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CHAPTER IV—Continued.

“It might have been you, my dear,” she |
said, placidly. “And, indeed, it is a dread- |
ful business. But why not telephone to
the hospital and ask how the poor fellow.
i.?l’

The patient was better but was etill in
an unconscious condition. ;

CHAPTER V.
“Received With Thanks.”

Steel gwallowed a hasty breakfast and
hurried off townwards. He had £1,000
packed away in his cigar-case, and the

sooner he was free from Beckstein the bet- | 8ir

ter he would be pleased. He came at length
to the offices of Messrs. Mossa and Mack,
whose brass-plate bore the legend that the
gentry in question were eolicitors, and
that they also had a business in London.
As David strode into the offices of the
senior partner that individual looked up
with a shade of anxiety in his deep, Orien-

eyes.

“If you have come to offer terms,” he
waid, nasally, “I am sorry—""

“To. hear that I have come to pay you
in full,” David said, grimly; “<£974 16e.
4d. up to yesterday, which I understand
is every penny you can rightfully claim.
Here it is. Count it.”

He opened the cigar-case and took the
motes therefrom. Mr. Mossa counted them
wery. carefully indeed. The shade of die-
appointment was still upon his aquiline
features. He had hoped to put in execu-
tion today and eell David up. In that way
quite £200 might have been added to hie
legitimate earnings.

“It appears to be all correct,” Mossa
®aid, dismally. 3

“So I imagined, eir. You will be o
good as to indorse the receipt on the back
of the writ. Of course you are delighted
4o find that I am not putting you to pain-
ful extremities, Any other firm of soli-
citors would have given me time to pay
this. But I am like the man who jour-
meyed from Jericho to Jerusalem—"

“And fell amongst, thieves! You dare to
«call me a thief? You dare—"

“I didn*,” David said, drily. “That
fine, discriminating mind of yours eaved
me the trouble. I have met some toler-
ably elimy scoundrels in my time, but
mever any one of them more despicable
than yourself. Faugh! the mere sight of
wou eickens me. Let me get out of the
place so that I can breathe.”

David etrode out of the office with the
remains of his emall fortune rammed imto
his pocket. In the wild, unreasoning rage
that came over him he had forgotten his
cigarcase. And it was some little time
before Mr. Mossa was calm enough to eee
the diamonds winking at him.

“Onir frrend is in funds,” he muttered.
*‘Well, he shall have a dance for his cigar-
case. I'll send it up to the police-station
and eay that some gentleman or other left
it here by accident. And if that Steel
comes back we can say that there is no
cigar-case here. And if Steel does not see
the police advertisement he will Jase his
pretty toy, and serve him right. Yes,
that is the way to serve him out.”

Mr. Mossa proceeded to put his echeme
into execution whilst David was’etrolling
along the sea front. He was too excited
for work, though he felt easier in his mind
than he had done for months. He turned
mechanically on to the Palace Pier, at the
head of which an Eastbourne steamer was

I left it behind me at the office of Mr.
Meossa.”

‘“The case was sent here by Mr. Mossa
himself,” Marley admitted.

“Then, of course, it is mine. T had to
give Mr. Mossa my opinion of him this
morning, and by way of spiting me he
gent that case here, hoping, perhaps, that
I should not recover it. You know the
case, Marley—it was lying on the floor of
my conservatory last night.”

“Y did notice a gun-metal case there,”
Warley said, cawtiousiy. !

“As a matter of fact, you called my

s ”
““Well, you must make allowances for
my then frame of mind,” David laughed.
“I rather gather from your manner,”
that somebody else has been after the case;
if that is so, you are right to be reticent.
Still, it is in your hands to settle the
mattér on the spot. All  you
have to do is to open the case, and if
you fail to find my initials, D. 8,
scratched in the left-hand top corner,
then I have lost my property and  the
other fellow has found his.”

In the same reticent fashion Marley
proceeded to unlock a eafe in the corner,
and from thence he produced what ap-
peared to be the identical cause of all
this talk. - He pulled the electric table
lamp over. to him and proceeded to ex-
amine the inside carefully.

“You are quite right,” he said, at
length. ‘“Your initials are here.”

“Not strange, seeing that I scratched
them there last night,” said David, drily.
“When? Oh, it was after you left my
house last night.”

“And it has been some time in your
possession, sir?”’

“Oh, confound it. mo. It was—well,
it was a present from a friend for a
little service rendered. So far as I un-
derstand, it was purchased at Lockhart’s,
in North Stréet. No, I’ll 'be. hanged if
I answer any more of your questions,
Marley. I’ll be your Aunt Sally so far
as you are officially concerned. But as
to yonder case, your queries are dis-
tinctly impertinent.”

Marley shook his head gravely, as one
might over a promising but headstrong

0y.

“Do I -understand that you decline to
account for the case?”’ he asked.

“Certainly I do. It is connected with
gome friends of mine to whom I render-
ed a service a little time back. The
whole' thing is and must remain an ab-
solute secret.”

“You are placing yourself in a very
delicate position, Mr. Steel.”

David started at the gravity of the
tone. That something was radicaily
wrong came upon him like a shock. And
ho could see pretty clearly that, without
betraying confidence, he could not logical-
ly account for the possession of the cigar-
case. In any case it was too much to
expect that the stolid police officer would
listen to ‘so extravagant a tale’ for a
moment.

“What on earth do you mlan, man?”’
he cried.

“Well, it’s this way, sir,”” Marley pro-
ceeded to explain. “When I pointed out
the case to you lying on the floor of
your conservatory last night you said it
wasn’t yours. You looked at it with

blaring and panting. The trip appealed \4pe eyes of a stranger, and then you

to David in his present frame of mind.
iLike most of his class, he was given to act-
ing on the spur of the moment . . . .
Tt was getting dark as David let himeelf
into Downend Terrace with his latch-key.

-How good it was to be back again! The
eye of the artist rested fondly upon the
beautiful things around. And but for the
eport of  chance, the whim of
fate, these had all passed from him
by this time. It was good to
look across the dining-table over Vene-
tian glass, to see the pools of light cast by
the shaded clectric, to note the feathery
dall of flowers, and to see that placid,
gentle face in its frame of white hair op-
posite him. Mrs. Steel’'s simple, unaffect-
ed pride in her son was not the least grat-
ifying part of David’s success.

“You have not suffdred from the shock,
mother?” he agked.

“Well, no,” Mrs. Steel confessed, placid-
ly. “You see I never had what people
cail merves, my dear. And, after all, I
saw mothing. Still, I am very, very sorty
for that poor young man, and I have sent
to inquire after him several times.”!

“He is no worse.or I should have heard
wf it.”

“No, and no bhetter. And Inspector
Aarley has been here to see you twice
today.”

David pitied himself as much as a man
could pity himself considering his sur-
roundings. 1¢ was rather annoying that
that should have happened at a time when
he was so busy. .And Marley would have
all sorts of questions to ask at all sorts
of inconvenient seasons.

Steel passed into his study presently and
lighted a cigarette. Despite his determi-
nation to put the events of yesterday
from his mind, he found himself constant-
ly returning to them. What a splendid
dramatic story they would make! And
what a fascinating mystery could be
nvoven round that gun-metal cigar-case.

By the way, where was the cigar case?
On the whole it would be just as well to
Jock the case away till he could discover
gome reasonable excuse for ite possession.
[His mother would be pretty sure to ask
where it came from, and David could not
prevaricate so far as she ‘was concerned.
Bat the cigar case was mot to be found,
and David was forced to the conclusion
that he had left it in Mossa’s office.

A little annoyed with himself he took
up the evening Argus. There was half a
column devoted to -the strange case at
Downend Terrace, and just over it a late
advertiement to the effect that a gun-
metal cigar<ase had been found and was
in the hands of the police awaiting an
owner.

David slipped from the house and
caught a ’bus in St. Geerge’s Road.

At the police station he learn’t that
Inspector Marley was still on the prem-
jces, Marley came forward gravely. He
had a few questions to ask, but nothing
to tell. .

“And mow, perhaps, you can give me
some information?’” David said, “You are
advertising in tonight’s Argus a gun-metal
cigar-case set wth diamonds.”

“Ah,” Marley said eagerly, ‘“can you
tell us anything about it?”’

“Nothing beyond the fact that [ hope
to satisfy you that the case is mine.”

Marley stared open-mouthed at David
for a moment, and then relapsed into his®
sapless official manner. He might have
been a detective crose-examining a suspect-
ed criminak

““Why this mystery?”’ David asked. “‘I

diamonds, and I see a similar article is
noted as found by the police. I lost it
. this morning, and I shrewdly suspect that

B

said you were mistaken. From infor-
mation given me last night I have been
making inquiries about the cigar-case.
You took it to Mr. Mossa’s, and from
it you produced notes to the value of
nearly £1,000 to pay off a debt. Within
eight-and-forty hours you had no more
prospect of paying that debt than I have
at this moment. Of course, you will
be able to account for those notes. You
can, of course?”’ :

Marley looked eagerly at his visitor.
A cold chill was playing up and down
Steel’s spine. Not to save his life could
he account for those notes.

“We will discuss that when the proper
time comes,” he said, with fine indiffer-
ence.

““As you please, sir. From information
also received I took the case to Walen’s;
in West Street, and asked Mr. Walen
if he had seen the case before. Pressed
to identify it, he handed me a glass and
asked me to find the figures (say) ‘1771
x. 3, in tiny charaoters on the edge. I
did so by the aid of the glass, and Mr.
Walen further proceeded to show me
an entry in his purchasing ledger which
proved that a cigar-case in gun-metal and
diamonds bearing that légend had been
added to the stock quite recently—a few
weeks ago, in fact.”

“Well, what ,of that?’ David asked,
impatiently. “For all I know, the case
might have come from Walen's. I said
it came from a friend who must needs
be nameless for services equally name-
Jess. I am not going to deny that Walen
was right.”

“Y have not quite finished,” Marley
said, quietly. “Preswed as to when the
case had been sold, Mr. Walen, without
hesitation, said: ‘Yesterday; for £72 15s.
The purchaser was a stranger, whom' Mr.
Walen is prepared to identlfy. Asked if
a formal receipt had been given, Walen
caid that it had. And now I come to
the gist of the whole matter. You saw
Dr. Cross hand me a mass of papers,
etc., taken from the person of the gentle-
man who was nearly killed in your
house ?”’

David nodded. His breath was coming
a little faster. His quick mind had run
on ahead; he saw the gulf looming be-
fore him.

“Go on,” said he, horsely, “go on. You
mean to say that—"

“That amongst the papers found in the
pocket of the unfortunate stranger was
a receipted bill for the very cigar-case
that lies here on the table before you!”

CHAPTER VI
A Policy of Silence.

Steel dropped into a chair and gazed
at Inspector Marley with mild surprise.
At the same time he was not in the
least alarmed. Not that he failed to
recognise the gravity of the situation,
only it appealed in the first instance to
the professional side of his character.

“Walen is quite sure?”’ he asked. ‘‘No
possible doubt about that, eh?”

“Not in the least. You see, he re-
cognised his private mark at once, and
Brighton is not &0 prosperous a place
that a man could sell a £70 cigar-case
and forget all about it-—that is, a gecond
case, I mean. It’s most extraordinary.”

“Rather! Make a magnificent story
Marley.”

“Very,” Marley responded, drily. “It
would take all your well-known ingenuity
to get your.hero out of this trouble.”

S.tee‘l nodded gravely. This personal

twist brought him to the earth again. llc
could clearly see the trap into which he
had placed himself. There before him
lay the cigar-case which he had positively
identified as his own; inside, his initials
bore testimony to the fact. And
yet the same case had been
identified beyond question as one sold
by a highly respectable local tradesman
to the mysterious individual now lying
in the Sussex County Hospital.

“May 1 smoke a cigarette?”’ David
asked. -

‘“You may smoke a score if they will
be of any assistance to you, sir,” Marley
replied. “I don’t want to ask you any
questions and I don’t want you—well,
to commit yourself. But really, sir, you
must admit—""

The inspector paused significantly.
David nodded again.
‘“Pray proceed,” he said: speak frc.a

the brief you have before you.”

“Well, you see it’s this way,” Marley
said, not without hesitation. ‘“You call
us up to your house, saying that a murder
has been committed there; we find a
stranger almost at his last gasp in your
conservatory with every signs of a
struggle having taken place. You tell
us that the injured man is a stranger to
you; you go on to say that he must have
found his way into vour house during
a nocturnal ramble of yours. Well, that
sounds like common sense on thg face of
it. The criminal has studied your habits
and has taken advantage of them. Then
T ask if you are in the habit of taking
these midnight strolls, and with some
signs of hesitation you say that you have
never done such a thing before. Charles
Dickens was very fond!of that kind of
thing, and I naturally imagined that you
had the same fancy. But you had never
done it before. And, the only time, a
man is nearly murdered in your hou:->.”

‘“Perfectly correct,” David ‘murmured.
“Gaboriau could not have put it better.
You might have been a pupil of my re-
markable acquaintance Hatherly Bell.”

“I am a pupil of Mr. Bell’'s,”” Marley
said, quietly. “Seven years ago he in-
duced me to leave the Huddersfield polics
to go into his office, where I stayed until
Mr. Bell gave up business, when I ap-
plied for and gained my pre#nt position.
Curious you should mention Mr. Bell’s
name, seeing that he was here so recent-
ly as this afternoon.”

“Staying in Brighton?” Steel
eagerly. “What is his address?”

“No. 219, Brunswick Square.”

It took all the nerve that David
possessed to crush the cry that rose to
his lips. It was more than strange that
the man he most desired to see at this
junoture should be staying in the very
house where the novelist had his great
adventure. And in the mere fact might
be the key to the problem of the cigar-
case. :

“I'll certainly see Bell,” he muttered.
“Go on, Marley.”

“Yes, sir. We now proceed to the
cigar-case that lies before you. It was
also lying on the floor of your conserva-
tory on the night in question. I sug-
gested that here we might have found a
clue, taking the precaution at the same
time to ask if the article in question was
your property. You looked at the case
as one does who examines an object for
the first time, and proceeded to declare
that it was not yours. I am quite pre-
pared to admit that you instantly cor-
rected yourself. But I ask, is it a usual
thing for a man to forget the ownership
of a £70 cigar-case?”

“A tice point, and I congratulate you
upon it,” David said.

“Then we will take the matter a little
farther. A day or two ago you were’
in dire need of something like £1,000.
Temporarily, at any rate, you were prac-
tically at the end of your resources. If
this. money were not forthcoming in a
few hours you were a ruined man. In
vulgar parlance, you would have been
sold up. Mossa and Mack had you in
their grip, and they were determined fo
make all they could out of you. The
morning following the outrage at your
house you call upon Mr. Mossa and pro-
duce the cigar-case lying on the table
before you. From that case you pro-
duced notes sufficient to discharge your
debt—Bank of England notes, the num-
bers of which, I need hardly say, are in
my possession. The money is produced
from the case yonder, which case we
know was sold to the injured man ‘by
Mr. Walen.”

Marley made a long and
pause. Steel nodded.

“There seems to be no way out of it,”
he said.

“I can see one,” Marley suggested. “Of
course, it would simplify matters enorm-
ously if you merely told me in confidence
whence came those notes. You see, as
I have the numbers, I could verify your
statement beyond question, and—"

Marley paused again and shrugged his
shoulders. Despite his cold, official
manner, he was obviously prompted by a
desire to serve his companion. - And yet,
simple as the suggestion seemed, it was
the very last thing with which Steel
could comply.

The novelist turned the matter over
rapidly in his mind. His quick percep-
tions flashed along the whole logical line
instantaneously. He was like a man who
suddenly sees a' midnight landscape by
tbe glare of a dazzling flash of light-
ning.

“I am sorry,” he said, slowly, “very
sorry, to disappoint you. Were our
situations reversed, I should take up your
position exactly. But it o happens that
I cannot, dare not, tell you where I got
those notes from. So far as I am con-
cerned they came honestly into my hands
in payment for special services rendered.
It was part of my contract that I should
reveal the secret to nobody. If I told
vou the story you would decline to be-
lieve it; you would say that it was a
brilliant effort of a novelist’'s imagination
to get out of a dangerous position.”

“I don't know that I should,” Marley
replied. “I have long since ceased to
wonder at anything inat happens in or
connected with Brighton.”

“All the same I can't tell you, Marley,”
Steel said, as he rose. ‘“My lips are ab-
solutely sealed. The point is: what are

significant

.| you going to do?”

“For the present, nothing,” Marley re-
plied. “So long as the man in the hos-
pital remains unconscious I can do no
more than pursue what Beaconsfield
called ‘a policy of masterly inactivity.” 1
have told you a good deal more than I
had any right to do, but I did so ig the
hope that you could assist me. Perhaps
in a day or two you will think better
of it. Meanwhile—"

“Meanwhile I am in a tight-place.

Yes, I see that perfectly well.” It is just

S —_— e o

‘ possible that I shall be only too pleased
‘to let you know. Good-night, Marley,
!and many thanks to you.”

But with all his ingenuity and fertility
‘of imagination David could see no way
|out of the trouble. - He sat up far into
| the night scheming; there was no flavor
in his tobacco; his pictures and flowers,
i his silver and china, jarred upon him. He
 wished with all his heart now that he
i had let everything go. It need only have
been a temporary matter, and there were
{other Cellini tankards, and intaglios, and
{line engravings in the world for the man
with money in his purse. :

He could see no way out of it at all.
Was it not possible that the whole thing
had been deliberately planned so as to
land him and his brains into the hands
of some clever gang of swindlers? Had
he been tricked and fooled so that he
might become the tool of others? It
seemed hard to think so when he recalled
the sweet voice in the darkness and its
passionate plea for help. And yet the
very cigar-case that he had been told
was the one he admired at Lockhart’s
had proved beyond question to be one
purchased from Walen’s!

If he decided to violate his premise and
tell the whole story nobody would believe
him. The thing was altogether too wild
and improbable for that. And yet, he
reflected, things almost as impossible
happen in Brighton every day. And
what proof had he to offer?

Well, there was one thing certain. At
least three-quarters of those bank-notes
—the portion he had collected at the
house with the. crimson blind—could not
poseibly be traced to the injured man.
And, again, it was no fault of Steel’s'
that Marley had obtained possession of
the numbers of the notes. If the de-
tective chose to ferret out facts for him-
self no blame could attach to Steel. Tf
those people had only chosen to leave
out of the question that confounded cigar-
case!

David’s train ot thought was broken as
an idea came to him. 1t was not so long
gince he had a facsimile cigar-case in his
hand at Lockhart’s, in North Street.
Somebody connected with the mystery
must have seen him admiring it and re-
luctantly declining the purchase, because

lthe voice from the telephone told him.
| that the case was a present and that it
{had come from. the famous North Street
asked,

establishment

“By Jove!” David cried. “I'll go to
Lockhart’s tomorrow and see if the case
is still there. If so, I may be able to
trace it.”

Fairly early the next morning David
was in North Street. For the time be-
ing he had put his work aside altogether.
He could not have written a dozen con-
secutive lines to save the situation. The
mere effort to preserve a cheerful face
before his mother was a torture. And
at any time he might find himself forced
to meet a crimnal charge.

The gentlemanly assistant at Lockhart’s
remembered Steel and the cigar-case per-
fectly well, but he was afraid that the
article had been sold. No doubt it wouid
be possible to obtain a facsimile in the
course of a few days.

“Only I required that particular one,”
Steel said. “Can you tell me when 1t
was sold and who purchased it?”

A junior partner did, and could give
some kind of information. Several people
had admired the case, and it had been
on the point of sale several times. Final-
ly, it had passed into the hands of an
American gentleman staying at the Met-
ropole. !

“Can you tell me his name?’ David
asked, “or discribe him?”

“Well, I can’t sir,” the junior partner
said frankly. “I haven’t the slightest
recollection of the gentleman. He wrote
frdm the Metropole on the hotel paper
describing the case and its price and in-
closed the full amount in ten-dollar notes
and asked to have the casc sent by post
to the hotel. When we ascertained that
the notes were all right, we naturally
posted the case as desired, and there, so
far as we are concerned, was an end of
the matter.”

“You don’t recollect his name?”

“Oh, yes. The name was John Smith.
If there is anything wrong——"

David hastily gave the desired assur-
ance. He wanted to arouse no suspicion.
All the same, he left Lockhart's with a
plethora of suspicions of his own. Doubt-
less the jewellers would be well and fair-
ly satisfied so long as the case had been
paid for, but from the standpoint of
David’s superior knowledge the whole
transaction fairly bristled with suspicion.

Not for one moment did Steel believe,|
in the American at the Metropole. Some-
body stayed ' there doubtless under the
name of John Smith, and that said
somebody had paid for the cigar-case in
dollar notes the tracing of which might
prove a task of years. Nor was it the
slightest use to inquire at the Metropole,
where pmct.icqlly evervbody is identified
by a number, and where scores come
and go every day. John Smith would only
have to ask for his letters and then drop
quietly into a sea of oblivion. {

Well, David had got his informatinn,i
and a lot of use it was likely to prove
te him. As he walked thoughtfully home-
wards he was debating im his mind
whether or not he might venture to call
at or write to 219, Brunswick Square,
and lay his difliculties before the people
there. At any rate, be reflected,” with
grim bitterness, they would know that
he was not romancing. If nothing turn-
ed up in the meantime he would certain-
ly visit Brunswick Square.

He sat in his own room puzzling the
matter out till his head ached and the
flowers before him reeled in a dazzling
whirl of color. He looked round for in-
spiration, now desperately, as he frequent-
ly did when the- warp of his delicate
fancy tangled. The smallest thing some-
times fed the machine again—a patch
of sunshine, the chip on a plate, 1.¢
damaged edge of a frame. Then his eye
fell on the telephone and he jumped
to his feet.

“What a fool I am!” he exclaimed.
“If I. had been plotting this business out
as a story, I should have thought of that
long ago. No, I don’t want any
number, at least, not in that way. Two
nights ago I was called up by somebody
from London who held the line for fully
half an hour or so. I've—1've forgotten
the address of my correspondent, but °f

when you have got it. Thanks.”

Half an hour passed before the bell
trilled again. David listened eagerly. At
any rate, now he was going to know the
number whence the mysterious message
came-—0017, Kensington, was the number.

David muttered his thinks and flew to

| seen.

yvou can ascertain the number. . . yes, |
I shall be here if you will ring me up

his big telephone directory. Yes, there
it was—*“0017, 446, Prince’s Gate, Gilead
Gates.”

The big volume; dropped with a crash
on the floor. David looked down at the
crumpled volume with dim, misty amaze-
ment.

“Gilead Gates,” he murmured. ‘“Quaker,
millionaire, and philanthropist. One of
the most highly-esteemed and popular
men in England. And from his house
came the message which has been the
source of all the mischief. And yet there
are critics who say the plots of my
novels are too fantastic!”

CHAPTER VIL

No. 218, Brunswick: Square.

The emotion of surprise seemed to have
left Steel altogether. After the last dis-
covery he was prepared 'to believe any-
thing. Had anybody told him that the
whole Bench of Bithops was at the bottom
of the mystery he would have responded
that the suggestion was highly probable.

“Still, it’s what the inimitable Dick
‘Ywiveller would call a staggerer,” he
muttered. ‘Gates, the millionaire, the
one great capitalist who has the profound
respect of the labor world. Noja man
with a record like that couldn’t have any-
thing to do with it. Still, it must have
been from his house that the mysterious
message came. The post-office people
working the telephone trunk line would
know that—a fact which probably escaped
the party who called me up. . . . I'll
go to Brunswick Square and see that
woman. Money or no meney, I'll notf
lie under an imputation like this.”

here was one thing to be done before-
hand, and that was to see Dr. Cross.
From the latter’'s manner he evidently
knew nothing of the charge hanging over
‘Steel's head. Marley was evidently keep-
‘ing that close to himsélf and speaking
to nobody.

“Oh, the man is better,” Cross said,
cheerfully. “He hasn’t been identified
vet, though the Press has given us every
assistance. I fancy the poor fellow is
going to recover, though I am afraid it
will be a long job.”

“He hasn’t recovered
then?” :

“No, and neither will he for some time
to come. There seems to be a certain;
pressure on the brasu which we are un-
able to locate, and we dare not try the
Rontgen rays yet. So on the whole you
are likely to escape with a charge of
aggravated assault.”

David smiled grimly as he went his®
way. He walked the whole distance to
Hove along North Street and the West-
ern Road, finally turning down Bruns-
wick Square instead of up it, as he had
done on the night of the great adventure.
He wondered vaguely why he had been,
specially instrueted to approach the house
that way.

Here it was at last, 219, Brunswick
Square—220 above and, of course, 218
below the house. It looked pretty well
the same in the daylight, the same door,
the same knocker, and the same crimson
blind in the centre of the big bay window.
David knocked at the door with a vague
feeling of uncertainty as to what he was
going to do next. A very staid, old-
fashioned footman answered his ring and
inquired his business.

“Can—can I see your mistress?”’ David
stammered.

The staid footman became, if possible,
a little more reserved. If the gentleman
would send in his card he would see iff
Miss Ruth was disengaged. David found
himself vaguely wondering what Miss
Ruth’s surname might be. The old
Biblical name was a great favorite of”
his.

“I'm afraid I haven’t a card,” he said.
“Will you say that Mr. Steel would like
to see—er—Miss Ruth for a few minutes?
My business is exceedingly “pressing.”

The staid footman led the way into the
dining-room. Evidently this was no
frivolous house, where giddy butterflies
came and went; such gaudy insects|
would have been chilled by the solemni
decotum of the place. David followed
into the dining-room in a dreamy kind'
of way, and with the feeling that cames,
to us all at times, the sensation of hav-
ing done and seen the same thing be-
fore.

Nothing had been altered. The same
plain, handsome, expensive furniture was
here, the same mahogany and engravings,
the same dull red walls, with the same
light stain over the fire-place—a dull,
prosperous, square-toed-looking place. The
electric fittings looked a little different,
but that might have been fancy. It was
the identical room. David had run nis
quarry to earth, and he began to feel his
spirits rising. Doubtless he could scheme
some way out of the difficulty and spare
his phantom friends at the same time. ’

‘“You wanted to see me, sir? Will
you be so good as to state your business?”’

David turned with a start. He saw
before him a slight, graceful figure, and
a lovely, refined face in a frame of the
most beautiful hair that he had ever
The grey eyes were demure, with
just a suggestion of mirth in them; the
lips were made for laughter. It was
as if some dainty little actress were
masquerading in Salvation garb, only the
dress was all priceless lace that touched
David’s artistic perception. He could
imagine the girl as deeply in earnest as
going through fire and water for her
convictions. Also he could imagine her
as Puck or Ariel—there was rippling
laughter in every note of that voice of
ders.

“I--1, eh, ves,” Steel stammered. ‘“You
ree, I—if T only knew whom I had the
pleasure of addressing?”

“I, am Miss Ruth Gates, at your ser-
vice. Still, you asked for me by name.”

David made no reply for a moment. He
was tripping over surprises again. \What
a fool he had been not to look out the
name of the occupant of 219 in the
directory. It was pretty evident that
Gilead Gates had a house in Brighton
as well as one in town. Not only had
that telephone message emanated from
the millionaire’s
brought Steel to the philanthropist’s
abode in Brighton. If Mr. Gates him-
self had strolled into the room singing

consciousness,

| a comic song David would have expressed

no emotion.

“Daughter of the famous Gilead Gates
David asked, feebly.

“No, niece, and housekeeper. This is
not my uncle’s own house, he has merely
taken this for a time. But, Mr.
Steel 2

“Mr. David Steel—is my name familiar
to you?”’

David asked the question somewhat
eagerly. As yet he was only feeling his
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way and keenly on the look-out for any-
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residence, but it had |

thing, in the way of a clue. He saw the
face of the girl grow white as the table-
cover, he saw,the lurking laughter die
in her eyes, and the purple black terror
dilating the pupils.

“J—1 know you quite well by reputa-
tion,” the girl gasped. Her little hands
were pressed to her left side as if to
sheck some deadly pain there. “Indeed,
1 may say I have read most of your
stories. I—I hope that there is nothing
wrong.”

Her self-possession and courage were
coming back to her now. But the spasm

| of fear that had shaken her to the soul

was not lost upon Steel.

“I trust not,” he said, gravely. “Did
you know that I was here two nights
ago??”’

“Here!” the girl cried. “Impossible! In
the house! - The night before last! Why,
we were all in bed long before midnight.”

“I am not aware that I said anything
about midnight,” David responded, cold-
ly.

An angry flush came sweeping over the
face of the girl, annoyance at her folly,
David thought. She added quickly that
she and her uncle had only been down
in Brighton for three days. '

“Nevertheless, I was in this room two
nights ago,” David replied. 1t you
know all about it, I pray you to give me
certain information of vital importance
to me; if not, I shall be compelled to
keep my extraordinary story to mwself,
for otherwise you would never believe
it. Do you or do you not know ‘of my
visit here?”

The girl bent her head till Steel could
see nothing but the glorious amber of her
hair. He could see, too, the fine old lace
round her throat was tossing like a cork
on a stream.

“I can tell you nothing,” she said.
“Nothing, nothing, nothing.”

1t was the voice of one who would
have spoken had she dared. With any-
body else Steel would have been furious-
ly- angry. In the present case he could
only admire the deep, almost. pathetic,
loyalty to somebody wheo stood behind.

“Are you sure you were in this house?”
the girl asked, at length.

“Certain!” David exclaimed. “The
walls, the pictures, the furniture—all the
gsame. I could swear to the place any-
where. Miss Gates, if I cannot prove
that I was here at the time I name, it
is likely to go very hard with me.”

“You mean that a certain inconveni-
ence—""

“Inconvenience! Do you call a charge
of murder, or manslaughetr at best, in-
convenient? Have you not seen the local
papers? Don’t you know that two nights
ago, during my absence from home, a
strange man was
death in my conservatory? And during
the time of the outrage, as sure as Heaven
is above us, I was in this room.”

“I am sorry, but I am sure that you
were not.” .

““Ah, you are going to disappoint me?
And yet you know something. You might
have been the guiltiest of creatures your-
self when I disclosed my identity. No
prisoner dstected in some shameful crime
ever looked more guilty than you.”

The girl stood there, saying mnothing.
Had she rang the bell and ordered the
footman to put me out of the house.
Steel would have had no cause for com-
plaint. But she did nothing of the kind.
She stood there torn by conflicting
emotions.

“I can give you no information,” she
said, presently. ‘“But I am as positive
one way as you are another that you
have never been in this house before.
I may surmise things, but as I hope to
be judged fairly I can give you no in-
formation. I am only a poor, unhappy
girl, who is doing what she deems to be
the best for all parties concerned. And
1 can tell you nothing, nothing. Oh,
won’t you believe that I would do any-
thing to serve you if I were only free?’

She held out her hand with an implor
ing gesture, the red lips were quivering,
and her eyes were full of tears. David’s
warm heart went out to her; he forgot
all his own troubles and dangers in his
sympathy for the lovely creature in dis-
iress. :

“Pray say no more about it,” he cried.
He caught tone outstretched hand in his
and carried it to his lips. “T don't wish
to hurry you; in fact, haste is dangerous.
And there is ample time. Nor am I go-
ing to press you. Still, before long you
may find some way to give me a clue
without sacrificing a jot of your fine
loyalty to—well, others. "I would not
distress you for the world, Miss Gates.
Don’t you think that this has been the
most extraordinary interview ?”

The tears trembled like diamonds on
the girl's long lashes and a smile flashed
over her face. The sudden transformation
was wonderfully fascinating.

‘““What you might call an impossible
interview,” she laughed. “And all the
more impossible because it was quite im-
possible that you could ever have been
here before.”

“When I was in this room two nights
ago,” David protested, “I saw-—— A

“Did you see me, for instanze? If not,
you couldn’t have been here.”

A small, misshapen figure, with the
face of a Byron—Apoilo an the bust sf
!a Satyr—came in from behind the folding
jdoors at the back of the dining-room
i carrying some letters in his hand. The
| stranger's dark, piercing eyes were fixed
| inquiringly upon Steel.
‘ ‘“Bell,” the latter cried;
| Bell! you have been listening!”
The little man with the godlike head
| admitted the fact, coolly. He had been
writing letters in the back room and
| escape had been impossible for him.

“Funny enough, I was going to look
you up today.” he said. “You did me a
great service once, and T am longing to
irepay you. - I came down here to give
im,\' friend Gates the benefit of my advice
and assistance over a large philanthropic
scheme he has just evolved. And, writ-
|ing letters yonder on that subject, I

‘“Hatherly

| heard your extraordinary conversation.
| Can T help you, Steel?”
“My dear fellow,” David ecried, *if

| . %
| vou offered me every intellect in Europe

' T should not choose one of them so glad-
ly as yours.”

“Then let us shake hands on the bar-
igain. And now I am going to stagger
vou; T heard you state positively that
two night ago you were in this very
| room."”

“T am prepared to testify the fact on
oath anywhere, my dear Bell.”

“Very well; will you be good enough to
state the hour?”
| “Certainly. I was here from one o’clock
—say between one and two.”

“And I was here also. From eleven
o’clock till two I was in this very room

practically done to '

working _out some calculations at this
very table by the aid of my reading-lamp,
no other light being in the room, or even
in the house, as far as I know. It is
one of my fads—as fools call them—to
work in a large dark room with one
brilliant light only. Theretore you could
not possibly have been in the house, to
say nothing of this room, on the night
in question.”

David nodded feebly. There was no
combating Bell’s statement.

“I presume that this in No. 219?” he
asked.

“Certainly it is,” Miss Gates replied.
“We are all agreed about that.”

*“Because I read the number over the
fanlight,” Steel went on. ‘“And I came
here by arrangement. And there was
everything as I see it now. Bell, you
must either cure me of this delusion, or
you must prove logically to me that I
have made a mistake. So far as I am
concerned, I am like a child struggnng
with the alphabet.” )

We'll start now,” said Bell. “Come
along.”

Steel rose none too willingly. He would
fain have lingered with Ruth. She held.
out her hand; there was a warm, glad
smile on her face.

“May you be successful,” she whisper-
ed. “Come and see me again, because I
shall be very, very anxious to know. And
I am not without guilt. . . , If you
only knew!”

“And I may come again?”’
eagerly.

A further smile and a warm pressure
of the hand were the only reply. Pre-
sently Steel was standing outside in the
road with Bell. The latter was glane-
ing at the house on either side of 219.
The higher house was let; the one near
est the sea—218—was empty. A bill
the window gave the information
the property was in the hands of M
Wallace and Brown, Station Quaa.
where keys could be obtained.

‘“We’ll make a start straightaway,
said Bell. “Come along.”

“Where are you going to at that pace?”
Steel asked.

“Going to interview Messrs. Wallace
and Brown. At the present moment I
am a gentleman who is in search of a
house of residence, and I have a weakness
for Brunswick Square in particular,
especially for No. 218. Unless I am
greatly mistaken I am going to show you
something that will startle even the most
callous novelist.”

CHAPTER VIIL
Hatherly Bell.

. The' queer, misshapen figure striding
along by Steel's side would have attract-
ed attention anywhere; indeed, Hatherly
Bell had been an attractive personality
from his schooldays. A strange mixture
of vanity and brilliant mental qualities,
Bell had almost as many enemies as
friends. He was morbidly mirerable over -
the score of his personal appearance de-
spite the extraordinary beauty of his face
—to be pitied or even sympathised with.
almost maddened him. Yet there were
many women who would gladly have
shared the lot of Hatherly Bell.

For there was strength in the perfect-
ly moulded face, as well as beauty. It
was the face of a man possessed of
marvellous intellectual powers, and none
the less attractive because, while the skin
was as fair as a woman’s and the eyes
as clear as a child’s, the wavy hair was
absolutely white. The face of a man who
had suffered fiercely and long. A face
hiding a great sorrow.

Time was when B:ll had promised to
stand in the front rank of operative
physicians. In brain troubles and mental
disorders he had distinguished himself.
He had a marvellous faculty for psycho-
logical research; indeed, he had gone so
far as to declare that insanity was mere
ly a disease and capable of cure the same
as any ordinary malady. “If Bell goes
on as he has started,” a great Germa:
specialist once declared, “he will inevitab-
ly prove to be the greatest benefactor
to mankind since the beginning of the
world.” Bell was to be the man of his
time. /
And then suddenly he had faded out
as a star drops from the zenith. There
had been dark rumors of a terrible
scandal, a prosecution burked by strong
personal influence, mysterious paragraphs
in the papers, and the disappearance of
the name of Hatherly Bell from the rank
of great medical jurists. Nobody seemed
to know anything about it, but Bell was
ignored by all except a few old friends,
and henceforth he devoted his attention
to criminology and the evolution of
crime. It was Bell’'s boast that he could
take a dozen men at haphazard and giv
you their vices and virtues point-blank.
He had a marvellous gift that way.

A few people stuck to him, Gilead
Gates amongst the number. The million-
aire philanthropist had need of someone
te pick the sheep from the goats, and
Beit made no mistakes. David Steel had
been able to do the specialist some slight
service % year or two before, and Bell
had be-m plesas:d to magnify this into a
great favor.

“You ar:
oresently.

*“That s bacacee ;| at thinking fast,’
Bell repisa. “Steel, you are in great
trouble?”

“It needs = brilliant effort on yow
part to see that,” David said, bitterly,
“Besides, you heard a great deal just now
when you—you——"

“Listened,”  Bell said, coolly. “Of
course I had no intention of playing
eavesdropper; and I had no idea whe
the Mr. Steel was who wanted to see
Miss Gates. They come day by day, my
dear fellow, garbed in the garb of Pail
Mall or Petticoat Lane as the case may
be, but they all come for money. Some-
times it is a shilling, sometimes £100,
But T did not gather from your chat
with Miss Gates what your trouble was.”

*Perhaps not, but Miss Gates knew
perfectly well.”

Bell patted his companion, approving-
ly. i

“It is a pleasure to help a lucid-minded
man like yourself,” he said. “You go
straight to the root of the sore and cut
all the superfluous matter away. 1 was
deeply interested in the conversation
which I overheard just now. You are in
great trouble, and that trouble is con-
nected with 219, - Brunswick Square—a
house where you have never been be-
fore.”

“My dear chap, I was in that dining-
room two nights ago. Nothing will com-
vince me to the—"

To be continued.)

David said,

« =mrt walker,” David said,




