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ARK RENSHAW was not the first
young man to have given his whole
heart to the most beautiful girl in the

world, to have spent time and strength enough,
calling on her, taking her out and writing her
letters to have mastered several paying
professions, only to find in his mail one fine June
morning a precise little note informing him of her
engagement to the catch of the season. He was not
the first young man either to take French leave of
a promising practice—Mark was a striving young
physician—jump the first train in her direction,
and, stranded in the city for the night, put in a
desperate and futile evening pacing up and down
before the house, now empty, that had been
graced by the object of his unhappy passion.

Mark looked up at the magnificent house of
Sally’s wealthy and masterful little aunt and asked
himself furiously why on earth he had come. He
looked at the door, where he had so often strode in
with high hopes and stumbled out in black
despair. It was a long French door of shining glass
and dazzling white woodwork, veiled, in the
season, by panels of rich lace. A supercilious,
challenging door, aristocratic, symbolic; the
embodiment of caste. To-night it appeared doubly
contemptuous.

With sudden perversity, Mark wondered how
it would seem to mount those steps again, just as
if he had a right to ring and ask for Sally. All that
seemed so horribly over and done with now, yet,
in another sense, so thrillingly real and near and
possible. With perfect clearness, he could picture
himself standing there, his heart pounding,
awaiting admittance; entering, hat in hand, eyes
straining forward, full of the expectant image of
Sally coming down the great parlors to him, the

sun, perhaps, on her ruddy hair, the light of
welcome in her warm, brown eyes.

At this image, Mark drew in his breath
sharply. Ah! she was a woman worth breaking
your heart over, free, frank, true. But was she so
true? Though making no secret of her needs and
ambitions, she had continued to receive his ardent
letters long after she had accepted that
narrow-eyed Winfield Place—letters full of his
surpassing need of her, his undying devotion, his
passionate pleas for time, a little time, just to
show what he could do, the spoils he would lay at
her feet; for Sally, like all girls poor for the set
into which they have been born, was of a limitless
extravagance, with charmingly luxurious ways.
Let no one dare attempt to criticize her, however;
Mark adored her as she was, “ with all her
imperfections on her head.”

At the comer, Mark turned again, back
toward the bouse. The thought of those letters
rankled. He had stripped himself so bare to her
careless gaze, written himself heart and soul into
those mad, scrawled pages. He flushed darkly,
remembering some of the things he had said. Not
one of those letters had she returned unread.

As he passed the door for the fourth time,
still looking up at the house, it almost seemed to
him that his need of her, the intensity of his
thoughts, ought, in some way, to bring her nearer
here, where they had spent—yes, he could speak
for her, too, he maintained, with dogged
insistence—such tremulously happy hours.

On his fifth turn, he paused and frowned
defiantly at the forbidding door. Mrs. Severance,
he know, had`swept Sally away to Bar Harbor at
the end of her triumphant season. He noticed that,
though some of the shades were drawn, the
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shutters were not up yet, and that, against the
gloom of the interior, rich hangings still swung.
Through the uncurtained door, grotesquely
shrouded shapes were visible. The care-taker,
Mark supposed, was to finish what the maids had
left undone. A small-boy impishness possessed
him.

Should he, just for the curiously vivid
sensation of romantic expectation, the thought
roused in him, mount and ring? Should he? But
that would be too foolish! To what lengths his
adventurous imagination could lead him!

His foot on the broad lowest step, he paused.
Suppose some of the neighbors, still at home in
this shuttered street, should be watching him.
They knew he had received his dismissal. He bit
his lip and drew back.

Just as he was about to turn away, frowning,
the door opened. A man came out quickly and
stood face to face with Mark, a smallish, slight
man whom he had never seen before.

He came down the steps with a peculiarly
noiseless and swift yet measured gait and Mark,
startled by the suddenness of his appearance,
scrutinized searchingly by the light of the street
arcs the face under the expensive Bangkok. An
unexceptional face, neither young nor old, neither
grave nor gay. Just the face like thousands of
other faces, a smooth-shaven, pallid, city face,
with rather unhealthy, sallow coloring. He
reminded one of a plant grown in the dark. Mark,
with his habit of diagnosis, tried to characterize
him in a single word—neurasthenic? No, too well
balanced. Anemic? No, with too great a
suggestion of reserve force.

The man threw back his coat quickly and
gave Mark a fleeting glimpse of an
official-looking badge. His voice, when he spoke,
was softly modulated and exceedingly formal in
tone. It reminded Mark vaguely of one of his
former professors—a cultured voice, one would
almost have said; yet there was a puzzling
difference, more in the manner of speaking than in
the voice itself. His manner held an astonishing
hint of courtesy—deference, even. Mark, taking
his cue instantly, drew himself up as imposingly
as be could.

“You belong to the service, sir?” the man
asked.

An adventurous spirit flared up in Mark.

Why shouldn’t he have a hand in whatever was
on?

“The secret service,” he responded readily.
The little man bowed, as one who has found

what he expected.
“I’ve come to have a look round,” Mark went

on, more boldly.
“I think we can show you something.”
“That gang that’s been working closed-up

houses in New York,” Mark ventured, “You’ve
had a tip, too?”

“More than that, sir, We’ve had a call, a
mysterious telephone call.”

“From the caretaker?”
The man nodded. “As if he’d been tied up

near an instrument, and had just strength enough.
‘They’ are still in the house? Can you give us a
hand?”

“Surest thing you know?”
“Are you armed, sir?”
“No. I never make a practice—” Mark

squared formidable shoulders.
The little man slipped a shining weapon into

Mark’s hand. “Here’s an automatic, sir. But you
won’t have to do more than threaten. Gentlemen
crooks, sir. You know the tribe. Not out for
killing.”

Mark nodded intently. “What have you done
so far?” he demanded.

“I’ve a man in back and two on the roof,” the
man replied. “Will you take the front, sir?”

“Your men are good for the alley?”
“Best men in the business, sir. But I expect to

get ‘them’ inside. I’ve a good running-mate
within.” He started back up the steps.

“You’ll call me?” Mark was a tiptoe with
eagerness.

Significantly, the man pulled out an
official-looking whistle. Then, rapidly, with
assurance, he sped up the steps, with a queer, stiff,
bent-knee gait, his feet turned out almost at right
angles.

“Flat-footed, or I miss my guess,” was
Mark’s involuntary professional comment.
“Nimble, though, and sharp-eyed, or he’d not take
a strange flight of steps like that at night, at his
age.”

The little man, with sure, noiseless touch,
pushed open the French door, and, with one
smooth gesture, closed it softly behind him. His
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erect figure faded away in the depths of the wide
hall.

Ten minutes passed—ten interminable
minutes. Mark began to wonder if the little man
had found “them” too much for him, and debated
going to the rescue. That, however, would mean
breaking a pane of that formidable door. Besides,
the little man had a good team-mate, and Mark,
when not on his own ground, was ever one to
carry out orders. So he continued to cover the
entrance watchfully.

At last Mark made out, through the shining
panes, a small, returning figure. The door swung
back noiselessly, and the little man appeared,
unruffled as ever. He put his whistle to his lips,
then, finding Mark’s eye attentively upon him,
beckoned.

Mark hurried up the steps, every sense alert
to the present emergency. As soon as he entered,
however, the house brought back to him
poignantly the memory of Sally’s wayward charm
and grace. Even the atmosphere of the shadowy
hall was suggestive of her immediate presence. It
was hard to believe she was not in the house.

The little man made a warning gesture. “Sh!
They’re still here, sir—under cover. But we’ve
got them; they can’t escape. I’ve called in another
of my men, and we’re going through the place
quietly. Will you be so good as to cover the front
hall and stairs? I think we can keep this thing
between ourselves. Just look here, sir.”

He led the way silently to the vast and dusky
dining-room. Linen and silver drawers lay tossed
about on the shining table and floor. There was a
deep scratch on the surface of the polished
mahogany.

“Tch! tch!” exclaimed the little man, in an
impatient whisper, running a knowing finger over
the beautiful table “Too bad, that Governor
Winthrop table’s been in the family since colonial
days!”

Mark nodded sympathetically. Many a time
he had sat at that gleaming board, happy and
unhappy, hopeful and despairing his eyes on
Sally’s glowing beauty.

“Funny the family’d leave all this and go off
for the summer,” he remarked.

“They’re not really gone, sir. Not for good,
that is. From the street, the house has the
appearance of being lived in. Perhaps they trusted

to that.”
“And the caretaker?”
The little man shook his head. “We haven’t

found him yet, sir. Tied up somewhere, I fancy.”
He slipped back into the hall, quickly,
sure-footedly, though Mark, who should have
known the surroundings fairly well, was obliged
to grope in the dusk. Then, with his peculiarly
noiseless gait, he started up the stair.

“I’ve telephoned headquarters,” he whispered
back, over his shoulder. “But I’m sure we can
handle this alone.” And he disappeared into the
darkness. Mark took up his position just behind
the portieres of the reception-room, commanding
the hall and stairs. Assuring himself that his
revolver was ready for action, he ran his hand
along the wall to ascertain the position of the
electric light switch. Then, tense, alert, ears
steaming into the thick silence, eyes into the
heavy dusk, he waited.

As the moments passed, he struggled against
a growing sense of unreality. The great,
high-ceiled rooms were still as a tomb. Since the
light-footed little man had sped up the stairs, not a
sound, not a breath had come out of the shadows.
The little man seemed to have been swallowed up
by them, annihilated.

Mark began to wish he’d asked how long he
should wait, inactive—what he should do in case
his colleague should fail to return. He leaned
toward a curtained window into which a
street-light filtered dimly and consulted his watch.
He could not tell at just what time he had entered
the house, but fully three-quarters of an hour must
have elapsed since he had been first accosted by
the detective. Puzzled, impotent, he returned to his
post, conscious for the first time of a quickening
breath, a heavier heart-beat.

After another tedious interval Mark tip-toed
again to the window and peered up the empty
street. “Headquarters,” evidently, had not hurried
to send reenforcements. Unwilling as he was to
disturb the silence of the house, he decided to risk
a telephone call.

In a moment, he had crossed the hall toward
the little recess under the stairs where, he
remembered, the desk used to stand. The
detective, he recalled, had made an involuntary
gesture in that direction in referring to his own
call.
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His groping hand closed on the instrument.
At the touch, he was flooded by a great sense of
relief. No longer isolated, he could now, merely
by the removal of the receiver, put himself in
touch with the world of men. With a quick clutch,
he lifted the telephone.

It came away, loose, in his hand. The wires
had been cut, close to the instrument. It was
useless.

“Hello!” he murmured. “They made a clean
job of it.”

Then he stopped, catching his breath The
little man had told him he had just called
headquarters. No one had since had access to the
alcove. The little man, then flat-footed,
stealthy-stepped——

With a bound, his automatic cocked, Mark
took the first flight in three leaps, the heavy
carpeting muffling his springing steps. At the top,
he paused, his sudden rage cooling. Suppose there
were several men. He’d just slip up quickly,
pretending haste to come to their support, then,
once within striking distance—though, no doubt,
the stranger had long since made good his escape.

In the upper hall, Mark waited a minute for
his quickened breaths seemed to tear the heavy
silence. Then, with an effort of will, he visualized
the location of the doors that opened upon this
shadowy corridor. Five, he remembered.

One after another, he found and opened
them, listening till he could hear the beat of his
pulses hammering in his ears. In each case, he felt
the same dead silence and emptiness. Not alone
his hearing, but some obscure sixth sense told him
that these rooms were all empty, undisturbed. As
his eyes became accustomed to the darkness, he
could make out the shrouded furniture, the orderly
beds, the closed rows of bureau drawers. Backing
out, he shut the doors softly and turned to the
second flight.

There was a little better light here. Before he
reached the third floor, he felt a sudden conviction
that he was not alone in the house. There was, in
the dead silence—a silence that had, somehow, a
quality of tenuity and unsubstantial lightness—
some sort of weight as it were, that argued for
Mark, a human presence. Innocent or sinister, he
could not tell. Hardly a conscious presence, he
thought, irrationally, thrilling a little at the queer
power of divination he seemed suddenly to

possess.
Then he shrugged his shoulders, impatiently.

“Mere imagination, of course. There’s probably
not a soul in the house,” he told himself.

As he stood there, breathless, however, in the
dim upper hall, the strange feeling of a living
presence persisted. More, he felt himself
unaccountably impelled to one of the doors rather
than to any of the others.

“Sally’s room, perhaps,” he thought,
unconsciously wiping his damp forehead. “I know
she used to camp up here. She pointed out her
window once, with hyacinths. These rooms all
look alike to me. Even as he ridiculed his impulse
to enter the front room first, he knew he would
obey.

His hand on the knob, another thought
assailed him—that feeling of life but not complete
consciousness—the caretaker? Perhaps “they” had
done for him. The panic that assails the man who
has never been “mixed up” with anything
disagreeable touched Mark. Suppose he were
found, alone and a stranger, in the house with——
On the other hand, his whirling brain told him, the
man might be injured, in need of instant attention.
He could not skip and leave any one in such a
plight.

This house is getting on my nerves. All this
silence and darkness. The minute I get in here, I’ll
have some light—if the juice is still on.”

When he opened the door, there was,
instantly, no further doubt of human presence. A
certain sensation of warmth and life, an inaudible
but none the less perceptible rhythm of breath and
heart-beat seemed to flood and animate the dead
dark quiet of the house. White curtains fluttered at
open windows.

In the half-light, Mark made out a dim form
on the broad bed under smooth coverlets—a tall
figure, but slender and femininely curved. There
was a woman asleep in here, apparently
unconscious of danger. A faint, vaguely familiar
fragrance filled the room.

Mark began to back out quietly; then
stopped. Should he leave without warning or
questioning her? Without even ascertaining
whether or not she had been injured? He stepped
further into the room.

While he hesitated, a change came over the
figure on the bed. A tensity came into its relaxed
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abandon, the unheard rhythm of its quiet breath
ceased. Mark had a fugitive thought that it was
like a clock’s running down; you hadn’t heard its
ticking, but you did hear it after it stopped. He
made a move to withdraw, then realized that the
board on which his weight rested had made up its
mind to creak when he released it. He feared, too,
that he was between the woman and the nearer
window, and that, if she turned suddenly, his
masculine figure would terrify her. Would it be
better to speak, he wondered, softly reassuring?

The woman herself spoke first, drowsily, in
low, muffled tones “Elise, is that you again?” she
murmured. “What is it now?”

At that instant, Mark decided it would be best
to answer her from the other side of the door, and
by knocking. He worked himself from the loose
board and reacted for the door.

Too late. The woman turned over with a low
exclamation, then, with a ringing scream, sat up in
bed. The old instinct to meet danger in an upright
position, Mark reflected, thoroughly ashamed of
his clumsiness.

He reached for the switch. “If I turn on the
light, madam,” he proposed in his softest tones,
and with his best bedside, manner; “you will see
that there is nothing to be afraid of. And when I
tell you——”

Light, blossoming from all the fixtures,
revealed an Amazon-like young figure, clad only
in white muslin, with long, bronze braids over
broad, beautiful shoulders. Both young people
stared, then Sally Lowndes, with another scream
of quite a different timbre—this one had a
hysterical laugh running through it—dragged all
the bedclothes up to her chin. Her white feet stuck
out grotesquely at the bottom, but she took no
thought of them.

“Mark Renshaw!” she cried; “What are you
doing here in the middle of the night!”

“It’s hardly ten o’clock,” he returned,
stupidly literal.

“Oh! I must have only just fallen asleep. I’ve
had such a day. But what on earth are you doing
here?”

“Are you alone?”
“My maid. We came up to put the plate in the

vaults. My aunt left suddenly; she was ill. But
you’re not telling me!” Her voice mounted again,
hysterically.

“Is there anything of value in this room?”
“My jewel-case—there—on the bureau. The

left-hand corner. Why, it’s not there!” Her eyes
were starting, her face colorless.

She tore the bedclothes loose, and, with a
dexterous fling, robed herself as completely as a
vestal virgin. In an instant, she was on the floor, in
flowing, training draperies, at the bureau, running
questing and frantic hands through the deep
drawers.

Suddenly she snapped the drawers shut
decisively. “No! No! I know I left it here, on top.
And it’s gone!” Her eyes sought Mark’s,
distractedly. “Could Elise—”

She whirled and rang vigorously. Panic,
barely held in check, shadowed her features.

“I’ll step outside,” Mark suggested, in
businesslike tones. “You can call me. But I don’t
think there’s another soul in the house. Elise must
have been in this, too.”

“Impossible. She’s been with me for years
and years. We must find her; she may have been
hurt.”

“She came back here on some pretext, didn’t
she, after you had retired?”

Sally disdained reply. But, after another
furious ring, white-faced and trembling, she
dropped into a chair. “Where are ‘they’ now?” she
whispered. Then, suddenly she covered her face
with her hands

Mark, all professional directness, sprang to
her side. “You’re not faint, Sally?” Even then his
impersonal manner held no hint of softening.

For a minute, she was silent, her shoulders
heaving a little. Recovering, she reassured him
with a gesture. “Where are ‘they’?” she persisted.

“Gone, you may be sure,” he replied grimly.
“They had ample opportunity.”

“Tell me—everything,” she demanded.
Mark complied as rapidly as possible.
“A secret service man?” she groped.
“That’s what he pretended to be. Don’t you

see? He imagined I was on to him; that’s why he
came to the door. So he kept me outside,
harmless, while he went through the house. Then,
when he was all through, he brought me in to
watch the front hall, while he slipped out the back
way, or over the roofs. Think of it! An
able-bodied man, caged like a squirrel down
there!” he laughed, grimly, “He even gave me a
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gun. That was a master stroke, absolutely
convincing. Well, nothing remains but to call up
the real police and get them to work on this
business. Can you get some one to spend the night
with you?”

Sally caught his arm in a tense grip, though
his glance, appraising, distrustful, seemed to hold
her off and set up barriers. She shrank under it a
little; it was not the sort of glance she was used to
from Mark. Her voice came low, unsteady.

“But, Mark! You don’t understand. I can’t—I
can’t let this thing get out—into the papers!”

“What do you mean?” he said shortly.
“That jewel-case! I’d be ruined. I’ve been

getting threatening letters, too, about—my
engagement.”

“Well, women have lost jewel-case before,
and become famous,” he returned, as unfeelingly
matter-of-fact as ever. “It used to be a regular
publicity stunt with actresses.”

She was wringing her hands now, quite
frankly.

“Was your engagement ring in it?” he asked,
almost rudely. He wondered that the sight of her
distress could leave him so unmoved.

He caught sight of the flashing diamond on
her white finger. “Oh! Then I don’t see what
you’re so upset about,” watching her with
narrowing gaze. He had had his lesson. She
needn’t think she could put anything over on him.

“Do you think I’d break my heart over a
ring?” she returned, fiercely.,

She pressed her hands to her temples, then to
her fair cheeks which bloomed into a sudden deep
rose. “ Didn’t you ever hear of a woman’s keeping
letters in a jewel-case?” She brought it out in a
tremulous, appealing whisper.

“Letters?” One would have said the attorney
for the prosecution was speaking.

“Yes.” Her eyes filled, then dropped to hide
the sparkle of her tears. She made a funny little
gesture, like an embarrassed and penitent child, a
child who desires—and expects—to be caressed
and comforted. “Letters she—she ought never to
have received—or read—or—treasured.” She
held out both hands beseechingly. “Oh, Mark!
Why did you ever write me those letters?”

Mark’s resolute cold gaze dominated and
subdued her. Her. face crimsoned still more
deeply: she turned away her head.

He opened the door. “Put something on and
come out here,” indicating the table and group of
chairs at the wide hall window. “We must decide
what we are going to do.” He stalked out and
closed the door quietly behind him.

His hand still on the knob, he looked about
him rather dazedly. His letters. She had kept them,
then. She had not found it so easy to forget But
was she, for that reason, any the less faithless? He
did not guess that, behind her closed door, Sally
threw out both hands in a yearning gesture.

Those threatening letters she had spoken of
receiving. Who could have knowledge of the fact
that he had written her after she had engaged
herself to Winfield Place? Who could intend to
use that knowledge—and the letters themselves,
fortune favoring—to embarrass her and force her
to break her troth through fear of exposure?
Moving to the window, he frowned down on the
quiet street.

Winfield Place, Mark knew, had things in his
past, in his immediate present, perhaps, more
complicated than love letters from an innocent
admirer. That sloe-eyed Southern beauty whose
name had gone the round of the clubs last winter
might not have proved a complacent loser. Not
that Mark thought it likely that the lady had
actually instigated the robbery; her threats
probably held danger only to Place’s reputation.
Still, suppose fate were to put Sally’s indiscreet
correspondence into her hands. He recalled her
sultry glance, the inflexible line of her thin, red
mouth. Well, they were his letters. She would
have to reckon with him, first.

Now to form some theory as to the identity of
the intruder. Could a person so familiar with the
house be entirely unknown to the inmates? Mark
recalled the little man’s air of being quite at home.
Some old and privileged friend, perhaps? Not one
that Mark had ever seen. He felt confident he
could fill in a word-picture of the interloper so
minute as to be unmistakable to any one who had
intimately known him. He would begin with
Sally.

In an incredibly short space of time, Sally
emerged, trim and graceful in navy taffeta, with
fresh white at throat and wrists. One glance told
Mark her courage was oozing; her soft brown eyes
were piteous. He hardened his heart, however, and
held a chair for her without speaking a single
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reassuring word.
“Sit here, please. I’m going to give you a full

description of the man. You can’t miss him.”
Sally seated herself and shook her head

despondently. “We’ll never identify him, Mark.
We’d better advertise and offer a reward. No
questions asked. Perhaps that’ll fetch them. The
threatening letters I’ve received had a tone—and
literary quality”—she laughed nervously—“to
suggest a readiness to favor the highest bidder.”
She passed a slim hand across her forehead. “I
could spare a considerable amount—from my
trousseau money. The uncles have been very
generous,

Mark reddened angrily. Would she bargain
for his letters with the money that was to deck her
out as that man’s bride?

“I won’t have my letters bought and sold!”
he replied hotly.

Sally pressed her clenched hands to her
breast. “I know, Mark. I know.” Her eyes roved
about distractedly. “But if Aunt Winifred were
ever to find out——”

“Haven’t you any spirit?”
She seemed to shrink in her chair wearily.

“I’m afraid I haven’t—so much. This last
season—You can’t imagine, Mark!”

Mark shrugged impatiently. “Let me describe
him.”

“Oh, MarkI” she cried fretfully. “People are
so much alike. And you only saw him for a
minute in the light”

“ Still—”
“No two persons see a man from the same

angle,” she persisted. “You know how it is. Their
impressions of his age will vary ten years, of his
height, half a foot.

No! Mark! We’d best be drafting our
advertisement.”

“You’re wasting time, Sally” Mark returned
inexorably. “Now listen. Give me your complete
attention. “

Sally, her head on her hands, complied.
“Imagine a rather small man of uncertain

years and neat build, with slightly sagging
shoulders, and the flat-footed gait of one whose
business has kept him much upon his feet. An
indoor worker in some profession where
quickness, noiselessness, good personal
appearance and a dignified unobtrusiveness would

be at a premium. He was not unlike the
conventional idea of a clergyman, or a college
professor. The abnormal keenness of vision which
I was inclined to attribute to him at first, I now
explain by probable familiarity with his
surroundings. He moved about among your aunt’s
chairs and table with all the ease of long practice.
Have you not among your wide circle of
acquaintances—of friends, even some formal
old-school gentleman; who can call a younger
man ‘sir’ with courtliness and dignity?”

And Mark, seeing that he had captured
Sally’s attention as one captures the attention of a
tired child with a new game, enlarged upon the
little man’s every movement. He was astonished
to find how sharply he recalled every second of
their intercourse. He lingered on the man’s regret
for the defaced mahogany.

“He ran his fingers over the surface with the
lingering caress of a connoisseur—long, thin
fingers on hands heavily corded with blue veins.
Hands much older than his face, sensitive,
well-cared for, and steady as a rock.”

Meanwhile Sally’s manner had changed from
bewilderment to tense interest. She leaned
forward, wide-eyed. “Oh!” with sudden suspicion.
Then: “Of course, I can’t tell. Go on. Tell
everything. Did you notice his complexion?”

“Colorless, sallow. Rather unhealthy. An
indoor complexion.” Mark scowled with the
intensity of concentration. “ I thought of anemia,
but he’d too much life far that. I wonder if he
didn’t have more the tint of a person convalescing
from a slight attack of jaundice.”

“Mark! Are you sure?”
“Of course I’m not sure. I’m simply telling,

you how he looked to me. He might have been
working off a coat of tan fading back to his
normal city pallor. He might almost have had
Oriental blood, but his features made that
unlikely. Yes; the jaundice idea clings; his eyes,
though I had but a glimpse of them, now recall
themselves as having a dash of yellow.”

Sally’s own eyes were starting. “And did he
carry his hands a little behind his hips, dangling?
Though, perhaps you hadn’t a chance to notice?”

“He did. And it gave him rather the look of
having a heavy weight in both hands.”

Sally was almost across the table. “He
didn’t—he couldn’t, I suppose, have said anything
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more about the dining-room table? Did he give it
a name?”

“He called it a Governor Winthrop table.
Isn’t it? Those antiques all look alike to me.”

Sally relaxed with an air of conviction. “It is
a John Hancock table,” she murmured.

Mark, too, leaned back triumphantly. “Well,
which of the family friends is given to making
that blunder?”

Sally smiled wanly. “The family butler,” she
replied.

Mark shook his head, disappointed as he had
seldom been in his life. “No, I know Denton.”

“Simms, Denton’s gone. We’ve only had
Simms a couple of months. You can’t have seen
him. When he came, he was so yellow we thought
he must be an Eurasian. We called him the Yellow
Peril. Just like saffron. It hung on the longest time,
though I should hardly notice it now myself. But a
physician, I suppose—”

“Did he come well recommended?”
“We weren’t able to verify his references;

none of the people seemed accessible. But he was
terribly good—so respectable—and we were
awfully hard up. He knew a few antiques, and
kept mixing them up “dreadfully. But he would
use the terms. He went out of his way to use them.
He never missed a chance to misname that table.
It was almost a mania with him, showing off that
faulty knowledge. Then his voice, his manner, like
a college professor fallen on evil days, his bent
knees, his poor, tired-looking feet, always turned
out at right angles. Aunt Winifred tried to get him
to wear arch-supports, but it developed he was
afraid he’d have to get a larger shoe!”

Mark broke in briskly.
“Now for possible accomplices. Elise—”
“Elise took a great dislike to him. He tried to

make up to her, and, I used to rally her a bit,
She’d say she wouldn’t trust him across the
street—sentimentally, that is.”

“He got round her, I take it?”
“She stopped talking against him after a

while.”
“Take me to her room, please.”
Sally, leading the way confidently, opened

the door and switched on the lights. Then stood as
if frozen, both hands at her lips to press back a
choking cry. The little maid, fully dressed, lay
gagged and bound on the bed. Her eyes,

extraordinarily large and black, showed the
drooping lids of exhaustion.

Mark whistled. He had not counted on this.
Sally flew to the bed and tore frantically at

the heavy cords. “Elise! Poor little one! Canst
thou ever pardon my delay?”

“Easy, Sally,” Mark urged. “You’re making
things worse. Here, let me.” He opened his knife.

“Oh, Mark! Be quick. She’s faint. See!” The
little maid’s head, released, rolled to one side.

Mark, cutting the cords, gave the woman a
keen glance. Then, under cover of freeing her
hands, he let his practiced finger linger on her
pulse. Faint? With that normal color, that
bounding pulse? He had not missed the faint blush
that had stained her cheek when Sally had
contritely implored her pardon. The woman’s
bonds, too, he now took time to note, had been
gently adjusted. They had not even marked her
wrists.

“She’ll be all right in a minute,” he assured
Sally, beginning to chafe the woman’s hands
vigorously and scrutinizing her face meanwhile.

Seen thus closely, Elise was disclosed as a
much older woman than first impression made her
appear, though striving desperately to retain her
youthful appeal. Mark noted the skillful
powdering of her thin checks, the brown stain that
strove with the spreading silver of her artfully
arranged hair, the delicate penciling of her brows.
Had Simms been the lover for whom she had
prayed?

Mark made a quick decision. He turned,
above the maid’s closed eyes, to Sally, and gave
her a significant glance.

“That fellow Simms has a bad record,” be
told her knowingly. “It will be an easy matter to
round him up, with his accomplice. He’s even
served a term for bigamy.”

The pulse under his sensitive finger gave a
tremendous leap, then seemed to stop altogether.
Under its pink powder, the woman’s face
blanched; her trim figure seemed to fall in.

Mark bent over her in real alarm, lowering
her head, reaching to open a near-by window.
After a moment, the woman’s color improved, her
pulse grew firmer. Between scarcely opened lids,
she regarded him watchfully. Mark turned to
Sally.

“Can you get me some aromatic salts,
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Sally?”
The instant Sally was out of the room, he

caught the maid by the shoulders. “Quick, now,
Elise! None of that. You can’t fool a physician.
How can I get back that jewel-case?”

The maid pretended to open wondering eyes,
“M. Renshaw?” she breathed.

“Come on, Elise. Out with it. It’s your one
chance. You’d better tell me than wait till they get
hold of you at headquarters.”

Elise looked dogged.
Mark tried another tack. “Have you no

feeling for your mistress? Why, you must have
practically brought her up. Hasn’t she always been
good to you?”

The woman’s face softened.
“The loss of that case may mean disgrace.

There were letters in it—of an extremely private
nature. Do you want that hound to hold your Miss
Sally up for blackmail?”

Elise opened her black eyes wide. “case?
What case, then?”

“Miss Sally’s jewel-case. She had hidden
love-letters in it, under the tray.”

Elise started up, her eyes blazing. “The
wretch! And he promised me—” She checked
herself, while a look of enlightenment spread over
her face. “Ah! Those letters she cried over
sometimes, and carried now and then over her
heart. Many times have I recovered them from
under her pillow in the morning and pretended
ignorance. Poor little one! I had my idea she was
not enamored of the rich fiancé madame
provided.” She regarded Mark with sudden
penetration. “They were your letters, monsieur?”

Sally’s returning steps were audible.
“Will you tell me where to find the letters?”

Mark whispered.
Elise made a gesture of complete surrender.

“Everything, monsieur. Everything.”
In Sally’s strong young, arms, she melted at

once into a perfect storm of tears and clung to her
young mistress pathetically. Over her head, Sally
looked accusingly at Mark.

“See!” her glance exulted. “All unstrung,
poor, faithful creature! And you would have me
believe——”

Mark stepped forward with professional
authority. “There, Sally. That will do. Your
presence excites her. She will have a nervous

seizure if this goes on. Leave her to me a few
minutes.”

Sally turned inquiringly to Elise.
The maid controlled herself with an effort. “It

is as monsieur the doctor says, mademoiselle. I am
better in his hands for a little.”

Left with Mark, Elise came valiantly to the
point. Her eagerness to recover the letters equaled
Mark’s own.

“He paid me the court, the perfidious one!”
she cried fiercely. “And I was sufficiently the fool
to listen, though from the first I never trusted him.
There was that about him to make one think twice.
But he had the clever tongue and he was free with
his compliments, his presents. In the end, I
listened.”

Mark nodded intently, encouragingly.
“Then—” he suggested.

“He could tell you how all the wealth
belonged to the people, that the rich were living
by our work. This silver madame so prized was as
much ours as hers. We should be but taking our
own again. I finished by believing him, for he
could talk like an advocate. Mademoiselle’s things
he swore to respect.” The little woman clenched
an active-looking pair of fists “Just the old one
should we despoil; she who had so much and was
so harsh and small with everybody. At Christmas,
never a new dress, a piece of gold. The extra work
only and maybe a scrap of cloth—how do you say
it?—a remnant, of an ugliness that no one could
use, the size of a handkerchief. Mademoiselle was
indeed unfortunate to be dependent on her.”

“Did Simms have any other accomplice?”
“None, monsieur. Me he secured before ever

he began on the silver, as soon as mademoiselle
slept; and that was early, for she was much
fatigued.”

“And you were to have spent the night here,
trussed up like a fowl?”

Elise flushed. “The bonds were not too tight,
monsieur. I thought later to rid myself of the gag
and waken mademoiselle by crying out.”

“And Simms meanwhile?”
Elise continued rapidly with fluent gestures

of head and hand. “Behold Simms, then who
stores his silver in the room to which I shall
presently direct you, and returns tomorrow to Bar
Harbor; for he had obtained two days to assist at
the burying of some little grandmother or other.”
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“But if some one saw him in this
neighborhood?”

“One chance in a hundred, he said, monsieur.
Oh, he was of a daring—you would not believe.
He must have made several trips with the silver.
Later, when the storm has blown over and our
silver has been safely marketed, we marry, he and
I, and open, perhaps, a little restaurant.” She
drooped suddenly with a dispirited sigh. “All over
that now.” She held out her hands, her voice
broke. “I am in your hands, monsieur. Go gently
with me. It is my first mistake.”

“Can I get the silver to-night?”
Elise drew a ring with two keys from a chain

about her neck. Her black eyes narrowed craftily.
“I telephone him to meet me at once on
imperative affairs, at some sufficiently distant
point.” With excitement, her speech became
increasingly involved “He will not dare to stay
away. I will say it has to do with his return to Bar
Harbor. Behold, then, monsieur who enters at his
leisure.”. She held out the keys to Mark. “The one
for the street door, the other for the front room on
the second floor.” Her eyes fell like a girl’s. “It is
the room we were to have shared. I myself
prepared it at some expense. Ah, well! It was a
good time. You will find everything in the interior
of the box lounge under the windows. Every one
will be safe abed.” She named the street and
number and gave explicit directions for entering
the house. “Shall we descend to the telephone?”

“The telephone is disconnected.”
“Ah! I must go out, then, to the corner.”
They slipped down the back stairs without

confiding in Sally, and Elise, throwing on a cloak,
fled over to the leisurely-looking corner
drug-store. Mark watched her speculatively from
the doorway. Suppose she should play him false.
He shrugged his shoulders. With a gun, a good
pair of fists, a sharp lookout, he’d take his chance
with Simms and several accomplices. He rather
fancied the idea of meeting that gentleman again.

Almost immediately Elise was back, with
sparkling eyes and flaming cheeks. “He meets me,
monsieur, at eleven. Only, of course, I shall not be
there. He will return then expecting me to
telephone. But you will have time. You can start
at once. Half an hour and you are back,
successful. What shall I tell mademoiselle?”

Mark, his hand already on the door—he was

as eager as a boy with a new toy-turned quickly.
“Tell her she shall have her letters in half an hour!
You will find her in her sitting-room on the
second floor.”

Elise flew up to her mistress.
Mark, letting himself out, had almost closed

the door behind him when he remembered that on
entering the house he had left his hat in the
drawing-room.

Recovering it after several minutes’ search,
he was about to slip out again when he caught the
excited tones of Elise’s lightning-swift
explanation. It seemed to him Sally acquiesced
very readily. How easily she accepted for him the
dangerous role he had elected to play! He did not
know just what he had expected. Not quite that, at
any rate. He strode out with rather a martyr’s air.

Eleven was ringing from the church towers
when Mark stepped into a sheltered doorway on a
quiet street and confidently fitted the latch-key
Elise had given him. The door opened readily,
silently. The atmosphere that greeted him, though
determinedly clean and respectable, suggested
overwhelmingly the low-priced lodging-house.
Mark had a fleeting impression of being a small
clerk, returning from an evening’s relaxation.

Revolver in hand, he stepped into the dark,
heavily-carpeted hall. Not a sound, not a
movement. The stairs on the left. Yes, just as she
had described them. Guided by the smooth
hand-rail, he ran up lightly. Thirteen steps,
fourteen—she had even known the number.

At the landing the deep carpet changed into
the slippery thinness of oilcloth. There was a little
light from the hall-window. With assurance, he
advanced to the dimly seen door. His hand closed
on the knob-white china, he’d wager, clean and
cool. The second key, an old-fashioned one this
time, turned easily. It was like fitting together the
pieces of a puzzle which you have cut out
beforehand.

On the threshold he paused a moment, every
sense alert. Suppose the woman had tricked him.
Now if ever her ill-faith must appear. The room
remained still with the silence of absolute
emptiness. He could catch a breath of the same
sachet he had noticed about the trim black
uniform Elise wore. With light, sure tread, he
crossed to the front windows and pulled the
shades. Then he turned on his pocket-flash.



Mary Lerner Sally’s Jewels All-Story, October 6, 1917

11

A neat little room. A tastefully arranged
room. White ruffled curtains, a chints-hung box
couch, cotton-woven rugs of soft colors, an
inviting tea-table, a wide bureau with shining
knobs. It had something of a young girl’s room
about it, innocent, expectant. On the dresser, in
the place of honor, stood a beautiful photograph
of Sally. With an exclamation of horror, Mark
pocketed it; that must not be found here.

In a moment, he was on his knees beside the
open box couch. Folded skirts met his eye. He ran
his hands through them swiftly. Ah! Hard lumps,
sharp edges, the outlines of a small, square box.

He drew out the box hastily. The same green
morocco case he had seen in the hands of Sally’s
maid on occasions on which he had been
privileged to “see” Sally “off.” He inserted the
tiny key Elise had given him, and the lid flew
back.

Sally’s small store of adornments! Her
jeweled watch on its black velvet band; her
famous string of pearls, a family string, inherited
from her mother; the fine old watch that had been
her dead father’s; a sapphire and pearl pin or two;
an inexpensive ring or so; a few, a very few fine
diamonds. And women not half so queenly went
resplendent with precious stones!

Removing the tray, he thrust his hand into the
lower compartment. His fingers closed on a thick
packet of paper. His letters! He drew them out
quickly and held them under the flash. How many
she had saved!

He made a move to slip them into his pocket
with the idea of making their safety doubly sure.
No, with dogged determination, he would take the
letters to her in the case, just as she had left them.
Let her dispose of them as she would. As for
himself, he had nothing whatever to do with them.

Faring further in the trunklike opening, he
discovered a great array of solid silver—in felt
bags, in linen laundry bags, in pasteboard boxes.
The Severance monogram adorned every piece.

He tossed the silver back, threw the skirts of
serge and silk over it, and closed the heavy couch.
In less than two minutes, he was in the street; in
two more, in a telephone booth, calling police
headquarters, and demanding that an officer
search immediately the room he had just quitted.
The keys, he said, could be had of the drug clerk
at the corner. He gave the Severance address and

assured the desk-sergeant that the thief would
shortly return to his hiding place. Then back to
Sally.

Once more, Mark faced the haughty French
door with its many shining panes. Whimsically
cynical, he told himself that somehow it looked a
little more hospitalble now, just as the Severance
set sometimes evinced hospitality to a temporarily
useful outsider, a hospitality tempered by very
definite expectations. So far and no farther, so
long and no longer, and be sure that you paid your
way.

Sally was like the rest of them. He had a
sudden prophetic vision of her graciously
accepting the jewel-case; she would make him
feel she was conferring an honor upon him. Then,
with expertly worded thanks, she would bow him
out—out of her fife, as she had many another
man. His face burned angrily. She should not have
such a chance to dismiss him!

How ready she had been to send him alone
on this dark errand! She had let him go into a den
of thieves, for all she knew, without a question,
without even an involuntary expression of alarm.
If he returned safely, with the ill-advised
corrspondence that had become an embarrassment
and encumbrance to her, so much the better. If he
did not return—

He stamped up the steps, the case in his hand.
About to ring, he caught sight of a tail, slim figure
flitting hurriedly toward him, outlined by the light
from the upper hall. Ah! She was in a good deal of
a hurry! Well, she should have her letters without
delay. There was no longer any obstacle to her
ambition.

When Sally opened the door, he stepped in
and thrust the jewel-case almost rudely into her
hands. He did not even look at her.

“Mark! Did you—”.
“I got them,” he returned shortly. “They’re

there.”
“Oh!”
“Open it,” he commanded. “Here’s the key.”
Her hands trembled with ill-disguised

eagerness, he thought. She had to put the case on
the hall table in order to insert the key. Mark
turned away, as if her tremulous eagerness were a
shameful spectacle. Be could hear the click of the
lock.

Almost at the door, he looked back with
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curling lip. “I should advise you to burn those
letters,” he remarked bitterly “They are not safe
things to leave round.”

She clutched the letters greedily to her breast.
He laughed grimly. “Oh, you needn’t worry.

Nobody can take them from you now. You’re
safe. But you’d better follow my advice for the
future—about love-letters. You mightn’t be so
lucky another time.”

His hand on the knob, he waited a second to
give her one last chance. Let her speak now, or
forever more be silent—as far as he was
concerned.

He snapped the door open and strode out, to
the tune of a funny little fluttering sound behind
him; then closed the door with a sharp clap. He
stalked down the steps a bit blindly, then, just as
he was about to swing up the street, he looked
back, quite involuntarily, that funny little
fluttering sound still in his cars, a sound like
leaves falling.

Through the panes of the long French door—
the kindly, friendly French door, this time—
Sally’s tall figure was outlined faintly, but for
Mark, who knew it so well, it was as clear as if
flooded by the sun at noonday. All round her lay
the white squares of the scattered envelopes
which, bursting their ribbon bond under her
feverish grasp, had fluttered about her feet, like a

flock of feeding doves. Her arms were stretched
wide, the palms upward, in a gesture of
abandonment and despair. Her head was flung
back, so that the curve of her chin caught the light
Every line, every curve was eloquent of
desolation.

For a moment, Mark stared stupidly, the
blood mounting to his forehead, his pulses
drumming in his cars. Then he took the steps at a
bound.

The door was locked. He rattled the handle
furiously, strummed smartly on the panes.

With a start, Sally pressed her hands
distractedly to her temples, as if she scarcely
knew where she was. Then, recognizing the
imploring face against the panels, she gave a
sharp cry.

She rushed forward, tripping, stumbling over
the sliding envelopes. The safety catch was on the
lock and, for a moment, her wildly snatching
fingers could not master it.

“Mark!” He could hear her pleading through
the glass. “Wait a minute, Mark! Wait a minute!”
She pressed herself to the panes as if grudging the
space that separated them. Mark, too, leaned close
in a sudden passion of tenderness and
understanding. Try as he might, he could not even
call her name.

The friendly door swung wide.


