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timate friend of rice’s, ha lered in . murder, but nnl\ that I was unexpe e g - CHAPTER X
bhecause of his ection with a 1 woman, i and would send her a wire when 1 started, so that
produced bl photogr Anne which 4 she would know when tn'c\';-ut me. Once face to Disquieting Neows
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There fell a dead silence after Jim Reichshot, wl

Cavley uttered those ominous words. Unter den Li
He waited for me to speak: but A simple message; but it meant much to me. 1
for a minute or more I was dumb. regarded it as proof that her x1 journey was
He had voiced the fear that had not a flight, but a mere comnci lence.

been on me more or less vaguely Mary had a postcard too from Calais: just a few
ever since 1 broke open the door words with the promise of a letter at the end of the t

and saw Cassavetti's corpse, which journey. She showed it to me when I called roune
had taken definite shape when I at Chelsea on Monday evenmg to ~.¢_\' i on
heard Freeman's assertion concerning a “red haired more. The inquest opened that mor
woman.” And yet my whole soul revolted from the adjourned for a week. Only formal and
horrible, the appalling, suspicion. 1 kept assuring evidence was taken, my own prine 1;-.11'_ ,

myself passionately that she was, she must be, in- able to arrange to leave next dav. In =
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‘No; but I think you are.” Jim answered soberly. clam. not &
‘I'm not going to quarrel with vou, Maurice, nor al- We parted on the best of terms, and I was certam ;
low you to quarrel with me. As I told you before, I he did not guess that my interest in the affair was
am only warning you, for your own sake and for more than the natural interest of one who was as
Anne's. You know, or suspect at least —" personally concerned m it as 1 was, with the msa- es T

‘I don't!” I broke in hotly. *I neither know nor tiable curiosity of the journahst superadded. What- 1 es
suspect that—that she — Jim Cayley, would you be- ever I had been yesterday, 1 was fully master of my !
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“Stop!" he said sternly. ** You don’t know what IM was out when 1 reached Chelsea, somewhat to two,
you're saving, you voung fool! My wife and Anne my relief, and Mary was alone for once leont
})Cll'i(llllh are very different persons. Shut up, now! She welcomed me cordially, as usual, and ¢ 2.

I say you've got to hear me! 1 have not accused mended my improved appearance. 1 felt ed t UEES
Anne Pendennis of being a murderess. 1 don’t be- about you last night. Maurice; \'nn weren't a bit v '
lieve she is one. But I do believe that, if once sus- like yourself. And what on earth did vou mean in e ¢ st
picion is directed toward her, she would find it very the drawing room—about Anne?” .\.‘w asked. fee

ditticult, if not impossible, to prove her innocence. “Sheer madness,” I sawd, with a laugh. * Jim St
You ought to know that too, and yet you are doing made that peg too strong, and I'm afraid I was how.

your best by your ridiculous behavior to bring sus-  well, a bit off. So fire away, if you want to lec
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“Yes, you! 1f you want to save her, pull yourselt I knew by the way she had spoken that Jim had = Wynn, by t's w €
toge ther, man ; play your part for all it’s worth! It's not contided his suspicions to her. I didn’t expect he doing here, old fellow
an easy part (n'-n-'h if vou'll only dismiss Anne Pen-  would. It was Perev Med! st SOMEW
dennis from vour mind, forget that such a person She accepted my explanation like the good httle  but very rster, whom |
exists. You've vot to give evidence at this inquest. soul she is. I never thought of that. It's not ike deal of m e Way a
Well, give it straightforwardly, without worrying vou, Maurice. But I won't lecture you this time, clerk in th Foreign O
vourself about any side issues, and for Heaven's though you did scare me. 1 guess you felt pretty  least wlea beens Se
sake get and keep your nerves under control, or——"" bad after finding that poor fellow, 1 felt shuddery  dined at

He broke off and weboth turned as the door opened  enough even at the thought of 1t, consider that “I'm feeding W
and a smart parlor maid tripped mto the room. we knv\\' him and had all been te her such a httle here?” 1

Beg pardon, sir. 1 didn’t know vou were here.” \\l“]( before. Has the murdere found vet?” to see him ! ;
she said with the demure grace characteristic of the ot that I know of. The inquest ha hourned, tion was pr e to my ns at
well trained English servant. ' It's nearly supper and I'm off to-morrow. I'll have to come back if  moment 4
time, and | came to see if there was anything else necessary; but I hope it won't be.  Any message for - transt ! fuck. ©
wanted. I laid the table early.” Anne’ 1 shall see her on Wednesday.” last mt . ‘.\“' -

“All right, Marshall. 1've been giving Mr. Wynn “*No, only what 've already written. that I hope | v, old ¢ v er WPPS
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‘Very well, sir. If you'll ring when you're ready, all summer, as vou know, and P'm not gomng to send  that's easily (

I'll put the things straight.” her trunks on tll she wnites defimitely that she can't We talked of ere ¢

She retreated as quietly as she had come, and 1 return. My private opinion of Mr. Pendennis 1s that  rather he did most of the t -
think we both felt that her entrance and exit relieved  he’s a cranky and exacting old pig He resented “Staving long? " he asked we re
the tension of our mterview, Anne's leaving him, and 1 surmise this illness « + cotfee and lhiquenr stage. We s« ":‘”,-.f'
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do; but, .m\hu\\ I'll take vour advice. 1'll be off I laughed. Mary, as 1 knew, had alway e mlv a le 1 e for Pet€
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me to. 1'd rather be alone. See vou both to-morrow. fact, ruled him with a rod of iron —cased in velvet ’ \\'lnr k! Wi I w Be
Goodnight.” mdeed, but mtlexible, nevertheless course, but a nt stodgy nd they re
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of me, nor 1 of them. beyond 1t, as boat and traan bore me swittly on You are! I didn’t v | A\h-' ot

As | leaned agamst the parapet, watching the  ward, away from England, toward Anne Pendennis v fellow who w win t L i
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