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He simply insists on
“Ganong’s.”’

Men who know real chocolate quality
would indignantly refuse a substitute.

C:’]ano 56 Chocolates

spies,” cried Colonel Willoughby, pas-
sionately, “and we are not half care-
ful enough of our secrets.” He men-
tioned several ‘“secrets” which ‘had
passed into the possession of the Ger-
mans—how, had never been ascer-
tained. He then went on to say he
could not possibly believe that Kng-
lishmen could be traitors. This led
to some conversation on spies and
espionage which Max thought some-
what dull. About half-past ten he
telephoned to the office of his paper,
as he had suggested, to see if there
was any further news respecting the
murder, and received a message in re-
ply announcing what he saw at once
was a startling development.

“A telegnam has just <come from
Smiles, our correspondent in iseruu,
said the voice at the other end of the
‘phone,” “and he wires that the Von
Nordheims state that they paid no an-
nuity to Sylvia Chase — the denial
comes from the Graf Von Nordheim
himself.”

Max’s face was a strange study at
that moment. After a short pause he
inquired if there was anything more.

“Nothing,” said the voice.

CHAPTER X.
A Strange Love Quest.

¢¢Q HALL I ring off?” asked the

wvoice telephoning from “The
Day” to Max Hamilton.
“Not yet, please,” Max returned.

“Wait a moment, or, better still, put
me on to the managing editor, 1 sup-
pose he is in.”

“Yes, he is; I'll connect you at

‘Is that you, Max?’ inquired a dif-
ferent voice—that of the great man
himself.

“Yes. Have you heard a rumour
that the German Army Staff have suc-
ceeded in getting some plans of the
new gun we've been complimenting
ourselves on inventing ?”’

“The new gun! You've heard that
about it, Max”

“] have to-night, and from a pretty
good source. I thought you might
like to ascertain if there’s any truth
i A

“All right. Ill see what can be
found out. Is that all?”

“Yes, good night.”

“Good night.”

Max rtang off, but he did mnot im-
mediately leave the telephone-box, a
sort of cupboard, which stood in the
hall; he was thinking, not of the rum-
our about the new gun, but of the
startling development in the story of
the murder of Sylvia Chase.

That wunfortunate woman, it now
was certain, had never had an an-
nuity from the Von Nordheims. If
she had actually told her brother,
Villiers, that she was paid that an-
nuity, she was intentionally deceiving
him. It might be that she had not
definitely told Villiers that, but had
led him to suppose it was the case.
Even so, she had deceived him.

‘What did this new fact mean? What
light, if amy, did it throw upon the
murder? Max asked himself.

Now, while going over her flat with
the Superintendent, Villiers Chase
and Bertha Schmidt, Max had seen un-
mistakable evidences that Sylvia was
in very prosperous circumstances. The
finely furnished flat, the beautiful
clothes, the costly furs, and the rare
and expensive jewellery all spoke of
her being in the enjoyment of a con-
siderable income. He remembered
that it had occurred to him, as he had
noted these signs of her being very
comfortably off, that as a literary wo-
man, even of some standing, she could
gcarcely have made enough money to
account for her having all these
things, especially the jewellery, and
even the amnuity, of which her
brother had spoken, hardly seemed to
explain everything.

But there had been no annuity!

'Whence, then, had she derived her
income—the income which paid for
the flat, the clothes, the furs, the
jewels?

Instantly another question arose in
his mind. Could the income have
come o her from the man, who, he be-
lieved, had killed her?

He had been present throughout the
inquest, and had followed all the pro-
ceedings thereat with the most sedul-
ous care. He had heard the coroner

ask Villiers Chase if Sylvia had been
engaged to be married—if she had a
love affair. Max had thought the
question rather a cruel one, but sup-
posed the coroner deemed it necessary
to put it. He had listened while Vil-
liers had replied confidently, “I should
answer, certainly not,” and had gone
on to state that his sister had never
been engaged, and had never had, 80
far as he knew, a love affair. MaX
recalled perfectly all that Villiers al{d
that Bertha Schmidt had said on this
point. :

Were Villiers and the maid wrong®
Had there been a love affair after all
—one of which both of them Were
ignorant?

It was possible, but somehow MaX
did not believe that there had beed
a love affair., What he had known
and observed of Sylvia Chase agreed
with the statements of her brother
and of the maid; as Villiers had T€
marked of her, she was not a “flirta
tious woman.” :

And if love had not been the €
which bound her to this unknowh
man, what had the tie been?

But Max could not stand any longef
in the telephone‘box; the Willoughb¥®
would notice how many minutes B°
had been out of the drawing-room, 8!
might be surprised; he could mot S0P
in the box and go on making vagué
guesses as to the connection between
Sylvia Chase and the man who D&
given her the money, and probably
had murdered her.

“I suppose I must tell them,” be
meant the Willoughbys—what th?
news is, though it’s perhaps net ex
actly nice. Still, it’s no good SUP;
pressing it, for it will be in “The Da¥s
tosmorrow and, very likely, in other
papers too.”

So when he returned to the dra¥
ing-room, and was asked if he
heard anything, he told them @re;
cisely what had been said to him 0Ve
the ’phone.

“She had no annuity from the VQ?_
Nordheims!” exclaimed “Colonel W};e
loughby. “Villiers distinctly said &
had.” .

“He must have been mistaken,” 53!
Max. He went on to speak Of | o
evidences he had noted of -S}"l‘”‘aht
prosperity, and how he had thou&::
that the amount she made by ber oo
erary work could hardly account fto
it. “If she didn’t have this annuiths
1 can’t account for it at all,” he Wou%t
up by saying. “What one saw 64" "
that she had a fairly large income
really good income.” d

«“Where did it come from?” ask®
Willoughby. ral

“Yes, that is the question, ?ael‘
Max. “I don’t know what the ansW=
to it can be unless you say it ho
something to do with the man Wiy
killed her, and yet the answer mlf
not lie there at all. Still, that is s
idea that comes naturally into O i
head. What is sure is that the
tery steadily deepens.” o

“I am not so sure of that,” objeC o
Hollander, “There was a hint i el
evening papers—or was it the "cotﬁusﬁ
who gave it? suggesting that S
Chase may have had a love affalr 250

“The coroner asked Villiers -
if Sylvia had been engaged to be ihat
ried,” said Willoughby; “I think e
was it, but I'll look at one of the
pers—please wait a moment.” :

t
E went into his “den,” and augos
at once returned with ‘@ 2% s,
paper. The Colonel usually "o
a cheerful and even confident alr ’ 0
was the sort of man who is diSP% g
to see and to make the best of pelfl)ent
and things, which is a very exce AS
way of going through the world: g
he came into the drawing-room
face was clouded. T
“It was just that” he said. gylvit
Coroner asked Villiers Chase if SY*° o
had been engaged or had had Sthﬂ"
love affair, and Villiers re.phe'
she had never been engaged an o
never had a love affair—thougB "~y
he could make the latter st_wtemhave
don’t quite see, for she might ;b
had several love affairs witho!
knowing anything about them. haafd
«yilliers said he had never “oh
of any love affair in connection
his sister,” Max observed. & oné
“She might have had more thﬁaviﬂg
such affair without Villiers
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