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Chapter1
THE MISSING BANK MANAGER

Every Monday morning, when the clock of the old parish church in
Scarnham Market-Place struck eight, Wallington Neale asked himself
why on earth he had chosento be a bank clerk. On all the other mornings
of the week this question never occurred to him: on Sunday he never al-
lowed a thought of the bank to crosshis mind: from Sunday to Saturday
he was firmly settled in the usual rut, and never dreamed of tearing him-
self out of it. But Sunday's break was unsettling: there was always an ef-
fort in starting afresh on Monday. The striking of St. Alkmund's clock at
eight on Monday morning invariably found him sitting down to his
breakfast in his rooms, overlooking the quaint old Market-Place, once
more faced by the fact that a week of dull, uninteresting work lay before
him. He would go to the bank at nine, and at the bank he would remain,
more or less, until five. He would do that again on Tuesday, and on
Wednesday, and on Thursday and on Friday, and on Saturday. One af-
ternoon, strolling in the adjacent country, he had seen a horse walking
round and round and round in a small paddock, turning a crank which
worked some machine or other in an adjoining shed: that horse had
somehow suggested himself to himself.

On this particular Monday morning, Neale, happening to catch sight
of his reflection in the mirror which stood on his parlour mantelpiece,
propounded the usual question with added force. There were reasons.It
was a beautiful morning. It was early spring. There was a blue sky, and
the rooks and jackdaws were circling in a clear air about the church
tower and over the old Market-Cross. He could hear thrushes singing in
the trees in the Vicarage garden, closeby. Everything was young. And he
was young. It would have been affectation on his part to deny either his
youth or his good looks. He glanced at his mirrored self without pride,
but with due recognition of his good figure, his strong muscles, his
handsome, boyish face, with its cluster of chestnut hair and steady grey
eyes. All that, he knew, wanted life, animation, movement. At twenty-
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three he was longing for something to take him out of the treadmill
round in which he had been fixed for five years. He had no taste for
handing out money in exchange for cheques, in posting up ledgers, in
writing dull, formal letters. He would have been much happier with an
old flannel shirt, open at the throat, a pick in his hands, making a new
road in a new country, or in driving a path through some primeval
wood. There would have been liberty in either occupation: he could have
flung down the pick at any moment and taken up the hunter's gun: he
could have turned right or left at his own will in the unexplored forest.
But there at the bank it was just doing the same thing over and over
again: what he had done last week he would do again this week: what
had happened last year would happen again this year. It was all pure,
unadulterated, dismal monotony.

Like most things, it had come about without design: he had just drif-
ted into it. His father and mother had both died when he was a boy; he
had inherited a small property which brought in precisely one hundred
and fifty pounds a year: it was tied up to him in such a fashion that he
would have his three pounds a week as long as ever he lived. But as his
guardian, Mr. John Horbury, the manager of Chestermarke's Bank at
Scarnham,pointed out to him when he left school, he needed more than
three pounds a week if he wished to live comfortably and like a gentle-
man. Still, a hundred and fifty a year of sure and settled income was a
fine thing, an uncommonly fine thingÑall that was necessary was to
supplement it. ThereforeÑa nice, quiet, genteel professionÑbanking, to
wit. Light work, an honourable calling, an eminently respectableone. In
a few years he would have another hundred and fifty a year: a few years
more, and he would be a manager, with at least six hundred: he might,
well before he was a middle-aged man, be commanding a salary of a
thousand a year. Banking, by all means, counselled Mr. HorburyÑand
offered him a vacancy which had just then arisen at Chestermarke's.And
Neale, willing to be guided by a man for whom he had much respect,
took the post, and settled down in the old bank in the quiet, sleepy
market-town, wherein one day was precisely like another dayÑand
every year his dislike for his work increased, and sometimes grew un-
bearably keen, especially when spring skies and spring air set up a sud-
den stirring in his blood. On this Monday morning that stirring amoun-
ted to something very like a physical ache.

"Hang the old bank!" he muttered. "I'd rather be a ploughman!"
Nevertheless, the bank must be attended, and, at ten minutes to nine,

Neale lighted a cigarette, put on his hat, and strolled slowly across the
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Market-Place. Although he knew every single one of its cobblestones,
every shop window, every landmark in it, that queer old square always
fascinated him. It was a bit of old England. The ancient church and
equally ancient Moot Hall spread along one side of it; the other three
sides were filled with gabled and half-timbered houses; the Market-
Cross which stood in the middle of the open space had been erected
there in Henry the Seventh's time. Amidst all the change and develop-
ment of the nineteenth century, Scarnhamhad been left untouched: even
the bank itself was a time-worn building, and the manager's house
which flanked it was still older. Underneath all these ancient structures
were queer nooks and corners, secret passagesand stairs, hiding-places,
cellarings going far beneath the gardens at the backs of the houses:
Neale, as a boy, had made many an exploration in them, especially be-
neath the bank-house, which was a veritable treasury of concealedstair-
ways and cunningly contrived doors in the black oak of the panellings.

But on this occasion Neale did not stare admiringly at the old church,
nor at the pilastered Moot Hall, nor at the toppling gables:his eyeswere
fixed on something else,something unusual. As soon ashe walked out of
the door of the house in which he lodged he saw his two fellow-clerks,
Shirley and Patten, standing on the steps of the hall by which entrance
was joined to the bank and to the bank-house. They stood there looking
about them. Now they looked towards FinklewayÑa narrow street
which led to the railway station at the far end of the town. Now they
looked towards MiddlegateÑa street which led into the open country, in
the direction of Ellersdeane, where Mr. Gabriel Chestermarke, senior
proprietor of the bank, resided. All that was unusual. If Patten, a mere
boy, had been lounging there, Neale would not have noticed it. But it
was Shirley's first duty, on arriving every morning, to get the keys at the
house door, and to let himself into the bank by the adjoining private en-
trance. It was Patten's duty, on arrival, to take the letter-bag to the post-
office and bring the bank's correspondenceback in it. Never, in all his ex-
perience, had Neale seen any of Chestermarke's clerks lounging on the
steps at nine o'clock in the morning, and he quickened his pace.Shirley,
turning from a prolonged stare towards Finkleway, caught sight of him.

"Can't get in," he observed laconically, in answer to Neale's inquiring
look. "Mr. Horbury isn't there, and he's got the keys."

"What do you meanÑisn't there!" asked Neale, mounting the steps.
"Not in the house?"

"Mean just what I say," replied Shirley. "Mrs. Carswell says she hasn't
seen him since Saturday. She thinks he's been week-ending. I've been
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looking out for him coming along from the station. But if he came in by
the 8.30,he's a long time getting up here. And if he hasn't come by that,
there's no other train till the 10.45."

Neale made no answer. He, too, glanced towards Finkleway, and then
at the church clock. It was just going to strike nineÑand the station was
only eight minutes away at the most. He passed the two junior clerks,
went down the hall to the door of the bank-house, and entered. And just
within he came face to face with the housekeeper, Mrs. Carswell.

Mrs. Carswell had kept house for Mr. John Horbury for some
yearsÑNeale remembered her from boyhood. He had always been
puzzled about her age.Of late, since he knew more of grown-up folk, he
had been still more puzzled. Sometimeshe thought she was forty; some-
times he was sure she could not be more than thirty-two or three. Any-
way, she was a fine, handsome womanÑtall, perfectly shaped, with
glossy black hair and dark eyes,and a firm, resolute mouth. It was rarely
that Mrs. Carswell went out; when she did, she was easily the best-look-
ing woman in Scarnham. Few Scarnham people, however, had the
chanceof cultivating her acquaintance;Mrs. Carswell kept herself to her-
self and seemed content to keep up her reputation as a model house-
keeper. She ordered Mr. Horbury's domestic affairs in perfect fashion,
and it had come upon Neale as a surprise to hear Shirley say that Mrs.
Carswell did not know where the manager was.

"What's all this?" he demanded, as he met her within the hall. "Shirley
says Mr. Horbury isn't at home? Where is he, then?"

"But I don't know, Mr. Neale," replied the housekeeper. "I know no
more than you do. I've been expecting him to come in by that 8.30train,
but he can't have done that, or he'd have been up here by now."

"Perhaps it's late," suggested Neale.
"NoÑit's in," she said. "I saw it come in from my window, at the back.

It was on time. SoÑI don't know what's become of him."
"ButÑwhat about Saturday?" asked Neale. "Shirley says you said Mr.

Horbury went off on Saturday. Didn't he leave any wordÑdidn't he say
where he was going?"

"Mr. Horbury went out on Saturday evening," answered Mrs.
Carswell. "He didn't say a word about where he was going. He went out
just before dusk, as if for a walk. I'd no idea that he wasn't at home until
Sunday morning. You see, the servants and I went to bed at our usual
time on Saturday night, and though he wasn't in then, I thought nothing
of it, because,of course,he'd his latch-key. He was often out late at night,
as you know, Mr. Neale. And when I found that he hadn't come back, as
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I did find out before breakfast yesterday, I thought nothing of that
eitherÑI thought he'd gone to see some friend or other, and had been
persuaded to stop the night. Then, when he didn't come home yesterday
at all, I thought he was staying the week-end somewhere. So I wasn't
anxious, nor surprised. But I am surprised he's not back here first thing
this morning."

"So am I," agreed Neale. "And more than surprised." He stood for a
moment, running over the list of the manager's friends and acquaint-
ances in the neighbourhood, and he shook his head as he came to the
end of his mental reckoning of it. "It's very odd," he remarked. "Very sur-
prising, Mrs. Carswell."

"It's all the more surprising," remarked the housekeeper, "becauseof
his going off for his holiday tomorrow. And Miss Fosdyke's coming
down from London today to go with him."

Neale pricked his ears. Miss Fosdyke was the manager's nieceÑa
young lady whom Neale remembered as a mere slip of a girl that he had
met years before and never seen since.

"I didn't know that," he remarked.
"Neither did Mr. Horbury until Saturday afternoonÑthat is, for cer-

tain," said Mrs. Carswell. "He'd asked her to go with him to Scotland on
this holiday, but it wasn't settled. However, he got a wire from her,
about tea-time on Saturday, to say she'd go, and would be down here
today. They're to start tomorrow morning."

Neale turned to the door. He was distinctly puzzled and uneasy. He
had known John Horbury since his own childhood, and had always re-
garded him as the personification of everything that was precise,system-
atic, and regular. All things considered, it was most remarkable that he
should not be at the bank at opening hours. And already a vague suspi-
cion that something had happened began to steal into his mind.

"Did you happen to notice which way he went, Mrs. Carswell?" he
asked. "Was it towards the station?"

"He went out down the garden and through the orchard," replied the
housekeeper."He could have got to the station that way, of course. But I
do know that he never said a word about going anywhere by train, and
he'd no bag or anything with himÑhe'd nothing but that old oak stick he
generally carried when he went out for his walks."

Neale pushed open the house door and went into the outer hall to the
junior clerks. Little as he cared about banking as a calling, he was punc-
tilious about rules and observances, and it seemed to him somewhat
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indecorous that the staff of a bank should hang about its front door, as if
they were workshop assistants awaiting the arrival of a belated foreman.

"Better come inside the house, Shirley," he said. "Patten, you go to the
post-office and get the letters."

"No good without the bag," answered Patten, a calm youth of seven-
teen. "Tried that once before. Don't you know!Ñthey've one keyÑwe've
another."

"Well, come inside, then," commanded Neale. "It doesn't look well to
hang about those steps."

"Might just as well go away," muttered Shirley, stepping into the hall.
"If Horbury's got to come back by train from wherever he's gone to, he
can't get here till the 10.45,and then he's got to walk up. Might aswell go
home for an hour."

"The partners'll be here before an hour's over," said Neale. "One of
them's always here by ten."

Shirley, a somewhat grumpy-countenanced young man, made no an-
swer. He began to pacethe hall with looks of eminent dissatisfaction. But
he had only taken a turn or two when a quietly appointed one-horse
coupŽ brougham came up to the open door, and a well-known face was
seen at its window. Mr. Gabriel Chestermarke, senior proprietor, had
come an hour before his time.
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Chapter2
THE ELLERSDEANE DEPOSIT

Had the three young men waiting in that hall not been so familiar with
him by reason of daily and hourly acquaintance, the least observant
amongst them would surely have paused in whatever task he was
busied with, if Mr. Gabriel Chestermarke had crossed his path for the
first time. The senior partner of Chestermarke's Bank was a noticeable
person. Wallington Neale, who possessedsome small gift of imagina-
tion, always felt that his principal suggested something more than was
accounted for by his mere presence.He was a little, broadly built man,
somewhat inclined to stoutness, who carried himself in very upright
fashion, and habitually wore the look of a man engaged in operations of
serious and far-reaching importance, further heightened by an air of re-
serve and a trick of sparingness in speech.But more noticeable than any-
thing else in Mr. Gabriel Chestermarke was his head, a member of his
body which was much out of proportion to the rest of it. It was a very
big, well-shaped head, on which, out of doors, invariably rested the
latest-styled and glossiest of silk hatsÑno man had ever seen Gabriel
Chestermarke in any other form of head-gear, unless it was in a railway
carriage, there he condescended to assume a checked cap. Underneath
the brim of the silk hat looked out a countenance as remarkable as the
head of which it was a part. A broad, smooth forehead, a pair of large,
deep-set eyes, the pupils of which were black as sloes, a prominent,
slightly hooked nose, a firm, thin-lipped mouth, a square, resolute
jawÑthese features were thrown into prominence by the extraordinary
pallor of Mr. Chestermarke's face, and the dark shade of the hair which
framed it. That black hair, those black eyes, burning always with a
strange, slumbering fire, the colourless cheeks, the vigorous set of the
lips, these made an effect on all who came in contact with the banker
which was of a not wholly comfortable nature. It was as if you were talk-
ing to a statue rather than to a fellow-creature.
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Mr. Chestermarke stepped quietly from his brougham and walked up
the steps.He was one of those men who are never taken aback and never
show surprise, and as his eyes ran over the three young men, there was
no sign from him that he saw anything out of the common. But he turned
to Neale, as senior clerk, with one word.

"Well?"
Neale glanced uncomfortably at the house door. "Mr. Horbury is not at

home," he answered. "He has the keys."
Mr. Chestermarke made no reply. His hand went to his waistcoat

pocket, his feet moved lower down the hall to a side-door sacred to the
partners. He produced a key, opened the door, and motioned the clerks
to enter. Once within, he turned into the partners' room. Five minutes
passed before his voice was heard.

"Neale!"
Neale hurried in and found the banker standing on the hearth-rug, be-

neath the portrait of a former Chestermarke, founder of the bank in a by-
gone age. He was suddenly struck by the curious resemblancebetween
that dead Chestermarke and the living one, and he wondered that he
had never seen it before. But Mr. Chestermarke gave him no time for
speculation.

"Where is Mr. Horbury?" he asked.
Neale told all he knew: the banker listened in his usual fashion, keep-

ing his eyes steadily fixed on his informant. When Neale had finished,
Mr. Chestermarke shook his head.

"If Horbury had meant to come into town by the 8.30 train and had
missed it," he remarked, "he would have wired or telephoned by this.
Telephoned, of course: there are telephones at every station on that
branch line. Very well, let things go on."

Neale went out and set his fellow-clerks to the usual routine. Patten
went for the letters. Neale carried them into the partners' room. At ten
o'clock the street door was opened. A customer or two began to drop in.
The businessof the day had begun. It went on just as it would have gone
on if Mr. Horbury had been away on holiday. And at half-past ten in
walked the junior partner, Mr. Joseph Chestermarke.

Mr. Josephwas the exact opposite of his uncle. He was so much his
opposite that it was difficult to believe, seeing them together, that they
were related to each other. Mr. Joseph Chestermarke, a man of appar-
ently thirty years of age,was tall and loose of figure, easyof demeanour,
and a little untidy in his dress. He wore a not over well-fitting tweed
suit, a slouch hat, a flannel shirt. His brown beard usually needed
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trimming; he affected loose, flowing neckties, more suited to an artist
than to a banker. His facewas amiable in expression,a little weak, a little
speculative. All these characteristics came out most strongly when he
and his uncle were seen in company: nothing could be more in contrast
to the precise severity of Gabriel than the somewhat slovenly careless-
ness of Joseph.Joseph,indeed, was the last man in the world that any
one would ever have expected to seein charge and direction of a bank,
and there were people in Scarnhamwho said that he was no more than a
lay-figure, and that Gabriel Chestermarke did all the business.

The junior partner passed through the outer room, nodding affably to
the clerks and went into the private parlour. Several minutes elapsed:
then a bell rang. Neale answered it, and Shirley and Patten glanced at
each other and shook their heads: already they scented an odour of sus-
picion and uncertainty.

"What's up?" whispered Patten, leaning forward over his desk to Shir-
ley, who stood between it and the counter. "Something wrong?"

"Something that Gabriel doesn't like, anyhow," muttered Shirley. "Did
you seehis eyes when Neale said that Horbury wasn't here? If Horbury
doesn't turn up by this next trainÑah!"

"Think he's sloped?" asked Patten, already seething with boyish desire
of excitement. "Done a bunk with the money?"

But Shirley shook his head at the closed door through which Neale
had vanished.

"They're carpeting Neale about it, anyhow," he answered. "Gabriel'll
want to know the whys and wherefores, you bet. But Neale won't tell us
anythingÑhe's too thick with Horbury."

Neale, entering the partners' room, found them in characteristic atti-
tudes. The senior partner sat at his desk, stern, upright, his eyesburning
a little more fiercely than usual: the junior, his slouch hat still on his
head, his hands thrust in his pockets, lounged against the mantelpiece,
staring at his uncle.

"Now, Neale," said Gabriel Chestermarke. "What do you know about
this? Have you any idea where Mr. Horbury is?"

"None," replied Neale. "None whatever!"
"When did you seehim last?" demanded Gabriel. "You often seehim

out of bank hours, I know."
"I last saw him here at two o'clock on Saturday," replied Neale. "I have

not seen him since."
"And you never heard him mention that he was thinking of going

away for the week-end?" asked Gabriel.

11



"No!" replied Neale.
He made his answer tersely and definitely, having an idea that the

senior partner looked at him as if he thought that something was being
kept back. And Gabriel, after a moment's pause, shifted some of the pa-
pers on his desk, with an impatient movement.

"Ask Mr. Horbury's housekeeper to step in here for a few minutes," he
said.

Neale went out by the private door, and presently returned with Mrs.
Carswell.

By that time Josephhad lounged over to his own desk and seatedhim-
self, and when the housekeeper came in he tilted his chair back and sat
idly swaying in it while he watched her and his uncle. But Gabriel, wav-
ing Mrs. Carswell to a seat, remained upright as ever, and as he turned
to the housekeeper, he motioned Neale to stay in the room.

"Just tell us all you know about Mr. Horbury's movements on
Saturday afternoon and evening, Mrs. Carswell," he said. "This is a most
extraordinary business altogether, and I want to account for it. You say
he went out just about dusk."

Mrs. Carswell repeated the story which shehad told to Neale. The two
partners listened; Gabriel keenly attentive; Josephas if he were no more
than mildly interested.

"Odd!" remarked Gabriel, when the story had come to an end. "Most
strange! Very wellÑthank you, Mrs. Carswell. Neale," he added, when
the housekeeper had gone away, "Mr. Horbury always carried the more
important keys on him, didn't he?"

"Always," responded Neale.
"Very good! Let things go on," said Gabriel. "But don't come bothering

me or Mr. JosephChestermarke unless you're obliged to. Of course, Mr.
Horbury may come in by the next train. That'll do, Neale."

Neale went back to the outer room. Things went on, but the missing
manager did not come in by the 10.45,and nothing had been heard or
seen of him at noon, when Patten went to get his dinner. Nor had any-
thing been seen or heard at one o'clock, when Patten came back, and it
becameShirley and Neale's turn to go out. And thereupon arose a diffi-
culty. In the ordinary course the two elder clerks would have left for an
hour and the manager would have been on duty until they returned. But
now the manager was not there.

"You go," said Neale to Shirley. "I'll wait. Perhaps Mr. Joseph will
come out."
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Shirley wentÑbut neither of the partners emerged from the private
room. As a rule they both went across to the Scarnham Arms Hotel at
half-past one for lunchÑa private room had been kept for them at that
old-world hostelry from time immemorialÑbut now they remained
within their parlour, apparently interned from their usual business
world. And Neale had a very good idea of what they were doing. The
bank's strong room was entered from that parlourÑGabriel and Joseph
were examining and checking its contents. The knowledge distressed
Neale beyond measure,and it was only by a resolute effort that he could
give his mind to his duties.

Two o'clock had gone, and Shirley had come back, before the bell rang
again. Neale went into the private room and knew at once that
something had happened. Gabriel stood by his desk, which was loaded
with papers and documents; Josephleaned against a sideboard, whereon
was a decanter of sherry and a box of biscuits; he had a glass of wine in
one hand, and a half-nibbled biscuit in the other. The smell of the
sherryÑfine old brown stuff, which the clerks were permitted to taste
now and then, on such occasions as the partners' birthdaysÑfilled the
room.

"Neale," said Gabriel, "have you beenout to lunch? No? Take a glassof
wine and eat a biscuitÑwe shall all have to put off our lunches for an
hour or so."

Neale obeyedÑmore becausehe was under order than becausehe was
hungry. He was too much bothered, too full of vague fears, to think of
his midday dinner. He took the glass which Josephhanded to him, and
picked a couple of biscuits out of the box. And at the first sip Gabriel
spoke again.

"Neale!" he said. "You've beenhere five years, so one can speak confid-
entially. There's something wrongÑseriously wrong. Securities are miss-
ing. Securities representingÑa lot!"

Neale's face flushed as if he himself had beencharged with abstracting
those securities. His hand shook as he set down his glass,and he looked
helplessly from one partner to another. Joseph merely shook his head,
and poured out another glass of sherry for himself: Gabriel shook his
head, too, but with a different expression.

"We don't know exactly how things are," he continued. "But there's the
factÑon a superficial examination. AndÑHorbury! Of all men in the
world, Horbury!"

"I can't believe it, Mr. Chestermarke!" exclaimed Neale. "Surely, sir,
there's some mistake!"
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Joseph brushed crumbs of biscuit off his beard and wagged his head.
"No mistake!" he said softly. "None! The thing isÑwhat's best to do?

BecauseÑhe'd have laid his plans. It'll all have been thought
outÑcarefully."

"I'm afraid so," assented Gabriel. "That's the worst of it. Everything
points to premeditation. And when a man has been so fully trustedÑÑ"

A knock at the door prefaced the introduction of Shirley's head. He
glanced into the room with an obvious desire to seewhat was going on,
but somehow contrived to fix his eyes on the senior partner.

"Lord Ellersdeane, sir," he announced. "Can he see you?"
The two partners looked at eachother in evident surprise; then Gabriel

moved to the door and bowed solemnly to some person outside.
"Will your lordship come in?" he said politely.
Lord Ellersdeane,a big, bustling, country-squire type of man, came in-

to the room, nodding cheerily to its occupants.
"Sorry to disturb you, Mr. Chestermarke," he said. "I understand Hor-

bury isn't at home, but of course you'll do just as well. The Countess and
I only got back from abroad night before last. Shewants her jewels, so I'll
take 'em with me, if you please."

Gabriel Chestermarke, who was drawing forward a chair, took his
hand off it and stared at his visitor.

"The Countess'sÑjewels!" he said. "Does your lordship meanÑÑ"
"Deposited them with Horbury, you know, some weeks agoÑwhen

we went abroad," replied Lord Ellersdeane. "Safe keeping, you
knowÑsaid he'd lock 'em up."

Gabriel turned slowly to Joseph. But Joseph shook his headÑand
Neale, glancing from one partner to the other, felt himself turning sick
with apprehension.

14



Chapter3
MR. CHESTERMARKE DISCLAIMS LIABILITY

Gabriel Chestermarke, after that one look at his nephew, turned again to
the Earl, politely motioning him to the chair which he had already drawn
forward. And the Earl, whose eyes had been wandering over the pile of
documents on the senior partner's desk, glancing curiously at the open
door of the strong room, and generally taking in a senseof some unusual
occurrence, dropped into it and looked expectantly at the banker.

"There's nothing wrong?" he asked suddenly. "You lookÑsurprised."
Gabriel stiffened his already upright figure.
"SurprisedÑyes!" he answered. "And something more than sur-

prisedÑI am astonished! Your lordship left the Countess's jewels with
our manager? May I ask whenÑand under what circumstances?"

"About six weeks ago," replied the Earl promptly. "As a rule the jewels
are kept at my bankers in London. The Countesswanted them to wear at
the Hunt Ball, so I fetched them from London myself. Then, as we were
going off to the Continent two days after the ball, and sailing direct from
Kingsport to Hamburg, I didn't want the bother of going up to town
with them, and I thought of Horbury. So I drove in here with them one
eveningÑthe night before we sailed, as a matter of factÑand asked him
to lock them up until our return. And as I said just now, we only got
home the night before last, and we're going up to town tomorrow, and
the Countess wants them to take with her. Of course, you've got 'em all
right?"

Gabriel Chestermarke spread out his hands.
"I know nothing whatever about them!" he said. "I never heard of them

being here."
"Nor I," affirmed Joseph. "Not a word!"
Gabriel looked at Neale, and drew Lord Ellersdeane's attention to him.
"Our senior clerkÑMr. Neale," he said. "NealeÑhave you heard of this

transaction?"
"Never!" replied Neale. "Mr. Horbury never mentioned it to me."
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Gabriel waved his hand towards the open door of the strong room.
"Any valuables of that sort would have been in there," he remarked.

"There is nothing of that sort thereÑbeyond what I and my nephew
know of. I am sure your lordship's jewels are not there."

"ButÑHorbury?" exclaimed the Earl. "Where is he? He would tell
you!"

"We don't know where Mr. Horbury is," answered Gabriel "The truth
may aswell be toldÑhe's missing. And so are some of our most valuable
securities."

The Earl slowly looked from one partner to another. His face flushed,
almost as hotly as if he himself had been accused of theft.

"Oh, come!" he said. "Horbury, now, of all men! ComeÑcome!Ñyou
don't mean to tell me that Horbury's been playing games of that sort?
There must be some mistake."

"I shall be glad to be assured that I am making it," said Gabriel coolly.
"But it will be more to the purpose if your lordship will tell us all about
the deposit of these jewels. AndÑthere's an important matter which I
must first mention. We have not the honour of reckoning your lordship
among our customers. Therefore, whatever you handed to Horbury was
handed to him privatelyÑnot to us."

JosephChestermarke nodded his head at that, and the Earl stirred a
little uneasily in his chair.

"Oh, well!" he said. "IÑto tell you the truth, I didn't think about that,
Mr. Chestermarke. It's true I don't keep any account with youÑit's never
seemedÑer, necessary, you know. But, of course, I knew Horbury so
wellÑhe's a member of our golf club and our arch¾ological soci-
etyÑthatÑÑ"

"Precisely," interrupted Gabriel, with a bow. "You came to Mr. Hor-
bury privately. Not to the firm."

"I came to him knowing that he was your manager, and a man to be
thoroughly trusted, and that he'd have safes and things in which he
could deposit valuables in perfect safety," answered the Earl. "I never re-
flected for a moment on the niceties of the matter. I just explained to him
that I wanted those jewels taken care of, and handed them over. That's
all!"

"AndÑtheir precise nature?" asked Gabriel.
"AndÑtheir value?" added Joseph.
"As to their nature," replied the Earl, "there was my wife's coronet, her

diamond necklace,and the Ellersdeane butterfly, of which I suppose all
the world's heardÑheirloom, you know. It's a thing that can be worn in
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a lady's hair or as a pendantÑdiamonds, of course. As to their
valueÑwell, I had them valued some years ago. They're worth about a
hundred thousand pounds."

Gabriel turned to his desk and began to arrange some papers on it,
and Neale, who was watching everything with close attention, saw that
his fingers trembled a little. He made no remark, and the silence was
next broken by Joseph Chestermarke's soft accents.

"Did Horbury give your lordship any receipt, or acknowledgment that
he had received thesejewels on deposit?" he asked. "I mean, of course, in
our name?"

The Earl twisted sharply in his chair, and Neale fancied that he saw a
shade of annoyance pass over his good-natured face.

"Certainly not!" he answered. "I should never have dreamt of asking
for a receipt from a man whom I knew as well as I knewÑor thought I
knewÑHorbury. The whole thing was just as ifÑwell, as if I should ask
any friend to take care of something for me for a while."

"Did Horbury know what you were giving him?" asked Joseph.
"Of course!" replied the Earl. "As a matter of fact, he'd never seenthese

things, and I took them out of their case and showed them to him."
"And he said he would lock them up?Ñin our strong room?" sugges-

ted the soft voice.
"He said nothing about your strong room," answered the Earl. "Nor

about where he'd put them. That was understood. It was understoodÑa
tacit understandingÑthat he'd take care of them until our return."

"Did your lordship give him the date of your return?" persisted
Joseph, with the thorough-going air of a cross-examiner.

"YesÑI told him exactly when we should be back," replied the Earl.
"The twelfth of MayÑday before yesterday."

Josephmoved away from the sideboard towards the hearth, and lean-
ing against the mantelpiece threw a glance at the strong room.

"The jewels are not in our possession,"he said, half indolently. "There
is nothing of that sort in there. There are two safesin the outer room of
the bankÑI should say that Mr. Neale here knows everything that is in
them. Do you know anything of these jewels, Neale?"

"Nothing!" said Neale. "I never heard of them."
Gabriel looked up from his papers.
"None of us have heard of them," he remarked. "Horbury could not

have put them in this strong room without my knowledge. They are cer-
tainly not there. The safesmy nephew mentioned just now are used only
for books and papers. Your lordship's casket is not in either."
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The Earl rose slowly from his chair. It was evident to Neale that he
was more surprised than angry: he looked around him as a man looks
whose understanding is suddenly brought up against something
unexplainable.

"All I know is that I handed that casket to Mr. Horbury in his own
dining-room one evening some weeks ago," he said. "That's certain! So I
naturally expect to find itÑhere."

"And it is not hereÑthat is equally certain," observed Gabriel. "What is
also certain is that our managerÑtrusted in more than he should have
been!Ñis missing, and many of our valuable securities with him.
ThereforeÑÑ"

He spread his hands again with an expressive gesture and once more
bent over his papers. Once more there was silence. Then the Earl star-
tedÑas if a thought had suddenly occurred to him.

"I say!" he exclaimed, "don't you think Horbury may have put those
jewels away in his own house?"

Joseph Chestermarke smiled a little derisively.
"A hundred thousand pounds' worth!" he said softly. "Not very likely!"
"But he may have a safe there," urged the Earl. "Most people have a

safe in their houses nowadaysÑthey're so handy, you know, and so
cheap. Don't you think that may be it?"

"I am not familiar with Horbury's domestic arrangements," said Gabri-
el. "I have not been in his house for some years. But aswe are desirous of
giving your lordship what assistancewe can, we will go into the house
and see if there is anything of the sort. Just tell the housekeeper we are
coming in, Neale."

The Earl nodded to Mrs. Carswell as she received him and the two
partners in the adjacent hall.

"This lady will remember my calling on Mr. Horbury one evening a
few weeks ago," he said. "She saw me with him in that room."

"Certainly!" assentedMrs. Carswell, readily enough. "I remember your
lordship calling on Mr. Horbury very well. One night after dinnerÑyour
lordship was here an hour or so."

Gabriel Chestermarke opened the door of the dining-roomÑan old-
fashioned apartment which looked out on a garden and orchard at the
rear of the house.

"Mrs. Carswell," he said, as they all went in, "has Mr. Horbury a safein
this room, or in any other room? You know what I mean."
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But the housekeeper shook her head. There was no safe in the house.
There was a plate-chestÑthere it was, standing in a recessby the side-
board; she had the key of it.

"Open that, at any rate," commanded Gabriel. "It's about as unlikely as
anything could be, but well leave nothing undone."

There was nothing in the plate-chest but what Gabriel expected to find
there. He turned again to the housekeeper.

"Is there anything in this houseÑcupboard, chest, trunk, anythingÑin
which Mr. Horbury kept valuables?" he asked. "Any place in which he
was in the habit of locking up papers, for instance?"

Mrs. Carswell again shook her head. No, she knew of no such place or
receptacle.There was Mr. Horbury's desk, but she believed all its draw-
ers were open. Her belief proved to be correct: Gabriel himself opened
drawer after drawer, and revealed nothing of consequence.He turned to
the Earl with another expressive spreading out of his hands.

"I don't seewhat more we can do to assist your lordship," he said. "I
don't know what more can be done."

"The question isÑso it seemsto meÑwhat is to be done," replied the
Earl, whose facehad beengradually growing graver. "What, for instance,
are you going to do, Mr. Chestermarke?Let us be plain with eachother.
You disclaim all liability in connection with my affair?"

"Most certainly!" exclaimed Gabriel. "We know nothing of that transac-
tion. As I have already said, if Horbury took charge of your lordship's
property, he did so as a private individual, not on our behalf, not in his
capacity as our manager. If your lordship had been a customer of
oursÑÑ"

"That would have been a very different matter," said Joseph."But as
we have never had any dealings with your lordshipÑÑ"

"We have, of course, no liability to you," concluded Gabriel. "The true
position of the caseis that your lordship handed your property to Hor-
bury as a friend, not as manager of Chestermarke's Bank."

"Then let me ask you, what are you going to do?" said the Earl. "I
mean, not about my affair, but about finding your manager?"

Gabriel looked at his nephew: Joseph shook his head.
"So far," said Joseph,"we have not quite considered that. We are not

yet fully aware of how things stand. We have a pretty good idea, but it
will take another day."

"You don't mean to tell me that you're going to let another day elapse
before doing something?" exclaimed the Earl. "Bless my soul!ÑI'd have
had the hue and cry out before noon today, if I'd been you!"
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"If you'd been Chestermarke's Bank, my lord," remarked Joseph,in his
softest manner, "that's precisely what you would not have done. We
don't want it noised all over the town and neighbourhood that our trus-
ted manager has suddenly run away with our moneyÑand your jew-
elsÑin his pocket."

There was a curious noteÑhalf-sneering, half-sinisterÑin the junior
partner's quiet voice which made the Earl turn and look at him with a
sudden new interest. Before either could speak, Neale ventured to say
what he had been wanting to say for half an hour.

"May I suggest something, sir?" he said, turning to Gabriel.
"SpeakÑspeak!" assented Gabriel hastily. "Anything you like!"
"Mr. Horbury may have met with an accident," said Neale. "He was

fond of taking his walks in lonely placesÑthere are plenty outside the
town. He may be lying somewhere even nowÑhelpless."

"Capital suggestion!Ñmuch obliged to you," exclaimed the Earl. "Gad!
I wonder we never thought of that before! Much the most likely thing. I
can't believe that HorburyÑÑ"

Before he could say more, the door of the dining-room was thrown
open, a clear, strong voice was heard speaking to some one without, and
in walked a handsome young woman, who pulled herself up on the
threshold to stare out of a pair of frank grey eyes at the four startled
men.
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Chapter4
THE MODERN YOUNG WOMAN

Mrs. Carswell, who had left the gentlemen to themselves after opening
the plate-chest, followed the new-comer into the room and looked ap-
pealingly at the senior partner.

"This is Miss Fosdyke, sir," she said, as if accounting for the unceremo-
nious entrance. "Mr. Horbury'sÑÑ"

But Miss Fosdyke, having looked round her, entered the arena of dis-
cussion as abruptly as she had entered the room.

"You're Mr. Chestermarke!" she said, turning to Gabriel. "I remember
you. What's all this, Mr. Chestermarke? I come down from London to
meet my uncle, and to go on with him to Scotland for a holiday, and I
learn that he's disappeared! What is it? What has happened? Why are
you all looking so mysterious? Is something wrong? Where is my uncle?"

Gabriel, who had assumed his stereotyped expression of calm atten-
tion under this tornado of questions, motioned Josephto place a chair for
the young lady. But Miss Fosdyke shook her head and returned to the
attack.

"Pleasedon't keep anything back!" she said. "I am not of the fainting-
to-order type of young woman. Justsay what is the matter, if you please.
Mrs. Carswell knows no moreÑÑ"

"Than we do," interrupted Joseph, with one of his peculiar smiles.
"Hadn't you better sit down?"

"Not until I know what has happened," retorted the visitor. "Becauseif
anything has happened there will be something for me to do, and it's
foolish to sit down when one's got to get up again immediately. Mr.
Chestermarke, are you going to answer my questions?"

Gabriel bowed stiffly.
"I have the honour of addressingÑÑ" he began.
"You have the honourÑif you like to put it soÑof addressing Miss

Betty Fosdyke, who is Mr. John Horbury's niece," replied the young lady
impatiently. "Mrs. Carswell has told you that already. BesidesÑyou saw
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me, more than once, when I was a little girl. And that's not so very long
ago. Now, Mr. Chestermarke, where is my uncle?"

"I do not know where your uncle is," replied Gabriel suddenly, and
losing his starchiness. "I wish to Heaven I did!"

"None of us know where Mr. John Horbury is," repeated Joseph,in his
suavest tones. "We all wish to Heaven we did!"

The girl turned and gave the junior partner a look which took in every
inch of him. It was a look which began with a swift speculation and
ended in something very like distaste. But JosephChestermarke met it
with his usual quiet smile.

"It would make such a lot of differenceÑif we knew!" he murmured.
"As it isÑthings are unpleasant."

Miss Fosdyke finished her reflection and turned away.
"I remember you now," she said calmly. "You're JosephChestermarke.

Now I will sit down. And I insist on being toldÑeverything!"
"My dear young lady!" exclaimed Gabriel, "there is next to nothing to

tell. If you will have the unpleasant truth, here it is. Your uncle, whom
we have trusted for more years than I care to mention, disappeared on
Saturday evening, and nobody knows where he is, nor whither he went.
All we know is that we find some of our property missingÑvaluable se-
curities. And this gentlemanÑLord EllersdeaneÑtells us that six weeks
ago he entrusted jewels worth a hundred thousand pounds to your
uncle's keepingÑthey, too, are missing. What can we think?"

The girl's face had flushed, and her brows had drawn together in an
angry frown by the time Gabriel had finished, and Neale, silently watch-
ing her from the background, saw her fingers clench themselves. She
gave a swift glance at the Earl, and then fixed her eyes steadily on
Gabriel.

"Are you telling me that my uncle is aÑthief?" she demanded. "Are
you, Mr. Chestermarke?"

"I'm not, anyhow!" exclaimed the Earl. "IÑIÑso far as I'm concerned, I
say there's some mistake."

"Thank you!" she answered quietly. "ButÑyou, Mr. Chestermarke?
ComeÑI'm entitled to an answer."

Gabriel showed signs of deep annoyance.He had the reputation of be-
ing a confirmed woman-hater, and it was plain that he was ill at easein
presence of this plain-spoken young person.

"You appear to be a lady of much common sense!" he said.
"ThereforeÑÑ"
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"I have some common sense,"interrupted Miss Fosdyke coolly. "And
what amount I possesstells me that I never heard anything more ridicu-
lous in my life than the suggestion that my uncle should steal anything
from anybody! Why, he was, and is, I hope, a fairly well-to-do man! And
if he wanted money, he'd only to come to me. It so happens that I'm one
of the wealthiest young women in England. If my uncle had wanted a
few thousands or tens of thousands to play ducks and drakes with, he'd
only to ring me up on the telephone, and he'd have had whatever he
asked for in a few hours. That's not boasting, Mr. ChestermarkeÑthat's
just plain truth. My uncle a thief! Mr. Chestermarke!Ñthere's only one
word for your suggestion. Don't think me rude if I tell you what it is.
It'sÑbosh!"

Gabriel's colourless face twitched a little, and he drew himself up.
"I have no acquaintancewith modern young ladies," he remarked icily.

"I daresay they have their own way of looking at thingsÑand of express-
ing themselves. I, too, have mine. Also I have my own conclusions,
andÑÑ"

"I say, Mr. Chestermarke!" said the Earl, hastening to intervene in what
seemed likely to develop into a passage-at-arms."We're forgetting the
suggestion made just before this ladyÑMiss Fosdyke, I think?Ñentered.
Don't let's forget itÑit's a good one."

Miss Fosdyke turned eagerly to the Earl.
"What suggestion was it?" she asked. "Do tell me? I'm sure you agree

with meÑI can see you do. Thank you, again!"
"This gentleman," said the Earl, pointing to Neale, who had retreated

into a corner and was staring out of the window, "suggeststhat Horbury
may have met with an accident, you know, and be lying helpless some-
where. I sincerely hope he isn't butÑÑ"

Miss Fosdyke jumped from her chair. Sheturned an indignant look on
Gabriel and let it go on to Joseph.

"You don't mean to tell me that you have not done anything to find my
uncle?" she exclaimed with fiery emphasis. "You've surely had some
search made?Ñsurely!"

"We knew nothing of his disappearance until ten o'clock this morn-
ing," replied Gabriel, half-angrily.

"ButÑsince then? Why, you've had five hours!" she said. "Has nothing
been done? Haven't you even told the police?"

"Certainly not!" answered Gabriel. "It is not our policy."
Miss Fosdyke made one step to the door and flung it open.
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"Then I shall!" she exclaimed. "Policy, indeed! High time I came down
here, I think! Thank you, Lord EllersdeaneÑand the other gentle-
manÑfor the suggestion. Now I'll go and act on it. And when I act, Mr.
Chestermarke, I do it thoroughly!"

The next moment she had slammed the door, and Gabriel Chester-
marke glanced at his partner.

"Annoying!" he said. "A most unpleasant young woman! I should have
preferred not to tell the police untilÑwell, at any rate, tomorrow. We
really do not know to what extent we areÑbut then, what's the use of
talking of that now? We can't prevent her going to the police-station."

"Why, really, Mr. Chestermarke," observed the Earl, "don't you think
it's the best thing to do? To tell you the truth, considering that I'm con-
cerned, I was going to do the very same thing myself."

Gabriel bowed stiffly.
"We could not have prevented your lordship either," he said, with an-

other wave of the white hands which seemedto go so well with the ha-
bitual pallor of his face. "All that is within your lordship's jurisdic-
tionÑnot in ours. ButÑespecially since this young lady seemsdeterm-
ined to do things in her wayÑI will tell your lordship why we are allow
to move. It is purely a businessreason. It was, as I said, ten o'clock when
we heard that Horbury was missing. That in itself was such a very
strange and unusual thing that my partner and I at once began to exam-
ine the contents of our strong room. We had been so occupied five hours
when your lordship called. Do you think we could examine everything
in five hours? NoÑnor in ten, nor in twenty! Our task is not one quarter
complete! And why we don't wish publicity at once in hereÑwe hold a
vast number of securities and valuables belonging to customers. Title-
deeds, mortgagesÑall sorts of things. We have valuables deposited with
us. Up to now we don't know what is safe and what isn't. We do know
thisÑcertain securities of our own, easily convertible on the market, are
gone! Now if we had allowed it to be known before, say, noon today,
that our manager had disappeared, and these securities with him, what
would have been the result? The bank would have been besieged!Before
we let the public know, we ourselves want to know exactly where we
are. We want to be in a position to say to Smith, 'Your property is safe!';
to Jones,'Your deeds are here!' Does your lordship seethat? But now, of
course," concluded Gabriel, "as this Miss Fosdyke can and will spread
the news all over the townÑwhy, we must face things."

The Earl, who had listened to all this with an evident desire to compre-
hend and to sympathize, nodded his head.
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"I seeÑI see,Mr. Chestermarke," he said. "But I say!ÑI've got another
notionÑI'm not a very quick thinker, and I daresay my idea came out of
Mr. Neale's suggestion. Anyway, it's thisÑfor whatever it's worth. I told
you that we only got home night before lastÑearly on Saturday evening,
as a matter of fact. Now, it was known in the town here that we'd re-
turnedÑwe drove through the Market-Place. Mayn't it be that Horbury
saw us, or heard of our return, and that when he went out that evening
he had the casket in his pocket and was on his way to Ellersdeane, to re-
turn it to me? And thatÑon his wayÑhe met with some mishap? Worth
considering, you know."

"I daresay a great many theories mightÑand willÑbe raised, my lord,"
replied Gabriel. "ButÑÑ"

"Does your lordship also thinkÑor suggestÑthat Horbury also carried
our missing securities in his pocket?" asked Josephquietly. "Becausewe,
at any rate, know they're gone!"

"Oh, well!" said the Earl, "IÑI merely suggest it, you know. The coun-
try between here and Ellersdeane is a bit rough and wildÑthere's
Ellersdeane Hollow, you knowÑa queer place on a dark night. And if a
man took a short cutÑas many people doÑthrough the Hollow, there
are placeshe could fall into. But, as I say, I merely suggest that as a reas-
onable theory."

"What does your lordship propose to do?" asked Gabriel.
"I certainly think inquiry should be set going," answered the Earl.
"Already done," remarked Josephdrily. "Miss Fosdyke has been with

the police five minutes."
"I meanÑit should be done by us," said the Earl.
"Very well," said Gabriel suddenly, "it shall be done, then. No doubt

your lordship would like to give the police your own story. Mr. Neale,
will you go with Lord Ellersdeane to Superintendent Polke? Your duty
will be to give him the mere information that Mr. Horbury left his house
at a quarter to eight on Saturday evening and has not been heard of
since. No more, Neale. And now," he concluded, with a bow to the Earl,
"your lordship will excusemy partner and myself if we return to a singu-
larly unpleasant task."

Lord Ellersdeane and Neale left the bank-house and walked towards
the police-station. They crossed the Market-Place in silence, but as they
turned the corner of the Moot Hall, the elder man spoke, touching his
companion's shoulder with a confidential gesture.

"I don't believe a word of all that, Mr. Neale!" he said. "Not one word!"
Neale started and glanced at the Earl's moody face.
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"Your lordship doesn't believeÑ?" he began, and checked himself.
"I don't believe that Horbury's done what those two accusehim of," af-

firmed the Earl. "Not for one moment! I can't account for those missing
securities they talk about, but I'll stake my honour that Horbury hasn't
got 'em! Nor my wife's jewels either. You heard and saw how astounded
that girl was. By the byÑwho is she!"

"Mr. Horbury's nieceÑMiss FosdykeÑfrom London," replied Neale.
"She spoke of her wealth," remarked the Earl.
"Yes," said Neale. "She must be wealthy, too. She'sthe sole proprietor

of Fosdyke's Brewery."
"Ho-ho!" laughed the Earl. "That's it, eh? Fosdyke's Entire! Of

courseÑI've seen the name on no end of public-houses in London. Sole
proprietor? Dear me!Ñwhy, I have some recollection that Fosdyke, of
that brewery, was at one time a member of Parliament."

"Yes,"assentedNeale. "He married Mr. Horbury's sister. Miss Fosdyke
is their only child. Mr. Fosdyke died a few years ago, and she came into
the property last year when she was twenty-one."

"Lucky young woman!" muttered the Earl. "Fine thing to own a big
brewery. Um! A very modern and up-to-date young lady, too: I liked the
way she stood up to your principals. Of course, she'll have told Polke all
the story by this time. As for ourselvesÑwhat had we better do?"

Neale had considered that question as he came along.
"There's only one thing to do, my lord," he answered. "We want the

solution of a problem: what became of Mr. Horbury last Saturday night?"
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Chapter5
THE SEARCH BEGINS

Polke, superintendent of the Scarnham police force, a little, round,
cheery-faced man, whose mutton-chop whiskers suggested much
business-like capacity and an equal amount of common sense,rose from
his desk and bowed as the Earl of Ellersdeane entered his office.

"I know what your lordship's come for!" he said, with a twinkle of the
eye which betokened infinite comprehension. "The young lady's been
here."

"And has no doubt told you everything?" remarked the Earl, as he
dropped into the chair which the superintendent drew forward. "Has
she?"

"Pretty well, my lord," replied Polke, with a chuckle. "She'snot one to
let much grass grow under her feet, I think."

"Given you the facts, I suppose?" asked the Earl.
Polke motioned to Neale to seat himself, and resumed his own seat.

He put his fingers together over his desk and looked from one to the oth-
er of his visitors.

"I'll give the young lady this much credit," he said. "She can tell one
what she wants in about as few words as could possibly be used! Yes,
my lordÑshe told me the facts in a couple of sentences.Her uncle disap-
pearedÑnobody knows where he isÑsuspected already of running
away with your lordship's jewels and Chestermarke's securities. A very
nice business indeed!"

"What do you think of it?" asked the Earl.
"As a policeman, nothingÑso far," answered Polke, with another

twinkle. "As a man, that I don't believe it!"
"Nor do I!" said the Earl. "That is, I don't believe that Horbury's appro-

priated anything. There's some mistakeÑand some mystery."
"We can't get away from the fact that Mr. Horbury has disappeared,"

remarked Neale, looking at the superintendent. "That's all I'm sent here
to tell you, Mr. Polke."
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"That's an accepted fact," agreed Polke. "But he's not the first man
who's disappeared under mysterious circumstances. Some men, as your
lordship knows, disappearÑand reappear with good reasons for their
absence.Some never reappear. Some men aren't wanted to reappear.
When a man disappears and he's wantedÑwhy, the job is to find him."

"What does Miss Fosdyke wish?" asked the Earl, nodding assent to
these philosophies. "She would say, of course."

"Miss Fosdyke's way, my lordÑso far as I could gather from ten
minutes' talk with herÑis to tell people what to do," answered Polke
drily. "She doesn't askÑshe commands! We're to find her uncleÑquick.
At once. No pains to be spared. Money no object. A hundred pounds,
spot cash, to the first man, woman, child, who brings her the least frag-
ment of news of him. That's Miss Fosdyke's method. It's not a bad
oneÑit's only rich young ladies who can follow it. So I've already put
things in train. Handbills and posters, of courseÑand the town-crier. I
suggested to her that by tonight, or tomorrow morning, there might be
news of Mr. Horbury without doing all that. No good! Miss Fos-
dykeÑshe can tell you a lot inside a minuteÑinformed me that since she
was seventeen she had only had one motto in life. It'sÑdo it now!"

"Good!" laughed the Earl. "ButÑwhere are you going to begin?"
"That's the difficulty," agreed Polke. "A gentleman walks out of his

back garden into the duskÑand he's never seenagain. I don't know. We
must wait and seeif anybody comesforward to say that he, she,or it saw
Mr. Horbury after he left his house on Saturday night. That's all."

"Somebody must have seen him," said the Earl.
"Well, you'd think so, my lord," replied Polke, "but he could get away

from the back of his orchard into the open country without being seen.
The geographical position of our town's a bit curious, so your lordship
knows. Here we are on a ridge. Horbury's garden and orchard run down
to the foot of that ridge. At that foot is the river. There's a foot-bridge
over the river, immediately opposite his orchard gate. He could cross
that foot-bridge, and be in the wood on the other side in two minutes
from leaving his house. That wood extends for a good mile into the
country. Oh, yes! he could get away without being seen,and once in that
country, why, he could make his way to one or other of half a dozen
small railway stations. We shall telephone to all of them. That's all in the
routine. But then, that's all supposing that he left the town. Perhaps he
didn't leave the town."

The Earl started, and Neale looked quickly up from a brown study.
"Eh?" said the Earl. "Didn't leave the town?"
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"Speaking as a policeman," answered Polke, with a knowing smile, "I
don't know that he even left his house. I only know that his housekeeper
says he did. That's a very different matter. For anything we
knowÑabsolutely know!ÑMr. Horbury may have been murdered in his
own house, and buried in his own cellar."

"You're not joking?" said Neale. "OrÑyou are!"
"Far from it, Mr. Neale," answered Polke. "That may seema very, very

outrageous thing to say, but, I assure you, one never knows what may
not have happened in these cases.However, Mrs. Carswell says he did
leave the house, so we must take her word to begin with, and seeif we
can find out where he went. And as your lordship is here, there's just a
question or two I should like to have answered. How many people know
that your lordship handed over these valuables to Mr. Horbury?"

"So far as I know, no one but the Countess and myself," replied the
Earl. "I never mentioned the matter to any one, and I don't think my wife
would either. There was no need to mention it."

"Well, I don't know," remarked Polke. "One's got to consider all sorts
of little things in these affairs, or else I wouldn't ask another question.
Does your lordship think it possible the Countess mentioned it to her
maid?"

The Earl started in his chair.
"Ah!" he said. "That may be! She may have done that, of course. I

hadn't thought of it."
"Is the maid a trustworthy woman?" inquired Polke.
"She'sbeen in our service twelve or fourteen years," replied the Earl.

"We've always found her quite trustworthy. So much so that I've more
than once sent her to my bankers with those very jewels."

"You took her with you to the Continent, of course, my lord?" asked
Polke.

"No, we didn't," replied the Earl. "The fact isÑwe wanted to have, for
once in our lives, a thoroughly unconventional holiday. You know that
the Countess and I are both very fond of walkingÑwell, we had always
had a great desire to have a walking tour, alone, in the Ardennes district,
in early spring. We decided some time ago to have it this year. So when
we set off, six weeks ago, we took no servantsÑand precious little lug-
gageÑand we enjoyed it all the more. Therefore, of course, my wife's
maid was not with us. Sheremained at EllersdeaneÑwith the rest of the
servants."

Polke seemedto ponder over this last statement. Then he rose from his
chair.
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"Um!" he said. "WellÑI'm doing what I can. There's something your
lordship might do."

"Yes?" asked the Earl. "What, now! It shall be done."
"Let some of your men take a look round your neighbourhood,"

answered the superintendent. "Gamekeepers,nowÑthey're the fellows!
Justnow we're having some grand moonlight nights. If your men would
look about the country between here and Ellersdeane,now? And tell the
farmers, and the cottagers,and so forth, and take a particular look round
Ellersdeane Hollow. It would be a help."

"Excellent idea, Polke," said the Earl. "I'll ride home and set things go-
ing at once.And you'll let me know if anything turns up here during the
evening or the night."

He strode off to the door and Neale followed. But on the threshold
Neale was pulled up by the superintendent.

"Mr. Neale!" said Polke.
Neale turned to seehis questioner looking at him with a rather quiz-

zical expression.
"What precise message had you for me?" asked Polke.
"Just what I said," replied Neale. "I was merely to tell you that Mr.

Horbury disappeared from his house on Saturday evening, and has not
been seen since."

"No further messageÑfrom your principals?" suggested Polke.
"Nothing," said Neale.
Polke nodded, and with a bow to the Earl sat down again to his desk.

He took up a pen when the door had closed on his visitors, and for a
while busied himself in writing. He was thus occupied when the tele-
phone bell rang in the farthest corner of his room. He crossed over and
laid hold of the receiver.

"Yes?" he said quietly. "YesÑthis is Polke, superintendent,
ScarnhamÑI rang you up twenty minutes since. I want you to send me,
at once, the smartest man you have available. Caseis disappearance,un-
der mysterious circumstances, of a bank manager. Securities to a large
amount are missing; valuables also. No expense will be spared
hereÑmoney no object. You understandÑa first-class man? Tonight?
Yes. Good train from town five-twentyÑgets here nine-fifteen. He will
catch that? Good. Tell him report here on arrival. All right. Good-bye."

Polke rang off and went back to his desk.
"What New Scotland Yard calls a first-class is very often what I should

call a third-class," he muttered as he picked up his pen. "However, we'll
live in hope that something out of the usual will arrive. Now what are
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those two Chestermarkes after? Why didn't one of them come here?
What are they doing? And what's the mystery? JamesPolke, my boy,
here's a handful for you!"

If Polke had been able to look into Chestermarke's Bank just then, he
would have failed to notice any particular evidences of mystery. It was
nearly the usual hour for closing when Wallington Neale went back, and
Gabriel Chestermarke immediately told him to follow out the ordinary
routine. The clerks were to finish their work and go their ways, as if
nothing had happened, and, as far as they could, they were to keep their
tongues quiet. As for the partners, food was being sent over for them
from the hotel: they would be obliged to remain at the bank for some
time yet. But there was no need for Neale to stay; he could go when the
day's balancing was done.

"You heard what instructions this Miss Fosdyke had given the police, I
suppose?"asked Gabriel, as Neale was leaving the parlour. "Raising the
whole town, no doubt?"

Neale briefly narrated all he knew; the partners listened with the ex-
pression characteristic of each, and made no comment. And in half an
hour Neale handed over the keys to JosephChestermarke and went out
into the hall, his labours over. That had been the most exciting day he
had ever known in his lifeÑwas what was left of it going to yield any-
thing still more exciting?

He stood in the outer hall trying to make up his mind about
something. He wanted to speak to Betty FosdykeÑto talk to her. Shehad
evidently not recognized him when she came so suddenly into the
dining-room of the bank-house. But why should she, he asked him-
self?Ñthey had only met once,when both were children, and she had no
doubt forgotten his very existence. StillÑ

He rang the house bell at last and asked for Mrs. Carswell. The house-
keeper came hurrying to him, a look of expectancy on her face.

"Has anything been heard, Mr. Neale?" she asked. "Or found out?
Have the police been told yet?"

"The police know," answered Neale. "And nothing has been heard.
Where is Miss Fosdyke, Mrs. Carswell? I should like to speak to her."

"Gone to the Scarnham Arms, Mr. Neale," replied the housekeeper.
"Shewouldn't stay here, though her room was all ready for her. Said she
wouldn't stop two secondsin a house that belonged to men who suspec-
ted her uncle! Soshe'sgone acrossthere to take rooms. DoÑdo the part-
ners suspect Mr. Horbury of something, Mr. Neale?"

Neale shook his head and turned away.
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"I can't tell you anything, Mrs. Carswell," he answered. "If either Mr.
Chestermarke or Mr. Joseph wish to give you any information, they'll
give it themselves. But I can say this on my own responsibilityÑif you
know of anythingÑanything, however small!Ñthat would account for
Mr. Horbury's absence, out with it!"

"But I don'tÑI know nothing but what I've told," said Mrs. Carswell.
"Literally nothing!"

"Nobody knows anything," remarked Neale. "That's the worst of it.
WellÑwe shall see."

He went away from the house and crossed the Market-Place to the
Scarnham Arms, an old-world inn which had suffered few alterations
during the last two centuries. And there inside its wide hall, superin-
tending the removal of various articles of luggage which had just arrived
from the station and in conversation with a much interested landlady, he
found Betty Fosdyke.

"I may be here for weeks, and I shall certainly be here for days," that
young lady was saying. "Put all these things in the bedroom, and I'll
have what I want taken into the sitting-room later. Now, Mrs. Depledge,
about my dinner. I'll have it in my sitting-room, and I'll have it early.
IÑÑ"

At this moment Miss Fosdyke becameaware of Neale's presence,and
that this eminently good-looking young man was not only smiling at her,
but was holding out a hand which he evidently expected to be taken.

"You've forgotten me!" said Neale.
Miss Fosdyke's cheeks flushed a little and she held out her hand.
"Is itÑis it Wallie Neale?" she asked. "ButÑI saw you in the bank-

houseÑand you didn't speak to me!"
"You didn't speak to me," retorted Neale, smiling.
"Didn't know you," she answered. "Heavens!Ñhow you've grown!

ButÑcome upstairs. Mrs. DepledgeÑdinner for two, mind. Mr. Neale
will dine with me."

Neale suffered his hostess to lead him upstairs to a private parlour.
And when they were once within it, Miss Fosdyke shut the door and
turned on him.

"Now, Wallie Neale!" she said, "out with it! What is the meaning of all
this infernal mystery? And where's my uncle?"
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Chapter6
ELLERSDEANE HOLLOW

Neale dropped into a chair and lifted a despairing countenance to his
downright questioner.

"I don't know!" he said. "I knowÑnothing!"
"That isÑbeyond what I've already been told?" suggested the girl.
"Beyond what you've been toldÑexactly," replied Neale. "I'm literally

bewildered. I've been going about all day as ifÑas if I were dreaming, or
having a nightmare, orÑsomething. I don't understand it at all. I saw
Mr. Horbury, of course, on SaturdayÑhe was all right when I left him at
the bank. He said nothing that suggested anything unusual. The whole
thing isÑa real facer! To meÑanyhow."

Betty Fosdyke devoted a whole minute to taking a good look at her
companion: Neale, on his part, made a somewhat shyer examination of
her. He remembered her as a long-legged little girl who had no great
promise of good looks: he was not quite sure that she had grown into
good looks now. But she was an eminently bright and vivacious young
woman, strong, healthy, vigorous, with fine eyesand teeth and hair, and
a colour that betokened an intimate acquaintance with outdoor life. And
already, in the conversation at the bank, and in Polke's report of
his interview with him, he had learnt that she had developed certain
characteristics which he faintly remembered in her as a child, when she
had insisted on having her own way amongst other children.

"You've grown into quite a handsome young man, Wallie!" she ob-
served suddenly, with a frank laugh. "I shouldn't have thought you
would, somehow. Am I changed?"

"I should sayÑnot in character," answered Neale shyly. "I remember
you always wanted to be top dog!"

"It's my fate!" shesaid, with a sigh. "I've such a lot of people and things
to look afterÑone has to be top dog, whether one wants to or not. But
this affairÑwhat's to be done?"
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"I understand from Polke that you've already done everything,"
replied Neale.

"I've given him orders to spare neither trouble nor expense,"she asser-
ted. "He's to send for the very best detective they can give him from
headquarters in London, and search is to be made. BecauseÑnow, Wal-
lie, tell me truthfullyÑyou don't believe for one moment that my uncle
has run away with things?"

"Not for one second!" asserted Neale stoutly. "Never did!"
"ThenÑthere's foul play!" exclaimed Betty. "And I'll spend my last

penny to get at the bottom of it! Here I am, and here I stick, until I've
found my uncle, or discovered what's happened to him. And listenÑdo
you think those two men across there are to be trusted?"

Neale shook his head as if in appeal to her.
"I'm their clerk, you know," he replied. "I hate being there at all, but I

am there. I believe they're men of absolute probity as regards business
mattersÑpersonally, I'm not very fond of either."

"Fond!" she exclaimed. "My dear boy!ÑJoseph is a slimy sneak, and
Gabriel is a bloodless sphinxÑI hate both of them!"

Neale laughed and gave her a look of comprehension.
"You haven't changed, Betty," he said. "I'm to call you Betty, though

you are grown up?"
"Since it's the only name I possess,I suppose you are," she answered.

"But nowÑwhat can we doÑyou and I? After all, we're the nearest
people my uncle has in this town. Do let's do something! I'm not the sort
to sit talkingÑI want action! Can't you suggest something we can do?"

"There's one thing," replied Neale, after a moment's thought. "Lord
Ellersdeane suggested that possibly Mr. Horbury, hearing that the
Ellersdeaneshad got home on Saturday, put the jewels in his pocket and
started out to Ellersdeane with them. I know the exact path he'd have
taken in that case,and I thought of following it this eveningÑone might
come across something, or hear something, you know."

"Take me with you, as soon as we've had dinner," she said. "It'll be a
beginning. I mean to turn this neighbourhood upside down for
newsÑyou'll see.Some person or persons must have seen my uncle on
Saturday night!Ña man can't disappear like that. It's impossible!"

"Um!Ñbut men do disappear," remarked Neale. "What I'm hoping is
that there'll eventuallyÑand quicklyÑbe some explanation of this disap-
pearance, and that Mr. Horbury hasn't met withÑshall I put it plainly?"

"You'd better put anything plainly to me," she answered. "I don't un-
derstand other methods."
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"It's possible he may have been murdered, you know," said Neale
quietly.

Betty got up from her chair and went over to the window to look out
on the Market-Place. She stood there some time in silence.

"It shall be a bad job for any man who murdered him if that is so," she
said at last. "I was very fond of my uncle."

"So was I," said Neale. "But I sayÑno past tensesyet! Aren't we a bit
previous? He may be all right."

"Ring the bell and let's hurry up that dinner," she commanded. "I
didn't make it clear that we want it asearly aspossible. I want to get out,
and to see where he wentÑI want to do something active!"

But Miss Betty Fosdyke was obliged to adapt herself to the somewhat
leisurely procedure of highly respectable country-town hotels, whose
cooks will not be hurried, and it was already dusk, and the moonlight
was beginning to throw shadows of gable and spire over the old Market-
Place, when she and Neale set out on their walk.

"All the better," said Neale. "This is just about the time that he went
out on Saturday night, and under very similar conditions. Now we'll
take the precise path that he'd have taken if he was on his way to
Ellersdeane."

He led his companion to a corner of the Market-Place, and down a nar-
row alley which terminated on an expanseof open ground at the side of
the river. There he made her pause and look round.

"Now if we're going to do the thing properly," he said, "just attend,
and take notice of what I point out. The town, as you see,stands on this
ridge above us. Here we are at the foot of the gardens and orchards
which slope down from the backs of the houses on this side of the
Market-Place. There is the gate of the bank-house orchard. According to
Mrs. Carswell, Mr. Horbury came out of that gate on Saturday night.
What did he do then? He could have turned to the left, along this river
bank, or to the right, also along the river bank. But, if he meant to walk
out to EllersdeaneÑwhich he would reach in well under an hourÑhe
would cross this foot-bridge and enter those woods. That's what we've
got to do."

He led his companion acrossa narrow bridge, over a strip of sward at
the other side of the river, and into a grove of fir which presently
deepened and thickened as it spread up a gently shelving hillside. The
lights of the town behind them disappeared; the gloom increased;
presently they were alternately crossing patches of moonlight and
plunging into expansesof blackness.And Betty, after stumbling over one
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or two of the half-exposed roots which lay acrossthe rough path, slipped
a hand into Neale's arm.

"You'll have to play guide, Wallie, unless you wish me to break my
neck," she laughed. "My town eyes aren't accustomed to these depths of
gloom and solitude. And now," shewent on, asNeale led her confidently
forward through the wood, "let's talk some business. I want to know
about those twoÑthe Chestermarkes. For I've an uneasy feeling that
there's more in this affair than's on the surface, and I want to know all
about the people I'm dealing with. Just rememberÑbeyond the mere fact
of their existenceand having seenthem once or twice, years ago, I don't
know anything about them. What sort of men are theyÑas individuals?"

"Queer!" replied Neale. "They're both queer. I don't know much about
them. Nobody does. They're all right as business men, much respected
and all that, you know. But as private individuals they're decidedly odd.
They're both old bachelors, at least Gabriel's an old one, and Josephis a
youngish one. They live sort of hermit lives, as far as one can make out.
Gabriel lives at the old house which I'll show you when we get out of
this woodÑyou'll seethe roofs, anyhow, in this moonlight. Josephlives
in another old house, but in the town, at the end of Cornmarket. What
they do with themselves at home, Heaven knows! They don't go into
such society as there is; they take no part in the town's affairs. There's a
very good club here for men of their classÑthey don't belong to it. You,
can't get either of 'em to attend a meetingÑthey keep aloof from
everything. But they both go up to London a great dealÑthey're always
going. But they never go togetherÑwhen Gabriel's away, Joseph's
at home; when Joseph'soff, Gabriel's on show. There's always one Mr.
Chestermarke to be found at the bank. All the same, Mr. Horbury was
the man who did all the businesswith customers in the ordinary way. So
far as I know banking," concluded Neale, "I should say he was trusted
and confided in more than most bank managers are."

"Did they seem very much astonished when they found he'd gone?"
asked Betty. "Did it seem a great shock, a real surprise?"

"The cleverest man living couldn't tell what either Gabriel or Joseph
Chestermarke thinks about anything," answered Neale. "You know what
Gabriel's face is likeÑa stone image! And Josephalways looks as if he
was sneering at you, a sort of soft, smiling sneer.No, I couldn't say they
showed surprise, and I don't know what they've found outÑthey're the
closest, most reserved men about their own affairs that you could
imagine!"

36



"ButÑthey say some of their securities are missing," remarked Betty.
"They'll have to let the exact details be known, won't they?"

"DependsÑon them," replied Neale. "They'll only do what they like.
And they don't love you for coming on the scene, I assure you!"

"But I'm here, nevertheless!" said Betty. "And here I stop! Wallie,
haven't you got even a bit of a theory about all this!"

"Can't say that I have!" confessedNeale woefully. "I'm not a very bril-
liant hand at thinking. The only thing I can think of is that Mr. Horbury,
knowing Lord Ellersdeane had got home on Saturday, thought he'd
hand back those jewels as soon as possible, and set off in the evening
with that intentionÑpossibly to be robbed and murdered on the way.
Sounds horribleÑbut honestly I can't think of any other theory."

Betty involuntarily shivered and glanced about her at the dark cav-
ernous spacesof the wood, which had now thickened into dense masses
of oak and beech. She took a firmer grip of Neale's arm.

"And he'd come through here!" she exclaimed. "How danger-
ous!Ñwith those things in his pocket!"

"Oh, but he'd think nothing of it!" answered Neale. "He was used to
walking at nightÑhe knew every yard of this neighbourhood. Besides,
he'd know very well that nobody would know what he had on him.
What I'd like to know isÑsupposing my theory's right, and that he was
taking these jewels to Ellersdeane,how did anybody get to know that he
had them? For the Chestermarkesdidn't know they'd been given to him,
and I didn'tÑnobody at the bank knew."

A sudden turn in the path brought them to the edge of the wood, and
they emerged on a broad plateau of rough grass, from beneath which a
wide expanseof landscape stretched away, bathed just then in floods of
moonlight. Neale paused and waved his stick towards the shadowy dis-
tances and over the low levels which lay between.

"Ellersdeane Hollow!" he said.
Betty paused too, looking silently around. She saw an undulating,

broken stretch of country, half-heath, half-covert, covering a square mile
or so of land, houseless,solitary. In its midst rose a curiously shaped em-
inence or promontory, at the highest point of which some ruin or other
lifted gaunt, shapelesswalls against the moonlit sky. Far down beneath
it, in a depression amongst the heath-clad undulations, a fire glowed red
in the gloom. And on the further side of this solitude, amidst groves and
plantations, the moonlight shone on the roofs and gables of half-hidden
houses. Over everything hung a deep silence.

"A wild and lonely scene!" she said.
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Neale raised his stick again and began to point.
"All this in front of us is called Ellersdeane Hollow," he remarked. "It's

not just one depression, you seeÑit's a tract of unenclosed land. It's dan-
gerous to cross, except by the pathsÑit's honeycombed all over with
disused lead-minesÑsome of the old shafts are a tremendous depth. All
the same,you see,there's some tinker chap, or some gipsies, camped out
down there and got a fire. That old ruin, up on the crag there, is called
Ellersdeane TowerÑone of Lord Ellersdeane's ancestors built it for an
observatoryÑthis path'll lead us right beneath it."

"Is this the path he would have taken if he'd gone to Ellersdeane on
Saturday night?" asked Betty.

"PreciselyÑstraight ahead, past the Tower," answered Neale. "And
there is Ellersdeane itself, right away in the distance, amongst its trees.
There!Ñwhere the moonlight catchesit. Now let your eye follow that far
line of wood, over the tops of the trees about Ellersdeane villageÑdo
you seewhere the moonlight shines on another high roof? That's Gabriel
Chestermarke's placeÑthe Warren."

"SoÑhe and Lord Ellersdeane are neighbours!" remarked Betty.
"Neighbours at a distance of a mileÑand who do no more than nod to

each other," answered Neale. "Lord Ellersdeane and Mr. Horbury were
what you might call friends, but I don't believe his lordship ever spoke
ten words with either of the Chestermarkes until this morning. I tell you
the Chestermarkes are regular hermits!Ñwhen they're at home or about
Scarnham, anyhow. Now let's go as far as the TowerÑyou can see all
over the country from that point."

Betty followed her guide down a narrow path which led in and out
through the undulations of the Hollow until it reached the foot of the
promontory on which stood the old ruin that made such a prominent
landmark. Seenat closequarters Ellersdeane Tower was a place of much
greater size and proportion than it had appeared from the edge of the
wood, and the path to its basewas steep and rocky. And here the loneli-
ness in which she and Neale had so far walked came to an endÑon the
edge of the promontory, outlined against the moonlit sky, two men
stood, talking in low tones.
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Chapter7
THE TRAVELLING TINKER

Neale's eye caught the gleam of silver braid on the clothing of one of the
two men, and he hastened his steps a little as he and Betty emerged on
the level ground at the top of the steep path.

"That's a policeman," he said. "It'll be the constable from Ellersdeane.
The other man looks like a gamekeeper. Let's see if they've heard
anything."

The two figures turned at the sound of footsteps, and came slowly in
Neale's direction. Both recognized him and touched their hats.

"I suppose you're looking round in searchof anything about Mr. Hor-
bury?" suggested Neale. "Heard any news or found any trace?"

"Well, we're what you might call taking a preliminary observation, Mr.
Neale," answered the policeman. "His lordship's sent men out all over
the neighbourhood. No, we've heard nothing, nor seenanything, either.
But, then, there's not much chance of hearing anything hereabouts. The
others have gone round asking at houses,and such-likeÑto find out if he
was seen to pass anywhere. Of course, his lordship was figuring on the
chance that Mr. Horbury might have had a fit, or something of that
sort, and fallen somewhere along this path, between the town and
Ellersdeane HouseÑit's not much followed, this path. But we've seen
nothingÑup to now."

Neale turned to the keeper.
"Were none of your people about here on Saturday night?" he asked.

"You've a good many watchers on the estate, haven't you?"
"Yes,sirÑa dozen or more," answered the keeper. "But we don't come

this wayÑthis isn't our land. Our beats lie the other wayÑt'other side of
the village. We never come on to this part at all."

"This, you know, Mr. Neale," remarked the policeman, jerking his
thumb over the Hollow, "this, in a manner of speaking, belongs to
nobody. Some say it belongs to the CrownÑI don't know. All I know is
that nobody has any rights over itÑit's been what you might term

39



common land ever since anybody can remember. This here Mr. Horbury
that's missingÑyour governor, sirÑI once met him out here, and had a
bit of talk with him, and he told me that it isn't even known who worked
them old lead-mines down there, nor who has any rights over all this
waste. That, of course," concluded the policeman, pointing to the glow-
ing fire which Neale and Betty had seen from the edge of the wood,
"that's why chaps like yonder man come and camp here just as they
likeÑthere's nobody to stop 'em."

"Who is the man?" asked Neale, glancing at the fire, whose flames
made a red spot amongst the bushes.

"Most likely a travelling tinker chap, sir, that comesthis way now and
again," answered the policeman. "Name of CreasyÑTinner Creasy, the
folks call him. He's come here for many a year, at odd times. Camps out
with his pony and cart, and goesround the villages and farmsteads, see-
ing if there's aught to mend, and selling 'em pots and pans and such-like.
Stops a week or twoÑsometimes longer."

"And poachesall he can lay hands on," added the gamekeeper. "Only
he takes good care never to go off this Hollow to do it."

"Have you made any inquiry of him?" asked Neale.
"We were just thinking of doing that, sir," replied the policeman. "He

roams up and down about here at nights, when he is here. But I don't
know how long he's been camping this timeÑit's very seldom I ever
come round this way myselfÑthere's naught to come for."

"Let's go across there and speak to him," said Neale.
He and Betty followed the two men down the side of the promontory

and acrossthe ups and downs of the Hollow, until they cameto a deeper
depression fringed about by a natural palisading of hawthorn. And as
they drew near and could seeinto the dingle-like recesswhich the tinker
had selected for his camping-ground they became aware of a savoury
and appetizing odour, and the gamekeeper laughed.

"Cooking his supper, is Tinner Creasy!" he remarked. "And good stuff
he has in his pot, too!"

The tinker, now in full view, sat on a log near a tripod, beneath which
crackled a bright fire, burning under a black pot. The leaping flames re-
vealed a shrewd, weather-beaten face which turned sharply towards the
bushes as the visitors appeared; they also lighted up the tinker's cart in
the background, the browsing pony close by, the implements of the
tinner's trade strewn around on the grass. It was an alluring picture of
vagabond life, and Neale suddenly compared it with the dull existence
of folk who, like himself, were chained to a desk. He would have liked to
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sit down by Tinner Creasy and ask him about his doingsÑbut the police-
man had less poetical ideas.

"Hullo, Tinner!" said he, with easy familiarity. "Here again, what? I
thought we should be seeing your fire some night this spring. Beenhere
long?"

The tinker, who had remained seated on his log until he saw that a
lady was of the party, rose and touched the edge of his fur cap to Betty in
a way which indicated that his politeness was entirely for her.

"Since yesterday," he answered laconically.
"Only since yesterday!" exclaimed the policeman. "Ah! that's a pity,

now. You wasn't here Saturday night, then?"
The tinker turned a quizzical eye on the four inquiring faces.
"How would I be here Saturday night when I only came yesterday?"

he retorted. "You're the sort of chap that wants two answers to one ques-
tion! What about Saturday night?"

The policeman took off his helmet and rubbed the top of his head as if
to encourage his faculties.

"Nay!" he said. "There's a gentleman missing from Scarnham yonder,
and it's thought he came out this way after dark, Saturday night, and
something happened. But, of course, if you wasn't in these parts
thenÑÑ"

"I wasn't, nor within ten miles of 'em," said Creasy. "Who is the
gentleman?"

"Mr. Horbury, the bank manager," answered the policeman.
"I know Mr. Horbury," remarked Creasy, with a glance at Neale and

Betty. "I've talked to him a hundred-and-one times on this waste. So it's
him, is it? Well, there's one thing you can be certain about."

"What?" asked Betty eagerly.
"Mr. Horbury wouldn't happen aught by accident, hereabouts,"

answered the tinker significantly. "He knew every inch of this Hollow.
Some folks, now, might take a header into one o' them old lead-mines.
He wouldn't. He could ha' gone blind-fold over this spot."

"WellÑhe's disappeared," observed the policeman. "There's a search
being made, all round. You heard naught last night, I suppose?"

Creasy gave Neale and Betty a look.
"Heard plenty of owls, and night-jars, and such-like," he answered,

"and foxes, and weasels, and stoats, and beetles creeping in the grass.
Naught human!"
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The policeman resumed his helmet and sniffed audibly. He and the
keeper moved away and talked together. Then the policeman turned to
Neale.

"Well, we'll be getting back to the village, sir," he said. "If so be as you
see our super, Mr. Neale, you might mention that we're out and about."

He and his companion went off by a different path; at the top of a rise
in the ground the policeman turned again.

"Tinner!" he called.
"Hullo?" answered Creasy.
"If you should hear or find aught," said the policeman, "come to me,

you know."
"All right!" assented Creasy. He picked up some wood and replen-

ished his fire. And glancing at Neale and Betty, who still lingered, he let
fall a muttered whisper under his breath. "Bide a bitÑtill those chaps
have gone," he said. "I've a word or two."

He walked away to his cart after this mysterious communication,
dived under its tilt, evidently felt for and found something, and came
back, glancing over his shoulder to see that keeper and policeman had
gone their ways.

"I never tell chaps of that sort anything, mister," he said, giving Neale
a sly wink. "Them of my turn of life look on all gamekeepersand police-
men as their natural enemies. They'd both of 'em turn me out o' this if
they could!Ñonly they know they can't. For some reason or other
Ellersdeane Hollow is No Man's LandÑand therefore mine. And soÑI
wasn't going to say anything to themÑnot me!"

"Then there is something you can say?" said Neale.
"You were here on Saturday!" exclaimed Betty. "You know

something!"
"No, miss, I wasn't here Saturday," answered the tinker, "and I don't

know anythingÑabout what yon man asked, anywayÑI told him the
truth about all that. ButÑyou say Mr. Horbury's missing, and that he's
considered to have come this way on Saturday night. SoÑdo either of
you know that?"

He drew his right hand from behind him, and in the glare of the fire-
light showed them, lying across its palm, a briar tobacco-pipe, silver-
mounted.

"I found that, last night, gathering dry sticks," he said. "It's letters en-
graved on the silver bandÑ'J. H. from B. F.' 'J.H.' now?Ñdoes that mean
John Horbury?Ñyou see, I know his Christian name."
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Betty uttered a sharp exclamation and took the pipe in her hand. She
turned to Neale with a look of sudden fear.

"It's the pipe I gave my uncle last Christmas!" she said. "Of course I
know it! Where did you find it?" shewent on, turning on Creasy. "Do tell
usÑdo show us!"

"Foot of the crag there, missÑright beneath the old tower," answered
Creasy. "And it's just as I found it. I'll give it to you, sir, to take to Super-
intendent Polke in ScarnhamÑhe knows me. But just let me point
something out. I ain't a detective, but in my eight-and-forty years I've
had to keep my wits sharpened and my eyes open. Point out to Polke,
and notice yourselfÑthat whenever that pipe was dropped it was being
smoked! The tobacco's caked at the surfaceÑjust as it would be if the
pipe had been laid down at the very time the tobacco was burning
wellÑif you're a smoker you'll know what I mean. That's one thing. The
other isÑjust observe that the silver band is quite bright and fresh, and
that there are no stains on the briar-wood. What's that indicate, young
lady and young gentleman? Why, that that pipe hadn't been lying so
very long when I found it! Not above a day, I'll warrant."

"That's very clever of you, very observant!" exclaimed Betty.
"ButÑwon't you show us the exact place where you picked it up?"

Creasy casta glance at his cooking pot, stepped to it, and slightly tilted
the lid. Then he signed to them to go back towards the tower by the path
by which they had come.

"Don't want my supper to boil over, or to burn," he remarked. "It's the
only decent meal I get in the day, you see, miss. But it won't take a
minute to show you where I found the pipe. NowÑwhat's the idea, sir,"
he went on, turning to Neale, "about Mr. Horbury's disappearance?Is it
known that he came out here Saturday night?"

"Not definitely," replied Neale. "But it's believed he did. He was seen
to set off in this direction, and there's a probability that he crossed over
here on his way to Ellersdeane. But he's never been seen since he left
Scarnham."

"Well," observed Creasy, "as I said just now, he wouldn't happen any-
thing by accident in an ordinary way. Was there any reason why any-
body should set on him?"

"There may have been," replied Neal.
"He wouldn't be likely to have aught valuable on him, surelyÑthat

time o' night?" said the tinker.
"He may have had," admitted Neale. "I can't tell you more."
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Creasy asked no farther question. He led the way to the foot of the
promontory, at a point where a massof rock rose sheerout of the hollow
to the plateau crowned by the ruinous tower.

"Here's where I picked up the pipe," he said. "Lying amongst this rub-
bishÑstones and dry wood, you seeÑI just caught the gleam of the sil-
ver band. Now what should Mr. Horbury be doing down here? The
path, you see, is a good thirty yards off. ButÑhe may have fallen
overÑor been thrown overÑand it's a sixty-feet drop from top to
bottom."

Neale and Betty looked up the face of the rocks and said nothing. And
Creasy presently went on, speaking in a low voice:Ñ

"If he met with foul playÑif, for instance, he was thrown over here in
a struggleÑor if, taking a look from the top there, he got too near the
edge and something gave way," he said, "there's about as good means of
getting rid of a dead man in this Ellersdeane Hollow as in any place in
England! That's a fact!"

"You mean the lead-mines?" murmured Neale.
"Right, sir! Do you know how many of these old workings there is?"

asked Creasy. "There's between fifty and sixty within a square mile of
this tower. Some'sfenced inÑmost isn't. Someof their mouths are grown
over with bramble and bracken. And all of 'em are of tremendous depth.
A man could be thrown down one of those mines, sir, and it 'ud be a
long job finding his body! But all that's very frightening to the lady, and
we'll hope nothing of it happened. StillÑÑ"

"It has to be faced," said Betty. "ListenÑI am Mr. Horbury's niece, and
I'm offering a reward for news of him. Will you keep your eyesand ears
open while you're in this neighbourhood?"

The tinker promised that he would do his best, and presently he went
back to his fire, while Neale and Betty turned away towards the town.
Neither spoke until they were half-way through the wood; then Betty
uttered her fears in a question.

"Do you think the finding of that pipe shows he wasÑthere?" she
asked.

"I'm sure of it," replied Neale. "I wish I wasn't. ButÑI saw him with
this pipe in his lips at two o'clock on Saturday! I recognized it at once."

"Let's hurry on and see the police," said Betty. "We know something
now, at any rate."

Polke, they were told at the police-station, was in his private house
close by: a polite constable conducted them thither. And presently they
were shown into the superintendent's dining-room, where Polke,
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hospitably intent, was mixing a drink for a stranger. The stranger, evid-
ently just in from a journey, rose and bowed, and Polke waved his hand
at him with a smile, as he looked at the two young people.

"Here's your man, miss!" said Polke cheerily. "Allow meÑDetective-
Sergeant Starmidge, of the Criminal Investigation Department."
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Chapter8
THE SATURDAY NIGHT STRANGER

Neale, who had never seen a real, live detective in the flesh, but who
cherished something of a passion for reading sensational fiction and the
reports of criminal casesin the weekly newspapers, looked at the man
from New Scotland Yard with a feeling of surprise. He knew Detective-
Sergeant Starmidge well enough by name and reputation. He was the
man who had unravelled the mysteries of the Primrose Hill murderÑa
particularly exciting and underground affair. It was he who had been in-
timately associated with the bringing to justice of the Camden Town
GangÑa group of daring and successfulcriminals which had baffled the
London police for two years. Neale had read all about Starmidge's activ-
ities in both cases,and of the hairbreadth escapehe had gone through in
connection with the second. And he had formed an idea of himÑwhich
he now saw to be a totally erroneous one. For Starmidge did not look at
all like a detectiveÑin Neale's opinion. Instead of being elderly, and sin-
ister, and closeof eye and mouth, he was a somewhat shy-looking, open-
faced, fresh-coloured young man, still under thirty, modest of demean-
our, given to smiling, who might from his general appearancehave been,
say, a professional cricketer, or a young commercial traveller, or any-
thing but an expert criminal catcher.

"Only just got here, and a bit tired, miss," continued Polke, waving his
hand again at the detective. "So I'm just giving him a refresher to liven
his brains up. He'll want 'emÑbefore we've done."

Betty took the chair which Polke offered her, and looked at the
stranger with interest. She knew nothing about Starmidge, and she
thought him quite different to any preconceived notion which she had
ever had of men of his calling.

"I hope you'll be able to help us," she said politely, as Starmidge, mur-
muring something about his best respectsto his host, took a whisky-and-
soda from Polke's hand. "Do you think you willÑand has Mr. Polke told
you all about it?"
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"Given him a mere outline, miss," remarked Polke. "I'll prime him be-
fore he goes to bed. YesÑhe knows the main facts."

"And what do you propose to doÑfirst?" demanded Betty.
Starmidge smiled and set down his glass.
"Why, first," he answered, "first, I think I should like to see a photo-

graph of Mr. Horbury."
Polke moved to a bureau in the corner of his dining-room.
"I can fit you up," he said. "I've a portrait here that Mr. Horbury gave

me not so long ago. There you are!"
He produced a cabinet photograph and handed it to Starmidge, who

looked at it and laid it down on the table without comment.
"I suppose that conveys nothing to you?" asked Betty.
"Well," replied Starmidge, with another smile, "if a man's missing, one

naturally wants to know what he's like. And if there's any advertising of
him to be doneÑby poster, I meanÑit ought to have a recent portrait of
him."

"To be sure," agreed Polke.
"So far as I understand matters," continued Starmidge, "this gentleman

left his house on Saturday evening, hasn't been seensince,and there's an
idea that he probably walked across country to a place called
Ellersdeane.But up to now there's no proof that he did. I think that's all,
Mr. Polke?"

"All!" assented Polke.
"No!" said Neale. "Miss Fosdyke and I have brought you some news.

Mr. Horbury must have crossed Ellersdeane Hollow on Saturday night.
Look at this!Ñand I'll tell you all about it."

The superintendent and the detective listened silently to Neale's ac-
count of the meeting with Creasy, and Betty, watching Starmidge's face,
saw that he was quietly taking in all the points of importance.

"Is this tin-man to be depended upon?" he asked, when Neale had fin-
ished. "Is he known?"

"I know him," answered Polke. "He's come to this neighbourhood for
many years. YesÑan honest chap enoughÑbit given to poaching, no
doubt, but straight enough in all other waysÑno complaint of him that I
ever heard of. I should believe all he says about this."

"Then, as that's undoubtedly Mr. Horbury's pipe, and as this gentle-
man saw him smoking it at two o'clock on Saturday, and as Creasy
picked it up underneath Ellersdeane Tower on Sunday evening," said
Starmidge, "there seemsno doubt that Mr. Horbury went that way, and
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dropped it where it was found. ButÑI can't think he was carrying Lord
Ellersdeane's jewels home!"

"Why?" asked Neale.
"Is it likely?" suggested Starmidge. "One's gotÑalwaysÑto consider

probability. Is it probable that a bank manager would put a hundred
thousand pounds' worth of jewels in his pocket, and walk acrossa lonely
stretch of land at that time of night, just to hand them over to their own-
er? I think notÑespecially ashe hadn't beenasked to do so. I think that if
Mr. Horbury had been in a hurry to deliver up these jewels, he'd have
driven out to Lord Ellersdeane's place."

"Good!" muttered Polke. "That's the more probable thing."
"Where are the jewels, then?" asked Neale.
Starmidge glanced at Polke with one expression, at Betty and Neale

with another.
"They haven't been searched for yet, have they?" he asked quietly.

"They may beÑsomewhere about, you know."
"You mean to search for them?" exclaimed Betty.
"I don't know what I intend to do," replied Starmidge, smiling. "I

haven't even thought. I shall have thought a lot by morning. ButÑthe
country's being searched, isn't it, for news of Mr. Hor-
bury?Ñperhaps we'll hear something. It's a difficult thing for a well-
known man to get clear away from a little place like this. No!Ñwhat I'd
like to knowÑwhat I want to satisfy myself about isÑdid Mr. Horbury
go away at all? Is there really anything missing from the bank? Are those
jewels really missing? You see,"concluded Starmidge, looking round his
circle of listeners, "there's an awful lot to take into account."

At that moment Polke's domestic servant tapped at the door and put
her head inside the room.

"If you please, Mr. Polke, there's Mrs. Pratt, from the Station Hotel,
would like a word with you," she said.

The superintendent hurried from the roomÑto return at once with a
stout, middle-aged woman, who, as she entered, raised her veil and
glanced half-suspiciously at Polke's other visitors.

"All friends here, Mrs. Pratt," said the superintendent reassuringly.
"You know young Mr. Neale well enough. This lady is Mr. Horbury's
nieceÑanxious to find him. That gentleman's a friend of mineÑyou can
say aught you like before him. Well, ma'am!Ñyou think you can tell me
something about this affair? What might it be, now?"

Mrs. Pratt, taking the chair which Starmidge placed for her at the end
of the table, nodded a general greeting to the company, and lifting her
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veil and untying her bonnet-strings, revealed a good-natured
countenance.

"Well, Mr. Polke," shesaid, turning to the superintendent, "taking your
word for it that we're all friendsÑme being pretty sure, all the same,that
this gentleman's one of your own profession, which I don't object toÑI'll
tell you what it is I've come up for, special, as it were, and me not wait-
ing until after closing-time to do it. But that town-crier's been down our
way, and hearing him making his call between our house and the sta-
tion, and learning what it was all about, thinks I to myself, 'I'd best go up
and seethe super and tell him what I know.' And," concluded Mrs. Pratt,
beaming around her, "here I am!"

"AyÑand what do you know, ma'am?" asked Polke. "Something, of
course."

"Or I shouldn't be here," agreed Mrs. Pratt, smoothing out a fold of her
gown. "WellÑSaturday afternoon, the time being not so many minutes
after the 5.30 got in, and therefore you might say at the outside twenty
minutes to six, a strange gentleman walked acrossfrom the station to our
hotel, which is, as you're all well aware, exactly opposite. I happened to
be in the bar-parlour window at the time, and I saw him crossingÑsaw,
likewise, from the way he looked about him, and up at the town above
us, that he'd never been in Scarnham before. And happen I'd best tell
you what like he was, while the recollection's fresh in my mindÑa little
gentleman he was, very well dressed in what you might call the profes-
sional style; dark clothes and so forth, and a silk top-hat; I should say
about fifty years of age, with a fresh complexion and a biggish grey
moustache and a nicely rolled umbrellaÑquite the little swell he was. He
made for our door, and I went to the bar-window to attend to him. He
wanted to know if he could get some food, and I said of course he
couldÑwe'd some uncommon nice chops in the house. So he ordered
three chops and setterersÑand then he asked if we'd a telephone in the
house, and could he use it. And, of course, I told him we had, and
showed him where it wasÑafter which he wanted a local directory, and
I gave him Scammond'sGuide. He turned that over a bit, and then, when
he'd found what he wanted, he went to our telephone boxÑwhich, as
you're well aware, Mr. Polke, is in our front hall. And into it he popped."

Mrs. Pratt paused a moment, and gave her listeners a knowing look, as
if she was now about to narrate the most important part of her story.

"But what you mayn't be aware of, Mr. Polke," she continued, "is that
our telephone box, which has glass panels in its upper parts, has at this
present time one of these panels brokenÑour pot-man did it, carrying a
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plank through the hall. So that any one passing to and fro, as it were,
when anybody's using the telephone, can't help hearing a word or two of
what's being said inside. Now, of course, I was passing in and out, giv-
ing orders for this gentleman's chops, when he was in the box. And I
heard a bit of what he said, though I didn't, naturally, hear aught of what
was said to him, nor who by. But it's in consequenceof what I did hear,
and of what Tolson, the town-crier, has been shouting down our way to-
night, that I come up here to see you."

"Much obliged to you, Mrs. Pratt," said Polke. "Very glad to hear any-
thing that may have to do with Mr. Horbury's disappearance. Now,
what did you hear?"

"What I heard," replied the landlady, "was this hereÑdisjointed, as
you would term it. First of all I hear the gentleman ask for 'Town 23.'
Now, of course, you know whose number that there is, Mr. Polke."

"Chestermarke's Bank," said Neale, turning to Betty.
"Chestermarke's Bank it is, sir," assentedMrs. Pratt. "Which you know

very well, asalso do I, having oft called it up. Very wellÑI didn't hear no
more just then, me going into the dining-room to seethat our maid laid
the table proper. But when I was going back to the bar, I heard more.
'Along the river-side?' says the gentleman, 'Straight on from where I
amÑall right.' Then after a minute, 'At seven-thirty, then?' he says. 'All
rightÑI'll meet you.' And after that he rings offÑand he went into the
dining-room, and in due course he had his chops, and some tart and
cheese,and a pint of our bitter ale, and took his time, and perhaps about
a quarter past seven he came to the bar and paid, and he took a drop of
Scotch whisky. After which he says, 'It's very possible, landlady, that I
may have to stop in the town all nightÑhave you a nice room that you
can let me?' 'Certainly, sir,' says I. 'We've very good rooms, and bath-
rooms, and every convenienceÑshall I show you one?' 'No,' sayshe, 'this
seemsa good house, and I'll take your word for itÑkeep your best room
for me, then.' And after that he lighted a cigar and went out, saying he'd
be back later, and he crossedthe road and went down on the river-bank,
and walked slowly along towards the bottom of the town. And Mr.
Polke and company," concluded Mrs. Pratt, solemnly turning from one
listener to another, "that was the last I saw of him. ForÑhe never came
back!"

"Never came back!" echoed Polke.
"Not even the ghost of him!" said Mrs. Pratt. "I waited up myself till

twelve, and then I decided that he'd changed his mind and was stopping
with somebody he knew, which person, Mr. Polke, I took to be Mr.
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Horbury. Why? 'Cause he'd rung up Chestermarke's BankÑand who
should he want at Chestermarke'sBank at six o'clock of a Saturday even-
ing but Mr. Horbury? There wouldn't be nobody else thereÑas Mr.
Neale'll agree."

"You never heard of this gentleman being in the town on Sunday or
today?" asked Polke.

"Not a word!" replied Mrs. Pratt. "And never saw him go to the station,
neither, to leave the town. Now, asyou know, Mr. Polke, we've only two
trains go away from here on Sundays, and there's only four on any
week-day, us being naught but a branch line, and as our bar-parlour
window is exactly opposite the station, I see everybody that goes and
comesÑI always was one for looking out of window! And I'm sure that
little gentleman didn't go away neither yesterday nor today. And that's
all I know," concluded Mrs. Pratt, rising, "and if it's any use to you,
you're welcome, and hopeful I am that your poor uncle'll be found, Miss,
for a nicer gentleman I could never wish to meet!"

Mrs. Pratt departed amidst expressionsof gratitude and police admon-
itions to keep her news to herself for awhile, and Betty and Neale turned
eagerly to the famous detective. But Starmidge appeared to have entered
upon a period of silence, and made no further observation than that he
would wait upon Miss Fosdyke in the morning, and presently the two
young people followed Mrs. Pratt into the street and turned into the
Market-Place. The last of the evening revellers were just coming out of
the closing taverns, and to a group of them, Tolson, the town-crier, was
dismally calling forth his announcement that one hundred pounds re-
ward would be paid to any person who first gave news of having seen
Mr. John Horbury on the previous Saturday evening or since. The
clanging of his bell, and the strident notes of his cracked voice, sounded
in the distance as Betty said good-night to Neale and turned sadly into
the Scarnham Arms.
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Chapter9
NO FURTHER INFORMATION

Chestermarke's clerks found no difficulty in obtaining accessto the bank
when they presented themselves at its doors at nine o'clock next morn-
ing. Both partners were already there, and appeared to have been there
for some time. And Josephat once called Neale into the private parlour,
and drew his attention to a large poster which lay on a side-table, its ink
still wet from the printing press.

"Let Patten put that up in one of the front windows, Neale," he said.
"It's just come inÑI gave the copy for it last night. Read it overÑI think
it's satisfactory, eh?"

Neale bent over the big, bold letters, and silently read the
announcement:Ñ

"Messrs.Chestermarke, in view of certain unauthorized rumours, now
circulating in the town and neighbourhood, respecting the disappear-
anceof their late manager, Mr. John Horbury, take the earliest opportun-
ity of announcing that all Customers' Securities and Deposits in their
hands are safe, and that business will be conducted in the usual way."

"That make things clear?"asked Joseph,closely watching his clerk. "To
our clients, I mean?"

"Quite clear, I should say," replied Neale.
"Then get it up at once, before opening hours, and save all the bother

of questions," commanded Joseph."And if people do come asking ques-
tionsÑas some of them will!Ñtell them not to bother themselvesÑnor
us. We don't want to waste our time interviewing fools all the morning."

Neale took the poster and went out, with no further remark. And
presently the junior clerk, with the aid of a few wafers, fixed the an-
nouncement in the window which looked out on the Market-Place, and
people began to gather round and to read it, and, after the usual fashion
of country-born folk, then went away to talk about it. In half an hour it
was known in every shop and tavern parlour in Scarnham Market-Place
that despite the town-crier's announcement, and the wild rumours of the
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night before, Chestermarke's Bank was all right, and Chestermarkes
were already speaking of Horbury in the past tenseÑhe was (wherever
he might be) no longer the manager of that ancient concern; he was the
late manager.

At ten o'clock Superintendent Polke, bluff and cheery as usual, and
Detective-SergeantStarmidge, eyeing his new surroundings with appre-
ciative curiosity, strolled round the corner from the police-station and
approached the bank. Half a dozen loungers were gathered before the
window, reading the poster; the two police officials joined them and also
readÑin silence. Then, with a look at each other, they turned into the
door which Patten had just opened. Neale hurried to the counter to meet
them.

"Well, Mr. Neale," said Polke, as if he had called on the most ordinary
business, "we'll just have a word with your principals, if they please. A
mere interchange of views, you know: we shan't keep 'em."

"They don't want bothering," whispered Neale, bending over the
counter. "Shan't I do instead?"

"No, sir!" answered Polke. "Nothing but principals will do! Here, Star-
midge, give Mr. Neale one of your official cards."

Neale took the card and disappeared into the parlour, where he laid it
before Gabriel.

"Mr. Polke is with him, sir," he said. "They say they won't detain you."
Gabriel tossed the card over to his nephew with a look of inquiry:

Joseph sneered at it, and threw it into a waste-paper basket.
"Tell them we don't wish to see them," he answered. "WeÑÑ"
"Stop a bit!" interrupted Gabriel. "I think perhaps we'd better seethem.

We may as well see them, and have done with it. Bring them in, Neale."
Polke and Starmidge, presently entering, found themselves coldly

greeted. Gabriel made the slightest inclination of his head, in responseto
Polke's salutation and the detective's bow: Joseph pointedly gave no
heed to either.

"Well?" demanded the senior partner.
"We've just called, Mr. Chestermarke, to hear if you've anything to say

to us about this matter of Mr. Horbury's," said Polke. "Of course, you
know it's been put in our hands."

"Not by us!" snapped Gabriel.
"Quite so, sir, by Lord Ellersdeane, and by Mr. Horbury's niece, Miss

Fosdyke," assented Polke. "The young lady, of course, is naturally
anxious about her uncle's safety, and Lord Ellersdeane is anxious about
the Countess's jewels. And we hear that securities of yours are missing."
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"We haven't told you so," retorted Gabriel.
"We haven't even approached you," remarked Joseph.
"Just so!" agreed Polke. "But, under the circumstancesÑÑ"
"We have nothing to say to you, superintendent," interrupted Gabriel.

"We can't help anything that Lord Ellersdeane has done, nor anything
that Miss Fosdyke likes to do. Lord Ellersdeane is not, and never has
been, a customer of ours. Miss Fosdyke acts independently. If they call
you inÑas they seemto have done very thoroughlyÑit's their look out.
We haven't! When we want your assistance, we'll let you know. At
presentÑwe don't."

He waved one of the white hands towards the door as he spoke, as if
to command withdrawal. But Polke lingered.

"You don't propose to give the police any information, then, Mr.
Chestermarke?" he asked quietly.

"At present we don't propose to give any information to anybody
whom it doesn't concern," replied Gabriel. "As regards the mere surface
facts of Mr. John Horbury's disappearance, you know as much as we do."

"You don't propose to join in any searchfor him or any attempt to dis-
cover his whereabouts, sir?" inquired Starmidge, speaking for the first
time.

Gabriel looked up from his paper, and slowly eyed his questioner.
"What we propose to do is a matter for ourselves," he answered coldly.

"For no one else."
Starmidge bowed and turned away, and Polke, after hesitating a mo-

ment, said good-morning and followed him from the room. The two men
nodded to Neale and went out into the Market-Place.

"Well?" said Polke.
"Queer couple!" remarked Starmidge.
Polke jerked his thumb at the poster in the bank window.
"Of course!" he said, "so long as they can satisfy their customers that

all's right so far as they're concerned, we can't get at what is missing that
belongs to the Chestermarkes."

"There are ways of finding that out," replied Starmidge quietly.
"What ways, now?" asked Polke. "We can't make 'em tell us their

private affairs. Supposing Horbury has robbed them, they aren't forced
to tell us how much or how little he's robbed 'em of!"

"All in good time," remarked the detective. "We're only beginning.
Let's go and talk to this Miss Fosdyke a bit. She doesn't mind what
money she spends on this business, you say?"

"Not if it costs her her last penny!" answered Polke.
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"All right," said Starmidge. "Fosdyke's Entire represents a lot of pen-
nies. We'll just have a word or two with her."

Betty, looking out of her window on the Market-Place, had seen the
two men leave Chestermarke's Bank, and was waiting eagerly for their
coming. Shelistened intently to Polke's account of the interview with the
partners, and her cheeks glowed indignantly as he brought it to an end.

"Shameful!" she exclaimed. "To make accusations against my uncle,
and then to refuse to say what they are! ButÑcan't you make them say?"

"We'll try, in good time," answered Starmidge. "Slow and steady's the
game here. For, whatever it is, it's a deep game."

"Nothing has been heard since I saw you last night?" asked Betty
anxiously. "No one has brought you any news?"

"No news of any sort, miss," replied Polke.
"What's to be done, then, next?" she inquired, looking from one to the

other. "Do let us do something!"
"Oh, we'll do a lot, Miss Fosdyke, before the day's out," said Starmidge

reassuringly. "I'm going to work just now. Now, the first thing is, publi-
city! We must have all this in the newspapers at once." He turned to the
superintendent. "I suppose there's some journalist here in the town who
sends news to the London press, isn't there?" he asked.

"Parkinson, editor of the 'Scarnham Advertiser,' he does," replied
Polke, with promptitude. "He's a sort of reporter-editor, you understand,
and jolly glad of a bit of extra stuff."

"That's the first thing," said Starmidge. "The next, we must have a re-
ward bill printed immediately, and circulated broadcast. It must have a
portrait on itÑI'll take that photograph you showed me last night.
AndÑwe'll have to offer a specific reward in each.How much is it to be,
Miss Fosdyke? For you'll have to pay it, you know."

"Anything you like!" said Betty eagerly. "A thousand pounds?Ñwould
that do, to begin with."

"We'll say half of it," answered Starmidge. "Very good. Now, Mr.
Polke, if you'll tell me where this Mr. Parkinson's to be found, and where
the best printing office in the place is, I'll go to work."

"Scammondsare the best printersÑand they're quick," said Polke. "But
I'll come with you."

"Is there anything I can do?" asked Betty. "If I could only be doing
something!"

Starmidge nodded his comprehension and mused a while.
"Just so!" he said. "You don't want to sit and wait. Well, there is

something you might do, Miss Fosdyke, as you're Mr. Horbury's niece.
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Mr. Polke's been telling me about Mr. Horbury's household arrange-
ments. Now, as you are a relation, suppose you call on his housekeeper,
who was the last person to seehim, and get all the information you can
out of her? Draw her on to talkÑyou never know what interesting point
you mayn't get in that way. AndÑare you Mr. Horbury's nearest
relation?"

"YesÑthe very nearestÑnext-of-kin," answered Betty.
"Then ask to see his papersÑhis deskÑhis private belongings," said

Starmidge. "Demand to see them! You've the legal right. And let us
knowÑyou'll always find me somewhere about Mr. Polke'sÑhow you
get on. Now, superintendent, we'll get to work."

Outside the Scarnham Arms, Starmidge looked at his companion with
a sly smile.

"Are you anything of a betting man?" he asked.
"Naught muchÑodd half-crown now and then," replied Polke. "Why?"
"Lay you a fiver to a shilling Miss Fosdyke won't see anything of

Horbury'sÑnor get any information!" answered Starmidge, more slyly
than ever. "She won't be allowed!"

Polke gave the detective a shrewd look.
"I dare say!" he said. "Whew!Ñit's a queer game, this, Starmidge. First

moves of it, anyway."
"Let's get on to the next," counselled Starmidge. "Where's this

journalist?"
Mr. Parkinson, a high-browed, shock-headed young man, who com-

bined the duties of editor and reporter with those of advertisement can-
vasserand businessmanager of the one four-page sheetwhich Scarnham
boasted, received the two police officials in a small office in which there
was just room for himself and his visitors to squeeze themselves.

"I was about coming round to you, Mr. Polke," he said. "Can you let
me have the facts of this Horbury affair?"

"We've come to save you the trouble," answered Polke. "This
gentlemanÑDetective-Sergeant Starmidge, of the C.I.D., Mr. Parkin-
sonÑwants to have a bit of a transaction with you."

Parkinson eyed the famous detective with as much wonder as Neale
had felt on the previous evening.

"Oh!" he exclaimed. "Pleasedto meet you, sirÑI've heard of you. What
can I do for you, Mr. Starmidge?"

"Can you wireÑat our expenseÑa full account of all that I shall tell
you, to a London Pressagency that'll distribute it amongst all the Lon-
don papers at once?" asked Starmidge. "You know what I mean?"
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"I can," answered Parkinson. "And principal provincials, too. It'll be in
all the evening papers this very night, sir."

"Then come on," said Starmidge, dropping into a chair by the editorial
desk. "I'll tell you all about it."

Polke listened admiringly while the detective carefully narrated the
facts of what was henceforth to be known as the Scarnham Mystery.
Nothing appeared to have escaped Starmidge's observation and atten-
tion. And he was surprised to find that the detective's presentation of the
casewas not that which he himself would have made. Starmidge did no
more than refer to the fact that Lady Ellersdeane's jewels were missing:
he said nothing whatever about the rumours that some of
Chestermarke's securities were said to have disappeared. But on one
point he laid great stressÑthe visit of the little gentleman with the large
grey moustache to the Station Hotel at Scarnham on the evening where-
on John Horbury disappeared, and to the fragments of conversation
overheard by Mrs. Pratt. He described the stranger as Mrs. Pratt had de-
scribed him, and appealed to him, if he read this news, to come forward
at once. Finally, he supplemented his account with a full description of
John Horbury, carefully furnished by the united efforts of Polke and Par-
kinson, and wound up by announcing the five hundred pounds reward.

"All over England, tonight, and tomorrow morning, sir," said Parkin-
son, gathering up his copy. "Now I'm off to wire this at once. Great en-
gine the Press,Mr. Starmidge!ÑI dare say you find it very useful in your
walk of life."

Starmidge followed Polke into the Market-Place again.
"Now for that reward bill," he said. "I don't set so much store by it, but

it's got to be done. It all helps. There's Miss FosdykeÑgoing to have a try
at her bit."

He pointed down the broad pavement with an amused smile. Miss
Betty Fosdyke, attired in her smartest, was just entering the portals of
Chestermarke's Bank.
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Chapter10
THE CHESTERMARKE WAY

Mrs. Carswell herself opened the door of the bank-house in response to
Miss Fosdyke's ring. She started a little at sight of the visitor, and her
eyesglanced involuntarily and, as it seemedto Betty, with something of
uneasiness,at the side-door which led into the Chestermarkes' private
parlour. And Betty immediately interpreted the meaning of that glance.

"No, Mrs. Carswell," she said, before the housekeeper could speak, "I
haven't come to call on either Mr. Gabriel or Mr. JosephChestermarkeÑI
came to see you. Mayn't I come in?"

Mrs. Carswell stepped back into the hall, and Betty followed. For a
moment the two looked at each other. And in the elder woman's eyes
there was still the sameexpression, and it was with obvious uncertainty,
if not with positive suspicion, that she waited.

"You have not heard anything of Mr. Horbury?" asked Betty, who was
not slow to notice the housekeeper's demeanour.

"Nothing!" replied Mrs. Carswell, with a shake of the head. "Nothing
at all! No one has told me anything."

Betty turned to the door of the dining-room.
"Very well," she said. "I dare say you know, Mrs. Carswell, that I am

my uncle's nearest relation. Now I want to go through his papers and
things. I want to see his deskÑhis last lettersÑanythingÑand
everything there is."

She laid a hand on the doorÑand Mrs. Carswell suddenly found her
tongue.

"Oh, miss!" she said, in a low, frightened voice, "you can't! That room's
locked up. So is the studyÑwhere all Mr. Horbury's papers are. So is his
bedroom. Mr. Joseph Chestermarke locked them all up last nightÑhe
has the keys. Nobody's to go into themÑnor into any other
roomÑwithout his permission."

Betty's cheeksbegan to glow, and an obstinate look to settle about her
lips.
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"Oh!" she exclaimed. "But I think I shall have something to say to that,
Mrs. Carswell. Ask Mr. Joseph Chestermarke to come here a minute."

The housekeeper shrunk back.
"I daren't, Miss Fosdyke!" she answered. "It would be as much as my

place was worth!"
"I thought you were my uncle's housekeeper,"suggestedBetty. "Aren't

you? Or are you employed by Mr. Joseph Chestermarke? Come, now?"
Mrs. Carswell hesitated. It was very evident that shewas afraid. But of

what?
"So far as I know," continued Betty, "this is my uncle's house, and

you're his servant. Am I right or wrong, Mrs. Carswell?"
"Right as regards my being engaged by Mr. Horbury," replied the

housekeeper. "But the house belongs toÑthem! Mr. HorburyÑso I un-
derstandÑhad the use of itÑit was reckoned as part of his salary. It's
their house, miss."

"But, anyway, my uncle's effects are hisÑand I mean to seethem," in-
sisted Betty. "If you won't call Mr. JosephÑor Mr. GabrielÑout, I shall
walk into the bank at the front door, and demand to seethem. You'd bet-
ter let one of them know I'm here, Mrs. CarswellÑI'm not going to stand
any nonsense."

Mrs. Carswell hesitated a little, but in the end she knocked timidly at
the private door. And presently JosephChestermarke opened it, looked
out, saw Betty, and came into the hall. He offered his visitor no polite
greeting, and for once he forgot his accustomed sneering smile. Instead,
he gave the housekeeper a swift look which sent her away in haste, and
he turned to Betty with an air of annoyance.

"Yes?" he asked abruptly. "What do you want?"
"I want to go into my uncle's houseÑinto his rooms," said Betty. "I am

his next-of-kinÑI wish to examine his papers."
"You can't!" answered Joseph."We haven't examined them ourselves

yet."
"What right have you to examine them?" demanded Betty.
"Every right!" retorted Joseph.
"Not his private belongings!" she said firmly.
"This is our houseÑyou're not going into it," declared Joseph.

"Nobody's going into itÑwithout our permission."
"We'll see about that, Mr. Joseph Chestermarke!" replied Betty.

"IfÑsupposingÑmy uncle is dead, I've the right to examine anything
he's left. I insist upon it! I insist on seeinghis papers, looking through his
desk. And at once!"
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"No!" said Joseph."Nothing of the sort. We don't know that you've any
right. We don't know that you're his next-of-kin. We're
notÑlegallyÑaware that you're his niece. You say you areÑbut we
don't know itÑas a matter of real fact. You'd better go away."

Betty's cheeks flamed hotly and her eyes flashed.
"So that's your attitudeÑto me!" she exclaimed. "Very well! But you

shall soon see whether I am what I say I am. What are you and your
uncle implying, suggesting, hinting at?" she went on, suddenly letting
her naturally hot temper get the better of her. "Do you realize what an
utterly unworthy part you are playing? You accusemy uncle of being a
thiefÑand you dare not make any specified accusation against him! You
charge him with stealing your securitiesÑand you daren't tell the police
what securities! I don't believe you've a security missing! Nobody be-
lieves it! The police don't believe it. Lord Ellersdeane doesn't believe it.
Why, your own clerk, Mr. Neale, who ought to know, if anybody does,
doesn't believe it! You're telling lies, Mr. Joseph ChestermarkeÑthere!
Lies! I'll denounce you to the whole townÑI'll exposeyou! I believe my
uncle has met with some foul playÑand as sure as I am his niece I'll
probe the whole thing to the bottom. Are you going to admit me to those
rooms?"

The door of the private room, which Josephhad left slightly ajar be-
hind him, was pushed open a little, and Gabriel's colourless face looked
out.

"Tell the young woman to go and see a solicitor," he said, and van-
ished again.

Joseph glanced at Betty, who was still staring indignantly at him.
"You hear?" he said quietly. "Now you'd better go away. You are not

going in there."
Betty suddenly turned and walked out. She was across the Market-

Place and at the door of the Scarnham Arms before her self-possession
had come back to her. And she was aware then that a gentleman, who
had just alighted from a horse which a groom was leading away to the
stable yard, was looking and smiling at her.

"Oh!" she exclaimed. "Is it you, Lord Ellersdeane?ÑI beg your par-
donÑI was preoccupied."

"So I saw," said the Earl. "I'd watched you come acrossfrom the Bank.
Is there any news this morning?"

"Come up to my sitting-room and let us talk," said Betty. She led the
way upstairs and closed her door on herself and her visitor. "No news of
my uncle," she continued, turning to the Earl. "Have you any?"
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The Earl shook his head disappointedly.
"No!" he replied. "I wish I had! I myself and a lot of my men have been

searching all round EllersdeaneÑpractically all night. We've made in-
quiries at each of the neighbouring villagesÑwithout result. Have the
police heard anything?ÑI've only just come into town."

"You haven't seen Polke, then?" said Betty. "Oh, well, he heard
something last night." Shewent on to tell the Earl of the meeting with the
tinker, and of Mrs. Pratt's account of the mysterious stranger, and of
what Starmidge was now doing. "It all seemssuch slow work," she con-
cluded, "but I suppose the police can't move any faster."

"You heard nothing at the bank itselfÑfrom the Chestermarkes?"
asked the Earl.

"I heard sufficient to make me asÑas absent-minded as I was when
you met me just now! I went there, as my uncle's nearest relation, with a
simple request to see his papers and thingsÑa very natural desire,
surely. The Chestermarkes have locked up his roomsÑand they ordered
me outÑshowed me the door!"

"How very extraordinary!" exclaimed the Earl. "Really!Ñin so many
words?"

"I think Josephhad the grace to say I had better go away," said Betty.
"And GabrielÑwho called me a young womanÑtold me to go and seea
solicitor, which, of course," she added reflectively, "is precisely what I
shall doÑas they will very soon find!"

The Earl stepped over to one of the windows, and stood for a moment
or two silently looking out on the Market-Place.

"I don't understand this at all," he said at last. "What is the meaning of
all this reserve on the Chestermarkes' part? Why didn't they tell the po-
lice what securities are missing? Why don't they let you, his niece,exam-
ine Horbury's effects? What right have they to fasten up his house?"

"Their houseÑso Mrs. Carswell says," remarked Betty.
"Oh, wellÑit may be their house, strictly speaking," agreed the Earl,

"but Horbury was its tenant, anyway, and the furniture and things in it
are hisÑI'm sure of that, for he and I shared a similar taste in collecting
old oak, and I know where he bought most of his possessions.I can't
make the behaviour of thesepeople out at allÑand I'm getting more and
more uneasy about the whole thing, Miss FosdykeÑas I'm sure you are.
I wonder if the police will find the man who cameto the Station Hotel on
Saturday? Now, if they could lay hands on him, and get to know who he
was, and what he wanted, and if he really met your uncleÑÑ"
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The Earl suddenly paused and turned from the window with a glance
at Betty.

"There's young Mr. Neale coming acrossfrom the bank," he observed.
"I think he's coming here. By the by, isn't he a relation of Horbury's?"

"No," said Betty. "But my uncle was his guardian. Is he coming here,
Lord Ellersdeane?"

"Straight here," replied the Earl. "Perhaps he's got some news."
Betty had the door open before Neale could knock at it. He came in

with a smile, and glanced half-whimsically, half as if he had queer news
to give, at the two people who looked so inquiringly at him.

"Well?" demanded Betty. "What is it, Wallie? Have these two precious
principals sent you with news?"

"They're not my principals any longer," answered Neale. He laid down
some books and an old jacket on the table. "That's my old working coat,"
he went on, with a laugh. "I've worn it for the last timeÑat
Chestermarke's. They've dismissed me."

Lord Ellersdeane turned sharply from the window, and Betty in-
dulged in a cry of indignation.

"DismissedÑyou?" she exclaimed. "Dismissed!"
"With a quarter's salary in lieu of notice," laughed Neale, slapping his

pocket. "I've got it hereÑin gold."
"ButÑwhy?" asked Betty.
Neale shook his head at her.
"Becauseyou told Joseph that I didn't believe them when they said

that some of their securities were missing," he answered. "You did it! As
soon as you'd gone, they had me in, told me that it was contrary to their
principles to retain servants who took sides with other people against
them, handed me a cheque, and told me to cash it forthwith and depart.
AndÑhere I am!"

"You don't seem to mind this very much, Mr. Neale," observed the
Earl, looking keenly at this victim of summary treatment. "Do you?"

"If your lordship really wants to know," answered Neale, "I don't! I'm
truly thankful. It's only what would have happenedÑin another way. I
meant to leave Chestermarke's. If it hadn't been for Mr. Horbury, I
should have left agesago. I hate banking! I hated the life. AndÑI dislike
Chestermarke's! Immensely! Now, I'll go and have a free life somewhere
in Canada or some equally spacious climeÑwhere I can breathe."

"Not at all!" said Betty decidedly. "You shall come and be my manager
in London. The brewery wants one, badly. You shall have a handsome
salary, WallieÑmuch more than you had at that beastly bank!"
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"Very kind of you, I'm sure," laughed Neale. "But I think I'm inclined
to put breweries in the same line with banks. Don't you be too rash,
BettyÑI'm not exactly cut out for commercialism. Not," he added reflect-
ively, "not that I haven't been a very good servant to Chestermarke's. I
have! But Chestermarkes areÑwhat they are!"

The Earl, who had been watching the two young people with
something of amused interest, suddenly came forward from the
window.

"Mr. Neale!" he said.
"My lord!" responded Neale.
"What's your honest opinion about your late principals?" asked the

Earl.
Neale shook his head slowly and significantly.
"I don't know," he answered.
"Do you know that they'veÑjust nowÑrefused Miss Fosdyke permis-

sion to examine her uncle's belongings?" continued the Earl. "That they
wouldn't even let her enter the house?"

"No, I didn't know," replied Neale. "But I'm not surprised. Nothing
that those two could do would ever surprise me."

"Feeling that, what do you advise in this case?" asked the Earl.
"Come!Ñyou're no longer in their employÑyou can speak freely now.
What do you think?"

"Well," said Neale, after a pause,and speaking with unusual gravity, "I
think the police ought to make a thorough examination of the bank-
houseÑI'm surprised it hasn't been thought of before."

The Earl picked up his hat.
"I've been thinking of it all the morning!" he said. "ComeÑlet us all go

round to Polke."
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Chapter11
THE SEARCH-WARRANT

As they turned out of the Market-Place into the street leading to the
police-station, Lord Ellersdeane and his companions becameaware of a
curious figure which was slowly preceding themÑthat of a very old man
whose massive head and long white hair, falling in thick shocks about
his neck, was innocent of covering, whose tall, erect form was closely
wrapped about in a great, many-caped horseman's cloak which looked
as if it had descended to him from some early Georgian ancestor. In one
hand he carried a long staff; the other clutched an ancient folio; altogeth-
er he was something very much out of the common, and Neale, catching
sight of him, nudged Betty Fosdyke's elbow and pointed ahead.

"One of the sights of Scarnham!" he whispered. "Old Batterley, the an-
tiquary. Never seen with a hat, and never without that cloak, his staff,
and a book under his arm. You needn't be astonished if he suddenly
stops and begins reading his book in the open streetÑit's a habit of his."

But the antiquary apparently had other business. He turned into the
police-station, and when the three visitors followed him a moment later,
he was already in Polke's private office, and Polke and Starmidge were
gazing speculatively at him. Polke turned to the newcomers, as the old
man, having fitted on a pair of large spectacles,recognized the Earl and
executed a deep bow.

"Mr. Batterley's just called with a suggestion, my lord," observed
Polke, good-humouredly. "He's heard of Mr. Horbury's disappearance,
and of the loss of your lordship's jewels, and he says that an explanation
of the whole thing may be got if we search the bank-house."

"Thoroughly!" said Batterley, with a warning shake of his big head.
"ThoroughlyÑthoroughly, Mr. Polke! No use just walking through the
rooms, and seeing what any housemaid would seeÑthe thing must be
done properly. Your lordship," he continued, turning to the Earl, "knows
that many houses in our Market-Place possesssecret passages,double-
staircases,and the likeÑHorbury's house is certainly one of those that
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do. It has, of course, been modernized. My memory is not quite as good
as it was, but I have a recollection that when I was a boy, well over sev-
enty years agoÑI am, as your lordship is aware, nearer ninety than
eightyÑthere were hiding-places discovered in the bank-house at the
time Matthew Chestermarke, grandfather of the present Gabriel, had it
altered: in fact, I am quite sure I was taken by my father to see them.
Now, of course, many of these places were bricked up, and so on, but I
thinkÑit is my impressionÑthat a double staircasewas left untouched,
and some recessesin the panelling of the garden-room. That garden-
room, Mr. PolkeÑif you know what I mean?"

"Mr. Batterley," remarked the Earl, "means the panelled room which
looks out on the garden. Mr. Horbury has used it as a study."

"The garden-room," continued the old antiquary, "should be particu-
larly examined. It is into that room that the double staircaseopensÑby a
door concealedin the recessat the side of the fire-place. There were, I am
sure, recessesbehind the panelling in that room. Now, Horbury may
have known of themÑhe had tastesof an antiquarian dispositionÑin an
amateur way, you know. At any rate, Mr. Polke, you should examine the
houseÑand especially that room, for Horbury may have hidden Lord
Ellersdeane'sproperty there. A deeply interesting room that!" added the
old man musingly. "I haven't been in it for some sixty years or so, but I
remember it quite well. It was in that room that Jasper Chestermarke
murdered Sir Gervase Rudd."

Starmidge, who, like the rest of them, had been listening eagerly to
Batterley's talk, turned sharply to him.

"Did you say murdered, sir?" he said.
"A well-known story!" answered the old man half-impatiently, as he

rose from his chair. "An ancestor of these ChestermarkesÑhe killed a
man in that very room. WellÑthat's what I suggest,Mr. Polke. AndÑfor
another reason.As Lord Ellersdeane there knowsÑbeing, ashis lordship
is, a member of our societyÑthe bank-house is so old that underneath it
there may be such matters asold wells, old drains. Now, supposing Hor-
bury had discovered some way under the present house, some secret
passageor something,and that he went down into it on SundayÑeh? He
may have fallen into one of these placesÑand be lying there dead or
helpless. It's possible, Mr. Polke, it's quite possible. I make the suggestion
to you for what it's worth, you know."

The old man bowed himself out and went away, and Polke turned to
Lord Ellersdeane and Betty.

65



"I'm glad your lordship's come in," he said. "Quite apart from what Mr.
Batterley suggests, we'll have to examine that bank-house. It's all non-
senseÑallowing the Chestermarkes to have their own way about
everything! It's time we examined Horbury's effects."

Starmidge turned to Betty.
"Did you succeed in getting in there, Miss Fosdyke?" he asked.
"No!" replied Betty. "Mr. JosephChestermarke absolutely refused me

admittance, and his uncle told me to go to a solicitor."
"Good advice, certainly," remarked Polke drily. "You'd better take it,

miss. But what's Mr. Neale doing here?"
"Mr. Neale," said the Earl, "has just been summarily dismissed forÑto

put it plainlyÑtaking sides with Miss Fosdyke and myself."
"Ho, ho!" exclaimed Polke. "Ah! Well, my lord, there's only one thing

to be done, and as your lordship's in town, let us do it at once."
"What?" asked the Earl.
"You must come with me before the borough magistratesÑthey're sit-

ting now," said Polke, "and make application for a search-warrant. Your
lordship will have to swear that you have lost your jewels, and that you
have good cause to believe that they may be on the premises occupied
lately by Mr. Horbury, to whose care you entrusted them. It's a mere
matter of formÑwe shall get the warrant at once. Then Starmidge and I
will go and execute it. Miss FosdykeÑjust do what I suggest, if you
please.Mr. Neale will take you to Mr. Pellworthy, the solicitorÑhe was
your uncle's solicitor, and a friend of his. Tell him all about your visit to
the bank this morning. Say that you insist, as next-of-kin, on having ac-
cessto your uncle's belongings. Get Mr. Pellworthy to go with you to the
bank. Meet Detective-SergeantStarmidge and me outside there, in, say,
half an hour. ThenÑwe'll see what happens. Now, my lord, if you'll
come with me, we'll apply for that search-warrant."

As the Scarnham clocks were striking twelve that morning, Gabriel
and Joseph Chestermarke looked up from their desks to see Shirley's
eyes, large with excitement, gazing at them from the threshold of their
private parlour.

"Well?" demanded the senior partner.
The clerk moved nearer to his principal's desk.
"Mr. Polke's outside, sir, with the gentleman who camein with him be-

fore," announced Shirley. "He sayshe must seeyou at once.AndÑthere's
Mr. Pellworthy, sir, with Miss Fosdyke. Mr. Pellworthy says,sir, that he
must see you at once, too."
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Gabriel glanced at his nephew. And Josephspoke without looking up
from his writing-pad, and as if he knew that his partner was regarding
him.

"Bring them all in," he said.
He himself criticized his writing as the four callers were ushered in; he

did not even look round at them. Gabriel, more sphinx-like than ever, re-
garded each in order with an air of distinct disapproval. And he took
care to speak first.

"Now, Mr. Pellworthy?" he said sharply. "What do you want?"
Pellworthy, an elderly man, looked at Gabriel with as much disap-

proval as Gabriel had bestowed on him.
"Mr. Chestermarke," he said quietly, "Miss Fosdyke, as next-of-kin to

Mr. JohnHorburyÑmy clientÑdesires to seeand examine her uncle's ef-
fects. As you know very well, she is quite within her rights. I must ask
you to give her access to Mr. Horbury's belongings."

"And what do you want, Mr. Polke?" demanded Gabriel.
Polke produced a formal-looking document and held it before the

banker's eyes.
"Merely to show you that, Mr. Chestermarke," he answered. "That's a

search-warrant, sir! It empowers me and Mr. Starmidge here to
searchÑbut I needn't read it to you, Mr. Chestermarke, I think. I suppose
we can go into the house now?"

Faint spots of colour showed themselves on Gabriel's cheeks. And
again he turned to his nephew. Joseph,however, did not speak. Instead,
he turned to the wall at his side and pressed a bell. A moment later a
maid-servant opened the private door which communicated with the
house, and looked inquiringly and a little nervously inside. Joseph
frowned at her.

"I rang twice!" he said. "That meant Mrs. Carswell. Send her here."
The girl hesitated.
"If you please, sir," she said at last, "Mrs. Carswell isn't in, sir, she's

out."
Josephturned sharplyÑup to this he had remained staring at the pa-

pers on his desk; now he twisted completely round in his chair.
"Where is she?" he demanded. "Fetch her!"
"If you please,sir, Mrs. Carswell hasn't been in for quite an hour, sir,"

said the girl. "Sheput on her things and went out, sir, justÑjust after that
young lady called this morning. SheÑshe's never come back, sir."

Polke, who was standing close to Starmidge, quietly nudged the
detective's elbow. Both men watched the junior partner. And both saw
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the first signs of something that was very like doubt and anxiety show in
his face.

"That'll do!" he said to the servant. He rose slowly from his desk, put a
hand in his pocket, and drew out some keys. Without a word, he slightly
motioned the visitors to follow him.

Out in the hall stood two men, who in spite of their plain clothes, were
obviously policemen. Joseph started and turned to Polke.

"Damn you!" he snarled under his breath. "Are you going to pester us
with your whole crew? Send those fellows off at once!"

"Nothing of the sort, Mr. Chestermarke!" replied Polke, in a similar
whisper, "I shall bring as many of my men here as I please.It's your own
faultÑyou should have been reasonable this morning. Now, sir, you'll
open any door in this house that's locked."

Joseph suddenly paused and handed over the keys he was dangling.
"Open them yourself!" he said.
He turned on his heel, and without another word or look went back

into the private parlour. And Polke, opening the door of the dining-
room, ushered his party inside, and then stepped back to the two men
who were waiting in the hall.

"Smithson," he said to one of them, "you'll stop at the house-door
hereÑinside, mind, so as not to attract attention from any customers
coming up this hall to the bank. JonesÑcome out here with me a
minute," he continued, taking the second man outside. "Look hereÑI've
a quiet job for you. You know the housekeeper hereÑMrs. Carswell?
She'sdisappeared. May be all rightÑand it mayn't. Now, you go out and
take a look round for her. And go to the cab-stand at the corner of the
Moot Hall, and just find out if she's taken a taxi from them, and if so,
where shewanted to be driven to. And then come back and tell meÑand
when you come back, stay inside the house with Smithson."

The policeman nodded his comprehension of these instructions and
went out, and Polke turned back to the dining-room and closed the door.
He looked at Starmidge.

"Now I'm in your hands," he said quietly. "You take charge of this.
What do you wish to do?"

"One thing particularly at first," answered Starmidge. "And we can all
work at it. Never mind thesesecretpassagesand dark corners and holes
in the panels!Ñat present: we may have a look at these later on. What I
do want to find out isÑif there's any letter amongst Mr. Horbury's pa-
pers making an appointment with him last Saturday evening. To put
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matters brieflyÑI want some light on that man who came to the Station
Hotel on Saturday, and who presumably came to meet Mr. Horbury."

"I see," said Polke. "Good! ThenÑfirst?"
"Here's his deskÑand its drawers," suggestedStarmidge. "Now, let us

all four take a drawer eachand seeif we can find any such letter. I'm go-
ing on the presumption that this stranger came down to see Mr. Hor-
bury, and that on his arrival he telephoned up to let him know he'd got
here. If that presumption is correct, then, in all probability, there'd been
previous correspondence between them as to the man's visit."

"If that man came to see Mr. Horbury," remarked the solicitor, "why
didn't he come straight here to the bank-house?"

"That's just where the mystery lies, sir," replied Starmidge. "All the
mystery of the affair lies in that man's coming at all! Let me find out who
that man was, and what he came for, and if he and Mr. Horbury met,
and where they went when they did meetÑand I'll soon tell youÑwhat
would probably make your hair stand on end!" he muttered to himself,
as he pulled a drawer out of the desk and placed it on a centre table be-
fore Betty. "Now, Miss Fosdyke, you get to work on that."

For over an hour the four curiously assorted searchersexamined the
contents of the missing man's desk, of another desk in the study, of
certain letter-racks which hung above the mantelpieces in both rooms, of
drawers in these rooms, of drawers and small cabinets in his bedroom.
Starmidge turned out the pockets of all the clothing he could find:
opened suit-cases, trunks, dressing-cases. They found nothing of the
nature desired. And just as half-past one came, and Polke was wonder-
ing what Starmidge would do next, Jonescame back and called him into
the inner hall.

"I've got some news of her," he whispered. "She'soffÑfrom Scarnham,
anyway, sir! I couldn't get any word of her in the town, nor at the cab-
places: in fact, it's only within this last five minutes that I've got it."

"Well?" demanded Polke eagerly. "And what is it?"
"Young Mitchell, who has a taxi-cab of his own, you know," said Jones.

"He told meÑheard I was inquiring. He says that at half-past ten, just as
he was coming out of his shed in River Street, Mrs. Carswell came up
and asked him to drive her into Ecclesborough. He didÑthey got there
at half-past eleven: he set her down at the Exchange Station. Then he
came backÑalone. SoÑshe's got two hours' good start, sirÑif she really
is off!"

69



Chapter12
THE FIRST FIND

Polke took a step or two on the pavement outside the bank, meditating
on this latest development of a matter that was hourly growing in mys-
tery. Why had this woman suddenly disappeared? Had she merely gone
to Ecclesboroughfor the day?Ñor had shemade it her first stagein a fur-
ther journey? Why had she taken a taxi-cab for an eighteen-miles' ride, at
considerable expense,when, at twelve o'clock, she could have got a train
which would have carried her to Ecclesborough for fifteen pence? It
seemed as if she had fled. And if she had fled, she had got, as the con-
stable said, two hours' good start. And in Ecclesborough, too!Ña place
with a population of half a million, where there were three big railway
stations, from any one of which a fugitive could set off east,west, north,
south, at pleasure, and with no risk of attracting attention. Two
hours!ÑPolke knew from long experience what can be done in two
hours by a criminal escaping from justice.

He turned back to speak to his manÑand as he turned, Joseph
Chestermarke came out of the bank. Josephgave him an insolent stare,
and was about to pass him without recognition. But Polke stopped him.

"Mr. Chestermarke, you heard that the housekeeper here has disap-
peared?" he asked sharply. "Can you tell anything about it?"

"What have I to do with Horbury's housekeeper?"retorted Joseph."Do
your own work!"

He passed on, crossing the Market-Place to the Scarnham Arms, and
Polke, after gazing at him in silence for a moment, beckoned to his
policeman.

"Come inside, Jones," he said. He led the way into the house and
through the hall to the kitchens at the back, where two women servants
stood whispering together. Polke held up a finger to the one who had
answered JosephChestermarke's summons to the parlour that morning.
"Here!" he said, "a word with you. Now, exactly when did Mrs. Carswell
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go out? You needn't be afraid of speaking, my girlÑit'll go no further,
and you know who I am."

"Not so very long after that young lady was here, Mr. Polke,"
answered the girl, readily enough. "WithinÑoh, a quarter of an hour at
the most."

"Did she say where she was goingÑto either of you?" asked Polke.
"No, sirÑnot a word!"
"To neither of us," said the otherÑan olderÑwoman, drawing nearer.

"SheÑjust went, Mr. Polke."
"Had any messageÑtelegram, or aught of that sortÑcome for her?"

asked Polke. "Had anybody been to see her?"
"There was no messagethat I know of," said the housemaid. "But Mr.

Joseph came to speak to her."
"When?" demanded Polke.
"Just after the young lady had gone. He called her out of the kitchen,

and they stood talking in the passagethere a bit," answered the elder
woman. "Of course, Mr. Polke, we didn't hear naughtÑbut we saw 'em."

"What happened after that?" asked Polke.
"Naught!Ñbut that Mr. Josephwent away, and she came back in here

for a minute or two and then went upstairs. And next thing she came
down dressed up and went out. She said nothing to us," replied the
woman.

"You saw her go out?" said Polke.
Both women pointed to the passage which communicated with the

hall.
"When this door's openÑas it was," said one, "you can see right

through. YesÑwe saw her go through the hall door. Of course we
thought she'd just slipped out into the town for something."

Polke hesitatedÑand meditated. What use was it, at that juncture, to
ask for more particular details of this evident flight? Mrs. Carswell was
probably well away from Ecclesborough by that time. He turned back to
the hallÑand then looked at the women again.

"I suppose neither of you ever saw or heard aught of Mr. Horbury on
Saturday nightÑafter he'd gone out?" he inquired.

The two women glanced at each other in silence.
"Did you?" repeated Polke. "Come, now!"
"Well, Mr. Polke," said the elder woman, "we didn't. But, of course,we

know what's going onÑcouldn't very well not know, now could we,
Mr. Polke? And we can tell you something that may have to do with
things."
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"Out with it, then!" commanded Polke. "Keep nothing back."
"Well," said the woman, "there was somebody stirring about this house

in the middle of Saturday nightÑbetween, say, one and two o'clock in
the morningÑSunday morning, of course. Both me and Janehere heard
'emÑquite plain. And we thought naught of it, thenÑleastways, what
we did think was that it was Mr. Horbury. He often came in very late.
But when we found out next morning that he'd never come homeÑwhy,
then, we did think it was queer that we'd heard noises."

"Did you mention that to Mrs. Carswell?" asked Polke.
"Of course!Ñbut she said she'd heard nothing, and it must have been

rats," replied the elder woman.
"But I've been here three years and I've never seen a rat in the place."
"Nor me!" agreed the housemaid. "And it wasn't rats. I heard a door

shutÑtwice. Plain as I'm speaking to you, Mr. Polke."
Polke reflected a minute and then turned away.
"All right, my lasses!" he said. "Well, keep all this to yourselves.

HereÑI'll tell you what you can do. Send Miss Fosdyke a nice cup of tea
into the studyÑsend us all one!Ñwe can't leave what we're doing just
yet. And a mouthful of bread and butter with it. Come along, Jones,"he
continued, leading the constable away. "Here, you step round to old Mr.
Batterley'sÑyou know where he livesÑnear the Castle. Mr. Polke's com-
pliments, and would he be so good as to come to the bank-house and
help us a bit?Ñhe'll know what I mean. Bring him back with you."

The constable went away, and Polke, after rubbing one of his mutton-
chop whiskers for awhile with an air of great abstraction, returned to the
study. There Mr. Pellworthy and Betty Fosdyke were talking earnestly in
one of the window recesses;Starmidge, at the furthest end of the room,
was examining the old oak panelling.

"I've sent for Mr. Batterley to give us a hand," said Polke. "I suppose
we'd best examine this room in the way he suggested?"

Starmidge betrayed no enthusiasm.
"If he can do any good," he answered. "But I don't attach much import-

ance to that. HoweverÑif there are any secret places aroundÑÑ"
"There's a nice cup of tea coming in for you and Mr. Pellworthy in a

minute, Miss Fosdyke," said Polke. "We'll all have to put our dinner off a
bit, I reckon." He motioned to the detective to follow him out of the
room. "Here's a nice go!" he whispered. "The housekeeper's off! Bol-
tedÑwithout a doubt! AndÑshe's got a clear start, too."

Starmidge turned sharply on the superintendent.
"Got any clue to where she's gone?" he demanded.
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"She'sgone amongst five hundred thousand other men and women,"
replied Polke ruefully. "I've found out that much. Drove off in a taxi-cab
to Ecclesborough, as soon as Miss Fosdyke had been here this morning.
AndÑmark you!Ñafter a few minutes'conversation with Joseph
Chestermarke. Ecclesborough, indeed! Might as well look for a drop of
water in the ocean as for one woman in Ecclesborough! She was set
down at the ExchangeStationÑwhy, she may be half-way to London or
Liverpool, or Hull, by now!"

Starmidge was listening intently. And passing over the
superintendent's opinions and regrets, he fastened on his facts.

"After a few minutes' conversation with Joseph Chestermarke, you
say?" he observed. "How do you know that?"

"The servants told me, just now," replied Polke.
Starmidge glanced at the door of the private parlour.
"He's gone out," said Polke.
Just then the door opened and Gabriel emerged, closing and locking it

after him. He paid no attention to the two men, and was passing on to-
wards the outer hall when Polke hailed him.

"Mr. Chestermarke," he said, "sorry to trouble youÑdo you know that
the housekeeper, Mrs. Carswell, has disappeared? You heard what that
girl said this morning? Well, she hasn't come back, andÑÑ"

"No concern of mine, Mr. Police-Superintendent!" interrupted Gabriel.
"Nothing of this is any concern of mine. I shall be obliged to you if you'll
confine your very unnecessary operations to the interior of the house,
and not stand about this outer hall, or keep this door open between outer
and inner hallsÑI don't want my customers interfered with as they come
and go."

With that the senior partner passed on, and Starmidge smiled at his
companion.

"I'm glad he interrupted you, all the same, Mr. Polke," he said. "I was
afraid you were going to say that you knew this woman had gone, in a
hurry, to Ecclesborough."

"No, I wasn't," replied Polke. "I told him what I didÑbecause I wanted
to know what he'd say."

"WellÑyou heard!" said Starmidge. "And what's to be done, now?
That woman's conduct is very suspicious. I think, if I were you, Mr.
Polke, I should get in touch with the Ecclesboroughpolice. Why not? No
harm done. Why not call them up, give them a description of her, and
ask them to keep their eyes open. She mayn't have left Ecclesbor-
oughÑmayn't intend leaving. ForÑlook hereÑ!" he drew Polke further
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away from the two doors between which they were standing, and
lowered his voice to a whisperÑ"Supposing," he went on, "supposing
there is any secretunderstanding between this Mrs. Carswell and Joseph
Chestermarke (and it looks like it, if she went off immediately after a
conversation with him), she may have gone to Ecclesborough simply so
that they could meet there, safely, later on. Eh?"

"Good notion!" agreed Polke. "WellÑwe can watch him."
"I'm beginning to think we must watch himÑthought so for the last

two hours," said Starmidge. "But in the meantime, why not put the Ec-
clesborough police on to keeping their eyes open for her? Can you give
them a good description?"

"Know her aswell as I know my own wifeÑby sight," answered Polke.
"And her style of dressing, too. All rightÑI'll go and do it, now. Well,
there'll be Mr. Batterley coming along in a few minutesÑJones has gone
for him. If he can show you any of their secret places he talked
aboutÑÑ"

"He's here," said Starmidge, as the old antiquary and the constable
entered the hall. "All rightÑI'll attend to him."

But when Polke had gone, and Batterley had been conducted into the
study, or garden-room as he insisted on calling it, Starmidge left the old
man with Mr. Pellworthy and Betty and made an excuseto go out of the
room after the housemaid, who had just brought in the tea for which
Polke had asked. He caught her at the foot of the staircase,and treated
her to one of his most ingratiating smiles.

"I say!" he said, "Mr. Polke's just been telling me about what you and
the cook told him about Mrs. CarswellÑyou know. Now, I sayÑyou
needn't say anythingÑexcept to cookÑbut I just want to take a look
round Mrs. Carswell's room. Which is it?"

The cook, who kept the kitchen door open so asnot to lose anything of
these delightful proceedings, came forward. Both accompanied Star-
midge upstairs to show him the room he wanted. And Starmidge
thanked them profusely and in his best mannerÑafter which he turned
them politely out and locked the door.

Meanwhile Polke went to the police-station and rang up the Ecclesbor-
ough police on the telephone. He gave them a full, accurate,and precise
description of Mrs. Carswell, and a detailed account of her doings that
morning, and begged them to make inquiry at the three great stations in
their town. The man with whom he held conversation calmly remarked
that as each station at Ecclesborough dealt with a few thousands of sep-
arate individuals every day, it was not very likely that booking-clerks or
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platform officials would remember any particular persons, and Polke
sorrowfully agreed with him. Nevertheless, he begged him to do his
bestÑthe far-off partner in this interchange of remarks answered that
they would do a lot better if Mr. Polke would tell them something rather
more definite. Polke gave it up at that, and went off into the Market-
Placeagain, to return to the bank. But before he reached the bank he ran
acrossLord Ellersdeane,who, hanging about the town to hear some res-
ult of the search, had been lunching at the Scarnham Club, and now
came out of its door.

"Any news so far?" asked the Earl.
Polke glanced round to see that nobody was within hearing. He and

Lord Ellersdeane stepped within the doorway of the club-house. Polke
narrated the story of the various happenings since the granting of the
search-warrant, and the Earl's face grew graver and graver.

"Mr. Polke," he said at last, "I do not like what I am hearing about all
this. It's a most suspicious thing that the housekeeper should disappear
immediately after Miss Fosdyke's first call this morning, and that she
should have had some conversation with Mr. JosephChestermarke be-
fore she went. Really, one dislikes to have to say it of one's neighbours,
and of persons of the standing of the Chestermarkes,but their behaviour
isÑisÑÑ"

"Suspicious, my lord, suspicious!" said Polke. "There's no denying it.
And yet, they're what you might call so defiant, so brazen-faced and in-
solent, thatÑÑ"

"Here's your London man," interrupted the Earl. "What is he after
now?"

Starmidge came out of the door of the bank-house alone. He caught
sight of Polke and Lord Ellersdeane, smiled, and hurried towards them.
He carried something loosely wrapped in brown paper in his hand; ashe
stepped into the doorway of the club-house, he took the wrapping off,
and showed a small morocco-covered box on which was a coronet in
gold.

"Does your lordship recognize that?" he asked.
"My wife's jewel-casket,of course!" exclaimed the Earl. "Of course it is!

Bless me!Ñwhere did you find it?"
"In the chimney, in Mrs. Carswell's bedroom," answered Starmidge,

with a grimace at Polke. "It's empty!"
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Chapter13
THE PARTNERS UNBEND

The Earl took the empty casket from the detective's hand and looked at
it, inside and outside, with doubt and wonder.

"Now what do you take this to mean?" he asked.
"That we've got three people to find, instead of two, my lord,"

answered Starmidge promptly. "We must be after the housekeeper."
"You found this in her room?" asked Polke. "SoÑyou went up there?"
"As soon as you'd left me," replied the detective, with a shrewd smile.

"Of course! I wanted to have a look round. I didn't forget the chimney.
She'd put that behind the back of the grateÑa favourite hiding-place. I
say sheÑbut, of course, some one else may have put it there. StillÑwe
must find her. You telephoned to the police at Ecclesborough,
superintendent?"

"Ay, and got small comfort!" answered Polke. "It's a stiff job looking
for one woman amongst half a million people."

"Shewouldn't stop in Ecclesborough,"said Starmidge. "She'll be on her
way further afield, now. You can get anywhere from Ecclesborough, of
course."

"Of course!" assentedPolke. "Shewould be in any one of half a dozen
big towns within a couple of hoursÑin some of 'em within an hourÑin
London itself within three. This'll be another caseof printing a descrip-
tion. I wish we'd thought of keeping an eye on her before!"

"We haven't got to the stage where we can think of everything," ob-
served Starmidge. "We've got to take things as they come. WellÑthere's
one thing can be done now," he went on, looking at the Earl, "if your
lordship'll be kind enough to do it."

"I'll do anything that I can," replied Lord Ellersdeane. "What is it?"
"If your lordship would just make a call on the two Mr. Chester-

markes," suggested Starmidge. "To tell them, of course, ofÑthat," he ad-
ded, pointing to the empty casket. "Your lordship will get some atten-
tionÑI suppose. They won't give any attention to Polke or myself. If
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your lordship would just tell them that your casketÑemptied of its valu-
able contentsÑhad been found hidden in Mrs. Carswell's room, perhaps
they'll listen, andÑwhat is much more importantÑgive you their views
on the matter. I," concluded Starmidge, drily, "should very much like to
hear them!"

The Earl made a wry face.
"Oh, all right!" he answered. "If I must, I must. It's not a job that ap-

peals to me, butÑvery well. I'll go now."
"And we," said Starmidge, turning to Polke, "had better join the others

and see if the old antiquary gentleman has found any of these secret
places he talked of."

Lord Ellersdeane found no difficulty in obtaining accessto the part-
ners: he was shown into their room with all due ceremony as soon as
Shirley announced him. He found them evidently relaxing a little after
their lunch, from which they had just returned. They were standing in
characteristic attitudes; Gabriel, smoking a cigar, bolt upright on the
hearth-rug beneath the portrait of his ancestor; Joseph, toying with a
scented cigarette, leaning against the window which looked out on the
garden. For once in a way both seemed more amenable and cordial.

The Earl held out the empty casket.
"This," he said, "is the casket in which I handed my wife's jewels to Mr.

Horbury. It is, as you see,empty. It has just been found by the Scotland
Yard man, Starmidge."

Gabriel glanced at the casket with some interest; Joseph,with none:
neither spoke.

"In the housekeeper's roomÑhidden in her fire-place," continued the
Earl, looking from one partner to the other. "That shows, gentlemen, that
the jewels were, after all, in this houseÑon these premises."

"There has never beenany question of that," said Gabriel quickly. "We,
of course, never doubted what your lordship was good enough to tell
usÑnaturally!"

"Not for a moment!" said Joseph."We felt at once that you had given
the jewels to Horbury."

The Earl set the casket down on Gabriel's desk and looked a little un-
certainÑand uncomfortable. Gabriel indicated the chair which he had
politely moved forward on his visitor's entrance.

"Won't your lordship sit down?" he said.
The Earl acceptedthe invitation and looked from one man to the other.

A sudden impression crossed his mindÑnever, he thought, were there
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two men from whom it was so difficult to get a word as these Chester-
markesÑwho had such a queer habit of staring in silence at one!

"TheÑthe housekeeper appears to have run away," he said haltingly.
"That'sÑsomewhat queer, isn't it?"

"We understand Mrs. Carswell has left the houseÑand the town,"
replied Gabriel. "As to it's being queerÑwell, all this is queer!"

"AndÑall of a piece!" remarked Joseph.
The Earl was glad that the junior partner made that remark, and he

turned to him.
"I understand you saw herÑand spoke to herÑjust before she left, this

morning?" he said hesitatingly. "Did sheÑerÑgive you the impression
of beingÑshall we say, uneasy?"

"I certainly saw herÑand spoke to her," asserted Joseph. "I went to
scold her. I had given her orders that no one was to be allowed accessto
certain rooms in the house, and that we were not to be bothered by
callers. Shefetched me out to seeMiss FosdykeÑI went to scold her for
that. We had our reasonsfor not permitting accessto those rooms. They
have, of course, been frustrated."

"But at any rate some good's come of it," observed the Earl, pointing to
his casket. "This has been found. AndÑin the housekeeper's bedroom.
Hidden! AndÑshe's gone. What do you think of it, gentlemen?"

Gabriel spread his hands and shook his head. But Joseph answered
readily.

"I should think," he replied, "that's she's gone to meet Horbury."
The Earl started, glancing keenly from one partner to the other.
"ThenÑyou still think that Horbury is guilty ofÑof dishonesty!" he ex-

claimed. "Really, IÑdear me, such an absolutely upright, honourable
manÑÑ"

"Surface!" said Joseph quietly. "Surface! On the surface, my lord."
The Earl's faceflushed a little with palpable displeasure, and he turned

from the junior to the senior partner.
"Very good of your lordship," said Gabriel, with the faintest sugges-

tion of a smile. "ButÑa man's honesty is bounded by his necessity. We,
of course, are better acquainted with our late manager's qualitiesÑnow."

"You have discoveredÑsomething?" asked the Earl anxiously.
"Up to now," replied Gabriel, "we have kept things to ourselves. But

we don't mind giving your lordship a littleÑjust a littleÑinformation.
There is no doubt that Horbury had, for some time past, engaged in
speculation in stocks and sharesÑnone whatever!"

"To a considerable extent," added Joseph.
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"AndÑunsuccessfully?" inquired the Earl.
"We are not yet quite sure of the details," answered Gabriel. "The mere

fact is enough. Of course, no man in his position has any right to specu-
late. Had we known that he speculatedÑÑ"

"He would have been discharged from our service," said Joseph."No
banker can retain the services of a manager whoÑgambles."

The Earl began to feel almost as uncomfortable as if these two men
were charging him with improper transactions. He was a man of simple
mind and ideas, and he supposed the Chestermarkes knew what they
were talking about.

"Then you think that this sudden disappearanceÑÑ" he said.
"In the history of bankingÑunwritten, possibly," remarked Joseph,

"there are many similar instances. No end of them, most likely. Bank
managers enjoy vast opportunities of stealing, my lord! And the man
who is best trusted has more opportunities than the man who's watched.
We never suspectedÑand so we never watched."

"You have heard of the stranger who came to the town on Saturday
night, and is believed to have telephoned from the Station Hotel to Hor-
bury?" asked the Earl. "What of him?"

"We have heard," answered Gabriel. "We don't know any more. We
don't know any such personÑfrom the description. But we have no
doubt he did meet HorburyÑand that his visit had
somethingÑprobably everythingÑto do with Horbury's disappearance."

"But how could he disappear?" asked the Earl. "I mean to sayÑhow
could such a well-known man disappear so completely, without any-
body knowing of it? It seems impossible!"

"If your lordship will think for a moment," said Joseph,"you will see
that it is not merely not impossible, but very easy. Horbury was a great
pedestrianÑhe used to boast of his thirty and forty mile walks. Now we
are well within twenty miles of Ecclesborough. Ecclesborough is a very
big town. What was there to prevent Horbury, during Saturday night,
from walking across country to Ecclesborough?Nothing! If, after inter-
viewing that strange man, he decided to clear out at once, he'd nothing
to do but set offÑover a very lonely stretch of country, every inch of
which he knewÑto Ecclesborough:he would be in Ecclesborough by an
early hour in the morning. Now in Ecclesborough there are three sta-
tionsÑbig stations. He could get away from any one of themÑwhat
booking-clerk or railway official would pay any particular attention to
him? The thing isÑridiculously easy!"
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"What of the other man?" asked the Earl. "If there were two
menÑtogetherÑat an early hourÑeh?"

"They need not have caught a train at a very early hour," replied
Joseph."They need not have been together when they caught any train. I
don't say they went togetherÑI don't say they went to EcclesboroughÑI
don't say they caught a train: I only say what, it must be obvious, they
easily could do without attracting attention."

"The fact of Horbury's disappearance isÑunchallengeable," remarked
Gabriel quietly. "WeÑknow why he disappeared."

"I should think," said Joseph,still more quietly, "that Lord Ellersdeane
also knowsÑby now."

"No, I don't!" exclaimed the Earl, a little sharply. "I wish I did!"
Joseph pointed to the casket.
"Why have the police been officiallyÑand officiouslyÑsearching the

house, then?" he asked.
"To see if they could get any clue to his disappearance," replied the

Earl.
"And they foundÑthat!" retorted Joseph.
"In the housekeeper's room," said the Earl. "She may have appropri-

ated the jewels."
"I think your lordship must seethat that is very unlikelyÑwithout col-

lusion between Horbury and herself," remarked Gabriel.
"Mrs. Carswell," said Joseph,"has always been more or less of a mys-

terious person. We know nothing about her. I don't even know where
Horbury got her from. ButÑthe probability is that they were in collu-
sion, and that when he went, she stayed behind, to ascertain how things
turned out on his disappearance;and that she fled when it began to ap-
pear that searching inquiries were to be made into which she might be
drawn."

The Earl made no reply. He recognized that the Chestermarke obser-
vations and suggestions were rather more than plausible, and much as
he fought against the idea of the missing manager's dishonesty, he could
not deny that the circumstances as set forth by the bankers were
suspicious.

"Your lordship will, of course, follow up this woman?" said Gabriel,
after a brief silence.

"I suppose the police will," replied the Earl. "ButÑaren't you going to
do anything yourselves, Mr. Chestermarke?You told me, you know, that
certain securities of yours were missing."

Gabriel glanced at his nephewÑand Joseph nodded.
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"Oh, well!" answered Gabriel. "We don't mind telling your lord-
shipÑand if your lordship pleases,you may tell the policeÑwe are do-
ing something. We have, in fact, been doing something from an early
hour. We have a very clever man at work just nowÑhe has beenat work
since he heard from us twenty-four hours ago. ButÑour ideas are not
those of Polke. Polke begins his inquiries here. Our inquiriesÑbased on
our knowledgeÑbegin É elsewhere."

"You think Horbury will be heard ofÑelsewhere?" suggested the Earl.
"Much more likely to be heard of elsewhere than here, my lord!" asser-

ted Gabriel.
"But, of course,what we do need not interfere with anything that your

lordship does, or that Miss Fosdyke does, or that the police do."
"All that any of us want, I suppose, is to find Horbury," said the Earl,

as he rose. "If he's found, then, I conclude, some explanation will result.
You don't believe in searching about here, then?"

"Let Polke and his men have their way, my lord," replied Gabriel, with
a wave of his hand. "My impression of police methods is that those who
follow them can only follow that particular path. We are not looking for
HorburyÑhere. He'sÑelsewhere."

"So, by this time, are your lordship's jewels," added Joseph signific-
antly. "They, one may be sure, are not going to be found in or about
Scarnham."

The Earl said good-day and went out, troubled and wondering. In the
hall he met the search-party. Mr. Batterley had failed to find anything in
the way of secret stairs or passagesor openings beyond those already
known to the occupants, and though he was still confident that they exis-
ted, the police had wound up their present investigations to turn to more
palpable things. Polke and the detective listened to the Earl's account of
his interview, and the superintendent sniffed at the mention of the in-
quiries instituted by the partners.

"Ah!" he said incredulously. "Just so! Private inquiry agent, no doubt.
All rightÑlet 'em do what they like. But we're going to do what we like,
my lord, and what we do will be on very different lines. First thing
nowÑwe want that woman!"
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Chapter14
THE MIDNIGHT SUMMONS

The search-party separated outside the bank, not too well satisfied with
the result of its labours. The old antiquary walked away obviously
nettled that he was not allowed to pursue his investigations further;
Betty Fosdyke and the solicitor went across to the hotel in deep confer-
ence; the Earl accompanied Starmidge and Polke to the police-station.
And there the detective laid down a firm outline of the next immediate
procedure. It was of no use to half-do things, he saidÑthey must rouse
wholesale attention. Once more the press must be made use ofÑthe sud-
den disappearance of Mrs. Carswell must be noised abroad in the next
morning's papers. A police notice describing her must be got out and
sent all over the kingdom. AndÑlast, but certainly not leastÑLord
Ellersdeane must offer a substantial reward for the recovery of, or news
of, his missing property. Let the Chestermarkes adopt their own meth-
odÑif they had anyÑof finding the alleged absconding manager; he,
Starmidge, preferred to solve these mysteries by ways of his own.

It was growing near to dusk when all their necessary arrangements
had been made, and Starmidge was free to seekhis long-delayed dinner.
He had put himself up, of his own choice, at a quiet and old-fashioned
inn near the police-station, where he had engaged a couple of rooms and
found a landlady to his liking. He repaired to this retreat now, and ate
and drank in quiet, and smoked a peaceful pipe afterwards, and was
glad of a period of rest. But as he took his ease, he thought and
pondered, and by the time that evening had fairly settled over the little
town, he went out into the streets and sought the ancient corner of
Scarnham which was called Cornmarket.

Starmidge wanted to take a look at the house in which JosephChester-
marke spent his bachelor existence.Sincehis own arrival in the town, he
had been learning all he could about the two Chestermarkes,and he was
puzzled about them. For a man who was still young, Starmidge had seen
a good deal of the queer side of life, and had known a good many
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strange people, but so far he had never come acrosstwo such apparently
curious characters as the uncle and nephew who ran the old-fashioned
bank. Their evident indifference to public opinion puzzled him. He
could not understand their ice-cold defiance of what he himself called
law. He never remembered being treated as they had treated him. For
Starmidge, when on duty, considered himself asmuch the representative
of Justiceas any ermined and coifed judge could be, and he had been ac-
customedÑso farÑto attentive and respectful consideration. But neither
Gabriel nor JosephChestermarke appeared to have any proper appreci-
ation of the dignity of a detective-sergeant of the Criminal Investigation
Department, and their eyes had regarded him as if he were something
very inferior indeed. Starmidge, though by no means a vain man, felt
nettled by such treatment, and he accordingly formed something very
like a prejudice against the two partners. That prejudice was quickly fol-
lowed by suspicionÑespecially in the caseof JosephChestermarke. Ac-
cording to Starmidge's ideas, the bankers, if they really believed Horbury
to have absconded, if certain securities of theirs really were missing, if
they really thought that Horbury had carried them off, and the Countess
of Ellersdeane'sjewels with him, ought to have placed every information
in their power at the disposal of the police: it was suspicious, and
strange, and not at all proper, that they didn't. And it was suspicious,
too, that the housekeeper, Mrs. Carswell, should take herself off after a
brief exchangeof words with Joseph.It looked very much as if the junior
partner had either warned her to go, or had told her to go. Why had she
gone then?Ñwhen she might have gone before. And why in such haste?
Clearly, considering every-thing, there were grounds for believing that
there was some secret between Mrs. Carswell and Joseph Chestermarke.

Anyway, rightly or wrongly, Starmidge was suspicious of the junior
partner in Chestermarke's Bank, and he wanted to know everything that
he could find out about him. He had already learnt that Joseph,like his
uncle, was a confirmed bachelor, and lived in an old house at the corner
of Cornmarket, somewhatÑso far as the town-folk could judgeÑafter
the fashion of a hermit. Starmidge would have given a good deal for a
really good excuseto call on JosephChestermarke at that house, so that
he might seethe inside of it: indeed, if he had only met with a better re-
ception at the bank, he would have invented such an excuse.But if Gab-
riel was icily stand-offish, Josephwas openly sneering and contemptu-
ous, and the detective knew that no excusewould give him admittance.
Still, there was the outside: he would take a look at that. Starmidge was a
young man of ideas as well as of ability, and without exactly shaping his
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thought in so many words, he feltÑvaguely perhaps, but none the less
stronglyÑthat just as you can size up some men by the clothes they
wear, so you can get an idea of others by the outer look of the houses
which shelter them.

Cornmarket in Scarnham lay at the further end of the street called
Finkleway. It was a queer, open spacewhich sloped downhill from the
centre of the ridge on which the middle of the town was built to the val-
ley through which the little river meandered. Savewhere the streets,and
the road leading out to the open country and Ellersdeane cut into it, it
was completely enclosed by old housesof the sort which Starmidge had
already admired in the Market-Place: many of them half-timbered, all of
them very ancient. One or two of them were inns; some were evidently
workmen's cottages;others were better-class dwelling-houses. From the
description already furnished to him by Polke, Starmidge at once recog-
nized JosephChestermarke's abode. It was a corner house, abutting on
the road which ran out at the lower angle of this irregular spaceand led
down to the river and Scarnham Bridge. It was by far the biggest
house thereaboutsÑa tall, slender, stone-built house of many stories,
towering high above any of the surrounding gables.And save for a very
faint, dull glow which shone through the transom window of the front
door, there was not a vestige of light in a single window of the seven
stories. Cornmarket was a gloomy commonplace, thought Starmidge,
but the little oil lamps in the cottageswere riotously cheery in comparis-
on with the darkness of the tall, gaunt Chestermarke mansion. It looked
like the abode of dead men.

Starmidge longed to knock at that doorÑif only to get a peep inside
the hall. But he curbed his desires and went quietly round the corner of
the house. There was a high black wall there which led down to the
grassy bank of the river. From its corner another wall ran along the river-
side, separated from the stream by a path. There was a door set in this
wall, and Starmidge, after carefully looking round in the gloom, quietly
tried it and found it securely locked.

An intense desire to see the inside of Joseph Chestermarke's garden
seized the detective. Near the door, partly overhanging the garden wall,
partly overshadowing the path and the river-bank, was a tree: Star-
midge, after listening carefully and deciding that no one was coming
along the path, made shift to climb that tree, just then bursting into full
leaf. In another minute he was amongst its middle branches,and peering
inquisitively into the garden which lay between him and the gaunt out-
line of the gloom-stricken house.
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The moon was just then rising above the roofs and gables of the town,
and by its rapidly increasing light Starmidge saw that the garden was of
considerable size, raining back quite sixty yards from the rear of the
house, and having a corresponding breadth. Like all the gardens which
stretched from the backs of the Market-Place houses to the river-bank, it
was rich in treesÑhigh elms and beechesrose from its lawns, and made
deep shadows acrossthem. But Starmidge was not so much interested in
those trees, fine as they were, as in a building; obviously modern, which
was set in their midst, completely isolated. That it was a comparatively
new building he could see;the moonbeams falling full on it showed that
the stone of which it was built was fresh and unstained by time or
smoke. But what was it? Of what nature, for what purpose? It was
neither stable, nor coach-house, nor summer-house, nor a grouping of
domestic offices. No drive or path led to it: it was built in the middle of a
grass-plot: round it ran a stone-lined trench. Its architecture was plain
but handsome; it possessedtwo distinctive features which the detective
was quick to notice. One, was thatÑat any rate on the two sides which
he could seeÑits windows were set at a height of quite twelve feet from
the ground: the other, that from its flat parapeted roof rose a conical
structure something like the rounded stacks of glass foundries and pot-
teries. This was obviously a chimney, and from its mouth at that moment
was emerging a slight column of smoke which threw back curiously col-
oured reflections, blue, and yellow, and red, to the moonlight which fell
on its thickening spirals.

Starmidge felt just as much desire to get inside this queer structure as
into the house behind it, and if he could have seenany prospect of taking
a peep through its windows he would have risked detection and
dropped from his perch into the garden. But he judged that if the win-
dows were twelve feet from the ground on the two sides of the building
which he could see,they would be the sameheight on the sides which he
couldn't see;moreover, he observed that they were obscured by either
dull red glass or red curtains. Clearly no outsider was intended to get a
peep into this temple of mystery. What was it? What went on within it?
He was about to climb down from the tree when he got some sort of an
answer to these questions. From within the building, muffled by the
evidently thick walls, came the faintest sound of metal beating on met-
alÑa mere rippling, tinkling sound, light and musical, such as might
have been made by fairy blacksmiths beating on a fairy anvil. But far
away as it sounded, it was clear and unmistakable.

85



Starmidge regained the path between the wall and the river and went
slowly forward. The place, he decided, was evidently some sort of a
workshop, in which was a forge: probably JosephChestermarke amused
himself with a little amateur work in metals. He thought no more of the
matter just then; he wanted to explore the river-bank along which he
now walked. For according to the story of the landlady of the Station
Hotel, it was on that river-bank that the mysterious stranger was to meet
whoever it was that he spoke to over the telephone, and so far Star-
midge had not had an opportunity of examining its geography.

There was not much to examine. The river, a mere ditch, eight or ten
yards in breadth, wandered through a level mead at the baseof the val-
ley, separated from the gardens by a wide path. Between Scarnham
Bridge, at the foot of Cornmarket and the corner of Joseph
Chestermarke's big garden, and the end of Cordmaker's Alley, a narrow
street which ran down from the further end of the Market-Place to the
river-side, there were no features of any note or interest. On the other
side of the river lay the deep woods through which Neale and Betty Fos-
dyke had passed on their way to Ellersdeane Hollow: Starmidge had
heard all about that expedition, and he glanced curiously at the black
depths of the trees, wondering if John Horbury and the mysterious
stranger, supposing they had met, had turned into these woods to hold
their conference.He presently cameto the foot-bridge by which accessto
the woods and the other bank of the river was gained, and by it he
lingered for a moment or two, looking at it in its bearings to the bank-
house garden and orchard on his left hand, and to the Station Hotel, the
lights of which he could plainly seedown the valley. Certainly, if John
Horbury and the stranger desired to meet in secret, here was the place.
The stranger had nothing to do but stroll along the river-bank from the
hotel; Horbury had only to step out of his orchard and meet him. Once
together, they had only to crossthat foot-bridge into the woods to be im-
mediately in surroundings of great privacy.

Starmidge turned up Cordmaker's Alley, regained the Market-Place,
and strolled on to Polke's private house. The superintendent was taking
his easeafter his day's labours and reading the Ecclesborough evening
newspapers: he tossed one of them over to his visitor.

"All there!" he said, pointing to some big headlines. "Got it all in, just
as you told it to Parkinson. Full justice to the descriptions of both Hor-
bury and the Station Hotel stranger. Smart work, eh?"

"Power of the PressÑas Parkinson said," answered Starmidge, with a
laugh. "It's very useful, the Press: I don't know how they managed

86



without it in the old days of criminal catching, Mr. Polke. Pressand tele-
graph, eh?Ñthey're valuable adjuncts."

"You think all that would be in the London papers this evening?"
asked Polke.

"Sure to be," replied Starmidge. "I'm hoping we'll hear something from
London tomorrow. I sayÑI've been taking a bit of a look round one or
two places tonight, quietly, you know. What's that curious building in
Joseph Chestermarke's garden?"

Polke put down his paper and looked unusually interested.
"I don't know!" he answered. "How did you seeit? I've never seenin-

side his garden."
"Climbed a tree on the river-bank and looked over the wall," replied

Starmidge.
"Well," said Polke, "I did hear, some few years ago, that he was build-

ing something in that garden, but the work was done by Ecclesborough
contractors, and nobody ever knew much about it here. I believe Joseph's
a bit of an amateur experimenterÑbut I don't know what he experiments
in. Nobody ever goes inside his houseÑhe's a hermit."

"He's got some sort of a forge there, anyhow," said Starmidge. "Or a
furnace, or something of that sort."

Then they talked of other things until half-past ten, when the detective
retired to his inn and went to bed. He was sleeping soundly when a
steady knocking at his door roused him, to hear the voice of his landlady
outside. And at the sametime he heard the big clock of the parish church
striking midnight.

"Mr. Starmidge!" said the voice, "there's a policeman wanting you. Will
you go round at once to Mr. Polke's?There's a man come from London
about that piece in the newspapers."
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Chapter15
MR. FREDERICK HOLLIS

Starmidge hastily pulled some garments about him, and flinging a
travelling-coat over his shoulders, hurried downstairs, to find a sleepy-
looking policeman in the hall.

"How did this man get hereÑat this time of night?" he asked, as they
set off towards the police-station.

"Came in a taxi-cab from Ecclesborough," answered the policeman. "I
haven't heard any particulars, Mr. Starmidge, except that he'd read the
news in the London paper this evening and set off here in consequence.
He's in Mr. Polke's house, sir."

Starmidge walked into the superintendent's parlour, to find him in
company with a young man, whom the detective at once sized up as a
typical London clerkÑa second glance assured him that his clerkship
was of the legal variety.

"Here's Detective-Sergeant Starmidge," said Polke. "Starmidge, this
gentleman's Mr. Simmons, from London. Mr. Simmons sayshe's clerk to
a Mr. Hollis, a London solicitor. And, having read that description in the
papers this last evening, he's certain that the man who came to the Sta-
tion Hotel here on Saturday is his governor."

Starmidge sat down and looked again at the visitorÑa tall, sandy-
haired, freckled young man, who was obviously a good deal puzzled.

"Is Mr. Hollis missing, then?" asked Starmidge.
Simmons looked as if he found it somewhat difficult to explain

matters.
"Well," he answered. "It's this way. I've never seenhim since Saturday.

And he hasn't been at his roomsÑhis private roomsÑsince Saturday. In
the ordinary course he ought to have been at business first thing yester-
dayÑwe'd some very important business on yesterday morning, which
wasn't done becauseof his absence.He never turned up yesterday at
allÑnor today eitherÑwe never heard from or of him. And so, when I
read that description in the papers this evening, I caught the first express
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I could get down hereÑat least to EcclesboroughÑI had to motor from
there."

"That description describes Mr. Hollis, then?" asked Starmidge.
"Exactly! I'm sure it's Mr. HollisÑit's him to a T!" answered the clerk.

"I recognized it at once."
"Let's get everything in order," said Starmidge, with a glance at Polke.

"To begin with, who is Mr. Hollis?"
"Mr. Frederick Hollis, solicitor, 59bSouth Square, Gray's Inn," replied

Simmons promptly. "Andwell & Hollis is the name of the firmÑbut
there isn't any AndwellÑhasn't been for many a yearÑhe's dead, long
since, is Andwell. Mr. Hollis is the only proprietor."

"Don't know him at all," remarked Starmidge. "What's his particular
line of practice?"

"Conveyancing," said Simmons.
"Then, naturally, I shouldn't," observed Starmidge. "My acquaintance

is chiefly with police-court solicitors. And you say he'd private rooms
some where? Where, now?"

"Paper Buildings, Temple," replied the clerk. "He'd a suite of rooms
thereÑhe's had 'em for years."

"Bachelor, then?" inquired the detective.
"YesÑhe's a bachelor," agreed Simmons.
"You know he hasn't been at his rooms since SaturdayÑyou've ascer-

tained that?" continued Starmidge.
"He's never been at his rooms since he left them after breakfast on

Saturday morning," replied Simmons. "I went there at eleven o'clock
MondayÑthat was yesterdayÑagain at four: twice on Tuesday. I was
coming away from the Temple when I got the paper and read about this
affair."

"When did you see him last?" asked Starmidge.
"Half-past-twelve Saturday. He went outÑdressed just as it says in

your description. And," concluded the clerk, with a shake of his head
which suggestedhis own inability to understand matters, "he never said
a word to me about coming down here."

"Did he say anything to anybody at his rooms about going away?Ñfor
the week-end, for instance?" asked the detective. "There'd be somebody
there, of course."

"Only a woman who tidied up for him and got his breakfast ready of a
morning," said Simmons. "He took all his other meals out. NoÑhe said
nothing to her. But he wasn't a week-ender: he very rarely left his rooms
except for the office."
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"Any of his relations been after him?" inquired Starmidge.
"I don't know anything about his relationsÑnor friends, either,"

answered the clerk. "Don't even know the address of one of them, or I'd
have gone to seekhim on MondayÑeverything's at a standstill. He was a
lonely sort of manÑI never heard of his relations or friends."

"How long have you been with him, then?" asked the detective. "Some
time?"

"Six years," replied Simmons.
"And you've no doubt, from the description in the papers, that the

gentleman who came here on Saturday last is Mr. Hollis?" asked
Starmidge.

The clerk shook his head with an air of conviction.
"None!" he answered. "None whatever!"
Starmidge helped himself to a cigar out of an open box which lay on

Polke's table. He lighted it carefully, and smoked for a minute or two in
silence. Then he looked at Polke.

"Well, there's a very obvious question to put to Mr. Simmons after all
that," he remarked. "Have you any idea," he continued, turning to the
clerk, "of any reason that would bring Mr. Hollis to Scarnham?"

Simmons shook his head more vigorously than before.
"Not the ghost of an idea!" he exclaimed.
"There was no businessbeing done with anybody at Scarnham?"asked

Starmidge.
"Not in our office!" assertedSimmons. "I'm sure of that. I know all the

business that we have in hand. To tell you the truth, gentlemen, though
you may think me very ignorant, I never even heard of Scarnhammyself
until I read the paper this evening."

"Quite excusable," said Starmidge. "I never heard of it myself until
Monday. WellÑthis is all very queer, Mr. Simmons. What does Mr.
Polke think? And what's Mr. Polke got to suggest!"

Polke, who had been listening silently, turned to the clerk.
"Did you chance to look at Mr. Hollis's lettersÑrecent letters, I

meanÑ" he asked, "to seeif you would find anything inviting him down
here?"

"I did," replied Simmons promptly. "I looked through all the letters on
his desk and in his drawers yesterday afternoon. I didn't find anything
that explained his absence.And when I was at his rooms this evening I
looked at some letters on his mantelpieceÑnothing there. I tell you, I
haven't the least notion as to what could bring him to Scarnham."

"And I suppose none of your fellow-clerks have, either?" asked Polke.
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Simmons smiled and glanced at Starmidge.
"We've only myself and anotherÑa junior clerkÑand a boy," he said.

"It's not a big practiceÑonly a bit of good conveyancing now and then,
and some family business.Mr. Hollis isn't dependent on itÑhe's private
means of his own."

"Aye, just so!" observed Polke. "And I should say, Starmidge, that it
was private businessbrought him down hereÑif he's the man, as he cer-
tainly seems to be. ButÑwhose?"

Starmidge turned again to the clerk.
"You've a good memory, I can see,"he said. "Now, did you ever hear

Mr. Hollis mention the name of Horbury?"
"Never!" replied Simmons.
"Did you ever hear him speak of Chestermarke's Bank?" asked

Starmidge.
"NoÑnever! Never heard either name in my life until I saw them in

the papers," asserted Simmons.
"Who looks after the banking account at Hollis's?" asked the detective.

"I mean, the business accountÑyou know. Not his private one."
"I do," said Simmons. "Always have done since I went there."
"You never saw any cheques paid to those namesÑor any cheques

from them?" inquired Starmidge. "Think, now!"
"NoÑI'm absolutely sure of it," said the clerk. "Horbury, perhaps, I

might not remember, but I should have remembered ChestermarkeÑit's
an uncommon name, thatÑto me, anyway."

"Well," said Starmidge, after a pause, during which all three looked at
eachother as men look who have come to a dead stop in the progress of
things, "there's one thing very certain, Mr. Simmons. If that was your
governor who camedown to the Station Hotel here on Saturday evening
last, he certainly telephoned from there to Chestermarke'sBank as soon
as he arrived. And he got a reply from there, and he evidently went out
to meet whoever sent itÑthat sender seeming to be Mr. Horbury, the
manager. And so," he concluded, turning to Polke, "what we've got to
find out isÑwhat did Hollis come here at all for?"

"We shan't find that out tonight," said Polke, with a yawn.
"Quite so-so we'll adjourn till morning, when Mr. Simmons shall see

Mrs. PrattÑjust to establish things," remarked Starmidge. "In the mean-
time he'd better come round with me to my place, and I'll get him a bed."

Neither the police-superintendent nor the detective had the slightest
doubt after hearing Simmons' story that the man who presented himself
at the Station Hotel at Scarnham on the evening of John Horbury's
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disappearance was Mr. Frederick Hollis, solicitor, of Gray's Inn. If they
had still retained any doubt it would have disappeared next morning
when they took the clerk down to seeMrs. Pratt. The landlady described
her customer even more fully than before: Simmons had no doubt
whatever that she described his employer: he wouldn't have been more
certain, he said, that Mrs. Pratt was talking about Mr. Hollis, if she'd
shown him a photograph of that gentleman.

"So we can take that for settled," remarked Polke, as the three left the
hotel and went back to the town. "The man who came here last Saturday
night was Mr. Frederick Hollis, solicitor, of South Square, Gray's Inn,
London. That's established, I take it, Starmidge?"

"Seems so," agreed the detective.
"Then the next question isÑWhere's he got to?" said Polke.
"I think the next question isÑHas anybody ever heard of him in con-

nection with Mr. Horbury, or the Chestermarkes?"observed Starmidge.
"There's no doubt he came down here to see one or other of
themÑHorbury, most likely."

"And who's to tell us anything?" asked Polke.
"Miss Fosdyke's a relation of Horbury's," replied Starmidge. "Shemay

know Hollis by name. Mr. Neale's always been in touch with Hor-
buryÑhe may have heard of Hollis. AndÑso may the bankers."

"The difficulty is to make them say anything," said Polke. "They'll only
tell what they please."

"Let's try the other two, anyway," counselled Starmidge. "They may be
able to tell something. For as sure as I am what I am, the whole secretof
this business lies in Hollis's coming down here to see Horbury, and in
what followed on their meeting. If we could only get to know what Hol-
lis came here forÑah!"

But they got no further information from either Betty Fosdyke or Wal-
lington Neale. Neither had ever heard of Mr. Frederick Hollis, of Gray's
Inn. Betty was certain, beyond doubt, that he was no relation of the
missing bank-manager: she had the whole family-tree of the Horburys at
her finger-ends, she declared: no Hollis was connected with even its
outlying twigs. Neale had never heard the name of Hollis mentioned by
Horbury. And he added that he was absolutely sure that during the last
five years no person of that name had ever had dealings with
Chestermarke's BankÑopen dealings, at any rate. Secret dealings with
the partners, severally or collectively, or with Horbury, for that matter,
Mr. Hollis might have had, but Neale was certain he had had no ordin-
ary business with any of them.
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Polke took heart of grace and led Simmons across to the bank. To his
astonishment, the partners now received him readily and politely; they
even listened with apparent interest to the clerk's story, and asked him
some questions arising out of it. But eachdeclared that he knew nothing
about Mr. Frederick Hollis, and was utterly unaware of any reason that
could bring him to Scarnham:it was certainly on no businessof theirs, as
a firm, or as private individuals, that he came.

"He came, of course, to seeHorbury," said Josephat last. "That's dead
certain. No doubt they met. And after thatÑwell, they seemto have van-
ished together."

Gabriel followed Polke into the hall and drew him aside.
"Did this clerk tell you whether his master was a man of standing?" he

asked.
"Man of private means, Mr. Chestermarke, with a small, highly re-

spectable practiceÑa conveyancing solicitor," answered Polke.
"Oh!" replied Gabriel. "Just so. WellÑwe know nothing about him."
Polke and his companion returned to the ScarnhamArms, where Star-

midge was in consultation with Betty and Neale.
"They know nothing at all over there," he reported. "Never heard of

Hollis. What's to be done now!"
"Mr. Simmons must do the next thing," answered the detective. "Get

back to town, Mr. Simmons, and put yourself in communication with
every single one of Mr. Hollis's clientsÑyou know them all, of course.
Find out if any of them gave Mr. Hollis any business that would send
him to Scarnham.Don't leave a stone unturned in that way! And the mo-
ment you have any information, however slight, wire to me, hereÑon
the instant."
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Chapter16
THE LEAD MINE

Starmidge and Polke presently leftÑto walk down to the railway station
with the bewildered clerk; when they had gone, Betty turned to Neale,
who was hanging about her sitting-room with no obvious intention of
leaving it.

"While these people are doing what they can in their way, is there
nothing we can do in ours?" she asked. "I hate sitting here doing nothing
at all! You're a free man now, WallieÑcan't you suggest something?"

Neale was thoroughly enjoying his first taste of liberty. He felt as if he
had just been released from a long term of imprisonment. To be abso-
lutely free to do what he liked with himself, during the whole of a spring
day, was a sensation so novel that he was holding closely to it, half-fear-
ful that it might all be a dream from which it would be a terrible thing to
awakeÑto see one of Chestermarke's ledgers under his nose. And this
being a wonderfully fine morning, he had formed certain sly designs of
luring Betty away into the country, and having the whole day with her.
A furtive glance at her, however, showed him that Miss Fosdyke's
thoughts and ideas just then were entirely business-like, but a happy in-
spiration suggested to him that business and pleasure might be
combined.

"We ought to go and seeif that tinker chap's found out or heard any-
thing," he said. "You remember he promised to keep his eyes and ears
open. And we might do a little looking round the country for ourselves: I
haven't much faith in those local policemen and gamekeepers.Why not
make a day of it, going round? I know a placeÑnice old inn, the other
side of EllersdeaneÑwhere we can get some lunch. Much better making
inquiries for ourselves," he concluded insinuatingly, "than sitting about
waiting for news."

"Didn't I say so?"exclaimed Betty. "Come on, then!ÑI'm ready. Where
first?"
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"Let's seethe tinker first," said Neale. "He's a sharp manÑhe may have
something else to tell by now."

He led his companion out of the town by way of Scarnham Bridge,
pointing out JosephChestermarke's gloomy house to her as they passed
it.

"I'd give a lot," he remarked, as they turned on to the open moor which
led towards Ellersdeane Hollow, "to know if either of the Chestermarkes
really did know anything about that chap Hollis coming to the town on
Saturday. I shouldn't be a bit surprised if they did. Those detective fel-
lows like Starmidge are very clever in their way, but they always seemto
me to stop thinking a bit too soon. Now both Starmidge and Polke seem
to take it for certain that this Hollis went to meet Horbury when he left
the Station Hotel. There's no proof that he went to meet Hor-
buryÑnone!"

"Whom might he have gone to meet, then?" demanded Betty.
"You listen to me a bit," said Neale. "I've been thinking it over. Hollis

comesto the Station Hotel and usestheir telephone. Mrs. Pratt overhears
him call up Chestermarke's BankÑthat's certain. Then she goes away,
about her business. An interval elapses.Then she hears some appoint-
ment made, with somebody, along the river bank, for that evening.
ButÑthat interval during which Mrs. Pratt didn't overhear? How do we
know that the person with whom Hollis began his conversation was the
same person with whom he finished it? Come, now!"

"Wallie, that's awfully clever of you!" exclaimed Betty. "How did you
come to think of such an ingenious notion?"

"Worked it out," answered Neale. "This way! Hollis comes down to
Scarnham to see Chestermarke's BankÑwhich means one of the part-
ners. He rings up the bank. He speaks to somebody there. How do we
know that somebody was Horbury? We don't! It may have been Mrs.
Carswell. Now supposing the real person Hollis wanted to see was
either Gabriel or Joseph Chestermarke? Very wellÑthis person who
answered from the bank would put Hollis on to either of them at once.
Gabriel has a telephone at the Warren: Joseph has a telephone at his
home yonder behind us. It may have been with either Gabriel or Joseph
that Hollis finished his conversation. AndÑif it was finished with one of
them, it was, in my opinion, whatever that's worth, with Master Joseph!"

"What makes you think that?" asked Betty, startled by the suggestion.
Neale laid a hand on the girl's arm and turned her round to face the

town. He lifted his stick and pointed at JosephChestermarke's high roof,
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towering above the housesaround it; then he swept the stick towards the
river and its course, plainly to be followed, in the direction of the station.

"You see Joseph'shouse there," he said. "You see the riverÑthe path
along its bankÑgoing right down to the meadow opposite the Station
Hotel? Very wellÑnow, supposing it was Joseph with whom Hollis
wound up that telephone talk, suppose it was Josephwhom Hollis was
to see.What would happen? Josephknew that Hollis was at the Station
Hotel. The straightest and easiestway from the Station Hotel to Joseph's
house isÑstraight along the river bank. Now then, call on your memory!
What did Mrs. Pratt tell us? 'When I was going back to the bar,' saysMrs.
Pratt, 'I heard more. "Along the river-side," says the gentleman. "Straight
on from where I amÑall right." Then, after a minute, "At seven-thirty,
then?" he says. "All rightÑI'll meet you." And after that,' concludes Mrs.
Pratt, 'he rings off.' Now, why shouldn't it be JosephChestermarke that
he was going to meet?Ñremember, again, the river-side path leads
straight to Joseph'shouse. Come!ÑMrs. Pratt's story doesn't point con-
clusively to Horbury at all. It's as I sayÑthe telephone conversation may
have begun with Horbury, but it may have ended withÑsomebody else.
And what I say isÑwho was the precise person whom Hollis went to
meet?"

"Are you going to tell all that to Starmidge?" asked Betty admiringly.
"Because I'm sure it's never entered his headÑso far."

"Depends," replied Neale. "Let's see if the tinker has anything to tell.
He's at home, anyway. There's his fire."

A spiral of blue smoke, curling high above the green and gold of the
gorse bushes, revealed Creasy's whereabouts. He had shifted his camp
since their first meeting with him: his tilted cart, his tethered pony, and
his fire, were now in a hollow considerably nearer the town. Neale and
Betty looked down into his retreat to find him busily mending a collec-
tion of pots and pans, evidently gathered up during his round of the pre-
vious day. He greeted his visitors with a smile, and fetched a three-
legged stool from his cart for Betty's better accommodation.

"Heard anything?" asked Neale, seating himself on a log of wood.
The tinker pointed to several newspapers which lay near at hand, kept

from blowing away by a stone placed on the uppermost.
"Only what's in these," he answered. "I've read all thatÑso I'm pretty

well posted up, mister. I've just read this morning'sÑbought it in the
town when I went to fetch some bread. Queer affair altogether, I call it!"

"Have you looked round about at all?" asked Betty.
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"I've beena good bit over the Hollow, miss," answered Creasy. "But it's
a stiff job seeking anything here. There's nobody knows what a wilder-
ness this Hollow is until they begin exploring it.
HolesÑcornersÑnooksÑcranniesÑbracken and bushesÑit is a wilder-
ness,and that's a fact! I'd engageto hide myself safely in this square mile
for many a week, against a hundred seekers.It wouldn't a bit surprise
me, you know, if it comesout in the end that Mr. Horbury, after all, did
fall down one of these old shafts. I couldn't believe it possible at first,
knowing that he knew every in and out of the place, but I'm beginning to
think he may have done. There's only one thing against that theory."

"What?" asked Betty.
"Where's the other gentleman?" answered the tinker. "If they came to-

gether on to this waste, one couldn't fall down a shaft without the other
knowing it, eh? And it's scarcely likely they'd both fall down."

Neale glanced at Betty and shook his head.
"There you are, you see!" he muttered. "They all hang to the notion

that Hollis did meet Horbury! Mr. Horbury may have been alone, after
all, you know," he went on, turning to Creasy. "There's no proof that the
other gentleman was with him."

"Aye, wellÑI'm going on what these paper accounts say," answered
Creasy. "They all take it for granted that those two were together. Well,
about these old shaftings, misterÑI did notice something very early this
morning that I thought might be looked into."

"What is it?" asked Neale. "Don't let's lose any chance of finding any-
thing out, however small it may be."

The tinker finished mending a kettle and set it aside amongst other
renovated articles. He lifted the pan of solder off the fire, set it aside, too,
and got up.

"Come this way, then," he said. "I was going in to Scarnham this noon
to tell Mr Polke about it, but as long as you're hereÑÑ"

He led the way through the thick gorse and heather until he came to a
narrow track which wound acrossthe moor in the direction of the town.
There he paused, pointing towards Ellersdeane on the one hand, to-
wards Scarnham on the other.

"You see this track, mister?" he said. "You'll notice that it goes to
Ellersdeane village that way, and to Scarnham this. Of course, you can't
seeit all the way in either direction, but you can take my word for itÑit
does. It comes out at Ellersdeane by the duck-pond, at Scarnham by the
bridge at the foot of Cornmarket. People who know it would follow it if
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they wanted a short cut acrossthe moor from the town to the villageÑor
the opposite, as you might say. Now then, look hereÑa bit this way."

He preceded them along the narrow track until, on an open space in
the moorland, they cameto one of the old lead-mine shafts, the mouth of
which had been fenced in by a roughly built wall of stone gathered from
its immediate surroundings. In this wall, extending from its parapet to
the ground, was a wide gap: the stones which had been displaced to
make it had disappeared into the cavernous opening.

"Now then!" said the tinker, turning on his companions with the in-
quiring look of a man who advancesa theory which may or may not be
acceptedas reasonable,"you seethat? What I'd like to know isÑis that a
recently made gap? It's difficult to tell. If this bit of a stone fence had
been built with mortar, one could have told. But it's never had mortar or
lime in it!Ñit's just rough masonry, as you seeÑstones picked up off the
moor, like all thesefencesround the old shafts. ButÑthere's the gap right
enough! Do you know what I'm thinking?"

"No!" murmured Betty, with a glance of fear and doubt at the black
vista which she saw through the gap. "ButÑdon't be afraid to speak."

"I'm thinking this," continued the tinker: "Supposing a man was fol-
lowing this track from Ellersdeane to Scarnham,or t'other way about, as
it might beÑsupposing he was curious to look down one of these old
shaftsÑsupposing he looked down this one, which stands, as you see,
not two yards off the very track he was followingÑsupposing he leaned
his weight on this rotten bit of fencingÑsupposing it gave way? What?"

Neale, who had been listening intently, made a movement as if to lay
his hand on the grey stones. Betty seized him impulsively.

"Don't, Wallie!" she exclaimed. "That frightens me!"
Creasy lifted his foot and pressed it against the stones at one edge of

the gap. Before even that slight pressure three or four blocks gave way
and dropped inwardÑthe sound of their fall camedully from the depths
beneath.

"You see,"said the tinker, "it's possible. It might be. AndÑas you can
tell from the time it takes a stone to dropÑit's a long way down there.
They're very deep, these old mines."

Neale turned from the broken wall and looked narrowly at the ground
about it.

"I don't see any signs of anybody being about here recently," he re-
marked. "There are no footmarks."

"There couldn't be, mister," said Creasy. "You could march a regiment
of soldiers over this moorland grass for many an hour, and there'd be no
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footprints on it when they'd goneÑit's that wiry and strong. No!Ñif half
a dozen men had beenstanding about here when one fell inÑor if two or
three men had come here to throw another man in," he added signific-
antly, "there'd be no footmarks. Try itÑyou can't grind an iron-shod heel
like mine into this turf."

"It's all very horrible!" said Betty, still staring at the black gap with its
suggestions of subterranean horror. "If one only knewÑÑ"

The tinker turned and looked at the two young people as if he were es-
timating their strength.

"What are you wondering about?" asked Neale.
Creasy smiled as he glanced again at Betty.
"Well," he replied, "you're a pretty strong young fellow, mister, I take

it, and the young lady looks as if she'd got a bit of good muscle about
her. If you two could manage one end of a rope, I'd go down into that
shaft at the other endÑa bit of the way, at any rate. And thenÑI'd let
down a lantern and see if there's aught to be seen."

Betty turned anxiously to Neale, and Neale looked the tinker over with
appraising eyes.

"I could pull you up myself," he answered. "You're no great weight.
And haven't those shafts got props and stays down the side?"

"Aye, but they'll be thoroughly rotten by this," said Creasy. "Well, we'll
try it. Come to my cartÑI've plenty of stuff there."

"You're sure there's no danger?" asked Betty. "Don't imperil yourself!"
"No danger, so long as you two'll stick to this end of the rope," said

Creasy. "I shan't go too far down."
The tilted cart proved to contain all sorts of useful things: they

presently returned to the shaft with two coils of stout rope, a crowbar, a
lantern attached to a length of strong cord, and a great sledge-hammer,
with which the tinker drove the crowbar firmly into the ground some ten
or twelve feet from the edge of the gap. He made one end of the first
rope fast to this; the other end he securely knotted about his waist; one
end of the secondrope he looped under his armpits, and handed the oth-
er to Neale; then, lighting his lantern, he prepared to descend, having
first explained the management of the ropes to his assistants.

"All you've got to do," he said reassuringly to Betty, "is to hold on to
this second rope and let me down, gradual-like. When I say 'Pull,' draw
upÑI'll help, hand over hand, up this first rope. Simple enough!Ñand I
shan't go too far."

Nevertheless, he exhausted the full length of both ropes, and it seemed
a long time before they heard anything of him. Betty, frightened of what
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she might hear, fearful lest Neale should go too near the edge of the
shaft, began to get nervous at the delay, and it was with a great senseof
relief that she at last heard the signal.

The tinker came hand over hand up the stationary rope, helped by the
second one: his face, appearing over the edge of the gap, was grave and
at first inscrutable. He shook himself when he stepped above ground, as
if he wanted to shake off an impression: then he turned and spoke in a
whisper.

"It's as I thought it might be!" he said. "There's a dead man down
there!"
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Chapter17
ACCIDENT OR MURDER?

Betty checked the cry of horror which instinctively started to her lips,
and turned to Neale with a look which he was quick to interpret. He
moved nearer to the tinker, who was unwinding the rope from his waist.

"You couldn't tellÑwhat man?" he asked, in low tones.
Creasy shook his head with a look of dislike for what he had seenby

the light of his lantern.
"No!" he answered. "'Twasn't possible, mister. ButÑa man there is!

And dead, naturally. AndÑa long way it is, too, down to the bottom of
that place!"

"What's to be done?" asked Neale.
The tinker slowly coiled up his ropes, and laid them in order by the

crowbar.
"There's only one thing to be done," he answered, after a reflective

pause. "We shall have to get him up. That'll be a job! Do you and the
young lady go back to Scarnham, and tell Polke what we've found, and
let him come out here with a man or two. I'll go into Ellersdeane yonder
and get some helpÑand a windlassÑcan't do without that. There's a
man that sinks wells in EllersdeaneÑI'll get him and his men to come
back with me. Then we can set to work."

Creasy moved away as he finished speaking, untethered his pony,
threw an old saddle acrossits back, and without further remark rode off
in the direction of the village, while Neale and Betty turned back to
Scarnham. For a while neither broke the silence which had followed the
tinker's practical suggestions;when Betty at last spoke it was in a hushed
voice.

"Wallie!" she said, "do you think that can possibly beÑUncle John?"
"No!" answered Neale sharply, "I don't! I don't believe it possible that

he would be so foolish as to lean over a rotten bit of walling like
thatÑhe'd know the danger of it."

"Then it must beÑthe other manÑHollis!" said Betty.
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"Maybe," agreed Neale. "If it isÑÑ"
He paused, and Betty looked at his set face as if she were wondering

what he was thinking of.
"What?" she asked timidly. "You're uneasy about something."
"It's a marvel to meÑif it is HollisÑhowever he comes to be there,"

answered Neale at last. "According to all we know, he certainly went to
meet somebody on Saturday night. I can't think how anybody who knew
the district would have let a stranger do such a risky thing as to lean
over one of those shafts. Besides, if anybody was with him, and there
was an accident, why hasn't the accident been reported? Betty!Ñit's
more like murder!"

"You think he may have been thrown down there?" she asked
fearfully.

"Thrown down or forced downÑit's all the same," said Neale. "There
may have been a struggleÑa fight. But there, what's the use of speculat-
ing? We don't even know whose body it is yet. Let's get on and tell those
police chaps."

Turning off the open moor on to the highway at the corner of
Scarnham Bridge, they suddenly came face to face with Gabriel Chester-
marke, who, for once in a way, was walking instead of driving into the
town. The two young people, emerging from the shelter of a high
hedgerow which bordered the moorland at that point, started at sight of
the banker's colourless face, cold and set as usual. But Gabriel betrayed
no surprise, and was in no way taken aback. He lifted his hat in silence,
and was marching on when Neale impulsively hailed him.

"Mr. Chestermarke!" he exclaimed.
Gabriel halted and turned, looking at his late clerk with absolute im-

passiveness.He made no remark, and stood like a statue, waiting for
Neale to speak.

"You may like to know," said Neale, coming up to him, "we have just
found the body of a man on the moorÑEllersdeane Hollow."

Gabriel showed no surprise. No light came into his eyes,no colour to
his cheek. It seemed a long time before his firmly set lips relaxed.

"A man?" he said quietly. "What man?"
"We don't know," answered Neale. "All we know is, there's a man's

body lying at the bottom of one of the old shafts up thereÑnear
EllersdeaneTower. The tinker who camps out there has just seenitÑhe's
been partly down the shaft."

"AndÑdid not recognize it?" asked Gabriel.
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"NoÑit was too far beneath him," replied Neale. "He's gone into the
village to get help."

Gabriel lingered a moment, and then, lifting his hat again, began to
move forward towards the town.

"I should advise you to acquaint the police, Mr. Neale," he said.
"Good-morning!"

He marched away, stiffly upright, acrossthe bridge and up the Corn-
market, and Neale and Betty followed.

"Why did you tellÑhim?" asked Betty.
Neale threw a glance of something very like scorn after the retreating

figure.
"Wanted to see how he'd take it!" he answered. "Bah!ÑGabriel

Chestermarke's no better than a wax figure! You might as well tell a
marble image any news of this sort as tell him! You'd have thought he'd
have had sufficient human feeling in him to say that he hoped it wasn't
your uncle, anyhow!"

"No, I shouldn't," said Betty. "I sized Gabriel upÑand Joseph,
tooÑwhen I walked into their parlour the other afternoon. They haven't
any feelingsÑyou might as well expect to get feeling out of a fish."

They met Starmidge in the Market-PlaceÑtalking to Parkinson. Neale
told the news to both. The journalist dashed into his office for his hat,
and made off to Ellersdeane Hollow: Starmidge turned to the police-sta-
tion with his information.

"No one else knows, I suppose?" he remarked, as they went along.
"Gabriel Chestermarke knows," answered Neale. "We met him as we

were coming off the moor and I told him."
"Show any surprise?" asked the detective.
"Neither surprise nor anything else," said Neale. "Absolutely

unaffected!"
Polke, hearing the news, immediately bustled into activity, sending for

a cab in which to drive along the road to a point near EllersdeaneTower,
from which they could reach the lead mine. But he shook his head when
he saw that Betty meant to return.

"Don't, miss!" he urged. "Stay here in townÑyou'd far better. It's not a
nice job for ladies, aught of that sort. Wait at the hotelÑdo, now!"

"Doing nothing!" exclaimed Betty. "That would be far worse. Let me
goÑI'm not afraid of anything. And to hang about, waiting and
wonderingÑ"

Neale, who had been about to enter the cab with the police, drew back.
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"You go on," he said to Polke. "Get things throughÑMiss Fosdyke and
I will walk slowly back there. We won't come closeup till you can tell us
something definite. Don't you see she's anxious about her uncle?Ñwe
can't keep her waiting."

He rejoined Betty asPolke and his men drove off: together they turned
again in the direction of the bridge. Once across it and on the moor,
Neale made the girl sit down on a ledge of rock at some distance from
the lead mine, but within sight of it: he himself, while he talked to her,
stood watching the figures grouped about the shaft. Creasy had evid-
ently succeededin getting help at once:Neale saw men fixing a windlass
over the mouth of the old mine; saw a man at last disappear into its
depths. And after a long pause he saw from the movements of the other
men that the body had been drawn to the surface and that they were
bending over it. A moment later, Starmidge separated himself from the
rest, and came in Neale's direction. He nodded his head energetically at
Betty as he drew within speaking distance.

"All right, Miss Fosdyke!" he said. "It's not your uncle. ButÑit's the
other man, Mr. Neale!Ñno doubt of it!"

"Hollis!" exclaimed Neale.
"It's the man described by Mrs. Pratt and SimmonsÑthat's certain,"

answered the detective. "Sothere's one mystery settledÑthough it makes
all the rest stranger than ever. Now, Miss Fosdyke, that'll be some relief
to youÑso don't come any nearer. But just spare Mr. Neale a few
minutesÑI want to speak to him."

Betty obediently turned back to the ledge of rock, and Neale walked
with Starmidge towards the group around the shaft.

"Can you tell anything?" he asked. "Are there any signs of violence?ÑI
mean, does it look as if he'd beenÑÑ"

"Thrown in there?" said the detective calmly. "Ah!Ñit's a bit early to
decide that. The only thing I'm thinking of now is the fact that this is
Hollis! That's certain, Mr. Neale. Now what could he be doing on this
lonely bit of ground? Where does this track lead?"

"It's a short cut from Scarnham Bridge corner to the middle of
Ellersdeane village," answered Neale, pointing one way and then the
other.

"And Gabriel Chestermarke lives in Ellersdeane, doesn't he?" asked
Starmidge. "Or close by?"

Neale indicated certain chimneys rising amongst the trees on the far
side of the Hollow. "He lives thereÑThe Warren," he replied.
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"Um!" mused Starmidge. "I wonder if this poor fellow was making his
way thereÑto see him?"

"How should heÑa strangerÑknow of this short cut?" demurred
Neale. "I don't think that's very likely."

"That's trueÑunless he'd had it pointed out to him," rejoined Star-
midge. "It's odd, anyway, that his body should be found half-way, as it
were, between Gabriel Chestermarke's place and JosephChestermarke's
houseÑisn't it now? But, Lord bless you!Ñwe're only on the fringe of
this business as yet. WellÑjust take a look at him."

Neale walked within the group of bystanders, feeling an intense dis-
like and loathing of the whole thing. In obedience to Starmidge's wish,
he looked steadily at the dead man and turned away.

"You don't know him?Ñnever saw him during the five years you were
at the bank?" whispered the detective. "Think!Ñmake certain, now."

"Never saw him in my life!" declared Neale, stepping back. "I neither
know him nor anything about him."

"I wanted you to make sure," said Starmidge. "I thought you
mightÑpossiblyÑrecollect him as somebody who'd called at the bank
during your time."

"No!" said Neale. "Certainly not! I've never set eyeson him until now.
Of course, he's Hollis, I suppose?"

"Oh, without doubt!" answered Polke, who caught Neale's question as
he came up. "He's Hollis, right enough. Mr. NealeÑhere's a difficulty.
It's a queer thing, but there isn't one of us here who knows if this spot is
in Scarnham or in Ellersdeane.Do you? Is it within our borough bound-
ary, or is it in Ellersdeane parish? The Ellersdeane policeman there
doesn't know, and I'm sure I don't! It's a point of importance, becausethe
inquest'll have to be held in the parish in which the body was found."

The Ellersdeane constable who had followed Polke suddenly raised a
finger and pointed across the heather.

"Here's a gentleman coming as might know, Mr. Polke," he said. "Mr.
Chestermarke!"

Neale and Starmidge turned sharplyÑto see the banker advancing
quickly from the adjacent road. A cab, drawn up a little distance off,
showed that he had driven out to hear the latest news.

Polke stepped forward to meet the new-comer: Gabriel greeted him in
his usual impassive fashion.

"This body been recovered?" he asked quietly.
"A few minutes ago, Mr. Chestermarke," answered Polke. "Will you

look at it?"
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Gabriel moved aside the group of men without further word, and the
others followed him. He looked steadily at the dead man's face and
withdrew.

"Not known to me," he said, in answer to an inquiring glance from
Polke. "Hollis, I suppose, of course."

He went off again as suddenly as he had comeÑand Starmidge drew
Neale aside.

"Mr. Neale!" he whispered, with a nearer approach to excitement than
Neale had yet seen in him. "Did you see Gabriel Chestermarke's eyes?
He's a liar! As sure as my name's Starmidge, he's a liar! Mr. Neale!Ñhe
knows that dead man!"
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Chapter18
THE INCOMPLETE CHEQUE

Neale, startled and amazed by this sudden outburst on the part of a man
whom up to that time he had taken to be unusually cool-headed and
phlegmatic, did not immediately answer. He was watching the
Ellersdeane constable, who was running after Gabriel Chestermarke's
rapidly retreating figure. He saw Gabriel stop, listen to an evident ques-
tion, and then lift his hand and point to various features of the Hollow.
The policeman touched his helmet, and came back to Polke.

"Mr. Chestermarke, sir, says the moorland is in three parishes," he re-
ported pantingly. "From Scarnham Bridge corner to Ellersdeane Tower
yonder is in Scarnham parish: this side the Hollow is in Ellersdeane;
everything beyond the Tower is in Middlethorpe."

"Then we're in Scarnham,"said Polke. "He'll have to be taken down to
the town mortuary. We'd better seeto it at once. What are you going to
do, Starmidge?" he asked, as the detective turned away with Neale.

"I'll take this short cut back," said Starmidge. "I want to get to the post-
office. Yes, sir!" he went on, as he and Neale slowly walked towards
Betty. "I sayÑhe knew him! knew him, Mr. Neale, knew him!Ñas soon
as ever he clapped his eyes on him!"

"You're very certain about it," said Neale.
"Dead certain!" exclaimed the detective. "I was watching

himÑpurposely. I've taught myself to watch men. The slightest quiver of
a lipÑthe least bit of light in an eyeÑthe merest twitch of a little fin-
gerÑah! don't I know 'em all, and know what they mean! And, when
Gabriel Chestermarke stepped up to look at that body, I was watching
that face of his as I've never watched mortal man before!"

"And you sawÑwhat?" asked Neale.
"I sawÑRecognition!" said Starmidge. "Recognition, sir! I'll stake my

reputation as a detective officer that Mr. Gabriel Chestermarke has seen
that dead man before. He mayn't know him personally. He may never
have spoken to him. ButÑhe knew him! He'd seen him!"
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"Will your conviction of that help at all?" inquired Neale.
"It'll help me," replied the detective quickly. "I'm gradually getting

some ideas. But I shan't tell PolkeÑnor anybody elseÑof it. You can tell
Miss Fosdyke if you likeÑshe'll understand: women have more intuition
than men. Now I'm offÑI want to get a wire away to London. Look
hereÑdrop in at the police-station when you get back. We shall examine
Hollis's clothing, you knowÑthere may be some clue to Horbury."

He hurried off towards the town, and Neale rejoined Betty. And as
they slowly followed the detective, he told her what Starmidge had just
said with such evident beliefÑand Betty understood, as Starmidge had
prophesied, and she grew more thoughtful than ever.

"When are we going to find a way out of all this miserable business!"
shesuddenly exclaimed. "Are we any nearer a solution becauseof what's
just happened? Does that help us to finding out what's become of my
uncle?"

"I suppose one thing's sure to lead to another," said Neale. "That seems
to be the detective's notion, anyhow. If Starmidge is so certain that Gab-
riel Chestermarke knew Hollis, he'll work that for all it's worth. It's my
opinionÑwhatever that's worth!Ñthat Hollis came down here to seethe
Chestermarkes.Did he seethem? There's the problem. If one could only
find outÑthat!"

"I wish you and I could do somethingÑapart from the police," sugges-
ted Betty. "Isn't there anything we could do?"

Neale pointed ahead to the high roof of JosephChestermarke's house
across the river.

"There's one thing I'd like to doÑif I could," he answered. "I'd just like
to know all the secretsof that place! That there are some I'm as certain as
that we're crossing this moor. You seethat queer-shaped structureÑsort
of conical chimneyÑsticking up amongst the trees in Joseph
Chestermarke's garden? That's a workshop, or a laboratory, or
something, in which Josephspends his leisure moments. I'd like to know
what he does there. But nobody knows! Nobody is ever allowed in that
house,nor in the garden. I don't know a single soul in all Scarnhamthat's
ever been inside either. I'm perfectly certain Mr. Horbury was never
asked there. Once Joseph'sacrosshis thresholds, back or front, there's an
end of himÑtill he comes out again!"

"ButÑhe doesn't live entirely alone, does he?" asked Betty.
"As near as can be," replied Neale. "His entire staff consists of an old

man and an old womanÑman and wifeÑwho've been with himÑoh,
ever since he was born, I believe! You may have seenthe old man about
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the townÑold Palfreman. Everybody knows himÑqueer, old-fashioned
chap: he goes out to buy in whatever's wanted: the old woman never
shows. That's the trio that live in thereÑa queer lot, aren't they?"

"It's all queer!" sighed Betty. "But now that this unfortunate man's
body has been foundÑWallie! do you think it possible he was thrown
down that mine? That would mean murder!"

"If he was thrown down there, already dead," answered Neale grimly,
"it would not only mean murder but that more than one person was con-
cerned in it. We shall know more when they've examined the body and
searched the clothing. I'm going round to the police-station when I've
seen you back to the hotelÑI'm hoping they'll find something that'll
settle the one point that's so worrying."

"Which point?" asked Betty.
"The real critical pointÑin my opinion," answered Neale. "Who it was

that Hollis came to see on Saturday? There may be letters, papers, on
him that'll settle that. And if we once know thatÑah! that will make a
difference! Because thenÑthenÑÑ"

"What then?" demanded Betty.
"Then the police can ask that person if Hollis did meet him!" exclaimed

Neale. "And they can ask, too, what that person did with Hollis. Solve
that, and we'll see daylight!"

But Betty shook her head with clear indications of doubt as to the
validity of this theory.

"No!" she said. "It won't come off, Wallie. If there's been foul play, the
guilty people will have had too much clevernessto leave any evidences
on their victim. I don't believe they'll find anything on Hollis that'll clear
things up. Daylight isn't coming from that quarter!"

"Where are we to look for it, then?" asked Neale dismally.
"It's somewhere far back," declared Betty. "I've felt that all along. The

secret of all this affair isn't in anything that's been done here and
latelyÑit's in something deep down. And how to get at it, and to find
out about my uncle, I don't know."

Neale felt it worse than idle to offer more theoriesÑspeculation was
becoming useless.He left Betty at the Scarnham Arms, and went round
to the police-station to meet Starmidge: together they went over to the
mortuary. And before noon they knew all that medical examination and
careful searching could tell them about the dead man.

Hollis, said the police-surgeon and another medical man who had
been called in to assist him, bore no marks of violence other than those
which were inevitable in the caseof a man who had fallen seventy feet.
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His neck was broken; he must have died instantaneously. There was
nothing to show that there had been any struggle previous to his fall.
Had such a struggle taken place, the doctors would have expected to
find certain signs and traces of it on the body: there were none.
Everything seemedto point to the theory that he had leaned over the in-
secure fencing of the old shaft to look into its depths; probably to drop
stonesinto them; that the loose,unmortared parapet had given way with
his weight, and that he had plunged headlong to the bottom. He might
have been pushed inÑfrom behindÑof course, but that was conjecture.
Under ordinary circumstances, agreed both doctors, everything would
have seemedto point to accident. And one of them suggested that it was
very probable that what really had happened was thisÑHollis, on his
way to call on some person in the neighbourhood, or on his return from
such a call, had crossedthe moor, beenattracted by inquisitiveness to the
old mine, had leaned over its parapet, and fallen in. Accident!Ñit all
looked like sheer accident.

In one of the rooms at the police-station, Neale anxiously watched
Polke and Starmidge examine the dead man's clothing and personal ef-
fects. The detective rapidly laid aside certain articles of the sort which he
evidently expected to findÑa purse, a cigar-case;the usual small things
found in a well-to-do man's pockets; a watch and chain; a ring or two.
He gave no particular attention to any of these beyond ascertaining that
there was a good deal of loose money in the purseÑsome twelve or fif-
teen pounds in goldÑand pointing out that the watch had stopped at ten
minutes to eight.

"That shows the time of the accident," he remarked.
"Are you sure?" suggestedPolke doubtfully. "It may merely mean that

the watch ran itself out then."
Starmidge picked up the watchÑa stem winderÑand examined it.
"No," he said, "it's brokenÑby the fall. See there!Ñthe spring's

snapped. Ten minutes to eight, Saturday night, Mr. PolkeÑthat's when
this affair happened. Now then, this is what I want!"

From an inner pocket of the dead man's smart morning-coat, he drew
a morocco-leather letter-case,and carefully extracted the papers from it.
With Neale looking on at one side, and Polke at the other, Starmidge ex-
amined every separatepaper. Nothing that he found bore any reference
to Scarnham. There were one or two billsÑfrom booksellersÑmade out
to Frederick Hollis, Esquire. There was a folded playbill which showed
that Mr. Hollis had recently been to a theatre, andÑbecause of some
pencilled notes on its marginsÑhad taken an unusual interest in what he

110



saw there. There were two or three letters from correspondents who
evidently shared with Mr. Hollis a taste for collecting old books and en-
gravings. There were some cuttings from newspapers: they, too, related
to collecting. And Neale suddenly got an idea.

"I say!" he exclaimed. "Mr. Horbury was a bit of a collector of that sort
of thing, as you probably saw from his house. This man may have run
down to see him about some affair of that sort."

But at that moment Starmidge unfolded a slip of paper which he had
drawn from an inner pocket of the letter-case.He gave one glance at it,
and laid it flat on the table before his companions.

"No!" he said. "That's probably what brought Hollis down to
Scarnham! A cheque for ten thousand pounds! AndÑincomplete!"

The three men bent wonderingly over the bit of pink paper. Neale's
quick eyes took in its contents at a glance.

London: May 12th, 1912.
Vanderkiste, Mullineau & Company,
563Lombard Street, E.C.

Pay or Order
the sum of Ten Thousand Pounds
£10,000.00.

"That's extraordinary!" exclaimed Neale. "Date and amount filled
inÑand the names of payee and drawer omitted! What does it mean?"

"Ah!" said Starmidge, "when we know that, Mr. Neale, we shall know
a lot! But I'm pretty sure of one thing. Mr. Hollis camedown here intend-
ing to pay somebody ten thousand pounds. AndÑhe wasn't exactly cer-
tain who that somebody was!"

"Good!" muttered Polke. "Good! That looks like it."
"So," said Starmidge, "he didn't fill in either the name of the payee or

his own name until he wasÑsure! See, Mr. Neale!"
"Why did he fill in the amount?" remarked Neale, sceptically.
Starmidge winked at Polke.
"Very likely to dangle before somebody's eyes," he answered slyly.

"Can't you reconstruct the scene,Mr. Neale? 'Here you are!' says Hollis,
showing this cheque. 'Ten thousand of the very best, lying to be picked
up at my bankers. Say the word, and I'll fill in your name and mine!' Lay
you a pound to a penny that's been it, gentlemen!"
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"Good!" repeated Polke. "Good, sergeant! I believe you're right. Now,
what'll you do about it?"

The detective carefully folded up the cheque and replaced it in the slit
from which he had taken it. He also replaced all the other papers, put the
letter-case in a stout envelope and handed it to the superintendent.

"Seal it up and put it away in your safe till the inquest tomorrow," he
said. "What shall I do? Oh, wellÑyou needn't mention it, either of you,
except to Miss Fosdyke, of courseÑbut as soon as the inquest is ad-
journedÑas it'll have to beÑI shall slip back to town and see those
bankers. I don't know, but I don't think it's likely that Mr. Hollis would
have ten thousand pounds always lying at his bank. I should say this ten
thousand has been lodged there for a special purpose. And what I shall
want to find out from them, in that case, isÑwhat special purpose?
AndÑwhat had it to do with Scarnham, or anybody at Scarnham?See?
And I'll tell you what, Mr. PolkeÑI don't know whether we'll produce
that cheque at the inquest on HollisÑat first, anyhow. The coroner's
bound to adjournÑall he'll want tomorrow will be formal identification
of the bodyÑall other evidence can be left till later. I've wired for Sim-
monsÑhe'll be able to identify. NoÑwe'll keep this cheque business
back till I've been to London. I shall find out something from Vander-
kistesÑthey're highly respectable private bankers, and they'll tell
meÑÑ"

At that moment a policeman entered the room and presented Polke
with a card.

"Gentleman's just come in, sir," he said. "Wants to see you particular."
Polke glanced at the card, and read the name aloud, with a start of sur-

prise: "Mr. Leonard Hollis!"
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Chapter19
THE DEAD MAN'S BROTHER

Polke hastily followed the policeman from the roomÑto return immedi-
ately with a quiet-looking elderly gentleman in whom Neale and Star-
midge saw a distinct likeness to the dead man.

"His brother!" whispered Polke, as he handed a chair to the visitor. "So
you've seen about this in the newspapers, sir?" he went on, turning to
Mr. Leonard Hollis. "And you thought you'd better come over, I
suppose?"

"I have not only read about it in the newspapers," answered the visitor,
"but I last nightÑvery lateÑreceived a telegram from my brother's
clerkÑMr. SimmonsÑwho evidently found my address at my brother's
rooms. So I left BirminghamÑwhere I now liveÑat once, to see you.
Now, have you heard anything of my brother?"

Polke shook his head solemnly and warningly.
"I'm sorry to say we have, sir," he replied. "You'd better prepare for the

worst news, Mr. Hollis. We found the body this morningÑnot two hours
ago. AndÑwe don't know, as yet, how he came by his death. The doc-
tors say it may have been pure accident. Let's hope it was! But there are
strange circumstances, sirÑvery strange!"

Hollis quietly rose from his chair.
"I suppose I can see him?" he asked.
Polke led him out of the room, and Starmidge turned to Neale.
"We're gradually getting at something, Mr. Neale," he said. "All this

leads somewhere, you know. Now, since we found that incomplete
cheque, there's a question I wanted to ask you. You've left
Chestermarke's Bank now, and under the circumstances we're working
in you needn't have any delicacy about answering questions about them.
Do you know of any recent transaction of theirs which involved ten
thousand pounds?"

"No!" replied Neale. "I certainly don't."
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"Nor any sum approaching it?" suggested Starmidge. "Or exceeding
it?"

"Nothing whatever!" reiterated Neale. "I know of all recent banking
transactions at Chestermarke's, and I can't thinkÑI've been thinking
since we saw that chequeÑof anything that the cheque had to do with."

"WellÑit's a queer thing," remarked the detective meditatively. "I'll lay
anything Hollis brought that cheque down here for some specific pur-
poseÑand who on earth is there in this place that he could bring it to but
Chestermarke's? However, we'll see if I don't trace something about it
when I get up to town, and thenÑÑ"

Polke and the dead man's brother came back, talking earnestly. The
superintendent carefully closed the door, and begging his visitor to be
seated again, turned to Starmidge.

"I've told Mr. Hollis all the main facts of the case,"he said. "Of course,
he identified his brother at once."

"When did you see him last, sir!" asked Starmidge.
"Some eight or nine months ago," replied Hollis. "He came to seeme,

in Birmingham. Previous to that, I hadn't seen him for several years. I
ought to tell you," he went on, turning to Polke, "that for a great many
years I have lived abroadÑtea-planting in Ceylon. I came back to Eng-
land about a year ago, and eventually settled down at Edgbaston. I sup-
pose my brother's clerk found my address on an old letter or something
last night, and wired to me in consequence."

"When Simmons was here," observed Starmidge, "he said that your
brother seemed to have no relations."

"I daresay Simmons would get that impression," remarked Hollis. "My
brother was a very reserved man, who was not likely to talk much of his
family. As a matter of fact, I am about the only relation he hadÑexcept
some half-cousins, or something of that sort."

"Can you tell us anything about your brother's position?" asked Star-
midge. "The clerk said he didn't practise very much, and had means of
his own."

"Quite true," assentedHollis. "I believe he had a comfortable income,
apart from his practiceÑperhaps five or six hundred a year. He men-
tioned to me that he only did business for old clients."

"Do you think he'd be likely to have a sum of ten thousand pounds ly-
ing at his bankers?" inquired Starmidge.

Hollis looked sharply at the detective and then shook his head.
"Not unless it was for some special purpose," he answered. "He might

have such a sum if he'd been selling out securities for re-investment. But
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my impression isÑin fact, it's more than an impressionÑI'm sure that he
bought himself an annuity of about the amount I mentioned just now,
some years ago. You see, he'd no children, and he knew that I was a
well-to-do man, soÑhe used his capital in that a way."

"Would you be surprised to see a cheque of his drawn for ten thou-
sand pounds?" asked Starmidge suddenly.

"Frankly, I should!" replied Hollis, with a smile. "That is, if it was on
his private account."

"Do you happen to know who kept his private account?" inquired
Starmidge.

"Yes," answered Hollis. "He banked with an old private firm called
Vanderkiste, Mullineau & Company, of Lombard Street."

Starmidge, after a whispered word with Polke, took up the envelope
in which he had placed the dead man's letter-case, and produced the
cheque.

"Look at that, sir," he said, laying it before the visitor. "Is that your
brother's handwriting?"

"His handwritingÑoh, yes!" exclaimed Hollis. "Most certainly!
ButÑthere's no signature!"

"NoÑand there's no name of any payee," said Starmidge. "That's
where the mystery comes in. ButÑthisÑand this letter-caseand its con-
tentsÑwas found on him, and there's no doubt he came down to
Scarnham intending to pay that cheque to somebody. You can't throw
any light on that, sir?"

The visitor, who continued to regard the cheque with evident
amazement, at last turned away from it and glanced at his three
companions.

"Well," he said, "I don't know that I can. But one principal reason why
I hurried here, after getting Simmons' telegram last night, is this: In the
newspapers there is a good deal of mention of a Mr. John Horbury, man-
ager of a bank in this town. He, too, you tell me, has disappeared. Now, I
happen to possessa remarkably good memory, and it was at once stirred
by seeing that name. My brother Frederick and I were at school together
at SelburghÑSelburgh Grammar School, you knowÑquite thirty-five or
six years ago. One of our schoolmates was a John Horbury. AndÑhe
came from this placeÑScarnham."

The three listeners looked at each other. And Neale started, as if at
some sudden reminiscence, and he spoke quickly.
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"I've heard Mr. Horbury speak of his school-days at Selburgh!" he said.
"AndÑnow I come to think of itÑhe had some books with the school
coat-of-arms on the sidesÑprizes."

"Just so!" remarked Hollis. "I remember Jack Horbury very well in-
deed, though I never saw him after I left school, nor heard of him either,
until I saw all this news about him in the papers. Of course,your missing
bank manager is the JohnHorbury my brother and I were at school with!
And I take it that the reason my brother came down to Scarnham last
Saturday wasÑto see John Horbury."

Starmidge had been listening to all this with close attention. He was
now more than ever convinced that he was at last on some trackÑbut so
far he could not seemany steps ahead. Nevertheless, his next step was
clearly enough discernible.

"You say you saw your brother someeight or nine months ago, sir?" he
remarked. "Did he mention Mr. Horbury to you at that time?"

"No, he didn't," replied Hollis.
"Did he everÑrecently, I meanÑever mention his name to you in a let-

ter?" asked Starmidge.
"NoÑnever! I don't know," said Hollis, "that he or I ever spoke to each

other of John Horbury from the time we left school. John Horbury was
not, as it were, a very particular chum of ours. We knew himÑas we
knew a hundred other boys. As I have already told you, the two names,
Horbury, Scarnham, in the newspapers yesterday, immediately recalled
John Horbury, our schoolmate, to me. Up to then, I don't suppose I'd
ever thought of him forÑyears! And I don't suppose he'd ever thought
of me, or of my brother. YetÑI feel sure my brother came here to see
him. For business reasons, I suppose?"

"The odd thing about that, Mr. Hollis," remarked Polke, "is that we
can't find the slightest reason, either from anybody here, or from your
brother's clerk in London, why your brother should come to see Hor-
bury, whether for business, or for any other purpose. And as to his re-
membering Mr. Frederick Hollis, well, here's Mr. NealeÑMr. Horbury
was his guardianÑand Mr. Neale, of course, has known him all his life.
Now, Mr. Neale never heard him mention Mr. Frederick Hollis by name
at any time. And there's now staying in the town Mr. Horbury's niece,
Miss Fosdyke; she, too, never heard her uncle speak of any Mr. Hollis.
Then, as to businessÑthe partners at Chestermarke's Bank declare that
they know nothing whatever of your brotherÑMr. Gabriel, the senior
partner, has seenthe poor gentleman, and didn't recognize him. SoÑwe
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at any rate, are as wise as ever. We don't know what your brother came
here for!"

Hollis bowed his head in full acceptanceof the superintendent's re-
marks. But he looked up at Starmidge and smiled.

"Exactly!" he said. "I quite understand you, Mr. Polke. ButÑI am con-
vinced that my brother came here to seeJohn Horbury. Why he came, I
know no more than you doÑbut I hope to know!"

"You'll stay in the town a bit, sir?" suggested Polke. "You'll want to
make arrangements for your poor brother's funeral, of course. Aught
that we can do, sir, to help, shall be done."

"I'm much obliged to you, Mr. Polke," replied Hollis. "Yes, I shall cer-
tainly stay in Scarnham. In fact," he went on, rising and looking quietly
from one man to the other, "I shall stay in Scarnhamuntil I, or you, or
somebody have satisfactorily explained how my brother came to his
death! I shall spare neither effort nor money to get at the truthÑthat's
my determination!"

"There's somebody else in like case with you, Mr. Hollis," observed
Polke. "Miss Fosdyke's just as concerned about her uncle as you are
about your brother. She declares she'll spend a fortune on finding
himÑor finding out what's happened to him. It was Miss Fosdyke in-
sisted on having Detective-Sergeant Starmidge down at once."

Hollis quietly scrutinized the detective.
"Well?" he asked. "And what do you make of it?"
But Starmidge was not in the mood for saying anything more just

then, and he put his questioner off, asking him, at the sametime, to keep
the matter of the cheque to himself. Presently Hollis went away with
Neale, to whom he wished to talk, and Starmidge, after a period of what
seemed to be profound thought, turned to Polke.

"Superintendent!" he said earnestly. "With your leave, I'd like to try an
experiment."

"What experiment?" demanded Polke.
Starmidge pointed to the ten thousand pound cheque, which was still

lying on the table.
"I'd like to take that cheque across to Chestermarke's Bank, and show

it to the partners," he answered.
"Good heavens!Ñwhy?" exclaimed Polke. "I thought you didn't want

anybody to know about it."
"Never mindÑI've an idea," said the detective. "I'd just like them to see

it, anyway, and," he added, with a wink, "I'd like to seethem when they
do see it!"
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"You know best," said Polke. "If you think it well, do it."
Starmidge put the cheque in an envelope and walked over to the bank.

He was shown into the partners' room almost immediately, and the two
men glanced at him with evident curiosity.

"Sorry to trouble you, gentlemen," said Starmidge, in his politest man-
ner. "There's a little matter you might help us in. We've been searching
this unfortunate gentleman's clothing, you know, for papers and so on.
And in his letter-case we foundÑthis!"

He had the cheque ready behind his back, and he suddenly brought it
forward, and laid it immediately before the partners, on Gabriel's desk,
at the same time stepping back so that he could observe both men.

"Queer, isn't it, gentlemen?" he remarked quietly. "Incomplete!"
Gabriel Chestermarke, in spite of his habitual control, started: Joseph,

bending nearer to the desk, made a curious sound of surprise. A second
later they both looked at StarmidgeÑeach as calm as ever. "Well?" said
Gabriel.

"You don't know anything about that, gentlemen?" asked Starmidge,
affecting great innocence.

"Nothing!" answered Gabriel.
"Of course not!" murmured Joseph, a little derisively.
"I thought you might recognize that handwriting," suggested Star-

midge, using one of his previously invented excuses.
"No!" replied Gabriel. "Don't know it!"
"From Adam's writing," added Joseph.
"You know the name of the bankers, I suppose, gentlemen?" asked the

detective.
"Vanderkiste? Oh, yes!" assentedGabriel. "Well-known city firm. But I

don't think we've ever done business with them," he added, turning to
his nephew.

"Never!" replied Joseph. "In my time, at any rate."
Starmidge picked up the cheque and carefully replaced it in its

envelope.
"Much obliged to you, gentlemen," he said, retreating towards the

door. "Oh!Ñyou'll be interested in hearing, no doubt, that the dead
man's brother, Mr. Leonard Hollis, of Birmingham, has come. He's iden-
tified the body."

"And what does he think, or suggest?"asked Joseph,glancing out of
the corners of his eyes at Starmidge. "Has he any suggestionsÑor ideas?"

"He thinks his brother came here to meet Mr. Horbury," answered
Starmidge.
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"That's so evident that it's no news," remarked Joseph."Perhaps he can
suggest where Horbury's to be found."

Starmidge bowed and went out and straight back to Polke. He handed
him the cheque and the letter-case.

"Lock 'em up!" he said. "Now then, listen! You can do all that's neces-
sary about that inquest. I'm off to town. Sit down, and I'll tell you why.
And what I tell you, keep to yourself."

That evening, Starmidge, who had driven quietly across the country
from Scarnham to Ecclesborough, joined a London express at the Mid-
land Station in the big town. The carriages were unusually full, and he
had some difficulty in finding the corner seat that he particularly de-
sired. But he got one, at last, at the very end of the train, and he had only
just settled himself in it when he saw Gabriel Chestermarke hurry past.
Starmidge put his head out of the window and watchedÑGabriel
entered a first-class compartment in the next coach.

"First stop Nottingham!" mused the detective. And he pulled a sheafof
telegram forms out of his pocket, and leisurely began to write a message
which before he signed his name to it had run into many words.
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Chapter20
THE OTHER CHEQUE

Starmidge sent off his telegram when the train stopped at Nottingham,
and thereafter went to sleep, secure in the knowledge that it would be
promptly acted upon by its recipients. And when, soon after eleven
o'clock, the expressran into St.Pancras,he paid no particular attention to
Gabriel Chestermarke. He had no desire, indeed, that the banker should
seehim, and he hung back when the crowded carriages cleared, and the
platform became a sceneof bustle and animation. But he had no diffi-
culty in distinguishing Gabriel's stiffly erect figure as it made its way to-
wards the hall of the station, and his sharp eyes were quick to notice a
quietly dressed, unobtrusive sort of man who sauntered along, caught
sight of the banker, and swung round to follow him. Starmidge watched
both passalong towards the waiting lines of vehiclesÑthen he turned on
his heel and went to the refreshment room and straight to a man who
evidently expected him.

"You got the wire in good time, then?" said Starmidge.
"Plenty!" answered the other man laconically. "I've put a good man on

to him. See anything of them?"
"YesÑbut I didn't know our man," remarked Starmidge. "Who is he?

Will he do what I want?"
"He's all rightÑfellow who's just been promoted, and, of course, he's

naturally keen," replied Starmidge's companion. "Name of Gandam. That
was a pretty good and full description of the man you want followed,
Starmidge," he went on, with a smile. "You don't leave much out!"

"I didn't want him to be overlooked, and I didn't want to show up my-
self," said Starmidge. "I noticed that our man spotted him quick. Now,
look hereÑI'll be at headquarters first thing tomorrow morningÑI want
this chap Gandam's report. Nine-thirty sharp! Now we'll have a drink,
and I'll get home."

"Good case, this?" asked the other man, as they pledged each other.
"Getting on with it?"
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"Tell you more tomorrow," answered Starmidge. "WhenÑand ifÑI
know more. Nine-thirty, mind!"

But when Starmidge met his companion of the night before at nine-
thirty next morning, it was to find him in conversation with the other
man, and to see dissatisfaction on the countenances of both. And Star-
midge, a naturally keen observer, knew what had happened. He
frowned as he looked at Gandam.

"You don't mean to say he slipped you!" he exclaimed.
"I don't know about slipped," muttered Gandam. "I lost him, anyway,

Mr. Starmidge, and I don't seehow I can be blamed, either. Perhaps you
might have done differently, butÑÑ"

"Tell about it!" interrupted Starmidge. "What happened?"
"I spotted him, of course, from your description, as soon as he got out

of the train," replied Gandam. "No mistaking him, naturallyÑhe's an ex-
tra good one to watch. He'd no luggageÑnot even a handbag. I followed
him to the taxi-cabs. I was close by when he stepped into one, and I
heard what he said. 'StagedoorÑAdalbert Theatre.' Off he wentÑI fol-
lowed in another taxi. I stopped mine and got out, just in time to seehim
walk up the entry to the stage-door. He went in. It was then half-past el-
even; they were beginning to close.I waited and waited until at last they
closed the stage-door. I'll take my oath he'd never come out!Ñnever!"

Starmidge made a face of intense disgust.
"No, of course he hadn't!" he exclaimed. "He'd gone out at the front. I

suppose that never struck you? I know that stage-door of the Adal-
bertÑit's up a passage.If you'd stood at the end of that passage,man,
you could have kept an eye on the front and stage-door at the sametime.
But, of course, it never struck you that a man could go in at the back of a
place and come out at the front, did it? WellÑthat's off for the present.
And so am I."

Vexed and disappointed that Gabriel Chestermarke had not been
tracked to wherever he was staying in London, Starmidge went out,
hailed a taxi-cab, and was driven down to the city. He did not particu-
larly concern himself about Gabriel's visit to the stage-door of the Adal-
bert Theatre; it was something, after all, to know he had gone there: if
need arose,he might be traced from that theatre, in which, very possibly,
he had some financial interest. What Starmidge had desired to ascertain
was the banker's London address: he had already learned in Scarnham
that Gabriel Chestermarke was constantly in London for days at a
timeÑhe must have some permanent address at which he could be
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found. And Starmidge foresaw that he might wish to find himÑperhaps
in a hurry.

But just then his chief concern was with another banking
firmÑVanderkiste's. He walked slowly along Lombard Street until he
came to the houseÑa quiet, sober, eminently respectable-looking old
business place, quite unlike the palatial affairs in which the great bank-
ing corporations of modern origin carry on their transactions. There was
no display of marble and plaster and plate glass and mahogany and
heavy plethoric fittingsÑa modest brassplate affixed to the door was the
only sign and announcement that banking businesswas carried on with-
in. Equally old-fashioned and modest was the interiorÑand Starmidge
was quick to notice that the clerks were all elderly or middle-aged men,
solemn and grave as undertakers.

The presentation of the detective's official card procured him speedy
entrance to a parlour in which sat two old gentlemen, who were evid-
ently greatly surprised to seehim. They were so much surprised indeed,
as to be almost childishly interested, and Starmidge had never had such
attentive listeners in his life as these two elderly city men, to whom
crime and detention were as unfamiliar as higher finance was to their
visitor. They followed Starmidge's story point by point, nodding every
now and then as he drew their attention to particular passages,and the
detective saw that they comprehended all he said. He made an end at
lastÑand Mr. Vanderkiste, a white-bearded, benevolent-looking gentle-
man, looked at Mr. Mullineau, a little, rosy-faced man, and shook his
head.

"It would be an unusual thing, certainly," he observed, "for Mr. Freder-
ick Hollis to have ten thousand pounds lying here to his credit. Mr. Hol-
lis was an old customerÑwe knew him very wellÑbut he didn't keep a
lot of money here. WeÑerÑknow his circumstances.He bought himself
a very nice annuity some years agoÑit was paid into his account here
twice a year. ButÑten thousand pounds!"

Mr. Mullineau leaned forward.
"We don't know if Frederick Hollis paid any large amount in lately,

you know," he observed. "Hadn't you better summon Linthwaite?"
"Our manager," remarked Mr. Vanderkiste, as he touched a bell. "Ah,

yes, of courseÑhe'll know. Mr. Linthwaite," he continued, as another
elderly man entered the room, "can you tell us what Mr. Frederick
Hollis's balance in our hands is?"
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"I have just been looking it up, sir," replied the manager, "in con-
sequenceof this sad news in the papers. Ten thousand, eight hundred,
seventy-nine, five, four, Mr. Vanderkiste."

"Ten thousand eight hundred and seventy-nine pounds, five shillings
and fourpence," repeated Mr. Vanderkiste. "Ah! An unusually large
amount, I think, Mr. Linthwaite?"

"Just so, sir," agreed the manager. "The reason is that rather more than
a week ago Mr. Hollis called here himself with a chequefor ten thousand
pounds which he paid into his account, explaining to me that it had been
handed to him for a special purpose, and that he should draw a cheque
for his own against it, for the same amount, very shortly."

"Ah!" remarked Mr. Vanderkiste. "Has the cheque which he paid in
been cleared?"

"We cleared it at once," replied the manager. "Oh, yes! But the cheque
which Mr. Hollis spoke of drawing against it has not come inÑand now,
of courseÑÑ"

"Just so," said Mr. Vanderkiste. "Now that he's dead, of course, his
cheque is no good. Um! That will do, thank you, Mr. Linthwaite."

He turned and looked at Starmidge when the manager had
withdrawn.

"That explains matters," he said. "The ten thousand pounds had been
paid to Mr. Frederick Hollis for a special purpose."

"ButÑby whom?" asked Starmidge. "That's precisely what I want to
know! The knowledge will help meÑah!ÑI don't know how much it
mayn't help me! For there's no doubt about it, gentlemen, Hollis went
down to Scarnham to pay ten thousand pounds to somebody on some-
body else'saccount! He was, I am sure, as it were, ambassador for some-
body. Who wasÑwho isÑthat somebody? Almost certainly, the person
who gave Hollis the cheque your manager has just mentionedÑand
whose ten thousand pounds is, as a matter of fact, still lying in your
hands! Who is that person? What bank was the cheque drawn on? Let
me have an answer to both these questions, andÑÑ"

The two old gentlemen exchanged looks, and Mr. Mullineau quietly
rose and left the room. In his absenceMr. Vanderkiste shook his head at
the detective.

"A very, very queer case, officer!" he remarked.
"An extraordinary case,sir," agreed Starmidge. "Before we get to the

end of it there'll be some strange revelations, Mr. Vanderkiste."
"So I should imagineÑso I should imagine!" assented the old gentle-

man. "Very remarkable proceedings altogether! We shall be deeply

123



interested in hearing how matters progress. Of course, this affair of the
ten thousand pounds is very curious. WeÑÑ"

Mr. Mullineau came backÑwith a slip of paper, which he handed to
the detective.

"That gives you the information you want," he said.
Starmidge read aloud what the manager had written down on his

principal's instructions.
"DrawerÑHelen Lester," he read. "BankÑLondon & Universal: Pall

Mall Branch." He looked up at the two partners. "I suppose you gentle-
men don't know who this Mrs. or Miss Helen Lester is?" he inquired.

"NoÑnot at all," answered Mr. Mullineau. "Nor does Linthwaite. I
thought Mr. Hollis might have told him something about that special
purpose. ButÑhe told him nothing."

"You'll have to go to the London & Universal people," observed Mr.
Vanderkiste. "They, of course, will know all about this customer."

Mullineau looked inquiringly at his partner.
"Don't you think thatÑas there are almost certain to be some complic-

ations about this matterÑLinthwaite had better go with Detective Star-
midge?" he suggested. "The situation, as regards the ten thousand
pounds, is a somewhat curious one. This Miss or Mrs. Lester will want to
recover it. Now, according to what Mr. Starmidge tells us, no body, so
far as he's aware, is in possessionof any facts, papers, letters, anything,
relating to it. I think there should be some consultation between
ourselves and this other bank which is concerned."

"Excellent suggestion!" agreed Mr. Vanderkiste. "Let him goÑby all
means."

Half an hour later, Starmidge found himself closeted with another lot
of bankers. But thesewere younger men, who were quicker to grasp situ-
ations and comprehend points, and they quickly understood what the
detective was after: moreover, they were already well posted up in those
details of the Scarnham mystery which had already appeared in the
newspapers.

"What you want," said one of them, a young and energetic man, ad-
dressing Starmidge at the end of their preliminary conversation, "is to
find out for what purpose Mrs. Lester gave Mr. Frederick Hollis ten
thousand pounds?"

"Precisely," replied Starmidge. "It will go far towards clearing up a
good many things."

"I have no doubt Mrs. Lester will tell you readily enough," said the
banker. "In fact, as things are, I should say she'll only be too glad to give
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you any information you want. That ten thousand pounds being in
Messrs. Vanderkiste's hands, in Hollis's name, and Hollis being dead,
there will be botherÑnot serious, of course, but still formal both-
erÑabout recovering it. Very wellÑMrs. Lester, who, I may tell you, is a
wealthy customer of ours, lives in the country as a rule, and I happen to
know she'sthere now. I'll write down her address.Tell her, by all means,
that you have been to see us on the matter."

Starmidge left Mr. Linthwaite talking with the London & Universal
people; he himself, now that he had got the desired information, had no
more to say. Outside the bank he opened the slip of paper which had just
been handed to him, and saw that another journey lay before him. Mrs.
Lester lived at Lowdale Court, near Chesham.
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Chapter21
ABOUT CENT PER CENT.

Starmidge, lingering a moment on the steps of the bank to consider
whether he would go straight to Chesham or repair to headquarters for a
consultation with his superior, was suddenly joined by the manager who
had just given him his information.

"You are going down to Lowdale Court?" asked the manager.
"During the morningÑyes," answered Starmidge.
"If it will be any help to you," said the manager, "I'll ring up Mrs.

Lester on the telephone, and let her know you're coming. She'srather a
nervous woman and it will pave the way for you if I give you a sort of
introduction. BesidesÑ" here he paused, and looked at the detective
with an inquiring airÑ"don't you think Mrs. Lester had better be
warnedÑat onceÑnot to speak of this matter until she's seen you?"

"You think she may be approached?" asked Starmidge.
The manager wagged his head and smiled knowingly.
"I think there's something so very queer about this affair that Mrs.

Lester ought to be seen at once," he said.
"Sheshall be!" answered Starmidge. "Tell her I'll be down there within

two hoursÑI'll motor there. Thank you for your suggestion. Now I'll just
run to headquarters and then be straight off."

He hailed a passing taxi-cab and drove to New Scotland Yard, where
he was presently closeted with a high personage in deep and serious
consultation, the result of which was that by twelve o'clock, Starmidge
and a fellow-officer, one Easleby,in whom he had great confidence, were
spinning away towards the beech-clad hills of Buckinghamshire, and
discussing the features and probabilities of the queer business which
took them there. Before two, they were in the pleasant valley which lies
between Chenies and Chesham and pulling up at the door of a fine old
Jacobeanhouse, which, set in the midst of delightful lawns and gardens,
looked down on the windings of the river Chess.And practical as both
men were, and well experienced in their profession, it struck both as
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strange that they should come to such a quiet and innocent-looking place
to seek some explanation of a mystery which had surely some connec-
tion with crime.

The two detectives were immediately shown into a morning room in
which sat a little, middle-aged lady in a widow's cap and weeds, who
looked at her visitors half-timidly, half-welcomingly. She sat by a small
table on which lay a heap of newspapers, and Starmidge's sharp eyes
saw at once that she had been reading the published details of the
Scarnham affair.

"You have no doubt been informed by your bankers that we were
coming, ma'am?" began Starmidge, when he and Easleby had seated
themselves near Mrs. Lester. "The manager there was good enough to
say he'd telephone you."

Mrs. Lester, who had been curiously inspecting her callers and ap-
peared somewhat relieved to find that they were quite ordinary-looking
beings, entirely unlike her own preconceived notions of detectives,
bowed her head.

"Yes,"sheanswered, "my bankers telephoned that an officer from Scot-
land Yard would call on me this morning, and that I was to speak freely
to him, and in confidence, butÑI really don't quite know what it is that
I'm to talk to you about, though I suppose I can guess."

"This, ma'am," answered Starmidge, bending towards the pile of news-
papers and tapping a staring head-line with his finger. "I seeyou've been
reading it up. I have been in charge of this affair since Monday last, and I
cameup to town last night about itÑspecially. You will have read in this
morning's paper that the body of Mr. Frederick Hollis was found at
Scarnham yesterday?"

"Yes," said Mrs. Lester, with a sigh. "I have read of that. Of course, I
knew Mr. HollisÑhe was an old friend of my husband. I saw him last
week. ButÑwhat took Mr. Hollis down to Scarnham?I have been in the
habit of seeingMr. Hollis constantlyÑregularlyÑand I never even heard
him mention Scarnham, nor any person living at Scarnham. There are
many persons mentioned in these newspaper accounts," continued Mrs.
Lester, "in connection with this affair whose names I never heard be-
foreÑyet they are mentioned as if Mr. Hollis had something to do with
them. Why did he go there?"

"That, ma'am, is precisely what we want to find out from you!" replied
Starmidge, with a side glance at his fellow-detective. "It's just what we've
come for!"
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He was watching Mrs. Lester very closely ashe spoke, and he saw that
up to that moment she had certainly no explanation in her own mind as
to the reason of this police visit.

"But what can I tell you?" she exclaimed. "As I have said, I don't know
why Frederick Hollis went to Scarnham! He never mentioned Scarnham
to me when he was here last week."

"Let me tell you something that is not in the papersÑyetÑma'am,"
said Starmidge. "I think it will explain matters to you. When we ex-
amined Mr. Hollis's effects at Scarnham, yesterday morning, after the
finding of his body, we found in his letter-casea chequefor ten thousand
poundsÑÑ"

Starmidge stopped suddenly. Mrs. Lester had started, and her pale
face had grown paler. Her eyes dilated as she looked at the two men.

"A cheque!" she exclaimed. "ForÑten thousand pounds. OnÑhim?
AndÑwhose cheque?"

"It was a curious cheque,ma'am," replied Starmidge. "It was drawn on
Mr. Hollis's bankers, Vanderkiste, Mullineau & Company, of Lombard
Street. It was dated. It was filled in for ten thousand poundsÑin words
and in figures. But it was not signedÑand it was not made out to any
body. No name of payee, you understand, ma'am, no name of payer.
ButÑit is very evident Mr. Hollis made out that cheque intending to pay
it toÑsomebody. What we want to know isÑwho isÑor was, that some-
body? I came up to town to try to find that out! I went to Mr. Hollis's
bankers this morning. They told me that last week Mr. Hollis paid into
his account there a cheque for ten thousand pounds, drawn by Helen
Lester, and told their manager that he should be drawing a cheque for
his own against it in a day or two. I then went to your bank, ma'am, saw
your bankers, and got your address. Now, Mrs. Lester, there's no doubt
whatever that the cheque which we found on Mr. Hollis is the cheque he
spoke of to Vanderkiste's manager. And we want you, if you please, to
tell us two things: For what purpose did you give Mr. Hollis ten thou-
sand pounds?ÑTo whom was he to pay it? Tell us, ma'amÑand we shall
have gone a long way to clearing this affair! AndÑit's more serious than
you'd think."

Mrs. Lester, who had listened to Starmidge with absorbed and almost
frightened attention, looked anxiously at both men before she replied to
the detective's direct inquiry.

"You will respect my confidence, of course?" she asked at last.
"Whatever I say to you will be in strict confidence?"
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"Whatever you tell us, Mrs. Lester," answered Starmidge, "we shall
have to report to our superiors at the Criminal Investigation Department.
You may rely on their discretionÑfully. But if there is any secret in this,
ma'am, it will all have to come out, now that it's an affair of police invest-
igation. Far better tell us here and now!"

"There'll be no publication of anything without Mrs. Lester's know-
ledge and consent," remarked Easleby,who guessedat the reason of the
lady's diffidence. "This is a private matter, so far. All that she can tell us
will be for police informationÑonly."

"I shall have to mention the affairs ofÑsome other person," said Mrs.
Lester. "ButÑI suppose it's absolutely necessary?Now that you know
what you do, for instance, I suppose I could be made to give evidence,
eh!"

"I'm afraid you're quite right, ma'am," admitted Starmidge. "The mys-
tery of Mr. Hollis's death will certainly have to be cleared up. Now that
this cheque affair is out, you could be called as a witness at the inquest.
Better tell us, ma'amÑand leave things to us."

Mrs. Lester, after a moment's reflection, looked steadily at her visitors.
"Very well!" she answered, "I suppose I had better. Indeed, I have been
feeling, ever since my bankers rang me up this morning, that I should
have to tell youÑthough I still can't seehow anything that I can tell you
has to doÑthat is, preciselyÑwith Mr. Hollis's visit to Scarnham.YetÑit
mayÑperhaps must have. The fact is, I recently called in Mr. Hollis, as
an old friend, to give me some advice. I must tell you that my husband
died last yearÑnow about eight months ago. We have an only sonÑwho
is an officer in the Army."

"You had better give us his nameÑand regiment, ma'am," suggested
Starmidge.

Mrs. Lester hesitated a little.
"Very well," she said at last. "He is Lieutenant Guy Lester, of the 55th

Lancers. Stationed where? At present at Maychester. Now I have got to
tell you what is both painful and unpleasant for me to tell. My husband,
though a very kind father, was a very strict one. When our son went into
the Army, his father made him a certain yearly allowance which he him-
self considered a very handsome one. But my husband," continued Mrs.
Lester, with a faint smile, "had been engaged in commercial pursuits all
his life, until a year or two before his death, and he did not know that the
expenses,and theÑwell, the style of living in a crack cavalry regiment
areÑwhat they are. More than once Guy asked his father to increasehis
allowanceÑconsiderably. His father always refusedÑhe was a strict
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and, in some ways, a very hard man about money. And soÑmy son had
recourse to a money-lender."

Starmidge, who was sitting close by his fellow-detective, pressed his
elbow against Easleby's sleeveÑat last they were getting at something.

"Just so, ma'am," he said encouragingly. "Nothing remarkable in all
this so farÑquite an everyday matter, I assure you! Nothing for you to
distress yourself about, eitherÑall that can be kept quiet."

"Well," continued Mrs. Lester, "my son borrowed money from a
money-lender in London, expecting, of course, to pay it back on his
father's death. I must tell you that my husband married very late in
lifeÑhe was quite thirty years my senior. No doubt this money-lender
acquainted himself with Mr. Lester's ageÑand state of health."

"He would, ma'am, he would!" agreed Starmidge.
"He'd take particular good care of that, ma'am," added Easleby. "They

always doÑin such cases."
"Yes," said Mrs. Lester, "but, you see,when my husband died, he did

not leave Guy anything at all! He left everything to me. So Guy had
nothing to pay the money-lender with. Then, of course, the money-
lender began to press him, and in the end Guy was obliged to come and
tell me all about it. That was only a few weeks ago. And it was very bad
news, becausethe man claimed muchÑvery muchÑmore money than
he had ever advanced. His demands were outrageous!"

Starmidge gave Mrs. Lester a keen glance, and realized an idea of her
innocence in financial matters.

"Ah!" he observed, "they are very grasping, ma'am, some of these
money-lenders! How much was this particular one asking of your son,
now?"

"He demanded between fourteen and fifteen thousand pounds,"
replied Mrs. Lester. "An abominable demand!Ñfor my son assured me
that at the very outside he had not had more than seven or eight
thousand."

"AndÑwhat happened, ma'am?" inquired Starmidge sympathetically.
"The man pestered you, of course!"

"Guy made him one or two offers," answered Mrs. Lester. "Of course I
would have made them goodÑto get rid of the affair. It was no useÑhe
had papers and things signed by GuyÑwho had borrowed all the
money since he came of ageÑand he refused to abate a penny. The last
time that Guy called on him, he told him flatly that he would have his
fifteen thousand to the last shilling. It was, of course, extortion!"
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