
            [image: ]
        


The Markenmore Mystery



 



TWO WANDERERS
RETURN


Braxfield, who had been butler to Sir Anthony Markenmore, Baronet,
of Markenmore Court, for thirty years, was a man of method. All his
life he had cultivated the habit of doing certain things at certain
times: the older he grew (and he was now a little over sixty) the
more this habit grew upon him. Virtually, he was master of the
house; Sir Anthony was an invalid who kept his room; Mr. Guy
Markenmore, the elder son, had never crossed his father’s threshold
for some years; Mr. Harry Markenmore, the younger son, preferred
anybody but himself to exercise merely domestic authority; Miss
Valencia Markenmore, the only daughter, had been but recently
released from the schoolroom; accordingly, Braxfield, one way and
another, and without seeming to do so, wielded a mild, unobtrusive
autocracy. He had many good rules, and some others that were little
better than fads—amongst the last was his trick of locking up the
house at precisely eight o’clock every evening.



Had anybody questioned Braxfield as to this curious regulation, the
old butler would have given what he believed to be good reasons for
his insistence upon it. Markenmore Court was a very old and a very
large house, originally built in the last years of Queen Elizabeth,
added to during the reign of Charles the Second, and finally
restored and modernized in the time of George the Fourth. It stood
on the slope of a gently-rising hill, a mile out of a village which
had taken its name from the Markenmore family—a family that had
been settled in those parts since the early days of the Norman
Conquest; with the exception of a lodge at the entrance gates,
there was no dwelling very near it. It possessed an unusual number
of doors; doors opening on the terrace, on the courtyard, on the
gardens, on the lawns, on the stables, on private walks that wound
through the thick shrubberies; it had also corridors, galleries,
chambers, little used by the family and the servants.



The family was small; the servants were few; for the Markenmores
were comparatively poor, and kept up next to nothing of their
ancient state. But poor though they were, they possessed a
considerable share of gold and silver plate, of rare china, of
valuable glass; there were also pictures in the house that were
worth a fortune, and there was scarcely an apartment in which some
easily removable thing that would have fetched a handsome price in
the sale-room was not openly displayed.



Braxfield, a highly conscientious man, felt himself to be custodian
of these family treasures, and he lived in perpetual, nervous fear
of their being stolen. Had he been able to have his own way, he
would have long since constructed a strong-room, fire-proof,
thief-proof, and bundled into it everything of value that the old
house contained. But the Markenmores, easily as they allowed their
butler to rule them in certain things, were folk who would not
permit interference with time-honoured custom and arrangement, and
so gold cups and silver salvers, meticulously polished and
carefully dusted, glittered in careless profusion on the massive
oak sideboards, and rare ivories and priceless china stood on the
open presses and ancient cabinets—as if, said Braxfield
plaintively, they were of no more value than the trumpery things
arranged in the museum of the neighbouring market-town. And
therefore he locked up the house at eight o’clock every night, and
carried the keys of some baker’s dozen of doors to his butler’s
pantry: whoever, master or man, maid or mistress, desired to walk
out of Markenmore Court, after that hour, had to apply to Braxfield
for the means of egress.



On a certain evening in the third week of April, in the year 1912,
Braxfield, the simple dinner to which Mr. Harry Markenmore and his
sister Valencia sat down every night at seven o’clock, being well
over, set out on his usual round of the doors. He always began with
the smaller ones and ended up with the great triple door that
opened on the terrace. And here came in another of his fads—before
finally locking and bolting that door, Braxfield invariably stepped
out on the terrace, crossed it to the balustrade which fenced it in
from the widespreading park that stretched in front, and took a
view of all that lay before him: he did this irrespective of the
seasons; sometimes, therefore, as in the case of dark winter
evenings, he saw nothing but gloom: in summer he saw a great deal
of beauty. On this particular occasion he saw the twilight settling
upon the old elms and beeches, and over the undulating meadows
which lay between Markenmore and the level lands to the southward.
The twilight was settling fast, then: within the few minutes during
which Braxfield stood there, looking about him, he saw it through
the dusk; the woods and coverts became blurred and indistinct
shapes, and beyond them, a mile away, the lights of the village
began to twinkle in the darkness. At that he turned towards the
door—and then suddenly stopped. Somewhere behind him, a man, taking
long rapid strides, was advancing across the lawn beneath the
terrace.



There was a powerful lamp just within the big doorway: its rays
spread fanwise across the terrace and over the steps which led to
the lawn. As Braxfield lingered, wondering who it was that
approached (for visitors of any sort were rare at Markenmore Court
in those days) a tall figure strode into this arc of light and
moved hurriedly up the steps, making for the door—the figure of a
big, athletic man, whose evening clothes were only partly concealed
by a light, unbuttoned overcoat. That he had not come far seemed
evident from the fact that he was bareheaded; he looked, indeed,
like a man who has hastily risen from his own dinner-table to hurry
to a neighbour’s house. Yet the butler gave voice to a sharp,
surprised exclamation at the sight of him.



“God bless my life and soul!” he said, as he started out of the
shadow in which he was standing. “Mr. John Harborough? Welcome
back, sir—I’d no idea you were home again.”



The man thus accosted, now in the full glare of the lamp, turned a
bronzed face and a pair of keen, dark, deep-set eyes on the round
cheeks and well-filled figure of the old butler. He stretched out
his right hand, laughing.



“Hello, Braxfield!” he said cheerily, in the tone of one who greets
an ancient acquaintance. “That you? Still going it as strong as
ever, eh? You don’t look a day older.”



“Men don’t alter much at my age, sir,” replied Braxfield, shaking
the offered hand respectfully. “That comes a bit later, Mr.
Harborough. But—you’re really back, sir? I hadn’t heard of
it—still, we don’t hear very much our way, now—quieter than ever at
Markenmore Court, sir.”



“I only got home this afternoon, Braxfield,” answered Harborough.
“And just as I was finishing my dinner I heard that Sir Anthony was
ill, so I came straight across to hear about him? Is it serious?”



“Well, sir, he’s been a bit bad this last day or two,” said
Braxfield. “He varies—of course, it’s now a good two years since he
ever left his room. Between you and me, Mr. Harborough, he might go
any time—any time. So the doctors say, sir.”



“Who’s here?” asked Harborough, glancing at the lighted windows in
front.



“Nobody but Mr. Harry and Miss Valencia,” replied the butler. “Mr.
Guy—ah, we haven’t seen him at Markenmore for—aye, it must be quite
seven years. He went off—why, just about the time that you did, Mr.
Harborough, and he’s never been back—never once! I don’t know where
he is—I don’t believe they do, either.”



“Um!” said Harborough. “Harry, now—he was a boy when I went away,
and Valencia—she was a slip of a girl.”



“Aye, sir,” said Braxfield, “but Mr. Harry’s now a young man of
three-and-twenty, and Miss Valencia—she’s a young lady of well over
nineteen. You’ve been away a long time, sir! But come in, Mr.
Harborough, come in!—glad to see you at Markenmore again, sir.”



Harborough followed the old butler inside the house, and through
the ancient stone hall, ornamented with deers’ antlers, foxes’
masks, old muskets, and other trophies of the chase and of country
life, to a room which he remembered well enough—one which the
family now used as a usual gathering-place. There was a bright fire
of logs in the hearth; Braxfield pulled up a chair to it.



“Never use the drawing-room nowadays, Mr. Harborough,” he whispered
confidentially. “This room does for everything—dining-room,
sitting-room, and so on. Not as well off as we used to be, sir—eh?
But—we’ve still a glass of rare good port wine for old friends! Can
I get you anything, Mr. Harborough?—say the word, sir!”



“Nothing, nothing, Braxfield, thank you,” replied Harborough. He
looked round and nodded at various objects. “I remember it all,” he
murmured. “Nothing changed! Well, tell the young folks I’m here,
Braxfield.”



He stood up by the mantelpiece—a heavily-built, finely-carved piece
of old oak—when the butler had gone, and looked once more round the
room. He had known that room when he was a boy, nearly thirty years
before: it was then the breakfast and morning-room, and the most
comfortable place in the big, rambling house. It was comfortable
now, with its old furniture, old pictures, old books—everything in
it suggested the antiquity of the family to whom it belonged. But
in spite of the comfort, homely and sufficient, Harborough’s sharp
eyes and acute perceptions noticed an atmosphere which he summed up
in one word, Decay!—its evidences were all around him. Everything
was wearing out, slowly, no doubt, but surely.



He looked up suddenly from the threadbare carpet on which he stood
to see the door open, and a girl enter and come towards him with
outstretched hand—a tall, lissome-figured girl, dark as all the
Markenmores were, handsome, and somehow, in a way he could not
immediately define, suggestive of life and spirit. She was a young
beauty, and her freshness was all the more striking in those
ancient surroundings: it struck Harborough so much, indeed, that he
became tongue-tied, and held her hand and stared incredulously at
her for a full minute before he found a word.



“Good heavens!” he exclaimed at last, looking down at her, tall as
she was, from his six-foot-two of feet and inches-. “Are—are you
Valencia?”



“Nobody else—that I’m aware of!” she answered, with a laugh.
“Didn’t you know me? I knew you.”



“Ah!” said Harborough. “I was already an oldish sort of chap when I
went away!—nearly thirty. But you, then, you were——”



“Thirteen,” she broke in, with another laugh. “All legs and wings,
I suppose. And so you have really come home again?”



She pointed to a chair, dropping into one herself, and Harborough
sat down too, and continued to look at her, still marvelling that
what he remembered as a somewhat plain and awkward child should
have been transformed into this bright young creature.



“Only today,” he answered; “and as soon as I heard of your father’s
illness I came straight across to enquire.”



“Thank you,” she said simply. “But I don’t think he is worse than
he has been for a long time. He has bad days, of course—he was not
so well yesterday—that’s no doubt why you came to hear anything. He
is very old now, you know—and very feeble.”



“If there’s anything I can do?” suggested Harborough. “You see—I’ve
come home for good. Nearly seven years of wandering.”



“You must have seen a great deal,” said Valencia.



“No end,” assented Harborough. “In all corners of the globe! But—I
thought I’d never seen anything half so attractive as my own old
house when I reached it, today! And I’m not going to leave it
again. Settle down, you know.”



“Greycloister is a beautiful place,” said Valencia. “I have often
walked through your park during your absence—and wondered how you
could leave it so long.”



“I had reasons,” said Harborough. “However, here I am again, and
very glad to see everybody once more. I’ve brought home a
tremendous collection of all sorts of things—I hope you’ll come
across and see them, soon?”



“Delighted!” replied Valencia. “I suppose you’ll make a sort of
museum?”



“Give a lot of ’em away, I think,” said Harborough. “No end of
things from one place or another. But—bless me, is this Harry?”



The door had opened again, and a young man had come quietly into
the room. He was tall, thin, dark; he wore spectacles, and had a
shy, reserved look about him that suggested the student. He smiled
slightly as he shook hands with the visitor, but said nothing.



“Harry to be sure,” assented Valencia. “Changed, no doubt, as much
as—as I have. Still—you remember him?”



“I remember that he went out shooting with me, in my woods, a day
or two before I cleared off,” said Harborough. He looked from
brother to sister with a ruminative inquisitiveness. These two were
the younger lot, he was thinking: Guy Markenmore, their elder
brother, son of Sir Anthony’s first marriage, was several years
their senior; he would now be about Harborough’s own age. “Done a
lot of shooting since those days, no doubt?” he continued, glancing
at the brother. “Used to be famous, your lands, for game of all
sorts.”



Harry Markenmore smiled again, and again said nothing; his sister
replied for him.



“Harry’s not much of a sportsman,” she said. “He’s all for books
and for business. He’s making an effort to—to pull things round.
Somehow or other, the estate’s got into a poor way. There may be
hares and rabbits and pheasants and partridges in
plenty—perhaps—but there’s precious little money!”



“We had a bad steward,” remarked Harry Markenmore, finding his
tongue, and giving Harborough a significant glance. “He let things
slide. I’ve taken it over myself, during the last two years.
But—all our land’s let too reasonably: the rents ought to be
raised.”



“Stiff proposition, that,” said Harborough.



“Most of ’em want their rents reducing, instead of raising. I
expect I shall have to go into matters of that sort myself—perhaps
we can put our heads together.”



“Ah, but you aren’t dependent on your farm rents!” said Valencia
with a knowing look. “You’ve got town property. You see what a
knowing young woman I am! All we’ve got is rent from our farms—and
we landed folk are doomed: we aren’t as well off as the people we
let our land to. If Harry and I could do what we’d like, we’d sell,
and be done with it.”



“A good way—sometimes,” said Harborough. “Why not?”



The brother and sister looked at each other.



“It’s entailed,” said Valencia.



She glanced at Harborough with meaning in her eyes, and Harborough
nodded.



“Just so,” he remarked. “But—that could be got over if—if your
elder brother was agreeable.”



Once more the other two exchanged glances.



“We don’t know where Guy is,” said Harry. “Nobody does—at least,
nobody that we know. He’s never been heard of for—I think it’s
nearly seven years.”



“It is seven years,” remarked Valencia. “I remember.” She looked
again at Harborough. “He went away, suddenly, just before you did,”
she added. “And that’s seven years ago.”



Harborough moved a little uneasily in his chair. He had no wish to
be drawn into discussion of the Markenmore family secrets. But he
felt a certain curiosity.



“Do you mean that—literally?” he asked.



“Absolutely!” replied Valencia. “None of us—and no one connected
with us—have heard a word of him since then.”



“But—money matters?” suggested Harborough. “He’d want money. Has he
never applied for any?—some allowance, for instance?”



“He’d money of his own,” said Harry. “His mother’s money all came
to him at her death. No—it’s as Val says, we’ve never heard
anything of him since he left Markenmore, and we don’t know where
he is. I wish we did!—my father can’t last long.”



Harborough rose from his chair.



“Well, I must go,” he said. “You’ll be sure to let me know if
there’s anything I can do? But you say Sir Anthony’s not in
immediate danger?”



“Not immediate,” replied Harry. “But—any time. And, as he’s fidgety
about not being left, you’ll excuse me if I go back to him? If he
seems a bit stronger tomorrow, I’ll tell him you’re home again, and
no doubt you can see him when you look in. You’ll come again soon?”



“Surely!” said Harborough. He walked into the hall with Valencia
when Harry had gone, and once more gave her an admonitory look.
“You’ll not forget to send for me if I can ever give any help?” he
continued. “I’m not to be treated as a mere neighbour, you know—now
that I’m back!”



“I’ll not forget,” she answered. She glanced round: at the far end
of the shadow-laden hall Braxfield was just appearing, key in hand;
she motioned Harborough aside. “There’s something I want to ask
you,” she whispered. “Have you any idea why my brother Guy left
home, and why he’s never returned? You!—yourself?”



Her eyes, big and dark, were fixed upon him with a peculiar
earnestness, and she saw him start a little and compress his lips.



“Tell—me!” she said. “Me!”



Harborough, too, glanced at Braxfield: the old butler, unconscious
of this intimate question—and—answer, was drawing nearer.



“I may know—something,” murmured Harborough. “If—if I think—on
reflection—I ought to tell you—I will. Later.”



She gave him an understanding nod, a whispered word of thanks, and
went away up the dark staircase behind them. And Braxfield, after a
word or two with Harborough, let the visitor out, and locked the
big door, and drew across it a weighty chair which had done duty in
that respect for many a generation of Markenmores. The house was
secured for the night.



Braxfield went back to his pantry—a snug and comfortable
sitting-room at the end of the big main corridor. There was a
bright fire there, and his easy, well-cushioned arm-chair placed by
it. Now was his time of rest and recreation. All done, all quiet,
he would smoke his pipe, read the newspaper, and enjoy his glass of
whisky. His pipe lay ready to hand: the newspaper flanked it; he
went to the cupboard to get out his decanter and his glass. And
just as he laid hands on these things, Braxfield heard a sound. His
fingers relinquished their hold, dropped to his side, began to
tremble. For Braxfield knew that sound—it was familiar enough to
him, though it was seven years since he had heard it last. He
stood, listening—it came again; a tap, light but firm, three times
repeated on the pantry window. And at that he left the room, turned
down a side-passage, and opened a door that admitted to the rose
garden. A man stepped in, and in the dim light of a neighbouring
lamp the butler saw his face.



“Good Lord ha’ mercy!” he exclaimed, shrinking back against the
wall. “Mr. Guy?”








THE BUTLER’S
PANTRY


The man whom Braxfield thus addressed, and who, in spite of the
well-remembered signal on the pantry window was the last person in
the world he had thought of seeing, turned a sharp, inquisitive,
suspicious glance down the narrow passage, which opened on the main
corridor of the house. It shifted just as sharply to the old
butler’s amazed and troubled face—and the question that followed on
it was equally sharp.



“The rest of ’em—in bed?”



Braxfield was beginning to tremble. In the old days, he had often
let Guy Markenmore in, late at night, at that very door; the
thrice-repeated tap was an arranged signal between them. And in
those days he had had that very question put to him more times than
he could remember. It had not troubled him then, but now, hearing
it again, after the questioner’s unexplained absence of seven
years, it frightened him. Why did the heir to the Markenmore
baronetcy and estates come sneaking to his father’s house, late at
night, seeking secret entrance, obviously nervous about something?
Braxfield looked at him doubtfully.



“Gone to their rooms, Mr. Guy,” he answered. “Or—they may be in
your father’s. Sir Anthony’s about—at his end, sir.”



Again Guy Markenmore looked along the passage. While he looked,
Braxfield looked at him. He had altered little, thought Braxfield.
He had always been noted since boyhood, for his good looks: he was
still good-looking at thirty-five; tall, slim, dark, intense of
gaze; the sort of man to attract and interest women. But he looked
like a man who had lived hard; a man who had seen things on the
seamy side of life, and there was a sinister expression about his
fine eyes and the lines of the mouth, scarcely concealed by a
carefully kept dark moustache, which would have warned watchful
observers to put little trust in him. Eyes and lips alike were wary
and keen as they turned again on the butler.



“Come on to your pantry, Braxfield,” he said quietly. “Fasten that
door.”



He walked rapidly up the passage and turned into the corridor when
he had issued the order: when the butler, after discharging it,
followed him, he stood just within the pantry, holding the door in
his hand. And after Braxfield, still upset and wondering, had
entered, Guy put the door to and turned the key.



“Look here!” he said in a low voice, motioning Braxfield to the
fireside and its cheery blaze, “I want to know something—I thought
I saw somebody as I came along. You’ll know. Is John Harborough
home again?”



Braxfield felt his perceptions quicken at the tone of this
question. He nodded, searching Guy’s face.



“Yes, sir!” he answered. “Came home today—this very afternoon.”



“Has he been here?” demanded Guy.



“Yes, sir—this evening.”



“Why? What did he come for?”



“He’d heard your father was ill, Mr. Guy—he came to ask about him.”



“Did he mention me?”



“Not—not to my knowledge, sir. He—he saw Mr. Harry and Miss
Valencia.”



“Has he come back for—for good? To settle down?”



“I understand that he has, sir.”



Braxfield was wondering what these questions meant, and his face
showed his wonder. But Guy’s face had become sphinx-like. He turned
away from the butler, took off his smart hat, overcoat, and gloves,
threw them into an easy chair in a corner, and drawing a case from
his breast-pocket, selected a cigar, and leisurely lighted it.
Braxfield knew enough of cigars to know that that was an expensive
one; he knew, too, that as far as appearances went the lost son, of
seven years’ silence had not come home like a prodigal. Guy was
dressed in the height of fashion; his grey tweed suit, bearing the
unmistakable stamp of Savile Row, stood out in striking contrast to
the worn and ancient garments in which Harry Markenmore went about
the old place. And on the hand which raised a match to the cigar
glittered a fine diamond ring, acting as a sort of keeper to
another ring, of curious workmanship and appearance, on the third
finger.



“Look here!” said Guy again. “Another question. I’ve heard that
Mrs. Tretheroe—who was Miss Veronica Leighton—is in these parts
again. Is that so?”



“Yes, sir,” replied Braxfield. “She’s come back, too—quite
recently. She’s taken the Dower House, Mr. Guy—you know, sir, at
the bottom of our park. She took it a month or so ago, from Mr.
Harry—he acts in everything now, sir—and she’s moved into it.”



“She took it?” exclaimed Guy, with emphasis on the personal
pronoun. “She! What? . . . is Colonel Tretheroe dead, then?”



“Died out in India, sir—so I’m given to understand—a year since,”
answered Braxfield. “So—she returned home and came looking for a
house about here, and, as I say, has got our Dower House. And she
looks no older, Mr. Guy—not a bit! Handsomer than ever, sir.”



Braxfield was regaining his confidence, and his tongue. He wanted
to talk, now.



“They say she’s a very wealthy young widow, Mr. Guy,” he went on.
“Colonel Tretheroe, he left her everything—and he was a rich man,
I’m told. Seems like it, too—she’s got a fine staff of servants,
and she’s spent a lot of money on the house already, and is
spending more. Got a house-party there just now—London people I
believe. Seems inclined to enjoy herself, I think, sir.”



“Are there any children?” asked Guy.



“No children, sir,” replied Braxfield. “Never been any, so I’m
told.”



Guy looked around at the familiar features of the old butler’s
sanctum. Nothing seemed to have changed. His glance rested on the
decanter which Braxfield had set on the table just before hearing
the tap at the window.



“Give me a drink, Braxfield,” he said suddenly. “I guess you’ve
some of our old whisky left, even after seven years. And some
soda-water. Get one yourself—it’s a long time since you and I had a
drink together—though we’ve had many a one in this very room in the
old days!”



He laughed cynically as he lifted the glass which Braxfield
presently handed to him—but there was no answering laugh from the
old butler. Braxfield, indeed, respectfully raising his own glass
with a murmured expression of his good wishes, seemed inclined to
become sentimental.



“It is a very long time, sir,” he said. “Yes, a very long time, Mr.
Guy! But I humbly trust it’s over, sir—I hope you’re coming home
for good.”



“Then your hopes are doomed to disappointment, Braxfield,” replied
Guy, with another cynical laugh. “I’m not! No more Markenmore Court
for me. I’ve done very nicely without it and I don’t propose to
grow cabbages here when I can grow more profitable things
elsewhere. No, Braxfield. I’m not coming back.”



“But, Mr. Guy—your father?” said the old butler. “He can’t last
long, sir. And—the title—and the estates, Mr. Guy!”



“I can’t help succeeding to the baronetcy, Braxfield, though I
don’t care twopence about it,” answered Guy; “and as for the
estates, they can be managed well enough without my help or
presence. As a matter of fact, I don’t want ’em! I’m a well-to-do
man—I’ve been on the Stock Exchange, Braxfield, for over six years,
and made a pot of money. But now look here,” he continued,
interrupting the old butler’s congratulations, “you say that Harry
is acting as a sort of steward; does he do well?”



“Very well indeed, sir, as far as I can judge,” replied Braxfield.
“Charlesworth—our old steward—you remember him, well enough, Mr.
Guy—he let things get into a bad way, and your father didn’t check
him. But when your brother became of age, he and your father made
some arrangement, and Mr. Harry took hold of things, and he
pensioned Charlesworth off, and since that he’s seen to everything.
Helped a good deal, of course, sir, by Miss Valencia—a very clever
young lady your sister’s turned out, Mr. Guy. You’ll—you’ll let me
fetch them down, sir, before you go to bed?”



Guy finished the contents of his glass, mixed himself another
drink, and sitting down in a big chair by the blazing logs, shook
his head.



“I’m not going to bed, Braxfield,” he answered. “I came down from
town on special business, and I’m going to return to town by a very
early morning train, which I shall catch at Mitbourne station. But
I shall see the two youngsters—in fact, my business is with them.
First of all, though, I want you to tell me one or two things: then
you can go and tell them I’m here—quietly, and not disturbing Sir
Anthony—I don’t want him to know I’m anywhere about. Now, first—you
say Mrs. Tretheroe has a house-party at the Dower House?”



“Yes, sir,” replied Braxfield. “A biggish one.”



“Then they’re not likely to keep very early hours there just now,”
observed Guy.



“I hear that they keep very late ones, sir,” said Braxfield.
“Dancing—and so on.”



“Very well,” continued Guy. “Now then—does Mrs. Wrenne still keep
the Sceptre Inn, in the village?”



Braxfield’s plump countenance changed colour—he blushed, like any
young girl.



“Well, sir,” he faltered, with a shy laugh. “She doesn’t. The fact
is, sir—you’ll laugh at me, Mr. Guy—Mrs. Wrenne and me, sir, we got
married, four years ago, sir. So Mrs. Wrenne is now Mrs.
Braxfield.”



“Bless me!” exclaimed Guy. “Caught you at last, eh, Braxfield? Then
I suppose Mrs. Braxfield is—here?”



“No, sir, and never has been,” replied the old butler. “I live
here, as usual. But my wife, sir, and her daughter—you remember
Poppy, Mr. Guy? a pretty girl that’s now a handsome young
woman—they live at Woodland Cottage, across our park. My wife took
it, sir, when she left the Sceptre.”



“Oh!” said Guy. “Then—who has the Sceptre, now?”



“Man named Grimsdale, sir—he was groom to Sir James Marchant,
formerly. He’s improved it a good bit, sir; since all this motoring
began, there’s a lot of traffic along our main road.”



Guy nodded and drew out his watch.



“Not yet ten o’clock,” he muttered. He sat for a minute or two,
evidently deep in thought, while Braxfield watched him with
curiosity. “All right, Braxfield,” he said at last, looking up from
the hearth. “Go and tell the two youngsters I’m here. Quietly
mind!—impress upon them that my father is not to know anything.”



“Very good, sir,” assented Braxfield. “They may be with him—or one
of them may be—but I’ll manage it. There’s a trained nurse in the
house, Mr. Guy, so she’ll attend to Sir Anthony while they come
down.”



Guy made no answer, and Braxfield went away through the silent
house and upstairs to Harry Markenmore’s room. The room was
lighted, but empty. Harry, said Braxfield to himself, would be with
his father. He crossed the corridor and knocked gently at
Valencia’s door. Valencia answered the summons at once and came out
in a dressing-gown; something in the old butler’s face made her
glance apprehensively at him. But Braxfield shook his head.



“It’s not that, Miss Valencia,” he hastened to say. “You—you
mustn’t be alarmed—the fact is, Mr. Guy’s downstairs! He came just
after you and Mr. Harry had come up, and he wants to see you, both.
But—Sir Anthony’s not to know.”



Valencia’s face hardened. She had no recollection of any childish
affection for her elder brother, and as far as she could remember
she had never heard any good of him: certainly, for seven years, he
had treated his family as if it had no existence. She looked
doubtfully and hesitatingly at Braxfield.



“What does he want?” she asked.



“I can’t say, miss,” replied the old butler, “except that he says
he’s come down to see you and Mr. Harry on special business and
doesn’t want your father to know.”



Valencia glanced from Braxfield along the gloomy corridor.
Innumerable doorways, admitting to cavernous chambers, were ranged
there—two or three dozen of guests could have been put up in
Markenmore Court, but she knew that not one of those rooms could be
prepared in less than twenty-four hours; each was damp, cold, out
of use.



“Where on earth are you going to put him, Braxfield?” she said.
“There isn’t a bed in the place that’s fit to give him.”



“He’s not stopping, Miss Valencia,” answered



Braxfield. “I—I don’t quite understand his movements, but he’s
going, I believe, as soon as he’s seen you and Mr. Harry. He spoke
of a very early morning train from Mitbourne.”



Valencia hesitated a moment: then she moved off in the direction of
her father’s sick-room.



“Tell him we’ll both come down in a few minutes,” she whispered to
Braxfield. “Where is he—in the morning-room?”



“No, miss—in the butler’s pantry,” answered Braxfield.



Valencia nodded and turned away, and Braxfield went back to the
visitor.



“Coming in a minute or two, sir,” he answered. “Both!”



“I suppose they’ve changed,” remarked Guy unconcernedly.



“Oh, a good deal, sir,” said Braxfield. “Seven years, sir, is a
long time—at their ages.”



“Let’s see,” continued Guy. “Harry’ll be—what is it?—twenty-three,
and Valencia’s about twenty—nearly twenty. Um! Has my sister any
love-affairs?”



“Not to my knowledge, sir,” replied Braxfield. “Miss Valencia, sir,
is a young lady that hasn’t seemed to favour the society of
gentlemen, so far, sir. Outdoor life, Mr. Guy, is what appeals to
her, I think—gardening, games, walking, bit of rabbit-shooting, and
so on. A very healthy young lady, sir. I hear them coming, sir—I’d
better leave you.”



“Stop where you are, Braxfield,” said Guy quietly. “I want you
there.”



He rose from his chair as his brother and sister entered the room,
and remaining on the hearth-rug, nodded unconcernedly to both, as
if he had seen them but a day before. But as they came up and shook
hands with him, his nod of greeting changed to one of approval, and
he smiled at his sister.



“How do you do, Harry—how do you do, Valencia!” he said. “Both
changed a great deal! And you, Val—grown into a beauty, of course!
All you ugly little girls do! Well—that’s right. I suppose, in the
character of heavy-brother, I ought to express a pious hope that
you’re as good as you’re good-looking!”



“Spare yourself the trouble!” retorted Valencia. She gave him a
keen look as she took the chair that Guy had risen from. “I hope
you are,” she said. “Though—I doubt it!”



Guy glanced at his brother, including Valencia in a side-glance.



“So—she’s got a tongue, this sister of ours, eh, Master Harry?” he
said, with a half-amused, half-cynical laugh. “Never mind!—all the
women of our family always have, I believe. Well—aren’t you glad to
see me?”



“Why should we be?” demanded Valencia. “You’ve never been near us,
and never once written to any of us, for seven years? You may be
our brother—half-brother, rather—but you’re a stranger.”



Braxfield, standing diffidently between the table and the door,
retreated into a far corner of the room, and Harry Markenmore
turned on his sister.



“Don’t, Val,” he muttered. “Not quite that, you know.” He glanced
at his elder brother, who was regarding Valencia from his position
on the hearthrug with speculative, smiling eyes. “Valencia is a bit
outspoken,” he said deprecatingly. “Of course, we’re glad to see
you, Guy.”



“All right, Harry, my lad!” responded Guy. “Ill take it that you
are—of course.”



“I don’t know why we should be,” asserted Valencia. “As I
said—we’re strangers. Surely, you didn’t expect me to know you?”



“You’ll know me better, perhaps, my girl, in quite another way,
before long,” answered Guy. “Come! there’s enough of these pleasant
family exchanges. I came down especially to see you two,” he went
on, seating himself. “I’d better go straight to business. Look
here, both of you—in the ordinary course of things our father can’t
last long, and I shall succeed to title and estates. Eh?”



“Yes,” said Harry.



“The title I can’t help,” continued Guy. “The estates I don’t want.
I’ve made enough of my own, and I shall make more. I don’t know how
things can be done, legally, but anyhow, as soon as I come into the
property I intend to make it over, somehow or other—we’ll set the
lawyers to work—to you two. You can look on it as your own, from
this out. Understand?”



Harry started and looked at his sister. But Valencia was looking at
Guy.



“Generous of you!” she said suddenly. “But—why do you come to tell
us this, now?”



“Because I’m going off to America, on business—New York, two or
three other places, in a day or two, and shan’t be back for quite a
year—maybe more,” answered Guy. “And I wanted you to know, in case
anything happens. If my father dies—well, Harry’ll just carry on,
and when I come back we’ll do things legally. Markenmore is to be
yours—I don’t want it. You hear?—and you hear, too, Braxfield?”



“I hear, sir,” answered the butler.



“There’s nothing of Markenmore that I want,” continued Guy, “except
one thing—and I want that now. Harry,” he went on, pulling out a
small key, “you know my old room? Run up there, unlock the
right-hand drawer of the bureau in the corner, and bring me a green
leather pocket-book that you’ll see there—that’s what I want. Good
boy!” He glanced at Valencia when Harry had taken the key and gone,
and saw that she was staring hard at his right hand. “Well?” he
asked, with a light laugh. “What are you looking at?”



Valencia remained silent for a moment. Then she spoke—abruptly.



“I’m looking at that queer ring on your third finger!” she
answered.
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DAWN


Braxfield, who, from his retired position in the background was
watching Guy Markenmore with inquisitive eyes, saw him start a
little at Valencia’s direct intimation. The start was followed by a
laugh which was not exactly spontaneous.



“Well?” said Guy. “What about the ring? It’s—simply a ring.”



“Just so—a ring,” remarked Valencia. “But—a peculiar one. And I
know somebody who has one that’s a precise duplicate of it.”



“Who?” asked Guy.



“Mrs. Tretheroe,” replied Valencia. “She always wears it. I thought
it was some ring she’d picked up in India. But—yours is just the
same. Odd!—that you should both have rings which are exactly
alike.”



“So Mrs. Tretheroe comes here?” suggested Guy.



“Of course! Didn’t we all know her before she was married,”
answered Valencia. “So far as I remember, you and she used to go
about together a good deal.”



Guy yawned, but it seemed to his sister that the yawn was affected.



“Forgotten pretty nearly everything about those days!” he said,
with an attempt at unconcern. “Long time ago—and I’ve been
otherwise engaged since I left here.”



Valencia turned and looked at Braxfield.



“See if anything’s being wanted upstairs, Braxfield,” she said,
with a meaning glance. “You might sit with Sir Anthony a bit—make
some excuse if he wants either of us.”



Braxfield took the hint and disappeared, and Valencia turned to her
brother.



“Guy,” she said, calling him by name for the first time, “I’m sorry
if I seemed to be ungracious just now. But—but you haven’t treated
us well, nor kindly. And I want to know why you’ve never been here,
all this time—and why you ever left here at all. Can’t you tell
me?”



There was a certain earnestness in the girl’s tone that made Guy,
inclined to be restive at first under her questioning, change his
mood and become reflective. He threw away his cigar, rose from his
chair, and thrusting his hands in his pockets, began to pace the
room, evidently in deep thought.



“I might tell you some day,” he said at last. “Perhaps—later
on—after thinking it over, I will.”



“That’s the second time tonight I’ve had that answer to that very
question!” exclaimed Valencia. “In practically the same words!”



Guy stopped short in his perambulations and stared at her.



“Whose answer was the first?” he asked abruptly.



“Harborough’s,” replied Valencia. “He, too, has come back. He was
here this evening. I knew that you and he were friends, once. I
asked him if he knew why you left home. He answered—just what
you’ve answered.”



“Well?” asked Guy, with something very like a growl. “Well?”



“I suppose he does know,” said Valencia.



Guy began to walk about again. He had taken several turns before he
spoke.



“I’ll give you a piece of advice about John Harborough,” he said at
last. “He’s a man—if certain conditions arise—of a black and fierce
temper. You be careful. Otherwise——”



“What?” demanded Valencia.



“Otherwise I’ve nothing to say against him,” concluded Guy. “And
now—that’s enough! I didn’t come here to be questioned. I’ve told
you and Harry why I came, and I mean to do well and fairly by both
of you on the lines I’ve suggested. Never you mind why I left
Markenmore, nor why I stayed away!”



“I wish you’d tell me just one thing, though,” persisted Valencia.
“Had it anything to do with Veronica Leighton, as she was
then?—Mrs. Tretheroe?”



“I’m not going to tell you anything,” answered Guy peremptorily.
“It’s nothing to do with you nor with anybody, now. I started out
on a line of my own when I left here, and I’ve done with this. I
shall never come near the place again when I leave it tonight;
henceforth it’s yours and Harry’s. When I come back from America,
you can both come and see me in London, whenever and as often as
you like. But Markenmore will see me no more—I hate it!”



“Your father?” suggested Valencia.



Guy, still pacing the room, shook his head.



“You were too young to realize things,” he answered. “But my father
and I never got on—from the first we never got on. He never treated
me well, and it was worse after he married your mother. If it
hadn’t been for her, I’d have run away from this when I was a boy.
But your mother was a good sort—she did treat me well, right up to
the time she died, when you and Harry were children. It’s because I
remember her and her kindness that I’m going to make Markenmore
over to you now.”



“Thank you!” said Valencia. “We’ll remember. But Guy—your father’s
at the end of things. Won’t you see him?”



“No!” answered Guy sharply. “No! I’m dead to him—and what’s the
good of upsetting a dying man? Let things be, Valencia—as I said
just now, perhaps you’ll know more and understand more, later on.
At present——”



The door opened just then, and Harry came back into the room. In
his right hand he carried a lighted candle; in the left, the
pocket-book, an old-fashioned thing of faded green leather, for
which his brother had sent him. With a muttered word of thanks Guy
took both pocket-book and candle from him, and crossing the room to
its furthest side set down the candle on an oak press, and by its
light proceeded to examine the pocket-book, while Harry and
Valencia watched him. The examination was brief: Guy, after a quick
glance at some of the papers which he drew from the old case,
transferred certain of them to a wallet which he produced from a
hip-pocket; this done he put wallet and pocket-book together and
placed them where the wallet had come from. He blew out the candle
and turned to his brother and sister.



“Some old papers there that I wanted,” he said unconcernedly.
“Nothing of any importance, but I wanted to have them.” He sat down
again and lighted another cigar. “Now,” he went on, “as I haven’t
much time, just let us talk business. Tell me, Harry, exactly how
things stand about the estate: what you’re doing with it, and so
on.”



During the next half-hour, Valencia, listened to the two men as
they discussed matters of rent, repairs, income, outgoings,
realized that whatever else Guy might be, he was a shrewd business
man; she realized, too, that he was honestly anxious to give Harry
sound advice as to his future management of the Markenmore
properties. Finally, he pulled out and handed to his younger
brother a card.



“There’s my business address in London,” he said, “and on the other
side is an address in New York, to which you can write at any time
during the next twelve months. Let me know how things
go—everything. And now, I must be off.”



He jumped to his feet and made for his hat and overcoat. Valencia
glanced at the clock.



“But why must you go now?” she asked. “You say you’re going to get
the early morning train at Mitbourne? That doesn’t leave till after
four o’clock. And it’s now only half-past ten.”



Guy had already got into his overcoat. He smiled at Valencia’s
questioning look.



“Just so!” he answered. “But there’s somebody else in this
neighbourhood that I’ve got to see—on business. Appointment, you
understand?—already made. I must be off, or I shall be late for
it.”



“But—you ought to have had some supper—or something,” protested
Valencia.



“That’ll be ready where I’m going,” replied Guy. “There—don’t
bother yourselves! Call Braxfield down—good old chap, that, and I
must say good-bye to him.”



Five minutes later he had said good-bye to all three, and Braxfield
had let him out by the door at which he had entered. The old butler
went back to his pantry to find his young mistress standing by the
fire, evidently in deep thought. She looked up as he entered.



“Braxfield,” she said, “which way did Mr. Guy go?”



“Towards the village, miss,” replied Braxfield. “Turned through the
shrubbery.”



Braxfield was the sort of man to whom everybody is confidential.
Valencia saw no reason for keeping back what was in her mind.


OEBPS/Fonts/Alegreya700italic.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/Alegreya700.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/Alegreyaregular.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/Alegreyaitalic.ttf


OEBPS/Images/bod_cover.jpg
The
Markenmore
Mystery





