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Tod Challenger, cutting off the end of his cigar, watched the Man with the
Squeaky Voice steer his way between the dining tables, glancing nervously from
side to side, and disappear through the doorway.

"By Heaven, Masters!" said he, "if ever I saw Fear in a man's eyes, that's
where."

"A strange, furtive fellow," said I.

"Furtive, is it? Your vocabulary wants a tonic, my son. He's simply soused
in Fear! He was even afraid of you! What better evidence do you want?"

I flicked an almond at Tod, though he was by much my senior.

"He seemed quite chatty with you, Tod. Merely proof that I've the far more
formidable personality."

"He was chatty with me because I'm an American. The formidable element in
your personality, young Masters, was that you're an Englishman. And at this
moment Pasty-face is afraid of his fellow-countrymen. When he heard your pretty
Oxford accents, he just went green!"

Tod's picturesque account of it was roughly true. The dining-room at the
Antlers Hotel had been rather full, and a waiter had taken us to a small square
table at which already sat a man of middle age, who looked annoyed at the
disturbance of his solitude. A well-preserved man, with hardly a gray hair, he
wore a thick dark mustache. His figure was athletic, but he had the sallowest
complexion I have ever seen and the squeakiest voice I have ever heard.

Challenger has the American capacity for intercourse highly developed, and
the charm that disarms resentment. So before he had eaten his soup he had the
squeaky-voiced man in amicable conversation.

He seemed a well-educated man, and, in spite of his peculiarities, would not
have been an unpleasant companion but for his furtive nervousness of
manner.

Then it was as Tod said. I had no sooner opened my mouth than he froze up.
He dropped his fork on the table and looked at me with a start of alarm. His
pallid face took on a literally ghastly hue. Presently he rose, squeaked a word
of apology, and was winding his way out between the tables.

We did not see him again.

"That man," Tod summed up, "is living in Hell."

Tod Challenger and I had become friends in London. I was almost a greenhorn
in the office of the Morning Telegram, and Tod, a man of forty, was a
mature and even a famous journalist. His American paper used the Morning
Telegram services and had an office in that new and lordly building of ours
which was one of the wonders of Fleet Street. Having taken a liking to me, Tod
had persuaded Allen, the news-editor, to commission me for a series of articles
on what he called "the American scene." It simply meant a jolly tour of the
United States in Tod's company. Now, almost at the end of it, we had come down
to Colorado Springs to have a quiet day or two at the Antlers Hotel. And here
on our first evening we met the Man with the Squeaky Voice.

Yet even his curious voice and Tod's startling observation on him would
hardly have fixed the pallid traveler in my mind but for the reminder of the
following morning.

Tod met an acquaintance in the lobby as we were crossing it to get an
after-breakfast smoke on the terrace and gorge ourselves with mountains. He
began:

"Hello--!"

Then checked himself as the man passed him without speaking. But he came
after us and sat on the same seat five minutes later.

"Sorry to choke your greeting, Challenger," he said, "but I didn't want my
name mentioned aloud in the lobby. However--bird's on the wing, so it don't
matter now."

"Then allow me to make known to you Mr. Masters, of London. This is Mr.
Lennox, of Washington, Masters."

Though the name did not then convey to me so much as it came to do, I had
heard of Lennox as a top-notcher in the Secret Service.

"Masters is in my trade, Lennox, so he can be guaranteed not to ask any
indiscreet questions."

Lennox smiled.

"No harm done. In fact, I was looking for a Britisher, Mr. Masters. Your
Embassy's interested in him. But I'm an hour or so late. He went south this
morning. However, I've cabled Pueblo to keep up with him. Going to San
Francisco by the Rio Grande, I expect."

Tod made no comment, and I lived up to his character of me.

"Wonder if you hit his trail here? Queer chap with a face like a corpse and
a voice like a toy doll?"

"I guess I'd a talk with him over dinner last night, Lennox. All about
nothing. I said to Masters that the man was afraid of something--"

"Oh, he's not afraid of me," said Lennox. "He don't know me. All the same,
I'd give a dollar to see his dossier in Connecticut Avenue."

Tod told me a few things about Lennox after he had passed on. Lennox had one
of those indeterminate but exciting jobs which combine the detective with the
minor diplomatist. His opposite number in London was Barlow, who had all the
privileges and none of the responsibilities of Scotland Yard.

"There must be something more than commonly queer about friend Pasty-face,"
said Tod, "or Lennox wouldn't be chasing him. I wonder what? I've got a sort of
echo in my memory-box of a pale face and a high voice, but I can't fix it. What
have I heard about that in the past few months? Something, Masters! No, I
didn't hear it. I read it. I can see the words in type. 'Pale face, high
voice.' Must have been a police description of somebody. Shake it up,
Masters--"

Then all at once it came to me.

"Why, of course, Tod!" I cried, "it was in the Allenstein case--"

"Bullyboy! You've got it. The confidential clerk! Great Scott!--he's pretty
lively for a man who's been burnt to a cinder, isn't he?"

The idea that we had dined in Colorado Springs in April with a man who had
been incinerated in London in January seemed far-fetched. Yet it set me
thinking back over the facts of the Allenstein case.

It was one of the big sensations of recent times. Allenstein's Bank, a
trustee affair with premises in Bishopsgate Street, had been the subject of an
unprecedented outrage at the beginning of January. The only thing comparable
with it was the coup of the previous year at the Crédit Bordelais in
Paris. Barlow always thought the two things were not unconnected.

The staff of Allenstein's had worked late on Wednesday the second of
January, as is customary for bank staffs at the New Year. The last man left, or
was supposed to have gone, about one in the morning. Before the city went to
work on Thursday, the premises of Allenstein's Bank did not exist except as a
heap of smoking débris. The fire had been noticed at four o'clock by a
constable patrolling Bishopsgate. The fire brigade could do nothing with it.
They had forced a way in, rescued the night watchman badly injured, and then
immediately an explosion had brought down the whole place in hopeless ruin.

The night watchman, who had been found unconscious in a passage outside the
door of the Board Room, had come round at the end and cried out:

"Mr. Grice! Oh, Mr. Grice!"

Then he had died.

The significance of his cry lay in the fact that Mr. Grice was the head
clerk of the Bank, and was thought to have been the last of the staff to leave.
But Mr. Grice was never seen again; and it was concluded that he must have been
trapped in the burning building.

Exploration of the ruins revealed after three days that the fire was no
accident but a deliberate arson. The strong rooms had been forced, presumably
by explosives, every safe ransacked, and all tangible valuables removed. One of
the worst losses was a small safe within a safe, which had contained the
jewelry of Lady Vanstead, deposited for safe keeping during her absence for the
winter in the West Indies. The jewels, which were of great price, included the
Ramchunder Diamond, a famous heirloom said to be of fabulous value.

The depredation spelt ruin for many people; but the chief sufferer was
Draycott Vincent, the chairman of the concern. This notable personality had
come to the rescue of Allenstein's Bank a year before when the City had
expected not exactly a smash but a reconstruction and absorption into a bigger
company on terms which would have left the stockholders in a highly unfavorable
position. Vincent, with a fortune recently acquired in America, was induced to
apply his money and his brilliant talents to the revivification of
Allenstein's. He had put into it everything he owned. The disaster reduced him
to beggary. After a few weeks spent in scraping up what he could from the wreck
of his fortune, his brief career came to an end. London knew him no more. It
was noticed in those sorrowful days that the horrible death of Grice, who had
been his confidential right-hand man at the Bank, affected him even more deeply
than his personal ruin.

Now, Grice had been described, at the time when his fate remained uncertain,
as a man with a notably pale complexion and a very high-pitched voice. And here
was Tod Challenger suggesting that Grice had dined with us at the Antlers Hotel
and that Lennox had just left us to pick up his trail!
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It was not until September in London that the Man with the Squeaky Voice
came into the picture again. About that time the Foreign Office had wind
up--one of its periodical fits of nerves.

We in the Morning Telegram office, being used to scares in Whitehall,
did not put much on it. If two burglaries at the Foreign Office were so
cleverly done that the second took place under the very noses of the people
investigating the first, we were quite ready to exploit the affair for all it
was worth as a newspaper sensation.

It was a quarter past eleven. Four of us were in Allen's room looking over
the sheets of the Telegram fresh from the press, when the door opened to
admit a brisk and sanguine man of forty, wearing horn-rimmed glasses.

"Hello, boys!"

"Hello, Tod!" we chorused.

"Anything juicy for me to-night?"

"Only young Master's story of the dastardly plot against the honor and
safety of Old England, Tod," said Flaherty. He was our wild Irishman, who wrote
leaders. "Somebody's been in to have a look at the Foreign Office silver, and
young Masters, with the connivance of Whitehall and Scotland Yard, has deduced
from this simple fact--"

"Yes, Mike--I've seen it." said Tod. "So you boys don't give a damn for the
great plot? You don't reckon anybody would ever get up a plot in England--"

"Not in London, Tod. It's not done. It's démodé. The last plot
in London was a fizzle. It happened on the fifth of November, 1605. Since then
the practice is frowned upon. Englishmen don't like to be made ridiculous. Now,
in Chicago, Tod--or in Dublin, for that matter--"

"Well, looks as if you've got a plot coming to you in London this time,
boys!"

His tone made us look up, inquisitive, and Allen dropped his pipe.

"What's in the wind, Tod?"

"Barlow."

"Yes, I know--but the Home Office puts Barlow on to everything these
days."

"Barlow and Fougère of the Sureté."

"Ah!--but Paris is just as nervous as London: sees a conspirator behind
every lamp-post."

"Barlow and Fougère--and Lennox."

"You mean Lennox of Washington?" Allen pursed his lips to a whistle.
Challenger nodded.

"You can follow up, Allen. Now if Masters is through for the night, I'm
going to take him along."

When in London, Tod lived in rooms at the Victoria Hotel. Having pushed
forward his long chair for me, dismissed the waiter, and foraged in his
sideboard for cigars, he asked the question which brought leaping back to
memory that night at the Antlers Hotel.

"Masters," he said, "do you remember the Man with the Squeaky Voice we dined
with at Colorado Springs?"

"Perfectly, Tod. And Lennox--good Lord! Anything to do with what you said to
Allen?"

I jumped up from the long chair.

"Hi! young man," he laughed, "sit still. There's no hurry. Just listen. I
was down in Whitehall the day of that first affair at the Foreign Office--when
was it? Tuesday week?--and I passed the squeaker on the pavement."

"Good Lord!" I exclaimed. "Are you sure?"

"Couldn't mistake his pasty face--and what's more, I heard him speak. No--he
didn't recognize me. He called up a passing taxi and told the man to drive him
to Paddington. You can guess what I did--"

"Called the next taxi and followed him to Paddington," said I.

"Full marks for acumen. Have a cigar. At Paddington he bought a ticket for a
place named Kenwick. Know it?"

"No, but I've passed it in the train. Down in Berkshire."

"Yes--I didn't quite know whether it was Berkshire or Wiltshire. Anyhow,
that's where he went."

He contemplated the glowing end of his cigar for a moment.

"I wonder if Allen would give you leave, young man, on a roving commission
without wanting to know too much about it?"

"I daresay. Why?"

"I want some help. I'm on a stunt. I wouldn't share't with anybody else--but
I'd let you in because I could trust you. That cab ride to Paddington started
me on some comic experiences, Masters."

He told me the strange tale. Once seen again, the pasty-faced man had fixed
himself in his imagination and refused to be exorcised.

"Pasty-face--Paddington--Kenwick...they ran in my mind all night. And
Lennox. And the Embassy in Washington. And that look of fear--it was still
there when he dived into the taxi in Whitehall. So Wednesday morning, I too
went to Paddington station and took a ticket to Kenwick."

"You've found something!" I exclaimed. "Anything to do with--"

"Yes--with what?"

"Well, with Lennox and Fougère--and Barlow--with the plot you think
is coming to us?"

"Steady, young man," said Tod. "We won't cross the river before we get
there. I've found just nothing--only the possibility of a considerable
something. But I've met a bunch of grand people I'd like you to know."

"I can't get leave to go meeting jolly people, Tod."

"No, but you can to seize a chance of the best beat Allen ever thought of in
his dreams. Suppose you could solve the Allenstein mystery?"

I shook my head.

"You aren't hanging on that slender thread, are you, Tod? You'll come a
cropper."

"I'm not hanging on anything. I'm just digging. Pasty-face interests me. He
has a secret and I mean to get it, whatever it is. The grand people are more or
less incidental--or accidental. Just the accident that Mrs. Anderson-Orr was
late for her train and tumbled into the same compartment with me."

"Translate a bit, Tod," said I. "You're getting too cryptic."

"Mrs. Anderson-Orr of Ferry Grange, Kenwick."

"Is she one of the jolly ones?"

"You've said it, Masters. She's just jolly. I shouldn't call her an English
type--not exactly. Nothing stilted or stand-offish about Mrs. Anderson-Orr,
voyez-vous."

I stared hard at Tod's quizzical face.

"At the same time, quite comme-il-faut, if you take me.

"Afraid I don't take you, Tod. What's the joke?"

"Well--a lady, tall, slim, dark, intense, most intense, dressed like a
wealthy woman of good taste, tumbles into the compartment just as the train
moves out. She's a bit breathless, and while she's getting her bellows going I
vet her. Forty-five, I should think--may be younger. Good-looking in a striking
way. Dark eyes--intense, as I said. Then there's some business about letting
windows up and down. Anyhow, I have occasion to say a word or two, and she just
squeaks with delight, 'Oh, you're an American!' Can't tell how she thought it:
you'd never guess I was an American, would you, from hearing me say, 'Would you
like the window up, ma'am?'"

Tod twinkled...

"Mrs. Anderson-Orr simply dotes on Americans, and you can bet she'd never
have been so sweet to an Englishman as she was to me. Before we got to Newbury,
where we changed, I'd learned all about her. Widow of a City man. One daughter.
Lived at Ferry Grange not far from Kenwick. Specialized in French fiction. Was
a Proust fan. Dropped into French tags on the slightest provocation. Had very
advanced views--à la mode, of course. When she heard I was going
to Kenwick gave me a general invitation to haunt Ferry Grange. Exchanged cards.
And then, my dear Masters, think of the luck of it--she talked about
Pasty-face."

"Good Lord!"

"Mais oui, my dear Masters, Pasty-face, the veritable, mon
dieu! Ferry Grange is all agog about Parkinson--that's his name. Seems
there's very little society in that location, and when a man so striking as
Pasty-face comes as a paying guest in one of the few big houses of the place,
and then goes to ground, so to speak, the very little society begins to gossip
and speculate about him. He's a godsend. Something to talk about. I stayed at
Kenwick nearly a week. I heard a lot about Parkinson."

"Where is he?--at Ferry Grange?"

"Holy Moses--no! He's been taken in as a paying guest by an old fellow
called Abbott at a house up the river, Morley's Holt."

I started and saw Tod looking at me intently.

"Where have I seen those names?"

"Ah, yes--where?"

"I know--in The Times! A letter in big type this morning--about the
F.O. affair: inefficiency of the police, slackness of the aliens regulations,
peril of the nation, England for the foreigner, country going to the dogs--a
lovely bit of jelly-bellied flag-flapping! Signed 'Richard Abbott, Morley's
Holt, Berks.'"

"Full marks for memory, young Masters," said Tod. "There's an unconscious
reflection of it in your F.O. story in the Telegram. And what d'you make
of it? Your jelly-bellied flag-flapper--though he's nothing of the sort, by the
way--advertises for a paying guest, and the playful gods send
him--Parkinson!"

"Why not?--unless--"

"Why not, indeed?--if the British Embassy in Washington was looking for
Parkinson to pat him on the back and commission him to write patriotic letters,
and if Lennox came over here to tell Barlow what a jolly dog Parkinson is, and
they called over Fougère from Paris to let him know too--"

"Whew!--stop, Tod! Don't drown me in irony. You think--?"

"I'm thinking sixty seconds to the minute," said Tod. "I'm thinking if we
can dig out Parkinson we're on to the mightiest scoop ever. I'm thinking you
boys at the Telegram are so blasé that you'd want your lovely new
office blown up before you'd believe the yarn this promises to yield. I've seen
old Abbott once or twice. He's friendly with the Anderson-Orrs. He can't quite
place his paying guest--thinks he's some sort of morose recluse."

"Have you seen him down there, Tod?--Parkinson, I mean?"

"No, and I can't discover anybody but Abbott who has. But I mean to unearth
him. It's not easy: wait till you see what kind of joint Morley's Holt is.
That's why I want you. Are you game?"

"Yes, Tod, I'm game."

"We might have a rough house," he remarked. "Well--"

"And you'd better put your gun in your pocket."

"All right, Tod--but this is England, you know."

"Don't you come the superior Britisher over me, young man! I know you all
think a policeman's whistle is the most lethal weapon that a self-respecting
Englishman should ever carry. But anybody who goes exploring Morley's Holt with
me has got to have a gun."

And that was how I got started on the adventure that led me into so many
tight corners and creepy excitements--and made me acquainted with Janet
Anderson-Orr.
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There are more strikingly beautiful parts of England than the broad valley
through which the River Kennett flows in its journey from Wiltshire to join the
Thames, but few more interesting to lovers of river meadows, park-like woods,
hamlets of thatched houses, little square-towered churches, and low misty hills
on the sky-line. A bit of real England, old, unspoilt.

I had often passed Kenwick Station in trains which never stopped there. It
was a mere station--a couple of platforms set in a solitary countryside with no
village in view. The railway, cutting across a big bend of the river, had left
Kenwick five miles away, but named a station after it.

Tod and I were the only passengers who stopped off the slow train from
Newbury. A car stood waiting in the road outside. Its driver pitched away a
cigarette end as we approached him.

"Here you are, Usher," said Tod. "Got my cable all right?"

"I'm here, ain't I?"

His tone astonished me. The four words conveyed as plainly as if he had said
it: Why the deuce ask a tomfool question like that? Tod smiled as though the
curtness was not in the least distasteful to him. I looked over its author--a
vaguely dirty and disheveled figure in an engineer's overall, very greasy, who
wanted a haircut and had not shaved to-day. He turned to the car, pulled out a
soiled cardboard packet, tried to extract a cigarette which was not there, and
flung the packet from him.

"Have a Chesterfield, Usher," said Tod.

"American fags--three whiffs and a burnt lip!" he answered, ungraciously;
but he took one, and offered his burning match to Tod. "Whereto? King's
Arms?"

"No," said Tod, "not now. Drive us to Ferry Grange."

"That--!" He checked the epithet that came to his lips. "I never go near the
ruddy place."

"Well--go as near as you care to. Drop us at your place if you like."

"I'll drive you up to the gate, Mr. Challenger, but not inside. I can't
stand that woman. She gets on my nerves. Talk about the ruddy idle rich--"

"Talk about 'em some other time, Usher," Tod suggested.

"Never did an honest day's work in their lives--"

Tod had got into the car.

"And treat a workin' man like dirt--"

I followed Tod.

"All right. Wait an' see, Mr. Challenger. When the bottom dog gets on
top--"

What was to happen in that contingency was lost as he went round to the
front of the old car and cranked up. We shattered the rich silence of five
miles of lanes, by meadows and little woods now glowing with the colors of the
Fall, and came out on a wider road running at right angles. A signpost showed
to the right "Kenwick 3 miles" and to the left "Morley Ferry 3 miles." Some 300
yards before the junction we passed a cottage. Usher waved his hand to a woman
standing in the doorway. At the junction itself an advertisement board
announced that the Half Way House garage was 500 yards down the road. I had
then, of course, no idea how important to me the position of these two
buildings would become.

On the right of the main road as we drove there were occasional glimpses of
the river across the meadows. Half a mile beyond the corner the car stopped at
an open gate giving admittance to a drive.

"Here we are at the doors of the idle rich!" said Tod, jumping out. The
driver looked down his dirty nose with comic disdain. "You might get our bags
to the King's Arms for the afternoon, Usher."

"All right," said he, locked over his steering wheel, and spun the dust of
Ferry Grange off his tires.

Tod led the way into the drive.

"In the name of Dick Turpin, what sort of bandit have you picked up there,
Tod?" I asked.

"Bandit's the word--you've said it. He keeps a garage. But, my dear Masters,
try keeping a roadside garage yourself and then tell me what you think of the
Idle Rich and the Social Revolution in the Coming By-and-by!"
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Ferry Grange was chiefly remarkable because there was no ferry in the
neighborhood and it had never been a grange. Its builder had atoned for giving
it an inappropriate name by putting it down in a very lovely spot. Passing
through a drive fringed with tall rhododendrons, which must have been a
gorgeous blaze in early summer, we came upon it--a long, low house lying in
sunshine at the top of a lawn that sloped gently to the river. A spot of vivid
color in the green scene was a large-spreading Japanese umbrella stretched
above a deck chair and against a dark bank of cedars.

"Mrs. Anderson-Orr knows how to choose her fixings--the
juste-milieu," said Tod as we walked across the turf. Then I saw that
the long chair supported a long woman who was playing with the ears of a chow.
A murmur reached us in a low contralto.

"Que veux-tu, petit chinois?"

I looked at Tod. He was twinkling. An Englishwoman with a Scotch name
talking baby French to a Chinese dog under a Japanese umbrella.

I suppose she had been well aware of our approach, but she looked up
suddenly and seemed to catch sight of us. I knew by a flash of divination that
she was going to say "Ciel!" And she did.

"Ciel! It's Mr. Challenger. Where have you been? And--?"

"This is Mr. Masters of London," said Tod, taking her hand. "I brought him
down to see Kenwick, and I hoped you'd possibly ask us both to lunch."

"Of course. Delighted. We're only a few--Mr. Webb and Mr. Oddie; but I
rather think Mr. Abbott may be blowing in. I was just going to see about
things. You'll find the others down there."

She reached out her long arm and Tod pulled her upright.

Mrs. Anderson-Orr was a woman of notable mien. Tall--her dark eyes came
level with mine, and I'm not short--of a rich dusky complexion, with lots of
brown hair nearly black, she had a well-proportioned figure and moved
gracefully. She utterly belied the cheapness of her pose. Her look swept
quickly by me and Tod, but in that moment I felt as if I had been categorized
and labeled.

"So au revoir," said she, and passed towards the house.

"What an extraordinary woman!" I exclaimed. Tod grinned.

"Ferry Grange is a find," said he. "You'll see."

As I did, not long after. We strolled down to the river. Sounds of shouting
and laughter, splashing and sousing grew louder as we went. Their authors burst
into our view when we rounded a clump of willows and stood on a gravel walk by
the river bank. They were all in the water, four of them, and the laughter
sprung from the antics performed by a little tubby man in a tight Oxford
costume getting into an unsinkable boat--his round, ruddy face shining with
water, fun, and exercise. His companions were a young man and two girls. They
did not see us standing on the bank for several minutes. When the tubby fellow
caught sight of us, he yelled, "I spy strangers!" and they all looked up.

"Good morning, everybody," said Tod. "We won't interrupt the revels of the
nymphs and dryads--"

"Coming ashore, sir," the tubby man said. "See you later."

One of the nymphs had, in fact, fled to the shelter of the boat house
already. The other, in a red cap, hung on to the side of the boat and regarded
us. The young man, a fair, athletic fellow, swam away. We had broken up the
party.

"Who are they, Tod?" I asked.

We turned back towards the house.

"The porpoise is Joshua Webb--lives at a place called Lorimer House, down
the river. Another of Bill Usher's idle rich. I believe he made a fortune out
of a patent hair-waver. I like Joshua. The youth is a protégé of
his, George Oddie. Can't make him out--bit of a spellbinder, given to holding
forth, a sort of polite Bill Usher. The girls are Janet Anderson-Orr, the
daughter--the one in the red cap, and Helen Adamson, a friend of hers,
stays--or lives, perhaps--with the Anderson-Orrs--a very proper young
person."

And what had we to do with this casual gallery of miscellaneous people? Tod
smiled at my question--that irritating smile which Forty so often bestows on
Twenty-five. They were, he said, our means of approach to Parkinson and I ought
to be mighty thankful it was so pleasant. There were only three houses in the
neighborhood except Bill Usher's--Abbott's, Joshua Webb's, and Mrs.
Anderson-Orr's. We must have some sort of point d'appui--

"You're picking up Mrs. Anderson-Orr's tricks," I interrupted him.

He made a grimace at me. Well--we must have a location, and Ferry Grange,
being liberty hall for everybody, was the best base of operations. I had to
admit afterwards that Tod was right. Unforeseen as the consequences were, we
should never have come by any knowledge of Parkinson and all that Parkinson
meant if we had not been able to use Ferry Grange.

Mrs. Anderson-Orr met us on the lawn and we were talking to her there when
the four amphibians came romping back from the river.

Mr. Webb came first with Miss Anderson-Orr. She was a straight, slim girl.
Her mother might have been like that when young, but the girl was not so tall
and she had an athlete's carriage. About two and twenty, I thought...highly
intelligent...a little reserved...a lovely complexion, warmly dark...her eyes
were very alert...there was a spring in her...muscles taut...she had dark,
cloudy hair...

It was my way to vet people like that, as Tod said--an irresistible
instinct. Possibly it made me seem rude. But Miss Anderson-Orr was vetting me
with equal persistence while she talked--weather, water, if I liked tennis,
America and Epstein's sculpture. Miss Anderson-Orr took not the least interest
in my opinions on these high matters; but she was obviously curious about me.
And about Tod. Her dark eyes seemed to be divining the purposes of the two
strangers who had suddenly shot into the world of Ferry Grange.

By good luck I sat next her at lunch. We made quite a large party in the low
dining-room, for just as we were going in, a saloon car, driven by a chauffeur
in green uniform, swept up to the porch, and Mrs. Anderson-Orr swept forward to
greet the rather distinguished-looking man who got out. It was Mr. Abbott.

He did homage to his hostess, greeted his acquaintances, shook hands with
Tod, and bowed to me when my name was mentioned. Abbott was as little like the
jelly-bellied flag-flapper of my imagination as Mrs. Anderson-Orr was like an
Eskimo squaw. A man of fifty, very quiet and gentle, the paragon of courtesy to
the women, he forced nothing in his talk. I liked his style; I liked his
strong, clean-shaven face under a thatch of graying hair; and I liked his
steadfast gray eyes. The only disfigurement of a rather striking masculine
fineness was a birthmark on his right cheek.

He chopped opinions with Mrs. Anderson-Orr on French poetry, and was quite
prepared to believe, if she wished it, that the Expressionists were great
people, though he had so far had difficulty in getting past the Symbolists and
his real, old-fashioned enthusiasm stopped short at the Romantics. Now, Victor
Hugo...

We should never have got a glimpse at the English Abbott brooding on his
country's welfare but for Joshua Webb, who, at the other end of the table,
unconscious of the literary discussion, barged in--

"Hi, Abbott! That was a dam' fine letter of yours in The Times
yesterday."

"Glad you liked it, Webb."

He seemed a little disconcerted to be put out of his stride on Victor
Hugo.

"I should say so--what! Look around you here at Kenwick and see good old
England--and then think of these dam' Bolshies and what they'd do to it. And
London's full of 'em! When I was in business--"

Joshua launched upon a flood of picturesque denunciation of the alien
population of East London.

When he ceased for lack of breath, winding up with the opinion that all
aliens should be put on a ship and dumped overboard in deep water, Oddie
remarked:

"Joshua, you know you wouldn't kill a rabbit."

"Perhaps not--a rabbit's part of the English landscape. But don't you talk
to me, George! You're a Bolshy yourself," said he affectionately.

"I think we're going wide of the mark." Abbott drew all eyes to him by the
new tone in his voice. "I don't attack the Bolshies, as you call them, Webb.
The Bolshies will never hurt England. A more subtle menace than that worries
me. The trouble is, the Government won't see it, don't believe it--any more
than they believed in the German menace fifteen years ago. Your supercilious
Englishman, entrenched in Whitehall--Mr. Challenger, you know the type--"

"I'm one of Mr. Webb's aliens," said Tod. "You can't expect me to have an
opinion."

"But you know the type. It's the ruling type in England. Until a murder's
committed it pretends there's no such thing as a gun. Then it says, 'Dear me!
What extraordinary people there are in the world!' The existence of a very big
and a very diabolical and a very secret plot against the Empire is plain to
anybody with more eyes than a mole. There's menace in the very air! Look at the
state of our gilt-edged securities! What's it mean? A. clandestine attack on
the credit of the country--getting at the Empire in its heart--"

"You thrill me!" came the low tones of Mrs. Anderson-Orr's voice. "No--I'm
not afraid. I'm just thrilled!"

So there was, after all, a jelly-bellied flag-flapper concealed under
Abbott's polished exterior! It was like a scene in burlesque. I looked at the
girl beside me and had difficulty in keeping a straight face. Then I looked
beyond her to Tod and saw that he was staring intently at Abbott. But surely
there could be no relation between hard real life--Barlow and Lennox and
Fougère--and this comic scene in a riverside villa?

The Great Menace was not the only thing that thrilled Mrs. Anderson-Orr. To
my surprise I caught a look of intelligence between her and Tod, and
immediately after, she said:

"But there's something that thrills me still more, Mr. Abbott--that
mysterious Mr. Farquharson, is it--?"

"You mean my paying guest--Parkinson?" Abbott frowned a little.

"Parkinson--yes," said Mrs. Anderson-Orr; "I'm never any good at names. Mr.
Parkinson--has anybody ever seen him?"

It appeared that nobody had seen him except Webb, who had come across a man
in a heated dispute with Usher at the Half Way House, and thought it must be
he.

"That terrible man!" exclaimed Mrs. Anderson-Orr. (It appeared that Usher
thrilled her too.) "I feel like a worm when he speaks to me--only he doesn't
now. He looks at me as if--brrr!--fancy Usher in a revolution! Á la
lanterne!--only there aren't any lamp-posts about here, are there?"

We got back to Parkinson by degrees. Mr. Abbott thought he must be the man
Webb had seen quarreling with Usher. Parkinson had a repair done to his car and
Usher overcharged him--so he said.

"But on the whole I shouldn't call him a quarrelsome man. Quite inoffensive.
Very retiring. I just see him at meal times. Otherwise he's in his room, or
walking in the grounds. Occasionally he goes to London."

It sounded very mysterious, Mrs. Anderson-Orr thought. Truly thrilling that
a Mystery should descend upon Kenwick in answer to an advertisement for a
paying guest. And--

"Juste ciel!" she cried. "Suppose he should be--should have--but no!
It's impossible!"

It was at all events incoherent. But Tod, in his quietest way, interpreted
it.

"You mean--if he should have anything to do with what Mr. Abbott calls the
Menace?"

Mrs. Anderson-Orr thrilled visibly.

"I trust not," said Abbott, fervently. "In these sylvan glades? Good God! I
don't look for the Menace here. Poor Mr. Parkinson!--how horrified he would be
if he knew we were discussing him in this connection!"

In the afternoon Mrs. Anderson-Orr and Tod and I watched lawn tennis played
by the two girls with Webb and Oddie. The rotund Joshua dashed about the court
with the same astonishing agility he had displayed in the water. But the player
of the party was Miss Anderson-Orr. She had a service like a rifle shot and
volleyed and placed the ball in the style of a Wimbledon champion.

I was to learn that whatever Janet did was well done.

"Look here, Tod," said I when I was able to get a private word with him.
"Did you and the lady fix up that farce of drawing the old buffer at
lunch-time? And what was the game?"

"Parkinson's my game all the time," said he. "I admit that I've not tried to
repress Mrs. Anderson-Orr's natural curiosity about him. A highly intelligent
woman, that. But hist!--lo--she comes, and Joshua her devoted slave. Got
Joshua? Clodpate worshiping Minerva--and Minerva being rather fond of him. Why
do tall women like podgy men, and the other way about?"
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I did not stop to solve Tod's problem. Oddie and Miss Adamson seemed to pair
off on any provocation. They now left Miss Anderson-Orr swinging her racket
alone as she came up from the court, and I repaired her loneliness by asking
her to show me the gardens.

I had a memorable half hour with her. She ticked off the rose garden and the
rock garden perfunctorily, and then led me to the path beyond the boathouse
along the river bank, which she said was her pet walk. She listened to both
commonplace and persiflage without much apparent interest.

"Are you staying long at Kenwick?" she asked while we stood watching the
trout marking under some alders.

"As long as you'll endure me," said I.

She made a moue and looked me in the eyes.

"I'm a very matter-of-fact, straightforward person, Mr. Masters," she
said.

"Then--I don't know how long I shall stay at Kenwick. Challenger and I are
together for a sort of vacation, with no fixed plans."

"You're a journalist, aren't you? And Mr. Challenger too? Well, your... sort
of vacation's no affair of mine. But my mother is. I don't want her dragged
into your...vacation--you understand?"

I had a momentary impulse to pretend I did not understand, but her eyes were
on me, and, holding them, I found it impossible even to prevaricate.

"Challenger's a very discreet fellow," I said.

"No doubt--but he's also very astute, and he's middle-aged, and he's very
keen, and he's wily, and he has rather a way with him. I thought of tackling
him last week when he was here; but I believe, if he wanted anything very
badly, he'd be likely to take no notice of a mere girl. You're a bit
different--I feel on more level terms with you."

I murmured--nothing articulate.

"Mr. Challenger does want something very badly, doesn't he? He wants to find
out about this Parkinson man. And he's playing up to my mother with the idea
that she'll be useful. I just won't have her used!"

"I'm afraid I can't--"

"Yes, you can! You can tell Mr. Challenger what I say. I won't have
my mother used! If he wants to use anybody, let him use me."

"My dear Miss Anderson-Orr--"

She stamped her foot angrily.

"Don't Miss Anderson-Orr me! If you must call me something, call me Orr.

"Very well, Miss Orr. I don't know that Challenger wants to use anybody. But
you--!"

"Yes--I! Why not? I can tell Mr. Challenger more about Parkinson than
anybody in Kenwick. But I won't tell either him or you a thing until he drops
this nonsense with my mother."

"You know about Parkinson!" I exclaimed. "What do you know about
Parkinson?"

The suggestion hit me like an electric shock. But having roused my curiosity
to an intolerable point, this surprising girl turned on her heel and said:

"Let's go back."

Tod and I walked from Ferry Grange after we had taken tea with the party on
the lawn, intending to call at Usher's and get him to drive us to Kenwick and
the King's Arms. Tod was tickled to death, as he said, by Miss Anderson-Orr's
outburst, which I dutifully reported to him. The chick defending the hen!
Nevertheless he was as curious as I about her claim to knowledge of
Parkinson.

"It needs exploring, Masters," he said. "You'll do it nicely--you're not
middle-aged, and you can pretend to be as dense as Salt Lake." Tod was
twinkling at me again. "You may tell her that I now and here forswear any
intention, desire or purpose to use her mother--what the devil did she mean?
Keen girl!--she's as nippy as a chipmunk."

I had seen chipmunks when I was in the Rockies with Tod, and though they
were very charming little creatures I did not think Miss Anderson-Orr resembled
a chipmunk even remotely. But I did not want Tod twinkling at me again: he made
me feel so extremely young when he did that. I was telling him that I would see
her and pass on his message, when we came in sight of the garage.

"Hello!" cried Tod; "there's a public meeting!"

In fact there were three men standing by the petrol pumps in excited talk
over a newspaper. A car rested at the roadside.

One of the men, standing with a black cape around his shoulders, examined
the newspaper; the second gesticulated and spoke loudly--his voice reached us
fifty yards away; the third, attired in whites, stood swinging a tennis
racket.

"It's Oddie," said Tod, "and the bandit orating--and, yes!--friend Abbott
reading the paper."

A queerly excited little group, with two detached spectators--a tow-headed
youth in overalls greasier than Usher's, standing in the doorway of the garage,
and the chauffeur of Mr. Abbott's car, who sat listening and looking with an
amused smile on his face until he saw us coming, and then composed his features
to appropriate gravity. Usher saw his glance towards us, and ceased his
oration. The last words we heard were "ruddy capitalists and lazy
rentiers."

"Good afternoon," said Abbott. "On the way to Kenwick? I'm going in. Glad to
give you a lift." We thanked him.

"You haven't seen the evening paper? I was just showing it to Usher when Mr.
Oddie came up. Another outrage--private house of an under secretary this time.
Curious sequel to our talk at lunch. See what the paper says?--here it is: 'The
authorities can no longer afford to neglect the warnings they have received
that these things mean a determined, organized, deliberate attempt to undermine
the foundations of the country's credit. We call attention again to the
thoughtful analysis of the correspondent who wrote to The Times
yesterday. Unless we are to believe that the Government is supine and does not
care whether the Empire--'"
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