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Sum m er L ig h tn in g
I t  was M r  R icardo’s hab it as soon as the second week o f 
August came round to travel to  A ix-les-Bains, in  Savoy, 
where fo r  five o r six weeks he lived  pleasantly. He pretended 
to take the waters in  the m om ing , he went fo r a ride in  his 
m otor-car in  the aftem oon, he dined at the Cercie in  the 
evening, and spent an hour o r tw o afterwards in  the baccarat- 
rooms at the V illa  des Fleurs. A n  enviable, smooth life  w ith - 
out a doubt, and i t  is certain tha t his acquaintances envied 
him . A t the same tim e, however, they laughed at h im , and 
alas w ith  some ju s tice ; fo r he was an exaggerated person. He 
Was to  be construed in  the comparative. E veryth ing  in  his life  
Was a tr if le  overdone, from  the fastidious arrangement o f his 
neckties to  the fem inine nicety o f his l it t le  dinner-parties. In  
age M r  Ricardo was approaching the f if t ie s ; in  condition he 
Was a w idow er— a State greatly to his lik in g , fo r he avoided at 
once the irksomeness o f marriage and the reproaches ju s tly  
levelled at the bachelor; fina lly , he was rich , having amassed 
a fo rtunę in  M in c in g  Lane, w h ich  he had invested in  p ro fit-  
able securities.

T e n  years o f ease, however, had not altogether obliterated 
in h im  the business look. T hough  he lounged from  January to 
December, he lounged w ith  the a ir o f a financier taking a 
holiday; and when he visited, as he freąuen tly  d id , the studio 
of a painter, a stranger w ould have hesitated to  decide whether 
he had been draw n th ith e r by a love o f a rt or by the possi- 
b ility  o f an investment. H is  ‘acąuaintances’ have been m en- 
honed, and the w ord is suitable. For w h ile  he m ing led in  
many circles he stood a loof from  all. He affected the company 
of artists, by w hom  he was regarded as one am bitious to
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become a connoisseur; and amongst the younger business 
men, who had never dealt w ith  h im , he earned the disrespect 
reserved fo r the d ile ttante. I f  he had a grie f, i t  was that he had 
discovered no great man who in  re tu rn  fo r practical favours 
w ouid  engrave his m em ory in  brass. He was a Maecenas 
w ith o u t a Horace, an Earl o f Southam pton w ithou t a Shake- 
speare. In  a w ord, A ix-les-Bains in  the season was the very 
place fo r h im ; and never fo r a m om ent d id  i t  occur to  h im  
tha t he was here to  be d ipped in  agitations, and hurried  from  
excitem ent to excitement. T he  beauty o f the lit t le  tow n, the 
crow d o f well-dressed.and agreeable people, the rose-coloured 
life  o f the place, all made the ir appeal to  h im . B u t i t  was the 
V illa  des Fleurs w hich brough t h im  to A ix . N o t tha t he played 
fo r anyth ing more than an occasional lou is ; nor, on the other 
hand, was he m erely a cold looker-on. He had a bank-note 
or tw o in  his pocket on rnost evenings at the service o f the 
v ic tim s o f the tables. But the pleasure to  his curious and 
d ile ttante  m ind  lay in  the spectacle o f the battle w hich was 
waged n igh t after n ig h t between raw naturę and good 
manners. I t  was extraord inary to  h im  how constantly man- 
ners prevailed. There  were, however, exceptions.

F o r instance. O n the firs t evening o f th is  particu la r v is it he 
found the rooms hot, and sauntered out in to  the lit t le  semi- 
c ircu la r garden at the back. He sat there fo r h a lf an hour 
under a flawless sky o f stars w atching the people come and go 
in  the lig h t o f the e lectric lamps, and appreciating the gowns 
and jewels o f the women w ith  the eye o f a connoisseur; and 
then in to  th is  s ta rlit qu ie t there came suddenly a flash o f v iv id  
life . A  g ir l in  a soft, c ling ing  frock o f w h ite  satin darted sw iftly  
from  the rooms and flung  herself nervously upon a bench. 
She could not, to  R icardo’s th ink ing , be more than tw enty 
years o f age. She was certa in ly  qu ite  young. T h e  supple 
slenderness o f her figurę proved it, and he had moreover 
caught a glim pse, as she rushed out, o f a fresh and very p re tty  
face; b u t he had lost s ight o f i t  now. F o r the g ir l wore a b ig 
black satin hat w ith  a broad b rim , from  w hich a couple o f 
w hite  ostrich feathers curved over at the back, and in  the



shadow o f tha t hat her face was masked. A li tha t he could see 
was a pa ir o f long diam ond eardrops, w hich sparkled and 
trem bled as she moved her head— and tha t she d id  constantly. 
N ow  she stared m ood ily  at the g ro u n d ; now she flung  herself 
back; then she tw isted nervously to  the righ t, and then a 
mom ent afterwards to  the le ft; and then again she stared in  
fro n t o f her, sw inging a satin s lipper backwards and forwards 
against the pavement w ith  the petulance o f a ch ild . A li  her 
movements were spasmodic; she was on the verge o f hysteria. 
R icardo was expecting her to burst in to  tears, when she 
sprang up and as sw iftly  as she had come she hurried  
back in to  the rooms. ‘ Sum m er lig h tn in g ,’ thought M r  
Ricardo.

Near to h im  a woman sneered, and a man said, p ity in g ly :
‘She was pre tty , tha t lit t le  one. I t  is regrettable tha t she has 
lost.’

A  few m inutes afterwards R icardo fin ished his cigar and 
strolled back in to  the rooms, m aking his way to  the b ig  table 
ju s t on the r ig h t hand o f the entrance, where the play as a 
rule runs high. I t  was d e a rly  runn ing  high to n ig h t. F o r so 
deep a crowd thronged about the table tha t R icardo could 
on ly by standing on tip toe  see the faces o f the players. O f the 
banker he could no t catch a glimpse. B u t though the crowd 
remained, its un its  were constantly changing, and i t  was not % 
long before R icardo found h im se lf standing in  the fro n t rank 
o f the spectators, ju s t beh ind the players seated in  the chairs. 
T he  oval green table was spread ou t beneath h im  litte red  w ith  
bank-notes. R icardo tum ed  his eyes to the le ft, and saw seated 
at the m idd le  o f the table the man who was ho ld ing  the bank. 
R icardo recognised h im  w ith  a start o f surprise. H e was a 
young Englishm an, H a rry  W e th e rm ill, who, after a b r ill ia n t 
career at O xfo rd  and at M u n ich , had so tum ed  his scientific 
genius to  account tha t he had made a fo rtunę  fo r h im se lf at 
the age o f tw en ty-e igh t.

He sat at the table w ith  the ind iffe ren t look o f the habitua l 
p layer upon his cleanly chiselled face. B u t i t  was p la in  tha t 
his good fo rtunę  stayed at his elbow ton igh t, fo r opposite to
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h im  the croupier was arranging w ith  extraord inary deftness 
piles o f bank-notes in  the order o f the ir value. T he  bank was 
w in n in g  heavily. Even as R icardo looked W e the rm ill tum ed 
up ‘a na tu ra l,’ and the croupier swept in  the stakes from  
either side.

'F a iłes  vosjeux, messieurs. Le jeu  e s tfa it? ' the croupier cried, 
a li in  a breath, and repeated the words. W e the rm ill waited 
w ith  his hand upon the wooden frame in  w h ich  the cards 
were stacked. He glanced round the table w h ile  the stakes 
were being la id upon the cloth, and suddenly his face flashed 
fro m  languor in to  interest. A lm ost opposite to  h im  a smali, 
w h ite-g loved hand ho ld ing  a five-lou is note was th rus t fo r- 
w ard between the shoulders o f tw o  men seated at the table. 
W e th e rm ill leaned forw ard and shook his head w ith  a smile. 
W ith  a gesture he refused the stake. B u t he was too late. T he  
fingers o f the hand had opened, the note flu tte red  down on to 
the c lo th , the money was staked.

A t  once he leaned back in  his chair.
‘ I I  y  a une s u itę ' he said qu ie tly . H e re linquished the bank 

rather than play against tha t five-lou is  note. T h e  stakes were 
taken up by th e ir owners.

T h e  croupier began to  count W e th e rm ill’s w innings, and 
R icardo, curious to  know whose smali, delicately gloved hand 
i t  was w h ich  had b rought the game to  so abrup t a te rm ination, 
leaned forw ard. He recognised the young g ir l in  the w h ite  
satin dress and the b ig  black hat whose nerves had got the 
better o f her a few m inutes sińce in  the garden. H e saw her 
now clearly, and though t her o f an entrancing loveliness. She 
was m oderately ta li, fa ir  o f skin, w ith  a fresh co louring  upon 
her cheeks w h ich  she owed to  no th ing  b u t her youth . H er 
ha ir was o f a lig h t b row n w ith  a sheen upon it,  her forehead 
broad, her eyes dark and w onderfu lly  elear. B ut there was 
som ething more than her beauty to  attract h im . He had a 
strong be lie f tha t somewhere, some w h ile  ago, he had already 
seen her. A nd  th is  be lie f grew and haunted h im . H e was s till 
vaguely puzzling his brains to fix  the place when the croupier 
fin ished his reckoning.
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‘There  are tw o  thousand lou is in  the bank,’ he cried. ‘W ho 
w ill take on the bank fo r tw o thousand louis?’

N o one, however, was w illin g . A  fresh bank was p u t up fo r 
sale, and W ethe rm ill, s till s ittin g  in  the dealer’s chair, bought 
it. He spoke at once to  an attendant, and the man slipped 
round the table, and, fo rc ing  his way th rough the crowd, 
carried a message to  the g ir l in  the black hat. She looked 
towards W e the rm ill and sm ile d ; and the sm ile made her face 
a m iracle o f tenderness. T hen  she disappeared, and in  a few 
moments R icardo saw a way open in  the th rong behind the 
banker, and she appeared again on ly a yard or tw o away, ju s t 
behind W ethe rm ill. He tum ed, and taking her hand in to  his, 
shook i t  ch id ing ly .

‘ I  cou ldn ’t  le t you play against me, Celia,’ he said, in  
E ng lish ; ‘m y luck ’s too good ton igh t. So you shall be m y 
partner instead. I ’ l l  p u t in  the capital and we’ l l  share the 
w inn ings.’

T h e  g ir l ’s face flushed rosiły. H er hand s till lay clasped in  
his. She made no e ffo rt to  w ithd raw  it.

‘ I  cou ldn ’t  do tha t,’ she exclaimed.
‘W hy  not? ’ said he. ‘See!’ and loosening her fingers he took 

from  them the five-lou is note and tossed it over to  the croupier 
to be added to  his bank. ‘N ow  you can’t  help yourself. W e’re 
partners.’

T h e  g ir l laughed, and the company at the table sm iled, 
ha lf in  sym pathy, h a lf w ith  amusement. A  chair was brought 
fo r her, and she sat down behind W e th e rm ill, her lips  parted, 
ber face joyous w ith  excitement. B ut all at once W e th e rm ill’s 
luck deserted h im . H e renewed his bank three times, and had 
lost the greater part o f his w inn ings when he had dealt the 
cards through. He took a fo u rth  bank, and rose from  that, too, 
a loser.

‘T h a t’s enough, C elia ,’ he said. ‘ L e t us go out in to  the 
garden; i t  w ill be cooler there.’

‘ I  have taken you r good luck away,’ said the g ir l remorse- 
fu lly . W e the rm ill p u t his arm  th rough  hers.

‘ Y ou ’ 11 have to  take yourse lf away before you can do tha t,’
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he answered, and the couple walked together ou t o f R icardo’s 
hearing.

R icardo was le ft to  wonder about Celia. She was ju s t one 
o f  those problem s w h ich  made A ix-les-Bains so un fa iling ly  
a ttractive to  h im . She dw e lt in  some Street o f Bohem ia; so 
m uch was elear. T h e  frankness o f her pleasure, o f her excite- 
m ent, and even o f her distress proved it. She passed fro m  one 
to  the other w h ile  you could deal a pack o f cards. She was at 
no pains to  wear a mask. M oreover, she was a young g ir l o f 
nineteen o r tw en ty , runn ing  about those rooms alone, as 
unembarrassed as i f  she had been at home. There  was the 
free use, too, o f C hris tian  names. C erta in ly  she dw e lt in  
Bohemia. B u t i t  seemed to  R icardo tha t she could pass in  any 
company and yet no t be over-passed. She w ou ld  look a lit t le  
more picturesque than m ost g irls  o f her age, and she was 
certa in ly  a good deal more soignee than many, and she had the 
F renchw om an’s knack o f p u ttin g  on her clothes. B u t those 
w ou ld  be a ll the differences, leaving ou t the frankness. 
R icardo wondered in  w hat Street o f Bohemia she dw elt. He 
wondered s ti l l  more when he saw her again h a lf an hour 
afterwards at the entrance to  the V illa  des Fleurs. She came 
dow n the long ha ll w ith  H a rry  W e th e rm ill at her side. T he  
couple were w alk ing slow ly, and ta lk ing  as they walked w ith  
so complete an absorption in  each other tha t they were un - 
aware o f th e ir surroundings. A t  the bo ttom  o f the steps a 
stout woman o f fifty -f iv e , over-jewelled, and over-dressed 
and raddled w ith  pa in t, watched th e ir approach w ith  a sm ile 
o f good-hum oured amusement. W hen they came near enough 
to  hear she said in  F re n ch :

‘W e il, Celie, are you ready to go home?’
T h e  g ir l looked up w ith  a start.
‘O f  course, madame,’ she said, w ith  a certain submissiveness 

w h ich  surprised Ricardo. ‘ I-hope I  have not kept you w a iting .’ 
She ran to  the cloak-room , and came back again w ith  her 

cloak.
‘ Goodbye, H a rry ,’ she said, dw e lling  upon his name and 

look ing  ou t upon h im  w ith  soft and sm iling  eyes.

12

i



‘ I  shall see you tom orrow  evening,’ he said, ho ld ing  her 
hand. Again she le t i t  stay w ith in  his keeping, b u t she frowned 
and a sudden gravity  settled like  a c loud  upon her face. She 
tum ed to  the elder woman w ith  a sort o f appeal.

‘N o , I  do not th in k  we shall be here tom orrow , shall we, 
madame?’ she said re luctantly.

‘O f course no t,’ said madame brisk ly . ‘You have not fo r- 
gotten w hat we have planned? N o, we shall not be here 
tom orrow ; b u t the n ig h t after— yes.’

Celia turned back again to  W ethe rm ill.
‘Yes, we have plans fo r tom orrow ,’ she said, w ith  a very 

w is tfu l note o f regret in  her vo ice; and seeing tha t madame 
was already at the door, she bent fo rw ard  and said tim id ly , 
‘B u t the n igh t after I  shall w ant you .’

‘ I  shall thank you fo r w anting  m e,’ W e the rm ill re jo ined; 
and the g ir l tore her hand away and ran up the steps.

H a rry  W e the rm ill re tum ed to the rooms. M r  R icardo d id  
not fo llo w  h im . H e was too busy w ith  the lit t le  problem  w hich  
had been presented to h im  tha t n igh t. W hat could tha t g ir l, 
he asked h im self, have in  comm on w ith  the raddled woman 
she addressed so respectfully? Indeed, there had been a note 
o f more than respect in  her voice. T here  had been something 
o f affection. Again  M r  R icardo found h im se lf w ondering in  
what Street in  Bohemia Celia dw e lt— and as he walked up to 
the hote l there came yet other ąuestions to  amuse h im .

‘W h y ,’ he asked, ‘could ne ither Celia nor madame come to 
the V illa  des Fleurs tom orrow  night? W ha t are the plans they 
have made ? A nd  what was it  in  those plans w hich had b rought 
the sudden gravity  and reluctance in to  Celia’s face?’

R icardo had reason to  rem ember those ąuestions du ring  
the next few days, though he on ly  id led  w ith  them  now.
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A  C ry fo r H e lp
I t  was on a M onday evening tha t R icardo saw H a rry  
W ethe rm ill and the g ir l Celia together. O n the Tuesday he saw 
W e the rm ill in  the rooms alone and had some ta lk w ith  h im .

W e th e rm ill was not p laying tha t n igh t, and about ten 
o’clock the tw o  men le ft the V illa  des Fleure together.

‘W h ich  way do you go?’ asked W etherm ill.
‘U p  the h il l  to  the H o te l M ajestic,’ said Ricardo.
‘W e go together, then. I ,  too, am staying there,’ said the 

young man, and they clim bed the steep streets together. 
R icardo was dying to p u t some questions about W etherm iH ’s 
young friend  o f the n igh t before, b u t d iscretion kept h im  
re luctan tly  silent. T h e y  chatted fo r a few moments in  the hall 
upon ind iffe ren t topics and so separated fo r the n igh t. M r  
R icardo, however, was to  leam  som ething m ore o f Celia the 
next m o m in g ; fo r w h ile  he was fix ing  his tie  before the 
m irro r W e the rm ill burst in to  his dressing-room . M r  R icardo 
fo rgo t his curios ity  in  the surge o f his ind ignation. Such an 
invasion was an unprecedented outrage upon the gentle tenor 
o f his life . T he  business o f the m om ing  to ile tte  was sacred. 
T o  in te rru p t i t  carried a subtle suggestion o f anarchy. W here 
was his valet? W here was Charles, who should have guarded 
the door like  the custodian o f a chapel?

‘ I  cannot speak to  you fo r at least another h a lf-hou r,’ said 
M r  R icardo, s tem ly.

B u t H a rry  W e the rm ill was ou t o f breath and shaking w ith  
agitation.

‘ I  can’t  w a it,’ he cried, w ith  a passionate appeal. ‘ I  have got 
to  see you. Y ou  m ust help me, M r  R icardo— you must, 
indeed!’

2
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Ricardo spun round  upon his heel. A t  f irs t he had thought 
tha t the help wanted was the help usually wanted at A ix-les- 
Bains. A  glance at W etherm iU ’s face, however, and the ring ing  
note o f anguish in  his voice, to ld  h im  tha t the thought was 
wrong. M r  R icardo slipped ou t o f his affectations as ou t o f a 
loose coat. ‘W hat has happened?’ he asked ąu ie tly.

‘Som ething te rrib le .’. W ith  shaking fingers W ethe rm ill held 
out a newspaper. ‘Read i t , ’ he said.

I t  was a special ed ition  o f a local newspaper, Le Jou rna l de 
Savoie, and i t  bore the date o f tha t m om ing .

‘T hey are cry ing  i t  in  the streets,’ said W ethe rm ill. ‘Read!’
A  short paragraph was p rin ted  in  large black letters on the 

firs t page, and leaped to  the eyes.
‘Late  last n ig h t,’ i t  ran, ‘an appalling m urder was com- 

m itted  at the V illa  Rose, on the road to  Lac Bourget. M m e  
Cam ille  D auvray, an e lderly, rich  wom an who was w ell 
know n at A ix , and had occupied the v illa  every sum m er fo r 
the last few years, was discovered on the floor o f her salon, 
fu lly  dressed and b ru ta lly  strangled, w h ile  upstairs, her maid, 
Helene Vauquier, was found in  bed, ch loroform ed, w ith  her 
hands tie d  securely beh ind her back. A t  the tim e  o f going to 
press she had not recovered consciousness, b u t the doctor, 
E m ile  Peytin, is in  attendance upon her, and i t  is hoped that 
she w il l  be able shortly  to  th ro w  some lig h t on th is  dastardly 
affair. T he  police are properly  re ticent as to  the details o f the 
crime, b u t the fo llow ing  statement may be accepted w ith o u t 
hesita tion:

‘T h e  m urde r was discovered at twelve o’clock at n igh t by 
the sergent-de-ville  Perrichet, to  whose intelligence more 
than a w ord  o f praise is due, and i t  is obvious fro m  the 
absence o f a ll marks upon the door and w indow s tha t the 
m urderer was adm itted from  w ith in  the v illa . M eanw hile  
M m e D auvray’s m otor-car has disappeared, and w ith  i t  a 
young Englishwom an who came to A ix  w ith  her as her com - 
panion. T he  m otive  o f the crim e leaps to  the eyes. M m e 
D auvray was famous in  A ix  fo r her jewels, w h ich  she wore 
w ith  too lit t le  prudence. T he  cond ition  o f the house shows
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tha t a careful search was made fo r them , and they have dis- 
appeared. I t  is anticipated tha t a description o f the young 
Englishwom an, w ith  a reward fo r her apprehension, w ill be 
i9sued im m ediate ly. A n d  i t  is no t too m uch to  hope tha t the 
citizens o f A ix , and indeed o f France, w il l  be cleared o f all 
pa rtic ipa tion  in  so cruel and sinister a crim e.’

R icardo read through the paragraph w ith  a grow ing con- 
sternation, and la id  the paper upon his dressing-table.

‘ I t  is in fam ous,’ cried W e the rm ill passionately.
‘T he  young Englishwom an is, I  suppose, you r fr iend  M iss 

Celia?’ said R icardo slowly.
W e the rm ill started forward.
‘You know  her, then?’ he cried in  amazement.
‘N o ; b u t I  saw her w ith  you in  the rooms. I  heard you cali 

her by tha t name.’
‘Y ou saw us together?’ exclaimed W ethe rm ill. ‘T hen  you 

can understand how infamous the suggestion is.’
B u t R icardo had seen the g ir l h a lf an hou r before he had 

seen her w ith  H a rry  W ethe rm ill. He could not b u t v iv id ly  
remember the p icture  o f her as she flung  herself on to  the 
bench in  the garden in  a m om ent o f hysteria, and petu lan tly  
k icked a satin s lipper backwards and forwards against the 
Stones. She was young, she was p re tty , she had a charm  o f 
freshness, bu t— but— strive against i t  aS he w ould , th is  p ic 
tu re  in  the recollection began more and more to  wear a 
sin ister aspect. He remembered some words spoken by a 
stranger. ‘She is p re tty , tha t lit t le  one. I t  is regrettable tha t 
she has los t.’

M r  R icardo arranged his tie  w ith  even a greater de li- 
beration than he usually employed.

‘A nd  M m e D auvray?’ he asked. ‘ She was the stou t woman 
w ith  w hom  you r young fr iend  w ent away?’ "

‘Yes,’ said W e the rm ill.
R icardo tu rned round from  the m irro r.
‘W hat do you w ant me to  do?’
‘Hanaud is at A ix . He is the cleverest o f the French 

detectives. Y ou know  h im . H e dined w ith  you once.’
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I t  was M r  R icardo’s practice to  collect cełebrities round his 
d inner-table, and at one such gathering Hanaud and W ether
m ill had been present together.

‘Y ou w ish me to  approach h im ?’ ,
‘A t once.’
‘ I t  is a delicate position,’ said Ricardo. ‘Here is a man in  

charge o f a case o f m urder, and we are ąu ie tly  to  go to  h im — ’ 
T o  his re lie f W e the rm ill in te rrup ted  h im .
‘N o, no,’ he cried ; ‘he is not in  charge o f the case. H e is on 

his holiday. I  read o f his a rriva l tw o  days ago in  the news
paper. I t  was stated tha t he came fo r rest. W hat I  want is tha t 
he should take charge o f the case.’

T h e  superb confidence o f W e the rm ill shook M r  R icardo fo r 
a m om ent, b u t his recollections were too elear.

‘You are going ou t o f you r way to  launch the acutest o f 
F rench detectives in  search o f  th is  g ir l. A re  you wise, 
W ethe rm ill? ’

W e the rm ill sprang up from  his chair in  desperation.
‘You, too, th in k  her g u ilty ! You have seen her. You th in k  

her g u ilty — like th is  detestable newspaper, like  the police.’ 
‘L ike  the police?’ asked Ricardo sharply.
‘Yes,’ said H a rry  W ethe rm ill sullen ly. ‘As soon as I  saw 

that rag I  ran down to  the v illa . T h e  police are in  possession. 
T hey w ou ld  not le t me in to  the garden. B u t I  talked w ith  one 
o f them . T hey, too, th in k  tha t she let in  the m urderers.’ 

R icardo took a tu rn  across the room. T hen  he came to  a 
stop in  fro n t o f W e the rm ill.

‘ L is ten  to  me,’ he said solemnly. ‘ I  saw th is  g ir l h a lf an 
hour before I  saw you. She rushed ou t in to  the garden. She 
flung herself on to  a bench. She could not s it s till. She was 
hysterical. You know w hat that means. She had been losing. 
T h a t’s p o in t num ber one.’

M r  R icardo ticked i t  o ff upon his finger.
‘She ran back in to  the rooms. Y ou asked her to  share the 

w inn ings o f your bank. She consented eagerly. A n d  you lost. 
T h a t’s p o in t num ber tw o. A  lit t le  later, as she was going 
away, you asked her whether she w ou ld  be in  the rooms the
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next n ig h t— yesterday n igh t— the n igh t when the m urde r was 
com m itted. H e r face clouded over. She hesitated. She became 
m ore than grave. T here  was a d is tinc t impression as though 
she shrank fro m  the contem plation o f w hat i t  was proposed 
she should do on the next n igh t. A n d  then she answered you, 
“ N o, we have other plans.”  T h a t’s num ber three.’ A nd  M r  
R icardo ticked o ff his th ird  po in t.

‘N o w ,’ he asked, ‘do you s till ask me to launch Hanaud 
upon the case?’

‘Yes, and at once,’ cried W e the rm ill.
R icardo called fo r his hat and his stick.
‘Y ou know  where Hanaud is staying?’ he asked.
‘Yes,’ replied W e the rm ill, and he led R icardo to an un - 

pretentious lit t le  hote l in  the centre o f the tow n. R icardo sent 
in  his name, and the tw o v is itors were im m ediate ly shown 
in to  a smali s itting -room , where M . Hanaud was enjoying his 
m om ing  chocolate. H e was stout and broad-shouldered, w ith  
a fu l i  and almost heavy face. In  his m om ing  su it at his 
breakfast-table he looked like  a prosperous comedian.

He came fo rw ard  w ith  a sm ile o f welcome, extending both 
his hands to  M r  R icardo.

‘A h , m y good fr ie n d ,’ he said, ‘ i t  is pleasant to see you. 
A nd  M r  W e th e rm ill,’ he exclaimed, ho ld ing  a hand out to 
the young inventor.

‘Y ou  rem em ber me, then?’ said W e th e rm ill g ladly.
‘ I t  is m y profession to  remember people,’ said Hanaud, 

w ith  a laugh. ‘Y ou were at the amusing d inner-pa rty  o f M . 
R icardo ’s in  G rosvenor Sąuare.’

‘M ons ieu r,’ said W e th e rm ill, ' I  have come to ask your 
he lp .’

T he  note o f appeal in  his voice was loud. M . Hanaud drew 
up a chair by  the w indow  and m otioned to W e the rm ill to  
take it.  H e  po inted to  another, w ith  a bow o f inv ita tion  to 
M r  R icardo.

‘ L e t me hear,’ he said gravely.
‘ I t  is the m urde r o f M m e D auvray,’ said W ethe rm ill.
H anaud started.
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‘A nd  in  what way, m onsieur,’ he saked, ‘are you interested 
in  the m urder o f M m e  Dauvray?’

‘H e r com panion,’ said W ethe rm ill, ‘the young English 
g ir l— she is a great fr iend  o f m ine.’

Hanaud’s face grew stern. T hen  came a sparkle o f anger in  
his eyes.

‘A nd  what do you w ish me to do, monsieur?’ he asked 
cold ly.

‘You are upon your holiday, M . Hanaud. I  w ish you—  no, 
I  im p lore  you,’ W e the rm ill cried, his voice ring ing  w ith  
passion, ‘to  take up th is case, to discover the tru th , to  find  out 
what has become o f C elia.’

H anaud leaned back in  his chair w ith  his hands upon the 
arms. H e d id  not take his eyes from  H arry  W ethe rm ill, bu t 
the anger died out o f them .

‘M ons ieu r,’ he said, ‘ I  do not know  what your procedurę 
is in  England. But in  France a detective does not take up a 
case o r leave it  alone according to his pleasure. W e are only 
servants. T h is  affa ir is in  the hands o f M . F leurio t, the Juge 
dT ns truc tion  o f A ix .’

‘ But i f  you offered h im  your help it  w ould be welcomed,’ 
cried W ethe rm ill. ‘A n d  to me tha t w ou ld  mean so much. 
T here  w ould no bungling. There  w ould  be no waste o f time. 
O f tha t one w ould  be sure.’

Hanaud shook his head gently. H is  eyes were softened now 
by a look o f p ity . Suddenly he stretched out a forefinger.

‘You have, perhaps, a photograph o f the young lady in  that 
card-case in  your breast-pocket.’

W e the rm ill flushed red, and, draw ing out the card-case, 
handed the p o rtra it to Hanaud. Hanaud looked at i t  carefully 
fo r a few moments.

‘ I t  was taken lately, here?’ he asked. ,
‘Yes; fo r me,’ replied W e th e rm ill ąu ie tly .
‘A nd  i t  is a good likenessr’
‘V e rv .’
‘ H ow  long have you known th is  M ile  Celie?’ he asked. 
W ethe rm ill looked at Hanaud w ith  a certa in defiance.



‘ Fo r a fo rtn ig h t.’
Hanaud raised his eyebrows.
‘Y ou met her here?’
‘Yes.’
‘ In  the rooms, I  suppose? N o t at the house o f one o f your 

friends?’
‘T h a t is so,’ said W ethe rm ill qu ie tly. ‘A  friend o f m ine who 

had m et her in  Paris in troduced me to her at m y reąuest.’ 
Hanaud handed back the p o rtra it and drew forward his 

chair nearer to  W etherm ill. H is  face had grown friend ly . He 
spoke w ith  a tone o f respect.

‘M onsieur, I  know something o f you. O ur friend, M . 
Ricardo, to ld  me your h is to ry ; I  asked h im  fo r i t  when I  saw 
you at his dinner. You are o f those about whom  one does ask 
ąuestions, and I  know tha t you are not a rom antic boy, bu t 
who shall say that he is safe from  the appeal o f beauty ? I  have 
seen women, monsieur, fo r whose p u rity  o f soul I  w ould 
m yself have stood security, condemned fo r com plic ity  in  
bru ta l crimes on evidence that could not be gainsaid; and I 
have known them  tu rn  foul-m outhed, and hideous to  look 
upon, the m om ent after the ir ju s t sentence has been p ro- 
nounced.’

‘ No; doubt, monsieur,’ said W etherm ill, w ith  perfect 
ąuietude. ‘ But Celia H arland is not one o f those women.’

‘ I  do not now say tha t she is,’ said Hanaud. ‘But the Juge 
dT nstruction  here has already sent to  me to ask fo r my 
assistance, and I  refused. I  replied tha t I  was ju s t a good 
bourgeois enjoying his holiday. S till i t  is d ifficu lt ąu ite to 
forget one’s profession. I t  was the  Commissaire o f Police 
who came to me, and natura lly I  talked w ith  h im  fo r a lit t le  
w hile. The case is dark, monsieur, I  warn you.’

‘H ow  dark?’ asked H a rry  W etherm ill.
‘ I  w il l te ll you,’ said Hanaud, draw ing his chair s till closer 

to the young man. ‘ Understand th is in  the firs t place. There 
was an accomplice w ith in  the villa . Someone let the murderers 
in . There is no sign o f an entrance being fo rced; no lock was 
picked, there is no m ark o f a thum b on any panel, no sign o f a

20



bolt being forced. There was an accomplice w ith in  the house. 
We start from  tha t.’

W etherm ill nodded his head sullenly. R icardo drew his 
chair up towards the others. B u t Hanaud was not at tha t 
Moment interested in  Ricardo. r

‘W eil, then, le t us see who there are in  M m e D auvray’s 
household. T he  lis t is no t a long one. I t  was M m e D auvray’s 
habit to  take her luncheon and her d inner at the restaurants, 
and her maid was all tha t she reąuired to get ready her “ petit 
dejeuner”  in  the m om ing  and her “ s irop”  at n igh t. L e t us 
take the members o f the household one by one. There is firs t 
the chauffeur, H en ri Servettaz. He was not at the v illa  last 
n>ght. H e ćame back to i t  early th is m om ing .’

‘A h !’ said Ricardo, in  a significant exclamation. W e the rm ill 
d id  not s tir. H e sat s till as a stone, w ith  a face deadly w hite 
and eyes bu rn ing  upon Hanaud’s face.

‘B u t w a it,’ said Hanaud, ho ld ing up a w arning hand to 
Ricardo. ‘Servettaz was in  Chambery, where his parents live. 
He traveiled to  Chambery by the tw o o ’clock tra in  yesterday. 
He was w ith  them  in  the afternoon. He w ent w ith  them  to  a 
cafe in  the evening. M oreover, early th is  m orn ing  the maid, 
Helene Vauquier, was able to speak a few words in  answer to 
a ąuestion. She said Servettaz was in  Chambery. She gave his 
address. A  telephone message was sent to  the police in  that 
town, and Servettaz was found in  bed. I  do not say tha t i t  is 
impossible tha t Servettaz was concerned in  the crime. T h a t 
we shall see. B u t i t  is qu ite  elear, I  th ink , that i t  was not he 
who opened the house to the murderers, fo r he was in 
Chambery in  the evening, and the m urder was already dis- 
covered here by m idn igh t. M oreover— it  is a smali po in t—  
he lives, no t in  the house, b u t over the garage in  a corner o f 
the garden. Then  besides the chauffeur there was a char- 
woman, a woman o f A ix , who came each m orn ing at seven 
and le ft in  the evening at seven or eight. Sometimes she would ' 
stay later i f  the maid was alone in  the house, fo r the m aid is 
nervous. B ut she le ft last n igh t before nine— there is evi- 
dence o f tha t— and the m urder d id  not take place u n til
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afterwards. T h a t is also a fact, no t a conjecture. W e can leave 
the charwoman, who fo r the rest has the best o f characters, 
ou t o f ou r calculations. There remain then, the maid, 
Helene Vauquier, and’— he shrugged his shoulders— ‘M ile  
Celie.’

Hanaud reached out fo r the matches and l i t  a cigarette.
‘ L e t us take firs t the maid, Helene Vauquier. F o rty  years 

o ld, a N orm andy peasant woman— they are not bad people, 
the N orm andy peasants, monsieur— avaricious, no doubt, bu t 
on the whole honest and most respectable. W e know some- 
th in g  o f Helene Vauquier, monsieur. See!’ and he took up a 
sheet o f paper from  the table. T he  paper was folded length- 
wise, w ritte n  upon on ly on the inside. ‘ I  have some details 
here. O u r police system is, I  th ink , a lit t le  more complete than 
yours in  England. Hel&ne Vauquier has served M m e Dauyray 
fo r seven years. She has been the confidential friend  rather 
than the maid. A n d  m ark th is, M . W e th e rm ill! D u rin g  those 
seven years, how many opportunities has she had o f con- 
n iv ing  at last n ig h t’s crime? She was found chloroform ed and 
bound. There is no doubt that she was chloroform ed. U pon 
tha t po in t D r  Peytin is quite, quite certain. He saw her before 
she recovered consciousness. She was v io len tly  sick on 
awakening. She sank again in to  unconsciousness. She is only 
now in  a natura l sleep. Besides those people, there is M ile  
Celie. O f her, monsieur, no th ing is known. You yourself 
know  noth ing o f her. She comes suddenly to A ix  as the com- 
panion o f M m e Dauvray— a young and p re tty  English g irl. 
H ow  d id  she become the companion o f M m e Dauvray?’

W ethe rm ill s tirred  uneasily in  his seat. H is  face flushed. 
T o  M r  R icardo that had been from  the beginning the most 
interesting problem  o f the case. Was he to have the answer 
now?

‘ I  do not know ,’ answered W etherm ill, w ith  some hesi- 
ta tion, and then i t  seemed that he was at once ashamed o f his 
hesitation. H is  accent gathered strength, and in  a Iow bu t 
r ing ing  voice, he added: ‘ B u t I  say this. Y ou have to ld  me, 
M . Hanaud, o f women who looked innocent and were



guilty. B u t you know also o f women and g irls  who can 
live untainted and unspoilt amidst surroundings w hich are 
suspicious.’

Hanaud listened, b u t he neither agreed nor denied. He 
took up a second slip o f paper.

‘ I  shall te ll you something now o f M m e D auvray,’ he said. 
‘W e w ill no t take up her early h istory. I t  m igh t no t be 
edifying and, poor woman, she is dead. L e t us no t go back 
beyond her marriage seventeen years ago to  a wealthy 
manufacturer o f Nancy, whom  she had met in  Paris. 
Seven years ago M . Dauvray died, leaving his w idów  a very 
rich woman. She had a passion fo r jewellery, w hich she was 
now able to g ra tify . She collected jewels. A  famous necklace, 
a w ell-know n stone— she was not, as you say, happy t i l l  she 
got it. She had a fortunę in  precious stones— oh, bu t a large 
fortunę! By the ostentation o f her jewels she paraded her 
wealth here, at M onte  Carlo, in  Paris. Besides that, she was 
kind-hearted and most impressionable. F ina lly , she was, like 
so many o f her class, superstitious to the degree o f fo lly .’

Suddenly M r  R icardo started in  his chair. Superstitious! 
The w ord was a sudden lig h t upon his darkness. N ow  he 
knew what had perplexed h im  during  the last tw o days. 
C learly— too clearly— he remembered where he had seen 
Celia H arland, and when. A  p icture rose before his eyes, and 
i t  seemed to strengthen like  a film  in  a developing-dish as 
Hanaud continued:

W ery w e ll! take M m e D auvray as we find  her— rich , 
ostentatious, easily taken by a new face, generous, and foo l- 
ishly superstitious— and you have in  her a liv in g  provocation 
to every rogue. By a hundred instances she proclaimed herself 
a dupe. She threw  down a challenge to every c rim ina l to  
come and rob her. For seven years Helene Vauquier stands 
at her elbow and protects her from  serious trouble. Suddenly 
there is added to her— your young friend, and she is robbed 
and murdered. A nd , fo llow  this, M . W etherm ill, ou r thieves 
are, I  th in k , more bru ta l to the ir v ic tim s than is the case 
w ith  you.’
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W ethe rm ill shut his eyes in  a spasm o f pain and the pallor 
o f his face increased.

‘Suppose tha t Celia were one o f the victim s?’ he cried in  a 
stifled voice.

Hanaud glanced at h im  w ith  a look o f commiseration.
‘T h a t perhaps we shall see,’ he said. ‘B u t what I  meant was 

th is. A  stranger like M ile  Celie m ight be the accomplice in 
such a crim e as the crim e o f the V illa  Rose, meaning only 
robbery. A  stranger m igh t on ly have discovered too late that 
m urder w ould  be added to the th e ft.’

M eanwhile, in  strong, elear colours, R icardo’s p icture  
stood out before his eyes. H e was startled by hearing W ether
m ill  say, in  a firm  voice:

‘M y  fr iend  R icardo has something to add to what you have 
said.’

‘ I ! ’ exclaimed Ricardo. H ow  in  the w orld  could W ether
m ill know  o f that elear p ic tu re  in  his m ind?

‘Yes. You saw Celia H arland on the evening before the 
m urde r.’

R icardo stared at his friend. I t  seemed to h im  tha t H a rry  
W ethe rm ill had gone out o f his m ind. Here he was corro- 
borating the suspicions o f the police by facts— damning and 
incontrovertib le  facts.

‘O n the n igh t before the m urder,’ continued W ethe rm ill 
ąu ie tly . ‘Celia H arland lost money at the baccarat-table. 
R icardo saw her in  the garden behind the rooms, and she was 
hysterical. La te r on that same n igh t he saw her again w ith  me, 
and he heard w hat she said. I  asked her to come to the rooms 
on the next evening— yesterday, the n igh t o f the crim e— and 
her face changed, and she said, “ N o, we have other plans fo r 
tom orrow . B u t the n igh t after I  shall want you.”  ’

Hanaud sprang up from  his chair.
‘A nd  you  te ll me these tw o th in g s !’ he cried.
‘Yes,’ said W ethe rm ill. ‘You were k ind  enough to say to me 

I  was not a rom antic boy. I  am not. I  can face facts.’
Hanaud stared at his companion fo r a few moments. Then, 

w ith  a remarkable a ir o f consideration, he bowed.

24



‘You have won, m onsieur,’ he said. ‘ I  w il l take up th is case. 
But,’ and his face grew stern and he brought his fis t down 
upon the table w ith  a bang, ‘I  shall fo llow  i t  to  the end now, 
be the conseąuences b itte r as death to you.’

‘T h a t is what I  w ish, m onsieur,’ said W etherm ill.
Hanaud locked up the slips o f paper in  his letter-case. Then 

be went out o f the room  and returned in  a few minutes.
‘We w ill begin at the beginning,’ he said brisk ly . ‘ I  have 

telephoned to the Depot. Perrichet, the sergent-de-ville who 
discovered the crim e, w ill be here at once. W e w ill walk down 
to the v illa  w ith  h im , and on the way he shall te ll us exactly 
what he discovered and how he discovered it. A t the v illa  we 
shall find  M onsieur F leu rio t, the Juge d ’ Ins truction , who has 
already begun his examination, and the Commissaire o f 
Police. In  company w ith  them  we w ill inspect the v illa . 
Except fo r the removal o f M m e D auvray’s body from  the 
salon to her bedroom and the opening o f the Windows, the 
house remains exactly as i t  was.’

‘W e may come w ith  you?’ cried H a rry  W ethe rm ill eagerly. 
‘Yes, on one condition— that you ask no ąuestions, and 

answer none unless I  p u t them to you. L isten, watch, 
examine— but no in te rrup tions !’

Hanaud’s manner had altogether changed. I t  was now 
authorita tive and alert. He tum ed to Ricardo.

'Y ou  w ill swear to what you saw in  the garden and to the 
words you heard?’ he asked. ‘T hey are im portan t.’

‘Yes,’ said Ricardo.
B ut he kept silence about tha t elear p icture  in  his m ind 

w hich to h im  seemed no less im portan t, no less suggestive.
The  Assembly H a ll at Leam ington, a crowded audience 

chiefly o f ladies, a p la tfo rm  at one end on w hich a black 
cabinet stood. A  man, erect and w ith  something o f the 
soldier in  his bearing, led forw ard a g ir l, p re tty  and fa ir- 
haired, who wore a black velvet dress w ith  a long, sweeping 
tra in . She moved like  one in  a dream. Some halfrdozen people 
from  the audience clim bed on to the p la tform , tied the g ir l ’s 
hands w ith  tape behind her back, and sealed the tape. She
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was led to the cabinet, and in  fu li view  o f the audience 
fastened to the bench. Then  the door o f the cabinet was 
closed, the people upon the p la tform  descended in to  the body 
o f the hall, and the lights were turned very Iow. T he  audience 
sat in  suspense, and then ab rup tly  in  the silence and the 
darkness there came the rattle  o f a tam bourine from  the 
em pty p la tform . Rappings and knockings seemed to flicker 
round the panels o f the hall, and in  the place where the door 
o f the cabinet should be there appeared a splash o f m isty 
whiteness. T he  whiteness shaped itse lf d im ly  in to  the figurę 
o f a woman, a face dark and Eastern became visible, and a 
deep voice spoke in  a chant o f the N ile  and A ntony. Then  the 
vision faded, the tambourines and cymbals rattled again. The 
ligh ts  were turned up, the door o f the cabinet th row n  open, 
and the g ir l in  the black velvet dress was seen fastened upon 
the bench w ith in .

I t  was a sp iritua lis tic  performance at w hich Julius Ricardo 
had been present tw o years ago. The young, fa ir-ha ired g ir l 
in  black velvet, the medium , was Celia Harland.

T h a t was the p icture  w hich was in  R icardo’s m ind, and 
H anaud’s description o f M m e D auvray made a te rrib le  com- 
m entary upon it. ‘Easily taken by a new face, generous, and 
foo lish ly superstitious, a liv in g  provocation to every rogue.’ 
Those were the words, and here was a beautifu l g ir l o f tw enty 
versed in  those very tricks o f im posture w hich w ould make 
M m e Dauvray her natural prey!

Ricardo looked at W etherm ill, doub tfu l whether he should 
te ll what he knew o f Celia H arland or not. But before he had 
decided a knock came upon the door.

‘Here is Perrichet,’ said Hanaud, taking up his hat. ‘We 
w il l  go down to the Y illa  Rose.’
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P errichet’s Story
Perrichet was a young, th ick-set man, w ith  a red, fa ir face, 
and a moustache and ha ir so pale in  colour tha t they were 
almost silver. He came in to  the room  w ith  an a ir o f im por- 
tance.

‘A h a !’ said Hanaud, w ith  a malicious smile. ‘You w ent to 
bed late last n igh t, m y friend . Y e t you were up early enough 
to read the newspaper. W e il, I  am to have the honour o f being 
associated w ith  you in  th is case.’

Perrichet tw ir le d  his cap awkwardly and blushed. 
‘M onsieur is pleased to laugh at me,’ he said. ‘B u t i t  was 

not I  who called m yself in te lligent. Though  indeed I  w ould 
like to be so, fo r the good God knows I  do not look i t . ’ 

Hanaud clapped h im  on the shoulder.
‘T hen  congratulate yourself! I t  is a great advantage to  be 

in te lligen t and not to look it. W e shall get on famously. C om e!’ 
T he  fo u r men descended the stairs, and as they walked 

towards the v illa  Perrichet related, concisely and clearly, his 
experience o f the n ight.

‘ I  passed the gate o f the v illa  about half-past n ine,’ he said. 
‘T he  gate was closed. Above the w ali and bushes o f the garden 
I  saw a b rig h t lig h t in  the room  upon the firs t floor w hich 
faces the road at the south-western corner o f the v illa . The 
lower w indows I  could not see. M ore  than an hour afterwards 
I  came back, and as I  passed the v illa  again I  noticed that 
there was now no lig h t in  the room  upon the firs t floor, bu t 
tha t the gate was open. I  thereupon went in to  the garden, and, 
pu lling  the gate, le t i t  sw ing to  and latch. B u t i t  occurred to 
me as I  d id  so that there m igh t be visitors at the v illa  who had 
not yet le ft, and fo r w hom  the gate had been set open. I

3
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accordingly fo llowed the drive w hich w inds round to the fro n t 
door. T he  fro n t door is no t on the side o f the v illa  w hich faces 
the road, b u t at the back. W hen I  came to the open space 
where the carriages tu rn , I  saw that the house was in  com- 
plete darkness. There were wooden latticed doors to the long 
Windows on the ground floor, and these were closed. I  tr ied  
one to make certain, and found the fastenings secure. T he  
other w indows upon tha t floo r were shuttered. N o lig h t 
gleamed anywhere. I  then le ft the garden, closing the gate 
behind me. I  heard a clock strike the hour a few m inutes 
afterwards, so tha t I  can be sure o f the tim e. I t  was now 
eleven o’clock. I  came round a th ird  tim e an hour after, and 
to  m y astonishment I  found the gate once more open. I  had 
le ft i t  closed and the house shut up and dark. N ow  i t  stood 
open! I  looked up to the w indows and I  saw that in  a room 
on the second floor, close beneath the roof, a lig h t was burn ing  
b righ tly . T h a t room had been dark an hour before. I  stood 
and watched the lig h t fo r a few minutes, th in k in g  that I  
should see i t  suddenly go out. B u t i t  d id  no t: i t  burned ąuite 
steadily. T h is  lig h t and the gate opened and reopened aroused 
m y suspicions. I  went again in to  the garden, bu t th is tim e 
w ith  greater caution. I t  was a elear n ight, and, although there 
was no moon, I  could see w ithou t the aid o f m y lantern. I 
stole ąu ie tly  along the drive. W hen I  came round to the fro n t 
door, I  noticed im m ediately tha t the shutters o f one o f the 
g round-floor w indows were swung back, and tha t the inside 
glass w indow  w hich descended to the ground stood open. 
T he  sight gave me a shock. W ith in  the house those shutters 
had been opened. I  fe lt the blood tu rn  to ice in  m y veins and 
a ch ill crept along my spine. I  thought o f that solitary lig h t 
bu rn ing  steadily under the roof. I  was convinced tha t some- 
th ing  te rrib le  had happened.’

‘Yes, yes. Q uite so,’ said Hanaud. ‘Go on, m y fr ie n d .’ 
‘T he  in te rio r o f the room gaped black,’ Perrichet resumed. 

‘ I  crept up to the w indow  at the side o f the w ali and flashed 
m y lantern in to  the room. T he  w indow , however, was in  a 
recess w h ich  opened in to  the room  through an arch, and at
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cach side o f the arch curtains were draped. T he  curtains were 
v not closed, b u t between them  I  could see noth ing b u t a strip  

° f  the room. I  stepped carefu lly in , taking heed not to walk on 
the patch o f grass before the w indow . The  lig h t o f my lantern 
showed me a chair overturned upon the floor, and to m y righ t, 
helów the m idd le  one o f the three w indows in  the right-hand 
side wali, a woman ly ing  huddled upon the floor. I t  was M m e 
Dauvray. She was dressed. There was a lit t le  m ud upon her 
shoes, as though she had walked after the ra in  had ceased. 
Monsieur w ill remember tha t tw o heavy showers fe ll last 
evening between six and e igh t.’

‘Yes,’ said Hanaud, nodding his approval.
‘She was ąu ite  dead. H e r face was te rr ib ly  swollen and 

hlack, and a piece o f th in  strong cord was knotted so tig h tly  
about her neck and had sunk so deeply in to  her flesh tha t at 
firs t I  d id  not see it. F o r M m e D auvray was stout.’

‘Then  what d id  you do?’ asked Hanaud.
‘ I  went to the telephone w hich was in  the hall and rang up 

the police. T hen  I  crept upstairs very cautiously, try in g  the 
doors. I  came upon no one u n til I  reached the room under the 
roo f where the lig h t was bu rn in g ; there I  found Helene 
Yauąuier, the maid, snoring in  bed in  a te rrib le  fashion.’ 

T he  fo u r men tum ed a bend in  the road. A  few paces away 
a knot o f people stood before a gate w hich a sergent-de-ville 
guarded.

‘B u t here we are at the v illa ,’ said Hanaud.
T hey all looked up, and from  a w indow  at the corner upon 

the firs t floor a man looked out and drew in  his head.
‘T h a t is M . Besnard, the Commissaire o f ou r police in  

A ix ,’ said Perrichet.
‘A nd  the w indow  from  w h ich  he looked,’ said Hanaud, 

‘m ust be the w indow  o f tha t room  in  which you saw the b rig h t 
lig h t at half-past nine on you r firs t round?’

‘Yes, m ’sieur,’ said P errichet; ‘that is the w indow .’
T hey stopped at the gate. Perrichet spoke to the sergent- 

de-ville, who at once held the gate open. T he  party passed 
Into the garden o f the v illa .
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A t the V illa
T h e  drive curved between trees and h igh  bushes towards the 
back o f the house, and as the party  advanced along i t  a smali, 
tr im , so ld ie r-like  man, w ith  a pointed beard, came to  meet 
them . I t  was the man who had looked ou t from  the w indow , ; 
Lou is  Besnard, the Commissaire o f Police.

‘You are com ing, then, to  help us, M . H anaud !’ he cried, 
extending his hands. ‘You w il l  find  no jealousy here; no s p ir it 
amongst us o f anyth ing b u t good w il l ;  no desire except one 
to  carry ou t you r suggestions. A li we w ish is tha t the murderers 
should be discovered. M o n  D ieu, w hat a crim e! A n d  so 
young a g ir l to  be involved in  i t !  B u t w hat w ill you?’

‘So you have already made your m ind  up on tha t p o in t! ’ 
said H anaud sharply.

T h e  Commissaire shrugged his shoulders.
‘Exam ine the v illa  and then judge fo r yourse lf whether any . 

other explanation is conceivable,’ he said; and tu rn ing , he 
waved his hand towards the house. T hen  he cried, ‘A h ! ’ and 
drew  h im se lf in to  an a ttitude  o f attention. A  ta li, th in  man o f 
about fo rty -five  years, dressed in  a frock coat and a h igh  silk 
hat, had ju s t come round an angle o f the drive and was 
m oving  s low ly towards them . H e wore the soft, cu rling  brow n 
beard o f one who has never used a razor on his chin, and had a 
narrow  face w ith  eyes o f a very l ig h t grey, and a round 
bu lg ing  forehead.

‘T h is  is the Juge d ’ Ins truc tion? ’ asked Hanaud.
‘Yes; M . F le u r io t,’ replied Lou is  Besnard in  a whisper.
M . F le u rio t was occupied w ith  his own thoughts, and it 

was not u n til Besnard stepped fo rw ard  no is ily  on the gravel 
th a t he became aware o f the group in  the garden.
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‘T h is  is M . Hanaud, o f the Surete in  Paris,’ said Lou is 
Besnard.

M . F leu rio t bowed w ith  cord ia lity .
‘You are very welcome, M . Hanaud. You w ill f in d  that 

no th ing at the v illa  has been d isturbed. T he  m om ent the 
message arrived over the telephone that you were w illin g  to 
assist us I  gave instructions tha t a ll should be le ft as we found 
it. I  trus t that you, w ith  you r experience, w il l  see a way where 
our eyes find  none.’

Hanaud bowed in  reply.
‘ I  shall do m y best, M . F leurio t. I  can say no m ore,’ he said.
‘B u t who are these gentlemen?’ asked F leurio t, waking, it  

seemed, now fo r the firs t tim e to the presence o f H arry  
W ethe rm ill and M r  Ricardo.

‘T h e y  are both friends o f m ine,’ replied Hanaud. ‘ I f  you 
do not. object I  th in k  th e ir assistance may be useful. M . 
W etherm ill, fo r instance, was acąuainted w ith  Celia H arland.’

‘A h ! ’ cried the judge ; and his face took on suddenly a keen 
and eager look. ‘Y ou can te ll me about her perhaps?’

‘A ll that I  know  I  w il l te ll read ily,’ said H a rry  W etherm ill.
In to  the lig h t eyes o f M . F le u rio t there came a cold, b righ t 

gleam. He took a step forward. H is  face seemed to narrow  to a 
greater sharpness. In  a m om ent, to  M r  R icardo’s thought, he 
ceased to be the judge ; he dropped from  his high office; he 
dw ind led in to  a fanatic.

‘She is a Jewess, th is  Celia H arland?’ he cried.
‘N o, M . F leurio t, she is no t,’ replied W ethe rm ill. ‘ I  do not 

speak in  disparagement o f tha t race, fo r I  count many friends 
amongst its members. B u t Celia H arland is not one o f them .’

‘ A h !’ said F le u r io t; and there was something o f d isappoint- 
m ent, something, too, o f incredu lity , in  his voice. ‘W e il, you 
w ill come and report to  me when you have made your 
investigation.’ A nd  he passed on w ithou t another ąuestion or 
remark.

T he  group o f men watched h im  go, and i t  was not u n til he 
was ou t o f earshot tha t Besnard tu rned w ith  a deprecating 
gesture to Hanaud.

31



‘Yes, yes, he is a good judge, M . Hanaud— quick, dis- 
c rim ina ting , sym pathetic; b u t he has tha t bee in  his bonnet, 
like  so many others. Everywhere he m ust see 1’affaire 
D reyfus. He cannot get i t  ou t o f his head. N o  m atter how 
insignificant a woman is murdered, she m ust have letters in  
her possession w hich w ould  convict D reyfus. B ut you kn o w ! 
There are thousands like  tha t— good, k ind ly , ju s t people in  
the ord inary ways o f life , b u t behind every crime they see the 
Jew.’

Hanaud nodded his head.
‘ I  know ; and in  a Juge d ’ Ins truc tion  i t  is very embarrass- 

ing. L e t us w alk on.’
H a lf-w ay between the gate and the v illa  a second carriage- 

road struck o ff to  the le ft, and at the entrance to i t  stood a 
young, stout man in black leggings.

‘The  chauffeur?’ asked Hanaud. ‘ I  w il l speak to h im .’
The  Commissaire called the chauffeur forward. 
‘Servettaz,’ he said, ‘you w il l  answer any ąuestions w h ich  

monsieur may p u t to  you .’
‘C erta in ly, M . le Commissaire,’ said the chauffeur. H is 

manner was serious, bu t he answered readily. There was no 
sign o f fear upon his face.

‘H ow  long have you been w ith  M m e Dauvray?’ Hanaud 
asked.

‘Four months, monsieur. I  drove her to A ix  from  Paris.’ 
‘A n d  sińce your parents live  at Chambery you wished to 

seize the oppo rtun ity  o f spending a day w ith  them w hile  you 
were so near?’

‘Yes, m onsieur.’
‘W hen d id  you ask fo r perm ission?’
‘On Saturday, monsieur.’
‘D id  you ask particu la rly  that you should have yesterday, 

the Tuesday?’
‘N o, m onsieur; I  asked on ly fo r a day whenever it  should 

be convenient to  madame.’
‘Q uite  so,’ said Hanaud. ‘N ow , when d id  M m e Dauvray 

te ll you tha t you m igh t have Tuesday?’
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Servettaz hesitated. H is  face became troubled. W hen he 
spoke, he spoke re luctantly.

‘ I t  was not M m e D auvray, monsieur, who to ld  me that I  
m igh t go on Tuesday,’ he said.

‘N o t M m e D auvray! W ho was it, then?’ Hanaud asked 
sharply.

Servettaz glanced from  one to another o f the grave faces 
w hich confronted h im .

"Tt was M ile  Celie,’ he said, ‘who to ld  me.’
‘O h !’ said Hanaud, slow ly. ‘ I t  was M ile  Celie. W hen d id  

she te ll you?’
‘O n M onday m om ing, monsieur. I  was cleaning the car. 

She came to the garage w ith  some flowers in  her hand w hich 
she had been cu tting  in  the garden, and she said: “ I  was righ t, 
A lphonse. Madame has a k ind  heart. You can go tom orrow  
by the tra in  w hich leaves A ix  at i  .5 2  and arrives at Chambery 
at nine m inutes after tw o .”  ’

Hanaud started.
‘ “ I  was righ t, Alphonse. ”  W ere those her words? A nd 

‘ ‘Madame has a k ind  heart.”  Come, come, what is all this?’ 
He lif te d  a w arn ing finger and said gravely, ‘Be very careful, 
Servettaz.’

‘Those were her words, m onsieur.’
‘ “ I  was r ig h t, A lphonse. Madame has a k ind  heart” ?’
‘Yes, m onsieur.’
‘T hen  M ile  Celie had spokento you before about th is v is ito f 

yours to  C ham bery,’ said Hanaud, w ith  his eyes fixed steadily 
upon the chauffeur’s face. T h e  distress upon Servettaz’s 
face increased. Suddenly Hanaud’s voice rang sharply. ‘You 
hesitate. Begin at the beginning. Speak the tru th , Servettaz!’ 

‘M onsieur, I  am speaking the tru th , ’ said the chauffeur. ‘ I t  
is true  I  hesitate . . .  I  have heard th is  m orn ing  what people 
are saying . . .  I  do not know what to  th in k . M ile  Celie was 
always k in d  and though tfu l fo r me . . . B u t i t  is true ’— and* 
w ith  a k in d  o f desperation he went on— ‘yes, i t  is true that i t  
was M ile  Celie who firs t suggested to  me tha t I should ask fo r 
a day to  go to  C ham bery.’
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'W hen d id  she suggest it? ’
‘O n the Saturday.’
T o  M r  R icardo the words were s tartling. He glanced w ith  

p ity  towards W etherm ill. W e the rm ill, however, had made up 
his m ind  fo r good and all. H e stood w ith  a dogged look upon 
his face, his chin th rus t forward, his eyes upon the chauffeur. 
Besnard, the Commissaire, had made up his m ind, too. He 
m erely shrugged his shoulders. Hanaud stepped forward and 
la id  his hand gently on the chauffeur’s arm.

‘Come, m y fr ie n d ,’ he said, ‘ le t us hear exactly how th is 
happened!’

‘M ile  Celie,’ said Servettaz, w ith  genuine com punction in 
his voice, ‘came to the garage on Saturday m orn ing  and 
ordered the car fo r the afternoon. She stayed and talked to me 
fo r a lit t le  while, as she often d id. She said that she had been 
to ld  that m y parehts lived at Chambery, and sińce I  was so 
near I  ought to  ask fo r a holiday. For i t  w ould no t be k ind  i f  
I  d id  no t go and see them .’

‘T h a t was all?’
‘Yes, m onsieur.’
W ery w e ll.’ A nd  the detective resumed at once his brisk 

voice and alert manner. H e seemed to dismiss Servettaz’s 
admission from  his m ind. R icardo had the impression o f a 
man ty ing  up an im portan t docum ent w hich fo r the m om ent 
he has done w ith , and p u tting  i t  away ticketed in  some 
pigeon-hole in  his desk. ‘ L e t us see the garage!’

T hey followed the road between the bushes u n til a tu m  
showed them  the garage w ith  its doors open.

‘T he  doors were found unlocked ?’
‘Just as you see them .’
Hanaud nodded. He spoke again to Servettaz. ‘W hat d id  

you do w ith  the key on Tuesday?’
‘ I  gave i t  to  Helene Vauquier, monsieur, a fter I had locked 

up the garage. A nd  she hung i t  on a nail in  the k itchen.’
‘ I  see,’ said Hanaud. ‘So anyone could easily have found it 

last n ight? ’
‘Yes, monsieur— i f  one knew where to look fo r i t . ’
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A t the back o f the garage a row o f pe tro l-tins stood against 
the brick  wali.

‘Was any petro l taken?’ asked Hanaud.
‘Yes, m onsieur; there was very l it t le  petrol in  the car when 

I  went away. M ore  was taken, bu t i t  was taken from  the 
m iddle tins— these.’ A n d  he touched the tins.

‘ I  see,’ said Hanaud, and he raised his eyebrows thought- 
fu lly . T he  Commissaire moved w ith  impatience.

‘ F rom  the m idd le  or from  the end— what does i t  matter?’ 
he exclaimed. ‘T he  petro l was taken.’

Hanaud, however, d id  not dismiss the po in t so ligh tly . 
‘ But i t  is very possible that it  does m atter,’ he said gently. 

‘For example, i f  Servettaz had had no reason to examine his 
tins i t  m igh t have been some w hile  before he found out that 
the petro l had been taken.’

‘ Indeed, yes,’ said Servettaz. ‘ I  m igh t even have forgotten 
that I  had not used it  m yself.’

‘Q uite  so,’ said Hanaud, and he turned to Besnard. ‘ I  th ink  
that may be im portan t. I do not know ,’ he said.

‘ But sińce the car is gone,’ cried Besnard, ‘how could the 
chauffeur not look im m ediately at his tins?’

T he  ąuestion had occurred to Ricardo, and he wondered in 
what way Hanaud meant to answer it. Hanaud, however, d id  
not mean to answer it. H e took lit t le  notice o f it  at all. He put 
it  aside w ith  a superb indifference to the op in ion w hich his 
companions m igh t fo rm  o f h im .

‘A h, yes,’ he said, carelessly. ‘Since the car is gone, as you 
say, that is so.’ A nd he turned again to Senettaz.

‘ I t  was a pow erfu l car?’ he asked.
‘S ix ty  horse-power,’ said Servettaz.
Hanaud turned to the Commissaire.
‘You have the num ber and description, I suppose? I t  w ill 

be as well to  advertise fo r it. I t  may have been seen; i t  must 
he somewhere.’

T he  Commissaire replied that the descriptipn had already 
been p rin ted , and Hanaud, w ith  a nod o f approval, examined 
the ground. In  fro n t o f the garage there was a smali stone
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courtyard, b u t on its surface there was no tracę o f a foo t- 
step.

‘Yet the gravel was w et,’ he said, shaking his head. ‘T he  
man who fetched tha t car fetched i t  care fu lly .’

He turned and walked back w ith  his eyes upon the ground. 
T hen  he ran to the grass border between the gravel and the 
bushes.

‘L o o k !’ he said to W e th e rm ill; ‘a foot has pressed the 
blades o f grass down here, b u t very lig h tly — yes, and there 
again. Someone ran along the border here on his toes. Yes, 
he was very care fu l.’

They tu rned again in to  the main drive, and, fo llow ing  it fo r 
a few yards, came suddenly upon a space in  fro n t o f the v illa . 
I t  was a smali toy pleasure-house, looking on to a green lawn 
gay w ith  flower-beds. I t  was b u ilt o f yellow  stone, and was 
almost square in  shape. A  couple o f ornate p illa rs flanked the 
door, and a gable roof, topped by a g ilt  vane, surm ounted it. 
T o  Ricardo i t  seemed impossible tha t so sordid and sinister 
a tragedy had taken place w ith in  its walls d u ring  the last 
twelve hours. I t  glistened so gaudily in  the blaze o f sun light. 
Here and there the green outer shutters were closed; here and 
there the w indows stood open to let in  the a ir and ligh t. U pon 
each side o f the door there was a w indow  ligh ting  the hall, 
w h ich  was large; beyond those w indows again, on each side, 
there were glass doors opening to the ground and protected 
by the o rd inary  green la tticed shutters o f wood, w hich now 
stood hooked back against the w ali. These glass doors opened 
in to  rooms oblong in  shape, w hich ran through towards the 
back o f the house, and were lighted in  add ition  by side 
w indows. T he  room upon the extreme le ft, as the party 
faced the v illa , was the d in ing-room , w ith  the k itchen at the 
back; the room on the rig h t was the salon in  w hich the 
m urder had been com m itted. In  fro n t o f the glass door to 
th is room a s tr ip  o f what had once been grass stretched to the 
gravel drive. B ut the grass had been w orn away by constant 
use, and the black m ould showed th rough. T h is  s tr ip  was 
about three yards w ide, and as they approached they saw,
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even at a distance, that sińce the rain o f last n igh t i t  had 
been tram pled down.

‘W e w ill go round the house firs t,’ said Hanaud, and he 
turned along the side o f the v illa  and walked in  the d irection 
o f the road. There were fo u r w indows ju s t above his head, o f 
which three lighted the salon, and the fo u rth  a smali w ritin g - 
room behind it. U nder these w indow s there was no dis- 
turbance o f the ground, and a careful investigation showed 
conclusively tha t the on ly entrance used had been the glass 
doors o f the salon facing the drive. T o  tha t spot, then, they 
returned. There were three sets o f footm arks upon the soil. 
One set ran in  a d istinctive curve from  the drive to  the side 
o f the door, and d id  not cross the others.

‘Those,’ said Hanaud, ‘are the footsteps o f m y in te lligent 
friend Perrichet, who was careful not to  d is tu rb  the g round.’

Perrichet beamed all over his rosy face, and Besnard 
nodded at h im  w ith  condescending approval.

‘B u t I  w ish, M . le Commissaire’— and Hanaud pointed to a 
b iu r o f marks— ‘that your other officers had been as in te lli
gent. L o o k ! These run  from  the glass door to the drive, and, 
fo r a ll the use they are to  us, a harrow  m igh t have been 
dragged across them .’

Besnard drew h im se lf up.
‘ N o t one o f m y officers has entered the room  by way o f th is 

door. T he  strictest orders were given and obeyed. T he  
ground, as you see it, is the ground as i t  was at twelve o ’clock 
last n ig h t.’

H anaud’s face grew though tfu l.
‘ Is  that so?’ he said, and he stooped to examine the second 

Set o f marks. T hey were at the righ t-hand  side o f the door. ‘A  
Woman and a m an,’ he said. ‘B u t they are mere h in ts rather 
than p rin ts . One m igh t almost th in k— ’ He rose up w ithou t 
fin ish ing his sentence, and he turned to  the th ird  set and a 
look o f satisfaction gleamed Upon his face. ‘A h ! here is 
something more interesting,’ he said.

There  were ju s t three impressions; and, whereas the 
b lurred marks were at the side, these three pointed stra ight
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from  the m idd le  o f the glass doors to the drive. T hey were 
ąu ite  clearly defined, and all three were the impressions made 
by a woman’s smali, arched, high-heeled shoe. The  position 
o f the marks was at firs t sight a l it t le  peculiar. There was one 
a good yard from  the w indow , the impression o f the righ t foot, 
and the pressure o f the sole o f the shoe was more marked than ' 
tha t o f the heel. T he  second, the impression o f the le ft foot, 
was not ąu ite  so far from  the firs t as the firs t was from  the j 
w indow , and here again the heel was the more lig h tly  defined. ■ 
B u t there was th is  difference— the m ark o f the toe, w hich was 
pointed in  the firs t instance, was, in  th is, broader and a tr if le  ! 
b lu rred . Close beside i t  the rig h t foo t was again v is ib le ; only 
now the narrow  heel was more clearly defined than the bali 
o f the foot. I t  had, indeed, sunk ha lf an inch in to  the soft j 
ground. There were no fu rth e r im prin ts: Indeed, these two 
were not merely close together, they were close to the gravel 
o f the drive and on the very border o f the grass.

Hanaud looked at the marks though tfu lly . Then  he turned 
to the Commissaire.

‘A re  there any shoes in the house w hich f i t  these marks?’ 
‘Yes. W e have tr ied  the shoes o f a ll the women— Celie 

H arland, the maid, and eyen M m e Dauvray. T he  on ly ones 
w h ich  f i t  at a ll are those taken from  Celie H arłand ’s bedroom.’ 

H e called to an officer standing in  the drive, and a pa ir o f 
grey suede shoes were brought to  h im  from  the hall.

‘ See, M . Hanaud, it  is a p re tty  lit t le  foot w hich made those 
elear impressions,’ he said, w ith  a sm ile ; ‘a foo t arched and 
slender. M m e D auvray’s foo t is short and sąuare, the m aid ’s 
broad and fiat. N e ithe r M m e  D auvray nor Helene Vauquier 
could have w om  these shoes. T hey were ly ing , one here, one 
there, upon the floo r o f Celie H arland ’s room, as though she 
had kicked them  o ff in  a hu rry . T hey were almost new, you 
see. T hey have been w orn  once, perhaps, no more, and they 
f i t  w ith  absolute precision in to  those footmarks, except ju s t 
at the toe o f the second one.’

Hanaud took the shoes and, kneeling down, placed them 
one after the other over the impressions. T o  Ricardo i t  was
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extraordinary how exactly they covered up the marks and 
filled the indentations.

‘ I  should say,’ said the Commissaire, ‘tha t Celie H arland 
went away wearing a new pa ir o f shoes made on the very 
same last as those.’

As those she had le ft carelessly ly in g  on the floor o f her 
room fo r the firs t person to notice, thought R icardo! I t  
seemed as i f  the g ir l had gone ou t o f her way to  make the 
Weight o f evidence against her as heavy as possible. Yet, after 
ah, i t  was ju s t th rough ina tten tion  to  the smali details, so 
msignificant at the red m om ent o f crim e, so te rr ib ly  instruc- 
hve the next day, tha t g u ilt was generally b rought home.

Hanaud rose to his feet and handed the shoes back to the 
officer.

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘so i t  seems. T he  shoemaker can help us here. 
I  see the shoes were made in  A ix . ’

Besnard looked at the name stamped in  gold letters upon 
the lin in g  o f the shoes.

‘ I  w il l  have inąu iries made,’ he said.
Hanaud nodded, took a measure from  his pocket and 

tneasured the ground between the w indow  and the firs t 
footstep, and between the firs t footstep and the other two.

‘H ow  ta li is M ile  Celie?’ he asked, and he addressed the 
^uestion to W etherm ill. I t  struck R icardo as one o f the 
strangest details in  a ll th is  strange affa ir tha t the detective 
should ask w ith  confidence fo r in fo rm a tion  w h ich  m igh t help 
to b rin g  Celia H arland to the gu illo tine  from  the man who 
had staked his happiness upon her innocence.

‘A bou t five feet seven,’ he answered.
Hanaud replaced his measure in  his pocket. He turned 

"ó th  a grave face to  W etherm ill.
‘ I  warned you fa ir ly , d id n ’t  I  ?’ he said.
W e th e rm ill’s w hite face tw itched.
‘Yes,’ he said. ‘ I  am no t a fra id .’ B u t there was more o f 

anxiety in  his voice than there had been before.
Hanaud pointed solemnly to the ground.
‘Read the story those foo tp rin ts  w rite  in  the m ou ld  there.
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A  young and active g ir l o f about M ile  Celie’s height, and 
wearing a new pa ir o f M ile  Celie’s shoes, springs from  that 
room  where the m urder was com m itted, where the body o f 
the m urdered woman lies. She is runn ing . She is wearing a 
long gown. A t the second step the hem o f the gown catches 
beneath the po in t o f her shoe. She stumbles. T o  save herself 
from  fa lling  she brings up the other foo t sharply and stamps 
the heel down in to  the ground. She recovers her balance. She 
steps on to the drive. I t  is true the gravel here is hard and 
takes no mark, b u t you w il l  see tha t some o f the m ould w hich 
has clung to her shoes has dropped off. She m ounts in to  the 
m otor-car w ith  the man and the other woman and drives o ff 
— some tim e between eleven and twelve.’

‘Between eleven and twelve? Is  that sure?’ asked Besnard.
‘C erta in ly ,’ replied Hanaud. ‘T he  gate is open at eleven, I 

and Perrichet closes it.  I t  is open again at twelve. Therefore j 
the murderers had not gone before eleven. N o ; the gate was i 

open fo r thepn to go, b u t they had not gone. Elsę w hy should 
the gate be open at m idn igh t? ’

Besnard nodded in  assent, and suddenly Perrichet started 
forw ard, w ith  his eyes f i i l l  o f horror.

‘Then , when I  firs t closed the gate,’ he cried, ‘and came • 
in to  the garden and up to the house they were here— in  that 
room? Oh, m y G o d l’ He stared at the w indow , w ith  his 
m outh  open.

‘ I  am afraid, m y friend, that is so,’ said Hanaud gravely.
‘ B u t I  knocked upon the wooden door, I  tr ied  the bo lts ; j 

and they were w ith in — in  the darkness w ith in , ho ld ing  the ir 
breath no t three yards from  me.’

He stood transfixed.
‘T h a t we shall see,’ said Hanaud.
H e stepped in  Perrichet’s footsteps to the s ili o f the room. 

He examined the green wooden doors w h ich  opened ou t- 
wards, and the glass doors which opened inwards, taking a 
magnifying-glass from  his pocket. He called Besnard to his 
side.

‘ See!’ he said, po in ting  to the woodwork.



‘F inger-m arks!’ asked Besnard eagerly.
‘Yes; o f hands in  gloves,’ returned Hanaud. ‘W e shall 

learn noth ing from  these marks except that the assassins 
knew th e ir trade.’

Then he stooped down to the s ili, where some traces o f 
steps were visible. He rose w ith  a gesture o f resignation.

‘Rubber shoes,’ he said, and so stepped in to  the room, 
followed by W ethe rm ill and the others. T hey found them - 
selves in a smali recess w h ich  was panelled w ith  wood painted 
white, and here and there delicately carved in to  festoons o f 
flowers. The recess ended in  an arch, supported by two 
slender pillars, and on the inner side o f the arch th ick  curtains 
° f  p ink  s ilk  were hung. These were draw n back carelessly, 
and th rough the opening between them  the party looked 
down the length o f the room  beyond. T hey passed w ith in .

5

In  the Salon
Julius R icardo pushed aside the curtains w ith  a th r i l l  o f 
excitement. He found h im self standing w ith in  a smali oblong 
room w hich was p re ttily , even da in tily , furnished. O n his left, 
close by the recess, was a smali fireplace w ith  the ashes o f a 
bu rn t-ou t fire  in  the grate. Beyond the grate a long settee 
covered in  p ink damask, w ith  a crum pled cushion at each end, 
stood a foot o r tw o away from  the w ali, and beyond the settee 
the door o f the room  opened in to  the hall. A t  the end a long 
m irro r was le t in to  the panelling, and a w riting -tab le  stood 
by the m irro r. O n the r ig h t were the three windows, and 
between the tw o nearest to M r  R icardo was the sw itch o f the 
dec tric  ligh t. A  chandelier hung from  the ceiling, an electric 
lamp stood upon the w riting -tab le , a couple o f electric 
candles on the mantelshelf. A  round satin-wood table stood
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under the w indows, w ith  three chairs about it, o f w hich one 
was overturned, one was placed w ith  its  back to  the electric 
sw itch, and the th ird  on the opposite side facing it.

R icardo could hard ly  believe tha t he stood actually upon 
the spot where, w ith in  twelve hours, a cruel and sinister 
tragedy had taken place. T here  was so lit t le  disorder. T he  
three w indow s on his r ig h t showed h im  the blue su n lit sky 
and a glimpse o f flowers and trees; behind h im  the glass 
doors stood open to the lawn, where b irds piped cheerfu lly 
and the trees m urm ured o f summer. B u t he saw Hanaud 
stepping ąu ick ly  from  place to place, w ith  an extraord inary 
lightness o f step fo r so b ig  a man, obviously engrossed, 
obviously reading here and there some detail, some custom 
o f the inhabitants o f tha t room.

Ricardo leaned w ith  careful a rtis try  against the wali.
‘ N ow , w hat has th is  room .to  say to me?’ he asked im po r- 

tan tly . N obody paid the slightest attention to his ąuestion, 
and i t  was ju s t as well. F o r the room had very lit t le  in fo rm a- 
tion  to give h im . H e ran his eye over the w hite Lou is  Seize 
fu rn itu re , the w h ite  panels o f the wali, the polished floor, the 
p in k  curtains. Even the delicate tracery o f the ce iling d id  not 
escape his scru tiny. Yet he saw noth ing  like ly  to help h im  bu t 
an overturned chair and a couple o f crushed cushions on a 
settee. I t  was very annoying, a ll the more annoying because 
M . Hanaud was so uncom m only busy. Hanaud looked care- 
fu l ly  at the long settee and the crum pled cushions, and he 
took ou t his measure and measured the distance between the 
cushion at one end and the cushion at the other. He examined 
the table, he measured the distance between the chairs. He 
came to  the fireplace and raked in  the ashes o f the b u rn t-o u t 
fire . B u t R icardo noticed a s ingular th ing . In  the m idst o f his 
search H anaud’s eyes were always straying back to the settee, 
and always w ith  a look o f extreme perp lex ity , as i f  he read 
there something, de fin ite ly  something, b u t som ething w hich 
he could not explain. F ina lly  he w ent back to i t ; he drew it 
fa rthe r away from  the wali, and suddenly w ith  a l it t le  ery he 
stooped and w ent dow n on his knees. W hen he rose he was



Holding some to rn  fragments o f paper in  his hand. H e went 
°ver to the w riting -tab le  and opened the b lo tting-book. 
Where it  fe ll open there were some sheets o f note-paper, and 
°ne particu la r sheet o f w hich h a lf had been to rn  off. He 
compared the pieces w hich he held w ith  tha t to rn  sheet, and 
seemed satisfied.

There was a rack fo r note-paper upon the table, and from  
>t he took a s tiff card.

‘Get me some gum  or pastę, and ą u ick ly ,’ he said. H is 
voice had become brusque, the politeness had gone from  his 
address. He carried the card and the fragments o f paper to 
the round table. There he sat down and, w ith  in fin ite  patience, 
gummed the fragments on to the card, f it t in g  them  together 
hke the pieces o f a Chinese puzzle.

T he  others over his shoulders could see spaced words, 
Written in  pencil, taking shape as a sentence upon the card. 
Hanaud turned abrup tly  in  his seat toward W etherm ill.

‘You have, no doubt, a le tte r w ritten  by M ile  Celie?’
W ethe rm ill took his letter-case from  his pocket and a le tter 

out o f the case. He hesitated fo r a m om ent as he glanced over 
what was w ritten . T he  fo u r sheets were covered. He folded 
back the letter, so that only the tw o inner sheets were visible, 
and handed i t  to  Hanaud. Hanaud compared i t  w ith  the 
handw riting  upon the card.

‘ L o o k !’ he said at length, and the three men gathered 
behind h im . On the card the gum m ed fragments o f paper 
revealed a sentence: x

'Je ne sais pas.'
‘ I  do not know ,’ said R icardo; ‘now th is  is very im portan t.’
Beside the card Celia’s le tte r to W ethe rm ill was laid.
‘W hat do you th ink? ’ asked Hanaud.
Besnard, the Commissaire o f Police, bent over H anaud’s 

shoulder.
‘There are strong resemblances,’ he said guardedly.
R icardo was on the look-out fo r deep mysteries. Resem

blances were no t enough fo r h im ; they were inadequate to 
the artis tic  needs o f the situation.
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‘Both were w ritten  by the same hand,’ he said defin ite ly ; 
‘on ly  in  the sentence w ritten  upon the card the handw riting 
is carefu lly disguised.’

‘A h ! ’ said the Commissaire, bending forw ard again. ‘Here 
is an idea! Yes, yes, there are strong differences.’

R icardo looked trium phant.
‘Yes, there are differences,’ said Hanaud. ‘ Look how long 

the up stroke o f the ‘p ’ is, how it  wavers! See how suddenly 
th is  ‘s’ straggles off, as though some emotion made the hand 
shake. Yet th is ,’ and touch ing W e th e rm ill’s le tte r he smiled 
rue fu lly , ‘th is is where the em otion should have affected the 
pen.’ He looked up at W e the rm ill’s face and then said ą u ie tly : 

‘You have given us no op in ion, monsieur. Yet your op in ion 
should be the most valuable o f a ll. W ere these tw o papers 
w ritten  by the same hand?’

‘ I  do not know ,’ answered W etherm ill.
‘A nd  I, too ,’ cried Hanaud, in  a sudden exasperation, ‘je  

tie sais pas. I  do not know. I t  may be her hand carelessly 
counterfeited. I t  may be her hand disguised. I t  may be sim ply 
tha t she w rote in  a h u rry  w ith  her gloves on.’

‘ I t  may have been w ritten  some tim e ago,’ said M r  Ricardo, i 

encouraged by his success to another suggestion.
‘ N o ; tha t is the one th in g  i t  could not have been',’ said 

Hanaud. ‘Look round the room. Was there ever a room better 
tended? F ind  me a lit t le  pile o f dust in  any one corner i f  you 
can! I t  is all as clean as a plate. Every m orning, except th is 
one m orn ing, th is  room has been swept and polished. T he  
paper was w ritte n  and to rn  up yesterday.’

He enclosed the card in an envelope as he spoke, and 
placed i t  in  his pocket. Then  he rosę and crossed again to  the 
settee.' He stood at the side o f it, w ith  his hands c lp tch ing  the 
lapels o f his coat and his face gravely troubled. A fte r a few 
moments o f silence fo r himself, o f suspense fo r all the others j 
who watched h im , he stooped suddenly. S low ly, and w ith  
extraordinary care, he pushed his hands under the head- 
cushion and lifted  i t  up gently, so that the irjdentations o f its 
surface m igh t not be disarranged. He carried i t  over to  the ;
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Hght o f the open w indow . T h e  cushion was covered w ith  silk, 
and as he held it  to  the sun ligh t a ll could see a smali brow n 
stain.

Hanaud took his magnifying-glass from  his pocket and bent 
his head over the cushion. B u t at tha t moment, careful though 
he had been, the down swelled up w ith in  the cushion, the 
folds and indentations disappeared, the silk covering was 
stretched smooth.

‘O h !’ cried Besnard tragicaUy. ‘W hat have you done?’
H anaud’s face flushed. He had been g u ilty  o f a clumsiness 

— even he.
M r  R icardo took up the tale.
‘Yes,’ he exclaimed, ‘what have you done?’
Hanaud looked at R icardo in  amazement at his audacity.
‘W e ll, what have I  done?’ he asked. ‘Come, te ll m e !’
‘You have destroyed a clue,’ replied Ricardo impressively.
T he  deepest dejection at once overspread H anaud’s b u rly  

face.
‘ D o n ’t  say that, M . Ricardo, I  beseech yo u !’ he im plored. 

‘A  clue! and I  have destroyed i t !  B u t what k ind  o f a clue! 
And how  have I  destroyed it? A nd  to  what mystery w ould  it 
be a clue i f  I  hadn’ t destroyed it? A nd  what w ill become o f 
me when I  go back to Paris, and say in  the Rue de Jerusalem, 
'"Le t me sweep the cełlars, m y good friends, fo r M . R icardo 
knows tha t I  destroyed a clue. F a ith fu lly  he prom ised me that 
be w ould  no t open his m outh, b u t I  destroyed a clue, and his 
perspicacity forced h im  in to  speech.”  ’

I t  was the tu rn  o f M r  R icardo to grow red.
Hanaud tu rned  w ith  a sm ile to  Besnard.
‘ I t  does not really m atter whether the creases in  th is 

cushion rem ain,’ he said, ‘we have a ll seen them . A nd he 
replaced the glass in  his pocket.

He carried tha t cushion back and replaced it. T hen  he took 
the other, w h ich  lay at the foo t o f the settee, and carried i t  in  
its tu rn  to  the w indow . T h is  was indented too, and ridged 
up, and ju s t at the marks the nap o f the s ilk  was w orn, and 
there was a s lit where i t  had been cut. The  perp lex ity  upon
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H anaud’s face greatly increased. He stood w ith  the cushion 
in  his hands, no longer looking at it ,  bu t looking ou t through 
the doors at the footsteps so clearly defined— the footsteps of 
a g ir l who had run  from  th is room and sprung in to  a m otor-cat 
and driven away. H e shook his head, and, carrying back the 
cushion, laid i t  carefu lly down. Then  he stood erect, gazed 
about the room as though even yet he m ight force its secrets 
ou t from  its silence, and cried, w ith  a sudden violence:

‘There is something here, gentlemen, w hich I  do not 
understand.’

M r  R icardo heard someone beside h im  draw a deep breath, 
and turned. W etherm ill stood at his elbow. A  fa in t colour had 
come back to his cheeks, his eyes were fixed in ten tly  upon 
H anaud’s face.

‘W hat do you th ink? ’ he asked; and Hanaud replied 
brusquely:

‘ I t ’s not m y business to hołd opinions, m onsieur; my 
business is to  make sure.’

There was one po in t, and only one, o f which he had made 
everyone in  that room  sure. He had started confident. Here 
was a sordid crim e, easily understood. But in  tha t room he 
had read something which had troub led h im , which had 
raised the sordid crim e on to some higher and perplexing 
level.

‘Then  M . F leu rio t after all m igh t be righ t? ’ asked the 
Commissaire tim id ly .

Hanaud stared at h im  fo r a second, then smiled.
‘ L ’affaire D reyfus?’ he cried. ‘Oh, la, la, la ! N o, bu t there j 

is something else.’
W hat was that something? R icardo asked himself. He 

looked once more about the room. He d id  not find  his answer, 
bu t he caught sight o f an ornam ent upon the w ali w hich 
drove the question from  his m ind. T he  ornament, i f  so it 
could be called, was a painted tam bourine w ith  a bunch o f ; 
b rig h t ribbons tied to  the r im ; and i t  was hung upon the wali 
between the settee and the fireplace at about the height o f a 
m an’s head. O f course i t  m igh t be no more than i t  seemed
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n to be— a rather gaudy and vulgar toy, such as a woman like
h Mme Dauvray w ould be like ly  to choose in order to dress her
f Walls. But i t  swept R icardo’s thoughts back o f a sudden to.
r the concert-hall at Leam ington and the apparatus o f a
e sp iritua lis tic  show. A fte r all, he reflected tr ium phantly ,
i Hanaud had not noticed everything,- and as he made the
5 reflection H anaud’s voice broke in  to corroborate him .

‘We have seen everything here; let us go upstairs,’ he said. 
t ‘We w ill firs t v is it the room o f M ile  Celie. Then  we w ill

fluestion the maid, Helene V auquier.’
, The fou r men, fo llowed by Perrichet, passed out by the 
I door in to  the hall and mounted the stairs. Celia’s room was
i 'n  the south-west angle o f the v illa , a b rig h t and a iry room,

of w hich one w indow  overlooked the road, and two others, 
between w hich stood the dressing-table, the garden. Behind 
the room a door led in to  a lit t le  w h ite -tiled  bathroom. Some 
towels were tum bled upon the floor beside the bath. In  the 
bedroom a dark-grey frock o f tussore and a petticoat were 
flung carelessly on the bed; a b ig  grey hat o f O ttom an silk 
Was ly ing  upon a chest o f drawers in  the recess o f a w indow ;
and upon a chair a lit t le  p ile  o f fine linen and a pa ir o f grey
silk stockings, w hich matched in  shade the grey suede shoes, 
Were tossed in a heap.

‘ I t  was here that you saw the lig h t at half-past nine?’ 
Hanaud said, tu rn in g  to Perrichet.

‘Yes, m onsieur,’ replied Perrichet.
‘We may assume, then, that M ile  Celie was changing her 

dress at that tim e .’
Besnard was looking about h im , opening a drawer here, 

a wardrobe there.
‘M ile  Celie,’ he said, w ith  a laugh, ‘was a particu la r young 

lady, and fond o f her fine clothes, i f  one may judge from  the 
room and the order o f the cupboards. She must have changed 
her dress last n ig h t in  an unusual h u rry .’

There was about the whole room a certain daintiness, 
almost, i t  seemed to M r  Ricardo, a fragrance, as though the 
g irl had impressed something o f her own delicate self upon it.
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W ethe rm ill stood upon the threshold watching w ith  a sullen 
face the vio la tion  o f th is  chamber by the officers o f the police.

N o  such feelings, however, troub led  Hanaud. He w ent 
over to the dressing-room and opened a few smali leather 
cases which held Celia’s omaments. In  one or tw o o f them a 
tr in ke t was v is ib le ; others were em pty. One o f these latter 
H anaud held open in  his hand, and fo r so long tha t Besnard 
moved im patiently.

‘You see i t  is empty, monsieur,’ he said, and suddenly 
W ethe rm ill moved forw ard in to  the room.

‘Yes, I see tha t,’ said Hanaud dry ly .
I t  was a case made to hołd a couple o f long ear-drops—  

those diamond ear-drops, doubtless, which M r  Ricardo had 
seen tw in k lin g  in  the garden.

‘W ill  monsieur le t me see?’ asked W etherm ill, and he took 
the case in  his hands. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘ M ile  Ceiie’s ear-drops,’ 
and he handed the case back w ith  a though tfu l air.

I t  was the firs t tim e he had taken a defin ite part in  the 
investigation. T o  R icardo the reason was elear. H arry  
W ethe rm ill had h im self given those ear-drops to Celia. 
Hanaud replaced the case and turned round.

‘There is noth ing more fo r us to see here,’ he said. ‘ I 
suppose tha t no one has been allowed to enter the room?’ 
A nd  he opened the door.

‘N o  one except Helene V auqu ier,’ replied the Com m is
saire.

Ricardo fe lt ind ignant at so obvious a piece o f carelessness. { 
Even W ethe rm ill looked surprised. Hanaud merely shut the 
door again.

‘Oho, the m a id !’ he said. ‘Then  she has recovered!’
‘She is s till weak,’ said the Commissaire. ‘B u t I  thought it  

was necessary that we should obtain at once a description o f 
what Celie H arland wore when she le ft the house. I  spoke to 
M . F leu rio t about it ,  and he gave me perm ission to b ring  
Helene V auquier here, who alone could te ll us. I  b rought her ! 
here m yself ju s t before you came. She looked through the 
g ir l ’s wardrobe to  see what was m issing.’
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‘Was she alone in  the room ?’
‘N o t fo r a m om ent,’ said M . Besnard haughtily. ‘ Really, 

monsieur, we are not so ignorant o f how an affa ir o f th is k ind 
should be conducted. I  was in the room m yself the whole 
tim e, w ith  m y eye upon her.’

‘T h a t was ju s t before I  came,’ said Hanaud. H e crossed 
carelessly to  the open w indow  w hich overlooked the road 
and, leaning out o f it, looked up the road to the corner 
round which he and his friends had come, precisely as the ]
Commissaire had done. Then he turned back in to  the 
room.

‘W hich  was the last cupboard or drawer that Helene 
Vauquier touched?’ he asked.

‘T h is  one.’
Besnard stooped and pulled open the bottom  drawer o f a 

chest which stood in  the embrasure o f the w indow . A  lig h t- 
coloured dress was ly ing  at the bottom .

‘ I to ld  her to be ąu ick,’ said Besnard, ‘sińce I had seen that 
you were coming. She lifted  th is dress out and said that 
no th ing was missing there. So I  took her back to her room and 
le ft her w ith  the nurse.’

Hanaud lifted  the lig h t dress from  the drawer, shook it  out 
in  fro n t o f the w indow , tw irled  it round, snatched up a comer 
o f i t  and held i t  to  his eyes, and then, fo ld ing  i t  ąu ick ly , 
replaced i t  in  the drawer.

‘N ow  show me the firs t drawer she touched.’ A nd  th is tim e 
he lifted  ou t a petticoat, and, taking i t  to  the w indow , exam- 
ined i t  w ith  a greater care. W hen he had finished w ith  i t  he 
handed i t  to  R icardo to  p u t away, and stood fo r a m om ent or 
two though tfu l and absorbed. R icardo in  his tu rn  examined 
the petticoat. B u t he could see noth ing unusual. I t  was an 
attractive petticoat, dainty w ith  fr il ls  and lace, bu t i t  was 
hardly a th ing  to grow though tfu l over. He looked up in 
perp lexity and saw that Hanaud was watching his investi- 
gations w ith  a smile o f amusement.

‘W hen M . R icardo has pu t that away,’ he said, ‘we w ill 
hear what Helene Vauquier has to  te ll us.’
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He passed out o f the door last, and, locking it,  placed the 
key in  his pocket.

‘Helene V auquier’s room is, I  th ink , upstairs,’ he said. A nd  
he moved towards the staircase.

B u t as he d id  so a man in  p la in clothes, who had been 
w a iting  upon the landing, stepped forw ard. H e carried in  his 
hand a piece o f th in , strong w hipcord.

‘A h , D u re tte !’ cried Besnard. ‘M onsieur Hanaud, I  sent 
D ure tte  th is  m orn ing  round the shops o f A ix  w ith  the cord 
w h ich  was found knotted round  M m e D auvray’s neck.’ 

Hanaud advanced qu ick ly  to  the man.
‘W e ll! D id  you discover anyth ing ?’
‘Yes, m onsieur,’ said D urette . ‘A t the shop o f M . Corval, 

in  the Rue du Casino, a young lady in  a dark-grey frock and 
hat bought some cord o f th is k ind  at a few m inutes after nine 
last n igh t. I t  was ju s t as the shop was being closed. I  showed 
Corval the photograph o f Celie H arland w hich M . le Com 
missaire gave me out o f M m e D auvray’s room , and he 
identified it  as the p o rtra it o f the g ir l who had bought the cord.’ 

Complete silence fo llowed upon D ure tte ’s words. T he  
whole party stood like  men stupefied. N o  one looked towards 
W e th e rm ill; even Hanaud averted his eyes.

‘Yes, tha t is very im po rtan t,’ he said awkwardly. He tu rned 
away, and fo llowed by the others, went up the stairs to  the 
bedroom o f Helene Vauquier.

6

Helene V auqu ie r’s Evidence
A  nurse opened the door. W ith in  the room Helene Vauquier 
was leaning back in  a chair. She looked i l l ,  and her face was 
very w hite. O n the appearance o f Hanaud, the Commissaire, 
and the others, however, she rose to  her feet. R icardo recog-
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nised the justice o f HanaucTs description. She stood before 
them a hard-featured, ta li woman o f th ir ty -five  or fo rty , in  a 
neat black s tu ff dress, strong w ith  the strength o f a peasant, 
respectable, reliable. She looked what she had been, the con- 
fidentia l maid o f an elderly woman. O n her face there was 
now an aspect o f eager appeal.

‘Oh, m onsieur!’ she began, ‘ let me go from  here—  
anywhere— into  prison i f  you like. But to stay here— where 
in years past we were so happy— and w ith  madame ly ing  in 
the room below. No, i t  is insupportable.’

She sank in to  her chair, and Hanaud came over to her side. 
‘Yes, yes,’ he said, in  a soothing voice. ‘ I  can understand 

your feelings, m y poor woman. W e w ill not keep you here. 
You have, perhaps, friends in  A ix  w ith  whom you could stay?’ 

‘Oh yes, m onsieur!’ Helene cried gra te fu lly . ‘Oh, bu t I 
thank y o u ! T h a t I  should have to sleep here to n ig h t! Oh, how 
the fear o f that has frightened m e!’

‘You need have had no such fear. A fte r all, we are not the 
visitors o f last n igh t,’ said Hanaud, draw ing a chair close to 
her and patting  her hand sympathetically. ‘N ow , 1 want you 
to te ll these'gentlemen and m yself all tha t you know o f th is 
dreadful business. Take your tim e, madem oiselle! W e are 
hum an.’

‘B u t, monsieur, I know noth ing ,’ she cried. ‘ I was to ld  that 
I m igh t go to bed as soon as I had dressed M ile  Celie fo r the 
seance.’

‘Seance!’ cried Ricardo, startled in to  speech. T h e  p icture  
o f the Assembly H a ll at Leam ington was again before his 
m ind. B u t Hanaud turned towards^, h im , and, though 
Hanaud’s face retained its benevolent e.\pression, there was a 
g litte r in  his eyes w hich sent the blood in to  R icardo’s face.

‘D id  you speak again, M . Ricardo?’ the detective asked. 
No"? I  though t i t  was not possible.’ He turned back to Helene 

Vauquier. ‘So M ile  Celie practised seances. T h a t is verv 
strange. W e w ill hear about them. W ho knows what thread 
may lead us to the tru th ? ’

Helene V auquier shook her head.
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‘M onsieur, i t  is not rig h t tha t you should seek the tru th  
from  me. For, consider th is ! I  cannot speak w ith  justice  o f 
M ile  Celie. N o, I  cannot! I  d id  not like  her. I  was jealous—  
yes, jealous. M onsieur, you want the tru th — I hated h e r!’ 
A nd the woman’s face flushed and she clenched her hand 
upon the arm o f her chair. ‘Yes, I hated her. H ow  could I 
help it? ’ she asked.

‘W hy?’ asked Hanaud gently. ‘W hy  could you not help it? ’
Helene Yauąuier leaned back again, her strength ex- 

hausted, and sm iled languid ly.
‘ I w ill te ll you. But remember it is a woman speaking to 

you, and things w hich you w ill count s illy  and tr iv ia l mean 
very much to her. There was one n igh t last June— only last 
June! T o  th in k  o f i t !  So lit t le  w h ile  ago there was no M ile
Celie ’ and, as Hanaud raised his hand, she said hurried ly ,
‘Yes, yes; I w ill contro l myself. But to th ink  o f M m e Dauvray 
n o w !’

A nd  thereupon she b lu rted  ou t her story and explained to 
M r  R icardo the ąuestion which had so perplexed h im : how 
a g ir l o f so much d is tinc tion  as Celia H arland came to be 
liv in g  w ith  a woman o f so common a type as M m e Dauvrav.

‘W ell, one n ight in June,’ said Helene Yauquier, ‘madame 
went w ith  a party to supper at the Abbaye Restaurant in  
M on tm artre . A nd she brought home fo r the firs t tim e M ile  
Celie. But you should have seen her! She had on a lit t le  p laid 
sk irt and a coat which was fa lling  to pieces, and she was 
starving— ves, starving. Madame to ld  me the story that n ight 
as I  undressed her. M ile  Celie was there dancing am idst the 
tables fo r a supper w ith  anyone who w ould  be k ind  enough to 
dance w ith  her.’

T h e  scorn o f her voice rang through the room. She was the 
rig id , respectable peasant woman, speaking out her con- 
tem pt. And W ethe rm ill must needs listen to it. R icardo dared 
not glance at h im .

‘B u t hard ly anyone w ould dance w ith  her in  her rags, and 
no one w ould give her supper except madame. Madame did. 
Madame listened to her story o f hunger and distress. Madame
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believed it, and brought her home. Madame was so k ind, so 
careless in  her kindness. A nd  now she lies murdered fo r a 
rew ard!’ A n  hysterical sob checked the woman’s utterances, 
her face began to work, her hands to  tw itch .

‘Come, com e!’ said Hanaud gently, ‘calm yourself, made- 
moiselle.’

Helene Vauquier paused fo r a m om ent o r tw o to recover 
her composure. ‘ I  beg your pardon, monsieur, b u t I  have 
been so long w ith  madame— oh, the poor woman! Yes, yes 
I w ill calm myself. W ell, madame brought her home, and in 
a week there was noth ing too good fo r M ile  Celie. Madame 
Was like a child . A lways she was being deceived and imposed 
Upon. Never she learnt prudence. But no one so qu ick ly  made 
her way to  madame’s heart as M ile  Celie. Mademoiselle must 
live w ith  her. Mademoiselle m ust be dressed by the firs t 
modistes. Mademoiselle must have lace petticoats and the 
softest linen, long w hite gloves, and p re tty  ribbons fo r her 
hair, and hats from  Caroline Reboux at twelve hundred 
francs. A nd  madame’s maid must attend upon her and deck 
her ou t in  all these da in ty things. B ah l’

Vauquier was s itting  erect in  her chair, v io lent, almost 
tancorous w ith  anger. She looked round upon the company 
and shrugged her shoulders.

‘ I  to ld  you not to  come to m e!’ she said, ‘ I  cannot speak 
im partia lly , o r even gently o f mademoiselle. Consider! For 
years I  had been more than madame’s m aid— her fr ie n d ; yes, 
so she was k ind  enough to cali me. She talked to me about 
everyth ing, consulted me about everything, took me w ith  her 
everywhere. Then  she brings home, at tw o o’clock in  the 
m orning, a young g ir l w ith  a fresh, p re tty  face, from  a 
M ontm artre  restaurant, and in a week I  am noth ing  at a ll—  
°h, bu t no th ing— and mademoiselle is queen.’

‘Yes, i t  is qu ite  na tura l,’ said Hanaud sympathetically. ‘You 
Would not have been human, mademoiselle, i f  you had not 
felt some anger. B u t te ll us frank ly  about these seances. H ow  
did they begin?’

‘Oh, monsieur,’ Vauquier answered, ‘ i t  was not d iffic u lt to
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begin them . M m e D auvray had a passion fo r fortune-te llers 
and rogues o f tha t k ind . Anyone w ith  a pack o f cards and 
some nonsense about a dangerous woman w ith  black ha ir o r a 
man w ith  a lim p — monsieur knows the stories they string 
together in  d im ly  ligh ted rooms to deceive the credulous—  
anyone could make a harvest ou t o f madame’s superstitions. 
B u t monsieur knows the type .’

‘ Indeed I  do,’ said Hanaud, w ith  a laugh.
‘W e ll, a fter mademoiselle had been w ith  us three weeks, 

she said to  me one m orn ing  when I  was dressing her ha ir that 
i t  was a p ity  madame was always runn ing  round the fo rtune- 
Jellers, tha t she herself could do something much more 
s tr ik ing  and impressive, and tha t i f  on ly  I  w ould  help her we 
could rescue madame from  th e ir clutches. S ir, I  d id  no t th in k  j 
w hat power I  was p u ttin g  in to  M ile  Celie’s hands, o r as- : 
suredly I  w ould  have refused. A nd  I  d id  not w ish to quarrel 
w ith  M ile  Celie ; so fo r once I  consented, and, having once 
consented, I  could never afterwards refuse, for, i f  I  had, ■ 
mademoiselle w ou ld  have made some fine excuse about the 
psychic influence not being en rapport, and meanwhile w ould 
have had me sent away. W h ile  i f  I  had confessed the tru th  to 
madame, she w ou ld  have been so angry tha t I  had been a | 
party  to  tr ick in g  her tha t again I  w ou ld  have lost m y place. 
A n d  so the seances w ent on .’

‘Yes,’ said Hanaud. ‘ I  understand that your position was 
very d ifficu lt. W e shall not, I  th in k ,’ and he tu rned to the 
Commissaire confidently fo r corroboration o f his words, ‘be j 
disposed to  blame you .’

‘C erta in ly  no t,’ said the Commissaire. ‘A fte r a ll, life  is not 
so easy.’

‘T hus, then, the seances began,’ said Hanaud, leaning : 
fo rw ard  w ith  a keen interest. ‘T h is  is a strange and curious 
story you are te llin g  me, M ile  Vauquier. N ow , how were they 
conducted? H ow  d id  you assist? W hat d id  M ile  Celie do? : 
Rap on the tables in  the dark and ra ttle  tam bourines like  that 
one w ith  the kno t o f ribbons w h ich  hangs upon the w a li o f | 
the salon?’



There was a gentle and in v itin g  irony in H anaud’s tone. 
M . R icardo was disappointed. Hanaud had after all not ov,er- 
looked the tam bourine. W ith o u t R icardo’s reason to notice it, 
he had none the less observed i t  and borne i t  in  his memory. 

‘W ell? ’ he asked.
‘Oh, monsieur, the tam bourines and the rapping on the 

table!’ cried Helene. ‘T h a t was noth ing— oh, b u t no th ing at 
all. Mademoiselle Celie w ould  make sp irits  appear and speak!’ 

‘Really! A n d  she was never caught o u t! B u t M ile  Celie 
tnust have been a rem arkably clever g ir l. ’
. ‘Oh, she was o f an address w hich was surprising. Some- 
times madame and I  were alone. Sometimes there were others, 
whom madame in  her p ride  had inv ited . F o r she was very 
proud, monsieur, that her companions could in troduce her 
to the sp irits  o f dead people. B u t never was M ile  Celie caught 
°u t. She to ld  me tha t fo r many years, even when qu ite  a ch ild , 
she had travelled through England g iv ing  these exh ib itions.’ 

‘O h o !’ said Hanaud, and he turned to W ethe rm ill. ‘D id  
you know  that?’ he asked in  English.

‘ I  d id  no t,’ he said. ‘ I  do not know .’
Hanaud shook his head.
‘T o  me th is story does not seem invented,’ he replied. A nd  

then he spoke again in  French to Helene Vauquier. ‘W ell, 
continue, mademoiselle! Assume tha t the company is as- 
sembled fo r our seance.’

‘Then  M ile  Celie, dressed in  a long gown o f black velvet, 
which set o ff her w h ite  arms and shoulders w ell— oh, made- 
tUoiselle d id  no t forget those lit t le  tr ifles ,’ Helene Vauquier 
■oterrupted her story, w ith  a re tu rn  o f her bittemess, to 
'nterpolate— ‘mademoiselle w ould sail in to  the room w ith  her 
velvet tra in  flow ing behind her, and perhaps fo r a lit t le  w hile  
she w ould  say there was a force w ork ing  against her, and she 
Would s it s ilent in  a chair w hile  madame gaped at her w ith  
°pen eyes. A t last mademoiselle w ou ld  say tha t the powers 
Were favourable and the sp irits  w ou ld  m anifest themselves 
tonight. T hen  she w ould be placed in a cabinet, perhaps w ith  a 
®tring tied across the door outside— you w il l  understand it
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was m y business to see after the string— and the lights w ould 
be turned down, o r perhaps out altogether. O r at other times 
we w ould sit ho ld ing hands round a table, M ile  Celie between 
M m e Dauvray and myself. B u t in  that case the lights w ould 
be turned out firs t, and i t  w ould be really m y hand w hich held 
M m e D auvray’s. A nd  whether i t  was the cabinet or the chairs, 
in  a m om ent mademoiselle w ould be creeping silen tly  about 1 

the room in  a lit t le  pa ir o f soft-soled slippers w ith o u t heels, 
w h ich  she wore so tha t she m igh t no t be heard, and tam bour- 
ines w ould ra ttle  as you say, and fingers touch the forehead 
and the neck, and strange voices w ould  sound from  corners o f 
the room, and d im  apparitions w ould  appear— the sp irits  o f 
great ladies o f the past, who w ould  ta lk w ith  M m e Dauvray. 
Such ladies as M m e de Castiglione, M arie  Anto inette , M m e 
de M ed ic i— I  do not remember all the names, and very like ly  
I  do not pronounce them  properly. Then  the voices w ould 
cease and the ligh ts be turned up, and M m e Celie w ould be 
found in  a trance ju s t in  the same place and a ttitude as she 
had been when the lights were turned out. Im agine, messieurs, 
the effect o f such seances upon a woman like  M m e Dauvray. 
She was made fo r them . She believed in  them  im p lic it ly . The 
words o f the great ladies from  the past— she w ould  remember ; 
and repeat them, and be very proud tha t such great ladies had 
come back to the w orld  merely to te ll her— M m e D auvray—  
about the ir lives. She w ou ld  have had seances all day, b u t 
M ile  Celie pleaded tha t she was le ft exhausted at the end o f 
them . B u t M ile  Celie was o f an address. For instance— it  w ill 
seem very absurd and rid icu lous to  you, gentlemen, b u t you 
m ust remember what M m e D auvray was— fo r instance, 
madame was pa rticu la rly  anxious to speak w ith  the s p ir it o f 
M m e de Montespan. Yes, yes! She had read all the memoirs 
about tha t lady. V ery like ly  M ile  Celie had pu t the notion 
in to  M m e D auvray’s head, fo r madame was not a scholar. 
B ut she was dying to hear tha t famous woman’s voice and to 
ćatch a d im  glimpse o f her face. W e ll, she was never gratified. 
A lways she hoped. A lways M ile  Celie tantalised her w ith  the 
hope. B u t she w ould  not g ra tify  it. She w ould  not spoił her
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fine affairs by m aking these treats too common. A nd  she 
acąuired— how should she not?— a power over M m e 
Dauvray w hich was unassailable. T he  fortune-te llers had no 
more to say to M m e Dauvray. She d id  no th ing bu t fe lic ita te 
herself upon the happy chance w hich had sent her M ile  
Celie. A nd  now she lies in  her room  m urde red !’

Once more Helene’s voice broke upon the words. B u t 
Hanaud poured her ou t a glass o f water and held i t  to  her lips. 
Helene drank it  eagerly.

‘There, tha t is better, is i t  not?’ he said.
‘Yes, m onsieur,’ said Helene Vauquier, recovering herself. 

‘Sometimes, too ,’ she resumed, ‘messages from  the spirits 
Would fiu tte r dow n in  w rit in g  on the table.’

‘ In  w riting? ’ exclaimed Hanaud ąu ick ly .
‘Yes; answers to ąuestions. M ile  Celie had them  ready. Oh, 

bu t she was o f an address altogether surpris ing.’
‘ I  see,’ said Hanaud s low ly ; and he added, ‘B u t some

times, I  suppose, the ąuestions were ąuestions w hich M ile  
Celie could not answer?’

‘Sometimes,’ Helene V auquier adm itted, ‘when visitors 
were present. W hen M m e D auvray was alone— w ell, she was 
an ignorant woman, and any answer w ould  serve. B ut i t  was 
not so when there were vis itors whom  M ile  Celie d id  not 
know, or on ly  knew s ligh tly . These visitors m igh t be pu tting  
ąuestions to test her, o f w hich they knew the answers, w hile  
M ile  Celie d id  no t.’

‘Exactly,’ said Hanaud. ‘W hat happened then?’ A ll  who 
were lis tening understood to w hat po in t he was leading 
Helene Vauquier. A ll  waited in ten tly  fo r her answer.

She smiled.
‘ I t  was all one to M ile  Celie.’
‘She was prepared w ith  an escape from  the d ifficu lty? ’ 
‘Perfectly prepared.’
Hanaud looked puzzled.
‘ I  can th in k  o f no way out o f i t  except the one,’ and 

he looked around to the Commissaire and to  R icardo as 
though he w ould  inąu ire  o f them  how many ways they had
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discovered. ‘ I  can th in k  o f no escape except tha t a message 
in  w rit in g  should flu tte r down from  the s p ir it appealed to  
saying frank ly ,’ and Hanaud shrugged his shoulders. * “ I  
do no t know .’ ”

‘O h no no, m onsieur,’ replied Helene Vauquier in  p ity  fo r 
H anaud’s misconception. ‘ I  see tha t you are no t in  the habit 
o f attending seances. I t  w ou ld  never do fo r a s p ir it to  adm it 
tha t i t  d id  not know. A t once its au tho rity  w ou ld  be gone, and 
w ith  i t  M ile  Celie’s as w ell. B u t on the other hand, fo r in - 
scrutable reasons the s p ir it m igh t no t be allowed to 
answer.’

‘ I  understand,’ said Hanaud, meekly accepting the cor- 
rection. ‘T h e  sp ir it m igh t rep ly  tha t i t  was forb idden to 
answer, b u t never that i t  d id  no t know .’

‘N o, never tha t,’ said Helene. So i t  seemed tha t Hanaud 
m ust look elsewhere fo r the explanation o f tha t sentence, ‘ I  
do not know .’ Helene continued: ‘Oh, M ile  Celie— it  was not 
easy to  baffle her, I  can te ll you. She carried a lace scarf 
w hich she could drape about her head, and in  a m om ent she 
w ould  be, in  the d im  ligh t, an old, old woman, w ith  a voice so 
altered tha t no one could know it. Indeed, you said r ig h tly , 
m onsieur— she was clever.’ '

T o  a ll w ho listened Helene V auqu ier’s story carried its 
conviction. M m e D auvray rose v iv id ly  before th e ir m inds as 
a liv in g  woman. Celie’s trickeries were so g lib ly  described 
that they could hard ly have been invented, and certa in ly not 
by  th is  poor peasant-woman whose lips so bravely struggled 
w ith  M ed ic i, and Montespan, and the names o f the other 
great ladies. H ow , indeed, should she know o f them  at all? 
She could never have had the insp ira tion  to  concoct the most 
convinc ing  item  o f her story— the queer craze o f M m e 
D auvray fo r an in terv iew  w ith  M m e  de Montespan. These 
details were assuredly the tru th .

Ricardo, indeed, knew them  to  be true. H ad he not h im se lf 
seen the g ir l in  her black velvet dress shut up  in  a cabinet, 
and a great lady o f the past d im ly  appear in  the darkness? 
M oreover, Helene V auquier’s jealousy was so natural and
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inevitable a th ing. H e r confession o f i t  corroborated a ll her 
story.

‘W e ll, then,’ said Hanaud, ‘we come to last n ight. There 
Was a seance held in  the salon last n igh t.’

‘N o, m onsieur,’ said Vauquier, shaking her head; ‘there 
Was no seance last n ig h t.’

‘B u t already you have said ’ in terrupted the Com-
missaire; and Hanaud held up his hand.

‘L e t her speak, m y fr ie n d .’
‘Yes, monsieur shall hear,’ said Vauquier.
I t  appeared tha t at five o ’clock in  the afternoon M m e 

Dauvray and M ile  Celie prepared to leave the house on foot. 
I t  was th e ir custom to w alk down at th is  hour to the V illa  des 
Fleurs, pass an hour o r so there, dine in  a restaurant, and 
re turn to the Rooms to spend the evening. On th is occasion, 
however, M m e D auvray in form ed Helene tha t they should 
be back early and b ring  w ith  them a friend  who was interested 
m, bu t entire ly sceptical of, sp iritua lis tic  manifestations. ‘But 
We shall convince her ton igh t, Celie,’ she said confidently; 
and the tw o women then w ent out. S hortly  before eight 
Helene closed the shutters both o f the upstair and the dow n- 
stair w indows and o f the glass doors in to  the garden, and 
returned to the kitchen, w h ich  was at the back o f the house 
—that is, on the side facing the road. There had been a fa li o f 
rain at seven w hich had lasted fo r the greater part o f the hour, 
and soon after she had shut the w indows the ra in fe ll again in  
a heavy shower, and Helene, know ing that madame fe lt the 
ch ill, lighted a smali fire  in  the salon. The  shower lasted u n til 
nearly nine, when it  ceased altogether and the n igh t cleared up.

I t  was close upon half-past nine when the beli rang from  
the salon. Vauquier was sure o f the hour, fo r the charwoman 
called her a ttention to the clock.

‘ I  found M m e Dauvray, M ile  Celie, and another woman in  
the salon,’ continued Helene Vauquier.

‘Madame had let them  in  w ith  her latch-key.’
‘A h , the other w om an!’ cried Besnard. ‘Had you seen her 

before ?’



‘N o , m onsieur.’
‘W ha t was she like?’
‘ She was sallow, w ith  black ha ir and b rig h t eyes like  beads. 

She was short and about fo rty -five  years o ld, though i t  is 
d ifficu lt to  judge o f these things. I  noticed her hands, fo r  she 
was taking her gloves off, and they seemed to  me to  be 
unusually muscular fo r a wom an.’

‘A h ! ’ cried Lou is  Besnard. ‘T h a t is im po rtan t.’
‘ M m e Dauvray was, as she always was before a seance, in  a 

feverish flu tte r. “ You w ill help M ile  Celie to dress, Helene, 
and be very qu ick ,”  she said; and w ith  an extraordinary 
long ing she added, “ Perhaps we shall see her to n ig h t.”  H er, 
you understand, was M m e de Montespan. A nd  she turned to 
the stranger and said, “ You w il l  believe, Adele, after 
to n ig h t.” ’

‘A d e le !’ said the Commissaire wisely. ‘T hen  Adele was the 
strange wom an’s name?’

‘Perhaps,’ said Hanaud dry ly .
Helene V auquier reflected.
‘ I  th in k  Adele was the name,’ she said in  a more doub tfu l 

tone. ‘ I t  sounded like  Adele.’
T he  irrepressible M r  R icardo was im pelled to  intervene. 
‘W ha t M onsieur Hanaud means,’ he explained, w ith  the 

pleasant a ir o f a man happy to illum ina te  the dark intelligence 
o f a ch ild , ‘ is that Adele was probably a pseudonym.’ 

Hanaud tu rned to  h im  w ith  a savage grin .
‘N ow  tha t is sure to help h e r!’ he cried. ‘A  pseudonym ! 

Helene V auquier is sure to understand tha t simple and ele- 
m entary w ord. H ow  b rig h t th is  M . R icardo is ! W here shall 
we fin d  a new p in  more bright?  I  ask you ,’ and he spread out 
his hands in  a despairing adm iration.

M r  R icardo flushed red, b u t he answered never a w ord. He 
m ust endure gibes and hum ilia tion  like  a schoolboy in  a class. 
H is  one constant fear was lest he should be tu rned out o f the 
room . T h e  Commissaire d iverted w ra th  from  h im  however.

‘W ha t he means by pseudonym,’ he said to  Helene Vau- 
qu ier, exp la in ing M r  R icardo to  her as M r  Ricardo had
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Presumed to explain Hanaud, ‘ is a falee name. Adele may have 
been, nay, probably was, a false name adopted by th is  strange 
woman.’

‘Adele, I  th ink , was the name used,’ replied Helene, the 
doubt in  her voice d im in ish ing  as she searched her memory. 
I  am almost sure.’

‘W ell, we w ill cali her Adele,’ said Hanaud im patiently. 
W hat does it  matter? Go on, Mademoiselle V auqu ier.’

‘The lady sat up rig h t and sąuarely upon the edge o f a chair, 
w ith  a sort o f defiance, as though she was determ ined noth ing 
should convince her, and she laughed incredulously.’

Here, again, all who heard were able v iv id ly  to conjure up 
the scene— the defiant sceptic s itting  squarely on the edge o f 
her chair, rem oving her gloves from  her m uscular hands; the 
excited M m e Dauvray, so absorbed in the determ ination to 
convince; and M ile  Celie runn ing  from  the room to pu t on 
the black gown w h ich  w ould not be visib le in  the d im  ligh t.

‘W h ils t I  took o ff mademoiselle’s dress,’ V auquier con- 
tinued, ‘she said: “ W hen I  have gone down to the salon you 
can go to bed, Helene. M m e Adele” — yes, i t  was Adele—  
“ w ill be fetched by a fr iend  in  a m otor-car, and I  can let her 
out and fasten the door again. So i f  you hear the car you w ill 
know tha t i t  has come fo r her.” ’

‘Oh, she said th a t! ’ said Hanaud quickly.
‘Yes, m onsieur.’
Hanaud looked g loom ily  towards W etherm ill. Then  he 

cxchanged a sharp glance w ith  the Commissaire, and moved 
his shoulders in  an almost im perceptib le shrug. B u t M r  
Ricardo saw it, and construed i t  in to  one word. He imagined 
a ju ry  u tte ring  the w ord  ‘G u ilty . ’

Helene V auquier saw the movement too.
‘D o no t condemn her too qu ick ly , m onsieur,’ she said, 

w ith  an im pulse o f remorse. ‘A nd  not upon m y words. For, 
as I  say j i — hated her.’

Hanaud nodded reassuringly, and she resumed:
‘ I  was surprised, and I  asked mademoiselle what she w ould 
w ithou t her confederate. B u t she laughed, and said there
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w ould be no d ifficu lty . T h a t is partly  w hy I  th in k  there was 
no seance held last n ight. M onsieur, there was a note in  her 
voice tha t evening w hich I  d id  not as yet understand. Made- 
moiselle then took her bath w hile I  la id out her black dress 
and the slippers w ith  the soft, noiseless soles. A nd  now I  tell 
you w hy I  am sure there was no seance last n igh t— why M ile  
Celie never meant there should be one.’

‘Yes, le t us hear tha t,’ said Hanaud curiously, and leaning 
forw ard w ith  his hands upon his knees.

‘You have here, monsieur, a description o f how mademoi
selle was dressed when she went away.’ Helene Vauquier 
picked up a sheet o f paper from  the table at her side. ‘ I 
w rote i t  out at the reąuest o f M . le Commissaire.’ She handed 
the paper to  Hanaud, who glanced through i t  as she con- 
tinued. ‘W ell, except fo r the w hite lace coat, monsieur, I 
dressed M ile  Celie ju s t in  tha t way. She w ould  have none of 
her p la in black robe. N o, M ile  Celie must wear her fine new 
evening frock o f pale reseda-green chiffon over soft clinging 
satin, w hich set o ff her fa ir beauty so p re ttily . I t  le ft her white 
arms and shoulders bare, and i t  had a long tra in , and it 
rustled as she moved. A nd  w ith  tha t she m ust pu t on her pale 
green s ilk  stockings, her new lit t le  satin slippers to match, 
w ith  the large pastę buckles— and a sash o f green satin looped 
th rough another g litte ring  buckie at the side o f the waist, 
w ith  long ends loosely knotted together at the knee. I  must tie 
her fa ir  hair w ith  a silver ribbon, and p in  upon her curls a 
large hat o f reseda green w ith  a go lden-brow n ostrich feather 
drooping behind. I  warned mademoiselle tha t there was a tin y  
fire  burn ing  in  the salon. Even w ith  the firescreen in  fro n t of 
i t  there w ould  s till be a l it t le  lig h t upon the floor, and the 
g litte rin g  buckles on her feet w ould betray her, even i f  the 
rustle  o f her dress d id  not. B u t she said she w ould k ick her 
slippers off. A h , gentlemen, i t  is after all, not so that one 
dresses fo r a seance,’ she cried, shaking her head. ‘B u t i t  is 
ju s t so— is i t  not?— that one dresses to go to meet a lover.’ 

T he  suggestion startled everyone who heard it. I t  fa ir ly  
took M r  R icardo’s breath away. W e the rm ill stepped forward
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With a ery o f revolt. T he  Commissaire exclaimed, adm iring ly, 
But here is an idea!’ Even Hanaud sat back in  his chair, 

though his expression lost no th ing in  its im passivity, and his 
eyes never moved from  Helene V auqu ier’s face.

‘L is te n !’ she continued, ‘ I  w il l te ll you what I  th ink. I t  was 
my habit to  pu t out some sirop and lemonade and some lit tle  
cakes in  the d in ing-room , which, as you know, is at the other 
side o f the house across the hall. I  th in k  i t  possible, messieurs, 

> that w h ile  M ile  Celie was changing her dress M m e Dauvray 
and the stranger, Adele, w ent in to  the d in ing-room . I  know 
that M ile  Celie, as soon as she was dressed, ran downstairs to 
the salon. W ell, then, suppose M ile  Celie had a lover w a iting  
w ith whom  she meant to run  away. She hurries through the 
ernpty salon, opens the glass doors, and is gone, leaving the 
doors open. A nd  the th ie f, an accomplice o f Adele, finds the 
doors open and hides h im se lf in  the salon u n til M m e Dauvray 
returns from  the d in ing-room . You see, tha t leaves M ile  
Celie innocent.’

Vauquier leaned forward eagerly, her white face flushing. 
There was a moment’s silence, and then Hanaud said:

‘T h a t is all very w ell, M ile  Vauquier. B u t i t  does not 
account fo r the lace coat in  w hich the g ir l went away. She 
must have returned to  her room  to fetch tha t after you had 
§one to  bed.’

Helene V auquier leaned back w ith  an a ir o f d isappoint- 
ment.

‘T h a t is true. I  had forgotten the coat. I  d id  not like M ile
; Celie, but I am not wicked ’

‘N o r fo r the fact that the sirop and the lemonade had not 
Been touched in  the d in ing -room ,’ said the Commissaire, 
m terrup ting  her. *

Again the d isappointm ent overspread V auqu ier’s face.
‘ Is tha t so?’ she asked. ‘ I  d id  no t know— I  have been kept a 

Prisoner here.’
The Commissaire cu t her short w ith  a ery o f satisfaction. 
‘L is ten ! lis te n !’ he exclaimed excitedly. ‘ Here is a theory 

Which accounts fo r a ll, w h ich  combines V auqu ie r’s idea w ith
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ours, and Vauquier’s idea is, I  th ink , very ju s t, up to a point 
Suppose, M . Hanaud, tha t the g ir l was going to meet het 
lover, b u t the lover is the m urderer. Then  all becomes elear 
She does not run  away to  h im ; she opens the door fo r hifl1 
and lets h im  in .’

Both Hanaud and Ricardo stole a glance at W etherm ill 
H ow  d id  he take the theory? W ethe rm ill was leaning against 
the w ali, his eyes closed, his face w hite and contorted w ith 1 
spasm o f pain. But he had the a ir o f a man s ilently  enduring 
an outrage rather than struck down by the conviction that 
the woman he loved was worthless.

‘ I t  is not fo r me to say, m onsieur,’ Helene Vauquier eon' 
tinued. ‘ I  only te ll you what I  know. I  am a woman, and i* 
w ou ld  be very d ifficu lt fo r a g ir l who was eagerly expectinf 
her lover so to act tha t another woman w ould  not know it 
However uncu ltivated and ignorant the other woman was 
tha t at all events she w ould know. T he  knowledge woutó 
spread to  her o f itself, w ithou t a word. Consider, gentlemen!' 
A nd  suddenly Helene Vauquier smiled. ‘A  young girl 
tin g lin g  w ith  excitement from  head to foot, eager tha t het 
beauty ju s t at th is m om ent should be more fresh, more sweet 
than ever i t  was, careful tha t her dress should set i t  ex- 
qu is ite ly  off. Im agine i t !  H e r lips ready fo r the kiss! Oh, hor* 
should another woman not know? I  saw M ile  Celie, het 
cheeks rosy, her eyes b righ t. Never had she looked so lovely 
The  pale-green hat upon her fa ir head heavy w ith  its curls 
F rom  head to foo t she looked herself over, and then sh< 
sighed— she sighed w ith  pleasure because she looked sC 
pre tty . T h a t was M ile  Celie last n igh t, monsieur. Shf 
gathered up her tra in , took her long w h ite  gloves in  the othet 
hand, and ran down the stairs, her heels c lick ing on the wood, 
her buckles g litte ring . A t the bottom  she turned and said to 
me:

‘ “ Remember Helene, you can go to bed.”  T h a t was it, 
m onsieur.’

A nd  now v io len tly  the rancour o f Helene Vauquier’s 
feelings burst ou t once more.
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‘For her the fine clothes, the pleasure and the happiness. 
For me— I  could go to bed!’

Hanaud looked again at the description w hich Helene 
Vauquier had w ritten  out, and read i t  th rough carefully. 
Then he asked a ąuestion, o f which Ricardo d id  not ąuite see 
the d r ift .

‘So,’ he said, ‘when this m orn ing you suggested to M o n 
sieur the Commissaire that i t  w ould be advisable fo r you to go 
through M ile  Celie’s wardrobe, you found that noth ing more 
had been taken away except the w hite  lace coat?’

‘T h a t is so.’
‘Very well. N ow , after M ile  Celie had gone down the 

stairs ’
‘ I  pu t the lights out in  her room and, as she had ordered me 

to do, I  went to  bed. The next th ing  that I  remember— but n o ! 
I t  terrifies me too much to th in k  o f i t . ’

Helene shuddered and covered her face spasmodically 
■with her hands. Hanaud drew her hands gently down. 

‘Courage! You are safe now, mademoiselle. Calm yourse lf!’ 
She lay back w ith  her eyes closed.
‘Yes, yes; i t  is true. I  am safe now. B ut oh! I  feel ! shall 

never dare to sleep again!’ A nd  the tears swam in  her eyes. 
‘ I  woke up w ith  a feeling o f being suffocated. M on  D ieu ! 
There was the lig h t bu rn ing  in  the room, and a woman, the 
strange woman w ith  the strong hands, was ho ld ing me down 
by the shoulders, w hile  a man w ith  his cap drawn over his 
eyes and a lit t le  black moustache pressed over m y lips a pad 
from  w h ich  a h o rr ib ly  sweet and siekły taste filled  m y mouth. 
Oh, I  was te rrified ! I  could not scream. I  struggled. The 
■woman to ld  me roughly to keep ąuiet. But I  could not. I  must 
struggle. A nd  then w ith  a b ru ta lity  unheard o f she dragged 
me up on to m y knees w hile  the man kept the pad rig h t over my 
m outh. T he  man, w ith  the arm w hich was free, held me close to 
h im , and she bound m y hands w ith  a cord behind me. L o o k !’ 

She held out her wrists. They were te rrib ly  bruised. Red 
and angry lines showed where the cord had cut deeply in to 
her fłesh.
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‘Then  they flung me down again upon m y back, and the 
next th in g  I  remember is the doctor standing over me and 
th is  k ind  nurse supporting me.’

She sank back exhausted in  her chair and w iped her fore- 
head w ith  her handkerchief. T he  sweat stood upon it  in  beads.

‘T hank you, mademoiselle,’ said Hanaud gravely.‘T h is  has 
been a try in g  ordeal fo r you. I  understand that. B u t we are 
com ing to the end. I  w ant you to read th is  description o f M ile  
Celie through again to make sure that noth ing is om itted .’ 
H e gave the paper in to  the m aid ’s hands. ‘ I t  w ill be advertised, 
so i t  is im portan t that i t  should be complete. See tha t you 
have le ft ou t no th ing .’

Helene Vauquier bent her head over the paper.
‘N o ,’ said Helene at last. ‘ I  do not th in k  I  have om itted 

anyth ing .’ A nd  she handed the paper back.
‘ I  asked you,’ Hanaud continued suavely, ‘because I  under

stand tha t M ile  Celie usually wore a pair. o f d iam ond ear- 
drops, and they are no t mentioned here.’ •

A  fa in t co lour came in to  the m aid ’s face.
‘T h a t is true, monsieur. I  had forgotten. I t  is quite true .’ 
‘Anyone m igh t fo rget,’ said Hanaud, w ith  a reassuring 

smile. ‘ B u t you w il l  remember now. T h in k ! th in k ! D id  M ile  
Celie wear them  last n ight? ’ He leaned forward, w a iting  fo r 
her reply. W e the rm ill too, made a movement. Both men 
evidently thought the po in t o f great importance. T he  maid 
looked at Hanaud fo r a few moments w ithou t speaking.

‘ I t  is no t from  me, mademoiselle, that you w ill get the 
answer,’ said Hanaud qu ie tly .

‘N o, monsieur. I  was th in k in g ,’ said the maid, her face 
flush ing  at the rebuke.

‘D id  she wear them  when she went down the stairs last 
n igh t? ’ he insisted.

‘ I  th in k  she wore them ,’ she said doub tfu lly . ‘Ye-s— yes,’ 
and the words came now firm  and elear. ‘ I  remember well. 
M ile  Celie had taken them  o ff before her bath, and they lay 
on the dressing-table. She p u t them  in to  her ears w h ile  I 
dressed her ha ir and arranged the bow o f ribbon  in  i t . ’



‘Then  we w ill add the earrings to your description,’ said 
Hanaud, as he rose from  his chair w ith  the paper in  his hand, 
and fo r the m om ent we need not troub le  you any more about 
Mademoiselle Celie.’ He fo lded the paper up, slipped i t  in to  

letter-case, and pu t i t  away in his pocket. ‘ L e t us consider 
that poor Madame D auvray ! D id  she keep m uch money in  
the house?’

‘N o, m onsieur; very little . She was w ell know n in  A ix  and 
her cheąues were everywhere accepted w ithou t question. I t  
Was a high pleasure to serve madame, her cred it was so good,’ 
said Helene Vauquier, raising her head as though she herself 
had a share in  the pride o f that good credit.

‘N o doub t,’ Hanaud agreed. ‘There are many fine house- 
holds where the banking account is overdrawn, and i t  cannot 
he pleasant fo r the servants.’

‘T hey are p u t to so many shifts to  hide it from  the servants 
of the ir neighbours,’ said Helene. ‘Besides,’ and she made a 
little  grimace o f contem pt; a ‘fine household and an over- 
drawn banking account— it  is like a ragged petticoat under a 
satin dress. T h a t was never the case w ith  Madame D auvrav.’ 

‘ So tha t she was under no necessity to  have ready money 
always in  her pocket,’ said Hanaud. ‘ I  understand that. But 
at times perhaps she won at the Y illa  des Fleurs?’

Helene Vauquier shook her head.
‘She loved the Y illa  des Fleurs, bu t she never played fo r high 

sums and often never played at all. I f  she won a few louis, she 
Was as delighted w ith  her gains and as afraid to lose them 
again at the tables as i f  she were o f the poorest, and she stopped 
at once. N o, m onsieur; tw enty or th ir ty  louis— there was never 
more than that in  the house.’

‘Then  i t  was certainly fo r her famous collection o f jew ellery 
that Madame Dauvray was murdered?’

‘C erta in ly, m onsieur.’
‘ N ow , where d id  she keep her jewellery?’
‘ In  a safe in  her bedroom, monsieur. Everv n ight she took 

off what she had been wearing and locked i t  up w ith  the rest. 
She was never too tired  fo r tha t.’
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'
‘A nd  w hat d id  she do w ith  the keys?’
‘T h a t I  cannot te ll you. C erta in ly she locked her rings and 

necklaces away w h ils t I  undressed her. A nd  she la id the keys 
upon the dressing-table or the maritelshelf— anywhere. But 
in  the m orn ing the keys were no longer where she had left 
them . She had p u t them  secretly away.’

Hanaud tu rned to another po in t.
‘ I  suppose tha t Mademoiselle Celie knew o f the safe and 

tha t the jewels were kept there?’
‘Oh yes! Mademoiselle indeed was often in  Madame 

D auvray’s room when she was dressing or undressing. She 
m ust often have seen madame take them out and lock them  up 
again. B u t then, monsieur, so d id  I . ’

Hanaud nodded to her w ith  a fr iend ly  smile. •
‘Thank you once more, mademoiselle,’ he said. ‘The 

to rtu rę  is over. B ut o f course M onsieur F leurio t w il l reąuire 
your presence.’

Helene Vauquier looked anxiously towards him .
‘ But meanwhile I  can go from  this villa, monsieur?’ she 

pleaded, w ith  a trem b ling  voice.
‘C erta in ly ; you shall go to your friends at once.’
‘Oh, monsieur, thank yo u !’ she cried, and suddenly she 

gave way. T he  tears began to flow  from  her eyes. She buried 
her face in  her hands and sobbed. ‘ I t  is foolish o f me, bu t 
what w ould you?’ She jerked out the words between her sobs. 
‘ I t  has been too te rrib le .’

‘Yes, yes,’ said Hanaud soothingly. ‘The nurse w ill p u t a 
few things together fo r you in  a bag. You w ill not leave 
A ix , o f course, and I  w ill send someone w ith  vou to your 
friends.’

The  maid started v io len tly .
‘Oh, not a sergent-de-ville, monsieur, I  beg o f you. I  

should be disgraced.’
‘ No. I t  shall be a man in  p la in clothes, to see that you are 

not hindered by reporters on the way.’
Hanaud turned towards the door. On the dressing-table a 

cord was ly ing . He took it  up and spoke to the nurse.
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‘Was th is  the cord w ith  w hich Helene V auquier’s hands 
Were tied?’

‘Yes, m onsieur,’ she replied.
Hanaud handed i t  to  the Commissaire.
* It w il l  be necessary to keep tha t,’ he said.
I t  was a th in  piece o f strong w hipcord. I t  was the same 

kind o f cord as tha t w h ich  had been found tied  round M m e 
Dauvray’s throat. Hanaud opened the door and turned back 
to the nurse.

‘W e w il l  send fo r a cab fo r M ile  Vauquier. You w ill drive 
■with her to  her door. I  th in k  after tha t she w il l  need no fu rthe r 
help. Pack up  a few things and b rin g  them  down. M ile  
Yauquier can fo llow , no doubt, now w ith o u t assistance.’ 
And, w ith  a fr ie n d ly  nod, he le f t  the room.

Ricardo had been wondering, through the examination, in  
what lig h t Hanaud considered Helene Vauquier. He was 
sympathetic, b u t the sym pathy m igh t merely have been 
®ssumed to  deceive. H is  questions betrayed in  no particu la r 
l he colour o f his m ind. N ow , however, he made h im se lf elear. 
He in form ed the nurse, in  the plainest possible way, that she 
Was no longer to act as ja ile r. She was to b ring  V auquier’s 
things dow n; b u t Vauquier could fo llow  by herself. E v iden tly  
Helene V auquier was cleared.

7

A  Startling D iscovery
H arry  W e the rm ill, however, was not so easily satisfied.

‘Surely, m onsieur, i t  w ould be w e ll to  know  w h ithe r she is 
going,’ he said, ‘and to  make sure tha t when she has gone 
there she w il l  stay there— u n til we want her again?

Hanaud looked at the young man p ity ing ly .
‘I  can understand, monsieur, tha t you ho łd  strong views
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about Helene Vauquier. You are human, like  the rest o f us. 
A nd  what she has said to us ju s t now w ould not make you
more friend ly . B u t— b u t------ ’ and he preferred to shrug his
shoulders rather than to  fin ish  in  words his sentence. ‘H ow - 
ever,’ he said, ‘we shall take care to know where Helene 
Vauquier is staying. Indeed, i f  she is at all im plicated in  this 
a ffa ir we shall learn more i f  we leave her free than i f  we keep 
her under lock and key. Y ou see that i f  we leave her quite 
free, b u t watch her very, very carefully, so as to awaken no 
suspicion, she may be emboldened to do something rash—  
or the others may.’-

M r  R icardo approved o f H anaud’s reasoning.
‘T h a t is qu ite  true ,’ he said. ‘She m ight w rite  a le tte r.’ 
‘Yes, o r receive one,’ added Hanaud, ‘w hich w ould be still 

more satisfactory fo r us— supposing, o f course, that she has 
anyth ing to do w ith  th is  a ffa ir ;’ and again he shrugged his 
shoulders. He turned towards the Commissaire.

‘You have a discreet officer whom  you can trust? ’ he asked. 
‘C erta in ly. A  dozen.’
‘ I  want only one.’
‘A nd  here he is,’ said the Commissaire.
T hey were descending the stairs. On the landing o f the 

firs t floor D urette , the man who had discovered where the 
cord was bought, was s till w aiting. Hanaud took D urette  by 
the sleeve in  the fam ilia r way w h ich  he so com m only used and 
led h im  to the top o f the stairs, where the tw o men stood fo r a 
few moments apart. I t  was p la in  tha t Hanaud was g iv ing, 
D ure tte  receiving, defin ite  instructions. D urette  descended 
the stairs; Hanaud came back to the others.

‘ I  have to ld  h im  to fetch a cab,’ he said, ‘and convey 
Helene Vauquier to her friends.’ Then  he looked at Ricardo, 
and from  R icardo to  the Commissaire, w h ile  he rubbed his 
hand backwards and forwards across his unshaven chin.

‘ I  te ll you ,’ he said, ‘ I  find  th is sinister lit t le  drama very 
in teresting to me. T he  sordid, miserable struggle fo r mastery 
in  th is household o f M m e Dauvray— eh? Yes, very in te r
esting. Just as much patience, ju s t as m uch effort, ju s t as
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rtiuch p lanning fo r th is  smali end as a generał uses to defeat 
an arm y— and, at the last, noth ing gained. W hat else is politics? 
Yes, very in teresting.’

H is eyes rested upon W e the rm ill’s face fo r a moment, bu t 
they gave the young man no hope. He took a key from  his 
Pocket.

‘W e need not keep th is  room  locked,’ he said. ‘We know all 
l hat there is to  be know n.’ A nd  he inserted the key in to  the 
lock o f Celia’s room  and turned it.

‘B u t is tha t wise, monsieur?’ said Besnard.
Hanaud shrugged his shoulders.
‘W hy  not?’ he asked.
‘The  case is in  your hands,’ said the Commissaire. T o  

Ricardo the proceedings seemed singularly irregular. But i f  
the Commissaire was content, i t  was not fo r h im  to object.

‘A nd where is m y excellent friend Perrichet?’ asked 
Hanaud; and leaning over the balustradę he called h im  up 
from the hall.

‘W e w ill now ,’ said Hanaud, ‘have a glance in to  th is  poor 
tfturdered woman’s room .’

T he  room was opposite to Celia’s. Besnard produced the 
key and unlocked the door. Hanaud took o ff his hat upon the 
threshold and then passed in to  the room  w ith  his companions. 
Upon the bed, outlined under a sheet, lay the rig id  fo rm  o f 
M m e Dauvray. Hanaud stepped gently to  the bedside and 
reverently uncovered the face. For a m om ent all could see it  
— liv id , swollen, unhuman.

‘A  bru ta l business,’ he said in  a Iow voice, and when he 
h irned again to his companions his face was w hite  and siekły. 
He replaced the sheet and gazed about the room.

I t  was decorated and furnished in  the same style as the 
salon downstairs, yet the contrast. between the tw o rooms was 
rernarkable.

Downstairs, in  the salon, only a chair had been overturned. 
Here there was every sign o f violence and disorder. A n  empty 
safe stood open in  one corner; the rugs upon the polished 
floor had been tossed aside; every drawer had been to rn  open,
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every wardrobe b u rs t; the very bed had been moved from  its 
position.

‘ I t  was in  th is  safe tha t Madame Dauvray h id  her jewels 
each n ig h t,’ said the Commissaire as Hanaud gazed about the 
room.

‘Oh, was i t  so?’ Hanaud asked slowly. I t  seemed to Ricardo 
tha t he read something in  the aspect o f th is  room too, which 
troubled his m ind and increased his perplexity.

‘Yes,’ said Besnard confidently. ‘Every n igh t M m e Dauvray 
locked her jewels away in  th is  safe. Vauquier to ld  us so this 
m orning. Every n igh t she was never too tired  fo r that. Be- 
sides, here’— and p u tting  his hand in to  the safe he drew out a 
paper— ‘here is the lis t o f M m e  D auvray’s jew e lle ry.’

P la in ly, however, Hanaud was not satisfied. He took the 
lis t and glanced through the items. B u t his thoughts were not 
concerned w ith  it.

‘ I f  tha t is so,’ he said slow ly, ‘ i f  M m e Dauvray kept her 
jewels in  th is  safe, w hy has every drawer been ransacked, w hy 
was the bed moved? Perrichet, lock the door— ąu ie tly— from  
the inside. T h a t is righ t. N ow  lean your back against i t . ’

Hanaud waited u n til he saw Perrichet’s broad back against 
the door. T hen  he w ent down upon his knees, and, tossing 
the rugs here and there, examined w ith  the m inutest care the 
in la id  floor. By the side o f the bed a Persian mat o f blue silk 
was spread. T h is  in  its tu rn  he moved ąu ick ly  aside. 
H e bent his eyes to the ground, ląy prone, moved th is  way 
and tha t to  catch the lig h t upon the floor, then w ith  a 
spring he rosę upon his knees. H e lifte d  his finger to his lips. 
In  a dead silence he drew a pen-knife ąu ick ly  from  his pocket 
and opened it. He bent down again and inserted the blade 
between the cracks o f the blocks. T he  three men in  the room 
watched h im  w ith  an intense excitement. A  błock o f wood rose 
fro m  the floor, he pu lled i t  out, la id  i t  noiselessly down, and 
inserted his hand in to  the opening.

W ethe rm ill at R icardo’s elbow uttered a stifled ery. ‘H u s h l’ 
whispered Hanaud angrily . He drew ou t his hand again. I t  
was ho ld ing  a green leather jewel-case. He opened it, and a
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s Diamond necklace flashed its thousand colours in  the ir faces.
He th rus t in  his hand again and again and again, and each 

3 time that he w ithdrew  it, i t  held a jewel-case. Before the
: astonished eyes o f his companions he opened them. Ropes o f

Pearls, collars o f diamonds, necklaces o f emeralds, rings o f 
) Pigeon-blood rubies, bracelets o f gold studded w ith  opals—
i Mme D auvray’s various jew e lle ry was disclosed.

‘But tha t isastounding,’ said Besnard,inanawe-struckvoice.
' ‘Then  she was never robbed after all ?’ cried Ricardo, 

i Hanaud rose to his feet.
‘W hat a piece o f iro n y !’ he whispered. ‘T he  poor woman 
murdered fo r her jewels, the room ’s turned upside down, 

and noth ing is found. F o r a ll the w h ile  they lay safe in  th is 
°ache. N o th ing  is taken except what she wore. L e t us see t 
" 'ha t she w ore.’

‘O n ly  a few rings, Helene Vauquier though t,’ said Besnard.
But she was not sure.’

‘A h ! ’ said Hanaud. ‘W e ll, le t us make sure!’ and, taking 
ihe lis t from  the safe, he compared it  w ith  the jew ellery in  the 
cases on the floor, tick ing  o ff the items one by one. W hen he 
had finished he kne lt down again, and, th rusting  his hand 
mto the hole, fe lt carefu lly about.

‘There is a pearl necklace m issing,’ he said. ‘A  valuable 
necklace, from  the description in  the lis t, and some rings.
She m ust have been wearing them ,’ and he sat back upon his 
heels. ‘W e w il l  send the in te lligen t Perrichet fo r a bag,’ he 
said, ‘and we w il l  counsel the in te lligen t Perrichet no t to  
hreathe a w ord to any liv in g  soul o f what he has seen in  th is 
r0om. T hen  we w il l  seal up in  the bag the jewels, and we w ill 
hand i t  overto  M . le Commissaire, who w ill convey it  w ith  the 
greatest secrecy ou t o f th is v illa . For the lis t— I  w ill keep i t , ’ 
and he placed i t  carefu lly in  his pocket-book.

He unlocked the door and went out h im self on to the 
Hnding. He looked down the stairs and up the stairs; then he 
heckoned Perrichet to  h im .

‘G o !’ he whispered. ‘Be ąuick, and when you come back 
hide the bag carefu lly undęr your coat.’
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Perrichet went down the stairs w ith  pride w ritten  upon his 
face. Was he not assisting the great M . Hanaud from  the 
Surete in  Paris? Hanaud returned in to  M m e D auvray’s room 
and closed the door. H e looked in to  the eyes o f his companions.

‘Can’t  you see the scene?’ he asked w ith  a queer sm ile of 
excitement. He had forgotten W e th e rm ill; he had forgotten 
even the dead woman shrouded beneath the sheet. He was 
absorbed. H is  eyes were b righ t, his whole face v iv id  w ith  life. 
R icardo saw the real man at th is  m om ent— and feared fo r the 
happiness o f-H arry  W etherm ill. F o r no th ing w ould  Hanaud 
now tu rn  aside u n til he had reached the tru th  and set his 
hands upon the ąuarry. O f tha t R icardo fe lt sure. H e was 
try in g  now to  make his companions visualise ju s t what he 
saw and understood.

‘Can’t  you see it? T he  o ld  woman locking up her jewels in 
th is  safe every n igh t before the eyes o f her m aid or her 
companion, and then, as soon as she was alone, taking them 
stealth ily  out o f the safe and h id ing  them in  th is secret place. 
B ut I  te ll you— this is human. Yes, it  is interesting ju s t because 
i t  is so human. T hen  p icture  to yourselves last n igh t, the 
murderers opening th is  safe and find ing  no th ing— oh, bu t 
no th ing !— and ransacking the room in  deadly hastę, kicking 
up the rugs, fo rc ing  open the drawers, and always find ing  
noth ing— noth ing— nothing. T h in k  o f the rage, the ir stupe- 
faction, and fin a lly  the ir fear! T hey m ust go, and w ith  one 
pearl necklace, when they had hoped to  reap a great fortunę. 
Oh, b u t th is  is interesting— yes, I  te ll you— I,  who have seen 
many strange things— this is in teresting.’

Perrichet returned w ith  a canvas bag, in to  w h ich  Hanaud 
placed the jewel-cases. He sealed the bag in  the presence o f 
the fo u r men and handed i t  to  Besnard. He replaced the 
błock o f wood in the floor, covered i t  over again w ith  the rug, 
and rose to  his feet.

‘L is te n !’ he said, in a Iow voice, and w ith  a gravity which 
impressed them  all. ‘There is something in  th is  house which 
I  do not understand. I  have to ld  you so. I  te ll you something 
more now. I  am afraid— I  am afra id .’ A n d  the w ord startled
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his hearers like  a thunderclap, though i t  was breathed no 
louder than a whisper. ‘Yes, m y friends,’ he repeated, 
nodding his head, ‘te rr ib ly  a fra id .’ A nd  upon the others fe ll a 
discomfort, an awe, as though something sinister and danger- 
ous were present in  the room  and close to them. So v iv id  was 
the feeling, ins tinc tive ly  they drew  nearer together. ‘N ow , I  
warn you solemnly. There m ust be no whisper tha t these 
jewels have been discovered; nc newspaper m ust pub lish  a 
h in t o f i t ; no one must suspect tha t here in  th is room  we have 
found them . Is  tha t understood?’

‘C erta in ly ,’ said the Commissaire.
‘Yes,’ said M r  Ricardo.
‘T o  be sure, m onsieur,’ said Perrichet.
As fo r H a rry  W ethe rm ill, he made no reply. H is  burn ing  

eyes were fixed upon H anaud’s face, and that was all. Hanaud, 
tor his part, asked fo r no rep ly fro m  h im . Indeed, he d id  
not look towards H a rry  W etherm ilPs face at all. R icardo 
Understood. Hanaud d id  not mean to be deterred by the suffer- 
Jng w ritte n  there.

H e went dow n again in to  the lit t le  gay salon l i t  w ith  
flowers and A ugust sun ligh t, and stood beside the couch 
gazing at i t  w ith  troub led eyes. A nd , as he gazed, he closed his 
eyes and shivered. H e shivered like  a man who has taken a 
sudden ch ill. N o th in g  in  a ll th is  m orn ing ’s investigatious, not 
even the r ig id  body beneath the sheet, nor the strange dis- 
covery o f the jewels, had so impressed Ricardo. F o r there he 
had been confronted w ith  facts, defin ite and complete; here 
"'as a suggestion o f unknown horrors, a h in t, not a fact, com- 
Pelling the im agination to dark conjecture. Hanaud shivered. 
Tha t he had no idea w hy Hanaud shivered made the action 
s till morę significant, s till more alarm ing. A nd  i t  was not 
Ricardo alone who was moved by it. A  voice o f despair rang 
through the room. T he  voice was H a rry  W etherm ilPs, and 
his face was ashy w hite.

‘M o ns ieu r!’ he cried, ‘ I  do no t know  what makes you 
shudder; b u t I  am rem embering a few words you used th is 
ttio rn ing .’
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Hanaud tum ed upon his heel. H is face was drawn and grey 
and his eyes blazed.

‘M y  friend, I  also am rem embering those words,’ he said. 
Thus the tw o men stood confronting one another, eye to eye, 
w ith  awe and fear in  both th e ir faces.

Ricardo was w ondering to what words they bo th  referred, 
when the sound o f wheels broke in  upon the silence. The 
effect upon Hanaud was magical. He th rus t his hands in  his 
pockets.

‘Helfene V auquier’s cab,’ he said ligh tly . He drew out his 
cigarette-case and lighted a cigarette.

‘L e t us see that poor woman safely off. I t  is a closed cab 
I  hope.’

I t  was a closed landau. I t  drove past the open door o f the 
salon to the fro n t door o f the house. In  Hanaud’s wake they 
a ll went ou t in to  the hall. T he  nurse came down alone carry- 
ing  Helene Vauquier’s bag. She placed it  in  the cab and 
w aited in  the doorway.

‘Perhaps Helene Vauquier has fa in ted ,’ she said anxiously: 
‘she does not come.’ A nd  she moved towards the stairs.

Hanaud took a s ingularly sw ift step forw ard and stopped 
her.

‘W hy  should you th in k  that ?’ he asked, w ith  a queer smile 
upon his face, and as he spoke a door closed gently upstairs. 
‘See,’ he continued, ‘you are w rong: she is com ing.’

Ricardo was puzzled. I t  had seemed to h im  that the door 
w h ich  had closed so gently was nearer than Helene Vauquier’s 
door. I t  seemed to h im  tha t the door was upon the firs t, not 
the second landing. B ut Hanaud had noticed noth ing strange; 
so i t  could not be. He greeted Helene Vauquier w ith  a smile 
as she came down the stairs.

‘You are better, mademoiselle,’ he said po lite ly . ‘One can 
see that. There is more colour in  your cheeks. A  day or two, 
and you w ill be yourself again.’

He held the door open w hile  she got in to  the cab. The 
nurse took her seat beside her; D urette  m ounted on the box. 
T h e  cab turned and went down the drive.
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‘Goodbye, mademoiselle,’ cried Hanaud, and he watched 
Unt i l  the high shrubs h id  the cab from  his eyes. Then  he 
behaved in  an extraordinary way. He tum ed and sprang like 
hghtning up the stairs. H is  ag ility  amazed Ricardo. The 
°thers fo llowed upon his heels. He flung h im self at Celia’s 
door and opened it. H e burst in to  the room, stood fo r a 
second, then ran to the w indow . He h id  behind the curtain, 
looking out. W ith  his hand he waved to his companions to 
keep back. The sound o f wheels creaking and rasping rose to 
their ears. T he  cab had ju s t come out onto the road. D urette  
upon the box turned and looked towards the house. Just fo r a 
moment Hanaud leaned from  the w indow , as Besnard, the 
Commissaire, had done, and, like  Besnard again, he waved 
his hand. Then  he came back in to  the room and saw, standing 
m fron t o f h im , w ith  his m outh open and his eyes starting out 
° f  his head, Perrichet— the in te lligent Perrichet.

‘M onsieur,’ cried Perrichet, ‘something has been taken 
from  th is room .’

Hanaud looked round the room  and shook his head.
‘N o ,’ he said.
‘But yes, m onsieur,’ Perrichet insisted. ‘Oh, b u t yes. See! 

Upon th is dressing-table there was a smali pot o f cold cream. 
I t  stood here, where m y finger is, when we were in  th is  room 
an hour ago. N ow  i t  is gone.’

Hanaud burst in to  a laugh.
‘M y  friend  Perrichet,’ he said iron ica lly, ‘ I  w il l  te ll you the 

newspaper d id  not do you justice. You are more inte lligent. 
The tru th , m y excellent friend, lies at the bottom  o f a w e ll; 
but you w ould  find  i t  at the bottom  o f a pot o f cold cream. 
Now let us go. For in  th is house, gentlemen, we have noth ing 
more to  do.’

He passed "out o f the room. Perrichet stood aside, his face 
crimson, his a ttitude one o f shame. He had been rebuked by 
the great M . Hanaud, and ju s tly  rebuked. He knew it  now. He 
had wished to display his intelligence— yes, at a ll costs he must 
show how in te lligent he was. A nd  he had shown h im self a 
fool. H e should have kept silence about the po t o f cream.
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The C aptdn o f the Ship
Hanaud walked away from  the V illa  Rose in  the company of 
W e th e rm ill and Ricardo.

‘W e w il l  go and lunch ,’ he said.
‘Yes; come to m y hote l,’ said H a rry  W e the rm ill. But 

H anaud shook his head.
‘N o ; come w ith  me to the V illa  des F leurs,’ he replied. ‘We 

may leam  something there; and in  a case like  th is  every 
m inu tę  is o f importance. W e have to  be ąu ick.’

‘ I  may come too?’ cried M r  Ricardo eagerly.
‘By a ll means,’ replied Hanaud, w ith  a sm ile o f extreme 

courtesy. ‘N o th ing  could be more delicious than m onsieur’s 
suggestions;’ and w ith  tha t rem ark he walked on silently.

M r  R icardo was in  a l it t le  doubt as to the exact significance 
o f  the words. B u t he was too excited to dw ell long upon them. 
Distressed though he sought to  be at his fr ie n d ’s grief, he 
could not b u t assume an a ir o f importance. A ll  the artis t in  
h im  rose jo y fu lly  to  the occasion. H e looked upon h im self 
fro m  the outside. He fancied w ith o u t the slightest ju s ti-  
fica tion  tha t people were po in ting  h im  out. ‘T h a t man has 
been present at the investigation at the V illa  Rose,’ he seemed 
to  hear people say. ‘W ha t strange things he could te ll us i f  he 
w o u ld !’

A n d  suddenly, M r  R icardo began to  reflect. W hat, after 
a ll, could he have to ld  them?

A n d  tha t question he tum ed over in  his m ind  w h ile  he ate 
his luncheon. Hanaud wrote a le tter between the coiirses. 
T h e y  were s ittin g  at a corner table, and Hanaud was in  the 
com er w ith  his back to the wali. H e moved his plate, too, over 
the le tte r as he wrote it. I t  w ould  have been impossible fo r
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either o f his guests to see what he had w ritten , even i f  they 
had wished. R icardo, indeed, d id  wish. He rather resented 
the secrecy w ith  w hich the detective, under a show o f open- 
ness, shrouded his thoughts and acts. Hanaud sent the waiter 
.out to fetch an officer in  p la in clothes, who was in  attendance 
at the door, and he handed the le tter to th is  man. Then  he 
turned w ith  an apology to his guests.

‘I t  is necessary tha t we should find  ou t,’ he explained, ‘as 
soon as possible, the whole record o f M ile  Celie.’

He lighted a cigar, and over the coffee he pu t a ąuestion 
to Ricardo.

‘N ow  te ll me what you make o f the case. W hat M . 
W etherm ill th inks— that is elear, is i t  not? Helene Vauquier 
ts the gu ilty  one. But you, M . Ricardo? W hat is your opinion?’ 
Ricardo took from  his pocket-book a sheet o f paper and 
from  his pocket a pencil. He was intensely flattered by the 
request o f Hanaud, and he proposed to do h im self justice. 
I w ill make a note here o f what I  th in k  the salient features o f 

the m y s te ry a n d  he proceeded to tabulate the points in  the 
fo llow ing way:

‘ i  Celia H arland made her entrance in to  M m e D auvray’s 
household under very doub tfu l circumstances.
' 2  By methods s till more doub tfu l she acquired an extra- 

ordinary ascendancy over M m e D auvray’s m ind.
3 I f  p roo f were needed how complete tha t ascendancy was, 

a glance at Celia H arland ’s wardrobe w ould suffice; fo r she 
Wore the most expensive clothes.

4  I t  was Celia H arland who arranged that Servettaz, the 
chauffeur, should be absent at Chambery on the Tuesday 
n ight— the n igh t o f the m urder.

5 I t  was Celia H arland who bought the cord w ith  which 
M m e Dauvray was strangled and Helene Vauquier bound.

6  T he  footsteps outside the salon show that Celia H arland 
fan from  the salon to the m otor-car.

7  Celia H arland pretended that there should be a seance 
\t>n the Tuesday, bu t she dressed as though she had in  view
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an appointm ent w ith  a lover, instead o f a spiritua listic 
seance.

8  Celia H arland has disappeared.

‘These eight points are strongly suggestive o f Celia 
H arland ’s com plic ity  in  the m urder. B u t I  have no clue which 
w ill enable me to answer the fo llow ing  ąuestions:

a W ho was the man who took part in  the crime?
b W ho was the woman who came to the v illa  on the 

evening o f the m urder w ith  M m e Dauvray and Celia H arland ?
c W hat actually happened in  the salon? H ow  was the 

m urder committed?
d  Is  Helene V auquier’s story true?
e W hat d id  the to rn -up  scrap o f w rit in g  mean? (Probably 

s p ir it-w r it in g  in  Celia H arland ’s hand.)
f  W hy  has one cushion on the settee a smali, fresh, brow n 

stain, w hich is probably blood? W hy is the other cushion 
tom ? ’

M r  R icardo had a momentary thought o f p u tting  down yet 
another ąuestion. He was inclined to ask whether or no a pot 
o f cold cream had disappeared from  Celia H arland ’s bed- 
room ; b u t he remembered tha t Hanaud had set no storę 
upon the incident, and he refrained. M oreover, he had come 
to  the end o f his sheet o f paper. He handed i t  across the table 
to Hanaud and leaned back in his chair, watching the detec- 
tive  w ith  a ll the eagerness o f a young author subm itting  his 
firs t e ffo rt to  a critic .

Hanaud read it  through slowly. A t the end he nodded his 
head in  approval.

‘N ow  we w ill see what M . W etherm ill has to say,’ he said, 
and he stretched out the paper towards H arry  W etherm ill, 
who th roughout the luncheon had not said a word.

‘N o, no,’ cried Ricardo.
Bu t H a rry  W etherm ill already held the w ritten  sheet in  his 

hand. He smiled rather w is tfu lly  at his friend.
‘ I t  is best that I  should ju s t know what you both th in k ,’ he 

said, and in  his tu m  he began to read the paper through. He
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read the firs t eight points, and then beat w ith  his fis t upon the 
table.

‘N o, no,’ he c r ie d ; ‘ i t  is not possible! I  don’t  blame you, 
Ricardo. These are facts, and, as I  said, I  can face facts. But 
there w ill be an explanation— i f  on ly  we can discover i t . ’

He buried his face fo r a m om ent in  his hands. Then  he 
took up the paper again.

‘As fo r the rest, Helene Vauquier lied ,’ he cried v io len tly , 
and he tossed the paper to Hanaud. ‘W hat do you make o f it? ’ 

Hanaud sm iled and shook his head.
‘D id  you ever go fo r a voyage on a ship ?’ he asked.
‘Yes; w hy?’
‘ Because every day at noon three offićers take an observa- 

tion  to determ ine the ship ’s position— the captain, the firs t 
officer, and the second officer. Each w rites his observation 
down, and the captain takes the three observations and com- 
pares them . I f  the firs t Or second officer is out in  his reckoning, 
the captain tells h im  so, b u t he does not show his own. For at 
times, no doubt, he is wrong too. So, gentlemen, I  criticise 
your observations, bu t I  do not show you m ine.’

He took up R icardo’s paper and read i t  through again. 
‘Yes,’ he said pleasantly. ‘B u t the tw o ąuestions w hich are 

most im portan t, w hich alone can lead us to  the tru th — how do 
they come to be om itted from  your lis t, M . Ricardo?’

Hanaud pu t the ąuestion w ith  his most serious air. R icardo 
was none the less sensible o f the ra ille ry  behind the solemn 
manner. He flushed and made no answer.

‘S till , ’ continued Hanaud, ‘here are undoubtedly some 
ąuestions. L e t us consider th e m ! W ho was the man who took 
part in  the crime? Ah, i f  we only knew that, what a lo t o f 
troub le  we should save ourselves! W ho was the woman? 
W ha t a good th ing  i t  w ould be to know tha t too ! H ow  clearly 
after a ll, M r  R icardo puts his finger on the im portan t points! 
W hat d id  actually happen in  the salon?’ A nd  as he ąuoted 
tha t ąuestion the ra ille ry died out o f his voice. He leaned his 
elbows on the table and bent forward.

‘W hat d id  actually happen in  tha t lit t le  p re tty  room, ju s t
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twelve hours ago?’ he repeated, ‘W hen no sun light blazed 
upon the lawn, and a ll the b irds were s till, and all the Win
dows shuttered and the w orld  dark, what happened? W hat 
dreadful th ings happened? W e have not much to go upon. 
L e t us form ulate w hat we know. W e start w ith  this. The 
m urder was not the w ork o f a moment. I t  was planned w ith  
great care and cunning, and carried out to  the le tter o f the 
plan. There m ust be no noise, no violence. O n each side o f 
the V illa  Rose there are other v illas; a few yards away the 
road runs past. A  scream, a e ry ; the noise o f a struggle— these 
sounds, or any one o f them, m igh t be fatal to success. Thus 
the crim e was p lanned; and there was no scream, there was no 
struggle. N o t a chair was broken, and on ly a chair upset. Yes, 
there were brains behind that murder. W e know that. But 
what do we know o f the plan? H ow  far can we b u ild  i t  up? 
L e t us see. F irs t, there was an accomplice in  the house—  
perhaps tw o .’

‘N o !’ cried H arry  W etherm ill.
Hanaud took no notice o f the in te rrup tion .
‘Secondly the woman came to the house w ith  M m e 

Dauvray and M ile  C elie between nine and half-past nine. 
T h ird ly , the man came afterwards, bu t before eleven, set 
open the gate, and was adm itted in to  the salon, unperceived 
by M m e Dauvray. T h a t also we can safely assume. B ut what 
happened in  the salon? A h ! There is the ąuestion.’ Then  he 
shrugged his shoulders and said w ith  the note o f ra ille ry  once 
more in  his voice:

‘But w hy should we troub le  our heads to puzzle ou t th is 
mystery, sińce M . R icardo knows?’

‘ I? ’ cried R icardo in  amazement.
‘T o  be sure,’ replied Hanaud calm ly. ‘ For I  look at another 

o f your ąuestions, “  W hat d id  the torn-up scrap o f w ritin g  
mean?" and you add: “ P robably s p ir it-w r it in g .”  Then  there 
was a seance held last n igh t in  the lit t le  salon! Is  that so?’ 

H a rry  W ethe rm ill started. M r  Ricardo was at a loss.
‘ I  had not fo llowed m y suggestion to its conclusion,’ he 

adm itted hum bly.



‘N o ,’ said Hanaud. ‘ But I  ask m yself in  sober eamest, 
"Was there a seance held in  the salon last n ight?”  D id  the 
tambourine rattle  in  the darkness on the wali?’

‘ B u t i f  Helene Vauquier’s story is all untrue?’ cried 
W etherm ill, again in  exasperation.

‘Patience, m y friend. H er story was not a ll untrue. I  say 
there were brains behind th is c rim e ; yes, bu t brains, even the 
cleverest, w ould not have invented th is  queer, strange story 
of the seances and o f M m e de Montespan. T h a t is tru th . But 
yet, i f  there were a seance held, i f  the scrap o f paper were 
sp ir it-w ritin g  in  answer to some awkward question, why—  
and here I  come to my firs t question, w hich M . R icardo has 
om itted— why did M ile  Celie dress herself w ith  so m uch 
elegance last night? W hat Yauquier said is true. H er dress 
Was not suited to a seance. A  light-coloured, rustling  frock, 
which w ould be visib le in a d im  ligh t, o r even in  the dark, 
which w ould certainly be heard at everv movement she made, 
however lig h tlv  she stepped, and a big hat— nó, n o ! I  te ll you, 
gentlemen, we shall not get to the bottom  o f th is  mystery 
u n til we know why M ile  Celie dressed herself as she d id  last
n igh t.’

‘Yes,’ R icardo adm itted. ‘ I  overlooked that po in t.’
‘ D id  she ’ Hanaud broke o lf and bowed to W ethe rm ill

w ith  a grace and a respect which condoned his words. ‘You 
must bear w ith  me, my young friend, w hile  I consider all 
these points. D id  she espect to jo in  tha t n igh t a lover— a man 
w ith  the brains to devise th is crime? But i f  so— and here I 
come to the second question om itted from  M . R icardo’s lis t 
—w hy, on the patch o f grass outside the door o f the salon, 
were the footsteps o f the man and woman so carefu lly erased, 
and the footsteps o f M ile  Celie— those lit t le  footsteps so 
easily identified— le ft fo r all the w orld  to see and recognise?’ 

Ricardo fe lt like a ch ild  in  the presence o f his schoolmaster. 
He was convicted o f presum ption. He had set down his 
questions w ith  the belie f that they covered the ground. And 
here were tw o o f the utmost importance, not forgotten, bu t 
never even thought of.
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‘D id  she go, before the m urder, to  jo in  a lover? O r after it? 
A t some tim e, you w ill remember, according to V auquier’s 
story, she m ust have run  upstairs to  fetch her coat. Was the 
m urder com m itted du ring  the in terva l when she was upstairs? 
Was the salon dark when she came down again? D id  she run 
th rough i t  qu ick ly , eagerly, no tic ing  no th ing amiss? And, 
indeed, how should she notice anyth ing i f  the salon were dark, 
and M m e D auvray’s body lay under the Windows at the side?’ 

R icardo leaned fo rw ard  eagerly.
‘T h a t m ust be the tru th ,’ he cried ; and W e th e rm ill’s 

voice broke hastily  in :
‘ I t  is not the tru th  and I  w il l te ll you why. Celia Harland 

was to  have m arried me th is  week.’
There was so much pain and m isery in  his voice tha t 

R icardo was moved as he had seldom been. W e the rm ill 
buried his face in  his hands. Hanaud shook his head and 
gazed across the table at R icardo w ith  an expression which 
the la tte r was at no loss to  understand. Lovers were im prac- 
ticable people. B u t he— Hanaud— he knew the w orld . W om en 
had fooled men before today.

W ethe rm ill snatched his hands away from  before his face. 
‘W e ta lk  theories,’ he cried desperately, ‘o f what may have 

happened at the v illa . B u t we are not by one inch nearer to 
the man and woman who com m itted the crime. I t  is fo r them 
we have to  search.’

‘Yes; bu t except by asking ourselves questions, how shall 
we find  them , M . W ethe rm ill? ’ said Hanaud. ‘Take the man! 
W e know noth ing o f h im . He has le ft no tracę. Look at th is 
tow n o f A ix , where people come and go like a crowd about 
the baccarat-table! He may be at Marseilles today. He may 
be in  th is  very room  where we are taking our luncheon. H ow  
shall we find  h im ?’

W e the rm ill nodded his head in  a despairing assent. ‘ I  
know. B u t it  is so hard to s it s til l and do no th ing ,’ he cried.

‘Yes, bu t we are not s itting  s ti l l, ’ said H anaud; and 
W ethe rm ill looked up w ith  a sudden interest. ‘A ll  the tim e 
tha t we have been lunch ing  here the in te lligen t Perrichet has
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been m aking inquiries. M m e  D auvray and M ile  Celie le ft the 
W lla Rose at five, and retum ed on foot soon after nine w ith  
the strange woman. A nd  there I  see Perrichet h im self w aiting 
to be summ oned.’

Hanaud beckoned towards the sergent-de-ville.
'Perrichet w il l  make an excellent detective,’ he said; ‘fo r he 

looks more bovine and foolish in  p la in clothes than he does in  
Uniform .’

Perrichet advanced in his mufti to the table.
‘Speak, m y friend ,’ said Hanaud.
‘ I  went to  the shop o f M . Corval. M ile  Celie was ąuite 

alone when she bought the cord. B ut a few m inutes later, in  
the Rue du Casino, she and M m e Dauvray were seen together 
Walking slow ly in  the d irection o f the v illa . N o other woman 
was w ith  them .’

‘T h a t is a p ity ,’ said Hanaud ąu ie tly , and w ith  a gesture he 
dismissed Perrichet.

‘You see, we shall find  out noth ing— noth ing ,’ said 
W etherm ill, w ith  a groan.

‘W e m ust no t yet lose heart, fo r we know a lit t le  more about 
the woman than we do about the man,’ said Hanaud con- 
solingly.

‘T ru e ,’ exclaimed Ricardo. ‘W e have Helene V auquier’s 
description o f her. W e m ust advertise i t . ’

Hanaud sm iled.
‘B u t tha t is a fine suggestion,’ he cried. ‘W e must th ink  

°ver tha t,’ and he clapped his hand to his forehead w ith  a 
gesture o f self-reproach. ‘W h y  d id  not such a fine idea occur 
to me, foo l tha t I  am! However, we w ill cali the head 
Waiter.’

-The head waiter was sent fo r and appeared before them.
‘You knew M m e Dauvray?’ Hanaud asked.
‘Yes, monsieur— oh, the poor w om an!’ A nd  he flung up his 

hands.
‘A nd  you knew her young companion?’
‘Oh yes, monsieur. T hey generally had the ir meals here. 

See, at tha t lit t le  table over there! I  kept i t  fo r them . B ut
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monsieur knows w e ll’— and the w aiter looked towards H arry 
W ethe rm ill— ‘ fo r monsieur was often w ith  them .’

‘Yes,’ said Hanaud. ‘D id  M m e Dauvray dine at tha t little  
table last n ight? ’

‘N o, monsieur. She was not here last n igh t.’
‘N o r M ile  Celie?’
‘ N o, m onsieur! I  do not th in k  they were in  the V illa  des 

Fleurs at a ll.’ f
‘W e know  they were no t,’ exclaimed Ricardo. ‘W etherm ill 

and I  were in  the rooms and we d id  no t see them .’
‘B u t perhaps you le ft early,’ objected Hanaud.
‘N o ,’ said R icardo. ‘ I t  was ju s t ten o ’clock when we reached 

the M ajestic.’
‘You reached your hotel at ten ,’ Hanaud repeated. ‘D id  

you walk stra ight from  here?’
‘Yes.’
‘T hen  you le ft here about a ąuarter to ten. A nd  we know 

tha t M m e D auvray was back at the v illa  soon after nine. 
Yes— they could not have been here last n ig h t,’ Hanaud 
agreed, and sat fo r a m om ent silent. T hen  he turned to the 
head waiter.

‘Have you noticed any woman w ith  M m e Dauvray and her 
companion lately?’

‘N o , monsieur. I  do no t th in k  so.’
‘T h in k ! A  woman, fo r instance, w ith  red ha ir.’
H a rry  W ethe rm ill started forward. M r  Ricardo stared at 

Hanaud in  amazement. The  w aiter reflected.
‘N o, monsieur. I  have seen no woman w ith  red ha ir.’ 
‘T hank you,’ said Hanaud, and the waiter moved away. 
‘A  woman w ith  red h a ir!’ cried W etherm ill. ‘B u t Helene 

Vauquier described her. She was sallow; her eyes, her hair, 
were dark.’

Hanaud tum ed w ith  a smile to H a rry  W etherm ill.
‘D id  Helene Vauquier, then, speak the tru th ? ’ he asked. 

‘N o ; the woman who was in  the salon last n ight, who returned 
home w ith  M m e  D auvray and M ile  Celie, was not a woman 
w ith  black ha ir and b righ t black eyes. L o o k !’ A nd, fetching
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his pocket-book from  his pocket, he unfolded a sheet o f paper 
and showed them, ly ing  upon its w hite surface, a long red 
hair.

‘ I  picked that up on the table— the round satinwood table 
jn the salon. I t  was easy not to see it,  bu t I  d id  see it. N ow  that 
18 not M ile  Celie’s hair, which is fa ir ; nor M m e D auvray’s, 
Which is dyed b ro w n ; nor Helene Vauquier’s, w hich is b lack; 
nor the charwoman’s, which, as I  have taken the troub le  to 
find out, is grey. I t  is therefore from  the head o f our unknown 
vvoman. A nd  I  w il l te ll you more. T h is  woman w ith  the red 
hair— she is in  Geneva.’

A  startled exclamation burst from  Ricardo. H arry  W ether- 
n iill sat slow ly down. For the firs t tim e that day there had 
come some colour in to  his cheeks, a sparkle in to  his eye.

‘B u t tha t is w onderfu l!’ he cried. ‘H ow  d id  you find  that
out?’

Hanaud leaned back in his chair and took a puli at his cigar. 
He was obviously pleased with Wethermill’s admiration.

‘Yes, how d id  you find  i t  out?’ R icardo repeated.
Hanaud smiled.
‘As to  tha t,’ he said, ‘remember I  am the captain o f the 

ship, and I  do not show you m y observation.’ Ricardo was 
disappointed. H arry  W etherm ill, however, started to  his 
feet.

‘W e must search Geneva, then,’ he cried. ‘ I t  is there that 
We should be, not here d rink ing  our coffee at the V illa  des 
Fleurs.’

Hanaud raised his hand.
‘T h e  search is not being overlooked. But Genevais a big 

c ity. I t  is not easy to search Geneva and find , when we know 
noth ing about the woman fo r whom  we are searching, except 
tha t her ha ir is red, and that probably a young g ir l last n ight 
was w ith  her. I t  is rather here, I  th ink— in  A ix — that we must 
keep our eyes w ide open.’

‘H e re !’ cried W ethe rm ill in  exasperation. He stared at 
Hanaud as though he were mad.

‘Yes, here; at the post office— at the telephone exchange.
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Suppose that the man is in  A ix , as he may well be; some time 
he w ill w ish to send a le tter, o r a telegram, or a message over 
the telephone. T ha t, I  te ll you, is our chance. But here is 
news fo r us.’

Hanaud pointed to  a messenger who was walking towards 
them. T he  man handed Hanaud an envelope.

F rom  M . le Commissaire,’ he said, and he saluted and 
retired.

‘F rom  M . le Commissaire,’ cried Ricardo excitedly.
But before Hanaud could open the envelope H arry 

W ethe rm ill la id a hand upon his sleeve.
‘Before we pass to something new, M . Hanaud,’ he said, 

‘ I  should be very glad i f  you w ould te ll me what made you 
shiver in  the salon th is m orning. I t  has distressed me ever 
sińce. W hat was it  that those tw o cushions had to te ll 
you?’

There was a note o f anguish in his voice d ifficu lt to  resist. 
B u t Hanaud resisted it. H e shook his head.

‘Aga in ,’ he said gravely, ‘ I  am to rem ind you tha t I  am 
captain o f the ship and do not show m y observation.’

He tore open the envelope and sprang up from  his seat.
‘ M m e D auvray’s m otor-car has been found ,’ he cried. 

‘L e t us g o l’
Hanaud calłed fo r the b ill and paid it. T he  three men le ft 

the V illa  des Fleurs together.

9

M m e D auvray’s M otor-car
T hey got in to  a cab outside the door. Perrichet mounted the 
b °x , and the cab was driven along the upw ard-w ind ing  road 
past the H o te l Bernascon. A  hundred yards beyond the hotel 
the cab stopped opposite to a v illa . A  hedge separated the
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garden o f the v illa  from  the road, and above the hedge rose 
a board w ith  the words “ T o  L e t”  upon it. A t the gate a 
gendarme was standing, and ju s t w ith in  the gate Ricardo saw 
Louis Besnard, the Commissaire, and Servettaz, M m e 
Dauvray’s chauffeur.

‘ I t  is here,’ said Besnard, as the party descended from  the 
cab, ‘ in  the coach-house o f th is empty v illa .’

‘Here?’ cried Ricardo in amazement.
The discovery upset all his theories. He had expected to 

hear tha t i t  had been found f if ty  leagues away; bu t here, 
Within a couple o f miles o f the V illa  Rose itse lf— the idea 
seemed absurd ! W h y  take it  away at a ll— unless it  was taken 
away as a b lind? T h a t supposition found its way in to  R icardo’s 
m ind, and gathered strength as he thought upon i t ;  fo r 
Hanaud had seemed to lean to the be lie f that one o f the 
tnurderers m igh t be s till in  A ix . Indeed, a glance at h im  
showed that he was not discomposed by the ir discovery.

‘W hen was it found?’ Hanaud asked.
‘T h is  m orning. A  gardener comes to the v illa  on two days a 

Week to keep the grounds in  order. Fortunate ly Wednesday is 
one o f his days. Fortunate ly, too, there was rain yesterday 
evening. He noticed the tracks o f the wheels which you can 
see on the gravel, and sińce the v illa  is empty he was surprised. 
He found the coach-house door forced and the m otor-car 
inside it. W hen he went to  his luncheon he brought the news 
of his discovery to the depót.’

T h e  party fo llowed the Commissaire along the drive to the 
coach-house.

‘W e w il l  have the car b rough t ou t,’ said Hanaud to 
Servettaz.

I t  was a b ig and pow erfu l machinę w ith  a lim ousine body, 
luxuriously fitted  and cushioned in  the shade o f ligh t grey. 
The outside panels o f the car were painted a dark grey. The 
car had hardly been brought out in to  the sun light before a ery 
o f stupefaction burst from  the lips o f Perrichet.

‘O h !’ he cried, in  u tte r abasement. ‘ I  shall never forgive 
rnyself— never, never!’
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‘W hy?’ Hanaud asked, tu m in g  sharply as he spoke.
Perrichet was standing w ith  his round eyes staring and his 

m outh  agape.
‘ Because, monsieur, I  saw tha t car— at fo u r o ’clock th is 

m orn ing— at the corner o f the road— not f if ty  yards from  the 
V illa  Rosę.’

‘W h a t!’ cried Ricardo.
‘Y ou  saw i t ! ’ exclaimed W ethe rm ill.
U pon  th e ir faces was reflected now  the stupefaction o f 

Perrichet.
‘ B u t you m ust have made a mistake,’ said the Commissaire.
‘N o , no, m onsieur,’ Perrichet insisted. ‘ I t  was that car. I t  

was tha t num ber. I t  was ju s t after daylight. I  was standing 
outside the gate o f the v illa  on du ty  where M . le Commissaire 
had placed me. T he  car appeared at the corner and slackened 
speed. I t  seemed to me tha t i t  was going to tu rn  in to  the road, 
and come down past me. B u t instead the drive r, as i f  he were 
now sure o f his way, p u t the car at its  top  speed and went on 
in to  A ix . ’ ,

‘Was anyone inside the car?’ asked Hanaud.
‘ N o, m onsieur; i t  was em pty.’
‘B u t you saw the d r iv e r!’ exclaimed W ethe rm ill.
‘Yes; what was he like?’ cried the Commissaire.
Perrichet shook his head m ourn fu lly .
‘He wore a tale mask over the upper part o f his face, and 

had a lit t le  black moustache, and was dressed in  a heavy 
great-coat o f bk ie  w ith  a w h ite  co llar.’

‘T h a t is m y coat, m onsieur,’ said Servettaz, and as he 
spoke he lifte d  i t  up from  the chauffeur’s seat. ‘ I t  is M m e 
Efauvray’s live ry .’

H a rry  W e the rm ill groaned aloud.
‘W e have lost h im . H e was w ith in  our grasp— he, the 

m urde re r!— and he was allowed to  go !’
Perrichet’s g rie f was p itiable.
‘M ons ieur,’ he pleaded, ‘a car slackens its speed and goes 

on again— it  is not so unusual a th ing . I  d id  not know the 
num ber o f M m e  D auvray’s car. I  d id  no t know even tha t i t
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had d is a p p e a re d a n d  suddenly tears o f m ortifica tion  filled  
his eyes. ‘But w hy do I  make these excuses?’ he cried. ‘ I t  is 
better, M . Hanaud, tha t I  go back to  m y u n ifo rm  and stand 
at the Street com er. I  am as foolish as I  look.’

‘Nonsense, m y fr ie n d ,’ said Hanaud, clapping the dis- 
consolate man upon the shoulder. ‘You remembered the car 
and its num ber. T h a t is something— and perhaps a great 
deal,’ he added gravęly. ‘As fo r the tale mask and the black 
moustache, tha t is not much to help us, i t  is true .’ H e looked 
at R icardo’s crestfallen face and smiled. ‘W e m igh t arrest our 
good friend  M . R icardo upon tha t evidence, b u t no one else 
that I  know .’

Hanaud laughed im m oderately at his joke. He alone seemed 
to feel no disappointm ent at P errichet’s oversight. R icardo 
Was a lit t le  touchy on the subject o f his personal appearance, 
and b rid led  v is ib ly . Hanaud turned towards Servettaz.

‘N ow ,’ he said, ‘you know how m uch petro l was taken from  
the garage?’

‘Yes, m onsieur.’
‘Can you te ll me, by the am ount w h ich  has been used, how 

far tha t car was driven last n ight? ’ Hanaud asked.
Servettaz examined the tank.
‘A  long way, m onsieur. F rom  a hundred and th ir ty  to a 

hundred and f if ty  kilometres, I  should say.’
‘Yes, ju s t about tha t distance I  should say,’ cried Hanaud.
H is  eyes brightened, and a smile, a rather fierce smile, 

came to  his lips. He opened the door, and examined w ith  a 
m inutę scru tiny the floor o f the carriage, and as he looked, the 
smile faded from  his face. Perplexity returned to it. He took 
the cushions, looked them  over and shook them  out.

‘ I  see no sign ’ he began, and then he uttered a lit t le
sh rill ery o f satisfaction. F rom  the crack o f the door by the 
hinge he picked o ff a tin y  piece o f pale green stuff, w hich he 
spread ou t upon the back o f his hand.

‘T e ll me, what is th is?’ he said to  Ricardo.
‘ I t  is a green fab ric ,’ said R icardo very wisely.
‘ I t  is green ch iffon ,’ said Hanaud. ‘A nd  the frock in  w hich
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M ile  Celie went away was o f green ch iffon over satin. Yes, 
M ile  Celie travelled in  th is car.’

He hurried  to the d rive r’s seat. U pon  the floor there was 
some dark m ould. Hanaud cleaned i t  o ff w ith  his kn ife  and 
held some o f i t  in  the palm o f his hand. He turned to 
Servettaz.

‘You drove the car on Tuesday m orn ing  before you went to 
Chambery?’

‘Yes, m onsieur.’
‘W here d id  you take up M m e Dauvray and M ile  Celie?’ 
‘A t the fro n t door o f the V illa  Rose.’
‘D id  you get down from  the seat at all?’
‘N o, m onsieur; no t after I  le ft the garage.’
Hanaud returned to his companions.
‘See!’ A nd  he opened his hand. ‘T h is  is black soil— m oist 

from  last n ig h t’s ra in— soil like  the soil in  fro n t o f M m e 
D auvray’s salon. Look, here is even a blade or tw o o f the 
grass;’ and he turned the m ould over in  the palm  o f his hand. 
T hen  he took an em pty envelope from  his pocket and poured 
the soil in to  i t  and gummed the flap down. He stood and 
frowned at the m otor-car.

‘ L is ten ,’ he said, ‘how  I  am puzzled ! There was a man last 
n igh t at the V illa  Rose. There were a man’s b lu rred  foo t- 
marks in  the m ould before the glass door. T h a t man drove 
madame’s car fo r a hundred and f if ty  kilometres, and he 
leaves the m ould w h ich  clung to his boots upon the floor o f 
his seat. M ile  Celie and another woman drove away inside the 
car. M ile  Celie leaves a fragm ent o f the ch iffon  tun ic  o f her 
frock w hich caught in  the hinge. B u t M ile  Celie made much 
clearer impressions in  the m ould than the man. Yet on the 
floor o f the carriage there is no tracę o f her shoes. Again  I  say 
there is something here which I  do not understand.’ A n d  he 
spread out his hands w ith  an im pulsive gesture o f despair.

‘ I t  looks as i f  they had been careful and he careless,’ said M r  
Ricardo, w ith  the a ir o f a man solving a very d ifficu lt problem.

‘W hat a m in d !’ cried Hanaud, now clasping his hands 
together in  adm iration. ‘H ow  ąu ick and how p ro found !’



There was at times something elephantinely elfish in  M . 
Hanaud’s demeanour, w h ich  le ft M r  R icardo at a lośs. B u t he 
had come to  notice tha t these undign ified manifestations 
Usually took place when Hanaud had reached a defin ite 
°p in ion  upon some po in t w hich had perplexed h im .

‘Yet there is, perhaps, another explanation,’ Hanaud con- 
finued. ‘ F o r observe, M . Ricardo. W e have other evidence to 
show tha t the careless one was M ile  Celie. I t  was she who le ft 
her footsteps so p la in ly  vis ib le  upon the grass, not the man. 
However, we w ill go back to M . W e th e rm ill’s room  at the 
Hotel M ajestic and ta lk  th is  m atter over. W e know  some
thing now. Yes, we know — what do we know, monsieur?’ he 
asked, suddenly tu rn in g  w ith  a sm ile to  Ricardo, and, as 
Ricardo paused: ‘T h in k  i t  over w h ile  we walk down to  M . 
W etherm ill’s apartment in  the H o te l M ajestic.’

‘W e know tha t the m urderer has escaped,’ replied Ricardo 
hotly.

‘T he  m urderer is no t now  the most im portan t object o f our 
search. He is very like ly  at Marseilles by now. W e shall lay 
°u r hands on h im , never fear,’ replied Hanaud, w ith  a superb 
gesture o f disdain. ‘B u t i t  was though tfu l o f you to rem ind 
nie o f h im . I  m igh t so easily have clean forgotten h im , and 
then indeed m y reputation w ould  have suffered an eclipse.’ 
He made a Iow, iron ica l bow to  R icardo and walked ąu ick ly  
down the road.

‘F o r a cumbersome man he is extraord inarily  active,’ said 
M r  Ricardo to H a rry  W ethe rm ill, try in g  to  laugh, w ith o u t 
much success. ‘A  heavy, clever, m iddle-aged man, liab le to 
become a lit t le  gu tte r-boy at a m om ent’s notice.’

T h u s  he described the great detective, and the description 
is quoted. F o r i t  was R icardo’s best e ffo rt in  the whole o f th is 
business.

T h e  three men w ent stra ight to  H a rry  W etherm iH ’s 
spartment, w hich consisted o f a s itting -room  and a bedroom 
°n  the firs t floor. A  balcony ran along outside. Hanaud 
stepped out on to it ,  looked about h im , and returned.

‘ I t  is as w ell to  know  tha t we cannot be overheard,’ he said.
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H a rry  W ethe rm ill meanwhile had th row n h im se lf in to  a 
chair. T h e  mask he had w orn had slipped from  its fastenings 
fo r a mom ent. There was a look o f in fin ite  suffering upon his 
face. I t  was the face o f a man to rtu red  by m isery to  the 
snapping-point.

Hanaud, on the other hand, was particu la rly  alert. The 
discovery o f the m otor-car had raised his sp irits. H e sat at the 
table.

‘ I  w il l te ll you what we have leam t,’ he said, ‘and it  is of 
importance. The three o f them — the man, the woman w ith 
the red hair, and M ile  Celie— all drove yesterday n igh t to 
Geneva. T h a t is only one th ing  we have learnt.’

‘T hen  you s til l c ling  to  Geneva?’ said Ricardo.
‘M ore  than ever,’ said Hanaud.
H e tum ed  in  his chair towards W etherm ill.
‘A h , m y poor fr ie n d !’ he said, when he saw the young 

m an’s distress.
H a rry  W ethe rm ill sprang up w ith  a gesture as though to 

sweep the need o f sympathy away.
‘W ha t can I  do fo r you ?’ he asked.
‘ You have a road map, perhaps?’ said Hanaud.
‘Yes,’ said W etherm ill, ‘m ine is here. There  i t  is ;’ and 

Crossing the room he brought i t  from  a side-table and placed j 
i t  in  fro n t o f Hanaud.

Hanaud took a pencil from  his pocket.
‘One hundred and f i f ty  kilom etres was about the distance 

w hich the car had travelled. Measure the distances here, and 
you w il l  see tha t Geneva is the like ly  place. I t  is a good c ity  to 
hide in. M oreover the car appears at the corner at daylight. j 
H ow  does i t  appear there? W hat road is i t  w hich comes out 
at tha t corner? T he  road from  Geneva. I  am not sorry tha t i t  
is Geneva, fo r the C hef de la Surete is a friend  o f m ine .’

‘A nd  w hat else do we know?’ asked Ricardo.
‘T h is ,’ said Hanaud. H e paused impressively. ‘B ring  up 

you r chair to  the table, M . W ethe rm ill, and consider whether 
I  am rig h t o r w ro n g ;’ and he waited u n til H a rry  W ethe rm ill 
had obeyed. T hen  he laughed in  a fr iend ly  way at h im self.
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‘ I  cannot help i t , ’ he said; ‘ I  have an eye fo r dram atic 
effects. I  must prepare fo r them  when I  know they are 
coming. A nd  one, I  te ll you, is com ing now .’

He shook his finger at his companions. Ricardo shifted and 
8huffled in  his chair. H a rry  W ethe rm ill kept his eyes fixed on 
Hanaud’s face, b u t he was ąuiet, as he had been th roughout 
lhe long inąu iry .

Hanaud l i t  a cigarette and took his time.
‘W hat I  th in k  is this. T he  man who drove the car in to  

Geneva drove it  back, because— he meant to  leave it  again in  
the garage o f the V illa  Rose.’

‘Good heavens!’ cried Ricardo, fling ing  h im self back. The 
theory so calm ly enunciated took his breath away.

‘W ou ld  he have dared?’ asked H arry  W etherm ill.
Hanaud leaned across and tapped his fingers on the table 

to emphasise his answer.
‘A ll  th rough th is  crim e there are tw o things visib le—  

hrains and daring ; clever brains and extraordinary daring. 
^frm ld  he have dared? He dared to be at the corner close to 
the Y illa  Rose at daylight. W h y  else should he have returned 
except to  p u t back the car? Consider! T he  petro l is taken 
from tins w hich Servettaz m igh t never have touched fo r a 
fortn ight, and by that tim e he m ight, as he said, have fo r- 
gotten whether he had not used them himself. I  had th is 
Possibility in  m y m ind  when I  pu t the ąuestions to Servettaz 
about the petro l w hich the Commissaire thought so stupid. 
The utm ost care is taken that there shall be no m ould le ft on 
the floor o f the carriage. The scrap o f ch iffon was to rn  off, no 
doubt, when the women fina lly  le ft the car, and therefore not 
Ooticed, or that, too, w ould  have been removed. T h a t the 
exte rio r o f the car was d ir ty  betrayed nothing, fo r Servettaz 
had le ft i t  uncleaned.’

Hanaud leaned back and, step by step, related the journey 
° f  the car.

‘The man leaves the gate open; he drives in to  Geneva the 
t^ o  women, who are careful tha t the ir shoes shall leave no 
f^arks upon the floor. A t Geneva they get out. T he  man

95

i



re tum s. I f  he can on ly  leave the car in  the garage he covers all 
traces o f the course he and his friends have taken. N o  one c 
w ould  suspect that the car had ever le ft the garage. A t the a 
corner o f the road, ju s t as he is tu rn in g  down to the v illa , he 1 
sees a sergent-de-ville at the gate. H e knows tha t the murder 
is discovered. He puts on fu li speed and goes stra ight out of v 
the town. W hat is he to do? He is d riv in g  a car fo r which the c 
police in  an hour or two, i f  not now already, w il l  be surely 
watching. H e is d riv in g  i t  in  broad daylight. He must get rid 
o f it, and at once, before people are about to see it, and to see & 
h im  in  it. Im agine his feelings! I t  is almost enough to make ja 
one p ity  h im . Here he is in  a car w hich convicts h im  as a 1 
m urderer, and he has nowhere to leave it. H e drives through I 
A ix . T hen  on the outskirts o f the tow n he finds an empty ls 
v illa . He drives in  at the gate, forces the door o f the coach- !" 
house, and leaves his car there. N ow , observe! I t  is no longef f 
any use fo r h im  to pretend that he and his friends d id  not \ 
disappear in  that car. T h e  m urder is already discovered, and 11 

w ith  the m urder the disappearance o f the car. So he no longef C 
troubles his head about it. He does not remove the traces of 
m ou ld  from  the place where his feet rested, w hich otherwise, Sl 
no doubt, he would have done. I t  no longer matters. He has to h 
run  to earth now before he is seen. T h a t is a ll his business. S| 
A n d  so the stąte o f the car is explained. I t  was a bold step to <1 
b rin g  that car back— yes, a bold and desperate step. B u t a 
clever one. For, i f  i t  had succeeded, we should have known 
noth ing o f the ir movements— oh, bu t no th ing— nothing. A h ! I 
I  te ll you th is is no ord inary b lundering  affair. T hey are C 
clever people who devised th is  crime— clever, and o f an k 
audacity w h ich  is surpris ing .’ jf

T hen  Hanaud l i t  another cigarette. !<
M r  Ricardo, on the other hand, could hard ly continue to h 

smoke fo r excitement. r'
‘ I  cannot understand your calmness,’ he exclaimed. .] 'I
‘No?’ said Hanaud. ‘Yet i t  is so obvious. You are the 

amateur, I  am the professional— that is a ll.’
He looked at his watch and rose to his feet. j F
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'  ‘I  must go,’ he said, and as he turned towards the door a 
e Cry sprang from  M r  R icardo’s lips. ‘ I t  is true. I  am the 
e arnateur. Yet I  have knowledge, M onsieur Hanaud, which 
e *he Professional w ould do w ell to  obta in .’
1 Hanaud turned a guarded face towards Ricardo. There 
f  %as no longer any raillery in his manner. He spoke slowly,
t  ÔlęJ Jy ̂

1 'Le t me have i t  th e n !’
 ̂ I have driven in  m y m otor-car from  Geneva to A ix ,’

e ^cardo cried excitedly. ‘A  bridge crosses a ravine high up
2 atI>ongst the mountains. A t the bridge there is a Custom 
J *V se . There— at the Pont de la Caille— your car is stopped. 
1 's searched. You must sign your name in a book. A nd  there
f 's no way round. You w ould  find  sure and certain p roof
'  "'hether o r no Madame D auvray’s car travelled last n igh t to 
r ^eneva. N o t so many travellers pass along tha t road at night. 
t V0u w ould f ind certain p roo f too o f how many people were
1 h* the car. For they search carefully at the Pont de la
f Caille.’
 ̂ A dark flush overspread Hanaud’s face. Ricardo was in the 
> Seyenth heaven. He had at last contributed something to the
3 ^'story o f th is crime. He had repaired an omission. He had 
• Applied knowledge to the omniscient. W e the rm ill looked up 
3 ^rearily like one who has lost heart.
J ‘Yes, you must not neglect that clue,’ he said.
1 Hanaud replied testily:
■ ‘It is not a clue. M. Ricardo tells that he travelled from
2 Ceneva in t0  France and that his car was searched. W ell, we 
1 ^How already tha t the officers are particu lar at the Custom

^ouses o f France. But trave lling from  France in to  Sw itzer- 
land is a very d ifferent affair. In  Switzerland, hard ly a glance,

3 W d ly  a w ord .’ T h a t was true. M r  Ricardo, crestfallen, 
> reCognised the tru th . But his sp irits  rose again at once. ‘But

car came back from  Geneva in to  F rance!’ he cried.
J ‘Yes, but when the car came back, the man was alone in it,’

^anaud answered. ‘I have more important things to attend to. 
Ôr instance I must know whether by any chance they have
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caught our man at M arseilles.’ H e la łd  his hand on Weth^i 
m ill ’s shoulder. ‘A n d  you, m y friend , I  should counsel yoi>'' 
get some sleep. W e may need a ll our strength tomorrow1' 
hope so.’ H e was speaking very bravely. ‘Yes, I  hope so.’ ; 

W e the rm ill nodded. j
‘ I  shall try , ’ he said.
‘T h a t’s be tter,’ said Hanaud cheerfully. ‘You w ill both stó 1 

here th is  evening; fo r i f  I  have news, I  can then rin g  you up^ 
Both men agreed, and Hanaud went away. He le ft ^  

Ricardo p ro found ly  disturbed. ‘T h a t man w ill take advif 
from  no one,’ he declared. ‘H is  van ity  is colossal. I t  is t f ^  
they are no t particu la r at the Swiss F ron tie r. S till the ci 1 
w ould have to stop there. A t the Custom House they wotiy 
know something. Hanaud ought to  make inąu iries .’ B>r 
neither R icardo nor H a rry  W ethe rm ill heard a w ord mOpa 
from  Hanaud tha t n ight.

10

News from  Geneva t

T he  next m orning, however, before M r  Ricardo was o u t1 

his bed, M . Hanaud was announced. He came stepping ga>f 
in to  the room , more elephantinely elfish than ever.

‘ Send you r valet away,’ he said. A nd  as soon as they w ^ 
alone he produced a newspaper, w h ich  he flourished in  Ą 
R icardo’s face and then dropped in to  his hands.

Ricardo saw staring h im  in  the face a fu l i  description 1 
Celia H arland, o f her appearance and her dress, o f evef! 
th ing  except her name, coupled w ith  an in tim a tion  that; 
reward o f fou r thousand francs w ou ld  be paid to  anyone wl1< 
could give in fo rm ation  leading to  the discovery o f her whef1 
abouts to M r  R icardo, the H o te l Majestic, A ix -les-B a ins! p 

M r  R icardo sat up in  his bed w ith  a sense o f outrag
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1 You have done th is?’ he asked.
‘Yes.’
W hy have you done it? ’ M r  R icardo cried.
Hanaud advanced to  the bed m ysteriously on the tips o f 

his toes.
, I w ill te ll you,’ he said, in  his most confidential tones. 

*j Only i t  must remain a secret between you and me. I  d id  it—  
'  ecause I  have a sense o f hum our.’
1 I hate p u b lic ity ,’ said M r  Ricardo acidly.

On the other hand you have fou r thousand francs,’ p ro- 
^ t e d  the detective. ‘Besides, what else should I  do? I f  I  
^r>arr>e myself, the very people we are seeking to  catch— who, 
r ° u may be sure, w ill be the firs t to  read th is  advertisement 

^ i l l  know that I ,  the great, the incomparable Hanaud, am 
ter them ; and I  do not want them  to know that. Besides’—  

atld he spoke now in  a gentle and most serious voice— ‘why 
1 hould we make life  more d ifficu lt fo r M ile  Celie by te lling  
[*e World that the police want her? I t  w il l  be tim e enough fo r 
at when she appears before the Juge d ’ In s tru c tio n .’

I M r R icardo grum bled inarticu la te ly , and read through the 
iâ vertisement again.

Besides, your description is incom plete,’ he said. ‘There is 
n°  mention o f the diam ond earrings w hich Celia H arland was 
^ a r in g  when she went away.’

A h ! so you noticed th a t!’ exclaimed Hanaud. ‘A  lit t le  more 
'^Perience and I should be looking very closely to m y laurels.

ut as fo r the earrings— I w ill te ll you. M ile  Celie was not 
l 'vearing them when she went away from  the Y illa  Rose.’ 

‘But— b u t,’ stammered Ricardo, ‘the case upon the 
^ressing-room table was em pty .’

S till, she was not wearing them , I  know ,’ said Hanaud 
ecisively.

How do you know ?’ cried Ricardo, gazing at Hanaud w ith  
a'Ve in his eyes. ‘How could you know?’

‘Because’—and Hanaud struck a majestic attitude, like a 
lng in a play—‘because I am the captain of the ship.’
Hpon that M r  Ricardo suffered a re turn  o f his ill-hum ou r.
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‘ I  do not like to be tr ifled  w ith ,’ he remarked, w ith  as mu^ 1  

d ig n ity  as his ruffled hair and the bed-clothes allowed hii” 
He looked stem ly at the newspaper, tu rn in g  it over, and tW  , 
he uttered a ery o f surprise. r

‘But th is is yesterday’s paper!’ he said.
‘Yesterday evening’s paper,’ Hanaud corrected.
‘P rinted at Geneva!’
‘P rin ted, and published and sold at Geneva,’ said Hanaud 
‘W hen d id  you send the advertisement in , then?’
‘ I  w rote a le tter w h ile  we were taking our luncheoft 

Hanaud explained. ‘T he  le tter was to Besnard, asking h im (l 
telegraph the advertisement at once.’

‘ But you never said a w ordabout it  tous,’ Ricardo g rum b!^ 
‘ No. And was I  not wise?’ said Hanaud w ith  complacenc)  ̂

‘F o r you w ould  have forb idden me to use your name.’
‘Oh, I  don’t  go so far as tha t,’ said R icardo re luctantlv. H1' 

ind ignation was rap id ly  evaporating. F o r there was growiw 
up  in his m ind  a pleasant perception that the adyertiseme111 
placed h im  in the lim e ligh t. h

He rose from  his bed. L
‘You w ill make yourse lf comfortable in the sitting-roo^ j| 

w h ile  I  have m y bath.’
‘ I w ill, indeed,’ replied Hanaud cheerily. ‘ I have alread! 

ordered m y m orn ing  chocolate. I have hopes that you 
have a telegram verv soon. T h is  paper was cried last n ig^ , 
th rough the streets o f Geneva.’

PRicardo dressed fo r once in  a way w ith  some approach 1
ord inary celerity, and jo ined  Hanaud.

‘Has noth ing come?’ he asked. s.
‘No. T h is  chocolate is verv good; it  is better than th* 

w hich I  get in  m y hote l.’ ^
‘Good heavens!’ cried Ricardo, who was fa irly  tw itte r ir f^  

w ith  excitement. ‘You sit there ta lk ing  about chocolate wh$ 
m y cup shakes in m y fingers.’

‘Again I must rem ind you that you are the arnateur, I  th 
professional, m y friend .’ I r

As the m orn ing  drew on, however, Hanaud’s profession*
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i ^Netude deserted h im . He began to start at the sound o f 
®°tsteps in  the corridor, to  glance every other moment from  

1 e w indow, to eat his cigarettes rather than to smoke them.
eleven o ’clock R icardo’s valet b rought a telegram in to  the 

r°om. R icardo seized it.
Calmly, m y friend ,’ said Hanaud.

L  W ith  trem b ling  fingers R icardo tore i t  open. He jum ped in 
18 chair. Speechless, he handed the telegram to Hanaud. I t  

! ac* been sent from  Geneva, and i t  ran thus:

! Expect me soon after three.— M a r t h e  G o b in .’

Hanaud nodded his head.
. I  to ld  you I  had hopes.’ A ll  his lev ity  had gone in an 
^ ta n t  from  his manner. He spoke very ąu ie tly.

J had better send fo r W e the rm ill ?’ asked Ricardo. 
Hanaud shrugged his shoulders.
As you like. B u t w hy raise hopes in  tha t poor man’s breast 

"'hich an hour o r tw o may dash fo r ever to the ground? 
°nsider! M arthe  G ob in  has something to te ll us. T h in k  over 

Aose eight points o f evidence w h ich  you drew up yesterday 
lr> *he V illa  des Fleurs, and say whether what she has to  te ll 
*** *s more like ly  to  prove M ile  Celie’s innocence than her 
^*ilt. T h in k  w ell, fo r I  w il l be guided by you, M . R icardo,’ 
Said Hanaud solemnly. ‘ I f  you th in k  it  better tha t your friend 
tl°u ld live in  to rtu rę  u n til M arthe  G ob in  comes, and then 

^erhaps suffer worse to rtu rę  from  the news she brings, be i t  
You shall decide. I f ,  on the other hand, you th ink  i t  w ill 

e best to leave M . W ethe rm ill in  peace u n til we know her 
St0ry, be i t  so. You shall decide.’

Ricardo moved uneasily. The solem nity o f Hanaud’s 
^ anner impressed h im . He had no w ish to take the responsi- 
u>ty o f the decision upon himself. B ut Hanaud sat w ith  his 

eycs strangely fixed upon Ricardo, w a iting  fo r his answer.
W e ll,’ said Ricardo, at iength, ‘good news w ill be none the 

^ ts e  fo r w a iting  a few hours. Bad news w ill be a lit t le  the 
^tte r.’
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‘Yes,’ said H anaud; ‘so I  thought you w ould  decide.’ 
took up a C ontinenta l Bradshaw from  a bookshelf in  ^  
room . ‘ F rom  Geneva she w ill come through Culoz. Let 
see!’ H e tum ed  over the pages. ‘There  is a tra in  from  Cul°! 
w h ich  reaches A ix  at seven m inutes past three. I t  is by tha' 
tra in  she w il l  come. You have a m otor-car?’

‘Yes.’
‘Very w e ll.W ill you p ick me up in  i t  a tthree at m y h o te l? ^  

w il l  d rive down to the station and see the arrivals by that traif 
I t  may help us to get some idea o f the person w ith  who<i; 
we have to deal. T h a t is always an advantage. N ow  I  leav£ 
you, fo r I  have much to do. B u t I  w il l look in  upon M . Wethef' 
m ili as I  go down and te ll h im  tha t there is as yet no ne^s 

H e took up his hat and stick, and stood fo r a m om ef 
staring ou t o f the w indow . T hen  he roused h im self from  h” 
reverie w ith  a start.

‘Y ou look ou t upon M o n t Revard, I  see. I  th in k  ^  
W etherm ilPs view  over the garden and the tow n is the bettd 
one,’ he said, and w ent ou t o f the room.

A t three o’clock R icardo called in  his car, w h ich  was ^  
open car o f h igh power, at H anaud’s hotel, and the tw o m*" 
w ent to the station. T hey waited outsidethe ex itw h ile  the pa*' 
sengers gave up the ir tickets. Am ongst them a middle-age^1 

short woman, o f a p le thoric  tendency, attracted the ir notice 
She was neatly b u t shabbily dressed in  b lack ; her gloves wef£ 
darned, and she was obviously in  a hu rry . As she came ou* 
she asked a com m issionaire:

‘H o w  fa r is i t  to  the H o te l M ajestic?’
T h e  man to ld  her the hotel was at the very top o f the tow f’ 

and the way was steep.
‘ B u t madame can go up in  the om nibus o f the ho te l,’ b{ 

suggested.
Madame, however, was in  too m uch o f a hu rry . T h  

om nibus w ou ld  have to w a it fo r luggage. She hailed a closef 
cab and drove o ff inside it.

‘N ow , i f  we go back in  the car, we shall be all ready fo r hd 
when she arrives,’ said Hanaud.
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They passed the cab, indeed, a few yards up the steep h ill 
which leads from  the station. T he  cab was m oving at a 
Walk.

‘She looks honest,’ said Hanaud, w ith  a sigh o f re lie f. ‘She 
,s some good bourgeoise anxious to earn fou r thousand 
ftancs.’

They reached the hotel in  a few minutes.
‘W e may need your car again the m om ent M arthe  G obin 

has gone,’ said Hanaud.
‘ I t  shall w a it here,’ said Ricardo.
‘N o ,’ said H anaud; ‘ le t i t  w a it in  the lit t le  Street at the back 

° f m y hotel. I t  w il l not be so noticeable there. You have 
Petrol fo r a long journey?’

Ricardo gave the order ąu ie tly  to  his chauffeur, and fo l-  
lowed Hanaud in to  the hotel. T h rough  a glass w indow  they 
Could see W ethe rm ill smoking a cigar over his coffee.

‘He looks as i f  he had not slept,’ said Ricardo.
Hanaud nodded sym pathetically, and beckoned Ricardo 

Past the w indow .
‘B u t we are nearing the end. These tw o days have been fo r 

him days o f great troub le ; one can see tha t very clearly. A nd 
he has done noth ing to  embarrass us. M en in  distress are apt 
to be a nuisance. I  am grateful to  M . W ethe rm ill. B u t we are 
ttearing the end. W ho knows? W ith in  an hour o r tw o we may 
have news fo r h im .’

He spoke w ith  great feeling, and the tw o men ascended the 
stairs to  R icardo’s rooms. For the second tim e tha t day 
Hanaud’s professional calm deserted h im . T he  w indow  over- 
h»oked the m ain entrance to the hotel. Hanaud arranged the 
foom, and, even w h ile  he arranged it, ran every other second 
and leaned from  the w indow  to watch fo r the com ing o f the
cab.

‘Put the bank-notes upon the table,’ he said hurried ly . 
They w ill persuade her to te ll us all tha t she has to te ll. Yes, 

that w il l  do. She is no t in  sight yet? N o .’
‘She could not be. I t  is a long way from  the station,’ said 

Ricardo, ‘and the whole distance is u p h ill. ’
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‘Yes, that is true ,’ Hanaud replied. ‘W e  w ill not e m b a rra s s  
her by s itting  round the table like a tr ibuna l. You w ill sit in 
that a rm -chair.’

R icardo took his seat, crossed his knees, and jo ined  the tips 
o f his fingers.

‘ So! no t too ju d ic ia l! ’ said H anaud; ‘ I  w il l  s it here at the 
table. W hatever you do, do not frigh ten  her.’ Hanaud sat 
down in  the chair w hich he had placed fo r him self. ‘Marthe 
G ob in  shall s it opposite, w ith  the lig h t upon her face. So! 
A nd , springing up, he arranged a chair fo r her. ‘Whatevef 
you do, do not frigh ten  her,’ he repeated. ‘ I  am nervous. So 
m uch depends upon th is in te rv iew .’ A nd  in  a second he was 
back at the w indow .

R icardo d id  not move. He arranged in  his m ind the 
interrogatory w hich was to take place. He was to conduct it' 
He was the master o f the situation. A ll  the lim e ligh t was to  be 
his. S tartling  facts w ould  c'ome to  lig h t e lic ited by his deft 
ąuestions. Hanaud need not fear. He w ould  not frigh ten  her. 
He w ould  be gentle, he w ould  be cunning. Softly and 
delicately he w ould tu rn  th is good woman inside out, like a 
glove. Every artistic fibrę in  his body vibrated to the dramatic 
s ituation.

Suddenly Hanaud leaned out o f the w indow .
‘ I t  comes! i t  comes!’ he said in  a ąuick, feverish whisper. 

‘ I  can see the cab between the shrubs o f the d rive .’
‘L e t i t  come!’ said M r  R icardo superbly.
Even as he sat he could hear the grating o f wheels upon the 

drive. He saw Hanaud lean farther from  the w indow  and 
stamp im patien tly  upon the floor.

‘There i t  is at the door,’ he said; and fo r a few seconds he 
spoke no more. He stood looking downwards, craning his 
head, w ith  his back towards Ricardo.

Then , w ith  a w ild  and startled ery, he staggered back into 
the room. H is  face was w hite as wax, his eyes fu li o f horror, 
his m outh open.

‘W hat is the matter?’ exclaimed Ricardo, spring ing to his 
feet.
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‘They are lif t in g  her o u t! She doesn’t  move! They are 
lifting  her o u t! ’

For a m om ent he stared in to  R icardo’s face— paralysed by 
fear. Then  he sprang down the stairs. R icardo followed him .

There was confusion in  the corrido r. M en were running, 
voices were cry ing  questions. As they passed the w indow  they 
saw W ethe rm ill start up, aroused from  his lethargy. They 
knew the tru th  before they reached the entrance o f the hotel. 
A cab had driven up to  the door from  the s ta tion ; in  the cab 
was an unknow n woman stabbed to the heart.

‘She should have come by the om nibus,’ Hanaud repeated 
®nd repeated s tup id ly . For the m om ent he was o ff his balance.

i i

The Unopened Letter
'Fhe ha ll o f the hotel had been cleared o f people. A t the 
entrance from  the co rrido r a porte r barred the way.

‘N o  one can pass,’ said he.
‘ I  th in k  tha t I  can,’ said Hanaud, and he produced his card. 

From the Surete at Paris.’
He was allowed to enter, w ith  R icardo at his heels. O n the 

ground lay M arthe  G o b in ; the manager o f the hotel stood at 
ker s ide; a doctor was on his knees: Hanaud gave his card to 
*he manager.

‘You have sent w ord  to  the police?’
‘Yes,’ said the manager.
‘A nd  the wound?’ asked Hanaud, kneeling on the ground 

keside the doctor. I t  was a very smali w ound, round and neat 
and clean, and there was very l it t le  blood. ‘ I t  was made by a 
bu lle t,’ said Hanaud— ‘some tin y  bu lle t from  an a ir-p is to l.’ 

‘ N o ,’ answered the doctor.
‘N o  kn ife  made i t , ’ H anaud asserted.
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‘T h a t is true ,’ said the doctor. ‘ L o o k !’ and he took up from 
the floor by his knee the weapon w hich had caused M a r th e  i 
G ob in ’s death. I t  was no th ing  b u t an ord inary  skewer w ith  2 ' 
r ing  at one end and a sharp po in t at the other, and a piece ot 
common w h ite  firewood fo r a handle. T he  wood had beefl 
sp lit, the ring  inserted and spliced in  position w ith  strong 
tw ine. I t  was a rough enough weapon, b u t an effective one- 
T h e  p roo f o f its effectiveness lay stretched upon the floof 
beside them .

Hanaud gave i t  to  the manager o f the hotel.
‘You m ust be very careful o f th is, and give i t  as it  is to the 

police.’
T hen  he bent once more over M arthe  G obin.
‘ D id  she suffer?’ he asked in  a Iow voice.
‘N o ; death m ust have been instantaneous,’ said the doctor'
‘ I  am glad o f tha t,’ said Hanaud, as he rose again to his feet
In  the doorway the d rive r o f the cab was standing.
‘W hat has he to say?’ Hanaud asked.
The  man stepped forw ard instantly. He was an o ld, red' 

faced, stout man, w ith  a shiny w hite  ta li hat, like  a thousand 
drivers  o f cabs.

‘W ha t have I  to  say, monsieur?’ he grum bled in  a husky 
voice. ‘ I  take up the poor woman at the station and I  drive 
her where she bids me, and I  f in d  her dead, and m y day is 
lost. W ho w ill pay m y fare, monsieur?’

‘ I  w il l, ’ said Hanaud. ‘There  it  is ,’ and he handed the mafl 
a five-franc piece. ‘N ow , answer m e! D o  you te ll me tha t this 
woman was m urdered in  your cab and that you knew nothing 
about it? ’

‘B u t what should I  know? I  take her up at the station, and 
a ll the way up the h ill her head is every m om ent ou t o f the 
w indow , crying, “ Faster, faster!”  Oh, the good woman was 
in  a h u r ry ! B u t fo r me I  take no notice. T he  more she shouts, 
the less I  hear; I  bu ry  m y head between m y shoulders, and 1 
look ahead o f me and I  take no notice. One cannot expect 
cab-horses to run  up these h ills ; i t  is not reasonable.’

‘ So you went at a w alk,’ said Hanaud. H e beckoned to
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» Ricardo, and said to the manager: ‘ M . Besnard w ill, no 
e doubt, be here in  a few m inutes, and he w ill send fo r the Juge 
1 d’ Instruction . There is no th ing tha t we can do.’

He went back to R icardo’s s itting-room  and flung h im self 
n lr>to a chair. He had been calm enough downstairs in  the 
i  Presence o f the doctor and the body o f the v ic tim . N ow , w ith  

°nly R icardo fo r a witness, he gave way to distress. 
r ‘I t  is te rrib le ,’ he said. ‘T h e  poor woman! I t  was I  who 

brought her to A ix . I t  was th rough m y carelessness. But who
vyould have thought ?’ He snatched his hands from  his

: lace and stood up. ' I  should have though t,’ he said solemnly. 
Bxtraordinary daring— that was one o f the qualities o f m y 
crim inal. I  knew it, and I  disregarded it. N ow  we have a 
second crim e.’

‘The skewer may lead you to the c rim ina l,’ said M r  
Ricardo.

‘The  skewer!’ cried Hanaud. ‘H ow  w il l  tha t help us? A  
knife, yes— perhaps. B u t a skewer!’

‘A t the shops— there w ill not be so many in  A ix  at which 
you can buy skewers— they may remember to whom  they 
sold one w ith in  the last day or so.’

‘H ow  do we know i t  was bought in  the last day or so?’ 
Cried Hanaud scornfu lly . ‘W e have not to do w ith  a man who 
walks in to  a shop and buys a single skewer to com m it a 
Murder w ith , and so hands h im self over to the police. H ow  
often must I  say i t ! ’

The  violence o f his contem pt nettled Ricardo.
‘ I f  the m urderer d id  not buy it,  how d id  he obta in it? ’ he 

asked obstinately.
‘Oh, m y friend , could he not have stolen it? F rom  th is  or 

from any hotel in  A ix? W ou ld  the loss o f a skewer be noticed, 
do you th ink? H ow  many people in  A ix  today have had rog- 
Oons a la brochette fo r the ir luncheon! Besides, i t  is not 
roerely the death o f th is poor woman w hich troubles me. We 
have ’ost the evidence w hich she was going to b ring  to us. 
She had something to te ll us about Celie H arland w hich now 
"'e shall never hear. W e have to begin all over again, and I  te ll
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you we have not the tim e to begin a ll over again. N o, we have 
not the tim e. T im e  w ill be lost, and we have no tim e to  lose. 
H e buried his face again in  his hands and groaned aloud. H i8 
g rie f was so v io len t and so sincere tha t R icardo, shocked as he 
was by the m urder o f M arthe  G ob in , set h im se lf to  console 
h im .

‘B u t you could not have foreseen tha t at three o’clock in
the afternoon at A ix  ’

Hanaud brushed the excuse aside.
‘ I t  is no extenuation. I  oughł to  have foreseen. Oh, bu t I 

w il l  have no p ity  now ,’ he cried, and as he ended the words 
ab rup tly  his face changed. He lifted  a trem b ling  forefingef 
and pointed. There came a sudden look o f life  in to  his duli 
and despairing eyes.

He was po in ting  to a side-table on w hich were p iled M* 
R icardo’s letters.

‘Y ou have not opened them  th is  m orning?’ he asked.
‘N o. You came w h ile  I  was s til l in  bed. I  have not thought 

o f them  t i l l  now .’
Hanaud crossed to  the table, and, looking down at the 

letters, u ttered a ery.
‘T he re ’s one, the b ig  envelope,’ he said, his voice shaking 

like  his hand. ‘ I t  has a Swiss stam p.’
H e swallowed to moisten his throat. R icardo sprang across 

the room  and tore open the envelope. There was a long lettef 
enclosed in  a handw riting  unknown to h im . He read aloud the 
firs t lines o f the le tte r:

‘ I  w rite  w hat I  saw and post i t  ton igh t, so tha t no one may 
be before me w ith  the news. I  w il l come over tom orrow  fot 
the money.’

A  Iow exclamation from  Hanaud in te rrup ted  the words- 
‘The  signature! Q u ic k !’
R icardo turned to the end o f the letter.
‘M a rth e  G o b in .’
‘She speaks, th e n ! A fte r all she speaks!’ Hanaud whispered 

in  a voice o f awe. H e ran to  the door o f  the room , opened it 
suddenly, and, shutting  it  again, locked it. ‘Q u ic k ! W e cannot
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bring that poor woman back to  l ife ; bu t we may s till ’ He
did not fin ish his sentence. He took the le tte r unceremoniously 
from RicardoJs hand and seated h im self at the table. Over his 
shoulder M r  Ricardo, too, read M arthe  G ob in ’s letter.

I t  was ju s t the sort o f le tter, which, in  R icardo’s view, 
Marthe G ob in  w ould have w ritten— a long, straggling letter 
Which never kept to the po in t, w hich exasperated them  one 
Moment by its fo lly  and fired them to excitement the next.

I t  was dated from  a smali suburb o f Geneva, on the 
Western side o f the lake, and it ran as fo llows:

‘T he  suburb is b u t a Street close to the lakeside, and a tram 
fUns in to  the c ity. I t  is qu ite  respectable, you understand, 
Monsieur, w ith  an hotel at the end o f it, and really some very 
good houses. B u t I  do not w ish to deceive you about the social 
Position o f myself o r my husband. O u r house is on the wrong 
side o f the Street— defin ite ly— yes. I t  is a smali house, and we 
do not see the water from  any o f the w indows because o f the 
better houses opposite. M . G obin , m y husband, who was a 
clerk in  one o f the great banks in Geneva, broke down in 
bealth in  the spring, and fo r the last three m onths has been 
compelled to  keep indoors. O f course, money has not been 
Plentifu l, and I  could not afford a nurse. Conseąuently I 
myself have been compelled to nurse h im . M onsieur, i f  you 
Were a woman, you w ould know what men are when they are 
>11— how fre tfu l, how  d ifficu lt. There is no t much d istraction 
f r r  the woman who nurses them. So, as I  am in  the house 
most o f the day, I  find  what amusement I  can in  watching the 
doings o f m y neighbours. Y ou w ill not blame me.

‘A  m onth ago the house almost d irec tly  opposite to us was 
taken furnished fo r the summer by a M m e Rossignol. She is 
a w idów , b u t du ring  the last fo rtn ig h t a young gentleman has 
come several times in  the afternoon to see her, and i t  is said 
in the Street that he is going to m arry her. B u t I cannot 
believe i t  myself. M onsieur is a young man o f perhaps th ir ty , 
With smooth, black hair. He wears a moustache, a l it t le  black 
moustache, and is altogether captivating. M m e Rossignol is
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five or six years older, I  should th in k— a ta li woman, w ith  red | 
ha ir and a bold sort o f coarse beauty. I  was not attracted by j 

her. She seemed not qu ite  o f the same w orld  as that charming j  tl 
m onsieur who was said to be going to m arry her. N o ; I  was tl 
not attracted by Adele Rossignol.’

A nd  when he had come to that po in t Hanaud looked up 
w ith  a start.

‘So the name was Adele,’ he whispered.
‘Yes,’ said Ricardo. ‘Helene Vauquier spoke the tru th .’
Hanaud nodded w ith  a queer sm ile upon his lips.
‘Yes, there she spoke the tru th . I  thought she d id .’
‘ But she said Adele ’s ha ir was black,’ interposed M f 

R icardo.
‘Yes, there she d id n ’t , ’ said Hanaud d ry ly , and his eyes  ̂

dropped again to  the paper.

‘ I  knew her name was Adele, fę r often I  have heard hef < 
servant calling her so, and w ithou t any “ Madam e”  in  fron t of i 
the name. T h a t is strange, is i t  not, to hear an elderly servant- 1 

woman calling after her mistress, “  Adele, ”  j  ust simple ‘ ‘Adele”  ■ < 
I t  was that w hich made me th in k  monsieur and madame 1 
were not o f the same w orld . B ut I do not believe tha t they are i 
go ingto be m arried. I have an instinc t about it. O f course, one 
never knows w ith  what extraordinary womeń the nicest mefl 
w il l  fa li in  love. So that after all these tw o may get married. 
B u t i f  they do, I  do not th in k  they w ill be happy.

‘ Besides the old woman there was another servant, a man, 
H ippo ly te , who served in  the house and drove the carriage 
when i t  was wanted— a respectable man. He always touched 
his hat when M m e Rossignol came out o f the house. He slept i 

in  the house at n ight, although the stable was at the end o f the 
Street. I  thought he was probably the son o f Jeanne, the 
servant-woman. He was young, and his hair was plastered 
down upon his forehead, and he was altogether satisfied w ith 
h im se lf and a great favourite amongst the servants in  the 
Street. T he  carriage and the horse were hired from  Geneva. 
T h a t is the household o f M m e Rossignol.’
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So far, M r  R icardo read in  silence. Then  he broke out again.
‘But we have them ! T he  red-haired woman called A dele; 

*he man w ith  the lit t le  black moustache. I t  was he who drove 
the m o to r-ca r!’

Hanaud help up his hand to check the flow  o f words, and 
hoth read on again:

‘A t three o’clock on Tuesday aftem oon madame was driven 
aWay in  the carriage, and I  d id  not see i t  re tu rn  all that 
^e n in g . O f course, i t  may have returned to the stables by 
aOother road. B u t i t  was not unusual fo r the carriage to take 
her in to  Geneva and w a it a long tim e. I  went to  bed at 
eleven, b u t in  the n igh t M . G ob in  was restless, and I  rose to 
Set h im  some medicine. W e slept in  the fro n t o f the house, 
Monsieur, and w h ile  I  was searching fo r the matches upon 
lhe table in  the m idd le  o f the room I  heard the sound o f 
Carriage wheels in  the silent Street. I  w ent to  the w indow , and, 
raising a corner o f the curtains looked out. M . G ob in  called 
to me fre tfu lly  from  the bed to know w hy I  d id  no t lig h t the 
candle and get h im  what he wanted. I  have already to ld  you 
how fre tfu l sick men can be, always com plain ing i f  ju s t fo r a 
M inutę one distracts oneself by looking out o f the w indow . 
®ut there! One can do noth ing  to  please them . Y et how righ t 
F Was to raise the b lin d  and look ou t o f the w indow ! For i f  I  
had obeyed m y husband I  m igh t have lost fo u r thousand 
francs. A nd  fo u r thousand francs are not to  be sneezed at by a 
Poor woman whose husband lies in  bed.

‘ I  saw the carriage stop at M m e Rossignol’s house. A lm ost 
at once the house door was opened by the old servant, 
although the hall o f the house and a ll the w indows in  the 
front were dark. T h a t was the firs t th ing  that surprised me. 
For when madame came home late and the house was dark, 
she used to le t herself in  w ith  a latchkey. N ow , in  the dark 
house, in  the early m orning, a servant was watching fo r them. 
fr  was strange.

‘As soon as the door o f the house was opened the door o f 
fhe carriage opened too, and a young lady stepped ąu ick ly
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out on to the pavement. T h e  tra in  o f her dress caught in  the 
door, and she turned round, stooped, freed i t  w ith  her hand, 
and held i t  up o ff the ground. T h e  n igh t was elear, and there 
was a lamp in  the Street close by the door o f M m e RossignoFs 
house. As she turned I  saw her face under the big green hat. 
I t  was very pre tty  and young, and the ha ir was fa ir. She wore 
a w hite  coat, b u t i t  was open in  fro n t and showed her evening ; 
frock o f pale green. W hen she lifted  her sk irt I  saw the j  

buckles sparkling on her satin shoes. I t  was the young lady for | 
whom  you are advertising, I  am sure. She remained standing 
ju s t fo r a m om ent w ithou t moving, w hile  M m e Rossignol got 
out. I  was surprised to see a young lady o f such d is tinction  in 
M m e  RossignoFs company. Then , s till ho ld ing  her sk irt up> 
she ran very lig h t ly  and ąu ick ly  across the pavement in to  the i 
dark house. I  thought, monsieur, tha t she was very anxious 
not to  be seen. So when I  saw your advertisement I  was 
certain tha t th is  was the young lady fo r whom  you are 
searching.

‘ I  waited fo r a few moments and saw the carriage drive off 
towards the stable at the end o f the Street. B u t no lig h t went 
up in  any o f the rooms in  fro n t o f the house. A nd  M . Gobin 
was so, fre tfu l that I  dropped the corner o f the b lind , l i t  the ! 
candle, and gave h im  his cooling d rink . H is  watch was on the 
table at the bedside and I  saw that i t  was five m inutes to 
three. I  w il l send you a telegram tom orrow , as soon as I  am 
sure at what hour I  can leave m y husband. Accept, monsieur,
I  beg you, m y most d istinguished salutations.

‘M a r t h e  G o b in .’

Hanaud leant back w ith  an extraord inary look o f perplexity 
upon his face. B u t to  R icardo the whole story was now elear. 
Here was an independent witness, w ith o u t the jealousy or 
rancours o f Helene Vauquier. N o th ing  could be more 
dam ning than her statement; i t  corroborated those foot- 
marks upon the soil in  fro n t o f the glass door o f the salon. 
There was noth ing to be done except to  set about arresting 
M ile  Celie at once.
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‘The facts w ork w ith  your theory, M . Hanaud. T he  young 
^an w ith  the black moustache d id  no t re tu rn  to the house at 

j ^eneva. For somewhere upon the road close to  Geneva he
'net the carriage. He was d riv ing  back the car to  A ix  ’ And
then another thought struck h im : ‘B u t n o !’ he ęried. ‘W e are 
altogether wrong. See! T hey d id  not reach home u n til five 
nńnutes to  three.’

! Five m inutes to three! B u t th is demolished the whole o f 
Hanaud’s theory about the m otor-car. T he  murderers had 
*ef t  the v illa  between eleven and twelve, probably before 
half-past eleven. T he  car was a machinę o f s ix ty  horsepower, 
and the roads were certain to be elear. Yet the travellers only 
'eached the ir home at three. M oreover, the car was back in 
Aix at four. I t  was evident they d id  not travel by the car.

‘Geneva tim e is an hour later than French tim e,’ said 
hanaud shortly. I t  seemed as i f  the corroboration o f th is 
k tte r disappointed h im . ‘A  ąuarter to three in  M m e G ob in ’s 
house w ou ld  be a ąuarter to  tw o by our watches here.’ 

Hanaud folded up the letter, and rose to his feet.
‘W e w ill go now, and we w ill take th is le tter w ith  us.’ 

hanaud looked about the room, and picked up a glove ly ing 
uPon a table. ‘ I  le ft this behind me,’ he said, pu tting  it  in to  his 
Pocket. ‘ By the way, where is the telegram from  M arthe G obin  ?’ 

‘You p u t i t  in  your letter-case.’
‘Oh, d id  I? ’
Hanaud took out his letter-case and found the telegram 

"ó th in  it. H is  face lightened.
‘G ood!’ he said em phatically. ‘ For, sińce we have th is 

'elegram, there must have been another message sent from  
^d£le Rossignol to  A ix  saying that M arthe  G ob in , that busy- 
hody, that inqu is itive neighbour, who had no doubt seen M . 
^>cardo’s advertisement, was on her way h ither. Oh, i t  w ill 
not be p u t as crudely as that, bu t that is what the message w ill 
Oiean. W e shall have h im .’ A nd suddenly his face grew very 
stern. ‘ I  must catch h im , fo r M arthe  G ob in ’s death I  cannot 
f°rgive. A  poor woman meaning no harm, and murdered like 
a sheep under our noses. N o, tha t I  cannot forgive.’
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Ricardo wondered whether i t  was the actual m urder of 
M arthe  G ob in  or the fact tha t he had been beaten and out' 
w itted  w h ich  Hanaud could not forgive. B u t discretion kep1 
h im  silent.

‘L e t us go,’ said Hanaud. ‘By the l i f t ,  i f  you please; i t  will 
save tim e .’

T hey descended in to  the ha ll close by the main door. The 
body o f M arthe  G obin had been removed to the m ortuary of 
the tow n. T he  life  o f the hotel had resumed its course.

‘M . Besnard has gone, I  suppose?’ Hanaud asked o f the 
p o rte r; and, receiving an assent, he walked ąu ick ly  out o f the 
fro n t door.

‘B u t there is a shorter way,’ said Ricardo, runn ing  aftet 
h im ; ‘across the garden at the back and down the steps.’

‘ I t  w il l  make no difference now ,’ said Hanaud.
T hey hurried  along the drive and down the road which 

circ led round the hotel and dipped to the town.
Behind H anaud’s hotel R icardo’s car was waiting.
‘W e m ust go firs t to  Besnard’s office. T he  poor man w ill be 

at his w its ’ end to  know who was M m e G ob in  and wha< 
brough t her to  A ix . Besides, I  w ish to send a mesśage ovet 
the telephone.’

H anaud descended and spent a quarter o f an hour w ith  the 
Commissaire. As he came out he looked at his watch.

‘W e shall be in  tim e, I th in k ,’ he said. He clim bed in to  the 
car. ‘T h e  m urder o f M arthe  G ob in  on her way from  the 
station w il l  p u t ou r friends at th e ir ease. I t  w il l  be published, 
no doubt, in  the evening papers, and those good people ovef 
there in  Geneva w ill read i t  w ith  amusement. T hey do not 
know  tha t M arthe  G ob in  w rote a le tte r yesterday night. j 
Come, le t us g o !’

‘W here to?’ asked R icardo.
‘W here to?’ exclaimed Hanaud. ‘W hy, o f course, to 

Geneva.’



12

The A lu m in iu m  Fiask
‘ I  have telephoned to  Lemerre, the C hef de la Surete at 
Geneva,’ said Hanaud, as the car sped out o f A ix  along the 
road to Annecy. ‘He w ill have the house watched. We shall 
be in  tim e. T hey w ill do noth ing u n til dark.’

But though he spoke confidently there was a note o f anxietv 
in his voice, and he sat forward in the car, as though he were 
already stra in ing his eyes to see Geneva.

Ricardo was a tr if le  disappointed. T hey were on the great 
journey to Geneva. T hey were going to arrest M ile  Celie and 
her accomplices. A nd  Hanaud had not come disguised. 
Hanaud, in R icardo’s eyes, was hard ly liv in g  up to the 
dram atic expedition on w hich they had set out. I t  seemed to 
h im  tha t there was something incorrect in  the great detective 
com ing out on the chase w ithou t a false beard.

‘But, m y dear friend, w hy shouldn’ t I? ’ pleaded Hanaud. 
‘W e are going to dine together at the Restaurant du N ord, 
over the lake, u n til i t  grows dark. I t  is not pleasant to eat one’s 
soup in a false beard. Have you tr ied  it? Besides, everybodv 
stares so, seeing perfectly well that i t  is false. N ow , I do not 
want ton igh t that people should know me fo r a detective; so 
I  do not go disguised.’

‘ H u m o ris t!’ said M r  Ricardo.
‘T he re ! you have found me o u t! ’ cried Hanaud, in  mock 

alarm. ‘ Besides, I to ld  you th is  m orn ing that that is precisely 
what I  am .’

Bevond Annecy, they came to the bridge over the ravine. 
A t the far end o f it, the car stopped. A  ąuestion, a hurried 
glance in to  the body o f the car, and the officers o f the Customs 
stood aside.
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‘You see how perfunctory i t  is,’ said Hanaud, and w ith  a * 
je rk  the car moved on. T he  je rk  threw  Hanaud against M r  
Ricardo. Something hard in  the detective’s pocket knocked 
against h is companion.

‘You have got them?’ he whispered.
‘W hat?’
‘T he  handcuffs.’
A nother disappointm ent awaited Ricardo. A  detective 

w ithou t a false beard was bad enough, bu t that was noth ing 
to a detective w ithou t handcuffs. T he  paraphernalia o f justice 
were sadly lacking. However, Hanaud consoled M r  Ricardo 
by showing h im  the hard th in g ; i t  was almost as th r illin g  as 
the handcuffs, fo r i t  was a loaded revolver.

‘There w ill be danger, then?’ said Ricardo, w ith  a trem or 
o f excitement. ‘ I  should have brought m ine.’

‘There w ould have been danger, m y friend ,’ Hanaud 
objected gravely, ‘ i f  you had brought yours.’

T hey reached Geneva as the dusk was fa lling, and drove 
stra ight to the restaurant by the side o f the lake and mounted 
to the balcony on the firs t floor. A  smali, stout man sat at a 
table alone in  a corner o f the balcony. He rose and held out 
his hands.

‘M y  friend, M . Lemerre, the C hef de la Surete o f Geneva,’ 
said Hanaud, presenting the lit t le  man to his companion.

There were as yet only tw o couples d in ing  in  the restaurant, 
and Hanaud spoke so that neither could overhear h im . He sat 
down at the table.

‘W hat news?’ he asked.
‘ N one,’ said Lemerre. ‘N o  one has come out o f the house, 

no one has gone in .’
‘A nd  i f  any th ing  happens w hile  we dine?’
‘We shall know ,’ said Lemerre. ‘ Look, there is a man 

lo ite ring  under the trees there. He w ill strike a match to lig h t 
his p ipe.’

T he  hurried  conversation was ended.
‘G ood,’ said Hanaud. ‘W e w il l  dine, then, and be gay.’
He called to the waiter and ordered dinner. I t  was after
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seven when they sat down to d inner, and they dined w hile the 
dusk deepened. In  the Street below the lights flashed out, 
th row ing a sheen on the foliage o f the trees at the water’s 
side. U pon  the dark lake the reflections o f lamps ripp led  and 
shook. A  boat in  w h ich  musicians sang to musie, passed by 
w ith  a cool splash o f oars. T h e  green and red lights o f the 
launches g lided baekwards and forwards. Hanaud alone o f 
the party  on the balcony tr ied  to keep the conversation upon a 
ligh t and generał level. B u t i t  was p la in  that even he was over- 
doing his gaiety. There were moments when a sudden con- 
traction o f the muscles w ould  clench his hands and give a 
spasmodic je rk  to  his shoulders. H e was w a iting  uneasily, 
uncom fortably, u n til darkress should come.

‘E at,’ he cried— ‘eat, m y friends,’ p laying w ith  his own 
barely tasted food.

A nd  then, at a sentence from  Lem erre, his kn ife  and fork 
clattered on his plate, and he sat w ith  a face suddenly grown 
white.

F o r Lem erre said, as though i t  was no more than a m atter 
o f o rd ina ry  com m ent:

‘So M m e D auvray’s jewels were, after a ll, never stolen?’ 
Hanaud started.
‘Y ou know  that? H ow  d id  you know it? ’
‘ I t  was in  th is evening’s paper. I  bought one on the way 

here. T h e y  were found under the floor o f the bedroom .’ 
A n d  even as he spoke a newsboy’s voice rang out in  the 

Street below them . Lem erre was alarmed by the look upon his 
fr iend ’s face.

‘Does i t  m atter, Hanaud?’ he asked, w ith  some solicitude.
‘ I t  matters ’ and Hanaud rose up abruptly.
T h e  boy’s voice sounded louder in  the Street below. T he  

Words became d is tinc t to  a ll upon tha t balcony.
‘T h e  A ix  m urde r! D iscovery o f the jew e ls !’
‘W e m ust go,’ Hanaud whispered hoarsely. ‘Here are life  

and death in  the balance, as I  believe, and there’— he pointed 
down to  the lit t le  group gathering about the newsboy under 
the trees— ‘there is the command w hich way to t ip  the scales.’
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‘ I t  was not I  who sent i t , ’ said R icardo eagerly.
He had no precise idea w hat Hanaud meant by his words; ■ 

b u t he realised tha t the sooner he exculpated h im se lf from  the 
charge the better.

‘O f course i t  was not you. I  know  that very w e ll,’ said 
Hanaud. Hecalled fo r th e b ill. ‘W hen is that paper published?’

‘A t seven,’ said Lemerre.
‘T hey have been cry ing  i t  in  the streets o f Geneva, then, i 

fo r  more than h a lf an hou r.’
H e sat d rum m ing  im pa tien tly  upon the table u n til the b ill 1 

should be brought.
‘By Heaven, tha t’s c lever!’ he m uttered savagely. ‘T here ’s 

a man who gets ahead o f me at every tu rn . See, Lem erre, I  take 
every care, every precaution, tha t no message shall be sent.
I  le t i t  be known, I  take careful pains to le t i t  be known, that 
no message can be sent w ith o u t detection fo llow ing, and here’s 
the message sent by the one channel I  never thought to  guard | 
against and stop. L o o k !’

T he  m urder at the V illa  Rose and the m ystery w hich h id  
its perpetration had aroused interest. T h is  new development 
had ąuickened it. F rom  the balcony Hanaud could see the 
groups th ickening about the boy and the w hite  sheets o f the 
newspapers in  the hands o f passers-by.

‘Everyone in  Geneva or near Geneva w ill know o f th is 
message by now .’

‘W ho could have to ld  ?’ asked R icardo blankly, and Hanaud 
laughed in  his face, b u t laughed w ithou t any m errim ent.

‘A t la s t!’ he cried, as the w aiter brought the b ill,  and ju s t 
as he had paid i t  the lig h t o f a match flared up under the 
trees.

‘T h e  signa l!’ said Lem erre.
‘N o t too q u ick ly ,’ whispered Hanaud.
W ith  as m uch unconcern as each could counterfe it the 

three men descended the stairs and crossed theroad. U nder the 
trees a fou rth  man jo ined them — he who had lighted his pipe.

‘T he  coachman, H ippo ly te ,’ he whispered, ‘bought an 
evening paper at the fro n t door o f the house from  a boy who

118



came down the Street shouting the news. T he  coachman ran 
back in to  the house.’

‘W hen was this?’ asked Lemerre.
T he man pointed to a lad who leaned against the balustradę 

above the lake, ho t and panting fo r breath.
‘He came on his bicycle. He has ju s t arrived.’
‘ Fo llow  me,’ said Lemerre.
Six yards from  where they stood a couple o f steps led down 

from the embankment on to a wooden landing-stage, where 
boats were moored. Lemerre, followed by the others, walked 
briskly down on to the landing-stage. A n  electric launch 
Was waiting. I t  had an awning and was o f the usual type which 
one hiresat Geneva. There were tw o sergeants in  plain clothes 
°n  board, and a th ird  man, whom Ricardo recognised.

‘T h a t is the man who found out in  whose shop the cord was 
bought,’ he said to Hanaud.

‘Yes, i t  is D urette . He has been here sińce yesterday.’
Lem erre and the three who followed h im  stepped in to  it, 

and i t  backed away from  the stage and, tu rn ing , sped sw iftly  
outwards from  Geneva. The gay lights o f the shops and the 
restaurants were le ft behind, the cool darkness enveloped 
them ; a ligh t breeze blew over the lake, a tra il o f white and 
tum bled water lengthened out behind, and overhead, in  a 
sky o f deepest blue, the b righ t stars shone like gold.

‘ I f  on ly  we are in  tim e !’ said Hanaud, catching his breath.
‘Yes,’ answered Lemerre ;and in both the ir voices there was 

a strange note o f gravity.
Lem erre gave a signal after a while, and the boat turned to 

the shore and reduced its speed. They had passed the big 
villas. O n the bank the gardens o f houses— narrow, long 
gardens o f a Street o f smali houses— reached down to the lake, 
and to  almost each garden there was a rickety landing-stage 
o f wood pro jecting in to  the lake. Again Lem erre gave a signal, 
and the boat’s speed was so m uch reduced that not a sound 
o f its com ing could be heard. I t  moved over the water like a 
shadow, w ith  not so much as a cu rl o f w hite at its^bows.

Lem erre touched Hanaud on the shoulder and pointed to a



house in  a row  o f houses. A ll  the w indows except tw o upon 
the second floor and one upon the ground floor were in 
absolute darkness, and over those upper tw o the wooden 
shutters were closed. B u t in  the shutters there were diam ond- 
shaped holes, and from  these holes tw o yellow  beams o f ligh t, 
like  g low ing eyes upon the watch, streamed out and melted 
in  the air.

‘Y ou are sure tha t the fro n t o f the house is guarded?’ asked 
Hanaud anxiously.

‘Yes,’ replied Lem erre.
R icardo shivered w ith  excitement. T he  launch slid noise- 

lessly in to  the bank and lay hidden under its shadow. Hanaud 
tu rned to his associates w ith  his finger to his lips. Something 
gleamed darkly in  his hand. I t  was the barrel o f his revolver. 
Cautiously the men disembarked and crept up the bank. 
F irs t came Lem erre, then H anaud; R icardo followed him , 
and the fo u rth  man, who had struck the match under the 
trees, b rought up the rear. T h e  other three officers remained 
in  the boat.

S tooping under the shadow o f the side w a li o f the garden, 
the invaders stole towards the house. W hen a bush rustled or 
a tree whispered in  the lig h t w ind , R icardo’s heart jum ped to 
his throat. Once Lem erre stopped, as though his ears heard a 
sound w h ich  warned h im  o f danger. Then  cautiously he crept 
on again. T h e  garden was a ragged place o f unm ow n lawn and 
straggling bushes. Behind each one M r  R icardo seemed to 
feel an enemy. Never had he been in  so stra it a predicament. 
He, the cu ltu red  host o f Grosvenor Sąuare, was creeping 
along under a w ali w ith  Continenta l po licem en; he was going 
to raid a sin ister house by the Lake o f Geneva. I t  was th r illin g . 
Fear and excitement gripped h im  in  tu m  and le t h im  go, 
bu t always he was sustained by the pride  o f the man doing an 
out-o f-the-w ay th ing . ‘ I f  on ly  m y friends could see me n o w !’ 
T he  ancient van ity  was loud in  his bosom. Poor fellows, they 
were upon yachts in  the Solent o r on grouse-moors in  Scot
land, o r on go lf-links  at N o rth  Berw ick. H e alone o f them  all 
was tracking malefactors to th e ir doom by Lem an’s Lake.
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From  these agreeable reflections Ricardo was shaken. 
Lemerre stopped. T he  raiders had reached the angle made by 
l Le side w ali o f the garden and the house. A  whisper was 
exchanged, and the party tum ed and moved along the house 
wall towards the lighted w indow  on the ground floor. As 
Lemerre reached it  he stooped. Then  slow ly his forehead and 
L«s eyes rose above the s ili and glanced th is  way and tha t in to  
the room. M r  R icardo could see his eyes gleaming as the ligh t 
from the w indow  caught them. H is  face rose completely over 
the sili. He stared in to  the room  w ithou t care o r apprehension, 
and then dropped again ou t o f the reach o f the ligh t. He 
turned to Hanaud.

‘T he  room  is em pty,’ he whispered.
Hanaud turned to  Ricardo.
‘Pass under the s ili, o r the lig h t from  the w indow  w ill 

throw your shadow upon the law n.’
The party came to the back door o f the house. Lem erre 

fried the handle o f the door, and to his surprise it  yielded. 
^hey  crept in to  the passage. T he  last man closed the door 
Uoiselessly, locked it, and removed the key. A  panel o f lig h t 
shone upon the w ali a few paces ahead. T he  door o f the 
bghted room  was open. As Ricardo stepped s ilen tly  past it, 
he looked in . I t  was a parlour meanly fum ished. Hanaud 
touched h im  on the arm  and pointed to the table.

Ricardo had seen the objects at w h ich  Hanaud pointed 
°ften enough w ithou t uneasiness; b u t now, in  th is silent 
house o f crim e, they had the most sinister and appalling 
^pec t. There was a tin y  phia l ha lf fu l i  o f a dark-brow n liqu id , 
Leside it  a lit t le  leather case lay open, and across the case, ready 
fr>r use or w aiting to be filled , was a b rig h t morphia-needle. 
Ricardo fe lt the cold creep along his spine, and shivered.

‘Come,’ whispered Hanaud.
T hey reached the foot o f a flig h t o f stairs, and cautiously 

fuounted it. T hey  came out in  a passage w hich ran along the 
s'de o f the house from  the back to  the fron t. I t  was unlighted, 
Lut they were now on the level o f the Street, and a fan-shaped 
glass w indow  over the fro n t door adm itted a pale ligh t. There
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was a Street lamp near the door, R icardo remembered. For by 
the lig h t o f i t  M arthe  G ob in  had seen Celia H arland run  so 
n im b ly  in to  th is  house.

For a m om ent the men in  the passage held the ir breath. 
Someone strode heavily by on the pavement outside— to M r 
R icardo’s ear a most companionable sound. T hen  a clock 
upon a church struck the ha lf-hour musically, d istantly. I t  
was half-past eight. A nd  a second afterwards a tin y  brigh t 
lig h t shone. Hanaud was d irecting the lig h t o f a pocket 
electric to rch  to the next flig h t o f stairs.

Here the steps were carpeted, and once more the men 
crept up. One after another they came out upon the next 
landing. I t  ran, like those below it, along the side o f the house 
from  the back to the fron t, and the doors were a ll upon the ir 
le ft hand. F rom  beneath the door nearest to them  a yelloW 
line o f lig h t streamed out.

They stood in  the darkness listening. B ut not a sound came 
from  behind the door. Was th is  room empty, too? In  each 
one’s m ind  was the fear tha t the b irds had flown. Lemerre 
carefu lly took the handle o f the door and turned it. Very 
slow ly and cautiously he opened the door. A  strong lig h t beat 
ou t through the w idening gap upon his face. A nd  then, 
though his feet d id  not move, his shoulders and his face drew 
back. T he  action was significant enough. T h is  room, at all 
events, was not empty. B u t o f w hat Lem erre saw in  the room 
his face gave no h in t. He opened the door w ider, and now 
Hanaud saw. Ricardo, trem b ling  w ith  excitement, watched 
h im . B u t again there was no expression o f surprise, con- 
sternation, o r delight. He stood s to lid ly  and watched. Then 
he turned to Ricardo, placed a finger on his lips, and made 
room . R icardo crept on tip toe  to  his side. A nd  now he too 
could look in. He saw a b rig h tly  l i t  bedroom w ith  a made bed. 
O n his le ft were the shuttered Windows overlooking the lake. 
On his r ig h t in  the pa rtition  w ali a door stood open. Through  
the door he could see a dark, windowless closet, w ith  a smali 
bed from  w hich  the bedclothes huhg and tra iled  upon the_ 
floor, as though someone had been bu t now roughly dragged
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from it. On a table, close by the door, lay a b ig  green hat w ith  
a brow n ostrich feather, and a w hite  cloak. B u t the amazing 
8pectacle w h ich  kept h im  riveted was ju s t in  fro n t o f h im . A n  
°ld  hag o f a woman was s itting  in  a chair w ith  her back 
towards them . She was m ending w ith  a big needle the holes 

an o ld  sack, and w h ile  she bent over her w ork  she crooned 
to herself some French song. Every now and then she raised 
ber eyes, fo r in  fro n t o f her under her charge, M ile  Celie, the 
girl o f whom  Hanaud was in  search, lay helpless upon a sofa. 
The tra in  o f her delicate green frock swept the floor. She was 
dressed as Helene Vauquier had described. H er gloved hands 
were tig h tly  bound behind her back, her feet were crossed so 
that she could not have stood, and her ankles were crue lly 
strapped together. Over her face and eyes a piece o f coarse 
sacking was stretched like a mask, and the ends were roughly 
sevvn together at the back o f her head. She lay so s ti l l  that, b u t 
for the labouring o f her bosom and a trem or w hich now and 
again shook her lim bs, the watchers w ould have though t her 
dead. She made no struggle o f resistance ; she lay qu ie t and 
still. Once she w rithed , b u t i t  was w ith  the uneasiness o f one 

pain, and the m om ent she s tirred the o ld wom an’s hand 
'''en t ou t to a b rig h t a lum in ium  fiask w hich stood on a lit t le  
table at her side.

‘Keep quiet, lit t le  one!’ she ordered in  a careless, ch id ing 
voice, and she rapped w ith  the flask perem ptorily  upon the 
table. Im m ediate ly , as though the tapping had some strange 
niessage o f te rro r fo r the g ir l ’s ear, she stiffened her whole 
body and lay rig id .

‘ I  am not ready fo r you yet, lit t le  foo l,’ said the old woman, 
and she bent again to  her work.

R icardo’s b ra in  w h irled . Here was the g ir l w hom  they had 
come to  arrest, w ho had sprung from  the salon w ith  so much 
a« iv ity  o f you th  across the stretch o f grass, who had run  so 
cpiickly and lig h tly  across the pavement in to  th is very house, 
so that she should no t be seen. A nd  now she was ly in g  in  her 
fine and delicate a ttire  a captive, at the mercy o f the very 
People who were her accomplices.
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Suddenly a scream rang out in  the garden— a sh rill, loud 
scream, close beneath the w indows. The  old woman sprang 
to her feet. The g ir l on the sofa raised her head. T he  old 
woman took a step towards the w indow , and then she sw iftly  
turned towards the door. She saw the men upon the threshold. 
She uttered a bellow  o f rage. There is no other w ord to 
describe the sound. I t  was not a human e ry ; i t  was the bellow 
o f an angry animal. She reached out her hand towards the 
flask, bu t before she could grasp it  Hanaud seized her. She 
burst in to  a to rren t o f fou l oaths. Hanaud flung her across to 
Lem erre ’s officer, who dragged her from  the room.

‘Q u ick !’ said Hanaud, po in ting  to the g irl, who was now 
struggling helplessly upon the sofa. ‘M ile  C e lie !’

Ricardo cut the stitches o f the sacking. Hanaud un- 
strapped her hands and feet. T hey helped her to sit up. She 
shook her hands in  the air though they to rtu red  her, and then, 
in  a piteous, w h im pering  voice, like a ch ild ’s, she babbled 
incoherently and whispered prayers. Suddenly the prayers 
ceased. She sat s tiff, w ith  eyes fixed and staring. She was 
watching Lemerre, and she was watching h im  fascinated w ith  
terror. He was hold ing in  his hand the large, b righ t a lum in ium  
flask. He poured a lit t le  o f the contents very carefully on to a 
piece o f the sack; and then w ith  an exclamation o f anger he 
turned towards Hanaud. B u t Hanaud was supporting Celia; 
and so, as Lem erre turned abrup tly  towards h im  w ith  the 
flask in  his hand, he turned ab rup tly  towards Celia too. She 
wrenched herself from  Hanaud’s arms, she shrank v io len tly  
away. H er w hite face flushed scarlet and grew w hite  again. 
She screamed loud ly, te r r ib ly ; and after the scream she 
uttered a strange, weak sigh, and so fe ll sideways in  a swoon. 
Hanaud caught her as she fe ll. A  lig h t broke over his face.

‘N ow  I  understand!’ he cried. ‘Good G o d ! T h a t’s ho rrib le .’
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In  the House at Geneva
13

I t  was well, M r  R icardo thought, tha t someone understood. 
For himself, he frank ly  adm itted that he d id  not. Indeed, in  
his view  the firs t princip les o f reasoning seemed to be set at 
Oaught. I t  was obvious from  the solicitude w ith  w h ich  Celia 
Harland was surrounded tha t everyone except h im self was 
convinced o f her innocence. Yet i t  was eąually obvious that 
anyone who bore in  m ind the eight points he had tabulated 
against her must be convinced o f her gu ilt. Yet again, i f  she 
were gu ilty , how d id  i t  happen tha t she had been so m is- 
handled by her accomplices? He was not allowed, however, 
to reflect upon these remarkable problems. He had too busy 
a tim e o f it. A t one m om ent he was runn ing  to fetch water 
Wherewith to  bathe Celia’s forehead. A t another, when he had 
retum ed w ith  the water, he was distracted by the appearance 
o f D urette, the inspector from  A ix , in  the doorway.

‘W e have them  both ,’ he said— ‘H ippo ly te  and the woman. 
They were h id ing  in  the garden.’

‘So I  thought,’ said Hanaud, ‘when I  saw the door open 
downstairs, and the morphia-needle on the table.’

Lem erre turned to one o f the officers.
‘ L e t them  be taken w ith  o ld Jeanne in  cabs to the depót.’ 
A nd  when the man had gone upon his errand Lemerre 

spoke to Hanaud.
‘You w ill stay here ton igh t to  arrange fo r the ir transfer to  

A ix? ’
‘ I  w il l leave D urette  behind,’ said Hanaud. ‘ I  am needed 

at A ix . W e w ill make a form al application fo r the prisoners.’ 
He was kneeling by Celia’s side and awkwardly dabbing her 
forehead w ith  a wet handkerchief. He raised a w arning hand.
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Celia H arland moved and opened her eyes. She sat.up on the 
sofa, shivering, and looked w ith  dazed and wondering eyes 
from  one to  another o f the strangers who surrounded her. She 
searched in  vain fo r a fam ilia r face.

‘Y ou are amongst good friends, M ile  Celie,’ said Hanaud 
w ith  great gentleness.

‘Oh, I  w onder! I  w onderl’ she cried piteously.
‘Be very sure o f i t , ’ he said heartily, and she cłung to the 

sleeve o f his coat w ith  desperate hands.
‘ I  suppose you are friends,’ she said; ‘else w hy ?’ and

she moved her numbed lim bs to make certain that she was 
free. She looked about the room. H er eyes fe ll upon the sack 
and w idened w ith  terror.

‘T h e y  came to me a lit t le  w h ile  ago in  tha t cupboard there 
— Ad£le and the o ld woman Jeanne. T hey made me get up. 
T hey to ld  me they were going to take me away. T hey brought 
m y clothes and dressed me in  everything I  wore when I  ćame, 
so tha t no single tracę o f me m igh t be le ft behind. T hen  they 
tied me.’ She tore o ff her gloves and showed them  her 
lacerated w rists. ‘ I  th in k  they meant to  k i l l  me— h o rr ib ly .’ 
A nd  she caught her breath and whim pered like  a ch ild . H er 
s p ir it was broken.

‘M y  poor g irl, all that is over,’ said Hanaud. A nd  he stood 
up.

B u t at the firs t movement he made she cried incisively. 
‘N o ’ , and tightened the c lu tch o f her fingers upon his sleeve.

‘B ut, mademoiselle, you are safe,’ he said, w ith  a smile. She 
stared at h im  stup id ly . I t  seemed the words had no meaning 
fo r her. She w ould not let h im  go. I t  was on ly the feel o f his 
coat w ith in  the c lu tch o f her fingers w h ich  gave her any 
com fort.

‘ I  want to  be sure that I  am safe,’ she said, w ith  a wan 
lit t le  smile.

‘T e ll me, mademoiselle, what have you had to eat and d rink  
d u ring  the last tw o days ?’

‘ Is  i t  tw o days?’ she asked. ‘ I  was in  the dark there. I  d id  
not know. A  lit t le  bread, a lit t le  water.’
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‘T h a t’s what is w rong,’ said Hanaud. ‘Come, le t us go from  
here!’

‘Yes, yes!’ Celia cried eagerly. She rose to  her feet, and 
tottered. Hanaud p u t his arm  about her. ‘You are very k in d ,’ 
she said in  a Iow voice, and again doubt looked out from  her 
^ce  and disappeared. ‘ I  am sure that I  can trus t you.’

R icardo fetched her cloak and slipped i t  on her shoulders. 
Then he brought her hat, and she pinned i t  on. She turned to 
Hanaud, unconsciously fam ilia r words rose to  her lips.

‘ Is  i t  straight?’ she asked. A n d  Hanaud laughed outrigh t, 
and in  a m om ent Celia sm iled herself.

Supported by Hanaud she stum bled down the stairs to  the 
garden. As they passed the open door o f the lighted parlour 
at the back o f the house Hanaud tum ed back to Lem erre and 
Pointed silen tly  to the morphia-needle and the phial. Lemerre 
nodded his head, and going in to  the room  took them  away. 
They went out again in to  the garden. Celia H arland threw  
back her head to the stars and drew in  a deep breath o f the 
cool n igh t air.

‘ I  d id  not th in k ,’ she said in  a Iow w ice , ‘to  see the stars 
again.’

T hey walked slow ly down the length o f the garden, and 
Hanaud lifte d  her in to  the launch. She turned and caught 
bis coat.

‘You m ust come too,’ she said stubbornly.
Hanaud sprang in  beside her.
‘For ton igh t,’ he said gaiły, ‘ I  am your papa!’
Ricardo and the others followed, and the launch moved out 

over the lake under the stars. T he  bow was turned towards 
Geneva, the water tum bled behind them like w hite fire , the 
n igh t breeze blew fresh upon the ir faces. T hey disembarked 
at the landing-stage, and then Lemerre bowed to Celia and 
took his leave. Hanaud led Celia up on to the balcony o f the 
testaurant and ordered supper. There were people s till d in ing  
at the tables.

One party indeed s itting  late over the ir coffee Ricardo 
tecognised w ith  a k ind  o f shock. T hey had taken the ir places,
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the very places in which they now sat, before he and Hanaud 
and Lemerre had le ft the restaurant upon the ir expedition of 
rescue. In to  that short in terva l o f tim e so much that was 
eventful had been crowded.

Hanaud leaned across the table to Celia and said in  a IoW 
voice :

‘Mademoiselle, i f  I  may suggest it, i t  w ould be as well i f  
you pu t on your gloves; otherwise they may notice your 
w ris ts .’

Celia followed his advice. She ate some food and drank a 
glass o f champagne. A  lit t le  colour returned to her cheeks.

‘You are very k ind  to me, you and monsieur your fr iend ,’
she said, w ith  a smile towards Ricardo. ‘B u t fo r you ’ and
her voice shook.

‘H u s h l’ said Hanaud— ‘all tha t is over; we w ill not speak 
o f i t . ’

Celia looked out across the road on to the trees, o f which 
the dark foliage was brightened and made pale by the lights 
o f the restaurant. O ut on the water someone was singing.

‘ I t  seems impossible to me,’ she said in  a Iow voice, ‘that 
I  am here, in  the open air, and free.’

Hanaud looked at his watch.
‘M ile  Celie, i t  is past ten o’clock. M . R icardo’s car is 

w aiting there under the trees. I  want you to drive back to A ix . 
I  have taken rooms fo r you at an hotel, and there w ill be a 
nurse from  the hospital to look after you.’

‘Thank you, m onsieur,’ she said; ‘you have thought o f 
everything. B ut I  shall no t need a nurse.’

‘B u t you w ill have a nurse,’ said Hanaud firm ly . ‘Y ou feel 
stronger now— yes, bu t when you lay your head upon your 
p illow , mademoiselle, i t  w il l  be a com fort to  you to  know that 
you have her w ith in  cali. A nd  in  a day or tw o ,’ he added 
gently, ‘you w ill perhaps be able to te ll us what happened on 
Tuesday n igh t at the V illa  Rose?’ .

Celia covered her face w ith  her hands fo r a few moments. 
T hen  she drew them away and said s im p ly :

‘Yes, monsieur, I  w il l te ll you.’

128



Hanaud bowed to her w ith  a genuine deference.
Thank you, mademoiselle,’ he said, and in  his voice there 

V?as a strong rin g  o f sympathy.
They went downstairs and entered R icardo’s m otor-car.
I  want to  send a telephone message,’ said Hanaud, ‘ i f  you 

" ,*jl w ait here.’
‘N o !’ cried Celia decisively, and she again la id hołd o f his 

P°at. w ith  a pre tty  imperiousness, as though he belonged to
her ,

But I  m ust,’ said Hanaud w ith  a laugh. -
"Then I  w il l come too ,’ said Celia, and she opened the door 

atld set a foo t upon the step.
, 'You w il l  not, mademoiselle,’ said Hanaud, w ith  a laugh. 
^ i l l  you take your foot back in to  tha t car? T h a t is better. 
^ °w  you w il l  s it w ith  your friend, M . R icardo, whom , by the 

I  have not yet in troduced to  you. He is a very good 
r̂'end o f yours, mademoiselle, and w ill in  the fu tu rę  be a s till 
be«er one.’

Ricardo fe lt his conscience rather heavy w ith in  h im , fo r he 
bad come out to  Geneva w ith  the fixed in ten tion  o f arresting 
ber as a most dangerous crim ina l. Even now he could not 
Ur»derstand how she could be innocent o f a share in  M m e 
Hauvray’s m urder. B u t Hanaud evidently thought she was.

sińce Hanaud thought so, w hy, i t  was better to say 
^ th in g  i f  one was sensitive to gibes. So R icardo sat and 
talked w ith  her w h ile  Hanaud ran back in to  the restaurant. 
H mattered very lit t le , however, w hat he said, fo r Celia’s eyes 
^ere fixed upon the doorway through w hich Hanaud had 
^•sappeared. A nd  when he came back she was quick to  tu m  

handle o f the door.
'N ow , mademoiselle, we w ill wrap you up in  M . R icardo s 

8Pare m otor-coat and cover your knees w ith  a rug and p u t you 
ketween us and then you can go to sleep.’

The car sped through the streets o f Geneva. Celia H arland, 
with  a l it t le  sigh o f re lief, nestled down between the two 
^en.

' I f  I  knew you better,’ she said to Hanaud, I  should te ll 
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you— what, o f course, I  do no t te ll you now— that I  feel as 
I  had a b ig  N ew foundland dog w ith  me.’

‘M ile  Celie,’ said Hanaud, and his voice to ld  her that 
was moved, ‘tha t is a very p re tty  th ing  w h ich  you have sa^ 
to m e.’

T he  ligh ts  o f the c ity  fe ll away behind them . N ow  only * 
glow in  the sky spoke o f Geneva; now even that was gone at>̂
w ith  a smooth continuous p u rr the car raced th rough the o 
darkness. The  great head-lamps threw  a b righ t circle o f ligi11 
before them  and the road slipped away beneath the wheel* 
like  a runn ing  tide. Celia fe ll asleep. Even when the ca( 
stopped at the Pont de La  Caille  she d id  not waken. T he  doo* 
was opened, a search fo r contraband was made, the book wa3 
signed, s til l she d id  no t wake. T he  car sped on.

‘Y ou see, com ing in to  France is a d ifferent a ffa ir,’ saif 
Hanaud.

‘Yes,’ replied Ricardo.
‘ S till, I  w il l own it, you caught me napping yesterday
‘ I  d id? ’ exclaimed Ricardo jo y fu lly .
‘You d id ,’ returned Hanaud. ‘ I  had never heard o f th< 

Pont de La  Caille. B u t you w il l  no t m ention it? You w ill nO1 

ru in  me?’
‘ I  w il l  not,’ answered M r  Ricardo, superb in  his magnaW' 

m ity . ‘Y ou are a good detective.’
‘O h, thank y o u ! thank y o u !’ cried Hanaud in  a voice whict 

shook— surely w ith  emotion. He w rung R icardo’s hand. H ( 
w iped an im aginary tear from  his eye.

A n d  s till Celia slept. M r  R icardo looked at her. H e said t<> 
H anaud in  a w hisper:

‘Y e t I  do not understand. T he  car, though no serious searcl1 
was made, must s till have stopped at the Pont de La  Caille oi> 
the Swiss side. W hy  d id  she not ery fo r help then? One crj 
and she was safe. A  movement even was enough. D o yot> 
understand?’

Hanaud nodded his head.
‘ I  th in k  so,’ he answered, w ith  a very gentle look at Celia. 

‘Yes, I  th in k  so.’
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, When Celia was aroused she found that the car had stopped 
“efore the door o f an hotel, and tha t a woman in  the dress o f 

1 5 nurse was standing in  the doorway.
'You can trus t M a rie ,’ said Hanaud. A nd  Celia turned as 

stood upon the ground and gave her hands to the tw o men. 
'Thank you! Thank you b o th !’ she said in  a trem bling  

v°ice. She looked at Hanaud and nodded her head. ‘You 
Ul>derstand w hy I  thank you so very much?’

'Yes,’ said Hanaud. ‘But, mademoiselle’— and he bent over 
car and spoke to her ąu ie tly , ho ld ing her hand— ‘there is 
ays a b jg  N ewfoundland dog in  the worst o f troubles—  

only you w ill look fo r h im . I  te ll you so— I, who belong to 
*he Surete in  Paris. D o not lose heart!’ A nd  in  his m ind he 
added: ‘God forgive me fo r the lie .’ He shook her hand and 

it go; and gathering up her sk irt she went in to  the hall o f 
lhe hotel.

Hanaud watched her as she went. She was to h im  a lonely 
a0d pathetic creature, in  spite o f the nurse who bore her 
c°mpany.

'You must be a good friend to that young g irl, M . R icardo,’ 
said. ‘L e t us drive to your hotel.’
‘Yes,’ said Ricardo. A nd  as they went the curiosity w hich 
the way from  Geneva had been smouldering w ith in  h im  

^ r s t  in to  flame.
'W ill you explain to me one th ing?’ he asked. ‘W hen the 

Scream came from  the garden you were not surprised. Indeed, 
you said that when you saw the open door and the m orphia- 
needle on the table o f the lit t le  room downstairs you thought 
^dele and the man H ippo ly te  were h id ing  in  the garden.’ 

'Yes, I  d id  th in k  so.’
‘W hy? A nd  why did the publication that the jewels had 

been discovered so alarm you?’
‘A h ! ’ said Hanaud. ‘ D id  you not understand that? Yet it  is 

sUrely elear and obvious, i f  you once grant that the g ir l was 
'Onocent, was a witness o f the crime, and was now in  the 
hands o f the crim inals. G rant me those premises, M . 
Ricardo, fo r a moment, and you w ill see tha t we had ju s t one



chance o f find ing  the g ir l alive in  Geneva. F rom  the firs t I  ^  
sure o f that. W hat was the one chance? W hy, th is ! She mig^ 
be kept alive on the chance that she could be forced to t*" 
w hat, by the way, she d id  not know, namely, the place whef( 
M m e D auvray’s valuable jewels were secreted. N ow , foll°'ł 
th is. We, the police, find  the jewels and take charge o f thei”’ 
Le t that news reach the house in  Geneva, and on the safl>{ 
n igh t M ile  Celie loses her life , and not— very pleasantty 
They have no fu rth e r use fo r her. She is merely a danger 
them . So I  take m y precautions— never m ind  fo r the morne” 1 
what they were. I  take care that i f  the m urderer is in  A ix  at'1' 
gets w ind  o f our discovery he shall no t be able to  communicat( 
his news.’

‘T he  Post Office w ould have stopped letters o r telegram®' 
said Ricardo. ‘ I  understand.’

‘On the contrary,’ replied Hanaud. ‘N o, I  took m y pre- 
cautions, w hich were o f qu ite  a d ifferent k ind , before I  knev* 
the house in  Geneva or the name o f Rossignol. But one v/»1 
o f com m unication I  d id not th in k  of. I  d id  not th in k  o f the 
possib ility  that the news m igh t be sent to a newspaper, w hid1 
o f course w ould publish i t  and ery i t  through the streets d 
Geneva. T he  m om ent I  heard the news I  knew we mu®1 
hurry . The  garden o f the house ran down to the lake. ^ 
means o f disposing o f M ile  Celie was close at hand. A nd  th£ 
n igh t had fallen. As i t  was, we arrived ju s t in  tim e, and n° 
earlier than ju s t in  tim e. T he  paper had-been bought, the 
message had reached the house, M ile  Celie was no longer of 
any use, and every hour she stayed in tha t house was of 
course an hour o f danger to her captors.’

‘W hat were they going to do?’ asked Ricardo.
Hanaud shrugged his shoulders.
‘ I t  is not p re tty— what they were going to  do. W e reach the 

garden in  the launch. A t that m om ent H ippo ly te  and Adele, 
who is most like ly  H ippo ly te ’s w ife, are in  the lighted parlouf 
on the basement floor. Adele is preparing her m orphia ' 
needle. H ippo ly te  is going to get ready the row ing-boat which 
was tied  at the end o f the landing-stage. Q u ie tly  as we came
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i- 'jtto the bank they heard or saw us. They ran out and h id  in  
i! e garden, having no tim e to lock the garden door, or 
I  I^rhaps not daring to lock i t  lest the sound o f the key should 
rt r^ch  our ears. We find  tha t door upon the latch, the door o f
i  room open; on the table lies the morphia-needle. Upstairs
i. 'es M ile  Celie— she is helpless, she cannot see what they are
t ^eaning to do.’
!■ But she could ery ou t,’ exclaimed Ricardo. ‘She d id  not
0 evęn do th a t!’
i* No, m y friend, she could not ery ou t,’ replied Hanaud very
ii 8er>ously. ‘ I  know why. She could not. N o  liv in g  man or 
e "'Ornan could. Rest assured o f th a t!’

Ricardo was m ystified; b u t sińce the captain o f the ship 
' 'v°uld not show his observation, he knew i t  w ould be in  vain 

10 Press him .
• 'W eil, w hile  Adele was preparing her morphia-needle and
* ^'Ppolyte was about to  prepare the boat, Jeanne upstairs was 
! ttlaking her preparation too. She was mending a sack. D id  you 
e M ile  Celie’s eyes and face when firs t she saw that sack?
1 she understood! T hey meant to  give her a dose o f m or- 
I PNia, and, as soon as she became unconscious, they were going
1 P^rhaps to take some te rrib le  precaution ’ Hanaud paused
i fot a second. ‘ I  only say perhaps as to that. But certa inly they 
c "'ere going to  sew her up in  tha t sack, row  her w ell out across 
j foe lake, fix  a weight to  her feet, and drop her ąu ie tly over- 
> Bdard. She was to wear everything w hich she had brought 
f Vv‘th  her to  the house. M ile  Celie w ould have disappeared fo r 
f ever, and le ft not even a ripp le  upon the water to tracę her b y !’

Ricardo clenched his hands.
‘But tha t’s h o rr ib le !’ he cried ; and as he uttered the words 

Bte car swerved in to  the drive and stopped before the door o f 
! H ote l Majestic.

Ricardo sprang out. A  feeling o f remorse seized hołd o f 
Bim. A ll through that evening he had not given one thought to 

. H arry W etherm ill, so u tte rly  had the excitement o f each 
i Moment engrossed his m ind.

‘He w ill be glad to know !’ cried Ricardo. T on igh t, at all
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events, he shall sleep. I  ought to  have telegraphed to h*111; 
from  Geneva tha t we and M iss Celia were coming back.’ 
ran up the steps in to  the hotel.

‘ I  took care tha t he should know ,’ said Hanaud, as hc 
fo llowed in  R icardo’s steps.

‘T hen  the message could not have reached h im , else h® 
w ould havebeenexpectingus,’ replied Ricardo, as he h u rr i^  
in to  the office, where a clerk sat at his books.

‘ Is  M r  W ethe rm ill in?’ he asked.
The  clerk eyed h im  strangely.
‘M r  W ethe rm ill was arrested th is evening,’ he said.
R icardo stepped back.
‘A rrested! W hen?’
‘A t  tw enty-five  minutes past ten,’ replied the clerk shortly'
‘A h ,’ said Hanaud qu ie tly. ‘T h a t was m y telephoflc 

message.’
R icardo stared in  stupefaction at his companion.
‘A rrested !’ he cried. ‘A rrested! But what for?’
‘F o r the murders o f M arthe G ob in  and M m e Dauvray< 

said Hanaud. ‘Good n igh t.’

14

M r R icardo is Bewiłdered
Ricardo passed a rr)ost tempestuous night. He was tossed 
amongst dark problems. N ow  i t  was H a rry  W etherm ill who 
beset h im . He repeated and repeated the name, try in g  to 
grasp the new and sinister suggestion which, i f  Hanaud were 
righ t, its  sound must henceforth bear. O f course Hanaud 
m igh t be wrong. O n ly, i f  he were wrong, how had he come to 
suspect H a rry  W etherm ill?  W hat had firs t directed his 
thoughts to that seemingly heartbroken man? A nd  when? 
Certain recollections became v iv id  in  M r  R icardo’s m ind—•
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1 e W cheon at the V illa  Rose, fo r instance. Hanaud had been 
. lr>sistent tha t the woman w ith  the red ha ir was to be found 

Geneva, had so clearly la id it  down that a message, a 
. egram, a le tter from  A ix  to Geneva, w ould enable h im  to 
^  his hands upon the m urderer in  A ix . He was isolating the 
°Use in Geneva even so early in  the h istory o f his investi- 

^*tions, even so soon he suspected H a rry  W etherm ill. Brains 
audacity— yes, these two ąualities he had stipulated in 

e crim inal. Ricardo now fo r the firs t tim e understood the 
o f all Hanaud’s ta lk at that luncheon. He was pu tting  

harry W etherm ill upon his guard, he was im m obilis ing h im , 
e Was fettering h im  in  precautions; w ith  a subtle sk ill he was 

. °rcing h im  to isolate himself. A nd  he was doing it deliber- 
to save the life  o f Celia H arland in  Geneva. Once 

'cardo lifted  h im self up w ith  the ha ir s tirr ing  on his scalp. 
e himself had been w ith  W ethe rm ill in  the baccarat-rooms 

0ri the very n igh t o f the m urder. They had walked together 
UP the h ill to  the hotel. I t  could not be that H arry  W etherm ill 
",as gu ilty . And yet, he suddenly remembered, they had 
^gether le ft the rooms at an early hour. I t  was only ten 
0 ch>ck when they had separated in  the hall, when they had 
pne, each to his own room. There w ould have been tim e fo r 
^ th e r m i l l  to  reach the V illa  Rose and do his dreadful work 
^P°n that n igh t before twelve, i f  all had been arranged 
^forehand, i f  all went as i t  had been arranged. A nd  as he 
fhought upon the careful p lanning o f tha t crim e, and 
rernembered W ethe rm ill’s easy chatter as they had strolled 

table.to table in  the V illa  des Fleurs, R icardo shuddered. 
though he encouraged a taste fo r the bizarre, i t  was w ith  an 
effort. He was natura lly o f an orderly m ind, and to touch the 
eerie o r inhum an caused h im  a physical discom fort. So now 

marvelled in  a great uneasiness at the calm p lac id ity  w ith  
'vhich W etherm ill had talked, his arm  in  his, w hile the load 
° f so dark a crime to be com m itted w ith in  the hour lay upon 

m ind. Each m inutę he must have been th ink ing , w ith  a 
8Wift spasm o f the heart, ‘Should such a precaution fa il—  
8hould such or such an unforeseen th ing  intervene,’ yet there
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had been never a sign o f disturbance, never a h in t o f atl' 
disąuietude.

T hen  R icardo’s thoughts tum ed as he tossed upon his 
to Celia H arland, a tragic and a lonely figurę. He recalled tbe 
look o f tendemess upon her face when her eyes had met 
H a rry  W etherm iU ’s across the baccarat-table in  the V illa  d6* 
Fleurs. He gained some insight in to  the reason w hy she ha“ 
clung so desperately to Hanaud’s coat-sleeve yesterday. N°j 
merely had he saved her life . She was ly in g  w ith  a ll her wor^ 
o f trus t and illus ion  broken about her, and Hanaud had rais^ 
her up. She had found someone whom she trusted— the big 
N ewfoundland dog, as she expressed it. M r  R icardo was still 
th ink ing  o f Celia H arland when the m orning came. He 
asleep, and awoke to find  Hanaud by his bed.

‘Y ou w ill be wanted today,’ said Hanaud.
R icardo got up and walked down from  the hotel w ith  th{ 

detective. T he  fro n t door faces the h ills ide o f M o n t Revardi 
and on th is  side M r  R icardo’s rooms looked out. The driv£ 
from  the fro n t door curves round the end o f the long building 
and jo ins  the road, which then w inds down towards the toW*1 
past the garden at the back o f the hotel. D ow n th is road th{ 
tw o men walked, w hile the supporting wali o f the garden upoH 
the ir rig h t hand grew higher and higher above the ir headS' 
T hey came to a steep flig h t o f steps w hich makes a short cut 
from  the hotel to  the road and at the steps Hanaud stopped-

‘D o  you see?’ he said. ‘O n the opposite side there are n<> 
houses; there is on ly a wali. Behind the wali there are climbing 
gardens and the ground falls steeply to the tu m  o f the road 
below. There ’s a flig h t o f steps leading down w hich corre' 
sponds w ith  the flig h t o f steps from  the garden. Very oftefl 
there’s a sergent-de-ville stationed on the top o f the steps. But 
there was not one there yesterday afternoon at three. Behind 
us is the supporting w ali o f the hotel garden. W ell, look about 
you. W e cannot be seen from  the hotel. There ’s not a soul in 
sight— yes, there’s someone coming up the h ill, bu t we have 
been standing here ąuite long enough fo r you to  stab me and 
get back to your coffee on the veranda o f the hote l.’
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Ricardo started back. ‘M arthe G o b in !’ he cried. ‘ I t  was 
re> then?’
|~ianaud nodded.
^ h e n  we returned from  the station in  your m otor-car and 

Wtnt up to your rooms we passed H arry  W etherm ill s itting 
uP°n the veranda over the garden d rink ing  his coffee. He had 

® news then that M arthe G ob in  was on her way.’
But you had isolated the house in  Geneva. H ow  could he 

aVe the news?’ exclaimed Ricardo, whose bra in was w h irling .
1 Bad isolated the house from  h im , in  the sense tha t he 

ared not communicate w ith  his accomplices. T h a t is what 
have to  remember. He could not even let them  know that 

ey must not communicate w ith  h im . So he received a 
l^ egtam. I t  was carefully worded. N o doubt he had arranged 
•*e Wording o f any message w ith  the care w hich was used in 

the preparations. I t  ran like th is ’— and Hanaud took a 
^ raP o f paper from  his pocket and read out from  it  a copy o f 

telegram: ‘ “ Agent arrives A ix  3 .7  to  negotiate purchase 
your patent.”  T he  telegram was handed in at Geneva 

st®tion at 1 2 .4 5 , Bve minutes after the tra in  had le ft w hich 
j-arried M arthe G obin  to A ix . A nd more, i t  was handed in 
. y a man strongly resembling H ippo lyte  Tace— that we
know.’

That was madness,’ said Ricardo.
But what else could they do over there in  Geneva? They 
not know that H arry  W etherm ill was suspected. H arry  

“ ^ th e rm ill had no idea o f i t  himself. But, even i f  they had 
*nown, they must take the risk. Put yourself in to  the ir place 

a moment. T hey had seen m y advertisement about Celie 
larland in  the Geneva paper. M arthe G obin, that busybody 

"'ho was always watching her neighbours, was no doubt 
"'atched herself. T hey see her leave the house, an unusual 
Ptoceeding fo r her w ith  her husband M, as her own letter 
teBs us. H ippo ly te  fo llows her to the station, sees her take her 
Bcket to A ix  and m ount in to  the tra in . He must guess at once 

she saw Celie H arland enter the ir house, tha t she is 
hayelling to  A ix  w ith  the in form ation o f her whereabouts.

S
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A t a ll costs she must be prevented from  g iv ing  that inft>r' ,  ̂
mation. A t a ll risks, therefore, the w arn ing telegram must be | 
sent to  H a rry  W e the rm ill.’

R icardo recognised the force o f the argument.
‘ I f  on ly  you had heard o f the telegram yesterday in  time- 

he cried.
‘A h , yes!’ Hanaud agreed. ‘B u t i t  was on ly  sent o ff at 3 

ąuarter to one. I t  was delivered to W ethe rm ill and a copy Wa* 
sent to the Prefecture, b u t the telegram was delivered first- 

‘W hen was it  delivered to W etherm ill? ’ asked Ricardo.
‘A t three. W e had already le ft fo r the station. WethermiU 

was s itting  on the veranda. T he  telegram was brought to h i*11 
there. I t  was brought by a waiter in  the hotel who remembefS 
the incident very w ell. W e the rm ill has seven minutes and the 
tim e i t  w il l  take fo r M arthe  G ob in  to d rive from  the station 
to  the Majestic. W hat does he do? He runs up firs t to  youf 
rooms, very like ly  not yet know ing w hat he m ust do. He ruO® 
up to ve rify  his telegram.’

‘A re  you sure o f that?’ cried Ricardo. ‘H ow  can you be- 
Y ou were at the station w ith  me. W hat makes you sure?’ 

Hanaud produced a brow n k id  glove from  his pocket. 
‘T h is .’
‘T h a t is you r glove; you to ld  me so yesterday.’
‘ I  to ld  you so,’ replied Hanaud ca lm ly; ‘b u t i t  is not my 

glove. I t  is W e the rm ill’s; there are his in itia ls  stamped upon 
the lin in g — see? I  picked up tha t glove in  your room , after We 
had returned from  the station. I t  was not there before. He 
went to  your rooms. N o  doubt he searched fo r a telegram- 
Fortunate ly he d id  not examine your letters, o r M arthe  Gobin 
w ould  never have spoken to us as she d id  after she was dead.’ 

‘T hen  what did.he do?’ asked Ricardo eagerly; and, though 
Hanaud had been w ith  h im  at the entrance to the station all 
th is  w hile  he asked the ąuestion in  absolute confidence that 
the true  answer w ould be given to  h im .

‘H e returned to the veranda wondering what he should do. 
He saw us come back from  the station in  the m otor-car and 
go up to your room. W e were alone. M arthe G obin, then, was
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0 lowing. There was his chance. M arthe G obin  must not 
reach us, must no t te ll her news to us. He ran down the 
y rden steps to  the gate. N o one could see h im  from  the hotel. 

ery like ly he h id  behind the trees, whence he could watch 
e r°ad. A  cab comes up the h i l l ;  there’s a woman in  it—  

^ot quite the k ind  o f woman who stays at your hotel, M .
1Cardo. Yet she must be going to your hotel, fo r the road 

J * .  The d rive r is nodding on his box, refusing to pay any 
. eed to his fare lest again she should b id  h im  hurry . H is  horse 

nioving at a walk. W e the rm ill puts his head in  at the w in - 
^°'v and asks i f  she has come to see M . Ricardo. Anxious fo r 
er four thousand francs, she answers “ Yes” . Perhaps he 

8tePs in to the cab, perhaps as he walks by the side he strikes, 
aild strikes hard and strikes surely. Long before the cab 
reaches the hotel he is back again on the veranda.’

Yes,’ said Ricardo, ‘ i t ’s the daring o f w hich you spoke 
^  ch made the crime possible— the same daring w hich made 
lrtl seek your help. T h a t was unexampled.’

No,’ replied Hanaud. ‘There ’s an historie crime in  your 
country, monsieur. Cries fo r help were heard in  a by- 

8tfeet o f a town. W hen people ran to answer them, a man was 
°Und kneeling by a corpse. I t  was the kneeling man who cried 
° r help, b u t i t  was also the kneeling man who d id  the m urder.

remembered tha t when I  firs t began to suspect H arry  
W ethermill.’

Ricardo turned eagerly.
'And when— when d id  you firs t begin to suspect H arry

Wethermill?’
Hanaud smiled and shook his head.
'T h a t you shall know in  good tim e. I  am the captain o f the 

8hip.’ H is  voice took on a deeper note. ‘B u t I  prepare you. 
Risten! D aring  and brains, those were the property o f H arry  
W etherm ill— yes. But i t  is not he who is the ch ie f actor in  the 
pfime. O f that I  am sure. He was no more than one o f the 
,ristruments.’

‘One o f the instruments? Used, then, by whom?’ asked 
Ricardo.
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‘By m y N orm andy peasant-woman, M . R icardo,’ 9** 
Hanaud. ‘Yes, there’s the dom inating figurę— cruel, mastef' | 1 
fu l, relentless— that strange woman, Helene Vauquier. Y0** 1 
are surprised? Y ou w ill see! I t  is not the man o f intellect ■ 
d a ring ; i t ’s m y peasant-woman who is at the bottom  o f it  *"• 

‘B u t she’s free !’ exclaimed Ricardo. ‘You le t her go free' 
‘ F ree !’ repeated Ricardo. ‘ She was driven straight f t001 

the V illa  Rose to the depót. She has been kept au secret evet 
sińce.’

Ricardo stared in  amazement.
‘A lready you knew o f her gu ilt? ’
‘A lready she had lied to me in  her description o f Ad^Jj 

Rossignol. D o you remember what she said— a black-haire<" 
woman w ith  beady eyes; and I  only five m inutes before ha 
picked th is up from  the table— th is .’

He opened his pocket-book, and took from  an envelope 9 
long strand o f red hair.

‘B u t i t  was not only because she lied tha t I  had her tak^ 
to the depót. A  pot o f cold cream had disappeared from  the 
room  o f M ile  Cćlie .’

‘Then  Perrichet after a ll was r ig h t.’
‘Perrichet after all was quite wrong— not to hołd h*9 

tongue. For in  tha t pot o f cold cream, as I  was sure, w£fe 
h idden those valuable diamond earrings w hich M ile  Cćhc 
habitua lly wore.’

The ^wo men had reached the square in  fro n t o f th£ 
Etablissement des Bains. Ricardo dropped ón to a bench a*1** 
w iped his forehead.

‘B u t I  am in  a maze,’ he cried. ‘M y  head turns round.  ̂
don’t  know  where I  am.’

Hanaud stood in  fro n t o f Ricardo, sm iling. He was no1 
displeased w ith  his companion’s bew ilderm ent; i t  was a ll s° 
m uch Of tr ibu te  to himself.

‘ I  am the captain o f the ship,’ he said.
H is  smile irrita ted  Ricardo, who spoke im patiently.
‘ I  should be very glad,’ he said, ‘ i f  you w ould te ll me ho '*1 

you discovered all these things. A nd  what i t  was that th£
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jjttle salon on the first morning had to tell to you ? And why 
'a Harland ran from the glasiglass doors across the grass to the 

•*«Jior-car and again from  the carriage in to  the house on the 
W hy she d id  no t resist yesterday evening? W hy she d id  

n°t ery fo r help? H ow  m uch o f Helene V auquier’s evidence 
true and how much false? For what reason W etherm ill 

^ c e rn e d  h im self in  th is affair? O h ! and a thousand things 
Wt)ich I  don’ t  understand.’

. Ah, the cushions, and the scrap o f paper, and the a lum i- 
j lum fiask,’ said H anaud; and the tr iu m p h  faded from  his 
,?<*• He spoke now to  R icardo w ith  a genuine friendliness.

°u must not be angry w ith  me i f  I  keep you in  the dark fo r 
a }'ttle while. I ,  too, M . Ricardo, have artistic inclinations. I  
*|11 not spoił the remarkable story w hich I  th in k  M ile  Celie 

be ready to  te ll us. A fterwards I  w ill w illin g ly  explain to 
^°u what I  read in  the evidences o f the room, and what so 
fc^atly puzzled me then. B u t i t  is not the puzzle or its 
^ n t io n , ’ he said modestly, ‘w h ich  is most interesting here.

°nsider the people. M m e Dauvray, the old, rich, ignorant 
^°man, w ith  her superstitions and her generosity, her desire 
o converse w ith  M m e de Montespan and the great ladies o f 

Past, and her love o f a young, fresh face about her; 
H^tene Vauquier, the maid w ith  her six years o f confidential 
^ry ice , who finds herself suddenly supplanted and made to 
*end and dress in  dainty frocks the g ir l who has supplanted 
„ er'> the young g ir l herself, tha t poor ch ild , w ith  her love o f 
ne clothes, the Bohemian who, brought up amidst trickeries 

at1d practising them  as a profession, looking upon them and 
^P°n misery and starvation and despair as the commonplaces 

bfe, keeps a s im p lic ity  and a delicacy and a freshness which 
^°U ld have w ithered in  a day had she been brought up 
otberwise; H a rry  W etherm ill, the courted and successful 

o f genius.
Just imagine if you can what his feelings must have been, 

wben in Mme Dauvray’s bedroom, with the woman he had 
u%elessly murdered lying rigid beneath the sheet, he saw me 
rsise the błock of wood from the inlaid floor and take out one
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by one those jew e l cases fo r w hich less than twelve houf5 
before he had been ransacking tha t very room. B u t what l>e 
m ust have fe l t ! A nd  to give no s ign ! Oh, these people are tl>* 
in teresting problems in  th is  story. L e t us hear what happefl® 
on tha t te rrib le  n ight. The  puzzle— that can w a it.’ In  ** 
R icardo’s view Hanaud was proved righ t. T he  extraordinar)' 
and appalling story w hich was gradually unro lled o f what ha 
happened on that n igh t o f Tuesday in  the V illa  Rose e*' 
ceeded in  its g rim  interest all the mystery o f the puzzle. B1*1 

i t  was not to ld  at once.
The troub le  at firs t w ith  M ile  Celie was a fear o f sleep. She 

dared not sleep—even w ith  a lig h t in  the room and a nurse aj 
her bedside. W hen her eyes were actually closing she wou* 
force herself desperately back in to  the liv ing  w orld . For wh^1’ 
she slept she dreamed through again that dark and dreadfu 
n igh t o f Tuesday and the tw o days w hich followed it, u n til a1 
some moment endurance snapped and she woke up screafl1' 
ing. B u t youth, a good constitu tion, and a healthy appetite 
had the ir way w ith  her in  the end.

She to ld  her share o f the story— she to ld  what happened 
There was apparently one te rrib le  scene when she was co*1' 
fronted w ith  H arry  W ethe rm ill in  the office o f M onsie^ 
F leurio t, the Juge d ’ Ins truction , and on her knees, w ith  th6 
tears streaming down her face, besought h im  to confess the 
tru th . For a long w hile  he held out. A nd  then there came i 
strange and human tu rn  to the affair. Adele Rossignol— or, t0 
give her real name, Adele Tace, the w ife o f H ippo ly te— ha  ̂
conceived a veritable passion fo r H a rry  W etherm ill. He was 
o f a not uncommon type, cold and callous in  him self, yet win1 
the power to provoke passion in  women. A nd  Adele Tace, 
the story was to ld  o f how H arry  W ethe rm ill had paid hi’ 
court to Celia H arland, was seized w ith  a v ind ictive  jea lousf 
Hanaud was not surprised. He knew the w om an-crim inal 0* 
his country— bruta l, passionate, treacherous. T he  anon)" 
mous letters in  a womanls handw riting  w h ich  descend upo*1 
the Rue de Jerusalem, and betray the men who have com' 
m itted  thefts, had le ft L im  no illus ions upon that figurę in  the
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■ i /Story ° f  crime. Adele Rossignol ran forward to confess, so 
' at H arry W etherm ill m igh t suffer to  the last possible po in t 

^su ffe ring . Then  at last W etherm ill gave in  and, broken 
wn by the ceaseless interrogations o f the magistrate, con- 
Sed in his tu rn  too. The  one, and the only one, who stood 

ty throughout and denied the crime was Helene Vau- 
*luier. H er th in  lips were kept contemptuously closed, what- 
CVer *he others m igh t adm it. W ith  a w hite, hard face, ąu ie tly 
^  respectfully, she faced the magistrate week after week. 
. was the perfect p icture o f a servant who knew her place.

nothing was w rung from  her. B u t w ithou t her help the 
St0ry became complete. A nd  Ricardo was at pains to w rite  
lt out.

15

Celia’s Story
Th“ty story begins w ith  the explanation o f tha t circumstance 
''h ich  had greatly puzzled M r  Ricardo— Celia’s entry in to  

e Household o f M m e Dauvray.
^o lia ’s father was a Captain H arland, o f a marching 

re8 irnent, who had lit t le  beyond good looks and excellent 
^ n n e rs  wherew ith to support his position. He was extrav- 
agant in  his tastes, and o f an easy m ind in  the presence o f 
ontbarrassments. T o  his other disadvantages he added that o f 
alling in  love w ith  a p re tty  g ir l  no better o ff than himself. 
Hey m arried and Celia was bom . For nine years they 

^anaged, through the w ife ’s constant devotion, to struggle 
ai°ng and to give the ir daughter an education. Then, how- 
P'er> Celia’s mother broke down under the strain and died.

aPtain H arland, a couple o f years later, went out o f the 
service w ith  discredit, passed through the bankruptcy 
c°n rt, and turned showman. H is  line was thought-read ing; he
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enlisted the services o f his daughter, taught her the tricks 0 

his trade, and became ‘The Great Fortinbras’ o f the music' 
halls. Captain H arland w ould move amongst the audience  ̂
asking the spectators in  a whisper to  th in k  o f a num ber o t 0 
an article in  the ir pockets, after the usual fashion, while 
ch ild , in  her short frock, w ith  her long fa ir ha ir tied back W'1 
a ribbon, w ould stand b lind -fo lded  upon the p la tform  an  ̂
reel o ff the answers w ith  astonishing rap id ity . She 'vaS 
singularly quick, singularly receptive. j

T he  undoubted cleverness o f the performance and , 
beauty o f the ch ild , b rought to  them  a tem porary prosperity' 
T h e  Great Fortinbras rose from  the music-halls to the 
assembly rooms o f provincia l towns. T h e  performance • 
became genteel, and ladies flocked to the matinees.

T he  Great Fortinbras dropped his pseudonym and becaifc 
once more Captain H arland.

As Celia grew up, he tr ied  a yet h igher flig h t —  he becafl1* ' 
a sp iritua lis t, w ith  Celia fo r his medium . The though1" 
reading entertainments became th r illin g  seances, and the 
beautifu l ch ild , now grow n in to  a beautifu l g ir l o f seventeef>’ 
created a greater sensation as a m edium  in  a trance than she 
had done as a lig h tn in g  thought-reader.

‘ I  saw no harm  in  i t , ’ Celia explained to  M . Fleuriot’ 
w ithou t any attem pt at extenuation. ‘ I  never understood tha* 
we m igh t be doing any h u rt to  anyone. People were interested' 
T hey were to fin d  us ou t i f  they could, and they tr ied  to an  ̂
they couldn’t. I  looked upon it  ąu ite s im ply in  tha t way. ® 
was ju s t m y profession. I  accepted i t  w ith o u t any ąuestioO 
I  was not troub led about i t  u n til I  came to A ix . ’

A  sta rtling  exposure, however, at Cambridge discredite^ 
the craze fo r spiritua lism , and Captain H arland ’s fo rtun ®8 
declined. He crossed w ith  his daughter to  France, and made8 
disastrous to u r in  that country, wasted the last o f his resource8 
in  the Casino at D ieppe, and died in  that town, leaving Celi8 
ju s t enough money to bu ry  h im  and to pay her th ird-clas8 
fare to  Paris.

There she lived honestly bu t miserably. The slimness of

144



c. hers ^Ure an<̂  a grace o f movement w hich was particu larly 
c shovv°^ta*ne^  ^ er at ' ast a situation as a manneąuin in  the 
j  0j  ' r°oms o f a modiste. She took a room on the top floor 
, an'! ° Use in the Rue Saint Honore and settled down to a hard
J ^  Penurious life.
i  dec; WaS n0t haPPy or contented— no,’ said Celia frankly and
,s h,a c's'yely. ‘The long hours in  the close rooms gave me 

And | SS an<  ̂mac^e me nerv°us .1  had not the temperament. 
lj , Was very lonely— m y life  had been so different. I  had 
j resh air, good clothes, and freedom. N ow  all was changed.

ed to ery m yself to sleep up in  m y lit t le  room, wondering 
you  ̂ wouid ever have friends. You see, I  was quite 

ng only eighteen— and I  wanted to live .’
Th Ĉ an8 e came in  a few months, bu t a disastrous change. 
gete m°d*ste failed. Celia was th row n out o f work, and could 
co ,not^ ’nS to do. G radually she pawned what clothes she 
. d spare; and then there came a m orning when she had a 

fo k ^ve‘ f r anc P>ece in  the w orld  and owed a m onth ’s rent 
 ̂ ner room. She kept the five-franc piece all day and went 
Ungry, seeking fo r work. In  the evening she went to  a 

v'sion shop to buy food, and the man behind the counter, 
k the five-franc piece. He looked at it, rung i t  on the 

ynter, and, w ith  a laugh, bent i t  easily in half.
 ̂ ®ee here, m y lit tle  one,’ he said, tossing the coin back to 
tT' °ne does not buy good food w ith  lead.’
Celia dragged herself out o f the shop in  despair. She was 
rving, She dared not go back to her room. T he  thought o f 

e concierge at the bottom  o f the stairs, insistent fo r the 
. nt> frightened her. She stood on the pavement and burst 

0 tears. A  few people stopped and watched her curiously, 
d Went on again. F ina lly  a sergent-de-ville to ld  her to  go 

aWay_

The g ir l moved on w ith  the tears runn ing  down her cheeks. 
(e w as desperate, she was lonely.

, I  thought o f th row ing m yself in to  the Seine,’ said Celia 
lrnply, in te lling  her story to the Juge d ’ Instruction . ‘ Indeed, 
Went to the river. But the water looked so cold, so terrib le .
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and I  was young. I  wanted so m uch to live. A nd  then-^"1
n igh t came, and the lights made the c ity  b righ t, and I  *
very tired  and— and-------’

3 *10And, in  a w ord, the young g ir l went up to  Montmartr®
desperation, as ąu ick ly  as her tired  legs w ould carry her. gb«

walked once or tw ice tim id ly  past the restaurants, and, 
entered one o f them, hoping that someone w ould take pity
her and give her some supper. She stood ju s t w ith in  the do0(
o f the supper-room. People pushed past her— men in  eveO*»  ̂
dress, women in  b righ t frocks and jewels. N o one noticed he* c 
She had shrunk in to  a corner, rather hoping not to  be n i ,  
now tha t she had come. B u t the novelty o f her surroundu1”  ę 
wore o ff. She knew that fo r want o f food she was almost faipt

łing. There were tw o g irls  engaged by the managemeni 
dance amongst the tables w hile people had supper— one dr*8  ̂
sed as a page in  blue satin, and the other as a Spanish dan°e( ę 
Both g irls  were kind. They spoke to Celia between the ir dan#"_ 5 

T hey let her waltz w ith  them. S till no one noticed her. ^ a 
had no jewels, no fine clothes, no chic—  the three indispeI)8 r 
able th ings. She had on ly youth and a pre tty  face. .  ̂

‘B u t,’ said Celia, ‘w ithou t jewels and fine clothes and j. 
these go fo r noth ing in  Paris. A t last, however, M m e DauV^ 8 
came in  w ith  a party o f friends from  a theatre, and saw h° t 
unhappy I  was, and gave me some supper. She asked ^  j 
about myself, and I  to ld  her. She was very k ind, and took & t 
home w ith  her, and I  cried all the way in  the carriage. SM j 
kept me a few days, and then she to ld  me that I  was to l'v< s 
w ith  her, fo r often she was lonely too, and tha t i f  I  w ould ( 
w ould some day find  me a nice, comfortable husband and g>'( | 
me a marriage portion. So all m y troubles seemed to be at ^  . 
end,’ said Celia, w ith  a smile. ( ]

W ith in  a fo rtn ig h t M m e Dauvray confided to Celia tb3 
there was a new fo rtune-te lle r come to Paris, who, by iooki^ 
in to  a crystal, could te ll the most w onderfu l things about d1* 
fu turę. The old woman’s eyes kindled as she spoke. She to0‘ 
Celia to the fo rtune-te lle r’s rooms next day, and the gl( 
ąu ick ly  understood the ru ling  passion o f the woman who h3
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>! I>otilended ^ er' ^  to° ^  veiT  Httle tim e then fo r Celia to 
she CC W easily M me Dauvray was duped, how perpetually 

, ‘Jw 3S ro^ ^ ecl- Celia turned the problem  over in  her m ind. 
sij^ , me had been very good to me. She was k ind  and 

’ said Celia, w ith  a very genuine affection in  her voice. 
^ gê e People whom  we knew laughed at her, and were un- 

Wh0 r° US ^ Ut l ^ ere are many women whom  the w orld  respect 
f are worse than ever was poor M m e Dauvray. I  was very 

f at»d T°  ̂̂ C r’ 30  ̂ProPosecl to her tha t we should hołd a seance, 
. ^  Would bring  people from  the sp ir it w orld. I  knew that I  

int amuse her w ith  something much more clever and more 
■ co e,rest‘ng than the fortune-tellers. A nd  at the same tim e I  
\  a bo d S3Ve ^ er r̂om  heing plundered. T h a t was all I  thought

’ y ^ h a t was all she thought about, yes. She le ft Helene 
( e f qUier out her calculations, and she d id  not foresee the 
s' s cf o f her seances upon M m e Dauvray. Celia had no 

an ^ lc*0ns Helene Vauquier. She w ould have laughed i f  
y mTi tc,ld  her that th is respectable and respectful

dle-aged woman, who was so attefitive, so neat, so 
^ ateful fo r any kindness, was really nursing a rancorous 

1 8l against her. Celia had sprung from  M ontm artre  
tak y I therefore Helene Vauquier despised her. Celia had 

f h e°  ^ er Place i *1 M m e D auvray’s confidence, had deposed 
1 - Ct Urtw itting ly , had turned the confidential friend in to  a 
( h Cre servant'> therefore Helene Vauquier hated her. A nd  her
* satred reached out beyond the g irl, and embraced the old, 
1 c Perstitious, foolish woman, whom  a young and pre tty  face 
1 ^ u*d so easily beguile. Helene Vauquier despised them both,
* ^ em both, and yet must nurse her rancour in  silence 

^ d fu tility . Then  came the seances, and at once, to add fuel to
| er hatred, she found herself stripped o f those gifts and 
: 'ttttiissions w h ich  she had exacted from  the herd o f com-

°n tricksters who had been w ont to  make the ir harvest out 
' Mme Dauvray. Helene Yauquier was avaricious and 

^reedy, like so many o f her class. H er hatred o f Celia, her 
c° ntempt fo r M m e Dauvray, grew in to  a verv de lirium . But
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i t  was a de lirium  she had the cunning to conceal. She l ‘ve£̂  r 
w h ite  heat, b u t to  a ll the w o rld  she had lost noth ing o f11 l 
calm. {

Celia d id  no t foresee the hatred she was arousing; nor, , s 
the other hand, d id  she foresee the overwhelm ing effec* e 
these sp iritua lis tic  seances on M m e Dauvray. Celia had ne a 
been b rought ąu ite  close to the credulous before. ,j c

‘There had always been the row  o f foo tligh ts,’ she sai^ \ 
was on the p la tfo rm ; the audience was in  the ha ll; or, » ■* 
was at a house, m y father made the arrangements. I  0 i 
came in  at the last mom ent, played m y part, and went 3 ‘ < 
I t  was never b rought home to me tha t some amongst j 
people really and tru ły  believed. I  d id  not th in k  about , 
N ow , however, when I  saw M m e Dauvray so feverish, , 
excited, so firm ly  convinced tha t great ladies from  the sp1 . , 
w o rld  came and spoke to her, I  became te rrified . I  ^  
aroused a passion w hich I  had not suspected. I  tr ied  to st 1 

the seances, bu t I  was not allowed. I  had aroused a pasSl)( 
w h ich  I  could not control. I  was afraid that M m e Dauvr*y 
whole life— it  seems absurd to those who d id  not know he 1 
b u t those who d id  w il l  understand— yes, her whole life  ^  
happiness w ould be spo ilt i f  she discoverd tha t what 
believed in  was a ll a tr ic k .’

She spoke w ith  a s im p lic ity  and a remorse w hich it  ^  
d ifficu lt to  disbelieve. M . F leurio t, the judge, now at 1J 
convinced tha t the D reyfus affa ir was fo r noth ing in  ^  
h is to ry o f th is  crime, listened to her w ith  sympathy.

‘T h a t is your explanation, mademoiselle,’ he said gentv  
‘B u t I  m ust te ll you tha t we have another.’

‘Yes, monsieur?’ Celia asked.-
‘G iven by Helene Vauquier,’ said F leurio t. -,
Even after these days Celia could not hear tha t w o m ^ ' 

name w ith o u t a shudder o f fear and a flinch ing  o f her who1' 
body. H er face grew w hite, her lips dry.

‘ I  know, monsieur, tha t Helśne Vauquier is not m y frien^ 
she said. ‘ I  was taught tha t very crue lly .’

‘L is ten , mademoiselle, to  what she says,’ said the judg‘
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^  rePo^C rCa^  ° Ut t0  an extract o r tw o from  Hanaud’s 
^  bed n  ^ rst in terv iew  w ith  Helene Vauquier in  her

<Y°0m at the V illa  Rose.
Cf 8ban °U ^ Car w ^ at s^ e says. “ M m e Dauvray w ould have had 
° eXhaCeS day> k u t M ile  .Celie pleaded that she was le ft

V£( adclre^^ 3t en<̂  ° f  them. B u t M ile  Celie was o f an 
,[ cra2 eSf '  ^ nd aga‘n> speaking o f M m e D auvray’s queer 
. Up sP‘r *t ° f  M m e de Montespan should be called
î« sbe h 6 Vauquier says: “ She was never gratified. A lways

She ° ^ ed' ^ w a y 8 M ile  Celie tantalised her w ith  the hope. 
&  not spoił her fine affairs by making these treats too
^  yourm° n ' ”  Thus she attributes your reluctance to m u ltip ly  
|l °ut ?XPer' ments to a desire to make the most p ro fit possible 
sf , your wares, like  a good business woman.’ 
i  »to u n0t true ’ mons‘eur>’ cried Celia earnestly. ‘ I  tr ied  to 

1 thaj  !  seances because now fo r the firs t tim e I  recognised 
rev . .^ad been p laying w ith  a dangerous th ing. I t  was a 

°’ WG6, ? 011 to  me-  ̂ d id  not know what to  do. M m e Dauvray 
f ! ty promise me everything, give me everything, i f  on ly  I  

ty iU d consent when I  refused. I  was te rrib ly  frightened o f 
kn Wou^d happen. I  d id  not want power over people. I  

^ e* Wa3 n° t  good fo r her that she should suffer so much 
•ternent. N o, I  d id  not know what to  do. A nd  so we all 

0ved to A ix . ’
he •t l̂ere s^ e met H arry  W etherm ill on the second day after

^ in .arr'val, and proceeded straightaway fo r the firs t tim e to fa li 
°Ve. T o  Celia i t  seemed tha t at last that had happened fo r 

t S( l°h she had so longed. She began really to  live as she under- 
d l i fe at th is tim e. The day, u n til she m et H arry  W ether- 

Wer’ VVas one dash o f joyous expectation; the hours when they 
' chaC to^et^ er a t ' me contentment w hich th r illed  w ith  some 
* nce meeting o f the hands in to  an exquisite happiness.
■ [a 1116 Hauvray understood qu ick ly  what was the matter, and 
i '•p  d at her affectionately.
i ią  ehe, m y dear,’ she said, ‘your friend, M . W etherm ill—  

ry> is i t  not? See, I  pronounce your tongue— w ill not be as 
'< "dortable as the nice, fat, bourgeois gentleman I  meant to
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find  fo r you. But, sińce you are young, natura lly you 
storms. A nd  there w il l  be storms, Celie,’ she concluded, ' V1 v 
a laugh.

Celia blushed.
‘ I  suppose there w il l, ’ she said regretfu lly . There 'vefe' 

indeed, moments when she was frightened o f H a rry  Wethef 
m ili,  b u t frightened w ith  a delicious th r il l  o f knowledge ttł j  
he was on ly stern because he cared so much. , v

B u t in  a day or tw o there began to in trude  upon 1*® ;f( 
happiness a stinging dissatisfaction w ith  her past life- ( |< 
times she fe ll in to  melancholy, comparing her career w ith  t*1 r 
o f the man who loved her. A t times she came near to
extreme irr ita tio n  w ith  Helene Vauquier. H er lover was & ,,
her thoughts. As she p u t i t  herse lf: (•

‘ I  wanted always to look m y best, and always to be vefl  ̂
good.’

Good in  the essentials o f life , tha t is to  be understood.  ̂
had lived in  a lax w orld . She was not particu la rly  troubled W 
the character o f her associates; she was untouched by thett1’ f 
she liked her fling  at the baccarat-tables. These were detail*’ 
and d id  not distress her. Love had not turned her into * 
Puritan. B u t certain recollections plagued her soul. T he  vis'1 s 
to  the restaurant at M ontm artre , fo r instance, and the seanc#' 
O f these, indeed, she thought to  have made an end. Thef£ j 
were the baccarat-rooms, the beauty o f the tow n and 
neighbourhood to distract M m e Dauvray. Celia kept 
thoughts away from  sćances. There was no seance as yet h®* 
in  the V illa  Rose. A nd  there w ould  have been none b u t c 
Helźne Vauquier. v

One evening, however, as H a rry  W ethe rm ill walked do'*rfl r 
from  the Cercie to  the V illa  des Fleurs, a woman’s voice spo^ t 
to  h im  fro m  behind. j

‘M o ns ieu r!’ (
H e turned and saw M m e Dauvray’s maid. He s topp^  ( 

under a Street lamp, and said: .
‘W e il, w hat can I  do fo r you?’ (
T h e  woman hesitated.
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' Cq nope monsieur w ill pardon me,’ she said hum bly. ‘ I  am 
v ^ “ tting  a great impertinence. But I  th in k  monsieur is not 

kind to M ile  Celie.’
«he rm ill stared at her.

1 ^  hat on earth do you mean ?’ he asked angrily.
. ene Vauquier looked h im  ąu ie tly  in  the face. 

jyj 18 plain, monsieur, that M ile  Celie loves monsieur.
°nsieur has led her on to love h im . B u t i t  is also plain to a 

for 3n W’t k <lu ick eyes that monsieur h im se lf cares no more 
kinHtlaĈ ernc>̂ se^ e t l̂an  f ° r the bu tton  on his coat. I t  is not very 

1 ^  to spoił the happiness o f a young and pre tty  g irl,
‘fttsieur.’

in ̂ ? ^ 'ng could have been more respectful than the manner 
l kich these words were uttered. W e the rm ill was taken in 
i l t - He protested earnestly, fearing lest the maid should 

an enemy.
\y, cHźne, it  is not true that I  am playing w ith  M ile  Celie. 

y should I  no t care fo r her?’
elene Vauquier shrugged her shoulders. The question 

no answer-
Why should I  seek her so often i f  I  d id  not care?’ 

sio t0  t 1̂‘s question Helene Vauquier sm iled— a quiet, 
‘u ’ Conhdentia l smile.
What does monsieur want o f M m e Dauvray ?’ she asked. 
t* the question was her answer.
W ethermill stood silent. T hen  he said ab rup tly :
Nothing, o f course; no th ing .’ A nd  he walked away.

° ut  the smile remained on Helene Vauquier’s face. W hat 
w they a ll want o f M m e Dauvray? She knew very well. I t  

48 what she herself wanted— w ith  other things. I t  was 
°ney.—always money. W ethe rm ill was not the firs t to  seek 
e good graces o f M m e Dauvray through her p re tty  com- 

^atlion. Helene Vauquier went home. She was not dis- 
0tltented w ith  her conversation. W e the rm ill had paused long 
n° ugh before he denied the suggestion. o f her words. She 
PPfoached h im  a few days later a second tim e and more 

°Ptnly. §he was ghopping in  the Rue du Casino when he

t  ' I  h
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upf,
passed her. He stopped o f his own accord and spoke t0  
Helene Vauquier kept a grave and respectful face. But tn 
was a pulse o f jo y  at her heart. He was coming to her ha*1 

‘M onsieur,’ she said, ‘you do not go the rig h t way.’ 
again her strange smile illum inated her face. ‘M ile  
sets a guard about M m e Dauvray. She w ill not give to pe0P 
the opportun ity  to find  madame generous.’ ,

‘Oh, said W etherm ill slowly. ‘ Is tha t so?’ A nd  he tum e 
and walked by Helene Vauquier’s side.

‘Never speak o f M m e D auvray’s wealth, monsieur, i f  y 
w ould keep the favour o f M ile  Celie. She is young, but s 
knows her w orld .’ .,

‘ I  have not spoken o f money to her,’ replied W etherm1 > 
and then he burst ou t laughing. ‘But w hy should you th> 
tha t I — I, o f all men— want money?’ he asked.

A nd  Helfene answered h im  again enigmatically.
‘ I f  I  am wrong, monsieur, I  am sorry, bu t you can help ^  

too,’ she said, in  her submissive voice. And she passed °n' 
leaving W ethe rm ill rooted to the ground. . (

I t  was a bargain she proposed— the impertinence o f 1 ’ 
I t  was a bargain she proposed— the value o f i t !  In  that shape 
ran H a rry  W etherm ilPs thoughts. He was in  desperate strait5’ 
though to the w o rld ’s eye he was a man o f wealth. A  gamblef’ 
w ith  no inexpensive tastes, he had been always in  need 0 
money. The  rights in  his patent he had mortgaged long ag0’ 
He was not an id le r ; he was no sham foisted as a great tua° 
on an ignorant public. He had really some touch o f geni°*’ 
and he cultivated i t  assiduously. But the harder he worke0’ 
the greater was his need o f gaiety and extravagance. G if{e 
w ith  good looks and a charm o f manner, he was popul^ 
alike in  the great w orld  and the w orld  o f Bohemia. He kep1 
and wanted to keep a foot in  each. T h a t he was in  desperat 
straits now, probably Hel&ne Vauquier alone in  A ix  ha° 
recognised. She had drawn her inference from  one simp^ 
fact. W e the rm ill asked her at a later tim e when they wefe 
better acquainted how she had guessed his need.

‘M onsieur,’ she replied, ‘you were in  A ix  w ithou t a yale1'
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and it seemed to me that you were o f that class o f men who 
^ °u ld  never move w ithou t a valet so long as there was money 

Pay his wages. T h a t was m y firs t thought. T hen  when I  saw 
y°u pursue your friendship w ith  M ile  Celie— you who so 

early to m y eyes d id  no t love her— I  fe lt sure.’
On the next occasion tha t the tw o met, it  was again H arry  
etherm ill who sought Helene Vauquier. He talked fo r a 

rtllnute or tw o upon ind iffe ren t subjects, and then he said
quickly;

I  suppose M m e D auvray is very rich?’
®he has a great fortunę in  jewels,’ said Hel&ne Vauquier. 

W etherm ill started. He was agitated tha t evening, the 
^ m a n  saw. H is  hands shook, his face tw itched. C learly he 
'''as hard p u t to it.  For he seldom betrayed himself. She 
thought i t  tim e to strike.

Jewels w hich she keeps in  the safe in  her bedroom,’ she 
added.

'Then w hy don’t  you ?’ he began, and stopped.
I  said that I  too needed help,’ replied Helene w ithou t a 

t^ffle o f her composure.
^  was nine o’clock at n ight. Helene Vauquier had come 

®°Wn to the Casino w ith  a wrap fo r M m e Dauvray. T he  two 
People were walking down the lit t le  Street o f which the Casino 

*°cks the end. A nd  i t  happened that an attendant at the 
Oasino, named Alphonse Ruel, passed them, recognised them 
P°th, and— smiled to h im self w ith  some amusement. W hat 
VVas W etherm ill doing in  company w ith  M m e Dauvray’s 
Htaid? Ruel had no doubt. Ruel had seen W ethe rm ill often 
enough these recent days w ith  M m e D auvray’s p re tty  com- 
Panion. Ruel had all a Frenchman’s sympathy w ith  lovers. He 
^ished them  well, those tw o young and attractive people, and 
h°ped tha t the maid w ould  help the ir plans.

But as he passed he caught a sentence spoken suddenly by 
W etherm ill.

‘W eil, i t  is true ; I  must have money.’ A nd  the agitated 
v°ice and words remained fixed in  his memory. H e heard, 
tQo, a w arning ‘H u s h !’ from  the maid. Then  they passed out
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o f his hearing. But he turned and saw that W etherm ill was 
ta lking vo lub ly. W hat H a rry  W ethe rm ill was saying he was 
saying in  a foolish burst o f confidence.

‘You have guessed it, Helene— you alone.’ He had mort* 
gaged his patent tw ice over— once in  France, once in 
England— and the second tim e had been a m onth ago. He had 
received a large sum down, w hich went to pay his pressing 
creditors. He had hoped to pay the sum back from  a neW 
invention.

‘B u t Helene, I  te ll you ,’ he said, ‘ I  have a conscience.’ And 
when she smiled he explained. ‘Oh, not what the priests 
w ould cali a conscience; tha t I  know. B ut none the less I  have j  

a conscience— a conscience about the th ings w hich really i 

matter, at all events to me. There is a flaw in  that neW 
invention. I t  can be im proved; I  know that. But as yet I  do 
not see how, and— I  cannot help i t— I  must get i t  r ig h t; I  1 
cannot le t i t  go im perfect when I  know that i t ’s imperfect, 
when I  know tha t i t  can be im proved, when I  am sure tha t I 
shall sooner or later h it upon the needed im provem ent. That 
is what I  mean when I  say I  have a conscience.’

Helene Vauquier sm iled indu lgently. M en were ąueer fish. 
Th ings which were really o f no account troubled and per- 
plexed them  and gave them  sleepless nights. B u t i t  was not 
fo r her to  object, sińce i t  was one o f these ąueer anomalies 
w hich was g iv ing her her chance.

‘A nd  the people are find ing  out tha t you have sold your 
rights tw ice over,’ she said sympathetically. ‘T h a t is a p ity , 
m onsieur.’

'T hey  know ,’ he answered; ‘those in  England know .’
‘A nd  they are very angry?’
‘They threaten me,’ said W etherm ill. ‘They give me a 

m onth  to restore the money. Otherwise there w il l  be disgrace, 
im prisonm ent, penal servitude.’

Helene Vauquier walked calm ly on. N o  sign o f the intense 
jo y  w hich she fe lt was visib le in  her face, and only a tracę o f 
i t  in  her voice.

‘M onsieur w ill, perhaps, meet me. tom orrow  in  Geneva,’
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she said. A nd  she named a smali cafe in  a back Street. ‘ I  can 
§et a holiday fo r the afternoon.’ A nd  as they were near to the 
vdla and the lights, she walked on ahead.

W etherm ill lo itered behind. He had tr ied  his luck at the 
tables and had failed. A nd— and— he m ust have the money.

He travelled, accordingly, the next day to Geneva, and was 
^e re  presented to Adele Tace and H ippolyte .

They are trusted friends o f m ine,’ said Helśne Vauquier 
^  W etherm ill, who was not inspired to confidence by the 
Slght o f the young man w ith  the b ig ears and the plastered 
hair. As a m atter o f fact, she had never met them before they 
came th is year to A ix .

The Tace fam ily, which consisted o f Adele and her husband 
aod Jeanne, her mother, were practised crim inalg. T hey had 
taken the house in  Geneva deliberately in  order to  carry out 
some robberies from  the great villas on the lakeside. B u t they 
had not been fo rtuna te ; and a description o f M m e Dauvray’s 
Jewellery in  the woman’s colum n o f a Geneva newspaper had 
drawn Adele Tace over to A ix . She had set about the task 
° f  seducing M m e Dauvray’s maid, and found a master, not 
an instrum ent.

In  the smali cafe on that afternoon o f July Helćne 
Vauquier instructed her accomplices, qu ie tly  and m ethodi- 
cally, as though what she proposed was the most o rd inary 
stroke o f business. Once or tw ice subsequently W etherm ill, 
Wlio was the on ly safe go-between, .went to the house in  
Geneva, altering his hair and wearing a moustache, to com- 
plete the arrangements. H e maintained firm ly  ąt his tr ia l that 
at  none o f these meetings was there any ta lk o f murder.

‘T o  be sure,’ said the judge, w ith  a savage sarcasm. ‘ In  
decent conversation there is always a reticence, Something is 
le ft to  be understood.’

A nd  i t  is d ifficu lt to understand how m urder could not
have been an essential part o f the ir plan, sińce  B u t let
us see what happened.
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The F irs t M ove
O n the F riday before the crime was com m itted M m e Dauvray 
and Celia dined at the V illa  des Fleurs. W h ile  they were 
d rink ing  the ir coffee H a rry  W ethe rm ill jo ined  them. He 
stayed w ith  them  u n til M m e D auvray was ready to  move, and 
then a ll three walked in to  the baccarat rooms together. But 
there, in  the th rong o f people, they were separated.

H arry  W etherm ill was looking carefu lly after Celia, as a 
good lover should. He had, i t  seemed, no eyes fo r anyone 
else; and i t  was not u n til a m inutę or tw o had passed that 
the g ir l herself noticed that M m e Dauvray was not w ith  
them.

‘W e w il l  find  her easily,’ said H arry .
‘O f course,’ replied Celia.
‘There is, after a ll, no h u rry ,’ said W etherm ill, w ith  a 

laugh, ‘and perhaps she was not u n w illin g  to leave us 
together.’

Celia d im pled to a smile.
‘M m e Dauvray is k ind  to me,’ she said, w ith  a very pretty 

tim id ity .
‘A nd  yet more k ind  to me,’ said W etherm ill in  a Iow voice 

w hich brought the blood in to  Celia’s cheeks.
B u t even w hile he spoke he soon caught sight o f M m e 

Dauvray standing by one o f the tables; and near to her was 
Ad&le Tace. Adele had not yet made M m e D auvray’s 
acąuaintance; tha t was evident. She was apparently unaware 
o f he r; b u t she was gradually edging towards her. W e the rm ill 
sm iled, and Celia caught the smile.

‘W hat is it? ’ she asked, and her head began to  tu rn  in  the 
d irection o f M m e Dauvray.
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‘W hy, I  like your frock— tha t’s a ll,’ said W etherm ill at 
0nce; Celia’s eyes went down to it.

Do you?’ she said, w ith  a pleased smile. I t  was a dress o f 
^ark blue which suited her well. ‘ I  am glad. I  th in k  i t  is 
Pretty.’ A nd  they passed on.

W etherm ill stayed by the g ir l’s side throughout the evening. 
Dnce again he saw M m e Dauvray and Adele Tace. B u t now 
they were together; now they were talking. The firs t step had 
oeen taken. Adele Tacć had scraped acąuaintance w ith  M m e 
Dauvray. Celia saw them almost at the same moment.

‘Oh, there is M m e Dauvray,’ she cried, taking a step 
towards her.

W etherm ill detained the g irl.
‘She seems ąuite happy,’ he said; and, indeed, M m e 

Dauvray was ta lk ing vo lub ly  and w ith  the utm ost interest, 
the jewels sparkling about her neck. She raised her head, saw 
Celia, nodded to her affectionately, and then pointed her out 
to her companion. Ad£le Tace looked the g ir l over w ith  
'nterest and smiled contentedly. There was noth ing to be 
feared from  her. H er youth, her very daintiness, seemed to 
°ffe r her as the easiest o f v ictim s.

‘You see M m e Dauvray does not want you,’ said H a rry  
W etherm ill. ‘L e t us go and play chem in-de-fer;’ and they d id, 
n ioving o ff in to  one o f the fu rthe r rooms.

I t  was not u n til another hour had passed that Celia rose 
and went in  search o f M m e Dauvray. She found her s till 
ta lking earnestly to  Adele Tace. M m e Dauvray got up at once.

‘A re you ready to go, dear?’ she asked, and she turned to 
Adele Tace. ‘T h is  is Celie, M m e Rossignol,’ she said, and she 
spoke w ith  a marked significance and a note o f actual exulta- 
tion  in  her voice.

Celia, however, was not unused to th is  tone. M m e Dauvray 
Was proud o f her companion, and had a habit o f showing her 
off, to  the g ir l ’s discom fort. T he  three women spoke a few 
Words, and then M m e Dauvray and Celia le ft the rooms and 
Walked to the entrance-doors. But as they walked Celia 
became alarmed.
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She was by naturę extraord inarily  sensitive to impressions. | 
I t  was to tha t ąuick receptiv ity tha t the success o f ‘T he  Great 
Fortinbras’ had been chiefly due. She had a g ift o f rapid 
comprehension. I t  was not tha t she argued, or deducted, of 
inferred. B u t she fe lt. T o  take a metaphor from  the w ork of 
the man she loved, she was a natural receiver. So no"', 
although no w ord was spoken, she was aware tha t Mme 
Dauvray was greatly excited— greatly d isturbed; and she 
dreaded the reason o f that excitement and disturbance.

W h ile  they were d riv ing  home in  the m otor-car she said 
apprehensively:

‘You met a friend then, ton igh t, madame?’
‘N o ,’ said M m e D auvray; ‘I  made a friend. I  had not met 

M m e Rossignol before. A  bracelet o f hers came undone, and I 
helped her to fasten it. W e talked afterwards. She lives ift 
Geneva.’

M m e Dauvray was silent fo r a m om ent or two. Then she 
turned im pulsive ly and spoke in  a voice o f appeal:

‘Celie, we talked o f th ings ;’ and the g ir l moved im patiently. 
She understood very w ell what were the things o f w hich M m e 
Dauvray and her new friend had talked. ‘A nd  she laughed 
. . .  I  could not bear i t . ’

Celia was silent, and M m e Dauvray went on in  a voice o f 
awe:

‘ I  to ld  her o f the w onderfu l th ings w hich happened when I  
sat w ith  Helene in  the dark— how the room filled  w ith  strange 
sounds, how ghostly fingers touched m y forehead and my 
eyes. She laughed— AdHe Rossignol laughed, Celie. I  to ld 
her o f the spirits w ith  whom we held converse. She w ould not 
believe. D o  you remember the evening, Celie, when M m e de 
Castiglione came back an old, o ld woman, and to ld  us how, 
when she had grown old and had lost her beauty and was very 
lonely, she w ould no longer live in  the great house w hich was 
so fu l i  o f to rtu rin g  memories, bu t took a smali appartement 
near by, where no one knew her; and how she used to walk 
ou t late at n ight, and watch, w ith  her eyes fu li o f tears, the 
dark Windows w hich had been once so b righ t w ith  light?
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Adfcle Rossignol would not believe. I  to ld  her that I  had found 
he story afterwards in  a volume o f memoirs. Adele Rossignol 
aughed and said no doubt you had read that volume yourself 
hefore the sćance.’

Celia stirred g u ilt ily . -
She had no fa ith  in  you, Celie. I t  made me angry, dear.

he said that you invented your own tests. She sneered at 
them. A  string  across a cupboard! A  ch ild , she said, could 
hianage tha t; m uch more, then, a clever young lady. Oh, she 
adm itted tha t you were clever! Indeed, she urged tha t you 
were fa r too clever to subm it to  the tests o f someone you d id  
hot know. I  replied tha t you would. I  was righ t, Cćlie, 
was I  not? ’

And again the appeal sounded rather piteously in  M m e 
^auvray ’s voice.

‘Tests!’ said Celia, w ith  a contemptuous laugh. A nd, in  
truth, she was not afraid o f them. M m e D auvray’s voice at 
°hce took courage.

‘T he re !’ she cried tr ium phantly . ‘ I  was sure. I  to ld  her so. 
Cćlie, I  arranged w ith  her tha t next Tuesday ’

A nd Celia in te rrup ted  ąuickly.
‘N o ! Oh, n o !’
Again there was silence; and then M m e Dauvray said 

Kently, b u t very seriously:
‘Celie, you are not k in d .’
Celia was moved by the reproach.
‘Oh, madame!’ she cried eagerly. ‘Please don’t  th ink  that. 

How could I  be anything else to you. who are so k ind  to 
me?’

‘T hen  prove it,  Celie. On Tuesday I  have asked M m e
Rossignol to come; and ’ T he  old woman’s voice
became trem ulous w ith  excitement. 'A n d  perhaps— who 
knows perhaps she w il l appear to us.’

Celia had no doubt who ‘she’ was. She was M m e de 
Montespan.

‘Oh, no, madame!’ she stammered. ‘Here, at A ix , we are 
not in  the s p ir it fo r such th ings.’
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A nd then, in  a voice o f dread, M m e Dauvray asked: ‘ Is it 
true, then, what Adśle said?’

A nd  Celia started vio lently. M m e Dauvray doubted.
‘ I  believe i t  w ould break m y heart, m y dear, i f  I  were to 

th ink  tha t; i f  I  were to know tha t you had tricked me,’ she 
said, w ith  a trem bling  voice.

Celia covered her face w ith  her hands. I t  w ould be true. 
She had no doubt o f it. M m e Dauvray w ould never forgive 
herself— w ould never forgive Celia. H er in fatuation had 
grown so to engross her that the rest o f her life  w ould surely 
be embittered. I t  was not merely a passion— it  was a creed as 
well. Celia shrank from  the renewal o f these seances. Every 
fib rę  in  her was in  revolt. T hey were so unw orthy— so un- 
w orthy  o f H a rry  W etherm ill, and o f herself as she now herself 
wished to be. B u t she had to pay n o w ; the m om ent fo r pay- 
m ent had come.

‘Celie,’ said M m e Dauvray, ‘ i t  isn’t  true ! Surely i t  isn’t 
true?’

Celia drew her hands away from  her face.
‘L e t M m e Rossignol come on Tuesday!’ she cried, and the 

old woman caught the g ir l ’s hand and pressed i t  w ith  
affection.

‘Oh, thank you! thank yo u !’ she cried. ‘Adele Rossignol 
laughs to n ig h t; we shall convince her on Tuesday, Celie! 
Celie, I  am so g lad !’ A nd  her voice sank in to  a solemn 
whisper, pathetically ludicrous. ‘ I t  is not rig h t that she should 
laugh! T o  b ring  people back through the gates o f the sp ir it- 
w o rld— that is w onderfu l.’

T o  Celia the sound o f the jargon learnt from  her own lips, 
used by herself so thoughtlessly in  past times, was odious. 
‘For the last tim e ,’ she pleaded to herself. A ll  her life  was 
going to change; though no word had yet been spoken by 
H arry  W etherm ill, she was sure o f it. Just fo r th is one last 
tim e, then, so tha t she m igh t leave M m e Dauvray the colours 
o f her belief, she w ould hołd a seance at the Y illa  Rose.

M m e Dauvray to ld  the news to Helene Vauquier when 
they reached the villa.
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(j ^ ° u W'B be present, Helene,’ she cried excitedly. ‘ I t  w ill 
Tuesday. There w ill be the three o f us.’

Sh ain ly> madame wishes,’ said Helene submissively. 
e looked round the room. ‘M ile  Celie can be placed on a 
air >n that recess and the curtains drawn, w h ils t we—  
ac*arne and madame’s friend and I — can sit round this table 

t l̂e s*^e w indow s.’
Yes,’ said Celia, ‘that w il l do very w e ll.’
** Was Madame D auvray’s habit when she was pa rti- 
arly pleased w ith  Celia to dismiss her maid quickly, and to 

no her to  brush the g ir l ’s ha ir at n ig h t; and in a lit t le  w hile 
^ mis night Helene went to Celia’s room. W hile  she brushed 
®ha’s hair she to ld  her that Servettaz’s parents lived at 

ambery, and that he w ould like to see them.
^ ®ut the poor man is afraid to ask fo r a day,’ she said. ‘He 
aa been so short a tim e w ith  madame.’

O f course madame w ill give h im  a holiday i f  he asks,’ 
eplied Celia w ith  a smile. ‘ I  w il l speak to her myself 

l0^o rro w .'
‘fi ^  Would be k ind  o f mademoiselle,’ said Helfene Vauquier.

^  perhaps ’ She stopped. '
W e ll,’ said Celia.
Perhaps mademoiselle w ould do better s till to speak to 

^■Wettaz h im self and encourage h im  to ask w ith  his own lips. 
. adame has her moods, is i t  not so? She does not always like 
11 h> be forgotten that she is the mistress.’

On the next day accordingly Celia d id  speak to Servettaz, 
ari<i  Servettaz asked fo r his holiday.

But o f course,’ M m e Dauvray at once replied. ‘We must 
ecide upon a day.’

was then that Helene Vauquier ventured hum bly upon a 
Su8gestion.

Since madame has a friend coming here on Tuesday, 
Perhaps that would be the best day for him to go. Madame 
Would not be likely to take a long drive that afternoon.’

. No, indeed,’ replied M m e Dauvray. ‘W e shall all three 
^*ne together early in  A ix  and re turn  here.’
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‘T hen  I  w ił l te ll h im  he may go tom orrow ,’ said f 1 
For th is conversation took place on the M onday, and im  '

evening M m e D auvray and Celia went as usual to  the 
des Fleurs and dined there.

‘ I  was in  a bad m ind ,’ said Celia, when asked by the M  
dT nstruc tion  to explain tha t attack o f nerves in  the gaf^  
w hich Ricardo had witnessed. ‘ I  hated more and more ^ 
thought o f the seance w hich was to take place on the m orf0* 
I  fe lt tha t I  was disloyal to  H a rry . M y  nerves were j 
ting ling . I  was not nice that n igh t at a ll,’ she added ąuaiM
‘ B u t at d inner I  determ ined tha t i f  I  met H a rry  after d io rf
as I  was sure to  do, I  w ould te ll h im  the whole tru th  ab01  ̂
myself. However, when I  d id  meet h im  I  was frightened'. 
knew how stern he could suddenly look. I  dreaded w ha t"  ̂
w ou ld  th in k . I  was too afra id tha t I  should lose h im . N°>, 
could not speak; I  had not the courage. T h a t made me 
more angry w ith  myself, and so I — I  ąuarrelled at once ^  
H arry . H e was surprised; b u t i t  was natural, wasn’ t  it? 
else should one do under such circumstances, except quaf(f 
w ith  the man one loved? Yes, I  really ąuarrelled w ith  hi^ 
and said th ings w hich I  thought and hoped w ould hurt. T M  
I  ran away from  h im  lest I  should break down and ery. I  w*11 
to  the tables and lost at once all the money I  had except <$ 
note o f five louis. B u t tha t d id  not console me. A n d  I  ran o1* 
in to  the garden, very unhappy. There I  behaved like a chi*1' 
and M r  Ricardo saw me. B u t i t  was not the lit t le  money I  hal 
lost w hich troub led m e; no, i t  was the thought o f w hatj 
coward I  was. A fterw ards H a rry  and I  made i t  up, and 
thought, like  the lit t le  fool I  was, that he wanted to  ask m e t( 
m arry h im . B u t I  w ould not le t h im  tha t n ight. O h ! I  wantc* 
h im  to ask me— I  was longing fo r h im  to ask me— but n°: 
tha t n igh t. Somehow I  fe lt that the seance and the trick1 
m ust be a ll over and done w ith  before I  could listen fll 
answer.’

T h e  ąu ie t and sim ple confession touched the magistrat* 
who listened to i t  w ith  profound p ity . He shaded his eyd 
w ith  his hand. T he  g ir l ’s sense o f her unworthiness, the loV<
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, ? tlad given so uns tin ting ly  to H a rry  W etherm ill, the deep 
•j e.s^ e fe lt in  the delusion tha t he loved her too, had in 
1 ^ ari irony too b itte r. B u t he was aroused to anger against the

» Go on, mademoiselle,’ he said. B u t in  spite o f h im self his 
>  trembled.

oo I  arranged w ith  h im  that we should meet on Wednesday,
* 8 M r Ricardo heard.’
* * ou to ld  h im  tha t you w ould “ want h im ”  on Wednesday,’
* the Judge, ąuoting M r  R icardo’s words.
* , Yes,’ replied Celia. ‘ I  meant that the last w ord o f all these 
1 ^CePtions w ould have been spoken. I  should be free to hear

aat he had to say to me. You see, monsieur, I  was so sure
| at I  knew what it  was he had to say to  me ’ and her
' ° lce broke upon the words. She recovered herself w ith  an 
j e °rt. ‘Then I  went home w ith  M m e D auvray.’
( . Gn the m orning o f Tuesday, however, there came a letter 
, Adele Tace, o f w hich no tracę was afterwards discovered. 

, e letter invited M m e Dauvray and Celia to come out to 
nnecy and dine w ith  her at an hotel there. They could then 

^ tum  together to A ix . The proposal fitted  w ell w ith  M m e 
aUvray’s inclinations. She was in  a feverish mood o f

excitement.
‘Yes, i t  w il l be better tha t we dine ąu ie tly  together in  a 

P'ace where there is no noise and no crowd, and where no one 
. n°ws us,’ she sa id ; and she looked up the tim e-table. ‘There 
!s a tra in  back w hich reaches A ix  at nine o’clock,’ she said, 
80 We need not spoił Servettaz’s ho liday.’

H is parents w ill be expecting h im ,’ Helene Vauquier 
added.

Accordingly Servettaz le ft fo r Chambery by the 1 .5 0  tra in  
r°m  A ix ;  and later on in  the afternoon M m e Dauvray and 

Gelia went by tra in  to Annecy. In  the one woman’s m ind was 
the queer longing that ‘she’ should appear and speak to n ig h t; 
lri the g ir l ’s there was a w ish passionate as a ery. ‘T h is  shall 

the last tim e ,’ she said to herself again and again— ‘the 
Very last.’
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Meanwhile, Helene Vauquier, i t  must be held, buf1*1 
carefully Adele Tace’s letter. She was le ft in  the V illa  R0** 
w ith  the charwoman to keep her company. The charwom211 j 
bore testim ony that Helene Vauquier certainly d id  burfl * 
le tter in  the kitchen-stove, and that after she had burned j* 
she sat fo r a long tim e rocking herself in  a chair, w ith  a srnd 
o f great pleasure upon her face, and now and then moisteni°f> 
her lips w ith  her tongue. B u t Helene Vauquier kept he( 
m outh sealed.

*7

The A fternoon o f Tuesday
M m e Dauvray and Celia found Adele Rossignol, to  g*ve 
Adele Tace the name w hich she assumed, w aiting fo r th^  
im patiently in  the garden o f an hotel at Annecy, on the 
Promenadę du Paquier. She was a ta li, lithe  woman, and she 
was dressed, by the purse and wish o f Helene Vauquier, in t 
robe and a long coat o f sapphire velvet, w hich toned down tbe 
coarseness o f her good looks and len t something o f elegant 
to her figurę.

‘ So i t  is mademoiselle,’ Adele began, w ith  a smile o f raillery* 
‘who is so remarkably clever.’

‘Clever?’ answered Celia, looking straight at Adele, ** 
though through her she saw mysteries beyond. She took i*P 
her part at once. Since fo r the last tim e i t  had got to be played* 
there must be no fau lt in  the playing. For her own sake, fo{ 
the sake o f M m e Dauvray’s happiness, she must carry i t  otf 
ton igh t w ith  success. The suspicions o f Adele Rossignol mus1 
obtain no verification. She spoke in  a quiet and most seriouS 
voice. ‘U nder sp irit-con tro l no one is clever. One does th< 
b idd ing  o f the sp ir it w hich Controls.’

‘Perfectly,’ said Adele in  a malicious tone. ‘I  only hope yot>
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fit Will
see to it, mademoiselle, that some amusing sp irits control 

^ this evening and appear before us.’
1,1 ^  * am only the liv in g  gate by w h ich  the sp ir it forms pass 
1 0rri the realm o f m ind  in to  the w orld  o f m atter,’ Celia 
ii replied.
£ Quite so,’ said Adele com fortably. ‘N ow  let us be sensible 
i  dine. W e can amuse ourselves w ith  mademoiselle’s
f ’8̂ aroles afterwards.’

^ winie Dauvray was ind ignant. Celia, fo r her part, fe lt 
^Uiated and smali. T hey sat down to the ir d inner in  the 

■p̂  en, b u t the rain began to fa li and drove them  indoors.
ftcre were a few people d in ing  at the same hour, bu t none

^ .ar enough to overhear them. A like  in  the garden and the 
n,ng-room, Adele Tace kept up the same note o f rid icu le  

disbelief. She had been carefully tu tored fo r her work. 
j^ e was able to cite the stock cases o f exposure— ‘les freres 

avenport,’ as she called them , Eusapia Palladino and D r  
ade. She knew the precautions w hich had been taken to 

P^event tr icke ry  and where those precautions had failed. H er 
°le conversation was carefully planned to one end, and to 

0fle end alone. She wished to produce in  the m inds o f her 
c°mpanions so complete an impression o f her scepticism that 
^  Would seem the most natural th ing  in  the w orld  to both o f 
aem that she should insist upon subjecting Celia to  the 

^ verest tests. T he  ra in  ceased, and they took the ir coffee on 
he terrace o f the hotel. M m e Dauvray had been really pained 
y the conversation o f Adele Tace. She had a ll the missionary 

2eąl o f a fanatic.
I  do hope, Adćle, that we shall make you believe. B u t we 

shall. Oh, I  am confident we shall.’ A nd  her voice was feverish. 
Adćle dropped fo r the m om ent her tone o f ra ille ry.
I  am not u n w illin g  to believe,’ she said, ‘b u t I  cannot. I  

ana interested— yes. You see how m uch I  have studied the 
subject. B ut I  cannot believe. I  haveheard stories o f how these 
hianifestations are produced— stories w hich make me laugh. 
 ̂cannot help it. T he  tricks are so easy. A  young g ir l wearing 

a black frock, w h ich  does not rustle— i t  is always a black
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frock is i t  not, because a black frock cannot be seen in t*1* 
dark?— carrying a scarf or ve il, w ith  w hich she can 
any sort o f headdress i f  on ly she is a lit t le  clever, and sh^ , 
in  a pa ir o f felt-soled slippers, is shut up in  a cabinet or place, 
behind a screen, and the lights are turned down or out-— 
Adfele broke o ff w ith  a comic shrug o f the shoulders. ‘ Bah! 
ought no t to  deceive a ch ild .’

Celia sat w ith  a face w hich would grow red. She d id n°‘ 
look, b u t none the less she was aware that M m e Dauvray 
gazing at her w ith  a perplexed frow n and some re turn  o f heI 
suspicion showing in  her eyes. Adele Tacć was not content t® 
leave the subject there.

‘Perhaps,’ she said, w ith  a smile, ‘M ile  Celie dresses in  th®1 
way fo r a seance?’

‘Madame shall see ton igh t,’ Celia stammered, and CamiU{ 
D auvray rather stern ly repeated her words.

‘Yes, Adele shall see ton igh t. I  m yself w il l decide what yoLl 
shall wear, Cćlie .’

Ad61e Tace casually suggested the k ind  o f dress w hich she 
w ou ld  prefer.

‘ Something lig h t in  colour w ith  a tra in , something w hi^ 1 
w ill hiss and whisper i f  mademoiselle moves about the root® 
— yes, and I  th in k  one o f mademoiselle’s b ig  hats,’ she said' 
‘W e w il l  have mademoiselle as modern as possible, so tha*’ 
when the great ladies o f the past appear in  the coiffure o f th®*r 
day, we may be sure i t  is not M ile  Celie who represents them.

‘ I  w il l  speak to Helene,’ said M m e Dauvray, and Ad£le 
Tace was content.

There was a particu lar new dress o f w hich she knew, and 
i t  was very desirable tha t M ile  Cćlie should wear i t  tonight' 
For one th ing , i f  Celia wore it, i t  w ould help the theory that 
she had pu t i t  on because she expected that n igh t a lover; fot 
another, w ith  th a t dress there went a pa ir o f satin s lippe r®  
w hich had ju s t ćome home from  a shoemaker at A ix , and 
w hich w ould leave upon soft m ould precisely the sam® 
im p rin ts  as the grey suede shoes w hich the g ir l was wearing 
now.
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|{ p e'*a was not greatly disconcerted by M m e Rossignol’s 
\  MeCaUti0ns‘ w ould have to be a lit t le  more careful, and 
. de Montespan w ould be a lit t le  longer in  responding to 
’ of ^ me Dauvray than most o f the other dead ladies
' J*1 e past had been. But that was all. She was, however,
' w troubled in  another way. A ll  th rough dinner, at every 
i th t ^ e conversation, she had fe lt her reluctance towards 

' she Ŝ ance swelling in to  a positive disgust. M ore than once 
5 at e,^ad fe lt driven by some uncontrollable power to rise up 
' the table and ery out to AdH e:
1 t) are r *gb t! I t  is trickery. There is no tru th  in  i t . ’

ut  she had mastered herself. F o r opposite to her sat her 
roness, her good friend, the woman who had saved her.

, e flush upon M m e Dauvray’s cheeks and the agitation o f
ofr ^tanner warned Celia how much hung upon the success 

‘his last seance. H ow  much fo r both o f th e m !
, And in  the fullness o f tha t knowledge a great fear assailed 

r* She began to be afraid, so strong was her reluctance, that 
e Would not b ring  her heart in to  the task. ‘Suppose I  failed 
n*ght because I  could not force m yself to w ish not to fa i l !’ 

-j,e thought, and she steeled herself against the thought. 
^°n igh t she must not fa il. Fo r apart altogether from  M m e 

auvray’s happiness, her own, i t  seemed, was at stake too. 
^ l t  must be from  m y lips that H arry  learns what I  have 
eetV  she said to herself, and w ith  the resolve she strength- 

enęd herself.
J w ill wear what you please,’ she said, w ith  a smile. T  

°nly w ish M m e Rossignol to  be satisfied.’
. And I  shall be,’ said Adśle, ‘ i f  ’ She leaned forward
^  anxiety. She had come to the real necessity o f Hel&ne 

auquier’s plan. ‘ I f  we abandon as ąuite laughable the cup- 
°ard door and the string across i t ; if, in  a word, mademoiselle 

c°nsents tha t we tie her hand and foot and fasten her securely 
ln a chair. Such restraints are usual in  the experiments o f 
'vftich I  have read. Was there not a m edium  called M ile  Cook 
'vho was secured in  th is  way, and then remarkable things, 
'vbich I  could not believe, were supposed to have happened ?’
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‘C erta in ly I  perm it i t , ’ said Celia, w ith  indifference; 
M m e Dauvray cried enthusiastically: ,

‘A h , you shall believe ton igh t in  those w ondertfu l thing5'
Adele Tace leaned back. She drew a breath. I t  was a br«at 

o f re lief.
‘T hen  we w ill buy the cord in  A ix , ’ she said.
‘W e have some, no doubt, in  the house,’ said 

Dauvray.
AdSle shook her head and smiled. .
‘M y  dear madame, you are dealing w ith  a sceptic. I  show 

not be content.’
Celia shrugged her shoulders.
‘ L e t us satisfy M m e Rossignol,’ she said.
Celia, indeed, was not alarmed by th is last precaution. f 0< 

her i t  was a test less d ifficu lt than the light-coloured rustliw  
robe. She had appeared upon so many platform s, had expeh' 
enced too often the bung ling  efforts o f spectators called UP 
from  the audience, to be in  any fear. There were very fe" 
knots from  w hich her smali hands and supple fingers had n0* 
learnt long sińce to extricate themselves. She was aware ho" 
much in  all these matters the personal equation counted. M er' 
who m ight, perhaps, have been able to tie  knots from  whi<^ 
she could no t get free were always too uncomfortable and self' 
conscious, o r too afraid o f hu rting  her w hite arms and wrists* 
to  do it. W omen, on the other hand, who had no compunC' 
tions o f that k ind, d id  not know how.

I t  was now nearly e ight o’c lock ; the ra in s till held off.
‘W e must go,’ said M m e Dauvray, who fo r the last half' 

hour had been continua lly  looking at her watch.
T hey drove to  the station and took the tra in . Once m ofe 

the ra in came down, bu t i t  had stopped again before the tra i" 
steamed in to  A ix  at nine o’clock.

‘W e w il l  take a cab,’ said M m e D auvray: ‘ i t  w il l  save 
tim e.’

‘ I t  w il l do us good to  walk, madame,’ pleaded Adele. The 
tra in  was fu li. Adele passed ąu ick ly  ou t from  the lights o f the 
station in  the throng o f passengers and waited in  the dark
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j^Uare fo r the others to  jo in  her. ‘ I t  is barely nine. A  friend 
, af  Promised to cali at the V illa  Rose fo r me after eleven and 

1Ve me back in  a m otor-car to  Geneva, so we have p lenty 
°t time.’

They walked accordingly up the h ill, M m e Dauvray 
, ®*ly, sińce she was stout, and Celia keeping pace w ith  her.

hus i t  seemed natural that Adele Tace should walk ahead, 
°ugh a passer-by w ould not have thought she was o f the ir 

I ,0rriPany. A t the corner o f the Rue du Casino Adele waited 
them and said ąu ick ly :

, Mademoiselle, you can get some cord, I th ink , at the shop 
erei ’ and she pointed to the shop o f M . Corval. ‘Madame 

ancj I  w il l go slow ly on ; you, who are the youngest, w ill 
eas‘ly catch us up .’ Celia went in to  the shop, bought the cord, 
aild caught M m e Dauvray up before she reached the villa. 

Where is M m e Rossignol?’ she asked.
She went on,’ said Cam ille Dauvray. ‘She walks faster 

. han I  do.’
T^ey passed no one whom  they knew, although they did 

Pass one who recognised them, as Perrichet had discovered.
hey came upon Adele, w aiting fo r them at the corner o f the 

r°ad, where i t  tu rns down towards the v illa .
Jt is near here— the V illa  Rose?’ she asked.
A m inutę more and we are there.’

They turned in  at the drive, closed the gate behind them, 
atld walked up to the v illa .

The Windows and the glass doors were closed, the latticed 
Utters fastened. A  lig h t burned in  the hall.
Helene is expecting us,’ said M m e Dauvray, fo r as they 

aPproached she saw the fro n t door open to adm it them, and 
Helene Vauquier in  the doorway. T he  three women went 
Straight in to  the lit t le  salon, which was ready w ith  the lights 
^P and a smali fire  burn ing. Celia noticed the fire w ith  a 
*r'fle o f dismay. She moved a fire-screen in  fro n t o f it.

I  can understand w hy you do that, mademoiselle,’ said 
^ le  Rossignol, w ith  a satirical smile. But M m e Dauvray 

^•tte to the g ir l ’s help.



‘She is righ t, Adele. L ig h t is the great barrier between uS 
and the sp ir it-w o rld ,’ she said solemnly.

M eanwhile, in  the hall, Hel&ne Vauquier locked and bolteO 
the fro n t door. Then she stood motionless, w ith  a smile upo!1 
her face and a heart beating high. A ll  through that afternoo11 
she had been afraid that some accident at the last morne*1* 
w ould spoił her plan, that Adele Tace had not learned hef 
lesson, tha t Celie would take fr igh t, that she w ould not returfl' 
N ow  all those fears were over. She had her v ic tim s safe 
w ith in  the v illa . The charwoman had been sent home. She 
had them to herself. She was s till standing in  the hall whe" 
M m e Dauvray called aloud im patien tly :

‘Helene! H elene!’
A nd when she entered the salon there was s till, as Celia wa9 

able to recall, some tracę o f her smile lingering upon her facfij 
Adele Rossignol had removed her hat and was taking o# 

her gloves. M m e Dauvray was speaking im patiently to Celi3' 
‘We w ill arrange the room, dear, w hile Helene helps you t° 

dress. I t  w il l be quite easy. W e shall use the recess.’
A nd  Celia, as she ran up the stairs, heard M m e Dauvray 

discussing w ith  her m aid what frock she should wear. She 
was hot, and she took a hurried  bath. W hen she came from  h®f 
bathroom she saw w ith  dismay that i t  was her new pale-greei* 
evening gown which had been la id out. I t  was the last which 
she would have chosen. B ut she dared not refuse it. She mus* 
s till any suspicion. She must succeed. She gave herself int® 
Helene’s hands. Celia remembered afterwards one or two 
points which passed barely heeded at the time. Once w h ile 
Helene was dressing her hair she looked up at the maid in  the 
m irro r and noticed a strange and rather horrib le  g rin  upon het 
face, which disappeared the m om ent the ir eyes met. Thefl 
again, Helene was extraord inarily  slow and extraordinarily 
fastidious that evening. N o th ing  satisfied her, neither the hang 
o f the g ir l ’s skirt, the folds o f her sash, nor the arrangement 
o f her hair.

‘Come, Helene, be qu ick,’ said Celia. ‘You know ho\V 
madame hates to be kept w aiting at these times. You m igh t be
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r<-5sing me to go to meet m y lover,’ she added, w ith  a blush 
a smile at her own p re tty  reflection in  the glass; and a 

i  eer look came upon Hetóne Vauquier’s face. For i t  was at 
ating ju s t th is  very impression that she aimed. 

ery  well, mademoiselle,’ said Helene. A nd  even as she 
Poke M m e D auvray’s voice rang sh rill and irritab le  up the 

stairs.
‘Cćlie! C e lie !’
Quick, Helene,’ said Celia. F o r she herself was now 

an*ious to have the seance over and done w ith .
^  ut Helćne d id  not hu rry . The more irritab le  M m e 
. auvray became, the more im patient w ith  M ile  Celie, the 
tSs Would M ile  Celie dare to refuse the tests Adele wished to 
. Pose upon her. B u t that was no t all. She took a subtle and 
jr°nic pleasure ton igh t in  decking out her v ic tim ’s natural 
”Vehness. H e r face, her slender throat, her w hite shoulders, 

^ °u ld look the ir prettiest, her grace o f lim b  and figurę should 
e niore a llu ring  than ever before. The  same words, indeed, 

'Vere runn ing  th rough both women’s minds.
^ For the last tim e ,’ said Celia to  herself, th in k in g  o f these 
otrible seances, o f w hich ton igh t should see the end.
. For the last tim e ,’ said Hćlene Vauquier too. F o r the last 
^  she laced the g ir l ’s dress. There w ould be no more 

P^fient and careful service fo r M ile  Celie after ton igh t. But 
e should have i t  and to spare ton igh t. She should be 

^Oscious tha t her beauty had ńever made so strong an appeal; 
**** she was never so f i t  fo r life  as at the m om ent when the 

had come. One th ing  Helene regretted. She w ould have 
* ed Celia— Celia, sm iling  at herself in  the glass— to know 

^d d e n ly  what was in  storę fo r her! She saw in  imagination 
colour d ie from  the cheeks, the eyes stare wide w ith  

‘error.
‘C ć lie ! C e lie !’
Again the im patient voice rang up the stairs as Hćlfene 

P^ned the g ir l ’s hat upon her fa ir head. Celie sprang up, took 
a quick step or tw o towards the door, and stopped in  dismay. 
* he swish o f her long satin tra in  must betray her. She caught
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up the dress and tr ied  again. Even so, the rustle o f i t  waS 
heard. j

‘ I  shall have to be very careful. Y ou w il l  help me, Helene*
‘O f course, mademoiselle. I  w il l  s it underneath the świto® 

o f the lig h t in  the salon. I f  madame, your v is ito r, makes tb* 
experiment too d ifficu lt, I  w il l  f in d  a way to help you,’ sa|£! 
Helene Vauquier, and as she spoke she handed Celia a l° n$ 
pa ir o f w hite  gloves.

‘ I  shall not want them ,’ said Celia.
‘M m e Dauvray ordered me to give them  to you,’ re p lik  

Helene.
Celia took them  hu rried ly , picked up a w hite scarf o f tu lle’ 

and ran down the stairs. Helene Vauquier listened at the doo1 
and heard madame’s voice in  feverish anger.

‘W e have been w a iting  fo r you, Celie. Y ou have been a®

aSe-’
Helene Vauquier laughed so ftly  to  herself, took out C elia ’ 

w hite  frock from  the wardrobe, turned o lf the lights, 
fo llowed her down to  the hall. She placed the cloak j ust 
outside the door o f the salon. Then  she carefully turned oOl 
a ll the ligh ts in  the hall, and in  the kitchen and went in to  the 
salon. T he  rest o f the house was in  darkness. T h is  room was 
b rig h tly  l i t ;  and i t  had been made ready.

18

The Seance
Helene Vauquier locked the door o f the salon upon the 
inside and placed the key upon the mantelshelf, as she had 
always done whenever a seance had been held. T he  curtain8 
had been loosened at the sides o f the arched recess in  fro n t of 
the glass doors, ready to be drawn across. Inside the recesSi 
against one o f the p illa rs w h ich  supported the arch, a high
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and W’t^ out a back, taken from  the hall, had been placed, 
!> jj back legs o f the stool had been lashed w ith  cord
1 tab l^ t0  t^ e P’^ ar> so l bat could not he moved. The round
t ty 6 been pu t in  position, w ith  three chairs about it.
j  ̂ me Dauvray waited im patiently. Celia stood apparently
1 evC° ncernedi apparently lost to  all that was going on. H er
’ - 68 Saw no one. Adele looked up at Celia, and laughed

^l«ciously.
I rn ^ a^ em° iseHe> 1 see> is the very mood to produce the

°8t wonderful phenomena. But i t  w il l be better, I  th ink, 
adame,’ she said, tu rn ing  to M m e Dauvray, ‘that M ile  

\ q le should pu t on those gloves w hich I  see she has th row n
to a chair. I t  w il l be a lit tle  more d ifficu lt fo r mademoiselle 

i^°sen these cords, should she wish to do so.’
- be argument silenced Celia. I f  she refused this condition 
fic'V sbe w ould excite M m e Dauvray to a te rrib le  suspicion.

e drew on her gloves rue fu lly  and slowly, smoothed them 
, t r  her elbows, and buttoned them. T o  free her hands w ith  
^er fingers and wrists already hampered in  gloves w ould not 

so easy a task. B u t there was no escape. Adele Rossignol 
as watching her w ith  a satiric smile. M m e Dauvray was 
rging her to  be quick. Obeying a second order the g ir l raised 
r sk irt and extended a slim  foot in  a pale-green s ilk 

°cking and a satin slipper to match. Adele was content. 
ha was wearing the shoes she was meant to wear. They 

, ere made upon the very same last as those w hich Celia had 
Ĵ 8t kicked o ff upstairs. A n  almost imperceptible nod from  

clene Vauquier, moreover, assured her. 
phe took up a length o f the th in  cord. 

j  Now, how are we to begin?’ she said awkwardly. ‘ I  th ink  
'V'1I ask you, mademoiselle, to  pu t your hands behind you.’ 
Celia turned her back and crossed her wrists. She stood in 

er satin frock, w ith  her w hite  arms and shoulders bare, her 
ender throat supporting her smali head w ith  its heavy curls, 
er big hat— a p icture o f young grace and beauty. She w ould 
ave had an easy task tha t n igh t had there been men instead 

Women to p u t her to the test. B u t the women were in tent
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upon th e ir own ends: M m e Dauvray, eager fo r her seance> 
Adfele Tace and Helene Vauquier fo r the cłim ax o f the ir plot' 

Celia clenched her hands to make the muscles o f heI 
w ris ts  r ig id  to  resist the pressure o f the cord. Adele ąuietly 
unclasped them  and placed them  palm  to palm. A nd  at onC£ 
Celia became uneasy. I t  was not merely the action, significaO1 
though i t  was o f Adele ’s alertness to thw art her, whid1 ,
troub led  Celia. B ut she was extraord inarily  receptive 0 |
impressions, extraord inarily  quick to feel, from  a touch, sofl'e 
d im  sensation o f the thought o f the one who touched her. ( 
now  the touch o f Adele’s sw ift, strong, nervous hands causefl  ̂
her a queer, vague shock o f discom fort. I t  was no more thd1 ] 
tha t at the moment, b u t i t  was quite defin ite as that.

‘Keep your hands so, please, mademoiselle,’ said Adśle’ 
‘you r fingers loose.’ (

A nd  the next m om ent Celia w inced and had to  b ite  her 1>P 
to  prevent a ery. T he  th in  cord was wound tw ice about he( 
w rists, drawn cruelly tig h t and then cunning ly knotted. F°f 
one second Celia was thankfu l fo r her gloves; the next, mofc 
than ever she regretted tha t she wore them . I t  w ould ha'* 
been d ifficu lt enough fo r her to free her hands now, 
w ith o u t them . A nd  upon tha t a worse th in g  befell her. , 

‘ I  beg mademoiselle’s pardon i f  I  h u rt her,’ said Adśle' 
A nd  she tied  the g ir l ’s thum bs and lit t le  fingers. 

slacken the knots she must have the use o f her fingers, eve,) 
though her gloves made them fum ble. N ow  she had lost th{ 
use o f them  altogether. She began to feel that she was $ 
master-hands. She was sure o f i t  the next instant. For Adek 
stood up, and, passing a cord round the upper part o f hd 
arms, drew her elbows back. T o  b ring  any strength to help 
her in  w rigg ling  her hands free she m ust be able to raise hd 
elbows. W ith  them  trussed in  the smali o f her back she w a5 
robbed entire ly o f her strength. A nd  all the tim e her strang* 
uneasiness grew. She made a rnovement o f revolt, and at onc£ 
the cord was loosened.

‘M ile  Celie objects to m y tests,’ said Adele, w ith  a laugh, to 1 
M m e Dauvray. ‘A nd  I  do not wonder.’
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Celia saw upon the o ld woman’s foolish and excited face a 
, ° f  veritable consternation.
Are you afraid, Celie?’ she asked.
* here was anger, there was menace in  the voice, b u t above 
these there was fear— fear that her illusions were to tum bie 
°ut her. Celia heard tha t note and was ąuelled by it. T h is  

. *y o f belief, these seances, were the one touch o f colour in  
•Ue Dauvray’s life . A nd  i t  was ju s t tha t instinctive need o f 

C°^°Ur which had made her so easy to delude. H ow  strong the 
need is, how seductive the proposal to supply it,  Celia knew 
peH- She knew i t  from  the experience o f her life  when the 

reat Fortinbras was at the climax o f his fortunes. She had 
^ e l le d  much amongst monotonous, drab towns w ithou t 

j-naracter o r amusements. She had kept her eyes open. She 
seen tha t i t  was from  the denizens o f the d u li streets in  

j. ^  towns tha t the ąuack religions won the ir recruits. M m e 
aUvray’s life  had been a featureless sort o f affair u n til these 

exPeriments had come to colour it. M m e Dauvray m ust at 
anV rate preserve the mem ory o f tha t colour.

No,’ she said boldly.; ‘ I  am not afra id,’ and after that she 
Itl°ved no more.

e^ ows were <i raw n firm ly  back and tig h tly  bound. 
ue was sure she could not free them. She glanced in despair 

at Nelene Vauquier, and then some g lim m er o f hope sprang 
UP- For Helene Vauquier gave her a look, a smile o f re- 
^u ra n ce . I t  was as i f  she said, ‘ I  w il l come to your help.’ 
■uen, to make security s till more sure, Adele turned the g ir l 

°u t as unceremoniously as i f  she had been a do li, and, 
Passing a cord at the back o f her arms, drew both ends round 
ln front and knotted them at her waist.

‘Now, Celie,’ said Adele, w ith  a v ib ra tion  in  her voice 
"'hich Celia had not remarked before.

Excitement was gaining upon her, as upon M m e Dauvray. 
Ner face was f lushed and shiny, her manner perem ptory and 
'Nick. Celia’s uneasiness grew in to  fear. She could have used 

words w hich Hanaud spoke the next day in  that very 
r°om— ‘There is something here w hich I  do not understand.’
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T he  touch o f Adele Tace’s hands communicated somethinS 
to her— something which filled  her w ith  a vague alarm. Sh® 
could not have form ulated i t  i f  she w o u ld ; she dared n o t ' 
she could. She had bu t to  stand and subm it.

‘N ow ,’ said Adele.
She took the g ir l by the shoulders and set her in  a cle# 

space in  the m iddle o f the room , her back to the recess, h# 
face to the m irro r, where all could see her.

‘N ow, Celie’— she had dropped the ‘M ile ’ and the iron>c 
suavity o f her manner— ‘try  to free yourself.’

Fo r a m om ent the g ir l ’s shoulders worked, her han# 
flu ttered. B u t they remained helplessly bound.

‘Ah, you w ill be content, Adele, ton igh t,’ cried M*1#  
Dauvray eagerly. .

But even in  the m idst o f her eagerness— so thoroughly ha . 
she been prepared— there lingered a flavour o f doubt, 0 
suspicion. In  Celia’s m ind  there was s til l the one desperat 
resolve. * ,

‘ I  m ust succeed ton igh t,’ she said to herself— ‘ I  must!
Adele Rossignol kneeled on the floor behind her. She 

gathered in  carefully the g ir l ’s frock. Then  she picked up th< 
long tra in , wound i t  t ig h tly  round her lim bs, p in ion ing an® 
swathing them in  the folds o f satin, and secured the fol^s 
w ith  a cord about the knees.

She stood up agaih.
W ith  Helene Vauquier to support her i f  she fe ll, Celia too* 

a tin y  shuffling step forward feeling supremely ridiculous. 
one, however, o f her audience was inclined to laugh. T o  M n# 
Dauvray the whole business was as serious as the mos* 
solemn ceremoniał. Adćle was in ten t upon making her knot9 
secure. Helene Vauquier was the w ell-bred servant who kne# 
her place. I t  was not fo r her to  laugh at her young mistress, i® 
however ludicrous a s ituation she m igh t be.

‘N ow ,’ said Ad£le, ‘we w ill tie  mademoiselle’s ankles, an® 
then we shall be ready fo r M m e de Montespan.’

T he  ra ille ry  in  her voice had a note o f savagery in  i t  n o ^■ 
Celia’s vague te rro r grew. She had a feeling that a beast W#

176



tygl.
of5l.n8  in the woman, and w ith  i t  came a grow ing prem onition 
g a'lure. V a in ly  she cried to herself, ‘ I  must not fa il ton igh t.’ 
ut she fe lt instinctive ly  tha t there was a stronger personality 

her own in  that room, tam ing her, condemning her to 
’*re> influencing the others.

was placed in  a chair. Adśle passed a cord round her 
f *es> and the mere touch o f i t  ąuickened Celia to a spasm o f 
, v°lt. H er last lit t le  remnant o f libe rty  was being taken from  
ger' She raised herself, or rather w ould have raised herself. 

Helene w ith  gentle hands held her in  the chair, and 
jspered under her b rea th :
,^ave no fear! Madame is w atch ing.’
^ ^ le  looked fiercely up in to  the g ir l ’s face.

... Keep s till, hein, la petiteV  she cried. A nd  the epithet—  
&-ltt*e one’— was a lig h t to Celia. T i l l  now, upon these occa- 
g0ris, w ith  her black ceremoniał dress, her a ir o f aloofness, 
J *  vague eyes, and the d ign ity  o f her carriage, she had 
, ready produced some part o f th e ir effect before the seance 
ad begun. She had been w on t to  sail in to  the room, distant, 

^ t ic a l .  She had her audience already expectant o f mysteries, 
^rePared fo r marvels. H er w ork was already ha lf done. B u t 
0w of all that help she was deprived. She was no longer a 

^ rs°n aloof, a prophetess, a seer o f visions; she was sim ply 
3 ^ a r t ly  dressed g ir l o f today, trussed up in  a rid icu lous and 
J ^ fu l  position— that was all. T he  d ign ity  was gone. A nd  the 
. °re she realised that, the more she was hindered from  
'nfV n c in g  her audience, the less able she was to concen- 
>!ate her m ind  upon them, to w il l  them  to favour her. M m e 

aUvray’s suspicions, she was sure, were s till awake. She 
?°uid not ąue ll them. There was a stronger personality than 
ers at w ork in  the room. T he  cord b it  through her th in  
tockings in to  her ankles. She dared not complain. I t  was 

!?Vagely tied. She made no remonstrance. A nd  then Helfcne 
aUquier raised her up from  the chair and lifted  her easily o ff 
. ground. For a m om ent she held her so. I f  Celia had fe lt 

r*diculous before, she knew tha t she was ten times more so 
r>0 'v. She could see herself as she hung in  Hetene Vauquier’s
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arms, w ith  her delicate frock ludicrously s w a th e d  ^  

swaddled about her legs. But, again, o f those who wat^ i
her no one smiled. .

‘W e have had no such tests as these,’ M m e DauV '
explained, h a lf in  fear, ha lf in  hope.

Adele Rossignol looked the g ir l over and nodded her ^  
w ith  satisfaction. She had no anim osity towards Celia-

hewnjhad really no feeling o f any k ind  fo r her o r against , • 
Fortunate ly she was unaware at th is tim e that H a rry  Wettł^
m ili had been paying his court to  her o r i t  w ould  have l c.
worse w ith  M ile  Celie before the n igh t was out. M ile  1 
was ju s t a pawn in  a very dangerous game w hich she h a p p ^ .^  
to be playing, and she had succeeded in  engineering her Pa .

f b a Hooirarl rtf nalnlannnaoo Cha inno /•nlll*in to  the desired condition o f helplessness. She was c o flt£

‘Mademoiselle,’ she said, w ith  a smile, ‘you wish
believe. Y ou have now your opportun ity .’ ^

O p po rtun ity ! A nd  she was helpless. She knew very ^  1
tha t she could never free herself from  these cords w in ' ,, 
Hetene’s help. She w ould fa il, m iserably and shamefully 

‘ I t  was madame who wished you to  believe,’ she stammef  ̂
A nd  Adele Rossignol laughed suddenly— a short, I00,

harsh laugh, w h ich  ja rred  upon the quiet o f the roofl1, 
tu rned Celia’s vague alarm in to  a definite terror. Some . 
netic current b rought her grave messages o f fear. The 
about her seemed to  tingle w ith  strange menaces. She 
at Adele. D id  they emanate from  her? A nd  her te f^ fr 
answered her ‘Yes’ . She made her mistake in  that. The stf° 
personality in  the room was not Adele Rossignol, b u t ^
Vauquier, who held her like a ch ild  in  her arms. But she x ^
defin ite ly  aware o f danger, and too late aware o f it. 
struggled vain ly. F rom  her head to her feet she was p o w e fl*  
She cried out hysterically to  her patron:

‘ M adam e! M adam e! There is something — a presence ^
— someone who means h a rm ! I  know it  1’ l

A nd  upon the o ld woman’s face there came a look, not ^  
alarm, b u t o f extraordinary relief. The genine, heartfelt c 1 ̂  
restored her confidence in  Celia. I
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I  'O
meone— who means ha rm !’ she whispered, trem bling

W'th excitement.
IjUsi mademoiselle is already under contro l,’ said Helene, 

t.he jargon w hich she had learnt from  Celia’s lips. 
i£ *y 6 Rossignol grinned.

es> petite is under contro l,’ she repeated, w ith  a sneer; 
(•an i eRgance o f her velvet gown was unable to hide her 
1'tier ąn^er r̂om Celia’s knowledge. H er g rin  had betrayed

j'S h e  was o f the dregs. B u t Helene Vauquier whispered: 
Kr

^?u*d be surely turned from  the door. T he  story o f her 
l^ k e ry  ancj her exposure w ould run  through A ix . A nd she

ji y  eeP still, mademoiselle. I  shall help you.’
Aid 3Uciu*er carried the g ir l in to  the recess and placed her 

fhe stool. W ith  a long cord Adele bound her by the 
; to j* and the waist to the p illa r, and her ankles she fastened 

rung o f the stool, so that they could not touch the
' 8round

Ith We shall be sure that when we hear rapping it  w ill be 
(cq SP‘r*ts> and not the heels, w hich rap,’ she said. ‘Yes, I  am 
n tented now.’ A nd  she added, w ith  a smile, ‘Celie may even 

e her scarf,’ and, p icking up a w hite scarf o f tu lle  which 
13 had brought down w ith  her, she placed i t  carelessly 

i ^  her shoulders.
W aitj’ Helene Vauquier whispered in  Celia’s ear.
*0  the cord about Celia’s waist Adele was fastening a 

. hger line.
„ I shall keep my foot on the other end o f th is ,’ she said, 

hen the lights are out, and I  shall know then i f  our lit t le  one 
^  herself.’
^he three women went out o f the recess. A nd the next 

1 0ł^ent the heavy silk curtains swung across the opening, 
aving Qej ia jn darkness. Q uick ly  and noiselessly the poor 

Jj'r* hegan to tw ist and work her hands. But she only bruised 
ser Wrists. T h is  was to be the last o f the seances. But i t  must 
J*cceed! So much o f M m e Dauvray’s happiness, so much o f 
er °wn, hung upon its success. L e t her fa il tonight, she

not to ld H a rry ! I t  w ould reach his ears from  others. He
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w ould never forg ive her. T o  face the old, d ifficu lt l ^ j j i ,  
poverty and perhaps starvation again, and again alone, 'v° , 0 
be hard enough; bu t to  face i t  w ith  H a rry  W etherm ilTs 00  ̂
tem pt added to  its burdens— as the poor g ir l believed* 
surely w ould  have to do— no, tha t w ould be impossible! __ 
th is  tim e w ould she tu m  away from  the Seine because i£ 
so te rrib le  and cold. I f  she had had the courage to tell 
yesterday, he w ould  have forgiven, surely he w ould! * 
tears gathered in  her eyes and ro lled down her cheeks. , 
w ou ld  become o f her now? She was in  pain besides. 1 t  
cords about her arms and ankles to riu red  her. And s 
feared— yes, desperately she feared the effect o f the exp°s 8 
upon M m e Dauvray. She had been treated as a daugh*, 
now she was in  re tu rn  to rob M m e D auvray o f the be|i s 
w h ich  had become the passion o f her life . . y

‘L e t us take our seats at the table,’ she heard W y 
Dauvray say. ‘Helene, you are by the sw itch o f the eled\ a 
ligh t. W ill  you tu m  i t  o ff ?’ A nd  upon tha t Helene whispef ę 
yet so that the whisper reached to Celia and awakened hop* j 

‘W a it! I  w il l  see what she is do ing.’ „ j
T he  curtains opened, and Helene Vauquier slipped to ® 

g ir l ’s side. t
Celia checked her tears. She smiled im p lo ring ly , gratefo''  ̂
‘W hat shall I  do?’ asked Helene, in  a voice so Iow that* 

movement o f her m outh rather than the words made 1 
question elear. i

Celia raised her head to  answer. A nd  then a th ing  inc°^  ̂
prehensible to her happened. As she opened her lips Hel“ | 
Vauquier sw iftly  forced a handkerchief in  between the g>r j 
teeth, and lif t in g  the scarf from  her shoulders wound . 
t ig h tly  tw ice across her m outh, b ind ing  her lips, and made 
fast under the b rim  o f her hat behind her head. Celia tr ied1 
scream; she could not u tte r a sound. She stared at Hel^f; 
w ith  incredulous, horror-stricken eyes. Helene nodded at & 
w ith  a cruel g rin  o f satisfaction, and Celia realised, though*^ 
d id  no t understand, something o f the rancour and the hatfc 
w hich seethed against her in  the heart o f the woman whci:

180



i ton‘ u suPP^ante< *̂ Helene Vauquier meant to expose her 
r °f H ' ^ e^ a had not a ^ out ,t o f it. T h a t was her explanation 
i  be)1 Vauquier’s treachery; and believing that error, she
i  clim ^Ct anot^ er— s^ e had reached the te rrib le
f  ‘H *  ^ Cr tro u h 'es- She was only at the beginning o f them. 
itdoi , e '' c r‘e(i  M m e Dauvray sharply. ‘W hat are you

! Th
11 ‘1U 6 ma' d iostantly slid back in to  the room.
. p ^dernoiselle has not moved,’ she said.
ftabi heard the women settle in  the ir chairs about the

i* ‘I
s madame ready?’ asked Helene; and then there was the 

I o f the snap o f a sw itch. In  the salon darkness had come. 
sb ° n^  she had not been wearing her gloves, Celia thought, 

i her possibly have ju s t been able to free her fingers and 
(hel ?UPPk hands from  the ir bonds. B u t as it  was she was 
18alo cou^  only  and w ait u n til the audience in  the

11 grew tired  o f w aiting and came to her. She closed her 
b ’ P°ndering i f  by any chance she could excuse her failure. 

, ^  her heart sank w ith in  her as she thought o f M m e 
^signoPs ra ille ry . N o, i t  was a ll over fo r her . . .

1 th °Pened her eyes, and she wondered. I t  seemed to her 
(M *  ^ ere was naore lig h t in  the recess than there had been 
i to T  Słle cl ° sed them. Very like ly  her eyes were grow ing used 
tin • darhness- Yet— yet— she ought not to be able to dis- 

1 !a quite so clearly the w hite p illa r opposite to her. She 
s, ked towards,the glass doors and understood. T he  wooden 
^  tters outside the doors were not quite closed. They had 

, carelessly le ft unbolted. A  chink from  lin te l to  floor let 
i jn 3 §rey thread o f ligh t. Celia heard the women whispering 

the salon, and turned her head to catch the words.'IN
you hear any sound?’

No.’
^Vas that a hand which touched me?’
|No.’

must w a it.’
^n d  so silence came again, and suddenly there was quite a
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J t
rush o f lig h t in to  the recess. Celia was startled. She tur11 n 
her head back again towards the w indow. The wooden d<rj 
had swung a lit t le  more open. There was a w ider c h in k t0  i g 
the tw ilig h t o f tha t s ta rlit darkness through. A rid  as she 1 ooke '  ̂
the chink slow ly broadened and broadened, the door v 
slow ly back on hinges w hich were strangely silent. Ce  ̂
stared at the w idening panel o f grey lig h t w ith  a vague tetf c 
I t  was strange tha t she could hear no whisper o f w ind  in ^  
garden. W hy, oh, w hy was that latticed door opening |c 
noiselessly? A lm ost she believed that the spirits after all • 
A nd  suddenly the recess darkened again, and Celia sat 
her heart leaping and shivering in  her breast. There 
something black against the glass doors— a man. He K  n 
appeared as silently, as suddenly, as any apparition. He sto j. 
b locking out the ligh t, pressing his face against the gl**Jc 
peering in to  the room. For a m om ent the shock o f hofC a 
stunned her. Then  she tore frantica lly  at the cords. ™a 
thought o f fa ilure, o f exposure, o f dismissal had fled from  b V 
T he  three poor women— that was her thought— were sitt*”  t, 
unwamed, unsuspecting, defenceless in  the p itch -b lackn f tl 
o f the salon. A  few feet away a man, a th ie f, was peering £ a 
T hey were w aiting fo r strange things to  happen in 
darkness. Strange and te rrib le  things w ould happen u n lf\a 
she could free herself, unless she could w am  them. And ^   ̂
could not. H er struggles were mere efforts to struggle, 
a shiver from  head to foot, and noiseless as a shiver. A “ “ 'n 
Rossignol had done her w ork w ell and thoroughly. Ccb* t| 
arms, her waist, her ankles were p in ioned ; only the bandw p 
over her m outh seemed to be loosening. Then  upon horf|,( v 
horror was added. T he  man touched the glass doors, and tbC’ & 
swung silently inwards. They, too, had been carelessly * ' Ę 
unbolted. The man stepped w ithou t a sound over the s ili i11 f: 
the room. A nd , as he stepped, fear fo r herself drove out 1 fj 
the m om ent from  Celia’s thoughts fear fo r the three won>% 
in  the black room. I f  on ly he d id  not see her! She press^!(j 
herself against the p illa r. He m ight overlook her, perhap*  ̂
H is  eyes w ould not be so accustomed to the darkness o f ^
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v ôS 1HQ. as hers. He m igh t pass her unnoticed— i f  only he d id  
( / ° Uch some fo ld  o f her dress.
i Rre ^e n , in  the m ids t o f her terror, she experienced so
' Un 41 3 revu's'on from  despair to  jo y  that a faintness came 
i was p r> an<̂  s^ e almost swooned. She saw who the in trude r 
her r  w ^ en he stepped in to  the recess he turned towards 

t cont3 t l̂e <**m  hght struck upon h im  and showed her the 
lhę i °Ur ° f  his face. I t  was her lover, H a rry  W etherm ill. W hy 

d come at th is hour, and in  th is  strange way, she d id  not 
i h» . r - N ow  she must attract his eyes, now her fear was lest 
s J d not see her.
I frQ he came at once straight towards her. He stood in  
I 'Had ^er> looking in to  her eyes. B u t he uttered no ery. He 
Hig f  n°  movement o f surprise. Celia d id  not understand it. 

j Cô  ace Was in  the shadow now and she could not see it. O f 
|a8 if?e’ was stunned, amazed. B u t— but— he stood almost 
att t exPected t0  hnd her there and ju s t in  tha t helpless 

' (jgj, , e- I t  was absurd, o f course, bu t he seemed to look upon
■ rai elPlessness as no th ing out o f the ord inary way. A nd  he 
tłje n°  hand to set her free. A  ch ill struck through her. But

oext moment he d id  raise his hand and the blood flowed 
lot ^ 31 ^ er heart. O f course, she was in  the darkness. He had 

8een her p ligh t. Even now he was only beginning to be 
*re o f it. Fo r his hand touched the bandage over her 

h —tentatively. H e fe lt fo r the knot under the broad
■ Ot of her hat at the back o f her head. He found it. In  a 
th 1116111 s^ e w ould be free. She kept her head quite s till, and

w hy was he so long? she asked herself. Oh, i t  was not
^  — . B u t her heart seemed to stop, and she knew that it
j  n° t  only possible— it  was true : he was tighten ing the 
j ^ r‘ , not loosening it. T he  folds bound her lips more surely. 
fr e felt the ends drawn close at the back o f her head. In  a 
firetl2y she tried  to shake her head free. B u t he held her face 
j, . y and finished his work. He was wearing gloves, she 
^°hced w ith  horror, ju s t as thieves do. T hen  his hands slid 
^0vvn her trem bling  arms and tested the cord about her 

r'sts. There was something h o rr ib ly  deliberate about his
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movements. Celia, even at that moment, even w ith  him, *•*,( 
the sensation w hich had possessed her in  the salon. I t  was1 < 
personal eąuation on w hich she was used to rely. B u t nem1 
Adele nor th is— this stranger was considering her as evefl ii
human being. She was a pawn in  the ir game, and they use\ 
her, careless o f her terror, her beauty, her pain. T hen  he free 
from  her waist the long cord which ran beneath the curtai® 
Ad£le Rossignol’s foot. Celia’s firs t thought was one o f re*ie
He w ould je rk  the cord unw itting ly . They w ould  come W0
the recess and see h im . A nd  then the real tru th  flashed 1 
upon her b lind ing ly . He had jerked the cord, bu t he n 
jerked i t  deliberately. He was already w ind ing  i t  up in  a c° ‘ 
as it  s lid noiselessly across the polished floor beneath 1 
curtains towards h im . H e had given a signal to !
Rossignol. A ll  tha t woman’s scepticism and precaut'0'’ 
against trickery  had been a mere b lind , under cover o f vrn*
she had been able to pack the g ir l away securely w ith0
arousing her suspicions. Helene Vauquier was in  the p lot, t°fj 
The  scarf at Celia’s m outh was p roo f o f that. As i f  to a° 
p roo f to proof, she heard Adele Rossignol speak in  answertC
the signal. .

‘A re we all ready ? Have you got M m e Dauvray’s le ft ha° 1
Helżne?’

‘Yes, madame,’ answered the maid.
‘A nd  I  have her r igh t hand. N ow  give me yours, and thu' 

we are in  a circle about the table.’ ^
Celia, in  her m ind, could see them s itting  about the roul* 

table in  the darkness, M m e Dauvray between the two womelł' 
securely held by them. A nd  she herself could not u tte r a c$ 
— could not move a muscle to help her.

W e the rm ill crept back on noiseless feet to the w ind01*' 
closed the wooden doors, and slid  the bolts in to  the ir socke*8' 
Yes, Helene Vauquier was in  the p lot. The bolts and &  
hinges w ould not have worked so smoothly bu t fo r hef' 
Darkness again filled  the recess instead o f the grey tw ilig ^  
B u t in  a m om ent a fa in t breath o f w ind  played upon Celi3 
forehead, and she knew that the man had parted the curtai11*
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^ jk s^Pped in to  the room. Celia le t her head fa li towards her 
i< °ulder. She was sick and fa in t w ith  te rro r. H er lover was in  
el , P̂ ot— the lover in  whom  she had fe lt so m uch pride, fo r 
\h  °8e Sâ e Ŝ e k ac* ta^en herself so b itte r ly  to  task. He was 
V  assoc‘ate o f Adele Rossignol, o f Helene Vauquier. He had 
“ i ^er’ Celia, 38 an instrum ent fo r his crime. A l l  the ir 
<\° .Ur8 together at the V illa  des Fleurs— here ton igh t was the ir 
th rrUnat ôn- T he  blood buzzed in  her ears and hammered in  

°wh- Ve'ns ° f  her temples. In  fro n t o f her eyes the darkness 
5 co ^ ec^e<̂  w *th fire. She w ould have fallen, b u t she 
i Tl? not Then, in  the silence, a tam bourine jangled. 
1 ere was to  be a seance ton igh t, then, and the seance had 
■ ^ n .  In  a dreadful suspense she heard M m e Dauvray speak.

x9

Helene Explains
^ d  what she heard made her blood ru n  cold.

Mme Dauvray spoke in  a hushed, awestruck voice.
There is a presence in  the room .’

h  Was horrib le  to Celia tha t the poor woman was speaking 
® jargon w h ich  she herself had taught to her.
I  w ill speak to i t , ’ said M m e Dauvray, and, raising her 

^ ic e  a little , she asked: ‘W ho are you tha t come to us from  
e sp irit-w o rld? ’
No answer came, b u t a ll the while  Celia knew tha t W ether- 

^ d l was stealing noiselessly across the floor towards that 
v°ice which spoke th is  professional patter w ith  so simple a 
®°kmnity.

Answer!’ she said. A nd  the next m om ent she uttered a 
dtle sh rill ery— a ery o f enthusiasm. ‘F ingers touch m y fore- 
j**d-—now they touch m y cheek— now thpy touch m y 

throati'

185



A nd  upon that the voice ceased. B u t a d ry, choking so*1111 

was heard, and a horrib le  scuffling and tapping o f feet upc' 
the polished floor, a sound most dreadful. They 
m urdering her— m urdering an old, k ind woman silently  ̂
m ethodically in  the darkness. T he  g ir l strained and twis*  ̂
against the p illa r fu riously , like  an animal in  a trap. But $  ̂
coils o f rope held her; the scarf suffocated her. T he  scuffl'11-! 
became a spasmodic sound, w ith  intervals between, and tM  
ceased altogether. A  voice spoke— a man’s voice— Wethć( 
m iirs . B u t Celia w ould never have recognised i t— it  had51 , 
sh rill and fearfu l an in tonation.

‘T h a t’s ho rrib le ,’ he said, and his voice suddenly rose t° j 

scream.
‘H u sh !’ Helene Vauquier whispered sharply. ‘W ha t’s t^l 

matter?’
‘She fe ll against me— her whole weight. O h !’
‘You are afraid o f h e r!’
‘Yes, yes!’ A nd  in  the darkness W etherm iU ’s voice ca^. 

ąuerulously between long breaths. ‘Yes, now I  am afraid 0 
h e r!’

Hćlćne Vauquier replied again contem ptuously. She sp°'( 
aloud and qu ite  ind iffe ren tly . N o th ing  o f any im portafl1̂ 
whatever, one w ould  have gathered, had occurred.

‘ I  w il l  tu m  on the lig h t,’ she said. A nd  through the chiu^ 
iń  the curta in  the b righ t lig h t shone. Celia heard a loud rat$ 
upon the table, and then fa in ter sounds o f the same kind. 
as a k ind  o f ho rrib le  accompaniment there ran the labouf^ 
breathing o f the man, w hich broke now and then w ith  * 
sobbing sound. T hey were stripp ing  M m e  D auvray o f h{( 
pearl necklace, her bracelets, and her rings. Celia had i 
sudden im portunate vision o f the old woman’s fat, podg) 
hands loaded w ith  b rillian ts . A  jin g le  o f keys followed.

‘T h a t’s a ll,’ Helene Vauquier said. She m igh t have ju s’ 
tu rned out the pocket o f an old dress.

There was the sound o f something heavy and ine rt fa l l i^  
w ith  a du li crash upon the floor. A  woman laughed, and aga*11 
i t  was Hel£ne Vauquier.
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^ h ic h  is the key o f the safe?’ asked Adele.
„Jhl Helene Vauquier rep lied:
A a t  one.’

heard someone drop heavily in to  a c h a ir . I t  was 
lS (i: ov h and he buried his face in  his hands. Helene went
■ i  ■ r to h im  and la id her hand upon his shoulder and shook
M  him,

4 sK y °u g ° and get her jewels out o f the safe,’ she said, and
heI ®®Poke w ith  a rough friendliness.

i Y°u promised you w ould  b lin d fo ld  the g ir l, ’ he cried 
n°arsely.

101 « 5 ^ ne Vauquier laughed.
j  I ? ’  she said. ‘W e ll, what does i t  matter?’

* b ere w °u ld  have been no need to ’ A nd  his voice
shu<̂ deringly.

kn uld n ’t  there? A nd  what o f us— Adele and me? She 
’Tk°'VS certainly tha t we are here. Come, go and get the jewels. 

e key o f the door’s on the mantelshelf. W h ile  you are away
0 e two w ill arrange the pre tty  baby in  there.’

W Pointed to the recess; her voice rang w ith  contempt. 
ethermill staggered across the room like  a drunkard, and

01 ^ cked up the key in  trem bling  fingers. Celia heard it  tu rn  in
e lock, and the door bang. W e the rm ill had gone upstairs. 

'  Celia leaned back, her heart fa in ting  w ith in  her. A rrange!
^ was her tu rn  now. She was to be ‘arranged’ . She had no 

, ^ o t  what sinister meaning tha t innocent w ord concealed.
he dry, choking sound, the ho rrid  scuffling o f feet upon the 

| I °0r. were in  her ears. A nd  i t  had taken so long— so te rrib ly

1 ®he heard the door open again and shut again. Then  steps 
^Pproached the recess. The curtains were flung back, and the 

,° women stood in  fro n t o f her— the ta li Adele Rossignol 
, hh her red ha ir and her coarse good looks and her sapphire 
ress, and the hard-featured, sallow maid. T he  maid was 

|?rrying Celia’s white coat. T hey d id  not mean to m urder her, 
hen. They meant to  take her away, and even then a spark o f 
°Pe l i t  up in  the g ir l ’s bosom. For even w ith  her illusions
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crushed she s till clung to life  w ith  all the passion o f her yo^i 
soul.

The tw o women stood and looked at her; and then A<$ 
Rossignol burst ou t laughing. Vauquier approached the g" 
and Celia had a m om ent’s hope tha t she meant to free M 
altogether, b u t she on ly loosed the cords w h ich  fixed hef 
the p illa r and the h igh stool.

‘Mademoiselle w ill pardon me fo r laughing,’ said AoH 
Rossignol po lite ly ; ‘b u t i t  was mademoiselle who invited n  
to  try  m y hand. A nd  really, fo r so smart a young M  
mademoiselle looks too rid icu lous.’

She lifted  the g ir l up and carried her back w rith in g  
struggling in to  the salon. T he  whole o f the p re tty  room 
w ith in  view, b u t in  the embrasure o f a w indow  something I' 
dreadfu lly s till and ąuiet. Celia held her head averted. Bu*1 
was there, and, though i t  was there, all the w hile  the w o if4* 
joked and laughed, Adele Rossignol feverishly, Helene W  
quier w ith  a real glee most horrib le  to see.

‘ I  beg mademoiselle no t to listen to what AdMe is sayin?' 
exclaimed Helene. A nd  she began to  ape in  a minciflf 
extravagant fashion the manner o f a saleswoman in  a shof 
‘Mademoiselle has never looked so ravishing. T h is  style is tl> 
last word o f fashion. I t  is what there is o f most chic. O f cour^ 
mademoiselle understands tha t the costume is not intendd 
fo r p laying the piano. N or, indeed, fo r the ballroom . I t  leaf 
to one’s eyes that dancing would be d ifficu lt. N o r is i t  intendd 
fo r much conversation. I t  is a costume fo r a mood o f qui* 
reflection. B u t I  assure mademoiselle that fo r p re tty  youfli 
ladies who are the favourites o f rich  old women i t  is the styl1 
most recommended by the crim ina l classes.’

A ll the woman’s b itte r rancour against Celia, h idden fd 
m onths beneath a mask o f h u m ility , burst ou t and ran rid 
now. She went to  Adele Rossignol’s help, and they flung th1 
g ir l face downwards upon the sofa. H er face struck th( 
cushion at one end, her feet the cushion at the other. Tl>< 
breath was struck out o f her body. She lay w ith  her bosorf 
heaving.
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^ n Vauquier watched her fo r a moment w ith  a grin,
$ dâ *n^ ^ erse^  now f ° r  her respectful speeches and atten-

y  , ^ ^ esi he ąu ie tly  and reflect, lit t le  fo o l!’ she said savagely.
ere you wise to  come here and interfere w ith  Helene 

r Vauquier? H adn’t  you better have stayed and danced in  your 
J  ̂gs at M ontm artre? A re  the smart frocks and the p re tty  hats 

atld the good dinners w orth  the price? Ask yourself these 
j( ^U| st*ons» n iy  da in ty lit t le  friend!*

“ he drew up a chair to  Celia’s side, and sat down upon i t
Comfortably.

fi' *T
j  r*» . teU you what we are going to do w ith  you, M ile  

,he. Adele Rossignol and that k ind  gentleman, M . W ether- 
* are going to take you away w ith  them. Y ou  w ill be glad

6°. won’t  you, dearie? F o r you love M . W etherm ill, don*t 
, y°U? Oh, they won*t keep you long enough fo r you to get

red o f them. D o not fear! B u t you w ill not come back, M ile
, *e. N o ; you have seen too m uch ton ight. A nd  everyone 

J th ink  tha t M ile  Celie helped to  m urder and rob her
er>efactress. T h e y  are certain to  suspect someone, so w hy 

I n°t you, p re tty  one?’
Celia made no movement. She lay try ing  to believe that no 

Cr'Rie had been com m itted, tha t that lifeless body d id  not lie 
against the wali. A nd  then she heard in  the room above a bed 
"'heeled roughly from  its place.

The tw o women heard i t  too, and looked at one another. 
He should look in  the safe,’ said Vauquier. ‘Go and see 

"'hat he is do ing.’
A nd Adele Rossignol ran from  the room.
As soon as she was gone Vauquier fo llowed to the door, 

lstened, closed i t  gently and came back. She stooped
down.

‘M ile  Celie,’ she said, in  a smooth, s ilky w ice , w hich 
êrrified the g ir l more than her harsh tones, ‘there is ju s t one 

*łttle th ing  w rong in  your appearance, one tin y  lit t le  piece o f 
bad taste, i f  mademoiselle w ill pardon a poor servant the 
expression. I  d id  no t m ention i t  before Adele Rossignol; she
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is so severe in  her critic ism , is she not? B u t sińce we are alone’
I  w il l presume to po in t ou t to mademoiselle that those 
diamond eardrops w hich I  see peeping out under the scaf 
are a l it t le  ostentatious in  her present predicament. They are3 
provocation to thieves. W il l  mademoiselle pe rm it me t0 
remove them?’

She caught her by the neck and lifted  her up. She pushe 
the lace scarf up at the side o f Celia’s head. Celia began i0 
struggle furiously, convulsively. She kicked and w rithed, a° 
a l it t le  tearing sound was heard. One o f her shoe-buckles ha 
caught in  the th in  silk covering o f the cushion and s l i t ll' 
Helene Vauquier let her fa li. She fe lt composedly in  h£ 
pocket, and drew from  i t  an a lum in ium  fiask— the same flaŜ  
w hich Lemerre was afterwards to snatch up in  the bedroo^ 
in  Geneva. Celia stared at her in  dread. She saw the flaS 
flashing in  the ligh t. She shrank from  it. She wondered 
new horro r was to g rip  her. Helene unscrewed the top aI1 
laughed pleasantly.

‘M ile  Cćlie is under contro l,’ she said. ‘W e shall have t0 
teach her tha t i t  is not po lite  in  young ladies to k ick.’ She 
pressed Celia down w ith  a hand upon her back, and her voic£ 
changed. ‘L ie  s ti l l, ’ she commanded savagely. ‘D o you heaf' 
D o  you know what th is is, M ile  Celie?’ A nd  she held th£ 
fiask towards the g ir l ’s face. ‘T h is  is v itr io l, m y pre tty  oi>e’ 
M ove, and 1*11 spoił these smooth w hite shoulders fo r you' 
H ow  w ould  you like  that?’

Celia shuddered from  head to foot, and, bury ing  her fac£ 
in  the cushion, lay trem bling. She w ould have begged f° f 
death upon her knees rather than suffer th is horror. She fel* 
Vauquier’s fingers lingering w ith  a dreadful caressing touct1 
upon her shoulders and about her throat. She was w ith in  a*1 
ace o f the to rtu rę , the disfigurement, and she knew it. She 
could not pray fo r mercy. She could only lie quite s till, as she 
was bidden, try in g  to contro l the shuddering o f her lim bs and 
body.

‘ I t  w ould be a good lesson fo r M ile  Celie,’ Hel&ne eon' 
tinued slowly. ‘ I  th in k  tha t i f  M ile  Celie w ill forgive the
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berty I  ought to in flic t it. One lit t le  t i l t  o f the flask and the
o f these p re tty  shoulders ■’

She broke o ff suddenly and listened. Some sound heard 
°ytside had given Celia a respite, perhaps more than a respite. 
rk C 8et t l̂e Sown upon the table. H er avarice had got 

e better o f her hatred. She roughly plucked the earrings out 
the girPs ears. She h id  them  ąu ick ly  in  the bosom o f her 

ress w ith  her eye upon the door. She d id  not see a d rop  o f 
°°d  gather on the lobe o f Celia’s ear and fa li in to  the 

c*Jshion on w hich her face was pressed. She had hard ly hidden 
. ern away before the door opened and Adele Rossignol burst 
lnto the room.

W hat is the matter?’ asked Vauquier.
The safe’s em pty. W e have searched the room. W e have 

°und noth ing,’ she cried.
Everything is in  the safe,’ Helene insisted.
‘N o.’
The tw o women ran ou t o f the room  and up the stairs. 

^•e'ia, ly ing  on the settee, heard a ll the qu ie t o f the house 
change to noise and confusion. I t  was as though a tornado 
raged in  the room  overhead. F u m itu re  was tossed about and 
°Ver the room, feet stamped and ran, locks were smashed in  
^ t th  heavy blows. For many m inutes the storm  raged. Then 
11 ceased, and she heard the accomplices c lattering down the 
®tairs w ithou t a thought o f the noise they made. T hey burst 
® to the room. H a rry  W ethe rm ill was laughing hysterically, 
bke a man o ff his head. He had been wearing a long dark 
Overcoat when he entered the house; now he carried the coat 
° ver his arm . He was in  a dinner-jacket, and his black clothes 
"^ re  dusty and disordered.

T t ’s all fo r no th ing !’ he screamed rather than cried. 
N oth ing  b u t the one necklace and a handfu l o f rings !’

In  a frenzy he actually stooped over the dead woman and 
. fluestioned her.

‘T e ll us— where d id  you hide them?’ he cried.
‘The g ir l w il l  know ,’ said Helene.
W etherm ill rose up and looked w ild ly  at Celia.
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‘Yes, yes,’ he said.
He had no scruple, no p ity  any łonger fo r the g ir l. ThefC 

was no gain from  the crime unless she spoke. H e  w ould have 
placed his head in  the gu illo tine  fo r nothing. He ran to th* 
w riting -tab le , tore o ff h a lf a sheet o f paper, and brought >l 
over w ith  a pencil to  the sofa. He gave them  to Vauquier to 
ho łd , and draw ing out the sofa from  the w ali slipped & 
behind. He lifte d  up Celia w ith  RossignoPs help, and made 
her s it in  the m iddle o f the sofa w ith  her feet upon the groufld' 
He unbound her wrists and fingers, and Vauquier placed the 
w riting -pad  and the paper on the girPs knees. H er arms wef£ 
s till p in ioned above the elbows; she could not raise her haflds 
h igh  enough to snatch the scarf from  her lips. B u t w ith  the 
pad held up to her she could w rite .

‘W here d id  she keep her jewels? Q u ick! Take the penc*1 
and w rite ,’ said W etherm ill, ho ld ing  her le ft w rist.

Vauquier th rus t the pencil in to  her r ig h t hand, and awk' 
w ard ly  and slow ly her gloved fingers moved across the pagej

‘ I  do not know ,’ she w ro te ; and, w ith  an oath, W et herma* 
snatched the paper up, and tore i t  in to  pieces, and threW 
down.

‘You have got to  know ,’ he said, his face purp le  wid1 
passion, and he flung out his arm  as though he w ould  dash h>s 
fis t in to  her face. B u t as he stood w ith  his arm  poised thefe 
came a singular change upon his face.

‘D id  you hear anything?’ he asked in  a whisper.
A ll  listened, and all heard in  the quiet o f the n igh t a faifl* 

c lick, and after an in terva l they heard i t  again, and aftef 
another b u t shorter in terva l yet once again.

‘T h a t’s the gate,’ said W ethe rm ill in  a w hisper o f feaf> 
and a pulse o f hope stirred w ith in  Celia.

He seized her wrists, crushed them together beh ind heti 
and sw iftly  fastened them  once more. Adele Rossignol sat 
down upon the floor, took the g ir l ’s feet upon her lap, and 
qu ie tly  wrenched o ff her shoes.

‘T h e  lig h t,’ cried W ethe rm ill in  an agonised voice, and 
Helene Vauquier flew across the room and turned i t  off.

192



th l ^ ree st°od  ho ld ing  the ir breath, stra in ing the ir ears in  
e dark room. On the hard gravel o f the drive outside foo t- 
P* became fa in tly  audible, and grew louder and came near. 
He whispered to V auquier:
Has the g ir l a lover?’
, d  Helene Vauquier, even at tha t moment, laughed 

'łuietly.
A ll Celia’s heart and youth rose in  revolt against her 
remity. I f  she could only free her lip s ! The footsteps came 

und the corner o f the house, they sounded on the drive 
k ^ 'de  the very w indow  o f th is room. One ery, and she w ould 
e saved. She tossed back her head and tr ied  to force the 
ndkerchief ou t from  between her teeth. B ut W etherm iH ’s 

arjd covered her m outh and held i t  closed. The footsteps 
^.°Pped, a lig h t shone fo r a m om ent outside. T he  very handle 

door was tried. W ith in  a few yards help was there—  
, P and life . Just a fra il latticed wooden door stood between 
■ J" and them. She tr ied  to rise to her feet. Adele Rossignol 

*d her legs firm ly . She was powerless. She sat w ith  one 
esPerate hope that, whoever i t  was who was in  the garden, he 

^ ° uld break in . W ere i t  even another m urderer, he m igh t 
ave more p ity  than the callous brutes who held her no w ; he 

^U ld  have no less. B ut the footsteps moved away. I t  was the 
^ thd raw a l o f all hope. Celia heard W etherm ill behind her 

raw a long breath o f re lief. T h a t seemed to Celia almost the 
Cruellest part o f the whole tragedy. T hey waited in  the dark- 
5 *  u n til the fa in t c lick o f the gate was heard once more. 

*Jen the lig h t was turned up again.
We must go,’ said W etherm ill. A ll  the three o f them  were 

^aken. T hey stood looking at one another, w hite and trem - 
hng, They spoke in  whispers. T o  get ou t o f the room, to 
aVe done w ith  the business— that had suddenly become 
e*r  chief necessity.
Adele picked up the necklace and the rings from  the satin- 

'v° °d  table and p u t them  in to  a pocket-bag w hich waś slung 
at her waist.

H ippo ly te  shall tu rn  these th ings in to  money,’ she said.
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‘H e shall set about i t  tom orrow . W e shall have to  keep the 
now— u n til she tells us where the rest is h idden.’

‘Yes, keep her,’ said Hel&ne. ‘W e w ill come over to Gen®', 
in  a few days, as soon as we can. W e w ill persuade her to te“' 
She glanced darkly at the g ir l. Celia shivered.

‘Yes, tha t’s i t , ’ said W etherm ill. ‘B u t don’ t  harm  her. S*1® 
w il l  te ll o f her own w ill. Y ou w il l  see. T he  delay w on’t  hu 
now. W e can’t  come back and search fo r a lit t le  w h ile .’

He was speaking in  a quick, agitated voice. A nd  Au® 
agreed. T he  desire to be gone had k illed  even the ir fu ry  at $  
loss o f the ir prize. Some tim e they w ould  come back, bu t tbe) 
w ould not search now— they were too unnerved.

‘Helene,’ said W etherm ill, ‘get to  bed. I ’ l l  come up 
the chloroform  and p u t you to  sleep.’

Hćtóne Vauquier hurried  upstairs. I t  was part o f her 
that she should be le ft alone in  the v illa  chloroformed. 
on ly  could suspicion be averted from  herself. She d id 1,1,1 
shrink from  the completion o f the plan now. She went, &  
strange woman, w ithou t a trem or to  her ordeal. Weth®1' 
m ili took the length o f rope w h ich  had fixed Celia to &  
p illa r.

T l i  fo llow ,’ he said, and as he turned he stum bled over t**1 
body o f M m e Dauvray. W ith  a sh rill ery he kicked i t  o u t0 
his way and crept up the stairs. Ad&le Rossignol qu ick ly  
the room in  order. She removed the stool from  its positi°f 
in  the recess, and carried i t  to  its place in  the ha ll. She p®1 
Celia’s shoes upon her feet, loosening the cord from  ^  
ankles. Then  she looked about the floor and picked up 
and there a scrap o f cord. In  the silence the clock upon & 
mantelshelf chimed the quarter past eleven. She screwed & 
stopper on the fiask o f v itr io l very carefully, and p u t the fla5 
away in  her pocket. She went in to  the kitchen and fetched w 
key o f the garage. She pu t her hat on her head. She eVe,: 
p icked up and drew on her gloves, afraid lest she should lea': 
them  beh ind ; and then W ethe rm ill came down again. A d^( 
looked at h im  inqu iring ly .

‘ I t  is all done,’ he said, w ith  a nod o f the head. ‘ I  W\
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Grin 8  the car down to the door. Then  I ’ l l  d rive you to 
®neva and come back w ith  the car here.’

.. e cautiously opened the latticed door o f the w indow , 
lened fo r a mom ent, and ran silen tly  down the drive. Adele 
sed the door again, bu t she d id  not bo lt it. She came back 
0 the room ; she looked at Celia, as she lay back upon the 
ee> w ith  a long glance o f indecision. And,then, to  Celia’s 
pnse— for she had given up all hope— the indecision in  her 

/  s became p ity . She suddenly ran across the room  and knelt 
^  before Celia. W ith  quick and feverish hands she untied 

cord w hich fastened the tra in  o f her sk irt about her knees. 
A t firs t Celia shrank away, fearing some new cruelty. But 

e s voice came to her ears, speaking— and speaking w ith
temorse.(ł

can’t  endure i t ! ’ she whispered. ‘You are so young— too 
!!ng to be k ille d .’
t  he tears were ro llin g  down Celia’s cheeks. H er face was 

Pttiful and beseeching.
^ o n ’t  look at me like that, fo r G od ’s sake, c h ild !’ Adele 

ent on, and she chafed the g ir l ’s ankles fo r a moment.
Can you stand?’ she asked.

Celia nodded her head gratefu lly. A fte r all, then, she was 
1101 to die. I t  seemed to  her hard ly possible. B u t before she 
c°uld r iSe a subdued w h irr  o f machinery penetrated in to  the 
r°t>n\, and the m otor-car came slowly to the fro n t o f the villa. 

Keep s t i l l !’ said Adele hurried ly , and she placed herself in  
° nt o f Celia.
W etherm ill opened the wooden door, w h ile  Celia’s heart 

raced in  her bosom.
f  w ill go down and open the gate,’ he whispered. ‘A re  you

readyj»
‘Yes.’
W etherm ill disappeared; and th is  tim e  he le ft the door 

°Pen. Adele helped Celia to  her feet. For a m om ent she 
l °tte red ; then she stood firm .

N ow  ru n !’ whispered Ad61e. ‘Run, ch ild , fo r your l i fe !’ 
Celia d id  not stop to  th in k  w h ither she should run, o r how
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she should escape from  W ethe rm ill’s search. She could 1,0 
ask that her lips and her hands m igh t be freed. She had but * 
few seconds. She had one thought— to hide herself in ^  
darkness o f the garden. Celia fled across the room, spr8̂  
w ild ly  over the s ili, ran, tripped over her sk irt, steadied hef' 
self, and was swung o ff the ground by the arms o f Ha1̂  
W etherm ill. .

‘There we are,’ he said, w ith  his sh rill, wavering laugh- 
opened the gate before.’ A nd  suddenly Celia hung in e r t111 

his arms.
T he  lig h t went ou t in  the salon. Adele Rossignol, ca rry i^  

Celia’s cloak, stepped out at the side o f the w indow . .
‘She has fa in ted,’ said W etherm ill. ‘W ipe the mould 

her shoes and o ff yours too— carefully. I  don’t  want th e m tC 
th in k  th is car has been out o f the garage at a ll.’ .

Adele stooped and obeyed. W etherm ill opened the do o t0 
the car and flung Celia in to  a seat. Adele fo llowed and to8 
her seat opposite the g irl. W e the rm ill stepped carefuW 
again on to the grass, and w ith  the toe o f his shoe scraped Ufj 
and ploughed the impressions w h ich  he and Adele Rossigf0 
had made on the ground, leaving those which Celia had mad{' 
H e came back to the w indow .

‘She has le ft her footmarks elear enough,’ he whispered1 

‘There w il l  be no doubt in  the m orn ing tha t she went o f he( 
own free w il l. ’

Then  he took the chauffeur’s seat, and the car g lide 
s ilen tly  down the drive and out by the gate. As soon as it 
on the road i t  stopped. In  an instant Adele Rossignol’s 
was out o f the w indow .

‘W hat is it? ’ she exclaimed in  fear.
W e the rm ill pointed to the roof. He had le ft the ligi*1 

burn ing  in Hćlene Vauquier’s room.
‘W e can’ t  go back now,’ said Ad&le in  a fran tic  whisp®f‘ 

‘N o ; i t  is over. I  daren’t  go back.’ A nd  W etherm ill ja m m ^ 
down the lever. The  car sprang forward, and hum m irtj 
steadily over the w hite  road devoured the miles. B u t they 
made the ir one mistake.
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20

The Geneva Road
Thle car had nearly reached Annecy before Celia woke to 
c°nsciousness. A nd even then she was dazed. She was only 
a'Vare that she was in  the m otor-car and trave lling at a great 
8Peed. She lay back, d rink ing  in  the fresh air. Then  she 
^ 0ved, and w ith  the movement came to her recollection and 
116 sense o f pain. H er arms and wrists were s till bound behind 

, er> and the cords h u rt her like hot wires. H er m outh, 
o\vever, and her feet were free. She started forward, and 

Ądele Rossignol spoke sternly from  the seat opposite.
Keep still. I  am hold ing the flask in  m y hand. I f  you 

8cream, i f  you make a movement to escape, I  shall fling  the 
vitrio l in  your face,’ she said.

Celia shrank back, shivering.
1 won’t !  I  w on’t ! ’ she whispered piteously. H er sp ir it was 

r°ken by the horrors o f the n igh t’s adventure. She lay back 
8nd cried ąu ie tly  in  the darkness o f the carriage. The car 
Jkshed through Annecy. I t  seemed incredible to Celia that 
^  than six hours ago she had been d in ing  w ith  M m e D auv- 

and the woman opposite, who was now her ja ile r. M m e 
^auvray lay dead in  the lit tle  salon, and she herself— she 
‘k red not th in k  what lay in  fro n t o f her. She was to be 
P^suaded— that was the w ord— to te ll what she d id  not know. 
^leanwhile her name w ould  be execrated through A ix  as the 
^Urderess o f the woman who had saved her. Then  suddenly 

car stopped. There were lights outside. Celia heard voices. 
^  nran was speaking to W etherm ill. She started and saw Adele 
^ ace’s arm flash upwards. She sank back in  te rro r; and the 
^ r rolled on in to  the darkness. Ad£le Tacć drew a breath

relief. The one po in t o f danger had been passed. They
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had crossed the Pont de la Caille, they were in  Switzef' 
land.

Some long w h ile  afterwards the car slackened its speed. W 
the side o f i t  Celia heard the sound o f wheels and of 
hooves o f a horse. A  single-horsed closed landau had been 
caught up as i t  jogged along the road. The  m otor-car stopped’ 
close by the side o f i t  the d rive r o f the landau reined in h*8 
horse. W e the rm ill jum ped down from  the chauffeur’s s£at’ 
opened the door o f the landau, and then pu t his head in  at the 
w indow  o f the car.

‘ A re  you ready? Be q u ick !’
AdHe tu rned to Celia.
‘N o t a w ord , rem em ber!’
W e the rm ill flung open the door o f the car. Adele took tl>e 

g ir l ’s feet and drew them down to the step o f the car. T h *1’ 
she pushed her out. W e the rm ill caught her in  his arms a°d 
carried her to  the landau. Celia dared not ery out. H er hand8 

were helpless, her face at the mercy o f that g rim  flask. Ju5t 
ahead o f them the lights o f Geneva were visible, and from  the 
lights a silver radiance overspread a patch o f sky. Wetherrnd1 

pląced her in  the landau; AdHe sprang in  behind her and 
closed the door. T he  transfer had taken no more than a fe^ 
seconds. T he  landau jogged in to  Geneva; the m otor turned 
and sped back over the f i f ty  miles o f em pty road to A ix .

As the m otor-car ro lled away, courage returned fo r 3 
mom ent to Celia. T he  man— the m urderer— had gone. She 
was alone w ith  Adćle Rossignol in  a carriage m oving no fast«f 
than an ord inary tro t. H e r ankles were free, the gag had beri1 
taken from  her lips. I f  on ly she could free her hands and 
choose a m om ent when Adele was o ff her guard she migb* 
open the door and spring out on to  the road. She saw Adćl£ 
draw down the b linds o f the carriage, and very carefully, very 
secretly, Celia began to w ork her hands behind her. She wa8 
an adept; no movement was visible, but, on the other hand> 
no success was obtained. T he  knots had been too cunningly 
tied. A nd  then M m e Rossignol touched a bu tton at her side 
in  the leather o f the carriage.
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The touch turned on a tin y  lamp in  the roo f o f the carriage, 
a°d she raised a w arning hand to Celia.

Now keep very qu ie t.’
^ 'g h t through the empty streets o f Geneva the landau was 

^ e t ly  driven. Adele had peeped from  tim e to tim e under the 
ltld. There were few people in  the streets. Once or tw ice a 

aergent-de-ville was seen under the lig h t o f a lamp. Celia 
red not ery out. Over against her, persistently watching her, 
e ê Rossignol sat w ith  the open fiask clenched in  her hand, 

from  the v itr io l Celia shrank w ith  an overv. nelm ing 
rr°r. T he  carriage drove out from  the tow n along the 

'vęstern edge o f the lake.
Now listen,’ said Adele. ‘As «oon as the landau stops the 

°° r o f the house opposite to w hich it  stops w ill open. I  shall 
°Pen the carriage door m yself and you w ill get out. You must 
atand close by the carriage door u n til I  have got out. I  shall 
° ‘d th is fiask ready in  m y hand. As soon as I  am out you w ill 

rUn across the pavement in to  the house. You w on’t speak or 
Scream.’

Adele Rossignol turned out the lamp and ten minutes later 
carriage passed down the lit tle  Street and attracted M m e 

^ c b in ^  notice. M arthe  G obin had l i t  no lig h t in  her room. 
Adfcle Rossignol peered out o f the carriage. She saw the 
° uses in darkness. She could not see the busybody’s face 

"'atching the landau from  a dark w indow . She cut the cords 
^b ich fastened the girTs hands. The  carriage stopped. 

opened the door. Celia sprang out on to the pavement. 
be sprang so ąu ick ly  that Adele Rossignol caught and held 

*be tra in  o f her dress. But i t  was the fear o f the v itr io l 
"'bich had made her spring so n im bly. I t  was that, too, 
"'b ich made her run so lig h tly  and qu ick ly  in to  the house. The 
°ld woman who acted as servant, Jeanne Tace, received her. 
Celia offered no resistance. The fear o f v itr io l had made her 
Supple as a glove. Jeanne hurried  her down the stairs in to  the 
bttle parlour at the back o f the house, where supper was la id, 
and pushed her in to  a chair. Celia let her arms fa li forward on 
*be table. She had no hope now. She was friendless and alone
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in  a den o f murderers, who meant firs t to torturę, then to kil 
her. She w ould be held up to execration as a murderess. N° 
one w ould know how she had died or what she had suffere^' 
She was in  pain, and her throat burned. She buried her facć 
in  her arms and sobbed. A ll her body shook w ith  her sobb ing - ~ 
Jeanne Rossignol took no notice. She treated Celie ju s t as the ^ 
others had done. Celia was la petite, against whom  she had 
animosity, by whom she was not to  be touched to t 
tenderness. La  petite  had unconsciously played her useful parj  ̂
in  the ir crime. But her use was ended now, and they woul“ 
deal w ith  her accordingly. She removed the g ir l ’s hat 3°°  ̂
cloak and tossed them aside.

‘N ow  stay ąu ie t u n til we are ready fo r you,’ she said. j 
Celia, lif t in g  her head, said in  a w hisper:

‘W a te r!’
T he  old woman poured some from  a ju g  and held th£  ̂

glass to Celia’s lips.
‘Thank you,’ whispered Celia gratefu lly, and Adele cafl'1' 

in to  the room. She to ld  the story o f the n igh t to Jeanne, ana 
afterwards to  H ippo ly te  when he jo ined them.

‘A nd  noth ing gained!’ cried the older woman furiously' 
‘A nd  we have hard ly a five-franc piece in  the house.’

‘Yes, something,’ said Adele. ‘A  necklace— a good one-'' 
some good rings, and bracelets. A nd  we shall find  out whefe 
the rest is h id— from  her.’ A nd she nodded at Celia.

T he  three people ate the ir supper, and, w hile  they ate »*> 
discussed Celia’s fate. She was ly ing  w ith  her head bowed 
upon her arms at the same table, w ith in  a foo t o f them. 
they made no more o f her presence than i f  she had been at* 
old shoe. O n ly once d id  one o f them  speak to her.

‘Stop your w him pering,’ said H ippo ly te  roughly. ‘W e ca*1 
hard ly hear ourselves ta lk .’

H e was fo r fin ish ing w ith  the business altogether tonight- 
‘ I t ’s a mistake,’ he said. ‘There ’s been a bungie, and the 

sooner we are r id  o f i t  the better. There ’s a boat at the b o tto rO  
o f the garden.’

Celia listened and shuddered. H e w ould have no more
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i Orripunction over drow ning her than he w ould have had over 
[o rowning a b lind  k itten.

th > 8 CUrse<̂  luck,’ he said. ‘B u t we have got the necklace—  
e a s something. T h a t’s our share, do you see? T he  young 
>' can look fo r the rest.’
6 ^  ut Hel&ne Vauquier’s w ish prevailed. She was the leader. 
° Wou^  keep t l̂e g 'r  ̂ u n ti l  she came to Geneva.
 ̂ th ^ to°k  her upstairs in to  the big bedroom overlooking 
. i  , e- Adele opened the door o f the closet, where a truck le - 

e 8to°d , and th rust the g ir l in.
■ , h>s is m y room ,’ she said w am ing ly, po in ting  to the 

room. ‘Take care I  hear no noise. You m igh t shout 
Utself hoarse, m y p re tty  one; no one else w ould hear you. 

'j* S h o u ld , and afterwards— we should no longer be able to 
you “ m y p re tty  one,”  eh?’

And w ith  a horrib le  playfulness she pinched the g ir l ’s 
cheek.

Then w ith  old Jeanne’s help she stripped Celia and to ld  her 
0 get in to  bed.

T li give her something to keep her qu ie t,’ said Ad61e, and 
e fetched her morphia-needle and injected a dose in to  

Cel*a’s arm.
Then they took her clothes away and le ft her in  the dark- 

She heard the key tu rn  in  the lock, and a m om ent after 
j  e sound o f the bedstead being drawn across the doorway. 

ut she heard no more, fo r almost im m ediately she fe ll asleep. 
^he was awakened some tim e the next day by the door 

°Pening. O ld  Jeanne Tace brought her in  a ju g  o f water and a 
r°W o f bread, and locked her up again. A nd  a long tim e after- 
"^ fds  she brought her another supply. Yet another day had 
S°Oe, b u t in  that dark cupboard Celia had no means o f 
•^dging time. In  the afternoon the newspaper came out w ith  
“ e announcement that M m e Dauvray’s jew ellery had been 
l8covered under the boards. H ippo ly te  brought in  the news- 

PaPer, and, cursing the ir s tup id ity , they sat down to  decide 
uP°n Celia’s fate. T ha t, however, was soon arranged. They 
"'ould dress her in  everything w hich she wore when she came,
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so tha t no tracę o f her m igh t be discovered. T hey would
her another dose o f m orphia, sew her up in  a sack as sooD 
she was unconscious, row  her fa r ou t on to the lake, and 
her w ith  a w eight attached. T hey dragged her out from  ® j ^  
cupboard, always w ith  the threat o f that b rig h t aluminU*fl ^
flask before her eyes. She fe ll upon her knees, im p lo ring

VV. n ,anw. m nn .nn  U ntinal.. . Ki i . . li 11.1 1 ^p ity  w ith  the tears runn ing  down her cheeks; b u t they se''" 
the s trip  o f sacking over her face so that she should
noth ing o f the ir preparations. T hey flung her on the ^
secured her as Hanaud had found her, and, leaving her in 
old woman’s charge, sent down Adele fo r jher needle 3° 
H ippo ly te  to get ready the boat. As H ippo ly te  opened ^  ^  
door he saw the  launch o f the C hef de la Surete glide a! 
the bank.

21

Hanaud Explains
T h is  is the story as M r  Ricardo wrote i t  out from  the stat^ 
ment o f Celia herself and the confession o f Adele Rossign0'1 
Obscurities w h ich  had puzzled h im  were made elear. But 
was s till unaware how Hanaud had worked out the solutiot1,

‘You prom ised me tha t you w ou ld  explain,’ he said, whe"1 
they were both together after the tr ia l was over at A ix . The 
tw o men had ju s t finished luncheon at the Cercie and wet{ 
s itting  over the ir coffee. Hanaud lighted a cigar.

‘There were difficulties, o f course,’ he sa id ; ‘the crime wa3 
so carefully planned. T he  lit t le  details, such as the footprintS’ 
the absence o f any m ud from  the g ir l ’s shoes in  the carriage | 
o f the m otor-car, the d inner at Annecy, the purchase o f th{ 
cord, the want o f any sign o f a struggle in  the lit t le  saloUi 
were all carefu lly thought out. H ad not one lit t le  acciden' 
happened, and one lit t le  mistake been made in  consequence>
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 ̂ i ^  °u^ t i f  we should have la id our hands upon one o f the gang.
! J  m'ght have suspected W e th e rm ill; we should hard ly have 

i ^ CUre|i  h im , and we should very like ly  never have known o f 
jji| a\v ' '̂ac^ fan iily- T h a t mistake was, as you no doubt are fu lly

j  . fa ilure o f W etherm ill to discover M m e Dauvray’s 
ê ls,’ said R icardo at once.

my fr iend ,’ answered Hanaud. ‘T h a t made them  keep 
le Celie alive. I t  enabled us to save her when we had 

v̂ covered the whereabouts o f the gang. I t  d id  not help us 
ttluch to lay our hands upon them. N o ; the lit t le  accident 

lch happened was the entrance o f our friend Perrichet in to  
e garden w hile  the murderers were s till in  the room. Imagine 

scene, M . Ricardo. The rage o f the murderers at the ir 
.i a. ty to discover the p lunder fo r w hich they had risked 
, e,r necks, the old woman crum pled up on the floor against 
e vvall, the g ir l w ritin g  laboriously w ith  fettered arms “ I  do 

know”  under threats o f to rtu rę , and then in  the stillness 
the n ight the elear, t in y  click o f the gate and the measured, 
er>tless footsteps. N o  wonder they were te rrified  in  that 

ark room. W hat w ould be the ir one thought? W hy, to  get 
f^ay— to come back perhaps later, when M ile  Celie should 

Ve to ld them what, by the way, she d id  not know, bu t in  
®ny case to get away now. So they made the ir lit t le  mistake, 
k  d in  the ir h u rry  they le ft the lig h t bu rn ing  in  the room  o f 
**el£ne Vauquier, and the m urder was discovered seven 
°(Urs too soon fo r them .’

Seven hours!’ said M r  Ricardo.
Yes. The household d id  not rise early. I t  was not u n til 

aeven that the charwoman came. I t  was she who was meant to 
'scover the crime. By that tim e the m otor-car w ould have 
een back three hours ago in  its garage. Servettaz, the 

ckauffeur, w ould have returned from  Chambery some tim e in  
lfle m orning, he w ould have cleaned the car, he would have 
j*°ticed that there was very lit tle  petrol in  the tank, as there 
” ad been when he had le ft i t  on the day before. He w ould not 
aave noticed that some o f his many tins which had been fu li

203



yesterday were em pty today. W e should no t have discovered 
tha t about fo u r in  the m orn ing  the car was close to the V il|a 
Rose and tha t i t  had travelled, between m id n ig h t and fiv e 1111 
the m orn ing, a hundred and f if ty  kilom etres.’

‘B u t you had already guessed “ Geneva,”  ’ said Ricardo. ‘A1 
luncheon, before the news came that the car was found, y°u 
had guessed i t . ’

‘ I t  was a shot,’ said Hanaud. ‘The  absence o f the car helpeCl 
me to  make it. I t  is a large c ity  and not very fa r away, a likely 
place fo r people w ith  the police at the ir heels to  run  to earth i®' 
B u t i f  the car had been discovered in  the garage I  should 
have made tha t shot. Even then I  had no particu la r convictio>J 
about Geneva. I  really wished to see how W ethe rm ill woul® 
take it.  He was w onderfu l.’

‘H e sprang u p .’
‘H e betrayed noth ing b u t surprise. You showed no le9S 

surprise than he d id, m y good friend. W hat I  was looking f° f 
was one glance o f fear. I  d id  no t get it .  ’

‘Y e t you suspected h im — even then you spoke o f brains and 
audacity. You to ld  h im  enough to h inder h im  from  con>' 
m unicating w ith  the red-haired woman in  Geneva. You i 
isolated h im . Yes, you suspected h im .’

‘ L e t us take the case from  the beginning. W hen you fit®1 
came to me, as I  to ld  you, the Commissaire had already been 
w ith  me. There was an interesting piece o f evidence already111 
his possession. Adolphe Ruel— who saw W ethe rm ill and 
Vauquier together close by the Casino and overheard that ery 
o f W etherm ilFs, “ I t  is true : I  m ust have m oney!” — had 
already been w ith  his story to the Commissaire. I  knew » 
when H a rry  W ethe rm ill came in to  the room to ask me to take 
up the case. T h a t was a bo ld  stroke, m y fr iend . T he  chance» 
were a hundred to  one that I  should not in te rru p t m y holiday 
to  take up a case because o f your lit t le  d inner-party  in  London- 
Indeed, I  should no t have in te rrup ted  i t  had I  not known 
Adolphe RuePs story. As i t  was I  could not resist. W ether
m ilFs very audacity charmed me. O h yes, I  fe lt tha t I  m ust pi1 
m yself against h im . So few crim inals have sp irit, M . Ricardo.
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1 >s deplorable how few. But W e th e rm ill! See in  what a fine 
P°sition he w ould have been i f  only I  had refused. He h im self 
ad been the firs t to  cali upon the firs t detective in  France, 

^ d  his argum ent! He loved M ile  Celie. Therefore she m ust 
* mnocent! H ow  he stuck to i t !  People w ould  have said, 

,~ ° Ve is b lin d ,”  and a ll the more they w ould have suspected 
"*Ue Celie. Yes, b u t they love the b lind  lover. Therefore all 

more w ould i t  have been impossible fo r them  to believe 
rry W etherm ill had any share in  tha t g rim  crim e.’ 

Ricardo drew his chair closer in  to  the table.
1 w ill confess to you,’ he said, ‘tha t I  thought M ile  Celie 

'Vas an accomplice.’
is no t surpris ing,’ said Hanaud. ‘ Someone w ith in  the 

°use was an accomplice— we start w ith  tha t fact. T h e  house 
not been broken into. There was M ile  Celie’s record as 

I /  l^ne Vauquier gave i t  to  us, and a record obviously true. 
“ ere was the fact that she had got r id  o f Servettaz. There 
38 the maid upstairs very i l l  from  the chloroform . W hat more 

•kely than that M ile  Celie had arranged a seance, and then 
'yhen the lights were ou t had adm itted the m urderer through 

 ̂convenient glass door?’
There were, besides, the definite im prin ts  o f her shoes,’ 

8a*d M r  Ricardo.
Tes, b u t that is precisely where I  began to  feel sure that 

8he was innocent,’ replied Hanaud d ry ly . ‘A ll the other foo t- 
^ r k s  had been so carefu lly scored and ploughed up that 
n°th ing  could be made o f them. Y e t those lit t le  ones remained 
80 definite, so easily identified, and I  began to wonder w hy 
^ese, too, had not been cut up and stamped over. T he  
^Urderers had taken, you see, an excess o f precaution to 
throw the presum ption o f g u ilt upon M ile  Celie rather than 
uPon Vauquier. However, there the footsteps were. M ile  
t-elie had sprung from  the room as I  described to W etherm ill. 
hu t I  was puzzled. T hen  in  the room I  found the to rn -up  
sheet o f notepaper w ith  the words, “ Je ne sais pas,”  in  made- 
tftoiselle’8 handw riting. T h e  words m igh t have been sp ir it- 
Vvriting , they m igh t have meant anything. I  p u t them away
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in  my m ind. B u t in  the room the settee puzzłed me. A nd aga*0 
I  was troub led— greatly troub led .’

‘Yes, I  saw tha t.’
‘A nd  not you alone,’ said Hanaud, w ith  a smile. ‘ Do y°^ 

remember tha t loud ery W ethe rm ill gave when he return*® 
to  the room  and once more I  stood before the settee? Oh, he 
turned i t  o ff very well. I  had said tha t our crim inals in  Frań# 
were not very gentle w ith  the ir victim s, and he pretended th*j 
i t  was in  fear o f what M ile  Cćlie m igh t be suffering which ha® 
to m  that ery from  his heart. B u t i t  was not so. He was afrai® 
— deadly afraid— not fo r M ile  Cćlie, bu t fo r himself. He w®9 
afraid tha t I  had understood what these cushions had to ten 
me.’

‘W hat d id  they te ll you ?’ asked Ricardo.
‘You know now,’ said Hanaud. ‘T hey were tw o cushion8' 

both indented, and indented in  d ifferent ways. The one at tb® 
head was irregu larly  indented— something shaped had presse^ i 
upon it. I t  m igh t have been a face— i t  m igh t no t; and thefe 
was a lit t le  brow n stain w hich was fresh and w hich was blood' 
T he  second cushion had tw o separate impressions, 
between them  the cushion was forced up in  a th in  rid g e ; afl® 
these impressions were more definite. I  measured the distan®e 
between the tw o cushions, and I  found th is : tha t supposing 
— and i t  was a large supposition— the cushions .had not be*11 
moved sińce those impressions were made, a g ir l o f MUe 
Cćlie ’s height ly in g  stretched ou t upon the sofa w ould haV® 
her face pressing down upon one cushion and her feet and 
insteps upon the other. N ow , the impressions upon the second 
cushion and the th in  ridge between them were ju s t tb® 
impressions w h ich  m igh t have been made by a pa ir o f sho*9 
held close together. B u t that w ould not be a natural attitud® 
fo r anyone, and the m ark upon the head cushion was vety 
deep. Supposing tha t m y conjectures were true, then 3 
woman w ould  on ly lie  like  that because she was helplesSi 
because she had been flung there, because she could not lift 
herself— because, in  a word, her hands were tied behind hef 
back and her feet fastened together. W e ll, then, fo llow  thi®

206



1 train o f reasoning, m y fr ie n d ! Suppose m y conjectures— and 
We had noth ing b u t conjectures to  bu ild  upon— were true, 
j®e Woman flung upon the sofa could not be Helene Vauquier, 
*°r she w ould have said so; she could have had no reason fo r 
c°ncealment. B u t i t  m ust be M ile  Celie. There was the s lit in  

one cushion and the stain on the other which, o f course, 
* had not accounted for. There was s till, too, the puzzle o f the 
footsteps outside the glass doors. I f  M ile  Celie had been 
h°und upon the sofa, how came she to ru n  w ith  her lim bs 
free from  the house? There was a question— a question not 

to  answer.’
Yes,’ said M r  Ricardo.

'Yes; b u t there was also another question. Suppose tha t 
h^Ue Celie was, after a ll, the v ic tim , not the accomplice; 
8uPpose she had been flung  tied  upon the sofa; suppose tha t 
8°tnehow the im p rin t o f her shoes upon the ground had been 
^ d e ,  and tha t she had afterwards been carried away, so that 
fhe maid m igh t be cleared o f a ll com plic ity— in  that case i t  
“ ocame in te llig ib le  w hy the other foo tp rin ts  were scored out 
and here le ft. T h e  presum ption o f g u ilt w ould fa li upon her.

' There w ould  be p roo f tha t she ran hu rried ly  from  the room 
and sprang in to  a m otor-car o f her own free w ill. But, again, 

that theory were true, then Helene Vauquier was the 
accomplice and not M ile  Celie.’

' I  fo llow  tha t.’
'T hen  I  found an interesting piece o f evidence w ith  regard 

to the strange woman who came: I  picked up a long red hair 
7~a very im portan t piece o f evidence about w hich I  thought 
lt  best to  say no th ing  at all. I t  was not M ile  Celie’s hair, 
^h ich  is fa ir ; nor Vauquier’s, w h ich  is black; not M m e 
^auvray ’s, w hich is dyed b row n ; no r the charwoman’s, 
M iich  is grey. I t  was, therefore, the v is ito r’s. W e ll, we went 
upstairs to M ile  C ćlie ’s room .’

‘Yes,’ said M r  R icardo eagerly. ‘W e are com ing to the pot 
° f  cream.’

‘ In  tha t room  we learnt tha t Hćlene Vauquier, at her own 
request, had already paid i t  a v is it. I t  is true the Commissaire
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said tha t he had kept his eye on her the whole tim e. B ut notli 
the less from  the w indow  he saw me com ing down the ro^1 
and tha t he could not have done, as I  made sure, unless t>( 
had turned his back upon Vauquier and leaned out-o f ^  
w indow . N ow  at the tim e I  had an open m ind about Vauquiet' j  

O n the whole I  was inclined to th in k  she had no share in ^  
affair. B u t either she or M ile  Celie had, and perhaps both. But 
one o f them — yes. T h a t was sure. Therefore I  asked \vha’

l  t
i

drawers she touched after the Commissaire had leaned o u t 0
the w indow . F o r i f  she had any m otive in w ishing to v is it the 
room  she w ould  have satisfied it  when the Commissair®* 
back was turned. He pointed to a drawer, and I  took o u t1 
dress and shook it, th ink ing  tha t she may have wished to hi^e 
something. B u t noth ing fe ll out. On the other hand, howevd| 
I  saw some quite fresh grease-marks, made by fingers, 
the marks were wet. I  began to ask m yself how i t  was tb>* 
Hel£ne Vauquier, who had ju s t been helped to dress by tl'e 
nurse, had grease upon her fingers. T hen  I  looked at a dratf® 
w hich she had examined firs t o f all. There were no grea9e' 
marks on the clothes she had turned over before the CoU1' 
missaire leaned out o f the w indow . Therefore i t  fo llowed tb*j 
du ring  the few seconds when he was watching me she ha 
touched grease. I  looked about the room, and there on tb® 
dressing-table close by the chest o f drawers was a pot o f cd® 
cream. T h a t was the grease Helfene Vauquier had touched 
A nd  w hy— i f  not to hide some smali th ing  in  it, w h ich firstly’ 
she dared not keep in  her own room ; w hich, secondly, sh® 
w ished to hide in  the room  o f M ile  C e lie ; and which, thirdly> 
she had not had an opportun ity  to hide before? N ow  bea( 
those three conditions in  m ind, and te ll me what the sm ^  
th ing  was.’

M r  R icardo nodded his head.
‘ I  know  now,’ he said. ‘You to ld  me. T he  earrings o f MW® 

Celie. B u t I  should not have guessed i t  at the tim e.’
‘N o r could I — at the tim e ,’ said Hanaud. ‘ I  kept m y ope*1 

m ind about Helene V auqu ier; b u t I  locked the door and took 
the key. T hen  we went and heard Vauquier’s story. T he  story
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38 clever, because so m uch o f i t  was obvious!y, ind isputably 
7 ®- The account o f the seances, o f M m e D auvray’s super- 

st'tions, her desire fo r an interview  w ith  M m e de Montespan 
^ h  details are not invented. I t  was interesting, too, to 

that there had been a seance planned fo r that n igh t! 
he method o f the m urder began to be elear. So fa r she spoke 
e truth. But then she lied. Yes, she lied, and it  was a bad lie, 

[hy friend. She to ld  us tha t the strange woman AdNe had 
ack hair. N ow  I  carried in  m y pocket-book p roo f tha t that 

^°ntan’s hair was red. W hy  d id  she lie, except to  make 
'hipossible the identification o f tha t strange visitor? T h a t was 

8 first false step taken by Helene Vauquier.
How let us take the second. I  thought noth ing o f her 

j^ricour against M ile  Celie. T o  me i t  was all very natural. 
^ 6—the hard peasant woman no longer young, who had 
een for years the confidential servant o f M m e Dauvray, and 

110 doubt had taken her levy from  the impostors who preyed 
uP°n her credulous mistress— certainly she w ould hate th is 
y°Ung and p re tty  outcast whom she has to  w a it upon, whose 
air she has to dress. Vauquier— she w ould  hate her. B u t i f  by 

chance she were in  the p lo t— and the lie seemed to show 
.Je Was— then the seances showed me new possibilities. For 

elene used to help M ile  Celie. Suppose that the seance had 
^ en place, tha t th is sceptical v is ito r w ith  the red hair p ro- 
®ssed herself dissatisfied w ith  V auquier’s method o f testing 
^  medium, had suggested another way, M ile  Celie could not 
°ject, and there she w ould be neatly and securely packed up 
eyond the power o f offering any resistance, before she could 

, ave a suspicion tha t things were wrong. I t  w ould be an easy 
'file comedy to play. A nd  i f  that were true— why, there were 

my sofa cushions partly  explained.’
'Yes, I  see!’ cried Ricardo, w ith  enthusiasm. ‘You are 

'v°nderfu l.’
Hanaud was not displeased w ith  his companion’s enthu-

s‘asm.
‘But w ait a moment. We have only conjectures so far, and 

°ne fact that Helene Vauquier lied about the colour o f the
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strange woman’8 hair. N ow  we get another fact. M ile  
was wearing buckles on her shoes. A n d  there is m y s lit in 1, ( 
sofa cushions. F o r when she is flung on to the sofa, what "'l 
she do ? She w ill kick, she w ill struggle. O f course i t  is 
jecture. I  do not as yet hołd pigheadedly to it. I  am not j  
sure that M ile  Celie is innocent. I  am w illin g  at any moine 
to adm it tha t the facts contradict m y theory. But, on $  
contrary, each fact tha t I  discover helps i t  to  take shape-

‘ N ow  I  come to Hćlćne Vauquier’s second mistake. On t” 
evening when you saw M ile  Celie in  the garden behind ^  
baccarat-rooms you noticed that she wore no jew e lle ry ex<̂ P 
a pair o f d iam ond eardrops. In  the photograph o f her wh|C 
W ethe rm ill showed me, again she was wearing them. Is it  n°’j 
therefore, probable tha t she usually wore them? When 
examined her room I  found the case fo r those earrings— 
case was em pty. I t  was natural, then, to  in fe r tha t she ^  
wearing them  when she came down to  the seance.’

‘Yes.’
‘W e ll, I  read a description— a carefully w ritten  descripd011 

— o f the m issing g ir l, made by Helene Vauquier after ali 
examination o f the g ir l ’s wardrobe. There is no mention 
the earrings. So I  asked her— “ Was she not wearing thefli' 
Hetóne Vauquier was taken by surprise. H ow  should I  kn<># 
anyth ing o f M ile  Celie’s earrings? She hesitated. She d id  n°l 
qu ite  know w hat answer to make. N ow , why? Since s*1* 
herself dressed M ile  Celie, and remembers so very well ** 
she wore, w hy does she hesitate? W e ll, there is a reason. SM 
does not know how m uch I  know about those diamond 
drops. She is not sure whether we have not dipped in to  th* 
po t o f cold cream and found them . Yet w ith o u t know ing 
cannot answer. So now we come back to  our pot o f  co> 
cream.’

‘Y es !’ cried M r  Ricardo. ‘T hey  were there.’
‘W a it a b it , ’ said Hanaud. ‘ L e t us see how  i t  works 0&\ 

Remember the conditions. Vauquier has some smali thiflS* 
w h ich  she m ust hide, and w h ich  she wishes to  hide in  
Celie’s room . F o r she adm itted tha t i t  was her suggestion th#
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s e should look through mademoiselle’s wardrobe. For what 
reas°n does she choose the g ir l ’s room, except that i f  the th ing  
'**re discovered tha t w ould be the natural place fo r it? I t  is, 

en> something belonging to  M ile  Celie. There was a second 
c°ndition we la id down. I t  was something Vauquier had not 
n°t been able to hide before. I t  came, then, in to  her possession 

st night. W hy  could she not hide i t  last night? Because she 
'Vas not alone. There were the man and the woman, her 
acc°mplices. I t  was something, then, w hich she was concerned 
'n hiding from  them. I t  is not rash to guess, then, that i t  was 
^nie piece o f the p lunder o f w hich the other tw o w ould have 

Sirned th e ir share— and a piece o f p lunder belonging to 
g le Celie. W e ll, she has noth ing bu t the diamond eardrops. 
uPpose Vauquier is le ft alone to  guard M ile  Celie w hile  the 

°|Ker two ransack M m e D auvray’s room. She sees her chance. 
ne g irl cannot  s tir hand or foo t to save herself. Vauquier 

ears the eardrops in  a h u rry  from  her ears— and there I  have 
p  drop o f blood ju s t where I  should expect i t  to  be. B ut now 
°Uow th is ! Vauquier hides the earrings in  her pocket. She 

g0es to bed in  order to  be chloroformed. She knows tha t i t  is 
VerY possible that her room w il l  be searched before she 
!^§ains consciousness, or before she is w e ll enough to move.

nere is on ly one place where they w ill be safe. In  bed w ith  
,̂ er- But in  the m orning she must get r id  o f them, and a nurse 
la With her. Hence the excuse to go to M ile  Celie’s room. I f  
^  eardrops are found in  the pot o f cold cream, i t  w ould only 
e thought that M ile  Celie had herself hidden them  there fo r 

^ e ty .  Again i t  is conjecture, and I  w ish to  make sure. So I  
Vauquier she can go away, and I  leave her unwatched. I  

ave her driven to the depót instead o f to her friends, and 
Searched. U pon her is found the pot o f cream, and in  the 
Cream M ile  Celie’s eardrops. She had slipped in to  M ile  
^elie’s room, as, i f  m y theory was correct, she w ould be sure 
to do, and p u t the pot o f cream in to  her pocket. So I  am now 
feirly sure that she is concerned in  the murder.

'We then went to M m e D auvray’s room and discovered 
brillian ts  and her ornaments. A t once the meaning o f that
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agitated piece o f handw riting  o f M ile  Celie’s becomes 
She is asked where the jewels are hidden. She cannot ansW#' 
fo r her m outh, o f course, is stopped. She has to w rite . ThuS 
m y conjectures get more and more support. And, m ind th*5' 
one o f the tw o women is gu ilty— Celie o r Vauquier. w  
discoveries a ll f i t  in  w ith  the theory o f Celie’s innocence. 
there remain the foo tprin ts , fo r w hich I  found no explanatiotl

‘You w ill remember I  made you all promise silence as 
the find ing  o f M m e D auvray’s jewellery. F o r I  though t,11 
they have taken the g ir l away so tha t suspicion may fa li on h£( 
and not on Vauquier, they mean to dispose o f her. But the) 
may keep her so long as they have a chance o f find ing  °ut 
from  her M m e D auvray’s hiding-place. I t  was a smali chan<* 
bu t our on ly one. The  moment the discovery o f the jew e lW  
was published the g ir l ’s fate was sealed, were m y theory tfl>£'

‘Then  came our advertisement and M m e G ob in ’s w rittd  
testimony. There was one smali po in t o f interest which I  ta^ 
f irs t : her statement that Adele was the C hristian name o f w* 
woman w ith  the red hair, that the o ld  woman who was 
servant in  the house in  the suburb o f Geneva called her Ade|e' 
ju s t s im p ly Ad£le. T h a t interested me, fo r Hel&ne Vauqu*e( 
had called her Adćle too when she was describing to us tl>£ 
unknown v is itor. “ Adele”  was what M m e Dauvray call£ 
her.’

‘Yes,’ said Ricardo. ‘Helene Vauquier made a slip thef£' 
She should have given her a false name.’

Hanaud nodded.
‘ I t  is the one slip  she made in  the whole o f the busines* 

N o r d id  she recover herself. very cleverly. For when tb* 
Commissaire pounced upon the name, she at once m o d ifi^  
her words. She on ly thought now that the name was Ad£l£l 
o r something like it.  B u t when I  went on to suggest that tb£ 
name in  any case w ould  be a false one, at once she went bad 
upon her modifications. A nd  now she was sure tha t A d ^£ 
was the name used. I  remembered her hesitation when I  rea 
M arthe  G ob in ’s letter. T hey helped to  confirm  me in  A1' 
theory tha t she was in  the p lo t; and they made me very suf£
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i t  was an Adele fo r whom we had to look. So fa r well. But 
er statements in  the letter puzzled me. For instance, “ She 
ligh tly  and ąu ick ly  across the pavement in to  the house, as 

°ugh she were afraid to be seen.”  Those were the words, 
the woman was obviously honest. W hat became o f my 

eory then? T he  g ir l was free to run, free to stoop and p ick 
P the tra in  o f her gown in  her hand, free to shout fo r help in  
e °pen Street i f  she wanted help. N o ; that I  could not 

explain u n til that afternoon, when I  saw M ile  Celie’s te rro r- 
8tr'cken eyes fixed upon tha t fiask, as Lemerre poured a lit tle  
°ut and b u rn t a hole in  the sack. Then  I  understood well 
^n°Ugh. T he  fear o f v i t r io l !’ Hanaud gave an uneasy shudder. 

i t  is enough to  make anyone a fra id ! T h a t I  can te ll you. 
0 Wonder she lay s til l as a mouse upon the sofa in  the bed- 

r°°m. N o wonder she ran ąu ick ly  in to  the house. W ell, there 
y°u have the explanation. I  had only m y theory to w ork upon 

after M m e G ob in ’s evidence. But as it  happened i t  was 
. e tig h t one. M eanwhile, o f course, I  made m y inąuiries 
‘nt°W e th e rm ill’s circumstances. M y  good friends in  England 
elped me. T hey were precar.ious. H e owed money in  A ix , 

P^ney at his hotel. W e knew from  the m otor-car tha t the man 
Were searching fo r had returned to A ix . Th ings began to 

black fo r W etherm ill. Then  you gave me a lit tle  piece o f 
'^o rrna tion .’

I !’ exclaimed R icardo, w ith  a start.
. Yes. Y ou to ld  me tha t you walked up to the hotel w ith  
. arry W etherm ill on the n igh t o f the m urder and separated 
i^st before ten. A  glance in to  his rooms w hich I  had— you 
^d l remember tha t when we had discovered the m otor-car I  
8,Jggested tha t we should go to H a rry  W etherm ilPs rooms 
4l*d talk i t  over— that glance enabled me to see that he could 
Very easily have got ou t o f his room on to  the veranda below 
a,1d escaped from  the hotel by the garden ąu ite  unseen. For 
y°U w ill remember that whereas your rooms look out to the 
r°n t and on to the slope o f M o u n t Revard, W etherm ilFs 
°°k ou t over the garden and the tow n o f A ix . In  a ąuarter o f 
811 hour o r tw enty m inutes he could have reached the Y illa
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Rose. He could have been in  the salon before half-past ten. 
and tha t is ju s t the hour w hich suited me perfectly. And, & 
he got out unnoticed, so he could re turn. So he d id  return 
M y  friend, there are some interesting marks upon the w indo^' 
s ili o f W etherm ilPs room and upon the p illa r ju s t beneath •*' 
Take a look, M . Ricardo, when you re turn  to your hotel. ^  
that was not all. W e talked o f Geneva in  M r  W etherm ills 
room, and o f the distance between Geneva and A ix . Do y°u 
remember that?’

‘Yes,’ replied Ricardo. ,
‘D o you remember too tha t I asked h im  for a road-book? 
‘Yes; to make sure o f the distance. I  do.’
‘Ah, b u t i t  was not to  make sure o f the distance tha t I  aske° 

fo r the road-book, m y friend. I  asked in  order to  find  ou1 
whether H a rry  W etherm ill had a road-book at all w hich gaV'e 
a plan o f the roads between here and Geneva. A nd  he ha^ 
He handed it  to  me at once and quite naturally. 1 hope that 
took i t  calm ly, b u t I  was not at all calm inside. For i t  was i  
new road-book, w hich, by the way, he bought a week befot®’ 
and I  was asking m yself all the w hile— now what was 
asking m yself, M . Ricardo?’

‘N o ,’ said Ricardo, w ith  a smile. ‘ I  am grow ing wary. I  ' vl 
not te ll you what you were asking yourself, M . Hanaud. F°* 
even were I  righ t you w ou ld  make out that I  was wrong, a0 
leap upon me w ith  in juries and gibes. No, you shall drink 
your coffee and te ll me o f your own accord.’

‘W e ll,’ said Hanaud, laughing, ‘ I  w ill te ll you. I  was asking 
myself: “ W hy  does a man who owns no m otor-car, who h it69 
no m otor-car, go out in to  A ix  and buy an autom ob ilis ts 
road-map? W ith  what ob jectr”  A nd  I  found i t  an interesting 
ąuestion. M . H a rry  W ethe rm ill was not the man to go upon a 
walking tour, eh?Oh, I  was obtaining evidence. B ut then came 
an overwhelm ing th in g — the m urder o f M arthe G obin. W e 
know now how he d id  it. H e walked beside the cab, p u t his 
head in  at the w indow , asked, “ Have you come in  answer to 
the advertisement?”  and stabbed her straight to the heart 
through her dress. The dress and the weapon w hich he used
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'v°uld save h im  from  being stained w ith  her blood. He was in  
room that m om ing, when we were at the station. As I  

01c* you, he le ft his glove behind. He was searching fo r a 
telegram in  answer to your advertisement. O r he came to 
j^Und you. He had already received his telegram from  

•Ppolyte. He was like a fox in  a cage, snapping at everyone, 
'Sting va in ly th is way and that way, risking everything and 

^ ty o n e  to save his precious neck. M arthe  G ob in  was in  the 
She is k illed. M ile  Celie is a danger. So M ile  Celie must 

Suppressed. A n d  o ff goes a telegram to  the Geneva paper, 
a"ded in  by a waiter from  the cafe at the station o f Chambery 
Horę five o’clock. W ethe rm ill went to  Chambery that 
lernoon when we went to  Geneva. Once we could get h im  

0f* the run, once we could so harry and bustle h im  tha t he 
> t  take risks— why, we had h im . A nd  that aftem oon he 
ad to take them .’

So that even before M arthe  G ob in  was k illed  you were 
8Ure that W e the rm ill was the m urderer?’

Hanaud’s face clouded over.
You p u t you r finger on a sore place, M . Ricardo. I  was 

8Ure. bu t I  s till wanted evidence to convict. I  le ft h im  free, 
°ping fo r tha t evidence. I  le ft h im  free, hoping tha t he w ould  

H ftm it himself. He d id, b u t— w ell, le t us ta lk  o f someone 
V  W hat o f M ile  Celie?’

Ricardo drew a le tter from  his pocket. 
r I  have a sister in  London, a w idów ,’ he said. ‘ She is k ind.
> too, have been th ink ing  o f what w ill become o f M ile  Celie. 
"Tote to m y sister, and here is her reply. M ile  Celie w ill be 

Very welcome.’
Hanaud stretchedout his hand and shook Ricardo’swarm ly. 
She w ill not, I  th ink , be fo r very long a burden. She is 

y°Ung. She w il l  recover from  th is shock. She is very pretty, 
Very gentle. I f — i f  no one comes forw ard whom she loves and 
H o  loves her— I — yes, I  myself, who was her papa fo r one 
^'ght, w il l  be her husband fo r ever.’

He laughed inord inate ly at his own jo k e ; i t  was a habit o f 
H  Hanaud’s. T hen  he said gravely:
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‘B u t I  am glad, M . Ricardo, fo r M ile  Celie’s sake that 
came to your amusing d inner-party  in  London .’

M r  R icardo was silent fo r a moment. Then  he ask^ 
‘A nd what w ill happen to the condemned?’
‘T o  the women? Im prisonm ent fo r life .’
‘A nd  to the man?’
Hanaud shrugged his shoulders.
‘Perhaps the gu illo tine. Perhaps New Caledonia. H ow  d 

I  say? I  am not the President o f the Republic.’
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