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Ir vou were smart enough to finish high
school, you already know the answer. A high
school diploma is a mst if you want a decent
job at a decent wage. But it’s ot enough if
you want more: Real security. Responsible
positions. Big rewards.

1. C. S. training is speiciadized training that
helps you go farther, faster. It supplements
your high school education with the practical,
working knowledge you need for immediate as
well as future advancement. Equally impor-
tant, it gives you the confidence and self-
assurance so characteristic of competent,
well-trained, succeesfsful men.

The courses of these famous schools are
designed so you can learm while you esmm.
You study in your spare time. At work you
prave and apply what you leamn.

This system of trainin¢ is backed up by §8
years of I.C. S, experience. It is success-
proved by thwsands of students reporting
promotions and pay increases, It can mean the
difference between “halfway” and “headway’
foir yyou.

Job competition is getting stiffer every day
for high school graduates. Mark and mail the
coupon NOW!1

B0X 3279-C, SCRANTON ?, PENNA,
Without goit of obligation, plsase send m (full particulers about the course BEFORE which | have marked X:
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CALLING ALL
FANTASY FANS

GREET INGS to all you Fantasy Eans.
We are very ha to ﬁnd that A
MERRTH S FA RPRE YO ,
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Pen names are nevsr unusual, se yeu

will net be surprised to learn that Jack
Mann is nene ether than that vsry fameus
auther of fantasy, E. Charles Vivian.
Among his best known works are “6ity
of Wonder” and “Wlaker of Shadiows
And speaking of shadews—ihere is a @b
for all you fantasy enthusiasts! Witat
become of Mr. Vivian? He's an Enghgh
man who during the last war lived in
Cheisea, London. But since 1947 we have
been unable to lecate himi!

Fortunately Theodore Roscoe is not
quite as illusive as Jack Mann. Born in
Rodhester in 1906, Mr. Roscoe has always
been greatly interested in history. This
natural propensity has helped his story-
telling immensely. He not only knows the
history of far-off and desolate places but
he has learned the legends that have been
handed down by word of mouth for cen-
turies. Much of this information is gath-
ered first hand, for he is an indefatigable
traveller.

This wanderlust is inherited from both
sides of the family. His grandfather was
a missionary in India, and it was there
that his mother was born, high in the
Hiimalayan Maoumtains. She spoke Hindu
before English and had the distinction of
being one of the first white women to cross
the borders of Tibet.

Mr. Roscoe’s father also spent a great
deal of time travelling about the Orient.
6

He taught at the business college in Luck-
now.

Whhile sick with scarlet fever at the age
of seven, Theodore Roscoe wrote, bound,
printed, and illustrated his first story “The
Devul and the Kmight.” Even with the
years of writing, his spelling technique is
most distressing. He admits that he likes
to write about Mahammedans, Hindus and
Frenchmen best. He has lived in all the
lands he writes about; he spent six months
in Haiti before writing “The Little Doll
Died.”

Amnd now let's turn to the June issue of
A. MERRITT'S FANTASY. You will
be thrilled to learn that we will be bring-
ing you A. Merritt's unforgetable “The
Face in the Abyss.” Many have requested
this classic of fantasy—so it's on its way.

Tihere seems to be little need of prefac-
ing this unusual story which takes place
in the unexplored regions of Peruvia.
Graydom and three other Americans set off
on the trail of a lost ransom treasure, said
to be buried in the evil-infested Cordillera
de Carabaya. Countless millions in gold
and jewels were reputed in the hidden
ransom of Atahualpa the Inca! But it was
guarded by fierce Aymaras in a land
where no man dared to tread . . . because
he never returned. Here is a story rich in
imagination and persomal insight. This is
A. Merritt at his best.

Also in the June issue is Eric North's
threatening story of “The Green Flame.
A man called Toad, a brilliant but warped
scientist, wished to make the world sub-
ject to him. The sinister tentacles of
science reached out to ensnarl the world,
while men in all capacities fought madly
against the time limit Toad had given
them. His diabolical invention enabled
water to burn.

The June issue of A. MIERRITT'S
FANTASY will be published May 3rd.

—THE EDITOR



you're that man, here's something that will in-
terest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick stheme—
but something more substantial, more practical.

Of course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accoumtant. You've got to pay the price
~—be willing to study earnestly, tihoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice
some of your leisure in favor of interesting home study
—ower a comparatively brief period? Always provided
that the rewards were good—a salary @ty $4,000 to
$10,0007

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
teal worth to his employers. He has sesadtimg!

Do you feel that such things aren't for you? Well,
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Wiy not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle's modern ProMem Method of training for an
accoumntancy positiomn?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied
iccounting principles and solved problems day by day
—casy ones at finsk—them more difficult engs. 1f you
:ould do this—and could turn to him for advice as the
problems became complex — seen

You cover accountancy from the basic Principles right
up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax Pro-
cedure. Then you add C, P. A. Training and prepare
for the C. P. A. examinations.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost Accoumting, Business Law, Statistical Con.
trol, Organization, Management and Finance,

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Wiill recognition come? The only answer, as you
know, is that success deass come to the man who is really
trained. It's possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for thelr fraig—
with increased earnings—before they have cempleted
it! For accountants, who are tralned In organizatien
and management, are the exe¢utives of the future.

Write For This Free Book

Eor your own good, don’t put off investigation of o
the facts. White for our free 48-page book, “Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It'll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t
afraid of serious home study. We'll also include "“Ten
Years' Promotion in One” —a book which has

helped many men. Send us the

you'd master them all, .

That's the training you follow in
pimciple under the LaSaile Problem
Method.

Over 3200 Certified
Puyblic Accountants among
LaSalle alumni

€OUPOR MW,
LASALLE EXTENSION
CHICAGO 5, ILL,

Other LaSalle
Opiportunities
E] B Acrsamie
3| c;,g.',':,'wug ey 417 S. Dearborn St.
E] Bookkeeping
F] Law: LL.B. Degree
_| Business Management
i

P
| Traffic Management
| Foremanship

LASALLLE EXTENSION WNIVERSITY
A CORRESPONDENCE INSTATUTION
Dept. 4334-HR

Chicago §, lll.

I want to be an accountant. Send me without obligation, *Account-
ancy, The Profession That Psys"—also “Ten Years Propotion in One.”

Industr'l Management
Stenotypy
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THE TRARL LEADS to Italy but the
Black Hand brings death agsim...
this time to the cop who is Joltmmy’s
best pall

A LOVELY GIRL fears for
Johnny'slifebut her pleas
and kisses can’t sway
him from his purposel.

Doej Johnny escape from the
dlutches of the BLACGK HAND# Con
Johnny, alone, destroy the evil
band of the BLACK HAND? See
M-G-M's suspense-taut thrilller..,

starring

GENE KELLY

J.CARRGIL NAISH-TEERESA CELLI
Screen Play by Luther Davis
Erom a Story by Leo Townsend
Directed by RICHARD THORPE
Produced by WILLIAM H. WRIGHT

LA Matro-Gold wyn-Mayar Picture
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Down the endless staeirs of time she
came, her beauty ageless, her power in-
vincible—yget her longevity was a curse.

Jack Mann's
EPIC NOVEL OF AGELESS EVIL

THE NINTH LIFE

Copyridpht 1939 by Pupadar Pubiddtione, Mc.

CHAPTER 1

The Smile of Eternity

LTHOUGH more than two years
A had passed since Gregory George

Gordon Green—known as “Gees”
for obvious reasons—had established his
confidertial agency, he still gave himself
an occasional mental pat on the back over
his chqice of a secretary. She was not
only useful, but decorative too, a tall girl
with blue eyes and brown hair with red-

dish lights in it, and a face attractive more
through its expressiveness of eyes and lips
than through regularity of feature.

She faced him, this mid-morming of
January, from the doorway of his office,
and dropped her bomb calmly enough.
“Imspector Tott would like to see you, Mr.
Green."

He took his well-shaped but unduly
large hands from his pockets, and stared
at her incredulously. “Twtt?” he echoed.
“Alll right, Miss Brandon," he said at last.
“I'll see hiinm

11



12 A. MERRITT'S FANTASY

Presently she ushered in a well-set-up,
alert-looking -man who might have been
a stockbroker or a shopkeeper—but who
actually was a trusted officer of the Spe-
cial Branch of the C.I.D. For a few sec-
onds the two men gazed at each other in
silence. At the conclusion of Gees' last
case, they had agreed to bury a certain
hatchet, but their expressions indicated
that part of the handle still stuck out.

“Come in, Inspecton.*

“Before I do, Mister Greem—" the in-
spector laid a heavy emphasis on the
Misttre—{d’d like to be sure that micro-
phone of yours is not working. Because
I'm speaking unofficiadiy.

“NMlmatewer you say, Inspector,” Gees
assured him blandly, “wiill not be used
as evidence against youw.”

“I wish we had you back in uniform
agaim,” Tott observed, rather wistfully.

Gees shook his head. “My fee for an
initial comsuitation is two guineas. I
wouldn’t get that in umifiemm *

“I know what you'd get from me,
Tott replied grimly.

“We both know,” Gees assured him.

For a few seconds the inspector simply
glared. “You remember that Kestwell
case?” he asked eventually.

G'ges nodded. “You wanted to arrest
me.

“Wees—tthat's the point,” Tott said,
“You got Mr. Briggs to come along and
prevent that arrest.” Tott paused. “I
believe they think a lot of Mr. Briggs at
the Foreign Office® Again Tott paused.
Einally, as if the words were torn from
him, he blurted: “I suppose you've heard
that Mr. Briggs has got engaged to be
marriedi®¥

“I have, now. Erom you. Who is the
lady ? I must ring up Tony and congratu-
late hiimm

“It’s because he's not to be congratu-
lated that I’'m sitting here,”’ Tott said
slowly. “¥Won'we heard of Lady Bender-
neck, I expectt?”

“fHere is also a Buckingham Palaxs,”
Gees observed pensively.

“Wees, 1 thought you had. Well she
sponsored ‘this Miss Kefra—Cleo Kefra.
Mr. Briggs met her and—well, lost his
head over her. Amd the engagement was
announced day before yesterdasy. ™

“The old hag would sponsor anything,

at a price,” Gees remarked. “Clleo Kefra.
Sounds a bit exotiic.”

“Is, I assure you,” Tott said, and made
a grim comment. “Wll, T've got a great
respect for Mr. Briggs, and I've seen the
lady,” Tott told him. “I’d hate to see a
gentleman like him tragped.”

“WHeat is wrong with Miss Kefra?”
Gees asked.

Tott shook his head. “Waur'd better see
her for yourself,” he answered. “Mr.
Briggs is a friend of yours, I knaw.
There’s nothing wrong with her—noth-
ing that I can put a finger on, butt—"

“Imspector, Briggs is pretty level-
headed, and I don’t see any possibility of
interfering, even if I felt like it.”

“Wdll, I've got it off my chest,” Tott
said, and stood up.

Gees delayed him with a gesture. “Who
is Cleo Kefra? The name isn't English,
for a stntt™

6O HE looks Eastern to me,” Tott said.

kJ “She's got a passport issued by the
British consulate in Ale ia describ-
ing her as a British subject aged twenty-
thres; and apparently she's very wealthy.
No relatives, as far as I can gather, Came
to this country five months ago, and she's
leased Barnby-under Hedlington Grange,
furnished—that's in the Cotswolds. Also
runs a swagger flat in Gravenor Man-
siong.” ) o

“It sounds as if Mr. Briggs is to be
eongratulated,” Gees remarked.

“Hihe flat is number thirteem,” Tott
added. _
“My grandmether died of pnewmonia,”
Gees said. o

“What's that got to do with it?" Tett
almest barked.

“As mueh as the number of the flat,
I thimk” Gees teld him. “Dom’t get
eeved. | appreciate your interest, and

shall eertainly make a point of seeing
the lady as seen ‘as I ean. But what is
your grievance against Miss Kefra?"

Tott shook his head: “I ean't pin it
drovim, he answered. He turned toward
the door. “iihamk you for listening to
me,” he added. “lt's not—as | said—a
matter over which I can do amything,”

“Hivank you for tallkimg,” Gees said.
“I'm glad you feel like that about Mr.
Briggs, Inspector, though I don't see=—"
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“No,” Tott remarked in the pause,
“But T must get allomgy”

Afiter closing the outer door, Gees went
into his secretary’s room, seated himself
on the end of her desk, and produced the
inevitable cigarette case. He said, “If
Tott were a fool he wouldn’t be where he
is.” The girl waited.

“Amd yet,” he went on, “it's apparent-
ly possible for Tott, even, to acquire a
wacky notion. About Briggs. Foreign
Office. He’s just got engaged. The girl
it seems, exotic, slinky, and hails from
Egypt. Also appears possessed of a
healthy wad of dough. Amd Tott wants
me to break the engagement since he can't
do anything about it himselff”

“Buit that's absurd,” she said.

“Quitte. Now I suggest we lunch at
the Berkeley, Miss Brandon. Ill fix it
for Tony to bring Cleo Kefra along. A
woman'’s view of another woman is al-
ways worth hawvimg ™

“So is a lunch at the Berkeley,” she
remarked. “But what name was that vou
called her?”

“Focaxtlly, Miss Brandon—iit hit me just
like that. Cleo Kefra—something to do
with the great pyramid, by the sound of
it. Not an alias, either—she’d have chosen
something less conspicoous.™

Tony Briggs, over the phone, said he'd
be delighted to bring his fiancee to lunch
on Waalnesday. No, he had not seen Tott
recently—not for over a fortnight, in fact.

“Amd when is the weddimg?’ Gees in-
quired.

“Or, we haven't got-as far as that yet,”
Tomy protested.

“Jl,llﬁt as well. I'd better pass judgment
first."”

“Oho!” And Tony laughed. “I'we no
fear of anybody’s judgmentt ™

“Thaibably another Tomy said that
about another Cleopatra, old son,” Gees
observed.

He hung up, and went along to Miss
Brandon’s room again. She looked up
from her typing at him. “It just occurred
to me that history is doing another of its
repetitions,” he said.

“Hiistory—3?"

“Mmthony Briggs—amd . apparently
Cleopatra Kefra,” he explained.

“I thought of that some time agm™
she said.

“Wi&dll, the other one threw the world
away, but I expect chucking the Foreign
Office will be this one’s inmitt "

“Sacred mackenrell)” Gees ejaculated,
as he entered the Berkeley lounge on
Weedinesday with Miss Brandon. “Tie old
man'’s getting gay.”

The white-haired, soldierly-looking
man, seated with another of his kind over
two dry sherries, got on his feet and
came toward them. There was enough
facial likeness to declare the relationship
between him and Gees—though his father
was better looking and had neatly proper-
tioned hands and feet, while Gees had
léfgﬁ hands and very large feet.

“How d'you do, Miss Brandom?” he
said courteously. “iHow are you, Gordom?
Lunching hene?"

“Whetting Tomy Briggs and the girl he's
going to marry, Father,” Gees explained.
“You know Tony, of course. Waould you
and—and that friend of yours care to join
our pantyy?*

General Sir George Green shook his
head. “fMHmmk you, Gordon, but—"

He broke off to stare toward the en-
trance, where Briggs and a tall, very slim
girl were poised. “Gerdon,” he said, hur-
riedly, “I met that girl, exactly as she
is now, when I was on my heneymoon
in Egypt. A Miss Kefra

“Mither to this one—no, though—it's
the same name,” Gees said. “Am aumt—
father's sister, probably. Youw'lll be in-
troduced|?”

“Nat now. No, I must get back to
Farebrother."”

Wiith a slight bow he turned away—
turned his back almost pointedly on Tony
Briggs and his companion. - Past ques-
tion the girl’s appearance had disconcerted
him.

HE was wearing a coat of undyed

black panther fur, the fiie-group mark-
ings showing distinctly in its satiny gless,
and under it a closely fitted freek of
shining gray, with a moonstone set in
platinum pinned at her breast. Except
for her fiance’s ring, she wore no other
jeweley. A little black hat fitted closely
to the red-brown of her hair, and under
it her unusually pale face was perfect in
feature.

Her eyes were amber flecked with
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green, and the pupils appeared almost ab-
normally small—yet they were very lovely
eyes. She was bizarre, un-English—and
queenly. Tott had said that her passport
declared her as twenty-three, but in poise
and dignity she appeared far beyond that
age.

Umnusually slender, she was sinuous,
too; she fliexed in movement to an unusual
degree. His first thought as she neared
them was that Temny had won a first prize
out of life; his second that, before she
spoke a word, he disliked the girl—or
woman, Beside hifh Miss Brandon made
an utter contrast, as of normality facing
the almest-impossible he felt that he had
fever liked Miss Branden qult_e s6 well;
and trusted her se fully, as in this mement
—and the green-teeked, amber eyes read
all his theughts and feellngs, he realized,
while their pupils dilated suddenly, rend-
egi%g them darkly lustreus as she gazed
at him.

“We're a trifle late, I'm afraid,” Tony
Briggs began. “Clleo, my two very good
friends, Miss Brandon, and Mr. Greem—"

The strange girl's hand, Gees realized
as he held it for a moment, was very
cold. She smiled at him, confidently—as
might a duellist coming on guard. “I have
been looking forward to meeting you, Mr.
Green."

Perfect English, with no trace of ac-
cent. Amd a perfect voice, low-pitched,
soft, and yet resonant. Her smile was
the smile of—Gees faltered—of eternity.

CHAPTER 2

The Lady of the Lion

T THE corner table, Gees faced
Tony Briggs with Cleo Kefra on
his right, and Miss Brandon fac-

ing her. Some dozen tables away, he
could see his father and Colonel Eare-
brother, and noticed that the general kept
staring at them, uneasily.

Cleo Kefra talked well, with the as-
surance of a woman of the world; Tony
Briggs’ gaze at her proved him hopeless-
ly, fatuously in love—Gees felt rather
grimly that he had never seen a worse
case. Miss Brandon appeared divided
between nervousness and amusement.

A mention of Egypt, toward the end

of the meal, evoked from Gees the re-
mark that he had never been there, and
€Cleo’s dark eyebrows lifted in slight sur-
prise.

“I gathered from Tomy that you had
been everywhere,” she said.

“I was going to Egypt the year I
joined the police force,” he amswered.
“As it is, I haven't been there in this
incarnattiomn. "’

“hem you believe we live more than
once?" she asked.

“Am open mind,” he answered, “is al-
ways useffull

“WiHet do you do—your work, I meam,”
she asked. “flomy said something about
an agency, but he was terribly vague
about itt”

“I've got a four-roomed flat within
shouting distance of the Haymarket, and
half of it is my office. I started by ad-
vertising that I'd tackle anything from
mumps to murder.”

“Amd how many cases of mumps have
you attemdisdi?” she asked.

“['we had one murder—two murders,
in fact,” he said. “Tihe others—the ones
worth considering, that is—have been
worse.”

“Do go on,” she begged. She spoke
lightly enough, but Gees heard a chal-
lenge in her tone.

“Wvdll,” he said slowly, “there was a
man who made shetows

Her fine brows drew down. Then she
smiled and nodded. Every movement,
every gesture, was graceful.

“I know,"” she said. “I saw it once at
a party, a man who made shadows of
ducks and giraffes and all sort of things
with his hamdis "

“Not that, Miss Kefra,” he said. “I
mean that old shadow magic—older than
Egypt, even. Each shadow's a lifie

“I—* She began, and stopped. Again
he saw the pupils of her eyes dilate, and
knew he had, as he had intended, roused
fear in her, “You—wHat did you do?”
she asked, after a pause in which the other
two, silent and listening, sensed the ten-
sien.

“MHat man will make no more shad-
ows,"” he said, rather grimly.

“How very thrillingy!” She had re-
covered her composure, and even man-
aged a laugh. Tony Briggs drew an au-
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dible breath of relefi, and scowled fierce-
ly at Gees, but said nothing.

“Mir. Green ‘is very mysterious about
that case,” Miss Brandon observed. “it's
the only one of which I don’t know the
end."

“How do you mean a man made shad-
ows, Gees?” Tomy fired out with abrupt
harshness. “Amd each one a lifie?””

“He took lives to prolong his own,”
Gees said seriously. “lIt was old magic,
the sort of thing nobody believes nowa-
days. No more credible than—well, some-
one told me today that he saw Miss Kefra
exactly as she is now, thirty-~five—no,
thirty-eight years agao.”

“Wititdh is quite possible,” Cleo said
calmly.

“Qhitte—dtatiing, what do you meam?”
Tony demanded.

“Nberelly time-travelimg,” she explained.
“Tihe man's sight might have gone for-
ward thirty-eight years, just as memory
can go back to childhood—er even beyond,
in some cases.” ¥

“Thiis is much too deep for me,” Tony
remarked glumly. “I’d say the man saw
somebody like you, except that there's
nobody like yow.™

“Wio is the man Mr. Greem?” Cleo
asked abruptly.

“lit happens to be my father,” Gees
answered. “MHinty-cight years ago he
was on his honeymoon in Egypt—so he
tells me—and saw you just as you are
now—wiith the same name, Miss Kefra.
I told him an aunt, probably. It's a more
likely explanation. People don't,go time-
traveling on their honeymoons. At least,
I wouldim'tt*

She smiled once more, her perfect lips
triangular.

“lIlt appears that you and I are im-
terested in the same subjects,” he re-
marked. “WMill you get Tomy to bring you
round to my place for tea some time?"

“WMilingly,” she assented. “I should
very much like to hear more about this
shadow magic you menttimmedi ™

“Thhe man who practiced it,” he said,
slowly and looking full into her strange
lovely eyes, “was very old. There were
many stedoms
4 “I don't understamdi” But Gees knew
beyond any doubt that she did under-
stand.

m
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“I'm sorry to seem like breaking up
the party,” Tomy cut in abruptly, “but
being a wage-slave under the Govern-
ment I ought to be back in time for tea.
And if I'm to take yoyedlomg first, Cleso—""

Wiith Tomy holding the door of a taxi
outside, a little later, the girl gave Gees
her hand and gazed full at him, .

“I'm so glad we have met,” she said.
“Twmy must bring you to see me, next
time. For tea, one of his free al

“fIt will be a great pleasure,” he as-
sured her.

Wiith Miss Brandon beside him, he
watched the taxi go, and saw how its twe
occupants sat well apart from each other
in their corners.

“Weelll walk back, I think, Miss Bran-
don,” he said.

“Just as you wish,” she assented. “It's
a beautiful »

“Om second thoughts—" he lifted a
crooked finger at a taxi~dimiver—"“you
take this and charge it to petty cash,
while I run along to the British Museum
for an hour or tww.™

She gave him an inquiring look as the
taxi drew beside them.

“Nerer mind. I'm probably crazy.
Both of us—Tott and I . .."

E winter dusk was well advanced
when, returning to his flat in Little
Oakfield Street, Gees let himself in and
entered Miss Brandon's office, She looked
up.

“You have been a long time,” she said.
“I have been thinking, since coming back
here, Mr. Green. In over two years here,
I have done about two months' real
work,"” she explained, “You don’t really
need me—a girl in from an agency oc-
casionally could take your dictation
andr—"

“You mean you want to give motire’"
he interrupted incredulously.

“I might even go as far as that,” she
admitted, smiling.

He reached out to flick an ash into the
tray beside her typewriter. “Einding it
monotonowus?’ he suggested.

“Not that. But my being here like
this, filling in time by reading novels,
is not fair to you, This—your agency—
is a one-brain entenprise ¥

“Wvhat about that lunch today?” he

demanded abruptly, without hesitation.

“Wdll, what about it?” she echoed.

“I arranged it,” he said slowly, “be-
cause of Tott’s visit here—because of
Tott’s notion. And I had an idea, while
I was groveling in the dust of the British
Museurn, that it might have struck you
too. Instead, you brooed over this prepos-
terous idea of yours—it i preposterous,
my glfl! I've get used to your belhg here,
a wall te threw my theughts agalnst and
wateh ‘efi beufee, and I'd hate te lese
yeu.”

“For one thing, Mr. Green,"” she re-
torted rather acidly, “I am not your girl.
For another, the wall feels itself as the
end of a cul-de-sac. The hours I waste
here—wastie!”

“Then to you,” he asked, “that lunch
was a mere social fumetioom?”

“iHEardly,” and she shrugged slightly.
“It was most uncomfortaiile

“Oh! Now we're getting somewhere!
Carry on, Miss Bramdom ™

“'Elf'imlt—ﬂﬂmt Miss Kefra was afraid of
you.

“I meant her to be, on sight. What
about Tomy?"

“He won’t be your friend much longer,
if she has her way over it.”

“No? Well, do you think I could get
any girl from an agency that I could take
to the Berkeley on a footing of equality,
and count on the sense you showed with
those two remarks? Moreover, I've been
doing some thinking too. I'm going to
make a case of this Miss Kefra, turn my-
self into a purely honorary and unsolicited
nuisance as far as Tony Briggs is con-
cerned—for his good, of course—and to
drag you in and give you all the work you
want.”

“I don’t understand, Mr. Green,” she
said, after a pause.

“No. I've got to explain. You know,
of course, that I've dabbled a little in the
occult.”

“fiiem  you comsider Mr. Brigg
Miss Kefra—an occult problam”

““WHem did it strike you that she was
afraid of me?” he countered.

“WWem you talked about the shadiowr-
maker,"” she answered, after a brief pause.

“Bxatly. Miss Brandon, Cleo Kefra is
a lemia of some sort—uncanny in seme
way," he said. “Tomy Briggs is my friend,

$—O0f
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and I'd go a long way to keep him out
of trouble. And that girl—weoman, rather
—apells trouble for himn*

“She is—unusual,” she conceded
thoughtfully, “but what have you against
her? Whmt is there to justify interfer-
ence?”

He stubbed out his. cigarette, and lit
another.

“I don’t know. She hails from Egypt.
She's paid old lady Benderneck to get
her an entry into the circles Tomy fre-
quents, but she's—she’s no badkground,
really. At the best, an adventuress, and at
the worst—hut I want more than the mere
impression I got at lunch before saying
anything about that. Did you like hen?"

She smiled. “We detested each other
on sight,” she answered.

“fhere you are! Intuition—om both
sides.”

“I don’t understand any of it, yet,”
she said, “except that you seem deter-
mined to do exactly what you tell me
Inspector Tott asked, merely because Mr.
Briggs has—well, because he's in love
with her rather than loves her. You see,
I must discount my own dislike of hen:’*

“Wlinyiimg to be fair—yes, butt—"

The telephone interrupted him. It was
his father's voice he heard.

“@, it is you, Gordon ? €Can you dine
with me tomightt”*

“WMith all the pleasure in life, Father.”

“Gaood. T'll expect you at sexen-tinty.

“Thambk you very much, Father. T'll be
there.”

He replaced the receiver, and nodded
thoughtfully.

“May get a line on the lady,” he said.
“fihat was my father, asking me to din-
ner.”

“Amd you think—yes—ower his having
met a relative of hers”

“I'm not so sure about that,” he dis-
sented slowly. “Im fact, I'm not sure
about anything. But I want you to do
some scouting for me, round Gravenor
Mansions. A little work for a chamge”

“Neot to interview Miss Kefra?” she
asked quickly, doubtfully.

“Far from it. No. Just nosing around.
Maybe there's a caretaker with a thirsty
wife, or a man on the lift who'd take you
to the pictures in his off time—anything,
as long as you find somebody with a

waggly tongue. And then—anything at all
about Miss Kefra. People who come to
see her, the establishment she keeps, how
she impresses the underlyings—but don't
run the risk of meeting her. She’s seen
you once—had you sitting facing her, and
those eyes of hers would look through
anyene.”

“WHem do you want me to go?"” she
asked.

“Wkll, unless you're doing anything
this ewemningg—"

“I hope to have something to report
tomorrow morning,” she said.

“Amd don’t talk any more about giv-
ing notice,” he said emphatically. “I'd
never get another secretary to fit my ways
as you do.”

“My demr—" she whispered it to the
closed door after he had gome outt—"*I
wonder which is the greater, my folly
or your blimdimess

64W/EILL, Father, it's good to see you

vv again, and it must be quite a while
since I had the honor of putting my feet
in the family trowgin.”

The general frowned, heavily. “I de-
test this modern slang, Gordon, as I think
you know,” he said.

“I’'m sorry, Father,” Gees apologized,
with—for him—umusual meekness,

The old man stared uncomfortably at
his plate, puffed out his cheeks, raised his
eyes to his son's face. “Gordon,” he be-
gan abruptly, “I wanted a word with
you about that luncheon party of yours
today. Perhaps you may be able to tell
me something about that—er, that re-
markable resemblance I noticed. About
the lady with Mr. Briggs, I mean.” He
cleared his throat loudly, and Gees held
grimly on to his own patience. “I have
the highest regard for Amthony Briggs,
as I think you know,” the old man went
on.

“Yom have given me that impressiom,”
Gees admitted.

“Yees. Yes. Amd—er, on thinking the
matter over, after ringing you this after-
noon—but was today your first meeting
with the ladjy?”

“My first sight of her. Yes.™

“Ah! Then probably, as far as she
herself is concerned, you know little more
than I do. As I was saying, on thinking-
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it over, I decided to tell you the story of
my meeting with the one who resemgled
her so very strongly. Not that there is
anything to be done, as far as I can see,
but knowing Amthony Briggs as you do,
you might show by your atttittidée—"

“¥ees. But show what, Fatherr?” Gees
inquired, after waiting vainly for the end
of the sentence. He had never seen his
father less at ease over anything than over
this thirty-eight-year-old meeting with
somebody who, then, had resembled Cleo
Kefra and bore the same name.

“Misapproval of the entanglement,” the
general said with asperity.

“Amd make him more set on it than
ever,” Gees pointed out.

“L am not thinking only of Anthony
Briggs,” the general said. “I have in
mind his—er, his position, and his access
to things not in the knowledge of the
public. I may be entirely wrong in antici-
pating—I may be doing him a grave in-
justice in suggesting that he is capable,
under any eireumnstanees, of—en—"

“Spillling the beams,"” Gees suggested,
after waiting in vain.

“Camfiound those slang phrases!” the
genera] snorted. “I was going to say, of
disclosing confidential matters even to
those whom he felt he could trust im-
plicitly.”

What amounted, Gees thought but did
not say, to exactly the same thing. He
waited for his father to go on.

“But, as I said,” the general continued,
“I decided to tell you my story, which
concerns, beyond any question in my
mind, a member of this lady's family. You
will then do what you choose—probably
nothing, I gathen.™

He was getting more and more pon-
derous, Gees reflected, and made no com-
ment. All the signs pointed to embar-
rassment over the story he had deter-
mined to tell.

“I think I told you I—er, I was on my
honeymoon when the incident occumredi,”
the general said. “I had got my captaincy
over a year before, and had been seconded
for Intelligence, which, let me tell you,
was not then what it is now.”

“I can well believe it,"” Gees remarked
gravely.

The general gave him a long look, but
decided not to pursue that angle of the

subject. “It was a starved service,” he
said. “fMhe South Afirican war was in
being, and Omdurman was still a remem-
bered campaign. Egypt, then, was what
today would be called a propaganda cen-
ter, Cairo especially, and you may or may
not know that an intelligence officer is
never off duty, even for one hour in a
year.”

“fHem why take a honeymoon in
Egyptt?” Gees murmured.

“Why? My dear boy, my wmarriage
formed an ostensible reason for going
there, rendered the real reason imcon-
spicuous. Your mother knew what she
was doing—it was that or wait amother
year or more for marriage, and neither
of us wanted to wait. Neither of us re-
gretted it, either. My work—even now
I do not intend to define it—left us the
greater part of our time, and—uwell,
need say no more on that head.

“We had been there six weeks and
then your mother developed some gastric
trouble which I understand is rather com-
mon there in the spring montins

“I'we heard of it. Commonly known
as ‘Egypitian tummy,’ ¥ Gees said.

“Wugrly known, you meam,” the gen-
eral reproved him. “¥Yaur mother be-
came so ill as to need a nurse, though
the doctor assured me there was no real
danger. She ran high temperatures, and
needed careful attention, that was all.

“Ome night the nurse assured me I was
better out of the way, as my wife was
sleeping and ought not to be disturbed,
and I went for a walk in the 1Casrel-Nil
direction and met—uwell, even at this
length of time I will withhold his name.

“Soutther Intelligence man, say, who
was very glad to see me, since my con-
nection with that service was far less sus-
pected than his own—mot suspected at all,
in fact.

“It was then between ten and eleven
o’clock, and we agreed that I should go
out to Mena House, which is almost under
the Pyramids. To find and bring ih a
—welll, T will say a dangerous persef. Af
ageat prowsedtesr, whose eapture weuld
eliinate a very great part of our troubles.
I was te make eontaet with a woman whe
had been put en his traclk, and arrest hism "

“So you had women in Intelligence,
them?” Gees asked.
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“I cannot tell you what or whom we
had,” his father retorted stiffly. “Omly
that this woman; whom I had never seen
before, would be at Mena Howuse, dressed
in a certain way, and I was to assure my-
self of her identity by a series of pass
words.

“I got to the gardens of Mema House
and found her, as I thought, alone at one
of the tables. I joined her with an apology
—uwihich was a part of the passwords. In
all, I remember, we had six sentences
each to say and she made no mistake
whatever in her replies. 1 was fully sat-
isfied.”

He sat silent for so long, then, that Gees
ventured a: “Well?*

GUQ'HIE said we must wait, and we did],”

the general resumed. “It was very
late, then. I—i had all the comfidence in
myself that one loses with experience,
and—this part I doubt if you can under-
stamd—I found that woman very attrac-
tive. She seemed so utterly sincere, and
dependent on me for the ultimate outcome
of the night's work—"

“Amd she was the living image of Cleo
Kefra," Gees said in the pause.

“WHeat made you suspect thatt?” his
father demanded.

He shrugged. “I don’t know. But she
was, eh?”

“She even gave me that name—Kefra,
not the other. Colonel—the man who had
sent me there had not told me her name,
1 realized lazter. In that service, we used
not to deal very largely in names among
3urselves. Perhaps she and I sat there an
four, talking on various subjects, and
then one of the waiters came and spoke
to her, in Arabic. Then she told me it
was time to go, to make the capture, and
we went to my gharri.

“$he shoved me a small revolver she
carried in her bag, and insisted on coming
with me, for my safety, she said.

“Amd that is very nearly all I can tell
you, except that I was taken to Sher-
hard’'s two days later, in a complete am-
nesia, and the woman I should have met
was found dead on the bank of the Nile
with her throat torn to pieces as if a tiger
had mangled it. Oh, and the ageni provo-
cadesr we should have captured made a

clear escape™

“Drugged,” Gees observed thought-
fully. “Amd that is alli?”

“Negarlly. For the period of amnesia, I
shall never be sure whether dreams came
back to my mind, or whether—but they
must have been dreams.

“Ome I'm certain was a dream—a wom-
an with the head of a lioness, purring like
a cat. Another of the woman who told
me her name was Kefra, with her arms
round me, holding me back from some-
thing—or holding me to keep something
off from me. Amd another of my being
intensely grateful to her—heaven only
knows why!'—amd embracing her passion-
ately.

“I would not have told you that last
one, except that when I saw your Miss
Kefra today it was forced back into my
mind as a reality, not as a dream, and I'm
so far away from youth-and all it means,
now, as to confess that it may have been
real. For I'm perfectly certain that girl
could tempt Saint Amthony himself, if
she wishwedi

“Amd is tempting the Amthony without
the Saint,” Gees commented.

“Uhdtonbtedly! But now you see. The
amazing, perfect likeness, as if that girl
who fooled me—oh, she fooled me com-
pletely t—as if she had been resurrected
exactly as she was then. Gerdon, she’s
no wife for your friend, whatever hefr
own fecord fay be. Wiith the same name,
she belongs to a family that enly a gen-
eratlen back censerted with yeur €8un-
tfg’% enemles, and belenged 1A a gan
whieh eould kill anether weman by mMaul-
ing her as might a tiger. Ne, it's 4 tainted
s6tiree.”

“Amd if the taint persists, Tony Briggs
is in no state to perceive it,” Gees added.
“A woman with the head of a lioness,
purring like a cat. Yes. Yes, I see”

“fiHmt was obviously a dream, though a
vivid one,” the general said.

“Ome that you were not meant to re-
member,” Gees told him.

“You mean—confound it, boy, what do
you mpegn?’”

“I mean this is the most interesting
thing I've struck since Hector was a pup,”
Gees answered with sudden and incautious
enthusiasm. “If I told you, you wouldn't
believe it. Father, my confidential agency
is going to work free gratis and all for
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nothing—it’s started already, as a matter
of fact. Wihat you've told me convinces
me that this engagement has got to be
smashed, though I started by thinking it
a fool idea. It ismtt’

‘“flien what do you intend doimg?" his
father inquired interestedly.

“lI’lll hear what Eve Madeleine has to
say in the mo M

“Eye Madeleine? And who in the world
is Eve Madeleiire=””

“She’s only that when she's absent. To
her face, she's Miss Brandon. She’ll have
a report of some sort for me tomuonnow’*

“Y¥aut're not going to tangle her in an
affair like tinis

“She’s in it up to the neck already,
Father, and glad of the chance. She's no
fool, I assure you.”

“She’s a very charming girl, Gordom ™

“Ghiite. I often pat myself on the back
over choosing her.”

“Yees, you showed good taste,” the gen-
eral said dryly. “im view of my experience
with this Miss Kefra's relative, though,
you had better be careful not to expose
Miss Brandon to any risks.”

“Such-as a woman with the head of a

lioness, purring like a catt.”

“Dom’t talk balderdash, Gordoni I

merely told you that to illustrate the im-
possibility of separating dreams from real-
ity, while in a state of amnesia. To show
that all may have been dreams

“Ghiite so, Father—and is life anything

else?”

“¥You mean—you attach importance to

those fantastic visiomss?

“I mean, for any man to tell his own

son things like that takes courage, and
though I've never doubted yours this is
my first chance of seeing it. You're play-
ing high for Tony’s sake, Father, and I've
got a liking for him, too. On top of which,
the cow in the fairway is my special meat,
so what have yow?"

“I don’t know,” Sir George Green con-

fessed solemnly, as if the final sentence
had been a real question.

“No. Nor me, either.” They spoke no

more about it until Gees was about to go.
Then the old man gripped Gees' arm
tightly.

“Good night, Eather
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‘Vaseline’ Hair Tomic can do as much for you.
Just a few drops a-day check loose dandruff... . keep
hair naturally good-looking. It contains no alcohol
or other drying mgredienu Gives double care to
both scalp and hair . . . and it’s economical, too!

Vaseline HAIRTONIC

TRAOE®E MADM
Likten to DR. CHRISTIAN,
starring JEAN HERSHOLT,
CBS Wetnesday nights.
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“Good night, my boy, and take care of
your Eve Madeleime*

CHAPTER 3
Lost Little Ernie

‘g@ WAGEER;” Miss Brandton wihiis-
pered to herself. “Oth, very swag-
ger! But why the police imspec-

tor?” She loitered by the railings of the
square gardens, just across the road from
the high, bronze-and-plate-glass entrance
to Gravenor Mansioi.s. By moving a few
steps in ether direction, she could see
nearly all of the spacious, high-ceiled en-
trance hall, decorated in mauve and silver,
marble-floored, with a sort of Grecian-urn
frieze high up on the walls, and here and
there plaques of classic design.

There were two elevators. By one of
the two massive pairs of outer doors, just
inside the hall, stood an obvious police
inspector, talking earnestly to a six-foot
attendant in a silver-braided mauve umi-
form.

Miss Brandon moved on a few steps,
halted, and turned, wishing the police in-
spector out of the way.

Rough lipstick and powder, skilfully
used, had made wondrous'dhanges in her
face; she looked, as she had intended,
rather down on her luck; an ancient fox-
fur coat showed bare patches on its deep
lapels and cuffs; she had bought it earlier
in the evening at a Berwick Market stall.
Her shoes were good, but both silk stock-
ings were badly laddered, as her short
Woollen skirt revealed.

Wihen the police inspector emerged, she
began walking away from her post, in the
direction that he took, until he had got far
enough ahead to disregard her. Then she
faced about and, crossing the road, went
to Gravenor Mansions' entrance, where
the tall -attendant in uniform swung the
door and looked down at her hat rather
sourly.

“#md what might you be wanting,
miss?" he inquired.

“Caowld T see the caretaker, pleasz?" she
asked in reply.

“Noout little Ernie, is it?” he - de-
manded, with a change to eagerness.

“Litttle Ernie?” she echoed. “Nw, it
ain’t about little Ernie, it's about meself.

Wio is this little Ernie, amytoow—uth?’?

“iHe's the caretaker's little boy, an' he's
lorst,” the attendant informed her, with a
return to cold aloofness.

“Wiedlll, could 1 see the caretalken®’ she
persisted, after a pause.

“You couldn’t,” he answered decidedly.
“*E’s hout—I mean, he's out. Nigh off
his rocker about the kid, too.”

“Owr,"” she said dubiously.

“WHet chew want the caretaker for?™
her interlocutor demanded.

“I thoughtt—" she gave him a swift,
coquettish glance and lowered her gaze
agaim—"“you see, Lucy Parker—she’s a
friend of mine—she told me they some-
times want maids here, and I "
She broke off and twisted her gloved fiin-
gers together in apparent nerveusasss:

He moved away to swing the heavy
door for a couple entering—a couple on
whom Miss Brandon instantly turned her
back. Mauve-and-silver solemnly escorted
Cleo Kefra and Tony Briggs to one of the
automatic elevators. The attendant fre-
turned to her.

“Yow can’t stand about in ‘ere, you
know,” he said, not unkindly.

“Withy, what's the harm if I do?"” she
demanded, smiling saucily.

“WiEdll, y’'know, this place is clarss,
that's what it is.”

“Am’ T ain't clarss. Is that what chew
meam?”’

“I dunno about thatt.” He looked un-
comfortable at her half-smiling, satiric
gaze. “I come off at ten,” he said.

“Ow! Anm’ it's only a little after nine,
now. I could do with a little refreshment,
too. D’you know anywhere round hene?”

“Baker’s Arms—priwvate bar,” he an-
swered, =wifith aa ceetaain eaggeresss. “Itiss
quiet, an' quite refined. Sid’ll serve you,
an’' if you tell him you’re a friend o' Phil
Vimcent’s, he'll look after you.”

“Ow,"” she said again, rather solemnly.

“Yom will be there, won't you?"” he
asked amxiously.

“Tem o'clock ain’t long,” she answered.

“I told you my name—you ain’t told me
yours,” he pointed out.

“Girace Pottert—that’s me. An’ you're
sure there ain't no places goin’ here? 1
was parlormaid in me last plaee®

“It ain't no use your lookin’ for the
caretaker. Mr. Katzenbaum hisself en-
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gages all the staff, an' you'd have to go
to his office. But will T see you at Baker's
Arms? You'll be thenes?”

“I'm going there now.” She moved to-
ward the door.

But then she halted, for the door in the
corner almost crashed open, and Tony
Briggs strode, even clattered, across the
marble floor toward .he entrance. Hurry-
ing, Phil Vimcent got the door swung
open for him, and received no reply to his:
“Teaxi, sin?”

Phil turned back to Miss Brandon as
the door swung slowly and silently into
its place. He saiid—* She ain't 'arf combed
Yis hair for 'im. I reckon she ain't, by the
look of it

“WWhy, who are they?” she asked, wtth
evidently intent interest.

“Now, look 'ere,” he said persuasively.
“If I was to be ketched, talkin’ 'ere with
you for hours an' hours like this, Mr.
Katzenbaum'd ring up the Laber Ex-
change. I'll tell you all about ’im an’ ‘er,
if you want, round at the Baker's Afms,
but net in ‘ere, s&s?”

He held the door for her, as she passed
out and remembered to turn to the left.

EAR, she reflected, the imituition
which she had let guide her had pro-
duced a possible source of information, but
she had got little out of it. Phil Vincent,
too, might prove of more trouble than use,
but fully three-quarters of an hour, at
least, remained before she would see him
again, and she determined to try the
Baker’s Arms.

She found the private bar door on the
first corner, and entered to a clatter of
voices. A shirt-sleeved, red-nosed man
behind the glass-shuttered bar leaned to-
ward her.

"Amy sandwiches?" she inquired.

“Comrse we got sandwiches, ducky.
Wadger like?' he asked.

“I’d like a little politeness, being a friend
of Phil Vincent," she told him 1c11y “And
if you ‘ve got s;mdimﬂtnss—-ﬂtmm

“Sus-amntiainly, miss,” he said, with a
complete change of manner. “I didn't
know you was one o’ the Gravenor bunch.
Amnything to drink?

“A small port, please.” Previous ex-
perience had taught her it was the least
noxious: compound she could order in a

place of this sort. So she always had it.

She reflected, as she seated herseif on
a leather-covered bench against the wall
opposite the bar, that the Gravenor people
demanded, or in any case obtained, re-
spectful service. A fitaming-haired damsel
moved a half-empty stout glass to make
room for her and said, “Pardon, ducks,”
and Sid=if it were Sid—came from be-
hind the bar with a wet rag with which
He serubbed off the area of long table in
front of her.

“Miice evening, ain't it?" said the red=
haired girl.

“Qiite mild for the time of year,” Miss
Brandon responded pleasantly.

“We don’t have the winters they used
to get,” the other pursued.

“It ought to be snowing, this time of
year,” Miss Brandon said.

“Wees, and we don’t seem to get no snow,
do we?”

Miss Brandon leaned forward and began
innocently: “Wet’s this about the care-
taker’s little boy round at the Gravemor?
?"ﬁf been away, and only just heard about
t.

Red-hair was evidently astonished.
“Wihy, it oughter be in all the paperst
Little Ernie kidnapped—anyhow, he's
lorst. Four o'clock today. You see,
Miss—" She paused, invitingly.

“Oth, just Grade,” Miss Brandon said
recklessly.

“And I'm Eileen. Weall, you ses—do
you know Gravenor Mansnon, o ghe?*

“I've only been there once, to make an
appointment with Phil.”

“Ihen you don’t know the Parkoots—
the caretaker and his wife ?*

“I believe Phil did mention some name
like that,” Miss Brandon lied gravely.
“But I didn't know they were the care-
takers."

“Ow, yes! They are! And little Ernie
—uwell, you wouldn’t believe! That kid
ain't only just over two, but—" She
lifted her glass, tilted it, and gurgled once.

“As 1 was sayim’,” she went on, “little
Ernie’s the apple of his mother’s eye. She
do look after that kid. But little Ernie's
lorst, an’ the pleece is on it now, an' Par-
koot is ravin’ distracted, runnin’ up an’
down since four o'clock today. Yeu’d
think half London was lorst, the way he’s
earryin’ on.”
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“How did it happem?” Miss Brandon
asked, and, taking another bite at her
sandwich, realized that she had a long way
to go.

“Happen?” Eileen echoed, in high tre-
ble. “Wvhy, there wasn’t any happen about
it! Mrs. Parkoot left the door on the jar
—they’re basement, but the door is top of
the steps, leadin’ into the vestibule—where
you go in—you know! Am’ little Ernie
must of got out. Sweet kid, he is. Why,
they all make a fuss of him. There’s the
Earl of Batwindham in number three.
There's him, and that Slugger Potwin—
him which used to be the heavy champ,
which has the flat oppesite the earl's—he'd
lay down his life for little Ernie, if it
wasn't too expensive. Amd that Miss Kef-
ra, which they say got so much money
she don’t know what to do with it—why,
Mrs. Parkoot herself told me in here Miss
Kefra took that kid up in her arms an'
kissed him. An’ since four o'clock today
little Ernie is lorst, nobody knows where

Amother bite—the ham was delicious,
but the bread was thick—and Miss Bran-
don put dowm the wreckage of the samd-
wich, flimallly. “But somebody must know
where,” she said, as soon as she could
speak.

“Mhat’s just it!”’ Eileen declared, with
some excitement. “Miil is on all this
afternoon, as I reckon yox know! Little
Emie must've come up into the vestibule
with the door on the jar, like it was, an’
Phil must've seen the kid—but lie didn't.
And you know, being a friend of Phil's—
"you know he'd see if as much as a mouse
come into that vestibule—couldn’t help
seeing. And yet he didn't see Ernie,
which has dissppeanedi

¢ ing Mrs. Parkoot left a window
opem?” Miss Brandon suggested.

“My dee-earr)” Eileen's negative was
final. “ilm a basement well with a twenty-
foot wall, an' no way out! Anm’ the kid
not three yett!”

“Iit all sounds very mysterious,” Miss
Brandon said, and, perforce, moved a few
inches nearer her companion. For Phil
Vincent, although it was not yet ten
o'clock, loomed on her other side, and
crowded down into the small available
space beside her, grinning widely.

“Darlin’, I knew you was a sportt]”’ he
said. And, with no more preface, in sight

of all the habitues of the private bar, he
thrust out an arm, snatched her close, and
kissed her full on the lips, platantly, vigor-
ously—and sickeningly.

She thrust free of his hold, and stood
up. Struggling, she got past Eileen, and,
unresponsive to Phil's—“tHe, I sy
got clear and made her way out to the
street. There, lest Phil should follow, she
ran until she reached the security of the
square In which Gravener Mansions radi-
ated respeetabillty, and thrust eut a hand
at a erad ling taxl. Semebedy eame out of
the shadews te halt beside her and take
her aFm.

“I say!” he said sympathetically.

She turned on him, tigress-wise. “I've
been kissmt!” She exclaimed. “Do you
hear?"

He asked, unemotionally, “De you wish
to lay a charge, Miss Brandon. The name,
I conjecture, is Philip Vincemtt

“fithe name! I want to go home—do
you hear? Nothing else, but to go home!
If I'd known!™

Inspector Tott opened the door of the
taxi, which had stopped beside them. Still
holding her arm, he helped her in, and
then gave the driver her address. Then,
ll?‘efore closing the door, he looked in on

er.

He said, “Gireen ought to have kmown
better—tell him so. And he'll get nothing
on the Kefra woman this way. If he
wants to know anything about that kid-
napping, tell him I've got the whole story.
Emptd' —tthere ain't any, apart from the

id's ."’

“Ofn, tell him to go on!"” she begged
desperately.

“Riighty-ho, miss.” He closed the door
on her, and the taxi moved away, leaving
him at the pavement edge, a melancholy,
unperturbed figure of a man.

€EHAPTER 4

The Gravenor’s Doorman

SLIGHT shudder marked the end
of Miss Brandon’s recital. Gees,
perched on the end of her desk
with a folded newspaper under his arm,
eyed her sympathetically, and offered his
open cigarette case,
) “No, thank you. I don’t feel like smok-
ing.”
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“Fhilip Vincent, eh?” he reflected.
“Welll, Philip Viincent is going to get it
and get it good. Oh, yes! T'll attend to
him myself, shortly. I'm very sorry, Miss
Brandon."

“Amd all of it so absolutely futilkl” she
exclaimed bitterly.

“'d say, very far from futilee!™ he dis-
sented. “Two things stick out, to me,
One, that Tony and Cleo Kefra had a
peach of a row, from what you tell me of
his exit. The other—uwell, I don’t know,
quite. But the evening papers may telll”

She gazed up at him, questioningly.
“Tdll what, Mr. Greem?”* )

“Little Ernie, you say, was missing
since four o'clock, with only one available
way out from the caretaker's quarters,
They'd have their own entrance some-

"where round the side or at the back, natuur-

ally, and he might have got out that way,
but on the scrappy evidence you got it's
not likely. Apparently that door ‘on the
jar' let him into the entrance hall, where
this Philip Vimcent was on dutry.”

“Amd therefore must have seen him, if
he had gome that way,"” she pointed out.
“fithe entrance hall is absolutely bare, and
it was quite impossible for the child to
appear in it without Vimcent seeing him.”

“Tie child is so small that Miss Kefra
took him up in her arms and kissed him.
Just over two years old, according to your
Eileen. €ould a toddler like that push one
of those metal and glass doors opem?™”

“No,” she said decidedly. “But some-
body might hawe—"

“Let him out, you were going to say,”
Gees finished for her. “©Ome of the tenants
there? They all know the child, apparent-
ly, and the worst sort of moron would not

let a two-year-old into the street alone.

“IExen then, kidnapping in the street is
practically out of the question—small kids
aren't such valuable commodities in these
days that people risk picking 'em up en
sight and running off with 'em. Allso, that
square in the middle of the afterncon has
got taxis on a rank nearly opposite the
Gravenor entrance, I happen to know, and
there are chauffeurs with cars waiting
about—somebody would have seen the
child if he had been snatched up in the
street, and since the police are on to it
they'd have got information about it.”

“Y¥ou mean—Iittle Ernie is somewhere
in the buildiingy?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Not now,” he said
very gravely, and, unfolding his news-
paper, put it down before her. “Take a
look at thatt

He put a finger on a staring headline
and, after a glance up at him, she reaxdi:

GHASTILY DISCOVERY ON
WIMBLEDON COMMON

Shertly atier midnlight, P. C. Ambrese
Wiight “diseovered a fiber suitease, Half-
hidden ameng seme gorse bushes eA Wim-
bledeh Cormmon, fiearly oppesite the pend
beside the Kingston Read. On epening the
ease, he was Rerrified te disesver the nude
and terribly mutilated bedy of a male ehild,
ﬁgBﬁfEﬂﬂy abeut twe years of age. The
eRild’s tHreat wag fearfully laeerated; and
this and other injuries rade {t appear that
the tragedy was due to an attaclk By some
1arge, earnivereus animal of the eat species:

P. €. Whiight, at the time of the discov-
ery, was patrolling from Kingston toward
the top of Putney Hill. The point at which
he found the case is within a dozen yards of
the main road, which, even at that late hour,
is far from deserted. Three cars, Wright
states, passed him, going in the direction of
the Kingston by-pass, between the entrance

“Elementary!” says Watson

CAIRO, ILL.—Calvin Watson, Cairo business-
men, says it's easy to pick today’'s best whis-
key buy. “Judge taste, lightness, mildness,
flavor—anil you'll switch to
Caivert. I did. Elementianyil*

CALVERT RESERVE BLENDED WHISKEY~c868 PRQOF—®5% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS, CALVERT DISTILLERS CORP., N.Y.C.



26 A. MERRITT'S FANTASY

to the cemetery and the top of the hill, a
distance of about four hundred yards—meore
or less. Rime on the grass went to prove
that the case had been thrownm toward the
bushes from the road, since it had fallen
into position after the ground-frost had
whitened the grass, and there were no foot-
prints, except for those made by the con-
stable himself, 1A the vieinity. In all prob-
ability the ease was thrown from a passing
ear, slnee, it a pedestrian had been earrying
it, fae would alimest certainly have attracted
petiee from athers using this read.

A far greater number of people, both
children and adults, is missing at any given
time than is generally supposed, and, so far,
no clue is available as to the identity of this
ynfortunate infant. The suitcase, a cheap,
figeransiceane article, well wornm, bears no
labels or distinguishing marks by which it
might be traced. There Is a possibility that
a ehild belenging te sefie traveling men-
agerie might have strayed tee near the
gapes eontaining savage beasts, and that the
arents dispesed of the hedy in this wa% {8

Vert iAqHIFies 3Rd sHbseHuent drouBle:

ﬁ%& {3 IS the fact ¢ Q[hHB menageries
% HBY?EH {8 Have Beep on the foads In this
{SHEIGE £OF Weeky past:

Medical examimation will, of course, re-
veal more fully the way in which the child
came by his death, but it already appears
certain that no human agency is responsible.

ISS BRANDON looked up. She said,

‘ ) ittten,” matther
shakily, and Gees saw that she had lost
color.

“I’d dissent, by the effect it's had on
you,” he said. “Butt with this—the ability
to connect up these two things before any
others make the connection, your trip last
night was very far from futile, you see. It
enables me to get on to Tomy Briggs be-
fore he can connect up.”

“But—but what on earth do you mean ?*
she asked fearfully.

“L don't know myself.” he confessed.
“Bettween the British Museun and my
father, and what I already knew—and this
Gleo Kefra herselffi—I'm utterly puzzled.
Only—it’s all wrong—ailll wromg!

Abruptly he snatched up the telephone
receiver from its rest on her desk, put it
to his ear, and dialled. “Mr. Briggs—Mr.
Amthony Briggs, please,” he said, when he
got his response. Then—"“Mr. Greem ™

After a pause, “fHillo, Tony. Gees
speaking. I suppose you're not available
for lunch today?” He frowned. “No, I
thought you wouldn’t be. Too bad. Well,
look here. The nearest Lyanis to the Par-
liament end of Whiitehall—blow in and

look for me in about twenty minutes, and
I'll buy the coffee. Rightt?”"

Miss Brandon watched him nod and
smile at the response he got.

“Ah! Yes, I see! Leaving you deso-
late, is she? Welll, that accounts for it.
Yes. In twenty minutes”

He replaced the receiver, and again took
out his cigarette case Miss Brandom took
one this time. He said, “Il can walk it in
ten minutes, from here,” and lighted one
up for her and himself.

“$the ought to have been dark,"” she
said abruptly.

“I believe the mummies go to show they
were not all dark,” he dissented. “The
early dynasties. Besides—" he broke off,
thoughtfully. “fHhtmbily in all Egyptt'to-
day there are not more than half a dozen
families—mayhe not more than one or two
—of the pure-blooded race that was, in the
days of the Pharaohs. The present race is
mongrel, more Arab than anything else,
and she's got no Arab blood in her, by
my reckoming.”

“Mir Green, you're not thinking of con-
necting her with the murder of that child ?”
she asked, with sudden fear.

“I tell you I don’t know a thimg!” he
exclaimed, with equally sudden irritation.
“Swmry, Miss Brandon—I didn‘t mean te
bark. I'll get along, now, and—de fergive
me for landing you with that fess last
night, won't yow?”

“Wiihy, of course, Mr. Green! It wasn’t
your fault in the least.”

Two minutes later, with his hat in his
hand, he paused again in the doorway. I
may have another commission for yeu,
Miss Brandon,” he said. “Twny Briggs
tells me she’s going away for a few days,
and I may want you to keep track of her.
I'll know better after I've seen him,
though. I'll be back in an hour or s6.”

Tony Briggs was prorpt and unruffled.
There was just a suggestion of peuter
pigeon in his bearing, afd his pink-and-
white face wore the exipiession of virtue
rewarded.

“@hiite a cheery party yesterday, wash't
it?” he said, patting the tablecloth. “I
thought your Miss Brandon was leeking
remarkably attraetive. Have you fallen for
her yett?”

“WMith ‘you an object lesson in falling,
I'm keeping on my feet,” Gees said grave-
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ly. “Amd to anticipate your next remark
—slhe iz
“Withat ?"” Tony asked.

“All that, and then some. Did you take
her back after huxatn?”

“Whedll, natuunadlyy!™

“fTook the whole of the afternoon off,
huln?"

“I did not! I took her as far as the
Gravenor and then came back to work—
in the same taxi. You seem to think I
never wonk!"

“Didim’t even go up to her flat with her
for a quiet good-by? Tomy, don’t strain
my credulity too far!™

“Htorestly, old man! I saw her to the
lift, and left her*

“I must have independent evidence on
that. Get the one-headed Cerberus in that
entrance hall to testify to it on oatn™

“Of, cut it out! Besides, he was no-
where in sight—we had the entrance hall
to ourselves™

“Oho! Let me see. . . Three o'clock
or thereabouts when you left the Berkeley,
quarter of an hour to Gravenor Mansions,
and call it twenty minutes from there to
your office. Bet you a bob, Tomy, with that
entrance hall to yourselves, you weren't
back before half past four.”

“Heamd over,” and Tony stretched out
his hand. “I was well settled at my desk
when I heard Big Ben chime a quarter
past. Fast and honor, Gees. One shilling,
please. ™

Wiith apparent reluctance Gees took a
shilling from his pocket and handed it
over. He said, “Bwen allowing for traffic
holdups, that gives you twenty minutes to
say good-by in that entrance halll”

“\Weat the blazes is it to you if it does?”
Tony demanded irritably.

“Sorry, Tony—you know I was only
clowning. But you said on the phone she's
going away today. Wiere’s she off toe—
back to Egyptt?”

“If she were,” Tomy said decidedly,
“I’d find some excuse for going there too.
No, she's got a place she rented, furnished
down in Gloucestershire, and I'm seeing
her off for Cheltenham after lunch. Stay-
ing there till Tuesday week, and I go
down for two long weekends and come
back with her after the secomdl™

*“{th+huh ! What’s your lady mother say
about it?”

“Oth, blast it, Gees, you've got a nasty
mind! And this isn't the Victorian age,
either. Besides, she's having Lady Ben-
derneck to stay with her, and other people
as well probalblyy.

@iuilmmham, eh? Sleepy place. I don't
care for it

44T [JT she's not in Cheltenham,” Tony

said. “Her place is miles out—
Barnby-under-sometthing G ramgee, it's
called, but if she didn't take an express
through to Cheltenham she'd be pottering
about half the day at wayside stations on
a slow train. Her man meets her there
with the car—meets me, too, tomorrow
evening when I go down. So there you
are. Do I step down from the witness box,
or do you cross-examine furttrer?””

“Wlind, no further questtioms

Tony smiled. “Youw haven't told me
what you thought of Clem”

“WHeat could I tell you?” Gees coun-
tered. “Youw had only to see the way other
people took her entry to realize you had
far the most interesting womam—girl—in
the place. She’s got a brain like—like a
linotype machine, which they say is seven
men’s brains, and she dresses as well as
you do, which is saying much. I've never
seen such eyes, and her voice is a revela-
tion in perfection of tone. Any more ?"*

“MHat’s quite enough,” Tony said,
rather grimly.

“Weat’s more important to me is her
opinion of me.”

“To be absolutely framnk,” Tomy told
him, “you did not make a good impres-
sion. In fact—well—mever mind, tihoug

Back to Gees' recollection came Miss
Brandon’s account.of the way in which
Tony had charged through that entrance
hall and out from the block of mansions
the night before. He nodded, gravely. “I
won't,” he said, and drank the last of his
coffee.

“I thought you were rather bristly,
somehow,” Tony said. “Naot quite your
usual self, when you were talking to her.”

Gees said nothing and presently they
finished their coffee, paid up and sepa-
rated.

Gees meandered thoughtfully along
Whiitethall, came to a full stop and made
for a telephone booth, inserted two pen-
nies, and dialed. After a brief delay he
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got Inspector Tott, who demanded very
irritably what he wanted.

“To stand you lunch at the Junior No-
mads, Inspector,” he answered. “Today,
one-fifteen. €an dw?”

“Cam not do, thanking you all the same,
Misttar Green,” Tott snapped at him. “I
told you when I came to see you that this
was not an affair for any official action,
and that's thait”

“fiheem why were you hanging around
the Gravenor last night " Gees demanded.

“Naome of your busimess ™

Gees laughed softly into the transmit-
ter. “Dom’t hang up for a second, Inspec-
tor. You heard about the missing child,
of coumse?"

“Being investigated by that divisiom ™

“Hlas Parkoot—I believe that is the
name—has he been to Wimihledon yet to
see if he can identify the body found last
nightt?"

“Here! Wihat on earth are you getting
at?” Tott demanded sharply.

“@me4fifteen, at the Junior Nomads.
Change your mind, Inspector,” Gees sug-
gested. “I really need official backing for
something I want to do in that case, not
the other.”

“Nil—niight, Mr. Green,” Tott an-
swered, after a long pause. “But if you
are thinking of leading me up on some
blastedi—*

Gees mumbled his entire innocence of
subtlety, hung up and emerged from the
booth to gaze at a “lumch Edition™ poster,
sight of which prompted him to buy a
copy. The late news column gave himm:

SUITCASE MYSTERY

The bedy of a male ehild found in a suit-
ease just after fildnight en Wimbleden
Ceminen has bBeen identified By M¥. Edwin
Parloot, of Gravener Mansiens, as that of
his sen Ernest, whese disappearanee was
reported e the peliee yesterday afterfieef.
1t ls understeed that figures en the suit-
ease indieate that it was purehased reeently,
and ingulries are being pursued with a view
o traelng the purchaser.

“Bah!” said Gees to himself. He
handed it back to the man from whom he
had bought it.

“IFiri'mhed with it,” he said.
have it

He walked on toward Charing Cross.
“©h, Lord, be good to them, P
he murmured. “it must be hell to lose a

“You can

child any way, but that way—be good to
them

“fhiis is Mr Green, Crampton.” Tott
introduced the quietly dressed man who
joined them after lunch. “imspector
Crampton, Mr, Green. And I might tell
you, Crampton, that what he's got to say
might be worth hearing, though he's got
no official standing. He was in the Force
for two years some while ago, and a
damned nuisance he was, too, but he's got
an indirect line on this kidnapping busi-
ness that neither you nor I has a chance
of getting. It's your case, so I'm hand-
ing him over to you, as he ashedi

“Yees, I know your agency,” Crampton
said. “Amd you think you might be able
to give us a helping hand over this Par-
koot busitresss?”

“Wdll, thank you very much, Mr.
Green, for my good lunch, and I'll leave
you to Crampton ¥ Tott put in. “See you
soon, C

“[ don’t know that I can give you much,
Inspector," Gees said, “but 1 may clear
up a point or two. Is it possible to have
a word with Parkoot, or is hee—""

“Be’s cold fury,” €Crampton said, “and
only too anxious to get his hands on
whoever did it, poor chap. She's down
and oulE—yom can't see her. But you

“To find out things,” Gees flimished.
“Can you come along with me and see
Parkoot? He'll be at the Graxemon?”

“Weelll go right alomg,” Crampton
promised. “But—" as they went toward
the streett—“do you mind telling me
where you come in? I mean—wihat’s your
angle on a case like thies?”

“A possible lead to an inquiry of my
own,” Gees answered, “amnd since my
inquiry couldn’t possibly be a police affair
—at least, for the present—I shall have to
ask you to leave it at thait

“WHat’s good enough for Inspector
Tg(tjt is good enough for me,” Crampton
said.

ISS BRANDON’S description was
enough to convince Gees that it was
Philip Viincent who swung the heavy deor
for them when they reached the Gravemnor;
and he noted Vimcent’s respectful salute to
the inspector. He halted just inside, the
door to watch it slowly close against the
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pneumatic cushioning cylinder, and then,
grasping the handle, swung it open again.

“Yam see, Inspector,” he said, “that
child couldn’t have opened it. It's a sixty-
pound pull, at lezsst”

“fithey’re kept open in the warm wea-
ther. sir,” Vimcent put in.

“Wvas any door left open yesterday
afternoon ?* Gees asked him.

He shook his head. “Nw, sir,” he an-
swered with fiimaliity. “Meawer, in the win-
ter months., Them cylinders have to be
taken off, for thatt”

“Amd they're all on.” Gees gave the
man a steady, appraising look, and then
turned to the inspector again. “Let's go.
Best to get it over witih*

But when Parkoot, a middie-aged, heav-
ily-buiit and tall man, faced them in the
doorway, Gees saw that he had no uncon-
trolled victim of a tragedy to face. The
man was grimly impassive.

“fithiis is Mr. Green, Parkoot,” Cramp-
ton told him. “Hle thinks he may be able
to help in—well, our imvestigatiom

“IIf that's so, Mr. Green,” Parkoot said
slowly, “Geod wiil bless you. T know you
can’t give him back to us, but— Pleased
to meet you, sir*

Gees shook his hand heartily, and felt
respect for the man's courage. “A few
questions, if you don’t mind,” he said.

Parkoot came out into the basement
corridor, and closed the door softly behind
him. “fithe missus is asleep,” lie ex-
plained.

The cigarette case appeared as Gees
leaned against the polished marble wall.
Gees lighted up. “As good here as any-
where,” he said. “A first question, Mr.
Parkoot. That entrance hall is in charge

ofaa}n attendant. Is he supposed to leave
M 1
m“‘lN@, s,

“Wheml times?" Gees asked laconically.

“Rellief,” Parkoot answered.

“fithem that's that. Wihat sort of man is
Vincentt?"

“Oth, quite reliable, sir, if that's what
you mean. He was on yesterday after-
noon, when—wihen it happened, and what
I can't make out is how it happened that
Ernie got out, because the missus was ly-
ing down, and our own door at the side
was locked. And the door at the top of
the stairs was on the jar, but Vincent'll
take his dyin' oath the kid never went that
way. So—wellll™

“Not well,” and Gees shook his head,
while €Crampton maintained an interested
silence. “Nat much doing up there in mid-
afternoon, as a rule, is there, Panlkomtt”*
he asked casually.

“I'd say it's a dull job, but—"
broke off, gloomily.

“How many flats are there in the
block?"

“Tvemty-two, sir. But if you thirk«—"
Again he broke off.

“Wee'we got to prove, not thimk,” Gees
told him, and Crampton nodded. “Service
here, or do the tenants keep their own
servants ?™

“Either way, sir. There’s accommoda-
tions for one servant in each fiett—two at
a pinch—and our own restaurant and
stafft.”

“I see. Tell me this, then. Wiy was
Vimcent absent from that hall for at least
twenty minutes, between three-thirty and
four yesterday afftermomm?”

“fHet’s impossible, sir,” Parkoot said

He
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firmly. “He wasn’t—and he knows it'd
cost him his job, too. No, he wasm't”

“Vary well, he wasn't. How many of
the tenants have their own attendants—
living in the flats, I meam®*

“Very few, sir. The trouble of getting
servants makes most of 'em rely on our
staff for everything. There's—llet me see.
Lord Batheum—they say that's how vou
ought to pronounce his name—he’s got a
maid: that boxer chap, Potwin, keeps an
old army man to look after him, and Miss
Kefra in number thirteen’s got a foreigner,
sort of chauffeur and houseman and every-
thing else—but they're away. So is Lord
Batheum, as far as that goes, though his
maid is still here”

“Amd the rest depend on your staff, eh?
Do the staff have rooms here, or live out?
I've a reason for asikingy.”

“IMe chef and his two kitchen lads
live in—not the others” Parkoot an-
swered. “THwugh T don’t see how theyy—"

“Come into it—no. But now I want to
take a long chance—a very long chance—
and T wish you two’d come with me while
I take it. Up to Lord Batheum's flat, if
you willl*

“I get it,” Crampton said quietly. “Yes
—let’s go.”

The caretaker led them along the cor-
ridor to the foot of the stairway and
pressed a button beside a door. A lift
descended almost inaudibly, and stopped.
He opened the door, ushered the two in,
and followed therii, The lift went up,
stopped, and they emerged to a carpeted
eorrider.

“fifhat’s his door, sir.” Parkoot pointed
as he spoke, and Gees advanced and
pressed a bell beside the door.

He pressed again after a long interval,
and the door swung open to reveal a tall,
pert-looking, rather attractive girl in a
black silk wniform.

“Hliis lordship is notatome,” she said,
sharply, before Gees spoke.

“So T understamd.” He slipped his foot
into the door-opeming. “You are, I see,
just as you were yesterday afternoon. But
quite on your own, I take it, today. Are
you all alloves?”

“WMlr. Parkoot, are you going to stand
there and see him insult me?” she de-
manded shrilly. “lLet me shut this door,
you! I—" Then he caught sight of In-

spector Crampton, and stopped, epen-
mouthed.

“How long was Vimcent in here with
you yesterdmy?”’ Gees drawled.

“Oo-h! You lian!” she cried, and, red-
dening. gulped.

“Was it one hour, or twm?"

“Iit wasn’t half-an hour—" she begam—
and stopped.

“fHat’s enough, Sir,” Parkoot said, and'
turned toward the lift. Inspector Cramp-
ton said, “Here!"” and went to follow him,
but he slid the door closed and went down
alone. Gees and the inspector made for
the stairs and raced dowm ; but they knew
the lift would beat them

They came to the main floor just in time
to see Parkoot swing Vimcent about. Erom
a half crouch he landed one tremendous
blow with his right on the point of the
jaw, with plenty of weight to back it.
Lifted off his feet, Vincent crashed to the
marble floor, and Parkoot stood over him.
The other two came beside the caretaker,
and all three stood waiting until Vincent
opened his eyes.

“Get up!" Parkoot’s admonition was an
almost animal growl. “Get up! Strip that
uniform off, and get out, before I Kkill
you!"”

“Aggiin they waited. Presently Vincent
managed to get on his feet, and staggered
uncertainly toward the basement stairs and
down them.

“WHill he come out this way, Panlkuatt?”
Gees asked.

“No, sir. By the side door—iit’s spring-
latched.” He held up his hand to look at
his skinned knuckles, and even smiled.

“I'd like you to come along with me,
Inspector, if you will,” Gees said. “I
haven't finished with Vincent, yert.”

CHAPTER 5
. Angry Lady

OU said you were taking a long
l chance,” Inspector Crampton
remarked as he followed Gees

down to the basement. “Yow did, too, =
with that girl. A longer one than I'd care

to take”

“Amd yet it wasn't so very long,” Gees
told him. “She squealed before she was
hurt, gave herself away hopelessly before
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T accused her of anything. Besides, it was
acting on information received—from two
entirely independent sources”

“fHat’s his locker room, sir.” Parkoot
pointed at a door along the corridor.
“Dyou want me to sty

“I think not, Parkoot,” Crampton an-
swered, and smiled slightly. “You might
kill him, if we didna’t hold you badk.”

“THen Il go along and ring up the
agency to send a man in at once to re-
place him,” Parkoot said, and entered his
own quarters, closing his door gently.
Crampton pointed at a half-glazed deor
at the end of the eorridof.

“fhat’s the only other way the kid
could have got out,” he said. “Be=en taken
out, rather, for you can see he couldn't
have opened that door himselff—couldn't
have reached up to that Yale knob to turn
the latictn”

“How did the child get into this cor-
ridor?” Gees asked

“Mirs. Parkoot left her door open so
he could plav about in it—he couldn't
come to any hamm,” Crampton explained,
and somehow that door at the top of the
stairs, leading to the entrance hall, hap-
pened to be left ajar. But how he got out
of that Ialll—"

Gees almost said, “He didn't,” but
thought better of it. They waited, and
finally Vimoemt, sullen and tight-lipped,
appeared in street clothes.

“We want a word or two with you,
Vincent,” Crampton said.

“Ot, do you? Well, for a start, I want
you to arrest Parkoot for assault. And
I'm goin’ to get damages out of him,
teo."”

“Qhiite a good idea,” Gees cooed softly.
“Qth, quite a good idea! And don’t forget
to call that girl in his lordship's flat as
evidence."”

“So she spilt, did she, thee—"

“Stow it!” Gees barked. “Wiat time
was it when you left the hall to go up to
that flat yesterday afftemomon?®”

r she told you,” Vincent
mumbled, “I was in the hall till over a
quarter past three, and I was down again
by four o'clock,”

“Comtradiicting each other already, you
see,” Gees observed.

“I don't care mhat she told you!” Vin-
cent almost shouted. “[ll take oath on

it—I wasn't away more’n forty minutes at
the outsiids

“fhree fifteen to four o’clock, call it;*
Crampton commented. “Tihe period in
which the child diisapyresredd’”.

“Nathodly asked me to keep an eye on
the kid,” Vincent said sullenly.

“Mamny people in and out during the
afternoon, as a rulke?” Gees asked him.

¥ anyone, between three and
five,”” he :mswered.

“Diid you stay in the entrance hall all
the rest of the time yestendigy?”

“Weess, 1 did, except when I give Miss
Kefra’'s man a hand with her trunks, be-
cause he was takin' 'em down to her car,
so's to be there to meet her today. An’
goin’ outside to get taxis for people.
Her, for one, when she went out to din-
ner.”

“Diid you leave the hall to help with
the trunks before or after getting a taxi
for Miss Kefra?"

“Before—no, it was after, a good quar-
ter an hour after. Wihy—wiat’s that got
to do with it? The kid wasn't in the
trunks—the, police was lookin’ for 'im, by.
that time. After eight, it was”

“Now what gave you the idea of con-
necting the child with the trunks, I won-
der?” Gees mused.

“I didn’t do nuthin' o’ the sortt!” Vin-
cent protested indignantly. “I said he
wasw’t in the trunks, that's all. I seen
Miss Kefra pick that kid up an’ kiss him,
one day when the door was left on the
jar before an’ he happened to stray up
inte the hall when she was comin’ dewn
in the lift, an’ that old dofferer of a man
of hers couldn’t swat a fly if he trled. An’
the kld was snatehed away eut of here”

“Wes, snatched away out of here*
Gees mused aloud again. “I expect you'll
see the suitcase at the inquest, and be
able to tell if it went out of here yesterday
while you weve in the halll™

“No suitcase of any sort went outt!™
Vincent protested. “Am’ that kid was
snatched out alive, not took out dead in
a case. Kidnappers, that's what it waes’"

They left the man to himself and
ascended to the empty entrance hall.
There Gees paused.

“Do you happen to have any list of the
people here?" he asked,

Crampton felt in his breast pocket and
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brought out a small, folded, white sheet.

In silence Gees looked down the list.
Beside N@. 13 he saw the names of Miiss
Cleo Koffea and Saleth ibn Nathar,, fersonal
attendant. He refolded the paper and
handed it back.

“fTHamk you,” he said. “Nw, it couldn't
be anyone here”

“Wadll, I'm much obliged to you, Mr.
Green,” Crampton said. “Neow do vou
wish to make any more impuiniess?”

Gees shook his head. “Nat now,
thanks,"” he answered. “lf—iff the busi-
ness that's interesting me just now should
happen to cross any of your line, I know
where to get in touch with you.”

As he went on his way, he murmured
to himself: “Saleh ibn Nahor—" Then
he took out an envelope and pencil, and
wrote the name down. Then he hailed a
taxi to take him to Little Oakfield Street
for tea with Miss Brandon.

UT tea with Miss Brandon was not
the peaceful function Gees antici-
pated. He had just seated himself on the
corner of her desk when the doorbell be-
gan a peal that suggested a desire to run
the battery down. Gees got on his feet.
“I'll go, Miss Brandon.” He went to
the door and opened it. “Easy, mam,*
Gees admonished, ignoring the ominous
expression on Tony Briggs' face,

“I want to know,” Tony began coldly,
“wriny W_u___’a

“Not here,” Gees interrupted.
inside. "

In angry silence Tony followed him to
his room. He pointed to the deep-seated,
leather-uphoistered chair.

“[ don’t want to sit down,” Tomy said
stubbornly.

“I do,"” Gees observed, and did. “Now,
go ahemd™

“I want to know what you—" Tony
paused to correct himself, and went on
with meticulous care— “wihat was the idea
of Miss Brandon, in obvious disguise,
masquerading in the entrance hall of
Gravenor Mansions last night, Spying
there, in fact, By your ordens?”

“Orh, the Parkoot business,” Gees said.
“THeat missing kid. Yes. Wait a second—
Fll get Miss Brandon herself along to
explain.” He pressed the buzzer on his
desk, and offered his cigarette case.

“Come

R T T

“No! Not now!"” said Tony savagely.

Gees took one for himself. “©h, Miss
Brandomn,” he said as she entered, “You've
met Briggs. He wants to now what you
mean by being at Gravenor Mansions
last night. I'm just back from my talk
with Crampton, and you'd better tell
him how we're interested in this case of
the missing ehild—and the finding of the
bedy out at Wiimibledon, and all the rest
ef 1t.” He gave her a leng look.

“I went to Gravenor Mansions last
night, Mr. Briggs,” Miss Brandon said
coolly, “and obtained some information
about the missing child—long before it
was connected with the Wimbledon
tragedy—which Mr. Green was good
enough to say was very useful. Is that
all, M¢. Grean?”

Gees got on his feet. “Yom see, Tony?
There’'s no connection between Miss
Brandon’s visit to the Gravenor and you
or anyone you know there. Now what's
the trouitle?"

“[L—wwedlil—Xlies Kefra recognized Miss

Brandon, obviously disguised, last
nights—"" Tony broke off.
“Amd chalked another dark stroke

against my already unattractive name,”
Gees finished for him. “Youm ought to
realize, Tony, that my agency  goes in
for all sorts of investigations. So there
you are, Tony, blaming me for a sheer
coincidence. Wiy >

“Miss Kefra thoughtt—" Tomy began,
and stopped.

“Snppusing [ started thinking?”’ Gees
exclaimed with angry energy. “Supposing
I alleged that one of Miss Kefra's trunks,
taken out of her flat last night by her
man, had inside it the suitcase which held
the body of that child— No, shut up,
Teny! I've got just as much right to
allege an absurdity like that as you have
te eemne here and aceuse e of setting
Miss Brafdon oen to spy ea Miss Kefra.
New yeu ean elther apelegize and stay
for a eup of tea, or get eut”

“ apologize humbly to you both,” Tony
said. “But I mustn’t stay now.”*

“Look here, Tony, what time do you
go to her country place

“By the same train she took tod&)y,,
Tomy said. “Clleo’s meeting me at Chelten-
ham with her car, and Lad ly Benderneck
is traveling down with me.

FERENSYEE TR & 4
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“Wadll, then—when do you start back?
Monday "

Tony nodded.

“Wikdll, look here. I shall be down
Shropshire way myself on Sunday. Sup-
pose I pick you up at ten Monday morn-
ing? Then I could have a word with
Miss Kefra and wipe this blot off my
scutcheon.”

“Ye-es,” Tomv assented, very dubious-

ly:
%l §655 exclaimed: “Now what's

“It's the 6raﬁgs Basnhy-uprier-Hed-
lingten. I've Rever been there, s | eant
tsl 6u anything abeut the

e it to me’ Gees mt@mesed,
"amd count on seeing me somewhere
round ten on Menday merming ”

“I really must go now, Gees,” Tony

said, glancing at his wrlstwatch “Aw-
fully sorry about this misunderstamd-
ingg—"
“I'll clear it all up before I fetch you
away on Monday morning,” Gees in-
terrupted, accompanying him out into the
corridor.

“Buit if you're looking into this affair of
the missing child—" Tony half-ques-
tloned pausing in his stride.

@ln, my part in that is fiimished, mow—
I've handed it over to Inspector Cramp-
ton.”

He went into Miss Brandon’s room
after closing the door on Tomy. She saiidi:
“So 1 was futile, after alll”

“Om the other hand, Miss Brandon,
this bee in the lady's bonnet—the one that
fetched Tomy here with murder in his
eyes as soon as he had said good-by to
her—it clinches things. People don't
imagine they're being shadowed like that

unless there's some reason for shadowing
them.”

“You suspectt—whatt?”’ she asked. “Not
that she had anything to do with the dis-
appearance of that child, sunedjy?"

“Am open mind,” he answered, “is as
useful as a pocket corkscrew.” He held
one up as he spoke. “I might be able
to tell you more when I get back next
Tuesday.”

“Bat I thought it was to be Monday.”

“Wout'd be surprised. Meanwhile, Miss
Brandon, Vimcent took the count in the
Gravenor entrance hall today, and is now
one of the unemployed, thanks to me

She put the teapot down on the tray
and stared at him, silently.

“Wdll—ithat’s something,” she said
nervously. “But—hut I wish you'd tell
me—about Miss Kefra—"

“I assure you there's absolutely noth-
ing to tell—yet,” he said. He smiled at
her, but she found no smile of her own
with which to answer.

CHAPTER 6

The Cats of Sekhmet

LENDERFER, even, than she nor-

mally appeared, and to Tony Briggs

bewilderingly alluring, Cleo Kefra

let him hold her close for almost a minute,
and then drew away.

“Your friend will be here at any mo-
ment,"” she said. “Hzwe you had break-
fastt—" she glanced at the table— “or
did you wait for me?"

“OX course I waited, darlimg,” he told
here. “As if—but there's a wire from
him. I shall have to ask you to turn the
car out to take me to Cheltenham, after

|
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all. He’s broken down. He may jget here
this afternoon. There’s the wire

Glancing at the top of the message, she
saw it had been handed in at Ludlow at
8:38 A. M., and put it down to turn to
Tony.

“I will order the car for you, deam,”
she said, and, advancing one slippered,
tiny foot, set it on a bellpush in froat of
her. After that, she seated herself, and
gestured him to the place oppesite her.

“So—I must tell him you have gone,”
she said. “Or leave word for him, per-
haps. - Darling, get me one kidney, and no
bacon.”

Going to the sideboard, he uncovered
the dish, and hesitated.

¢ look badly underdome, to me,
Cleo,” he said dubiously.

“But they are not, really,”
“One, please’

Carefully, even distastefully, he trans-
ferres two halves of kidney from the dish
to a warmed plate, which he put down be-
fore her. The service gave him oppor-
tunity to lean down and kiss her.

“Womi're so lovely, Cleo! T hoped you'd
have been down sooner, since it's my last
morning here.”

She laughed. “Uitill Friday—five days!
Darling, this is very early for me. I come
alive at night, not with the mormimg.™

A wizened, wrinkled, fifieddottutiining,
white-haired, clean-shaven man, with
startlingly youthful blue eyes entered
noiselessly. He said: “Yow rang, mad-
am?!r’

“Qiite five minutes ago, Saleh,” Cleo
Kefra answered. “You will be ready
with the car to take Mr. Briggs to Chelt-
enham in half an hour. That is alll™

“fHank you, madam,” and he closed
the door, leaving them alone again.
Whwreupon Tony bent down for amother
kiss, but her hand restrained him. She
said, “No, darling. Else, you would go
back starweatl”

“I do,” he said significantly. Butt—"

He went to the sideboard, and chose a
slice of cold ham and a poached egg. She
poured his tea, and coffee for herself. The
halves of kidney showed crimson and
dripped redly as she cut them, but the
’mﬂee urn and spirit kettle masked her
"eating from Tony's sight. He caught her
glance at him, and sighed.

she said.

“Fiwe days, darlnnrg, he said. “Why
must you come

“But such days!" she told him, and
laughed.

“Cleo, how soon will you marry me?™
he asked abruptly, leaning toward her
across the table™

She laughed softly. “Is it not yet a
week since we became emgmgesdl™

“I know, but—how soon, damliigy?*

S!'le shook her head. “I cannot tell you
yet."

“Is there—you have only yourself to
considier?” he asked, anxiously.

“Omlly myself;,” she answered slowly.
“1 am quite alome’

“fHem why—?" he began, and broke
off.

“Naot yet—I cannot tell you yet,” she
repeated, and rose to come and stand be-
side him. “Do not insist, Tony—lkt it
wait for a time. We can be together, as
now.”

“I want all of you, Cleo,” he said
rather indistinctly.

“8§0?” She spoke the monosyllable
softly, thoughtfully. Ome less blind than
was he might have said that she was quite
unimpressed. But he lifted the hand she
had laid on his shoulder, and put it to his
lips.

“Wamr friend—when will he ammines?””

“My— Oh, you mean Gees! I've no
idea, darling. Too late to get me to Lon-
don in time, or he wouldn’t have sent that
wire. He says four o’clock, but since he’s
had some sort of breakdowna it may be
later.”

“Dues a Rolls-Bentley break diowm?™
she asked thoughtfully.

“He may have hit something. But—
Did he tell yoy he drives a Rolls-Bentley,
darlimg?"” he inquired, gazing at her with
surprise.

She nodded. “Wihen we lunched with
him,"” she said.

“I don't rememierr—" He was frown-
ing in an effort at recalling any mention
of Gees' car when Cleo drew her hand
away and -stood back from him as the
door opened to admit a tall, elderly wom-

an, Tony rose to his feet. “Good morn-
ing, Lady Benderneck,” he said.
“Womimg, Tomy. Cleo, my dear, 1
must go back to town. I'm very sorry—
a case of iliness in the family, Can you
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arrange for me to be driven to the sta-
tion 2"

“If you must go, Sarah,” Cleo said,
“Tlomaw is being driven to Cheltenham in
half an hour or a little less. Perhaps you
could go with him—or would that be too
soon 7"

*[it would suit me admirably—the ston-
er ] can get back, the better. I'm so sorry
to leave you here alone, darlimg.”

"Wy not come back with us?” Tony
asked, rather eagerly. “Being alone in
a place like this in the middle of winter is
not too good.”

Cleo, shook her head. "I shall stay,”
she said. "Wow can come dowm again
for next weekend, Samdh?*

"I hope so,” Lady Benderneck said
dubiously. “I will let you know, dear,
as soon as I know myself. But must you
stay heme?”

“I shall not go back with you,” Cleo
answered, a trifle coldly.

Wihen they were alone, Tomy gazed out
from the window at the stretch of moat,
which extended all around the old house.
Its surface was blackly sullen in the light
of the clouded morning.

“Yeow can't stay alone in a place like
this, Cleo,V be said.

“I have to, Tony,” she said, and
ghivered. "WiHem you come back Fri-
day, 1 may be able to answer the ques-
tion you ask so persiseantthy”

“Yau mean it, Cleo? ¥ He faced about
and took her in his arms.

“I may. 1 am net sume™

“Danling, 1 love you so temiidiyt™

"iIs it terrible, my Tony? Now let me
go—I must dress to see you off. Five
minutes—ten minutes at most, and 1 shall
be with you agaim.”

A HALF hour later, with baggage

loaded on the car, Tomy sat in be-
side Lady Benderneck and heard her sigh
of reliet as Sahel, wizened and brown
and competent, drove over the bridge that
spanned the moat.

"WiHyy she chose such a place I cannot
think,” Lady Benderneck remarked rather
acidly. “"Sucth an eerie, ghostly place.
And those catts!™

"Cats?" he asked, surprised. "I didn't
see any cats.”

“Two—mure like small tigers than cats,
except that they were not strlped Big,
tawny things—I heard a noise outside
mv room last night, and looked outt—e
thev were in the corridor. 1 shut the
door at once. The one that 1 saw clearly
had china-blue eyes, like a Siamese, but
they were too large for Siamese. Much
too legge!”

“I must ask Cleo about them,” he said.
“1 never saw any cats.” Leaning forward,
he slid open the glass partition separating
them from the driver. "Salleh, her lady-
ship tells me she saw two big cats out-
side her room last night. Are they youwms?"

Momemtarily, the car swayed, as if for
an instant the man had let the steering
wheel swing in his hands. Then it
steadied.

*“fithere are no cats, sir,” he said.

“But 1 saw them, outside my mommi™
Lady Benderneck insisted.

“THem they must have been prowling
in the night and got in, your ladyship,” he
answered her, without looking around,
“for Miss Kefra has no cats at the Grange,
nor have I, nof the maids.”

“lit's very mysterious,” Lady Bender-
neck said with emphatic disapproval. “I
saw two—llarge, dangerous-lookiing cats,
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in the middle of the night. It's mnost
mysterious.”

“I wish €leo hadn't insisted on staying
on there alone,” Tony said.

The still, dull winter's day was
near its end when Gees got his first view
of the boxlike, Georgian outline of the
Grange, and saw, too, three sides of the
oblong moat which surrounded house and
grounds—an area of nearly two acres.

The place looked neglected; the para-
pets of the gray stone bridge over which
he must drive to come at the house needed
repair; shrubs and trees looked unikermypt;
and last year’s grass lay lank and dead on
the borders of flower beds and round the
edges of the lawn.

The house was set on a massive sub-
structure of darker, more aged-looking
stone than its upper part, indicating that
an eighteenth-century builder had set his
edifice on the foundations of an earlier
structure,

He entered the portico and pressed an
incongruous bellpush—its bright newness
emphasized the need of paint on its sur-
roundings. The opening door revealed
Cleo Kefra herself.

“Ah! Mr. Green,” she said coolly.
“Alll but one of my servants have fled to-
day, and that one has gone to Hedlington
for provisions. So I welcome you my-
self. Wiill you come im?*

“MMeamk you,” he answered, with equal
lack of warmth, and stepped inside.

He followed her into a high-ceilinged
drawing room crowded with ugly Vic-
torian furniture.

“I expected you about this time,” Cleo
remarked. “Wiborit you take your coat
off? This room is rather wamm

He took off his coat and turned to put
it on the bench behind him.

As Cleo Kefra looked up at him, he
noted that the pupils of her eyes were
dilated in the dim light of the room, ren-
dering them dark and softly lustrous.

“fiis must be very inconveniemt for
you, Miss Kefra,” he said. “No servants,
I meam”

“It will not be inconvenient, since my
guests left this morning,” she said. “Saleh
—he is the man who attends to me in the
flat when I am in —agam attend to
all my own needs. But draw up a chaiir.”

“Baat why are you left like this, servants

less?” he inquired. “lIsm’t it swdibem?”

“Some nonsense about ghostly cats, as
nearly as I can gather,” she amnswered.
“Orr real cats, trespassing from some near-
by farm. I expectt—" she smiled skightily—
“the village is buzzing wth excitement
over them, by this time. My three maids
all marched away before luneh, and a boy
arrived with a hand-cart an heur later to
take their belongings. But why—why
do you nod your head like that, Mr¥.
Greem?”

“Just—" he paused to think hard for a
reply— “your excellent English. Not a
trace of accent in it.”

“W‘ny should there be” I have known
it . ... it is my

The pause was 51gmﬁcant he felt. She
had intended a different end to the sen-
tence. “And Tony couldn’t wait for me?"
he remarked, stirring his tea.

“IHe went by train—Saleh drove him to
Cheltenham,” she said. “Amd he has al-
ready explained what he said you'wished
to see me about—Miss Brandon, I mean,
and that you were interested in the child’s
disappearance. I am serry I miscon-
strued her presence at the Gravewsy.”

“l am still interested in that child's
disappearamce,” he said slowly, and saw
her eyes darken still more.

“I understood it had been found,” she
said halff-questioningly.

“Ithe body—mot the living child,” he
answered her. “MRamiibly mauled and
clawed as if by—" he drank the last of
his tea, and put the cup back on the tray—
“cats,” he ended, looking full at her.

“How very strangel” she remarked,
with incisive irony.

“Amd they must pay—all nine lives*
he stated with finality.

UTSIDE the room the light had so
far failed that leafless trees had grown
shadowy beyond the uncurtained window.
Here, they sat in a dimness mitigated
enly by the firelight, and Cleo’s face was
all in shadow, since it was turned toward
hifh and away from the fie. But her
eyes glowed at him, dark fires in them-
selves,
“I do not understamd,” she said.
“Selkfinmeet herself shall not save themm,*
he said again, somberly.
“§iill I do not understamd,” she re-
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peated in a very low and beautiful tone.

“Hi irty years ago, it was a
woman’s throat that was torn and clawed|*
he went on deliberately. “New it is a
child’s.”

“Ath-h!” She breathed rather than
uttered the exclamation.

She threw her cigarette end in among
the coals of the fire, and then they sat
for a long time in silence, each watchful
and waiting on the other.

“You are strong, I know,” she said at
last, “tourt the stream will bear you ayway,
while I stand on the bank and watch its
flowimmg "’

“I shall win, though. Not because I
am strong, but because any deviation
from the norm has its price, and in the
end that price is exacted to the uttemmost™

“Youm threstem?’ she asked, with a
challenging note in the question.

“Say that 1 warn,” he answered quiet-
ly, gravely. “Yow must pay.”

“Wom know that, if I willed it, you
would not leave this house?” fhe asked,
after another lengthy silence.

“fihen we should both be dead,” he re-
torted grimly.

“No—Oh, no! Look out through the
window, toward the bridge

He stood up to look. Light enough re-
mained outside to reveal to his gaze the
shapes of two great cats, tawny things that
sat on their haunches, faced toward the
house, just clear of the bridge parapets.

Then he blinked, for the two shapes
dissolved to nothingness as he gazed at
them, and he knew the effort of main-
taining the vision she had imposed on his
retinae had been too much for her. The
knowledge gave him intense satisfaction
as he seated himself again.

“We are quite alone in this house,"” she
said. “YWom can prove nothing to others,
no matter what you see or hear, alone
here with me.”

“ddiniitted, but I have proof for my-
self, now,"” he told her.

She laughed softly. “Youw needed
none,"” she said, “as I knew the moment
I first saw you. We are very old, you
and 1.”

“Emen if this be my ninth life, 1 know
only one,” he dissented,

“WNime lives, the ninth life—you harp
on it} she exclaimed with evident anger.

“Idt:'m know only one. But we are very
old.

“Ieemving me out of it, I'd be interested
to know exactly how you reach that con-
clusion,” he said. “Egpainlly simce—
well, as I see it, you are not likely to get
much older.™

“I should be very much interested to
know how you reach that conclusiom,
she retorted with satiric amusement.

“Youm want that put plaimly?” he de-
manded.

“We are quite alone here,” she said.
“Yowm may say what you willl™

“Mhkiinly, then, the last night you spent
in London, the body of a child—identified
later by the caretaker at Gravenor Man-
sions as that of his son—was found on
Wimnbledon Common after midnight,
mauled and clawed as if those two vanish-
ing cats of yours had got at i.”

And I tell you—" she spoke with an
earnest sincerity that he could not doubt—
“l know nothing of the death of that
child.”

He sat puzzled, silenced for the time.
He had been so sure, but truth sounded
in her words: there is an intonation that
compels belief, and it was hers then.

Sue turned her head a little, and the
glow in the grate reflected from her eyes,
rendering them as depths of visible, velvet
darkness.

“Notting,” he echoed. It was an af-
firmatiom, not a question. “Yet I wonder
—you know old magic. That trick of the
cats was on a level with the rod that
turned into a sempamtt—"

“fThat?"” she btoke in contemptuously.
“I could fill this room so full of serpents
that the hissing would drown your words.
It is no more than a child, if instructed,
could summon out by his willl”

“Amd you, with powers like those, aim
to marry Tony Briggs!™

“Hlad 1T known that you were his friend,
1 would have chosen elsewhere,” she re-
torted, with a trace of bitterness. “The
friendship must emdi’”

“Or the engagement,” he answered
harshly. “Simce you speak of it like that,
why marry him? Obwviously not for love.”

No,” she said, after a long, long si-
lence, “but because you were right in one
;g::‘g’ you said. T have begun the ninth
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“[ begin to understamd,” he remarked,
after another interminable interval. “Eight
and thirty years ago, you began the
eighth. That would make you—aiigiit times
thirty-eight, mow—

“Nat so,” she interposed. “I was sure
the moment we met that you knew much.
But not all. How could you, not being
inititec?”’

“fithe night has hardly begum,” he ob-
served coolly, “and I never intended to
reach Londom till tomorrow. Let me
crave another hour, say, of your hos-
pitality, and ask why it is—not so.”

“Withy should I tell you?” she de-
manded.

“Berause you are afraid of me,” he an-
swered, and made of the sentence a state-
ment of inescapable fact.

CHAPTER 7

Firelight for Fools
GAIN they sat in silence. The
red mass of coals in the fire basket
fell and shrank with a rustling

sound: so long was it since fresh coal
had been put on that now there remained

only smokeless, flameless embers. The
glow in the room was fading.
“It is true,” Cleo Kefra said. “Be-

cause you are of those who see beyond
words to the thoughts they conceal. And
of those who kmow,

“As are you.” He rose. He lifted a
big hod from the tiling of the fireplace and
emptied its contents into the iron basket.
For a few seconds the fire appeared al-
most blacked out, and then tiny flames
thrust up into the new fuel.  He went to
the window, drew the curtains over it,
and returned. “Hesently,” he said, “that
fire will light the room again. Do yeu
wish for ether light, tHhewh?”

If T did, I could summon Saleh,” she
answered.

“So you are not alone here now?" he
suggested.

“I heard the car when you drew the
curtains,” she explained, but he will not
come near this room unless I summon
him. Do you wish to go ?”

“Mo. I wish to know,” he said bluntly,

A little flame shafted up above the
mass of coals, stood for seconds like a

sword blade, lighting her grave face and
almost black eyes in each of which only a
faint circle of iris remained, and abruptly
vanished. Seen thus, she was witchlike,
uncanny, but very lovely too.

“Withy should you not be told?” The
query was little more than a whisper.
“For I am a woman of today, and if you
told this tale of my yesterdays it would
be no more than the babbling of a fool,
an unbelievable fantasy that I need not
even deny. For today believes only what
it can see and explain by measure and
rule, and the things of the spirit are no
mere.”

He waited, in silence. She broke out
with sudden intensitty: “ ¥ty do you wish
to know. Whnat is it to you, after what you
accusadi?”

He shrugged.

“You have answered the aocusatiiom,’
he said, “so I withdraw it. But there was
a—an admission. Briggs is madly in love
with you—anyone could see it, and you
are not in love with him. Wiich means
disaster for Hhimm.”

Does it?” she questioned with angry
irony. “Have I mate—?"

She broke off with odd abruptness.
Again a flame broke through the coals,
and, this time, lived and flickered, cast-
ing on the walls of the room shadows that
danced as if the inanimate things that
outlined them moved and had life.

“Amd stif! you don’t deny it!” he said.
“You were going to ask whether you had
not proved the contrary to my suggestion,
in some one of your Hhives"

“So0!" she said, as she took a cigarette.
“Yom too are very old.™

“But I want to know why—all of it.
There is an explanation somewhere, and
I want it. That's my hand, every ecard
of it face upward. So whatt”’

She said: “I question—may you leave
this place aliines?"

“As to that, I'm absolutely indifferemt,™
he drawled in reply. “If I don't, you
won’t get much older. I telephoned a
telegram to Tomy Briggs here this morn-
ing, and they'd drag the moat for the
bones your cats can’t erack. But aren’t we
rather talking in circlss?”

She laughed softly. “I like you—Oh, 1
like you, you Gees! Tony speaks of you
by that name. Take care that I do not
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will you to desire me as I willed him. For
them—" She did not end it.

“Ah1” he breathed. “We appear to be
getting somewhere, now. Amd that magic
must be very old. As old as—well, as old
as your cats, say.”

“fimt a man shouid desire me?" she
asked derisively.

“eat a man should not,” he contra-
dicted. “¥aw, being what you are, have
roused intense dislike in three men, to
my knowledge, and Tony Briggs, whom
you own you willed to desire you, is—
well, nothing but desire of you, by all
that I've seen. Yes, very old magic.”

“How old?” she asked again, with not
less irony.

“MHeat is for you to tell me—the—
what was-it? Yes, the unbelievable fanta-
sy that you need not even deny, and
at the same time an explanation which will
finally extinguish my accusation—or nott.”

“I answered you,"” she said coldly.

“Mgiim we talk in circles,” he com-
plained. “A very ugly and terrible fact
remains unexplained. Full explanation
of yourself may lead me to the solution
of my problem, just as you and Tony
bidding each other a tender farewell in
the entrance hall of the Gravenor solved
another problem—by proving that the
man who should have been on duty wasn't,
This is not an accusation, but a reguest”

“fFirom one of the three men who dislike
me,” she pointed out.

“I did, but I don’t now," he said blunt-
ly. “I have even—uwell, call it a kindness
for you.

“I do not understand that,” she de-
clared slowly.

“Because—I realiizze—" he spoke still
more slowly— “that you once saved my

father's life. Thirty-eight years agw.”

Flames leaped and danced over the fire
basket and he could see all the simuous
grace of her as she sat leaned toward him
—could see how her night-dark eyes sof-
tened as the meaning of his words struck
on her sense. She said: “So he told yow!
I am glad L saved it

She leaned back and, whether by her
will or by the intensity of the fihdlight,
her eyes so changed that he saw them as
amber jewels, a difference that trans-
formed her from tender, dawning woman-
hood to complete maturity. He told him-
self then that she must not marry Tony
Briggs. If enly Tomy could see her like
this—

“WWHet makes you suddenly old?" he
asked bluntly, even rudely.

“Siight,” she answered, without resent-
ment. “I have stood beside and out of
time for so long that I will not even call
it memory. Sight that you by your ques-
tioning put before my eyes’

Again he took out his cigarette case and
offered it.

HE said, abruptly: “fHeere is too much
light,” and stretched out her right

hand toward the fire. Instantly the leap-
ing flames died down until they were no
larger than the flames of thin candles
over the kindling coals.

“Wkore magic. Creating an atmosphere,
say, to fit the sty

He sat in a stillness such as he had
never known, a remoteness from ordinary
being in which time might have ceased to
exist—it was as if he were bodiless in the
void of space between the universes.

Wihen she spoke again her voice came
to him in a thin, faint sound, like that of
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one who spoke from a measureless dis-
tance: yet every word was clear, because
the silence into which it fell was infinite.
She said, “Wait! I seek myself in tlie
pattern wowven of all that has been or
shall be in all the werld, and I am but ene
little thread in the fabrie we eall life. Do
you hear my veiee?"

He answered: “I hear.”

“WVe are very old, you, and I," he
heard, and each word as it reached his
conscimusness was clear and sweet and
hushed, like a note from a shaken sistrum
—but, as the analogy came to his mind,
he knew he had never heard a shaken
sistrum.

Verily she had created an atmosphere,
and in some occult way thrust her kmowl-
edge of things past into his own mind.

Again the tiny, bell-like notes impinged
on his brain, and he‘was aware that the
distance across which he heard them was
that of time, not of space. She had moved
along time to speak from the far past into
this present, to look again on what she
told. ...
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many that | ceased te leng for ths werld;
the piay and laughter of small lives, the
embraces of a man, and even the bearin
of children. I was apt to my tasks, an
soon was set high in the service of the
goddess, initiate to the mysteries about
her. She with the form of a woman and
the head of a lioness—Sekkimet.

So I became a woman, instructed and
initiate, and priests desired my beauty,
but I laid hold on the goddess through my
knowledge, and no one of them prevailed

to win me to thought of him. No, not one.

Ten years I served the goddess, and
Menkau-Ra the wise came from holding
a court in the upper land, came to the
temple and set eyes of desire on me,
Kefra, priestess and dedicate, yet subject
to the will of him, the divine Menkau-Ra,

The high priest of Sekhmet bade me
put on attire fitting for the chosen of our
lord, and await his messengers. But I
knew that the desire of Menkau-Ra was
but for an hour, or until some other
beauty should appear to his sight.

I went into the temple at the close of a
day and called on the goddess I served,
as only those in dire need may call.

In a great darkmess she came to me,
and I laid hold on the ears of the altar,
and a voice breathed words into my heart,
still, small words, deeply graven, to en-
dure always while I endure, unforgotten
as true,

There was a great darkness, and a
voice. These were the words the voice
spoke to me from above the altiar:

My servant, high in this my worship, I
who am created by the service of all who
truly obey and make sacrifice to me, I who
am mother and guarvdnaln and lover to all
my servants,

I have heard a prayer, I who see far into
time, and view a day when my servants shall
be few and even cease from this worship.
If the prayer prayed here before my altar
be that of one dedicate in every thought to
me, I will make a covenant with my servant
Kefra.

Then in fear, I asked what should be
the substance of the covenant, and again
the voice spoke in the darkness—

The divine Menkau-Ra shall cease from
desiring my servant Kefra, and no man shall
desire her against her will. She shall not
fail from her beauty while one is left alive
to make sacrifice to me, even if she be that
one and no other is left.

So long shall she endure as I endure
through the will of all who have created me
and given me my strength, "set up altars and
made sacrifice to me, and I will be as a
shield between her and all harm.

For these my gifts, nine times shall she
render up herself to me, each time a renewal
through which her beauty shall not fail, and
until the nine times are accomplished this
my covenant shall endure.

I askedi: “©, holy one, after I have
rendered up myself nine times, is this
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covenant no longer a shield to meP” And
the voice answeredi:

So long as the gods of Egypt are known
of men, and an altar is.served in Egypt, so
long shall the covenant endure.

Then I, knowing how all the altars of
the gods were served in the upper and
lower lands, and not yet seeing far into
time, nor having any thought other than
that Osiris weuld judge the dead till the
last man died on earth, said: "It is well,
O hely one.” Because the velee speke he
fnere, and the darkness passed away, I
went out and baek te my place, and be-
fere day eame agaln I was ehanged, knew
fAyself set free of time.

HEN the messengers of the divine

Menkau-Ra came to summen me, I
went without fear, knowing that fiet even
he who sent them eould desire e against
my will.

They led me before him, but I had no
will toward him, I who knew 1 should see
him carried to the pyramid he had begun
to build. He looked on me, and sent me
away, back to the service of the goddess,
since he desired me no more.

Amd Menkau-Ra passed and was laid
in his tomb in the pyramid, while to me,
in the temple of the Abydos, a year was
as a day and a day as a year, for I stood
aside to watch time, nor travelled with
it to age and weariness. I sought knowl-
edge, not as they whe are bound in time
seek jt, but with the patience of one to
wherm all time is giveni

Wihen certain years had been woven
into the fabric we call life, the tale was
told of a priestess of Abydes who had
conquered age, and I became a wonder—
all that tale was written by the scribes on
the wall of the tomb that held Nitocris
the beautiful. She summoned me before
her to learn how she might keep her
beauty as 1 kept my ewn, but I eould not
tell her, and se her loveliness passed. She
passed, as did Hatshepsu who alse sum-
fened fhe te ask the seeret of endurin
life, and I eauld net tell her. They passed,
and t remained, a wender beyend belief—

$6 far Bevend that fen sald I was my
8wh daughter, age after age:
In all that time of service before the
altar and in’the cloisters by Aibydos, no
#man desired me, because my will was to-

ward none. Age by age I increased my
knowledge of the mysteries, adding stone
to stone to build up such an edifice as the
world has never known, until I grew
weary of its weight upon my mind.

King after king ruled and passed, until
there came one Ptolemy Auletes, in whose
reign the worship of Sekhmet at Abydos
ceased, and the temple in which I had
served from age to age was deserted, to
become a ruin,

But before that came to pass, I laid
hold on the ears of the altar and called on
the goddess, seeking release, I, virgin
inviolate, whose will was toward no man.
Again the darkness came about me, and
again the voice spoke above the altmr:

1, mother of all who have created me,
made a covemant with my servant Kefra,
by which she should render herself up to
me nine times. Until the nine times are ac-
complished, the covenant must endure. Ask
no more.

Then I, knowing that not once had she
called on me to render myself to her, nor
knowing what should be the form or pur-
pose of this rendering, went from Abydos
to Thebes, very weary of unending liv-
ing, though a woman young and beautiful
to outward seeming.

There was a world I did not know, a
new Egypt, and the gods that to me at
the beginning had been changeless and
beyond question eternal were changed,
weakened, passing from the regard of
men, as all gods change and pass.

The gods of Egypt, once powerful
above all gods, grew weak and were made
to pass, because belief and sacrifice failed.
There in Thebes I saw dimly the purpose
of the covenant great Sekhmet had made
with me in the days of her strength,
though I did not see the way in which she
would aceomplish her purpese, ner hew
1 sheuld be rendered te her at her eall.
And there 1A Thebes, priestess N lenger,
I willed 2 man to desire me. I, vifgin
invielate, fref age te age, at last seught
leve, having knewn all else

I drew him to me, and knew my will
resistless. His name, his place—they are
nothing now. In a night that should set a
crown on love I waited as ever a bride
waits for her bridegroom, faint through
great desire, and a darkness that I knew
came about me, a voice I knew spoke out
of the darkness, bidding me remember the
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covenant I had made, and claiming this
night of my desire that I should render
myself to her, who had given me length
of days and knowledge beyond human
compass.

I would have pleaded, but she bound
me in a black forgetfulness deep as death
itself, to release me at the beginning of
the new day. Then, wakening, I saw my
lover dead at my feet, knew from his
wounds she had claimed him as a sacrifice
while I lay as dead, and thus had gained
renewal of her strength. The len-headed
had tera him, drained his bloed, and then
had left him.

In that day, fleeing lest I should be
accused of his death, I first cursed her,
though by the knowledge the ages had
given me I knew the covenant was now
sealed by a life, and I knew, beyond a
deubt, I might net break it.

(*“he first of nine lives,” Gees thought
but did not say.)

I fled to the city Alexander founded at
the seaward end of the delta, and there,
though I was out of time and beyond its
power, time gave me peace. I had many
great jewels, gifts and bribes for my wis-
dom while I served at Abydos—ithe twin
pearls of which Cleopatra drank one be-
fore Amtony, were once in my possession.
She was last and mest evil of the evil race
of the Lagidae, and 1 knew the elty in
the ﬁ§y§ et her fall, when Oetavian, man
of lee that he was, reunded off his een-
guest of the werld:

One night I walked alone, and a
drunken Laestrygon of Cimmeria took
me up and carried me off, desiring me
against my will, and 1 thought then that
the goddess no longer had power, and that
the covenant was ended. But before he
could harm me I felt the darkness and
heard the voice claiming that I render
myself up a second time, and again I
knew a blackness like death, to waken and
find the Laestrygen dead—as the man of
fy desire had died.

Then I who had cursed the goddess
blessed her, remembering her words of
the covenant when she said she would be
a shield between me and all harm. This
was the second time, the second life, and
out of that death she gave me new life as
she gained it for herself, a renewed youth
—lhecause T blessed her, it may have been.

ATE or the goddoss bade me go to
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In a little while, a new life stirred thh—
in me—it was given to me, timeless, to
bear a child who must be bound by time,
I thought what it would be to see the
child of my loving grow old and go down
to death, I remaining changeless and
young, since by the covemant six lives re-
mained to be taken. Yet even so at the
first faint cry of the born child I knew
life completed and perfect. But this too
she took, laying the darkness on me while
she slew it, a babe not yet come to speech,
and 1 was alone.

In the madness of that grief I told my-
self that I had known all of life, and would
make an end, since for her owa purpose
the goddess could so torture me, though
she had said she would be a shield between
me and all harm. In that day your Lerd
taught in Galilee, but no werd of His
teaching had reached my ears.

I took my jewels, and poison that I
bought, and with them went to a cave that =
I knew beyond the walls of Ephesus. I
had a hope that by the poison I might
travel to join the man I had loved, and
the babe to whom I had given life.

So, having taken the poison, I slept—
for an hour, I would have said, to wake
naked and see shepherds in the cave,
amazed at what they saw. Being simple
men, and kind, they gave me clothing, the
rough clothes of a shepherd boy, and I
put them on and eame out from the cave,
fot forgetting the jewels that fate had
bidden me keep by tre even when I seught
death.

I came out to a new world, for while J
slept, Rome had been ravished, Charle-
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magne’s paladins had died at Roncesvalles.

Now see how a legend grows. I, found
naked among the rotted rags of clothing
that had been, came out from the cave
dressed as a shepherd Loy, a sleeper
awakened. The tale passed from man to
man, and in the telling grew, changed—
one became tweo, more than twe, and to
this day there is a legend of seven sleepers
of Ephesus, because I, Kefra of Abydes.
took pelsen in the cave and the geddess
whe had need of me kept lfe in me and
wakened e iA her ewn time.

He said: “Tthis goes too far.” He
stared at her ironically.

She said: “Yowm who know, test me
with any question you choose to ask. Of
any happening, any name, between the
time of Menkau-Ra and diis.”

Unhesitatingly he asked: “Wiiet was
the name of the woman whose place you
took at Mena Houwse, thirty-eight years
ago?” _ _

“Sadie Hillman, an American by birtin *
she answered instantly. “Tihe goddess
laid the darkness on me and took her—
the eighth lifie.”

“Amd how did you save my fatier?” he
persisted.

“Stood between him and Salein—be-
tween him and the man he would have
arrested, and who would have killed i,
she answered.

He ignored the slip that had revealed
another name. “How was it that he saw
your goddess, or dreamed he saw her—a
woman with the head of a lioness, purring
like a cat P he demanded.

She frowned in sudden, entire per-
plexity. “No—tthat I cannot amswer,”
she said. “Uhikess, in the hypnosis I put
64 him, the semblance of the goddess was

thrown from my mind to his. If that were
so, it was not by my volition. When they
would have killed him, I stood between
and saved him, because—because his
bride waited for him, as 1 had once waited
in Epheses. So 1 saved him, took away
his memory of the time, and sent him
back te her, wnlinedimed”

“#md forgot to take away his memory
of yourself,” he pointed out.

“I had no thought of seeing him again
—no thought of coming to this country
again, them,” she said. “lt is chance—
fate, pertrgps”

“fMHem you have been in England be-
fore?” he suggested.

She smiled. “WiHem Barnby Grange
was the castle under Hedlington, in the
year that Poitiers was fought, she laid the
darkness on me here in this keep for the
sixth time and renewed her strength by
a young girl's life. Ot all whe were tried
for sereery ifi that age, 1 think 1 am the
enly ene whe was fiet sentenced to drown-
iﬁﬁ oF the stake. At least, 1 khew ef Ae
other, but there was the shield between
e and harm, as promised in the esvenant
she made with me.”

She paused an instant.

“I have told you a series of the mad-
dest, most fantastic impossibilities. But
—one thing. To you, if you think of me
after you go from here as—Kefra, my
own name as My mother gave it. Not the
other. Kefra, given me beecause she was
descended from Khefru himself, though
net by his ehiet wife.”

“Amd he, 1 believe, built the great
pyramid,” Gees observed.

“Yom sound sceptical, even, of thatt,”
she said. Then, abruptly: “Dime with me
before you go.”
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He shook his head, as if to protest.

“Your place is already laid,” she per-
sisted. “Nwt courtesy, but my wisin.*

He looked full into her eyes, night-
dalc'lk, now. He said: “Then I thank you,
an -hl

“Keeffra,” she reminded him.

“I thank you, and acceptt—Kefra”

She laughed, very softly. “Wam't it a
mad story I told yow?™"

He answered: “I am not sure that it
was—Kefra "

CHAPTER 8
Time Stands Moveless

EES followed the silent little man

up the wide staircase, and into a
lighted room of which the hali-

open door faced him as he gained the first-
floor level. An ordinary bedroom, he saw,
furnished as the drawing room with a
heavy Victorian type suite: it might have
been a bedreem in an old-fashioned hetel,
by the leok of it. On a stand at the feet
of the bed he saw the sultease he had left
in the baek et his ear. He turfed to faece
Saleh, ﬁﬁg@fEd by the ebsequlieus serviee
for whieh He had glven fe awtherizatien.

But, for nearly a minute, perhaps, he
did not speak, and Saleh, facing him,
stood in the anticipatory silence of the
well-trained serving man. A little man,
Gees saw, no darker in complexion than a
southern Italian, with close-cropped, griz-
zled hair, and as many wrinkles in the
skin of his face and neck, apparently, as
there were halrs on his head. A very old
fan, until he leeked Gees stralght in the
faee, when his blye eyes appeared amaz-
Ingly yeuthful: yet his faee and hands
and bedy were these of an eld man; these
Blue eze_@ did net fit with the rest of him,
and their ineengruity fmade Gees ferget
Ris anneyanee i cuFissity:

“Diid Miss Kefra tell you to bring this
stuff up?” Gees demanded.

“Tthere was no need, Sir,” Saleh an-
swered calmly, “since you are dining with
her. The case is locked, or I would have
laid out the clothes. Shail I now, sin®*

“I can manage, thank you.”

Saleh inclined his head, turned, and
went out, closing the door silently.

Gees frowned at the case, and then

opened it, to take out his dinner jacket.
A quarter of an hour later he found Saleh
waiting to conduct him to a small room
lighted only by shaded candles on the
small, circular table laid for two. On a
side table he saw a cocktail shaker and
two small, stemless glasses of a curious
opalescence. Saleh said: "“Wekatham will
join you here, sir,” and went etit.

There was a big coal fire in an old-
fashioned grate, and on the mantel over
it a black marble clock, stopped at a quar-
ter to six. Wiith a thought that, since he
had to change back into day clothes be-
fore taking to the road again, he would
net be in London till the small hours,
Gees looked at his wrist watch, and saw
that it, teo, eddly enough, registered the
time as a quarter to six. Very odd, that;
the wateh had never let him dewn before,
but, puttlng 1t €8 his ear, he found it had
stepped.

He took it off, shook it, and put it to
his ear again, to hear half a dozen faint
ticks, and then no more. He had just
finishedl strapping it back om his wrist
when his hostess entered the room, slen-
der in a closely fitting dinner frock of
shining gray, with the moonstone on her
breast as her only ornament.

“My watch has stopped,” he said. “I
wonder—we must have talked a long
while before I left you—do you know
what the time actually is?"

She shook her head and smiled.
“Time?” she echoed. “No. Need we
think- of it? I hope I have not kept you
waiting.”

He took up the shaker and, giving it a
twist, heard the tinkle of ice. Then, be-
side him, she took’up one of the two
glasses on the tray, held it between her-
self and the light, and stooped to lay it on
its side on the carpet. She put her foot
on the rim, and as Gees said, “Wthy break
it?” pressed the edge of the glass.

He saw it go flat, and then spring back
to its normal shape as she released the
pressure and took up the glass undam-
aged.

“Wlore magic?” he asked ironically.

Again she shook her head. “Tiere
were four,"” she answered. “Ome was lost,
one I gave away, and these two I have
kept in all my wanderings.” Again, tak-
ing up the glass, she inverted it, and
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showed him a series of lines graven in the
underside. “The name of the man who
made them,” she explained. *“Nefer-An,
a craftsman who lived and worked in the
street of the silversmiths in Thebes, in the
days of Hatshepsu. His secret of temper-
ing glass died with him—he was a secret
man. There are vessels like these in the
tomb of Nitoeris the beautiful—vessels of
this glass that bends, wrought te held her
unguents.”

“Amd you know where that tomb iis?*
He took up the other glass, and with a
finger and thumb on opposite edges of the
rim pressed it; the glass yielded as if it
were paper, became oval, and sprang back
to its circular form as he released it.

“You see, no magic,” she said. “Just
one little facet of the knowledge that this
world of yours has not discovered. And
the tomb—yes, pour the drinks—wihat if
I do know where Nitocris Jiess?*

He filled the glasses: the mixture
foamed up and stilled to clarity, and
Kefra took up her glass. He said: “You
might cause a sensation by revealing it—
upset accepted theories about Nitocris™

She said, very coldly, “MHat I, Kefra,
a priestess of Abydos, should cause the
desecration of the dead of Egymtt!™

“Youm are right, of course,” he said,
very soberly.

She smiled, her brief anger at an end.
“So we drink,” she said, and raised her
glass, “to the kindly mystery that men
miscall death, life unending beyond tinme*

He sziid—“Simce I don’t feel quite like
that, I drink to you, Kefra,” and emptied
the little glass at a draught, as she too
drank.

HE put down her empty glass beside
his en the tray, and pointed him to
one of the two chairs at the table. An
odd tingling went through his body, an
slmost momentary sensation of fiery heat,
yet it was not unpleasant. Again he had
the sense of an intense stillness that he
had known before the fire in her drawing
room, a stillness as of the cessation of all
life about him—so still it was, except for
the movements she made, that all the
world might have been brought to a pause,
He asked: “W\fmt was that we drankd”™

rather suspiciously.
“iif I told you, you would be no wisern;*

she said, as Saleh, entering, served them
with oysters packed in crushed ice, and
stayed to fill them a glass each of a dry,
still, white wine.

“fiat man of yours,” Gees said, when
he had gone out again, “if you don’t mind
my asking—is he old, or young?’

“Neither."”

“Hle killed—what was her name—Sadie
Hillmamn."

“No, he did not,” she said quietly. “She
was the eighth lifie.”

He said: “I suppose, if I asked you to
explaim—" and stopped.

Saleh entered to serve them again, and
she kept silence till he had gone. Later,
Gees realized that he had eaten and en-
joyed the fool, but with no awareness.

She saidl: “lff you, at the beginning of
your life as a man, had been offered all
that was offered me when I accepted the
covenant, life and beauty enduring, desire
of me only as I willed, and a shield be-
tween me and harm—if these had been
offered yow—"

“Hhced as you were, you could only
accept.”

“L told you a story—I- did not ask your
beliefi,” she said coldly.

“I admit that you could only accept;,™
he insisted.

“Misiring to keep myself inviolate from
Menkau-Ra,” she added. “It was not
for me, then, to know the price I must
pay. I have told you how once, when the
man of my love and the child of my body
had been claimed as parts of that price, I
sought death and found it denied me.
Again in a later day—in this place here!
—1I sought it, and again it was not for
me. For Sekhmet, seeing into this far
future, made the covemant not for my
good, but for her ewn, and I must pay all
the priee of what I gained, as and when
she has need et that price.”

“I begin to understamd,” he said—and
again Saleh, entering, made a pause in
which he thought over her explanation,

“fihhat for long ages she had no need of
me,"” Kefra went on when they were
alone again, “and made no demand that
I should render up myself to her. When
she had need, she took, and thus renewed
herselfi—for accursed she is, now, and all
evil, no good remaining to her. This I,
who was once her priestess, know”
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He sat silent, holding back a question.
That a goddess of old Egypt could pack
the mutilated coepse of a child in a sec-
ond-hand fiber suitcase and throw it away
on Wimibledon Commeni—no! There was
a limit, even, to fantasy.

She said: “I did not know of the child's
death till Tony told me.”

“It was the ninth life,” he asserted,
gravely.

The stillness grew heavy about them
again. He glanced at the fire, on his right
as he sat, and saw that it was quiescent as
had been the fire in the drawing room:
it appeared not to have shrunk or changed
since he had filled the two elastic, un-
breakable glasses. Kefra said: “Now you
will ynderstand why I was afraid of you.”

“Was?"” he asked. To his hearing his
voice was a faint, thin likeness of itselfi—
the word a tiny sibilance let fall into an
infinite stillness.

“Mdas, because now you begin to un-
derstand. She has taken as and when she
willed—takem among others men I loved
and the child I carried under my heanit!
And held me, whe desired death, from my
desire; bound me in the bonds of life and
set me to wateh, unitouched by time, while
time went by—lireause of her own need.
I have ne lenger any fear of you whe
knew me free of all guilt, as I have ever
been, sinee the wisdem I have beught of
tifne has bidden e keep heart and hands
ynstained. O her the guilt—=te her the
degmi”

“WWtat doom?” he asked.

“Matkmess, and to cease from being.
Evil cannot serve her.any more, since I
am now free of her. She must pass to the
darkness without end—as all gods fash-
ioned of men's minds must pass. No, I
do not fear you any more.”

Again Saleh, entering, made a pause,
and it seemed to Gees that while the man
was in the room he was back in normality.
Habit rather than thought caused him to
glance at his wrist watch, and he saw that
the hands now marked the time as a quar-
ter past six. The door closed on Saleh,
and he put the watch to his ear, but heard
no ticking.

“I don’t understand this,” he said, “It's
still stopped, but the hands have moved
m:gy-ﬁve minutes since I looked at it

“It is you who have stopped, not the
watch,” Kefra said.

“Eh?” He stared at her, and knew
that on his right the fire, which had
flickeredl in burning while Saleh was in
the room, had stilled again,

“¥Yow, whom I have willed to stand
aside from time,” she said.

He looked at the watch again, and saw
that the second hand did not move. “This
is altogether fantastfi:

She shook her head. “Nwo,” she dis-
sented. “For a hundredth—for a thou-
sandth part of all that men spend on
means to kill each other, they might have
rediscovered th¥s—to you a miracle—that
was known to the initiates of old time. To
stand aside from time and let it pass, live
untouched by it for a space, as is in my
power to live and as I eause you te live
here with me. Because I will you te uf-
derstand fully that nelther the bleed et
Ehe d@hlld Aer afy ether bleed stains My

ands.

66TOR you, here with me, time is not.

To you the watch seemed stopped,
as the fire seems still, because for this
space you are outside time's passing. If
you had looked at the watch while Saleh
was in the room, you would have seen that
the hands moved, for I released you,
then.”

“MHem—ithat fire in the drawing room
didn't stop burmimg?"’ he asked. “When
you reached out and seemed to stop it, I
mean.”

“I made the illusiom,” she amswered.

Kefra smiledi; and proved that she read
his thoughts: “¥amr breakdown enabled
you to see me alome

“Withy, yes.” he answered, and put
down his fork on the empty plate, “I
wanted to know why you chose Tony
Briggs."”

She shook her head. ““MMarited to pre-
vent me from choosing him,” she amend-
ed. “Amd now you know—wihat is your
wish

“Does it make any difference to yow?*
he asked in reply. “Amd what, after all,
?‘ce)ﬂ‘ E' know? Nothing within normal be-
ieff.

“Nathing,” she assented, “mor does
your wish make any difference to me.
But—"' she pushed back her chair and
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stood up—“ithere is a difference. We will
go back to the drawing room, and Saleh
will bring us coffee there.”

“I must go, very soon,” he said, and
looked at the watch again. The hands, he
saw, had moved on five minutes, and the
seconds hand was moving normally. He
said, irritably: “Wat is the dikme?”

“Yaomr watch, and the clock there, tell
it," she answered.

And the clock, he saw, indicated twenty
minutes past six. Kefra said, coolly:
“WMill you have your coffee here almme?"

He opened the door for her and fol-
lowed her to the drawing room, where, as
when he had left it, there was no light
but that of the fire. 'She faced him by it,
and he saw her face clearly. She saiidi:
“Twere is light enough, unless you wish
for more.”

“It is as you wish,"” he answered. “Yes
—light enougin™

She laughed, softly. “fladll me—wihat
does a woman ask of a mam?” she de-
manded.

He shrugged again, but differently.
“Tihe man who can tell that isn't born,
and never will be,” he answered emphati-
cally.

“No? Then L will tell you. Strength,
and the insight that makes for identity of
desire. That even in yielding to her will
he shall be master of her, not her subject.
That even in his tenderness she shall
sense dominance, and in giving as a king
gives he shall take as from a slave. Yet,
having regard for her need, he shall give
te her only as long as he had need of her,
and in giving shall demand slll”

She went on quite coolly: “¥es, you
are right,” and took off Tomy’s engage-
ment ring—the only one she had been

wearing—to lay ‘it on the high mantel.

“You mean thatt?” he asked incredu-
lously.

*I will him not to desire me,"” she said
with quiet intensity.

“fieem why on earth did you ever will
the o

“Because it was little to me whom 1
chose,"” she answered. “[ said, in a little
time 1 shall be free of that evil covenant,
as I have been free since the day I first
met you. I should have waited a little
longer, 1 know now, but I knew the free-
dom must be very near, and that it weuld
set me back in time, to live and grow eld
and pass as do all others, the leng bond-
age at an end. I said, I will eheese e a
fan that 1 may have his leve when I am
eld. 1 said, he shall be a man et whem
1 am net ashamed, and mere | will net
ask, beeause 1 have enly 8 will him 8
desire me, and he is Beund &8 meé—mine
comptetely. 1 said, somewhere op the
garth thefe may Be 2 man whe eould give
all that 8 werian asks, But | haye net
feund him. and with that saylRg i ehase
this man. _%%F friend: New 1 will him
net 18 desire e’

He drank a little coffee and put the
cup on the mantel, close by the ring.
Doggedly he held back another question.

But she answered it: “Becawse it is
your wishn ™

‘Ml you leave my mind alome!" he
exclaimed harshly.

She saidi: “No.”

The hands of his watch pointed at half
past six in the findiight. He said: “Now,
I think, it is time to go.”

“Im time,” she said, “iit is ninety min-
utes since you entered this house. I set
you with me outside time, because I
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willed to fight you, strip away from you
all you had believed of me, and beat you
down to acceptance of truth, sight of me
as I am. And I willed, too—"

She did not end it. He looked up from
the fire and saw her eyes in its light, twin
«darknesses, yet lighted in a way he had
not -seen before. He reached up and
gripped the edge of the mantel—sent his
coffee cup flying .to shatter on the tiles
before the fire,

“I have faced and beaten magic befiore,”
he said, almost savagely.

“Is my magic so terrible to famee?”

“Refira, take back what else you willed.
Don't will it—I tell you, don’t will it! I
don’t know what or why—iit may be these
tricks you have played with time, but I
see—no good will come of it. Harm—
perhaps death itself. Don’t will me to—"
He tried to end the sentence, but could
not.

“fiicks I have played with time,” she
repeated musingly. “Thiks. I have
taken nothing from you, but rather have
given—a space of living in which time
was not. Else, another day had broken on
us. Through how much of emotion, how
mueh of ehange of purpose and how much
of elearer sight, have you lived since you
entered this howse?”

“Oh, an age or two,” he answered,
half wearily. “Im—yes, in less than two
hours. Amd we talked here for the first
of them, and then I dressed and we had
dinner—an hour over that—what is the
time?”

“Amd now—" she disregarded the
questiom—“you speak of harm, perhaps
death. I accept what may be, but I do not
change my will again. I accept what may
come of it, and have no fear. And I too
see, clearly as you see. Whnatever I may
gain or lese, no harm will come to youw.”

EHIND her, in the shadow where the
firelightt did not reach, he imagined
a tawny lioness’ head outlined, with the
lips drawn back from white teeth in a
fierce, fearsome grin—it could have been
only imagination, he knew. But he saiidi:
“Your goddess hears yow.™
She saidi: “Let her hear and accept this
challenge, no longer my goddess nor I
her priestess, as I heard and accepted her
covenant, to gain nothing more than life

that I could not end and find her more
cruel than ever. I, Kefra, am free of her
now the nine lives are yielded up, and
though she destroy this body and beauty
I have worn so long, the vital self that
animates it she may net toueh. I will

down to Amenti and stand befere the
assessors free of her. Amd If she send me
down, still 1 shall stand free of her, and
thus buy yeu freedem of her power.”

He imagined that the tawny head on
the darkness snarled derision, and found
voice to ask: “Buy my fresdtam?”

She smiled, and with that the head
shrank to littleness and vanished, if it had
ever been. She said: “WMith life itself, at
need')'

He shook his head.
my own feet;,” he bade.

“So I would have you stamd,” she said,
and still smiled at him.

She leaned toward him with her trick
of movement—a graceful, sinuous inclina-
tion that brought her eyes near and be-
neath his own. She asked, softly: “Say
now, is my magic stroaEg?’

“Veary strong, Kefra™

“Yert, it could not save me. In all my
knowledge, all the prevision with which
it was given me to look into time, was no
sight of this pit before my feet. For what
I have willed and cannot change is mot—
can you comprehend—not by my ewn
will, but by a stronger force.”

“No. I cannot comprehemd ™

“A force that shall keep you free of
hamm—" she almost whispered the words
—‘S¢maongeest of all forces on earth or be-
yond earth, and it shall be a shield be-
tween you and all harm from /her.”

She stood erect again, separate from
him, waiting. He said, whispering: “But
this is altogether beyond belieft”

“lit is not by my own will,” she said,
rather piteously. “fHfere 1 am woman, and
nothing more.”

“Yom say that! Yeu, dwmng;—what?
Fifty centuries?"

“Oth, I have stood apart from the years
and seen them fall as drops of water fall
and are lost in the flow of a river! Now
with my covenant fulfilled I am free to be
borne on by the river. But not alone! I
ask net to pass alone, being now woman
and no more.”

“Them—" by an effort he kept his voice

“ILet me stand on
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steadiy—"you had better put on that ring
again.”

“No. For should I be less alone? What
is humble adoration that waits on my will
to me? I would have strength greater
than my own to hold me. Naot to look
down into eyes that pray to me while they
tell their worship. For tell me, what is
that to me?"

He made no answer. The clock on the
mantel chimed thrice, and glancing at it,
he made out the time as a quarter to
seven. Then all sound ceased, even the
ticking, and again he felt silence as an
immensity.

“For a space 1 take you from time
again,” she said. “Now see! This is her
vengeance on me, Kefra, who cursed her
and ber covenamt.”

“Hier vengeamoe?” he echoed umcom-
prehendingly.

Again she leaned toward him, and he
saw the red sheen of her hair in the fire-
light, the white intensity of her face, and
her eyes as pools of dark tenderness smil-
ing at him.

“Lowe, such as no woman of a day ever
gave.” Her words sounded on the still-
ness like the music of bells very far away.
“Umwisshed, unsatisfied, a fire to torture
always without release—her beastly ven-
geance!”

He said—umsteadily, stammveningihy:
“Amd if—Kefra—if it were not—mot un-
wished? If I—I towe—"

Again he heard the ticking of the clock
on the mantel, a cinder from the fire
tapped rustlingly on the tiles of the
hearth. Close in his hold Kefra reached
up her hands to caress his face and haiir—
and then his lips.

“For a time—for a little time—before
she found some other way to strike! At
me—for you this love of mine shall be a
shieltd?”

“i have no fear—Kefiaa—"

“Bat | know! I was her priestess and
cursed her—I kroow!™

He said, soberly, with his lips on hers:
“I will not go back tonight, Kefra. I
don’t want to leave you. Yeou're too beau-
tiful, too lovely to let go.”

“No. Oh, but I knew the folly of all
my wisdom when I first saw youl Now
am I slave to my kind—make me one with
time and yow!™

CHAPTER 9

Before the Storm

EES sat at the steering wheel, and
Kefra stood beside him, her hand
on his. The morning was gray

and still. He looked into her eyes, with
grave content in his own.

“WHy do you stay, instead of coming
back with me?” he asked.

“Withy do you go?" she asked in reply.

“hat’s easy,” he answered, and
smiled. “To make your place ready for
you. This—you have changed all my
life, Kefra.”

She said, very softly: “Amd I have now
no life but yow.”

“Wam told me—smch love as no woman
of a day ever gave. I love you, Kefra.”

She bent, quickly, to touch his hand
with her lips. “I have no life but yow.”

“here’'s Tony,” he reflected; “and
many other things to be done, but by next
week it must be one life. Kefra, let me
tell Tony.”

She shook her head. “Im all else, I ask
only to yield. But in that one thing you
have no part—I must tell him. No otier

“filhen come back with me—now—and
tell it ™

“Nat yet. 1 too have many things to
do, and three days is all too short. But on
Saturday I shall be with you again, ifi—"
Her eyes grew somber.

“Wy the if?” he asked. “Amd you
said—‘If we come to the ome life,” as
though you had some doubt in your mind.
Why ?*

“Because, though I am one with you
and one with time since yesterday, still 1
have sight—the knowledge I stored has
not gone from me. Yau are safe—that 1
have bought and know. But for myself 1
do not know. Only—" she laid both hands
on his—"if the little time I craved and
won be all, still I am gladl”

He said: “I hate leaving you here

She smiled. “¥om leave very little here.
Alll of me that may go will be with you,
all T have given I give forever. As this
Kefra you see is yours to take and hold
so is my spirit given to you, woven into
your life. Take that with you for my last
spoken thought, until I hear your voice
and know your strength holding me
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again. It will not be long—youll se=

Very gradually the intensity of her gaze
ceased to have power over his conscious-
ness, and his recollections of the night
became iimaredibilitices—impossibilities.

The little time I have craved end won
. ... SO is my spiri¢ givem fo youw, @waven
into your life . . . my last spolem (Haught,
until... . .

The tender radiance of her eyes, the
cadenced sweetness of her voice—ibear left
for the Oxford road, pull in at the way-
side garage to refill. Twelve and eight-
pence—"Giiwe me the silver and keep the
coppers. Good day and thank you.” Fifty
centuries old—more than fifty centuries'!
Yet alive with all the sweetness of youth,
with beauty unmarked by time, inspiring
and ?’i@ldiﬂg to eestasy beyond dreams.
A priestess of Sekhmet in Abydes, in the
days of the MenkayRa!

Madness! He had dreamed that part
of it.

A long dream—it could not be that he
had driven to Barnby Grange only yes-
terday afternoon. . . .

Sadie Hillman. He must spring that
name on his father and watch the reaction.
Not that it would be proof of anything.
For the story Kefra had told there was
no proof available anywhere on ewrtin:
one could not prove a fantastic impos-
sibility anything but impossible. Yet,
Sadie Hillman, and Saleh—how would
the old ehap react to that name, too? Tf—
It there were anything in what Kefra had
teld him, then she, not an aunt nor any
relative, had been allled with his eountry’s
enemies. Keffa, deseendant of the divine
Khefry, afd a priestess 1A Abydes mere
than fifty eentuFies #6!

This tvas the Oxford road, and he had
just passed a fiive-ton truck. Tihat was an
aeroplane high up and small over him,
drifting northward like a blown leaf, Tony
Briggs—wwell, anyhow, he had saved old
Tony—thad he, though?

Cats, big, tawny cats, sitting on their
haunches by the bridge parapets. If [
witled it, you would not leave this frowuse.
The head of a lioness tawny on the dark-
ness, its fangs showing in snarling deri-
sion, and then shrinking as if the beast
drew back from a strength greater than
its own. I was her priesthess and cuwsed
hev . .. When she had spoken that sen-

tence, her lips had been barely free of his,
and her hands had reached up like filower
petals caressing his face and hair.

“fthis will not do!” he said aloud,
sternly.

Leaving the car by the curb in Little
Oakley Street, he went up the stairs and
let himself into his flat, to find Miss Bran-
don's room empty and a sheet of quarto
paper laid on her desk bearing the typed
stattement :

Return from lunch at 1:30. E.M.B.
He left it lying and went along to his
own room to see a small pile of letters
opened and waiting his attention, and, on
them, an unopened telegram. With a
momentary chill of fear—causeless, as he
found—he opened it and readi:

ONE WITH TIME AND YOU
FOREVER

It was enough—the letters could wait.
He took off the telephone receiver and
dialed—it was not quite one o'clock.

“Guomdlom  speaking, Father. If you're
not otherwise fixed, can I invite you to
lunch with me at the Junior Nomads?"

“Withy, certainly, Gordon—certainly!
Wihat time—it’s just on one mow?”

“O¥hn, about one-tliirtty.

“Suiits me admirably. Very nice indeed
of you, Gordaom

Gees replaced the receiver, and for a
few seconds stood looking down at the
instrument, Kefra's telegram still in his
hand.

“I wish I'd cultivated the old boy a bit
more while I had the chance,” he mused.

He was in the entrance hall of the club
when his father appeared. They took
chairs in the lounge for a dry sherry
apiece, and General Green looked with
satisfaction at his son as he put his glass
down after a first sip,

“Weary good idea,” he observed, “and
a far more healthy preface to a meal than
all those poisonous cocktails. And how
did you find things on the estate? Is Car-
ter keeping things in good order?”

“Imn my opinion, the best man you have
ever had there,” Gees answered. “But
before we come to that, Father, there was
a question I wanted to ask you about that
story you told me the other daw.”
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“Ah! About that Kefra woman's ante-
cedents, you mean?"

Gees refrained from squirming. He
said: “¥es, and the other people in the
story. The man in it—the one you said
was an agemt procwedtenr. Was he ever
caught, do you kuow?”

The general shook his head. “He van-
ished completelyy™

“Did you ever see hiim?*

“No. I had his description given me.*

GHIHIEN I suggest,” Gees said slowly,

“that he was a small man, with a
not very dark complexion, and remark-
ably young-looking blue eyes. Very strik-
ing eyes, incongruous in such a face as
his, though I can't describe his face as it
was thirty-eight years ago, naturally. I
suggest further that his name was Salleln”
He spelled the name out.

“Ah!” his father exclaimed softly.

“fere was another woman in it, you
told me,” Gees said. “Ome who was
killed in a particularly brutai way. You
knew her namme?"

“Not till after she was dead," the gen-
eral answered. “iIm that servieg, we do
not deal largely in names, which anyene
may assume’

“Dwes it matter about revealing the
dead woman’s name now, at this length of
timed" Gees inquired after a pause.
“Sadie Hiliman, wasn't iit>—Americam.”

“Gordon, you have got access to rec-
ords in some way!"” the general barked at
him. “Thmt is—there is a leslkage—I
must—"

“I assure you, Father, there has been
no leakage. You can rely on my keeping
absolutely still, Father,” Gees assured
him rather earnestly, “espedially since the
story concerns you in the way it does.”
He drank the rest of his sherry.

“Wees. Certainly Gordon—certainly.
But—well, you have amazed me. That
you should know botit those mermes"

In turn he put down an empty glass and
rose to his feet.

“I must say, Gordon, my opinion of
your activities in that office of yours has
changed comsiderably simme—er—since
you dropped that infernally vulgar adver-
tisement about mumps to murder,” his
father, said, over their lunch. “fllhe cases
in which your name has come to public

notice, and now this present instance of
unexpected knowledge, go to show that
your work has a certain efficiency about
it. Ah! 1 suppose you would mot—er—
disclose any of the sources from which
you obtain information? Such as those
names, for imstanes?””

“Simce you were once in intelligence,
you ought to know anything of that sort
is quite impossible,” Gees told him.

“Wees—yyees, of course, and I cannot re-
sent your discretion. No. And although
it may sound a strange thing to say to
one's own son, it gratifies me exceedingly
that you and I get on together so much
better than we did a year or two ago. In
faet, at times I begin to feel almost proud
of you, Gordom.”

“Semttinmemt  entirely reciprocated, Fa-
ther,” Gees said, and managed a smile.
“[Let me give you a hand with your coatt.”

The general adjusted the coat collar
carefully, and took his gloves from its
pocket. “I want you to come and dine
with me one evening next week,” he re-
marked, “and bring that Miss Brandon
of yours™

The inference was altogether too plain,
Gees reflected as he went on his way.
Since the old boy had discovered that Eve
Madeleine was well connected, niece of
one of his friends of service days and
daughter of another military man he had
known, he had not been sparing ef these
hints, though he had never gone as far as
this befere. But, Gees teld himself, that
dinner weuld be eaten witheut him; en
Saturday Kefra weuld return te Lefiden
=hetere the definlte invitatien materizl-
ized, he heped.

His yale key proved sticky in the lock
of the outer door of his flat, as it often
did, and he cursed it softly, wvolubly,
fiercely, with more intense irritation than
ever before. Entering, he closed the door,
shied his hat viciously to the far end of
the corridor, and entered Miss Brandon’s
room to find her loeking up from her
chair at the desk with a sort of question-
ing surprise.. He said-—"1'm sorry, Miss
Branden=ihat infernal loeck annoyed
fme.”

Refraining from reply, she noted that
the hitherto inevitable cigarette case did
not appear. Preseatly she moved some
papers on the desk and observed: “I put
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all the worthwhile inquiries on your desk,
Mr. Green, and disposed of the rest as
usual. There is ome—"

“Yom can fetch 'em all back and inform
the inquirers that 1 am too occupied to
undertake any more investigations,” he
interrupted.

“Ome,"” she persisted coldly, “wihich I
felt sure would interest you, in which you
are asked to try what the police have
given up.”

It ought to have been a matter of eager
interest to him, she knew, but he shook
his head and frowned—at her persistence,
she felt.

“Mumn it dowm with the rest, Miss
Brandon,” he said curtly, and, taking out
the cigarette case, selected one for him-
self but failed—for the first time in their
acquaintance—to offer the case to her.

“Then 1 will come and fetch them
now,"” she said coldly.

Wihen she had taken the letters away,
leaving him alone at his desk, he leaned
back in his chair and reflected.

“O, Kefra! Kefra!” he whispered.

Again he might have been out of time,
for it seemed that no time at all had passed
when Miss Brandon, entering, put a cup
of tea down on the desk before him, and
stood to say: “lf you wish for a second
eup, Mr. Green, you have only to rimg"”
with an icy sloofness,

He stared at her, with a flashing
thought of how, usually, he ambled into
her room and sat on the desk for tea. He
wanted to ask what on earth was wrong,
but instead said: “THemk you, Miss Bran-
don, this will be enough,” with just as
frigid politeness as she had handed him.

A half hour later, with the tea un-
touched and cold on the desk, he got up,
geim and angry, and went to Miss Bran-
don’s roem.

“I want—that inquiry you spoke about,
Miss Brandon. If you’ll let me have it
I'll see if it's worth investigation.” Just
as well look at it, though he had no in-
tention of doing anything about it.

“I have already declined it for you, Mr.
Green.”

“Allneady?"' he snapped. “But how
could

“By te]ephone, as the inquiry requested.
The—Futhengill, the name is. He states
—here is the inquiry—he was most amx-

ious to lose no time, and would you tele-
phone as quickly as possille*
—m—medlﬂ,, telephone where? 1
can telephone again if I like the look of it.
Whrereabouts—wihat’s his munmbien?”

“He was at Brown’s Hotel, which is
all the address there was on the notepaper.
You see, Mr. Green, this inquiry came in
yesterday morning, and Mr. Fothergill
expected some reply by this morning at
the latest—so he told me. I caught him
just before he left the hotel for Padding-
ton, he said, so we have no address. You
could trace hifm through Brown's, I ex-
pect, if you feel like taking up the case.
This is the #nquitny.”

He shook his head, and did not take the
letter she offered. “No,” he said. “I felt
a bit curious, that's all, thank youw.*

He went back to his own room, reflect-
ing that you could not get just such a
note as was in her voice for that reply by
rubbing one slab of ice against another.
Amd even the interest he might have got
out of perusing that inquiry, over a case
the police had given up, was denied himm!
Ah, well! Only four days to wait.

CHAPTER 10

The Cat Purrs

E CLASP of her arms warm
about him, the sweetness of her lips
on his, the wonderful, unearthly

fragrance that was one with her as;a

breath about him, and the caressing ten-
derness of her voice—

“I come to kiss you in the migjte—"

Walkening, he knew it was a dream and
Ao more, yet, it seemed to him that the
fragrance lingered. Then at a sound some-
where in the flat he sat up: a steady, per-
sistent, softish sound—in this room, was
it? It went on afid on, softly, ominously—
Ah! Not in the room at all, of course;
he must have left the water running in the
bathroom.

He got out of bed and, without trou-
bling to switch on the light in his room
went to the bathroom and switched on
there, to see that all four taps were closed,
not even dripping, let alone running. Into
his sitting room—mothing there, and still;
faintly, the noise went on, a pulsing, speady
sound, though fainter now tham-when he
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ha'd first heard it. If only he couid loeate
it!

He tried his office, and it was a little
louder, but did not emanate from any
point in that room, he feit sure. Tihen, as
he came into the corridor again, he knew
it must have come from the one roeom irt
which he had not yet turned on the light,
his own bedroom. There was no doubt
about it; the sound came from some point
beyond that half-opened door.

Reaching up ‘before he went in, he
switched on the light, and as he entered
the sound ceased altogether. But now he
had placed it, recognized it as one thing
and one only, mquesﬁonablg;‘

The purring of a cat, d he knew
there was no cat anywhere in the place;
all windows except that in the bedroom
were closed and fastened, and, since there
was a biting southeast wind blowing, he
had allowed that one window only an inch
slit of opening at the top. He went all
over the flat again, with the negative result
he had anticipated. There was no cat.

Again, as he entered the bedroom after
that second tour, he smelled the scent that
was Kefra's and hers only. Smelt it very
fainthy—or imagined it. Wihat were the
words he had dreamed of heariing?

“I come to kiss you in the migiite—"

A sentence broken off, not completed—
because the intense ‘mpression of reality
the dream had given had wakened him,
perhaps. Yet it had been a dream and no
more, could have been nothing more.

The purring had not been a dream; he
had heard it.

So sure was he that he had heard it, in
this room, that he got out his Webley and,
placing it under his pillow, left the light

on when he got back into bed. If any eat
showed up, he told himself, purring or
yowling, or silent, London would be a cat
short in the morning. Not that, he ex-
pected—

Oh, blast the thing! Some acoustic odd-
ity, letting the purr into his room from the
flat above or the one below, probably. But
just let that cat show itself, long enough
for him to get a line on it!

Tt did not.

He smoked five cigarettes, and dozed off
with the first dawn. His charwoman’s en-
trance with tea awakened him, and as he
drank the tea he recollected that he had
not given Kefra his address, so she could
not write to him, Wait a bit, though—
she knew the address, somehow, for she
had sent that telegram,

Perhaps Tomy had told her, at some
time or other. Yet it was unlikely that
Tony had recited: “Minty-seven Little
Oakfield Street, S.W. One,"” or that she
had memorized it. Amyhow, she had the
address, and with that as a certainty he got
out of bed and padded barefooted in his
pyjamas into Miss Brandon’s office, where
the charwoman had already placed the
morning’s sheaf of letters on the desk.
The top one of all bore the postmanik:
HedllngyboncaomGEraweporth, and, opening
it, he took out a single sheet of paper, and
read:

I will come to kiss yow in the might—

No signature—none needed. Just the
incomplete sentence, and, faintest of ema-
nations, the scent that was one with her,

He put the telephone receiver to his ear.
A woman’s voice asked: “0s this Gees'
Confidential Agency, pleas=?" and he an-

HOW SLOAN’S uiniment AIDS
MUSCULAR PAINS

Here'’s vital news for sufferers from muscular aches and rheg-
matic pains. Using infra-red rays, scientists have now succeeded
in photographing blood-wessels befow tihe skin-surface. These
photos (see pictures at left) prove that, after an application
of Sloan’s Liniment, the veins expand . . . evidence that the
treated area gets extra supplies of blood, to revitalize tissues
and wash away waste matter and poisons faster.

. When you use Sloan’s Liniment, you know that it 15 incress-
ing the all-important flow of blood to the treated area, and that
this effect extemds below the skin-swrface. No wonder Slean's
helps to bring blessed relief from rheumatic aches, arthritis
pains, lumbago, sore muscles, Sloan’s has been ealled “the
greatest name in pain-relieving liniments.” Get a bettle teday,
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swered with a very short, “Was, it is™

“Cam 1 speak to Mr. Green, please?’

“Speaking."”

“Mir. Green, I'm calling for Miss Bran-
don. She's got a slight chill, and will net
be able to come to work today. She hopes
to be quite recovered and back at the usual
time tommomam.”

“Ch, well, tell her there’s nothing to de,
as usual—and what inquiries there are wili
take no harm by waiting, even if she takes
tomorrow off as well. Give her my best
wishes for a quick recovemy.”

It was the first time since he had en-
gaged her that she had been absent like
this, he reflected as he hung up. If she
stayed away for any length of time, the
place would seem cold. Altogether differ-
ent, lacking her friendly presemce—

Then he remembered: He was giving
her notice, and closing down. Everything
finished—H&éfza only—so it would be, from
now on.

He took an envelope from his breast
pocket, extracted the single sheet of paper.’
and again read the nine words on it. How
much had been dream, how much reality
before he had wakened in the night to hear
a cat purring? As to that, how much had
been dream and how much reality since
he had entered Barnby Grange as daylight
began to fail?

E MIGHT as well open the rest of

the letters and look them over, assure
himself that there was nothing requiring
immediate reply. Wiith that intent he rose
from his chair, and sat down again at the
summons of the telephone bell. He assured
his caller that he was Mr. Green, and was
asked to wait just one moment. Then a
voiee he knew: Inspector Tott, speaking.

“Good morning, Mr. Green. Are you
busy ?*

“Desperately,” Gees answered. “So
much to do I don’t know which way to
turn. Winat do you wamtt?"

“Are you still interested in the Grave-
nor Mansions affair—the death of the Par-
koot bay?"”

“Nope. Not a little bit. Why—are
you?”

“To some extent. There -has been an-
- other case of exactly the same sort, with
a girl of twelve as the victim, this time.
No sign of assault or outrage, but the

throat and breast torn by claws, just as
in the case of that poor little Parkoaot child.
Amd no clawed beasts reported loose any-
where in the country. No tracks, eitfer.*

“WhEdll, that sort of thing is not quite in
your line, I should think. Wiy tell me
about itt?"

“For one thing,” Tott said, “I don't like
handing it direct to Mr. Briggs. For an-
other, I thought it might interest you."”

“WiHet has Mr. Briggs got to do with
it?" Gees growled.

“Sogthiing, directly. Quite possibly noth-
ing imdtirectlly >

“Dyou want nze to go and recite it all
to him, then?”

“Nw, I don’t think I'd ask you to do
that,” Tott answered slowly.

"“Whedll, what made you think it might
interest me?"” Gees demanded.

“MBecause,” Tatt answered, very delib-
erately indeed, “alithougih Mr. Briggs has
naturally nothing to do with such a crime,
as | see things it might possibly—I do not
say it will—but it might possibly affect
him. Indirectly, but then it would cer-
tainly interest you, his friemdl.”

“Wedll, until it does, I'm not interested.
Amd as nearly as I can see, there's not
the slightest chance of a thing like that
affecting Mr. Briggs in any way whatever.
None of his friends have claws.

“Mhits second case,” Taott persisted, “is
not in any of the papers yet. The body
was discovered last night, and the discov-
ery reported to an intelligent police in-
spector who had read about the Gravenor
Mansions affair and noted the similarity
of the cause of death. He got in touch

with Crampton by telephone—"

“Withy weigh all this out to me?” Gees
interrupted harshly.

“Because—" Tott sounded quite ruf-
fled—'4md this is where Mr. Briggs may
come in, indirectly—tthss body was found
at a place called Bamby-undier-Hedling-
ton, in Gloucestershire. I'll put that fie
more plainly, but you see what I'my dfiv-
ing at, pessibly.”

“Dam’t be such a fool over a simple
coincidemue!” Gees shouted savagely itjto
the receiver.

“RNwt coincidence, Mr. Green,” Tatt an-
swered steadily. “fHbowesser, since you
choose to be nasty about itt—"

“‘No—Hulld on—I apologize,” Gees
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broke in desperately, “i've got a rotten
head after a sleepless night, amé+—Cramp-
ton, you said. Is he going down there to
consult about iitt?”

“No. He told me he's going to see if
he can get Parkoot to let him have a mas-
ter key to make search of—well, of a cer-
tain flat at Gravenor Mansions. Failing
that, he’s applying for a search warrant.
But seeing hew this mlght hit M¥. Briggs,
and belng able te spare the time, I'm gelng
dewn te this BarnBy-under-Hedliingtom to
assure myself that the peliee dewn there
den’t jump fee quiekly at tee many &oh-
elusiohs—=fer Mr. Briggs’ sake”

“Sitout feller—when are you mmtmw?i‘

‘§nnmmﬁmrc about twelve. I must look
up a tram—"

“Don’t! T'll call for you at twelve and
run you down by car

“Wedll . . . yes, I could do that,” Tott
assented, rather dubiously. “Buit I thought
you said you were L

“I am. I shall have to make holes in
the atmosphere before twelve, but I'll call
for you then. Must get a move on here,
now. See you at twelve, and beat any
train you can catch to the nearest statian”

TTE COULD not beat the Cheltenham

Flyr, he knew, but, if Tott went by
it, he would still be three-quarters of an
hour of more distant from Barnby when
he got out at Cheltenham. Half-past ten,
now—he had an hour and twenty minutes
before going to pick up Tott,

Of course that second case was a coin-
cidence! It could be nothing else. But,
strive as he would to convince himself of
this, a second passenger arrived with him
in the taxi at Gravenor Mansions, and his
name was Eear.

In the entrance hall of the Mansions he
faced Parkoot, just emerging from one of
the lifts, and askedi: “llmspector Cramp-
ton? Have you seen anything of him yett?”

“I've just taken him up, Mr. Greem
the man answered.

“MHem, if you will, take me up tom.*

They went up, and emerged to go along
the spacious corridor to a door which
Parkoot opened with his key. A uniformed
constable faced them, in the luxuriously
furnished lounge which gave access to
the other rooms of the flat, and he fore-
stalled his query.

“I understand Inspector Crampton is
here. Wiill you tell him Mr. Green would
like to see him for a momentt?””

“Just hold on a minute—I'll sex’

“You needn’t wait, Parkoot,” Gees
said, and inwardly reflected that it was
unusual, to say the least, for the care-
taker of the place to let even a police
inspector make a search of one of the
tenants’ apartments without witnessing his
operations. But, with no demur, Parkoot
retired and closed the door again, just as
Crampton appeared, with yet anether uni-
formed man leoking over his sheulder.

“Ah! Good morning, Mr. Green. Got
another line for ws?”

Gees shook his head. “No more than
to tell you this is a waste of time,” he
answered. “Wiimt do you expect to find
here?”

Crampton’s mouth closed, trapwise.
Then he opened it again to ask, stifflly:
“IL conclude you have got wind of the
second case?"

“Withy should that second case bring
you in here?” Gees countered.

“Because both the man and woman who
were in this flat at the time Parkoot's
child was abducted went to Barnby-under-
Hedlington, and the second case followed
on their arrival. Whiich may be a coinci-
dence, and may not. I prefer net to take
any chanees on if”

“Amd as I asked before—wihat do you
expect to find hene?*

Over his shoulder Crampton spoke an
answer to a question— “Wes, carry on,
Sergeant.” Then, with chill quietwess:
“I understand, M¢. Green, you spent some
considerable time on the Force., That
being so, your own common sense ought to
tell you the answer to that questim”

“Ah! Yes, I suppose it ought,” Gees
admitted equally coolly. “Hawe you any
objiection to.my knowing—as a decidedly
interested party, I may tell you—to my
knowing the result of your segohe”

“Imterested? In what way imtenesteed??*
Crampton demanded sharply.

“I must refer you to Inspector Tott
for an answer to tintt”

“Wiell—"” Crampton glanced at his
wrist watch— “you may wait here till
we have finished, if you like consider-
ing—" he appeared to relent slightly from
his stiffness— “the line'on the case you
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gave to us—just a little while badk™

“fhem I will wait,” Gees said, in turn
glancing at his watch. Neot quite eleven
o’clock—te could afford half an hour, and
still be able to pick up Tett at the ap-
pointed time.

Crampton left him in company with the
uniformed man guarding the door, and as
the minutes dragged he heard the voices
of the searchers, but could not distinguish
what they said. Finishing on one side of
the entrance lounge, they crossed it to
tackle the rooms opposite. The man on
the door occupied himself in an inspec-
tion of prints on the walls of the lounge,
and Gees rieted that every one was a pic-
ture of either ruins of old Egypt or some
aspeet of, evidently, the Nile. Kefra her-
self had ehesen them—ef had Saleh ibn
Naher beea respensible?

N