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Chapter 1.
TRAGEDY.
'l"m: one man was small and steut, b

g moustach
Mongolian” cast of featmres; the
wky, loose-limbed, hatehet-faced,
his hmn legs aumlr]\ui across the gangw
and his hands thrust deep into his '[::og“(ﬂ-
His smaller vis-a-ris ped his knces in his
hauds, entwining his short, plump ingers,
Iy out of ihe

window at the ¢ ing landscape.
The compartment contained one otber

As Mostyn stepped forward to

meet the girl, a shot rang out

from the half-spen doorway 33

and be staggered back with a B
bullet in his arm.

stillness that was something other
physical, a watchful silenc
an atmesphere of concealed
Yet none of its three occup
any Jdnterest in his
none spoke or wu’h
The big fellow lonng
vith drowsy u‘.\ the st
red out of the window,

stout man’s
eomiartably w ;
of the mpar;uut were shut,
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have opened the one at his elbow, but ke
made no effort to do so—merely sat there in
an uncomfortable attitude, clasping his
knees in his hands.

The big fellow appeared more at e
lonnging 1n his corner with hali-closed e
and legs astraddle. Yet one might alme:
have imagined that his air of indolence was
merely a pose; it became a little too negli-
gent and obtrusive—as if it might be cost-
ing him an effort.

Only the elderly man in the further
corner seemed serenely unconscious of him-
self and his fellows, his thoughts evidently
entirely absorbed in the printed page held
o closcly to his eyes. Yet the same page
kept him engrossed for many long moments;
he did not turn to the next. Perhaps some
abstruse proposition induced him to read
that same page over and over again.

Rumpity-rumpity-rump! Still that mono-
tonous chant continued its harsh rhythm!
And then suddenly it changed, became en-
gulfed in a enllen rnmble of thunder, us
swiftly the compartment was plunged in
impalpable darkness. The train had entered
a tnneel.

Moments  pa
moments that each seemed an P
measure of time in the obliterating dark-
ness of the carringe. Then, just as sud-
denly, the rumble of thunder vanished, gava
place again to that monotonous rumpity-
rumpity-rump! The compartment —was
flooded with light ence more.

dr

A LONG COMPLETE NOVEL

MYSTERY.

The abrupt exit into day appeared Lo have
res.

canght both men unaw In the brief
interval of darkness both made a move-
ment.  The stout man had unclasped his
hands; the big fellow sat bolt upright with

his legs crooked beneath him, one hand
thrust into his pocket, the other pressed
upon the seat—as if he had either just sat
down or 1 in the act of They
found themselves watching each other
i if in the darl s both had been
across to discover the other's

presence
Now for a brief

ce they did not shift
their g d eyeing each otler
with the tive inquiry. ihe
big fellow was the first to relax.

self-conscions smirk crossed his face,
le sat back in his seat,
he shot a glance to th

. His companion’s g

aint,
and

At the same time

was no longer absorbed in his book; it had
fallen to the floor with the pages all
crumpled. The man himself lay half-
g his

flung out with
slightly

i

deubled under

m, the other
nerveless fingers

s grey hair

dishevelled, :e white and passive,
resting half-turned upon the wupholstercd
seat. From the grey hair tl fringed his

hat

forehead a thin rea blood

trickling.

was
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those grind ! A note of mockery
seemed to have crept in upon their dis-
cordant chant.  As if they kne d
chuckled hideously at their stealthy sce
knew of the grim drama that the darkness
of the tummel had obliterated.

Still the eyes of the two men remained
viveted on that crumpled figure in  the
further corner.  The atmosphere of the
narrow compartment appeared insufferably
hot; streaks of perspiration glistensd on
the stout man’s face. His companion’s ex-
on was one of queer, strained intent.

ret--

resently the stout man shook himgelf and
glanced swiftly at his companion. The
movement broke the spell; the other also
turned, and their eves met. For a moment
ly at each other; then

ithdrew his hand
ping in his fingers an
b Deliberately, cautiously
hed along the seat and gently placed
the weapon in the limp hand of the pros
trate man.

The stout m icked Lis Ii he was
about to speak, w with a grind-
ing of brakes, the train began to~ slow

down

Both men sprang to their feet. The iz
fellow hastily lowered the window d
glanced out. A dense screen of trees crept
elose up to th way track; but there was
no station in sight.  Yet the train was
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#lopping—as if some sudden emergency had
caused the brakes to be applledg. What

other emergency than that the grim secret
of this first-class compartment had been
discovered.

The unspoken thought was in both men's
eyes, mingled with a glint of fear. Sud-
denly the big fellow grasped the bag on the
rack above, flung open the door, and leapt
out, He was gone—before even his com-
panion could grasp at his jacket, as he had
attempted to do.

He gripped the swaying door, threw an
apprehensive glance over his shoulder, hesi-
fated a moment, and then also hastily made

his escape. .
THE MISSING BODY.

i arLo, you're back again!” Moestyn
eaid. i

Cogan had not heard him enter
the room. He stopped the typewriter at an
1lﬁ|uﬁn|sahed word and rose abruptly to his
eet.

“Yes, I was just going,” he said bur-

viedly. “I've an appointment at the
Maubert at seven.”
“You've got exactly five minutes,”

Mostyn broke in. He stood with his heels
propped on the tiled hearth—so that the
flickering fire peeped between his long
straight legs—and glanced quizzically at
the younger man. “What’s the excite-
ment #” he asked.

Cogan’s face was a trifle flushed, his hair
uffied.  Hastily he gathered together the
typewritten sheets on the table and shook
them into some semblance of order.

“Can’t stop to talk, old man,” he an-
swered briefly. *“But it’s all typed out here
—just as it happened. The queerest thing
I've ever struck up against. It's a real
live story. If you feel like licking it into

shape do so. But Em’hshly I'll know more
when I come back. Can’t stop another
moment.” :

He was already at the door.

“Is there a wopan in it?” Mostyn
asked. .

“There is—dashed attractive woman,
too !

“Remember you've left a wife in Lon-
don I” Mostyn flung after him

He took out a cigarette, tapped it
thoughtfully on the easc and walked
leisurely across to the window. A drizzle

of rain was falling outside, the night was
dark and a trifle misty.

A black saloon car was standing by the
kerb below. As Cogan emerged the chauf-
feur leaned from his seat to accost him.
Cogan exchanged a brief word, then stepped
on to the running-board, pulled open the
door, and—

Swiftly Mostyn leaned forward, peering
down below with quickened interest. Cogan
was iuside the ear now—funny how he had
appeared suddenly, to draw back, then
precipitate himsell into the interior—and
the door swung violently shut. Was it
imagination? How queerly the vehicle
trembled; as if someone were tumbling
about inside. And the nearside window—
what the deuce—had Cogan put his elbow
through it?

Already Mostyn was across the room, had
flung open the door, was springing down
the narrow, winding stairs. As he dashed
into the street lie caught a glimpse of the
ear turning the corner. The next instant it
liad vanished,

No one was about; the narvow thorough-
fare appeared silent and deserted. For a
moment Mostyn stood glancing after the
vanished car, then his gaze went to the kerb
at his feet: Something glittered there; he
steoped and picked up a piece of broken
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glass. There was a number of other frag-
ments in the gutter.

S0 Cogan had put his elbow through the
window |

“The deuce” muttered Mostyn, and
abruptly turned on his heel.

He climbed the stairs to the flat on the

second floor and closed the daor. The half-
dozen typewritten folios lay on the table,

g

Kneeling on the cushions, the

girl peered through the peep-hole
and gasped In terror.

where Cogan had left them. Mostyn picked
them up and proceeded to read:
“DEAD MAN WHO VANISHED.”
Mystery of a French train.
By Syoxey Coaas,

(Paris representative of the “Morning
Telegram.”

The mysterious cireumstance which I am
about to relate occurred while I was return-
ing from a brief tour of the old battlefields
of the Somme.

Firstly, it must be explainedy that the
trains of the Nord Railway serving the
smaller towns of Northern France off the
main Paris route are somewhat ancient;
they have no corridors, but the first and
second-class compartments have two small
triangular windows like peep-holes fitted
into the partition wall just beneath the
rack, through which onc may peer into the
adjoining compartment if one so desires.

It was one of these first-class compart-
ments that I enfered at Dorbigny, and it
then contained four other occupants—one of
them a woman, whom I idly suppesed might
be the wife of the man sitting next to her.
At the moment of my entry, however, I
scarcely glanced at her. Later on the man,
whom I took to be her lusband, got out,
and as no word passed between them I then
concluded that the lady was travelling
alone, 2

It was soon after this that I took out my
pipe, and, in common politeness, turned to
the lady te ask her permission. She was
occupying the other corner seat. on the same
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side as I was sitting, so that T had not the
occasion to regard her before ! without
appearing rude. Now, as I turned to her
to put the guéstion, T found that she was
much younger than I had supposed and
exceedingly attractive.

This fact, however, did not account for
my sudden interest. It was rather because
of the fact that at the moment I had
addressed her she had started, positively
etarted, and had turned her head sharply,
regarding me with wide, apprehensive eyes.

Her agitation, however, was only
momentarily. She quickly recovered herself
and nodded a smiling assent to my request,
then turned her attention again to the
magazine on her knees, with an appearance
of cold reserve.

Bup I did-mot light my pipe. My
euriosity was aroused. That quick, appre-
hensive glance perplexed me. T was quite
certain that T had not been mistaken. For
a brief instant fear had shone in her eyes.
And then her whole attitude—I =ort of
sensed that she was all tense and strung-
up. Intuitively T felt that she was labour-
Ing under some deep mental distress.

Not that she was outwardly agitated. Her
demeanour was composed enough,  There
were two Frenchmen occupying the opposite
seat, who chatted together noisily all the
time and were apparently quite oblivious of
the fact that anything was amiss.

Oue little incident I remembered after-
wards. The lady suddenly rose from ber
seat—I say “suddenly " b ]
up in an impulsive fashi
for a moment trifiing with an attaché-case
on the rack above. I think she took ont a
magazine and replaced the one she had been
reading. It was later, however, "that I
appreciated the significance of Ler action.

We were then, I think, some little dis-
tance beyond a place called Brieux, and the
two Frenchmen were still chattering noisily
when the train suddenly entered a tumnel,
plunging the compartment in darkmess.

The tunnel is quite a short one—probably
it does not take much more than a minute
to pass through—but in the darkness it
appeared longer. At all events, while we
sat there, quite invisible to each other, T
had  an  eerie feeling that something
dramatic was ahout to happen. The two
loguacious Frenchmen had stopped talking,
and there was a queer stillness, in spite of
the din of the train in the funnel. Then
we were through, and out into the daylight
again.

The two Frenchmen immediately con-
tinued their conversation—and at that
moment the lady rose from her seat, with
that same qui impulsive movement, to
reach to the attaché-case on the rack above,
For a moment she knelt on the cushions
as though to ease down the case, then sud-
denly she uttered a smothered cry and
swayed back with blanched face—just as T
sprang to my feet and caught her in my
arms.

This caused some commotion} the two
Frenchmen at once hecame flutteringly
solicitous and excitedly offered their advice
and assistance. But a gueer suspicion had
flashed upon my mind. At the very moment
that the girl had reached for her attaché-
case T had happened to take a quick glance
at her from out the corner of my eye. And
I felt certain that she had deliberately
peered through the small triangular window
above the seat that gave a view info the
adjoining compartment,

What had she scen to have caused her
sudden, uncontrollable agitation?  This
question was uppermost in my mind, and T
took the opportunity to satisfy my curiosity.
Even as she swayed into my arms I craned
my neck to take a swiit glance through the
little window. It was only a momentary
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glimpse, but T saw quite e
my most sinister suspicions

Tn the opposite corner of the adjoining
compartment a man was lying half-huddled
upon the seat, with one arm doubled beneath
him and the other flung out with his fingers
all gueer and siiff 5 face T saw quite
clearly ; it was pressed sideways against the
seat, and there was a thin trickle of hlood
oozing from his forehead. His spectacles
were lying on the seat. He appeared to he
a man, of about sixty.

So much T saw during that momentary
glance. But no serap of doubt entered my
mind—he was dead, I felt certain—he had
been shot. Prompted by this convietion—
that & grim crime had heen enacted in the
adjoining compartment—T snatched instine-
tively at the alarm bell.

All this occupied the space of a few brief
seconds. The girl had swooned away, and
my attention was engaged with her for the
next few moments. 1 laid her gently on the
seat and—aided by the two Frenchmen—
tried to bring her round. We rather got
in each other's way, however, and our
clumsy efforts were not very successful—
when the train eame to a stop. :

The guard immediately came runuing
along and, attracted hy the eries of the two
Frenchmen, clambered into our compart.
ment. Following him closely erowded other
passengers of the train, curious to know the
reason of this unexpected diversion, so that
we were quickly the centre of an excited,
gestienlating, chattering throng.

Mustering up my best French, T shouted
in the guard’s ear that a man had been
ghot in the next compartment, and, forcibly
elbowing my way through the crowd, I
clambered along the foothoard, flung open
the adjacent door and precipitated myself
inside.

Mo my asionishment tii eompartment was
empty. Never had T felt so blankly dumb-
founded in all my life—never before ex-
perienced such a feeling of stark, stupid
mystification. A blow of a feather would
have stunned me as I stood there staring
around with incredulous eyes. There was
1 of a dead man—or even of a live
The compariment was unoccupied.

Jmm my first shock of sur-
prise, T refused to believe the evidence of
my senses, and began—rather stupidly—
looking under the seats and pulling up the
cushions. The guard and several of the
passengers had followed me into the com-
partment, and they also poked about, as if
they were searching for hidden treasure.

I tried to explain that only a few brief
moments before there had been a dead man
lying on the seat, but they appeared to
think that I was playing a jeke on them.
In fact, the guard presently became guite
crusty and, before departing, treated me
to a perfect torrent of indignation, even
threateni to prosecute me for laving
pulled the alarm-bell without sufficient
justification, The others quickly followed
him, leaving me to solve the problem as
best T could.

I hegan prodding about again, refusing
yet to believe that the compartment was
uncecupied, even though the fact was quite
ohvious lo a blind man. And presently I
made a significant discovery. Just below
the window-ledge where the dead man had
been huddled I found a small, round punc-
ture. It had been made by a bullet; in
fact, the Lullet was still embedded in the
wood. I was attempting to probe it out
with my knife when the engine gave a
sereech and the train began to move on
again. Not wishing to be separated from
my baggage, I made a quick exit and clam-
hered back inte my own compartment next
door, .

There I found the two Frenchmen lightly

one.
TRecovering
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discussing the recent disturbance, but te
my surprise the lady who had been the
cause of all the commotion was no longer
%ﬂl’[‘h[’]lt, In answer to my inquiry, my
ellow-travellers explained that she had re-
moved to another compartment higher up;
that a friend of hers, a gentleman, hap-
pened to be travelling on the t
on recognising him she had quickly re-
covered irom ler indispesition, and that he
had taken charge of her.

My two fellow-travellers made mno
reference {o the mysterious circumstance
that was uppermest in my mind; they had
remained belind in the confusion, and were
evidently unaware of our search of the
adjacent compartment.  Obviously they
understood that the girl’s sudden fainting
fit was tesponsible for my pulling the
alarm-bell and stopping the train.  And
although I was prompted to do so, on
second thoughts T did not enlighten them
further. To tell the truth, at that moment
I was entertaining grave doubts as to the
evidence of my own scnses.

The more T pondered the matter, how-
ever, the more I became convineed that T
Iind not been dreaming. This girl had
been apprelensive of something queer hap-
pening in the next compartment; she had
peered through after the train had passed

n; that’
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encountered her and her companion on the
platform of the Gare du Nord. He was a
man of about fifty-five, I should think,
clean-shav figire, but his
hat was eyes, su that
I only caught a glimpse of his face. The
irl’s hand was shipped under his arm in an
intimate fashion.

She looked straight at me and through
me, betraying not the slightest sign of
recognition, But I was determined not to
be put off so easily, and as we pressed
through the barrier I took the opportunity
of slipping my card into her hand.

Even then she made no sign, but I felt
that there was a secret understanding
between us. I watched them go off in a
cab, and having decid— :

BLUFF! .
ooaN's narrative ended here abruptly
C at the unfinished word, but for a
moment Mostyn did not lift his eyes
from the page. Subduedly he seemed to
hear from far-away Flect Street the muffled
ramble of machinery, of giant rotary
presses greedily running off the day's news
“—which, in a few hours’ time, would be
just as greedily deveured by a million
readers.
It was a good story—fact or fiction, it

o ==
One of the three oceupants in the next compartment lay sprawled across the
seat, his face white, and an ominous stain spreading In his grey hair.

the tunnel, had seen that dead man lyin
huddled in the corner, and had fainte
away at the sight. So I was convineed—
and the evidence of that bullet embedded in
the wood clinched the matter.

But this convietion only increased wmy
perplexity. If a dead man had actually
been there, how in the name of reason had
he Been spirited away in those few hrief
moments without leaving a trace belind of
his presence? Even if hie had been merely
wounded, his disappearance was mno less
unaceountable, for Hu' could not have fallen
out on to the line without the facts being
discovered—and, furthermore, when I had
entered the compartment I had found both
doors shut.

Tn any case, the circumstance itself was
sufficiently intriguing, quite apart from the
baffling faet of his disappearance, and the
mysterious event continued to oceupy my
thoughts until we arrived at Arras

There T endeavoured to obtain a further
glimpse of the woman and her companien,
but I failed to do se in the few moments
at my disposal, and hurriedly hoartled the
Paris express,

On reachi P owever, T made the
discovery that the girl had also travelled
by the same train. Quite unexpectedly I

did not matter either way. And that
muffled rumble of machinery whose mur-
mur was ever in Mostyn's ears—hungry for
just such a story as this, ready in o moment
to presy 1t into print, to scatter it broad-
cast up and down the land. Mostyn had
only to make the decision.

Instead, he turned to the bureau in the
corner, unlocked the drawer and placed the
manuseript inside. As he was ‘about to
shut the drawer again he noticed the little
weapon lying there. He slipped it into his
pocket with a faint smile, locked the drawer
and, lifting the telephone receiver, askell
for the car. Putting on his hat and over-
coat, Mostyn went from the room.

The double-six Daimler was just drawing
up to the kerk when he came out inte the
street

“ Hotel Maubert,
climbed in.

The car turned the corner, turned again,
and came out on the Grands Boulevards—
teeming with life, throbbing with motion,
the quick, electric pulse of human effort
and activity—crossed the Place de I'Opera,
and in a few moments drew up outside the
Hotel Maubert. The half-hour was just
striking.

It was quieter here, although within a

Loftic,” he said, and
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stone's-throw of the beating heart of Paris.s
Mostyn alighted and entered the hotel.
His manner betrayed no hesitation.

“Is there a message for Syduey Cogan?”
he asked at the reception-office. “1'm
afraid I'm a little late—"

It worked better than Mostyn had
anticipated. At the least he had been pre-
pared for further Emr!sy, with the proba-

ility then of drawing a blank.

“The lady couldn’t wait, m'sienr,” said
the reception-clerk, casually reaching to
one of the pigeon-holes. “She left a note.”

Mostyn took - the missive and, without
turning away, proceeded unhurriedly to
open 1. The envelope bore ounly the in-
scription, “Monsieur Sydney Cogan,” in a
thin, feminine handwriting. Inside was a
folded half-sheet of the hotel netepaper.
On it in that same feminine hand was
written:  “I- have gony to the Chatean
d’Ysotte, near Corville.” That was all.

Suddenly  Mostyn  turped—abrupily,
chrelessly—so earelessiy that he trod on the
foat of a short, stout man who chanced at
that moment to be in his very near vicinity.
Mostyn trod heavily, too—more heavily
than the accident necessitated. The stout
man squealed with pain. -

Profusely Mostyn apo but  his
victim only glowered vindictivi Mostyn
bowed and lit a cigarette, then strolled
leisurely across to the writing-table on the
further gide.

There was & wall-mirror just above,
Mostyn, without appearing to look—saw
the little stout man standing there watch-
ing him with vengeful, suspicious eyes, He
sat down at the table, took a sheet of note-
paper from the rack and tore it in half, his
broad back concealing his movements from
prying. eyes.

“Come at once to Doctor Bourillier, 14,
Boulevard Suisse, Geéhtilly,» he wraote, so
slowly and laboriously that he might never
have held a pen before. He tried again,

The door opened silently, and a hand
reached stealthily for the switch.

and a third time, then gave a brief nod of

satisfaction. It was a quite fair forgery of
that thin feminine handwriting. He folded
the half-sheet, slipped it into the torn
envelope addressed to Sydney Cogan, and
pushed back lis ehair.

Mostyn’s back no longer concealed his
movements. Casually he took the missive
from the envelope, glanced at it medita-
tively, faintly shrugged his shoulders and,
crumpling both envelope and missive in Tis
hand, tossed them into the fire burning
close by. Apparently his aim was bad, for
the crumpled ball of paper fell just ghort,
and rolled in the tiled hearth.
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Not -that Mostyn noticed it, however;
already he had turned towards the cloak-
room on the left, removing his overcoat as
he went. He pushed open the door and it
swung shut behind him—but not quite shut,
for the compressed air shock absorber stayed
Mostyn had slipped to one side, straighten-
ing himself agamst the wall and holding
the door with the toe of his shoe, so that
it remained scarcely an inch ajar.

He could see out into the entrance hall,
across to the mirror on the right-hand wall,
in which the fireplace was clearly reflected.
Almost at the same moment the little stout
man came into the picture, making a bee-
line for the fireplace. Mostyn watched him
pause in front of it, take eut a cigarette,
remove a spill from the vase on the mantel-
shelf, stoop down, thrust the spill into the
fire, and light the cigarctte. Then he
straightened himself, crossed the hall with
ill-concealed haste towards the entrance
doors and vanished. So had the crumpled
ball of paper that Mostyn had thrown in the
hearth a few brief moments before.

Mostyn smiled dryly and emerged from his

iding-place. He also crossed the hall to-
wards the exit, but did not hurry his steps.

" Loftie saw him coming and started the

engine with a pressure of lis finger. He
glided off as Mostyn dropped comfortably
into his seat, turning his head for further
instructions. &

“Poctor  Bourilli Boulevard Suisse,
TUrgent case, Loftie id Mostyn hriefly,
with his lips to the tube.

Loftic nodded and applied himself to his
job. He asked no questions, as he had asked
none ten years and more ago, when he had
been driving the self-same master along the
potk-marked roads of Flanders.

A quarter of an hour, twenty minutes,
perhaps a trifle more, and the car drew up
abruptly outside a large house lying back
off the road. There was a brass plate on the
door-post  bearing the inscription “In-
firmidre,” and underneath *Docteur Clande
Bourillier.”

Mostyn got out.

“Just pull up a little further along on
the other side, Loftie,” he said as an after.
thought, and turncd into the gale.

A red electric bulb elowed over the porch,
casting its Tuddy light on the gleaming
trass of the knocker, the bell-push and the
mouth of the speaking-inbe—and on the
Lrass buttons of the discrect manservant
who apened the door to Mostyn.

“Doctar at home, Jean?” he asked.

The doctor himself answered—emerging
at that moment from a room on the right
of the hall.

“The voice of Mostyn—mais, oui, I am
en!” le cried, with a note of

cordiality.

“QOuly staying a moment,” Mostyy mildly
expostulited, as Jean's deft fingers pro-
ceeded to relieve him of his overcoat. But
Jean would not be denied. Mostyn yielded;
he had the feeling that if he did not escape
from Jean’s attentions he might be let in
for a disinfectant bath.

“Wouldn't pass without dropping
you, doctor,” he explained, as the latter
ushered him into the room on the right.
“Going on to Corville and thought T'd look
in to pay my respects.”

The door closed and Mostyn dropped his
voice confidentially.

“Tisten, Bourillier,” he said, “‘you may
shortly have u visitor whose identity is
quite unknown to me and whose visit is con-
cerned with a lady whose identity is equally
quite wnknown to me. T don’t know—but
he may suspect that she is staying under
your Hospitable room. Well, let him think
so0—keep him thinking and guessing—and

in on
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get all you can out of him. A game of
bluff, you understand? If you play it as
skilfully as you do a hand of bridge youw'll
be doing me a great service.”

“Anything you've omitted?” Bourillicr
asked mnemotionally.

*Only that he will probably be a short,
stout man with a somewhat Oriental cast of
features and a drooping dark moustache.
On the other hand, he may not-—he may
send an accomplice, Also I am not certain
that the object of his inquiries will be a
woman—it may be a man whom he is after.
That’s for you to discover.”

“You're getling quite explicit,” Hourillier
observed. “Anything more?”

“Only that—>"

Mostyn paused as a knock sounded on the
door. It opened discreetly, disclosing Jean's
stolid face.

“A M’sien Duval {o see you by appoint-
ment,” he announced. “Says it's very
urgent.”

“'What is?" Bourillier asked.

“His business is, m’sien, I take it.

He

" did not explain.”

“T don’t recollect the appointment, Pierre.
Tell him T shan't keep him many moments.”

Moneieur Duval, however, apparently did
not wish to be kept even one moment. Also
he was a very pushiul gentleman, for he
pushed past Jean and entered uninvited.

“You must excuse me, doctor,” he hegan,
speaking French with a faint accent.

“T will not,” said Bourillier firmly; and
a queer little pause followed. Fven as he
spoke he had recognised his visitor from the
brief description Mostyn had given, while
at the same moment the intruder had become
aware of Mostyn’s presence.

The latter nodded amiably. Something
like a snarl appeared momentarily beneath
Monsieur Duval's drooping moustatche.

“ ANl right, Jean,” Bourillier motioned.

M. Duval made a quick movement, as if
to retreat, but Jean had already closed the
door,

“Take a seat,” the doctor invited.

Duval relaxed, but declined the proffered
chair. He was watching Mostyn with
stealthy, cat-like vigilance. .

“There is no need to be seated, doctar,”
he said.  “But I see you are engaged.
ask your pardon. The matter was of some
urgency.”

“Let us hear all about it,” suggested
Bourillier pleasantly.

Duval hesitated, still watching Mostyn
cut of the corner .of his eye.

“Don’t let me intrude,” Mostyn said,
making o movement towards the door,

¥ no,” eried Duval somewhat strid-
ently; “there is no occasion, monsieur, My
business will only take a moment.”

Mostyn had not pavsed; he badly wanted
to get to the door—between the door and
the strange intrader.  He achieved his
purpose; it required only a few steps. Yet
those few steps verged close on a erisis; he
sensed at each step that the other man was
only just holding back from making a
tigerish spring at him.

He reached the door and turned with his
back to if.

“Of course, if you insist,” he said.

“I tell you my business will take only a
moment,” the other reiterated, addressing
himself to Mostyn rather than the doctor.

“Then the moment is at your disposal,”
said Bourillier drily.

“Tt is a matter of some urgency,” Duval
proceeded to explain. “Had it not been so
urgent, T would not have intruded. I have
gaid it, and I ask-your pardon.”

e was playing for time, Mostyn thought,
and rapidly sized up the possibilities of this -
curious encounter,

w
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“Well, I am listening,”

case  you
been an
ent—a sma

ither Mostyn nor
handle of the
turn.
—the car came into the other
car. It was a very bad collision.”
The door moved—crept furtively ajar
Still neith tyn nor the docfor saw.

“And my il was hurt—he was hut

ne moment

starting into
e warn-
the room
arted for-
iim  between

u-tn (i n]n :
ward a violent blow ¢
the shoulders, sending him s
kuees. He grabbed at D
the t £ , but it slipped through

i  Tie could recover himself
slammed violently, while Bourillier
v the confusion by tripping over his
friend’s long legs.

They wasted a precious moment in extri-
cating themselves. The street door slammed
as Al both clutched excitedly at the
Landle of the door of the room. Mostyn
tore it open and darted across the hall, fol-
lowed closely by the breathless doctor.

“The bottom one,” Bourillier gasped, as
Mostyn fumbled with the two locks; and
again a precious moment was wasted.

Mostyn took the flight of steps at a leap,
and sped down the ])1tI| to the front gate.

“Got away !" he snapped a moment later,
as the doctor joined him, “No use attempt-
ing to follow.”

He chuckled softly and slipped his hand
in Bourillier's arm.

“Puffed, old friend 2 he muftered.
out of form, ¢h? Come on inside”

The doctor said nothing, only breathed a
little noisily.

A startled nurse was standing at the head
of the stairs when they re-entered the hall.
Another poked ler Liead over the banisters

“\TV coat,” said Mostyn ~.1mmlv it had
vanished from the peg on which Pierre had
hung it a brief vrlnh before.

“Bit

Bourillier glanced at the vacant peg and
then sw J]mmﬂ
“Where's Jean?” le asked, and cried
sharply: “Jeau, Jean'!”
Tean meither replied mor made his
appearance
in Bouvillier shouted his name, Then

e heavy
of the door

h‘- “attention was attracted
plush curtain that hung in fro
of the ante-roam.

. He crossed with guick simw and dragged
aside. Jean was lying huddled in the
Dehind, with his 1u‘:|<] '\mi shoulders
sped in Mastyn's ove the emply
« tied tightly across hi |:~5L

THE SILENT CHATEAU.
wietLy Bonrillier unloosened his hapless
S manservant, putting a supperting arm
bout lis shoulders, Jean's face was
nd his licad lolled sideways in a
ashion
muttered Mostyn with a grim
tightening nk his lips.
rillier said,
¢ Bm-'n d over
. T think.

after a moment’s
the head.  Soon
Nurse, just give

pull ¥
me a lian
They carried the wnconscions man into the
adjoining room, where capable hands were
quickly attending to him.
The doctor joi ined Mostyn mmulc in the
hall. The latter was lo r his overcont

Mostyn peered

at the hour of midnight.

through

by the collar,
cach pocket

reliing cagerly

"Leht anything ¥
]lwv ve got it

Bourillier
the rasc
and his f s
letter,
—hut it was mest important.
to have left it in this coat.
H.~ slipped it on with an air of drcmun
“Round number one,” ‘now for
round number two.
now, old frie

Stupid of me

good st
re you off to?”
Chatean d'Ysotte,

re

“The Carville.

You know it?"
“Yaguely.

near

Stands off the road about a

mile beyond the town, if I remember
rightly

“Thanks; T'll find it. Good-bye for the
present.

Mostyn wrung the other’s hand and went
down the steps with a langh.

A little distance along the road Loftie was
waiting by the car.

“ Anything to veport®”

Mostyn asked

Toftie looked a trifle mlzﬂ?d A
said.
go—the

he

“Don’t quite get you, sir,”
L we

“All - right oftie Off

Chatean d'Ysotte's our next addres
a mile beyond Corville.  And, Lo
time it’s really neck or not\\‘m:, Clot ‘me?”
“Nuff said, sir!” muttered Loftie.
The car got into her stride in less than
twenty ya Loftie plainly understood
hat was reguired of him. At double that
ance she v travelling—when
ang went the 1 side tyre

¢
Tt took all Loftie's skill to keep her to
the road. He pulled her into the kerb,
muttering 2]l the imprecations hie had ever
learned in his sol days. Mostyn
jumped out with v shut mouth; he
ugh he exercised greater

fngs,

a5

cautiously through the
entrance of the mysterious Chateau d’Ysotte,
where the grim tragEdy was to be enacted
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Loftie had run round to the punctured
tyre and was feeling swiftly with his fingers

“Darn me eyes " he muttered, suddenly
peering clese. There was a clean cut quite
three inches long in the rubber below the
studded tread. The tube was protruding
through. 1t must have heen swelling out
in a blister when the car had started off a
moment hefore.

“Slashed with a knife,”
Mostyn, and clenched his hands,
first time he felt rattled.

Loftie stared blankly, and nudﬂullv in-
dulged in unprintable language

“The crafty devil!” he. (uul becoming
intelligible. “It must have heen him. 1
gaw him creeping off across the road. I
wondered what his game was—it was just
i;[-lmv you came back, siv—but T didn’t

commented
For the

th
o use thinking now, Loftie. Get a
move on, The spare wheel -quick ”
Loftie ang  to it.  Together they
effected a al]i‘l‘l' exchange. T!ul '\[uehn
_ Rarel

in, the road melting
Dbeneath the bonnet of the car

Toftie spoke without turning head
“Is (Im[ hat you meant Lie said.

“when you asked if T'd An;gln.n: to report ¥

“Something like that, Toftie.”

“Sorry, sir; wow't catch me mnapping
again,” Loftic muttered apologetically.

The drizzle of vain had ceased. The wet
road dissolved into a wall of darkuess that
A ever begond the glare of the headlamps.

The engine sung like a spinning top, to the
i accompaniment  of the
spinui Toftie was doing his best:
to make some atonement.
beyond the sleepy town of
d o signpost sianding &
and some little distance

They apt‘J ummrd
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further on a high wall almest concealed
by trees and ereepers

“Blow down, Loftie,” Mostyn said, and a
moment later : “This'Il do. Pull up off the
road.”

Loftie cbeyed, running the car ou to the

ass at the side and switching off the
lights. It was concealed here, except from
the most enquiring oyes, by a thick coppice
of trees.

“Just going to make a call at the chatean
Lere, Loftie,” Mostyn explamed. “May not
he long. But a spanmer’s somctimes &
handy weapon—you know what I mean,
Don't want auother puncture to-night,
eh?”

“I'd like ‘em to try, siv * Loftie breathed

earnestly, opening the tool-bos.

Mostyn grunted and, leaving him without
further remark, went quickly back along
the Toad to the two irén entrance-gates sel
in the boundary wall. They were flung
cpen, and just inside was the concierge’s

. lodge; it was in darkness, and appeared to
have been uneccupied for some covsiderable
time.

The chatean itself was just visible from
ihe road; it lay well back in a wooded
estate, and was approached by a eurving
avenue of elms. Mostyn procezded up it,
keeping to the turf at the side, where his
feet made no sound. Instinetively he had
become  cautious; there was an air of
neglect and abandon about kis surround-
ings, and the profound darkicss thrown by
the avenue of trees added a touch of
mystery.

The chateau came in view as he reached
a bend in the drive, looming up vagune and
uncertain in the darkness. It was a quite
imposing mansion, but that same air of
neglect hung about it. No glimmer of
light showed in any of the windows, and
as Mostyn drew near he saw that on the
ground floor ithey were all shuttered.

He paused about a stene’s-throw from
the front pereh, still keeping in the shadow
of the trees. The place was wrapped in
silence; no sound came to his ears to
suggest the presence of a living creature.

Something, however, was Iying in the
circular roadway about midway between the
porch and where Mostyn stood—a vague,
indistinet, almost shapeless thing. For a
long moment Mostyn’s eyes were riveted on
it, but it did not move.

Stealthily he approached and stooped
da It ‘was a dog lying there—a great
wo“l‘ﬁu')m\d. The creature’s head had heen
shatlered, evidently by a shot at close
range, and the body was still warm:

Mostyn straightened himsclf and stepped
back into the shadow of the trees. And
agnin  his gaze roved over the silent
chateau, searching for a key to the enigma.
Some queer drama had been enacted here,
and within a very brief space of time.

Yet the mansion’s grim exterior gave not
a whisper of a clue to the shrouded secret
that its walls concealed; it remained
wrapped in an air of mysterious solitude.

Mostyn decided to reconnoitre the back,
and proceeded cantiously to move towards
the right wing. The detour fook him past
some stables and outhouses which wore
the same deserfed appearance.  They
apparently had fallen into disuse for many
a long day.

The rear of the chateau was soon dis-
closed. At the first swift glance it seemed
to him that its appearance was no more
encouraging than the front. That same air
of forbidding gloom brooded over it.

But as Mostyn looked searchingly, his
attention was attracted to the casement
doors that opened on to a low terrace
running the length of the left wing as far
as the flight of steps that gave access to
the main doors, From these casement doors
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he was almost persuaded
1i%][\t Was creeping.

e approached, darting swiftly forward
on his toes, and stooping low. Cautiously
he raised his head above the terrace. The
casement doors were new only a few feet
directly in front of him. The shutters were
closed behind them, but they did not reach
to the fanlight above, across which two
heavy curtains were drawn, meeting in the
middle to within an inch. Tt was from th
narrow chink that the light was ereeping.

For a moment Mostyn listened, hut he
heard no sonnd. Lightly he climbed on fo
the terrace and crossed it. With his ear
pressed against the crevice of the doors.
he fancied he heard a man speak from
within, but silence followed the brief,
unintelligible statement.

Mostyn reached up, gripped the wooden
crosshead and raised himself. The chin
between the curtains gave him a glimpse
into the rcom hehind—a lofty, rambling
apartment that the massive pedestal oil-
lamp, hung with a large parchment shade,
only insufficiently illuminated. -

But its light was enough to reveal fa

Mostyn the queer little scenc that was
being enacted. The central -character of

this strange drama was a gaunt old man
with snow-white hair, who was minus his
eoat and collar. His face was ashen and
he was securely bound, while his arms were
stretched out on either side of him by
cords knotted to his thin, hony wrists. His
hands wriggled frantically, clenched and
unclenched with spasmodic impotence, as
they slowly roasted in the flame of the two
burning tapers that were placed diréetly
beneath cach.

Two other characters look part in this
little drama, both appurently being con-
tent to play the réle of impassive spectators
of the old man's agony. The one was a big
fellow who remained only partly visible;
the other was—Monsieur Duval.

S0 much Mostyn saw at a ewift glance.
Experiencing a queer tingling of his blood,
he dropped to the terrace, drew bhack,
lurched his shonlders and hurled himself
forward, summoning up every ounce of
strength and weight., The casement doors
flew open with a shattering of wood, the
shutters behind momentarily
hurst inward, precipitating
the room.

He sent one of the tapers spinning with
a kick of his foot while he staggered im-
petuously forward, fell on his knees, and
managed somehow to extinguish the other
one.

Startled ejaculations had greeted his
unexpected entry. Violent hands were laid
on him as le attempted fo rise. Mostyn
thrilled to their grasp with strange excite-
ment ; never before had he felt that fierce,
passionate instinet to kill. e gripped the
big fellow by the head, reaching up as he
crouched there, -and threw him violently so
that he turned a somersault, then sprang to
his feet to close with the other man.

Monsieur Duval, however, preferred not
to come to handgrips. He fired from his
hip, turned, and fled through the open
doors. Something seared Mostyn's arm like
a scorching needle, but he was scarcely
aware of it. He darted in pursuit, caught
a glimpse of a fleeing figure vanishing to
the left, and took up the chase.

Rounding the left wing of the house, he
again glimpsed his quarry plunging into
the thicket of trees. Mostyn redoubled his
efforts; he very badly wanted to overtaks
the élusive Monsieur Duval. For a few
moments he heard the man crashing
through the wundergrowth just ahead, then
the sounds-suddenly ceased.

A moment later Mostyn came out into a
narrow track running right and left. There
he pansed, glancing swiftly about him; but

Mostyn  into

‘he had made suc

resisted, then -
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that a gleam of it was too dark to determine which way his

quarry had gene. Realising that further
pursuit was futile, he turned and proceeded
to grope his way back, breathing beavily
from lus exertions,

As he came in view of the chatean, how-
ever, he saw a vague figure furlively slip
behind a tree almost in his immediate path.
Mostyn was upon him in a moment, had
ripped him by the throat and was shaking
him savagely

The helpléss man struggled impotently,
gasped and spluttered, choking out unin-
i

telligible expostulations. Suddenly Mostyn
released his grip, peering close, and grasp-
ing the half-strangled man’s coat collar
to support Lim.

“You, Bourillier!” le muticred,
chuckled a little queerly.

and

MYSTERY HOUSE.
ity RE doctor could not
T speak; he had
great difficulty in
finding lis breath.
And Mostyn at that
moment could not find
words adequately to
- express his  emotions
He chuckled again and,
with his arm abonut
Bourillfer’s  shoulders,
proceeded towards the chateaun. .
On the terrace they both paused and faced
each other, .
“I followed you,” Bourillier muttered un-
steadily. “T couldn’t resist being present

“at the second round.”

“You were -nearly counted out, old
friend,” Mostyn said grimly. “But there's
a queer kettle of fish here. Come and see.
We'll talk afterwards.” .

He cast a searching glance about him as
he turned to the u]l';cn casements, from which

a frantie exit a short
while hefore. But there was no sign of the
big fellow, whom ke had handled with such
violence in that first fierce moment of en-
conuter, Apparently he had also made good
his  escape—not  without some physical
souvenir .of the occasion, Mostyn fervently
hoped. ¢

He stepped into the room with the doctor
close behind him, and found himself eon-
fronted by the strange old man, whom he
had left sccurely bound, He had.freed
himself in the interval and was now stand-
ing with his scorched hands held out help-
lessly in front of him, facing the open doors,
as if he were patiently awaiting a renewal
of the mysterious attack that had been so
dramatically interrupted,

His head was thrust a litile forward, but
he made no movement at Mostyn's entry,
nor did he shift the qu intent gaze of
his almost colourless ey His attitude was
that of one strai his cars to catch the
slightest sound-it struck Mostyn as being
remarkably odd.

S0 also did the fact that-he had succeeded
in freeing himself of his bonds. A cut piece
of cord hung from the leg of the massive
mahogany table, and a similar piece from
the bar of the firegrate. By means of these
cords his wrists had been secured, stretch-
ing his arms wide apart. He had been
trussed up so as to render him absolufely
lelpless. Even a young and vigorous man
might have experienced considerable diffi-
culty in extricating himself from such a
predicament.  Then how had this feeble old
man managed to free himself in so short a
space of time—handicapped as hie was by his
hlistered hands?

There conld be only one explanation—some
other person had come to his assistance.

“Who else is here?” Mostyn asked.

The old man made no reply, did not even
shift  his  steadfast waze—only thrust

1
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more, stretching  “Right; I'll feteh Lim,” said the doctor,  “I know nothing about that, m'sieu.”
strich. Mostyn turned to eld Alphonse again. “Very likely not. But it is very urgent

he said, “of the that I should see mademoiselle. Tell me
Here is my where she is?”

pproached and de- T am George M
: rﬂv- wved his l'mu in front of the old London  Morning

card. There—I've stuck it in your pocket, “1 can tell yon no more than I have,
" he said sharply. my friend. Conveymy compliments to your m'sien.” .
“And dmf too, I fancy, ostyn mut- mistress. I will wait here.” "B.:Ex T can see t that you are determined

shouted in But the old man did net move.
“There is no one here but myself, m'sien,” \iu‘atvu gave 1t up. Te felt hoarse
are your friends; he reiterated. throngh shouting. But there was no getting

tered. He mm-d his voice
Ilw old man’s ear.
“Can you hear me—w

h.uc uo fear! Who are you?” ”Thm\ where is your mast past this old man’s wooden obst W h.lt
he old man jerked back his head, facing “T have not seen him, m was the nature of this sirange secret that
bis questioner: “You would not see him—naturally— he was resolved so jealonsly to guard?
* Alphonse said in a rasping voice.  since you are blind. W your master ? Bourillier returned a moment later with
is sight were fixed so stead-  “T don't know, m'siew. lint and a phial of oil. Old Alphonse euh-
fastly on M ce that the latter felt “You mean, he has gone? He was here mitted weakly to his
queerly d]\comm'w} this evening- short while ago?” stood silently by, his brows knitted d]nlwlt
Den't be af L." he shouted again; fully.

“Listen to me, Alphonse,”
he said, when at length the
doctor had finished; “I think
the police would be interested
to make a search of this

an. What do you say t

“we are b Are you the

cha
Hl.

“It is for m'sien to say.” If
Mostyn expected old Alphonse
to show any sign of .m\u'y Le
was d.mppnm!eﬂ
s for you to say.”
I don't under

“Then I will put it plainer
Either T call in the police, or
you will \mhmt(m\\“ show me
over the chatean.”

Old Alphonse nodded with-
out Desitation and turned to
the door. They followed him
:mt into the hall, which was in

nd.”

not blind; we must have a
hight.”

e ran back, picked up a
taper from the floor and lit it.
Tolding it aloft, he rejoined
the two in the hal

The flickering flame flung
dancing shadows on the walls
with eerie effcct.  But its
feeble light was extinguished
m the darkne that crept
within a few vards of m

A wide, curving staircase
Jed up to the floors above. Old

With a crash, Muslyn bursl through the French windows and hurled himself at the Alphonse Jl‘fiwv.‘l] 1 to c]lmb J!
two who had been torturing the old man. with t
blindness nln-a(m-.lv
“And who clse is here?” Mostyn asked.  “He has been gone a long time, m'sien” hindicap, for he appeared to know every
“No one, m'sien ! “But he returned this evening *” Mozfyn incly of his surroundmgs

“But you are not in this louse alone? He did not pause until he reached the

Come, uy friend, where is your master nothing of his movements, top floor.

or ni m’sien.” ¢ “Would wm’sieu wish to begin with the
“There nobody but myself,” old “Then why are you all alone in this roof #” he asked

Alplonse stubbornly insisted. chatean—if you are really alone. as you  Mostyn glanced at the iron stepladd

t above.

And what were these two fellows u t ran up to the s

Mostyn turned to Bourillier:

“1 left him ::;..-.ml up like a chicken a tojust now—the two rascals who were roast- i will dao, said, and pro-
l\‘\\ nome : id in Jow tomes. i your hands?” ceeded to follow old ¥ along  a
“He couldn’t ] himself. See, the Ihey demanded moncy, m'sicu.” narrow corridor, The doors on

And since you would not give it to them either side giving entrance to garrets
they proceeded to apply a little persnasion, tucked close up under the sloping roof,
p i with huge beams and rafters supporting the
vantage,” i “They would not believe that there was massive ;unh ey were empty, however
the matter with his .mml-—ﬂm re all no mouey here, m’sien. save for he d there a heap of lumk
bl i-hr\d ? “You knew these two men who came here or a broken piece of furniture, and the
“They were slowly reasting them when I ight?” cobwebs  that lad apparently remained
interruy v(‘fﬂ the proceedings,” i ex- have never scen them before, m'siew.” undisturbed for many a long year.
Il.mml “our friend, Monsicur Duval and  “Huh! T admit that you haven’t seen  The floor below also yielded nothing of
another rascal — doubtless the one who them. I ne, who is your master?” interest. ‘ ?
sed Jean over the head. Can you do T know onmly M'sien Rouberitz.” They descended to the second floor, which
enything for the old chap—it must be oisclle—she las been here at once took on a more habitable ap-

cords-have been cut with a knife. What
d'vou make of it?”

me at

And made
pretty painful? to-night.” Mostyn thrust his hand into his pearance. A faded ‘strip of carpet mufied

“Got some oil and lint in the car. Tl , but suddenly remembered  with the tread of their feet along the mmin
get it.” rin that the note containing its brief corvidor, and the first room they entered

“And, Bourillier. you might teotle message was no longer in his possession. “I more resembled a museum than anything
on wour horn. Loftic’s waiting about had a message from mademoiselle,” he said, eclse. )
twenly yards along the road.” “asking me to meet her her The door of the adjacent room was locked.
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“ Where is the key
“They have taken it, »
“Who? TFhe two rascals I

to-night 3
“Yes, they took the bunch of keys from

me, m'sien.” i
“And are all the doers locked on

floor 7
“Bome of them, m'sicu.”

“Surely yon have duplicate keys ¢”

“ Mo, m’sien.”

“Then what are you going to do about
it?”

“What can one de, m'sicu, except have
fresh s cut?”

“Um-m * grunted Mostyn, and moved
along the corridor,

One of the doors yielded to his touch.
The room behind contained 0
mahogany bed and other
furniture. . The bed had been fr
Mostyn noticed, as if in readiness for an
occupant, and the eillamp on the night-
table bore traces of having quite recently
been filled. 3

“Who sleeps here?” Mostyn asked.

“No one, m'sien,” old Alphonse answered.

“But the bed has been freshly made,”

“The room is always kept in readiness
for visitors, m’sien.”
ou were expecting visitors to-

#” Mostyn insisted,

“Not necessarily to-night, m’sien.”

Thera was no getting anything out of
this queer old man, Mostyn decided, nor
did it appear that his tour of inspection
would throw any light on the mysterious
affiray, He had a feeling that he had

Mostyn demanded.
.
enconntered

this
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missed something—that this old chateau
contained many hidden recesses whose
existence might easily remain unsuspected
even under the most prying examination,

He passed on quickly, finding most of the
doors locked, as were those on the floor
below,

The taper was mow burning low, and
Mogtyn decided that it was futile fo pursue
the search further. As, however, they were
returning along the main corrider towards
the head of the stairs, he was aware sud-
denly of a breath of faint, f{ragrant
perfume.

At that moment Mostyn had just passed
the door of a room. He stopped abruptly
and reached out his hand.

“It is locked, m'sicur,” old Alphonse
eried, as if he had sensed Mostyn’s inten-
tion, and some sharp note in the old man's
tone caused Mostyn to change his mind,

“All right, my friend,” he said shortly,
and passed on.

They came down the wide staircase into
the main entrance-hall.

“Is m'sieu satisfied #” old Alphonse asked.

“Very far from satisfied,” Mostyn an-
gwered, with a trace of irritation. “You
had betier be frank with me, old man, I
ask you again for an explanation of what
hse happened here to-night.”

“1 have already told you all T know,
m'sien.”

“Bah! You are a very stupid old man.
Comie, Bourillier, we are only wasting our
time. Which way do we go?”

“This way, m'sieu.”

Old Alphonse approached the massive

\
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EXT week's issue will contain another
fine hook-length novel, * The Green
Feather,” by Edmund Snell, the

author of * The House of Fear,”” a story
which met with such dverwhelming approval
among our reéaders. Those enthusiasts whe
wrote to me asking for another yarn by this
author as soon as pessible, will be delighted
with his- latest effort. It is literally a
masterpiece of thrilling detective-adventure,
and the mysterious crimes booked to the
account of-* The Green Feather,” together
with the grim efforts of Scotland Yard to
pierce the defence of this master-criminal,
will grip you all.

Summey is new well upon us, and the
time is appropriate, | think, for me to give
you seme idea of the astounding programme
which 1 have prepared for your weekly
perusal in The THRILLER. Holidays and
lohg evenings suggest pleasant hours with
really first-class stories that you are certain
will hold you enthralled from the minute
you commence them, You have learnt to
expect such stories week by week in The
THRILLER, and now to meet this extra
demand for even hetter stories, | have got

LOOI&NC AHEAD! THE EpITOR GREETS YOU!

Letters to  the
Editor should be
addressed to
“ The Thriller
Office, The
Fleetway House,
Farringdon
Strest,  London,
EC4

together a collection of specially strong
yarns to maintain the keen interest through-
out the summer months; not ene of these
stories should be missed. Hugh Clevely has
been putting all he knows into a batch of
absolutely top-notch “ thrillers,”” to say
nothing of our ever-popular Leslie Charteris,
creator of ““ The Five Kings,” who have
caused so much comnient, and a host of
others, all leaders of madern * thriller"
fiction. Without doubt during the summer
The THRILLER will prove more thrilting
than ever before. And then a little fater
there is a big surprise in store for you.
But that will keep for a while. In the
meantime, make sure of your orders, for
The THRILLER is out to break all its own
previous records.
Yaurs sincerely,

it
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front door and began to fumble with the
heavy holts. Mostyn brushed him aside,
shot back the bolts and flung open the deor.

“Stubborn old beggar ¥ Mostyn mut-
tered, and asked: “Well, Bourillier, what
do you make of it #*

“Even less than you, it seems” an-
swered the perplexed doctor. “I have yeb
to hear the story.”

“So you have. Well, let
We'll talk as we go along.”

Loftie had brought the car along to the
lodge gates; the doctor's coupé was stand-
ing just inside.

“Drive back fo the
Loftie,” Mostyn said.
with the doctor.”

Loftie cheyed, while Bourillier started up
the engine of his coupé

“In you get,” he d, seeing that
Mostyn made no moveinent to enter.

“I'm going back—just for a moment,”
Mostyn replied. “Don’t argue—wait for
me a hundred yards along the road.”

Muttering a remonstrance, Bourillier
samewhat reluctantly slipped in the clutch.

Mostyn turned and, keeping to the cover
of the trees, sped lightly back along the
avenue. He made his way round to the
back of the chateau by the same narrow
path skirting the right wing.

The lamp still burned in the room en
the terrace, and, approaching cautiously,
Mostyn crept up to the pm—fz—?znétre which
he had burst open a short while previously.
The doors were now shut, but no attempt
had been made to repair the broken fasten-
ings. They yielded to his gentle push, and
e stepped inside.

No one was in the room. Mostyn listened
a moment, and, hearing no sound, tip-t
out into the hall, groping his way to the,
foot of the stairs,

Again be paused, listening intently, Still
he lieard nothing. e felt for the matches
in his pocket, and on sccond thoughts
decided not to use them. Cautjously feel-
ing each step, he proceeded to ascend the
staircase. :

Then abruptly he stopped, stiffening in-
voluntarily. ~ A strange ery had smote on
his ears, a low, inarticulate moan that
sounded scarcely human. Mostyn was
holding his breath, straining his ears with
painful intensity while he gripped the
handrail. But the sound was not repeated.

Had his ears fricked him? Something
seemed to have gone wrong with his pulse;
it was fluttering queerly. Mostyn pulled
limself together, feeling a trifle irritated.
He ascended again with firm tread and
turned jnto the main corridor.

Lightly' feeling the wall, he crept for-
ward, peering into the darkmess. It was
a little further along—the room whose
fainf, fragrant perfume had aroused his
enriosity—thirteen steps from the head of
the stairs.

Mostyn counted them mentally—one, two,
three—had made half a dozen steps when
again  he sba[ifnd, turned  swiftly—in-
stinctively raised his arm as if to ward off
a blow,

What stupidity was this? Was he afraid
of the. darkness? No one was there. And
yet—Mostyn was gripping the matchbox in
iis pocket. He took it out, fumbled for a
match, and struck it.

The light flickered momentarily on old
Alphonse, on his scareerow face twisted with
an expression of murderous malignancy, on
his blind staring eyes, on his upraised arm
grasping a heavy brass candlestick—just in
the very act of striking.

us get off.

Boulevard Suisse,
“L shall follow on

THE BLOW,
e blow missed Mostyn hy a hair's.
T breadth. His instinet of self-preserva-
tion was swifter than the process of
thought.  Somehow in that breathless
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momént he managed to p the old man’s
wrist and avert the blow that would with-
out a doubt have dashed out his brains.
“What are you doing, you old fool?” he
shonted, locking his arms about him.
Old Alphonse relased, recognising the
voice.
“It s

m'sien?” he said, without
much surprise.  “You have returned for
your hat? You left it downstairs.”

His manner was straightway imperturb-
able; it scemed impossible that his dull
stolidity could have been moved to that
- murderous frenzy of passion of a moment
Mostyn went hack along the corridor
th him, it was costing him an cffort to
steady his thonghts. And yet this old man
—what an enigma !

They descended the sta
reom opening on the terr

“Here is your hat, m’sien,”
Aiphonse

Mostyn took it in silence and departed
without a word. As he went down the
avenne he was aware that he lurched in his
gait. He found Bourillier hovering an-
xiously by the lodge and canght hold of his
arm a liftle heavily

and entered the

said old

“Are you hurt?” the doctor asked
sharply.
“My pride is,” Mostyn answered.

Bourillier glanced searchingly at him,
but made no further comment. Together
they went along the road to where Bourillier
had left the car

Bourillier took the wheel, Mostyn drop-
ping into the scat beside him. Neither
spoke during the first few miles of the
refurn journey. Mostyn sat silently ponder-
inz a certain minor problem. How was it
that old Alphonse had managed o creep
upon him so stealthily in that darkened
first-floor corridor of the chatcau?

How liad he vome there—within a few
inches of where Mostyn liad paused?
Mostyn had mnot heard his approach; a
vague, intuitive sense of peril had warned
him. Besides, he felt perfectly convinced
that old Alphonse had mot approached.
Neither had he passed him in the corridor.

Yet he had been suddenly revealed there
in the spluttering flame of the mateh—a
menacing figure crouching just before him
with upraised arm in the very act of swing-
ing the heavy candlestick. And to the wick
of the candle there had still clung a breath
of blue smoke; that small detail had en-
graved itself on Mostyn's mind. The candie
had obviously only just been snuffed.

A moment before, therefore, it had been
alight. But there had been mno light in
the corridor, no light behind him or in
front-—of that Mostyn was absolutely
certain.

There seemed only one explanation—old
Alplionse must have emerged from one of the
rooms jnst as Mostyn had passed, extin-
guishing the candle” before he opened the
door.

A most feasible explanation were it not
for one fact. That was that the first door
along the corridor was thirtecu steps from
the head of the stairs. Mostyn had pre-
viously particularly noted that fact. And
he had only taken hall a dozen steps when
the strange enconnter had occurred. There-
fore old Alphonse could not have emecrged
from one of the rooms close by: there was
no room in the immediate vicinity.

Then how had he come there? A most
intriguing problem! Mostyn leff it un-
solved for the time being. He glanced at
his companion.

They had reached the ouiskirts of Paris
by the time Mostyn had acquainted his
friend with the ecarlier events of the
evening.

“Any comments o mak
having finished his narrative,

Mostyn asked,
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Gun in hand, Mostyn paused in the doorway of the darkened room.
He saw the mysterious shrouded Thing slide off against the further wall.

“H'm,” Bourillier muttered, “fact and
fiction seem a little mixed up. Tt is neces-
sary to sort them out. Your friend’s story
of the dead man in the train, for instance,
sounds a little too imaginative.”

“Yes, I must find Cogan,” Mostyn

“You will not inform the {)ulu

“If I am assured that he is in any
danger.”

The car drew up outside the doctor’s
nursing-home.  Loftie was already waiting

there.
“T am coming i
bullet g

Mostyn said. “That
houlder; I think it has

“What--and you have said nothing about
it!

Come, I must have a look at the

11 not inform the police?” the
doctor asked again,

“Not at once; I will think it over. T can
rely on your discretion in the matter?”

“T must either be very discreet or make
myself look very foolish.”

“Just so. We will leave it at that for the
time being.”

MIDNIQHT !
osTYN was rather more tired than he
M cared to acknowledge. Loftie found
him dozing in the car when a little
later he.pulied up ontside the flat in the
Rue de Rivolet. He helped him up to his
ToOmS.

“Don’t let me- sleep later than eight,”
yn said; but e inwardly cwsed when
1 Imost before he had tumbled inte
bed, it seemed—obeyed the injunction to the
minute,

The matutinal tub, however, acted as a
physical and mental restorative. The events
of the night, which on wakening had seemed
s0 remote and unreal, now took on an aspect
of dramatic urgency. Mostyn suddenly
experienced a very real anxiety concerning
Cogan’s safet

The appetising odour of hot rolls and
coffee, however, reminded him that he had
missed last night’s dinner. He sat down to
the repast, alertly planning his next move
in this queer intrigue in which he had be-
come involved, while caspally he glanced
through the morning’s mail

A dainty, pale blue missive immediately
attracted his attention. The envelope was
sealed with a biue wax of darker shade, and
it had appavently been delivered by hand,
for it was unstamped. It was addressed to
Mostyn in a thin, feminine handwriting—he

did not need to take a second
fecognise the caligraphy.

As he tore it open and extracted the sheet
of letter-paper just the merest breath of
that familiar fragrant perfume crept to his
nostrils. )

“If you are a friend,” he read, “return
at once to the Chateau d’Ysotte and remain
there until twelve o'clock to-might. A
woman’s honour depends on your discretion.”

A curious request! Rather, it was an
entreaty—an entreaty that was absolutely

glance to

genuine,  Mostyn was convinced of that.
And becanse of this convietion he had
already made up his mind to obey. But

he permitted himself to expericnce a very
lively sense of curiosity. Fact and fiction
—the two were becoming even more inter
woven, :

Puzzling over the meaning of this brief
eryptic message, Mostyn finished his repast.
Tie was about to call Loftie wlen the latter
entered with a telegram,

The wire lad been sent from Louvieux
more than an lour ago and read: *“Meet
me here, Café Venosa. Will explain every-
thing. Am quite safe. Come yourself—
Cogan.”

Mostyn stared attentively af the message,
and then turned up the map. Louvieux was
a small town about ninety miles south of
Paris, and some twenty-five miles distant
from Lyons, the nearest town of importance.
It was off the main route, and would neces-
sitate a tedions railway journey. By road
wounld be quicker, but even then he could
not _expect to be back before nightfall.

What, at all events, was Cogan deing at
Louvieux? Mostyn glanced suspiciously at

Ta v o

the m—"Come  yourself
Why ng? Was not “meet me at
Café Venosa ™ enough? In any case, why

was it so essential that Mostyn should go
to Louvieux instead of Cogan’s returning
to Paris? 5

Mostyn already had a sufficient answer—
at least, it was sufficiently plausible to
serve his own reasoning. If he obeyed the
request of this telegram he must ignore
the entreaty contained in the blue missive.
If he went down to Louvicux he could not
proceed at ence to the Chiteau d'Ysotte
and remain there until midnight. :

Was it merely a coincidence that this
telegraphic request should conflict with the
entreaty thal concerned the honour of a
woman. Put it that-way; and there was no
need of further indecision, Of conrse, the
entreaty must have precedence. -
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Still, Cogan might be—

Mostyn turned to Lofiie, kolding out the
telegram.

“Just read it, Leftic,” he said, “and
listen. That wire may not have come from
Cogan; it may be merely a trick to prevent
my returning to d'Ysotte, as I inten
can’t téll you the ins and outs of this funny
little affair now, but all you've got to do
is to take the car down to Louvieux and
return as quickly as possible to d'Ysotte,
either with or without Cogan. 1 shall
remain at the chateau until twelve o’clock
to-night, . + Anything more you par-
ticularly want to know ?”

"‘,Nut ing I can think of at the moment,
sir.”

“Then I'll be ready in ten minutes. You
can drop me at Bourillier’s.”

The doctor was expecting Mostyn's visit
when the latter arrived about half an hour
later,

“I have made arrangements to take the
morning off,” he said.

“Good. Is the car free?”

“My car? Yes, certainly.”

“Good again. if youll have it
ready we will return to d'Ysotte together.
I'm sending Loftie off on ‘some other
errand.”

Mostyn returned to have a word with
e,

Know what you're to do® he asked.
1l serene, sir.”

“Then off you go.”

Bourillier brought his coupé along while
Mostyn was still standing on the pavement
watching Loftie recede up the road.
Mostyn got in beside him,

Y Wel Bourillier asked,
settled down on the read.

“Two interesting developments,” Mostyn
gaid; “one an entreaty, the other a
request.”

Bourillier listened and nodded thought.
fully, his eyes fixed on the road aliead.

“A woman’s honour ! he said. “Ah, now
we know what all the trouble’s about.”

“Then you know more than I de.”

“No, not even as much—only that a
woman’s honour is concerned. ‘And that is
sufficient to justify the most furtive
intrigue, the most sinister crime, and the
worgt infamy. But this is your affair;
what do you intend to do?”

“To stay at d"Ysotte until twelve o'clock
to-night.”

“T wish I conld keep you eompany. Un-
fortunately, I must be back at mid-day.”

“It iz just as well. By the wording of
that message I think the invitation is only
extended to me. But if you are not engaged
round abont midnight, and are not feeling
too sleepy, you might feel disposed to drop
i rate, I take upon myself the
of inviting you.”

Bourillier chuckled softly.

“I shall probably take you at your
word,” he said.

In the light of day the Chitean d'¥sotte
lost something of that air of mystery that
had enshrouded it last night. Bourillier
slowed down when approaching the gates.

“Are we making a surreptitions entry 2
he asked.

“No, I think not, since I have been in-
vited. We will declare ourseives boldly.
Drive right up to the front porch, and leave
the rest to me.”

Bourillier nodded and {urned into the
drive. The chatean came in view a moment
Jater, with its wide facade of shuttered
windows, To Mostyn’s searching glance it
revealed no further signs of occupancy than
on the previous night. .

The car drew up in front of the porch,
and he alighted.

“Follow me,” he said, ascending the
broad flight of steps, and he beat a lond
tattoo on the door.

L

as the car
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Most umexpectedly it was opened at once;
M. Duval’s face looked out. Momentarily
it clouded m: oly, while involuntarily
he made a mov ut to slam the deor shut.
He had on his hat and coat, as if he had
either just arrived or were just departing.
Evidently he had been expecting someone.

But he recovered himself instantly—he-
fore even Mostyn had got the better of his
first quick surprise. An ingratiating smile
spread over his florid face,

“1 was expecting your visit, gentlemen
lie Jied snavely, “Pray enter.”

“Sorry we're late,” said Mostyn. “Hope
we haven’t kept you waiting. TIs everything
ready ?”

It was a ruse that he had often practised
to advantage—when disconcerted, make the
other fellow fecl more disconcerted.

Duval looked puzzled.

“Is everything ready?” he queried, eve-
ing Mostyn warily.

“Yes. You got my notef”

“Your mnote, m'sieur?”
plexity increased.

“Ah, then apparently you didu’t get it.

Duval’s per-

"That's strange. But it doesn't matter now.

Well, how is the patient?”

“The patient? 1 do net quite under-
stand.”

“You don't? Come, come, you
short memory, my friend.”

Mostyn felt master of the sityation now,
and was quite prepared to continue the
purposeless argument had not old Alphonse
at that moment made a stealthy appearance

Duval turned on him with
expression and stifled an excla

Ah, here's our patient,”
Well, how are the blisters?
a look af them.”

0ld Alphonse’s mask-like face betrayed
no emotion; meekly he held ont his han
The doctor proceeded to remove the ban-
dages, making more of a business of it
than was really necessary.

“Getting on nicely,” he said. “8till a
bit painful, éh? Well, you'd better bLe
carciul the next fime you play with
candles.”

Mostyn grinned amiably at Duval, but
the lalter only scowled.

“ A little more oil,” continued the doctor.
“Yes, yes, we must make them comfortable.
Let me see, how did
it happen? You
were playing with
the candles, and
then you slipped—or
was it the candle
that slipped—"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”
laughed Mostyn out-
right, and faceti-
ously poked Duval
in the ribs.

“You are taking
liberties, mansieur,”
exclaimed the latter
hotly, and, turning
abruptly, he walked
away.

Mostyn watched
him open the fromt
door and depart.

“We haven’t seen
the Jast of him,” he
said to Bourillier.
“1 certainly didn't
expect him to have
the infernal cheek
to furn up here
again after what
happened last night.
Getting.  quainter
than ever, this little
intrigue — eh,
Bourillier

have a

d Bourilli
Let me
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The doctor nodded, and frowned at old
Alphonse.

“Got anything to say?” he demanded,
and repeated the queston with his mouth
o the old man’s
, yes, a fine day, m’
Alphonse.

“Ieha t” exclaimed Bourillier impatiently,
hut Mostyn gently squeezed his arm.

“The walls may have ears,” be mutiered.
) cy the old chap is uite so stupid
s he appears. Better leave him alone.”

Then what will you do?”

“Just stay on here until
see what twrns up.”

Oid Alphonse had shuffled a
ing somewhere below,
looked after him.

“Now whose side is he on?” he asked in
perplexity.

“Mine,” Mostyn said. “Remember, he
could have brained me last night had he
wished. Don’t you worry; I think we have
a secret understanding—old Alphonse and
L

en,” croaked old

midnight and

down

“Well, well, I must be off. And you
don’t want my company even if I could
stay.”

“You baven't been
Bourillie
to be the eustom liere to walk

commented Bourillier, as
out inte the porch.
If, my {riend,”
steps without

invited to join the

further remark.

Mestyn stood watching the car until it
vamshed at the bend in the drive, then -
turned back into the house

He stood in the hall listening a moment
while he lit a cigarette, .
but no sound came to his
ears, nor did old Alphonse
reveal his whereabouts.

Leisurely Mostvn
crossed to the staircase,
quietly ascended to the
first floor and turned into
the main corridor. A
leaded window at the fur-
ther end showed a colonred
patch of light, but the
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greater part of the corridor remained in
semi-darkness.

Thirteen steps along on the right was the
door of the first room. Tt was about mid-
way between this and the head of the sta
where he now stood that the startling en-
counter with old Alphense had occurred last
night.

Mestyn moved forward, scanning the wall

on cither side, seeking to discover a door to
a room that he might previously have over-
looked, which would account for old
Alphonse’s unexpected appearance in {he
corridor.  Buf the first door was thirteen
steps along. Gently he tried the handle; it
was locked.

Turning, he proceeded to retrace his steps
—when a queer sound brought him to a
sudden halt. Quite distinctly a soft, quick
pattering ‘as of ruaning feet had smote on
his cars—so distinetly that for the moment
he was half persuaded that some ereature
had fled past him unperceived along the
darkened corrido™.

Surprised and mystified, Mostyn stood
there, glancing swiftly to and fro. But Le
saw nothing, heard no further sound. Extra-

529

ordinarily queer ! What could he the mean-
ing of this strange phenomenon?
Mostyn had no time to seck for an
swer, for at that moment he heard Duval’s
from down below and the tread of feet
he hall,
vishing to be found in the corridor,
yn {urned back to the head of the
and proceeded to descend in a
fashion.
Duval and his tall companion of the pre-
vious night were just entering one of the
rooms leading out of the hall. The former
happened to glance up and cateh sight of
Mostyn. He paused with a quick exclama-
tion,

“What are you doing here?” he cried
angrily.

“You behold me in the act of negotiating
the stairs,” Mostyn airily answered, con-
tinuing his leisurely descent.

“But your doctor friend has gone!”

“Yes; you doubtless saw him leave not
five minutes ago.”

“Then why are you still here?”

“Why are you, my friend ?”

An angry retort was on Duval’s lips, but

g
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e checked himself as he felt a gentle nudge
from his companion.

Mostyn had now reached the hall.
nodded amiably to Duv i

“We have met before,” he said.

The other bowed politely.

Yon have me at a disadvantage, sir,” he
said; “T cannot quite recollect.” He spoke
in excellent English, although Mostyn had
addressed him in French,

“Come, come, you have a short memory,
sir. It was last night. Certainly our intre-
dnetion was of a semewhat—er—informal
character.”

The other smiled indulgently; he did not
appear to be the least disconcerted,

“I now recolleet the cceasion,” he eaid,

He

“It was a little informal, as you say.
Perhaps my friend here will be good enough
1o complete our nodding acquaintanceship.”

“This is Mr, Ferenc Lopec, the well-
known i

said Duval, none

in howed punctiliously.
“And I have the honour of addressing -
Mr. George Bulford Mosiyn, the distin-
guished Ei journalist and war cor-
respondent of —"
“You flatter me, sir,” Mogtyn broke in
with a laugh,
“Xot at all, Mr, Mostyn; T merely recog-
nise and respeet your powerful calling, It
is for this latter reason that T am glad of
i meeting you here this
ng g on the explanation to
which, T readily admit, you are perfectly
entitled. Last night you mterrupted a cer-
tain—er. o ceremony that must natu-
rally h dingly st
Fou. ion s
rge here is an
se criminal career has frequently
ontact with the police. In
tice we endeavoured last

the inter
night to extract certain information from
him, but finding him obstinate, we decided

r—gentle persuagion. You
ever, entertain afly anxiety
lest we should again resort fo such per-
suasive methods s no longer any
need, for we have obtained the information
that was so nrgenily required in the in-
terests of justice. You may, therefore, rest
assured that this old man will net be
further molested.” |

Lopee had spoken with easy assurance.
Whether he were a lawyer or not, he cer-
tainly possessed the plausible tongue of the
advocate.  Mostyn red entirely satis-

fied with his statement.

“Pray do no
he said cord
position. B
of eircm
me n

rouble to explain further,”
“T fully appreciate the
eve me, I liad no intention
ng the ends of justice. Let
detain you further, gentlemen; you
rely en my discretion.” i
tood aside as he spoke and motioned
to the front door. Neither Lopee nor his
companion, however, responded to his plain
vitation.
et me not detain you,” Mostyn insisted.
¢ is no further need, I assure you.”
8till the two did not move. Duval was
about to speak, when Lopec again restrained
Jim.
“Thank you, Mr. Mostyn,” he said. “But
T think it is rather we who are detaining
20

: I am in no hurry.”

“And neither are we.”

“Then we ehall have the opportunity of
prolonging our acquaintance.”

“To our mutual advantage may I venturs

Lopec and Duval rushed madly upon him;:
Drawing an automatie, Mostyn backed
quickly up the stalrease, * Carefulf
; gentlemen ! ** he threatened. ‘‘ Another
3 step—7%"

to suggest?’ Lopee remarked, and a faint
threatening note lurked beneath his suave
tones,

#Duval was more openly aggressive, and
demanded ;
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“What is your game, Mr. Mostyn, may
T ask?”

“Tut, tut!” insinuated Lopee. “I am
sure that we are only fuo pleased to wel-
come Mr. Mostyn as our guest so long as
Le remains under this roof, Naturally,
however, we are interested to know his in-
tentions since we are to have the pleasure
of his unanticipated company.”

“Uninvited company,” Duval
corrected.

“ Ohviously that was our emission,” Lepiee
intimated,

Mostyn felt for another eigareite and
tapped” it thoughtfully on the case.

“Let us quit blufling, gentlemen,” oo
suggested, “and exchange coufidence
propose staying ab this chateau, lpr
until {o-morrow morning. Well,
about it#”

Duval and his companion remained silent
for « moment; the same strained expression
showed in each man’s face. Then Duval
cried angrily

“This is sheer impudence!
force your way in here and

“Ne, no, let us not quarrel,” Lopec in-
terrupted. I think this is a pure mis
understanding. 1 put it to you, Mr.
Mostyn, that you would not come here un-
invited and insist on remaining against the
rightful owner's wishes?”

“Not unless I was prepared for him to
call in the police and have me turned out.”

“Exactly. But you would not be so
stupid as to go to such lengths. And it
is nob necessary. I can assure you that my
friend Count Rouberitz, who owns this
chateau, does not at the moment desire
your further presence, much as he would
be honoured by your company at some
future date.”

Mostyn blew the smoke of the cigarette
Detween his lips:

“Yom are his spokesman ' he inguired

“1 am his legal adviser, and speak with
his full authority.”

“Withont disputing ybur authority, I
prefer in this matter to deal directly with
Count Rouberitz.” .

“Then you can’t !” Duval blurted out.

But Lopec drew lim aside.

“Pardon me & moment,” he said, and the
two conversed in undertones while Mostyn
sauntered away with his hands thrust in
his- pockets:

“Very well, Mr. Mostyn,” Lopee an-
nounced at length, “we have decided to
accede to your request. Count Rouberitz is
not far away, and M. Duval will go and
tetch him.  The count, however, is in poor
health, and T must ask you not to cause
him any undue irritation. Shall we wait
in the library? We shall find it more
comforable.”

Mostyn nodded nonchalantly. The library
«vas situated in the left wing of the chateau
large, sombre room with its walls lined
with bookshelves, and a massive oak
writing-table in the centre, It was in semi-
darkness when they entered, and, crossing
to one of the windows, Lopec opened the
shutter which gave a view on to the park.
Even then the greater part of the room
remained in gloom.

“We must get a fire lighted here,” said
Topee, pushing forward a heavy saddlebag
chair. “The place has remained unoccugicd
for some time. Will you have a cigar?”

“ Another cigarette, if you don't mind.”

“Then try one of these.”

Mostyn helped himself from the proferred
cace, struck a match and held it out to
Lgpee, then dropped back into his chair,
lifting the burning match to the cigarette
Lictween his own lips—when the mateh sud-
denly puffed out.

At the same moment he realised with a
start of eurprise that old Alphouse was
standing veside Lis chair.

bluntly

bly
what

You can't
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“What the devil are you doing here?”
Lopec cried in angry, startled tones,

The old man motioned to the fireplace,
while stealthily his hand reached down and
closed over the cigarette in Mostyn's lips.

“Yes, light the fire,” Lopec cried
irritably. *It’s confoundedly chully here—

in fact, the whole place is damp and
musty.”
Instinetively Mostyn  had ped  his

hand in his pocket, found one of his own
cigarettes and stuck it between his lips.
He struck another match as old Alphonse
shuffled off.

“Yes, it is certainly rather chilly here,”
he assented, leaning back comfortably and
glancing casuaily across at his companion.

Lopee nodded. There was a curiously
intent expression in his eyes, almost one
of suspicion. Then he relaxed and smiled.

“That old man meves about so furtively
that he gets on my nerves,” he said with p
short Jaugh.

“He cortainly has the stealthy troad of
the cracksman,” Mostyn agreed.

But as if to mock at his statement, old
Alphonse returned at. that moment with
his arms full of logs, which he dropped at
intervals with an infernal clatter as Le
shuffled across the room.

Kneeling down at the great open fire-
place, he proceeded clumsily to arrange the
tuel, but he took rather a long time to get
it kindled. Finally he shuffled off.

Lopec remained staring abstractedly at
the crackling flames. Presently le shook
himself and glanced across at his com-
panion, and at once his attention became
arrested. The stub of the cigarctte had
fallen from Mostyn’s fingers; he lny back
in his chair, his head lurched sideways,
Lis eyes closed. He was breathing some-
what irregularly.

For a long moment Lopee watched him
with that same strained expression. Then
a smile flitted across his face, and, rising
stealthily, he erept quietly across to the
apparently uncenscious man.

He leancd over him and stared into his
face. Apparently he was satisfied with his
seruting, for, dropping his air of circum-
spection, he proceeded lightly to run his
fingers over Mostyn’s clothes, pausing as
he felt the automatic pistol in the pocket
of his jacket. i

Hastily he slipped his hand into the
pocket; his fingers closed about the little
Wm}]un-—w]ml suddenly Mostyn spoke.

“I think that is my property,” he
observed dryly.

COUNT ROUBERITZ.
7 oeec recoiled as if he
L had been shot, and
his face went livid,

“I—I thought,” he
cried inarticulately, and
with a supremo effort
controlled  himself.
“How you startled me!”
he exclaimed *I
thought you were ill.
You fell back in your
chair. T was quite
alarmed. Are you sure you are not ill?”

“Nothing to speak of,” Mostyn assured him.
“T'came over a bit sleepy, that’s all. I fancy
your cigarette was a_wee bit strong.”

He emiled up at the other with faint irony.
Topec avoided his gaze and dropped back into
his chair. For the moment he ba& been shaken
out of his habitual self-possession,

“1 have been taken that way myself,” he
vemarked lamely. and suddenly lifted his head:
“Ah, here is Duval, I think,” he added with
evident relief. -

From the front of the cimteau a door banged;
voices sounded in the hall, follewed by ap-
proaching footeteps. A moment later Duval
entered the library alone. He paused at the
door, and it appeared fo Mostyh that as he
shot a quick glance from him to Lopec a
shadow of disappointment crossed his face.
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“Well, did {ou persuade the count to come t™
Lopee asked hastily,
WY oa”

“He is here 2"

here,

“Then— Lopee paused, and to Me
it eeemed that the two badly wanted to @
a word in private, but were afraid of nrousmg
his suspicions.  “Yes,” Lopec said, “I think
wo will have the interview in here, if the count
will be good enough to step this way.”

Duval hesitated, shot a meaning glance at his
friend-and iptly turned on heel.

Lopec leaned forward, his expression a littie
tense,

“You will remember that Count Rouber
in poor health,” he urged. “Please do
agitate him, I beg of you”

“There should ke mno need,” Mosty!
observed, while the tread of feet came to his
ears.

Lopec turned expectantly towards the door.
He was gripping the elbows of his chair, his
face betraying 1ll-concealed anxiety. He rose
quickly to his feet as Duval entered in the
company of two other men.

The cne was a burly red-haired fellow more
than six feet in height clad v a rough serge
suit. Between him and Duval walked a younger
man, somewhat foppishly dreesed, shght of
stature, thin-faced, his nose long and aquiline,
his mouth weak and drooping open beneath his
black silky monstache.

As he approached, Mostyn noted significantly
that the two kept close on either side as if n
the manner of an escort and, more significant
still, that the burly red-haired fellow was sur-
reptitiously gripping the younger man's sleeve,
“Allow me to introduce you,” Lopec said
gus i, “Count  Rouberitz—Mr. Georgs

dustyn,
Mostyn had alveady risen from his chair. He
bowed and said urbanely:

“1 am pleased to make your acquaintance,
C(Iﬂﬂh Rﬂuhﬂﬁu‘”

For answer the count laughed shrilly—a
mirthless, discordant laugh.

“No, no, you are not pleased,” he cried.
“You do not say what you think. No one
says what he thinks. You want to write stories
in the newspapers about me. Oh, yes, I know.
But you won’t get me to talk. You shan't
stay here—forcing yoursell upon me. I don't
like it. T won’t have it. Ge away—do you
hear? T insist on your leaving at once.”

He ended a little breathleesly, nervously
smoothing back his gleek black {miz with a
white soft band. He had spoken rapidly, like
a child repeating a carefully rehearsed part,
But Lopec bit his lip as if the rehearsal had
not been quite successful and made a motion
to the red-haired man,

“All right, Blondin,” he muttered, and the
big fellow fell back.

Mostyn swiftly appraised the eituation.

“] can assure you, Count Rouberiiz,” he
said earnestly, “that you entirely misjudge my
motives, Allow me to recall to your memory
the slight service I was able to render to your
gracious mother, the countess, in Vienna, somo
ten years ago, on that night when the hungry
mob broke loose in the Ballplatz.”

The young man's restless cyes scrutinised
Mostyn” with sudden interest; a faint recollec-
fon seemed fo be stirring in his disordered
brain. But it way have been merely a whim
of his unstable intellect that caused his sudden
change of front.

“My dear friend,” he cried effusively, grasp-
ing Mostyn’s hand, “why did you not say who
you were? They lied to me—they said you had
come here to do me an injury.”” He glared
angrily from TLopec to Duval and shouted
vengefully: “Lies, lies, always I am being
deceived and treated like a child. T won't have
it, do you hear me?"”

“Probably there was & misunderstanding,"”
Mostyn amiably suggested. “I wished merely
to stay here until to-morrow—to remain the
night under your hospitable roof.”

“You shall, indeed. hat! mayn’t 1 invite
my friends {o stay with me if T wish? Who
dares to gainsay me? Come, I should like to
know ! The young man’s attitude had become
dangerously excited; he turned from Duval to
Topee with flashing. crazy eyes: “Do you dara
to contradiet me?"”" he demanded.
Duval had been restlessly

twirling his
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nly dropped his hand with

“Faough of thie foolery,” he said harshly.
*“The count i ill; he doesn’t know what he is
gaying. No use will be served by prolonging
his interview.”
that you say

" hissed Rouberit

aug W and held it
le Blondin stepped up from” behind
ped the young man in his powerful

firmly, w
and g
hands.
At once Rouberitz became demented. St
al e emitted a seri i

hien with a strangled ery
fit, and Blondin and Duval bo
from the room.
1t was all over in a few swill seconds. Mostyn
saw that it was futile to
e count.
quitingly at T I
The  latter

opec W
shrogged  his
what s vour decigion, Mr. Mostyn "
e asked

“Y shall accept the eount’s invitation.”

“You insist on remaining 1

““That is my intention.'

“Vou saw that this poor, young man is
not respomsible for his actions?”

“Some such impression was conveyed to me.
Nevertheless, I propose to accept hie invita-

1" With another shrug of his
Lapec walked across to the window
glanced out.
1 casually followed him and, looking
over his shoulder, canght a glimpse of Duval
and Blondin with their still unconscious burden
just vanishing beyond the trees on the left of
the park.
“Where are they taking him?" he asked.
“To the pavilion a short distance awdy,”
pec answered without hesitation, “You need
e no anxiety; it is more comfortable there
than here, and he will be well looked after.”
Py the red-headed fe w
“Blondin is very gentle
“So 1 should i

ith him.”
Mostyn remarked,

ntered le X
corridor, hig hands th
is brows wrinkled in thongl

a puzzling sitnation; although his
been full of incident, Mostyn did not remember
when he had bee in a more I

invalved
¢ adventure. He found it decidedly in-
teresting, Yet there was nothing to be dona
but him to play a passive role and await

ier developments :
His aimless steps led him to the ri
of the chateau, along a mnarrow ston

passing what had o

tors, There was a small door
at the end, and 1 yu slipped back the heavy
iron bolts. It opened into unken t
path skirting the chateau walls, with cle
front a few feel of brick embankment, topped
a screen of shrubbery.

tyn paused on the thr ¥
ing his immediate surrroundings. He was prac-
tically hidden from view here. save to anyone
entering the narrow ‘passage behind,

To he right, the path vanished bevond the
wing of the chatean; to the left, a few yauds
farther along it terminated abruptly af the
foot of the wall abutting on the -colonnaded
porch and terrace. ..

This wall projecied to the widi ofesome
four feet at right angles to the main building,
so that from where he stood it was directly
visible to Mostyn, ined three small,
nmrow windows, he noticed, corresponding
to the first, second, and third floor of the
chateau. The - first and third foor windows
were closely shuttered. The shutter of the
middle window—thgt on the second floor
was slightly aj

And as Mostyn's gaze rested on it,

p
the do

hold, idly su

the

of & woman looked out. smiled down at him,
and vanished, The shutter closed surrep-
titiously.

TRICKED.

Muw\'.\; had only been vouchsafed a fleet-

ing glimpse. He remained staring up,
his ¢ half-persuaded that they had
heen d ed, his mind still refai the

n
face, of a pair of cyes

memory of a preity
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d spoken to him a momentary, enig-
message.

matic :
He had not been deceived
along snspected her presence.

had really all
nd yet he was
fresh

inely surprised, beca
f She was merely
1 indeed deceived Wheres
» convinced himself that she must
of mature years who had Jong
since spent the romantic fervour of youth, &
woman of the world, sophisticated in.its
seeretive intrigu

fuch a w
to the circumstanc @
But this sgirl—M a difficulty in fitting
her in. Suddenly he found it necessary to
reeast the whole struciure of the drama.

She it was, of course, who had written him
that brief message of entreaty, Dui if so—

appropriatr
venture.

seomed  more
S Fhie

Mostyn did_not_complete the thought, but
turned sudde Lopec was at the door; just
behind him. He had erept np una he

also was staring up at that window, Ha
also scen?

Ho shifted his gaze to Most
sifort ro smother the suspici
The ahalean interests you!”

“Yes; it is rather a queer old place,

“You haven’t seen much of it.”

“QOh, yes; 1 explored it pretty thoroughly
last night.

“You did!” Lopec's tones were slightly
startled. He bit his lip to hide his chagrin,
appeared to be contemplating a further state-
ment, then walked off up the passage, muticr-
ing something below his breath.

Had he seen? Mostyn again asked himself.
He <lo strolled along the path towards the
right wing of the chateau pondering the ques-
tion, As he turned corner glancad
back momentarily up at that little window on
the second floor, but he did not pause.

The asphalt path terminated at ithe foot of
a narrow flight of stone steps leading up to a
small wooden gate. Mostyn approached it,
walking in the shadow of the chatean wall.
Big pots of rein were beginning to fall; black,

In the flickering light of the match,
Mostyn saw the old man, a heavy
brass candlestick raised ahove his
head, in the very act of striking.

The THRILLER

ing clouds were wassing in the ki,
downpour.

Tow
threatening a st
He hurried
moment i
fram ju
hurtling into the
that erept' close
up sharply. Three fe

window,

cpicion he stooped, groped in
out a CAVY
grimly as ho
apon, while some inkl
)t upon his mind.  Quickly
his feet, he made a nimbla
the sill above with his fingers,

s

eved th
of the truth
ing the poker at

spring, canght

w f ap on a level with the ‘open
window, and peered cautiov inside the
room.

Old snse was just shufiling oni of the

he

On the floor,

sitting, tenderly finge

ing somewhat dishevelled and shaken.
t

vanished even a )
ose to the wi Lopee was
ng his throat, and look-

door ;

without being seen,

Mostyn lowered him:
Ir did not requ m soning to recoil-
that litile drama—of Lopee e open
¢ stealthily preparing to strike, of old
ling up behind him and gripping
his throat in the very act.
cscape. For the second time old
had opportunely intervened.

Deciding to exercise greater vigi
Mostyn ascended the steps
small wooden gate: It br
the circular drive in front of the chatcan
fiash of lightning at that moment rent the
followed by tho ominous rumble of th
and immediately a torrent of rain nded,

Not ng to drenched,  Mastyn
teps in the direction of the main
entrance. He found the great iron-studded
door closed, and was about to beaf on it
when the noize of the he holts being shot
on the other e

The sound vaguely distur 1im.  Tnstead
fo attract attention, he turncd

Tt was a narrow
Alphonse

nder,

o
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and dashed back the way he had just come,
infending to gain entrance by the rear door
of the chateau.

As he ran along the sunken ashpalt path,
however, Mostyn suddenly recollected the
window just above, from which a few moments
hefore the stealthy attack had been made
upon him, With the thought he stopped
abruptly, sprang at the sill, and hoisted him-
self up. ’I‘Le window was still open, Mastyn
dropped inside, noiselessly crossed the room,
and slep]ped into the hall.

Old Alphonse was standing motibnless near
the main door, facing Lopec, a few feet away,
and blinking uw]i:hfv at the heavy revolver
with which the latter was threatening him.
Lopec’s back was tnrned to Mastyn, and to
the latter’s ears came the sound of the shaot-
ing of bolts in the rear door of the chateau,
A cunning ruse! Certainly they had very
nearly succeeded in shutting him out!

Mostyn resolved to act before Duval made
his zppearance.

“Don't move, Mr, Lopec!” he said quietly.

Lopec  did mnve—'erEcd his head in a
startled fashion, and stared at the little
automatic in Mostyn's hand. Giving him no
time to recover fram his first surprise, Mostyn
approached and relieved him of his weapon.

“Curse you!” Lopee hissed, and gathered
Limself together as if to spring.

“Gently ! Mostyn admonished, playfully
nudging him in the ribs with the barrel of
his own weapon, and Lopec subsided, with a
B

narl.

Mostyn paused, briefly considering. At any
moment Duval would appear; he must be pre-
pared to get in the first blow, or the position
might casily be reversed:

“Take this!” he said to old Alphonse, thrusi-
ing the automatic pistel in the oid man’s hand.
“Hold it so, pointing straight at Mr. Lopec's
stomach. Mind it doesn’t go off—unless, of
course, Mr, Leopee insistz on  committing
suiridy

Old Alphonse quite undersiood. Apparently
this was not the first time ho had handled a
gun. Mostyn backed across the hall, still
eovering Lopec; his cars had caught the sound
of approaching footsteps.

The daylight had fled before the approach
of the storm, and the interior of the chatean
was now almosi in semi-darkness, which the
better served Mostyn's purpose.” He reached
and cronched back,

awaiting D ival.

A moment later ihe latier appeared, pushing
hurriedly through the swing doms behind.

“We must make sure of the windows!” he
cried, advancing unsnspectingly, and he had
drawn level with Mastyn before a vague in-
timation came to him thai eomething was
amiss.

He stopped abruptly and, turning his head
stared at the weapen within a few inches of
his face.

“Don’t move—keep your hands just where
they are!” Mostyn threatened.

Already his fingers were deitly exploring
Duval’s pockets. And he soon found what he
wanted—a_revolver of the same heavy pattern
as he had taken from Lopee. He pocketed
both weapons.

“Now I'm feeling just like an arsenal,
gentlemen,” he said pleasantly, *Well, sup-
pose we have a little friendly chat®"”

Lopez  swore unintel
Alphonse. rushed a: Mostyn waving his ar
wildly. Chattering with rage, Duval also made
a threatening movement.

BRIBERY.
rippING one of the automaties, Mostyn
G had backed guickly and mounted hall way
up the staircase. He looked down on the
two angry men.

Hllareful, gentlemen!” he urged.
packetiul for each of you,”

A vivid flash of lightning eame immediately
on his words, moms-ntnrifv illuminating  the
menacing faces of Lopec and his companion
with Mostyn towering above, The rolling peal
of thunder that followed seemed to shake the
chatean to its foundations.

It appeared to have a soben‘nﬁ effect upon
Lopee. He relaxed with a halhysterical
chuckle.

“Yon've got the better of us, Mr. Mostyn,”

“Pye a
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he said grodgingly. “I congraiulate you on
your cleverness. Let us talk it over as you
suggest.

“%Tea‘ we will discuss the maiter,” Duval
assented, but it was only with an effort that
he could speak coherently.

“Now you're talking sense,”” Mostyn re-
marked.  “Supposing  we adjourn fo the
library. And—really it's long past lunch-time—
what about a bite to eat, Alphonse?” He
flung the question again at Alphonse, and
with an understanding nod the old man
shuffled off.

“Lead the way, gentlemen,” Mostyn added.
“Don’t worry about me, I shan’t get lost.”

Lopec took the initiative; reluctantly Duval
followed his companion’s lead. As they were
about to twrn into the corridor thers came
another flash of lightning and after it the peal
of thunder. The momentary eilence that fol-
lowed was disturbed by o subdued ghostly howl
that seemed to come from somewhere just
above.

All three men paused involuntarily before
they entered the library.

The logs that old Alphonse had kindled in
the great open fireplace were now blazing
merrly.  In their ruddy, ficking light the
yambling room took on an air of warmth and
comfort which was accentuated by the beating
rain outside. Mostyn was feeling quite cheer-

ul.

“Let us make ourselves comfortable, gentle-
men,” he enggested, drawing up chairs to the
fire and placing his cwn advantageously. “Now
for our little friendly talk!”

Lopee had dropped easily into his chair; he
was quickly vecovering his habitual suavity of
manner.  Duval, however; was still smarting
under his defeat; he sat there stiffiy, with his
hands gripping the elbows of his chair and his

es smouldering vindietively., But neither ap-
¢ to open the discussion.
tening,  gentlemen,”

Mostyn
prompied
8till neither accepted the invitation.

Silence again followed, except for the sigh
ing wind outside, the spatternig of rain on the
windows and every now and then a peai of
thunder. i
shufled in with bread and chéese and a bottle
of wine.

Tt was a rude repast, but Mostyn enjoyed it.
He was feeling hungry. The other two scarcely
ate at all, but helped themselves liberally to
wine, more especially Duval.

This had the effect of loosening his tongue;
hie became somewhat noisy of speech.

“Well, let us hear what you've got to say,”
he said truculently.

“Nothing,” Mosty
audience in this little act.

=

vn answered him. “I'm the

You're to do all

the talking.”

“And what shall we talk about, Mr.
Mostyn?” Lopec asked sunm]fv.

“ Anything you like; it will, doubtless, help
{0 pass the Lime.” :

“Are you sure that there is not one par-
ticular subject that might interest you?!”

“Possibly. And what is the subject ?”

Lopee leaned a little forward and assumed a
confidential air.

“I thmk you have a saying,
has his price "1

Vg 1"

“ And what i

Mosiyn felt
mained ontwardly serious

‘every man

your price, Mr. Mostyn?”
nclined to faugh, but he re-
He was interested fo

_know how far Lopec would go.

“Shall we start at three figures?” he sug-
gested.

“That is one hundred pounds.”

“You have chosen the minimum.”

“It was your choice.”

“No, I merely said three fignres; one short
of a thousand is still three figures.”

“Then shall we say the ma
thousand pounds?”

“And what do you get?”

“That is my business.”

“8trictly concerned with  furthering
interests of justice,” Mostyn dryly observed.

“I have said so. Well, what is your deci-
sion "7

Mastyn' thought a moment.

“One tliousand pounds,” he murmured, and
asked: “Is that the highest bid1”

* Absolutely.”

um—one

the

In the midst of it old Alphonse .

\
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“And what precisely do you ask of me in
return "’

“I ask you merely to leave this chateau at
ance and not to meddle any further with mat-
ters that do not concern you in the slightest.”

“And what if-1 refuse

“You will not refuse a thousand pounds in
return for so little,”

“It is not enough,” Mostyn said with an
ai of decision.

Lopec drew a quick breath, and rose to his
fect. He spoke with & trace of suppressed ex-
citement.

“Five thousand pounds,” he said. “It is the
maximum. Not a penny more. Come, come,
call it a bacgain. You would not be so stupid
as to refuse five thousand pounds.”

“Umen!” Mostyn grunted, and sucked at his
pive,

Lopes stend looking down ai him, anxiously
scrutinising his face,

“Five thovsand pounds—it is a lot of
money,” he said persuasively; “and in return
we ask nothing of you, Come, my friend, I am
waiting for you to accept.”

Mastyn remeved his pipe from his mouth.

“I refuge,” he said. N

This was toc mueh for Duval, who Lad main-
tained a reluctant silence throughout the
dialogue.

“The devil you do!" he cried angrily, spring-
ing to eel.  “Then let me tell you that
your friend, Cogan—" -

“*Eitence, you fool!” Lopec hissed, and Duval
sulicnly subsided.

;“x\'nd what of my friend, Cogan?” Mostyn
as

ot the slightest harm shall come to him,”
Lopec said in conciliatory tones,  “You need
have no anxiely on his behall, He is in no
danger; I give you my word for tha

“It's just as well for you,” Mostyn said

o2

niy.

But Lopee made a deprecatory gesture.

“There is no need of threats,” he said
are discussing just a little matter of busin
My offer is still open, Mr. Mostyn. Fi
thousand - pounds. No, no, I will not accept
your refusal. There is no immediate hwrry.
Think it over carefully. An hour, two hours
take yo#r time. In the meanwhile, I think we
will stretch our legs.””

He nodded pleazantly and, lightly fouching
Duval's arm, turned towards the door,

Mostyn got up and leisurely followed them
into the hall. Lopec turned to meet him as
he emerged from the corridor, while Duval
disappeared through the door ag the rear.

“Your friend leaving you?" Mostyn asked.

“For a short while; he has some business
to do in the village. Shall we continue our
talk in the library?”

“1 prefer to stay here.”

“It is not very comfortable.”

“No, it is strategical,” Mostyn rejoinec
dryly.

Lopec irowned, then shrugged his shoulders.

“As you will,” he said, and turned away.

Mostyn took a turn up and down the hall
He had meant it when he referred to this as
the strategical point. The hall occupied the
central position in the chatean, and also it
gave access to the main stairease. It was the
key position, Mostyn resolved to hold it, and
to await developments,

A lull had come in the storm, but the rain
still fell outside in a steady downpour.
darkness had not lifted, and the. appea
indmated a rough night. Mostyn continued
to pace slowly to and fro, watching warily for
the slightest sign of treachery.

he afterncon wore on; the lingering
vestiges of daylight dissolved swiftly in the fall
of night. Mostyn found himself pacing up and
down the hall in impalpable darkness. He -
suddenly, expericneing a quick sense of
uneas The stillness seemed unnatural
Where was old Alphonse? Why didn't the old
fellow bring a light?

Mostyn was about to raise his voice, but he
checked himself.  With swift suspicion his
thoughts turned to Lopec. What mischief was
brewing? Had Lopec and Duval prepared o

Lopco had gone to the library. Had he?
Tt was some hours ago. v he would not
have remained there all this time! Mosiyn

could not stifle his uncasiness, Luckily he had



revolvers;

If of the two
ith a comforting

about them with

sense ol urity.
f.mrmmh he

and groped his w

rept towards the swing doors
y along the corridor. The

library door was just ajar; Mostyn peered
inside.

Osly a fow smouldering embers remained
the great npcn fire ‘hey threw aut

faint red glow that ~g.wcr']y crept to the
in which Lopec was reclining—his hands I
resting an the arms, his lolling side
his mouth wide open—fast asleep.
But there was something else,
Maostyn,. arrested his “attention, Somethin
hovering over the sleeping man—a shrouded
shapeless thing that yet bora a monstrous
semblance to a living form. Tt reached oui fo
. the unconscious Lopee, lightly swepk his face
Lopec awoke—slecpily stretched himself and
yawned, Suddenly the yawn froze on his
mouth, an incredible fear crept into his eyes
his bmiv stiffened with fright, Then with a
terrified ery he wrenched himself from his
chair, fled desperately across the room, flung
open the door, and collided violently with
Mostyn,

=

BAFFLED.
T was only hy an cffort that Mostyn man
aged m keep his fect, but Lopee fell some-

what heavily. He picked himself up,
trembling and shaken, and made if to con-
tinue his flight. Mostyn, however, canght his
ar

You're in the devil of a hurry, my friend,”
\vr said,
“It is you!” Lopec eried in elvt ed tones,
“Whom else did you expect?
Already Lopec was recovering from his un-
reasoning fright. He was not instinctively a
coward,
“I-1 am rath

er confused,” he- stammered.

snapped to, and
she was gone.
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“T must have been dr
asleep. Did I hurt y
“Nothing to speakof;

ng. I fell

although

Mostyn caught You certainly barged mto me pretty
sight of a girl’s violently.”

E’ & Lopee chuckled  comen
face gazing at .on.igusly, and cast a secretive
him  through s through the open door,
the half- caming,” he
shuttered win-
dow. For a a dream?” Mostyn
moment only. ash stepping. back
Then the mo ary and glanc
shutters “ly

His intorest was more Lhan 14,
but the darkened room revealed 1o
furt sign of tho
1ppumnn that. had

Lopee. Mostyn cross
W og on the fire, then came slo
hack.

Lopee was standing the
around with ill mm”:\ -
He shrugged
as if lhvnwmg over
problem, and took out |

“What, nearly seven o'cl lock
exclaimed.

“Yes, you have had a long sleep.”

“But Duval—where is hef”

“How should T know?"”

‘“He has not mmrnvd‘“

“Not to my knowledge.”

Lopee  seemed punlrd at  this
information. He followed Mostyn
back along the corridor in silence
A lamp was now burning in the hall,
and old Alphonse was ]Il‘t -.“\u%uz
off. Mostyn cast & searching glance
at him, but the old man paid no
attention to their entry.

The rain was still beating down

\V‘l‘I:!lf‘,

outside; the wind had also ‘risen
and was howling mournfully about
. the cha
7 Mostyn offered Lopce a cigaretie
1 lit up himself,
Rotten night,” he observed.
Probably i

in the pavilion.

“He ahontd be back,” Lopec mut-
tered with a preoccupie
added abruptly 1
the library

rn

there,”

He woent off hurriedly, rather in the fashio
of a man who suddenly recollects that he has
forgotien comething. ~ So it i
Mostyn. He glan f i

appear

yining to answer the que

5 osiyn pro-.l fier him. He heard
sound of shutt cing opened
.\ppr(\'lrhwl the ary, and ab the

thud and a fu

moment a dull

ittle start!

there
d ery.
had reached the door of ihe library,

Mastyn
He paused there, and peered into the dark-
ned room. For a fleeting moment he was

ded that he caught a
i« shrouded thing off
against the further wall. n a man spoke
from the open window,

“I've been whisiling here for nearly an
honr,” he growled in complaining tones.
It was Duval; he appeared abbve the

ud climbed into the

i gave vent to 2

window-sill as he spoke,
room, then he stumbled
quick exclamation,
“What the devil's
stooping to the floor.
It was Lopec mug there:
steadily to his feet, with
him,
“What
again with
“Something struck at me,”
in a dazed fashion,
“Something 7 What do you
cast a swilt glanee ab
and turned in to b

the matier?” ke eried,
he climbed nn-
Duval supporting

s happened 2" the latter demanded
a sharp note inquiry.
Lopee multered

Duval

todm,

mean *

alk sense,” he
pened, and why didn't you open the windaw
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before.  All the doors are focked.
{o the skin, Come, pull yo
I,opco 1pp<umd to make ar
e | struck at from beh

I'm wet

f together 1™
coffort to do so.
he said.
L

nd,

was

“It stunned me for the moment
out of here al room
my nerves,

enough as it is?”
Duvel made a surly respouse and noi
closed the shatters,
(umv on,” Lopee in;
of hore."
“Why?
b

“lot us get out

rlw- darkness?
as anywhere

w'd of

\'p you af]

Dmal strack a match and held it aloft, thoa
ol mantelpicee and lit the candle
brass stick.
yn_had drawn back. He heard Du
the room to the door, and flaiten
meelf against the wall, hoping the darkness
vauld conceal his presence, Duval closed the
door withaut noticing him there.

For a moment Mosiyn remaincd motionless,
h back to the door and listened.
Subdued va reached cars. and
his ecompal were talking together low,
carnest tones. Mostyn had no doubt that they
were hatching some stealthy plot.  But he
conld not distinguish what was zaid,  They
finished at ]u\gtm and AMostyn heard them
approaching the door. Hastily he retraced his
stgps back fo the hall

He was pacing ecasually up and down when
a moment later the two made their appear-
ance, Lopee still !nr;lwd a little shaken. and
was tenderly finge n;; the back of his head.

d 3 , however, and assumed

lostyn,” he asked, “what is
¢ already had it.!
1 have not lenu-(l \nnr mind ?
answered with a shake of his head,

Lopec and his companion received this
imati with _apparent  indifference,
v they had heen expecting i Duval

spoke with an assumption of crfulness.

gentlemen,”
;i

No more quarrelling,
“Since we're to eadure
pany, let us maki
;nrl @ square me

T W

good-humour,
greateoat,

I conventionally,
ered away.

and, nodding ple

uorl muw 1 <n Wit lh.-

final effort. to circumy
f an hour went
er happened.

appes

re’re you eatin

A below kitcherm. It's cosier
vn shook head.
“T prefer to vemain here,” he sul
of tion erossed Duval's face
vou can't starve,” he expostulated,
Come—bo sociable! We've prepared a nice
le feed.”
hen Tl have my share up here,”
“As you wish,” Duval said shertly, and

heel,
moments later, this

turned abrupt
But |

ou won't join us, Mr.
:lnl’("\l]v told your friend.”
is mot very compa

to appear unsociable.

w-,r think tk I object to your com

“Then what is the objection
“The kitchen. Bring your dinner up here,
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Half a dozen guests in a
rambling, old-fashioned country
mansion—a shot in the night
—and one of the guests is
found dead ! All the members
of the house-party seem honest,
well-to-do people,  What can
be the motive for the crime
and why was there so little
sign of blood when the victim
was supposed to have bled to
death?  Here is an amazing
puzzle for Sexton Blake to
tackle—a detective novel that
will hold you entranced from
first page to last.
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and I shall have much pleasure in sharing it
with vou.”
“What—you wish to cat uwp here in the
hall # i
“That’s the idea.”
Lopee shot a swift glance at
“Very well,” he said, with

his companion.
a shrug, “We

will dine in the hall. Better tell the old man,
Duval.  We can use this table "—he proceeded
o pull the heavy mahogany side-table away
e wall=—"but we shall want some
Mostyn smiled inwardly as he watched these

preparations. Whatever ‘might be the nature
of the plot that had been hatc he knew
that he had temporarily outman; ed it

Old Alphonse * presently shufffed up from
below with the dinner on a tray—"bifteck ”
and lot potatoes that certainly had a mos
appetising odour. He laid the cloth with
an expression of stelid indifference, as if he
were serving the meal in the most casnal
cireumstances

bhe three of them sat down to the rey
Duval had brought with him a couple of botth
of Chiteau-Yquem, with which Le filled the
glass

©'s success to ourselves!” he said, and
added, smacking his lips h, I went to some
trouble to get this, but it was worth it!”

Mosiyn scarcely sipped his wine: he was
remembering that druggﬂd cigarette earlier
on in the dav. He noticed that Lopeo also
drank sparingly, but Duval drained his glass
and filled it—this time from the second bottle,
which he kept at his clbow. Yeb the first
bottle was still only half empty.

Lapec chatted in an inconsequential fashion
about nothing in particular, while at h
successive glass Duval became m convi
alzo added his quota to the small talk—
same time walched from the corner
of his eye the contents of the second bottle of
Chifean-Yquem disappearing down Duval’s
throat.

Was it nerely a malter of thirstiness that
Duval should have appropriated the entire con-
tents of the second bottle to himseli? An
interesting speculation! At all events, he had
apparently drunk rather in excess of the striet
limits of sobriety. His speech was fuddled; he
stumbled over his words, and was inclined to
chuckle at 1 provoeation,

Lopee, however, conducted himself soberly—
almost with an air of restraint, At moments
he appeared preoceupied, and wonld then make
an eflort to conceal his inattention. Once he
glanced furtively at his watch, then stole a
secretive glance at Mostrn which the latter
affected not io notice,

It was a queer rop:
seated there in the diml,

he three of them
t hall of this old

. chiteau, with the rain beating outside and the

wind howling mournfully. Old ‘Alphonse’s
scarecrow appearance added to the oddity of
the occasion—and also served as a butt for
Duval's drunken ‘humour.

Onee there came a disturbing intrusion,
immediately following on a more violent gust
of wind that noisily rattled the window shut-
ters. That strange moan again came echoing
from above.

A momentary silence descended on the three
men, Even Duval appeared subdued. Both
he and Lopec were listening intently. Then
Duval made some jesting remark, and broke
into a laugh. Lopec again took a surreptitious
glance at his watch.

“Well, we've dined under somewhat uncon-

ventional circumstances, to say the least,” he

observed with an attempt to sustain the con-
versation, *robably we shall remember this
accasion. T am reminded of an incident that
occurred many years ago now 13
He rambled “on, proceeding fo rolate a
somewhat dull story. while Duval frequently
punctuated his remarks with humorous triviali-
tics, at which he chuckled in a stupid fashion,
Mostyn nodded attentively, He feli pretty
certain that Lopec was talking for the sake
of talking—was merely whiling away time.
A last he came to the end of his disconrse,
“Now, Mr. Mostvn,” he said, “you have led

en adventurows life. Let . us hear some of
vonr interesting experiences.”

Mostyn Jooked thoughtful,

“I had an intercsting experience quite
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recently,” He said. “althoush, of course, you
might not it interesting,”

“Tell us about it.”

“It happened in a train, w
ing from Derbigny to We had j
passed through a tunuel when I had eccasion
to rise from my seat to get a book from the
rack above,”

Mostyn pansed to
was watching him with
his face. Duval's eyes w
nodding drowsily, as if he
the wine he had drunk

; zot up,” Mostyn continued
pened to glance thro
window just below the

le T was jo

t a cigarette. Lopee
expression on
re closed; he was
eTe overcome by

“I hap-
1 the Tittle triangular
ek into com

partment, To my startled surprise, I zaw a
dead man lying huddled in the corner. He had
been shot; there was a thin trickle of blood
oozing from the corner of hi At once T

pulled the alarm-bell and brought the irain
to a stop. In the commotion that followed,
1 clambered along to the adjoining compart-
ment and entered. To surprise it was
empty: the -dead man had vanished,”

Mostyn paused agam, and o Lopec's fixed
stare with a look of serious inquiry

“The dead man had vanished,
“leaving not a trace behind. Yot both doors
were shub when I entered. He could no;
have tumbled out on the line. He had
mysteriously ppeared—heen spirited away,
Not a sign of his presence could be discovered,
What do you make of it?”

Lopec did not reply, only sat thore stiffly
alert with an air of strained expectancy, Duyal
was now breathing stertorously

“Rather a queer affair, o Nos
observed. “I must confess that 1 was com-
pletely bafled—but not beaten. T have made
1t my business to soive the mystery of that
dead man who vanished. That is why I hap-
pen to be at this chatean.  Am I being expli

he repeated

It was Duval who
awake—wide awake and alert.
insobriety remained. His hand was
dy, the finger crooked Hireamningim

spoke. He w
i

bout
the catch of the weapon that peeped just above

the edge of the table,
with a sardonic smile,

“Baffled and beater
draw his teeth, Lopec.”

Mostyn's arms were resting on the tabl
At that moment he experienced only a m
surprise—that the crisis which all along
had been expecting should have caught him
thus unpre ared. Duval's insobriety had been
all a bluft; that sccond bottle of Chateau-
Yquem had contained nothing stronger than
lemonade,

Lopec grinned trivmphantly and cantiousi,
reached out; fingers groped for the revol-
ver in Mostyn's pocket.

Aund at that moment M
teble—shoved it forward
effort.

He regarded Mostin

he mocked. #J

at the
ounce ot

thry

L evers

MIDNIGHT APPROACHES,
HE heavy table caught Duval a violent
T blow, knocked him backwards and top-
led over on top of him. Mostyn's
tienbion was already fully occupied with
ipec. latter had managed to retrieve
the revolver from Mostyn's poc he fought
desperately to refain possession of the weapon,
Mostyn succceded in wrenching it from his

pled

2

grasp and flung him back.

T had picked himself up from the floo:
There was murder in his eyes. He fired
blindly ; but he was badly winded and his har

was shaky. n g him no secon
chance, but kicked the weapon from his
grasp.

“Shall we call a
ed, cautious

v, Dy
further on-

two men glowered sul

appeared  to be meditating a

slaught; he was not yet ready to admit defeat
Mo: was  Just  wondering  why
Alphonse had not shown himself, when

door at the rear of the hall was
and the old man appeared, dragg
a heavy burden which bore some resemblance

to a s
The sack, however, proved to be none other
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than the red-headed giant Blondin, Old
Alphonse unceremoniously dragged him across
the hall by the coat collar.

“Tumbled from the ladder,” he exclaimed,
and gave vent to a harsh chuckle.

Something of the truth flashed across
Mostyn’s mind. Apparently Duval had ar-
ranged for Blondin to make a stealthy entry
by way of one of the windows in the corridor
above; had carefully timed the event to take
place ab the moment when he himsell had
covered Mostyn with the revolver.  And
Blondin had tumbled from the ladder—or
rather, old Alphonse had tumbled him from
it. There was no doubt of that.

Blondin lay there groaning to himself; he
appeared to be badly injured, and made no
attempt to rise,

“I fancy your friend has broken his
Mostyn said. “Hadn't yon better attend
him.”

As he spoke there came the sound of a
car stopping in the drive outside, and a
moment later an impatient knocking on the
main door. Old Alphonse unlecked it and
Bourillier stepped inside.

“You are quite safe?” he cried, eatch
tyn, then glanced around with

“Seigneur, is thiz an execu
he. exclaimed. .

“It might very easily have heen a massacre,
Mostyn answered with a laugh. “But, for-
tunately, there has only been one casualiy.
This fellow here has hurt b You ha
arrived at an opportune moment, doctor i

Bourillier came forward and stooped over
the prostrate man, at which Blondin groaned
the more distressingly.

2

“Pooh! A few bruises and a sprainad
ankle,” Bourillier remarked, after a hrief
scruting.  “Wrap his foot in a cold-water

bandage.”

Lopee and Duval had been briefly confer
ring together in low tones. Their ardonr was
somewhat dampened; hoth men were looking
thoroughly discomfiled.  Lopeo approached
Mostyn,

“The game is yours, Mr. Mostyn,” he said
with a wry smile. “We propose to make our
depariure. Have you any_objection ?”

Duval was already helping Blondin to his
feet. X n glanced across at the two.

“No ebjection to your two [riends leaving,”
he said, “but T must regard you as a hostage.”

“1 do not quite understand you. A hostage
for what!”

“For the safely of my friend Sydney
Cogan.”

“You will find him in the pavilion,” sail
Lopee; “perfectly safe, I assure you, although
perhaps a little indignant.”

“Then have bim released at once. When
he arrives here you will be at liberty to go,
but not before.”

Lopec nodded and spoke to Duval, who went
off on his errand.

He was not absent very long, and returned
with a closed-in car. As the vehicle camo
10 a stop, a man flung open the door,
ou and ed up the stone entrance s
It was Sydney Cogan—looking somewhat
hevelled and very indignant.

He stopped abruptly in the hall and glared
around, then recognised Mostyn standing
there, 5

“You here, M 1 he exclaimed. “What
the deuce ~does it all mean? I've been kept
tied up in a little stuffy room with a lunatic
raving next door.” = He smoothed a hand
aver his fevered brow, and his glance fell upon
Lopec and Duval meking for the door, sup-
porting Blondin between them.

“What! You're uot going to let the raseals
escape!” he cried.

The two men and their injured companion
had already reached the daor. Seeing that
hig protest went unheeded, Cogan turned on
them in sheer exasperation and administered
te each a hearty kick.

“I'm jiggered if I can figure this out,” he
exclaimed, and sank breathlessly into a chair.

Mostyn drapped a hand on his shoulder,
“Don’t try to figure it out, old chap,”
said, “your brain won't stand it now,
feel better after you've had a good sleep,”

Bourillier had remained an interested spec-
tator of these successive events,

e
Vou'lt
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The next item proved to be Loftie. An
expression of disgust swept into his face as
his gaze rested on Cogan.

“Sp he's here all the time,” he said in
aggrieved tones, addressing his remarks to
Mostyn, “and Fve been chasing him half
over France, sir.” 3

Cogan lifted a tired face; his excitement had
now evaporated; evidently he had had not &
wink of sleep since the beginning of his

adventure.

“Where are we? What the dickens is
place?” he asied somewhat peevish
“Shucks! My brain is in a whirl Bu't her

i ave a yarn to fell
as tied up, those two econndrels who have just
loft came into the room of the raving lufiatic
next door to me to talk over their plans. I am
clear as to just what they were after

something 1i 5t

ratic
opose to a girl named Rouberitz
idnight to-night. Why, heaven only
Seemingly t are prepared to go to
hs rath rted, As
make out omething to da
by an old bird named Rou
ustrian count. He had an or

to pr
nid

en
can

a will mad

who was an

any
as 1

Stealthily Lopec leaned over the uncon-
scious figure of Mostyn and gently drew
the automatic from his pocket.

ild named Karl, and was mighty keen that
this lad should marry his ward. So he made
a will bequeathing a legacy io Karl, but leaving
the bulk of his fortune to his ward, with the
that if within five years of his deatk
ould in person make a serious offer of
marriage fo the girl, then his fortune was to
be divided cqually beiween them. It was his
dying wish that the two should marry.

“Now, what all this ha th
and Duval heavén only knows. The only thing
elear in my mind is that they are determined
to get this fellow Karl to propose marriage to
the girl before midnight to-night. Seeing that
Karl appears to be a raving lunatic I can only
thing that these two dirty dogs intend to
make free with his share of the legacy the
moment he has fulfilled the conditions that
will bring it into his hands.

“That is all T know, Mostyn, and it seems
to me we are only getting deeper into the mire,
Ai the same time, 1 thought you oughi to
know.”

Mostyn-nddded his approval.

“Thanks, Cogan,” he said. “You are not
<very Iucid, but your story does belp a bit. I
will be glad to have a chance to think it over.
“A good night’s rest will put you right, old

3
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chap,” Mostyn assured him, “We'll get the
doctor to take care of you. Come along, there’s
a good fellow. We'll compare notes in the
morning.’”

Cogan yielded with a faint show of protest,
and Mostyn gently guided him down the steps
to the doctor's coupe. .

Mostyn watched the doctor drive off down
the avenue, and then turned back to the house.
He lit a cigarette and proceeded to pace up
nd down the hall. The rain had ceased out-
lo, the wind had dropped; an intense still-
nesa pervaded the chatean. Old Alphonse had
shufled off somewhere—was probably down-
s in the kitchen

Mostyn now and :a?aiu stole a glance at his
watch.  As the hands crept nearer fo zero a
subdued excitement possessed him. At mid-
night his vigil would be finished! he had faith-
d ta that strange note of en-

S

Fifteen—ten—five mintues to midnight T
For a cer
watch in
the

inty now the two hands of

ket had reached the zenith of
Mostyn won-
ong? Was
d him but

n?

poel
Had he m ulated ?
Had he figured it out al
iey that so affecte
own imaginati

dial
ed!
this vague expect
a romantic folly of

ORNET
10 yomantie foll;

Mostyn not heed the ieayr door
angle of the staircase that cr
did not obscrve Duval's stealthy

No—it w

o up behind
his hand raised to e,

Mostyn was looking up to where the staircase
curved to the right; had eyes at that moment
only for the woman wito pansed there, in the
et of descending, looking down at him with a
faint flush on her face, half-anxious, hall-
inquiring. >

Impulsively he held out his arms.

“Tt is past midnignt,” he cried. “Tell me-
you are safe now, there is nothing more to
fear?”

A smile crept into her face. She hastened
lightly down the staircase—an to meet him—
just a8 Duval fired and old Alphonse struck
savagely from behind. .

Something hurt Mostyn's left arm
blow of a hammer; it dropped uscle:
si till he paid no heed
‘ou are sale now ' he repeated.
Yes, yes, but you!” she eried. “Your arm
—oh, my poor, brave friend—

Hoarse ehouts drowned her words. There
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came the sounds of a fierce scuffle, and Lopec
precipitated himself into the hall. He fun
old Alphonse roughly aside as the latter trics
to grapple with him, and advanced threaten-
ingly on Mostyn. There was an ugly gleam
in fus eves as if he meditated one last desperate
mischief,

Mostyn stood there sway
ing to retain his senses, w
nothing but await Lopec’s next move, The
latter gmd paused, confronting him, while he
momentarily recovered his wind. A fneer of
triumph twisted his lips; the hand hunched in
his pocket spoke only too plainly of his sinister
intent.

The girl divined his evil purposé and, with
a stifled cry, made a protecting gesture towards
Mostyn; bul Lopec thrust her savagely aside.
The movement jostled Mostyn—ijolted his help-
less arm against the wall.” He leaned there,
desperately biting his lip to still the pain, while
he fought to retain consciousne

Again Lopee faced him with that twisted,
malevolent smile on his lipe. Stealthily he
withdrew his hand from lis pocket and took
deliberate aim. But the girl flung hersell upon
him, frantically striving to wrest the weapon
from his grasp. Brutally he beat her to
knees, enraged that he *might be cheated of
his revenge, And Mostyn could only totier
there, helpless to come to her assistance.

i that moment Bourillier came tumbling
through the front door with Loftie, who had
returned to the car, following close behind

Bourillier lurched unsteadily to his feet and
glared vaguely around. Dut Loftie had
already taken in the situation—had flung him-
self upon Lopec. Bourillier quickly came to
his assistance.

Mostyn watched the three swaving figures
—saw. old Alphonse join in the fray, dimly
perceived that Lopec was now on the floor,
still fighting like a tiger-cat. But he was out-
numbered—the game was up!

With a satislied grunt Mostyn closed his
eyes, and did what he had never done before
—fainted away in the arms of a woman,

REVELATIONS !

A ]
OURILLIER gave a deprecatory shrg
“IE you will talk, my friend—why,

then you will,” he suid. “But you lave
a temperature,” .

“You know you are just t
formation,” Mostyn answered.
of fact, there’s not much to suy
this sling a little before I begin.

Bourillier did as he was bid, gently
the pillow bencath the bandaged arm.

“That's more comfortable.  What was I
saying? Yes, there are stranger coincidences
in real life than cver one reads of in the
story-books, Bourillier. What T am going to
tell 'you is n case in point. About ten vears
ago, soon after the Armistice, T was in nna
on a certain confidential mission. One night
in the Ballplatz 1 chanced to render some
shight service to a lady whose car was being
heid up by the hungry mob.

“The car contuined two othe
apart from the chaufferr and
one a young man of about twen ree,
the other a pretty girl of fifteen perhaps,
whom I took to be the son and daughter of the
lady in guestion,

“Only yesterday did 4 have reasen to recall
it, and that was when I heard mention of the
name of Rouberitz. Then that half-forgotten
incident of ten years ago came back to my
mind. 1 recollected that the lady I had
assisied in the Ballplatz that night” was ‘the
Countess Rouberitz.

“More than that. When T returned to ihe
Chitean d'Ysotte yesterday, was already
convineed that a woman was in hiding ther
1 was now exceedingly curions te knew h
identity.  Was she none other than the
Countess Rouberitz, whom again 1 was to
help in stranger circumstances even than
before, after an interval of ten years?

“When, later on, however, I' caught a
glimpse of her face at one of the windows, 1
at once realised that my deductions were
wrong, for this exceedingly atiractive young
woman could not possibly be the Countess

beritz, whe would now be a woman of at
years of age. Besides, the girl
the train had obviously been young.

Just loosen

shifting

oceupants,
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“I felt somewhat disconcerted at real

this. Lor a moment I was inclined ta believe
that the coincidence of the name of Rouberitz
baore no significance whatever. On further con-
sideration, however, another plavsible ex-
planation began to take shape in my mind:
The prettf‘ girl who bad been in the car with
the Countess Rouberitz—whom I had almost
forgotten until this moment—she must be an
altractive woman of about twenty-four or
twenty-five row, Was it she whose face 1 had
momentarily glimpsed at the window ?
. “But T knew that I should know the truth
in the space of a few brief hours; that at mid-
night I should have fulfilled the service that
had been asked of me; that then I should
déubtless meet her face to face, and resolve
the question of her identity.

“But T will confess that those few hours of
waiting scemed interminably long. 1 have
never known the time to drag past so slowly,
Bourillier.”

Mostyn paused in his recital, and alanced
hali-challengingly at his friend.

“Then it was she?” Bourillier asked quickly,

“Yeos,” said Mostyn.

A brief silence had fallen upon the two men,
Both were experiencing that same shy sense
of reserve—were a triffe embarrassed by that
masculine timidity of anything savouring of
sentiment.

The doctor suddenly shook
laughed softly,

“My dear friend,” he said, “so it is liks
that! " Now I understand why you have
remained a bachelor for thirty-seven years.

No, no, there is nothing more to say—not on
that subject. - Tell me, is she not coming hers
at eleven-thirty 1

“1 am expecting her, Bourillier.’

“Why, then, you have less than half an hour
to work your face up into a smile, What a
man!  She’ll think she has come to your
funeral. That's not the way to win her. Come,
look a little more cheerful,  And, remember,
1f you still have a temperature I'll cancel the
engagement,  Voila !”

With this final threat Bourillier stalked from
the room, leaving Mostyn alone to his own
contemplations. He watched the clock ticking
away on the wall in front of him. It scemed to
him' that those hands moved with a more
tedious sloth than on the previous occasion
when he had awaited the coming of midnight.

Yet now it was not the same doubt that
assailed him. For the first time that he could
vemember he lacked confidence in his_own
resource,  Hitherto sirength, determination,
and courage had been the weapons on which
he relied to achieve his purpose, and never had
they failed him. Now, however, such qualities
avatled him nothing. This decision that so
vitally affected his welfare was no longer to
be determined by his own judgment. It
depended entirely on the will of another, And
she & fragrant, slender woman!

himself  and

Mostyn heard the door open and close—
rose to meet her. And all at once his in-
decision vanished; he was his imperturbable
sell again—the captain of his soul.

He looked down into her face with sturdy
resignation and experienced a senso of glad-
ness—as one who beholds a beautiful flower
that blooms out of reach in another mau's
garden.

“I am happy to see you,” he said. “T mean
it. Thanks 0 much for coming.”

‘How could T not come?” she asked, and
re was surprise, almost a protest, in her
eyes. She lowered them a little shyly, meeting
his steadfast gaze, and added quickly: “Your
arm—how it must be hurting you—"

“Not a bit,” he broke in. *“A mere scrateh;
it will soon he mended.”

“But it is fractured, tha doctor says.
must sit down and rest, please,”

“It ic I who am keeping you standing.
Wait—Lydia, before you speak there is some-
thing I must. know. Look at me; I want
your answer. I it by aceident that our paths
have cr again? Tell me!”

“Tt was written,” she said, regarding him
with steads eves.

You
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"1t was,” he agreed with firm convicti
“But what further is written ? 1 am imp
to know, I must know. Vou shall tell
now.  Lydia, what else is written, that vou
and T should part again, like driftwood #
in momentary contact upon the purpos
currents of life’s ocean? I cannot believe it—
1 will not believe it except from your own lips,
I want you never to drift from me again; I
ask you'to be my wife, Now, tell me what 1
written I
Still her eyes did not waver,

“You shall first hear my story,” she said

“No, no;. it does not matter, it can make
no difference. First your answer!”

“You shall answer—you shall decide what
is written, And whichever you decide, I will
accept—when vou have heard my story.”

“No, no,” said Mostyn, “there is no need
I know the main facts, I heard them
from Cogan. You were the ward of Count
Rouberitz, who died five years ago. In his
will he left the bulk of his fortune to you,
with _the proviso that you shonld marry his
son Karl in the event of the latter making
you an offer of marriage within five years of
the count’s death.”

“That is so, but Karl developed signs of
unstable intellect, the symptoms became worsa
and he had to be placed under restraint. After
that we lost touch, and I went to live some
little distance outside Vienna with a certain
M. Lubrissy, once a wellknown actor and
personal friend of the count’s,

“The Chifean d'Ysotte was part of the
property being held in trust for me, but was
allowed, for various reasons, to drift into etate
of unrepair. Alphonse and wifo, Marie, wera
Jeit in charge until it was sold or until the
time came when we wished to live there at any
time. Then, a fortnight ago, something hap-
pened which cansed us to make a drastic move,

“AL Lubr was visiial by a M. Lopec,
who deseribed himself as a lawyer and stated
that he had called to convey to me Karl's
formal offer of marriage.

“But this startling proposal, M. Lubrissy
ed me. had -not resulted from Karl's own
initiative; he was eonvinced that it had been
made at Lopee’s instigation with the object
of profiting himself from the transaction. Tu
defeat this crock’s efforts we decided to go to
the Chiteau d'Vsotte and wait therae until
the five-year period was past. We made bur-
ried arrangements for our departure.

“The journey, however, svon praved ovent-
ful. At the lasi moment M. Lubrissy said he
had an appointment in Vienna, and arranged
to meet me at the station. He arrived a few
moments beforo the train was due to depart,
and T was startled to find thai he had disguised
himself by wearing a false beard. Until ha
accosied me T did not recognise him, He had
suddenly changed his mind, and, hiring a car,
we sped off to Douai. Fortunately our heavy
luggage had been registered straight through
to Paris from Vienna, so that we were un-
encumbered,

“Nevertheless, when we reached Douai and
were about to enter the train for Arras, he
insisted that we should travel in adjacent com-
partments. T obeyed, secing that my argu-
ments only agitated him, but as the train was
just starting off, I observed two men run aeross
ihe platform and clamber info the adjoining
compartment which M. Lubrissy had enterad.

“This gave me a vague sense of upeasin
and try as I would, I conld not stifle my grov
ing alarm. There was no corridor to the frain,
but just above my head was a small triangular
window giving a view into the adjoining com-
partment. I rose once, on the pretext of get-
ting something from the rack above, and
glanced through the window. T saw AL
Lubrissy sitting reading in the opposite eornor,
and for a while my anxiety was allayed,

“But a vague feeling of disquictnde again
began to disturb me, which suddenly became
an unreasoning fear in the darkness of tha
tunnel threugh which we were passing at that
moment. As we emerged into daylight onee
more, I rose hastily- and took another glimpse
throngh into the adjoining compartment, Ta
my anguish I saw M. Lubrissy huddled thera
in tha corner, apparently dead, with the
blood trickling down his forehead. I must
then have fainted away.

“When I came to again, the train had
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worked up inte a state of nervous excitement,
he momentarily expected a savage attack
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v intolerable; he felt he could stand the
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The sudden darkness added to M. Lubrissy’s
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emerge from the tunnel alive. His straining
ears pcmmdcd him that one of ('ne men was
sidling towards bim; each instant he expected
to be shot. Then, o
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Am:I thrust it open.
ut the rush of air in the lunnel forced
the door shut ng-un and in so dnmg caught
M. Lubrissy a violent blow on the head. It
stunned him, and he remembered no more
until, on recovering his senses, he found him
self Iying huddled on the seat.
“He sat up, and was surprised fo find that
> was now ihe only cccupant of the cor

=)
5
ek

door

337
partment; the other two men haa vamished,
J dnm on the opposite side was swing-
To M. Lubrissy’s further perplexity,
pistol lying on
stinetively

{

W .
His h n] was throbbing dully.

¢ blood on
m, but he
mjury was

With that h,: habitu
reasserted £; b o removed his

v beard, wiped the blood from his fore-
head, and pulled the brim of his hat down
low. 'Then he quietly slipped (mt of the open
door on the further \Jl'f‘ and ol it behind

sed

ny
wered, doors
kly joined

flung oper
ngers, all cirious to know why

by other p

the train had been brought to a stop. Al
Lub ected to be as perplexed as the
vest, as indeed he was, and no one apparently

th the curious

connected him in way

he pr ol
somewhat puzzled him, but
was that Lopec or his companion had actual
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itted, that tiley had heen left br-hmd
was confirmed in this belicf when, on
changing for the Paris Arras, he
saw no signs uf the two. s
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had dicd five years ago to-morrow, and
therefore at midnight on the morrow the
solemn pledge 1 had made to him, as well as
t oviso in his will, expired. Sirange as it
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“THE GREEN
FEATHER
MYSTERY !”

That was what the papers
called it.  Sirange and
mysterious; baffling, even
to the experts at Scotland
Yard'. T}Ie newspapers
were full of it . ... " The
body of an unknown man
was taken from the waler
at Limehouse Reach by the
river police this morning,
Although the body had,
apparently, only been in the
water a few hours, the
Jealures were unrecognis-
able. Nothing it is under-
stood, was found by which
fo identify the body. In the
right hand was tightly
clutched a green feather
vo.t And this was the
fifth similar crime.  What
was the ferrible mystery of
“ The Green Feather ™
Don't miss Edmund Snell's
amazing tale in next
week's issue of

“The THRILLER-”
On Sale Next Saturday.
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nock sounded on the main
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Ln::.m M. Lubrissy, however, earnestly
h :.aught us fo remain with him and nol to
betray our presence, while old Alphonse
went down to aseertain who our visitor was.

“This old Alphonse did, taking with him his
faithful ~ wolfhound, Sultan, Qur  visitors
proved to be Lopee and his friend Duval, hul
we did not know what passed I;m\m i them
and old Alphonse until later, On discove
the ulr-nul; of his visitors, old -\lphu:w uwi
m shut the door on them, but was prevented,

Sultan then sprang at Duval, who fled in fear,
and then turnéd and deliberately shot the d(lg,

"Ynu know what followed.

*All this while we remained in hiding, won-
was happening down below. Once.

arie. crept downstairs, and
A |-hum ed up by the han uls She
and he then insisted on her re-
tur .n\g to |\3 and remaining concealed unti)
Hm danger had passed.

“It was afterwards that I learned of your
arrival, when I took from old Alphonse the
m:! you had thrust into his pock
We had no further interruptions that
night, but we felt that we had not yet seen
the last of our enemies; and in the morning
old Alphonse brought us the disquieting news
that Lopee and Duval were at the pavilion, a

short :E[.-ln : away, accompanied by Karl
i stubborn  determination old
\IMvnmz ir d on our remaining concealed,

ying that he was quite able to deal with the
situation, and to i
persuasions, 1 decided, however; to send that
bricf request to you, knowing for a certainty
that you would respond,
“You are
followed,

he events that
told me of
well as his own
jost that so frrrrn'r'ml] Lopec in the
There remains umm-w more but for
me ta thank yon with all my heart for the
great service you have rendered me.”
Lydia finish strange narrative; still

v looked y pa \lO:hll He reached
down and i\ lifted her head, looking into
her cyos.

“Yon

my
all

“Tell me,” he said softly. were
glad when you read the nan
did not remember me :
years?”

“I have never ceased to remember you,”
she np’ , regarding him with frank eyes.
“Then it was written Mostyn murmured

and reverently touched her hair with his lips.

THE END,
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