
 
 
 
 
 



    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Destroying Angel



Vance, Louis Joseph

4057664624598

422

Buy now and read (Advertising)

In 'The Destroying Angel,' Louis Joseph Vance explores the intricate labyrinth of human ambition and moral decay set against the backdrop of early 20th-century New York City. The narrative is deftly woven with elements of suspense, romance, and existential philosophy, embodying the era's fascination with crime and adventure. Vance's prose captivates with its sharp observations and vivid imagery, painting a portrait of a society teetering on the brink of modernity while wrestling with its darker impulses. The character development is particularly notable, as Vance delves into the psyche of individuals driven by desire and desperation, creating a compelling tension that propels the story forward. Vance, a prominent figure in American literature, was known for his ability to fuse detective fiction with literary elegance. His lived experiences, coupled with a profound understanding of human psychology, influenced his portrayal of complex characters and their moral dilemmas. 'The Destroying Angel' emerged during a period of rapid social change, reflecting Vance'Äôs acute awareness of the shifting societal values of his time and the psychological intricacies that accompany such transformations. This novel is highly recommended for readers seeking a profound exploration of the human condition amid thrilling plot twists. Vance's masterful storytelling and rich, atmospheric writing will resonate with fans of classic crime fiction, as well as those interested in the moral ramifications of ambition. 'The Destroying Angel' stands as a remarkable commentary on the interplay between personal aspiration and societal expectations, inviting readers to ponder their own inner conflicts.
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In "Baron Trigault's Vengeance," Emile Gaboriau deftly navigates the intricate landscape of French mystery and crime fiction in the late 19th century, intertwining themes of revenge, betrayal, and moral ambiguity. With a captivating narrative style that mirrors the tension of a detective drama, Gaboriau's novel delves into the psychologies of its characters, particularly the enigmatic Baron Trigault. The novel reflects the era'Äôs preoccupation with the darker aspects of human nature, employing a richly descriptive prose that enhances the atmospheric tension and propels its thrilling plot, showcasing Gaboriau's pioneering role in shaping detective fiction. Emile Gaboriau, often celebrated as a precursor to the likes of Arthur Conan Doyle, contributed immensely to the detective genre through his innovative storytelling techniques and complex characters. Drawing from his own experiences in journalism and law, Gaboriau's insights into crime and morality inform the narrative of "Baron Trigault's Vengeance," where personal vendettas intertwine with societal critiques, revealing the vulnerabilities of both individuals and institutions. This compelling novel is highly recommended for readers interested in the evolution of crime fiction and those who appreciate intricate plots woven with moral dilemmas. Gaboriau's masterful storytelling invites readers to immerse themselves in a world where justice is not always served, and the quest for vengeance unveils the true nature of human ambition.
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In "The Fever of Life," Fergus Hume delves into the intricate interplay between human emotions and existential crises through a gripping narrative that intertwines elements of romance, mystery, and psychological depth. The literary style is characterized by Hume's adept use of vivid imagery and dramatic tension, reflecting the late Victorian preoccupation with the darker aspects of human experience. As a response to the rapidly changing society of the time, the novel resonates with themes of passion, despair, and the quest for meaning amidst chaos, capturing a sense of urgency reflective of its title. Fergus Hume was an influential figure in late 19th-century literature, best known for his detective fiction, which paved the way for the genre's development. Born in England and later moving to Australia, Hume was exposed to diverse cultural influences and social dynamics, which profoundly impacted his storytelling. His experiences with the complexities of urban life and the human condition inform the emotional weight and thematic richness found in "The Fever of Life," showcasing Hume's versatility as a writer beyond mere genre conventions. This novel is highly recommended for readers interested in exploring the depths of human experience through a classic lens, offering a thought-provoking narrative that challenges societal norms and personal ambition. Hume's masterful storytelling will leave readers contemplating the profound nature of desire and the human spirit long after the last page is turned.
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In "The Luminous Face," Carolyn Wells crafts a masterful blend of mystery and psychological intrigue, exploring the interplay between identity and perception. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century America, the narrative follows a captivating journey through a series of enigmatic events surrounding a portrait that seems to hold dark secrets. Wells'Äô fluid prose, characterized by sharp dialogue and vivid imagery, invites readers to delve deep into the complexities of human nature and the societal constructs of beauty and truth, immersing them in an atmospheric tale reflective of contemporary literary movements that sought to challenge traditional norms. Carolyn Wells was an American author and poet, known for her contributions to the mystery genre and for her keen observations on the human condition. As a prolific writer with a sharp wit and a penchant for storytelling, her experiences in a rapidly changing society, marked by technological and cultural shifts, undoubtedly influenced her perspectives in "The Luminous Face." Wells'Äô background in literature, coupled with her keen interest in art and psychology, positions her as a pioneer who explored the depths of human emotion through her narratives. Readers who appreciate nuanced character studies woven into a compelling plot will find "The Luminous Face" an essential addition to their collection. Its rich thematic elements and engaging narrative ensure an experience that resonates on multiple levels, appealing to both casual readers and scholars alike. Dive into Wells'Äô world, where every page promises revelations and stimulates profound reflections on the nature of self and societal expectations.
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Jacques Futrelle's "The Leak" is a gripping mystery that masterfully entwines elements of suspense and psychological tension. Set against the backdrop of an early 20th-century society undergoing rapid transformation, the narrative unfolds through deftly crafted prose that reflects the author's sharp insight into human behavior. Futrelle employs intricate plot development and vivid characterization, transporting readers into a world where the boundaries between trust and betrayal are constantly tested. The thematic exploration of personal ambition and ethical dilemmas resonates powerfully with modern audiences, making it a timeless exploration of moral complexity. Jacques Futrelle, a prolific American author best known for his contributions to the mystery genre, had a profound interest in science and logic, which is reflected in his writing style. His penchant for crafting puzzles within his narratives stemmed from his fascination with the intellectual challenges of the early 1900s. Futrelle was also a prominent figure in the literary community of his time, and his work often showcases the societal changes that accompanied the dawn of the new century. "The Leak" is recommended for anyone who enjoys a meticulously plotted mystery laced with psychological nuances. Readers who appreciate the interplay of character motivations and moral questions will find Futrelle'Äôs work both thought-provoking and compelling. This novel is not just a story; it's an exploration of the human condition, making it a must-read for enthusiasts of the genre.
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All the world rubs elbows in Washington. Outwardly it is merely a city of evasion, of conventionalities, sated with the commonplace pleasures of life, listless, blasé even, and always exquisitely, albeit frigidly, courteous; but beneath the still, suave surface strange currents play at cross purposes, intrigue is endless, and the merciless war of diplomacy goes on unceasingly. Occasionally, only occasionally, a bubble comes to the surface, and when it bursts the echo goes crashing around the earth. Sometimes a dynasty is shaken, a nation trembles, a ministry topples over; but the ripple moves and all is placid again. No man may know all that happens there, for then he would be diplomatic master of the world.

"There is plenty of red blood in Washington," remarked a jesting legislative gray-beard, once upon a time, "but it's always frozen before they put it in circulation. Diplomatic negotiations are conducted in the drawing-room, but long before that the fight is fought down cellar. The diplomatists meet at table and there isn't any broken crockery, but you can always tell what the player thinks of the dealer by the way he draws three cards. Everybody is after results; and lots of monarchs of Europe sit up nights polishing their crowns waiting for word from Washington."

So, this is Washington! And here at dinner are the diplomatic representatives of all the nations. That is the British ambassador, that stolid-faced, distinguished-looking, elderly man; and this is the French ambassador, dapper, volatile, plus-correct; here Russia's highest representative wags a huge, blond beard; and yonder is the phlegmatic German ambassador. Scattered around the table, brilliant splotches of color, are the uniformed envoys of the Orient—the smaller the country the more brilliant the splotch. It is a state dinner, to be followed by a state ball, and they are all present.

The Italian ambassador, Count di Rosini, was trying to interpret a French bon mot into English for the benefit of the dainty, doll-like wife of the Chinese minister—who was educated at Radcliffe—when a servant leaned over him and laid a sealed envelope beside his plate. The count glanced around at the servant, excused himself to Mrs. Quong Li Wi, and opened the envelope. Inside was a single sheet of embassy note paper, and a terse line signed by his secretary:


"A lady is waiting for you here. She says she must see you immediately, on a matter of the greatest importance."





The count read the note twice, with wrinkled brow, then scribbled on it in pencil:


"Impossible to-night. Tell her to call at the embassy to-morrow morning at half-past ten o'clock."





He folded the note, handed it to the servant, and resumed his conversation with Mrs. Wi.

Half an hour later the same servant placed a second sealed envelope beside his plate. Recognizing the superscription, the ambassador impatiently shoved it aside, intending to disregard it. But irritated curiosity finally triumphed, and he opened it. A white card on which was written this command was his reward:


"It is necessary that you come to the embassy at once."





There was no signature. The handwriting was unmistakably that of a woman, and just as unmistakably strange to him. He frowned a little as he stared at it wonderingly, then idly turned the card over. There was no name on the reverse side—only a crest. Evidently the count recognized this, for his impassive face reflected surprise for an instant, and this was followed by a keen, bewildered interest. Finally he arose, made his apologies, and left the room. His automobile was at the door.
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"The Handwriting Was Unmistakably That of a Woman."

"To the embassy," he directed the chauffeur.

And within five minutes he was there. His secretary met him in the hall.

"The lady is waiting in your office," he explained apologetically. "I gave her your message, but she said she must see you and would write you a line herself. I sent it."

"Quite correct," commented the ambassador. "What name did she give?"

"None," was the reply. "She said none was necessary."

The ambassador laid aside hat and coat and entered his office with a slightly puzzled expression on his face. Standing before a window, gazing idly out into the light-spangled night, was a young woman, rather tall and severely gowned in some rich, glistening stuff which fell away sheerly from her splendid bare shoulders. She turned and he found himself looking into a pair of clear, blue-gray eyes, frank enough and yet in their very frankness possessing an alluring, indefinable subtlety. He would not have called her pretty, yet her smile, slight as it was, was singularly charming, and there radiated from her a something—personality, perhaps—which held his glance. He bowed low, and closed the door.

"I am at your service, Madam," he said in a tone of deep respect. "Please pardon my delay in coming to you."

"It is unfortunate that I didn't write the first note," she apologized graciously. "It would at least have saved a little time. You have the card?"

He produced it silently, crest down, and handed it to her. She struck a match, lighted the card, and it crumbled up in her gloved hand. The last tiny scrap found refuge in a silver tray, where she watched it burn to ashes, then she turned to the ambassador with a brilliant smile. He was still standing.

"The dinner isn't over yet?" she inquired.

"No, Madam, not for another hour, perhaps."

"Then there's no harm done," she went on lightly. "The dinner isn't of any consequence, but I should like very much to attend the ball afterward. Can you arrange it for me?"

"I don't know just how I would proceed, Madam," the ambassador objected diffidently. "It would be rather unusual, difficult, I may say, and—"

"But surely you can arrange it some way?" she interrupted demurely. "The highest diplomatic representative of a great nation should not find it difficult to arrange so simple a matter as—as this?" She was smiling.

"Pardon me for suggesting it, Madam," the ambassador persisted courteously, "but anything out of the usual attracts attention in Washington. I dare say, from the manner of your appearance to-night, that you would not care to attract attention to yourself."

She regarded him with an enigmatic smile.

"I'm afraid you don't know women, Count," she said slowly, at last. "There's nothing dearer to a woman's heart than to attract attention to herself." She laughed—a throaty, silvery note that was charming. "And if you hesitate now, then to-morrow—why, to-morrow I am going to ask that you open to me all this Washington world—this brilliant world of diplomatic society. You see what I ask now is simple."

The ambassador was respectfully silent and deeply thoughtful for a time. There was, perhaps, something of resentment struggling within him, and certainly there was an uneasy feeling of rebellion at this attempt to thrust him forward against all precedent.

"Your requests are of so extraordinary a nature that—" he began in courteous protestation.

There was no trace of impatience in the woman's manner; she was still smiling.

"It is necessary that I attend the ball to-night," she explained, "you may imagine how necessary when I say I sailed from Liverpool six days ago, reaching New York at half-past three o'clock this afternoon; and at half-past four I was on my way here. I have been here less than one hour. I came from Liverpool especially that I might be present; and I even dressed on the train so there would be no delay. Now do you see the necessity of it?"

Diplomatic procedure is along well-oiled grooves, and the diplomatist who steps out of the rut for an instant happens upon strange and unexpected obstacles. Knowing this, the ambassador still hesitated. The woman apparently understood.

"I had hoped that this would not be necessary," she remarked, and she produced a small, sealed envelope. "Please read it."

The ambassador received the envelope with uplifted brows, opened it and read what was written on a folded sheet of paper. Some subtle working of his brain brought a sudden change in the expression of his face. There was wonder in it, and amazement, and more than these. Again he bowed low.

"I am at your service, Madam," he repeated. "I shall take pleasure in making any arrangements that are necessary. Again, I beg your pardon."

"And it will not be so very difficult, after all, will it?" she inquired, and she smiled tauntingly.

"It will not be at all difficult, Madam," the ambassador assured her gravely. "I shall take steps at once to have an invitation issued to you for to-night; and to-morrow I shall be pleased to proceed as you may suggest."

She nodded. He folded the note, replaced it in the envelope and returned it to her with another deep bow. She drew her skirts about her and sat down; he stood.

"It will be necessary for your name to appear on the invitation," the ambassador went on to explain. "If you will give me your name I'll have my secretary—"

"Oh, yes, my name," she interrupted gaily. "Why, Count, you embarrass me. You know, really, I have no name. Isn't it awkward?"

"I understand perfectly, Madam," responded the count. "I should have said a name."

She meditated a moment.

"Well, say—Miss Thorne—Miss Isabel Thorne," she suggested at last. "That will do very nicely, don't you think?"

"Very nicely, Miss Thorne," and the ambassador bowed again. "Please excuse me a moment, and I'll give my secretary instructions how to proceed. There will be a delay of a few minutes."

He opened the door and went out. For a minute or more Miss Thorne sat perfectly still, gazing at the blank wooden panels, then she rose and went to the window again. In the distance, hazy in the soft night, the dome of the capitol rose mistily; over to the right was the congressional library, and out there where the lights sparkled lay Pennsylvania Avenue, a thread of commerce. Miss Thorne saw it all, and suddenly stretched out her arms with an all-enveloping gesture. She stood so for a minute, then they fell beside her, and she was motionless.

Count di Rosini entered.

"Everything is arranged, Miss Thorne," he announced. "Will you go with me in my automobile, or do you prefer to go alone?"

"I'll go alone, please," she answered after a moment. "I shall be there about eleven."

The ambassador bowed himself out.

And so Miss Isabel Thorne came to Washington!
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MR. CAMPBELL AND THE CABLE
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Just as it is one man's business to manufacture watches, and another man's business to peddle shoe-strings, so it was Mr. Campbell's business to know things. He was a human card index, a governmental ready reference posted to the minute and backed by all the tremendous resources of a nation. From the little office in the Secret Service Bureau, where he sat day after day, radiating threads connected with the huge outer world, and enabled him to keep a firm hand on the diplomatic and departmental pulse of Washington. Perhaps he came nearer knowing everything that happened there than any other man living; and no man realized more perfectly than he just how little of all of it he did know.
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