























THE RIDDLE OF DINAH RAFFLES 7

going on to England overland.
Many people did this.

I studied the passengers de-
scending the gangway, obviously
bent on sightseeing during the
few hours the liner would re-
mam here. Raffles had told me
that his sister had “oat-colored
plaits.” but apart from that T
had no clue to her appearance.
Yet now, suddenly, my attention
was riveted by a girl who ap-
peared at the head of the gang-
way.

She was a graceful, gray-eyed
girl, cool in a dainty dress. She
carried a parasol and long gloves
in her hand. T could have im-
agined her and Raftles together,
he a bit the taller; they would
have looked well, have comple-
mented each other. But if she
were indeed  Dinah, she no
longer had plaits. Her pretty
hair, as I saw when she turned
her head to speak to someone be-
hind her, was secured at her nape
by a neat little bow of black
velvet.

That turning of the head made
me certain she was Dinah. The
clean-cut profile, the smile, these
could have belonged to no one,
I felt, but Raffles’s sister. [
watched her as, with a hand to
her skirts, she started down the
gangway, escorted by a sleckly
good-looking, dark-haired fellow
i his middle thirtics wearing a
well-cut gray suit.

Motioning the fellow carrying

my portmanteau to follow me,
I began to edge my way through
the milling crowd. Whitle T was
doing so, I saw a trio of vividly
clad gipsy girls, with jingling
tambourines gather about Dinah

"~ as she set foot on the wharf.

With a smile, she let one of the
girls draw her aside, clear of the
gangway and, poring over her
palm, gabble forth some stream
of nonsense.

“Si. si, e wvero, signorina, e
vero!” 1 heard the gipsy girl
vociferating, as I drew closer.
“One of the protected ones! It
is wrote—here in your hand.
Eccolo! Always 1 know them—
the protected ones! One in a mil-
lion, signorina. Vabene, you'll
see, one day——you’ll remember!”

“I'm sure I shall,” T heard
Dinah say, and by her voicc
alone, so cool, friendly and
amused, I should have known
her anywhere for a Raffles.

I could not help grinning to
myself at the thought that, at
that very moment, I, ‘her officially
appointed protector was work-
ing my way through the crowd
to reach her. But just as I was
about to step free, declare my-
self, and produce the letter of
credentials which Raffles had
given me, the gray-suited fellow
with Dinah tossed the gipsy girl
a coin and, putting an arm very
familiarly about Dinah’s waist,
drew her away towards the line
of waiting carriages.

o
The bland posscssiveness  of
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the gesture came as a shock to
me. I stood staring. And I heard
the man say, “You see, Dinah?
One of the protected ones! And
did you notice who the girl roll-
cd her eye at when she said it?”

He meant himself, of course;
and I was so taken aback that
I let them go right by me. It had
simply not occurred to either
Rafties or myself that Dinah,
totally inexperienced and for
the first time in her life foot-
loose, might have got mixed up
with some man in the course of
the voyage.

I watched the chap hand
Dinah into one of the carriages,
and then I went out in the tender
to the liner. Having secen my
baggage to my cabin, I went
straight to the purser’s office in
the main deck foyer, where I
was lucky enough to get hold
of the assistant purser. Oh, yes,
he knew Miss Raffles very well.
The man who had taken her
ashore? He was a Mr. Graham
Forbes, of a wealthy English
family long settled in the Argen-
tine. It appeared that Forbes had
been in Australia studying sheep-
farming methods with a wiew
to experimenting with sheep on
his Argentine properties.

“Going to England, is he?”
I asked.

“Only as far as Lisbon. He
gets a ship there for Rio and the
River Plate.”

“He became acquainted with
Miss Raffles on board?” I in-

quired. And then, seeing that the
assistant purser was beginning
to look askance at my questions,
I took him into my confidence.
“I'm a close friend of Miss
Raffles’s brother. He’s unable to
meet her himself and he’s ap-
pointed me a sort of brother by
proxy. Though I don’t know her
personally yet, I have a respon-
sibility. From what I saw of
Forbes’s manner to her on the
wharf just now, I sensed—well,
a possible entanglement.”

The assistant purser nodded.
“He met her on board here, and
made a dead set at her from
the start.” He looked at me
strangely. “Seeing how you're
placed, Mr. Manders, I'd better
be open with you. I may tell you
it's just as well you've shown
up. Forbes keeps it very dark
when he’s traveling, but I hap-
pen to know he's a married
man—got a nice, pretty little
Seiiora in the Argentine.”

I compressed my lips.

“There’s worse to come,” the
assistant purser said grimly. “I
was on the River Plate run once,
I know all about this Graham
Forbes. He's a charmer. He can
tell the tale. More than one
Fretty girl traveling alone—well,
‘ve heard stories. As a matter
of fact, I've heard one right in
this ship—from a pretty young-
ster called Mary Moore, down in
Third Class.”

Frowning, he filled his pipe.
“She came to me one day, aboard
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had made her break with Forbes,
what rhyme or reason was there
in waltzing off on another shore
excursion with the man?

At all events, there was noth-
ing for it but to pack my traps
and go to the Hotel du Monde
on the sweltering Canibiére,
crowded with carriages, thunder-
ing drays and clanging little yel-
low two-horse tramcars. I re-
served her a room; and, in defer-
ence to the conventions, I con-
veyed my own traps to another
hotel nearby.

Here I had a surprise, for, as
I entered, I saw a slender, dark-
haired girl, pretty but with a
worried, preoccupied expression,
just turning away from the desk,
with a pageboy carrying her
valises. I thought I recognized
her; and, sure enough, on my
signing the register, I saw that
the last entry was “Mary Moore
—British,”

I lunched on bowillabaisse and
at two o’clock went to the Hotel
du Monde. It looked to me a
very average kind of fleabag, but
I sat waiting in its dim foyer
until well past five.

Then an appalling suspicion
began to shape in my mind. Sup-
pose that in the end Dinah had
had the reckless folly to yield to
Forbes's persuasions? Suppose
her note to me had been a trick
designed to rid herself of a ham-
pering complication? Suppose

her object was to leave me be-
hind?

The idea sent a hot wave of
panic over me. I snatched out
my watch. I sprang to my feet.
It was just on six. Sailing time!
At that very moment, the deep
siren-boom of a departing liner
sounded to me across the flat
rooftops of this alien city. I stood
there stunned.

Then the bead curtain hang-
ing in the street doorway was
swept aside—and Dinah Raffles
walked in.

She was followed by a cabman
carrying her portmanteaux. In
her cool, composed way, Dinah
glanced round the foyer. She saw
me standing there staring, and
she came to me, smiling, and
gave me her hand.

“I see A. J. was right,” she
said, “when he told me to count
on you. Will you see me to my
room, please, Bunny? I have
something to say to you.”

The porter carried her luggage
upstairs, and unlocked the door
of Dinah’s room. I was too re-
lieved by her arrival to take issue
with her incorrigible disregard
of normal convention. I tipped
the porter heavily and explained
to him that I had news from
England to discuss with the lady.
I was embarrassed by the inimi-
tably Gallic look he gave me;
but this was Marseilles, and he
left us without demur closing
the door behind him.

I turned to Dinah. In the dim,
hot room, with its closed shut-
ters, she made a cool and grace-
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Dinah did not speak, did not
sti. A bead of sweat trickled
down my face.

“Nothing to say?” said the
man. “Beauty and brains and a
still tongue? You're a wonder.
Honest, I mean it, I really do.
Mind if I light a cheroot? T've
had sort of a hard day—follow-
ing Miss Raffles and Mr. Forbes
around Marseilles.”

I peered down at Dinah’s
manacled hand. It was perfectly
still but tightly clenched, the
knuckles white. I theard the
scrape of a match, caught a whift
of smoke.

“Did you know,” said the
man’s voice, “that I'd marked
Forbes as my meat within a few
days of our sailing from Sydney?
I reckoned to relieve him of
some of his excess funds—at
poker. Could I get him in a
game? Not a hope! All he had
time for was a slip of a girl with
{air hair and a bit of black velvet
ribbon in it. Kind of lady-like
and elegant. Lady born, in fact.
That’s what she seemed to me,
at any rate. Until I discovered
that she’d suddenly taken to
slipping down to the third class,
very clandestine, to talk to a girl
down there called Marty Moore.
Now, what did that mean?”

He chuckled.

“I couldn’'t find out,” he said.
“But just last night I had a bit
of luck. Spotted you and Forbes
right up for'ard on the boat-
deck. It was nice and dark, and

I got close enough to hear a
thing or two. Very interesting!
I heard Forbes begging and im-
ploring you to let him give you
fifteen hundred pounds to pay
off an indebtedness you reckoned
you'd incurred to some man in
London—an obligation that, you
felt, compelled you to keep a
promise to marry him.”

A bead of sweat trickled down
my face. I realized that Ben
Galley must have overheard the
continuation of the conversation
of which I had heard the begin-
ning,

“Forbes wanted you to run
away with him,” said Galley.
“But no, you felt too bound and
beholden to the man in London.
Only, somchow, in the end you
kind of let Forbes talk you
round. Didn’t you?

“Only, Ben Galley—Ben was
curious to know more about all
this. So he followed you and
Forbes ashore today. Off you
went in a victoria to the Credit
Lyonnais, where he drew fifteen
hundred pounds, in hundred-
pound notes, on a letter of credit
-—to square the debt to the
would-be bridegroom in London.

“Then off to the Post and
Telegraphs and, while he waits
in the victoria, in you go—to
seal the notes into an official
registration envelope and send
it off insured, with a line to tell
the poor fellow in London he’d
lost you.

“But did you in fact send off
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content. To such pioneers as Mr.
Winlass he was, of course, a dull
reactionary and a stupid bump-
kin; but to the Saint he was one
of the few and dwindling relics
of happier and cleaner days, and
many pairs of Simon’s own ex-
pensive shoes had gone to his
door out of that queer affection
rather than because they needed
repairing.

Simon smoked a cigarette un-
der the low beamed ceiling in
the smell of leather and wax,
while Dave Roberts wielded his
awl under a flickering gas-jet
and told him of the things that
were happening in Turk’s Lane.

“Ay, sir, Tom Unwin over the
road, he’s going. Mr. Winlass
put him out o’ business. Did you
see that new shop next to Tom’s?
Mr. Winlass started that up,
soon as he’d got the tenants out.
Sold exactly the same things as
Tom had in his shop for a quar-
ter the price—practically give
‘'em away, he did. 'Course, he
lost money all the time, but he
can afford to. Tom ain't hardly
done a bit 0’ business since then.
‘Well,” Tom says to himself, ‘if
this goes on for another couple
o months I'll be broke,” so in
the end he sells out to Mr. Win-
lass, an’ glad to do it. I suppose
I'll be the next, but Mr. Winlass
won't get me out if I can help
it.”

The Saint looked across the
lane at the garish makeshift shop-
front next door to Tom Un-

win’s store, and back again to the
gentle old man straining his eyes
under the feeble light.

“So he’s been after you, has
he?” he said.

“Ay, he’s been after me, One
of his men come in my shop the
other day. "Your place is worth
five hundred pounds,” he says.
‘We'll give you seven hundred
to get out at once, an” Mr. Win-
lass is being very generous with
you,” he says. Well, I told him
I didn’t want to get out. I been
here, man an’ boy, for seventy
years now, an’ I wasn’t going to
get out to suit him. *You realize,’
he says, ‘your obstmacy is hold-
ing up an important an’ valuable
piece of bulldlﬂg” — Beggmg
your pardon, sir,” I says, ‘you're
holding me up from mending
these shoes.”—Very well,” this
chap says, ‘if you're so stupid
you can refuse two hundred
pounds more than your place is
worth, you're going to be glad
to take two hundred less before
you're much older, if you don't
come to your senses quick,’ he
says, ‘and them’s Mr. Winlass's
orders,” he says.”

“I get it,” said the Saint quiet-
ly. “And in a day or two you'll
have a Winlass shoe repair shop
next door to you, working for
nothing.”

“They won’t do work like I
do,” said Dave Roberts stolidly.
“You can’t do it, not with these
machines. What did the Good
Lord give us hands for, if it
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Baker Street weather, is a physi-
cian who can see eye to eye with
John H. Watson, M.D. He thus
believes that Watson’s preoccu-
pation with affairs meteorological
stems from the fact that healers
of the sick must go abroad in
every sort of weather, and that
states of the weather are a matter
of perpetual interest to the gen-
eral practitioner.®

"I have the advantage of
kiowing your babits, my dear
Watson,” said he. ""When your
round is a short one you walk,
aind when it is a long one you
use a hansom. As I perceive that
your boots, although used, are
by no means dirty, 1 cannot
doubt that you are at present
busy enongh to justify the han-
som.”

“Excellent I

“Elementary,”

1 cried.
Jdid b€.7

The most vivid description of
Baker Strecet weather occurs in
The Fire Orange Pips:

1t was in the lalter days of
September, and the equinoctial
gales had set in with exceptional
violence. All day the wind had
screamed and the vain  had
beaten against the windows, so
that even here in the heart of
great, band-made London we
were forced to raise our minds

®Van Licre, Edward J., Doctor Watson
and the Weather, Quart.., Phi Beta Pi Med.
Frat.,, Vol. 42, No. 38, Nov., 1945, pp 144-6.
iCrooked Mam

for the instant from the routine
of life, and to recognize the
presence of those great elemen-
tal forces which shriek at man-
kind through the bars of bis
civilization, like untamed beasts
in a cage. As evening drew in,
the storm grew higher and
londer, and the wind cried and
sobbed like a child in the chim-
ney. Sherlock Holmes sat moodi-
ly at one side of the fireplace.
cross-indexing  his records of
crime, while I at the other way
deep in one of Clark Russell’s
fine sea-stories until the howl of
the gale from without seemed to
blend with the text, and the
Splash of the rain to lengthen
out into the long swash of the
sea waves.

Resuming, after the weird
recital of his problem by the ill-
fated John Openshaw—

Outside the wind still screan:-
ed and the rain splashed and
paitered against the windows.
This strange, wild story seemed
to have come to us from amid
the mad elements—blown in
upon us like a sheet of sea-
weed in a gale—and now to
have been reabsorbed by them
once more8

From being plain ornery the
weather now turns its hand to
murder: “The night—was ex-
tremely dark and stormy, so that,

8Five Orange Pips
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was painful to the eye. It was
bhard 10 believe that 1hese were
the same walls which loomed so
gloomily through the fogs of
winter. Our blinds were balf-
drawn, and ~ Holmes — lay
(/n‘/ea.'——m

This amazing duplication is
analyzed and explained by H.
V. Bell,#* who finds that this
material was written for the
Cardboard Box, where the word-
ing is appropriate  (August,
blinds  drawn, blazing  hot,
Holmes reading letter that enters
story later, yearning for glades
or sea). But this tale was
squeczed out of the Menoirs
when eleven stories were taken
from the Strand Magazine to be
published in book form. Since
this introduction was considered
(oo good to lie buried, it was
fifted with few changes to the
Resident Patient, in which it is
not  particularly  appropriate
( October, rainy, Holmes reading
lctter that is never mentioned
again). Later the Cardboard Box
came out as part of His Last
Bow. But the weather of Baker
Street 1s o stout fellow, and
proved it could take even trans-
nigration.

Not only the published, but
also the unwritten episodes in-
clude a case where Old Sol
directed the course of investiga-
~ Cardhoqrd Box

MSherlocl Holmes and Dr. Watséon: The

Chronology of Their Adventures, Also Vol. 1,
No. 3, The Baker Street Jowrnal.

tion. As an illustration of his re-
mark concerning evidence that
“1 dare call nothing trivial,”
Holmes said,

“You will remember, Watson,
how the dreadful buiiness of the
Abernetty  family was  first
brought to my notice by ihe
depth which the parsley had
sunk inlo the butter upon a hot
day,”19

The moon is mentioned in
fifteen adventures and figures
prominently in eight of these,
each time as revealing some per-
son whom the night would other-
wise have cloaked in secrecy. In
addition to the spot-lighting of
the mortal remains of Bartholo-
mew Sholto; Arthur Holder saw
the odious Sir George Burnwell
making oft with the Beryl Coro-
net; Holmes could follow every
movement of Joseph Harrison
as this scoundrel searched for the
Naval Treaty, the ill-fated Hil-
ton Cubitt and his wife watched
Slaney as he prepared to write

X X KASIX

with his Dancing Men; Dodd
reeognized his supposedly lep-
rous pal, the Blanched Soldier,
Professor Presbury  the simian
Creeping Man, “looked like
some huge bat glued against the
side of his own house”; and at
Shosconibe Old Place Sir Robert

15872 Napoleons
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the Stuarts could not be traced
in his supposed flight from
Hurlstone in spite of rain the
night before, and this for the
very simple reason that his body
was at the time encumbering the
cellar crypt.

Footprints proved of the ut-
most importance in the Study in
Scarlet, Sign of the Four, Resi-
dent Patient, Golden Pince-Nez,
and Howund of the Baskervilles.
In the category of narratives
known only by title, this refer-
ence to rain should be noted:

Umong these unfinished tales
s that of Mr. James Phillimore,
who, stepping back into his own
house to get his umbrella, was
never more seen in this world 11

Time was of the essence at
Wisteria Lodge, and the patri-
otic, crafty Garcia went to con-
sidcrable length to establish an
alibi. This was demolished by
Baynces, of the official police,
since the body of Garcia “had
been  there since one o'clock.
There was rain about that time,
and his death had certainly been
before the rain.” Here the unat-
tractive but indubitably respect-
able John Scott Eccles inter-
posed:

“But that is perfectly impos-
sible, Mr. Baynes. His voice is
unmistakable. I could swear to it
that it was he who addressed me
in my bedroom at that very

—— .
835 hor Bridgs

hour.” Only Holmes could see
that these two statements were
not incompatible and that the
alibi had been rigged. Thus it
came about that the weather
spoiled an otherwise perfect
scheme,

The most famous trackings of
imprints, however, were not
those of persons at all, but of
horses, cows, and bicycles, in two
of the most unforgettable se-
quences in all Sherlockiana.

Silver Blaze, the equine assas-
sin, saved his own life while
taking that of the perfidious
Straker on a rainy night. There
were all sorts of tracks in that
lethal hollow of land. Wet cloth-
ing proved that a red herring
named Simpson had been out in
the storm. The fact that there
was rain without wind proved
that Straker’s coat had been
placed rather than blown upon
the furze-bushes (Mother, what
is a furze-bush?). But the crown-
ing weathermade achievement
comes in the tracking of the fugi-
tive horse to Mapleton, the rival
establishment; the fitting of the
sample shoe to the imprint; and
the discovery of human impres-
sions alongside those of the
steed, leading Holmes straight
to the truculent Master Silas
Brown, the most “perfect com-
pound of the bully, coward, and
sneak” he had known. But
Brown folded, the hidden and
disguised thoroughbred was pro-
duced at the final instant to win
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ures loom ap, are dimly seen,
and then blend once more into
the cloud-bank. The thief or the
murdesrer could roam London on
such a day as the tiger does the
jungle, unseen until he pounces,
and then evident only to bis
viciim.”’

“There have,” said I, “been
numerous petty thefts.”

Holmes snorted bis contempt.

“This great and sombre stage
is set for something more
worthy than that,” said he. It
s fortunate for this community
that I am not a criminal.”’

It 1s, indeed !’ said 1 bhearti-
ly.
“Suppose that 1 were Brooks
or Woodhouse, or any of the
fifty men who have good reason
for taking my life, how long
could 1 survive against iny own
pursuit? A summons, a bogus
appointment, and all would be
over. 1t is well they don’t have
days of fog in the Latin coun-
tries—the countries of assassina-
tion’18 )

In the Cardboard Box, the
mist over the sea hides a murder
of revenge, while in the Red
Circle, as Sherlock Holmes ex-
plains, -

“I¢ is clear now that some
danger is threatening  your
lodger. It is equally clear that
bis enemies, lying in wait for
bim near your door, mistook

18Bruce-Partington Plans

your husband for him in the
foggy morning light.” '

Fog is again a shield in the
Dying Deteciive, but this time
for Holmes, whose malingering
tactics must be concealed from
the over-zealous Watson and
also from the crafty, murderous
Mr. Culverton Smith, the Sumat-
ran planter of coffee and people.
But no mention of fog and Baker
Street in the same breath can fail
to bring to instant recall the
incomparable account of the loss
and recovery of the Bruce-
Partington Plans. And of how
the ill-starred young Cadogan
West, escorting his fiancée, Miss
Violet Westbury, to the threater,
dashed away into the fog be-
cause he had seen the treasonous
Colonel Valentine Walter pur-
loining the plans for the Bruce-
Partington submarine, within
whose radius naval warfare be-
comes impossible; how “this
wretched youth,” as Mycroft
dubbed him, followed the ab-
sconder, only to meet his death
under the life preserver of Hugo
Oberstein, of 13 Caulfield Gar-
dens, Kensington; how the con-
spirators laid West's body
(minus ticket) on the roof of
an Underground carriage, a post-
mortem act securely hidden by
the all-pervading fog; and how
this cadaver, taking its penulti-
mate ride, still without a ticket
(*“No ticket! Dear me, Watson,
this is really very singular, Ac-
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wreaths down the sides of the
fantastic hills; the heavy, slate-
colored hills, on this tempes-
tuous and melancholy day. There
was the rain-lashed window, the
black window. the blurred pane,
with ontdoors the wild night
and the wind-swept trees border-
ing the vast expanse of the
melancholy moor.

And then the punch lines.

A terrible  scream—a  pro-
longed yell of horror and an-
guish burst ont of the silence
of the moor. That frightful cry
turned 1he blood to ice in my
veins.

“Oh, my God!” 1 gasped.
“What is 1t? What does it
mean?"”

Holmes had sprung to bis
feet, and I saw his dark, athletic
outline at the door of the hut,
bis shoulders siooping, his head
thrust forward, his face peering
into the darkness.

“Hush?”' .. be
“Hush!”

The cry had been loud on
account of its vebemence, but
it bad pealed out from some-
where far off on the shadowy
plain. Now it burst upon our
ears, nearer, louder, more urgent
than before. '

“Where is 1t?” Holmes whis-
pered; and 1 knew from the
thrill of his voice that he, the
man of iron, was shaken to the
soul, “Where is it, Watson?”

. «whispered.

“There, 1 think” 1 pointed
into the darkness.

“No, therel!l”

Again the agonized cry swept
through the silent night, louder
and much nearer than ever, And
a new sound mingled with 1,
a deep, multered rumble, musi-
cal and yet menacing, rising and
falling like the low, constant
murmur of the sea.

“The hound!” cried Holmes.
“Come, Watson, come! Great
heavens, if we are too late!”

It was then our old plot-saving
friend, the Queen of the Night,
answered her cue. The moon rose
over the tors in time to show our
collaborators that the dead man
(he who yelled) was Selden, the
convict, and not Sir Henry; the
same moon that two hundred
and fifty years before had reveal-
ed to the horrified followers of
the original Sir Hugo that foul
thing, that great black beast who
plucked the first Baskervillian
throat.

Footprmts in wet paths also
figure in the solution; not alone
those of the tragic Sir Charles,
but as well those of the other
great protagonist of the yew
alley episode.

‘f'Mr, Holmes, they were the
footprints of a gigantic hound!”’

We do not feel certain that the
hair on our nape has ever com-
pletely flattened out following
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was a crushing blow. But

Holmes had warned him.

“Ha! It came like that, did
it?” said Holmes thoughtfully.
“Well I've no doubt it was well
stage-managed.”’

“You mean thai you think
there was no accident ?”’

“None in the world.”

“He was murdered?”

“Surely!”’

“So I think alio. These in.
fernal  Scowrers, this cursed
vindictive nest of criminals—"

“No, 1o, my good sit,” said
Holmes. ""There is a master
hand here. It is no case of
sawed-off shotguns and clumsy
six-shoolers. You can tell an old
master by the sweep of bis
brush. 1 can tell a Moriarty
when 1 see one, This crime is
from London, not from Amer-
ica—These Americans were
well advised. Having an English
job to do, they took into part-
nership, as any foreign criminal
could do, this great consultant
in crime.”’

Moriarty and his La Jeune
Fille a VAgneas! The Greuze
that fetched one million two
hundred thousand francs at the
Portalis sale and now hung in
a professor’s study. What a train

-4
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of thought this fact started with-
in the rcasonably acute cercbral
hemispheres of Inspector Alec
MacDonald! Those were, of
course, the carly days at the end
of the '80's, when he was far
from having attained the nation-
al fame which he subsequently
achicved.

But alas, we must leave them.
There they are—Holmes, Wat-
son, MacDonald, and White
Mason, standing behind the
shrubbery, opposite the draw-
bridge of Birlstone Manor House
—the cold, damp reck from the
moat setting their teeth to chat-
tering. They will rise superior
to this bitter weather and get
their man, as he lifts the sodden
bundle of clothing from its wa-
tery place of concealment, and
we will mentally rush with them
across the drawbridge, and ac-
cost the astounded Cecil Barker.

In parting, we have but a sin-
gle plea. In the name of Truth,
permit us to alter, ever so slight-
ly, the wording of that most
famous of all exclamations of the
immortal tenant of 221 B Baker
Strect—

“Come, Watson, come! The
game is afoot, weather permil-

ting "4

S———

T4bbey Grange

¥
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with lines of trouble, the hang-
ing pouches under the closed
cyes were leaden in color, the
loose mouth dropped dolorously
at the corners, the rolling chins
were unshaven. Collar and shirt
bore the grime of a long journey,
and the hair bristled unkempt
from the well-shaped head. It
was a sorely stricken man who
lay before us.

“What is it, Watson?? asked
Holmes.

“Absolute exhaustion— possi-
bly mere hunger and fatigue,”
said I, with my finger on the
thready pulse, where the stream
of life trickled thin and small.

“Return ticket from Mackle-
ton, in the North of England,”
said Holmes, drawing it from
the watch-pocket. "It is not
twelve o'clock yet. He has cer-
tainly been an early starter.”

The puckered eyelids had be-
gun to quiver, and now a pair
of vacant gray eyes looked up at
us.

An instant later the man had
scrambled on to his feet, his face
crimson with shame.

“Forgive this weakness, Mr.
Holmes; I have been a little
overwrought. Thank you, if I
might have a glass of milk and
a biscuit I have no doubt that

I should be better. I came per--

sonally, Mr. Holmes, in order
to ensure that you would rcturn
with me. 1 feared that no tele-
gram would convince you of the
absolute urgency of the case.”

“When you are quite re-
stored—"

"I am quite well again. I
cannot imagine how I came to
be so weak. I wish you, Mr.
Holmes, to come to Mackleton
with me by the next train.”

My friend shook his head.

“My colleague, Dr. Watson,
could tell you that we are very
busy at present. I am retained
in this case of the Ferrers Docu-
ments, and the Abergavenny
murder is coming up for trial.
Only a very important issuc
could call me from London at
present.”

“Important!”  Our  visitor
threw up his hands. “Have you
heard nothing of the abduction
of the only son of the Duke of
Holdernesse?”

“What! The
Minister?”

"Exactly. We had tried to
keep it out of the papers, but
there was some rumor in the
Globe last night. I thought it
might have reached your cars.”

Holmes shot out his long, thin
arm and picked out Volume "H”
in his encyclopedia of reference.

“ 'Holdernesse, sixth Duke,
K.G., P.C.'—half the alphabet!
‘Baron Beverley, Earl of Carston’
—dear me, what a list! ‘Lord-
Lieutenant of Hallamshire since
1900. Married Edith, daughter
of Sir Charles Appledore, 1888.
Heir and only child, Lord Sal-
tire. Owns about two hundred
and fifty thousand acres. Miner-

late  Cabinct









58 THE SAINT DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

responsibility have reduced me.
Mr. Holmes, if ever you put
forward your full powers, T im-
plore you to do so now, for
never in your life could you have
& case which s more worthy of
them.”

Sherfock Holmes had listened
with the utmost intentness to the
statement of the unhappy school-
master. His drawn brows and the
dccp furrow between them show-
cd that he needed no exhortation
to concentrate all his attention
upon a problem which, apart
from the tremendous interests
involved, must appeal so dircctly
to his love of the complex and
the unusual. He now drew out
his notebook and jotted down
one or two memoranda.

"You have been very remiss
in not coming to mc sooner,”
said he severely. "You start me
on my investigation with a very
serious  handicap. It s incon-
ceivable, for example, that this
ivy and this lawn would have
yiclded nothing to an expert
observer.”

“1 am not to blame, Mr.
Holmes. His Grace was extreme-
ly desirous to avoid all public
scandal. He was afraid of his
family unhappiness being drag-
ged before the world. He has
a decp horror of anything of the
kind.”

“But there has been some offi-
cial investigation?”

“Yes, sir, and it has proved
most disappointing. An apparent

clue was at once obtained, since
a boy and a young man were
reported to have been secn leav-
ing a ncighboring station by an
carly train. Only last night we
had news that the couple had
been hunted down in Liverpool,
and they prove to have no con-
ncction whatever with the matter
in hand. Then it was that in my
despair - and  disappointment,
after a slcepless night, I came
straight to you by the early
train.”

“I suppose the local investiga-
tion was relaxed while this false
clue was being followed up?”

“It was entirely dropped.”

“So that three days have been
wasted. The affair has been most
deplorably handled.”

“T fecl it, and admit it.”

“And yet the problem should
be capable of ultimate solution.
I shall be very happy to look into
it. Have you been able to trace
any connection between the miss-
ing boy and this German mas-
ter?”

“None at all.”

“Was he 1n
class?”

“No; he never exchanged a
word with him, so far as I
know.”

“That 1s certainly very singu-
lar. Had the boy a bicycle?”

“No.”

“Was any other bicycle miss-
ing?”

“No.”

“Is that certain?”

the master’s
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taken such a step without con-
sulting him.”

“When I learned the police
had fatled—"

“His Grace is by no means
convinced that the police have
failed.”

“But surely, Mr. Wilder—"

“You are well aware, Dr.
Huxtable, that his Grace 1s par-
ticularly anxious to avoid all
public scandal. He prefers to
take as few people as possible
into his confidence.”

“The matter can be easily re-
medied,” said the brow-beaten
doctor. “Mr. Sherlock Holmes
can return to London by the
morning train.”

“Hardly that, doctor, hardly
that,” said Holmes, in his bland-
est voice. “This northern air is
invigorating and pleasant, so I
proposc to spend a few days up-
on your moors, and to occupy my
mind as best I may. Whether 1
have the shelter of your roof or
of the village inn is, of course,
for you to decide.”

I could see that the unfortu-
nate doctor was in the last stage
of indecision, from which he was
rescued by the deep, sonorous
voice of the red-bearded duke,
which boomed out like a dinner-
gong.

“I agree with Mr, Wilder,
Dr. Huxtable, that you would
have done wisely to consult me.
But since Mr. Holmes has al-
ready been taken into your con-
fidence, it would indeed be ab-

surd that we should not avail
ourselves of his services. Far
from going to the inn, Mr.
Holmes, I should be pleased if
you would come and stay with
me at Holdernesse Hall.”

“I thank your Grace. For the
purposes of my investigation I
think that it would be wiser for
me to remain at the scene of the
mystery.”

“Just as you like, Mr. Holmes.
Any information which Mr.
Wilder or I can give you is, of
course, at your disposal.”

“It will probably be necessary
for me to see you at the Hall,”
said Holmes. “I would only ask
you now, sir, whether you have
formed any explanation in your
own mind as to the mysterious
disappearance of your son?”

“No, sir, I have not.”

“Excuse me if I allude to that
which is painful to you, but I
have no alternative. Do you
think that the duchess had any-
thing to do with the matter?”

The great minister showed
perceptible hesitation.

“I do not think so,” he said
at last.

“The other most obvious ex-
planation is that the child had
been kidnapped for the purpose
of levying ransom. You have not
had any demand of the sort?”

“No, sir.”

“One more question, your
Grace. 1 understand that you
wrote to your son upon the day
when this incident occurred.”
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brought into my room, where he
laid it out on the bed, and, hav-
ing balanced the lamp in the
middle of it, he began to smoke
over it, and occasionally to point
out objects of interest with the
reeking amber of his pipe.

“This case grows upon me,
Watson,” said he. “There are
decidedly some points of interest
in conncction with it. In this
early stage I want you to realize
these  geographical  features,
which may have a good deal to
do with our investigation.

“Look at this map. This dark
square is the Priory School. I'll
put a pin in it. Now, this line is
the main road. You sce that 1t
runs ecast and west past the
school, and you sce also there is
no side road for a mile either
way. If these two folk passed
away by road it was this road.”

“Exactly.”

“By a singular and happy
chance we are able to some ex-
tent to check what passcd along
this road during the night in
question. At this point, where my
pipe is now resting, a country
constable was on duty from
twelve to six. It 1s, as you pet-
ceive, the first cross road on the
east side. This man declares that
he was not absent from his post
for an instant, and he is positive
that neither boy nor man could
have gone that way unseen. I
have spoken with this policeman
tonight, and he appears to me to
be a perfectly reliable person.

That blocks this end. We have
now to deal with the other.
There is an inn here, the ‘Red
Bull,” the landlady of which was
ill. She had sent to Mackleton
for a doctor, but he did not ar-
rive until morning, being absent
at another case. The people at
the inn were alert all night,
awaiting his coming, and one or
other of them seems to have con-
tinually had an eye upon the
road. They declare that no one
passed. If their evidence is good,
then we arc fortunate enough to
be able to block the west, and
also to be able to say that the
fugitives did 7ot use the road at
all.”

“But the bicycle?” I objected.

“Quite so. We will come to
the bicycle presently. To contin-
ue our reasoning: if these people
did not go by the road, they
must have traversed the country
to the north of the house or to
the south of the house. That is
certain. Let us weigh the one
against the other. On the south
of the house is, as you perceive,
a large district of arable land,
cut up into small fields, with
stone walls between them. There,
I admit that a bicycle is impos-
sible. We can dismiss the idea.
We turn to the country on the
north, Here there lies a grove
of trees, marked as the ‘Ragged
Shaw,” and on the farther side-
stretches a great rolling moor,
Lower Gill Moor, extending for
ten miles, and sloping gradually
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that, let us try to realize what
we do know, so as to make the
most of it, and to separate the
essential from the accidental.

“First of all, I wish to impress
upon you that the boy certainly
left of his own free will. He got
down from his window and he
went off, either alone or with
someone. That is sure.”

I assented.

“Well, now, let us turn to this
unfortunate  German  master,
The boy was fully dressed when
he fled. Thercfore he foresaw
what he would do. But the Ger-
man went without his socks. He
certainly acted on very short
notice.”

“Undoubtedly.”

“Why did he go? Bccause,
from his bedroom window, he
saw the flight of the boy. Because
he wished to overtake him and
bring him back. He seized his
bicycle, pursued the lad, and in
pursuing him met his death.”

“So it would seem.”

“Now I come to the critical
part of my argument. The natu-
ral action of a man in pursuing
a little boy would be to run after
him. He would know that he
could overtake him. But the Get-
man does not do so. He turns
to his bicycle. I am told that he
was an  cxcellent cyclist. He
would not do this if he did not
see that the boy had some swift
mecans of escape.”

“The other bicycle.”

“Let us conlinuc our recon-

struction. He meets his death five
miles from the school—not by a
bullet, mark you, which even a
lad might conceivably discharge,
but by a savage blow dealt by a
vigorous arm. The lad, then, had
a companion in his flight. And
the flight was a swift one, since
it took five miles before an ex-
pert cyclist could overtake them.
Yet we survey the ground around
the scene of the tragedy. What
do we find? A few cattle tracks,
nothing more. I took a wide
sweep round, and there is no
path within fifty yards. Another
cyclist could have had nothing
to do with the actual murder.
Nor were there any human
footmarks.”

“Holmes,” I cried, “this is
impossible.”

“Admirable!”  he said. "A
most illuminating remark. It 75
impossible as I state it, and
therefore T must in some respect
have stated it wrong. Yet you
saw for yoursclf. Can you sug-
gest any fallacy?”

“He could not have fractured
his skull in a fall?”

“In a morass, Watson?”

“I am at my wits’ end.”

“Tut, tut; we have solved
some worse problems. At Jeast
we have plenty of material, if
we can only use it. Come, then,
and, having exhausted the Pal-
mer, let us sce what the Dunlop”
with the patched cover have to
offer us.”

We picked up the track and
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“I've less reason to wish the
dook wecll than most men,” said
he, “for I was his coachman once,
- and crucl bad he treated me. It
was him that sacked me without
2 character on the word of a
lying corn-chandler. But I'm
glad to hear that the young lord
was heard of in Liverpool, and
I'll help you to take the news
to the Hall.”

“Thank you,” said Holmcs.
"We'll have some food  first,
Then you can bring round the
bicycle.”

“I haven't got a bicycle.”

Holmes  held up a
creign.

"I tell you, man, that I haven't
cot onc. T'll let you have two
horses as far as the Hall.”

“Well, well,” said Holmes,
“we'll talk about it when we've
had somcthing to eat.”

SOV~

When we were left alone in
the stone-flagged kitchen it was
astonishing  how rapidly that
sprained ankle recovered. It was
nearly nightfall, and we had
caten nothing since early morn-
ing, so that we spent some time
over our meal, Holmes was lost
in thought, and once or twice
he walked over to the window
and stared earnestly out. It open-
ed on to a squalid courtyard. In
the far corner was a smithy,
where a grimy lad was at work.
On the other side were the
stables. Holmes had sat down
again after onc of these excur-

sions, when he suddenly sprang
out of his chair with a loud ex-
clamation.

“By Heaven, Watson, I be-
lieve that I've got it!” he cried.
“Yes, yes, it must be so. Watson,
do you remember sceing any
cow-tracks today?”

“Yes, several.”

“Where?”

“Well, everywhere. They were
at the morass, and again on the
path, and again where poor
Heidegger met his death.”

“Exactly. Well, now, Watson,
how many cows did you see on
the moor?”

“I don't
any.”

“Strange, Watson, that we
should see tracks all along our
line, but never a cow on the
whole moor; very strange, Wat-
son, eh?”

“Yes, it 1s strange.”

“Now, Watson, make an
cffort; throw your mind back!
Can you sce those tracks upon
the path?”

“Yes, I can.”

“Can you recall that the tracks
were sometimes like that, Wat-
son”'—he arranged a number of

remember  seeing

breadcrumbs 1n  this  fash-
ion—: : : : :—"and sometimes
like this”"—: = : * : - : -—"and

occasionally like this”"—. -
—"Can you remember that?”
“No, I cannot.”
“But I can. I could swear to
it. However, we will go back at
our leisure and verify it. What a
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to do so. He intended to make
a bargain with me—to restore
Arthur if I would break the cn-
tail, and so make it possible for
the estate to be left to him by
will. He knew well that I should
never willingly invoke the aid
of the police against him. T say
that he would have proposed
such a bargain to me, but he did
not actually do so, for cvents
moved too quickly for him, and
he had not time to put his plans
into practice.

“What brought all his wicked
scheme to wreck was your dis-
covery of this man Heidegger's
dead body. James was seized
with horror at the news. It came
to us yesterday as we sat to-
gether in this study. Dr. Huxta-
ble had sent a telegram. James
was so overwhelmed with grief
and agitation that my suspicions,
which had never been entirely
absent, rose instantly to a cer-
tainty, and I taxed him with the
deed. He made a complete volun-
tary confession. Then he im-
plored me to keep his secret for
three days longer, so as to give
his wrctched accomplice a chance
of saving his guilty life. I yielded
as I have always yielded—to
his prayers, and instantly James
hurricd off to the "Fighting Cock’
to warn Hayes and give him the
means of flight. 1 could not go
there by daylight -without pro-
voking comment, but as soon as
night fell I hurried off to see my
dear Arthur. I found him safe
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and well, but horrified bcyond
expression by the dreadful deed
he had witnessed. In deference
to my promisc, and much against
my will, I conscented to leave him
there for three days under the
charge of Mrs. Hayces, since it
was evident that it was impos-
sible to inform the police where
he was without telling them also
who was the murdirer, and 1
could not sce how that murderer
could be punished without ruin
to my unfortunate James. You
asked  for frankness, Mr.
Holmes, and T have taken you
at your word, for I have now
told you everything without an
attempt at circumlocution or con-
cealment. Do you in your turn
*be as frank with me.”

“I will,” said Holmes. “In the
first place, your Grace, I am
bound to tell you that you have
placed yourself in a most scrious
position 1n the cyes of the law.
You have condoned a felony, and
you have aided the escape of a
murderer; for I cannot doubt
that any moncy which was taken
by James Wilder to aid his ac-
complice in his flight came from
your Grace’s purse.”

The duke bowed his assent.

“This is indeed a most serious
matter. Even more culpable, in
my opinion, your Grace, is your
attitude towards your younger
son. You leave him in this den
for three days.”

“Under solemn promises—"

“What are promises to- such
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much, anyways,” he said gallant-

“That’s neither here nor
there; that don’t lessen what I
done,” she persisted, tossing her
head impatiently, as if she tossed
his mollifying suggestion from
her.

“Well, T always say I've had
more time than most men for
readin’,” Lucas said cheerfully.
“I'm a great hand for a book.
Adventures—I scem to share 'em
with the authors!”

“I'm well fixed,” the woman
said, not listening.

“And you live in California?”

“I was tellin’ you. I've got a
ranch—chickens and fruit—out-
side a place called Santa Clara.”

He looked from the high in-
stitution window at barren fields

level under  January’s  snows.
“You don’t have no snow
there?”

"My alfalfa was three inches
up this New Year’s Day.”
“For pity’s sakes.”

“I had a big room fixed, off -

the kitchen, for my father,” Mrs.
Huggett prescntly observed. “He
had sciatica, and he couldn’t
climb stairs, I have a radio down
there, and a Victrola, and an air-
tight. He was real comfortable
there. I've got an old car you
could drive. . . .

“I'd do for you,” she said
humbly, thickly, her voice trem-
bling, and her big bare hands
beginning to tremble too. “I'd
do for you just as I done for

Father. There’s lots you'd like
to do about the place. There’s
a Portuguese girl helps me with
dishes and cleaning, but I'm one
to run my own kitchen, and I'd
like to have someone to cook for
again.”

“I don’t know as I understand
what you're drive’ at,” Lucas
said, clearing his throat.

“It isn’t in any way making
up to you,” she persisted stub-
bornly.

“Why,” he said kindly, pity-
ingly, “what you done you done
as a little girl. I wouldn’t hold
that against you! Nobody would.
You seen a good chance to
show off . .. children 'l do that.
. .. That ain’t nothing. . . .”

“I never thought, if I ever did
find you, that you'd kill me,
saying that,” she observed as he
paused. “I'll get you your ticket,
I'll make all arrangements, and
I'll. meet you at San José sta-
tion,” she added.

Silence—a different sort of
silence — deepened  between
them. The tears had come into
her eyes, with the difficult
words; tears stood in his bright
old blue eyes as he answered
her.

“Why, I don’t hardly suppose
you're asking me to leave the
state home, Emma?” he faltered.

She made an awkward gesture,
laughed thickly and bricfly,
frowned again.

“Well! You take me complcte-
ly by surprise . . .” said Lucas.





















THE MADISON MURDER 03

enough, and that I run out after
him. . ..

“But then who did kill him,
Lucas?”

“Mysteries of the missin’!” he
said cheerfully. "I  always
thought Millie done it, for all
her cariyin’ on an’ her widow's
veil. It's a plot, all right!” He
admitted himsclf that he was
“great” on mystery stories. But
then, Emma would muse a little
enviously, he was “great” on
everything. She was well past her
half-century mark, but she had
never met anyone like Lucas be-
fore, unless an occasional vital
enthusiastic child were like him.

Everything  dclighted  him,
every waking, every breakfast,
every hour of his busy puttering
day was a separate delight. He
discussed the chickens as if they
had been human entities; the old
plow horses came over the corral
fence and rested thcir great
shaggy hcads there when Lucas
was busy in the farmyard; the
Airedale crushed his hairy length
against Lucas’ porch door at
night and whined and muttered
from time to time in a very
ecstasy of love.

Miss Farmer ran out of the
library with a new detective story
for “Uncle Luke.” Doc Brainerd,
the veterinary, came out to the
ranch and conferred with him.
Thin little overworked Mrs.
Pointer from the next farm told
Emma that the children were
different creatures since Uncle

Luke had begun to give em lifts
in his car, and the very minister
himself, ending a call, said
warmly, “You've got the sccret,
Mr. Rippey. I'm a young man,
sir, I've got a lot to learn. You
do me good.”

It was only upon the famish-
ing Emma that the healing dews
did not fall.

“I sec you as a little feller in
the orphanage, Lucas, Missin’
your mother, probably, wondc:-
in’ if you was cver gon’ to have
folks and a home of your own.
And T sce you gettin® out, a
skinny little feller of fourteen,
workin’ for Smiley, the under-
taker. What'd that old skinflint
pay ye, anyway?”

“Fourtcen a month.”

“Good grief! Whatever did
you pay at Mrs. Mason’s for
your room, then?”

"I paid her a dollar sixty a
weck., Her boy Silvester was in
the same room.”

“And you got your meals?”

“Picked 'em up where I could.
I used to go over to the station
restaurant lots, and help ‘em
wash dishes.”

“Silvester Mason wa'n’t any
too good company for you.”

“No, he was a real demoral-
izin’ influence, I always fig-
ured.”

She would regard the sunshiny
old thoughtful face wistfully,
painfully.

“Nothin’ hasn’t ever embitter-
ed you Lucas.” :
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“Lucas, you never killed Kane
Madison!”

“I say I did.”

“You hit him on the head—"

“Down at Lenhart’s, that Sun-
day afternoon. He run out the
side door and went streakin’ up
through the medder. I run after
him a piece, yellin’ at him that
he couldn’t talk to me that way,
that I'd kill him. Then I come
back and I was scared. I knelt
down and prayed right there in
the middle of the stable, that he
wouldn’t die.”

“But the mallet, Lucas? The
mallet they found in the Madi-
son kitchen, that had blood on
it?”

“Well, maybe it was ackshally
used to hammer a steak with,
like old Gran’'ma Madison said.
Anyway, I knew I'd hurt him
considerable. There was blood
on the pipe, all right. T got up
from my knees scared to death,
and I says, out loud, ‘I've got
to get out of here! I've got to
get away.” I says. And then it
sort of come to me that no, better
hang around and act innocent.
So I went out and washed the
gas pipe at the troft and threw
it down in the sun on the dry
grass.’

“Your sleeves was wet when
they come took you!” she whis-
pered, struck.

“Yes, from washin’ the pipe.
I washed my hands good, too,
and then I prayed some more.
My mother had be’'n a great be-

liever, and I says, ‘T'll believe,
too, if You get me out of this!”

“Well, I've come to believe!”
he ended with his wintty, sunny
old smile. “But I had a long way
to go before I found God.”

“Lucas,” the woman said, and
her own voice was like a prayer.
“Do you tell me you killed Kane
Madison?”

“Emma, if it meant goin’ back
to the town farm, I'd have to
tell ye—"

“Oh, let that go'” she exclaim-
ed, suffocatmg “Just tell me—
tell me that you done it—"

“I do tell you I done it!”

“You killed him, only he got
home before he fell?”

“He run across the medder,
Emma, holdin’ onto his head.”

“They never thought of that!”
she said, thinking aloud, remem-
bering.

“They never thought of that.”

“Then my lie,” she began,
trembling, ending a short silence,
“my lie wa'n’t all a lie, Lucas?”

“No. I got—he cleared his
throat—"1 got what was comin’
to me!” he admitted.

“Oh, no,” she muttered, shak-
ing her head, covering her face
with her hands and swaying to
and fro, “No, it wasn’t right. It
wasn't right to give a little feller
of twenty-two a life term, no
matter what he done! And you
from the orphanage, too, and
delicate—like we all knew you
were.

“But, oh—my—God, Lucas,”
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and his eyes were the eyes of
a dreamer.

“Mr. Van Deyl,” he said, with
stif courtesy, “you announce
yourself as an official representa-
tive of a certain branch of the
United States administration;
otherwise, as is well known, I
do not receive callers. What does
the American Government re-
quire from me?”

Van Deyl was somewhat taken
back. He met the question
frankly however.

“The American Government
is not directly concerned in my
mission,” he acknowledged,
“but Mr. Essenheim, my com-
panion, has a scheme for the
purchase of an almost defunct
railway which operates close to
the frontier of a foreign country.
For certain reasons it has been
decided at Washington that it
would be a great advantage to
us to have that railway line re-
established. Officially we can do
nothing, but we are prepared to
support, to a certain extent, any
private enterprise. Part of our
support is my prescnce here and
this explanation which I am
asked to give you ofhcially.”

“And my interest in the mat-
ter?” the Prince enquired.

“You are the registered holder
of a large number of the shares,”
Van Deyl exclaimed. “Why you
bought them, or how they came
into your possession, no one
knows, but they are registered in
your name, and dividends—in
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the days when there were any—
have been received by you. Mr.
Essenheim cannot complete any
scheme for the reorganization of
the railway without acquiring
control, and whoever desires
control must possess your shares.
He is, therefore, over here with
a proposition to you to buy
them.”

“Then, the sooner Mr. Essen-
heim—or whatever his euphoni-
ous name may be—gets back to
where he came from,” the Prince
replied, “the better. In these days
my life is dedicated to one ob-
ject. I have a man of affairs who
sees after such matters as those
to which you have alluded.”

“Let us, if you please,” Van
Deyl begged, “get into touch
with him. We have no wish to
trouble you personally. Let us
put the matter before him and
he can then ask for your instruc-
tions. Money is doubtless not of
much object to you,” the young
man added, “but you will cer-
tainly be a great deal better off
if you listen to what Mr. Essen-
heim has to say.”

“The only thing in the world
of which I have too much,” the
Prince replied coldly, “is money.
[ should refuse to listen to any
scheme increasing my income.”

Van Deyl was staggered. It
was very hard indeed to adopt
ordinary business methods and
modes of persuasion with any
one holding such views.

“Your shares are absolutely



























































ri.EA.SE



















