
“1 think they are at the corner of the

■qnare, to the left,” she whispered. “Do
not look in that direction, but coma

straight into the cab. We go to the

Cafe Koval.”

The door turned softly behind them,

anil Reginald, his eyes fixed rigidly on

the cab, valiantly resisting a desperate
impulse to plunge into it headlong, de-

scended the steps with nervous delibera-

tion. Truly this was an adventure at
last.

He experienced a feeling of much re-

lief when they were safely seated in the

cab and bowling along the streets toward

Bloomsbury; but he got little conversa-

tion from his companion, who seemed

nervous and thoughtful. He ventured a

doubt as to their being followed, but she

assured him that her brother had been

followed on such an occasion the pre-
vious evening, a little later, and surmised

that the enemy must keep a cab within

call. And to the suggestion that an ar-

rival at the Cafe Royal at G o’clock would

be a little awkward, she replied that

there was a very particular reason for it,

which her brother would explain in detail

when he had the happiness of personally
meeting Mr Drinkwater, to whom ha

would be eternally grateful.
Through Hart-street they turned into

New Oxford-street, and so down Shaftes-
bury-avenue. As they neared Piccadilly
Circus, she spoke again. “If you will

pay the man through the roof-door,” she

said. ••

we will not have to stand long at

the door.”

Reginald admired the mental alertness

that could suggest this expedient to a

foreigner in London, and complied with

the suggestion; so that when the cab

pulled up before the Cafe Royal they lost

no time in reaching the swing doors.

Reginald saw with some apprehension
that another cab stopped a little way

behind them; though, after all, with so

many other cabs about it might not be

worth considering.
The doors swung behind them, and

Reginald felt a further accession of con-

fidence. What an adventure!
But here he encountered surprise and

disappointment. For Lucia turned to

hiin and said hurriedly: “Oh, Mr Drink-

water, I can never repay you! How

brave you are! I have been in terrible

fear for you all the way. Perhaps I

ought not to have brought you, but there

was no other friend for mv dear brother—

the brother I love so well! Will you pro-

mise to stay here, and not show yourself
till after dinner? Till 9 o'clock?”

“Certainly—we must wait before din-

ner—we—we-
”

“Thank you. oh, thank you!” she in-

terrupted seizing his hand. “I must

leave you now—l must go at once to my
brothei-. There is a side-door here, I
know, into a little dark street; I shall

not be seen. I will see you, or write to

you very soon. Good-bye, my noble

friend.”

And with that she was gone, leaving
Reginald dumb and blinking. So he stood
till it occurred that he was attracting at-

tention, which indeed lie was. Where-

upon he stalked gloomily cross the room

and flung himself into a seat; and being
impelled to do something desperate, he

ordered absinthe, which he did not like,
but which was the most desperate form
of refreshment he could think of.

Ile sat alone and glowered and smoked
cigarettes for an hour and a-half: a

period of tune which sufficed to relieve

his disappointment and arouse his inter-

est in the very excellent dinner, which
was to follow. And the excellent dinner

reconciled him to his circumstances so

far that he began to congratulate himself
on having very clever!v foiled a very
desperate gang of conspirators. He fell
to wondering when and how he should
next hear of Lucia da Silva; and so, at

at a little past 9 o’clock he made his way
home on foot, rather better satisfied with

himself, on the whole, than he had felt
after any other dinner lie could remem-

ber. For he had an idea that he had
aeon fled himself very well; and in-

de. ' it was a jewel of an adventure!
more next morning he endured

the —• > ioty of Mrs Churcher after break-
fast— the fog was even heavier to-day—-
but there was no caller. None, indeed,
till the afternoon, and then it was a

messenger boy, with a letter—a letter
written on scented paper in violet ink,
but scribbled so hurriedly that it was of-
ten difficult to separate words and sen-

tences. This done, it read thus: —

My Dear Friend, —

My brother and T ennnot thank yon

enough for your generous kindness last
night, which, alas! did not avail so

effectually as we had hoped. The watch-
ing enemy were, as yon know, two; and

it would seem that only one followed us,
leaving the other, the small short man,
to watch and confront my brother. This

led to something which has altered our

plans, and makes us ask you for one

favour more. Will you do it? Do not

refuse after sueh kindness as you have

shown. Mill you go with a eab this
evening at about 6 to the house we have

left and bring away a large box? En-

closed is a note for the landlady, who will
give you the box and will hand you a

hasty note of instructions I have left.
Do not read that note until you are in

the eab and safely away with the box,
and do not let the eab stand at the house

longer than you can help. Also do not

mention our real name to the landlady—-
you will understand that we have been

obliged to conceal it. This time you will

go to the front door, of course. Send
me a note by this messenger saying that

yon will do this without fail.
Ever yours gratefully- and hopefully,

LUCIA.

Here was more food for Reginald’s ro-

mantic appetite, which was by no means

sated yet, but rather sharpened by ex-

perience. He longed to learn what had

happened as the result of the encounter
of Luiz and his enemy, and how- the

plot stood now. So he sent by the mes-

senger a hurried note that he would cer-

tainly- and gladly do all that was asked
of him, and addressed himself to prepara-
tions. Such an adventure!

It was within a very few minutes of

6 that Reginald's cab—this time a four-

wheeler, because the box might be large

-—brought him once more to the house

in Bentonville. There was some little

difficulty in finding it for the fog had

been thickening all day-. This he judged
an advantage as regarded the removal
of the box—a thing, n» doubt, that

would be better done unobserved.

His knock brought to the door a very
commonplace servant, who- took the note

and presently- returned with another, ad-
dressed in Lucia’s handwriting to him-

self. Then she led him into a side room

and shortly indicated the box by a jerk
of the hand and a suggestion that he

would find it “pretty heavy.”
It was a larger box than he had expect-

ed. long and unwieldy, and more than he

could carry by himself. So he called the
cabman, and they found it no very easy

carrying together—the cabman, indeed,
growling furiously.

The box safely mounted on the roof,
Reginald lost no time in entering the cab,

giving the cabman the first direction for

Farringdonroad, that being the nearest

main road he eould think of at the mo-

ment. After an excruciating delay—the
cabman was exasperatingly deliberate
with his rug—they moved off, and Reg-
inald pulled out his note of instructions.
It was even more hurriedly scribbled, he

noticed, than the letter he had received
by the messcijger-boy a few hours be-

fore, the words runing on with scarcely
a lift of the pen, and no punctuation at

all. The streets were dark as well as

foggy-, and he eould only eateh a g’impse
on tlie paper now and again as they pass-
ed a shop or an uncommonly bright
street lamp, and one or two of tire more

legible words started out and vanished

again. “Waterloo station” was clear,
near the bottom and higher up "trou-

ble,” “difficulty,” and “remains.” At
this last word Reginald sat up with an

awful shock. Remains? What was in

that heavy- box on the roof?
At this moment the eab emerged into

a street so full of lighted shops that the

whole note became plain; separating
words and sentences with some difficulty,
this is what he read: —

“Sorry- to trouble, but difficulty with

small man caused. Troublesome thing.
We must remove remains in box. Trust

you implicitly. Bring to York Gate of
Waterloo station 6.30.”

What words ean paint the consterna-

tion of Reginald Drinkwater as he read

this note? “We must remove remains

In box!” This, then, was the event that

had altered their plans and caused them
“to ask one favour more.”

The encounter in the fog between Luiz
da Silva and his enemy- had ended in the

death of the small man. and here was he,
Reginald Drinkwater, carrying the corpse
across London in a cab!

The callousness of the note, too! The
“difficulty” with the small man had

caused the trouble, and it—or he—was

merely a “troublesome thing!” A truly
southern contempt of human life!

As he sat-, amazed and confounded,, the

eab pulled up in Farringdqn-road. and the
driver, with growls from the box, invited
further instructions.

The interruption recalled Reginald to

action. “The York Gate of Waterloo sta-
tion,” he said, “as quick as you can get
there!”

For indeed this was all he eould do.

They trusted him, he had accepted the

trust and had given his word, though
lie had never guessed what it involved.
And, after all, he reflected, this was a

different thing, far from murder; nothing
but simple self-defence. Though that
consideration, somehow, made very little
difference to the horror of the long box

on the roof and what it held.

The cab crawled and thumped and clat-

tered through the fog, and Reginald
prayed for the fog to thicken and so

hide the ghastly box from human sight.
And thicken it did, so that after a

martyrdom of stopping and starting and

crawling through Farringdonroad, the

vehicle emerged from Ludgate Circus tn
encounter an increasing blackness in

New Bridge-street. On it crept close by
the curb, and presently- was lost in an

immensity of mist, wherein nothing
could be seen but nebulous lights in dis-
tant random spots. They- were making
across the end of Queen Victoria-street
for Blaekt’riars Bridge.

The voyage across this smoky ocean

seemed to be the longest stretch of the

interminable journey. Once or twice

the lights of some other vehicle neared
and faded again, and shouts came front
invisible depths; but the traffic here-

about was sparse just now. Reginald
had begun to consider the possibility
that the eab was making circles among
the multitudinous crossings of these re-

gions, when suddenly- the horse stumbl-
ed and fell in a heap.

The cabman made one roll of it out
of his rug and off the box, and was

dimly visible hauling at his horse’s head
and clearly audible cursing its entire

body. The horse, for its own part,
seemed disposed to approve of the situa-

tion, and willing to accept the opportun-
ity for a prolonged rest. Blows and
shouts, it would seem to reflect, were

much the same, lying or standing, and

lying was the easier position. Reginald’s
terrors increased tenfold; there would

be a crowd and a policeman, and the

long box would be hauled down under

general observation; and in his disorder-
ed memory the thing seemed now to

have looked so like a stumpy coffin that
he wondered he had not suspected it at

His arm was seized above the elbow and Lucia stood before him.
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