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CHAPTER 1
GHOSTS IN AFRICA

'Upon my word, this is--' He hesitated, then chose another form of words with which to
conclude his sentence. 'This is extraordinary.'

He allowed the paper to flutter from between his fingers, stood staring at nothing, then,
stooping, picked up the sheet of blue post from where it had fallen at his feet.

'Extraordinary!' he repeated.

He regarded it and handled it as if it had been some uncanny thing--though, on the face of it, it
was nothing of the kind. It was a formal letter addressed to 'Guy Holland, Esq., 37A Craven
Street, W.C.' It began 'Dear Sir,' and ended 'Yr. obedt. servant, SAML. COLLYER.' Between the
beginning and the end it informed him that his uncle, George Burton, had died at Nice on
February 23, and that the writer would feel obliged if he would call upon him at his earliest
possible convenience.

'T wonder if I saw him die?' Mr Holland knit his brows as he asked himself the question. 'How
could I, when I was in Mashonaland and he was in Nice? Absurd!

He laughed, as it has been written, 'hollowly'; the laugh of uneasiness rather than mirth.
Then he went and saw the lady.

She was waiting on a seat by a certain piece of water in Regent's Park. She must have had
eyes behind, because, although she was sitting with her back to him, directly he stepped upon
the grass she sprang up, and, as if she had been observing him all the time, went to him at
something very like a run. He advanced at quick step. They met in the middle of the grass plot,
contrary to regulations, which forbid people to walk upon the grass. They each gave two hands,
and that with an air which suggested that if that had not been a public place they would have
given each other something else as well.

'Guy!" she exclaimed. 'T thought you were the other side of the world. What a time you've
been!

'Coming from the other side of the world? or from Craven Street? It is some distance from
Craven Street to Regent's Park.'

'You are in Craven Street, are you? What's it mean? You're looking well--sort of coppery
colour; it suits you.'

'That's the air of the veldt; it burnishes a man's skin. You're looking sweet. I say, it's awfully
hard lines that I can't kiss you. Mayn't I--just a little one?"

'In broad daylight, in Regent's Park, with a hundred pairs of eyes observing us from Hamilton
Terrace? Thank you; some other day. When I had your note--what a note! "Meet me at the old
place at noon"--I wondered who I was to meet, you or your ghost. As a matter of fact, I had a most
important engagement--just at noon; but I put it off on purpose to come and see.'

'That was very dear of you. I'm not my ghost, I'm me.'

'But--Guy, have you made your fortune? You didn't seem as if you were going to make it at
quite such a rate when you wrote last.'

He shook his head.

'‘Came back with less in my pockets than when I left.’
'Then--what does it mean?'

'My uncle's dead.'

'Mr Burton?'

He nodded.
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'Has he left you his money? Oh, Guy!"

'As to that, I can't say. At present I know nothing. The fact is, Letty, it's--it's a queer business.
You won't laugh?'

'What at?'

'Well'--he held out an envelope--'if I hadn't found this letter awaiting me telling me of the old
man's death, I should have accused myself of softening of the brain, or something of the kind. As
it is, I believe I've had a vision.'

'A vision! You? Guy, fancy your discovering that there are visions about."'
'You're laughing at me now.'

'I'm doing nothing of the kind. How can you say such a thing? I'm the soul of gravity. Do I ever
laugh?'

As a matter of fact, there was a twinkle in her eyes even as she spoke, which he perceived.

'All right; laugh it out. I don't mind. All I can say is that it's gospel truth, and seems queer
enough to me, though I daresay it's extremely comic to anybody else.'

'What seems comic? You haven't said a word.'
'Let's find a seat, and I'll say a good many.'

They found a seat--not the one she had been sitting on, but one which was sheltered by a tree.
It was, perhaps, because it was in the shade that they temporarily ignored the fact that they were
yet in Regent's Park. They were still pretty close together when he began to tell his tale.

'On the 23rd of February I had had a long day in the open. It was broiling hot, and in the
evening I was glad to get back under cover. As I sat at my tent door, too tired even to smoke, I
saw, right in front of me, my uncle.’

'Your uncle? Mr Burton? Where was this?"
'Perhaps three hundred miles north of Buluwayo.'
'But--what was your uncle doing there?'

'T told you it was a queer business, and so it was. Let me try to explain. Straight in front of
where I was sitting the plain stretched for heaven knows how many miles right away to the
horizon. There were no buildings; scarcely a bush or a tree was to be seen; just the monotonous
level ground. All at once I perceived, certainly within a hundred feet of where I was, a flight of
steps.'

'A flight of steps?'

'Well, I had a sort of general idea that there was a building in connection, but my eyes were
fixed upon the steps. I seemed to know them. There was a wide open door at top. I felt that I was
well acquainted with what was on the other side of that door. On the steps my uncle was
standing. Mind, I saw him as well as I see you, and, thank goodness, I can see you pretty well. I
can't tell you what he wore, because I'm no hand at describing clothes; but I've an impression
that he had on a suit of tweeds and a bowler hat. He was apparently lounging on the steps,
watching the passers-by. He did not see me--of that I was sure. On a sudden someone else came
towards him up the steps. He was a stranger to me, though I think I should know him if I saw him
again. He was taller than my uncle, and, I imagine, younger. Anyhow, he was altogether a bigger
and a stronger man. He had a walking stick in his hand, with a horn handle. Directly he got
within reach, without, so far as I could judge, uttering a word of warning, with this stick he
struck my uncle with all his force across the face. I suspect that my uncle had seen him coming
before I did, and, for reasons of his own, had stuck to what he deemed his post of vantage on the
steps, being unwilling to go and meet him, and ashamed to run away. That he was not so taken
aback by the suddenness of the attack as I was I felt persuaded. He put out his hand to guard
himself, and, I fancy, at the last moment was disposed to turn tail and flee. But it was too late.
The blow got home. He staggered back and would have fallen had not the stranger gripped him
with his left hand, and commenced to belabour him with the stick which he held with his right.
People came streaming out of the open door above and up the steps from the street. My uncle
made not the faintest attempt at resistance. When the people came close enough to hamper the
free action of his arm, the stranger, giving his victim a push, sent him head foremost down the
steps. In an instant the whole thing vanished.'

Mr Holland ceased. The lady had been regarding him with wide-open grey eyes.
'Guy!' she said.

'Wasn't it odd?"



'0dd? You must have been dreaming.'

'T was as wide awake as you are. It was a mirage, or vision, or something of the kind. The
queerest part of it was that it was so amazingly real, and so near. When the thing had gone I kept
asking myself why I hadn't jumped up and interfered. I could have got there in a dozen strides.'

'Then what happened?"

'l sat for a long time half dazed, half expecting the thing to come again, or to continue from
the point at which it had left off. Then I went and told a man with whom I was chumming what I'd
seen. He said the sun had got into my eyes, advised me to have a drink--made fun of it altogether.
But I knew better; and, as it turned out, I was haunted by my uncle all through the night.’

'Awake or sleeping?"

‘Awake. I couldn't sleep. I was haunted by a feeling that he was dying. The stranger had not
killed him; but in consequence of the thrashing he had received he was struggling with death,
and kept calling out to me to come to him; and I couldn't.'

'Poor Guy!'
The lady softly stroked the hand of his which she held between her two.

'T wondered if I was on the verge of an attack of illness or going mad, or what, though
personally I felt as fit as a fiddle all the time, with my senses as much about me as they are now. I
kept hearing him call out, over and over again, "Guy, Guy!" in the voice I knew so well and wasn't
particularly fond of. There was something else which he kept repeating.’

'What was that?'
'""The ruby."
'The ruby?"

'T haven't a notion of what he meant or what the whole thing meant, but at least a dozen times
that night I heard him referring to a ruby,--the ruby, he called it. Long and seemingly involved
sentences I heard him utter, but the only two words I could distinguish were those two--"the
ruby"; and, as I have said, those two I heard him pronounce certainly a dozen times. And in the
morning I was conscious of an absolute conviction that he was dead.'

'How very strange.'

I'm not one of your clever chaps, so I don't pretend to be able to suggest a sufficient
explanation, but the entire business reminds me of what I've heard about second sight. Although
in the body I was out there on the veldt I seemed to know and see what was taking place heaven
knows how many thousand miles away. In spite of the persuasion which was borne in upon me
that he was dead, every day, and sometimes all day, I heard him calling out to me, "Guy, Guy!"
and every now and then, "The ruby!" It was as if he were imploring me to come to him.'

'So you came.'

'So I came. The truth is I couldn't stand it any longer. I should have gone off my head if I had
had much more of it. I was good for nothing, my nerves were all anyhow, everyone was laughing
at me. So I slipped off by myself without a word to a creature; got down to Cape Town, found a
boat just starting, and was off on it at once. Directly the boat was away the haunting stopped. My
nerves were all right in an instant. I told myself I was an ass; that I ought to have wired or
written, or done something sensible. Since, however, it was too late I tried to make the best of
things. I ran up to London so soon as we reached port, meaning, if it turned out that my
imagination had made a fool of me, to go straight back without breathing a word to anyone of my
ever having come.'

'Not even to me?'
'Not even to you. You wouldn't have liked me to turn up with nothing but a bee in my bonnet.'
'So long as you turned up, I shouldn't have cared for forty thousand bees. The idea!'

'That's very sweet of you. As it happened, no sooner did I appear at my old quarters than Mrs
Flickers produced a letter which had arrived for me--she did not know how long ago, and which
she had not known what to do with. It turned out to be an intimation from Collyer that that my
uncle had died on the 23rd of February, the very day on which, out on the veldt, I had seen him
assaulted by that unknown individual upon that flight of steps.'

'Guy, is this a ghost story you have been telling me? I don't want to be absurd, but it really
does look as if it were a case of the hand of destiny.'

'T don't know about the hand of destiny, but it does look as if it were a case of something.'



'T shouldn't be surprised if, after all, the old reprobate has left you some of his money.'
'Nor I. Oh, Letty, if he has! We'll be married on Monday.'

'As this is Friday, couldn't you make it Sunday? Monday seems such a long way off. My dear
Guy, first of all interview Mr Samuel Collyer. Then you'll learn the worst.'

'T am going to. Of course I had to see you first--'
'Of course.'

'‘But I wired to him that I'd call this afternoon.'
‘Then call.'

And Mr Holland called.

CHAPTER 11
THE QUEST ORDAINED

Mr Collyer's offices were in Pump Court, first floor front. Mr Samuel Collyer was a somewhat
short and pursy gentleman of about fifty years of age, with a clean-shaven face, and a manner
which gave such a varying complexion to the words he used as to cause it sometimes to be very
difficult to make out exactly what it was he meant; an extremely useful manner for a solicitor to
have. As with alert, swinging stride Mr Holland entered, Mr Collyer rose, greeting him with his
usual stolid air, as if he had just looked in from across the road, instead of from the wilds of
Africa.

'Good morning, Mr Guy. You're looking very brown.'
'Yes, I--I'm feeling very brown.'

The words seemed to come from him almost before he knew it, on the spur of the moment, as
if the presence of a third person lent them a special significance. Reclining in the only armchair
the room contained was a young gentleman of about Mr Holland's own age. He was well dressed,
good looking, very much at his ease, and he regarded Mr Holland with a suggestion of
amusement which seemed somehow to be very much in character.

'In questions of feeling is brown the equivalent of blue?"

Mr Holland's bearing was not so genial as the other's.

'T did not expect to see you here.'

'Nor, my dear Guy, did I expect to see you. I did not even wish to.'
'That I can easily believe.'

'It is Mr Collyer's fault that [ am here, not mine. I should have been content never to set eyes
on you again; and as for being in the same room with you--'

He left his sentence unfinished, with a little airy movement of his hand, which seemed to
round it off with a sting. He continued to smile, although Mr Holland regarded him for a moment
with eyes which were very far from smiling. The newcomer turned to the solicitor.

'T have your letter.'

'I presume, Mr Guy, that you had my letter nearly three months ago.'
'T had it this morning. I only came back from Africa last night.'

'From Africa? I was not aware you had gone so far.'

'Dear Guy is such a gadabout.'

The interpolation came from the young gentleman in the arm-chair. The solicitor went on.
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'The only address I had was the one in Craven Street. As my letter did not come back I
supposed it had reached you safely; but that, for reasons of your own, you chose to take no notice
of it. You know, Mr Guy, that in such matters you are a little erratic.'

'T know. You needn't remind me. So my uncle is dead. Of what did he die?"

'The immediate cause was apoplexy, brought on, it is to be feared, by something which
happened on the afternoon of his decease.'

The young gentleman in the arm-chair struck in.

'He was thrashed within an inch of his life, and very properly he was served.'
'Thrashed! Where? On a flight of steps?"

'On the steps of the Hotel des Anglais at Nice.'

'Good God! I thought I knew the place; of course it was the Hoétel des Anglais; it's--it's past
believing.'

The solicitor misapprehended the cause of Mr Holland's excitement.
'It does seem almost incredible; none the less it is a lamentable fact.'
The young gentleman put in his word.

'How incredible? The dear man misbehaved himself with another man's wife, as was his
invariable custom when he had a chance. The other man thrashed him for it. What could be more
natural? or simpler?"

Mr Holland ignored the inquiry.
'What is it, Mr Collyer, which you wish to say to me?"

'It is not so much that I have anything to say to you as that I have a duty to perform. I have to
read to you your uncle's will. His instructions were that it was to be read only in the presence of
both his nephews, his sole remaining relatives.'

'He has probably left all his money to found a hospital for cats, and wished us both to be
present, my dear Guy, so that we might enjoy each other's discomfiture.'

Mr Holland said nothing. Mr Collyer was taking some papers out of a metal box which stood
against the wall, and on the front of which was painted in white letters the name, 'George
Burton.' Reseating himself behind his table he held up a large white linen envelope, such as is
used in England for registered letters.

'T will read you the endorsement which is on it. "This envelope, which he told me contained his
will, was delivered to me by Mr George Burton, on the 22nd of June 1899, and was then and
there sealed by me in the presence of my two clerks whose names are undersigned." Then follow
my own signature, and the signatures of the clerks in question, both of whom are still in my
employ, Ferdinand Murpeatt and Benjamin Davis. Would either of you gentlemen like to see
them?'

'My good Mr Collyer, we don't want to see your clerks. Your clerks be sanctified. Why all this
form and fuss? Make an end of it. Let's know if it's cats or dogs Uncle Burton's favoured.'

'And you, Mr Guy, are you content that I should proceed at once to the contents of this
envelope?'

Mr Holland said nothing; he simply nodded. The solicitor, taking a penknife, began to cut open
the top of the envelope with a degree of care which perhaps erred on the side of overcaution. He
addressed them as he did so.

' may say that, beyond Mr Burton's own statement that it holds his will, I have no notion what
this envelope contains. I have no knowledge of the purport of the will; Mr Burton never gave me
the faintest hint as to what were his testamentary intentions. You are aware that your uncle was
a man who did what he liked, in his own way; and I say this, therefore, in order to give you to
understand that whatever form the will may take, I am not to be held responsible.’

The young gentleman in the arm-chair laughed.
'My dear Collyer, do cut the cackle, and do let's come to the 'osses.'

Mr Collyer took out from the envelope a single sheet of paper. Without further preamble he
commenced to read what was written on it, in a slow, monotonous, sing-song voice, as if it were
something sacred which he almost felt it his duty to intone.



"I, George Burton, of Hyde Park Terrace, London, W., do hereby announce that this is my last
Will and Testament, as written with my own hand on June 17, 1899."

"I have only two relatives living, viz., my two nephews, Horace Burton, my brother's son, and
Guy Holland, the son of my sister; and, since I love them equally well, I desire to do them equal
justice."

The reading was interrupted by prolonged laughter from the young gentleman in the arm-
chair.

'The dear man!' he cried.
Mr Collyer continued.

"I therefore give and bequeath all that I die possessed of, in real and personal estate, to my
nephew, Guy Holland--"'

'‘Good Lord!" exclaimed the young gentleman in the arm-chair.
Mr Holland's lips might have been closed a little tighter. The lawyer went on unmoved.

""Absolutely, to do with as he pleases, on condition that he recover from May Bewicke, the
actress, whom he knows, my ruby signet ring, which she obtained from me by means of a trick on
the 27th of this last May. The ring is well known to him, and to Horace, and to my lawyer, Samuel
Collyer. The ring is to be delivered to Samuel Collyer, whom I hereby appoint my sole executor,
by my nephew, Guy, within three months of the day of my death. Should he do so within the
period mentioned, then I do hereby name him as my sole heir and residuary legatee. In default,
however, of such delivery within the time stated, for any cause whatever, then my whole estate,
without any deduction whatever, is to become the absolute property of my other nephew, Horace
Burton."

'""Since the chances that Guy will obtain the ring from Miss Bewicke are not very large, that
young woman preferring to keep tight hold of anything she has once laid her hands on, in making
this will I am doing Horace even more than justice."

""In the improbable case of the delivery of my ruby signet ring by Guy to Samuel Collyer,
within the aforementioned three months of my decease, it is to be held by the said Samuel
Collyer, and not to pass out of his possession until his death, when it is to be sold, and the
proceeds devoted to form a Society for the Reformation of Actresses."

'""As witness my hand and signature this seventeenth day of June, Eighteen hundred and
ninety-nine. GEORGE BurTON."

""Witnesses--"

""John Claney, 13 Porchester Terrace, W."

""Augustus Evans, 83 Belgrave Row, S.W."

The reading was followed by silence, broken by a question from Mr Holland.
'And pray what is the plain English of it all?'

'The will is plain English. You are to obtain a certain ring from a certain lady and deliver it to
me within a certain time. If you do so you are your uncle's heir; if you do not, Mr Horace is.'

'Within three months of his death. He died on the 23rd of February. This is the 19th of May. I
have four days in which to get the ring.'

'Apparently that is the case.'

'Supposing this lady refuses to give me the ring when I ask for it, as, so far as I can perceive,
she will be perfectly justified in doing.'

'Perfectly!"
The murmur came from Horace.
'"How am I to get it from her within four days? Where is Miss Bewicke now?'

'In London. She is acting at the Modern Theatre. I am afraid I am unable to assist you with any
advice as to how you are to procure the ring should she refuse to hand it over.'

Mr Holland stood up.



'Is that will a good one?'

'You mean in a legal sense. I should say so, perfectly. It is just the sort of will I should have
expected your uncle to make. It is distinctly characteristic of the man.'

'My uncle was a most delightful person. Then, if I do not succeed in jockeying this lady out of
her property inside four days I'm a pauper.'

'At least you will not inherit under your uncle's will.'

As Mr Holland stood with knitted brows his cousin gave him a friendly pat upon the back. Mr
Holland whirled round to him in a manner which was distinctly not friendly.

'"How dare you touch me, sir!'

'My dear Guy! May not a cousin give a cousinly salutation to a cousin? My congratulations, my
dear boy. You're sure to be the heir. You always were so clever at diddling a woman.'

The blood showed even through Mr Holland's bronzed cheeks; his clenched fists twitched. The
other, however, paid no heed to these signs and portents.

'T believe you managed to diddle Miss Bewicke once before, eh, Guy?' He turned upon his
heels, with a little movement of his shoulders. 'Let's hope you'll succeed the second time as well
as I've been given to understand you did the first. Good-bye. Good luck, dear boy. Collyer, I'll look
in on you again.'

Mr Horace Burton strolled from the room. Presently Mr Holland followed him.

'I, also, Mr Collyer, will talk things over when I look in again. I don't feel equal to the task just
now.' He said to himself as he was going down the stairs, 'Nice to have to rob your old
sweetheart to keep yourself out of the gutter. He knew very well there had been passages
between us; so he set me the dirtiest job to do which he could think of. The brute! I'd better have
stayed in Africa than have come back to this. I wonder what Letty'll say.'

The solicitor, left alone, leaning back in his chair, stroked his chin with his hand as if to
discover whether it wanted shaving.

'They don't know that Miss May Bewicke is Mr Samuel Collyer's niece. I fancy that there are
only one or two persons who are aware that he has a niece upon the stage. George Burton
certainly was not.'

He smiled as if his own thoughts tickled him.

CHAPTER III
MISS BROAD COMMANDS

They were in Regent's Park again; at the same place; on the same seat. She said to him as he
came up,--

'T told papa that you were here. I'm of age, and I suppose I'm entitled to do as I please; but I
made up my mind that I'd have no secrecy. It's degrading.'

'Well, degrading's strong. And what did papa say?"

'T mentioned, at the same time, that your uncle was dead, and under the circumstances he
perhaps thought it advisable not to say much. At anyrate he didn't.’

'He might have done; and he will do soon.'
Something in his tone caught her ear.

'Guy! What's the matter? You don't mean--?"
'Not exactly, though I'm not sure it isn't worse.'

She half rose from the seat.
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'Has he left you nothing?"
He told her the purport of his uncle's will; she listening eager-eyed and open-mouthed.

'Do you mean to say that you're to get this ridiculous ring out of Miss Bewicke's possession in
four days, by fair means or foul?'

He nodded.

'‘But it's monstrous.'

'It is a pretty tall order?"

'What do you propose to do?"'

'T propose to call upon Miss Bewicke.'

In a moment, without any warning, she was standing up beside him stiff and straight.

'T see. Now I understand. That's the idea. I've no doubt that Miss Bewicke will find you a most
persuasive person.'

'My dear Letty!"

'Weren't you and Miss Bewicke once engaged to be married? Pray don't trouble yourself to
explain. I know all about it. You need have no fear of losing your uncle's inheritance. You are
quite sure to understand each other. She'll be delighted to give you the ring in exchange for
another. Would you like to give her mine?"

She actually began to unbutton her glove. He groaned.

'It's worth while seeing ghosts in Africa for this!'

'And what do you propose to say to Miss Bewicke when you call upon her?'
'That's what I want you to tell me.'

'T tell you! As if you didn't know! After the stories I have heard of her I had hoped that you
would have had no more to do with Miss Bewicke. But, of course, my wishes do not count.'

'If the stories you have heard are to Miss Bewicke's discredit, you may take my word for it that
they are libels.'

'You are sure to know. I am glad you have such a high opinion of her. When you have seen her
you might let me know what she says. That is, if she should say anything which was not spoken in
the strictest confidence.'

She actually walked away. He went after her.
'My dear Letty, don't you want me to try to get the ring?'

'By all means act in accordance with the dictates of your better judgment. You are so much
wiser than I.'

'But, Letty, if I don't get the ring, I--I won't say I lose you, because God knows I hope I never
shall do that; but it means that I shall have to wait for you, the Powers above alone can tell how
long. While getting it means getting you at once.'

'Guy, weren't you once engaged to be married to Miss Bewicke?"
'Yes, I was.'

'And I suppose you loved each other?'

'Letty, it's not like you to rub it in like this.'

'My dear Guy, let us look the situation fairly in the face. This person, from whom you are going
to ask this weighty favour--in effect you are going to ask her to bestow on you a fortune--is the
woman whom once you loved, and who was once your promised wife. I don't like it; it's no use
pretending to you that I do.'

'My dear Letty, do you think I like it? If it weren't for circumstances I'd let the ruby and the
fortune go together. Listen, the decision shall be in your hands. Shall I try to fulfil the old man's
preposterous and malignant condition? or shall I throw the whole thing up at once, let the money
go to Horace Burton, return to Africa, and keep on pounding away in the hope of making enough
to win you in the end? Now, which is it to be? You shall say.'

'It's not fair to place the entire responsibility upon my shoulders.'



'Since this is a matter in which you are primarily interested, my one desire is that your views
should be treated with the utmost possible deference.'

'Then get the ruby.’
'But how?'

'Tear it from her if you like; knock her down and steal it; I don't care. Only don't make love to
her under the pretence of doing me a service. Guy, if you're even civil to her--'

She left the sentence unfinished; the air with which she spoke was eloquent enough.
'My dear Letty, as if I should! Then do you suggest that I should go and see her?'

'Of course. To-night.'

'"To-night?"

'At once. And get the ruby from her somehow; I don't care how, but get it. And meet me here
in the morning with it in your hand.'

'But, dearest, Miss Bewicke goes to the theatre.'
'T don't care where she goes.'

'Exactly, but I can hardly interview her in the theatre; and, in any case, she would scarcely
have the ruby with her there.'

'Then see her after.'
'After the theatre?'

'Oh, Guy, don't keep asking me questions! If you only knew how I hate the notion of your
seeing her at all, especially to solicit a favour at her hands. But since I suppose you must, you
must get it over. Only I know what took place between you before; papa knows and everybody
knows--heaps of people have told me.' A curious something came into her voice, a sort of choking
sound. It frightened Mr Holland. 'Guy, you must see her to-night--to-night--and never again. Get
the ruby from her if you have to fight her for it, and meet me here to-morrow morning with it in
your hand.'

Without a word of warning she scurried from him down the path. He called after her.
'Letty!"
'Don't try to stop me. I don't want to speak to you when you're going to see that woman.'

There was that in her voice which caused him to deem it advisable to take her at her word. He
let her go. He remained behind to objurgate fickle fortune and other things. He told himself, not
for the first time,--

'It really was not worth while to see ghosts in Africa for this. If spectral visitations all tend this
way I bar them. The next ghost I see I'll decline to notice it. It shall lead somebody else into a
mess, not me.' He began to stroll towards the gate, kicking every now and then at the pebbles on
the path. 'Never thought Letty was such a little spitfire. Bless her heart! I love her for it all the
more. Who can have told her about the mess I made of things with May? I'll swear I didn't. These
things will out.' He groaned. 'It's past seven. I'll go and get something to eat. Then if food screws
my courage to the sticking point I'll go and interview Miss Bewicke a little later. But as for taking
that ruby from her vi et armis--oh, lord! If ever there was a forlorn hope, I'm down for one to-
night.’

Miss Bewicke had a flat in Victoria Street. A little after half-past eleven Mr Holland addressed
himself to the hall porter with an inquiry if she was in. There was that in his bearing which
suggested that the food which he had consumed had not exhilarated him to any appreciable
extent. In fact, so melancholy was his air that one would not have been surprised to learn that it
had injuriously affected his digestion. The porter regarded him askance.

'Do you know Miss Bewicke?"

'T have that honour.'

'‘Sure?'

'Tolerably sure.'

'You'll excuse my asking you, but such a lot of people, perfect strangers, come hanging about
and annoying her that my orders are not to let anybody go up if I can help it who isn't a friend of

hers. I understand you to say that you are a friend.'

'A friend of some years' standing.'



Mr Holland sighed. The porter observed him with dubious glances, being possibly doubtful as
to the meaning of the sigh.

'T suppose it's all right if you're a friend of hers; you ought to know best if you are. I can only
say that you'll do no good if you're trying it on. I don't know if Miss Bewicke is in; I don't think
she's returned from the theatre. But you can go up and see. I'll take you up in the lift if you like.'

The porter took him up in the lift. On the way Mr Holland asked a question.

'Do Miss Bewicke's unknown admirers allow their admiration to carry them as far as her
private residence?"

'T don't know about admiration. Idiots I call them; and sometimes worse. People hang about
here all day, and sometimes half the night, trying to introduce themselves to her, and I don't
know what rubbish. Why, I've known half-a-dozen cabs follow her from the theatre to the very
door.'

'"Empty cabs?'
'Not much; a fool, and sometimes two fools, in each.'

'Ah!" Mr Holland reflected. 'If Miss Bewicke had been destined to be my wife I wonder how I
should have enjoyed her being the object of such ardent admiration. Under such circumstances a
husband's feelings must be worth dissection.'

In reply to Mr Holland's modest knock, the door of Miss Bewicke's apartments was opened by
a young gentleman well over six feet high, who appeared to be in rather a curious frame of mind.

'What the deuce do you want?' was his courteous salutation.
'T want Miss Bewicke.'
'Oh, you do, do you? then just you come inside.'

He took Mr Holland by the shoulder, and that individual, although a little surprised at the
young gentleman's notion of the sort of reception which it was advisable to accord a friendly
visitor, suffered him to lead him to an apartment which was beyond. This was apparently a
sitting-room, prettily furnished, particularly with photographs, as is the manner of ladies who are
connected with the theatre, and contained a table which was laid for two. The young gentleman
still did not release Mr Holland's shoulder. He glared at him instead, and put to him this
flattering question,--

'‘Are you the blackguard who has been making himself a nuisance about the place this last
week and more?'

Mr Holland's reply was mild in the extreme.
'T hope not.'
"You hope not? What do you mean by that? Don't you know you are?"

'T do not. I think the mistake, sir, is yours. May I ask who you are? You have your own ideas of
how to greet the coming guest. Does Miss Bewicke keep you on the premises in order that you
may mete out this kind of treatment to all her friends? You should be popular.'

'You're no friend of Miss Bewicke's. Don't try to bounce me, sir. I'll tell you in two words who I
am. My name's Dumville--Bryan Dumville. Miss Bewicke is shortly to be my wife. As her affianced
husband I consider myself entitled to protect her from the impertinent attentions of any
twopenny-ha'penny bounder who chooses to think that because she condescends to appear upon
the stage of a theatre he is at liberty to persecute her when and how he pleases.'

'Your sentiments do you credit, Mr Dumville.'

'Don't try to soft-soap me, sir. You can speak smoothly enough to me; but I will give you ten
seconds, before I throw you down the stairs, to explain the meaning of your presence here.'

'T think, Mr Dumville, that, if I were you, I should make it a little more than ten seconds
before, as you put it, you throw me down the stairs. I have come to see Miss Bewicke. I am afraid
I can only explain myself to her.'

'No, you don't. That trick's been played before! It's stale; out you go!
'Don't be an ass, sir!'
'Ass!’

The epithet seemed to add fuel to the excitable Mr Dumville's flame. Throwing both arms
round Mr Holland, trying to lift him off the ground, he proceeded to hustle him towards the door.
Mr Holland, unwilling to be treated in quite such unceremonious fashion, displayed a capacity for



resistance for which, possibly, the other was unprepared. There was every prospect of a
delightful little bout of rough and tumble, when an interruption came.

'Bryan! what are you doing?"

The interruption came from a young lady who was standing at the open door.

CHAPTER IV
MR HOLIAND FAILS

A Small young lady, daintily fashioned, with a child-like face. She was charmingly dressed; a
big feather boa was round her neck. As she stood there, in spite of the perfection of her attire,
she looked more like a child than a woman. The men released each other. Mr Dumville explained.

'T was only going to throw the fellow down the stairs.'

'Is that all? And what has'--there was a little hesitation; then the word was softened by a smile-
-'the fellow done? And who may the fellow be?'

'T don't know. Some bounder, I suppose.'

Mr Dumville seemed slightly disconcerted, as if the situation had not quite shaped as he had
expected. Mr Holland's hat and stick had fallen to the floor. He stooped to pick them up. When he
turned there came an exclamation from the little lady at the door.

'Guy!"
'Miss Bewicke.'

'Whoever would have thought of seeing you? Why, this is Mr Holland, a friend of my childish
days.'

She advanced with a tiny gloved hand held out to him. Mr Dumville, whose hands were in his
trouser pockets, seemed disposed to be grumpy.

'It wasn't my fault; he should have told me.'
"You hardly gave me an opportunity.'

'My dear Bryan, I believe you're a little mad; that is, I believe you're a little madder even than
I thought you were. Guy, this is Bryan Dumville, a gentleman who thinks that he has claims on
me. Bryan, this is Guy Holland, who was a friend of mine when I was quite a little child; and that--
how long ago that is!"

'T don't see how I'm to blame. The porter was talking about the fellow who has been such a
nuisance, saying that he has been making himself particularly objectionable to-day, trying to
force his way upstairs, and I don't know what; and he added that he was hanging about at that
very moment, and if he turned his back he shouldn't be surprised if the blackguard made another
try to get at you. I made up my mind that if he did I would give him what for. So, when someone
knocked at the door, and I found it was a man, I went for him.'

'Nothing could be more natural.'

If Mr Holland's tone was a little dry Mr Dumville did not seem to notice it; but the lady
regarded the speaker with laughter lighting all her pretty face.

'Guy, you must sup with us.’
'Thank you, I have not long dined.'

'That doesn't matter; you must eat with us again.' She rang the bell. A maid appeared. 'Bring
another plate; Mr Holland will join us at supper.' Miss Bewicke proceeded to remove her outdoor
things, handing them to Mr Dumville one by one, talking as she did so. 'Someone told me that you
were at the other side of the world--at the North Pole, I think.'

'Not the North Pole; but I have been to Africa. I only returned last night.'
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'And you came to-day to see me? How perfectly delightful of you.'
Mr Holland winced. He was conscious that the lady might misapprehend the situation.
'The fact is, I have something rather important which I wish to say to you.'

'Indeed? How interesting! I like people to say important things to me. Say it while we're at
supper. That is, if it's something Bryan may be allowed to listen to.'

'If I'm in the way I'll go.'

Mr Holland was silent. He felt that Mr Dumville was in the way, but that he himself was hardly
in a position to say so. Miss Bewicke spoke for him.

'My dear Bryan, when you're in the way we'll let you know. Now, people, will you please sit
down?' They seated themselves at table. "What is this very important thing?--must it out?--or will
it keep?"

Mr Holland reflected. He thought of Letty, and other things. Miss Bewicke seemed disposed to
be friendly. Perhaps it was as well there was a third person present. He decided to make the
running.

'It's this way. My uncle's dead.'

'Your uncle? Mr George Burton? I hope you won't think me dreadful, but I cannot say I'm
sorry. He was not a person for whom I entertained feelings of profound respect.'

'He--he's left rather a peculiar will.'

'I'm not surprised. I should be surprised at nothing he did which was peculiar. I never knew
him do anything which wasn't. Or worse.'

Mr Holland resolved to plunge.

'He says you have a ruby ring of his."
'He says?--who says?'

'My uncle--in his will.'

Miss Bewicke laid down her knife and fork. 'Mr Holland, do I understand that you intend to
suggest that I have in my possession another person's property?'

'It's like this. He had a ruby ring, I know it very well. In his will he says you have it. He may
have given it to you for all I know; he did queer things--'

'Thank you.'
'T don't mean that.'
'It doesn't matter. Go on.'

'Anyhow, it's a condition of his will that I'm to get it back from you, and if I don't get it back
within three months of his death I'm to lose his money.'

'T don't in the least understand you. Will you please be so good as to make yourself quite
clear.'

He made himself as clear as he could, though he did not find it easy. Nor was his explanation
well received.

'Then am I to gather that you have come to me at midnight, hot-foot from Africa, in order to
get from me--a ring; a ruby ring?"

'It doesn't sound very nice, but that's the plain truth of it.'

'It's very flattering.'

‘Very!'

The chorus came from Mr Dumville, and was accompanied by a glare.

'T can only throw myself upon your mercy, Miss Bewicke, and implore you to let me have this
ring to save my inheritance.'

Miss Bewicke resumed her knife and fork, which had all this time been lying idle. There was a
change in her manner, which, though subtle, was well defined to Mr Holland's consciousness.

'By the way, Mr Holland, the other day I heard your name associated with a person called, I



think, Broad. Was it merely idle gossip, or do you know anything of a person with a name like
that?'

'T do. I know Miss Broad, and very well. I hope she will be my wife. She has promised that she
will.!

'‘Ah, you and I know what is the value of such promises, don't we, Mr Holland? Is she any
relation to Broad, the teaman, in Mincing Lane?"

'She is his daughter; his only child.'

'Indeed! His only child? How delightful! Old Broad has bushels of money. How nice for you, of
all men, to be received in such a family.'

The airy insolence of the tone was meant to sting, and did, though he endeavoured to conceal
the fact.

"You haven't answered my question.'
'Haven't I? What was your question?'
'Will you let me have the ring, to save my inheritance?'

'It's such an odd question--isn't it, Bryan? So mysterious. Melodrama's not at all my line. They
say I'm too small. Do you think that I'm too small?"

'T should imagine that you were better fitted to shine in domestic comedy.'
His words conveyed a meaning which this time stung her, although she laughed.

'But, my dear Mr Holland, what do you want with an inheritance when you are going to marry
a rich wife--the only child of her father, and he a widower. I'm told that old Broad's a millionaire.'

'I'm not marrying her for her father's money; nor for her own. Nor do I intend to go to her
empty-handed.'

'"How chivalrous you are! So changed!"
'Am I to have the ring?'

'Really, Mr Holland, you speak to me as if it were a case of stand and deliver. You can hardly
know how your uncle behaved or I do not think you would broach the subject to me at all. In any
case it is not one which I can discuss with you. Talk it over with Mr Dumville. Whatever he wishes
I will do. I always act on his advice; he is so very wise. Good-night, Mr Holland. So glad to have
seen you. Come soon again. Goodnight, Bryan, dear.'

'But you haven't had any supper.'

'Mr Holland has taken my appetite away; he has caused my mind to travel back to events
which I am always endeavouring to forget. But it doesn't matter. Hear what he has to say, and
decide for me. King will let you both out when your discussion's finished.'

Mr Holland stood up.

'Miss Bewicke, I am very sorry if I have said anything which has given you pain or offence.
Nothing could have been further from my intention.'

'Thank you.'
'But this matter which you treat so lightly--'
'Lightly!

'Is to me almost one of life and death. I believe that my uncle has left something like a quarter
of a million.'

'What a sum, Bryan! Doesn't it sound nice?"

'If I can hand this ring to Mr Collyer--'

'To whom?'

'To Mr Collyer, my uncle's solicitor, the money is mine. I have only four days left to do it in.'
'Four days! Just now you said three months.'

'The time appointed is three months after my uncle's death. He died on the 23rd of February. I
have only just become acquainted with the terms of his will. So in four days it will be decided if I
am to be a rich man or a pauper. You see, Miss Bewicke, that my fate is in your hands.'



'T really cannot discuss the matter with you now. It would make me ill. The strain would be too
much for me. I refer you to Mr Dumville. Bryan, dear, I leave the matter entirely in your hands.'

'Miss Bewicke--'
Mr Dumville rose.

'Mr Holland, you have heard what Miss Bewicke has said. So far as she is concerned the
discussion is closed. My dear, let me open the door for you.'

He opened the door for her. She passed out, with her handkerchief to her eyes. A fact on
which Mr Dumville commented.

"You see what you have done, sir--affected her to tears.'
'To what?'

'To tears!"

'Oh!"

'Well, sir, what have you to say to me?"

'To you?'

'Yes, sir, to me. You have said more than enough to Miss Bewicke. Now, perhaps there is
something which you would like to say to me, as her affianced husband.'

'There are one or two things which I should like to say to you, but I am inclined to think that I
had better not say them to you here. Nor do I quite see my way to ask you to come outside,
though I should like to.'

Mr Holland was savage, and unwise enough to show it. Mr Dumville, having polished his
eyeglass, replaced it in his eye so that he might scan the speaker with a greater show of dignity.

'What on earth do you mean by talking to me like that? If that's the kind of remark you wish to
make the sooner you get away the better.'

'T am quite of your opinion, Mr Dumville. I shall always remember with pleasure that I was
able to get away from you.'

Mr Dumville strode forward.

"You be hanged, sir!'

'After you, Mr Dumville, after you.'

'You had better be careful; although I don't want to have a vulgar row with you here.'

'Would you mind mentioning a place at which you would? I will try to make it convenient to be
there.'

Mr Dumville turned and rang the bell.
'What's that for?'
'For the servant to show you out.’

Mr Holland laughed, showing himself out without another word. He was conscious of two
things--that he had not been particularly discreet, and that he would like to make his indiscretion
greater by 'taking it out' of somebody. It was not often his temper gained the upper hand; when it
did he was apt to be dangerous both to himself and others.

Nor was his mood chastened by a little incident which took place as he was about to descend
the staircase. From a door which opened behind him Miss Bewicke addressed him in mellifluous
accents.

'Oh, Mr Holland, will you give my fondest love to dear Miss Broad? It's true that I don't know
her, but if you tell her what good friends you and I used to be I'm sure that she won't mind. I
hope to make her acquaintance one of these days, and then I'll tell her how fond you and I were
of one another. Good-night.'

Before he had a chance to answer the door was closed. He went down the stairs in a rage.
'The little cat!' he muttered. 'The little cat! who would have thought she had such claws?"

As he was going out into the street a woman, running against him, almost knocked him over.
She was entering the house, apparently in hot, unseeing haste; putting up her hand as if to
prevent his observation of her features; flying up the stairs as if danger was hard upon her heels.



Mr Holland adjusted his hat, which she had knocked almost off without offering the least
apology.

'T wonder what mischief you have been up to? Women are beauties, real beauties!"
Having indulged himself in this very cheap piece of cynicism, he, metaphorically, shook the

dust of the house from off his feet, but had not gone a dozen paces when he found himself face to
face with his cousin, Horace Burton.

CHAPTER V
A WOMAN SCORNED

Mr Burton might have been awaiting Mr Holland. He did not seem at all surprised to see him
there, even at that hour of the night, or, rather, morning, for midnight had long since chimed.

'How do, dear boy? So you haven't been letting the grass grow under your feet. That's where
you beat me; you are so energetic.'

And Mr Burton smiled. That smile was his most prominent feature. It was always there. Not
that it necessarily denoted mirth. Not at all. It might mean anything, or nothing. When he was in
a rage he smiled, and when he was in the best of tempers; when he wished to be agreeable, and
when he wished to be nasty--and he could be nasty. He was not a bad-looking man, in his way,
though there was something about him a little suggesting the worst side of the Semite, which
rather detracted from the general effect. It was difficult to say exactly what it was. Whether it
was that his nostrils were unduly thick, or that so much of his mouth as his heavy moustache
suffered to be visible was animal, or that his eyes, which were fine of their kind, had an odd trick
of intently observing you when you were not looking at him, and of wandering away into space
when you were, it would have needed an acute physiognomist to determine, and then that
physiognomist might have been in error. Certainly there was something about Mr Horace Burton
which nearly always caused an experienced man of the world, on first making his acquaintance,
to glance at him a first, a second, and again a third time, and then start thinking. Perhaps it was
that, in spite of his moustache, his chronic smile displayed his teeth, which were not nice ones; or
because of his soft, purring voice, which, when he became excited, had a squeak in it; or because
of his feline trick of touching a person, with whom he might be conversing, with his fingertips,
and stroking him, when he got near enough to do it.

Mr Holland regarded his cousin in silence. The encounter did not appear to astonish him, nor
to add to his pleasure either. Mr Burton continued.

'Well--have you got it?"
'Have I got what?'

'Ah--you've answered. You haven't. I see. Thanks. It was rather sharp work to raid the girl at
this hour of the night, don't you think? But you always were so keen. Was she nice to you? She
used to be, didn't she? You've been a lucky chap. I never could make out what women saw in you
to like. A lot of them have seen something. There's Miss Broad, for instance--'

'‘Don't mention that lady's name.'

'Not mention her name? My dear chap!' Mr Burton placed the finger-tips of his right hand
against Mr Holland's chest, to have them brushed aside as if they were some noxious insect. He
went on unmoved. 'She's to be my cousin; so I'm told. Unless you've jerked her up. I hear her
father kicked you out of the house; perhaps you anticipate more kicking; in a case like that you
can't kick back again. So perhaps you're wise to chuck the girl. I tell you what, dear boy.' The
finger-tips returned, again to be displaced. 'Marry the Bewicke girl. Get a special license to
marry the girl out of hand. Then you'll get the ruby and the money too. It's the only way you will.
Hearken to the words of a wise man.'

'Mr Burton, although I am so unfortunate as to be a relative of yours, I have on a previous
occasion been compelled to inform you that I decline to hold communication with, or afford you
recognition of any sort or kind. I repeat that intimation now. With my reasons you are well
acquainted; their name is Legion. Have the goodness, therefore, to let me pass.'

'But, my dear Guy, how about our uncle's money?'
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'What about my uncle's money?"

'Our uncle's; forgive the plural, Guy. Hadn't we better come to some friendly arrangement
while there still is time. You'll never get the ruby out of the Bewicke woman; I know her; she's a
daughter of the horse-leech; she'll see you damned first. Relinquish the chase at once--you'll have
to in a few hours, anyhow--and throw yourself on my magnanimity. There's a suggestion, Guy!
Give it up; withdraw at once from what you know is a lost game, and I'll present you with a
thousand pounds. Push the thing through to the bitter end, and you'll get nothing.'

'A thousand?--out of a quarter of a million?"

'Tt would be a gift, Guy--a free gift. It isn't every man who'd present a cousin who'd used him
as you've used me with a free gift of a thousand pounds.'

'Mr Burton, if the money is to be yours, I'll have none of it. I'm not disposed to be beholden to
your charity, nor to you in any way, as you are aware. If it is to be mine, you'll have none of it; I
know your tastes, and will not pander to their gratification. Let me pass.'

'See how different we are. If the money is to be mine--and it will be; it's as good as mine
already--I'll give you a few coppers every time we meet; I'll even send you some occasionally
through the post. Good-night! My love to both the ladies!"

Mr Burton hailed a passing hansom and was driven off. Mr Holland continued his promenade,
but had not gone far before he was accosted from behind.

'Mr Holland! Mr Holland!" exclaimed a female voice, as if the speaker were in distress for want
of breath.

'Who's that?' He turned to see. A feminine figure was hastening towards him. 'This promises to
be a night of adventure. Has that little hussy become humanised and changed her mind?"

The caller approached, holding her hand to her side.

'T wish to speak to you. You know me?'

They stood close to a lamp. Mr Holland looked her up and down.

'I seem to have seen you before. You are the person who rushed into the house as I came out.'
'That is it; I rushed--from him!'

She threw out her hand with a dramatic gesture, pointing down the street.

'From whom?'

'From your cousin--from Mr Horace Burton. Oh, he is a nice fellow! If I had stayed with him
much longer I should have killed him; so to save myself from killing him I rushed away.'

"My cousin's concerns are not mine. I cannot assume responsibility for anything he may do or
have done. You are mistaken if you suppose I can.'

'T am not mistaken; I know all that. You men are all the same; you hang together. If your own
brother drives a woman into the gutter, you say it is no affair of yours; you pass on, you leave her
there. Before you open your mouth I know you cannot be responsible for what he has done. But
you can make me to be revenged on him.'

'Even that I cannot do.'
'You can! I say you can!'

The woman spoke, not loudly, but with such passion and intensity of meaning that Mr Holland
was conscious of a curious sensation as he heard her. She was tall and thin, about thirty, not bad
looking, but precisely the type of woman the ordinary rake, seeking for a victim, would, if he had
his senses about him, have left severely alone. She was distinctly not a person to be trifled with.
Apparently a foreigner, because, although she spoke fluent English, there was now and then a
slight accent and a curious idiom which betrayed her. Written large all over her was what, to a
practised eye, was unmistakable evidence that she was of the number of those who take all
things seriously, even rakes. One could easily believe that to her a promise was a promise,
though it came from the mouth of a man; and since there are men who regard promises made to
women as a sort of persiflage, one would have thought that gentlemen who take that standpoint
would carefully avoid an individual who eyed matters of the kind from such an inconveniently
different point of view. Mr Horace Burton, however, was in some respects an unusual specimen
even of his class. Possibly the consciousness that he ran the risk of burning his own fingers by
playing tricks with this particular fire was the lure which drew him on.

Anyhow, Mr Holland told himself that this time his cousin had caught a Tartar, and became
more and more convinced of it as the woman went on.



'My name is Louise Casata; I am Corsican, as he will find, your cousin. I am the companion of
Miss May Bewicke." Mr Holland pricked up his ears at this, which the woman, with her keen
instinct, perceived. 'Now do you not remember me? I was with her when you used to make love to
her. I used to think you did it very well. But in those days you were fond of her. Now it is of
another woman you are fond. Although you may have forgotten, do not believe she has.'

This time Mr Holland winced.
'T think that now I do remember you. You used to write letters for her and that kind of thing.'

'All sorts of kinds of things. I do everything she tells me to; I am a Jack-of-all-trades. I would
act for her one day; I can act, but I am too large a size. But that does not matter; nor does it
matter what your cousin has done to me, though you can guess. But you cannot guess how he has
lied and juggled.'

'T think I can.'

'Then you must know him very well. In which case you have my sympathy. What does matter is
what you are going to do to him.'

'T am going to do nothing to him.'

'We will see; you will see; they all will see. Be still! Let me speak. He has told me about your
uncle's will--about the ruby which Miss Bewicke has. How, if you get it from her, you are to have
all the money; how, if you don't, he is to have it all. I know! Very well; you will get the ruby.
That's what you will do to him. He will be ruined, body and soul; though, for his soul, that was
lost long ago. If he wishes to keep his body out of prison he will have to be quick out of England.
He will not find it easy. There are those who are watching for him too well.'

'Are you sure of what you say?"

'Am I sure! Do I not know? It is only because they think he will get his uncle's money that he
has not been in prison before. I tell you there is a convict's uniform waiting for him in more than
one place. You will fit it on his back. I shall be revenged. I will go and see him when he is in gaol.
Every three months he will be allowed to receive a visit. I will be his visitor. To see me will give
him pleasure. I shall have such nice things to say. Oh, yes!

Mr Holland shivered. There was that about this woman which filled him with a sense of vague
discomfort.

'T don't like your way of putting things at all!

'What does it matter what you like? To get the ruby--that is your affair.'
'How do you suggest that I am, as you phrase it, "to get the ruby"?"
‘You will have to take it.'

‘Take it?"'

'She will never give it to you--never. She hates you. She also has been looking for revenge.
Now she has her chance. You behaved badly to her. Now she will behave badly to you.'

'T deny that I behaved badly to her. If you were acquainted with all the facts you would not
judge me with such hard judgment.'

'She thinks that you behaved badly to her, and, for a woman, that is enough.'
'Then am I to take it that you only think that Horace Burton has behaved badly to you?'

The woman favoured him with a look which made him realise more clearly than anything
which had gone before what a Tartar his cousin had encountered. She was silent for a moment or
two. When she did speak, she spoke quietly; but it was a quietude in which there was a quality
which was not peace.

'You think to get me in a rage. I am not such a fool. When I am in earnest I am not so easily
angered. It is no affair of yours if it is only that I think he has treated me badly. It is your affair to
get the ruby; and I tell you that to get it you must take it.'

'T am so dull as not to understand what you mean when you say that I must take it.'

'T will make it clear. You have four days--four only. Good! At one o'clock to-morrow night you
will come to Miss Bewicke's rooms. She will be out. It is Saturday. She goes by the midnight train
to Brighton until Monday. All will be dark. The front door you will find open. You will have but to
push it to enter. You will go to her bedroom; it is in front of you, the second door on the right as
you go in. That door, also, will be open. The dressing-table is before the window on the left. It has
many little drawers. In them are a great number of her jewels. In the bottom little drawer on the
right-hand side facing the glass there is one thing only; it is your uncle's ruby signet ring. I know.



I have seen it very often. She is not proud of the way in which she got it; she calls it "old Burton's
scalp." It is to her a trophy which she won in battle, so she keeps it all by itself in that little
bottom drawer. You have but to put your hand in; it is yours. You go away; you close the doors
behind you; for you the game is won.'

Mr Holland stared. The matter-of-fact air with which the proposal was made almost took his
breath away.

'You are suggesting that I should commit burglary.'
She made a contemptuous movement with her head and hands.

'It is but a word; what does it matter--a word? It is a burglary of which you will hear nothing
more. I promise you that Miss Bewicke will do nothing.'

'And the morality of the proceeding, what of that?'

'Morality!" She laughed. 'The morality! Do not talk to me such nonsense! Bah! As if anyone
cared for morality except for the sake of a----. But I shall not contend with you; you but amuse
yourself. You understand what I have said?"

'Perfectly. Too well.'
'Very good. Then I shall see you to-morrow night at one o'clock.'
"You will do nothing of the kind.'

'No, I shall not see you, because it will be dark; but you will be there. You will find the doors
open, and everything as I have said. It is already late; I must go. Good-bye.'

She went, fluttering from him up the street at a gait which was half walk, half run. He stood
looking after her, a little taken aback by the abruptness of her departure.

'That woman appears to have formed a high opinion of my character. She flatters me.'

CHAPTER VI
MISS BROAD COMMANDS A SECOND TIME

The next morning, although he was early at the rendezvous, Miss Broad was there before him.
He saw her before she saw him--or thought he did--and, unperceived, as he fancied, stood and
watched her. She was reading a book, sitting a little sideways, so that he saw her profile clearly.
It was a brilliant morning, and she was attired for the sun. She had on a light grey silky dress,
which was covered with flowers, and a huge hat, about a yard round, which matched the dress.
He thought how nice she looked. Of a charm so delicate. Instinct with the essence of all things
spiritual. He had been depressed as he had come through the park. The mere sight of her
dispelled the clouds. The blood moved brisker through his veins. Seeing how engrossed she was
by what she read, thinking to take her by surprise, he began to steal towards her across the
grass--which he ought not to have done. Hardly had he stepped over the little iron fence than a
stentorian voice bawled,--

'Come out of that!"

The invitation was addressed to him, as others, including Miss Broad, perceived as well as he
did. It was a keeper's civil method of suggesting that he should keep off the grass, which, just
there, was fenced about. He bowed to Miss Broad with a feeble smile, she merely nodding in
return, without rising from her seat. As he advanced towards her along the proper gravel path,
he was a little conscious that his approach had been robbed of dignity. She received him with an
air which was a little frigid--still without rising--and beginning at once on a subject which he
would have liked postponed.

'Well? Have you got it?'
'Have I got what?'

'You know very well what I mean. Have you got the ruby?--as you promised.’
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'As I promised? My dear Letty, I think that statement is--is a little unauthorised.'
'Does that mean that you haven't got it?"

'I'm afraid it does--as yet.'

'Did you try to get it?"

'T did.'

'Did you go and see that woman?'

'T called upon Miss Bewicke.'

'And do you mean to say that she refused to let you have it?'

'If you'll allow me, I'll tell you what took place.'

He told her--a trifle lamely, but still he presented her with a sufficiently clear picture of what
actually occurred--sufficiently clear, that is, to inflame her with indignation. She listened with
eyes which grew brighter and brighter, and lips which closed tighter and tighter. The spiritual
side of her became less obvious.

'And do you mean to say that you allowed the creature to trample on you without a word of
protest?"

'T am not aware that she did trample on me.'

'Not when, according to your own account, she treated you as if you were a dog? I wonder you
didn't take her into your hands and strangle her.'

'My dear Letty!"

'Of course I don't mean that; but you know what I do mean. As for that man--that Mr What's-
his-name--why didn't you knock him down?'

'In a lady's room? I did suggest that if he liked to step outside I should be happy to do him any
little service which was in my power.'

'And what did he do?'
'Rang the bell and requested the servant to show me out.'

'And you went? You actually allowed this man to kick you out--for that was what it came to--
without a word.'

'Well, my dear, Miss Bewicke called out to me as I was going down the stairs to say that she
sent her love to you.'

'Guy! you dare to tell me such a thing? You allow that creature to insult me by sending such a
message, or pretending to; and then you repeat her insolence to me. The little wretch! So you are
ruined.'

'Not yet. There are still about four days between me and the worst.'

'Then do you propose to allow her to have you kicked out of her apartments on each of those
four days? Besides insulting me? I had hardly imagined that you were that kind of person. But
one learns. Well, I suppose if you don't mind, I needn't. Though I really think you might be better
off if you returned to Africa before instead of afterwards.'

'That is something like the advice which Horace offered.'
She sat up straighter.
'Did you also see Mr Burton last night?"

'He was waiting in the street when I came out of Miss Bewicke's. He congratulated me on the
result of my visit.'

'Really, you appear to have had a thoroughly enjoyable time. Everybody seems to have had a
kick at you. For my part, Guy, rather than allow people to ride over me rough-shod, as you appear
disposed to do, I'd--I'd--steal the ruby.'

'You are in accordance with still another piece of advice which I received.'

'Guy! what do you mean?' He told her of his interview with Miss Casata. When he had finished
she drew a long breath.

'Guy, I should do as she says.'



‘Letty!"

'T should, I really should. So long as you get the ruby, no matter what happens, you can't be
worse off than you will be if you don't get it. If you don't get it, you are ruined. You will have to go
back to Africa and stay there for the rest of your life, or, at anyrate, till both of us are old;
because you know you've no more chance of getting money there than you have here, and that's
none at all. And you know you promised papa, and I promised papa, that you wouldn't marry till
you had money of your own. And that doesn't mean a pound or two; it means a lot. He doesn't like
to think you're marrying me for his money.'

'Letty!

'Well, he doesn't; you know he doesn't. Of course I know you're not, or should I be sitting here
talking to you now? But papa's different. And, anyhow, we promised. If there was nothing else to
be gained, I'd like you to take it if only for the sake of spiting that actress creature. I'll teach her
to send me messages.'

'But, my dear Letty, I fancy you don't quite realise that you are suggesting that I should
commit a felony.'

'Felony! Don't talk such stuff and nonsense." Her words reminded him of some of Miss
Casata's of the night before. For some cause he shivered. 'Doesn't your uncle as good as say she
stole it from him? And didn't that woman tell you that she's ashamed of it herself, and that
therefore she hides it away all alone in a drawer? That shows that she's perfectly conscious that
it's as much your property as hers. Indeed, it's much more your property. Your uncle left it to
you, and she's no right to keep you out of it a single moment. And she wouldn't, you know very
well that she wouldn't, if it wasn't for me. You threw her over--'

'Pardon me, I did not.'
'Then did she throw you over?'
'That's nearer the mark.'

'Really, Guy, you have an agreeable way of commending yourself to me. Then am I to
understand that she regards you as her cast-off rubbish?"

'We agreed that we had made a mistake. That is the truth of the matter. There was no
throwing over on either side.'

'Now, Guy, I know more than you suppose. Do you mean to deny that she resents the idea of
your being about to marry me?"

'She congratulated me on the fact last night.'

'Did she, indeed? How very good of her. And pray how did she congratulate you? As if she
meant it?"

'T suppose she meant it.'

"You suppose! Do you dare to tell me that you don't know quite well that her congratulations
were ironical?'

'Well, I confess I had my "doots.

'There! Didn't I say so all along? Oh, Guy, how difficult it is to get things out of you. Now, try
to be equally truthful again, and tell me, on your word of honour, if you don't know that she
would give you the ruby without a moment's hesitation if it wasn't for me; that is, if the fact of
our being engaged to each other didn't prevent you paying attention to her?'

'T shouldn't like to put it in that way; but I think it possible that Miss Bewicke might prove
more malleable if the circumstances were other than they are.’

'Precisely. That is what I mean. So promise me that to-night you will take your own.'
'My own! Letty!"

'Promise me!"

'But, my dear Letty--'

'Of course there is an alternative. You can throw me over. We, in our turn, can agree that we
have made a mistake. Then you will be able to make yourself agreeable to her; and you will be
able to get the ruby that way.'

'But, my dear Letty, if you will only be reasonable--'

'It is you who are unreasonable. You allow an idea to mar our lifelong happiness. Before you
realise how hollow it is it will be too late. There will be nothing in front of us but dreary years of



waiting. You let the cup of happiness be dashed from your hand even when it is already at your
lips. I release you, Guy. I will not be a clog on you, perhaps through all eternity.'

Her tone was sombre, funereal. Mr Holland groaned.

'Oh, Lord! Your logic is as beautiful as you are. It really was worth while seeing ghosts in
Africa for this!"

She stood up.

'Then go back to Africa and see some more. You shall not stay here to laugh at me. Goodbye.'
He caught her by the hand.

'Letty! How can you be so cruel.

'Then you should do as I ask you. As you would do, without hesitation, if you really had a spark
of the love you pretend to have for me.'

'T will; I'll do whatever you ask, though I'm ashamed of myself when I say so.'
'"Promise that to-night you'll take your own?'
'l promise.'

She sat down again, and was as nice as she could be; he only knew how nice that was. He
would have been as happy as is possible if it had not been for the thoughts which were at the
back of his head, and the prospect which lay in front of him.

Unfortunately, nearly all the time Miss Broad was causing him to realise his good fortune in
winning the love of such a girl as she was he was picturing himself stealing up a flight of
darkened stairs, like a thief.

CHAPTER VII
THE BOTTOM DRAWER

That night he realised his own picture.

One o'clock was the hour suggested by Miss Casata. Twenty times before that hour arrived he
told himself that he had better return to Africa--ghosts or no ghosts--than do this thing. It seemed
to him that dishonour hedged him round about; that whichever way he went he would find
himself among the thorns. If he did this thing he would break his plighted word; quite possibly
lose his love and his fortune too. If he did the other he might quite possibly find himself up to the
neck in a slough of misunderstandings--to speak of nothing worse--from which he could never
emerge as clean as he went in. The choice was a pleasant one. Yet he never hesitated as to which
horn of the dilemma he would thrust himself on. Although very much against his will, he was set
on burglary. And, being once resolved, set about the business, to all outward appearances, as
calmly as if such incidents were the mere trivialities of his nightly life.

At a quarter after midnight he started to stroll from Charing Cross. At the half hour he was
sauntering in the Westminster Abbey Gardens. He glanced along Victoria Street as far as he
could see. An occasional omnibus came rumbling along. Cabs flitted to and fro; sometimes
carriages. But foot passengers were few and far between. And, so far as could be seen from the
street, the buildings on either side of the way were in darkness.

He strolled gently on, swinging his stick, smoking a cigar, as any other gentleman might have
done who enjoyed the cool night air. Under a lamp-post stood a policeman. Mr Holland smiled.

'Good-night, officer!"
He bestowed on him a genial salutation, which the other returned in kind.
'Good-night, sir."

He seemed rather a youngish man, well set up, with broad shoulders and a shrewd face. Mr
Holland wondered if he should have any professional intercourse with him before the night was
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over. He laughed to himself as he thought of it. When he had gone some distance further he
stopped and turned. The constable had vanished. Presumably his duty had led him down one of
the side streets. An omnibus was coming in one direction, a couple of cabs in the other. Miss
Bewicke's rooms were close at hand. Should he let the vehicles pass before he came to business?
It was not yet one. He hesitated, then walked slowly past the house, noticing as he went that the
front door was closed. What did it mean? Was he supposed to knock, calling upon the porter to
let him in? The notion was absurd. Perhaps Miss Casata had only been playing with him after all.

At the idea he laughed again. What would Miss Broad say--and think--if the woman had
promised more than she could perform? He went nearly as far as Victoria, then retraced his
steps. As he approached the house again Big Ben struck one. He stopped, threw away the butt of
his cigar, moved to the door. There was a handle. He turned it, it yielded, the door was open.

So it seemed that there was some sort of method in Miss Casata's madness.

The question was, Where was the porter? Was he within? Upstairs or down? He peeped inside
the door, or tried to. The street lamps did not penetrate; it was pitch dark. He entered, closing
the door behind him. All was still. As he listened, seeking to peer this way and that, it seemed to
him that the darkness was like a wall on every side.

'What am I to do? I shall tumble over something if I don't look out; I don't even know where
the staircase is: Dare I strike a match? I wonder what professionals do under circumstances such
as these. I've heard of their carrying dark lanterns, and such-like mysterious things.
Unfortunately, I haven't got so far as that, though there's no knowing how far I shall get before
I've done.'

He moved forward, and kicked against something which made a noise.
'This will never do. I shall come to grief if I don't look out. It'll have to be a match.’

He struck one; it ignited with a spluttering noise which seemed to him to resemble the
explosion of a dynamite cartridge, fizzled, then went out.

'This is pretty. But I caught a glimpse of the staircase. I suppose I'll have to be content with
seeing so much.'

He felt his way to the stairs, presently had his hand upon the rail, then commenced to ascend.
All at once he stopped.

'Hanged if I haven't forgotten on which floor her rooms are! That's a comfortable state of
affairs. I can't go prowling all over the place playing a game of hide-and-seek with Miss Bewicke's
rooms. There'd be trouble. Now, what am I to do?'

The question was answered in rather a curious way. Looking up he gradually became
conscious of what looked like a gleam of light somewhere overhead.

'T wonder if that's a hint to me, or if it's the porter. I'm off to inquire. If it's the porter I'll have
to explain.'

He chuckled to himself at the reflection of the sort of explanation he would have to offer. He
continued to ascend.

'T hope it's all right, but it seems a good way up. I didn't think she occupied quite such an
elevated position as this.'

He reached the floor on which was the light, perceiving now that it proceeded from a door
upon the right which was open but the merest fraction of an inch.

'Is that where she resides? I wonder. At least I'll make inquiries. I'll knock, as an honest man
should do, and see who answers.'

He tapped at the panel softly with his knuckles, so softly that one might have been excused for
supposing he had no desire that his tapping should be heard. There was no response. He tapped
again; still none. He pushed the door wider open, finding himself in what appeared, in the dim
light, to be a little hall. Another open door was on his right. It was on the other side