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IT was, of course, a coincidence that Margot
Panton was the guest of Mrs. John Staines on the night of the
visitation; it was equally a coincidence that she travelled down to
Arthurton by the 4.57 in the same railway coupé as Jeremiah
Jowlett. And yet it was as natural that she should break her
journey in town to accept the hospitality which her old nurse could
offer her, as it was that Jeremiah and she should be fellow
passengers by the only fast train which Jerry always took, summer
and winter, unless he was away from London or was working up
evidence against some malefactor; for Jerry was a barrister, and
had a desk in the office of the Public Prosecutor.

"My dear," said Martha Staines in genuine admiration, "I should
never have known you!"

Margot, a slight, pretty figure curled up in an armchair before
the fire, raised her tea cup in warning.

"Don't tell me I'm growing pretty Martha!" she said solemnly.
"Ever since I can remember I have been growing pretty and have
never quite grown."

"Well, you've got there now Margot," Martha Staines shook her
head and sighed.

The girl's mother had died eight months before, leaving her
orphan child in the guardianship of an absent brother-in-law.
Martha recalled the sad, thin face of the woman she had served for
so many years and those happy days at Royston when Margot had been
the most angelic of babies.

"Your uncle is back, then, Margot?"

The girl nodded, a gleam of amusement in her eyes.

"It is rather fun having a guardian you cannot find!" she said.
"I wonder what he will do with me when the travel fever comes on
him again?"

Martha shook her head. She was a stout, good-looking woman of
forty-five, and her prosperity had neither spoilt her humour nor
her manners.

"Where has he been this time?" she asked.

Margot took a letter from her bag and consulted it.

"The Upper Amazon," she said. "I'll read you the letter:

"'Dear Margot,

"'I was grieved to learn on my return that my
poor sister had passed away. By the letters which I found waiting
from your lawyers I see that I am appointed your guardian. I hope
you will not find Arthurton a bore. I am rather an old fogey and am
interested in very little outside of geology and spiritualism, but
you shall be your own mistress. I shall expect you on Tuesday
evening.

"'Your loving uncle, "'James
Stuart.'"

"Spiritualism," said Martha thoughtfully. "That sounds
lively."

The girl laughed and put down her cup upon the table. She was at
an age when even the supernatural phenomena of life were
amusing.

Mr. Staines came in a few minutes later. He was a bluff man, red
and jovial of face and stout of build. He brought with him a faint
fragrance of pine, and the dust of the saw-mill lay like power on
his boots.

"It's a lovely part of the country you're going to, Miss
Panton," he said, as he stirred his tea. "I know it very well. What
is the name of your uncle?"

"Stuart," said the girl, "Mr. James Stuart."

He nodded.

"I know his house, too; a big place at the foot of the hill with
a lovely garden—in the proper season. It will be well under
snow now."

He scratched his chin.

"Yes, I remember him, a very close gentleman. He had the name of
being a little eccentric, if you don't mind my saying so,
miss."

"He's a spiritualist, Staines," said Martha.

"A spiritualist, eh?" Mr. Staines chuckled.

"Well, he's got plenty of spirits to practise on at Arthurton.
Maybe he'll have a go at the Ghost of Down Hill Farm."

"That sounds thrilling," said the girl, wide-eyed. "Do tell me
about the Ghost of Down Hill Farm, Mr. Staines."

"Well, I've never seen it myself—mother, I'll have another
cup of tea—but I've heard yarns about it," said Mr. Staines.
"In the first place, there isn't a Down Hill Farm. There used to be
about eighty years ago, but it's built on now, and before that
there was a priory, or a monastery, or something. That is where the
ghost comes from. I took the trouble to read up the history years
and years ago," he explained almost apologetically. "That is why I
know the dates. In 1348 the country, and the continent too, was
visited by a terrible plague which took off half the inhabitants of
England. It broke out in the Priory, being carried to Arthurton by
a monk who came from Yorkshire, and when the villagers heard that
they had the plague they put a guard round the place and would
allow no one to go in or come out. All the monks died except one,
and he used to come out every night and walk round the building.
After a time he died too. He is the Ghost of Down Hill—they
have dropped calling it a farm—and I've met old men who say
they have seen him."

"How lovely!" said the girl ecstatically. "Do you think that
he'll walk for me?"

"Well, miss," said Staines with a twinkle in his eye, "if he
wouldn't walk for you, he'd walk for nobody," and his laugh shook
the decanters on the side-board.

Suddenly he became serious and turned to his wife.

"Did I tell you about that case at Eastbourne, mother?" he
asked.

"No, my dear, you didn't," said his wife, busy at the table
clearing up the tea things.

"Did you ever hear me speak about a man named Wheeler?"

Mrs. Staines shook her head.

"Well, I have, lots of times," said Staines. "Anyway, it doesn't
matter. He's in the surveyor's office at Eastbourne now, but I knew
him years ago when he was clerk of the works for one of the biggest
architects in the South of England. A very nice fellow."

"Well, what about him?" asked Mrs. Staines.

"Listen to this."

Mr. Staines fumbled in his pocket and produced a pair of
pince-nez which he fixed to his nose, then unfolded the evening
paper, and after a search:

"'An extraordinary happening is reported from Eastbourne. Mr.
Joseph Wheeler, of the Borough Surveyor's office, was sitting in
his room on Sunday night, the family being at church, when a masked
man appeared and, holding up Mr. Wheeler at the point of a
revolver, demanded that he should produce his bank-books or any
other personal accounts he might have. Fortunately Mr. Wheeler had
the books handy and produced them under protest. The intruder then
ordered his victim to stand with his face to the wall whilst he
examined the pass-books which had been produced. The examination
lasted five minutes at the end of which time the masked man
disappeared as suddenly as he came."'

"Well, now, what do you think of that?" said Mrs. Staines,
properly impressed.

"I thought it was going to be quite exciting," said the girl
disappointed. "He should at least have left a message written in
blood!"

She went to bed early that night. She had had a tiring journey
and Mrs. Staines, leaving her husband to go to his office to work
out the day's accounts, followed her example.

The Staines's house stood at the entrance of one of the timber
yards which John Staines, in his affluence, had acquired. A
one-story brick building built in the yard formed the headquarters
of his thriving business and it was to his own office that he
repaired to enter up the personal transactions.

He did not hear the door open but he felt a cold draught of air
and looked around. A man was closing the door behind him as he
looked and Mr. Staines jumped to his feet, for the head of the
intruder was enveloped in a monkish cowl and two hard, bright eyes
glared at him through the vertical slits which had been cut in the
mask. More alarming still was the automatic pistol which he held in
his hand.

"Don't shout, and don't attempt to get away. Pull down those
blinds," ordered the man; and Staines obeyed drawing down the blue
linen blinds and shutting out all view of the interior from the
yard.

"I want your pass-books, bank-books and private ledgers for the
past ten years," said the stranger.

"Look here," began Mr. Staines.

"Look nowhere," snarled the man, "Do as you are told, damn
you!"

Mr. John Staines was a wise man and albeit resentfully, obeyed.
He stacked the little brown covered books on the table, taking them
from his safe.

"Now stand against the wall and do not look around," said the
intruder and again Mr. Staines obeyed.

He heard the rustle of turning leaves but he did not turn his
head. Five minutes passed and a chair was pushed back.

"Stand still," said the stranger.

The door opened and closed rapidly, a few seconds later he heard
the crash of the wicket gate and sat down heavily in his chair.

"Well, I'm——!" said Mr. Staines, and his profanity
was pardonable in the circumstances.
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IN a small, gloomy office overlooking Whitehall,
Mr. Jeremiah Jowlett collected together the dossiers he had been
examining, tucked them under his arm and sprinted for the room of
his chief. Lord Ilfran looked up as his subordinate came in.

"Hullo, Jerry, haven't you gone?" he asked.

"No, sir," said Jerry unnecessarily and put the envelopes before
the elder man. "I think we can prosecute in the cases of Myer and
Burton," he said "but there does not seem to be a case against
Townsend."

Lord Ilfran nodded.

"Is there any fresh news?" he asked.

"None sir, of any importance. I see in the newspapers that an
attempt has been made to rob the strong rooms of the mail steamer
Carmuria, but the thieves seem to have bungled it very badly, and
the men are in custody at Southampton."

"There are no good strong room robbers left," said Lord Ilfran
in a tone which suggested that he regretted the circumstances.
"Ever since the Flack gang were laid by the heels that branch of
crime has become uninteresting. What is this I see," he asked,
"about the hold-up of a wood merchant in Camberwell?"

"Oh, yes," Jerry was leaving but turned back. "That is
extraordinary. There was a man held up in similar circumstances at
Eastbourne two or three days ago, and now this man Staines has been
victimized."

"Nothing was stolen?" asked Lord Ilfran.

"Nothing at all, apparently," replied Jerry. "As in the previous
case, the burglar merely asked to see the state of the pass-books
and the private ledgers of Mr. Staines."

"Extraordinary!" murmured Lord Ilfran looking out of the window.
"Most extraordinary! Nothing was stolen you say?"

"Nothing at all," said Jerry, who threw a glance at the clock
above the head of the Public Prosecutor.

"Well, get off," said Lord Ilfran with a smile. "I suppose you
are catching your 4.57. What on earth makes you live at
Arthurton?"

"Come down and spend Christmas with me, sir," said Jerry with a
smile, "and I think you'll understand."

The taxi-cab that took him to Victoria was a slow one and he had
to race to the platform and even then only arrived as the train was
on the move. The guard opened the door of a first-class carriage
and he jumped in and would have fallen, but a little hand thrust
out in alarm saved him.

"I am so awfully sorry," said Jerry, with that smile of his
which had disarmed so many of his critics.

"I think the train jerked," said Margot Panton primly.

"I'm almost sure it jerked," said Jeremiah, and then he chuckled
and the girl laughed too.

It was all very improper, of course, and very unusual. Margot
had been warned since she could understand never to speak to
strange men in railway carriages, and never under any circumstances
to travel alone with one. And yet before the train had reached
Clapham Junction, Jerry had told her that his favourite aunt's name
was Maud and she had explained the inner workings of the perfect
system at the school she had left.

"Arthurton!" he said in delight when she told him her
destination. "Good lord, I'm going there, too. Where are you
staying?"

"With my guardian, Mr. James Stuart."

"Is that so?" he said, raising his eye brows. "Why, we're
neighbours! Mr. Stuart is the antiquarian or explorer, or
something, isn't he? I know he lives abroad."

"I know very little about him," she replied, "and I don't
remember having seen him. He is the only relative I have in the
world," she said simply.

Jerry was more than ordinarily interested and plied her with
questions as to her length of stay until, laughingly, she changed
the subject.

"If you live at Arthurton——"

"As I swear I do," he said.

"Don't interrupt. If you live in Arthurton you can tell me
something I am dying to hear about."

"I have a bronze medal for saving life," he said modestly. "I
must tell you this in case nobody else does. I am willing to earn
another one."

"Have you ever seen the Ghost of Down Hill?" she asked.

He fell back in his seat and shrieked with laughter.

"I am the Ghost of Down Hill," he said, and she stared at him.
"At least I'm the only ghost that's ever haunted Down Hill. My
house is built, if not upon the site, at least upon the land which
the old monks owned and which the proprietor of Down Hill Farm,
which was burnt a hundred years ago, included in his demesne."

"And you've never seen the ghost?" she asked.

"I've never seen the ghost, and Minter—he is my valet,
cook and general manager—hasn't seen a ghost either."

He hesitated and then:

"No, we've seen nothing."

"You were going to say except," she began.

He smiled.

"Except that two or three nights ago we saw a strange figure in
the garden, but it was probably a poacher setting a snare. There
are thousands of rabbits on that part of the Downs."

"You'll love the place," he said as he helped her to alight at
Treen Station, "and I hope your uncle is going to invite me to tea
and tennis. You've got a wonderful court and I have no court at
all. And there is your uncle. Shall I introduce you?" he asked
whimsically.

The man who walked towards her was a little above middle height
and strongly built. Apparently he was in the region of sixty but he
was as straight as a ramrod. The short-clipped white beard, the
shaggy eyebrows and the large nose gave her the impression of an
old eagle; an impression which the bright deep-set eyes helped to
strengthen. He gave her smile for smile as he met her and took her
little hand in his big, hairy paw. Though it was bitterly cold and
the snow lay thick on the roads, he wore no overcoat nor gloves and
the soft white shirt was opened at neck to expose the corded
throat.

"You're Margot," he said, and brushed her cheek with his lips.
"How do you do, Mr. Jowlett. This is a neighbour of ours,
Margot."
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