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at the door of the room in which the 
blind had been so suspiciously lifted 
and dropped. There was not a sound 
in the great house. Then a board 
cracked, and then the door of the room 
opened, brusquely, and a man appear­
ed. It was John Meredith, with the 
scar.

are Mr. Masters, aren’t you?—If you 
knew what I know.”

“What do you know?”
“I know that I never raised my blind 

on Wednesday morning. I had slept 
very bady for one or two nights, but on 
Tuesday night I slept like a log. I 
didn't wake up at all till nearly eleven 
o’clock.”

“Then, after all, I must be mistaken 
in the room.”

“That’s just what I don’t think you 
are,” said Meredith with returning 
calm and an almost frigid emphasis.

Philip paused.
“That 'means,” said he, “that you 

think someone came into your room 
that morning 'early, without going 
through the formality of wakening 
you?”

“Yes,” Meredith nodded.
“Someone connected with the mur­

der, if not the murderer?”
“Yes.”
“But don't you lock your door at 

nights?”
“Certainly,” said Meredith, “and I 

put the key under my pillow.”
“What a strange thing for a fellow 

to do!” was Philip’s private comment. 
And aloud he said: “Then the person 
who came in must have had a key that 
fits your door?”

“He must.”
“And he must have secured that be­

forehand, so that his coming into your 
room must have been part of his 
plans?” f

Meredith gave a sign of assent.
“But why your room?” Philip de­

manded curtly.
“I—I can’t imagine.”
“He wouldn’t have taken the trouble 

to get a key for your door for the 
sake of looking out through your win­
dow into the street. Any window on 
the front woul£ have done for that, or 
he could have gone to the dining-room. 
Why your room?”

“I—I can’t imagine,” Meredith re­
peated nervously.

“May I ask why you think I am not 
mistaken in the window?”

“I seem to remember having a sort 
of dream that someone came into 
room and went out again. I got up 
with that impression. I had it most 
strongly.”

“When did you first hear of the mur­
der?”

“Just as I was leaving my room. One 
of the boys was cleaning the corridor— 
he told me—fortunately.”

“May I ask why you say ‘fortunate­
ly’?”

“Well, it was a great shock to me, 
of course,” Meredith answered quietly 
—“a very great shock.”

“You didn’t faint or anything?”
"Why do you suggest such a thing?”
“Simply because you don’t look 

strong. No other reason.” He glanced 
with intention at the scar. “After an 
accident,” he said, “one is often—”

“Yes, yes,” Meredith cut him short. 
“It’s quite true, I’m ndt very strong. 
But I didn’t faint, I assure you.” He 
smiled and blushed momentarily.

Philip would have liked to hear some 
explanation of the scar, but none was 
offered. The conversation halted.

“You’re particularly interested in this 
murder?” Philip ventured.

Meredith paused. “Yes, J am,” he 
said.

“So am I!” Philip remarked, and he 
endeavored to charge his tone with 
meaning. “So aki I! And as you’re in­
terested—”

“To-night.”
“Well?”

to assume anger.
“Oh, that’s all right,” said Varcoe. 

“I was only waiting.”
“The deuce you were!” Philip replied. 

“What for? A thrashing?”
And he approached Varcoe with a 

gesture that indicated grevious bodily 
harm. He was taller than Varcoe, who 
had not the look of an athlete.

“Be careful, sir,” said Varcoe, “I 
have my revolver.”

“I don’t care a bilberry for your re­
volver,” Philip replied, putting his 
lamp on the table. “Drop it.”

Varcoe had rapidly produced ,a re­
volver from his pocket; he held it in 
his right hand.

“Drop it!” Philip smiled. “Drop it on 
the bed!”

He seized Varcoe’s left hand in both 
his hands, and operated the renowned 
Jiu-Jitsu twist in contrary directions 
of the Index and the thumb. By leav­
ing his left hand unclasped, an open 
prey to such an attack, Varcoe proved 
that, whatever his skill as a detective, 
he was not a finished expert in self- 
defence. He gave a smothered scream 
of pain as Philip forced him to bend 
over the bed, and then the fingers of 
the right hand relaxed and the revolver 
fell noiselessly on the artistic counter­
pane.

“Therd you are!” Philip laughed. 
“Quite neat, you see! You perceive the 
theory of the thing, don’t you? While 
that strike is being practised on one 
hand it is impossible for the other 
hand even to hold anything.”

“But that’s no joke!” Varcoe com­
plained.

“Yes it is,” said Philip. “I assure 
you I meant it as a joke.” He picked 
up the weapon. “I thought you might 
be interested in the theory. Besides, 
you oughn’t to threaten people with a 
revolver. It’s not quite polite. And on 
the part of a trespasser it amounts al­
most to bad form. Sit down. My joke 
has made you perspire, eh? No, sit 
down on the bed. You’ll be more com­
fortable there! I’ll have the chair. 
Now, won’t you tell me what you were 
waiting for?”

Varcoe, who was not a fool, accepted 
the situation with an admirable tran­
quility.

“I was waiting for you,” he said, still 
shaking the poor left hand.

“You wanted to see.me?”
“No, not specially. But about five 

minutes ago circumstances compelled 
me to seek refuge somewhere, and I 
sought refuge here. I knocked first, 
and as you didn’t answer, I opened the 
door and came in. I thought I might 
rely on your benevolent neutrality.” 

“In regard to what?”
“In regard to what I am doing.”
“My first notion naturally was that 

you were searching my room. I 
imagined you had some suspicions of 
me. It was that that put me in such 
a jocular mood.”

“Not at all,” Mr. Varcoe replied. “I 
assure you.”

“Then I can understand that you did 
not find my joke in quite the best 
taste,” said Philip. “But what were 
you doing?”

“I was pursuing my .investigations. 
You saw me at dinner?”

“Did I see you at dinner? I should 
say I did see you at dinner! My dear, 
sii*, your dinsguise would not have de­
ceived a camel.”

“I am aware of it,” said Varcoe. “It 
was especially contrived not to dedeive 
anybody who knew me too well. You 
may be astonished to learn that there 
are no less than five notorious crimin­
als staying in this house at the present 
moment. At least, there were five this 
afternoon. There are only four now. 
One decamped immediately after din­
ner, but as I had men waiting outside 
in case of urgency, he did not decamp 
very far. You see the class of person 
attracted by the Hilgay brand of phil­
anthropy.”

“Had this deserter anything to do 
with the murder?”

“Not at all. But he was wanted for 
stealing fireplaces out of a row of new 
houses in Wandsworth. So that was 
all right.”

Philip began to conceive a certain re­
spect for Mr. Varcoe, and a certain in­
terest in his methods.

“But why the bad disguise?” he 
questioned. .

“Merely to enable me to study the 
faces of those who saw through it,” 
replied Varcoe.

“How did my face strike you?” Philip 
demanded.

“It didn’t strike me,” said Varcoe. 
“Because I had already made tip my 
mind about you. You must remember 
that there was the policeman who 
came up to you while you were in the 
cabin that night. He said to .you: 
‘What’s up?’ Don’t you recollect?* He 
had had you in sight for two hours or 
so. So you couldn’t very well have as­
sisted at the burial. Your previous 
movements are accounted for.”

“I remember perfectly,” said Philip. 
“And I have wondered why you didn’t 
bring forward that policeman at the 
inquest! Some slight suspicion un­
doubtedly attached to me, and that 
policeman would have cleared me, as 
you say.”

“We didn’t bring him forward be­
cause it wouldn’t have paid us to,” 
said Varcoe.

“Wouldn’t have paid you to?”
“No. He didn’t show any remark­

able common-sense. In fact, he has 
had a reprimand. So why should we 
give the force away? It isn’t our busi­
ness to clear suspected persons. It’s 

pene- our business to convict suspected per- 
room cn sons.”

j which the Courier poster announced 
thus: “Corner House Mystery. Seot- 

“And I've drunk champagne with j land Yard defied. Detective Var 
Miss Josephine Fire in the dressing- spirited away. Is he dead?” The even- 
room that used to be Miss Giralda’s. fng papers had not yet had time to

come out, so that the Courier held a 
monopoly for quite two hours. Ami in 
spite of the fact that the Courier had 
just recently changed hands, tone

therefore bound 
morally or immorally, to stir London 
up at the earliest possible instant 
perienced Londoners felt that hem

MeDoubloons And I’ve found the boy that was em­
ployed to send the watchman off on 
the wild-goose chase.”

“Mr. Varcoe, I congratulate you.”
“And that isn’t all I’ve done.”
“In short the game is up?”
“The game is up. It it wasn’t, do 

you suppose, my dear Mr. Masters, that 
I should be unpacking my heart with 
words to you in this fashion, as the 

I Swan of Avon says?”
“You’ve got your hands on the crim­

inal?”
“Who is it?”
“Guess.”
“I’m not good at guessing,” said 

Philip; “but I’ll guess if you say whe­
ther I’m right.”

“Go ahead,” was Varcoe’s reply,
“Well, I won’t guess the foreign- 

looking person that Mrs. Upottery saw 
in the Captain’s room—in this room—on 
Tuesday night.”

“Why not?”
“Because that’s too obvious. Besides, 

you haven’t established his identity. I 
bet.”

“Yes I have,” Varcoe contradicted.
“Who was he?”
“You do well to put it in the past 

tense,” said Varcoe with a strange in­
tonation. “That gentleman no longer 
exists.”

“He is dead?”
“He has been destroyed, simply de­

stroyed.”
Philip controlled an 

shiver of''the spine.
“But it wasn’t he,” Varcoe added 

dryly.

REAandCHAPTER X. politics, arid wasBy EDEN PHILLPOTTS and 
ARNOLD BENNETT. End of Varcoe’s Inquiry.

Philip and Meredith stood regarding 
each other rather stupidly, as people 
will who are mutually astonished. The 
passages were dark, save for Philip’s 
little electric lamp, but in Meredith’s 
room a candle was burning, and the 
figure of the young man as he blocked 
the doorway was silhouetted against 
this faint and flickering light. A sense 
of the mystery of this sleeping house, 
with its five floors of misfortune, and 
its simple Adrian Hilgay keeping vigil 
at the base, impressed Philip very 
strongly. He felt more than usually 
alive, more than usually interested in 
the life of the moment, to the exclu­
sion both of the past and of the fu­
ture. At the end of a few seconds, he 
lifted his lamp and threw its thin ray 
on Meredith’s face. The scarred and 
yet handsome features were agitated.

“What is wrong?” Meredith stam-, 
mered in a low tone.

“Nothing,” said Philip. “I was just 
going to my room, and I dropped my 
lamp and stumbled over one of these 
planks.”

“Oh! I thought something was 
wrong.”
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something genuine in the way uf n 
sensation. The voices of the newsboys 
as the cried the Courier 
“take-it-or-Ieave-it” accent which, on 
the lips of a newsboy, always indi­
cates that there is no deception. The 
Giralda affair had been great before; 
it was now unique. It was the 
thing that existed in London: it ex­
tinguished sport, politics, the weather 
and the accommodation question on 
the District railway; even bridge- 
played less than usual that day.

In the Corner House life had become 
very difficult indeed. Not later than 3 
o’clock the siege of the vicinity h \ 
already been resumed by the vast If 
ured class that exclusively occupies the 
main thoroughfares of the town. The 
crowds were kept at bay on the 
fines of Strange street by a force of 
policemen, but policemen could not be­
set to keep policemen out of the house: 
nor is the modern journalist, especial­
ly when he is attached to a Sunday 
paper and it happens to be Saturday 
morning, the sort of person that 
be kept out of any house by any 
thority, natural or supernatural, should 
he desire to enter it. 
journalist, at a salary of fifty shillings 
a week and cab fares, knows the pow­
er behind him. And what with police 
in and out of uniform, and journalist* 
week-day and Sunday, and the genera! 
leisured public surging and staring at 
the ends of the street, the Corner 
House had the right to call itself fully 
and strictly invested. Chief and 
must mysterious among the strangers 
within its gates was a being from 
Scotland Yard greater than Varcoe: a 
personage, indeed, than which Scotland 
Yard could produce none higher: the 
king of his kind. Policemen did not 
refer to him by name; they said ’e or 
’im, in an impressed whisper, with 
jerks of the head in the direction of 
the particular room where this formid­
able being was supposed to be. Few 
people saw him; he was simply known 
to be “on the job.” And that he was 
on the job. that he had deigned to quit 
his lair in Order to come to the job. 
rendered the job sublime in the eyes 
of those who could differentiate be­
tween jobs. He interviewed Philip: 
and Philip’s leading impression of him 
was that he made a very good listener. 
He also interviewed Mr. Hilgay: there­
fore he retired, defeated if not dis­
graced, expecting brain fever.

Philip, after what was called break­
fast but what that morning had been 
little more than a picnic, remained 
with several other boarders in the 
basement refectory, and employed his 
time steadily in refusing to talk either 
to journalists or to his fellow lodgers. 
He wanted to do sundry things that he 
could not do: to find a situation—he 
could not even fix his mind on this 
important matter; to have an exhaust­
ive conversation with John Meredith— 
John Meredith was not on view; or, in 
default, to chat with Sir Anthony—he 
would have difficulty in getting out of 
the street. It puzzled him how the 
journalists went to and fro. No one. 
unless ft might have been the criminal 
himself, was more interested in the 
Corner House crimes than Philip, at 
that moment. He seemed to have step­
ped right into the middle of them; they 
absorbed him like a bog. They cer­
tainly prevented him from even begin­
ning to carve his career.

A gray-moustached commissionaire, 
in the sober uniform of his corps, en­
tered the refectory.

“Mr. Masters?” He looked round in­
quiringly.

“Well?” Philip curtly replied.
The commissionaire handed a visit­

ing card to Philip, and the card bora 
the legend: “Lord Nasing.”

“His lordship would like to have the 
pleasure of an interview with you, 
sir.”

The genteel lodgers pricked up their 
ears.

“Who is Lord Nasing?” Philip de­
manded.

“He is—er—Lord Nasing,” the com­
missionaire explained. “His lhordship 
told me to say that he thought he 
could be useful to you.”

“Where is he?”
“At his office.”
“Where’s that?”
“In Stewart Square. I have a cab 

waiting, sir.”
“And can we get out?”
“Yes, sir. Up Little Girdlers Alley, 

and through the yard of the ‘Cup and 
Ball.’ ”

Philip saw no reason why he should 
decline the adventure. It offered him 
at least an escape from inaction.

“I will come with you,” he said.
He felt sure that Lord Nasing was 

famous for something or other, but ht 
could not recollect what; and he did 
not care to ask the commissionaire. 
His ignorance of the latest creations 
in peerages was deplorable.

Arrived in Stewart Square, that 
humming centre of journalism between 
Fleet street and the Embankment, th? 
cab stopped in front of the glassy and 
monumental Brent building, where 
three dailies, twenty-nine weeklies 
and three monthlies had their home. 
Of the four great journalistic houses 
in London, the Brent Company was 
not the least important. It was a one 
man company. Nicholas Brent, its 
founder, had been the only son of his 
father, and he had never taken a part­
ner nor a wife. It showed annual 
profits of over a quarter of a million, 
and its dividend increased each year. 
Its three lower stories were faced with 
glass, so that all the world mighr 
the operations that went forward 
within. On the ground floor were the 
Victory printing machines, which were 
even then throwing off copies of the 
first edition (nominally the second) ol 
the Evening Record at the rate of a 
hundred and twenty thousand copies 
an hour. On the first floor were ti'.e
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CHAPTER IX.—(Continued.)
He was disguised as one of London’s 

rejected, a consumptive man, with pale 
hands and a flushed face and stooping 
shoulders; his suitability for a philan­
thropic lodging house seemed to be 
perfect; but Philip recognized him im­
mediately by his gait and by his eyes. 
The recognition diverted Philip’s 
thoughts, and he was inclined once 
more to remain in the Corner House 
for the mere sake of adventure. Mr. 
Varcoe strode uncertainly to the other 
end of the room, where a place happen­
ed to be vacant; he gave up the little 
receipt form and commenced his meal 
without a word, eating ravenously. 
Once his glance met the roving glance 
cf Philip, and Philip raised ever so 
slightly his forehead, to indicate to Mr. 
Varcoe that his disguise had not been 
impenetrable. In return Mr. Varcoe 
ever so slightly raised his forehead, 
presumably to indicate to Philip that 
he relied on Philip’s discretion.

The detective's presence there could 
mean one thing only—that the detec­
tive suspected the murderer, or an ac­
complice of the murderer, to be among 
the guests of the house.
Philip gazed up at a notice on the 

wall to the effect that nothing bu£ 
filtered water could be served at lunch 
and dinner, but that guests might 
themselves introduce beer into the 
house, provided the beer was bottled. 
And, as he gazed, the printed notice 
appeared to fade, and the portrait of 
Giralda to shine through it. The way 
in which that portrait haunted him, 
challenged him, distracted him, 
highly disconcerting, 
how the vision of it made him dream, 
made him resent the existence of Sir 
Anthony Didring, and even of the Mar­
quis of Standego. Was she dead? 
Would her wonderful/ corpse one day 
be discovered, to the horror of 
town? Or did she live, somewhere, - in 
some mystery withdrawn? 
absently with the New Zealand mutton, 
with the potatoes mashed, with the cab­
inet pudding, with the youthful Gruy­
ère; it was a satisfying, if unoriginal, 
repast. He heard the voice of Varcoe 
now and then, emitting phrases in a 
key of careful platitude. And the next 
thing was that Varcoe rose and left. 
Varcoe, beginning last, had finished 
first. He drank half a glass of water 
and followed on Varcoe’s heels, 
when he arrived on the ground floor 
there was not a sign of Varcoe. Mr. 
Hilgay- was eating neatly in his office. 
He did not care to question Mr. Hilgay 
about Varcoe. 
present in the house with the privity 
of Mr. Hilgay, and Philip felt there­
fore that he could not be too discreet. 
Besides, he had no right to invade the 
office of Mr. Hilgay, whose bearing to­
ward himself, so friendly and grateful 

the Tuesday night, had somewhat 
altered since the inquest.

He stood a moment at the front door. 
The crowd had dispersed. The work­
men in the trench had gone. The 
trench showed its little warning lamps 
in Strange street, and without doubt 
the watchman, Charlie, had resumed 
his nightly vigil in thé cabin at the 
corner. Overhead the sky was beauti­
fully clear, and the moon just rising. 
In a gloomy and wavering mood Philip 
climbed the stairs to get his hat and 
overcoat; the thirty diners were now 
straggling upwards in ones and twos.

He needed physical exercise, and in 
two minutes he was heading along Hol- 
born for Oxford street and the roman­
tic distance of Bayswater. Never, he 
thought, had anything so depressed 
him as the excellent dinner offered by 
Mr. Hilgay to his boarders at the price 
of tenpence, or one shilling if not or­
dered in advance. He said to himself 
that he would have preferred to con­
sume “two stone steps and a pint of 
thick” at a coffee stall. To-morrowr his 
career must receive attention.

But he could not control his thoughts, 
not even though he bought a Bock 
cigar at the little tobacco shop on the 
northeast side at Oxford Circus, and 
began to smoke it in order to steady 
his nerves. He could not dismiss that 
puzzling and distracting portrait from 
before his eyes. He could not refrain 
from striving to penetrate into the 
mystery surrounding the disappearance 
of Giralda and the death of her father. 
He tried to think of a clue, only one 
little clue—and the quest seemed ab­
surdly hopeless. Varcoe’s efforts ap­
peared to hinfc equally ridiculous, for 
although Philip had the highest opinion 
of the London police as mirrors of 
courtesy, controllers of street traffic, 
and walking directories, he despised 
them as trackers of a criminal. He 
could imagine a detective in Paris or 
St. Petersburg performing miracles of 
craft; but London was too malter-of- 
fact. too blunt, too heavy-booted, too 
English for such inquisitorial work. 
Had' he not. for example, instantly 
penetrated Varcoe’s disguise? There 
were sixty persons in the lodging 
house—would the police search the en­
tire building? Impossible. The strang­
er seen by Mrs. Upottery In. the Cap­
tain’s room—how could the police hope 
to hit on that man? The boy who had 
given the false alarm to the watchman 
—how distinguish him from all the 
other boys in London? There persons 
had vanished. Giralda had vanished. 
The dead man’s brother had vanished. 
The blood-marked stone had vanished. 
The Captain’s papers had vanished. 
And to cap all there were the confusing 
and contradictory theories of the Rus­
sian Secret Society and the West In­
dian buried treasure: both of them 
wild, incredible, grotesque theories— 
just stieh red herrings as an old wo­
man and a nigger, with honest, credul­
ous, crude, unconscious foolishness, 
might be expected to draw across the 
true scent of the murderer.

He was still fretting in the maze of 
multitudinous and useless conjecture 
when, at the Marble Arch, an insistent 
hawker forced him to buy the second 
extra of the Evening Record at 
penny, a hundred per cent, above its 
face value. He glanced through It un­
der a lamp post. Nearly the whole of 
page three of the Record was given up 
to the inquest and to the brilliantly

futile performances of the Record’s 
special commissioner: The latter, get­
ting back some of his own, stated 
briefly that “Mr. Philip Congleton 
Masters” (the Record’s passion for 
leaving nothing ojit is to be noted In 
the full and accurate revelation of 
Philip’s name), “whose connection with 
a recent episode at the Jiu-Jitsu school 
in Jermyn street will be remembered, 
betrayed a strange disinclination to 
say anything whatever. Doubtless Mr. 
Philip Congleton Masters had reasons 
for this reticence which seemed suf­
ficient to him.”
Philip Congleton Masters!

The special commissioner had evi­
dently also been disappointed by his 
reception at the widowed hands of 
Mrs. Upottery: but chivalry had pre­
vented him from showing that disap­
pointment so keenly.

Philip, feeling that after all a special 
commissioner is just as much as any 
other sentiment, being an illustration 
and proof of the great Darwinian the­
ory of the survival of the fittest, care­
fully folded up the paper and gave it 
to the hawker to sell again.

Instead of going straight on, he 
turned abruptly down through the noc­
turnal groves of Hyde Park, crossed 
St. George’s Place, went along Bird 
Cage Walk, and so reached Westmin­
ster Bridge, 
moonlit and lamplit embankment, he 
walked as far as the Temple station, 
and then mounted Arundel street and
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Again the appealing sympathetic 
•quality of Meredith’s voice affected 
Philip in a remarkable way. It filled 
him with an incomprehensible desire to 
protect Meredith, to take care of Mere­
dith, to sheld him in the rough-and- 
tumble of existence; as though Mere­
dith were incapable of looking after 
himself. Yet Meredith’s was not a
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“Coco?” Philip ventured.
“My dear sir, what an idea! Negroes 

are addicted to murder, but they never 
practice the least finesse. Probably 
because they do not read De Quincey. 
No, emphatically not Coco! You might 
as well have guessed Mr. Hilgay, or the 
coroner, or Josephine.”

Philip paused a moment, and then 
said, self-consoiously:

“Had John Meredith, the young man 
in. the corner room on this floor, any­
thing to do with it?”

Mr. Varcoe was visibly impressed.
“Didn’t I tell you you ought to be in 

the C.I.D.?” he smiled; and then he 
looked at his watch, holding the dial in 
the raÿ of the lamp.

“You don’t mean to say it’s Mere­
dith?” Philip exclaimed, jumping up 
from his chair, and even as he spoke 
his thought wonderingly ran: “Why 
should I be moved in this way?”

“I have not said it was Meredith,” 
the detective answered.

“Am I right, or am I wrong?” de­
manded Philip, half offended.

At the same moment could be heard 
the faintest ting of a bell, but whether 
it was outside the house, or in the pas­
sage, or in some cubicle, Philip could 
not be suie.

“In half an hour from now you will 
know,” replied Varcoe, and, assurning 
an entirely different tone, serious, offi­
cial and commanding, he added: 
“Please stay here in your room, Mr. 
Masters. It is important that we 
should not be disturbed. I rely on 
you.”

With these words he went silently 
and softly out of the cubicle, shutting 
the door. Philip noticed that he was 
wearing felt slippers.

During the night the Corner House 
experienced one crowded hour of glor­
ious life.

Philip waited some time; he had no 
watch, not having yet repaired the loss 
caused by a slight contretemps which 
may arrive to any person who has 
been within sight of his last sixpence; 
but he judged that he must have wait­
ed considerably more than the half 
hour mentioned by Mr. Varcoe. He 
had heard distantly a variety of trifling 
and heterogeneous sounds. Then he 
crept to the door and turned the 
handle. The handle was docile enough; 
the door, however, would not open; it 
had been secured on the outside.

For an Instant he was furious, but 
for an instant only. His conscience 
told him that, being an Englishman, 
he was , a sportsman, and being a 
sportsman he must play the 
even if Mr. Varcoe did not. Assuming 
that the detective had a coup to make, 
as undoubtedly he had, it would not be 
fair to do anything which might mar 
his chances. Moreover, Philip was not 
sure whether, in fastening him in, the 
detective had transgressed the rules of 
the game. It was arguable that the 
detective had a moral right to turn 
keys in his own favor. So Philip re­
signed to wait longer. His was some­
thing of the fatalism of a child. He 
lay down on the bed, and quite unin­
tentionally slept.

He was awakened by what in Rus­
sia is called a domiciliary visit. A 
force of police, under the pained guid­
ance of Mr. Hilgay, was searching the 
entire hoûse, cubicle by cubicle, and 
floor by floor. It appeared that Mr. 
Varcoe had posted plain-clothes men 
in the street, with instructions to enter 
when summoned, and to enter without 
a summons if no summons had been 
received before a given hour. The 
limit having expired, they had violent­
ly entered, to the dismay and shocked 
resentment of the bland Adrian. But 
Mr. Varcoe had vanished. He had ap­
parently vanished off the face of the 
earth. For his minions made sure 
that he was not in the house, and they 
were absolutely convinced that he had 
not left the house. Nor was he on the 
roof, nor clinging to spouts. Scenes of 
uncontrolled recrimination passed be­
tween gentility and law in the corri­
dors. Nearly all the guests threaten­
ed to leave on the instant the house 
where they had been subjected to such 
gross and unprecedented insult. But 
none left; the prices were so low. Day 
dawned en a sleepless community of 
souls.

WANTED -Messenger
P. R. Telegraph Offi<foolish nor a weak face, and despite 

his agitation he twirled his mustache 
with the left hand in the manner not 
to be described as other than uncom­
promisingly independent.

“What is wrong?” Philip demanded, 
with that disconcerting directness 
which characterized him in his more 
strenuous instants.

After tarrying on the
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came to Aldwych and Kingsway once 
more. The Metropolitan theatre and 
Pleasure house, with facade one glori­
ous blue radiance of electricity, was 
disgorging its theatrical patrons; the 
music hall moiety of its evening’s ac­
tivity was not yet finished, 
nights ago, penniless, Philip would 
have crept up unostentatiously on the 
other side of the road, but to-night, 
bulging bank notes, he pushed with a 
certain careless, deliberate arrogance 
through the well-clad throng. Every 
man except Philip seemed to be intent 
on getting himself and his womenfolk 
sent home like parcels, and the openers 
of cab doors, official and unofficial, 
were participating in the prosperity of 
the Metropolitan and of the British 
Empire.
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was
It was curious

Meredith bit his lip, hesitating.
“Why did you stop at my door?” he 

parried strenly.
“To take my lamp out of my pocket.”
"And why did you want to take your 

lamp out of your pocket at my door?”
Philip smiled at last. He thought 

that Meredith’s tragic imitation of a 
cross-examining counsel was çomic 
enough to excuse a smile. And he an­
swered Meredith with the air of hum­
oring him.

“Because the lights happened to be 
turned out just as I got to the top of 
the stairs.”

“Oh!” murmured Meredith vaguely.
Then Philip had the sudden impulse 

to adopt the offensive.
“But in any case," he added, “I 

should have stopped at the door."
“Why?”

Three
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Now among the corps of 
openers was a negro, and though all 
negroes have the air of being the same 
negro. Philip by minute investigation 
soon satisfied himself that this par­
ticular negro was identical with Massa 
Coco—not the Masso Coco of the in­
quest in broadcloth and manly tears, 
but a Massa Coco attired in effective 
tatters for the business of drawing 
tears from the eyes of wealthy and 
susceptible females at eleven fifteen 
of the night. Philip watched him in 
the pursuit of coin until the crowd 
had thinned to a trickle of unhurried 
persons, and he was just approaching 
to speak to him when, at the next en­
trance, the audience of the music hall 
suddenly burst forth to take such cabs 
as the theatrical contingent had left. 
It was after half-past eleven when 
Coco, breathless and apparently satis­
fied, drew into the shadow of the wall 
to count his gains; and then Philip ac­
costed him.
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“Because I had a curiosity about this 
room. It is now satisfied.”

“What curiosity?”
“I wanted to know who occupied it. 

The idea took me, about a quarter of 
an hour ago, to find out who occupied

No doubt Varcoe was

LOST AND I
Advertisements under 

a word each iiit.”
, “Why?"

“Shall I tell you? Yes. I’ll tell you, 
but not here. We can’t stand talking 
like this. I’ll tell you to-morrow morn­
ing.”

“No, no,” whispered Meredith with 
quick impatience and a marked in­
crease of agitation. “You must tell me 
now. Come in here. Come in at once.”

Philip accepted the invitation, and 
Meredith noiselessly shut the door. The 
first thing that struck Philip was the 
extreme tidiness of the room; it was 
a model and example for all lodgers. 
The second thing that struck him was 
Meredith’s intense seriousness. “I 
wonder if this young man has any 
sense or humor.” Philip mused. For 
the situation presented Itself now to 
him as merely humorous. He was con­
vinced that the raising and dropping of 
the bind bore no relation whatever to 
the murder; his suppositions and con­
jectures seemed purely fanciful as he 
stood face to face with John Meredith 
in the tiny chamber. He did not doubt 
that Meredith was a strange and per­
haps a hysterical creature, wliose pe­
culiar physical charm had provided 
him with a too romantic past (what, 
indeed, meant the scar?) and that he 
had good reason for being agitated 
when fotsteps stopped outside his door 
at dead of night.

“I’m so sorry I disturbed you,” Philip 
said kindly. “I’m afraid you’ll think 
me rather—how shall I put it?—free 
and easy—rather cavalier. I—”

“I wish you would tell me why you 
were so curious about my room,” 
Meredith interjected in a tense, rather 
louder voice. He remained standing 
himself, and he did not ask Philip to 
sit. As a fact, there was only one 
chair.

“The truth is,” said Philip, “I 
oughn’t to have made that remark, but 
as I did make it, I suppose I must ex­
plain.”

“I think so,” Meredith observed.
“Only I warn you, It’s ridiculous,” 

Philip continued.
Then he explained to Meredith how 

he had been struck by the sudden sus­
picious movement of the blind just be­
fore the discovery of the corpse. “I 
said to myself, in a purely irresponsible 
way, that perhaps the person who lift­
ed that blind had some connection with 
the murder. But it was- just a wild 
notion that flashed through my head, 
and I’m really awfully sorry I disturb­
ed you. The thing has only to be 
stated in plain terms to prove its own 
ridiculousness.”
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house, and so on—”
“Exactly! And as you’re Interested, 

I’ll give you a piece of news. By the 
way, you’ve read the accounts of the 
inquest? I didn’t see you there.”

“Yes, I’ve read them.”
“Well, that mysterious brother of the 

Captain’s—hfe’s not dead, at any rate. 
He’s been seen to-night.”

Meredith’s head fell back slightly, 
and there was a catch in his breath» 
Then he jumped up from the chair. 
“Really!” he muttered with an affec­
tation of lightness. “Really!” At the 
same time he approached the door. It 
was a sign that Philip could not Ignore, 
and he departed, saying to himself 
that if Meredith had not dismissed 
him from sheer inability any longer 
to control his hysterical emotions, then 
Philip’s name not not what it was. 
Why, the poor fellow had scarcély been 
able to murmur a good-night!

At that moment Philip, in spite of 
adverse appearances, was entirely con­
vinced that John Meredith had had 
nothing to do with the murder of Cap­
tain Pollexfen, But on the other hand 
the adverse appearances could not be 
passed over, and they preached loudly 
that Meredith knew more than he 
would tell.

the Captain being in theon
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The negro appeared to take a huge 

delight in being noticed.
“Yes, sah; yes, sah!” he whined, “I 

know you, sah. My clothes, sah? 
Don’t ask me, sah. Because I’m a 
r’spectable nigger, and I don’t like to 
tell you. You seen my portrait in de 
paper, sah? Oh, yes, sah, and 
name underneaf it. I’se too sorry about 
dis murder, sah. I’se too sorry. Cap­
tain de only fren’ Massa Coco had!

“Have the police been after you?” 
Philip asked.

“After me, sah? No, sah! I should be 
berry sharp wid any pleeceman dat 
come after me. I told de judge what 
I know. I answer de judge. I not an­
swer ebbery ’pertinent pleeceman dat 
come along. Good-night, sah!”

He walked away past the deserted 
and dark front of the theatre, and then 
he came back.

“But I tell you, sah, because you a 
gentleman. I tell you. I saw de Cap­
tain’s brother to-night. Yes, sah!”

“What! The man you saw at the 
hotel in Waterloo road?”

“Yes, sah.”
“You’re sure?” 

x “I’se dam sure, sah!”
“Where?”
“In a cab. sah. just down dar.” He 

pointed to St. Clement Dane's.
"What time?”
“ ’Bout seben o’clock, sah.”
“Which way was he driving?”
“Up Kingsway, sah.”
“Have you told the police?”
“Not me, sah!—what is de pleece to 

me? Ise too sorry for de Captain’s 
death, but pleece most ’pertinent.” •

And he ran off in the direction of the 
Strand.

“Here!” Philip said; but Massa Coco 
took no heed.
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Even a policeman could 
not have been deceived by that agitat­
ed pretense of perfect ignorance, by 
that assumption of a mere stranger's 
interest in the crime. That Meredith 
had llately experienced moral suffer­
ings of no usual kind was written on 
his winning, wistful face. Perhaps 
here was one reason why Philip so 
frankly sympathized with him. Philip 
felt that he could make a friend of 
Meredith, and it was not often that 
men instantly affected 
such wise. And as he stood there hesi­
tant in the dark - passage, with the 
dreaming house of fallen gentility 
above him and below him, and the tiny 
electric lamp throwing a yellow shaft 
of light into the gloom, it was less the 
general problem of the murder than 
the special problem of John Meredith 
that attracted and absorbed him. Why 
should a mysterious unknown 
trate secretly into Meredith’s 
the morning after the murder, lift and 
drop the blind, and then depart, hav­
ing apparently disturbed nothing and 
stolen nothing? And that heavy sleep 
of Meredith’s—did It not point to a 
drug?

He passed to his own room, and was 
startle.d to find the door unlatched. A 
greater surprise awaited him when he 
entered the cubicle; 
was in possession of it. 
also had an electric lamp, but a much 
smaller one, and much more powerful 
than Philip’s. It was attached to his 
watch chain, or rather to a chain that 
pretended to be a watch chain. The
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his heart in

f/

The shock of this information, 
though he did not unconditionally 
cept it as fact, produced a turmoil In 
Philip's mind which had a curious ef­
fect. For he suddenly thought of a 
trifling incident which he had utterly 
forgotten, and the Incident 
sumed, for some inexplicable

even
ac-

“You’re frank,” Philip murmured, 
made thoughtful by this strictly pro­
fessional view of the functions of the 
police.

“Of course I am,” said Varcoe. “I’m 
paying you a compliment. You’re the 
kind of man that appeals to me. You 
ought to have been in the C. L D.”

“You flatter me,” Philip smiled. “I’ll 
give you some lessons in Jiu-Jitsu if 
you like. But won’t you go on being 
frank, and tell me what success you ; 
have had in this house so far? I am 
rather keen to know, and I fancy I 
can add to your information, whatever 
you’ve found out.”

“You’ll oblige me infinitely by add­
ing to it,” said Varcoe, and continued 
quickly, “if you can/’

“Well,” so Philip responded, “that 
brother of Pollexfen has been seen.”

“Who told you?”
Philip explained.
“I know all about the mysterious bro­

ther,” Varcoe said, with that affecta­
tion of calmness which even the great­
est men cannot always avoid in a mo­
ment of trumph.

“You do?”

Condell,
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now as-
reason, a

strange and formidable importance, 
namely, the swift raising and dropping His tone expressed unmistakably the 
of a blind in a window of the Corner sympathy with which John Meredith 
House at the moment when he was had inspired him.
speaking to the ganger on the morning “And you say this was on the Wed- 
of the discovery of the corpse. Here, I nesday morning?” Meredith queried, 
he reflected, was conceivably a clue.

He hurried up to Strange street. He 
felt sure that the window was the first 
floor window nearest the 
Strange street and Little Girdlers Al­
ley, and a moment’s Inspection of the 
house served to confirm his

for Mr. Varcoe
Mr. Varcoe

“Yes.”
“What time?” CHAPTER XI.

In the Fourth Estate. WANT-Five 
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grounds, also 
building sites * 
inside acreage.

“Oh! I don’t know. Between seven 
and eight. Anyhow it was immediate-
ly before I left the street, ana the Cap- j rays of the two lamps met and crossed, 
tain’s body was found Immediately 
after I left the street. Yes, it must 
have been between seven and eight."

“You’re sure It was the^ window of 
this room?"

corner of The next day was Saturday, a day 
usually rather flat and uninteresting, 
as regards its morning, In Central Lon­
don, and rather vivacious, as regards 
its afternoon, even >in the primmest 
burbs. But that particular Saturday 
morning was not anywhere destined to 
dullness. Clerks who strolled across 
bridges and out of termini with the Porters and paragraph writers on ' :!

i second floor. These stories were o< u*

as it were in an encounter. Mr. Var­
coe appeared to be in a state of high 
self-satisfaction, and he made no effort 
to conceal the fact. Nor did he offer 
either apology or explanation to Philip 
for the trespass that he was commit­
ting.

"To begin with," said Philip, with no 
preliminary, "we will draw the cur­
tain." He drew the little curtain across 
the window. “And we will shut the 
door." He shut the door. “And now, 
Mr. Varcoe, may I respectfully inquire 
what the devil you are doing in my 
room ?"

memory.
That window was now illuminated. He 
went meditatively upstairs, and as he 
reached the corridor a clock 
twelve, and all the lights except that 
in the hall were extinguished. He 
stopped in the darkness at the 
of the two corridors on the first floor, 
and drew from his pocket a small elec­
tric lamp which he usually carried. 
By accident, he dropped it, and in 
groping for it, he displaced one ot the 
house painter’s planks, and made a 
considerable noise. But he found the 
lamp, and pressing its button, he gazed

su-
compositors, engaged at linotype ma­
chines in setting up the flying and in­
fluential words of the descriptive re-

struck
“Absolutely."
“Excuse me," Meredith said faintly, 

and he sat down on the sole chair.
"What's the matter? You aren't ill?" 

Philip cried.
“No, I’m not at al 1111. But I want 

to sit down. I shall be all right in a 
moment.”

"You're very, pale.”
Meredith straightened himself. “Per­

haps you’d be pale, Mr. Masters—you

WE AREJ 
NOT SELLcorner

sole intention of drawing a week’s 
salary and going home again, were met 
by the posters of a special second edi­
tion of the Daily Courier, which con­
tained an artistically breathless de­
scription of the night at 
House. No other morning paper had 
“got" the most startling episode in the 
annals of modern crime, an episode

c-pied and busy day and night—a syrr J 
bol and sigr^ of the ceaseless activ ’• 
of the Brent brain, that sardonic br; 
which had invented the celebrated 

the Corner ! newspaper maxim: “We spin you 4 
yarn to-day. We give you the 
next week.”

64 Doug“Yes. I’ve even had a chat with”— 
Varcoe seemed to stumble for a word-r 
“with him." ’PHONE

He was not angry, but it amused him 1 “To-night?” (T^ be continued.)
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