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Agatha Christie - The Mysterious M. Quin CHAPTER ONE THE COM NG OF MR.
QUINIT was New Year's Eve. The el der menbers of the house party at Royston
were assenbled in the big hall. M. Satterthwaite was glad that the young
peopl e had gone to bed. He was not fond of young people in herds. He thought

t hem uni nteresting and crude. They | acked subtlety and as |ife went he had



become increasingly fond of subtleties M. Satterthwaite was sixty-two-- a
little bent, dried-up man with a peering face oddly elflike, and an intense
and inordinate interest in other people's lives. All his life, so to speak, he
had sat in the front row of the stalls watching various dramas of human nature
unfold before him H's role had al ways been that of the onl ooker. Only now,
with old age holding himin its clutch, he found hinself increasingly critica
of the drama submitted to him He denmanded now sonething a little out of the
common. There was no doubt that he had a flair for these things. He knew
instinctively when the elenents of drama were at hand. Like a war horse, he
sniffed the scent. Since his arrival at Royston this afternoon, that strange

i nner sense of his had stirred and bid himbe ready. Sonething interesting was
happeni ng or going to happen. The house party was not a |l arge one. There was
Tom Evesham t heir geni al good- humoured host and his serious political wfe who
had been before her marriage Lady Laura Keene. There was Sir Richard Conway,
sol dier, traveler and sportsman, there were six or seven young peopl e whose
names M. Satterthwaite had not grasped and there were the Portals. It was
the Portals who interested M. Satterthwaite. He had never nmet Alex. Porta
before, but he knew all about him Had known his father and his grandfather
Alex Portal ran pretty true to type. He was a nan of close on forty,
fair-haired, and blue-eyed like all the Portals, fond of sport, good at ganes,
devoi d of inmagination. Nothing unusual about Alex Portal. The usual good sound
English stock. But his wife was different. She was, M. Satterthwaite knew,
an Australian. Portal had been out in Australia two years ago, had met her out
there and had married her and brought her hone. She had never been to Engl and

previous to her marriage. Al the same, she wasn't at all |ike any other
Australian wonman M. Satterthwaite had net. He observed her now, covertly.
Interesting woman--very. So still, and yet so--alive. Alivel That was just it!

Not exactly beautiful --no, you wouldn't call her beautiful, but there was a

ki nd of cal am tous magi ¢ about her that you couldn't mss-- that no man coul d
m ss. The masculine side of M. Satterthwaite spoke there, but the feninine
side (for M. Satterthwaite had a |arge share of femninity) was equally
interested in another question. Why did Ms. Portal dye her hair? No other
man woul d probably have known that she dyed her hair, but M. Satterthwaite
knew. He knew all those things. And it puzzled him Many dark wonen dye their
hai r bl onde-- he had never before come across a fair woman who dyed her hair

bl ack. Everything about her intrigued him In a queer intuitive way, he felt
certain that she was either very happy or very unhappy-- but tie didn't know
whi ch, and it annoyed himnot to know. Furthernore there was the curious

ef fect she had upon her husband. "He adores her," said M. Satterthwaite to
hi nsel f, "but sonmetimes he's--yes, afraid of her! That's very interesting.
That's uncomonly interesting."” Portal drank too much. That was certain. And
he had a curious way of watching his wi fe when she wasn't | ooking "Nerves,"
said M. Satterthwaite. "The fellow s all nerves. She knows it too, but she
won't do anything about it." He felt very curious about the pair of them
Somret hi ng was goi ng on that he couldn't fathom He was roused from his

nmedi tati ons on the subject by the solemm chinmng of the big clock in the
corner. "Twelve o' clock," said Evesham" New Year's Day. Happy New Year
everybody. As a matter of fact that clock's five mnutes fast-- | don't know
why the children wouldn't wait up and see the New Year in?" "I don't suppose
for a mnute they've really gone to bed, " said his wife placidly. "They're
probably putting hairbrushes or sonething in our beds. That sort of thing does
so amuse them | can't think why. We should never have been allowed to do such
a thing in ny young days." "Autre tenps, autre noeurs," said Conway,

smling. He was a tall soldierly-1ooking nan. Both he and Evesham were mnuch
of the sane type honest upright kindly nen with no great pretensions to
brains. "In nmy young days we all joined hands in a circle and sand Auld Lang
Syne, " continued Lady Laura. "Should auld acquai ntance be forgot so touching,

| always think the words are." Evesham noved uneasily. "Oh! Drop it, Laura,
He nmuttered. "Not here." He strode across the wide hall where they were
sitting, and switched on an extra light. "Very stupid of ne, " said Lady



Laura, sotto voce. "Reninds himof poor M. Capel, of course. My dear, is the
fire too hot for you?" El eanor Portal nade a brusque nmovement. "Thank you.
"Il move my chair back a little." What a lovely voice she had-- one of those
| ow murmuring echoing voices that stay in your nmenmory, thought M.
Satterthwaite. Her face was in shadow now. What a pity. From her place in the
shadow she spoke again, "M . Capel ?" "Yes. The nman who originally owned this
house. He shot hinself you know-oh! Very well, Tomdear, | won't speak of it
unless you like. It was a great shock for Tom of course, because he was here
when it happened. So were you, weren't you, Sir Richard?" "Yes, Lady

Laura." An old grandfather clock in the corner groaned, wheezed, snorted
asthmatically, and then struck twelve. "Happy New Year, Tom" grunted Evesham
perfunctorily. Lady Laura wound up her knitting with sone

del i beration. "Well, we've seen the New Year in, "she observed, and added,

| ooki ng towards Ms. Portal, "What do you think, ny dear?" El eanor Porta

rose quickly to her feet "Bed, by all means, "she said lightly. "She's very
pal e, "thought M. Satterthwaite, as he too rose, and began busying hinself
with candl esticks. "She's not usually as pale as that." He lighted her candle
and handed it to her with a funny little ol d-fashioned bow She took it from
himw th a word of acknow edgnent and went slowy up the stairs. Suddenly a
very odd impul se swept over M. Satterthwaite. He wanted to go after her, to
reassure her-- he had the strangest feeling that she was in danger of sone

ki nd. The inpul se died down, and he felt ashaned. He was getting nervy

too. She hadn't | ooked at her husband as she went up the stairs, but now she
turned her head over her shoul der and gave him a | ong searching gl ance which
had a queer intensity init. It affected M. Satterthwaite very oddly. He
found hi msel f saying good night to his hostess in quite a flustered

manner. "lI'msure | hope it will be a happy New Year, "Lady Laura was sayi ng.
"But the political situation seems to ne to be fraught with grave
uncertainty." "lI'msure it is, " said M. Satterthwaite earnestly. "I'msure
it is." "l only hope, "continued Lady Laura, w thout the |east change of
manner, “"that it will be a dark man who first crosses the threshold. You know
that superstition, | suppose, M. Satterthwaite? No? You surprise me. To bring

luck to the house it nust be a dark man who first steps over the door step on
New Year's Day. Dear nme, | hope |I shan't find anything very unpleasant in ny
bed | never trust the children. They have such very high spirits." Shaking
her head in sad forebodi ng, Lady Laura noved majestically up the

staircase. Wth the departure of the wonen, chairs were pulled in closer
round the blazing | ogs on the big open hearth. "Say when, " said Evesham
hospi tably, as he held up the whisky decanter. \When everybody had said when,
the talk reverted to the subject which had been tabooed before. "You knew
Derek Capel, didn't you, Satterthwaite? " asked

Conway. "Slightly--yes." "And you, Portal?" "No, | never met him" So
fiercely and defensively did he say it that M. Satterthwaite | ooked up in
surprise. "I always hate it when Laura brings up the subject, " said Evesham

slowy. "After the tragedy, you know, this place was sold to a big

manuf acturer fellow He cleared out after a year--didn't suit himor

something. A lot of tomry rot was tal ked about the place being haunted of
course, and it gave the house a bad name. Then, when Laura got ne to stand for
West Kidl eby, of course it meant living up in these parts, and it wasn't so
easy to find a suitable house. Royston was going cheap, and--well, in the end

| bought it. CGhosts are all tonmy rot, but all the same one doesn't exactly
care to be rem nded that you're living in a house where one of your own
friends shot hinmself. Poor old Derek--we shall never know why he did it." "He
won't be the first or the last fellow who's shot hinself w thout being able to
give a reason, " said Alex Portal heavily. He rose and poured hinself out
anot her drink, splashing the whisky in with a |iberal hand. "There's

somet hing very wong with him " said M. Satterthwaite, to hinself. "Very
wrong indeed. | wish | knew what it was all about." "Gad!" said Conway.
"Listen to the wind. It's a wild night." "A good night for ghosts to walk,
said Portal with a reckless laugh. "All the devils in Hell are abroad



toni ght." "According to Lady Laura, even the blackest of them would bring us
luck," observed Conway, with a laugh. "Hark to that!" The wind rose in

another terrific wail, and as it died away there canme three | oud knocks on the
bi g nail ed doorway. Everyone started. "Who on earth can that be at this tinme
of night?" cried Evesham They stared at each other. "I will open it," said

Evesham "The servants have gone to bed." He strode across to the door,
fumbled a little over the heavy bars, and finally flung it open. An icy bl ast
of wind cane sweeping into the hall Franed in the doorway stood a nman's
figure, tall and slender. To M. Satterthwaite, watching, he appeared by sone
curious effect of the stained glass above the door, to be dressed in every

col our of the rainbow Then, as he stepped forward, he showed hinself to be a
thin dark man dressed in notoring clothes. "I nust really apologise for this
intrusion," said the stranger, in a pleasant |evel voice. "But ny car broke
down. Not hing rmuch, ny chauffeur is putting it to rights, but it will take
hal f an hour or so, and it is so confoundedly cold outside------ " He broke
of f, and Evesham took up the thread quickly. "I should think it was. Conme in
and have a drink. W can't give you any assi stance about the car, can

we?" "No, thanks. My man knows what to do. By the way, ny nane is
Quin--Harley Quin." "Sit down, M. Qin," said Evesham" Sir Ri chard Conway,
M. Satterthwaite. My nanme is Evesham "™ M. Quin acknow edged the

i ntroductions, and dropped into the chair that Evesham had hospitably pulled
forward. As he sat, sone effect of the firelight threw a bar of shadow across
his face which gave al nost the inpression of a mask. Evesham threw a coupl e
more |l ogs on the fire. "A drink?" "Thanks." Evesham brought it to him and
asked as he did so: "So you know this part of the world well, M. Quin?" "I
passed through it some years ago." "Really?" "Yes. This house bel onged then
to a man called Capel" "Ah! Yes," said Evesham "Poor Derek Capel. You knew
hi m?" "Yes, | knew him" Evesham s manner underwent a faint change, al nost
i nperceptible to one who had not studied the English character. Before, it had
contained a subtle reserve, now this was laid aside. M. Qin had known Derek
Capel He was the friend of a friend, and, as such, was vouched for and fully
accredited. "Astounding affair, that," he said confidentially. "W were just
tal king about it. | can tell you, it went against the grain, buying this

pl ace. If there had been anything el se suitable, but there wasn't you see.

was in the house the night he shot hinmself--so was Conway, and upon ny word,

" ve always expected his ghost to walk." "A very inexplicable business," said
M. Qin, slowy and deliberately, and he paused with the air of an actor who
has just spoken an inportant cue. "You may well say inexplicable,” burst in
Conway. "The thing's a black nystery--always will be." "I wonder," said M.
Quin, noncommttally. "Yes, Sir Richard, you were

sayi ng?" "Astounding--that's what it was. Here's a man in the prine of life,
gay, light-hearted, without a care in the world. Five or six old pals staying
with him Top of his spirits at dinner, full of plans for the future. And from
the dinner table he goes straight upstairs to his room takes a revolver from
a drawer and shoots hinmsel f. Wiy? Nobody ever knew. Nobody ever will

know." "lsn't that rather a sweeping statenment, Sir Richard?" asked M. Quin,
smling. Conway stared at him "What d'you mean? | don't understand." "A
problemis not necessarily unsol vabl e because it has remai ned unsol ved." "Ch!
Conme, man, if nothing came out at the time, it's not likely to conme out
now--ten years afterwards?" M. Quin shook his head gently. "I disagree with

you. The evidence of history is against you. The contenporary historian never
wites such a true history as the historian of a later generation. It is a
guestion of getting the true perspective, of seeing things in proportion. If
you like to call it so, it is, like everything el se, a question of

relativity." Alex Portal leant forward, his face twitching painfully. "You
are right, M. Qin," he cried," you are right. Tine does not dispose of a
guestion--it only presents it anew in a different guise." Eveshamwas smling
tolerantly. "Then you mean to say, M. Quin, that if we were to hold, let us
say, a Court of Inquiry tonight, into the circunstances of Derek Capel's

death, we are as likely to arrive at the truth as we should have been at the



time?" "More |likely, M. Evesham The personal equation has |argely dropped
out, and you will renenber facts as facts wi thout seeking to put your own
interpretation upon them" Evesham frowned doubtfully. "One nust have a
starting point, of course,” said M. Quin in his quiet |level voice. "A
starting point is usually a theory. One of you nust have a theory, | am sure.
How about you, Sir Richard?" Conway frowned thoughtfully. "Well, of course,"”
he said apologetically," we thought-- naturally we all thought--that there
must be a worman in it sonmewhere. It's usually either that or noney, isn't it?
And it certainly wasn't noney. No trouble of that description. So--what else
could it have been?" M. Satterthwaite started. He had leant forward to
contribute a small remark of his own and in the act of doing so, he had caught
sight of a woman's figure crouched agai nst the balustrade of the gallery
above. She was huddl ed down against it, invisible fromeverywhere but where he
hi nsel f sat, and she was evidently listening with strained attention to what
was goi ng on bel ow So i movabl e was she that he hardly believed the evidence
of his own eyes. But he recognised the pattern of the dress easily enough--
an old-world brocade. It was El eanor Portal. And suddenly all the events of
the night seenmed to fall into pattern--M. Quin's arrival, no fortuitous
chance, but the appearance of an actor when his cue was given. There was a
drama being played in the big hall at Royston tonight--a drama none the | ess
real in that one of the actors was dead. Oh! Yes, Derek Capel had a part in
the play. M. Satterthwaite was sure of that. And, again suddenly, a new
illumination cane to himThis was M. Qin's doing. It was he who was stagi ng
the play--was giving the actors their cues. He was at the heart of the mystery
pul ling the strings, naking the puppets work. He knew everything, even to the
presence of the wonman crouched agai nst the woodwork upstairs. Yes, he

knew. Sitting well back in his chair, secure in his role of audience, M.
Satterthwaite watched the drama unfold before his eyes Quietly and naturally,
M. Quin was pulling the strings, setting his puppets in nmotion. "A

worman- -yes, " he nurnured thoughtfully. "There was no nmention of any wonan at

di nner?" "Why, of course," cried Evesham " he announced his engagenent.
That's just what nade it seem so absolutely mad. Very bucked about it he was.
Said it wasn't to be announced just yet--but gave us the hint that he was in
the running for the Benedick stakes." "OF course we all guessed who the | ady
was," said Conway. "Marjorie Dilke. Nice girl." It seenmed to be M. Qin's
turn to speak, but he did not do so, and something about his silence seened
oddly provocative. It was as though he challenged the last statement. It had
the effect of putting Conway in a defensive position. "Who else could it have

been? Eh, Eveshan?" "I don't know," said Tom Evesham slowy "Wat did he say
exactly now? Sonet hi ng about being in the running for the Benedi ck
stakes--that he couldn't tell us the lady's name till he had her

perm ssion--it wasn't to be announced yet. He said, | renenber, that he was a

dammed lucky fellow That he wanted his two old friends to know that by that
time next year he'd be a happy married man. O course, we assumed it was

Marjorie. They were great friends and he'd been about with her a lot." "The
only thing------ "began Conway and stopped. "What were you going to say,

Dick?" "Well, | nean, it was odd in a way, if it were Marjorie, that the
engagerent shoul dn't be announced at once. | nean, why the secrecy? Sounds

nore as though it were a married woman--you know, someone whose husband had
just died, or who was divorcing him" "That's true," said Evesham "If that
were the case, of course, the engagenment coul dn't be announced at once. And

you know, thinking back about it, | don't believe he had been seeing rmuch of
Marjorie. Al that was the year before. | remenber thinking things seened to
have cool ed off between them" "Curious," said M. Quin. "Yes--|ooked al nost

as though soneone had come between them" "Another woman," said Conway

t houghtfully. "By Jove," said Evesham "You know, there was sonethi ng al nost

i ndecently hilarious about old Derek that night. He | ooked al nbst drunk with
happi ness. And yet--1 can't quite explain what | mean--but he | ooked oddly
defiant too." "Like a man defying Fate," said Alex Portal heavily. Was it of
Derek Capel he was speaking--or was it of himself? M. Satterthwaite, |ooked



at him inclined to the latter view Yes, that was what A ex Porta
represented--a man defying Fate. Hi s inmagination, nuddled by drink, responded
suddenly to that note in the story which recalled his own secret

preoccupation. M. Satterthwaite | ooked up. She was still there. Watching,
listening--still notionless, frozen--1ike a dead wonan. "Perfectly true,"
said Conway. "Capel was excited-- curiously so. |I'd describe himas a man who
has staked heavily and won agai nst well nigh overwhel m ng odds." "Getting up

courage, perhaps, for what he's made up his mnd to do?" suggested

Portal. And as though noved by an association of ideas, he got up and hel ped
hi msel f to another drink. "Not a bit of it," said Evesham sharply. "I'd

al nrost swear nothing of that kind was in his mnd. Conway's right. A
successful ganbl er who has brought off a |ong shot and can hardly believe in
his own good fortune. That was the attitude." Conway gave a gesture of

di scouragenent. "And yet," he said. "Ten mnutes later------ " They sat in
sil ence. Evesham brought his hand down with a bang on the table. "Something
nmust have happened in that ten mnutes,”" he cried. "It rmust! But what? Let's
go over it carefully. W were all talking. In the middle of it Capel got up

suddenly and left the room----- " "Why?" said M. Quin. The interruption
seened to di sconcert Evesham "I beg your pardon?" "I only said: Wy?" said
M. Quin. Eveshamfrowned in an effort of menmory. "It didn't seemvital at

the tine. Oh! O course, the post. Don't you renenber that jangling bell, and
how excited we were. W'd been snowed up for three days, renenber. Biggest
snowstorm for years and years. Al the roads were inpassable. No newspapers,
no letters. Capel went out to see if sonmething had cone through at last, and
got a great pile of things. Newspapers and letters. He opened the paper to see
if there was any news, and then went upstairs with his letters. Three ninutes

afterwards, we heard a shot... Inexplicable--absolutely
i nexplicable." "That's not inexplicable," said Portal "OF course the fell ow
got some unexpected news in a letter. Obvious, | should have said." "Onh!

Don't think we missed anything so obvious as that. It was one of the Coroner's
first questions. But Capel never opened one of his letters. The whole pile |ay
unopened on his dressing-table." Portal |ooked crestfallen. "You re sure he
didn't open just one of then? He m ght have destroyed it after reading

it?" "No, I"'mquite positive. OF course, that woul d have been the natura
solution. No, every one of the letters was unopened. Nothing burnt--nothing
torn up------ There was no fire in the roon?" Portal shook his

head. "Extraordinary." "It was a ghastly business altogether," said Evesham
in a lowvoice. "Conway and | went up when we heard the shot, and found
him----- It gave me a shock, | can tell you." "Nothing to be done but

t el ephone for the police, | suppose?" said M. Quin. "Royston wasn't on the
tel ephone then. | had it put in when | bought the place. No, luckily enough

the I ocal constable happened to be in the kitchen at the time. One of the
dogs--you renenber poor old Rover, Conway?--had strayed the day before. A
passing carter had found it half buried in a snowdrift and had taken it to the
police station. They recognised it as Capel's, and a dog he was particularly
fond of, and the constable came up with it. He'd just arrived a mnute before

the shot was fired. It saved us some trouble.” "Gad, that was a snowstorm"
said Conway rem niscently. "About this tine of year, wasn't it? Early
January." "February, | think. Let nme see, we went abroad soon

af t er war ds. m pretty sure it was January. My hunter Ned--you renenber
Ned?- -l aned hinself the end of January. That was just after this

business." "It nust have been quite the end of January then. Funny how
difficult it is to recall dates after a | apse of years." "One of the npst
difficult things in the world," said M. Quin, conversationally. "Unless you
can find a landmark in some big public event--an assassination of a crowned
head, or a big murder trial." "Wy, of course," cried Conway, "it was just
before the Appleton case."” "Just after, wasn't it?" "No, no, don't you
renmenber - - Capel knew the Appletons--he'd stayed with the old man the previous
Spring--just a week before he died He was tal king of himone night-- what an
ol d curnudgeon he was, and how awful, it must have been for a young and



beautiful woman like Ms. Appleton to be tied to him There was no suspicion
then that she had done away with him" "By Jove, you're right. | renmenber
readi ng the paragraph in the paper saying an exhumation order had been
granted. It would have been that sanme day--1 renenber only seeing it with half
my mnd, you know, the other half wondering about poor old Derek |ying dead
upstairs." "A common, but very curious phenonenon, that," observed M. Quin.
"I'n noments of great stress, the mnd focuses itself upon sonme quite

uni mportant matter which is remenbered long afterwards with the utnost
fidelity, driven in, as it were, by the nmental stress of the nmoment. It may be

some quite irrelevant detail, like the pattern of a wall paper, but it wll
never be forgotten." "Rather extraordinary, your saying that, M. Qin," said
Conway. "Just as you were speaking, | suddenly felt nyself back in Derek
Capel's roomwith Derek |lying dead on the floor. | saw as plainly as possible

the big tree outside the wi ndow, and the shadow it threw upon the snow

out side. Yes, the noonlight, the snow, and the shadow of the tree |I can see
themagain this mnute. By Gad, | believe | could draw them and yet | never
realised I was |ooking at themat the tinme." " is roomwas the big one over
the porch, was it not?" asked M. Quin. "Yes, and the tree was the big beech,
just at the angle of the drive." M. Quin nodded, as though satisfied. M.
Satterthwaite was curiously thrilled. He was convinced that every word, every
inflection of M. Quin's voice, was pregnant with purpose. He was driving at
somet hing exactly what M. Satterthwaite did not know, but he was quite
convinced as to whose was the master hand. There was a nmomentary pause, and

then Eveshamreverted to the preceding topic. "That Appleton case, | renenber
it very well now What a sensation it made. She got off, didn't she? Pretty
woman, very fair--remarkably fair." Alnmost against his will, M.

Satterthwaite's eyes sought the kneeling figure up above. Was it his fancy, or
did he see it shrink a little as though at a blow D d he see a hand slide
upwards to the table cloth--and then pause. There was a crash of falling

gl ass. Alex Portal, hel ping hinmself to whisky, had |let the decanter slip. "I
say--sir, dam sorry. Can't think what cane over nme." Evesham cut short his
apologies. "Quite all right. Quite all right, my dear fellow Curious------
That smash remnminded ne. That's what she did, didn't she? Ms. Appleton?
Smashed the port decanter?" "Yes. A d Appleton had his glass of port--only
one-- each night. The day after his death, one of the servants saw her take

t he decanter out and snmash it deliberately. That set themtal king, of course.
They all knew she had been perfectly wetched with him Rumour grew and grew,
and in the end, nonths later, some of his relatives applied for an exhunmation
order. And sure enough, the old fell ow had been poi soned. Arsenic, wasn't

it?" "No--strychnine, | think. It doesn't much matter. Well, of course, there
it was. Only one person was likely to have done it. Ms. Appleton stood her
trial. She was acquitted nore through | ack of evidence against her than from
any overwhel m ng proof of innocence. In other words, she was lucky. Yes, |
don't suppose there's much doubt she did it right enough. Wat happened to her
afterwar ds?" "Went out to Canada, | believe. Or was it Australia? She had an
uncl e or something of the sort out there who offered her a hone. Best thing
she could do under the circunstances.” M. Satterthwaite was fascinated by
Alex Portal's right hand as it clasped his glass. How tightly he was gripping

it. "You'll smash that in a mnute or two, if you' re not careful, "thought

M. Satterthwaite. "Dear me, how interesting all this is." Eveshamrose and
hel ped hinself to a drink. "Well, we're not nuch nearer to knowi ng why poor
Der ek Capel shot hinself," he remarked. "The Court of Inquiry hasn't been a
great success, has it, M. Qin?" M. Qin |laughed... It was a strange

| augh, nocking--yet sad. It nmade everyone junp. "l beg your pardon," he said.
"You are still living in the past, M. Evesham You are still hampered by your
preconcei ved notion. But |I--the man from outside, the stranger passing by, see
only--facts!" "Facts?" "Yes--facts." "What do you nean?" said Evesham "I

see a clear sequence of facts, outlined by yourselves, but of which you have
not seen the significance. Let us go back ten years and | ook at what we see
untramrel | ed by ideas or sentinment.” M. Quin had risen. He |ooked very tall



The fire leaped fitfully behind him He spoke in a | ow conpel ling voice. "You
are at dinner. Derek Capel announces his engagenent. You think then it was to
Marjorie Dilke. You are not so sure now. He has the restlessly excited manner
of a man who has successfully defied Fate--who, in your own words, has pulled
of f a big coup agai nst overwhel mi ng odds. Then comes the clanging of the bell.
He goes out to get the long overdue mail. He doesn't open his letters, but you
mention yourselves that he opened the paper to glance at- the news. It is ten
years ago--so we cannot know what the news was that day--a far-off earthquake,
a near at hand political crisis? The only thing we do know about the contents
of that paper is that it contained one small paragraph--a paragraph stating
that the Home Office bad given perm ssion to exhune the body of M. Appleton

t hree days ago." "What?" M. Quin went on. "Derek Capel goes up to his
room and there he sees sonething out of the window Sir Ri chard Conway has
told u--- that the curtain was not drawn across it and further that it gave on
to the drive. What did he see? What could he have seen that forced himto take
his life?" "What do you nmean? \What did he see?" "I think," said M. Quin,
"that he saw a policeman. A policenman who had come about a dog------ But Der ek
Capel didn't know that--he just saw-a policeman." There was a | ong
silence--as though it took some tine to drive the inference home. "My God!"
whi spered Evesham at last. "You can't nean that? Appleton? But he wasn't there
at the time Appleton died. The old man was alone with his wife------ " "But he
may have been there a week earlier. Strychnine is not very soluble unless it
is in the formof hydrochloride. The greater part of it, put into the port,
woul d be taken in the |l ast, glass, perhaps a week after he left."” Porta
sprung forward. Hi s voice was hoarse his eyes bl oodshot "Why did she break
the decanter?" he cried. "Way did she break the decanter? Tell me that!" For
the first tinme that evening, M. Quin addressed hinself to M.

Satterthwaite. "You have a wi de experience of life, M. Satterthwaite.

Per haps you can tell us that." M. Satterthwaite's voice trenmbled a little.
H s cue had cone at last. He was to speak some.of the nost inportant lines in
the play. He was an actor now-not a |ooker-on. "As | see it," he murnured
nodestly, "she--cared for Derek Capel. She was, | think, a good woman--and she
had sent hi maway. When her husband--di ed, she suspected the truth. And so, to
save the nman she | oved, she tried to destroy the evidence against him Later

I think, he persuaded her that her suspicions were unfounded, and she
consented to marry him But even then, she hung back-- wonen, | fancy, have a
ot of instinct." M. Satterthwaite had spoken his part. Suddenly a |ong
trembling sigh filled the air. "My God!" cried Evesham starting, "what was
that?" M. Satterthwaite could have told himthat it was El eanor Portal in
the gallery above, but he was too artistic to spoil a good effect. M. Qin
was smling. "My car will be ready by now. Thank you for your hospitality,
M. Evesham | have, | hope, done something for ny friend." They stared at
himin blank amazenent "That aspect of the matter has not struck you? He

| oved this wonman, you know. Loved her enough to conmit murder for her sake.
When retribution overtook him as he m stakenly thought, he took his own life.

But unwittingly, he left her to face the nusic." "She was acquitted,"
nmuttered Evesham "Because the case against her could not be proved. |
fancy--it may be only a fancy--that she is still--facing the nmusic." Portal

had sunk into a chair, his face buried in his hands. Quin turned to
Satterthwaite. "Good-bye, M. Satterthwaite. You are interested in the dramg,
are you not?" M. Satterthwaite nodded--surprised. "I nmust recommend the
Har | equi nade to your attention. It is dying out nowadays---but it repays
attention, | assure you. Its synbolismis a little difficult to follow-but

the imortals are always immortal, you know. I wi sh you all good-night." They
saw himstride out into the dark. As before, the col oured gl ass gave the

effect of notley... M. Satterthwaite went upstairs. He went to draw down his
wi ndow, for the air was cold. The figure of M. Quin noved down the drive, and
froma side door cane a woman's figure, running. For a nmonent they spoke

toget her, then she retraced her steps to the house. She passed just bel ow the
wi ndow, and M. Satterthwaite was struck anew by the vitality of her face. She



moved now |i ke a woman in a happy dream "Eleanor!" Alex Portal had joined
her. "El eanor, forgive nme--forgive me------ You told me the truth, but Cod
forgive ne--1 did not quite believe..." M. Satterthwaite was intensely
interested in other people's affairs, but he was also a gentleman It was borne
in upon himthat he nust shut the wi ndow. He did so. But he shut it very

slowy. He heard her voice, exquisite and indescribable. "I knowl know. You
have been in hell. So was | once. Loving--yet alternately believing and
suspecting-- thrusting aside one's doubts and having them spring up again wth
leering faces... | know, Alex, | know. .. But there is a worse hell than that,
the hell 1 have lived in with you. | have seen your doubt--your fear of nme...

poi soning all our |ove. That nan--that chance passer by, saved ne. | could

bear it no | onger, you understand. Tonight--Tonight | was going to kil

nyself... Alex... Alex..." CHAPTER TWO THE SHADOW ON THE GLASS "LISTEN to

this," said Lady Cynthia Drage. She read aloud fromthe journal she held in
her hand. "M. and Ms. Unkerton are entertaining a party at G eenways House
this week. Ampbngst the guests are Lady Cynthia Drage, M. and Ms. Richard
Scott, Major Porter, D.S.O, Ms. Staverton, Captain Al lenson and M.
Satterthwaite."” "It's as well, "remarked Lady Cynthia, casting away the
paper, "to know what we're in for. But they have made a mess of things!" Her
conpani on, that sane M. Satterthwaite whose nane figured at the end of the
list of guests, |ooked at her interrogatively. It had been said that if M.
Satterthwaite were found at the houses of those rich who had newy arrived, it
was a sign either that the cooking was unusual ly good, or that a drama of
human |life was to be enacted there. M. Satterthwaite was abnormally
interested in the conedies and tragedies of his fellow men. Lady Cynthia, who
was a middl e-aged woman, with a hard face and a liberal allowance of make-up
tapped himsmartly with the newest thing in parasols which lay rakishly across
her knee. "Don't pretend you don't understand nme. You do perfectly. Wat's
nore | believe you' re here on purpose to see the fur fly!" M. Satterthwaite

protested vigorously. He didn't know what she was tal king about. "I'm tal king
about Richard Scott Do you pretend you' ve never heard of hin?" "No, of course
not. He's the Big Gane man, isn't he?" "That's it------ '"Great big bears and

tigers, etc.' as the song says. O course, he's a great lion hinself just
now -t he Unkertons would naturally be mad to get hold of him-and the bride! A
charm ng child--On! Quite a charmng child--but so naive, only twenty, you
know, and he must be at least forty-five." "Ms. Scott seenms to be very
charm ng," said M. Satterthwaite sedately. "Yes, poor child." "Wy poor
chil d?" Lady Cynthia cast hima | ook of reproach, and went on approaching the
point at issue in her own manner. "Porter's all right--a dull dog,

t hough--anot her of these African hunters, all sunburnt and silent. Second

fiddle to Richard Scott and al ways has been--life-long friends and all that

sort of thing. When | come to think of it, | believe they were together on

that trip------ " "VWhich trip?" "The trip. The Ms. Staverton trip. You'll be
sayi ng next you've never heard of Ms. Staverton." "I have heard of Ms.
Staverton," said M. Satterthwaite, alnmost with unwillingness. And he and

Lady Cynthia exchanged gl ances "It's so exactly |ike the Unkertons, "wailed
the latter, "they are absolutely hopel ess--socially, | nmean. The idea of

asking those two together! O course they'd heard that Ms. Staverton was a
sport sworman and a traveller and all that, and about her book. People like the

Unkertons don't even begin to realise what pitfalls there are! |'ve been
runni ng them nmnyself, for the | ast year, and what |'ve gone through nobody
knows. One has to be constantly at their elbow 'Don't do that!' 'You can't do
this!' Thank goodness, |I'mthrough with it now. Not that we've quarrelled--Ch!
No, | never quarrel, but sonebody el se can take on the job. As |'ve always
said, | can put up with vulgarity, but I can't stand nmeanness!" After this
somewhat cryptic utterance, Lady Cynthia was silent for a nmonent, rum nating
on the Unkertons' meanness as displayed to herself. "If 1'd still been
runni ng the show for them" she went on presently, "I should have said quite

firmy and plainly--"You can't ask Ms. Staverton with the Richard Scotts. She

and he were once----- She stopped el oquently. "But were they once?" asked



M. Satterthwaite. "My dear man! It's well known. That trip into the

Interior! I'msurprised the woman had the face to accept the

invitation." "Perhaps she didn't know the others were com ng?" suggested M.
Satterthwaite. "Perhaps she did. That's far nore likely." "You

t hi nk------ ?" "She's what | call a dangerous wonan--the sort of woman who'd
stick at nothing. I wouldn't be in Richard Scott's shoes this week-end." "And
his wi fe knows nothing, you think?" "lI'mcertain of it. But | suppose sone
kind friend will enlighten her sooner or later. Here's Jimmy Allenson. Such a
nice boy. He saved ny life in Egypt last winter--1 was so bored, you know.

Hul 1 o, Ji mry, come here at once." Captain Al enson obeyed, dropping down on
the turf beside her. He was a handsone young fellow of thirty, with white
teeth and an infectious snile. "I'mglad sonebody wants ne," he observed."
The Scotts are doing the turtle dove stunt, two required, not three, Porter's
devouring the Field, and I've been in nortal danger of being entertained by ny
hostess." He | aughed. Lady Cynthia | aughed with him M. Satterthwaite, who
was in some ways a little ol d-fashioned, so much so that he sel dom nmade fun of
hi s host and hostess until after he had left their house, remined

grave. "Poor Jimmy," said Lady Cynthia, "M ne not to reason why, mne but to
swiftly fly. I had a Barrow escape of being told the fam |y ghost story." "An
Unkerton ghost," said Lady Cynthia. " ow scream ng." "Not an Unkerton ghost,"
said M. Satterthwaite. "A G eenways ghost. They bought it with the

house."” "OF course," said Lady Cynthia. "I remenmber now. But it doesn't clank
chains, does it? It's only something to do with a wi ndow." Jimry Allenson

| ooked up quickly. "A wi ndow?" But for the noment M. Satterthwaite did not
answer. He was | ooking over Jimy's head at three figures approaching fromthe
direction of the house--a slimgirl between two nmen. There was a superficial
resenbl ance between the nen, both were tall and dark with bronzed faces and
qui ck eyes, but | ooked at nore closely the resenbl ance vani shed. Richard

Scott, hunter and explorer, was a man of extraordinarily vivid personality. He
had a manner that radiated magnetism John Porter, his friend and fell ow
hunter, was a man of squarer build with an inpassive, rather woden face, and
very thoughtful grey eyes. He was a quiet man, content always to play second
fiddle to his friend. And between these two wal ked Mdira Scott who, until

t hree nonths ago, had been Mdira O Connell. A slender figure, big wistfu

brown eyes, and golden red hair that stood out round her small face like a
saint's halo. "That child nustn't be hurt," said M. Satterthwaite to
himself. "It would be abomi nable that a child |like that should be hurt." Lady
Cynthia greeted the newconmers with a wave of the latest thing in

parasols. "Sit down, and don't interrupt,” she said. "M. Satterthwaite is
telling us a ghost story." "I love ghost stories," said Mdira Scott. She
dropped down on the grass. "The ghost of G eenways House?" asked Richard
Scott. "Yes. You know about it?" Scott nodded. "I used to stay here in the
ol d days," he explained. "Before the Elliots had to sell up. The Watching
Cavalier, that's it, isn't it?" "The Watching Cavalier," said his wife

softly. "I like that. It sounds interesting. Please go on." But M.
Satterthwaite seenmed sonewhat |oath to do so. He assured her that it was not
really interesting at all. "Now you've done it, Satterthwaite," said Richard
Scott sardonically. "That hint of reluctance clinches it." In response to
popul ar clamour, M. Satterthwaite was forced to speak. "It's really very
uninteresting," he said apologetically. "I believe the original story centres

round a Cavalier ancestor of the Elliot family. H's w fe had a Roundhead

| over. The husband was killed by the lover in an upstairs room and the guilty
pair fled, but as they fled, they | ooked back at the house, and saw the face

of the dead husband at the w ndow, watching them That is the |egend, but the
ghost story is only concerned with a pane of glass in the w ndow of that
particul ar roomon which is an irregular stain, alnost inperceptible from near
at hand, but which fromfar away certainly gives the effect of a man's face

| ooki ng out." "Which window is it?" asked Ms. Scott, |ooking up at the
house. "You can't see it fromhere," said M. Satterthwaite. "It is round the
ot her side but was boarded up fromthe inside sone years ago--forty years ago



I think, to be accurate.” "What did they do that for? |I thought you said the

ghost didn't walk." "It doesn't," M. Satterthwaite assured her. "I suppose--
wel |, | suppose there grew to be a superstitious feeling about it, that's
all." Then, deftly enough, he succeeded in turning the conversation. Jinmy

Al l enson was perfectly ready to hold forth upon Egyptian sand

di viners. "Frauds, nost of them Ready enough to tell you vague things about
the past, but won't commit thenmselves as to the future.” "I should have

t hought it was usually the other way about," remarked John Porter. "It's
illegal to tell the future in this country, isn't it?" said Richard Scott.
"Mira persuaded a gypsy into telling her fortune, but the woman gave her her

shilling back, and said there was nothing doing, or words to that

effect." "Perhaps she saw sonething so frightful that she didn't like to tel
it me," said Moira. "Don't pile on the agony, Ms. Scott," said Allenson
lightly. "I, for one, refuse to believe that an unlucky fate is hangi ng over
you." "l wonder," thought M. Satterthwaite to hinself. "I wonder..." Then

he | ooked up sharply. Two woren were comi ng fromthe house, a short stout
worman with black hair, inappropriately dressed in jade green, and a, tall slim
figure in creany white. The first woman was his hostess, Ms. Unkerton, the
second was a wonman he had often heard of, but never met. "Here's Ms.
Staverton," announced Ms. Unkerton, in a tone of great satisfaction. "Al

friends here, | think." "These peopl e have an uncanny gift for saying just
the nost awful things they can, "nurnured Lady Cynthia, but M. Satterthwaite
was not listening. He was watching Ms. Staverton. Very easy--very natura

Her careless "Hullo! Richard, ages since we nmet. Sorry | couldn't cone to the
wedding. Is this your wife? You nust be tired of neeting all your husband's
weat her-beaten old friends." Mira' s response--suitable, rather shy. The el der
worman's swi ft appraising glance that went on lightly to another old

friend. "Hull o, John!" The same easy tone, but with a subtle difference in
it--a warnmng quality that had been absent before. And then that sudden
smle. It transformed her. Lady Cynthia had been quite right. A dangerous
worman! Very fair--deep blue eyes--not the traditional colouring of the
siren---a face al nbst haggard in repose. A woman with a sl ow draggi ng voi ce
and a sudden dazzling snile. Iris Staverton sat down. She becanme naturally
and inevitably the centre of the group. So you felt it would al ways be. M.
Satterthwaite was recalled fromhis thoughts by Major Porter's suggesting a

stroll. M. Satterthwaite, who was not as a general rule nmuch given to
strolling, acquiesced. The two nmen sauntered off together across the
[awn "Very interesting story of yours just now," said the Major. "I will

show you the wi ndow," said M. Satterthwaite. He led the way round to the
west side of the house. Here there was a small formal garden--the Privy
Garden, it was always called, and there was sone point in the name, for it was
surrounded by hi gh holly hedges, and even the entrance to it ran zigzag

bet ween the same high prickly hedges. Once inside, it was very charnming with
an old-world charmof formal flower beds, flagged paths and a | ow stone seat,
exqui sitely carved. \Wen they had reached the centre of the garden, M.
Satterthwaite turned and pointed up at the house. The length of G eenways
House ran north and south. In this narrow west wall there was only one w ndow,
a wi ndow on the first floor, alnobst overgrown by ivy, with grimy panes, and
whi ch you could just see was boarded up on the inside. "There you are," said
M. Satterthwaite. Craning his neck a little, Porter |ooked up. "H'm| can
see a kind of discolouration on one of the panes, nothing nore." "We're too
near," said M. Satterthwaite. "There's a clearing higher up in the woods
where you get a really good view' He |led the way out of the Privy Garden, and
turning sharply to the left, struck into the woods. A certain enthusiasm of
showmanshi p possessed him and he hardly noticed that the man at his side was
absent and inattentive. "They had, of course, to make another w ndow, when

t hey boarded up this one," he explained. "The new one faces south overl ooki ng
the awn where we were sitting just now | rather fancy the Scores have the
roomin question. That is why | didn't want to pursue the subject. Ms. Scott
m ght have felt nervous if she had realised that she was sl eeping in what



m ght be called the haunted room" "Yes. | see," said Porter. M.
Satterthwaite | ooked at himsharply, and realised that the other had not heard
a word of what he was saying. "Very interesting," said Porter. He slashed
with his stick at sonme tall foxgloves, and, frowning, he said. "She ought not
to have cone. She ought never to have cone." People often spoke after this
fashion to M. Satterthwaite. He seenmed to matter so little, to have so
negative a personality. He was nmerely a glorified listener. "No," said
Porter, "she ought never to have conme." M. Satterthwaite knew instinctively
that it was not of Ms. Scott he spoke. "You think not?" he asked. Porter
shook his head as though in foreboding. "I was on that trip," he said
abruptly. "The three of us went. Scott and | and Iris. She's a wonderful
womrman- - and a damed fine shot." he paused. "Wat nade them ask her?" he
finished abruptly. M. Satterthwaite shrugged his shoul ders. "lgnorance," he
said. "There's going to be trouble,"” said the other. "W nust stand by--and
do what we can." "But surely Ms. Staverton------ ?" "I'"mtal king of Scott."
he paused. "You see--there's Ms. Scott to consider." M. Satterthwaite had
been considering her all along, but he did not think it necessary to say so,
since the other man had so clearly forgotten her until this mnute. " owdid
Scott meet his wife?" he asked. "Last winter, in Cairo. A quick business.
They were engaged in three weeks, and married in six." "She seenms to ne very

charm ng." "She is, no doubt about it. And he adores her--but that will make
no di fference. "And again Mjor Porter repeated to hinself, using the pronoun
that nmeant to hi mone person only: "hang it all, she shouldn't have

come..." Just then they stepped out upon a high grassy knoll at some little

di stance fromthe house. Wth again sonmething of the pride of the showran, M.
Satterthwaite stretched out his arm "Look," he said. It was fast grow ng

dusk. The wi ndow could still be plainly descried, and apparently pressed
agai nst one of the panes was a nan's face surnmounted by a pluned cavalier's
hat. "Very curious," said Porter. "Really very curious. What will happen when

t hat pane of glass gets smashed sonme day?" M. Satterthwaite smled. "That
is one of the nost interesting parts of the story. That pane of glass has been
repl aced to nmy certain know edge at |east eleven tines, perhaps oftener. The
l[ast tinme was twel ve years ago when the then owner of the house deternmined to
destroy the nyth. But it's always the same. The stain reappears--not all at
once, the discolouration spreads gradually. It takes a nonth or two as a
rule.” For the first time, Porter showed signs of real interest. He gave a
sudden qui ck shiver. "Dammed odd, these things. No accounting for them
What's the real reason of having the room boarded up inside?" "Well, an idea
got about that the room was--unlucky. The Eveshanms were in it just before the
di vorce. Then Stanley and his wife were staying here, and had that room when

he ran off with his chorus girl" Porter raised his eyebrows. "I see. Danger
not tolife, but to norals.” "And now, "thought M. Satterthwaite to hinself,
"the Scotts have it... | wonder..." They retraced their steps in silence to

t he house. Wal ki ng al nost noi sel essly on the soft turf, each absorbed in his
own t houghts, they becane unwittingly eavesdroppers. They were roundi ng the
corner of the holly hedge when they heard Iris Staverton's voice raised fierce
and clear fromthe depths of the Privy Garden. "You shall be
sorry--sorry--for this!" Scott's voice answered | ow and uncertain, so that
the words could not be distinguished, and then the woman's voi ce rose again,
speaki ng words that they were to renmenber later. "Jeal ousy--it drives one to
the Devil--it is the Devill It can drive one to black nmurder. Be careful
Richard, for God's sake, be careful!" And then on that she had come out of
the Privy Garden ahead of them and on round the corner of the house w thout
seeing them walking swiftly, alnmost running, |ike a woman hag-ri dden and
pursued. M. Satterthwaite thought again of Lady Cynthia's words. A dangerous
worman. For the first time, he had a prenonition of tragedy, comng swift and

i nexorabl e, not to be gainsaid. Yet that evening he felt ashaned of his
fears. Everything seenmed normal and pleasant. Ms. Staverton, with her easy

i nsouci ance, showed no sign of strain. Mira Scott was her charn ng

unaffected self. The two wonmen appeared to be getting on very well. Richard



Scott hinself seemed to be in boisterous spirits. The nost worried | ooking
person was stout Ms. Unkerton. She confided at length in M.

Satterthwaite. "Think it silly or not, as you like, there's sonething giving
me the creeps. And I'll tell you frankly, I've sent for the gl azier unbeknown
to Ned" "The glazier?" "To put a new pane of glass In that wi ndow It's all
very well. Ned's proud of it--says it gives the house a tone | don't like it.

| tell you flat. We'll have a nice plain nodern pane of glass, with no nasty
stories attached to it." "You forget," said M. Satterthwaite, "or perhaps
you don't know. The stain comes back." "That's as it may be," said Ms.
Unkerton. "All | can say is if it does, it's against nature!" M.
Satterthwaite raised his eyebrows, but did not reply. "And what if it does?"
pursued Ms. Unkerton defiantly. "We're not so bankrupt, Ned and I, that we
can't afford a new pane of gl ass every nonth--or every week if need be for the
matter of that." M. Satterthwaite did not neet the challenge. He had seen
too many things crunple and fall before the power of noney to believe that
even a Cavalier ghost could put up a successful fight. Neverthel ess, he was
interested by Ms. Unkerton's manifest uneasi ness. Even she was not exenpt
fromthe tension in the atnosphere--only she attributed it to an attenuated
ghost story, not to the clash of personalities anpbngst her guests. M.
Satterthwaite was fated to hear yet another scrap of conversation which threw
light upon the situation. He was going up the wide staircase to bed, John
Porter and Ms. Staverton were sitting together in an al cove of the big hall.
She was speaking with a faint irritation in her golden voice. "I hadn't the
| east idea the Scotts were going to be here. | daresay, if | had known,

shoul dn't have cone, but | can assure you, mny dear John, that now | am here,
I"'mnot going to run away------ " M. Satterthwaite passed on up the staircase
out of earshot. He thought to himself--"1 wonder now -How nuch of that is
true? Did she know? | wonder--what's going to cone of it?" He shook his
head. In the clear light of the norning he felt that he had perhaps been a
little melodramatic in his imaginings of the evening before. A nonment of
strain--yes, certainly--inevitable under the circunstances--but nothing nore.
Peopl e adjusted thenselves. H's fancy that some great catastrophe was pendi ng
was nerves--pure nerves--or possibly liver. Yes, that was it, liver. He was
due at Carlsbad in another fortnight. On his own account he proposed a little
stroll that evening just as it was growi ng dusk. He suggested to Major Porter
that they should go up to the clearing and see if Ms. Unkerton had been as
good as her word, and had a new pane of glass put in. To hinmself, he

sai d--"Exercise, that's what | need. Exercise." The two nmen wal ked slowy

t hrough the woods. Porter, as usual, was taciturn. "I can't help feeling,"
said M. Satterthwaite | oquaciously, "that we were a little foolish in our

i magi ni ngs yesterday. Expecting--er--trouble, you know. After all, people have

to behave thensel ves--swall ow their feelings and that sort of

thing." "Perhaps," said Porter. After a mnute or two he added, "Civilised
people." "You nean------ ?" "People who've lived outside civilisation a good
deal sonetimes go back. Revert. Whatever you call it." They emerged on to the
grassy knoll. M. Satterthwaite was breathing rather fast. He never enjoyed
going up hill. He | ooked towards the wi ndow. The face was still there, nore
life-l1ike than ever. "Qur hostess has repented, | see." Porter threwit only
a cursory glance. "Unkerton cut up rough, | expect," he said indifferently.
"he's the sort of man who is willing to be proud of another famly's ghost,

and who isn't going to run the risk of having it driven away when he's paid
spot cash for it." He was silent a mnute or two, staring, not at the house,
but at the thick undergrowth by which they were surrounded. "Has it ever
struck you," he said, "that civilisation's dammed dangerous?" "Dangerous?"
Such a revolutionary remark shocked M. Satterthwaite to the core. "Yes.
There are no safety valves, you see." He turned abruptly, and they descended

the path by which they had come. "I really amquite at a |l oss to understand
you," said M. Satterthwaite, pattering along with ninble steps to keep up
with the other's strides. "Reasonable people------ " Porter |aughed. A short

di sconcerting laugh. Then he | ooked at the correct little gentleman by his



side. "You think it's all bunkumon ny part, M. Satterthwaite? But there are
peopl e, you know, who can tell you when a storm s comng. They feel it

bef orehand in the air. And other people can foretell trouble. There's trouble
com ng now, M. Satterthwaite, big trouble. It nay cone any mnute. It

may- - - - - - " He stopped dead, clutching M. Satterthwaite's arm And in that
tense mnute of silence it came--the sound of two shots and foll owi ng them a
cry--a cry in a wonan's voice. "My God!" cried Porter, "it's come." He raced

down the path, M. Satterthwaite panting behind him In a mnute they canme out
on to the lawn, close by the hedge of the Privy Garden. At the sane tine,

Ri chard Scott and M. Unkerton came round the opposite corner of the house.
They halted, facing each other, to left and right of the entrance to the Privy
Garden. "It--it came fromin there," said Unkerton, pointing with a flabby
hand. "We nmust see," said Porter. He led the way into the enclosure. As he
rounded the |l ast bend of the holly hedge, he stopped dead. M. Satterthwaite
peered over his shoulder. A loud cry burst from Richard Scott. There were
three people in the Privy Garden. Two of themlay on the grass near the stone
seat, a man and a wonman. The third was Ms. Staverton. She was standing quite
close to themby the holly hedge, gazing with horror-stricken eyes, and
hol di ng sonmething in her right hand. "Iris,"” cried Porter. "lris. For God's
sake! What's that you've got in your hand?" She | ooked down at it then--with
a kind of wonder, an unbelievable indifference. "It's a pistol," she said
wonderingly. And then--after what seened an intermnable tine, but was in
reality only a few seconds, "l--picked it up." M. Satterthwaite had gone
forward to where Unkerton and Scott were kneeling on the turf. "A doctor,"
the latter was nmurmuring. "We nust have a doctor." But it was too late for
any doctor. Jimy All enson who had conpl ai ned that the sand diviners hedged
about the future, and Mdira Scott to whomthe gypsy had returned a shilling,
lay there in the last great stillness. It was Richard Scott who conpleted a
brief examination. The iron nerve of the man showed in this crisis. After the
first cry of agony, he was hinmself again. He laid his wife gently down
agai n. "Shot from behind," he said briefly. "The bullet has passed right

t hrough her." Then he handl ed Ji my All enson. The wound here was in the
breast and the bullet was |odged in the body. John Porter came towards

them "Nothing should be touched," he said sternly. "The police nmust see it
all exactly as it is now" "The police," said Richard Scott. Hi s eyes lit up
with a sudden flame as he | ooked at the worman standing by the holly hedge. He
made a step in that direction, but at the sanme tinme John Porter al so noved, so
as to bar his way. For a nmonment it seenmed as though there was a duel of eyes
between the two friends. Porter very quietly shook his head "No, Richard,"

he said. "It looks like it--but you're wong." Richard Scott spoke with
difficulty, noistening his dry lips. "Then why--has she got that in her
hand?" And again Iris Staverton said in the sane lifeless tone--"1--picked it
up." "The police," said Unkerton rising. "W nust send for the police--at
once. You will telephone perhaps, Scott? Someone should stay here--yes, | am

sure someone should stay here."” In his quiet gentlemanly manner, M.
Satterthwaite offered to do so. H s host accepted the offer with manifest
relief. "The | adies," he explained. "I nust break the news to the | adies,
Lady Cynthia and ny dear wife." M. Satterthwaite stayed in the Privy Garden
| ooki ng down on the body of that which had once been Mira Scott. "Poor
child," he said to hinself. "Poor child..." He quoted to himself the tag
about the evil nen do living after them For was not Richard Scott in a way
responsi ble for his innocent wife's death? They would hang Iris Staverton, he
supposed, not that he liked to think of it, but was not it at |east a part of

the blame he laid at the man's door? The evil that nen do----- And the girl,
the innocent girl, had paid He | ooked down at her with a very deep pity. Her
smal |l face, so white and wistful, a half smle on the lips still. The ruffled

golden hair, the delicate ear. There was a spot of blood on the Iobe of it.
Wth an inner feeling of being sonething of a detective, M. Satterthwaite
deduced an earring, torn away in her fall. He craned his neck forward. Yes, he
was right, there was a small pearl drop hanging fromthe other ear. Poor



child, poor child "And now, sir," said Inspector Wnkfield They were in the
library. The Inspector, a shrewd-|ooking forceful man of forty odd, was
concl udi ng his investigations. He had questioned nost of the guests, and had
by now pretty well made up his mind on the case. He was |istening to what

Maj or Porter and M. Satterthwaite had to say. M. Unkerton sat heavily in a
chair, staring with protruding eyes at the opposite wall. "As | understand
it, gentlenen," said the Inspector, "you'd been for a wal k. You were returning
to the house by a path that winds round the left side of what they call the
Privy Garden. Is that correct?" "Quite correct, Inspector." "You heard two
shots, and a woman's screan?" "Yes." "You then ran as fast as you coul d,
energed fromthe woods and made your way to the entrance of the Privy Garden

I f anybody had left that garden, they could only do so by one entrance. The
hol |y bushes are inpassable. If anyone had run out of the garden and turned to
the right, he would have been net by M. Unkerton and M. Scott. If he had
turned to the left, he could not have done so w thout being seen by you. Is
that right?" "That is so," said Major Porter. His face was very white. "That
seens to settle it," said the Inspector. "M. and Ms. Unkerton and Lady
Cynthia Drage were sitting on the lawn, M. Scott was in the Billiard Room

whi ch opens on to that lawn. At ten minutes past six, Ms. Staverton cane out
of the house, spoke a word or two to those sitting there, and went round the
corner of the house towards the Privy Garden. Two nminutes later the shots were
heard. M. Scott rushed out of the house and together with M. Unkerton ran to
the Privy Garden. At the same time you and M.--er-- Satterthwaite arrived
fromthe opposite direction. Ms. Staverton was in the Privy Garden with a
pistol in her hand from which two shots had been fired. As | see it, she shot
the lady first from behind as she was sitting on the bench. Then Captain

Al l enson sprang up and went for her, and she shot himin the chest as he cane
towards her. | understand that there had been a--er--previous attachnent

bet ween her and M. Richard Scott------ " "That's a damed lie," said

Porter. Hi s voice rang out hoarse and defiant. The |Inspector said nothing,
merely shook his head. "What is her own story?" asked M.

Satterthwaite. "She says that she went into the Privy Garden to be quiet for
alittle. Just before she rounded the |ast hedge, she heard the shots. She
cane round the corner, saw the pistol lying at her feet, and picked it up. No
one passed her, and she saw no one in the garden but the two victins." The

| nspect or gave an el oquent pause. "That's what she says-- and al t hough I

cautioned her, she insisted on making a statement."” "If she said that," said
Maj or Porter, and his face was still deadly white, "she was speaking the

truth. I know lris Staverton." "Well, sir," said the Inspector, "there'll be
plenty of time to go into all that later. In the nmeantime, |1've got ny duty to

do." Wth an abrupt novenent, Porter turned to M. Satterthwaite. "You!
Can't you hel p? Can't you do something?" M. Satterthwaite could not help
feeling inmensely flattered. He had been appeal ed to, be, npst insignificant

of nmen, and by a man |i ke John Porter. He was just about to flutter out a
regretful reply, when the butler, Thonpson, entered, with a card upon a sal ver
whi ch he took to his master with an apol ogetic cough. M. Unkerton was stil
sitting huddled up in a chair, taking no part in the proceedings. "I told the
gent| eman you woul d probably not be able to see him sir," said Thonmpson. "But

he insisted that he had an appointment and that it was nost urgent." Unkerton
took the card. "M. Harley Quin," he read. "I renenber, he was to see ne
about a picture. | did make an appoi ntnent, but as things are------ " But M.

Satterthwaite had started forward. "M . Harley Quin, did you say?" he cried.
" ow extraordinary, how very extraordinary. Mjor Porter, you asked me if |
could help you. | think | can. This M. Qin is a friend--or | should say, an
acquai ntance of mne. He is a nost remarkable man." "One of these amateur
sol vers of crime, | suppose,” remarked the |Inspector disparagingly. "No,"
said M. Satterthwaite.” he is not that kind of man at all. But he has a
power - - an al nost uncanny power-- of showi ng you what you have seen with your
own eyes, of making clear to you what you have heard with your own ears. Let
us, at any rate, give himan outline of the case, and hear what he has to



say." M. Unkerton glanced at the Inspector, who nerely snorted and | ooked at
the ceiling. Then the forner gave a short nod to Thonpson, who left the room

and returned ushering in a tall, slimstranger. "M . Unkerton?" The stranger
shook himby the hand. "I amsorry to intrude upon you at such a time. W nust
| eave our little picture chat until another tinme. Ah! My friend M.

Satterthwaite. Still as fond of the drama as ever?" A faint smle played for

a mnute round the stranger's lips as he said these last words. "M. Quin,"
said M. Satterthwaite inpressively, "we have a drama here, we are in the

m dst of one, | should like, and ny friend, Major Porter, would like, to have
your opinion of it." M. Quin sat down. The red-shaded |anp threw a broad
band of coloured light over the checked pattern of his overcoat, and left his
face in shadow al nost as though he wore a mask. Succinctly, M. Satterthwaite
recited the main points of the tragedy. Then he paused, breathl essly awaiting
the words of the oracle. But M. Quin merely shook his head. "A sad story,"
he said. "A very sad and shocking tragedy. The |ack of notive makes it very
intriguing." Unkerton stared at him "You don't understand,"” he said. "Ms.
Staverton was heard to threaten Richard Scott. She was bitterly jeal ous of his
wi fe. Jeal ousy------ " "l agree," said M. Quin. "Jeal ousy or Denpniac
Possession. It's all the sane. But you misunderstand me. | was not referring
to the murder of Ms. Scott, but to that of Captain Allenson." "You're
right," cried Porter, springing forward. "There's a flaw there. If Iris had
ever contenpl ated shooting Ms. Scott, she'd have got her al one sonewhere. No,
we're on the wong tack. And | think | see another solution. Only those three
people went into the Privy Garden. That is indisputable and | don't intend to
dispute it. But | reconstruct the tragedy differently. Supposing Ji my

Al l enson shoots first Ms. Scott and then hinmself. That's possible, isn't it?
He flings the pistol fromhimas he falls--Ms. Staverton finds it |lying on
the ground and picks it up just as she said. How s that?" The |nspector shook
his head. "Wn't wash, Major Porter. If Captain Allenson had fired that shot
close to his body, the cloth would have been singed." "He m ght have held the
pi stol at arms length." "Why should he? No sense in it. Besides, there's no

nmotive." "M ght have gone off his head suddenly,"” nuttered Porter, but

wi t hout any great conviction. He fell to silence again, suddenly rousing

hi msel f to say defiantly--"Well, M. Quin?" The latter shook his head. "I'm
not a magician. I'mnot even a crimnologist. But I will tell you one thing--I

believe in the value of inpressions. In any time of crisis, there is always
one noment that stands out fromall the others, one picture that remnai ns when
all else has faded. M. Satterthwaite is, | think, likely to have been the
nost unprej udi ced observer of those present. WII you cast your mnd back, M.
Satterthwaite, and tell us the noment that made the strongest inpression on
you? Was it when you heard the shots? Was it when you first saw the dead

bodi es? Was it when you first observed the pistol in Ms. Staverton's hand?

Cl ear your mnd of any preconceived standard of values, and tell us." M.
Satterthwaite fixed his eyes on M. Qin's face, rather as a school boy m ght
repeat a | esson of which he was not sure. "No," he said slowy. "It was not
any of those. The nonent that | shall always renenber was when | stood al one
by the bodi es--afterwards--1ooking down on Ms. Scott. She was |ying on her
side. Her hair was ruffled. There was a spot of blood on her little ear." And
instantly, as he said it, he felt that he had said a terrific, a significant

thing. "Blood on her ear? Yes, | remenber," said Unkerton slowy. "Her
earring must have been torn out when she fell," explained M.

Satterthwaite. But it sounded a little inprobable as he said it. "She was
lying on her left side," said Porter. "I suppose it was that ear?" "No," said
M. Satterthwaite quickly. "It was her right ear." The Inspector coughed. "I

found this in the grass," he vouchsafed. He held up a | oop of gold
wire. "But, ny God, man," cried Porter. "The thing can't have been wrenched

to pieces by a nere fall. It's nore as though it had been shot away by a
bullet.” "So it was," cried M. Satterthwaite. "It was a bullet. It nust have
been." "There were only two shots,” said the Inspector. "A shot can't have

grazed her ear and shot her in the back as well. And if one shot carried away



the earring, and the second shot killed her, it can't have killed Captain

Al l enson as well--not unless he was standing close in front of her--very

cl ose--facing her as it mght be. Ch I no, not even then, unless, that
iS------ " "Unless she was in his arns, you were going to say," said M. Qin
with a queer little smile. "Well, why not?" Everyone stared at each other.

The idea was so vitally strange to them-Allenson and Ms. Scott--M. Unkerton
voi ced the same feeling. "But they hardly knew each other," he said. "I

don't know," said M. Satterthwaite thoughtfully. "They m ght have known each
other better than we thought. Lady Cynthia said he saved her from being bored
in Egypt last winter, and you"--he turned to Porter--"you told me that Richard
Scott met his wife in Cairo last winter. They m ght have known each ot her very

wel | indeed out there..." "They didn't seemto be together much," said
Unkerton. "No--they rather avoided each other. It was al nost unnatural, now I
come to think of it------ ." They all |looked at M. Qin, as if alittle

startled at the conclusions at which they had arrived so unexpectedly. M.
Quin rose to his feet. "You see,"” he said, "what M. Satterthwaite's

i mpressi on has done for us." he turned to Unkerton, "It is your turn

now." "Eh? | don't understand you." "You were very thoughtful when | came
into this room | should like to know exactly what thought it was that
obsessed you. Never mind if it has nothing to do with the tragedy. Never m nd
if it seens to you--superstitious------ " M. Unkerton started, ever so
slightly. "Tell us." "I don't mind telling you," said Unkerton. "Though it's
nothing to do with the business, and you'll probably laugh at me into the
bargain. | was wishing that my Mssus had left well alone and not repl aced
that pane of glass in the haunted window. | feel as though doing that has
maybe brought a curse upon us." He was unable to understand why the two nen
opposite himstared so. "But she hasn't replaced it yet," said M.
Satterthwaite at last. "Yes, she has. Man canme first thing this

nmorning." "My God!" said Porter, "I begin to understand. That room it's
panel |l ed, | supposed, not papered?" "Yes, but what does that------ ?" But
Porter had swung out of the room The other followed him He went straight
upstairs to the Scotts' bedroom It was a charmi ng room panelled in creamwth
two wi ndows facing south. Porter felt with his hands al ong the panels on the
western wall. "There's a spring somewhere--nust be. Ah!" There was a click
and a section of the panelling rolled back. It disclosed the grimnmy panes of

t he haunted wi ndow. One pane of glass was clean and new. Porter stooped

qui ckly and picked up sonmething. He held it out on the palmof his hand. It
was a fragment of ostrich feather. Then he | ooked at M. Quin. M. Quin
nodded. He went across to the hat cupboard in the bedroom There were severa
hats in it--the dead woman's hats. He took out one with a large brim and
curling feathers--an el aborate Ascot hat. M. Quin began speaking in a
gentle, reflective voice. "Let us suppose,” said M. Qin, "a man who is by
nature intensely jeal ous. A man who has stayed here in bygone years and knows
the secret of the spring in the panelling. To anuse hinmself he opens it one
day, and | ooks out over the Privy Garden. There, secure as they think from
bei ng overl ooked, he sees his wi fe and another man. There can be no possible
doubt in his mnd as to the relations between them He is nad with rage. What
shall he do? An idea conmes to him He goes to the cupboard and puts on the hat
with the brimand feathers. It is growi ng dusk, and he renenbers the story of
the stain on the glass. Anyone | ooking up at the window will see as they think
t he Watching Cavalier. Thus secure he watches them and at the nmonent they are
clasped in each other's arnms, he shoots. He is a good shot--a wonderful shot.

As they fall, he fires once nore--that shot carries away the earring. He
flings the pistol out of the windowinto the Privy Garden, rushes downstairs
and out through the billiard room" Porter took a step towards him "But he
| et her be accused!" he cried. "He stood by and | et her be accused. Wy?
Vhy?" "I think | know why," said M. Qin. "I should guess--it's only

guess-work on ny part, mnd--that Richard Scott was once madly in love with
Iris Staverton--so nadly that even neeting her years afterwards stirred up the
enbers of jealousy again. | should say that Iris Staverton once fancied that



she might Iove him that she went on a hunting trip with him and another--and

that she came back in love with the better man." "The better man," nmuttered
Porter, dazed. "You nmean------ ?" "Yes," said M. Qin, with a faint snmle. "I
mean you." He paused a minute, and then said: "If | were you--1 should go to
her now." "I will," said Porter. He turned and left the room CHAPTER

THREE AT THE "BELLS AND MOTLEY" MR SATTERTHWAI TE was annoyed. Altogether it
had been an unfortunate day. They had started |late, there had been two
punctures already, finally, they had taken the wong turning and | ost

t hensel ves anidst the wilds of Salisbury Plain. Nowit was close on eight

o' clock, they were still a matter of forty miles from Marswi ck Manor whit her
they were bound, and a third puncture had supervened to render matters stil
nmore trying. M. Satterthwaite, |ooking |ike sone small bird whose plumage
had been ruffled, wal ked up and down in front of the village garage whilst his
chauf f eur conversed in hoarse undertones with the | ocal expert. "Half an hour
at least" said that worthy pronouncing judgment. "And |lucky at that,"

suppl enented Masters, the chauffeur. "More like three quarters if you ask

me." "What is this--place, anyway?" demanded M. Satterthwaite fretfully.
Being a little gentl eman considerate of the feelings of others, he substituted
the word "place" for "God-forsaken hole" which had first risen to his

lips. "Kirtlington Mallet." M. Satterthwaite was not much wi ser, and yet a
faint famliarity seenmed to linger round the name. He | ooked round him

di sparagingly. Kirtlington Mallet seemed to consist of one straggling street,

t he garage and the post office on one side of it balanced by three

i ndet erm nate shops on the other side. Farther down the road, however, M.
Satterthwaite perceived sonething that creaked and swung in the wind, and his
spirits rose ever so slightly. "There's an Inn here, | see," he remarked.
"*Bells and Motley,'" said the garage man. "That's it-- yonder." "If | m ght
make a suggestion, sir," said Masters, "why not try it? They would be able to
gi ve you sonme sort of a meal, no doubt--not, of course, what you are
accustoned to." He paused apologetically, for M. Satterthwaite was accustoned
to the best cooking of continental chefs, and had in his own service a cordon
bl eu to whom he paid a fabul ous salary. "We shan't be able to take the road

again for another three quarters of an hour, sir. I"msure of that. And it's
al ready past eight o' clock. You could ring up Sir George Foster, sir, fromthe
Inn, and acquaint himw th the cause of our delay." "You seemto think you

can arrange everything, Masters,"” said M. Satterthwaite snappily. Msters,
who did think so, maintained a respectful silence M. Satterthwaite, in spite
of his earnest wi sh to di scountenance any suggestion that m ght possibly be
made to him-he was in that npod--neverthel ess | ooked down the road towards
the creaking Inn sign with faint inward approval. He was a man of birdlike

appetite, an epicure, but even such men can be hungry. ""The Bells and
Motley,'" he said thoughtfully. "That's an odd name for an Inn. | don't know
that | ever heard it before.” "There's odd folks come to it by all account,”

said the local man. He was bendi ng over the wheel, and his voice came muffled
and indistinct "Odd fol ks?" queried M. Satterthwaite. "Now what do you nmean
by that?" The other hardly seened to know what he neant. "Fol ks that come
and go. That kind," he said vaguely. M. Satterthwaite reflected that people
who cone to an Inn are al nbst of necessity those who "come and go." The
definition seemed to himto | ack precision. But nevertheless his curiosity was
stimul ated. Sonehow or other he had got to put in three quarters of an hour

The "Bells and Mtley" would be as good as anywhere else. Wth his usual

smal I m ncing steps he wal ked away down the road. From afar there cane a
runmbl e of thunder. The mechanic | ooked up and spoke to Masters. "There's a

storm comi ng over. Thought | could feel it in the air." "Crikey," said
Masters. "And forty mles to go." "Ah!" said the other. "There's no need to
be hurrying over this job. You'll not be wanting to take the road till the
storm s passed over. That little boss of yours doesn't |ook as though he'd
relish being out in thunder and lightning." "Hope they'll do himwell at that
pl ace,"” nmuttered the chauffeur. "1'Il be pushing along there for a bite nyself
presently.” "Billy Jones is all right," said the garage man. "Keeps a good



table.” M. WIlliam Jones, a big burly man of fifty and |l andlord of the
"Bells and Mdtley," was at this mnute beanming ingratiatingly dowm on little
M. Satterthwaite. "Can do you a nice steak, sir--and fried potatoes, and as
good a cheese as any gentleman could wish for. This way, sir, in the
coffee-room We're not very full at present, the last of the fishing gentlenen
just gone. Alittle later we'll be full again for the hunting. Only one

gentl eman here at present, name of Quin------ " M. Satterthwaite stopped
dead. "Quin?" he said excitedly. "Did you say Quin?" "That's the nane, sir
Friend of yours perhaps?" "Yes, indeed. Oh! Yes, npbst certainly.” Twittering
with excitenent, M. Satterthwaite hardly realised that the world m ght
contain nmore than one man of that nane. He had no doubts at all. In an odd
way, the information fitted in with what the man at the garage had said.

"Fol ks that come and go..." a very apt description of M. Qin. And the nane
of the Inn, too, seenmed a peculiarly fitting and appropri ate one. "Dear ne,
dear me," said M. Satterthwaite. "What a very odd thing. That we shoul d neet
like this! M. Harley Quin, is it not?" "That's right, sir. This is the
coffee-room sir. Ah! Here is the gentleman." Tall, dark, smling, the
famliar figure of M. Quin rose fromthe table at which he was sitting, and
the wel |l -remenbered voice spoke. "Ah! M. Satterthwaite, we neet again. An
unexpected neeting!" M. Satterthwaite was shaking himwarmy by the hand.
"Delighted. Delighted, |I'msure. A lucky breakdown for ne. My car, you know.
And you are staying here? For |ong?" "One night only." "Then | am indeed
fortunate.” M. Satterthwaite sat down opposite his friend with a little sigh
of satisfaction, and regarded the dark, smling face opposite himwth a
pl easur abl e expectancy. The other man shook his head gently. "I assure you
he said, "that | have not a bow of goldfish or a rabbit to produce from ny
sl eeve.” "Too bad, " cried M. Satterthwaite, a little taken aback. "Yes,
must confess--1 do rather adopt that attitude towards you. A man of magic. Ha
ha. That is how | regard you. A man of magic." "And yet, " said M. Qin, "it
is you who do the conjuring tricks, not I." "Ahl" said M. Satterthwaite
eagerly. "But | cannot do themwi thout you. | lack--shall we
say--inspiration?" M. Qin smlingly shook his head. "That is too big a
word. | speak the cue, that is all" The landlord canme in at that mnute with
bread and a slab of yellow butter. As he set the things on the table there was
a vivid flash of lightning, and a clap of thunder al nobst overhead. "A wild
ni ght, gentlemen."” "On such a night------ ", began M. Satterthwaite, and

st opped. "Funny now," said the landlord, unconscious of the question, "if
those weren't just the words | was going to use nyself. It was just such a
night as this when Captain Harwell brought his bride home, the very day before
he di sappeared for ever." "Ah!" cried M. Satterthwaite suddenly. "Of
course!" He had got the clue. He knew now why the name Kirtlington Mallet was
fam liar. Three nonths before he had read every detail of the astonishing

di sappearance of Captain Richard Harwell. Like other newspaper readers al

over Great Britain he had puzzled over the details of the di sappearance, and,
also like every other Briton, had evolved his own theories. "Of course," he

repeated. "It was at Kirtlington Mallet it happened." "It was at this house
he stayed for the hunting last winter," said the landlord. "Ch! | knew him
wel . A main handsone young gentl eman and not one that you'd think had a care

on his mnd. He was done away with--that's my belief. Many's the time |'ve
seen them cone riding home together--he and Mss Le Couteau, and all the
village saying there'd be a match come of it--and sure enough, so it did. A
very beautiful young | ady, and well thought of, for all she was a Canadi an and
a stranger. Ah! There's sone dark nystery there. W'IlIl never know the rights
of it. It broke her heart, it did, sure enough. You' ve heard as she's sold the
pl ace up and gone abroad, couldn't abear to go on here with everyone staring
and pointing after her--through no fault of her own, poor young dear! A black
mystery, that's what it is.” He shook his head, then suddenly recollecting
his duties, hurried fromthe room "A black nystery," said M. Quin

softly. His voice was provocative in M. Satterthwaite's ears. "Are you
pretendi ng that we can solve the nystery where Scotland Yard fail ed?" he asked



sharply. The other made a characteristic gesture. "Wy not? Time has passed.

Three nonths. That nakes a difference." "That is a curious idea of yours,"
said M. Satterthwaite slowy. "That one sees things better afterwards than at
the tine." "The longer the time that has el apsed, the nore things fall into
proportion. One sees themin their true relationship to one another." There
was a silence which lasted for some mnutes. "I amnot sure,” said M.
Satterthwaite, in a hesitating voice, "that | remenber the facts clearly by
now." "l think you do," said M. Quin quietly. It was all the encouragenent

M. Satterthwaite needed. His general role in life was that of |istener and

| ooker-on. Only in the conpany of M. Quin was the position reversed. There
M. Qin was the appreciative listener, and M. Satterthwaite took the centre
of the stage. "It was just over a year ago," he said, "that Ashley G ange
passed into the possession of Mss Eleanor Le Couteau. It is a beautiful old
house, but it had been neglected and allowed to remain enpty for many years.
It could not have found a better chatelaine. Mss Le Couteau was a French
Canadi an, her forebears were emgres fromthe French Revol ution, and had
handed down to her a collection of alnobst priceless French relics and
antiques. She was a buyer and a collector also, with a very fine and
discrimnating taste. So nuch so, that when she decided to sell Ashley G ange
and everything it contained after the tragedy, M. Cyrus G Bradburn, the
American mllionaire, made no bones about paying the fancy price of sixty

t housand pounds for the Grange as it stood." M. Satterthwaite paused. "I
mention these things," he said apol ogetically, "not because they are rel evant
to the story--strictly speaking, they are not--but to convey an atnosphere,

t he at nosphere of young Ms. Harwell." M. Quin nodded. "Atnmosphere is

al ways val uable,"” he said gravely. 'So we get a picture of this girl,"
continued the other. "Just twenty-three, dark, beautiful, acconplished,
not hi ng crude and unfini shed about her. And rich--we nust not forget that. She
was an orphan. A Ms. St. Cair, a |ady of uninpeachabl e breeding and soci al
standing, lived with her as duenna. But El eanor Le Couteau had conplete
control of her own fortune. And fortune-hunters are never hard to seek. At

| east a dozen inpecunious young nen were to be found dangling round her on al
occasions, in the hunting field, in the ballroom wherever she went. Young
Lord Leccan, the nost eligible parti in the country, is reported to have asked
her to marry him but she remai ned heart free. That is, until the coming of
Captain Richard Harwell "Captain Harwell had put up at the local Inn for the
hunti ng. He was a dashing rider to hounds. A handsone, |aughing daredevil of a
fellow. You renenber the old saying, M. Qin? 'Happy the wooing that's not

| ong doing.' The adage was carried out at least in part. At the end of two
mont hs, Richard Harwel|l and El eanor Le Couteau were engaged." "The marri age
followed three months afterwards. The happy pair went abroad for a two weeks
honeynoon, and then returned to take up their residence at Ashley G ange. The
l andl ord has just told us that it was on a night of stormsuch as this that
they returned to their hone. An onen, | wonder? Who can tell? Be that as it
may, the follow ng norning very early--about half-past seven, Captain Harwell
was seen wal king in the garden by one of the gardeners, John Mathias. He was
bar eheaded, and was whistling. W have a picture there, a picture of

i ght-heartedness, of carel ess happiness. And yet fromthat mnute, as far as
we know, no one ever set eyes on Captain Richard Harwell again." M.
Satterthwaite paused, pleasantly conscious of a dramatic nmonment. The adnmiring
gl ance of M. Quin gave himthe tribute he needed, and he went on. "The

di sappearance was renarkabl e--unaccountable. It was not till the foll ow ng day
that the distracted wife called in the police. As you know, they have not
succeeded in solving the mystery." "There have, | suppose, been theories?"

asked M. Quin. "Oh | theories, | grant you. Theory No. 1, that Captain
Harwel | had been mnurdered, done away with. But if so, where was the body? It
could hardly have been spirited away. And besi des, what nmotive was there? As
far as was known, Captain Harwell had not an eneny in the world." He paused
abruptly, as though uncertain. M. Qin | eaned forward. "You are thinking,"
he said softly, "of young Stephen Grant." "I am" adnmitted M. Satterthwaite.



"Stephen Grant, if | renenber rightly, had been in charge of Captain Harwell's
horses, and had been di scharged by his master for some trifling offence. On
the norning after the homeconing, very early, Stephen Grant was seen in the
vicinity of Ashley Grange, and could give no good account of his presence
there. He was detained by the police as being concerned in the di sappearance
of Captain Harwell, but nothing could be proved agai nst him and he was
eventual |y discharged. It is true that he night be supposed to bear a grudge
agai nst Captain Harwell for his sunmary dismissal, but the nmotive was

undeni ably of the flinsiest. | suppose the police felt they nmust do sonething.
You see, as | said just now, Captain Harwell had not an eneny in the

world." "As far as was known," said M. Quin reflectively. M. Satterthwaite
nodded appreciatively. "W are coning to that. What, after all, was known of
Captain Harwel | ? When the police came to look into his antecedents they were
confronted with a singular paucity of material. Who was Richard Harwel | ? \Where
did he cone fron? He had appeared, literally out of the blue as it seenmed. He
was a magnificent rider, and apparently well off. Nobody in Kirtlington Mll et
had bothered to inquire further. Mss Le Couteau had had no parents or

guardi ans to make inquiries into the prospects and standi ng of her fianc,. She
was her own mistress. The police theory at this point was clear enough. A rich
girl and an inpudent inmpostor. The old story! "But it was not quite that.
True, Mss Le Couteau had no parents or guardi ans, but she had an excell ent
firmof solicitors in London who acted for her. Their evidence nade the
nmystery deeper. El eanor Le Couteau had wished to settle a sumoutright upon
her prospective husband, but he had refused. He hinmself was well off, he
declared. It was proved conclusively that Harwell never had a penny of his
wife's noney. Her fortune was absolutely intact. "He was, therefore, no
common swi ndl er, but was his object a refinement of the art? Did he propose

bl ackmai|l at some future date if Eleanor Harwell should wish to marry sone

other man? | will admt that sonething of that kind seened to me the nost
likely solution. It has always seened so to me--until Tonight." M. Quin
| eaned forward, pronpting him "Tonight?" "Tonight. | amnot satisfied with

that. How did he nanage to di sappear so suddenly and conpl etely--at that hour
in the norning, with every | abourer bestirring hinself and tramping to work?

Bar eheaded, too." "There is no doubt about the latter point--since the
gardener saw hi m?" "Yes--the gardener--John Mathias. Was there anything
there, | wonder?" "The police would not overlook him" said M. Qin. "They

questi oned himcl osely. He never wavered in his statement. Hi s wife bore him
out. He left his cottage at seven to attend to the greenhouses, he returned at
twenty mnutes to eight. The servants in the house heard the front door slam

at about a quarter after seven. That fixes the time when Captain Harwell |eft
the house. Ah 1 yes, | know what you are thinking." "Do you, | wonder?" said
M. Qin. "I fancy so. Tinme enough for Mathias to have nade away with his

master. But why, man, why? And if so, where did he hide the body?" The

| andl ord came in bearing a tray. "Sorry to have kept you so | ong,

gentl emen.” He set upon the table a manmoth steak and beside it a dish filled
to overflowng with crisp brown potatoes. The odour fromthe di shes was

pl easant to M. Satterthwaite's nostrils. He felt gracious. "This | ooks

excellent," he said. "Mst excellent. W have been di scussing the
di sappearance of Captain Harwell. \Wat became of the gardener
Mat hi as?" "Took a place in Essay, | believe. Didn't care to stay hereabouts.

There were sonme as | ooked askance at him you understand. Not that | ever

beli eve he had anything to do with it." M. Satterthwaite hel ped hinmself to
steak. M. Quin followed suit. The landlord seened disposed to |inger and

chat. M. Satterthwaite had no objection, on the contrary. "This Mathias
now, " he said. "What kind of a man was he?" "M ddl e-aged chap, nust have been
a powerful fellow once but bent and crippled with rheumati sm He had that

nortal bad, was laid up many a time with it, unable to do any work. For ny
part, | think it was sheer kindness on Mss Eleanor's part to keep himon

He' d outgrown his useful ness as a gardener, though his w fe managed to make
hersel f useful up at the house. Been a cook she had, and always willing to



| end a hand. VWhat sort of a woman was she?" asked M. Satterthwaite,

qui ckly. The landlord's answer disappointed him "A plain body. M ddl e-aged,
and dour like in manner. Deaf, too. Not that | ever knew much of them They'd
only been here a nonth, you understand, when the thing happened. They say he'd
been a rare good gardener in his time, though. Wnderful testinmonials Mss

El eanor had with him" "Was she interested in gardeni ng?" asked M. Quin,

softly. "No, sir, | couldn't say that she was, not |ike some of the |adies
round here who pay good noney to gardeners and spend the whole of their tine
grubbi ng about on their knees as well. Foolishness | call it. You see, Mss Le

Cout eau wasn't here very nuch except in the winter for hunting. The rest of
the tine she was up in London and away in those foreign seaside places where
they say the French | adies don't so nuch as put a toe into the water for fear
of spoiling their costunes, or so |'ve heard." M. Satterthwaite

snmled. "There was no--er--woman of any kind nmixed up with Captain Harwel | ?"
he asked. Though his first theory was di sposed of, he nevertheless clung to
his idea. M. WIlIliam Jones shook his head. "Nothing of that sort. Never a
whi sper of it. No, it's a dark nystery, that's what it is." "And your theory?
What do you yourself think?" persisted M. Satterthwaite. "What do

t hi nk?" "Yes." "Don't know what to think. It's my belief as how he was done
in, but who by I can't say. I'll fetch you gentlenmen the cheese." He stunped
fromthe roombearing enpty dishes. The Storm which had been quieteni ng down,
suddenly broke out with redoubled vigour. A flash of forked lightning and a
great clap of thunder close upon each other nmade little M. Satterthwaite
junp, and before the | ast echoes of the thunder had died away, a girl cane
into the roomcarrying the advertised cheese. She was tall and dark, and
handsorme in a sullen fashion of her own. Her |ikeness to the |andlord of the
"Bells and Motley" was apparent enough to proclaimher his daughter. "Good
evening, Mary," said M. Qin, "A storny night" She nodded. "I hate these
storny nights," she nuttered. "You are afraid of thunder, perhaps?" said M.
Satterthwaite kindly. "Afraid of thunder? Not nme! There's little that I'm
afraid of. No, but the stormsets them off. Tal king, talking, the sane thing
over and over again, like a lot of parrots. Father begins it. "It rem nds ne,
this does, of the night poor Captain Harwell..." And so on, and so on. "She
turned on M. Quin. "You ve heard how he goes on. What's the sense of it?
Can't anyone let past things be?" "Athing is only past when it is done
with," said M. Quin. "lIsn't this done with? Suppose he wanted to di sappear?
These fine gentlenen do sonetines.” "You think he di sappeared of his own free
will?" "Why not? It would nmake better sense than to suppose a kind-hearted
creature |like Stephen Grant nurdered him What should he rmurder himfor,
shoul d like to know? Stephen had had a drop too much one day and spoke to him
saucy |ike, and got the sack for it. But what of it? He got another place just
as good. Is that a reason to nurder a man in cold bl ood?" "But surely," said
M. Satterthwaite, "the police were quite satisfied of his innocence?" "The
police! Wat do the police matter? When Stephen comes into the bar of an

eveni ng, every nman | ooks at himqueer like. They don't really believe he

mur dered Harwel |, but they're not sure, and so they | ook at him sideways and
edge away. Nice life for a man, to see people shrink away from you, as though
you were sonething different fromthe rest of folks. Wiy won't Father hear of
our getting married, Stephen and |? "You can take your pigs to a better
market, my girl. |'ve nothing agai nst Stephen, but--well, we don't know, do
we?' " She stopped, her breast heaving with the violence of her

resentment. "It's cruel, cruel, that's what it is," she burst out. "Stephen
that wouldn't hurt a fly! And all through life there'll be people who'll think
he did. It's turning hi mqueer and bitter like. | don't wonder, |I'msure. And
the nore he's like that, the nore people think there must have been sonet hing
init." Again she stopped. Her eyes were fixed on M. Qin's face, as though
sonething in it was drawing this outburst fromher. "Can nothing be done?"
said M. Satterthwaite. He was genuinely distressed. The thing was, he saw,

i nevitable. The very vagueness and unsati sfactoriness of the evidence agai nst
Stephen Grant made it the nore difficult for himto disprove the



accusation. The girl whirled round on him "Nothing but the truth can help

him" she cried. "If Captain Harwell were to be found, if he was to come back
If the true rights of it were only known------ " She broke off with sonething
very like a sob, and hurried quickly fromthe room "A fine-looking girl,"
said M. Satterthwaite. "A sad case altogether. | w sh--1 very much w sh that
sonet hi ng coul d be done about it." His kind heart was troubled. "W are
doi ng what we can," said M. Qin. "There is still nearly half an hour before

your car can be ready." M. Satterthwaite stared at him "You think we can
come at the truth just by--talking it over like this?" "You have seen nuch of
life," said M. Quin gravely. "Mre than nost people." "Life has passed ne
by," said M. Satterthwaite bitterly. "But in so doing has sharpened your
vision. Where others are blind you can see.” "It is true," said M.
Satterthwaite. "I ama great observer." He plumed hinmself conplacently. The
monment of bitterness was passed. "I look at it like this," he said after a
mnute or two. "To get at the cause for a thing, we must study the

effect."” "Very good," said M. Quin approvingly. "The effect In this case is
that Mss Le Couteau--Ms. Harwell, | nean, is a wife and yet not a wife. She
is not free--she cannot marry again. And look at it as we will, we see Richard

Harwel |l as a sinister figure, a man from nowhere with a nmysterious past.
agree," said M. Quin. "You see what all are bound to see, what cannot be

m ssed, Captain Harwell in the linmelight, a suspicious figure." M.
Satterthwaite | ooked at hi mdoubtfully. The words seened somehow to suggest a
faintly different picture to his mnd. "W have studied the effect,” he said.
"Or call it the result. W can now pass------ " M. Qin interrupted

him "You have not touched on the result on the strictly materi al

side." "You are right," said M. Satterthwaite, after a monment or two for
consi deration. "One should do the thing thoroughly. Let us say then that the
result of the tragedy is that Ms. Harwell is a wife and not a wife, unable to
marry again, that M. Cyrus Bradburn has been able to buy Ashley G ange and
its contents for--sixty thousand pounds, was it?--and that sonebody in Essex
has been able to secure John Mathias as a gardener! For all that we do not
suspect 'sonebody in Essex' or M. Cyrus Bradburn of having engineered the

di sappearance of Captain Harwell." "You are sarcastic," said M. Qin. M.
Satterthwaite | ooked sharply at him "But surely you agree------ ?" "Oh! |
agree," said M. Qin. "The idea is absurd. What next?" "Let us imagine
oursel ves back on the fatal day. The di sappearance has taken place, |let us
say, this very norning." "No, no," said M. Qin, smling. "Since, in our

i magi nati on, at |east, we have power over tinme, let us turn it the other way.
Let us say the disappearance of Captain Harwell took place a hundred years
ago. That we, in the year two thousand and twenty-five are | ooking

back." "You are a strange man," said M. Satterthwaite slowy. "You believe
in the past, not the present. Why?" "You used, not |ong ago, the word
at nrosphere. There is no atnosphere in the present." "That is true, perhaps,"”

said M. Satterthwaite thoughtfully. "Yes, it is true. The present is apt to
be--parochial" "A good word," said M. Quin. M. Satterthwaite gave a funny
little bow "You are too kind," he said. "Let us take--not this present
year, that would be too difficult, but say--last year," continued the other
"Sumit up for ne, you who have the gift of the neat phrase." M.
Satterthwaite thought for a mnute. He was jealous of his reputation. "A
hundred years ago we have the age of powder and patches,"” he said. "Shall we
say that 1924 was the age of Crossword Puzzles and Cat Burglars?" "Very
good, " approved M. Quin. "You nean that nationally, not internationally, I
presune?” "As to Crossword Puzzles, | must confess that | do not know " said
M. Satterthwaite. "But the Cat Burglar had a great innings on the Continent.
You renenber that series of fanous thefts from French chateaux? It is surm sed
that one man al one could not have done it. The nobst miracul ous feats were
performed to gain adm ssion. There was a theory that a troupe of acrobats were
concerned--the Condinis. | once saw their performance--truly masterly. A

nmot her, son and daughter. They vani shed fromthe stage in a rather nysterious
fashi on. But we are wandering fromour subject." "Not very far," said M.



Quin. "Only across the Channel VWhere the French ladies will not wet their
toes, according to our worthy host," said M. Satterthwaite, |aughing. There
was a pause. It seened sonehow significant. "Why did he di sappear?" cried M.
Satterthwaite. "Wiy? Wiy? It is incredible, a kind of conjuring

trick." "Yes," said M. Quin. "A conjuring trick. That describes it exactly.
At mosphere again, you see. And wherein does the essence of a conjuring trick
[ie?" "The quickness of the hand deceives the eye," quoted M. Satterthwaite
glibly. "That is everything, is it not? To deceive the eye? Sonetines by the
qui ckness of the hand, sonetines--by other nmeans. There are nmany devices, the
pi stol shot, the waving of a red handkerchief, something that seemns inportant,
but inreality is not. The eye is diverted fromthe real business, it is
caught by the spectacul ar action that neans nothing-- nothing at all." M.
Satterthwaite | eant forward, his eyes shining. "There is something in that.
It is an idea." He went on softly. "The pistol shot. What was the pistol shot
in the conjuring trick we were discussing? Wat is the spectacul ar nonent that
hol ds the i nmagination?" He drew in his breath sharply. "The di sappearance, "
breathed M. Satterthwaite. "Take that away, and it |eaves

not hi ng. " " Not hi ng? Suppose things took the sane course w thout that dramatic
gesture?" "You nmean--supposing Mss Le Couteau were still to sell Ashley
Grange and | eave--for no reason?" "Well." "Well, why not? It would have
aroused tal k, | suppose, there would have been a lot of Interest displayed in
the value of the contents in------ Ah! Wit!" He was silent a mnute, then
burst out. "You are right, there is too much linelight, the Iinmelight on
Captain Harwell. And because of that, she has been in shadow. M ss Le Couteau

Everyone asking "Who was Captain Harwell? Wiere did he cone fronP?" But because
she is the injured party, no one nakes inquiries about her. Was she really a
French Canadi an? Were those wonderful heirloons really handed down to her? You
were right when you said just now that we had not wandered far from our

subj ect--only across the Channel. Those so-called heirloons were stolen from
the French chateaux, nost of them valuable objets d art, and in consequence
difficult to dispose of. She buys the house--for a mere song, probably.
Settles down there and pays a good sumto an irreproachable English woman to
chaperone her. Then he cones. The plot is laid beforehand. The narriage, the
di sappearance and the nine days' wonder! What nore natural than that a

br okenhearted woman should want to sell everything that rem nds her of her

past happi ness. The Anerican is a connoi sseur, the things are genui ne and
beautiful, sone of them beyond price. He nmakes an offer, she accepts it. She

| eaves the nei ghbourhood, a sad and tragic figure. The great coup has cone
of f. The eye of the public has been deceived by the quickness of the hand and
the spectacul ar nature of the trick." M. Satterthwaite paused, flushed with
triunph. "But for you, | should never have seen it," he said with sudden
humlity. "You have a nost curious effect upon nme. One says things so often

wi t hout even seeing what they really mean. You have the knack of show ng one.
But it is still not quite clear to ne. It nust have been nost difficult for
Harwel | to di sappear as he did. After all, the police all over England were

| ooking for him" "They were probably | ooking," said M. Quin, "all over

Engl and." "It woul d have been sinplest to remain hidden at the Grange," nused
M. Satterthwaite. "If it could be managed." "He was, | think, very near the
Grange, " said M. Qin. His | ook of significance was not | ost on M.
Satterthwaite. "Mathias' cottage?" he exclaimed. "But the police nmust have
searched it?" "Repeatedly, | should imgine," said M. Qin. "Mathias," said
M. Satterthwaite, frowning. "And Ms. Mathias," said M. Qin. M.
Satterthwaite stared hard at him "If that gang was really the Clondinis," he
said dreanmily, "there were three of themin it. The two young ones were
Harwel | and El eanor Le Couteau. The nother now, was she Ms. Mthias? But in
that case..." "Mathias suffered fromrheunmatism did he not?" said M. Quin

i nnocently. "Oh!" cried M. Satterthwaite. "I have it. But could it be done?
| believe it could. Listen. Mathias was there a month. During that tine,
Harwel | and El eanor were away for a fortnight on a honeynmoon. For the
fortnight before the wedding, they were supposedly in town. A clever man could



have doubled the parts of Harwell and Mathias. When Harwell was at Kirtlington
Mal  et, Mathias was conveniently laid up with rheumatism with Ms. Mathias to
sustain the fiction. Her part was very necessary. Wthout her, soneone m ght
have suspected the truth. As you say, Harwell was hidden in Mathias' cottage.
He was Mat hias. Wen at |ast the plans matured, and Ashl ey G ange was sold, he
and his wife gave out that they were taking a place in Essex. Exit John

Mat hias and his wi fe--for ever." There was a knock at the coffee-room door,
and Masters entered. "The car is at the door, sir,"” he said. M.
Satterthwaite rose. So did M. Qin, who went across to the wi ndow, pulling
the curtains. A beam of noonlight streaned into the room "The stormis
over," he said. M. Satterthwaite was pulling on his gloves. "The

Conmi ssioner is dining with ne next week," he said inportantly. "I shall put
my theory--ah!--before him" "It will be easily proved or disproved," said
M. Qin." A conparison of the objects at Ashley Grange with a list supplied
by the French police------ " "Just so," said M. Satterthwaite. "Rather hard
luck on M. Bradburn, but, well----" "He can, | believe, stand the |oss,"
said M. Quin, M. Satterthwaite held out his hand. "Good-bye," he said. "I
cannot tell you how nuch I have appreciated this unexpected neeting. You are

| eaving here tonmorrow, | think you said?" "Possibly tonight. My business here
is done... | come and go, you know." M. Satterthwaite remenbered hearing
those sane words earlier in the evening. Rather curious. He went out to the
car and the waiting masters. Fromthe open door into the bar the landlord' s
voice floated out, rich and conplacent. "A dark nystery," he was saying. "A
dark mystery, that's what it is.” But he did not use the word "dark." The
word he used suggested quite a different colour. M. WIIliam Jones was a nan
of discrimnation who suited his adjectives to his conmpany. The conpany in the
bar liked their adjectives full flavoured. M. Satterthwaite reclined
luxuriously in the confortable |linmousine. Hs breast was swelled with triunph.
He saw the girl Mary conme out on the steps and stand under the creaking Inn
sign. "She little knows," said M. Satterthwaite to hinmself. "She little
knows what | amgoing to do!" The sign of the "Bells and Mtley" swayed
gently in the wind. CHAPTER FOUR THE SIGN I N THE SKY THE Judge was
finishing his charge to the jury. "Now, gentlenen, | have al nost finished
what | want to say to you. There is evidence for you to consider as to whether
this case is plainly nmade out against this man so that you rmay say he is
guilty of the murder of Vivien Barnaby. You have had the evidence of the
servants as to the tinme the shot was fired. They have one and all agreed upon
it. You have had the evidence of the letter witten to the defendant by Vivien
Bar naby on the norning of that sanme day, Friday, Septenber 13th--a letter

whi ch the defence has not attenpted to deny. You have had evidence that the
prisoner first denied having been at Deering HIl, and later, after evidence
had been given by the police, adnmitted he had. You will draw your own
conclusions fromthat denial. This is not a case of direct evidence. You wll
have to cone to your own concl usions on the subject of notive--of neans, of
opportunity. The contention of the defence is that some person unknown entered
the music room after the defendant had left it, and shot Vivien Barnaby wth

t he gun which, by strange forgetful ness, the defendant had | eft behind him
You have heard the defendant's story of the reason it took himhalf an hour to
get home. If you disbelieve the defendant's story and are satisfied, beyond
any reasonabl e doubt, that the defendant did, upon Friday, Septenber 13th,

di scharge his gun at close quarters to Vivien Barnaby's head with intent to
kill her, then, gentlenmen, your verdict nust be Guilty. If, on the other hand,
you have any reasonabl e doubt, it is your duty to acquit the prisoner. | wll
now ask you to retire to your room and consider and |let ne know when you have
arrived at a conclusion."” The jury were absent a little under half an hour.
They returned the verdict that to everyone had seenmed a foregone concl usion
the verdict of "Guilty." M. Satterthwaite |left the court after hearing the
verdict, with a thoughtful frown on his face. A nere nurder trial as such did
not attract him He was of too fastidious a tenperament to find interest in
the sordid details of the average crinme. But the Wl de case had been



different. Young Martin Wl de was what is ternmed a gentleman--and the victim
Sir George Barnaby's young w fe, had been personally known to the elderly
gentl eman. He was thinking of all this as he wal ked up Hol born, and then
plunged into a tangle of nmean streets leading in the direction of Soho. In one
of these streets there was a small restaurant, known only to the few, of whom
M. Satterthwaite was one. It was not cheap--it was, on the contrary,

exceedi ngly expensive, since it catered exclusively for the palate of the
jaded gournet. It was quiet--no strains of jazz were allowed to disturb the
hushed at nosphere--it was rather dark, waiters appeared soft-footed out of the
twilight, bearing silver dishes with the air of participating in some holy
rite. The name of the restaurant was Arlecchino. Still thoughtful, M.
Satterthwaite turned into the Arlecchino and made for his favourite table in a
recess in the far corner. OMng to the twilight before mentioned, it was not
until he was quite close to it that he saw it was already occupied by a tall
dark man who sat with his face in shadow, and with a play of colour froma
stai ned wi ndow turning his sober garb into a kind of riotous notley. M.
Satterthwaite woul d have turned back, but just at that noment the stranger
moved slightly and the other recognised him "God bless nmy soul," said M.
Satterthwaite, who was given to ol d-fashi oned expressions. "Wy, it's M.
Quin!" Three times before he had met M. Quin, and each tinme the neeting had
resulted in something a little out of the ordinary. A strange person, this M.
Quin, with a knack of showi ng you the things you had known all along in a
totally different light. At once M. Satterthwaite felt excited--pleasurably
excited. His role was that of the |ooker-on, and he knew it, but sometines
when in the conpany of M. Quin he had the illusion of being an actor--and the
princi pal actor at that. "This is very pleasant," he said, beami ng all over
his dried-up little face. "Very pl easant indeed. You' ve no objection to ny
joining you, | hope?" "I shall be delighted," said M. Qin. "As you see, |
have not yet begun my neal." A deferential head waiter hovered up out of the
shadows. M. Satterthwaite, as befitted a man with a seasoned pal ate, gave his
whole mind to the task of selection. In a few minutes, the head waiter, a
slight smle of approbation on his lips, retired, and a young satellite began
his ministrations. M. Satterthwaite turned to M. Quin. "I have just cone
fromthe AOd Bailey," he began. "A sad business, | thought." 'He was found
guilty?" said M. Qin. "Yes, the jury were out only half an hour." M. Qui
bowed his head. "An inevitable result--on the evidence," he said. "And yet,
began M. Satterthwaite--and stopped. M. Qin finished the sentence for
him "And yet your synpathies were with the accused? |Is that what you were
going to say?" "l suppose it was. Martin W/lde is a nice-looking young

fell ow-one can hardly believe it of him Al the sane, there have been a good
many ni ce-|ooki ng young fellows lately who have turned out to be murderers of
a particularly col d-bl ooded and repellent type." "Too many," said M. Quin
quietly. "I beg your pardon?" said M. Satterthwaite, slightly

startled. "Too many for Martin Wl de. There has been a tendency fromthe
beginning to regard this as just one nore of a series of the sanme type of
crime--a man seeking to free hinself fromone woman in order to marry
another." "Well," said M. Satterthwaite doubtfully. "On the

evi dence------ " "Ah!'" said M. Quin quickly. "I amafraid | have not foll owed
all the evidence." M. Satterthwaite's self-confidence came back to himwth
a rush. He felt a sudden sense of power. He was tenpted to be consciously
dramatic. "Let ne try and show it to you. | have nmet the Barnabys, you
understand. | know the peculiar circunstances. Wth me, you will conme behind
the scenes--you will see the thing frominside." M. Quin leant forward with
hi s qui ck encouraging smle. "If anyone can show ne that, it will be M.
Satterthwaite,” he murmured. M. Satterthwaite gripped the table with both
hands. He was uplifted, carried out of hinmself. For the noment, he was an
artist pure and sinple--an artist whose nmedi umwas words. Swiftly, with a
dozen broad strokes, he etched in the picture of life at Deering Hll. Sir
Ceorge Barnaby, elderly, obese, purse-proud. A nman perpetually fussing over
the little things of life. A man who wound up his cl ocks every Friday



aft ernoon, and who paid his own house-keepi ng books every Tuesday norni ng, and
who al ways saw to the locking of his own front door every night. A careful

man. And from Sir George he went on to Lady Barnaby. Here his touch was
gentler, but none the less sure. He had seen her but once, but his inpression
of her was definite and lasting. A vivid defiant creature--pitifully young. A
trapped child, that was how he described her. "She hated him you understand?
She had married himbefore she knew what she was doing. And now----- " She
was desperate---that was how he put it. Turning this way and that. She had no
nmoney of her own, she was entirely dependent on this elderly husband. But al
the sane she was a creature at bay--still unsure of her own powers, with a
beauty that was as yet nore prom se than actuality. And she was greedy. M.
Satterthwaite affirmed that definitely. Side by side with defiance there ran a
greedy streak--a clasping and a clutching at life. "I never met Martin

Wl de," continued M. Satterthwaite. "But | heard of him He lived less than a
mle away. Farming, that was his line. And she took an interest in farm ng--or

pretended to. If you ask nme, it was pretending. | think that she sawin him
her only way of escape--and she grabbed at him greedily, like a child m ght
have done. Well, there could only be one end to that. W know what that end

was, because the letters were read out in court. He kept her letters--she
didn't keep his, but fromthe text of hers one can see that he was cooling
off. He admits as nmuch. There was the other girl. She also lived in the
village of Deering Vale. Her father was the doctor there. You saw her in

court, perhaps? No, | remenber, you were not there, you said. | shall have to
describe her to you. A fair girl--very fair. Gentle. Perhaps--yes, perhaps a
tiny bit stupid. But very restful, you know. And | oyal. Above all, loyal." He

| ooked at M. Qin for encouragenent, and M. Quin gave it himby a sl ow
appreciative snmle. M. Satterthwaite went on. "You heard that |ast letter
read--you nust have seen it, in the papers, | nean. The one witten on the
norni ng of Friday, Septenber 13th. It was full of desperate reproaches and
vague threats, and it ended by begging Martin Wl de to cone to Deering Hil
that same evening at six o'clock. "1 will |eave the side door open for you, so
that no one need know you have been here. | shall be in the nmusic room' It
was sent by hand." M. Satterthwaite paused for a mnute or two. When he was
first arrested, you renenber, Martin WIl de denied that he had been to the
house at all that evening. Hs statenment was that he had taken his gun and
gone out shooting in the woods. But when the police brought forward their

evi dence, that statenent broke down. They had found his finger-prints, you
remenber, both on the wood of the side door and on one of the two cocktai

gl asses on the table in the nusic room He admitted then that he had cone to
see Lady Barnaby, that they had had a stormy interview, but that it had ended
in his having managed to soothe her down. He swore that he left his gun
out si de | eani ng agai nst the wall near the door, and that he |eft Lady Barnaby
alive and well, the time being then a minute or two after a quarter past six.
He went strai ght hone, he says. But evidence was called to show that he did
not reach his farmuntil a quarter to seven, and as | have just nentioned, it
is barely a mle away. It would not take half an hour to get there. He forgot
all about his gun, he declares. Not a very likely statenent--and

yet------ " "And yet?" queried M. Quin. "Well," said M. Satterthwaite
slowy,"” it's a possible one, isn't it? Counsel ridiculed the supposition, of
course, but | think he was wong. You see, |'ve known a good many young mnen,

and these enotional scenes upset themvery nuch--especially the dark, nervous
type like Martin Wl de. Wnen now, can go through a scene like that and fee
positively better for it afterwards, with all their wits about them It acts
like a safety valve for them steadies their nerves down and all that. But |
can see Martin Wl de going away with his head in a whirl, sick and mi serable,
and wi thout a thought of the gun he had left |eaning up against the wall-He
was silent for some mnutes before he went on. "Not that it matters. For the
next part is only too clear, unfortunately. It was exactly twenty m nutes past
si x when the shot was heard. Al the servants heard it, the cook, the
kitchen-maid, the butler, the housemaid and Lady Barnaby's own mai d. They cane



rushing to the nusic room She was |ying huddl ed over the armof her chair.
The gun had been di scharged close to the back of her head, so that the shot
hadn't a chance to scatter. At least two of them penetrated the brain." He
paused again and M. Quin asked casually. "The servants gave evi dence,
suppose?" M. Satterthwaite nodded. "Yes. The butler got there a second or
two before the others, but their evidence was practically a repetition of each

other's." "So they all gave evidence," said M. Qin nusingly. "There were no
exceptions?" "Now | remenmber it," said M. Satterthwaite, "the housenmnid was
only called at the inquest She's gone to Canada since, | believe." "I see,"

said M. Qin. There was a silence, and sonehow the air of the little
restaurant seemed to be charged with an uneasy feeling. M. Satterthwaite felt
suddenly as though he were on the defensive. "VWhy shouldn't she?" he said
abruptly. "Why should she?" said M. Quin with a very slight shrug of the
shoul ders. Sonehow, the question annoyed M. Satterthwaite. He wanted to shy
away fromit--to get back on famliar ground. "There couldn't be rmuch doubt
who fired the shot. As a matter of fact the servants seemed to have lost their
heads a bit. There was no one in the house to take charge. It was some m nutes
bef ore anyone thought of ringing up the police, and when they did so they
found that the tel ephone was out of order." "Ch!" said M. Quin. "The

t el ephone was out of order."™ "It was," said M. Satterthwaite--and was struck
suddenly by the feeling that he had said sonething trenendously inportant. "It
m ght, of course, have been done on purpose,” he said slowy. "But there seens
no point in that. Death was practically instantaneous." M. Qin said
nothing, and M. Satterthwaite felt that his explanati on was

unsati sfactory. "There was absolutely no one to suspect but young Wl de," he
went on. "By his own account, even, he was only out of the house three mnutes
before the shot was fired. And who el se could have fired it? Sir George was at
a bridge party a few houses away. He left there at hal f-past six and was met
just outside the gate by a servant bringing himthe news. The | ast rubber
finished at hal f-past six exactly--no doubt about that. Then there was Sir
Ceorge's secretary, Henry Thonpson. He was in London that day, and actually at
a business neeting at the nonent the shot was fired. Finally, there is Sylvia
Dal e who, after all, had a perfectly good notive, inpossible as it seens that
she shoul d have had anything to do with such a crinme. She was at the station
of Deering Vale seeing a friend off by the 6.28 tram That lets her out. Then
the servants. \Wat earthly notive could any one of them have? Besides they al
arrived on the spot practically sinultaneously. No, it nust have been Martin
Wl de." But he said it in a dissatisfied kind of voice. They went on with
their lunch. M. Quin was not in a talkative nobod, and M. Satterthwaite had
said all he had to say. But the silence was not a barren one. It was filled
with the growi ng dissatisfaction of M. Satterthwaite, heightened and fostered
in sone strange way by the mere acqui escence of the other man. M.
Satterthwaite suddenly put down his knife and fork with a clatter. "Supposing
that that young man is really innocent," he said. "he's going to be

hanged." He | ooked very startled and upset about it. And still M. Qin said
nothing. "It's not as though------ " began M. Satterthwaite, and stopped.
"Why shoul dn't the wonan go to Canada?" he ended inconsequently. M. Qin
shook his head. "I don't even know what part of Canada she went to,
"continued M. Satterthwaite peevishly. "Could you find out?" suggested the
other. "I suppose | could. The butler, now He'd know O possibly Thonpson,
the secretary." He paused again. \When he resuned speech, his voice sounded
al nost pleading. "It's not as though it were anything to do with me?" "That
a young man is going to be hanged in a little over three weeks?" "Wl
yes--if you put it that way, | suppose. Yes, | see what you nmean. Life and
death. And that poor girl, too. It's not that |'m hard-headed--but, after
all--what good will it do? Isn't the whole thing rather fantastic? Even if 1
found out where the wonan's gone in Canada--why, it would probably nean that |
shoul d have to go out there nyself." M. Satterthwaite | ooked seriously
upset. "And | was thinking of going to the Riviera next week," he said

pat hetically. And his glance towards M. Quin said as plainly as it could be



said, "Do let ne off, won't you?" "You have never been to Canada?"

"Never." "A very interesting country."” M. Satterthwaite | ooked at him

undeci dedly. "You think |I ought to go?" M. Quin |eaned back in his chair and
lighted a cigarette. Between puffs of snpke, he spoke deliberately. "You are,
| believe, arich man, M. Satterthwaite. Not a mllionaire, but a man able to
i ndul ge a hobby wi thout counting the expense. You have | ooked on at the dramas
of other people. Have you never contenplated stepping in and playing a part?
Have you never seen yourself for a mnute as the arbiter of other peoples
destinies--standing in the centre of the stage with life and death in your
hands?" M. Satterthwaite |leant forward. The ol d eagerness surged over

him "You mean--if | go on this wld-goose chase to Canada------ ?' M. Qin
smled. "Ch! It was your suggestion, going to Canada, not mne," he said
l[ightly. "You can't put ne off like that," said M. Satterthwaite earnestly.

"Whenever | have cone across you------ " he stopped. "Well?" "There is
somet hi ng about you | do not understand. Perhaps | never shall. The last tine
| met you------ " "On Mdsumrer's Eve." M. Satterthwaite was startled, as

t hough the words held a clue that he did not quite understand. "Was it
M dsumrer's Eve?" he asked confusedly. "Yes. But let us not dwell on that. It

is uninmportant, is it not?" "Since you say so," said M. Satterthwaite
courteously. He felt that elusive clue slipping through his fingers. "Wen
cone back from Canada"--he paused a little awkwardly--"1--1--should nuch |ike

to see you agai n. am afraid | have no fixed address for the nonent," said
M. Qin regretfully. "But | often come to this place. If you al so frequent

it, we shall no doubt neet before very long." They parted pleasantly. M.
Satterthwaite was very excited. He hurried round to Cook's and inquired about
boat sailings. Then he rang up Deering Hill. The voice of a butler, suave and
deferential, answered him "My name is Satterthwaite. | am speaking for
a--er-- firmof solicitors. | wished to make a few i nquiries about a young
woman who was recently housemaid in your establishment." "Wuld that be

Loui sa, sir? Louisa Bullard?" "That is the name," said M. Satterthwaite,
very pleased to be told it. "I regret she is not in this country, sir. She
went to Canada six months ago." "Can you give me her present address?" The
butler was afraid he couldn't. It was a place in the nountai ns she had gone
to--a Scotch name--ah! Banff, that was it. Some of the other young women in

t he house had been expecting to hear fromher, but she had never witten or
given them any address. M. Satterthwaite thanked himand rang off. He was
still undaunted. The adventurous spirit was strong in his breast. He would go
to Banff. If this Louisa Bullard was there, he would track her down sonehow or
other. To his own surprise, he enjoyed the trip greatly. It was many years
since he had taken a |long sea voyage. The Riviera, Le Touquet and Deauvill e,
and Scotl and had been his usual round. The feeling that he was setting off on
an inpossi ble mssion added a secret zest to his journey. Wat an utter fool
these fellow travellers of his would think himdid they but know the object of
his quest! But then--they were not acquainted with M. Quin. In Banff he
found his objective easily attained. Louisa Bullard was enployed in the |arge
Hotel there. Twelve hours after his arrival he was standing face to face with
her. She was a woman of about thirty-five, anaem c |ooking, but with a strong
frame. She had pale brown hair inclined to curl, and a pair of honest brown
eyes. She was, he thought, slightly stupid, but very trustworthy. She
accepted quite readily his statement that he had been asked to collect a few
further facts from her about the tragedy at Deering Hill. "I saw in the paper
that M. Martin Wl de had been convicted, sir. Very sad, it is, too." She
seened, however, to have no doubt as to his guilt. "A nice young gentl eman
gone wong. But though | wouldn't speak ill of the dead, it was her |adyship
what |ed himon. Wuldn't |eave him alone, she wouldn't. Well, they've both

got their punishment. There's a text used to hang on nmy wall when | was a
child," God is not nocked, "and it's very true. | knew something was going to
happen that very evening--and sure enough it did." " ow was that?" said M.
Satterthwaite. "I was in nmy room sir, changing nmy dress, and | happened to

gl ance out of the window There was a train going along, and the white snoke



of it rose up inthe air, and if you'll believe me it fornmed itself into the
sign of a gigantic hand. A great white hand against the crinmson of the sky.
The fingers were crooked |ike, as though they were reaching out for sonething.

It fair gave nme a turn. "Did you ever now?" | said to nyself. "That's a sign
of somet hing com ng"--and sure enough at that very minute | heard the shot.
"It's come," | said to nyself, and | rushed downstairs and joined Carrie and
the others who were in the hall, and we went into the nmusic roomand there she

was, shot through the head-- and the blood and everything. Horriblel | spoke
up, | did, and told Sir George how |I'd seen the sign beforehand, but he didn't
seemto think nuch of it. An unlucky day, that was, 1'd felt it in ny bones
fromearly in the norning. Friday, and the 13th--what could you expect?" She
ranbled on. M. Satterthwaite was patient. Again and again he took her back to
the crime, questioning her closely. In the end he was forced to confess
defeat. Louisa Bullard had told all she knew, and her story was perfectly
sinple and straightforward. Yet he did discover one fact of inmportance. The
post in question had been suggested to her by M. Thonpson, Sir George's
secretary. The wages attached were so | arge that she was tenpted, and accepted
the job, although it involved her |eaving England very hurriedly. A M. Denman
had made all the arrangenents this end and had al so warned her not to wite to
her fellowservants in England, as this nmight get her into trouble with the

i mmgration authorities, which statement she had accepted in blind faith. The
amount of wages, casually nentioned by her, was indeed so |arge that M.
Satterthwaite was startled. After sone hesitation he made up his mind to
approach this M. Denman. He found very little difficulty in inducing M.
Denman to tell all he knew. The latter had come across Thonpson in London and
Thonpson had done hima good turn. The secretary had witten to himin

Sept ember saying that for personal reasons Sir George was anxious to get this
girl out of England. Could he find her a job? A sum of noney had been sent to
rai se the wages to a high figure. "Usual trouble, | guess,” said M. Dennan,
| eani ng back nonchalantly in his chair. "Seenms a nice quiet girl, too." M.
Satterthwaite did not agree that this was the usual trouble. Louisa Bullard,
he was sure, was not a cast-off fancy of Sir George Barnaby's. For sone reason
it had been vital to get her out of England. But why? And who was at the
bottomof it? Sir George hinself, working through Thonpson? O the latter
working on his own initiative, and dragging in his enployer's name? Stil
ponderi ng over these questions, M. Satterthwaite nmade the return journey. He
was cast down and despondent. His journey had done no good. Smarting under a
sense of failure, he made his way to the Arlecchino the day after his return.
He hardly expected to be successful the first tine, but to his satisfaction
the famliar figure was sitting at the table in the recess, and the dark face

of M. Harley Quin smled a welconme. "Well," said M. Satterthwaite as he
hel ped hinself to a pat of butter, "you sent ne on a nice wld-goose chase."
M. Quin raised his eyebrows. "I sent you?" he objected. "It was your own
idea entirely." "Whosever idea it was, it's not succeeded. Louisa Bullard has
nothing to tell." Thereupon M. Satterthwaite related the details of his
conversation with the housenmaid and then went on to his interviewwith M.
Denman. M. Quin listened in silence. "In one sense, | was justified,"
continued M. Satterthwaite. "She was deliberately got out of the way. But
why? | can't see it." "No?" said M. Qin, and his voice was, as ever,
provocative. M. Satterthwaite flushed. "I daresay you think I mght have
guestioned her nore adroitly. | can assure you that | took her over the story
again and again. It was not ny fault that | did not get what we want." "Are

you sure," said M. Qin, "that you did not get what you want?" M.
Satterthwaite | ooked up at himin astonishnent, and net that sad, nocking gaze

he knew so well. The little man shook his head, slightly bew | dered There was
a silence, and then M. Quin said, with a total change of manner-- "You gave
me a wonderful picture the other day of the people in this business. In a few
words you made them stand out as clearly as though they were etched. | w sh

you woul d do sonething of that kind for the place--you left that in
shadow." M. Satterthwaite was flattered. "The place? Deering Hill? Well,



it's a very ordinary sort of house nowadays. Red brick, you know, and bay

wi ndows. Quite hideous outside, but very confortable inside. Not a very |arge
house. About two acres of ground They're all nuch the sane, those houses round
the links. Built for rich nen to live in. The inside of the house is
rem ni scent of a hotel--the bedroons are |ike hotel suites. Baths and hot and
cold basins in all the bedroons and a good many gilded el ectric-Iight

fittings. All wonderfully confortable, but not very country-like. You can tel
that Deering Vale is only nineteen mles fromLondon. "M. Quin listened

attentively. "The train service is bad, | have heard," he remarked. "Ch! |
don't know about that," said M. Satterthwaite, warmng to his subject. "I was
down there for a bit last sumer. | found it quite convenient for town. O

course the trains only go every hour. 48 mnutes past the hour from

Waterl oo--up to 10.48." "And how | ong does it take to Deering Val e?" "Just
about three quarters of an hour. 28 mnutes past the hour at Deering

Vale." "OF course,"” said M. Quin with a gesture of vexation. "I should have
renenbered. M ss Dal e saw soneone off by the 6.28 that evening, didn't

she?" M. Satterthwaite did not reply for a mnute or two. Hi s m nd had gone
back with a rush to his unsolved problem Presently he said-- "I w sh you
woul d tell ne what you neant just now when you asked me if | was sure | had
not got what | wanted?" It sounded rather conplicated, put that way, but M.
Quin made no pretence of not understanding. "I just wondered if you weren't
being a little too exacting. After all, you found out that Louisa Bullard was
deliberately got out of the country. That being so, there nust be a reason
And the reason must lie in what she said to you." "Well," said M.
Satterthwaite argunentatively. "What did she say? If she'd given evidence at
the trial, what could she have said?" "She nmi ght have told what she saw, "
said M. Quin. "What did she see?" "A sign in the sky." M. Satterthwaite
stared at him "Are you thinking of that nonsense? That superstitious notion
of its being the hand of God?" "Perhaps," said M. Qin, "for all you and
know it may have been the hand of God, you know. " The other was clearly
puzzl ed at the gravity of his manner. "Nonsense," he said. "She said herself
it was the snoke of the train." "An up train or a down train, | wonder?"
murmured M. Quin. "Hardly an up train. They go at ten nminutes to the hour.
It nust have been a down train--the 6.28--no, that won't do. She said the shot
cane i medi ately afterwards, and we know the shot was fired at twenty m nutes
past six. The train couldn't have been ten mnutes early." "Hardly, on that
line," agreed M. Quin. M. Satterthwaite was staring ahead of him "Perhaps
a goods train," he murmured. "But surely, if "There would have been no need
to get her out of England. | agree," said M. Quin. M. Satterthwaite gazed
at him fascinated. "The 6.28," he said slowy. "But if so, if the shot was
fired then, why did everyone say it was earlier?" "Cbvious," said M. Qin

"The cl ocks nust have been wrong." "All of then?" said M. Satterthwaite
doubtfully. "That's a pretty tall coincidence, you know." "I wasn't thinking
of it as a coincidence," said the other. "I was thinking it was

Friday." "Friday?" said M. Satterthwaite. "You did tell me, you know, that

Sir George always wound the clocks on a Friday afternoon,” said M. Quin

apol ogetically. "He put them back ten mnutes,” said M. Satterthwaite,

al nrost in a whisper, so awed was he by the discoveries he was maki ng. "Then he
went out to bridge. | think he nmust have opened the note fromhis wife to
Martin Wl de that norning--yes, decidedly he opened it. He left his bridge
party at 6.30, found Martin's gun standing by the side door, and went in and
shot her from behind. Then he went out again, threw the gun into the bushes
where it was found later, and was apparently just com ng out of the

nei ghbour's gate when soneone cane running to fetch him But the

t el ephone--what about the tel ephone? Ah! yes, | see. He disconnected it so
that a sunmons could not be sent to the police that way--they m ght have noted
the tine it was received. And Wl de's story works out now. The real time he
left was five and twenty minutes past six. Walking slowy, he would reach hone
about a quarter to seven. Yes, | see it all. Louisa was the only danger wth
her endl ess tal k about her superstitious fancies. Someone m ght realise the



significance of the train and then--good-bye to that excell ent

alibi." "Wwonderful," comented M. Quin. M. Satterthwaite turned to him
flushed with success. "The only thing is--how to proceed now?" "I should
suggest Sylvia Dale,"” said M. Quin. M. Satterthwaite | ooked doubtful. "I
mentioned to you," he said, "she seemed to me a little--er--stupid." "She has
a father and brothers who will take the necessary steps."” "That is true,"
said M. Satterthwaite, relieved. A very short tine afterwards he was sitting
with the girl telling her the story. She listened attentively. She put no

guestions to him but when he had done she rose. "I nust have a taxi--at
once." "My dear child, what are you going to do?" "I amgoing to Sir Ceorge
Bar naby." "I npossible. Absolutely the wong procedure. Allow ne He twittered

on by her side. But he produced no inpression. Sylvia Dale was intent on her
own plans. She allowed himto go with her in the taxi, but to all his
renonstrances she addressed a deaf ear. She left himin the taxi while she
went into Sir CGeorge's city office. It was half an hour | ater when she cane
out. She | ooked exhausted, her fair beauty drooping like a waterless flower.

M. Satterthwaite received her with concern. "I've won," she nmurnured, as she
| eant back with half-closed eyes. "Wat?" he was startled, "What did you do?
VWhat did you say?" She sat up a little. "I told himthat Louisa Bullard had
been to the police with her story. | told himthat the police had made
inquiries and that he had been seen going into his own grounds and out again a
few m nutes after half-past six. | told himthat the game was up. He--he went

to pieces. | told himthat there was still time for himto get away, that the

police weren't coming for another hour to arrest him | told himthat if he'd
sign a confession that he'd killed Vivien I1'd do nothing, but that if he
didn't 1'd screamand tell the whole building the truth. He was so pani cky
that he didn't know what he was doing. He signed the paper w thout realising
what he was doing." She thrust it into his hands. "Take it--take it. You

know what to do with it so that they' Il set Martin free" "He actually signed
it,"” cried M. Satterthwaite, amazed. "He is a little stupid, you know," said
Sylvia Dale. "So am|," she added as an afterthought. "That's why | know how

stupi d peopl e behave. W get rattled, you know, and then we do the wong thing
and are sorry afterwards."” She shivered and M. Satterthwaite patted her
hand. "You need sonething to pull you together," he said. "Cone, we are close
to a very favourite resort of mne--the Arlecchino. Have you ever been

t here?" She shook her head. M. Satterthwaite stopped the taxi and took the
girl intothe little restaurant. He nade his way to the table in the recess,
his heart beating hopefully. But the table was enpty. Sylvia Dale saw the

di sappointment in his face. "What is it?" she asked. "Nothing," said M.
Satterthwaite. "That is, | half expected to see a friend of mine here. It
doesn't matter. Sone day, | expect, | shall see himagain..." CHAPTER

FI VE THE SOUL OF THE CROUPI ER MR SATTERTHWAI TE was enj oyi ng the sunshi ne on
the terrace at Monte Carlo. Every year regularly on the second Sunday in
January, M. Satterthwaite |left England for the Riviera. He was far nore
punctual than any swallow In the nonth of April he returned to Engl and, My
and June --he spent in London, and had never been known to mi ss Ascot. He |eft
town after the Eton and Harrow match, paying a few country house visits before
repairing to Deauville or Le Touquet Shooting parties occupi ed nost of

Sept ember and Cct ober, and he usually spent a couple of months in town to w nd
up the year. He knew everybody and it may safely be said that everybody knew
him This morning he was frowning. The blue of the sea was admirable, the
gardens were, as always, a delight, but the peopl e disappointed him-he

t hought theman ill-dressed, shoddy crowd. Some, of course, were ganblers,
doomed soul s who could not keep away. Those M. Satterthwaite tol erated. They
were a necessary background. But he missed the usual |eaven of the elite--his

own people. "lIt's the exchange," said M. Satterthwaite gloonmly. "All sort
of peopl e cone here now who coul d never have afforded it before. And then, of
course, I'magetting old... Al the young peopl e--the people com ng on--they go

to these Swiss places." But there were others that he missed, the
wel | -dressed Barons and Counts of foreign diplomcy, the G and Dukes and the



Royal Princes. The only Royal Prince he had seen so far was working a lift in
one of the less well-known hotels. He missed, too, the beautiful and expensive
| adi es. There was still a few of them but not nearly as many as there used to
be. M. Satterthwaite was an earnest student of the drama called Life, but he
liked his material to be highly coloured. He felt discouragenment sweep over
hi m Val ues were changi ng--and he--was too old to change. It was at that
nmoment that he observed the Countess Czarnova com ng towards him M.
Satterthwaite had seen the Countess at Monte Carlo for nany seasons now. The
first time he had seen her she had been In the conpany of a G and Duke. On the
next occasion she was with an Austrian Baron. On successive years her friends
had been of Hebraic extraction, sallow nmen with hooked noses, wearing rather

fl anboyant jewellery. For the |last year or two she was nmuch seen with very
young men, al nost boys. She was wal king with a very young man now. M.
Satterthwaite happened to know him and he was sorry. Franklin Rudge was a
young American, a typical product of one of the Mddle West States, eager to
regi ster Inpression, crude, but |oveable, a curious mxture of native
shrewdness and idealism He was in Monte Carlo with a party of other young
Ameri cans of both sexes, all much of the sane type. It was their first glinpse
of the Od Wrld and they were outspoken in criticismand in appreciation. On
the whol e they disliked the English people in the hotel, and the English
peopl e disliked them M. Satterthwaite, who prided hinself on being a
cosnmopolitan, rather liked them Their directness and vigour appealed to him

t hough their occasional sol ecisnms nmade himshudder. It occurred to himthat

t he Countess Czarnova was a nost unsuitable friend for young Franklin

Rudge. He took off his hat politely as they came abreast of him and the
Count ess gave hima charm ng bow and smile. She was a very tall wonman,
superbly nade. Her hair was black, so were her eyes, and her eyel ashes and
eyebrows were nore superbly black than any Nature had ever fashioned. M.
Satterthwaite, who knew far nore of feminine secrets than it is good for any
man to know, rendered i medi ate honmage to the art with which she was nade up
Her conpl exi on appeared to be flaw ess, of a uniformcreany white. The very
faint bistre shadows under her eyes were nost effective. Her mouth was neit her
crimson nor scarlet, but a subdued wine colour. She was dressed in a very
daring creation of black and white and carried a parasol of the shade of pinky
red which is nost hel pful to the conpl exion. Franklin Rudge was | ooking happy

and inportant. "There goes a young fool," said M. Satterthwaite to hinself.
"But | suppose it's no business of mine and anyway he wouldn't listen to ne.
Vell, well, 1I've bought experience nyself in my tinme." But he still felt

rather worried, because there was a very attractive little Arerican girl in
the party, and he was sure that she would not |ike Franklin Rudge's friendship
with the Countess at all. He was just about to retrace his steps in the
opposite direction when he caught sight of the girl in question coning up one
of the paths towards him She wore a well-cut tailor-nade suit with a white
muslin shirt waist, she had on good, sensible wal ki ng shoes, and carried a

gui de- book. There are some Anericans who pass through Paris and energe cl ot hed
as the Queen of Sheba, but Elizabeth Martin was not one of them She was
"doing Europe" in a stern, conscientious spirit. She had high ideas of culture
and art and she was anxious to get as much as possible for her limted store
of noney. It is doubtful if M. Satterthwaite thought of her as either
cultured or artistic. To himshe nmerely appeared very young. "Good norning,
M. Satterthwaite," said Elizabeth. "Have you seen Franklin--M.

Rudge- - anywhere about?" "I saw himjust a few ninutes ago." "Wth his friend
the Countess, | suppose,” said the girl sharply. "Er--with the Countess,
yes," admitted M. Satterthwaite. "That Countess of his doesn't cut any ice
with nme--," said the girl in a rather high, shrill voice. "Franklin's just
crazy about her. Why | can't think." "She's got a very charm ng manner, |
believe," said M. Satterthwaite cautiously. "Do you know her?"

"Slightly.” "lI"'mright down worried about Franklin," said Mss Martin. "That

boy's got a lot of sense as a rule. You' d never think he'd fall for this sort
of siren stuff. And he won't hear a thing, he gets madder than a hornet if



anyone tries to say a word to him Tell nme, anyway--is she a rea

Countess?" "l shouldn't like to say," said M. Satterthwaite. "She may

be." "That's the real Ha Ha English manner," said Elizabeth with signs of

di spl easure. "All | can say is that in Sargon Springs--that's our hone town,
M. Satterthwaite--that Countess would | ook a mghty queer bird." M.
Satterthwaite thought it possible. He forebore to point out that they were not
in Sargon Springs but in the principality of Mnaco, where the Countess
happened to synchronise with her environnent a great deal better than M ss
Martin did. He nade no answer and Elizabeth went on towards the Casino. M.
Satterthwaite sat on a seat in the sun, and was presently joined by Franklin
Rudge. Rudge was full of enthusiasm "I'm enjoying nyself," he announced

wi th naive enthusiasm "Yes, sir! This is what | call seeing life--rather a
different kind of life fromwhat we have in the States." The el der man turned
a thoughtful face to him "Life is lived very nmuch the same everywhere," he
said rather wearily. "It wears different clothes--that's all." Franklin Rudge
stared. "I don't get you." "No," said M. Satterthwaite. "That's because
you've got a long way to travel yet. But | apologise. No elderly man shoul d
permt hinself to get into the habit of preaching."” "Ch! That's all right,"
Rudge | aughed, displaying the beautiful teeth of all his countrynen. "I don't
say, mnd you, that |I'mnot disappointed in the Casino. | thought the ganbling
woul d be different--sonething nuch nore feverish. It seens just rather dul

and sordid to ne." "Ganbling is life and death to the ganbler, but it has no
great spectacul ar value," said M. Satterthwaite. "It is nore exciting to read
about than to see." The young man nodded his agreement. "You' re by way of
being rather a big bug socially, aren't you?" he asked with a diffident

candour that made it inpossible to take offence. "I mean, you know all the
Duchesses and Earls and Countesses and things." "A good many of them" said
M. Satterthwaite. "And al so the Jews and the Portuguese and the G eeks and
the Argentines." "Eh?" said M. Rudgc. "I was just explaining," said M.
Satterthwaite, "that | nove in English society." Franklin Rudge neditated for

a norment or two. "You know the Countess Czarnova, don't you?" he said at
length. "Slightly," said M. Satterthwaite, making the same answer he had
made to Elizabeth. "Now there's a wonman whomit's been very interesting to
nmeet. One's inclined to think that the aristocracy of Europe is played out and
effete. That may be true of the men, but the wonen are different. Isn't it a
pl easure to nmeet an exquisite creature like the Countess? Wtty, charm ng
intelligent, generations of civilisation behind her, an aristocrat to her

finger-tips!" "Is she?" asked M. Satterthwaite. "Well, isn't she? You know
what her family are?" "No," said M. Satterthwaite. "I'mafraid | know very
l[ittle about her." "She was a Radzynski," he expl ai ned Franklin Rudge. "One

of the oldest famlies in Hungary. She's had the nost extraordinary life. You
know t hat great rope of pearls she wears?" M. Satterthwaite nodded. "That
was given her by the King of Bosnia. She smuggled some secret papers out of

the kingdom for him" "I heard," said M. Satterthwaite, "that the pearls had
been given her by the King of Bosnia." The fact was indeed a matter of commopn
gossip, it being reported that the |lady had been a cher amie of H's Mjesty's
in days gone by. "Now I'Il tell you something nmore." M. Satterthwaite
listened, and the nore he listened the nore he adnired the fertile inmagination
of the Countess Czarnova. No vulgar "siren stuff"(as Elizabeth Martin had put
it) for her. The young man was shrewd enough in that way, dean living and

i dealistic. No, the Countess noved austerely through a | abyrinth of diplomatic
intrigues. She had enem es, detractors--naturally! It was a glinpse, so the
young American was nade to feel, into the life of the old regine with the
Countess as the central figure, aloof, aristocratic, the friend of counsellors
and princes, a figure to inspire romantic devotion. "And she's had any anopunt
to contend against," he ended the young man warnmy. "It's an extraordi nary
thi ng but she's never found a woman who would be a real friend to her. Wnen
have been against her all her life." "Probably," said M.

Satterthwaite. "Don't you call it a scandal ous thing?" demanded Rudge

hotly. "N--no," said M. Satterthwaite thoughtfully. "I don't know that | do.



Wmen have got their own standards, you know. It's no good our m xing
ourselves up in their affairs. They nust run their own show " "l don't agree
with you," said Rudge earnestly. "It's one of the worst things in the world

t o-day, the unkindness of wonman to woman. You know Elizabeth Martin? Now she
agrees with ne in theory absolutely. W' ve often discussed it together. She's
only a kid, but her ideas are all right. But the nmoment it cones to a
practical test--why, she's as bad as any of them Got a real down on the

Count ess wi thout knowi ng a darned thing about her, and won't listen when | try
to tell her things. It's all wong, M. Satterthwaite. | believe in
denocracy--and--what's that but brotherhood between nen and si sterhood between
wonen?" He paused earnestly. M. Satterthwaite tried to think of any
circunmstances in which a sisterly feeling night arise between the Countess and
El i zabeth Martin and failed. "Now the Countess, on the other hand, "went on
Rudge, " admires Elizabeth i nmensely, and thinks her charm ng in every way. Now
what does that show?" "It shows," said M. Satterthwaite dryly, "that the
Countess has lived a considerable time |onger than Mss Martin has." Franklin
Rudge went off unexpectedly at a tangent. "Do you know how ol d she is? She
told me. Rather sporting of her. | should have guessed her to be twenty-nine,
but she told ne of her own accord that she was thirty-five. She doesn't [|ook
it, docs she?" M. Satterthwaite, whose private estimate of the lady's age
was between forty-five and forty-nine, nerely raised his eyebrows. "I should
caution you against believing all you are told at Monte Carlo," he

mur mur ed. He had enough experience to know the futility of arguing with the
lad. Franklin Rudge was at a pitch of white hot chivalry when he woul d have

di sbelieved any statenment that was not backed with authoritative proof. "here
is the Countess,” said the boy, rising. She cane up to themw th the |anguid
grace that so becane her. Presently they all three sat down together. She was
very charmng to M. Satterthwaite, but in rather an al oof manner. She
deferred to himprettily, asking his opinion, and treating himas an authority
on the Riviera. The whole thing was cleverly nanaged. Very few m nutes had
el apsed before Franklin Rudge found hinsel f gracefully but unnistakably

di sm ssed, and the Countess and M. Satterthwaite were left tete-a-tete. She
put down her parasol and began drawi ng patterns with it in the dust "You are
interested in that nice American boy, M. Satterthwaite, are you not?" Her
voice was low with a caressing note init. "He's a nice young fellow, " said

M. Satterthwaite, non-committally. "I find himsynpathetic, yes," said the
Countess reflectively. "I have told himnuch of my life." "lIndeed," said M.
Satterthwaite. "Details such as | have told to few others," she conti nued
dream ly. "I have had an extraordinary life, M. Satterthwaite. Few would
credit the amazing things that have happened to nme." M. Satterthwaite was
shrewd enough to penetrate her neaning. After all, the stories that she had
told to Franklin Rudge m ght be the truth. It was extrenely unlikely, and in
the | ast degree inprobable, but it was possible.... No one could definitely
say--"That is not so------ " He did not reply, and the Countess continued to

| ook out dreamily across the bay. And suddenly M. Satterthwaite had a
strange and new i npressi on of her. He saw her no |onger as a harpy, but as a
desperate creature at bay, fighting tooth and nail. He stole a sideways gl ance
at her. The parasol was down, he could see the little haggard lines at the
corners of her eyes. In one tenple a pulse was beating. It flowed through him
again and agai n--that Increasing certitude. She was a creature desperate and
driven. She would be nmerciless to himor to anyone who stood between her and
Franklin Rudge, But he still felt he hadn't got the hang of the situation
Clearly she had plenty of nobney. She was al ways beautifully dressed, and her
jewel s were marvel |l ous. There could be no real urgency of that kind. Was it

| ove? Wnen of her age did, he well knew, fall in love with boys. It m ght be
that. There was, he felt sure, sonething out of the comobn about the
situation. Her tete-a-tete with himwas, he recognised, a throwi ng down of
the gauntlet. She had singled himout as her chief eneny. He felt sure that
she hoped to goad himinto speaking slightingly of her to Franklin Rudge. M.
Satterthwaite smled to hinself. He was too old a bird for that. He knew when



it was wise to hold one's tongue. He watched her that night in the Cercle
Prive, as she tried her fortunes at roulette. Again and again she staked,
only to see her stake swept away. She bore her losses well, with the stoica
sang froid , of the old habitue. She staked en plein once or twi ce, put the
maxi mum on red, won a little on the m ddl e dozen and then lost It again,
finally she backed manque six times and |l ost every time. Then with a little
graceful shrug of the shoulders she turned away. She was | ooking unusually
striking in a dress of gold tissue with an underlying note of green. The

famous Bosni an pearls were | ooped round her neck and | ong pearl earrings hung
fromher ears. M. Satterthwaite heard two men near him appraise her. "The
Czarnova, " said one, "she wears well, does she not? The Crown jewels of Bosnia
| ook fine on her." The other, a small Jew sh-1ooking nan, stared curiously
after her. "So those are the pearls of Bosnia, are they?" he asked." En
verite. That is odd." He chuckled softly to himself. M. Satterthwaite

m ssed hearing nore, for at the nonent he turned his head and was overjoyed to
recogni se an old friend. "My dear M. Qin." He shook himwarmy by the hand.
"The | ast place | should ever have dreaned of seeing you." M. Quin smled,
his dark attractive face lighting up. "It should not surprise you," he said.
"It is Carnival tine. | amoften here in Carnival time." "Really? Well, this
is a great pleasure. Are you anxious to remain in the rooms? | find them
rather warm" "It will be pleasanter outside, agreed the other. "W will walk
in the gardens." The air outside was sharp, but not chill. Both men drew deep
breaths. "That is better," said M. Satterthwaite. "Mich better," agreed M.
Quin. "And we can talk freely. | amsure that there is nuch that you want to
tell me" "There is indeed." Speaking eagerly, M. Satterthwaite unfolded his
perplexities. As usual he took pride in his power of conveying atnosphere. The
Count ess, young Franklin, unconprom sing Elizabeth--he sketched themall in
with a deft touch. "You have changed since | first knew you," said M. Qin
smling, when the recital was over. "In what way?" "You were content then to
| ook on at the drama that life offered. Now-you want to take part--to

act." "It is true," confessed M. Satterthwaite. "But in this case | do not
know what to do. It is all very perplexing. Perhaps------ " he hesitated
"Perhaps you will help me?" "Wth pleasure,” said M. Quin. "W will see what
we ran do." M. Satterthwaite had an odd sense of confort and reliance. The
foll owi ng day he introduced Franklin Rudge and Elizabeth Martin to his friend
M. Harley Quin. He was pleased to see that they got on together. The Countess
was not nentioned, but at lunch tine he heard news that aroused his
attention. "Mrabelle is arriving in Monte this evening," he confided

excitedly to M. Qin. "The Parisian stage favourite?" "Yes. | daresay you
know-it's conmon property--she is the King of Bosnia's |atest craze. He has
showered jewels on her, | believe. They say she is the npbst exacting and
extravagant woman in Paris." "It should be interesting to see her and the
Count ess Czarnova neet Tonight." "Exactly what | thought.” Mrabelle was a
tall, thin creature with a wonderful head of dyed fair hair. Her conpl exion

was a pale nmauve with orange lips. She was amazingly chic. She was dressed in
somet hing that | ooked like a glorified bird of paradise, and she wore chains

of jewels hangi ng down her bare back. A heavy bracelet set with i mense

di anonds cl asped her left ankle. She created a sensati on when she appeared in
the Casino. "Your friend the Countess will have a difficulty in outdoing
this," murmured M. Quin in M. Satterthwaite's ear. The | atter nodded. He
was curious to see how the Countess conported herself. She cane late, and a

l ow murmur ran round as she wal ked unconcernedly to one of the centre roulette
tabl es. She was dressed in white--a nere straight slip of nmarocain such as a
debut ante nmi ght have worn and her gl eam ng white neck and arns were unador ned.

She wore not a single jewel. "It is clever, that," said M. Satterthwaite
with instant approval. "She disdains rivalry and turns the tables on her
adversary." He himself wal ked over and stood by the table. Fromtine to tine

he amused hinmsel f by "placing a stake." Sonetinmes he won, nore often he
| ost. There was a terrific run on the |ast dozen. The nunmbers 31 and 34
turned up again and again. Stakes flocked to the bottomof the cloth. Wth a



smle M. Satterthwaite made his | ast stake for the evening, and placed the
maxi mum on Number 5. The Countess in her turn |l eant forward and pl aced the
maxi mum on Nunmber 6. "Faites vos jeux," called the croupier hoarsely."Rien nt
va plus. Plus rien." The ball span, hunming merrily. M. Satterthwaite

t hought to hinsel f--"This means sonmething different to each of us. Agonies of
hope and despair, boredom idle amusenent, life and death."” Click! The
croupi er bent forward to see. "Nunero cinque, rouge, inpair et nmanque!" M.
Satterthwaite. had won! The croupier, having raked in the other stakes,
pushed forward M. Satterthwaite's wi nnings. He put out his hand to take them
The Countess did the same. The croupier |ooked fromone to the other of

them "A Madane," he said brusquely. "The Countess picked up the noney. M.
Satterthwaite drew back. He remai ned a gentleman. The Countess | ooked him ful
in the face and he returned her glance. One or two of the people round pointed
out to the croupier that he had made a m stake, but the man shook his head

i npatiently. He had decided. That was the end. He raised his raucous cry,
"Paites vos jeux, Messieurs et Mesdanes," M. Satterthwaite rejoined M.
Qui n. Beneath his inpeccabl e deneanour, he was feeling extrenmely indignant.

M. Qin listened synpathetically. "Too bad," he said, "but these things
happen." "W are to neet your friend Franklin Rudge later. | amgiving a
little supper party." The three met at midnight, and M. Quin explained his
plan. "It is what is called a "hedges and Hi ghways" party," he explained. "W
choose our neeting place, then each one goes out and is bound in honour to
invite the first person he meets." Franklin Rudge was anused by the

i dea, "Say, what happens if they won't accept?" "You must use your utnost
powers of persuasion." "Good. And where's the neeting place?" "A somewhat
Boheni an caf e--where one can take strange guests. It is called Le Caveau." He
expl ained its whereabouts, and the three parted. M. Satterthwaite was so
fortunate as to run straight into Elizabeth Martin and he cl ai med her

joyfully. They reached Le Caveau and descended into a kind of cellar where
they found a table spread for supper and lit by ol d-fashioned candles in

candl esticks. "We are the first," said M. Satterthwaite. "Ah! here cones
Franklin------ " He stopped abruptly. Wth Franklin was the Countess. It was
an awkward noment. Elizabeth displayed | ess graci ous-ness than she m ght have
done. The Countess, as a woman of the world, retai ned the honours. Last of
all came M. Qin. Wth himwas a small, dark man, neatly dressed, whose face
seened famliar to M. Satterthwaite. A noment |ater he recognised him It was
the croupier who earlier in the evening had nade such a | anmentabl e

m stake. "Let ne introduce you to the conpany, M Pierre Vaucher," said M.
Quin. The little man seenmed confused. M. Quin performed the necessary

i ntroductions easily and lightly. Supper was brought--an excellent supper

W ne came--very excellent wine. Some of the frigidity went out of the

at nrosphere The Countess was very silent, so was Elizabeth. Franklin Rudge
becane tal kative. He told various stories--not hunorous stories, but serious
ones. And quietly and assiduously M. Quin passed round the wine. "I'IIl tel
you--and this is a true story--about a man who made good," said Franklin Rudge
i mpressively. For one conming froma Prohibition country he had shown no | ack
of appreciation of chanpagne. He told his story--perhaps at sonewhat
unnecessary length. It was, like many true stories, greatly inferior to
fiction. As he uttered the |l ast word, Pierre Vaucher, opposite him seened to
wake up. He al so had done justice to the chanpagne. He | eaned forward across

the table. "I, too, will tell you a story,"” he said thickly. "But mne is the
story of a man who did not make good. It is the story of a man who went, not
up, but down the hill. And, like yours, it is a true story."” "Pray tell it to
us, monsieur," said M. Satterthwaite courteously. Pierre Vaucher |eant back
in his chair and | ooked at the ceiling. "It is in Paris that the story

begi ns. There was a man there, a working jeweller. He was young and
light-hearted and industrious in his profession. They said there was a future
before him A good marriage was already arranged for him the bride not too
bad- 1 ooki ng, the dowy nost satisfactory. And then, what do you think? One
nmorni ng he sees a girl. Such a mserable little wisp of a girl, nessieurs.



Beauti ful ? Yes, perhaps, if she were not half starved But anyway, for this
young man, she has a magic that he cannot resist. She has been struggling to

find work, she is virtuous--or at |east that is what she tells him | do not
know if it is true."” The Countess's voice cane suddenly out of the
senm -darkness. "Why should it not be true? There are many like that." "Well

as | say, the young man believed her. And he married her--an act of folly! H's
fam |y woul d have no nore to say to him He had outraged their feelings. He

married--1 will call her Jeanne--it was a good action. He told her so. He felt
that she should be very grateful to him He had sacrificed rmuch for her
sake." "A charm ng beginning for the poor girl," observed the Countess

sarcastically. "He loved her, yes, but fromthe begi nning she maddened him
She had mpods--tantruns--she woul d be cold to himone day, passionate the
next. At last he saw the truth. She had never loved him She had married him
so as to keep body and soul together. That truth hurt him it hurt him
horribly, but he tried his utnost to | et nothing appear on the surface. And he
still felt he deserved gratitude and obedience to his wi shes. They quarrell ed.
She reproached him-Mn Dieu, what did she not reproach himw th?" "You can
see the next step, can you not? The thing that was bound to come. She |eft

him For two years he was alone, working in his little shop with no news of
her. He had one friend--absinthe. The business did not prosper so well." "And
then one day he canme into the shop to find her sitting there. She was
beautifully dressed. She had rings on her hands. He stood considering her. H's
heart was beating--but beating! He was at a | oss what to do. He woul d have
liked to have beaten her, to have clasped her in his arms, to have thrown her
down on the floor and tranpled on her, to have thrown hinmself at her feet. He
did none of those things. He took up his pincers and went on with his work.
Madane desires?" he asked formally. "That upset her. She did not |ook for
that, you see. "Pierre, "she said. "I have come back." He laid aside his

pi ncers and | ooked at her. "You wish to be forgiven?" he said. "You want ne
to take you back? You are sincerely repentant?" "Do you want ne back?" she
murmured. Ch! Very softly she said it. "He knew she was laying a trap for
him He longed to seize her in his arns, but he was too clever for that He
pretended indifference. "I ama Christian nman," he said. "I try to do what
the Church directs.” "Ah!" he thought, "I will hunble her, hunble her to her
knees." "But Jeanne, that is what | will call her, flung back her head and

| aughed. Evil laughter it was. "I nock nyself at you, little Pierre, "she
said. 'Look at these rich clothes, these rings and bracelets. | came to show
nmysel f to you. | thought | would make you take me in your arms and when you
did so, then--then | would spit in your face and tell you how | hated

you!" "And on that she went out of the shop. Can you believe, messieurs, that
a worman could be as evil as all that--to come back only to torment me?" "No,"
said the Countess. "I would not believe it, and any man who was not a foo
woul d not believe it either. But all nen are blind fools." Pierre Vaucher
took no notice of her. He went on. "And so that young man of whom | tell you
sank |l ower and | ower. He drank nore absinthe. The little shop was sold over
his head. He becane of the dregs, of the gutter. Then cane the war. Ah! It was
good, the war. It took that nman out of the gutter and taught himto be a brute
beast no longer. It drilled him-and sobered him He endured cold and pain and
the fear of death--but he did not die and when the war ended, he was a man
again. "It was then, nessieurs, that he came South. H s lungs had been

af fected by the gas, they said he nust find work in the South. | wll not
weary you with all the things he did. Suffice it to say that he ended up as a
croupi er, and there-- there in the Casino one evening, he saw her again--the
worman who had ruined his life. She did not recognise him but he recognised
her. She appeared to be rich and to lack for nothing--but, messieurs, the eyes
of a croupier are sharp. There cane an eveni ng when she placed her |ast stake
in the world on the table. Ask nme not how | know -1 do know - one feels these
things. Qthers mght not believe. She still had rich clothes--why not pawn
them one would say? But to do that--pah! your credit is gone at once. Her
jewel s? Ah no! Was | not a jeweller in.ny tinme? Long ago the real jewels have



gone. The pearls of a King are sold one by one, are replaced with fal se. And
meanti me one nust eat and pay one's hotel bill. Yes, and the rich nen--well,

t hey have seen one about for many years. Bah! they say--she is over fifty. A
younger chicken for my money." A |long shuddering sigh cane out of the w ndows
where the Countess | eant back "Yes. It was a great nonent, that. Two nights |
have watched her. Lose, |ose, and | ose again. And now the end. She put all on
one numnber. Beside her, an English milord stakes the maxi mum al so--on the next

nunber. The ball rolls... The nmonment has come, she has lost... "Her eyes neet
m ne. What do | do? | jeopardise my place in the Casino. | rob the English
mlord. 'A Madanme' | say, and pay over the nmoney." "Ah! "There was a crash,

as the Countess sprang to her feet and | eant across the table, sweeping her
glass on to the floor. "Why? "she cried. "That's what | want to know, why did
you do it?" There was a | ong pause, a pause that seemed interm nable, and
still those two facing each other across the table | ooked and | ooked... It was
like a duel. A nmean little smle crept across Pierre Vaucher's face. He

rai sed his hands. "Madane," he said, "there is such a thing as pity..

," "Ah!'" She sank down again. "I see." She was calm smling, herself
again. "An interesting story, M Vaucher, is it not? Permit ne to give you a
light for your cigarette.” She deftly rolled up a spill, and lighted it at
the candle and held it towards him He | eaned forward till the flame caught
the tip of the cigarette he held between his |ips. Then she rose unexpectedly
to her feet. "And now | must |eave you all. Please--1 need no one to escort

me." Before one could realise it she was gone. M. Satterthwaite would have
hurried out after her, but he was arrested by a startled oath fromthe
Frenchman. "A thousand thunders?" He was staring at the hal f-burned spil
whi ch the Countess had dropped on the table. He unrolled it. "Mn Dieu!" he
muttered." A fifty thousand franc bank note. You understand? Her w nnings
Tonight. Al that she had in the world. And she lighted nmy cigarette with it!
Because she was too proud to accept--pity. Ah! proud, she was always proud as

the Devil. She is unique--wonderful." He sprang up fromhis seat and darted
out. M. Satterthwaite and M. Quin had also risen. The waiter approached
Franklin Rudge. "La note, nonsieur," he observed unemotionally. M. Quin
rescued it fromhimaquickly. "I feel kind of |onesone, Elizabeth, "remarked

Frankl i n Rudge. "These foreigners--they beat the band! | don't understand

them What's it all mean, anyhow?" He | ooked across at her. "Gee, it's good
to |l ook at anything so hundred per cent Anerican as you. " is voice took on
the plaintive note of a small child. "These foreigners are so odd." They

t hanked M. Quin and went out into the night together. M. Quin picked up his
change and smled across at M. Satterthwaite, who was preening hinself like a

contented bird. "Well," said the latter. "That's all gone off splendidly. Qur
pair of love birds will be all right now " "Wich ones?" asked M.

Quin. "Oh!" said M. Satterthwaite, taken aback. "Oh! Yes, | suppose you are
right, allowing for the Latin point of view and all that------ " He | ooked

dubi ous. M. Quin smled, and a stained glass panel behind himinvested him
for just a monent in a notley garnent of coloured |light. CHAPTER SI X THE
MAN FROM THE SEA MR. SATTERTHWAI TE was feeling old. That m ght not have been
surprising since in the estimation of many people he was ol d. Carel ess youths
said to their partners--"Ad Satterthwaite? Ch! he nust be a hundred--or at
any rate about eighty." And even the kindest of girls said indulgently, "Ch!
Satterthwaite. Yes, he's quite old. He nust be sixty. "Wich was al nost worse,
since he was sixty-nine." In his own view, however, he was not old.

Si xty-nine was an interesting age--an age of infinite possibilities--an age
when at | ast the experience of a lifetinme was beginning to tell. But to fee
old--that was different, a tired discouraged state of m nd when one was
inclined to ask onesel f depressing questions. What was he after all? Alittle
dried-up elderly man, with neither chick nor child, with no human bel ongi ngs,
only a valuable Art collection which seenmed at the nmonent strangely

unsati sfying. No one to care whether he lived or died... At this point in his
nmeditations M. Satterthwaite pulled hinself up short. What he was t hinking
was norbid and unprofitable. He knew well enough, who better, that the chances



were that a wife would have hated himor alternatively that he woul d have
hated her, that children would have been a constant source of worry and

anxi ety, and that denmands upon his time and affection would have worried him
considerably. "To be safe and confortable," said M. Satterthwaite
firmy--that was the thing. The | ast thought rem nded himof a letter he had
received that nmorning. He drew it fromhis pocket and re-read it, savouring
its contents pleasurably. To begin with, it was froma Duchess, and M.
Satterthwaite |liked hearing fromDuchesses. It is true that the letter began
by demanding a | arge subscription for charity and but for that woul d probably
never have been witten, but the terms in which it was couched were so
agreeable that M. Satterthwaite was able to gl oss over the first fact. So
you' ve deserted the Riviera, wote the Duchess. Wat is this island of yours
i ke? Cheap? Cannotti put up his prices shamefully this year, and 1 shan't go
to the Riviera again. | mght try your island next year if you report
favourably, though |I should bate five days on a boat. Still anywhere you
recommend is sure to be pretty confortable--too nuch so. You'll get to be one
of those people who do nothing but coddl e thensel ves and think of their
confort. There's only one thing that will save you. Satterthwaite, and that is
your inordinate interest in other people's affairs... As M. Satterthwaite
folded the letter, a vision cane up vividly before himof the Duchess. Her
nmeanness, her unexpected and al arm ng ki ndness, her caustic tongue, her

i ndom table spirit. Spirit! Everyone needed spirit. He drew out another
letter with a German stanp upon it--witten by a young singer in whom he had
interested hinmself. It was a grateful affectionate letter. " ow can 1 thank
you, dear M. Satterthwaite? It seens too wonderful to think that in a few
days | shall be singing Isolde..." A pity that she had to nmake her debut as
| sol de. A charning, hardworking child, Oga, with a beautiful voice but no
tenmperament. He hummed to hinself. "Nay order him Pray understand it! |
command it. |, Isolde. "No, the child hadn't got it in her--the spirit--the
indomitable will-- all expressed in that final "lch Isolde!"™ Well, at any
rate he had done sonething for sonmebody. This island depressed hi m-why, oh
Why had he deserted the Riviera which he knew so well and where he was so well
known? Nobody here took any interest in him Nobody seemed to realise that
here was the M. Satterthwaite--the friend of Duchesses and Countesses and
singers and witers. No one in the island was of any social inportance or of
any artistic inmportance either. Mst people had been there seven, fourteen, or
twenty-one years running and val ued thensel ves and were val ued

accordingly. Wth a deep sigh M. Satterthwaite proceeded down fromthe Hotel
to the small straggling harbour below. H's way |ay between an avenue of
bougai nvi |l | aea--a vivid mass of flaunting scarlet, that nmade himfeel ol der
and greyer than ever. "lI'mgetting old,” he murnured. "lI'mgetting old and
tiled." He was gl ad when he had passed the bougainvillaea and was wal ki ng
down the white street with the blue sea at the end of it. A disreputable dog
was standing in the mddle of the road, yawning and stretching hinself in the
sun. Having prolonged his stretch to the utnost limts of ecstasy, he sat down
and treated hinmself to a really good scratch. He then rose, shook hinself, and
| ooked round for any other good thing that life mght have to offer. There
was a dunp of rubbish by the side of the road and to this he went sniffing in
pl easurabl e anticipation. True enough, his nose had not deceived him A snell
of such rich putrescence that surpassed even his anticipations! He sniffed

wi th growi ng appreciation, then suddenly abandoni ng hinself, he lay on his
back and rolled frenziedly on the delicious dunp. Cearly the world this
norni ng was a dog paradise! Tiring at last, he regained his feet and strolled
out once nore into the mddle of the road. And then, without the |east
war ni ng, a ranshackle car careered wildly round the corner, caught him ful
square and passed on unheedi ng. The dog rose to his feet, stood a mnute
regarding M. Satterthwaite, a vague dunb reproach in his eyes, then fel

over. M. Satterthwaite went up to himand bent down. The dog was dead. He
went on his way, wondering at the sadness and cruelty of life. Wiat a queer
dunb | ook of reproach had been in the dog's eyes. "Ch! World," they seened to



say. "Oh! Wonderful World in which | have trusted. Wiy have you done this to
me?" M. Satterthwaite went on, past the palmtrees and the straggling white
houses, past the black |ava beach where the surf thundered and where once,

| ong ago, a well-known English swi mer had been carried out to sea and
drowned, past the rock pools where children and elderly |adi es bobbed up and
down and called it bathing, along the steep road that w nds upwards to the top
of the cliff. For there on the edge of the cliff was a house, appropriately
naned La Paz. A white house with faded green shutters tightly closed, a
tangl ed beautiful garden, and a wal k between cypress trees that led to a

pl ateau on the edge of the cliff where you | ooked down--down--down--to the
deep blue sea below. It was to this spot that M. Satterthwaite was bound. He
had devel oped a great |ove for the garden of La Paz. He had never entered the
villa. It seened always to be enpty. Manuel, the Spani sh gardener, w shed one
good-morning with a flourish and gallantly presented | adies with a bouquet and
gentlemen with a single flower as a button-hole, his dark face weathed in
smles. Sonetimes M. Satterthwaite nmade up stories in his own mnd about the
owner of the villa. Hs favourite was a Spani sh dancer, once world-faned for
her beauty, who hid herself here so that the world shoul d never know that she
was no | onger beautiful. He pictured her comi ng out of the house at dusk and
wal ki ng through the garden. Sonetinmes he was tenpted to ask Manuel for the
truth, but he resisted the tenptation. He preferred his fancies. After
exchanging a few words with Manuel and graciously accepting an orange rosebud,
M. Satterthwaite passed on down the cypress walk to the sea. It was rather
wonderful sitting there--on the edge of nothing--with that sheer drop bel ow
one. It made himthink of Tristan and |solde, of the beginning of the third
act with Tristan and Kurwenal --that |lonely waiting and of Isolde rushing up
fromthe sea and Tristan dying in her arnms. (No, little O ga would never make
an |solde. Isolde of Cornwall, that Royal hater and Royal lover...) He
shivered. He felt old, chilly, alone... What had he had out of life?

Not hi ng- - not hi ng. Not as nuch as that dog in the street... It was an
unexpect ed sound that roused himfromhis reverie. Footsteps com ng al ong the
cypress wal k were inaudible, the first he knew of sonebody's presence was the
Engl i sh nmonosyl | able "Dam." He | ooked round to find a young man staring at
himin obvious surprise and disappointnment. M. Satterthwaite recogni sed him
at once as an arrival of the day before who had nore or less intrigued him

M. Satterthwaite called hima young man--because in comparison to nost of the
die-hards in the Hotel he was a young man, but he would certainly never see
forty again and was probably draw ng appreciably near to his half century. Yet
in spite of that, the termyoung man fitted him-M. Satterthwaite was usually
ri ght about such things--there was an inpression of immaturity about him As
there is a touch of puppyhood about nmany a full grown dog so it was with the
stranger. M. Satterthwaite thought--"This chap has really never grown
up--not properly, that is." And yet there was nothing Peter Pannish about
him He was sl eek--al nobst plunp, he had the air of one who has al ways done

hi nsel f exceedingly well in the material sense and deni ed hinself no pl easure
or satisfaction. He had brown eyes--rather round--fair hair turning grey--a
little noustache and rather florid face. The thing that puzzled M.
Satterthwaite was what had brought himto the island. He could i magi ne him
shooting things, hunting things,.playing polo or golf or tennis, making |ove
to pretty wonen. But in the Island there was nothing to hunt or shoot, no
ganes except Col f-Croquet, and the nearest approach to a pretty wonan was
represented by elderly Mss Baba Kindersley. There were, of course, artists,
to whom the beauty of the scenery made appeal, but M. Satterthwaite was quite
certain that the young nman was not an artist. He was clearly marked with the
stanmp of the Philistine. While he was resolving these things in his mnd, the
ot her spoke, realising somewhat belatedly that his single ejaculation so far

m ght be open to criticism "I beg your pardon,” he said with some
enbarrassnent. "As a matter of fact, | was--well, startled. | didn't expect
anyone to be here." He sniled disarnmngly. He had a charm ng snile--
friendly--appealing. "It is rather a lonely spot," agreed M. Satterthwaite,



as he nmoved politely a little further up the bench. The other accepted the
mute invitation and sat down. "I don't know about lonely," he said. "There
al ways seens to be soneone here."” There was a tinge of latent resentment in
his voice. M. Satterthwaite wondered why. He read the other as a friendly
soul . Way this insistence on solitude? - A rendezvous, perhaps? No--not that.
He | ooked again with carefully veiled scrutiny at his conpani on. Were had he
seen that particul ar expression before quite lately? That | ook of dunb
bewi | dered resentnment. "You' ve been up here before then?" said M.
Satterthwaite, nore for the sake of saying sonething than for anything

else. "I was up here last night--after dinner." "Really? |I thought the gates
were always | ocked." There was a nonent's pause and then, alnost sullenly,
the young man said-- "I clinbed over the wall." M. Satterthwaite |ooked at

himwith real attention now He had a sleuthlike habit of m nd and he was
aware that his conpanion had only arrived on the preceding afternoon. He had
had little tine to discover the beauty of the villa by daylight and he had so
far spoken to nobody. Yet after dark he had nmade straight for La Paz. Wy?

Al most involuntarily M. Satterthwaite turned his head to | ook at the
green-shuttered villa, but it was as ever serenely lifeless, close shuttered.
No, the solution of the mystery was not there. "And you actually found
someone here then?" The other nodded. "Yes Must have been from the other
Hotel He had on fancy dress." "Fancy dress?" "Yes. A kind of Harl equin
rig." "What?" The query fairly burst fromM. Satterthwaite's lips. His
conmpani on turned to stare at himin surprise. "They often do have fancy dress
shows at the Hotels, | suppose?" "Ch! Quite," said M. Satterthwaite. "Quite,
quite, quite." He paused breathlessly, then added-- "You nmust excuse ny
excitement. Do you happen to know anythi ng about catal ysis?" The young nman
stared at him "Never heard of it. What is it?" M. Satterthwaite quoted
gravel y--"A chem cal reaction depending for its success on the presence of a
certain substance which itself remai ns unchanged."” "Ch," said the young man
uncertainly. "I have a certain friend--his name is M. Quin, and he can best
be described in the terms of catalysis. His presence is a sign that things are
goi ng to happen, because he is there strange revel ations conme to |light,

di scoveries are made. And yet--he hinself takes no part in the proceedings. |
have a feeling that it was ny friend you met here last night." "He's a very
sudden sort of chap then. He gave me quite a shock. One minute he wasn't there
and the next mnute he was! Al nost as though he came up out of the sea." M.
Satterthwaite | ooked along the little plateau and down the sheer drop

bel ow. "That's nonsense, of course,"” said the other. "But it's the feeling he
gave me. O course, really, there isn't the foothold for a fly." He | ooked
over the edge. "A straight clear drop. If you went over--well, that would be
the end right enough."” "An ideal spot for a nurder, in fact," said M.
Satterthwaite pleasantly. The other stared at him al nost as though for the
monment he did not follow Then he said vaguely--"0Ch! Yes--of course..." He
sat there, making little dabs at the ground with his stick and frowning.
Suddenly M. Satterthwaite got the resenbl ance he had been seeking. That dunmb
bewi | dered questioning. So had the dog | ooked who was run over. His eyes and
this young man's eyes asked the same pathetic question with the sanme reproach
"Ch! Wrld that | have trusted--what have 'you done to nme?" He saw ot her

poi nts of resenbl ance between the two, the sane pl easure-|oving easy-going

exi stence, the sane joyous abandon to the delights of life, the sane absence
of intellectual questioning. Enough for both to live in the nonment--the world
was a good place, a place of carnal delights-- sun, sea, sky--a discreet

gar bage heap. And then--what? A car had hit the dog. What had hit the

man? The subj ect of these cogitations broke in at this point, speaking,
however, nore to hinself than to M. Satterthwaite. "One wonders," he said,
"what it's all for? Familiar words--words that usually brought a smle to M.
Satterthwaite's lips, with their unconsci ous betrayal of the innate egoi sm of
humani ty which insists on regarding every nmanifestation of life as directly
designed for its delight or its torment. He did not answer and presently the
stranger said with a slight, rather apologetic [augh-- "I've heard it said



that every man should build a house, plant a tree and have a son." He paused
and then added--"I believe |I planted an acorn once..." M. Satterthwaite
stirred slightly. His curiosity was aroused--that ever-present interest in the
affairs of other people of which the Duchess had accused hi mwas roused. It
was not difficult. M. Satterthwaite had a very femnine side to his nature
he was as good a listener as any woman, and he knew the right nmonent to put in
a pronpting word. Presently he was hearing the whole story. Anthony Cosden,
that was the stranger's name, and his life had been nuch as M. Satterthwaite
had imagined it. He was a bad hand at telling a story but his |istener
supplied the gaps easily enough. A very ordinary |life--an average incone, a
little soldiering, a good deal of sport whenever sport offered, plenty of
friends, plenty of pleasant things to do, a sufficiency of wonen. The kind of
life that practically inhabits thought of any description and substitutes
sensation. To speak frankly, an animal's life. "But there are worse things
than that," thought M. Satterthwaite fromthe depths of his experience. "Oh!
many worse things than that..."This world had seemed a very good place to

Ant hony Cosden. He had grunbl ed because everyone always grunbled but it had
never been a serious grunble. And then--this. He cane to it at |ast--rather
vaguel y and i ncoherently. Hadn't felt quite the thing--nothing rmuch. Saw his
doctor, and the doctor had persuaded himto go to a Harley Street nan. And
then--the incredible truth. They'd tried to hedge about it--spoke of great
care--a quiet life, but they hadn't been able to disguise that that was al
eyewash--letting himdown [ightly. It boiled down to this--six nonths. That's
what they gave him Six nonths. He turned those bew | dered brown eyes on M.
Satterthwaite. It was, of course, rather a shock to a fellow. One didn't--one
didn't somehow, know what to do. M. Satterthwaite nodded gravely and
understandingly. It was a bit difficult to take in all at once, Anthony
Cosden went on. How to put in the tine. Rather a rotten business waiting about
to get pipped He didn't feel really ill--not yet. Though that m ght cone
later, so the specialist had said--in fact, it was bound to. It seenmed such
nonsense to be going to die when one didn't in the | east want to. The best

t hi ng, he had thought, would be to carry on as usual. But sonehow that hadn't
wor ked. Here M. Satterthwaite interrupted him Wsn't there, he hinted
delicately, any woman? But apparently there wasn't. There were wonen, of
course, but not that kind. H's crowd was a very cheery crowd. They didn't, so
he inmplied, like corpses. He didn't wish to nmake a kind of wal king funeral of
hinself. It would have been enbarrassing for everybody. So he had cone
abroad. "You cane to see these islands? But why?" M. Satterthwaite was
hunting for something, sonething intangi ble but delicate that eluded himand
yet which he was sure was there. "You' ve been here before, perhaps?" "Yes."

he admitted it alnmost unwillingly. "Years ago when | was a youngster." And
suddenl y, al nbst unconsciously so it seenmed, he shot a quick gl ance backward
over his shoulder in the direction of the villa. "I renmenbered this place,"

he said, nodding at the sea. "One step to eternity!" "And that is why you
came up here last night," finished M. Satterthwaite calmy. Anthony Cosden

shot hima di smayed gl ance. "Oh! | say--really------ " he protested. "Last
ni ght you found soneone here. This afternoon you have found me. Your life has
been saved--twice." "You may put it that way if you like--but dam it all
it's ny life. I've aright to do what |I like with it." "That is a cliche"
said M. Satterthwaite wearily. "Of course | see your point," said Anthony

Cosden generously. "Naturally you' ve got to say what you can. |I'd try to
di ssuade a fellow nyself, even though | knew deep down that he was right. And
you know that |I'mright. A clean quick end is better than a lingering

one--causi ng troubl e and expense and bother to all. In any case it's not as

t hough I had anyone in the world belonging to me..." "If you had------ ?" said
M. Satterthwaite sharply. Cosden drew a deep breath. "I don't know. Even
then, I think, this way woul d be best But anyway--1 haven't..." He stopped

abruptly. M. Satterthwaite eyed himcuriously. Incurably romantic, he
suggested again that there was, somewhere, some woman. But Cosden negatived
it. He oughtn't, he said, to conplain. He had had, on the whole, a very good



life. It was a pity it was going to be over so soon, that was all. But at any
rate he had had, he supposed, everything worth having. Except a son. He would
have |iked a son. He would Iike to know now that he had a son living after

him Still, he reiterated the fact, he had had a very good life----- It was
at this point that M. Satterthwaite |ost patience. Nobody, he pointed out,

who was still in the larval stage, could claimto know anything of life at

all. Since the words larval stage clearly neant nothing at all to Cosden, he
proceeded to make his neaning clearer. "You have not begun to live yet. You
are still at the beginning of life." Cosden | aughed. "Why, nmy hair's grey.
I"'mforty------ " M. Satterthwaite interrupted him "That has nothing to do
with it. Life is a conpound of physical and nmental experiences. |, for

i nstance, amsixty-nine, and | amreally sixty-nine. | have known, either at

first or second hand, nearly all the experiences life has to offer. You are
like a man who tal ks of a full year and has seen nothing but snow and ice! The
flowers of Spring, the | anguorous days of Sunmer, the falling | eaves of

Aut umtm- - he knows not hi ng of them-not even that there are such things. And you
are going to turn your back on even this opportunity of knowi ng them" "You
seemto forget," said Anthony Cosden dryly, "that, in any case, | have only
six nonths." "Tine, like everything else, is relative," said M.
Satterthwaite. "That six months m ght be the | ongest and nost varied
experience of your whole life." Cosden | ooked unconvinced. "In ny place," he
said, "you would do the same." M. Satterthwaite shook his head. "No," he
said sinmply. "In the first place, | doubt if | should have the courage. It
needs courage and | amnot at all a brave individual And in the second

pl ace------ " UWell?" "1 always want to know what is going to happen
tonorrow.'' Cosden rose suddenly with a [augh. "Well, sir, you' ve been very
good in letting me talk to you. | hardly know why--anyway, there it is. |'ve
said a lot too nuch. Forget it" "And tonorrow, when an accident is reported,

| amto leave it at that? To make no suggestion of suicide?" "That's as you

like. 1'mglad you realise one thing--that you can't prevent nme." "M dear
young man," said M. Satterthwaite placidly, "I can hardly attach nyself to
you like the proverbial |inpet. Sooner or later you would give me the slip and

acconpl i sh your purpose. But you are frustrated at any rate for this
afternoon. You would hardly like to go to your death | eaving ne under the

possi bl e i nmputati on of having pushed you over." "That is true," said Cosden.
"If you insist on remaining here------ " "l do," said M. Satterthwaite
firmy. Cosden |aughed good-hunouredly. "Then the plan nust be deferred for
the nonent. In which case | will go back to the hotel See you |ater perhaps.
"M. Satterthwaite was left |ooking at the sea. "And now," he said to hinself
softly, "what next? There nmust be a next. | wonder..." He got up. For a while

he stood at the edge of the plateau | ooking down on the danci ng water beneath.
But he found no inspiration there, and turning slowy he wal ked back al ong the
pat h between the cypresses and into the quiet garden. He | ooked at the
shuttered, peaceful house and he wondered, as he had often wondered before,
who had lived there and what had taken place within those placid walk On a
sudden i mpul se he wal ked up sone crunbling stone steps and laid a hand on one
of the faded green shutters. To his surprise it swing back at his touch. He
hesitated a noment, then pushed it boldly open. The next m nute he stepped
back with a little exclamation of dismay. A woman stood in the w ndow facing
him She wore black and had a black lace mantilla draped over her head. M.
Satterthwaite floundered wildly in Italian interspersed with German--the
nearest he could get in the hurry of the nonment to Spani sh- He was desol at ed
and ashamed, he explained haltingly. The Signora nmust forgive. He thereupon
retreated hastily, the wonan not having spoken one word. He was hal f way
across the courtyard when she spoke---- two sharp words like a pisto

crack. "Cone back!" It was a barked-out command such as m ght have been
addressed to a dog, yet so absolute was the authority it conveyed, that M.
Satterthwaite had swung round hurriedly and trotted back to the w ndow al nost
automatically before it occurred to himto feel any resentnent. He obeyed I|ike
a dog. The woman was still standing notionless at the wi ndow. She | ooked him



up and down appraising himw th perfect cal mess. "You are English," she

said. "l thought so." M. Satterthwaite started off on a second apol ogy. "If
| had known you were English,"” he said, "I could have expressed nyself better
just now. | offer ny nobst sincere apologies for ny rudeness in trying the
shutter. | amafraid | can plead no excuse save curiosity. | had a great w sh
to see what the inside of this charm ng house was like." She | aughed
suddenly, a deep, rich laugh. "If you really want to see it," she said, "you

had better come in." She stood aside, and M. Satterthwaite, feeling

pl easurably excited, stepped into the room It was dark, since the shutters of
t he ot her wi ndows were cl osed, but he could see that it was scantily and

rat her shabbily furnished and that the dust lay thick everywhere. "Not here,"

she said. "I do not use this room" She | ed the way and he foll owed her, out
of the room across a passage and into a roomthe other side. Here the w ndows
gave on the sea and the sun streaned in. The furniture, |ike that of the other

room was poor in quality, but there were some worn rugs that had been good in
their time, a | arge screen of Spanish | eather and bow s of fresh

flowers. "You will have tea with ne," said M. Satterthwaite's hostess. She
added reassuringly. "It is perfectly good tea and will be nade with boiling
water." She went out of the door and called out sonething in Spanish, then
she returned and sat down on a sofa opposite her guest. For the first ting,

M. Satterthwaite was able to study her appearance. The first effect she had
upon himwas to make himfeel even nore grey and shrivelled and elderly than
usual by , contrast with her own forceful personality. She was a tall wonan,
very sunburnt, dark and handsone t hough no | onger young. Wen she was in the
roomthe sun seened to be shining twice as brightly as when she was out of it,
and presently a curious feeling of warnmth and aliveness began to steal over
M. Satterthwaite. It was as though he stretched out thin, shrivelled hands to
a reassuring flame. He thought, "She's so nuch vitality herself that she's got
a lot left over for other people." He recalled the conmand in her voice when
she had stopped him and wi shed that his protegee, O ga, could be inbued with
alittle of that force. He thought--"Wat an Isolde she'd nake! And yet she
probably hasn't got the ghost of a singing voice. Life is badly arranged." he
was, all the same, a little afraid of her. He did not |ike dom neering

wonen. She had clearly been considering himas she sat with her chin in her
hands, making no pretence about it. At |last she nodded as though she had nmade
up her mind. "I amglad you canme," she said at last. "I needed someone very
badly to talk to this afternoon. And you are used to that, aren't you?" "I
don't quite understand” "I meant people tell you things. You knew what |
meant! Why pretend?" "Well--perhaps------ " She swept on, regardl ess of
anyt hi ng he had been going to say. "One could say anything to you. That is
because you are half a woman. You know what we feel --what we think--the queer
gueer things we do." Her voice died away Tea was brought by a large, smling
Spanish girl. It was good tea--China--M. Satterthwaite sipped it
appreciatively. "You live here?" he inquired conversationally. "Yes" "But
not altogether. The house is usually shut up, is it not? At |least so | have

been told." "I am here a good deal, nmore than anyone knows. | only use these
rooms." "You have had the house |long?" "It has belonged to ne for twenty-two
years--and | lived here for a year before that." M. Satterthwaite said

rather inanely (or so he felt)--"That is a very long time." "The year? O the

twenty-two years?" His interest stirred, M. Satterthwaite said

gravel y--"That depends." She nodded. "Yes, it depends. They are two separate
peri ods. They have nothing to do with each other. Wiich is Iong? Wich is
short? Even now | cannot say." She was silent for a m nute, brooding. Then
she said with a little smle-- "It is such a long tine since | have talked

wi th anyone--such a long tine! | do not apol ogise. You came to ny shutter. You
wi shed to | ook through nmy wi ndow. And that is what you are always doing, is it
not ? Pushing aside the shutter and | ooking through the wi ndow into the truth

of people's lives. If they will let you. And often if they will not |let you!

It would be difficult to hide anything fromyou. You woul d guess--and guess
right." M. Satterthwaite had an odd inpulse to be perfectly sincere. "I am



sixty-nine," he said. "Everything | know of life |I know at second hand.
Sonetimes that is very bitter to me. And yet, because of it, | know a good
deal ." She nodded thoughtfully. "I know. Life is very strange. | cannot

i magi ne what it nust be like to be that--always a | ooker-on." Her tone was
wondering. M. Satterthwaite snmiled. "No, you would not know. Your place is

in the centre of the stage. You will always be the Prim Dona." "Wat a
curious thing to say." "But | amright. Things have happened to you--will

al ways happen to you. Sonmetines, | think, there have been tragic things. Is
that so?" Her eyes narrowed. She | ooked across at him "If you are here

| ong, sonebody will tell you of the English swimer who was drowned at the
foot of this cliff. They will tell you how young and strong he was, how
handsome, and they will tell you that his young w fe | ooked dowmn fromthe top
of the cliff and saw himdrowning." "Yes, | have already heard that

story." "That man was nmy husband. This was his villa. He brought ne out here

with himwhen | was eighteen, and a year later he died--driven by the surf on
t he bl ack rocks, cut and bruised and nutilated, battered to death.” M.
Satterthwaite gave a shocked excl amati on. She |eant forward, her burning eyes
focused on his face. "You spoke of a tragedy. Can you inmgine a greater
tragedy than that? For a young wife, only a year nmarried, to stand hel pl ess
whil e the man she |l oved fought for his life-- and | ost

it--horribly.” "Terrible," said M. Satterthwaite. He spoke with rea

enotion. "Terrible. | agree with you. Nothing in life could be so

dreadful ." Suddenly she | aughed. Her head went back, "You are wong," she
said. "There is sonmething nore terrible. And that is for a young wife to stand
there and hope and | ong for her husband to drown..." "But good God," cried
M. Satterthwaite, "you don't nean------ ?" "Yes, | do. That's what it was
really. | knelt there-- knelt down on the cliff and prayed. The Spani sh
servants thought | was praying for his life to be saved. | wasn't | was
praying that | mght wish himto be spared. | was saying one thing over and

over again, "God, help ne not to wish himdead. God, help ne not to wish him
dead." But it wasn't any good. All the tine |I hoped--hoped--and nmy hope cane
true." She was silent for a minute or two and then she said very gently in

quite a different voice-- "That is a terrible thing, isn't it? It's the sort
of thing one can't forget. | was terribly happy when | knew he was really dead
and couldn't cone back to torture me any nmore." "My child,"” said M.
Satterthwaite, shocked. "I know. | was too young to have that happen to ne.

Those things shoul d happen to one when one is ol der--when one is nore prepared
for--for beastliness. Nobody knew, you know, what he was really like.

t hought he was wonderful when | first nmet himand was so happy and proud when
he asked me to marry him But things went wong al nost at once. He was angry
with nme--nothing I could do pleased him-and yet | tried so hard. And then he
began to like hurting me. And above all to terrify nme. That's what he enjoyed

nmost. He thought out all sorts of things... dreadful things. | won't tell you.
| suppose, really, he nust have been a little nad. | was alone here, in his
power, and cruelty began to be his hobby. "her eyes w dened and darkened. "The
wor st was ny baby. | was going to have a baby. Because of some of the things
he did to ne--it was born dead. My little baby. |I nearly died, too--but I
didn't I wish | had." M. Satterthwaite made an inarticulate sound. "And

then | was delivered--in the way |'ve told you. Some girls who were staying at
the hotel dared him That's how it happened. Al the Spaniards told himit was
madness to risk the sea just there. But he was very vain--he wanted to show
off. And I--1 saw himdrown--and was gl ad. God oughtn't to |let such things
happen." M. Satterthwaite stretched out his little dry hand and took hers.
She squeezed it hard as a child mght have done. The maturity had fall en away
fromher face. He saw her without difficulty as she had been at nineteen. "At
first it seenmed too good to be true. The house was mine and | could live in

it. And no one could hurt ne any nore! | was an orphan, you know, | had no
near relations, no one to care what becanme of me. That sinplified things. |
lived on here--in this villa--and it seened |ike Heaven. Yes, |ike Heaven.

|'ve never been so happy since, and never shall again. Just to wake up and



know t hat everything was all right--no pain, no terror, no wondering what he
was going to do to me next. Yes, it was Heaven." She paused a long time, and

M. Satterthwaite said at last-- "And then?" "I suppose human beings aren't
ever satisfied. At first, just being free was enough. But after a while

began to get --well, lonely, | suppose. | began to think about my baby that
died. If only | had had my baby! | wanted it as a baby, and also as a

pl aything. | wanted dreadfully something or sonmeone to play with. It sounds
silly and childish, but there it was." "l understand,"” said M. Satterthwaite
gravely. "It's difficult to explain the next bit. It just--well, happened,
you see. There was a young Englishman staying at the hotel. He strayed in the
garden by nistake. | was wearing Spanish dress and he took me for a Spanish
girl. I thought it would be rather fun to pretend | was one, so | played up

H s Spani sh was very bad but he could just nanage a little. | told himthe
villa belonged to an English | ady who was away. | said she had taught ne a

little English and | pretended to speak broken English. It was such fun--such
fun--even now | can renenber what fun it was. He began to make love to ne. W
agreed to pretend that the villa was our honme, that we were just married and
coming to live there. | suggested that we should try one of the shutters--the
one you tried this evening. It was open and inside the roomwas dusty and
uncared for. We crept in. It was exciting and wonderful. We pretended it was
our own house." She broke off suddenly, |ooked appealingly at M.
Satterthwaite. "It all seemed lovely--like a fairy tale. And the lovely thing
about it, to nme, was that it wasn't true. It wasn't real” M. Satterthwaite
nodded. He saw her, perhaps nore clearly than she saw herself--that

frightened, lonely child entranced with her nake believe that was so safe
because it wasn't real. "He was, | suppose, a very ordinary young man. Qut
for adventure, but quite sweet about it. W went on pretending." She stopped,
| ooked at M. Satterthwaite and said again. "You understand? W went on
pretending..." She went on again in a mnute. "He cane up again the next
morning to the villa. | saw him from ny bedroomthrough the shutter. O course
he didn't dream | was inside. He still thought | was a little Spani sh peasant
girl. He stood there | ooking about him He'd asked me to nmeet him 1'd said
woul d but | never meant to. "He just stood there |ooking worried. | think he
was worried about nme. It was nice of himto be worried about nme. He was

ni ce..." She paused again. "The next day he left. |I've never seen him
again. "My baby was born nine nonths later. | was wonderfully happy all the
time. To be able to have a baby so peacefully, with no one to hurt you or make
you miserable. | wished I'd renenbered to ask ny English boy his Christian
nane. | would have called the baby after him It seemed unkind not to. It
seened rather unfair. He'd given ne the thing | wanted nost in the world, and
he woul d never even know about it! But of course | told nyself that he

woul dn't | ook at it that way--that to know woul d probably only worry and annoy

him | had been just a passing amusenent for him that was all." "And the
baby?" asked M. Satterthwaite. "He was splendid. | called him John
Splendid. | wi sh you could see himnow. He's twenty. He's going to be a mning
engi neer. He's been the best and dearest son in the world to nme. | told him

his father had died before he was born." M. Satterthwaite stared at her. A
curious story. And sonmehow, a story that was not conpletely told. There was,
he felt sure, sonething else. "Twenty years is a long time," he said

t houghtfully. "You've never contenplated marryi ng agai n?" She shook her head.
A slow, burning blush spread over her tanned cheeks. "The child was enough
for you--always?" She | ooked at him Her eyes were softer than he had yet
seen them "Such queer things happen!" she murnured. "Such queer things..

You woul dn't believe them-no, |I'mwong, you might, perhaps. | didn't |ove
John's father, not at the tinme. | don't think I even knew what |ove was. |
assunmed, as a matter of course, that the child would be |ike ne. But he
wasn't. He mightn't have been ny child at all. He was like his father--he was
like no one but his father. | learnt to know that man--through his child.
Through the child, | learnt to love him | love himnow | always shall |ove

him You may say that it's imagination, that I've built up an ideal, but it



isn't so. | love the man, the real, human man. |1'd know himif | saw him
tonmorrow - even though it's over twenty years since we net. Loving himhas made
me into a worran. | love himas a woman | oves a man. For twenty years |'ve

lived loving him | shall die loving him" She stopped abruptly--then
chal l enged her listener. "Do you think I'mmad--to say these strange

t hi ngs?" "Oh! ny dear," said M. Satterthwaite. He took her hand again. "You

do understand?" "I think | do. But there's something nore, isn't there?
Sonet hi ng that you haven't yet told me?" Her brow cl ouded over. "Yes,
there's something. It was clever of you to guess. | knew at once you weren't

the sort one can hide things from But | don't want to tell you--and the
reason | don't want to tell you is because it's best for you not to know. " He
| ooked at her. Her eyes met his bravely and defiantly. He said to
hinself--"This is the test. Al the dues are in ny hand. | ought to be able to
know. If | reason rightly |I shall know. " There was a pause, then he said

sl ow y-- "Somet hing's gone wong." He saw her eyelids give the faintest

qui ver and knew hinmself to be on the right track. "Something's gone

wrong- - suddenl y--after all these years." He felt hinself groping--groping--in
the dark recesses of her mind where she was trying to hide her secret from

him "The boy--it's got to do with him You wouldn't m nd about anything

el se." He heard the very faint gasp she gave and knew he had probed
correctly. A cruel business but necessary. It was her will against his. She
had got a dominant, ruthless will, but he too had a will hidden beneath his

nmeek manners. And he had behind hi mthe Heaven-sent assurance of a man who is
doi ng his proper job. He felt a passing contenptuous pity for nmen whose
business it was to track down such crudities as crine. This detective business
of the mind, this assenbling of dues, this delving for the truth, this wild

joy as one drew nearer to the goal... Her very passion- to keep the truth from
hi m hel ped her. He felt her stiffen defiantly as he drew nearer and
nearer. "It is better for me not to know, you say. Better for me? But you are

not a very considerate worman. You woul d not shrink fromputting a stranger to
alittle tenmporary inconvenience. It is nore than that, then? If you tell ne
you make me an acconplice before the fact. That sounds like crime. Fantastic!

| could not associate crinme with you. O only one sort of crime. A crine

agai nst yourself." Her lids drooped in spite of herself, veiled her eyes. He

| eaned forward and caught her wist. "It is that, then! You are thinking of
taki ng your life." She gave a low cry. " ow did you know? How did you
know?" "But why? You are not tired of life. | never saw a worman |l ess tired of

it--more radiantly alive." She got up, went to the wi ndow, pushing back a
strand of her dark hair as she did so. "Since you have guessed so nuch |
mght as well tell you the truth. | should not have let you in this evening. |
m ght have known that you would see too nuch. You are that kind of man. You
were right about the cause. It's the boy. He knows nothing. But last time he
was hone, he spoke tragically of a friend of his, and | discovered sonething.
If he finds out that he is illegitinate it will break his heart. He is
proud--horribly proud! There is a girl. Chl | won't go into details. But he is
comi ng very soon--and he wants to know all about his father--he wants details.
The girl's parents, naturally, want to know. Wen he discovers the truth, he
will break with her, exile himself, ruin his life. Ch! | know the things you
woul d say. He is young, foolish, wong-headed to take it like that! Al true,
perhaps. But does it natter what people ought to be? They are what they are.

It will break his heart... But if, before he conmes, there has been an
accident, everything will be swallowed up in grief for ne. He will | ook

t hrough nmy papers, find nothing, and be annoyed that | told himso little. But
he will not suspect the truth. It is the best way. One rmust pay for happiness,

and | have had so nuch--oh! so nmuch happiness. And in reality the price will
be easy, too. Alittle courage--to take the |eap--perhaps a noment or so of
angui sh." "But, ny dear child------ " "Don't argue with ne." She flared round
on him "I won't listen to conventional argunments. My life is my own. Up to

now, it has been needed--for John. But he needs it no |longer. He wants a

mat e--a conpani on--he will turn to her all the nore willingly because I am no



| onger there. My life is useless, but my death will be of use. And | have the
right to do what | like with my owmn life." "Are you sure?" The sternness of
his tone surprised her. She stammered slightly. "If it is no good to
anyone--and | amthe best judge of that------ " He interrupted her

agai n. "Not necessarily." "What do you nean?" "Listen. | will put a case to
you. A man cones to a certain place--to commt suicide, shall we say? But by
chance, he finds another man there, so he fails in his purpose and goes
away--to live. The second nan has saved the first nman's life, not by being
necessary to himor prominent in his life, but just by the nere physical fact
of having been in a certain place at a certain noment. You take your life
today and perhaps, sone five, six, seven years hence, someone will go to death
or disaster sinmply for lack of your presence in a given spot or place. It may
be a runaway horse conming down a street that swerved aside at sight of you and
so fails to trample a child that is playing in the gutter. That child may |ive
to grow up and be a great nusician, or discover a cure for cancer. O it may
be | ess nel odramatic than that He may just grow up to ordi nary everyday

happi ness..."She stared at him "You are a strange man. These things you
say--1 have never thought of them.." "You say your life is your own," went
on M. Satterthwaite. "But can you dare to ignore the chance that you are
taking part in a gigantic drama under the orders of a, divine Producer? Your
cue may not cone till the end of the play--it may be totally uninportant, a
nmere wal ki ng-on part, but upon it nmay hang the issues of the play if you do
not give the cue to another player. The whole edifice may crunple. You as you,
may not matter to anyone in the world, but you as a person in a particular

pl ace may matter uni magi nably." She sat down, still staring. "Wat do you
want me to do?" she said sinply. It was M. Satterthwaite's nmonment of

triunph. He issued orders. "I want you at |least to prom se me one thing--to
do nothing rash for twenty-four hours."” She was silent for a noment or two
and then she said--"I pronmise.” "There is one other thing--a

favour." "Yes?". "Leave the shutter of the room | came in by unfastened, and

keep vigil there Tonight." She | ooked at him curiously, but nodded

assent. "And now," said M. Satterthwaite, slightly conscious of anti-climax,
"I really nust be going. God bless you, ny dear." He nmade a rather
enbarrassed exit. The stalwart Spanish girl net himin the passage and opened
a side door for him staring curiously at himthe while. It was just grow ng
dark as he reached the hotel. There was a solitary figure sitting on the
terrace. M. Satterthwaite made straight for it. He was excited and his heart
was beating quite fast. He felt that trenendous issues lay in his hands. One
fal se nove----- But he tried to conceal his agitation and to speak naturally
and casually to Anthony Cosden. "A warm evening," he observed. "I quite | ost
count of time sitting up there on the cliff. "Have you been up there all this
time?" M. Satterthwaite nodded. The swing door into the hotel opened to |et
someone through, and a beamof light fell suddenly on the other's face,
illuminating its look of dull suffering, of unconprehending dunmb

endurance. M. Satterthwaite thought to hinself--"It's worse for himthan it
woul d be for ne. |magination, conjecture, speculation--they can do a lot for
you. You can, as it were, ring the changes upon pain. The unconprehendi ng
blind suffering of an animal--that's terrible..."Cosden spoke suddenly in a
harsh voice. "I'mgoing for a stroll after dinner. You--you understand? The
third time's lucky. For God's sake don't interfere. | know your interference
will be well-neaning and all that--but take it fromme, it's useless. "M.
Satterthwaite drew hinmself up. "I never interfere," he said, thereby giving
the lie to the whole purpose and object of his existence. "I know what you

t hi nk------ "went on Cosden, but he was interrupted. "You nmust excuse me, but
there | beg to differ fromyou," said M. Satterthwaite. "Nobody knows what
anot her person is thinking. They may imagi ne they do, but they are nearly

al ways wrong." "Well, perhaps that's so." Cosden was doubtful, slightly taken
aback. "Thought is yours only," said his conpanion. "Nobody can alter or

i nfl uence the use you nmean to make of it. Let us talk of a | ess painful
subject. That old villa, for instance. It has a curious charm w thdrawn,



sheltered fromthe world, | shielding heaven knows what nystery. It tenpted ne
to do a doubtful action. I tried one of the shutters."” "You did?" Cosden
turned his head sharply. "But it was fastened, of course?" "No," said M.
Satterthwaite. "It was open." He added gently--"The third shutter fromthe
end." "Why," Cosden burst out, "that was the one------ " He broke off
suddenly, but M. Satterthwaite had seen the light that had sprung up in his
eyes. He rose--satisfied. Some slight tinge of anxiety still remained with
him Using his favourite nmetaphor of a drama, he hoped that he had spoken his
few lines correctly. For they were very inportant lines. But thinking it
over, his artistic judgnent was satisfied. On his way up to the cliff, Cosden
would try that shutter. It was not in human nature to resist. A nenory of
twenty odd years ago had brought himto this spot, the sane nenory woul d take
himto the shutter. And afterwards? "I shall know in the norning," said M.
Satterthwaite, and proceeded to change nmethodically for his evening neal. It
was somewhere round ten o'clock that M. Satterthwaite set foot once nore in

t he garden of La Paz. Manuel bade hima sniling "Good norning," and handed him
a single rosebud which M. Satterthwaite put carefully into his buttonhole.
Then he went on to the house. He stood there for sone m nutes | ooking up at

t he peaceful white walls, the trailing orange creeper, and the faded green
shutters. So silent, so peaceful. Had the whole thing been a dreanf? But at

t hat nmoment one of the wi ndows opened and the | ady who occupied M.
Satterthwaite's thoughts canme out. She cane straight to himw th a buoyant
swayi ng wal k, |ike sonmeone carried on a great wave of exultation. Her eyes
wer e shining, her colour high. She | ooked like a figure of joy on a frieze.
There was no hesitation about her, no doubts or trenors. Straight to M.
Satterthwaite she cane, put her hands on his shoul ders and ki ssed hi m - not
once but many times. Large, dark, red roses, very velvety--that is how he

t hought of it afterwards. Sunshine, summrer, birds singing-- that was the

at nosphere into which he felt himself caught up. Warnth, joy and trenendous
vigour. "I'm so happy," she said. "You darling! How did you know? How coul d
you know? You're like the good magician in the fairy tales." She paused, a
sort of breathl essness of happi ness upon her. "We're going over to-day--to
the Consul--to get married. When John cones, his father will be there. W'l
tell himthere was sonme misunderstanding in the past. Ch! He won't ask
guestions. Oh! |I'm so happy--so happy--so happy." Happiness did indeed surge
fromher like a tide. It lapped round M. Satterthwaite in a warm exhilarating
flood. "It's so wonderful to Anthony to find he has a son. | never dreant
he'd mind or care.” She |ooked confidently into M. Satterthwaite's eyes.
"Isn't it strange how things cone right and end all beautifully?" He had his

clearest vision of her yet. A child--still a child--with her |ove of nake

beli eve--her fairy tales that ended beautifully with two people "living
happily ever afterwards." He said gently-- "If you bring this man of yours
happi ness in these | ast nonths, you will indeed have done a very beauti ful
thing." Her eyes opened wi de--surprised. "Oh!" she said. "You don't think
I'"d let himdie, do you? After all these years--when he's come to ne. 1've

known | ots of peopl e whom doctors have given up and who are alive today. Die?
O course he's not going to die!" He | ooked at her--her strength, her beauty,
her vitality--her indonmitable courage and will. He, too, had known doctors to
be m staken... The personal factor--you never knew how rmuch and how little it
counted. She said again, with scorn and anmusement in her voice-- "You don't
think 1'd et himdie, do you?" "No," said M. Satterthwaite at |ast very
gently. "Somehow, ny dear, | don't think you will..." Then at |ast he wal ked
down the cypress path to the bench overl ooking the sea and found there the
person he was expecting to see. M. Quin rose and greeted him-the sane as
ever, dark, saturnine, smling and sad. "You expected me?" he asked. And M.
Satterthwaite answered--"Yes, | expected you." They sat together on the
bench. "I have an idea that you have been playing Providence once nore, to
judge by your expression,” said M. Quin presently. M. Satterthwaite | ooked
at himreproachfully. "As if you didn't know all about it." "You al ways
accuse nme of ommiscience,” said M. Qin, smling. "If you know not hing, why



were you here the night before last--waiting?" countered M.

Satterthwaite. "Oh, that------ ?" "Yes, that." "I had a--comm ssion to
perform 1" "For whon®?" "You have sometimes fancifully named ne an advocate
for the dead." "The dead?" said M. Satterthwaite, a little puzzlied. "I don't

understand."” M. Quin pointed a long, |ean finger down at the blue depths
bel ow. "A man was drowned down there twenty-two years ago." "I know--but

t see------ " "Supposing that, after all, that man |l oved his young wi fe.
Love can make devils of nen as well as angels. She had a girlish adoration for
him but he could never touch the womanhood in her--and that drove himmd. He
tortured her because he | oved her. Such things happen. You know that as well

as | do." "Yes," admtted M. Satterthwaite, "I have seen such things--but
rarely--very rarely..." "And you have al so seen, nmore commonly, that there is
such a thing as renorse--the desire to make anmends--at all costs to nake
amends." "Yes, but death cane too soon..." "Death!" "There was contenpt in

M. Qin's voice. "You believe in alife after death, do you not? And who are
you to say that the sane w shes, the sanme desires, nmay not operate in that
other life? If the desire is strong enough--a nmessenger may be found." His

voice tailed away. M. Satterthwaite got up, trenmbling a little. "I nust get
back to the hotel,” he said. "If you are going that way." But M. Quin shook
his head. "No," he said. "I shall go back the way | came." When M.
Satterthwaite | ooked back over his shoul der, he saw his friend wal ki ng towards
the edge of the cliff. CHAPTER SEVEN THE VO CE IN THE DARK | "I AM a
little worried about Margery," said Lady Stranleigh. "My girl, you know," she
added. She sighed pensively. "It nakes one feel terribly old to have a

grown-up daughter." M. Satterthwaite, who was the recipient of these
confidences, rose to the occasion gallantly. "No one could believe it
possible," he declared with a little bow "Flatterer," said Lady Stranl eigh,
but she said it vaguely and it was clear that her mnd was el sewhere. M.
Satterthwaite | ooked at the slender white-clad figure in some admiration. The
Cannes sunshine was searching, but Lady Stranleigh came through the test very
well. At a distance the youthful effect was really extraordi nary. One al nost
wondered if she were grown-up or not. M. Satterthwaite, who knew everyt hing,
knew that it was perfectly possible for Lady Stranleigh to have grown-up
grandchil dren. She represented the extreme triunph of art over nature. Her
figure was marvel | ous, her conpl exi on was marvel | ous. She had enriched nany
beauty parlours and certainly the results were astoundi ng. Lady Stranlei gh
lit a cigarette, crossed her beautiful |egs encased in the finest of nude silk
stockings and nurnured--"Yes, | really amrather worried about

Margery." "Dear me," said M. Satterthwaite, "what is the trouble?" Lady
Stanl ei gh turned her beautiful blue eyes upon him"You have never met her,
have you? She is Charles' daughter, "she added hel pfully. If entries in
"Who's Who" were strictly truthful, the entries concerning Lady Stranleigh

m ght have ended as foll ows-- hobbies-- getting married- She had fl oated

t hrough |ife sheddi ng husbands as she went. She had | ost three by divorce and
one by death. "If she had been Rudol ph's child I could have understood it,
"mused Lady Stranleigh. "You renenber Rudolf? He was al ways tenperamental. Six
nmonths after we married | had to apply for those queer things--what do they
call then? Conjugal what nots, you know what | nean. Thank goodness it is al

much sinpler nowadays. | renmenber | had to wite himthe silliest kind of
letter--ny | awyer practically dictated it to ne. Asking himto come back, you
know, and that | would do all | could, etc, etc, but you never could count on

Rudol f, he was so tenperanental. He cane rushing hone at once, which was quite
the wong thing to do, and not all what the | awers nmeant." She
si ghed. "About Margery?" suggested M. Satterthwaite, tactfully |eading her

back to the subject under discussion. "OfF course. | was just going to tel
you, wasn't |? Margery has been seeing things, or hearing them Ghosts, you
know, and all that. | should never have thought that Margery could be so

i magi native. She is a dear good girl, always has been, but just a
shade--dull." "Inmpossible,” nurmured M. Satterthwaite with a confused idea

of being complinmentary. "In fact, very dull," said Lady Stranleigh. "Doesn't



care for dancing, or cocktails or any of the things a young girl ought to care
about. She rmuch prefers staying at honme to hunt instead of coming out here

with ne." "Dear, dear,"” said M. Satterthwaite, "she wouldn't cone out with

you, you say?" "Well, | didn't exactly press her. Daughters have a depressing
effect upon one, | find." M. Satterthwaite tried to think of Lady Stranleigh
acconpani ed by a serious-m nded daughter and failed. "I can't hel p wondering

if Margery is going off her head, "continued Margery's nmother in a cheerful

voi ce. "hearing voices is a very bad sign, so they tell ne. It is not as

t hough Abbot's Mede were haunted. The ol d building was burnt to the ground in
1836, and they put up a kind of early Victorian chateau which sinply cannot be
haunted. It is much too ugly and conmonpl ace.” M. Satterthwaite coughed. He

was wonderi ng why he was being told all this. "I thought perhaps," said Lady
Stranleigh, smling brilliantly upon him "that you m ght be able to help
me." "I?" "Yes. You are going back to England tonmorrow, aren't you?" "I am

Yes, that is so," admitted M. Satterthwaite cautiously. "And you know al

t hese psychical research people. OF course you do, you know everybody." M.
Satterthwaite smled a little. It was one of his weaknesses to know
everybody. "So what can be sinpler?" continued Lady Stranleigh. "I never get
on with that sort of person. You know -earnest nen with beards and usually
spectacles. They bore me terribly and I amquite at my worst with them" M.
Satterthwaite was rather taken aback. Lady Stranleigh continued to snmile at
himbrilliantly. "So that is all settled, isn't it?" she said brightly. "You
will go down to Abbot's Mede and see Margery, and nmeke all the arrangenents. |
shall be terribly grateful to you. O course if Margery is really going off
her head, | will come home. Ah! here is Binbo." Her smle from being
brilliant becane dazzling. A young man in white tennis flannels was
approaching them He was about twenty-five years of age and extrenely
good- | ooki ng The young man said sinply-- "I have been | ooking for you
everywhere, Babs." "What has the tennis been |ike?" "Septic." Lady
Stranl ei gh rose. She turned her head over her shoul der and murrured in dul cet
tones to M. Satterthwaite. "It is sinply marvellous of you to help ne. |
shall never forget it." M. Satterthwaite | ooked after the retreating
couple. "I wonder," he mused to hinmself, "if Binmbo is going to be No.

5." I'l The conductor of the Train de Luxe was pointing out to M.
Satterthwaite where an accident on the line had occurred a few years
previously. As he finished his spirited narrative, the other |ooked up and saw
a well-known face smling at himover the conductor's shoulder. "My dear M.
Quin," said M. Satterthwaite. His little withered face broke into

smles. "What a coincidence! That we should both be returning to England on

the sane train. You are going there, | suppose." "Yes," said M. Qin. "I
have business there of rather an inportant nature. Are you taking the first
service of dinner?" "I always do so. OF course, it is an absurd

ti me--half-past six, but one runs less risk with the cooking."™ M. Quin
nodded conprehendingly. "I also," he said. "W mght perhaps arrange to sit
toget her." Hal f-past six found M. Quin and M. Satterthwaite established
opposite each other at a small table in the dining-car. M. Satterthwaite gave

due attention to the wine list and then turned to his conpanion. "I have not
seen you since--ah, yes not since Corsica. You left very suddenly that
day." M. Quin shrugged his shoul ders. "Not nore so than usual. | cone and
go, you know. | conme and go." The words seemed to awake sone echo of

renmenbrance in M. Satterthwaite's mind. Alittle shiver passed down his

spi ne--not a di sagreeabl e sensation, quite the contrary. He was conscious of a
pl easurabl e sense of anticipation. M. Quin was holding up a bottle of red

wi ne, exam ning the label on it. The bottle was between himand the |ight but
for a mnute or two a red gl ow envel oped his person. M. Satterthwaite felt
agai n that sudden stir of excitenent. "I too have a kind of mission in

Engl and, " he remarked, smling broadly at the renenbrance. "You know Lady
Stranl ei gh perhaps?" M. Quin shook his head. "It is an old title," said M.
Satterthwaite, "a very old title. One of the few that can descend in the

female line. She is a Baroness in her own right. Rather a romantic history



really.” M. Quin settled hinmself nmore confortably in his chair. A waiter,
flying down the swinging car, deposited cups of soup before themas if by a
mracle. M. Quin sipped it cautiously. "You are about to give ne one of

t hose wonderful descriptive portraits of yours,” he nurnmured, "that is so, is
it not?" M. Satterthwaite beamed on him "She is really a marvell ous

womrman, " he said. "Sixty, you know -yes, | should say at |east sixty. | knew
themas girls, she and her sister. Beatrice, that was the nane of the elder
one. Beatrice and Barbara. | renenber themas the Barron girls. Both

good-1 ooki ng and in those days very hard up. But that was a great nany years
ago--why, dear ne, | was a young man nyself then." M. Satterthwaite sighed
"There were several lives then between themand the title. AOd Lord Stranleigh
was a first cousin once renoved, | think Lady Stranleigh's life has been quite

a romantic affair. Three unexpected deaths--two of the old man's brothers and
a nephew. Then there was the Uralia. You renmenber the weck of the Uralia? She
went down of f the coast of New Zeal and. The Barron girls were on board.
Beatri ce was drowned. This one, Barbara, was anongst the few survivors. Six
months later, old Stranleigh died and she succeeded to the title and canme into
a considerable fortune. Since then she has lived for one thing only--herself!
She has al ways been the sane, beautiful, unscrupul ous, conpletely call ous,
interested solely in herself. She has had four husbands, and | have no doubt
could get a fifth in a minute." He went on the describe the mssion with

whi ch he had been entrusted by Lady Stranleigh. "I thought of running down to
Abbot's Mede to see the young lady," he explained. "lI--1 feel that somnething
ought to be done about the matter. It is inpossible to think of Lady
Stranl ei gh as an ordinary nother." he stopped, |ooking across the table at M.

Qin. "l wish you would come with ne," he said wistfully." Wuld it not be
possi bl e?" "I'mafraid not," said M. Quin "But let me sec, Abbot's Mede is
in Wltshire, is it not?" M. Satterthwaite nodded, "I thought as nuch. As
it happens, | shall be staying not far from Abbot's Mede, at a place you and

both know." he snmiled. "You remenber that little inn, "The-- Bells and
Motley' ?" "Of course," cried M. Satterthwaite--"you will be there?" M.
Qui n nodded. "For a week or ten days. Possibly longer. If you will cone and

| ook ne up one day, | shall be delighted to see you." And sonehow or ot her
M. Satterthwaite felt strangely conforted by the assurance. |1l "M dear
M ss--er--Margery," said M. Satterthwaite, "I assure you that | should not
dream of | aughing at you." Margery Gale frowned a little. They were sitting
in the large confortable hall of Abbot's Mede. Margery Gale was a big squarely
built girl. She bore no resenblance to her nmother, but took entirely after her
father's side of the famly, a line of hard-riding country squires. She | ooked
fresh and whol esone and the picture of sanity. Nevertheless, M. Satterthwaite
was reflecting to hinmself that the Barrons as a famly were all inclined to
mental instability. Margery m ght have inherited her physical appearance from
her father and at the sane tine have inherited sone nmental kink from her

nmot her's side of the famly. "I wish," said Margery, "that | could get rid of
that Casson wonman. | don't believe in spiritualism and | don't like it. She
is one of these silly wonen that run a craze to death. She is always bot hering
me to have a nmedi um down here." M. Satterthwaite coughed, fidgeted a little
In his chair and then said in a judicial manner-- "Let me be quite sure that
I have all the facts. The first of the--er--phenomena occurred two nonths
ago, | understand?" "About that," agreed the girl. "Sonmetimes It was a

whi sper and sonetinmes it was quite a clear voice but it always said much the
same thing." "Wich was?" "G ve back what is not yours. G ve back what you
have stolen. On each occasion | switched on the [ight, but the roomwas quite
enpty and there was no one there. In the end I got so nervous that | got
Clayton, mother's nmaid, to sleep on the sofa in my room" "And the voice cane
just the same?" "Yes--and this is what frightens ne--C ayton did not hear
it." M. Satterthwaite reflected for a minute or two. "Did it come |oudly or
softly that evening?" "It was al nost a whisper,"” admtted Margery. "If C ayton
was sound asleep | suppose she would not really have heard it. She wanted ne
to see a doctor. "The girl laughed bitterly. "But since |last night even



Cl ayton believes," she continued. "Wat happened | ast night?" "I am just
going to tell you. | have told no one as yet. | had been out hunting yesterday
and we had had a long run. | was dead tired, and slept very heavily. |
dreant--a horrible dream-that | had fallen over sonme iron railings and that
one of the spikes was entering slowmy into ny throat. | woke to find that it
was true--there was sone sharp point pressing into the side of ny neck, and at
the sane tine a voice was murmuring softly--"Yon have stolen what is mne

This is death! "I screaned," continued Margery, "and clutched at the air, but
there was nothing there. Clayton heard me scream fromthe room next door where
she was sl eeping. She came rushing in, and she distinctly felt sonething
brushi ng past her in the darkness, but she says that whatever that sonething
was, it was not anything human.” M. Satterthwaite stared at her. The girl
was obviously very shaken and upset. He noticed on the |left side of her throat
a small square of sticking plaster. She caught the direction of his gaze and
nodded. "Yes," she said, "it was not inmagination, you see." M.
Satterthwaite put a question al nost apologetically, it sounded so

nmel odramatic. "You don't know of anyone---er--who has a grudge agai nst you?"
he asked. "Of course not," said Margery. "What an idea!" M. Satterthwaite
started on another line of attack. "What visitors have you had during the

| ast two nonths?" "You don't nean just people for week-ends, | suppose?
Marci a Keane has 'been with me all along. She is ny best friend, and just as
keen on horses as | am Then ny cousin Rol ey Vavasour has been here a good
deal ." M. Satterthwaite nodded. He suggested that he should see Clayton, the
mai d. "She has been with you a long time, | suppose?" he asked. "Donkey's
years," said Margery." She was Mdther's and Aunt Beatrice's maid when they
were girls. That is why Mther has kept her on, | suppose, although she has
got a French maid for herself. C ayton does sewing and pottering little odd
jobs." She took himupstairs and presently Clayton cane to them She was a

tall, thin, old woman, with grey hair neatly parted, and she | ooked the acne
of respectability. "No, sir," she said in answer to M. Satterthwaite's
inquiries. "I have never heard anything of the house being haunted. To tel

you the truth, sir, | thought it was all Mss Margery's imagi nation until | ast

night. But | actually felt sonething--brushing by me in the darkness. And

can tell you this, sir, it was not anything human. And then there is that
wound in Mss Margery's neck. She didn't do that herself, poor |anb." But her
wor ds were suggestive to M. Satterthwaite. Was it possible that Margery coul d
have inflicted that wound hersel f? He had heard of strange cases where girls
apparently just as sane and wel | -bal anced as Margery had done the nobst amazing

things. "It will soon heal up," said Clayton. "It's not like this scar of
m ne." She pointed to a mark on her own forehead. "That was done forty years
ago, sir-- | still bear the mark of it." "It was the time the Uralia went

down," put in Margery. "Clayton was hit on the head by a spar, weren't you,
Cl ayton?" "Yes, Mss." "What do you think yourself, Clayton," asked M.
Satterthwaite, "what do you think was the neaning of this attack on M ss

Margery?" "I really should not like to say, sir." M. Satterthwaite read this
correctly as the reserve of the well-trained servant. "What do you really
thi nk, C ayton?" he said persuasively. "I think, sir, that something very

wi cked rmust have been done in this house, and that until that is w ped out
there won't be any peace." The woman spoke gravely, and her faded bl ue eyes
met his steadily. M. Satterthwaite went downstairs rather disappointed.

Cl ayton evidently held the orthodox view, a deliberate "haunting" as a
consequence of sone evil deed in the past. M., Satterthwaite hinself was not
so easily satisfied. The phenonena had only taken place in the last two

nmont hs. Had only taken place since Marci a Keane and Rol ey Vavasour had been
there. He must find out something about these two. It was possible that the
whol e thing was a practical joke. But he shook his head, dissatisfied with
that solution. The thing was nore sinister than that. The post had just cone
in and Margery was openi ng and reading her letters. Suddenly she gave an

excl amation. "Modther is too absurd,"” she said. "Do read this." She handed the
letter to M. Satterthwaite. It was an epistle typical of Lady



Stranl ei gh. "DARLI NG MARGERY (she wrote), "I am so glad you have that nice
little M. Satterthwaite there. He is awfully clever and knows all the big-wg
spook people. You nust have themall down and investigate things thoroughly. I

am sure you will have a perfectly marvellous tine, and | only wish | could be
there, but | have really been quite ill the last few days. The hotels are so
carel ess about the <food they give one. The doctor says it is sonme kind of
food poisoning. | was really very ill. "Sweet of you to send ne the

chocol ates, darling, but surely just a Wll bit silly, wasn't it? | mean,
there's such wonderful confectionery out here. "Bye-bye, darling, and have a
lovely time laying the famly ghosts. Binbo says my tennis is com ng on

mar vel | ously. Oceans of |ove. "Yours, BARBARA." "Mother always wants me to
call her Barbara," said Margery. "Sinply silly, | think." M. Satterthwaite
smled a little. He realised that the stolid conservati smof her daughter mnust
on occasions be very trying to Lady Stranl eigh. The contents of her letter
struck himin a way in which obviously they did not strike Margery. "Did you
send your nother a box of chocol ates?" he asked. Margery shook her head. " No,
| didn't, It nust have been soneone else." M. Satterthwaite | ooked grave.
Two things struck himas of significance. Lady Stranleigh had received a gift
of a box of chocol ates and she was suffering froma severe attack of

poi soni ng. Apparently she had not connected these two things. Was there a
connection? He hinmself was inclined to think there was. A tall dark girl

| ounged out of the norning-roomand joined them She was introduced to M.
Satterthwaite as Marcia Keane. She smiled on the little man in an easy

good- hunmour ed fashion. "Have you come down to hunt Margery's pet ghost?" she
asked in a drawing voice. "W all rot her about that ghost. Hello, here's
Roley." A car had just drawn up at the front door. Qut of it tunmbled a tal
young man with fair hair and an eager boyi sh manner. "Hell o, Margery," he
cried, "hello, Marcia! | have brought down reinforcenents."” He turned to the
two wonen who were just entering the hall. M. Satterthwaite recognised in the
first one of the two the Ms. Casson of whom Margery had spoken j ust

now. "You nust forgive nme, Margery, dear," she drawl ed, smling broadly. "M.
Vavasour told us that it would be quite all right. It was really his idea that
| should bring down Ms. Lloyd with nme." She indicated her conpanion with a
slight gesture of the hand. "This is Ms. Lloyd," she said in a tone of
triunph. "Sinmply the nost wonderful mediumthat ever existed." Ms. LIoyd
uttered no nodest protest, she bowed and remmined with her hands crossed in
front of her. She was a highly-col oured young woman of conmonpl ace appear ance.
Her cl othes were unfashi onabl e but rather ornate. She wore a chain of

nmoonst ones and several rings. Margery Gale, as M. Satterthwaite could see,
was not too pleased at this intrusion. She threw an angry | ook at Rol ey
Vavasour, who seened quite unconscious of the offence he had caused. "Lunch
is ready, | think," said Margery. "Good," said Ms. Casson.” "We will hold a
seance i medi ately afterwards. Have you got sone fruit for Ms. Lloyd? She
never eats a solid nmeal before a seance" They all went into the dining-room
The nmedi um ate two bananas and an apple, and replied cautiously and briefly to
the various polite remarks which Margery addressed to her fromtine to tine.
Just before they rose fromthe table, she flung back her head suddenly and
sniffed the air. "There is something very wong in this house. | feel it."
"Isn't she wonderful ?" said Ms. Casson in a | ow delighted voice. "Oh!
undoubtedly,"” said M. Satterthwaite dryly. The seance was held in the
library. The hostess was, as M. Satterthwaite could see, very unwilling, only
t he obvi ous delight of her guests in the proceedings reconciled her to the
ordeal The arrangements were made with a good deal of care by Ms. Casson
who was evidently well up in those matters, the chairs were set round in a
circle, the curtains were drawn, and presently the medi um announced hersel f
ready to begin. "Six people," she said, |ooking round the room" That is bad.
W nust have an uneven nunber. Seven is ideal. | get my best results out of a
circle of seven." "One of the servants," suggested Roley. He rose. "I will
rout out the butler." "Let's have Clayton," said Margery. M. Satterthwaite
saw a | ook of annoyance pass over Rol ey Vavasour's good-I| ooki ng face. "But



why Cl ayton?" he demanded. "You don't like Clayton," said Margery slowy.
Rol ey shrugged his shoul ders. "Clayton doesn't like ne," he said whinsically.
"I'n fact she hates nme like poison." he waited a mnute or two, but Margery did
not give way. "All right," he said, "have her down." The circle was

formed. There was a period of silence broken by the usual coughs and
fidgetings. Presently a succession of raps were heard and then the voice of

the nmedium s control, a Red Indian called Cherokee. "lIndian Brave says you
Good evening | adi es and gentl emen. Soneone here very anxi ous speak. Someone
here very anxious give nmessage to young lady. | go now The spirit say what

she cone to say." A pause and then a new voice, that of a woman, said
softly-- "lIs Margery here?" Roley Vavasour took it upon hinmself to

answer. "Yes," he said," she is. Who is that speaking?" "I am

Beatrice." "Beatrice? Who is Beatrice?" To everyone's annoyance the voice of
the Red I ndian Cherokee was heard once nore. "I have nmessage for all of you

people. Life here very bright and beautiful. W all work very hard. Hel p those
who have not yet passed over." Again a silence and then the woman's voi ce was

heard once nore. "This is Beatrice speaking." "Beatrice who?" "Beatrice
Barren." M. Satterthwaite |eant forward. He was very excited, "Beatrice
Barton who was drowned in the Uralia ?" "Yes, that is right. |I renmenber the
Uralia. | have a message--for this house--G ve back what is not yours." "I
don't understand," said Margery helplessly. "lI--oh, are you really Aunt
Beatrice?" "Yes, | amyour aunt." "Of course she is," said Ms. Casson

reproachful ly. Ow can you be so suspicious? The spirits don't like it." And
suddenly M. Satterthwaite thought of a very sinple test. Hi s voice quivered

as he spoke. "Do you renember M. Bottacetti?" he asked. |Inmediately there
canme a ripple of laughter. "Poor, old Boatsupsetty. Of course." M.
Satterthwaite was dunbfounded. The test had succeeded. It was an incident of
over forty years ago which had happened when he and the Barren girls had found
t hensel ves at the sane seaside resort. A young ltalian acquaintance of theirs
had gone out in a boat and capsized, and Beatrice Barren had jestingly nanmed

hi m Boat supsetty. It seened inpossible that anyone in the room could know of
this incident except hinself. The nedium stirred and groaned. "She is com ng
out," said Ms. Casson. "That is all we will get out of her to-day, | am
afraid." The daylight shone once nore on the roomfull of people, two of whom
at least were badly scared. M. Satterthwaite saw by Margery's white face
that she was deeply perturbed. Wen they had got rid of Ms. Casson and the

medi um he sought a private interview with his hostess. "I want to ask you one
or two questions, Mss Margery. If you and your nmother were to die who
succeeds to the tide and estates?" "Rol ey Vavasour, | suppose. Hi s nmother was
Mot her's first cousin.”" M. Satterthwaite nodded. " e seems to have been
here a lot this winter," he said gently. "You will forgive ne asking--but is
he--fond of you?" " he asked ne to marry himthree weeks ago," said Margery
quietly. "I said No." "Please forgive ne, but are you engaged to anyone el se?
" he saw the col our sweep over her face. "I am" she said enphatically. "I am
going to marry Noel Barton. Mther |aughs and says it is absurd. She seens to
think it is ridiculous to be engaged to a curate. Wiy, | should like to know
There are curates and curates! You should see Noel on a horse."™ "Ch, quite

so," said M. Satterthwaite. "Ch, undoubtedly." A footman entered with a
telegramon a salver. Margery tore it open. "Mther is arriving hone

tonorrow," she said. "Bother. | wi sh to goodness she would stay away." M.
Satterthwaite made no comment on this filial sentinent. Perhaps he thought it
justified. "In that case," he murmured, "I think I amreturning so

London." THE VO CE IN THE DARK IV M. Satterthwaite was not quite pleased
with hinmself. He felt that he had left this particular problemin an

unfini shed state. True that, on Lady Stranleigh's return, his responsibility
was ended, yet he felt assured that he had not heard the | ast of the Abbot's
Mede nystery. But the next devel opment when it came was so serious inits
character that it found himtotally unprepared. He learnt of it in the pages

of his norning paper. "Baroness Dies in her Bath," as the Daily Megaphone had
it. The other papers were nore restrained and delicate in their |anguage, but



the fact was the sanme. Lady Stranl ei gh had been found dead in her bath and her
death was due to drowning. She had, it was assuned, |ost consci ousness, and
whilst in that state her head had slipped bel ow the water. But M.
Satterthwaite was not satisfied with that explanation. Calling for his valet,
he made his toilet with less than his usual care, and ten mnutes later his
bi g Rolls-Royce was carrying himout of London as fast as it could

travel. But strangely enough it was not for Abbot's Mede he was bound, but
for a small inn sone fifteen miles distant which bore the rather unusual nane
of "The Bells and Motley." It was with great relief that he heard that M.
Harley Quin was still staying there. In another mnute he was face to face
with his friend. M. Satterthwaite clasped himby the hand and began to speak
at once in an agitated manner. "I amterribly upset. You nust help ne.
Already | have a dreadful feeling that it may be too late--that that nice girl
may be the next to go, for she is a nice girl, nice through and through." "If
you will tell me," said M. Qin, smling, "what it is all about?" M.
Satterthwaite | ooked at himreproachfully. "You know | amperfectly certain
that you know. But | will tell you." He poured out the story of his stay at
Abbot's Mede and, as always with M. Quin, he found hinself taking pleasure in
his narrative. He was el oquent and subtle and neticul ous as to detail. "So
you see," he ended, "there nust be an explanation." He | ooked hopefully at
M. Qin as a dog | ooks at his master. "But it is you who nust solve the
problem not 1," said M. Qin. "I do not know these people. You do." "I knew
the Barron girls forty years ago," said M. Satterthwaite with pride. M.
Qui n nodded and | ooked synpathetic, so nuch so that the other went on
dreamly. "That time at Brighton now, Botticetti-Boatsupsetty, quite a silly

j oke but how we | aughed. Dear, dear, | was young then. Did a |ot of foolish
things. | renenber the maid they had with them Alice, her name was, a little
bit of a thing-- very ingenuous. | kissed her in the passage of the hotel,

renenber, and one of the girls nearly caught ne doing it. Dear, dear, how | ong
ago that all was." He shook his head again and sighed. Then he | ooked at M.
Quin. "So you can't help ne? " he said wistfully. "On other

occasi ons------ " "On other occasions you have proved successful ow ng
entirely to your own efforts,” said M. Qin gravely. "I think it will be the
same this time. If | were you, | should go to Abbot's Mede now. " "Quite so,
quite so," said M. Satterthwaite, "as a matter of fact that is what | thought
of doing. | can't persuade you to come with ne?" M. Quin shook his

head. "No," he said, "ny work here is done. | am |l eaving al npst

i medi ately." At Abbot's Mede, M. Satterthwaite was taken at once to Margery
Gale. She was sitting dry-eyed at a desk in the norning-roomon which was
strewn various papers. Sonething in her greeting touched him She seenmed so
very pleased to see him "Roley and Marcia have just left. M. Satterthwaite,

it is not as the doctors think. | am convinced, absolutely convinced, that

Mot her was pushed under the water and held there. She was mnurdered, and

whoever nurdered her wants to nurder ne too. | amsure of that. That is
why------ " she indicated the docunment in front of her. "I have been maki ng ny
will," she explained. "A lot of the money and sone of the property does not go
with the title, and there is ny father's noney as well. | am | eaving

everything | can to Noel. | know he will make a good use of it and | do not

trust Rol ey, he has always been out for what he can get. WIIl you sign it as a
wi tness?" "My dear young lady," said M. Satterthwaite, "you should sign a
will in the presence of two witnesses and they should then sign thensel ves at
the sane tine." Margery brushed aside this |egal pronouncenent. "I don't see
that it matters in the least," she declared. "CO ayton saw me sign and then she
signed her name. | was going to ring for the butler, but you will do

instead." M. Satterthwaite uttered no fresh protest, he unscrewed his
fountain pen and then, as he was about to append his signature, he paused
suddenly. The name, written just above his own, recalled a flow of nmenories.
Alice Cl ayton. Sonething seened to be struggling very hard to get through to
him Alice Cayton, there was sone significance about that Sonething to do
with M. Quin was mxed up with it. Something he had said to M. Qin only a



very short tine ago. Ah, he had it now Alice Clayton, that was her name. The
little bit of a thing. People changed--yes, bat not like that. And the Alice

G ayton he knew had had brown eyes. The room seenmed whirling round him He

felt for a chair and presently, as though froma great distance, he heard

Margery's voi ce speaking to himanxiously." Are you ill? Oh, what is it? | am
sure you are ill. " he was hinmself again. He took her hand. "My dear, | see
it all now. You nust prepare yourself for a great shock. The woman upstairs
whom you call Clayton is not Clayton at all. The real Alice Cayton was
drowned on the Uralia. Margery was staring at him" Wo--who is she then?" "I
am not m staken, | cannot be m staken. The woman you call Cayton is your

nmother's sister, Beatrice Barren. You renenber telling me that she was struck
on the head by a spar? | should i magi ne that that bl ow destroyed her nenory,
and that being the case, your nother saw the chance------ " "Of pinching the
title, you nean?" asked Margery bitterly. "Yes, she would do that. It seens
dreadful to say that now she is dead, but she was like that" "Beatrice was
the elder sister,” said M. Satterthwaite. "By your uncle's death she would

i nherit everything and your nother woul d get nothing. Your nother clainmed the
wounded girl as her mamid, not as her sister. The girl recovered fromthe bl ow
and believed, of course, what was told her, that she was Alice d ayton, your
mother's maid. | should imagine that just lately her nenmory had begun to
return, but that the blow on the head, given all these years ago, has at | ast
caused mi schief on the brain." Margery was | ooking at himw th eyes of
horror. "She killed Mdther and she wanted to kill me," she breathed. "It
seens so," said M. Satterthwaite. "In her brain there was just one nuddl ed

i dea--that her inheritance had been stol en and was being kept from her by you
and your nother." "But--but Clayton is so old." M. Satterthwaite was silent
for a mnute as a vision rose up before him-the faded old woman with grey
hair, and the radi ant gol den-haired creature sitting in the sunshine at

Cannes. Sisters! Could it really be so? He renenbered the Barren girls and
their likeness to each other. Just because two |ives had devel oped on
different tracks----- He shook his head sharply, obsessed by the wonder and
pity of life... He turned to Margery and said gently--"We had better go
upstairs and see her." They found Clayton sitting in the little workroom
where she sewed. She did not turn her head as they canme in for a reason that
M. Satterthwaite soon found out. "heart failure,"” he nmurnured, as he touched
the cold rigid shoulder.” Perhaps it is best that way." CHAPTER ElI GHT THE
FACE OF HELEN MR SATTERTHWAI TE was at the Opera and sat alone in his big box
on the first tier outside the door was a printed card bearing his name. An
appreci ator and a connoi sseur of all the arts, M. Satterthwaite was
especially fond of good nmusic, and was a regul ar subscriber to Covent Garden
every year, reserving a box for Tuesdays and Fridays throughout the

season. But it was not often that he sat in it alone. He was a gregarious
little gentleman, and he liked filling his box with the elite of the great
worl d to which he bel onged, and also with the aristocracy of the artistic
world in which he was equal ly at hone. He was al one toni ght because a Countess
had di sappoi nted him The Countess, besides being a beautiful and cel ebrated
worman, was al so a good nother. Her children had been attacked by that comon
and di stressing di sease, the munps, and the Countess renai ned at home in
tearful confabulation with exquisitely starched nurses. Her husband, who had
supplied her with the aforementioned children and a title, but who was
otherwi se a conplete nonentity, had seized at the chance to escape. Nothing
bored himnore than nusic. So M. Satterthwaite sat alone. Cavalier Rusticate
and Pagliacci were being given that night, and since the first had never
appealed to him he arrived just after the curtain went down, on Santuzza's
death agony, in tinme to glance round the house with practised eyes, before
everyone streamed out, bent on paying visits or fighting for coffee or

| enbnade. M. Satterthwaite adjusted his opera gl asses, |ooked round the
house, marked down his prey and sallied forth with a well mapped out plan of
canpai gn ahead of him A plan, however, which he did not put into execution
for just outside his box he cannoned into a tall dark nan, and recogni sed him



with a pleasurable thrill of excitenment. "M. Quin," cried M.

Satterthwaite. He seized his friend warmly by the hand, clutching him as

t hough he feared any nminute to see himvanish into thin air. "You nmust share
nmy box," said M. Satterthwaite determ nedly. "You are not with a

party?" "No, | amsitting by nyself in the stalls," responded M. Quin with a
smile. "Then, that is settled,"” said M. Satterthwaite with a sigh of

relief. Hi s manner was al nost conic, had there been anyone to observe

it. "You are very kind," said M. Quin. "Not at all. It is a pleasure. |
didn't know you were fond of nusic?" "There are reasons why | am attracted
to--Pagliacci." "Ah!l OF course," said M. Satterthwaite, nodding sapiently,

though, if put to it, he would have found it hard to explain just why he had
used that expression. "Of course, you would be." They went back to the box at
the first summons of the bell, and | eaning over the front of it, they watched
the people returning to the stalls. "That's a beautiful head,"” observed M.
Satterthwaite suddenly. He indicated with his glasses a spot i mediately
beneath themin the stalls circle. A girl sat there whose face they could not
see--only the pure gold of her hair that fitted with the cl oseness of a cap
till it nerged into the white neck. "A Greek head," said M. Satterthwaite
reverently. "Pure Geek." He sighed happily. "It's a remarkabl e thing when you
cone to think of it--how very few people have hair that fits them It's nore
noti ceabl e now that everyone is shingled." "You are so observant," said M.
Quin. "l see things," admitted M. Satterthwaite. "I do see things. For

i nstance, | picked out that head at once. W nust have a | ook at her face
sooner or later. But it won't match, |'msure. That would be a chance in a

t housand." Al npst as the words left his lips, the lights flickered and went
down, the sharp rap of the conductor's baton was heard, and the opera began. A
new tenor, said to be a second Caruso, was singing that night. He had been
referred to by the newspapers as a Jugoslav, a Czech, an Al banian, a Mgyar,
and a Bulgarian, with a beautiful inpartiality. He had given an extraordi nary
concert at the Albert Hall, a programre of the fol k songs of his native hills,
with a specially tuned orchestra. They were in strange half-tones and the
woul d- be musi cal had pronounced them "too marvell ous." Real musicians had
reserved judgnent, realising that the ear had to be specially trained and
attuned before any criticismwas possible. It was quite a relief to sone
people to find this evening that Yoaschbimcould sing in ordinary Italian with
all the traditional sobs and quivers. The curtain went down on the first act
and appl ause burst out vociferously. M. Satterthwaite turned to M. Qin. He
realised that the latter was waiting for himto pronounce judgnment, and pl uned

hinself a little. After all, he knew. As a critic he was well-nigh infallible.
Very slowy he nodded his head. "It is the real thing, " he said."You think
so?" As fine a voice as Caruso's. People will not recognise that it is so at

first, for his technique is not yet perfect. There are ragged edges, a | ack of
certainty in the attack. But the voice is there--magnificent." "I went to his
concert at the Albert Hall," said M. Qin. "Did you? I could not go." "He
made a wonderful hit with a Shepherd's Song." "I read about it," said M.
Satterthwaite. "The refrain ends each time with a high note--a kind of cry. A
note m dway between A and B flat. Very curious." Yoaschbi mhad taken three
calls, bowing and snmiling. The lights went up and the people began to file
out. M. Satterthwaite |eant over to watch the girl with the gol den head. She
rose, adjusted her scarf, and turned. M. Satterthwaite caught his breath.
There were, he knew, such faces in the world--faces that made history. The
girl moved to the gangway, her comnpani on, a young nan, beside her. And M.
Satterthwaite noticed how every man in the vicinity | ooked--and continued to

| ook covertly. "Beauty!" said M. Satterthwaite to hinself. "There is such a
thing. Not charm nor attraction, nor nmagnetism nor any of the things we talk
about so glibly--just sheer beauty. The shape of a face, the line of an
eyebrow, the curve of a jaw. He quoted softly under his breath--"The face that
| aunched a thousand ships.” And for the first tine he realised the neani ng of
those words. He glanced across at M. Quin, who was watching himin what
seened such perfect conprehension that M. Satterthwaite felt there was no



need for words. "I've always wondered," he said sinply, "what such wonmen were
really like." "You nean?" "The Hel ens, the Cleopatras, the Mary

Stuarts."” M. Quin nodded thoughtfully. "If we go out," he suggested, "we
may- - see. " They went out together, and their quest was successful. The pair
they were in search of were seated on a | ounge hal f-way up the staircase. For
the first time, M. Satterthwaite noted the girl's comnpanion, a dark young
man, not handsone, but with a suggestion of restless fire about him A face
full of strange angles-- jutting cheek-bones, a forceful, slightly crooked

j aw, deep-set eyes that were curiously light under the dark, overhangi ng
brows. "An interesting face," said M. Satterthwaite to hinself. "A real
face. It means sonet hi ng" The young man was | eaning forward talking
earnestly. The girl was listening. Neither of them belonged to M.
Satterthwaite's world. He took themto be of the "Arty" class. The girl wore a
rat her shapel ess garment of cheap green silk. Her shoes were of soiled, white
satin. The young nan wore his evening clothes with an air of being
unconfortable in them The two nen passed and re-passed several tines. The
fourth tine they did so, the couple had been joined by a third--a fair young
man with a suggestion of the clerk about him Wth his coming a certain
tensi on had set in. The newconmer was fidgetting with his tie and seened ill at
ease, the girl's beautiful face was turned gravely up towards him and her
conmpani on was scowl i ng furiously. "The usual story," said M. Quin very
softly, as they passed. "Yes," said M. Satterthwaite with a sigh. "It's

i nevitable, | suppose. The snarling of two dogs over a bone. It always has
been, it always will be. And yet, one could wi sh for something different.
Beauty------ " he stopped. Beauty, to M. Satterthwaite, neant sonething very

wonderful. He found it difficult to speak of it. He | ooked at M. Quin, who
nodded his head gravely in understandi ng. They went back to their seats for
the second act. At the close of the performance, M. Satterthwaite turned
eagerly to his friend. "It is a wet night. My car is here. You nust allow ne
to drive you--er--sonmewhere.” The [ ast word was M. Satterthwaite's delicacy
comng into play. "To drive you hone" would, he felt, have savoured of
curiosity. M. Qin had always been singularly reticent. It was extraordi nary
how little M. Satterthwaite knew about him "But perhaps," continued the

little man, "you have your own car waiting?" "No," said M. Quin, "I have no
car waiting." "Then------ " But M. Quin shook his head. "You are nost
kind," He said, "but | prefer to go ny own way. Besides," he said with a

rather curious snile, "if anything shoul d--happen, it will be for you to act
Goodni ght, and thank you. Once again we have seen die dranma together." He had
gone so quickly that M. Satterthwaite had no time to protest, but he was |eft
with a faint uneasiness stirring in his mnd. To what dranma did M. Qin
refer? Pagliacci or another?" Masters, M. Satterthwaite's chauffeur, was in
the habit of waiting in a side street Hs master disliked the |ong delay while
the cars drew up in turn before the Opera house Now, as on previ ous occasions,
he wal ked rapidly round the corner and along the street towards where he knew
he should find Masters awaiting him Just in front of himwere a girl and a
man, and even as he recogni sed them another man joined them It all broke
out in a mnute. A man's voice, angrily uplifted. Another nan's voice in
injured protest And then the scuffle. Blows, angry breathing, nore blows, the
formof a policeman appearing najestically fromnowhere--and in another mnute
M. Satterthwaite was beside the girl where she shrank back agai nst the

wall. "Allow me," he said. "You must not stay here." He took her by the arm
and marshall ed her swiftly down the street. Once she | ooked back. "Qughtn't
[------ ?" she began uncertainly. M. Satterthwaite shook his head. "It would
be very unpl easant for you to be mxed up in it. You would probably be asked

to go along to the police station with them | am sure neither of

your--friends would wi sh that." He stopped. "This is nmy car. If you wll
allow me to do so, | shall have rmuch pleasure in driving you home." The girl

| ooked at himsearchingly. The staid respectability of M. Satterthwaite
i npressed her favourably. She bent her head. "Thank you," she said, and got
into the car, the door of which Masters was holding open. In reply to a



gquestion fromM. Satterthwaite, she gave an address in Chelsea, and he got in
besi de her. The girl was upset and not in the nmood for tal king, and M.
Satterthwaite was COQ tactful to intrude upon her thoughts. Presently,

however, she turned to him and spoke of her own accord. "I w sh," she said
pettishly, "people wouldn't be so silly." "It is a nuisance," agreed M.
Satterthwaite. His matter-of-fact manner put her at her ease, and she went on
as though feeling the need of confiding in someone. "It wasn't as though--I
mean, well, it was like this M. Eastney and | have been friends for a |ong
time--ever since | cane to London. He's taken no end of trouble about ny

voi ce, and got nme some very good introductions, and he's been nore kind to ne
than | can say. He's absolutely nmusic mad. It was very good of himto take ne

tonight. I"msure he can't really afford it. And then M. Burns canme up and
spoke to us--quite nicely, I"'msure, and Phil (M. Eastney) got sul ky about
it. I don't know why he should. It's a free country, I'msure. And M. Burns

i s always pl easant, and good-tenpered. Then just as we were wal king to the
Tube, he cane up and joined us, and he hadn't so nuch as said two words before
Philip flew out at himlike a madman. And--GCh! | don't like it." "Don't you?"
asked M. Satterthwaite very softly. She blushed, but very little. There was
none of the conscious siren about her. A certain nmeasure of pleasurable
excitement in being fought for there nust be--that was only nature, but M.
Satterthwaite decided that a worried perplexity |lay uppernost, and he had the
clue to it in another moment when she observed inconsequently--"1 do hope he
hasn't hurt him" "Now which is '"him ?" thought M. Satterthwaite, smling to
hinsel f in the darkness. He backed his own judgment and said--"You hope

M .--er--Eastney hasn't hurt M. Burns?" She nodded. "Yes, that's what |
said. It seens so dreadful. | wish | knew.'' The car was drawi ng up. "Are you
on the tel ephone?" he asked. "Yes." "If you like, I will find out exactly
what has happened, and then tel ephone to you." The girl's face

bri ghtened. "Oh, that would be very kind of you. Are you sure it's not too
much bot her?" "Not in the least." She thanked him again and gave him her

t el ephone nunber, adding with a touch of shyness--"My name is Gllian

West." As he was driven through the night, bound on his errand, a curious
smle cane to M. Satterthwaite's lips. He thought--"So that is all it is..
"The shape of a face, the curve of a jaw" But he fulfilled his

prom se. Il The follow ng Sunday afternoon M. Satterthwaite went to Kew
Gardens to admire the rhododendrons. Very long ago (incredibly |long ago, it
seened to M. Satterthwaite) he had driven down to Kew Gardens with a certain
young lady to see the bluebells. M. Satterthwaite had arranged very carefully
bef orehand in his own mnd exactly what he was going to say, and the precise
words he woul d use in asking the young lady for her hand in marriage. He was
just conning themover in his mnd, and responding to her raptures about the
bluebells a little absent-m ndedly, when the shock cane. The young | ady
stopped exclaimng at the bluebells and suddenly confided in M. Satterthwaite
(as a true friend) her love for another. M. Satterthwaite put away the little
set speech he had prepared, and hastily rummaged for synpathy and friendship
in the bottomdrawer of his mind. Such was M. Satterthwaite's ronmance--a
rather tepid early Victorian one, but it had left himwith a romantic
attachment to Kew Gardens, and he would often go there to see the bluebells,
or, if he had been abroad Il ater than usual, the rhododendrons, and woul d sigh
to hinself, and feel rather sentinental, and really enjoy hinself very nuch

i ndeed in an ol d-fashioned, romantic way. This particul ar afternoon he was
strolling back past the tea houses when he recogni sed a couple sitting at one
of the small tables on the grass. They were G llian Wst and the fair young
man, and at that same nonent they recognised him He saw the girl flush and
speak eagerly to her conpanion. In another mnute he was shaking hands with
themboth in his correct, rather primfashion, and had accepted the shy

invitation proffered himto have tea with them "I can't tell you, sir," said
M. Burns, "how grateful I amto you for looking after Gllian the other
night. She told me all about it." "Yes, indeed," said the girl. "It was ever

so kind of you." M. Satterthwaite felt pleased and interested in the



pair. Their naivete and sincerity touched him Also, it was to hima peep
into a world with which he was not well acquai nted. These people were of a
class unknown to him In his little dried-up way, M. Satterthwaite could be
very synpathetic. Very soon he was hearing all about his new friends. He noted
that M. Burns had beconme Charlie, and he was not unprepared for the statenent
that the two were engaged. "As a matter of fact," said M. Burns with
refreshing candour, "it just happened this afternoon, didn't it, GI?" Burns
was a clerk in a shipping firm He was making a fair salary, had a little
money of his own, and the two proposed to be married quite soon. M.
Satterthwaite |istened, and nodded, and congratul ated. "An ordi nary young
man, " he thought to hinmself, "a very ordinary young man. N ce, straightforward
young chap, plenty to say for hinself, good opinion of hinself wthout being
concei ted, nice-looking wthout being unduly handsome. Not hi ng remnarkabl e

about himand will never set the Thanes on fire. And the girl |oves

him.." Aloud he said--"And M. Eastney------ " He purposely broke off, but
he had said enough to produce an effect for which he was not unprepared.
Charlie Burns's face darkened, and G llian | ooked troubled. Mre than

troubl ed, he thought. She |ooked afraid. "I don't like it," she said in a | ow

voi ce. Her words were addressed to M. Satterthwaite, as though she knew by
instinct that he would understand a feeling i nconprehensible to her |over.
"You see--he's done a lot for me. He's encouraged ne to take up singing,
and--and helped me with it. But |I've known all the tinme that ny voice wasn't
really good--not first-class. OF course, |'ve had engagenents------ " She

st opped. "You've had a bit of trouble too," said Burns. "A girl wants someone
to look after her. Gllian's had a | ot of unpleasantness, M. Satterthwaite
Al toget her she's had a | ot of unpleasantness. She's a good-|ooker, as you can
see, and-- well, that often leads to trouble for a girl." Between them M.
Satterthwaite becanme enlightened as to various happeni ngs whi ch were vaguely
cl assed by Burns under the heading of unpl easantness. "A young man who had
shot himself, the extraordi nary conduct of a Bank Manager (who was a married
man!) a violent stranger (who must have been bal ny!) the w | d behaviour of an
elderly artist. Atrail of violence and tragedy that Gllian West had left in
her wake, recited in the conmonpl ace tones of Charles Burns. "And it's ny
opi nion," he ended, "that this fellow Eastney is a bit cracked. GIllian would
have had trouble with himif | hadn't turned up to | ook after her."' His

| augh sounded a little fatuous to M. Satterthwaite, and no responsive snile
cane to the girl's face. She was | ooking earnestly at M.

Satterthwaite. "Phil's all right," she said slowly. "He cares for ne, | know,
and | care for himlike a friend--but--but not anything nore. | don't know how
he'l | take the news about Charlie, I'msure. He--1'mso afraid he'l

be------ " She stopped, inarticulate in face of the dangers she vaguely
sensed. "If | can help you in any way," said M. Satterthwaite warmy, "pray
command ne." He fancied Charlie Burns | ooked vaguely resentful, but Gllian
said at once--"Thank you." M. Satterthwaite left his new friends after
having prom sed to take tea with Gllian on the foll owi ng Thursday. \When
Thursday canme, M. Satterthwaite felt a little thrill of pleasurable
anticipation. He thought--"I"man old man--but not too old to be thrilled by a
face A face-" Then he shook his head with a sense of foreboding. Gllian was

alone. Charlie Burns was to come in |later. She | ooked rmuch happier, M.
Satterthwaite thought, as though a | oad had been lifted fromher mnd. |Indeed,
she frankly admitted as much. "l dreaded telling Phil about Charles. It was
silly of ne. | ought to have known Phil better. He was upset, of course, but
no one coul d have been sweeter. Really sweet he was. Look what he sent ne this
nor ni ng--a weddi ng present. Isn't it magnificent?" It was indeed rather
magni fi cent for a young man in Philip Eastney's circunstances. A four-valve
wireless set, of the latest type. "W both | ove nusic so nuch, you see," he

explained the girl. "Phil said that when | was listening to a concert on this,
| should always think of hima little. And I'"'msure | shall. Because we have
been such friends." "You nmust be proud of your friend," said M.

Satterthwaite gently. e seens to have taken the blow like a true



sportsman.” G llian nodded. He saw the quick tears come into her eyes. " he
asked me to do one thing for him Tonight is the anniversary of the day we
first net. He asked nme if | would stay at honme quietly this evening and listen
to the wirel ess programe--not to go out with Charlie anywhere. | said, of
course | would, and that | was very touched, and that | would think of him
with a lot of gratitude and affection.” M. Satterthwaite nodded, but he was
puzzl ed. He was seldomat fault in his delineation of character, and he woul d
have judged Philip Eastney quite incapable of such a sentinental request. The
young man rmust be of a nore banal order than he supposed. Gllian evidently

t hought the idea quite in keeping with her rejected |over's character. M.
Satterthwaite was a little--just a little--di sappointed. He was senti nent al

hi nsel f, and knew it, but he expected better things of the rest of the world.
Besi des sentinent belonged to his age. It had no part to play in the nodern
world. He asked Gllian to sing and she conplied. He told her her voice was
charm ng, but he knew quite well in his own mnd that it was distinctly second
cl ass. Any success that could have come to her in the profession she had
adopt ed woul d have been won by her face, not her voice. He was not

particul arly anxious to see young Burns again, so presently he rose to go. It
was at that nmonment that his attention was attracted by an ornanent on the
mant el pi ece whi ch stood out anong the other rather gincrack objects like a
jewel on a dust heap. It was a curving beaker of thin green glass,

| ong- stemmed and graceful, and poised on the edge of it was what |ooked Iike a

gi gantic soap-bubble, a ball of iridescent glass. Gllian noticed his
absorption. "That's an extra weddi ng present fromPhil. It's rather pretty, |
think. He works in a sort of glass factory.” "It is a beautiful thing," said

M. Satterthwaite reverently. "The gl ass bl owers of Mirano ni ght have been
proud of that." He went away with his interest in Philip Eastney strangely
stimulated. An extraordinarily interesting young nman. And yet the girl wth

t he wonderful face preferred Charlie Burns. Wat a strange and inscrutable
uni verse! It had just occurred to M. Satterthwaite that, owing to the
remar kabl e beauty of Gllian West, his evening with M. Qin had sonehow
mssed fire. As a rule, every meeting with that nysterious individual had
resulted in some strange and unforeseen happening. It was with the hope of
per haps runni ng agai nst the man of mnystery that M. Satterthwaite bent his
steps towards the Arlecchino Restaurant where once, in the days gone by, he
had met M. Quin, and which M. Quin had said he often frequented. M.
Satterthwaite went fromroomto roomat the Arlecchino, |ooking hopefully
about him but there was no sign of M. Qin's dark, smling face. There was,
however, somebody else. Sitting at a small table alone was Philip

Eastney. The place was crowded and M. Satterthwaite took his seat opposite
the young man. He felt a sudden strange sense of exultation, as though he were
caught up and made part of a shimering pattern of events. He was in this

t hi ng-- whatever it was. He knew now what M. Quin had nmeant that evening at
the Opera. There was a drama going on, and in it was a part, an inportant
part, for M. Satterthwaite. He nust not fail to take his cue and speak his
lines. He sat down opposite Philip Eastney with the sense of acconplishing
the inevitable. It was easy enough to get into conversation. Eastney seened
anxious to talk M. Satterthwaite was, as always, an encouragi ng and
synmpathetic listener. They tal ked of the war, of explosives, of poison gases.
Eastney had a lot to say about these last, for during the greater part of the
war he had been engaged in their j manufacture. M. Satterthwaite found him
really interesting. | There was one gas, Eastney said, that had never been
tried. The Armistice had come too soon. Great things had been hoped for it.
One whiff of it was deadly. He warmed to animation as he spoke. Havi ng broken
the ice, M. Satterthwaite gently turned the conversation to nusic. Eastney's
thin face lit up. He spoke with the passion and abandon of the real nusic

| over. They discussed Yoaschbim and the young man was enthusiastic. Both he
and M. Satterthwaite agreed that nothing on earth could surpass a really fine
tenor voice. Eastney as a boy had heard Caruso and he had never forgotten

it. "Do you know that he could sing to a wi ne-glass and shatter it?" he



demanded. "I al ways thought that was a fable," said M. Satterthwaite
smling. "No, it's gospel truth, | believe. The thing's quite possible. It's
a question of resonance." He went off into technical details. H s face was
flushed and his eyes shone. The subject seemed to fascinate him and M.
Satterthwaite noted that he seened to have a thorough grasp of what he was
tal ki ng about. The elder nman realised that he was talking to an exceptiona
brain, a brain that m ght al nost be described as that of a genius. Brilliant,
erratic, undecided as yet as to the true channel to give it outlet, but
undoubt edl y genius. And he thought of Charlie Burns and wondered at G llian
West. It was with quite a start that he realised howlate it was getting, and
he called for his bill. Eastney |ooked slightly apologetic. "I'm ashanmed of
nysel f--running on so," he said. "But it was a |lucky chance sent you al ong
here tonight. I--1 needed sonmeone to talk to this evening." He ended his
speech with a curious little laugh. His eyes were still blazing with sone
subdued excitement. Yet there was sonething tragic about him "It has been
quite a pleasure,” said M. Satterthwaite. "Qur conversation has been nost
interesting and instructive to ne." He then nade his funny, courteous little
bow and passed out of the restaurant. The night was a warm one and as he

wal ked sl owy down the street a very odd fancy cane to him He had the feeling
that he was not al one--that soneone was wal king by his side. In vain he told
hinself that the idea was a delusion--it persisted. Someone was wal ki ng besi de
hi m down that dark, quiet street, someone whom he could not see. He wondered
what it was that brought the figure of M. Quin so clearly before his mnd. He
felt exactly as though M. Quin were there wal king beside him and yet he had
only to use his eyes to assure hinmself that it was not so, that he was

al one. But the thought of M. Quin persisted, and with it came sonething

el se-- a need, an urgency of sone kind, an oppressive foreboding of calamty.
There was sonet hi ng he must do--and do quickly. There was sonething very
wrong, and it lay in his hands to put it right. So strong was the feeling
that M. Satterthwaite forebore to fight against it. Instead, he shut his eyes
and tried to bring that nmental image of M. Quin nearer. If he could only have
asked M. Quin--but even as the thought flashed through his mnd he knew it
was wong. It was never any use asking M. Quin anything. "The threads are al
in your hands"--that was the kind of thing M. Quin would say. The threads.
Threads of what? He anal ysed his own feeling and inpressions carefully. That
presenti ment of danger, now. Whomdid it threaten? At once a picture rose up
before his eyes, the picture of Gllian Wst sitting alone listening to the
wireless. M. Satterthwaite flung a penny to a passi ng newspaper boy, and
snhatched at a paper. He turned at once to the London Radi o programe.
Yoaschbi m was broadcasting Tonight, he noted with interest. He was singing
"Salve Dinora," from Faust and, afterwards, a selection of his folk songs,
"The Shepherd's Song," "The Fish," "The Little Deer," etc. M. Satterthwaite
crunpl ed the paper together. The know edge of what Gllian was listening to
seemed to nmake the picture of her clearer. Sitting there alone... , An odd
request, that, of Philip Eastney's. Not like the man, not |like himat all
There was no sentinmentality in Eastney. He was a nman of violent feeling, a
danger ous nman, perhaps----- Agai n his thought brought up with a jerk. A
danger ous man--that neant sonething." The threads are all in your hands. "That
meeting with Philip Eastney Toni ght--rather odd. A lucky chance, Eastney had
said. Was it chance? O was it part of that interwoven design of which M.
Satterthwaite had once or tw ce been conscious this evening? He cast his mnd
back. There rmust be sonmething in Eastney's conversation, sone clue there.
There nust, or else why this strange feeling of urgency? Wat had he tal ked
about ? Singing, war work, Caruso. Caruso--M. Satterthwaite's thoughts went
of f at a tangent. Yoaschbinm s voice was very nearly equal to that of Caruso.
Gllian would be sitting listening to it now as it rang out true and powerful,
echoing round the room setting glasses ringing----- He caught his breath.

d asses ringing! Caruso, singing to a w ne-glass and the wi ne-gl ass breaki ng.
Yoaschbi m singing in the London studio and in a roomover a mle away the
crash and tinkle of glass--not a wine glass, a thin, green, glass beaker. A



crystal soap bubble falling, a soap bubble that perhaps was not enpty... It
was at that nmonent that M. Satterthwaite, as judged by passers-by, suddenly
went mad. He tore open the newspaper once nore, took a brief glance at the

wi rel ess announcenents and then began to run for his life down the quiet
street. At the end of it he found a crawing taxi, and junping into it, he
yell ed an address to the driver and the information that it was life or death
to get there quickly. The driver, judging him nentally afflicted but rich

did his utnost. M. Satterthwaite |ay back, his head a junble of fragmentary
t houghts, forgotten bits of science | earned at school, phrases used by Eastney
t hat night. Resonance--natural periods--if the period of the force coincides
with the natural period--there was somnething about a suspension bridge,

sol diers marching over it and the swing of their stride being the sane as the
period of the bridge. Eastney had studi ed the subject. Eastney knew. And

East ney was a genius. At 10.45 Yoaschbimwas to broadcast. It was that now.
Yes, but the Faust had to cone first. It was the "Shepherd' s Song," with the
great shout after the refrain that woul d-- that woul d--do what? His m nd went
whirling round again. Tones, overtones, half-tones. He didn't know nuch about
t hese things--but Eastney knew. Pray heaven he would be in tine! The taxi
stopped. M. Satterthwaite flung hinself out and, raced up the stone stairs to
a second floor like a young athlete. The door of the flat was ajar. He pushed
it open and the great tenor voice wel comed him The words of the "Shepherd's
Song" were familiar to himin a | ess unconventional setting. "Shepherd, see
thy horse's flowing main------ " He was in time then. He burst open the
sitting-roomdoor. Gllian was sitting there in a tall chair by the

fireplace "Bayra M scha's daughter is to wed today--To the wedding | mnust
haste away." She must have thought himmad. He clutched at her," crying out

somet hi ng i nconprehensi ble, and half pulled, half dragged her out till they
stood upon the stairway. "To the wedding | nust haste away----- Yaha!" A
wonder ful high note, full-throated, powerful, hit full in, the mddle, a note

any singer mght be proud of. And with it another sound, the faint tinkle of
broken gl ass. A stray cat darted past them and in through the fl at

door-- G llian made a movenent, but M. Satterthwaite held her back, speaking
i ncoherently. "No, no--it's deadly-- no snell, nothing to warn you. A nere
whiff, and it's all over. Nobody knows quite how deadly it would be. It's

unli ke anything that's ever been tried before.” He was repeating the things
that Philip Easter had told himover the table at dinner. Gllian stared at
hi m unconprehendingly. Il Philip Eastney drew out his watch and | ooked at
It. It was just hal f-past eleven. For the past three-quarters of an hour he
had been pacing up and down the Enbankment. He | ooked out over the Thames and
then turned--to |l ook into the face of his dinner conmpanion. "That's odd," he
said, and | aughed. "W seemfated to run into each other tonight.” "If you
call it Fate." said M. Satterthwaite. Philip Eastney | ooked at him nore
attentively and his own expression changed. "Yes?" he said quietly. M.
Satterthwaite went straight to the point "I have just come from M ss West's
flat." "Yes?" The same voice, with the sane deadly quiet. ,'"We have--taken
a dead cat out of it." There was silence, then Eastney said-- "Wo are
you?" M. Satterthwaite spoke for some tinme. He recited the whole history of
events. "So you see, | was in tine," he ended up. He paused and added quite
gently-- "Have you anything--to say?" He expected something, sonme outburst,
some wild justification. But nothing came". "No," said Philip Eastney
quietly, and turned on his heel and wal ked away. M. Satterthwaite | ooked
after himtill his figure was swallowed up in the gloom In spite of hinself,
he had a strange fellowfeeling for Eastney, the feeling of an artist for
another artist, of a sentinentalist for a real lover, of a plain man for a
genius. At last he roused hinmself with a start and began to walk in the sane
direction as Eastney. A fog was beginning to cone up. Presently he net a
pol i ceman who | ooked at hi m suspiciously. "Did you hear a kind of splash just
now?" asked the policeman. "No," said M. Satterthwaite. The policeman was
peering out over the river. ,"Another of these suicides, | expect," he grunted
di sconsol ately."” They will do it." "I suppose,” said M. Satterthwaite, "that



they have their reasons." "Money, nostly,'
it's a woman," he said, as he prepared to nove away." It's not always their
fault, but sonme wonmen cause a lot of trouble."” "Some wonen," agreed M.
Satterthwaite softly. When the policeman had gone on, he sat down on a seat
with the fog comng up all around him and thought about Hel en of Troy, and
wondered if she were a nice, ordinary wonan, blessed or cursed with a

wonder ful face. CHAPTER NI NE THE DEAD HARLEQUI N MR. SATTERTHWAI TE wal ked
slowy up Bond Street enjoying the sunshine. He was, as usual, carefully and
beautifully [ dressed, and was bound for the Harchester Galleries where

there was an exhibition of the paintings of one Frank Bristow, a new and
hitherto unknown artist who showed signs of suddenly becom ng the rage. M.
Satterthwaite was a patron of the arts. As M. Satterthwaite entered the
Harchester Galleries, he was greeted at once with a smle of pleased
recognition. "Good norning, M. Satterthwaite, | thought we should see you
before 1 ong. You know Bristow s work? Fine--very fine indeed. Quite unique of
its kind'" M. Satterthwaite purchased a catal ogue and stepped through the
open archway into the long roomwhere the artist's works were displayed. They
were water colours, executed with such extraordi nary techni que and finish that
they resenbl ed col oured etchings. M. Satterthwaite wal ked slowy round the
wal I s scrutinising and, on the whole, approving. He thought that this young
man deserved to arrive. Here was originality, vision, and a nost severe and
exacting techni que. There were crudities, of course. That was only to be
expect ed--but there was al so sonething closely allied to genius. M.
Satterthwaite paused before a little masterpiece representing Westninster
Bridge with its crowd of buses, trans and hurrying pedestrians. A tiny thing
and wonderfully perfect. It was called, he noted, The Ant Heap. He passed on
and quite suddenly drew in his breath with a gasp, his imagination held and
riveted. The picture was called the Dead Harl equin. The forefront of it
represented a floor of inlaid squares of black and white marble. In the niddle
of the floor lay Harlequin on his back with his arns outstretched, in his
notl ey of black and red. Behind himwas a w ndow and outside that w ndow,
gazing in at the figure on the floor, was what appeared to be the same nman

sil houetted against the red gl ow of the setting sun. The picture excited M.
Satterthwaite for two reasons, the first was that he recogni sed, or thought
that he recogni sed, the face of the man in the picture. It bore a distinct
resenbl ance to a certain M. Qin, an acquai ntance whom M. Satterthwaite had
encountered once or twi ce under somewhat nystifying circunstances. "Surely I
can't be nmistaken,” he nmurnured. "If it is so-- what does it nean?" For it
had been M. Satterthwaite's experience that every appearance of M. Qin had
sonme distinct significance attaching to it. There was, as already mnentioned,
a second reason for M. Satterthwaite's interest. He recogni sed the scene of
the picture. "The Terrace Room at Charnley," said M.

Satterthwaite. "Curious--and very interesting." He | ooked with nore
attention at the picture, wondering what exactly had been in the artist's

m nd. One Harlequin dead on the floor, another Harl equin | ooking through the
wi ndow-or was it the sane Harl equin? He noved slowy along the walls gazing
at other pictures with unseeing eyes, with his mnd al ways busy on the sane
subject. He was excited Life, which had seemed a little drab this norning, was
drab no longer. He knew quite certainly that he was on the threshold of
exciting and interesting events. He crossed to the table where sat M. Cobb, a
dignitary of the Harchester Galleries, whomhe had known for many years. "I
have a fancy for buying no. 39," he said, "if it is not already sold." M.
Cobb consulted a | edger. "The pick of the bunch,"” he murmured, "quite a
little gem isn't It? No, it is not sold." he quoted a price. "It is a good

i nvestment, M. Satterthwaite. You will have to pay three times as nuch for it
this time next year." "That is always said on these occasions,”" said M.
Satterthwaite, snmiling. "Well, and haven't | been right?" demanded M. Cobb."
| don't believe if you were to sell your collection, M. Satterthwaite, that a
single picture would fetch less than you gave for it." "I will buy this
picture," said M. Satterthwaite.” |I will give you a cheque now." "You won't

said the policemn." Sonetinmes



regret it. We believe in Bristow." '"He is a young man?" "Twenty-seven or
eight, | should say." "I should like to neet him" said M. Satterthwaite.'

Perhaps he will cone and dine with me one night?" "I can give you his

address. | amsure he would | eap at the chance. Your nane stands for a good
deal in the artistic world." "You flatter nme," said M. Satterthwaite, and
was goi ng on when M. Cobb interrupted-- "here he is now | wll introduce

you to himright away." He rose frombehind his table. M. Satterthwaite
acconpanied himto where a big, clunmsy young man was | eani ng agai nst the wall
surveying the world at |arge frombehind the barricade of a ferocious

scow . M. Cobb made the necessary introductions and M. Satterthwaite mde a
formal and gracious little speech. "I have just had the pleasure of acquiring
one of your pictures--The Dead Harlequin." "OCh! Well, you won't lose by It,"
said M. Bristow ungraciously. "It's a bit of damed good work, although |I say
it." "l can see that," said M. Satterthwaite." Your work interests ne very
much, M. Bristow It is extraordinarily mature for so young a man. | wonder

if you would give ne the pleasure of dining with me one night? Are you engaged
this evening?" "As a matter of fact, | amnot," said M. Bristow, still with
no overdone appearance of graciousness. "Then shall we say eight o'clock?"
said M. Satterthwaite. "Here is nmy card with the address on it." "Oh, all
right,"” said M. Bristow. "Thanks," he added as a somewhat obvi ous
afterthought. "A young nman who has a poor opinion of hinmself and is afraid
that the world should share it." Such was M. Satterthwaite's suming up as
he stepped out into the sunshine of Bond Street, and M. Satterthwaite's
judgment of his fellow men was sel dom far astray. Frank Bristow arrived about
five mnutes past eight to find his host and a third guest awaiting him The
ot her guest was introduced as a Col onel Monckton They went in to dinner al npst
i medi ately. There was a fourth place laid at the oval mahogany table and M.

Satterthwaite uttered a word of explanation. "I half expected ny friend, M.
Quin, mght drop in," he said. "I wonder if you have ever net him M. Harley
" Qin?" "l never nmeet people," grow ed Bristow Colonel Mnckton stared at

the artist with the detached interest he m ght have accorded to a new species
of jelly fish M. Satterthwaite exerted hinself to keep the ball of
conversation rolling am cably. "I took a special interest in that picture of
yours because | thought | recognised the scene of it as being the Terrace Room
at Charnley. Was | right?" As the artist nodded, he went on." That is very

interesting. | have stayed at Charnley several times nyself in the past.

Per haps you know sone of the famly?" "No, | don't!" said Bristow. "That sort
of famly wouldn't care to know nme. | went there in a charabanc." "Dear ne,"
sai d Col onel Monckton for the sake of saying sonething. "In a charabanc!" Dear
me."' Frank Bristow scowm ed at him "Wy not?" he demanded ferociously. Poor
Col onel Monckton was taken aback He | ooked reproachfully at M. Satterthwaite
as though to say-- "These prinmtive forms of |life may be interesting to you
as a naturalist, but why drag me in?" "Ch, beastly things, charabancs!" he
said. "They jolt you so going over the bunps.” "If you can't afford a Rolls
Royce you have got to go in charabancs,"” said Bristow fiercely. Col onel
Monckton stared at him M. Satterthwaite thought-- "Unless | can manage to
put this young man at his ease we are going to have a very distressing
evening." "Charnl ey always fascinated ne," he said. "I have been there only
once since the tragedy. A grim house--and a ghostly one." "That's true," said

Bristow. "There are actually two authentic ghosts,” said Mnckton. "They say
that Charles | wal ks up and down the terrace with his head under his arm-|
have forgotten why, I'msure. Then there is the Weping Lady with the Silver

Ewer, who is always seen after one of the Charnleys dies." "Tosh," said
Bristow scornfully. "They have certainly been a very ill-fated famly," said
M. Satterthwaite hurriedly." Four holders of the title have died a viol ent
death and the late Lord Charnley committed suicide." "A ghastly business,"
said Monckton gravely." | was there when it happened." "Let ne see, that nust
be fourteen years ago," said M. Satterthwaite, "the house has been shut up
ever since.” "l don't wonder at that," said Monckton." It nust have been a

terrible shock for a young girl. They had been married a nonth, just honme from



t heir honeynoon. Big fancy dress ball to celebrate their home-com ng. Just as
the guests were starting to arrive Charnley | ocked hinself into the Gak

Parl our and shot hinself. That sort of thing isn't done. | beg your

pardon?" He turned his head sharply to the left and | ooked across at M.
Satterthwaite with an apol ogetic |augh. "I am beginning to get the jinjans,
Satterthwaite. | thought for a nonent there was soneone sitting in that enpty
chair and that he said sonething to ne. "Yes," he went on after a minute or
two, "it was a pretty ghastly shock to Alix Charnley. She was one of the
prettiest girls you could see anywhere and cram full of what people call the
joy of living, and now they say she is |like a ghost herself. Not that | have
seen her for years. | believe she lives abroad nost of the time." "And the
boy?" "The boy is at Eton. \What he will do when he conmes of age | don't know.
I don't think, sonehow, that he will reopen the old place." "It would make a
good Peopl e's Pleasure Park," said Bristow Colonel Mnckton | ooked at him
with cold abhorrence. "No, no, you don't really nmean that," said M.
Satter-thwaite." You woul dn't have painted that picture if you did.

Tradition and atnmosphere are intangi ble things. They take centuries to build
up and if you destroyed themyou couldn't rebuild themagain in twenty-four
hours." He rose. "Let us go into the snoking-room | have sone photographs
there of Charnley which | should like to show you." One of M.
Satterthwaite's hobbies was amat eur photography. He was al so the proud aut hor
of a book, "Homes of My Friends." The friends in question were all rather
exalted and the book itself showed M. Satterthwaite forth in rather a nore
snobbi sh light than was really fair to him "That is a photograph | took of
the Terrace Room | ast year," he said. He handed it to Bristow. "You see it is
taken at al nost the sane angle as is shown in your picture. That is rather a
wonderful rug--it is a pity that photographs can't show col ouring."” "I
renmenber it," said Bristow, "a marvellous bit of colour. It glowed like a
flame. Al the sane it | ooked a bit incongruous there. The wong size for that
big roomwith its black and white squares. There is no rug anywhere else in
the room It spoils the whole effect--it was |ike a gigantic bl ood

stain." "Perhaps that gave you your idea for your picture?" said M.
Satterthwaite. "Perhaps it did," said Bristow thoughtfully. "On the face, of
it, one would naturally stage a tragedy in the little panelled room | eading
out of it." "The Oak Parlour," said Mdnckton. "Yes, that is the haunted room
ri ght enough. There is a Priests hiding hole there--a novabl e panel by the
fireplace. Tradition has it that Charles | was conceal ed there once. There
were two deaths fromduelling in that room And it was there, as | say, that
Reggi e Charnley shot hinmself." He took the photograph from Bristow s hand.
"Why, that is the Bokhara rug," he said, "worth a couple of thousand pounds, |
believe. Wien | was there it was in the Gak Parlour--the right place for it.

It looks silly on that great expanse of marble flags." M. Satterthwaite was
| ooking at the enpty chair which he had drawn up beside his. Then he said

t houghtfully--"1 wonder when it was noved?" "It nust have been recently. Wy,
I remenber having a conversation about it on the very day of the tragedy.
Charnley was saying it really ought to be kept under glass." M. Satterthwaite
shook his head." The house was shut up imediately after the tragedy and
everything was left exactly as it was." Bristow broke in with a question. He
had | aid aside his aggressive manner, "Wy did Lord Charnl ey shoot hinself?"
he asked. Col onel Mnckton shifted unconfortably in his chair. "No one ever

knew," he said vaguely. "l suppose," said M. Satterthwaite slowy, "that it
was suicide." The Col onel |ooked at himin blank astoni shnent. "Suicide," he
said, "why, of course it was suicide. My dear fellow, | was there in the house

myself." M. Satterthwaite | ooked towards the enpty chair at his side and,
smling to hinself as though at some hidden joke the others could not see, he
said quietly-- "Sonmetimes one sees things nore clearly years afterwards than
one could possibly at the time." "Nonsense," spluttered Monckton, "arrant
nonsense! How can you possibly see things better when they are vague in your
menory instead of clear and sharp?" But M. Satterthwaite was reinforced from
an unexpected quarter. "I know what you nean," said the artist. "I should say



that possibly you were right. It is a question of proportion, isn't it? And
nore than proportion probably. Relativity and all that sort of thing." "If
you ask ne," said the Colonel, "all this Einstein business is a |lot of dashed
nonsense. So are spiritualists and the spook of one's grandmother!" He gl ared
round fiercely. "OfF course it was suicide,” he went on. "Didn't | practically
see the thing happen with my own eyes?" "Tell us about it," said M.
Satterthwaite, "so that we shall see it with our eyes also."™ Wth a sonmewhat
mol lified grunt the Col onel settled hinmself nore confortably in his

chair. "The whol e thing was extraordinarily unexpected," he began. "Charnl ey
had been his usual normal self. There was a big party staying in the house for
this ball. No one could ever have guessed he would go and shoot hinself just
as the guests began arriving." "It would have been better taste if he had
waited until they had gone," said M. Satterthwaite. "Of course it woul d.
Dammed bad taste--to do a thing like that." "Uncharacteristic," said M.
Satterthwaite. "Yes," admitted Monckton, "it wasn't like Charnley." "And yet
it was suicide?" "OF course it was suicide. Wiy, there were three or four of
us there at the top of the stairs. Myself, the Gstrander girl, Al gie
Darcy--oh, and one or two others. Charnley passed along the hall bel ow and
went into the Gak Parlour., The Ostrander girl said there was a ghastly | ook
on his face and his eyes were staring--but, of course, that is nonsense-- she
couldn't even see his face fromwhere we were--but he did walk in a hunched
way, as if he had the weight of the world on his shoulders. One of the girls

called to him-shel was sonebody's governess, | think, whom Lady Charnl ey had
included in the party out of kindness. She was |ooking for himwi th a nessage.
She called out Lord Charnley, Lady Charnley wants to know----- " he paid no

attention and went into the Gak Parlour and slamed the door and we heard the
key turn in the lock. Then, one minute after, we heard the shot. "W rushed
down to the hall. There is another door fromthe Oak Parlour |eading into the
Terrace Room We tried that but it was |ocked, too. In the end we had to break
t he door down. Charnley was lying on the floor--dead-- with a pistol close
besi de his right hand. Now, what could that have been but suicide? Accident?
Don't tell ne. There is only one other possibility--mnmurder--and you can't have

murder without a murderer. You adnmit that, | suppose.” "The nurderer m ght
have escaped," suggested M. Satterthwaite. "That is inmpossible. If you have
a bit of paper and a pencil | will draw you a plan of the place. There are two

doors into the Gak Parlour, one into the hall and one into the Terrace Room
Bot h these doors were locked in the inside and the keys were in the | ocks."
"The wi ndow?" "Shut, and the shutters fastened across it." There was a
pause. "So that is that," said Colonel Mnckton triunmphantly. "It certainly
seens to be," said M. Satterthwaite sadly. ,"Mnd you," said the Col onel

"al though I was | aughing just now at the spiritualists, | don't mnd admtting
that there was a deuced rummy at nosphere about the place-- about that roomin
particular. There are several bullet holes in the panels of the walls, the
results of the duels that took place in that room and there is a queer stain
on the floor, that always cones back though they have replaced the wood

several times. | suppose there will be another blood stain on the floor
now- - poor Charnley's bl ood." "Was there nuch bl ood?" asked M. Satterthwaite.
"Very little--curiously little--so the doctor said." "Were did he shoot

hi msel f, through the head?" "No, through the heart."” "That is not the easy
way to do it," said Bristow "Frightfully difficult to know where one's heart
is. | should never do it that way nmyself." M. Satterthwaite shook his head.
He was vaguely dissatisfied. He had hoped to get at sonething--he hardly knew
what . Col onel Monckton went on. "It is a spooky place, Charnley. O course,

didn't see anything." "You didn't see the Weping Lady with the Silver
Ewer?" "No, | did not, sir," said the Colonel enphatically. "But | expect

every servant in the place swore they did." "Superstition was the curse of
the Mddle Ages," said Bristow "There are still traces of it here and there,
but thank goodness, we axe getting free fromit." "Superstition,"” nused M.

Satterthwaite, his eyes turned again to the enpty chair. "Sonetinmes, don't you
think-- it mght be useful?" Bristow stared at him "Useful, that's a queer



word." "Well, | hope you are convinced now, Satterthwaite," said the

Col onel "Oh, quite," said M. Satterthwaite. "On the face of it, it seens
odd--so purposeless for a newy-married man, young, rich, happy, celebrating
hi s home-com ng--curious--but | agree there is no getting away fromthe

facts." He repeated softly, "The facts," and frowned. "I suppose the
interesting thing is a thing we none of us will ever know, " said Monckton

"the story behind it all. OF course there were runmours--all sorts of runours.
You know t he kind of things people say." "But no one knew anything," said M.
Satterthwaite thoughtfully. "It's not a best seller mystery, is it?" remarked
Bristow. "No one gained by the man's death." "No one except an unborn child,"

said M. Satterthwaite. Monckton gave a sharp chuckle. "Rather a blow to poor
Hugo Charnley," he observed. "As soon as it was known that there was going to
be a child he had the graceful task of sitting tight and waiting to see if it
woul d be a girl or boy. Rather an anxious wait for his creditors, too. In the
end a boy it was and a di sappointment for the ot of them" "WAs the w dow
very di sconsol ate?" asked Bristow. "Poor child," said Mnckton, "I shal

never forget her. She didn't cry or break down or anything. She was |ike
somet hi ng--frozen. As | say, she shut up the house shortly afterwards and, as

far as | know, it has never been reopened since." "So we are left in the dark
as to notive," said Bristoww th a slight [augh. "Another nman or anot her

worman, it nust have been one or the other, eh?" "It seens like it," said M.
Satterthwaite. "And the betting is strongly on another woman," continued
Bristow, "since the fair widow has not married again. | hate woren," he added
di spassionately. M. Satterthwaite sniled a little and Frank Bristow saw the
sm |l e and pounced upon it. "You may snile," he said, "but | do. They upset
everything. They interfere. They get between you and your work. They--1 only
once net a woman who was--well, interesting."” "I thought there would be one,"
said M. Satterthwaite. "Not in the way you nmean. |--1 just net her casually.
As a.matter of fact--it was in a train. After all," he added defiantly, "why
shoul dn't one neet people in trains?" "Certainly, certainly," said M.
Satterthwaite soothingly, "a train is as good a place as anywhere else." "It
was conming down fromthe North. We had the carriage to ourselves. | don't know
why, but we began to talk. | don't know her nane and | don't suppose | shal
ever nmeet her again. | don't knowthat | want to. It night be--a pity." he

paused, struggling to express hinself. "She wasn't quite real, you know
Shadowy. Like one of the people who conme out of the hills in Gaelic fairy
tales.” M. Satterthwaite nodded gently. His imagination pictured the scene
easily enough. The very positive and realistic Bristow and a figure that was
silvery and ghostly--shadowy, as Bristow had said. "I suppose if sonething
very terrible had happened, so terrible as to be al nbst unbearabl e, one m ght
get like that. One mght run away fromreality into a half world of one's own
and then, of course, after a time, one wouldn't be able to get back." "Was
that what had happened to her?" asked M. Satterthwaite curiously. "I don't
know," said Bristow "She didn't tell me anything, | amonly guessing. One has
to guess if one is going to get anywhere" "Yes," said M. Satterthwaite
slowmy, "One has to guess." He | ooked up as the door opened. He | ooked up
qui ckly and expectantly but the butler's words di sappointed him "A | ady,
sir, has called to see you on very urgent business. Mss Aspasia Gden." M.
Satterthwaite rose in some astoni shnment. He knew t he nane of Aspasia den. Wo
in London did not? First | advertised as the Woman with the Scarf, she had
given a series of matinees single-handed that had taken London by storm Wth
the aid of her scarf she had inpersonated rapidly various characters. In turn
the scarf had been the coif of a nun, the shawl of a mll-worker, the

head- dress of a peasant and a hundred ot her things, and in each inpersonation
Aspasia G en had been totally and utterly different. As an artist, M.
Satterthwaite paid full reverence to her. As it happened, he had never made
her acquai ntance. A call upon himat this unusual hour intrigued himgreatly.
Wth a few words of apology to the others he left the roomand crossed the
hall to the drawing-room Mss Gen was sitting in the very centre of a | arge
settee uphol stered in gold brocade. So poi sed she donmi nated the room M.



Satterthwaite perceived at once that she meant to dom nate the situation
Curiously enough, his first feeling was one of repul sion. He had been a
sincere admrer of Aspasia Gen's art. Her personality, as conveyed to him
over the footlights, had been appealing and synpathetic. Her effects there had
been wi stful and suggestive rather than commandi ng. But now, face to face with
the wonman herself, he received a totally different inpression. There was sone
t hi ng hard--bol d--forceful about her. She was tall and dark, possibly about
thirty-five years of age. She was undoubtedly very good-1| ooking and she
clearly relied upon the fact. "You must forgive this unconventional call, M.
Satterthwaite," she said. Her voice was full and rich and seductive. "I won't
say that | have wanted to know you for a long time, but I amglad of the
excuse. As for com ng tonight"--she | aughed--"well, when | want a thing,
sinply can't wait. When | want a thing, | sinply nust have it." "Any excuse
t hat has brought ne such a charming | ady guest nust be wel coned by ne," said
M. Satterthwaite in an ol d-fashioned gallant nanner. " ow nice you are to

me," said Aspasia Gen. "My dear lady," said M. Satterthwaite,” may | thank
you here and now for the pleasure you have so often given nme-- in ny seat in
the stalls.” She smiled delightfully at him "I amcomng straight to the
point. | was at the Harchester Galleries to-day. | saw a picture there
sinmply couldn't live without. | wanted to buy it and | couldn't because you
had al ready bought it. So"--she paused--"I do want it so," she went on. "Dear
M. Satterthwaite, | sinply must have it. | brought ny cheque book." She

| ooked at hi m hopefully." Everyone tells me you arc so frightfully kind.
People are kind to ne, you know. It is very bad for ne--but there it is." So
these were Aspasia G en's nmethods. M. Satterthwaite was inwardly coldly
critical of this ultra-femninity and of this spoilt child pose. It ought to
appeal to him he supposed, but it didn't. Aspasia G en had made a m st ake.
She had judged himas an elderly dilettante, easily flattered by a pretty
worman. But M. Satterthwaite behind his gallant manner had a shrewd and
critical mnd. He saw people pretty well as they were, not as they w shed to
appear to him He saw before him not a charm ng woman pl eading for a whim

but a ruthless egoist determned to get her own way for some reason which was
obscure to him And he knew quite certainly that Aspasia den was not going to
get her own way. He was not going to give up the picture of the Dead Harl equin
to her. He sought rapidly in his mnd for the best way of circunventing her

wi t hout overt rudeness. "l amsure,"” he said, "that everyone gives you your
own way as often as they can and is only too delighted to do so." "Then you
are really going to let me have the picture?” M. Satterthwaite shook his head
slowy and regretfully. "I amafraid that is inmpossible. You see"--he
paused--"1 bought that picture for a lady. It is a present." "OCh! but
surely------ " The tel ephone on the table rang sharply. Wth a murmured word
of excuse M. Satterthwaite took up the receiver. A voice spoke to him a
small, cold voice that sounded very far away. "Can | speak to M.
Satterthwaite, please?" "It is M. Satterthwaite speaking"” "I am Lady
Charnley, Alix Charnley. | daresay you don't renenber me, M. Satterthwaite,

it is a great many years since we nmet." "My dear Alix. O course, | renenber
you." "There is sonething | wanted to ask you. | was at the Harchester
Galleries at an exhibition of pictures today, there was one call ed The Dead
Har | equi n, perhaps you recognised it--it was the Terrace Room at Charnl ey.

I--1 want to have that picture. It was sold to you." She paused. "M.
Satterthwaite, for reasons of my own | want that picture. WII you resell it
to me?" M. Satterthwaite thought to himself--"Why, this is a mracle." As
he spoke into the receiver he was thankful that Aspasia den could only hear
one side of the conversation. "If you will accept my gift, dear lady, it wll
make ne very happy." He heard a sharp exclamati on behind himand hurried

on. "l bought it for you. | did indeed. But listen, | nmy dear Alix, | want to
ask you to do ne a great favour, if you will." "Of course. M. Satterthwaite,
| amso very grateful." He went on. "I want you to conme round now to ny
house, at once." There was a slight pause and then she answered quietly--"1I
will come at once.” M. Satterthwaite put down the receiver and turned to



M ss den. She said quickly and angrily--"That was the picture you were
tal ki ng about?" "Yes," said M. Satterthwaite, "the lady to whom | am
presenting it is comng round to this house in a few m nutes." Suddenly
Aspasia G en's face broke once nmore into smles. "You will give me a chance
of persuading her to turn the picture over to me?" "I will give you a chance
of persuading her." Inwardly he was strangely excited. He was in the mdst of
a drama that was shaping itself to sone foredooned end. He, the | ooker on, was
pl aying a star part. He turned to Mss Gen. "WIIl you conme into the other
roomwith me? | should like you to neet sone friends of mne." He held the
door open for her and, crossing the hall, opened the door of the

smoki ng-room "M ss Gen," he said, "let nme introduce you to an old friend of
m ne, Col onel Monckton. M. Bristow, the painter of the picture you adnmire so
much." Then he started as a third figure rose fromthe chair which he had |eft

enpty beside his own. "I think you expected ne this evening," said M. Quin
"During your absence | introduced nyself to your friends. | amso glad | was
able to drop in." "My dear friend," said M. Satterthwaite, "l--1 have been
carrying on as well as | amable, but------ " he stopped before the slightly

sardonic glance of M. Quin's dark eyes. "Let me introduce you. M. Harley
Quin, Mss Aspasia Gen. "Was it fancy--or did she shrink back slightly. A
curious expression flitted over her face. Suddenly Bristow broke in

boi sterously. "I have got it." "Got what?" "Got hold of what was puzzling
me. There is a likeness, there is a distinct |likeness." he was staring
curiously at M. Quin. "You see it?"--he turned to M. Satterthwaite--"don't
you see a distinct likeness to the Harlequin of ny picture--the man | ooking in
t hrough the wi ndow?" It was no fancy this time. He distinctly heard Mss d en
draw in her breath sharply and even saw that she stepped back one pace. "I
told you that | was expecting sonmeone,” said M. Satterthwaite. He spoke with
an air of triunmph. "I rmust tell you that nmy friend, M. Qin, is a nost
extraordi nary person. He can unravel nysteries. He can nmake you see

things." "Are you a nmedium sir?" demanded Col onel Monckton, eyeing M. Quin
doubtfully. The latter smled and slowy shook his head. "M . Satterthwaite
exaggerates," he said quietly. "Once or twice when | have been with himhe has
done sone extraordi nary good deductive work. Way he puts the credit down to ne

| can't say. His nmpodesty, | suppose.” "No, no," said M. Satterthwaite
excitedly. "It isn't. You make ne see things--things that | ought to have seen
all along--that | actually have seen--but w thout knowing that | saw

them "™ "It sounds to me deuced conplicated," said Col onel Monckton. "Not
really,” said M. Quin. "The trouble Is that we are not content just to see
things--we will tack the wong interpretation on to the things we

see." Aspasia Gen turned to Frank Bristow. "I want to know," she said
nervously, "what put the idea of painting that picture into your

head?" Bristow shrugged his shoulders. "I don't quite know," he confessed.
"Somet hi ng about the place--about Charnley, | mean, took hold of ny

i magi nati on The big enpty room The terrace outside, the idea of ghosts and
things, | suppose. | have just been hearing the tale of the last Lord

Charnl ey, who shot hinsel f. Supposing you are dead, and your spirit lives on?
It nust be odd, you know. You nmight stand outside on the terrace | ooking in at

the wi ndow at your own dead body, and you woul d see everything." "Wat do you
mean?" said Aspasia G en. "See everything?' "Well, you would see what
happened. You would see------ " The door opened and the butler announced Lady

Charnley. M. Satterthwaite went to neet her. He had not seen her for nearly
thirteen years. He renenbered her as she once was, an eager, glowing girl. And
now he saw-a Frozen Lady. Very fair, very pale, with an air of drifting

rat her than wal ki ng, a snowfl ake driven at random by an icy breeze. Sonething
unreal about her. So cold, so far away. "It was very good of you to cone,"”
said M. Satterthwaite. He |l ed her forward. She made a half gesture of
recognition towards Mss @ en and then paused as the other nade no

response. "I amso sorry," she murmured, "but surely |I have net you
sonmewhere, haven't |?" "Over the footlights, perhaps," said M.
Satterthwaite. "This is Mss Aspasia G en, Lady Charnley." "I amvery pleased



to meet you, Lady Charnley," said Aspasia G en. Her voice had suddenly a
slight trans-Atlantic tinge to it. M. Satterthwaite was rem nded of one of

her various stage inpersonations. "Col onel Mnckton you know," continued M.
Satterthwaite, "and this is M. Bristow. " He saw a sudden faint tinge of
colour in her cheeks. "M. Bristow and | have net too," she said, and sniled
alittle. "In a train.” "And M. Harley Quin." He watched her closely, but
this time there was no flicker of recognition. He set a chair for her, and

t hen, seating hinself, he cleared his throat and spoke a little

nervously. "lI--this Is rather an unusual little gathering. It centres round
this picture. I--1 think that if we Iiked we could-- clear things up." "You
are not going to hold a stance, Satterthwaite?" asked Col onel Mnckton. "You
are very odd this evening." "No," said M. Satterthwaite, "not exactly a

seance. But ny friend, M. Quin, believes, and | agree, that one can, by
| ooki ng back over the past, see things as they were and not as they appeared

to be." "The past?" said Lady Charnley. "I am speaki ng of your husband's
suicide, Alix. |I knowit hurts you------ " "No," said Alix Charnley," it
doesn't hurt me. Nothing hurts me now " M. Satterthwaite thought of Frank

Bristow s words." She was not quite real you know. Shadowy, |ike one of those
peopl e who cone out of hills in Gaelic fairy tales." "Shadowy," he had call ed
her. That described her exactly. A shadow, a reflection of sonething else.
Where then was the real Alix, and his mnd answered quickly--"In the past.
Divided fromus by fourteen years of tine." "My dear," he said, "you frighten
me. You are like the Weeping Lady with the Silver Ewer." Crash! The coffee
cup on the table by Aspasia's elbow fell shattered to the floor. M.
Satterthwaite waved asi de her apol ogi es. He thought--"W are getting nearer

we are getting nearer every minute--but nearer to what?" "Let us take our

m nds back to that night fourteen years ago," he said." Lord Charnley killed

hi msel f. For what reason? No one knows." Lady Charnley stirred slightly in
her chair. "Lady Charnley knows," said Frank Bristow abruptly. "Nonsense,"
sai d Col onel Mnckton, then stopped, frowning at her curiously. She was

| ooki ng across at the artist. It was as though he drew the words out of her

She spoke, nodding her head slowy, and her voice was |like a snowflake, cold

and soft. "Yes, you are quite right. | know That is why as brig as | live |
can never go back to Charnley. That is why when nmy boy Dick wants ne to open
the place up and live there again | tell himit can't be done." "WIIl you
tell us the reason, Lady Charnley?" said M. Quin. She | ooked at him Then,
as though hypnoti sed, she spoke as quietly and naturally as a child. "I wll
tell you if you like. Nothing seens to matter very much now. | found a letter
anmong his papers and | destroyed it." "What letter?" said M. Qin. "The

letter fromthe girl--fromthat poor child. She was the Merriam s nursery
governess. He had--he had nade | ove to her--yes, while he was engaged to ne
just before we were married. And she--she was going to have a child too. She
wrote saying so, and that she was going to tell ne about it. So, you see, he
shot hinself." She | ooked round at them wearily and dreanmly like a child who

has repeated a lesson it knows too well. Colonel Mnckton blew his nose. "My
God," he said, "so that was it. Well, that explains things with a
vengeance." "Does it?" said M. Satterthwaite, "it doesn't explain one thing.

It doesn't explain why M. Bristow painted that picture. VWhat do you

mean?" M. Satterthwaite |ooked across at M. Quin as though for

encour agenment, and apparently got it, for he proceeded-- "Yes, | know | sound
mad to all of you, but that picture is the focus of the whole thing. W are

all here Toni ght because, of that picture. That picture had to be painted--
that is what | nean." "You nmean the uncanny influence of the OGak Parl our?"
began Col onel Mnckton. "No," said M. Satterthwaite. "Not the Oak Parl our.
The Terrace Room That is it! The spirit of the dead man standi ng outside the

wi ndow and | ooking in and seeing his own dead body on the floor." "Wich he
couldn't have done," said the Col onel, "because the body was in the Qak

Parl our." "Supposing it wasn't,"” said M. Satterthwaite, "supposing it was

exactly where M. Bristow saw it, saw it imaginatively, | nean, on the black

and white flags in front of the wi ndow " "You are tal king nonsense," said



Col onel Monckton, "if it was there we shouldn't have found it in the QCak
Parlour."™ "Not unless soneone carried it there," said M. Satterthwaite.

I "And in that case how could we have seen Charnley going in at the door of
the Oak Parlour?" inquired Col onel Monckton. "Well, you didn't see his face,
did you?" asked M. Satterthwaite. "What | nmean is, you saw a man going into
the Gak Parlour in fancy dress, | suppose." "Brocade things and a wig," said
Monckt on. "Just so, and you thought it was Lord Charnl ey because the girl
called out to himas Lord Charnley." "And because when we broke in a few
mnutes later there was only Lord Charnley there dead. You can't get away from
that, Satterthwaite." "No," said M. Satterthwaite, discouraged. "No--unless
there was a hiding-place of sone kind." "Weren't you sayi ng somet hi ng about
there being a Priests hole in that roon?" put in Frank Bristow "Ch!" cried

M. Satterthwaite. "Supposing------ ?" He waved a hand for silence and
sheltered his forehead with his other hand and then spoke slowy and
hesitatingly. "I have got an idea--it nay be just an idea, but | think it

hangs together. Supposi ng someone shot |lord Charnley. Shot himin the Terrace
Room Then he--and anot her person--dragged the body into the Gak Parl our. They
laid it down there with the pistol by its right hand. Now we go on to the next
step. It nust seem absolutely certain Lord Charnley has committed suicide.
think that could be done very easily. The man in his brocade and wi g passes
along the hall by the Cak Parl our door and soneone, to make sure of things,
calls out to himas Lord Charnley fromthe top of the stairs. He goes in and

| ocks both doors and fires a shot into the woodwork. There were bullet holes
already in that roomif you remenber, one nore wouldn't be noticed. He then
hides quietly in the secret chanber. The doors are broken open and peopl e rush
in. It seens certain that Lord Charnley has committed suicide. No other

hypothesis is even entertained.” "Well, | think that is bal derdash,” said
Col onel Mbnckton. "You forget that Charnley had a nmotive right enough for
suicide." "A letter found afterwards,” said M. Satterthwaite.” A lying

cruel letter witten by a very clever and unscrupulous little actress who

meant one day to be Lady Charnley herself."” "You nean?" "I mean the girl in
| eague with Hugo Charnley," said M. Satterthwaite. "You know, Mbnckton
everyone knows, that that man was a bl ackguard. He thought that he was certain
to come into the title." He turned sharply to Lady Charnley. "What was the
name of the girl who wote that letter?" "Mnica Ford," said Lady

Charnley. "Was It Monica Ford, Mnckton, who called out to Lord Charnley from

the top of the stairs?" "Yes, now you conme to speak of it, | believe it
was." "Oh, that's inmpossible,"” said Lady Charnley. "I--1 went to her about
it. She told ne it was all true. | only saw her once afterwards, but surely
she couldn't have been acting the whole tinme." M. Satterthwaite |ooked
across the roomat Aspasia Gen. "I think she could,” he said quietly. "I
think she had in her the makings of a very acconplished actress."” "There is

one thing you haven't got over," said Frank Bristow, "there would be bl ood on
the floor of the Terrace Room Bound to be. They couldn't clear that up in a
hurry. "No," admitted M. Satterthwaite, "but there is one thing a second or
t he Bokhara rug. Nobody ever saw the Bokhara rug in the Terrace Room before
that night." "I believe you are right," said Monckton, "but all the sane

t hose bl ood-stains would have to be cleared up some tine?" "Yes," said M.
Satterthwaite, "in the niddle of the night. A woman with a jug and basin could
go down the stairs and clear up the blood-stains quite easily." "But supposing
sonmeone saw her?" "It wouldn't matter,"” said M. Satterthwaite. "I am
speaki ng now of things as they are. | said a woman with a jug and basin. But

if I had said a Weeping Lady with a Silver BEwer that is what they would have
appeared, to be." He got up and went across to Aspasia G en. "That is what
you did, wasn't it?" He said. "They call you the 'Wnan with the Scarf' now,
but it was that night you played your first part, the 'Weping Lady with the
Silver BEwer.' That is why you knocked the coffee cup off that table just now
You were afraid when you saw that picture. You thought someone knew." Lady
Charnl ey stretched out a white accusing hand. "Mbnica Ford," she breathed. "I
recogni se you now." Aspasia G en sprang to her feet with a cry. She pushed



little M. Satterthwaite aside with a shove of the hand and stood shaking in
front of M. Quin. "So | was right. Someone did know Oh, | haven't been
deceived by this tonfoolery. This pretence of working things out." She
pointed at M. Quin. "You were there. You were there outside the w ndow

| ooking in. You saw what we did, Hugo and I. | knew there was soneone | ooki ng
in, | felt it all the tinme. And yet when | | ooked up, there was nobody there.
I knew someone was watching us. | thought once |I caught a glinpse of a face at

the window It has frightened ne all these years. And then | saw that picture
with you standing at the wi ndow and | recogni sed your face. You have known al
t hese years. Wiy did you break silence now? That is what | want to

know?" "Perhaps so that the dead may rest in peace," said M. Quin. Suddenly
Aspasia G en made a rush for the door and stood there flinging a few defiant
wor ds over her shoul der. "Do what you like. God knows there are w tnesses
enough to what | have been saying. | don't care, | don't care. | |oved Hugo
and | helped himwi th the ghastly business and he chucked ne afterwards. He
died | ast year. You can set the police on ny tracks if you like, but as that
little dried-up fellow there said, | ama pretty good actress. They will find
it hard to find nme. "She crashed the door behind her, and a noment |ater they
heard the sl am of the front door also. "Reggie," cried Lady Charnl ey,
"Reggie." The tears were stream ng down her face. "Ch, ny dear, my dear, | can
go back to Charnley now | can live there with Dickie. I can tell himwhat his
father was, the finest, the nost splendid man in all the world." "W nust
consult very seriously as to what nust be done in the matter," said Col one
Monckton. "Alix, my dear, if you will let nme take you hone |I shall be glad to
have a few words with you on the subject." Lady Charnley rose. She cane
across to M. Satterthwaite, and |laying both hands on his shoul ders, she

ki ssed himvery gently. "It is so wonderful to be alive again after being so
| ong dead," she said. "It was |ike being dead, you know. Thank you, dear M.
Satterthwaite.” She went out of the roomw th Col onel Mnckton. M.
Satterthwaite gazed after them A grunt from Frank Bristow whom he had
forgotten made himturn sharply round. "She is a lovely creature,"” said
Bristow noodily. "But she's not nearly so interesting as she was, " he said
gloomly. "There speaks the artist," said M. Satterthwaite. "Well, she
isn"t," said M. Bristow "I suppose | should only get the cold shoulder if
ever went butting in at Charnley. | don't want to go where | am not

wanted." "My dear young man," said M. Satterthwaite,” if you will think a
little less of the inpression you are maki ng on other people, you will, |

t hi nk, be w ser and happier. You would also do well to disabuse your m nd of
some very ol d-fashi oned notions, one of which is that birth has any
significance at all in our nodern conditions. You are one of those |arge
proportioned young nmen whom woren al ways consi der good-| ooki ng, and you have
possibly, if not certainly, genius. Just say that over to yourself ten tines
before you go to bed every night and in three nmonths time go and call on Lady
Charnley at Charnley. That is nmy advice to you, and | aman old man with

consi derabl e experience of the world." A very charm ng smle suddenly spread
over the artist's face. "You have been thunderingly good to me, " he said
suddenly. He seized M. Satterthwaite's hand and wung it in a powerful

grip. "I amno end grateful. | must be off now Thanks very nuch for one of
the nost extraordinary evenings | have ever spent." He | ooked round as though
to say good-bye to soneone el se and then started. "I say, sir, your friend
has gone. | never saw himgo. He is rather a queer bird, isn't he?" "He goes
and comes very suddenly,"” said M. Satterthwaite. "That is one of his
characteristics. One doesn't | always see himcome and go "Like Harl equin,"

said Frank Bristow, "he is invisible," and | aughed heartily at his own

j oke. CHAPTER TEN THE BI RD W TH THE BROKEN W NG MR SATTERTHWAI TE | ooked
out of the window. It was raining steadily. He shivered. Very few country
houses, he reflected, were really properly heated. It cheered himto think
that in a few hours tine he woul d be speedi ng towards London. Once one had
passed sixty years of age, London was really nuch the best place. He was
feeling a little old and pathetic. Mst of the menbers of the house party were



so young. Four of them had just gone off into the library to do table turning.
They had invited himto acconpany them but he had declined. He failed to
derive any anusenment fromthe nonotonous counting of the letters of the

al phabet and the usual neaningless junmble of letters that resulted. Yes,
London was the best place for him He was glad that he had declined Madge

Keel ey's invitation when she had rung up to invite himover to Laidell half an
hour ago. An adorable young person, certainly, but London was best. M.
Satterthwaite shivered again and renmenbered that the fire in the library was
usual ly a good one. He opened the door and adventured cautiously into the
darkened room "If I'mnot in the way------ " "Was that N or M? We shall have
to count again. No, of course not, M. Satterthwaite. Do you know, the npst
exciting things have been happening. The spirit says her nanme is Ada Spiers,
and John here is going to marry soneone call ed d adys Bun al nost

i medi ately.” M. Satterthwaite sat down in a big easy chair in front of the
fire. Hs eyelids drooped over his eyes and he dozed. Fromtime to tinme he
returned to consciousness, hearing fragments of speech. "It can't be PAB Z
L--not unless he's a Russian. John, you're shoving. | saw you. | believe it's
a new spirit come." Another interval of dozing. Then a name jerked himw de
awake. "Q U-1-N. Is that right?" "Yes, it's rapped once for 'Yes.'" Quin.
Have you a nessage for someone here? Yes. For ne? For John? For Sarah? For

Evel yn? No--but there's no one else. Ch! It's for M. Satterthwaite, perhaps?
It says "Yes." M. Satterthwaite, it's a message for you." "What does it
say?" M. Satterthwaite was broad awake now, sitting taut and erect in his
chair, his eyes shining. The table rocked and one of the girls

counted. "LAlI--it can't be--that doesn't make sense. No word begi ns

LAI." "Go on," said M. Satterthwaite, and the command in his voice was so
sharp that he was obeyed wi thout question. "LAIDEL and another L--0Ch! that
seens to be all." "Go on." "Tell us sone nore, please." A pause. "There
doesn't seemto be any nore. The table's gone quite dead. How silly." "No,"
said M. Satterthwaite thoughtfully. "I don't think it's silly." He rose and

left the room He went straight to the tel ephone. Presently he was

through. "Can | speak to M ss Keeley? Is that you, Madge, ny dear? | want to
change ny nmind, if | may, and accept your kind invitation. It is not so urgent
as | thought that | should get back to town. Yes--yes--1 will arrive in tine
for dinner." He hung up the receiver, a strange flush on his w thered cheeks.
M. Qin--the nysterious M. Harley Quin. M. Satterthwaite counted over on
his fingers the tines he had been brought into contact with that man of
nmystery Where M. Quin was concerned--things happened! \What had happened or
was going to happen--at Laidell? Whatever it was, there was work for him M.
Satterthwaite, to do. In some way or other, he would have an active part to

pl ay. He was sure of that. Laidell was a | arge house. Its owner, David

Keel ey, was one of those quiet men with indeterm nate personalities who seem
to count as part of the furniture. Their inconspicuous-ness has nothing to do
wi th brain power--David Keeley was a nost brilliant mathematician, and had
witten a book totally inconprehensible to ninety-nine hundreds of humanity.
But |like so many nmen of brilliant intellect, he radiated no bodily vigour or
magnetism It was a standing joke that David Keeley was a real "invisible
man." Footnen passed himby with the vegetabl es, and guests forgot to say how
do you do or good-bye. Hi s daughter Madge was very different. A fine

upst andi ng young woman, bursting with energy and life. Thorough, healthy and
normal , and extremely pretty. It was she who received M. Satterthwaite when

he arrived. "How nice of you to conme--after all." "Very delightful of you to
I et me change nmy mind. Madge, my dear, you're looking very well.” "Ch! I'm
al ways well." "Yes, | know But it's nore than that. You | ook--well, bloom ng

is the word | have in mnd. Has anythi ng happened ny dear?

Anyt hi ng--wel | --speci al ?" She | aughed--blushed a little. "It's too bad, M.
Satterthwaite. You al ways guess things." He took her hand. "So it's that, is
it? M. Right has cone along?" It was an ol d-fashioned term but Mudge did

not object to it. She rather liked M. Satterthwaite's ol d-fashi oned ways. "I
suppose so--yes. But nobody's supposed to know. It's a secret. But | don't



really mnd your knowing, M. Satterthwaite. You' re always so nice and

synpathetic." M. Satterthwaite thoroughly enjoyed romance at second hand. He
was sentinental and Victorian. "I nustn't ask who the lucky man is? Well,
then all | can say is that | hope he is worthy of the honour you are
conferring on him" Rather a duck, old M. Satterthwaite, thought

Madge. "On! we shall get on awfully well together, | think," she said. "You

see, we like doing the sane things, and that's so awfully inmportant, isn't it?
W've really got a lot in conmon--and we know all about each other and al

that. It's really been conming on for a long tinme. That gives one such a nice
safe feeling, doesn't it?" "Undoubtedly," said M. Satterthwaite. "But in ny
experi ence one can never really know all about anyone else. That is part of
the interest and charmof life.”" Ch! I'll risk it, said Madge, |aughing, and
they went up to dress for dinner. M. Satterthwaite was |ate. He had not
brought a valet, and having his things unpacked for himby a stranger always
flurried hima little. He cane down to find everyone assenbled, and in the
nodern style Madge nerely said--"OCh! Here's M. Satterthwaite. |'m starving
Let's go in." She led the way with a tall grey-haired womn--a woman of
striking personality. She had a very clear rather incisive voice, and her face
was clear cut and rather beautiful "How d'you do, Satterthwaite," said M.
Keeley. M. Satterthwaite junped. "How do you do," He said. "I'mafraid I
didn't see you." "Nobody does," said M. Keeley sadly. They went in. The
table was a | ow oval of mahogany. M. Satterthwaite was placed between his
young hostess and a short dark girl--a very hearty girl with a | oud voice and
a ringing determ ned | augh that expressed nore the determ nation to be
cheerful at all costs than any real mrth. Her name seened to be Doris, and
she was the type of young wonan M. Satterthwaite nost disliked. She had, he
considered, no artistic justification for existence. On Madge's other side
was a man of about thirty, whose |ikeness to the grey-haired woman procl ai ned
t hem not her and son. Next to him---- M. Satterthwaite caught his

breath. He didn't know what it was exactly. It was not beauty. It was
sonet hi ng el se--sonmet hing much nore el usive and intangi bl e than beauty. She
was listening to M. Keeley's rather ponderous dinner-table conversation, her
head bent a little sideways. She was there, it seenmed to M.
Satterthwaite--and yet she was not there! She was sonehow a great deal |ess
substantial than anyone el se seated round the oval table Something in the
droop of her body sideways was beautiful --was nore than beautiful. She | ooked
up--her eyes net M. Satterthwaite's for a nmonent across the table--and the
word he wanted | eapt to his mind. Enchantment--that was it. She had the
quality of enchantnment. She m ght have been one of those creatures who are
only hal f-human--one of the H dden People fromthe Hollow H lls. She nade
everyone el se | ook rather too real... But at the sane tine, in a queer way,
she stirred his pity. It was as though sem -humanity handi capped her. He
sought for a phrase and found it. "A bird with a broken wing," said M.
Satterthwaite. Satisfied, he turned his mnd back to the subject of Grl

Qui des and hoped that the girl Doris had not noticed his abstraction. Wen she
turned to the nman on the other side of her--a man M. Satterthwaite had hardly
noticed, he hinmself turned to Madge. "Who is the lady sitting next to your
father?" he asked in a |ow voice. Ms. G ahan? Ch, no! You nean Mbello.
Don't you know her? Mabell e Annesley. She was a O ydesl ey--one of the
ill-fated Clydesleys." He started. The ill-fated Cydesleys. He renmenbered. A
brot her had shot hinmself, a sister had been drowned, another had perished in
an earthquake. A queer dooned famly. This girl must be the youngest of

them His thoughts were recalled suddenly. Madge's hand touched his under the
tabl e. Everyone el se was tal king. She gave a faint inclination of her head to
her left. "That's him" she murnured ungrammatically. M. Satterthwaite
nodded quickly in conprehension. So this young Graham was the man of Madge's
choice. Well, she could hardly have done better as far as appearances
went--and M. Satterthwaite was a shrewd observer. A pleasant, |ikeable,

rather matter-of-fact young fellow. They'd nmake a nice pair--no nonsense about
ei ther of them -good healthy sociable young fol k. Laidell was run on



ol d-fashioned lines. The ladies left the dining-roomfirst. M. Satterthwaite
moved up to Graham and began to talk to him Hi s estinmate of the young man was
confirmed, yet there was sonmething that struck himas being not quite true to
type. Roger Grahamwas distrait, his mnd seened far away, his hand shook as
he replaced the glass on the table. "He's got sonething on his mnd," thought
M. Satterthwaite acutely. "Not nearly as inportant as he thinks it is, | dare
say. All the sane, | wonder what it is.”" M. Satterthwaite was in the habit
of swall owi ng a couple of digestive pastilles after neals. Having neglected to
bring themdown with him he went up to his roomto fetch them On his way
down to the drawi ng-room he passed along the long corridor on the ground
floor. About half-way along it was a room known as the terrace room As M.
Satterthwaite | ooked through the open doorway in passing, he stopped

short Moonlight was streaming into the room The latticed panes gave it a
queer rhythmc pattern. A figure was sitting on the | ow wi ndow sill, drooping
alittle sideways and softly twanging the string of a ukelele--not in a jazz
rhythm but in a far older rhythm the beat of fairy horses riding on fairy
hills. M. Satterthwaite stood fascinated. She wore a dress of dull dark blue
chiffon, ruched and pleated so that it |ooked like the feathers of a bird. She
bent over the instrunent, crooning to it He cane into the room-slowy, step
by step. He was close to her when she | ooked up and saw him She didn't start,
he noticed, or seemsurprised. "I hope I'mnot intruding," he

began. "Pl ease--sit down." He sat near her on a polished oak chair. She
hummed softly under her breath. "There's a | ot of magic about tonight," she
said. "Don't you think so?" "Yes, there was a | ot of magic about." "They
wanted me to fetch ny uke," she explained. "And as | passed here, | thought it
woul d be so lovely to be alone here--in the dark and the moon." "Then
[------ "M. Satterthwaite half rose, but she stopped him "Don't go. You--you
fit in, somehow It's queer, but you do." He sat down again. "It's been a
gqueer sort of evening," she said. "I was out In the woods late this afternoon
and | met a man--such a strange sort of man--tall and dark, like a |ost soul
The sun was setting, and the light of it through the trees made himl ook |ike
a kind of Harlequin." "Ah!" M. Satterthwaite |leant forward--his interest

qui ckened. "I wanted to speak to hi m-he--he | ooked so |ike sonebody | know.
But | lost himin the trees.” "I think I know him" said M.

Satterthwaite. "Do you? He is--interesting, isn't he?" "Yes, he is
interesting." There was a pause. M. Satterthwaite was perplexed. There was
somet hing, he felt, that he ought to do--and he didn't know what it was. But
surely--surely, it had to do with this girl He said rather

clumsily-- "Sometines--when one i s unhappy--one wants to get
away- - - - - - " "Yes. That's true. "She broke off suddenly. "Ch! | see what you
mean. But you're wong. It's just the other-- way round. | wanted to be al one

because |I'm happy." "Happy?" "Terribly happy." She spoke quite quietly, but
M. Satterthwaite had a sudden sense of shock. Wat this strange girl neant by
bei ng happy wasn't the same as Madge Keel ey woul d have nmeant by the sane

wor ds. Happi ness, for Mabelle Annesley, neant tone kind of intense and vivid
ecstasy... something that was not only human, but nore than human. He shrank
back a little. "lI--didn't know, " he said clunsily. "Of course you couldn't.
And it's not--the actual thing--1'mnot happy yet--but I1'mgoing to be." She

| eaned forward. "Do you know what it's like to stand in a wood--a big wood

wi th dark shadows and trees very close all round you--a wood you ni ght never

get out of--and then, suddenly--just in front of you, you see the country of
your dreamns--shining and beautiful --you' ve only got to step out fromthe trees

and the darkness and you've found it..." "So many things | ook beautiful,k"
said M. Satterthwaite, "before we've reached them Sone of the ugliest things
in the world | ook the npst beautiful..." There was a step on the floor. M.

Satterthwaite turned his head. A fair man with a stupid, rather wooden face,
stood there. He was the man M. Satterthwaite had hardly noticed at the

di nner-table. "They're waiting for you, Mabelle," he said. She got up, the
expressi on had gone out of her face, her voice was flat and calm "I'm

com ng, Cerard," she said. "lI've been talking to M. Satterthwaite." She went



out of the room M. Satterthwaite follow ng. He turned his head over his
shoul der as he went and caught the expression on her husband's face. A hungry
despairing | ook. "Enchantnent," thought M. Satterthwaite. "He feels it right
enough. Poor fellow-poor fellow " The draw ng-roomwas well |ighted. Madge
and Doris Coles were vociferous in reproaches. "Mabelle, you little
beast--you' ve been ages." She sat on a | ow stool, tuned the ukel el e and sang.
They all joined in. "lIs it possible,” thought M. Satterthwaite, "that so
many idiotic songs could have been witten about My Baby." But he had to
admt that the syncopated wailing tunes were stirring. Though, of course, they
weren't a patch on the ol d-fashioned waltz. The air got very smoky. The
syncopated rhythm went on. "No conversation,” thought M. Satterthwaite. "No
good musk. No peace." He wi shed the world had not beconme definitely so

noi sy. Suddenly Mabell e Annesley broke off, smled across the roomat him
and began to sing a song of Gieg's. "My swan--ny fair one..." It was a
favourite of M. Satterthwaite's. He liked the note of ingenuous surprise at
the end. "Wert only a swan then? A swan then?" After that, the party broke
up. Madge offered drinks whilst her father picked up the discarded ukel el e and
began twanging it absent-mindedly. The party exchanged good-nights, drifted
nearer and nearer to the door. Everyone tal ked at once. Gerard Annesley

sl i pped away unostentatiously, leaving the others. Qutside the draw ng-room
door, M. Satterthwaite bade Ms. G aham a cerenoni ous good-ni ght. There were
two staircases, one close at hand, the other at the end of a long corridor. It
was by the latter that M. Satterthwaite reached his room Ms. G aham and her
son passed up the stairs near at hand whence the quiet Gerard Annesley had

al ready preceded them "You'd better get your ukelele, Mbelle," said Madge.
"You'll forget it in the morning if you don't. You' ve got to make such an
early start." "Cone on, M. Satterthwaite," said Doris Coles, seizing him
boi sterously by one arm "Early to bed--et cetera." Madge took him by the
other armand all three ran down the corridor to peals of Doris's |aughter
They paused at the end to wait for David Keel ey, who was followi ng at a nuch
nore sedate pace, turning out electric lights as he came. The four of them
went upstairs together. M. Satterthwaite was just preparing to descend to

t he di ni ng-room for breakfast on the follow ng norning, when there was a |ight
tap on the door and Madge Keel ey entered. Her face was dead white, and she was
shivering all over. "Oh, M. Satterthwaite." "My dear child, what's

happened?" he took her hand. "Mabell e--Mabelle Annesley..." "Yes?"' \What
had happened? What? Somet hing terrible--he knew that. Madge could hardly get
the words out. "She--she hanged herself last night... On the back of her

door. Oh! It's too horrible." She broke down--sobbing. Hanged herself.

| rpossi bl e. I nconprehensible | He said a few soothing ol d-fashi oned words to
Madge, and hurried downstairs. He found David Keel ey | ooking perpl exed and

i ncompetent. "I've telephoned to the police, Satterthwaite. Apparently that's
got to be done. So the doctor said. He's just finished exani ning
the--the--good lord, it's a beastly business. She must have been desperately
unhappy--to do it that way----- Queer that song | ast night. Swan song, eh?
She | ooked rather like a swan--a black swan." "Yes." "Swan Song," repeated
Keel ey. "Shows it was in her mnd, eh?" "It would seem so--yes, certainly it
woul d seem so." He hesitated, then asked if he mi ght see--if, that it... His
host conprehended the stamering request. "If you want to--1'd forgotten you
have a penchant for hunman tragedies." He |l ed the way up the broad staircase.
M. Satterthwaite followed him At the head of the stairs was the room
occupi ed by Roger Graham and opposite it, on the other side of the passage,

his mother's room The |latter door was ajar and a faint w sp of snoke floated
through it. A momentary surprise invaded M. Satterthwaite's mnd. He had not
judged Ms. Gahamto be a wonan who snoked so early in die day. |ndeed, he
had had the idea that she did not snoke at all. They went al ong the passage
to the end door but one. David Keeley entered the roomand M. Satterthwaite
foll omed him The room was not a very |large one and showed signs of a man's
occupation. A door in the wall led into a second room A bit of cut rope stil
dangl ed from a hook high up on the door. On the bed... M. Satterthwaite



stood for a minute | ooking down on the heap of huddl ed chiffon. He noticed
that it was ruched and pleated Iike the plumage of a bird. At the face, after
one gl ance, he did not | ook again. He glanced fromthe door with its dangling
rope to the communicati ng door through which they had cone. "Ws that

open?" "Yes. At least the maid says so." "Annesley slept in there? Did he
hear anything?" "He says--nothing." "Alnmost incredible,” rmurmured M.
Satterthwaite. He | ooked back at the formon the bed. "Were is

he?" "Annesl ey? He's downstairs with the doctor." They went downstairs to
find an Inspector of police had arrived. M. Satterthwaite was agreeably
surprised to recognise in himan old acquai ntance, |nspector Wnkfield. The

I nspector went upstairs with the doctor, and a few mnutes |ater a request
cane that all menbers of the house party should assenble in the

drawi ng-room The blinds had been drawn, and the whol e room had a funerea
aspect. Doris Coles | ooked frightened and subdued. Every now and then she
dabbed her eyes with a handkerchi ef. Madge was resolute and alert, her
feelings fully under control by now. Ms. G ahamwas conposed, as al ways, her
face grave and inpassive. The tragedy seened to have affected her son nore
keenly than anyone. He | ooked a positive weck this norning. David Keel ey, as
usual , had subsided into the background. The bereaved husband sat al one, a
little apart fromthe others. There was a queer dazed | ook about him as

t hough he could hardly realise what had taken place. M. Satterthwaite,
outwardly conposed, was inwardly seething with the inportance of a duty
shortly to be performed. Inspector Wnkfield, followed by Dr. Mrris, came in
and shut the door behind him He cleared his throat and spoke. "This is a

very sad occurrence--very sad, |I'msure. It's necessary, under the
circunmstances, that | should ask everybody a few questions. You'll not object,
I"msure. I'll begin with M. Annesley. You'll forgive my asking, sir, but had

your good | ady ever threatened to take her life?" M. Satterthwaite opened
his lips inpulsively, then closed them again. There was plenty of tinme. Better

not speak too soon. "l--no, | don't think so." His voice was so hesitating,
so peculiar, that everyone shot a covert glance at him "You're not sure,

sir?" "Yes--1'"m-quite sure. She didn't." "Ah! Were you aware that she was
unhappy in any way?" "No. |I--no, | wasn't." "She said nothing to you. About

feeling depressed, for instance?" "l--no, nothing." Whatever the |nspector
t hought, he said nothing. "lInstead he proceeded to his next point. "WII you
describe to ne briefly the events of last night?" "We--all went up to bed. |
fell asleep imediately and heard not hing. The housenni d' s scream aroused ne

this nmorning. | rushed into the adjoining roomand found ny w fe--and found
her------ " His voice broke. The Inspector nodded. "Yes, yes, that's quite
enough. W needn't go into that. Wien did you |l ast see your w fe the night

bef ore?" "l--downstairs." "Downstairs?" "Yes, we all left the draw ng-room
together. | went straight up leaving the others talking in the hall." "And

you didn't see your wife again? Didn't she say good-ni ght when she came up to
bed?" "I was asl eep when she cane up." "But she only followed you a few

mnutes later. That's right, isn't it, sir?" He |ooked at David Keel ey, who
nodded. "She hadn't cone up half an hour later." Annesley spoke stubbornly.
The Inspector's eyes strayed gently to Ms. Graham "She didn't stay in your
roomtal ki ng, Madan?" Did M. Satterthwaite fancy It, or was there a slight
pause before Ms. G ahamsaid with her customary quiet decision of nanner

-- "No, | went straight into ny roomand closed the door. | heard

not hi ng." "And you say, sir"--the Inspector had shifted his attention back to
Annesl ey--"that you slept and heard not hing. The conmuni cati ng door was open
was it not?" "l--1 believe so. But ny wife would have entered her room by the
ot her door fromthe corridor."™ "Even so, sir, there would have been certain
sounds--a choking noise, a drumm ng of heels on the door------ " "No." It was

M. Satterthwaite who spoke, inpetuously, unable to stop hinself. Every eye
turned towards himin surprise. He hinself becane nervous, stammered, and
turned pink. "lI--1 beg your pardon, Inspector. But | rnust speak. You are on
the wong track--the wong track altogether. Ms. Annesley did not kil
herself--1 am sure of it. She was nurdered." There was a dead silence, then



I nspector Wnkfield said quietly-- "What | eads you to say that, sir?" "I--it
is a feeling. A very strong feeling." "But | think, sir, there must be nore
than that to it. There nust be some particul ar reason.” Well, of course
there was a particular reason. There was the nysterious message from M. Qin.
But you couldn't tell a police inspector that. M. Satterthwaite cast about
desperately, and found something. "Last night--when we were talking together
she said she was very happy. Very happy--just that. That wasn't |ike a wonman

t hi nki ng of committing suicide."” He was triunphant. He added-- "She went
back to the drawi ng-roomto fetch her ukelele, so that she wouldn't forget it
in the norning. That didn't look like suicide either." "No," admtted the

I nspector. "No, perhaps it didn't." He turned to David Keeley. "Did she take
the ukelele upstairs with her?" The mathematician tried to renmenmber. "I

t hi nk--yes, she did. She went upstairs carrying it in her hand. | renenber
seeing it just as she turned the corner of the staircase before | turned off
the light down here" "Oh!" cried Madge. "But it's here now. " She pointed
dramatically to where the ukelele lay on a table. "That's curious," said the
I nspector. He stepped swiftly across and rang the bell. A brief order sent
the butler in search of the housenaid whose business it was to do the roonms in
the norning. She canme, and was quite positive in her answer. The ukel el e had
been there first thing that norni ng when she had dusted. Inspector Wnkfield
di sm ssed her and then said curtly-- "I would like to speak to M.
Satterthwaite in private, please. Everyone may go. But no one is to | eave the

house." M. Satterthwaite twittered into speech as soon as the door had

cl osed behind the others. "I--1 am sure, Inspector, that you have the case
excellently in hand. Excellently. | just felt that--having, as | say, a very
strong feeling------ " The Inspector arrested further speech with an upraised

hand. "You're quite right, M. Satterthwaite. The |ady was nmurdered." "You
knew it?" M. Satterthwaite was chagrined. "There were certain things that
puzzled Dr. Mrris." he | ooked across at the doctor, who had remai ned, and the
doctor assented to his statenent with a nod of the head. "W made a thorough
exam nation. The rope that was round her neck wasn't the rope that she was
strangled with--it was sonething nuch thinner that did the job, something nore
like awire. It had cut right into the flesh. The mark of the rope was
superinposed on it. She was strangl ed and then hung up on the door afterwards
to make it look |like suicide." "But who------ ?" "Yes," said the inspector.
"Who? That's the question. Wiat about the husband sl eepi ng next door, who
never said good-night to his wife and who heard nothing? | should say we
hadn't far to | ook. Miust find out what terns they were on. That's where you
can be useful to us, M. Satterthwaite. You' ve the ongtray here, and you can
get the hang of things in a way we can't. Find out what relations there were
between the two." "I hardly like------ " began M. Satterthwaite,

stiffening. "It won't be the first nmurder nystery you've helped us with |
renenber the case of Ms. Strangeways You've got a flair for that sort of
thing, sir. An absolute flair." Yes, it was true--he had a flair-- He said

quietly--"I will do nmy best, Inspector."” Had Gerard Annesley killed his w fe?
Had he? M. Satterthwaite recalled that |ook of msery last night. He | oved
her--and he was suffering. Suffering will drive a man to strange deeds. But

there was sonething el se--sone other factor. Mabelle had spoken of herself as
com ng out of a wood--she was | ooking forward to happi ness--not a quiet

rati onal happi ness--but a happiness that was irrational--a wild ecstasy... If
CGerard Annesl ey had spoken the truth, Mabelle had not come to her roomtill at
| east half an hour | ater than he had done. Yet David Keel ey had seen her going
up those stairs There were two other roons occupied in that wi ng. There was
Ms. Grahamis, and there was her son's. Her son's But he and Madge... Surely
Madge woul d have guessed... But Madge wasn't the guessing kind. Al the sane,
no snoke without fire-- Smoke! Ah! he renmenmbered. A wi sp of snoke curling
out through Ms. Graham s bedroom door. He acted an inpul se. Straight up the
stairs and into her room It was enpty. He closed the door behind hi mand!

| ocked it. He went across to the grate. A heap of charred fragnents. Very
gingerly he raked themover with his finger. Hs luck was in. In the very



centre were sone unburnt fragnents-- fragments of letters... Very disjointed
fragnents, but they told himsomething of value. "Life can be wonderful,

Roger darling. | never knew. .." "all nmy life has been a dreamtill | met you,
Roger..." " Gerard knows, | think... | amsorry but what can | do? Nothing
is real to me but you, Roger... We shall be together, soon. "What are you
going to tell himat Laidell, Roger? You wite strangely--but | am not
afraid..." Very carefully, M. Satterthwaite put the fragnents into an

envel ope fromthe witing-table. He went to the door, unlocked it and opened

it to find hinmself face to face with Ms. Graham It was an awkward noment,
and M. Satterthwaite was nonentarily out of countenance. He did what was,

per haps, the best thing, attacked the situation with sinplicity. "I have been
searching your room Ms. Gaham | have found sonethi ng--a packet of letters

i mperfectly burnt."” A wave of alarm passed over her face. It was gone in a
flash, but it had been there. "Letters from Ms. Annesley to your son." She

hesitated for a mnute, then said quietly--"That is so. | thought they would

be better burnt." "For what reason?" "My son is engaged to be nmarried. These
letters--if they had been brought into publicity through the poor girl's

sui ci de--m ght have caused much pain and trouble."™ "Your son could burn his

own letters. "She had no answer ready for that. M. Satterthwaite pursued his
advant age. "You found these letters in his room brought theminto your room
and burnt them Why? You were afraid, Ms. Graham™"™ "I amnot in the habit of
being afraid, M. Satterthwaite." "No--but this was a desperate case."
"Desperate?" "Your son nmight have been in danger of arrest--for mnurder."
"Murder!" He saw her face go white. He went on quickly--"You heard Ms.
Annesl ey go into your son's roomlast night. He had told her of his
engagerment? No, | see he hadn't. He told her then. They quarrelled, and

he------ " "That's a lie!'" They had been so absorbed in their duel of words
that they had not heard approachi ng footsteps. Roger G aham had come up behi nd
t hem unperceived by either. "It's all right, Mother. Don't--worry. Cone into

my room M. Satterthwaite.” M. Satterthwaite followed himinto his room
Ms. G aham had turned away and did not attenpt to foll ow them Roger G aham
shut the door. "Listen, M. Satterthwaite, you think |I killed Mabelle. You
think I strangl ed her--here--and took her along and hung her up on that

door--1l ater--when everyone was asleep?’” M. Satterthwaite stared at him Then

he said surprisingly -- "No, | do not think so." "Thank God for that. |
couldn't have killed Mabelle. I--1 loved her. O didn't I? | don't knowlIt's a
tangle that | can't explain. I'mfond of Madge--1 always have been. And she's
such a good sort. We suit each other. But Mabelle was different. It was--I
can't explain it--a sort of enchantment | was, | think--afraid of her." M.
Satterthwaite nodded. "It was madness--a kind of bew |l dering ecstasy... But
it was inpossible. It wouldn't have worked. That sort of thing--doesn't |ast.

I know what it neans now to have a spell cast over you." "Yes, it nust have
been like that," said M. Satterthwaite thoughtfully. "I--1 wanted to get out
of it all. I was going to tell Mabelle--last night." 'But you didn't?" "No,
| didn't," said Gahamslowy. "I swear to you, M. Satterthwaite, that I

never saw her after | said good-ni ght downstairs. believe you," said M.
Satterthwaite. He got up. It was not Roger G aham who had killed Mabelle
Annesl ey. He could have fled fromher, but he could not have killed her. He
had been afraid of her, afraid of that wild intangible fairy-like quality of
hers. He had known enchantnent--and turned his back on it. He had gone for the
safe sensible thing that he had known "woul d work" and had relinqui shed the

i ntangi bl e dream that m ght |ead himhe knew not where. He was a sensible
young man, and, as such, uninteresting to M. Satterthwaite, who was an arti st
and a connoisseur in life. He I eft Roger Grahamin his room and went
downst ai rs. The draw ng-room was enpty. Mabelle's ukelele |lay on a stool by
the window. He took it up and twanged it absent-m ndedly. He knew not hi ng of
the instrument, but his ear told himthat it was abom nably out of tune. He
turned a key experinentally. Doris Coles cane into the room She | ooked at
hi m reproachfully. "Poor Mabelle's uke," she said. Her clear condemation
made M. Satterthwaite feel obstinate. "Tune it for ne," he said, and



added--"If you can. O course | can," said Doris, wounded at the suggestion
of inconmpetence in any direction. She took it fromhim twanged a string,
turned a key briskly--and the string snapped. "Well, | never. Oh! | see--but
how extraordinary! It's the wong string--a size too big. It's an A string.
How stupid to put that on. O course it snaps when you try to tune it up. How
stupid people are."” "Yes," said M. Satterthwaite. "They are--even when they
try to be clever..." His tone was so odd that she stared at him He took the
ukel el e from her and renmoved the broken string. He went out of the room
holding it in his hand. In the library he found David Keeley. "Here," he

said. He held out the string. Keeley took it. "What's this?" "A broken
ukel el e string." He paused and then went on--"Wat did you do with the other
one?" "The other one?" "The one you strangled her with. You were very
clever, weren't you? It was done very quickly--just in that noment we were al

| aughing and talking in the hall. "Mabelle canme back into this roomfor her
ukel el e. You had taken the string off as you fiddled with it just before. You
caught her round the throat with it and strangl ed her. Then you cane out and

| ocked the door and joined us. Later, in the dead of night, you came down
and- - and di sposed of the body by hanging it on the door of her room And you
put another string on the ukelele--but it was the wong string, that's why you
were stupid. "There was a pause. "But why did you do it?" said M.
Satterthwaite. "In God's nanme, why?" M. Keeley |aughed, a funny giggling

little |laugh that nade M. Satterthwaite feel rather sick. "It was so very
simple,"” he said "That's why! And then--nobody ever noticed ne. Nobody ever
noti ced what | was doing. | thought--I thought I'd have the |augh of
them.." And again he gave that furtive little giggle and | ooked at M.

Satterthwaite with mad eyes. M. Satterthwaite was glad that at that nonent
I nspector Wnkfield cane into the room It was twenty-four hours later, on
his way to London, that M. Satterthwaite awoke froma doze to find a tal
dark man sitting opposite to himin the railway carriage. He was not

al toget her surprised. "My dear M. Quin!" "Yes--1 am here." M.
Satterthwaite said slowy--"1 can hardly face you. | am ashaned--|
failed." "Are you so sure of that?" "I did not save her." "But you

di scovered the truth?" "Yes--that is true. One or other of those young nen
m ght have been accused--mi ght even have been found guilty. So, at any rate, |
saved a man's |life. But, she--she-- that strange enchanting creature..." is
voi ce broke off. M. Quin |looked at him "lIs death the greatest evil that

can happen to anyone?" "Il--well--perhaps--No--" M. Satterthwaite
renenbered... Madge and Roger Graham .. Mabelle's face in the moonlight--its
serene unearthly happiness..."” "No," he admitted. "No--perhaps death is not

the greatest evil..." He remenbered the ruffled blue chiffon of her dress
that had seened to himlike the plumage of a bird... A bird with a broken

wi ng... When he | ooked up, he found hinmself alone. M. Quin was no |onger
there. But he had | eft sonething behind. On the seat was a roughly carved
bird fashi oned out of sone dimblue stone. It had, possibly, no great artistic
merit. But it had something else. It had the vague quality of

enchantment. So said M. Satterthwaite--and M. Satterthwaite was a

connoi sseur. CHAPTER ELEVEN THE WORLD' S END MR. SATTERTHWAI TE had come to
Corsi ca because of the Duchess. It was out of his beat. On the R viera he was
sure of his conforts, and to be confortable neant a ot to M. Satterthwaite.
But though he liked his confort, he also Iiked a Duchess. In his way, a

harm ess, gentlemanly, old-fashioned way, M. Satterthwaite was a snob. He
liked the best people. And the Duchess of Leith was a very authentic Duchess.
There were no Chicago pork butchers in her ancestry. She was the daughter of a
Duke as well as the wife of one. For the rest, she was rather a

shabby-1 ooki ng ol d | ady, a good deal given to black bead trinm ngs on her

cl othes. She had quantities of dianbnds in ol d-fashioned settings, and she
wore them as her nother before her had worn them - pinned all over her

i ndi scrimnately. Sonmeone had suggested once that the Duchess stood in the

m ddl e of the roomwhilst her maid flung brooches at her haphazard. She
subscri bed generously to charities, and | ooked well after her tenants and



dependents, but was extrenely mean over small sums. She cadged lifts from her
friends, and did her shopping in bargain basenents. The Duchess was seized
with a whimfor Corsica. Cannes bored her and she had a bitter argunent with
the hotel proprietor over the price of her roonms. "And you shall go with ne,
Satterthwaite," she said firmy. "W needn't be afraid of scandal at our tine
of life." M. Satterthwaite was delicately flattered. No one had ever

menti oned scandal in connection with himbefore. He was far too insignificant.
Scandal - -and a Duchess--delicious! "Picturesque you know," said the Duchess.
"Brigands-- all that sort of thing. And extrenmely cheap, so |I've heard. Manue
was positively inpudent this nmorning. These hotel proprietors need putting in
their place. They can't expect to get the best people if they go on like this.
| told himso plainly.” "I believe," said M. Satterthwaite, "that one can
fly over quite confortably. From Antibes." "They probably charge you a pretty
penny for it," said the Duchess sharply. "Find out, will you?" "Certainly,
Duchess." M. Satterthwaite was still in a flutter of gratification despite
the fact that his role was clearly to be that of a glorified courier. \Wen
she I earned the price of a passage by Avion, the Duchess turned it down
pronptly. "They needn't think I'mgoing to pay a ridiculous sumlike that to
go in one of their nasty dangerous things." So they went by boat, and M.
Satterthwaite endured ten hours of acute disconfort. To begin with, as the
boat sailed at seven, he took it for granted that there would be dinner on
board. But there was no dinner. The boat was small and the sea was rough. M.
Satterthwaite was decanted at Ajaccio in the early hours of the norning nore
dead than alive. The Duchess, on the contrary, was perfectly fresh. She never
m nded disconfort if she could feel she was savi ng noney. She waxed

ent husi astic over the scene on the quay, with the palmtrees and the rising
sun. The whol e popul ati on seenmed to have turned out to watch the arrival of
the boat, and the launching of the gangway was attended with excited cries and
directions. "On dirait," said a stout Frenchman who stood beside them "que
jamai s avant on a fait cette manoeuvre la!" "That maid of mne has been sick
all night,"” said the Duchess. "The girl's a perfect fool." M. Satterthwaite
smiled in a pallid fashion. "A waste of good food, | call it,"” continued the
Duchess robustly. "Did she get any food?" asked M. Satterthwaite

enviously. "1 happened to bring sone biscuits and a stick of chocol ate on
board with me," said the Duchess. "Wen | found there was no dinner to be got,
| gave the lot to her. The | ower classes always make such a fuss about going
without their nmeals.” Wth a cry of triunph the |aunching of the gangway was
acconpl i shed. A Musical Conedy chorus of brigands rushed aboard and wested
hand- | uggage fromthe passengers by main force. "Cone on, Satterthwaite,"
said the Duchess. "I want a hot bath and sone coffee.” So did M.
Satterthwaite. He was not wholly successful, however. They were received at
the hotel by a bowi ng nanager and were shown to their roons. The Duchess's had
a bathroom attached. M. Satterthwaite, however, was directed to a bath that
appeared to be situated in sonmebody el se's bedroom To expect the water to be
hot at that hour in the norning was, perhaps, unreasonable. Later he drank

i ntensely bl ack coffee, served in a pot without a lid. The shutters and the

wi ndow of his room had been flung open, and the crisp norning air came in
fragrantly. A day of dazzling blue and green. The waiter waved his hand with
a flourish to call attention to the view. "Ajaccio," he said solemly. "Le
pl us beau port du nonde!" And he departed abruptly. Looking out over the
deep blue of the bay, with the snow nountains beyond, M. Satterthwaite was
almost inclined to agree with him He finished his coffee, and |yi ng down on
the bed, fell fast asleep. At dejeuner the Duchess was in great spirits.
"This is just what will be good for you, Satterthwaite," she said. "Get you
out of all those dusty little ol d-maidi sh ways of yours." She swept a

| orgnette round the room "Upon ny word, there's Naom Carlton Snith." She
indicated a girl sitting by herself at a table in the window A

round-shoul dered girl, who slouched as she sat. Her dress appeared to be nade
of some kind of brown sacking. She had black hair, untidily bobbed. "An
artist?" asked M. Satterthwaite. He was al ways good at pl acing



people. "Quite right," said the Duchess. "Calls herself one anyway. | knew
she was mooching around in some queer quarter of the globe. Poor as a church
mouse, proud as Lucifer, and a bee in her bonnet like all the Carlton Smths.
Her mother was ny first cousin.” "She's one of the Knowton |ot then?" The
Duchess nodded. "Been her own worst eneny," she volunteered. "Cl ever girl
too. M xed herself up with a nost undesirable young man. One of that Chel sea
cromd. Wote plays or poenms or somnething unheal thy. Nobody took 'em of

course. Then he stole sonmebody's jewels and got caught out. | forget what they
gave him Five years, | think. But you nust remenber? It was | ast
winter." "Last winter | was in Egypt," he explained M. Satterthwaite. "I had

flu very badly the end of January, and the doctors insisted on Egypt

afterwards. | missed a lot." His voice rang with a note of rea

regret. "That girl seens to me to be moping," said the Duchess, raising her

| orgnette once nmore. "I can't allow that." On her way out, she stopped by
Mss Carlton Smith's table and tapped the girl on the shoulder. "Well, Naom ,
you don't seemto renenber ne?" Naom rose rather unwillingly to her

feet. "Yes, | do, Duchess. | saw you cone in. | thought it was quite likely

you mightn't recognise nme." She drawl ed the words lazily, with a conplete

i ndi fference of manner. "When you've finished your lunch, come and talk to ne
on the terrace," ordered the Duchess. "Very well." Naom yawned. "Shocking
manners," said the Duchess, to M. Satterthwaite, as she resuned her progress.
"All the Carlton Sniths have." They had their coffee outside in the sunshine.
They had been there about six mnutes when Naom Carlton Snmith | ounged out
fromthe hotel and joined them She let herself fall slackly on to a chair

with her |legs stretched out ungracefully in front of her. An odd face, with
its jutting chin and deep-set grey eyes. A clever, unhappy face--a face that

only just m ssed being beautiful. "Well, Naom ," said the Duchess briskly.

"And what are you doing with yourself?" "Ch, | dunno. Just marking

time." "Been painting?" "A bit." "Show me your things." Naom grinned. She
was not cowed by the autocrat. She was anused. She went into the hotel and

came out again with a portfolio. "You won't like 'em Duchess," she said

war ni ngly. "Say what you like. You won't hurt ny feelings." M. Satterthwaite
noved his chair alittle nearer. He was interested. In another mnute he was

nmore interested still The Duchess was frankly unsynpathetic. "I can't even
see which way the things ought to be," she conpl ai ned. "Good gracious, child,
there was never a sky that colour--or a sea either." "That's the way | see
"em" said Naom placidly. "Ugh!" said the Duchess, inspecting another. "This

gives nme the creeps."” "It's neant to," said Naom . "You're paying ne a
conpliment without knowing it." It was a queer vorticist study of a prickly
pear--just recogni sable as such. Gey-green with sl odges of violent colour
where the fruit glittered like jewels. A swirling mass of evil,

fl eshy--festering. M. Satterthwaite shuddered and turned his head aside. He
found Naom | ooking at himand noddi ng her head in conprehension. "I know, "
she said. "But it if beastly." The Duchess cleared her throat. "It seens
quite easy to be an artist nowadays, "she observed witheringly. "There's no
attenpt to copy things. You just shovel on sonme paint--1 don't know what with,
not a brush, |I'msure------ " "Palette knife," interposed Naom , smling
broadly once nore. "A good deal at a tine," continued the Duchess. "In lunps.
And there you are! Everyone says--" How clever. "Well, |1've no patience with
that sort of thing. Gve ne a nice picture of a dog or a horse, by Edw n
Landseer." "And why not?" demanded the Duchess. "What's wong with
Landseer?" "Nothing," said Naom . "He's all right. And you're all right. The
tops of things are always nice and shiny and snmooth. | respect you, Duchess,
you've got force. You' ve net life fair and square and you've conme out on top
But the people who are underneath see the under side of things. And that's
interesting in a way." The Duchess stared at her. "I haven't the faintest

i dea what you're tal king about,” she declared. M., Satterthwaite was stil
exam ning the sketches. He realised, as the Duchess could not, the perfection
of techni que behind them He was startled and delighted. He | ooked up at the
girl. "WIIl you sell me one of these, Mss Carlton Smth?" he asked. "You



can have any one you like for five guineas,"” said the girl indifferently. M.
Satterthwaite hesitated a mnute or two and then he selected a study of
prickly pear and aloe. In the foreground was a vivid blur of yellow m npsa,
the scarlet of the aloe flower danced in and out of the picture, and

i nexorabl e, mathematically underlying the whole, was the oblong pattern of the
prickly pear and the sword notif of the aloe. He nade a little bow to the
girl. "I amvery happy to have secured this, and | think | have nade a
bargain. Some day Mss Carlton Snmith, | shall be able to sell this sketch at a
very good profit--if | want to!" The girl leant forward to see which one he
had taken. He saw a new | ook come into her eyes. For the first time she was
really aware of his existence, and there was respect in the quick glance she
gave him "You have chosen the best," she said. "I--1 amglad." "Well, |
suppose you know what you're doing," said the Duchess. "And | daresay you're
right. I've heard that you are quite a connoisseur. But you can't tell ne that
all this new stuff is art, because it isn't. Still, we needn't go into that.
Now |'monly going to be here a few days and | want to see something of the

i sland. You've got a car, | suppose, Naom ?" The girl nodded. "Excellent,"
said the Duchess. "We'll make a trip sonewhere tonmorrow.” "It's only a
two-seater." "Nonsense, there's a dickey, | suppose, that will do for M.
Satterthwaite?" A shuddering sigh went through M. Satterthwaite. He had
observed the Corsican roads that nmorning. Naom was regarding him

t houghtfully. "I"mafraid nmy car would be no good to you," she said. "It's a
terribly battered old bus. | bought it second-hand for a nere song. It wll
just get ne up the hills--with coaxing. But | can't take passengers. There's

gquite a good garage, though, in the town. You can hire a car there. ire a
car?" said the Duchess, scandalised. "Wat an idea. Who's that nice-Iooking
man, rather yellow, who drove up in a four-seater just before lunch?" "I

expect you mean M. Tom inson. He's a retired Indian judge." "That accounts
for the yell owness," said the Duchess.” | was afraid it mght be jaundice. He
seenms quite a decent sort of man. | shall talk to him™" That evening, on

com ng down to dinner, M. Satterthwaite found the Duchess respl endent in

bl ack velvet and di anonds, talking earnestly to the owner of the four-seater
car. She beckoned authoritatively. "Come here, M. Satterthwaite, M.
Tominson is telling me the nost interesting things, and what do you think? He
is actually going to take us an expedition tonmorrow in his car." M.
Satterthwaite regarded her with admration. "W nust go in to dinner," said
t he Duchess. "Do cone and sit at our table, M. Tominson, and then you can go
on with what you were telling nme." "Quite a decent sort of man," the Duchess
pronounced later. "Wth quite a decent sort of car," retorted M.
Satterthwaite. "Naughty," said the Duchess, and gave him a resoundi ng bl ow on
t he knuckles with the dingy black fan she always carried. M. Satterthwaite

wi nced with pain. "Naomi is conming too," said the Duchess. "In her car. That
girl wants taking out of herself. She's very selfish. Not exactly
self-centred, but totally indifferent to everyone and everything. Don't you
agree?" "l don't think that's possible,” said M. Satterthwaite, slowmy. "I
nmean, everyone's interest nust go somewhere. There are, of course, the people
who revol ve round thensel ves--but | agree with you, she's not one of that

kind. She's totally uninterested in herself. And yet she's got a strong

character--there nust be sonmething. | thought at first it was her art--but it
isn"t. I've never net anyone so detached fromlife. That's
danger ous." "Dangerous? \What do you nean?" "Well, you see--it nust mean an

obsessi on of sone kind, and obsessions are al ways

dangerous." "Satterthwaite," said the Duchess, "don't be a fool. And listen
to me. About tonorrow----- " M. Satterthwaite listened. It was very nuch his
role in life. They started early the follow ng norning, taking their |unch
with them Naonmi, who had been six nonths in the island, was to be the

pi oneer. M. Satterthwaite went over to her as she sat waiting to start. "You
are sure that--1 can't conme with you?" he said wistfully. She shook her

head. "You'll be much nore confortable in the back of the other car. Nicely

padded seats and all that. This is a regular old rattle trap. You' d leap in



the air going over the bunps."” "And then, of course, the hills." Naom

| aughed. "Oh, | only said that to rescue you fromthe dickey. The Duchess
could perfectly well afford to have hired a car. She's the meanest wonan in
Engl and. All the sane, the old thing is rather a sport, and | can't help
liking her" "Then | could come with you after all?" said M. Satterthwaite
eagerly. She | ooked at him curiously. "Why are you so anxious to come with
me?" "Can you ask?" M. Satterthwaite made his funny ol d-fashi oned bow. She
snmi |l ed, but shook her head. "That isn't the reason,"” she said thoughtfully.
"It's odd... But you can't cone with me--not to-day." "Another day, perhaps,"
suggested M. Satterthwaite politely. "Ch, another day!" she | aughed
suddenly, a very queer laugh, M. Satterthwaite thought, "Another day |I Well
we'll see." They started. They drove through the town, and the round the | ong
curve of the bay, winding inland to cross a river and then back to the coast
with its hundreds of little sandy coves. And then they began to clinb. In and
out, round nerve-shattering curves, upwards, ever upwards on the tortuous

wi ndi ng road. The blue bay was far below them and on the other side of it

Aj accio sparkled in the sun, white, like a fairy city. In and out, in and
out, with a precipice first one side of them then the other. M.

Satterthwaite felt slightly giddy, he also felt slightly sick. The road was

not very wide. And still they clinbed. It was cold now. The wind came to them
straight off the snow peaks. M. Satterthwaite turned up his coat collar and
buttoned it tightly under his chin. It was very cold. Across the water,
Ajaccio was still bathed in sunlight, but up here thick grey clouds cane
drifting across the face of the sun. M. Satterthwaite ceased to admre the
view. He yearned for a steam heated hotel and a confortable armchair. Ahead
of them Naom's little two-seater drove steadily forward. Up, still up. They
were on top of the world now On either side of themwere lower hills, hills

sl oping down to valleys. They | ooked straight across to the snow peaks. And
the wind cone tearing over them sharp, like a knife. Suddenly Naom 's car

st opped, and she | ooked back. "We've arrived,"” she said. "At the Wrld's End.
And | don't think it's an awfully good day for it." They all got out. They
had arrived in a tiny village, with half a dozen stone cottages. An inposing
name was printed in letters a foot high. "Cote Chiaveeri." Naom shrugged
her shoulders. "That's its official name, but | prefer to call it the Wrld's
End." She wal ked on a few steps, and M. Satterthwaite joined her. They were
beyond the houses now. The road stopped. As Naom had said, this was the end,

t he back of beyond, the begi nning of nowhere. Behind themthe white ribbon of

the road, in front of them-nothing. Only far, far below, the sea... M.
Satterthwaite drew a deep breath. "It's an extraordi nary place. One feels

t hat anything m ght happen here, that one m ght neet--anyone------ " He
stopped, for just in front of thema man was sitting on a. boulder, his face
turned to the sea. They had not seen himtill this nmoment, and his appearance
had t he suddenness of a conjuring trick. He might have sprung fromthe
surroundi ng | andscape. "I wonder------ " began M. Satterthwaite. But at that

m nute the stranger turned, and M. Satterthwaite saw his face. "Wy, M.
Qui n! How extraordinary! Mss Carlton Smith, | want to introduce ny friend M.
Quin to you. He's the nost unusual fellow You are, you know. You always turn
up in the nick of tinme------ " He stopped, with the feeling that he had said
somet hing awkwardly significant, and yet for the life of himhe could not
think what it was. Naom had shaken hands with M. Quin in her usual abrupt
style. "We're here for a picnic," she said. "And it seenms to me we shall be
pretty well frozen to the bone." M. Satterthwaite shivered. "Perhaps," he
said uncertainly, "we shall find a sheltered spot?" "Wiich this isn't,"
agreed Naomi "Still, it's worth seeing, isn't it?" "Yes, indeed." M.
Satterthwaite turned to M. Quin. "Mss Carlton Smith calls this place the
world's end. Rather a good nanme, eh?" M. Quin nodded his head slowy severa

times. "Yes--a very suggestive name. | suppose one only conmes once in one's
life to a place like that--a place where one can't go on any |onger." "What
do you mean?" asked Naom sharply. He turned to her. "Well, usually, there's

a choke, isn't there? To the right or to the left. Forward or back



Here--there's the road behind you and in front of you--nothing." Naom stared
at him Suddenly she shivered and began to retrace her steps towards the

others. The two nen fell in beside her. M. Qin continued to talk, but his
tone was now easily conversational. "Is the small car yours, Mss Carlton
Smith?" "Yes." "You drive yourself? One needs, | think, a good deal of nerve

to do that round here. The turns are rather appalling. A nonment of
inattention, a brake that failed to hold, and-- over the

edge- - down- - down--down. It would be--very easily done." They had now j oi ned
the others. M. Satterthwaite introduced his friend. He felt a tug at his arm
It was Naomi . She drew himapart fromthe others. "Who is he?" she demanded

fiercely. M. Satterthwaite gazed at her in astonishnment. "Well, | hardly
know. I nean, | have known himfor sone years now -we have run across each
other fromtime to tine, but in the sense of knowi ng actually------ " He

stopped. These were futilities that he was uttering, and the girl by his side
was not |istening. She was standing with her head bent down, her hands

cl enched by her sides. "He knows things," she said. "He knows things... How
does he know?" M. Satterthwaite had no answer. He could only | ook at her

dunmbl y, unable to conmprehend die stormthat shook her. "I'mafraid," she
muttered. "Afraid of M. Quin?" "I'mafraid of his eyes. He sees
things..." Sonething cold and wet fell on M. Satterthwaite's cheek. He

| ooked up. "Why, it's snowi ng," he exclainmed, in great surprise. "A nice day
to have chosen for a picnic," said Naonmi . She had regai ned control of herself
with an effort. What was to be done? A babel of suggestions broke out. The
snow came down thick and fast. M. Quin nmade a suggestion and everyone

wel coned it. There was a little stone Cassecroute at the end of the row of
houses. There was a stanpede towards it. "You have your provisions," said M.
Quin, "and they will probably be able to make you some coffee.” It was a tiny
pl ace, rather dark, for the one little windowdid little towards lighting it,
but fromone end canme a grateful glow of warnmth. And ol d Corsican worman was
just throw ng a handful of branches on the fire. It blazed up, and by its
light the newconers realised that others were before them Three people were
sitting at the end of a bare wooden table. There was somethi ng unreal about
the scene to M. Satterthwaite's eye, there was sonething even nore unrea
about the people. The woman who sat at the end of the table | ooked like a
duchess--that |Is, she | ooked nmore |ike a popul ar concepti on of a duchess. She
was the | deal stage grande dane. Her aristocratic head was held high, her
exquisitely dressed hair was of a snowy white. She was dressed in grey--soft
draperies that fell about her in artistic folds. One | ong white hand supported
her chin, the other was holding a roll spread with pate de foie gras. On her
right was a man with a very white face, very black hair, and horn-rimed
spectacl es. He was marvel |l ously and beautifully dressed. At the monent his
head was thrown back, and his left armwas thrown out as though he were about
to declaimsonething. On the left of the white-haired |ady was a
jolly-looking little man with a bald head. After the first glance, nobody

| ooked at him There was just a nonment of uncertainty, and then the Duchess
(the authentic Duchess) took charge. "Isn't this stormtoo dreadful ?" she
said pleasantly, coming forward, and smling a purposeful and efficient smle
that she had found very useful when serving on Welfare and other commttees. |
suppose you' ve been caught in it just |like we have? But Corsica is a
marvel | ous place. | only arrived this nmorning." The man with the black hair
got up, and the Duchess with a gracious smle slipped into his seat. The
white-haired | ady spoke. "We have been here a week," she said. M.
Satterthwaite started. Could anyone who had once heard that voice ever forget
it? It echoed round the stone room charged with enotion--with exquisite

nmel ancholy. It seened to himthat she had said sonething wonderful, mnenorable,
full of neaning. She had spoken from her heart. He spoke in a hurried aside
to M. Tominson, "The man in spectacles is M. Vyse--the producer, you
know." The retired Indian judge was |ooking at M. Vyse with a good deal of
di sli ke. "What does he produce?" he asked. "Children?" "Oh, dear me, no,"
said M. Satterthwaite, shocked by the nmere nention of anything so crude in



connection with M. Vyse. "Plays." "I think," said Naom, "I1'Il go out again.
It's too hot in here." Her voice, strong and harsh, made M. Satterthwaite,
junp. She nmade alnost blindly, as it seened, for the door, brushing M.
Tom i nson aside. But in the doorway itself she cane face to face with M.

Quin, and he barred her way. "Go back and sit down," he said. Hi s voice was
authoritative. To M. Satterthwaite's surprise the girl hesitated a m nute and
t hen obeyed. She sat down at the foot of the table as far fromthe others as
possible. M. Satterthwaite bustled forward and button-hol ed the

producer. "You may not renenber ne," he began, "my name is

Satterthwaite." "OF course!"™ A long bony hand shot out and envel oped the
other's in a painful grip. "My dear man. Fancy neeting you here. You know M ss
Nunn, of course?" M. Satterthwaite junped. No wonder that voice had been
fam liar. Thousands, all over England, had thrilled to those wonderful

enoti on-1aden tones. Rosina Nunn! England's greatest enotional actress. M.
Satterthwaite too had lain under her spell. No one like her for interpreting a
part--for bringing out the finer shades of neaning. He had thought of her

al ways as an intellectual actress, one who conprehended and got inside the
soul of her part. He might be excused for not recognising her. Rosina Nunn
was volatile in her tastes. For twenty-five years of her life she had been a
bl onde. After a tour in the States she had returned with the | ocks of the
raven, and she had taken up tragedy in earnest. This "French Mrqui se" effect
was her latest whim "Ch, by the way, M. Judd--M ss Nunn's husband," said
Vyse, carelessly introducing the man with the bald head. Rosina Nunn had had
several husbands, M. Satterthwaite knew. M. Judd was evidently the

latest. M. Judd was busily unw appi ng packages from a hanper at his side. He
addressed his wife. "Sone nore pate, dearest? That |ast wasn't as thick as

you like it." Rosina Nunn surrendered her roll to him as she murnured
sinmply-- "Henry thinks of the nmpbst enchanting neals. | always |eave the
commi ssariat to him" "Feed the brute,” said M. Judd, and | aughed. He patted

his wife on the shoulder. "Treats her just as though she were a dog,"

mur mur ed the nel ancholy voice of M. VWse in M. Satterthwaite's car. "Cuts up
her food for her. Odd creatures, women." M. Satterthwaite and M. Quin

bet ween t hem unpacked | unch. Hard-boil ed eggs, cold ham and gruyere cheese
were distributed round the table. The Duchess and M ss Nunn appeared to be
deep in murrured confidences. Fragnents cane along in the actress's deep
contralto. "The bread nmust be lightly toasted, you understand? Then just a
very thin layer of marmal ade. Rolled up and put in the oven for one

m nute--not nmore. Sinply delicious."” "That woman |ives for food," nurnmured
M. Wse. "Sinply lives for it. She can't think of anything else. | renenber
in Riders to the Sea--you know and it's the fine quiet time I'Il be having. |
could not get the effect | wanted. At last | told her to think of pepperm nt
creans-- she's very fond of peppernint creans. | got the effect at once--a
sort of far-away | ook that went to your very soul." M. Satterthwaite was
silent. He was renenbering. M. Tom inson opposite cleared his throat
preparatory to entering into conversation. "You produce plays, | hear, eh?
I'"'mfond of a good play nyself. "Jimthe Penman, "now, that was a play." "MW

CGod," said M. Vyse, and shivered down all the long length of him "A tiny
clove of garlic," said Mss Nunn to the Duchess. "You tell your cook. It's
wonder ful ." She sighed happily and turned to her husband. "Henry," she said
plaintively, "lI've never even seen the caviare." "You' re as near as nothing
to sitting onit," returned M. Judd cheerfully. "You put it behind you on the

chair."” Rosina Nunn retrieved it hurriedly, and beamed round the
table. "henry is too wonderful. I'mso terribly absent-m nded. | never know
where |'ve put anything." "Like the day you packed your pears in your sponge

bag," said Henry jocosely." And then left it behind at the hotel. My word, |
did a bit of wiring and phoning that day." "They were insured," said M ss

Nunn dream ly. "Not like my opal." A spasm of exquisite heartrending grief
flitted across her face. Several times, when in the conpany of M. Qin, M.
Satterthwaite had had the feeling of taking part in a play. The illusion was

with himvery strongly now. This was a dream Everyone had his part. The words



"my opal" were his own cue. He leant forward. "Your opal, Mss Nunn?" "Have
you got the butter, Henry? Thank you. Yes, ny opal. It was stolen, you know.

And | never got it back." "Do tell us," said M. Satterthwaite. "Well--1 was
born in October--so it was lucky for ne to wear opals, and because of that |
wanted a real beauty. | waited a long tine for it. They said it was one of the
nost perfect ones known. Not very |arge--about the size of a two-shilling

pi ece--but oh! the colour and the fire." She sighed. M. Satterthwaite
observed that the Duchess was fidgeting and seened unconfortable, but nothing
could stop Mss Nunn now. She went on, and the exquisite inflections of her

voi ce made the story sound like some nournful Saga of old. "It was stol en by
a young man called Alec Gerard. He wote plays." "Very good plays,"” put in

M. Wyse professionally. "Wy, | once kept one of his plays for six

mont hs." "Did you produce it?" asked M. Tom inson. "Oh, no!" said M. Vyse,

shocked at the idea. "But do you know, at one time | actually thought of doing

so?" "It had a wonderful part init for ne," said Mss Nunn. 'Rachel's
Children,' it was called--though there wasn't anyone called Rachel in the
play. He came to talk to me about it--at the theatre. | liked him He was a
ni ce- | ooki ng--and very shy, poor boy. | renenber"--a beautiful faraway | ook

stol e over her face--" He bought ne sone pepperm nt creanms. The opal was |ying
on the dressing-table. He'd been out in Australia, and he knew somnet hi ng about

opals. He took it over to the light to look at it. | suppose he nust have
slipped it into his pocket then. | missed it as soon as he'd gone. There was a
to-do. You renenmber?" She turned to M. Vyse. "Ch, | renmenber,” said M.

Vyse with a groan. "They found the enpty case in his roons, continued the
actress "he'd been terribly hard up, but the very next day he was able to pay

| arge suns into his bank. He pretended to account for it by saying that a
friend of his had put some nmoney on a horse for him but he couldn't produce
the friend. He said he nmust have put the case in his pocket by mnistake. |

think that was a terribly weak thing to say, don't you? He m ght have thought
of something better than that... | had to go and give evidence. There were
pictures of me in all the papers. My press agent said it was very good
publicity--but 1'd nmuch rather have had ny opal back." She shook her head
sadly. "Have sonme preserved pineapple?" said M. Judd. M ss Nunn brightened
up. "Where is it?" "l gave it to you just now." M ss Nunn | ooked behind her
and in front of her, eyed her grey silk pochette, and then slowy drew up a

| arge purple silk bag that was reposing on the ground besi de her. She began to
turn the contents out slowy on the table, much to M. Satterthwaite's
interest. There was a powder puff, a lip-stick, a small jewel case, a skein
of wool, another powder puff, two handkerchiefs, a box of chocol ate creamnms, an
enanel | ed paper knife, a mirror, a little dark brown wooden box, five letters,
a wal nut, a small square of mauve crepe de chine, a piece of ribbon and the
end of a croissant. Last of all cane the preserved pineapple. "Eureka-,"
murmured M. Satterthwaite softly. "I beg your pardon?" "Nothing," said M.
Satterthwaite hastily. "What a charm ng paper knife." "Yes, isn't it?
Sormebody gave it to nme. | can't remenber who." "That's an Indian box,
"remarked M. Tomlinson. "lIngenious little things, aren't they?" "Sonmebody
gave me that too," said Mss Nunn. "I've had it a long time. It used always to
stand on ny dressing-table at the theatre. | don't think it's very pretty,

t hough, do you?" The box was of plain dark brown wood. It pushed open from
the side. On the top of it were two plain flaps of wood that could be turned
round and round. "Not pretty, perhaps,” said M. Tomlinson with a chuckle.
"But 1'll bet you've never seen one like it." M. Satterthwaite |eaned
forward. He had an excited feeling. "Way did you say it was ingenious?" he
demanded. "Well, isn't it?" The judge appealed to M ss Nunn. She | ooked at
hi m bl ankly. "I suppose | mustn't show themthe trick of it--eh? "M ss Nunn
still | ooked blank. "What trick?" asked M. Judd. "God bless ny soul, don't
you know?" He | ooked round the inquiring faces. "Fancy that now. May | take
the box a m nute? Thank you." He pushed it open. "Now then, can anyone give
me sonething to put init-- not too big. Here's a small piece of gruyere
cheese. That will do capitally. | place It inside, shut the box." He funbl ed



for a mnute or two with his hands. "Now see------ He opened the box agai n.
It was empty. "Well, | never," said M. Judd. " ow do you do it?" "It's
quite sinmple. Turn the box upside down, and nove the |l eft hand flap hal f-way
round, then shut the right hand flap. Now to bring our piece of cheese back
again we nust reverse that. The right hand flap half-way round, and the left
one closed, still keeping the box upside down. And now -Hey Presto!" The box
slid open. A gasp went round the table. The cheese was there--but so was
somet hing el se. A round thing that blinked forth every col our of the

rai nbow. "My God!" It was a clarion note. Rosina Nunn stood upright, her
hands cl asped to her breast. "My opal! How did it get there?" Henry Judd
cleared his throat. "I--er--1 rather think, Rosy, my girl, you must have put

it there yourself." Soneone got up fromthe table and bl undered out into the
air. It was Naomi Carlton Smith. M. Quin followed her. "But when? Do you
mean------ ?" M. Satterthwaite watched her while the truth dawned on her. It
t ook over two minutes before she got it "You nean |ast year--at the
theatre." "You know," said Henry apol ogetically. "You do fiddle with things,
Rosy. Look at you with the caviare today." Mss Nunn was painfully follow ng
out her mental processes. "l just slipped it in w thout thinking, and then I
suppose | turned the box about and did the thing by accident, but then---but
then----"At last it cane. "But then Alec Gerard didn't steal it after all.
Ont"--a full-throated cry, poignant, noving--" ow dreadful!" "Well," said M.
Vyse, "that can be put right now " "Yes, but he's been in prison a year. "And
then she startled them She turned sharp on the Duchess. "W is that
girl--that girl who has just gone out?" "Mss Carlton Snith," said the
Duchess, "was engaged to M. Gerard. She--took the thing very hard." M.
Satterthwaite stole softly away. The snow had stopped, Naom was sitting on
the stone wall. She had a sketch book in her hand, some col oured crayons were
scattered around. M. Quin was standi ng beside her. She held out the sketch
book to M. Satterthwaite. It was a very rough affair--but it had genius. A
kal ei doscopic whirl of snowflakes with a figure in the centre. "Very good,"
said M. Satterthwaite. M. Quin | ooked up at the sky. "The stormis over,"
he said. "The roads will be slippery, but I do not think there will be any
accident--now." "There will be no accident,"” said Naom . Her voice was
charged with sone neaning that M. Satterthwaite did not understand. She
turned and sniled at him-a sudden dazzling snmile. "M. Satterthwaite can
drive back with ne if he likes." He knew then to what |ength desperation had

driven her. "Well," said M. Quin, "I must bid you good-bye." He moved
away. "Where is he going?" said M. Satterthwaite, staring after him "Back
where he cane from | suppose,"” said Naom in an odd voice. "But--but there

isn'"t anything there," said M. Satterthwaite, for M. Quin was naking for
that spot on the edge of the cliff where they had first seen him "You know
you said yourself it was the Wirld's End." He handed back the

sket chbook. "It's very good," he said. "A very good |ikeness. But
why--er--why did you put himin Fancy Dress?" Her eyes net his for a brief
second. "I see himlike that," said Naom Carlton Smth. CHAPTER

TWELVE HARLEQUI N' S LANE MR. SATTERTHWAI TE was never quite sure what took him
to stay with the Denmans. They were not of his kind--that is to say, they

bel onged neither to the great world, nor to the nore interesting artistic
circles. They were Philistines, and, dull Philistines at that. M.
Satterthwaite had net themfirst at Biarritz, had accepted an invitation to
stay with them had cone, had been bored, and yet strangely enough had cone
again and yet again. Why? He was asking himself that question on this
twenty-first of June, as he sped out of London in his Rolls Royce. John
Dennman was a man of forty, a solid well-established figure respected in the
busi ness world. His friends were not M. Satterthwaite's friends, his ideas
even |l ess so. He was a nman clever in his own |ine but devoid of inmagination
outside it. Why am | doing this thing? M. Satterthwaite asked hinmself once
nore--and the only answer that canme seenmed to himso vague and so inherently
preposterous that he alnost put it aside. For the only reason that presented
itself was the fact that one of the rooms in the house (a confortable,



wel | - appoi nted house) stirred his curiosity. That roomwas Ms. Dennman's own
sitting-room It was hardly an expression of her personality because, so far
as M. Satterthwaite could judge, she had no personality He had never net a
worman so conpl etely expressionl ess She was, he knew, a Russian by birth. John
Dennman had been in Russia at the outbreak of the European war, he had, fought
with the Russian troops, had narrowWy escaped with his Iife on the outbreak of
the revol ution, and had brought this Russian girl with him a penniless
refugee. In face of strong di sapproval fromhis parents he had married

her. Ms. Denman's roomwas in no way remarkable. It was well and solidly
furni shed with good Heppl ewhite furniture--a trifle nore nmasculine than

fem nine in atnosphere. But in it there was one incongruous item- a Chinese

| acquer screen--a thing of creany yellow and pal e rose. Any rmuseum ni ght have
been glad to own it. It was a collector's piece, rare and beautiful. It was
out of place against that solid English background It shoul d have been the
key-note of the roomw th everything arranged to harnoni se subtly with it. And
yet M. Satterthwaite could not accuse the Dennans of |ack of taste.
Everything el se in the house was in perfectly bl ended accord. He shook his
head. The thing--trivial though it was-- puzzled him Because of it, so he
verily believed, he had come again and again to the house. It was, perhaps, a
woman' s fantasy--but that solution did not satisfy himas he thought of Ms.
Denman--a qui et hard-featured woman, speaking English so correctly that no one
woul d ever have guessed her a foreigner. The car drew up at his destination
and he got out, his mnd still dwelling on the problem of the Chinese screen
The nane of the Denman's house was "Ashnead," and it occupi ed sonme five acres
of Melton Heath, which is thirty mles fromLondon, stands five hundred - feet
above sea level and is, for the nost part, inhabited by those who have anple

i ncomes. The butler received M. Satterthwaite suavely. M. and Ms. Denman
were both out--at a rehearsal --they hoped M. Satterthwaite woul d make hinsel f
at honme until they returned. M. Satterthwaite nodded and proceeded to carry
out these injunctions by stepping into the garden. After a cursory examination
of the flower beds, he strolled down a shady wal k and presently cane to a door
inthe wall. It was unl ocked and he passed through it and canme out into a
narrow | ane. M. Satterthwaite | ooked to left and right. A very charm ng

| ane, shady and green, with high hedges--a rural |lane that tw sted and turned
i n good ol d-fashioned style. He renenbered the stanped address-- ASHVEAD,
HARLEQUI N S LANE--renenbered too, a local nane for it that Ms. Dennan had
once told him "Harlequin's Lane," he murnured to hinself softly. "I
wonder - - - - - - " He turned a corner. Not at the time, but afterwards, he
wondered why this time he felt no surprise at neeting that elusive friend of
his-- M. Harley Quin. The two nen cl asped hands. "So your down here," said

M. Satterthwaite. "Yes," said M. Qin. "I'mstaying in the same house as you
are." "Staying there?" "Yes. Does it surprise you?" "No," said M.
Satterthwaite slowy. "Only--well, you never stay anywhere for |ong, do
you?" "Only as long as is necessary,” said M. Quin gravely. "I see," said

M. Satterthwaite. They wal ked on in silence for some mnutes. "This |ane,"
began M. Satterthwaite, and stopped. "Belongs to me," said M. Qin. "I
thought it did," said M. Satterthwaite. "Sonehow, | thought it rust. There's

the other nane for it, too, the local name. They call it the 'Lovers Lane.""
You know that?" M. Quin nodded. "But surely,” he said gently, "there is a
"Lovers Lane' in every village?" "I suppose so," said M. Satterthwaite, and

he sighed a little. He felt suddenly rather old and out of things, a little
dried-up wi zened old fogey of a man. Each side of himwere the hedges, very
green and alive, "Were does this |ane end, | wonder?" he asked

suddenly. "It ends--here," said M. Qin. They canme round the |ast bend. The
| ane ended in a piece of waste ground, and alnobst at their feet a great pit
opened. In it were tin cans gleamng in the sun, and other cans that were too
red with rust to gleam old boots, fragments of newspapers, a hundred and one
odds and ends that were no | onger of account to anybody. "A rubbish heap,"
exclaimed M. Satterthwaite, and breathed deeply and indignantly. "Sometimes
there are very wonderful things on a rubbish heap,"” said M. Qin. "I know, |



know," cried M. Satterthwaite, and quoted with just a trace of

sel f-consci ousness--"Bring me the two nost beautiful things in the city, said
God. You know how it goes, eh?" M. Quin nodded. M. Satterthwaite | ooked up
at the ruins of a small cottage perched on the brink of the wall of the

cliff. "Hardly a pretty view for a house,"” he remarked. "I fancy this wasn't
a rubbi sh heap in those days," said M. Qin. "I believe the Denmans |ived
there when they were first married. They noved into the big house when the old
peopl e died. The cottage was pull ed down when they began to quarry the rock
here--'but nothing nmuch was done, as you can see." They turned and began
retracing their steps. "l suppose,” said M. Satterthwaite, smling, "that
many coupl es cone wandering down this | ane on these warm sunmer

eveni ngs." "Probably." "Lovers," said M. Satterthwaite. He repeated the
word thoughtfully and quite w thout the nornal enbarrassnent of the

Engli shman. M. Quin had that effect upon him "Lovers... You have done a | ot
for lovers, M. Qin." The other bowed his head wi thout replying. "You have
saved them from sorrow -fromworse than sorrow, from death. You have been an

advocate for the dead thenselves." "You are speaking of yourself--of what you
have done-- not of me." "It is the sane thing," said M. Satterthwaite. "You
know it is," he urged, as the other did not speak. "You have acted--through

me. For some reason or other you do not act directly--yourself." "Sonetines

do," said M. Quin. His voice held a new note. In spite of hinself M.
Satterthwaite shivered a little. The afternoon, he thought, must be grow ng
chilly. And yet the sun seenmed as bright [as ever. At that nonent a girl
turned the corner ahead of themand cane into sight. She was a very pretty
girl, fair-haired and blue-eyed, wearing a pink cotton frock. M.
Satterthwaite recogni sed her as Mdlly Stanwell, whom he had net down here
before. She waved a hand to wel come him "John and Anna have just gone
back," she cried. "They thought you rmust have cone, but they sinply had to be
at the rehearsal." "Rehearsal of what?" inquired M. Satterthwaite. "This
masquer ade thing--1 don't quite know what you'll call it. There is singing and
dancing and all sorts of things init. M. Manly, do you remenber hi m down
here? He had quite a good tenor voice, is to be pierrot, and | ampierrette.
Two professionals are coming down for the danci ng--Harl equin and Col unbi ne,
you know. And then there is a big chorus of girls. Lady Roscheimer is so keen
on training village girls to sing. She's really getting the thing up for that.
The nmusic is rather lovely--but very nodern--next to no tune anywhere. C aude
W ckam Perhaps you know hi n?" M. Satterthwaite nodded, for, as has been
mentioned before, it was his manner to know everybody. He knew all about that
aspiring genius C aude Wckam and about Lady Roschei ner who was a fat Jewess
with a penchant for young men of the artistic persuasion. And he knew al

about Sir Leopold Roscheimer who liked his wife to be happy and, nost rare
anong husbands, did not m nd her being happy in her own way. They found

Cl aude Wckam at tea with the Denmans, cranming his mouth indiscrimnately
wi t h anyt hi ng handy, talking rapidly, and waving | ong white hands that had a
doubl e-j oi nted appearance. Hi s short-sighted eyes peered through |arge

horn-ri nmed spectacl es. John Denman, upright, slightly florid, with the

fai ntest possible tendency to sl eekness, listened with an air of bored
attention. On the appearance of M. Satterthwaite, the nusician transferred
his remarks to him Anne Denman sat behind the tea things, quiet and
expressionl ess as usual. M. Satterthwaite stole a covert glance at her.
Tall, gaunt, very thin, with the skin tightly stretched over high cheek bones,
bl ack hair parted in the mddle, a skin that was weat herbeaten. An out of door
worman who cared nothing for the use of cosnmetics. A Dutch Doll of a wonan,

wooden, lifeless--and yet... He thought-- "There should be neani ng behind
that face, and yet there isn't That's what's all wong. Yes, all wong." And
to Cl aude W ckam he said--"1 beg your pardon? You were sayi ng?" C aude

W ckam who |liked the sound of his own voice, began all over again. "Russia,"
he said, "that was the only country in the world worth being interested in.
They experinented. Wth lives, if you like, but still they experinented.

Magni ficent!" He crammed a sandwich into his nmouth with one hand, and added a



bite of the chocolate eclair he was waving about in the other. "Take," he said
(with his nouth full),"the Russian Ballet." Remenbering his hostess, he turned
to her. What did she think of the Russian Ballet? The question was obviously
only a prelude to the inportant point--what O aude Wckam t hought of the
Russi an Bal |l et, but her answer was unexpected and threw himconpletely out of
his stride. "I have never seen It." "Wat?" He gazed at her open-nout hed,
"But-- surely------ " Her voice went on, |evel and enotionless. "Before ny
marriage, | was a dancer SO nOw ----- " "A busman's holiday," said her
husband. "Dancing." She shrugged her shoulders.” | know all the tricks of it.
It does not interest ne."” "Oh!" It took but a monent for Claude to recover
his aplonmb. Hi s voice went on. "Talking of lives," said M. Satterthwaite,
"and experinmenting in them The Russian nation made one costly

experiment." Claude Wckam swung round on him "I know what you are going to

say," he cried. "Kharsanova! The immortal, the only Kharsanova! You saw her
dance?" "Three tinmes," said M. Satterthwaite. "Twice in Paris, once in
London. | shall--not forget it." He spoke in an al nost reverent voice. "I
saw her, too," said Claude Wckam "l was ten years old. An uncle took ne.

God! | shall never forget it." He threw a piece of bun fiercely into a fl ower
bed. "There is a statuette of her in a Museumin Berlin," said M.
Satterthwaite. "It is marvellous. That inpression of fragility--as though you
could break her with a flip of the thunmb nail. | have seen her as Col unbi ne,

in the Swan, as the dying Nymph." He paused, shaking his head. "There was
genius. It will be long years before such another is born. She was young too.

Destroyed ignorantly and wantonly in the first days of the

Revol ution." "Fools! Madnen! Apes!" said Cl aude Wckam He choked with a
nout hful of tea. "I studied with Kharsanova," said Ms. Denman. "I remenber
her well." "She was wonderful ?" said M. Satterthwaite. "Yes," said Ms.
Denman quietly. "She was wonderful ." Claude W ckam departed and John Denman
drew a deep sigh of relief at which his wife |aughed. M. Satterthwaite

nodded. "l know what you think. But in spite of everything, the nusic that

that boy wites is nusic." "l suppose It is," said Denman. "Oh, undoubtedly.
How long it will be--well, that is different." John Denman | ooked at him
curiously. "You mean?" "I mean that success has cone early. And that is
danger ous. Al ways dangerous." he | ooked across at M. Quin. "You agree with
me?" "You are always right,” said M. Quin. "We will conme upstairs to ny
room" said Ms. Denman. "It is pleasant there." She led the way, and they

followed her. M. Satterthwaite drew a deep breath as he caught sight of the
Chi nese screen. He | ooked up to find Ms. Denman watching him "You are the
man who is always right," she said, nodding her head slowy at him "Wat do
you make of my screen?" He felt that in some way the words were a chal |l enge
to him and he answered al nost haltingly, stunbling over the words a

little. "Why, it's--it's beautiful. Mre, it's unique.” "You're right."
Denman had cone up behind him "W bought it early in our married life. Got it

for about a tenth of its value, but even then--well, it crippled us for over a
year. You remenber, Anna?" "Yes," said Ms. Denman, "I renmenber." "In fact,
we'd no business to buy it at all--not then. Now, of course, it's different.

There was sonme very good | acquer going at Christie's the other day. Just what
we need to nake this roomperfect. Al Chinese together. C ear out the other
stuff. Would you believe it, Satterthwaite, my wife wouldn't hear of it?" "I
like this roomas it is," said Ms. Denman. There was a curious | ook on her
face. Again M. Satterthwaite felt chall enged and defeated. He | ooked round
him and for the first time he noticed the absence of all personal touch
There were no photographs, no flowers, no knick-knacks. It was not like a
worman's roomat all. Save for that one incongruous factor of the Chinese
screen, it mght have been a sanple room shown at sone big furnishing

house. He found her smiling at him "Listen," she said. She bent forward,
and for a nonent she seenmed | ess English, nore definitely foreign. "I speak to
you for you will understand. W bought that screen with nore than noney--with
| ove. For love of it, because it was beautiful and unique, we went w thout

ot her things, things we needed and mni ssed. These ot her Chi nese pieces ny



husband speaks of, those we should buy with noney only, we should not pay away
anyt hi ng of ourselves." Her husband | aughed. "Oh, have it your own way," he
said, but with a trace of irritation in his voice. "But it's all wong agai nst
this English background. This other stuff, it's good enough of its kind,
genui ne solid, no fake about it--but nediocre. Good plain |ate

Heppl ewhite." She nodded. "Good, solid, genuine English," she murnmured
softly. M. Satterthwaite stared at her. He caught a meani ng behi nd these

words. The English room-the flam ng beauty of the Chinese screen... No, it

was gone again. "I met Mss Stanwell in the lane," he said conversationally.
"She tells me she is going to be pierrette in this show Tonight." "Yes," said
Denman. "And she's awfully good, too." "She has clumsy feet," said

Anna. "Nonsense," said her husband. "All wonen are alike, Satterthwaite.
Can't bear to hear another woman praised. Molly is a very good-1|ooking girl

and so of course every wonan has to have their knife into her." "I spoke of
danci ng," said Anna Dennan. She sounded faintly surprised. "She is very

pretty, yes, but her feet nove clunsily. You cannot tell me anything el se
because |I know about dancing." M. Satterthwaite intervened tactfully. "You

have two professional dancers com ng down, | understand?" "Yes. For the

bal |l et proper. Prince Oranoff is bringing themdown in his car." "Sergius
Oranof f?" The question cane from Anna Denman. Her husband turned and | ooked

at her. "You know hinm?" "I used to know him-In Russia." M. Satterthwaite

t hought that John Dennman | ooked di sturbed. -"WII he know you?" "Yes. He wil
know ne." She | aughed--a | ow, alnost triunmphant |augh. There was not hi ng of
the Dutch Doll about her face now. She nodded reassuringly at her

husband. "Sergius. So he is bringing down the two dancers. He was al ways
interested in dancing." "I remenber." John Denman spoke abruptly, then
turned and left the room M. Qin followed him Anna Denman crossed to the

t el ephone and asked for a nunber. She arrested M. Satterthwaite with a
gesture as he was about to follow the exanple of the other two nmen. "Can
speak to Lady Roscheinmer. Onh! it is you. This is Anna Denman speaki ng. Has
Prince Oranoff arrived yet? What? What? Ch, ny dear! But how ghastly." She
listened for a few nmonents | onger, then replaced the receiver. She turned to
M. Satterthwaite. "There has been an accident. There would be with Sergius
I vanovitch driving. Oh, he has not altered in all these years. The girl was
not badly hurt, but bruised and shaken, too rmuch to dance tonight. The man's
armis broken. Sergius Ivanovitch hinself is unhurt. The devil |ooks after his
own, perhaps." "And what-about Tonight's performance?" "Exactly, my friend.
Somret hi ng nust be done about it." She sat thinking. Presently she | ooked at

him "I am a bad hostess, M. Satterthwaite. | do not entertain you." "I
assure you that it is not necessary. There's one thing though, Ms. Denman,

that I would very rmuch like to know. " "Yes?" "How did you cone across M.
Quin?" "He is often down here,"” she said slowmy. "I think he owns land in
this part of the world." "He does, he does. He told ne so this afternoon,"
said M. Satterthwaite. "He is---." She paused Her eyes net M.
Satterthwaite's. "I think you know what he is better than I do," she

finished. "I?" "Is it not so?" He was troubled. His neat little soul found

her disturbing. He felt that she wished to force himfurther than he was
prepared to go, that she wanted himto put into words that which he was not
prepared to admt to himself. "You know " she said. "I think you know nost
things, M. Satterthwaite." Here was incense, yet for once it failed to

i ntoxi cate him He shook his head in unwonted humility. "What can anyone
know?" he asked. "So little--so very little." She nodded in assent. Presently
she spoke again, in a queer brooding voice, wthout |ooking at

him "Supposing | were to tell you something--you would not |augh? No, | do
not think you would | augh. Supposing, then, that to carry on one's"--she
paused--"one's trade, one's profession, one were to nmake use of a

phant asy--one were to pretend to oneself sonmething that did not exist-- that
one were to imagine a certain person... It is a pretence, you understand, a
make believe--nothing nore. But one day------ " "Yes?" said M.

Satterthwaite. He was keenly interested. "The phantasy cane true! The thing



one i magi ned--the inpossible thing, the thing that could not be--was real! Is
t hat madness? Tell me, M. Satterthwaite. |Is that madness-- or do you believe
it too?" "l------ "Queer how he could not get the words out. How they seened
to stick sonewhere at the back of his throat. "Folly," said Anna

Denman. "Folly." She swept out of the roomand left M. Satterthwaite with
hi s confession of faith unspoken. He canme down to dinner to find Ms. Denman
entertaining a guest, a tall dark man approaching m ddl e age. "Prince
Oranoff--M. Satterthwaite.” The two nmen bowed. M. Satterthwaite had the
feeling that some conversation had been broken off on his entry which would
not be resumed. But there was no sense of strain. The Russian conversed easily
and naturally on those objects which were nearest to M. Satterthwaite's
heart. He was a man of very fine artistic taste, and they soon found that they
had many friends in comon. John Denman joined them and the talk becane

| ocal i sed. Oranoff expressed regret for the accident. "It was not ny fault.
like to drive fast--yes, but | ama good driver. It was Fate--chance"--he
shrugged his shoul ders--"the masters of all of us." "There speaks the Russian

in you, Sergius Ivanovitch," said Ms. Denman. "And finds an echo in you

Anna M kal ovna," he threw back quickly. M. Satterthwaite | ooked fromone to
the other of the three of them John Denman, fair, aloof, English, and the
other two, dark, thin, strangely alike. Sonething rose in his mnd--what was
it? Ah! he had it now The first Act of the Wal kere. Siegmund and

Si eglinde--so alike--and the alien Hunding. Conjectures began to stir in his
brain. Was this the meaning of the presence of M. Qin? One thing he believed
in firmy--wherever M. Qin showed hinmself--there lay drama. Was this it
here--the ol d hackneyed three cornered tragedy? He was vaguely di sappoi nt ed.
He had hoped for better things. "What has been arranged, Anna?" asked
Denman." The thing will have to be put off, | suppose. | heard you ringing the
Roschei ners up." She shook her head. "No--there is no need to put it

off." "But you can't do it without the ballet?" "You certainly couldn't have
a Harl equi nade wi t hout Harl equin and Col unbi ne," agreed Anna Denman dryly.
"I"'mgoing to be Col unbi ne, John." "You?" he was astoni shed--disturbed, M.
Satterthwaite thought. She nodded conposedly. "You need not be afraid, John.
| shall not disgrace you. You forget--it was nmy profession once." M.
Satterthwaite thought--"Wat an extraordinary thing a voice is. The things it

says--and the things it |eaves unsaid and nmeans! | wish I knew .." "Well, k"
sai d John Denman grudgi ngly, "that solves one half of the problem What about
the other? Where will you find Harlequin?" "I have found him-there!l" She

gestured towards the open doorway where M. Quin had just appeared. He sniled
back at her. "Good lord, Quin," said John Denman. "Do you know anyt hi ng of

this- gane? 1 should never have imagined it." "M. Qin is vouched for by an
expert," said his wife. "M. Satterthwaite will answer for him" She smled
at M. Satterthwaite, and the little man found hinmsel f rmurmnuring-- "Oh,
yes--1 answer for M. Quin." Denman turned his attention el sewhere. "You
know there's to be a fancy dress dance busi ness afterwards. G eat nuisance.
We'll have to rig you up, Satterthwaite." M. Satterthwaite shook his head
very decidedly. "My years will excuse me. "A brilliant idea struck him A

tabl e napkin under his arm "There | am an elderly waiter who has seen better
days." He | aughed. "An interesting profession,"” said M. Quin. "One sees so
much." "l1've got to put on sone fool pierrot thing," said Denman gl oom |y
"It's cool anyway, that's one thing. Wat about you?" he | ooked at

Oranoff. "I have a Harlequin costune," said the Russian. His eyes wandered
for a minute to his hostess's face. M. Satterthwaite wondered if he was

m staken in fancying that there was just a monment of constraint. "There night
have been three of us," said Denman, with a laugh. "I've got an old Harl equin
costume my wi fe made me when we were first married for some show or other." He
paused, |ooking down on his broad shirt front. "I don't suppose | could get
into it now." "No," said his wife, "you couldn't get into it now " And again
her voice said something nore than mere words. She gl anced up at the

clock "If Mdlly doesn't turn up soon, we won't wait for her." But at that
nmonent the girl was announced. She was al ready wearing her Pierrette dress of



white and green, and very charnming she looked in it, so M. Satterthwaite
reflected. She was full of excitement and enthusi asm over the forthcom ng
performance. "I'mgetting awfully nervous, though," she announced, as they
drank coffee after dinner. "I know ny voice will wobble, and | shall forget

the words." "Your voice is very charmng," said Anna. "I should not worry
about it if I were you." "Ch, but | do. The other | don't mi nd about--the
dancing, | mean. That's sure to go all right. | nean, you can't go very far
wrong with your feet, can you?" She appealed to Anna, but the ol der woman did
not respond. Instead she said-- "Sing something nowto M. Satterthwaite. You
will find that he will reassure you." Mdlly went over to the piano. Her voice
rang out, fresh and tuneful, in an old Irish ballad. "Shiela, dark Shiela,
what is it that you' re seeing? What is it that you' re seeing, that you're
seeing in the fire?" "I see a lad that |loves ne--and | see a |lad that |eaves
me. And a third lad, a Shadow Lad--and he's the lad that grieves nme." The
song went on. At the end, M. Satterthwaite nodded vi gorous approval "Ms.
Denman is right. Your voice is charm ng. Not, perhaps, very fully trained, but
delightfully natural, and with that unstudied quality of youth in

it." "That's right," agreed John Denman. "You go ahead, Mlly, and don't be
downed by stage fright. We'd better be getting over to the Roscheiners

now." The party separated to don cloaks. It was a glorious night | and they
proposed to wal k over, the house being only a few hundred yards down the

road. M. Satterthwaite found hinmself by his friend. "It's an odd thing," he
said, "but that song rmade me think of you. Athird |lad,--a Shadow Lad--there's

mystery there, and wherever there's nystery I--well, think of you." "AmI| so
mysterious?" smled M. Quin. M. Satterthwaite nodded vigorously. "Yes,

i ndeed. Do you know, until Tonight, | had no idea that you were a professiona
dancer." "Really?" said M. Quin. "Listen," said M. Satterthwaite. He

humred the I ove notif fromthe Walkere. "That is what has been ringing in ny
head all through dinner as | | ooked at those two." "Which two?" "Prince
Oranoff and Ms. Denman. Don't you see the difference in her Tonight? It's as
t hough--as though a shutter had suddenly been opened and you see the gl ow
within." "Yes," said M. Quin. "Perhaps so." "The sane old drama," said M.
Satterthwaite. "I amright, am| not? Those two bel ong together. They are of
the sane world, think the sane thoughts, dreamthe same dreans , One sees how
it has come about. Ten years ago Denman nust have been very good-| ooki ng,
young, dashing, a figure of romance. And he saved her life. Al quite natural
But now -what is he, after all? A good fell ow -prosperous,

successful --but--well, nediocre. Good honest English stuff--very nuch |ike
that-- Hepplewhite furniture upstairs. As English--and as ordi nary--as that
pretty English girl with her fresh untrained voice. Ch, you may smile, M.
Quin, but you cannot deny what | am saying. | deny nothing. In what you see
you are always right. And yet------ " "Yet what?" M. Quin |leaned forward.
H s dark mel ancholy eyes searched for those of M. Satterthwaite. "Have you
learned so little of life?" He breathed. He left M. Satterthwaite vaguely

di squi eted, such a prey to nmeditation that he found the others had started

wi thout himowing to his delay in selecting a scarf for his neck. He went out
by the garden, and through the same door as in the afternoon. The | ane was
bat hed i n noonlight, and even as he stood in the doorway he saw a coupl e

enl aced in each other's arms. For a noment he thought----- And then he saw.
John Denman and Mol ly Stanwell. Denman's voice cane to him hoarse and
angui shed. "1 can't live without you. What are we to do?" M. Satterthwaite

turned to go back the way he had conme, but a hand stayed him Soneone el se
stood in the doorway beside him sonmeone el se whose eyes had al so seen. M.
Satterthwaite had only to catch one glinpse of her face to know how wildly
astray all his conclusions had been. Her angui shed hand held himthere until

t hose other two had passed up the | ane and di sappeared from si ght He heard

hi nsel f speaking to her, saying foolish little things nmeant to be conforting,
and |udicrously inadequate to the agony he had divined. She only spoke

once. "Please," she said, "don't |eave ne." He found that oddly touching. He
was, then, of use to sonmeone. And he went on saying those things that neant



not hing at all, but which were, somehow, better than silence. They went that
way to the Roscheimers. Now and then her hand tightened on his shoul der, and
he understood that she was glad of his conmpany. She only took it away when
they finally came to their destination. She stood very erect, her head held

hi gh. "Now, " she said, "I shall dance! Do not be afraid for me, ny friend.
shall dance." She left him abruptly. He was seized upon by Lady Roschei ner,
much bedi anonded and very full of |anmentations. By her he was passed on to

Cl aude Wckam "Ruined! Conpletely ruined. The sort of thing that always
happens to me. Al these country bumpkins think they can dance. | was never
even consulted------ " is voice went on--went on interm nably. He had found a
synmpathetic |listener, a man who knew. He gave hinmself up to an orgy of
self-pity. It only ended when the first strains of nusic began. M.
Satterthwaite came out of his dreans. He was alert once nore the critic.

W ckam was an unutterabl e ass, but he could wite music--delicate gossaner
stuff, intangible as a fairy web--yet with nothing of the pretty pretty about
it. The scenery was good. Lady Roschei ner never spared expense when aiding
her protege's. A glade of Arcady with lighting effects that gave it the proper
at nrosphere of unreality. Two figures dancing as they had danced through tine
i menorial. A slender Harlequin flashing spangles in the moonlight with nagic

wand and masked face... A white Col unbine pirouetting |ike some imorta
dream .. M. Satterthwaite sat up. He had lived through this before. Yes,
surely... Now his body was far away from Lady Roschei mer's draw ng-room It
was in a Berlin Miseum at a statuette of an immortal Col unbine. Harl equin and
Col umbi ne danced on. The wide world was theirs to dance in... Monlight--and

a human figure. Pierrot wandering through the wood, singing to the noon

Pi errot who has seen Col unbi ne and knows no rest. The Inmortal two vani sh, but
Col umbi ne | ooks back. She has heard the song of a human heart Pierrot
wandering on through the wood... darkness. ,. his voice dies away in the

di stance... The village green--dancing of village girls--pierrots and
pierrettes. Mlly as Pierrette. No dancer--Anna Denman -was right there--but a
fresh tuneful voice as she sings her song "Pierrette dancing on the Geen." A
good tune--M. Satterthwaite nodded approval. Wckham wasn't above witing a
tune when there was a need for it. The mpjority of the village girls made him
shudder, but he realised that Lady Roschei ner was determ nedly

phi | ant hropi cal . They press Pierrot to join the dance. He refuses. Wth white
face he wanders on--the eternal |over seeking his ideal. Evening falls
Har | equi n and Col unbi ne, invisible, dance in and out of the unconscious throng
The place is deserted, only Pierrot, weary, falls asleep on a grassy bank
Har | equi n and Col unbi ne dance round him He wakes and sees Col unbi ne. He woos
her in vain, pleads, beseeches... She stands uncertain. Harlequin beckons to
her to begone. But she sees himno |longer, She is listening to Pierrot, to his
song of |ove outpoured once nore. She falls into his arns, and the curtain
comes down. The second Act is Pierrot's cottage. Colunbine sits on her
hearth. She is pale, weary. She listens--for what? Pierrot sings to her--woos
her back to thoughts of himonce nore. The eveni ng darkens Thunder is heard..

Col unbi ne puts aside her spinning wheel. She is eager, stirred... She listens
no longer to Pierrot. It is her own nmusic that is in the air, the nusic of
Har | equi n and Col umbine... She is awake She renenbers. A crash of thunder!

Harl equin stands in the doorway. Pierrot cannot see him but Col unbine springs
up with a glad laugh. Children come running, but she pushes them aside. Wth
anot her crash of thunder the walls fall, and Col unbi ne dances out into the
wild night with Harl equin. Darkness, and through it the tune that Pierrette
has sung. Light cones slowy. The cottage once nore. Pierrot and Pierrette
grown old and grey sit in front of the fire in two armchairs. The nusic is
happy, but subdued. Pierrette nods in her chair. Through the w ndow cones a
shaft of noonlight, and with it the nmotif of Pierrot's |long-forgotten song. He

stirs in his chair. Faint nusic--fairy music... Harlequin and Col unbi ne
out si de. The door sw ngs open and Col unbi ne dances in. She | eans over the
sl eeping Pierrot, kisses himon the lips... Crash! A peal of thunder. She is

outside again. In the centre of the stage is the |lighted wi ndow and through it



are seen the two figures of Harlequin and Col unbi ne danci ng sl owy away,

growing fainter and fainter... Alog falls. Pierrette junps up angrily,
rushes across to the wi ndow and pulls the blind. So it ends, on a sudden
discord... M. Satterthwaite sat very still anong the appl ause and

voci ferations. At last he got up and made his way outside. He came upon Mlly
Stanwel |, flushed and eager, receiving conplinents. He saw John Denman,

pushi ng and el bowi ng his way through the throng, his eyes alight with a new
flame. Molly came towards him but, alnost unconsciously, he put her aside. It
was not her he was seeking. "My wife? Where is she?" "I think she went out
in the garden.” It was, however, M. Satterthwaite who found her, sitting on

a stone seat under a cypress tree. Wien he cane up to her, he did an odd

thing. He knelt down and raised her hand to his lips. "Ah!" she said. "You
think | danced well ?" "You danced--as you al ways danced, Madane

Khar sanova." She drew in her breath sharply. "So--you have guessed." "There
is only one Kharsanova. No one could see you dance and forget. But

why--why?" "What el se is possible?" "You nean?" She had spoken very sinply.
She was just as sinple now "Oh! but you understand. You are of the world. A
great dancer--she can have |l overs, yes--but a husband, that is different. And
he--he did not want the other. He wanted nme to belong to himas--as Kharsanova
coul d never have belonged." "I see," said M. Satterthwaite. "I see. So you
gave it up?" She nodded. "You nust have loved himvery nuch," said M.
Satterthwaite gently. "To make such a sacrifice?" She | aughed. "Not quite
that. To make it so light-heartedly." "Ah, yes--perhaps--you are

right." "And now?" asked M. Satterthwaite. Her face grew grave. "Now?" She
paused, then raised her voice and spoke into the shadows. "Is that you

Sergi us Ivanovitch?" Prince Oranoff cane out into the noonlight. He took her
hand and smiled at M. Satterthwaite w thout self-consciousness. "Ten years
ago | mourned the death of Anna Kharsanova, " he said sinmply. "She was to ne

as ny other self. Today | have found her again. We shall part no nore." "At
the end of the lane in ten mnutes,” said Anna, "I shall not fai

you." Oranoff nodded and went off again. The dancer turned to M.
Satterthwaite. A snmile played about her lips. "Well--you are not satisfi ed,

my friend?" "Do you know," said M. Satterthwaite abruptly, "that your
husband is | ooking for you?" He saw the trenor that passed over her face, but
her voice was steady enough. "Yes," she said gravely. "That may well be." "I

saw his eyes. They------ " he stopped abruptly. She was still calm "Yes,

per haps. For an hour. An hour's magic, born of past menories, of nusic, of
moonl i ght -That is all" "Then there is nothing that | can say?" He felt old,
dispirited. "For ten years | have lived with the man | |ove," said Anna

Kharsanova. "Now | am going to the man who for ten years has |loved ne." M.
Satterthwaite said nothing. He had no argunents left. Besides it really seened
the sinplest solution. Only-- only, sonehow, it was not the solution he

wanted. He felt her hand on his shoulder. "I know, ny friend, | know But
there is no third way. Al ways one | ooks for one thing--the |lover, the perfect,
the eternal lover... It is the music of Harlequin one hears. No | over ever
satisfies one, for all lovers are nortal. And Harlequin is only a myth, an

i nvisible presence... unless------ " "Yes," said M. Satterthwaite.

"Yes?" "Unless--his nanme is--Death!" M. Satterthwaite shivered. She noved
away fromhim was swallowed up in the shadows... He never knew quite how

I ong he sat on there, but suddenly he started up with the feeling that he had
been wasting valuable tine. He hurried away, inpelled in a certain direction
almost in spite of hinself. As he cane out into the | ane he had a strange
feeling of unreality. Mgic--magic and nmoonlight! And two figures coning
towards him.. Oranoff in his Harlequin dress. So he thought at first. Then
as they passed him he knew his m stake. That lithe swaying figure belonged to
one person only--M. Quin... They went on down the |lane--their feet light as
t hough they were treading on air. M. Quin turned his head and | ooked back
and M. Satterthwaite had a shock, for it was not the face of M. Quin as he
had ever seen it before. It was the face of a stranger--no, not quite a
stranger. Ah"! he had it now, it was the face of John Denman as it mi ght have



| ooked before life went too well with him Eager, adventurous, the face at
once of a boy and a lover... Her |augh floated down to him clear and
happy..." he | ooked after themand saw in the distance the lights of a little
cottage. He gazed after themlike a man in a dream He was rudely awakened by
a hand that fell on his shoul der and he was jerked round to face Sergius
Oranoff. The man | ooked white and distracted. "Were is she? Were is she?
She prom sed--and she has not cone." "Madam has just gone up the

| ane--alone.” It was Ms. Denman's nmid who spoke fromthe shadow of the door
behi nd them She had been waiting with her mistress's waps. "I was standi ng
here and saw her pass," she added. M. Satterthwaite threw one harsh word at
her. "Al one? Alone, did you say?" The maid' s eyes widened in

surprise. "Yes, sir. Didn't you see her off?" M. Satterthwaite clutched at
Oranoff. "Quickly," he nmuttered. "I'm-1"mafraid." They hurried down the

| ane together, the Russian talking in quick disjointed sentences. "She is a
wonder ful creature. Ah! how she danced tonight. And that friend of yours. Wo
is he? Ah! but he is wonderful --unique. In the old days, when she danced the
Col unbi ne of Ri nsky Korsakoff, she never found the perfect Harlequin. Mordoff,
Kassni ne--none of themwere quite perfect. She had her own little fancy. She
told me of it once. Always she danced with a dream Harl equi n--a man who was
not really there. "It was Harlequin hinmself, she said, who cane to dance wth
her. It was that fancy of hers that nade her Col unbi ne so wonderful" M.
Satterthwaite nodded. There was only one thought in his head. "Hurry," he
said. "We nust be in tine. Ch! We nust be in tine." They canme round the | ast
corner--cane to the deep pit and to sonmething lying in it that had not been
there before, the body of a woman lying in a wonderful pose, arns flung w de
and head thrown back. A dead face and body that were triunphant and beauti f ul
in the noonlight. Wrds came back to M. Satterthwaite dimy--M. Qin's

wor ds- - "wonderful things on a rubbish heap"... H understood them now. Oranoff
was nurmuring broken phrases. The tears were stream ng down his face. "I

| oved her. Always | loved her." He used al nost the sane words that had
occurred to M. Satterthwaite earlier in the day. "W were of the sane world,
she and I. W had the sanme thoughts, the same dreanms. | woul d have | oved her
al ways..." "How do you know?" The Russian stared at him-at the fretful
peevi shness < the tone. "How do you know?" went on M. Satterthwaite. "It
what all |overs think--what all lovers say... There is one! one

| over------ " He turned and alnost ran into M. Quin. In an agitated manner,
M. Satterthwaite caught himby the arm and drew himaside. "It was you," he
said. "It was you who were with ht just now?"' M. Quin waited a minute and
then said gently-- "You can put it that way, if you like." "And the maid
didn't see you?" "The maid didn't see nme." "But , | did. Why was

that ?" "Perhaps, as a result of the price you have paid, you see things that
ot her people--do not." M. Satterthwaite | ooked at hi munconprehendingly for
a mnute or two. Then he began suddenly to quiver all over like an aspen

leaf. "What is this place?" he whispered. "What is this-- place?" "I told
you earlier to-day. It is ny lane." "A Lovers Lane," nurrmured M.
Satterthwaite. "And people pass along it." "Mst people, sooner or

later."” "And at the end of it--what do they find?" M. Quin sniled. H's voice
was very gentle. He pointed at the ruined cottage above them "The house of
their dreans--or a rubbish heap--who shall say?" M. Satterthwaite | ooked up
at him suddenly. A wld rebellion surged over him He felt cheated,

defrauded. "But |---." is voice shook. "I have never passed down your
lane..." "And do you regret?" M. Satterthwaite quailed. M. Quin seened to
have | ooned to enornpus proportions... M. Satterthwaite had a vista of.

sonet hing at once nenacing and terrifying... Joy, Sorrow, Despair. And his
confortable little soul shrank back appalled. "Do you regret?" M. Qin
repeated his question. There was sonmething terrible about him "No," M.

Satterthwaite stamrered. "N-no." And then suddenly he rallied. "But | see
things," He cried. "I may have been only a |l ooker-on at life--but | see things
that ot her people do not. You said so yourself, M. Quin..." But M. Quin had

vani shed. The End
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