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            Chapter I
   

         

         I
      t
       was two hours after the muezzin had called to evening prayer, and night had canopied Tangier with a million stars. In the little Sok, the bread-sellers sat cross-legged behind their wares, their candles burning steadily, for there was not so much as the whisper of a wind blowing. The monotonous strumming of a guitar from a Moorish café, the agonised barlak! of a belated donkey-driver bringing his charge down the steep streets which lead to the big bazaar, the shuffle of bare feet on Tangier’s cobbles, and the distant hush-hush of the rollers breaking upon the amber shore—these were the only sounds which the night held.

         John Maxell sat outside the Continental Café, in the condition of bodily content which a good dinner induces. Mental content should have accompanied such a condition, but even the memory of a perfect dinner could not wholly obliterate a certain uneasiness of mind. He had been uneasy when he came to Tangier, and his journey through France and Spain had been accompanied by certain apprehensions and doubts which Cartwright had by no means dispelled.

         Rather, by his jovial evasions, his cheery optimism, and at times his little irritable outbreaks of temper, he had given the eminent King’s Counsel further cause for disquiet.

         Cartwright sat at the other side of the table, and was unusually quiet. This was a circumstance which was by no means displeasing to Maxell, for the night was not conducive to talk. There are in Northern Africa many nights like this, when one wishes to sit in dead silence and let thought take its own course, unchecked and untrammelled. In Morocco such nights are common and, anyway, Maxell had always found it difficult to discuss business matters after dinner.

         Cartwright had no temperament and his quiet was due to other causes. It was he who broke the silence, knocking out his pipe on the iron-topped table with a clang which jarred his more sensitive companion to the very spine.

         “I’d stake my life and my soul on there being a reef,” he said with a suddenness which was almost as jarring. “Why, you’ve seen the outcrop for yourself, and isn’t it exactly the same formation as you see on the Rand?”

         Maxell nodded.

         Though a common-law man, he had been associated in mining cases and had made a very careful study of the whole problem of gold extraction.

         “It looks right enough to me,” he said, “but as against that we have the fact that some clever engineers have spent a great deal of time and money trying to locate the reef. That there is gold in Morocco everybody knows, and I should say, Cartwright, that you are right. But where is the reef? It would cost a fortune to bore, even though we had the other borings to guide us.”

         The other made an impatient noise.

         “Of course, if the reef were all mapped out it would be a simple matter, but then we shouldn’t get on to it, as we are to-day, at the cost of a few thousands. Hang it all, Maxell, we’ve got to take a certain amount of risk! I know it’s a gamble quite as well as you. There’s no sense in arguing that point with me. But other things are gambles too. Law was a gamble to you for many years, and a bigger gamble after you took silk.”

         This was a sore point with Maxell, as the other knew. A prosperous junior, he had been called within the Bar, and taken upon himself the function and style of King’s Counsellor in the hope that his prosperity would still further be expanded. And, like so many other men, he had discovered that the successful junior is not necessarily the successful K.C.

         Fortunately for him, he had long before contested and won a seat in Parliament, and his service to the Government of the day had to some extent ensured his future. But, financially, he had suffered considerably.

         “No,” he said, “silk isn’t any great catch to a man, I agree; and it was certainly a gamble, and a losing gamble.”

         “Which reminds me,” said Cartwright, “there was a talk, before I left London, that you would be given Cabinet rank.”

         Maxell laughed.

         “It is extremely unlikely,” he said. “Anyway, if they make me Solicitor-General, that doesn’t carry Cabinet rank.”

         “It carries a lot of money,” said Cartwright after a pause for a moment, “and it’s money that counts just now, Maxell.”

         Again the lawyer nodded.

         He might have added that, but for the need for money, he would long since have dropped his association with Alfred Cartwright, though Cartwright’s name stood very high in certain circles of the City of London. They had been at school together, though in that period there had been no very great friendship between them. And Cartwright was marked out for success from the beginning. He inherited a considerable business when his father died, and he enlarged and improved upon it. He had taken up a hundred and one outside interests, and had made most of them pay. A few of them did not pay, and it was whispered that the losses upon his failures took a considerable slice of the balance that accrued from his successes.

         They had met again when Maxell was a junior and Cartwright the defendant in a case which, had he lost, would have made him some thirty thousand pounds the poorer. When Maxell thought back upon that event, he had to confess that it was not a pleasant case, being one in which Cartwright had been charged with something which was tantamount to misrepresentation; and, although he had won, and won brilliantly, he had never felt any great pride in his achievement.

         “No,” he said (the pauses were frequent and long), “I should hardly imagine that the Prime Minister loves me to that extent. In Parliament you have to be an uncomfortable quantity to be really successful. You must be strong enough to have a national following, and sufficiently independent to keep the Whips guessing. I am known as a safe man, and I hold a safe seat, which I couldn’t lose if I tried. That doesn’t make for promotion. Of course, I could have had an Under-Secretaryship for the asking, and that means a couple of thousand a year, but it also means that you last out the life of the administration in a subordinate capacity, and that, by the time you have made good, your party is in the cold shade of opposition, and there are no jobs going.”

         He shook his head, and returned immediately to the question of the missing reef, as though he wished to take the subject from his own personal affairs.

         “You say that it would cost us a lot of money if the reef was proved,” he said. “Isn’t it costing us a lot now?”

         Cartwright hesitated.

         “Yes, it is. As a matter of fact,” he confessed, “the actual reef is costing nothing, or next to nothing, because El Mograb is helping me. In our own business—that is to say, in the Syndicate—our expenses are more or less small; but I am doing a little independent buying, and that has meant the spending of money. I am taking up all the ground to the south of the Angera—a pretty expensive business.”

         Maxell shifted uneasily in his chair.

         “That is rather worrying me, you know, Cartwright,” he said; “your scheme is ever so much too ambitious. I was figuring it out this afternoon as I was sitting in my room, and I came to the conclusion that, if the scheme as you outlined it to me yesterday went through, it would mean your finding two millions.”

         “Three,” corrected the other cheerfully, “but think what it means, Maxell! Supposing it went through. Supposing we struck a reef, and the reef continued, as I believe it will, through the country I am taking up! Why, it may mean a hundred millions to me!”

         The other sighed.

         “I have reached the point where I think a hundred thousand is an enormous sum,” he said. “However, you know your own business best, Cartwright. But I want to be satisfied in the matter in which we are associated together, that my liability does not exceed my power to pay. And there is another matter.”

         Cartwright guessed the “other matter.”

         “Well?” he asked.

         “I was looking over your titles this afternoon,” said Maxell, “and I see no reference to the old Spanish working. I remember that you told me a Spaniard had taken up a considerable stretch of country and had exhausted his capital trying to prove the reef—Señor Brigot, wasn’t that his name?”

         The other nodded curtly.

         “A drunkard—and a bad lot,” he said. “He’s broke.”

         Maxell smiled.

         “His moral character doesn’t count so far as the details go; what does matter is that if your theory is correct, the reef must run through his property. What are you going to do about that?”

         “Buy him out,” said the other.

         He rose abruptly.

         “I’m walking up to the Sok,” he said. “Come along?”

         They tramped up the long, steep hill-street together, and they did not speak till they had passed through the ancient gate into the unrelieved gloom which lies outside the city.

         “I don’t understand you, Maxell—you take an old man’s view of things,” said Cartwright irritably. “You’re comparatively young, you’re a good-looker. Why the devil don’t you marry, and marry money?”

         Maxell laughed.

         “Have you ever tried to marry money?” he asked dryly.

         “No,” said the other after a pause, “but I should think it is pretty simple.”

         “Try it,” said the laconic Maxell. “It is simple in books, but in real life it is next to impossible. I go about a great deal in society of all kinds, and I can tell you that I have never yet met an eligible spinster with money—that is to say, large money. I agree with you,” he went on after a while, “a man like myself should marry. And he should marry well. I could give a woman a good position, but she’s got to be the right kind of woman. There are some times when I’m just frantic about my position. I am getting older—I am forty-seven next birthday—and every day that slips past is a day lost. I ought to be married, but I can’t afford a wife. It is a blackguardly thing to talk about money in connection with marriage and yet somehow I can think of nothing else—whenever the thought arises in my mind I see an imaginary beauty sitting on a big bag of gold!” He chuckled to himself. “Let’s go back,” he said, “the big Sok always gives me the creeps.”

         Something lumbered past him in the darkness, some big, overpowering beast with an unpleasant smell, and a guttural voice cried in Arabic: “Beware!”

         “Camels!” said Cartwright briefly. “They’re bringing in the stuff for the morning market. The night’s young yet, Maxell. Let us go up to the theatre.”

         “The theatre?” said Maxell. “I didn’t even know the theatre was open.”

         “It is called theatre by courtesy,” explained Cartwright; “the inhabitants refer to it as the circus. It’s a big wooden place on the sea edge——”

         “I know it, I know it,” said Maxell. “What is being played? The only people I have ever seen there have been Spanish artistes—and pretty bad artistes, too.”

         “Well, there’s a treat for you. It is an English company, or rather, a variety company with a number of English turns,” said Cartwright. “We might do worse—at least, I might,” he added ominously.

         When they reached the theatre they found it sparsely filled. Cartwright took one of the open boxes, and his companion settled himself into a corner to smoke. The turns were of the kind which are usually to be met with on the Levant; a tawdrily attired lady sang a humorous song in Spanish, the humour being frankly indecent. There were a juggler and a man with performing dogs, and then “Miss O’Grady” was announced.

         “English,” said Cartwright, turning to the programme.

         “She may even be Irish,” said Maxell dryly.

         The wheezy little orchestra played a few bars and the girl came on. She was pretty—there was no doubt about that—and of a prettiness which satisfied both men. She was also British or American, for the song she sang was in a French with which both men were familiar.

         “It is horrible to see an English girl in a place like this and in such company,” said Maxell.

         Cartwright nodded.

         “I wonder where she’s staying,” he asked, half to himself, and a contemptuous little smile curled Maxell’s lips.

         “Are you going to rescue her from her infamous surroundings?” he asked, and Cartwright snapped round on him.

         “I wish to heaven you wouldn’t be sarcastic, Maxell. That’s twice this evening——”

         “Sorry,” said the other, snicking off the ash of his cigar. “I am in a cynical mood to-night.”

         He raised his hands to applaud the girl as she bowed herself from the stage, and glanced round the house. Three boxes away was a small party of men, whom he judged were the sons of prosperous members of the Spanish colony. Their fingers flashed with diamonds, their cigarettes burnt from jewelled holders. Cartwright followed the direction of the other’s eyes.

         “She’s made a hit, that Miss O’Grady,” he said. “These fellows will be tumbling over one another to present her with verbal bouquets. I wonder where she lives!” he said again.

         Presently the young men rose in a body and left the box, and Cartwright grinned.

         “Do you mind hanging on here whilst I go outside?”

         “Not a bit,” said the other. “Where are you off to? To find out where she lives?”

         “There you go again,” grumbled Cartwright. “I think Tangier makes you liverish.”

         When he had got to the promenade, the men had disappeared, but a question directed to the head attendant revealed, as he had expected, the objective of the little party at the stage door.

         The stage door was reached from the outside of the theatre and involved a journey over rubble and brick heaps. Presently he came to an open doorway, where sat a solitary half-caste smoking a pipe and reading an old Heraldo.

         “Oh, hombre,” said Cartwright in Spanish, “have you seen my three friends come in here?”

         “Yes, Señor,” nodded the man; “they have just entered.”

         He indicated the direction, which lay through a dark and smelly passage.

         Cartwright walked along this stuffy hallway, and, turning the corner, came upon an interesting group gathered about a closed door, against which one, and the least sober, of the party was hammering. Near by stood a small, stout man in soiled evening dress, grinning his approval, and it was clear that the visitors were at once known and welcome.

         “Open the door, my dream of joy,” hiccupped the young man, hammering at the panel. “We have come to bring you homage and adoration—tell her to open the door, Jose,” he addressed the manager of Tangier’s theatre, and the small man minced forward and spoke in English.

         “It is all right, my dear. Some friends of mine wish to see you.”

         A voice inside, which Cartwright recognised, answered:

         “I will not see them. Tell them to go away.”

         “You hear?” said the manager, shrugging his shoulders. “She will not see you. Now go back to your seats and let me persuade her.”

         “Señor!” He raised his eyebrows to the unexpected apparition of Cartwright. “What are you doing here?”

         “I have come to see my friend,” said Cartwright, “Miss O’Grady.”

         “It is forbidden to enter the theatre through the saloon of artistes,” said the small man pompously. “If Miss O’Grady is your friend, you must wait for her until the performance is over.”

         Cartwright took no notice. He was a tall man of athletic build and shouldering his way past the others with no difficulty, he tapped on the panel.

         “Miss O’Grady,” he said, “here is an English visitor wants to see you!”

         “English?” said the voice. “Come in for the love of Mike!”

         The door was opened, and a girl with a silk kimono pulled over her stage dress, offered him a smiling welcome. The young Spaniard who had been hammering on the panel of the door would have followed, but Cartwright’s arm barred him.

         “Do you want this fellow?” he asked.

         “Do I want him——” said Miss O’Grady bitterly, “do I want the scarlet fever or measles? You bet I don’t want him. He’s been pestering me ever since I’ve been here.”

         “Do you hear what the lady says?” said Cartwright, speaking in Spanish. “She does not desire your acquaintance.”

         “My father owns this theatre,” said the young man loudly.

         “Then he’s got a rotten property,” replied the calm Cartwright.

         The Spaniard turned in a rage to his soiled satellite.

         “You will put this man out at once, Jose, or there will be trouble for you.”

         The little man shrugged his helplessness.

         “Sir,” he said in English, “you see my unhappy position. The señor is the son of my proprietor and it will be bad for me if you stay. I ask you as a friend and caballero to go at once and spare me misfortune.”

         Cartwright looked at the girl.

         “Must you go on again in this infernal place?” he asked.

         She nodded, laughter and admiration in her eyes.

         “What happens if you chuck this infernal job?”

         “I’m fired,” said the girl. “I’ve a ten weeks’ contract with these people.”

         “What do you get?”

         “Two hundred and fifty pesetas a week,” she said contemptuously. “It’s a wonderful salary, isn’t it?”

         He nodded.

         “How many more weeks have you to go before your contract is finished?”

         “Another four,” she said, “we’re playing in Cadiz next week, in Seville the week after, then Malaga, then Granada.”

         “Do you like it?”

         “Like it!” the scorn in her voice was her answer.

         “The dresses belong to the troupe, I guess,” he said. “Get into your street clothes and I’ll wait for you.”

         “What are you going to do?” she asked, eyeing him narrowly.

         “I’ll make good your lost contract,” he said.

         “Why?”

         He shrugged his shoulders.

         “I don’t like to see an English girl——”

         “Irish,” she corrected.

         “I mean Irish,” he laughed. “I don’t like to see an Irish girl doing this kind of thing with a lot of horrible half-breeds. You’ve talent enough for London or Paris. What about Paris? I know any number of people there.”

         “Could you get me a good engagement?” she asked eagerly.

         He nodded.

         “What’s your name, anyway?” she demanded.

         “Never mind about my name. Smith, Brown, Jones, Robinson—anything you like.”

         It was the agitated little manager who interfered.

         “Sir,” he said, “you must not persuade this lady to leave the theatre. I have her under heavy penalties. I can bring her before the judge——”

         “Now just forget that!” said Cartwright, “there is no judge in Tangier. She is a British subject, and the most you can do is to take her before the British Consul.”

         “When she returns to Spain——” said the little man growing apoplectic.

         “She will not return to Spain. She will go to Gibraltar if she goes anywhere,” said Cartwright, “and from Gibraltar she will be on the sea until she reaches a British port.”

         “I will go to the Spanish Consul,” screamed the little manager, clawing the air. “I will not be robbed. You shall not interfere with my business, you——”

         Much of this, thought Cartwright, was intended for the glowering young Spaniard who stood in the background. He went outside, closed the door and stood with his back toward it. On a whispered instruction from his employer’s son, whose hands were now flickering fire as he gesticulated in his excitement, Jose the manager disappeared, and returned a few minutes later with two stalwart stage hands.

         “Will you leave this theatre at once and quietly?” demanded the foaming manager.

         “I will not leave the theatre until I am ready,” said Cartwright, “and if I leave otherwise, I shall certainly not leave quietly.”

         The manager stood back with a melodramatic gesture.

         “Eject the caballero,” he said finely.

         The two men hesitated. Then one came forward.

         “The señor must leave,” he said.

         “In good time, my friend,” replied Cartwright.

         A hand gripped his arm, but instantly he had shaken free, and had driven with all his strength at the man’s jaw. The stage hand dropped like a log. He pushed at the door behind him.

         “Put your kimono over your things,” he said quickly. “You can send the stage kit back to-morrow. There is going to be a rough house.”

         “All right,” said a voice behind him, and the girl slipped out, still in her kimono and carrying a bundle of clothes under her arm.

         “You know the way out? I’ll follow you. Now, Jose,” he said flippantly, “I’m going—quietly.”

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter II
   

         

         H
      e
       left behind him a pandemonium of sound and a scintillation of flickering diamonds. He found the girl waiting for him in the darkness.

         “Br-r-r! It’s cold!” she shivered.

         “Where are you staying?” he asked.

         “At the little hotel opposite the British Consulate,” she said. “It isn’t much of a place, but it was the only room I could get—at the price.”

         “You’d better not go there,” he said. “I’ll send for your boxes in the morning. Give me those clothes.”

         He took them from her and put them under his arm, and she fell in by his side.

         “I am glad to be out of it,” she said breathlessly, taking his arm; “it’s a dog’s life. I was going to quit to-morrow. Those boys have been following me round ever since I came to Tangier. I don’t think I’d better go back to my hotel, anyway,” she said after a moment; “they’re a pretty tough crowd, these Spaniards, and though I don’t understand their beastly language, I know just what kind of happy holiday they’re planning for me.”

         They were in the town, passing up the street of the mosque, when she asked him:

         “Where are you taking me?”

         “To the Continental,” he said.

         “Like this?” she said in dismay, and he laughed.

         “I have an office in this street,” he said; “you can go in and dress. I’ll wait for you outside.”

         He showed her into the tiny room which served as the headquarters of the Angera Gold Mining Syndicate, and sat on the irregular stone steps, waiting until she was dressed. Presently she came out, a presentable and an attractive figure.

         “I have just thought,” he said, “that you had better to go the Central—I am staying at the Continental and it wouldn’t look nice.”

         “I’ve been thinking something of the sort myself,” she said. “What about my broken engagement? Were you joking when you said you would pay? I hate talking about money, but I am broke—Jose owes me a week’s salary.”

         “I’ll make good the money to-morrow,” he said. “I can give you a tenner now.”

         “What is the idea?” she asked him again. “I’ve read a lot of books, and I know the knight errant business backwards. You don’t strike me as being a something-for-nothing man.”

         “I’m not,” he said coolly. “It occurred to me when I saw you on the stage, that you might be useful. I want a person in Paris I can trust—somebody who could look after my interests.”

         “I’m not a business woman,” she said quickly. “I hate business.”

         “Business is done by men,” said he significantly. “And there are a few men I want you to keep track of. Do you understand that?”

         She nodded.

         “I see,” she said at last. “It is better than I thought.”

         He did not trouble to ask her what she had thought, or what she imagined he had planned, but saw her into the hotel, arranged for a room, and walked slowly back to the Continental. He was in the vestibule of that hotel before he remembered that he had left an eminent King’s Counsel and Member of Parliament smoking his cigar in a loge of the Tangier circus.

          
   

         “I missed you,” said Maxell the next morning. “When you remembered and came to pick me up, I was on my way back—we must have passed somewhere in the little Sok. What happened last night?”

         “Nothing much,” said Cartwright airily. “I went round and saw the girl. She was very amusing.”

         “How amusing?” asked the other curiously.

         “Oh, just amusing.” Vaguely: “I found her annoyed by the attention which was being paid to her by a veritable Spanish hidalgo.”

         “And you sailed in and rescued her, eh?” said Maxell. “And what happened to her after she was rescued?”

         “I saw her home to her hotel, and there the matter ended. By the way, she leaves by the Gibel Musa for Gibraltar this morning.”

         “Hm!” Maxell looked absently at the letter he had in his hand, folded it and put it away.

         “Is the mail in?” asked Cartwright, interested, and Maxell nodded.

         “I suppose you’ve had your daily letter from your kiddie?”

         Maxell smiled.

         “Yes,” he said, “it is not a baby letter, but it is very amusing.”

         “How old is she?” asked Cartwright.

         “She must be nine or ten,” said the other.

         “I wonder if it is just coincidence, or whether it is fate,” mused Cartwright.

         “What is a coincidence?” asked the other.

         “The fact that you’ve got a kid to look after, and I’m in a sort of way responsible for a bright lad. Mine is less interesting than yours, I think. Anyway, he’s a boy and a sort of cousin. He has two fool parents who were born to slavery—the sort of people who are content to work for somebody all their lives and regard revolt against their condition as an act of impiety. I’ve only seen the kid once, and he struck me as the sort who might break loose from that kind of life and take a chance. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have interested myself in him.”

         “How far does your interest extend?” asked Maxell curiously. “You’re not the sort of person, I should imagine, who would take up the unfortunate poor as a hobby.”

         “Not a something-for-nothing man, in fact,” laughed Cartwright. “I’ve been told that twice in twenty-four hours.”

         “Who was the other person—the actress?”

         Cartwright roared with laughter and slapped the other on the knee.

         “You’re a good guesser,” he said. “No, I am not a something-for-nothing person. I’m one of those optimists who plant fir cones so that I shall have some good firewood for my old age. I don’t know what sort of a man Timothy will make, but, as I say, he shapes good, and anyway, you and I are in the same boat.”

         “Except this,” said Maxell, “that from what you say, you aren’t particularly interested in your protégé, and you don’t really care whether he shapes good or shapes bad.”

         “That’s true,” admitted Cartwright. “He’s an experiment.”

         “My little girl is something more than that,” said Maxell quietly; “she’s the only living thing I have any real affection for—she is my dead brother’s child.”

         “Your niece, eh? Well, that gives you an interest which I have not. I never had a niece and I should just hate to be called uncle, anyway.”

         Their conversation was interrupted at this point by the arrival of a small man dressed in his best clothes. On his brow was a frown which was intended to be terrible, but was slightly amusing. Jose Ferreira had dressed and prepared himself for an interview which, as he had described to his friends, could not fail to be at once “terrifying and vital.” For, as he had said: “This man has sliced my life!”

         He began his speech to Cartwright as he had rehearsed it.

         “Estoy indignado——”

         But Cartwright cut him short with an expression of mock fear. “Horroroso! You are indignant, are you? Well, come, little man, and tell me why you are indignant.”

         “Señor,” said the man solemnly, “you have put upon me a humiliation and a shame which all my life I shall regret.”

         The conversation was in Spanish, but Maxell was an excellent Spanish scholar.

         “What’s the trouble?” he asked, before Jose, still labouring under the sense of his wrongs, could get going again.

         “Listen to him and discover,” mocked Cartwright. “I have taken from his incomparable company its joy and its gem.”

         “In other words, the amiable Miss O’Grady,” said Maxell.

         “Yes, yes, señor,” broke in Jose. “For me it is ruin! The money I have spent to make my company perfect! It is financed by one who is the greatest man in Tangier and it is his son who tells me that, unless I bring back this lady—for me there is the street and the gutter,” he wept.

         Maxell looked slyly at his companion.

         “There’s another chance for you to plant a fir cone,” he said. “Can’t you find some use for this gentleman?”

         But Cartwright was not smiling.

         “Señor Ferreira,” he said crisply, “you are, as all Spain knows, a thief and a rogue. If you associate with bigger thieves and bigger scoundrels, that is your business. I can only tell you that you may think yourself lucky I did not bring this case before the Spanish Consul. I assure you, you would never have put your foot in Tangier again after the stories I have heard about you.”

         The little Spaniard was open-mouthed and impressed. He was also a little frightened. Cartwright’s accusation had been at a venture, but he argued that it was scarcely likely that, in an establishment of the description which Mr. Ferreira controlled, there could have been no incidents which reflected upon the manager.

         “Everything which is said about me is a lie!” said the little man vigorously. “I have lived a life of the highest virtue! To-day I complain to the British Consul, and we shall see!”

         “Complain,” said Cartwright.

         “This chance I will give you.” Señor Ferreira wagged a fat, stumpy finger. “Restore to me Miss O’Grady, and the matter shall go no farther.”

         “Miss O’Grady has left Tangier,” said the other calmly, “so it is clear to you that I cannot restore her.”

         “She has not left,” vociferated the Spaniard. “We had a man to watch the boat leaving for the Gibel Musa and she did not leave the pier.”

         “She left the beach,” explained Cartwright patiently; “she was rowed out by a boatman from the Cecil. At this moment she is half-way to Gibraltar.”

         Mr. Ferreira groaned.

         “It is ruin for me,” he said. “Perhaps for you also,” he added ominously. “I can do no less than depart for Paris to lay this matter before my excellent patron, Señor Don——”

         Cartwright jerked his head to the door.

         “Get out,” he said, and turned his attention to the newspaper which he had picked up from the table.

         Maxell waited until the little man had gone, still seething with his “indignado,” then turned to Cartwright.

         “This is rather a serious matter, Cartwright; what has happened to the girl?”

         “Didn’t you hear? I have sent her to Gibraltar,” said Cartwright. “I wouldn’t leave a dog in that company. And from Gibraltar she goes home by the first P. & O.,” he said briefly.

         “Hm!” said Maxell for the second time.

         “What the devil are you ‘hming’ about?” snarled his companion. “The girl is gone. I shall not see her again. It was an act of charity. Do you disapprove?”

         “I’m sorry,” said Maxell. “I didn’t know you felt so bad about it. No, I think you’ve done the girl a very good turn. But in these days one doesn’t expect——”

         “Blessed is he that expecteth nothing, Maxell,” said Cartwright sententiously, “for he shall not be disappointed. I don’t suppose that the proprietor, whoever he is, cares a snap of his fingers about the matter—it is his infernal son who will fire the adorable Jose.”

          
   

         That afternoon the two men had an interview on the outskirts of the town with a very plainly dressed Moor, who came to them so cautiously that the observers might have been pardoned if they thought he was a criminal. In the eyes of the divine rulers of Morocco he was something more than a criminal, because he was an emissary of El Mograb, the Pretender. There was a price upon the messenger’s head, and his caution was, therefore, commendable. He brought a letter from El Mograb to Cartwright, and it was a message of cheer.

         Maxell and his friend had gone out early in the afternoon and had waited two hours under a scorching sun for the courier to arrive. For a man of law, the fact that he was coquetting with the Sultan’s enemy did not distress Maxell, who knew the history of the country too well to worry very much about Sultan or Pretender. The Sultan’s reign, marked with the turbulence of people and the self-indulgence of monarch, was already doomed. His uncle, El Mograb, a born leader of men and captain of seven thousand well-armed soldiers, was but waiting the psychological moment to strike; and Adbul, with his motor-cars and brass bedstead, his geegaws and his frippery, would disappear into the limbo which is especially reserved for extravagant and unstable rulers.

         The news from El Mograb was good. It reconfirmed the concession which one of his shereefs had made on his behalf, and sent a message in flowery Arabic—a message of thanks to the man who had supplied him with the very necessary rifles.

         “That was news to me,” said Cartwright as they rode back to the town. “I didn’t know you were gun-running, Maxell, or that you were so solid with El Mograb.”

         “I like El Mograb,” said Maxell. “He’s one of the many Moors who have impressed me. You mustn’t forget that I have been visiting Morocco since I was a boy and most of the chiefs are known to me personally. I knew El Mograb’s brother, who was killed at Tetuan, and when he was a favourite in court circles he entertained me at Fez.”

         “What is his word worth?” asked Cartwright carelessly.

         “It is worth all the contracts that ever went to Somerset House for stamping,” said the other with emphasis. “I think you can go ahead with your scheme.”

         Cartwright nodded.

         “I’ll go back to London and raise the money,” he said. “We shall want a couple of millions eventually, but half a million will do to go on with. You had better be with me in the big scheme, Maxell. There is nothing to lose for you. You’ll be in on the ground floor. What is the good of your pottering about with your little Company—I mean the Parent Company?”

         “I have faith in that,” said Maxell. “I know just the amount of my indebtedness.”

         “You’re a fool,” said the other shortly. “The big scheme may mean millions to you, and I shall want your help and guidance.”

         Maxell hesitated. The lure was dazzling, the prize was immense. But it meant risks which he was not prepared to take. He knew something of Cartwright’s financial methods; he had seen them in their working, and had done not a little on one occasion to save Cartwright from the consequences of his own cleverness. Yet, as he argued, Cartwright would have no difficulty in raising the money from the general public, and his presence on the board would certainly be a guarantee against his companion departing from the narrow path.

         Although it was not generally known that he was associated in any of Cartwright’s enterprises, there had been a whisper of an inquiry in influential quarters, and it had been hinted to him that, on the whole, it would be better if he kept himself aloof from the gentleman who, admirable business man as he was, had a passion for enterprises which occasionally verged upon the illegal. But those influential quarters had not whispered anything in the shape of a definite promise that his welfare was entirely in their keeping and that his future would not be overlooked.

         He was an ambitious man, but his ambitions ran in realisable directions. The services he had rendered to the Government were such as deserved a recognition, and the only question was what form that recognition would take? His knowledge of languages qualified him for an important appointment under the Foreign Office; but the Foreign Office was a close preserve and difficult to break into. There were too many permanent officials who regarded the service as a family affair, and were jealous of patronage outside their own charmed circle.

         He went in to lunch that day to find Cartwright reading a telegram which he folded up and put into his pocket upon the other’s appearance.

         “My little friend has arrived in Gibraltar,” said Cartwright.

         Maxell looked at him curiously.

         “What happens now?” he demanded.

         “Oh, I’m sending her home.”

         Cartwright’s voice was brisk and he spoke in the manner of a man referring to a topic too unimportant to be discussed.

         “And after?” pursued Maxell, and the other shrugged his shoulders.

         “I have given her a letter of introduction to a friend of mine,” he said carelessly. “I have one or two theatrical interests in town.”

         Maxell said nothing, and could have dismissed the matter as lightly as his companion, for the girl’s future scarcely interested him.

         She had been but a figure on the stage; her personality, her very appearance, left no definite impression. But if he was not interested in the girl, he was interested in Cartwright’s private mind. Here was a man of whom he could not know too much. And somehow he felt that he had hardly cracked the surface of Cartwright’s character though he had known him for years, and though they were working together to a common end.

         The way of a man with a maid is wonderful, but it is also instructive to the cold-blooded onlooker, who discovers in that way a kind of creature he has never met before; a new man, so entirely different from the familiar being he had met in club or drawing-room as to be almost unrecognisable. And he wanted to know just this side of Cartwright, because it was the side on which he had scarcely any information.
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