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I THE RIDDLE OF THE
~ SPINNING WHEEL

By MARY E. AND THOMAS W. HANSHEW

glass, in fact, and resolved itself into
a cracked tumbler beside which stood
a syphon of soda and an empty bottle
smelling strongly of whiskey. -
“Whew! Nice little place for a quiet
read and a smoke — I don’t think!” he
apostrophized it. “With rats in the
corners and ghosts all” round — brrh!
He's a strange fellow who likes. this
sort of company, I must say. But
there’s nothing to be nosed out here in
this pleasant little den. Tll just take
a glimpse through the next one, and

|

Set

“her shoulder,
$You still want to go?
. “I'm a brave woman, Mr.
land, but I wouldn’t undertake this
rney alone for anything! There's
rats "
"As

| the very bowels
deed they were),
+ little square’ open
n-grilled doorways
from every side, savin
door on the left, which
pointed out as the wine-cellar,
ke it, too,” put
“What’s behind
t door is worth a fortune, I'll be minous — things.
L here’s a candle-end
feck in a bottle! Now, who the dick-
uses that, I wonder?”
suppose. . They
bme down through their own stairs,
. Deland — over there on the left —
can see them if you look hard
They're wooden ones, and
my father’s grandsire,

$ind.

‘I'ne

#re put in by
# the convenience of the house.
ants don’'t like this way at
fley prefer to come through the but-
er's pantry.”

§And those stairs lead
Here's a ¢
this iron post. ‘What’s thatp”
#The prisoner’s. chain.
¢’ — she pointed to the grilled door
next to the cellar —“ was kept | hy
po! itical prisoners, I believe, And
; the way were for per~
al enemies of the family.”

%“And are there any othersy” .

“Yes — through that first door on the

g \

. (Continued from Yesterday )
At the top of the steps ishe paused
a looked back at him over the curve

making a wry face,
» she asked

century — so
answered her

e shivered and

s way.

upon ' the uncanny

Hello!

servants, 1

Hello!

well as ghostsp But this is
ing, and Scotland, and the twen-
lead on, MadTuff,”
in the same jésting
“Or would you like  me to go
twiched up her
ders.

#MNo; I'll do the honours properly.
1 1f you've a torch on
’Il need it at the bottom of these
rs. It's as dark as pitch.”

#*1 have.”

Cleek produced it, and they proceed-
A journey, The
¢ps led down, down, into what seem-
of the earth (which
until they reached lr.
ing from which |lik
looked out upon

uY there? 1
hain

“It’s horrible in there.

numerable.

“Not a bit.

at her.

as our American cousins say.
ou,

ly recently oiled, 1 take it?”
“Not that I know of,

Pcrhaps he oiled it then.”
“Perhaps.

e it. Here”

iss Dug-

those instruments

world’s history.

The

scenting a rat.
attached
This room

ess |
has!

trought it?”

right —but you won’t get me to go
into them,” she responded with a laugh.
e o There’s a rack
1d one or two thumbscrews and other | beyond, when of a sudden he stopped.
articles which belonig to the Spanish ; 7 ran
Inquisition period; as well as rats in-
! | My bravery vanishes at
this point. I’ll-not go a step farther!”
“But you don’t mind if 1 do?”
« ) I'll wait here.
.tlzcrcs nothing to -see — really, And | he had perforce to answer., But he had
it’s getting perilously near lunch-time.”
Cleek cocked his head persuasively

“I won’t be a minute — really. But
that thumbscrew has got me guessing,

pose there’s no lock on the door? Gad!
but it opens easily enough., Been fair-

In fact, 1
don’t believe any one’s been in the place
since - Ross came down here,
months ago, to show a friend round.

1 won’t be a minute, real-
And DI've another torch, if yowd
He tossed it to her,
and, keeping his spot light ahead of
for one|him, entered the dark, dank, evil-smell-
ing place, his footsteps ringing upon
the stone flooring and sending the
echoes *scampering into. the corners, to- | monious affair, and although there were
gether with more tangible—and ver-|ga
There was nothing in
the ﬂrsi_: proom, but beyond it he came |laughter was noticeable by its absence.
upon thne Torture Chamber and all
of cruelty which
marked a less kindly period of the
And this Chamber was | mentally
larger than the other cell. Rusty hooks
hung from the ceiling, of incredible
size and suggesting unthinkable hor-
rors, and over all hung the odour of his conversational efforts evoked only
damp and decay, mingied wjth some-
L [thing more modern, which caused Cleek | drew. Entertaining these people ought
to stop suddenly and snifflike a terrier

“Strange!” he said to the silence and
the solitude of that awful place, “but|Gloom was glory to the atmosphere of
she said the cellars were over there!
But if someone hasn’t been drinking|meal.
spirits here a short time ago, I miss ly.

And what's more, someone| First the old laird, solemn as a judge,
A solitary debauch, I ‘suppose.
Now, who the dickens would have before him

His torch caught a~glimmer of some-
thing that shone like glass — which was | was as darkness to day.
L]

| then get back to Miss Duggan, or she’ll
be getting the creeps and run,”

He had started back, and had just
swung his torch through the doorway
sucked in his breath, and fairly ran
into the place, head down, nose to the
greund, like a dog, every faculty alert.

What hé saw there is not recorded,
lfor just at that moment he heard Miss
Bjat! Duggan’s clear voice e¢alling him, and

time to stoop suddenly and swoop down
upon something white but slightly
bloodstained which lay on the ground
before him, dart a hasty glance at it,
and cram it into his pocket, before
swinging round upon his heel and ans-
wering her summons; and all the time
saying to himself: “Who'd have thought
it> Now who the dickens would have
thought it?”

Meanwhile he fingered the slightly
bloodstained handkerchief which he had
picked up, and upon which by the light
of his torch he had remarked the ini-
ner. And he laughed softly and joy-
fully clapped his hands together.

CHAPTER VI
When The Sword Fell
Luncheon at Aygon Castle resolved
itself into a somewhat dull and cere-

1 sup-

three

many of them round the festive
bosrd, conversation languished and

“What a devil of a family to live
with!—sitting as though there were a
cold-water poultice on top of ’em,”
registered Cleek as he sur-
veyed the company and tried his best
to add to the general interest by anec-
dotes of a recent tour in Ireland; but

a1 occasional “Indeed?” from Sir An-

to be & paid task in itself, he decided.
' They hadn’t got any further with civi-
lization than the hired-jester period.

that moom during the interminable
He looked from one to another
keen

and concerned only with what was put
with the strange greed of
the very old; and at the foot of the
table, his lady, offering & contrast that
Cleek sat on
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the right of his host' with Maud Dug-
gan beside him, and opposite her broth-
er Ross—a big, broad-shouldered,
hawk-nosed chap with tie small blue
eye of the Scot, keen as a knife-blade,
and showing in the winged flare of nos-
tril the blood that ran in his veins. A
likable, clever fellow. Cleek warmed
to him on sight, And yet—his eye
swung on him again. Next to Ross
sat Miss McCall, eyes downcast, speak-
ing only when spoken to, very patient-
1y the servant of a mistress who would

instantly quell any attempt at famili-
arity of breach of position upon her
part; and next to Misg McCall, little
Cyril, black-haired, brown-eyed, wide-
lipped as any other Italian boy, with
the soft olive ‘bloom upon his cheeks
that is youth’s own birthright,

“And they call him Cyril! — a wishy-
washy name like that!” thougnt Cleek
disgustedly, looking long at him. “What
a perfectly beautiful boy! And looks
delicate, too. No wonder the mother
loves him, There’s something appeal-

would lure blood from 4 stone. I riust
have a chat with him later on, Hell
tell me much of this strange family,
i¢ I get the right side of him to begin
with.”

He commenced tactics right away,
and caught Cyril's boyish fancy in a
wenderful story of a heroic and mar-
vellous engine-driver whom he had
-known. «
“And P11 tell you some more about
him; too — after , lunch is over —if
you'll take me out and show me the
grounds of this beautiful place,” he
promised, with a nod and a smile which
won Cyril's hero-worshippin soul in-
stantly’ and gained -for Cleek an ally
who, if handled in the right way, might
prove more useful than he had at first
imagined. “There’s one story 1 remeni-
ber about the Calais express, and how
that chap got the better of a pack of
Apaches who were after the mail-bags.
Gospel-truth! —it’s wonderful! We're
going to be good pals, Cyril, I can see.”

mind up with any more imaginings,
Mr, Derand, than 'he has already got
for himself” threw in Lady Paula, with
an arch glance at Cleek and a little
self_conscious laugh. “He is already
filled to the brim with his stepbrother’s
electrical madnesses. Ross has woven
a spell over him, I think, in which —
what do you call it?—flex and tung-
sten and short-circuits and all the rest
of that impossible jargon of these light-
fiends are inextricably mixed. I some-
times fear for Cyril’s sanity! He talks
in his sleep all night long of thése
things, and then wakes in the morning,
Sale as death. But I cannot make him
o other than spend all these beautiful,
long summer days in that stuffy labor-
atory” with Ross, watching him at what
he calis his experiments.”
She flashed 'a smile into Ross Dug-
gan’s suddenly flushed face, as though
the words! she spoke bore no intended
sting and innocence alone had pro ted
her to speak her mind thus freely. But
the timed shaft had its desired effect,
for Cyril turned quickly upon his
mother with darkening brows, :
“So silly of you, Mater, not wanting
me to learn all about that ripping elec-
tricity. And Ross knows such a lot,

‘I'too, and I ove to sit and watch him.

And he lets me help sometimes — don’t
you, Ross?”

“Yes, old chap.” :

“Well, then, I can’t see what all the
fuss is about, Mater. I really can’t.
Why, that light in my room’s ripping
for reading at night, instead of the
fuggy old lamp we used to have there,
and —"

An agonized look from Maud Dug-
an sent his brave words trailing off
into nothingness, But already the mis-
chief. was done. The black cloud had
settled upon Sir Andrew’s face, and
the sluggish blood was clotting in tem-
ple veins and cheeks, telling of the an-

r within. The pin-point eyes under
their beetling brows were more steel-
like than ever. . He rose to his feet
sufdenly, and brought one shaking fist
down upon the table:top with a force
that sent the glasses jangling and the
table silver rattling to the tune of it.

“Have done!” he thundered furiously,
trembling in a rage that had become
an old man’s obsession, and which re-
sponded to the constant playing upon
it like a-deep-throated viola in the
hands of a musician who understood
it: “have done with all this extravagant
nonsense! Haven’t I threatened Ross
enough as it is, bo take his time-wasting,
money-eating experiments out of my
house? — and now, he not only disobeys
my spoken word, but actually "causes
the illness of my youngest son himself.
Palep —of course the boy is pale!
Hmﬁl‘ng about indoors in a stuffy room,
watching his father’s money poured out
like water to tickle the fancy of a fool
who is old enough to know better! Il
have none of him —none of him! He
may sing for his bread and butter in
future! —go out into the streets and
beg for it, as better beggers than he
have done! But he’ll leave the house —
he —

“Fathér!”

It was Maud Duggan who spoke,
rising quickly and hurrying round to
him, to put an arm about his shaking
snoulders. “We have a guest—a

| stranger —"

~ “This is no time for guests or strang-
ers! The moment has come, and I'll
have done with it once and for all!”
he thundered back at her, with an old
man’s persistence, and the single-mind-
edness of the ill and aged. “Mr. De-
land will pardon what must seem an
extraordinary outburst, but Mr. Deland
will not stop it. T am master here, and
my will is law. I mean to enforce it.
My mind is made up. Shall 1 watch
my boy Cyril grow up into just another
such maniac, think {;ou? Until he has
not rested content but that the whole
Highlands be lit with his precious elec-
tricity — at the price of his father’s for-
tune? . . . Paula, my dear —m-my
medicine He shook slightly,
and then an ague took him and he
trembled. He dropped back into his
chair, a huddled, shivering old man in
whom the power of his anger had burnt
the frail spirit into a mere husk of its
former strength; and in an instant
Lady Paula was upon her feet, running
round to him and fumbling. as she ran
with her fingers in her bodice.

“My dear!—my dear! You must
not so excite yourself. It is not good
for you. Not right,” she said soothing-
ly, taking his head in her arms and
pillowing it against her breast; mean-
while. with her dther hand she deftly
unscrewed the top of a little bottle
she had drawn from  her blouse, and
shook out one tiny pellet, which she
placed between  his trembling lips,
“Take this, dearest, and you will feel
better. . . . A light drug, Mr. De-
land, which the doctor orders at such
times. Poor dear!— poor dear! it is
stch a constant worry to him, this con-
tinuous quarrel with his own flesh-and-
blood, If you had really loved your
fother, Ross —"

“Ag you love him, no doubt I should

attack better,” he returned, stung sud-
denly out of his bitter silence by the
reproach, “But I have been brought

ing in those pansy eyes of his that|

“Only, please, please do not fill his|

sy
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up in another school, Paula, where we
deal square blows that do not strike

below the belt, and where we do not
let our ambitigns play upon a flattered
old man's affections quite so cleverly
or so perceptibly as you do i

“Stop !”

The mischief was out, the damage
was done, and in one moment that dull
and insignificant luncheon-table. had
been {ransformed into something that
was more like a third-rate melodrama
than a family quarrel among people
of the better class. But the thing had
been thrashed out so many times be-
ficre that politeness had worn thin, and
esch one spoke his mind with a bitter-
ness which left nothing to the imagina-
tion, Here was the actual canker of a
fumily’s innermost heart, wita all the
outer covering worn, thin by constant
blckerin%‘s and the whole ucfly reality
of the thing starkly revealed.

Cleek’s face went grim as he watch-
ed the blanched faces about the table.
The stammering, broken voice of Sir
Andrew tore into sudden’ silence. The
old man was struggling up out of his
ckair, and from the detaining arms of
wife and daughter, face livid, lips
twitching, the vein in his transparent
temple standing out like .a piece of
blue whip-cord. His clenched hand
shook in - the air, trembling with the

fcrce that he put into it.

“Stop it! How dare you say such
words to my wife — how ‘dare youlp
You shall pay for this, Ross Duggan,
and pay dearly! Tonight I alter my
will — ‘tonight I strike your name from
ix forever and make the estates over
to someone else, But your name goes
out of it— as you do— tonight! . . .
Paula, your arm.”

He swung toward his wife with all
the dignity of his years and his inheri-
tance, and took the arm she held out
to him, clinging to it as a child to its
mother's gkirts, and falteringly- Teft
the room, where his words had fallen
upon those remaining like the sword
of Damocles itself. Ross had gone
white — deathly white, as had Maud
Duggen herself — and. all, the indignity
of this thing before a stranger to their
household showed itself in his tense
ccuntenance.

“Gad! Tl go—and go now!” he
rapped out, in a very fever of .fury
and outraged pride. “And glad to get
away, too! Such an infernal hell-nest
of & place as she has made out of a
dccent British home!” !

“Ross! She’s my mater, you know.”

“Sorry, old chap! I forgot for a
moment. But it shan’t occur again.
I'll be off, Maud, and get along to
Cynthia’s, = She’ll have something to
say about this, 1 daresay, and her
Guv'nor will probably give me a leg-
up in finding a job. I'm better out of
this, Mr. Deland, you've been the un-
willing victim of an unpleasant scene
__and a Yamily scene, which :is most
unpleasant of all, 1 must a ologize ‘to

ou. Had 1 foreseen anything of the
sort, we would have postponed your
luncheon until a later date, It might
have been more agreeble for you, Good-
bye, and I'm sorry I shan’t see more
of you. I'm clearing off now, Maud —

u can send along my things later.”

Maud Duggan's eyes searched his
face, a look in them of a%onized ques-
tion, as if she was unable to believe
the evidence of her own ears. Then

she ran ‘to him and caught him sudden-
ly by the arm. .

“Ross, dear, you mustn’t be so hasty !
You mustn’t!” she entreated, squeezing
his arm in her two hands as he looked
down at her with his set, angry face.
“You know Father, dear. He'll wish
in half an hour, he’d bitten his tongue
out sooner than' spoken to you like
that. You know he will. Youre his
first-born and his favourite—as you
have always been, Try and see this
thing clearly. Don’t act in a hurry,
dear. Just wait — wait until this even-
ing, for my sake if not for your own,
Don’t leave me here to stick the thing
out by myself. It isn’t fair to me.”

That last plea seemed to strike home
better than all the others nad done, tor!
the anger faded suddenly from his |
ccuntenance, and he laid a hand against
her cheek before swinging upon his

heel.

“Well, I'll think about it and see
what Cynthia says, anyhow,” he replied,
after a pause. “Only, I've reached the
end of my tether, and human nature
won't stand too much. Sorry, Miss
McCall. Did I tread upon your foot?
I'm so blithering angry 1 don’t really
know what I'm doing, so you must for-
give me.”

And for the first time the company
secmed aware that Johanna McCall
had been a silent spectator of this fam-
ily scene, For she had kept, as usual,
as quiet as a mouse, only, Cleek ob-
served as he looked at her, her eyes
had blazed with that one light which
no RAre can quench, and she had shut
them fof a moment, as though to hide
the secret they revealed from Ross
Duggan’s troubled face.

«Ip’s all right, really. And I'm so—
awfully sorry, Mr, Duggan,” she said
in her soft, monotonous voice. “It is
so unfair, so unjust! 'And please don’t
go — without saying  good-bye — to
me.”

Then she, too, turned-upon her heel
and fled out of the room. And gud-
denly Cleek saw one thing startingly
glear. Miss Duggan had mentioned “an
attraction” in gohanna McCall’s eyes.
That was why she stayed on here at
the Castle and endured so much. But
she had given him to understand that
it was Tavish. 2

But it .wa¢ not Tavish who had in-
spired that unquenching fire in those
pele eyes; it was mot Tavish who had
get that hero-worshipping expression
upon the plain, unattractive face.

1t was the disinherited heir to the
estates himself!

That afternoon, after. he had left
the Castle and its inhabitants behind,
he wired Mr, Narkom, as he had said
he would. The enigmatic words which
flew across the wire to Scotland Yard,
in their own particular code, and made
Mr. Narkom fairly jump with excite-
ment, were these: “Full up right to
the brim, Come along. leek.”

CHAPTER VII
The Summons,

Cleek left that house of anger in a
strange frame of mind, rather glad to
be back again in his own sunny room
at the Three Fishers, and away from
an influence which seemed somehow
horribly malign, The pitched battle
that had taken place between father
and son —egged on by a designing
woman who did not mind to what
depts she stooped so that har cends
were eventually reached, gave ‘him  an
eery feeling. There was spmething
venomous about the whole affair, some-
thing that reminded him of an 8sp
about to strike. He could not shake
that feeling from him. The premoni-
tion held firm hold of his faculties.

A walk with Dollops over the moors
ccrtainly acted as a refresher, for the
lad’s ready humour had the true Cockney.
bite in it and he had seen, with his
keen eyes, how the master he loved
and reverenced was brooding under the
skadow of something he sensed ‘although
he could not see. And so his comical
faculties were put to good work, Until
—_ tea-time at length reached — Cleek
relurned to the Inn of the Three Fish.

ers, a little less clouded in heart and
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brain, and with some of the moody
depression shaken from him.

He spent. the rest of the afternoon
and ‘early evening reading and think-
ing -by t{\e open window of his room,
locking out now and then at the whole
massive structure of Aygon Castle, with
its great gateway, above which Rhea
du Macduggan stood everlasting guard.’
Gad! anything might happen there —
and_the world be no wiser! It was
an appalling thought at best. What
secrets had that place held in the past
and never revealed to the light of day?
What secrets might it not hold in the
future? \

And those dungeons, The thing he
had seen there. . . . And that hand-

kerchief —so obviously belonging to gul

Ross Duggan, and which now lay in
his inner pocket. He fumbled for it
and brought it out to the light, examin-
ing it minutely. Fine linen, finely
monogrammed,  Very lobviously the
handkerchief of an extravagant gentle-
man. But what on earth he should
b= doing 'down there, amidst that, was
something which sent the grim lines
fleeting about Cleek’s mouth and eyes.
It couldn’t ’be he — the son of a proud
old house like this one! The thing
secmed impossible. And yet — there
was the handkerchief to prove  that
fect; and then this electricity business,
which obviously ate up a good many
private funds. H'm. It would want
close looking into, if nothing further
proceeded with Miss Duggan’s part of
the affair.

For an hour or two he sat ponder-

ing and dreaming there, the book he
had caught up absent-mindedly from
the billiard-room book-case lying open
in his lap.,
" The dinner-gong sounding through
that quiet house nought him quickly
to his feet, a sense of sharpened appe-
tite lending pleasing colour to the
thought of what the dining-hall afford-
ed, for mine host believed in setting
a good table, and - his hospitality was
by no means frugal

"Dollops was already standing by his
table, expectant eye upon the trim
maid who waited upen them, for dur.
ing this little sojourn in the Highlands
Cleek had expressed a wish for the
lad’s company during meals, and old
Fairnish had told his spouse that “Mis-

thair Deland were an unco’ queer peirr-,

son tu wish the company of his mon wi’
%m at mealtime, but so lang as he paid
hiz bill prampt, ‘twere nought of hees
business.”

And that was why Dollops was wait-
ing now with that hungry eye of his
upon the plate of steaming soup which
the maid was bringing to the table.
Only his respect for the man who had
raised him to his present status kept
him from dropping inbo his seat and
gulping the stuff down straitaway.

Cieek'smiled as he saw the lad’s eager
eye.
y“Sit down, sit down, Dollops, and
set to,” he said with a laugh, laying
a hand upon the boy’s sleeve with some-
thing of tenderness in the gesture

“Your eyes are like hard-boiled eggs,
they’re popping out of your head so.

Hungry, I'll be bound.”

“'Ungry — I means hun, sire. . .
starved’s more like it!” gagzyimck Dol-
lops between mouthfuls of hot soup.
“Why, I'm that ’ungry me backbone’s
well-nigh come rahnd to me front!
Nuffink sinee tea — although I must
say as I nabbed a roll from .the. kit-
chen table when the cook wasn’t look-
in’, and there was a cold sossidge fair-
ly talkin’ ter me from the plate in the
larder, And so, as there weren’t no
one around, I just whistled to ’im, and
he ’opped off his platter quite tame-
like. But fer anything else. . . .!”
The last spoonful went down with a

p-

“Dollops, Dollops! You'll be eating
the wake up at your own funeral, you
young gourmand!” threw in Cl:'eek
laughingly. “You've a constitution like
an ostrich, I'm sure, if you were actu-
ally starving, yowd menage to gnaw
an umbrella — spokes -and alll. . . .
Heigho! This is a queer world, isn't-
it Here’s me sitting here in this lit-
tle inn-place, on the top of the High-
lands, with the heart of me wandering
away in other places, and the soul of
me sometimes hungry for the sight of:
other worlds across the sea — to which
I’ve closed the door of my own accord
and shut the sight of their dear bless-
edness forever from me! And there’s
those people up at Aygon Castle. Bit-
ter, cruel, hard to each other. Pulling
this way and that, until their hearts
must break ‘with the strain of the fray
_ and with the whole structure of their
dear inheritance forever with them, so
that they need never hunger and thirst
for a sight of it as—as others do.
Heigho! but it's a topsy-turvy, crazy
sort of a world we live in, isn’t it?”

Something in the tone of Cleek’s voice
caused Dollops instantly to pause. Eyes
wide, mouth open, face gone suddenly
psle, he set down his- knife and fork
and reaching a shaking hand across the
teble laid it upon Cleek’s. i

“Guv’nor,” he said, in a sacred, hush-
ed sort of voice, “you ain’t a-wishin’
ter back — to all them Maurevanian
royalties, are yer? Wiv a throne an’
a crahn and a bloomin’ spectur in yer
'and? You ain’t 'a-pinin’ fer the Crash
Pots, 1 ’opes? For as sure as I know
anyfink of anybody, they’d never- et
sich folks' as Mr. Narkom an’ —an’—
me come within twenty miles of yer.
And you ain’t — ain’t wishin’ ter l-lose
us, are yer, sirp It would fair break
my ’eart if I thought that.”

Cleek put back his head and laughed,
laughed ~heartily, with his eyes wet.
There was a sob in the boy’s voice as
h: spoke, and the look of injured wor-
ship in his eyes would have wrung tears
from a stone. Cleek stopped laughing
suddenly, and- sat’ forward and looked
straight at the boy.

(To be continued)

You may have noticed that the
friends who are willing to lend you
money have no money to lend. !
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