things out of drawers, Suddenly Svbil gave 4 happy lietle ery.

*What have you found, Sybil 7" said Lord Arthur, smiling,

*This lietle silver box, Arthur) said Sybil. *Isn't it beautiful 2
Please give it to me!”

It was the box thar had held the aconitine,

Lord Archur had almost forgoreen abeut the box and the
poison. Now, he remembered the terrible worry that he had
suffered for Sybil. It seemed strange that she was the first person
o remind him of ie.

But he said," Of course you can have it, Sybil. 1 gave it to poor
Lady Clem myselt”

“Oh, thank vou, Arthur! said Sybil.'And please can | have the
sweet too T [ didn’t know that Lady Clem liked sweers.

Lord Arthur’s face went pale, and when he spoke his voice
was almost a whisper. ' Sweer, Sybil? What do vou mean?’ he
said slowly.

“There’s just one in the box, she said.* It looks quite old, and |
don’t really wane to eat it. Whats the matter, Arthur? You've
gone very whire!”

Lord Arthur rushed across the room and ook the box. The
capsule was there, with the aconitine liquid still in it Lady
Clementina had died a natural death!

The shack was terrible. He threw the capsule mto the fire, and
sat down and pur his head in his hands,

*

When Lord Arthur delaved the marriage tor a second time,
Mr Merton was quite upset. His wite had already ordered her diess
for the wedding, and she tried to make Sybil take back her promise
to marry Lord Arthur, Bur Sybils love for the voung man was
too strong, Her mother could not say anything ro change that,
Lord Arthur felt terrible for several days after his shock. But
soon he realized what he had to do. Poison had failed. Next, he
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would have to try a bomb. That seemed sensible,
He looked again at his list of friends and relacives. After careful
thought, he decided ro blow up his uncle, the Dean of Chichester.
The Dean was an important churchman., He also had a
wonderful collection of clocks. It seemed to Lord Arthur that

this interest in clocks gave him a perfect opportunity.

Where would he getr a clock-bomb? This was, of course, a
problem. Suddenly he thought of his friend Rouvaloff.
Rouvaloff was a voung Russian who strongly dishked the
government of his country. He knew a lot about bombs and
where to get them. Lord Arthur went to see the young man
without delay.

‘So you're wking a serious interest in  politics?’ said

IR ouvaloff, when Lord Arthur explained what he wanted,

Lord Arthur hated pretending. He had to say that he was not
interested in politics. He wanted the bomb for a family matter.

R ouvaloft looked at him in surprise, but he saw that Ins friend
was quite serious. He wrote an address on a piece of paper, and a
letter introducing Lord Arthur, and gave them to him.

Lord Arthur thanked him, then took a carriage to Soho. There
he walked until he came to a little street full of small houses. He
knocked on the door of a little green house at one end.

After some minutes, the door was opened by a rough-looking
Gernan.” What do you wane? " he asked Lord Arthur,

Lord Arthur gave him the letter from Rouvaloff,

In England, the German was known as Winckelkopf. He read
the letter and invited Lord Arthur into a very dark litde room,

T want to discuss some business with you,’ said Lord Arthur.
‘My name is Smith — Mr Robert Smith = and 1 want you to
make me a clock-bomb.

“I'm pleased ro meet you, Lord Arthur! said the cheerful livtle
German, laughing,

“You know me?"said Lord Arthur,

“Yes, | know who vou are] said Winckelkopt.* But please don't
warry. Its my duty to know everybody, and [ remember seeing
you one evening at Lady Windermere's house. | hope she's well.
Will you sit with me while I finish my breakfast? Let me get you
a glass of wine.

Lord Arthur was very surprised that he had been recognized.
But he was soon sitting at the table, drinking a glass of very good
German wine,

‘Clock-bombs are not very useful when you are sending a
bomb abroad. said Winckelkopf. " They usually explode before
they reach their correct destination. But if you want to use one in
this country, [ can give you an excellent one. Can I ask who it is
intended for? If it's for the police, I'm afrmd [ can't do anything
for you. The English detectives are really our best friends. They re
very stupid, and because of this we can do exactly whar we like.
wouldn't want to kill even one of them!

*It’s not for the police! answered Lord Arthur.

*Then who . . .7 began Winckelkopf.

*Its intended for the Dean of Chichester, said Lord Arthur.

*Oh dear! [ didnt know that you felt so strongly about
religion, Lord Arthur! said Winckelkopf. ' Not many voung men
do these days.

‘I'm afraid [ don't deserve your high epinion, Winckelkopf! said
Lord Arthur.* The fact is, [ really know nothing about religion’

*So it a private matrer?’

*Yes, said Lord Arthur.

Winckelkopf left the room. He returned a few minutes later
with a pretty lietle French clock. A small golden figure of Liberty
stood on the top of it

Lord Arthur smiled when he saw it. “That’s just what 1 want;
he cried. Now tell me how it works.
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“Ah! Thats my secret,” answered Winckelkopf, * Tell me when
you wanet the explosion, and Il arrange e Ie will happen at
exactly the right moment!

“Well, today’s Tuesday, and if’ you could send it o the Dean
immediately .. began Lord Arthur.

*That's impossible. said Winckelkopf, "1 have a lot of iImportant
work for some friends in Moscow. But | can send it tomorrow!

| “Oh, that will be soon cnough, said Lord Archur *If i's

delivered tomorrow night, or on Thursday morning, that will be
fine. Priday. exactly at midday, would be perfect for the explosion.
The Dean is always at home at midday on Fridays!

* Friday at midday! repeated Winckelkopf, and he made a note
of the time,

“And now; said Lord Arthur standing up. how much should |

pay you?’

S i e

“Its a very small martter, Lord Arthur! said Winckelkopf. *1

can't really ask for anything. Shall we say five pounds? I'm happy
to help a friend of Rouvaloft'’s”

“But | must pay you for your time and trouble, Winckelkopt!
said Lord Archur.

O, that’s nothing! Its a pleasure. 1 dan't work for money. |
live only for my art.

Lord Arthur put five pounds on the table, thanked the

German for his kindness, and left the house.
*

Lord Arthur was almost oo excited to \'lﬂ:p tor the next two
days, On Friday, at twelve o'clock midday, he went o his club to
wait for news.

All afternoon, one of the club servants put up messages on

the notice board. but they were all about horse races, parhiament
or the weather. At four o'clock, the evening newspapers arrived,

Thars just whas 1 wanr," hie oried. *Now tell me how it works,” and Lord Arthur took several of them imto the library. He
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read them carefully, bur there was nothing in them abour the
Dean of Chichester.

He went to see Winckelkopf the next day, The voung German
apologized many times, and offered to give him another clock-
bomb., But Lord Arthur refused. He had decided that perhaps
bombs were not the best idea.

Two days later, he was going upstairs at home when his mother,

the Duchess, called out to him. Lord Arthur came back down and
she showed him a letter from the Dean of Chichester’s daughter.
*Jane writes very interesting letters,” the Duchess said. *You
really must read this one, Arthur!
Lord Arthur read the letter quickly,

The Deanery, Chichester

27th May

My dearest Aunt,

We have had great fun with a clock that an unknown admirer
sent to Father last Thursday. It arrived in a wooden bax from
London. Father thinks that it was sent by someone who has read
his book, What is Liberty? On the top of the clock there was a
smiall figure of Liberty.

Father put the clock above the fireplace in the library, and we
were all sitting there an Friday morning when the clock sounded
rwelve, We heard a funny noise, then some smoke came from the
bottom of the figure, and Liberty fell off! She broke her nose on
the stone fireplace!

Maria was quite frightened, but it looked very funny. James
and | laughed loudly, and even Father was amused. When we
examined it, we found that it is an alarm clock, You put in some
stuft to make a small explosion. Then it wakes you up with a loud
noise at the hour you choose.

Father said it could not stay i the library because of the noise,
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so Reggie carried it away to the schoolroom. Now he makes
small explosions there all day.

Reggic has just made another explosion, and Father has
ordered the clock to be sent to the garden room. I don't think he
likes it as much as he did ar first, although he s pleased that
someone sent it to him. It shows that people read his books and
learn from them.

We all send our love and hope that Uncle Cecil’s toe is better,

Your loving niece,

Jane Percy

Lord Arthur looked very serious and unhappy abour the letter,
and that made the Duchess laugh.

*My dear Arthur, she eried, 'll never show you a young lady’s
letter again. Bur what can I say abour the clock? 1d like to have
one myself”

‘I don't like them, said Lord Arthur, swith a sad smile. He
kissed his mother and left the room.

When he got upstairs, he threw himself into a chair, and his
eves filled with rears,

‘I've done my best to complete this murder, but on both
occasions ve failed! he thought “And it hasnt been my faule!

I've tried to do my dury !’

*

At half past seven, Lord Arthur dressed and went to the club.

The doorman gave him a letter. It was from Winckelkopf,
inviting him to come the next evening and look at an umbrella-
bomb that had just arrived from Geneva. The umbrella exploded
when you put it up.

Lord Arthur threw away the letter and went out, He walked
down to the River Thames and sat for hours by the water. The
moon looked down through an opening in the clouds, Sometimes
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a river boat went past him, The railway lights changed from green
to red as trains went across the bridge. At twelve o'clock the big
bell of the clock ar Westiinster sounded, and the night seemed 1o
shake. Then the railway lights went out, and the noises of the cty
became quieter.

At two o'clock Lord Arthur stood up and walked slowly along
beside the river. After some minutes, he saw a man looking over
the riverside wall. As he came nearer, the man looked up, and the
gaslight lit up his face.

It was Mr Podgers, the chiromantist! It was impossible to make
a mistake about the far, unhealthy face, the gold glasses, the weak
smile, and the greedy mouth.

Lord Arthur stopped. A wonderful idea came into his mind,
and he stepped quietdy up behind Mr Podgers. Moving quickly,
he picked up the chiromantist by the legs, and threw him over
the wall into the river! There was a cry, the sound of a body
hitting the water, and then silence.

Lord Arthur looked down, but there was no sign of Mr
Podgers. Once he thought that he saw the far liele body
swimming towards the steps at the bottom of the bridge. But
when the moon came out from behind a cloud, there was
nothing there.

‘I've succeeded at last!” he thought. Then Sybils name came
tor his lips,

‘Have you dropped something, sir?" said a voice behind
him suddenly.

He turned round and saw a policeman.

* Nothing important,” he answered, smiling.

For the next few days Lord Arthur waited with feelings of
hope, then of fear. There were moments when he almost
Expe{'ted Mr I}odgers to walk into the room. Twice he went to

48

the chiromantist’s address in West Moon Street, but he was not
brave enough to ring the bell.

Finally news came. He was sitting in the smoking-room of
his club, having tea, when a waiter came in with the evening
newspapers. A moment later Lord Arthur was turning the pages
of ane of them when he saw this:

DEATH OF A CHIROMANTIST

Yesterday moming, at seven o'clock, the body of Mr Scptimus
R. Podgers, the famous chiromantist, was washed on to the
shore from the river at Greenwich, just in front of the Ship
Hotel. The nnfortunate gentleman disappeared a few days age.
It is belicved that he killed himself after working too fard,

Lord Arthur rushed out of the club with the newspaper still in
his hand. He went straight to the Mertons’ house. Sybil saw him
from a window, and she guessed from the look on his face that he
brought good news. She ran down to meet him.

‘Arthur, what- 7’

*My dear Sybil; cried Lord Arthur," let’s be married tomorrow !

“You silly boy ! We haven't ordered the wedding cake yet!" said
Svybil, laughing through her tears.

*»

The wedding was three weeks Later. The Dean of Chichester read
the marriage service beautifully. Evervbody agreed that they had
never seen a happier-looking pair than Lord Arthur and Sybil.

Same years afterwards, Lady Windermere was on a visit to
Lord and Lady Arthur Savile’s lovely old home in the country.
She and Sybil were sitting in the garden.

“Are vou happy, Sybil 2" asked Lady Windermere.

*Dear Lady Windermere, of course I'm happy!” said Sybil.
‘Are you?'
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I have no ume to be happy, Sybil,’ said Lady Windermere,
*T always like the last person whe is introduced to me. Bur when
I know people, I get bored with them

“Are you sill interested in chiromancy, Lady Windermere?”
asked Sybil, looking at her guest’s beauriful hands.

“Ah! You remember that nasty Mr Podgers, do vou?’ said
Lady Windermere.* He made me hate chiromancy. I'm interested
in other things now

"You mustn’t say anything against chiromancy here, Lady
Windermere, said Sybil.* It the only subject that Arthur doesn't
like people to laugh about. He's quite serious about it

*You don't mean that he believes i it, Sybil?’

*Ask him, Lady Windermere, said Sybil.* Here he is”

And Lord Arthur came up the garden with vellow roses in his

hand, and their owo children dancing round him.

‘Lord Archur said Lady Windermere.

“Yes, Lady Windermere, said Lord Archur.

“You don't believe in chiromaney, do you?’

*Of course | do,"said the young man, smiling.

' But why ? " asked Lady Windermere.

“Because of chiromaney, 1 have all the happiness in my life;
he said, and sat down in a garden chair. He gave his wife the
roses and looked into her lovely eves.'Because of chiromaney, |
have Sybil!

‘How silly!” cried Lady Windermere, “I've never heard
anything so silly i all my life”
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The Sphinx Without a Secret

One afternoon | was sitcting outside the Café de la Paix in Paris,
watching the people passing along the street. T was wondering
why some people were very poor while others were so rich.

Suddenly I heard somebody call my name.

I turned round and saw Lord Murchison. We had not met since
we were at Oxford University together, nearly ten vears before, and
I was pleased to see him again. We shook hands warmly.

I had liked him very much at Oxford, and we had been very
ids. He had been so handsome, so full of life;and a very

good fi
honest young man. We used to say that he would be the best
person in the world if he was not always so honest. But I think
we really admired him for hus honesty.

Now, looking at him ten years later, he seemed different. He
looked anxious and worried, and he seemed to have doubts
about something. [ could not beheve that he was in doubt about
religion or politics, because he always had such definite opinions
about everything. So I thought the problem must be a woman.

I asked him if he was married vet.

I don’t understand women well enough to marry one/
he answered.

“My dear Gerald, [ said, “it 1s our job to love women, not to
understand them!

1 can’t love anyone that [ can't crust,’ he answered,

*1 think you have a mystery in your life, Gerald, 1 said. * Tell
me abour it

‘Lets go for a drive] he answered. *Its wo crowded here.
Mo, not a yellow carriage — there, that dark green one will be
all righe

And in a few moments we were driven away from the café,
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*Where shall we go ta?" [ sad.

“Oh, T don't mind!” he answered.” The restaurant in the Bois
de Boulogne? We can have dinner there, and you can cell nie
about vourself”

I owane to hear about vou first] 1 said. *Tell me about your
mystery”

He took a lirde leather case from his pocket and gave it to me.
I opened it Inside was a photograph of a woman, She was rall
and beaunful, with long hair, and large secretve eyes. Her clothes
looked very expensive.

“What do vou think of that face. he said. " Is 1 an honest face 27

I exanuned the face in the photograph carefully. It seemed o

me to be the face of a woman witl a secree. Bur 1 could not say if

thatr secret was good or bad. The beauty of the face was full of

wivstery, and the taint smile on the lips made me think of the

simile of the Egyprian Sphinx in the moonhighe. Or was it the

mysterious smile that you sometimes we on the face of

Leonardo™ painting, the Mona Lisa, in the Louvre in Paris?

SWell” he oried impatientdy, what do vou think?”

A beantitul sphiny, T answered.” Tell me all abour her!

*Nor now:” he said. " After dinner”

When we were drinking our cottee and smoking our cigarettes
atter dinmer, T reminded him, and he told me chis story:

"Ome evening, he said, ' was walking down Bond Street in
London at about tive o'clock. There were a lor of carriages, and
the traffic was moving very slowly, There was a small vellow
carriage on my side of the road which, for some reason or other,
caught my attention, As the carriage passed, T saw the face that 1
showed you i the photograph carlicr. Tt wene straight to my
heare. All that night, 1 thought abour the face, and all the next
day. I looked for the vellow carviage in the vsual places, bue |
couldn’t find it. | began to think that the beautiful stranger was
only something from a dream.

“There was a small yellow carriage on my side of the road . °
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*About a week later, | went to have dinner with Madame de
Rastail, Dinner was for eight o'clock, but at half past eight we
were still waiting in the sitting room. Finally the servant threw
open the door and said * Lady Alroy™. A woman entered the
room — and it was the woman I was looking for! The woman in
the yellow carriage.

*She came into the sitting room very slowly, looking lovely in
a grey dress. | was pleased and exated when Madame de Rastail
asked me to take Lady Alroy m to dimner. Lady Alroy then sat
next to me at the table.

*After we sat down, | said quite innocently,* 1 think 1 saw you
in Bond Street not lang ago, Lady Alroy™

*She became very pale, and said to me in a low voice, ™ Please
don’t talk so loudly. Someone may hear you'”

*1 felt unhappy about such a bad start to our conversation, and |
started talking quickly about French theatre and other wmimportanc

things. She spoke very little, always in the same low musical voice.

She seemed to be atrud that someone might be listenmg,
I fell madly m love, and 1 was excited by the mystery rthat

seemed to surround her. [ wanted to know more — much more —

about this mysterious lady.
“She left very soon after dinner, and when she was going, |

asked if I could visit her. She saic

nothing tor a moment, looked
round to see iF anyone was near us, and then sad, *Yes,
Tomorrow at a quarter to five”

*1 asked Madame de Rastail to tell me about her, but | learned
only that her husband had died, and she lived in a beaunful house
in the most expensive part of London. 1 left soon after thar, and
went home,

“The next day I arrived at her London house at exactly a
quarter to five. | asked to see Lady Alroy but 1 was told by a

servant that she had just gone out.

‘I went to the club, very unhappy and quite confused. After
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some thought, | wrote a letter, [ asked her if 1 could try again
another afternoon.

*1 had no answer for several days, but at last 1 got a letter saying
that | could visit her on Sunday at four o'clock. At the end of the
letter there was a strange note: ™ Please don’t write to me here
again,” it said. = [ will explain when [ see you.”

“Om Sunday she was at home when | visited her, and she was
perfectly nice to me. Bur when 1 was leaving, she said, " If you
want to write to me again, will you address your letter to: Mrs
Knox, Whitaker's Library. Green Street? There are reasons why [
can't receive letters in my own house”

‘After that, 1 saw her often. She continued to be pleasant and
miysterious. | thought for a time that she might be m the power
of a man, but T could not believe 1.

At last I decided to ask her to be my wife. | wrote to her at
the library and asked her to see me the following Monday, ar six
o'clock. She answered yes, and | was wonderfully happy. 1 was
very much in love with her, you understand. Perhaps because of
the mystery surrounding her. No, no, that’s not right! I loved the
woman. The mystery worried me, it’s true. [t made me angry)

*So you discovered the answer to the mystery 71 cried.

“In a way, he answered. *On Monday | had lunch with my
uncle i his house in Regent’s Park. After lunch, | wanted some
dilly. The shortest way is

exercise, and [ decided to walk to Pic

through a lot of poor litthe streets. T was going along one of these
when 1 suddenly saw Lady Alroy in front of me. Her face was
halt-hidden by a large hat, but there was no doubt in my mind.

*She was walking fast. When she came to the last house in the
street, she went up the steps to the front deor, took a key from
her bag, unlocked the door and went in.

““So this is the mystery” | said to myself, and [ hurried 1o
the front of the house, It seemed to be a place where people can

TeLt roons.
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