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put up his hand and arm, feeling along 
fhe shelf. Instantly he was caught round 
the wrist with a grasp like iron. A hot, 
panting breath was on his hand as two 
rows of teeth seized upon it and bit it to 
the bone. 

CHAPTER XVI. 
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CHAPTER XV.—Continued^* 

The Mystery of the Wardrone. 
The men had left the room as they 

found it. The wardrobe door stood wide 
open, a n d t w o o r t h r e e d r e s s e s of de l i ca te 
t int and. material had been flung out on 
the floor. The dim light of dawn struck 
out a gleam here and there on a sequin, 
or bit of diamante embroidery. The in
congruous effect of these disordered dain
tinesses strewn over the scene of a t rag
edy appealed to Dick oddly. It seemed 
like an Insult to vanished loveliness that 
t h e y shou ld b e a l l o w e d to lie t h e r e , pe r 
h a p s t o b© t r a m p l e d u n d e r foot by h i m — 
and—the evil thing whose presence his 
nerves felt. He stooped and picked them 
up awkwardly. As he did so, something 
dropped from among the soft folds of 
lace and chiffon and satin, and fell back 
on the floor agin. It was a little ma
chine for electrical massage, such as Dick 
had sometimes seen in newspaper adver
tisements. He had laid the poor, pretty 
gowns on the bed, and took the thing 
up thoughtfully. "This could have given 
me that shook I got last night." he said 
to himself, "supposing it had been prop
erly prepared, and some one had it hid
den in the wardrobe. If there were a 
•helf tha t I hadn' t noticed, perhaps " 

H© left his. sentence unfinished, and 
went to the wardrobe. The removal of 
the three or four dresses had left a clear 
space. There was no shelf, but, peering 
Into the dusk, he saw* that the top piece, 
or roof of t h e w a r d r o b e , i n to w h i c h m a n y 
large brass hooks for holding a woman's 
clothing were screwed, did not extend 
from the front all the way to the back 
wall, as he had naturally supposed. When 
the roomy receptacle was full of fluffy 
dresses, all suspended from this roof of 
perfumed cedar" wood, the opening had 
not been noticeable, and last night, in 
his search. Dick had merely ascertained 
tha t nothing was hidden between the 
hanging garments and the walls a t back 
or sides. It had not occurred to him to 
examine the roof of the wardrobe, which 
was very deep and commodious, haying 
a depth of perhaps thirty inches. 

Such an open space over the. top of the 
wardrobe had very possibly been arranged 

' by the designer of the Xenia for pur
poses Of ventilation, and presumably it 
•was' continuous, connecting with the 
wardrobe of the . stateroom adjoining— 
the only cabin, Dick remembered, which 
possessed one. 

The solid piece of cedar-wood which 
thus formed a half-roof for the ward 
robes would be like a shelf when viewed 
from the hollow space abo\e; and on this 
shelf, which was fully fifteen inches in 
width, it would be possible for a small 
man to conceal himself. But to pull 

"The Knight Counts for Something." 
Eve Markham had wished beyond all 

t h i n g s for t h e opening' of t h e door beh ind 
the curtain in tnat room whAcn, for a long 
afternoon, had been for her a prison. But 
when she heard the turning of the key in 
the lock her first feeling was more of ter
ror than relief. 

. T h e door c r e a k e d a l i t t le a s i t opened. 
Then came the sliding of the portiere on 
its rings along the fluted brass bar. The 
little dark woman who had admitted Eve 
to the house came in, carrying a tray, and 
behind her followed a tall young man, who 
looked at the girl with an insolent interest 
which brought the blood to her cheeks, as 
if she had had a blow in the face. 

"I must beg your pardon for intruding," 
h e s a i d in E n g l i s h , -with a n a c c e n t t h a t 
Eve could not place, though she knew that 
it was not French. "This servant, whom 
I have ordeied to bring you some refresh
ment, is not a linguist. My one wish, in 
my mother's absence, is to save you dis
comfort. You must consider yourself my 
guest, as well as hers, t unt i l her return. 
I am, therefore, at your service." 

I T h e w o r d s w e r e c o u r t e o u s : t h e eyes 

himself up to reach the hiding place, 
without steps or ladder of any sort would 
require 'some strength and agility, as the 
wardrobe was perhaps six feet in height. 

Still, in various ancient show-houses of 
England, Dick had seen, "priests' hiding 
holes" and secret rooms which were mere 
crannies between walls, or set up in huge 
chimneys, far more difficult of access 
and less tenable when reached than this 
nook over the wardrobe of the Xenia's 
state rooms. He believed that he had run 
the. fox to earth, and that a t this moment 
sharp ears were listening, sharp eyes 
watching tor his next move. „- , . . „ . . . - - ^ 

hunted creature into a corner, where it 
must stand and tifrn at bay, and Dick 
knew that he would be courting such dan
ger if he attempted a close examination 
of the hiding place. There was the a l 
ternative of locking the doors of the two 
state rooms with which the open space 
above the wardrobes probably connected, 
and starving the murderer out, if he were 
indeed conqealed there. But Dick had 
not the patience for a siege. He wanted 
to know if some one were really hiding 
over the wardrobe, and who and what 
that some one was. And he wanted to 
know now, without delay. 

Suddenly Dick remembered that while 
he stood here calculating the chances of 
a capture, the quarry might be escaping 
through the adjoining: state room. The 
door of c o m m u n i c a t i o n b e t w e e n t h e t w o 
cabins was merely latched; Dick opened 
it. and passing through into the state 
room with the mirror cabinet he locked 
the outside door and put the key in his 
pocket. Now, unless there were some 
m e a n s of e x i t w h i c h h e h a d n o t c o u n t e d 
upon, he might hope that he had the 
quaiw trapped. 
/Nevertheless, the advantage of the curi

ous situation was largely on the other 
side. If a desperate person were actually 
hiding there in the secret place above the 
cedar lined wardrobe he-would have to be 
forced out or frightened out; and it was* 
not likely after all he had endured, all 
he had already done in the hope of terror
izing the usurpers on the Xenia into aban
doning her, that he would submit without 
a struggle to be taken prisoner. 

Dick deliberately removed everything 
from the wardrobe, piling the pink and 
white bed with pretty dresses. Then he 
went in, bending his head a little, for he 
had an inch or two over six feet, and 
couid not stand upright under the thick
set ranks of brass hooks, which were 
empty now. He peered curiously up into 
the dark space behind the half-roof, of 
cedar, but could see nothing. Then he 

wards the woman, as the man approached 
her, bowing with exaggerated politeness. 

"I do not know whom you mean when 
you speak of your mother," she said. "I 
came here hours ago in answer to a note 
of invitation from a lady who wrote that 
she was a friend of Mr. Knight, whom I 
am engaged to marry. I was shown into 
this room and expected every moment that 
.my hostess or Mr. Knight would come to 
me. But nobody came. When I wanted 
to find some one to take a message, I 
discovered that the door was locked. Ever 
since I have been calling and trying to 
get out. If this is eastern hospitality, 
it does not suit my western ideas, I as 
sure you. Now, if you will kindly let me 
pass, I will go, as I have been kept here 
long past the time a t which my father 
e x p e c t e d m e . " 

" I a m . s o r r y t h a t o u r d e s i r e t o k e e p y o u 
under our roof a3 long as possible does 
not please you," said the young man, 
planting himself ostentatiously in front of 
the girl when she made a quick move
ment as if to flit past him to the door. 
" I t h a s b e e n s t r i c l l y en jo ined u p o n m e by 
my mother not to let you take leave until 
she can entertain you. I am a dutiful 
son. I must obey her. Meanwhile, let 
me do what I can to make your stay in 
our. house agreeable." 

"You are talking nonsense," said Eve, 
angrily, her voice trembling, though she 
tried to keep it bravely steady. "A wick
ed and cruel trick has been played upon 
me. But I assure you, every one con
cerned in it will have cause for regret 
w h e n once xay f a t h e r k n o w s t h e s t o r y . " 

The young man smiled, and showed very 
handsome white teeth. He also twisted 
his mustache, which was small, black and 
curled up in foreign military fashion. He 
was rather a fine representative of a cer
tain type, and evidently he was fully 
awake to all his attractions. 

"If you were a woman of the world, 
slgnornia," he said, "you would reflect 
that threats are seldom politic, never po
lite. But you are something much moie 

charming, a fresh and beautiful young 
girl; and though you may be injudicious, 
I assure you a man of my temperament 
does not bear malice towards a woman of 
your charm. Any wish of yours, except 
to leave our house, I shall have great 
pleasure in granting." 

Eve was tempted to retort: "Then take 
yourself out of my sight!" but to do so 
would be, according to the vulgar prov
erb, "cutting off her nose to spite her own 
face." Perhaps, she thought, if she con
trolled her anger tnd schooled herself to 
civi l i ty w i t h t h i s i m p e r t i n e n t y o u n g m a n , 
who spoke English so well, and betrayed 
his nationality by sailing her "signorina," 
she might at least obtain some informa
tion from him, possibly even induce him to 
l e t h e r g-o. 

"If you are wiling to do me a favor, 
then," she said, 'tell me why I was 
brought to this hotse, and whoso it is?" 

"We will talk aiout that if you like," 
the man replied. "B^ut you have com
plained of cur hospitality. At least, sig
norina, we do noi mean to starve you. 
Here is our good Eena waiting with Eng
lish tea, and cakis for which she is 
f a m o u s . Wil l you: inv i t e m e to t e a 'with 
you? When you ire refreshed you win 
be in a better moot for conversation." 

As he spoke he looked a t the girl al
ways with his large, bright, insolent eyes, 
and she decided t a t , even for the sake 
of such information, as he might be will
ing to give, she colld not, and would not, 
calmly submit to pndure his society. 

The Italian worian had set down her 
t r a y on a sma l l f ad ing s t a n d w h i c h s h e 
had brought Into tie room under her arm. 
It was rather an ittractive looking tray, 
covered with a fins specimen of red and 
blue Moorish embrddery on delicate linen. 
The teapot was slyer, with a tiny hang
ing strainer; the Wo cups were of thin 
old china; and ther] was a plate piled with 
crisp little rolled Irown cakes. Eve had 
been too excited ti eat her luncheon ,and 
she was beginning|to be hungry; but she 
turned her back tpon these preparations 
for her refreshment. 

"I don't care foi tea, thank you," she 
said. "I am quite ill from anxiety. All 
I want is to be alliwed to go back to my 
father. O, do let ne go. If I am being 
kept here for the lake of money, he will 
give it to you." 

"It is not for l i s sake of money," the 
man answered; thei turning to the serv
ant, he spoke to! her in Italian. She 
bowed , w e n t t o thi door, l e a v i n g t h e t e a 
tray on the little irtaid ebony stand. With 
a quick impulse, ijvo started forward to 
follow; but the yowig n?an prevented her 
by intervening oncja more. He was tall, 
with an appearand of Strength, and Eve 
realized that resisfajice ,would be useless 
and undignined. Ii it cam© to a struggle, 
she would be like t reel in his hands. 

"What is the njotivd then?" she in
quired, her eyes ixed [wistfully .on the 
curtain over the door, behind which the 
woman had just disappeared. 

"I suppose you woult not believe me, 
signorina," said the mal, with another of 
his glittering smiles, " r l told you that 
it was entirely for the Relight of your so
ciety." # 

"No, I should not," jxclalmed the girl, 
sharply. 

"Well, then, it would be useless for me 
to swear that in the bjginning. it was so 
Now, however, since fhave seen you, I 
can truly say that, wire there no other 
reason, such a one woid- be sufficient." 

"Is it true that yot and your mother 
even know Mr. Knightj whom I was asked 
here to meet?" Eve (lemanded, desper 
ately. 

The man shrugged lis shoulders. "We 
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have not the pleasure of the gentleman's 
acquaintance—as yet." 

"Why do you say 'as y e t ? ' " . the ••girl 
anxiously questioned. 

"Because my mother, who is one. of the, 
cleverest women living, has now gone to 
Gibraltar with the object of meeting 
him." 

"You speak in riddles!" Eve exclaimed. 
"I suppose that amuses you, but it does 
not amuse me at all. I may tell you— 
since you have expressed the wish to 
please me." 

" I r e a l l y do n o t see w h y I should; n o t 
give you an answer to the riddle, dear 
signorina. I was advised to be cautious, 
and to keep away from you altogether, 
but though I have usually found it wise 
to act upon my mother 's advice, I could 
n o t r e s i s t t h e t e m p t a t i o n t o s o a g a i n s t 
it on this one occasion. Having disre
garded her counsel so far, I may go a lit
tle further; for certainly when your lit
tle visit to us comes to an end we" shall 
both—my mother and I—be out of reach 
of that redoubtable father of whom you 
speak, and of whom I have also heard 
from other sources. Will it make you 
think a little less unkindly of me if I 
am Irank -with you7" 

"I shall think of you as you deserve," 
said the girl. 

"Then I must try to deserve well of 
y0U—very well. I will begin by telling 
you that you have met my mother, and 
tha t it was really through you that she 
has gone to pay your- friend a visit." 

"I—have met our mother?" 
" L a s t n i g h t . " -
"You must be mistaken. I met no one 

last night, for I didn't land. That is, no 
one but two English people who came out 
to my father's yacht to stay with us ." 

"Think again, signorina." 
"It would be of no use. They were the 

only ones—O, excepting, of course, the 
fortune-teller." 

"She told your fortune by looking into 
a topaz, did she not?" 

"What—that was your mother?" 
"She is clever a t fortune-telling, as a t 

ail other things—my mother. But she is 
not a professional. She paid you the com
pliment of playing quite a new role in your 
honor. And you were very kind in return, 
as she hoped you would me. You told her 
—not a fortune—but everything she want
ed to know; and to know all that you de
sire to know is a fortune in itself." 

"I told her nothing!" exclaimed Eve, be
lieving herself implicitly. 

"Nothing consciously, of course. Nev
ertheless, she was satisfied. And she took 
a letter for you to Gibraltar this morn
ing, so that you should be satisfied also." 

"What an idiot 1 must have been!" ejac
ulated the girl, quivering with indignant 
s h a m e . 

"Pray, do not think poorly of yourself. 
I have never seen a human being who 
could not be outwitted by my m o t h e r -
even my father, and he, too, is g r e a t -
very great. I am proud of my parents. 
Did you not admire the * fortune-teller's 
topaz, signorina, and the jewels of the 
governor's widow, which she offered for 
sale a t such a low price?" 

Eve did not answer, save by a sigh 
which was almost a sob of anger; 

"The topaz is an heirloom of our fami
ly," the young man went calmly on. his 
eyes never straying from the girl's lovely, 
flushed face. "I t bears the motto of our 
family—that is, of the elder branch; but 
as it is an inconvenient motto I have 
sometimes been glad that ft was not quite 
necessary for us to live up to it. As for 
the jewels, they were my mother's own; 
she needed an excuse to get on board your 
yacht, and the English Lady, Drayton, 

played into her hands, without guessing. 
'One must sacrifice' something in a great 
cause,' my mother said. And ours is a 
great cause, signorina—a cause for which 
we have sacrificed; much, and".may; have: 
to sacrifice still more. But in . the one 
there can now be no doubt of our reward. 
It is to serve that cause that you have 
been brought into this house, which, for a 
certain purpose, we have lived in now for 
a mdnth—as long and -dull'-a month as I 
ever passed. "There is no vulgar ques
tion of ransom, signorina. You were a 
pawn, as my mother said, in a grand game 
of ches s . I sow, h o w e v e r ; t h a t r h a v e 
seen you, the situation is" changed. You 
are no longer a pawn; if you know chess, 
you know that it Is possible for a pawn, 
by crossing into the enemy's territory and 
r e a c h i n g a c e r t a i n posi t ion, to become a. 
queen. That is what has happened now 
to you. I may call myself a knight in the 
game where my father and mother.have 
played the great parts. But even a knight 
counts for something; and it is by cross
ing his path that you take your place as 
queenv" 

"I don't understand you," exclaimed 
E v e . .. • ' • ; • ; . • • -

" I will- m a k e y o u u n d e r s t a n d , " • h e 
answered. , 

CHAPTER XVII. 
Behind the High White Walls. 

Sir Peter had left Lord Waverley and 
Lady Drayton at the hotel - in Tangier 
from which Eve had disappeared. When 
he had come steaming back from Gib
raltar a t the Lily Mafd's best speed, he 
landed a t once, and went immediately 
to join his friends, early as it was in 
the morning of the day after his flying 
visit to the Xenia. His first question 
was: "Is there any news, of' Evie?" 

There was nothing which might be 
called news, except that the police were 
of opinion tha t the girl must have been 
hurried away into the interior of the 
country, where her. kidnappers might 
thin|c themselves safe. Strange things 
happened sometimes in the country be
hind Tangier—the country among ' the 
hills, where the law was^a mere word, 
riot understood to have much meaning, 
except for cities. Lord Waverley had 
learned to know this during his winter in 
Tangier, and he thought tha t probably 
Sir Peter Markham knew it also; but 
they did not speak to one another of any 
vague fears which lurked in the /hack-
g r o u n d of t h e i r m i n d s . : E a c h t r i e d t o 
encourage the other; and Sir "Peter really 
had something to build upon since his 
conversation with Dick Knight. 

Waverley listened eagerly t&^ all- Sir 
Peter had to tell," but did not look en
tirely convinced a t the end of the story• 

" Z o u d o n ' t t h i n k t h e " . for tui ie- tel ler 
woman will keep her word, I . see ," said 
Sir Peter. ' , * ' / . 

"If It were,only that, I confess I should 
have more hope," . Waverley - replied. 
"But—er—perhaps that ex,-secretary of 
yours may be a very good ^ fellow." I 
should be sorry to misjudge, him. Still, 
we can ' t help thinking of t he •.temptation 
to him to put you off the:track;if h e k n e w 
anything a t all* about'.Miss Markham's 
whereabouts. . He made Jove -to./her be
hind your back, you .know, , Sir Peter, 
and though I daresay he did i t on impulse," 
and all that—which was some' excuse 
.'for',.hfm;—It wasn't quite the"right thing 
f o r e m a n in Ms position to do, and makes 
it a bit harder to trust him for next 
time, if you'll forgive my saying so. 
You've only his word for this exceedingly 
queer story, and- " 

"I knew }the lad's- mother, Waverley," 

broke in Sir Peter, with a faint ring of 
irritation in his voice, which had never 
been there before when he addressed th» 
young man he wished to make his son-in-
law. "She was the bes to f women," and— 
er—her son has her eyes. Odd thing, it 
was the look in the chap's eyes which 
attracted me to him when he first applied 
for a berth as my .secretary. I believe 
I took him more on their recommendation 
than on the introduction he brought from 
rather a distinguished newspaper pro
prietor, though I didn't stop to define ex
actly what it was I liked in. him. Now 
I k i iow. A n d I t h i n k I k n o w - t h a t h i s 
mother's son wouldn't lie." 

But afternoon came, and nothing had 
happened. Sir Peter had busied himself 
with following up a new clue suggested 
b y t h e police, -who h a d h e a r d o l - a w h i t e 
woman being seen riding with two men 
in the Interior, about fifty miles away. 
He was occupied in engaging, and getting 
up an , expedition in ease- the woman 
should play them false; but anyone who 
knew him well, would have seen that he 
was worn with the constant suspeiise. 

A little after 1 o'clock tho two men 
returned to the hotel f rom ' the English 
consul 's , . -where t h e r e h a d b e e n a c o n s u l t a 
t ion , a n d found a t e l e g r o m for St . P e t e r 
from Gibraltar, which had ; been waiting 
for some time: "The woman I told you of 
has been killed here," . it ran. "This 
changes the situation. Nothing now to 
keep me here. Am leaving at once on 
friend's steam yacht for Tangier. Hope 
you have had news of Miss Markham, but 
fear no time.for womaii to arrange mat
ters as agreed before her sudden death.. 
Have much to tell you when we meet this 
evening.—Knight." 

Sir Peter read, the telegram aloud to 
Waverley. "You,see, Knight is coming 
here," he said. "That rather gives the lie 
to your theory. If he had had/anything to 
do with Evie's disappearance he would 
want to keep out of my way." 

"Who knows? It is early to make up 
one's mind on that subject," replied Wav
erley. "He says he has much to tell you; 
A clever man might—mind, I don't say 
this one did—but a clever man might have 
told, you some such story as this for the 
sake of gaining a little time to cawy out 
his plans, whatever they were. Anyhow, 
he" has disposed of the woman, arid has 
saved himself the trouble of having to 
produce her. I suppose now, as he says 
of himself, there's nothing to wait for? 
"We -can n o longer h o p e t h a t t h e a l leged 
lady with the veil will suddenly appear to
day with Miss Markham." 

"I'm " afraid not," said Sir Peter, 
thoughtfully. "I wonder, though, what 
Knight meant by saying that there W M 
no longer a n y t h i n g t o k e e p h i m a t G i b 
r a l t a r , a n d on t h e X e n i a ? Could i t b» 
that he is sticking to his bargain about 
not carryirg on his investigations, and 
leaving-the yacht alone, or—is it t h a t h« 
has found out all he wanted to know?'' 

"The last, I should say, was impossi
ble," said Waverley, who had been told 
within the last twenty-four hours some
thing about Dick's business on the dere
lict. "A mystery of „that .sort, which has 
completely baffled everybody so far, Isn't, 
to be unearthed by one man in a day or 
two—espec ia l ly a n a m a t e u r . " 

"It might be done with great luck and 
—genius,""said Sir Peter, still reflectively. 

"It would baffle the genius of a Lo 
Gocq or a Sherlock Holmes," retorted 
Waverley. "From what I've heard of Mr. 
Knight, there's no particular reason to 
credit him with either." 

"He and I once had a conversation about 
that ," remarked Sir Peter. And, despit* 
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