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            I. — THE GOOD STORY
   

         

         Spike Holland scrawled the last word on the last sheet of his copy, slashed two horizontal lines to notify all concerned that it was the last page, and threw his pen at the window-frame. The nib struck home, and for a second the discoloured handle quivered.

         "No unworthy hand shall inscribe baser literature with the instrument of my fancy," he said.

         The only other reporter in the room looked up.

         "What have you been writing up, Spike?"

         "Yesterday's dog show," said Spike calmly. "I know nothing about dogs, except that one end barks and the other end wags, but Syme put me on to it. Said that a crime reporter ought to get acquainted with bloodhounds. That man is collaterally minded. Nothing ever appears to him as it is; he lives on suggestion. Take him hot news of a bank robbery and he'll jump at you for a story about what bank presidents eat for lunch."

         The other pushed back his chair.

         "You meet that kind of mentality most anywhere," he said. "I dare say our people seem dull and thickheaded to an American by comparison."

         "You bet they don't," said Spike promptly. "The men on the desk are a race apart. They're just naturally incapable of seeing life through the eyes of a reporter. Which means that there is something subnormal about them. Yes, sir. You call 'em city editors in the States and news editors in England. That's the only difference. They're all collaterally minded."

         He sighed and put up his feet on the desk. He was young and freckled and had untidy red hair.

         "Dog shows are certainly interesting— —" he began, when the door opened violently and a shirt-sleeved man glared in through spectacles of enormous size.

         "Spike… want you. Have you got a job?"

         "I'm seeing that man Wood about the children's home —lunching with him."

         "He can wait."

         He beckoned, and Spike followed him to the tiny room he occupied.

         "Do you know Abel Bellamy—a Chicago man… millionaire?"

         "Abe? Yeah.… Is he dead?" asked Spike hopefully. "That fellow's only a good story when he is beyond the operation of the law of libel."

         "Do you know him well?" asked the editor.

         "I know he's a Chicago man—made millions in building, and that he's a roughneck. He's been living in England eight or nine years, I guess… got a regular castle… and a dumb Chink chauffeur— —"

         "I know all that 'Who's Who' stuff," said the editor impatiently. "What I want to know is this: Is he the kind of man who is out for publicity? In other words, is the Green Archer a ghost or a stunt?"

         "Ghost!"

         Syme reached for a sheet of note paper and passed it across to the puzzled American. It was a message evidently written by one to whom the rules of English were hidden mysteries:

         
            Dear Sir,
      

            The Green Archer has appeared in Garre Castel. Mr. Wilks the buttler saw him. Dear sir, the Green Archer went into Mr. Belamy's room and left the door open. Also he was seen in the park. All the servants is leaving. Mr. Belamy says he'll fire anybody who talks about it, but all the servants is leaving."
   

         

         "And who in thunder is the Green Archer?" asked Spike wonderingly.

         Mr. Syme adjusted his glasses and smiled. Spike was shocked to see him do anything so human.

         "The Green Archer of Garre Castle," he said, "was at one time the most famous ghost in England. Don't laugh, because this isn't a funny story. The original archer was hanged by one of the de Curcy's, the owners of Garre Castle, in 1487."

         "Gee! Fancy your remembering that!" said the admiring Spike.

         "And don't get comic. He was hanged for stealing deer, and even today you can, I believe, see the oaken beam from which he swung. For hundreds of years he haunted Garre, and as late as 1799 he made an appearance. In Berkshire he is part of the legendry. Now, if you can believe this letter, evidently written by one of the servants who has either been fired or has left voluntarily because she's scared, our green friend has appeared again."

         Spike frowned and thrust out his under lip.

         "Any ghost who'd go fooling round Abe Bellamy deserves all that is coming to him," he said. "I guess he's half legend and half hysteria. You want me to see Abe?"

         "See him and persuade him to let you stay in the castle for a week."

         Spike shook his head emphatically.

         "You don't know him. If I made such a suggestion he'd throw me out. I'll see his secretary—a fellow named Savini; he's a Eurasian or something. Maybe he can fix me. The Green Archer doesn't seem to have done anything more than leave Abe's door open."

         "Try Bellamy—invent some reason for getting into the castle. By the way, he bought it for one hundred thousand pounds seven or eight years ago. And in the meantime get the story. We haven't had a good ghost story for years. There's nothing to stop you lunching with Wood. I want that story too. Where are you lunching?"

         "At the Carlton. Wood is only in London for a couple of days. He is going back home to Belgium tonight."

         The editor nodded.

         "That makes it easy. Bellamy is staying at the Carlton. You can cover both engagements."

         Spike strolled to the door.

         "Ghost stories and children's institutions!" he said bitterly. "And I'm just aching for a murder with complications. This journal doesn't want a crime reporter; it's a writer of fairy tales you need."

         "That's a fair description of you," said Syme, addressing himself to his work.

      

   


   
      
         
            II. — THE MAN WITHOUT FEAR
   

         

         The rattle and clang of steel against steel, the staccato drumming of electric rivetters, the muffled pandemonium of hammer and mallet. All these were music to the ears of Abel Bellamy.

         He stood by the window of his sitting-room, his hands clasped behind him, his gaze fixed upon such a scene as he could watch for hours. Opposite to his hotel a big building was in course of erection. The steel skeleton of it towered above the puny houses that flanked each side.

         Below in the street a small crowd of people had gathered to watch, open-mouthed, a girder going skyward at the end of a spider thread of cable. Higher and higher the big derrick lifted the steel that swung with majestic slowness. Abe Bellamy grunted his disapproval. The girder was badly balanced. He knew to the fraction of an inch just where it should have been fixed.

         If the evil deeds of men were, as the ancients believed, written in letters of blood in the place of their perpetration, the name of Abel Bellamy would be splashed red in many places.

         On a mean farm in Montgomery County, Pennsylvania; in the grey hall of Pentonville Prison—to name but two.

         Abe Bellamy never lost sleep at nights thinking of the past. Remorse was foreign to his nature, fear he did not know. He had done evilly and was content. The memory of the horror of lives wantonly broken, of suffering deliberately inflicted, of children delivered to hardship and pain, of a woman hunted to death by a tiger of hate that the Moloch of his self-esteem should be appeased, never caused him a second's unrest of mind.

         If he thought of these old matters at all, he thought approvingly. It seemed right to him that those who opposed him should be hurt. Fortune had favoured him greatly. At twenty he was carrying a hod; at thirty-five he was a dollar millionaire. At fifty-five his million was ten, and he had shaken from his feet the dust of the city that made him and was one with the landed gentry of England, the master of a domain that the flower of English chivalry had won by its swords and built on the sweat and fear of its slaves.

         For thirty years he had had the power to hurt. Why should he deny himself? He could regret nothing, being what he was. He stood six feet two in his stockinged feet, and at sixty had the strength of a young ox. But it was not his size that made men and women turn in the street to look after him. His ugliness was fascinating, his immense red face was seamed and lined into a hundred ridges and hollows. His nose was big, squat, bulbous. His mouth broad and thick-lipped; one corner lifted so that he seemed to be sneering all the time.

         He was neither proud nor ashamed of his ugliness. He had accepted his appearance as he had accepted his desires, as normal in himself.

         Such was Abel Bellamy, late of Chicago, now of Garre Castle in Berkshire, a man born without the gift of loving.

         Standing by the long window of the hotel, he watched the work progressing. Who was the builder, what was the building, he neither knew nor cared. The men who moved cautiously along narrow and perilous paths were his own men for the moment. He growled under his breath as his quick eye located a party of three rivetters, who, free from the observation of their foreman, were idling.

         Then instinctively his eyes flashed back to the dangling girder. Something within him said "Danger!" Quick as he was, he did not see the accident. The free end of the steel had swung inward to a scaffolding where two men were at work. He heard the crash above the roar of the street traffic, caught a momentary glimpse of a man clinging for life to the scaffolding… and then something fell, turning over and over, and disappeared in the confusion of brick-heap and mortar-machines behind the high board that fenced the works.

         "Hum!" said Abe Bellamy.

         He wondered what the contractor would do; what were the laws of this country in which he had made his home for seven years? If it had been his job, he would have had his lawyer round to see the widow before the news reached her, and she would have signed away all claims before she rightly realised she was bereft. But these Englishmen were slow.

         The door of the sitting-room opened, and he turned his head. Julius Savini was not unused to being greeted with a scowl, but he sensed something more important than the usual snarl of complaint that was his regular morning portion.

         "See here, Savini, I've been waiting for you since seven o'clock. If you're going to stay connected with your job, I want to see you before noon—understand that."

         "I'm sorry, Mr. Bellamy. I told you last night I should be late. I only got back from the country a few minutes ago."

         Julius Savini's attitude and voice were almost humble. He had not been Bellamy's secretary for a year without learning the futility of opposing his employer.

         "Will you see a man from the _Globe_, sir?" he asked.

         "A newspaper man?" said Abe Bellamy suspiciously. "You know I never see a newspaper man. What does he want? Who is he?" "He's Spike Holland, an American," said Julius almost apologetically.

         "That doesn't make him any more welcome," snarled the other. "Tell him I can't see him. I'm not going to fall for any of that newspaper stuff. What is it about? You're supposed to be my secretary, aren't ye?"

         "It is about the Green Archer." Julius hesitated before he spoke.

         Abe Bellamy swung round savagely.

         "Who has been talking about the Green Archer? You, you rat!"

         "I haven't seen any newspaper men," said Julius sullenly. "What shall I tell him?"

         "Tell him to go to—here, send him up." If he did not see the reporter, he'd probably invent something, thought the old man. And he was just a little scared of newspapers. It was a newspaper that had made the fuss in Falmouth.

         Presently Julius ushered in the visitor.

         "You needn't wait," snapped Bellamy, and when his secretary had gone, he growled: "Have a cigar?"

         He flung the box on to the table as a man might throw a bone to a dog.

         "Thanks, Mr. Bellamy," said Spike coolly, "but I never smoke millionaires' cigars. It makes me sort of dissatisfied with my own."

         "Well, what do you want?" rasped Bellamy, looking at the red-haired reporter through narrowed lids.

         "There's a story around that there's a ghost in Garre Castle, Mr. Bellamy—a Green Archer."

         "It's a lie," said the other promptly—too promptly, in fact. If he had shown any indifference to the suggestion, Spike might have been deceived. The very promptitude of the denial gave him for the first time an interest in the story.

         "Who told you this?" asked Bellamy.

         "We had it from a reliable source," was the cautious reply. "According to our information, the Green Archer of Garre has been seen at the castle, and apparently has been in and out of your room— —"

         "It is a lie!" Abe Bellamy's tone was violent. "These crazy English servants are always looking for ghosts. It is true I found my bedroom door open one night, but I guess I must have forgotten to close it. Who is your informant?"

         "We had it from three different sources," said Spike untruthfully, "and every story hangs together. Now, Mr. Bellamy," he smiled, "there is something in it; and anyway a ghost puts up the value of an old castle."

         "That's where you're wrong," said Abe Bellamy, instantly seizing the opportunity offered to him. "It depreciates the property, and if you put a line about ghosts in your paper I'll bring an action for libel. Get that, young fellow?"

         "Maybe the ghost would start something too," said the other amiably.

         He went downstairs, not quite decided in his mind. Abe Bellamy was not the usual type of millionaire who makes his residence in England and drifts almost mechanically into British society. The man was a boor, half educated, entirely without social ambitions, unless Spike's shrewd judgment was at fault.

         Coming into the hall, he found Julius talking with a tall, grey-bearded man of the prosperous workman class, and Julius signalled him to wait.

         "You know the room, Mr. Creager? Mr. Bellamy is expecting you."

         When the man had disappeared, Julius turned to the reporter.

         "What did he say, Holland?"

         "He turned down the story. Honest, Savini, is there anything in it?"

         Julius Savini shrugged his lean shoulders.

         "I don't know where you got the yarn from, and I certainly am giving you no information whatever. The old man gave me hell because he thought I had tipped you off."

         "Then it is true," said Spike. "You have had a grisly apparition stalking along your battlemented walls? Say, did he wear any chains?"

         Julius shook his head.

         "You'll get nothing from me, Holland. I've got a job to lose."

         "Who was the beaver you sent up? He looks like a policeman."

         Julius grinned.

         "He was asking the same question about you when you came down. His name is Creager, he's a — —"—he hesitated—"well, I wouldn't say friend; he's an acquaintance of the old man. Probably he's a pensioner. Anyway, he calls pretty regularly, and I imagine he doesn't come for nothing. I'm not wanted until he comes down. Come and have a cocktail."

         Spike shook his head. While they were speaking, to the evident surprise of Julius, the man Creager came down the stairs again, an ugly look on his face.

         "He won't see me until two o'clock," he said in suppressed wrath. "Does he expect I'm going to wait on him? Because, if he does, he's made a mistake. You can tell him that, Mr. Savini."

         "What's the trouble?" asked Julius.

         "He said two o'clock, I admit; but I'm in town. Why should I wait until this afternoon? Why couldn't he see me this morning?" demanded the bearded man furiously. "He treats me like a dog. He thinks he's got me like that." He turned down a thick thumb suggestively. "He's wild about a reporter. That's you, ain't it?" he asked.

         "That's me," said Spike.

         "You can tell him"—the man Creager turned to Julius, and tapped the young man's chest to emphasize his words—"that I'm coming at two, and I want a long talk with him, or I'll be having a little conversation with a reporter myself."

         With this menace he left them.

         "Savini," said Spike softly, "I smell a good story."

         But Savini was going up the stairs two at a time on his way to his enraged employer.

      

   


   
      
         
            III. — JOHN WOOD OF BELGIUM
   

         

         Spike looked at his watch. It wanted five minutes to one, but he had hardly seated himself to wait for his host before the remarkable John Wood came quickly through the swing doors. He was a tall man, prematurely grey, with a face of singular beauty. The eyes lived, and the sensitive mouth seemed to speak even when it was in repose.

         He gripped the reporter's hand warmly.

         "I'm not late?" he asked. "I've been very busy all the morning. I want to catch the half-past two train to the Continent, and that means a rush."

         They passed into the big dining-room together, and the head waiter conducted them to a secluded table in a corner. Spike, glancing at the delicate face, could not help making a contrast with the fascinating ugliness of the man he had just left. He was the very antithesis of Abe Bellamy, a gentle soul, whose eyes smiled all the time. His every movement was alert and vital, and the long, white hands seemed never to be still.

         "Now, what do you want to know? Perhaps I can tell you everything before the soup comes. I'm an American— —"

         "That I shouldn't have guessed," said Spike, and John Wood nodded.

         "I have lived a very long time in this country," he said. "In fact, I haven't been home for"—he paused—"many years," he added. "I don't want to talk very much about myself, and I'll get over the modest recital of my virtues as quickly as I possibly can. I live in Belgium, at a place called Wenduyne. I have a home there for consumptive children, which, by the way, I am moving to Switzerland this year. I am the inventor of the Wood's system of carburation, I am a bachelor—and I think that is about all."

         "It is about the children's institution that I wanted to speak to you," said Spike. "We got a story about it from the _Belgian Independent_. They said you were raising funds to provide in every country in Europe a mother college. Now, what is a mother college, Mr. Wood?"

         The grey man leant back in his chair and thought for some time before he replied.

         "In every country in Europe, and particularly in this country, there is the problem of the unwanted child. Perhaps 'unwanted' is not the word. A widow is left penniless with one or two children to support. It is impossible for her to get her living unless the children are taken care of, and that costs money. There are other little children whose coming is dreaded, whose birth is a calamity, and who must be rushed out of sight, probably into some wretched home, the woman of which, for a few dollars a week, undertakes to look after and to bring them up. Not a year passes in some country or other where these baby farmers are not brought to justice, either for neglecting or for destroying these helpless mites."

         He then outlined his scheme: the institution of great mother colleges, to which the unwanted child should be taken, where it would be cared for by trained nurses.

         "We would take in probationers, who would pay us a fee for their tuition in the art of baby care. I think in course of time we could make these institutions self-supporting, and we should certainly give to the world healthy boys and girls fit to face the stress of life."

         Throughout the meal he talked children and nothing but children. Babies were his joy; he rhapsodised about a tiny German orphan that had just come to his Belgian institution, and grew so animated that guests at other tables looked round.

         "If you don't mind my saying as much, Mr. Wood, you have a queer hobby."

         The other laughed.

         "I suppose I have," he said, and then quickly: "Who are those people?"

         A little party had come into the dining-room, two men and a girl. The first of the men was tall, thin, and white-haired, and on his face was a look of settled melancholy. His companion was a smartly dressed young man, whose age might have been anything from nineteen to thirty. He looked to be the kind who lived to justify his tailor. From the top of his glossy fair head to the tips of his enamelled shoes he was an advertisement for good valeting. But it was the girl to whom their eyes returned.

         "That's the only woman I have ever seen who comes near to a magazine cover," said Spike.

         "Who is she?"

         "Miss Howett—Miss Valerie Howett. The old man is Walter Howett, an Englishman who lived for many years in the States in a poor way until oil was found on his farm. And the fashion-plate is English—Featherstone. He's a lounge lizard. I've seen him at every night-club in London."

         The party took a table near to where they sat, and Wood had an opportunity of a closer inspection of the girl.

         "She is very lovely," he said in a lower tone; but Spike had risen from the table and had gone across to shake hands with the elderly American.

         He came back after a while.

         "Mr. Howett wishes me to go up to his sitting-room after lunch, Mr. Wood," he said. "I wonder if you'll excuse me?"

         "Surely," nodded the other.

         Twice during the meal the girl's eyes wandered across to where they sat, with a questioning, uncertain glance, as though she had met John Wood before and was wondering in what circumstances.

         Spike had turned the conversation from babies to a subject which was at that moment interesting him more keenly.

         "Mr. Wood, I suppose in your travels you never met a ghost?"

         "No," said the other with a quiet smile, "I don't think I have."

         "Do you know Bellamy?" asked Spike.

         "Abel Bellamy—yes, I know of him. He is the Chicago man who bought Garre Castle."

         Spike nodded.

         "And Garre Castle is the home of the Green Archer," said Spike. "Old man Bellamy isn't so proud of his ghost as some people would be, and he has tried to switch me off what looks to be like a pretty good story."

         He told all he knew about the Green Archer of Garre, and his companion listened without comment.

         "It is queer," he said at last. "I know the legend of Garre Castle, and I have heard of Mr. Bellamy."

         "Do you know him well?" asked Spike quickly; but the other shook his head.

         Soon after, Mr. Howett's party rose and went out, and, beckoning the waiter, Wood paid his bill and they followed.

         "I have to write a letter," said Wood. "Will you be long with Mr. Howett?"

         "I'll not be five minutes," said Spike. "I don't know what he wants to see me about, but I guess it won't keep me very long."

         The Howetts' sitting-room was on the same floor as Bellamy's, and the old man was waiting for him. Mr. Featherstone apparently had gone, and only the millionaire and his daughter were in the room.

         "Come in, Holland," said Howett. He had a sad voice and his manner was gloomy. "Valerie, this is Mr. Holland; Holland is a newspaper man who may be able to help you."

         The girl gave him a nod and a half-smile.

         "Really it is my daughter who wishes to see you, Holland," said Howett, to Spike's gratification. He looked at the girl dubiously and then at the reporter.

         "The truth is, Mr. Holland, I want to trace a lady who lived in London twelve years ago." She hesitated. "A Mrs. Held. She lived in Little Bethel Street, Camden Town. I've already made inquiries in the street. It is a dreadful slum, and there is nobody there who remembers her. I should not know that she was there at all," she went on, "only a letter came into my possession." Again she stopped. "It came to me unknown to the person to whom it was addressed, and who had every reason to keep her whereabouts a secret. A few weeks after it was written she disappeared."

         "Have you advertised?"

         "Yes," she nodded. "I've done everything that is possible. The police have been helping for years."

         Spike shook his head.

         "I'm afraid I cannot be of much assistance to you."

         "That's what I thought," said Howett. "But my daughter has an idea that newspapers hear a great deal more than the police— —"

         It was a voice in the corridor outside that interrupted, a loud, strident, harsh voice, raised in anger, and followed by a thud. He looked round, and immediately Spike, who recognised the sound, was in the corridor.

         A strange sight met him. The bearded man whom Julius had called Creager was picking himself slowly from the floor, and standing in the doorway of his sitting-room was the huge bulk of Abe Bellamy.

         "You'll be sorry for this," quavered Creager.

         "Get out and stay out," roared Abe Bellamy. "If ye come here again I'll heave ye through the window."

         "I'll make you pay!" The bearded man was almost sobbing in his rage.

         "Not in dollars and cents," said the old man grimly. "And listen, Creager! You've got a pension from your Government, haven't you? See that you don't lose it." And with this he turned into the room and slammed the door.

         Spike went toward the man as he limped down the corridor.

         "What's wrong?"

         Creager stopped to brush his knees.

         "You'll know all about it," he said, and then: "You're a reporter, aren't you? I've got something for you."

         Spike was first and foremost a newspaper man; a story to him was meat and drink, the beginning and end of his day's ambition. He went back to Howett.

         "Will you excuse me for a time? I want to see this man."

         "Who was it that struck him—Bellamy?"

         It was the girl who asked, and there was a certain suppressed vehemence in her tone which made Spike open his eyes.

         "Yes, Miss Howett. Do you know him?"

         "I've heard of him," she said slowly.

         Spike accompanied the aggrieved Creager into the hall. The man was white and trembling, and it was some time before he could recover his voice.

         "It is perfectly true what he said. I may lose my pension, but I'm going to risk that. Look here, Mister— —"

         "Holland's my name," said Spike.

         "I can't tell you here, but if you'll come to my house—Rose Cottage, Field Road, New Barnet— —"

         Spike jotted down the address.

         "I'll tell you something that'll make a sensation. Yes, that's what it will make," he said with relish, "a sensation."

         "Fine," said Spike. "When can I see you?"

         "Come in a couple of hours' time." And with a nod he was gone.

         "That man looks shaken," said Wood, an interested spectator.

         "Yes, he's had a bad handling—and he has a story that I particularly want to write."

         "I heard him say that," said Mr. Wood with a smile. "And now, Holland, I fear I must go. Come over and see me in Belgium." He held out his hand at parting. "Perhaps one day I will give you a story about Abe Bellamy—the biggest story of all. If you wish for further particulars about the colleges, do not hesitate to wire."

         Spike returned to the Howetts' sitting-room to discover that Miss Howett had gone to her room with a bad headache, and that the discussion of the help he could give her was indefinitely postponed.

      

   


   
      
         
            IV. — THE GREEN ARROW
   

         

         Reporting to the office that afternoon, Spike turned in an account of John Wood's plan for a super-crêche and took a taxi up to New Barnet. As the cab passed up Fleet Street he saw an evening newspaper placard and tapped at the window, swearing softly to himself, for the poster read:

         
            "GHOST MYSTERY AT GARRE CASTLE"
   

         

         He bought the newspaper. The account had evidently been supplied by the same person who had sent the letter to the _Globe_, the actual news being contained in five lines. Beneath was a long explanatory note, giving the history of Garre Castle, and the record of previous appearances of the Green Archer.

         
            "It is a tradition of the country that the mysterious ghost is dressed in green from head to toe. Not only that, but the tradition is that his bow and his arrows are of the same hue."
   

         

         "In fact," said Spike as he folded the newspaper, "he's green."

         It was a long drive to New Barnet, and Field Road proved literally to be a road through fields. Rose Cottage lay back behind high box hedges, and was a creeper-clad house, with a tiny garden in front and apparently a bigger garden at the rear which led to a small plantation. This Spike saw from the cab. Unlatching the small gate, he walked up the flagged path and knocked. There was no answer, though the door was unlocked and was, in fact, ajar. He knocked again, and again received no reply.

         Pushing the door open, he called Creager by name, and when that had failed he walked back to the road to look for somebody. There was a woman in sight; she had apparently come from one of the small houses at the farther end of the road.

         "Mr. Creager? Yes, sir, he lives here, and he's usually at home at this time of the day."

         "He doesn't seem to be at home now. Is there anybody else in the house?"

         "No, sir; he lives alone. My sister comes in in the morning and cleans up the house for him. Why don't you go in and wait, sir?"

         It seemed an excellent idea, especially as it had begun to rain, and, pushing open the door, Spike walked boldly down the passage into what was evidently the living-room. It was comfortably furnished, and over the mantelpiece was a portrait, which he recognised instantly as the bearded man. He was in some sort of uniform, which Spike could not recognise.

         He sat down, and, taking the newspaper out of his pocket, read over again the story of the Green Archer. It was extraordinary, he thought, that traditions of this kind could live in the twentieth century and that there were still people who believed in manifestations such as were described here.

         Putting the paper down, he glanced idly out of the window, which commanded a view of the garden, and instantly sprang up. Protruding from behind a bush on the farther side of the tiny lawn was a foot—and it was very still.

         He raced out of the room, crossed the lawn, and ran round to the farther side of the bush, and there stopped, paralysed.

         Lying on his back, his eyes half closed, his hands clenched in the agony of death, lay the bearded man; and from his waistcoat, immediately above his hands, protruded the long green shaft of an arrow, tipped with vivid green feathers.

         Spike knelt down at the dead man's side and sought for some sign of life, but there was none. And then he began to make a rapid survey of the immediate vicinity. The garden was separated from the fields into which it was thrust by a low wooden hedge, over which any agile man could vault. He guessed that Creager had been killed instantaneously and fallen as he had been struck.

         Jumping over the hedge, he began his search. Ten paces from the fence was a big oak tree. It lay exactly in line with the arrow's flight. Round this he went, examining the ground almost inch by inch. There were no footprints, and the tree itself was in full view of the road. He looked up, caught one of the low branches, and swung himself up until he was astride. Edging forward, he came at last to a place which gave him a full view of the body. Instinctively he knew that it was from this branch that the arrow had been fired. The tree was leafy and offered cover, and it was likely, since the dead man must have been facing the way the arrow came, that his slayer was out of sight.

         He must have dropped when he loosed his arrow, thought Spike, and came to the ground again. Here he was rewarded, for the murderer, in jumping down, had left two clear footprints. He had left something even more important, but this Spike did not see immediately. He found it after a while by accident. It was an arrow, similar to that in Creager's body. The shaft was polished smooth and covered with green enamel. The feathers were new, green, and well trimmed. It looked too ornamental for use, but the arrow's point was needle-sharp.

         Going back to the house, he sent the taxi-driver to bring the police. They came, in the shape of a uniformed constable and sergeant, and were followed in extraordinarily quick time by a man from Scotland Yard, who took immediate charge of the house and arranged the removal of the body.

         Long before the police arrived Spike had made a very searching inspection of the house. This examination included the wholly unauthorised inspection of such of Creager's private papers as he could find. He soon discovered the significance of the uniform which the man wore in his photograph. Creager had been a prison guard, or warder as they call them in England, had served twenty-one years, and had received an honourable discharge. A certificate to this effect was one of the first papers he found in the dead man's bureau. What he was anxious to unearth, however, was some paper which would explain Creager's relationship with Abe Bellamy. There was one drawer of the old-fashioned desk which he could not open and did not dare force.

         He found the man's bank-book, however, and learnt to his surprise that Creager was comparatively rich. He had a balance of over two thousand pounds to his credit. A rapid inspection of the pages of this book showed that on the first of every month Creager received forty pounds, which, according to the book, was paid in in cash. His pension was easy to trace because it was paid quarterly. This and the mysterious monthly receipts, and such interests on bonds as the man held, were the only entries on the credit side.

         He had just finished making extracts from the passbook when the police arrived, and he went out to meet them. Shortly afterwards the police surgeon arrived and saw the body.

         "He's been dead more than an hour," he concluded. "The arrow has passed right through him. It must have been extraordinarily sharp."

         To Scotland Yard men Spike produced the second arrow and pointed out the spot where it had been found.

         "The man who did this was an expert," said the detective in charge. "He aimed to kill, and he must have been pretty certain that he would kill. This is the first arrow murder I've ever seen. You had better keep in touch with us, Holland. I suppose you want to go to your newspaper and make your big howl. But first you'd better tell me just why you were here at all."

         Spike gave a prompt account of what had happened at the Carlton, and added a further piece of information which left the detective open-mouthed.

         "Green Archer!" he said incredulously. "You're not suggesting that this job was done by a ghost, are you? If it was, then I can tell you he was a mighty substantial ghost, because it wanted an arm like iron and a bow like steel to send that arrow through Creager from the distance the string was loosed. We'll go along and see Bellamy."

         Mr. Abe Bellamy was on the point of departure for Berkshire when the police officers arrived, and he was neither shocked nor perturbed by the news they gave him.

         "Yes, it is perfectly true I fired him out. Creager was useful to me many years ago, and I made him a very handsome allowance for the service he rendered me. He saved my life—jumped into the water for me when my boat over-turned on the river."

         (That is a lie, thought Spike, watching the old man.)

         "What was the quarrel about this morning, Mr. Bellamy?"

         "It wasn't exactly a quarrel, but of late he's been urging me to lend him the money to buy a piece of land adjoining that on which his own house is built, and I have refused. Today he got a little fresh, threatened me —well, he didn't exactly threaten," corrected Mr. Bellamy with a harsh laugh, "but… anyway, he got mad at me, and I threw him out."

         "Where did he save your life, Mr. Bellamy?" asked the detective.

         "At Henley, seven years ago last summer," replied Bellamy promptly.

         (You've had that date fixed in your mind, and that has always been the explanation you were going to offer for subsidising this man, noted Spike mentally.)

         "At that time he would be in the prison service," said the detective.

         "I believe he was," replied Bellamy, somewhat impatiently. "But when this occurred he was on his holidays. I guess you'll be able to verify all that information from his record."

         Spike was satisfied in his mind that, when the records came to be examined, ample confirmation would be found.

         "I guess that's all I can tell you, officer," said Bellamy. "This fellow was shot, you say?" "He was killed by an arrow," replied the officer, "a green arrow."

         Only for a second did Bellamy lose control over his face.

         "A green arrow?" he repeated incredulously. "An arrow —a green arrow? What in— —" He recovered himself with an effort, and a slow smile dawned on his face and made him a little more unprepossessing than usual. "Victim of your ghost story, Holland," he sneered. "Green arrow and Green Archer, eh? Was it you who put the story in the paper?"

         "Reporters seldom put stories in other newspapers than their own," said Spike smoothly. "But you bet, Mr. Bellamy, we're going to have a story tomorrow. And that old Green Archer of yours will have a special column of his own."

      

   


   
      
         
            V. — ABE BELLAMY AND HIS SECRETARY
   

         

         
            DID THE GREEN ARCHER MURDER CREAGER?"
   

            "MYSTERIOUS ASSASSINATION FOLLOWS QUARREL WITH THE OWNER OF GHOST-RIDDEN CASTLE
   

         

          
   

         
            "Who is the Green Archer of Garre? In what way is he associated with the assassination of Charles Creager, exprison warder, late of Pentonville? These are the questions which Scotland Yard are asking. Creager was found dead in his garden yesterday by a reporter of the _Daily Globe_, after a violent quarrel with Abe Bellamy, the Chicago millionaire, whose castle is haunted by the Green Archer. Creager was killed by a green arrow, an exact replica of the arrows that were in use six hundred years ago.…"
   

         

         Abe Bellamy put down the newspaper and looked across at his secretary.

         "How much of that came from you I don't know," he growled. "Somebody must have told the reporters about that fool ghost. Now listen, Savini! All this crazy talk of ghosts doesn't scare me. Get that? If this monkey business is to get me rattled, and if ye think that by getting me rattled ye'll be able to make yourself a permanent feature around Garre, you've got another guess coming. I'll smash that fake without squealing to Scotland Yard, believe me!"

         He walked to the window and stared moodily into the street. Presently he turned sharply.

         "Savini, I'm telling you something. You've got a good job. Don't lose it. You're the only thing of your kind I've ever employed. You're slick and you're a liar, and you suit me. I took you from the gutter—don't forget it. I know that you're crook—you've never been anything but crook—but I engaged you because you're the kind of crook I wanted. Someone I knew all about. D'ye hear that? You'd been running with a gang of card-sharps when I picked you up, and the police were waiting their chance to gaol you. That's how I got to know all about you. When that detective came last night to question me about Creager, one of the first things he asked me was if I knew the kind of secretary I'd got out. You didn't know that, did you?"

         Savini's face supplied the answer. The smooth olive of his skin had given way to a grey pallor.

         "It's not the first time I'd heard of you," the old man went on remorselessly. "More'n a year ago the police chief—inspector, or whatever you call him—happened to be seeing me about a stick-pin one of the hotel servants had taken, and I got him to stop to lunch. I've always been friendly with the police. It pays. And whilst we were lunching in this very hotel he pointed you out to me—gave me your record. I suppose, when you had a note from me, you thought your prayers for easy money had been answered? They hadn't. You've been straight with me because the week after I employed you the gang was pinched, and you were glad for a hole to hide in."

         He walked slowly towards his secretary, and his big finger hooked itself into the opening of Savini's waistcoat.

         "That Green Archer stunt is going to end right now," he said deliberately. "And it had better! I'm gunning on anything green, and I don't want to explain to the coroner just how the accident happened. The newspapers say that there's been one Green Archer death. Maybe there'll be more!"

         The grip on the waistcoat had tightened, and without any apparent effort he was swinging the helpless young man to and fro.

         "You know that I'm a tough, but you think I'm simple. You're wrong. I can give you trick for trick and beat you!"

         Suddenly his arm shot out, and Savini staggered back.

         "The car at five," said Abe Bellamy, and with a sideways jerk of his head dismissed his secretary for the day.

         Savini went to his room and straightened himself, mentally and sartorially.

         He was perturbed in mind, but he had recovered from his fright. He stood for a long time, his arms folded on the bureau, looking thoughtfully at the reflection of his brown face in the mirror.

         He had spoken no more than the truth when he had disclaimed all responsibility for giving the story of the Green Archer to the newspapers. There were many good reasons why he should not advertise the advent of that apparition.

         So the old man knew. That discovery had been distressing at first; now it was a relief. He had lived in terror of his antecedents being revealed, but the reason for his fear even Abe Bellamy did not guess. The soft brown eyes that looked back at him from the mirror smiled. Abe Bellamy did not guess! He looked at his watch. It was just after nine, and the day his own until five, so that the excuses he had invented for going out were unnecessary.

         The art of serving Bellamy was to leave him alone when he desired solitude. There were days when he did not see the old man from morning until night. There were other days when every waking hour was occupied by the correspondence which his employer accumulated.

         A cab deposited him before the entrance of a large residential block in Maida Vale, and, declining the invitation of the elevator boy, he walked up two flights, took a key from his pocket, and opened the door of No. 12.

         At the sound of his key in the lock a girl came out into the hallway, cigarette in mouth, to inspect the visitor.

         "Oh, it is you, is it?" she said indifferently as he closed the door behind him and hung his hat on the hall-stand.

         "Who else could it be?" he asked.

         "I've sent the maid out to get some eggs," she replied as he followed her into a well-furnished little sitting-room. "Where were you last night? I thought you were coming to dinner."

         She had perched herself on the edge of the table, her slippered feet dangling; a pretty but untidy figure of a girl, with her mop of yellow hair and her fine dark eyes. The dab of powder on her face seemed a little unnecessary, but its presence was explained.

         "Don't look at me," she said as he scrutinised her curiously. "I was dancing until three, and I've not had my bath. I had a letter from Jerry this morning," she added suddenly, and laughed at the wry face he pulled.

         She jumped down from the table and took a blue envelope from the mantelpiece.

         "I don't want to see it," said Savini. "I hate touching things that have come from prison."

         "You're lucky not to have been there yourself, my boy," said the girl, lighting a fresh cigarette from the stub of the one she had been smoking. "Jerry will be out of prison in six months. He wants to know what you're going to do for him. You're a millionaire now, Julius."

         "Don't be a fool," he said roughly.

         "Well, Bellamy is, and there ought to be pickings."

         "There are big pickings," said Julius Savini.

         He thrust his hand into his pocket and strolled to the window, turning so that his face was in the shadow.

         "There's half a million at Garre."

         "Dollars or pounds?" she asked without any enthusiasm.

         "Pounds."

         The girl laughed softly.

         "Old Bellamy would be worried if he knew— —"

         "He knows," said Julius. "He knew all along."

         She looked up at him in surprise.

         "That you're— —?"

         He nodded.

         "That I'm crook. Those are his own words. He told me this morning."

         "What is all this stuff about the Green Archer?" she asked, getting up to close the door as the sound of her servant's footsteps came to her from the hall. "I was reading about it this morning in bed."

         He did not answer at once. And then:

         "I haven't seen it," he said. "One of the servants thought he saw it, and the old man told me that somebody had opened his door in the night."

         "That was you," she accused, and to her surprise he shook his head.

         "No, there's been no need to go for midnight rambles. I know every part of the castle; and anyway the safe is not a job I would take on single-handed. It requires an expert."

         He frowned at her thoughtfully.

         "I'll tell you how I feel about this, Fay. The old crowd is breaking up. Jerry's in prison, Ben is in gaol too, Walters has skipped to the Continent, and there are only you and I left of the old gang. It's broke; let it stay broke. What did you or I ever make out of it? A few hard pounds a week, with little enough to spare after we'd paid expenses. The game was too small, and suckers are getting scarce. Here we are, with half a million for the taking. And I tell you this, I'm going half-way to murder to take it!"

         He slipped his arm about her waist and kissed her, she alert, suspicious, waiting.

         "What's the big idea?" she asked. "I mistrust you, Julius, when you get affectionate. Am I to go and smash his safe, or what?"

         He eyed her steadily. Then:

         "I know a place—Sao Paulo—where a man can live like a prince on the interest of a hundred thousand dollars. And that is just the amount the old devil is going to pay me; perhaps more. Garre Castle has a secret, Fay. It may be a hundred thousand pound secret. And if the worse comes to the worst, I have a little bottle of invisible ink that will certainly be worth twenty thousand."

         Julius was a lover of cryptic language, and enjoyed the mystification on his wife's face.

      

   


   
      
         
            VI. — DO-NOTHING FEATHERSTONE
   

         

         The immaculate young man who had been the third of Howett's luncheon-party was older than his pink, boyish face betrayed. Valerie Howett had guessed that the day her father had introduced him. To Valerie he was at first an object of mild interest. In her travels with her father, whose interests took him frequently to America, she had met in Chicago and in New York, in every big city of the United States, the pampered sons of foolish fathers, boys who had no other thought in life than the destruction of the hours that separated them from their more lurid amusements. She knew the limitations of their interests, which usually vacillated between their fast cars and slow parties; but for the first time she was meeting the English variety of the genus.

         In many ways James Lamotte Featherstone was an improvement on all the others she had known. His life was as purposeless, but he possessed the great advantage of modesty. He never spoke about himself; he could talk about other things most entertainingly.

         Valerie had first tolerated him because he was more presentable than the detective her father had threatened to hire to accompany her if she persisted in her practice of taking solitary rambles in neighbourhoods of an unsavoury character. And from tolerating him she had begun to like him, despite his exquisite appearance.

         On the day following the murder he called to take her to the park.

         "I'm going to ask you something," she said when they had reached the sunny park and he had found her a chair by the side of the Row, "and it is very personal."

         "Personalities fascinate me," he said unsmiling.

         "What do you do besides run around escorting attractive young ladies?"

         He looked at her hard.

         "You _are_ attractive," he said seriously. "You always remind me of Beatrice D'Este—the girl Leonardo painted—only your face is more delicate and your eyes ever so much prettier— —"

         She was scarlet now, and stopped him.

         "Mr. Featherstone!" she said awfully. "Don't you realise I was joking? Haven't you English people any sense of humour? I wasn't speaking of myself."

         "You don't know anybody else I've ever escorted," he challenged, and tactfully moved to safer ground. "No, I have nothing to do."

         "You don't even crease your own trousers," she said tartly, for he had annoyed her.

         "No; I pay a man to do that," he admitted. "I brush my own hair, though," he added brightly.

         She laughed in spite of herself, and then suddenly became serious.

         "Mr. Featherstone, I am going to ask you a very great favour," she said. "I don't know why I risked making you angry with me. My father is rather anxious about me. He is a little old-fashioned and thinks that a girl ought not to go out alone. He even went to the length of proposing to hire a detective to look after me."

         "Your father is an intelligent man," said Jimmy Featherstone promptly—which is exactly what he ought not to have said.

         "I suppose he is," said Valerie, mastering a retort with some difficulty, "but… the truth is that I want to be alone. I want whole days alone. Do you understand, Mr. Featherstone?"

         "Yes," said the other.

         "I can only really be alone, without scaring father, if he thinks you are taking me some place… the theatre or… or the museum."

         "I should never take you there," protested Jimmy, and the exasperated girl sighed wearily.

         "What I mean is this, and I will be very plain: I want you to come for me tomorrow and take me out. And then I want you to leave me and let me take the car where I wish. You can say that you are taking me out for the day. On the river— —"

         "Rather late for the river," murmured her companion.

         "Well… some place. Somewhere that will keep me out all day. Daddy is leaving for Scotland on Wednesday night— —"

         "What you want me to do is to pretend to take you out and leave you to your own devices?"

         She sighed again.

         "How clever you are. Yes, that is just what I want you to do."

         Jimmy Featherstone was drilling a hole in the gravel with his gold-headed cane.

         "I will upon one condition," he said slowly.

         She looked at him in surprise.

         "Condition? What is it?"

         He raised his head and looked her straight in the eyes.

         "Leave the investigation of Abe Bellamy's affairs to somebody else," he said. "It isn't a woman's job. If the police had searched the plantation behind Creager's house, you would have had some difficulty in explaining your presence, Miss Howett."

         For a moment Valerie stared at her companion, speechless and pale.

         "I—I don't understand you, Mr. Featherstone," she faltered.

         The young man twisted round and faced her with a smile, which was half good-humour and half admonition.

         "Miss Howett, you've recently accused me of living a purposeless life. An idle man has plenty of time for observation. You passed my flat in St. James's Street in a taxi-cab that was following the Ford which Creager drove."

         "Then you knew Creager?" she said in astonishment.

         "I knew him slightly," said Mr. Featherstone, toying with his stick and avoiding her eyes. "I know everybody slightly," he added with a laugh, "and some people a lot. For example, I know that you dismissed your cab at the end of Field Road and that you walked down as far as Creager's house, and then, as though you weren't quite certain what you would do, you came to a stile which connects with a footpath running through the plantation at the end of Creager's garden. The plantation is not part of his land, and it is only in his use because he hasn't troubled to fence off the end of the garden. And in that plantation you waited until nearly eight o'clock last night."

         "You're only guessing," she challenged hotly. "Father has told you that I did not come back to dinner— —"

         "Indeed I am not guessing," he said quietly. "You remained in the plantation because you were afraid to have your presence betrayed."

         "Where were you?" she asked.

         Again he smiled.

         "I also was in the plantation, I'm sorry to say. Otherwise I should have seen our friend the Green Archer."

         "What were you doing there? How dare you spy on me, Mr. Featherstone?"

         His eyes twinkled, but not a muscle of his face moved.

         "You are inconsistent, Miss Howett. A little time ago you were complaining that I did nothing; and now, because I confess to having chaperoned you on a most dangerous expedition— —"

         She shook her head helplessly.

         "I don't know what to think. It doesn't seem like you, Mr. Featherstone. Why should you think I was following Creager?"

         Very deliberately he took out a gold cigarette-case.

         "May I smoke?" he asked, and when she nodded he lit up and sent a blue cloud into the still morning air.

         "You followed Creager," he said slowly, "because—and here I am only guessing—you thought, in his mood of resentment against Abe Bellamy, he would betray his employer; and, incidentally, give you the information that you have been seeking for years."

         She could only stare at him.

         "You're looking for a woman who disappeared under mysterious circumstances, Miss Howett," said the elegant young man, tracing patterns on the gravel with the ferrule of his cane. "And, rightly or wrongly, you suspect Bellamy of being responsible for her disappearance. You have seized at wilder straws than the one you grasped yesterday. It took me a long time to reconstruct the workings of your mind; but, as I imagine it, you thought that Bellamy would follow his tool to his house, and that you would have an opportunity of hearing them speak. You waited in the plantation nearly two hours, and were on the point of going to the house when you saw the police."

         He took out his cigarette and threw it away again. He had suddenly conceived a distaste for smoking.

         "I'd give a lot of money to meet the Green Archer," he said softly.

         "Then you believe— —?" she asked in amazement.

         He nodded.

         "I not only believe, I am absolutely certain."

         She was looking at him now with a new interest and a new understanding.

         "What an extraordinary man you are, Mr. Featherstone! You are almost as clever as a detective my father intended to employ to take care of me."

         He laughed.

         "I have a confession to make, Miss Howett. I am the detective with that commission. I am Captain Featherstone of Scotland Yard, and I've had you under observation ever since you arrived in London."

      

   


   
      
         
            VII. — A MAN AT POLICE HEADQUARTERS
   

         

         Spike Holland was in the midst of his second day's story of the arrow murder when he was called to the 'phone, and he reported to the news editor the purport of the message that had come to him.

         "They want me at Scotland Yard. Gee! I'm getting important."

         "You're certain about a woman being in this business?" said the news editor, looking up from the scrutiny of the first sheet of Spike's story.

         "Sure!" said Spike promptly. "Two people saw her. And I've found the cabman who picked her up in the Haymarket and had instructions to follow Creager's car. And there's a woman who lives down Field Road who says that she saw a lady crossing the field toward the back of Creager's house."

         "Do you think they'll be able to identify her?"

         "There's nothing more certain in the wide world," said the sanguine Spike, "particularly if I'm guessing right. It is only a question of giving the cabman a chance of seeing her."

         In ten minutes he was at Scotland Yard.

         "The Chief of H. Bureau wants to see you," said the sergeant on the door.

         "H. Bureau is a new one on me," said Spike, "but lead me to him."

         A policeman piloted him into a room which, from its size and furnishing, was obviously the office of a very high official. The young man was writing at the desk and looked up as his visitor entered.

         "Moses!" gasped Spike. "I've met you before, some place."

         "I don't think we've met," smiled the chief, rising and pushing forward a chair. "Sit down, Mr. Holland. I'm Commissioner Featherstone, and as a rule I'm not on view to the general public. I make an exception in your case because I like your face. Will you have a cigar?"

         "I'd rather have another compliment," said Spike. "Any reference you may make to my hair will be greatly appreciated."

         Jim Featherstone laughed.

         "Seriously, Holland, this is the reason I've brought you here. I understand that you have trailed a cabman who took a lady to the end of Field Road and was seen walking toward the house."

         He smiled at the other's astonishment, but went on: "There's no mystery about it, because we control the taxicabs anyway, and the man happened to be uneasy under your questioning, and came and reported to the police that he had carried this lady to her destination."

         "Have the other papers got this?" asked Spike dismally.

         "None of the newspapers has it, or will have it," said Featherstone quietly. "Not even the _Daily Globe_."

         "But we've got the story," said Spike.

         "I don't want you to use it. That is why I sent for you. There's nothing to it. I know the lady, and, as a matter of fact, her movements have been satisfactorily explained. I realise that it is a great disappointment to you, because a good murder without a veiled and mysterious woman isn't a murder at all from a newspaper point of view."

         Spike grinned.

         "It is all right, chief, if that's how you feel about it," he said. "The story comes out."

         "I'll give you a clue or two to put in its place," said Mr. Featherstone, toying with a silver letter-opener. "The man who killed Creager has a red scar across his shoulder."

         "Is that a theory?" asked the astounded Spike.

         "It is a fact," said Featherstone. "And I will give you yet another clue: the murderer either carried a very thick walking-stick or a bundle of clubs. I am inclined to the club theory, because there is a link about a quarter of a mile from the spot where the crime was committed. I admit that I don't know exactly how this information is going to be of any value to you, but maybe you'll prefer to put it by for personal reference when the murderer is caught."

         "Is there any definite clue, any that you can regard as workable?"

         Jim Featherstone shook his head.

         "None; that is, not for publication, because it is true. I'm not being sarcastic, Holland, but you probably know that we only hint at clues when we want to rattle a criminal and push him into making a get-away. It is the last resort of the police to force a wanted man into betraying himself by leaving his usual haunts and going into hiding. More men are trapped through their conspicuous absences than by the finger-prints they leave behind. But the man we want now is not an ordinary criminal."

         "What is the idea of that clue of yours—the scarred back?" asked Spike curiously, and not expecting for one moment that his question would be answered. To his surprise Featherstone explained.

         "I don't know how long you have been in this country or how well you are acquainted with the processes of the English law. For certain crimes in this country we administer flogging. Some of you people think it is brutal, and maybe from the strictly humanitarian standpoint it is. So is hanging, as a matter of fact. But it has had the effect of wiping out a certain type of crime—the violent hold-up. If a couple of street thieves beat up a citizen in the street and rob him, the judge may order those gentlemen thirty-five lashes. In consequence, robbery with violence has almost disappeared from the criminal character. Or if we find a man habitually living upon poor wretched women, we flog him. It has made that sort of traffic very unpopular. The lash is given for other offences—we call it 'the cat o' nine tails' because it is a whip with nine thongs—such as assault on prison officers. Creager was for seven years the principal flogger in Pentonville Gaol. It is an unpleasant job, requiring an extraordinary nerve and skill, for the law is that the lash must not fall either above or below the shoulders. If it touches the neck it may kill. There is a certain type of brute that can take this punishment and feel no resentment against the man who delivers it. There are others who never forgive, and my own theory is that the murderer was a man who had been in the hands of Creager and had waited his chance for revenge."

         "And the thick walking-stick or the bag of clubs?" asked Spike.

         "Creager was killed by an arrow, sent from a very powerful bow—probably a bow made of very fine steel. You cannot walk about London carrying bows and arrows without attracting a certain amount of attention. The weapon might be concealed in a hollow walking-stick, or pass unnoticed in a bag of golf-clubs."

         Spike went back to his office with a feeling that the bottom had dropped out of his story.

         "You can cut out that woman, Mr. Syme," he said. "The police know all about her, and there's nothing to it."

         "I always mistrust mysterious women," complained the unimaginative Syme. "There's a wire for you." He reached behind him to the rack, and, taking down a buff envelope, tossed it to his subordinate. Spike opened and read:

         
            DO YOU THINK BELLAMY WOULD CARE TO SUBSCRIBE TO MY SCHEME? DOES HE STRIKE YOU AS A MAN WHO IS FOND OF CHILDREN?
   

         

         Spike sat down and laughed until the tears came into his eyes.

         "What's the hysteria?" asked Mr. Syme resentfully.

      

   


   
      
         
            VIII. — FAY MEETS AN OLD FRIEND
   

         

         The mind of Valerie Howett was in a turmoil. Sheer blank despair, resentment, and a sense of foolishness, were her predominant emotions.

         "My dear," said her father, when she told him. "I just had to do it. You are more to me than anything in this whole wide world, and I couldn't afford to take a risk."

         "But why didn't you tell me he was a detective?"

         For once the saturnine face of Walter Howett creased in a wintry smile.

         "But, daddy, he's been watching me all the time and following me around, when I thought I was alone, and I was sure he was just one of those poor useless boys one meets everywhere."

         "He's a boy of thirty," said Howett, "and a real good boy, Valerie. I knew his father; he was an attaché at our Embassy in Washington. And you shouldn't feel sore at him, Val, because he has given up a two months' holiday to help me. I thought you'd be tired of your search at the end of that time," he said ruefully, "and would be glad to go back home."

         She made no reply to this, though he waited.

         "How did you come to find out?" he asked. "I mean, that he belonged to police headquarters?"

         "He told me," she said shortly, and he did not pursue his inquiries.

         "I hope it doesn't mean he's given up calling," he said. "It makes me more comfortable when he's around."

         "He said he was coming to dinner tomorrow night," she said grimly. "Daddy, it's awful to feel that you're under police observation!"

         This sense of surveillance, however, did not prevent her from holding Jim Featherstone to his promise. On the day her father left for Scotland he called for her, and was in her company for exactly five minutes. At the Marble Arch end of Hyde Park she stopped the car and opened the door suggestively.

         "This is where I go, is it?" smiled Jim.

         He was no longer the beautifully valeted young man. His clothes were more human and in a sense suited him better. She thought he was extraordinarily good looking, and found it difficult to believe that he had reached the thirties.

         "I won't ask you where you are going, or on what wild adventure," he said as he stood by the side of the car, his hands resting on the window-slot.

         Valerie smiled.

         "Is it necessary to ask, when in all probability you have two police motor-cyclists following me?"

         "No," he shook his head, "on my honour. I'm trusting you today to do nothing that will embarrass me. As your official guardian angel I very naturally take an interest in your fate. I shall call at the Carlton at eight o'clock, and if you haven't returned I'll send a hurry call to every station in England."

         She looked back as the car sped away, and saw him standing gazing after her. He was very good looking, and it was ridiculous to believe that he was thirty.

         He waited until the car was out of sight, then he turned and strolled back through the park. Late in the year as it was, the day was warm, and the broad paths held a fair sprinkling of people. He walked on, his mind more occupied with the problem of Valerie Howett than that offered by the murder, which was the principal topic of conversation in London that day. Despite the assurance of his deductions, the presence of Valerie in Creager's plantation was a source of uneasiness.

         The truth was that he had not seen her in the plantation at all; he had merely seen her when she went in. He had seen her again when she came out. All that she did between the hours of three o'clock in the afternoon and eight o'clock, when she emerged from her hiding-place, had been hidden from him. He hoped, by surprising her, first with the intelligence that he had watched her and secondly with the disclosure of his identity, that she would tell him why she had followed Creager. Instead of which she had shut up tighter than an oyster.

         That she was seeking somebody, he knew; Howett had told him. Who that somebody was, under what circumstances they had disappeared, he was as much in the dark as ever. He had spent a hectic and weary two months shadowing this beautiful girl, whose restless quest had led her by many perilous paths, if she had but known. Who was Mrs. Held? What object had the girl in seeking her?

         Mr. Howett he knew and had met on both sides of the Atlantic. He was a widower, and there was only one child of the marriage. Had there been a sister, the hunt was self-explanatory. Who could be so precious to Valerie Howett that she should spend money like water and take risks that even he shuddered to think of in order to find her? It could not be for an ordinary friend. It would have been more understandable had the object of the search been a man.

         He revolved the problem round and round in his mind, an endless circle of speculation and wonder. Then, unexpectedly, he saw an old friend, and instantly all thoughts of Valerie vanished from his mind. He crossed a grass plot, quickening his pace, and came up by the side of the elegant lady who was walking slowly, holding a small dog on a lead. She had the appearance of somebody from one of the residences of the fashionable quarter which runs parallel with the park.

         "I thought I wasn't mistaken," said Jim genially. "How are you, Fay?"

         The lady looked at him blankly, raising her delicately penciled eyebrows.

         "I'm afraid I haven't the advantage of your acquaintance," she said coldly, and looked round as if for a policeman, which amused Jim Featherstone to such an extent that for a second he was helpless with internal laughter.

         "Fay, Fay!" he said reprovingly. "Come down from your pedestal and be mortal. How are all the good souls of your exclusive set? Jerry is in prison still, I understand, and the rest of the crowd are still hiding in Paris."

         The lady shook her head impatiently.

         "My God, Featherstone! It's pretty tough that a woman can't take her chow for an airing without being pestered by a super-cop."

         "Your profanity and your slang are deplorable," said Featherstone good-naturedly. "I heard some news about you the other day which rather surprised me."

         She looked at him, suspicion and dislike in her eyes.

         "What was that?" she asked.

         "They told me you were married, both ecclesiastically and civilly. Who is the happy man?"

         "You're dreaming," she said contemptuously. "You people at the Yard are too ready to believe ill of anyone. No, I'm not married, Featherstone, though I don't know what would happen if you pressed me very hard. I've always had a weakness for the pretty boy type. I like 'em that way; they're not so clever as the ugly ones."

         She looked round at him under her drooping lids.

         "What do you say, Featherstone?" she asked with mock earnestness.

         "I hate to disappoint you, Fay," he replied, "but I have my family to consider. But seriously, who is the happy man?"

         "There isn't any," said Fay. "There isn't a man in the world who's good enough for me. I came to that conclusion long ago."

         He had fallen in at her side, and they were walking slowly together, to all appearance a well-bred man and woman, very good to look upon, engaged in a friendly conversation.

         "How is that half-breed secretary of old Bellamy's?" he asked carelessly, and she flushed red.

         "Where did you get that 'half-breed'?" she asked, her voice sharp and aggressive. "If you mean Mr. Savini, who happens to be a friend of mine, let me tell you that he comes from a very good old Portuguese family, and don't you forget it, Featherstone! And why I should allow myself to be seen speaking to an ivory-headed policeman, I don't know."
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