e

e R

5 M- g B

Dl ol

el g B

iy

.I-
o
3"
i
o
[
l|.
:

.
=
g
[

.
[
s
|-
I. X




* A Distributed Proofreaders Canada Ebook *

This ebook is made available at no cost and with very few restrictions. These restrictions apply only if (1) you make a
change in the ebook (other than alteration for different display devices), or (2) you are making commercial use of the
ebook. If either of these conditions applies, please check with an FP administrator before proceeding.

This work is in the Canadian public domain, but may be under copyright in some countries. If you live outside Canada,
check your country's copyright laws. If the book is under copyright in your country, do not download or redistribute
this file.

Title: Circumstantial Evidence and Other Stories

Author: Wallace, Richard Horatio Edgar (1875-1932)

Date of first publication: 1934

Edition used as base for this ebook: Cleveland and New York: World Syndicate Publishing, 1934 [Mystery Library]
Date first posted: 21 July 2009

Date last updated: 17 June 2014

Faded Page ebook#20090715

This ebook was produced by: Marcia Brooks, woodie4, D Alexander & the Online Distributed Proofreading Team at
http://www.pgdp.net




CIRCUMSTANTIAL
EVIDENCE

AND OTHER STORIES

By EDGAR WALLACE

MYSTERY LIBRARY

THE WORLD SYNDICATE PUBLISHING CO.
CLEVELAND, O. NEWYORK,N.Y.

Copyright, 1934

by

THE WORLD SYNDICATE PUBLISHING CO.

Printed in rbe Unuted States of Amsrica




Circumstantial Evidence

Colonel Chartres Dane lingered irresolutely in the broad and pleasant lobby. Other patients had lingered awhile in that
agreeable vestibule. In wintry days it was a cozy place; its polished panelled walls reflecting the gleam of logs that burnt
in the open fireplace. There was a shining oak settle that invited gossip, and old prints, and blue china bowls frothing
over with the flowers of a belated autumn or advanced spring-tide, to charm the eye.

In summer it was cool and dark and restful. The mellow tick of the ancient clock, the fragrance of roses, the soft breeze
that came through an open casement stirring the lilac curtains uneasily, these corollaries of peace and order had soothed
many an unquiet mind.

Colonel Chartres Dane fingered a button of his light dust-coat and his thin patrician face was set in thought. He was a
spare man of fifty-five; a man of tired eyes and nervous gesture.

Dr. Merriget peered at him through his powerful spectacles and wondered.

It was an awkward moment, for the doctor had murmured his sincere, if conventional, regrets and encouragements, and
there was nothing left but to close the door on his patient.

"You have had a bad wound there, Mr. Jackson," he said, by way of changing a very gloomy subject and filling in the
interval of silence. This intervention might call to mind in a soldier some deed of his, some far field of battle where men
met death with courage and fortitude. Such memories might be helpful to a man under sentence.

Colonel Dane fingered the long scar on his cheek.
"Yes," he said absently, "a child did that—my niece. Quite my own fault."
"A child?" Dr. Merriget appeared to be shocked. He was in reality very curious.

"Yes ... she was eleven ... my own fault. [ spoke disrespectfully of her father. It was unpardonable, for he was only
recently dead. He was my brother-in-law. We were at breakfast and she threw the knife ... yes...."

He ruminated on the incident and a smile quivered at the corner of his thin lips.
"She hated me. She hates me still ... yes...."

He waited.

The doctor was embarrassed and came back to the object of the visit.

"I should be ever so much more comfortable in my mind if you saw a specialist, Mr.—er—Jackson. You see how
difficult it is for me to give an opinion? I may be wrong. I know nothing of your history, your medical history I mean.
There are so many men in town who could give you a better and more valuable opinion than I. A country practitioner like
myself is rather in a backwater. One has the usual cases that come to one in a small country town, maternity cases,
commonplace ailments ... it is difficult to keep abreast of the extraordinary developments in medical science...."

"Do you know anything about Machonicies College?" asked the colonel unexpectedly.

"Yes, of course." The doctor was surprised. "It is one of the best of the technical schools. Many of our best doctors and
chemists take a preparatory course there. Why?"

"I merely asked. As to your specialists ... [ hardly think I shall bother them."

Dr. Merriget watched the tall figure striding down the red-tiled path between the banked flowers, and was still standing
on the doorstep when the whine of his visitor's machine had gone beyond the limits of his hearing.

"H'm," said Dr. Merriget as he returned to his study. He sat awhile thinking.
"Mr. Jackson?" he said aloud. "I wonder why the colonel calls himself 'Mr. Jackson'?"

He had seen the colonel two years before at a garden party, and had an excellent memory for faces.



He gave the matter no further thought, having certain packing to superintend—he was on the eve of his departure for
Constantinople, a holiday trip he had promised himself for years.

On the following afternoon at Machonicies Technical School, a lecture was in progress.

" ... by this combustion you have secured true K.c.y.... which we will now test and compare with the laboratory
quantities ... a deliquescent and colorless crystal extremely soluble...."

The master, whose monotonous voice droned like the hum of a distant, big, stationary blue-bottle, was a middle-aged
man, to whom life was no more than a chemical reaction, and love not properly a matter for his observation or
knowledge. He had an idea that it was dealt with effectively in another department of the college ... metaphysics ... or
was it philosophy? Or maybe it came into the realms of the biological master?

Ella Grant glared resentfully at the crystals which glittered on the blue paper before her, and snapped out the bunsen
burner with a vicious twist of finger and thumb. Denman always overshot the hour. It was a quarter past five! The pallid
clock above the dais, where Professor Denman stood, seemed to mock her impatience.

She sighed wearily and fiddled with the apparatus on the bench at which she sat. Some twenty other white-coated girls
were also fiddling with test tubes and bottles and graduated measures, and twenty pairs of eyes glowered at the bald and
stooping man who, unconscious of the passing of time, was turning affectionately to the properties of potassium.

"Here we have a metal whose strange affinity for oxygen ... eh, Miss Benson?... five? Bless my soul, so it is! Class is
dismissed. And ladies, /adies, ladies! Please, please let me make myself heard. The laboratory keeper will take from
you all chemicals you have drawn for this experiment...."

They were crowding toward the door to the change room. Smith, the laboratory man, stood in the entrance grabbing
wildly at little green and blue bottles that were thrust at him, and vainly endeavoring by a private system of mnemonics
to commit his receipts to memory.

"Miss Fairlie, phial fairly; Miss Jones, bottle bones; Miss Walter, bottle salter."

If at the end of his collection he failed to recall a rhyme to any name, the owner had passed without cashing in.
"Miss Grant——7?"

The laboratory of the Analytical Class was empty. Nineteen bottles stood on a shelf and he reviewed them.
"Miss Grant——7?"

No, he had said nothing about "aunt" or "can't" or "pant."

He went into the change room, opened a locker and felt in the pockets of the white overall. They were empty. Returning
to the laboratory, he wrote in his report book:

"Miss Grant did not return experiment bottle."
He spelt experiment with two r's and two m's.

Ella found the bottle in the pocket of her overall as she was hanging it up in the long cupboard of the change room. She
hesitated a moment, frowning resentfully at the little blue phial in her hand, and rapidly calculating the time it would take
to return to the laboratory to find the keeper and restore the property. In the end, she pushed it into her bag and hurried
from the building. It was not an unusual occurrence that a student overlooked the return of some apparatus, and it could
be restored in the morning.

Had Jack succeeded? That was the thought which occupied her. The miracle about which every junior dreams had
happened. Engaged in the prosecution of the notorious Flackman, his leader had been taken ill, and the conduct of the
case for the State had fallen to him. He was opposed by two brilliant advocates, and the judge was a notorious
humanitarian.

She did not stop to buy a newspaper; she was in a fret at the thought that Jack Freeder might not have waited for her, and



she heaved a sigh of relief when she turned into the old-world garden of the courthouse and saw him pacing up and down
the flagged walk, his hands in his pockets.

"l amso sorry...."

She had come up behind him, and he turned on his heel to meet her. His face spoke success. The elation in it told her
everything she wanted to know, and she slipped her arm through his with a queer mingled sense of pride and uneasiness.

" ... the judge sent for me to his room afterwards and told me that the attorney could not have conducted the case better
than L."

"He is guilty?" she asked, hesitating.

"Who, Flackman ... I suppose so," he said carelessly. "His pistol was found in Sinnit's apartment, and it was known that
he quarrelled with Sinnit about money, and there was a girl in it, I think, although we have never been able to get
sufficient proof of that to put her into the box. You seldom have direct evidence in cases of this character, Ella, and in
many ways circumstantial evidence is infinitely more damning. If a witness went into the box and said, 'l saw Flackman
shoot Sinnit and saw Sinnit die,' the whole case would stand or fall by the credibility of that evidence; prove that
witness an habitual liar and there is no chance of a conviction. On the other hand, when there are six or seven witnesses,
all of whom subscribe to some one act or appearance or location of a prisoner, and all agreeing ... why, you have him."

She nodded.

Her acquaintance with Jack Freeder had begun on her summer vacation, and had begun romantically but
unconventionally, when a sailing boat overturned, with its occupant pinned beneath the bulging canvas. It was Ella, a
magnificent swimmer, who, bathing, had seen the accident and had dived into the sea to the assistance of the drowning
man.

"This means a lot to me, Ella," he said earnestly as they turned into the busy street. "It means the foundation of a new
life."

His eyes met hers, and lingered for a second, and she was thrilled.
"Did you see Stephanie last night?" he asked suddenly.
She felt guilty.

"No," she admitted, "but I don't think you ought to worry about that, Jack. Stephanie is expecting the money almost by any
mail."

"She has been expecting the money almost by any mail for a month past," he said dryly, "and in the meantime this infernal
note is becoming due. What I can't understand——"

She interrupted him with a laugh.

"You can't understand why they accepted my signature as a guarantee for Stephanie's," she laughed, "and you are
extremely uncomplimentary!"

Stephanie Boston, her some-time room mate, and now her apartmental neighbor, was a source of considerable worry to
Jack Freeder, although he had only met her once. A handsome, volatile girl, with a penchant for good clothes and a mode
of living out of all harmony with the meager income she drew from fashion-plate artistry, she had found herself in
difficulties. It was a condition which the wise had long predicted, and Ella, not so wise, had dreaded. And then one day
the young artist had come to her with an oblong slip of paper, and an incoherent story of somebody being willing to lend
her money if Ella would sign her name; and Ella Grant, to whom finance was an esoteric mystery, had cheerfully
complied.

"If you were a great heiress, or you were expecting a lot of money coming to you through the death of a relative,"
persisted Jack, with a frown, "I could understand Isaacs being satisfied with your acceptance, but you aren't!"

Ella laughed softly and shook her head.



"The only relative I have in the world is poor dear Uncle Chartres, who loathes me! I used to loathe him too, but I've got
over that. After daddy died I lived with him for a few months, but we quarrelled over—over—well, I won't tell you
what it was about, because I am sure he was sorry. I had a fiendish temper as a child, and I threw a knife at him."

"Good Lord!" gasped Jack, staring at her.
She nodded solemnly.

"I did—so you see there is very little likelihood of Uncle Chartres, who is immensely rich, leaving me anything more
substantial than the horrid weapon with which I attempted to slay him!"

Jack was silent. Isaacs was a professional moneylender ... he was not a philanthropist.

When Ella got home that night she determined to perform an unpleasant duty. She had not forgotten Jack Freeder's urgent
insistence upon her seeing Stephanie Boston—she had simply avoided the unpalatable.

Stephanie's flat was on the first floor; her own was immediately above. She considered for a long time before she
pressed the bell.

Grace, Stephanie's elderly maid, opened the door, and her eyes were red with recent weeping.
"What is the matter?" asked Ella in alarm.

"Come in, miss," said the servant miserably. "Miss Boston left a letter for you."

"Left?" repeated Ella wonderingly. "Has she gone away?"

"She was gone when I came this morning. The bailiffs have been here...."

Ella's heart sank.

The letter was short but eminently lucid:

"I am going away, Ella. I do hope that you will forgive me. That wretched bill has become due and I simply cannot
face you again. I will work desperately hard to repay you, Ella."

The girl stared at the letter, not realizing what it all meant. Stephanie had gone away!

"She took all her clothes, miss. She left this morning, and told the porter she was going into the country; and she owes me
three weeks' wages!"

Ella went upstairs to her own flat, dazed and shaken. She herself had no maid; a woman came every morning to clean the
flat, and Ella had her meals at a neighboring restaurant.

As she made the last turn of the stairs she was conscious that there was a man waiting on the landing above, with his
back to her door. Though she did not know him, he evidently recognized her, for he raised his hat. She had a dim idea
that she had seen him somewhere before, but for the moment could not recollect the circumstances.

"Good evening, Miss Grant," he said amiably. "I think we have met before. Miss Boston introduced me—name of
Higgins."

She shook her head.

"I am afraid I don't remember you," she said, and wondered whether his business was in connection with Stephanie's
default.

"I brought the paper up that you signed about three months ago."
Then she recalled him and went cold.

"Mr. Isaacs didn't want to make any kind of trouble," he said. "The bill became due a week ago and we have been trying
to get Miss Boston to pay. As it is, it looks very much as though you will have to find the money."



"When?" she asked in dismay.

"Mr. Isaacs will give you until to tomorrow night," said the man. "I have been waiting here since five o'clock to see you.
I suppose it is convenient, miss?"

Nobody knew better than Mr. Isaacs' clerk that it would be most inconvenient, not to say impossible, for Ella Grant to
produce four hundred pounds.

"I will write to Mr. Isaacs," she said, finding her voice at last.

She sat down in the solitude and dusk of her flat to think things out. She was overwhelmed, numbed by the tragedy. To
owe money that she could not pay was to Ella Grant an unspeakable horror.

There was a letter in the letter-box. She had taken it out mechanically when she came in, and as mechanically slipped her
fingers through the flap and extracted a folded paper. But she put it down without so much as a glance at its contents.

What would Jack say? What a fool she had been, what a perfectly reckless fool! She had met difficulties before, and had
overcome them. When she had left her uncle's house as a child of fourteen and had subsisted on the slender income
which her father had left her, rejecting every attempt on the part of Chartres Dane to make her leave the home of an
invalid maiden aunt where she had taken refuge, she had faced what she believed was the supreme crisis of life.

But this was different.

Chartres Dane! She rejected the thought instantly, only to find it recurring. Perhaps he would help. She had long since
overcome any ill-feeling she had towards him, for whatever dislike she had, had been replaced by a sense of shame and
repentance. She had often been on the point of writing him to beg his forgiveness, but had stopped short at the thought that
he might imagine she had some ulterior motive in seeking to return to his good graces. He was her relative. He had some
responsibility ... again the thought inserted itself, and suddenly she made up her mind.

Chartres Dane's house lay twelve miles out of town, a great rambling place set on the slopes of a wooded hill, a place
admirably suited to his peculiar love of solitude.

She had some difficulty in finding a taxi-driver who was willing to make the journey, and it had grown dark, though a
pale light still lingered in the western skies, when she descended from the cab at the gateway of Hevel House. There was
a lodge at the entrance of the gate, but this had long since been untenanted. She found her way up the long drive to the
columned portico in front of the house. The place was in darkness, and she experienced a pang of apprehension. Suppose
he was not there? (Even if he were, he would not help her, she told herself.) But the possibility of his being absent,
however, gave her courage.

Her hand was on the bell when there came to her a flash of memory. At such an hour he would be sitting in the window-
recess overlooking the lawn at the side of the house. She had often seen him there on warm summer nights, his glass of
port on the broad window-ledge, a cigar clenched between his white teeth, brooding out into the darkness.

She came down the steps, and walking on the close-cropped grass bordering the flower-beds, came slowly, almost
stealthily, to the library window. The big casement was wide open; a faint light showed within, and she stopped dead,
her heart beating a furious rat-a-plan at the sight of a filled glass on the window-ledge. His habits had not changed, she
thought; he himself would be sitting just out of sight from where she stood, in that window-recess which was nearest to
her. Summoning all her courage, she advanced still farther. He was not in his customary place, and she crept nearer to
the window.

Colonel Chartres Dane was sitting at a large writing-table in the center of the room; his back was toward her, and he
was writing by the light of two tall candles that stood upon the table.

At the sight of his back all her courage failed, and, as he rose from the table, she shrank back into the shadow. She saw
his white hand take up the glass of wine, and after a moment, peeping again, she saw him, still with his back to her, put it
on the table by him as he sat down again.

She could not do it, she dare not do it, she told herself, and turned away sorrowfully. She would write to him.

She had stepped from the grass to the path when a man came from an opening in the bushes and gripped her arm.



"Hello!" he said, "who are you, and what are you doing here?"
"Let me go," she cried, frightened. "I—[——"

"What are you doing by the colonel's window?"

"I am his niece," she said, trying to recover some of her dignity.

"I thought you might be his aunt," said the gamekeeper ironically. "Now, my girl, I am going to take you in to the colonel

With a violent thrust she pushed him from her; the man stumbled and fell. She heard a thud and a groan, and stood rooted
to the spot with horror.

"Have I hurt you?" she whispered. There was no reply.

She felt, rather than saw, that he had struck his head against a tree in falling, and turning, she flew down the drive,
terrified, nearly fainting in her fright. The cabman saw her as she flung open the gate and rushed out.

" Anything wrong?" he asked.

"I—I think I have killed a man," she said incoherently, and then from the other end of the drive she heard a thick voice
cry:

"Stop that girl!"

It was the voice of the gamekeeper, and for a moment the blood came back to her heart.
"Take me away, quickly, quickly," she cried.

The cabman hesitated.

"What have you been doing?" he asked.

"Take—take me away," she pleaded.

Again he hesitated.

"Jump in," he said gruffly.

Three weeks later John Penderbury, one of the greatest advocates at the Bar, walked into Jack Freeder's chambers.

The young man sat at his table, his head on his arm, and Penderbury put his hand lightly upon the shoulders of the stricken
man.

"You've got to take a hold of yourself, Freeder," he said kindly. "You will neither help yourself nor her by going under."
Jack lifted a white, haggard face to the lawyer.
"It is horrible, horrible," he said huskily. "She's as innocent as a baby. What evidence have they?"

"My dear good fellow," said Penderbury, "the only evidence worth while in a case like this is circumstantial evidence. If
there were direct evidence we might test the credibility of the witness. But in circumstantial evidence every piece of
testimony dovetails into the other; each witness creates one strand of the net."

"It is horrible, it is impossible, it is madness to think that Ella could "

Penderbury shook his head. Pulling up a chair at the other side of the table, he sat down, his arms folded, his grave eyes
fixed on the younger man.



"Look at it from a lawyer's point of view, Freeder," he said gently. "Ella Grant is badly in need of money. She has
backed a bill for a girl-friend and the money is suddenly demanded. A few minutes after learning this from Isaacs' clerk,
she finds a letter in her flat, which she has obviously read—the envelope was opened and its contents extracted—a letter
which is from Colonel Dane's lawyers, telling her that the colonel has made her his sole heiress. She knows, therefore,
that the moment the colonel dies she will be a rich woman. She has in her handbag a bottle containing cyanide of
potassium, and that night, under the cover of darkness, drives to the colonel's house and is seen outside the library
window by Colonel Dane's gamekeeper. She admitted, when she was questioned by the detective, that she knew the
colonel was in the habit of sitting by the window and that he usually put his glass of port on the window-ledge. What
was easier than to drop a fatal dose of cyanide into the wine? Remember, she admitted that she had hated him and that
once she threw a knife at him, wounding him, so that the scar remained to the day of his death. She admitted herself that it
was his practice to put the wine where she could have reached it."

He drew a bundle of papers from his pocket, unfolded them, and turned the leaves rapidly.

"Here it is," and he read:

"Yes, [ saw a glass of wine on the window-ledge. The colonel was in the habit of sitting in the window on summer
evenings. I have often seen him there, and I knew when I saw the wine that he was near at hand."

He pushed the paper aside and looked keenly at the wretched man before him.

"She is seen by the gamekeeper, as I say," he went on, "and this man, attempting to intercept her, she struggles from his
grasp and runs down the drive to the cab. The cabman says she was agitated, and when he asked her what was the matter,
she replied that she had killed a man——"

"She meant the gamekeeper," interrupted Jack.

"She may or may not, but she made that statement. There are the facts, Jack; you cannot get past them. The letter from the
lawyers—which she says she never read—the envelope was found open and the letter taken out; is it likely that she had
not read it? The bottle of cyanide of potassium was found in her possession, and—" he spoke deliberately—"the colonel
was found dead at his desk and death was due to cyanide of potassium. A candle which stood on his desk had been
overturned by him in his convulsions, and the first intimation the servants had that anything was wrong was the sight of
the blazing papers on the table, which the gamekeeper saw when he returned to report what had occurred in the grounds.
There is no question what verdict the jury will return...."

It was a great and a fashionable trial. The courthouse was crowded, and the public had fought for a few places that were
vacant in the gallery.

Sir Johnson Grey, the Attorney-General, was to lead for the Prosecution, and Penderbury had Jack Freeder as his junior.

The opening trial was due for ten o'clock, but it was half-past ten when the Attorney-General and Penderbury came into
the court, and there was a light in Penderbury's eyes and a smile on his lips which amazed his junior.

Jack had only glanced once at the pale, slight prisoner. He dared not look at her.
"What is the delay?" he asked irritably. "This infernal judge is always late."

At that moment the court rose as the judge came on to the Bench, and almost immediately afterwards the Attorney-
General was addressing the court.

"My lord," he said, "I do not purpose offering any evidence in this case on behalf of the Crown. Last night I received
from Dr. Merriget, an eminent practitioner of Townville, a sworn statement on which I purpose examining him.

"Dr. Merriget," the Attorney-General went on, "has been traveling in the Near East, and a letter which was sent to him by
the late Colonel Dane only reached him a week ago, coincident with the doctor learning that these proceedings had been
taken against the prisoner at the bar.

"Dr. Merriget immediately placed himself in communication with the Crown officers of the law, as a result of which I
am in a position to tell your lordship that I do not intend offering evidence against Ella Grant.



"Apparently Colonel Dane had long suspected that he was suffering from an incurable disease, and to make sure, he went
to Dr. Merriget and submitted himself to an examination. The reason for his going to a strange doctor is, that he did not
want to have it known that he had been consulting specialists in town. The doctor confirmed his worst fears, and Colonel
Dane returned to his home. Whilst on the Continent, the doctor received a letter from Colonel Dane, which I purpose
reading."

He took a letter from the table, adjusted his spectacles, and read:

"Dear Dr. Merricer,—It occurred to me after I had left you the day before yesterday, that you must have identified
me, for [ have a dim recollection that we met at a garden party. I am not, as you suggested, taking any other advice. I
know too well that this fibrous growth is beyond cure, and I purpose tonight taking a fatal dose of cyanide of
potassium. I feel that I must notify you in case by a mischance there is some question as to how I met my death.—
Very sincerely yours,

"CHARTRES DANE."

" feel that the ends of justice will be served," continued the Attorney-General "if I call the doctor...."

It was not very long before another Crown case came the way of Jack Freeder. A week after his return from his
honeymoon, he was sent for to the Public Prosecutor's office, and that gentleman interviewed him.

"You did so well in the Flackman case, Freeder, that [ want you to undertake the prosecution of Wise. Undoubtedly you
will gain kudos in a trial of this description, for the Wise case has attracted a great deal of attention."

"What is the evidence?" asked Jack bluntly.
"Circumstantial, of course," said the Public Prosecutor, "but——"
Jack shook his head.

"I think not, sir," he said firmly but respectfully. "I will not prosecute in another case of murder unless the murder is
committed in my presence."

The Public Prosecutor stared at him.
"That means you will never take another murder prosecution—have you given up criminal work, Mr. Freeder?"
"Yes, sir," said Jack gravely; "my wife doesn't like it."

Today, Jack Freeder is referred to in legal circles as a glaring example of how a promising career can be ruined by
marriage.




Fighting Snub Reilly

Ten minutes before Snub Reilly left his dressing-room a messenger delivered a letter. His seconds and his manager
protested against his reading anything which might well be disturbing at such a critical moment, for the little man was
fighting for his title, and Curly Boyd, the aspirant to championship honors, had knocked out four successive opponents
before he claimed his right to a meeting with the World Champion.

"Let me see it," said Snub, and he was something of an autocrat. The letter was typewritten and was signed by two
reputable men whose names were honored in the sporting world.

Snub read the letter slowly.

"A challenge," he said tersely, "for £10,000 a side."

"Who is the feller?" asked his manager.

"They call him'An Unknown'; he wants to meet the winner of tonight's fight. Send a wire and say I accept."
His manager grinned. He was a stout man with a moist face, and he had infinite confidence in Snub, but——
"Better wait till after the fight?" he suggested.

"Send it," said Snub curtly, and put on his dressing-gown.

Manager Seller dispatched the wire, not without some discomfort of mind. The fourth round brought him relief.

Curly Boyd, an approved European champion, had himself to thank for such an early ending to his rosy dreams. He had
detected, as he thought, a certain unsteadiness in Snub's leg movements, an uncertainty that was a hint of a stagger. So
Curly, relying upon his excellent fitness, had put everything into a projected left and right. Incidentally he was fighting
the greatest ring strategist of his day, and when he uncovered his jaw for the fraction of a second....

"Eight ... nine ... ten—out!" said a far-away voice in Curly's ear. Somebody shook him by his gloved hand, and he heard
above the roaring in his head a louder roar, and dropped his head wearily to catch a glimpse of a figure in a flowered
dressing-gown slipping through the gangway into the gloom behind the ring seats.

It was a fine thing for Snub, because the eyes of the world were on that fight—outside the building limousines were
parked twenty deep—and before he reached his dressing-room the news of his victory was quivering in dots and dashes
on every line and cable that ran from the city.

He stripped off his dressing-gown and submitted to the attentions of the masseur with some sign of impatience. Ten
minutes after the fight he left the building by a side door, and mingled with the thousands who crowded about the
entrances. Modesty was Snub Reilly's favorite vice.

The echoes of such a combat were not to die down in a day, for Snub was something of a national hero. This champion
who never gave interviews, who was so taciturn and secretive that his very seconds did not meet him until the day
before his fights, appealed to the popular imagination as no other ring favorite had done. And when, at the end of the
press description, it was announced that "An Unknown" had challenged the winner for a purse of $50,000 (£10,000), and
the challenge had been accepted, there was an added value to the news.

Even staid and sleepy Rindle, dedicated to the education of youth, was excited, wildly excited for Rindle. The
headmaster read the account of the fight at breakfast and hummed and ha'd his approval of the lightning stroke which laid
the presumptuous Curly Boyd so low. And on the opposite side of the breakfast table Vera Shaw, nineteen and beautiful,
hid a newspaper on her lap, read furtively and was thrilled. A group of boys en route from their dormitories-houses to
prayers and morning school, gathered about one daring soul who had broken all school regulations by purchasing
forbidden literature, and whooped joyously.

It was natural that Barry Tearle, the mathematical master, should stop in the midst of correcting exercises, hitch up his
gown at the neck for comfort, and sit back to study the account. Natural, because he was also games master and instructor
of the noble art to Rindle School.



He put down the paper with a thoughtful frown and went back to his exercises, lighting his pipe mechanically the while.
Presently he gathered the papers together and rose. The bell was clanging the warning for prayers in Hall, at which
solemn function all masters were expected to be present. He hurried across the quadrangle-campus and under the
archway above which was part of the head's quarters. He never passed under that arch without wondering whether Vera
owned those rooms. It was part of the daily routine of unconscious speculation, and he was so wondering as he turned to
join the stream of boys on the flagged path to Hall, when he heard his name called.

He turned quickly, startled almost, and swept off his cap.

It was the subject of his thoughts.

"I saw you come home this morning."

She pointed an accusing finger and he blushed.

"Did—did you? My car had a breakdown near Northwood—I hope I didn't disturb you?"

No errant boy called to his study to explain a delinquency could have looked more patently guilty than he, and she
laughed, and when Vera Shaw laughed, it required all his self-possession to behave sanely.

"No, you didn't disturb me. I couldn't sleep and was sitting at the window approving of the moon when you sneaked into
the quad—there is no other word for it. Did you see the fight?" she asked suddenly, and he gasped.

"

"No, I did not see the fight," he said severely; "and I'm surprise

"Pooh!" She flicked her finger at him. "I've read every bit about it. Do tell me who is 'An Unknown' who is going to fight
that darling Snub—run, you'll be late!"

The bell had stopped, the trembling note of the organ quivered in the still air, and Barry gathered up his gown and
sprinted. He hoped she would be waiting when chapel ended, and was the first to leave after the final "amen." She was
standing where he had left her, but Sellinger was with her, and, forgetful of the admirable charity toward all men which
he had so recently intoned, Barry cursed Sellinger most heartily.

John Sellinger lived in Rindle; his ancestors had founded Rindle School, and he himself assumed the style and manner
and mental attitude of hereditary patron saint to the school. He was tall, overtopping Barry by six inches, florid, well
fed, and prosperous. He was good-looking too, in a heavy, aquiline way. And he made no secret that his patronage of
Rindle might extend to acquiring relationship with its headmaster.

"Morning, Tearle. I suppose you didn't see the fight?"

"No, [ didn't see the fight," said Barry savagely. "Have I nothing better to do—did you?" he asked suddenly.
"Yes, rather—I was just telling Vera all about it. Wonderful fellow, Reilly. Smaller even than you."

"Is it possible?" asked Barry, affecting an extravagant surprise. "Could you see him?"

"Don't be sarcastic," said Mr. Sellinger. "Of course you could see him—you don't see much of him from where I sat, he
doesn't stand still long enough, but, boy, he's a fighter!"

"So the papers say," said Barry wearily.

"As to the unknown idiot who wants to fight him——"

"Good morning," said Barry shortly, and with a lift of his hat went on.

"Curious fellow that." Sellinger shook his head. "Can't quite make him out, Vera."
"Mr. Sellinger." Her tone was very quiet.

"Yes, Vera?"

"Will you please not call me by my Christian name?"



He was surprised and hurt.
"But, my dear child——"
"But I'm not your dear child," she said in the same voice. "I'm not even a child."

He drew himself erect, for he was a Sellinger of Rindle; and Sellingers of Rindle have drawn themselves erect for
several centuries at the mere suggestion that they could not do just what their sweet fancy dictated.

"Of course, if you wish it, Ve—Miss—er—Shaw; by all means. I'm sorry if I've offended you."

He was not sorry except for himself, of course; but it was the kind of reply that a representative of the oldest family in
the county should make.

"You haven't offended me—only I don't like it. Why do you think that Mr. Tearle is curious?"

"Well," he hesitated, "a schoolmaster isn't the best paid professional in the world, and yet Tearle lives in style, has a car
of his own, is always dressed well."

She looked at him in that weary, patient way which women can make so offensive.

"Other people have money—you have money, and yet it isn't curious," she said coldly. "Or do you think it is curious
because you haven't got it all?"

He smiled indulgently.

"How like you to defend him!" he said, and before indignation could permit an appropriate reply he went on: "Did your
father say whether the School Extension Committee was meeting at the usual hour?"

She shook her head and half turned to go.
"I wish——" he began, and stopped.

"You wish?"

n

"Well"—this time his halt of speech was less natural—"I wish that other arrangements would be made abou
"About what?" She was exasperated by his studied hesitations, but she was curious.

"About the money that has been raised for the school extension. It is a tremendous sum for a—well, for an ill-paid master
to handle."

He knew he had made a mistake before the words were out, for the girl's face had gone from crimson to white as the drift
of his meaning appeared.

"Do you"—she was breathless, and her voice sounded strange even to her—"do you—mean to suggest that Mr. Tearle—
gets his money for motor-cars ... oh, it's too absurd—too wicked—how dare you!"

He blinked at her in amazement. He had never regarded her as anything but a soft, fluffy, kitteny thing, and a possible
ornament to his gloomy house. He looked aghast upon a fury; her gray eyes, dark with passion, her lips straight drawn
and unbecoming. That is the impression he carried away with him—her mouth was unbecoming in anger.

"My dear—" he began.
"You must have an evil mind to think such things," she flamed. "I hate you!"

He stood as a man petrified until she had disappeared through the porch of Dr. Shaw's study. Then he pulled up his
collar, and stalked haughtily through the schoolhouse gate.

"Very unbecoming," he spluttered to himself. "Very unladylike ... very unnecessary...."

Vera Shaw saw him depart from the window of her bedroom, and made faces at him which were unbecoming and
certainly unladylike. Then she sat on the edge of her bed and wept bitterly. Which was unnecessary.



Dr. Shaw came into lunch ten minutes earlier than she had expected, and brought Sellinger with him, to the girl's intense
annoyance.

"I've asked Sellinger to stay to lunch, Vera," he said. "Will you tell Mrs. Burdon to put another place at the table? We
have a meeting of the Extension Committee this afternoon, and I cannot send Mr. Sellinger all the way back."

A more sensitive man than Sellinger might have been hurt by the apology for his invitation; but Sellinger was not that
kind of man. He smiled graciously upon the girl, and in that smile conveyed a tacit agreement that what had happened that
morning should be overlooked and forgotten.

Fortunately for Vera, there was little need for her to speak, for the conversation centered about the afternoon committee
meeting. She was alert for any comment which might be remotely disparaging to Barry Tearle; but Mr. Sellinger, with
unexampled wisdom, was careful to keep off the subject, and when Tearle's name came into the conversation it was Dr.
Shaw who was responsible.

"There was rather an unpleasant little incident this morning in town," he said—and when those of Rindle School referred
to "town," they meant all that part of Rindle which was not school. "I don't know what started it, but I'm quite sure the
boy was not in the wrong."

"Is one of the boys in trouble, Father?" asked Vera quickly.

"Well, not exactly in trouble. You remember—do you know the man Crickley—he has a tumbledown shanty on the
Jamaica Road?"

She nodded.
"An awful ruffian," she said; "he was at court last year, and he drinks, doesn't he?"

"I should imagine he had been drinking this morning. He was going through the town with his unfortunate wife, and
apparently something she said disagreed with him—at any rate, the brute hit her first with his stick, and although I don't
suppose he hurt her very much, one of the boys of the fifth—young Tilling, to be exact—who happened to be passing,
interfered...."

"Good for him!" said the girl, her eyes sparkling.
Dr. Shaw smiled.

"It looked like being bad for him," he said. "For the blackguard turned his attention to the boy, and had him by the scruff
of his neck, according to accounts, when Tearle, who was going over to the higher mathematical set, came upon the
scene. [ understand he asked the man very civilly to release the boy; whereupon he certainly loosed his hold of the boy,
but he struck at Tearle."

The girl opened her mouth in consternation.
"Was he—was he hurt?" she asked.

"No, I don't think he was," the doctor chuckled quietly. "Tearle, you know"—he turned to Sellinger—"is our games
master, and a rattling good instructor in boxing. I saw the captain of the school, who witnessed the encounter, and he is
most enthusiastic about what followed."

"Did he strike the man? Was there a brawl?" asked Sellinger, ready to be shocked.

"I don't think there was much of a brawl, but he certainly struck the man," said the doctor dryly. "Crickley had to be
assisted away."

Sellinger shook his head heavily.
"I don't know whether that sort of thing's good for Rindle," he said, in his capacity of patron saint.

"Nonsense!" said the doctor sharply, and the girl beamed upon her father. "A most excellent lesson and example to the
boys. It means, of course, that the boys in Tearle's form will give themselves airs, but it is what [ would term a most



excellent thing to have happened."
Sellinger was discreetly silent on this conclusion.

"I talked to Tearle after school," he said. "Of course, Tearle was most apologetic." He paused and frowned. "Do you
know, Vera," he said, "I had the most extraordinary impression when I was speaking to Tearle. In this morning's paper—
which, of course, you haven't read, my dear, at least not the part that [ am referring to—there was a reference to a
challenge which had been issued by a certain Unknown to the boxer, Snub Reilly."

"You don't mean that——" she said breathlessly.

"Yes, I had that impression—that Tearle was the Unknown. You see, I mentioned the fight of the previous evening, and |
talked to him about the challenge, just as I might talk to Sellinger here, in an ordinary matter-of-fact way. And do you
know that he went as red as a beetroot?"

Sellinger laughed loud and heartily.

"That would be too absurd," he said contemptuously. "I grant that our friend Tearle may be a most excellent boxer, but an
excellent amateur has no earthly chance against even a third-class professional; and Snub Reilly is at the top of his
class."

Dr. Shaw shrugged.
"I agree it is ridiculous," he said.

"Besides," Sellinger went on, enlarging his argument, "before that match can occur, somebody has got to find ten
thousand pounds; and ten thousand pounds is a lot of money——"

Vera was looking at him, and their eyes met. She saw in his the dawn of a great suspicion, and her hand gripped the
handle of her bread-knife murderously. It was Sellinger who changed the subject abruptly, but the girl knew that he was
far from relinquishing his theory.

Sellinger went out to telephone to his house, and the girl was left alone with her father.

"Daddie," she said, "do you like Mr. Sellinger?"

He looked at her over his glasses.

"No, dear; to be candid," he said slowly, "I think him a most unmitigated bore."

She held out her hand solemnly and her father gripped it.

"I think you are the most wonderful father in the world," she said. "And all this time I was thinking that you loved him."

"I loathe him," said her father frankly, "in so far as it is possible for a person of my profession to loathe anybody. But the
Sellingers are a sort of tradition at Rindle, and one has to be civil to them."

"I'm going to tell you something."

She walked over and shut the door which Sellinger had left open.

"Do you know what he suggested to me this morning?"

"Who, Sellinger?"

She nodded.

"He suggested that the School Extension funds are being stolen by Mr. Tearle."
Dr. Shaw jumped up, pink with anger.

"How dare he? It's a monstrous suggestion!" he said. "I shall tell him——"



"No, you'll tell him nothing," said Vera hastily. "What is the use of my giving you my confidence? I am only telling you
for your guidance."

Mr. Shaw sat down in his chair again.
"A disgraceful suggestion," he rumbled, "and palpably stupid. Certainly, Tearle as treasurer has control of the money."

"Is it cash? I mean, could you go into a room and take so many hundreds or thousands from a box?" asked the girl, and
Dr. Shaw laughed.

"Of course not. The money is represented by certain securities—stocks in various industries and railways. Tearle has the
handling and the care of these stocks—he is a capital man of business. But to suggest——!" he fumed, and it needed all
the girl's power of persuasion to bring him back to a condition of calm.

Mr. Sellinger went home that night deep in thought, and sat up until two o'clock in the morning writing letters to his
friends. One of these friends was an editor of a newspaper closely identified with sport, and from him in a few days he
learned more particulars of the challenge which had been issued to the great Snub Reilly. The fifty thousand dollars had
to be deposited by the fifth of the following month, the sum being lodged in the bank in the name of three prominent
sportsmen, one of whom was the writer. Where would Tearle get his fifty thousand? He was absolutely certain that
Tearle was the challenger, and the news he had from the school confirmed him in his opinion. Further confirmation came
one day at a committee meeting when Tearle had taken some papers from his pocket. Amongst them Sellinger saw a
somewhat gaudy print. It was strangely familiar to him, but it was not until he got home that it flashed upon him that the
print was a program of the Reilly-Boyd fight! So Tearle had been a spectator after all! And he had sworn that he had not
seen the fight! The master, too, was in strict training, and once, looking from his bedroom in the dark hours of the
morning—Sellinger was not a good sleeper—he saw a figure in white vest and shorts run past the lodge entrance, and
recognized Barry Tearle as the runner.

The weeks that followed were for Mr. Sellinger weeks of interest and investigation. At a meeting of the Extension
Committee, which gathered once a week to transact formal business, he asked for and secured a list of the securities held
by the treasurer. And with this in his possession he bided his time.

There arrived at this period an unobtrusive individual who took lodgings in the village and appeared to have very little
to do except to loaf about the school and watch the boys and the masters go in and out. He was a charming man, who
made friends with the postmaster, and was on good terms with all the tradesmen before he had been in the village three
days. One night Sellinger was finishing his dinner when a visitor was announced. It was the stranger, who greeted his
employer deferentially.

"Well, Mr. Sellinger," he said, with satisfaction, "I have a few items of information for you which will interest you."
"Have you got him?" asked Mr. Sellinger eagerly.

"I wouldn't like to say that," said the detective, "but I rather fancy that if we haven't got him, we've put him in a very tight
corner."

He took a notebook from his pocket, and turned the leaves.

"Yesterday afternoon Tearle sent a registered envelope to Taylor and Grime, the brokers. I got the address, because I'm
a friend of the postmaster's—anyway, that was easy. [ went straight up to the city by the night train, and called at Taylor
and Grime the next morning, and it couldn't have happened better for me, because there's a clerk in the office who I know
very well. As a matter of fact, I saved him from a whole lot of trouble a couple of years ago."

"What was it that Tearle sent?" asked Sellinger, holding his breath.

"Five thousand shares in the Rochester and Holbeach Railroad, one thousand shares in the Land Development Syndicate,
and a thousand shares in the Newport Dock Corporation."

"Wait a moment," said Sellinger hastily, and went to his desk. He came back with a list.

"Read the names of those stocks over again," he said, and the detective complied.



"That's it!" Sellinger nodded. "All these shares are held by Tearle on behalf of the School Extension Fund!"
The detective looked at him curiously.

"Well, what are you going to do—pinch him?" he asked, and Mr. Sellinger smiled.

"No," he said softly, "I don't think we need arrest him yet awhile."

He paced up and down the room.

"T'll tell you what I'll do," he said. "I'm having the masters up to dinner tomorrow night. It's a practice that the Sellingers
have always followed since the foundation of the school—I suppose you know that Rindle School was founded by one of
my ancestors."

The detective did not know, but bowed reverently.

"Tearle lives with old Mrs. Gold in the High Street," Sellinger went on. "She's as deaf as a brick, and I believe goes to
bed every night at nine o 'clock. His rooms are a long way from where she and the servants sleep, and anyway she's so
deaf that she wouldn't hear you."

"What's the idea?" asked the detective

"Whilst [ have Mr. Tearle here"—Sellinger emphasized his words with a regular thrust of his finger into his hireling's
waistcoat—"you will make a very careful search through Tearle's papers."

The detective nodded.
"I get you," he said. "But how am I to find my way into the house?"

"The front door is always unfastened when Tearle is out at night," said Sellinger. "He was telling the Head last week that
he never carried a key, and most of the houses leave their doors open—there is no crime in Rindle.

"Except what we commit," said the detective humorously.
"That," said Mr. Sellinger gravely, "is an impertinence. This is not a crime: [ am acting in the best interests of justice."

The Sellinger dinner, which, as Mr. Sellinger said, was a feature of Rindle School life, was a deadly dull affair to two
of the guests. For the host, with commendable foresight, had so arranged the seats that Vera Shaw sat at one end of the
board on his right, and Barry Tearle at the other end of the long table on Dr. Shaw's right. This arrangement suited Mr.
Sellinger admirably, because he had a proposal to make to Vera, the terms of which had taken a good day's thought. The
girl, who would never have attended but for the fact that the three mistresses which Rindle boasted were present, was
openly bored—a fact which Mr. Sellinger did not observe.

They were half-way through dinner when Sellinger exposed his grand scheme.

"Miss Vera," he said (he had compromised to that extent), "I want to make a suggestion to you, and I wonder how you'll
take 1t?"

"That depends upon the suggestion," she said coolly.

"It may shock you," he began cautiously, lowering his voice. "But—how would you like to see the fight?"

"See the fight?" she repeated, startled. "Do you mean the fight between "

"Between Snub Reilly and the Great Unknown," he said jocularly.

She thought a moment.

"I hardly think I'd like to see it at all," she said. "I do not approve of women attending such exhibitions."
"Suppose the Great Unknown were a friend of yours?" he said deliberately, and her face went pink.

"How absurd! Do you suggest "




"I not only suggest, but I know," he said. "You must promise not to tell Tearle, because, if my surmise is correct, he
would be upset by your knowing, and maybe the thing would peter out."

"But it's nonsense," she said contemptuously. "How could Mr. Tearle find ten thousand——" She bit her lip.

"He may have friends," said Sellinger suavely.

There was a silence.

"Do you think he could win—supposing he were—the—Unknown?"

"Why not?" lied Sellinger. "I'm told he is a very brilliant boxer, and I'm not so sure that Snub Reilly couldn't be beaten."
He saw the girl's head turn slowly, and, as if obeying a common impulse, Barry Tearle raised his head at that moment.

"Why do you want me to go?" she asked suddenly. But he was prepared for that: it was in framing the answer to such a
question that he had spent the morning.

"Because," he said stoutly, "I think he will win. And, what is more"—it cost him a greater effort to deliver this sentiment
than to carry out the rest of the scheme—"because I've an idea that Tearle is fond of you."

She turned quickly away, and did not reply for some minutes.

"I'll go on one condition," she said, "and I think that it can be managed. I have to go to town, and my aunt has asked me to
stay the night—I can easily pretend that I am going to a theatre. Who will take me?"

"I, of course," said Mr. Sellinger gallantly, and she nodded.
"What is the condition?" he asked.
"That if you find you are wrong, and the—the Unknown is not Mr.—Tearle—you will take me away."

"Of course," said Mr. Sellinger heartily. "I wouldn't dream of allowing you to see the fight unless our friend was
involved. Now remember, Miss Vera, it is absolutely necessary that you should not mention this matter to Mr. Tearle.
Let it be a surprise to him. I can imagine," he went on, "how delighted he would be, how nerved for the—er—combat."

"Don't let us talk about it any more," she said.

To Barry Tearle's intense disappointment she left with her father, and scarcely spoke two words to him. He was puzzled.
What had she and Sellinger been talking about so earnestly? he wondered. Did they know—he went pale at the thought.

He walked back to his lodgings a greatly worried young man.

The last guest had hardly departed before the detective was ushered into Sellinger's library, and one glance at his face
revealed to that gentleman the measure of his success.

"We've got him, sir," he said exultantly. "Here you are." He laid a sheet of paper before the other.
"What is this?"
"I've copied them from a letter which I found on his table."

Mr. Sellinger picked up the paper and fixed his glasses. It was from a city bank and acknowledged the receipt of fifty
thousand dollars which had been paid into Barry Tearle's account. But it was the second extract which filled Mr.
Sellinger with joy. It was merely three lines copied from the counterfoil of Barry Tearle's check-book, which showed
that the sum of fifty thousand dollars had been made out in favor of the Fight Committee!

Mr. Sellinger rubbed his hands.
"You've done splendidly, my friend, splendidly," he said. "Now, what shall we do?"

"You ought to have him arrested at once," said the detective, shaking his head. "Unless you take immediate steps, you'll
never recover that money."



"No, no," said Sellinger.

He knew something better than that, but this he did not explain to the detective. He was going to see Tearle beaten—and
somebody else was going to see him beaten too. And when the fight was over, the comedy would develop into drama
and melodrama at that.

"I want somebody to have a lesson," he said solemnly, "a lesson which they will never forget in their lives, and which
may have a lasting beneficial effect upon their future. To the uninitiated, my act may seem a cruel one; but it is often
necessary, my friend, that one should be cruel to be kind."

"But what about the money?" asked the puzzled but practical detective. "That is going to be lost."

"I don't think so," said Mr. Sellinger. "If it is, then I am happily in a position to make good to the school the amount that
this man has stolen."

He might have kept his secret, he might have maintained his outward calm to the grand dénouement; but it was
impossible that he could keep his knowledge pent so long. The girl left for town early on the morning of the fight, and
Barry, when he learned she had gone, and had gone without seeing him, felt as though the motor of life had dropped out.
He himself went up by the afternoon train, having secured permission from the Head. An hour before he left, Dr. Shaw
sent for him, and the doctor was obviously ill at ease.

"You wanted me, sir?" said Barry, coming into the study, and the Head looked round with a start.

"Yes, er—yes, Tearle," said the doctor uncomfortably. "Sit down, will you? I wanted to say to you—that I wish you
luck."

He put out his hand.
"I'm a little worried, you know, Tearle, about it all, and to me it seems that you haven't a ghost of a chance."
"What do you mean, sir?"

"I mean, I believe you are the Unknown who has challenged this boxer, and somehow I wish you hadn't. It is not that I
disapprove of boxing, and although there is certain to be a little trouble if the truth comes out that you are the challenger,
we can get over that. No, it's the fear that you have risked your own private fortune"—he hesitated—"unless, of course,
you persuaded your friends to assist you?"

"No, sir, it is all my own money," said Barry Tearle steadily.

"I hope you win." Dr. Shaw shook him cheerfully by the hand. "You're a good fellow, Tearle, and—and I hope you win;
and I'm sure if my—if my girl knew, and of course she doesn't dream that you are taking part in this contest, that she
would echo my wishes."

Barry wrung his hand in silence and left with a little lump in his throat.

It was a grand adventure for the girl. All day she had thought about nothing else, and alternated between hope and dread.
Sometimes it was dread of the spectacle she would see; sometimes—and more often—it was the picture of Barry
Tearle's failure which made her shiver. The faithful Mr. Sellinger arrived at nine o'clock in the evening. He was in his
most jovial mood, as he had reason to be, for he had just parted from two Central Office detectives after putting them in
possession of the vital facts.

He had arranged that the girl should arrive at the theatre where the fight was taking place, in time to miss some of the
minor encounters which preceded it, and it was while they were waiting in the vestibule for one such contest to finish
that he was hailed by a friend, and left her for a moment.

Vera was feeling self-conscious and uncomfortable. It did not bring ease to her mind that there were other ladies present.
She felt ashamed and furtive and mean, and for the first time she began to have serious doubts as to what effect her
presence would have upon the man whose victory she desired.

She still told herself that Sellinger was mistaken, and that the challenger was some other person than Barry, but in her



heart of hearts she knew that she would see the man she loved within that cruel ring; and the thought of it set her heart
thumping wildly.

"Talk to me later, Johnson. I'm going to get my seat," she heard Sellinger say, and then he took her arm and led her down
a long aisle.

The theatre was in darkness save for the brilliant lights which hung above a square, white platform.

So that was the ring! It was smaller than she had expected. She looked round at the spectators in the gloom, and thought
she had never seen so many thousands of faces so close together. She was seized with a panic as to what all those
thousands would say if Barry was defeated. Would they cheer? She stopped, gripping fast to Sellinger's arm. She
couldn't bear that.

"I don't think I'll go in," she whispered. "I really don't think that I can stand it."
"Come along," said Sellinger soothingly, and led her down to a ring seat.

She was too near. She knew that she was too near. She would rather see this thing at such a distance as made it
impossible to distinguish between one fighter and the other. But she was there now and she must stay. And then it was
that Sellinger could keep his secret no longer.

There was some delay, they learned. Snub had not arrived, but had telephoned that he was on the way. But for the delay,
and the opportunity which it gave him, Sellinger might have maintained his silence to the end. But now he bent over the
girl, and step by step traced the progress of his investigations, and she listened, chilled with horror. She could not even
find the words to protest.

He might have noticed her distress, and in pity have toned down his lurid recital; but he was hot with triumph, and found
a joy in his brutality. And then the climax came, when the girl was clutching to the arm of her chair, half fainting. The
man to whom Sellinger had spoken in the vestibule came up, and said Snub had arrived. Mr. Johnson was stout, red
faced, and white haired.

"Is the Unknown here?" demanded Sellinger with a grim smile.

"Oh yes, he's here. I'm told he's going to "
"He's going nowhere," almost shouted Sellinger. "I've got a couple of detectives waiting for him, my friend."
"Oh, don't, don't!" said Vera, white to her lips.

"A couple of detectives?" The man looked from one to the other. "Well, I think that's rotten of you, Sellinger. The man
has had his punishment. Why should he have more?"

"You know him, then?"
"I know him very well indeed," said Sellinger. "I don't know about his punishment."

"He had two years' imprisonment for forgery in Australia. He was one of the best lightweights we've had in this country
for years. I told them that they ought to have come out boldly and told the public that it is Kid Mackay who was
challenging; but the men who are behind him insisted on introducing him as 'An Unknown,' an idiotic piece of tactics."

The color was coming back to the girl's face as her eyes were fixed upon the other.
"Who is he?" she whispered.

"

"Kid Mackay, madam," said Sellinger's friend, and went on: "One of the best lads in the ring three years ago

"Then it's not Tearle?" wailed Sellinger.

Such a look of bewilderment was on his face that she could have laughed. Then with a start she remembered.

"You must take me away. You promised that if it was no



Her words were interrupted by a roar. A man was coming down one of the aisles in a purple dressing-gown. As he
swung up between the ropes, his broad, good-humored face all smiles, one half the audience recognized the Unknown as
the erstwhile champion and understood the reticence that his backers had shown.

But now a greater roar shook the building. Another figure moved amidst his seconds, and leaping lightly up to the ring,
dodged through the ropes. From every part of the vast hall came a shout:

"Snub—Snub Reilly!"
"Snub Reilly!" Mr. Sellinger's voice was hollow, and then Snub Reilly turned, and the girl half rose from her seat.
For the man who stared down at her with wonder in his open eyes was Barry Tearle!

Mr. Sellinger sat, stricken dumb, his mouth agape. As for the girl, she looked on as if in a trance. She saw the
preliminaries, watched the opening of the first round, her eyes never leaving the lithe figure that leaped and lunged. She
could hear the thud of gloves as they struck, but whose gloves they were and who was being struck she could not tell. It
was at the beginning of the second round that "the Unknown" forced the fighting, in spite of the injunctions and prayers of
his seconds to remain strictly on the defensive for the first eight rounds. Right and left flashed Snub's terrible fists. The
Unknown staggered. A second blow to the jaw landed, timed to the fraction of a second....

The fight was over. It was over, too, for Vera Shaw, and Barry Tearle leaped the ropes in time to catch her as she
fainted....

It was in the Head's study the next morning that Barry Tearle, unmarked by his exertions the night before, told his story.

"My father was a boxer," he said. "He used to travel the country fairs, and every penny he made he put into my education.
He did something more—he taught me the game as no man knew it better than he. He died whilst I was at the University,
and it looked as though my education was going to stop short. I loved my studies, and I loved the life I had planned for
myself. But [ wanted money. I had no friends or influence. One morning at breakfast I saw in the sporting press a
challenge issued on behalf of a man whom I had seen fight, and whom I thought I could beat. I pawned everything I had to
cover his modest stake, and, adopting the name of Snub Reilly—Reilly is my second name, by the way—I fought him and
won. I have fought during every vacation for three years, and"—he looked down at the girl—"I have fought my last

fight."

The doctor cleared his throat.

"Vera has told me something of Mr. Sellinger's accusation. You sold some bonds?"
Barry nodded.

"They were my own bonds," he said. "I had to raise ten thousand pounds to cover this challenge. They were bonds
similar to those which you held for the Extension Fund."

"Naturally," Dr. Shaw nodded, "you would buy the best stock, both for the school and for yourself."

He was looking down at his blotting-pad thoughtfully.

"You have fought your last fight?" he said.

Barry nodded.

"Yes, sir. From now on, Snub Reilly disappears. I have made a considerable sum, quite sufficient for my needs."
"Nobody at the school knows you are—Snub Reilly?"

"Except Mr. Sellinger," said Vera.

"I do not think Mr. Sellinger will be anxious to talk about the part he has played in a business which is only discreditable
in so far as he has been concerned," said Dr. Shaw.

For the second time in twenty-four hours he put out his hand.



"I rather think," he said, "I should like to have seen that fight. Wouldn't you, Vera?"
The girl shuddered and shook her head.

"Of course not, of course not. How could I ask such a thing?" said the doctor tenderly, and he dropped his hand on her
shoulder. "You couldn't imagine my little girl in that sort of atmosphere, could you, Tearle?"

Mr. Barry Tearle shook his head. He and Vera went out together into the old-world quadrangle, and neither spoke.

"I must go into the house now, Barry," she said. "You—you weren't very much hurt last night?" she added anxiously.
"Oh, my dear, I was so happy when you won." She laid her hands impulsively on his breast. "And I've quite forgiven
your little lie!"

"My little lie!" He was astonished.

"You said you had not seen the fight that night."

He smiled.

"I didn't see it," he insisted. "I felt it—but I didn't see it."

Since the classrooms overlook the quadrangle, what followed would have been witnessed by the whole of the fifth
classical form but for the tact of the head prefect of School House who happened to be standing by the window, and
closed it with a bang.




A Romance in Brown

"Romance ...? Yes, of a kind. Romance brings up the nine-fifteen ... and there is romance in ... well, courtship and that
sort of thing. But life is fairly humdrum and unexciting. Wars ... at a distance are immensely stirring, but close at hand,
look rather like a street accident multiplied by millions. Life is utterly devoid of sensation, and romance is really
sensation of a pleasant kind."

James Calcott Berkley sniffed.
"I wouldn't have your mind for money," he said, and his senior partner chuckled softly to himself.

He was a stout man and comfortable. You could not imagine him without a stiff collar and a heavy watch-guard. Jim
often wondered what he looked like in pyjamas—the chances were that he wore a nightshirt anyway—a silk nightshirt
with broad magenta stripes.

"Money doesn't buy experience," said Mr. Calley. "Years, disappointments, knowing successions of exquisitely featured
chorus girls and small-part ladies, who look like Athens at its palmiest, and talk like the Old Kent Road; it's being
looked at with pure limpid eyes, so big and innocent that you get a lump in your throat, and watching them, change to
granite when they price the little present you've given to their owner."

This time Jim Berkley sighed.
"What a perfectly horrible past you must have, Calley!" he said.

"On the contrary," protested the stout Mr. Calley, "my life has been singularly free from complications. There is a gray
which has a purplish tinge—that is the color which most nearly represents the past of Caesar Calley. We look at the
matter from the standpoint of fifty and twenty-seven. You ought to be married," he went on, and Jim closed his eyes
wearily. "That statement may make you dither, but it is a fact. Marriage destroys the icing, but reveals the cake, and you
can't live on almond icing any more than you can make a square meal of Turkish Delight. You're well off, you're nice
looking, you have decent standards of conduct ... in fact, you're a desirable match."
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"I have never actually met anybody ..." said Jim. "There are thousands of girls, of course

"But they lack the atmosphere of romance," interrupted the other dryly; "they eat food and they ride to hounds, and they
are entirely without mystery. You'll never get married if you wait for mystery. There is nothing mysterious about women
—they are just men with a different code of honor. They never pay their card debts, but they won't take tea in your rooms
unless they bring their aunts."

"Br-r!" shivered Jim. "Marriage! The wedding reception ... the awful church and the best man and the tight boots and the
confetti!"

Mr. Calley put on his gold-rimmed glasses and surveyed his partner dispassionately.

"Even Prince Charming had to go through something of the sort when he wed the Fairy Princess," he said, "and I guess
the fairy princess sat up half the night worrying whether the bridesmaids ought to wear gray charmeuse or white tulle.
There is nothing wholly romantic and nothing wholly sordid. You can't have silk without worms."

Jim Berkley made a hasty exit. Marriage was a subject which irritated and annoyed him. And when Galley said that no
woman had mystery ...!

His watch said twenty minutes past three o'clock, and he stood at the window looking down into Gresham Street. He was
so standing, absorbed in his thoughts, when Calley put his head in at the door.

"Hullo? Looking for the Brown Girl?" he asked.
"No!" said Jim loudly.
"Thought you might be; queer bird—I'm off. Shan't be up tomorrow—I'm playing in a foursome at Mid-Su