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THE BOX WITM BROKEN
SEALS

CHAPTER I

James Crawshay, En-Iishnian of the type usually
described m transatlantic circles as "'some Brit-
isJier," lolled apparently at his ease upon the couch of
the t( o-resplendent sitting room in the Hotel Magnifi-
cent, Chicago. Hobson, his American A-llow trav-
eler, on th. other hand, betrayed his anxiety by his
nervnu, pacing up and down the apartment. Both
men bore traces in their appearance of the long
journey which they had only just completed.

" I think," Crawshay decided, yawning, " that I
shall haye a bath. I feel gritty,'and my collar—
heavens, what a sight! Your trains, Hobson, may
be magnificent, but your coal is filthy. I will have a
bath while your friend, the policeman, makes up his
mind whether to come and see us or not."

His companion treated the suggestion with scant
courtesy.

" You will do nothing of the sort," was his almost
fierce objection. "We've got to wait right here
until Chief of Police Downs comes along. There's
something crooked about this business, something I
don't understand, and the sooner we get to the bot-
tom of it, the better."

The Englishman pacified himself with a whisky
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" I' «ill be c„„ lu„lwK
"' "' "W.reciafion.

qUKll.v, •• if .c'vCad
'

, 1; °""«' " ""''"""1

H„b.„„ ^.-^.J-^J:' ! i,^r:^, "-""-IT."
Tlio whisky and soda „n^ lu ^ ^'"^ tongue.

'gnoro their existence HpJ ^PP^ared to

bund, with a big, cWshatnH \ T""
'' '^'"^^^

deep-set eyes, a man devoted1 In^ ^T" ''^^ ""^
^y Jiis work. ° *"^ ^^°% engrossed

fool's o,Ta„d. «,; LZ:^"" .'"''8'" here on a
Uk'.Vvc brought il off1 . ' " '"• "°«hi"«- If

lost loons! There', n«n,- , ,
^^ '^e a couple of

candv to small bo; r"! f H
'" " '"* '« -"

' Vou're such „ V"^ "" ^ ^«'''ni."

jawned. ' P^^^smnst," the Englishman
" J'' ssimist!" u-aQ fj,«

Asl- ,.„ '^^ angry reforf « tmi •as.^ jou o„e question, my son Wn ,' r.
"^ " J"'*

"I certainly think "r ,

^^^'^'^^^^ Downs? »

"-^J- the ciiclnnstances he"m ff
,'''"'**^^' " ^^^^

stahon to meet ...»
"'^''* ^^^^'^ been at t],e

"He wouJdii't oven t«IL- +i
Hobson po:„tc.d out '*! u

??"^'^ ^^^ 'P^one,"
--e to one o; Jh's inspectors Vo"'""""

""^^ '''

""%: ^"^'^--^ thing'about us '' "' """^^^ *«

Pla-dTh:;ltre''"cr?w^ ""^ ^•-" ^-^ -
panion.

"^ ''' ^"^^^^aj reminded his com-
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Hobson found no comfort whatever in the reflec-
tion,

"Of course thoy did," iic reph'ed brusquely.
" Tliere's scarcely likely to be a chief of police of
any city in the United States «.:o wouldn't get a
move on when he knew that Sam Hobson was waiting
for a word. I haven't been in the Secret Ser\'ice
of tliis country for fifteen years for nothing. He'll
come fast enough as soon as he knows I'm waiting,
but all the same, what I want to know is, if that dis-
patch was on the square, why he wasn't at the sta-
tion to meet us, and if it wasn't on the square, how
the hell do we come out of this? "

T>'eir conversation was interrupted by the tinkle
of the telephone which stood upon the table between
thcni, the instrument which both men had been watch-
ing anxiously. Hobson .Snatched up the receiver.

"Police headquarters speaking? Right! Yes,
this is Sam Hobson. I'm here with Crawshay, r't

the English Secret Service. We got your dis-
patch.— What's that?— Well?— Chief Downs is

on the way, eh? — Just started? Good! We're
waiting for him."

Hobson replaced the receiver upon the instru-
ment.

"Downs is coming right along," he announced.
" I tell you what it is, Mr. Crawshay," he went on,
recommencing his walk up and down' the apartment,
" I don't feci happy to be so far away from the coast.
That's what scares me. Chicago's just about the
place they'd land us, if this is a hanky-panky trick.
We're twenty hours from New York, and the City
of Boston sails to-morrow at five o'clock."
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The Englishman sliook himself and rose from hisrecumbent position upon the sofa. He was a manof youthful middle-age, colourless, with ;i:a::„;

lace, a somewhat discontented mouth, but keen ffreveye.. He J,ad been sent out from Scotland Yardat the begummg of the war to assist in certain workat the Lnghsh Embassy. So far his opportunitieshad not been n.any, or n.arked with any brilliant suc-cess, and It seemed to him that the gloom of failurewas^already settling down upon their present expe-

th-i'tlr
'^°"''

.^''T'
"""' "">' "^-^ than I do,

weaTafter? ''"
'^^"'°'^'

'' """'' '^^'^'^ *'- P«P-«

t) -i^'X
''"'. ^ ^"^ "*"*'" ^'^^ *^^ ^'•>''«"s reply. « I

I would,?'
'
T 7 .^

""^ '" """'•^'^ ^'^-'t t''- trip.I wouIdn t nnnd bettmg you the best dinner vouever ate at Dehnonico's or at vour FnI'dJ
that that box with the broken Tals th,"' ,^1^excted about doesn't contain a single one ^f thepapers that we're after. Why, thos^e blastJt"ons wanted us to believe it ! That's why some of the

T.>oywantustb;;-:v:;:^r;v:;,;rtr'^n

vou who „Mf f7 .

Crawshay, that it was.you Who put tins into my hfad »¥ ir,l-f r

'
'''P"' ""'' 'I '""K' "vcr „K. like a fla^h
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that you were right that we were being fliniflarnmed."
" We ought, perhaps, to have separated," the Eng-

lishman ruminated. " I ought to have gone to New
York and you come liere. On tlie other hand, you
must remember that all the evidence which we have
managed to collect points to Chicago as having been
the headquarters of the whole organisation."

" Sure !
" the American admitted. " And thcre^s

another point about it, too. If this outsider who has
taken on the job for them should really turn out to
be Jocelyn Thew, I'd have banked on his working
the scheme from Chicago. He knows the back ways
of the city, or rather he used to, like a rat. Gee, it

would be a queer thing if after all these years one
were to get the bracelets on him !

"

"I don't quite see," Crawshay remarked, "how
such a person as this Jocelyn fhew, of whom you
have spoken several times, could have become asso-
ciated with an affair of this sort. Both the Ger-
mans and the Austrians at Washington had the name
of being exceedingly particular with regard to the
status of their agents, and he must be entirely a new-
comer in international matters. P>om the dossier
you handed me, Jocelyn Thew reads more like a kind
of modern swashbuckler spoiling for a fight than a
person likely to make a success of a secret service
job."

" Don't you worry," Hobson replied. " Jocelyn
Thew could hold his own at any court in Europe
with any of you embassy swaggerers. There's noth-
ing known about his family, but they say that his
father was an English aristocrat, and "he looks like it.

too."
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,U "i* .T ^°" ^''''''''^^ '° "^"^^^ J"'" a criminal,
the first time you spoke of him," Crawshay reminded
his companion.

" And a criminal he is at lieart, without a doubt,"
the Amencaix declared impressively.

Has he ever been in prison ? "

" He has had the luck of Old Plarry," Hobson
grumbled "In New York they all beli^'ed that itwas he who shot Graves, the Pittsburg millionaire.
1 he Treasury Department will have it that he wasthe he d ,f that Fourteenth Street gang of coiners,and I ,e a pal down at Balti-nore who is ready totake his oath that he planned the theft of the Van-derloon jewels -and brought it off, too! But I

Iff '"l^T.T''-
^^'^^" *'" ^^"'^b'^—

'
whoever

gets nabbed it's never Jocelyn Thew. He's the slick-
est thing that ever came down the pike "
"He is well off, then?"

Mexico, Hobson declared. "How he brought-oney out of that country, neither I nor anXolelse on the Force can imagine. But he did it Iknow the stockbroker down-town who handles his in-
vestments.-Here's our man at last • "

't «h.le a thm, dark man, dressed in civilian clothesof most correct cut nassoH in i^t i • ,

'"**

at once by tl.e 1,.",..

' "' "°'""'" S''''''"''' '"«'

" Chief Downs," he said, " this is mj- friend MrCrawshay, ,vl,o i, conneetal with the kf<li.,h t":bassy „..M,„e. You can shake hands lithhr^later. «ere on a jol, of business, and the (irsi:th,ng before us is to g., an answer fro. y™ tf,'
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certain question. Did you send this dispatcli or did
you notr"

"

Hobson handed over to the newcomer the crumpled
telegraph form which he had just produced from his

pocket. The latter glanced through it and shook
his head.

" It's a plant," he announced. " I'm sorry if the
use of my name has misled you in any way, but it was
quite unauthorised. I know nothing whatever about
the matter."

Hobson remained for a moment silent, silent

with sici. and angry astonishment. Crawshay had
glanced towards the clock and was standing now
with his finger upon the bell.

" Is it a big thing? " the Chicago man enquired.
" It's the biggest thing ever known in this coun-

try," Hobson groaned. " It's what is known as the
Number Three Berlin plant."

"You didn't get the stufF at Hahfax, then.?"
Downs asked,

" We didn't," Hobson replied bitterly. " We've
sent a representative over to sit on the box with Mi

broken seals till they can open it at the Foreign
Office in London, but I never believed they'd find any-
thing there. I'm danmed certain they won't now !

"

A waiter had answered the bell.

" Don't have our luggage brought up," Crawshay
directed. " We are leaving for New York to-night.

That's so, isn't it, Hobson.^" he added, turning to
liis companion.

" You bet !
" was the grim reply. " I'd give a

thousand dollars to be there now."
" The Limited's sold out," the man told them.
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" There are two or three persons who've been dis-

appointed, staying on here till to-morrow."
" I'll get you on the train," Downs promised. " I

can do as much as that for you, anyway. I'll stop
and go on to the station with 3'ou from here. I'm
very sorry about this, Hobson," he continued, finger-

ing the dispatch. " We shall have to get right along
to the station, but if there's anything I can do after

you've left, command me."
" You might wire New York," Hobson suggested,

as he struggled into his overcoat. " Tell 'em to look
out for the City of Boston, and to hold her up for

me if they can. I've got it in my bones that Jocelyn
Thcw is running this show and that he is on that
steamer."

" Those fellows at Washington must have col-

lected some useful stuff," Chief Downs observed, as
the three men left the room and stepped into the
elevator. " They've been working in their job since

before the war, and there isn't a harbour on the east

or west coast that they haven't got sized up.
They've spent a million dollars in graft since Jan-
uary', and there's a rumour tliat the new Navy De-
partment scheme for dealing with submarines, which
was only adopted last month, is there among the
rest."

" Anything else? " Crawshay asked indolently.

The Chief of Police glanced first at his questioner
and then at Hobson.

" What else should there be? " ho enquired
" No idea," the Englishman replied. " Secret

Service papers of the usual description, I suppose.
By-the-by, I hear that this man Jocelyn Thcw has
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stated openly that he is going to take all the papers
he wants with him into Genuany, and that there

isn't a living soul can stoj) him."

Hobson's stjuare jaw was set a little tighter, and
his narrow eyes flashed.

" That's some boast to make," he muttered.

"Kind of a challenge, isn't it.^ What do you say,

Mr. Crawshay.'' "

Crawshay, who had been gazing out of the window
of the taxicab, looked back again. His tone was al-

most indifferent.

" If Chief Downs can get us on the Limited," he

said, " and if we catch the City of Boston, I think

perhaps we might have a chance of making Mr.
Jocclyn Thew eat his words."

Tlie Chief smiled. The taxicab had turned in

through the entrance gates of the great station.

" I have heard men as well-known in their profes-

sion as you, Hobson, and you too, Mr. Crawshay,
speak like that about Jocclyn Thew, but when the

game was played out they seem to have lost the odd
trick. Either the fellow isn't a criminal at all but
loves to haunt shady places and pose as one, or he

is just the cleverest of all the crooks who ever worked
the States. Some of ..iv best men have thought that

they had a case against him and have come to

grief."

" They've never cauglit him with the goods, bccaufd
they've never been tlie right way about it," Hobson
declared confidently.

" And you think you are going to break his rec-

ord? " Downs asked, with a doubtful smile. " If you
find him on the City of liostoi

, you know, the stuff

•M

I
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you're after won't be in his pocketbook or in the
lining of his steamer tnink."

The tlirec men were hurrying out to the platform
now, where the great train, a blaze of light and
luxury, was standing upon the track. Captain
Downs made liis way to where the Pullman conductor
was standing and engaged him in a brief but earnest
conversation. A car porter was summoned, and in

a few moments Crawshay and Hobson found them-
selves standing on the stops of one of the cars. They
leaned over to make their adieux to Chief Downs.
Crawshay added a few words to his farewell.

*' I quite appreciate all your remarks about Joce-
lyn Thew," lie said. " One is liable to bo disap-
pointed, of course, but I still feel that if we can
catch that steamer it might be an exceedingly inter-

esting voyage."

" If you're on time you may do it," was the brief

reply. " All the same—

"

The gong ' .id sounded and the train was gliding
slowly out ol the station. Crawshay leaned over
the iron gate of the car.

" Go on, please," he begged. " Don't mind my
feelings."

Chief Downs waved his hand.
" I'm afraid," he confessed, " that my money would

be on Jocelvn Thew."



CHAPTER II

-f
UK

1

At just about tlic hour when Crawshay and Hob-
son were re('eivin<f the visit of Chief Downs in the

Chicaffo hotel an English butler accepted with due

respect the card of a very distinguished-looking and
exceedingly well-turned-out caller at the big, brown-
stone Beverley house in Riverside Drive, New York.

" Miss Beverley is just back from the hospital,

sir," the former announced. " If you will come this

waA', I will see that your card is sent to her at once."

The caller— ^Ir. Jocelyn Thew was the name upon
the card— followed the servant across the white

stone circular hall, with its banked-up profusion of

hothouse flowers and its air of elegant emptiness,

into a somewhat austere but very dignified apart-

ment, the walls of which were lined to the ceilinjr with

books.

" I will let ]Miss Beverley have your card at once,

sir," the man j)roniised him again, " if you will be

so kind as to take a seat for a few moments."

The visitor, left to himself, stood upon the hearth-

rug with his ha" '- behind his back, waiting for news

of the young lady whom he had come to visit. At
first sight he certainly was a most prepossessing-

looking person. His face, if a little hard, was dis-

tinguished by a strength which for the size of his

features was somewhat surprising. Is chin was

like a piece of iron, and although his mouth had

.':'.' Hi

I A
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and jc^-black ej^ebrows completed a general impres-

iTtl /f,'\°": r"u^
forcefulness. His figure was a

h unJ f'' ^"'^ ^'^ movements showed allhe suppleness of a man who has continued the pur-su t of athletics into early middle-life. His hairon . shghtiv streaked with gre,, was thick and plen-'

with the best people, to eating and drinking the best!o hnng .„ the best fashion, recognising northing lesah due m h e. Yet as he stood there waiting for

foot "' : Tr ^"*^"*^^ ^°^ *^^ -""d of herfootsteps outside, he pernitted himself a moment of

the
*

I
^.^ !? .

' [''"' ** *°"^^ ^''""^t «f the savage inthe clenched teeth and sudden tightening of the! psOne , ht have gathered that this ma^n was livfngthrough a period of strain
^

a lu '"*rr "^ '^' ^'"""^ ^""^y «f th^ house, aftera delay of about ten minutes, was noiseless a,^d un-announced. Her visitor, however, was prepared or

noufrv • T' """"^^ ^''" ^'^*^ ^" «- «f pleasant

in th7 1
;'''^ .'^^"^'"'"^ ^^'^- - voung woman

ieigh ;th ""^^' °'.''"'^ "^^^^ than^medium
^eiglit, ^,th complexion inclined to be pale, deeogrey eyes and a profusion of dark brown Ilmos^
opper-coloured hair. She carried herself 'dd'ht-fu ly, and her httle smile of welcome was wonderfully

att^ractne, although her deportment and manner we Ia iittie serious for her years.
« You wish to see me.? " she asked. « I am MissBeverley -- Miss Katharine Beverley."
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" Sometimes known as Sister Katharine," her vis-
itor remarked, with a smile.

" More often than by my own name," she assented.
** Do you come from the hospital ?

"

He shook his head and glanced behind her to be
sure that the door was closed.

" Please do not think that my coming means any
trouble, Miss Beverley," he said, " but if you look at
me more closely you will perhaps recognise me. You
will perhaps remember— a promise."
He stepped a little forward from his position of

obscurity to where the strong afternoon sunlight
found its subdued way through the Holland blinds.
The politely interrogative smile faded from her lips.
She seemed to pass through a moment of terror, a
moment during which her thoughts were numbed.
She sank into the chair which her visitor gravely held
out for her, and by degrees she recovered her powers
of speech.

" Forgive me," she begged. " The name upon the
card should have warned me— but I had no idea—
I was not expecting a visit from you."

" Naturally," he acquiesced smoothly, " and I beg
yoi- not to discompose yourself. My visit bodes you
no harm— neither you nor any one belonging to
you."

" I was foolish," she confessed. " I have been
working overtime at the hospital lately— we have
sent so many of our nurses to France. My nerves
are not quite what they should be "

He bowed sympathetically. His tone and de-
meanour were alike reassuring.

" I quite understand," he said. " Still, some day

) i
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or other I suppose you expected a visit from
nie P

"

" In a way I certainly did," she admitted. " You
must let me know presently, please, exactly what I
can do. Don't think because I was startled to see

yon that I wish to repudiate my debt. I have never
ceased to be grateful to you for your wonderful be-
haviour on that ghastly night."

" Please do not refer to it," he begged. " Your
brotl-er, I hope, is well? "

" He is well and doing famously," she replied.
" I suppose you know that he is in France.^ "

"In France.^" he repeated. "No, I hid not
heard."

" 7Ie joined the Canadian Flying Corps," she
went on, " and he got his wings almost at once. He
finds the life out there wonderful. I never receive

a letter from him," she concluded, her eyes growing
very soft, " that I do not feel a little thrill of grati-

tude to 3'ou."

He bowed.
" That is very pleasant," he murmured. " And

now we come to the object of my visit. Your sur-

mise was correct. I have come to ask you to re-

deem your word."
" And you find me not only ready but anxious to

do so," she told him earnestly. " If it is a matter
— pardon me — of money, you have only to say how
much. If there is any other service you require,

you have only to name it."

" You make things easy for me," he acknowledged,
"bu*^ mav I add that it is only what I expected.

The service which I have come to claim from vou is
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one which is not capable of full explanation but
which will cause you little inconvenience and less
hardship. Vou will find it, without doubt, surpris-
ing, but I need not add that it will be entirely inno-
cent in its character."

•'Then there seems to be very little left," she de-
clared, smiling up at him from the depths of her
chair, " hut to name it. I do wish you would sit
dowi., and are you quite sure that you won't have
some tea or something.-* "

He shook his head gravely and made no movement
towards the chair which she had indicated. Fo^
some reason or otlw^r, notwithstanding her manifest
encouragement, he seemed to wish to keep their in-
terview on a purely formal basis.

" Let me repeat," he continued, " that I shall ofFer
you no comprehensive explanations, because they
would not be truthful, nor are they altogether nec-
essary. In Ward Number Fourteen of your hos-
pital — you have been so splendid a patroness that
every one calls St. Agnes's your hospital — a serious
ope.ation was performed io-Jiy upon an English-
man named I'hillips."

"T remember hearing about it," she assented.
'•' The man is, I understand, very ill."

" He is so ill that he has but one wish left in life,"

Jocelyn Tliew told her gravely. " That wish is to
die in England. Just as you are at the present
moment in my debt for a certain service rendered,
so am I in his. He has called upon me to pay. He
has begged me to make all the arrangements for
his immediate transportation to his native coun-
try."

I.;'f
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She nodded syin{»atlictically.

" It is a very natural wish," she observed, " so long
as it does not endanger his life."

*' It does not endanger his life," her visitor re-

l)lied, •' because th.it is already forfeit. I come now
io the condition which involves you, which explains
my presence here this afternoon. It is aNo his

( iinest desire that you should attend him so far as
London as his nurse."

'ilie look .
' vague apprehension which had brought

n (juestioning frown into Katharine Beverley's face

faded away. It was succeeded by an expression of
blank and complete surprise.

" That I should nurse him — should cross with
him to London .»" she repeated. "Why, I do not
know this man Phillips. I never saw him in my life!

I have not even been in Ward Fourteen since he was
brought there."

" But he," Jocelyn Thew explained, " has seen

you. lie has been a visitor at your hospital before
he was received there as a patient. He has received

from various doctors wonderful accounts of your
skill. Besides this, he is a superstitious man, and he
has been very much impressed by tli fact that you
have never lost a patient. If you had been one of
your own probationers, the question of a fee would
h;;ve presented no difficulties, although he personally
is, I believe, i poor man. As it is, however, his

strange craving for your services has become a
charge upon me."

" It is the most extraordinary request I ever

heard in my life," Katharine murmured. " If I had
ever seen or spoken to the man, I could have under-
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stood it better, but as it is, I find it impossible to

understand."

" You must look upon it," Jocelvn Thrv; told I.' r,

" as one of those strange faneies which comes soiiij-

times to men who are living in the shadowlarid of
approaching death. There is one material circiiiii-

stance, however, which may maiie the suggestion even
more disconcerting for you. The steamer upon
which we hope to sail leaves at four o'clock to-morrow
afternoon.'

The idea in this new aspect was so ludicrous that
she simply lauglied at him.

"My dear Mr. Jocelyn Thew ! " she exclaimed.
"You cnv' possibly be in earnest! You mean that
jou exput me to leave New York with less than
twenty-four hours' notice, and go all the way to

London in attendance upon a stranger, especially

in these awful times .= Why, the thing isn't reason-
able— or possible! I have just consented to take
the chairmanship of a committee to form field hos-
pitals throughout th^ country, and —

"

'• May I infcrrupc for one moment? " her visitor

bigtred.

The stream of words seemed to fall away from
her lips. There was a touch of Jocelyn Thew's
other manner — perhaps more than a touch. She
looked at him and she shivered. She had seen him
look like that once before.

" Your attitude is perfectly reasonable," he con-

tinued, " but or. the other hand I must ask you to

carry your thoughts back some little time. I shall

beg you to remember that I have a certain right t»

ask this or any other service from you,"
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" I iuliiiit it," slic confessed liiistily, " but — there

is soinetliiiin' so out]an(!ish in the whole sii""'estion.

There are a score of nurses in the hosj)itul to any

one of whom you are welcome, who are all much

cleverer than I. What possible advantage to the

man can it be, especially if he is seriously ill, to have

a partially-trained nurse with him when he iniiflit

liave the best in the world!'
"

*' I think," he said, " I mentioned that this is not

a matter for reasonin<j or argument. It is you

who are required, and no one else. I may remind

you," he went f)n, " that this service is a very much

smaller one than I might have asked you, and, so far

as you and I are concerned, it clears our debt."

" Clears our debt," she repeated.

" For ever !

"

Slie closed her eyes for several moments. For

some reason or other, this last reflection seemed to

bring lur no particular relief. When she opened

them again, her decision was written in liei- face.

" I consent, of course," she ac(]uiesced (juietly.

*' Is there anything more to tell me.''
"

" Very little," he rejilied, " only this. You >hould

send your baggage on board the Cif/i of Boston as

early as ])t)ssil)le to-morrow morning. I'.very ar-

rangement has been made for t > ansfjorliiig riiillips

in his bed, as he lies, from the hospital to tli.' boat.

The doctor who lias been in attendance will accom-

pany him to England, but it is important that you

should be at the hos[)it;il and should drive in the

ambulance from there to the dock. I shall ask very

little of you in the way of duplicity. What is

necessary vou will not, I think, refuse. You will
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be considered to have Imd some former interest in
I iHll.ps, to account for your voyage, and vou will
reconcile yourself to the fact tlu.t I .hall not at any
time approach the sick man, or be known as an
acquaintance of his on board 1,. ship '

His words disturbed her She felt lurself beinffdrawn under the shadow of so ,ie mvstc y
"There is something in a..' '[^.."'he s'aid, "which

renunds n,e of the time when Richard was your pro-
tege, the time when we met before."
He leaned towards her, understanding very wellwhat was in her mind.

^

evo'r^-''''"'
''
r"""^ "'"^'"^^ ^" t''^« enterprise

-

e en in my share of it," he assured her. "What

rti;:;" 'S^'t'
^'^^^^'^^^^^^ —3- .-« poh-tica

on, a httle bitterly, " I have changed my role. I amno longer the despair of th. .NW York police. a^the quarry of a race of men who, if they could catchrne would not wait to arrest. That may happen evenbefore we reach Liverpool. If it does, it'will not

un^i lie

"
^

";/'"? ''^ *" ''''>' ^'^h a dying manuntil he reaches the shelter of his home. You willleave him there, and you will be free of him and of

"So far as regards our two selves," she enquired,
'^ He meet as strangers upon the steamer.^ "
He considered the matter for a few moments be-fore answering. She felt another poignant thrillof reco lee ion. He had looked at he. iL this ju«tbefore he had bent his back to the task of savinrher brother s life and liberty, looked at her like th"fthe moment before the unsuspected revolver had

•ft
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flashed from tJic pocket of his dress-coat and had
covered the man who liad suddenly dechired himself
their foe. She felt her cheeks bu'rn for a moment.
There was somethin/r magnetic, curiously troublous
about his eyes and his faint smile.

" I cannot deny myself so mucli," he said. " Even
if our opportunities for meeting upon the steamer
are few, I shall still have the pleasure of a New York
acquaintance with Miss Beverley. You need not be
afraid," he went on. "In this wonderful country
of yours, the improbable frequently happens. I have
before now visited at the houses of sotne whom vou
call your friends."

^

" Why not ? " she asked him. « I should look upon
It as the most natr^al thiiir.- in the world that we
Mere acquainted. I why do you sav ' your coun-
try '? Are you not an American? "

He looked at her with a very faint smile, a smile
which had nothing in it of pleasantness or mirth.

" I have so few secrets." he said. " T!u' onlv one
which I elect to keep is the secret of ni nationality."

She raised her eyebrows.
" Then you can no longer," she observed. " be con-

sidered what my brother and I once thought von — a
Mian of mysteries — for with your voice and accent
It IS very certain that you are either English or
American."

"If it affords you any further clue, then," he
replied, " let me confide in you that if there is one
country in this world which I detest, it is England;
•ne race of people whom I abominate, it is the" Eng-
lish."

*^

She showed her surprise frankly, but his manner
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encouraged no further confidence. She touched the
bell, and he bowed ove her fingers

as tlie butler stood upon the threshold, "
will never

ive, I fear, to offer you all the gratitude he feels,
but you are doing a very kind and a very wonderful
action M,ss Beverley, and one which I think willbring its own reward."
He passed out of the room, leaving Katharine aprey to a cunous tangle of emotions. She watched

h.m almost feverishly until he had disappeared, lis-
tened to his footsteps in the hall and the closing of
the front door. Then she hurried to the window,
watched h.m descend the row of steps, pass clown
the little drive and hail a taxicab. It was not until
he was out of sight that she became in any way
like herself. Then she broke into a little laugh

^

''Heavens alive!" she exclaimed to herself,
^ow I have to find Aunt Molly and tell her that

I am gomg to Europe to-morrow with a perfect
stranger !

"
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CHAPTER III

^Ir. Jocclyn Thow descciKled presently from his

taxicjii) outside one of the larijest and most cosnio-

politan hotels in New York— or the world. He
made his way with the air of an habitue to the bar,

the precinets of which, at tl) ; time in the late after-

noon, were c-rowded by a motley g;itherinf»'. He
ordered a Scotch highball, and gently insinuated

himself into the proximiiy of a group of newspaper
men with whom he seemed to have some slight ac-

quaintance. It was curious how, since his arrival in

this democratic meeting-place, his manners and de-

portment seemed to have slipped to a lower grade.

He seemed as though by in effort of will to have lost

somethlpg of his nat..fal air of distinction, to bo

treading the earth upon a lower plane. He saluted

the barkeeper by his Christian name, listened with

apparent interest to an exceedingly commonplace
story from one of his neighbours, and upon its con-

clusion drew a little nearer to the group.
" Say," he exclaimed confidentially, " if I felt in

the humour for it I could hand you boys out a great

scoop."

They were on him like a pack of hungry though
dubious wolves. He pushed his glass out of sight,

accepted one of tlie drinks pressed upon him, and
leaned nonchalantly against the counter.

" WTiat should you say," he began, " to Miss

A.: '
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Katluiriiie Beverley, tlic New York society .ounn-
ludv—" ^ '

" Sister Katharine of St. Agncs's? " one of them
interrupted.

" Diiughter of old Joe Beverley, the multi-million-
aire ?

'' another exelaiiiied.

" Both right," Jocelyn Thew acquiesced. " What
should you .viy to that young woman leaving her
hospital and licr house in Riverside Drive, bre?;king
all her engagements at less than twenty-four hours'
notice, to take a sick Englishman whom no one knows
anything about, back to Liverpool on the Citu of
Boston to-morrow?"

" The story's good enough," a ferret-faced little

man at his elbow acknowledged, "but is it true? "

Jocelyn Thew regarded his (juestioner with an air
of pained ,sur{)r;.se.

" It's Gospel," he assured them all, " but you don't
need to take my word. You go right along up and
enquire at the Beverley house to-night, and you'll
find that she is packing. Made up her mind just an
hour ago. I'm about the .n\\y one in the know."

" Who's the man, anyway? " one of the little group
asked.

" Nothing doing," Jocelyn Thew replied mysteri-
ously. " You've got to find that out for yourself,
boys. All I can tell you is that he's an Englishman,
and she has known him for a long time— kind of
love stunt, I imagine. She wasn't having any, but
now he's at death's door she seems to have relented.
Anyway, she is breaking every engagement she's got,
giving up her chairmanship of the War Hospitals
Committee, and she isn't going to leave him while

%

\i< ,.
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he's ».ivc. There's no other nurse going, so it'll be
a night and day job for her."
"What's the matter with the chap, anyway'"

another questioner demanded.

^^

" No one knows for sure," was the cautious reply.
Hes been operated upon for appendicitis, but'l

tanc.v there are complications. Xot much chance
tor liiin, from what I have heard."

^'i'hc little crowd of men melted away. Jocelyn
Tncw snulcd to himself on his way out, a^ he watch'ed
lour of them climb into a taxicab.

" That establishes Phillips all right as Miss Bev-
orlt^-s protege," he murmured, as he turned into
-tilth Avenue. " And now —

"

He stopped short in his reflections. His careful
scrutmy of the heterog<.neous crowd gathered to-
ffofher around the bar had revealed to him no un-
tanuhar type save the little man who at that mo-ment uas amblmg along on the other side of the way.Joceyn Ihew slackened his pace somewhat andmatched lum keenly. He was short, he wore a cl.-ap
oady-made su.t of some plain material, and a straw

hat t.lted on the back of his head. He had round
cheeks, he shambled rather than walked, and hisvacuous countenance seemed both good-natv,red and
unmtelhgent To all appearances a more harmless
person never breathed, yet Jocelyn Thew. as he stud-
ied h,m earnestly, felt that slight tightening of thenerves winch came to him almost instinctively inmoments of danger. He changed his purpose andturned down Fifth Avenue instead of up. The littleman ,t appeared, had business in the same direction.
Jocelyn Thew walked the length of several blocks
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in leisurely fashion and then entered an hotel, .studi-
ously avoiding looking behind hiu.. He n.ude hisway into a telephone booth and looked through the
glas^s door His follower in a few n.o.nents was
visible, making apparently some ain.less enquiry
across the counter. Jocelyn Thew turned his backupon hnn and asked the oj)erator for a nuu.ber.

Number J.>38 Park waiting." the latter an-
nounced, a few moments later.

Jocelyn Thew reentered the box and took up the
receiver. '

" That you, Rentoul.' " he asked.

_^^"^
Speaking," was the guarded reply. "Who is

"Jocelyn Thew. Say, what's wrong with you.?
iJon't go away." -^

II

What is it.? Speak quickly, please."
You seem rather nervy up there. I'm ofF toEurope to-morrow on the Citi/ of Boston, and I

should like to see you before I go."
There was a moment's silence.
" Why don't you come U]) here, then? "
"I'd rather not," Jocelyn Thew observed lacon-

^cally "The fact of it is, I have a friend around
who doesn t seem to care about losing sight of me.
It you are going to be anywhere around nearJimmy s, about seven o'clock—"

« '"^^'•'^^Soes," was the somewhat agitated reply.

speak^'
"''"' '^'"'''' '""'''' ''"' '•'" "'"'^'"^ *°

Jocelyn Thew paid for his telephone call and
walked leisurely out of the hotel with a smile upon
his hps. The stimulus of danger was like wine to

•;;.(•

la
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Jnm 1^.e little n,an was choosi.,. a cig.r at the
stall As he leaned down to light it, Joceivn Thew's
practised eve caught the shape of a revolver in hisnip pocket.

•'English," he niu...mred softly to himself.
I ohably one of Crawshay's lot, preparing a re-port for h,.n when he returns from thica.-,, "
W.th an anticipatory smile, he enter'ed upon thetask of shaking off his unwelcome follower. He

W "i k"-/' ?' .'""^^^'^"^ ''''' «^ - "'-"I'- into ab
ff club situated m an adjoining block, left it almost

at once by a side entrance, found a taxicab, drove
to a subway station up-town, and finallv caught anexpress back again to Fourteenth Street. Here h-entered without hesitation a small, foreign-lookln^
restaurant w uc-h intruded upon the pavement onlja fc^v yards from the iron staircase bv which he de-scended from the station. There w^re two faded
evergreen shrtibs in cracked y,ots at the bottom ofho steps soiled muslin curtains drawn across thelower half of the windows, dejected-looking green
sh.>tters uluch had the appearance of being per-manently nailed ag.inst the walls, and a general airof foreitrn and tawdry profligacy. Joceivn Thew
•stepped into a room on the right-hand side of the
entrance a ..,, making his „-ay to the window, glanced

h- tlem
•'

X\ T'"'"^
"'^^ "" -^'"^ anywher'of the

1' Ho man. 1 hen he turned towards the bar, around
"-hich a motley group of Italians and Hungarians-re gathered. The linen-clad negro who pn-Ii'dedthor met

, ^^..^ioning glance with a slight nod,and the visitor passed without hesitation through acurtained opening to the rear of the place, along a

. '1 V'ifl'v
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passage, up a tiigUt of narrow stairs until lie ar-
rived at a door on tlie first landin^r. He knocked
and was at once bidden to enter, l-or a moment he
list lied as though to the sounds below. Then he
sHpped into the room and closed the door behind
him.

The ap/irtment was everything wJiich might have
been expected, save for the profusion of flowers. The
girl who greeted him, how ve.-, .vas different. She
was of medium height and dark, with dark brown hair
plaited close back from an almost ivory-coloured
forehead. Her grey eyes were soft and framed in
dark lines. Her eyebrows were noticea[)le, her
nmuth full but shapely. Her discontented expres-
sion changed entirely as she held out both her hands
to her visitor. Her welcome was eager, almost pas-
sionate.

" Mr. Thcw !
" she exclaimed.

He held up his hand as though to check further
speech, and listened for a moment intently.

I'

How are things here? " he asked.
" guiet," she assured him. " You couldn't have

come at a better time. Every one's away. Is there
anything wrong.^ "

" I am being followed," he told her, " and I don't
like it — just now, at any rate."

Any one else coming.' " she enquired.
Hentoul," he told her. " He is in a mortal frio-ht

at having to come. They found his wireless, and
they are watching his house. I must see him, though,
before I go away."

'•Going away.?" she echoed. "When? When
are you going? "

IV
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erojc, thcmsc VI.S „crc smouldering „-itl, fire

iiiat is what I nrnnn«n " u . ,

to Berlin The I Iv t' ""™"r'' " '"''"' '^"f"

n.e .,n-, af.e.noon' I L',/M .. '^rr^.^'T™fovcrv one off tho trick T I .
''"' P"*

most of tJ.c American offin- , r"
^"'^

^^ ^'"^^^ *^'^*

for which thev ^a rseati;:; :',:: ''^v'^
''''-'

are in that t^nnl- -ii 1, ,
"^ '"^"^ anxiously

found at HaWa"."""
''" ""'"" ^""^ ""-h "-T

sa:",':bLn"?°",i*'j/„:«:;'^"'- '^-"^'"'^- •">

"fp-.rpre„r:::;tTrr,„V'"'
andif wee-et off af <•«,. »i i

-^ " Lhicaf^o,

afternoon'^I la e T^lttsi;:!!""^ '°mT"""
".oir presence „„„,e«);o/kZ."'

'""'"''' "'">

I
.>.?-'"jr'~^'^j^ _,{,',•»
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sai7 ^:"r"
^'" 7^^'"^' -'-"t the trunk," tl.c gidsaiu- Is It reallv u taker "

"Kntirely," he 'assured her "Then. ;• ,

our r,c.„d. l.:verv,l„n« ,|,„t ,, „f .,,„,
.

„ ; °

She looked at him wondering]

y

I kn^'
'':'- '''"'"'." ''' ^'^^•'^"•'^•^^' " y^- -^ clever.

imvc 30U of getting those things through - on anAmerican stean.er, too !
" ^

coo'jjV'burtl
'''' "''''^'' '^ ^""'•^^''" '- "'^-'^^'-^dcoolly, but the game is worth it. I can't live withou excitement, as you know, and it's ge t ng hrrder"and harder to find on this side of th'e ocl Be--de. there is the money. I can think of severaluses for a hundred thousand pounds."

the tabir''''
'" ^""' ^"''^'"^^ ""^^ '--'^—

"Can I come with you.^ " she asked breathlessly.
lie shnol: l„jj },j>jj(J

J-

oe nioie tfian one danger to be faced."
"Danger!" she exclaimed contemptuously.Have I ever shown myself afraid? Have we anvof us -my brother or father or I-hestated torun any possible risk when it was worth whiJ^ Tli!

^ill «.th. It isn't a matter of danger- you knowthat. I come or go as you bid n»e."

liir-

'H;
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ilc' nic-t ihv .'We enquiry of her eves Hi;hout

misv, eixd lur.

"I think, Xora," ho said, -that vou had better
stay.

There uas a timid but per.^, stent knockiti- at the
door .„Hl, ,„ ,.e.,ponse to Xora's invitahon, a fat
and bloated n.an entered the room hurriedlv. He
sunk into a chair and n.oj.pe.J the perspiration from
ills forehead. Jocelyn 'I'hew watched hiu, uith an
air of contemj)tuou.s anujsement.

^

"Vou .soem distressed, Kentoul," he remarked.
Has anything ^one wron^^r "
a But it is terrible, this!" the nevvc«m,er declared.

if J)0-

• Anythm^r „one wron^r, indeed! Listen. Tl
lice have made themselves free of mv house. My
beautiful wireless — it was onlv a hobl,v - it has
f^'uv'. They of.en my letters. They will ruin me.
jNcver did I think that this would arrive! TJ.ere
has been soint terrible bun^ding!"

'^ And you,-' Jocelyn Thew retorted, " sec n, t(, have
been the arch bunder."

;' L^ But V hat have I done.? " Rentoui demanded,
wi-in^nn- his hands. " I have alwavs obeved ord.rs
Lven a hint has been enou-h. I have sf.ent a ^r.-eat
(K;al of money— much more tlian I could afford.U hat have I done wron^j.- "

" Von have talked too much, for one thin;;;' was
the cold reply, " but we haven't time lor recrimina-
tions now. How did you ^ct here? "

" I came in my car. Vou will perhaps say that
it was not wise, but I could not liave stood tlie sub-
way. My nerves are all rotten."

i
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Jocdvn Tliew's tone and /gesture were snmothlv
disdaiiiiul.

" Vou are quite right," lie agreed. '• Vou have
lost what vou rail your nerve. Vou had hetttr sentJ
for the newspajK'r men, give thein ])lenty of cham-
pagne, and exj)lain wliat a loyal American citizen you
are. Have you hurnt everythin<r.'

"

"Every scrap of paper in the house which con-
cerns a certain matter is burnt," Hentoul declared.
"It would he!"
" But I am in the right," the agitated man pro-

tested vigorously. " For f,ve years we have worked
and with good result. It is finished with us now
for the present. There is no one who would dare
to continue. Five long years, n.ind you. Mr. Joctlyn
Thew. That is wo.-th something, eh?

"

" Whafevcr it may he worth." was the somewhat
grim reply, "will he decichd within the next fort-
night. That doesn't concern you, though."

" You arc not staying over hire now that the war
has comc.^ "

" Nof I ! But listen. There is no need for vou to
know xyhere I am going, and I am not going "to tell

you. There is no need for you to remember that
you ever knew me in your life. There is no need
for you to remember any of the work in which vou
have been engaged. Your propaganrla has doVel-
oped a few strong men in this country and discovered
a good deal of pulp. You are part of the pulp.
There is only one other thing. If you should be
heard of, Hentoul, sh;>.il we say teleplmning, or call-
ing upon the j)olice here, offering to sell — So, bv
God, you don't !

"
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The nmn'. furtive tug at l.is ],ip pocket was al-

bv he throat, hold.ng h,^ ,vith one hand well awayfrmn hun, a qunering n.ass of discoloured, terrified

"Now you know," he continued coolly, "why I

^^ you, Kentoul Xow you know .U I ralirprcf ued to see you here to conu-ng to your Fifth

frarrV'""""- ^
^^'^ ''^^' *-!— I^lon't like

«m?w">'T,
'"' ^'"'^'" ^^'' breathless man began,mv word of honour—

"

"^ '

gnmlj. lou are to be trusted just as far as you

tern-ff
/'

"f
"P"" ^'""^ «^^^'^>- ^ou needn't be soten fied,' he went on as, leaning oyer, he took therovolyer fron, Rentoul's pocket,^drew 'out hfc r-tndges and threw it upon the table. " Vou'ye ear.u'd

should flunk It yery probable that you will be ableto go on oyer-feeding your filthy ca'rcass for a f

e

nmre years. F.rst of all, though, perhaps yoha.be er ten n. exactly why yoAavI an :^j^^
a le'n o'

" w "'^"'' '''''' '^^''^ Headquarters,at eleven o clock to-morrow morning'^ "
Hentoul was white to the lips. '

terecf.

"""^"'^ ^° ''^''"'" '^''""^ ^^'' '''''''^'''''
^^^ ^"1-

I'hat sounds yery nrnhiM.. » ,.0 4.1

ous reply. " What el^e.P " '
""^ *'—^-Pt-

" Nothing !

"

Jocelyn Thew shrugged his shoulders. His yic-

«^ j&'W.hhf
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tin, cowered before him. For tl.e first tin.e the girlmoved. She can.e a little nearer, and there was fS vm^her eyes as she looked down upon the terrlHed

" We could keep him here," she whispered. " \edGr.mes and some of the others will be in sooThe. are plentv of ways of getting rid of himZ
^^

"It wouldn't be worth while," Thew said sin.plv.One doesn t commit crimes for such carrion."
'

iicntoul had struggled into a sitting posture H.was dabbmg feebly at his forehead^with an ovperfumed handkerchief.

whi'ned"'''f u'
"--^J^e peace at Headquarters," hewn.ncd. I „ant to be left alone. I should nothave told them anything."

Plil7^'' vTi?; f "'^>' "'^t be," Jocelyn Thew re-Pi'ed. All that I am fairly sure of is that you willkeep your .r.outh shut now. You know," he went o
iu-s vo.ce growing a shade n.ore n.enacing, " that Inever threaten where I do not perform. 1 „,av1l-_ over here myself, but there will be a few Tnloft ,n New \ ork, and one word from your lips

-

twenty-four hours. \ ou will be watched for a time-you and a few others of your kidney - matchedunt,11 tune has gone by when anything you couldsay or do would be of account."
"Have you anything more to say to me?" theman stammered. " I feel faint."
Hrs persecutor threw open the door.
Notnng! Get into your car and drive homeKeep out of s.ght and hearing for a tin.e. You ar"

A

'ii1 1 ii

.1*;'^
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no particular ornament nor any use to any country,
but remember that everything you have done, you
have done when the country of your birth was in
trouble and the country of your adoption was at
peace. The situation is altered. The country of
which you are a naturalised citizen is now at war.
\ou had better remember it, and decide for yourself
where your duty lies."

They listened to his heavy footsteps as he de-
scended the stairs. Then the girl turned to her
companion.

" Mr. Thew," she began, " you are not a German
or an Austrian, yet you are doin- their work, risking
your life every day. Is it for money.? "

" No," he replied, " in a general way it is not for
money."

" What is it, then.? " she asked curiously.
He stood looking out .icross the roofs and at the

distant skyscrapers. She watched him without
speaking. She knew very well that his eves saw
nothing of the landscape. He was lookin- back
into some world of his own fancy, back, perhaps, into
the shadows of his own life, concerning which no
word that she or any one else in the city had ever
heard had passed his lips.

HI li

^^riuf^
Kii';' 'W^'4 ^s&f^w^KmBim w^.



CHAPTER IV

The two men— Crawshay and Sam Hobson
still a little breathless, stood at tlie end of the dock
gazing out towards the river. Around them was a
slowly dispersing crowd of sightseers, friends and
relatjons of the passengers on board the great Amer-
ican hner, ploughing her way down the river amidst
the shrieks and hoots of her attendant tugs. Out
on the horizon, beyond the Statue of Libc-rtv, two
long, grey, sinister shapes were waiting. Hobson
glanced at them gloomily.

" Guess those are our destroyers going to take the
City of Boston some of the way across," he observed.
To think, with all this fuss about, that she must

go and start an hour before her time! "

"It's filthy luck," the Englishman muttered.
The crowd grew thinner and thinner, yet the two

men made no movement towards departure It
seemed to Crawshay impossible that after all they
had gone through they should have failed. The
journey in the fast motor car, after a breakdown of
the Chicago Limited, rushing through the night like
some hve monster, tearing now through a plain of
level lights, as they passed .through some great city
vomiting fire and flame into the black darkness of
the country places. It was like the ride of madmen,
and more than once they had both hung on to their
seats in something which was almost terror.

*l
ill I

I



36 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS

pet"u"i;
"" " ^""^'" '^^^"^^^^' ''^^ -'^^^ P-

"
^^'\tf

'"^^'•"«J half-hour," was the continual

fn h K,
^' ^''; "^""'"^ ''''''^y^ ^"t we don't seem

to be able to work it down."
A poux-rful automobile had taken them through

the streets of New York, and lay now a wreck in
one of the streets a mile from the dock. Thev had
finished the journey in a taxicab, and the finish had
been th,s_half an hour late! Yet they lingered,
with their eyes fixed upon the disappearing ship.

1 guess there's nothing more we can do," Hob-
son said at last grudgingly. « We can lav it up for
them on the other side, and we can talk'to her all
the way t Liverpool on the wireless, but if there isany scoo,. to be made the others'll get it- not us."

it only we could have got on board! " Crawshay
muttered. " It's no use thinking of a tug, I sup-
poser Of
The American shook his head.

^^

"She's too far out," he replied gloomily.
Ihere s nothing to be hired that could catch her'"
Crawshay's hand had suddenly stolen to his chin.

There was a queer light in his eyes. He clutched
at his companion's arm.

" You're wrong, Hobson," he exclaimed. " There
IS

.

Come right along with me. We can talk as we
go."

I'
Are you crazy? " the American demanded.
Not quite," the other answered. " Hurrv un

man." -^ ^'

"Where to»"
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"To New Jersey. I've got Government orders,
endorsed by your own Secretary of War It's a
hundred to one they won't listen to n.e, but we've ffotto try it.'

°

He was already dragging his companion down the
wooden way. His whole expression had changed.
His face was al.ght with the joy of an idea. Al-
ready Hobson, upon whom the germ of that idea had
dawned, began to be infected with his enthusiasm."s a gorgeous stunt," he acknowledged, as he
lolJowed his companion into a taxicab. " If we bring
it off, it's going to knock the movies silly."

Katharine, weary at last of waving her hand to
the indistinct blur of faces upon the dock, picked
up the great clusters of roses which late arrivals had
thrust into her arms at the last moment, and de-
scended to her stateroom upon the saloon deck. She
spent only a fv^^ minutes looking at the avran^c-
ment of her things, and then knocked at the do^or
of the stateroom exactly opposite. A thick-browed,
heavy-looking man, sombrely and professionally
dressed, opened the door.

"Are you wanting me, Doctor Gant.^" she
asked.

The doctor shook his head.
" The patient is asleep," he announced in a whis-

per.

Katharine stepped inside and stood looking down
upon the pale, almost ghastly face of the man
stretched at full length upon the bed.

«.

" ^'*^V, I remember him perfectly," she exclaimed.
He was m Number Three Ward for some time.

'ill

I
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Surely he was a clerk at one of the drvgoods stores
down-town ?

"

Tlie doctor nodded.
" Very hkelj."

^^

" I remember the case," Katharine continued,-
append.citis, followed by pneumonia, and compli-

cated by angina pectoris."
" You have it precisely."

Katharine's eyes were full of perplexity.
" But the man is in very poor circumstances," she

remarked. "How on earth can he afford a trip
like this.

P He was on the free list at the hos-
pital."

The doctor frowned.
" That is not my business," he said. " My fees

are paid, and the steamer tickets appear to be in
order. He probably has wealthy friends."

Katharine looked down once more at the sleeping
man H,s face was insignificant, his expression peev-
ish, his features without the animation of any hieh
purpose. °

^

"I really cannot understand," she murmured,
how he became a friend— a friend "
" A friend of whom.^* " the doctor enquired.
Katharine reflected and shook her head.
"Perhaps I was indiscreet," she confessed. «I

dare say you know as much about him as I do. At
what time would you like mc to come and help you
change the bandages? "

" I shall change them alone," the doctor replied.
I prefer to."

Katharine glanced up in surprise.
"Surely you are not in earnest.?" she asked.

I

.if^fwwm^^a^.w'^^m^-ms&m^^^m''mwmtMMmm'^^rr^'7'W'^
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"What else am I here for? 1 suppose you realise
that I am fully qualified?"

The tioctor unbent a little.

" I am perfectly well aware of that, Miss Bever-
ley," he said, " and it may be that there are times
when I shall be glad of your help, and in any case,"
he went on, " I shall have to ask you to take'a share
in the night watching. But the surgical part of the
case has been a great responsibility, and I couldn't
afFord to have the slightest thing in the world happen
to one of my bandages."

Katharine nodded.
" Vou are thinking of \urse Lynn," she observed.

" But really I am very careful."
" I am sure of it," the doctor acknowledged, '• but

so long as I am here, with nothing else to do and a
very heavy fee if by any chance I bring my man
through, I may just as well see to these things my-
self. At any moment I might need your help, and
I am very happy. Miss Beverley, to think that I

shall have some one like you to fall back upon. My
great hope," he went on, " is that we may get him
across without a touch of the angina."

" Wil! he ever get well? " she asked.

The doctor shook his head doubtfully.
" One can never tell," he said. " It Is

_, ist one of
these cases which are very close to the borderland.
With luck he may pull through, may even become a
fairly strong man again, but he doesn't look as
though he had much of a physique. Sometime or
other the day will come when life or death for him
will depend entirely upon his will."

She nodded and moved away.
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trunk and looke / I^l jrfmrt T/'^^*^^"'^^
confusion of thought In

"
ich .

'j'^'P'^^^'^'' ^he
«'as onlv incre.i.P,Tr 1 " ''^'^ ^""^^ «" board

"U"iber, had tat™ r,
' ' ""''' ™o<'i'rate

wore now a o.VlVr ,' ? "
"""• "'' "''"'' ""d

facts, and the facts were hr "V^u'^'"^
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are over " Brand, a breezy newspaper n.an from the
V\est, observed. " Wliat with boat drill three times
a day, and hfebelt parade going on all the ti.ne on
the deck, one doesn't get a chance to forgot that
we are liable to get a torpedo in our side at anv
moment."

" Oh, these little gnats of Uncle Sam's will look
after us!" a n>ore cheerful confrere observed.
Lome into the smoking room and I'll buy you a

drink." ' -

A good deal of courage seemed to be sought in that
direction, and presently, although the afterglow of
the sunset was still brilliant, the decks were almost
deserted. On the starboard side, only a man and awoman remained, and gradually, as though with a
certam unwillingness, they drifted closer together.
The woman, who wore a black and white check coat
over her blue serge steamer dress, and a small black
hat from which she had pushed back the veil, was
leaning over the side of the steamer, her head sup-
ported by her hand, looking steadily into the mass
ot red and orange clouds. The man, who was smok-
ing a cigar, with both hands in his ulster pockets
seemed as though he would have passed her but
without turning her head she held out her hand and
beckoned him to her side.

" I was beginning to wonder whether you were
an absentee," Katharine remarked.

" I have been making friends with the captain,"
Jocelyn Thew replied.

"Please arrange my chair," she begged "I
should like to sit down."
He did as he was asked, arranging hor rugs with

iit

l!«

1 '. 1

1



j'l

4'

I

42 THE BOX WITH BLOKEN SEALS

vorvTol-r^ "r
°'^ *''""''^"-

^'" '"'^—-"ts were

side of 7 JT '"" "^ ^"^^>- ^''-- - -tLers.dc of tl.cm and the care witl. which he fastened twoopen portholes above their heads. Finall,- he ac-cepted her invitation and sat bv her side.
I have seen vou once before," sl,e observed, "

justbefore we started." ' ''

" Vcs?" he murmured.

tinuo?"'""r.;V""'^'"^
'" '^'' "PP^-- ^^^'^'" «h^ ^"n-tinued a bttle away from the others. You hadyour ,, , , , ^.^^^^ ^^.^^ ^^^ ^,^^

^^^^^^^^^had

frrhal D " '" f ""^ '""^'"^' ^^ '^ ^^t*^

tl'boat.P'^"
'"" ^"°"' "' ^"^' ""^ "-^^^ ''- ---d

" I think so."

"A friend?"

"No, an enemy," ho answered equably.
She turned her head a h'ttle. It was ^obvious thathe was speaking the truth.
" So you liave enemies.^ "

"A grct many,- h, .ack„„„ kHigod, " one in par-

say an opponent."
"If that is so" she remarked, after a moment's

pause, you should be glad that he missed the boat."
Jocelyn Thew smiled.

"I an, " he admitted. " It was part of my planthat he should miss it."
.x 1 '«"

She moved uneasily in her chair.
^"So you haven't finisher vith adventures yet?"

•>ot just yet."

There was a brief silence. Then she turned her

-T^K«;:'"-iS^m;:--^ i^^'WBk*-
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head a little, leaning it still on the baek of the
chuir but watching hini as she spoke.

" I have seen my patient," she told him. "
I have

also had some conversation with the doctor "

"Well?"
" I am beginning to think," she continued, " that

you must be a philanthropist."

"Why.?"
" You hinted," she went on, " that your friend

was in poor circumstances. You did not tell me,
though, that you were paying the whole expenses of
this trip, just so that the man should see his home
and his family before he died."

"I told you that the care of him was a charge
upon me," Jocelyn Thew reminded her. "That
amounts to the same thing, doesn't it? I was clever
enough, anyhow, to get a good nurse at a small
fee."

" I am not at all sure," she replied, " that I shall
not charge you something outrageous. You are
probably a millionaire."

"Whatever you charge me," he promised, "I
shall try to pay."

The two journalists, refreshed and encouraged by
their libation, rtrolled past arm in arm.
"Queer scrt of voyage, this, for a man on the

pomt of death," the Westerner observed. "They
brought a chap on here, an hour before wo sailed, in
an ambulance, with a doctor and a hospital nurse.
Had to bo carried every foot of the wav."

" What's wrong with him? " the other enquired.
" He was only operated upon for appendicitis a

fortnight ago, and they say that tie has angina pec

Ml

i i
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toris amongst other cr.,npl .--.ons. They brought
h.m stra.gl.t from tho hos, ^a'. Seems He's crazy
to get back to England to die'

rJie two men passed o "^

flicked the ash from I'o
lighted.

hearing. Jocelyn
c which lie had

Mie way they tell

panio'i.

i. ' ^' h.-ive

' ... often,"

lOr the sake

" Sounds a queer sort c
it," he observed, glancing a hi

"Oh, I don't know," M;
;

done this sort of thing be+<.

she went on, "that a man i ,

of another man."
He smiled.

" You have the old-fashioned idea of man's devo-
•on to woman. Can't you believe that tliere may

be ties be ween two men stronger even than between
a man and the woman he loves? "'

"I can believe that," she assented, "but the menmus have something in common. I should find ithard to beheve, for instance, that they existed be-tween you and the man downstairs." '

Tie shrugged his shoulders very sllo^l.tly

" You forget," he observed, "that^a man does not
look at his best after such an illness as Phillips has
had. ^ou find h.m, perhaps, a little insignificant.
^ ou are probably aware of his vocation and station
in lite.

'lam."
" And these things," he went on, « make it diffi-

cult for you to believe that th.-re is anv greaf tie
between us two. Yet it is the exception which proves
the rule, you know. I will not sav that vour patient
has ever saved my life or performed anv immortnl
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action, yet believe me he has courage and a grit vou
would scarcely believe in, and I am speaking slri-
ously when I tell you that not .nly I but others are
undor deep obligations to him."
He rose to his feet with the air of one who has

losed the subject. Katharine also threw oil' her
rugs.

'•You are going to walk?" she asked. "Please
take me with you. I don't know why, but I feel
restless this evi ning."

They paced side by side up and down the deck,
pausing now and then to watch the destroyers and
indulging in a very spasmodic conversation. At
their fourth promenade, as they reached the stern
extremity of their deck, the -voman paused, and,
holding to the railing with one hand, looked steadily
back towards New York. The colour was fading
slowly from the sky now. but it was still marvellously
clear.

"Are you homesick for what lies beneath those
clouds.' " he enquired lightly.

She took no inmiediate account of his words. Her
eyes were fixed upon one spot in that distant curtain
of sky. Suddenly she pointed with her finger.

" What's that ? " she asked. " No, the mast's dip-
ping now— you can't see. There— the other side."
He followed her outstretched finger, and slowly

his fine black eyebrows grew closer and closer to-
gether. Far away, at a certain spot in the clear
evening sky, was a little speck of black, hidden every
now and then by the mast of the ship as -^hc rolled,

but distinctly there all the time, a little smudge in

an amber setting, too small foi a cloud, yet a visible

li
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and tangible object Katharine felt her co.npunion'san. tighten upon hers, and she saw his face .rowlike a piece of marble.

'^

V
" '1'' " '^'•"''''^""'" ^'^ -^'Uttered, " coming from theAcw Jersey coast."

Through that mysterious agency by means of^Omh news travels on board ship as though super-na urally conveyed, the deck was crowded 7n a I yfc. moments by practically every passenger and n,osIo the officers. Every form of telescope and field-glass was d.rected towards the now clearly vis bleseapUne. Speculations were everywhere to be heard!

suggertion.
"" " "' ^ -bn,arine," was the first

^^ J
They'd use the wireless," was the prompt re-

ser'?nl''T'rr'-''"
'^'""^ *'" submarines under the

;' r^/^*''^'
journalists renu-nded the bvstand-

ors. They re a better escort than any destroyer."

thou J!'"T Tu '" ''" ""^^ across 'the Atlantic,
tnougJi, Brand observed.

"It's some new device of Uncle Sam's they aretestmg, perhaps," his friend snggeste.l. ''Gee'yu can hear her now quite plainly."
'

There a.e twoof them m the car- a pilot and an observer. Won-der what the captain thinks about it
"

offiror Fragments of their conversatPon were ap-paren ly overheard, for it was soon rumoured aroundthat the capta.n had expressed his opinion that l^swas .s.mply part of some manoeuvres they «^recarrying out from the Xew Jersey Aviation S^ano^
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Jocelvn 'J^liew watdicd the blue fire about the mast.
" I wonder wlietlier that's she talking to us," lie

observed. '• One would have to be pretty nij)pv with
one's Hn^rers to work aboard on one of those sniall
things."

'• Do you suppose she is bringing us a message .?
"

Katharine asked.

He shook his head.

" Thoy could do that by wireless from the shore,"
he replied. " Hullo, we're slowing down !

"

The little crowd was now bubbling over with ex-
citement. The speed of the steamer had, without
a doubt, been slackened, and a boat was being low-
ered. IJrand and his companion, immensely happy,
were already dotting down t.'ieir notes for the wire-
less. The seaplane was gently skimml. j; the water
almost alongside, and barely fifty yarrls away. The
pdot and his companion were clearly visible. The
passengers lined the whole length of the steamer,
leaning over to watch the dcnonemcnt of this strano-e
scene.

"^

" It's a newspaper scoop," one man suggested.
The i(l(;i was not I'.ivourably entertained.
"No n<wsi)aper woidd be allowed to make use

of a (iovernment seaplane," IJrand pointed out.
"Apart from that, they wouldn't dare to stop a
steamer out here."

"There's the boat!" some one else exclaimed,
pointing to one of the ship's lifeboats wl'ich had shot
out towards the plane. " She must be going to pick
one of the men up !

'*

The steamer was merely drifting now, and its

strange visitor had alighted upon the water, rush-

4
4
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added, "but I'd just as soon he wasn't on board "

^clS;:.r'
''""^ "'''"''"•"«'•" .vour patient."

toZT.Z^'"-' '^ '""'^
'' ^°°'' "^ *°''' ™

say m t e smok.ng room concerning this extraordfnary visitor." ^Atiaorai-

She looked around. They were absolutely alone

in.,::i:;:J::pr-^^^'"-^^^^-doeshiscon^

" His nan,e is Crawshay," Jocelyn replied " He

hoa^ '"^ '" """' ''"• " »'- «l"»I--<', « little
'

Joceivn raised 1,;, cap „« l,e turned a»av.
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CHAPTER V

Crawshay found hlmsoU a popular hero wl.on ata few nnnutcs before eleven o'clock the next n.orn-wg he made his appearance on deck. With little
regard to the weather, w],ich was fine and war,,,, hewas clad ui a thick grey suit an.l a voluminous over-
coat. The fact that his borrowed hat was several
Si/es too large for hiin detracted a little from the
dignity of his appearance, a misfortune for which
he endeavoured to atone by a distinct aloofness of
nianner. Ihe newspaper men, however, were not to
be denied.

" Say, Mr. Crawshay," Brand began, stopping him
as soon as he had emerged from the companionwav,
Id hke to shake hands with you. My name'sr 'and, 1 in a newspaper man."
Crawshay shook hands, although he showed no

particular enthusiasm about the proceedin^r
"And I am Clark, of the Minneapolis" /r.vmv/,"

the small, dark man, who was generally by Brand's
side, added. " Put it there, sir."

Cra«-shay put it there with an incipient reluc' 'no,
winch the two men were not slow to note.

" Kind of shock to you yesterday, no doubt,"
Brand began. " It was a fine, plucky thing to do,
sir. Ever flown before.?

"

^ s ,

"Never," Crawshay confessed. "The sensation
was— er— entirely new to me. I found the descent
upon the water most uncomfortable."

l-«iT^,:^^i»y."=^.lB^T4?:^
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"Soaked your shore clothes, eh?" Brand ob-
served.

" I was not attired for the proceeding," Crawshay
admitted. «I was, in fact, very inappropriately
dressed. I was wearing a thin flannel ?uit, which was
completely ruined, and I do not think that I shall
ever bo warm again."

Mr. Brand glanced longingly at his wrist watch
and sighed.

"I make it a rule, sir," he said, " never to drink
before twelve o'clock, but there is no rule without an
exception. If you think that a double jigffer of ffin
with a little lemon and —

"

"Stop!" Crawshay begged. «I have no sym-
pathy with the weird compounds produced by your
bartenders. As a matter of fact, I take nothing at
all except with my meals. I am going to sit in this
sunshine and try and recover my normal tempera-
ture."

" There are a few of the boys on board," Brand
continued insinuatingly, " who would like to join in
our little chat, if you wouldn't mind their stepping
round." ^

" I have no desire for a chat with any one," Craw-
shay objected. " I came up on deck to rest. Kindly
ask me what you want to know and leave me alone
for a time."

" Then what in thunder sent vou here after an
American liner on a seaplane.?

"'
Brand demanded.

ihats about the long and short of what we're
aching to know, I think."

"You've hit it, \ed, as usual," Mr. Clark, of the
Minneapolis Reco. I, acquiesced.

"fc
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Crawshay drew his rug about him a little peevishly.

" My name," he said, " is Charles Reginald Craw-
shay."

" We got that from the captain," Brand replied.

" Very nice name, too."

" I have been attached," Crawshay went on, " to

the British Embassy at Washington."
" You don't say! " Brand niurmurcd.
" I am returning home," Crawshay continued, " be-

cause I intend to join the British Army. I was un-

fortunate enough to miss tlie boat, and being in

company with a person of authority and influence,

he suggested, partly in joke, that I should try to

persuade one of the pilots of your new seaplanes

at Jersey to bring me out. He further bet me five

hundred dollars that I would not attempt the flight.

I am one of those sort of people," Crawshay con-

fessed meditatively, " who rise to a bet as to no other

thing in life. I suppose it comes from our inherited

sporting instincts. I accepted the bet and here I

am."

"In time to save the British Army, eh?" Brand
observed.

" In time to take my rightful place amongst the

defenders of my country," was the dignified rebuke.
" Incidentally, I have won a hundred pounds."

"Would you do it again for the same money?"
Clark asked guilefully.

The Englishman coughed.
" I must confess," he said, " that it is not an ex-

perience I am anxious to repeat."

Brand rose to his feet.

" Weil, sir," he concluded, " I oflPer you my con-



I iH

THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 53

gratulations on your trip. We shall just dot a few
words together concerning it for the New York news-
papers. Anything you'd like to -add? "

Crawshay stroked his upper lip.

" You can say," he pronounced with dignity, " that

I found the trip most enjoyable. And by-the-by,

you had better put a word in about the slull of the

pilot— Lieutenant T. Johnson, I believe his name
was. I have no experience in such matters, and I

found him once or twice a little unsympathetic when
I complained of bumps, but the young man did his

best — of that 1 am convinced."

Mr. Brand's tongue slowly crept round the out-

side of his mouth. He met the eye of his friend Mr.
Clark and indulged in a wink. He had the air of
a man who felt relieved by the operation.

" We are very much obliged to you, Mr. Craw-
shay," he declared. " You have done something to

brighten this trip, anyway."
"A little later," Cr.uvsliay announced, "either

just before your luncheon or dinner hour, if you and
your friends would meet me in the smoking room,
I should bo delighted to remember in the customary
fashion that I have won a rather considerable wa-
ger."

" Come, that's bully," Brand declared, with a

little real feeling in his tone. " I tell you, Clark,"

he added, as they made their way along the deck
to the writing room, " you've got to prick these

damned Britishers pretty hard, but they've gener-

ally got a bit of the right feeling somewhere tucked
away. He'll have a swollen head for the rest of this

voyage, though."

>.i!
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CMWshaj watched the two men disappear, out of

the corner of his eye. Then he rose to his feet and
commenced a little promenade about the sunny por-
tion of tlic deck. After two or three turns he found
liimself face to face with Jocclyn Tliew, who liad

just issued from the companionway.
" Good morning, Mr. Late Passenger !

" the latter

exclaimed.

Crawshay paused and looked him up and down.
" Do I know you, sir.' " he asked.
" I am not so sure thftit you tto," Jocelyn replied,

"but after yesterday the whole world knows Mr.
Reginald Crawshaiy."

" Very kind of you, I am sure," Crawjshay mur-
mured. " What I did really wasn't worth making
a fuss about."

" You had an uncomfortable ride, I fear.? " Joce-
lyn continued.

"I was most unsuitably -ttired," Crawshay has-
tened to explain. " If, instead of asking me very
absurd questions at the aerocfome, they had pro-
vided me with some garments calculated to exclude
the salt w>ater, I should be able to look back upon
the *rip with nfore pleasurable feelings."

"Pity you had to make it, wasn't it.?" Jocelyn
observed, falling in^to step wiftihim.

" 1 scarcely foMow you, Mr.— Ought I tc Know
your name.'' I have a shocking memory."

" My name is Jocdyn Thew."
" Mr. Jocelyn Thew," Crawshay concluded.
" I mean that it was a pity you missed the boat,

you and Hobson, wasn't it.-' What was the weather
like in Chicago ?

"

m^j^^i^hijm3e^.Mm^^'.-yas;- ;--: -•»:*j«cj'-"is«r'i» , :.
"?^ • -- 'HswiRwriwiii*^ 'vfaBKwsap-:



THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 55

" Hot," Crawslmy replied. " I was hotter there
than I ever expect to be again in this worhl."
"A lon^r, tiring journey, too, from Halifax."
" Not only that, sir," Crawshay agreed, " but a

dirty journey. I like to travel with the windows
down — cold water and fre.sh air, you know, for us
English people — but the soft coal 30U burn in your
engines is the most appalling uncleanly stuff I have
ever met."

" Still, you got here," Jocelyn reminded him.
"I got here," Crawshay agreed with an air of

satisfaction.

"And you can take a bath three times a day, if
you feel like it, on board," Jocelyn continued. " I'm
afraid you won't find much else to do."

" One can never tell," Crawshay sighed. " I have
started on ocean trips sometimes which promised
absolutely nothing in the way of entertainment, and
I have discovered 'i-yself, before the end of the
journey, thoroughly interested and amused."

"Nothing like looking on the bright side of
things," Jocelyn observed.

Crawslmy turned his head and contemplated his
companion for a few moments. Jocelyn Thew, not-
withsLinding iiis fine, sliir. figure, his w'ell-cut clothes
and lean, handsome face, carried always with him
some nameless, unanalysable air of the man who has
played the explorer, who has peered into strange
places, who has handled the reins which guide the
white horse of life as well as the black horse of
death.

"I am quite sure," he said, in a tone of kindly
approval, " that I shall find you a most interesting

'^.•
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56 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS
companion on this trip. Vou and I must have a
little further conversation together. I have won a
considerable sum of money, I may say, bv my er— exploit, and I have invited some of these news-
paper fellows to take a drink with me before lunch-
eon in the smoking room. I hope you will join us.^

"

" I shall be delighted," Jocelyn accepted. " A
drink with a friend, and a little mutual toast, is al-
ways a pleasure."

Crawshay paused. They were standing outside
the entrance to the captain's cabin.

"I quite agree with you," he said. "Exercise
your ingenuity, Mr. Jocelyn Thew, and think out
a toast that we can both drink sincerely. You will

excuse me.? I am going in to talk to the captain
for a few minutes. There are a fow matters con-
cerning my personal comfort which need his atten-
tion. I find the purser," he added, dropping his
voice, "an excellent fellow, no doubt, but just a
trifle unsympathetic, eh?"

" I have no doubt you are right," Jocelyn agreed.
" We will meet again, then, just before one o'clock."

i f =r
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CHAPTER M
Crawbhay knockid at tla- door of the captiin's

room, ri'cc'ivcd a stentorian invitation to enter, and
sunk a little plaintively into a vacant easy-chair.
The purser, who had been in close confabulation with
his chief, hastily took hi ; leave.

"Good morning, sir," the visitor said languidly.
"Good morning, Mr. Crawshay," the captain re-

plied. "Feeling a little stronger this morning, I

hope ?

"

Crawshay sighed.

" The memory of that experience," he began, set-

tling down in his chair,

—

" Well, well, you ought to have got over that by
this time," the captain interrupted. " What can I

do for you, Mr. Crawshay? I have been varninir

with the purser a little longer than usual, this morn-
ing, and I have some rounds to do."

" I must not stand in the way of your daily avoca-

tion," the newcomer said gloomily. " I really

droj)ped in chiefly to see if by any chance you had
had a wireless message about me."

" Not a word."

"No message, eh? Now, do you know, that

seems to me exceedingly strange," Crawshay rumi-

nated.

" I don't sec why it should," was the somewhat
brusque reply. " I have no doubt that the New York

m
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papers have some wonderful headlines —' How an

Englisliinan catches the steamer!' or 'An English

diplomatist, < ager to fight'— and all that sort of

thing. But apart from the spectacular side of it,

I don't suppose they consider your adventure of na-

tional interest."

" On the contrary, it is the development of a new

era," Crawshay replied, with dignity. " Just con-

sider what actually happened. I miss the steamer,

owing to the breakdown of the Chicago Limited and

a subsequent automobile accident. I arrive at the

dock whilst you are in the shadow of the Statue of

Liberty. What do I do? What no one else has

ever done before ! I fly after you ! Romance has

never pictured such a thing. I am a pioneer, Cap-

tain."

The Captain grinned.
" You've been pretty sorry for yourself ever since,"

he observed.

" I must confess that I made up my mind to the

heroic deed in a rash moment," Crawshay acknowl-

edged. " I am a person of strong and unconquer-

able impulses. You see, that exceedingly disagree-

able American policeman who was sent up to Halifax

on a fool's errand with me, and who subsequently led

me on another to Chicago, bet me five hundred dollars,

as we stood upon the dock, that I couldn't catch

that steamer. Now if there is one thing," he went

on, crossing his legs, " which excites my interest

more than another, it is a bet."

" That and your accent," the captain said, smiling,
*' arc two of your most prominent British traits, Mr.
Crawshay."

biiii:
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The latter took out his eyofflass and polished it.

" I have oHiers," he retortwl, " but never mind.

I understood you to say, I think, that you have heard

nothing by wireless about ine?
"

" Not a word."

The c.iptain fjlanecd at his cloek and showed some

signs of inipatiencc. His visitor, however, remained

blandly iin|)erturbable.

" I see that you iiave only one operator in rhe

wireless room," he remarked.
" How do you know that? "

"I happened to be walking by last ni;;])t. and I

glanced in."

" We are short-handed," the captain wiil/.iiud.

" Quite naturally," Crawshay replied. "' N'uv

with reference to this young man, I watched hini to a-

ing down the steps from his office this morning. \ ou

may be surprised to hear. Captain, that I found

him unprepossessing— in fact I might almost say

that I took a dislike to him."
*' I am sure he would be very much disturbed if

he knew your opinion," was the faintly sarcastic

reply. " He hap[)ens to be a young ntan with ex-

ceptionally good credentials."

" Credentials," Crawshay observed blandly, " in

which I have no faith— no faith whatever."

The captain turned his heuil suddenly. There was

a new expression in his face as he locked keenly at

his visitor,

"What do you mean. ^Ir. Crawshay?"
" Nothing much. I see you have been smoking a

pipe. Captain. You Avill forgive nic if I light one

of these perfectly damnable cigarettes which are all

! ii
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I have been able to buv on board.— Tl
I talk better when I

laiiK vou.

—

alk better wiien I smoke."
'• It .se.'nis to me that you talk a great deal of non-

sense," the captain declared bluntly,
" Intermingled at times," the other insisted, " with

a word or two of sense. Now I uni going to rej.e.tt
that J have very little faith in this wireless oper.itor
ot yours. At three o'clock this morning— I doii't
wish to tie myself down, Captain, so I will say in
the vicinity of that hour— l,e received a message—
a long one, 1 should imagine. I put it to you, sir—
was that dispatch for you? "

" No," tlv. cai)tain admitted, " I had no message
at that hour or since."

" Very well, then," Crawshay continued, loosenintr
a little muffler at his throat, "I sui)pose you can as-
certain tiom the j)urser if any message was delivered
to any one of your passengers.' "

" I certainly can," the captain admitted, " but to
tell you the truth, sir, I scarcely see how this con-
cerns you."

" I am endeavouring," his visitor replied, with a
httle wave of his hand, "to justify mv statement.
Lnquire of the purser, I beg you. It will do no
harm."

The captain shrugged his shoulders, touched the
bell and despatched his steward for Mr. Dix, the
purser, who, happening to be on the deck outside,
made an immediate appearance.

" Mr. Dix," the captain asked him, "• can you tell
me if you have received any wireless message intended
for any one of the passengers at or since three o'clock
this morning.'""

..u ii-
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" Not one, sir."

Crawshay's smile was beatific and triumpliant.

He relit his cigarette which had gone out, and,
crossing his legs, made himself a little more com-
fortable.

" Very well, then," he said, '^ what I should like

to know is, what became of that message which made
very |)retty illuminations around your conductor,
or whatever you call it, for at least a (juarter of an
hour this morning.'' "

" The message may merely h.ive been an intercepted
one," the purser pointed out. " It may not have
been for us at all."

" I had an idea," C'rawshay persisted, with bland
and officious precision, " that even intercej)ted mes-
sages, especially in time of war, were referred to
some person of authority on board. Apart from
that, however, tlie message I refer to was written

down and delivered to one of your passengers. I

ha})j)ened to see your operator leave his office with
an envelope in his hand."

" At three o'clock in the morning.'' " the captain
observed incredulously.

" At about a quarter of an hour past that time,"

the other assented.

" And wliat on earth were you doing about on
deck P

"

" I 'have strange habits," Crawshay confessed.
" On board ship I indulge them. I like to sleep when
I feel like it, and to wander about when I feel in-

clined. After my extraordinary, my remarkable ex-

perience of yesterday, I was not disposed for slum-
ber."

!; it)
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^^

" It appears to mc, sir," the purser intervened,
" that on board this ship vou seem to do a great deal
of walking about, considering jou have only been
with us for a littio more than twelve hours."

" Liver," Crawshaj explained confidentially. " I
suffer intensely from my liver. Gentle and contin-
ual exercise is my greatest help."
The captain turned towards his junior officer.
"Mr. Dix," he suggested, "perhaps it will dear

this httle matter no if we send for Robins. You
n.ight just step out yourself and bring him round."
Crawshay extended an eager hand.
" I beg that you will do nothing of the sort," he

pleaded.

"But why not.?" the captain demanded. "You
have made a definite charge against a wireless opera-
or on the ship. He ought to be plnced in the posi-

tion to be able to refute it if he can."
" There is no doubt," Crawshav a-n.d, " that in

course of time lie will be given that opportunity. At
present it would be indiscreet "

"And why?"
" Because tiure will be other messages, and one

IS driven to the conclusion that it would be .-Neeed-
ingly u.teresting to lay h.-mds on one of these mes-
sugrs, n<, record of whieh is kept, of wliieli ti..- purser
IS not inlorme.l, and which are ddivered secretly
to — " ^

^'' Well, to whom?" the captain demanded.
" To a passenger on board this steamer."
The captain shook his head. His whole expression

was one of disapproval.
" Nonsense

!
" he exclaimed. " If Hobins has failed
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in his duty, which I still take the liberty of doubt-
ing, I must cross-question him at once."

Crawslmy assumed the air of a pained invahd
whose wishes have been thwarted.

" Vou must really oblige me by doing nothing of
the sort," l-.e begged. " I am sure that my way is

best. Besides, you make me feel like an eavesdropper— a common informer, and that sort of thing, you
know."

"I am afraid that I cannot allow any question of
sentiment to stand between me and the'diccipline of
my ship," was the somewhat uncompromising reply.

Crawshay siglad, and with languid fingers unbut-
toned his overcoat and coat. Then, from some mys-
terious place in the neighbourhood of his breast
pocket, he produced an envelope containing a single
half-sheet of paper.

" Read Miat, sir, if you please," he begged.
The .-ajjtain accepted the envelope with some re-

luctance, straightened out its contents, read the few
words it contained several times, and handed back
the missive. He stood for a moment like a man in
a dream. Crawshay returned the envelope to his
pocket and rose to his feet.

^^

"Well, I'll be getting along," he observed.
"We'll have another little chat. Captain, later on.
I must take my matutin il stroll, or I know how 1

shall feel about luncheon time. Besides, there are
some exuberant persons on board who are expecting
me to oflTer them refreshment about one o'clock, ouT
of my winnings, and, attached to your wonderful
country as I am. Captain, I must admit that cock-
tails do not agree with me."
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" One has to get used to then,," the captain mur-mured absently.

"I am most unfortunate, too, in the size of my
foot trawshay continued dolefully, looking down
a then.. "If there is one thing I thoroughly dis-
1
ke, ,t is bang on board ship without rubber over-

shoes - a product of your country. Captain, which

o -l""^"'
''"* ^ appreciate more than vourCO ktads Good morning, sir. I hope I haven'tkept you from your rounds. Dear me ! " he added, ina tone of vexation, as he passed through the door,

bel.eve that I have been sitting in a draught all
the tune. I feel quite shivery."
He shambled down the dek-. The purser lingered

behind w,th an enquiring expression in his eves, but
his chief did not take the hint.

pnl^/'^'rj""
'""'^ solemnly, as he put on his capand started out on his rounds, " I was right. This

IS going to be a very queer voyage indeed ! "

i
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CHAPTER VII

Crawshaj walked slowly along the deck until he
found a completely sheltered spot. Then he sum-
moned the deck steward and superintended the ar-
rangement of his deck chair, which was almost hidden
under a heap of rugs. He had just adjusted a pair
ot spectacles and was preparing to settle down when
Katharine, in her nurse's uniform, issued from the
compan.onway and stood for a moment looking about
her. Crawshay at once raised his cap.

Good morning, Miss Beverley," he said. « You
do not recognise me, of course, but mv name is Craw-
shay I had the pleasure of meeting vou once at
Washington."

"I remember you quite well, Mr. Crawshav," she
replied, glancing with some amusement at his muffled-
up state. " Besides, you must remember that v( i

are the hero of the ship. I sup,,ose I ought to con-
gratulate you upon your wonderful descent upon us
yesterday."

^^

"Pray don't mention it," Crawshay murmured.
Ihe chance just came my way. I _ er —" he

went on, gazing hard at he"r uniform, "
I was not

aware that you were personally interested in nurs-
ing."

" That shows how little you know about me, Mr
Crawshay."

i:i!! I
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" I have heard," he admitted, " of your wonderful

deeds of philaiitliropy, also tliat you entirely support
a larc,r(. hospital in New York, but I had no^dea that
you interested yourself personally in the— er
may I say mo.-,t feminine and charming- avocation of
nursiiio-- "

" I have been a probationer," she told him, " in
my own hospital, and I am at the present moment in
atteiulaiue upon a patient on board this steamer."

" Vou amaze me !
" he exclaimed. " You — did I

understand you to say that you were in i)crsonal at-
tendant' ufion a patient? "

" TJiut is so, Mr. Crawshay."
Weil, well, forgive my astonishment," he con-

tinued. "I had no idea. At any rate I am glad
that our patient's state of health permits you to
leave uim for a time."

Mer expre>sion Ijccame a little graver.
" As a mutter of fact," she sighed, " my patient is

very ill inderd, I am afraid. However, the doctor
sha^'^ Hie responsibility with me, and he is staying
with hill now for half an hour."

" May I, in tha^ case," he begged, " share your
|)ronicii,ide? "

" With pleasui ii, acquiesced, withou. enthusi-
asm. - V,„i « ill iiave to take ofF some of your coats,
thou;,^]i."

'•
J .'im suflT rir-g from chili," he explained. "

I
sometimes thin« tiuit I snail never be warm again,
after my exoersenev rjf yesterday."
He dives i,.(i niiii>e!f, how-ver, of his outside coat,

arranged Ins nuifflrr carefully, thrust his hands into
his s..ock..t.s. ami f. 11 into .tep by her side.
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" I am intercstoil," he observed, " in illness. What
exact,; is the matter with your charge? "

" He has had a bad operation," she replied, " and
there are complications."

"Dear me! Dear me!" Crawshav exclaimed, in
a shocked tone. " And in such a state he chooses to
make a })erilous voyage like this? "

"That is rather his affair, is it not?" she said
drily.

" I'rcnsc'ly," her com{)anion arrreod. "Precisely!
I should not, perhaps, have made tlie remark.
Sickness, however, interests me very muc!i. I
have the misfortune not to be stron/r'nivsclf, and
my own ailments occupy a good d^al of Inv atten-
tion."

She looked at him curiously.

"You suffer from nerves, don't you?" she en-
quired.

" Hideously," he assented.

" And yet," she continued, still watching him in a
puz/Ied fashion, " you made that extraordinary voy-
age through the air to catch this steamer. That
doesn't seem to me to be at all the sort of thing a
nervous person would do."

^^ 'I

It was for a bet," he explained confidentially.
^'The only occasion upon which I forget my nerves
is when there is a bet to be lost or won.

"

At the
time," he went on, "my deportment was, I think, all
that could iiave been desired. The sensations of
which I was undoubtedly conscious I contrived to
adequately conceal. The after-shock, however, lias,
I must admit, been considerable."

"Was it really so terribly important," she en-
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quired, " that you should be in London next week? "

" The War Office made a special point of it," he
assured her. " Got to join up, you know, directly I
arrive."

^^

" Do you think," she enquired after a brief pause,
"that you will enjoy soldiering better than pseudo-
diplomacy? I don't exactly know how to refer to
your work. I only remember that when we were in-
troduced I was told that you had something to do
with the Secret Service."

They were leaning over the side of the steamer,
and she glanced curiously at his long, rather sunken
face, at the uncertain mouth, and at the eyes, care-
fully concealed behind a pair of green spectacles.
He seemed, somehow, to have aged since they had
first met, a year ago, in Washington.

" To tell you the truth," he confided, " I am a little
tired of my job. Neither fish nor fowl, don't you
know. I took an observation course at Scotland
Yard, but I su{)pose I am too slow-witted for what
they call secret-service work over here."
"America wouldn't provide you with many oppor-

tunities, would it? " she observed.
" You are quite right," he replied. " I am much

more at home upon the Continent. The Secret Serv-
ice in America, as we understand it, docs not exist.
One finds oneself continually in collaboration with
police inspectors, and people who naturally do not
understand one's point of view. At any rate," he
concluded, with a little sigh, " if I have any talents,
they haven't come to the front in Washington. I
don't believe that dear old Sir Richard was at all
sorry to see the last of me."

I
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"And you think you will prefer your new pro-
fession? "

" Soldiering? Well, I shall have to train up a bit
and see. Bea-stly ugly work they seem to make of it,

nowadays. I don't mind roughing it up to *lie ex-
tent of my capacity, but I do think that the advice
of one's medical man should be taken into considera-
tion."

She lauglied at him openly.
" Do you know," she said, " I can't picture you

campaigning in France !
"

" To tell you the truth I can't picture it myself,"
he confessed frankly. "The stories I have hoard
with reference to the absence of })hysical comforts
are something appalling. By-the-by," he went on,
as thougli the idea had suddenly occurred to hitn, " I

can't think how your patient can rest, anyhow, after
an operation, on bf.ds like there are on this steamer.
I call it positively disgraceful of the company to
impose such mattresses upon tlieir patrons. My
bones positively ache this mo ling."

"Mr. Phillips has his own mattress," she told
him, " or rather one of the hospital ones. He was
carried straight into the ambulance from the ward."
"Mr.— tr— Phillips," Crawshay repeated.

"Have I over met him?"
" I should think not."

" He is, of course, a very great friend of yours? "

"I don't know win you sliould sii|)posc thut."

''Come, come," he remonstrated, "I sup[)OM> I

am an infernally curious, prying sort of chap, hut
when one thinks of you, a .society belle of America,
you know, and, further, tlfr patroness of that gn-at

i
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ho-pital, crossing the Atlantic yours. If in < liargc of
a favoured patient, one can't help— can one? "

'' (an one wlmt? " she asked coolly.

" Scenting a romance or u mystery," he replied.
" In any case, Mr. Phillips must be a man of some
determination, to risk so much just for the sake of
gi tting home."

She turned and recommenced their promenade.
"I wonder whether you realise that it isn't e»i-

quette to question a nurse about licr patient," she
reminded him.

" I'm sure I am very sorry," he assured her. " I

didn't imagine that my questions were in any way
offensive. I told you from the first that I was al-

ways interested in invalids and cases of illness."

She turned her head and looked at him. Her
glance was reproving, her manner impatient.

" Really, Mr. Cr ushay," she said, " I think that
you are one of the most inquisitive people 1 ever
met."

"It reall' isn't inquisitiveness," he protested.
" It's just obstinacy. I hate to leave a problem un-
explained."

"Then to prevent any further misunderstand-
ing, Mr. Crawshay," j-he concluded, a little coldly,
" let me tell you fliat there are private reasons wiiich
make any further questioning on your part, con-
cerniii:,' this niattir, impertinent."

Crawshay lifted his cap. He had the air of a
man who has received a rebuff v;hieh he takes in ill

part.

" I will not risk your further displeasure. Miss
Beverley," he said, stopping by his steamer chair.
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" I trust thnt you will enjoy the remainder of your
promeniuie. Good rornin^ri"

He summoned the dick steward to arrange his
ru^s, and lay hack in his sK.uner chair, eating broth
which he loathed, and watchin,^ Jocelyn Thew and
K .tharine Beverley through spectacles which some-
what impaired hi. vision. The two had strolled to-
gether to the side of the ship to watch a shoal of
porjjoises go by.

"I sec that you are acquainted with our hero of
the seaplane," Jocelyn Thew remarked.

She nodded.

" I met him once at Washington and once at the
polo games."

" Tell me what you think of him.?
"

She smiled.

" Well," she confessed, " I scarcely know how to
think of him. I must say, though, tliat in a general
way I should think any profession would suit him
better tiian diplomacy."

*' Vou find him stupid? "

"I do," she admi ted, "and in a particularly
liriti.li way."

Jocdvn i^lanced thoughtfully across at Crawsluiy,
who was conteniplating his empty cup with apparent
rigret.

" Vou will not think that I am takinjr ,•• liberty,
Miss Heverley, if I ask you a question? "

" Why should I? I. it so verv p. rsoriM'- "

"As a matter of fact, it isn't p- rson.i! at all. T
was only going to ask you if you would mind telling
me what our friend Mr. Crawshay was talking to
you about just now.!*

"
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72 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS
"Are you really interested?" she asked, with anair of famt surprise. " Well, if you must know, hewas asking questions about my patient. He an-

pears to be something of a hypochondriac himself,and he is very interested in illnesses."
" He has the air of one who takes care of himself,"

Jocelyn observed, with a faint smile. " Howeverone mustn't judge. He may be delicate."

lesslv
^*' '' ""^ ''^'^ woman," she remarked care-

" He rather gives one that impression, doesn't he? "

ZlUuf"\ " ^y-'^'^-^y^ there wasn't much youcould ell him about your patient, was there.? "

^^

There really isn't anything at all," she replied.
1 just mentioned his condition, and as Mr. Craw-shay still seemed curious, I reminded him that it uasnot etiquette to question a nurse about her patients."

i.r \^''/\tr'^^''
'^^^^'^n declared. "As a mat-

ter of fact he went on, " I have scarcely thought itworth while to mention it to you, because llcnew
exactly the sort of answer you would make to any
too curious questions, but there is a reason, and avery serious reason, why my friend Phillips wishes
to avoid so far as possible all manner of notice and
questions."

"You call him your friend Phillips," she remarked,

started"^^
'""" *"" ^^"" ^'"" "'^'' ^^™ «'"^^ '''

" Nor do I intend to," he replied. « That is the
other point concerning which I wish to speak to you.You may think it very extraordinary, and I offerno explanation, but I do not wish it known to- say,Mr. Crawshay, or any other casual enquirer, that'l

((
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have any acquaintance with or interest in Phillips."

^^

"The subject is dismissed," she promised lightly.
" I am not in the least an inquisitive person. I un-
derstand perfectly, and my lips are sealed."

His little smile of thanks momentarily transformed
his expression. Her eyes became softer as thev met
his.

"^

" Now please walk with me for a little time," she
begged, " and let us leave ofF talking of these grizzly
subjects. You've really taken very little notice of
me so far, and I have been rather looking forward
to the voyage. You have traveled so much that I
am quite sure you could be a most interesting com-
panion if you wished to be."
He obeyed at once, falling easily into step with

her, and talking lightly enough about the voyage,
their fellow passengers, and other trifling subjects.
Her occasional attempts to lead the conversation into
more serious channels, even to the subject of his
travels, he avoided, however, with a curious persist-
ency. Once she stopped short and forced him to
look at her.

" Mr. Jocelyn Thew," she complained, " tell me
why you persist in treating me like a child.^ "

Then for the first time his tone became graver.

^^

_" I want to treat you and think of you," he said,
" in the only way that is possible for me."

" Explain, please," she begged.
He led her again to tlie side of the ship. The sea

!>ad freshened, and the spray flew past them like
salt diamonds.

" Since it has pleased you to refer to the subject.
Miss Beverley," hv said seriously, " I will explain so

Mf,
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far as I an. able. I suppose that I have committednearly every one of the crimes which our abbreviated
dictionary of modern life enun.erates. If the truthwere known about me, and I were judged by certainprevaahng laws, not only my reputation hit my hi"

«hich I have not committed and which I do not in-tend o commit, one pain which I have avoided all myhe myself, and avoided inflicting upon others. Itinnk you must know what I refer to "

franklv'^'l''"''
^'" ^^''^ ^ ^° "''*'" '^' '^^^ ^im

ten mo nv /," ^7 '^'' ^ ^^^' ambiguity. Do please
tell me exactly what you mean "

sex^hrrU-S.™^ *° ""' ^**^*"^^ *--^^' ^o-

There was a faint twinkle in her eves.

^

Ihat sounds so ponderous," *

she murmured.Uon t you like us, then.?"

^^

"There are circumstances in my life," he said,

J:'- \
^''"?* '"y ^^'^n considering the subject."She turned and looked him full in the eves Her

wrr^fnirof""",?
^''' ^"''^"^^ P^*^^*^^' ^^^ "ewere tiiJI of gentle resentment.

" I do not believe," she said firmlv, " that vou havedone a singe thing in life of which vou ought to Lashamed. I do not believe one of the hai^ thingvou have said about yourself. I am not a childI am a woman- twenty-six years old - and I iketo choose my own friends. I should like vou o bemy friend, Mr. Thew."
'

No^iinr^'T"' ' '"''• "''•^^ ^"^'^^'-^ conventional.Nothing ,n his expression responded in the least tothe appeal of her words. His face had grown likl
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granite. He turned to the purser, who was strolling
bj. As though unconsciously, the finer qualities of
his voice had gone as he engaged the latter in some
trivial conversation.

i
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CHAPTER VIII

That night at dinner time a stranger appeared at
the capta^n's table. A dark, thick-browed riian, in
morning clotlios of professional cut, was sliown by
one of the saloon stewards to a seat which had hith-
erto been v -ant. Crawshay, whose place was nearly
opposite, leaned across at once with an air of inter-
est.

" Good evening. Doctor," he said.
" Good evening, sir," was the somewhat grufF re-

ply-

"Glad to see that you are able to come in and join
us,^' Crawshay continued, unabashed. " You are, I
believe, the physician in attendance on Mr. Phillips.
I am very interested in illnesses. As a matter of fact,
I am a great invalid myself."
The doctor contentec himself with a muttered mon-

osyllable which was not briiiful of sympathy.
" This is a very remarkaole expedition of yours,"

Crawshay went on. "I am a man of very little

scntiiiient myself— one place to me is very much
like another— so I do not understand this wild de-
sire on the part of an invalid to risk his life by
undertaking such a journey. It is a great feat, how-
ever. It shows what can be accomplished by a man
of determination, even when ho is on the point of
death."
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" Who said that my patient was on the point of

death? " the doctor demanded brusquely.
" It is common report," Crawshay assured him.

" Besides, as you know, the New York press got hold
of the story before you started, and the facts were
in all the evening papers."

"What facts?"

"Didn't you read them? Most interesting!"
Crawshay continued. " They all took the same line,

and agreed that it was an absolutely unprecedented
occurrence for a man to embark upon an ocean voy-
age only a few days after an operation for appen-
dicitis, with double pneumonia behind, and angina
pectoris intervening. Almost as unusual," Craw-
shay concluded with a little bow, " as the fact of his

being escorted by the most distinguished amateur
nurse in the world, and a physician of such distinc-

tion as Doctor— Doctor— Dear me, how extraor-
dinary! For the moment I must confess that your
name has escaped me."

The heavy-browed man leaned forward a little de-

liberately towards his vis-a-vis. His wps not an at-

tractive personality. His features were large and
of bulldog type. His forehead was low, and his

eyes, which gave one the impression of being clear

and penetrating, were concealed by heavy spectacles.

His hands only, which were well-shaped and cared
for, might have indicated his profession.

"My name," he said, "is Gant— Doctor James
H. Gant. You are not, I presume, a medical man
yourself? "

Crawshay shook his head.
" A most admirable profession," he declared, " but

'H,'
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one wh,ch I should never have the nerve to follow "

^"u do not, therefore, appreciate the fact'"i)octor Gant continued, '• that a medical man, espL-
r.ally one connected with a hospital of such high
s. and.ng as St. Agncs's, does not di.cuss his patienf's
aihnents with stran/rcrs."

"No offence. Doctor - no offence, Crawshav
P'-o-ted across the table. •' Mine is just the nat^ural interest in a fellow sufferer of a inan wl o Ta,

a::::b-r."

'

''' ^''"^"*^ *° '''-' '- -^^ ^---
" I suppose, as we have the pleasure of your com-any this evenin,," the captain intervened, " M.^slieverlej will be an absentee.? "

n
> place, the doctor replied. « She insisted upof

It. Personally, I am used to eating at all times and
"1 all manner of places."

dJcuZVT ' brief silence, during which Crawshay

itld w th 1

" ' n
""^ -oculation for colds in thelead Hith h.s neighbour on the other side, and thedoctor showed a very formidable capacity for mik!

-A' up for any meals which he might'have^nissed bytoo rigid an attention to his patient. The captainpresently addressed him again
^

qu.W '' ^'"" ""'' ""' ''"P'^ ^°'*^^ ^'^^- " be cn-

^clg d. He was good enough to call upon me ycs-t.rday and offer his assistance should I require it
"

servel'"'^
''"'"' ^'"'"' ^ ^''^'''^'" '^'^ ^^Ptain ob-

He impressed me some," the other confessed.

((

" ^^:



THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 79

" If any further complications should arise, it will
bo a relief for me to consult him."
The subject of the sick nmn dropped. Crawshar

walked out of the saloon with the captain and left
hmi at the bottom of the stairs.

" I'll take the liberty of paying vou a short call
presently, Captain, if I may," he said. "

I just want
to fetch my wraps. And by-the-by, did I tell vou
that I have been fortunate enough to find a pair of
rubbers that just fit me, at the barber's.' One of
the greatest blessings on board ship, Captain, believe
me, IS the barber's shop. It's like a bijou Harrod's
or Whiteley's— anything you want, "from an ele-
phant to a needle, you know. In about ton minutes,
Captain, if I shan't be disturbing you."
The captain found the purser -n deck and took

him into his cabin.

"I saw you speaking to Doctor Gant in the
gangway," the former observed. " I wonder what he
really thinks about his patient.' "

" I think I can tell you that, sir, without betray-
ing any confidences," the purs" -'"

-d " Unless a
miracle happens, there'll be . x-fore we get
across. Poor fellow, it seems •. after such an
effort."

The captain nodded sympathetically.
" After all, I can understand this hankering of a

man to die in his own country," he said. "
I had

a brother once the same way." They brought him
home from Australia, dying all the way, as they be-
hoved, but directly he set foot in England he seemed
to take on a new lease of life— lived for years after-
wards."

^1-1
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" Is that so? » the purser remarked. " Well, thisfellow ought to have a chance. It's a short vo;agand he has h.s own doctor and nurse to look affe;

tho?;tfT" '""^' ''''- «"^ «"^'^ ^- pipe

sun'eiiH;''
^'" '°"*'""^' " «« J°" know, I am not asuperstitious man, but there seems to be somethingabout this trip I can't fathom."

^
"Meaning, sir? "

VVriall'H"'-:
*'"'^"';^'^- business, first of all.

half ; d " *'^ "'^"*'"^ ^ '^^- b-" -P-ting

thigh ''"" """^"' "°' °"^ °f ^'"^'^ '-' --

tho".^
°""^ ^'"''''; ""^ *^" '"'^^"^^ character, Robins."the purser remarked drily.

r«n'7''^*
"">'' !'''" *'•' ^«P*^i" ^^'•^^d' "«"d vet Ican t get rid of m.y premonition. I wouldn't mindaving you anything you like, Dix, that we don't

" Ves, I know all about your family, Dix," thecaptain interrupted irritably, " but just at the pres-ent monient I am more interested in that is going onm my ship. I begin to believe that Mr. CrLlfay'soyage through the air wasn't altogether a piece'of
bravado, after all,"

i ^^ ui

The purser smiled a little incredulously.

f
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** He sent round this evening to know if I could

lend him some flannel pyjamas," he saio,—" says all
the things that have been collected together for him
are too thin. That man makes me tired, sir."

" He makes me wonder."
"How's that, sir.'"

"Because I can't size him up," the captain de-
clared. "There isn't a soul on board who isn't
laughing at him and saying what a sissy he is. They
say he has smuggled an extra lifebelt into his cabin,
and spends half his time being seasick and the other
half looking out for submarines."

" That's the sort of f .'How he seems to me, any-
way," the purser observed.

" I can't say that I've quite made up my mind,"
the captain pronounced. " I suppose you know, Dix,
that le was connected with the Secret Service at tht
English Enibassv ?

"

" I didn't know it," Dix replied, " but if he has
been. Lord help us ! No wonder the Germans have
got ahead of us every time !

"

" I don't think he was much of a success," the
other continued, and as a matter of fact he is on
his way back to England now to do his bit of sol-

diering. All the same, Dix, he gave me a tur^ ^he
other day."

"How's that, sir.?"

" Showed me an order, signed by a person I won't
name," the captain went on, lowering his voice, " re-

questing me to practically run the ship according to
his directions — making him a kind of Almig' ty
boss."

Mr. Dix opened his lips and closed thtm again.
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.uro r,...,„ ti,.. ..„;,, t ' :; "™;v?'";
:" ',«-

set'kiii^r adinittuncf.
"^ ^'^^'

"1 am exceedingly fortunate to find you bothiu ns the neucon,er observed, as he ren.oved his ca

«in:';:ra:d^^;^:-^----'eonversat::!n

vouTon't k'"'"
''" ^^P*"'" ^^'^"'^-^^' "- Jon. as

ing hi c;rf Ind? '"""'"^ ^''^ '""^^ers, unfasten^

« -r. • n ' "'' "'^>' ^'"-^ foff."
^

ih,s alJ comes ofF the tw-entv minutes " tl.otain reminded liini.

minutes, tlie cap-

(Vawshay smiled appreciatively.
Into the heart of things, then ! Let me toll yout].at I suspect a conspiracy on board this boat

" '

^^

Of .hat nature? "the captain asked swiftiv

" th.f .'

""''

T'"'""'"
<^''a^v.hay said deli!K>ratJlv

i'. Ge^::T^^ 1^'' !^'-'^ ~'ated wo: of'

''HelM'tf ''"'^°"*''"^

from his chief
^' ''""' ""™"^^"^' "'"-"^ -P-of

"It was believed," Crawshay continued, "that
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""7 ''"""'"^ts I..K.'tlK.r „;il, n l,..t..r „f vit,! i,,,-por.ance .„,. „„ ,,,0 ,t™„,„ „l,id, cnv.-v , lpcr™„„d of M,c. ,„u. „, ,„ A,,,!,.,,,,,,:;-;,;' ,

"

l>'- il.e skaniiT »„, ,|,.|„v..,| „l II„|i»„v ,,„| „

'"f °" ''^''"" »f '!"• English l.:„,„„s,v. I>„( I 1;, „, ,

hiti'ir"",-';""'"^""^''-
vo„-i,,,v; ,

.':

countrv had bo™ ^„„p„„, „.;„, ;,.,,; ,,,,;;;• '';!

Sorv.oo, hrml.v boliovo tb.t ,l,e ,„i.»i„. ™"„,^ ,|n that obcl and .ill bo ,n»o„voro,l wbon tlo .|,o

.J

jonod .„ ,.„„,,„„. That i, no, a boliof „.| ,;.;; 1

a.sk'od."''

'°'"' '"''°"'' "•• Cr^»-.*av? " ,bo captain

Chi'calfLv'"™';."
"°''™" ""<' ' ""- -'-""'I '"

id™T . • ",'"*''" telfRr-im, ovi,lontlv will, Ibc

board'"
:""

r"""-
»«•<•"<".>•. booause thoro i, onooard jn t the ono man >rhon, I boliovc capable of

r:::.fbT."™"-""«°"'"*-^ -'"-'' -''•"»

|MVI,oi«|,e?"thooaptaindomandod.

i„„K 'n-
;™'f™'"'"- "ell-mannorcd and ovocod-ngly „on-,„f„™o,l individual who i, travollin , ,

this stcanior un( er T hr.Imv,. i
•

"-'""..
'

'

Jooolyn TI,o,v."
' '"" """ "''""^^- Mr.

'•W-Tl''™'"''''™''*"'"'™™"-'-
^

inew. flie purser rcpcatefL

f

'"^"' Craushay continued, " because T know thatfor son,e reason or other he hates England, although

1. 1

i'lB

-|i
i
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in New York, and I knowTat L , T""^
"^'"*^

becauso I am convLcd"ha .: ^ "' ''-
°''""°''

of .hid, l,e ,,as take no : ^d 'Z""''
-^^^'i'^

face.
distinct incredulity in his

" I.oi.Ic here, Jlr. Crawshav," ),c nrotp,t,.H "
posing ,ou are right, and thit yol ^ '

„t tZ
_bost.no™ ,o„n, [adies in'^^rW-Vre^

^

pos"'™;::'"""
acknowledged the difflcuities of the sup-

" i\tlr^"f'
"',' P''-"'-'''"'." lie said thoughtfully

that of the „, n P,l
''""'"• "'"^ "'^o

h„u,. n„o " '""'''^' ''^' "'"'^'« twenty-four
^ *

"What about Miss Bevcrlov tlion?" fl.n .a . •

om-uimJ. "Her familv,-«« f 1

^''^ captain

in America b ,f tl

'

.

''"^•' °"'' "^ ^^'' «^^'^«t^iiiitrica, out tJit'v are ron] Pnvif..^ * i o,

-ek, white through and thlgr'-Sheti'^drn"
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relatives in Congress, who have all been working forwar w,th Gern^any for the last two years. She^lso
has, as she told me herself, a brother and four cous-
ins fighting on the French front -the brother inthe Canad.an Ply.ng Corps, and the cousins in ther-nghsh Army. '

" There I must confess that you have me," Craw-
sl,ay admitted. "What you say is perfectlv true.Th ^s one of the mysteries. X„ p,ot wo\,ld be
^^^oj U, solving, you know, if it hadn't a few mysteries

" If you will allow me a word, Mr. Crawshav," the
purser intervened " I think you will have t^ leaveDoctor Gant and his pati.nt and Miss Beverley outof your speculations. I have our own ship doctor's
^ord for It that Mr. Phillips' condition is exactly «s
l.as been stated Mr. Jocelyn Thew may or may
not be a suspicious character. Anything you sug-
gest in the way of watching him can be done. But
as regards the other three, I trust that you willnot wish their comfort interfered with in any re-
spect." '

w.-1M^''TV^'' l"^"'^'
*" ^^'^'^ '''^y °"^ "" board

^.1 have to be subjected," Crawshay replied, «
I shallnot interfere ,n any respect with the three people

in question. Mr. Jocelyn Thew, hou.ver, is iliffer-
cnt. lie IS a „,an who has l.d a most adventurous
l.te He seems to have travelled in every part of the
Plobo, wherever there was trouble brewing or a little
ngiitnig to be done."

"
\\'!';;^" •'"" ^""""-^ '''" ^^'^1' the present enter-

prise? 'the captain asked.
"Because," Crawshay answered, "the wireless
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message of which your man Robins took no record,
and concerning which you have kept silence at my
request, was delivered to Mr. Jocelvn Thew Be-
cause, too," he went on, " it is my verV earnest belief
that at somewhere in the small hours of this morn-
ing tiiere will be another message, and Mr. Jocelyn
lliew will be on deck to receive it."

The captain knocked out the ashes of his pipe a
little apprc'hcnsivclj-.

" If half what you suspect is true, Mr. Crawshav,"
he said, "you will forgive my saying so, but Jocelyn
Ihew ,s not a man you ought to tackle without assist-
ance."

There was a peculiar glitter in Crawshav's deep-
set eyes, lor a single moment a new-born strength
seemed to deepen the lines in his face- a transform-
ing change.

"You needn't worry. Captain," he remarked
coolly. I am not taking too many chances, and ifour fnend A r. Jocelyn Thew should turn out to be
the^man I believe him .. be, I would rather tackle him

" ^^^'y'" y^': Dix demanded, « should anything in
the shape of violence take place.? The ship can be
searched, every article of baggage ransacked, and
every passenger made to run the gauntlet."

Crawshay smiled.

"
11^' ''^'^}] yoM speak of is already arranged^r Ivlr. Dix," he said

;
" long cables from my frifndHobson have already reached Liverpool -but the

efficacy of such a proposed search would depend a
little, would It not, upon whether we reach Liver-
pool.''

"
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But if we were submarined." the captain pointedou, H>e papers would go to the bottom."

Crawslmy leaned forward and whispered one wordn t e captam's ear The latter sat for a mon,ent
a.s though paralysed.

" What's to prevent that fellow Robins bringing

"Th«f r *" '"^ *''^^'^- " ^'^^-'^^y demandedIhat IS the reason I spent last night listening for

steTn^ht."^ ^ ''' '--^ '^- ^^'-^ - '^ the

The captain sprang to his feet.

We II dismantle the apparatus. I'd never hold upmy head again if the Von Blucher got us ' "
Crawshay held out his hand
"Forgive me Captain," he said, « but we want

proof. Leave it to me, and if things are as I sus-
pect, we'll have that proof- probablv before to-morrow morning," he added, glancing at the chart.

door Tr '; ' ^T *'" ^''^^ ^ ^-^'^ «t t»>e

« V ^^',5«P*'^'" *°"k up his oilskins regretfullv.
\ou will remember," Crawshay enjoined, "that

little mandate I showed you?"
The captain nodded grimly.
" I am in your hands," he ac'mitted. " Don't for-

J^jt
that the safety of the ship may bo in your hands,

Jll!^''^'^lST^^^
whispered, " even more than

tlie safety of the ship."
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Robins, the wireless operator, bent closer over his
instrument, and the blue fires Hashed from the mast-head of the steamer, cutting their way through the
darkness mto the black spaces beyond. The little
roon. was ht by a dull oil light, the door was fast-
closed and locked. Away into the night sped onecontmual message. ^

" Steamship Cihj of Boston, lat. . . . lonrj
Ijing four points to northward of usual course, 'lie-
piy. '

A time came when the young man ceased from his
labours and sat up with a yawn. He stretched out
his hand and ht a cigarette, walked to the little roundwmdow which commanded the deck, gazed out of it
stead.Lv and turned back once more to his chair
before the instrument. Then something happened.A greater shock than any that lay in the blue
.^li nmg w^uch he had been generating was await-ing h.m. H.s r.ght hand was suddenly gripped and
held on to the table. He found hinfself gazing
straight down the black bore of a small but uncommonly ug y-look,ng revolver. A voice which seemed
remarkable for its convincing qualities, addressed

'• If you speak a word, Robins, move, or show signsof any attempt to struggle, I shall shoot you. Ihave the right and the power."
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Robins, a young man of nerve, whose name stood
high on an official list of those who might be relied
upon for any desperate enterprise, sat like a numbed
thing. Dim visions of the face of this man, only a
few feet away from his own, assailed him under some
very different guise. It was Crawshay the man,
stripped for action, whose lean, strong fingers were
gripping the butt of that revolver, and whose eyes
were holding him like gimlets.

" Now, if you are wise, answer me a few questions,"
Crawshay began. "I'd have brought the captain
with "le, but I thought we might do better business
alone. You've been advertising the ship's where-
abouts. Why.^"

" I've only been giving the usual calls," the voung
man muttered.

" Don't lie to me," was the grim reply. " Your
wireless was supposed to be silent from yesterday
midday except for the purpose of receiving cal'-. I
ask you again, why and to whom were you advertis-
ing our whereabouts and course? "

Robins looked at the revolver, looked at Crawshay,
and was dimly conscious of a damp feeling about his
forehead. Nevertheless, his lips were screwed to-
gether, and he remained silent.

" Come," Crawshay went on, " we'll have a com-
mon-sense talk. I am an agent of the Hritisli Se-
cret Service. I have unlimited powers upon this ship,
power io put a bullet through your head if I choose,
and not a soul to question it. The gmic's up so far
as you are concenvd. You have received messages
on this steamer of wliich you have kept no record, but
winch you have delivered secretly to a certain pas-
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M present I am more interested i„ your opora-ons of lo-n.ght. You are sigualliug L inforl-

ZL?" "°" ^"^ ''^'"« "> P-k up the

n,a7f:u:r"ed.'''""^
'" "''" "" ""^•°''^'-" "^ ^"-^

Crawslmy's fingers gripped him bv the shoulderIn, very deter„,inc4'„oking mouth hid sudde„"y b^come a ring of stcej.
"uuiuiy oe-

seconds, Rob,ns, I'l, b,o. y„„r brains all ove: IZ
The young man broke,

edged
"''' ^'^'"^ *"" ^'"^ "P ^'^^ fiZuc/,^r." he acknowl-

ter7'''' That' "f/"^''
' *^°"^'^*'" ^'^^^^ay mut-tered. That's the game, without a doubt. Whata-eyou? An Englishu^an.? "

Crawshay looked into the black eyes, suddenly lit«>th an ugly fire, and nodded.
^

" I understand," he said " r^u-
„i s * . .

• Jiobins, your name

ot in nuhi '"V°
"^' T"' *"" I-'"'- »"«

"-
s/.ot in i)ublm a few months aeo>"

"Brother."

" 1'''^t may save your life later on," Crawshav

:i-:::r'r"-^'-
''^^->-cando;nertt^

thmgs. \ ou can come with me to the captain, beput m irons and shot as soon as we land- or before, ,f the Blacker finds us; or you can send the
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message which I shall give you ; or you can end your
days where you sit."

"What niesspgc?" the young man demanded.
" You will N iid out a general call, as before, re-

peating the latitude and longitude with a difTerence

of exactly three points, and you will repeat the al-

terod course, only you will substitute the word
' south ' for the word ' north.' "

The young man's eyes suddenly gleamed as he
turned towards the instrument, but Crawshay smiled

with grim understanding.

" Let me tell you that I understand the wireless,"

he said impressively. " You will give the message
exactly as I have told you or we finish things up
on the spot. I think you had better. It's a matter
of compulsion, you know— in fact I'll explain mat-
ters to Mr. Jocelyn Thew, if you like."

The young man's ej'es were round with amaze-
ment.

" Jocelyn Thew !
'* he repeated.

" Precisely. You needn't look so terrified. It

isn't you who have given away. Now what are you
going to do.''

"

The young man swung round to his instrument.

Crawshay released his hand, stepping a little back.
'* You are going to send the message, then.?

"

" Yes !
" was the sullen reply.

" Capital !
" Crawshay exclaimed, cautiously sub-

siding into a chair. " Now you'll go on every ten

minutes until I tell j-ou to stop."

Robins bent over his task, and again the crackling

waves broke away from their prison. Once his finger

hesitated. He glanced surreptitiously at Crawshay.
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"Four degrees south," Craushay repeated softly.
I lie n,gl,t wore on. Every ten minutes the mes-sage was sent. Then there followed a brief silence

spent generally by Ilobins with his head drooped upon
his clasped arms

;
by Crawslmy in unceasing vigil.

th" lirn. f "'f ?'"l^""""
^' ^^>->'^''t «^o^e intothe httle urret chamber, came the long-waited-for

repl^. 1 he young man wrote down the few linesand passed then. over. Crawslmy, who had risen to
his feet, glanced at then., nodded, and thrust thepaper into his pocket.

^^ ;;
That seems quite satisfactory," he said coldly.

^1 ow ask the Blucher her exact course ? "
Robins sat for a moment motionless. He felt

spell of his softly-spoken command.
" Don't waste any time, please. Do as I tell you."
Robins obeyed. In less than a quarter of an hour

e handed over another slip of paper. Crawshay
thrust it into his pocket.

"^

" That concludes our business," he said. « Now
let me see if I remember enough of this apparatus toput it out of action."

He bent over the instrument, removed some plugs,
turned some screws, and finally placed in his pocket
a sma

1 concealed part of the mechanism. Then heturned towards Robins.
" You can leave here now," he directed. « I shall

lock tiie place uj)."

Robins had in some measure recovered himselfH. was a quiet, hollow-eyed young person, with thick
b ack hair and a thin frame, about which the uniform
ot the ship hung loosely.

:t.«fsr««r-. .^'s^ii
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'• You are the man who hoarded the steamer from a

seaplane, aren't you, and pretended afterwards to
be such a ninny r"

"

'• I am," C'rawshay acknowledged.
" How did you get on to tliis? "

(rawsliay raised his eyehrows,
" Sorry," he rei)hed, " tliat is a m/itter concerning

whicli I fear that you will have to restrain your
curiosity."

" How did you get in here? "

" By means of a duplicate key which I obtained
from the purser. I hid in your bunk there and drew
the curtains. Quite a comfortable mattress, yours.
You'll have to change your sleeping quarters,
though."

" What is going to happen to me.? " the young
man enquired.

"Probably nothing extreme. You were philo-
sophical enough to accept the situation. If," Craw-
shay went on more slowly, " you had falsified a single
word of those messages, your end would have been
somewhat abrupt and your destination according to
your past life. As it is, you can go where you choose
now and report to the captain later on in the morn-
ing, after I have had a talk with him."

" My kit is all in bore."

Crawshay laid his hand upon the operator's shoul-
der in peremptory fashion.

" Tlion you will have to do without it for the pres-
ent," ho ro[)liod coolly. " Outside."
The young man turned on his heel and disappeared

without a word. Crawshay glanced once more at
the dismantled instrument, then followed Robins on
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to the deck, carefully locking the door bihind him.
A grey, stormy morning was just breaking, with
piles of angry clouds creeping up, and showers of
spray breaking over the ship on the weather side.
He chose a sheltered spot and stood for a few mo-
ments breathing in the strong salt air. Xotwith-
stan(h'ng his success, he was unac juntabiy depressed.
As far as he could see across the grev waste of wa-
ters, there was no sign of anv passing ship, but the
eastern horizon was blurred by a low-hanging bank
of sinister-looking clouds. Suddenly a voice rang
out, haihng him. It was the captain descending
from the bridge.

" Come and have a cup of coffee with me in mj
room, Mr. Crawshay," he invited.

Crawshay felt himself suddenly back again in the
world of real happenings. His depression passed
as though by magic. After all, he had won the
first trick, and the next move was already forming
up in his mind.



CHAPTER X

^rom Ins master witlidrow.
^"

" Any news ? "

ins"
'^{'1,'°

f'T,''.
"'"''^ °f "i"!'"" to young Rob-

bL*.." ' '™ "^™"'"« »" '-"'i- to the

The captain set do,„ his coffee cup.
iMr. Crawshav," he cq.vj " fi,- •

accusation" ' ^'^'^ '«« very serious

" Well
'• " ' '"If'P™'^''?

>• the c„p,,,i„ e„n„ire,l.

Liuic, ana then I intervened."
" Did he make any trouble? "
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of paper," he added, smoothing it out, « you will
ftml Hobms calculations as to our whereabouts,
yMwh I took as beir>g correct. These, vou under-
stand, were not picked up. Lower down vou will
see the message which he sent under n.y superintend-
ence later on —

"

*

''Superintendence?" the captain interrupted.

.1 • , ''ir'"^
""^ "'y revolver," Crawshay cx-

Stl;." " '"""^^ "^^ ''^^^' "P '^^ the

The captain scanned the calculations cagerlv.
Wish you'd given a little n.ore room," he

muttered. "However, u will be all right unless we

.J^f: .

^^^ ""^''t ^'""^^'' '"to o"e another then.'

.

Tins little incident," Crawshay continued, cross-
ing lus legs, " confirms certain impressions with which
I came on board. I think that the scheme was to
get the documents on board this steamer, and then,m order to avoid the inevitable search at Liverpool,
1 fancy ,t was arranged that the lilucher should be
on the iookout for us and i-Ao over the messenger,
whoever he may be, and the documents. It's a
straightforward, .unple little .s. Inme, which we havenow to look at from our own point of view. In the
first place, the Jihuher is now very muH, less likely to
capture us. In the second phice, I would suggest
li.ut m case the lilucher .hould happen to blunder
across us we make the search at once instead of in
Liverpool."

asked^''''*'

''''"^'^'' '''''''' """^ °" ^°'''''^- ^'''^ '"^'tain

" Suspected persons only."
" Exactly who are they? "

'.;.-^£\5>-s«itat "C'LS^^-TSjiV'afe-ia.titc. -^^v
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•' First and foremost, Mr. Jocelyn Tliew."
"And afterwards? "

Crawshay hesitated.

" Mr. riiillips and his entourage."
"What, tlie man who is supposed to be dvin"-'

"

'• I .viil admit," Crawshay said, " that this "is more
or less guesswork, but I suspect every one with whom
JoceJyri speaks."

" (y^'it heavens, you are not thinking of Miss
Beverley!" the captain eyclai.ned.
"I fail utterly to understand her aequaintanee

w.th Jocelyn Thew," Crawshay confided. " I do not
propose, however, that you interfere with these peo-
ple for the .noment. What I do ask is that Jocelyn
Ihcw s effects are searched, and at once."

" It's a thi.ig Jiat's never l.appened before on any
steamer I've comma., .d," the captain said reluc-
tantly, " but if :t has to be done, I will do it myself."
"What chance of fog is there .» " his companion

enquired.

" We shall get some within twenty-four hours, for
certain. It's coming up from the west now."

" Then the sooner you make a start with Mr. Joce-
lyn Thew, the better," Crawshay suggested. "I
don't think there's one chance in a hundred that
hed have those documents in any place where we
should he likely to find them by any ordinary search,
but you can never tell. The cleverest men often
adopt the most obvious methods."
The captain yawned.
" I'll have two hours' sleep," he decided, " then

Dix and I will tackle the job. I don't suppose you
want to be in it ?

"
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"I should prefer not," Crawshav replied. "I'll

follow jour example," he added, risu.g to his feet.

The habits of Mr. Joceljn Thew on shore wore
doubtless most regular, but on board ship he had
developed a proclivity for sleeping until long atter
the hrst breakfast gong. About half-past eight thatmorning, he was awakened from a sound sk^p by atap on ns door, and instead of the steward with his

tam followed by the purser. Joceljn sat up in hisbunk and rubbed his eyes

" Are you sufficiently awake to listen to a few

Trew..'rasTer''^"'j'='"'''"p--.^'
'' Certainly," was the prompt reply.
Very well, then," the eaptain proceeded, "I

Ih re IS an impression on the part of the Britishand W.an Secret Services that an attempt i:t:

Ind on "r ^"""'"'^ "^" ^""^^ '"'Portance,nrnl contaunng treasonable matter, to Europe bysome one on board this ship " ^ "

vert"ic-ell''r' '\: ""' '""^^ '" ^'"'^ P3'ja.nas of
> excellent quahty, swung himself out of thet^-nk and sat upon the side of it. The captain w.san observant man and of somewhat luxuri nt a

'

h.n.self, and he fully appreciated the texture andquahty of the suspected man's night apparel

. a
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"This sounds remarkably interesting," Jocelvn

sa,d. "Very kmd of you, Captain, I am sure, 'to
come and tell me about it."

^

"My visit," the captain continued, a little drily,
had a more definite object. It is mv duty to ex-

plam to you that the circumstances of this" vovage
are unprecedented. We are going to take libeVties
with our passengers which in normal times would not
be dreamed of."

Jocelyn Thew pushed the knob with his left hand
and let some cold water run into his basin. Then
he dnbbed his eyes for several moments with his
lingers.

" Yes, I seem to be awake," he remarked. " Tellme about these liberties. Captain.? "

" To begin with, I am going to search your state-
room and baggage— or rather they are going to
be searched under my supervision. Your trunk from
the hold has already been brought up and is in the
gangway."

" It seems to me," Jocelyn said, sitting, as Mr.
D.X expressed .t afterwards, like a tiger about tospnng that you've been listening to that crazy
loon, Crawshay." "^

"I am not at liberty," the captain rejoined, « to
divulge he source from wind, my information came.
1 am only able to acquaint you with my intentions,
and to tru.t that you will offer no obstVuction."

Ihe obstruction which I could offer against the
captam^^of a ship and his crew would be a waste of
energy, Jocelyn observed, with fine sarcasm " \t
the same timo, I protest most bitterly against my
things being touched. Any search jou deemed neces'-
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sarj could be undertaken at Liverpool by the Cu«-
toais officers in the usual way. I consider . t this
entrance into my stateroom on the high seas, and
this arbitrary resolve of yours to acquaint yourself
with the nature of my belongings is indefensible and
a gross insult."

"I ani sorry that you take it this way, Mr.
Ih^^v, the captam regretted. "Any complaints
you feel It right to make can be addressed to thecompany s agents in Liverpool. At present I must
proceed with what I conceive to be my duty. Do
you care to hand Mr. Dix your keys? "

"I will see Mr. Dix damn- d fir^t!" Jocelyn i,-
sured hiui.

The captain shrugged his shoulders, called to the
steward, who was waiting outside, and the search
commenced. They opened drawers, they turned up
the carpet. They invited Jocelyn Thew to sit upon
the couch whilst they ripped open the bed, and they
invited h.m to return to the bed whilst they ripped
up the couch. His personal belongings, his dressing-
case and his steamer trunk were gone through with
painstaking care. His trunk, which was then
dragged m, was ransacked from top to bottom. In
due course the search was concluded, and except
that Jus wearing apparel seemed chosen with extraor-
dinary care and taste, nothing in any way su.s,,icious
WHS discovered. The captain made h. '

e"to acknowl-
edge the fact.

" Well, :\Ir. Thew," he announced, " I have donemy duty and you are out of it with a clean sheet
Have you any objection to answering a few ques-
tions? " '

liii
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"Every objection in the world," Jocelyn Thew
replied.

The purser ventured to intervene,
"Come, Mr. Thew," he said, "you're an English-

man, aren't you.' "

A light flashed in Thcw's eyes.
" I shall break the promise I made to the captain

just now," he declared, « and answer that one ques-
tion, at any rate. I thank God I am not !

"

Both men were a little startled. Jocelvn's cold,
clear voice, his manner and bearing, were 'all so es-
sentially Saxon. The captain, however, recovered
himself quickly.

" If the tone of your voice is any index to your
feelings, Mr. Tl... ' he said, " vou appear to have
some grudge against England. In that case you
can scarcely wonder at the suspicions which have
attached themselves to you."

"Suspicions!" Jocelyn repeated sarcastically.
" Well, present my compliments to the wonderful Mr.
Crawshay! I presume that I am at libertv now to
take my bath ?

"

"In one moment, Mr. Thew. Even though you
do not choose to answer them, there are certain ques-
tions I intend to ask. The first is, are you prepared
to produce the Marconigram which you received last
eveninjT? "

" How do you know that I received one? "

" Tlie fact has come to my knowledge," the cap-
tain said drily.

" Vou had better ask the operator about it."

"The operator is at the present moment under
arrest," was the terse replv.
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If tJ.e ncHs were a shock to Thew, he showed itm none of the ordmary wajs. His face seen,ed to

fall for a n.o.nent into harder lines. His n.outh
tightonid and his eyes flashed.

shn'v^'f
"/';"*•

X
'•' "'P'"*^'^- " ^^^'^ «f Craw-Miav s tomfoolery, I suppose.^ "

;' More of Mr. Crawshaj's tomfoolery," the can-
tarn acknowledged. " Robins is accusc:d of having
recened a Marconigram of which he took no notetand wluch he handed to a passenger. He is also ac-

ra,lr " ""^*'"^^ *^ communicate with an enemy

A peculiar smile parted Jocelyn's lips,
^ou seem to wish to make this steamer of yoursthe mtse-cn-scr„e of a dime novel, Captain," he ob-

erved. "I accept the part of villain with resigna-
tion - but I should like to have my l,ath."

^

iou don't propose to tell me, then," his qaes-taoner persisted, " the contents of that message-
1 liave no recollection of having received one "

Jocelyn replied coollv « V».,
'^'-'^ta one,

lof / u , ,
*^°"">- lou are making me veryiate for breakfast." ^ -^

wJl 'T '"^rJ""'"
""'^^' ^ ^''"^^"^ «"''^' "f f'-^'"^-v^'Il. towhich he did not reply JocrJvn ;,. i :

•,, , . K-y '^oct.l^n, in a dark-green
silk diessmg gown, with a huge sponge and various

The captain and the purser strolled up on deck.
What do you make of that fellow, Dix^" theformer asked.

The jiurser coughed.

Cra„.,i,«v ha, go, |,„|d „f „,, „„„„ ^,„^ ^^ ,,^^

;, S^



CHAPTER XI

Katharine came on dork fhnf «,^ •

what Hi«tnrK ^ / ;
* niorninjT ,n a some-»nat disturbed frame of mJnrJ H- „ i • •

dn^vn upon her that h \- '''^^•"'"n.^r to

the doctor tnT ''^ ' "^'" «""'^t''ni<^<' whilst

She wa, conscou,, prcontly .hat r™,vsl,„,: t^o

Not altogether," he reph^ed. - May I sit downfor a moment?" • "°""

J_ Of course- I don't think any one sits in that

his"muffler
^'^

f'"^
^' ^"' ^''^' cleliheratelv removed

h r, from the first moment she heard his voic, thath.s manner was somehow altered. She was alto.ether unprepared, however, for the almost stern di--ectness of his first question.
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" Miss Uc'verlcy," he began, " will jou aliow me

to ask you how long you have known Mr. Jocelvn
Thew?" -^

She turned her head towards him and remained
speechless for a moment. It seemed to her that she
was looking into the face of a stranger. The little
droop of the mouth had gone. The half-vacuous,
hali-hored expression had given place to something
altogether new. The lines of his face had all tight-
ened up, his ejes were hard and bright. She found
herself quite unable to answer him in the manner she
had intended,

' Are you asking me that question seriouslv, Mr.
Crawshayr "

" I am," he assured her. " I have grave reasons
for asking it."

" I am afraid that I do not understand you," she
replied stiffly.

" You nmst change your attit .de, if you please.
Miss Beverley," Crawshay persisted. "Believe me,
I am no.^ trying to be imj)ertlnent. I am asking a
question the necessity for which I am in a position
to justify."

" You bewilder me !
" she exclaimed.

"That is simply because you looked upon me as
a different sort of person. To tell you the truth,
I should very much have preferred that you con-
tinued to look upon me as a different sort of person
during this voyage, but I cannot see my way clear
to keep silence on this one point. I wish to inform
you, if you do not know it already, that Mr. Jocelyn
Thew is a dangerous person for you to know, or for
you to be associated with in any shape or form."
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She would have risen to her feet but he stopped
her.

" Please look at mc," he begged.
She obeyed, half against her will.

"I want yon to ask yourself," he went on,
"whether you do not believe that I am your well-
wisher. What I am saying to you, I am saying to
save you from a position which later on you might
bitterly regret."

She was conscious of a quality in his tone and
manner entirely strange to her, and she found any
form of answer exceedingly difficult. The anger
which she would have preferred to have afFected
seemed, in the face of his earnestness, out of j)lace.

" It seems to me," she said, " that you are assum-
ing something which does not exist." I am not on
specially intimate terms with :Mr. .Tocelyn Thew. I
have not talked to him any more than to any other
casual passenger."

" Is that quite honest ? " he asked quietly. " Isn't
it true that Jocelvn Thew is interested m your mys-
terious patient? "

She started.

"What do you mean?"
" Just what T say," he replied. " I happen also

to have very grave suspicions concernuig tlie pres-
ence on this ship of IMr. Phillips and his doctor."
Her fingers gripped the side of her deck chair.

She leaned a little towards him.
"Wl.at concern is all this of yours?" she de-

manded.

" Never mind." he answered. " I am risking more
than I should like to say in UlUrig vou as mucii as T
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I'ave told you. I cannot believe that you wouldconsnou.ly associate yourself with a disgraceful andunpatnof.c conspiracy. That is why ll.ave cl o"n

Tell n.e what possible consideration was brouM.t to

!:Ui;:iX^:V"
-^- ^- - accept you^pr"

Katharine sat quite still. The thoughts werechasu,g one another through her brain. Then si ew s eonscous of a strange thing. Her con.pan on'

^ ou '""'T
•"'"'' ^"'"^"''^ *« '-- '^'-ng^'d-

in li 1 f;"'
""\'

-'"f.
''7 '"''^•^--*' J-^ n,onocle wasn his left eye, h.s hp had fallen a little. He waslooking querulously out seaward

" I don't believe," he declared, " that the captain

those clouds coming up. I don't know how vou

z!:^2^l!^-
«-->^^' ^- ^ - conscious r.

th'r'lTe w':"'^
'"' ^""'^ *" ^ ^^-^'^*'" before

" U^uess that chill is somewhere in vour i,nac.ina-t-n, Mr. C rawshay," he observed. " You ar p? ttvstrong m that line, aren't you? " ^ ^
Crawshay struggled to his feet.

i have some ideas," he confessed modestly " T«P-^;n..die moments, even here, weaving 'I- little

"And recounting it, I dare stv " t i

tured. •^' '^"'elvn ven-

" I am like all artists," Crawshay sighed '
Ilove an aud.ence. I .ust express m'^elf to 'some-

'W i :
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tinner. I will wish you good evoning, Miss Bcvcrlcv.
I fed inclined to take a little walk, in case it becomes
too rough later on."

He shuffled away, once more the perfect proto-
type of the malade imaginaire. Jocelvn Thew
watched him in silence until he had disappeared
Then he turned and seated himself bv the crirl's
side.

' "

"I find my.self," he remarked ruminativelv, "still
a little troubled as to the preci.se amount of intelli-
gence which our friend Mr. C'rawslmv miffht be said
to pos.se.ss. I wonder if I might ask, without vour
considering it a liberty, what he was talking to\'ou
about.̂ " ^ ^

" About you," she answered.
" Ah !

"

" Warning me against you."
" Dear me ! Aren't you terrified.' "

"I am not terrified," she rei)lied, "but I think
It. best to tell you that he also has suspicions, absurd
though It may seem, of Phillips and the doctor."

"^ Why not the purser and captain, while he's about
It.? Jocelyn said coolly. " Every one on this boat
seems to have got the nerves, they searched my
stateroom this morning."

" Searched your stateroom ? " she repeated. " Do
you mean while you were out.' "

"Not a bit of it," he replied. " Tliev divin-rred
nie up at half-past eight this morning— the cMp?ain
purser and a steward - fetclied up my trunk and
searched all my possessions."

" What for.? " she asked, with a sudden chill.
He smiled at her reassuring] v.
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"Something they didn't find! Something," ho

added, alter a slight pause, " which thev
find!

never will

row-ards nndday, Jocelyn Thew abandoned a game
of shuffJeboard, and, leaning against the side of the
vessel, gazed steadily up at the wireless operating
room Ihe lightnings had been playing around themast for the last ten minutes without effect. He
turned towards one of the ship's officers who was
passing.

"Anything gone wrong with the wireless.?" he
enquired.

«
"The operator's ill, sir," was the prompt reply.
V\e ve only one on board, as it happens, so we are

rather m a mess."

Jocelyn strolled away aft, considering the situa-
tion. He found Crawshay seated in an elaborate
deck chair and immersed in a novel.

" I hear the wireless has gone wrong," he remarked,
stopping in front of him.
Crawshay glanced up blandly.
"What's that?" he demanded. "Wireless.?n tiy, it s been going all the morning."
" There has been no one there to take the mes-

sages, though. If anything happens to u., we shall
be in a nice pickle."

Crawshay shivered.

" I wish you people wouldn't suggest such things,"
he said, a little testily. "I .-as just trving to get
all thought of this most perilous vovage' out of mv
mind, w.th the help of a novel here. From which
do you seriously consider we have most to fear "

-J. .'^•w.vi »: AV^
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he went on, " ininos, submarines, or prcdatorv vessels
of the type of the Bluchcr? "

" The latter, I should think," Jocelvn replied.

"They say that submarines are scarcely venturin"
so far out just now,"

There was a brief s'lence. Jocelyn Thew was ap-
parently engaged in trying to fit a cigarette into his
holder.

" Specially hard luck on you," he remarked j)res-

ently, " if anything liappened when you've taken so
nmch troubie to get on board."

" It would be exceedingly annoying." Crawshay
declared, with vigour, " added to w"hich I am not in
a state of health to endure a voyage in a snmll boat.
I have been this morning to look at our j)laces, in
case of accident. I find that I am expected to wield
an oar long enough to break my back."

Jocelyn Thew smiled. The other man's peevish-
ness seemed too natrral to be assumed.

" I expect you'll ue glad enough to do youi bit,
if anything does happen to us," he observed.

" IJy-the-by," Crawshay asked, "I wonder what
will become of that poor fellow downstairs — the
man who is supjiosed to be dying, I mean— if trou-
ble comes? "

" I heard tliem discussing it at breakfast time,"
Jocelyn Thew replied. " I understand that he has
asked s[)ecially to be allowed to remain where he is.

There would of course be not the slightest chance
of saving his life. The doctor who is with him
Gant, I think his name is — told us that anything in
the shape of a rough sea, even, would mean the end
of him. He quite understands this himself."

:.i! I
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(ni»,lmv a,„nl,.,| Krav.-lv.

t\tra Jifebelt." ^ secured an

•Joct'Ivn ffJanccd fn- „ ^

.n«l.. Ins ..a/tlt ,„ ,1^'"; S'"""
""^ ''''^'' ""''

t>- "at.or in .t „ 'r "a^! ^l™; "' f°"""

ticnt.
starting off to see a pa-

Mrrco'„""L°™"T'' *? "''' """ ""•"•"'• "- you-B"itom man, Jocilvn cxn ained «T k xl ^
he was taken ill last night ''

'^' ^^'^^

The doctor looked at his questioner keenly.

^^

That ,s so," he admitted.
^

" What's wrong with hfm? "

.
...'if-
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'• Vou wouldn't care," the latter sugrrested, " to

let iiie go down and have a look at iuni? I can't
cull nivsclf a medical man, but I know soniethi/g
uhout -sickness and I am quite interested in vounx?
Robins." -^ *

'• I don't think that I shall need a second opinion
at present, thank you," tl> « doctor rejoined, a iittle
drily. " If you wish to see him later on, you must
g.t f)ermission from the captain. Good morning,
Mr. Thew." ^

Jocelyn Thtw strolled thoughtfully awav, found
a retired spot upon the p' lenade 'deck behind a
boat, lit a very black cigm, and, drawing his field-
glasses from his pocket, searched the ho.izon care-
fully. There was no sign of any passing steamer,
not even the faintest wisp of black smoke anywhere
upon the horizon. It was Wednesday to-day, and
they had l.ft New York on Saturday' He drew a
sheet of paper from his pocket and made a few cal-
culations. It was the day and past cHe time upon
which things were due to happen. . ,

The day wore on very much as most days do on
an Atlantic voyage in early summer. The little
handful of passengers, who seemed for the moment
to have cast all anxieties to the winds, played shuffle-
board and quoits, lunched with vigorous' appetites,
drank tea out on deck, and indulged in strenuous
before-dinner i)romenadcs. The sun shone all day,
the sea remained wonderfully calm. Not a trace of
any other steamer was visible from morning until
early nightfall, and Jocelyn Thew walked restlessly
about with a grim look upon his face. At dinner
time the captain hinted at fog, and looked doubt-
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fullv out of the open porthole at tlie oilv-lookinff
waste of waters.

" Anotlier night on tlie bridge for me, I think," he
remarked.

Jocelvn Thew leaned forward in his jilace.
" By-the-by, Captain," he asked, " now that the

shippmg is so reduced, do you alter speed for fog.? "
The captain filled his glass from the jug of lemon-

ade H-hich was always before him.

^

"Do we alter our speed, eh.?" he repeated,
iou must remember," he went on, "that we have

]\Iiss Beverley on board. We couldn't afTord to
give Miss Beverley a fridit."

^
Jocelvn accented the evasion with a slight bow.

Katharine, who had come in to dine a little late and
seemed graver than usual, smiled at the captain.
"Am I the most precious thing on this steamer.? "

she asked.

"Gallantry," the captain replied, "compels me
to say ves !

"

"Only gallantry.? Have we such a wonderful
cargo, then.? "

"There are times." was the cautions reply, "when
not even the cajjtain knows exactly what he is

carrying."

"Vou remind me," Jocelyn Thew observed, "of
a voyage I once made from Port Elizabeth to New
Vor!<, with half-a-dozen I.D.B's on board, and as
many detectives, watching them day and ni^dit."

T!ic captain nofldcf?.

" What happened.? " he enquired.
"Oh, the detectives arrested the lot of them, I

think,— got hold of them on the last day,"
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Tlie captain rose from his place.
" Queer tiling," he remarked, " but the law gen-

erally does come out on to])."

Joceljn followed his example a few minutes -t. r,

and Kafharine purposely joined him on the wa ...;i..

She led her companion to tho corner wher. her
steamer chair had been ])laced, and motioned him to
sit by her side. They were on the weather side
of the ship, with a slight breeze in their faces and a
canopy over tlieir heads which deadened sound.
She leaned a little forward.
"Smoke, please," she begged. "I mean it

—

see."

She lit a cigarette and he followed suit.
"Not a cigar? "

He shook his head.

II

I keep them for my hard thinking times."
"Then you were thinking yery hard this niorn-

in ?
"

" I was," he admitted.

"And gazing very earnestly out of those field-
glasses of yours."

"Quite true."

" Mr. Thew," she said abruptly, " it is my impres-
sion, although for some reason or other I am" scarcely
allowed to go near him, that Mr. Phillips is dying."
"One knew, of course, that there was that risk,"

Jocelyn Thew reminded her.

" I do not think that he can possibly live for
twenty-four hours," she continued. " I was allowed
to sit with him for a short time early this morning.
He is beginning to wander in his mind, to speak of
his wife and a sum of money."

s
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^^
Jocelyn's fine eyebrows came a little closer to-

"Wcll?"
" Xothinff in his appc arance or speech indicate inoman of wealth or even of birth. I be^in to wonderwhether I know the whole truth abouT this frantic

des.re of h,« to reach England before he dies? »
I think, Joceljn Thew said thoughtfully, " thatjou haye bc.n talking again to Mr. Crawsl.;;."
'^cs, she admitted, "and he has been warningme against you." ^

ceri.!inT''"''V "^r^'""
^"'"'"^*^^^ " the man has acert, m amount of puppy-dog intelligence."

1 do not understand .Mr. Cra ^hay at all," she
conf..s.s,d "My acquaintance w. . him before we

manner 5" """ "'^ "^ *'" ^'^'''^'^ ^"^ hismanner of conung certainly led one to belieye thathe «as a man of courage and determination. Sincehen he has crawled about in an overcoat and rubber
shoes, and groaned about his ailments until one feels^nchned to laugh at him. Last night he w-as difFe -
ont agam. He was entirely serious, and he spoketo me about you." ^

"Do you need to be warned against me.^ " heasked grm,ly. " Have I ever sailed under false col-

n.n"
^^''?;." '!•' ^'^^'^' '""'^'"^ ^t '""! ^-'tli a littlequ er of he hps and a wonderfully soft light in here3-s Jiou have never deceived me in any way

my mmd th.s evenmg that I would ask you, if youcared to tel me, to take me into your confidence «bout
th.s man who is dying down below, and his strange
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jouiiKj. 1 ncfd scarcelj add that I should respect
that confidence

'^I am son-v," lie answered. "You ask an hn-
po,>..sibilitv."

" Tlien there is son . sort of conspiracv goincr on= "
she persisted. " L.t n.e ask vou a straightforward
question. Is it not true that vou have made me an
unknowing i)arl icij)ator in an illegal act? "

" It is," lie a.hnitted. " I was very sorry to have
to do so but it was necessary. Without your assist-
ances I should never have been allowed to bring
Phillips across the Atlantic."

" What difference do I make? " she asked.
'• Vou lend an air of respectability and credibility

to the whole thing," he told her. " You are a person
of repute, of distinguished social position, and the
object of a good deal of admiration in your own
country. The doctor who accompanies you comes
from your own hospital. No one would believe it
])ossible that either of you could be concerne-' \
any sort of vnsulracy. If that uss Crawsh?
not got on board, I am convinced that there w ,

never have b-en a breath of suspicion."
She shivered a little.

"Is it quite kind to bring me into an affair of
this sort?" she asked.

"It is a world," he declared cruelly, "in which
we %;it always for our own hand or go under. I
am fighting for mine, and if I have occasionally to
sacrifice a friend as well as an enemv, I do not hesi-
tate."

a
" What has the world done to you," she demanded,
that you should speak so bitterly? "

^-

•;'!: .^^
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" Better not ask mv that."

"How will the man rinUips' deatli afTect your
plans?"

" It will make very little difTercnce either way,"
he jissured her. " We rather exj .cted hi.n to die!"

" And you won't take me any further into voir
confidence.''"

"No further. Yonr task will he completed at
Lnerpool. So lon<. as vou leave this steamer in
company with the doctor and the ambulance, if
rhillips is still alive, you will he free to retu u home
whenever you please."

"Very well," she said. "You see, I acce])t mv
position. I shall go through wii h what I have prom*-
iscd, whatever .Air. Crawshay may say. Won't you
in return treat me, if not as a confederate, as a
friend.'"

He turned and looked at her, met the appealing
glance of her soft eyes for a moment and looked sud-
denly away.

"I do not belong to the ranks of those, Mi.ss
Beverley, from whom it is well for you to choose your
friends."

"But why should I not make my own choice .= "
slie insisted. " I have always been niy own mistress.
I have lived with my own ideas, I have declined to
be subject to any one's authority. I am an inde-
pendent person. Can't you treat me as such.' "

"There are facts," he said, " which can never be
ignored. You belong to the world of weallhy, gen-
tly born men and women who comprise what is called
Society. I belong, and have belonged all my life
to a race of outcasts."

I
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Don't !" slk.- beggid.

It IS truL>," he repeated doggedly

XI7

But what do vou mean bv outcasts r
"

" Criminals, if jou like it better. I have broken
the law more than once. There is an unexecuted
warrant out against me at the present moment.
\ou may even see me marched off this steamer at
Liverpool between two policemen."
"But why.?" she asked passionately. " Whv^

What is the motive of it all.' I, it nioneV? "
" I am not in need of monev," he t.ld her, " but I

have a great and sacred use for all I can la.v my
ftngers on. If I succeed in my present enterprise,
1 shall receive a hundred thousand pounds."
"I vai.e Jerry's life and future at more than

that, she declared. " Will yos make a ft-esh start,
Mr. Jocelyn Thew, with twice that sum of monev to
your credit ?

"

He shook his head, but there was a curious chnno-e
creeping into his face. For the first time sh. sa"w
how soft a man's dark-blue eyes may sometimes be-
come. The slight trembling of his parted lips, too,
seemed to unlock all the cruel, hard lines of his
face. He had suddenly the appearance of a person
of^temperament — a poet, even a dreamer."

I could not take money from you, Miss Beverley,"
he^said, " or from any other woman in the world."'
^"Upon no conditions?" she whispered softly.
" Upon no conditions," lie repeated.
The breeze had dropped, and twilight had followed

swiftly upon the misty sunset. There was some-
thing a httle ghostly about the light in ^vh•.cb thev
sat.
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"I am stifled," she declurid abruptly. "Come

and walk."

Tliey paced up and down the deck once or twice in

silence. Tiitn lie paused as they drew near their

chairs.

" .Aliss Beverley," he said, " in case this should be
the last time that we talk confidentially — so that we
may put a seal, in fact, u])on the subject of which
we have spoken to-ni^'ht — I would like to tell you
that you have made me feel, during this last half-

hour, an emotion which I have not felt for many
years. And I want to tell you this. I am a law-
breaker. When I tnld you thai there w;is a warrant
out again.st me at the present moment, I told you
the truth. The charge against me is a true one,

and the j)enalty is o.ie I shall never pay. I must go
on to the end, and I shall do so because I have a
driving impulse behind, a hate wliich only action
can soothe. But all my sins have been against men
and the doings of men. You will understand me,
will you not, when I say that I can neither take your
money, nor accept your friendship after this voyage
is over.' You, on your side, can remember that you
have ])aid a debt."

She sank a little wearily into her chair and looked
out through the gathering luists. It seemed part of
her fancy that they gathered him in, for she lieard

no sound of retreating footsteps. Yet when she
spoke his name, a few moments later, she found that
she was alone.



CHAPTER XII

Throughout the night reigned an almost sepulchral
silence, and when the n.orning broke, the CiUj ofBoston, at a scarcely reduced speed, uas ploughing
her way through great banks of white f„... The
decks the promenade rails, every exposed ^xirt of
the steamer, were glistening with wet. Up on the
bridge, three officers besides the captain stood with
eyes fixed m grnn concentration upon the dense cur-
tains of mist which seemed to shut them ofP altoo-ether
from the outer world. Jocelyn Thew and Crawshay
niet in the companionway, a few minutes after break-
fast.

" I can see no object in the disuse of the hooter "
Crawshay declared querulouslv. "Nothing at sJa
could be worse than a collision. We are simply tak-
ing our lives in our hands, tearing along like this at
sixteen knots an hour."

"Isn't there sup{)osed to be a German raider
out?" t!ie other en(juired.

_

" I think it is exceedingly doubtful whether there
IS really one in the Atlantic at all. The Vr.vAlsh
gunboats patrol these soas. Ik-sidcs, we are anned
ourselves, and she wouldn't be likelv to tackle us."

Jocelyn Thew had leaned a little forward. He
was listening intently. At the same time, one of the
figures upon the bridge, his hand to his ear, turned
in the same direction.

" There's some one who doesn't mind letting their

m
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Mhereabouts ho known," l:c wluspcnd, after a mo-
ment's pause. "Can't you hear a hooter?"

Crawshay listened hut shook his head.

^^

''Can't hear a thin^," he dechired hiconically.
" I've a c-ohl in my head coming on, and it ahvays
aft'eets mv hearin"-."

Jocelyn Thew stepped on tiptoe across the deck
as Jar as the rail and returned in a few minutes.

"There's a steamer callinrr, awav on the star-
hoard how," he announced. " She seems to he get-
tniiT nearer, too. I wonder we don't alter '^ur
course.''

"Well, I suppose it's tlie captain's business
whether he chooses to answer or not," Crawshay re-
marked. " I shall go down to my cabin. This'gaz-
mg at nothing gets on my nerves."

Jocelyn Thew returned to his damp vigil. Lean-
ing over the wet wooden rail, he drew a little diagram
on the back of an envelope and worked out some
figures. Then he listened once more, the sliglit frown
upon his forehead deepening. Finally he tore up his
sketch and made liis way to the "doctor's room.
The doctor was seated at his desk and glanced up
enquiringly as his visitor entered.

"I just looked in to see how young Robins was
getting on," Jocelyn explained.

" I am afraid he is in ra'her a bad way," was the
grave reply.

" What is the nature of his illness.'
"

The doctor shrugged his shoulders. His manner
became a little vague.

" I must remind you, Mr. Thew," he said, " that a
doctor is not always at hbertv to discuss the ail-
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ments of liis patients. On board ship this cust

beconius more, even, than mere etiquette. It is, in

fact, against (he re^'ulations of the company for us

to discuss the maladi » of any passenger upon tlie

steanier."

" I recognise the truth of all that you say," Joce-

lyn Theu agreed, " hut it happens that I know the

young man and his people. Naturally, therefore, I

take an ftiterest in him, and I am sure they would
think it strange if, travelling upon the same steamer,

I did not make these very ordinary onciuiries."

"You know his people, do you?" the doctor re-

peated. "Where does he come from, Mr. Thew.? "

" Somewhere over Xew Jersey way," was the "lib

reply, " but I used to meet his father often in New
York. There can be no mystery about his illness,

can there, doctor — no reason why I sliould not go
and see him.'*

"

"I have placed the young man in quarantine,"
was the brief explanation, " and until he is released

no one can go near him."
" Something catching, eh.'

"

" Something that might turn out to be catching."
Jocelyn Tliew shrugged his shoulders and acci , 'ed

wliat amounted almost to a little nod of dismissal.

He ascended the staircase tliou'^ditfullv and came
face to face with Katharine Reverlcy, issuing from
the music room. She greeted him with a little ex-

clamation of relief.

" .Mr. Thew," she exclaimed, " I have been look-
ing for you everywhere. Doctor Gant thinks," she

add.>d, lowering her voice, " that if you wish to see

his patient alive, you liad better come at once."

1 •!
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" The IV is a ch.irjfjo in lils condiflon, tlicn?

"
*• Ves," slie tolfl liini gravely.
He stood for n moment tlilnkinir rnjiicnv. The

girl shivered a h'ttio as she watched tlie change in
his face. Her liospital training had not lessened
her awe and sympathy in tlie face of death, and it
was so entirely o])vioiis tliat Jocelvn Tliow was con-
.sidering only what influence upon his ph.ns this event
might have. Finally l,e turned anrl descended the
stairs by I,or side.

"I am not at all sure that it is wise of me to
come," he said. " However, if he is asking for me
I suppose I had better."

They made their «ay into the commodious state-
room upon the saloon deck, which had been secured
for the sick man. He lay upon a small hospital bed,
nothing of him visible save his hagfjard f"ce. with its
ill-grown beard. His eyes were watc>Mr;. he door,
and he showed some signs of gratification at Joce-
lyn's entrance. Gant, who was standing over the
bed, turned apologetically towards tlie latter.

" It's the money," he whispered. " He is worry-
ing about that. I was obliged to send for vou. He
callefl out your namf just now, and the ship's doctor
was hanging around."

The newcomer (hvsv a stool to the side of the bed.
opened a pocketbook and counted out a great wad
of notes. The (\rU^rr nian watched h:,n with every
appearance of Inf^rf-v-f.

^^

"Five thousand dollars." the former said at last.
"That should bring in about eleven hundred and
fiftv i^ounds. Now watch me. Phillips."
He tool: an envelope from his pocket, thrust the
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notes inside, guninicd down the riap, and, drawing
a loiintaia [ku from iiia pocket, wrote an address.
The dving man watched him and nodded ieehlv.

" 'i'he.-,e," Jocelvn continued, " are for your wife.
The packet

; iiall be dehvered to her within twelve
hours of our landing i„ LiMTpool. You can keep
if under your pillow and hand it over to Miss Uever-
Jey here. You trust her?"
The man on the bed nodded feeblv and turned

slightly towards Katharine. She bent over him.
" I shall see myself," she promised, " that the

money is properly delivered."

Phillips smiled and closed his eyes. It was obvi-
ous that he had no more to say. Jocelyn Thew stole
softly out, followed, a moment later, by Katharine.

" The doctor thinks I am better away," she whis-
pered. " He won't speak agiin. Poor fellow !

"

Jocelyn stepped softly up the stairs and drew a
little breath of relief as they reached the promenade
deck without meeting any one. Both seemed to feel
the desire for fresh air, and they stepped outside
for a moment. There were tears in Katharine's eves.

" Of course," she said, a little timidly, '•
I don't

understand this at all, bi is terribly tragic. Do
you think that he would have lived if he had not
undertaken the journey.^ "

" It was absolutely im})ossible," her companion
assured lier. " He was a dying man from the mo-
ment the operation was finished."

" Will he be buried at sca.=^
"

" I think not. He was exceedingly anxious to be
buried at his home near Chester. It isn't a pleasant
thing to talk about," Jocelyn went on, " hut they
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124 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS
brought Ills coffin on l)oar(l wiHi liirn. It's Ivinj? in
the companionwav now, covcml over with a rug?"

She shivered.

"It's a horrible day altofretlur," she declared,
look In rr out into the Sfominirly endless brinks of mist.

" Entirely my op' lion. Miss Beverlev," a voice s' id
in her ear. "I find it most depressin tr_ and un-
healthy. And listen.— Do you hear that.^ "

They all listened intently, A^ain they could hear
the hootin^r of a steamer in the distance.

"Between ourselves," Crawshay went on confi-
dentially, " the captain .seems to me rather worried.
That steamer has been following us for hours. She
IS cvielently waiting for the fog to lift, to see who
we are."

^^

"How does she know about us? " Katharine asked.
" We haven't blown our hooter once."

^^

"We don't need to," was the fractious reply.
" That's where we are being over-careful. She can
hear our engines distinctly."

" Who does the captain think she is, then? "

Crawshay's voice was dropped to a mysterious
pitch, hnt though he leaned towarels the girl, his
eyes were fixed upon her companion.

" He doesn't go as far as to express a definite
opinion, but he tlunks that it might be that Gorman
raider — tl,e BJ>,rher. isn't it? She can steal about
quite safely in the fog, and she can tell by the beat
of tho engines whether she is near a man-of-war
or not."

Not a muscle of Jocelyn's face twitched, but tliere
was a momentary gieam in his eyes of which Craw-
shay took swift note. He glanced aft to where the

:*£ >
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two .seaiiion were standing by the side of flair ^uus.
" It it rciilly is the German raider," he remarked,

"they might as well tire off a popgun as tliat thing.
She is supposed to be armed with tour six-incli guns
and two torpedo tubes."

Crawshay nodded.
" So I told the captain. Wc might Iiavc a go

at a submarine, but the raider wouhl sink us in two
minutes if u. tried to taekle her. What a bea.tly
voyage this is!" he went on, in a depressed tone.
"I can't get over the fact that I risked my life to
get on boarcl, too."

Jocelyn Thew, with a little word of excuse, liad
swuriic around and disappeared. Katharine looked
at hir companion curiously.

" Do you believe that it really is the raider, Mr.
Crawshay.' " she enquired.

He hesitated. In Jocelyn's absence his manner
seemed to undergo some subtle cliange, his tone to
become erisper and less (luerulous.

^^

" We had some reason to liope," he said cautiously,
"that she was on a different course. It is just pos-
sible, however, that in changing it she might liave
struck this bank of fog and preferred to hang about
for a time."

" What will hapjien If siie finds us? "

" That dejKnds entirely upon circumstances."
" I have an idea." Katharine continued, " flint vou

know more about this matter than vou feel inclined
to divulge."

" Perhaps," he admitted. " Nowadays, every one
has to learn discretion."

"Is it necessarv with liie*'"
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126 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS
" It is necessary with any friend of Mr. Jocelyn

Thew," I)e told her didactic-ally.

" What a suspicious person you are !
" she ex-

clainud, a little scornfully. "You are just like all

your coimtrynien. You ^et hold of an idea and
noihiii^r can shake it. Mr. Jocelyn Thew, I dare
say, possesses a past. I know for a fact that he
has been engaged in all sorts of adventures during
his life. But — at your instigation, I suppose—
they have already searched his person, his stateroom,
and every article of luggage he has. After that, why
not leave him alone.''

"

" Because he is an extremely clever person."
" Then you are not satisfied 3-ct.'

"

" Not yet."

"Am I, may I ask, under suspicion?" she en-
quired, with faint sarcasm.

" I should not like to say," he replied glibly, " that
you were altogether free from it."

She laugh 1 heartily.

" I should not worry about the army if I were you,"
she advised. "I am quite sure that secret-service
work is the natural outlet for your talents."

" I shouldn't be surprised," he confided, " if head-
quarters didn't in.iist upon my taking it up per-
manently. It will depend a little, of course^ upon
what success I have during this vovage."

She laughed in his face and turned away.
" I will tell you what I find so interesting about

you, Mr. Crawshay,'' slie said. " You must be either
very much cleverer than you seem, or very much more
foolish. You keep me continually guessing as to
which it is."

~ fi6j!K^f»msmi>w»va^r:
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Towards six o'clock that evening, without any
apparent chanjre in the situation, Captain Jones de-

scended froui the bridge and signalled to Crawshay,
whom he passed on the deck, to follow him into his

room. The great sliip was still going at full speed
through a sea which was as smooth as glass.

" Getting out of it, aren't we? " Crawshay en-

quired.

The captain nodded. His hair and beard were
soake<l with moisture, and there were beads of wet
all over his face. Otherwise lie seemed little the

worse for his long vigil. In his eyes, however, was
a new anxiety.

" Another five miles," he confided, "' sliould see us

in clear weather."

"Steamer's still following us, isn't she?"
" Sticking to us like a leech," was the terse r(j)ly.

" She is not out of any American port. She must
have just ])icked us up. She isn't any ordinary

cargo steamer, either, or she couldn't make the

sjxvd."

"I've V, orked it out by your chart," Crawshay
declared, " and it might very well be the lilnchcr.

I don't think I made the altered course wide enough,

and she might very well have been hanging about a

bit when she struck the fog and heard our engines."

The caj)tain lit a l)ipo.
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128 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS
" I am not in the habit, as you niav imagine, of

discussing tho conduct of my ship with anv one,
Mr. Crawshay," ho said, " but vou como to me with
very absolute credentials, and it's rather a co.nfort
to have some one standing by witli wliom one can
share the responsibib'ty. You see mv couple of
guns

? They are about as useful as cataj)ults against
the BlucJier, whereas, on the other hand, she could
sink us easily with a couple of volleys."
"Just so," Crawshay agreed.' "What about

speed. Captain.? "

" If our reports are trustworthy, we miglit be able
to squeeze out one more knot than she can do," was
the doubtful reply, « but, you see, she'll follow us
out of this last bank of fog practically within rifle
range. I've altered my course three or four times
so as to get a start, but she hangs on like grim
death. That's what makes me so sure that it's the
Blucher."

" Want my advice.' " Crawshay asked.

II

That's the idea." the captain acquiesced.
" Stoke her up, then, and drive full speed ahead.

Take no notice of any signals. Make for home with
the last ounce you can squeeze out of her."

^^

" That's all very well." Captain Jones observed,
but there will be at least half an hour during which

we shall be within effective range. She might sink
us a dozen times over."

" Yes, but I don't think she will."

"Why not.'"

"If the theory upon which I started this wild-
goose chase is correct," Crawshay explained. " there
IS sometliing on board this ship infinitely more val-

w^^fme-':mjTMW-'
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uable than the .sliip itself to Germany. That is why
I th.uk that she will strain every nerve to try and
capture you, of course, but she will never sink vou
because if she did she would lose evervthino.' her
Secret Service have worked for in Germany" ever
since, and even before the commencement of thJ war."

"It's an idea," the cai)tain admitted, with a gleamm his eyes.

"It's commonsense," C'rawshay urged. "When
I left Halifax, I was ready to take twenty-five to
one that we'd been sold. I wouldn't mind laying
twenty-five to one now that what we are in search of
IS somewhere on board this steamer. If that is so,
the Bluchcr will never dare to sink you, because
there will still remain the chance of the person on
board who is in charge of the documents getting
aTvay with them at the other end, whereas down at
the bottom of the Atlantic they would he of no use
to any one."

" I see your point of view," the other agreed.
"Then you'd better take my tip," Crawshay con-

tinued. "There isn't a passenger on board who
didn t know the risk they were running when they
started, and I'm sure no one will blame you for no't
surrendering your ship like a dummy directly you're
asked. They're a pretty sporting lot in the saloon,
you know. AH those newspaper men are real good
fellows."

The captain's face brightened.
" Next to fighting her," he soliloquised, stroking

his board,

—

" The idea of fighting her is ridiculous," Crawshay
interrupted. "Look here, you haven't any time to

m
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130 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS
lose. Send to the engineer and let him give it to
them straight down below, I'll jrivc a tenner apiece
to the stokers, if we get clear, and if n\y advice turns
out wrong, I'll see you through it, anyway."

" We can leg it at a trifle over nineteen knots,"
Captain Jones declared, as he picked up his cap,
" and, anyway, anything's better than having one of
those short-haired, smooth-tongued, blustering Ger-
mans on board."

He hurried ofF, and Crawshay followed him on
deck to watch developments. Already, through what
seemed to be an opening in the walls of fog, there was
a vision in front of clear blue sea on which a still

concealed sun was shining. Soon they passed out
into a new temperature of pleasant warmth, with a
skyline ahead, hard and clear The passengers came
crowding on deck. Every o'. > leaned over the star-

board rail, looking towards the place whence the
sound of the hooting was still proceeding. Sud-
denly a steamer crept out of the fog mountain and
drew clear, barely half a mile away. Tiie first

glim])se at her was final. She had cast ofF all dis-

guise. Her false forecastle was thrown back, and
the sun glittered upon three exceedingly formidable-
looking guns, trained upon the Citf/ of Boston. A
row of signals, already hoisted, were fluttering from
her mast.

" It's the Bhtcher, by God !
" Sam West muttered.

"We're nabbed!" his little friend groaned.
" Wonder what they'll do with us."

Every eye was upturned now to the mast for the
answering signals. To the universal surprise, none
were hoisted. The captain stood upon the bridge

M

"J? WFBfl¥^'.'^T f;^?fef-.Mlrf«»: -»!&'V>«ywsar4ip



THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 131

witli his glass focussetl ujjon the raider. He gave
no orders, only the black smoke was beginning to
belch now from the funnels, and little pieces of smut
and burning coal blew down the deck. Jocelvn
Thew, who was standing a little upart, frowned to
himself. He had seen Craw.shay and the captain
come out of the hitter's cabin together.

The blue lightnings were playing now unchecked
about the top of the Marconi room. Another more
imperative signal flew from the pirate ship. A min-
ute later there was a puff of white smoke, a loud
rej)ort, and a shell burst in the sea, fift;; yards ahead.
Crawshay edged up to where Jo'n'vn Thew was
standing.

" This is a danmwd un[)lcasant affair," he said.
" It is," was the grim reply.

" Vou know it's the Bhirhcr? "

" No doubt about that."

"What on earth are we up to.'^ " Crawshay con-
tinued, in a dissatisfied tone. " We haven't even
replied to her signals."

" It appears to me," Jocelyn Thew pronounced
irritably, " that we are going to try and get away.
I never heard of such lunacy. They can blow us to
pieces if they want to."

Crawshay shivered.

" I think," he protested, " that some one ought to

remonstrate with the captain. Look, there's another
shell coming! Danmed ugly things!"

There was another puff of white smoke, and this

time the projectile fell within a steamer's length of
them, sending a great fountain of water into the
air.
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" '^•'f'y arc ffivinfr us plenty of warning," Jocelyn

TIrw observed coolly. " I suppose we shall get the
next one ainidsliips."

" I find it most upsetting," his companion de-
clared. " I am going down to the cabin to get niv
lifebelt."

He +urned away. Presently there was another line
of signals, more shots, some across the bows of the
steamer, some right over her, a few aft. Neverthe-
less, the Ciftf of Boston stood on her course, and the
distance between the two steamers gradually widened.
Kpcharine, who had come up on deck, ^ood by Joce-
lyn Thew's side.

" Is this really the way that they shoot," she
asked, " or aren't they trying to hit us ?

"

" They are not trying," he told her. " If they
were, every shot they fired at tJiis range would be
suffu-icnt to send us to the bottom."

" Why aren't they trying? " she persisted.
" There's a reason for that, which I can't at the

moment explain," was the gloomy reply. " Thej
want to capture us, not sink us ! What I can't un-
derstand, though, is kow the captain here found that
out."

" How is it that you are so well-informed? " Kath-
arine asked curiously.

" You had better not enquire, Miss Beverley. It's

just as well not to know too much of these things.

Here's Mr. Crawshay," he added. "Perhaps he'll

tell you."

Crpwshay appeared, hugging his lifebelt, on which
he seated himself gingerly.

" Can't imagine what the captain's up to," he
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complained. « A chap who understands those little
flags has just told me that they've threatened to blow
us to pieces if we go on.— Here comes another
shell

!
" he groaned. " Two to one they've got us

this time !— Ugh !
"

They all ducked to avoid a shower of spray.
When they stood upright again, Katharine studied
the newcomer for a minute critically. There was a
certain air of strain about most of the passengers.
Even Jocelyn Thew's firm hand had trembled, a mo-
ment ago, as he had lowered his glasses. Crawshay,
seated upon his lifebelt, with a mackintosh buttoned
around him, his eyeglass firmly adjusted, his mouth
querulous, was not exactly an impressive-looking ob-
ject. Yet she wondered.

" Give me your hand," she asked suddenly.
He obeyed at once. The fingers were cool and

firm.

"Why do you pretend to be afraid?" she de-
manded. " You aren't in the least."

" Amateur theatricals," ho replied tersely, " cou-
pled with a certain amount of self-control.

"

I am a
cool-tempered fellow at mo.-t times.— Jove, this
one's meant for us, I believe! "

They all dut'.ed instinctively. The shell, how-
ever, fell short. Crawshay measured the distance
between the two steamers with his eyes.
"Dashed if I don't believe we're giving them the

slip!" he exclaimed. "I wonder why in thunder
they're letting us off like this ! The captain must
have known something."

Jocelyn Thew turned around and looked reflec-
tively at the speaker. For a single moment Craw-
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134 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS
shay's muscles tingled with the apprehension of dan-
ger. There was a smouldering light in the other's
eyes, such a light as might gleam in the tiger's eyes
before his spring. Crawshay's hand slipped to his

hip pocket. S for a moment they remained. Then
Jocelyn Thew sliniggcd his shoulders, and the tense
moment was past.

" There seems to be some one on this ship," he
said quietly, "who knows more than is good for
him."

Ill:
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CHAPTER XIV

The City of Boston passed through the danger
zone i

. safety, and dropped anchor in tlie Mersey
only a few hours later than the time of her expected
arrival. Towards the close of a somewhat uproari-
ous dinner, during which many bottles of chami)agiie
were emptied to various toasts, Captain Jones quite
unexpectedly entered the saloon, and, waving his
hand in response to the cheers wliich greeted him,
made his way to his usual table, from which he ad-
dressed the little company.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he said, "I have an
announcement to make to which I beg you will listen
with patience. Both the English and the American
police, whether with reason or not, as we may pres-
ently determine, have come to the conclusion that a
large number of very important documents, collected
in America by the agents of a foreign power, have
been smuggled across the Atlantic upon this ship,
m the hope that they may eventually reach Germany.
In a quarter of an hour's time, a number of plain-
clothes policemen will be on board. I am going to
ask you, as loyal British and American subjects, to
subject yourselves, without resistance or complaint,
to any search which they may choose to make. I
may add that my own person, luggage and cabin
will be the first object of their attention."
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136 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEAU
The captain, having delivered his address, left the

saloon again amidst a little buzz of voices. There
had probably never been a voyage across the Atlantic
in which a matter of forty passengers had been
treated to so many rumours and whispers of strange
happenings. Sam West got up and spoke a few
words, counselling the ready assent of every one
there to submit to anything that was thought neces-
sary. Ho briefly commented upon their unexplained
but fortuitous escape from the raider, and heaped
congratulations upon their captain. Very soon after
he had resumed his seat, the shrill whistle of a tug
alongside indicated the arrival of visitors. A stew-
ard passed back and forth amongst the passengers
with a universal request— all were asked to repair
to their staterooms. Twenty-seven exceedingly
alert-looking men thereupon commenced their task.

Se.'ted upon the couch in her room, with a cup
of offee by her side and a cigarette between her lips,

Katharine listened to the conversation which passed
in the opposite room, the one which had been ten-
anted by Phillips. For some reason, the end of the
voy.'ige, instead of bringing her the relief which she
had expected, had only increased her nervous excite-
ment. She was filled with an extraordinary presci-
ence of some coming crisis. She found herself trem-
bling as she listened to Doctor Gant's harsh voice
and the smooth accents of his interlocutor.

" Well, that completes our search of your be
longings, Doctor Gant," the latter's voice observed.
" Now I want to ask a few questions witl -efercncc

h) the Mr. Phillips who I understand died the day
before yesterday under your charge."

f-;
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" That is so," Doctor Gant agreed. " Ho had

no luggage, as we only made up our minds to under-
take the journey with him at the last moment. The
fi^w^ oddments he used on the voyage, we hurned."

" And the hody, I understand,—

"

"Vou can examine it at once, if vou wiH," the
doctor interrupted. "We h.ive purposely left the
coffin lid only partly screwed down. I should like
to say, however, that hefore arranging the deceased
for burial, I asked the ship's doctor to make an
exammation with me of the coffin and the garments
which I used. He signed the certificate, and he will
be ready to answer any questions,"

" That seems entirely satisfactory," the detective
confessed. " I will just have the coffin lid off for a
few moments, and will see the doctor before I leave
the ship."

The men left the room tog.."ther and were absent
some ten minutes. Presently the detective returned
to Katharine's room, and with him came Crawshay.
Katha- « had discarded the nurse's costume whic'h
she \w dsually worn on board ship, and was wear-
ing t. hl.!ck tailor-made suit in which she had ex-
pected to land. In the dim light, her pallor and
nervous condition almost startled Crawshay.
"You will forgive n.y intrusion," he said. "I

have just been explaining your presence here to Mr.
Brightman, the detective, and I don't think he will
trouble you for more than a few minutes."

"Please treat me exactly as the others," she
begged.

The search proceeded for a few moments in silence.
Then the detective looked up from the dressing case
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138 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS
whitli he was examininjj. In his hand he b I

envelope addressed to Mrs. Phillips.

" Do vou mind telling me what this is. Miss liowr-
ley?"heaski>d.

" It is a roll of hills," she n plied, " tha »>. >
,,

to Mr. Phillips. I promised to see then. I'luf-t'

over to his wife."

Brightman glanced at the address and b ' -;,

the envelope on the palm of his hand.
" It is against the law," he told her, " fo -

. .

senger to he the bearer of any sealed letter.

Katharine shrugged her shoulders.
" I am very sorry," she said, " but the packef .vhvAi

you have did not come from America at all. It was
sealed up on board this ship at the time when I ac-
cepted the charge of its delivery. There is no letter
or communication of any sort inside."

" Vou will not object," the detective enquired, " to
my opening it:'

"

She frowned impatiently.

" I can assure you," she repeated, " that I saw the
notes put inside an empty envelope. Mr. Crawshay
will tell you that my word is to be relied upon."

"Implicitly, Miss Beverley," Crawshay pro-
nounced emphatically, " but under the circumstances
I think no harm would be aone if you allowed our
friend just to glance inside. The notes can easily
be sealed up in another envelope."

" Just as you like," she acquiesced coolly. " You
will find nothing but bills there."

Brightman tore open the envelope and glanced in-
side as though he did not intend further to disturb
it. Suddenly his face changed. He shook out the

'"j^jf -• TOT >fr^ .V, ' MJ.Z.* ' (TT x^^



THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 139

contcnt.s upon tlje little hMv. They all three h)oke<l
at thi pile oi papers with varying' expressions. In
Katharine's face there was nothing; but bhxrk he-
wihlennent, in (raw .shay's something of horror, in

tlie (leteetive's a faint ;,f!eani of triumph. He pressed
his fin<rer down on the heading of the first sheet of
paper.

"I am not much of a German x-holar," he ol>-

sci^cd. "How do you translate that, Mr. ("raw-
shay.=*

"

Crawshay was silent for several moments. Then
in a perfectly mechanical tone he read out the head-
ing:

"'List of our agents in New York and district
Mho may be absolutely trusted for any enter-
prise.'

"

There was another dead silence, a silence, on Kath-
arine's part, of com{)lete mental paralysis. Craw-
shay's face had lost all its smooth petulance. He
was like a man who had received a blow.

'• But I don't understand," Katharine faltered at
last. " That packet has not been out of my posses-
sion, and I saw the notes put into it."

" By whom.'' " Crawshay demanded.
" By Mr. Phillips," she declared steadfastly, " by

Mr. Phillips and Doctor Gant together."
The detective turned the envelope over in his

hand.

" The bills seem to have disappeared," he observed.
" They were in that envelope," Katharine ])ersisted.

" I have never seen those papers before in my life."

Brightman's face remained immovable. One by
one he slipped the papers back into the envelope.

lfei
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thrust them into his breast pocket, and, turning
round, locked the door.

»
,

u umg

"You must forgive me if the rest of our investi-
gations may seem unnecessarily severe, Miss Bever-
iey, he said.

uZTt'''"^.'^''^J'^'^ "P^'^ *^^ «°f«- She was
utterly bewildered by the events of the last few min-utes The search of her belongings was now being
conducted with rutWess persistence. Her head wa!buried m her hands. She did not even glance atthe contents of her trunk, which were now overflow-
ing the room. Suddenly she was conscious of another

fZ%K ^^/
JP'^'^'^^'S^^ « half-spoken exclamationfrom he detective. She looked up. From within

!^ 11 i , r i'"'"'"^
«°^" ^' ^"^^ withdrawn a

small, official-looking dispatch box of black tin, tied

eTther'nd!'"'''
"' "'*' ^"'* "^^^ ^^"^"^ ^-™

"What is this.? "he asked.
Katharine stared at it with wide-open eyes.
I have never seen it before," she declared.

Cr T T fr^^"' P^'"^"^' significant silence.
Crawshay bent forward and examined the seals
through his glass.

" This," he announced presently, «
is the official

seal of a neutral Embassy. You see how the packet
IS addressed? "

" I see," the detective admitted, "but, considering
the way in which we have found it, you are not sug-
gesting, I hope, that we should not open it ? "
"Opened it certainly must be," Crawshav ad-

in.tted "but not by us in this manner. Wh^n youhave finished your search, I should be glad if vou
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wiU^bring both packets with you to the captain's

Brightnian silently resumed his laboursmg further, however, was found ~"
up together.

"Miss Beverley," Brightman began gravely,—
Crawshay laid his hand upon the man's arm.
Wa,t for a moment," he begged. « I wish tohave a few words with you outside. We shall be back

before long, Miss Beverley."
The two men disappeared. Katharine, with asmkmg of the heart, heard the key turn on the outsideo her sta eroom. She watched the lock slip into its

place w,th an mdescribable sense of humiliation,
biic had been guilty — of what.?

She lost count of time, but it was certain that onlva few minutes could have passed before a strange
thing happened. The sight of that lock, whichseemed somehow to shut her off from the world of
reasonable, honest men and women, had fascinated

iinnn >, V^'.
''^^'"^ "^^^"^'"^ ^^' ^''' ^^in restingupon her hands, something of the horror still in her

^yes, when w.thout sound, or any visible explanation,
she saw It ghde back to its place. The door wasopened and closed. Jocelyn Thew was standing inner stateroom. °

•| You.?" she exclaimed.
"I am not disappointed in you, I am sure," he

said softly « You will keep still. You will not say
» word. I have risked the whole success of a great
enterprise to come and say these few words to you.
I am ashamed and sorry for what you are suffering,
but I want to tell you thi^. Nothing serious will

ft
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happen — nothing serious can happen to you.
Everything is not as it seems. Will you believe

that? Look at me.— Will you believe that?"
She raised her eyes. Once more there was that

change in his face which had seemed so wonderful to
her. The blue of his e^'es was soft, his mouth al-

most tremulous. She answered him almost as though
mesmerised.

" I will believe it," she promised.

As silently and mysteriously as he had come, he
turned and left her. She watched the latch. She
saw the lock creep silently once more into its place.
She heard no movement outside, but Jocelyn Thew
had gone.

I'f.

Mij:

During the few remaining minutes of her solitude,

Katharine felt a curious change in the atmosphere of
the little disordered stateroom, in her own dazed
and bruised feelings. She seemed somehow to be
playing a part in a little drama which had nothing
to do with real life. All her fears had vanished.
She rose from her place, smoothed her disordered
hair carefulh', bathed her temples with eau-de-
cologne, adjusted her hat and veil, and, turning on
the reading lamp, opened a novel. She actually
managed to read a couple of pages before there was
a ^nock at the door and the two men reappeared.
She laid down her book and greeted them quite
coolly.

" Well, have you come to pronounce sentence upon
me? " she asked.

" Our authority scarcely goes so far," Brightman
replied. " I arm going on shore now. Miss Beverley,

.5. •&?.-? t5f"'.^xir M^ i^i^nmk rt'^/^am
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to fetch the consul of the country to which this
packet is addressed. It will be opened in his pres-
ence. In the meantime, Mr. Crawshay has given his
parole for you. You will therefore be free of the
ship, but it will be, I am afraid, my duty to ask you
to come with me to the police station for a further
examination, on my return."

" I am sure I shall like to come very much," she
said sweetly, " but if you go on asking me questions
forever, I am afraid you won't come any nearer solv-
ing the problem of how that box got into my trunk,
or how those bills got changed into those queer-look-
ing little slips of papers. However, that of course
is your affair."

The detective departed with a stiff Low. Craw-
shay, however, lingered.

"Aren't you going with your friend.? " she asked
him.

He ignored the question.

" Miss Beverley," he said, " yon will forgive me
saying that I find the present position exceedingly
painful."

"Why.?" she demanded. "I don't see how you
are suffering by it."

" It was at my instigation," he went on, " that
suspicion was first directed against your travelling
companions. I am convinced that the first idea was
to get these documents off the ship upon the person
of Phillips, if alive, or in his coffin if dead. The in-

tigators of this abominable conspiracy have taken
fright and have made you their victim. Certainly,"
he went on, " it was. 1 shrewd idea. I myself sug-
gested to Brightraan that your things might remain

3
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undisturbed. But for the finding of that envelopo,
.vour trunk would certainly vot have been opened.
i ou see the position I have placed myself in. I am
driven to ask you a questior-. Did vou know of the
presence of those papers ar d dispatch box amongst
jour belongings.^ "

" I had no idea of it," she answered fervently
He drew a little breath of relief.

" You realise, of course," he went on, « that there
IS only one man who could have placed them there.' "

" And who is that.^ " she enquired.
" Jocelyn Thew."
"And why do you single him out?"
"Because," Crawshay told her patiently, « we had

evidence m America to show that he wL wo -king
with our enemies. It is true that he has not been
associated to any extent with the German espionage
system in America, but he iias been well-known al-
ways as a reckless adventurer, ready to sell his lifem any doubtful cause, so long as it promised excite-
ment and profit. It was known to us that he had
come into touch with a certain man in Washington
who has been looking after the interests of his coun-
try in America. It was to shadow Jocelyn Thew
that I came on this steamer. His friends clcverlv
fooled Hobson and me, and landed us in Chicago too
late, as they thought, to catch the boat. That is
vhy I made that somewhat melodramatic journev
after you on the seaplane. Do please consider th/s
matter reasonably. Miss Beverley. It was perfectly
easy for him to slip across and place these things
in your higgage as soon as he found that his orig-
inal scheme was likely to go wrong. You were the

•''?5,"
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one person on the steamer whom ho reckoned woul 1
be safe fron. suspicion. You wrre part of his plot
from the very first, and no more than that."
"I cannot believe this," she said slowly.
Crawshay's face darkened.
" It is no business of mine, Miss Beverley," he de-

clared "but if you will forgive my saying so, you
must be infatuated by this man. The evidence is
perfectly clear. You are a prominent citizeness of
a great country, and you have been made an acces-
sory to an act of treason against that country

u!\
plain facts in my hands, it seems impos-

sible for me to shake your faith in this person. What
IS the reason of it? What hold had he upon you
that he should have induced you to leave vour work
and your home and betray your country? "
"He has no hold upon^ne at all," she replied in-

dignantly. " Since you are so persistent, I will tell
you the truth. I once saw him do a splendid thing,
a deed which saved me from great unhappiness."

There we have it then at last!" Crawshay ex-
claimed eagerly. « You are under obligations to
him."

'' I certainly am," she acknowledged.
" And he has taken advantage of it," Crawshay

continued, " to make you his tool."
" Whatever he has done," she replied, " rests be-

tween Jocelyn Thew and me. I am not in the least
disposed to excuse myself or to beg for mercy from
you. If you represent the law, directly or indi-
rectly, I do not ask for any favours. I shall b-
perfectly ready to go to your police station when-
ever I am sent for."
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There was a knock at the door. They both turned

around. In reply to Katharine's mechanical " Come
in," Jocelyn Thew entered.

" I beg your pardon," he said, " was I mistaken
or did I hear my name.''

"

" We were speaking of you," Crawshay admitted,
turning towards him, "but I do not think that
either Miss Beverley or I have anything to say to
you at the moment."

" That's rather a pity," was the cool reply, " be-
cause you may not see me again. I was looking for
Miss Beverley, in fact, to say good-by. We are
docking in half an hour, and those who have been
searched can go on shoi«, if they like to leave their
hold luggage. As I have been searched twice in the
most thorough and effective fashion, I have my pass
out."

" You mean that you are going away altogether
to-night ? " Katharine exclaimed.

" Only so far as the Adelphi," he told her. " I
have some friends to see who live near Liverpool, so
I shall probably stay there for two or thre° days."

" I was coming to look for you on deck presently,"
Crawshay intervened, "but if your departure is so
imminent, I will say what I have to sav to vou
here."

" That would seem advisable," Jocelyn Thew
agreed.

" I think it is only right that you should know,
sir," Crawshay continued, " that a very serious posi-
tion has arisen here in which Miss Beverley is unfortu-
nately involved. Incriminating documents have been
found in her luggage, placed there obviously by some

^1
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unscrupulous person, who was in search of a safe
huling-place."

« Is this true? " Jocelj^n Thew asked, looking past
Crawshay to Katharine.

" I am afraid that it is," she assented.
" The person who placed them there," Crawshav

proceeded, the anger gathering in his tone, " may
beheve for the present that he has been able to escape
from his dangerous position by this dastardly at-
tempt to incrmiinate a woman. He may, on the
other hand, find that his immunity will last but a very
short time."

Jocelyn Thew nodded in calm acquiescence.
" I am at u loss," he said, " to account for your

somewhat melodramatic tone, but I really do not
think that Miss Beverley has very much to fear "

« cl'^u''"^
^ ^^''^'^ ^'^^ ^°"'" Crawshay declared,

bhe has not so much to fear as the criminal who
IS responsible for what has happened. He may
thmk that he has escaped by saddling his crime upon
a woman's shoulders. On the other hand, he may
discover tht.t this attempt, which only aggravates
his position, will turn out to be futile."

Jocelyn Thew held out his hand towards Kathar-
ine.

" Really," he said, « the tone of this conversation
takes one back to the atmosphere of the dear old
Drury Lane melodrama. I feel, somehow or other,"
he went on, looking into Katharine's eyes, « that our
friend here has cast me for the part of the villain
and you for the injured heroine. I am wondering
whether I dare ask you for a farewell greeting? "

Katharine did not hesitate for a moment. Her
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shapely, ringless hand was grasped firmly by his

brown, lean fingers. She felt the pressure of a
signet ring, the slight tightening of his grip as he
leaned a little towards her. Again she was conscious

of that feeling of exuberant life and complete confi-

dence which had transformed her whole and humiliat-

ing situation so ohort a time ago.
" The injured heroine is always forgiving," she

declared,—" even though she may have nothing to
forgive. Good-by, Mr. Thew, and good fortune to

jou !

"

-.^ • -jamrt'K^^v.'.y^i'ey't-m.-'fir



CHAPTER XV

The morning— grey, slightly wet— broke upon
Liverpool docks, the ugliest place in the ugliest city
of Europe. A thin stream of people descended at
irregular intervals down the gangway from the City
of Boston to the dock, and disappeared in various
directions. Amongst the first came a melancholy
little procession— a coffin carried '»• two ship's
stewards, with Doctor Gant in solitft-y attendance
behind. After the passengers camo a sprinkling of
the ship's officers, all very smart and in a great
hurry. Then there was a pause of several hours.
About midday, two men— Brightman and a stranger— came down the covered way into the dock and
boarded the steamer. They were shown at once into
the captain's room, where Crawshay and Captain
Jones were awaiting them.

" Tliis," Brightman said, introducing his com-
panion, " is Mr. Andelsen. I was fortunate enough
to find him on the point of leaving for London."
Mr. Andelsen shook hands and accepted a chair.

Upon the table in front of the captain was the sealed
dispatch box. Crawshay had a suggestion to make.

" I think," he said, " that Miss Beverley should
be here hersel: hen this is opened."

" I have no t ection," Brightman assented.
The captain rang for his steward and sent down

a message. Mr, Andelsen— a tall, thin man, dressed
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in a sombre grey suit— handled the seals for a mo-
ment, looked at th»^ address of the box, and shook
his head.

" I could not take upon myself the responsibility

of opening this," he declared. " It is certainly the

seal of the Embassy of my country, but the box is

addressed specifically to our Foreign Secretary at
the Capital."

" We quite appreciate that," Crawshay admitted.
" The captain, I believe, is not asking you to break
it. We simply wish you to be present while we
do so, in order to prove that no disrespect is in-

tended to your country, and in order that you your-
self may have an opportunity of taking a note of

the contents."

" So long as it is understood that I am only here

as a witness," the consul acquiesced, a little doubt-
fully, " I am quite willing to remain."

Katharine was presently ushered in. She was
dressed for landing in a smart tailor-made suit, and
her appearance was entirely cheerful. Crawshay
stepped forward and handed her a chair.

" Dear me," she said, " this all seems very formi-

dable ! Am I under arrest or anything.'' "

*' The captain is about to open the dispatch box
found in your trunk, Miss Beverley," Crawshay ex-

plained, " in the presence of Mr. Andelsen here, who
represents the country whose seals are attached. I

have already expressed my opinion that this box has
been surreptitiously placed amongst your belongings,

and although, of course, our chief object was to gain
possession of it, I regret very much the position in

which you are placed."
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"You are very kind, Mr. Crawshay," she re-

joined, without much feeling. "It is certainly a
fact that I never saw the box before it was dragged
out of my trunk yesterday."

The captain broke the seals, untied the tape, and
with a chisel and hammer knocked the top off the
box. They all, with the exception of Katharine,
gathered around him breathlessly as he shook out
the contents on to the table. They were all sharers
in the same shock of surprise as the neatly folded
packets of ordinary writing paper were one by one
disclosed. Crawshay seized one and dragged it to
the light. The captain kept on picking them up and
throwing them down agUin. Brightman mechan-
ically followed his example.

"The whole thing's a bluff!" Crawshay ex-
claimed. "These sheets of paper are all blank!
There isn't any trace even of invisible ink."

The consul rose to his feet with a heavy frown.
" This is a very obvious practical joke," he said

angrily. " It seems a pity that I should have been
compelJcd to miss my train to town."
"A practical joke!" tlie captain repeated. "If

it is I'm damned if I understand tlie point of it !
"

" Give me the envelope which held the notes,"
Crawshay demanded.

The captain unlocked his safe and produced it.

Crawshay glanced through some of the documents
hastily.

" These are all bogus, too ! " he exclaimed.
" There are no such streets as this in New York—
no such names. The whole thing's a sell !

"

"But what the— what in thunder docs it all
m
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mean?" the captain demanded, pulling himsolf up
as he glanced towards Katharine.

Brightman, who had scarcely spoken a word,
leaned across the table.

" Probably," he said drily, " it moans that some
one a little cleverer than us has got awuy with the

real stuff whilst wc played around with this rub-
bish."

"But how?" Crawshay expostulated. "Not a
soul has left this ship who hadn't been searched to

the skin. The luggage in the hold is going out
trunk by trunk, after every cubic foot has been ran-
sacked. We have had a guard at every gangway
since we were docked."

There was a knock at the door. The ship's doc-
tor entered. He glanced at the little company and
hesitated.

" i ^S .vou*" pardon, Captain," ho said, " could I

have a word with you? "

The captain moved towards the threshold.

Ship's business, Doctor? "

It's just a queer idea of mine about these pa-
pers," the doctor confessed. " It's perhaps scarcely
worth mentioning- -"

" You'd better come in and tell us about it," the
captain insisted. " That's what wcVe all talking
about at the present mon)ent."

Crawshay closed the door behind the newcomer,
whose manner was still to some extent apologetic.

" It's really rather a mad idea," the latter be-
gan, " and I understand you found a part of what
you were searching for, at any rate. But you know
the man Phillips, who'd been operated upon for ap-
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pvndicitis — jour patknt, Miss Beverley, who dud
during the voyage.' "

"What about himr" the captain demanded.
" Just one thing," the Doctor continued. '* There

uas no doubt whatever that he Jiad been operated
upon for appen.hcitis, there was no doubt about the
conif)hcati()ns, tiierc was no doubt about liis deatli.
I helped Doctor (iant — who seemed a \ ery naso?:-
able person, and nho is known to me as one of the
physicians at Miss Beverley's hospital — in various
small details, and at his request I went over the
clothing of the dead nuin and even knocked the
coffin to see that it hadn't a double bottom. Doctor
Gant appeared to welcome investigation in every
shape and form, and yet, now that it's all over,
there is one curious thing which rather bothers me."
"Get on with it, man," the captain admonished.

" Can't you see that we're all in a fever about this
business.* "

The doctor produced from his pocket a small
strip of very fine quality bandaging.

" It's just this," he explained. " They left this
fragment of bandaging in the stateroom" Phillips
was bound up with it around the wound, as was quite
natural, but it isn't ordinary stuff, you see. It's
made double like a tube, with silk inside. He must
have had a dozen yards of this around his leg and
side, which of course was not disturbed. It's a hor-
rible idea to a layman, I know," he went on, turning
apologetically to Katharine,

—

" Captain, will you send at once for the steward,"
Crawshay interrupted, " who carried the coffin out.* "

The captain sent a message to the lower deck.

^^M^
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Katharine was Icaninir r litfl^ e^ j

tercsted.
^ forward, intensely in-

"IVrhaps, Miss Beverley, vou r«n fk
I'ght upon this?" the foriCqured-^Tn Tcapacitv as nurse, I n,ean."

^ '" ^^"''

She siiook her head.
" ^ «'" •^"'•'•v that I cannot," she renlieri «

;i

" n^. "* ^''^ *" that himself."

Briitnm7?r7T '"*' ^^"^'^^'"g of this sort.P "

^Never. '

Hcl^'T':^ tr ^'"'' '"^^^ ^^*-- ^- t-th.

Harnson, ' he asked, « were you one of the s ew-ards w,,o „,, ,,^„^j,,^ ^^^^^^ j^^^J^^ ^^^^^
tlu stew

-c^, sir," the ni?in replied.

;;
^;'''' l-lp..! to cnrrv ll,o coffin „,„, di,|„.t , „

n,o., ,;,'" ™' "^- ^^^' «- of «' -^ o-cloik .hi,

" Wis there a hearse waiting? "
The steward shook his head

,,

[^o .you know where that was? "
-No idea, sir."

The captain glanced towards Brightman.

" ol^r 'TV" "•'^ ''"' """ '^"•V 'J"-tions? "
Questions? No, s.r

!
" the detective replied bit-
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tcrly. " We've been done— that's all tliere is about
it. Never mind, they've only got six hours' start.
We'll have that car traced, and—

"

" Does any one know what time Mr. Jocelyn Thew
left the steamer.^" Crawshay interrupted.

^^

"He got away last night," the steward replied.
" There were three or four of them went up to the
Adelj>hi to sleep. Some of them came buck for
their baggage this morning, but I haven't seen Mr.
Jocelyn Th<'W."

Katharine rose to her feet. Her tone and expres-
sion were impenetrable.

"Am I still suspect.^ " she asked.
Crawshay glanced at Brightman, who shook his

head.

" There is no charge against you. Miss Beverlev."
he admitted stiffly. " So far as I am concerned, you
are at liberty to leave the ship whenever you please."

She held out her hand to the captain.
" I can't make up my mind. Captain," she said,

smiling at him delightfully, " as to what sort of a
voyage I have had on this steamer, but I do con-
gratulate you on that escape from the raider. (Jood-
by!"

Crawshay walked with her along the deserted
deck as far as the gangway.

" I am afraid I cannot offer my escort any fur-
ther, .Miss Beverley." he regretted. '*

I must have
a little conversation with Brightn)an here."

" Of course," she answered. " I (juite understand.
Perhaps we may meet in London. It seems a pity,
doesn't it," she went on sympathetically, " that tliat

wonderful voyage of yours nas taken' for nothing.^'
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Some one on this ship has been very clever indeed."

" Some one has," Crawshaj replied bitterly, " and
you and I both know who it is, Miss Beverley.
But," he went on, holding the gangway railing as
she turned to descend, '' it's only the first part of
the game that's over. Our friend has won on the
sea, but I have an idea that wc shall have him on
land. We shall have him yet, and we'll catch him
red-handed if I have anything to do with it. Will
you wish us luck? "

She turned and looked at him. Her lips parted as
though she were about to speak. Instead she broke
into a little laugh, and, turning away, descended the
gangway. From the dock she looked up again at
Crawshay.

'* Do come and look me up if you are in town,"
she begged. « I shall stay at Claridge's, and I shall
be interested to hear how you get on."

i'i
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CHAPTER XVI

The City of Boston docked in Liverpool on Sun-
day niglit. On Tuesday, at five o'clock in the after-
noon, Crawshay, who had been waiting at Euston
Station for a quarter of un hour or so, almost
dragged Brightman out of the long train which drew
slowly into the station.

" We'll take a taxi somewhere," the former said.
" It's the safest place to talk in. Any other lug-
gage? " ^

"Only the bag I'm carrying," the detective re-
plied. " I have got some more stuff coming up, if
you want me to keep on t' is job."

" I think I shall," Crawshay told him. «' I want
to hear how you got on. I gathered from vour first
telegram that you were on the track. Where did
you mean to staj- ^

"

" I've no choice."

" The Savoy, then," Crawshay decided. « Jocelvn
Thew IS staying there, and you may be able to keep
an eye on him. Here we are. Taxi ?— Savoy ! —
Now, Brightman."

"You don't want me to make a long story of it,
sir," Brightman observed, as they drove off.

"Just the things that count,' that's all."
" Well, we got on the track of the car all right,"

the detective began, « and traced it to a small vil-
lage called Frisby, the other side of Chester, and to

i
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the house of a Mrs. Phillips, a woman in poor cir-

cumstances who liad just removed from Liverpool.

She was the widow, all right. She showed us letters,

and j)lenty of them, from her husband in New York.
It appears that Gant alone had brought the coffin,

which was left at the cemetery, and the funer.il will

have taken place this afternoon. Mrs. Phillips was
full of his jiraises, and it seems that he had {)aid her
over the whole of the money you spoke about — five

thousand dollars."

" There was no chicanery so far, then," C'law-

shay observed. " The man was dead, of course.'
"

" Absolutely," Brightnian declared, " and his death
seems to have taken place exactly according to the

certificate. Here comes the point, however. With
the aid of the local police and the doctor whom we
called in, the bandage around the wound was re-

moved. We found in its place a perfectly fresh

one, bought in Liverpool, not in the least resembling
the silk-lined fragment which the ship's doctor
brought into the cabin."

Crawshay looked gloomily out of the window.
" Well, I imagine that that settles the question of

how the papers got into England," he sighed.
' Our job, I suppose," the dt^tective reiniiuled

I'ii'i, '' is to see that they don't get out again."
" Precisely !

"
'

' In a sense," Brightman continued, " that is a
tougliish job, isn't it, because whoever has them now
can inaki' as many copies as he chooses, and one set

would be certain to get through."
" As against that," Crawshay explained, " some

of the most valuable documents are signed letters, of

.n>
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which only the originals would be worth anything.
There are also son.e exceedingly complicated dia-grams of New \ork harbours, a plan of all the but-
tlesh.ps ,n existence and projected, a wonderful sub-marme destroyer, and a new heavy gun. These
tlnngs are very complicated, and to c^rry conviction
must be ,n the original. Besides that,'' he added,
dropping h,s voice, " there is the one most important
thing of all but of which as yet no one has Ipoken,and of which I dare scarcely speak even to you."

asked!
'* '"

"

'''''^' ""^ ^ drawing? " BHghtman

"It is not," was the whispered reply. "It is a
letter, written by the greatest man in one of the
greatest countries in the worl.l, to the greatest per-sonage in Europe. There is a secret reward ofrfred
of half a million dollars for the return of that letter
alone.

" The affair seems worth looking into," Bright-man remarked, stroking his little black moustache.

side/^i? ^'""r' -r"
*''"' *''^' governments on both

s.de ^,lll pav handsomely," Crawshay assured him.
Imve had n.y chance but let it slip. Vou know

I lad my framing at Scotland Yard, but out in the
States I found that I simply had to forget all that
1 Knew. Iheir methou. are entirelv different from
ours, am you see what a failure I j.ave made of it.
I have let them get away with the pa,,ers under my^ery nose." •'

" I can't see that you were very n.uch to blame,Mr. Lrawshay," the detective observed. "
It was aunujuo trick, and very cleverly worked out."

Thoy had turned off the main thoroughfare and
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were now brought to a standstill in the courtyard

leading to the Savoy. Suddenly Crawshay gri])|)ed

his eompanion by the arm and directed his attention

to a man who was buying some roses in the Horist's

shop.

"You see that man.'"" lie said. "Watch him
carefully. I'll tell you why when we get inside."

The eyes of !Mr. Briglitman and .locelyn Thcw
met over the gorgeous cluster o;' red roses which the

girl was in the act of removing from the window, and

from that moment the struggle which was to come

assumed a different character. Brightman's thin

mouth .seemed to have tightened until the line of

red had ahuost disappeared. There was a flush upon
his sallow cheeks. The hand which was gripping

his walking stick went white about the knickles. But
in Joctivn Thew there was no change save a littJe

added glitter in liie eyes. There was nothing else

to indicate that the recognition was mutual
' Weil, what ab«)ut him.'' " Brightman asked, as

their tax:icab moved or.. " What does he call him-

self *'

"Mr. Joceiyn TIk 'a' is his name" Cr'xwslmy re-

|)lie(i " Hf was on ti»e steamer. : is he. and not

(iant. wh' m we have io make foi i'lie yilot which

we \ui\t' to in ravel, .vhich (iant and Pluilqis. and,

•.uiwittnigly, Aliss lleverley carried througii, v as ot

his scheining."

" M'- Joctivn Thew.'' the aett-i-t've repcaiid as

they passed throug!) the sw mg dor*rs. '* So timt is

how he calls himself now !

''

'• ^'ou know him.'
"

" Know him ! " Brightman peaied bitterly.

3i.j

m
.cis4J



THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS i6i

" The last time I saw him I could have sworn that
I had him booked for Sing Sing prison. He got out
of it, as he always has done. Some one else paid.
It was the greatest failure I had when I was in the
States. So he is in this thing, is he? "

" He is not only \cry much in it," Crawshay re-
plied, " but he is the brains of the whole rxpedition.
He is the mtin to whom Gant delivered those docu-
ments some time last nifflit."

They found two easy-chairs in the smoking room
and ordered cocktails. Mr. Brightnian sat forward
in his chair. He was ono of those men whoso indi-
viduality seeins to rise to any call made upon it. He
was indifferently dressed, by no means good-looking,
and he had started life as a policeman. Just now,
however, he seemed to sink quite naturally into his
surroundings. Notiu'ng about his appearance seemed
worthy of note except the determination of his very
dogged moutli.

" I arcepted your commission a sliort time ago,
Mr. Crawsiiay," he said, " with the interest which
ono always ftels in Government business of a re-
munerative character. 1 tell you now that I would
have taken it on eagerly if there had not been a
penny hanging to it. I can't t< 11 you exactly why
I feel so bitterly about him, but if I cnn reallv get
my iuuids on to the man who calls himself Jocelvn
Thtw, it will be one of tiu- happiest davs of my
life."

'• Vju really !;now something about b.im, then.^
He realiy is a bad lot? " Crawshay asked lagerlv.

"Tlie voi-st that ever breathed." Brightman de-
clared, " the bravest, coolest, best-bred sroiindrel

m
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who ever mocked the guardians of the law. Mind
you, I am not saying that he hasn't done other
tilings. He has travelled and fought in many coun-
tries, but when he comes back to cilivisation he can't
rest. The world has to hear of him. Things move
in New York underground. The moment he takes
rooms at the Carlton-Ritz, things happen in a way
that they have never happened before, and we know
that there's genius at the back of it all, and Jocelyn
Thew smiles in our faces. I tell you that if any-
thing could have kept me in America, although I very
much prefer Liverpool, the chance of laying my
hands on this man would have done it."

Through the swing doors, almost as Brightman
had concluded his speech, came Jocelyn Thew. He
Mas dressed in light tweeds, carefully fashioned by
an English tailor. His tie and collar, his grey Hom-
bujg hat with its black band, his beautifully polished
and not too new brown shoes, were exactly according
to the decrees of Bond Street. He seemed to be mak-
ing his way to the bar, but at the sight of them he
paused and strolled across the room towards them.

"Getting your land legs, Mr. Crawshay? " he en-
quired.

" Pretty well, thank you. You finished your busi-
ness in Liverpool quickly, I see."

*' More urgent business brought me to London. I
dined and spent last evening, by-the-by, with Doctor
Gant — the doctor who was in attendance upon that
poor fellow who died on the way over."

" A very ingenious gentleman," Crawshay observed
drily.

"Ah! you appreciate that, do you.=* " Jocelyn

%i^
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TlKw replied, with a faint smile. " Vou shoul.l roand cultivate his acquaintance. He is staving over
at the Regent Palace Hotel."

" One doesn't always attach oneself to the wrong
person, Mr. Thew," ®

"Even the stupidest people in the world," Jocclvn
Ihew agreed, "can scarcely make mistakes all the
tm.e, can they.> By the way," he went on, turning
owards the detective, " is it my fancy or have I not
had the pleasure of meeting Mr. Brightman in Amer-
ica.' I fancied so when I saw him board the steamer
in the Mersey on Sunday, but it did not fall to mv
lot to receive the benefit of his offices."

" I was just telling Mr. Crawshay that I had had
the pleasure of professional dealings with you"
Bnghtman said drily. " I was also lamenting the
fact that they had not ended according to mv de-
sires." -^

" Mr. Brightman was always ambitious," the new-
comer observed, with gentle satire. " He is, I am
sure, a most persevering and intelligent member of
his profession, but he flies high."

" I am much obliged for your commendation,"
Brightman said bluntly. "As regards professions,
1 was just expluK'wng to Mr. Crawshav that you were
almost at tht top of the tree in yours."

" If you have discovered my profession," Jocelyn
Thew replied, " you have succeeded where my dearest
friends have failed. Pray do not make a secret of
ir» Mr. Brightman."
"I have heard you called an adventurer," was

the prompt reply.

" It is a term with which I will not quarrel," Joce-
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lyn declared. "I certainly am one of thosr who
appreciate adventures, who have no pleasure in sit-

ting down in these grey-walled, fog-liung cities, and
crawling about with one's nose on the pavements
like a dog following an unclean smell. No, that has
not been my life. I have sought fortune in most
quarters of the globe, sometimes found it and some-
times lost it, sometimes with one weapon in my hand
and sometimes with another. So perhaps you are
right, Mr. Brightman, when you call me an adven-
turer."

"These very nncomfortable times," Crawshay re-

marked, " rather limit the sphere in which one may
look for stirring events."

" You are wrong, believe me," Joccivn Thew re-

plied earnestly. " The stories of the Arabian Nights
would seem tame, if one had the nowcr of seeing
what goes on around us in the most unsuspected
places. But we are digressing. Mr. Brightman
and I wore speaking together. It occurred to me,
from what he said, that he ! is not quite the right
idea as to my a-pirations, as to the place I desire to
.*ill in life. I shall try to give him an opportunity
to form a saner judgment."

" It will give me the utmost pleasure to accept it,"

the detective confessed, with ill-concealed acerbity.

Jocelyn Thew sighed lightly. He had seated him-
self u})on the arm of a nci;:rhbouring easy-chair and
was resting his hand upon the head of a cane he
was carrying.

"If our friend Brightman here has a fuult," he
said, " in the execution of his daily duties, it is that
he brings to bear into his task a certain amount of

L-:^ .•>*3^•
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prejudice, from which the mind of the ideal detector
of crime, uuld be free. Now you would scarrelv be-
heve it, Mr. Crawshay, I am sure, to judge from his
amiahl. exterior, but Mr. Brightman is capable of
very strong dislikes, of one of wliich, alas! I am the
object. Now this is not as it should be. You see
what might happen, supposing Mr. Brightman were
engaged to watch a little coterie, or, in plainer par-
lance, a littln gang of supposed misdemeanants. If
by any possible stretch of his imagination he could
.-onnt ct me with them, I should be the one he would
g< for aii the time, and although I perhaps carry my
fair burden of those peccadilloes to which the' law,
rightly or wrongly, takes exception, still, in this par-
ticular in tanc. I might be the innocent one, and in
air. Brightman's too great tagcrness to fasten evil
things upon me, the real culprit might escape.—
Thank you, Mr. f rawshay," he added, accepting the
cocktail which the waiter had presented. " Let us
drink a little toast torr^ther. Shall we sav ' Success
to Mr. Brightman'. latest enterprise, 'liatever it
may be !

' "

Crawshay ^/laneed at his companion.
-I think we can humour 01 r friend hv drinking

that toast, Brightman," he said.

"I shall drink it with ^reat plcasun ," the de-
tective agreetl.

They set down their empty glasses. Jocelvn Thew
rose regretfully to his feet.

" I fear," he said, " that I must tear mv>olf away.
\\c shall meet again, 1 trust. And, Mr. Brightman,
a word with you. If you are „ town for a holiday,
if you have no business to worry you just at present,
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why not practise on me for a time? Watch me.

Find out the daily incidents of my life. See what
company I keep, where I spend my spare time—
you know— and all the rest of it. I can assure you
that although I am not the great criminal you fancy

me, I am a most interesting person to study. Take
my advice, Mr. Brightman. Keep your eye upon
me."

They watched him on the way to the door— a

little languid but exceedingly pleasant to look upon,

exceedingly distinguished and prepossessing. A look

of half unwilling admiration crept into Brightman's

face. i

" Wliatever that man really may be," he declared,

" he is a great artist."

The swing door leading from the room into the

cafe was pushed open, and a woman entered. She

stood for a moment looking around until her eyes fell

upon Jocelyn Thew. Crawshay suddenly gripped

the detective's arm.

"Is there anything for us in this, my friend.''"

he whispered. " Watch Jocelyn Thew's face !

"

uy^k'i,'.
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CHAPTER XVII

For a few seconds Jocelyn Thew was certainly
taken aback. His little start, his look of blank as-
tonishment, were coupled with a certain loss of poise
which Crawshaj had been quick to note. But, after
all, the interlude was brief enough.
"Exactly what does this mean, Nora.'" he de-

manded.

Her vivid brown eyes were fastened upon his face,
eager to understand his attitude, a little defiant, a
little appealing. There was nothing to be gath-
ered from his expression, however. After that first

moment he was entirely himself— well-mannered, un-
emotional, cold.

" I came over on the Btltic" she explained, " I

guessed I'd find you here. Fourteenth Street was
getting a little sultry. The old man hopped it to
San Francisco the day you left."

" Sit down," he invited.

They found places on a lounge and were served
with cocktails. The girl sipped hers disapprov-
ingly.

"Rum stufF, this," she declared. "I guess I'll

have to get my shaker out."
" You are staying here, then? " he enquired.

"Why not.'" she replied, with a faint ^ote of
truculence in her tone. " You know I'm not short

I
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of money, and I guessed it was where I should find
you."

He raised his eyebrows.
" That is very nice and companionable of you,"

he said, " and naturally I shall be very glad to be of
any assistance possible whilst you are over here, but
I hope you will remember, Nora, that I did not en-
courage you to come."

" I'm wise enough about that," she admitted. " I
never expected you to care two pins whether you ever
saw me again or not, and I know quite well," she
went on hastily, « that I haven't any right to follow
you, or anything of that sort. But honestly, Mr.
Thew, Me were being watched down there, and New
York wasn't exactly healthy."
He nodded.

" Yes," he assented, " no douor you are right.
They have awkward methods of cross-examination
there, although I don't think they'd get much out
of you, Nora."

^^

" I^d no fancy to have them try," she admitted.
" Besides, I've never had that trip to Europe that
uncle and I were always talking about, and it seemed
to me that if I wanted to see the old country whole,
now or never was the time. You may all be a Ger-
man colony over here by next year."'
"I have no right or any desire," he told her

quietly, " to interfere in any way with your plans,
but I must warn you that just at present I am liv-
ing in the utmost jeopardy. I have no friends to
whom I can introduce you, nor any of my oun time
or attentions to offer. Unless you choose to exer-
cise tact, I might find your presence here not only
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eniburrassing but a positive liindrance to niv jjlans."
"I guess I can lie close," she replied, looking at

liiin through half-closed eves. " Just how am I to
size that up, though? "

lie looked at her appraisingly, a little cruelly.
The effect of her beautiful figure was almost ruined
by the cheap and unbecoming clothes in which she
was attired. Ker hat, with its huge hatpins and
ultra-fashionable height, was hideous. She exuded
perfumes. Her silk stockings and suede shoes were
the only reasonable things about her. The former
she was displaying with some recklessness as she
leaned back upon the settee.

" I once told you," he said calmly, " that there was
no woman in the world for whom I felt the slightest
affection."

"Well.?"
" That is no longer the case."

Her eyes glittered.

" Who is she.?
"

" It is not necessary for you to know," he an-
swered coldly. " She happens, however, to be con-
"orned in the business which I have on hand. She
.las been of great assistance to me, and she may yet
be the means of helping me to final success. I ciinnot
afford to have her upset by any false impressions."

She looked at him almost wonderinrrlv.
" If you're not the limit !

" she exclaimed. " \oth-
ing mat tc you except to succeed. You tell me
in one meath that you care for a woman for the
first time in your life, and in the next you speak of
using her as your tool !

"

" You perhaps find that incomprehensible," he ob-
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served. " I do not blame you. At present, however,
I have only one object in life, and that is to succeed
in the business I have on hand. Whatever I may
find it necessary to do to attain my ends, I shall do."

She had gone a little pale, and her white teeth were
holding down her full under lip.

" Buy me another cocktail," she demanded.
He obi'ved, and she drank it at a gulp.
" So you arc not going to be nice to me? " she

asked in a low tone.

" That depends upon what you call nice," he an-
swered. "I am rather up against a blank wall.
Even if I succeed, I remain in this country at very
considerable personal danger. I am not sure that
even for your sake, Nora, it is well for you to asso-
ciate with me. Why not go home.? You'll find some
of your people still there— and an old sweetheart or
two, very likely."

" It isn't a very warm welcome," she remarked, a
little wistfully.

" You have taken me by surprise," he reminded
her. " I imd not the slightest idea of your coming."

" I know that," she sighed. " I suppose I ought
not to have hoped for anything more. You've never
becLi any different to me than to any of the others.
You treat us all, men and women, just alike. You
are gracious or cold, just according to how much we
can help. I sometimes wonder, Mr. Jocclyn Thew,
whether you have a heart at all."

For a single moment he looked at her kindly. His
hand even patted hers. It was a curious revela-
tion. He was a kindly ordinary human being.

" Ah, Nora," he said, " I am not quite so bad as

j^^trw.
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that
!

But for many years I have had a great, driv-
ing impulse inside me, and at the back of it the most
wonderful incentive in all the world. Yoi; know what
that is, Nora — or perhaps you don't. To a woman
it would be love, I suppose. To a man it is hate."

She drew a little further away from hiui, as thougli
something which hatl flamed in his eyes for a moment
had frightened her.

" Yes," she murmured, " you are like that."
Jocelyn Thew was himself again almost at onoe.
" Since we understand one ai.other, Nora," he

said, a little more kindly, " let me tell you that I am
really very glad to see yon, although you did give
me rather a shock just now. I want you, if you
will, to turn your head to the left. You sec those
two men — one seated in the easy-chair and the other
on its arm.''

"

" I see them."
" They are the two men," he continued, " who art

out to spoil my show if they can. You may see them
again under very different circumstances."

" I shan't forget," she murmured. " The dark one
looks like Brightman, the detective you were up
agfjinst in that Fall River business — the man who
believed thr.t you were the High Priest of crime in

New York."
" You have a good memory," he remarked. " It

is the same man."
"And the other," she continued, with a sudden

added interest in her tone —" Why, that's the Eng-
lishman who had me turned off from the hotel in

Washington. Don't you remember, I went there for
a month on trial as telenlione operator, just before
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the election? You remember why. That English-
man was always dropping in. Used to bring me
flowers now and then, but I felt certain from the
first he was suspicious. He got me turned off just
as things were getting interesting,"

" Right again," Jocelyn Thew told her. " His
name is Crawslmy. He is the man who was sent out
from Scotland Yard to the English Embassy. He
crossed with me on the steamer. We had our first

little bout there."

"Who won?"
"The first trick fell to me," he acknowledged

grimly.

" And so will the second and the third," she mur-
mured. " He may be brainy, though he doesn't look
it with that monacle and the peering way he has, but
you're too clever for them all, Jccelyn Thew. You'll
win."

He smiled very faintly.

" Well," he sail'., " this time I have to win or throw
in my chips. Now if you like we'll have some lunch,
and afterwards, if you'll forgive my taking the lib-

erty of mentioning it, vou had better buy some
clothes."

"You don't like this black silk?" she asked wist-
fully. " I got it at a store up-town, and they told
me these sort of skirts were all the rajre over
here."

" Well, you can see for yourself they aren't," he
remarked, a little drily. " London is a queer place
in many ways, especially about clothes. You're
either right or you're wrong, and you've got to be
right, Nora. We'll see about it presently."

• ii^.
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They left the room together. Crawshay looked
after them with interest.

" This affair," he told his companion, " fjrows
hourly more and more interesting. You've been up
against Jocolyn Thew, you tell me. Well, I am per-
fectly certain that that girl, whose coming gave him
sucli a start, was a young woman I had turned away
from an hotel in Washington. She was in the game
then — more locally, perhaps, but still in the same
game. I used to sit and talk to her in the after-
noons sometimes. Finest brown eyes I over saw in

my life. I wonder if there is anything between her
and Jocelyn Thew," he added, looking through the
door with a faintly disapproving note in his tone,—
a note which a woman would have recognised at once
as jealousy.

" If you a k me, I should say no," the other an-
swered. "I've kept tabs on Jocelyn Thew for a
bit, and I've had his dossier. There's never been a
woman's name mentioned in connection with him —
don't seem .'s though he'd ever moved round or taken
a meal with one all the time he was in New York.
To tell ^'

> truth, Mr. Crawshay, that's .just

what mi. ) difficult to get your bonds on a
man yo\ v; ' Nino times out of ten it's through
the woniL get home. The man who stfinds clear
of them has an extra chance or two— Say, what
time this evening? "

" Come to my rooms at 178, St. James's Street, at
seven o'clock," Crawshay directed. "I've a little

investigation to make before then."
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CHAPTER XVIII

Crawshay took a taxicab from the Savov to
Cland^re^ Hotd, sent up his card and was conducted
to Katharine Beverley's sitting room on the first
floor. She kept him waiting for a few moments, and
he felt a sudden instinct of curiosity as he noticed
the great pile of red roses wi.ich a maid had only
just finished arranging. VViun she came in, lie
looked towards her in surprise. She appeared to
ha'c grown thinner, and there were dark rims under
her eyes. Her words of greeting were colourless.
She seemed almost afraid to meet his steady gaze.
"1 ought to apologise for calling in the morning,"

he said, " but I ventured to do so, hoping that you
would come out and liave some lunch with me."

^^

"I really don't feel well enough," she replied.
" London is not agreeing with me at all."

"You arc ill.?" he exclaimed, with some concern.
She looked at the closed door through which the

maid had issued.

"Not exactly ill. J have some anxieties," she
answei d. « It is kind of you to keep your promise
and come. Please tell me exactly what happened.?
You know how interested I am."

" I have unfortunately nolhing to report but fail-
ure," he replied. " Everything seems to have hap-
pened exactly as the doctor on the ship suggested.
The detectives at Liverpool were quite smart. We

|M
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wore able to trace the car without much difficulty,
ancl the body of ycir patient PJiiUips was found ;;t
his home, the other side of Chester. We obtained
pornnssion to make an examination, and we found
tJiat, just as we expected, fresh bandages had been
put on otdy a few hours previou iy."
"And Doctor Gant?"
" llo is at an hotel in London. He is watched

night and day, but he seems to diyide his time hetueen
genuine s.ght-seeing and trying to arrange for his
passage home. Naturally, the whole of his e/ncts
haye been searched, but without the slightest result."

" And — and Mr. Jocelyn Thew.' "

" His business in Liyerp'ool seems to haye detained
h.n. r. yery short tin.e. He is staying now at the
hayoy Hotel. Needless to say, his effects too haye
been thoroughly searched, without result."
"You know that he sent me these.?" she asked,

glancing towards the rose 3.

" I saw him buying them."
Her fingers had strayed oyer one of the blossoms,

and he noticed that while they talked she was con-
yulsnely crushing it into pulp.

^^

"Were these detectiyes from Liyerpool," she asked,
able to keep any watch upon Doctor Gant and Mr

Jocelyn Thew after — Chvs ? "

" To some extent. The,, .s no doubt that Jorolyn
Thew spent the first night in Liyerpool. After that
he trayelled to London and took up his resid(.nce at
the Sayoy. Here Doctor Gant, who had traNelletl
up from Chester, called upon him, late in the after-
noon of the day of his arri. d. They spent some
time together, and subsequently thf doctor took a

!'i
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room ut tlie Regent Palucf Ilottl. The two mon
dined togetlier ut the Suvoy grill, and took a box ;it

the Alhanibru music-liall, wlare tliey -spent the eve-

ning. They appear to have returned to Jocelyn

Thew's rooms, hud a whisky and soda each an(! sep-

arated. There is no record of tlieir having spoken

to any other person or visited any other p'ace."

" And their rooms have been seardied? "

" By the most skilled men we have."

She pulled unother of the roses to pieces.

" So it comes to this," she said. " All these docu-

ments, of whose existence both you and the American
police knew, have been brought from America to

England, and even now you cannot locate them."
" At present we cannot," he confessed drily, " but

I am not prepared to admit for a single moment that

they are ever likely to reach their destination."
" Jocelyn Thew is very clever," she reminded him

calmly.

" I am tired of being told so," he replied, with a

touch of irritation in his tone.

She smiled.

" You probubly need your luncJeon ! If you care

to come down-stairs with me," she invited, " v can

finish our conversation."
" I shall be only too pleased."

Katharine Beverley's table was in a quiet corner,

and she sat with her back to the window, but even

under such circumstances the cliange in her during

the last few days was notir oie. There was a

frightened light in her eyes, her cheeks were entirely

colourless, her hands seemed almost transparent.

Such a change in so short a time seemed almost in-

'^]1A



THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 177

credible. Crawshay found himself unable to icnore
it.

**

" I am very sorry to see you lookini? so unuell,"
lie observed sympathetieally. " I am afr.n.l the
shock of your voyage across tlif Atlantic has been
too much for you."

" I am terribly disturbed," she confessed. "
I ,^m

disappointed, too, in Mr. Jocelyn Theu. One hates
to be made use of so flagranti v."

" Vou really knew nothing, then, unli, those things
were discovered in your stateroom?' "

'* That question," she replied, " I am not ao'mcr to
answer.

"But the main part of the plot.'" he persisted,
"the banJages.'"

" Doctor Gant never allowed me to touch them.
That is what I found so inexplicable,— what first set
me wonderiniT."

" The whole scheme was very cleverly thought out,"
Crawshay pronounced, " but if you will for<,'ive my
repeating a previous speculation, Miss Revedey, the
ijreatest mystery about it all, to me, is how you^ Miss
Katliarine Beverley, whose name and rei)utation in
New York stands so high, were induced to lea e vo.:i

work, your social engagements and your hone. > a
time like this, when your country really has J,i!!ns
upon you, to act as ordinary sick nurse to a New
York clerk of humble means who turns out to have
been nothing but the tool of Jocelyn Tluw."

" I am still unable to explain that," she told him.
He realised the state of tension in which she was

and suddenly abandoned the whole subject. He
spoke of the theatres, asked of her friends in town.

m
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discussed the news of the day, and made no further

allusion of any sort to the mystery which surrounded
them. It was not until after they had been served

with their coffee in the lounge that he reverted to

more serious matters.

" ?.Iis.i Beverley," he said, " for your own sake I

am exceedingly unwilling to leave you like this. I

may seem to you to be an inquisitor, but believe me
I am a friendly one. I cannot see that you have
anything to lose in being frank with me. I wish to

help you. I wish to relieve the anxiety from which
I know that you are suffering. Give me your confi-

dence."

" You ask a very difficult thing," she sighed.

" Difficult but not impossible," he insisted. " I

can quite understand that your discovery of the fact

that you had been made use of to assist in the bring-

ing to England of treasonable documents is of itself

likely to be a severe shock to you, but, if you will

pcrnnt me to say so, it is not sufficient to account

for your present state of nerves."

" You don't know all that is happening," she re-

plied, in some agitation. " There is a very astute

lady detective who has a room near mine, and a man
who shadows me every time I come in or so out. I

am expecting every moment that the manager will

ask me to leave the hotel."

" That is all very annoying, of course," he ac-

knowledged sympathetically, " and yet I believe that

at the back of your head there is still something else

troubling you."
" You are very observant," she murmured.
" In your case," he replied, " close observation is

.J
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scarcely necessary. Why, it Js only four days since
we left the steamer, and you look simply the wreck
of yourself."

" A great deal has happened since then," she con-
fessed.

He seized upon the admission.

"You sec, I was right.— There is something
else! Miss Beverley, I am your friend. You must
confide in me."

" It would be useless," she assured him sadly.

"You cannot be sure of that," he insi^Ud. "If
this espionage gets on your nerves, I believe that I
have influence enough to have it removed, provided
that you will let me bring a friend of mine to see
you here and ask you a few questions."

She shook her head.

" It is not the espionage alone," she declared. " I
am confronted with something altogether different,
something about which I cannot speak."

"Is this man Jocelyn Thew connected wiiu il in
any way .? " he demanded.

She winced.

" Why should you ask that question? "

" Because it is perfectly clear," he continued,
" that Jocelyn Thew exercises some sort of unholy
influence over you, an influence, I may add, which it

is my intentiou to destroy."

Siio smiled bitterly.

" If you can destroy anything that Jocelyn Thew
means to keep alive," she began —

" Oh, please don't believe that Jocelyn Thew is

infallible," he interrupted. " I have had a long ex-
perience of diplomatists and plotters and even crim-

'11:':^
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inals, and I can assure you that no man breathing

is possessed of more than ordinary human powers.

Jocelyn Thew has brought it oft" against us this

time, but then, you see, one must lose a trick now

and then. It is the next step which counts."

" Oh, the next step will be all right !
" she replied,

with a hard little laugh. " He has brought his spoils

to England, although there must have been twenty

or thirty detectives on board, and you won't be

able to stop his disposing of them exactly as he

likes."

*' I don't agree with you," he assured her confi-

dently. " That, however, is not what I want to talk

about. You are in a false position. In the strug-

gle which is going on now, your heart and soul should

be with us and against Jocelyn Thew."

Her eyes were lit with a momentary terror.

" You don't suppose for a moment," she said,

" that my sympathies are not with my own country

and our joint cause? "

" I don't," he replied. " On the other hand, your

actions should follow upon your sympathies. There

is something sinister in your present state. I want

you to tell me just what the terror is that is sitting

in your heart, that has changed you like this. Joce-

lyn Thew has some hold upon you. If so, you need

a man to stand by your side. Can't you treat me as

a friend .''
"

She softened at his words. For a moment she sat

quite silent.

*' I can only repeat to you what I told you once

before," she said. " If you are picturing Jocelyn

Thew to yourself as a blackmailer, or anything of
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that sort, you are wrong. I am under the very deep-
est obhgations to him."

" But surely," he protested, " you have paid your
debt, whatever it was?"

" He admits it."

" And yet the terror remains.-* "

" It remains," she repeated sadly.

Crawshay meditated for a moment.
" Look here. Miss Beverley," he said, " I have a

friend who is chief in this country of a department
which I will not name. Will you dine with me to-
night and let me invite him to meet you.'*

"

She shook her head.

" It is a very kind thought," she declared, " but I
am engaged. Mr. Jocelyn Thew is dining liere."

Crawshay's face for a moment was very black in-
deed. He rose slowly to his feet.

" I know that you mean to be kind," she contin-
ued, " and I fear that I must seem very ungrateful.
Believe me, I am not. I am simply faced with one
of those terrible problems which must be solved, and
yet which admit of no help from any living person."

Crawshay's attitude had grown perceptibly stiffer.
'• I am very sorry indeed, :Miss Beverley," he said,

" that you cannot give me your confidence. I am
very sorry for my own sake, and I am sorry for
yours."

" Is that a threat? " she asked.
" Vou know the old proverb," he answered, as he

bowed over her fingers. " ' Those who are not on my
side are against me.'

"

" Vou are going to treat me as an enemy? "

" Until you prove yourself to be a friend,"

«i
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CHAPTER XIX

At a quarter to eight that evening, a young niun
who had made fitful appearances in the lounge of
Claridge's Restaurant during the last half-hour^went
to the telephone and rang up a certain West End
number.

" Are these Mr. Crawshay's rooms? " he asked.
" Mr. Crawshaj speaking," was the reply.

"Brightman there .^
"

Crawshaj turned away from the telephone and
handed the receiver to the detective.

"What news, ITenshaw.? " the latter enquired.
" Miss Beverley dines at her usual table, sir, at

eight o'clock," was the reply. "The table is set
for three."

" For three? " Brightman exclaimed.
"For three?" Crawshay echoed, turning from

the sideboard, where he had been in the act of mixing
some cocktails.

" You are quite sure the third place isn't a mis-
take?" Brightman asked.

" Quite sure, sir," was the prompt reply. " I am
acquainted with one of the head waiters here, and I

understand that two gentlemen arc expected."
"Anything else? "

" Nothing, sir. ]Miss Beverley sent away two par-
cels this afternoon, which were searched down-stairs.
They were quite unimportant."

W!?V''
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" I shall expect to hear from you agai.i," Bright-
man directed, "within half an hour. If the third
person is a stranger, try and find out his name."

" I'll manage that all right, Mr. Brightman. The
young lady has j ust come down. I'll be getting back
into the lounge."

Brightman turned around to Crawshay, who was
in the act of shaking the cocktails.

" A third party," he observed.

"Interesting," Crawshay declared, "very inter-
esting! Perhaps the intermediary. It might pos-
sibly be Doctor Gant, though."
The detective shook his head.
" Three quarters of an hour ago," he said, " Doc-

tor Gant went into Gatti's for a chop. He was quite
alone and in morning clothes."

Crawshay poured the amber-coloured liquid which
he had been shaking into a frosted glass, handed it

to his companion and rilled one for himself.
" Here's hell to Jocelyn Thew, anyway !

" he ex-
claimed, with a note of real feeling in his tone.

" If I thought," Brightman declared, " that drink-
ing that toast would bring him any nearer to it, I
should bi'come a confirmed drunkard. As it is, sir—
my congratulations ! A very excellent mixture !

"

He set down his glass empty and Crawshay turned
away to light a cigarette.

" No," he decided, " I don't think that it would
be Doctor Gant. Jocelyn Thew has finished with him
all right. He did his job well and faithfully, but
he was only a hired tool. Speculation, however, is

useless. We must wait for Henshaw's news. Per-
haps this third guest, whoever he may be, may give

•
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us a clue as to Jocelvn Thcw's infiuencc over Miss
Ikverley."

The tfk'phone rang a few minutes later. Craw-
shay th=s time took up the receiver, and Brightnian
the spare one which hung by the side. It was Ilen-
shaw speaking.

" Miss Beverley has just gone in to dinner." he
announced. " She is accompanied by Mr. Jocelyn
Tiiew and a young officer in the uniform of a Flight
Commander."

" What is his name.' " Crawshay asked.
" I have had no opportunity of finding out yet,"

was the reply. « I believe that he is staying in the
hotel, and he seems to be on very intimate terms with
Miss Beverlev."

" On ro account lose sight of the party," Craw-
shay directed, " and try and find out the young sol-

dier's name. Wasn't he introduced to Jocelvn
Thew.?'-

" Not a bit of it," was the prompt reply. " They
shook hands very much like old friends."

" Go back and watch," Crawshay directed. " I

must know his name. The sooner you can find out,
the better. I want to get away within a few min-
utes, if I can."

Tluy left the instrument. Crawshay, who seemed
a little nervous took a cigarette from an open box
which lie passed across to !iis companion, and strolled
up and down the room for a few moments with his
hands in his pockets.

"A young officer," he remarked, "presumably
English, known to both Miss Beverley and Jocelyn
Thew, seems rather a puzzle. He may be the con-
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nccting link. I liopo to goodness your man won't
bo long, Brightman."

" Are you in a hurry? " the detective asked.

C'rawsliny nodded.
" I want to f<(t rouiu! !o the Savoy," he announced.
Brightinan smiled sliirhtlv.

" Were you thinking about the young lady, sir?
"

he asked.

" I thought it might be useful to renew mv ac-

quaintance with her," Crawshay explained, a little

laboriously. " I shouldn't think she'd go out alone."
" She has probably made some friends by tliis

time," Brightman observed.

Crawshay dropped his eyeglass and polished it.

" From my experience of the young lady," he said,

a little stiffly, " I should think it improbable. I hap-
pened to meet her twice in New York, and she struck

me as being an o.xtr>; ordinarily well-behaved and, in

her natural way, v: y attractive person."
" Do you suppose that she came to Europe after

Jocelyn Thcw?" Brightman asked.

"Oh, damn Jocelyn Thew !
" Crawshay replied.

" I should think it most unlikely. You and I have
both seen the man's dossier. Most cold-blooded per-

son alive."

The telephone broke in on-i-e more upon their con-

versation. Crawshay took up the receiver. It was
Hensh, -A speaking.

" I made a mistake about the uniform, sir," he

announced. " The young nian is in the Canadian
P'lying Corps and he is the young lady's brother.

He is called Captain Beverley."
" Her brother! " Crawshay exclaimed.

'!
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" The connecting link !

" Brightman murmured.
Meanwhile, the little dinner at Claridge's, of which

sketchy tidiii;rs were being conveyed o the two occu-
pants of Cravvshay's flat by Henshaw, was settling
down, so far as the two men were concerned, into a
cheery enough meal. There had been a little strange-
ness at first, but Jocelyn Thew's hearty welcome of
his young friend, and his genuine pleasure at seeing
him, had quickly broken the ice. Katharine, how-
ever, although she had a shade more colour than
earlier in the day, had sometimes the air of a
Banquo at the feast. She listened almost fevcri>hly

to Jocelyn Thcw, whenever he seemed inclined to turn
the conversatioa into a certain channel, and she
watched her brother a little anxiously as the waiter
filled up his glass, unchecked, every few minutes.

The likeness between the two was apparent enough,
although marked by certain differences. Beverley
was tall, of exceedingly powerful build, and with a
fresh, strong face which would have been remarkably
attracHve but for the weak mouth and the slightly

puffy cheeks.

" I can't conceive anything more fortunate than
this meeting," Jocelyn Thew declared, as he in-

spected the cigars which had been brought round to

him, with the air of a connoisseur. " Quite an ex-

traordinary coincidence, too, that you should turn

up in London on five days' leave, the very day that
your sister arrives from the States. Tell me, arc

you right up at the front .-^
"

" Right beyond it, most days," was the cheerful

re|)ly. " We ppend most of our time over the Ger-
man lines."

^v%^K ."AAT'l ( XiA^iat::\:
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"Lucky follow!" Jocclyn Tlicw sltrhtd. " Vou
are getting now what a fi-w years r.^n one had to
defy the law for — rial, thrilling sensations. It's

a life for men, yours.''

The young man's hand shook a little as he raised
his glass. He looked towards Jocelyn Tliew almost
appealingly.

" It's a splendid life," he assented, talking rapidly
and with the air of one who wishes to stifle conversa-
tion. " I had hard work to get my wings, but I
guess I'm all right now. The engine ])art of it

never gave me any troub'e, hut I suffered from a
kind of sickness the first few times I went u{). It's

c gorgeous sensation, flying. The worst of it is we
never know when those cunning Clermans aren't com-
ing out with something fresh. They stung us up
last week with a dozen planes of an entirely new pat-
tern, two hundred and fifty horse-power engines on
a small frame. (Joe, they gave some of our elderly

machines a touching uj), I can tell you !

"

" So you Ay over the German lines most days, eh.-
"

Jocelyn Thew ruminated.
" We dropped a few thousand cojties of the Presi-

dent's si)eech last Monday," the young man told

them. " That ought to give them something to think
about. They only know just what they are told.

The last batch of prisoners that were brought in

firmly believed that one of their armies had landed
in Kugland and that London was on the point of
falling."

"All war," Jocelyn Thew said didactically, "is
carried on under a cloud of nu'sconception."

The young man stretched liiniself out. He had
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dined well and his courage was returning. He asked
a question which up till then he had felt inclined to

shirk.

" What licks me," he declared suddenly, " is find-

ing you two over here. What ever brought you
across, Katharine.'' "

Tl re was a brief silence. Katharine soemed un-

certain how to answer. It was Jocelyn Thew who
took up the challenge.

*' A little over a fortnight ago," he explained, " I

called upon your sister in \cw York. I begged her

to perform a certain service for me. She consented.

The execution of that service brought her across

from New York on board the C'ltif of Boston.'"
" But have you two been seeing anything of one

another, then.> You never mentioned Thew in any
of your letters, Katharine?"

'•\our sister and I have not met since a certain

memorable occasion," .Jocelyn Thew replied.

The young man shivered and drained his glass.
" WHiai vas this service.'' " he enquired.
" Your sister played sick nurse upon the steamer

to a person in whom I was interested, and who was
operated upon in her hospital," Jocelyn Thew ex-

plained. " He was an Englishman, and very anxious
to reach his own country before he died."

" I can't quite catch on to it," Beverley admitted.
Jocelyn Thew glanced carelessly around. His

manner was tlie reverse of suspicious, but he only
resumed his speech when he was sure that not even
a waiter was within hearing.

" It happened to form part of an important plan
of mine," he said, " that a man who was dangerously
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ill should Ik' brought over to Ernrlund wiMiout ra'sing

any suspicion us to his bona fides. I inrtdo iisi- of

your sister's name and social position to ensure this.

There has been, as I think you have often .u-knowl-

c(\»vil, Ikvcrley, a debt owin^ from you to me. Half
of that debt your sister has p;ii'

*'

" You haven't been gettintj Katharine mixid up
in any crooked business? " her hrotlier demanded ex-

citedly.

" Your sister ran no risk whatever," Jocelyn Thew
assured him. " She performed her share of tlie l)ar-

gain excellently. It is just possible," he continued,

with a g]\n\ of fire in his eyes and a ])eculiar, cold

cmpliasi^ cree})ii!g into his "ords, " that it nviy

fall to your lot to wipe out the remainder of the

debt."

Beverli y moved in his chair uneasilv.
" You will remember," he said, " that things have

changed. I am not a free agent now. I entered
upon tiiis fighting business as an ad\enture, but, my
God, Thew, it's got into my blood ! I've seen things,

felt things. I don't want anything to come between
me and the glorious life I live day by day."

Jocelyn Thew nodded apy)rovinglv.
" That's the proper spirit, Beverley." he declared.

" I always knew you had pluck. Quite the proper
spirit

! Your sister showed the same couraffe when
the necessity came."

" Oh, don't bring me into this, please !
" she inter-

rupted.

" You seem to have been brought into it," her

brother observed grimly, " and I'm not sure that I

am satisfied. I can pay my own debts."

'ilJ
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Tin ro was a noh- of risin^f anger in lii-, tone.

Katliaiine kid lur fingers upon his Imnd.
" Don't imagine things, |)k.a.se, Diek," she begged.

" It is my own foolishness if I am disturbed. I really
had nofiniig to do. Mr. TIrw has been most con^-
.siderate."'

" In any ease," Jocelyn Tliew went on, "
I think

that t' e matter had better be discissfd another time,
M-hen we are alone. We nii^ht have to make refer-
ence to things which are best not mentioned in a
public place."

For a moment the young man's eves chalLngod
his. Then they fell. He shivered a little.

" Why ever speak of them.' " he demanded.
"Ah, well, we'll sec," Jocelyn Thew observed.

"Now what about an hour or two at a music-hall.'
I have a box at the Alhambra."

Katharine rose at once to her feet. TIkv all made
their way into the lounge. Whilst tl:cy wailed for
her to fetch her cloak, Beverley swung round to his
companion.

'• f,ook here," he said, " for myself it doesn't mat-
ter— you know that — hut what game are you play-
ing.? I (! n't know much n!)out your life, of course,
before those few days, but on your own showing vou
were out for l)ig things. Are you known here^'

'

Is
it anything— anything against the law, this business
you're on.? I don't care for myself— you know
that. It's Katharine I'm thinking of."

Jocelyn Thew knocked the ash from his cigar. He
smiled deprecatingly at his companion. Certainly
there was no man in that very fa 4u"onable restaurant
who looked less like a criminal.
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" Mv (Kar Ik'vcrlfv," lie txpostul.itw', "you must
rcuuiiibt.r tlwit I am an cxc-ccdiiijrly clever person. I

am suspected of any nunilHr of inisdeiueanours. I
will not say that there are not one or two of which
I have not been ^-iiilty, but I huve never left behimi
me any proof. I dare say th En^rjish police over
here look on me sometimes just as hungrily as the
New York ones. 1 hiy feel in their hearts that I am
t<n adventurer. They feel that I have been connected
with some curious enterprises, both in the States and
various other coimtries of the rrjobe. They know-
very well that where there has Ixcn fi,i,'htinff aiid loot
and dan^rcr, I have generally followed uniler my own
fluff- They know all this, but they car. [)rove noth-
ing against me. They can oidy wat.-h nu, and that
ihey do wherever I am. They are watching • u. now,
every hour of the day."

• It isn't," the youn^ man commenceu, with a sud-
den break in his tone—

Jocelyn shook his head.

" No, my young friend," he said, " the curtail, fell

upon that little episode. I doubt whether there ';

even a police record of it. It isn't the lives of indi-
viduals I am juggling with to-day. It's the life of
a nation."

" Arc you a spy? " Reverley asked him hoarsely.
"Your sister," Jocelyn Thew pointed out, "

is

waiting for us "

i
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CHAPTER XX

Crawshay, havinrj the good fortune to find, as he

issued from his rooms, a taxicab whose driver's ideas

of speed were in accordance with his own impatience,

maiiaiied to reach the Savov at a few minutes before

eight. He entered the hotel hv the Court entrance.

An insignificant-looking young man with a fair mous-

tadie and watery eyes touched him on the shoulder

as he passed through the Court lobby. Crawshay

glanced lazily around and assured Iwmself that tliey

were unobserved.

"Anything fresh.''" he asked laconically.

" Nothing. \Vc have searched Miss Sharey*-

rooms thoroughly, and two of our men liave been

ovei' Thew's apartments again."

" Miss Sharey up-stairs?
"

The young man shook his head.

" Hasn't been up for some hours," he reported.

("rawshay nodded and strolled on. He left his

coat and hat in charge of the attendant, and entered

the grill I'oom. Here, I'.owi'vcr, he met with disap-

pointment. 'I'he ])lace was crowtled but his search

was methodical. There was no sign there of Nora

Sharev. He climbed the few stairs antl entered the

smoking room. Seated in an armchair, reading a

novel, he discovered the young lady of whom he was

in search.

IK- crossed the room at a slow saunter, as tr.ough
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on his way to the bar, and paused before the girl's

chair. She laid down her book and looked up at

him. Her smile at once assured him of a welcome.

"I am glad that I am not altogether forgotten.

Miss Sharey," he said, holding out his h.-md wlinh

she promptly acce])ted. " I sup])ose it still is Miss
Sharey, is it? I hope so."

" I guess the name's all right," she replied. " Ol.-d

to see you don't bear .uiy ill-will against nie, Mr.
Crawshay. Vou Englishmen sometimes get so peev-

ish when things don't go quite your way, and you
weren't saying nice things to me last time we m't."

Crawshay smiled and glanced at the seat by her

side. She made room for him, and he subsided into

the vacant space with a little sigh of content.
" A man's profession," he confided, " sometimes

makes large and re})ugnant demands upon him."
" If that means you are sorry you were rude to

me last time we met down in Fourteenth Street," she

said, " I guess I may as well accept your a{)ology.

You were a trifle disapy)ointcd then, weren't you?"
" We acted," Crawshay exjdained, with studied

laboriousness,—" my friends and I acted, that is to

say — uj)on inconclusive information. America at

that time, you see, was a neutral Power, and tlu' fa-

cilities granted us by the New York police wer<' lini-

ited in their character. My department was thor-

oughly convinced that the— er — restaurant of

which your father was the proprietor was something

more than the ordinary meeting f)lace of that section

of your country-people who carried their enmity to-

wards my country to an unreasonable extent."

She looked at him adnu'ringlv.

J

1'
I



i 1

194 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS
" Say, you know how to talk ! " she observed.

" What about gettirifj an innocent girl turned out
of a job at Wasiiington, though? "

Crawshay stroked his long ''liin reflectively.

" You don't suppose," he began —
"Oh, don't yarn!" she interrupted. "I'm not

squealing. You knew very well that I'd no need to
take a post as telephone operator, and you did your
duty when you got me turned off". It was very clever
of you," she went on, " to tumble to me."

Crawshay accepted the compliment with a smile.
" If you will permit me to say so. Miss Sharey,"

he declared, "you are what we call in .this country
a good sportsman."

" Olv, I can keep on the tracks all right," she as-
sented. " I guess I am a little easier to deal with,
for instance, than your friend Mr. Jocelyn Thew."
Crawshay frowned. His expression became gloom-

ier.

" I am bound to confess, Miss Sharey," he sighed,
"that your friend Mr. Jocelyn Thew has been the
disappointment of my life."

" Some brains, eh.''
"

" He has brains, courage and luck," Crawshay
pronounced, " Against these three things it is very
hard work to bring off"— shall I say a coup? "

" The 11 n who gets the better of Jocelyn Thew,"
she declared, with a little laugh, "deserves all tla*

nuts. He is a sure winner every time. You're up
against him now, aren't you.^ "

" :More or less," Crawshay confessed. " I crossed
on the steamer with him."

" I bet tlmt didn't do you much good !
"



THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 195

" I lost tho first giiiiKs" C'rawslmy confessed cun-
dullv. '• I see that you know iill about it."

"\o need to put iiie wiser than I am," the girl
observed carek-sly. " J„cel.vn Thew's no talker."
"Not unless it serves his purpose. It is astonish-

ing," ("rawshay went on reflectively, "how the sci-
ence of detection has changed during the last ten
years. When 1 was an apprentice at it — and
thougli you may not think it, Miss Sharey, I am a
professional, not an amateur, aUhcugh I am gen-
erally employed on Government business — secrecy
wa our watchword. We hid in corners, we were
stealthy, we always jjoscd as being something we
weren't. Wc should have denied emphatically hav-
ing the slightest interest in the person undJr sur-
veillance. In these days, however, everything is

changed. We play the game with the cards upon
the table— all '_'xcei)t the last two or three, per-
haps — and curiously enough, I am not at all sure
that it doesn't add finesse to the game."
Her eyes flashed appreciatively.
" You're dead right," she acknowledged. " Take

us two, for instance. You know very well that Joce-
lyn Thew is a pal of mine. You know very well that
I shall see him within the next twenty-four hours.
You know very well that you're out to hunt him to
the death, and you know that I know it. Kvery
question you ask me has a purpose, yet we talk here
just as chance acjuaintances might — I, a girl whom
you rather like the look of — you do like the look of
me, don't you, Mr. Crawshay.^ "

Crawshay had no need to be subtle. His eyes and
tone betrayed his admiration.

M A
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" I have thoroughly disliked you ever since you

were too clever for me in New York," he confessed,

" and I have been in love with you all the time."

*' And you," she continued, with a little gleam of

appreciation in her eyes, " are a very pleasant-look-

ing, smart, agreeable Englishman, who looks as

though he knew almost enough to ask a poor girl

out to dinner."

Cruwshay glanced at his wrist watch.

" It is you who have the science of detection," he

declared. " You have read my thoughts. Do you

wish to change your clothes first, or shall we turn in

at a grill room.''
"

She rose promptly to her feet.

"I'm all for the glad rags," she insisted. "I
bought a heap of clothes in Bond Street this after-

noon, and I don't know how many chances I shall

have of wearing them. I am a quick dresser, and I

shan't keep V'ou more than a quarter of an hour.

But just one moment first."

Crawsha}' stood attentive!}' by her side.

" I am at your service," he murnmred.
" It's all in tlie game," she went on, " for you

to take me out to dinner, of course, but I guess I

needn't tell you that there's nothing doing in the

information way. You've fixed it jp in your mind,

I dare say, that I urn mad with Jocelyn Thew. I

may be or I may not, but that doesn't make me

any the more likely to come in on your side of the

game."

Mr. Crawshay's gesture was entirely convincing.

" My dear Miss Sharey," he said softly, " I am
going to take a holiday. Business is one thing and
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pleasure is another. For tliis evening I am S"'"g
to put business out of my mind. The sentiment at
which I hinted a few moments ago, has, I can jissure
you, a very real existence."

"Hinted?" slie hau^he.!. "Guess tliere UMs'i't
much liint about it. You said you were in hive
witli nie."

" I am," Craw.shfiv siiilied.

Her eyes danced joyously.
" You shall tell inc all about it over dinner," she

declared. "I've got a j)each of a black gown

—

you won't mind if I am twenty minutes P
"

"I shall niind every moment that you are awav,"
Crawshay rei)lied, " but I can jiass the time. I will

tclephon" and have a cocktail."

She leaned towards him.

" I can guess whom vou arc going to telephoi'e
to."

" Perhaps— but not what I am going to say."
" You are going to telephone to that cluip with

the dark moustache— Brightman, isn't it? I can
hear you on the wire. 'Say, boys,' you'll begin,
'I'm on to a good thing! Everything's looking
lovely. I'm taking little Nora Sharey, of Four-
teenth Street, out to dine— girl who came over to
Europe after Jocelyn Thew, you know. Good busi-
ness, eh .'' ' "

Crawshay laughed tolerantly. The girl's humour
pleased him,

" You are wrong," he declared. " If I told them
that, they'd expect something from me whicii I know
I shan't get. You are right about the person.

I am going to t lephone to Brightman."

!l;l
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" What are you going to say? " she challenged

him.

" I am just going to tell him," Crawshay con-

fided, " that Jocelyn Thew is dining with Miss Bever-

ley and her brother, more red roses and a corner

table in the restaurant, and—

"

"Well, what else?"

rra'.vshay hesitated.

" Perhaps," he said, " if I went on I might put
just one card too many on tiie table, eh? "

"We'll let it go at that, then," she decided.
" After all, you know, I am not coming exactly like

Pv lamb to the slanghter. There are a few things

you'd like to get to know from me about Jocelyn

Thew, but there are also a few things I should like

to worm out of you. W\''ll see which wins. And,
Mr. Crawshay."

" ]Miss Sharey?" he murmured, bending down to

her s lie held the door open.
' 1 don't mind confessing that it depends a great

deal upon what brand of champagne you fancy."
" ^fltnl cordon rouge? " he suggested.

She made a little grimace as she turned away.
" I am rather beginning to fancy your chance,"

she declared.



CHAPTEK XXI

Crawshay, about half an hour later, piloted his
companion to the table which he had en^m^v^.i i„ the
restaurant with all the sazoir fairc of a redoul)table
man about town. She was, in her way, an exceed-
ingly striking figure in a black satin gown on which
was cnscrolled one immense cluster of flowers Her
nock and arms, very fully visible, were irreproachable.
Her blue-black hair, simply arranged but magnificent,
triumphed over the fashions of tlie coiffeur. The
transition from Fourteenth Street to her present sur-
roundings seemed to have been accomplished without
tne slightest hitch. She leaned forward to smell the
great cluster of white roses which he had ordered in
from the adjoining florist's.

" The one flower I love," she sighed. " I always
fall for white roses."

Crawshay's eyes twinkled as he took his jilace.
"Do you remember your English history r " he

asked. '• This is perhaps destined to become a battle
of red and wh.fe roses — red roses at Clarid^e-s and
white roses here."

"Which won — in history.^" she asked ituliflVr-
ently.

" That I won't tell you," he said, •'
in case you

should be superstitious. At the same time, Tarn
bound to confess that if we could both of us hear
exactly what Jocelyn Thew is saving to-night across
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ii those red roses, I think perhaps that I should back

tlie House of York."
" So that's the stunt, is it? " she remurked coolly.

" You want to make lue jealous of Katharine Bever-

ley ?
•'

" The cleverest and hardest men in the world,"

Crawshay observed, '* <4enerally meet with their Wa-
terloo at the hands of your sex. So far as I am
concerned, I am myself in distress. I am jealous of

Jocclyn Thew."
" You're bearing up !

"

" I am hearing up," C'rawshaj' rejoined, " because

I am hoping that with kindness and consideration,

and with opportunity to prove to you what a do-

mestic and faitiiful person I am, A'ou will perceive

that of the two men I am the more worthy."

"Think something of yourself, don't you.'*" she

observed.

" I have cultivated this confidence," he told her.

" In my younger days I was over-diffident."

" Guess you're older than I thought you, then."
" I am tliirty-seven years old," he declared, " and

I was well brought up."
" Jocclyn Thew," she said reflectively, " is forty."
" I did not bring you here," he declared, " to dis-

cuss the ago of my unworthy rival. I brought you
to tell me whether you consider that this Lobster

Americalne reminds you at ail of Delmonico's, and to

prove to you that we can, if we put our minds to it

and speak plain and simple words to the sommelier,

serve our champagne as iced even as you like it."

Nora was not wanting in appreciation.

" It's the best thing I've had to eat since I left
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New York, and for some time before tliat,*' she-

assured him. " Tliere hasn't been much Dehnonico's
for nic during the last few months. Too many of
your h)t poking about Fourteenth Street."
He nodded.

" After all," he said, " that was bound to come to
an end when America declared war. You people
did the only wise thing— brother to San Francisco,
eh, your father to Chicago, and you over here? "

" You do know tilings," she laughed.
" I am a perfect dictionary as to your movements,"

he assured her.

" Have you anything to do with the fact that my
rooms have been searched by the police? " she asked
abruptly.

" Indirectly I fear so," he confessed. " You see,
up to the present we haven't the least idea as to
what has become of all those documents and plans
which ^Ir. Jocelyn Thew so very cleverly brought
over to this country."

" Don't know where he's tucked them away, eh.^
"

she enquired.

" That's a fact," Crawshay confessed. " We dis-
covered, a trifle too late, how they were brought over,
but what has become of them since Jocelvn Thew's
arrival in London we do not know. Everv one con-
cerned has been searched, no deposit has been made
at any hotel or in any of the ordinary places where
one might conceal securities. They' have nioinen-
tarily vanished."

The girl's eyes twinkled.

" Well," she exclaimed, " he does put it over >^u,
doesn't he.^ I wonder whether you think that I am

'I
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goinff to be any use to you — that you'll trap Joce-

IvTi Thfw through me?"
" Not now," Ijc answered. " I used to think so

once."

" Why have you changed your mind.''
"

" Because," he told her bluntly, "•
I used once to

think that you and he cared for one another."
'• And now.' "

" I have changed my mind," he admitted. " You
know him so well tiiat I need not remind you that
where women are concerned he seems to have shown
few signs of weakness. Personally, I have a theory
that the time has come when he is likely to go the
way of all other men."

She leaned across the table. Those wonderful
brown eyes of hers were lit with an indescribable in-

terest. Crawshay for a moment lost the thread of
his thoughts. They were certainly the most beauti-

ful e3'es he had ever looked into.

" You think there is anything between those two—
Katharine Beverley and him.''

"

" The consideration of that point," Crawshay con-
tinued, resuming his usual manner, " although it lies

off the track of my preM-nt investigation, presents

some points of interest. She can be of no further

use to him in his j)resent scheme. Slie certainly

would not aid him in the concealment of any of his

spoils, nor could she become an intermediarv in for-

warding them to their destination. Yet he has sent

her roses every day she has been in England, and
dined with her two nights following. You, who
know him better than I do, will agree that such a
course is unusual with him."
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"But Dick Beverley is with tliem to-night, you
told me," she reminded him.

"That sciircdy alters the situation." Cruwshay
pomted out, " because his coming w.is quite unex-
I)ected. If an V thing, it niHier strengthens my point
of view. Beverley is very much a young man of the
world, and he proimhly knows Jocelyn Thew's repu-
tation. Me certainly would not consent to meet him
in this friendly fashion, in company with his sister,
unless the latter insisted."

" She doesn't need to insist,^' Xora said, watching
the champagne poured into her glass. " Unless
you're kidding me, you don't seem to be able to see
much further than your nose. Katharine Beverley
didn't come across the Atlantic for her healtli, and
Dick Beverley didn't join that little dinner party
for nothing to-night. They both of them did as
they were told, and they had to do it."

"This, I must confess," Crawsliay murnuired,
smoothly and n-ndabiously, ''puzzles me. Your
idea is, then, that Jocelyn Thew has some hold over
them ?

"

She laughed at him a little contemptuously.
" You arc not going to make me believe." she said.

" that you are not wise about that. It isn't clever,

you know, to treat me as a simpleton."
" I am afraid," he confessed humbly, " that it is

I who am the simpleton. You think, then, that the
red roses are more emblematic of warfare than of
love.?

"

Nora shrugged her shoulders and was silent for
several moments. Her companion changed the sub-
ject abruptly, pointed out to her several theatrical

iiii
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celebrities, told her an entertaining story, and talked

nonsense until the smile cuiiic back to her lips. It

was Nor.'i hersi'lf who returned to the subject of the

Beverleys, reopening it with a certain abruptness

which showed that it had never been far from her

thoughts.

" See here, Mr. Crawshay," she said, " 3'ou seem

to me to be wasting a lot of time worrying round a

subject, when I don't know whether a straightforward

question wouldn't clear it up for you. If you want
to know what there is between those three, Jocelyn

Thcw and the two Be»-erleys, I don't know that I

mind telling you. It's probably what you asked me
to dine with you for, anyway."

" My dear Miss Sharey !
" Crawshay protested,

with genuine earnestness. " I can assure you that

I had only one object in asking you to spend the

evening with me."

She smiled at him over the glass which she had
just raised to her lips.

"And that.»"

" The pleasure of talking to you— of being with

you."
" You're easily satisfied."

" Perhaps not so easily as I seem," he whispered,

Icaninr^ a little forward in his place. " If only I

were sure that you were not in love with Jocelvu

Tlic'.v !

"
'

" If 30U think that I am," she observed, " why are

you always slinging that Beverley girl at me.''
"

" Perhaps," he said coolh', " to make 3'ou jealous.

All's fair in love and war, you know."
" I sec. Then what vou really want is to make

i •f
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love to me yoursolf ? I'm sitting here and taking no-
tice, (io right ahead."

Crawsh.iy k t himself go for a few moments, and his

comfftuiion listenoil to him approvingly.
" It .sodnds q.:ite Hke the real thing," .she sighed,

" but I never trust you llngiishmen. You seem to
acquire the habit of talking love to us girls just as
easily as you drink a cocktail. You know that if I

were to put my little hand in yours this moment
across the table, you wouldn't know what to do with
it."

" Try me," Crawshay begged.

She held it out — a long, rather thin, capable wom-
an's hand, manicured a few hours ago in the latest
fashion, but rin^less. Crawshay promptly raised it

to his lips. She snatched it away, half amused, half
vexed, and glanced furtively around.

" If you did that in an American restaurant," she
told him, " you'd stand some chance of getting your-
self l^'ughed at."

" It's quite the custom over here ai.d on th.> Con-
tinent," he assured her equably. " It means — well,
just as much as you want it to mean."

She sighed and looked at her fingers reflec-
tively.

" What you'd like me to tell you, then," she sug-
gested, raising her eyes and looking at him thought-
fully, "is that I've never wasted a thought on Joce-
lyn Thew, but that Mr. Reginald Crawshay is it with
a capital ' I'? "

"It would make n)e very happy," he assured her
with much convrction.

She laughed at him very softly. Little spark.->

'I
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seemed to flash from her eyes, and her teeth were won-
derful.

" You're very nice, anyway," she declared, " al-

though I am not sure that I believe in you as much
as I'd like to, I'll just tell you as much as I know.
It really doesn't amount to anything. It was just
after Jocelyn Thew had come back from Nicaragua
and Dick Beverley was having a flare-up of his own
in New York. They came together, those two, when
Dick was in a tight corner. I don't know the story,

but I know that Jocelyn Thew played the white man.
Dick Beverley owes him perhaps his life, perhaps
only his liberty, and his sister knows it. That's how
those three stand to one another."

" I ought to have puzzled tnat out myself," Craw-
shay said humbly.

" I am not so sure," she retorted drily, " that you
didn't, long ago."

" Surmises are of very little interest by the side of

facts," he reminded her. " I like to have something
solid to build upon."

She smiled at him ajipreciatively.

" If I were a sentimental sort of girl," she de-

clared, " I could take a fancy to you, Mr. Craw-
.shay."

" Now you're laughing at me," he jjrotested.
" However, I'm going right on with it and then we
will dismiss all serious subjects. Miss Beverl' has
certainly quit herself of any obligation to Jocelyn
Thev.-. llichard Beverley is no longer free. Be-
sides, he has only a coujjle of days in England, so

there's very little chance of his being of use. Yet,"
lie continued impressively, " I liappen to know that
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every hour just now is of the greatest importance to
Jocelyn Tliew. W.iy does lie spend another entire

evening witii these Svor "

" Say, whic] ' { u- i ; iiu detective — you or me? "

she demanded.

"Profession .n,. I supj ose I am," he admitted.
*' Just now, however, i consider myself as indulging
in the relaxation of private life."

She leaned across the table towards him, her chin
supported by her clenched hands.

" Then relax all you want to," she begged, with a
smile of invitation. "• We'll drop the other stunt, if

Tou don't mind. And please remember, though I've

never enjoyed a dinner more in my life, that we don't

want to be too late for the Empire."

Crawshav' returned to his rooms about one o'clock

the next morning, with his hat a little on the back
of his head, and rearing, very much against his

prejudice, a white rose in his buttonhole. Bright-

man, who was awaiting him there, looked up eagerly

at his entrance.

" Any luck, Mr. Crawshay? "

Crawshay laid his hat and coat upon the table and
mixed himself a whisky and soda.

" I am not sure," he replied thoughtfully. " Are
you any good at English history, Rrightnian? "

" I won an exhibition in my younger days," the

detective replied. " I used to consider myself rather

great on history."

" Who won the Wars of the Roses.' "

" The Lancastrians, of course."

Crawshav nodded.

S^
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" They were the chaps with the red roses, weren't

they?" he obscned. " Brightman, I fancy we are
going to reverse that. I am laying five to one that
I've found out how Jocelyn Thew counts on getting
his spoils into Germany."



CHAPTER XXII

The dinner of the red roses, as though in emula-
tion of its rival entertainment, scenieci on its way to
compk'te success. Jocelyn Thew, from whose man-
ner there seemed to have (K'[)arted much of the aus-
terity of the previous eviiiin^r, luid never heeii a more
brilhant companion. lh\ who spoke so sehlom of
his own doinrrs, told story after story of his wan-
derin^rs in distant countries, until even Katharine
lost her fears of the situation and ahandoned herself
to the enjoyment of the moment. His tone was kind-
lier and his manner more natural. He spoke with
regret of Richard Beverley's departure in a couple
of days, an-' nly once did he hint at anythin|r in the
least disti

" Wonoi ."eat, that of you flying men," he re-
marked, "dropping ten thouss :d copies of Wilson's
speech over the German lines. I am not sure that it

isn't rather a dangerous precedent, though."
" Why dangerous.? " Katharine encjuired.
" Because," he answered coolly, '*

it might suggest
a possible means of communication with Germany to
a person, say, like myself."

" But you are not a flying man," Katharine re-

minded him.

He smiled.

" It would not be necessary," he obsened, " for
me to be mv own messenfrer "

o *
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There was a brief and rather a blank silence. The
shadow of a new fear had arisen in Katharine's heart.

The bro*^her and sister exchanged quick glances.
" I believe I am right," their host went on, a few

minutes later, " in pre aiming that you have told

Richard here the details of our little adventure U}K)»

*he Cit2/ of Boston? "

" I have told him everything," Katharine acknowl-
edged. " You don't mind that, do you.? I felt that
I had to."

" You were quite right," Jocelyn Thew assented.

There is no reason for you to keep anything secret

from Richard."

The young man was conscious of a sudden recru-

descence of anger, the flaming up again of his first

resentment.

" The whole thing was a rotten business, Thew,"
he declared. I should never have resented your
making use of me in any way you wished, but to make
a tool of Katharine—

"

*' My dear fellow," Jocelyn Thew interrupted,

smoothly but with a dangerous glitter in his eves,
*' please don't go on. 1 have an idea that you were
going to say something offensive. Better not.

Your sister came to no real harm. She never ran
any real risk."

" It depends upon the way you look at these

things," the young man replied gloomily. " '^'ath-

arine tells -me that she is watched at her hotel day
and night, and that she has come under the suspicion

of the Government for being concerned in this affair."
" That really isn't of much account," the otlier

assured him. " You yourself," he went on. " came
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ery nearly urnUr suspicion once for somethin/r in-

finitely more serious."

It was a chill note in the waniith of their festivi-

ties. Katharine glanced rejjroachfully at her host,

and he seemed to realise at once his lapse.
'• Forgive me, both of you," he begged. " I fear

tliat I am a little irritHi)le to-night. This con>taiit

espionage gets on one's nerves. Look at them all

around us,— Crawshay in the corner, trying his best

to get something incriminating out of Nora Sharev;
Brightman smoking a cigar out there, with his eves

wandering all the time through the glass serein to-

wards this table; ar;d the young man wiio seemed to

haunt your hotel, Miss Beverley— Ileiish.aw I be-

lieve his name is — vou see him dining there with his

back turned ostentatiously towards us and a little

pocket mirror by his side. Thi re an three pjiirs

of eyes that scarcely ever leave us. I don't know
whether they expect me to produce my spoils from
my pocket and lay them upon the table, or whether

one of them is a student of the lip language and
hojies to learn the secrets of our conversation. Bah !

They are very stupid, this professional potj)ourri of

secret-service agents and detectives. Can't you hear

them, how they will whisper in the lobby after we
have left.''

—
' Jocelyn Tliew is enti rtaining a young

living Corjis man on leave frcim the front, the

brother of Miss Beverley, who ha>. already helped

him. What does tha*^ mean?' Tlu n they v, ill put

their fingers to their noses and you, too, will prob-

ably be watched, Dick. Tluy will congratulate them-

selves upon possessing the sut)Hity of the Devil.

Thev will see throu'jli niv sclieme. Thev will sav —
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' Tills young man is to drop the documents behind
tlie German hnes !

' Don't l)e ahxrmed, Richard, if

you find a secret service man in your bedroom when
you get home to-niglit."

Katharine laughed ahnost joyously.
" Then you're not going to ask Dick to do any-

thing of that sort? " she demanded, her tone indi-

cating an immense relief.

He smiled.

" I am not going to ask your brother to do any-
thing which is so palpably obvious," he replied.
" His help I am certainly going to engage, but in a
manner which is very unlikely to bring trouble upon
him. I f)roiiiisc you that."

She suddenly leaned across the table. The cloud
had passed from her features, the dull weight from
lier heart. Her eyes were more eloquent even than
her tremulous lips.

" .Air. Thew," she said, " do you know that I have
always had one conviction about you, and that is

that all these .,trange adventures in which you have
taken part — soiho of tiiem, as you yourself have
acknowledged, more creditable th;»n others — you
liavc entered Into chiefly from that spirit of adven-
ture, just the spirit in which Dick here," she added
with a little shiver, " made his mistake. Why can't
you satisfy that part of your nature as Dick is

douig? This war, upon which we Americans looked
so coldly at first, has become almost a holy war, a
twentieth-century crusade. Why don't you join one
of these irregular forces and fight .^

"

Then they both witnessed what they had never
before seen in Jocelyn Thew. They saw his eyes
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blaze witli a sudden concciitratcd fury. They su\^
liis lips part and somethin^r that was almost a snarl
transform and disfiVure his niouth.

" Fifiht for Kn^rlnndr " he exclaimed bitterly. "
I

would sooner cut off" my ricrht hand !

"

His words 'oft thv'm at first speechless. He. too,
after his little outburst seemed shake.-i, laekinf,^ in his
iisual sangfroid. It was Katharine who first'" recov-
ered herself.

"Hut you are English.^" she protested wonder-
ingly.

" Am I? " he replied. " Will you forgive me if

I beg you to change the subject? "

The subject was effectually changed for them by
the advent of some of Richard Beverley's brothers in
arms. It was some time before they passed on.
Then a little note almost of tragedy concluded the
feast. A tall and elderly man, gaunt, with sunken
cheeks, silver-white hair, complexion curiously waxen,
and big, dark eyes, left the table where he hr.d been
sitting with a few Americans and came over towards
them. His advance was measured, almost al)-

normally slow. His manner would have bevn melo-
dramatic but for its intense earnestness. lie stood
at their table for a few seconds before speaking, his
eyes fixed upon JoceJ3Ti Thew's in a curious, ahiiost
unnatural stare.

" Vou will forgive me," he said. " I must I)c

speaking to Sir Denis Catiiley? "

Neither of the two young people, who were filled

with wonder at the strange appearance of the new-
comer, noticed Jocelyn Thew's sudden grip of the
tablecloth, the tightening uf his f.an.e, the ominous

m
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contraction of his eyebrows as for a moment he sat

tlicre speechless. Then he was himself again. He
shook his head courteously.

" 1 am afraid," he replied, " that you must be mak-

ing some mistake. My name is Jocelyn Thew."
" And mine," the stranger announced, " is Michael

Dilwyn. Is that name known to jou? "

" Perfectly well," Jocelyn Thew acknowledged.

" I was present at the production of your last play in

New York. I have since read with much regret,"

lie went on courteously, " of the losses you have sus-

tained."

The old man's wonderful eyes flashed for a mo-

ment.
" They are losses I am i)roud to endure, sir," he

said. " But I did not come to speak of myself. I

came to speak to Sir Denis Cathley."

Jocelyn Thew shook his head.

" It is a likeness which deceives you," he declared.

" A likeness !
" the other repeated. " Nine weeks

ago I stood in a ruined mansion — so dilapidated, in

fact, that one corner of it is open to the skies. I

listened to the roar of the Atlantic as I heard it in

the same place fifty years ago. A herdsman and his

wife, perhaps a girl or two, live somewhere in the

back quarters. The only apartment in any sort of

preservation is the one sometimes called the picture

gallery and sometimes the banqueting hall. You
should visit this ruined mansion, sir. You slumld

visit it before you give me the lie wh.en I call you

Sir Denis C nthley."

Jocelyn Thew's hand for a moment shielded part

of his face, as though he found the electric light a
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little strong. From behind the shelter of his palm
his eyes met the eyes of his visitor. The latter sud-
denly turned and bowed to Katharine.
"You will forgive an old man," he bogged cour-

teously, " who has seen nmch trouble lately, for his
ill manners. Perhaps your friend here, your friend
whose name is not Sir Denis Cathley, can explain to
you why I felt .ionie emotion at the sight of so won-
derful a likeness."

He bowed, murmured some broken weds in reply
to Katharine's kindly little speech, and moved away.
Jocelyn Thew's eyes watched him with a curious soft-
ness.

" Yes," he acknowledged, " I can tell you why, if

he really saw a likeness in me to the person he
spoke of, it might remind him of strange things.
You know him by nan.c, of course— Michael
Dilwyn.^"

" He wrote the wonderful Sinn P'ein plav, ' The
New Green,' didn't hc.=' " Katharine asked eagerly.
"I heard you mention it to him. My aunt and I
were there at the first night."

" He wrote tlui' md some more wonderful pott r v.

He has spent more than half his life working for the
cause of Ireland. He was the father and patriarch
of the last rising. One of his sons was shot at Dub-
lin."

" And who is Sir Denis Cathley? "

" The Cathleys are another so-called revolutionarv
family," Jocelyn Thew explained. "The late Sir
Denis, the father of the man whom he supposed me
to be, was Michael Dilwyn's closest friend. Tliev,
too, have paid a heavy price for Iheir patriotism or

;s
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their i-L-bcllious instincts, wliicliuver way you choose

to h)ok at tiie matter.

"

" I think," Katharine dechired, " that Mr. Dihvyn

is the most pictures(iue-h»;king iiran I ever saw, I

don't believe that even now he is altogether convinced

as to your identity."

" lie Jias prohahly readied an age," was the cool

reply, "when his memory begins to suffer.— A!il

I sec our friend Crawsliay is taking counsel with

Henshaw. They are looking in this direction.

Richard, my yoiuig friend, you are in a bad way.

Suspicion is beginning to fasten upon you. Bt-lievc

nie, one of my parasites will be on your track to-

night. I can almost convince myself as to their

present subject of conversation. They are preen-

ing th.. selves upon having seen through my subtle

sclieniv I am v.tv sure they arc asking tlnni-

selvcs
—

' When is the transfer of documents to take

plarce? '
"

" It may a\\ seem very humorous to you," the

young man remarked, a little sullenly, " but it leaves

a sort of nasty flavour in one's n>outh, all the same.

If they were to suspect me of trying to drop docu-

ments over the German lines except under instruc-

tions, it would moan a court-martial, even though

they were unable to prove anything, and a firing

party in five minutes if they were."
'* Take heart, my young friend," Jocelyn Thew

advised him, " and do not refuse the Courvoisier

brandy which our saintly friend with the chain is

proffering. If it is not indeed a relic of the Napo-
leonic era, it is at least drinkable. And listen—
thiii may help you to drink it with zest— I am not
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going to rsk you to drop nriy docuuHMits wor the

(iennan linos."

The thankfulness in Katharine's face was reflected

in her brother's.

"Thank (Jod for that!" he exclaimed, helping

himself liberally to the brandy. " Vou know I'd find

it hard to refuse you anything, Thew, but there are

limits. Besides, you are never really out of sight

there. We go out in squadrons, and from the height

we fly at nothing I could drop would be very likely to

reach its destination."

Jocelyn Thew smiled coldly.

" My dear Richard," he said, " I am net going to

make you an unwilling partner in any foolhardy

scheme such as you are thinking of, because that is

just the cJbvious thing that our friends who take so

much interest in us would expect and prepare for.

All the same, there is just a trifling commission which

I will ask you to undertake for me, and wliich I will

explain to you later. When do you leave?
"

" Ten o'clock train from Charing Cross on Monday
night," the young man replied. " I have to fly on

Tuesday morning."
" Then if it pleases you we will all dine here that

night," Jocelyn Thew suggested, " and I will take you

on to the Alhambra for an hour. Doctor Gant and

I were there our first night in town, and we found the

performance excellent. You will honour me, Miss

Beverley.''
"

"I shall be delighted," she answered, "but I an:

not at all sure that you will be able to get seats at

the Alhambra."

"Why not.?* "he asked.
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" There is a great benefit performance tlierc on

Monday night," she told him. *' The house is closed

now for rehearsals. All the stalls have gone already,

and the boxes are to be sold by auction at the Theat-
rical l-'tte."

.Jocelyn Thew was for a moment grave.
" I am very glad that you told me this," he said,

" but I think that I can nevertheless promise you
the stage box for Monday night. I have a call on

it. We nnist all meet once more. It is just pos-

sible that I may have a pleasant surprise for both

of you."
" Do give us an idea what it is," she begged.

lie shook his head. Somehow, sin e the coming
of Mitliael Dilwyn, a tired look had crept into his

eyes. He seemed to have lost all his old vivacity.

He had paid the bill some time befo>"e and they

strolled together now into the lourije. Katharine

was carrying half a do/en of the roses, which the

waiter had j)ressed into her liand.

" To-night," she said, looking up into his face

and dropping her voice a little, " I am feeling so

much happier— hajipier than I have felt for a long

time. Why do you keep us both, Mr. Thew, in such

a state of uneasiness? You give us so little of your
real confidence, so little of your real self. Some-

times it seems as though you deliberately try to make
A-ourself out a harder, crueller j)erson than you
really are. Why do you do that.''

"

For a moment she fancied that the impossible had
happened, that she had ])enetruted the armour of

that steadfast and studied indifference.

"We arc all just a little 'lie fouls of circum-

l''
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stance," he siglud. " A will to succeed sonutiinos,

if it is stron^r inouffli, crushes out tilings we would

like to keep Jilive."

She thrust one of the blossoms which she was

carrying through his buttonhole.

" i know you will hate that," she whispered, " but

you can take it out the moment you have gotten rid

of us. Dick and 1 are going on now, you know, to

the Esholt House dance. Shall I thank you for your

dinner?
"

"Or I you for your company?" he murmured,

bowing over her fingers.

They took their leave, and Jocelyn Thew, almost

as though against his will, walked back into the foyer,

after a few minutes of hesitation, and sat there twirl-

ing the rose between his fingers, with his eyes fixed

upon the interior of the restaurant. He had the

air of one waiting.
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Crawshay was awakened the next morning a little

before the customary hour by his servant, who held

out a card.

" Gentleman would like a word with you at once,

sir," the hitter announced.

Crawshay glanced at the card, slipped out of bed,

and, attired in his dressing gown and slippers, made

an apologetic entrance into the sitting room. The
young man who was waiting there received him

kindly, but obviously disapproved of the pattern of

his dressing goAvn.

" Chief wants a word with you, sir," he announced.
" He is kee})ing from ten to ten-thirty."

" I will be there," Crawshay promised, " on the

stroke of ten."

" Then I need not detain you further," his visi-

tor remarked, ma<<ing a graceful exit.

Crawshay bath J, shaveil and breakfasted, and at

five minutes before ten entered an imj)osing-looking

building and sent up his card to a very groat man,

who had a fancy for being spoken of in his depart-

ment as Mr. Brown. After a very brief delay, he

was admitted to the august presence. Mr. Brown
waved his secretaries from the room, shook hands

kindly with Crawshay and motioned him to a chair

close to his own.
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" Mr. Craw.shay," he said, " this is the first time

I have had the pleasure of meeting you, but we have

received at various times excellent reports as to your

work at Washington."
" I am very pleased to hear it, sir.'*

" From what I gather as to the present situation,

however," the ^reat man continued, " I imagine that

you were more successful in the conventional secret

service work than you have been in the very grave

business I have sent for you io discuss."

'• I should like to point out, sir," Crawshay bc«gged,

" that that foolish journey to Halifax was under-

taken entirely against my convictions. I protested

at the time! Neither had I any confidence in the

summons to Chicago."

Mr. Brown took the circumstance into gracious

consideration.

" I am glad to hear that," he said, " and I must

admit that your recovery was almost brilliant. A
sense of humour," he went on, " sometimes ol)trudes

itself into the most serious incidents, and the idea

of your boarding that steamer from a seaplane and

then getting to work ujion your investigations will

always remain to me one of the priceless unrecorded

incidents of the war. But to put the matter into

plain words, our enemies got the better of you."

" Absolutely," was the honest confession.

" There is no doubt," the right honoural)le gentle-

man continued. " tiiat the person who took charge

of this affair is exceedingly clever. He appears to

have resource and daring. Personally, I, like you,

never believed for a moment that the whole of the

records of German espionage in America for the last
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three years, would be found upon the same steamer

as that by which the departing ambassadorial staff

travelled. However, I can quite see that under

the circumstances you had to yield to the convic-

tions of those who were already in charge of the

affair."

" You have had full reports, sir, I suppose?

"

Crawshay asked. " You know the manner in which

tlie documents were brought into this country? "

" A giiastly business," Mr. Brown acknowledged,
" ingenious but ghastly. Yes, Mr. Crawshay," he

wen*: on, " I think I have been kept pretty well posted

up till now. I have sent for 3'ou because I am not

sure whether one point has been sufficiently impressed

upon you. As you are of course aware, there are

manj' documents and details connected with this

propaganda which are of immense value to the police

of New York, but there is just one— a letter written

in a moment of impulse by one great personage to

another, and stolen — which might do the cause of

the Allies incalculable harm if it were to fall into the

wrong hands."
" I had a hint of this, sir. Maf'on knew of it, too.

His idea was that they would be quite willing to de-

stroy all the rest of the treasonable stuff they have,

if they could be sure of getting this one letter

through."
" The documents have been in England now," Mr.

Brown observed, " for some days. Have you formed

an\- theory at all as to where they may be con-

cealed? "

" To be perfectly frank," Crawshay confessed, " I

have not. D'jctor Gant, Jocelyn Thew, a young
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woman called Nora Sharey, and Miss Beverley are

the four people possibly implicated in their disap-

pearance, although of these two I consider Miss

Sharey and ^liss Beverley out of the question. Nev-

ertheless, their rooms and ev icrap of property

they possess have been sea; , ;» i thoroughly, and

their movements since they a. d in London t

absolutely tabulated. Not one "hem has written

a letter or dispatched a parcel which has not been

investigated, nor have they made a call or even en-

tered a shop without being watched. It seems abso-

lutely impossible that they can have taken any steps

towards the disposal of the documents since Jocelyn

Thew arrived in London."
" Have the}' given any indication of their future

plans?"
" Doctor Gant," Crawshay replied, " has booked a

passage back in the American boat which sails for

Liverpool early to-morrow morning. We shall es-

cort him there, and his effects will be searched once

more in Liverpool. Otherwise, we have no intention

of detaining him. He and Miss Bevcrlev Avere sim-

ply the tools of the other man."

"And the other man?"
" He has sliown no signs of making any move wliat-

soever. He lives, to all appearance, the perfectly

normal life of a man of leisure. I understand tliat

he is entirely a newcomer to this sort of busine>;s, but

he is, without a doubt, the most modern thing in

secret service. He lives quite openly at a small suite

in the Savoy Court. He never makes the sligjitest

concealment about any of his movements. We know

how he has spent every second of his time since we

^1!
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first took up the search, and I can assure you that

there is not a single suspicious incident recorded

against him."
" You arc satisfied," Mr. Brown asked, " with the

aid which 3'ou arc getting from Scotland Yard.''
"

"Absolutely," Crawshay declared. " Brightman,

too — the man who came down with me from Liver-

pool— has done excellent work."
" And notwithstanding all this," was the some-

what grave criticism, " you have not the slightest

idea where these documents are to be found.''
"

" Not the slightest," Crawshay confessed. " All

that I do feel convinced of is that they have not left

the country."

The great man leaned back a little wearily in his

chair. There were some decoded cables, lying un-

der a paper weight by his side, imploring him in the

strongest possible terms to make use of every means

within his power to solve this mystery,— a personal

appeal from a man whoso good will might sway the

balance of the future. He was used to wonderful

service in every department he controlled. His pres-

ent sense of impotence was galling.

" Tell me, Mr. Crawsha}-," he asked, " how long

was the gap of time between your losing sight of

Jocelyn Thew and when you picked him up in Lon-

don?"
" Vcr}' short indeed," was the emphatic reply.

" Jocelyn Thew must have left the Citij of Boston

at about eight o'clock on Monday morning. He met

Gant at five o'clock that evening at Crewe station.

Gant had come direct from Frisby, the little village

near Chester where he had left the body of Phillips.
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It is obvious, therefore, that Gant had the papers

with him when he joined Jocelyn Thew. They trav-

elled to London together but parted at Euston, Gant

going to a cheap hotel in the vicinity of Regent

Street, whilst Thew drove to the Savoy. Gant called

at the Savoy Hotel at nine o'clock that evening, and

the two men dined together in the grill room and

took a box at a music hall— the Alhambra. Up to

this time neither of them had reci.ivod a visitor or

dispatched a message — Thew, in foct, had spent

more than an hour in the barber's sho[). They re-

tnrned from the Alhambra together, went u{) to

Ihew's rooms, had a drink and separated half an

hour later. This, of course, is in a sense posthu-

mous information, but Scotland Yard have it tab-

ulated down to the slightest detail, and we are unable

to find a single suspicious circumstance in connection

with the movements of either man. At four o'clock

the following morning, when both men were asleep

in their rooms, the cordon was drawn around them.

Since then they haven't had a chance."

" The fact that the papers are not in the posses-

sion of either of them," Mr. Brown said reflLctively,

" proves that they made some move of which you

have no record."

" Precisely," Crawshay agreed, " but it must have

been a move of so slight a character that chance may

reveal it to us at any moment."

"Describe Jocelyn Thew to me," Mr. Brown

begged.
" He has every appearance," Crawshay declared,

"of being a man of breeding. He is scarcely

middle-aged — tall and of athletic build. He

il
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dresses well, speaks well, and I should take him any-
where for an English public school and college

man.

"Did New York give you his record? "

" In a cloudy sort of way. He seems to have had
a most interesting career, ranching out West, fight-

ing in Mexico, fighting in several of the Central Amer-
ican states, and fighting, I shrewdly suspect, against
England in South Africa. He seems to have been
a sort of stormy petrel, and to have turned up in

any place where there was trouble. In New York
the police always suspected him of being connected
with some great criminal movements, but they were
never able to )ay even a finger upon him. He lived

at one of the best hotels in the city, disappeared
sometimes for days, sometimes for weeks, sometimes
for a year, but always returned quite quietly, with
apparently any amount of money to spend, and that
queer look which comes to a man who has been up
against big things."

" He is an Englishman, I suppose.? "

" He must be. His accent and manners and ap-
pearance are all unmistakable."

" How long was he suspected of being in tlie p. y
of our enemies before this thing transpired.? "

*' Only a very short time. There was a little gang
in New York — Rentoul, the man who had the wire-
less in Fifth Avenue, was in it— and they used to
meet at a place in Fourteenth Street, belonging to
an old man named Sharey. That's where Miss
Sharey comes into the business. There were some
queer things done there, but they don't concern this

business, and New York has the records of them."
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" Jocclvn Tlicvv," Mr. Brown repeated slowly to

himself. " Where did you say he was staying.'
"

"x\t the Savoy Court."

Mr. Hrown looked fixedly at the cables, flutterinjr a

httle in the breeze which blew in through the half-

open window.

"All this isn't very encouraging, Mr. Crawshay,"

he sighed.

" Up to the present no," the former admitted.

*' Yet I can promise you one thing, sir. Those

papers shall not leave the country."
" I am glad to hear you speak with so much con-

fidence," Mr. Brown observed drily. " Mr. Jocelyn

Thew seems at any rate to have managed to secrete

them without difficulty."

" That may be so," Crawshay acknowledged, " and

yet I am convinced of one thing. They are disposed

of in some perfectly obvious way, and within the next

forty-eight hours he will make some effort to repos-

sess himself of them. If he docs, he will fail."

Mr. Brown glanced at his watch.

" I am very much obliged to you for coming to see

me," he said. " You are doing your best, I know,

and I beg you, Mr. Crawshay, never for a moment to

let your efforts relax. The mechanical side of the

watch that is being kept upon these ])eoplc I know

we can rely upon, but you must reinemher thif you

are the brains of this enterprise. Your liltli- band

of watchers will be quick enough to see the things tliat

happen and the things that exist. It is you who

must watch for the things which don't hap{)en."

Crawshay smiled slightly as he rose to take liis

leave.

!H
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" I do not as a rule suffer from over-conKdence,

sir," he said, " but I think I can promise you that by
Wednesday night not onh* will the papers be in our

liands, but Mr. Jocelyn Thew will be so disposed of

that he will be no longer an object of anxiety to us."

" Get on with the good work, then," was Mr.
Brown's laconic farewell.

Late nn the following afternoon, Jocv lyn Thew
and Gam paced the long platform at Euston, by the

side of which the special for the American boat was

already drawn up. Curiously enough, in their im-

mediate vicinity Mr. Brightman was also seeing a

friend off, and on the outskirts of the little throng

^Ir. Ilensliaw was taking an intelligent interest in

tiie scene.

" Perhaps, after all," Jocelyn Thew declared,

"you are riglU, to go. You have been very useful,

and you have, without a doubt, earned your thou-

sand pounds."
" It was easy mone}'," the other admitted, " but

even now I aii> nervous. I shall be glad to be back

once more in my own country."
" You are certainly right to go," the other re-

peated. " If 3'ou had been different, if you had
been one of those men after my own hear.," Jocel^Ti

Thew went on, resting his hand for a moment upon
Gant's shoulder, '' one of those who, apart from

thought of gain or hope of profit, love adventure for

its own sake, I should have begged you to stay with

me. I would have sent you on bogus errands to mys-

terious places. I would have twisted the brains of

those who have fastened upon us in a hundred differ-
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ent fashions. But alas, my friend, you are not like

that !

"

" I am not," Gbnt admitted, gruffly but heartily.

" I have done a job for you, and you have paid me
very well. I am glad to have done it, because I love

GcrnJany and I do not love England. Apart from

that my work is finished. I like to go home. I am
happiest with my wife and "famih'."

" Quite so," his companion agreed. " I know your

type, Gant— in fact, I chose you because of it.

You like, as you say, to do your job and finish with

it,— and you have finished."

The doctor turned for a moment deliberately round

and looked at his companion. He was a heavy-

browcd, unimaginative, quiet-living man. The things

which passed before his eyes counted with him, and

little else. The thousand pounds which he was tak-

ing home was more than he had been able to save

throughout his life. To him it represented immense

things. He would probably not spend a dollar more,

or indulge in a single luxury, yet the money was

there in the background, a warm, comforting

thing.

" Vou have still," he huid, " a desperate part to

play. Can you tell me honestly that you enjoy it,

that you have no fear? "

Jocelyn Thew repeated the word almost wonder-

"Fear! Do you really know me so little, my
friend of few perceptions.'* Listen and I will con-

fess something. I have fought for my life at least

a dozen times, fought against odds which seemed

almost hopeless. I have seen death with hungry.

1' 'I
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outstretched arms, within a few seconds' reach of

me, but I have never felt fear. I do not know what

it is. The lengtli of one's life is i)urely a relative

thing. It will come in ten or twenty years, if not

to-morrow. Why not to-morrow.*"
" If you put it like that," Gant grunted, " why

not to-day .='"

" Or at any moment, if you will. I am quite

ready, as ready as I ever shall be. If I fail to bring

off what I desire within the iiext few days, there will

be an end of me. Do I look as though I were worry-

ing about that.''
"

" You don't indeed," the doctor agreed. " You

ought to have been in my profession. You might

have become the greatest surgeon in the world."

Joeelyn The'.v shrugged his shoulders.

" Even that is possible," he admitted. " Unfortu-

nately, there was a cloud over mj' early days, a cloud

heavy enough even to prevent my offering my services

to the world through the medium of any of the recog-

nized professions. So you see, Gant, I ha' o invent

one of my own. What would you call it wonder.''

— Buccaneer? Adventurer.' Explorei Perhaps

my enemies would find a more unkind word.— Now
you had better step in and take your seat. Behold

the creatures of our friend Brightman and the satel-

lites of the aristocratic Crawshay close in upon us

!

They listen for f irewell words. Is this your car-

riage.'' Aery well. Here comes your porter, hun-

gry foi -eiiuuieration. Shall I give them a hint,

Gant?"
There flaslied in the hunted man's eyes for a mo-

ment a gleam of almost demoniacal humour.
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Gant glowered at him. ** You are mad !
" he ex-

claimed.

" Not I, my dear friend," Jocelyn Tliew assured
him, as he gripped liis hand in a farewell salute.

" Believe me, it is not I who am mad. It is these

stupid people who search for what they can never
find. They lift up the Stars and Stripes and find

notliing. They lift up the Union Jack; again noth-
ing. They try the Tricolour; r»Vn r/^ foMf, But if

they have the sense to try the Crescent — eh, Gant?
— Well, a safe voyage to you, man. Sleep in your
waistcoat, and remember me to every one in New
York. I can't promise when I shall be back. I

have taken a fancy to England. Still, one never
knows.— Good-by."

Thew watched the long train crawl out of the sta-

tion, waved his hand in farewell, forced a greeting

upon the reluctant Brightman, whom he passed ex-

amining the magazines upon a bookstall, and, sum-
moning a taxi, was duly deposited at the Alhambra
Theatre. He made his way to the box office.

" I have called," he explained to the young man,
" to see you about Box A on Monday night. I un-
derstand that there is a benefit performance."

" Quite so, sir," the young man replied, " and I

ought to have explained the matter to you at I he

time, when you engaged the box. If you will remem-
ber, although you took it for a week, you only i)aid

for five nights. I omitted to tell you that for Mon-
day night the box is not ours to dispose of."

"It isn't yet sold, I hope.?"
" Not yet, sir. The boxes will bo disposed of bv

auction to-morrow afternoon at the Theatrical Gar-

'11
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Mr. Bobby is going to act as auction-

(1 Thcw said thoughtfully. "The
' believe, on behalf of the Red

pposin/; I offer you now one huti-

lO box'
"

<
'

.

."" the young man ad-

^a'd to allow all the boxes to

I think that if you are pre-

vou will have no difficulty

den Party

eer,"

" I see," .To'

perfoni'inc '

Cross?"
" That
" In tha r.i. ,

dred guinea f

"Very j- >
;

mitted, "
. .

be sold by ^ i\ U.

pared to f^o o th

in securing -i.''

Jocelyn I'hew frowncii •^lightly.

" I wasn't tliinking of going to the Theatrical Gar-

den Party," he remarked.
" You could perhaps get a friend to bid for you,

sir," the young man suggested. " We hope to get

fifty guineas for the large boxes, but I should think

an offer such as yours would secure any one of them."

" I rather dislikr the publicity of an auction,"

Jocelyn Thcw observed, as he turned to take his

leave. " However, if charity demands it, I suppose

one must waive ont's prejudices."

He strolled out and hesitated for a moment on the

pavement. A curious change had taken place in

what a few hours ago had seemed to be a perfect sum-

mer day. The clouds were thick in the sky, a few

drops of rain were already falling, and a cold wind,

like the presage of a storm, was bending the trees

in the square. For a single moment he was con-

scious of an unsuspected weakness. A wave of de-

pression swept in upon him. An unreasoning pre-



THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 233

moniHon of failure laid a cold hand upon his htart.

He nut the careless gaze of an apparent loiterer who

was .studying ti? placards without derision, almost

with apprehension. Then he ground his heel into the

pavement and re-entered his taxicab.

" Savoy," he directed.

!ril

Hi
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CHAPTER XXIV

Captain Richard Beverley, on his way tlirough the

hotel smoking room to the Savoy bar, stopped short.

He looked at the girl who had half risen from her

scat on the couch with a sudden impulse of half star-

tled recognition. Her little smile of welcome was

entirely convincing.

" Why, it's Nora Sharey ! " he exclaimed.

« Nora '.'"

" Well, I am glad you've recognised me at last,"

she said, laughing. " I tried to make you see me

last night in the restaurant, but you wouldn't look."

He seemed a IHtle da/ed, even after he had saluted

mechanically, held her hand for a moment and sank

into the ])lrtce by her side.

" Nora Sharey !
" he repeated. " Why, it was

really you, then, dinmg last night with that fellow

Crawshay ?
"

" Of course it was," she replied, " and I recognised

you at onci', even in your uniform."

" You know that jocelyn Thew is here.? You saw

him with us last night P
"

" Yes, I know."
" Stop a moment," Richard Beverley went on.

" Let me think, Nora. Jocelyn Thew must have

seen you dining with Crawshay. How does that work

out.?'"

" He doesn't mind," she replied. " Let that stuff

WW mmmmmti
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alone for a time. I want to look at you. You're

fine, Diek, Vnit what does it all mean? "

" I couldn't stick tlie ranch after the war broke

out," he confessed. " I moved up into Canada and

took on flying."

You are fightinj,' out there in France? "

Have been for six montlis. Some sjiort, I can

tell you, Nora. I've ^ot a little machine <,nm that's

a perfect daisy, dee! I've ^n{ to pull up. The

hardest work we ftMows have sometimes is to remem-

ber that we mustn't talk about our Job. They used

to call me undisciplined. I'm ^'ettln<,' it into my

bones now, though.— Why, Nora, this is queer! I

guess we're going to have a cocktail together, aren't

we? "

She nodded. He called to a waiter and gave an

order. Then he turn<'d and looked at her ajjpre-

ciatively.

" You're looking fine," he declared.

She smiled with pleasure at the undoubted admira-

tion in his tone. In the new and fashionable clothes

which she had purchased during the last few days,

the artistically coifFured hair, the smart hat and

carefully-thought-out details of her toilette, she was

a transformed being, in no way different from the

half a dozen other young ladies who were gathered

with their escorts at the further end of the room.

" I am glad you think so," she replied. " Seems

to me I've had nothing else to do since I got here but

buy frocks and things.''

He looked at her in a puz/led fashion.

" You didn't come over with Jocelyn Thew, did

ora.'

f\
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" Of course I didn't," she answered indignantly.

" If you want to know tl»e truth, it looked as though

there was going to be trouble at Fourteenth Street.

Dad made a move out West, and I had a fancy for

making a little trip this Avay."

" Kind of lonesome, isn't it? " he asked.

" In a way," she sighed. " Still, I am going

on presently to where I fancy I shall meet a few

friends."

" And meanwhile," he remarked, " you are still

friendly with Jocclyn Thew, and you dined last night,

didn't you, with the man who has sworn to hunt him

down?''

She shrugged her shoulders.

" You know what I think of Jocelyn Thew," she

said. " I'm crazy about him, and always shall be,

but I've never seen him look twice at a woman yet in

his life, and never expect to. Dick !

"

"Yes, Nora?"
" May I ask you a question— straight? "

"Of course!"
" Don't think I mean to say a word against Joce-

lyn Tiiew. He's a white man through and through,

and I think if there was any Avoman in the world he

cared for, she would be his slave. But he's a despe-

rate man. Even now the police are trying to draw

their net around him. It was all very well for you,

when you were painting New York red, to choose your

friends where it pleased you, but your sister— she's

different, isn't she?— what they call over on our

side a society belle. I am not saying that there is

a single person in the world too good for Jocelyn

Thew to sit down with, but at tl.e present moment
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— woll, he's hard up against it. Things might hap-

pen to hlin, you know, Dick."

For a nioMicnt the young man was silent. His

eyes seemed to h)ok through the walls of the room,

seemed to conjure up some spectre from Avhieli a

moment later he shrank.

" You see, Nora," he explained, dropping his

voice a little, " there was just one time when Jocelyn

Thew stood by me like a brick. I was hard up
against it and he saved me."

She leaned a little closer to him.

" I have often wondered," she murmured. " That
was the affair dov n at the ]Murchison country house,

wasn't it i
"

Richard Beverley assented silently.

" Guess we'll drink these cocktails," he said, watclj-

ing the waiter approach. " Flying takes something

out of you all the time, you know, Nora, and al-

though when I am up my nerves are like a rock, I

sometimes feel a little shaky at leave time."

" Drink.=-" she asked tersely.

" I've (juit that more or less," he assured her.

" Still, I have been taking some these last few days.

Finding Katjiarine over here with Jocelyn Tliew

hanging around gave me kind of a shock."

" You weren't best pleased to see them together,

I should think, were you.''"

" No," he admitted, a little sullenly.

" You're angry with him, aren't you? "

" Kind of," he confessed. " I wouldn't have com-

plained at anything he'd asked me to do, but it

was a low-down trick to get Katharine into this

trouble."
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His eyes shone out with a dull anger. She watched

hi 11 curiously.

•' Dick, you're not the boy you were," she sighed.

" Guess you're sorry you ever came to that supper

party at the Knickerbocker, aren't you? "

He turned and looked at her. He was only twen-

ty-two years old, but there were things in his face

from wliich a man might have shrunk.

" Yes, I am sorry," he confessed. " I am not

blaming anybody but I shall be sorry all my life."

" Jocelyn Thew treated you very much as he did

me," she went on. " He carried you off your feet.

You tliought him the most wonderful thing that ever

lived. It was the ^ame with me. He lias never given

as much of himself as his little finger, never even

looked at me as though I were a human being, but I'd

have scrubbed floors for him a month after we first

met. It was just the same with you, only you were a

man. You'd have committed murder for his sake,

a week after that party. "_^
"Murder!"
He gave a sudden start, a start that amazed her.

His hand was upon her shoulder His eyes, red with

fury, were blazing into hers.

" What's that you're saying, Nora? What's

that?"

She was speechless, paralysed by that little stac-

cato cry. A group of people near looked around.

She laughed shrilly to cover the intensity of the mo-

ment.
" No need to get excited !

" she exclaimed. " Pull

yourself together," she went on, under her breath.

" Waiter, two more cocktails."

«pmBmnii0Pf!"
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He recovered himself almost at once, but the

strained look was there about his mouth.
" Nerves, you see," he muttered, " I shall he all

right again when I get back to France."

She laid her hand gently upon his arm.
" Dick," she said, " you are often upon my con-

science. You were such a nice boy, back in those

days. Everything that's happened to you seems to

have Ivippened since you met Jocclyn Thew that

night. He has got some sort of a hold, hasn't he.''

What isit.^"

The young man moistened his dry lips. The
waiter brought their cocktails and he drank his

grcedil}'.

" I'll tell you, Nora," he promised. " Perhaps

it'll <lo me good to listen how the story sounds as I

tell it. First of all, let us have the thing straight.

Jocclyn Thew never helped me into trouble. I was

in it, right up to the neck, when I met him."
'* You kept it to yourself," she murmured curi-

ously.

" Because I was a fool," he answered, " and be-

cause I believed I could pull things straight. But
anyway, I was owing Dan Murchison seventy thou-

sand I'd lost at poker. He was kind of shepherding

me. He was a rough sort, Dan, and he had an am-
bitious wife, and I had a name he liked. Well, he

was giving a week-end ])arty down at that place of

his on the Hudson. He asked me, or rather he or-

dered me down. X was only too glad to go. Then
Mrs. Murchison chipped in— wanted my sister,

wanted to put it in the paper. Katharine kicked, of

course. So did I. Murchison for the first time
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showed his teeth — and we both went. Jocelyn Thew

was another of the guests."

"Tough, wasn't it?"
" Hell ! On the way down— I don't know why,

but I was feeling pretty desperate— I told Jocelyn

Thew how I stood with Murchison. He listened but

he didn't say much. He never does. It was a rotten

party— common people, one or two professional

gamblers, a lot of florid, noisy, overdressed, giggling

women. After the women were supposed to have

gone to bed, we sat down to what Dan Murchison

called a friendly game— a hundred dollars ante, antJ

a thousand rise. Jocelyn Thew played, three other

men, and Murchison. After about an hour of it,

I'd lost over twenty thousand dollars. The others

had it between them, except Jocelyn, and about his

play there was a very curious thing. He put in his

ante regularly when it came to him, but he never

made a single bet. Murchison turned to him once.

" ' Say, you must be having rotten cards, Mr.

Thew,' he said.

"Jocelyn shook his head very deliberately. I

can hear his reply even now. Kind of quiet it was

and deliberate.

" ' I don't fancy my chances of winning at this

game.'
" I knew what he meant later. I didn't tumble to

it at the time. We played till two o'clock. God

knows how much I'd lost! Then Murchison called

the game off. He locked up his winnings in a little

safe let into the wall. I was standing by him, drink-

ing, and I saw the combination. Jocelyn Thew was

sitting quite by himself, as though deep in thought.

—
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We all <ro\: up to bed soniL'liow. I sat for some hours

at the open window. Pretty soon I ^ot sober, .md
I bi'irnn to realise what had happened. And all the

tinu' I thought of t!i!vt safe, eliock full of money, and
the combination ready set. I heard Katharine mov-
'm{r about in her room, and I knew that she was wait-

ing for me to go and say good night. I wouldn't.

I ])ut on a short jacket insit-ad of my dress coat,

and I took an elect '•ic torch out of my dressing casr

and I went down-stairs. I'd made up my mind,

Nora. I meant to rob that safe."

She was carried away by his narrative. He had
let himself go now, speaking in short, (juick sentences.

Yet his ])lain words seemed to jjaint with a marvel-

lous vividness the story he told. It seemed to her

that she could see it all, could realise what he went
through.

" Go on, Dick," she whispered. " I understand."
" Well, I got down into the room all rii^ht, and I

got the safe open, and there was the money, and,
right facing me, my letters and bonds, and ])retty

well a hundred thousand dollars in cash. And then

I saw the lights flare up, and Murchison was there in

his shirt and trousers.
"

' So that's your game, is it, Richard Beverley.''

'

he said.

" There were two of the others with him who'd been
playing cards. There they were, three strong men,
and I was a thief ! I felt limp. I hadn't an ounce
of resistance in me. ]\Iurchison stood there, showing
his ugly teeth, his small eyes full of anger.

" ' So you're a thief, are you, Richard Beverley? '

he went on.
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" I couldn't speak. At that nioincnt they could

have done just what they liked with me. And then

the door opened very quietly and closed again. Joc-

clyn Thew came in. I siiw Murchison's face. I

tell you, Nora, it was something you wouldn't forget

in a hurry.
"

' I« anything wrong? ' Jocelyn Thew asked

calmly.

" One of the guests pointed to Murchison and me.

" * We heard footsteps,' he explained. * Dan

called me and I followed him down. Young Bever-

ley there was at the safe.' .,

" Probably helping himself,' Jocelyn said, in that

same smooth, dangerous tone, ' to his own money.'

" ' To what? ' Murchison cried.

" ' To his own money,' Jocelyn repeated, coming a

little nearer. * You know, Murchison, well enough

what I mean— you and your two confederates here.

You're nothing more nor less than common card

sharpers. I to^ k a pack of your cards up-stairs. I

needn't say anything more. I think you'd better

give the boy back his money. I meant to wait until

to-morrow. Fate seems to have anticipated me.

How much did you lose, Richard? '

" Dan Murchison strode up to him and I saw one

of the other men go for his hip pocket.

"'Will you take that back?' Murchison de-

manded.
" ' Not on your life! ' Thew replied.

" Murchison went for him, but he hadn't a dog''

chance. I never saw such a blow in my life. Joce

lyn hit him oi ihe point of the chin and he went over

like a log— cut his head against the fender. He lay
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Hicro groaning, and I — I swear to you, Nora, tl»at

I'm not a coward, hut I couldn't move— my knoes

were sliakirig. Tlu- two of tlu-m went for Jocelyn,

and before tliey could get there the door opened and

a third man came in — Jake Ilannaway, the most

dangerous of the lot. Jocelyn kept the other two

off and linlf turnetl his head towards me, where I was

standing like a gibbering, nerveless lunatic.

" ' I think you'd better take a hand, Richard,' he

said."

Nora gasped a little and laid her hand upon his

sleeve.

" Don't, Dick," she begged,—" not for a moment.

I can't bear it. Just a moment."

^he clutched at the side of the settee. Richard

Bevjrley simply sat still, looking through the walls

of 'hr room. There was not the slightest change in

hi.s face. He just waited until Nora whis])ered to

him. Then he went on.

" 1 won't tell you about the fight," he said. " I

iVRsn't much use at first. Jocelyn was there, taking

two of them on, and butting in sometimes against

Hannaway, who'd tackled me. Then I began to get

mj strength back, and I think I should have settled

Hannaway, but the door o|)ened softly and I saw

Katharine's face. She gave a little shriek, and Jake

Ilannaway got me just at the back of the head. I

was pretty well done in, but Thew suddenly suung

round and caupht Jake Hannaway very nearly where

he had hit Aliirchison. Down he went like a loi^. I

stood there swaying. I can see the room now — a

table overthrown, glasses aiul flower vases all over

the floor, and those two men looking as though they
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meant to murder Tliew. They rushed at him to-

other. He dodged one, b..t his streiifjth was going.

Then for the first time he sprang clear of tliem, got

his back to the wall.— I won't spin it out — he shot

one of them through the shoulder. The other one

had had enough and tried to bolt. Jocelyn Thew
was just too quick for him. He flung a heavy can-

dlestick and got him somewhere on the neck. There

they all were now— Murchison sitting uj) and dab-

bing his face, half conscious, one of the others groan-

ing and streaming with blood, the other lying— just

as though he were dead. Jocelyn turned and spoke

to Katharine— I can hear his voice now— I swear,

Nora, there wasn't a quaver in it—
*'

' I am afraid, Miss Beverley,' he said, * that your

brother has unwittingly brought you into a den of

thieves. I had my suspicions, and my car, instead

of being at the garage, is under the shrubs there.

One moment.'
" He stepped out into the hall, brought a coat and

threw it around her. Then he turned to me.
" ' Empty the safe, Richard,' he ordered.

" I obeyed him. There was all the money I owed

Murchison there, and a lot of other stuff'. We
stepped out of the French windows. Jocelyn moved

the leff of one of those men on one side and held the

window open for Katharine to pass through. I tell

you he set the switch and started his car without a

tremor. Katharine was nearly fainting. I was still

fogged. He drove us into New York with scarcely

a word. It was daylight when we reached our house

in Riverside Drive. He drove up to the front door.

" ' Perhaps if you don't mind, Richard,' he said,
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* you could lend me an overcoat. People are quite

content to accept us as night joy-riders, but I am
scarcely respectable for anything in the shape of a
close examination.'

" Then I saw that he was all over blood on one side.

Katharine took him away and sponged him, although
he laughed at it. Then he had me in the study and
together we went through the stuff we'd brought
away. He made me keep what Murchison had done
me out of, and the rest he made into a packet, ad-

dressed ready for posting and left it on Mie table.

" * For anything cls<' that may happen, Dick,' ho

said, ' we must take our chance. I have had my sus-

picions of that man Murchison for a long time. My
own opinion is that we shall hear nothing more about
the matter.' "

Nora turned and looked at her companion with

big, startled eyes.

" But it was Jake Hannaway," she exclaimed,
" whom they accused of making a row !

"

He stopped her, without impatience but firmly.

" Jake Hannaway died the next day," he said.

" I must have hit him harder than I thought — or

Jocelyn did! He had no relatives, no friends.

Murchison put the whole trouble down to him, ad-

mitted that there was a row over a game of cards,

and a free fight. The other two swore to exactly the

same story. Our names— mine and Jocclyn's, were
never brought in. Murchison never came near me
again. I have never seen liiin since. Tlmt's the

whole story."

" What about the police examination.' " she asked

curiously.
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" I know no more than you «Io," lie replied. " I

expect Mni-vhison had a pull, and ! o was terrified of
Jooelyn TIkw. I — I went to Jake H mnaway's
funeral," the young man went on, with a slirjht quiver
in his tone. " Vw seen his face, Nora, up in the
clouds. I've seen it when I've heen flying ten thou
sand feet up. Suddenly a little |Mer< of hlack
sky would open and I'd see him lookiriff down at
me !

"

There was a brief silence. From somewhere
through the repeatedly opened swing doors came the
rise and fall of music, played from a distant orches-
tra. There were peals of laughter from a cheerful
party at the other end of the little room. Nora
patted her companion's arm gently, and his eyes ;ind
manner became more natural.

" It's done me good to tell you this," he said, half
apologetically. " Katharine's the only other living
creature I've dared to speak to about it, and she was
there— she saw! Nora, that man can fight like a
tiger!"

" Hush !
" she whispered. " Here he comes."

The swing door was opened and Jocelyn Thew,
back from his visit to the box office at the Alhambra,
entered the room. He raised his eye brows a little

as he saw the pair. Then he advanced towards them.
" Do you know, for the moment I had quite forgot-

ten," he confided, as he sank into an easy-chair by
their side. " Of course, you two are old acquaint-
ances."

Nora murmured something. Richard Beverley
rose to his feet.

"Well, I'd better b> getting along,'^ he said.
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•'It's boon fine to ,^00 you a^ain, Nora," lu arldjii,

taking her lian«J in his. " Sei^ you hi tor. 1 hiw."
He iwiUk'd with somothing of his old j;iutitincss

and swung out of the room. Tliey both wuUh.d
hiui in siliiico.

" Not (juite th. voutiiT man he wa^," Jooelvn
Thew observed thoughtfully. "Is it mv fancy, I

wonder, )r does he drink a few too many cocktails
\^lien he is orj leave.-

"

"Hich.ird Beverley's all right." Nora answered.
" He is more sensitive than he se ms. and there's an
ugly little corner in his life to liv. .lown. He is do-
ing the best lie can to ato.i.'. J.icelyn," she went
on, with a sudden earnestiu .^ ii, hn tone, " vou're
going to leave him alone, nret.'t y',i<r V.-i liaven't

any scheme in your head fur in '.k.-ii; ;!>f )f him.' "

"One never knows," was the .^ool r ph.
She looked at him curiously.

" Jocelyn,*' she said, "you're a hard man. You
sot y. ur h.ind to a task and you don't cure whom in

the world you sacrifice to gain your end. You were
a fine friend to Richard Beverley once, but surely his
sister has done her best to pay his debt.^ Don't do
anything that will make him ashamed of the uniform
lie wears."

" \ery pretty," he murmured approvingly, " but I

must take you back to your own words — tliev were
true enough. When I have a ta.sk to perform', when
I pledge myself to a certain thing, I do it, and I must
make use of those whom fate puts in my way. Rich-
ard Beverley and liis sister arc a very attractive
couple, but if circumstances decree that they are the
pawns by means of which I can win the game, then I

. i^'ik J

PPmSBSPJ! n-i'L-JA ,1'-. n',^
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must make use of them.— Dear me," he added, " my
friend Crawshay ! I fear that I shall be de trop."

Nora turned to greet the newcomer, and Thew
sauntered away with a little bow of farewell, quite

Ci'urteous, even gracious. With the handle of the

door in his hand, however, he paused and came back.

" My friend Crawshay," he said, " one word with

you."

(.'rawslmy turned around.

"With pKasure!"
" Those hencluiR'U of yours— they are so stupid,

so flagrantly obvious. I am a good-tempered per-

son, but they irritated me this afternoon at Euston."
" What can I do? " Crawshay asked. " However,

you must not let them get on your nerves. They fol-

low yon about only as a matter of form. We must

keep uj) the old legends, you know. When," lie

added, droj)ping his eyeglass and polishing it slowly,

" wlseii we really come to the end of this most fas-

cinating little episode, I do not fancy that you will

have cause to complain of our methods."

Jocelyn Thew smiled.

" Your cryptic words have struck the right note,"

he confessed. "The thrill of fear is in my veils.

One more word, though. Miss Nora Sharey is an old

friend of mine. There is a tie between us at which

you could not guess. Lavish your attentions ou

her in the hope of hearing something which will prove

to your advantage, but do not trifle with her affec-

tions. If you do, I shall constitute myself her guar-

dian and there will be trouble, Crawshay— trouble."

Once more he turned away, with a smile at Nora
and a little nod to Crawshay. He passed through

mm
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the door and disappeared, erect, litlie and ^raoefu!.

Nora looked after him, and her eyes were filled with
admiration.

"I think," she sighed, "although I am getting
fonder of you every moment, Mr, Crawshay," she

added, as she saw from underneath the tissue paper
the huge bunch of white roses he was carrying, " tliat

my money will go on Jocelyn Thew."

I



CHAPTER XXV

About three-thirty on the following afternoon, in

the grounds devoted to the much advertised Red
Cross Sale, that eminent comedian, Mr. Joseph
Bobby, mounted to the temporary rostrum which
had been erected for him at the rear of one of the
largest tents, amidst a little storm of half facetious

applause. Ho repaid the general expectation by
gazing steadfastly at a few friends amongst the audi-
ence in his usual inimitable fashion, and by indulging
ni a few minutes of gagging chafF before he proceeded
to business. A little way off, a military band was
playing popular selections. The broad avenues be-
tween the marquees were crowded with streams of
pretty women in fancy dresses, and mankind with a
little money in his pocket was having a particularly
uneasy time. There was nothing to distinguish this
from any other of the Red Cross fetes of the sea-
son, except, perhaps, its added magnificence.

"Ladies and gentlemen," the comedian began. " I

am here to sell by auction the boxes at tlx- Alhambra
Theatre for to-night, when, as you know, there will

be the greatest performance ever given by the largest
number of star artistes — myself included. Owing
to a slight difference of opinion with the management,
who, as you are probably aware, ladies and gentle-
men, are the thickest-headed set of blighters in ex-
istence—

"
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Loud cries of " No! " from the managing director
in the front row.

" — I have only the four large boxes to disj)ose of.

I shall start with Box B. Who will make me an offer

for Box B? Who will offer me, say, twenty -five

guineas to start tlie bidding? "

Half-a-dozen offers were immediately made, and
Box B was disposed of for thirty-five g-uneas.

Boxes C and I) fetched a little more.
" We now come," the auctioneer concluded impres-

sively, " to the pitce dc resistance, if I may so call it.

Box A is — well, you all know Box A, ladies and gen-
tlemen, so I will simply say that it is the best box in

the house. It will hold all the f
' ds any man

breathing has any use for. It would m-id the largest

family who ever received the Queen's bounty. Box A
is one of those elastic boxes, ladies and gentlemen,
which have no limit. You can fill it chock full, and if

the right person knocks at the door there will still be
room for another. Who will start the bidding at
fo.-ty guineas? "

"I will give you fifty," Jocelyn Thew said,

promptly raising his hand.

The auctioneer leaned forward, expecting to see

a familiar face. He saw instead a very distin-

guished-looking and remarkably well-furned-out
stranger, smiling pleasantly at bin: from the front
row of the audience.

" You are a man, sir," the former declared warmly.
" You are giving me a good push off. Fifty
guineas is bidden, ladies and gentlemen, for Box
A."

" I'll go to fifty-five," a well-known racing man

1
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called out from the rear. " Not a penny more, Joe,
so don't get faking the bidding."

The comedian assumed an air of grieved surprise.
" That from you I did not expect, Mr. Mason,"

he said. "However, that you may have no cause
for complaint, I am prepared to knock Box A
down to you for fifty-five guineas, barring any ad-
vance."

" Sixty," Jocelyn Thew bid.

The auctioneer noted the advance with thanks.
Then he looked towards the betting man, who shook
his head. The auctioneer, who was rather wanting
to get away, raised his hammer with an air of finality.

" Going at sixty guineas, then."
" Sixty-five," a new bidder intervened.

The comedian, with his hammer already poised in

the air, paused in some surprise. A clean-shaven
man in dark grey clothes and a bowler hat, a man
who had somehow the air of being a little out of his
element in this galaxy of pleasure seekers, caught his
eye.

" Sixty-five you said, sir. V;.ry good. Going at
sixty-five."

" Seventy," Jocelyn Thew bid.

" Seventy-five."

" Eighty."
" Eighty-five."

" Ninety."
" Ninety-fivo."

" One hundred guineas," Jocelyn Thew bid, turn-
ing with a good-natured smile to glance at his oppo-
nent.

The auctioneer drew himself up. The contest had
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begun to interest him. Every one in the room was
standing on tiptoe to watch.

" One hundred guineas is bid by my friend in the
front," he declared. •' A very princely offer. Shall

I knock it down at that.'
"

One hundred and twenty was promptly bidden by
the newcomer. Jocelyn Thcw smiled up at tho auc-
tioneer.

" Well," ho said, " I've invited my party so I sup-
pose I'll have to stick to it. I'll make it a hundred
and fifty."

" A hundred and sixty."

" A hundred and seventy-five."

" Two hundred."
" Two hundred and fifty."

The comedian's flow of badinage had ceased. An
intense silence reigned in the marquee. He, in com-
mon with many of the others, was beginning to rec-

ognise a note of something unusual in this duel.
" Two hundred and fifty guineas is a very hand-

some sum for the box," he said, leaning forward.
" Perhaps some arrangement could be made, Mr.

" My name is Jocelyn Thew. The two hundred
and fifty guineas bid is mine. I have the notes here
ready."

The auctioneer turned towards the '-ther bidder
appeal ingly.

" 1 am acting under instructions," the latter said,
" ami I am not at liberty to make any arrangements
to share the box."

'* In that case, the bid against you at the present
moment is two hundred and fifty guineas," the auc-
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tioneer told him. " Of course, the more money we

get, the better— the Red Cross can do with it —
but it seems to me that the present bid is adequate.

If no arrangement is possible, however, I must con-

tinue the auction."

" Two hundred and seventy-five guineas."

" Three hundred," Joceljn Thew replied coolly.

" One moment, Mr. Bobby."

He leaned forward and whispered in the comedian's

ear. The latter nodded and turned to the rival

bidder.

" Do you understand, sir," he enquired, " that

this is strictly a cash affair.' I must have notes for

the amount at the conclusion of the sale."

" You will have to wait until I get them, then,"

was the anxious reply. " I only brought two hun-

dred and fifty with me."

The comedian shook his head.

" There can be no question of waiting," he de-

cided. " If two hundred and fifty guineas is all

that you have with you, then the box must go to the

other gentleman for three hundred guineas."

" If we'd only thought of mentioning the matter

o>- cash before," Jocelyn Thew said pleasantly, '' it

s^'iiis to nie that I might have saved a little money,

ii'jvvever, I don't grudge it to the cause.''

Therp was a little murmur of applause, and be-

fore any further word could be said, the auctioneer's

hmnnwr dropped. Jocelyn Thew stepped up to his

iide and counted out three hundred guineas in notes,

receiviuK in return the admission ticket for the box.

The conit^ian shook hands with him.

" A very generous contribution, sir," he declan.'d.
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" I shall do myself the pleasure of remembering it

to-night."

Jocelyn Thew made some suitable reply and
strolled leisurely off, his eyes searching everywhere

for ius unsuccessful rival. He found him at last in

the main avenue, on his way to the principal exit,

and touched him on the shoulder.

" One moment, sir," he begged.

The young man paused. When he saw who his

interlocutor wus, however, he attempted to hurry on.

" You will excuse me," he began, *' I am pressed

for time."

" I will walk with you as far as the gate," Jocelyn

Thew said. *' I am very curious concerning your
bidding for Box A. Can't 3'ou let me know for

whom you were trying to buy it.-* It is possible that

I might feel inclined to resell."

" My instructions were to buy the box by auction,

and to go up to five hundred pounds for it," was the

somewhat hesitating reply. " I am unfortunately

not in a position to divulge the name of my client."

" You can at least tell me your own name, or the

name of the firm whom you re})resent .'
"

The 3'oung man quickened his pace.

" I can toll 3'ou nothing," he said firmly. " Good
afternoon !

"

Jocelyn Thew strolled thoughtfully back, made a

fi'W ])urchases wherever he was accosted, but had al-

ways the air of a man who is seeking to solve some

problem. Issuing from one of the tents, he came

suddenly face to face with Katharine and her brother.

" Yon are too late for the auction," the latter

declared, as they shook hands, " and you wouldn't
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have got your box, anyhow. Do you know what it

fetched?
"

" Three hundred guineas," Jocelyn Thew rephed

•with a smile. " I bought it at that."

They both stared at him.

"For three hundred guineas? " Richard repeated.

" I was rather lucky to get it at that. There was

an anonymous bidder who fortunately hadn't got the

cash with him, or I gathered that he was willing to

go to a great deal more."

They stc jd for a moment in silence. Katharine

laughed a little nervously.

"What does it mean?" she asked.

"A little obstinacy on the pare of a millionaire,

I suppose," Jocelyn Thew replied carelessly. " By-

the-by. if it suits you we will meet at the theatre this

evening, instead of dining. I know that you will

like to have a little time alone with your brother, as

he is off to-night. Miss Beverley, and I have a busi-

ness fiicnd coming in to see me about dinner time.

I shall be in the box, awaiting you, say at half-past

eight. You'll be close to Charing Cross, won't you,

Richard, and you won't have to leave until ten

o'clock?"
*' That's all right," the young man agreed. " It's

a jolly good send-ofF for me."

Jocelyn Thew made his farewells and strolled dawn

one of the narrow avenues which led to the exit.

About halfway down, he came suddenly face to face

with Nora and Crawshay. They all three stood to-

gether, talking, for a few moments. Suddenly Craw-

shay, who appeared to see some one in the crowd,

turned away.
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" Will you excuse mc for one Tnomont, ^fiss SI1.1-

rey? " he said. " Perhaps Mr. Tliew will take care
of you."

" Perhaps," Jocelyn Thew observed, as he watcln J

Crawshay disappear, " you need some taking care of,

eh. Xora.''
"

Siie shru^r^ed her shoulders. Her eyes sought Iiis.

She looked at him defiantly.

" Well," slie cxrlaimed, " London's a dull place all

alone. So's life."

" I am not interfering in your choice of rcsid( rif-e

or companionship," he replied, " although it seems
strange that you, whom I think I may call my friend,

should c'.oose to amuse yourself with the one person
in life who is my open eneti.y, the one man who has
sworn to bring about my downfall."

" There isn't any man in the world will ever do
that," she declared, " and you know it. You are
afraid of no one. You've no cause to be."

" That may be true." he agreed, " but since we
have the opportunity of these few moments' conver-
sation, Xora. there is one thing I wish to say to you.
I place no embargo upon your friendship with Mr.
Crawshay. I do not presume to dictate to vou even
as to the subjects of your conversation with him.
Tell him what pleases you. Talk to him aboi r me,
if you will — you will find him always interested.

But there is one thing. If your lips should ever

breathe n word of that other name of mine, or of
those other things connected with my personal his-

tory of which you know, I warn you, Xora, that it

will be a very bad day for you. It will be the one
unforgivable thing, and I never forgive."

I
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Nora shivered, although the afternoon sun was

streaming down upon them. Her cheeks were a little

paler.

" No," she murmured, " I know that. Vou w uld

never forgivr. You are as hard as Ihe rocks. All

the time •>ince I have known you, I have liied to

soften you ever so little, just beciuse I was fool

enough to like you, fool enough to believe that it w as

just suffering which had made you what you are.

That belongs to the past. Whcr' I think of you

now, my heart is like a stone, because I know that

there is no love in you, nor any of those other things

for which a woman craves. I should be very sorry

indeed. Jocelyn Thew, for any woman who ever cared

for you, and for her own sake I pray very much

that t'lere is no one at the present moment who

does."

A light breeze was blowing over the place. They

wei standing a little apart, in the shadow of a tree,

and the hum of conversation and laughter, the noisy

appeals of the vendors of flowers ami other trifles,

the strident voices from a distant stage, the far-off

strains of swaying music, seemed blended together in

an in>istont and not inharmonious chorus. Jocelyn

Thew stood as though listening to thein for a mo-

ment. His eyes were following a tall figure in white,

walking, a little listlessly by her brother's side.

When he spoke, his tone was unusually soft.

"I always told you what you seem to have dis

covered, Nora," he said. " I always told you that

behind the dri\mg force of my life was much hate

but no love, nor any capacity for love. That may

not have been my fault. If we were in another

Sjh
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place," he went on, "I somiliow fctl that I nnght
tell vou wliat I have never told anybody else — the
real story that lay behind the things you know of,

things the memory of which was brought back to
me only last night. Even now that may come, but
for the present, Nora, remember. What you know
of me that lies behind that curtain, must never pass
your lips."

"I promise." she murmured. "Here conies Mr.
Crawshny."

Jocelyii Thew raised his hat, smiled at Nora and
strolled away. Ik^ smiled also a little to himself,
but not so pleasantly. The man from whom Craw-
shay had just parted, and with whom he had been
in close conversation, was the man who had been
bidding against liim for Boy A at the Alhambra that
night.
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CHAPTER XXVI

From six o'clock until half an hour before the

time fixed for the commencement of the performance,

a steady crowd of people elbowed and pushed their

way that night into the cheaper parts of the Alhain-

bra Music-hall. Soon afterwards, the earliest ar-

rivals presented themselves at the front of the house.

Brightman and Crawshay arrived together, and

made their way at once to the manager's office, the

former noticing, with a little glint of recognition

•which amounted to scarcely more than a droop of

the eyes, two or three sturdy looking men who had

the appearance of being a little unused to their

evening clothes, and who were loitering about in

the vestibule.

The manager greeted his two visitors without en-

thusiasm. He was a small, worried-looking man,

with pale face, hooked nose and shiny black hair.

He had recently changed his name from Jonas to

Joj'ce, without materially affecting the impression

•which he made upon the stranger.

" This is Mr. Crawshay," Brightman began,

" who hot charge from the Government point of

view, of tht; little matter you and I know about."

The manager shook hands limply.

" Clad to meet you. Mi. Crawshay," he said,

*' but a little disturbed at the cause. I must say

that I hope you will find your impressions ill-founded.

liii

lil.iii.
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I don't like things of this sort happening in my
house."

"Might happen anywhere," Mr. Brightman de-
clared, with an attempt at cheerfulness. " By-the-
by, Mr. Joyce, I hope you got my note.?

"

The manager nodded.

"Yes," he assented, " 1 ve made all the arrange-
ments you wished, and the box has not been entered
txccpt by the fleaner."

" Mr. Thevv himself, then, has made no attempt to
visit it.?" Grawshay enquired.

" Not to my knowledge," was the brusque reply.
The two men took their leave, strolled alon,- the

vestibule, glanced at the closed door of the box and
made their way down into the stalls.

" Our friend must be exceedingly confident,"
Brightman remarked musingly.

"Or else we are on the wrong tack," Crawshay
put in.

"As to that we shall see! I don't like to seem
over-sanguine," Brightman went on, "but my im-
pression is that he is rather up against it."

" All I can say is that he is taking it very coolly,
then !

"

" To all appearance, yes. But whereas it is quite
true that he has made no attempt to get at the box,
Joyce didn't tell us— as a matter of fact, I don't
suppose he knows— that three times Jocelyn Thew
has visited the theatre under some pretext or other,
and spotted my men about. From half-an-hour
after his bid at the fete, that box has been as inac-
cessible to him as though it had been walled up."
They took their seats in the stalls, which were now
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rapidly filling. About five minutes lator, Jocc!

Thew arrived alone. The box opener brought 1

from the vestibule, and an amateur programme sel

accepted his sovereign — botli, in view of the m«
rumours floating about the place, regarding 1

with nnich curiosity. Without any appearance
hurry he entered the much-discussed box, dives

himself of his coat and hat, and stood for a niomi

in full view, looking around the house. His e

rested for a moment upon the figures of the two n

below, and a very grim smile parted his lips,

stepped a little into the background and remaii

for some time out of sight. Brightman's inter

became intense.

" From this moment he is our man," he whisper
" All the same, I should have liked to have s<

where he has hidden the papers. I went round \

box myself without finding a thing."

Jocel^-n Thew had hung up his coat and hat up
one of the pegs, and for a few seconds remained
though listening. Then he turned the key of 1

door, and, taking the heavy curtain up in his ha;

searched it for a few moments until he arrived a1

certain spot in one of the bottom folds. With
penknife which he drew from his pocket, he c

through some improvised stitches, thrust his ha
into the opening and drew out a small packet, whi

he buttoned up in his pocket. In less than a mini

he had let the curtain fall again and unlocked t

door. Almost immediately afterwards there was
knock.

" Come in," he invited.

Katharine and her brother entered, the former
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a gown of black net designed by the greatest of
French modistes, and Richard in active service uni-
form.

"We are abominably early, of course," Katha-
rine declared, as they shook hands, " but I love to
see the people ai rive, and as it is Dick's last evening
he couldn't bear the thought of losing a minute of
it."

Jocelyn Thcw busied himself in establishing his

guests comfortably. He himself remained standing
behind Katharine's chair, a little in the background.

" We are going to have a great performance to-
night," he observed. " Exactly what time does your
train go, Richard.^ "

" Ten o'clock from Charing Cross."
Jocelyn Thew thrust his hand into his pocket, and

Richard, rising to his feet, stepf)ed back into the
shadows of the box. Something passed between
them. Katharine turned her head and clutched ner-
vously at the programme which lay before her. She
was looking towards them, and her face was as pale
as death. Her host stepped forward at once and
smiled pleasantly down at hev.

" You will not forget," he whispered, " that we are
likely be the centre of observation to-night. I sec

that our friends Brightinan and Crawshay are al-

ready amongst the audience."

Katharine picked up her program and afPected to
examine it. "If only to-night were over!" she
murmured.

" It is strange that you should feel like that," he
observed, drawing his chair up to the front of the
box and leaning towards her in conversational

'.flEffi^ ir :a<»*: 'fean. . r;^j.-m-iaE::j.
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fashion. " Now to mc half the evils of life lie in an-

ticipation. When the time of danger actually ar-

rives, those evils seem to take to themselves wings

and fly away. Take the case of a great actress on

her first night, an emotiona' and tem])eramental

woman, besieged by fears until tlie curtain rises, and

then carried away by her genius even unto the

heights. Our curtain has risen, Miss Beverley. All

we can do is to pray that the gods may look our

way."

She studied him thoughtfully for a moment. It

was obvious that he was not exaggerating. His

granite-like face had never seemed more immovable.

His tone was perfectly steady, his manner the man-

ner of one looking forward to a pleasant evening.

Yet he knew quite well what she, too, guessed — that

his enemies were closing in around him, that the box

itself was surrounded, that notwithstanding all his

ingenuity and all his resource, a crisis had come

which seemed insuperable. She w;is suddenly over-

whelmed with a sense of the pity of it. All the ad-

miration she had ever felt for his strange insouciance,

his almost bravado-like coolness, his mastery ovei

events, seemed suddenly to resolve itself into mor(

definite and more clearly-comprehended emotion

It was the great pity of it all which suddenly ap

pealed to her. She leaned a little forward.

"You have called this or last evening," sh(

wliispereJ. " Tell me one thing, won't you ? Tel

me why it must be?
"

The softness in her eyes was unmistakable, and hi

own face for a moment relaxed wonderfully. Agaii

there was that gleam almost of tenderness in hi

'Ml4
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deep-blue eyes. Nevertlieless, he shook his head.

" Whether I succeed or whether I fail," he said

simply, " to-night ends our associations. Don't

you understand," ho went on, " that if I pass from

the shadow of this danger, there is another more

imminent, more certain?"

He hesitated for a single moment, and his voice,

which had grown softer, became suddenly almost

musical. Katharine, who was hstening intently, re-

alised like a flash that for the first moment the mask

had fallen away.
" I have lived for many years with that other dan-

ger," he went on. " It has lain like a shadow al-

ways in front of my path. Perhaps that is why I

have become what I am, why I have never dared to

hope for the other things which are dear to every

one."

Her hand suddenly gripped his. They sat there

for a moment in a strange, disturbing silence. Then

the orchestra ceased, the curtain was rung up, the

performance, which was in the nature of a music-

hall show, with frequent turns and changes, com-

menced. Popular favourites from every department

of the theatrical world, each in turn claimed atten-

tion and applause. Katharine watched it all with

an interest always strained, a gaiety somewhat hys-

terical ; Jocclyn Thew with the measured pleasure

of a critic; Richard with uproarious, if sometimes a

little unreal merriment. The time slipped by appar-

ently unnoticed. Suddenly Richard glanced at his

wrist-watch and stood up.

" I must go," he declared. " I had no idea that

it was so late."
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Katharine's fingers clutched the program wliicl

lay crumpled up in her hand. She looked a^

her brother with almost friglitened eyes. Theii

host, too, had risen to his feet, and down-stairs ir

the stalls two men had slipped out of their places

Jocelyn Thew thre^v back his head with a little fam
iliar gesture. The light of battle was in his eyes

• Richard is right," he observed. " It is twentj

minutes to ten."

"My servant will meet me down there with mj

kit and get me a seat," the young man said. "
]

shall have plenty of time, but I think I had bettei

make a start."

Katharine came into the back of the box ant

threw her arms around her brother's neck. H<

stooped and kissed her on the lips and forehead.

" Cheer up, Katharine," he begged. " There h

nothing to worr^' about."
" Nothing whatever," Jocelyn Thew echoed

" The most serious contingency that I can see a1

present is that you may have to •find your way hom«

alone."

" The number of the car is twenty," Beverley

said, handing a ticket to his sister. " I'll send yoi

a wire from Folkestone."

Jocelyn Thew suddenly held out his hand. Hi;

eyes were still flashing with the light of anticipatec

battle, but there was something else in his face rem'

iniscent of that momentary softening.

" Mine, I fear," he murmured, " may be h\i\

a wireless message, but I hope that you will gei

it."

They departed, and Katharine, drawing her chaij
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into the back of the box, factd many anxious mo-

ments of sohtude. The two men made their way in

leisurely fashion alony the vestibule aiul turned up-

stairs towards the refreshment room. Half-way up,

however, Jocelyn Thcw laid his hand upon his com-

panion's arm.
" Dick," he said, " I think if I were you I wouldn't

have another. You've only just time to catch your

train, as it is."

" Must have a farewell glass, old fellow," the

j-oung man protested.

His companion was firm, however, and Beverley

turned reluctantly away. They walked arm in arm

down the broad entrance lounge towards the glass

doors. It seemed to have become suddenly evident

that Jocelyn Thew's words were not without point.

Richa.d stumbled once and walked with marked un-

,steadiness. Just before they reached the doors,

Brightman, with a tall, stalwart-looking friend,

slipi)ed past them on the right. Another man fell

almost into line upon the left, and jostled the young

officer as he did so. The latter glanced at both of

t'. , "'ttle truculently.

don't push me!" he exclaimed thrcaten-

i' ] You keep clear."

^ her of the men took any notice. The nearer

one, in fact, ck sed in and almost prevented Bever-

ley's further progress. Brightman leaned across.

""
I am sorry, Captain Beverley," he said, " but we

wish to ask you a question. Will you step into the

box office with us ?
"

" I'm damned if I will !
" the young man answered.

" I have a matter of ten minutes to catch my train
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at Charing Cross, and I'm not going to break my

leave for you blighters."

Crawshay, who had been Hngcring in the back-

ground, drew a Httle nearer.

" p'orgive my intervention. Captain Beverley," he

said, " but the matter will be explained to the mili-

tary authorities if by chance you should miss your

train. I am afraid that wc must insist upon your

acceding to our request."

Then followed a few seconds' most wonderful pan-

demonium. Jocelyn Thew's efforts seemed of the

slightest, yet Mr. Brightman lay on his back upon

the floor, and his stalwart companion, although he

himself was not ignorant of Orif^ntal arts, lay on liis

side for a moment, hei.jless. Richard, if not so sub-

tle, was equally successful. His great fist shot out,

and the man whose hand would have gripped his

arm went staggering back, caught his foot ii the

edge of the carpet, and ftU over upon the tesselated

pavement. There were two swing doors, and Rich-

ard, with a spring, went for the right-hand one.

The commissionaire guarding the other rushed to

help his companion bar Ihe exit. The two plain-

clothes policemen, whose recovery was instantan-

eous, scrambled to their feet and dashed after him,

followed by Crawshay, Jocelyn Thew, scarcely ac-

celerating his walk, strolled through the left-hand

door, crossed the pavement of the Strand and van-

ished.

Fortune was both kind and unkind to Richard in

those next few breathless minutes. An old football

player, his bent head and iron shoulder were suffi-

cient for the commissionaires, and, plunging directly
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across the pavement and the street, he leapt into a

taxi whieh was crawling along in the direction of

Charing Cross.

" (live you a sovereign to get to Charing Cross

in three minutes," he cried out, and the man, accept-

ing the spirit of the tiling, thrust in his clutch

eagerly. For a moment it L.^nied as though tempo-

rarily, at any rate, Richard would get clear away.

In about fifty yards, however, there was a slight

block. The door of the taxicab was Avrenched open,

and one of the men who were chasing him essayed

to enter. Richard sent him without difficulty crash-

ing hack into the street, only to find that simultan-

eously the other door had been opened, and that his

hands were held from behind in a grip of iron. At
the same time he looked into the muzzle of Craw-
shay's revolver.

" Sit down," the latter commanded.
Brightman, too, was in the taxicab, and one of the

other men had his foot upon the step. With a
shrug of the shoulders, the young man accepted the

inevitable and obeyed. Brightman leaned out of the

window, gave a direction to the driver, and the taxi-

cab was driven slowly in through the assembling
crowd. Richard leaned back in his corner and
glared at his two companions.

" Say, this is nice 'laviour to an officer !
" he

exclaimed truculently ' I am on my way to catch

the leave train. How dare you interfere with me!"
" Perhaps," Crawshay remarked, " we may con-

sider that the time has arrived for explanations."
" Then you'd better out with them quick," Rich-

ard continued angrily. " I am an officer in His

.^0-^:^7'"
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Britannic Majesty's Service, come over to fight for

you iK'cause you canH do your own job. Do you

get that, Craw^hay?"
" I am listening."

, , , r

M am on my way to catch the ten o lock tnun

from Charing Cross," Richard went ^on. U

don't catch it, my leave w.ll lx> brok.n.
^^

-I feel sure," Crawshay remarked dnl>, tnai.

the authorities will recognise the fact that you made

ev ry effort to do so. As a matter of fact, there « lU

be a supplementary train leaving at ten-forty-h e

.^ich it'is possible that you may be able to cate^

Explanations such as I have to offer are no to b^

givL in a taxicab. I have t^e- ^
^^^^^^^^^^^ ^

man to drive to mv rooms. 1 trust tnai :\u

Tmc quietly. If the result of our conversat.on r

IZuctorl a, I rc„,«kcd before, you can .t,l

"rIS^ gWed «t the .an seated opposite t,

hin,- « «rc«t strong fellow .l.o was obv.ou.sly no-

p par 1 for any surprise; at Brightman, .ho M

!mrten-.e, seenuJ w«tchin« his •^"-T ™-™' .'•

the little revolver wind, Crawshay, although he U,

it out of sight, was still holdmg

" Seems to mc I'm up agamst .t, he nu t ere

" You-11 have to py for it afterwards, you fello.

I can tell you that." , ,

Thev accepted his decision in silence, and at.

nunut:; later'they descended outside the htt le bio

of flats in which C hay's rooms were situa

Kichard made no further attempt to escap. st P

irto the lift of his own accord, and thre« hims

Into an easy-chair as soon as the little party enter
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Crawshay's sitHnj? room. There was a gloomy

frown upon his forehead, but tlie sight of a whislvy

decanter and a soda-water syphon upon the siile-

board, appcarwl to clieer him up.

" I think," he suggested tentatively, '' thct after

the excitement of the last huii-hour
—

"

'* Vou will allow me to offer you a whisky and

soda," C'rawshay begged, mixing it and bringing it

himself. " When you have drunk it, I have to tell

you that it is our intention to search you."

" What the devil for? " the youn/; ,ian demanded,

with the tumbler still in his hand.

" We suspect you of having in your possession

certain documents of a t''- sonous nahire."

"Documents?" Richard jeered. "Don't talk

nonsense! And treasonous to whom? I am an

American citizen."

" That," C'rawshay reminded him, " is entirely

contrary to your declaration when a commission in

His Majesty's Flying Corps was granted to you.

The immediate question, however, is are you going

to submit to search or not?"

Richard glanced at that ominous glitter in Craw

slvay's right hand, glanced at Brightman, and at th

giant who was standing barely a yard away, 'ina

shrugged his shoulders.

" I suppose you must do what you wjn'. >

,
'

hc-

acquiesced sullenly, " but you'll have to ans»^er for

it— I can tell you that. It's a damnable liberty !

"

He drank up his whisky and soda and set down the

empty glass. The search which proceeded took a

very few moments. Soon upon the table was gath-

ered the usual collection of such articles as a man in
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Richard's position might be expected to possess, and

last of all, from the inside of his vest, next to his

skin, was drawn a long blue envelope, fastened at

either end with a peculiar green seal. Crawshay's

heart beat fast as he vatched it placed upon the

table. Richard seemed to have lost much of his

truculence of manner.

"That packet," he declared, "is my personal

property. It contains nothing of any moment

v.hateve"r, nothing which would be of the least inter-

est to you."
, J u •. n u

« In that case," Brightman promised, it will be

returned to you. Mr. Crawshay," he added, turn-

ing towards him, " I must ask you, as you repre-

sent the Government in this matter, to break these

seals and acquaint yourself with the nature of the

contents of this envelope, which I have reason to

suppose was handed to Captain Beverley by Jocelyn

Thew, a few minutes ago."

Crawshay took the envelope into his hands.

"I am sorry, Captain Beverley," he declared,

"but I must do as Mr. Brightman has suggested.

This man Jocelyn Thew, with whom you have been

in constant association, is under very grave sus-

picion of having brought to England documents of

a treasonable nature."

"
I suppose," Richard said defiantly, " you must

do as you d d well please. My time will come

afterwards."
.

Crawshay broke the seal, thrust his hand into the

envelope and drew out a pile of closely folded papers

One by one he laid them upon the table and smoothed

them out. Even before he had glanced at the first
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one, a queer presentiment seemed suddenly to chill

the blood in his veins. His eyes became a trifle dis-

tended. They were all there now, a score or more of

sheets of thin foreign note paper, covered with hand-
writing of a distinctly feminine tyy)e. The two men
read — Richard Beverley watched them scowling!

"What the mischief little May BoswelPs letters

have to do with you fellows, I cnn't imagine!" he

muttered. "Go on reading, you bounders! Much
good may they do you !

"

There were minutes of breathless silence. Then
Crawsha^', as the last sheet slipped through his

fingers, glanced stealthily into Brightman's face,

saw him bite through his lips till the blood came and
strike the table with his clenched fist.

"My God!" he exclaimed, snatching up the tel-

ephone receiver. " Jocelyn Thew has done us

again !

"

" And you let him walk out !
" Crawshay groaned.

" We'll find him," Brightman shouted. " Here,
Central

! Give me Scotland Yard. Scotland Yard,
quick! Johnson, you take a taxi to the Savoy."

Unnoticed, Richard Beverley had risen to his feet

and helped himself to another whisky and soda.

"If you are now convinced," he said, turning
to'.vards them, *' that I am carrying nothing more
treasonable ihan the love letters of my best girl,

I ^iiould be glad to know what y mi have to say to
me on the subject of my detention r

"

Crawshay for once forgot his manners.
" Damn your detention !

" he replied. " Get off

and catch your train."
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CHAPTER XXVTI

On the extreme edge of a stony and wide-spreading

moor, Jocelyn Thew suddenly brouglit the ancient

motor-car which he was driving to a somewhat abrupt

and perilous standstill. He stood up in his seat,

unrecognisable, transformed. From his face had

passed the repression of many years. His lips wert

gentle and quivering as a woman's, his eyes seemed

to liave grown larger and softer as they swept with a

greedv, passionate gaze the view at his feet. All

that was hard and cruel seemed to have passed sud-

denly from his face. He was like a poet or a pro-

phet, gazing down upon the land of his desires.

Behind him lay the rolling moor, cloven by thai

one ribbonlike stretch of uneven road, broken hen

and there with great masses of lichen-covered grei

rock, by huge clumps of purjile heather, long, glit

tering streaks of yellow gorse. The morning wa;

young, and little shrouds of white mist were stil

iiiinging around. His own clothes were dam]>. Lit

tie beads of moisture were upon his face. But be

low, where the Atlantic billows came thundering ii

ui)on a rock-strewn coast, the sun, slowly gatherinj

strength, seemed to be rolling aside the feather,

grey clouds. Downwards, split with great ravines

the" road now sloped abruptly to a little plateau o

farmland, on the seaw-ard edge of which stood th

ruins of a grey castle. Dotted here and there abou
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that pastoral strip and on the opposite liillsidi'. were
a few wliitc-washed cottages. Beyond these no hu-
man habitation, no other si^rn of life.

The traveller i^azed downwards till ho suddenly
found a new mist before his eyes. Nothing was
changed. Everywhere he looked upon familiar ob-
jects. There was the little harbour where he had
moored his boat, scarcely more than a pool sur-
rounded by those huge masses of jagged rocks; the
fields where he had played, the cave in the cliffs where
he had sat and dreamed. This was his own little

corner, the land which his forefathers had sworn to
deliver, the land for which his father had died, for
which he had become an exile, to which he returned
with the price of death upon his head.

After a while he slipped down from the car, ex-
amined the brakes, mounted to his seat and com-
menced the precipitous descent. Skilful driver
though he was, more than once he was compelled to
turn into the cliff side of the road in order to check
his gathering speed. At last, however, he reached
the lowlands in safety. On the left-hand side now
was the rock-strewn beach, and the almost deafeninc
roar of the Atlantic. On the right and in front,
fields, no longer like patchwork but showing some
signs of cultivation; here and there, indeed, the
stooping forms of labourers— men, drab-coLured,
unnoticeable; women in bright green and scarlet
shawls and short petticoats. He passed a little row
of whitewashed ..ottages, from whose doorways and
windows the children and old people stared at him
with strange eyes. One old man who met his gaze
crossed himself hastily and disappeared. Jocelyn
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Thew looked after him with a bitter smile upon his

lips. He knew so well the cause of the terror

He came at last to the great gates leading to the

ruined castle, gates whose pillars were surmounted

by huge griffins. He looked at the deserted lodges,

the coat of arms, nothing of which remained bu a

few drooping fragments. He shook the uon gates

which stiU held together, in vain. Finally he drove

The car through an opening in the straggling fence

and up the long, grass-grown avenue, until he

reached the building itself. Here he descended

Tlked along the weed-framed flags to the arched

;.nt door, by the side of which hung f
rus^y an^

broken fragments of a bell, at which he P" led for

some moments in vain. To all appearances the p ace

was entirely descHod. No one answered his shout,

or the wheezy summons of the cracked and feeble

bell. He passed along the front, barely out of

reach of the spray which a strong west wind was

bringing from seaward, looked in through deser ed

. -nd'owf till he came at last to a great crack m the

ualls, through which he stepped into a ruined apait-

;ent. It was thus that he entered the home an

which he had been born.

He made his way into a stone passage along

which he passed until a door on his
-g^^^^;^;^^"^j^

his touch. In front of him now were what had been

the state apartments, stretching along the whole

front of the castle save the little corner where he

had entered. Here was dilapidation supreme, com-

plete The white, stone-flagged floor knew no cov-

ering save here and there a strip of torn matting.

The walls were stained with damp. At long intcr-

m^mmmm fr.^svp'j'BaB'vrikr ^.^'
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vals were tables and chairs of jet-black oak. in all

sorts and states of decay. On one or two remained

the fragments of some crimson velvet,— on the back

of one, remnants of a coat of arms ! And here, en-

tirely in keeping with the scene of desolation, were

the first signs of human life— an old man with a

grey board, leaning upon a stick, who walked slowly

back and forth, mumbling to liimself.

A new light broke across Jocelyn Thew's face as

he listened, and the tears stood in his ovcs. The

man was reciting Gaelic verses, verses familiar to

him from childhood. The whole desolate picture

seemed to envisage thoughts which he had never been

able to drive from his mind, seemed in the person of

this old man to breathe such incomparable, unalter-

able fidelity that he felt himself suddenly a traitor

who had slipped unworthily away and hidden from

a righteous doom. Better that his blood had In'on

spilt and his bones buried in the soil of the land

than to have become a fugitive, to have placed an

ocean between himself and the voices to which this

old man had listened, day by day and night by night,

through the years

!

Jocelyn Thcw stole softly out of the shadows.

" Timothy," he called quietly.

T'le old man paused in his walk. Then he came

forward towards the speaker and dropped on one

knee. His face showed no surprise, though his eyes

were strange and almost terribly brilliant.

" The Catliley !
" he exclaimed. " God is good !

"

He kissed his master's hand, which he had seized

with almost frantic joy. Jocelyn Thew raised him

to his feet.
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" You recognised nie then, Timothy? '

« There is no Cathley in the world," the old man

answered passionately, " would ever rise up before

me and call himself by any other name."

" Am I safe here, Timothy, for a day or two? "

The old man's scorn was a wonderful thing.

" Safe !" he repeated. "Safe! There is just a

dozen miles or so of the Kingdom of Ireland where

the stranger who came on evil business would disap-

pear, and it's our pride that we are the centre of it."

"They've held on, then, in these parts?
"

"Hold on? Why, the fire that smouldered has

become a blaze," was the eager response.
^^

" Ireland

is our country here. Why— you know? "

" Know wliat? " Jocelyn Thew demanded. " You

must treat me as a stranger, Timothy. I have been

living under a false name. News has failed me for

years."
" Don't you know," the old man went on eagerly,

" that they meet here in the castle, the men who

count— Hagen, the poet, Matlaske, the lawyer,

Indewick, :^Iichael Dilwyn, Harrison, and the greal

O'Clorv himself?"
"

I thought O'Clory was in prison since the Sinr

Fein rising."
.

" In prison, ".ve, but they daren't keep hun there

.

was the fierce leplv. " They had a taste then of th.

things that are ablaze through the country. Tlv

O'Clory and the others will be here to-night, unde

your own roof. Aye, and the guard will be out

and there'll be no Englishman dare come withm i

dozen miles
!

"

Jocelyn Thew walked away to one of the grea
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windows and looked out seaward. The old servant

limped over to his side.

" Your honour," he said, his voice shaking even as

the hands which clasped his stick, " this is a won-

derful day — sure, a wonderful day !

"

" For me, too, Timothy !

"

" You've been a weary time gone. ^Taybe you've

lain hidden across the seas there— you've heard

nothing."
" r\c' heard little enough, Timothy," his master

told liim sadly. " There came a time wlien I put the

newspapers away from me. I did it that I might

keep sane."

" You've missed much then, Sir Denis. There

has been cruelty and wickedness, treason and murder

afoot, but the spirit of the dear land has never even

flickered in these parts. The arms we sent to Dub-

lin were landed in ytnder bay, and there was none

to stop them, eithci, though tlicy laid hands on that

poor madman who wtll-nigh brought us ail to ruin.

There's strange craft rides there now, where jour

honour's looking."

A silence fell between the two men. Fresently

the steward withdrew,

" I'll be seeing after your honour's room," he mur-

mured, " and there's others to tell. Tin re's a drop

of someMiing left, too, in the cellars, thank God!"
Joci. ;yn Thew listened to the retreating footsteps

and then for a moment pushed open the window.

There was the old roar once more, which seemed to

have dwelt in his ears : the salt sting, the scream of

the pebbles, the cry of a wheeling gull. There was

the headland round which he had sailed his yacht,

:j .-SRiiJ-f



i i

280 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS

the moorland over which he had wanJcred with his

gun, the meadow round which he had tried the wild

young horses. In those few seconds of ecstatic joy,

he seemed for the first time to realise all that he had

suffered during his long exile.

More and more unreal seemed to grow the world

in which Sir Deris Jocelyn Cathlcy passed that day.

Time after time, the great hall in which he had

icr-played when a boy, draughty now but still moc

ateiy weather-tight, had echoed to the roars of wel-

come from old associates. But the climax of it all

came later on, when he sat at the head of the long,

black oak table, presiding over what was surely the

strangest feast ever prepared and given to the

strangest gathering of guests. The tablecloth of

fine linen was patched and mended— here and there

still in holes. Some of the dishes were of silver and

others of kitchen china. There were knives and

forks beautifully shaped and fashioned, mingled with

the horn-handled ware of the kitchen; silver plate

and common pewter side by side; priceless glass and

common tumblers ; fragments of beautiful china and

here and there white delf, borrowed from a neigh-

bouring farm. The fare was simple but plentiful;

the only drink whisky and some ancient Marsala, m
dust-coVered bottles, produced by Timothy with

great pride and served with his own hand. The

roar which had greeted the first drinking of Sir

Denis' health had scarcely died away when Michael

Dilwyn led the way to the final sensation.

"Denis, my boy," he said, "there's a trifle of

^^Piil^
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mystery nbout you yet. Will you tell me then, why,

when I >|)oke to you at t!ie Savoy Restauniiit the

other night, you denied your own identity? Told

me your name was Thew, or something like it,

and I your father's olde>t friend, and your own,

too!"

A sudden floor! of recollection unlocked some of the

fears in Denis CafhKy's breast.

" I have not usid the name of Cathlev for many
3'cars," he sai<l. " Was it likely that I should own
to it there, in the heart of London, with a price upon

my liead, and half a dozen people within earshot?

I came back to England at the risk of my life, on a

special errand. I scarcely dared to hope tha*^ I

might meet any of you. I just wanted twelve hours

here —

"

"Stop, lad!" Dilwyn interrupted. "What's
that about a price on 3'our head? You've missed

none of our letters, by an}' chance? "

"Letters?" Sir Denis repeated. "I have had

no word from this country, not even from Timothy
here, for over thre*- years and a half."

There was a little murmur of wonder. The truth

was beginning to dawn upon them.

" It'll be the censor, maybe," Michael Dilwyn

murmured. " Tell us, Denis Cathlev, what brouf'ht

you back, then? What was this special errand you
spoke of? "

" Nothing I can discuss, even with you," was the

grim answer. " It was a big risk, in more ways

than one, but if to-night keeps calm ril bring it

off."

" You've had no letters for three years," Michael
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Dilwyn repeated. " Why, d n it, boy," he ex-

ebiiriKd, striking the table with his fist, " nmybe you

don't know, tlien? You haven't heard of it?
"

" Heard of wiiat? " Sir Denis demanded.

" You'' pardon !

"

« ^T —what:"
"Your pardon," was the hoarse reply, "signed

and sealed a vcar ago, l)cfore the Dublin matter.

Things aren't as bad as they were !
There's a dif-

ferent spirit abroad.— Pass him the Madeira,

Hagan. Sure, this has unnerved him! "

Sir Denis drank mechanically, drank until he felt

the fire of the old wine in his veins. He set the glass

down empty.

"Mv pardon!" he muttered.

" It's true," Hagan assured him. " You were one

of a dozen. I wrote you with my own hand to the

last address we had from you, somewhere out on the

west coast of America. Dilwyn's right enough.

England i.^s a Government at last. There are men

there who want to find the truth. They know what

we are and what we stand for. You can judge what

I mean when I teU you that we speak as we please

here, openly, and no one ventures to disturb us.

Denis, they've begun to see the truth. Dilwyn hen

will tell you the same thing. He was in Downmg

Street onlv last week."

"I was' indeed— I, Michael Dilwyn, the outlaw.

— and they listened to me."

" The days are coming," Hagan continued, " for

which we've pawned our lands, our relatives, and

some of us our liberty. Please God there isn't one

here that won't see a free IrelapH !
We've ham-

iyi#^5»*-.:/^^a«j:=a'' kTr .^aaBU-^JW' »,-3R\;*?iB5»^-jprSt""-5,ai£C/»s>.«
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mcrod it into their dull Saxon brains. It's Imi 1: a

lon^, drear night, but the dawn's bnaking."

"And I am pardoned!" Sir Denis repiated won-

derin«flv.

" Where have you bei'n to these three years, man,

that you've heard nothing?" Mi ..ael Dilwyn asked.

" Tn Mexico, Cuba, Niearaj^ua. I'ra^ruay. You're

right. I've been out of the world. I crept out of

it deliberately. When I left here, notliing seemed so

hopeless as the thought that a time of justice might

come. I cut myself off even from news, I have

lived without a name and without a future."

" Maybe for the best," Hagan declared cheerfully.

" Remember that it's but twelve nmnths ago since

your pardon was signed, and you'd have done ill to

have found yc.ur way back before then.— But what

about this mission you spoke of? "

Sir Denis looked down the table. Of servants

there w,.s only old Timothy at the sideboard, and of

those who were gathered around his board there was

not one whom he could doubt.

" I will tell you about that," he promised, leaning

a little forward. " You have read of the documents

and the famous stolen letter which were su[)posed to

have been brought over to England in a certain

trunk, protected by the seal of a neutral country.^"

"Why, sure!" Michael Dihvyn murmured under

his breath. " The box was to have been opened at

Downing Street, but one heard nothing more of it."

" The stolon letter," Hagan remarked, " was sup-

posed to have been indiscreet enough to have brought

about the ruin of a great man in America."

Sir Denis nodded.
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« You'vo got the storv all right," he said. " V/cll,

those papers never were in that trunk. I brouKh

them over n.vself in the Cltff of Boston. I brought

the,n over under the nose of a Secret Servue man,

and although the steamer and all of us^ on board

were searched from head to foot in the Mersey be-

fore we wer. permitted to land."

"And where are they now?" Michael D.lwyn

*^!r Denis drew a long envelope from his pocket

and .aid it upon the table before him Almost as

he did so, another little sensation brought then, all tc

their feet. They hurried to the window, t rom

about a mile out seaward, a blue ball, followed bj

another, ha.l shot up into the sky Sir Dems

watched for a moment steadily. Then he pointed to

a bonfire which had been lighted on the beach.

" That," he pointed out, " is my signal, and there

is the answer. The documents you have all read

about n-e in that envelope."

The,-, was a queer, protracted silence, a silence

of doubt and difficulty.
, . „ ^,- 1 1

" U will 1). a German submarine, that, Michael

Dilwyn declared. " She has come to pick up your

pu))ers, maybe? "
« t =

"That's true," was the quiet answer. 1 ^^as

to light the fire on tlie beach the moment I arrived.

The Wue balls were to be my answer."

The O'Clory, a big, silent man, leaned over and

laid his hand 'on his host's shoulder.

"What are you going to do bout it." he de-

manded. .. _ „ .

" For the moment I do not know, bir Denis con-
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fessed. " Advise mc, all of you. I undertook this

enterprise partly because of its danger, partly for

a great sum of money which I shouUi have handed

over to our cause, partly because if I succeeded it

would hurt England. Now I have come back and

I find you all moved by a differen. s{)irit."

"There isn't a man in this isbind," Michael Dil-

wyn said slowly, " who h.as hated England as I have.

She lias been our oppressor for generations, and in

return we have given her the best of our sons, their

life-blood, their genius, their souls. And yet, with

it all there is a bond. Our children have married

theirs, and when we've looked together over the side,

we've seen the same things. We've made usi> of

Gerr.ans, Denis, but I tell you frankly I hate them.

There are two things every Irishman loves — jvstice

and courage — and England went into this war in

the great manner. She has done big things, and I

tell you, in a sneaking sort of way we're proud. I

am honest with you, you see, Denis. Vou can guess,

from what I've said, what I'd do with that packet."

Sir Denis turned to the O'C'lory.

" And you.-* " he asked.

" My boy," was the reply, '* sure Michael's ripht.

I've hated England, I've shouldered a rifie against

her, I've talked treason up and down the "ountry,

and I've known the inside of a prison I've spat

at her authority. I've said in plain words what I

think of her — fat, commerce-ridden, smug, selfish.

I've watched her bleed and been glad of it, but at

the bottom of my heart I'd have liked to have seen

her outstretched hand. Denis, lad, that's coming.

We've got to remember that we, too, are a proud.



286 THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS

obstinate, pig-headed race. We've got to meet that

hand half-wav, and when the moment comes I d hke

to be the first to raise the boys round here and give

the Germans hell!"
c- -n ;c

Another blue ball shot up into the sky. S,r Denis

took the packet of papers from the table and stood

bv the great open stone hearth. Michael Dilwyn

moved to his side, u gaunt, impressive figure

" You're doing t!,e right thing, Denis, he de-

clared. "What fighting we've done, and ar.y that

we mav still have to do with England, we 11 do it

on the" surface. I was down at Queenstown when

thev brought in some of the bodies from the Lusttama

To^Hell with such tricks! There's no Irishman yet

has ever joined hands with those who war agamst

women and babies."
i. iu„

Denis drew a log of burning wood out on to the

hearth and laid the packet deliberately upon it. He

stood there watching the smoke curl upwards as the

envelope shrivelled and the flames crept from one

end to the other.

" That seems a queer thing to do," he observed,

with a dry little laugh. " I've carried my life la

niv hands'for tliose papers, and there s a hundred

thousand pounds waiting for them, not a mile away.

" Blood-monev, boy," the O'Clory reminded him,

" and anvwav there's a touch of the ev.Mhing about

^triHLrers' iiold.— Eh, but who's this?

A llr.e 'motor-car had suddenly flashed by the

window. With Che instinct of past dangers the

little gathering of men drew close together. There

was the souml of an impatient voice in the hall. The

door was opened hurriedly and Crawshay steppea m.



THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 287

" It is a frentleman in a great hurry, your honour,"

Timothy explained.

Crawshay, dour and threatening, came a little fur-

ther into the room. Behind him in the hall was a

vision of his escort. Sir Denis looked up from the

hearth with a poker in his hand.

" My friend," he observed, '' it seems to he your

unfortunate destiny to be always five minutes too

late in life."

C'rawshay's outstretched hand pointed denounc-

inglv through the window towards the bay.

"If I am too late this time," he declared, " tlien

an act of treason has been conmiitted. You know

what it means, I suppose, to conununicate with the

enemy .''

"

Denis shook his head.

" As yet," he said, " we have held no communica-

tion with our visitors. If you doubt my word, come

down on your knees with me and examine these

ashes."

Crawshay, with a little exclamation, crossed the

floor and crouched down by the other's side. A
word or two in the topmost document stared at him.

The seal of the envelope had melted, and a little

thread of green wax had made a strange pattern upon

the stones.

" Is this the end, then? " he demanded in bewilder-

ment.
" It is the end," was the solemn reply. " Perh.ips

if you take the ashes away with you, you will be

able to consider that honours are divided."

"You burnt them— yourself?" Crawshay mut-

tered, still wondering.
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« Every gentleman in th. room," Denis replied,

«
is witness of the fact that I destroyed unopened

the packet which I brought from America, barely

five minutes ago."

Crawshay stood upright once more. He was con-

vinced but puzzled.
^u- > "

"Will you tell me what induced you to do this.

he asked.
, ., u

"We will tell you presently. As for the subma-

rine outside, well, as you see, he is still sending up

blue lights."
, J ^v, f

Crawshay gathered the ashe together and thrust

them into an envelope.

"Your friend will be trying some of our Irish

whisky, Denis," Michael Dilwyn invited "We are

hoping to make the brand more popular m Eng-

land before long."

m i

".'.fTi'^j



CHAPTER XXVIII

One by one, the next morning, in all manner of

Vfliiclos, the guests left the Castle. Sir Denis bade

them farewell, parting with some of them in the

leaky hall of his ancestors, and with otl ers out in

the stoT flagged courtyard. Crawshay alone lin-

gered, with the obvious air of having something fur-

ther to say to his host. The two men strolled

down together seaward to where the great rocks

lay thick upon the stormy beach.

" These," Sir Denis pointed out, " are supposed

to be the marbles with which the great giant Cathley

used to play. Tradition is a little vague upon the

subject, but according to some of the legends he

was actually an ancestor, and according to others

a kind of patron saint. . . . Just look at my hoti«o,

Crawshay! What would 3'ou do with a place }''\-c

that?"

They turned and faced its crumbling front, majes-

tic in places, squalid in others, one whole wing oj)en

to the rain and winds, one great turret still as solid

and strong as the rocks themselves.

"It would depend very much," Crawshay re])lied,

" upon the extremely sordid question of how much
money I had to spend. If I had enough. I should

certainly restore it. It's a wonderful situation."

The eyes of its owner glowed as he swept the
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outline of tho storm-battered country and passed

on to the rich strip of wallcd-in fie ds above

"It is my home," he said simply. I shall Inc

in no other place. If this matter which -
J---1

last night should indeed prove to have a solul foun

dation, if this even should be the bog.nnmg of the

end of the great struggle
-"

« But it is," Crawshav interrupted. Ho« can

you doubt it if you have read the papers during

the last six months?
"

« I have scarcely glanced at an English newspaper

for ten vears," was hi« companion s replv". 1 tte<i

to America, hating England as a -n m.gh do som

poisonous reptile, sternly determined neer to set

foot upon her shores again. 1.-^^,-^^^^ ^^ J
seemed to me that she was implacable. The war

has changed many things."
^^

" You are right," Crawshiy a mitted. In many

respects it has changed the English cliarac er We

[oTnow a little further afield. We hav^ lost some

of our stubborn over-confidence. We have grown

n nTnv respects more spiritual. We have earn

.hat it means to make sacrifices,

--^^-^-J/^^.
gold but for a righteous cause. And a. -•. a«J^_

tards this country of yours, Sir Denis, he con

tinu 1
"

I was only remarking a few days ago that

g eatest opponents of Home Rule who have ever

rm unted a po ilical platforn, in England have com-

Xdv chafed their views. There is only one idea

o-dav, and that is to let Ireland settle her own

affair's: Such trouble as remains lies in your own

country. Convert Ulster and you are free.

-You heard what was said last night .^
bir
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Denis reminded his companion. '* The O'Clory be-

lieves that that is already done."

The faintest of white mists was being burnt away

now by the strengthening sun. Long, green waves

came rolling in from the Atlantic. Distant rocks

gleamed purple in the gathering sunshine. Tlie

green of the fields grew deeper, the colouring on the

moors warmer. Crawshay lit a cigarette and leaned

back against a rock.

'• Over in America," he observed, '' I heard all

sorts of stories al>out you. The man llobson, with

whom I was sent to Halifax, and who dragged me

off to Chicago, seemed to think that if he could once

get his hand on your shoulder there were other

charges which you might have to answer. Bright-

man, that Liverpool man, had the same idea. 1 am

mentioning this for your own sake, Sir Denis."

The latter shook his head.

" Heaven knows how I've kept clear," he declared,

" but there isn't a thing against me. I sailed close

to the wind in Mexico. I'd have fought for them

against America if they'd really meant business,

but they didn't. I was too late for the Boer War

or I'd have been in that for a certainty. I went

through South Am:rica, but the little fighting I

did there doesn't amount to anything. After I came

back to the States I ran some close shaves, I admit,

but I kept clear of the law. Then I got in with

some Germans at Washington. They knew vvlio I

was, and they knew very well how I felt about Eng-

land. I did a few things for them— nothing risky.

They were keeping me for something big. That

came along, as you know. Tliey ofFered me the
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job of bringing these things to England, and I took

it on." „ f, y^av confessed, " you
« For an amateur C''^^^^^^^^^

^ professional

certainly ^'^ ^tl v >u fa rly b^at us'on the sea,

detective myself, but you ,
^^^^

,.

and you practically beat
"^^^'^^f^ ii,it,,.» Denis

.. There's nothing succeed. ^^^^'^^'^
J ; ^,„,^d

declared.
"

1 gambled
yj

jt /Im no on^^^^^

^^^

think of searching the <^»^

^^^Jj^^^^^ , ^^vial eve-

in .hich Gant and I «P-
^.f^^f,1 u\e. Then

self for some time.
. • „ Crawshay said

" There is just one
Jl"^^*

°";
^^ ^,^. It'

after a moment's pause, " which I d like

^^tS:^^^:::^'- his companion .i^ a

J>.^

smfle. He suddenly realised the purport of his

goring.
1 3 »'

"Well, what about her:* . ,

.. She seems to have followed yoa very qu.ek.J fro

Ncv York." j,„ father ai

.. Must you put ' '"'';''
o„„,^„ Sec,

brother /"= ™'»ff„d on he declaration of «

r Ud rhide SH: could scarcely stay th,

alone." . , , father to Chicag
« She might have gone with her father to

Crawshay observed. ^^^^ ,,

" You must remember that she, too,

* 4 «.,t » I am not at all sure that

Denis pointed out. i a"'
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wasn't a little homesick. By-thc-by, are you inter-

ested in her? "

" Since you ask me," Crawshay replied, " I am."
Sir Denis threw away his cigarette.

" I suppose," he said quietly, " if I tell you that

I am delighted to hear it, for your own sake as well

as hers—

"

" That's all I have been hanging about to hear,"

Crawshay interrupted, turning towards tlie castle,

" I suppose we shall meet again in London? "

" I think not. Thev talk about sending nie to

tlic Dublin Convention here. Until thev want me,

I don't think I shall move."

Crawshay looked around him. The prospect in

its way was beautiful, but save for a few bending
figures in the distant fields, there was no sign of any
human being.

" You won't be able to stand this for long," he

remarked. " You've lived too turbulent a life to

vegetate here."

Sir Denis laughed softly but with a new ring of

real hapj)iness.

" It's clear that you are not an Irishman !
" he

declared. " I've been away for over ten years. I

can just breathe this air, wander about on the beach
hero, walk on that moorland, watch the sea, poke
about amongst my old ruins, send for the priest

and talk to him, get my tenants together and liear

what they have to say — I can do these things,

Crawshay, and breathe the atmosphere of it all down
into my lungs and be content. It's just Ireland—
that's all.— You hurry back to your own bloated,

over-rich, smoke-disfigured, town-ruined country, and
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spend your money on restaurants and theatres if y

want to. You're welcome."

Sir Denis' words sounded convincing enough, b

his companion only smiled as he brought his c

out of a dilapidated coach-house, from amidst t

ruins of a score of carriages.

" All the same," he observed, as he leaned o\

and shook hands v.ith his host, " I should never

surpriseti to come across you in that smoke-di-f

urcd den of infamy! Look me up when you coi

won't you? "

" Certainly," Sir Denis promised, " And— i

regards to Nora !

"

Richard Beverley, after his first embrace, held

sister's hands for a moment and looked into her fa

" Why, Katharine," he exclaimed, " London's i

agreeing with you ! You look pale."

She laughed carelessly.

" It was the heat last month," she told him.

shall be all right now. How well you're lookin"

" I'm fine," he admitted. " It's a great life, Ka

arine. I'm kind of worried about you, though.'

"There is nothing whatever the matter with m

she assured him, " except that I want some wo

In a few days' time now I shall have it. I h

eighty nurses on the way from the hospital, w

doctors and dressers and a complete St. Agn^

outfit. They sailed yesterday, and I shall go aci

to Havre to meet them."

"Good for you!" Richard exclaimed. "S
Katharine, what about lunch?"

" You must be starving," she declared. " ^^



LS

•cs if you

»ugh, but

his car

nidst the

ncd over

never be

)ke-d

!

fig-

ou (• Dine,

,nd— my

', held his

I her face,

don's not

him. "I
looking!

"

ife, Kath-

lough."

with me,"

inie work.

. I have

)ital, with

. Agnes's

go across

Sav,

We'll

THE BOX WITH BROKEN SEALS 295

go down and have it. I feel better already, Dick.
I think I Muist have been lonely."

They went arm in arm down-stairs and lunched
cheerfully. Towards the end of the meal, h.- asked
the question which had been on his lips more than
once.

" Heard anything of Jocelvn Thew.''
"

" Not a word."

Richard sighed thouglitfully,

" What a waste
!

" he exclaimed. *' A man like

that ought to be doing great things. Katharine,
you ought to have seen tlieir faces when tiiey search J

me and found I was only carrying out a packet of
old love letters, and it dawned upon them that he'd

got away with the goods! I wonder if they ever
caugli t I )iin.

" Shouldn't we have heard of it.? " she asked.
" Not necessarily. If he'd been caught under cer-

tain circumstances, he might have been shot on sight

and we should never have heard a word. Not that
that's liki ly, of course," he went on, suddenly realis-

ing her i)alior. *' What a clumsy ass I am, Kath-
arine ! We should have heard of it one way or an-
other.— Do you see who's sitting over there in a
corner? "

Katharine looked across the room and shook her

liead.

" Tlie face of the man in khaki seems familiar," she

admitted.

" That's Crawshay, the fellow whom Jocelyn Thew
fooled. He was married last week to the girl with

him. Nora Sharey, her name was. She came from
New York."

mf'^
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"Thcv seen very happy," Katharine observed,

watcliini then, as they U>ft the room.

" rawshav's a ^ood fellow enough," her brother

remarked,
" and the girl's all right, although at one

*"
Hcrstopped short, but his sister's eyes were fixed

upon him enquiringly.

-At one time," he continued, "I used to th nk

that she was ma.l about Joeelyn Thew. Not that

ha made any difference so far as he -s concerned

He never seemed to find time or place m h.s life for

women. , , .u,-_ „..,

v

Thev finished their luncheon and mad. their «ay

up-sta rs once more to Katharine's s.tt.ng roonu

Rkhard stretched himself in any easy-cha.r and ht

a citrar with an air of huge content. ,,...„
"f am to be transferred when our first dn^.on

con.es across," he told lur.
';^]^] ^^^^;^ ^"^

.nander's going to make that all nght w.th the V\
.

O

W "ve had some grand flights lately, I can tell you,

^ tC:1 a knock at the door, a few moments

later. The waiter entered, bearing a card upon a

tray, which he handed to Kathanne. She read it

with a perplexed frown.

"Sir IXnis Cathley.-But I don't know of
^

an

one of that name," she declared, glancing up. An

vou sure that he wants to see me? '

. ^ .

^ « Perhaps I had better explain," a nu.et^ voice in

terposed from outside. " May 1 come in?

Katharine gave a little cry and Richard spran-

to hil feet. Sir Denis pushed past the waiter

For a moment Katharine had swayed upon her feet
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" I am so sorrv," lie said fnrnostly. *' PKhso

forgivi- rru'. Miss licvcrlrv, and do sit down. It whs

an absurd thing to ff)iTe niv way upon yon likr

tliis. Only, you sir," In: went on, as he helped htr

to a chair, " the circumstances wliich r.quirfd nV

use of a partially assume*! name have chan^jid. I

ought to have written you and explained. N;tfura!ly

>u thought I was dead, or at the other end of tlie

world."

Katharine smiled a little weakly. She wis h.uk

again in her chair, hut Sir Denis seemed to heve

forgotten to release her hand, whi'-h she made no

effort to with(iraw,

" It was perfectly ridiculous of me," she nuir

mured, "but I was just telling Dick — he is l)ack

again for another four days* leave and we were talk-

ing about you at luncheon time — that I wasn't

feeling very well, and your coming in like that was

quite a shock. I am absolutely all right now. Do
please sit down and explain," she begged, motioning

him to a chair.

The waiter had disap,jeared. Sir Denis shook

hands with Richard, who wheeled an easy-chair for-

ward for him. He sat down between them and com-

menced his explanation.

" You see," he went on, '* as a criminal I am really

rather a fraud. When I tell you that I am an Irish-

man —- perhaps you may have guessed it from my
name— and a rabid one. a Sinn Feiner, an<l that for

ten years I have lived with a sentence nrohahly of

death hanging over me, you will perluqts understand

my hatred of England and my somewliat morbid

demeanour generally."
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Katharine was speechless. Richard Beverley ir

dulged in a long whistle.

"So that's the explanation!" he exclaimet

" That was why you got mixed up with that Germa

crew, eh? "

" That," Sir Denis admitted, " was the reaso

for my attempted enterprise."

"Attempted?" Richard protested. "But yc

brought it off, didn't you? "

" The end of the affair was really curious," S

Denis explained. " I suppose, in a way, I did brir

it off. I caught the mail train from Euston th

night, got awav with the papers and took them whe

I always meant to — to my old home on the wc

coast of Ireland. There, whilst I was waitmg

keep an appointment with a German U-lwat, I foui

out what happens to a man who has sworn an oa

that he will never again look inside an English nev

paper, and been obstinate enougli to keep
1

word." -

"Sav, this is interesting!" Richard declared (

thusia^^tically.
" Why, of course, there have b<

great changes, haven't ther ' You Irish are goi

to have all that you want, after all."

" It looks like it," Sir Denis assented. " I ot

that my home was the rendezvous of a lot of

old associates, only instead of meeting undernei

trapdoors at the risk of their lives, they were mc

ing quite openly and without fear of molestati

From them I heard that the Government had gran

me, together with some others, a free pardon ms

months ago. I heard, too, of the coming Conv

tion and of the altered spirit in English politics.
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hc'ird of thes- things just in time, for the U-boat
was waiting outside in tln' bay."

" You didn't part with the stuff.'
'*

Ilicliard ex-

claimed eagerly.

Sir Denis shook his head.

" I burnt the papers npim my hearth," he told

them. " Crawfthay ran me to ground there, but his

coming wasn't necessary. A great deal beside?^ the

ashes ' f those documents went up in smoke that

night."

Richard Beverley had risen to liis feet and was

pacing up and down the room. He found some vent

for his ftelings by wringing his friend's hand.

" ir lis doesn't beat the band!" he exclaimed.
'• yiy head isn't strong enough to take it all in.

So Crawshay found you out? "

" He arrived," Sir Denis replied, " to find the

papers burning upon the hearth. As a matter of

fact, he took the ashes with him."

"He didn't arrest you, then, after all.' There

was no charge lui ie.'
"

" None whatever. He was perfectly satisfied. He
stayed until the next morning and we parted friends.

A few days ago I had his wedding cards. Vou
know whom he married.'

"

" Saw them togetlier down-stairs," Richard de-

clared. " I'm off' in a moment to see if I can get

hold of Crawshay and shake his hand.— So you're

Sir Denis Cathley, eh, and you've chucked that

other game altogellier.'
"

" Naturally," the otjier replied —" Sir Denis

Jocelyn Cathley. As a matter of fact, I am up in

town to arrange for some one else to take my place
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at the Convention. I am not much use as a maker

of laws. They've promised me a conmiission in the

Irish Guards. That will be settled in a few days.

Then I shall go back home to see what I can do

amongst mv tenantry, and afterwards — well," he

concluded, with a little gleam in his dark eyes, " they

promise me I shall go out with the first drafts of the

new battalion."

Riciiard gripped his friend's hand once again and

turned towards the door.

" It's great
! " he declared. " I must try and

catch Crawshay before he goes."

He hurried out. The door was closed. Sir Denis

turned at once towards Katharine. He rose to his

feet and leaned over her chair. His voice was not

quite so steady.
" So much that I had thought lost for ever," he

said, " has come back to me. So much that I had

never thought to realise in this world seems to be

coming true. Is it too late for me to ask for the

one greatest thing of all of the only person who

could count— who ever has counted.^ You know

so well, Katharine, that even as a soured and dis-

appointed man I loved you, and now it is just you,

and you only, who could give me— what I want in

life."

She laid her fingers upon his shoulders. Her eyes

shone as he drew her into his arms.

" I ought to keep you waiting such a long time,"

she murmured, " because I had to ask you first—
for your friendship, and you weren't very kind to

me.
' But I can't."

THE END



Iji'f ^;,P-_ ' _ Vi /- , "FV* '^' n:




