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TERESA
OF WATLING STREET

CHAPTER I

THE BANK

Since money is the fount of all modern
romantic adventure, the City of London, which
holds more money to the square yard than any
other place in the world, is the most romantic
of cities. This is a profound truth, but people
will not recognise it. There is no more prosaic
person than your bank clerk, who ladles out
romance from nine to four with a copper
trowel without knowing it. There is no more
prosaic building than your stone-faced banking
office, which hums with romance all day and
never guesses what a palace of wonders it is.
The truth, however, remains; and some time
in the future it wiU be universally admitted.
And if the City, as a whole, is romantic, its
banks arc doubly and trebly romantic. Nothing
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is more marvellous than the rapid growth of
our banking system, which is twice as great
now as it was twenty years ago—and it was
great enough then.

Such were the reflections of a young man
who, on a June morning, stood motionless on
the busy pavement opposite the headquarters of
the British and Scottish Banking Company,
Limited, in King William Street, City. He*
was a man of medium size, fair, thick-set, well-
dressed, and wearing gold-rimmed spectacles.
The casual observer might have taken him for
a superior sort of clerk, but the perfect style of
his boots, his gloves, and his hat precluded
such a possibility

; it is in the second-rate finish
of his extremities that the superior clerk, often
gorgeous in a new frock-coat, betrays himself
This particular young man, the tenor of whose
thoughts showed that he possessed imagination
—the rarest of all qualities except honesty—had
once been a clerk, but he was a clerk no longer.
He looked at his watch; it showed three

mmutes to twelve o'clock. He waited another
mmute, and then crossed through the traffic
and entered the sober and forbidding portals of
the bank. He had never before been inside
a City bank, and the animated scene, to which
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many glass partitions gave an a.V «f
would We bewilderel hL haThe „TSsjnce .formed the imputable habh of „eTefallowing hinifelf to be bewildereH r
all the bustle which centJlTj "JS"°""8
cash desks lettered A to F G ^o M /'"""^
he turned unhesitatingly to'^officTl .

'° °"*

behind a little solita:/c' un^r
"''° """"^

-possible custo.ersKnX-7—
'

^
have an appointment with Mr q.™tock/ said the young man

™°"

meIIlon°1-l"
'""'"'"'''* ^^ """dness at the

tTBrLl ;"!"" """' °^*<' chairman ofthejnt^h and Scottish Banking Compa„;

said.^''
^^ '' '"S='Sed with the Board.' he

said A^"'
'" ''PP'''"""^"' with the Board-said the young man. ' Mv card ' ,n^ i,

du^d the pasteboard of ci,^,So'n"'"^''^°-
1 ne official read :

Mr. Richard Redgrave, M.A.,

Specialist.

1—2

f^
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* In that case,' said the official, now a miracle

of blandness, * be good enough to step this way.*

Mr. Richard Redgrave stepped that way,
and presently found himself in front of a

mahogany door, on which was painted the

legend, * Directors' Parlour '— not * Board
Room,' but * Directors' Parlour.' The British

and Scottish was not an ancient corporation

with a century or two of traditions ; it was
merely a joint-stock company some thirty years

of age. But it had prospered exceedingly, and
the directors, especially Mr. Simon Lock, liked

to seem quaint and old-fashioned in trifles.

Such harmless affectations helped to impress

customers and to increase business. The
official knocked, and entered the parlour with
as much solemnity as though he had been
entering a mosque or the tomb of Napoleon.

Fifty millions of deposits were manoeuvred from
day to day ia that parlour, and the careers of
eight hundred clerks depended on words spoken
therein. Then Mr. Richard Redgrave was
invited to enter. His foot sank into the deep
pile of a Persian carpet. The official closed

the door. The specialist was alone with three

of the directors of the British and Scottish

Bank.
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DoIm'r^K "^"i
' ""' ^^Sr'^'"'' ^id LordDolmer, the only one of the trio with whomRichard was personally acquainted, and to whomhe owed this introduction. < We shall not kee^you waitrng more than a minute or two.'

^

The other directors did not look up. Allthree were rapidly signing papers.

'^

Richard occupied a chair upholstered in red
kather. next the door, and surveyed the room

Ir ? r^". T'^
'°'"'y "P^""^"'' »i™P'y but

sToerr ol-^":""'!'
'" '"'''•°S='"y- A table ofsuperb sohity and vast acreage filled the middle

T^T~'",f ".
'"' "" °"^y " '"'"k director couldcom ortably 3,t at. As Richard gazed at that

article of furniture and listened to the busyMmg of pens, he saw, with the prophetic
vision characteristic of all men who are born to

He had steadily r.sen throughout his brief life,

parlour, and the pariour of such a bank ' His
history, though a short one, was curious. Hecame to London from Westmoreland at the

Z°L"T"? "^ " ^^''^ '" 'he Customs.From the first he regarded his clerkship merely
as a means to an end ; what end he had yet to
ascertam. He paid particular attention to his
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clothes, joined a large political club, and kept
his eyes open. His personal stock-in-trade
consisted of a rather distinguished appearance,
a quiet, deliberate, and confident voice and
manner, an imperturbable good temper which
nothing could affect, and a ^m belief that
he could do anything a little better than
the average doer of that thing. He desired
? University degree, and by working at
night for four years obtained the M.A. of
London. He practised a little journalism of the
sensational kind, and did fairly well at that, but
abandoned it because the profits were not large
enough. One Sunday he was cycling down
the Portsmouth Road, and had reached an hotel
between twenty and thirty miles from London,
when he met with his first real chance. A
motor-tricycle had unaccountably disappeared
trom the hotel during luncheon. The landlord
and the owner of the tricycle were arguing
as to the former's liability. Redgrave listened
discreetly, and then wen^ to examine the barn-
like coach-house from which the motor-tricyde
had been spirited away. Soon the owner, who
had instructed the police and bullied the land-
lord, and was now forced to kick his angry
heels till the departure of the afternoon train
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back to London,joined him in the coach-house.The two began to tallc.

quicSr
*^° ^°" ''"°" "'"'' '"'"'^ "'^ °'^"'

He was a black-haired man of forty, simply

' I have seen you at the Constitutional Club,of which r am a member. Did you know

^
Lord Dolmer was impressed by the youth's

• No.' he said ;
' is that really so ?'

'Yes.' said Redgrave. • only a fortnight agoStrange comcidence. isn't it I'

^

thL^^°T, ^°." ' ^°" '""^ '° know some-
thing, said Lord Dolmer.

Redgrave gave his name, and added •

' i am an officer in the Customs.'
That sounded well

ga:j.feZi'rfair^°"''^^^^'-^^-
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• We will talk about that later,' said Red-
grave.

Until that hour Richard had no thought
of assuming the role of detective or private
inquiry agent ; but he saw no reason why he
should not assume such a role, and with success.
He calmly determined to crace the missing
tricycle. By a stroke of what is called luck, he
found it before Lord Dolmer's train left. Over
half of the coach-house was a loft in the roof.

Richard chanced to see a set of pulleys in the
rafters. He climbed up; the motor-tricycle
was concealed in the loft. The landlord, con-
fronted with it, said that of course some mis-
chievous loiterers must have hoisted it into the
loft ^s a practical joke. The explanation was
an obvious one, and Lord Dolmer was obliged
to accept it. But both he and Redgrave had
the gravest suspicions of the landlord, and it

may be mentioned here that the latter is now
in prison, though not for any sin connected
with Lord Dolmer's tricycle.

* What do I owe you ? Name your own
sum,' said Lord Dolmer to Redgrave.

* Nothing at all,' Redgrave answered.
He had come to a resolution on the insi«.it.

* Give me some introductions to your friends.
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It is the ambition of my life to conduct im-
portant private inquiries, and you mu« know
plenty of people wiio S: ...d in need of such
a man as I.

Wd Dolmer was poor- for a lord-and
elced out a bare competence by being a guinea-
P'g .n the City, a perfectly respectable and
industrious guinea-pig. He agreed to Red-
graves suggestion, asked him to dinner at his
chamber, in Half Moon Street, and became,w fict. friendly with the imperturbable ard
resourceful young man. Redgrave obtained
several delicate commissions, and the result was
such that in six months he abandoned his post

L'l u .^"°™' "'^ '"'"* » *•"»" office in
Adelphi Terrace. His acquaintance with Lord
Dolmer continued, and when Lord Dolmer
after a lucky day on the Exchange, bought a
5-h.p. motor-car, these two went about the
country together. Redgrave was soon able
to manage a motor-car like an expert, and
foreseeing that motor-cars would certainly
acqmre a high importance in the world, he
cultivated relations with the firm of manufac-
turers from whom Ix)rd Dolman had purchased
nis car. Then came a spell of ck The
demand for a private inquiry ag..,t of excep-
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tional ability (a ^spcciahVt,' as Richard described
himsclO seemed to die out. Richard had
nothing to do, and was on the point of turn-
ing his wits in another direction, when he
received a note from Lord Dolmer to the
effect that Mr. Simon Lock and the directors
of the British and Scottish had some busi-
ness for him if he cared to undertake it.

Hence his advent in King William Street.
* Let me introduce you,' said Lord Dolmer,

beckoning Redgrave from his chair near the
door, ' to our chairman, Mr. Simon Lock
whose name is doubtless familiar to you, and
to my co-director, Sir Charles Custer.'

Redgrave bowed, and the two financiers
ncided.

/Take that chair, Mr. Redgrave,' said
bimon Lock, indicating a four:h chair at the
table.

Simon Lock, a middle-aged man with gray
hair, ghnting gray eyes, a short moustache
and no beard, was one of the kings of finance.
He had the monarchical manner, modified by
an occasional gruff pleasantry. The British
and Scottish was only one of various under-
takings in which he was interested ; he was
for example, at the head of a powerful group



TERESA OF WATLING STREET II

t^T'lT ""'"'"8 ^'"J"'"-. >>"' here. .,

When h
° ?' T ?' "" ""'"'f'""' "« ".

ens us tha. you have a particulaf partial"

^kTw" ^'^ -R'^hard return^ Sin,onl^k faint smile-' and so you ought to be

W^^Auta^nor;" ^' '^-^'^ - P-">'«- •

Rinir;:afef„:?.''n,''«^"^'' -^-^

quite reliable.'

"°'
'"• % "'" -7 »

resut" ""' """'"^ ''^'^ ""-'y -d

StreT^r I''""'''
"' ^'"'"™' '" 'he High

Street, undrr the managership of Mr. RaphaelCraig. Mr. Craig has been in our service fo^bou twenty years. His age is fifty-fi;:

wTw" Tr '"'^ '"'"''• Professionally,we have no fault to find with him; but form^y years past he has chosen to live thirty-
five miles from London, at a farmhouse between

^;^
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the town of Dunstable and the village of
HocklifFe, in Bedfordshire. Dunstable, you
may be aware, is on the old Roman road,

Watling Street, which runs to Chester. He
used to go up to Bedfordshire only at week-
ends, but of late years he has travelled between
his country home and London several times a

week, often daily. He owns two or three

motor-cars, and has once been summoned and
convicted for furious driving. It is said that he
can come to London by road from Dunstable
in sixty minutes. When he stays in London
he sleeps over the bank premises in the suite

of rooms which we provide for him, as for all

our managers.'

* You say you have no fault to find with
Mr. Craig professionally,' said Richard. * He
does not, then, in any way neglect his duties .?'

*The reverse. He is an admirable servant,

and our Kilburn branch is one of the most
lucrative of all our branches. Mr. Craig has
built up a wonderfully good business for us in

that suburb. Let me continue. Last year but
one a relative of Mr. Craig's, an uncle or some-
thing cf that sort, reputed to be crazy, died and
left him a hundred thousand pounds, chiefly,

one heard, in new silver coins, which the old
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miser had had a ^.nia for collecting, and keptn his cellars hke wine. The strange thin^ is
that Mr. Craig, thus made rich, did'not res^n
his position with us. Now, why should a man
of large fortune trouble himself with the cares
ot a comparatively unimportant bank manager-
ship

? That aspect of the case has struck us as
somewhat suspicious.'

* Highly suspicious,' murmured Sir Charles
Custer, M.P., out of his beard.
/You naturally-shall I say ?-resent eccen-

tricity in any member of your staff?' said
Kicnard sagaciously.

; We do, Mr. Redgrave. In a bank, eccen-
tricity is not wanted. Further-another strange
tact—a month ago the cashier of our Kilburn
branch, a mediocre but worthy servant named
Featherstone, a man of fifty, whose brains were
insufficient to lift him beyond a cashiership, and
who, outside our bank, had no chance what-
ever of getting a livelihood in this hard world
suddenly resigned. He would give no reason
for his resignation, nor could Mr. Craig give us

^y reason for it. In the following week
l^eatherstone committed suicide. No doubt
you saw the affair in the papers. The man's
books were perfectly straight. He was a

"^bi
Hl^!
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m

bachelor, and had no ties that the police could
discover. Such is the brief outline of the case.

Have you any questions to ask ?*

Redgrave paused. When, from ignorance
or any other cause, he had nothing to say, he
contrived to produce an excellent effect by
remaining silent and peering through his gold-
rimmed spectacles. * Only one,' he said.
* What do you want to know ?*

* We don't know what we want to know,'
said Simon Lock abruptly. *We want to

know anything and everything. Our sus-

picions are too vague to be formulated, but, as

directors of a great financial undertaking, we
are bound to practise precautions. We do not
desire to dismiss Mr. Craig without a reason.

Such a course would be unfair—and un-
profitable.'

*May I define your position thus?* said

Redgrave. 'You do not precisely fear, but
you perceive the possibility of, some scandal,
some revelations, which might harm the
general reputation of the bank. And therefore
you wish to know, first, why Mr. Craig runs
about Watling Street so much on a motor-car

;

second, why, being possessed of a hundred
thousand pounds, he still cares to work for
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j:°:Lf"''
'"'•''' -"y this Feath,

'J

ledhimself.'
""""' ""' ""' '•^"herstone

;ju« so 'said Simon Lock, pleased.

Lord D r^"""
''" C''-'^ Custer.

-t.2io^ "" '''' ''" P-'^Se a smile of

on.e„e Sd'encetrh i^^''^
'''" ^''

to him. ^^"^^ so naturally

P-- m, ,',, i„''2-^^;;j.
-ceed I shal,

When shall we hear from you P'
In not less than a month.'

-t:ti^fxif^°--'-^^
'-t extraordina^'T htd° r '" "'^

ested in the hfnt
'-""<> "'«s less inter-

-gnificent'te ;thi^^"J" f^
-^ ""=

^^""ight line, Lm the M?We tT '"

Chester. Trnlv fK« d
"^^^^Die Arch to

save direction. Up hill an/ ^ "^fy'^ing
mighty Watlin,, <f,

''°'^" "^^J^ theS y Watling Street travels, but it never
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deviates. After sixty years of disuse, it had

resumed its old position as a great highway

through the magnificence of England. The

cyclist and the motorist had rediscovered it,

rejuvenating its venerable inns, raising its

venerable dust, and generally giving new

vitality to the leviathan after its long sleep.

To Richard Redgrave it seemed the avenue

of adventure and of success. His imagination

devoured the miles between Kilburn and

Dunstable, and he saw the solitary farmhouse

of Raphael Craig, bank manager, motorist, and

inheritor of a hundred thousand pounds in

virgin silver coin.



CHAPTER II

THE CIRCUS

A WEEK later-and in the meantime ],e had

^eepy da,, .eh as ZjZ2^^
roljr t ".' '"' ^'' ^''-h -define :s
d"Zu '^ °"- '^'^^^^ '' "° "'-"re inDunstable, no concert-hall, and nothing ever

e^ec .on ^r the biennml visit of Bosco's Circus

,Bo.o.who.;ithh.?cterr;har

Son'r^ --"-./iders, trap'e.is^ \"
'

soui of i
'"'"'"''"'' '" " •''^g^ field to the

lenl n kT"- "^'""S Ae whole of itslength Dunstable, which consists chiefly ofhouses budt on either side of Watling sLetfor a d.sta" . of about a mile and a half wahapp.ly
p. bed b, th. appearance of Bosr;

I"7 mm
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gigantic, unrivalled, and indescribable circus,

which was announced to give two performances,

at two-thirty and at seven-thirty of the clock.

And, after all, a circus which travels with two

hundred horses (chiefly piebald and cream),

and with a single tent capable of holding four

thousand people, is perhaps worthy to cause

excitement.

Richard determined to patronize Mr. Bosco's

entertainment—he thought he might pick up
useful information in the crowd—and at two-

thirty he paid his shilling and passed up the

gorgeous but rickety steps into the pavilion.

A bi\iss band was playing at its full power, but

above the noise of the trumpets could be heard

the voice of the showman—not Bosco himself,

but an individual hired for his big voice

—

saying, ' Step up, ladies and gentlemen. To-
day happens to be the thirtieth anniversary of

our first visit to this town, and to celebrate the

event we shall present to you exactly the same

performance as we had the honour of present-

ing, by special command, to Her Majesty the

Queen at Windsor last year. Step up, step

up, and see our great spectacle, the Relief of

Mafeking ! See the talking horse ! See Juana,

the most b-autiful rider in the world I Step up

!
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habit up with one hand, a light whip in the

other. Richard could not help being struck

by the rather cold, sad, disdainful beauty of

the girl's face. It seemed wrong that the

possessor of such a face should have to go
through a series of tricks twice daily for the

diversion of a rustic audience.

* That wench is as like Craig's girl as two
peas.* Richard turi^cd quickly at the remark,

which was made by one of two women who
sat behind him industriously talking. The
other agreed that there was some likeness

between * Craig's girl ' and the lovely Juana,

but not a very remarkable one.

Richard left his seat, went out of the

pavilion, and walked round the outside of it

towards the part where the performers entered

the ring. Attached to the pavilion by a

covered way was a smaller tent, which was
evidently used as a sort of green-room by the

performers. Richard could see within, and it

happened that he saw Juana chatting with a

girl who was very much like Juana, though

rather less stately. The young man in Indian

costume, who had ridden the elephant, was
also of the group. Soon the young man went
to another corner of the tent and the two
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was walking along the front benches with a

bundle of numbered cards. He offered one to

Richard, and Richard thoughtlessly accepted

the offer. From that moment the eyes of the

entire assemblage were upon him.

*The gentleman,' said the young man in

charge of the mare, * has chosen a card. Now,
this wonderful animal will tell you the number
of the card, and a lot of other interesting in-

formation. I shall put questions to the animal,

wh':h will answer "Yes" by nodding its head,

and •' No " by shaking its head, and will count

by stamping its off fore-foot on the ground.'

Richard was disgusted at being thus made
the centre of a trick, but there was no help

for it.

* What is the number of the card drawn

by the gentleman ?' the young man demanded
of the mare.

She stamped her foot ten times on the tan.

* Number ten,' said the young man. * Is

that so, sir ?'

It was so. Richard nodded. Loud ap-

plause.

* Is the holder of the card a married man ?'

The mare shook her head. Laughter.
' He is a bachelor ?'
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motor-car. Bosco's circus was already leaving

the town, and as the straggling procession of

animals and vehicles wandered up Watling

Street under the summer moon it made a

weird and yet attractive spectacle— such a

spectacle as can be seen only on the high-roads

of England. Its next halting-place was eighteen

miles north—a long journey. The cavalcade

was a hindrance to Richard, for he particularly

desired to have Watling Street between Dun-
stable and Hockliffe to himself that night. He
waited, therefore, until the whole of Bosco had

vanished ahead out of sight. The elephants,

four in number, brought up the rear of the

procession, and they were under control '>f the

young man whose trick with the strawberry-

roan mare had put Richard to the blush.

There was no sign of the mare nor of Juana.

Watling Street runs through a deep chalk-

cutting immediately to the north of Dunstable,

and then along an embankment. This region

at the foot of the Chiltern Hills is famous for

its chalk, which is got from immense broad

pits to the west of the high-road. As Richard's

car ran through the cutting—it was electrical,

odourless, and almost noiseless—he perceived in

front of him the elephant herd standing in the
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' If she is Craig's daughter-

I •».
]

-* Richard

exclaimed softly, and then stopped.

Silhouetted sharply against the night-sky

was the figure of Juana on the strawberry-roan.

Mare and rider stood motionless at the top of

the cart-track, and Richard, from his place of

concealment, could see that Juana was gazing

fixedly into the chalk-pit. The man with the

elephants and the girl with the motor-car had

not perceived her, and before they could do so

she had ridden off down the field. It was a

wonderful apparition, a wonderful scene—the

moon, the vast hemisphere of the purple sky,

the glittering and immense whiteness of the

chalk-pit, the exotic forms of the elephants

contrasted with the motor-car, and, lastly, the

commanding and statuesque equestrian on the

brow. Richard was quite impressed by the

mere beauty and strangeness, as well as by

the mystery, of it all. What did it mean ?

Why should Juana, an expert who would

certainly receive a generous salary, be riding at

one o'clock a.m., seeing that the principal per-

formers, as Richard knew, usually travelled by

train from one town to the next ? And why
should she have followed these other two—the

elephant-keeper and the young girl who so

;i-
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remarkably resembled herself? And havingfollowed them an,! observed their movements

rnitr:;::;rrrh'rr'f^^
examine T

^ ^'"^ ^^^" able toexamine Juanas race ,n the strong moonlight

2„-r ^ "'' "°"' "^ "^ -'' --cow

she haH^ ^' °?°7'''^ ^°"'<' ""' be morelsue had suffered all the seventy and
different sorrows which this world is said'to

and st.ll lovely, but with a withered heartHer face almost frightened Richard.
With infinite deliberation the elephants andthe motor-car arrived at the top of the cart

track. The three elephants no' engaged
1"

hauhng appeared to have formed a prejudice
against Ae motor-car

; the fourth, the'^workerwho had been used to dragging logs of teak in'Indrn accepted h,s r6Ie with indifference. Hepujed nonchalan-ly, as if he was pulling
child s go-cart, thus, happily, leaving thekeeper free to control the other beasts Atength the cort^ge_it had all the solemnity o
a funeral pageant-passed safely into the fieldand out of Richard's sight towards the high-
road. He heard the spit, spit of the petfol-
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engine of the motor-car, now able to move
of itself on the easy gradient, and simul-
taneously a startling snort and roar from one of
the elephants. It occurred to him to hope that
the leviathan had not taken it into his gigantic
head to wreck the machine. The notion was
amusing, and he laughed when he thought
how frail a thing a motor-car would prove
before the attack of an elephant's trunk. Then
he proceeded duly towards the road, hugging
the hedge. Once more he heard the snort and
the roar, and then a stern cry of command from
the keeper, a little scream from the girl, and
an angry squeak from the elephant. The spit,
spit of the motor-car at the same moment
ceased.

When, after some minutes of scouting, he
reached the gate and had a view of the road,
he rather expected to see the motor-car lying
in fragments in Watling Street, with, possibly,
a couple of mangled corpses in the near neigh-
bourhood, and a self-satisfied elephant domi-
nating the picture. But his horrid premonitions
were falsified. The keeper had clearly proved
the superiority of man over the brute creation

;

he was astride the neck of the obstreperous
elephant, and the herd were trampling, with
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the other end of the world by breakfast-time.

He crept back to his own car, found it un-

harmed in the deep shadow where he had left

it, and mounted.

By this time the elephant herd had accom-

plished a good quarter of a mile down the

gradual declivity of the embankment. ' Craig's

girl ' started her car and followed gently. It

seemed, in the profound silence of the night,

that the spit, spit of her engine must be heard

for miles and miles around. Richard started

his own car, and rolled noiselessly in the traces

of his forerunner. The surface of the road

was perfect— for the Bedfordshire County

Council takes a proper pride in its share of this

national thoroughfare—and the vehicles moved

with admirable ease, Richard's being about a

couple of hundred yards in the rear. Just at

the top of the embankment is a tiny village,

appropriately called Chalk Hill, and this village

possesses a post pillar-box, a Wesleyan chapel

of the size of a cottage, and an inn—the Green

Man. As Richard swung past the Green Man

a head popped out of one of its windows.

* x\nything wrong ?' asked a man.

* No,' said Richard, stopping his car and

lowering his voice to a whisper, lest the giH in
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ear with a goad. The girl, ' Craig's girl,' per-

ceived the danger which she ran, and, after a

moment's •acillation, began to wheel round,

with the object of flying before this terrible

elephantine wrath. But that moment's vacil-

lation was her undoing. Ere she could get the

machine headed straight in the opposite direc-

tion the elephant was upon her and her car.

Richard trembled with apprehension, for the

situation was in truth appalling. With a single

effort the elephant might easily have pitched

both girl and car down the steep side of the

embankment, which was protected only by a

thin iron rail. Richard stopped his own car

and waited. He could do nothing whatever,

and he judged that the presence of himself and

another car in the dreadful altercation might

lead even to further disasters.

The elephant stood over the car, waving his

trunk, seemingly undecided how to go about

his work of destruction; the keeper on his

neck called and coaxed in vain. The girl . . .

Richard could see only the girl's back ; he was

thankful that he could not see her face. The

other elephants waited in a semicircle behind.

Then, after an interval that was like a hundred

years, the leading elephant seized the steering-
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j
wheel of the motor-car, and, twisting it off therod as though it had been made of putty, flun.
« .nto the road. That action seemed to appe<^f'he brute. He turned quietly ,„,^^Zslouched off; his keeper hid no'w ceaTed"oprod h,„. The other elephants followedmeekly enough. The girl on the motorcar

found°i"';-
'^''\p-' -- P-. but Ri^ :;;found h,s foot trembling against the foot-brakeof h.s car-such had been his agitation.

The elephant herd was five hundred yardsaway before the girl gave the slightest sig'n of
l.te. Then she slow.y dismounted, and waved

from" h'" f^T^' "''^ had also dismou Sfrom the elephant's neck_a wave of the hand
that was evidently intended to convey an aJsu"-ar.e that she was unharmed and abitoTke
care of herself j he keeper gave an answer-ing signal and-wisely, as Richard thought-
continued his way up the opposite hill.

Richard pulled over the starting-lever of hiscar and leisurely approached the girl. She hadalready seen him, since her own car was morethan half turned round, and therefore therecould be no object in his attempting any further

raised his peaked cap.

3
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* That was a nasty«posidon for you to be in/
he said, with genuine sympathy.

* Oh, those elephants !' she began gaily

;

' their trunks are so thick and hairy, you've
no idea

*

Then she stopped, and, without the least

warning, burst into tears. It was a very

natural reaction, and no one could wonder
at such an exhibition. Nevertheless, Richard
felt excessively awkward ; excessively at a loss

what to do under the circumstances. He could

scarcely take her in his arms and soothe her

like a child ; yet that was just the thing he
wished to !.o.

* Come, come,* he said, and his spectacles

gleamed paternally at her in the moonlight ; * it

is all over now.'

She pulled out a microscopic lace handker-
chief, wiped her eyes, and looked at him.

* Forgive me,' she exclaimed ; and then,

smiling :
* It shan't occur again.'

* You are a brave woman,' he said sincerely—
* a very brave woman.'
* How ?' she asked simply. * I did nothing.'

* Most women would have fainted or

screamed, and then there is no knowing what
might not have happened.' He added, as she
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of my car, your car would steer itself auto-

matically.'

* So it would,' she said ;
* you are resourceful.

I will accept your offer.' Then she examined

his car with the rapid glance of an expert.

* Well I never 1' she murmured.

He looked a question.

'It is a curious coincidence,' she explained,

' but we have recently ordered an electric car

precisely like yours, and were expecting it

to arrive to-morrow—my father and I, I mean.

Yours is one of the Williamson Motor Com-
pany's vehicles, is it not ?'

Richard bowed.
' There is no coincidence,' he said. * This

car is destined for Mr. Craig. I am bringing

it up to Hockliffe. You will remember that

Mr. Craig asked that it should be sent by road

in charge of a man ?'

'A man !' she repeated; and, after a pause:

* You are, perhaps, a partner in the Williamson

Company ?'

* Not a partner,' he said.

;re that the aforesaidmay (plained

Williamson Company had supplied Lord

Dolmer with his motor-car. Richard had

visited their office in order to ascertain if.
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He thanked her.

* Take the little road on the right,' she

directed him later. * It leads only to our house.

In Ireland we call such a road a boreen.'

It was then that he noted a faint Irish accent

in her voice.

Richard brought the two cars to a standstill

in front of a green gate. Leaning over the

gate was an old man.

* Teresa !* the old man murmured.

She rushed at him ^nd kissed him passionately.



CHAPTER III

CHINK OF COINS

*I AM getting on excellently/ said Richard
to himself as he descended from the car ; but
his self-satisfaction was momentarily checked
by the glance flashed at him by the old man—
a glance which seemed to penetrate at once
to that locked chamber where Richard kept his
secret intentions and desires.

He returned the glance modestly, and then
wondered whether, after all, Mr. Craig was as
old as he looked. The manager of the Kilburn
branch of the British and Scottish Bank had
white hair, rather long at the back, and a heavy
white beard

; a pale face with prominent bones,
the lower jaw large and protruding, the nose
fine and delicate, the black eyes deep-set ; the
forehead was rather narrow, but the bossy
temples gave indication of unusual intellectual
force. The face was the face of an old man,
yet the eyes were young and fresh. Richard

39
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remembered that Simon Lock had stated the
manager's age to be fifty-five, and he came to
the conclusion that this might be a fact, though
any merely casual observer would have put it

at sixty-five at least.

« Who is ' Raphael Craig began ques-
tioning in tones of singular politeness, with
a gesture in the direction of Richard, after he
had returned his daughter's salutation.

* This is a gentleman from the Williamson
Company, dad,' Tetesa explained. * He has
brought the new car. He likes travelling at

night, and thought our house was much further
on.'

Then she explained the circumstance of the
elephant's attack.

• Humph !' exclaimed Raphael Craig.

Richard affected to be occupied solely with
the two motor-cars. He judged it best to seem
interested in nothing else. He blew out the
oil-lamps of the old car, and switched off the
electric lights of the new one. Teresa turned
instantly to the latter, and began to turn the
light off and on. Her father, too, joined in the
examination of the car, and both father and
daughter appeared to be wholly wrapped up in
this new toy. Richard had to explain all the

'"iTllftiTIWllW
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parts. He soon perceived that he had chanced
on one of those households where time is of
no account. Teresa and Raphael Craig saw
nothing extraordinary in thus dawdling over
a motor car at one o'clock in the morning by
the light of the moon. After a thorough
inspection of the machine Teresa happened to
make some remark about three-speed gears, and
a discussion was launched in which Richard had
to join. A clock within the house chimed two.

* Suppose we have supper, dad ?' said Teresa,
as if struck by a novel and rather picasing idea—

' suppose we have supper. The moon will
soon be setting.'

* And Mr. ' said Raphael.
* Redgrave,' said Richard. * Richard Red-

grave.'

'Will sup with us, I trust,' said Teresa.
' True, there are seven inns in the village, but
the village is asleep, and a mile off. We must
offer Mr. Redgrave a bed, dad.'

* Humph !' exclaimed the old man again.

It was, perhaps, a strange sort of remark, yet
from his lips it sounded entirely correct and
friendly.

* I am getting on excellently,' mused Richard
once more.
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* Mike !' the girl called. ' Micky I'

A very small, alert man instantly appeared
round the corner of the garden wall, running
towards them. He kept his head bent, so that

Richard coJd not clearly see his face.

* What is it ye'll be after. Miss ?' Micky
asked.

* Take charge of these cars. Put them in

the shed. Perhaps Mr. Redgrave will be good
enough to assist you with the new one.'

Raphael Craig walked towards the house.

In three minutes, the cars being safely housed
in a shed which formed part of some farm
buildings, Richard and Teresa joined him in

the spacious hall of the abode. Supper was
served in the hall, because, as Teresa said, the

hall was the coolest place in the house. Except
an oldish, stout woman, who went up the stairs

while they were at supper, Richard saw no sign

of a domestic servant. Before the meal, which
consisted of cold fowl, a pasty, and some more
than tolerable claret, was finished, Raphael
Craig excused himself, said ' Good-night '

abruptly, and retired into one of the rooms
on the ground-floor. Richard and Teresa were
then left alone. Not a word further had been

exchanged between father and daughter as to
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the daughter's adventures on the road. So far

as the old man's attitude implied anything at

all, it implied that Teresa's regular custom was
to return home at one in the morning after

adventures with motor-cars and elephants.

Richard thought this lack of curiosity on the

part of the old man remarkably curious, es-

pecially as Raphael and his daughter were

obviously very much attached to each other.

* The circus was amusing this afternoon,'

Richard remarked.

The talk had flagged.

* Where was it ?' Teresa asked.

* At Dunstable,' said Richard.

* Really I' she said, * I had not heard !'

This calm and nonchalant lie astounded

Richard. She was a beautiful girl—vivacious,

fresh, charming. She could not have long

passed her twentieth year, and her face seemed

made of innocence and lilies. Yet she lied like

a veteran deceiver. It was amusing. Richard

removed his spectacles, wiped them, and replaced

them.

* Yes,' he continued, * I went to the afternoon

performance. The clowns were excellent, and

there was a lady rider, named Juana, who was

the most perfect horsewoman I have ever seen.*

4m I
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Not a muscle of that virginal face twitched.
* Indeed !' said Teresa.

*I thought, perhaps, you had been with
friends to the evening performance,' Richard
said.

* Oh no !' Teresa answered. * I had had a
much longer journey. Of course, as I overtook
those absurd elephants in the cutting, I knew
that there must be a circus somewhere in the
neighbourhood.'

,

Then there was another lull in the conversa-
tion.

* More wine, Mr. Redgrave .?' Teresa invited
him.

He thanked her and took another glass, and
between the sips said :

* I am told this is a great chalk district-
there are large chalk-pits, are there not ?'

* Yes,' she said, ' you can see them from our
windows. Very ugly they look, too !'

' So far, good !' Richard privately reflected.

He had, at any rate, learnt that the Craigs
had something to conceal.

The hall clock struck three. Outside it was
broad daylight.

*That is a quarter of an hour fast,' said
Teresa. ' But perhaps it might be as well to
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go to bed. You are probably not used to
these hours, Mr. Redgrave ? I am. Micky '

Micky !'

The small, alert man came down the side-

passage leading into the hall from the back
part of the house.

* This is decidedly a useful sort of servant,'

thought Richard, as he looked intently at

Mike's wrinkled, humorous face.

The Irishman seemed to be about thirty-

five years of age.

* Micky,' said Teresa, *show Mr. Redgrave
to his room—the room over here. Bridget
has prepared it ; but see that all is in order.'

*That I will, miss,' said Micky, but only
after a marked pause.

Richard shook hands with his hostess and
ascended the stairs in Micky's wake, and was
presently alone in a not very large bedroom,
plainly but sufficiently furnished, and with some
rather good prints of famous pictures on the
walls.

* Without doubt,' he said, as he got into

bed, * I have had a good day and deserve a

good night. I must take measures to stop
here as long as I can.*

He had scarcely closed his eyes when there

m

m

-1: iit/Ji

llil



li

46 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

was a tap at the door, the discreetcst possible

tap.

* Well ?' he inquired.

* It's myself, sorr,' said the voice of Micky
familiarly.

* Come in, then, Mike,* Richard said with
equal ^miliarity.

He alrea 'y liked Micky ; he felt as though
he had known Micky for many years.

Richard had drawn both the blind and the

curtains, and the room was in darkness ; he
could only discern the outline of a figure.

* The mistress told me to remind your honour
that breakfast was at seven sharp.'

' I was aware of it,' Richard said dryly

;

* but I thank your mistress for the reminder.'

* An' begging pardon, sorr, but d'ye know
where it is you're sleeping ?'

* At present,' said Richard, * I'm not sleeping

anywhere.'

* Ah, sorr ! Don't joke. Mr. Featherstone

slept in this room, sorr. Did ye know Mr.
Featherstone ?'

* What !' cried Richard, starting up. * Do
you mean the man that committed suicide ?'

*The same, sorr. But speak low, your honour.
It*S myself that should not have mentioned it.'
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*Why not?' Richard asked, subduing his

voice.

* The master might not like it.'

* Then why do you tell me ?'

*They say it's unlucky to sleep in a room
where a suicide slept the last night of his life.*

* Then Mr. Featherstone killed himself the
day he left here ?'

* Sure he did so. And I thought I'd warn
you.'

*Oh, well,' said Richard, *it's no matter.
I dare say it won't affect my repose. Good-
night. Thanks.'

*Vd like ye to sleep in another room—I'd

like ye to,' urged Mike in a persuasive whisper.
*No, thanks,* said Richard firmly; 'I'm

settled now, and will take the risk.'

Micky sighed and departed. As so<>;i as he
was gone Richard rose out of bed, p illed the
curtains aside, and made a minute examination
of the room. But he could discover nothing
whatever beyond the customary appurtenances
of an ordinary middle-class bedchamber. There
was a chest of drawers, of which every drawer
was locked. He tried to push the chest away
from the wall in order to look behind it, but
the thing was so heavy that he could not even

irf
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move it. He returned to bed. At the same
time his ear caught the regular chink of coins,
such a sound as might be made by a man
monotonously counting money. It continued
without interruption. At first Richard imagined
it to proceed from under the bed, but he knew
that this was impossible. Then he thought it

came from the room to the 1* ft, then from the
room to the right. Chink—chink—chink

;

the periodic noise had no cessation.

* What coins can they be ?' Richard asked
himself; and decided that such a full, rich
chink could only be made by half-crowns or
crowns.

He endeavoured to sleep, but in vain; for
the sound continued with an exasperating
regularity. Then he seemed uneasily tc oze,
and woke up with a start; the sound w still

going on. The haU clock struck five. He
jumped out of bed, washed and dressed him-
self, and went quietly downstairs. The sound
had mysteriously ceased. With a little diffi-

culty he opened the hall door and passed out
into the garc i.

It was a lovely morning; the birds sang
ravishingly, and a gentle oreeze stirred the
cypress-trees which lined the drive. The

III
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house was absolutely plain as regards its

exterior—a square, solid, British farmhouse.
A meadow that was half orchard separated it

from the high-road. Away from the house,
on the other side of it, and at the end of a
large garden, was a long range of low build-
ings, in the form of a quadrangle, which had,
presumably, once been the farmstead ; they
presented, now, a decayed and foriorn look.

Richard walked past the front of the house,
under its shuttered windows, across the garden,
towards these farm buildings. As he opened
a gate in the garden wall he saw Mike issuing

cautiously from one of the sheds.

Simultaneously there was a tremendous crash
from the house—an e- r-splitting crash, a crash
that might have been caused by ten domestic
servants dropping ten trays of crockery on a
brick floor. But the crash had a metallic ring

with it that precluded the idea of a catastrophe

in earthenware.

Richard and Micky glanced at each other.

tt
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CHAPTER IV

Richard sa',*^ thai A. I' t Aras quite as startled

as himself a^ Mr souik^ of that appalling crash

within the house. But in a moment the Irish

man-of-all-work had recovered his wits.

* Sure,' he said, his eyes twinkling, * the Day
o* Judgment has come along unexpected.*

* What was it ?' Richard asked.

* Mrs. Bridget must have pulled the kitchen

dresser on the top of her,* said Mike. * Or it's

a procession of cups and saucers down the

cellar steps and they missed their footing.*

But, in spite of the man's jocular tone,

Richard thought he perceived something

serious in Mike's face. It occurred to him that

the Irishman had guessed the true cause of the

noise, and was trying to hide it from the visitor.

* You're up early in these parts,' said

Richard, determined to ignore the crash.

* I'm a bad sleeper, your honour, and when I

50
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can't sleep I get up and enjoy the works of
Nature—same as your honour.' The man
looked as fresh as though he had had a long
night's rest. * Like to see the horses, sorr ?' he
added.

* Certainly,' said Richard, following Mike
into the stable, which was at that end of the
range of farm buildings nearest the house. A
couple of Irish mares occupied the two stalls of
the stable, fine animals both, with clean legs
and long, straight necks. But Richard knew
nothing of horses, and after a few conventional
phrases of admiration he passed into the
harness-room behind the stable, and so into
what had once been a large farmyard.

* No farming here nowadays,' he said.

* No, sorr,' said Mike, taking off his coat,
preparatory to grooming the mares. * Motor-
cars and farming don't go together. It's

many a year since a hen clucked on thn
midden.'

Richard went into several of the sheds. In
one he discovered a Panhard car, similar to
that belonging to Lord Dolmer. He examined
it, saw that it was in order, and then, finding
a screwdriver, removed the screw which held
the recoil-spring of its principal brake ; he put

4—2
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the screw in his pocket. Then he proceeded

further, saw the other two cars in another shed,

and next door to that shed a large workshop

full of Yankee tools and appliances. Here,

improving on his original idea, he filed the

thread of the screw which he had abstracted,

returned to the first shed, and replaced the

screw loosely in its hole. At the fiirthest

comer of the erstwhile farmyard was a locked

door, the only locked door in the quadrangle.

He tried the latch several times, and at last

turned away. From the open door of the

harness-room Mike was watching him.

* I've been on a voyage of discovery,* he

called, rather self-consciously, across the farm-

yard.

* Did your honour happen to discover

America ?' Mike answered.

Richard fancied that he could trace a pro-

found irony in the man's tone.

* No,' he laughed back. * But I think I'll

try to discover the village. Which way ?'

* Along the boreen, son ; then up the hill

and down the hill, and you'll come to it if you

keep going. It's a mile by day and two by

night.'

Richard reached the house again precisely at
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seven o'clock. Teresa was out in the garden

gathering flowers. They exchanged the usual

chatter about being up early, walks before

breakfast, and the freshness of the morning,
and then a gong sounded.

'Breakfast,* said Teresa, flying towards the

house.

The meal was again served in the hall.

Richard wondered at its promptness in this

happy-go-lucky household, but when he saw
the face of the stern old woman named Bridget

he ceased to wonder. Bridget was evidently a

continual fount of order and exactitude. What-
ever others did or faiicd to do, she could be

relied upon to keep time.

Mr. Raphael Craig came out of the room
into which he had vanished six hours earlier.

He kissed Teresa, and shook Richard's hand
with equal gravity. In the morning light his

massive head looked positively noble, Richard
thought. The bank manager had the air of
a great poet or a great scientist. He seemed
wrapped up in his own deep meditations on
the universe.

Yet he ate a noticeably healthy breakfast.

Richard counted both the rashers and the eggs

consumed by Raphael Craig.
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* How do you go to town, dad ?' asked
Teresa. ' Remember, to-day is Saturday.'

*I shall go down on the Panhard. You
smashed the other last night, and I don't care

to experiment with our new purchase this

morning.'

* No, you won't go down on the Panhard,'
Richard said to himself ; * I've seen to that.'

* Perhaps I may have the pleasure of taking
Mr. Redgrave with me ?' the old man added.

* I shall be delighted,' said Richard.
* Do you object to fast travelling ?' asked

Mr. Craig. * We start in a quarter of an hour,
and shall reach Kilburn before nine-thirty.'

' The faster the better,' Richard agreed.
* If you please, sir, something's gone wrong

with the brake of the Panhard. The thread
of one of the screws is worn.'

The voice was the voice of Micky, whose
head had unceremoniously inserted itself at the

front-door.

A shadow crossed the fine face of Raphael
Craig.

* Something gone wrong ?' he questioned

severely.

* Sure, your honour. Perhaps the expert

gentleman can mend it,' Mike replied.
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Again Richard detected a note of irony in

the Irishman's voice.

The whole party went out to inspect the

Panhard. Richard, in his assumed role of

expert, naturally took a prominent position.

In handling the damaged screw he contrived to

drop it accidentally down a grid in the stone floor.

* Never mind,' said Raphael Craig, with a

sharp gesture of annoyance. * I will drive to

Leighton Buzzard and catch the eight-ten. It

is now seven-thirty. Harness Hetty instantly,

Mick.'

* That I will, sorr.'

* Let me suggest,' Richard interposed, * that

I take you to Leighton on the new car. I can

then explain the working of it to you, and

return here, retrieve the screw which I have

so clumsily lost, and put the Panhard to rights,

and possibly mend the other one.'

* Oh yes, dad,' said Teresa, * that will be

splendid, and I will go with you to Leighton

and drive the car back under Mr. Redgrave's

instructions.'

In three minutes the new electric car was at

the front-door. Mr. Raphael Craig had gone

into the house to fetch his bag. He came out

with a rather large brown portmanteau, which,
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from the ease with which he carried it, was
apparently empty. The car was in the form
of as mall wagonette, with room for two at
the front. Mr. Craig put down the bag in the
after-part of the car, where Teresa was already
sittmg, and sprang to Richard's side on the
box-seat. As he did so the bag slipped, and
Kichard seized it to prevent it from falling.
He was astounded to find it extremely heavy
By exerting all his strength he could scarcely
hft It yet Mr. Craig had carried it with ease.
The bank manager must be a Hercules, not-
withstanding his years !

The five and a half miles to Leighton
Buzzard Station, on the London and North-
Western main line, was accomplished in
twenty minutes, and Mr. Raphael Craig pro-
nounced himself satisfied with the new car's
performance.

^

' If you don't mind, Mr. Redgrave,' he said,
you might meet me here with this car at two-

forty-five this afternoon-that is, ifyou can spare
the time. Meanwhile, perhaps the Panhard
will be mended, and my daughter will entertain
you as best she can.'

Mr Craig seemed to take Richard's affirma-
tive for granted. Stepping off the car, he
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threw a kiss to Teresa, picked up the bag as

though it had been a feather, and disappeared

into the station.

* May I drive home ?' Teresa asked meekly,
and Richard explained the tricks of the

mechanism.

Speeding through the country lanes, with
this beautiful girl by his side, Richard was
conscious of acute happiness. He said to

himself that he had never been so happy in

the whole of his life. He wished that he
could forget the scene in the chalk-pit, the

mysterious crash, Teresa's lies, the suicide of

Featherstone, and every other suspicious circum-
stance. He wished he could forget Mr. Simon
Lock and his own mission. But he could not
forget, and his conscience began to mar his

happiness. What was he doing in the house-

hold of the Craigs ? Was he not a spy ? Was
he not taking advantage of Teresa's innocent

good-nature? Bah! it was his trade to be a

spy, for what other term could be employed in

describing a private inquiry agent ? And as for

Teresa's innocence, probably she was not so

innocent after all. The entire household was
decidedly queer, unusual, disconcerting. It

decidedly held a secret, and it was the busi-
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ness of him, Richard Redgrave, specialist, to
unearth that secret. Simon Lock was one of
the smartest men in England, and his doubts as
to the ^onaMs of Mr. Raphael Craig seemed
in a fair way to be soon justified. «To work,
then, said Richard resolutely.

/Don't you like Micky ?' the girl asked,
with an enchanting smile.

* Micky is delightful,' said Richard; «I sup-
pose you have had him for many years. He
has the look of an pld and tried retainer.'

* Hasn't he !' Teresa concurred ; * but we
have had him precisely a fortnight. You know
that Watling Street, like all great high-roads,
IS infested with tramps. Micky was a Watling
Street tramp. He came to the house one day
to shelter from a bad thunderstorm. He said
he was from Limerick, and badly in need of
work. I was at school in a Limerick convent
for five years, and I liked his Irish ways and
speech. We happened to be desperately in
need of an odd man, and so I persuaded father
to engage him on trzl Micky is on trial for
a month. I do hope he will stop with us.
He doesn't know very much about motor-cars
but we are teaching him, and he does under-
stand horses and the garden.'

wn
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* Only a fortnight !* was all Richard's

response.

* Yes, but it seems years,' said the girl.

* I was much struck by his attractive

manner,' said Richard, * when he came to

my room last night with your message.'

* My message ?'

* Yes, about breakfast.'

* That must be a mistake,' said Teresa. * I

never sent any message.*

* He said that you desired to remind me that

breakfast was at seven o'clock.*

Teresa laughed.

* Oh !' she said, * that's just like Micky, just

like Micky.'

The frank, innocent gaiety of that laugh

made Richard forget Teresa's fibs of the

previous night. He could think of nothing

but her beauty, her youth, her present candour.

He wished to warn her. In spite of the

obvious foolishness of such a course, he wished

to warn her—against herself.

* Has it ever occurred to you, Miss Craig,'

he said suddenly, and all the time he cursed

himself for saying it, * that Mr. Craig's—er

—

mode of life, and your own, might expose you

to the trickeries of scoundrels, or even to the

:'i
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curiosity of the powers that be ? Permit me,
though our acquaintance is so brief and sh>ht
to warn you against bdieving that things arj
what they appear to be."

There was a pause.

* Mr. Redgrave,' she said llowly, ' do youmean to imply '
^

Crli'
'""^^^ '° '""^^^ "°''''"^ whatever, Miss

* But you must '

He stopped at the word 'chalk-pit.' He

.uriendr''"'^^^'^'''^^'-^'^""--'^
'At the circus -'she exclaimed, then blushed

as red as the vermilion wheels of the electric

.^"said
^^-^ - ««-vely rude man r

' I admit it,' he answered.
•But I forgive you,' she continued, more

mildly
J your xntentions are generous.'

calJ.^ 7/1"'"^ ^'"^"•^' ='"'1 private',
calkd himself a hundred different sorts of fool.Why, whj had he warned her against
«p.onage.. Why had he stultified his'own
undertakmg, the whole purpose of his visit to
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Queen's Farm, HocklifFe ? Was it because of

her face ? Was Richard Redgrave, then, like

other foolish young men in spring ? He
admitted that it appeared he was.

When they arrived at the farm Richard

deposited his hrostess at the front-door, and ran

the car round to the outbuildings, calling for

Micky. But Micky was not about. He saw

the stable-door open, and, dismounting, he

entered the stable. There was no sign of

Micky. He went into the harness-room and

perceived Micky's coat still hanging on its peg.

He also perceived something yellow sticking

out of the inside pocket of the coat. He made
bold to examine the pocket, and found a

French book—the Memoirs of Goron, late

chief of the Paris police.

* Rather a strange sort of Irish tramp,*

Richard thought, * to be reading a French

book, and such a book !'

With the aid of the admirable collection of

tools in Mr. Raphael Craig's workshop, Richard,

who was decidedly a gifted amateur in the art

of engineering, set to work on the damaged

motor-cars, and an hour before lunch-time both

the Panhard and the Dccauville voiturette

were fully restored to the use of their natural

S i
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^k, after the manner of some British work-

hWW°r^' " '"" °«' 'he week-end-
but he had «her plans, and. besides, he was not'quae sure whether he wished to continue the

MrSirofJ^l."""
""'"'-'- - "'^^'^ °^

At twelve o'clock he made his way to thehouse and found Micky weeding th'e driveThe two mares were capering in the orchardmeadow wh.ch seprated the house from the

'Well Mike,' said Richard, • I see you'velived m France in your time.'
^

h, 1ft
°'
""VT' ^"'^ *•"" "''Sht your honourbe after with those words }'

mJZ T"^ u ^ ^''"'^ ^^y- Richard

ZX^^"""
'""^ -' ''"- -ead of

as atXr'""'^'"''"^"*'
""''--<'- -11

hnir* "T[ ^'t"
*° ''"'"" hut once, yourhonour, and then I didn't a,t ti,„

'

nf ,1,-. 1. • S ^""^' °" accountof the sea being so unruly. Twas a day tripo Boulogne from London, and sure we'h d'
_even,th.ng ,n the programme except BoulogneTwas a beautiful sight, Boulogne, but^no
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so beautiful as London when we arrived back
at night, thanks to the Blessed Virgin.'
;Then you are a French schol^ ?* said

Richard.

* Wee, wee, bong, merci ! That's me French,
and It's proud I am of it, your honour. I've
no other tricks.'

* Haven't you !' thought Richard ; and he
passed into the house.

Mike proceeded calmly with his weeding
On inquiry for Miss Craig, Bridget, with
a look which seemed to say * Hands off,' in-
formed him that the young lady was in the
orchard. He accordingly sought the orchard,
and discovered Teresa idly swinging in a
hammock that was slung between two apple-
trees.

^'^

* Well, Mr. Redgrave,' she questioned, * have
you found that lost screw ?'

* I have found it,' he said, * and put both
cars in order. What with three cars and
tvvo horses, you and Mr. Craig should be
tolerably well supplied with the means of
locomotion.*

* Yes,' she said. * After all, the horses are
the best' She sat up in the hammock and
called * Hetty !' One of the mares lifted its

i 11
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head, whinnied, and advanced sedately to
the hammock. Teresa stroked the creature's
nose. « Isn't she a beauty, Mr. Redgrave?
bee.

In an instant Teresa had sprung on the
mare's back, and was cantering, bareback and
without bridle, across the meadow. Hetty
was evidently docile to the last degree, and
coulH be guided by a touch of the hand
on the neck.

* What do you think of that, Mr. Redgrave ?'

asked the girl proudly when she returned.
Richard paused.

' It is as good as Juana,' he said quietly. «

I

had no idea you were such a performer.'
Teresa flushed as she slipped easily to the

ground.

* I am not such a performer,' she stiffly
replied. ^

* I came to tell you,' said Richard, ignoring
her petulance, * that I have to go to a place in
the village on some other business for my firm.
I will get my lunch at one of the inns, and be
back at

*

* Now, Mr. Redgrave,' she interrupted him,
'don't be horrid. I have told Bridget to
prepare a charming lunch for us at one-fifteen.
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and at onc-fiftccn it will be ready. You cannot
possibly leave me to eat it alone.*

• I can't,' he admitted. • At one-fifteen I will
be here. Thank you for telling Bridget to get
something charming.' He rnised his hat and
departed.

Now, the first dwelling in the village of
Hockliffe as you enter it by Watling Street
from the south is a small doeble-fronted house
with a small stable at tlie side thcretf. A vast
chestnut-tree stands in front of it, and at
this point the telegraph-wire, which else-
where run thickly on both sides of the road
are all carried on the left side, so as not to'

interfere with the chestnut- tree. Over the
front-door of the house, which is set back in a
tiny garden, is a sign to this effect : ' Puddephatt
Wine Merchant.' Having descried the sign'
the observant traveller will probably descry rows
of bottles in one of the windows of the house.

As Richard sauntered down the road in
search of he knew not what, Mr. Puddephatt
happened to be leaning over his railings—

a

large, stout man, dressed in faded gray, with a
red, cheerful face and an air of unostentatious
prosperity.

* Morning,* said Puddephatt.
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I:

' Morning,' said Richard.
* Fine morning/ said Mr. Puddephatt.
Richard accepted the proposition and agreed

hat It was a fine morning. Then he slackened
speed and stopped in front of Mr. Puddephatt

^

You are Mr. Puddephatt ?'

* The same, sir.'

.«;; i7sT,r '''-"' ^^ ^-^ «-"-^
'Have 1 anyHennessy ,875 in stock, sir?Yes I have, sir. Five-and-six a bottle, andthere s no better brandy nowhere '

•I'm not feeling very well,' said Richard,

,ueer anJ'^' "T"^^ '^75 when Tm

' No, you can't, sir.'

askel°"
''°"'' '""'' " '""' "='"'' ' R'^hard

wor!ll°'
'''.

i
""'' ''" '"^^ "'^" " shilling'sworth, and that mustn't be drunk on theprem,ses. But I tell you what I can Ho-.'

g.ve you a drop. Come inside, sir

'

R.chard; and he went inside and had the d^opIn return he gave Mr. Puddephatt an excellent agar. Then ,hey began to talk.

i
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;l want a lodging for a night^ or two/
Richard said after a time; and he explained
that he had brought a motor-car up to the
gueen's Farm, and had other business in the
district for his firm.

* I can find ye a lodging/ said Mr. Pudde-
phatt promptly. ' An aunt o' mine at the
other end of the village has as nice a little bed-
room as ever you seed, and she'll let you have
It for a shilling a night, and glad.'

* Could you arrange it for me?' Richard
asked.

*I could, sir,' said Mr. Puddephatt ; and
then reflectively: * So you've come up to
Queen's Farm with a motor-car. Seems
there re always having motor-cars there.'
;l suppose they're perfectly safe, eh?' said

Richard.

* Oh, they're safe enough,' Mr. Puddephatt
replied emphatically. « Very nice people, too,
but a bit queer.'

* Queer ? How ?'

Mr. Puddephatt laughed hesitatingly.
* Well,' he said, < that Miss Craig's knocking

about these roads on them motor-cars day and
night. Not but what she's a proper young

5—2
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*But everyone goes about on motor-cars
nowadays,' said Richard.

' Yes,' said Mr. Puddephatt. * But every-
one doesn't pay all their bills in new silver
same as the Craigs.'

' They pay for everything in new silver, do
they ?' said Richard.

*That they do, sir. I sold 'em a couple of
Irish mares when they first come to the Queen's
Farm. Dashed if I didn't have to take the
money away in my dog-cart

!'

*But is it not the fact that an uncle of
Mr. Craig's died a couple of years ago and left
him a large fortune in silver—an old crank
wasn't he ?'

'

*So people say,' said Mr. Puddephatt
sharply, as if to intimate that people would say
anything. "^

* It's perfectly good silver, isn't it ?' Richard
asked.

* Oh, it's good enough !' Mr. Puddephatt
admitted in the same tone as he had said
'Oh, they're safe enough !' a few moments
before.

'How long has Mr. Craig lived at the
Queen's Farm ?'

' About two years,' said Mr. Puddephatt.

I
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Mr. Simon Lock, then.

formed. Mr. Lock had

was wTongly m-
said that Craig had

lived at the farm for many years
' Where did he come from ?'

* Before that he had a small house under
Dunstable Downs—rather a lonesome place,
near them big chalk-pits,' Mr. Puddephatt
answered. 'He seems to like lonesome
houses.*

* Near the chalk-pits, eh ?' said Richard.
*As you're a motor-car gent,' said Mr

Puddephatt later, ' I reckon I can't sell you
a horse.'

* I thought you sold wines and spirits.'

* So I do. I supply the gentry for miles
around

;
but I does a bit in horses—and other

thmgs. And there isn't a man as ever I sold
a horse to as I can't look in the face this day.
I've got the prettiest little bay cob in my
stable now '

Richard was obliged to say that that was not
his season for buying horse-flesh, and, thanking
Mr. Puddephatt, he left the wineshop.
*A house near the chalk-pits,' he mused.

Then he turned back. M'll let you know
about the room later in the day,' he said to
Mr. Puddephatt.

Mi

'i'»

• n



70 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

* Right, sir/ answered Mr. Puddephatt.

Richard could not refrain from speculating

as to how much Mr. Puddephatt already knew
about the Craigs and how much he guessed at.

Mr. Puddephatt was certainly a man of weight

and a man of caution. The wine-merchant's

eyes continually hinted at things which his

tongue never uttered.



CHAPTER V

FIRE

The luncheon with Teresa was a pronounced

social success. French rather than Irish in

character, it was eaten under a plum-tree in

the orchard. Micky waited at table with his

hat on, and then disappeared for awhile. At

two o'clock he rose again above the horizon,

and said that the electric car was at the

door. Richard and Teresa set off to meet the

two-thirty train at Leighton Buzzard. By this

time they had certainly become rather intimate,

according to the way of young persons thrown

together—by no matter what chance—in the

month of June—or any other month. It was

not, perhaps, unnatural that Raphael Craig,

when he emerged from the railway-station

and found the two laughing and chatting side

by side in the motor-car, should have cast at

them a sidelong glance, in which were mingled

amusement, alarm, and warning.

7^
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Mr. Raphael carried the large brown port

covered by handling ,t-quite empty. On the

the management of the machine

he'sai!!""!
^ ^T "°*'"S ft-^her to do here,'

ot I'T; ' ^f "- °'her cars are' in

Shn! U u
""'''°'"'= '"'1 y°" good-day

will doubtless let us know ' ^

"orLSrCrStrA' " y^- «™ '"''

r ^^^^g. and have arranged wi'rh

;:: '"^7°- ^''^" -^e the Panhar/bacr S

haL^-aT'aTri::;
"""' ^ '^'= '' "^^ ^r

* With pleasure; said Richard.

cannot remove it till Monday.'
^
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Very good,' said Richard, « I will present
self on Monday morning.*

* And in the meantime ?'

* In the meantime I have other business for
my firm in the neighbourhood.'

Teresa's glance intercepted her father's, and
these two exchanged a look. The old man
frowned at his daughter.

* Good-day,' said Richard.

Raphael and Teresa shook hands with him.
Was he a conceited ass, or did Teresa really

seem grieved ?

* Till Monday,' said Teresa.

Richard walked down to the village, engaged
Miss Puddephatt's room, and dined at the
White Horse Hotel. He had not yet definitely

decided what course of conduct to follow. He
was inclined to do nothing further in the affair,

and to tell Simon Lock on Monday that, so
far as he could discover, Simon Lock's
suspicions about Raphael Craig were ground-
less. He had taken no money from Simon
Lock, and he would take none. Yet why
should he pause now ? Why should he not,
for his own private satisfaction, probe the
mystery to the bottom? Afterwards—when
the strange secret stood revealed to him

« 't
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there would be plenty of time then to decide

info the r r r '^^'^^^ "P ^^P^-^ Cralinto the hands of Simon Lock V.c
^

wcnard/ No, he slept stolidly on The

S I^do""™^ ^"'"^ "- -"
"

young

Sie:'itoTu;rht::''y°r' ^""

The church clock at H? K^ »"' P""'"^-

though complaining of its burden ati cun'd

R;h::d tot-raT ^"-"/^^^^^^
dwoKe. In a fraction of a secondhe wa. ,d, ,„^^^ ^,^^^^ excited He-w the car vanishing towards the outbuilding!



TERESA OF WATLING STREET 75

of Queen's Farm. Springing out of the hedge,
he clambered over the opposite hedge into

Craig's orchard, crossed it, passed the house by
its north side, and so came to the quadrangle of
outbuildings. By keeping on the exterior of
this quadrangle he arrived at last, skirting the
walls, at the blind end of the boreen. He
peeped cautiously round the angle of the wall,

scarcely allowing even the ti^ of his nose to

protrude, and discerned the empty motor-car.
He ventured forward into the boreen. It was
at this corner of the quadrangle that the locked
shed was situated. Rather high up in the wall
a light disclosed the presence of a small window.
The faintness of the light proved that the
window must be extremely dirty. But even if

it had been clean he could not have utilized it,

for it was seven feet from the earth. JFIe put
his hand on the wall and touched a spout.

The spout felt rickety, but he climbed up it,

and, clinging partly to the spout and partly to

the frame of the window, he looked into the
locked shed. It had once, he perceived, been
used as a stable, but it was being put to other

purposes now. The manger was heaped up
with bright silver coins. In the middle of the
floor stood a large iron receptacle of peculiar

f-4
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Bv «, ? °' ^"*^ Panhard motor-car

rcceptacr Urh
^"""« '''' ^°"'"'^ of this

partition betwJen two ^ T^ '^'V
fliclcered and cast ..rangeSL Th

'"""'^

^^^
ndow he discerned another watching

•6"i near tne door, of tx,K;^k u •

the unconscious heaver, nV> ^ "'"*' '°

turned on the waste !
1/1''- ^P"""' ''*'l

under the n^otorT^ar C h t." " •"'"'
rear. Tlie highly combustible
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liquid had run beneath the door of the shed
and had there come in contact with the
wax match used by Raphael to light the candle
and then thrown down. Richard saw next that
the door of the shed was on fire; at the
same moment, unable any longer to keep his
grip on the spout and the window.frame, he
fell unexpectedly to the ground.

! I
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CHAPTER VI

THE DESIRE FOR SILVER

The blazing door was locked. Richard called,

shouted, shouted again. There was no answer,
but in the extraordinary outer silence he could
still hear the industrious shovelling of silver.

* Well,' he said to himself, ' they're bound to
find out pretty soon that the show's on fire.'

He threw himself against the door angrily,
and, to his surprise, it yielded, and he fell over
the river of flame into the interior of the shed.
The noise at last startled Raphael and Teresa
out of the preoccupation of their task.

* Haven't you perceived that the place is

being burned down ?' he exclaimed drily.

At the same instant he sprang towards Teresa.
The stream of burning petrol had found its way
into the central runnel of the stone floor, and
so had suddenly reached the hem of Teresa's
dress, which already showed a small blaze.

Fortunately, it was a serge travelling frock;

78
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had it been of light summer material, Teresa
would probably have been burnt to death.

Richard dragged her fiercely from the region
of the runnel, and extinguished the smouldering
serge between his hands, which showed the

scars of that timely action for a fortnight after-

wards. He glanced round quickly, saw a pile

of empty sacks in a corner—had they been used
as money-bags ? he wondered—and, seizing

several of them, laid them flat on the burning
petrol and against the door. His unhesitating

celerity no doubt prevented a magnificent con-
flagration. The petrol, it is true, had nearly

burnt itself out, but the woodwork of the door
was, in fireman's phrase, * well alight,' and, being
aged and rotten, it formed a quick fuel.

When the flames had been conquered, the
three occupants of the shed looked at each
other without a word. Strange to say, under
the steady gaze of Raphael Craig, Richard's
eyes blinked, and he glanced in another direc-

tion—up at the little window in the opposite

wall where he had seen the face of Micky, but
where the face of Micky was no longer on view.
Then he looked again at Raphael Craig, whose
dark orbs seemed to ask accusingly :

* What
are you doing here ?' And, despite the fact that

!!!
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he had in all probability been the means of
saving Teresa's life, he could not avoid the
absurd sensation of having been caught in a
misdeed. He felt as if he must explain his
presence to Raphael Craig. At that juncture,
we are obliged to confess, his imperturbability
deserted him for a space.

* I—I happened to be passing the end of the
road,* he said lamely, * and I saw what I took
to be a flame, so I ran along—and x'bund—this.
I'm glad it's no worse.'

*So am I,' said Raphael Craig, with cold
gravity.

Teresa was silent.

* I'm glad I was in time,* said Richard, as
awkwardly as a boy.

'I'm glad you were,' Mr. Craig agreed.
• It is possible that my daughter owes her life

to you. I cannot imagine how I could have
been so careless with that petrol. It was
inexcusable. We thank you, Mr. Redgrave,
for your services so admirably rendered.'

'Don't mention it,' said Richard; 'that's
nothing at all.*

The whole interview was becoming too
utterly ridiculous. But what could be said or
done ? It was the heaps of silver coins lying
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1

about that rendered the situation so extremely
difficult. Useless for Raphael Craig to pretend
that he and Teresa had been engaged in some
perfectly usual and common-place task. Useless
for Richard, notwithstanding his lame explana-
^on, to pretend that he had not been spying.
The heaps of silver made all parties excessively
self-conscious, and ^hen you are self-conscious
you can never say the right thing in the rieht
manner.

It was Raphael Craig who first, so to speak,
came to himself.

* As you are here, Mr. Redgrave,* he said,
* as you have already laid us under one obliga-
tion, perhrns you will consent to lay us under
another. Pe/haps you will help us to finish
off these few coins. Afterwards I will beg the
honour of a few words with you in private.*

It was magnificent, thought Richard, this
aadacious manoeuvre of the old man's. It took
the bull by the horns in a very determined
fashion. It disarmed Richard instantly. What
course, save that of complying with so calm and
courteous a request,could he pursue ? He divined
that Raphael Craig was not a man moulded
to the ordinary pattern of bank managers.

' With pleasure,' he replied, and thereupon

6
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the h .^s of silver seemed less bizarre, less con-
fusing, less productive of a general awkward-
ness. By a fiction unanimously agreed fo, all

three began to behave as if shovelling thousands
of new silver coins at dead of night in a disused
stable was a daily affair with them.

Still without uttering a word, Teresa handed
her galvanized iron bucket to Richard. He
noticed a little uncertainty in the motion of
her hand as she did so. The next moment
there was a thud on the floor of the stable.

Teresa had fainted. She lay extended on the
stone floor. Richard ran to pick up that fair

frame. He had lifted the girl's head when the
old man interposed.

* Never raise the head of a person who
has lost consciousness,' he said coldly; *it is

dangerous. Teresa will recover in a few
minutes. This swoon is due only to the shock
and strain of the last few minutes. In the
mean'*me, will you open the door ?'

Richard, having complied, stood inactive,

anxious to do something, yet finding nothing
to do.

* Shall I fetch some water from the house ?*

he asked. * Swoons are sometimes very serious
if they last too long.'
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' Are they, my friend ?' said Raphael, with
the trace of a smile. * This one is already over—see ?'

Teresa opened her eyes.

* What are you two staring at ?' she inquired
curiously, and then sighed as one fatigued
Her father raised her head in his arm and

held It so for a few moments.
* Now, my chuck,' he said, « try if you can

stand. Mr. Redgrave, will you aiist me ?'

Mr. Redgrave assisted with joy. The girl
at length stood up, supported on one side by
Raphael Craig and on the other by the emissary
of Simon Lock. With a glance at Richard
she said she could walk. Outside stood the
motor-car.

' Shall we take her round to the front-door
on this ?' Richard suggested.

' Are you mad ?' exclaimed Raphael Craig
with sudden disapproval. * Teresa will walk.'

'

He locked the charred door oi the stable
with a padlock which he took from bis pocket
and they proceeded to the house.

Bridget stood at the front-door, seeming to
expect them. *

* You're not well, mavourneen,' she said
glancing at Teresa's face, and led the girl away'

6—2
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During the whole of the time spent by him
at Queen's Farm nothing impressed Richard
more than the impassive yet affectionate

demeanour of Mrs. Bridget, that mysterious
old servant, on this occasion.

The two men were left together in the hall.

Mrs. Bridget and Teresa had gone upstairs.
* Mike I* Raphael Craig caJed.
* Yes, sorr,' answered Mike, appearing from

a small butler's pantry under the staircase.

' Bring whisky into the drawing-room.'
* That I will, sorr.'

Richard admired Micky's sangfroid, which
was certainly tremendous, and he determined
to have an interview with the man before
many hours were past, in order to see whether
he could not break that sangfroid down.

* Come into the drawing-room, will you ?*

said Raphael Craig.

* Thanks,' said Richard.

The drawing-room proved to be the room
into which Mr. Craig had vanished on the
previous night. It presented, to his surprise,

no unusual feature whatever. It had' the
customary quantities of chairr, occasional tables,

photographs, knicknacks, and cosy corners. It

was lighted by a single lamp suspended from
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the middle of the ceiling. The only article of
furniture that by any stretch of fancy could be
termed extraordinary in a drawing-room was
a rather slim grandfather's clock in an inlaid
case of the Sheraton period. This clock struck
one as they went into the room.
Micky arrived with the whisky.
* You will join me ?' asked Raphael, lifting

the decanter.

' Thanks,' said Richard.

'That will do, Mike.'

Mike departed. The two men ignited cigars
and drank. Each was seated in a large easy-
chair.

' Now for it/ said Richard to himself.

Mr. Raphael Craig coughed.
' I dare say, Mr. Redgrave,' the bank manager

began, *that certain things which you have
seen this evening will have struck you as being
somewhat strange.'

• I am happy to have been of any help,' said
Richard.

Raphael bowed.
* I will not disguise from you,* he continued,

' that when you arrived here in such a peculiar
manner last night I had my suspicious of your
good feith. I even thought for a moment—it

^11
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was very foolish of mc—that you were rom
Scotland Yard. I don't know why I should
have thought that, but I did think it.*

* Really,' said Richard, * I have not the least

connection with Scotland Yard. I told you
my business.'

* I believe you,' said Raphael. *I merely
mention the course of my thoughts concerning
you. I am fuiiy* convinced now that, despite
certain unusual items connected with your
visit, you are exactly what you said you were,
and for my doubts I nov offer apology. To
tell you the truth, I inquired from the William-
son Company this morning as to you, and was
quite reassured by what they said. But,' Mr.
Craig went on, with a very pronounceu but,*

int-rrupting Richard, who had embarked on
some protest- -' but I have at the same time
been forced to the conclusion, Mr. Redgrave,
that my liousehold, such as it is, and my ways,
such as they arc, have roused in you a curiosity

which is scarcely worthy of yourself I am
a fairly good judge of character, and I know
by infallible signs that you have a nature for

above idle curiosity.*

*Thanks for you r good opinion/ said Richard;
* but, to deal with your suspicions in their order.
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may I ask why you thought at Hrst that I was

an agC'it of Scotland Yard ? Were you expect-

ing Scotlar 1 Yard at Queen's Farm ?'

He could not avoid a faint ironic smile.

Mr. Craig threw his cigar into the fireplace.

* I was,* said Raphael briefly, * and I will

tell you why. Some time ago an uncle of

mine died, at a great age, and left me a huge

fortune. My uncle, Mr. Redgrave, was mad.

For fifty years he had put all his savings into

silver coins. He had once been in a Mexican

silver-mine, and the experience in some mys-

terious wiy had affected his brain. Perhaps

his brain was already affected. He lived for

silver, and in half a century he collected more

than half a million separate silver coins—all

English, all current, all unused. This fortune

he b'^queathed to me. I was, m fact, his sols

relativ.'

*A strange old fellow he musr have been,'

Richard remarked.

* Yes,' said Raphael. * But I am equally

strange I hav^ said that my uncle had a

mania. I, too, have that mania, for I tell you,

Mr. Redgrave, that I cannot bring myself to

part with those coins. I have the same mad-

ness for silver that my uncle had. Away from

I*
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the silver, I can sec myself steadily, can admit
frankly to myself that on that one point my
brain is, if you like the term, " touched." In
the presence of the silver I exist solely for it
and can think of nothing else.'

* Nevertheless; said Richard dispassionately,
I was told in the village to-day that you paid

for everything in silver. Ifyou are so attached
to silver,how can you bring yourselfto part with
It r Why not pay in gold ?'

* Because,' Raphael replied, * I never handle
gold save in my professional capacity as bank
manager. I take my salary in silver. I cannot
icJp It. The weight frequently proves a diffi-
culty, but I cannot help it. Silver I must
JJave. It IS in my blood, the desire for silver.
Irue I pay away silver—simply because I have
no other coins available.'

' I see,' said Richard.

He scarcely knew what to think of his strange
companion. The man seemed absolutely sane,
absolutely in possession of every sense and
faculty, yet, behold him accusing himself of
madness !

* Let me finish,' said Raphael Craig. * When
I came into my uncle's fortune I was at a loss
what to do with it. The small house which I
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then had over at Scwcll, near Chalk Hill, had

no accommodation for such a valuable and
pondwTous collection. I made a confidante of

my daughter. She sy* .pathized with me, and

suggested that, at any rate for a time, I should

conceal the hoard in a disused chalk-pit which
lay a few hundred yards from our house. T'l?

idea, at first sight rather wild, grew upon mc.
I adopter it. Then I took this house, and

gradually 1 have removed my silver from the

chalk-pit to Queen's Farm, ^t is hidden in

various quarters of the place. We brought the

last load to-night.*

* This is very interesting,' said Richard, who
had nothing else to say.

* I have told you this,* the >ld man con-

cluded, * in order to account t you for what
you saw to-night in that stable. It is but just

that you should know. I thank you again for

your prompt services in the matter of the fire,

and I ask you, Mr. Redgrave, to pity the

infirmity—the harmless infirmity—of an old

man.'

Raphael Craig stood up and gazed at Richard

with his deep-set melancholy eyes.

* It is an infirmity which draws suspicion

upon this house as a magnet draws iron. Once

J^-,i
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already I have had the local police up here
making stupid inquiries. I put them ofF as
well as I could. Daily I am expecting that
the directors of the bank will call me up to
explain my conduct. Yet I cannot do other-
wise.

'Why,' said Richard, 'if you are rich, do
you still care to serve the bank ? Pardon my
impertmence, but, surely, if you left the bank
one source of your apprehensions would be
stopped ?'

*l cannot leave the bank,' said Raphael
Craig, with solemn pathos ; 'it would break mv
heart.' '

With these words he sank back into a chair,
and appeared to be lost in thought. So the
two sat for some time. Then Richard rose and
went quietly towards the door.

* You are the only person, save Teresa, who
knows my secret. Remember that, Mr. Red-
grave.*

The manager's voice sounded weak and dis-
tant. Richard bowed and stole from the room
He sucked at his cigar, but it had gone out



CHAPTER VII

NOLAN

Very quietly he sauntered to the front-door,

which was ajar, and into the portico. He

stood there meditating. In front he could

vaguely discern the forms of the trees in the

orchard, but beyond these nothing. The night

was as dark as a wolfs mouth. Then the

sound of a horse's rapid hoof caught his ear.

The wind had fallen, and everything was still.

Looking down the hill, he could see the light

of a vehicle ascending the slope of Watling

Street. The sound of the horse's trot came

nearer and nearer, passed the end of the boreen,

and so continued up the hill, getting fainter

now, till it died entirely away as the vehicle

dipped down the gradient into HocklifFe. The

vehicle was one of her late Majesty's mails,

which took that route at that hour on Saturday

nights only. It constituted a perfectly simple

weekly phenomenon, yet somehow the birth,

91
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growth, fading, and death nf ,u ^ r
horse', trr.. L * ^^^ ^0""d of the

denly alert, he whisperld '
"''' '"'*-

M cky was hiding in the bushes under rh-drawing-room window The y„tU I
complacently enough ' '"'" °'''y«'

' Come out into the road with me Milce- rwant to have a chat with you.'
'

'

^

Richard had sufficient tact not to n...
»"gn of reproof or anger intl h s Le 7accepted Miclcy's spyiL asTthtlT "'
Thev walked »lL .u ^ "^ °f course,ey walked along the boreen together and nnthe high-road towards Hockliffe.

^

Now, said Richard, 'we can fait .

-ehere,.weshan-tbe'overL::d,"''"°"^

askerMlct"i:X!'°"°" "^"' " '="^ ^l--' 'micky, with a great air of innocence.
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' You can drop the « your honour," and all

that rigmarole, my friend, and tell me who you
really are. To prevent any unnecessary un-
truths, I may as well tell you at the start that
I found Goron's Memoirs in the pocket of
your coat in the harness-room yesterday morn-
ing. From that moment I knew you were
playing a part here/

* Like you,' said Micky quickly.

'Yes—if it pleases you—like me. What I
want to know is, are you a detective ?'

* And what I want to know is,' said Micky,
who had abandoned most of his Irish accent,
' what are you ?'

*Let us not beat about the bush,' said
Richard impatiently. * You're a decent chap,
so am I. I will begin by confessing that I am
a private inquiry agent employed by the British
and Scottish Bank.'

* Oh,' said Micky, * I knew it was something
of that sort. Have you ever heard of a
detective named Nolan ?'

* What
! tAe Nolan .?' asked Richard.

'The same,' said Micky.
' You are Nolan ?*

* I have the honour—or the dishonour.'
* I am glad to meet you,' said Richard. * Of

J' i
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course, I know you well by reputation. How
thoroughly you go into an aiFair ! Fancy you
acting as odd man here for weeks ! I tell you
you have completely imposed on them.'

' Have I ?' exclaimed Micky-or Nolan, as
he must now be called. * 1 should be glad to
be assured of that. Twice to-day I have feared
that Raphael Craig had his doubts of me.'

'I don't think so for a moment,' said Richard
positively^ ^ But what is your object-what is
Scotland Yard after ? Personally. I came here
witwout any theories, on the chance of some-
thing turning up.'

;
Scotland Yard is merely curious about the

suicide—,f It was a suicide--K)f a man named
Featherstone, and about the plague of silver
which has visited this district during the last
year or two.'

* You say " if it was a suicide." Do you
suspect that Featherstone's death was due to
anything else ?'

* I never suspect until I know, Mr. Red-
grave. I am here with an open mind.'
*And what have you discovered so far?'

asked Richard.

* My very dear sir,' Nolan expostulated,
what do you take me for f I am sure that

— .—i. _„;
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you are a man of unimpeachable honour—all

private agents are—but, nevertheless, I cannot
proclaim my discoveries to a stranger. It

would be a breach of etiquette to do so, even
if such a course were not indiscreet.'

* I give you my word, Mr. Nolan, that my
activity in this case is now entirely at an end.
I have found out this evening all that I wished
to know, and perhaps more than I wished to
know. I shall return to town on Monday
morning, and Bedfordshire will know me no
more.* He paused, and added: * At least, it

will know me no more as a private inquiry
agent'

* Or motor-car expert,' said Nolan.
Richard laughed.

* I was merely asking you,' Richard resumed,
* how far you had got, in the hope that pos-
sibly I might be able to simplify matters for

you.'

* You are very good,' said Nolan, with an
indescribable accent of irony—a bantering tone
which, however, was so good-humoured that

Richard could not take exception to it *you
are very good.'

* You have found out, I presume, something
concerning the chalk-pit ?'

I
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*0h yes,' said Nolan, *I have found out
something concerning the chalk-pit.'

* And you know what the crash was early
this morning ?*

* I have a notion,' said Nolan.
*And, since I saw your inquisitive face at

the window of that stable to-night, you know
what that stable contains ?'

'Not quite to half-a-crown,' said Nolan,
* but approximately.'

* By the way,' Richard asked, * why on earth
didn't you come and assist in putting out the fire ?'

* What
! And give myself away ?'

' It might have been a matter of life and
death.*

* Yes, it might have been. Had it got so
far, I dare say I should have sacrificed my
standing here, my reputation with these people
as i. simple Irishman, in jrder to save them.
But I knew that you were there, and that you
would do all that was necessary.'

* I only just got into the place in time,' said
Richard sharply.

*Yes. It is a pity that you burnt your
hands.*

* How do you know that I burnt my hands ?'

Richard asked.
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* I can tell by the way you hold them,' said

Nolan.

* It was worth it,' said Richard.

* Was it ?' observed Nolan quietly. * I am
glad. Of course, now that you have found

out everything
'

He drew up standing in the road. His
voice showed that Richard had made some little

impression on that great man from Scotland

Yard.

* Admit first,' said Richard, his eyes twink-

ling through the gold-rimmed spectacles, *that

you were guilty of the grossest indiscretion

— not to say stupidity—in leaving Goron's

Memoirs, a yellow - covered French book,

lying about the harness-room—you, an Irish

labourer.'

*I admit that in that matter I was an inco

ceivable ass,' said Nolan cheerfully.

* Good !' said Richard ;
* you shall have your

reward.'

Then Richard told him all that he had

learnt from the lips of Raphael Craig. There
was a silence when he had finished.

* Yes,' Gaid Nolan, * it's rather an impressive

story ; it impresses even me. But do you
believe it ?'

i >
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' I believe what Craig told me. If he lied,

he is the finest actor I ever saw.'

* Listen,' said Nolan. * Does this tale of
Craig's explain his daughter's visit to Bosco's

circus and her chat with Juana, and her un-
blushing fibs to you afte^'vards?'

* How did you hear about that ?' questioned

Richard savagely.

He scarcely liked Nolan's curt lang lage in

regard to Teresa'.

' I did hear about it,* said Nolan ;
* let that

suffice. And listen further. I will make you
a present of a fact—an absolutely indisputablr

fact—which I have discovered : Raphael Craig
never had an uncle. His father was an only
son. Moreover, no person has died within the
last few years who could by any means be
related to Craig. The records at Somerset
House have been thoroughly searched.'

* No uncle !' was all Richard, the nonplussed,

could murmur.
* And,' Nolan continued, * while I am about

it, I will make you a present of another little

fact. You say that Craig told you tJiat he had
brought all his silver here, the last load having
arrived to-night. On the contrary, he has
gradually been taking silver away from here.
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I admit that he has brought some, but he has

carted far more away. For what else should

he need all tLis generous supply of motor-
cars ?*

Richard began to suspect that he had mis-

taken his vocation.

ii
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CHAPTER VIII

THE peer's ADVIC E

On the Monday morning Richard presented
himself at Queens's Farm. The day was jocund,
the landscape smiled

; in the forty-acre field
below the house a steam-plough, actuated by
two enormous engines and a steel hawser, was
working at the bidding of a farmer who farmed
on pnnciples of his own, and liked to do his
ploughing at midsummer. The steam-plough
rnttled and jarred and jolted like a humorous
and high-spirited leviathan; the birds sang
merrily above it

; the Chiltern Hills stretched
away in the far distance, bathed in limitless
glad sunshine; and Watling Street ran white,
dazzling, and serene, down the near slope and
up the hill towards Dunstable, curtained in the
dust of rural traffic.

In the midst of all these things joyous and
content, behold Richard, melancholy and full
of discontent, ringing at the front- 'oor bell of

ICO
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Queen's Farm. He rang and rang again, but
there was no answer. It was after eight o'clock,
yet not a blind had been drawn up ; and the'

people of the ho'se had told him that they took
breakfast at seven o'clock ! Richard had passed
a wretched week-end in the village of Hockliffe,
his one solace having been another chat with
Mr. Puddephatt, wine-merchant and horse-
dealer to the nobility and gentry of the neigh-
bourhood. He was at a loss what to do.
What, indeed, could he do ? The last words
of Nolan, the detective, had given him pause,
hinting, as they did, at strange mysteries still

unsolved. Supposing that he, Richard, continued
his investigations and discovered some sinister

secret— some crime? The point was that
Teresa was almost certainly involved in her
father's schemes. Here was the difficulty which
troubled him. His fancy pictured a court of
justice, and Raphael Craig and Teresa in the
dock, and Richard Redgrave giving evidence
against thehi, explaining how he had spied upon
them, dogged their footsteps, and ultimately
arrived at the heart of the mystery. Could he
do that ? Could he look Teresa in the face ?

And yet, what, after all, was Teresa to him—
Teresa, whom he had l- -m only three days ? Jln
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That was the question—what was Teresa to
him?

He rang ag^ln, and the jangle of the bell
reverberated as though through a deserted
dwelling. Then he walked round the house
by the garden, in the hope of encountering
Micky, otherwise Mr. Nolan of Scotland Yard.

M But not a sign of Mr. Nolan could he see any-
1 where. The stable-door was unlocked ; the

mares were contentedly at work on a morning
repast of crushed oats, followed by clover-hay
but there was no Micky. He began to think
that perhaps Nolan knew a great deal more
than he had chosen to tell during that night
walk along Watling Street. Perhaps Nolan
had returned to Scotland Yard armed with all
the evidence necessary to conduce a magnificent
cause cH^bre to a successful conclusion. He
could see the posters of the evening papers :

* Extraordinary Affair in Bedfordshire : A Bank
Manager and his Daughter charged with *

Charged with what?
Pooh

!
When he recalled the dignified and

absolutely sincere air of Raphael Craig at their
interview in the drawing-room in the early
hours of Sunday morning, when he recalled
the words of the white-haired man, uttered
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with an appealing glance from under those

massive brows :
* I ask you, Mr. Redgrave, to

pity the infirmity, the harmless infirmity, of an
old man '—when he recalled these words, and
the manner of the speaker, he could not but
think that Nolan must be on an absc tely false

scent ; he could not but believe that the Craigs

were honest and innocent.

He at last got round to the kitchen-door of
the house and knocked. The door was imme-
diately opened—or, rather, half opened—by
Mrs. Bridget, who put her head in the small

aperture thus made after the manner of certain

women. She merely looked at him severely,

without uttering a word.

* I wish to see Mr. Craig,' he said calmly.
* I was to tell ye the mc ? ir-car is in the

shed, and ye are kindly to deliver it at

Williamson's.'

This was her reply.

* Mr. Craig is not up, then ? Miss Craig
'

*I was to tell ye the motor-car is in the

shed, and ye are kindly to deliver it at

Williamson's.'

* Thank you. I perfectly understand,' said

Richard. * Miss Craig, I hope, is fully

recovered ?'
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' I was to tell ye the motor-car '

Thinking that this extraordinary Irishwoman
was scarce^ ,„ f„„ p^,^^^.^^ ^/^^^ ^.^^

to the shed where the motor-cars were kept.
I'''e Panhard, he found, was ready for action,
.ts petrol tank duly filled, its bearin'gs oiled, it
brasswork polished He sprang Lard and
set off down the boreen. As he passed the

the fi';,!^'"^
" "• °"^ °^ "'^ 'l""" blinds onthe first-floor seemed to twitch aside and then

tlln f
'^ '^™- °' "" " •"= '""S'"''-

He turned into Watling Street, and then, onthe slope set the car to its best pace. Hereached the valley in a whirl of dust at aspeed of forty miles an hour. The great road
stretched invitingly ahead Hie •

H,. .^ J ^

'

"* 5P'"ts rose.He seemed to recover somewhat from the
nfluenceofthe mysteries of Queen's Farm.

Ill chuck ,t,' he shouted to himself abovethe nojse of the flying ear-' that's what ndo-
111 go and tell Lord Dolmer this very

wa?e?o '
' ""' '° ^"^*'"S- ^"' P-f- tlwaste no more time on the affair

'

swerved the car neatly to avoid half a brick

.^^^fSkat^s^-jns^^
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which lay in the middle of the road. It was

at that moment that he perceived, some

distance in front, his friend Mr. Puddephatt.

Mr. Puddephatt was apparently walking to

Dunstable. Richard overtook him and

drew up.

* Let me give you a lift,' said Richard.

Mr. Puddephatt surveyed the Panhard

askance.

* Let you give me a lift ?' Mr. Puddephatt

repeated. It was his habit to repeat the exact

words of an interlocutor before giving a reply.

* No, thanks,' said he. * I'm walking to Dun-

stable Station for exercise.'

*What are you going to Dunstable Station

for ?' asked Richard.

* I'm for Lunnon—horse sale at the Elephant

and Castle. Perhaps you know the Elephant

and Castle, sir ?'

* I'll give you a lift to London, if you like,'

said Richard, seizing the chance of companion-

ship, of which he was badly in need. * We
shall get there quite as soon as your train.'

Mr. Puddephatt eyed the car suspiciously.

He had no sympathy with motor-cars.

* Are you afraid?' asked Richard.

* Am I afraid ?' he repeated. * No,' he said,

It

'I
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* I ain't afraid. But I'd sooner be behind a

three-year-old than behind one of them things.

But I'll try it and see how I like it. And
thank ye, sir.'

So Mr. Puddephatt journeyed with Richard

to London.

Perhaps it was fate that induced Mr.
Puddephatt, when they had discussed the

weather, horses, motor-cars, steam-ploughs,

wine, parish councils, London, and daily

papers, to turn the conversation on to the

subject of the Craigs. Mr. Puddephatt had

had many and various dealings with the

Craigs, and he recounted to Richard the

whole of them, one after another, in detail.

It seemed, from his narrative, that he had

again and again, from sheer good-nature,

saved the Craigs from the rapacity and un-

scrupulousness of the village community.

*Nice young lady, that Miss Teresa,' ob-

served Mr. Puddephatt.

* Yes,' said Richard.

By this time they had passed through St.

Albans and were well on the way to Edgware.
* They do say,' said Mr. Puddephatt, leaning

back luxuriously against the cushions— * they

do say as she isn't his daughter—not rightly.'



TERESA OF WATIJNG STREET 107

* They say what ?* asked Richard quietly, all

alert, but not choosing to seem so.

Mr. Puddephatt reaffirmed his statement.

* Who says that ?' asked Richard.

* Oh !' said Mr. Puddephatt, ' I dare say it

isn't true. But it's gotten about the village.

Ye never know how them tales begin. I

dare say it isn't true. Bless ye, there's lots o*

tales.'

* Oh, indeed !' Richard remarked saga-

ciously.

* Ay !' said Mr. Puddephatt, filling his pipe,

* lots o' tales. That night as she ran away

from the farm, and Mrs. Bridget had to fetch

her back from the White Horse Every-

body said as how the old man ill-treated her,

daughter or no daughter.'

* When was that .?

' A few weeks back,' said Mr. Puddephatt

laconically.

This was all he would say.

* It's a queer world, Mr. Puddephatt,' said

Richard aloud. To himself he said :
* Then

perhaps she isn't involved with her father—if

he is her father.'

At length they reached the suburbs of

London and had to moderate their speed. As
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they wound in and out through the traffic of
Kilburn, Richard's eye chanced to catch the
sign of the British and Scottish Bank. He
drew up opposite the mahogany doors of the
bank and, leaving Mr. Puddephatt in charge of
the car, entered. It was turned ten o'clock.

He felt fairly certain that Raphael Craig had
not left Queen's Farm, but he wanted to con-
vince himself that the bank manager was not
always so impeccably, prompt at business as

some people said.

* I wish to see Mr. Craig,' he said, just as he
had said two hours before to Mrs. Bridget.

'Mr. Craig,' said the clerk, «is at present
tak.iig his annual holiday. He will return to

business in a fortnight's time.'

Richard returned to the car curiously
annoyed, with a sense of being baffled. His
thoughts ran back to Teresa. Thirty miles of
Watling Street now separated them, yet her
image was more strenuously before him than it

had been at any time since she fainted in the
silver-heaped stable on Saturday night.

* Yes,' he said to himself positively, * I'll call

on Lord Dolmer at once, and tell him I won't
have anything further to do with the affair.'

He dropped Mr. Puddephatt, whose society.
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he felt, was^ perhaps growing rather tedious to

him, at Oxford Circus, and directed him to an
omnibus for the Elephant and Castle.

* My address is 4, Adclphi Terrace, in case

you need a friend in London at any time,' said

Richard.

* Good-day to ye, sir,' said Mr. Puddephatt,
* and thank ye kindly. Shall we be seeing you
again at HocklifFe soon ?'

*No,' said Richard shortly. *I am not
likely ever to come to Hockliffe. My business

there is absolutely concluded.'

They shook hands, full of goodwill. As
Mr. Puddephatt's burly and rustic form faded
away into the crowd Richard watched it, and
thought how strange, and, indeed, pathetic, it

was that two human beings should casually

meet, become in a measure intimate, and then
part for evermore, lost to each other in the

mazy wilderness of an immense civilization.

He drove the car to Holborn Viaduct, de-

posited it on the Williamson Company's
premises, and then took a bus for Piccadilly.

As he did so it began to rain, at first gently,

then v/ith a more determined steadiness : a spell

of fine weather which had lasted for several

weeks was at last broken.

w

;



no TERESA OF WATLINC STREET

In less than half an hour he was at Lord
Dolmer's door in Half-Moon Street.

This nobleman, as has been stated, was com-
paratively a poor man. Emphasis must now
be laid on that word * comparatively.* The
baron had a thousand a year of his own in

stocks, and a small property in Yorkshire which
brought in a trifle less than nothing a year, after

all the outgoings were paid. His appointments

in the City yielded him fifteen hundred a year.

So that his net income was a trifle less than

two thousand five hundred pounds per annum.
He was thus removed from the fear of absolute

starvation. The peerage was not an ancient

one—Lord Dolmer was only the second baron

—but the blood was aristocratic ; it had run in

the veins of generations of men who knew how
to live and how to enjoy themselves. Lord
Dolmer had discreetly remained a bachelor, and,

in the common phrase, * he did himself un-

commonly well.' He had a suite of finely-

furnished rooms in Half-Moon Street, and his

domestic staff there consisted of a valet, who
was also butler and confidential factotum ; a

boy, who fulfilled the functions of a * tiger,' and
employed his leisure hours in not cleaning

knives and boots; a housekeeper, who wore
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black silk and guarded the secret of her age

;

and two women servants. It was the valet
who answered to Richard's masterful ring; the
valet's name was Simpkin.

* Lord Dolmer at home ?' asked Richard.
' Yes, sir,' said Simpkin amicably ;

* his lord-
ship is at breakfast.'

It was just upon eleven o'clock.

* I'll tell him you're here, sir,' said
Simpkin.

In another moment Richard was greeting the
second Baron Dolmer in the dining-room, a
stylish little apartment trimmed with oak. Lord
Dolmer breakfasted in the Continental fashion,
taking coffee at eight, and dejeuner about
eleven. He had the habit of smoking during
a meal, and the border of his plate, which held
the remains of a kidney, showed a couple of
cigarette-ends. He gave Richard a cigarette
from his gold case, and Simpkin supplemented
this hospitality with a glass of adorable and
unique sherry.

* We will deprive ourselves of your presence,
Simpkin,' said Lord Dolmer, who, a very
simple and good-natured man at heart, had
nevertheless these little affectations.

' Certainly, sir,' said the privileged Simpkin,

< 1
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who liked to hear his master use these extra-
ordinary phrases.

* And now, Redgrave, wl)at is it? You pride
yourself, I know, on your inscrutable features,

but I perceive that there is something up.'

* Well,' said Richard, * it's about that Craig
affair. I thought I'd just call and tell you
privately that I can't do anything. I should
like, if you and Mr. Lock don't object, to retire

from it.*

' Singular !' exclaimed Lord Dolmer mildly—
* highly singular I Tell me the details, my
Mend.'

Richard, rather to his own surprise, began to

tell the story, omitting, however, all reference

to Micky, the detective.

* And do you believe Mr. Raphael Craig's

tale ?' asked Lord Dolmer. * It seems to mc
scarcely to fit in with some of the facts which
you have related.'

Richard took breath.

* No, I don't,' he said plumply.
* And yet you prefer to go no further ?'

* And yet I prefer to go no further.'

* And this Teresa, who frequents circuses and
chalk-pits, and faints at midnight—what sort of
a girl is she ?'
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'Miss Craig is a very beautiful woman.' said
Richard stiffly.

'

He tried hard to speak in a natural tone of
voice, but ftiled.

Lord'^n
)'^ '"*',"''"' y°"- R^dg^ve,' saidLord Dolmer. - It is a clear case. She has

bewitched you. This won't do at all_my „„.
impressionable Redgrave knocked over by acountry girl ofnineteen or so!'
He rubbed his hands together, and then

lighted another cigarette.

Richard pulled himself together, and replied,
smiling

:

^ *

' Not at all But really. Lord Dolmer,
I want to throw the thing up. So ftr from
Miss Craig having bewitched me, I shall, in
all probability, never see her again.'

tell' Mr'V ''%°'^ ^"^"fi"
•' Well, I will

tell^Mr. Simon Lock . . . what shall I tell

'Tell him I have discovered nothing definite
and own myself beaten as regards finding ou
the true origin of Raphael Craig's eccentricities.
But tea him, also, that I am convinced that
Raphael Craig ,s nothing worse than eccentric'
Richard paused, and repeated : • Yes, nothing
worse than eccentric'
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* No, Redgrave, I won't tell him that you

are convinced of that.*

* And why not ?*

' Because, forgive me, I am convinced that

you are not convinced of it.'

There was an interval of silence, during

which two spirals of smoke ascended gracefully

to the panelled ceiling of Lord Dolmer's dining-

room.
* Perhaps I am not,' Richard answered calmly.

*Tell Simon Lock what you like, then, only

make it plain that I retire. I ask no fee, since

I have earned none. I wash my hands of the

whole business. I am within my rights in so

doing.*

* Certainly you are within your rights,*

said Lord Dolmer. ' And d'you know,

Redgrave, I am rather glad that you are

retiring from the case.'

*Why?*
* If I tell you my reason you will regard it as

strictly confidential ?'

Richard a&sented.

' It is this : Mr. Simon Lock has a mysterious

animus against Raphael Craig ; what the cause

of that animus is neither I nor any of the other

directors can guess, but it exists. (Remember,
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all (his is between friends.) It is Mr. Lock
who has forced on this secret inquiry. The
other directors were against a proceeding which
is rather underhand and contrary to the best
traditions of the bank. But Mr. Simon Lock
had his way.' Here Lord Dolmer lighted
another cigarette and resumed. *I ask you,
Why should the bank interfere? A bank
manager has a perfect right to live where he
likes, and, outside office hours, to do what he
likes, so long as he obeys the laws of the
country and the laws of respectability. Mr.
Lock laid stress on the fact that Raphael Craig
had been fined for furious motor-car driving.
But what of that ? It is a misfortune which
may overtake the wisest of us. You, my
dear Redgrave, well know that even I have
several times only narrowly escaped the same
ignominious fate. The fact is—and I tell

you this candidly—there is something between
Mr. Simon Lock and Raphael Craig. When
Mr. Lock joined the Board one of his first

actions was to suggest that Craig should be
asked to resign—why, no one knows. Craig is

one of the most able bank managers in London.
He would long since have been promoted to J
superior post but for Mr. Simon Lock's con -

8—2
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sistent opposition. For these reasons, as I say,

I am glad that you have retired from the case.

For anything I know Raphael Craig may be
one of the biggest scoundrels at large. I don't

care. The point is that he has not been
fairly treated by us—that is to say, by Simon
Lock. I have the honour to be an Englishman,
and fair play is my creed.' His lordship was
silent for a space, and then he said, by way of
finale, * Of course, I rely absolutely upon your
discretion, Redgrave.'

Richard nodded.

* What you say is very interesting,' he
remarked. * It is conceivable, then, that Mr.
Lock, not to be daunted by my defection, may
insist on employing another private detective .?'

* Quite conceivable,' Lord Dolmer admitted.
* In that case,' Richard began, and then

stopped.

* What ?' asked Lord Dolmer.
' Oh, nothing !' said Richard.

Lord Dolmer smiled, and, still smiling, said :

* One word of advice, my friend : forget

her.*

* Why ?' Richard questioned absently, and bit

his lip.

* Forget her,' repeated the Baron.



CHAITER IX

A VISIT

Well, he determined, with the ferocious
resoluteness of a dogged soul, to follow Lord
Dolmer's advice. He said to himself that there
ought to be no special difficulty in doing so,
since only three days had passed since he first

saw this creature whom he was enjoined to
forget. He walked slowly along Piccadilly, down
Regent Street, and through Trafalgar Square to
his little office in Adelphi Terrace. Some trifling
business awaited him there, and this occupied
him till the hour of luncheon. He then went
out and lunched, as his custom was, at Gatti's.

Richard's usual mode of life was extremely
simple. His office, a single small room, was
on the third-floor of No. 4, Adelphi Terrace.
On the fourth-floor he had a bedroom, rather
larger than the office, and quite commodious
enough for the uses of a young bachelor who
had no fancy tastes. When occasion needed
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he used the office as a sitting-room. All his
meals he took out of doors. His breakfasts,
which cost him fourpence, he consumed at a
vegetarian restaurant hard by ; his luncheons
and dmners were eaten at Gatti's. Frequently
at the latter establishment he would be content
with a dish of macaroni and half a pint of
bitter, at an expenditure of eightpence—

a

satisfying repast. His total expenses were thus
very small, and hence, although his income
was irregular and fluctuating, he nevertheless
contmually saved money. It was seldom that
less than one hundred pounds stood between
him and the workhouse. In case of necessity
he could have lived for a whole year, or even
two years, on one hundred pounds. So he
was always in an independent position. He
could always afford not to bend the knee to
any employer or client. He was, in fact,
just what he looked, a shrewd and confident
man, successful and well dressed, who knew
how to take care of himself He spent
more on his wardrobe than on anything else,
and this, not because he was a coxcomb, but
from purely commercial motives. He accepted
the world as he found the world, and he had
learnt that clothes counted.
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All afternoon he did nothing but idle about
in his office, wondering whether by that time
Lord Dolmer had told Simon Lock of the
barren result of his inquiries, and wondering
also what the upshot of their interview would
be. At seven he dined at Gatti's. At eight
he returned to Adelphi Terrace, and ascended
directly to his bedroom. Opening the window
wide, he placed an easy-chair in front of it,

lighted a pipe, and sat down to perpend upon
things in general.

Richard had chosen this bedroom because of
its view. It looked out at an angle on the
river Thames, stateliest and most romantic of
busy streams. It is doubtful if any capital in
Europe, unless it be Buda-Pesth, the twin city
on the bj '^anube, can show a scene equal in
beauty to -,.. Thames Embankment and the
Thames when the hues and mysteries of sunset
are upon them. This particular evening was
more than commonly splendid, for after a day
of heavy rain the clouds had retreated, and the
sun burst out in richest radiance. The red
jury-sails of the barges as they floated up-stream
with the flowing tide took on the tints of the
ruby. The vast masonry of Waterloo Bridge
and of Somerset House seemed like gigantic
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and strange temples uncannily suspended over
the surface of the glooming water. In the
west Westminster Bridge and the Houses of
l^arhament stood silhouetted in profound black
against the occidental sky. The sky was like
Joseph s coat there, but in the east it was like
a maiden's scarf

Up from the Embankment rose the hum and
roar and rattle of London's ceaseless traffic.
The hansoms had lighted their starry lamps,
and they flitted below like fireflies m the
shadows of a wood. No stranger could have
guessed that they were mere hackney vehicles
plying at the fixed rate of two miles for one
shilling, and sixpence for every subsequent
mileor part ofamile.

' Yes; Richard mused, * this is all very well
and I am enjoying it, and nothing could be
very much better; but the fact remains that I
haven t earned a cent this blessed day. The
fact also remains that I am a bit of a frost.
Further, and thirdly, the fact remains that the

ritlred''

'''''
""^ '^'''' """'' ^" immediately

His pipe went out.

* I'll look in at the Empire,' he said.
Now, by what process of reasoning a young
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man who, on his own confession, had drawn a
blank day could arrive at the conclusion that
the proper thing to do was to go to the
Empire we cannot explain. But so it was.
He looked at his watch. The hour was nine-
fifteen. Half an hour yet, for no self-respect-
ing man-about-town ever thinks of entering
the Empire before a quarter to ten ! At this
point Richard probably fell into a doze. At
any rate, a knock on his bedroom-door had to
be repeated several times before it attracted his
attention.

' What is it ?' he answered at length.
* A person to see you, sir,' said a feminine

voice, not without aspenty.

* A person to see me ! Oh ! ah ! er ! . . .

Show him into the office. I'll be down
directly.*

He descended to the third-floor, and, instead
of the Somerset House acquaintance whom he
had expected, he found the very last person
that by all the laws of chance ought to have
been in his office—he found Mrs. Bridget.

Mrs. Bridget turned round and faced him as
he went into the little paper-strewn room.
She was dressed in black alpaca, with a curi-
ously-shaped flat black bonnet. Her hands.
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which were decently covered with black gloves,
she held folded in front of her.

Richard said nothing at first. He was too
astounded, and—shall we say ?—pleased. He
scented what the reporters call * further reve-
lations ' of an interesting nature.

* Good-avenin'/ said Bridget ;
* and can ye

see a lady privately?'

* Certainly,' said Richard, * I can see you
privately; but,' he added, with a mischievous
smile, * I'm afraid our interview won't amount
to much unless you're more communicative
than you were this morning.'

* Bless and save ye, sir ! 'tis not meself that
wants ye—'tis her.'

*Her?'

'The misthress sent me up to find out
whisht whether ye could be seen.'

*Miss Craig is outside?'

* The same, sir. Ye 'II see her?'

'See her? Naturally I will see her. But—but—how did you discover my address ?'

By this time they were hurrying down the
multitudinous steps to the ground-floor.

' Sure, we called at the Williamson Com-
pany, and they said you'd left and they didn't
know your address. And then we came out,
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and who should we see but Mr. Puddephatt
leading a pony. 'Twas the Virgin's own
miracle

! " Hullo !" he says, lifting his hat.
" Puddephatt," says my mistress

'

The recital was never finished, for at that

moment they reached the front-door. In the
roadway stood the Decauville motor with
lights gleaming. By the side of the Decauville
stood Teresa Craig enveloped in a gray mack-
intosh.

Richard's face showed his intense pleasure at
the most unlooked-for encounter.

* Miss Craig,' he said eagerly, « I hope you
are in no trouble. Can I be of any assist-

ance r

She glanced at him coldly, inimicallv.

* Mr. Redgrave,' she replied with bitterness,

and then looked about—the little street was
deserted—* I have come to seek an explanation
from you. If you are an honourable man you
will give it. And I have come, much against
my inclination, to ask a favour. Bridget, take
care of the motor.'

She swept imperially before him into the
portals of the house.

'Mr. Redgrave,' said Teresa, in a tone
virhich clearly indicated thut she meant to lead

H lU!
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the conversation, * we have not seen each other
since I was so foolish as to faint in the—the
shed.*

They sat together in Richard's little office.

It was not without difficulty that he had in-
duced her even to sit down. Her demeanour
was hostile. Her fine, imperious face had a
stormy and implacable look—a look almost
resentful, and Richard felt something of a
culprit before that gaze. He met her eyes,
however, with such bravery as he could
muster.

* Not since then,' he assented. * I trust you
are fully recovered. Miss Craig.'

Ignoring the utterance of this polite hope,
she resumed

:

•I have to thank you for the service you
rendered on Saturday night.'

* It was nothing,' he said, in a voice as cold
and formal as her own.

*It was everything,' she corrected him
gravely. ' I might have lost my life but for
you.'

* I am happy to have been of any assistance,'
he said. But his thoughts ran :

* She hasn't
come to London to tell me this. What the
deuce, then, has she come for ?'
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* Bridget tells me you had an interview with
my father that night. May I ask what passed ?'

Teresa continued.

* You have not seen your father since then ?'

said Richard.

* I have not.' Her voice seemed momentarily
to break.

* Or doubtless he would have told you ?'

* Doubtless.'

Richard determined to try a bold stroke.

* I understood from Mr. Craig that he wished
our interview to be strictly confidential.'

*What?' she cried. * From me? From
his daughter ?'

She stood up, suddenly angry.

* If, indeed, you are his daughter,' said

Richard quietly.

Her eyes blazed, and her hands shook ; but
she collected herself, and smiled bitterly :

*You, then, have heard that silly rumour?'
* By chance I heard it,' he admitted.
' And you believe it ?'

* I neither believe it nor disbelieve it. What
has it to do with me ?'

* Exactly,' she said ;
* a very proper question.

What has it to do with you? Listen, Mr.
Redgrave. I have the most serious reasons for

-il i .
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asking you to tdl me what passed between
yourself and my father on Saturday night.'
A look of feminine appeal passed swiftly

across her features. Fleeting as it was, it
sufficed to conquer Richard. A minute ago
he had meant to dominate her. Now he was
dominated.

* I will tell you/ he said simply, and told her
—told her everthing without any reservation.
;Then my father did not accuse you of

being a professional spy?' she demanded when
Richard had finished.

' No/ said Richard, somewhat abashed.
* He ,^id not accuse you of having entered

our houoc under entirely false pretences ?'

* No,' said Richard, still more abashed.
There was a silence.

* I wonder,' she said calmly, glancing out of
the wmdow, * I wonder why he did not.'

She made the remark as though she wer-
speculatmg privately upon a curious but not
very important point.

;Miss Craig !' he exclaimed, with an air of
being affronted.

* I read in a famous book the other day '

she
went on, ' these words : « A murderer is less
loathsome to us than a spy. The murderer
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may have acted on a sudden mad impulse;
he may be penitent and amend ; but a spy is

always a spy, night and day, in bed, at table,

as he walks abroad ; his vileness pervades every
moment of his life.'"

* Do you mean to insinuate/ said Richard,
forced to defend himself, ' that I am a profes-
sional spy ?'

* I not only mean to insinuate it, I mean to

assert it,' she announced loftily, and then con-
tinued more quickly :

' Mr. Redgrave, why did
you come to spy on us ? For two whole days
I trusted you, and I liked you. But that night,
as soon as I saw you behind me in the shed,
the truth burst upon me. It was that, more
than anything else, that caused me to faint.

Why did you do it, Mr. Redgrave? My
father liked you ; I—I—I ' She stopped
for a moment. * Surely a man of your talents

could have found a profession more honourable
than that of a spy ?'

She looked at him, less angry than re-

proachful.

* I am a private detective," said Richard
sullenly, ' not a spy. My business is perfectly

respectable.*

* Why trouble to play with words ?' she

\l\
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exclaimed impatiently. 'We took you for

a gentleman. In our simplicity we took you
for a gentleman.*

* Which I trust I am,' said Richard.
* Prove it !' she cried.

* I will prove it in any manner you choose.'
* I accept your promise,' she said. * I have

travelled up to London to make an appeal to

you to abandon this inquiry which you have
undertaken—at whose instance I know not.'

* I cannot abandon it now,' he said mis-
chievously.

' Why ?' she queried.

* Question for question,' he retorted. ' How
did you discover that I was a professional spy,

as you call it ?'

* Bah !' she replied. ' Simply by asking.

When I got your address, the rest was easy.

So you decline to be a gentleman in the manner
that I suggest? I might have anticipated as

much. I might have known that I was coming
to London on a fool's errand. And yet some-
thing in your face hinted to me that perhaps
after all

'

' Miss Craig,' he said earnestly, ' I cannot
abandon the inquiry now, because I have already

abandoned it. I came down to London this
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morning with the intention of doing nothing
more in the matter, and by noon to-day I had
informed my clients to that effect.'

*I was not, then, mistaken in you,' she

murmured.

i To his intense astonishment there was the

tremor of a sob in that proud voice.

* Not entirely mistaken,' he said, with a faint

smile.

* What induced you to give up the business

of spying upon us ?' she asked, looking at hini.

* How can I tell ?' he answered ; * con-
science, perhaps, though a private detective

is not supposed to possess such a thing. Per-
haps I did it because I reciprocated your senti-

ments towards me, Miss Craig.'

* My sentiments towards you ?'

* Yes,' he said audaciously. ' You said just

now that you liked me.'

Instead of taking offence, she positively

smiled. She had the courage of a guileless

heart.

* And let me tell you. Miss Craig,' he went
on, and his earnestnes. d -came passionate, ' that

I will do anything th.'t lies in my power to

serve you. I don't care what it is. I don't

care what trouble you are in ; count on me.*

9

*l

c;

f

'

'il

!'!*.



li
1

f

f
:

I

130 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

* How do you know that I am in trouble ?'

* I don't know,' he said ; * I merely feel it.

Miss Craig, let me help you.'

* You don't know what you are saying,* she
replied evasively.

He jumped up and seized her hand, her
small hand, browned by summer sunshine.

* Let me help you,' he repeated.

* If you knew,' she said, hiding her face,
' what trouble I am in !'

He saw that sjie was crying. She drew
away her hand impulsively.

*I will help you!' he exclaimed ; *the spy,
the scorned spy, insists on helping you. Now
tell me.'

* Let me go,' she said. * I came to London
to entreat your silence and inaction. I set
about the affair in a strange and silly way, but
it happens that I have succeeded. You have
promised to do nothing further. That suffices.
Let me go.'

* You shall not go,' he almost shouted ; '
I

tell you you shall not go until you have con-
fided in me. I owe you some reparation, and
I positively insist on giving it.'

She raided her face and gazed at him.
* I am the child of all misfortune,' she said.
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'as my country is the most unfortunate ofcountnes Mr. Redgrave, my father has dis-
appeared.'

•^
Oh !' he sa-d, as if to say, ' Is that all f

•

And I dare not search for him.'
'They told me at the bank that he had goneon his annual holiday.'

*

swifd''"
^°" '"''"''^'' " ^^^ "'*"'' '' ^^^ "^^^^

'It was my last act of spying,' he said. «Whv
dare you not .search for your father. Miss Craig ?'

I .l^l-t:r' ' '^''' '"' "°" '"-

' You talk in riddles.' he said firmly. < Wecan do nothing here ; let us go back to Hock-
I will accompany you, and on the wayyou shall answer my questions. I have manv

to put to you. Leave everything to me •

imagme that I am your brother. I |,ave often
laughed at the man's phrase to a woman, "

Iwould lay down my lift for you," but at thismoment I feel what it means. Do not mistakeme; do not think I am talking wildly. Per-
haps I have a better idea of your trouble thanyo" thmk. But, in any case, you must trustme as you trusted me when first you saw me.Vou must rely on me. Come, let us go.'
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She rose and moved towards the door.

* Thanks,' she said, nothing more than that

—

* thanks.*

In one part of his mind Richard wondered
at himself, in another he felt curiously and

profoundly happy.



CHAPTER X
MONEY-MAKING

They passed northwards through the night of
London in the D^cauville car, Richard and
Teresa side by side on the front seats, old
Mrs. Bridget in her black aHaca behind, up
Regent Street, along Oxford Street, up the inter-
minable Edgware Road, through Kilburn, and
so on to Edgware and the open road and country.

* Bridget knows all my secrets, Mr. Red-
grave,* said Teresa. * Moreover, she has no
ears unless I wish it.*

' Sure, miss,' said Bridget, * more gets into
my head than goes out. 'Tis for all the world
hke a Jew's pocket.'

This fragment of conversation was caused
by Richard's sudden stoppage in the middle or
a remark about Micky, who, Teresa told him,
had disappeared concurrently with her father.

* What were you going to say about Micky?'
Teresa asked.
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* I was going to say,' Richard answered,
* that things are not what they seem.'

* You mean that Micky, too, was a
*

She hesitated.

* 1 ?s, like me, only rather more profes-

sional.'

* Bridget told me this morning that she had
heard poor father and Micky at high words in

the middle of last night. After that she says

there was a silence for a long time, and then

father called her up and gave her the message
for you.'

The sentences were spoken without hesita-

tion, and yet in a strangely unnatural voice.

* You're forgetting one little thing, miss.*

* Hush, Bridget !' Teresa exclaimed.

* If I am to help you I must be in possession

of the facts.'

*Tell him, miss; tell the gintleman, do.

The gintleman is a gintleman.'

Teresa sat up straight in the speeding car.

*Yes,' she said, *you must know. There
was a revolver-shot. Bridget says she heard
the sound of a revolver-shot. Oh, Mr. Red-
grave 1 what does it mean ? I dared not tell

you of that before. If my father
'

She ceased.
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Micky has left no trace behind ?'

None.'

come* Where did the sound of the sh

from ?'

* Sure, from the drawing-room, where the

master always kept his pistol -thing in the

clock-case. Master and the scoundrel Micky
were talking in there.'

'Suppose,' suggested Richard, 'that it was
Micky who had a revolver.'

* Then he missed his aim,' said Bridget, * for

the master came to me afterwards on the upper
landing as sound as a bell.'

* Did he seem agitated ?' Richard asked.

* Not he 1 Why should a gintleman seem
agitated because he has shot a scoundrel ?'

Bridget appeared to glory in the idea that

Raphael Craig mgiht indeed have shot the

Scotland Yard detective.

'And since then you have seen nothing
of either your father or Micky ?'

' Nothing whatever,' said Teresa.

* And you have no notion where they are ?'

* None ; at least—no—none.'

*I observed this morning,' said Richard
quietly, * that the new electric car was not in

the shed.'
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* Sure, and the master must have ridden off

on it with the corpse
'

* Bridget, silence !' said Teresa imperatively.

Richard had an uncanny vision of Raphael
Craig flying from justice on the electric car,

with the corpse of a murdered detective hidden
somewhere behind. The vision struck him,
though, as amusing. He could not believe

in the possibility of such a deed on the part

of Raphael Craig. Yet he could see that

Bridget's doubtless fanciful and highly-coloured

report of what had passed in the night had
worked on Teresa's brain, already disturbed by
sinister events. He could understand now why
she had so incontinently flown to London, in

the wild hope of stopping all further inquiries

into her father's proceedings.

The car climbed over the hill on which
stands the town of St. Albans, and then slipped

easily down towards Redbourne and the twelve
miles of lonely and straight Watling Street that

separates St. Albans from Dunstable. On this

interminable and monotonous stretch of road

there are only two villages ; mile succeeds mile
with a sort of dogged persistency, and the noc-
turnal traveller becomes, as it were, hypnotized
by the ribbon -like highway that stretches
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eternally in front of him and behind him. It

was fortunate that the car ran well. Dunstable

was reached in forty minutes after leaving

St. Albans, and then as they passed into the

mysterious cutting—resembling a Welsh moun-

tain pass—to the north of the ancient borough,

the thoughts of all flew forward to the empty

farmhouse which Teresa and her attendant had

left in the morning. As soon as you emerge

from the cutting you can, in daylight, see

Queen's Farm quite plainly on the opposite

slope of the valley, two miles away. But

at night, of course, you can see nothing of

the house of Mr. Raphael Craig unless it is

lighted up.

* Sure, the master's returned !' old Mrs.

Bridget exclaimed.

A light feintly twinkled from the direction

of Queen's Farm.

This simple phenomenon produced its effect

on both Teresa and Richard. The old man

had come back, and one mystery, therefore,

would at length be solved—provided that the

old man chose to open his mouth ! The idea

of thus approaching a revelation somehow

impressed Raphael Craig's daughter and her

companion with a sense of awe, a sense almost
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of fear. They were secretly afraid lest they
might encounter something which it would
have been better not to encounter. Each in
fancy pictured Raphael Craig alone in the
iiouse engaged in a strange business. Each
silently asked the question, * Where is Micky ?'

and answered it with a vague and terrible
surmise. The feeling that Raphael Craig was
responsible for the disappearance of Micky
grew on Richard especially. At first he had
scouted It, but he gradually persuaded himself
that a man like Raphael Craig was capable of
most things, even to disposing of a detective.
If Raphael Craig had indeed any criminal
secret to hide, and he found out that Micky,
a Scotland Yard detective, was prying into
the secret, Richard guessed that the fate of
Micky might hazardously tremble in the
balance.

And another aspect of the affair troubled
Richard.

* If your father has returned,' he said to
Teresa,

J
how shall I explain my presence, or,

rather how will you explain it ? It seems to
me that I scarcely know myself why I am
here with you on this car. I came on the
assumption that your father was gone. His
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presence would make me a rather unnecessary

item, wouldn't it ?'

* Who can tell ?' Teresa murmured absently

;

and Richard was rather chagrined at this

peculiar reply.

The car was now down in the lowest part

of the valley, and the house for the moment
out of sight. When, as the car breasted the

hill, the summit of the slope reappeared to the

view, there was no light in Queen's Farm ;

the twinkling illumination was extinguished.

Only the plain outline of the house stood faintly

visible under the waning moon.
' Perhaps father has gone to bed/ said Teresa,

with a desperate affectation of lightness. * I

wonder what he would think when he found

the house empty.*

Bridget emitted a weird -^r^^^^il which was

between a moan and a groan.

* Happen 'twas a fairy ligt.t we saw,' she

said, the deep instincts of C<;ltic superstition

always rising thus at the slightest invitation.

The car at length turned into the boreen,

and so reached the house. The gate was

opened, and Richard dexterously twisted the

car into the drive. The house—gaunt, bare,

sinister—showed no sign whatever of life.

n. '
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The three occupants of the car descended, and
stoodfor.second within the porch.

The latch-lcey, Bridget.' said Teresa curtly.
Bridget produced the latch-key. but onpu«.ng

. i„,„ ,he Jceyhole Te„sa 'discovered
that the door was already unfistened. A push,
and^.t^swung backwards, revealing the gLn,'

' Shall I go first r said Richard.
•If you ple«c,' Teresa replied eageriy, andRichard stepped within. The women followedHe struck a match, which revealed a lowbookcase to the left, and on this a candle. hTlighted the candle.

hol7
^"'"'^' ^*'*' '""<' ' "'" ^"^ch 'he

together*' m ^"'^"'
'
"^'" "^"'^ ^ f^^'

together. Where you go, me ar ,he mistress

Richard could not avoid a smile. Together
hen. they searched the house from rlf to

cellar and found „othing at all. Apparently

f K^ ""f.;.
''""S ''^'^ ''een displaced ortouched What could have been the originof th. hght which they had seen f Had MrCra.g returned only to depart again .^ They«ood ,n the hall asking these questions, which
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they were unable to answer. Bridget, how-
ever, assured that there was nothing of an
unusual nature within the house, recovered her
wits, and set to work to light lamps in the
hall, drawing-room, and kitchen. Richard
and Teresa were alone together in the hall.

Richard, glancing idly round, stooped down
and picked from the floor a gold-handled
riding-whip which lay almost under the book-
case. It was a lady's whip.

* A pretty whip,* he remarked. * Yours, I

suppose ?'

Teresa went very white.

*It isn't mine,' she said. 'I've never seen
it before. I

'

At that very moment there was the sound
of hoofs on the gravel of the drive. Richard
started for the door, but Teresa clutched him
and held him back with an action almost
mechanical. Her eyes showed apprehension,
mingled with another feeling which Richard
almost thought was joy. The hoofs came up
the drive and stopped in front of the door,
still ajar. The two within the house could
just discern the legs of a horse and the skirt of
a riding-habit. The rider jumped down, and
then cautiously pushed against the door.

ii!
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* Jutina !• cried Teresa, and rushed into the
arms, jt 'he newcomer.

Richard at once recognised the equestrian
of F:ycn , circus—tall, dark, Spanish, alluring.

The -'A', girls exchanged a passionate kiss,
tmd then ^rood upart and gazed at each other.
Ricnird dicrre i\ stopped outside and held
the honse'-, hr.. -. In this animal he recog-
nised the^itraw! cr:y-roan marc, also of Bosco's
circu'. In a wioment the two girls came out
on t<» the porch.

* Mr. Redgrave,' said Teresa, » let me intro-
duce you to my sister. She had called here
before, and, finding no one, had left. She
came back for her whip. Juana, I am in great
trouble. Mr. Redgrave has very kindly come
to my assistance.'

Richard bowed.

* Come into the drawing-room,' said Teresa.
'You can tie the mare up to this tree, Juana.
I expect she won't mind the car.'

When they were all seated in the drawing-
room Richard immediately perceived that the
two girls meant, at any rate partially, to make
a confidant of him. They talked quite openly
before him.
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* Suppose father should come in ?' said the
circus-girl.

' You must hide/ said Teresa |>ositively, and,
turning to Richard,she went on: 'Mr. Redgsave,'
my father has not seen my sister for many
months, and there are reasons why he should
not see her now. You will understand '

* Perfectly,' assented Richard.
* On the whole,' said Juana, • I am quite

prepared to see my—father.'

The door of the drawing-room burst open,
and Bridget's head appeared.

' Miss Teresa, there's someone in the sheds,'
she cried. ' I heard a noise like that of the
Banshee of MacGillicuddy. Eh ! Miss Juana,
and is it yesilf I see ?'

At sight of the circus-girl Bridget wept, but
she did not leave the vicinity of the uoor.

* Turn out every light,' said Richard.
No sooner had he said the word than he

leapt up and extinguished the lan^,. which
hung from the middle of the ceiling.

*Run, Mrs. Bridget,' he commanded, 'and
put out the others.'

Bridget departed.

The other three went out into the porch,
and at Richard's suggestion Juana led her marc
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away behind the house. They were obliged to

leave the car where it stood, since it was

impossible to move it without noise.

The house was now in darkness. Bridget

had joined the rest in the porch. They stood

braced, tense, silent, waiting—waiting for they

knew not what.

Presently was heard the * birr * of the electric

motor-car from the direction of the outbuild-

ings, and then the vehicle flashed down the

boreen at fifteen* or twenty miles an hour.

Owing partly to the darkness and partly to the

height of the glazed * cab * of the machine,

a contrivance designed by Mr. Craig himself,

the driver of the car could not be recognised, but

both Richard and Teresa thought that it could

be no other than Raphael Craig, and, further,

that he was alone. Just as the car passed

Juana's mare whinnied, and there was an answer-

ing whinny from the orchard field where, as it

afterwards appeared, Mr. Craig's two mares had

been turned out to grass. But the car showed

no inclination to halt.

* Sure, the master will be after taking it

away !' Bridget exclaimed.

* Taking what away, Bridget ?' Juana asked.

* Micky's cor
'
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* Silence, Bridget, you foolish creature !'

Teresa stopped her. ' If you can't talk sense

you must go and sit in the kitchen alone.'

This threat resulted in a very complete
silence on the part of Bridget.

The car turned southwards down Watling
Street.

* He is going to the chalk-pit,' said Richard
quietly.

* Perhaps we had better follow discreetly and
see what happens,' said Teresa.

* I was about to suggest that,' said Richard
;

* but we ought not all to go.'

* And why not, Mr. Redgrave ?' Bridget
demanded, in alarm at the prospect of being
left.

* Because—well, because we had better not,'

said Richard. * Four will make too heavy
a load for this car.'

* Juana,' said Teresa, * you will stay here with
Bridget. Mr. Redgrave and myself will recon-
noitre, find out what we can, and return to you
with as little delay as possible.'

*Very well,' said Juana, while old Bridget
sighed a sad resignation.

In half a minute they had started and were
f'llowing the car down the road at a pace
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which would have been dangerous had not
Watling Street been deserted at one o'clock
in the morning. The moon still shone, but
her light scarcely did more than disclose the
sides of the road. The electric car was too far

ahead to be discerned.

'Miss Craig,' said Richard, 'your suspicions
of what may have happened are obviously more
serious than you care to admit. We do not
know the nature of the adventure upon which
we have embarked. Let me beg you to be
frank with me. So far as your knowledge
goes, has Mr. Craig committed any act, wit-
tingly or unwittingly, which might bring him
within the meshes of the law ?'

* Do you mean, do I know whether he has
killed Micky, the detective ?'

* No,' said Richard sharply ;
* I mean no such

thing. Go back earlier than the last few days.
Go back a few years, and consider. Mr. Craig
told me last night ti..' a relative had died
and left him a hundred thousand pounds in
silver.*

*Yes,* said Teresa; 'that was Great-uncle
Andrew, the man who went to Mexico and
then turned " queer." Father has often told
me of him.'
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* You believe that you once had a Great-uncle
Andrew, who left all this silver to your father ?'

* Certainly. I remember father having all
the papers and things to sign, and him fetching
the money m casks on his car.'

* Fetching it from where ?*

* Oh, I don't know. I forget. Some place
near London.'

' What should you say if I told you that you
never had a Great-uncle Andrew, or that if
there was such a person, he never left your
father any money ?'

* But we went into mourning !' said Teresa
naively.

* Possibly,' said Richard.

'Do you mean to say that poor father made
It all up ?'

;

With the greatest respect for your father.
Miss Craig, I suspect that that was the case.
1 do not know for certain, but I suspect. Have
you, too, not had suspicions ? Answer that
candidly.'

Teresa hesitated.

* Yes,' she said in a low voice. * But I swear
to you that I believed my father.'

The car went through the tiny village of
Chalk Hill, and their talk was suspended.
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Further up the road they could see the open

gate which led by a broad field-path to the

chalk-pit, the path along which Richard had

seen the elephant dragging the other motor-car

two evenings ago. Richard directed the car

gently through the gate and then stopped;

they dismounted, and crossed the great field on

foot.

* If the matter of the silver was all fair and

square,' said Richard, ' why did your father

deal with the coin so mysteriously ? How did

he excuse himself to you when he asked your

assistance ?'

* He didn't excuse himself,' said Teresa stiffly.

* I acted as he told me. I was his daughter.

It was not my place to put questions. Besides,

1 enjoyed the business. Remember, Mr. Red-

grave, that I am not a middle-aged woman.*

As they got on to the highest part of the

field they saw at the far end the dim shape

of the electric car.

They crept cautiously towards it, and saw no

sign of Raphael Craig. At length, avoiding

the zigzag path that led down into the pit, they

reached the point where the chalk had been

cut precipitously away. Still moving with all

possible discretion, Richard lay on his stomach
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and looked over. Twenty-five feet below he
saw Raphael Craig standing, apparently in an
attitude of triumph, over the prone form of
Micky, otherwise Nolan, the detective. A
lantern held by Craig showed plainly the drawn
and stiffened features of the man from Scotland

Yard.

Before. Richard could prevent her, Teresa
had also looked over.

* God !* she cried softly. * Is my father

a
*

She stopped. The old man glanced mildly
upwards.

Richard and Teresa with one accord ran

along the edge of the pit, and then down
the zigzag path till they stood facing Raphael
Craig, the prone body of the detective between
them.

* What is this ?' questioned the old man
coldly, pushing back the gray hairs from his

forehead. * Spying again ?'

He looked intently at Richard. He seemed
to ignore the silent form on the ground.

* Father,' cried Teresa, * if you have killed

hiin, fly. Take the motor-car and get away as

far as you can and as fast as you can. Mr. Red-
grave and I

'
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'Killed him !• Raphael Craig exclaimed.
'Why should I kill him ? I found him lying
here—here where I came to seek him. He
must have fallen over this miniature precipice.'

* He isn't dead; said Teresa eagerly ; she had
knelt beside the detective.

' I did not suppose that he was. But if he
had been it would have been only a just
punishment'

' Had we not better carry him to the house,
sir ?• Richard suggested quietly.

' As you wish,' said Raphael. ' It appears
that you have taken charge of our affairs.'

' Mr. Redgrave is here at my urgent request,
father,' said Teresa.

'You!' Raphael gazed at her hard. 'You!
Shall I curse you as I cursed your sister ?'

Nevertheless, he helped Richard to carry the
body of the detective up the path and into the
field—a task of considerable difficulty. When
they reached the electric car they put the lifeless
organism into the bad-, part of it.

'Take him,' said Mr. Craig to Richard
succinctly—' take him off.'

' And you ?' said Richard.
' I wiU follow.'

Richard and Teresa got into the electric car
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and moved off down the field. They spoke
not a word. Arrived at the house, the detec-
tive was taken upstairs and put into ^ bed by
the three women. The lamps had been re-
lighted. The little man had regained conscious-
ness, but he was too feeble to give any utterance
to his thoughts. He poi.ited weakly to his
head, whereon his nurses found a lump, but no
other sign of injury. They surmised that he
was suffering from concussion of the brain, how
caused they could only guess. He drank a
little brandy-and-water, and lay extended on
the bed as though unwilling almost to put
himself to the exertion of breathing.

The noise of the Dccauville sounded outside.

Teresa sprang to the window.
* Here is father, Juana,* she said anxiously.

* If he should come upstairs
'

* Go down and stop him from coming up-
stairs. Bridget and I will attend to this poor
fellow.'

Her voice was charged with sympathy as

she glanced at the sufferer on the bed. The
reference to himself caused the detective to

open his eyes.

*I fell over the edge of the pit,' he
murmured faintly. ' It was owing to the short
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grass being so slippery after the rain.' He had
no Irish accent now.
Then he closed his eyes again.

Teresa gave a sigh of relief as she left the
room. Her father, then, was not in thought
a murderer.

As she entered the hall from the stairs

Raphael Craig and Richard came in through
the front-door. They had housed the two
cars.

•Where is he?' asked Raphael of his
daughter.

*In the back bedroom, father. He is not
seriously hurt.

' I will go up and have a look at him,' said
Raphael, actuated apparently by mere idle
curiosity.

• No, father, don't !' Teresa pleaded. * Bridget
is looking after him, and I believe he is just
going to sleep.'

Raphael gave a gesture of assent.

* And now, sir,' he said to Richard, open-
ing the drawing-room door, *a word with
you.'

The two men passed into the drawing-room.
Raphael was closing the door when TcresJ
stepped forward.
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say, father,' she*I also have a word to

remarked firmly.

* Say it to me afterwards, then,' he replied

briefly.

* No. It is a word that must be said now.'
The old man, smiling slightly and ironically,

pulled the door open and allowed his daughter
to enter the room.

Raphael Craig sat down on the Chesterfield

sofa, but Richard and Teresa remained standing,

Richard, for his part, determined that there

should be no beating about the bush ; and he
had not the least intention of allowing the
old man to put him in the wrong by asking

difficult questions. So he began at once,
fixing his eyes on a greenish-coloured news-
paper that stuck out of Mr. Craig's right-hand

pocket.

* Mr. Craig,' he said, * let me cut a long story

short. I came up here a few days ago to bring
you a Williamson electric car. True, I was for

the time being a genuine employe of the

Williamson Company, but that was rot my
real business. I confess to you, Mr. Craig,
that I am a private inquiry agent. It was
in my professional capacity that I visited your
house.'
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,:

* Ah !' said Mr. Craig. * You were, then,

after all, a spy ? I had guessed correctly.'

* Spy ?' Richard repeated calmly. * Yes ; it

is an epithet that has been applied to me
before.' He glanced at Teresa, who met
his glance fairly. • To continue,' he said : * I

have abandoned my inquiries. To be precise, I

gave up my mission this morning ; therefore,

since I am here again, I am not here as a spy.'

* What led you to abandon your mission,

Mr. Inquiry Agent ?' asked Raphael, stroking

his gray beard.

•I gave it up, Mr. Craig,* said Richard
plumply, * out of regard for your daughter.'

'Indeed!' Raphael remarked, with the

frostiest politeness. 'So my daughter is

fortunate enough to have won your regard ?'

' If you care to put it so.'

*But,' said Mr. Craig, * all this does not

account for your presence here to-night, Mr.
Inquiry Agent.*

* I am here now ' Richard began, and
then stopped.

' Mr. Redgrave is here now,' Teresa said, at

the same time seating herself, * because I asked

him to come.'

* When did you ask him, girl ?'
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' I went to London on the D^cauville to

Mr. Redgrave's office, and
'

* You went to London alone ?'

The old man sprang up thunderously, and
the newspaper fell out of his pocket. Richard

quietly picked it up from the floor. It was
that day's Westminster Gazette.

* Bridget went with me,' said Teresa, quail-

ing before her father's outburst.

It was evideiu from both their respective

demeanours that Mi. Cnrig'i. temper was not

one of absolute bcrtniry,

* Bridget !' sneered Rapliatl. • You went
down to London to ask Mr. Redgrave to come
up to Hockliffe ?'

* I went to ask him to abandon his in-

quiries.*

* But still, you brought him back with yc ? V
* Yes.'

* At one o'clock in the morning ?'

* Yes. But, father
'

* Miss Craig was in a very awkward situa-

tion,' said Richard.

* I agree with you,* the old man interposed.

* And I was anxious to do anything in my
power to help her.'

* And you helped her by visiting this house

1
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at one o'clock in the morning during my
absence ?*

* Father,' said Teresa pleadingly, * can't you
and I discuss that aspect of the question after-

wards ? What is it that you want to ask
Mr. Redgrave ?*

* My girl,' said Mr, Craig, * we will, if you
please, discuss it now. Mr. Redgrave is

equally involved with lourself. Remember
that it was you that insisted on joining this

little conference. You insisted on coming into
the room.' Then he turned to Redgrave.
* What was the exact nature of the difficult

situation in which you say my daughter was
placed ?'

* I will tell you, fau-r,' said Teresa, standing
up. *If you insist 011 Mr. Redgrave hearing
it, he shall. I had reason to think that either

you had killed Micky, or that Micky had
killed you.*

•And which proposition did you favour?'

*I favoured,' said Teresa, wi^h a coldness

equalling her father's, ' I favoured the propo-
sition that you had killed Micky. Bridget
heard a revolver-shot in the night. I knew that

you kept a revolver. Bridget had previously

heard you and Micky at high words. This
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morning you had disappeared without warning

me. Micky had also disappeared. Father,

you were not treating me fairly.'

* You consider that before I leave my house

I must give you ** warning " like a servant, eh,

Teresa ? I wonder what Mr. Redgrave thinks

of all this.'

* I do not see that it matters what Mr. Red-

grave thinks,' said Teresa.

' It matters greatly,' the old man contra-

dicted ;
* and I will give you the reason.'

He walked across the room very deliberately

to the tall clock. * Mr. Redgrave will be your

husband, Teresa.'

* Father !'

Richard tried to think of something suitable

to such an extraordinary occasion, but could

not.

* You have hopelessly compromised yourself

with him, and he shall marry you.*

* Never !' said Teresa, with every nerve

tingling with a girl's pride. * I will die first !*

* Very well,' said Mr. Craig, with frightful

calmness, * you will die, Teresa.'

His lips were white, and his eyes blazed as

he opened the clock-case and took therefrom a

revolver.
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• Mr. Craig,' said Richard, ' may I beg vou

to remain calm ?'
'67

' ' ? ^f"^y
"Im, sir. Teresa, you have

never heard your mother's story. I, is the re-
membrance of that story which makes me firmnow Some day you shall hear it. You may
thmk me mad, but I am not so. You may
t>..nk me of uncertain temper, mysterious,
secretive, a bully, perhaps a criminal; Well
you must think those things; but when you'know all .f ever you do know all, you will
forg-ve all.' His voice softened a little, and

7" ^''^
''r ^S"'"- ' In the meantime, you

shall marry .Mr. Redgrave. You have visited

vZflTZ ". "" ""^""^^'''"''''le hour ; he has
v.s.ted this house at an hour still more uncon-
scionable, and there is only one alternative to
marriage. I am quite serious when I say that
1 would sooner see you dead than that you
should remain single after this episode. Ihave seen what I have seen. I know you,
blood. I know what darkened my life,'and
darkened your mother's life, and finally killed

' you threaten ' Teresa began.
Stop, Teresa !' Richard exclaimed master-Mly, and turning to Raphael Craig : ' Mr
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Craig, nothing will suit me better. I have the
honour to ask your daughter's hand.*

Teresa started violently.

* As Teresa's father,' said Craig solemnly, «

I

give her to you. May she prove a worthy wife 1'

* And you ?' Richard questioned, gazini? at
Teresa.

* What a farce !' Teresa sobbed ; but at the
same moment, try how she might to prevent it,

a smile lighted her tears, and her hand found
Richard's hand.

Mr. Craig put the revolver back into the
clock-case.

* I expect you know that we didn't yield to
that tool of yours,' said Richard half playfully.
* I am truly fond of Teresa—that is the ex-
planation. You wouldn't have used that
revolver, though you are certainly in some
ways a strange man.'

* As you are good enough to say, Redgrave,
I am a strange man. I should have used the
revolver.'

The way in which these words were uttered
created a profound impression on Richard
Releasing Teresa's hand, he began to consider
what course he should now adopt in the joint
interest of himself and of Teresa. He could

I
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not dismiss the suspicion that he had a madman
to deal with.

* If I may,' said he to Mr. Craig, • I should

like a few words with Teresa outside. After

that there are several things to be settled

between you, sir, and me.'

Mr. Craig nodded.

' It is late,' he said.

* Yes,' said Richard, * but such nights as this

do not follow every day in the week.'

* Teresa !' the young lover exclaimed when
they were in the hall, * say you don't regret. I

have loved you since the moment I saw you first.'

* I don't regret,' she said simply. * Why
should I ?'

* Call me Dick,' he demanded.
* Dick.'

* And kiss me.'

She kissed him.

* Thanks,' he said in his curious, undisturbed

way ;
* that is indeed good. Now go to bed

and rest. I will have a thorough explanation

with your father at once. I am determined on

that. We must know where we stand, you
and I ;' and without waiting for her to make
any reply, he flung back into the drawing-room
and slammed the door.

u^s-
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Raphael still sat on the Chesterfield, apparently
lost in thought.

' Mr. Craig/ Richard began, * I am now, for
practical purposes, a member of your family.
Your interests are, presumably, your daughter's
interests, and your daughter's interests are
certamly my interests ; therefore '

* Therefore?' repeated Mr. Craig imper-
turbably.

* Therefore,' said Richard, * don't you think
you had better let me into some of your
secrets ?'

' As, for example '

*The secret, for example, of what has
occurred between you and Micky, whose real
name you have doubtless learnt since I left you
on Saturday night last. I should tell you that
I had ascertained the identity of that gentleman
immediately upon the conclusion of my inter-
view with you.'

'And I,' said Mr. Craig, * ascertained it
about twenty-four hours later. It was then
that the revolver-shot occurred. The revolver-
shot hurt no one and nothing except the piano.'
Here Mr. Craig lifted up the embroidered
damask cover of the piano, and showed
splmtered wood beneath. The perforation in
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the damask cover was scarcely noticeable. He
continued :

* I was angry at the man's calm
insolence when I taxed him with being a

detective. I aimed to hit, but aimed badly.

Having missed, I thought better of the idea

of an immediate killing, and told him to go.

He went. I saw nothing of him again till

I saw iiim lying senseless in the pit to-night

;

but I guessed that he was still prowling about.'
' Thanks,' said Richard.

* Thanks for what ?' asked the old man.
* For your candour. I hope you will trust

me and confide in me.' Richard was now
trying to be extremely diplomatic. * In spite

of appearances, I still believe that you are

an honourable man, engaged, however, in some
scheme which may involve you in difficulties.

Mr. Craig, let me beg you, most respectfully,

to continue your frankness
;

you can lose

nothing by it. I need not point out to you
that you have been very fortunate to-night.'

* In what way ?'

* In the fact that I happen to have fallen

in love with Teresa, and was tempted beyond
resistance by the opportunity offered by your
amazing proposition. My love for Teresa has
not, I hope, impaired my judgment, and my
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judgment infallibly tells me that you had a far
more powerful reason than that of propriety
for urgmg my engagement to your daughter.
And, Mr. Craig, I venture to guess that your
reason was that I knew too much of your
affairs. You discerned the nature of my
feelings towards your daughter, and you
determined on a bold stroke. You are an
incomparable actor.'

Mn Craig slowly smiled ; it was a smile of
almost tragic amusement.

' Your insight does you credit, Redgrave '

he
said at length. < I admit that it was part of
my wish to secure your silence, and perhaps
your co-operation. Nevertheless, my chief
reason for insisting on a betrothal was a
regard for Teresa's future. There are pages in
the history of my life that ' He stopped.We will not go into that,' he said shoitly

* As you please,' Richard assented. ' Perhaps
to change the subject, you will tell me your
object in disappearing so completely to-day, to
the grave alarm of my future wife ?'

The youth's spectacles gleamed with good-
humoured mischief

* I had to perform a certain excursion,' said
Raphael Craig.
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* Now, why in the name of fortune, sir, don't

you say at once that you went to London ?'

* How do you know that I went to London ?*

* By this paper.' Richard pointed to the

Westminster Gazette^ which lay on the floor.

* It is to-night's special edition. The iVest-

minster Gazette is not on sale in HocklifFe.*

* Yes,' said the old man half dreamily, * I

went to London.'

' In order to close finally the estate of your

uncle, who left you all that silver ?*

The irony of Richard's tone was not lost on

the old man.

* What do you mean, boy ?'

* I said a few moments ago, sir, that you

were an incomparable actor. I alluded to our

previous interview in this room. Most cheer-

fully I admit that Teresa's father imposed on

me then to perfection. I believed you abso-

lutely. Since then
'

* What ?'

* Since then I have found out that you never

had any uncle, and that, consequently, your

uncle, being non-existent, could not have left

you a hundred thousand pounds in silver coin.*

Raphael Craig took a long, deep breath.

' Yes,' he said, ' I lied to you. But it was a
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good lie—a lie which I have used so often

during the last year or two that I had almost

come to believe it truth. You arc a clever

fellow, Redgrave. How did you discover

this?'

' To be precise,' said Richard, * it was not I,

but your precious Micky, who discovered it.'

* Then you are not so clever a fellow.'

* Clever enough, sir, to go straight to the

point. And the point is, the point at which I

have been gradually arriving since our talk

began—how did you become possessed of that

silver ? I ask the question, and I demand an
answer to it, as the affianced of your daughter.'

At this moment the lamp, short of oil, began
to give a feeble and still feebler light. A slight

smell of oil filled the room. Both men instinc-

tively glanced up at the lamp.
• Redgrave, I may, at any rate, assure you

that you are not about to marry a thiefs

daughter.'

' No, sir
; probably not. But I may be

about to marry the daughter of a man who in

some other way has made an enemy of the law.'

* Listen,' said Raphael Craig, ' and believe

that I am not acting now. Twenty years ago
I formed a scheme, a lile-plan. To the success

M
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of this scheme money was absolutely essential,

money in large quantities. How was I to get

it ? I was in the service of a bank, and this

fact was very helpful to the success of my
scheme. I therefore did not wish to leave the

bank. But a bank manager cannot make
money. At least, he cannot make much
money. I needed a lot. I thought and

thought, and at length I arrived at the solution

of the problem. I began to make money.'
* But how ?' asked Richard, not yet caring to

seem to perceive the old man's meaning.

'I made it— made it steadily for nearly

twenty years.'

* You coined it ?'

* I coined it.'

'Then during the whole of this time you

have been spreading bad money everywhere,

and have never been found out ?'

* I didn't make bad money, Redgrave. I

made perfectly good money. I cheated no

one. I merely sinned against the law. The
price of silver, as you know, has been steadily

decreasing for many years. The silver in a

half-crown, as silver, is now worth little more

than a shilling. A half-crown piece is only

worth half-a-crown because we choose to call
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it so. Consult any book on coinage, and you

will find that what I say is strictly true. What
more easy, then, given the mechanical skill,

which I possessed, than to make and utter

genuine money at a substantial profit ? I made

a profit of fifty per cent, on my coinage, and no

one on earth can distinguish my money from

that of the Mint. It will stand any test.*

Richard did not conceal that he was im-

pressed by the fine simplicity and effectiveness

of Raphael's scheme.

* But,' the old man continued, * I made

money faster than I could get rid of it. It

gradually accumulated. Then it was that I

invented my Mexican uncle, so that I might

deal with the coin more openly.'

* Yes ?' said Richard.

* That is all,* said Raphael Craig.

* But the object of the scheme ?' asked

Richard. *You said you needed all this

money for a certain scheme.'

* Yes,* said the old man solemnly, ' and the

scheme is approaching fruition. Yet a little

time, and my task will be done.'

* It is well,' Richard put in, * that your

scheme is nearly completed, for the methods

you have employed might even now be found
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out, and then good-bye to the scheme, what-
ever it is.'

Raphael Craig smiled.

' No, my friend,' he remarked composedly,
* nothing can upset it now. The last of my
silver is disposed of—safely negotiated. Go
into my sheds now, and you will discover-
nothing. My machinery is destroyed; all

evidence is annihilated. For twenty years I
have been crossing an abyss by means of a
tight-rope

; at any moment I might have been
precipitated into the gulf. But at last I am
on firm ground once more. It is the Other,
now, who will shortly be plunged into the
abyss.*

*The Other!' Richard repeated, struck by
the strange and mordant accent with which
Raphael Craig had pronounced that word.

* The Other,' said the old man. * His hour
comes.*

* And who is he ?' demanded Richard.
* That,' Raphael Craig said, * you will never

know until my deed is accomplished. The
train is laid, the fuse is ignited. ... I have
only to wait'

'Then you will tell me nothing more?'
said Richard.
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* Have I not interested you so far ?' said the

old man.

* Undoubtedly, but my curiosity is still not

quite sated.'

* It occurs to me that your curiosity exceeds

mine. By what right, young man, do you put

all these questions ? 1 have ne^ jr sought to

cross-examine you, as I might have done.'

* Under the circumstances,' said Richard, * I

think you have a perfect right to know, and

certainly I have no objection to telling you.

I came on behalf of the directors of the bank.'

* Which means Mr. Simon Lock,' said

Raphael Craig.

' Which means Mr. Simon Lock,' Richard
cheerfully admitted.

* Ah !'

* Then you decline to admit me further into

your confidence ?' Richard doggedly persisted.

* Redgrave,' said the old man, standing up,

*my scher is my own. It is the most
precious thing I have—the one thing that

has kept me alive, given me vitality, vivacity,

strength, hope. During all these years I have
shared it with none. Shall I share it now ?

Shall I share it with a man young enough to

be my son, a man who forced himself into my

;
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house, wormed himseif into the secrets of my
private life? I shall not. It is too sacred
a thing. You do not know what my scheme
means, to me; you cannot guess all that is

mvolved in it. I can conceive that you might
even laugh at my scheme—you who do not
yet know what life is and what life means.'

Raphael Craig resumed with dignity his
seat on the sofa.

^Richard was impressed by
this exhibition of profound feeling on the part
of the old man. He was inclined to admit,
privately, that perhaps the old man was right
—perhaps he did not know what life was and
what life meant

; perhaps there were things in
life deeper, more terrible, than he had ever
suspected.

A silence fell upon the room. The old man
seemed not inclined to break it ; Richard, still

under the hypnotism of the scene, would not
speak. To relieve th- intensity of the moment
he quietly opened the Westminster Gazette.
The lamp had sunk lower and lower, and it

was with difficulty that he could read. His
eye, however, chanced to fall on the financial

page, and there, as the heading of a paragraph
in the ' Notes,' he saw these words : * LOCK
RUMOURS.' He brought the page nearer

li
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to his face, and read :
' The rumours that the

Lock group are in serious difficulties was again

rife on 'Change to-day. Mr. Simon Lock,

seen by one of our representatives, merely

smiled when told of the prevalence of these

sinister rumours. He gave our representative

the somewhat cryptic answer that we should see

what we should see. We do not doubt the

truth of this remark. Dealing in the shares

of the newly-floated " La Princesse " Gold
Mining Company (Westralian) was very active

this morning, but fell flat after lunch. The
one-pound shares, which, after a sensational

rise last week, fell on Thursday to a shade over

par, are now at five and a half, with a distinct

tendency to harden, in spite of the fact that

the demand is slight.'

Richard looked up from the paper.

* I see,' he said, with interest, * that it is not

absolutely all plain sailing even with the great

Simon Lock. Did you read this paragraph

here about him ?'

* No,' murmured the old man. ' Read it

to me.'

Richard did so in the rapidly-dying light.

* Very curious and interesting,' said Raphael

Craig. * 1 have sometimes permittea myself

: I
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to wonder whether our respected chairman is,

after all, the impregnable rock which he is
usually taken for.'

At this moment the lamp went out, and the
two men sat in absolute darkness.
The next ensuing phenomenon was the

sound of an apparently heavy body falling
down the stairs into the hall, and then a girl's
terrified scream. *

Richard sprang to the door, but . few
moments elapsed before his fingers could find
^e handle. At length he opened the door.
The lamp in the hall was still brightly burning.
At the foot of the stairs lay Nolan, the detec-
tive, wrapped in a bedgown. At the head
of the stairs, in an attitude of dismay, stood
Juana.

There was a heavy and terrible sigh at
Richard's elbow. He turned his head sharply.
Raphael Craig stood behind him, his body
swaying as though in a breeze.

* Juana!' he stammered out hoarsely, his
eyes fixed on the trembling girl.

* Do not curse me again, father,' she cri^^d
with a superb gesture; 'I have sufi^e.ed
enough.'

An oak chest stood to the left of the draw-
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ing-room door. Raphael Craig sank down
upon it, as if exhausted by a sudden and fright-

ful emotion.

• Go 1' he said in a low voice.

But the girl came steadily downstairs towards
him.

«

No one seemed to take any notice of the
body of the detective.
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CHAPTER XI

END OF THE NIGHT

The body of the detective lay, by chance,

lengthwise along the mat at the fort of the

stairs. In ordcfr to reach the hall, therefore,

Juana had no rlternative but to step over the

prone figure. This she did unhei,itatingly, and
then tu'ned to Richard.

* Carry the poor fellow upstairs, will you ?'

she asked quietly. * He is delirious. The
room overhead-'

Richard obeyed. The small, light frame of
the detective gave him no trouble. At the top

of the stairs he met M^s. Bridget hastening

towards him.

* Holy Virgin !' she exclaimed. * I did but
run down by the backstairs to the kitchen and
left the spalpeen with Miss Juana, and when I

came back to them the room was as empty as

my pocket.'

* He got a bit wild,* Richard explained. * I
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suppose his head is affected. Miss Juana is talk-

ing with her father. Where is Miss Teresa ?'

« Sure, she's gone out to the marcs. They
must have their water, if every soul of us was
dying.'

Richard carefully laid Nolan on the bed in

the room over the porch. By this time the
sufferer, had recovered consciousness. He
murmured a ftw meaningless strings of words,
then sighed.

' I will leave him with you,' said Richard.
* Not alone ! if he begins to kick out

'

* He's quite quiet now,' said Richard, closing
the door behind him.

Richard was extremely anxious to be present,
as he had a sort of right to be, at the conversa-
tion between Raphael Craig and Juana. He
descended the stairs with such an air of
deliberation as he could assume, and stood
hesitatingly zt the foot. He felt like an inter-
loper, an eavesdropper, one who is not wanted,
but, indeed, there was no other place for him
to put himself into, unless it might be the
kitchen

; for the drawing-room lamp was ex-
tinguished, and the l?mp in the dining-room
had not been lighted.

Juana had approached her father, who still

fi
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sat on the oak chest. She bent slightly

towards him, like a figure of retribution, or

menace, or sinister prophecy. Richard noticed

the little wisps of curls in the nape of her neck.

She was still dressed in her riding-habit, but

the lengthy skirt had been faste»ied up by

means of a safety-pin. Richard could not be

sure wliciiier father or daughter had so much
as observed his presence in the hall.

* I'll stay where I am,' he thought. * I'm a

member of the family now, and it is my busi-

ness to know all the family secrets.*

For at least thirty seconds Juana uttered no

word. Then she said, in a low vibrating voice :

* Why do you tell me to go, father f

'

* Did I not say to you last year,' the old man
replied, * that if you left me you must leave me
for ever ?'

* You abide by that ?* the girl demanded.

* I abide by it,' said Raphael Craig.

Like a flash, Juana swept round and faced

Richard, and he at once perceived that she had

been aware of his presence.

* Mr. Redgrave,* she said, with head in air,

and nostrils dilated, * Teresa has just told me
that at my father*s—er—suggestion you and

she have become engaged to be married,*
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•That is so,' said Richard politely. * May
wc hope for your congratulations ."

She ignored the remark.
* Do you know whom you are marrying ?'

she asked curtly.

* I am under the impression that I am about
to marry the daughter of Mr. Ra^.-hael Craig,
manager of the Kilburn branch of the British
and Scottish Bank.'

•You are about to do .othing of the sort,'

said Juana. * Mr. Raphael Craig has no
daughter. Teresa and myself, I may explain
to you, are twin-sisters, though I have the
misfortune to look much the older. We have
always passed as the daughters of Mr. Craig.
Wp have always called him father. Teresa
still thinks him her father. It was only recently
that I discovered '

* Juana,' the old man interrupted, * have you,
too, got hold of the wild tale ? It is astonishing
how long a falsehood, an idle rumour, will
survive and flourish.'

* There is no falsehood, no idle rumour,' said

Juana coldly; *and I think it proper that Mr.
Redgrave should know all that I know.'

' It will make no difference whatever to me,*
said Richard, * whose daughter Teresa m:.y be.
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It is herself, and not her ancestors, that I shall
have the honour of marrying.*

'Still,' said Juana, * do you not think that
you ought to know Teresa's history ?'

* Decidedly,' said Richard.

With an embittered glance at her father,

Juana resumed

:

'Some time ago, Mr. Redgrave, a difficulty

between Mr. Craig and myself led to my
leaving this house. I was the merest girl, but
I left. I was too proud to stay. I had a mare
of my own, whom I had trained to do a number
of tricks. 1 could ride as well as most Bosco's
circus happened to be in the neighbourhood.
I conceived the wild idea of applying for a

situation in the circus. Only a girl utterly

inexperienced in life would have dreamt of
such a thing. The circus people had me per-
forming for them, and they engaged me. On
the whole I lived a not unhappy existence. I

tell you this only to account for my presence
not long since in Limerick.*

* Limerick !* exclaimed Raphael Craig in
alarm. 'You have been there?*

Juana continued calmly

:

*The circus travelled in Ireland, and eventually
came to Limerick. I knew that Limerick was
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my mother's home, and I began to make
inquiries. I found out that my sister and I
were born previous to Mr. Craig's marriage
with my mother. She had been married before,
or she had, at least, been through the ceremony
ofmarriage with another man—a man unknown,
who came suddenly into her life and as suddenly
went out of it. You will gather, then, that
Mr. Craig is not our father, and that he has no
authority over us.'

* Redgrave,' muttered Raphael Craig, «I tell

you the poor girl is mad.'

Juana resumed quietly :

'I must inform you of another thing. While
in Limerick and the district I met this Nolan,
the detective. He had another name there!
I know now, from what my sister has told
me, that he must have been investigating the
early history of my mother, and my real and
false fathers, for some purpose of the police.
But I judge him as I found him. He was
very kind to me once, and I liked him. He
was the personification of good-nature and good
temper. When our ways parted he expressed
the certain hope that we should meet again.
We have met again, under circumstances ex-
tremely painful. He has not yet recognised
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me. You may ask, father,' she went on, turn-

ing to Raphael Craig, * why I came back to

your house to-day. There were two reasons.

It is three months since I learnt about my
parentage, and during the whole of that time

I have been debating with myself whether or

not to come and have it out with you. I

inclined more and more to having a clear

understanding, not only for my own sake,

but for Teresa's. Then, the second reason,

the circus folk had begun to talk. There
were jealousies, of course ; and the rumour
that my birth was surrounded by doubtful

mysteries somehow got afoot in the tents. I

decided to leave. Here I am. I came pre-

pared for peace ; but you, father, have decided

otherwise. I shall leave to-morrow morning.
We have no claim on each other. Mr. Red-
grave, that is all I have to say.'

She ceased.

Richard bowed, and looked expectantly

towards the old man, but the old man said

nothing.

*I have the right to ask you, sir,' said

Richard, * for your version of what Miss
Juana has just told us.'

* We will talk of that to-morrow,' answered
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the old man testily. * We will talk of that

to-morrow.'
* It is already to-morrow,' said Juana scorn-

fully.

There was a sudden tremendous racket over-

head. A scream could be heard from Bridget,

and a loud, confused chattering from Nolan.

The latter rushed violently half-way down-

stairs, his eyes burning, Mrs. Bridget after

him.
* I tell you I won't stay there !' he shouted.

*
It's unlucky—that room where Featherstone

slept the night before he killed himself
!

It's

unlucky !'

The restless patient sank on the stairs,

exhausted by the exertion. Before Richard

could do anything, Mrs. Bridget, that gaunt

and powerful creature, had picked up the little

man, and by great effort carried him away

again. The people downstairs saw no more of

him. Mrs. Bridget had at last made up her

mind to take him firmly in hand.

Richard was startled by a light touch on his

shoulder, and he was still more startled when

he caught the horror-struck face of Juana—

the staring eyes, the drawn mouth.

* Tell me,' she said, her finger still on his

I
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shoulder—* tell me—I cannot trust him—has

Mr. Featherstone committed suicide ? Is he

dead ?*
./• j u

* Yes,' said Richard, extremely mystified, but

judging that simple candour would be the

best course to adopt under the circumstances.

* There was an inquest. Didn't you see it in

the papers ?'

« Circus folk seldom trouble with news-

papers/ she said. *' When was it
?'

» About a month ago.'

* Poor fellow !'

Tears rar down her cheeks, and she spoke

with an accent indescribably mournful.

* You knew him ?' Richard suggested.

* I should have been his wife a year ago,'

said Juana, * had he not forbidden it.' Again

she pointed to Raphael Craig. * I never loved

Mr. Featherstone, but I liked him. He was

an honourable n.an—old enough to be my

father, but an honourable man. He wor-

shipped me. Why should I not have married

him ? It was the best chance I was ever

likely to get, living the life we lived—solitary

utterly withdrawn from the world. Yes, I

would have married him, and I would have

made him a good wife. But he forbade. He



TERESA OF WATLING STREET 183

gave no reason. I was so angry that I would

have taken Mr. Featherstone despite him.

But Mr. Featherstone had old-fashioned ideas.

He thought it wrong to marry a girl without

her father's consent. And so we parted.

That, Mr. Redgrave, was the reason why I

left the house of my so-called father. Scarcely

a montH ago Mr. Featherstone came to me

again secretly, one night after the performance

was over, and he again asked me to marry

him, and said that he had decided to dispense

with Mr. Craig's consent. He begged me to

marry him. His love was as great as ever,

but with me thin^^ had changed. I had

almost ceased even to like Mr. Featherstone.

I was free, independent, and almost happy,, in

that wandering life. Besijps,* k—never mind

that. I refused him as kindly as I could. It

must have been immediately afterwards that

the poor fellow committed suicide. And you

'

—she flas' v:d a swift denunciatory glance on

Raphael Craig—* are his murderer.'

The old man collected himself and stood up,

his face calm, stately, livid.

* Daughter,' he said, * daughter—for I shall

still call you so, by the right of all that I have

done for you—you have said a good deal in
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your anger that had been better left unsaid.

But doubtless you have found a sufficient

justification for your wrath. You are severe
in your judgments. In youth we judge ; in

age we are merciful. You think you have
been hardly done to. Perhaps it is o; but
not by me—rather by fate. Even now I could
tell you such things as would bring you to

your knees at my feet, but I refrain. Like
you, I am proud.' Some day you will know all

the truth—the secret of my actions and the
final goal of my desires. And I think that on
that day you will bless me. No man ever had
a more sacred, a holier aim, than that which
has been the aim of my life. I thank God it

is now all but achieved.'

He lighted one of the candles which always
stood on the bookcase in the hall, and passed
into the drawing-room, where he sat down,
leaving the door ajar.

Richard crept towards the door and looked
in. The old man sat motionless, absently
holding the candle in his hand. The front-
door opened from the outside, and Teresa ran
into the house. She saw her father, and
hastened, with a charming gesture, towards
him.
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' Old darling I' she exclaimed ;
* why that

sad face, and why that candle ? What are you
all doing ? See !' She pulled back the shutters

of the window. * See ! the sun has risen !*

So ended that long night.
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CHAPTER XII

THE NAPOLEON

We have now to watch another aspect of the

great struggle which for so many years had
been maturing in secrecy and darkness, and the

true nature of which was hidden from all save

one man.

It was seven o'clock in the morning, and in a

vast bedroom jf a house in Manchester Square
a man lay with closed eyes. The house was
one of those excessively plain dwellings of the

very rich which are characteristic of the streets

and squares of the West End of London. Its

fa9ade was relieved by no ornament. You saw
merely a flat face of brick, with four rows of

windows, getting smaller towards the roof, and
a sombre green front-door in the middle of the

lowest row. The house did not even seem
large, but it was, in fact, extremely spacious,

as anyone could see who put foot into the hall,

where two footmen lounged from morn till

i86
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night. The bedroom to which we have

referred was on the first-floor. It occupied

half the width of the house, and looiced out

on the square. Its three windo ^ were made
double, so that no sound f-om outside could

penetrate that sacred apartment. Ventilation

was contrived by means of two electric fans.

The furniture consisted of the articles usual in

an English bedroom, for the man in bed prided

himself on being an Englishman who did not

aj:e foreign ways. The said articles were,

however, extraordinarily large, massive, and

ornate. The pile of the immense carpet pro-

bably could not have been surpassed by any

carpet in London. Across the foot of the

carved oak bedstead was a broad sofa up-

holstered in softest silk.

An English bracket-clock on the mantel-

shelf intoned the hour of seven with English

solemnity, and instantly afterwards an electric

bell rang about six inches over the head of the

occupant of the bed.

He opened his eyes wearily. He had not

been asleep ; indeed, he had spent most of the

night in a futile wakefulness, which was a bad
sign with a man who boasted that as a rule

he could bleep at will, like Napoler Tlerc

!i^ (
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was one detail out of many ''n which this man
considered that he resembled Napoleon.

He groaned, pulled his gray moustache,

stroked his chin, which bristled with the

night's growth of beard, and ran his fingers

through his gray hair. Then he touched an

( "ctric button. Within ten seconds a valet

entcrd, bearing the morning papers -not
merely a judicious selection of morning
papers, but ever) morning paper published

in London.

* Put them on the sofa. Jack.'
* Yes, sir.'

The man rose out of bed with a sudden jerk.

At the same moment the valet, with a move-
ment which would have done credit to a juggler,

placed a pair of bath slippers on his master's

feet, and with another movement of equal

swi.tness deposited a pair of six-pound dumb-
bells in his hands. The man performed six

distinct exercises twelve times each, and then

dropped the lumps of iron on the bed, whence
the valet removed them.

* Seven-thirty,' said the man.
* Yes, sir,' said the valet, and disappeared.

The man sank languidly on to the sofa, and
began, with the efficiency of a highly-practised
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reader, to skim the papers one after the other.

He led off with tlie Financial Ncivs^ proceeded

to the Times^ and took the rest anyhow.

When he had finished, the papers lay in a

tangled heap on the thick carpet. This man
was pre-eminently tidy and orderly, yet few

things delighted him more than, at intervals,

to achieve a gigantic disorder. It was a little

affectation which he permitted himself. Another

little affectation was his manner of appearing

j'Vays to be busy from the hour of opening his

eyes to the hour of closing them. He was, in

truth, a very busy man indeed ; but it pleased

him to seem more deeply employed than he

actually was. He had a telephone affixed to

his bed-head, by means of which he could

communicate with his private secretary's bed-

room in the house, and also with his office in

Cannon Street. This telephone tickled his

fancy. He used it for the sake of using it; he
enjoyed using it in the middle of the night.

He went to it now, and rang imperiously. He
did everything imperiously. There was a

tinkling reply on the bell.

* Are you up, Oakley ? Well, get up then.

Go to Cannon Street, and bring the important

letters, And tell * He went off into a
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series of detailed instructions. * And be back
here at half-past eight.'

The clock struck half-past seven. The valet

entered as silently as a nun, and the modern
Napoleon passed in^o his marble bath-room.
By this time everyone in the household—that

household which revolved round the autocrat

as the solar system revolves round the sun

—

knevv^ that the master had awakened in a some-
what dangerous mood, and that squally weather
might be expected. And they all, from the
page-boy to the great Mr. Oakley, the private

secretary, accepted this fact as further evidence
that the master's career of prosperity had received

a check.

At eight o'clock precisely the master took
breakfast—an English breakfast : bacon, eggs,

toast, coffee, marmalade —in the breakfast-room,

a room of medium size opening off the library.

He took it in solitude, for he could not tolerate

the presence of servants so early in the morning,
and he had neither wife nor family. He
poured out his own coffee like one of his own
clerks, and read his private letters propped up
one by one against the coffee-pot, also like one
of his own clerks. He looked at his watch as

he drank the last drop of coffee. It was thirty-
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one minutes past eight. He walked quickly
into the library. If Oakley had not been there

Oakley would have caught it; but Oakley
happened to be there, calmly opening envelopes

with a small ivory paper-cutter. It was mainly
in virtue of his faculty of always * being there *

that Oakley received a salary of six hundred a
year.

* Shall you go to Cannon Street this morning,
sir ?' asked Oakley, a middle-aged man with the
featureless face of a waiter in a large restaurant.

« Why ?'

*Sir Arthur Custer has telegraphed to

know.'

* No.'

* I thought not, and have told him.'
* Umph !' said the master, nettled, but not

daring to say anything.

Like many a man equally powerful, this

Napoleon was in some ways in awe of his

unexceptionable clerk. Oakley might easily

get another master, but it was doubtful whether
his employer could get another clerk equal
to Oakley.

' A light post this morning, sir,' said Oakley.
* Umph !' said the master again. * Take

down this letter, and have it sent off instantly:
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** Richard Redgrave, Esq., 4, Adelphi Terrace.

Dear Sir,—I shall be obliged if you can make

it convenient to call on me this morning as

early as possible at the above address. The

bearer can bring you here in his cab.—Yours

truly."

'

The letter was written, signed, and des-

patched.

* Anything from Gaunt and Griffiths ?' asked

the Napoleon. )

* Yes, sir.*

Oakley turned to a letter on large, thick,

quarto paper. The stationery of this famous

firm of stock-brokers—perhaps the largest firm,

and certainly the firm with the cleanest record,

on the Exchange—was always of an impressive

type.

* They say, " We are obliged by your favour

of to-day's date. We can offer a limited

number of La Princesse shares at twenty-five.

We shall be ^^ad to have your acceptance or

refusal before noon to-morrow.—Your obedient

servants, Gaunt and Griffiths."

'

* Twenty-five !' exclaimed the other. * They

mean five. It's a clerical error.'

* The amount is written out in words.'

* It's a clerical error.*

fil
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* Doubtless, sir.'

Even now the Napoleon would not believe

that misfortune, perhaps ruin, was at his door.

He doggedly refused to face the fact. It

seemed incredible, unthinkable, that anything

could happen to him. So we all think until

the crash comes. He plunged into the mass of

general correspondence with a fine appearance

of perfect calmness. But he could not deceive

Mr. OaLey.

At five minutes past nine there was a careful

:ap at the door. The messenger had returned

from Adelphi Terrace. Mr. Redgrave was not

at his rooms. He had gone out on the previous

evening, and had not come in again. The
landlady knew not where he was.

*Send again at noon, Oakley,' said the

Napoleon.

In another minute there was another tap at

the door.

* Come in !'—angrily.

The footman announced that Sir Arthur
Custer had called.

* D n Sir Arthur Custer !' said the master

of the house. * Here, Oakley, get out of this !

I must see him.'

Oakley got out, and Sir Arthur was ushered

13
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in. Sir Arthur looked at his host queerly, and

then with much care shut the door.

* I say. Lock/ he said, putting his silk hat on

the table, ' it seems to me we're in a devil of

a hole.'

* Indeed !' said Simon Lock cautiously.

* Yes,' Sir Arthur insisted. * Of course I'm

sure that when you asked me to join you in

this Princesse affair
*

* You will pardon me, Sir Arthur,' said

Lock, stopping him very politely and formally,

* I did not ask you to join me. It was yourself

who suggested that'

* Ah, well !' said Sir Arthur, with a little less

assurance, * we won't quarrel about that. At

any rate, I understood from you that we were

in for a deuced good thing.'

* That is so,' Lock returned. ' By the way,

sit down. Sir Arthur, and remain calm.'

' Am I not calm ?' asked the member of

Parliament, whose pomposity was unaccustomed

to be trifled with.

* Certainly you are calm. I merely ask you

to remain so. Now to come to the business in

hand. I said, you remind me, that we were in

for a good thing. So we were. But some secret

force h?s been working against us. If I could

..-'-^
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unmask that secret force all would be well, for
I could then bring pressure to bear that would
effectually You understand ?'

* No matter from what direction the force
came ?*

' No matter from what direction. And,
Sir Arthur,' said Simon Lock impressively, *

I
shall find it out.' He repeated the phrase still

more impressively, * I shall find it out. Simon
Lock has never yet been defeated, and he will
not be defeated now. I began life. Sir Arthur,
on half-a-crown a week. There were con-
spiracies against me then, but I upset them.
At the age of fifty-five, on a slightly larger
scale '-he smiled-* I shall repeat the opera-
tions of my early youth.'

Simon Lock, like many self-made men was
extremely fond of referring to his early youth
and the humbleness of his beginnings. He
thought that it proved an absence of snobbery
in his individuality.

* And in the meantime .?'

' In the meantime, I frankly confess, Sir
Arthur, we have sold more La Princesse shares
than we can deliver. Nay, further, we have
sold, I foar, more La Princesse shares than
actually exist. We sold freely for the fall. I

13—2
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knew that the shares would fall soon aftei

the flotation, and they did. But they have

mysteriously risen again.'

* And are still rising,' Sir Arthur put in,

nervously stroking his long thin beard.

* Yes. We sold, I find, over two hundred

thousand shares at three. They then fell, as

you know, to about twenty-five shillings. Then

they began to go up like a balloon. The
market tightened like a drawn string. Sir

Arthur, we were led into a trap. For once in

a way some fellow has got the better of Simon

Lock— teniporarily, only temporarily. My
brokers thought they were selling shares to

the public in general, but they were selling

to the agents of a single buyer. That is

evident.'

* How do we stand now ?*

' We have to deliver our shares in a week's

time. We have some eighty thousand shares

in hand, bought at various prices up to five

pounds. On those eighty thousand we shall

just about clear ourselves. That leaves us over

a hundred and twenty thousand yet to buy.'

* At the best price we can obtain ?'

* Yes.'

* And what is the best price to-day ?'
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* Well,' said Lock, looking Sir Arthur straight
in the face, * I have had shares offered to me
this morning at twenty-five.'

Sir Arthur's reply was to rush to the side-
board and help himself to a glass of brandy.
He was a timid creature, despite his appear-
ance.

* And that figure means that we should lose
the sum of twenty-two pounds on each share.
Twenty-two times one hundred and twenty
thousand, Sir Arthur, is two millions six
hundred and forty thousand pounds. That
would be the amount of our loss on the trans-
action.*

* But this is child's play. Lock.'
* Excuse me, it isn't,' said Simon Lock.

* It is men's play, and desperately serious.'
*I don't understand the methods of the

Stock Exchange—never did,' said Sir Arthur
Custer, M.P. ' I only came into the City
because a lot of fellows like yourself asked
me to. But it seems to me the only thing
to do is to cry off.'

* Cry off?'

* Yes. Tell all these people to whom we
have contracted to sell Princesse shares that we
simply can't supply 'em, and tell

shares that

'em to do their
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worst. Their worst won't be worse than a dead

loss of oy^.r two and a half millions.'

* My dear Sir Arthur,' said Simon Lock,
* there is no crying off in the City. We have

contracted to deliver those shares, and we must

deliver them, or pay the price—commercial

ruin.'

* The Stock Exchange,* Sir Arthur blustered,

* is one of the most infamous institutions
'

* Yes,* Simon Lock cut him short, * we
know all about that. The Stock Exchange is

quite right as long as we are making money;
but when we begin to lose it immediately

becomes infamous.*

Sir Arthur made an obvious effort to pull

himself together.

* What is your plan of campaign, Lock ?' he

asked. * You must have some scheme in your

head. What is it ? Don't trifle with me.'

* Well,' said Simon Lock, * we have a week.

That is our principal asset. Seven precious

days in which to turn round. A hundred and

sixty hours. In that time
'

There was a knock at the door, and a page

entered with a telegram.

Simon Lock opened it hurriedly. The mes-

sage ran ;
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* Sorry must withdraw offer contained in our

letter yesterday. Princesse shares now thirty-

five.

—

Gaunt and Griffiths.'

The erstwhile Napoleon passed the orange-

coloured paper to Sir Arthur Custer.

* No answer,' he said calmly to the page.



CHAPITER XIII

THE VASE

The sensation of the next day's Stock Ex-
change was the unsuccessfuhiess of the attempts

of Simon Lock's brokers—he employed several

different ii tis—to buy La Princesse shares. It

was not definitely stated who wanted these

shares, but everyone seemed to be aware that

Simon Lock was the man in the hole. The
Exchange laughed quietly to itself; it did not

dare to laugh aloud, for Simon Lock was still a

person to be feared. Not a single share was to

be obtained at any price ; they had all been

withdrawn from the market. In vain Simon

Lock tried to discover the holders. The
identity of the holders seemed to be wrapped

in impenetrable mystery. He went to one

man, a member of the Westralian market, who
varied the excitements of the Exchange by the

excitements of prodigious play at Monte Carlo,

and took him out to lunch. The great Simon

Lock actually took this man a nonentity in the

200
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distinguished financial circles in which Simon
moved, out to lunch at a famous and expensive

restaurant, where those City men who want
real turtle soup can always get it.

' My people sold you ten thousand Princesse

shares the other day,' said Simon Lock in-

gratiatingly to this man.
* True,' said the man cautiously, * at thrc^.'

* Just so,' said Lock ;
* and we have to deliver

in a week.'

* In a week,' repeated the man absently.

* Well, look here,' said Simon Lock, making
a sudden plunge, ' we don't want to deliver; it

doesn't suit us. See.?'

* You don't want to deliver ? Why not ?'

* Never mind why. The question is, what
will you take to release us from the contract ?*

* Nothing.'

* You'll release us for nothing .?'

* I mean I can't release you, Mr. Lock,' said

the man with formal politeness. * My clients

have given me positive instructions.'

* Who are your clients ?'

* That I am not at liberty to say.'

* Tell me who your clients are,' said Simon
Lock, * and I'll give you five thousand down.'

The man sho ,: his head sadly. He would

li
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have liked that five thousand, but he dared not
accept it.

*Are you acting for Gaunt and Griffiths?'
asked Simon Lock.

^ No,* said the man, glad to be able to give a
positive answer.

• Waiter, the bill,' Simon Lock cried, and
then gave a sigh.

The bill came to thirty shillings—thirty
shillmgs wasted

! He reflected that in a few
weeks' time, unless something happened, he
might be in serious need of that thirty shillings.
Nevertheless, such is human nature, the idea of
Simon Lock being hard up for thirty shillin ^

was so amusing to him that he could not dis-
miss a smile. The other man wondered what
evil that smile portended.

Simon Lock proceeded from the restaurant
to the offices of Gaunt and Griffiths. He de-
manded to see Mr. Gaunt, the venerable head
of the firm, and Mr. Gaunt kept him, Simon
Lock, waiting ten minutes ! Simon Lock had
not sufl^ered such an insult for years. At his
name the most obdurate doors were accustomed
to open instantly.

' Well, Mr. Gaunt,' he said, with an afl=ecta-
tion of breezy familiarity, when at length he
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was admitted, ' IVe just called about the matter
o^those Princessc shares. How many can you

* We can offer ten thousand, Mr. Lock '

* At thirty-five?'

* At thirty-five.'

* That means three hundred and fifty thousand
pounds for your holding ?'

* Exactly.'

Eh uh r
^""^ "^''^ ^°" """^ ^''

''' ^'' ^'""' ^

He laughed gaily, but suddenly it occurred
to him that his laugh sounded hollow and
foolish, and he stopped.

'What do you mean?' asked Mr. Gaunt
gravely.

* I mean,' said Simon Lock lamely, « that
the price is, of course, a fancy one. You know
the market is a bit tight, and you're playin.
a game. You'll take less than thirty-five if
you really want to sell.'

* Our firm is not in the habit of playing
games Mr. Lock. And, by the way. your last
words bnng us to the point. You say « if we
really want to sell." The fact is, we don't
want to sell. You will remember that it was
you who came first to us to ask if we had any

!
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shares to offer. We made inquiries, and found
some. Our clients

'

* Would you mind telling me,' Simon Lock
interrupted, ' who your clients are ?'

* It would be useless for you to approach
them personally,' said Mr. Gaunt.

' I don't want to approach them personally.
I shall not dream of such a breach of etiquette,'
said Simon Lock, with an assumed fervour of
righteousness. ' I merely wanted to know, out
of curiosity.*

* I regret that I cannot satisfy your curiosity
Mr. Lock.'

^*

* Then that is your last word, Mr. Gaunt-
ten thousand at thirty-five ?'

A boy entered with a telegram, which Mr
Gaunt perused slowly through his gold-rimmed
spectacles.

'No,' said Mr. Gaunt; *I regret to say—at
forty. I have just received further instructions
by telegraph.'

He waved the telegram in the air.

Simon Lock's face grew ugly, and he spoke
with ominous coldness.

'Someone seems disposed to make fun of
me, Mr. Gaunt,' he said. * I don't know who
It is, but I shall find out ; and when I do find
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out, there will be trouble for that someone.

I'll let this cursed city know that Simon Lock

is not to be trifled with.*

' Good-day,' said Mr. Gaunt calmly.

Simon Lock went out furious. On the

pavement outside he met the office-boy who
had brought in the telegram to Mr. Gaunt.

* Where are you going to, my boy ?' asked

Simon Lock kindly.

* To the post-office, sir,' said the boy.

' So am L Now would you like to earn

a couple of sovereigns easily ?' Simon Lock

inquired.

* Yes, sir,* said •-

)y, and added, * if it's all

square. Sovereigns ain't flying about, you know.'

* It's all square. You won't do any harm to

anyone by earning it. All I want you to do is

to go into the post-office and say that on the

last telegram sent to your firm the name of the

office of despatch isn't stamped clearly. Ask

them to refer and tell you what it is. They
know you, I suppose ?'

* Oh yes, sir.'

* Well, run along.'

The boy, dazzled by the glitter of sovereigns,

went. Simon Lock waited for him outside the

post-office.
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' What's the answer ?' he asked when the
boy came out.

'They said I ought to have brought the
form w;th me,' said the boy, * but I talked
to- 'em like a father. I reckon I know how to

manage them girls.'

' And what's the name of the place ?'

' Hockliffe.'

' Here's your two sovereigns,' said Simon
Lock gladly.

The lad capered down the street in the

exuberance of joy.

Simon had learnt something. And yet,

when he thought over what he had learnt,

he seemed to think somehow that it was value-

less to him. He had guessed all along who
was at the bottom of the La Princesse busi-

ness. His guess had been confirmed— that

was all. He had threatened that, when he
knew, he would do such and such dreadful

things; but what could he, in fact, do .? Should
he send for Raphael Craig and threaten him .?

With what .? It would be absurd to threaten

with dismissal from a post worth at most a

thousand a year a man who stood to gain
hundreds of thousands from you. No; that

manoeuvre would not serve. At last he decided
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that he would pay a surprise visit of inspec-
tion to the Kilburn office of the British and
Scottish Bank, and then act as circumstances
dictated.

He jumped into a hansom.
* Kilburn,' he said shortly.

* What ho !' exclaimed the driver, not caring
for such a long journey; « Kilburn, eh?
What's the matter with the Tuppenny Toob ?'

However, Simon Lock insisted on being
driven to Kilburn, and was duly driven thither,

though at a pace which suited the horse better

than it suited Simon Lock. The latter revenged
himself—but not on the horse—by paying the
precise legal fare.

He walked into the bank. No one knew
him. His august presence caused no flutter of
excitement. The cashier inquired briefly what
he wanted.

* The manager,' said Simon Lock.
* Mr. Craig ?'

* If you please.'

* Mr. Craig is taking his annual holiday.'

* Thanks,' said Simon Lock, grinding his
teeth, and walked out. He had experienced
exactly the same rebufl^ as Richard Redgrave a

few days previously.
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That evening, though he had several engage-

ments, including one to dine at the house of a

Marquis in Park Lane, Simon Lock dined at

home in Manchester Square. The entire house-

hold trembled, for the formidable widower
was obviously in a silent and bitter rage. He
found the indefatigable Oakley in the library.

* Has that ass Custer been here again .?' he
asked.

* No, sir,' said Oakley ;
' that ass Sir

Arthur Custer has not been here within my
knowledge.'

Many a clerk of Simon Lock's had suffered

sudden dismissal for a far slighter peccadillo

than this sally on the part of Mr. Oakley.

The fact was, Simon Lock was too surprised

at the pleasantry, coming as it did from a man
who seldom joked, to take any practical notice

of it. The two men— the clerk and the

Napoleon of finance—glanced at each other.

* You are in a devilish merry humour to-

night, Oakley !' exclaimed Simon Lock.
* It is my birthday, sir.'

* How old are you ,?'

* Between thirty and sixty, sir.'

* Listen,' said Lock :
* you shall come and

dine with me. I never knew you in this
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mood before. I don't feel like laughing my-
self, and I may give you the sack before we
get past the fish

; but come if you like.'
• With pleasure, sir.'

So they dined together in the great dining-
room of the mansion, with a footman apiece,
and a butler behind the footmen. Mr. Oak-
ley's mood was certainly singular to the last
degree. Some people might have thought
that his careless hilarity was due to the effects
of intoxication, but this was not the case
And yet surely no one except a drunken man
would have dared to behave to Simon Lock as
he behaved. Mr. Oakley made deliberate fun
of his master before the three menials, and the
master never flinched nor jibbed. The fish
was safely passed without an explosion, and the
joint, the poultry, the sweets, and the priceless
Cheshire cheese followed without mishap.
When the coffee and cigars came round Simon
Lock dismissed his servants.

Oakley,' he said, < why are you going to
give me notice to leave ?'

* I had no intention of leaving you, sir.'

* I could swear,' said Lock, * that you had
had the offer of a better place, and were just
amusing yourself with me before giving notice.
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It would be like you to do that, Oakley. You

were always a bit of a mystery. I suppose

you have come to the conclusion that Simon

Lock's career is over ?'

* Nothing of the kind, sir. I have merely

been jolly because it is my birthday.'

* Well, Oakley, as it is your birthday, I don't

mind confessing to you that I am in something

of a hole.*

* Over the La Princesse shares ?'

* Yes.'

* It is a pity,' said Oakley, * that we have

been unable to lay our hands on Richard

Redgrave.'

* You think, then, Oakley, that Redgrave,

if we could catch him and make him speak,

might be able to throw light on this little

affair ?'

' At any rate,' said Oakley, * he might tell

you why he so suddenly threw up his job.'

* Yes, I would give something to get hold of

Redgrave.'

* I felt that so strongly, sir, that I have

myself been down to his place twice.'

* And have discovered nothing ?'

' Nothing. But
* Well, what is it ?*
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* I was just thinkinj; about the dcuth of
Featherstone. Featherstonc lived in a couple
of rooms in Blenheim Mansions, off the
Edgware Road. Furnished rooms they were
let by a woman who has two flats on the same'

bailors.
'"' """ °"' '" ^"''" '!"''"'"- '°

' Ves V
• I wanted a couple of rooms myself.'

hcre^'*"^
y°" "°' ^'^fficicm accommodation

' I wanted as I was saying, a couple of
rooms myself, and I had a fancy to take thetwo rooms once occupied by the deceased
Featherstone. It was a morbid fancy, perhaps.
The andlady seemed to think so. Anyhow,
I took them. I entered into possession this
atternoon. and locked the door."

.,

'

^ir". ?P^" '° '"^ '"' S''"" •' Feather-
stone killed himself at the bank, not in his
rooms.

* I am aware of it, sir,' said Oakley. '
I did

not expect to see his ghost; I merely wanted
to look round.

* Look round for what ?'

* For anything interesting that I might be
able to see.'
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* But surely the police had searched ?*

* Yes, but they had found nothing. And
I knew how anxious you were to find out any-
thing that might be discovered about Feather-
stone's suicide.'

* Was that your reason for taking the rooms ?'

Simon Lock sneered.

* Why not ?' said Oakley. ' Why should it

not have been my reason ? I have always been
loyal to you, sir.'

*Well, well, did you find anything interest-

ing, any trace i evidence that might clear up
the mystery ?'

* There was apparently nothing m the rooms
except the ordinary furniture of an ordinary

lodging. In the bedroom a bed, a dressing-

table, a washstand, a small table, a small ward-
robe, two chairs, a small carpet, a few fromed
prints, and some nails behind the door. Nothing
that could bt called evidence. In the sitting-

room—rather more elaborately furnished—were
a dining-table, six chairs, an easy-chair, a fire-

screen, a h-.rge carpet, two footstools, a small

sideboard, an old " Canterbury," a mirror, some
oleographs framed in German gold, and a few
vases on the mantelpiece. Here is one of the
vases.'
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Mr Oakley jumped from the table and tookfrom ^mon Lock', own mantelpiece a small
vase, whose intrudn,g presence Simon Lockhad not noticed there. Mr. Oakley handed itcacehilly to Mr. Lock.

' Do you notice anything peculiar about it fhe asked.

Simon Lock examined the vase attentively.
It was m the shape of a cylinder, about seven
'nches high and three inches in diameter, and
evidently a Staffordshire imitation of c assic
pottery^ The ground-colour of the exte^
was a bnlhant red, and on this red were de-
picted several classic figures in white, with

c outlines Round the top edge the vasehad been gilded. The interior surface of the
vase was highly glazed.

' No,' said Simon Lock, ' I se. nothing
peculiar about it."

*
* Neither did I at first, sir,' said Mr. Oakley;

but see here.'
^*

from the interior of the vase a roll of stitfish
wnite writing-paper.

'That roll of paper.' he said, 'must havebeen dropped into .he vase, whereupon itwidened out till it filled the vase. The width

li
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of the paper happened to be exactly the height
of the vase, and so the paper looked exactly
like the internal surface of the vase. The
resemblance would deceive almost anyone. I

thought, as you did, that the vase was abso-
lutely empty, but it was not.'

* And the paper ?' asked Simon Lock.
* The paper,' said Mr. Oakley, holding the

strangely hidden document in his hand, * is

double, as you see. On the inside it is filled

with small writing, very small writing, and
the signature is that of Featherstone. I have
read it, and I have brought it here a^ a sur-

prise for you—I hope a pleasant surprise.

Hence what you were pleased to call my
devilish merry humour.'

* Give it me,' said Simon Lock briefly.

His voice trembled.

* Here it is, sir.'

Simon Lock took the paper, and began to

read with difficulty.

.
'Turn another light on,' he said, and Mr.

Oakley obeyed.

I



CHAPTER XIV

featherstone's recital

And this is what Mr. Simon Lock read, while
Mr. Oakley watched his master's face. The
calligraphy of the document was miraculously
neat and small, and the thing had all the
appearance of a declaration formally made :

* Statement of me, Robert John Dalrymple
Featherstone, made on the day before my
death. (Here followed the date.)

* This statement is intended to be perfectly

plain and simple. I put down facts as they
occur to me in the most straightforward

possible way. I have never before in my life

undertaken any sort of literary composition,
beyond letters to acquaintai.ces. My parents
dying when I was a boy, and me being an
only child, I have had no relatives ; nor have
I ever had an intimate friend. I do not know
why I am at the trouble to write out this

statement now. I only know that I am com-
215
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pelled to make it by an instinct, or an impulse,
which overpowers my ordinary common-sense.'
It cannot be a matter of any importance that
the world should understand the circumstances
under which I am led to commit suicide. The
world will not care. And, on the other hand,
this statement may work harm, or at least

annoyance, to one whom I love. Neverthe-
less I must w^rite it. Everyone, perhaps, who
commits suicide feels this tremendous desire to
explain to the world the reasons of his act
that act for which there is no remedy, that act
which he knows, if he is a Christian, must
involve him in eternal remorse.

* As I write I have a sort of feeling that
what I put down may be printed in the
newspapers. This feeling causes me to want
to write unnaturally, in a strained and showy
measure. I shall try to avoid this. All my
life I have lived quiet and retired. This was
not because I was modest. I am not more
modest than other mediocre men. It was
because I was shy and awkward and reserved
by nature in the presence of others. When
I am alone I feel bumptious, audacious ; I feel

like a popular actor.

* But let me begin.
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* My age is fifty-six. For thirty years I

have been in the service of the British and
Scottish Banking Corporation, Limited. For
eight years before that I was in the service of
a small private bank in Northamptonshire. I

have always served the British and Scottish

faithfully, to the best of my ability. Yet after

thirty years I was only a cashier in a suburban
branch with a salary of two hundred a year

—

such an income as many a more fortunate man
spends on cigars and neckties. I do not, how-
ever, blame anyone for this. I do not blame
myself I realize clearly that I am a very

mediocre man, and deserved nothing better.

I never had any talent for banking. I never
had any talent for anything. I became a bank
clerk through the persuasion and influence ot

a distant uncle. I agreed with him that it

was an honourable and dignified vocation. It

has suited me. I got used to the official

duties. I soon learnt how to live within my
income. I had no vicious tastes—no tastes of
any sort. I had no social gifts. I merely did

my work conscientiously. My evenings I spent

reading the papers and periodicals and smoking.
I have smoked two ounces of Old Judge per
week regularly for five-and-twenty years. I
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have never smoked before lunch except during
my annual fortnight at the seaside. Every
morning at breakfast I have read the Standard.
My political opinions have never varied.

' Thus my life has been one of absolute same-
ness. There was no joy in it except the satisfac-

tion of regular habits, and there was no sorrow,
until last year but one (May 28th), when Miss
Juana Craig walked into the office at Kilburn.

* She said, " Is my father in his office ?"

* I did not know her, had never seen her
before, but I guessed at once that she was the
daughter of Mr. Raphael Craig, the manager
of our branch. I say she said, " Is my father

in his office ?" Nothing beyond those words,
and yet they had the same effect on me as ii

they had been the most magnificent piece of
oratory. I was literally struck dumb with
emotion. There was something peculiar in

her rich voice that overcame me. She was
obliged to repeat the question.

* At last I said, " Miss Craig, I presume. No
;

Mr. Craig is not in, but he will be in shortly."

* I stammered this as though I had been
repeating a badly-learnt lesson.

* She said, " Then I will wait in his room,
if I may."
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* The way she said those last three words,

" if I may," made me feel dizzy. There was

a sort of appeal in them. Of course I knew

it was only politeness—formal politeness—yet

I was deeply touched by it. And I felt

ashamed that this beautiful girl should, in a

way, have to beg a favour from old me.

* I said, " With pleasure." And then I took

her into Mr. Craig's room, and she sat down,

and said what wet weather we were having,

and I tried to talk to her. But she was too

beautiful. I could not help thinking all the

time that my hair was grey, and my moustache

part grey and part sandy, and that I had my
office coat on, with paper shields over my
wrist-bands, and that I v/as only five feet two

inches in height. At last I came out of the

room, and as I did so all the clerks looked at

me, laughing, and I blushed violently. I do

not remember ever blushing before.

* One clerk said jokingly, " Hello, Feather

(they called me Feather), what ha* you been

up to in there .?"

* If I had been a bigger man I would have

knocked him down.
* I had never had anything to do with

women, except, in a purely business way, with

|'
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our lady customers. Our lady customers all

liked having their cheques cashed, etc., by me,
because I was always i,o strictly polite to them.
But, strange to say, I could not be polite to
Miss Craig, though never before had I wanted
so badly to be polite to any woman.

* After that day Miss Craig seemed to call

every day, or nearly every day, for her father,
just after closing time in the afternoon. She
was on a motor-car, and they went off together
up towards Edgware, Mr. Craig having a
•>ouse in the country near Dunstable. Some-
times I came out on to the pavement to see
them off. Once or twice I waved good-bye
to them, and once I actually kissed my hand
to Miss Juana. It was a very daring thing to
do, and after I had done it I wished I had not
done it, but I could not help doing it. She
did not take offence, and the next day she was
more charming than ever. She is the sweetest,
most womanly creature that God ever made.
My wonder is that the other clerks did not
seem to see this. They never went further
than to say that she was a pretty girl. I

despised them. I despise them now more
than ever.

'One Friday afternoon Mr. Craig said,
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" Featherstone, have you anything particular to

do this week-end?" I said that I had not.

He said, " Well, will you come up with us

to-morrow, and spend the week-end with

us?"

* Before I could answer anything Miss Juana

said, " Yes, do, Mr. Featherstone, there's a dear

man. We should love to have you."

* The charming and adorable creature con-

descended to joke. I said, " I gladly accept

your very kind invitation."

* So I went up and stayed at their house till

the Monday morning. Miss Juana drove down
on the motor-car, me sitting by her side, and

Mr. Craig behind. It was very enjoyable.

* Mr. Craig himself was very polite to me
during my visit, and so was Miss Teresa, Miss

Juana's sister. Miss Teresa drove us back to

London on the Monday morning. And for

this I was sorry ; not that I have a word to say

against Miss Teresa, who is a pretty enough

girl, and amiable. Just before we started on

the journey to London Mr. Craig put a small

but heavy portmanteau under the back seat of

the motor-car. I asked him what that was,

merely from idle curiosity, and he said,

" Money, my lad." The two ladies were not

Hi



222 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

about. I laughed, thinking he was joking.
But that day he called me into his private room
and said, in a very ordinary tone of voice,
* Featherstone, here is fifty pounds in nevJ
silver. Pay it into my private account."
" Yes, sir," I said, not thinking. It was the
luncheon hour, and nearly all the clerks were
out. I casually examined the silver. Of
course I can distinguish a bad coin in a
moment, almost by instinct. I seem to be
mysteriously warned of the approach of a bad
coin. But this money was all right. The
next morning Miss Juana called in, and she
and I had a chat. I liked her more and more.
And, either I was an insufferably conceited ass,
or she liked me. I knew there was more than
thirty years' difference between us. But I said
to myself, " Pooh ! what is thirty years .? A
man is as young as he feels." I knew that I

had only an income of two hundred a year,
which might rise to two hundred and twenty-
five or two hundred and fifty; but I said to
myself that thousands of people married happily
on less than that. I felt that it was impudent
on my part to aspire to the hand of this angel

;

but I also said to myself that it was always
impudence that succeeded.
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* Anyhow, I was maill^ and deeply in love, I,

bank cashier, aged fifty odd.

* Two hours after Miss Juana had called Mr.
Craig called me into his room and said again in

a very ordinary tone of voice :
" Featherstone,

here is another fifty pounds in silver. Pay it

into my private account." As before, the

money lay in piles on his desk. " Yes, sir," I

said. I thought it very strange, but my mind
was preoccupied with Miss Juana, and he was
Miss Juana's father, so I said nothing else.

Again, most of the other clerks were out when
I filled up the slip and put the cash into the
drawers. All that day I thought of Miss
Juana. Let me say now that I am convinced
she had no part in the plot, for it was a plot,

which Mr. Craig laid against me.
'At the end of that week Mr. Craig had

paid over two hundred pounds' worth of new
silver into his private account, and these pay-
ments continued. In a fortnight I was asked
down to the Craigs' country house again. I

cannot describe my courtship of Miss Juana. I

find my statement is getting too long. But in

any event I could not describe it. It was the
most precious, the only precious fragment of
my life. The only drawback to my timid

• ^!
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happiness was Mr. Craig's attitude to me—

a

sort of insinuating attitude, quite at variance

with the usual style of this powerfully-minded

and very reticent man. The payments of new
silver continued. In a business of the magni-

tude of our Kilburn branch the silver was, of

course, distributed in the ordinary routine of

affairs withe ut special notice being taken of it.

* One day I proposed to Miss Juana. It was

a terrible moment for me. To this hour I do

not know how I dared to do it. To my incon-

ceivable astonishment and joy Miss Juana said :

** You honour me, Mr. Featherstone. I am a

poor girl. My father is not rich. I do not

love you, but I like you, and I esteem you. I

accept your hand."

* Later I said to Mr. Craig :
" Mr. Craig, I

have asked your daughter Juana to be my wife,

and she has done me the honour to consent.

Do you also consent ?"

* He said in reply :
" My dear Featherstone,

you will pardon me, but, of course, I know the

amount of your salary. Have you any other

resources ?" I said that I had none.

* The interview grew strangely complex. I

see now that he handled me with consummate

skill and adroitness. It came to this. He said :
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"Assist me in a scheme of mine which is

approaching completion, and when it is com-
plete I will give you twenty thousand pounds.
But you will be bound to secrecy."

* I said to him :
" Is your scheme in any way

contrary to the law .?"

* He said :
" Frankly, it is. But, Feather-

stone, you are in love, and there is no crime in
my scheme."

* I admit that Mr. Craig's offer of twenty
thousand pounds dazzled me at first, especially
as I began instantly to perceive that my life's

happiness would depend on my acceptance of
it. You may ask what right a man aged
fifty odd has to talk of a life's happiness—a man
who probably has not more than ten years to
live. Let me suggest that it is impo. ^or
any man, however old, not to believ- that
he will survive for an indefinitely long jeriod,
unless he be actually on his death-bed.

'Moreover, I was profoundly in love. I

loved with the intense and restrained passion of
which only a middle-aged man in love for the
first time is capable. No young man, with the
facile ardours of youth, could appreciate my
feelings. Be that as it may—and I have no
wish at this solemn hour to attempt to excuse

15

F

'



226 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

myself—my demeanour certainly gave Mr.

Craig the impression that I had no objection to

becoming his confederate. His face showed

that he was pleased—that a weight had been

lifted from his mind.

* He said :
" Give me your oath that you

will disclose nothing of what I am about tc

tell you."

* I said : " But suppose I do not see mj

way '*

* He interrupted me very grimly :
" Whai

docs that matter ? Anyhow, I presume yot

can see your way to hold your tongue ?"

* So, not without qualms, I gave him ai

oath of secrecy. He then told me that he hac

been coining silver ^or many years—that hi

object had been to coin a hundred t' usan(

pounds* worth, and that he was then av he em

of his long task.

* I said :
" But you just now told me tha

you had not involved yourself in any crime

surely to utter false money is a crime ?"

He said with sudden anger :
" It IS nc

false mont^ ; it is perfectly good money. It i

exactly the silver produced by the Mint, an

neither you nor anyone could tell the difference.

* He then explained to me how it was profit
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able for him, owing to the very low price of
silver, to make real money, good in every
respect. He finished by saying that no one
was robbed by his device.

* I said
:
" Excuse me, but the Government

IS robbed, and, since the Government represents
the public, the public is robbed. You are
robbing the public. Besides, coining is a
crime."

* He burst out :
" Only in the eyes of the

law. It is not a real crime."
* I said, as quietly as I could :

" That may
be

;
real or unreal, it is a crime."

*He went on, apparently not noticing my
observation

:
« Anyhow, I find it necessary to

put this money into ci. -htion at a far quicker
rate than I have previously achieved. The
years are slipping by. I have by me vast
accumulations of silver money, and I must
negotiate them. I will tell you my object.
Featherstone

: it is to take a just revenge upon
a scoundrel who, more than twenty years ago
—before her birth—cast a shadow—a terrible
shadow—over the life of the girl whom you
love. Will not that move you ?"

* I exclaimed :
" Juana ?"

* He said :
« Yes, Juana and her sister and

15—2
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their poor m' rhrr. I have lived till now only

to carry out that cheme—only to see this mar

at my feet rwnt^A and begging for a mere)

which I s^Jil n 1 'ouchsafe."

*I own ii.t 1 vas moved to sympathy b\

the fearful t.\iiM -ti ess of Mr. Craig. I askec

him who the mm was.

* He repl'Ct: : ""rht ! will not tell you, noi

will I tell yo I hi ^' ' I'
' the precise nature o

my revenge, until yo-; agree to join me

Surely you, as the professed lover of Juana

will not hesitate for a moment ?"

' But I did hesitate.

* I said :
" First, let me ask you one or tw(

questions."

* He said coldly and bitterly :
" Ask."

» So I asked :
" You want me to help you ii

passing this coin which has not come from th

Royal Mint ?"

* He replied with eagerness :
" Yes. I wan

one or two accounts opened at other banks, an

certain operations put into action with financiei

and specie dealers. Also, with your help, I ca

do a lot at our own bank."

* I said : " It seems to me you have alread

done something there."

* He laughed, and outlined to me the varioi
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means, all very ingenious, by which hr had
already disposed of a lot of silver.

* I said :
" Another question : Am I f* under-

stand that if I decline to join you you will

withhold your consent to my marriage with
your daughter ?"

* He answered
: «« If now, at this stage,

you decline to join me, I would sec both you
and Juana dead before I allowed you to

marry."

' His manner was ferocious. I could see
that he was absolutely absorbed — that his

whole moral being was cankered by this life-

long idea of a mysterious revenge. And though
I did not allow him to guess the fact, I was
annoyed at his attempt to intimidate me. I am
not to be intimidated.

* I said :
" I will think it over, and give you

my answer shortly."

*I saw Juana privately, told her that her
father had not given me a definite answer, :>';d

returned to London in order that I might think
the matter over with the more calmness. In
the same house with that angelic presence it

was impossible for me to think at all. I deem
it right to state that I believed— and still

believe—that Mr. Craig was telling me the

1
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truth, and that he was of sound mind. I truly
believed—and still believe—that some man, the
object of Mr. Craig's hate, had deeply wronged
Juana, her sister and her mother, and that
Mr. Craig was animated in all that he did by a
lofty conception of human justice. I guessed
further, that there was probably no means by
which Mr. Craig could bring this man, who-
ever he might be, before the tribunals of the
law (how many crimes slip through the wide
meshes of the law !), and that therefore he
had no alternative but a private vengeance.
The idea of vengeance on behalf of Juana—
that beloved being—appealed strongly to my
deepest feelings.

'Nevertheless, on mature consideration, I
felt that I could not become a party to Mr.
Craig's scheme. I have always tried to live an
honest life, and I have never accepted the
sophism that the end justifies the means. In
three days I returned to the house near Dun-
stable and told Mr. Craig my decision. He
was enraged.

* He said : " Then you prefer to give up
Juana ?" ^

'I said
: « Do you think you are acting

fairly m insisting that no man shall be Juana's
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husband unless he consents to commit a crime
against the law ?"

* He said :
" Bosh !"

* Before such an argument I was dumb. I

saw more and more clearly that Mr. Craig was
what is called a monomaniac, and a very deter-
mined and obdurate one.

* After further and useless words, I left him
and sought Juana.

* I said to her :
" Miss Juana, your father

forbids us to marry."

* She repl-ed in a strange tone : " My father
is a harsh man, Robert. He can be very cruel.

Although I feel that he loves Teresa and myself
passionately, you can have no idea of the life we
live here. Sometimes it is terrible. Teresa is

my father's favourite, and I—I sometimes hate
him. I hate him now. Perhaps because I

cannot comprehend him. Robert, I will

marry you without his consent."

* I cannot describe my emotions at that
moment. Her use of my Christian name
thrilled me through and through. There was
something in the tone of her voice which
caused strange and exquisite vibrations in me.
I thank God now that I had strength to behave
as an English gentleman should behave.

\
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* I said :
** Miss Juana, your kindness over-

whelms me. But I should be unworthy of

your love if I took advantage of it. I am an

old-fashioned man, with old-fashioned views,

and I could not marry a lady in the face of her

parent's opposition." t^

* Without a word, she ran out of the house.

I saw that she was crying. A few minutes after-

wards I saw her galloping wildly down the

road on her strawberry-roan mare. She was

the most magnificent and superb horsewoman
I have ever set eyes on.

* The incident, as the phrase goes, was closed.

I had enjoyed the acquaintance of Miss Juana
for nearly twelve months. I enjoyed it no
longer. The relations between Mr. Craig and

myself resumed their old formality. He was
nothing but the bank manager ; I was nothing

but the cashier. The pity was that I was
bound to secrecy as regards his scheme ; and I

saw that his scheme was maturing. Without
the slightest scruple, he made use of me to aid

in disposing of his silver through the bank.

He could depend on my honour, though my
honour made a criminal of me. Things got

worse and worse. His methods grew bolder

and bolder. A year passed. One day he told
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another clerk in the office that a great-uncle

had died and left him a hundred thousand

pounds in new silver. He turned to me, who
happened to be close by.

' " A strange fellow ! I have mentioned his

peculiarities to you before now, have I not,

Featherstone ?"

* Scarcely knowing what I said, I answered,

" Yes."

* I was thus by an audacious stroke made a

party to his dodge for explaining away the

extraordinary prevalence of new silver. Pre-

viously to this I had noticed that he was draw-

ing large cheques in favour of a firm of stock-

brokers.

* At length I could stand it no more. I

went into his private room and said :
** Mr.

Craig, either you must cease your illegal pro-

ceedings, or you must release me from my oath

of secrecy."

* He said flatly :
" I shall do neither."

* Of course I could see that my request was

foolish. He had me between his thumb and

finger.

* I then said :
" Very well, Mr. Craig, there

is one alternative left to me—I resign my posi-

tion in the bank. You force me to do this."

^f
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* He said : « As you wish."

*He was relentless. So I was cast on th

world, at my age. I had no hope of obtaininj

another situation. But what else could I do
By remaining in the service of the bank, am
allowing Mr. Craig to make it the channe
for disposing of false money, I was betray
ing my trust to the bank. The truth was
ought to have done a year before what I di(

then.
,

* My savings amounted to about a hundrec
pounds.

*Soon after this final step I discovered, t(

my equal grief and astonishment, that Misi
Juana had left her father's house—doubtless h<

had practically driven her forth—and was earn-

ing her living in a travelling circus. I ascer-

tained where the circus was, and I had ar

interview with Miss Juana one night after the

performance. Miss Juana was in her circus-

dress, a curiously showy riding-habit, and she

had paint on her dear face. The interview was
inexpressibly painful to me. I cannot narrate

it in full.

*I said: "Miss Juana, marry me. I im-
plore you ! Never mind your father's consent.

Anything to save you from this. I implore
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you to marry me ! I love you more than
ever."

' I did not tell her that I had no means of

livelihood now. I had absolutely forgotten the

fact.

'She replied : "Why, Mr. Featherstone, I

am getting an honest living."

* I said again :
" Marry me."

* I could not argue.

* She said :
" A year ago I v^rould have

married you. I liked you. But I cannot

marry you now."
* I asked madly :

" Why ?"

* She replied :
" Things have happened in

the meantime."

* I returned to London last night and bought
a revolver. It is my intention to kill myself in

Mr. Craig's own room while he is out at lunch.

This seems to me proper, but I may be mad.
Who knows? My brain may be unhinged.

As for my oath of secrecy, Raphael Craig

cannot demand secrecy from a dead man. If

this document leads to his punishment, let it.

I care not. And Juana, as she says herself, is

getting an honest living. She is independent

of her terrible father.

* It is half-past one o'clock in the morning.

i!'
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In twelve hours I shall be in the beyond,
will place this statement in a vase on th

mantelpiece. Let who will find it.

* Given under my dying hand,
* Robert J. Dalrymple Featherstone.

When Simon Lock had finished the perusa
of this document he passed his hand before hii

eyes. The dead man's handwriting, although
perfectly clear, was so fine that even the delicate

shades of Simon Lock's electric chandelier had
not been able to prevent the august financier

from feeling the effects of the strain ; but the
condition of his eyes was a trifle. He experi-
enced a solid and satisfying joy—such joy as he
had not felt for a very long time.

* You have read it ?' he questioned Oakley.
* I took that liberty, sir,' said Oakley, who

was now the old Oakley again—formal, dry,

submissive.

* And what did you think of it, Oakley ?'

*I thought, sir, that it might prove useful

to you.'

*Did you assume that I was the unnamed
man against whom this wonderful Raphael
Craig is directing what he calls his vengeance f

'

* Yes, sir.'
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* Ah !' breathed Simon Lock. * I've just got

this in time.'

'You think that you have got it in time,

sir?'

* Yes, my young friend. It is a nice question

whether it constitutes legal evidence, but any-

howr, it constitutes a lever which I think I can

use pretty effectively upon Mr. Craig.'

* Then you deem it valuable, sir ?'

* Yes,' said Simon Lock.
* What do you think it is worth to you, sir?'

Oakley looked peculiarly at his master, who
paused.

* Well, Oakley,' he said at length, * since you
put it in that way, it is worth, we'll say, a

hundred pounds to me. I'll draw you a

cheque. It will pay the expenses of your

summer holiday.'

* Thank you, sir,' said Oakley impassively.

' May I just glance at the document again, sir .?

There was one point
'

Simon Lock handed him the dead man's

message. Oakley took it, folded it carefully,

and placed it in his pocket.

* What the devil are you doing ?' Simon
Lock demanded angrily.

* I was venturing to think, sir, that, after all,

I

1.

(

I

i



il:

fi

I

238 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

the document belonged to me by right of dis-

covery. And since I have the misfortune to

differ from you as to its monetary value
'

Simon Lock jumped up, and then he looked

rather cautiously at Mr. Oakley's somewhat
muscular frame.

* Look here ' Simon Lock began im-
peratively.

* In my hip-pocket I have a revolver, Mr.
Lock,' said Mr. Oakley. • Force, therefore,

would be a mistake.*

* I see,' said Simon Lock. * Well, what do

you think the thing worth ?*

*Ten thousand pounds,' said Mr. Oakley
imperturbably. * I will hand it over to you in

exchange for a promissory note for that amount
payable at three months.'

There was a long pause. Simon Lock had
the precious gift of knowing when he was
beaten.

* I accept,' he said.

* Thank you ; here is the document,' said

Oakley when he had received the promissory

note.

After Simon Lock had transferred the paper

to his own pocket he remarked

:

* Oakley, the position which you occupy here

h
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is quite beneath your high capabilities. I

dismiss you. I will write you out a cheque

for a month's wages. Leave the house within

an hour.'

*With pleasure, sir,' said Mr. Oakley,

exactly as he had accepted the invitation to

dinner.

liM

had
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i

(

ai



CHAPTER XV

ARRIVAL OF SIMON

At Queen's Farm, Hockliffe, the excitations

of the terrible evening on v^rhich Juana facec

her father, and on which Richard and Teresi

were betrothed, seemed to have exhausted th<

actors in those trying scenes. Only Teresi

herself maintained her spirits through a nigh

of sleeplessness, and Teresa's eyes disclosec

a simple and profound happiness of the soul

which proved how well the forced engagemen

with Richard suited her inclinations. As fo

Richard, he, too, was happy in the betrothal

but his experience of the world—a thousandfol<

greater than Teresa's—was responsible for fore

bodings that filled him with apprehensior

He could not but feel that disaster—perhap

immediate disaster—waited upon the scheme

of Raphael Craig, those schemes of whos

success the old man was so proudly confiden

Richard guessed, naturally, that Raphai

240
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Craig was waging war on Simon Lock, and
his common-sense predicted with a.^surancc

that in this struggle of the weak against the
strong the strong would crush and the weak
would be crushed. The exact nature of
Raphael Craig's plan, of which Richard was
still in ignorance, seemed to the young man to
be a matter of comparative unimportance. He
perceived, at any rate, that the campaign was
a financial one. That was enough ; in the realm
of finance Simon Lock had long been peerless,

and though, as the newspaper hinted, Simon
was temporarily at a disadvantage, it was absurd
to pretend for an instant that Raphael Craig,

undistinguished, even unknown, cuuld win.
So ran the course of Richard's thoughts as he

lay resting during the early hours of the morn-
ing on the Chesterfield in the drawing-room.
Raphael Craig had retired to his room. Teresa
had also retired. Juana and Bridget were
attending on the stricken detective. Each had
expressed her intention of sitting up all night.
Whenever Richard's somewhat somnolent
meditations turned in the direction of the
detective he could not help thinking that here,
in this sick man, helpless, hurt, delirious,

was the instrument of Simon Lock's ultimate

16



Ii -

241 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

success. Nolan knew, or Nolan shrewdl:

surmised now, that Raphael Craig had grossl;

outraged the Coinage Acts. Nolan had doubt

less collected a sufficient body of evidenc

at least to secure a committal for trial and s

it was an indubitable fact to be faced tha

immediately Nolan recovered, or partial

recovered, the forces of the law would I

set in motion against Craig-against Crai|

the father of his betrothed. Then-Queer

Farm would doubtless explode like a bomb

!

But was Raphael Craig the father ot \

betrothed? Had Juana lied on the previo

nieht, or had the old man lied ? Here we

questions which Richard preferred to sh.

rather than to answer.

A much more important question was, Wl

would Raphael Craig be likely to do in regJ

to Nolan ? As things stood, Nolan was at

mercy—helpless in his house. Certainly Cr

would by this time have arrived at the cone

sion that instantly Nolan was enabled to le

the house his own ruin would occur. Rich

did not believe that Craig's scheme could
[

sibly succeed after Craig was clapped in pn

as a coiner. He, indeed, suspected that C

had only made this boast in order to dispel
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suspicions which Richard might entertain as to
the bodily safety of Nolan within the precincts
of Queen's Farm.

Yet it came to that : Richard wa*; not with-
out fear that the old man might attempt to
murder Nolan. Nolan dead, and his body dis-
posed of, Craig was safe. It was a frightful
thought, but Raphael Craig', ilemeano.ir
whenever he referred to his hfe long .cheme
of vengeance gave at least some excuse for It.

At eight o'clock there was a tap at the
drawing-room door. Richard jumped up and
came out of the room. Bridget stood before
him.

* Miss Teresa up?' he asked.

* No,' said the housekeeper, * and not likely
to be yet, the darling ! I came to give ye a
hint, Mr. Redgrave, that ye might do worse
than seek a breakfast down in the village at
the White Horse.'

* How's the patient ?' he asked.
* Micky, ye mean ? Better— though the

spalpeen doesn't deserve God's goodness nor
Miss Juana's loving care.'

' Mr. Craig up ?' he asked further
' No,* said Bridget.

*Yes,' said Richard, 'I'll go down to the

16—
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village, and come back again in a couple ol

hours.*

He passed quietly out of the house. H<

had, however, not the slightest intention oi

going down to the village. Determined tc

ignore the fact that he had been caught as i

spy once, and the risk that he might be caughi

again, he turned to the left as soon as he wai

out of the garden and crept under the garder

wall up to the sheds, which he cautiously

entered. Safely within the range of buildings

he soon found an outlook therefrom whicl

commanded a view of the house—a vantage-

point whence he could see iihout bein^

seen.

Nothing unusual occurred. Indeed, sav(

that Bridget came forth to attend to the mares

having doubtless been instructed to do so b;

Teresa, nothing occurred at all till a little afte

nine o'clock. Then Mr. Craig issued quickl;

out of the house, went along the boreen, an(

down towards the village. At a discreet dis

tance Richard followed him, for he deemed i

his bounden duty to keep an eye on Raphac

Craig until Nolan, the detective, should hav

departed from the house. It was not pleasan

for him to think of his prospective father-in-la\
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as a potential murderer, but he had no alter-

native save to face the possibility. It is a full

mile from Queen's Farm to Hockliffe village.

Mr. Craig, however, walked quickly, and the
distance was soon accomplished. The old man
went into the general store, which is also the
post-office—a tiny place crammed with the
produce of the East and of the West. After
a moment's hesitation, Richard also walked
towards the post-office. When he reached it,

Mr. Craig was in the act of paying for a
telegram.

* Hullo
! Good-morning,' said Raphael Craig

blithely. * What are you doing here ?*

* I came for some stamps,' Richard answered.
* Hum ! They said you'd gone down to the

village for breakfkst. What with one thing
and another, our household arrangements are

somewhat upset, I'm afraid. Ta-ta
!'

Raphael Craig left the shop, apparently quite
incurious as to Richard's doings or plans for
the day. Richard was decidedly reassured by
the man's demeanour. He seemed as sane, as

calm, as collected as a bank manager could be.
And yet—last night

!

Richard breakfasted at the hostelry of the
White Horse, and then walked slowly back to

1

1

Jl
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Queen's Farm. As he approached the ho
he met Richard Craig again going down
the village. Four times that day the old n
went down himself to the village post-office
despatch telegrams, and he openly stated t

he was going to despatch telegrams.

Teresa was in the orchard, and Richard w
to her. He said that he did not see how
could stay longer in the house, that he ou|
to return to London, and yet that he scare
cared to leave.

To his surprise, Teresa appeared agitated a

distressed at the mere idea of his leaving.
' Don't go at present,' she urged him. * S

at least another twenty-four hours. Just thi
how I am fixed. That man ill and delirious
by the way, Juana won't leave his side—

a

father and Juana not on speaking terms. Th(
is no knowing what may happen. We need
pretend to each other, Dick, that there is

something very peculiar and mysterious abc
father. I dare say you know more than I c

and I shan't ask questions. I don't want
know, Dick, so long as you're here. But <

stay a bit. Stay till something turns up.'
'Till something turns up?' He repeat

her phrase. * What do you mean .?'

y
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That night Richard was provided with a

it Ah'
^'

;f'""''.

himself unable to sleep on

seemed to h,m-there was a rap on his door.
Mr. Redgrave.

The voice was Juana's.

' Yes,' he answered. • Anything the matter ?•

Lan you come and speak to Mr. Nolan >He wants to speak to you, and nothing else
will satisfy him." ^

the landmg where a lamp was burning. Juana

wa.t.ng for h,m. She beckoned him down the

in 2i:tJ:::'
''' '-' ""'" ^°"'--''«='*

As though it had been previously arranged

R r." T' •'"'"'' ^'P' -' of the room

gei
"'

''' '"^"'^^ -- ="--
":

' You're looking better,' Richard said.

scounf I 'f '° '°"'''' ^^'-^ N"'^"-
' That old

scoundrel sleeps next door. Yes, I'm better

'

I H

-tK^»t!/TJi^JnC!«ai^^lWX'3«ll»^
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he went on rather wearily, shifting the posi

of a pillow, * thanks to nursing. I wish to

something to you. You know a good
about my business up here. You've been
the same business yourself Well, look h(

if any questions are asked, I don't want yoi

know anything about what I've done or v
I've found out.'

* Whatever do you mean .?' Richard askec

*Oh dear!' the other said pettishly; *c
you understand ? I mean down at Scotl

Yard. If any of 'em should come to you,
know, say nothing. Fact is, I'm going to

the old man off, if I can—I'm bound to

him off. It's all got to be hushed up, if I

Nolan, Esquire, can manage it.'

' Why ?' asked Richard calmly.

' Why did you chuck the job up ?' retur

Nolan. ' Can't I follow your example ?'

* Do you mean that you—er—Miss Juan;
* Precisely.' said Nolan. ' I met her do

at Limerick months ago—long before the de
of old Featherstone—when I was engaged
inquiries about old Craig's antecedents, to

if I couldn't throw any light on the matter

his treasure of new silver, which has interes

the police for a year past. I met her I had

-.-^><5

t€ll^^ifev '^MP^^- '^
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the least notion that she was his daughter I
was afraid that I should never see her again.
And then, when I woke up in the cursed little
room here and found her bending over me—
by Heaven, it was too much ! For the time,
I do believe, it made me worse. She has told
me a lot to-day. I haven't been delirious since
early this morning. Oh yes, Redgrave, I've
got to chuck it. I wouldn't harm that woman
or anything that belonged to her—not to be
Chief of Police in Paris ! You and I must put
our heads together and concoct a tale that will
satisfy the people in London.'
The door opened, and Juana entered with

a firm step.

* Time's up,' she said, looking at the man in
bed. * I gave you five minutes, and you've
had ten. Good-night, Mr. Redgrave-and
thanks.'

Here indeed was spirited nursing.
Richard retired to his own room, intending

to think things over, but instead of thinking
tor some reason or other, he slept heavily till
nine o'clock. Then he dressed and descended
and, seeing no one about, went into the garden'
Almost at the same moment a light trap drove
up to the garden-gate. ^ -

^

Telling the di iver not



3!l,

d h

m

li

250 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

to wait, a man got down from the vehicle,

was Mr. Simon Lock.

* Ah ! Mr. Redgrave,* said Simon Lo<

* you seem to be at home here. Can you t

me if Mr. Craig is at home ?'

i W

u

i i
I 1

# ; 1
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1 Lock,

you tell

. CHAPTER XVI

THE INTERVIEW

At the same moment as Simon Lock spoke
a window opened in the upper story of Queen's
Farm, and Raphael Craig showed his head.
Raphael Craig was fully dressed, and his face

had the freshness of morning. Richard looked
apprehensively from one to the other of these

old men and old enemies, expecting from either

or both an outburst of wrath—such a terrible

outburst as twenty years might have prepared

;

but nothing of the kind happened.
* Good-morning, Mr. Lock,' said Raphael

Craig blandly.

Simon Lock, equally with Richard, was as-

tonished by the mildness of this greeting.
' Good-day to you,' said Simon Lock. ' You

do not seem surprised to see me,' he added.
*Not in the least,' said Craig. * On the

contrary, I was expecting you.'

Simon Lock started.

251
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' Ah !' was all he said.

* Excuse me one instant/ said Craig. * I w

be down immediately to welcome you to 1

house. You will, I trust, take breakfast w
us. And you, too, Redgrave, will break!

with us. Let me beg you not to run away

you did yesterday morning.'

The bank manager had positively turr

courtier !

On his way down he intercepted Mrs. Bridj

between the dining-room and the kitchen, a

told her to have breakfast ready for five witl

half an hour.

» But ' began Mrs. Bridget, raising 1

bony hands.

* For five,* repeated Raphael Craig, * in Y

an hour.*

Then he went forward, and invited Sinr

Lock to enter, and led him to the drawing-roc

and Richard also. His attitude towards

guests, though a shade formal, was irreproai

ably hospitable. Anyone could see that Sin"

Lock felt himself at a disadvantage. The gr

and desperate financier had anticipated a reo

tion utterly different ; this suavity and benign

did not fit in with the plan of campaign wh
he had schemed out, and he was nonplussed.

\
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Once he did manage to put in :

* I called to see you, Craig
'

' After breakfast, I pray,' the other cut him
short.

A gong rang. Raphael Craig rose and

opened the drawing-room door, and the three

men passed into the dining-room. Coffee,

bacon, and eggs we re on the table. The two
girls—Teresa in a light summer frock and

Juana still in her dark habit—stood by the

mantelpiece. They were evidently in a state

of great curiosity as to the stranger, the rumour
of whose advent had reached them through
Mrs. Bridget. Juana was, beyond question,

perturbed. The fact was that at Teresa's in-

stigation she had meant that morning to

approach her father amicably, and was fearful

of the upshot. Raphael Craig, however, cut

short her suspense. He kissed both girls on
the forehead, and then said

:

* Mr. Lock, let me introduce my daughter

Juana, my daughter Teresa. My dears, this is

Mr. Simon Lock, who has run down to see me
on a matter of business, and will do us the

honour of breakfasting with us.'

The meal, despite the ordinariness of its

service, had the deadly and tremendous formality

!,
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of a state dinner at Buckingham Palace. C

vcrsation, led judicially by the host him
was kept up without a break, but Simon I

distinctly proved that the social arts were
his forte. The girls talked timidly, like scl

misses on their best behaviour, while Richa

pose and Richard's words were governed
more than his characteristic caution. C
Raphael Craig Seemed at ease, and the old i

appeared to take a ferocious but restrai

delight in the unnatural atmosphere wl
he had created. It was as if he saw written

every face the expectation of some dreai

sequel, and rejoiced in those signs of fear

dread. His eyes said :
* Yes, I can see that

are all desperately uncomfortable. It is w
You are afraid of something happening,

you shall not be disappointed.'

* Now, girls,' he said lightly, after the n
was finished, * go and amuse yourselves,

don't forget your poor patient upstairs.'

* You have someone ill in the house ?' Sin

Lock ventured.

* Yes,* said Craig ;
* a fool of a Scotland Y

detective who got himself into trouble up h

by ferreting about.'

Simon Lock turned pale.
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* He was nearly killed,' Raphael Craig went
on. * We are nursing him back to life.* The
old man laughed. * And now for our business/
he said, and turned to Richard. I will see Mr.
Lock in the drawing-room, and I shall ask you,
Mr. Redgrave, to be present at our interview."

* Is that necessary ?' asked Simon Lock pom-
pously.

* I have omitted to tell you,' said Raphael
Craig, 'that Mr. Richard Redgrave is my
prospective son-in-law, engaged to my daughter
Te.esa. I have no secrets from him.'
Simon Lock bowed. They returned to the

drawing-room, and at a sign from Raphael
Craig Richard closed the door.

*Now, Mr. Lock,' said Raphael Craig
when they were seated, ' what can I do for
you r

' You said from your bedroom window that
you were expecting me,' Simon Lock replied.
* Therefore you are probably aware of the
nature of my business, since I have given you
no warning of my arrival.'

Mr Lock's face disclosed the fact that he
had summoned all his faculties—and he was a
man of many faculties—to the task that lay
before him. Various things had irked and

M
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annoyed him that morning, but in order

retain the mien of diplomacy he was compel

to seem to ignore them. There could be

doubt, for example, that he bitterly resen

the presence of Richard at this interview,

what could he do save swallow the afFro

The whole situation was a humiliating one

Simon Lock, who was much more accustor

to dictate termd than to have terms dictate!

him. Still, it was to his credit as a mar

nerve and a man of resource that he was ;

to adapt himself to unusual circumstances,

had a triple feat to perform—to keep his digr

to be diplomatic, and to be firm. He

come with a precise end in view, and he

willing to sacrifice everything to that

Behold him, therefore, in the drawing-rooi

Queen's Farm—him, the demi-god of the (

trying to show a pleasant and yet a formid

face under extraordinary trials.

•It is true,' said Raphael Craig, * th

expected you. But it was my instinct 1

than anything else that led me to expect

You come, I presume, about the shares o

Princesse Mine.*

* Exactly,' said Simon Lock.

» You have contracted to sell more of
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shares than you can supply, and the price has
risen ?'

* Exactly/ said Simon Lock, smiling cau-
tiously.

Raphael Craig was, so far, courtesy itself.

* And you wish to get the bargain cancelled ?'

* I am prepared to pay for the accommoda-
tion.*

*And to get the bargain cancelled,' Craig
pursued, * you come to me.'

* I come to you,' repeated Simon Lock.
*Yet you could have no direct knowledge

that I had any influence over these shares.'
* No direct knowledge,' said Lock ; « but an

indirect knowledge. Perhaps,' he added, in a
peculiar tone, * I know more than you guess.'

*As for example ?'

* Perhaps I could answer the question, which
certainly demands an answer, how you, a mere
manager of a branch of our bank, in receipt of
a not excessive salary, found the money to
become a power on the Westralian market.
As the chairman of the directors of the bank
I have, I think, Mr. Craig, the right to put
that question.*

* You have first to prove that I indeed am a
power on the Westralian market.'

^7

*

111
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' The proof of that is in the mere fact

I_I^am here at the present moment.'

Raphael Craig smiled.

* You are correct/ he said. * That fa

a proof in itself. I admit that I am a pc

To save unnecessary words, I frankly a

that I hold La Princesse Mine in the he

of my hand. Vou have come to the p

person, Mr. Lock. We meet at last,

am I to understand that one object of

visit here is to discover how I became poss

of the means which a manipulator of rrn

must possess ?'

* I confess I should like to know from

own lips.'

« Well, Mr. Lock, I shall not tell yo\

is no business of yours. The sole fac

concerns you is that I am in a positi

control this particular market, not h

arrived at that position.'

'
Raphael Craig's tone had sud. .ily b

inimical, provocative, almost insolent.

Simon Lock coughed. The momei

come. He said

:

* On the night before his decease tl

Mr. Featherstone, whose death we all 1

wrote out a sort of confession
'
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You are mistaken,' said Raphael Craie-with absolute imperturbability ; '
it „,,

*
rf.e last night but one before hfs 'death. IC
k.ll.ng himself instantly. He came up hereo see me mstead. He told me he ha'd

p"
eveo^thmg on paper. He made an urgentrequest, a very urgent request, to me "o re-consider a certain decision of mine. I dechned to reconsider it. On the other hand

Jt,
left the next morning, and killed himselfI merely mention these circumstances ^t'-ke of historical exactitude. I suppose you

At this point Richard rose and walked tothe window. The frosty coldness, the cvll^
carelessness, of Raphael r™.„' ^ '

him feel almost 11 L^' """'"" "^"^^

-elation of thitpth":,r:,rirptr
F.-0 achieve his design at no mre;wT:;

SimLt'ck^ Yof„f
it somehow.- said

of its value whJ° ^^'^^ ^'^^ ' 'hinkvalue when I tell you that
thousand pounds for It.

I paid ten

17—
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« Hum r murmured Craig. ' What i

prises me is that the police did not get h

of it long ago. They must be very care

searchers. My opinion of Scotland Yan

going down rapidly.' He paused, and t

continued:
* It was indiscreet of you.

Lock, to pay ten thousand pounds^ for

document. It i? quite useless to you.

* I fear you cannot be aware what n

it' said Simon Lock. *It is indisput

evidence that during many years past

have been in the habit of coining large q

tiHes of silver money.*

* What of that ?'

«It means penal servitude for you,

Craig, if I give it up to the police. I

trust you wiU^ not compel me to sue

extreme course.*

' How can I persuade you to have men

me ?' laughed Raphael Craig.

The other evidently did not appreci

full extent of the old man's sarcasm.

« It will not be difficult,' said Simon

* provided you are reasonable. I will tel

without any circumlocution what my

are.' Simon was feeling firm ground

his feet at last, as he thought, Wh
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terms are.' He repeated the phrase, which
seemed to give him satisfaction. * You must
instruct your agents to agree to a cancellation
of the contracts to sell La Princesse shares.
They must let go.'

*As those contracts stand, Mr. Lock, how
much do you reckon you would lose on
them ?'

* I cannot say,' said Lock stiffly.

' I will tell you,' said Raphael Craig. * You
would lose something between two and a hair
and three millions of money. What you ask
IS that I should make you a present of this
trifling sum.*

*In return I will give you Featherstone's
document.'

* Nothing else ? Nothing in solid cash ?'

Simon Lock reflected.

* Yes,' he said, * I will give you a hundred
thousand in cash.'

* Make it a quarter of a million,' Raphael
Craig affected to plead.

*I will make it a quarter of a million,'
said Simon Lock, * though I am condon-
ing a felony. I will give you the docu-
ment and a quarter of a million in exchange
for a cancellation of all the La Princesse
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That IS a clear and business-1contracts.

ofFer.'

* It is,' said Craig. * And I refuse it.'

* You want more ? I decline to give it.'

* I don't want more. If you offered me

millions I wouldn't accept it.'

* You prefer to go to prison ? You pr

that I should give the document to

police ?'

*I care not,' said Craig. *I shall be

fectly content to end my days in prison

have ruined you, Simon Lock.' He jun

up, and almost shouted, * I have ruined

Simon Lock, and I can die happy—whethi

prison or out of it makes no matter. In

days hence the contracts must be fulfill

you must deliver the shares, or you are a rt

man. And you cannot deliver the sharei

have seen to that. Let happen what may

contracts are in safe hands. You will

noticed that my name does not appea

them, and you are ruined. Vou are ru

Simon, you are ruined—unless I choose t

merciful.

He spoke the last words in low, delit

tones, quite different from the rest of the sp

and this change evidently puzzled Simon ]
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who was now undecided whether still to main-
tain a peacefpl attitude or to threaten and
bluster.

Raphael Craig went on, looking at Richard:
* These great financiers, Redgrave—you see

they are not so great after all. The genius of
Simon Lock in juggling with other people's

money is supposed to be transcendent, yet how
easily I have juggled with his ! It is not more
than three months ago that I first saw my
opportunity of working on a big scale. I ob-
tained information about the probable tactics

of the people in charge of Princesse shares, and
I took my measures accordingly. By the way,
it is surprising the number of people in the
City who were delighted to assist ^le in ruining
Simon Lock. The most staid persons seemed
to take a fiendish glee in it.*

Simon Lock smiled rather grimly, and
Raphael Cri.ig pursued his way

:

*I knew that the great Lock group were
selling Princesse shares for the fall. It was
very silly of them, though, to sell more than
they could deliver, especially as there doesn't
happen to have been a fall.'

* I am sure,' said Simon Lock, * that you
won't mind telling me who disclosed the nature

4
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of our operations in the matter of the Prino

shares.*

* With the greatest pleasure in the woi

said Raphael Craig. * It was one of your c

intimate gang—your private secretary, Oak

I bought him, body and soul, for a thouj

pounds.*

* And he sold, ) ou to me for ten thousa

murmured Simon Lock, half to himself. * I

well rid of him. And now *—he turnet

Craig, and put some firmness into his vok

* do, please, come to some arrangement.*

* Arrangement !' exclaimed Raphael.

jrood joke ! Certainly we will come t- s

arrangement. But fir- I must tell Redgi

who has the right to know, the history o

girl he is about to marry. I will tell hi

your presence, and when I make any

of fact you can correct me. Many years

Richard, I was engaged to a beautiful g

native of Limerick. She was an orphan

had lived with friends until she becar

school-teacher, when she lived by he

She had some aristocratic Spanish blood 11

veins through her mother's father, who

married her grand-mother in Buenos Ayre

met her in Limerick when I was a clerk i
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bank theie. I fell in love with her. I asked
her to be my wife, and she consented. We
were to be married as soon as my salary had
sufficiently increased. I then had an offer of
a situation in the British and Scotrish, just

starting on its successful career, and I re-

moved to London. We arranged that I should

save every possible penny, and that we should
get married in about two years' time. It was
from motives of economy that I allowed a

whole year to pass without revisiting Limerick.
I continually received letters from my fiancee,

and though their tone was never excessively

warm, it was always tender, and it satisfied me.
As for me, I was passionately in love. I had
never seen such an adorable creature as my
betrothed—her name was Juana—and I have
never since seen her equal. For me she was,
and always will be, the world's jewel. . . .

Well, a change came over the scene. I noticed
sonicJthing in her letters—something which I

could not define. Then, after an interval of
silence, came a letter saying she could not
n arry me. I got leave of absence—not with-
out a gPiat deal of difficulty—and hastened
over to Limerick. Juana had left Limerick.
1 found her at length in a remote mountain



266 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

village, and I drew from her her story. It

a shocking one. A man—a stranger f

Lx)ndon— who must have been a hi]

plausible person in those days, whatever 1

now—had dazzled her by his profession

admiration and love. He was a rich man

then, and he made her a brilliant offe

marriage. The poor girl was carried off

feet. Unduly urged, and her mind pois

by his lies concerning myself, her faith ii

shaken by the stoppage for some weeks o1

letters, she consented to marry this man.

married him. They lived together for a

period. And all this time she had not coi

to write and confess to me the truth,

the n.m left her, and coolly informed hei

the marriage was a bogus marriage from b

ning to end—that he was, in fact, al

married. He said he wished to have nc

more to do with her, and gave her a bant

for a thousand pounds to solace her woi

feelings, which bank-note she flung int

fire. You may ask why this man wa

prosecuted for bigamy. I will tell you.

, matter was kept quiet in order to spa

feelings of my poor deluded Juana.

what the trial would have meant to h

- k^
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nysclf arranged with the priest and one or two
other officials that the whole thing should be
buried in jblivion. I had reserved my own
punishment for the villain who thus escaped
the lav. To proceed, Juana haH vo children

—twins. ' They were named Juf u ,nd Teresa.

Shortly after their birth their mother died.

But before she died—on her death-bed—

I

married her. I had begged to do so before,

but she had declificd. I swore to her that I

would regard Juana and Teresa as my own
children, but of my intended vengeance against
her murderer I said nothing. Hers was a
gentle heart, and she might have put me on
my oath to abando hat vengeance. From the
day of her death 1 lived for nothing save the
punishment of a villain. It was my one
thought. I subordinated everything to it. It

made my temper uncertain ; it involved me in

endless difficulties; it estranged me from my
dear one's elder daughter, and often I felt that
I was harsh to Teresa, my favourite and the
last-born. But I could not do otherwise. I

was a monomaniac. I dreamt only of the
moment whf 1 I should see my enemy at my
feet, begging for mercy. That moment has
come. He is here. Watch him. He could

4
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only be wounded in one place-his pock

His pocket is the heel of this noble AchiU

and it is his pocket that my sword has pierce

With outstretched finger Raphael Cr;

pointed with passionate scorn at the figure

Simon Lock.
* Beg for my mercy,' Craig commanded.

And to Richard's amazement Simon b

answered: •

^

* I entreat your mercy, Craig.

* That is well. I am satisfied,* said Cr

* They say that revenge turns to ashes in

mouth. I don't think it does.'

* Mr Craig.' said Lock suavely to Rich

'has given a highly-coloured account c

somewhat ordinary affair. But to appease

I do certainly ask his mercy. I do admit

• he has the upper hand.'

* And I will see you eternally damned, bi

Lock,' said Raphael Craig, ' before I grant

an ounce of mercy! There is no mere;

such as you, who are never merciful
:

selves. I only wanted to hear you beg,

was all. I hadn't the slightest intentu

letting you off.'

Simon Lock got up.

' It is as well,' he said, ' that this farce s
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end. In asking your mercy I was only using a

form of words in order to pacify you. I recog-

nised that you were suffering, as you yourself

have admitted, from a sort of mania, and I took

what 1 thought was the easiest course with

you. As to the past, we will not go into that.

Your version of it is ridiculously overstated.

I shall now leave. In twenty-four hours you

will be in prison. You say that the fact of

your being in prison will not affect the Prin-

cesse contracts. I think it will. I think that

when I inform the Stock Exchange Committee

that the real mover of those contracts is await-

ing his trial as a coiner, the Committee will do

something drastic. I might have told you this

before, but I wished, if possible, to arrive at an

amicable settlement. In offering you two

hundred and fifty thousand pounds I fancy I

was meeting you more than half-way. Good-

day, Mr. Craig; good-day, Mr. Redgrave.

And, Mr. Redgrave, have a care how you mix

yourself up with this Craig, and, above all, do

not take for gospel everything that he says as to

my past history.*

Simon Lock made his exit from the room

with immense dignity.

* He is bluffing,' said Raphael Craig. ' He
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is at the end of his tether, and he knows

but he has blufFed it out very well. The

man smiled happily. * You are still preparec

marry Teresa ?* he asked.

Richard took Mr. Craig's hand.



CHAPTER XVII

THE CLOSE

* Would our mother have wished it ?'

These words, uttered in a tone of grave, sad

questioning, were followed by a hush among
the group which sat under the trees in the

orchard that same afternoon. The two mares

belonging to Mr. Craig, and Juana's strawberry

roan, were feeding close by, the summer flies

their sole trouble. The group consisted of

Raphael Craig, the two girls who, as he had
said, were his daughters by right of all he had
done for them, and Richard. Old Craig had,

without any reservation, told Juana and Teresa
the history of their mother, and the history of
his vengeance on the man who had so cruelly

wronged their mother. He explained to them,
with a satisfaction which he took no trouble
to hide, how Simon Lock, after a career of
splendour, was now inevitably doomed to ruin.

He told them how for twenty years he had
271
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lived solely for the achievement of

moment, and that, now it had come, he

content. ,

But Juana had said, 'Would our mother

Mrished it r And her phrase reminded B ic

of the old man's phrase to Simon Lock ii

morning—* Hers was a gentle heart,

sisters looked at each other, unquiet irresc

« This Simon Lock is our real father, tl

said Teresa.

* Have I not just told you so ? said th

man. ,

* Let him off, father,' Juana murmured

Teresa's eyes, though she said nothmg,

ported her sister.

* Why ?' asked Raphael Craig.

* Surely you despise him too much to

him Is not the best punishment for hi

own conscience and your silent contempt

*No,' cried the old man, suddenly si

up ' No, I will never let him go free !

all'these years of labour and sleepless wat

shall I take my hands: off his throat

You don't know what you ask, Juana

you were always against me, Juana, eve

you were a little child-you who bea

mother's name, too I'
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' Nay, father; said Juana ;
* I admire you-

defence of my mother. I love you for it I
think you are the noblest man alive. But you
will be nobler if you let this man go free. He
is beneath your notice.'

* Never !' repeated the old man, and walked
quickly out of the orchard.

The three young people, left together,
scarcely knew what to say to each other. The
girls were, very naturally, excited and perturbed
by the recital to which they had just listened.
As for Richard, he was still in a state of sus-
pense, of apprehension, almost of fear. To
him the very atmosphere of Queen's Farm
seemed to be charged with the messages of
tate. Raphael Craig's profound self-satisfaction
struck Richard as quite child-like. Did this
man, so experienced in the world, really think

I

hat Simon Lock would quietly allow himself
to be ruined? Did he really thin hat the
struggle was over ? And if, on the ot.er hand,
he thought that Simon Lock would procure
Wiis arrest, was he actually prepared to go to
prison, and to die there ? Richard picturedMmon Lock as planning all sorts of deep-laid
^chemes against Raphael Craig. He felt thatbimon Lock would never be * at the end of his

18
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tether,' as the old man had termed it, until

Simon Lock was dead. He felt just a little bit

for Simon Lock on account of the humiliations

which that proud personage had been made to

suffer that morning, an^^ he felt so, despite his

detestation of Lock's past career and of his

general methods. He found it impossible to

get very angry about a sin committed twenty

years ago.?

That night Nolan, the detective, though

better than on the previous day, was suffering

from a slight temporary relapse. Richard

volunteered to sit up with him, as the man

could only sleep at intervals. Both Bridget

and Juana were exhausted with the nursing,

and Juana would not hear of Teresa sitting up.

So it came about that Richard insisted on per-

forming the duty himself.

It was a warm summer night, rather too

warm for comfort, and for a little space the

two men talked on miscellaneous subjects.

Then Nolan asked for something to drink, and

having drunk, went off into a sound sleep. So

far as Richard could see, the patient was better

again. Richard occupied an easy-chair by the

window. There was twilight all through the

night. For a long time Richard gazed idly out
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of the window into the western arch of the sky.

As hour eftcr hour passed the temperature grew
chilly. He closed the window. Nolan still

slept peacefully. Richard drew down the blind,

and said to himself that he would have a doze
in the easy-chair.

The next thing of which he was conscious

was a knocking at the door.

* Yes, yes,* he answered sleepily, and Mrs.
Bridget burst in.

* Mr. Redgrave !' she cried, * an' have ye
heard nothing ? Surely the ould master's not

in his bed, and something's happened. May the

Virgin protect us all this night
!'

Richard saw wild terror in the woman's
eyes. He sprang up. He was fully and
acutely awake, but the sick man slept on. He
went quietly and quick ^ out of the room.

Juana and Teresa stood ii. tne passage, alarmed
and dishevelled.

* He is gone !' Teresa exclaimed. * I wonder
you heard nothing, as his was the next room.
It was Bridget who heard a sort of shout, she
says, outside, and then looked out of her
window, and she thinks she heard a motor-
car.*

* Which way was it going ?* asked Richard.

18—2
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* Sure and it's mesclf that can't tell ye, sir,'

said Mrs. Bridget.

Richard reflected a moment.
' Why has he gone oflF like this in the night ?'

questioned Juana.

'Suppose that he has been captured—^ab-

ducted—what th-in?' said Richard. * Teresa,'

he added, *put your things on. You and I

will go after him. Juana and Bridget must

see to the nursing. Let there be no delay.'

His words were auth( ritative, and both girls

departed. Richard proceeded to examine the

bedroom of the vanished Raphael Craig. It

was in a state of wild confusion. The bed had

not been slept in ; the bed was,>indeed, almost

the sole undisturbed article in the room. A

writing bureau stood in the corner between

the window and the' fireplace, and apparently

Mr. Craig had been sitting at this. The

ink-bottle was overturned, the rows of small

drawers had all been forced open, and papers,

blown by the wind from the open window,

were scattered round the room. The window

was wide open from the bottom, and on the

sill Richard noticed a minute streak of blood,

quite wet. The wall - paper beneath the

window was damaged, as though by feet. The
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window-curtains were tern. Richard judged
that Raphael Craig must have been surprised

while writing, gagged, and removed forcibly

from the room by the window. He turned

again within the room, but he observed

nothing further of interest except that the

drawers and cupboards of a large mahogany
wardrobe had been forced, and their contents

flung on thw floor.

Richard went downstairs and out of the

house by the front-door. He travelled round

the house by the garden-path, till he came
under the window of Raphael's bedroom, and

there he found the soil trodden down and some
flowers broken off their stalks ; but there were
no traces of footsteps on the hard gravelled

path. He returned to the house.

* Mr. Craig has certainly been carried off,*

he said to Teresa, who was just coming down
the stairs, candle in hand.

She wore over her dress a coat, and a small

hat was on her head.

* Carried off !' she exclaimed, and the candle

shook. * By whom ?'

* Need we ask ? Your father thought he
had done with Simon Lock, but Simon Lock
is not so easily done with.*

.
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« But what can Simon Lock do with fothcr?'

* Anything that a villain dares,' said Richard.

« Come a'iong ; don't wait. We will take one

of the motor-cars and follow.'

They ran forth from the house to the sheds.

The D^cauville car stood in the first shed.

* Is it ready for acticii, do you know ?' asked

Richard. ,

' Perfectly. I had it out the day before

yesterday.*

But when they came to start it they dis-

covered that the pipe which led the petrol to

the cylinder had been neatly severed. It was

the simplest operation, but quite effective to

disable the car. Nothing could be done with-

out a new pipe.

« Where is the electric car ?* Richard de-

manded, almost gruffly. 'They may have

missed that.'

'I don't know. It ought to be here,

Teresa replied.

* They have taken him off in his own car,

was Richard's comment. ' We can do nothing,

* The horses,' said Teresa.

» No horfs that were ever bred could ovei

take that car, or even keep up with it for

couple of miles.*
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They walked back to the house, and met

Bridget.

*l8 it the illictric car ye'rc wanting?' she

asked, with the intuition of an Irishwoman.

* It's in the far shed.'

.With one accord Richard and Teresa ran

back to the fer end of the range of buildings.

There stood the car, in what had once been the

famous silver shed.

* I saw the master put it there this very

morning as ever is,' said Mrs. Bridget, who had

followed them, ao Richard jumped on to the

driving-seat.

In two minutes they were off, sped by the

whispered blessing of Mrs. Bridget. At the

end of the boreen Richard stopped the car.

' Which way ?' he murmured, half to himself

and half to Teresa, as if seeking inspiration.

* To London or to the North ?'

*To London, of course,' said Teresa

promptly.

He hesitated.

* I wonder ' he said.

* What is that ?' Teresa asked sharply, point-

ing to something which glinted on the road.

S^ "''ang down and picked it up. * Father's

^cles,' she said—* cracked.' The spectacles

k 1

S -U
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had lain about a yard south of the borccn ;
the

therefore pointed to London. * Didn't I te

you ?* said Teresa.

Richard shot the car forward in silence.

* Do you think dad threw out these specs. I

guide us ?' questioned Teresa.

* Perhaps,* answered Richard absently.

In this mysterious nocturnal disappearance (

Raphael Craig he saw the hand of the re

Simon Lock. During the whole of that stranj

interview which had taken place in the morr

ing it had seemed to Richard that Simon Loc

had been acting a part—had, at any rate, n(

conducted himself with that overbearing ar

arrogant masterfulness and unscrupulousness f(

which he had a reputation. Richard decidt

in his own mind that Simon Lock had arrangt

for this abduction, in case of necessity, befoi

his visit to Raphael Craig. It was more thj

possible that he might have urged his vis

chiefly as a visit of observation, to enable hii

;o complete his plans for exercising force

compel Raphael Craig to agree to his wishe

With painful clearness Richard now pcrceiv<

that Simon Lock was, in fact, fighting for i

that he held most dear—perhaps for his vei

life and liberty, in addition to the whole of 1:

ill

ill!
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fortune, for Richard knew that when these

colossal financiers do happen to topple over into

ruin the subsequent investigation of their affairs

often leads to crimi 1 prosecution, a process

disagreeable to the financier, but pleasant

enough to the public. A man such as Simon

Lock had, therefore, a double, or, at least,

a highly intensified, motive in avoiding

financial failure. Yes, thought Richard, Simon

Lock would stop at nothing to compel Raphael

Craig to give way. His mind wandered

curiously to talcs of the Spanish Inquisition,

and to the great torture scene in Balzac's

* Catherine ^ie Medici.' He involuntarily

shuddered, and then with an eflfort he drew his

mind back agam to the management of the car.

This vehicle, new and in beautiful order, and

charged for a journey of a hundred and twenty

miles, travelled in the most unexceptionable

manner. The two and a half miles to the

North-Western station at Dunstable were

traversed in precisely five minutes, in spite

of the fact that the distance included a full

mile of climbing.

The electric lights flashed along the deserted

main streets of ancient Dunstable, which is

only a little more sleepy at night than in



il
'

m'n

% 11

1 1

1

282 TERESA OF WATLING STREET

the daytime. As they passed the Old Sugar

Loaf Inn a man jumped out of the stable arch

way and hailed them frantically. His voic

echoed strangely in the wide thoroughfare.

* What is it ?' demanded Richard, unwillingl

drawing up.

« You after a motor-car ?' the man inquirei

He looked like an ostler.

* Yes,' said Richard.

' Mr. Craig ?'

* Yes,' said Richard.

*They stopped here,' said the man, 'a

they told me to tell you if you came by tl

they'd gone to Luton, and was a-going on

Hitchin.'

* They ! Who ?' asked Teresa.

* The gents in the car.'

* Who was in the car ?'

* Four gents.*

* How long since ?'

* About half an hour, or hardly.'

« And was it Mr. Craig who told you th

gone to Luton and Hitchin ?'

* How do I know his blooming name as

me?' exclaimed the man. * They gave

a shilling to stop here and tell ye, and I've

ye, and so good-night.'
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* Thanks/ said Richard, and he started the

car In another moment they were at the

crossing of the two great Roman high-roads,

Watling Street and the Icknield Way. The

route to Luton and Hitchin lay to the left- the

route .to London was straight ahead. Richard

stopped again.

'Now, was that a fake of Lock's, or are we

all wrong about Lock ? and has your father got

still another mystery up his sleeve ?'

He gazed intently at the macadam, but

the hard road showed no traces of wheels

anywhere, not even their own.

'We will go straight ahead,' said Teresa

earnestly.

Richard obeyed her instinct and his. Lvery-

thing pointed to the probability that Simon

Lock, anticipating pursuit, had laid a trap at

the Old Sugar-Loaf to divert such pursuit.

Then Raphael Craig must surely have been

drugged, or he would have protested to the

ostler. r u 1 *

Before they had got quite clear of the last

houses of Dunstable they picked up Mr. Craig s

gold watch, which lay battered in their track.

If Craig had been drugged he must have

quickly recovered 1 Teresa was now extremely
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excited, anxious, and nervous. Previously s

had talked, but she fell into silence, and th

was no sound save the monotonous, rati

high-pitched drone of the motor-car. Tl

passed through Markyate, four miles, s

through Redbourne, another four miles,

quick succession. The road lies absolut

straight, anid the gradients are fev and easy.

* Surely,' said Teresa at length, * if they

on this road we shou soon overtake then

this speed ?'

* Fifty miles an hour,' he said.

They were descending the last part of

hill half-way down which lies Redbourne.

was a terrible, perilous speed for night tra

ling, but happily the night was far from be

quite dark. Though there was no moon, tl

were innumerable multitudes of stars, and

dusty road showed white and clear.

* Some cars can do up to seventy an h

And if Simon Lock ?ot a car he would

certain to get the best.*

As he spoke they both simultaneo

descried a moving light at the bottom of

hill. In a few seconds the car was with

hundred yards of the light, and they could

the forms of men moving and hear voices

-^f
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* It is the other car broken down,' exclaimed

Teresa. * Put out our lights, quick !'

Richard realized in a flash that he ought to

have taken that simple precaution before, and

to have approached with every circumspection.

The* men in front had perceived the second car,

and Richard's extinction of his lights came too

late. He heard a sharp word of command, and

then three men left the disabled car and ran in

a body to the other one. Their forms were

distinctly visible.

* Three to one !' Richard said softly. ' It

looks like being a bit stiff.'

* No ! Three to two,' Teresa corrected

him. * Here ! Take this.' She handed him

a revolver which she had carried under her

coat.
* I just thought of it as I was leaving

tl.e house, and took it out of the clock in the

drawing-room.'

His appreciation of her thoughtfulness was

unspoken, but nevertheless sincere.

The three men were within fifty yards.

*Slip off behind and into the hedge,' he

ordered. ' We shall do better from that shelter

if there is to be a row.*

She obeyed, and they cowered under the

hedge side by side.
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* Get further away from me/ he said i

peratively. * You may be in danger j

here.*

But she would not move.

* Whose car is this ?' cried a voice out of

gloom—a rough, bullying voice that Rich

did not recognise.

* Never oiind whose car it is !' Richard s;

out. * Keep away frc;.; it. That's my ad\

to you, whoever you are. I can see
;

perfectly well, and I will shoot the first r

that advances another step.'

* Why ?' returned the same voice. ' Wh
all this bluster for ? We only want a bil

indiarubber for a ripped tyre.*

* It doesn't take three of you to fetch a bi

indiarubber. Let two of you get back,

then I'll talk to the third.'

* Get on, my lads,' another voice cried,

this time Richard knew the voice.

It was Simon Lock's ; the financier

covered with a long overcoat ; he was the i

most of the three.

Richard, without the least hesitation, ai

at Simon's legs and fired. He missed. Al

same instant the middle figure o' 'le t

flung some object sharply towards i ''.ed^
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the direction whence the revolver-shot had

proceeded, and Richard felt a smashing blow

on the head, after which he felt nothing else

whatever. He had vague visions, and then

there was a blank, an absolute and complete

blanl^.

The next thing of which he was conscious

was a sense of moisture on his head. He

opened his eyes and saw in the sky the earliest

inkling of dawn. He also saw Teresa bending

over him with a handkerchief.

* You are better,' she said to .xa... softly.

* You'll soon be all right.*

Richard shook his head feebly, as he felt

a lump over his eye. He had a dizzy sensa-

tion.

• Yes, you will,' Teresa insisted. * It was

very unfortunate, your being hit with that

stone. You gave an awful groan, and those

men thought you were dead ; they certainly

thought you were alone. I would have shot

them, every one, but you dropped the revolver

in the grass by this bit of a gutter here, and I

couldn't find it till they'd gone. D'you know,

they've gone off with our car ? There was a

m?»n among them who seemed to understand it

perfectly. I'm awfully glad now I didn't show
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myself, because I couldn't have done anytl

and I can do something now. Oh, Did

saw them pull father out of their car—

i

big Panhard—and put him into ours. He

all tied with ropes. It will be a heavy

for that little car, and they can't go so

fast. We must mend their car, Dick, am

on as quickly as possible.'

* Can we mend it ?' Richard asked, am

at this coolness, courage, and enterprise.

* Yes, of course. Look, you can see

here ; it's only a puncture.'

* But didn't one of them say they'd gc

indiarubber V

Teresa laughed.

* You aren't yourself yet,' she said. * Y
only a goose yet. That was only an e>

for attacking us.'

Richard got up, and speedily discos

that he could walk. They proceeded tc

abandoned car. It was a 40 h.-p. con

fully equipped and stored. The travellei

it had already begun to mend their punt

when the pursuing car surprised them,

had evidently judged it easier to change

than to finish the mending. Speed was

sole object, and in the carrying out of
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schemes of a man like Simon Lock a 40 h.-p.
Panhard left by the roadside was a trifle.

In twenty minutes the puncture was success-
fully mended, both Richard and Teresa being
experts at the operation. The effect of the
blow, on Richard's head had by this time quite
passed away, save for a bruise.

*And now for Manchester Square,* said
Teresa, as they moved off.

* Why Manchester Square ?' Richard asked.
* That is where they were going ; I heard

them talking.'

;lt will be Simon Lock's house,' said
Richard. * I must go there alone.'

From Redbourne to London, with a clear
road and a 40 h.-p. Panhard beneath you, is

not a far cry. In a shade under the hour the
motor-car was running down Edgware Road
to the Marble Arch. Richard kept straight on
to Adelphi Terrace, put up the car at a stable-
yard close by without leave, and, having aroused
his landlady, gave Teresa into her charge until
breakfast-time. It was just turned four o'clock,
and a beautiful morning.

* What are you going to do ?' asked Teresa.
* I don't exactly know. I'll take a cab and

19
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.he revolver .0 Manchester Square -n^

^
what happens. You can rely upon me to

"^HfcouldL that she wished to accompa

hi" and without more words he van.h

?; en minutes, having discovered a cab,

was n the vast silence of Manchester Squ:

!? A ,V,r cab at the corner, and wal

He stopped the cab at
^^^^^

to Smon Locks n°"'*'
, . „,her sid

knew. A policeman stood at Aeohe^
-^

the square, evidently curious as to the -tr

the square, •'
. ^gU-known resid

proceedings «'*'" fJ^le outer doors

of the financier.
TJ^^^^^^j „o„,hal

1^2 CS m^S steps and pushed

d OS open and went i. A second F

doors, glazed, now f--^^"J^^tt
stood a man in evening dress, but wn

not he was a servant Richard could not

"'"open; said Richard. The man s

"°'h: Sa'fp the revolver. The ma

ceived it, and opened the door.
^^_

'T""ldv;ic? ' amadetec.
in a firm, cold voice.
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and see

; to take
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inchalantly

shed these

nd pair of

ehind these

whether or

not deter-

nan seemed

le man per-

rd demanded

detective. 1

don't want you to come with me. Stay where

you arc. Simply tell me where he is.'

The man hesitated.

* Quick,' said Richard, fingering the re-

volver.

* He was in the library, sir,' the man
faltered.

* Anyone with him ?'

* Yes, sir ; some gentlemen.'

* How long have they been here ?'

* Not long. They came unexpected, sir.*

* Well, see that you don't mix yourself up

in anything that may occur. Which is the

library door ?'

The man pointed to a mahogany door at the

end of the long, lofty hall. Richard opened

it, and found himself, not in a library, but in a

small rectangular windowless apartment, clearly

intended for the reception of hats and coats.

Suspecting a ruse, he stepped quickly into the

hall.

*Not that door, the next one,' said the

man, quietly enough. Richard followed the

man's instructions, and very silently opened

the next door. A large room disclosed itself,

with a long table down the centre of it. The
19—
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place did not bear much resemblance to

library. It was, in fact, the breakfast-roonr

and the library lay beyond it. At the further

corner, opposite another door, a man w|

seated on a chair. His eyes seemed to fc

glued on to the door which he watched.

« Come along, Terrell,' this man whispere.

without moving his head, as Richard entered.

Richard accordingly came along, and w

upon the man in the chau' before the latter h.

perceived that another than Terrell-.whoev

Terrell might be-had thrust himself mto tl

^
"^Vilence 1' said Richard ; « I am a detecti^

Come out; .

The revolver and Richard's unflmching c

did the rest. Richard led the astonished a

unresisting man into the hall, and then lock

him up in the hat and coat room, and put 1

key of the door in his pocket. He returi

to the other room, locked its door on

inside, so as to preclude the approach of

expected Terrell, and took the empty chai,

front of the far door. He guessed that bin

Lock, and perhaps Raphael Craig, were on

other side of that door.
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* Up to now/ he reflected, * it's been fairly

simple.'

There was absolute silence. It was as though

the great house had hushed itself in anticipa-

tion of a great climax.

Then Richard heard a voice in the room

beyond. It was Simon Lock* voice. Richard

instantly tried the door, turning the handle

very softly and slowly. It was latched, but

not locked. Using infinite precautions, he

contrived to leave the door open about half an

inch. Through this half-inch of space he

peered into the library. He saw part of a

large square desk and an armchair. In this

armchair sat Raphael Craig, and Raphael

Craig was tied firmly to the chair with

ropes. He could not see Simon Lock, and

he dared not yet push the door further

open.

* Now, Craig,* the voice of Simon Lock

was saying, * don't drive me to extreme

measures.*

For answer Raphael Craig closed his eyes,

as if bored. His face had a disgusted, haughty

expression.

* You've got no chance,* said Simon Lock.
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« Redgrave is caught, and won't be let loose ii

a hurry. These two girls of yours are also ii

safe hands. Nothing has been omitted,

have here a list of the firms who have bee

acting for you in the Princesse shares. I hav

also written out certain instructions to thei

which you will sign. I have also prepared

power of attorney, authorizing me to act

your name in the matter of these shares. Y(

will sign these documents. I will have the

sent to the City and put into operation t.

morning, and as soon as I have satisfied mys.

that all has been done that might be do

you will be c-tt free—perhaps in a couple

davs.

Richard saw that Raphael Craig made

sign of any sort.

Simon Lock continued :
* You did not exp

that I should proceed to extreme measures

this kind. You thought that the law of E

land would be sufficient to protect you ft

physical compulsion. You thought I she

never dare. How foolish of you
!

As

should permit myself to be ruined by an

man with a bee in his bonnet ;
an old i

whose desire is not to make money—I
o
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have excused that— but to work a melo-

dramatic revenge. If you want melodrama

you shall have it, Craig, and more of it than

you think for.'

* Why don't you give me up to the police ?'

said Raphael Craig, opening his eyes and

yawning. 'You've got Fcatherstone's con-

fession, as you call it. Surely that would be

simpler than all this rigmarole.'

The manager's voice was pregnant with

sarcasm.

* I will tell you,' said Lock frankly ;
* there

is no reason why I should not : I have lost the

confounded thing, or it has been stolen.' He

laughed harshly. * However, that's no matter.

I can dispense with that—now.'

* You can't do anything,' returned Craig.

* You've got me here—you and your gang

between you. But you can't do anything.

In three days your ruin will be complete.*

* Not do anything !' said Simon Lock

;

* there are ways and means of compulsion.

There are worse things than death, Craig.

You decline to sign ?

Raphael closed his eyes again, coldly

smiling.
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* Terrell,' called Simon Lock sharply, * brin

the
•

But what horrible, unmentionable thinj

Terrell was to bring in will never be know

for at that instant Richard rushed mad

into the room. He saw a revolver lying c

the desk in front of Simon Lock. He frant

cally snatched it up, and stood fronting Sim(

Lock.
* Well done, Redgrave !' said the old man.

Simon's face went like white paper.

* So ** Redgrave is caught," is he ?' sa

Richard to Lock. Without taking his e

off the financier, he stepped backwards a

secured the door. * Now, Mr. Lock, we j

together once more, we three. Don't uti

a word, but go and cut those ropes frc

Mr. Craig's arms. Go, I say.' Richard Y

a revolver in each hand. He put one dov

and took a penknife from his pocket. ' StJ

here is a knife,' he added. * Now cut.'

As Simon Lock moved to obey the revol

followed his head at a distance of about th

inches. Never in his life had Richard b<

so happy. In a minute Raphael Craig y

free.
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TERESA OF WATLING STREET 297

* Take his place/ Richard commanded.

In another two minutes Simon Lock was

bound as Raphael Craig had been.

* Come with me, dear old man. We will

leave him. Mr. Lock, your motor-car is in

a stable-yard off Adelphi Street. You can

have it in exchange for the car which you

stole from me a few hours ago.'

He took Raphael Craig's arm, and the old

man suffered himself to be led out like a

child.

Within a quarter of an hour father and

adopted daughter were in each other's arms

at Adelphi Terrace. The drama was over.

Two days later the evening papers had a

brilliantly successful afternoon, for their con-

tents bills bore the legend :
* Suicide of Simon

Lock.' It was a great event for London.

Simon Lock's estate was found to be in an

extremely involved condition, but it realized

over a million pounds, which was just about

a tenth of what the British public expected.

The money, in the absence of a will, went to

the heir-at-law, a cousin of the deceased, who
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was an army contractor, and already very rich.

The name of this man and what he did with

his million will be familiar to all readers.

The heir-at-law never heard anything of the

Princesse shares, for Raphael Craig, immedi-

ately on the death of his colossal enemy,

destroyed the contracts, and made no claim

whatever. This act cost him a hundred

thousand pounds in loss of actual cash outlay,

but he preferred to do it. Raphael Craig died

peacefully six months later. Both the girls

who had called him father were by that time

married— Teresa to Richard and Juana to

Nolan, the detective. It was indeed curious

that, by the accident of fate, Raphael should

have been saved from the consequences of the

crime of uttering false coin by the spell exer-

cised by those girls over two separate and

distinct detectives. The two detectives—one

professional, the other amateur—subsequently

went into partnership, Nolan having retired

from Scotland Yard. They practise their

vocation under the name of But you will

have f
guessed that name, since they are the

most famous firm in their own line in England

at the present day
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And Richard says to his wife :
* I should

never have saved him. Everything might

have been different if your courage had not

kindled mine that morning after I swooned by

the roadside in Watling Street.'

THE END
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