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“No. 1 - HIS SECOND SELF


  
    


  Published in The Penny Illustrated Paper and Illustrated Times, 31
  July, 1909


  THE hard-faced man with the thin, straggling beard and
  shaven upper lip glanced about him with a certain sour contempt. He had no
  approval for this frivolity. He lived by time and rule himself—he was
  partially shaven because his father and grandfather had been so before him;
  he wore an old-fashioned pepper-and-salt suit for the same reason. So long as
  he could remember, he had dined every Sunday at one o’clock on cold beef and
  a cold suet-pudding. He had lived in the same house for sixty years with the
  same polished mahogany, the same hard, strong horsehair chairs, waited on
  practically by the same sour, hard servants. Year in and year out, he had
  travelled the same round to the same dingy office where he made the same
  money almost to a penny, keeping to the same faiths and prejudices. The
  dreary monotony of it had killed his wife, and with her the one touch of
  romance in his grey existence; it had driven his only daughter away (to his
  great anger and indignation), for he regarded his house off Keppel Street as
  the acme of luxury and refinement.


  In his way, Samuel Burton was a type. It is a type happily getting rare
  now, but he was an individuality all the same. The man was rigidly just and
  fair according to his lights, cold and unfeeling and ready always to justify
  some hard deed with appropriate extracts from Holy Writ. That he was lonely
  and unhappy and miserable he did not dream. The knowledge would have
  astonished him. That there was a deep humanity under his hard grey exterior
  would have astonished him still more.


  He had not gone deliberately to the charitable entertainment given by the
  Bloomsbury Thespian Society—he had been more or less drawn there by
  false pretences. By mistake he had found himself in the lesser hall instead
  of the greater one, and, having paid his half-crown, decided, in his
  characteristic way, to get the full benefit of it. A pretty girl dressed as a
  theatre attendant thrust a programme into his hand. He smiled sourly as he
  read it.


  He had not been to a frivolous gathering like this for five-and-twenty
  years. For one brief month in the long ago he had tasted of these insidious
  joys. There were many reasons why he did not care to think of that period
  now. Had he kept clear of that, he would never have married, he would never
  have had a daughter to leave him in his old age. There was another side to
  the model, but Samuel Burton never glanced at that. To do so was to doubt his
  own judgment.


  The first item on the programme was a three-part comedy. It was a light
  and amusing little piece, and it pleased the audience immensely. Burton sat
  it out without the moving of a muscle. It seemed odd that people should laugh
  at that kind of thing. It wasn’t a bit like life either. No woman would be
  such a fool as to cry because her young husband had pretended to forget her
  birthday. Everything in the little comedy depended on that. It seemed silly
  to Burton; it seemed absurd that a pleasant-looking girl by him should wipe
  her eyes as the curtain came down. Burton had no idea that he was watching a
  dainty little masterpiece of French comedy, written by a master of his craft,
  skilled in the art of blending laughter and tears. He could not recognise the
  human document. It was impossible for him to know that the people round him
  were feeling all the better for it. It was all a silly waste of time and
  money.


  A few songs and sketches followed. Then the stage-manager came forward and
  made an announcement. He much regretted the impossibility of producing ‘A
  Novel Engagement,’ as promised by the programme. Miss Vavasour, of the Comus
  Theatre, who had engaged to play the leading part, was too ill to appear. She
  had very kindly arranged for the void to be filled by sending at her own
  expense Mr. Vincent Brook and Miss Elsie Montgomery (his wife) and their
  child, in a sketch of their own, called ‘We Two.’ The performers were new to
  London audiences, but they had played with considerable success in the
  provinces, and Miss Vavasour hoped that the audience would feel that she had
  done rather better for them than would have been the case had she been in a
  condition to appear personally. The audience applauded charitably.


  Samuel Burton had half a mind to get up and go out. He was rather inclined
  to be angry with himself for staying so long. He would have scornfully
  rejected the suggestion that he was interested—that, on the whole, he
  had enjoyed the last sketch. He was just a little startled on glancing down
  his programme to see that the name of the lady in ‘We Two’ was Elsie
  Montgomery. That had been the name of his wife before her marriage. He
  recollected how his father used to scoff at her. The old man had always
  regarded her as a poor, frivolous creature. But the frivolity had not lasted
  long. A sensitive plant of that kind does not flourish in the atmosphere of
  horsehair chairs.


  It was no more than a coincidence, of course. Burton had noticed that the
  theatrical people were fond of names full-flavoured and high-sounding. Still,
  he would just stay and see what this ‘Elsie Montgomery’ was like. The curtain
  went up presently on a dismal-looking low sitting-room in a lodging-house. A
  pale, slender, pretty woman in rusty black was arranging a few faded flowers
  in a jug. She hummed a gay air to herself as she stood back and contemplated
  her handiwork. The air ended on a jarring note, the tears came into her eyes.
  She dropped into a broken chair by the side of a deal table and covered her
  face with her hands. A burst of sobbing came from her heart. A thrill ran
  through the audience. Here was the real thing, the striking of the true
  pathetic note. Burton was stirred, in spite of himself. What was the matter
  with the woman?


  She looked up again and dashed the tears from her eyes. The white face was
  full of defiance. Burton leant forward and grasped the arm of his chair
  tightly. He was looking into the face of the dead and gone Elsie Montgomery.
  He had seen his wife look just like that more than once. It had been her way
  when he had denied her some little harmless pleasure, some break in the
  monotony of her drab existence. Surely, imagination was playing tricks with
  him. It was no more than a chance likeness.


  “If I felt certain,” the woman said, “I would leave him to-night. But how
  do I know?”


  Elsie’s voice! Elsie’s voice, beyond the shadow of a doubt. What was the
  meaning of it? Then gradually it all became plain to Samuel Burton. He was
  watching his own daughter. It was unkind of fate to play this shabby trick
  upon him. For five-and-twenty years he had not been in a place like this, and
  yet the very first time after so long an interval……


  Somebody was asking him to sit down. He realised suddenly that he had
  risen to his feet. As he dropped into his seat again his face flushed. He
  took a grip of himself. Really, it was nothing more than a coincidence. His
  daughter had deliberately chosen her own way, and she must take the
  consequences of her act. She had married a shabby vagabond with her eves
  open. She had foolishly supposed that the man she married had had the making
  of a great painter in him. There was money in art, of course, but not for
  Vincent Brook. He was still in the depths or obscurity.


  Burton did not call this acting at all. It was probably the real thing.
  Doubtless this was the kind of house that Elsie had grown accustomed to. She
  looked as if she was frequently hard-pressed to get a meal. A little child of
  theirs, a tiny tot of a girl, came into the room. She was dressed in white,
  daintily and elegantly dressed, in painful contrast to the mother. Burton
  stirred again uneasily. This was his grandchild, he could remember Elsie
  something like that when she was a child, and she had stood at his knees and
  played with his watch-chain…. What was the matter with his spectacles?


  “Real good stuff, isn’t it?” a man by Burton’s side murmured to his
  neighbour. “Really kind of Kitty Vavasour to stand down and give ‘em a
  chance. Pity to see talent starving.”


  “Is it as bad as that?” the other man asked. “But what’s the matter with
  Brook’s painting?”


  “Didn’t you hear? Why, you haven’t been to the Savage much lately. Poor
  beggar had trouble with his eyes. Just as he was getting on nicely, too.
  Doctor absolutely forbade him to touch a pencil for three years. Said he’d be
  all right at the end of that time. They had to do something, so they put up
  this sketch between them. Yes, the child is their own. They tell me she has a
  cold-hearted old brute of a father somewhere—sort of chap who lives for
  money. He turned her out when she married Brook, and as I told you before,
  they have been starving ever since. Kitty Vavasour got them this chance.
  Pretended that she was ill and couldn’t turn up tonight.”


  In an odd kind of way, Burton found himself echoing the speaker’s
  sentiment. It seemed to him that he was somebody else seated in judgment on
  Samuel Burton’s conduct. No doubt the man was a hard, cold, close-fisted
  individual. He had behaved exceedingly badly to his only child, whose one sin
  was that she married for love. He could see quite plainly now why Brook had
  not been successful. He was following the little play with careful attention.
  He even saw the drift of it before it was entirely plain to the rest of the
  audience, The half-blind Brooks was still deeply in love with his wife. He
  blamed himself deeply for bringing her to her present state of poverty and
  suffering. He did not say as much, but he showed by a score of little acts.
  At the same time he was cold and almost brutal in his manner, as if he were
  trying to force a quarrel on his wife. His idea was to make her leave him and
  go back to her own people. If he could kill her love for him, then his path
  in the future would be so much easier. Surely the audience were very stupid
  not to see this. Burton began to have quite a contempt for them. If folks had
  not a nice appreciation of these fine points, why then did they come to the
  theatre at all?


  In a dim kind of way the heroine grasped what was passing in her husband’s
  mind. The little child held them together by a silken thread; it was on the
  babyish things prattled by her at the moment of crisis that the situation
  became plain. Burton followed it all with an interest that was alert and
  painful. He sat there learning a lesson. Nothing of the kind had come into
  his life before. Of the nobility of sacrifice he had known nil. He seemed to
  see himself stripped of his garb of sham humanity, to be wandering through a
  crowd of angry eyes, naked and ashamed. He saw himself upon the
  stage—the figure of the stern father made up more or less in his own
  likeness coming there to take his daughter back again. The audience hissed
  vigorously. And Burton found himself hissing there with a zest that was all
  his own. Something was the matter with his spectacles again. He saw the stage
  through a mist.


  “A fine bit of realistic acting, Sir,” his neighbour said.


  Burton had nothing by way of reply. It was no acting so far as he was
  concerned. In a few brief moments he was learning the lesson of a lifetime.
  It was such love as this that Elsie Montgomery had brought to him. And he had
  coldly and deliberately turned his back upon it. And he had expected Elsie
  Montgomery’s daughter to sit down to the drab atmosphere of Keppel Street and
  eventually marry a grey counterpart of himself, who only differed from him in
  the measure of his years! He thought of the horsehair chairs and the polished
  mahogany table and hated them with a whole-hearted intensity.


  The fall of the curtain disturbed him. There was no tragedy. A timely bit
  of luck gave to the husband the independence that he craved for. It inclined
  him to throw off the mask and confess what he had done and why—it
  enabled him to refuse the suggestion of the father and show him the door with
  a passion that was slightly in the nature of an anticlimax, but apparently
  human enough to move the audience to a burst of enthusiastic applause….


  Burton stumbled into the street. The touch of cold air on his face, the
  passing of feet brought him to his senses again. In that brief half-hour he
  had learned his lesson. But the facts remained. The time might come when
  Elsie and her child would be independent of him, but that was not yet. In the
  meantime they were starving. He would follow them.


  “Would you kindly tell me what this means, Sir?” Brook asked coldly.
  Burton put up his hand as if to ward off a blow.


  “I have come to make peace,” he said. “I have come to ask you to forgive
  me. I as a hard, practical business machine—now I am a lonely old man
  who realises that he has ruined his life by his own want of charity.”


  He did. He came at length to a narrow street where they lodged. He saw the
  sleeping child carried up the stairs in her father’s arms, he saw the dry
  loaf and heel of cheese that represented a supper for the actor and his wife.
  As he looked in through the open doorway, he saw that Brook depended on his
  wife’s eyes more than his own. He saw the child undressed and put to bed; he
  heard the old weary discussion as to the future. At the mention of his own
  name, he came forward.


  “Would you kindly tell me what this means, Sir?” Brook asked coldly.


  Burton put his hands as if to ward off a blow.


  “I have come to make peace,” he said. “I have come to ask you to forgive
  me. An hour ago I was a hard, practical business machine; now I am a lonely
  old man who realises that he has ruined his life by his own want of charity.
  By accident I saw your little play to-night. By accident there came to me the
  lesson that I needed. I poisoned existence for my wife; I did my best for my
  daughter in the same direction. And, honestly, I thought that I was doing the
  right thing. I sat in that hall to-night and joined the audience in hissing
  and hooting at myself. This is a hard confession for a man of my age to make,
  but it has to be done.”


  Elsie Brook rose to her feet and glanced timidly at her husband. He made
  no sign. Burton could read what was passing through his mind.


  “I can understand,” he said. “I dare say that I should feel as you do. But
  I want to help you if I can. I want to prove to you that your drawing of the
  father’s character is all wrong. And I want the child to stand at my knees as
  Elsie used to do. I’ll promise you that she shall find me a different man to
  the father Elsie remembers. Let us make the story complete, Brook—let
  us give it a happy ending. And you shall go away and nurse your eyesight, you
  shall have the best advice that money can buy, you shall make a name and fame
  for yourself, my boy. And if anybody tells me again that there is no moral
  lesson to be gained in the theatre, why—”


  “Sit down and have some supper,” Brook said drily.


  “Let’s go out and buy it,” Burton said unsteadily. “And after
  to-night—well, well, I won’t make any boast, but you shall see for
  yourselves that the world is worth living in, after all!”
 


“No. 2 - AN “EXTRA TURN”


  
    


  Published in The Penny Illustrated Paper and Illustrated Times, 7
  August, 1909


  THE true story of Audrey Marbowe’s dramatic appearance on
  the variety stage and her subsequent phenomenal success has never been told
  before so far as the pages of a newspaper are concerned. Giles Gilman gives
  the facts occasionally, but only to those that he can trust, and even then he
  has to be in one of his pessimistic moods, when things are going badly and
  there is no gratitude in the world. As all those whose business is connected
  with theatrical matters know, Giles Gilman is the Napoleon of Press agents.
  More than one famous actress of to-day would still be struggling for
  recognition had it not been for the happy inventiveness of Giles Gilman.
  Given a certain amount of brains and beauty, Gilman’s clients were seldom
  failures. His ingenious inventiveness did the rest.


  Two years ago Audrey Marbowe had not been heard of in England—that
  is, so far as the stage is concerned. To-day she can command a salary of four
  hundred pounds a week in London, and more when she goes on a trip to her home
  in the United States. In New York society, however, she had been a familiar
  figure as the only daughter of Cyrus P. Marbowe, the Quinine King, and
  reported to be one of the richest men in America. He possessed a palace on
  Fifth Avenue, a cottage at Newport, a few lines of railway, and other
  necessities of the Transatlantic millionaire. It was said that on his
  daughter’s marriage he was prepared to dower her to the extent of twenty
  million dollars. As she was young and pretty and highly educated, her value
  in the marriage market stood high. She had refused an English duke, and a
  German Prince had gone sorrowfully and empty away.


  Audrey Marbowe had always been a girl of moods. She was volatile and
  changeable, but there was one ambition of hers that always glowed clearly and
  steadily. Her great desire was to be an actress. She possessed histrionic
  talents beyond doubt; she was the bright star of a fashionable amateur club;
  the newspapers said pretty things about her. But Audrey was not unduly puffed
  up by these. She quite understood why the daughter of a millionaire had the
  primrose path swept and garnished for her. She wanted to appear on the
  regular stage and make a name for herself. But here Cyrus P. was adamant. Any
  other extravagant folly he was prepared to pay for. He drew the line at the
  stage. He had on one occasion speculated in theatres, and, in his own
  parlance, he knew something.


  But when a pretty girl with the command of money sets her heart on a
  thing, Fate generally conspires to meet her halfway. Fate in this case took
  the shape of a shrewd, well-dressed, keen-eyed individual, who was known in
  dramatic circles as Giles Gilman. Amongst other extravagances, Audrey had a
  little ‘bachelor’ flat, and there she invited Gilman to tea. She knew
  beforehand that she was entertaining the most astute Press agent in
  America.


  “Now I want you to help me,” she said; “I told you all about myself last
  night. And you have already seen me in several parts. Will I do?”


  “There have been many big reputations built up on a more slender basis,”
  Gilman replied. “There is not the slightest reason why you should not
  succeed. It will cost money, of course. Personally, I should advise you to go
  on as you are. And if your father interferes—”


  “He’s not going to interfere,” Audrey smiled. “I guess that the parental
  battery is spiked. I hope that you can keep a secret, Mr. Gilman.”


  Gilman protested, with justice, that he was the soul of discretion. Audrey
  lent towards him and whispered a few words that caused even the imperturbable
  agent to look surprised.


  “That is about the last thing I should have thought of,” he said. “Still,
  from a business point of view, it simplifies matters exceedingly. You would
  like to appear in London, of course. Say the Majestic. It would be to your
  advantage to start on the vaudeville stage. As Miss Marbowe in the famous
  pearls!”


  Audrey Marbowe clasped her hands together. Here was fame indeed. And the
  little man with the alert eyes was promising it as if it had been the easiest
  matter in the world.


  “I hope you are not making fun of me,” she asked.


  “My dear Madam,” Gilman said gravely, “this is business. We stand here as
  client and agent. I get you this engagement, and you pay me so much money.
  All I want you to do is exactly what you are told, not forgetting the famous
  pearls. The ‘story’ is not yet complete, but I shall get it fixed up in a day
  or two, when I will write you fully and definitely. To try and get an
  engagement off-hand at the Majestic would be a mere waste of time. Besides, I
  never ask favours. I prefer to confer them.”


  Gilman departed without saying any more, and for the next three weeks
  Audrey Marbowe saw him no more. Neither did he write her a line. But she
  noticed that the papers had a good deal to say about her famous pearls, round
  which something in the nature of a romance had been woven. They were just the
  kind of paragraphs that the exchanges were after.


  At the same time, the Press had a certain amount to say as to one Lola
  Cortez, a Spanish-American, who seemed to be making a considerable name for
  herself in San Francisco. A week ago nobody had heard of her. Now she began
  to be talked about everywhere. She appeared to be one of those fortunate
  persons who ‘arrive’ in the course of a single night. It would be an
  interesting study to work up the psychology of these artistic and literary
  cuckoos.


  There were alert managers on the lookout for new talent who would write to
  California asking questions and suggesting terms. But, apparently, they were
  too late. It was understood that Lola Cortez had accepted an engagement to
  appear in London in two months’ time. Audrey Marbowe read all this with a
  certain interested jealousy. How lucky some people were, and how easily they
  seemed to get their chance! She was still speculating over this philosophy
  when a bulky letter from Gilman reached her. She was urged to read it again
  and again, until she had it practically by heart. After that, she was to
  destroy the letter, and do just as she was told therein.


  Two days later the New York papers came out scarred and striped with
  scare-heads. Old man Marbowe had gone down. There had been a sharp financial
  crisis, and the house of Marbowe had gone under. The Quinine King, instead of
  being worth millions, was worth nothing. On the contrary, there was a deficit
  of many millions. The air was heavy with sinister rumours. Marbowe would be
  lucky if he escaped an indictment for forgery and fraud. He was at present
  lying on a sick-bed in a state of utter prostration.


  All this appeared in double columns.


  In parallel double columns, Miss Audrey Marbowe figured with equal
  prominence. She had for ever turned her back on the delights and frivolities
  of society for the fascinations of the stage. That would be definitely her
  career in the future, She was on the eve of sailing in the ‘Pacific’ for
  England to fulfill an engagement at a leading theatre. The fact that Signora
  Lola Cortez was travelling to Europe on the same boat was merely mentioned in
  a curt paragraph on the leader page. It was rather hard upon Miss Cortez, but
  circumstances were against her. As her Press agent, Giles Gilman openly
  deplored the fact.


  He stepped on board the ‘Pacific’ with the object of offering a few
  well-chosen words of condolence to Miss Marbowe. She came forward, her grief
  chastened by a certain joy, a bundle of papers under her arm. There was a
  gleam in her eye that Gilman did not fail to notice.


  “Say, isn’t it fine?” she whispered. “I guess you understand how to work
  things. Miss Cortez—”


  Gilman was going to say good-bye to Miss Cortez also. She had gone down to
  her cabin a little time before. But Miss Cortez took so much finding that
  Gilman found himself the victim of a great annoyance. The ‘Pacific’ started
  whilst he was still aboard. Much against his will, he was destined to remain
  where he was until the boat reached Liverpool. No doubt he could manage to
  borrow a wardrobe, and assuredly he was very fortunate in that direction. He
  turned out so smartly and so immaculately that he might have had a
  portmanteau smuggled on board. One never can tell.


  It was next day that the tragic discovery was made. Miss Marbowe was
  nowhere to be found! The boat was ransacked from one end to the other; the
  painful tragedy ran from lip to lip. And nobody could throw any light on the
  mystery. Miss Marbowe had come on board without a maid; she had engaged one
  to meet her in Liverpool. She had not appeared at dinner the first night,
  alleging that the motion of the boat had given her a headache. As she did not
  show up at breakfast, the door of her cabin was forced and found to be empty!
  Long before the boat reached Liverpool the distressing story of Miss
  Marbowe’s suicide was told by Marconi-gram. On the arrival of the ‘Pacific’,
  the passengers were confronted with the whole story.


  In a sorrowful frame of mind, Gilman accompanied his second client to
  London. Now that the bright particular star had fallen from the sky, he was
  fain to be content with the minor planet. He would do great things for her,
  of course, but nothing like he had anticipated in the case of Miss
  Marbowe.


  The management of the Majestic had not been idle. They were prepared to
  give Miss Cortez a good run for her money, and they had billed her
  extensively. She appeared in due course, and, on the whole, had no occasion
  to be disappointed with her reception. According to the papers, she was an
  actress of far more than the average merit. Her dresses were exquisite and
  jewels superb. The lady writers were quite enthusiastic over her pearls.


  A moment later the manager, pale and agitated, came forward to explain. “A
  most unfortunate thing has happened,” he said. “An extraordinary mistake on
  the fart of the police. They allege that Signora Cortez’s pearls are actually
  the property of the late Miss Marbowe, the famous American beauty who
  disappeared from the ‘Pacific’ some days ago.”


  The people at the Majestic were perfectly satisfied. A great house had
  gathered on the third night to see the new ‘star’ from South America. Miss
  Cortez had sung her first song and had come forward with the intention of
  giving an encore, when she was suddenly drawn aside and the curtain fell.
  London audiences are not accustomed to be treated in this fashion, and they
  signified their disapproval vigorously. A moment later the manager, pale and
  agitated, came forward to explain.


  “A most unfortunate thing has happened,” he said. “An extraordinary
  mistake on the part of the police. They allege that Signora Cortez’s pearls
  are actually the property of the late Miss Marbowe, the famous American
  beauty who disappeared from the ‘Pacific’ some days ago. The Signora is
  accused stealing the pearls, if nothing worse. The thing is a hideous
  blunder, of course, but in the circumstances, ladies and gentlemen; you will
  see why Signora Cortez cannot sing again to-night. I am quite sanguine that
  she will appear before you again to-morrow.”


  Here was a sensation the like of which the theatrical world had never seen
  before. The morning papers were devoted to very little else. The afternoon
  edition came out with fresh details with nothing in them. The Signora had
  been charged at Bow Street, and finally remanded on bail. The next day the
  ‘Daily Mail’ had solved the problem. Possibly, a long interview with Giles
  Gilman, and the interchange of a pink slip of paper, had something to do with
  it.


  It really was an astounding story. To begin with, the lady known as Lola
  Cortez had been charged with stealing her own properly. As a matter of fact,
  there was no such person as the Cortez. She had existed merely in the
  imagination of the agent who was acting Miss Marbowe. The paragraphs from San
  Francisco were mere fakes, invented so as to get at the management of the
  Majestic. Directly the engagement had been entered into Lola Cortez vanished
  into the air. Somebody in her name had taken a cabin in the ‘Majestic’ and
  some luggage followed. Miss Marbowe had not vanished overboard—she had
  simply disguised herself and taken possession of Lola Cortez’s cabin. From
  that moment she was Lola Cortez, and Miss Marbowe ceased to exist. She had
  done this partly to get her on the London stage, and partly because she found
  that at the last moment her father’s creditors might seize the pearls. She
  had always intended, of course, to disclose her real identity after her
  reputation was made. Where she had made the mistake, of course, was to wear
  her pearls.


  The effect of all this can easily be imagined. The ‘Majestic’ was packed
  from floor to ceiling for weeks afterwards, and Miss Marbowe, nee Cortez, was
  earning her own salary. In any case she was worth her money, for there was no
  question as to her abilities and talent. At the same time there was no
  disguising the fact that luck was all on her side. Undoubtedly she was born
  to success, but in ordinary circumstances she would never have found herself
  at the outset on the crest of a wave. On the whole, she accepted the
  situation with modesty and humour. But she would have nothing further to do
  with Gilman. He had been paid handsomely, and there was an end of the matter.
  It was this base ingratitude that caused him to tell the story to discreet
  ears in moments of expansion.


  “Of course, I worked the whole thing,” he was wont to explain. “Directly
  she told me that her father was on the verge of a smash I began to see my
  way. I invented Lola Cortez, and got all those pars in the papers about her.
  Then I settled the other details after I managed to get ‘Lola’ on the
  ‘Majestic.’ It was easy for her to slip away in the confusion of sailing.
  Everything was ready for Audrey Marbowe there. She had only to change cabins
  and disguise herself—it was especially simple as nobody on the boat
  knew either of them. The real touch of genius came in over the pearls. It was
  I who dropped an anonymous letter to the police over the pearls, and I laid
  my plans to get the arrest made at the proper dramatic moment. The father’s
  creditors business was all bosh. And naturally the manager of the ‘Majestic’
  saw his chance. And I’m bound to say that he was not ungrateful. The story
  slipped out so naturally that the English public never saw that it had been
  gulled. Everybody wanted to see Audrey Marbowe, and she, to do her justice,
  was quite equal to the occasion. If she hadn’t got the right stuff in her I
  should never have taken a hand. I’ve done very well out of it, but hang it, I
  hate ingratitude and I told her so. And now there is nothing more for me than
  a cold bow when we meet. Says it is necessary to be discreet.”


  “She’ll marry you in the end, my boy,” one of the listeners said
  prophetically. “When women treat a man like that they always end by marrying
  him.”


  Gilman shook his head as he took a fresh cigarette.


  “I shall never marry,” he said firmly. “I shall never play the game again.
  If I did so there is a little girl in a company up North that
  fairly—what are you fellows laughing at now?”
 


“No. 3 - “NOT IN THE BILL”


  
    


  Published in The Penny Illustrated Paper and Illustrated Times, 14
  August, 1909.


  WHEN young Lord Strandford came or age there were
  festivities in honour of the occasion at Strandford Park, the family seat in
  Loamshire. As everybody knows, the Mepherhams are an extremely good old
  family, somewhat simple and unaffected, and by no means meriting the title of
  ‘up-to-date.’ As a matter of fact they would have resented anything of the
  kind as suggestive of the modern financier of Teutonic origin, the like of
  which would have had a poor chance of obtaining admission beyond the gates of
  Strandford Park—unless they came on Mondays and Fridays to see the
  pictures.


  Therefore it was considered a daring innovation on Lady Challenger’s part
  when she suggested theatricals. An amateur performance was not in her mind at
  all—greatly daring, she wanted to have a professional company, and a
  drama performed by them in the Rubens Gallery.


  Lord Challenger raised no objection, provided that the expense was not too
  great. Dramatic ‘stars,’ of course, were out of the question. How to set
  about it was hardly less difficult a matter. Almost in despair, Lady
  Challenger wrote to a friend who had a position almost unique as a leading
  amateur. Really the thing was quite simple, the reply came. Lady Challenger
  had only to state her requirements in a letter to Blank’s Dramatic Agency,
  1194, Strand, and the thing was done. She would be able to pick her own play,
  and, as Strandford Park was on a main line, the whole company could catch the
  down express and be back in London by half-past one. All trains could be
  stopped by signal at Strandford Park Station. The rest was merely the signing
  of the necessary cheque.


  Really it was delightfully simple. Messrs. Blank were quite willing to
  supply a competent cast, they had the honour of submitting some comedy-dramas
  for her Ladyship’s selection. The fee would be so much, and Messrs. Blank
  would produce the play, erect the stage, and generally manage the
  proceedings.


  Like most simple-minded ladies who pass most of their time in the country,
  Lady Challenger was of a romantic turn. She wanted a pretty play with
  considerable emotion in it. She finally made selection of a piece founded on
  an incident in one of Wilkie Collins’ novels—the story of a persecuted
  woman who suffered punishment for the crime of another. It really was a
  pretty story, and Lady Challenger shed tears over the woes of Hester Walters,
  the innocent convict.


  She was interested in women convicts, and, indeed, she knew something of
  their habits. The female prison at Oldchester was only four miles away, and
  Lady Challenger was one of the visitors. No doubt this fact influenced her in
  choosing the play.


  Messrs. Blank’s representatives duly appeared, a pretty little stage was
  elected in the Rubens Gallery, the invitations were out, and the programme
  printed. The dramatic performance was the culminating point in a long day’s
  festivities. There was a cricket match against the Free Foresters in the
  Park, a dinner for the workmen on the estate at mid-day, and a children’s
  fete in the afternoon. The house was filled to its utmost capacity. At four
  o’clock most of the talented cast arrived, and immediately proceeded to dine.
  Lady Challenger was pleased to be present.


  “I hope you have a good company, Mr. Trenor?” said her Ladyship.


  “I can confidently say so, Lady Challenger,” Mr. Vernon Trenor, the
  stage-manager smiled. “To all practical purposes we have a London company. We
  are all artists. Most of us are under contract to the big managers—we
  accept these engagements by special arrangement.”


  Lady Challenger smilingly accepted the assurance. Everything appeared to
  be going very smoothly indeed. And really these good people looked very nice,
  quite presentable. It was astonishing what a lot of well-bred people took to
  the stage nowadays! Still, Lady Challenger was just a little displeased. She
  had particularly desired a few words with ‘Hester Walters,’ and that heroine
  not yet arrived.


  “She could not possibly come down with the rest of us,” the manager
  explained. “She has a sick relative with whom she desired to stay until the
  last moment. We brought her dresses with us and she will be here herself by
  the 7.46, which stops here. She knows that it is only a few minutes’ walk
  across the park. I am sorry that your Ladyship should be disappointed.”


  “You see I am acquainted with real convicts,” Lady Challenger smiled. “I
  am a frequent visitor at Oldchester Prison. Some most interesting cases
  there, I assure you. Not real criminals, but poor creatures unable to resist
  a sudden temptation.”


  “Wasn’t there an accident at Oldchester last night?” Trenor asked.


  “Oh, yes; might have been very serious indeed, Mr. Trenor. An escape of
  gas and an explosion that wrecked part of the building. Happily, no lives
  were lost, though some of the creatures were badly hurt. I’m told that they
  are in a sad state of confusion.”


  Lady Challenger tripped away, having seen that her guests were made free
  of the house. She was pleased to find that they afforded quite an attraction
  in themselves. There were young people present who were glad of the chance of
  talking to real actors and actresses. They spread over the lovely old
  grounds, they explored the woods and shrubberies, relating their experiences
  to knots of appreciative listeners.


  Trenor stared at her with open-mouthed amazement. “But I don’t
  understand,” he stammered, “You are Miss Hillhouse at all.”


  As the hour for the performance drew near Mr. Trenor began to feel
  anxious. It was a little past the time now and Miss Hillhouse, who was down
  to play ‘Hester Walters,’ had not put in an appearance. If she had missed her
  train, then the performance would be spoilt. Fortunately, she did not come on
  till the middle of the first act, so that the curtain could go up without
  her. She came presently, in the nick of time, breathless and full of
  apologies. The train was late, she had missed the pathway in the gathering
  darkness, and had had a nasty fall over some brambles. She had managed to
  blunder into a boggy marsh, so that she was splashed and muddy. The long coat
  that hid her from head to foot was a mass of clay.


  Trenor stared at her with open-mouthed amazement.


  “But, I don’t understand,” he stammered. “You are not Miss Hillhouse at
  all. In that case—”


  “I quite forgot to explain,” the newcomer gasped. “Miss Hillhouse could
  not come at the very last moment. She was detained, and telephoned to Messrs.
  Blank, who sent for me at once. Fortunately, I have played the part quite
  recently, so you need not be nervous on that score. Mr. Blank gave me my
  instructions, and I came as fast as I could. My name is Hill.”


  “Almost the same as Hillhouse,” Trenor smiled. “I haven’t had the pleasure
  of meeting you before.”


  “I am Australian,” Miss Hill explained. “I have been touring in America
  and Africa. I only arrived in London a week ago. I suppose I shall be able to
  manage with my predecessors outfit and make-up. I presume that it is here.
  Let me get to my dressing-room at once. And could you procure me a few
  sandwiches and a glass of champagne? I missed my dinner to-day, intending to
  dine late, and I had to come away without a meal at all.”


  Trenor was only too delighted. The anxiety was off his mind now, and
  everything was going smoothly. Miss Hill ate her sandwiches and drank her
  champagne with a fine healthy appetite. Trenor examined her make-up with an
  approving eye. Miss Hillhouse’s convict-dress fitted her as if it had been
  made on purpose. There was no mistake about the strength and power of her
  performance either. Miss Hillhouse had been just a little too refined and
  ladylike for the part. The audience seemed to feel it too. They were quite
  carried away by the force and fire of the wronged heroine’s acting. When the
  curtain fell on the first act there was a perfect hurricane of applause from
  the stalls and from the packed mass of farmers and tenantry behind. Lady
  Challenger came fussing into the dressing-rooms in her kindly way, bent upon
  making the acquaintance of Miss Hill.


  “We are charmed—delighted!” she said. “Really, you carried us right
  away. And I understand that you were so good as to come here at the very last
  moment. And you have had nothing since lunch but a few poor sandwiches and a
  glass of wine. Have you a long wait now?”


  “Not more than half an hour,” Miss Hill explained. “I don’t have to change
  my dress at all.”


  “Capital!” Lady Challenger explained. “Then you will have time to get a
  proper meal. The house is more or less in a state of chaos, so I make no
  apology for asking you to have supper in my dressing-room. I have had it set
  out for you there. I will take you there myself, and I will arrange for the
  call-boy to fetch you directly you are required. Only you must not mind if I
  do not remain with you—I have so many little duties to attend to.”


  Miss Hill appeared to be overwhelmed by all this kindness. Indeed, it was
  a great deal more than she had any right to expect. And, after all, she was
  only doing what she was paid to do. Out in Australia and South Africa she had
  really known what hardships were. Nevertheless, she was quite ready to avail
  herself of this pleasing hospitality. She had a splendid appetite, and the
  sandwiches had not gone very far. One point she was firm upon—she was
  not going to trespass too far on Lady Challenger’s good nature. She quite
  understood how busy the latter must be.


  “Please do not consider me for a moment,” she said. “I have given you too
  much trouble already. I shall not feel comfortable until you return to your
  guests, Lady Challenger. They will call me directly my presence is needed on
  the stage again. Please, please do not wait.”


  Lady Challenger took the speaker at her word. The performance went its
  smooth way until the final fall of the curtain and the inevitable triumph of
  virtue over vice. Then Miss Hill hurried upstairs, just as she was, to finish
  her supper, coming down finally to the dressing-rooms after everybody had
  gone. She was some considerable time in removing her ‘make-up’ and changing
  into everyday gait again. In this she good-naturedly refused the services of
  a dresser.


  “I am not going to keep you another moment,” she said. “I should have come
  down before. Go away and get your supper with the rest of them. Tell Mr.
  Trenor that I shall not be more than half an hour at the outside. If only I
  had a clean pair of shoes—”


  By this time the members of the theatrical company had mingled in the
  supper-room with the rest of the guests. Lady Challenger was beginning to
  wonder what had become of Miss Hill. At the same moment the portly, dignified
  old butler approached Trenor with a certain suggestion of haste, and
  whispered something in his ear. The message appeared to be slightly
  incredible.


  “The thing is impossible,” he said. “It is a joke, a mistake on somebody’s
  part.”


  “Perhaps it is, Sir,” the butler said. “All the same, I shall be glad if
  you will come and see the young woman for yourself. She is very persistent in
  what she says, Sir.”


  Trenor hurried away into the morning-room. There he found a somewhat
  dishevelled young lady, whose eyes were full of indignant tears. Her dress
  appeared to be considerably damaged.


  “Miss Hillhouse!” Trenor gasped. “What is the meaning of this,
  please?”


  “I only wish that I could tell you,” the girl said faintly. “I was coming
  across the park to-night when a woman encountered me. I stopped to speak to
  her and she promptly threw me down. She had a knife in her hand, and she
  threatened to kill me if I called out. She pushed my handkerchief in my
  mouth, and bound me fast with some rope that she had found somewhere. And
  there I lay, half dead, till some men found me and brought me here. They were
  poachers, I expect, for they did not stop. Then I rang the bell and saw the
  butler, and—well, here I am.”


  Tenor did some rapid thinking in the next few moments. In the first place,
  he desired to see Miss Hill without the lease delay. Miss Hill, strange to
  say, had left the house. She had gone away without the formality of saying
  good-bye, she had helped herself to certain choice articles from Lady
  Challenger’s wardrobe, including a complete outfit of lingerie and shoes. It
  was some little time before Lady Challenger could understand the real state
  of affairs. But it began to come home to her presently, after a brief but
  painful interview with her maid. Not only was Miss Hill and a portion of her
  wardrobe missing, but a valuable selection of jewels could not be found. They
  had gone also.


  “But how was it managed?” the bewildered hostess asked. “How did she know,
  and how did she—”


  “May I make a suggestion?” Trenor asked. “I have an idea. It is just
  possible that, during the confusion following the explosion at Oldchester
  Prison, one or more of the convicts escaped. The fact might have only just
  been found out. If Lord Challenger will telephone to the prison he may find
  that my surmise is correct. Evidently the escaped convict is an actress. She
  was probably hiding in the grounds to-day, and heard all that she needed to
  know. A chance conversation gave her the idea. She wanted a change of
  garments and a good meal. There was a certain amount of risk in the whole
  business, but it was worth taking. The part of Hester Walters is one familiar
  to most emotional actresses who travel with stock companies. Really, it was
  quite easy.”


  Lord Challenger returned to the library presently with a grave face.


  “Mr. Trenor is quite right,” he explained. “I got the Governor of the
  prison on the telephone. It appears that two of the women are missing. One is
  Louisa Reynards, an Australian who has had a deal of experience on the stage.
  After hearing this I had the dressing-room searched, and surely enough I
  found the real convict garb worn by the impudent impostor. She actually came
  here in her convict-dress, with Miss Hillhouse’s cloak over it. But she
  cannot be far away.”


  “I expect she is,” Trenor said. “A woman like that generally knows a thing
  or two. There are at least two score of motors in the stables belonging to
  your various guests. Miss Reynards either took one of these on her own hook,
  or she persuaded one of the drivers to take her, say, as far as Barham
  Junction, where she could easily get a train to town. Once there, it is
  pretty certain that she can find friends to help her, especially as she has
  jewels that she can turn into money. I only hope that your Lordship will not
  blame us for the disaster.”


  Lord Challenger was a just man, and he didn’t. One of the cars was
  missing, to return at the end of an hour and a half with an explanation that
  fitted in with what Trenor had suggested. Lady Challenger listened ruefully;
  she had no hope of seeing the actress or the jewels again, and in this she
  was not destined to a pleasant surprise.


  “It has been a successful day, all the same,” she told her husband. “But I
  don’t think I shall try theatricals in the future. They are a little too
  dramatic for my taste.”
 


“No. 4 - THE PLAGIARIST


  
    


  Published in The Penny Illustrated Paper and Illustrated Times, 21
  August, 1909


  WILLOUGHBY HARCOURT was holding forth in that silvery voice
  of his which had such a fascinating charm, especially where the women were
  concerned. His appearance was as picturesque as his career had been.
  Everybody who took the slightest interest in theatrical matters knew his
  story. His father had been an actor of repute in his day; he had been killed
  abroad in a duel arising out of a passionate love affair. His mother had been
  the beautiful, headstrong Lady Gertrude Maltravers, who had married Harcourt
  in the teeth of the most bitter opposition on the part of her
  family—only to find herself a widow two years later. At fifteen,
  Willoughby Harcourt had been left quite alone in the world to make his own
  way. He had graduated through a strolling theatrical company to a position as
  the finest romantic actor of his day. To all outward seeming he was
  prosperous enough; he had his own theatre, and more or less a hand in his own
  plays. There were certain people in the inner circle who said that Harcourt
  was no more than the paid servant of a syndicate, drawing a salary and
  percentage on the takings. And according to these quidnuncs there had been
  very little profit lately. There were others still less charitable who
  declared that Harcourt was a good bit of a scamp.


  Despite all this, he was a popular figure everywhere. His keen, handsome,
  boyish face and white hair carried him swimmingly. To get his acceptance to a
  dinner invitation was regarded as a high compliment, and Lady Mannington
  seemed to appreciate the fact.


  It was Sunday night and there were only half-a-dozen round the table, all
  told. The oval table was one mass of pink orchids and pink-shaded lights. The
  dinner proceeded with that smooth elegance on which Lady Mannington prided
  herself. The coffee and cigarette stage had arrived. The hostess preferred to
  take this interval at the table, so incidentally did Willoughby Harcourt. He
  liked to lounge there and talk, he liked the artistic confusion of silver and
  red wine and the litter of fruit before him. It was the hour when he talked
  best.


  He had the conversation pretty well to himself, as usual. He was more than
  usually interesting too, for he was talking of a new play produced for the
  first time the night before in Manchester. As this was Sunday, only the
  barest details had appeared in the Sunday paper. The listeners were following
  every detail eagerly, none more eagerly than Dorothy Nation.


  As a matter of fact, she had no right there at all. She was by way of
  being Lady Mannington’s secretary: she wrote her ladyship’s letters and
  invitations, she played her accompaniments—for Lady Mannington was
  really musical and a composer of more than average merit. Somebody had fallen
  out at the very last minute, and Lady Mannington hated a blank at the dinner
  table. Half good-naturedly, half-imperiously, she had commanded her
  companion’s attendance.


  “Really a fine play, though perhaps I ought not to say it,” Harcourt
  murmured. “Still, that was the opinion of Manchester last night.”


  “Who is the author?” somebody asked. “Is Eugene Malet an assumed
  name?”


  “Or is it spell Willoughby Harcourt?” somebody else suggested.


  Harcourt smiled in a distinctly non-committal manner. He made no
  denial.


  “I should prefer not to answer that question,” he said. “For some occult
  reason, the British public looks with a cold eye upon actor-managers who
  write plays. It is their firm belief that somebody else does the work. I am
  not saying that there is no foundation for this. No doubt, Mr. Eugene Malet
  will disclose himself at the proper time.”


  The diners glanced at one another significantly. No doubt existed in the
  mind of one of them. Willoughby Harcourt had added another laurel to his
  crown. It was very modest of him to speak like this. He went on now to
  discuss the plot of the play.


  “I flatter myself that the theme is extremely original,” he said. “It’s no
  novelty to have two men in love with the same woman, but in this case the men
  are father and son. The father has all the money, of course. He is under
  fifty, and a lover that any girl might be proud of. His son is twenty-six,
  and he is equally well endowed by Nature. He takes his father into his
  confidence, never dreaming for a moment what the latter’s feelings are. Like
  most sons, he looks upon his father as a bit of a fogey. The father makes no
  kind of a struggle to control his feelings, and he deliberately sets out to
  conspire against the young man’s happiness. Unless he does that he knows that
  he has no chance. He gets the girl’s father in his power, and sends him, a
  fugitive from justice, to Australia. The girl’s parent thinks that there is a
  warrant out for his apprehension, and so does the girl. The time comes when
  she can save her father, and give him back the good name (which, as a matter
  of fact, he has not lost), by going out to Australia. It is a case of ‘twixt
  love and duty.’ Finally, duty conquers, as the father of the hero means that
  it should. The girl’s father has gone away in an assumed name, and letters
  from him fall into the hands of the hero that makes it seem as if the heroine
  has fled to join an earlier lover. Then the action of the play is removed to
  Australia—to Melbourne. There is a painful scene in which the heroine
  (who has learnt many things) sees her lover through an open window talking to
  a girl—”


  The girl blushed deeply. Lady Mannington was regarding her with cold
  displeasure. “Really, I am very sorry,” she said contritely. “I—I was
  carried away by the story. I must have read this much in one of the Sunday
  papers.”


  “The girl his a necklace in her hand,” Dorothy Nation interrupted eagerly.
  “It is a necklace which at one time the hero had offered to—I beg your
  pardon.”


  The girl blushed deeply. Lady Mannington was regarding her with cold
  displeasure.


  “Really, I am very sorry,” she said contritely. “I—I was carried
  away by the story. I must have read this much in one of the Sunday
  papers.”


  “Did you?” Harcourt asked with his most fascinating smile. “I did not
  think that they had been quite so enterprising. I thought I had seen them
  all, too. It is very good of you to follow my little story so closely. What
  was I saving? Oh, the incident of the necklace…… When the hero’s father
  dies, as he does after a brief but painful illness, the story of his perfidy
  come out. It is at this point that the real dramatic grip of the story begins
  from……”


  But Dorothy Nation was no longer listening. Her thoughts were far enough
  away at that moment. There was another story being played here under the eyes
  of the actor-manager, and he was taking a part in it, had he only known it.
  And the story was far more intensely human, had he but understood. Dorothy
  came to herself with a start; the outline of the play was finished; Lady
  Mannington and her guests were going further on. A quarter of an hour later
  and Dorothy had the house in Stratton Street practically to herself. There
  was small chance of Lady Mannington returning for the next hour or two. The
  girl moved impulsively towards the door.


  “I’ll do it,” she exclaimed. “I’ll go as far as the Barbarian Club and see
  Mark German—he is always there on Sunday nights. I’ll get him to help
  me to find ‘Eugene Malet.’ There is just a chance that I may find my
  happiness yet. And to think that that man could be such a mean thief! With
  his reputation, too! Well, we shall see.”


  It was not so very late yet, so that Dorothy decided to walk as far as the
  Barbarian. She was fortunate enough to find the popular theatrical agent on
  the premises. He came to her at once. He was a pleasant-looking man with a
  clear eye and a firm square jaw.


  “Dorothy Nation!” he exclaimed. “What do you want at this time of
  night?”


  “I came to ask you a great favour,” the girl said. “I want you to help me
  for the sake of the old time when you and my father were friends. You always
  said you would. You are the one man in England who knows most of my story; I
  owe my present situation to you. You helped me when I came back to England
  from Australia broken-hearted and penniless. You never told anybody
  else?”


  “My dear child, what a question! As if I should betray your confidence in
  that way!”


  “I know, I know. Pray forgive me. Do you know, I heard my story repeated
  almost word for word in Stratton Street to-night. It came from the lips of
  Willoughby Harcourt. I was so startled and alarmed that I nearly betrayed
  myself. Fancy my having to sit there at dinner whilst Harcourt related the
  tale of Herbert Stirling and his father!”


  “Do you mean to say that the man was talking at you?”


  “Oh, no. He was repeating the plot of his play produced in Manchester last
  night. As you know, it is a new play written by a man who appears on the
  programme as Eugene Malet.”


  “Practically the same thing as if it were Harcourt’s name. Go on.”


  “Mr. German, Willoughby Harcourt never wrote that play. He insinuated
  to-night that he was the author of it, but he lied. The play is based
  entirely upon the vile conspiracy by which Herbert Stirling’s father came
  between his son and myself, it is woven into the play—it is the play
  itself. And the only two living people who know that story to-day are Herbert
  Stirling and myself. That Herbert would divulge the details to anybody else I
  decline to believe. At the present moment he is somewhere in the world
  looking for me; I should look for him, only I am a poor girl, and I have my
  living to get. I began to fear that Herbert was dead; but I know better now.
  He is not dead, because he is the man who wrote the play now being rehearsed
  at the Apollo, under the name of Eugene Malet. He always had an ambition that
  way, probably he has gone abroad again, having expressed his determination
  never to return to England. He sent the play to Willoughby Harcourt, and he
  liked it. He is going to tacitly accept the suggestion that he wrote it. With
  his reputation—”


  “Yes, I know what you are going to say,” German observed thoughtfully.
  “Harcourt’s reputation is none too good amongst those of us who are behind
  the scenes. More than once he has had a play written to order that contained
  ideas from dramas forwarded to him by aspirants. I’ll go and see him if you
  like, and try and get a general admission out of him. But I’m afraid that is
  not much use unless I have some facts to go upon. Something startling, I
  mean.”


  “Then I’ll give them to you,” Dorothy whispered. “I am positive that the
  end of the play has been altered so as to make a happy curtain. Go and see
  Mr. Harcourt, and ask him why he left out the scene that followed after the
  heroine sees the other girl with the necklace in her hand. Herbert Stirling
  may not have used that incident, but I feel absolutely sure that he did. It
  was too dramatic to be overlooked. It is a game of bluff you have to
  play.”


  German looked at his watch. Apparently he had come to a decision.


  “I’ll do it to-night,” he said. “Harcourt always spends half-an-hour at
  the Colly Cibber Club before he turns in. I’ll go and catch him in the
  smoking-room. It is just possible that our fascinating friend will fall into
  the trap. You go back home, my dear, and I’ll let you know the result of the
  interview as soon as possible.”


  An hour or so later German strolled into the smoking-room of the Cibber.
  The place was deserted save for Willoughby Harcourt and one other member. A
  little time afterwards the actor-manager and the prominent theatrical agent
  were alone together.


  “By the way,” German said breezily, “I’ve got to congratulate you on
  another brilliant success. I’ve just seen Tuson, who ran up to Manchester to
  do the show for his paper. He gave me quite a vivid account of the story.
  Founded on fact, I am given to understand. But I fancy you made a mistake in
  cutting out the scene after the heroine sees the girl with the necklace in
  her hand.”


  Harcourt stood smilingly there; his vanity was soothed. His mind was full
  of his play; he could see nothing of the artfulness of the suggestion. He
  walked blindly into the trap.


  “I had to cut it out,” he said. “You see, it would have utterly spoilt my
  ending. If I had allowed it to stand, we must have finished on the tragic
  note. But what do you know about it?”


  “Oh, we dramatic agents learn a few things,” German said. “Don’t forget
  that a good many plays come our way. Who is Eugene Malet? An assumed name, of
  course. A good many fools are going about saying that you wrote it. We know
  better than that—in fact, I know all about it. I came here to-night to
  get Malet’s address from you.”


  After all, the thing had been quite easy. And there was no drawing back
  for Willoughby Harcourt now. He looked just a little queer and white for the
  moment. He began to congratulate himself on the fact that he had not really
  claimed the authorship of the play. One glance at German’s square jaw decided
  him. It would be better to speak out honestly.


  “To tell you the truth,” he said engagingly. “I am quite in the dark. The
  man came to me and asked me to read his play—he wrote me that he was
  tired of his life, that his story was there, and that he was going to put an
  end to it all. A paragraph I read in the paper a few days afterwards decided
  me that he had put an end of it. To make a long story short, I looked at the
  play and I liked it. The man was dead and buried, there was nothing to be
  gained by telling the story. Of course, I have laid no claim to be the author
  of the play, and if fools like to say so that is no business of mine. I’ll
  send you Eugene Malet’s letter if you like.”


  Mark German was quite content to let it go at that. A week later the
  popular society weekly called O.I.C. came out with the following
  paragraph:—


  “Quite a romance (writes our esteemed correspondent, Mr. Mark German)
  attached to Willoughby Harcourt’s latest and greatest success ‘The Last
  Word.’ The play is really the work of Mr. Herbert Stirling, at one time a
  promising writer of short stories. The heroine is inspired by a certain young
  lady to whom Mr. Stirling was at one time engaged, and from whom he was
  parted by a singular chain of most unfortunate circumstances. Mr. Stirling is
  somewhere abroad just at present, but if these lines should catch his eye he
  is asked to communicate with the above at 445, Craven Street, where letters
  are awaiting him.”


  “Miss Dorothy Nation, who is acting as secretary to Lady Mannington, tells
  me that the new song by that gifted composer is dedicated by permission to
  H.S.H. Princess Von der Zeidler. Lady Mannington intends to remain in
  Stratton Street till the end of the month.”


  “If he is alive that will fetch him,” German chuckled as he read the two
  paragraphs which were artfully set side by side. “A man who can write a play
  like that doesn’t commit suicide.”


  A week later, a visitor called at Stratton Street to see Miss Nation. She
  was quite alone in the drawing-room as he came up. He did not say much; she
  said nothing at all. It was a very long time before either of them spoke.
  They had other things to occupy their attention.


  “And now, my darling,”—Stirling broke the silence at
  length—”please tell me all about it. It reads like some wonderfully
  realistic stage-play.”


  “It is a play,” Dorothy laughed happily. “We’ll write it together, if you
  like, dear, and we will get our friend Willoughby Harcourt to produce
  it.”
 


“No. 5 - THE MAN IN POSSESSION


  
    


  Published in The Penny Illustrated Paper and Illustrated Times, 28
  August, 1909.


  THAT kind of thing is very amusing when it takes the form of
  a Christmas story in a theatrical paper; but to those who know, the element
  of tragedy is not lacking. There is no more light-hearted and cheery soul
  than your Thespian, but he finds no real amusement in the knowledge that he
  is stranded, practically penniless, in a strange town where credit is
  impossible and he himself is more or less an object of suspicion. It requires
  a stout heart to face a poor landlady at the end of the first week with the
  information that her rent and the little odds and ends will not be
  forthcoming. It is harder still when there is a woman in the case.


  There was nothing new in the situation—it had happened hundreds of
  times, and it will happen some hundreds of times more. Mr. Clarence Crawshoy,
  of the West End theatres, the darling of fashion and the admired of kings,
  had, in a fit of absent-mindedness gone off on the Saturday evening with the
  week’s exchequer, and there was no indication that he had the slightest
  intention of returning. That astounding fur coat, those darling white spats,
  and that brilliant (Alaska) diamond stud would awaken envy in the hearts of
  ‘The Indian Girl’ company no more. In other words, they had come ‘up against’
  the inevitable provincial tour swindler, and most of them were penniless. It
  is all very well for Raymond Duke to tell the story now to his guests in Hill
  Street after coming home from his own theatre in London; but it was a very
  different Raymond Duke who crept along to the shabby little lodgings over the
  news-shop in High Street, Marborough, to tell his pretty little wife what had
  happened.


  “I felt sure that that man was a rascal,” Netta Duke said.


  “We all knew it,” Duke groaned. “We knew it from the first. We felt it
  before we began to rehearse the show. Still, when one’s been ‘out’ for ten
  weeks, anything is good enough to risk. The mischief is done, Netta. I’ve got
  ninepence and you have one-and-two. Mrs. Meekins’s bill will be at least
  twenty-five shillings. I wonder what she will say when I tell her.”


  It was no easy task. It never is an easy task for an honest,
  sensitive-minded man to explain that he really is not a rascal, when all the
  time hard fact testifies to the contrary. Mrs. Meekin was distressed; she
  declared (with truth) that she had suffered like this before. She declared
  (also with truth) that theatricals had gone away vowing a cheque next Friday,
  and that, like the Good Samaritan, she had seen their face no more. She
  relaxed slightly, finally she wept and produced something charming in the way
  of supper, alleging (not with truth this time) that the good things had come
  as a present from her sister in the country. It was all very funny, very
  human, and very real.


  ‘The Indian Girl’ company met next day in conference. Something had to be
  done. They had played all the week to fairly good business, for Marborough is
  a thriving little place and trade was good. But for a lamentable weakness of
  Mr. Clarence Crawshoy in connection with the ‘3 o’clock race,’ things might
  have been far more propitious. But that was all over now. Something had to be
  done. They were a mixed crowd, and a variety entertainment looked the proper
  course to adopt. The Mayor and many of the leading citizens were approached;
  by midday on Monday, Marborough had heard the story. And on the whole,
  Marborough behaved very well.


  ‘The Indian Girl’ company did not ask for much. They had a week’s rent of
  the hall to pay, their landladies and laundresses to satisfy, and a further
  week’s provisions to buy. If this could be cleared off and railway fares to
  London provided, all would be well. It sounded a modest programme enough, but
  it represented a capital sum of not far short of fifty pounds.


  The benefit performance was fixed for Friday night. All being well, the
  company would leave for London the same evening somewhere about twelve
  o’clock. Enough money had been taken during the week to keep things going,
  and Friday was expected to wipe out the deficit altogether. There was every
  promise of a bumper house. It was late on the Friday afternoon that the
  sinister rumours began to go round. Confirmation came from Signor Biardi, the
  world-renowned conjurer, who arrived in Marborough to attend a children’s
  party in the evening.


  “Lord bless you,” he told Duke and some of the others. “What I couldn’t
  tell you about Clarence Crawshoy isn’t worth knowing. Bad egg from the start,
  dear boys! Been doing this kind of thing for years. Dealing with anybody but
  a crowd of professionals, he would have found himself in gaol long ago. Oh,
  there are no flies on Clarence Crawshoy!”


  “But how can he possibly hurt us?” Duke asked.


  “Easy as falling off a house, dear old chap,” the Signor explained.
  “Crawshoy only skipped as far as Middlesborough. Saw him there yesterday.
  Trying to borrow the price of a brief to London. Good thing for you if he’d
  raised it. Because he knows what is going on here, and he’s hatched a pretty
  little conspiracy to get his share of it. You see, in law, he is still
  responsible for the hall here; he owes a good bit for printing, and there is
  a judgment out against him on this account. He’s got a little sweep of a
  printer in Middlesborough to buy up this debt for a sovereign or two, so that
  he stands your creditor. It’s a goodish sum that is owing, and if this little
  man comes along about half past seven to-night and takes possession of your
  box-office, where are you? He can take every cent until his debt is paid, and
  that will just about clear you out. He’ll come over with some County-court
  official, and it will be too dangerous to defy him. Afterwards he will divide
  the swag with Crawshoy, and all will be well, as the melodrama says.”


  “Do you know this as an absolute fact?” Duke asked anxiously.


  “I do,” the Signor said solemnly; “I had a bit of printing done at the
  same shop, and the foreman, who is a decent sort, told me. Fact is, he asked
  me to give you a tip.”


  All this was pleasant hearing! A fair sum of money had resulted from the
  sale of tickets, but quite another was calculated as the takings at the door.
  Unless something in the nature of a miracle happened, love’s labour would be
  lost. They debated the matter solemnly and seriously for the best part of an
  hour. The low comedian began to see his way.


  “This is decidedly a case where strategy is required,” he said. “It is no
  time for half measures. Signor Biardi, kindly favour me with some particulars
  of this creditor of ours. Tell me something as to his personal appearance and
  his characteristics. Is he an athlete?”


  “Oh, Lord, no!” Biardi responded. “Anything but. A greasy, nervous little
  beggar—sort of a man who would do anything for money. The loss of it
  would arouse what little pluck he has. He isn’t looking forward to coming
  here at all. He’ll probably leave the County-court bailiff at some eminent
  pub, and come personally to make a compromise. He’ll be content with twenty
  pounds. And ready to make a ‘sacrifice’ to save anything in the way of
  unpleasantness.”


  “Webster, the ‘low-comedian merchant,’ smiled. He was seeing his way quite
  clear now.


  “The little blackguard shan’t get a penny,” he said. “Only leave it to me
  and we shall quit the place by the advertised train with all the swag in our
  pockets. We shall have time to pay everybody, and clear out at the cost of
  paint and a few feathers. Only the programme must be altered slightly. I am
  going to give an imitation of an Indian snake-charmer. Miss Elaimi is lending
  me the tame pythons she uses in the title-role of ‘The Indian Girl.’ My show
  was intended to be a burlesque, of course. As a matter of fact, the audience
  will be deprived of the opportunity of interviewing that masterpiece of
  humour. It is a thousand pities, but in the circumstances it can’t possibly
  be helped. Duke, when the time comes, you will have to announce that, owing
  to a sudden indisposition, the snake-charming scene will be omitted. See that
  the minion from the County-court is tracked down to the pub, where,
  doubtless, he will be in waiting, and arrange for him to be placated with
  unlimited beer. This is only a precaution, but it will be just as well for us
  to take it. Rig up the little dressing-room on the prompt side as an office,
  and when our little printer comes, see that he is shown into the office at
  once. ‘On with the dance, let joy be unconfined,’ and all that sort of thing.
  Pay everybody, say good-bye, and look out for me at the last moment at the
  station. Meanwhile, advance me ten shillings.”


  “What for?” Duke asked prudently.


  “Why, to save the situation, of course. As a matter of fact, I am going to
  buy half-a-dozen of those sand-bags they used here in the winter time to keep
  the cold air from coming in between the window sashes. They are long bags in
  red flannel. If you want to know what they are required for, I shall decline
  to tell you. Let it be sufficient that they are intended to save the
  situation. The rest of the dark and bloody secret is mine.”


  And Webster refused to say any more. He departed armed with his
  half-sovereign, and for the rest of the afternoon was conspicuous by his
  absence. Spies from the theatrical camp carefully watched the trains from
  Middlesborough, and just after half-past six a message arrived to the effect
  that the force was in sight and was bearing down on the hall. Presently the
  rear-guard called a halt at the Three Compasses, where he was speedily joined
  by an affable carpenter, who loudly proclaimed the fact that he had had a
  good day starting-price betting, and was almost morbidly anxious that all and
  sundry should share his good fortune. In this way half the invading force was
  speedily, permanently disposed of—the conscientious carpenter had seen
  to that.


  A shock head of black hair and a greasy face was thrust into the
  box-office window, and a voice, intended to be firm, asked for Mr. Duke. The
  box-keeper was politeness himself. He understood that Mr. Duke was down in
  his office checking the takings, and would the gentleman go and see him
  there? The gentleman in question intimated that he desired nothing better.
  All he wanted was his share of the plunder and to avoid anything like a
  personal explanation with the boys in the gallery. He began to take fresh
  heart of grace, and the large lump at the back of his throat was diminishing
  rapidly. An attendant ushered him into the office, and banging the door,
  hurried back to his duties.


  A figure bent over the desk under the gaslight—a figure the like of
  which the little printer had never looked upon before. The figure rose to his
  full height and glanced at the intruder. His face was black as ink, his hair
  hung over it in long ringlets. His brow was surrounded by a great headdress
  of feathers that hung far behind. The dress on the whole reminded the printer
  of the literature of his boyhood. Here was the dusky Redskin of the plain,
  palpable and in the flesh. It was also palpable that he was exceedingly
  annoyed. He advanced with a threatening gesture.


  “What is it the little white man desires?” he asked. “Why does he intrude
  upon us when our heart is turned towards the great Maker of the Universe? Why
  does he pollute the hour of meditation?”


  “Take one,” the Indian said hospitably, “take two, take the blooming. The
  dusky children of the forest are harmless!”


  The printer stammered something to the effect that it was all a mistake.
  The Indian stalked solemnly across the room and locked the door. He appeared
  to be muttering incantations. Then, to the sweating horror of the printer, he
  plunged his brown arms into a basket on the table and produced a glittering,
  scaly, writhing mass of living snakes. They wriggled over the table.


  “Take one,” the Indian said hospitably. “Take two—take the blooming.
  The dusky children of the forest are harmless so long as my eye is on them.
  But don’t move, don’t so much as wink an eyelid, or you are lost. Folks say
  that I am mad. They lie in their beards. It is for a penance that I am doing
  this thing in your land of fogs and snow. The Great Spirit ordained it and I
  obey him. I yearn for no blood tonight, the desire for peace is upon me.”


  He advanced upon the timid printer and coiled two snakes about his neck.
  The intruder collapsed into a chair, the snakes writhed and wriggled on the
  floor. Then very carefully and solemnly, the Indian collected them into his
  basket again. With dry lips the printer essayed to speak.


  “Silence,” the Indian whispered. “The spirits are abroad and they will
  hear you. Even the snakes like like death in their presence. Behold,
  pale-face, look for yourself!”


  He took up the basket again and dragged from it a pile of those loathsome
  reptiles. He tossed them about the floor, by the door, along the skirting,
  where they lay absolutely still and motionless. To a terrified and distorted
  imagination they were snakes—they could be nothing else but snakes. All
  the same, they were nothing else but window-bags filled with sand and
  procured at an outlay of some few shillings. But they served the purpose as
  if they had been so many cobras.


  “Now let us understand that the spirit is upon us,” the Indian said
  solemnly. “Do not move until I return, as you value your safety. Anon,
  paleface, I will join thee again. Bit if you move… I will turn down the
  gas—ah, have I already warned thee of thy fate, rash man?”


  The printer uttered no further protest. He sat there in the dark,
  listening to the noise and bustle outside; he heard the clock strike the hour
  of eleven. He became aware of the fact that the silence was getting more and
  more oppressive. The clock struck twelve, the hoot of a distant railway
  whistle told him that the last train for London was starting, but he did not
  connect that fact in any way with his imprisonment. That confounded Indian
  had forgotten all about him, of course. And he sat there with his feet drawn
  up, trembling and sweating in the knowledge that death in a score of hideous,
  creeping shapes was all around him. Finally, he fell into a weary slumber,
  and there the daylight found him, cold and uncomfortable, but not
  forgotten.


  “The beggar swallowed it like milk,” the low comedian explained, amidst
  shouts of laughter, as the train proceeded towards London. “Never saw such a
  state of funk in your life. Only shows you what imagination will do even for
  the most practical of us.”
 


“No. 6 - A PAIR OF HANDCUFFS


  
    


  Published in The Penny Illustrated Paper and Illustrated Times, 4
  September 1909


  IT was quite a new departure for so high-class a crowd as
  the Sutton-Vascombe Opera Company, but from the financial point of view it
  had been a great success. The company were on sharing terms, though the
  general public was not supposed to know that. The expenses had been heavy,
  and something had to be done. More than half the chorus were dismissed,
  two-thirds of the orchestra found engagements in Melbourne or Sydney, and
  then ‘the grand tour’ of the ‘back blocks’ began. It was somewhat
  rough-and-ready, but the miners and sheep-shearers did not mind that. They
  got the best of singing and acting for their money, which they put down
  freely. There were mining villages where the exchange was pure dust—an
  ounce for a stall, and in proportion for the gallery, so that the exchequer
  was actually getting heavy with gold that had yet to see the mint. The
  treasurer was naturally a little anxious—it was a wild district, and
  ‘robbery under arms’ was not yet altogether a thing of the past. Jim Baynham
  came that way sometimes, and when he did somebody had to suffer. Jim was the
  last word in the way of bushrangers—an Englishman who had left his
  country for his country’s good; there were warrants out for his apprehension
  in England. For the last five years he had been ever the delight and terror
  of the territory between the Poonah and the Yarra. He was by way of being a
  gentleman, too, and he could do the thing very well when he chose. On the
  other hand, he could behave with the most cold and malignant cruelty.


  Consequently the secretary of the Sutton-Vascombe Company was uneasy in
  his mind. He was responsible for some twelve hundred ounces of gold-dust, and
  there was no chance of conveying it to a place of safety. He confided his
  fears to all and sundry. They treated him lightly—they had no fear of
  Jim Baynham. The women were nervous, of course—Marjorie Hickson, for
  instance. She was a sweet little girl with a sweet voice, and she was going
  far in her profession. Meanwhile, she had a brother just recovering from a
  serious illness, and lying in a Melbourne hospital, who was entirely
  dependent upon her for the time being. And in turn he had a wife in England.
  If anything happened to Marjorie’s share of the treasury, she trembled for
  the consequences.


  “None of ‘em care,” the treasurer groaned. “Seem to think that actors are
  exempt from troubles of that kind. They say that Jim Baynham was in the house
  at Banawaddy. Just as if that was going to make any difference. And that chap
  Claxton agrees with me. He knows the ropes. Been out here for years, he tells
  me.”


  Claxton had joined the company at Paira River. He was understood to be the
  surviving actor of a variety company which had been utterly stranded a year
  ago. Claxton had been down with fever, and when he was on his feet again, it
  was only to stand in his last pair of boots with the last shilling in his
  pocket. He had drifted up against the Sutton-Vascombe combination just at the
  time when they were short of an assistant baggage-man. The mere fact that
  Claxton was undoubtedly a gentleman weighed very little with the company. The
  knowledge that the stranger had been in vaudeville was enough. They never
  even asked him what his line was. Most of them had been recruited from the
  Universities, a good many of the women bore good names. They really were a
  ‘tony’ crowd. They admitted that the baggage-man was a gentleman; therefore
  they tolerated him. But, artistically, they made him aware of the awful gulf
  between them.


  With the sweet unreasonableness of her sex, Marjorie took to Claxton from
  the first. She was sorry for him—she felt sure that he had been the
  victim of misfortune. She admired his square, handsome face, and that
  well-knit figure of his. His eye was clear, his check was brown—he
  could not have passed anything but a clean, wholesome existence. He had been
  all over the world, too, and had many an interesting story to tell. At least,
  Marjorie thought them interesting. And whenever her mind wandered uneasily in
  the direction of bushrangers, she was curiously confronted by the knowledge
  that Claxton was travelling with the company.


  He was a little man, with a clean-cut, alive face, with a great beak of a
  nose all on one side: a mass of thick black hair was brushed back from the
  forehead and fell over the nape of his neck. A thin, clean-shaven mouth was
  parted in a smile that disclosed a really splendid set of teeth. He was
  dressed in a neat, double-breasted, blue serge suit; his brown shoes shone
  with a glittering polish. In his right hand he had a revolver.


  They had played for two nights near Sendigo when the drama began in
  earnest. People had come from far and near to see the show—they were
  prepared to travel home under the coolness of the stars, and the village was
  deserted. The so-called ‘hotel’ was filled with the company, to the exclusion
  of everybody else; supper was a thing of the past, and the management had
  retired. Most of the combination were still in the big pitch-pine
  dining-room, talking over the events of the evening, when the door was
  suddenly pushed open and a stranger entered. He was a little man, with a
  clean-cut, alive face, with a great beak of a nose all on one side; a mass of
  thick black hair was brushed back from the forehead and fell over the nape of
  his neck. A thin, clean-shaven mouth was parted in a smile that disclosed a
  really splendid set of teeth. He was dressed in a neat, double-breasted, blue
  serge suit; his blown shoes shone with a glittering polish. In his right hand
  he held a revolver.


  “Mr. James Baynham, greatly at your service,” he said gently. “It is as
  well, perhaps, to remark that the first suggestion of resistance on the part
  of any of you gentleman will result in a vacancy in the company. I should
  deeply deplore this, as I am a musician myself. To shoot a tenor or
  precipitate a baritone into an untimely grave would be a source of lasting
  sorrow to me.”


  Nobody moved for a moment. They were taken utterly by surprise, there was
  not a revolver amongst the whole crowd; indeed it is doubtful whether a
  single member of the company had the slightest idea how to handle one.
  Marjorie Hickson crept a little closer to Claxton.


  “Is that really the man, or is it somebody playing a trick on us?” she
  asked.


  “Oh, that’s the man right enough,” Claxton replied. “We are old
  acquaintances. As a matter of fact, I was at school with him in England.”


  “Oh, indeed! And is he really quite as bad as people—”


  “Worse,” Claxton said curtly. “He’s a born rascal. As a matter of fact, he
  couldn’t be anything else. Some chaps are like that, you know. We shall have
  to make the best of it.”


  Baynham was speaking again. He was understood to say that he was not
  alone. He had come with two other intimate friends of his for a little music.
  The friends were engaged at that moment taking precautions against a surprise
  on the part of the hotel management. He regretted that he would be compelled
  to take similar measures so far as the male members of the company were
  concerned. There were too many of them for safety; they boasted too many
  athletes.


  “We raided the police-station at Garralong as we came here,” Baynham said
  smilingly. “It was necessary to my scheme that we should have some handcuffs.
  We found some score of pairs, and they are at present in the bar. Very sorry,
  of course, but the thing must be done. You gentlemen will kindly line up
  against the wall, facing it. Ladies, we are your devoted slaves. No harm
  shall come to any of you. Now, you chaps!”


  The last word rang out like a threat. Claxton shut his teeth together
  grimly.


  “It might be a great deal worse,” he whispered to Marjorie. “You will see
  where I come in presently. Don’t worry about your share of the exchequer, and
  don’t be afraid. No harm will come to any of you girls. You will have to sing
  and play until they have had enough of it. We shall look on with our hands
  fastened behind our backs. It’s a grim joke, but you will see presently that
  there are two sides to it.”


  Marjorie smiled bravely. She heard Baynham utter a curse as Caxton lagged
  behind. He strode up to Claxton and caught him by the shoulder. Then he
  started back.


  “Good evening, James,” Claxton said mockingly. “Quite an unexpected
  pleasure, isn’t it? Never expected to see me again. Nice sort of life you are
  leading, isn’t it? Wonder how a family like yours managed to turn out such a
  waster! It would have been far better if we had let you down that day in the
  Monk’s Pool below Chesham Bridge.”


  Baynham’s lips parted in a snarl.


  “So it’s Claxton,” he said, “Claxton of the Sixth. Head of the school. The
  shining example to the rest of us! Kicking about Australia juggling, or
  something of that kind. Very glad to meet you again, Phil Claxton. I shall
  know how to deal with you presently. Be so good as to point out the treasurer
  of this powerful operatic cast to me. He is suffering from over-anxiety, and
  I want to relieve him of some of it. Oh, yes; the little man in the
  spectacles. Still, pleasure before business is always my motto. Where is the
  music? I expect the piano is a sufficiently ancient instrument, but we must
  make the best of that. Now, ladies, please.”


  Two other men came trooping into the room at the same time. There was
  nothing in their appearance to give cause for alarm. They were neatly and
  quietly dressed like their chief, and were openly amused at the sight of the
  helpless row of men facing the wall.


  “Have you got the bracelets there?” Baynham asked.


  The glittering pile of handcuffs were produced and handed to the leader of
  the raid. One by one he fitted them on the wrists of the male members of the
  company. The quick snapping of the locks was the only sound that could be
  heard.


  “So far so good,” Bayham said cheerfully; “I am sorry that you will not be
  able to smoke, gentlemen, but you can stand there with your hands behind you
  and listen to the concert. When it is over I shall be able to relieve the
  anxious mind of your treasurer, and after that I will place the key of the
  handcuffs on the old green tree where the roads cross about a mile away.”


  The concert began promptly. The performers were palpably nervous, but that
  wore off after a time. At any rate there was no violence to be feared. They
  might lose all their money, but there was ample time to make some more. And,
  after all, the situation was not devoid of comedy. The light-heartedness of
  the artistic nature was asserting itself. Marjorie Hickson had sung a song
  that had been received by the select audience with singular favour. Claxton
  stood with a group of men about him whispering something in their ears. They
  seemed to be interested in what he was saying. Claxton had a chance to say a
  few words to Marjorie presently.


  “I am very thirsty,” she exclaimed. “It is such a hot night. Please get me
  some lemonade.”


  Baynham turned to his colleagues. They hurried off in the direction of the
  bar. Claxton strolled across the room towards Baynham. There was an ugly
  gleam in his eye. Baynham saw it and rose to his feet instinctively.
  Instantaneously his hand went to his hip-pocket. Then he smiled as if
  half-ashamed of himself. Claxton’s hands were securely fastened behind him.
  Nothing but a miracle…. the miracle happened. Claxton’s right fist
  appeared with the left end of the handcuff dangling from it. The heavy metal
  described a gleaming circle in the air, then it came down with a sickening
  blow on the parting of Baynham’s thick black hair. Something spurted hot and
  red as Baynham pitched headlong to the floor and laid there lost to all
  creation. The thing was so startling, so dramatic, so utterly unexpected,
  that no cry came from the ring of white-faced women looking on. Claxton flung
  himself on the prostate body and hastily searched Baynham’s pocket. He held
  up something not unlike the key of an ordinary beer-barrel.


  “Gather round,” he said hoarsely. “Stand in a group as naturally as you
  can. I can release two or three of you if you will be quick. Make a stage
  scene of it—nobody should be able to do it better.”


  Baynham’s subordinates came bustling into the room carrying glasses and
  bottles. As they advanced somebody stumbled against one of them, and a glass
  smashed on the floor. There was a scramble to pick it up, and an instant
  later the two outlaws lay at the bottom of a veritable football scrimmage.
  The thing was done almost without a word being spoken.


  “I think that will about do,” Claxton said, after the discomfited ruffians
  had been searched. “Take this key, somebody, and release the rest of the
  crowd. I don’t know who you two rascals are, but I expect the police do, and
  that comes to the same thing. I’ve laid open the head of your chief, and he
  is not likely to do any more mischief for some time to come. Now let’s
  release the landlord and the hotel staff and get them to ride for the
  police.”


  Claxton’s popularity was assured now. The story spread like wildfire all
  through the colony. Baynham was safe in jail with his followers; he was never
  likely to do any more mischief. The whole thing was a piece of coolness and
  courage calculated to appeal to the Colonial mind. But nobody quite knew how
  Claxton had managed to get rid of his shackles. He did not in the least seem
  disposed to talk about it either. It was Marjorie Hickson in whom he finally
  confided.


  “It was quite easy,” he said. “I’ll tell you, because you are the only one
  who has been really nice to me. Besides, I’m giving up the game and going
  home. My uncle is dead, and I have come into his property. As a matter of
  fact, the whole business was a piece of wonderful good luck. These chaps here
  wanted to know what my line was, and I refused to say. I was a Handcuff King.
  I learnt the dodge from a professor in England. I have a wonderful pair of
  wrists, and I can get out of anything. When these handcuffs were produced by
  Baynham, I saw my way at once. He might just as well have tied me up with a
  piece of cobweb. I waited till he felt quite comfortable, and then I took him
  unawares, as you saw. You’ll keep my secret, Miss Marjorie.”


  Marjorie thanked him with tears in her eyes.


  “You have saved everything,” she said. “I don’t know what I should have
  done without my money. I was going to offer to share it with you, but since
  you have so much—”


  “Then let me share with you,” Claxton said eagerly. “I shall never enjoy
  it alone. And the worst of the thing is, there is such a lot of it, my dear.
  I hope you are not offended.”


  But Marjorie was not in the least offended. She was not even annoyed when
  Claxton kissed her. And she has seen no reason to repent her decision
  since.
 
THE END
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