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IND him, Victor. Punish him. Make 
him pay for the suffering he made me 
go through. Get—him—”  

 Martha Tarlac’s voice sank to a 
faltering, breath-starved whisper. Her hold on 
the tenuous thread of this life was fast 
slipping, and she had been overprodigal of her 
waning strength. 
 An hour past, the hard-worked, 
seldom-paid doctor of the neighborhood had 
gone away with a shake of his head and the 
certain knowledge that he had ministered to 
the sinking woman for the last time. Her 
fluttering, feeble and irregular pulse, the 
feverishly burning light in her eyes sunken in 
gray-blue hollows, the pale tint of her dry lips, 
were open signs of the chronic malady that 
only her fiercely indomitable will had enabled 
her to hold at bay so long. 
 The feeble flame of life was flickering; 
but although Martha Tarlac was passing, 
drawing nearer and nearer to the mystery-girt 
gateway of the Beyond, hate, 
inextinguishable, vengeance seeking vendetta 
was the legacy of her heart. To dust she would 
return; but the power of her will would reach 
forth over the future unborn years, and seek 
after death to bedevil and ruin the man who 

had wantonly crushed her feelings, and 
humiliated her spirit with heartless brutality 
and apelike capricious ness. 
 “Make him,” she hissed through 
clenched teeth, “make him suffer. I swore that 
I would repay, that I would exact a drop of 
blood for every tear he made me shed. Now—
” 
 Martha Tarlac shuddered, her pallid 
features changed to a grayer hue; but the 
energy of her devouring obsession 
concentrated the last of her strength to the 
fulfillment of her desire. 
 At the parting of the ways, at the crisis 
where mundane affairs usually sink to 
insignificant importance, the prospective 
wayfarer’s thoughts turn to matters spiritual. 
Thoughts of worldly, unredressed wrongs are 
wiped out, and unavenged injuries are 
forgiven. 
 It was not so with Martha Tarlac. She 
had lived for revenge, brooded over her peace-
corrupting ambition, and she would die 
bequeathing the burden and settlement of her 
wrongs to another. 
 “Victor,” she continued, clutching the 
hand of the young man who sat beside her 
bed. “The same blood is in our veins. Mine 
will soon cease to pulse. You are clever, you 
have years of life before you. In a very little 
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while I shall lay in a prisoning grave. Few will 
miss or grieve for me. There is one who will 
sneer in triumph. I swore that I would bring 
him to his knees, and when he hears that I 
have gone and can do him no harm, he will 
laugh at the memory of the poor fool who 
bragged in vain. 
 “Will you let death cheat your own 
sister, or will you take on the search I must 
abandon? Must all my sacrifices go for 
nothing?” 
 The question came from Martha Tarlac 
with effort. Her dwindling strength was fast 
ebbing, yet, although her voice was but a 
weak whisper and her breathing but a labored 
struggle, her eyes burned with fierce, 
compelling intensity. 
 “I’ll do what I can,” muttered Victor. 
“But who is this man? What did he do? Rob 
you?” 
 “Yes,” said Martha slowly, “he stole 
from me; but he was guilty of cheating and 
pillaging from me far more than money, I 
cannot now tell you, give you all the details. 
After I have gone, you can read in part what 
has been my humiliation. In here you will find 
the story and the proof of the crime that has 
made my life a long, bitter and futile suspense. 
 “I hoped for revenge. Now—does my 
desire outlive me? Will you, before you open 
this case, swear that you will do all in your 
power to find and punish to the full the man 
whose name you will learn when you read 
what I have written?” 
 Victor’s glance shifted from the dying 
woman’s face to the bulky leather case that 
she had taken from beneath her pillow. The 
case was old and fastened with a heavy brass 
lock. What was the secret locked therein? Was 
there written there, the tale of some terrible 
tragedy, or did it only contain the vain 
imaginings of a half-demented, self-deluded 
neurasthenic? 
 These thoughts passed swiftly through 
Victor Tarlac’s mind, and, as he judged from 

the strangeness of the woman’s life, her habits 
of secretiveness and penury, it was reasonable 
to suppose the possibility that her mind had 
failed her, and she had magnified some trivial, 
long past incident into an irreparable, 
unforgivable injury. But the leather case 
suggested a concrete, definite basis, and gave 
color to the mystery that Martha hinted at. 
 Victor looked from the case to the 
black cord that encircled Martha’s neck. He 
remembered that he had once seen hanging to 
that familiar cord a small brass key, and had 
vaguely wondered what it would open. What 
was so precious to Martha that she would 
wear it as one carries a locket containing the 
treasured portrait or memento—of some loved 
friend or relative? The leather case! Even as 
the answer came to Victor, the woman’s 
fingers fumbled with the cord, and she drew 
the key from the neck-band of her nightgown. 
 “You will promise? You will give me 
your word of honor?” she asked. 
 “I will do what I can, but you know it 
costs money to trace a person. I have nothing 
saved from the allowance you have made me.” 
 “I did not suppose you had,” replied 
Martha dryly. “This is not a moment to waste 
in reproaching you for your extravagance. 
Indeed, I have provided for your living for a 
time in luxury. 
 “Undo this knot, I cannot raise myself 
or bear to be lifted. Take the key off the cord 
and—” A spasmodic jerk of her whole body 
stopped Martha Tarlac’s words. A look of fear 
came into her eyes. “Quick!” she gasped. “I—
I have more of—of great importance to tell 
you. Break the cord—you—you—are not—” 
 Even as Victor broke the cord, the 
woman’s head sank back. Her chin pointed 
upward in an unnatural position. A harsh, 
rasping rattle of sound came from her strained 
throat. 
 By the dramatic staging of destiny, the 
snapping of the cord symbolized and 
coincided with the breaking of the frail thread 
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that tethered Martha Tarlac to this life. The 
dead may not hold speech with the living, and 
whatever Martha had to say to Victor would 
remain forever beyond the reach of his 
definite, assured knowledge. He might 
conjecture. He might in the future guess at the 
truth, but he could never be certain that his 
conclusions tallied with Martha’s intended 
revelation. 
 The brass key dropped to the floor, and 
the young man stared uncomprehendingly at 
the quiet, still form. “She—” he questioned 
himself hesitatingly. Then as he felt the leaden 
weight of the hand that lay clenched on the 
coverlet, and studied the immobility of 
Martha’s features, the staring blankness of her 
wide-open eyes, full realization of the truth 
came to him. 
 “She’s gone,” he murmured and 
backed away in momentary awe. The next 
moment he stooped for the key and reached 
for the leather case. One thought, 
apprehensively disquieting, was now 
dominant in his mind, and it was far removed 
from Martha Tarlac’s request. 
 It concerned himself, his future 
welfare. Had the dead woman’s unfinished 
sentence anything to do with the wealth she 
had stated would be his? Had she died and left 
undone some formality? Would some legal 
quibble arise that would deprive him of his 
heritage? 
 Hurriedly inserting the key in the 
leather case, Victor eagerly sought to satisfy 
himself that he would be able to claim the 
money that had excited his awakened cupidity. 
He imagined from Martha’s words that there 
was some paper, will, or document in the case 
that would guarantee him. 
 The case contained several pockets. 
Two were filled with old letters and a small 
notebook bearing the word Diary on the 
cover. The time-yellowed pages of the letters 
were faded and creased. The written lines at 
the beginning of the diary were rusty with age. 

The entries toward the end of the book were 
black, and the date heading the last page 
showed that the dead woman had written it 
during the last few days. 
 Victor observed all this in a quick 
survey, then, without bothering to read more 
than a line here and there, he threw aside the 
diary and the letters, and opened the flap of 
the third pocket. The edges of a closely 
packed sheaf of paper caught his eye. His 
heart leaped and his lips went dry. Prey to a 
combination of hope and fear, he peered 
closer. 
 “Bank-notes!” he whispered in a shaky 
voice. Fifties—hundreds. Four—five thousand 
dollars. What’s this?” 
 Under the elastic band binding the wad 
of bills that Victor held in his hand, was a 
folded slip of paper. It was addressed: Victor 
Tarlac, and the message written on the half-
sheet of paper caused Victor’s lips to curl 
downward in a sneering smile. 
 “She had it all pat,” he murmured as he 
read. “Well, we shall see. I’ve waited a long 
time for this windfall, too long to play the fool 
and throw good money away seeking for a 
man who has probably gone the same route as 
Martha. 
 “It is time I enjoyed myself and saw a 
bit of life. Martha planned well, but it is up to 
me now to dispose of this money as I wish. 
There is nothing to stop me.” 
 Thus, before her body was chilled with 
the touch of death, was Martha Tarlac’s trust 
betrayed. The written word of one whose 
existence is ended, is respected by all but the 
depraved and selfish. Her note expressed in 
plain language her wishes, and allotted the 
money trusted to the young man for certain, 
defined purposes. It ran: 
 
 There is in this packet, over five thousand 
dollars. This is the last of the money I saved and set 
aside to enable me to bring to justice, Frederick Luce. I 
charge you, Victor, to make every effort in your power 
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to carry out my request. Hunt down Frederick Luce. 
The evidence of the great wrong he did me is among 
the letters and records in my diary. I know I have not 
long to live, and I leave this money to you on condition 
that you exert yourself to the best of your ability. 
Expend at least three thousand dollars on the search for 
Frederick Luce. The rest of the money is my free gift 
and recompense to you to do with as you please. 
 
 With a shrug of his shoulders, Victor 
thrust the note in his vest-pocket, tumbled the 
letters and diary into the case and re-locked it. 
 “So much for that junk,” he muttered. 
“This is a different matter.” 
 His last remark referred to the packet 
of bank-notes. These he carefully placed in his 
breast-pocket and buttoned his coat. Then, 
without a backward glance at the woman who 
had benefited him and solemnly pledged him 
to keep faith with her, he left the room. 
 Briefly acquainting the old 
housekeeper with the news that Martha 
Tarlac’s expected death was an accomplished 
fact, he hurried to his rooms. He wanted to go 
through the contents of the case, to carefully 
read the letters and the diary. 
 “Martha was uncommonly artful,” he 
reflected, “and she may have left a trap for 
me. By some trick she may have tied up that 
three thousand. I never could understand her, 
and she’s more of a puzzle to me now she’s 
gone, than she was before. 
 “What a queer woman. Living in that 
poor quarter, posing as a moneyless spinster, 
and saving every nickel. Well, she’s handed 
me five thousand good dollars, and that’s all I 
care about, so long as there’s no hidden string 
attached to it. Who is this Frederick Luce, I 
wonder?” 
 To this and to many other hitherto 
unanswerable questions Victor found many 
speedy solutions; but in no way was his 
sympathy enlisted on Martha’s behalf. No 
desire stirred in him to fulfill her dying 
commands. He thought of her only as a half-
witted, cranky sister. Useful, inasmuch that 

she had paid for his upbringing at boarding-
school, settled the debts he had incurred 
before he was expelled from college, and 
allotted him a small but regular income, while 
he was supposed to be hunting a job. 
 Victor had never heard or bothered to 
inquire about his other relatives. He had no 
memories of his parents, and he had accepted 
the gifts and material kindnesses of Martha as 
a chicken takes corn, or a hog—swill. It may 
have been the great disparity in their ages, it 
may have been caused by his natural 
selfishness; but he had shown no gratitude to 
Martha in the past, and now he felt no 
compunction or twinge of conscience in 
calmly ignoring the conditions attached to the 
money she had left. 
 Behind his smug sense of satisfaction 
was an unsatisfied feeling of mistrust. They 
had never been intimate, and when, on rare 
occasions, Martha had sent for him, she had 
always behaved with cold aloofness. Why had 
she reposed this trust in him? Why had she so 
carefully kept secret her marriage to this 
Frederick Luce? There, among the letters, was 
the wedding-certificate dated twenty-five 
years back. There, too, were the proofs that 
Frederick Luce had absconded with more than 
half of Martha’s fortune. 
 “Even if I could lay my hands on him,” 
thought Victor. “I don’t believe that now, after 
all these years, the law could hold him. 
Besides, I’m not going to waste three 
thousand perfectly good dollars on a manhunt. 
Not while I have an ounce of common sense. 
Guess I’ll go out, get a good dinner, and go to 
the club. A turn at the roulette-wheel may 
make that five thousand into a bit more. 
There’s one thing, I don’t have to pretend any 
sorrow for Martha’s demise.” 
 A tap at his room door, and the 
delivery of a telegram nipped this delightful 
program in the bud, and Victor received his 
first intimation that there were wheels and 
cogs in the machinery of his existence that he 
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was unaware of. The name concluding the 
telegram was familiar to Victor. 
 “Martha’s lawyer,” he murmured with 
disquieting foreboding. “Call at my home at 
once,” he read. “What can he want to see me 
about? I suppose he had been telephoned the 
news about Martha. Has this telegram 
anything to do with my money? I have a great 
mind not to go. Yet—” 
 Unable to remain in ignorance, and 
fearful of forcing some untoward move upon 
the lawyer, Victor hovered indecisively 
between the alternatives of flight or 
compliance with the lawyer’s summons. He 
finally decided to see the lawyer, and, if 
necessary, deny, bluff the matter through. 
 “If he tries to hold me up, or pries me 
loose from this five thou,” he muttered, 
patting the oblong packet of bank-notes, “I’ll 
swear she never gave them to me. I’m sure 
there’s something going that I can’t fathom, or 
that lawyer wouldn’t send for me at this hour 
and expect me to go to his private house.” 
 This was the extent of Victor’s 
forecast of the worst that could happen at the 
coming interview. He was totally unprepared 
and unready for the astounding statement 
made him by the lawyer. 
 Vague, dim suspicion crept into 
Victor’s mind that he was being played with 
and made use of. Some intelligence; greater, 
subtler than his own was directing the moves 
in a series of events that he could not analyze 
to the point of full understanding. 
 

II. 
 
 “MARTHA TARLAC,” stated the 
lawyer, “instructed me, in the event of her 
sudden death, to hand you this letter. I infer 
that you are already partly aware of the 
tragedy that shadowed her youth, and caused 
her to live the life of a recluse. And”—the 
lawyer hesitated as if it irked him to speak 
disparagingly of his late client—“it accounts 

for her somewhat eccentric habits. Have you 
seen her lately?” 
 A slight pause ensued before Victor 
replied. He was taken by surprise, and was 
doubtful if it would be wise to tell the truth or 
a lie. He decided that concealment of his visit 
to Martha would do more harm than good. No 
one had seen her give him the case. No one 
had been witness of his finding of the money; 
but the housekeeper could give testimony that 
he had actually been in Martha’s room at the 
moment of her death. 
 “I left her house shortly after her 
death, about two hours ago.” 
 “Did you see anything of a leather 
case?” 
 A fluttering look of indecision came 
into Victor’s too close-set eyes. The point-
blank question disturbed him, and struck 
directly at his possession of the money that he 
could feel bulging his coat even as he met the 
lawyer’s glance of inquiry. 
 Had Martha Tarlac left a will that 
would rescind her personal gift to him, and 
force him not only to give up the three 
thousand dollars, but the whole amount? This 
was a moment to lie. Victor’s voice was 
steady. He simulated surprise. 
 “Why, no. I saw nothing of the kind. 
Did it contain anything of value?” 
 “That I cannot say for certain; but I 
believe so. Martha Tarlac gave me particular 
instructions to deliver the case into your hands 
should she not be able to do so herself. I 
thought as she had sent for you, that it was 
already in your possession. However, this 
letter may throw some light on the matter.” 
 “Possibly,” muttered the young man as 
he opened the unsealed envelope. It was borne 
upon him that he had needlessly perverted the 
truth. He had told a foolish lie and he must 
stick to it. The few lines contained in the letter 
plunged him into further self-reproach. That 
one major lie was already bearing fruit. He 
was enmeshed in a net of his own weaving. 
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 “The day you find Frederick Luce, my 
lawyer will hand over to you the whole of my 
fortune.” 
 When Victor looked up from the 
perusal of this new and amazing development, 
he saw the lawyer was watching him intently. 
 “You seem surprised,” said the latter. 
“Do you know the man mentioned in Martha 
Tarlac’s letter?” 
 Victor passed his tongue over his dry 
lips. “She told me something about him. 
She—she asked me to find him. Said he had 
defrauded her, embezzled her money and ran 
away from her more than twenty years ago, 
I—I did not pay much attention, for I thought 
she was suffering from some delusion. Some 
fancied injury.” 
 “It is a pity that you took that point of 
view,” said the lawyer quietly. “There was 
much that was peculiar about Martha Tarlac, 
but she was not one to be self-deceived or”—
the lawyer paused—“or to allow any one else 
to play her false. She learned her lesson 
twenty years ago when she was a young, 
inexperienced and trusting girl, and so far as I 
know, Frederick Luce was the only person 
who ever got the best of her. Are you aware 
that she died a very wealthy woman?” 
 “No. How—what do you mean?” 
faltered Victor, now thoroughly befogged and 
aghast at this late revealed view-point of 
Martha. 
 “I mean,” replied the lawyer, “that, 
although Martha Tarlac held herself down in 
strict economy, and apparently lived a retired, 
inactive existence; she engineered and 
controlled some of the biggest real estate deals 
that have been brought off in this city. 
 “A great deal depends on your finding 
the man she mentions. I am sure, from what 
she told me, that the leather case contains 
much that would help you in your search. I 
must again make a thorough search among her 
effects.” 
 “You have already been to her house?” 

 The lawyer nodded and again referred 
to the leather case. 
 “Maybe,” suggested Victor with 
sudden inspiration, “she has hidden it, or 
perhaps it has been stolen. I will go round 
again and see if I can find it.” 
 “We will both go,” said the lawyer 
promptly. “It is most essential, especially to 
you, that it be found.” 
 Victor forced a smile. “If it isn’t,” he 
said tentatively, “I suppose I stand a good 
chance of losing a fortune?” 
 “Over a million,” replied the lawyer. 
 “A million!” gasped Victor. “You 
mean to tell me that Martha was worth that 
amount of money! It is incredible.” 
 “Nevertheless, it is true. As true as it is 
a fact that the money is willed to you 
providing you fulfill certain clearly expressed 
conditions.” 
 “Meaning, I suppose, that I must start 
out on a wild-goose chase. Why couldn’t, she 
employ a detective? Why all this mystery? 
Martha gave me to understand that she was a 
comparatively poor woman. She has played 
the part of an irresponsible. She—” 
 “Pardon,” interrupted the lawyer. “I do 
not agree with you. Martha Tarlac had many 
strange qualities; but she seldom if ever, did 
anything without motive. You may find that 
she has acted with wisdom and far-reaching 
results.” 
 “Possibly,” replied the young man 
sulkily. “Have you the will here?” 
 “No, it is at my office.” 
 “Can I see it to-morrow?” 
 “No. Not until three days are passed.” 
 “More of Martha’s oddness of 
behavior,” thought Victor with self-contained, 
savage resentment. Inwardly he cursed his 
folly in grasping at a paltry five thousand. It 
was clear to him that he must find a way of 
replacing the case in Martha’s room. 
Otherwise, how could he proceed with his 
search for Frederick Luce? How, without 
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branding himself as a liar, could he show the 
proofs of Luce’s guilt? Again, it was quite 
possible that Martha had given the lawyer 
some secret instructions. 
 “Just as I thought,” decided Victor, 
“There’s a string tied to that three thousand 
that would queer me, I must put that case back 
and let Mr. Lawyer find it and hand it over to 
me all over again. That’ll give me a fresh start 
and clear running for that million.” 
 Mightily pleased with this way out of 
his dangerous dilemma, he found excuse to 
return to his rooms and get the case. 
 “The nights are chilly,” he explained to 
the lawyer. “I’ll go and get my overcoat, and 
meet you at Martha’s house. If you have not 
already found it, we’ll have a good look for 
that case.” 
 Resolved to replace the money, rejoin 
the lawyer with all speed and drop the case in 
some corner of the death-chamber, Victor did 
not wait to switch on the light in his room. 
Fumbling in the dark, he opened the drawer 
where he had placed the case. Certain of the 
exact spot where he had left it, he knew 
immediately his seeking fingers did not feel 
the leather, that the case had been moved. 
 Filled with bewildered dismay, he 
sought further; but although he turned out the 
contents of the drawer, he did not find the 
case. Shaken, frantic with helpless impotence, 
he switched on the light. 
 He saw at once that whoever had taken 
the case had come solely for that purpose. 
Other drawers had been opened, his traveling-
trunk and a closet had been searched, but there 
was nothing else missing. The thief had come 
for, had found and taken—only the case 
containing Martha’s letters and diary. 
 What did this imply? Somebody with a 
motive other than direct gain had robbed him. 
Who and why? It was now impossible for 
Victor to go back on his tracks, to undo that 
lie he had told. The money in his pocket, the 
absence of that case, stood between him and a 

fortune such as he had never dreamed of 
possessing. 
 “If I had only waited,” he groaned. “I 
could easily have told the truth and done 
everything above-board. Now, I’m cornered. I 
can’t say a word or seek the help of the police 
or a detective to recover that case. I stand as 
much chance now of landing that million as I 
do of ever getting hold of Luce.” 
 “Luce! And what do you know about 
Luce?” 
 Victor wheeled on his heel at the 
sudden challenge of his muttered words. 
Dumb with surprise he glared at the man who 
stood in the doorway communicating with his 
adjoining bedroom. 
 The stranger met the young man’s look 
with calm effrontery. His watchful gaze did 
not waver. He, the intruder, seemed more at 
ease than the rightful tenant of the room. 
 “What are you doing in here?” 
demanded Victor. 
 “I came for this,” said the other, 
drawing the leather case from beneath his 
coat. 
 “You came for—for that case?” 
stammered Victor. “What right have you to 
it?” 
 The stranger chuckled softly. “Good 
joke,” he murmured. “Very good indeed. I 
think I have every claim to this bag of letters. 
Anyway, I have the right of he who generally 
takes what he wants. I am Frederick Luce.” 
 This assertion aroused in Victor’s 
mind an uneasy significance. The coincidence, 
the manner of Luce’s appearance at this 
inopportune moment, gave Victor the 
sensation of taking an icy-cold plunge 
following a warm bath. 
 The shock was mental, but he went hot 
and cold by turns. The event was too startling, 
too dramatic to be a coincidence. It savored of 
being part of some connected plan. Had 
Martha been cognizant of Frederick Luce’s 
proximity? Immediately on top of this 
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thought, Luce himself provided a 
contradiction. 
 “I followed you here from Martha’s 
place,” he said. “There’s nothing to look 
scared about. I have been watching the house 
for weeks, and when you came out with that 
case, I recognized it, and knew it to be 
extremely likely that it contained something of 
far more importance to me than to you. 
 “It may interest you to know that I 
have only lately come out of prison. The daily 
visits of the doctor acquainted me with the 
news that my wife was seriously ill. Dying, in 
fact, and very naturally I thought it as well to 
hang around on the quiet in case she left me a 
snug little legacy. She was a dutiful, if not 
very loving, wife.” 
 A murderous, vicious gleam shone in 
Victor’s eyes. Was this eleventh hour arrival, 
this old man, a bona-fide claimant to the 
estate? The lawyer had said that Martha’s 
wealth was willed to Victor. Had a criminal, 
but legal husband, prior title to her money? 
 Thrusting this question to one side, 
Victor seized on the main opportunity that was 
staring him in the face. There, within reach of 
his hand, stood the man whom Martha had set 
a price upon. All that was necessary to do was 
to capture him. A delightfully simple way out. 
So thought the young man; but he found that 
planning and execution, are very different 
propositions. 
 There was an air of confidence, a 
suggestion of sinewy strength about this self-
avowed jail-bird that promised difficulties. 
Yet, it was worth risking a good deal to get a 
fair bid for that million. Victor edged nearer, 
and was instantly checked. 
 “No tricks, my friend,” said Luce. “I 
don’t quite get your little game; but to be 
perfectly candid, I don’t care for the look on 
that foxy face of yours. I was born crooked, 
you were born sly. Suppose you introduce 
yourself. How did you wheedle yourself into 
Martha’s confidence?” 

 “She was my sister.” 
 “Your sister! So Martha had a brother, 
eh? That’s another bit of news to me.” 
 Frederick Luce frowned thoughtfully, 
and the instant he relaxed his watchful guard, 
Victor leaped upon him. Greed nerved his 
strength, and a lucky half-arm swing gave him 
the mastery of the situation. 
 Half stunned by the vicious jolt on his 
chin, the older man staggered and went down 
under the volley of blows. During the struggle 
that followed when Victor tried to bind his 
captive’s hands and feet, the front-door bell 
rang, and a caller was allowed to mount the 
stairs unannounced. It was the lawyer. 
 Outside the door of Victor’s room, he 
stood an interested listener. “This,” he 
murmured as he softly opened the door and 
peeped in, “greatly simplifies matters. I shall 
be able to close the books of the Martha Luce 
estate without bothersome delay. She was a 
wonderful woman. A seeress in her 
knowledge and foresight.” 
 Then he added aloud as he stepped into 
the room: “No. Don’t trouble to hide that case, 
Victor. I knew all the time you had it. Martha 
Luce, nee Tarlac, left the full and detailed 
instructions. She even went so far as to give 
me, with the exception of this little scene, a 
word for word prophecy of what has actually 
taken place. 
 “It was no accident that she entrusted 
the case of letters and the money to you just 
previous to her death. She had so planned that 
your title to her whole estate rested entirely 
upon your choice between honest and 
honorable observance of her trust, or betrayal 
or cheatery. Your fitness to inherit her money 
has been tested, and you have failed. You 
were given every opportunity, every incentive 
toward being honorable. You chose to be a 
mean thief. 
 “That lie you told transfers the whole 
of her estate to charity. The complete affair 
was planned. Martha was aware of the exact 
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moment when this man here was released. She 
also knew that he was lurking in the 
neighborhood watching her house. Had you 
proved above temptation, the way would have 
been made easy for you to bring him to my 
office. 
 “He is a blackguard, but there is no 
legal attachment against him now. 
Unconsciously he has played his part in 

bringing out the hereditary taint Martha Luce 
suspected and feared was born in you.” 
 “Born in me!” exclaimed Victor, and 
then added defiantly. “What are you talking 
about? I am a Tarlac.” 
 “Plus your relationship to this man,” 
said the lawyer coldly. “Frederick Luce is 
your father. The woman you looked upon as 
your sister was your own mother.” 

 


