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    When a stranger crosses a threshold at the stroke of twelve, the fragile boundary between private respectability and perilous truth dissolves, drawing all who watch into a reckoning with secrecy, guilt, and the sudden costs of being seen.

The Midnight Guest by Fred M. White belongs to the British mystery-suspense tradition that flourished from the late Victorian into the Edwardian era, when popular fiction embraced intrigue, swift reversals, and moral unease. White, a prolific writer best known for thrillers and disaster tales, brings to this novel the taut energy that characterized early twentieth-century mass-market storytelling. Situated in that transitional moment before the codified “Golden Age” of detective fiction, the book reflects a culture fascinated by crime’s proximity to everyday life and by the unsettling possibility that danger enters not from afar but through the familiar door.

Without departing into spoilers, the premise turns on an unexpected visitor whose nocturnal arrival sets a chain of consequences in motion, implicating more than one household and revealing how quickly ordinary routines can be upended. The narrative uses the charged atmosphere of midnight—when alibis fray and vigilance wanes—to initiate a struggle over knowledge: who knows what, who must never find out, and who will risk everything to uncover or suppress the truth. Readers can expect a tightly wound sequence of encounters and revelations, calibrated to sustain suspense while keeping deeper motives tantalizingly out of reach.

White’s storytelling favors brisk momentum, crisp scene changes, and a mounting sense of pressure, all delivered in lucid prose shaped for broad readership of the period. Dialogue drives much of the tension, with implication and half-stated motives carrying as much weight as overt action. The mood is atmospheric rather than gothic, trading in shadow, silence, and the small, telling detail that shifts a character from innocence to doubt. Though its architecture is commercial and accessible, the craft rewards attention: clues surface in gesture and timing, and the quiet spaces between events are charged with interpretive possibility.

At its core, the book explores secrecy and exposure—how reputations are built on delicate arrangements of trust, and how a single intrusion can reorder a social world. Questions of class, obligation, and the price of loyalty run beneath the plot, reflecting anxieties of an era negotiating modernity’s pace and the persistence of older codes. The midnight visit becomes a figure for thresholds: between public and private life, between law and conscience, and between what characters owe to themselves and what they owe to others. The result is both entertaining and probing, inviting readers to weigh prudence against candor.

These concerns resonate sharply today. In an age preoccupied with privacy, surveillance, and the portability of rumor, the novel’s focus on who controls a story—and at what cost—feels strikingly current. The emotional appeal lies in its portrait of ordinary people tested by extraordinary timing, while the intellectual pull comes from its layered view of evidence, inference, and the limits of certainty. By keeping the drama anchored in recognizably human calculation and fear, the book invites reflection on how quickly a life can pivot when an unexpected guest arrives and refuses to be ignored.

For readers seeking a pre–Golden Age thriller with clear stakes and steadily tightening coils, The Midnight Guest offers a disciplined, immersive experience: swift yet patient, atmospheric without extravagance, and ultimately concerned with the ethics of knowing. It rewards those who enjoy piecing together patterns from small signals while remaining sensitive to character and social texture. Entered with fresh eyes, it also serves as a gateway to Fred M. White’s broader body of work and to a formative moment in British crime fiction, when suspense met modern life at the very hour most of us would rather be asleep.
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    The Midnight Guest opens in a fashionable household where a late-night reception gathers politicians, financiers, and artists under one roof. Amid the lights and music, a disquieting incident occurs near midnight: a shadowy figure is glimpsed where no stranger should be, and an heirloom becomes the center of nervous whispers. The disturbance is brief, leaving uncertainty rather than proof, yet it chills the mood and sends guests home uneasy. This elusive presence, quickly labeled the "midnight guest," introduces a tone of watchfulness and doubt, setting the stage for a narrative that balances social glitter with concealed tensions and private alarms.

Morning brings scrutiny. Servants repeat conflicting accounts, a door shows marks that should not be there, and a cryptic token, suggestive rather than conclusive, is found. The household’s dignity is at stake, so discretion is prized; the matter is not immediately handed to the authorities. Quiet inquiries begin, aimed at preserving reputation while clarifying what happened. Early speculation ranges from an opportunistic thief to a calculated warning meant for someone inside. The disturbance does not seem random. Rumor spreads through select circles, and the hosts, anxious to control the narrative, limit access, strengthening the sense that something unresolved yet important has occurred.

A trusted friend with a cool head is asked to help. Neither a formal detective nor an idle dilettante, this observer favors method over drama and begins with routine checks: entries, exits, servants’ routes, and the layout of rooms and terraces. The examination produces no obvious culprit but yields a pattern of timings and vantage points that narrow possibilities. Attention turns to recent guests with hazy histories, to a nearby house that affords an inconvenient view, and to a servant whose loyalty appears strained. The inquiry remains private, but it adopts a professional rhythm, sifting details for a design that the initial commotion concealed.

As the pattern emerges, older strands of connection come into focus. Years-old business risks, half-forgotten favors, and the quiet aftermath of a financial scare surface. It becomes evident that the household’s stability rests on arrangements whose prudence can be debated in daylight but are vulnerable to pressure at night. The figure at midnight might be more messenger than thief, testing defenses and signaling claims founded on past events. The investigator compiles notes on investments, personal obligations, and a disputed document that once settled an awkward situation. The hypothesis takes shape that the intruder seeks leverage, not mere plunder, and chooses secrets over force.

A second disturbance confirms the first was no accident. This time precautions are set: unlit corridors, watchers behind curtains, and a signal ready if footsteps return. The intruder again slips through narrow margins of time, forcing an improvised pursuit that nearly closes but fails at a critical turn. Evidence of a concealed route—perhaps a disused door or an architectural oversight—suggests intimate knowledge of the premises or a careful study from outside. The household divides between those who favor immediate police action and those who prefer patience. The investigator argues for a little longer, believing open exposure would scatter clues not yet tied together.

Parallel tensions complicate the case. A private understanding between two members of the circle is strained by suspicion, while a persistent correspondent threatens publicity unless certain conditions are met. A wary ally within the staff supplies small, verifiable facts that counter rumors and point away from obvious scapegoats. The timeline is reconstructed hour by hour, comparing servants’ errands with guests’ departures and the arrival of a discreet carriage in a side street. A newspaper column, too precise to be guesswork, hints that someone knows more than is safe. The investigation widens cautiously beyond the house, tracking movements that intersect with the midnight visits.

Clues lead from drawing rooms to quieter corners of the city: a shuttered office with intact dust except for one clear disturbance, a pawnshop receipt that doesn’t match its stated item, and a ledger whose entries align with a past transaction now disputed. The picture shifts from a solitary prowler to a limited conspiracy built on information rather than violence. The midnight guest appears as the visible edge of a plan designed to extract compliance. One identity thought secure proves to be assumed, and an ally’s silence turns purposeful rather than fearful. The groundwork for a direct response is laid, informed but still contained.

The final phase is a measured confrontation timed, appropriately, for midnight. Arrangements ensure that every departure can be traced and every door, if opened, will be noticed. Stakes are clear: personal honor, legal exposure, and financial stability depend on what is revealed and who speaks first. The intruder’s objective is coaxed into the open, but the precise mechanism by which the balance tips remains undisclosed here. The investigator’s approach—patient, cumulative, and resistant to drama—culminates in a choice between law’s formal path and a confidential settlement. The participants weigh outcomes, understanding that any solution must restore confidence as much as property.

In the aftermath, consequences are apportioned with an eye to truth and containment rather than spectacle. Reputations are steadied, obligations are clarified, and the quiet corrections that follow scandal are put in motion. The midnight guest, as both symbol and catalyst, exposes the fragility of arrangements grounded in secrecy. The book’s central message emphasizes how hidden histories shape present risks, and how order, once unsettled, can be reestablished only by confronting what was left unresolved. Without dwelling on sensational disclosure, the narrative closes by reaffirming prudence, accountability, and the value of measured inquiry in restoring balance to a world that prefers appearance to candor.
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    Set in the late Victorian–Edwardian transition and published circa 1909, The Midnight Guest unfolds in London’s West End and in secluded English country houses, spaces emblematic of wealth, reputation, and secrecy. Electric lighting, telephones, and motorcars sit alongside lingering Victorian domestic service, enabling clandestine movement at night while tightening surveillance by butlers, porters, and constables. The geography spans Mayfair drawing rooms, clubland around Pall Mall, and suburban rail links that bring outsiders into privileged districts after dark. This urban-modern yet tradition-bound milieu furnishes the novel’s nocturnal intrusions, whispered scandals, and rapid pursuits, embedding its crime narrative within a city newly technological but socially stratified.

The late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries saw an entrenched class hierarchy challenged by new money and taxation. The Finance Act of 1894 introduced estate duties (championed by Sir William Harcourt), eroding landed wealth and forcing sales of entailed estates. London’s Mayfair and Belgravia remained showcases of aristocratic display, with gentlemen’s clubs in St James’s and Pall Mall policing social reputations. Domestic staffs structured privacy and vulnerability; doors, keys, and night-watch routines were central to household security. The Midnight Guest mirrors these tensions through high-society settings where a single scandal can ruin dynastic alliances. Its “midnight visitor” becomes a catalyst exposing the fragility of class power grounded in secrecy.

Policing and forensic modernity reshaped crime after 1900. Scotland Yard’s Criminal Investigation Department (CID), formalized in 1878, adopted Sir Edward Henry’s fingerprint classification system in 1901, and the 1905 Stratton brothers case in Deptford marked the first British murder conviction secured on fingerprint evidence. Telephones, electric bells, and improved locks spread through London’s affluent homes, while patrol patterns and rapid communication shortened the criminal’s window. The Midnight Guest engages this environment by staging nocturnal break-ins and investigations conditioned by new technologies and methodical detection. Its investigators’ reliance on timetables, traces, and swift messaging reflects the era’s confidence that science could pierce darkness and alibis alike.

Prewar espionage anxieties—fueled by the Anglo-German naval race—suffused British politics. HMS Dreadnought launched in 1906, while the 1898 and 1900 German Navy Laws and the 1909 “naval scare” intensified fears of infiltration. The Secret Service Bureau was created in 1909, dividing domestic and foreign intelligence between Captain Vernon Kell (MI5) and Commander Mansfield Cumming (MI6). The Official Secrets Acts of 1889 and 1911 criminalized disclosure of state information. Popular culture, from Erskine Childers’s The Riddle of the Sands (1903) to invasion-scare journalism, amplified suspicion. The Midnight Guest echoes this climate by treating documents, locked rooms, and foreign-sounding intrigues as existential threats, turning a housebreaker into a possible agent of geopolitical peril.

Financial speculation and scandal shaped Edwardian London’s moral economy. The City’s promotional culture—epitomized by Whitaker Wright’s mining empire—collapsed spectacularly in 1904 when Wright, convicted of fraud at the Royal Courts of Justice, took cyanide after sentencing. The global Panic of 1907 strained credit, while the Marconi affair (1912–1913) entangled ministers, including David Lloyd George and Sir Rufus Isaacs, in allegations of insider dealing. These episodes linked respectability to volatility and deceit. The Midnight Guest draws on this nexus, portraying fortunes leveraged on rumor and risk, with crime deployed to plug financial holes or suppress damaging papers. Its nocturnal intrusions become instruments in battles over securities, debts, and reputations.

A revolution in mass journalism reshaped crime and scandal. Lord Northcliffe’s Daily Mail (founded 1896) and Daily Mirror (1903) achieved million-plus circulations, blending aggressive reporting with sensational headlines. The Dr. Crippen case (1910) dramatized real-time pursuit via wireless telegraphy, showing how technology and media could converge to make private transgression a public spectacle. Newspapers campaigned on defense, morality, and policing, often amplifying panic. In The Midnight Guest, characters’ dread of exposure to the press provides motive for hush-money, forced marriages, or sudden flights to the Continent. The novel’s secrecy is credible precisely because a single headline can collapse a social position painstakingly built over generations.

Gender politics and the suffrage struggle reconfigured social roles. The Women’s Social and Political Union (WSPU), founded in 1903 by Emmeline Pankhurst, escalated to mass rallies (Hyde Park, 1908), confrontations (Black Friday, 1910), and hunger strikes that prompted the Prisoners (Temporary Discharge for Ill Health) Act 1913—the “Cat and Mouse Act.” The era’s “New Woman” entered offices as typists and clerks, claimed mobility by bicycle and train, and challenged chaperonage. The Midnight Guest reflects these shifts by granting women agency in steering investigations, guarding secrets, or negotiating marriage on their terms. The plot’s peril and choice at midnight echo the period’s contest over female autonomy and public voice.

By staging crime within elite interiors and along modern city arteries, the book critiques a social order that equates virtue with status while relying on concealment, money, and media management. It exposes how class privilege masks predatory finance, how policing and surveillance protect property more than people, and how xenophobic spy panics can justify intrusive power. The dread of headlines underscores a polity governed by reputation rather than justice, while resourceful women reveal the brittleness of patriarchal guardianship. The Midnight Guest thus functions as a political x-ray of Edwardian Britain, illuminating structural inequality, moral hypocrisy, and the uneasy bargain between technological modernity and social trust.
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CHAPTER I.

AT WHOSE HAND?




A hansom[1] pulled up in front of 799, Park Lane[2], and a slim figure of a woman, dressed in deep mourning, ran up the broad flight of marble steps leading to the house. Her features were closely concealed by a thick veil, so that the footman who answered the ring could make nothing of the visitor. Her voice was absolutely steady as she asked to see Lord Ravenspur at once.

"That is impossible, madam," the footman protested; "his lordship is not yet down, and besides----"

"There is no 'besides' about it," the visitor said, imperiously; "it is a matter of life and death.[1q]"

Once more the servant hesitated. There was something about this woman that commanded his respect. The hour was still early for Park Lane, seeing that it was barely nine o'clock, and the notable thoroughfare was practically deserted. From the distance came the hoarse cries of a number of newsboys who were racing across the Park. One of them came stumbling down Park Lane, filling the fresh spring atmosphere with his shouts. Evidently something out of the common had happened to bring these birds of ill omen westward at so early an hour. With the curiosity of his class the footman turned to listen.

"Terrible murder in Fitzjohn Square! Death of Mr. Louis Delahay[3], the famous artist! Artist found dead in his studio! Full details!"

The well-trained servant forgot his manners for the moment.

"Good Lord!" he exclaimed, "it can't be true. Why, Mr. Delahay was a great friend of my master up to the last day or two----"

"I am Mrs. Delahay," the veiled woman said with quiet intentness. "Please don't stand staring at me like that, but take me to your master at once. It is imperative that I should see Lord Ravenspur without a moment's delay."

The footman collected his scattered wits, and stammered out some kind of apology. There were other newsboys racing down the Lane now. It seemed as if London was ringing with the name of Louis Delahay. Then the great double doors of the big house closed sullenly and shut out the horrid sound. At any other time the veiled woman might have been free to admire the luxury and extravagant good taste of her surroundings. There were many people who regarded Lord Ravenspur as the most fortunate and talented man in London. Not only had he been born to the possession of a fine old title, but he had almost unlimited wealth as well. As if this were not sufficient, Nature had endowed him with a handsome presence and an intellect far beyond the common. Apparently there was nothing that Ravenspur could not do. He was a fine sportsman, and a large number of his forty odd years had been spent big game shooting abroad. What time he passed in England was devoted almost exclusively to artistic pursuits. As a portrait painter Ravenspur stood on a level with the great masters of his time. More than one striking example of sculpture had come from his chisel. He had as much honour in the Salons of Vienna and Paris as he had within the walls of Burlington House. In fine, Ravenspur was a great personage, a popular figure in society, and well known everywhere. His lavish hospitality was always in the best of good taste, and the entrée to 799, Park Lane was accounted a rare privilege by all his friends.

But the woman in black was thinking nothing of this, as she followed the footman along marble corridors to a sunny morning-room at the back of the house. The footman indicated a chair, but the visitor waved him aside with a gesture of impatience.

"Go and fetch your master at once," she said.

For a few moments she paced up and down, weaving her way in and out amongst the rare objects of art like a wild animal that is freshly caged. She threw back her long, black veil presently as if the atmosphere of the place stifled her. Her face might have been that of a marble statue, so intensely white and rigid it was. It was only the rapid dilation of the dark eyes which showed that the stranger had life and feeling at all. She turned abruptly as Lord Ravenspur came into the room. His handsome, smiling face and prematurely iron-grey hair afforded a strong contrast to the features of his visitor. He came forward with extended hands.

"This is an unexpected pleasure, Maria," he said. "But what is wrong? Louis is all right, I suppose?"

"Louis is dead!" the woman said in the same cold, strained voice. "He has been foully murdered[4]. I could not say more if I spoke for an hour. Louis is dead!"

The speaker repeated the last three words over and over again as if she were trying to realise the dread significance of her own message. Ravenspur stood there with his hand to his head, shocked and grieved almost beyond the power of speech.

"This is terrible," he murmured at length. "My dear Maria, I cannot find words to express my sympathy. Could you tell me how it happened? But perhaps I am asking too much."

"No," Mrs. Delahay replied, still speaking with the utmost calmness; "I am ready to answer any question you like to put to me. I am absolutely dazed and stunned. As yet I can realise nothing. But, perhaps, before the reaction comes I had better tell you everything. To think that I should lose him in this way whilst I am still a bride! But I dare not pity myself as yet, there is far too much stern work to be done. There will be plenty of time later on for the luxury of grief.[2q]"

"Won't you sit down?" Ravenspur murmured.

"My dear friend, I couldn't. I must be walking about. I feel as if I could walk about for years. But I will try and tell you how it happened. He came back to London yesterday afternoon, as you know, and put up at the Grand Hotel[5]. You see, I had never been in London before, and so I know nothing at all about it. If we had only gone straight to our own house in Fitzjohn Square this dreadful thing--but why do I think of that? You know the house was not quite ready for us, and that was the reason why we went to the Grand. After visiting a theatre last night Louis announced his intention of going as far as our house. I understood him to say that he required something from his studio. There were no caretakers on the premises, but Louis had a latchkey, so that was all right. I went to bed about twelve o'clock, thinking no evil, and not in the least alarmed because Louis had not come back. As you know, he had always been a terribly late man, and I thought perhaps he had met one of his old companions, or perhaps he had turned into the Garrick Club. Still, when I woke up this morning about six, and found that he had not returned, I became genuinely alarmed. I took a cab as far as Fitzjohn Square, and went into the house."

"One moment," Ravenspur interrupted. "I don't quite understand how you managed to get into the premises."

"That was an easy matter, though the front door was closed. The latchkey was still in the lock. I only had to turn it to obtain admission. I went straight to the studio, and there on the floor----but I really cannot say any more. Strung up as I am I could not describe it to you. . . . I suppose I cried out, and when I came back to a proper comprehension of things the place was full of police. For the last two hours I have been with them answering all sorts of questions. Then something told me to come to you, and here I am. And whatever you do, please don't leave me alone. I could not bear to be alone."

"I wish I could tell you how sorry I am," Lord Ravenspur murmured. "This is a most extraordinary business altogether. You say that Louis left you not later than twelve o'clock to go as far as Fitzjohn Square, and that, when he left the Grand Hotel, he had no other object in his mind. You are quite sure of this?"

"I am absolutely certain," Mrs. Delahay replied.

"Well, that is a strange thing," Ravenspur went on. "It so happens that I had an accident to my own studio a day or two ago, and until yesterday the workmen were in repairing the glass roof. I was engaged upon a small work which I was anxious to finish, and it occurred to me that I might just as well make use of your husband's studio, seeing that he was away from home and did not require it. I obtained a duplicate key from the house agent, and all yesterday I was working on my picture there. In fact it is in Louis' studio at the present moment. After some friends who were dining with me last night left, I walked as far as Fitzjohn Square, and till nearly a quarter past one this morning I was at work there. I might have gone on all night, only the electric light[6] failed suddenly, and I was left in darkness. Then I came home and went to bed. And I am prepared to swear that it had turned half-past one before I left your house, and there was no sign of Louis up to that time."

"It is inexplicable," the woman said wearily. "When I try to think my brain seems to turn to water, and everything goes misty before my eyes. I feel like a woman who has had no sleep for years. I feel as if I must get something to relieve this terrible pressure on my brain. Is there nothing that you can suggest?"

"I think so," Ravenspur said quietly. "I am going to take you back to your hotel, and call for a doctor on the way. You cannot go on like this. No human mind could stand it.[3q]"










CHAPTER II.

NO. 1 FITZJOHN SQUARE




A few moments later and Ravenspur's brougham was being rapidly driven in the direction of the Grand Hotel. No words were spoken on the journey, but Ravenspur did not fail to notice how his companion shook and quivered as the shouts of the newsboys reached her ears. It seemed as if all London had given itself over to this last sensational tragedy. It was as if thousands of strange rough hands were pressing upon the still bleeding wound. To an intensely sympathetic nature like Ravenspur's, the relief of the destination was great. At his suggestion of food his companion shuddered. The mere idea of it turned her physically sick. Utterly worn out and exhausted she dropped into a chair. There was a light now of something like madness in her eyes. The doctor bustled in presently with something in his hand. Mrs. Delahay drank the medicine in a mechanical way, scarcely knowing what she was doing. Then, gradually, her rigid limbs relaxed, and the staring dark eyes were closed.

"She'll do now for some time," the doctor whispered. "I have telephoned for a nurse who may be here now at any moment. Don't let me detain you. I have got my motor outside, and in any case I must remain till the nurse arrives."

"That is very good of you," Ravenspur murmured. "As far as I am concerned I should like to make some inquiries. I have known Delahay now for the last five years; indeed, it was I who persuaded him to take up his quarters in London. It seems a terrible thing that so promising a career should be cut short like this. That man would have come to the top of his profession, and, so far as I know, he hadn't a single enemy in the world. Perhaps, by this time, the Scotland Yard people may have found a clue."

Ravenspur drove straight away to Fitzjohn Square, and made his way through the crowd of morbid folks who had gathered outside. As he expected, he found the house in the hands of the police. Inspector Dallas came forward and greeted him respectfully.

"This is a terrible affair, my lord," he said.

"Ghastly," Ravenspur exclaimed. "It was a great shock when Mrs. Delahay came round to me this morning. And the strange part of the whole business is that I was in this very house myself, quite alone, till half-past one. Perhaps I had better explain the circumstances to you, as the knowledge might prove useful. . . . And now you know all about it. Mind you, I saw nothing; I did not hear a sound. Indeed, I am quite convinced that there was no one on the premises when I left."

"But you had no means of making sure," the inspector protested. "The miscreants might have been here all the time. They might have been hiding in a room upstairs waiting for you to go."

"They might have attacked me as far as that goes," Ravenspur replied. "My word, the mere suggestion of it turns one cold."

"At any rate, they were not after your lordship," the inspector said, thoughtfully. "Of course, I am assuming for the sake of argument that the murderer, or murderers, were actually here when you arrived last night. If so, the whole thing was carefully premeditated. These people had no quarrel with you, and, therefore, they did not molest you. All the same, they wanted to get rid of you, or they would not have cut off the light."

"But did they cut off the light?" Ravenspur asked.

"That we can prove in a moment. I am going on the theory that these people wanted to get you out of the way, so they short-circuited the current and left you in darkness. That was a very useful expedient, and had the desired effect. I am very glad you told me this because it may be the means of putting us on the track of important evidence. But let us go down to the basement, and examine the electric meter."

Ravenspur followed his companion down the dark steps leading to the basement, and Inspector Dallas struck a light. Then, with a grim smile, he pointed to a cable which led from the meter to the different rooms on the upper floors. The cable had been clean cut with some sharp instrument, a fracture which must have been recently made, for the main wire to the cable gleamed like gold.

"So far, so good," Dallas said. "We have proved by yonder demonstration that these people were here last night whilst you were actually at work in the studio."

"That puzzles me more than ever," Ravenspur replied. "Why did they not get rid of me an hour before, which they could have done equally as well, by the same simple expedient?"

"Simply because they could afford to wait till half-past one. You may depend upon it that Mr. Delahay's movements were absolutely known to them. They were perfectly well aware of the fact that he was not expected here till some time past half-past one. It is not a nice insinuation to make, but when Mr. Delahay left his hotel at midnight, he had not the slightest intention of coming straight here. Doubtless he had important business which was likely to last him an hour and a half, and for some reason or other he did not want his wife to know what it was. Speaking as one man of the world to another, Mr. Delahay's excuse for getting out strikes me as being rather a shallow one. Surely a married man, more or less on his honeymoon, does not want to visit an empty house after midnight. Surely he could have waited till daylight."

"Then you think he went out to keep an appointment?"

"I feel quite convinced of it, your lordship. And, moreover, the appointment was a secret one of which Mrs. Delahay was to know nothing. I will go still further, and say that Mr. Delahay came here after you had gone this morning to keep an appointment. It is just possible that he might have been in the house during your presence here. It is just possible that he cut the cable himself."

"Ah, but that won't quite do," Ravenspur protested. "When I came out of the house this morning I saw that the front door was carefully fastened, and I am prepared to swear that the latchkey which Mrs. Delahay found this morning was not in the lock then. No, no; I am quite sure that poor Delahay must have come here after I left. I am not prepared to contest your theory that my unfortunate friend came here to keep an appointment. Indeed, the presence of the latchkey in the door proves that he was in a hurry, and perhaps a little upset, or he would not have committed the mistake of leaving the key behind him. But after all, said and done, this is merely conjecture on our part. Have you found anything yourself that is likely to give you a clue?"

Inspector Dallas hesitated just for a moment.

"Perhaps I ought not to mention it," he said, "but I am sure I can rely upon your lordship's discretion. When I was called this morning I found Mr. Delahay lying on the floor of the studio quite dead. So far as we could see there were no marks of violence on the body except a small puncture over the heart, which appears to have been made with some very fine instrument. But, of course, we can't speak definitely on that point till we have had the inquest. As far as we can judge, something like a struggle must have taken place, because the loose carpets on the floor were in great disorder, and one or two articles of furniture had been overturned. You may say that this proves nothing, except that violence was used. But in the hand of the dead man we found something that might be useful to us. Perhaps you would like to see it."
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