. Andyet she had said nothing
but swcet things.

When she got back to the flat that night she
found that Mr. Jaggs had not been there all
the evening. He cam2 in a few minutes after
her, wrapped up in an old army coat, and
frotn his” appearance she gathered that he had
veen standing out in the rain and sleet the
whole of the evening.

“Why, Jaggs,” she said impulsively,
< wherever have you been ? "

“ Just dodging' roand, miss,” he grunted.
““ Having a look at the little ducks in the pond.”

“ You'ye been outside the theatre, and you've
been waiting outside Niro’s Club,” she said
accusingly.

“Don’t know it, miss,”” he said. “ One
theayter is as much like another one to me.”
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“ You must take your things off and let Mrs.
Morgan dry your clothes,” she insisted, but he
would not hear of this, compromising only with
stripping his sodfien great coat.

He disappeared into his dark room, there to
ruminate upon such matters as appeared of
interest to him. A bed had been placed for
him, but anly once had he slept on it.

After the flat grew still apd the last click
of the switchstold that the last light had been
extinguished, he opened tha door softly, and,
carrying a chair in, his Jiand, he placed this
gently with its back to the front *oor, and
there he sat and dozedy thioughout the night.
When Lydia woke the next morping he was
gone as usual.
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Lyprx had plenty to occupy her days. The
house in Curzon Street had been bought and
she had been a round of furnshers, paper-
hangers and fitters of all variety.

The trip to the Piviera came at the right
moment. " She could leave Mrs. Morgan in
charge and come back jyto her new home, which
was to $e ready in two months.

Amongst other things, the problem cof the
watchful Mr. Jaggs would be settled rauto-
matically.

She spoke to him that night when he came.

““By the way. Mr. Jaggs, I am going to the
South of France next week.”

“ A pretty place by all accounts "’ volunteered
Mr. Jaggs.

“ A lovely place—LbLy all accounts,’ " repeated
Lydia with a smiile.” “ And you're going to
have a holiday, Mr. Jaggs. By the way, what
am I to pay you? "

“The gentleman pays me, miss,”’ said Mr

aggs with a sniff. ** The 1awyer gentleman

“ Well, he must continue paying’ you whilst
I um away,”” said the girl. ‘I am very grateful

132
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to you and I want to give yoy a little present
before 1 go. Issthere anything you would like,
Mr. Jaggs? "

Mr. Jaggs rubbed hig beard, scragched his
head and thought he would like a pip

““ Though bless you, miss, I don't want any
present.”

“You shall have the best pipe I can buy,”
said the girl. “‘ It seems very inadequate.”

“I'd rather have a briar, miss,”’ said -old
Jaggs mistakenly.

He wag on duty pntil the morning she left,
and although she rose early Me had #one. She
was disappointed, for sht had not given him the
handsome case of pipes%he had bnug%rand she
wanted to thank him. She felt $fie had acted
rather meanly towards him. She owed her life
to him twice.

“Didn’t you see him go? "’ she asked Mrs.
Morgan.

““No, miss,” the- stout housekeeper shook
her head. “ I was up at six and he'd gone
then, but he'd left his chair in the passage—
I've got an idea that’s where he slept, miss,
if he slept at all.”

“ Poor old man,” said the girl gently. “I
haven’t been very kind to him, have,I? And
I do owe him such a lot.”

“Maybe he'll tufn up again,” said Mss.
Morgan hopefully. She had the mother feeling
for the old, which is one of the beauties of ter

ry
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class, and she regretted Lydia’s absence probably
as much because it would entail the disappear-
ance of old Jaggs as for the loss of her mistress.
But old Jiggs did not turn up. Lydia hoped
to see htm at the station, hovering on the
vatskirts of the crowd in his furtive way, but
she-~vas disappointed.

She left by the eleven o’clock train, joining
Mrs. Cole-Mortimer on the station. That lady
had ‘arranged to spend a day in Paris, and the
girl was not sorry, after a somewhat bad
crossing of the Englich Channel, that she had
not to continue her journey through the night.

The South of Francevas to be a revelation to
her. She had no conception of the extraordinary
change ot ciimate and veyetation that could be
experienced in one countcy.

She passed from a cdrizzly, bedraggled Paris
into a land of sunshine and gentle breezes ;
fromti the bare sullen lands of the Champagne,
mto a country where flowers grew by the side
of the railway, and that in February; to a
semi-tropic land, fragrant with flowers, to white
beaches by a blue, lazy sea and a sky over all
unflecked by clouds.

It took her breath away, the beauty of it ;
and the sease and genial warmth of it. The
trees laden with lemons, the wisteria on the
walls, thie white dust on the road, and the glory
of the golden mimosa that scented the air with
its rare and lovely perfume.
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They left the train at Nice and drove along
the Grande Corniche. Mrs. Gole-Mortimer had
a call to make inw Monte Carlo and the girl sat
back in the car and drank in the beahty of this
delicious spot, whilst her hostess iijterviewed
the house agent.

Surely the place must be kept under glass.
It looked so fresh and clean and free irom
stain.

The Casin® disappointed her—it was a place
of plaster and stucco, and did not seem built
for permanent use.

They drove back part of the wa%/’[ they had
come, on to the peningula of Cap Martin and
she had a glimpse of jeafitiful villas between
the pines and queer little roads_ ghat¢“led into
mysterious dells. Presently the car drew up
before a good looking house (even Mrs. Cole-
Mortimer was surprised into an expression of
her satisfaction at the sight of it).

Lydia, who -thought that this was Mrs:
Cole-Mortimer’s own demesne, was delighted.

“You are lucky to have a beautiful home
like this, Mts. Coe-Mortimer,”’ she said, it
must be heavenly Tiving here.”

The habit of wealth had not been so well
acquired that she could realise that she also
could have a beautiful house if she wished—
she thought of that later. Nor did she, expect
to find Jean Briggerland there, and Mr. Brigtes-
land too, sitfing on a big cane chair on the
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veranda overlooking the sea and smoking a
cigar of peace.

Mrs. Cnle-Mortimer had been very care-

ful to ajoid all mention ¢of Jean on the
journey.
;, “Didn’t I tell you they would be here ?
shewsaid in careless amazement. ‘“ Why, of
course} dear Jean left two days befare we did.
It makes such a nice little party. Do you play
bridge ? "’

Lydia did not play bridge, but was willing
to be taugat.

She speat the .remaining hour of “daylight
exploring the groupdswwhich led down to the
road whjch fringed the &ea.

She couni<ook across<at the lights already
beginning to twinkle at Monte Carlo, t¢ the
white yachts lying off Monaco, and farther
along the coast to a little cluster of lights that
stood for Beaulieu.

“It is glorious,” she said, drawing a long
breath.

Mrs. Cole-Mortimer, who had accompanied
her in her stroll, purred the purr of the pleased
patron whose protege: has been thankful for
favours received.

Dinner was a gay meal, for Jean was in her
brightest mood. She had a keen sense of fun
and her .ly little sallies, sometimes aimed at her
ather, sometimes at Lydia’s expense, but more
ofsen directed at people in Sm social world,
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whose names were household words, kept Lydia
in a constant furgle of laughter.

Mrs. Cole-Mortimer alone was narvous and
ill at ease. SHe had learnt unpleisant news
and was not sure whether she showtd tell the
company or keep her secret to herself. il
such dilemma, weak people take the.snost
sensational course, and presently she dropped
her bombshell.

“ Celeste says that the gardener’s little boy
has malignant smallpox,” she altnost wailed.

Jean was telling a funny story to the girl
who sat by her, and did noty pause #or so much
as a second in her ntrra#ive. The effect on
Mr. Briggerland wasj however, wholly satis-
factory to Mrs. Cofe-Mortimerr e pushed
back his chair and Blinked at his ™ hostess.”

“ Smallpox ? 7 he sa#d in horror, ' here—
in Cap Martin ? Good God, did you hear that,
Jean? "’

“Did I hear what?” she asked lazily,
“about the gardener’s little boy ? Oh, yes.
There has been quite an epidemic on the Italian
Riviera, in fact they elofed the frontier last
week.”

" Buft—but here!” spluttered Briggerland.

Lydia could only look at him m open-eyed
amazement. The big man’s terror was pitiably
apparent. The copper skin had turned a gdirty

grey, his lower lip was trembling like a frightened
child’s.
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" Why not here ? "’ said Jean coolly, “ there
is nothing to be scared about. Have you been
vaccinated ,recently ? *’ she turaed to the girl,
and Lydia ph{}[}k her head.

" Not s ce I was a baby—and then I believe
' ‘m operation was not a success.”

“\nyway, the child is isolated in the cottage
and thy are taking him to Nice to-night,” said
Jean. * Poor, little fellow! Even his own
mother has d serted him. Are you going to
the Casino ? '' she psked.

“ I don’t know,"” reolied Lydia. " I'm very
tired but I, should Jlove to go.”

“ Take her, fathq—gnd you go, Margaret.
By the time you retart. the infection will be
removed.

“ Won't you come too ? "' asked Lydia.,

" No, I'll stay at hom¢ to-night. I turned my
ankle to-day and it is rather stiff. Father!"”

This tune her voice was sharp, menacing
almost, thought Lydia, and WMr. Briggerland
made an heroic attempt to recover his self-
possession.

" Cer—certainly, my g®ar—1 shall be
delighted —er—delighted.”

He saw her alone ‘whilst Lydia was changing
in her lovely big dressing-room, overlooking the
sea.

“ Why didn’t you tell me-there was smallpox
in Lap Martin ? " he demanded fretfully.

" Because 1 didn't know till Margaret
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relieved her mind at our expense, said his
daughter coolly. “I had teé say something.
Besides, I'd héard one of the maids say that
somebody’s mother had deserted hitn—I fitted
it in. What a funk you are, father

“1 hate the very thought of diseaﬁe,’;‘];-_,
growled. “ Why aren’t you coming with 5—
there is nothing the matter with your ankle ? ™

“ Because I prefer te stay at hpme.”

He looked at her suspiciously.

“ Jean,” he said in a milder aoice, “ hadn’t
we better let up on the girl foy a bit—until that
lunatic &octor affair has bloyn over ?

She reached out and)topf a gold case from
his waistcoat pocket, extracted a cigarette and
replaced the case befcre she spokez

“ We can't afford to let up’ as you call it,
for a single hour. Do pou realise that any day
her lawyer may persuade hér to make a will
leaving her money tq a—a home for cats, or
something equaily yntouchabfe ? If there was
no Jack Glover we could afford to wait months.
And I'm less troubled about him than I am
about the man Jaggs. #ather, you will be
glad to learn that I am alimost afraid of that
freakish old man."”

" Neither of them are here——" he began.

“ Exactly,” said, Jean, “ neither are here—
Lydia had a telegram from him juut before
dilmm:, asking if he could come to see her next
week.
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and the window was uncurtained. She saw
the bed and its tiny occupant, but nobody else
was In the room. The maid Had said that the
mother had deserted the little sufferer, but this
was not guite true. The doctor had ordered
tae mother into 1solation, and had sent a nurse
froit« the infection hospital to take her place.
That lady, at the moment, was waiting at the
end of the av:nue for the ambulance to arrive.

Jean opened the door and stepped in, pulling
up the saturated handkerchief until it covered
nose and mouth. The place was deserted, and,
without a moment*'s lLiesitation, she Tifted the
child, wrapped a Bwnket about it and crossed
the lawn again. She" eat quietly up the stairs
straight t6 wydia’s roori. There was ennugh
light from the dressing- ocm to see the bed, and
unwrapping the bianktt she pulled back the
covers and laid him gently in the bed. The
chila was unconscious. The hideous marks of
the disease had developed with remarkable
rapidity and he made no sound.

She sat down in a chair, waiting. Her
almost inhuman calm was not ruffled by
so much as a seconld’s apprehension. She
had provided for every contingency and was
ready with a complete explanation, whatever
happencd.

Half 4n hour passed, and then rising, she
wrapped the child in the blanket and carried him
back to the cottage. She heard the purr of the
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motor and footsteps as she flitted back through
the trees.

First she -went to Lydia's wmoom and
straightened the bed, spraying the room with
the faint perfume which she foum on the
dressing table ; then she went back again infu
the garden, stripped off the dust coat cap
and handkerchief, rolling them into a bundle,
which she thrust through the bass of an open
window which she knew ventilated a cellar.
Last of all she stripped her g*ves and sent them
after the bundle.

She Ifserd the voices of the nurse and
attendant a§ they cairied the child to the
ambulance.

“ Poor little kid,” the murmui®a, I hope
he gets better.”

And, strangely enougli, she meant it.

* * * * *

It had been a thrilling evening for Lydia,
and she returned to the house at Cap Martin
very tired, but very happy. She was seeing a
new world, a world the like of which had never
been revealed to her, and though she could
have slept, and her head dil nod in the car, she
roused herself to talk it all over again with the
sympathetic Jean.

Mrs. Cole-Mortimer retired early. A"

gerland had gone up to bed the moment he
retumed an?Lydla would have been glad +s
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have ended her conversation ; since her head
reeled with weariness, but Jean was very
talkative, nntil—

“My dear, if I don’t go to hed I shall sleep
on the tahle,” smiled wLydia, rising and sup-
Aressing a yawn.

'm so sorry,” said the penitent Jean.

She accompanied the girl upstairs, her arm
about her waist, and left her at the door of her
dressing-room.

A maid had, laid, out her nigh. things on a
big settee (a little to Lydia’s surprise) and she
undressed quickly.

She opened the doo of her b droom, her
hand was on a awitch,_}yhen she was consclous
of a faint axd not unpigisant odour. It was a
clean, pungent smell. ‘‘ Disinfectant,” said
her brain mechanicallu. She turned on the
light, wondering -where it came from. And
then as ske crossed the rpom she came in sight
of her bed and .topped, for it was saturated
with water—water that dropped from the
hanging coverlet, and made little pools on the
floor. From the head of the bed to the foot
there was not one.dry place. Whosoever had
done the work was tl.orough. Blankets, sheets,
pillows were soddened, and from the soaked
mass came a fainc acrid aroma which she
rccognispd, even before she saw on the floor
& empcy Dbottle labelled * Peroxide of

Hydrogen.”
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She could only stand and stare. It was too
late to arouse the household, and she re-
membered that there was a very comfortable
settee in the dressing-room with a rug and a
pillow, and she went back.

A few minutes later she was fast aslesp.
Not so Miss Briggerland, who was sitting up
in bed, a cigarette between her lips, a heavy
volume on her knees, reading :

“ Such malignant cases are almost without
exception rapidly fatal, some#fmes so early
that no sign of the characteristic symptoms
appear at s\l.”" she read #nd, droppin® the book
on the floor, ¢xtinguished lier cigarette on an
alabaster tray, and setd herself to sleep.
She was dozing when s“e remembeéTed that she
had forgotten to say her prayers.

“Oh, damn!” said °Jean, getting out re-
luctantly to kneel on the cold floor by the gide
of the bed.
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“Not the slightest idea,” saic Lydia, answering
the unspoken question.

“ I'll sece Mrs. Cole-Mortimer and get her to
change your bed—there’s arother room you
could ve,” suggested Jean.

She went back to her own apartment, bathed
and dressed leisurely.

She found her father in the garden reacing the
Nicoise, unler the shaae of a bush, for the
sun was not warm, but at that hour, blirding.

"“I've chanped’ my plans,” slie said without
preliminary.

He looked up cver s glasses.

“I didn't know you had any he said with
heavy humour.

" I intended going b2 :k to London and taking
you with me,"” she saill unexpectedly.

“ Back to London ¥ "’ he :aid incredulously.
“ I thought you were staying on for a month.”

“ I probably shall new,” she said, pulling up
a basket-chair and sitting by his side. “ Give
me a cigarette.”

“ You're smoking a lot lately,” he said as he
halaried his case to“her.

“1know I am'”

““ Have your nerves gone wrong ¢

She looked at him out of the corner of her eye
and.bvr lips curle-l.

““ I+ wouldn't 'be remavkable if I inherited a
little of your yellow streak.’ she said coolly,
and he growled something under his breath.

¥
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““She slept in the dressing-room, miss. I

don’t suppose the young lady liked making,a
fuss.”

“Who did it ?

“I don’t know who did it. It’s a«iddy kind
of practical joke, and I know none of the maids
would have dared, not the French ones.”

Jean put her feet into her slippers, exchanged
her jacket for a gown, and went sn a tour of
inspection.

Lydia was dressing in het ~pom, and -the
sound of her fresh, young voic¢, as she carolled
out dJf shemg love of tife, came,te the girl before
she turned inp the room

One glance At the bed wus sufficient. It was
still wet, and the emptyperoxide bottle told its
own story.

Jean glanced at it thoughtfully as she crossed
into the dressing-room.

“ Whatever happened last night, Lydia ?

Lydia turned at the voice.

““Oh, the bed you mean,” she made a little
face. “ Heaven knows. It occurred to me
this morning that sonre persen, out of mistaken
kindness, had started to disihfect the room—
it was only this morning that I recalled the
little boy who was ill—and had overcone it.”

“They’ve certainly overdone it,”’ said Jean
grimly. “I wonder what poor Mrs. (ple-

Mortimer will say. You haven’t the slightest
idea——"
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“ Not the slightest idea,’’ said Lydia, answering
the unspoken queastion.

“I'll sce Mrs. Cole-Mortimer and get her to
change your bed—there’s arother room you
could =t e, suggested Jean.

She went back to her own apartment, bathed
and dressed leisurely.

She found her father in the garden reading the
Nicoise, unider the shaae of a bush, for the
sun was not warm, but at that hour blirding.

“I've changed’ my plans,” siie said without
preliminary.

He looked up cver nis glasses.

“ I didn't know you had any he said with
heavy humour.

“ I intended going b? -k to London and taking
you with me,"” she saijl znexpectedly.

““ Back to London ¢ " he caid incredulously.
“ I thought you were staying on for a month.”

“ I probably shall new,” she said, pulling up
a basket-chair and sitting by his side. “ Give
me a cigarette.”

“ You're smoking a lot lately,” he said as he
handed his case to"her.

“I know I am'”

" Have your nerves gone wrong ¢

She looked at him out of the corner of her eye
and.bxr lips curle-l.

“T wouldn't 'be remavkable if T inherited a
little of your yellow streak.” she said coolly,
and he growled something under his breath.



R m—

The Angel of Terror 149

““ No, my nerves are all right, but a cigarette
helps me to think."”

“ A yellow streak, have 17" Mr. Biiggerland
was annoyed. " And I’ ve been out since five
o’clock this mornmg—— " he stopped.

- Dumg—what ¢ " she asked curiously.

“ Never mind,” he said with a lofty gesture.

Thus they sat, busy with their own thoughts,
for a quarter of an hour.

(31 Jean.!i

“Yes,” she said without turnj=fg hes head.

" Don’t you think we’'d better give this up
and get bats to London ? Loid Stoker is pretty
keen on you.

“I'm not pretty kegic on him,” she said
decidedly. ““ He has lYis regimental pay and
£500 a year, two estates mortgaged, no brains
and a title—what is the use of his title to me ?
As much use as a coat of paint! Beside which,
I am essentially demociatic.”

He chuckled, and there was another silence.

“Do you think the lawyer is keen on the
girl ? 7’

“ Jack Glover ? ”

Mr. Briggerland nodded.

“1 imagine he is,” said Jean thoughtfully.
“1 like Jack—he's clever. He has all the
moral qualities which one admires so mwch in
the abstract. I could love Jack myself "

“ Could he lgve » you ? "’ bantered her father.

“ He couldn’t,” she said shortly. * Jack
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would be a happy man if he saw me stand in
Jim Meredith’s place in the O'd Bailey. No,
I have no illusion about Jack's affections.”

“ He’s after Lydia's money 1 suppose,” said
Mr. Briggérland, stroking his bald head.

“Don’t be a fool,” was the calm reply.
““ That kind of man doesn’t worry about a girl’s
money. I wish Lydia was dead,” she added
without malice. - “ It would make things so
easy and smooth.”

Her fatber stwllowed something.

“ You shock me sometimes, Jean.” he said,
a statementt whichvami<ed her.

“ You're such a half-and-half mr an,” she said
with a note of contern,* in her voice. “ You
were quite willing to bevefit by Jim Meredith’s
death ; you killed him 1s cold-bloodedly as you
killed poor little Bulford, and yet you must
whine angd snivel whenever your deeds are put
into plain language. What does it matter if
Lydia dies now or in fifty years time ? " she
asked. ““It would be different if she were
immortal.  You people attach so much
importance to human life—the ancients, and
the Japanese amongst the modern, are the
only people who have the matter in true
perspective. It is no more cruel to kill a
humar-being than it is to cut the throat of a
nig topravide you with bacon. There’s hardly
a dish at your .table which coe;n’t represent
wilful murder, and yet you never think of it,
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but because the man animal can talk and
dresses himself or herself in gqueer animal and
vegetable fabrits, and decorates the body with
bits of metal and pieces of glittering quartz,
you give its life a value which you dery to the
cattle within your gates! Killing is a matter
of expediency. Permissible if you call it war,
terrible if you call it murder. To me it is just
killing. If you are cawght in the act of killing
they kill you, and people say it is right to do
so. The sacrédness of human life i3 a skegan
invented by cowards who fear death—as you do.”

“ Don wwwou, Jean?" he asked im a hushed
voice.

“1 fear lfe withont money” she said
quietly. “1 fear losg days of work for a
callows, leering employer, and strap-hanging in
a crowded tube on my way home to- one
miserable room and the %“cold mutton of
yesterday. I fear getting up and making my
own bed and washing my own handkerchiefs
and blouses, and renovating last year’s hats to
make them look like this year’s. I fear a poor
husband and a procession of children, and
doing the housework with an incompetent
maid, or maybe without any at all. Those are
the things I fear, Mr. Briggerland.”

She dusted the ash from her dress and got
up.
B I haven’t forgotten the life we lived at
Ealing,” she said significantly.
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She looked across the bay fo Monte Carlo
glittering in the morning sunlight, to the green-
capped hend of Cap-d'All, to Pehulieu, a jewel
set in greystone and shook her head.

““It is written’ "’ sheé quoted sombrely and
left him in the midst of the question he was
asking. She strolled back to the house and
joined Lydia who was looking radiantly
beautiful in 7 new dress of silver grey char-
meuse.
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“ HAVE you solved the mystery of the sub-
merged bed ? ' smiled Jean.

Lydia laughed.

“ I'm not probing too deeply ipto thematter,”
she said. “ Poor Mrs. Cole-Mortimer was
terribly upset.”

““ She would be,” said Jean. “ It was her
own eiderdown ! '

This was the first hint Lydia had received
that 1he house was rented furnished.

They drove into Nice that morning, and
Lydia, remembering Jack Glover's gemarks
looked closely at the chauffeur, and was
startled to see a resemblance between him and
the man who had driven the taxicab on the
night she had been carried off from the theatre.
It is true that the tax?®-driver had a moustache
and that this man was clean-shaven,
moreover, had tiny side whiskers, but there
was a resemblance.

"““Have you had your driver long? " she
asked as they were running through Monte
Carlo, along the sga road.

“Mordon? Yes, we have had him six or

155



154 The Angel of Terror

seven years, said Jean carelessly. ‘‘ He
drives us when we are on the continent, you
know. He speaks French perfectly and is an
excellent driver. Father has tvied to persuade
him to cume to England, but he hates London—
he was telling me the nther day that he hadn't
been there for ten years.’

That disposed of the resemblance, thought
Lydia, and yet—she' colld remember his voice,
she thuught and when they alighted on the
Promenacz des Anglaise she spoke to him.
He replied in French, and it is impossible to
detect pouits o1 .eserablance in a voice that
speaks one language and the sam=z voice when
1t speaks another.

The promenade was ciowded with saunterers.
A band was playing by tue jetty and although
the wind was cclder than 1 Lad been at Cap
Mortin the sun was warm enough to necessitate
the opening of a parasol.

It was a race weeck, and-the two girls lunched
at the Negrito. They were in the midst of
their meal when a man came toward them and
Lydia recognised Mr. Marcus Stepney. This
dark, suave man was no favourite of hers,
though why she could not have explained.
His manneis were always perfect and, towards
her .deferential.

As uspal, he was dressed with the precision
of a fashion-plate. Mr. Marcns Stepney was a
man, a considerable portion of whose time was
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taken up every morning by the choice of
cravats and sogks and shirts. Though Lydia
did not know this, his smartness, plus a certain
dexterity with cards, was his stock in trade.
No breath of scandal had touched him, he
moved in a good set and was always at the
right place at the proper season.

When Aix was full he was certain to be found
at the Palace, in the Deauville-week you wo
find him at the Casino punfing mildly at the
baccarat table. And after the rooms were
closad, and even she Sports Club at Monte
Carlo had shut its doogs, there was always a
little game to be had in the hotels and in
Marcus Stepney’s private sitting-reom.

And it cannot be denied that Mr. Stepney
was lucky. He won sufficient at these out-of-
hour games to support him nobly through the
trials and vicissitudes which the pubdic tabies
inflict upon their votaries.

“ Going to the races,” he said, ““ how very
fortunate! Will you come along with me ?
I can give you three good winners.”

“1 have no money to gable,” said Jean,
“I am a poor woman. Lydia, who is mﬁiﬁ'g
in wealth, can afford to take your tipss
Marcus.”

Marcus looked at Lydia with a speculstiwe
eye.

“ If you.haven't any money with you, don’t
worry. 1 have plenty and you can pay me
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afterwards. I could make you a million francs
to-day.”

“Thank you,” said Jean cooily, “ but Mrs.
Meredith does not bet se heavily.”

Her tone was a clear intimation to the man
of wits that he was impinging upon somebody
else’s preserves and he grinned amiably

Nevertheless, it was a profitable afternoon
for Lydia. She came back to Cap Martin
twenty thousand francs richer than she had
been wher she started off.

“ Lydia’s had a lot of luck she tells me,”
said Mr. Briggeriaud.

“Yes. She won about five hun?fed pounds,”’
said his daughter. “° Marcus was laying ground
bait. She did not know what horses he *had
backed until after the rate was run, when he
invariably appeared with a few mulle notes and
Lydia’s pleasure was pathetic. Of course she
didn’t win anything. The twenty thousand
francs was a sprat—he’s ~coming to-night to
see how the whales are blowing ! ”’

Mr. Marcus Stepney arrived punctually, and,
to Mr. Briggerland’s disgust, was dressed for
diziner, a fact which necessitated the older
man’s hurried retreat and reappearance in
~onventional evening wear.

Mazcus Stepney’s behaviour at dinner was
faultless. He devoted himeelf in the main to
Mrs. Cole-Mortimer and Jean, wko apparently
never looked at him and yet observed his every
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movement, knew that he was merely waiting
his opportunity.

It came when the dinner was over and the
party adjourned to the big stoep facing the sea.
The night was chilly and Mr. Stegney found
wraps and furs for the ladies, and so manceuvred
the arrangement of the chairs that Lydia and
he were detached from the remainder of the
party, not by any great distance, but sufficiens,
as the experienced Marcus knew, to remove a
murmured cenversation from the shazpest
eavesdropper.

Jean, who was carrying on a three-cornered
conversation with her father and Mrs. Cole
Mortimer, did not stir, until she saw, by the
light of a shaded lamp in the roof, the dark
head of Mr. Marcus Stepney droop more con-
fidently towards his companion. Then she rose
and strolled across.

Marcus did not cur®e her because he did mot
express his inmost thoughts ajoud.

He gave her his chair and pulled another
forward.

“Does Miss Briggerland know ? ” asked
Lydia.

“ No,” said Mr. Stepney pleasantly.

“May I tell her? ”

“ Of course.”

“ Mr. Stepney has been telling me abowt- a
wonderful racing coup to bs made ®-morrow.
Isn’t it rather thrilling, Jean ? He says it wili
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be quite possible for me to make five million
francs without any risk at all.”

“ Except the risk of a millicn, I suppose,”
smiled Jean. “° Well, are you going to do it ? ”

Lydia shook her head.

“1 haven't a million francs in France, for
one thing,” she said, “ and I wouldn’t risk it
if I had.”

And Jean smiled agair at the discomfiture
winch Mr. Marcus Stepney strove manfully
to hide.

Later she took his arm and led him into the
garden.

“ Marcus,”’ she said when they were out of
range of the house, “ I think yonr are several
kinds of a fool.”

“Why ? "’ asked the other, who was not in
the best humour.

“ It was so crude,” she said scornfully, *‘ so
cmeap afid confidence-trickish. A miserable
million francs—twenty theusand pounds.
Apart from the fact that your name would be
mud in London if it were known that you had
robbed a girl—"

“ There’s no quastion of robbery,” he said
hotly, ““ I tell you Valdau is a certainty for the
Prix.”

“ It would not be a certainty if her money
weee on,” said Jean dryly ““ It would finish
an artistiz second and you would be full of
apologies, and poor Lydia would’' be a million
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francs to the bad. No, Marcus, that is
cheap.” ,

“ I'm nearly broke,” he said shortly.

He made no disguise of ‘his profession, nor
of his nefarious plan.

Between the two- there was a queer kind of
camaraderie. Though he may not have been
privy to the more tremendofis of her crimes,
yet he seemed to accept her as one of those whe
lived on the frontiers of illegality.

“1 was thinking about you, as you sat there
telling her the story,” said Jean thoughtfully.
““ Marcus, why don't you mayry her ? "

He stopped in his staide and looked down at.
the girl.

“ Marry her, Jean; are you: mad? She
wouldn’t marry me.”

“ Why not ? "’ she asked. ‘ Of course she'd

marry you, you silly fool, if you went the right
way about it.”

He was silent.

" She is worth six hundred thousand pounds,
and I happen to know that she has nearly two
hundred thousand pounds in cash on deposit
at the bank,” said Jean

" Why do you want me to marry her ? ” le
asked significantly. “‘Is there a rake-off for you?”’

“A big rake-off,” she said. ‘““ The twe
hundred thousand on deposit should be cesily

get-at-able, Marcus, and she’d even give you
more——',
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“Why ? " he asked.

“To agree to a separation,” she said coolly.
“1 know you. No woman gould live very
long with you and preserve her reason.”

He churkled.

" And I'm to hand it all over to you ? "

“ Oh no,” she corrected. “ I'm not greedy.
It 1s my experience that the greedy people get
‘nto bad trouble. The man or woman who
“wants it all * usually gets the dressing-case
’i:ll;i'”a]l‘ was kept in. No, I'd like to take a

He sat down on a garden seat and she
followed his example.

““What is there to be ? "’ hecasked. ‘‘ An
agreement between you and me? Something
signed and sealed and delivered, eh ?

Her sad eyes caught his and held them.

“ I trust you, Marcus,” she said softly. ' If
I help you in this—and1I will if you will do all
that I tell you to do—I will ¢rust you to give
me my share.”

Mr. Marcus Stepney fingered his collar a little
importantly.

““I've never let a pal down in my life,”” he
said with a cough. “ I'm as straight as they
make 'em, to people who play the game with
me."’

“* And you are wise, so far as I am concerned,”
said the gentle Jean. “ For if you double-
crossed me, I should hand the police the name
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and address of-your other wife who is stild
living."”’

His jaw drowped.

“ Wha—what ? "’ he stammered.

“Let us join the ladies,” mocked J®an, as
she rose and put her arm in his.

It pleased her immensely to feel this big man
trembling.
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IT seemed to Lydia that she had been abroad
for years, though in reality she had been three
days in Cap Martin, when Mr. Marcus Stepney
betamne « regular caller.

Even the most objectionable people improve
on acquaintance, and give the lie to first im-
pressions.

Mr. Stepney never bored her: He had an
inexhaustible store of anecdotes and reminis-
cences, none of which was in the slightest
degree offensive. He was something of a
sportsmon, too, and he called by arrangement
the next morning, after his introduction to
the Cap Martin *household, and conducting her
to a sheltered cove, containing two bathing
huts, he introduced her to the exhilarating
Mediterranean.

Sea bathing is not ‘permitted in Monte Carlo
until May, and the water was much colder
than Lydie had expected. They swam out to
a floating platform when Mr. Briggerland and
Jean put in an appeararce. Jean had come
straight from the house in her bathing-gown,
over which she wore a light wiap. Lydia

162
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watched her with amazement, for the girl was
an expert swimmer. She €ould diyve from
almost any helght and could remain under
water an alarmmg time.

“1 never thought you had so much energy
and strength in your little body,” said Lydia,
as Jean, with a shriek of #hjoyment, drew
herself on.the raft and wiped the water from
her eyes.

“There's a man up there looking at us
through glasses,” said Briggerland Suddenly.
“1 saw the flash of the sun ory them.”

He pointed to the rising groind beyond the
seashore, but they could see nothing.

Presently there was a glitter of light amongst
the green, and Lydia pointed.

“ I thought that sort of thing was never done
except in comic newspapers,” she said, but
Jean did not smile. Her eyes were focusec
on the point where the unseen observer lay or
sat, and she shaded her eyes.

“ Some wvisitor from Monte Carle, I expect.
People at Cap Martin are much too respectable
to do anything so vulgat.”

Mr. Briggerland, at a glance from his daughter,
slipped into the water, and with strong heavy
strokes, made his way to the shore.

“ Father is going to investigate,” said Jean,
““and the water really is the warmest place,”
and with that she fell sideways into the blue
sea like a seal, dived down into its depths, and
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presently Lydia saw her walking along the white
floor of the ocean, her little hands keeping up an
almost imperceptible motion. Presently she
shot up again, shook her head and looked
round, orly to dive again.

In the meantime, though Lydia, who was
fascinated by ti'e manceuvre of the girl, did
not notice the fact, Mr. Briggerland had reached
the shore, pulled 6n a pair of rubber shoes,
and with his mackintosh buttoned over his
bathing dress; had begun to climb through
the underbrush towards the spot where the
glasses had glistened. When Lydia looked up
he had disappeared.

““ Where is your father ? "’ she asked the girl.

“He went into the bushes.” Mr. Stepney
volunteered the information. ‘I suppose he's
looking for the Paul Pry.”

Mr. Scepney had been unusually glum and
silent, for he was piqued by the tactless appear-
ance of the Brigierlands.

“ Come into the water, Marcus,”” said Jean
peremptorily, as she put her foot against the
edge of the raft, and pushed herself backward,
“1 want to see Mrs. Meredith dive.”

“Me?"” said Lydia in surprise. “ Good
heavens, no! After watching you I don't
intend making an exhibition of myself.”

““I want to show you the proper way to
dive,” said Jean. ‘Stand up on the edge
of the raft.”
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Lydia obeyed:

*“ Straight up,” said Jean. “ Now put both
your arms out wide. Now——"

There was a sharp srack from the shore ;
something whistled past erlﬂ. s head, struck
an upright post, splmtermg the edge, and with
a whine went ricochetting int) the sea.

Lydia’s face went white.

" %at—-what was that 7"’ she gasped. She
had hardly spoken beforg there was another
shot. This time the bullet must have godne
very high, and immediately a#terwards came a
yell of pain from the shore.

Jean did not wait. She struck out for the
beach, swimming furiously. It was not the
shot, but the cry which had alarmed her, and
without waiting to put on coat or sandals, she
ran up the little road where her father had gone,
following the path through the undergrowth
Presently she eame to a grassy plot, in the centre
of which two tall pines grew side by side, and
lying against one of the trees was the huddled
figure of Briggerland. She turned him over.
He was breathing heavily and was unconscious.
An ugly wound gaped at the back of his head
and his mackintosh and bathing dress were
smothered with blood.

She looked round quickly for his assailant,
but there was nobody in sight, and nothing to
indicate the pressnce of a third person but two
shining brass cartridges which lay on the grass,
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LypiaA MEREDITH only remembered swooning
twice in her life, and both these occasions had
happened within a few weeks.

she never felt quite so unprepared to carry
on as she did v'hen, with an effort she threw
herself into the water at Marcus Stepfiey’s
side and swam slowly toward the shore.

She dare not let her mind dwvell upon the
narrowness of her escape. Whoever had fired
that shot had done so deliberately, and with
the. intention of killing her. She had felt the
wind of the bullet in her face.

“ What do you suppose it was?’ asked
Marcus Stepney as he assisted her up the
beach. “ Do you think it was soldiers prac-
tising 7 '

She shook her head

“Oh,” said Mr. Stepney thoughtfully, and
then : “ If you don't mind, I'll run up and see
what has hgppened.”

He wrapped himself in the dressing gown he
had brought with him, and followed Jean's
trail, coming up with her as Mr Briggerland
opened his eyes and stared round.

166
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“ Help me to.hold him, Marcus,” said Jean.

““ Wait a moment,” said Mr. Stepney, feeling
in his pocket and producing a silk hanfikerchief,
“ bandage himn« with that.”

She shook her head.

“ He’s lost all the blood ;he’s going to lose,”
she said quietly, “and I don’f think there's a
fracture. I felt the skull vefy carefully with
my finger:”

Mr. Steprey shivered.

‘““Hullo,” said Briggefand drowsily, “ Gee,
he gave me a whack!"”

“Who did it ? "’ asked the girl.

Mr. Briggerland shoek his head and winced
with the pair of it.

“I don’t know,” he moaned. “ Help me up.
Stepmey.”

With the man’s assistance he rose unsteadily
to his feet.

“ What haEpened? asked Stepney.

“Don’t ask him any questions now,” said
the girl sharply. ‘" Help him back to the
house.”

A doctor was summoned and stitched the
wound. He gave an epcou.aging report, and
was not too inquisitive as to how the injury
had occurred. Foreign visitors get extra-
ordinary things in the regions of Monte Carlo,
and medical men lose nothing by their, discre-
tion.

It was not until that afternoon, propped up
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with pillows in a chair, the centre of a sym-
pathetic audience. that Mr. Briggerland told
his story.

“1 had a feeling that somethinz was wrong,”
he saxl, “and I went up to investigate. 1
heard a shot fired, almost within a few yards
of me, and dasking "‘through the bushes, I saw
the fellow taking aim for the second time, and
seized him. You remember the second shot
went high.”

“What sort of a man was he?’ asked
Stepney.

“ He was an Itai'an, I shou.d think,” answered
Mr. Briggerland. “ At-any rate, he caught me
an aw.zl whack with the back of his rifle, and
I knew no more until Jean found me.”

“ Do you think he was firing at me ? "’ asked
Lydia in horror.

“I am certain of it,” said Briggerland.
" I realised it the momtnt I saw the fellow.”

“How am I tp thank you ? " said the girl
impulsively. “ Really, it was wonderful of
you to tackle an armed man with your bare
hands.”

Mr. Briggerland closed his eyes and sighed.

“ It was nothing, he said modestly.

Before dipner he and his daughter were
left alone for the first time since the accident.

“What happened ? " she asked.

“It wae going to be a little surprise for
you ’’ he said. " A little scheme of my own,
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my dear; yourTe always calling me a funk,
and I wanted to prove !

“ What happened ? ' she asked tersely.

“Well, I went out yesterday morning and
fixed it all. I bought the rifle, an qld Inglish
rifle, at Amiens from a peasant. I thought it
might come in handy, especiily as the man
threw in a packet of ammunition Yesterday
morning, lying awake before daybreak, I
thought it out. I went up to the hill—the
land belnngs to an empty hu £ by the way—
and I located the spot, put che rifle where I
could find it easily, and fixid. a pair of glass
goggles on to one of the bushes, where the sux
would catch it. The whole scheme was not
withput its merit as a piece of strategy, my
dear, '’ he said complacently.

“ And then——-? "’ she said.

“1 thought we'd go bathing yestegday, but
we didn’t, but to-day—it was a long time
before anybody spotted the glasses, but once.
I had the excuse for going ashore and investi-
gating, the rest was easy.”

She nodded.

“So that was why you asked me to keep
her on the raft, and make her stand up ? ”

He nodded.

“ Well—— ? " she demanded.

“1 went up to éhe spot, got the rifle and
took aim. I've always been a pretty good
shot——"
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“You didn't advertise it to-day,” she said
sardonically.  “ Then I suppose somebody
hit you on the head ? ”’

He nodded and made a griraace, but any
movesnent of his injured cranium was ex-
cessively painful.

“ Who was ite? "’ she asked.

He shrugeed his shoulders.

“ Don't ask fnol questions,” he said petulantly.
“1 know nothing. I didn’t even feel the blow.
I jast. remember takrig aim, and then every-
thing went dark.”

“ And how would you have explained it all,
supposing you had succeeded ?

“ It was easy,” he said. ! should have
said that I went in search of the man we had
seen, I heard a shot and rushed forward and
found nothing but the rifle.”

She wegs silent, pinching her lips absently.

“ And you took the risk of some peasant or
visitor seeing you—took the risk of bringing
the police to the spot and turning what might
have easily beén a case of accidental death
into an obviou, case of wilful murder. I think
you called ycurself ac strategist,” she asked
politely.

1 did my best,” he growled.

“Well, don’t do it again, father,” she said.

“ Your foolhardiness appals me, and heaven
knows, I xever expected that I should be in a
position to call you foolhardy.”
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And with this she left him to bask in the
hero-worship which the apprpaching Jrs. Cole-
Mortimer wn$ lavish upon him.

The ““ accicent” kept them at home that
night, and Lydia was not sorry. & seitee is
not a very cmnfﬂrtable sleepmi place and she
was ready for a real bed that night. Mr.
Stepney fnund her yawning sunreptitiously,
and went home early in disgust.

The night was warmer than the mornidg had
been. The F#n wind was blowing ard Jhe
found her room with its radiator a little oppres-
sive. She opened the long French windows,
and stepped out on to the balcony. The last
quarter of thy moon was high in.the sky, and
though the light was faint, it gave shadows to
trees*and an eerie illumination to-the lawn.

She leant her arms on the rail and looked
across the sea to the lights of Monte Carle
glistening in the purple night. Her eyes
wandered idly to the.grounds and she started.
She could have sworn she had seen a figure
moving in the shadow of the tlee, nor was she
mistaken.

Presently it left the tree belfl. and stepped
cautiously across the lawn, haluing now and
again to look around. She thaqught at first
that it was Mareus Stepney who had returned,
but something abeut the walk of the man
seemed familiar. Presently he stopped directly
under the balcony and looked up and she uttered
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an exclamation, as the faint light revealed the
iron-grey hair and the grisly eyebrows of the
intruder.

“ All right, miss,” he said in 4 lwoarse whisper,
“it'sdnly old Jaggs.”

““\What are you doing ? '’ e answered in the
same tone.

“ Just lookin’ round,” he said, “ just lookin’
round,”” and limped again into the darkness.
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So old Jaggs wap in Monte Carlo  Whatever
was he doing, and how- was he getting on with
these people who spoke mothing but French,
she wondered . She had somthing ¢o think
about before she went to sleep

She opened her eyes singularly awake as the
dawn was coming up over the grey sed. She
looked at herrwatch ; it was a quartes to six.
Why she had wakened so thoroughly she could
not tell, but remembered with -a little shiver
another occasion she had wakened, this time
before the dawn, to face death ir a most
terrifying shave.

She got up out of bed, put on a heavy coat.
and opened the wire doors that led to the
balcony. The morning was colder than she
imagined, and she was glad to petreat to the
neighbourhood of the warm radia‘tor.

The ftesh clean hours-of the é:wn, when the
mind is clear, and there is neitley sound nor
movement to distract the thoughts, are favour-
able to sane thinking.

Lydia reviewed the past few weeks4n her life,
and realised, for the first time, the miracle
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which had happened. It was like a legend of
old—the lave had been lifted from the king’s
anteroom—the striggling artis was now a
rich woman. She twiddled tlhe gold ring on
her hand absent-mindedly—and she was
married . . . and a widow  She had an un-
comfortable feeling that, in 35ite of her riches,
she had not yet found her nidhe. She was an
odd auantity, as yet. THe Cole-Mortimers and
the B:iggerlands dic not belong to her ideal
world; and she could find no place where she
fitted.

She tried, in this state of mind so favourable
te the consideration of such a problem, to
analyse Jack Glover's antagonismi toward Jean
Briggerland and her father.

It seemed unnatural that a healthy young
man should maintain so bitter a feud with a
girl whos: beauty was a'most of a transcendant
quality and all because she had rejected him.

Jack Glover was a public sthool boy, a man
with a keen seise of honour. She could not
imagine him b:ing guilty of a mean action.
And such men didinot pursue vendettas without
good reason. If they were rejected by a
woman, they ,xccepted their congé with a good
grace, and i* {vas almost unthinkable that Jack
should have no other reason for his hatred.
Yet she could not bring her.elf even to consider
the possibidity that the reasor was the one he
had advanced She came again to the dead
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end of conjecture. Bhe could believe in Jack’s
judgment up to a paint—beyand that she could
not go.

She had her bath, dressed, and was in the
garden when the aastern horizon wsas golden
with the light of jlle rising sun Nobody was
about, the most ehkrgetic of the servants had
not yet risen, apd she strolled tarough the
avenue to the mpin road. As she stood there
looking up and down a mam ¢ame out frgim the
trees that fringed the rosd and began walking
rapidly in the direction of Monte Carlo.

“ Mr. Jaggs!'" she called.

He took no notice, but seemed to increase
his limping pase, and after a moment’s hesita-
tion, she went flying down the road after him.
He turned at the sound of her footsteps and in
his furtive way drew into the shadow of a bush.
He looked more than usually grimy on his
hands were am odd pair of gloves and a soft
slouch hat that had seen better days, covered
his head.

““ Good-morning, miss,” he wl.eezed.

“ Why were you running away, Mr, Jaggs ?
she asked, a little out of breath.

“ Not runnin’ away, miss,”” he said, glancing
at her sharply from under his heavy white
eyebrows. *° Just havin’ a look rofnd ! ”’

“Do you spend all your mights looking
round ? "’ she smjled at him.

0 YES, miss.”
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At that moment a cycist gendarme came
into viey]. He slowed down as he approached
the two and dismounted.

“ Good morning, madame,” h: said politely,
and dhen ‘ooking at the mén, “ is this man in
your employ ? 1 have se«r him coming out
of your house every mornins ’ "

" Oh'. y3s,” said Lydia hastily, “ he’s
e

%h& was at a losc to descr.be nim, but old
Jaggs saved hes the typuble.

“I'm madame’s cotrier,”” he said, and to
Lydia’s amazement he poke in perfect French,
““ 1 am ai30 the watchman of the house.”

“Yes, vyes,”' said Lydia, cfter she had

recovered from her surprise. ‘° M'sieur is the
watchman, also.”
“ Bien, madame,’’ said the gendarme. “ For-

give my. k.:ing, but we have so many strangers
here.”

They watched the gendarme out of sight.
Then old Jaggs chuckled.

“ Pretty good French, miss, wasn’t it 7 ’’ he
said, and withoyt another word, turned and
limped in the trail of the police.

She looked after him in bewilderment. So
he spent eveyy night in the grounds, or some-
where about the house ? The knowledge gave
her a queer sense of comfort and safety.

When she went back to the villa she found
the servants were up. Jean did not put in an



The Adgel of Terror G

appearance until brpakfast, and Lydia had an
opportunity of talking to the French house-
keeper whom Mrs. Cole-Mortimer had engaged
when she took the villa. From her she learnt
a bit of news, whxh she passed on to Jean
almost as soon as stp put In an appearance.

“The gardener’silittle boy i3 going to get
well, Jean.”

Jean nodded.

“1 know,” she said. "1 §elephoned to the
hospital yesterddy.”

It was so unlike her wonception of tlie girl,
that Lydia stared.

“ The mother is in isozation,” Lydia went on,
“and Madamsg Souviet says that the poor
woman has no money and no friends.
I thought of going down to the hespital to-day
to see if I could do anything for her.”

“ You'd better not, my dear,” swyamged Mrs.
Cole-Mortimer nervously *“ Let us be thankful
we’'ve got the little brat out of tha neighbourhood
without our catching the diseasa. One doesn’t
want to seek trouble. Keep away from the
hospital.”

“ Rubbish ! ”* said Jeam briskly. “ If Lydia
wants te go, there is ne reason why she
shouldn’'t. The isolation people are never
allowed to come into contact with visitors, so
there is really no danger.”

" I agree with Mrs. Cole-Mortimer,” grumbled
Briggerland. “ It is very loolish to ask for

M
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trouble. t You take my aqgvice, my dear, and
keep aw;.y."”

“1 had a talk vith a gendarme this morn-
ing,  said Lydia tc change the svbject. “* When
he <.opped and got off hiy bicycle I thought
he was going to speak apout the shooting.
I suppose i1t was reported ta the police ? "

" Er—yes,’”” said Mr. Briggcerland, not looking
up from his plate, *“ of ccurs 2. Have yon been
into vonte Carlo 3 "

Lydia shook her hegd.

" No, I couldn’t sleyp, and I was taking a
walk along the road whyn he passed.” She said
nothingy .about Mr. jaggs. “ The police at
Monace are very sociable.”

Mr. Briggeiland sniffed.

“ Very,” he said.

" Have they any theories ? " she asked. In
her inngi~:jee che was persisting in a subject
which was whelly distasteful te Mr. Brigger-
land. ' About the shooting § mean ? ”

“ Yes, they (have theories, but my dear,
I should advise you not to discuss the matter
with the police. The fact is,”" invented Mr.
Briggerland, ‘I .to!d them that you were
unaware of the fact that you had been shot at,
and 1if you discussed it with the police, you
would make me look rather foolish.”

When Lyaia and Mrs. Cole-Mortimer had
gone, Jeen seized an opporturity which the
absence of the maid offered.
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“1 hope you are beginning to see how per-
fectly insane youp schemg was,” Jhe said.
“You have to support youl act with a whole
series of bunglfng I'es. Possibly Marcus, like a
fool, has mentionec it in Monte Carfo, and we
shall have the derectives out here asking why
you have not repcr/ed the matter.”

“ If T were as claver as you—"" he growled.

" You're not,” s4id Jean, rolling her serviette.
" You're the most un-clever man [ know.”
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Lypia went up to her bedicom to put away
her clothes and found tHe ma:d making the bed.

“ Oh, madame, saic the g.rl, I forgot to
speak*‘to you about atu atter—. hope madame
wi'l not be angrv.”

“ I'm hardly likely te be angry on a morning
like this, said Lydia.

“ Tt is because of this matter,” said the girl.
She groped in her pocket and brought out a
small shining object, and Lydia took it from
her hand.

““This hiltter ” was a tiny silver cross, so
small that a fivefranc piece woulc have covered
it easily. It vrus brightly polished and ap-
parently had seen service.

“ When we took ycur bed, after the atrocious
and mysterious heppening,” said the maid
rapidly, * this wa< found in the sheets. It was
not thought that it could possibly be madame’s,
because it vras so poor, until this morning when
it was suggested that it might be a souvenir
that madame values.”

“ You found it in the sheets ? " asked Lydia
In surprise.

120
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“ Yes, madame.” *

“It doesn’t belong to me,” saifl Lydia.
‘“ Perhaps it balangs to Madame Cole-Mortimer.
I will show it ‘o hew”

Mrs. Cole-Morthiner was a devout Catlwolic
and it might easi y be some cherished keep-
sake of hers.

The girl carries the cross to tlie window ;
an “ X" had rein sctawléd by some sharp-
pointed instrunient a4 the junction of the
bars. There was no other murk to identily
the trinket.

She put the cross ir her bag, and when sire
saw Mrs. Cole-Mortimer again she forzut to ask
her about it.

The car drove her into Nice alome. Jean did
not feel inclined to make the journey and Lydia
rather enjoyed thc solitude.

The isolation hospital was at cgagtop of the
hill and she found some difficulty in obtaining
admission at this hour The arrival of the
chief medical officer, however, saved her from
making the journey in wvain. The report he
gave about the child was very satisfactory ; the
mother was in the isolatson Wward.

“ Can she be seen ? ”

“ Yes, madame,”’ said the urbane Frenchman
in charge. “° You understand, yoa will not be
able to get near her ? It will be rather like
interviewing a prisoner, for she will be behind
one set of bars and you behind another.”
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Lydia vas taken to a rcom which was, she
imagined very much like a room in which
prisoners interviewcd their listressed relations.
[here were not exactly birs, put two large
mewsa nets of steel separated .l.e visitor from the
patient under observation After a time a
nun broceht in the gardemer’s wife, a tall,
gaunt wom ‘n, whn was a n tive of Marseilles,
and spoke the coafusing pytpis of that city
with great rapidit;y. I was some time before
Lydia.could accustom her ear to the queer
dialect.

Her boy was getting well, she said, but she
herselt wo2s in terrible trouble. She had no
money for the extra food she required. Her
husband who was away in Paris when the child
had been taken, had not troubled to write to
her. It was terrible being in a place amongst
other fevas:nn s, and she was certain that her
days were numbered. . . .

Lydia pushed a five-hundred {ranc note
through the grating to the nun, to settle her
material needs.

“ And, oh, madgme,” wailed the gardener’s
wife; ““ my poor litfie boy has lost the gift of
the Reverend Mother .of San Surplice! His
own cross which has been blessed by his holiness
the Pope! It is because I left his cross in his
little shirt that he is getting better, but now it
is lost and 7 am sure these thieying doctors have
taken it.”
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“A cross? " said Lydia. ““ What sort of a
cross ?

“ It was a silyer cross, nradame ; the value
in money was nothing—it was priceless. Little
Xavier i

“ Xavier ? ' repeated Lydia, remembering
the ““ X ”’ on the tronket that hall beer found in
her bed. ‘ Wait -a momen&, madame.” She

opened her bag fd tQp k out the tiny silver
symbol and at the sighy oYif the woman burst
into a volley of joyful jfxanks

“ It is the same, the “ime, madame ! * It has
a small ‘X’ wltich the Reverend Motper
scratched with her own blessed scissore

Lydia pushed the cross through: the net and
the nun handed it to the woman.

“It is the same, it is the same ! " she cried.
““ Oh, thank you, madame! Now my heart is
glad. . . .’

Lydia came out of the hospital and walked
through the gardens by the doctor’s side. But
she was not listening to what he was saying—
her mind was fully occupied with the mystery
of the silver cross.

It was little Xavier’s it had been tucked
inside his bed when he lay, as his mother
thought, dying . . . and it had been found in
her bed! Then little Xavier had been in her
bed ! Her foot was on the step of the car when
it came to hes—the meaning of thaié drenched
couch and the empty bottle of peroxide. Xavier
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had been put there. and swmebody who knew
that the jed was infected h .d so soaked it with
water that she coutd not sledp in.it. But who ?
Old Jaggs'!

3he got into the car slowlv, and went back
to Cap Martin along the Grande Corniche.

Who 1lied put the child there? He could
not have walked fronm: the ;ottage; that was
impossible.

She was half-way hoine when she noticed a
parcel.lying on the floor of thev:ar, and she let
down the front window and spoke to the
codaffeur. It was not Mordon, but a inan
whom she.had hired with the car.

“ It came from the hospital, madame,” he
said. “ The porter asked me if I came from
Villa Casa. It was something sent to the
hospital to be disinfected. Tl.ere was a charge
of seven ==s:a5 for the. service, madame, and
this I paid.”

She nodded.

She picked up the parcel—it was addressed
to ** Mademoiselle Jean Briggerland '’ and bore
tkie label of the haspital

Lydia sat back in «the car with her eyes
closed, tired of turning over this problem, yet
determined to get to the bottom of the
mystery

Jean was oat when she got back and she
carried the parcel to her own room. She was
trying to keep out of her mind the very
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possibility that such: a hideous crime cpuld have
been conceived as |hat which all thejevidence
indicated had hegn Attempted. Very resolutely
she refused to belitve that such a thing could
have happened. ‘lhere must be some explama
tion for the presence of the cross in ker bed.
Possibly it had been found after the et sheets
had been taken t» the serwants' part of the
house.

She rang.the bell, aad the maid who haid
given her the teinket came.

“Tell me,” said Lydia, " where was this
cross found ? ;

“ In your bed, mademoiselle.”

“ But where? Was it before the clothing
was removed from this room or after ?

“It was before, madame,” said the maid.
“ When the shects were turned back we
flfaman'd it lying exactly in the wniddle of the

ed.

Lydia’s heart sank.,

“ Thank you, that will do,” she said. ‘1
have found the owner of the cross and have
restored it.”

Should she tell Jean ? Her first impulse was
to take‘the girl into her cdnfitience, and reveal
the state of her mind. Her second thought
was to seek out-old Jaggs, but where could he
be found ? He evidently lived somewhere in
Monte Carlo, ut his name was haxdly likely
to be in the visitors’ list. She was still un-
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decided vjhen Marcus Stepmey called to take
her to lunch at the Café de Caris.

The whole thing was so mmaringly improb-
able. It belonged to a wor: 1 of unreality, but
«iieh, she tpld herself, she allic. was living in an
unreal world, and ha¢ been so for weeks.
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MR. STEPNEY had becohe more bearable. A
week ago she wovld ha:re shrunk from taking
luncheon with bik, buc row such a prospec.
had no terrors. His vigws of things and people
were more generous than she had expected:
She had anticipateéd his attitude would he..a
little cynical, but to her surprise he oozed
loving-kindnesg. Had she known'Mr, Marcus
Stepney as well as Joan knew him, shé would
have tealised that he adapted his mental attitude
to his audience. He was a man whose stock-
in-trade was a knowledge of hum'ca nasure, and
the ability to please. He would no more have
attempted to shogk or, frighten her, than a first-
class salesman would shock or annoy a possible
customer.

He had goods to sel! and 4t was his businets
to see that they satisfied the buyer. In this
case the goods were represented by sixty-nine
inches of good-looking, well-dressed man, and
it was rather important that he should present
the best face of the article to the purchaser. It
was almost as important that the <ale should
be a quick one. Mr. Stepney Lived from week

187
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to week. What might happen next year seldom
interested him, therefore h;s courting must be
~apid.

He told the story oi his ljfe at, lunch, a story
savle to move a tenler-hearted woman to at
least a s yympathetic iaterest. The story of his
life varie! also with tie audience. In this case,
it was designed for ont whorm he knew had had
a hard struggie, wi ose fathe- had been heavily
.1 debt, and who liad tasted .ome of the bitter-
ness cf defeat. Jean had given him a very
precise story of the girl’s career, and Mr.
niureus Stepney adapted 1t {or his own purpose.

“ ‘Wn , your life has almost run parallel with
mine,’ c2id Lydia.

=4 hcrpe it may continue,” said Mr. Stepney
not without a touch of sadness in his voice. ““I
am a very lonely man—I have no friends except
the acquaint:nces one can pick up at night
clubs, and the places where the smart people
go in the season, and there is an artificiality
about society friends which rather depresses
me.”’

“1 feel that, coo” said the sympathetic
Lydia.

“If I could only settle down!” he said,
shaking his head ‘A little house in the
country, a few horses, a few cCOws, a woman
who understcod me.

A falsew.nove this

“And a few pet chickens to follow you
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about ? ”’ she laiighed. “ No, it doesii’t sound
quite like you, Mr. {/tepne+.”

He lowered his e¢jyes.

“1 am sorry yop ‘think khat,” he said. “ All
the world thinks that I'm a gadabous, an idier,
with no interest in existence, excapt the pleasure
I can extract.”

““ And a jolly good exiitene, too,” said Lydia
briskly. She had detecé:d « noté of sentimrent
creeping into the conversation, gnd had slaii
it with the mogt effective weapon in wOman’s
armoury.

“ And now tell me all about the great Mn~-ish
Pretender who is staying at you# hotel—I
caught a glimpse of him on the promenade—and
there was a lot about him in the paper.”

Mr. Stepney sighed and related all that he
knew of the redoubtable Muley Hafiz on the
way fo tbe rooms. Muley Hafiz was being
lionised in France just then, to‘the annoyance
of the Spanish authorities, whe had put a price
on his head.

Lydia showed much more interest in the
Moorish Pretender than she dia in the pretender
who walked by her side.

He was not in the best of tempers when he
brought her back to the Villa Casa and Jean,
who entertained' him whilst Lydia was chang-
ing, saw that his first advances had not met
with a very eirlceuraging result.

“There will be no wedding bells, Jean,” he said.
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" You take a rebuff very easily,” said the
girl, but he shook hi¢ head.?

“My dear Jean, I Xnow wcmen as well as I
know the back of my hand, and I tell you that
there's nothing doing*with this girl. I'm not a
fool.”

She luﬂked at him t—flrnestly.

“ No, you're nct a fool,” she said at last.

“ Youre hardly likely to imake a mistake about
that sort of thing. I‘m afraid you’ll have to
do sornething more romantic.

" What do you mean ? "’ he asked.

“¥ou'll have to run away with her; and
like the lf:ughts of old carry off the lad}r of
your cheice.

" The knigfits of old didn’t have to go before
a judge and jury and serve seven years at
Dartmoor for their sins,” he said unpleasantly.

She was sit?ing on « low chair ~verlooking
the sea, whittling a twig with a Silver-handled
knife she had taken from herbag—a favourite
occupation of hers in moments of cogitation.

‘““ All the ladies of old didn’t go to the police,”
she said. “ Some of £hem were quite happy
with their powerful lords, especially delicate-
minded ladies who shrank from advertising
their misfortune to the readers of the Sunday
press. I think most women like to be wooed
in the cave-man fashion, Marcus.”

“Is thdat the kind of treataient you'd like,
Jean?”
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There was a new note in is voice. Had she
looked at him she would have seen a strange
light in his eyas.

“I'm merelv advancing a.theory,” she said,
‘““a theory whicn has been supporteq througn-
out the ages.”

“1'd let her go and herymoney, too,” he said.
He was speaking quickly, al}*nnst incoherently.
“ There's only one woanan i1« the world for me,
Jean, and I've to&l you that before. I'd give
my life and sou! for her.”

He bent over, and caught her arm in his
big hand.

“You believe in the cave-man method, do
you ? '’ he breathed. ‘It is the kind-of treat-
ment you'd like, eh, Jean ? "

She did not attempt to release her arm.

“Keep your hand to vyourself, Marcus,
please,”” she said quietly.

“You'd like it, wouldn't yoa, Jean? My
God, I'd sacrifice, my.soul for you, you little
devil | "

“ Be sensible,”” she said. It was not her
words or her firm tone that made him draw
back. Twice and deliberately she drew the
edge of *her little knife across the back of his
hand, and he leapt away with a howl of pain.

" You—you beast,” he stammered, and she
looked at him with her sly smile.

“There mus{ have been cave wumen, too,
Marcus,”’ she said coolly, as she rose. ‘' They
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had their methods—give me ycur handkerchief,
I want to wipe this kpife.”

His face was grey .now. He was looking at
ner like a man bereft - f his senses.

He did not move waen she tuok his handker-
chief fi -m his pocke , wiped the knife, closed
and slipped it into he bag, before she replaced
the handkerchief #idily. And all the time he
stood there with his hapd.streaming with blood,
mncapable of movenient. It-was not until she
had disappeared round the corner of the house
that he pulled out the handkerchief and wrapped
it about his hand.

“ A devil,” he whimpered, almost in tears,
“a devil! "’
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JEAN BRIGGERLAND discoveridd a new arrival
on her return to the house.

Jack Glover had come unexpectedly from
London, so Lyd# told her, and Jack himself
met her with extraordinajy geniality.

“You lucky people to Jbe in this p&radlsel &
he said. It is raining like the .dickefs In
London, and -iserable beyond destription.
And you're looking brown and br:dutlful Miss
Briggerland."

““ The spirit of the warm south has got into
your blood Mr. Glover,”” she said &arcastically.
“ A course at the Riviera would make you
almost human.”

“And what would make you human?"”
asked Jack blandly.

"I hope you people asen't going to quarrel
as soon as you meet,” satd Lydia.

Jean was struck by the change in the girl.
There was a colour in her cheeks, znd a new
and a more joyouds note in her voice, which
was unmistakable ta so keen a student as
Jean Briggerlana.

“I never quarrel with Jack,” she said. She
193 N
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assumed a proprieterial air toward Jack Glover,
which wunaccountablly annoyed Lydia. “ He
imvents the quarrels and carries them out him-
sc f. How long are’ you staying 7

" Lo days,” safl Jack, ““then I'm due
back i town "

“ Have you brouyht your Mr. Jaggs with
you ? ' asked Jesn innocently.

“Isn't he here? " asked Jack in surprise.
“1 sent him along a week »go.”

“ Here ? "’ repeated Jean skewly. *‘ Oh, he's
here, 1s he ? Of course.”” She nodded. Cer-
tain things were clear 1o her now ; the unknown
drencher «f beds, the stranger who had appeared
from newhere and had left her father senseless,
were no longer mysteries.

“ Oh, Jean,” it was Lydia who spoke. “ I'm
awfully remiss, I didn't give you the parcel
I brought brck from the hospital.”

“ From the hospital ? "’ said Jean. “ What
parcel was that ? "

“ Something you had sent to be sterilized.
I'll get it.”

She came bavk in 2 minute or two with the
parcel which she had' found in the car.

“Oh yes,” said Jean carelessly, “ I remem-
ber. It is a rug that I lent to the gardener’s
wife when her little boy was taken 1ll.”

She handed the packet to the maid.

“ Takt it to my coom,” ske' said.

She waited just long enough to find an
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excuse for leaving the party and went upstairs.
The parcel was on her bec. She tore off the
wrapping—inside, starched wWhite and clean
was the dust ccat she had worn the night ssie
had carried Xavier from the cottage to I +dia’s
bed. The rubber cap was therc, discoloured
from the effects of the disinfectant, and the
gloves and the silk handkerchief, neatly washed
and pressed. She looked at them thoughtfully.

She put the arti¢les away in a drawer, went
down the servanis’ stairs and through a heavy
open door into the cellar Light was admitted
by two barred windows, through one of which
she had thrust her bundie that nigh#; and she
could see every corner.of the cellar, which was
empty—as she had expected. [he clothing
she had thrown down had been ‘gathered by
some mysterious agent, who had forwarded
it to the hesnital in her riame.

She came slowly up the stairs, fastened the
open door behind Mer, and wallked out into the
garden to think.

“ Jaggs!" she said aloud. 3nd her wvoice
was as soft as silk. ‘I ¢hink, Mr. Jaggs, you
ought to be in heaven.”
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“ WHO were the haughty individuals inter-
viewing Jean in the saloon:” asked Jack
Glover, as Lydia's car panted and groaned on
the stiff ascent to La Turbie.

Lydia was concerned, and® he had already
noted her seriousness

“ Poor. Jean is raither worried,” she said.
" It zppears that she"had a love affair with a
man three or four years ago, and recently he
has been bombarding her with threatening
letters."”

“ Poor soul,” said Jack dryly. ““ but I should
imagine she ~ould have dealt with that matter
without calling in the police. I suppose they
were detectiver. Has she: had a letter re-
cently ? "

““ She had ore this morning—posted in Monte
Carlo last night.”

“ By the way, feah went into Monte Carlo
last night, didn’t she ? ”' asked Jack.

She looked at him reproachfully.

“We all went into Monte Carlo,” she said
severely. ‘“ Now, please don’t be horrid, Mr.
Glover, you aren’'t suggesting that Jean wrote
this awful letter to herself, are you ? "

196
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““Was it an awful letter ? "’ asked Jack.

‘“ A terrible letter, threitening to kill her.
Do you know that Mr. Briggerland thinks that
the person who gearly killed me was rea'yy
shooting at Jean.”

“You don't say,” said Jack politely. 1
haven't heard about people shooting at you—
but it sounds rather alarming.”

She told him the story, and he offered no
comment.

““Go on with wour thrilling story of Jean's
mortal enemy. Who is he ? "

““She doesn’t kimow hfs name,” said Lydia.
“She met him in Egypt—an elgerly, man
who positively dogged her footsteps wherever
she went, and made himself a mrsance.”

“Doesn’t.know his name, eh " said Jack
with a sniff. “ Well, that's convenient."”

““1 think you're almosz spiteful,” sai¥l Lydia
hotly “ Poor girl, she was so cﬁstressed this
morning ; I have never, seen her so upset.”

“ And are the police going to keep guard
and follow her wherever she goes? And is
that impossible person, Mr. Marcus Stepney,
also in the vendetta ? & saw him wandering
about this morning lik¢ a wounded hero,
with his arm in a sling.”

““He hurt his -hand gathering wild flowers
for me on the——"

But Jack’s outburst of lavghter chesked her,
and she glared at him.
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I think you're Loorish,” she snapped angrily.
“I'm sorry I came out with you.”

“And I'm sory I've beepr such a fool,”
~ologised the penitent Jack, * but the wvision
of the immacuiate Mr. Stepney gathering
wild fowers in a top hat and a morning
suit certainly did appeal to me as being
comical ! ™

““ He doesnt’ wear a top hat or a morning
suit in Monte Carlo,” she said, iurious at his
banter. ‘‘ Let us talk abow somebody else
than ray friends."”

“1 haven't, startell to talk about cyour
friends yetr,” he said. ** And please don't try
to tell your chaufieur to turn round—the
road 1s too narrow, and he'd have the car over
the cliff before you knew where you wtre, if
he were stupid enough to try. I'm sorry,
deeply sorry, Mrs. Meredith, but I think that
Jean was righ't when she said that the soithern
air had got into my blood. I'm a little hysteri-
cal—yes, put it down to that. It runs in the
family,”” he babbled on. “1 have an aunt
who faints at ‘he sight of strawberries, and
an uncle who swoonsg whenever a cat walks
into the room.”

“I hope you dor’t visit him very much,”
she said coldly.

“Two points to you,” said Jack, ““ but I
must wagi Jaggs, in case he is mistaken for
the elderly Lothario. Obviously Jean is pre-
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paring the way for an unpleasant end to poor
old Jaggs.”

“Why do you think these things about
Jean ? " she asked, as they were running ir
La Turbie.

‘““ Because I have a criminal miud,” heweplied
promptly. “ I have the same type of mind
as Jean Briggerland’s, wedded to a wholesome
respect for'the law, and a healthy sense of right
and wrong. Some people couldn’t be happy if
they owned a cerft that had been earned dis-
honestly ; othef people are happy so long as
they have the m®ney- so long as it is real
money. I belong to the former category.
Jean—well, I don’t know what would make
Jean happy.”

“ And what would make you happy—Jean ? ”
she asked.

He did not answer this question uatil they
were sitting on the stoep of the National,
where a light luncheon was awaiting them.

“Jean ? " he said, as though the question
had just been asked. ““ No, I don’t want Jean.
She is wonderful, really, Mrs. Meredith, wonder-
ful! I find myself thinking about her at odd
moments, and the more I think the more I am
amazed. Lucretia Borgia was a child in arms
compared with Jean—poor old Lucretia has
been maligned, anyway. There was a woman
in the sixteenth century rather lik> her, and
another girl in the early days-of New England,



200 The Angel of Terror

who used to denouace witches for the pleasure
of seeing them burn, but I can’t think of an
exact parallel, because Jean gets no pleasure
ot of hurting people any more than you will
get st of cutting that cantalowp. It has just
got to¥e cut, and the fact that you are finally
destroying the life of the melon doesn’t worry
ou.”

e Have cantaloups life.? '’ She paused, knife
in hand, eyeing tlie fruit wij,h a frown. * No,
I don’t think'[ want it. So Jeen is a murderess
at heart ? "

She asked the question ir. solemn moclkery,
but Jack was not smikng.

“ Oh yes—in intention, at any rate. I don't
know whether. she has ever Kkilled anybody,
but she has certainly planned murders.”

Lydia sighed and sat back in her chair
patiently.

“Do you itill suggest that she harbours
designs against my young life ? "

“ I not only suggest it, but I state positively
that there have been four attempts on your
life in the past fortnight,” he said calmly.

“ Let us have this qut,” she said recklessly.
“ Number one ? " ,

““The nearly-a-fatal accident in Berkeley
Street,”” said Jack.

“Will you explain by 'what miracle the car
arrived at the psychnlogical moment ? ' she
ilsked.
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““That’s easy;”’ he said with a smile. " Old
man Briggerland lit his cigar standing on the
steps of the hquse. That light was a brilliant
one, Jaggs tells me. It was the signal for :ae
car to come dn. The next attempt was fnade
with the assistance of a lunatic doctor who was
helped to escape by Briggerland, and brought
to your house by him. Insome way he got hold
of a key—probably }ean manceuvred it. dDid
she ever talk to you about xeys ?

“ No,” said the'girl, ““ she——"" She stopped
suddenly, remembering that Jean had discussed
keys with her.

““ Are you sure she didn't ? "' asked Jack,
watching her. _

“I think she may have dome,”" said the girl
defiantly ; . what was the third attempt ? "

“The third attempt,” said Jack slowly,
“was to infect your bed with a mmalignant
fever.”

“ Jean did it ? " said the girl incredulously.
““Oh no, that would be impossible."

“ The child was in your bed. Jaggs saw
it and threw two buckets of water over the
bed, so that you should not sleep in it.”

She was silent.

" And I suppose the next attempt was the
shooting ? "

He nodded.

“ Now do yow believe.? ”’ he asked.

She shook her head.
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“No, I don’t brlieve,” she said quietly.
“1 think you have worked up a very strong
case against poor Jean, and I am.sure you think
yn-ﬂ. re justified.”

Tou are quite right there,” le said.

He litted a pair of field glasses which he had
put on the table, and surveyed the road from
the sea. * Mrs. Meredith, I waat you to do
something and tell Jear. Briggerland when
you have done it.’

“ Wkat is that ? "’ she asked.

“1 want you to make a will. I don't care
where you leave your tnrﬂperty, so long as it
is not to somebody you love.

She shivered.

“I don’t like making wills. It’s so grue-
some.”’

“It will be more gruesome for you if you
don't,” lie said signiﬁ-:.antly. “ The Brigger-
lands are your heirs at law.”

She looked at him quickly.

““ So that is what you are aiming at? You
think that all these plots are designed to put
me out of the way so that they can enjoy my
money ? "’

He nodded, and she looked at him wonder-
ingly.

“If you weren't a hard-headed lawyer, I
should think you were a«writer of romantic
fiction,” she said. ** Bat if it. will please you
I will make a wul. I haven't the slightest
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idea who I could leave the money to. I've
got rather a lot of money, haven't I ? "

“You have exactly £160,000 in hard cash.
I want to talk te you about that,” said Tzck.
“It is lying at your bankers in y@ur carrent
account. It represents propemty which has
been sold or was in process of being sold when
you inherited the money, and anybody who
can get your signaturg and can satisfy the
bankers that they are bona fide payees, can
draw every cemt you have of ready money.
I might say in passing that we are prepared
for that contingency, and any large cheque
will be referred to me or to my partner.”

He raised his field glasses for & second time
and looked steadily down along the hill road up
whicn they. had come.

““ Are you expecting anybody ? "' she asked.

“I’'m expecting Jean, ' he said grimily.

“ But we left her——"

““The fact that we left her talking to the
police doesn’t mean that she will not be comin
up here, to watch us. Jean goesn’t like me,
you know, and she will be scared to death of
this téte-a-téte.”

The tonversation had been arrested by the
arrival of the soup and now there was a further
interruption whilst the table was being cleared.
When the maiire d’hd¥el had gone the girl asked :

“What am [ to do with the momey? Ra-
invest it ? "’
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“ Exactly,” said Jack, “‘but the most
important thing is to make your will.”

He looked along the deserted wveranda.
They were the only guaests present who had
come early From the veranda «wo curtained
doors led into* the salon of the hotel and it
struck him that one of these had not been ajar
when he looked at it before, and i was the door
opposite to the table whert they were sitting.

He noted this 1dly withovt attaching any
great 1mMiportance to the fact.

" Suppose somebody were to piesent a cheque
to the bank in my name” "’ she asked. *‘° What
would happen ? ™

“ 1f it were‘for a large sum ? The manager
would call us ap and one of us would probably
go round to your bank. It is only a block
from our office. If Rennett or I said it was
all right the cheque wotild be honoured. You
be sure that 1 should make wvery drastic
inquiries as to the origin of the signature.”

And then she saw him stiffen and his eyes
go to the door He waited a second, then
rising noiselessly, crossed the wooden floor of
the veranda quickly and pushed open the
door, to find himself .face to face with the
smiling Jean Briggerland.
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“ HoweveR djd you get here ? "' asked Lydia
in surprise.

““1 went tnto Nice,”” said the girl carelessly.
““The detectives were going thefe and I gave
them a lift.”

“1 see,” said Jack ‘“‘so you came into
Turbie by the back road ? [ wondered why I
hadn’t seen your car.”

“ You expected mie, did yout.! "’ she smiled,
as she sat down at the table and selected a
peach from 1its cotton-wool bed. 1 only
arrived a second ago, in fact-I was op®ning the
door when you almost knocked my head off.
What a wviolent man you are, Jack! I shall
have to put you into my stors.”

Glover had recovered his self-possession by
Now.

" S0 you are adding to your other crimes by
turning novelist, are you?"” he said good-
humouredly. ““ What is the book, Miss
Briggerland ? "

© It 1s going to bg called Suspected,’” she
said coolly " And it will be the Story of a
Hurt Soul.”

)

205
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“Oh, I see, a humorous story,” said Jack,
wilfully dense. ““ I didn’t know you were going
to write a biography.”

“But do tell me about +this, it is ven
thrilling, Tean,” said Lydia, “tand it is th
first I've heard of it.”

Jean was skinning the peach and was smiling
as at an amusing thought.

“I've beer two years making up my mind
to write it,” she said, “and I'm going to
dedicate it to Jack. I sta-ted work on it
three or four days ago. Look xt my wrist!"”
She held out her beautiful hand for the girl’s
inspection.

“ It 1s a végy pretty wrist,” laughed Lydia
“ but why did yan want me to see it ? "

“If you had a professional eye,” said the
girl, resuming her occupation, “ you would
have noticed the swelling, the result of writers
cramp.”’

““ The yarn about your elderly admirer ought
to provide a good chapter,” said Jack, ““ and
isn’t there a phrase “ A Chapter of Accidents’
that ought to goin ?

She did not raise her.eyes.

“Don’t discourage me,” she said a little
sadly. ‘I have to make money somehow.”

How much had she heard? Jack was
wondering all the time, and he groaned in-
vardly when he saw now Hitle effect his
warning had upon the girl he was striving to
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protect. Women are natural actresses, but
Lydia was not acting now. She was genuinely
fond of Jean gnd he could see that she had
accepted his wawrnings as the ravings of a
diseased imagmation. He confirmed this view
when after a morning of sight-s#eeing and the
exploration of the spot where, two thousand
years before the Empéror A;?'me had
erected his lotty ““ trqphy,” they re#irmed to the
villa. There are some onfissions which are
marked and whe#l Lydia allowed him to depart
without pressing him to stay to dimmer he
realtsed that he had lost the trigk.

““When are you going back to London ?”
she asked.

“To-morrow morning,” s#d Jack. “I

don’t think I shall come here again before I
go.”
She did not reply immediately. She was a
little penitent at her lack of hbspitality, but
Jack had annoyed her and the more convincing
he had become, the greater had been the
irritation he had caused. One question he had
to ask but he hesitated.

“ About that will——"" he began but -her
look of -weariness stopped him.

It was a very annoyed young man that drove
back to the Hatel de Paris. He had hardly
gone before Lydia regretted her brusqueness.
She liked Jack Glover more than she wa

prepared to admit, and theagh he had only
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been in Cap Martin for two days she- felt a
little sense Df desolation at his going. Very
resolutely she refused even to consider his
extraordinary views about Jean. And yet——

Jean left her alone and watch.d her strolling
aimlessly about the garden, guessing the little
storm which had developed in her breast.
Lydia wsent to bed early that night, another
significant s’en Jean noted, and was not sorry,
because she wanted to have her fath®r to
herself.

Mr. Briggerland listened moocily whilst Jean
related all that she had learnt, for she had
been in the salon at tne National for a good
%uartm of aishour before Jack had discovered

er

“1I thought he would want her to make a
will,”” she said, “and of course, although she
has rejected the idea now, it will grow on her.
I think we have the best part of a week.”

“1 suppose you have everything cut and
dried as wusual,' growled Mr. Briggerland.
“ What is your plan ? ”

“I have three,” said Jean thoughtfully,
“and two are particuiarly appealing to me
because they do not involve the employment
of any third person.’

" Had you one which brought in somebody
else ? "’ asked Briggerland in surprise. “I
hiought aclever girl like you—-——"

‘Don't waste your sarcasm on me,

re

said
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Jean quietly. ‘““The third person whom I
considered was Marcus Stepney,” and she told
him the gist of her conversation with the
gambler. Mr. Briggerland was not impressed.

‘“ A thief like®Marcus will get out of paying,”
he said, ‘ and if he can stall you long enough
to get the money you may whistle for ygur
share. Besides, a fellow like that iseft really
afraid of a charge of Bigamy."”

Jean, curled up in a big arm-ghair, looked
up under her eyelashes at her father and
laughed.

“ I had no intention of letting ‘Margus marry
Lydia,” she said coolly, but I had to dangle
something in front of his eyes, besause he may
serve me in quite another way

“How did he get those #o slashes on his
hand ? " asked Mr. Briggsrland suddenly.

" Ask him,” she said. " Marcus is getting a
little troublesome. I thought he had learnt
his lesson and had gsealised that I am not built
for matrimony, especially for a hectic attach-
ment to a man who gains his fivelihood by
cheating at cards.”

" Now, now, my dear,” said her father.

‘“ Pleas® don’'t be shoeked,” she mocked
him. “ You know as well as I do hqw Marcus
lives,"

" The boy is very fang of you.”

" The boy is between thirty and thitty-six,”
she said tersely. ‘ And he's not the kind of

0
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boy that I am particularly fond of. He is
useful and may be more useful yet.”

She rose, stretched her arms and yawned.

“I'm going up to my room to work on my
story. You are watching for FIr. Jaggs?”

“Work on what ? "’ he said.

“The story I am writing and which I
think enll create a sensation,” she said
calmly.

““What's this ? "’ asked Briggerland suspi-
ciously. ““ A story? 1 dida’t know you were
writing that kind of stuff.

““ There are lots of important things that you
know nothing about, parent,” she said and left
him a little~xdazed.

For once Jean was not déceiving him. A
writing table had: been put in her roont and a
thick pad of paper «waited her attention. She
got into her kimono and with a little sigh sat
down at the table and began to write. " It was
half-past two when she gathered up the sheets
and read them over with a smile which was
half contempt. She was on the point of get-
ting into bed when she remembered that her
father was keeping watch below. She put on
her slippers anhd went downstairs and tapped
gently at the door of the darkened dining-
room.

Almost immediately 1+ was opened.

“What did you want ¢b tap for? " he
grumbled. “ You gave me a start.”
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“1 preferred tapping to being shot,” she
answered. ‘‘ Have you heard anything or seen
anybody ? "

The French windows of the dining-room were
open, her fathes avas wearing his coat and on
his arm she saw by the reflected starlight from
outside he carried a shot-gun.

‘““ Nothing,” he said. “ The old magrTiasn’t
come to-night.”

She nodded.

“Somehow I didn’t think he would,’ she

said.

“I don't see how I can shoot him without
making a fuss.”

“Don’t be silly,” said Jean lighily. “ Aren’t
the police well aware that an elgerly gentleman
has threatened myv life and wzald it be remark-
able if seeing an ancient rin prowl about this
house you shot him on sight ? ¥

She bit her lips thoughtfully.

“Yes, I think yqu can go to bed,” she said.
“He will not be here to-night. To-morrow
night, yes.”

She went up to her room, said her prayers
and went to bed and was asleep immediately:

Lydia had forgotten about Jean's story until
she saw her writing industriously at a small
table which had been placed on the lawn. It
was February but the wind and the sun were
warm and Lydia thoughi she had nevey seen a
more beautiful picture than the girl presented,
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sitting there in a garden spangled with gay
flowers, heavy with the scent of February
roses, a dainty figure of a girl almost ethereal
in her loveliness.

“ Am [ interrupting you ? "

“Not a bit,” said Jean, putting down her
nen and rubbing her wrist. “ Isn’t it annoy-
Ing. 1 = got to quite an exciting part, and
my wrist i%giving me. hell."”

She used the word so naturally that Lydia
forgot to be shocked.

““Can I do anything for you? "

Jean shook-her head.

“I don’t exactly see what you can do,” she
said, “‘ unled you could—but, no, I would not
ask you to do that!”

“ What is.it ? asked Lydia.

Jean puckered hei brows in thought.

" I suppose you could do it,” she said, “ but
I'd hate to ask you. You see, dear, I've got a
chapter to finish and it really ought to go off
to London to-day. I am very keen on getting
an opinion Nom a literary friend of mine—
but, no, I won’t ask you.”

“ What is it ? "’ smiled Lydia. “ I'm sure
you're not going to ask the impossible.”

“ The thought occurred to me that perhaps
you might write as I dictated. It would only
be two or three pages,” said the girl apologeti-
cally. “ I'm so full of the story at this moment
that it would be'a shame if I allowed the divine
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fire of inspiration—that’s the term, isn't it—to
go out.”

“ Of course I'l! do it,” said Lydia. “ I can't
write shorthand, but that doesn't matter, does
it

“ No, longhand will be quick enough for me.
My thoughts aren’t so fast,” said the girl.

“ What is it all about ? "

“1It is about a girl ” said Jean  who has
stolen a lot of money——"

“ How thrillingd "’ smiled Lydia.

“ And she's got away to America. She 1is
living a very 1ull and joyous life, but the
thought of her sin is Iraunting her and she
decides to disappear and let people think she
has drowned herelf. ‘She is really going into
a convent. [I’'ve got to the msint where she is
saying farewell to her freend. Do you {feel
capable of being harrowed ? ™

“1 never felt fitter for the job In my life
sald Lydia, and sittipg dawn in the chair the girl
had vacated, she took up the pencil which the
other had left.

Jean strolled up and down the lawn in an
agony of mental compositwon and presently she
came back and began slowly to dictate.

Word by word Lydia wrote down the thrilling
story of the girl’s remorse, and presently came
to the moment when the heroine was indtting
a letter to her friemnel.

“Take a fresh page,’

sald Jean, as Lydia
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paused half-way down one sheet. “* I shall want
to write something in there myself when my
hand gets better. Now begin .

“My nEAR FRIEND."”

Lydia wrote down the words and slowly the
gitl drefated.

“I do ot hnow how I can write you this
letter. I wniended to tell you when I saw you
the. other day how wmiserible I was., Your
suspicion hurt me less tlh.an your ignorance
of the ane vital event in my life which has now
made living a burden. My money has brought
no oy to me. I have met a man I love, but
with whom I Vow a union s impossible. We
are determined 1t-die together—farewell——"

“ You said she was going away,” interrupted
Lydia.

“1 know,” Jean nodded. ‘‘ Only she wants
to give the impression——""

“Isee, I see " said Lydia. ‘‘ Go on.”

“ Forgive me for the act I am commitiimg,
which you way think is the act of a coward,
and try to think a$ well of me as you possibly
can. Your friend——"

"1 don't know whether to make her sign her
name of put her initials,”” said Jean, pursing
her lips.
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“What 1s her hame ? ”

““ Laura Martin. Just put the initials L. M."”

““ They're mine also,”” smiled Lydia. ‘“ What
else ?

“I don’t thing I'll do any morg,” ®aid Jean,
“I'm not a good dictator, am I? Though
you're a wonderful amanuensis.”

She collected the papers tidily, put them in a
little portfolio and tuekesd them unier her arm.

““ Let us gamble the afterhoon away ' said
Jean. I want distraction.”

“ But your stony ? Haven't you to send it
off ?*”

“I'm going to wrestle with it in secret, even
if it breaks my wrist,”’ said Jean brightly.

She took the portfolio up to her‘room, locked
the door and sorted over th: pages. The page
which held the farewell lsiter she put carefully
aside. The remainder, including all that part
of the story she had written on the previous
night, she made into a.bundle and when Lydia
had gone off with Marcus Stepney to swim, she
carried the paper to a remote corner of the
grounds and burnt it sheet by sheet. Again she
examined the ‘‘ letter,” folded it and locked it
in a drawer.

Lydia, returning from her swim, was met by
Jean half-way up'the hill.

“ By the way, my dear, I wish you would
give me Jack (over’s Londorr addsess,” she
said as they went into the house. “ Write it
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here. Here is a pencil.” She palled out an
envelope from a stationery rack and Lydia, in
all innocence, wrote as she requested.

The envelope Jean carried upstairs, put into
it the letter signed ** L. M.,”” and sealed it down.
Lydia Meredith was nearer to death at that
soment than she had been on the afternoon
when Mordon the chauffeur brought his big Fiat
on* to the payement of Berkeley Street.
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IT was in the evening of the next day th~.
Lydia received a wire from Jack Glover. It
was addressed from London and aanounced his
amval
“ Doesn’t 1t meke you feel nice, L}rdla said
Jean, when she saw the telegram ‘to have a
man in London looking after your interests—a
sort of guardian angel—and another guardian
angel prowling round your demesne at Cap
Martin ? "
“You mean Jaggs? H-ve you seen him ? ”
““No, I have not seen him,” said the girl
softly. ““ I should rather like to see him. Do
you know where he is staying at Monte Carlo ?

Lydia shook her head.

““1 hope I shall see him before I go,” said
Jean. “He must be a very interesting old
gentleman.”

It was Mr. Briggerlend who first caught a
glimpse of Lydia’s watchman. Mr. Brigger-
land had spent the greater part of the day
sleeping. He was unusually wakeful at one
o’clock in the mprning, and sat on the veranca
in a fur-lined overcoat, his gun lay across his
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knees. He had seen many mysterious shapes
flitting across the lawn, only to discover on
investigation that they were no more than the
shadows which the moving tret- tnpa cast.

At two o'clock he saw a shape emerge from
the tree belt alid move stealthily in the shadow
nf the bushes toward the house. He did not
fire because there was a chance that it might
have been one of the detectives who had
promised to keep an eye upon tht Villa Casa
in view of the murderous threats which Jean
had received.

Noiselessly he rose and steppea in his rubber
shoes to tHe darker end of the stoep. It was
old Jaggs. There was no mistaking him. A
bent man wha limped cautiously across the
lawn and was makmg for the back of the house.
Mr. Briggerland co ed his gun and took
aim. . .

Both 11'15 hcard the shot, and Lydia, spring-
out of bed ran on to the balcnny

“It's all right, Mrs. Meredith,” said
Briggerland’s <oice. “ It was a burglar, I
think."”

“¥You haven't hurt him ? " she cried, re-
membering old Jaggs’s nucturnal habits.

“ If I have, he’s got away,” said Briggerland.

He must have seen me and dropped.”

Jean flew downstairs in her dressing-gown and
joined her father on the lawfi.

“ Did you get him ? "’ she asked in a low voice.
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“1 could have sworn I shot him,” said her
father in the same tone, ““ but the old devil
must have dropped.”

He heard the quick catch of her breath and
turned apprebesasively.

““Now, don't make a fuss about it, Jean, I
couldn’t help 1t.”

“ You couldn’t help it I"”” she almost snarled.
““ You had him under your gun and you let him
go. Do you think he’ll ever cdfne again, you
fool 7 "

““ Now look hese, I'm not going to——""began
Mr. Briggerland, but she snatched the gun from
his hand, looked swiffly at the lock and ran
across the lawn toward the trees.

Somebody was hiding. She sensed that and
all her nerves were alert. Presently she saw a
crouching figure and lifted the gun, but before
she could fire it was wrested from her hand.

She opened her lips to cry out for help, but
a hand closed over her mouth, and swung her
round so that her back was teward her assailant,
and then in a flash his arm came-round her neck,
the flex of the elbow against her throat.

“ Say one of them prayers of yours,” said a
voice 1h her ear, and the arm tightened.

She struggled furiously, but the man held her
as though she were a child.

" You're going to.die,”” whispered the vdice.
““ How do you like the sensation ? ”’

The arm tightened on her neck. She was
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suffocating, dying she thought, and her heart
was filled with a wild, mad longing for life and
a terror undreamt of. She could faintly hear
her father’s voice calling her artd then conscious-
ness departed.

When Jean came to herself she was in Lydia
Meredith’s arms. She opened her eyes and
saw the pathetic face of .her father looming
from the background. Her hand went up to
her throat.

“ Hallo, people—how did I get here ? "’ she
asked as she struggled into a silting position.

“1 came in search of you and found you
lying on tle ground,” uavered Mr. Brigger-
iond.

“ Did you see the man ? * she avked.

“ No. What happened to you, darling 7"

““ Nothing,” she said with that composure
which she could command. “I must have
fainted. It was rather ridiculous of me, wasn’t
it ? *’ she smiled.

She got unsteadily to her feet and again she
felt her throat. Lydia noticed the action.

“Did he hurt you? " she asked anxiously.
““ It couldn’t have been Jaggs.”

““Oh no,” smiled Jean, ““it couldn’t have
been Jaggs. I think I'll go to bed.”

She did nat expect to sleep. For the first
time in her extraordinary life fear had come to
her, and she had shivered ou the very edge of
the abyss. She feit the shudder she could not
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repress and sheok herself impatiently. Then
she extingilished the light and went to the
window and looked out. Somewhere there In
the darkness she knew her enemy was hidden,
and again tha} sense of apprehension swept
over her.

“I'm losing my nerve,’ she murmured.

It was extraordinary to Lydia Meredith that
the girl showed no sign of her night’'s adventure
when she came in to breakfast os the following
morning. She looked bright. Her eyes were
clear and her delicate irony as pointed as
though she hid slept the clock round.

Lydia did not swim that day, and Mr. Stepney
had his journey out to Cap Martin in vain.
Nor was she inclined to go back with him to
Monte Carlo to the Casino in the afternoon, and
Mr. Stepney began to realise that he was wasting
valuable time.

Jean found her scribbling in ¢he garden and
Lydia made no secret of the task she was
undertaking.

““ Making your will ? What a grisly idea ? "
she said as she put down the cup of tea she had
carried out to the girl.

“Isn’t it,” said Lydia with a grimace. ‘It
is the most worrying business, too, Jean.
There is nobody 1 want to leawe money to
except you and Mr. Glover.”

“ For heavewr’s shke don't leave me any or
Jack will think I am conspiring to bring about
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your untimely end,” said Jean. ““ Why make
awill at all 2™

There was no need for her to ask that, but she
was curious to discover what reply the girl would
make, and to her surprise Lydia fenced with the
question.

“ It 1s done in all the best circles,”” she said
good-humouredly. “ And, Jean, I'm not in-
terested in a single public institution-! I don’t
know by title the name ot any hoine for dogs,
and I shouldn’t be at all anxipus to leave my
money to one even if I did.”

“Then you'd better leave it to Jack Glover,”
said the gir¥, ** or to the Tifeboat Institution.”

Lydia threw down her pencil in disgust.

" Fancy making one’s will on a beautiful day
like this, and giving instructions as to where
one should be buried. Brrr ! Jean,” she asked
suddenly, ““ was it Mr. Jaggs you saw in the
wood ? "

Jean shook her head.

“1 saw nobody " she said. ““I went in to
look for the buiglar ; the excitement must have
been too much for me, and I fainted.”

But Lydia was not satisfied.

“1 can't understand Mr. Jaggs myself,”
she said, but Jean interrupted her with a cry

Lydia looked up and saw her eyes shining
anul her lips parting in a smile.

“ Of course,” she said softly *‘° He used to
sleep at your flat, didn't he ? "
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“ Yes, whw ? '" asked the girl in surprise.

““What a*fool I am, what a perfect fool | ”
said Jean, startled out of her accustomed self-
possession.

“I don't quite know where your folly comes
in, but perhaps you will tell me,” but Jean was
laughing softly.

“Go on and make your will,”” she said °
mockingly. “ And when you've finished we'll
go into the 1boms and chase the lacky numbers.
Poor dear Mrs. Cole-Mortimer is feeling’ a little
neglected, too, we ought to do something for
her.”

The day and night passed without any
untoward event. In the evening Jean had
an interview with her French chauffeur, and
afterwards disappeared into her room. Lydia,
tapping at her door to bid her good night
received no answer.

Day was breaking when old Jaggs came out
from the trees in his furtive way and glancing
up and down the road mad? his halting way’
toward Monte Carlo. The only »bjects in sight
was a donkey laden with market produce led by
a bare-legged boy who was going in the same
direction as he.

A little more than a mile along the road he
turned sharply to the right and began climbing
a steep and narrow bridle path which joined che
mountain road, half way up to La Turbie. The
boy with the donkey turned off to the main



—

224 The Angel of Tervor

road and continued the steep climb toward the
Grande Corniche. There were mnany houses
built on the edge of the road .and practically
on the edge of precipices for fhe windows facing
the sea often looked sheer down for two hundred
feet. At first these dwellings appeared in
clusters, then as the road climbed higher, they
occurred at rare intervals.

The boy leading the donkey kept his eye
upon the vallry below, and from time to time
caught a glimpse of the old man who had now
left the bridle path, and was picking his way
up the rough hill-side. He was making for a
dilapidated house whida stood at one of the
hairpin bends of the road and the donkey-boy,
shading his eyes from the glafe of the rising
sun, saw him_disappear into what must have
been the cellar of the house, since the door
through which he went was a good twenty feet
beneath the level of the road. The donkey-
boy continued his climb, tugging at his burdened
peast, and preserfily he came up to the house.
Smoke was rising from one of the chimneys,
and he halted at the door, tied the rope he
held to a rickety gate post, and knocked gently.

A bright-faced peasant woman came to the
open door and shook her head at the sight of
the wares with which the donkey was laden.

We want none of your truck, my boy,”
she said. ‘I have my own garden. You are
not a Monogasque.”
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““No,. signara,” replied the boy, flashing
his teeth witlwa smile. ‘I am from San Remo
but I have came to live in Monte Carlo to sell
vegetables for my uncle, and he told me I
should find a lodging here.”

She looked at him dubiously.

“I have one' room which you could have,
boy,” she said, ““ though I do not like Italians.
You must pay tne a franc a night, and your
donkep can go into fhe shed of my brother-
in-law up the hill

She led the way down a flight of ancient
stairs and showed him a tiny room overlooking
the valley.

“I have one other man who lives here,”
she said. ‘““ An old ene, who sleeps all day
and gees out all night. But he is a very
respectable man,” she added in défence of her
client.

“Where does he sleep?’” asked the boy.

“There!” The woman pointed to a room
on the opposite side of the marrow landing.
" He has just come in, I can hea» him."” She
listened.

“Will madame get me change for this?.”
The boy produced a fifty frane note, and the
woman's eyebrows rose.

“Such wealth!” she said good-maturedly.
“1 did not think that a little boy like you
could have such money.”

She bustled upstairs to her ows room, leaving

P
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the boy alone. He waited until her heavy
footsteps sounded overhead, and then gently
he tried the door of the otherlodger. Mr.
Jaggs had not yét bolted 4he door, and the
spy pushed it open and looked. What he saw
satisfied fiim, for he pulled the door tight again
and as the footfall of old Jaggs came nearer
the door, the donkey-boy flew upstairs with
extraordmnary rapidity

“ I will come later, madame,” hie said; when
he had received the change. “1 must take
my dcenkey into Monte Carla.”

She watched the boy and his beast go down
the road, and went back to the task of preparing
her lodger’s breakfast.

To Monte Carlo the cabbage seller did not
go. Instead, he turned back the way he had
come, and a hundred yards from the gate of
Villa Casa, Mordon, the chauffeur, appeared,
and took the rope from his hand.

“Did you find what you wanted, made-
moiselle ? " he gsked.

Jean nodded. She got into the house through
the servants’ entrance and up to her room
without observation. She pulled off the blatk
wig and appliec herself to removing the stains
from her face. It hud been a good morning’s
work.

“ You must keep Mrs. Meredith fully occupied
to-day.” She waylaid hgr father on the stairs
to give him these instructions.
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For her it was.a busy morning. First she
went to the Eiotel de Paris, and on the pretext
of writing a tetter in the lounge, secured two
or three sheets o the hottl paper and an
envelope. Next she hired a typewriter and
carried it with her back to the house. She
was working for an hour before she had the
letter finished. The signature took her some
time. She had to ransack Lydia’s writing
case before she found a letter from Tack Glover—
Lydia’s signature was easy in comparisof.

This, and a chEalue drawn from the back of
Lydia Meredith’s cheque-book, completed her
equipment.

That afternoon Mordon, the chauffeur, motored
into Nice, and Ky nime o’clock that night an
aeroplane deposited him in Paris. He was in
London the following morning, a bearer of an
urgent letter to Mr. Rennett, the lawyer,
which, however, he did not preseat in person.

Mordon knew a French girl in London, and
she it was who carried the Jatter to Charles
Rennett—a letter that made hird scratch his
head many times before he tdok a sheet of
paper, and addressing the manager of Lydia’s
bank, wrote :

“This cheque is in order, Please honour.”
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“ DESPERATE diseases,” said Jean Briggerland,
“ call for desperate remedies.”

Mr. Briggerland lvoked up from his book.

“ What was tkat tale you were telling Lydia
this morning,” he asked ‘‘about Glover's
%an_}l?ling? He was only Here a day, wasn't

E‘ . ¥

“He was here long enough to lose a lot of
money "’ said Jean. “ Of course he didn't
gamble, so he did not lose. It was just a
little seed-sowing on my part—one never knows
how useful the right word may be in the right

season.”’
“Did you tell Lydia that he was losing

heavily 7 he asked quickly.

“Am I a fool ? Of course not! I merely
said that youth would be served, and if you
have the gambling instinct in you, why, it
didn’t matter what pesition you held in society
or what your respomsibilities were, you must
indulge your passion.”

Mr. Brnggerland stroked his chin. There
were times when Jean's schemes got very
far beyond him, and ne hated the mental
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exercise of cijtching up. The only thing he
knew was th.-ft every post from London bore
urgent demands #®r mochey, and that the
future held possibilities which he did not care
to contemplate. He was in the untortunate
position of having numerous pensioners to
support, men and women who had served him
in various ways and whose approval, but what
was more important, whose loyalty, depended
largely upon the regularity of fheir payments.

“ I shall gamble pr do something desperate,”
he said with a frown. * Unless you can bring
off a coup that will produce twenty thousand
pounds of ready money we are going to get
into all kinds of trouble, Jean.”

“Do you think I don’t know that ? "’ she
asked contemptuously. ““ It is bec¢ause of this
urgent need of money that I have taken a step
which 1 hate.”

He listened in amazement whilst she told
him what she had done to reli@ve her pressing
needs.

“ We are getting deeper and deeper into
Mordon’s hands,” he said, shaking his head.
““ That is.what scares me at times.”

“You needn't worry about Mordon,” she
smiled. Her smile was a little hard. ““ Mordon
and I are going to be married.”

She was examining the toe of her shoe
attentively as she spoke, and Mr. Briggerland
leapt to his feet.
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“What ! "’ he squeaked. “ Marry a chauf-
feur ? A fellow I picked out of the gutter?
You're mad! The fellow 4 a ruscal who has
earned the guillotine time and time again.”

“ Who hatn’t ? ” she askea, looking up.

“It is incredible ! It's madness!” he said.
“1 had no idea——"" he stopped for want of
breath.

Mordon was becémirig trouklesome. She
had known tnat better than her father.

“It was after the ‘accident’ that didn't
happen that he began to get a little tiresome,”
she said. “ You say we are getting deeper
and deeper into his hands ? Well, he hinted
as much, and I did not like it. When he
began to get a little loving 1 accepted that
way out as "an easy alternative to a very un-
pleasant exposure. Whether he would have
betrayed us [ don’t know ; probably he would.”

Mr. Briggerland’s face was dark.

“ When 1s this interesting event to take
place ? ”

“ My marriage ? In two months, I think.
When is Easter ? That class of person always
wants to be married at Easter. I asked him
to keep our secret anel not to mention it to you,
and I shonld not have spoken now if you had
rot referred to the obligation we were under.”

“In two months?’  Mr. Briggerland
nodded. “ Let me know when you want this
to end, Jean,” he said.
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’
“ Tt "will gnd - almost immediately. Please ’

do not trouljle,” said Jean, “ and there is ong

other thing,ifather. If you see Mr. Jaggs in

the garden to-night, I beg of fyou do not attempt

to shoot him. _%;Ie is a very useful ;nan.”

A

Her father shnk back in his chair. 7

“ You're beyond me,” he said, helplessly.
Mordon occupied two rooms above the garage, °
which, was conveniently sifhated for Jear's
pose. HE arrived late the neg night, and a
light in his windew, which was visible ff'om the
girl’s room, told her all she wanted to know.

5

F

Mt. Mordom was a good-looking man by _/,'-

‘certain standards. Hijp hair was dark and
glossily brushed. His normal pallor of coun- -
tenance gave Lim the interesting appearancé
whiclt men.of his kind did not greatly dislike,
and he had a figure which was admiged In a
dozen servants’ halls, and -a manner which
passed amongst housemaids for ““ gentlemanly,”
and amongst geptlemen as *“ superior.” He
heard the foot of the girl of the stairs, an®
opened the door. ’
, “ You have brought it ? " she said, without
a preliminary word. ° & ,
She had thrown a dark cloak over her evening
dress, and the man’s eyes feasted on ‘her.
““ Yes, 1 have brought it—Jean,” he sajd: ¢

She put her finger to her lips. 2 .
“ Be careful, Fraugois,” she cautioned in a
low wvoice. Figd a

-
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Although the man spoke English as well as
he spoke French, it was in the laiter language
that the conversation was carped on. He
went to a grip which lay on the bed, opened it
and took out five thick packages of thousand-
franc notes.

“ There are a thousand in each, mademoiselle.
Five million francs. I changed part of the
money in Paris, and part in London.”

“The woman—there is no danger from
her ? "

“Oh no, mademoiselle,” he smiled com-
placently. * She is not likely ¢o betray me,
and she does not know my name or where I
am living. She is a girl I met at a dance at
the Swiss Waiters' Club,’” he esplained. ‘‘ She
is not a good character. I think .the French
police wish to find her, but she is very clever.”

““What did you tell her ? ”’ asked Jean.

“That I was working a coup with Vaud
and Montheron. These are two notorious men
in Paris whom she knew. I gave her five
thousand francs for her work.”

“ There was no trouble ? ”

““ None whatever, mademoiselle. 1 watched
her, and saw she carried the letter to the bank.
As soon as the money was changed I left Croydon
by air for Paris, and came on from Paris to
Marseilles by aeroplane.”

“You did well, Franagois,” she said, and
patted his hand.*
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He would have seized hers, but she drew
back.

“You have promisech, Frangois,” she said
with dignity, ““ and a French gentleman keeps
his word.”

Francois bowed.

He was not a French gentleman, but he was
anxious that this girl should think he wgs,
and to that end had %old her stories of his
birth which-had apparently impsessed her.

“ Now will yoa do something more for me ? ”

“I will do ailything in the world,” Jean,”
he cried passionately, and again a restraining
hand fell on his shoulder.

““Then sit down and write; your French
is so much betier than mine.”

““ What shall I write ? "’ he asked. She had
never called upon him for proof of his scholar-
ship, and he was childishly eager to reveal to
the woman he loved attainments of which he
had no knowledge.

“ Write, * Dear Mademoiselfe ° He obeyed.

“*I have returned from London, and have
confessed to Madame Meredith that I have

forged her name and have drawn £100,000 from
her bank——""

“ Why do I write this, Jean ? "’ he askedsin
surprise.

“ 1 will tell you dgne day—go on, Frangois,”
she continued her dictation.
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“‘*And now I have learnt that Madame
Meredith loves me. Thereis only one end to
this—that which you see—— """

“ Do you intend passing suspicion to some-
body else ? "' be asked, evidently fogged, ** but
why should 1 say——? "

She stopped his mouth with her hand.

“ How wonder{ful you are, Jean,” he said,
admiringly, as he Blotted the paper and handed
it to her. “©o tkat if this matter is traced
to you——" She looked into his eyes and
smiled.

“ There will be trouble for somebody,” she
said, softly, as she put tl e paper in her pocket.

Suddenly, before she could realise what was
happening he had her in his arms, his lips
pressed against hers.

" Jear, Jean!” he muttered. “ You ador-
able woman ! "’

Gently she pressed him back and she vas still
smiling, though h :r eyes were like granite.

" Gently, Frangois,” she said, " you must
have patience !’

She slipped through the door and closed 1§
behind her, and even in her then state of mind
she did not slam it, nor did she hurry down the
stairs, but went {mt, taking her time, and was
back in the house without her absence having
been moticed. Her face, reflected in her long
mirror, was serene in its répose, but within her
a devil was alive, hungry for destruction. No

ey
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man had roused the love of Jean Briggerland,
but at least one had succeeded in bringing to
life a constming hate which, for the time being,
absorbed her.

From the mroment she drew her wet hand-
kerchief across her red lips and flung the dainty
thing as though it were contaminated through

the open window, Francois Mordon was a dgad
man.
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A ETTER from Jatk Glover arrived the next
morning. He had had an easy journey, was
glad to have had ‘he opportunity of seeing
Lydia, and hoped she would think over the will.
Lydia was not thinking of wills, but of an excwse
to get back to London. Of a sudden the loveli-
ness of Monte Carlo had palled upon her, and
shs had almost forgotten the circumstances
which had made the change of scene and clirrate
so welcome.

“ Go back to London, my dear ? ** said Mrs.
Cole-Mortimer, shc-::ked “What a—a rash
notion! Why i ‘s freezing in town and foggy
a2 . . . and I rea'ly can fglet you go back ! "

Mrs. Cole-Mortimer was agitated at the very
thought. Her own good time on the Riviera
depended upon Lydia staying. Jean had made
that point very clear. She, herself, she ex-
plained to her discomfoited hostess was ready
to go back at once, and the prolongation of Mrs.
Cole- "‘o“.[nrtlmer s stay depended upon Lydia's
plans. A startling switch of cause and effect,
for Mrs. Cule-Mortimer had understood that
Jean’s will controlled the plans of the party.

236
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Lydia might have insisted, had she- really’ »
known the reason for her sudden longing for-
the grimy metropolis. But she could not even
convince herself»that thg charms of Monte
Carlo were ‘contingent upon the presence there
of a man who aad aroused her furieus indigna-
tion and with whom she had spent most of the -
time quarrelling. She mentioned her unrest tqQ
Jean, and, Jean as usual seemged o understang.

“ The Riviera is.ratiaer hke Turkish Delight
—very sweet, but unsatisfysg,” she said.

“ Gtay another Week and then if you feel that
way we'll all go fome together.” ) .

* This me#ns breaking up your hgliday,” said ™=
Lydia in self-reproach?

“Not a bit”’ depied the girl, *“ perhaps,I”
shall feel as yoirdo in a week's time.”

A® week:!” Jean thought that much might
happen in a week. In truth events egan to

move quickly from that night, but in a way she

had not anticipated. -
Mr. Briggerland, who ha?ﬁen reading the °*
newspaper through the convérsajion, looked up.
“ They are making a great fuss of this Moor
in Nice,” he said, ““ byt if I remember rightly, »
Nice invariably has some weirg lion to adore.” ™
“ Muley Hafiz,” said Lydia. *’ Yes, I saw
him the day I went to lunch with Mr. Stepney,
a fine-looking man.” ’ . 5
“I'm not greaﬂy interested in nativss,”’ said -
Jean carelessly. “* What is he, a negro ? ”

.
- w L]
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“OL, no, he’s fairer than—" Lydia was
about to say " your father,” but thought it
discreet to find another comparison. ‘“ He's
fairer than most of the people in the south of
France,” she said, " but then all very highly-
bred Moorseare aren’t they ?

Jean shook her head.
“ Ethnology means nothing to me,"” she said
humorously. " I've got my idea of Moors

from Shakespeare, and I thought they were
mostly black. What is he then? I haven't
read the papers.”

"“ He is the Pretender to the Moorish throne,”
said Lydia,,‘ and there has been a iot of trouble
in the French Senate about him. France
supporte his claims, and the Spaniards have
offered a reward for his body, dead or alive and
that has brought about a strained relationship
between Gpain and France.”

]ean regarded her with an amused smile.

‘ Fancy taki=¢ an interest in international
pelitics. I suppowe that 15 due to your working
on a newspaper Lydia.”

Jean discovered that she was to take a greater
interest in Muley Hafiz than she could have
thought was possible. She had to ﬁu into
Monte Carla to do some shopping. entone
was nearer, but she preferred the drive into the
prificipality.

The Rooms had no great call for her, and
whilst Mqydon went to a' garage to have a
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faulty cylinder examined, she strolled on to the
terrace of the Casino, down the broad steps
towards the sea. The bathing huts were closed
at this season, but the l'ttle road down to the
beach is secluded and had been a favourite walk
of hers in earlisr visits.

Near the huts she passed a group of dark-
looking men in long white jellabs, and wondered
which of these avas the famous Muley. One she
noticed with a partieularly hegro type of face,
wore on his flowing robe the scarlet ribbon
of the Legion ot Honour. Somehow or other
he did not seem interesting enough to be
Muley, she tnought as she went on to a strip
of beach.

A man was standing on the sea shore, a tall,
commanding mdn, gazing out it seemed across
the sunlit ocean as though he were in search of
something. He could not_ have heard her
footfall because she was walking on the sand,
and yet he must have realised *<r presence, for
he turned, and she almost 5tfipped at the sight
of his face. He might have beem a European ;
his complexion was fair, though his eyebrows
and eyes were jet black, as also was the tiny
beard and moustache he wgre. Beneath the
conventional jellab he wore a .dark green
jacket, and she had a glimpse of glittering
decorations before he pulled over his cloak so
that they were hidden. But it was Wis eyes
which held her. Tliey were large ard as black
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as night, and they were set in a face of such
strength and dignity that Jean knew instinc-
tively that she was looking upon the Moorish
Pretender.

They stood for a second staring at one
another, axd then the Moor steppad aside.

““ Pardon,” he said in French, “ I am afraid
I startled you.”

Jean was breafthing a little quicker. She
could not remember 111 her life ary man who
had created so smmediate and favourable an im-
pression. She forgot her contempt for native
people, forgot his race, his religion (and religion
was a big, thing to Jean), forgét everything
except that behind those eyes she recognised
something which was kin to her.

““You are English, of course, he said in that
language.

“ Scottish,” smiled Jean.

It is almost the same, isn’t it 7 " Kle spoke
without any trs-== of an accent, without an error
of grammar, andichis voice was the voice of a
college man.

He had left the way open for her to pass on,
but she lingered.

You are Muley Hafiz, aren’t you? " she
asked, and he turned his head. *““ I've read a
creat deal about you,” she added, though in
truch she had read nothing.

He laughed, showing two rows of perfect
white teeth. It was only by contrast with their
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whiteness that she noticed the golden brown of
his complexion.

“1 am of international interest,”” he said
lightly and glanced round toward his attend-
ants.

She thought Ite was going anc would have
moved on, but he stopped her.

“You are the first English speaking })ersnn
I have talked t% since I've bean in Frande,”” he
said, “ except the American Ambassador.” He
smiled as at a pleasant recollection.

“You talk almost like an Englishman
yourself.”

“1 was at Oxford,” he said. " ““ My brother
was at Harvard. My fafher, the brother of the
late Sultan, was a very progressive man and
believed in the Western education for his
children. Won't you sit down 2’ he asked,
pointing to the sand.

She hesitated a second, and then sank to the
ground, and crossing his legs he ¢ by her side.

““1 was in France fot four y-ars,”” he carrie?
on, evidently anxious to hold he2 in conversa-
tion, ““so I speak both languages fairly well.
Do you speak Arabic ? ’ He asked the question
solemnly, but his eyes were bright with laughter.

“Not very well,” she answered. gravely.
“Are you staying very long?” It was a
conventional question and she was unprepared
for the reply.

“T leave to-night, he said,.“ though very

Q
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few people know it. You have surprised a
State secret,”” he smiled again.

And then he began to talk of Morocco and
its history, and with extiaordinary ease he
traced the story of the families which had ruled
that troublea State.

He touched lightly on his own share in the
rebellion which had almost brought about a
Kuropean war.

““ My uncle seized the throne, you know,” he
said, taking tn @ handful of sand and tossing
it up in the air. “ He defeated my father
and killed him, and then we caught his two
sons."’

““What happened tw them ? " asked Jean
curiously.

“Oh, we killed them,” K¢ said carelessly.
“I had them hanged in front of my tent.
You're*shocked ? "

She shook her head.

““ Do you b+=¥*eve in killing your enemies ? *
She nodded.

“Why not ? It is the only logical thing to
do.”

““My brother joined forces with the preseut
Sultan, and if T ever catch him I shall hang him
too,” he smiled.

““ And if he catches you ? "’ she asked.

“ Why, he’'ll hang me,” he laughed. “ That
is the sule of the game.”

““ How. strange ! ”" she stid, half to herself.
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“Do you think so? I suppose from the
European standpoint "

“No, no,” she stopped him. “I wasn't
thinking of that. You are’logical and you do
the logical thing That is how I would treat my
enemies.”’

“ If you had any,”’ he suggested.

She nodded.

“If I had any,” she yrepgated with a hard
little smile. ““ Will you tell me this—do I call
you Mr. Muley or Lord Muley ?

“You may call me Wazeer, if you're so hard
up for a title,” he said, and the little idiom
soundea queer from him.

“ Well, Wazeer, will you tell me: Suppose
somebody who h3d sémething that you wanted
very badly, and they wouldn’'t give it to you,
and you had the power to destroy thewm, what
would you do ? ™

“1 should certainly destroy them,” said
Muley Hafiz. ‘‘ Itis unnecessavy toask. ‘The
common rule, the simple plan " he quoted.

Her eyes were fixed on his face, and she was
frowning, though this she did not know.

“1T am glad I met you this afternoon,” ske
said. ‘“It must be wonderful living in that
atmosphere, the atmosphere of might and
power, where men and women arenst governed
by the finicking rules which vitiate the Western
world.”

He laughed.
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“Then you are tired of your Western
civilisation,” he said as he rose and helped her
to her feet (his hands were long and delicate,
and she grew breathless at the touch of them).
“ You must come along to my little city in the
hills where the law is the sword ¢f Muley Hafiz.”

She looked at him for a moment.

“I almost wish I could,” she said and held
out her hand.

He took it in the Européan fashien and‘bowed
over it. She stemed so tiny a thing by the side
of him, her head did not reach his shoulder.

““ Good-bye,” she said hurriedly and turning,
walked back the way she had come, and he stood
watching her until she was out of sight.
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“ JEAN

She looked round to meet the scowling gaze
of Marcus Stepney. )

“I must say you're the limit,” he said
violently. ‘ These are lots of tiings I imagine
you'd do, but to stand there in broad daylight
talkmg to a nigger——"

“If i stand in broad daylight ana talk to a
card-sharper, Marcus, I think I'm just low
enough to do almost anything "

“A damned Moorish nigger,” he spluttered,
and her eyes narrowed:

“Walk up the road with me, and if you
possitdy can, keep your voice down to the level
which gentlemen usually empl,y when talking
to women,”’ she said.

She was in better condition than he, and
he was a little out of breath by the time they
reached the Café de Pafis, which was crowde?
at that hour with the afternoon tea people.

He found a quiet corner, and by this time
his anger, and a little of his coarage, had
evaporated.

“I've only your interest at heart, Jean,”
he said almost pleadingly, “but you don’t

245
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want people in our set to kiow you've been
hobnobbing with this infernal Moor.”

“When you say ‘our set,” to which set
are you referring ? ' she asked ynpleasantly.
“ Because 1f it i1s the set I believe you mean,
they can’t think too badly of me for my liking.
It would be a degradation to me to be admired
by yomnr set, Marcus.”

“ Oh, come now " he began feebly.

“I thought I had made it clear to you and
I hoped you wtould carry the marks to your
dying day "—there was malicz in her voice, and
he winced—"' that I donot allow you to dommate
my life or co censor my actions. The ‘ nigger’
you referred to was more of a gentleman than
you can ever be, Marcus, becgnse he has breed,
which the Lord didn’t give to you.”

The waiter brought the tea at that moment,
and the conversation passed to unimportant
topics till he had gone.

“I'm rather rattled,” he apologised. “1
lost six thousand louis last night.”

““Then you have six thousand reasons why
you should keep on good terms with me,” said
Jean smiling cheerfully,

‘ That cave man stuft ? ”’ he asked and shook
his head. * She’d raise Cain.”

Jean was laughing inside herself, but she did
not show her merriment.

“You can but try,” shesaid. ‘“I've already
told you Low it can be done.”
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“ I'll'try to-morrow,” he said after a thought.
““ By heavens, I'll try to-morrow ! ”

It was on the tip of her tongue tosay * Not
to-morrow,” but she checkgd herself.

Mordon came round with the car to pick her
up soon after. Mordon! Her little chin jerked
up with a gesture of annoyance, which she
seldom permitted herself. And yet she felt
unusually cheered. Her meeting with tht Moor
was a milestone in her life from which memory
she could draw both encowtagement and
comfort.

“You met Muley?"” said Lydia. * How
thrilling ! What is he like, Jean? Was he a
blackamoor ?

“No, he wasn’t a4 blackamogr,” sdid the
girl quietly. “ He was an unusually intelligent
man.”’

“H’'m,” grunted her father. “ How did you
come to meet him, my dear ?

“1 picked him up an the beach,” said Jean
coolly, “as any flapper woald pick up any
nut.”

Mz. Briggerland choked.

‘“ I hate to hear you talking like that, Jea=.
Who introduced him ? "

“1I told you,” she siid complacently. ‘I
introduced myself. 1 talked to him on the
beach and he talked to me, and we sat down
and played with the sand and discussed one
another’s lives.”
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“ But how enterprising of you, Jean,” said

the admiring Lydia.

Mr. Briggerland was going to say something,
but thought better nf it.

There was a concert at the theatre that
night and the whole party went They had a
box, and the interval had come before Lydia
saw somebody ushered into a box on the other
side of {he house with such evidehice of deference
that she would have known who hé was even if
she had not seew the scarlet fez and the white
robe.

“It is your Muley "’ she whispered.

Jean looked round.

Muley Hafiz was looking across at her ; his
eyes imrnediately sought thte git)'s, and he bowed
slightly.

“ What the devil is he bowing at ? " grumbled
Mr. Briggerland. * You didn't take any notice
of him, did ycu, Jean ? ™

“I bowed to him,” said his daughter, not
troubling to lool round. ‘““Don’t be silly,
father ; anyway, if he weren’t nice, it would be
quite the right thing to do. I'm the mus%
distinguished woman i the house because
know Muley Hafiz, and he has bowed to me !
Don’t you rea.lise the social value of a lion’s
recognition &’

Lydia could not see him distinctly. She
had an impression of a white face, two large
black spad¢.:s where his eyes were and a black
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beard. He sat all the time in the shadow of
a curtain.

Jean looked round to see if Marcus Stepney
was present, hopiag that hg had witnessed the
exchange of courtesies, but Marcus at that
moment was watching little bundles of twelve
thousand franc notes raked across to the
croupier's end of the table—which is the
business end ot Monte Carlo

Jean was the last to leave the car when it
set them down at the Vila Casa. Mordon
called her respectfully.

“Excuse me, mademoiselle,)”” he said, ‘1
wish you would come to the garage and see the
new tyres that have arrived, I don’t like them."

It was a code which she had agreed hé should
use when he wanfed her.

“Very good, Mordon, I will’ come to the
garage later,” she said carelessly.

“ What does Mordon want yorv for ¢ asked
her father, with a frown.

“You heard him. He ddesn’t approve of
some new tyres that have been bought for the
car,” she said coolly. “ And don't ask me
questions. I've got a headache and I'm dving
for a cup of chocolate.”

“If that fellow gives you any trodble he'll
be sorry,” said Briggerland. “° And let me ieH
you this, Jean, that marriage idea of yours——"

She only looked at him, but he knew the
look and wilted.
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“1 don't want to interfere with your private
affairs,”” he mumbled, *“ but the very thought
of it gets me crazy.”

The garage was a brick building erected by
the side of the carriage drive, built much nearer
the house ‘than is usually the case.

Jean waited a reasonable time before she
slipped away. Mordon was waiting for her
before the open dbors of the garage. The place
was 1n darkness ; she did 1ot see him standing
in the entrance yntil she was within a few paces
of the man.

“Come up to my room,” he said briskly:

“ What do you want ? "’ she asked.

“1 want to speak to you and this is not the
place.”

““ This is the only place where I am prepared
to speak to you at the moment, Francois,”
she said reproachfully. ““ Don’t you realise
that my father is within hearing, and at any
moment Madame Meredith may come out ?
How would I exolain my presence in your
room ? "’

He did not answer for the moment, then :

“ Jean, I am worried,” he said, in a troubled
voicé. ‘I cannoi understand your plans—
they are too clever for ‘me, and I have known
men and women of greal attainment. The
great Bersac——"

““ The great Bersac is dead,” she said coldly.
“He was¢a man of such great attainments
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that hé came to the knife. Besides, it 1s not
necessary that you should understand my
plans, Francgois.”

She knew quite well what was troubling him,
but she waited.

“1 cannot understand the letter which I
wrote for you,” said Mordon. *‘ The letter in
which I say Madame Meredith loved me. I
have thought this matter out, Jean, and it
seems to me that I am compromised.”

She laughed softly.

““ Poor Frangois "’ she said meckingly. “ With
whom could you be compromised but with your
future wife? If I desire you to write that
letter, what else matters ? "

Again he was silent.

“1 cannot speak here,” he said almost
roughly. “ You must come to my room.”

She hesitated. There was something in his
voice she did not like.

“Very well,” she said, and followed him up
the steep stairs.
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“ Now explain.”” His words were a command,
his tone peremptory

Jean, who knew men, and read them without
error, realised that this was not a moment to
temporise.

“I will explain to you, Frangois, but I do
not like the way you speak,” she said. It
is not you I wish to compromise, but Madame
Meredith.”

“In this letter I wrote for you I said I was
going away. 1 confessed to “you that I had
forged a cheque for five million francs. That is
a very serious document, mademoiselle, to be
in the possession of anybody but myself.”
He looked at her straight in the eyes and she
met his gaze unfli¢chingly.

“ The thing will be made very clear to you to-
morrow, Frangois,” she said softly, ““ and really
there is no reason to worry. I wish to end this
unhappy state of affairs.

“With"me ? " he asked quickly.

““ No, with Madame Meredith.”” she answered.
“I, too am tired of waiting for marriage and
I intend asking my father’s permission for the
wedding to take place next week. Indeed,

252
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Francois, she lowered her eyes modestly, 1
have already written to the British Consul at
Nice, asking him to arrange for the ceremony to
be performed.”

The sallow face of the chauffeur flushed a
dull red.

“Do you mean that?” he said eagerly.
““ Jean, you are not.deceiving me ? "’

She shook her head.

““ No, Francois,” she said in that low plaintive
voice of hers, “ 1 could not drceive you in a
matter so important to myself.

He stood watching her his breast heaving,
his burning eyes devouring her, then :

“ You will give me back that letter I wrote,
Jean ? ' he said.

“1 will give it to you to-morrow.”

“To-night,” he said, and took both her
hands in his. ‘I am sure I am night. It is
too dangerous a letter to be in exstence, Jean,
dangerous for you and for me—you will let
me have it to-night ? "

She hesitated.

“ It is in my room,” she said, an unnecessary
statement, and, in <he circumstances,. a
dangerous one, for his eyes dfopped to the bag
that hung at her wrist.

“It is there,” he said. “ Jean darling, do
as I ask,” he pleaded. “ You know, every
time I think of thaf letter I go cold. 1 was a
madman when I wrote it.”
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“T have not got it here,” she said steadily.
She tried to draw back, but she was too late.
He gripped her wrist ard pulled the bag
roughly from her hand.

“Forgive me, but I know I am right,” he
began, and then like a fury shke flew at him,
wrenched the bag from his hand, and by the
very violence of her attack, flung him backward.

He stared at her, and the colour faded from
his face leaving it a dead white.

“ What is tkis you are trying to do? " he
glowered at her.

“1 will see you in the morning, Francois,”
she said aad turned.

Before she could reach the head of the stairs
his armm was round her and he had dragged
her back.

“My friend,” he said between his teeth,
‘““there is something in this matter which is
bad for me.”

“Let me go,” she breathed and struck at
his face.

For a full minute they struggled, and then
the door opened and Mr. Briggerland came in,
and at the sight of his livid face, Mordon
released his hold.

“You swine!” hissed the big man. His
fist shot ant and Mordon went down with a
crash to the ground. For a moment he was
stunned, and then with a snarl he turned over
on his side and whipped a revolver from his
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hip pocket. Before he could fire, the girl had
gripped the pistol and wrenched it from his
hand.

“ Get up,” said Briggerland sternly. “ Now
explain to rae, my friend, ‘what you mean by
this disgraceful attack upon mademaoiselle.”

The man rose and dusted himself mechanic-
ally and there was that in his face which boded
no good te Mr. Briggerland.

Before he could speak Jean intervened.

‘““ Father,”” she said quietly, *‘ you have no
right to strike Francois.”

]

‘““ Francois,” spluttered Briggerland, his dark
face purple with rage.
““ Francois,” she repeated calmly. ‘It is

right that you should know that Frangois and
I will be married zext week.”

Mr. Briggerland’s jaw dropped.:

““What ? "’ he almost shrieked.

She nodded.

“We are going to be married next week,”
she said, “ and the little sceme you witnessed
has nothing whatever to do with you.”

The effect of these words oh Mordon was
nadlcal. The malignant frown which had
distorted his face cleared away. He lovked
from Jean to Briggerland as though. it were
impossible to belieye the evidence of his
ears.

“ Francois and I love one another, Jean
went on in her even vaice. ““We have
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quarrelled to-night on a matter which has
nothing to do with anybody save ourselves,”

“You're—going—t0 - -marry —him —next—
week ? " said Mr. Briggerland dully. “By
God, you'll do nothing -::}f the sortd ’

She raised'her hand.

‘“It is too late for you to inferfere, father,”
she said quietly. * Francois and I shall go our
way and face our own fate. I'm.sorry you
disapprove, because you have always been a
very loving 1ather to me.’

That was the first hint Mr. Briggerland had
received that there might be some qther
explanatian for her words, and he became
calmer.

“Very well,” he said, “I can only tell you
that I strongly disapprove ©f the action you
have taken and that I shall do nothing whatever
to further your reckless scheme. But I must
insist upon your coming back to the house
now. I cannot have my daughter talked
about.”

She noddea.
“I will see* you to-morrow morning early,
Frangois,” she said. ‘ Perhaps you will drtve

me .nto Nice bwiore Lreakfast. I have some
purchases to make.”

He bowed and reached out his hand for the
revolver which she had taken from him.

She looked at the ornate weapon, its silver-
plated metal parts the graceful ivory handle.
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“I'm not going to trust you with this to-
night,”” she said with her rare smile. * Good
night, Francois.”

He took her hand and kissed it.

““ Good night, Jean,” he said in a tremulous
voice. For a moment their eyes met, and then
she turned as though she dared not trust
herself and followed her father down the
stairs.

They were half-way to the howuse when she
laid her hand on Briggerland's #rm.

“Keep this,” she said. I was Francgois’
revolver, ‘““Jt is probably lpoaded and I
thought I saw some silver initials inlaid in the
ivory handle. If I know Frangois Mordon,
they are his.”

“What do you want me to do with it ? ™ he
said as he slipped the weapon in his packet.

She laughed.

“ On your way to bed, come in {0 my room,”
she said. ‘‘ I've quite a lot to tell you,” and
she sailed into the drawing-rbom to interrupt
Mrs. Cole-Mortimer, who was teaching a weary
Lydia the elements of bezique.

" Where have wyou been Jean? ' asked
Lydia, putting down her cards.

“ I have been arranging a novel experience
for you, but I'm _not so sure that i# will be as
interesting as it might—it all depends, upon
the state of your young heart,”” said Jean,
pulling up a chair.

R
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“ My young leart is very healthy,” laughed
Lydia. “° What is the interesting experience ? "’

“Are you in love?” challenged Jean,
searching in a big chintz bag where she kept
her handiwogk for a piece of unfinished sewing.
(Jean’s domesticity was always a source of
wonder to Lydia.)

““ In love—good heavens, no.”

““So much the better,” nodded Jean, * that
sounds as though the experience will be
fascinating.”

She waited until she had threaded the fine
needle before she explained.

“If you really are rot in love and you sit
on the Lover’s Chair, the name of your future
husband will come to you. If you're in love,
of course, that complicates matters a lit{le.”

“ But suppose I don’t want to know the name
of my future husband ? "

“ Then you're inhuman,” said Jean.

“ Where is this magical chair ? ”

“It is on the San Remo road beyond the
frontier station. You've been there, haven’t
you, Margaret ? "

““ Once,”’ said Mrs. 'Cole-Mortimer, who had
not been east of Cap Martin, but whose rule it
was never to admit tnat she had missed any-
thing worth seeing.

“In a wild, eerie spot,” Jean went on, ‘‘ and
miles from anv human habitation.”

““ Are you going to take me? ”
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Jean shook het head.

“That would ruin the spell,” she said
solemnly. ‘““ No, my dear, if you want that
thrill, and, seriousty, it is worth while, because
the scenery is the most beautiful of any along
the coast, you must go alone.”

Lydia nodded.

“T'll try it. Is it too far to walk ? ” she
asked. f

““ Much too far,” said Jean. *“ Mordon will
drive you out. He knows the road very well
and you ought not to take anybody but an
experienced driver. I have a permis for the
car tc pass the frontier; you will probably
meet father in San Remn—he is taking a motor-
cycle trip, aren’t vou, daddy ?

Mr. Briggerland drew a long breath and
nodded. He was beginning to understand.
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THERE was lying in Monaco harbour a long
white boat with a«stumpy mast, which delighted
in the name of Jungle Queen. It was the
property of an impecunious English nobleman
who made a respectable iicome from letting
the vessel on hire.

Mrs. Cole-Mortimer had seemed surprised at
the reasonable fee demanded for two months’
use until she had seen the boat the day after
her arrival at Cap Martin.

She had pictured a large and commodious
yacht ; she found a reasonably sized motor-
launch with a whale-deck cabin. The descrip-
tion in the agent’s catalogue that the Jungle
Queen would ‘sleep four” was probably
based on the experience of a party of young
roisterers who had once hired the wagsel.
Supposing that, the “ four” were reasonably
drunk or heavily drugged, it was possible for
them to sleep on board the Jungle Queen.
Normally two persons Wwould have found it
difficult, though by lying diagonally across
the “cabin " one small-sized man could have
slumbered witholt discomfort.

260
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The Juwngle Queen had Dbeer a disappoint-
ment to Jean also. Her basy brain had
conceived an excellent way of solving her
principal problem, but a glance at the Jungle
Queen told her that the mohey she had spent
on hiring the lamirch—and it was little better—
was wasted. Sne herself hated the sea and had
so little faith in the utility of the boat, that she
had even dismiesed the vouth who attended
to its well-worn engines.

Mr. Marcus Stepney, whe was mildly in-
terested in motor-boating, awd considerably
interested in any form of amusement which he
could get at Somebody else’s expense, had so
far been the sole patron of the Jungle Queen.
It was his practice to:take the boat out. every,
morning for a two hours’ sail, gerierally alone,
though sometimes he would take somebody
whose acquaintance he had made, and who was
destined to be a source of profit te him in the
future.

Jean’s talk of the cave-man method of
wooing had made a big impression upon him,
emphasised as it had been, and still was, by
the two angry red scars across the back of his
hand. Things were not going well with kim ;
the supply of rich and trusting youths had
suddenly dried up. The little games in his
private sitting-robm had dwindled to feeble
proportions. He was still able to eke out a
living, but his success at his private seances
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had been count r-balanced by heavy losses at
the public tables

It is a known fact that people who live
outside the law keep toftheir own plane. The
swindier very rarel’y commits acts of violence.
The burglir who practises ca.d-sharping as a
side-line, is virtually unknown.

Mr. Stepney lived on a plausible tongue and
a pair of highly dexterous hands It had never
occurred to him to gb beyond his own sphere,
and indeed violencz was as repugnant to him
as it was vulgar

Yet the cave-man suggestion appealed to
him. He had a way with womern of a certain
kind, and if his confidence had been rather
shaken by Jean’s savagery and Lydia’s in-
difference, he had not altogether abandoned
the hope that both girls in their turn might
be conquered by the adoption of the right
method.

The method for dealing with Jean he had at
the back of his mind.

As for Lydia—Jean's suggestion was very
attractive. It was after a very heavily un-
profitable night spent at the Nice Casino, tirat
he teok his courage in: both hands and drove
to the Villa Casa.

He was an early arrival, but Lydia had
already finished her petite ‘g'ejﬂuﬂar and she was
painfully surprised to see him.

“I'm not swimming tc-day, Mr., Stepney,”
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she said, and you don’t lool as if you were
either.”

He was dressed in perfedtly fitting white
duck trousers, white shoes, and a blue nautical
coat with brass buttons; a yachtsman’s cap
was set at an aggle on his dark head.

“No, I'm gping out to do a little fishing,”
he said, ‘“and I was wondering whether, in
your charity, you would accampany me.”

She shook her head.

“ I'm sorry—I have another engagement this
morning,”’ she sard. |

““Can’t you break it?” he pleaded, “as
an especial favour to me? .I've made all
preparations and I'vg got a lovely lunch on
board—you said you would come fishing with
me one day.” '

“1"d like to,” she confessed,  but I really
have something very- important to do this
morning.”’

She did not tell him that her important duty
was to sit on the Lovers’ Chair. Somehow her
trip seemed just a little silly® in the cold clear
light of morning.

““T could have you back in time,” he begged.
“Do come along, Mrs. Meredith! You're going
to spoil my day.” ‘

“ I'm sure Lydia wouldn’t be so unkind.”

Jean had made her appearance as they were
speaking.

“ What is the scheme, Lydia ? ™
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“ Mr. Stepney wants me to go out in the
yacht,” said the rirl, and Jean smiled.

“I'm glad you call it a ‘ yacht,” " she said
dryly. “ You're the second person who has
so described it. The first was che agent. Take
her to-morrow Marcus."”

There was a glint of amusement* in her eyes,
and he felt that she knew what was at the back
of his mind.

“ All right,” he said in a tone which sug-
gested that it was anything but all right, and
added, " I saw vou flying through Nice this
morning with that yellow-faced chauffeur of

yours, Jean.”
“Were you up so early?” she asked

carelessly.

“ I wasn’t dressed, I was looking ouf of the
window — my room faces the Premenad&
d’Anglaise. I don’t like that fellow.”

”I shnuldn t let him know,” said Jean
coolly. ‘“ He'is very sensitive. There art so
many fellows that you dislike, too.”

““1 don’t thsnk you ought to allow him so
much freedom,” Marcus Stepney went on.
He was not in an amiable frame of mind, ass
the knowledge that he was annoying the girl
encouraged him. “ If you give these French
chauffeurs an inch they’ll take a kilometre.”

s | Suppose they would,” said Jean thought-
fully. ‘““ How is your poor hand, Marcus? "

He growled something under his breath
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and thrust his hand deep intc the pocket of
his reefer coat.

“It is quite well,” he snapped, and went
back to Monaco and his solitary boat trip,
flaming.

““One of these days . . .”” he imuttered, as
he tuned up “he motor. He did not finish
his sentence, but sent the nose of the Jungle
Queen at full speed for the open sea.

Jean’s talk with Mordon fhat morming had
not been wholly satisfactory She kad calmed
his suspicions to an extent, but he still harped
upon the letter, and she had promised to give it
to him that e#ening.

““ My dear,” she said, *“ you are too impulsive
—too Gallic. I had a terrible scene with father
last might. He wants me to break off the
engagement , told me what my friends in
London would say, and how I should be a social
outcast.”

“And you—you, Jean’ " he asked.

“1 told him that such thingg did not trouble
me,” she said, and her lips drooped sadly.
“T know I cannot be happy with anybody
but you, Francois, and I am willing to face
the sneers of London, even the hatred and
scorn of my father, for your sake.”

He would have seized her hand, though they
were in the open road, but she drew away
from him.

““ Be careful, Francois,” she ‘warned him.
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“ Remember that you have a very little time
to wait.”

“1 cannot befieve my good fortune,” he
babbled, as he brought the car up the gentle
incline into Monte Carlo. He dodged an early
morning trani, missing an unsuspecting passen-
ger, who had come round the back of the tram-
car, by inches, and set the big Italia up the

alm avenue into the town.

“It 1s incredible, dnd yeot I always thought
some great thing vould hapoen to me, and,
Jean, I have risked so much for you. 1 would
have killed Madame in London if she had not
been dragged out of the way by that old man,
and did I not watch fer you when the man
Meredith

““ Hush,” shé said in a loy voice. ‘‘ Let us
talk about something else.”

““Shall I see your father? I am sorry for
what I did last night,” he said when they
were nearing the villa.

““ Father has taken his motor-bicycle and
gone for a trip into Italy,” she said. *“* No,
I do not think I should speak to him, even if
he were here. He may come round In tremes-
Francois. You can wnderstand that it 1s
terribly distressing ; he hoped I would make
a great mamage You must allow for father’s
disappointment.”’

He nodded. He did not drive her to the
house, but stopped outside the garage.
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“ Remember, at half-past tea you will take
Madame Meredith 40 the Losers’ Chair—you
know the place ? ”

“1 know it very wvell,”” he said. “It is a
difficult place to turn—I must take her @lmost
into San Remo Why does she want to go
to the Loverd Chair? I thought only the
cheap people went there “

“You must not tell her that,”” she said
sharply ““ Besides, I myself have been there.”

“And who did you thimk of, jeann? ”’ he
asked suddenly.

She lowered her eyes.

“1 will nét tell you—now,” "she said, and
ran into the house.

Francois stood gazing after her until shg
had disappeared, and then, like 2 man waking
from a trdnce, he turned to the mundane
business of filling his tank.
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Lypia was dressing for her journey when
Mrs. Cole-Mortimer came into the saloon where
Jean was writing.

“ There’s w.telephone call from Monte Carlo,”
she said. * Somebody wants to spea® to
Lydia.”

Jean jumned up.

“T'll answer it,”" she said.

The voice at the other end of the wire was
harsh and unfamiliar to her.

“1 want to speak to Mrs. Meredith.”

“Who is it ? "’ asked Jean.

“It is a friend of hers,” said the voice.
“Will you tell her ? The business is rdther
urgent.”

“I'm sorry,” said Jean, ** but she’s just
gone out.”

She heard an exclamation of annoyance.

“Do you know- where she’s gone ? *’ asked

the voice.
“I think she's gone in to Monte Carlo,” said

Jean.
“ 1f 1 miss her will you tell her not to go out

again until I come to the house ? ”
268
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“ Certainly,” sail Jean pelitely, and hung
up the telephone.

““Was that a call for me ? "

It was Lydia’a voice from the head of the
stairs.

“Yes, dear 1 think it was Marcus Stepney
who wanted to speak to you. I told him you’'d
gone out,” said Jean. ‘“Yqu didn't wish to
speak to him ? "’

“ Good heavens, no! " said Lydiz “ You're
sure you won’'t come with me ?

“1'd rather stay here,” saia Jean truthfully.

The car was at the door, and Mordon, looking
unusually spruce in his white dust coat, stood
by the open door.

“ How long shall T be away 2" asked Lydia.

“ About. two hours, dear, you'll be very
hungry when you come back,” said Jean,
kissing her. “ Now, mind ‘you think of the
right man,” she warned her in mockery.

“1 wonder if 1 shall,” said Lydia quietly.

Jean watched the car o#%t of sight, then
went back to the saloon. She was hardly
seategdl before the telephone rang again, and
she anticipated Mrs. Cole-Mortimer, and
answered 1it. .

“ Mrs. Meredith has not gone in to Monte
Carlo,” said the woice. ‘“ Her ear has not
been seen on the road.”

" Is that Mr. Jaggs? " asked Jean sweetly.

“ Yes, misa”" wa$ the reply.
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““ Mrs. Meredith has come back now. I'm
dreadfully sorry, I thoughi she had gone into
Monte Carlo. She’s in her room with a bad
headache. Will you come and see her ?

There was an interval of silence.

“Yes, I will come,” said jaggs.

Twenty minutes later a taxicab set down
the old man at the door, and a maid admitted
him arnd brought him into the saloon.

Jean rose:to meet him. She looked at the
bowed figure of old Jaggs. Took him all in,
from his iron-giey hair to his dusty shoes,
and then she pointed to a chair.

‘““ Sit down,”” she said and old Jaggs obeyed.
“ You've something very important to tell
Mrs. Meredith, I suppose.”

“T'll tell her that myself, miss,” said the
old man gruffly.

“ Well, before you tell her anything, I want
to make a confession,” she smiled down en old
Jaggs, and pulled up a chair so that she faced
him,

He was sitting with his back to the light,
holding his battered hat on his knees.

“I've really brought you up under false
pretences,” she said, “ because Mrs. Meredith
isn't here at all.”

““ Not here ? " he said, half rising.

““ Np, she’s gone for a ride with our chauffeur.
But I wanted te see you, Mr. Jaggs, because——"
she paused. “ I realise that you're a dear
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friend of hers and nave her best interests at
heart. I don’t knéw who you are,” she said,
shaking her head, “but I know, of course,
that Mr. John Glever’has employed you.”

““ What's all this about ?*"" he asked gituffly.
““What have you to tell me ? "

“1 don’t know how to begin,” she said,
biting her lips. ““ It is such a delicate matter
that I hate tatking about it at all. But the
attitude of. Mrs. Meredith to our chauffeur
Mordon, is distressing, and 1 thirk Mr. Glover
should be told.”

He did not speak and she went on.

i These things do happen, I ®&now,’ she
said, “ but I am happy to say that nothing of
that sort has come into my experience, and,
of course, Mordon is a good-looking man and
she is young——"

“What are you talking about ? "’ His tone
was dictatorial and commanding.

“1 mean,” she said,.“ that I fear poor Lydia
is in love with Mordon.”

He sprang to his feet.

“It’s a damned lie ! "’ he said, and she stared
at him, “*Now tell me what has happened
to Lydia Meredith,” he went on, “and let
me tell you this, Jean Briggerland, that if one
hair of that girl’s head is harmed I will finish
the work I began out there,” he pnmtﬂd to the
garden, “ and strangle you with my own hands.”

ohe lifted her eye¢ to his and dropped them
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again, and began to tremble, thén turning
suddenly on her heel, shc fled to her room,
locked the door and stood against it, white
and shaking. For the secord time in her life
Jean Briggerland -was afraid.

She heard his quick footsteps in the passage
outside, and there came a tap on her door.

“Let me in,” growled the man, and for a
secon@ she almost lost control of herself. She
looked wildly round the room for .some way of
escape, and then ds a thought struck her, she
ran quickly int¢e the bath-rcom, which opened
from her room. A large sponge was set to
dry by an open window, and this she seized ;
on a shelf by the side of the bath was a big
bottle of ammonia, and averting her face, she
poured its contents upon the sponge until it
was sodden, then with the dripping sponge
in her hand, she crept back, turned the key
and opened the door.

The old man burst in, then, before he realised
what was heppeaing, the sponge was pressed
against his face The pungent drug almost
blinded him, its paralysing fumes broyght
him on to his knees. He gripped her wrist
and ‘tried to press away her hand, but now
her arm. was round his neck, and he could not
get the purchase.

With.a groan of agony he collapsed on the
floor. In that instant she was on him like a
cat, her knee between his shoulders.
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Half unconscious hé felt his hands drawn
to his back, and feit something lashing them
together. She was using the silk girdle which
had been about her waist, and her work was
effective.

Presently she turned him over on his back.
The ammonia was still in his eyes, and .he could
not open them. The.agony.was terrible, almost
unendurable. With her hand under his arm
he struggled to his féet. He felt ker lead him
somewhere, and saddenly he was pushed into
a chamr. She left him alone far a little while,
but presently came back and began to tie
his feet together. It was a most amazing
single-handed capture—even Jean could never
have imagined the ease with which she could
gain her victory

“I'm sorry to hurt.an old man.” There
was a suneer in her voice which he had not
heard before. ““ But if you promise not to
shout, I will not gag you.”

He heard the sound of running water, and
presently with a wet cloth she began wiping
his eyes gently.

“ You will be able to see in a minute,” said
Jean's cool voice. “ In the meantime you'll
stay here until I send for the police.” .

For all his pain he wyas forced to chuckle.

“ Until you send for the police, eh? You
know me ?

“ I only know you’'re a wieked old man who

S
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broke into this house whilst I was aldne and
the servants were out,” she said.

“You know why I've ceme ? ”’ he insisted.
“ I've come to tell Mrs. Meredith that a hundred
thousand pounds have been taken from her
bank on a forged signature.”

“How absurd,” said Jean. ‘She was sitting
on the edge of the bath looking at the be-
draggled figure. “ How could anybody draw
money irom Mrs. Meredith’s bank whast her
dear friend and guardian, Jack Glover, 1s in
London to see that she is notzobbed.”

“QOld Jaggs' glared up at her from his
inflamed e-/es.

“You know very well,” he said distinctly,
““that«I am Jack Glover, and that I have not
left Monte Carlo since Lydia Meredith arrived.”
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MR. BRIGGERLAND did not enthuse over any form
of sport or exercise. His hobbies were confined
to the handsome motor-cycle, which not only
provided him with recreation, but hed, on
occasign, been of assistance in fhe carrying
out of important plans, for#ulated "by his
daughter.

He stopped at Men%one for breakfast and
climbed the hill to Grimaldi after passing the
frontier station at Pont St. Louis. He had all
the morning before him, and there was no great
hurry. At Ventimille he had a second break-
fast, for the morning was keen and his appetite
was good. He loafed through the little town,
with a cigar between his teeth, bought some
curios at a shop and continwed his leisurely
journey.

His objective was San Remo. There was a
train at one o’clock which would bring him and
his machine back to Monte Carlo, where it was
his intention to spend the remainder of the
afternoon. At Pont St. Louis he had had a
talk with the Customs Officer.

“ No, m’sieur, there are very few travellers

275
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on the road in the morniag,”. said the*official.
‘““ It is not until late in the afternoon that the
traffic begins. ¥imes have changed on the
Riviera, and so many pegple go to Cannes. The
old read s almost now desertged.”

At eleven o’clock Mr. Briggerland came to a
certain part of the road and found a hiding-
place for his motor-cycle—a small plantation of
olive trees on the hill side. Inridentally it was
an admirable resting plaee, for from here he
commanded an exiensive view of the western
road.

Lydia’s journey had been no less enjoyable.
She, too, had stopped at Mentoue to explore
the town, and had left Pont St. Louis an hour
after Mr. Briggerland had passed.

The road to San Remo rurs under the shadow
of steep hills through a bleak stretch of country
from which even the industrious peasantry of
northern Itcly cannot win a livelihood. Save
for isolated patches of cultivated land, the hills
are bare and meracing.

With these gaunt plateaux on one side and
the rock-strewn seashore on the other, there
was little to hold the eye save an occasional
elimpse of the Italian town in the far distance.
There was a wild uncouthness about the scenery
which awed the girl. Sometimes the car would
be running so near the sea level that the spray
of the waves hit the windows : sometimes it
would climb over an out-jutting headland and
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she would look down upon a bouldered beach a
hundred feet below.

It was on the crest of a headland that the car
stopped. _

Here the road ran out in @ semi-gircle so that
from where she sat she could not see its con-
tinuation either before or behind. Ahead it
slipped round the shoulder of 3 high and over-
hanging mass of rock, through which the road
must have been cut. Behind it dipped down
to a cove, hidden from sight.

“ There is the Lovers’ Char mademoiselle,”
said Mordon.

Half a dozen feet beneath the road level was
a broad shelf of rock. A few stone steps led
down and she followed them.. The Lovers
Chair was carved m the face of the rock and
she sat down to view the beauty of the scene.
The solisude, the stillness which only the lazy
waves broke, the majesty of the setting, brought
a strange peace to her. Beyond the edge of the
ledge the cliff fell sheer to th® water, and she
shivered as she stepped back from her inspection.

Mordon did not see her go. He sat on.the
running board of his car, his pale face between
his hands, a prey to his own gloomy thoughts.
There must be a development, he told-himself
He was beginning te get uneasy, and for the
first time he doubted the sincerity of the- woman
who had been to him as a goddess.-

He did not hear Mr. Briggerland, for the dark



e —

278 The Angel of Terror

=

man was light of foot, when he came round the
snoulder of the hill. Mordon’s back was toward
him. Suddenly tue chauffeur looked round.

““ M’sieur,” he stamnfereds and would have
risen, buf BSriggerland laid his hand on his
shoulder.

“ Do not rise, Francois,” he said pleasantly.
“ I am afraid I was hasty last night.”

““ Mfsieur, it was I who was hasty,” said
Mordon husKily, ““ it was unpardonable . . .”

“ Nonsense,”” Briggerland patted the man'’s
shoulder. “* Whnt is that boat out there—a
man o’ war, Francois ? "’

Francois Mordon turned his head toward the
sea, and Briggerland pointed the ivory-handled
pistol he had keld behind his back and shot him
dead.

The report of the revolver thrown down by
the rocks came to Lydia like a clap of thunder.
At first she thought it was a tyre burst and
hurried up the steps to sce.

Mr. Briggerlard was standing with his back
to the car. At his feet was the tumbled body
of Mordon.

" Mr.—Brig . 1" she gasped, and saw the
revolver in his hand. With a cry she almost
flung herself down the steps as the revolver
exploded. The bullet ripped her hat from her
head, and she flung up her hands, thinking she
had been struck.

Then the dark face shéwed over the parapet,
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and again the revulver was presented. She
stared for a second into his benevolent eyes,
and then something hit her violently and she
staggered back, and dropped over the edge of
the shelf down, straight down intqg the sea
below.



The Angel ¢f Terror Chapter XXXVII

PROBABLY Jean Briggerland never gave a more
perfect representation of shocked surprise than
when oid Jaggs announced that he was Jack

(Glover.
“ Mr. Glover " she said incrédulously.

“If you'll be kind enougn to release my

hands,"” said Jack savagely, “ 1 will convince
ou.”

g Jean, all meekness, obeyed, and presently he

stood up with a groan.

“ You've nearly blinded me,” he said, turning
to the glass.

“ If I'd known 1t was you

“Don’'t make me laugh!” he snapped.
“ Of course you knew who it was!" He took
off the wig and pee.ed the beard from his face.

“Was that wvery painful ?” she asked,
sympathetically, and Jack snorted.

“ How was 1 to know that it was you ? ”’ she
deinanded, virtuously indignant, “ I thought
you were a wicked old man——"

““You thought nothing of the sort, Miss
Briggerland,” said Jack. “ You knew who I
was, and you guessed why I had taken on this

280
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disguise. I was not many yards from you
when it suddenly dawned upon you that I
could not sleep at Lydia Mezedith’s flat unless
I went there in the guise of an old man.”

“Why should you want to sleep «t her flat
at all ? 7 she asked innocently. It doesn’t
seem to me to e a very proper ambitign.”

““That is an unnecessary question, and I'm
wasting my time when I answer you,” said Jack
sternly. ““ I went ¢here to save her life, to
protect her against your murderous plots ! ™

*“ My murderous plots ? " she repeated aghast.
“ You surely don’t know what you're saying.”

“I know #his,” and his face was mot pleasant
to see. ““I have sufffcient evidence to secure
the arrest of your father, and possibly yourself.
For months I have been working on fthat first
providential accident of yours —the rich
Australian who died with -such remarkable
suddenness. I may not get you in the Meredith
case, and I may not be able to jail you for your
attacks on Mrs. Meredith, but I have enough
evidence to hang your father for the earlier
crime.”

Her face was blank- -expressionless. Never
before had she been brought up short withk such
a threat as the man wgs uttering, nor’ had she
ever been in danger of detection. And all the
time she was eyeing him so steadily, not .a
muscle of her face moving, her mind was
groping back into the pasf, examining every
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detail of the crime he had mentioned, seeking
fer some flaw in the careflly prepared plan
which had brought a good man to a violent and
untimely end.

“ That kind of blnft doesn’t impzess me,”” she
sald at last. * You're in a poér way when you
have to invent crimes to attach {o me.”

“We'll go into that later. Whereis Lydia ? "
he sajd shortly.

“1I tell you I don’t know, excépt that she
has gone out.for a drive. I expect her back
very soon.”

““Is your father with her ? ”

She shooi her head.

“No, father went out early. I don’t know
who gave you.authority to cross-examine me.
Why, Jack Glover, you have’all the_ importance
of a French examining magistrate,” she smiled.

N Yuu may learn how 1mpurtant they are
soon,” he sdid significantly. ‘° Where is,your
chauffeur Mordon ? "’

“ He is gene,, too—in fact, he is driving
Lydia. Why ? " she asked with a little tighten-
ing of heart. She had only just been in time,
she thought. So they had associated Mordon
with the forgery !’

His first words confirmed this suspicion.

" There is a warrant for Mordon which will
be executed as soon as he returns,” said Jack.
“We have been able to trace him in London
and alsc the woman who presented the cheque.
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We know his movements from the time he left
Nice by aeroplane for Paris to the time he
returned to Nice. The people who changed
the money for hizn widl swear to his identity.”

If he expected to startle her he was dis-
appointed. She raised her eyebrows

“1 can’t believe it is possible. Mordon was
such an honest man,’”’ she said. .‘ We trusted
him implicitly, and never once did he betray our
trust. Now, Mr. Glover,” she said coolly,
“might I suggest that an interview with a
gerftleman in my bedroom is not calculated to,
increase my servants’ respect.for me? Will®
you go downstairs and wait until I eome ?

“You'll not attempt to leave this house ? ”
he said, and she laughed.

“ Really, you're going on like one of those
infallible detectives ene reads about in the
popular magazines,”” she 'said a little con-
temptuously. “ You have no authority what-
ever to keep me from leaving this house and
nobody knows that better tAan you. But you
needn’t be afraid. Sit on the stairs if you like
unti) I come down.”

When he had gone she rang the bell for her
maid and handed her an envelope.

“1 shall be in the saloon, talking to Mr.
Glover,” she said in a low voice. “ I want you
E}aﬁqng this in and say that you found it in the

“Yes, miss,” saic¢ the weman.
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Jean proceeded leisurely to -her toilet. In
the struggle her dress had heen torn, and she
changed it for a palz green silk gown, and Jack,
pacing in the hall below, was on the point of
coming up to discover if she had made her
escape, when she sailed serenely down the stairs.

“1 should like to know onfe thing, Mr.
Glover,”” she said as she went into the saloon.
““What do you intend doing ? What is your
immediate plan? Are you going to Spirit
Lydia away from as? Of course, I know
youre in love with her and all that sort of
thing.”

His face want pink.

; ;I am not 1 love with Mrs. Meredith,” he
ied.

“Don’t be silly,” she said practically, “ of
course you're in love with her.”

“ My first job is to get that money back,
and you're going to help me,” he said.

“Of course I'm going to help you,” she
agreed. "' If Morden has been such a scoundrel,
he must suffer the consequence. I'm sure that
you are too clever to have made any mistake.
Poor Mordon. I wonder what made him do
1t, because he 1s such a good friend of Lydia’s,
and seriously, Mr. Gloves, I do think Lydia is
beirig indiscrget.”

“You made that remark before,” he said
quietly. “ Now perhaps you'll explain what
you mean.”’

!



The Adgel of Terror 285

She shrugged her shoudders.

“They are always about together. I saw
them strolling on the lawn last night till quite
a late hour, and I was so scared lest Mrs. Cole-
Mortimer noticed it too——"

““ Which means that Mr4. Cole-Mertimer did
not notice it. You're clever, Jean! Even as
you invent you make preparations to refute
any evidence that the other side can produce.
I don’t believe a word you say.”

There wds a knock at the door and the maid
entened bearing a letter on a safver.

““This was addressed to yau, miss,”” she said.
“ It was on the hall table—didn’t. vou see it ? ”

“No,” said Jean im surprise. She took the
letter, looked down at the address and opened it.

He saw a look of amazement and horrbr
come to her face.

“ Good God ! " gasped Jean.

““ What is it ? "’ he said, springing up.

She stared at the letter again and from- the
letter to him.

“Read it,”” she said in a hollow voice.

“ Dear Mademoiselle,
“I have returned frogm Loudon and have con-
fessed to Madame Meredith that I have forged
her name and have drawn £100,000 from Jher
bank. And now I have learnt That Madame
Meredith loves me. There is only ene end
to this—that which you see——"
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Jack read the letter *twice.

“It is in his writing, too,” he muttered.
““It’s impossible, inciedible I tell you I've
had Mrs. Meredith under my eyes all the time
she has been here. Is theie a letter from her? ”
he asked suddenly. ‘* But no, it is impossible,
impossible ! "’

“1I haven’t been in to her room. Will you
come up with me<? "’

He followed her up the stairs and into Lydia’s
big bedroom and the first thing that caught
his eye was a scaled letter on a table near the
bed. He picked it up. It was addressed to
him, in Lydia’s handwriting, and fr verishly he
tore it open.

His face, when he had finished reading, was
as white as hers had been.

““ Where have they gone ? ” he asked.

“ They went to San Remo.”

“Bycar?”

“ Of course.”

Without a word he turned ard ran down the
stairs out of the house.

The taxi that had brought him in the roéle
of Jaggs had gone, but down the road, a dozen
yards away, was the car he had hired on the
day he came to Monte Carlo. He gave
instructions to the driver and jumped in. The
car sped through Mentone, stopped only the
briefest while at the Customs barrier whilst

Jack pursued his inquiries.
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Yes, a lady had passed, but she had not
returned.

How long ago ?

Perhaps an hour ; perhaps less.

At top speed the big car thundered along
the sea road, twisting and turning, givimrg into
valleys and climbing steep headlands, and then
rounding a corner, Jack saw the car and a little
crowd abput it. His heart turned to stone as
he leapt to the road

He saw the backs of two Italian gendarmes,
and pushing aside the little knet of idlers, he
came into the centre of the gyoup and stopped.
Mordon lay on his face in a pool of L..>od, and
one of the policemem was holding an ivory-
handled revolver.

“It was with this that the crime was
cominitted,”” he said in florid Italian. ° Three
of the chambers are empty. Now, at whom
were the other two discharged ? ”

Jack reeled and gripped the mud-guard of
the car for support, then his eyes strayed to
the opening in the wall which ran on the
seaward side of the road.

He walked to the parapet and looked over,
and the first thing he saw was a torn hat and
veil, and he knew it was Lydia’s.
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MR. BRIGGERLAND, killing time on the quay
at Monaco, saw the Jumngle Qurecen come into
harbour and watched Marcus lard, carrying
his lines in his hand

As Marcus came abreast o»f him he talled
and Mr. Stepney l+oked round with a start.

“ Hello, Briggerland,”” he said, swallowing
something.

“ Well, have you been fishing ? "’ asked Mr.
briggerland i his most pat2rnal manner

“ Yes,” admitted Marcus.

“ Did you catch anything ? "

Stepney ncdded.

“ Only one,” he said.

“ Hard luck,” said Mr. Briggerland, with a
smile, “ but whert is Mrs. Meredith—I under-
stood she was going out with you to-day ? ™

““She went to San Remo,” said Sttpney
shortly and the other nodded.

“To besure,” hesaid. “ I had forgotten that.”

Later he bought a copy of the Nicoise and
learnt of the tragedy on tue San Remo road.
It brought him back to the house, a visibly
agitated man.

288
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“ This is shocking news, my dear,” he panted
into the saloon and stood stock still at the
sight of Mr. Jack Gdover.

“ Come in, Briggerland,” said Jack, without
ceremony. There was a man with him, a tall,
keen Frenchman whom Briggerland mecognised
as the chief detgctive ce the Préfecture. *° We
want you to give an account of your actions.”

“My actions?” said Mr. Briggerland
indignantly. “ Do wou associate me with this
dreadful tragedy? A tragedy,” he said,
“whish has stricken me almost dumb with
horror and remorse. Why did I ever allow
that villain ewen to speak to poor” Lydia ? ”

“ Nevertheless, m’siemur,”” said the tall man
quietly, “ you must tell us where you have
been.”

_ " That is easily explained. I went to San
Remo."

“ By road ? "

“ Yes, by road,” said Mr. Briggerland, “ on
my motor-bicycle.”

" What time did you arrive m San Remo ? "

" At midday, or it may have been a quarter
of an heur before.”

" You know that the miurder must have been
committed at half-past eleven ? "’ said Jack.

" So the newspapers tell me.”

Where did you go in San Remo ? "' asked
the detective.

“1 went to a cafe and had a glass of wine,
T
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then I strolled about thie town and lunched at
the Victovia. I caught the one o’clock train
to Monte Carlo.”

““ Did you hear nothing of the murder ? ”

“Not a word,” said Mr. Briggerland, “ not
a word.”

“ Did you see the car ? ”

Mr. Briggerland shook his head.

“1 left some time before poor Lydia,” he
said softly.

“Did you know: of any attachment between
the chauffeur and your guest.? "

“1 had no idea such a thing existed. If I
had,” said Mr. Briggerland victuously, “I
should have taken imianediate steps to have
brought poor Lydia to her senses.”

“ Your daughter says that they were
frequently together. Did you notice this ? ”

“Yes, I did notice it, but my daughter and I
are very democratic. We have made a friend
of Mordon and I suppose what would have
seemed familiar to you, would pass unnoticed
with us. Yes, I certainly do remember my
poor friend and Mordon walking together in
the garden.”

“Is this yours /" The detective took from
behind a curtain an old British rifle.

“ Yes, that is mine,” admitted Briggerland
without a moment’s hesitation. “ It is one I
bougnt in Amiens, a souvenir of our gallant
soldiers——"
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“1 kmow, I quite understand your patriotic
motive in purchasing it,” said the detective
dryly, “but will ycu tell us how this passed
from your possession.’’

“I haven't the sligatest notion,”” said Mr.
Briggerland in surprise I had no idea it
was lost—I’'d lost sight of it for some weeks.
Can it be that Mordon—but no, I must not
think so evilly of him.”

““What were Yyou going to suggest /'’ asked
Jack. ““ That Mordon fired at Mrs. Meredith
when she was on the swimming raft ? If yov
are, I can save you the trouble of telling that
lie. It was you who fired, and it was 1 who
knocked you out.”

Mr. Briggerland’s face was a study.

“1 can’t understand why you make such a
wild and unfounded charge,” he said gently

‘“ Perhaps, my dear, you could elucidate this
mystery.”

Jean had not spoken since he entered. She
sat bolt upright on a chair, her hands folded
in her lap, her sad eyes fixed now upon Jack,
now upon the detective. She shook her head.

“1 know nothing about the rifle, and did
not even know you possessed one,” she said.
“ But please answer all their questions, father.
I am as anxious as you are to get to the bottom
of this dreadful tragedy. Have you told

my father about the letters which were
discovered ? ”’
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The detective shogk his nead.

‘I have not seen your father until l.e arrived
this momrnt,”’ he sad.

“Letters ? "’ Mr. Uriggerland looked at his
daughter. ‘“ Did poor Lydia leave a letter? ”

She nodded.

“I think Mr. Glover. will fell you, father,”
she said. ‘‘ Poor Lydia had an attachment for
Mordon. It is very clear what happened.
They went out to-day, never intending to
return——"

“ Mrs. Meredith had no intention of going to
the Lovers’ Chair until you suggested the trip
to her,” said jack quietly. “ Mrs. Cole-
Mortimer i very emphatic on that point.”

“Has the body been found ? " asked Mr.
Briggerland.

““Nothing has been found but the.chaufieur,”
said the detective.

After a few more questions he tock Jack
outside.

“ It looks very much to me as though it were
one of those critaes of passion which are so
frequent in this country,” he said. “ Mordon
was a Frenchman and I have been able to
identify him by tattoo marks on his arm, as a
man Who has been in the hands of the police
many times."”

“ You thiak there is no hope ? "

The, detective shrugged his shoulders.

“ We are dragging the pool. There is very
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deep water under the rock, but the chances
are that the body nas bern washed cut to sea.
There is clearly no evidence against these
people, except yeurs. The letters might, of
course, have been forged, bat you say you are
certain that the writing is Mrs. Meredith’s.”

Jack nodded.

They were walking down the road towards
the officers’ waiting car, wheh Jack asked :

“May I see that letter again ? ”

Tha detective took it from his pocket book
and Jack stopped and 5canneﬁ it.

“Yes, it *s her writing,” he said and then
uttered an exclamatios.

“ Do you see that ?. "

He pointed eagerly to two little marks before
the words ‘“ Dear friend.”

““Quotation marks,” said the detective,
puzzled. ‘“ Why did she write that ?

“I've got it,” said Jack. “ The story!
Mademoiselle Brjggerland told me she was
writing a story, and I rememsber she said she
had writer's cramp. Suppose she dictated a
portiom of the story to Mrs. Meredith, ‘and
suppose in that story thege occurred this
letter : Lydia would have put the quotation
marks mechanically.”

The detective, toek the letter from his
hand.

“ It is possible,” he said. “ The writing is
very even—it shows no sign of agitation, and
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of course the character’'s initials inight be
‘L. M. it is an ingenious hypothesis, and not
wholly improbable, but if this were a part of
the story, there would be otker sheets. Would
you like me to search the house ? ¢’

Jack shook his head.

““ She’s much too clever to have them in the
house,” he said. ‘ More likelv she’s put them
in the fire.”

“ What fire ? ’ asked the detective dryly.
““These houses have no fires, they're eentral
heated—unless she went to t?]e kitchen.”

“ Which she wouldn’t do,” said Jack thought-
fully. ““ No, she’d burn them in the garden.”

The detective nodded, and they returned to
the house.

Jean, deep in conversation with her father,
saw them reappear, and watched them as they
walked slowly across the lawn toward the
trees, their eyes fixed on the ground.

““What are they looking for ?’ she asked
with a frown.

“I'll go and see,” said Briggerland, but
she caught his arm.

“ Do you think they’ll tell you ? ”’ she asked
sarcastically.

She ran up to her ¢wn room and watched
them from behind a curtain. Presently they
passed out of sight to the other side of the
house, and she went into Lydia’s room and
overlooked them from there. Suddenly she
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saw the detective stoop and pick up some-
thing from the ground, apd her teeth set.

““The burnt story,” she said. “ 1 never
dreamt they’'d look for that.”

It was only a scrap they found, but it was
in Lydia’s writing, arfl tle pencil mark was
clearly visible on the Jharred ashes.

““Laura Martin,’” read the detective.
“‘L. M., and there are the words ‘ tragic’
and ‘ remorse ' "’

From the remainder of the charred fragments
they collected nothing of importance. Jean
waiched them disappear along the avenue,
and went down to her father.

“1 had a fright,” she said.

“You look as if you’ve still got it,”” he said.
He eyed har keenly.

She shodk her head.

“ Father, you must understand that this
adventure may end disastrously. There ara
ninety-nine chances against the truth being
known, but it is the extra chance that is worry-
ing me. We ought to have wettled Lydia more
quietly, more naturally. There was too much
melofirama and shooting, but I don’'t seé how
we could have done anyshing else—Mordon
was very tiresome.”’

“ Where did Glover come from ? " asked
Mr. Briggerland.

“ He’s been here all the time "’ said the girl.
“ What ? "
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She nodded.

“He wab old Jaggi. I had an idea he was,
but I was certain when I remembered that
1> had stayed at Lydia's flat.”

Fi» put down his tea cap aind wiped his lips
with a silk handkertchiex

“1 wish this busines:, was qver,”” he said
fretfully. “ It looks as if we shall have
trouble.”’

“ Of course we shall,” she.said coldly. ' You
didn't expect to get a fortune of six hundred
thousand pounds without trouble, did you?
I dare say we shall be suspected. But it takes
a lot of suspicion to worry me. We'll be in
calm water soon, for the rest of our lives.”

“1 hope so,”” he said. without any great
cenviction.

Mrs. Cole-Mortimer was prostrate and in
bed, and Jean had no patience to see her.

She herself ordered the dinner, and they had
finished when a visitor in the shape of Mr.
Marcus Stepney came in.

It was unusual of Marcus to appear at the
dinner hour, except in evening dress, and she
remarked the fact wonderingly.

“Can I have a«word evith you, Jean? " he
asked.

“ What is it, what is it ? " asked Mr. Brigger-
land testily. ““ Haven't we had enough
mysterzes ¢

Marcus eyed him without favour.
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“1Ve'll have another oue, if you dpn’t mind,
he said unpleasantly, anc: the girl, vrhose every
sense was alert, picked ap & wrap and walkea
into the garden, with Marcus following on.dfer
heels.

Ten minutes passedfand they did not return,
a quarter of aa hour went by, and Mr. Brigger-
land grew uneasy. He got up from his chair,
put down his book, and was half-way across
the room when the door opened and Jack
Glover came in, followed by the detective.

It was the Frenchman who spoke.

“ M’'sieur Briggerland, I have a warrant
from the Préfect of the Alpes Maritimes for
your arrest.”’

“My arrest ? "’ spluttered the dark man,
his teeth chattesing. ‘* What—what is the
charge ? "~

“ The wilful murder of Francois Mordon,”
said the officer.

“ You lie—you lie "’ screamed Briggerland.
“I have no knowledge of amy——"" his words
sank into a throaty gurgle, and he stared past
the detective. Lydia Meredith was standing
in tlre doorway.
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THE morning for Mr. Stepney had been doubly
disappeinting ; again and again he drew up an
empty line, and at last ke flung the ¢ackle
into the well of the launch.

“ Even the damn fish won't bite,”’ he said,
and the humour of his remark cheereds him.
He was ten.miles from the shore, and the blue
coast was a dim, ragged line on the horizon.
He pulled out a big luncheon basket from the
cabin and eyed it with disfavour. It had
cost him two hundred francs. He opened the
basket, and at the sight of its contents, was
inclined to reconsider his earlier view that he
had wasted his money, the more so sincé the
maitre d'hétel hag thoughtfully included two
quart bottles of champagne.

Mr. Marcus Stepney made a hearty meal,
and by the time he had dropped an tmpty
bettle,into the sex, he was inclined to take a
more cheerful view of life. He threw over the
débris of the lunch, pushed the basket under
one of the seats of the cabin, pulled up his
anchof and started the engines running.

The sky was a brighter blue and the sea

20K
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held a finer sparkle, arid he was inclined to
take a view of aven Jean Brigge land, mor
generous than any he #ad held.

“ Little devil ” he smiled reminiscently, as
he murmuned the wouds.

He opened #he secpnd bottle of champagne
in her honou1 —Mr. Marcus Stepney was usually’
an abstemious man—amd drank solemnly, if
not soberly, her health end happiress. As
the sun grew warmer he began to feel an un-
accquntable sleepiness. PFe was sober enough
to know that to fall asleep in the middle of the
ocean was to ask for trouwle,.and he set the
bow of the Jungle Queen for the #earest beach,
hoping to find a landing place.

He found something better as he skirted
the shore. The sea and the weather had
scooped out a big hollow under a high’
cliff, a hollow just big enough to take the
Jungle Queen and deep and still enough to
ensure her a safe anchorage. A rock barrier
interposed between the bremkems and this deep
pool which the waves had hollowed in the stony
floor of the ocean. As he dropped his anchor
he disturbed a school of fish, and his angling
instincts re-awoke. He let down his hne over
the side, seated himself comfortable in one
of the two big basket chairs, amd was dozing
comfortably. . . .

It was the sound of a shot that woke him.
It was followed by anothes, and a third. Almost
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immediatelt: somethinz dropped from the cliff,
ind fell with a miglﬂv splagh into the water.

Marcus was widt a vake now, and almost
sobvred. He peered dowmeintosthe clear depths,
and s«v a figure of 2 wéman turning over and
over. Then as it float:d upwards it came
on its back, and he saw the face. Without a
moment’s hesitation he dived into the water.

He would have been wiser if ne had waited
until she floatéd to the surface, for now he found
a difficulty in regaining the boat. After a
great deal of trouble, he managed to reach
into the launch ane. pull out a rope, which he
fastened roufid the girl’s yvaist and drew tight
to a small stanchion. Then he climbed into
the boat himself, and pulled her after him.

He thought at first she was dead, but listetiing
intently he heard the beating of her heart,
and searched the luncheon basket for a small
flask of liqueurs, which Alphonse, the head
waiter, had packed. He put the bottle to her
lips and poured /i small quantity into her
mouth. She choked convulsively, and pres-
ently opened her eyes.

“ You're amongst friends,” said Marcus un-
necessarily

She sat up and covered her face with her
hands. It ak came back fo her in a flash,
and the horror of it froze her blood.

“What has happened to you?” asked
Marcus.
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“I don’t know exactly,” she s3id faintly
And then: “ Oh, it wasydreadful, dreadful ! ”’

Marcus Stepney offered her th» flask o'
liqueurs, and when she shook her head, ‘e
helped himself liberﬂ.

Lydia was consciow of a paih dn ler left
shoulder. The sleeve was torn, and across
the thick of the arm there was an ugly raw
weal.

“It looks ke a bullet mark to me,” said
Marcus Stepney, suddenly grave. “ 1 heard
a shet. Did somebody shoot at you ? "

Shg nodded.

Ll 0 ? 12

She tried to frame the word, but no sound
came, and then she burst into a fit of weeping.

“Not" Jean ? ”’ he asked hodrsely.

She shook her head.

" Briggerland ? ”

She nodded.

“ Briggerland ! ” Mr. Stepney whistled, -and
as he whistled he shivered. “ Let’'s get out of
here,”” he said. ‘“ We shall catch our death
of cold. The sun will warm us up.”

He started the engjnes going, and <afely
navigated the narrow passagg to the open sea.
He had to get a long way out before.he could
catch a glimpse of the road, then he saw she
car, and a cycling policeman disnounting and
bending over something. He put away his
telescope and turned to the girl.



302 The Angel of Terror

“ This is bad, Mrs. Meredith,” he said.
“ Thank God I wasn’t in it.”

“ Where are you taking me ? "’ she asked.

“I'm taking you ou! to sea,” said Marcus
with a little smile. ‘ Dan’t get scared, Mrs.
Meredith. ! want te hear that story of yours,
and if it is anything like what I fear, then it
would be better for you that Briggerland thinks
you are dead.’

She told the story as far as she knew it and
he listened, not interrupting, until she had
finished.

“ Mordon dead, eh ? That’s bad. But how
on earth are they going to explain it? 1
suppose,” hé said with a smile,  you didn’t
write a letter saying that you were going to
run away with the chauffeur ?

She sat up at. this.

“1 did write a letter,” she said slowly. ‘It
wasn’'t a real letter, it was in a story which
Jean was dictating.”

She closed her eyes.

“ How awful,” she said. ‘I can't believe
it even now."

“ Tell me about the story,” said the, man
quickly.

“ It Was a story she was writing for a London
magazine, and her wrist hurt, and 1 wrote it
down as she dictated. Only about three pages,
but on> of the pages was a letter supposed to
have been written by the heroine saying that
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she was going away, as she loved someébody
who was beneath her socidlly.”

“Good God!” said Marcus, genuinely
shocked. ““ Did Jean do that?”

He seemed abselutety crushed by the re?sa-
tion of Jean Briggerlarfl’s deed, and he #d not
speak again for a long time.

“T'm glad I know,” he said at last.

“Do vou really think that all this time she
has been trying to kill me ? ”

He nodded.

“She has used everybody,seven me,” he
said bitterly. “I don’'t want you ‘to think
badly of m& Mrs. Meredith, but.I'm going to
tell you the truth. #d provisioned this little
yacht to-day for a twelve hundred mile trip,
and you wgre to hbe my compdnion.”

“1I?"” she said incredulously.

“It was Jean's ided, really, though I think
she must have altered her view, or thought I
had forgotten all she suggested. I intended
taking you out to sea and keeping you out
there until you agreed——"" ke shook his head.
“1 don’t think I could have done it really,”
he said, speaking half to himself. “I’'m not
really built for a conspirater. None of that
rough ‘stuff ever appealed to me. Well, I

dfdn’t try, anyway.”.

“ No, Mr. Stepnesy,” she said quietly, ““ and
I don’t think, if you had, you would have
succeeded.”
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He was in his frankest mood, and startled her
lter when he told her of his profession, without
httempting to excuse or minimise the method

h1|::h ne earned his rivelihood.
was in a pretty bed way, and I thought
thbre Was easy money caming, and that rather
tempted me,”” he said. “‘ 1 know you will think
[ ama despicable cad, but you can’t think too
badly of me, really.”

He surveyed the shore. Ahead of them the
green tongue of Cap Martin jufted out into the
sea.

“I think I'll take you to Nice,”” he adid.
“We'll attract less attention there and prob-
ably I'll be able to get into touch with your
6ld Mr. Jaggs. You've no idea where 1 can
find him'? At.any rate, I can go te the Villa
Casa and discover what sort of a yarn is being
told.”

“ And probably I can get my clothes dry,”
she said with a little grimace. ““I wonder if
you know how uncomfortable I.am ? "

“ Pretty well,”” he said calmly. ‘“ Every
time I move a new stream of water runs down
my back.”

It was half-past ¢hree in the afternoon when
they reached Nice, and Marcus saw the girl
safely to an hotel, chan ed himself and brought
the yacht back to Munann where Briggerland
had seexa him.

For two hours Marcus Stepney wrestled with
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his love for a girl who .-was-plainly a murderess,
and in the end love won. When darkness fell
he provisioned the Jungle Queen, loaded her
with petrol, and heading her out to %a ma
the swimming coye of €ap Martin. It wag to
the boat that Jean flew

““ What about my father ? ”’ she asked as she
stepped aboard.

“1 think they've-caught him,” said Marcus.

“He'll hate prison,” sa#id the girl com-
placently. “ Hurry, Marcus, I'd hate #, too!”
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LyDpIA took up her quarters in a quiet hotel in
Nice and Mrs. Cole-Mortimer agreed to stay on
and chaperon her.

Though she had felt no effects from her
terrifying experience on the first day, she
found heiself a nervous wreck when she woke
in the morning, alid wisely decideil to stay in
bed.

Jack, who had expected the relapse, called in
a doctor, but Lydia refused to see him. The
next day she received the lawyer.

She had only briefly outlined the part which
Marcus Stepney had played in her rescue, but
she had said enough to make Jack call at
Stepney’s hotel to thank him in person. Mr.
Stepney, howeve., was not at home—he had
not been home all night, but this information
his discreet informant did not volunteer Nor
was the disappenrance of the Jungle Queen
noticed for two days. It was Mrs. Cole-
Meortimer in settling tup her accounts with
Jack, who mentioned the '* yacht.”

“ The Jungle Queen,” said Jack, “ that’s the
motor-launch, isn’t it ? I've seen her lying in

306
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the harbour. I. thought she was Stepney’s
property.”

His suspicions aroused, he called again at
Stepney’s hotel, and this time his inquiry w
backed by the presence of a detective. TFhen
it was made known that Mt. Stepney had not
been seen since the mght of Briggerland’s arrest.

“ That is where they've .gone. Stepney was
ry keen on the gn'l I think,” said Jack.

The detective was annoyed.

“If I'd known before we could have inter-
cepted them. We have several destroyers in
the harbour at Villafrance. Now I am afraid
it is too late.”

“ Where would they-make for ? "’ asked Jack.

The officer shrugged-: his shoulders.

“God knows,” ke said. “ They coild get
into Ttaly or into Spain; possibly Barcelona..
I will telegraph the Chief of the Police there.”

But the Barcelona police had no information
to give. The Jungle Queen had not béen
sighted. The weather was calm the sea smooth,
and everything favourable for the escape.

Inquiries elicited the fact that Mr. Stepney
had beught large quantities of petrol a few
days before his departure, af¥l had augmented
his supply the evening he had left. Also he
had bought provisions in considerablg quantities.

The murder was a week old, and Mr. Brigger-
land had undergone his preliminary examina-
tion, when a wire came through from the
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Spanish police that g motor-boat answering the
description of the _;uﬂ-gle Queen had “called at
Malaga, had provisioned, refilled, and put out
o sea again, before the police authorities, who
had ¢ deccription of the pair, liad time to investi-
ate.

8% You’ll think I have a diseased mind,” said
Lydia, “ but I hope she gets away.”

Jack laughed.

“If you had been with her much dongei,
Lydia, she would have turned you into a first-
class criminal,” he said. “ I hope you ao not
forget that she has exactly a hundred thousand
pounds of yours—in other words, a sixth of
your fortune.”

Lydia shook her head.

‘““That is almost a comforting thought,” she
said. “I know she is what she is, Jack, but
her greatest crime is that she was horn six
hundred yeays too late. If she had lived in the
days of the Italian Renaissance she would have
made history

“Your sympathy is immoral,” said Jack.
“ By the way, Briggerland has been handed
over to the Italian authorities. The crime was
committed on It&iian soil and that saves his
head from falling into the basket.”

She shuddered.

““ What will they do to him ? "

‘““ He’ll be imprisoned for life,”” was the reply,
““and I.rather think that’s a little worse than
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the guillotine. You say you worry for Jean—
I'm rather sorry for old man Briggerland. 1[f
he hadn’t tried to live up &o his davghter he
might have been a most respectable member ®f
society.”

They were sjrolling through the quaint,
narrow streets of Grasse, and Jack, who knew
and loved the town, was shgwing her sights
which mrade her forget that the Perfumerie
Factory, the Mecca of the average tourist, had
any existence.

“1 suppose I'M have to settle down now,’
she said with an expression of distaste.

“ I suppose you will,”’ said Jack, *“ and you'll
have to settle up, too; your legal expenses,
are something fierce.”

“Why do yom say that?’ she asked,
stopping in her walk and looking at him
gravely.

“1 am speaking as your merceflary lawyer,’
said Jack.

“You are trying to put your service on
another level,” she corrected. “ I owe every-
thing I have to you. My fortune is the .least
of tHese. I owe you my life three times
over.”

“ Four,” he corregted, ‘“and to Marcus
Stepney once.

““Why have you done so much for me?
Were you interested ? ”’ she asked alter a
pause.

¥



310 The Angel. of Terror

“Very,' he replicd. ““I was interested in
you from the moment I saw you step out of
Mr. Mgrdon's tax: into the mud, but I was
especially interested in you——"

“ When ? ' she asked.

“ When 1 sat outside your door night after
night and discovered fou didn't snore,” he
sald shamelessly and she went red.

“ L hepe you’'ll never refer to your old Jaggs’s
adventures. It was very——"

“ What ? "

“I was going to say horrid, but I shouldn’t
be telling the twmuth,” she admitted frankly.
“ I liked having you there. Poor Mrs. Morgan
will be disconsolate when she discovers that
we've lost our lodger.”

They walked into the cool of the ancient
cathedral and sat down.

“ There’s something very soothing about a
church, isn't there ? " he whispered. *‘ Look
at that gorgeous window. If I were ever
rich enough to marry the woman I loved,
I should be married in a cathedral like this,
full of old tombs and statues and stained
glass.”

“How rich would you have to be? " she
asked.

“* As rich us she is.”

She bent over toward bim, her lips against
his ear.

“ Tell: me how much money you have,” she
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whispered, “ and I'll give away all I have im
excess of that amount.”

He caught her hand and held it fast, and they
sat there before the altar of St. Cathetine uatil
the sun went down and the disapproving old
woman who acted as the cathedral s caretaker
tapped them qn the shoulder.
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“THAT 1s Gibraltar,” said. Marcus Stepney
pointing ahead to a grey shape #hat loomed up
from the sea.

He was unshaven for he had forgotten to
bring his razor and he was pinched with the
cold. His overcoaf was turned up #o his tass,
in spite of wkich he shivered.

Jean did not seem to be affected by the
sudden change of temperature. She sat on the
top of the cabin, her chin i& the palm of her
hand, her elbow on her crossed knee.

“You are not going into Gibraltar ? " she
asked.

He shook his head.

“1 think net,” he said, “ nur to Algeciras.
Did you see that fellow on the quay yelling for
the craft to come back after we left Malaga ?
That was a bad sign. I expect the police nave
instyuctions to detain thi$ boat, and most of the
ports must have been notified,”

“ How long can we run ?

“We've got enough gas and grub to reach
Dacca, he said. * That’s roughly an eight-
days’ journey.”

31z
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“ On the African coasty ”

He nodded, although she could not see him,

“ Where could we get a ship to take us to
South America ? ”’ she 4sked, turning round.

““ Lisbon,” he said thoughtfully “ Yes, we
could reach Lisbon, but there are too many
steamers abowd and we're certain to be sighted
We might run across to Las Palias, most of
the South American boats call there but if I
were you I should stick to Europe. Come and
take this helm, Jean.”

She obeyed without question, and he coil-
tinuzd the work.- which had been interrupted
by a late meal, the painting of thg boat’s hull,
a difficult business, mvolving acrobatics, since
it was necessary for him to lean over the side.
He had bought the grey paint at Malaga, and
happily there was not much surface that
required attention. The stumpy mast of the
Jungle Queen had already gone everboard—he
had sawn it off with great labour the day after
they had left Cap Martin.

She watched him with a sptculative eye as he
worked, and thought he had never looked quite
so uhattractive as he did with an e1ght~days
growth of beard, his shirt stained with puin
and petrol. His hands were grimy and nnbndy
would have recognised in this &carecrow the
elegant habitue oi those fashionable resorts
which smart society frequents.

Yet she had reason to be grateful to him.
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(1is conduct toward her had been irreproach-
tble. Not one word of love had been spoken,
nor, until now, hagd their future plans, for it
affected them both, been discussed.

“ Suppese we reach South America safely ? ”
she asked. “° What-happens then, Marcus ? ”
He looked round from kis workein surprise.

“ We'll get married.”” he said quietly, and she
laughed.

““And what happens to the present Mrs.
Stepney ? "’

““ She has divorced me,” said Stepney unex-
pectedly. ““ I got the papers the day we lefte’

“1 see,”” said Jean softly. We'll get
married——"" then stoppel.

He looked at her and frowned.

“ Isn’t that your idea, too ? "’ he asked.

 Married ¢ Yes, that’s my idea, too. It
seems a queer uninterEEtiug way of finishing
things, doesn't it, and yet I suppose it isn’t.’

He had resumed his work and was leaning far
over the bow intert upon his labour. Suddenly
she spun the wheei round and the launch heeled
over to starboard. For a second it seemed that
Marcus Stepney could pot maintain his bdlance
against that unexpectel impetus, but by a
superhuman effort he kicked himself back to
safety, and stared at her with a blanched face.

“ Why .did you do that ? ¥ he asked hoarsely.
“ You aearly had me overbvard.”

“ There was a porpoise lying on the surface
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of the sea, asleep, I think,” she said quietly.
“I'm very sorry, Marcus, but I didn't knéw
that it would throw you o¥f your balance.”

He looked round fcs the sleeping fish bat it
had disappeared.

“You told me to avold them, you know,”
she said apologetically. “‘ Did I really put you
In any danger ? "’

He Hcked his dry lips, picked up the paint-
pot, and.threw it into the sea.

“We'll leave this,” be said, ‘‘ until we are
beached. You gave me a scare, Jean.”

“I'm dreadfully sorry Caome here, and
sit by me.”

_She moved to allow him room, and he sat
down by her, taking the wheel from her hand.

On the horizon the high lands of northern
Africa were showing their saw-edge out-
lines.

““That is Morocco,” he pointed out to her
“1 propose giving Gibraltar a wide berth, and
following the coast line to Tangier.”

‘““ Tangier wouldn’t be a bad place to land if
there weren’t two of us,” he went on. It 1s
our being together in {his yacht that is likely to
cause. suspicion. You could easily pretend
that you'd come over from Gibraltar, and the
port authorities there are prettyeslack.”

“ Or if we couly land on the coast,” he sug-
gested. “ There's’ a good landing, and we
could follow the beach down, and turn up-in
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Tangier in the morning—all sorts of odd-
ments turn up in Tangier without exciting
suspicion.”’

She was looking outlover the sea with a
queer exptressiton in her face.

“ Morocco ! " she said softly ““ Morocco—
I hadn’t thought of that lv”

They had a f{fright soon after. A grey
shape ceme racing out of the derkening east,
and Stepney pat his helm over as the destfoyer
smashed past on her«way to Gibraltar.

He watched tne stern light disappearing,
then it suddenly turned and presented its side
to them.

“ They're looking for us,” said Marcus.

The darkness had come down, and he headed
straight for the east.

There was no question that the destroyer
was on an errand of discovery. A white beam
ol light shot out from her decks, and began to
feel along the sea. And then when they
thought it had missed them, it dropped on the
boat and held. A second later it missed them
and began a search. Presently it lit the little
boat, and 1t did something more—it revealed
a thickening of the atmosphere. They were
running into a sea fog, onge of those thin white
fogs that come down in the Mediterranean on
windless days.  The blinfling glare of the
searchlfght blurred.

“Bangl"
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“That’s the gun to ssghal us to stop,” said
Marcus between his teeth.

He turned the nose of the boat southward,
a haZardous proceeding, for he ran into clear
wafer, and had only just got back into the
shelter of the providential fog bark when *the
white beam came stealthily along the edge of
the mist. Presently it died out, and they saw
it no more.

“ They're looking for us, ' said Marcus again.

“You said that before.” said the girl calmly.

“ They've prabably warned, them at Tangioer.

dare not take the boa# into the bay, said.
epney, whose nerves werz now. on edge.

He turned again westWward, edging toward
the rocky coast of northern Africa. They saw
little clusters of lights on the shore, and he
tried to remember what-towns they were.”

“1 think that big one is Cutra, the Spanish
convict station,”’ he said.

He slowed down the boat, and they felt their
way gingerly along the coast line, until the
flick and flash of a lighthcaise gave them an
idea of their position.

““Cape Spartel,” he identified the light.
“We can land very soon I was in Morocco
for three months, and if I rememhef rightly
the beach 1s good walking as far as Tangier."

She went into the cabin and changed, and.
as the nose of the Jungle Queen slid gantly up
the sandy beach she was ready.
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He carried her ashére,.and set her down, then
he pushed off the nose of the boat, anéd man-
ceuvred it so that the stern was against the
beach, resting in three feet of water. He
jumped on board, lashed the helm, and started
the engines going, then wading bick to the
shore he stood staring into the gloom as the
little Jungle Queen put out to sea.

“That’s that,” ne said grimly. “ Now my
dear, we ve got a ten mile walk before us.”

But he had made a slight miscalculation.
Tke distance between himself and Tangier was
twenty-five miles, and involved several detours
inland into ccountry which was whonlly unin-
habited, save at that moment it held the camp
of Muley Hafiz, who was engaged in negotiaticn
witich the Spanish Government for one of those
““ permanent peaces” which frequently last
for years.

Muley Hafiz sat drinking his coffee at mid-
night, listening to the strains of an ornate
gramophone, which stood in a corner of his
square tent.

A voice outside the silken fold of his tent
greeted him and he stopped the machine.

“What is it ? " ke as<ed.

“Lora, we have captured a man and a
woman walkine along by the sea.”

“ They are Riffi people—let them go,” said
Muley ¥1 Arabic. ““ We are making peace, my
man, not war.”’

»



The Angel of Terror 319

“ Lord, these are infidgle; I think they are
English.

Muley Hafiz twisted his trim little beard.

“ Bring them,” he said.

So they were, brogght to his presence, a
dishevelled man and a girl at the slgl#t 0§ whose
face, he gasped.

“ My little friend of the Riviera,” he said
wonderingly, and the smile she gave him was
like a ray of sunshine to hi$ heart.

He stood up, a magnificent figure of a man,
and 3he eyed him admiringly.

“1 am sorry if my men hawe frightened you,”
he said. “ You have nothirg to fear, madame.
I will send my scldiers to escort you to
Tangier.’

And then he frowned. “ Where did you
come from ? "

She could not lie under the steady glance of
those liquid eyes.

“ We landed on the shore from a boat. We
lost our way,” she said.

He nodded.

“You must be she they are seeking,” he
said. ‘““One of my spies came to me from
Tangier to-night, and teld e that the Spanish
and the French police were waiting to arrest a
lady who had committed some crjme in France.
I cannot believe it is you—or it it is, then T’
should say the crirye was pardonable.”

He glanced at Marcus.
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Or perhaps,” he said slowly, “it is your
companion they desire.”

Jean shook her head.

“No, they do not want him,” she said, ““ it
is I they want.”

e pointed to a cushion.

“ Sit down,” he said, and fullowed her ex-
ample.

Marcus alone remained standing, wondering
how this strange situation would develop

“ What will you do? If you go into Tangier
I fear I could nat protect yon, but therée is a
city mn the hills,”” ke waved his hand, “ many
miles from here, city where the hills are
green, mademoiselle, and where beautiful springs
gush out of the ground, and there I am lord.”

« She drew a long breath.

“1 will go to the city of the hills,” she<aid
softly, “and this man,” she shrugged her
shoulders, “ T do not care what happens to
him,” she said, with a smile of amusement at
the pallid Marcus,

““ Then he shall go to Tangier alone.”

But Marcus Stepney did not go alone. For
the last two miles of the journey he had carried
a bag containing thr greater part of five million
francs tnat the girl had brought from the boat.
Jean did not remember this until she was on
her way to the city of the hills, and by that
time money- did not interes: her.
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