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Prologue

It was 2 p.m. on the afternoon of May 7, 1915. The Lusitania had been struck by two
torpedoes in succession and was sinking rapidly, while the boats were being launched
with all possible speed. The women and children were being lined up awaiting their
turn. Some still clung desperately to husbands and fathers; others clutched their
children closely to their breasts. One girl stood alone, slightly apart from the rest. She
was quite young, not more than eighteen. She did not seem afraid, and her grave,
steadfast eyes looked straight ahead.
il beg your pardon. o
A mands voice beside her made her start and
more than once amongst the first- class passengers. There had been a hint of mystery
about him which had appealed to her imagination. He spoke to no one. If anyone spoke
to him he was quick to rebuff the overture. Also he had a nervous way of looking over his
shoulder with a swift, suspicious glance.
She noticed now that he was greatly agitated. There were beads of perspiration on
his brow. He was evidently in a state of overmastering fear. And yet he did not strike her
as the kind of man who would be afraid to meet death!
ARYes?0 Her grave eyes met his inquiringly.
He stood looking at her with a kind of desperate irresolution.

Al't must bel!d he muwtitter sd tthe Minmhge lwfay .MY & e
abruptly: fAYou are an American?o

AYes. O

AA patriotic one?o0

The girl flushed.

il guess youbve no right to ask such a thin

ADondt be offended. You wouldndét be if you
| 6ve got toodoandsit smmet obe a woman. 0

AWhy ?0

ABecause of O&6womeéan 6ainddec Hiolokreedn rfoiurnd and | o
Al 6 m car r 9 vitalygimporaapt @apers. They may make all the difference to the
Allies in the war. You understand? These papershavegott o be saved! Theyodve

chance with you than with me. Willyoutake t he m? 0
The girl held out her hand.
A Wadil must warn you. There may be ariskdi f | 6ve been foll owed.
have, but one never knows. If so, there will be danger. Have you the nerve to go through
with it?o0
The girl smiled.
Al ol l go
with them a
AWatch th newspaper s! I 611 advertise |
beginning 6Shipmate. d At thedowaeldl pfyohoékl
down and out. Then take the packet to the American Embassy, and deliver it into the
Ambassador 6s own hands. | s that <clear ?0
AQuite clear .o

ihr @addg hrwgthh . And | dm real proud t
fterwards?0o

e n th
Kaag
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AThen bdl 6rnme agdoyi ng -bye sayHgotobdok herbyhand i n
Good luck to you,o0 he said in a | ouder tone.
Her hand closed on the oilskin packet that had lain in his palm.
The Lusitania settled with a more decided list to starboard. In answer to a quick
command, the girl went forward to take her place in the boat.



Chapter |
The Young Adventurers, Ltd.

ATommy,d thing!o

ATuppence, old bean!o
The two young people greeted each other affectionately, and momentarily blocked
t he Dover Street Tube exit in doing so. The a

ages would certainly not have totalled forty-five.
iNot seen you for simply centuries, o continu
to? Come and chew a bun with medadblotdmngthee get t i n

gangway as it were. Letbds get out of it.o
The girl assenting, they started walking down Dover Street towards Piccadilly.
ANow then, 0 said Tommy, Awhere shall we go?

The very faint anxiety which underlay his tone did not escape the astute ears of
Miss Prudence Cowley, known to her intimate friends for some mysterious reason as
ATuppence. odabdne. pounce

ATommy, youobre stony! o

ANot a bit of it, o declared Tommy unconvinc

AYou always were a shocking liar, 0 said Tup
persuade Sister Greenbank that the doctor had ordered you beer as a tonicbut
forgotten to write it on the chart. Do you re

Tommy chuckled.

Al should think | did! Wasndét the old cat i

was a bad sort really, old Mother Greenbank! Good old hospitald demobbed like
everythingelse,Isuppose?90

Tuppence sighed.

AYes. You too?0

Tommy nodded.

ATwo mont hs ago. o

AGratuity?0 hinted Tuppence.

ASpent . 0O

AOh, Tommy!o

ANo, old thing, not in riotous dberdinagyat i on.

plain, or garden living nowadays is, | assure you, if you do not knowd 0

AMy dear child, o interrupt e dotRhowpapoatthee, @t he
cost of living. Here we are at Lyons6, and we
And Tuppence led the way upstairs.

The place was full,and they wandered about looking for a table, catching odds and
ends of conversation as they did so.

i A @ do you know, she sat down andcredwhen | told her she coul
flat after al Ibargain fimly tearhJass likesthe rone Mgbel &ewis brought
from Parisd 0

AFunny scraps one does overhear, 0 mur mur ed
the street to-day talking about some one called Jane Finn. Did you ever hear such a
name?o
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But at that moment two elderly ladies rose and collected parcels, and Tuppence
deftly ensconced herself in one of the vacant seats.

Tommy ordered tea and buns. Tuppence ordered tea and buttered toast.

AAnd mind the tea comes in separate teapots

Tommy sat down opposite her. His bared head revealeda shock of exquisitely
slicked-back red hair. His face was pleasantly uglyd nondescript, yet unmistakably the
face of a gentleman and a sportsman. His brown suit was well cut, but perilously near
the end of its tether.

They were an essentially modernlooking couple as they sat there. Tuppence had no
claim to beauty, but there was character and charm in the elfin lines of her little face,
with its determined chin and large, wide -apart grey eyes that looked mistily out from
under straight, black brows. She wore a small bright green toque over her black bobbed
hair, and her extremely short and rather shabby skirt revealed a pair of uncommonly
dainty ankles. Her appearance presented a valiant attempt at smartness.

The tea came at last, and Tuppence, rousing herslf from a fit of meditation, poured
it out.

ANow then, 0 said Tommy, takintg-dae. | arge bite
Remember, | havendédt seen you since that ti me
AVery well .0 Tuppence helped herdgedel f | i ber a

biography of Miss Prudence Cowley, fifth daughter of Archdeacon Cowley of Little

Missendell, Suffolk. Miss Cowley left the delights (and drudgeries) of her home life early

in the war and came up to London, wtnemhe she e

Washed up six hundred and forty-eight plates every day. Second month: Promoted to

drying aforesaid plates. Third month: Promoted to peeling potatoes. Fourth month:

Promoted to cutting bread and butter. Fifth month: Promoted one floor up to dutie s of

wardmaid with mop and pail. Sixth month: Promoted to waiting at table. Seventh

month: Pleasing appearance and nice manners so striking that am promoted to waiting

on the Sisters! Eighth mont h: Slight check 1in

egg! Grand row! Wardmaid clearly to blame! Inattention in such important matters

cannot be too highly censured. Mop and pail again! How are the mighty fallen! Ninth

month: Promoted to sweeping out wards, where | found a friend of my childhood in

Lieutenant Thomas Beresford (bow, Tommy!), whom | had not seen for five long years.

The meeting was affecting! Tenth month: Reproved by matron for visiting the pictures

in company with one of the patients, namely: the aforementioned Lieutenant Thomas

Beresford. Eleventh and twelfth months: Parlourmaid duties resumed with entire

success. At the end of the year left hospital in a blaze of glory. After that, the talented

Miss Cowley drove successively atrade delivery van, a motorlorry and a general! The

last wasthep| easant est. He was quite a young gener a
AWhat brighter was that?0 inquired Tommy. @

brass hats drove from the War Office to the Savoy, and from the Savoy to the War

Of ficel! o
Al 6ve forgotten his neamctee .nowl @ rceomnud ree,s etdh artu

the apex of my career. | next entered a Government office. We had several very

enjoyable tea parties. | had intended to become a land girl, a postwoman, and a bus

conductress by way of rounding off my careerd but the Armi stice intervened! | clung to

the office with the true limpet touch for many long months, but, alas, | was combed out

at last. Since then | d6vedbhbeen taokimg for a |
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AThereds not so much promotion i agreai ne, 0 s a
deal less variety. | went out to France again, as you know. Then they sent me to
Mesopotamia, and | got wounded for the second time, and went into hospital out there.
Then | got stuck in Egypt till the Armistice happened, kicked my heels there some time
|l onger, and, as | told you, finally got demob
been job hunting! There arendét any jobs! And,
me. What good am | ? What do | know about busi
Tuppence nodded gloomily.
AWhat about the col onies?0 she suggested.
Tommy shook his head.
il shoul dndt dainkde Itéhne pceorlfoencitelsy certain they
ARi ch relations?o
Again Tommy shook his head.

AOh, Tommy, nedaurnretv?eon a great

Al 6ve gwnclasm whdbés more or | ess rolling, but
AWhy not ?0

AWanted to adopt me once. I refused. o

Al think | remember hearing about iit,o said

of your motherd 0
Tommy flushed.

AYes, it woul d havhe mite. Anyowknow,l tvas allchedpdd. o n
Old boy hated herowant ed t o get me away from her. Just

AYour mot herds dead, isnd6t she?0 said Tuppe

Tommy nodded.

Tuppencebs | arge grey eyes | ooked misty.

AYoubre a good|l ways, kMmemmyt . b a

ARot! o said Tommy hastily. @AaWell, thatoés my

RnSo am | ! | 6ve hung out as |l ong as | coul d.
advertisements | 6ve tried every mortal bl ess
pinched! But itds no good I shall have to go

ADondt you want to?0

AnOf cour se | dondét want to! Whatodos tche good
| 6m awfull YWwbuuondg owfd viei mo idea how | worry him
early Victorian v iew that short skirts and smoking are immoral. Y ou can imagine what a
thorn in the flesh | am to him! He just heaved a sigh of relief when the war took me off.
You see, there are seven of wus at home. Il t 6s
lhaveal way s been the changel i ndgoh Tommy, whbetseisva nt t
there to do?o0

Tommy shook his head sadly. There was a silence, and then Tuppence burst out:

AMoney, money, money! | think about money m
i tndesr cenary of me, but there it is!o

ARnSame here, 0 agreed Tommy with feeling.

Al d6ve thought over every imaginable way of
AThere are only three! To be l|left it, to marr

got any rich elderly relatives. Any relatives | have are in homes for decayed
gentlewomen! | always help old ladies over crossings, and pick up parcels for old
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gentlemen, in case they should turn out to be eccentric millionaires. But not one of them

has everaked memynamedand quite a | ot never said O0Than

There was a pause.

AOf course, 0 resumed Tuppence, fAmarriage is
to marry money when | was quite young. Any th
you know.®e dB.heit aame now, you candt say | 6m seil

ACertainly not, o agreed Tommy hastily. HANO
connection with you.o

AThat 6s not very polite,o replied Tuppence.
Well, t here it i s! dbodtimeveenzeetgpny @cimrden!wlil thelboys Ig
know are about as hard up as | am. 0

AWhat about the general ?0 inquired Tommy.

Al fancy he keeps a bicycle shop in time of
is'Nowyou could marry a rich girl .o

Al édm | i ke you I dondt know any. o0

AThat doesndét matter. You can always get to
coat come out of the Ritz I candét rush up to
to know you. 60

ADpou suggest that | should do that to a si/|

ADondt be silly. You tread on her foot, or
t hat . | f she thinks you want to know her shebo
somehow. 0O

AYour omee my manly charms, 0 mur mured Tommy.

AOn the other hand, 0 proceeded Tuppence, i m
his life! Nod marriage is fraught with dlfflcultles Remains dtomakemoney ! 0

AWedbve tried that, and failed,d Tommy r emin

i We 6nectall the orthodox ways, yes. But suppose we try the unorthodox.

Tommy, |l etbés be adventurers!o

ACertainly, o replied Tommy cheerfully. HAHow

AThat 6s the difficulty. I f we could make ou
commit crimesfort he m. 0

ADel ightful, 0 commented Tommy. fAEspecially

daughter! o

AThe moral guilt, o Tuppencdnotmod ioumust out , Aw
admit that thereds a difference between steal
benghi red to steal iit.o

AThere wouldnét be the |l east difference if

APer haps not. But | shouldndét be caught | O

AModesty always was your besetting sin, o re

ADondt rag. Look here, Tommybusiessal | we r eal
partnership?o

AForm a company for the stealing of diamond

AThat was only an idwhatsdayouadlliiolook-k eet pdisn gh?adv e

ADondt know. Never did any. o

il B but | @lways got mixed up, and used to put credit entries on the debit side,
and vice versad so they fired me out. Oh, | knowd a joint venture! It struck me as such a
romantic phrase to come across in the middle

8
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Elizabethan flavour about it 8 makes one think of galleons and doubloans. A joint

venturel o

ATrading under the name of the Young Advent
Tuppence?90

Anltoéos all very well to laugh, but | feel th

AHow do you propose to gbe emptowehs®dth yo

AAdvieretment , 0 replied Tuppence promptly. AHa
pencil? Men usually seem to have. Just like we have hairpins and powderp u f f s . 0

Tommy handed over a rather shabby green notebook, and Tuppence began writing
busily.

AShal | weund dfiger, twice wboihded in the ward 6 0

ACertainly not. o

AOh, very well, my dear boy. But | can assu
the heart of an elderly spinster, and she might adopt you, and then there would be no
need foryoutobeayoury adventurer at all . o

Al dondt want to be adopted. 0

Al forgot you had a prejudice against it. I
up to the brim with that type of thing. Now listen 6 howdés t his? &é6Two young
for hire. Willingtodoanything, go anywhere. Pay must be good.
make that clear from the start.) Thedlkewe mi gh
flats and furniture.o

Al should think any offer we guieasonableanswer
onel o

ATomnyolubre a genius! Thatds ever so much mo
refuseddi f pay is good.dé& Howds that ?0

il shouldndédt mention pay again. 't |l ooks ra

Alt couldndét | ook as eager as | feel! But p
straightt hr ough. 6Two young adventurers for hire.
Pay must be good. No unreasonabl e offer refus
it ?0

Alt would strike me as either being a hoax,

Altds hmdf so insane as a thing I read this
6Best Boy.6in She tore out the | eaf and handed
think. Reply to Box so-and-s o . I expect it wildl be about fiv
for my share. o

Tommy was holding the paper thoughtfully. His faced burned a deeper red.

AShall we really try it?0 he said at | ast.
thing?bo

ATommy, youobre a sport! | Kknew yepousdoul d be
some cold dregs of tea into the two cups.

AHereds to our joint venture, and may it pr

AThe Young Adventurers, Ltd.!o0 responded To

They put down the cups and laughed rather uncertainly. Tuppence rose.

il must return a6 myhepdloattiedl. Osui t e

APerhaps it is time | strolled round to the
shall we meet? And when?o

ATwel ve -oon®celrook tPaccadilly Tube station. Wi

9
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AMy time is my own,o0o replied Mr. Beresford
ASo long, then.o

AGobyge, old thing.o

The two young people went off in opposite d

situated in what was charitably called Southern Belgravia. For reasons of economy she
did not take a bus.

She was halfway across St. Jameé s Par k, when a mandés voice
start.

AExcuse me, 0 it said. ABut may | speak to vy

10



Chapter Il

Mr . Whittingtondés Offer
Tuppence turned sharply, but the words hovering on the tip of her tongue remained
unspoken, fs appeararteandmamnér did not bear out her first and most
natural assumption. She hesitated. As if he read her thoughts, the man said quickly:
il can assure you I mean no disrespect. o

Tuppence believed him. Although she disliked and distrusted him instin ctively, she
was inclined to acquit him of the particular motive which she had at first attributed to
him. She looked him up and down. He was a big man, clean shaven, with a heavy jowl.
His eyes were small and cunning, and shifted their glance under her direct gaze.

AWell, what is it?0 she asked.

The man smiled.

il happened to overhear part of your conver
Lyonsd. o

i Wedlwlhat of it?o0

ANot Aexgept that | think I may be of some u.

Another inference forced itselfint o Tuppenceds mind:

AYou foll owed me here?d

Al took that | iberty.o

AAnd i n what way do you think you could be

The man took a card from his pocket and handed it to her with a bow.

Tuppence took it and scrutinized it carefully. Itboretheins cr i pt i on, A Mr . Ec

Whittington. o0 Below the name were the words 0
address of a city office. Mr. Whittington spoke again:
Al f you will-moalrlowupnom nmen gt @t el even o0b6cl oc
of my propositi on before you. o0
AAt eleven o06clock?0 said Tuppence doubt ful
AAt eleven ob6clock. o
Tuppence made up her mind.
Avery well. 106l be there. o
AThank you. Good evening.o
He raised his hat with a flourish, and walked away. Tuppence remained for some
minutes gazing after him. Then she gave a curious movement of her shoulders, rather as
a terrier shakes himself.

AThe adventures have begun, 0 she mur mured t
do, | wonder ? Thereds somet hing aikecaudl But,ou, Mr
on the other hand, |l 6m not the | east bit afra
doubtless say again, |ittle Tuppence can | ook

And with a short, sharp nod of her head she walked briskly onward. As a result of
further meditations, however, she turned aside from the direct route and entered a post
office. There she pondered for some moments, a telegraph form in her hand. The
thought of a possible five shillings spent unnecessarily spurred her to action, and she
decided to risk the waste of ninepence.
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Disdaining the spiky pen and thick, black treacle which a beneficent Government
had provided, Tuppence drew out Tommyds penci
rapidly: ADondt put i ntoartbvw @ rotwi. Ve Mehret .a dWir lels seexd
Tommy at his club, from which in one short month he would have to resign, unless a
kindly fortune permitted him to renew his subscription.
Alt may catch him,d she mur mur ed. AnAnyway,
After handingitovert he counter she set out briskly fo
to buy three penny-worth of new buns.
Later, in her tiny cubicle at the top of the house she munched buns and reflected on
the future. What was the Esthonia Glassware Co., and what earthly need could it have
for her services? A pleasurable thrill of excitement made Tuppence tingle. At any rate,
the country vicarage had retreated into the background again. The morrow held
possibilities.
It was a long time before Tuppence went to sleep that night, and, when at length she
did, she dreamed that Mr. Whittington had set her to washing up a pile of Esthonia
Glassware, which bore an unaccountable resemblance to hospital plates!
It wanted some five minutes to eleven when Tuppence reached the block of
buildings in which the offices of the Esthonia Glassware Co. were situated. To arrve
before the time would look over-eager. So Tuppence decided to walk to the end of the
street and back again. She did so. On the stroke of eleven she plunged into the recesse
of the building. The Esthonia Glassware Co. was on the top floor. There was a lift, but
Tuppence chose to walk up.
Slightly out of breath, she came to a halt outside the ground glass door with the
| egend painted across it AEsthonia Glasswar e
Tuppence knocked. In response to a voice from within, she turned the handle and
walked into a small rather dirty outer office.
A middle -aged clerk got down from a high stool at a desk near the window and
came towards her inquiringly.
Al have an approi nWhietnt i wgtt din M0 said Tuppenceé
AWill you come this way, please. 0 He crosse
knocked, then opened the door and stood aside to let her pass in.
Mr. Whittington was seated behind a large desk covered with papers. Tuppence felt
her previous judgment confirmed. There was something wrong about Mr. Whittington.
The combination of his sleek prosperity and his shifty eye was not attractive.
He looked up and nodded.
ASo youbve turned up all ryiguh26? That s good
Tuppence sat down on the chair facing him. She looked particularly small and
demure this morning. She sat there meekly with downcast eyes whilst Mr. Whittington
sorted and rustled amongst his papers. Finally he pushed them away, and leaned over
the desk.

ANow, my dear young lady, |l et us come to bu
smile. AYou want wor k? Well b I have work to o
A100 down, and all expenses paid?0 Mr .ustWhi tt i

his thumbs into the arm -holes of his waistcoat.
Tuppence eyed him warily.
fiAnd t he nature of t h

e work?0 she demanded.
ANomiopakely nominal. A p

|l easant trip, that

12
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AWhere to?0
Mr. Whittington smiled again.

AParis. o

AOh! 06 said Tufppleinxe Thohghsel f she said: AO
t hat he would have a fit! But somehow | donoét
deceiver. o

q

Yes, 0 continued Whittington. AWhat could b
back a few year® a vay few, | am sured and re-enter one of those charming
pensionnats de jeunes filles with which Paris aboundsd o
Tuppence interrupted him.
AA pensionnat ?0
AExactly. Madame Col ombierds in the Avenue
Tuppence knew the name well. Nothing could have been more select. She had had
several American friends there. She was more than ever puzzled.

AYou want me to go to Madame Colombierd6s? F
AThat depends. Possibly three mont hs. o
AAnd that i1is all? There are no other condit

A None wh aot veowide of coursé, go in the character of my ward, and you
would hold no communication with your friends. | should have to request absolute

secrecy for the time being. By the way, you a
AYes. O
AYet you speak wnthcaeesatPPght America
AMy great pal in hospital was a l|little Amer
her . I can soon get out of it again.o
AOn the contrary, It might be simpler for vy

your past life in England might be mor e difficult to sustain. Yes, | think that would be

decidedly better. Thend 0
AOne moment , Mr . Whittington! You seem to b
Whittington looked surprised.

ASurely you are not thinking of rldmsieamg@s I
isamosthigh-cl ass and orthodox establishment. And t
AExactly, o0 said Tuppence. AThatés just it.

Whittington. | cannot see any way in which | can be worth that amount of money to
you. 0
ANo?0 said Whittington softly. AWell, | wil
one else for very much less. What | am willing to pay for is a young lady with sufficient
intelligence and presence of mind to sustain her part well, and also one whowill have
sufficient discretion not to ask too many que
Tuppence smiled a little. She felt that Whittington had scored.

ATherebs another thing. So far there has be
does he come in?o

AMr. Beresford?o

AMy parot seari d Tuppence with dignity. AYou s a

AAh, yes. But |1 6m afraid we shan6t require

AThen 1itds off! o Tuppence dboset halt©®éd&s hloawt 't
Good morning, Mr . Whittington. o
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AWait a musustee Lftsomething canét B& manag
He paused interrogatively.
Tuppencebds conscience gave her a passing tw
archdeacon. She seized hurriedly on the first name that came into her head.
AJane Fi nnhasily;and thenpaused open mouthed at the effect of those
two simple words.
All the geniality had faded out of Whitting
the veins stood out on the forehead. And behind it all there lurked a sort of incredulous
dismay. He leaned forward and hissed savagely:
ASo thatds your |ittle game, is it?0o
Tuppence, though utterly taken aback, nevertheless kept her head. She had not the
faintest comprehension of his meaning, but she was naturally quick-witted, and felt it
imperat i ve to fikeep her end upo as she phrased i
Whittington went on:

ABeen playing with me, have you, all the ti
time what | wanted you for, but kept wup the <c
down. Theredcolourwas ebbing out of his face He eyed

bl abbing? Rita?bo
Tuppence shook her head. She was doubtful as to how long she could sustain this
illusion, but she realized the importance of not dragging an unknown Rita into it.
ANo, 0 shwitrrepdaerefdect truth. ARita knows nott
His eyes still bored into her like gimlets.
AHow much do you know?0 he shot out.
AVery |ittle indeed, 0 answered Tuppence, an
Whittingtonds uneasi ness ydTFohavelpasedthaestle | nst e a
knew a lot might have raised doubts in his mind.

AAnyway, 0 snarled Whittington, fAyou knew en
t hat name. 0

Al't might be my own name, 0 Tuppence pointed

Altodos likely, ilkadobeitwotdieml & hwirteh wouname |

nor | mi ght just have hit wupon it by chance

the success of truthfulness.
Mr. Whittington brought his fist down upon the desk with a bang.
AQuit fooling! How dubbowdmuglbud&e@npyw@ want ?0
The | ast five words took Tuppenceds fancy m
breakfast and a supper of buns the night before. Her present part was of the adventuress
rather than the adventurous order, but she did not deny its possibilities. She sat up and
smiled with the air of one who has the situation thoroughly well in hand.
AMy dear Mr. Whittington, 06 she said, Alet u
table. And pray do not be so angry. You heard me say yesterday that | propsed to live
by my wits. It seems to me that | have now proved | have some wits to live by! | admit |

have knowledge of a certain name, but perhaps
AYd8&and perhaps it doesndt, o snarl ed Whitting¢
AYou insist on aihTupgence, gnd sighedigentlyd s
AnAs | said once before,o0 said Whittington a
point. You candét play the innocent with me. Y
willing to admit. o

14
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Tuppence paused a moment to admire herown ingenuity, and then said softly:
il shouldndét |ike to contradict you, Mr. Wh
ASo we come to dhhewumwah?guestion
Tuppence was in a dilemma. So far she had fooled Whittington with complete
success, but to mention a palpably impossibe sum might awaken his suspicions. An idea
flashed across her brain.
ASuppose we say a |ittle something down, an
| ater ?0
Whittington gave her an ugly glance.

ABl ackmail, eh?0

Tuppence smiled sweetly.

AOh no! Shalylmewmda sdy services in advance?o

Whittington grunted.

AYou see, 0 explained Tuppence still sweetly

AYoubre about the I imit, thatodéds what you ar
unwi |l |l ing admir at i onht Thoogla you weveogkite aveeekilitle k| | r i g
with just enough brains for my purpose. o

ALife, o0 moralized Tuppence, Ais full of sur

nALl I the same, 0 continued Whittington, s om
Rita. Wasit6? Oh, come i n. o

Thecler k foll owed his discreet knock into the
elbow.

ARnTel ephone message just come for you, sir.o

Whittington snatched it up and read it. A frown gathered on his brow.

AThat 6/l do, Brown. You can go. o0

The clerk withdrew, closing the door behind him. Whittington turned to Tuppence.

A Comemotror ow at the same time. | 6m busy now.

He rapidly sorted out some notes, and pushed them across the table to Tuppence,
then stood up, obviously impatient for he r to go.

The girl counted the notes in a businesslike manner, secured them in her handbag,
and rose.

AGood morning, Mr. Whittington, 0 she said p
say. o

AExactly. Au revoir!o Whittingetsionthat ooked al
aroused in Tuppence a faint misgiving. AAu re

Tuppence sped lightly down the stairs. A wild elation possessed her. A neighbouring
clock showed the time to be five minutes to twelve.
ALet s gi warpomme!® mur mured Tuppence, and
The cab drew up outside the tube station. Tommy was just within the entrance. His
eyes opened to their fullest extent as he hurried forward to assist Tuppence to alight.
She smiled at him affectionately, and remarked in a slightly affected voice:
APay the thing, will you, old b-pauonfdl dotelgo
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Chapter Il
A Set Back

The moment was not quite so triumphant as it ought to have been. To begin with,
t he r esour c e sckasfwerd somawkablisitegh In the end the fare was
managed, the lady recollecting a plebeian twopence, and the driver, still holding the
varied assortment of coins in his hand, was prevailed upon to move on, which he did
after one last hoarse demand asto what the gentleman thought he was giving him?

Al think youdbve given him too much, Tommy, O
wants to give some of it back. o

It was possibly this remark which induced the driver to move away.

AWell , o0 said Mrt. I|Berrgetshf oarbdl e t o r d&dickeasy e hi s
did you want to take a taxi for?0o0

Al was afraid | mi ght be | ate and keep you

A Af ©goudamightd bed| at e! Oh, Lord, | give it wup!o

AAnd r a@aaltlrwlagn 6 continued Tuppence, opening
got anything smaller thanafive-pound not e. 0

AYou did that part of 1t very well, old bea
indnot for a moment! o

ANo, 0 said Tuppenitlee tdhiodmgdht fuelliyeve it. That
speaking the truth. No one does believe it. I
l unch. How about the Savoy?o

Tommy grinned.

AHow about the Ritz?o0

AOn second thoughts, Il tpsemerlarthe RKiecscdaadainldolt:
anot her taxi. Come al ong. o

Als this a new brand of humour? Or is your
Tommy.

AYour | ast supposition is the correct one.
has been too much for me! For that particular form of mental trouble an eminent
physician recommends wunlimited Hors dooeuvr e,
Newberg, and Peche Melba! Letds go and get th

ATuppence, old girl, what has really come o

AOh, unbel iTauwipregpcenevlrenched open her bag. 0
and herel!o

nAnGreat Jehosaphat!! My dear girl, dondét wave

ATheyodre not Fishers. Theyodore five times be

better!o
Tommy groaned.

Al muve beerhdanking unawares! Am | dreaming, Tuppence, or do | really

behold a large quantity of fve-pound notes being waved about in
AEven so, O King! Now, will you come and ha
Al 6l come anywhere. Bg? Wbohdi hgvepyaubbekt
AAl'l in good time. What an awful place Picc

bearing down on us. It would be too terrible if they killed the five -pound not es! 0
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AGrill room?0 inquired Tommy, as shfttey r each
AThe othero6és more expensive, o0 demurred Tupp
AThat 6s mere wicked wanton extravagance. Co
AAre you sure | can get all the things | wa
AThat extremely unwhol esome menu you were O
candorasmuch as is good for you, anyway. o0
AAnd now tell me, 0 said TonRupguriosity anglonger, t o r e
as they sat in state surrounded by the many h
Miss Cowley told him.
iouenpdadt &t hiat ilsreasheg did in

AAnd t he ¢
Finn! I di dn
in anything

want to gi W casel shouMmget miredapu s e o f

APer haps t so,0 said Tommy slowly. i Bu

AWhat ?0

ANo. | toDdndt Youyobamember , | said yesterd
talking about a female called Jane Finn? That
so pat.o

ASo you did. | remembedo nowp p Hoave etx d irlaeod da fnf
silence. Suddenly sheares s ed her sel f. ATommy! o

AYes?0

AWhat were they I|Iike, the two men you passe

Tommy frowned in an effort at remembrance.

AROne was a big fat sort dahdcdHdapk. Gl ean shav

AThat 6s him, 0 cried Tuppence, i ntingtan! ungr amm
What was the other man | ike?0

il candt remember . | didndét notice him part

name that caught my attention. o

AAnd people say that coincidences dondét hap

Melba happily.
But Tommy had become serious.
ALook here, Tuppence, old girl, what is thi
AiMore money, 0 replied his companion.
Al know that. Youdbve only got one idea in vy
next step? How are you going to keep the game
A®! 0 Tuppence | aid down her spoon. fAYoudre
nAfter all, you know, you candét bluff him f
|l ater. And, anyway, | 6m notdobdtacklmai duyr ¢ ouh&tho
ANerense. Blackmail i's saying youoll tell wun
not hing | could tell, because | dondt really
AHmM, 6 said Tommy doubt f arkWwegoingfod®| | , anyway,
Whittington was ina hurrytogetridofyout hi s mor ning, but next ti me
know somet hing more before he parts with his
you know, and where you got your information from, and a lot of other things that you
canbét cope with. What taZrée you going to do abo
Tuppence frowned severely.
AWe must think. Order some Turkish coffee,
dear, what a | ot | have eaten!o
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AYou have made rather a hog of yourself! So
myself that my choice of disheswas mor e judicious than your s.
to the waiter.) AOne Turkish, one French. 0o

Tuppence sipped her coffee with a deeply reflective air, and snubbed Tommy when
he spoke to her.

ABe quiet. 1 6m thinking. o

AShades of Pel manandmelapsed mta silehceT o mmy

AThere! o said Tuppence at | ast. #fAl d6ve got a
find out more about it all.o

Tommy applauded.

ADondt jeer. We can only find out through W
lives, what hedoesd s | eut h hi m, in fact! Now I canodét do
only saw you for a minute or two in Lyons?ad. H
one young man is much | i ke another. o

Al repudiate that r emar k ealures and distinguishted m s ur e
appearance would single me out from any <c¢rowd

AMy plan is this, o Tuppencemovwerndw.onl &lall mg wt,
again likelddto-day . |t doesndédt matter i f | dondt get
poundsought to |l ast us a few days. o

AOr even |l onger!o

AYoudbl!l hang about outside. When | come out
wat ching. But 106l take up my stand somewhere
buil ding 1 6l drop a adacdé&akefr choefgorosomet hin

Aoff | go wher e?0

AFoll ow him, of course, silly! What do you

ASort of thing one reads about in books. I

a bit of an ass standing in the street for hours with nothing to do. P eople will wonder
what |1 dm up to. o

ANot in the city. Every oneds in such a hur
all . o

AThat 6s t he second time youbdbve made that so
Anyway, it will be rather a lark. Whatareyou doi ng this afternoon?bo

AWell , o0 said Tupp dadtheughhotdts!tOaperhapsesiky . A |
stockings! Or perhapsd 0

AHold hard, o admoni shed Tommy. ATherebs a |
dinnerandashowto-ni ght at all events. o

ARat her . o

The day passed pleasantly. The evening even more so. Two of the fiv@ound notes
were now irretrievably dead.

They met by arrangement the following morning and proceeded citywards. Tommy
remained on the opposite side of the road while Tuppence plunged into the building.

Tommy strolled slowly down to the end of the street, then back again. Just as he

AYes. Whatdéds up?o0
AThe place is shut. I canbt make anyone hea
AThat 6s odd. o
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Al sndt Come up with me, and |l etds try again.
Tommy followed her. As they passed the third floor landing a young clerk came out

of an office. He hesitated a moment, then addressed himself to Tuppence.
AWere you wanting the Esthonia Glassware?o0

ARYes, please. 0

iltéds closed down. Since yesterday afternoon
Not that | oO6ve ever heard of it myself. But an

ATt hank you, o0 faltered Tuppence. il Suppose

addr ess?o0
AAfraid IThegndteft rather suddenly. o

AThank you very much, o0 said Tommy. @ACome on

They descended to the street again where they gazed at one another blankly.

AThat s torn it,o0 said Tommy at | ength.

AANnd | never suspected it,o wailed Tuppence

ACheer odm t hing, it candét be helped. 0o

ACand6ét it, though! o Tuppencebs Ilittle chin
end? I f so, youdbre wrong l t6s just the begin

AThe beginning of what ?0

AOf our adventure! Tommy, reddeocughtorun avay likee e , i f
this, it shows that there must be a | ot in th
bottom of it Wedll run them down! Wedll be s

AYes, but thereds no one left to sleuth.o

ANo, that 6s wdayt alwweerdagain. Lénd meethat ba of pencil. Thanks.
Waitaminuteddondét i nterrupt. There! o Tuppence hand
the piece of paper on which she had written with a satisfied eye:

AWhat 6s that ?0

AAdvertisement. o

AYoubdr engnotto gpouit t hat thing in after all ?0o0

ANo, itdéds a different one. o0 She handed him

Tommy read the words on it aloud:

A WANTED, any information respecting Jane Fi
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Chapter IV
Who is Jane Finn?

The next day passed slowly. It wasnecessary to curtail expenditure. Carefully
husbanded, forty pounds will last a long time. Luckily the weather was fine, and
Awal king is cheap, 06 dictated Tuppence. An out
recreation for the evening.
The day of disillusionment had been a Wednesday. On Thursday the advertisement
had duly appeared. On Friday | etters might ©be
He had been bound by an honourable promise not to open any such letters if they
did arrive, but to repair to the National Gallery, where his colleague would meet him at
ten ob0clock.
Tuppence was first at the rendezvous. She ensconced herself on a red velvet seat,
and gazed at the Turners with unseeing eyes until she saw the familiar figure enter the
room.
AWell ?0
AWel , 06 returned Mr. Beresford provokingly. |
ADondt be a wratyamswhAref®dt t her e
Tommy shook his head with a deep and somewhat overacted melancholy.
il didnét want to disappoi ntofyfou,l tod sd ttdd nlge

Good money wasted.o He sighed. AaStill, there
andot here are only two answers! o
ATommy, you devil! o almost screamed Tuppenc
be so mean! o
AYour | anguagey Tappgerge, Vheydre very part
Gallery. Government show, you know. And do remember, as | have pointed out to you
before, that as addclergymands daughter
il ought to be on the stage!d finished Tupp
AThat i s inmeodedtevdaya But iflyou are sure that you have enjoyed to the
full the reaction of joy after despair with which | have kindly provided you free of
charge, |l et us get down to our mail, as the s

Tuppence snatched the two precious envelopesifom him unceremoniously, and
scrutinized them carefully.

AThick paper, this one. l't looks rich. Wedl
first.o
ARi ght you are. One, two, three, go!o
Tuppenceods I|little thumb ripped legeatentst he env
ADEAR SI R,
AReferring to your advertisement in this

able to be of some use to you. Perhaps you could call and see me at the

above address atmomwrmonemgq od6cl ock to
AYours truly,
AA. CARTER.
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A27 Car sahradletnosn, 0G sai d Tuppence, referring tc
Gl oucester Road way. Plenty of time to get th
AThe foll owing, 6 said Tommy, Ais the plan o
offensive. Ushered into the presence of Mr. Carter, he and | wish each other good
morning as i s customary. He dehre?nd sTaoy swhiochl da sr

promptly and significantly: 6Edward Whittingt
in the face and gasps out : |feé of Gfty poomds; Iréjoin Poc k e t
you in the road outside, and we proceed to the next address and repeat the

perfor mance. O

ADondt be absurd, Tommy. Now for the other
AA hundred pounds instead of fiftyl!o
Al 6l 1l read it:
A D BRASIR,
ifRe your advertisement, | should be gl ad

somewhere about lunch-time.
AYours truly,
nJULI US P. HERSHEI MMER. 0

AHa! 0 said Tommy. ADo | smell a Boche? Or o
nf ortunate ancest rajaPlunghtt iamhd . elvtetnd feequegtipdd d tci me
eads to free food for two.oO

Tuppence nodded assent.

ANow for Carter. Webéll have to hurry.o

Carshalton Terrace proved to be an unimpeachable row of what Tuppence called
Al adyli ke | ooki ng bedatse 27, add ahdatenaid ansawergd theh e
door. She |l ooked so respectable that Tuppence
Mr. Carter, she showed them into a small study on the ground floor where she left them.

Hardly a minute elapsed, however, before the door opened, and a tall man with a lean
hawklike face and a tired manner entered the room.

AMr. Y. A.?0 he said, and smiled. His smile
both of you.o

They obeyed. He himself took a chair opposite to Tuppenceand smiled at her
encouragingly. There was something in the qua
readiness desert her.

As he did not seem inclined to open the conversation, Tuppence was forced to
begin.

A We want e dthatis, wauld gow be so kind as to tell us anything you know
about Jane Finn?o

AJane Finn? Ah!' o6 Mr. Carter appeared to ref
know about her ?0
Tuppence drew herself up.

u
I

~

n dondét see that thatods got anything to do
ANo? Butyoiut klmasv, really it has. o0 He smiled
continued reflectively ASo that brings us do

Jane Finn?
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ACome now, 0 he continued, as Tuppence remai
something to have advertised as you did?0 He | eaned forward
held a hint of persuasiveness. ASuppose you t

There was something very magnetic about Mr.
seemed to shake herself free of it with an effort, as she said:

AWe couldndét do that, could we, Tommy?50

But to her surprise, her companion did not back her up. His eyes were fixed on Mr.
Carter, and his tone when he spoke held an unusual note of deference.

il dare say the little we Bobwswohdofasbéetanyg
wel come to it.o
ATommy! 0 cried out Tuppence in surprise.

Mr. Carter slewed round in his chair. His eyes asked a question.

Tommy nodded.

nYes, sir, | recognized you at once. Saw yo
Intelligence. As soon as you came into the room, | knewd 0

Mr. Carter held up his hand.

ANo names, please. |1 6m known as Mr. Carter
way. Shebés willing to Ilend it to me someti mes
unofficial lines. Well , n @ he @doked from one tothe otherocAwhods going to te
the story?2o

AFire ahead, Tuppence, 0 directed Tommy. Al

nYes, little |l ady, out with it.o

And obediently Tuppence did out with it, telling the whole story from the forming
of the Young Adventurers, Ltd., downwards.

Mr. Carter listened in silence with a resumption of his tired manner. Now and then
he passed his hand across his lips as though to hide a smile. When she had finished he
nodded gravely.

ANot much. But sgggesttvee.|l Quybedlslu excuse
curious young c odwpulmight succeed wher@ btheiks hawenfailed . . . |
believe in luck, youknowdal way s have....O0

He paused a moment, and then went on.

nWwel I, how about iernture. Hévwowodld yeu likeiuawork forrme7a d v
All quite unofficial, you know. Expenses paid

Tuppence gazed at him, her lips parted, her eyes growing wider and wider.
AwWhat should we have to do?0 she breathed.
Mr. Carter smiled.
AJust og with what kmdabeRnn.dooi ng now.
AYesdwhbislane Finn?o
Mr. Carter nodded gravely.
AYes, youdre entitled to know that, I t hink
He leaned back in his chair, crossed his legs, brought the tips of his fingers together,
and began in alow monotone:
nSecret diplomacy (which, by the way, IS ne
concern you. It will be sufficient to say that in the early days of 1915 a certain document
came into being. It was the draft of a secret agreemen® treaty d call it what you like. It
was drawn up ready for signature by the various representatives, and drawn up in
Americad at that time a neutral country. It was dispatched to England by a special
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messenger selected for that purpose, a young fellow called Danvers. It was hped that
the whole affair had been kept so secret that nothing would have leaked out. That kind
of hope is usually disappointed. Somebody always talks!

AfDanvers sailed for England on the Lusitani
oilskin packet which he wore next his skin. It was on that particular voyage that the
Lusitania was torpedoed and sunk. Danvers was among the list of those missing.

Eventually his body was washed ashore, and identified beyond any possible doubt. But
the oilskin packet was missing!

AThe question was, had it been taken from h
anot herds keeping? There were a few incidents
latter theory. After the torpedo struck the ship, in the few moments during the
launching of the boats, Danvers was seen speaking to a young American girl. No one
actually saw him pass anything to her, but he might have done so. It seems to me quite
likely that he entrusted the papers to this girl, believing that she, as a woman, had a
greater chance of bringing them safely to shore.

ABut if so, where was the girl, and what ha
advice from America it seemed likely that Danvers had been closely shadowed on the
way over. Was this girl in league with his enemies? Or had she, in her turn, been
shadowed and either tricked or forced into handing over the precious packet?

ARWe set to work to trace her out. It proved
Jane Finn, and it duly appeared among the list of the survivors, but the girl herself
seemed to have vanished completely. Inquiries into her antecedents did little to help us.

She was an orphan, and had been what we should call over here a pupil teacher in a
small school out West. Her passport had been made out fo Paris, where she was going
to join the staff of a hospital. She had offered her services voluntarily, and after some
correspondence they had been accepted. Having seen her name in the list of the saved
from the Lusitania, the staff of the hospital were n aturally very surprised at her not
arriving to take up her billet, and at not hearing from her in any way.

AWell, every effort wasOohbuowalliievain. We trackaccher t he vy
across Ireland, but nothing could be heard of her after she setfoot in England. No use
was made of the draft treatyd as might very easily have been doné and we therefore
came to the conclusion that Danvers had, after all, destroyed it. The war entered on
another phase, the diplomatic aspect changed accordingly, and thetreaty was never
redrafted. Rumours as to its existence were emphatically denied. The disappearance of
Jane Finn was forgotten and the whole affair

Mr. Carter paused, and Tuppence broke in impatiently:

ABut why has iatgaailnl? cTrhoep pwadr éusp over . 0O

A hint of alertness came into Mr. Carteros

AfBecause it seems that the papers were not
be resurrectedtoday with a new and deadly significanc:¢

Tuppence stared. Mr. Carter nodded.

Y es, five years ago, that draft treaty was a weapon in our hands; teday it is a
weapon against us. It was a gigantic blunder. If its terms were made public, it would
mean disaster.... It might possibly bring about another war 8 not with Germany this
time! T hat is an extreme possibility, and | do not believe in its likelihood myself, but that
document undoubtedly implicates a number of our statesmen whom we cannot afford to
have discredited in any way at the present moment. As a party cry for Labour it would be
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irresistible, and a Labour Government at this juncture would, in my opinion, be a grave
disability for British trade, but that is a mere nothingtothe realdanger . 0
He paused, and then said quietly:
AYou may per haps have heshevdtinbuenceaewordk t hat t h
behind the present Labour unrest?o0
Tuppence nodded.
AThat iIs the truth. Bolshevist gold is pour
purpose of procuring a Revolution. And there is a certain man, a man whose real name
is unknown to us, who is working in the dark for his own ends. The Bolshevists are
behind the Labour unrestd but this man is behind the bolshevists. Who is he? We do not
know. He i s always spoken of by the unassumin
certain, he is the master criminal of this age. He controls a marvellous organization.
Most of the Peace propaganda during the war was originated and financed by him. His
spies are everywhere.o
AA naturalized German?0 asked Tommy.
AOn the contr ary,tobelevedeiran Englshman. Heevasspmn
German, as he would have been preBoer. What he seeks to attain we do not knowd
probably supreme power for himself, of a kind unique in history. We have no clue as to
his real personality. It is reported that even his own followers are ignorant of it. Where
we have come across his tracks, he has always played a secondary part. Somebody else
assumes the chief role. But afterwards we always find that there has been some
nonentity, a servant or a clerk, who has remained in the background unnoticed, and that

the elusive Mr. Brown has escaped us once mor
AOh! 0 Tuppence jaomped. @Al wonder
AYes?o0

Al remember in Mr. Whitdhiengtadhes i m 8e owihh
think 8 0

Carter nodded thoughtfully.

i V elikeyy. A curious point is that the name is usually mentioned. An idiosyncrasy

of genius. Can you describe him at all ?o0
il really didndét notdjcues.t Hei kwea sa ngyuo ntee eolrsdei.no
Mr. Carter sighed in his tired manner.
AThat i s t h ecriptiomoefdMr. Bravin!IBeugkt a telephone message to

the man Whittington, did he? Notice a telepho

Tuppence thought.

ANo, | donét think | did. o

AExactly. That Oémessaged was Mr. Brownds wa
He overheard the whole conversation of course. Was it after that that Whittington
handed you over the money, and told you to co

Tuppence nodded.

AYes, undoubtedly the hand of Mr. Brown!o M
you see what you are pitting yourselves against? Possibly the finest criminal brain of the
age. I dondédt quite |ike it, you know. Youbdre
|l i ke anything to happen to you.o

Alt wondt, o Tuppence assured him positively

Al 6dk dfot er her, sir,o0 said Tommy.

AAnd | 61 Iyou 0ok eabréeéed Tuppence, resenting t
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AwWell, then, | ook after each other, o0 said M
business. Thereds somethingymybbéerweubaaboodt
yet. Wedve beendinplanaratumenstakdblevtarnishThe Revolutionary

el ement as good as declare that i1tdés in their

given moment. On the other hand, they are clearly at fault about many of its provisions.

The Government consider it as mere bluff on their part, and, rightly or wrongly, have

stuck to the policy of absolute denial. | 6m n

allusions, that seem to indicate that the menace is a real one. The position is much as

t hough they had got hold of an incriminating
was incipherbut we know t hat t he ddcaofutl dinréetatb/e wians ntd
nature of thingsds o t hat wBwtdtt kesmetlng.Of course, Jane Finn may

be dead for allwe knowd b ut | dondédt think sothé&héreutrpusg
get information about the girl fromus . 0

AWhat ?0

AYes. One or two |ittle thingsladyacondrmsr opped
my idea. They know wedre |l ooking for Jane Fin
therowndsay at a pensionnat in Paris. o Tuppence
one knows in the |l east what sshpemedwitb&k s | i ke, s

trumped-up tale, and her real business is to get as much information as possible out of

us. See the idea?bd
AThen y oduluppdamnde padused to grasp the supposition fullyd i t h avas as t

Jane Finn that they wanted me to go to Paris?
Mr. Carter smiled more wearily than ever.
il believe in coincidences, you know, 0 he s
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Chapter V
Mr. Julius P. Hersheimmer

AWell, o0 said Tuppence, recovering herself,
to be. o
Carter nodded.
Al know what ypensttionensyself. Luckdamd a#f that sort of thing.
Fate seems to have chosen you out to be mixed
Tommy indulged in a chuckle.

AMy wor d! I dondt wonder Whittington got th
out that name! | should have myself. But | ook here, sir, weodre tak
your time. Have you any tips to give us befor

Al think not. My experts, working in stereo
i magination and an open minaditthattdotdoesnbtas k. Don:
succeed. For one thing there is a |ikelihood

Tuppence frowned uncomprehendingly.

AWhen you had that interview with Whittingt

information that the big coup was planned f or early in the new year. But the
Government is contemplating legislative action which will deal effectually with the strike

menace. Theyoll get wind of it soon, i f they
may bring things to a head. | hope it will myself. The less time they have to mature their

plans the better. 1 6m just warning you that vy
you neednét be cast down if you fail. Ités no

Tuppence rose.

Al t hi nKktoledusmasgike. What exactly can we count upon you for, Mr.
Carter?0 Mr. Carterods |lips twitched slightly,
reason, detailed information on any point, and no official recognition . | mean that if you
getyoursees i nto trouble with the police, I canot

your own. O
Tuppence nodded sagely.

Al quite understand that. 106l write out a
had time to think. Now & about moneyd o

AYes, MesseTuPp you want to say how much?o

ANot exactly. Webve got plenty to gooowith f

Alt will be waiting for you.o

AYesol bmtsur e | dondét want to be rude about

anything to do with it, but y ou know one really has the devil of a time getting anything
out of it! And if we have to fill up a blue form and send it in, and then, after three

months, they send us agreenone,andsoodwe |l | , t hat wondt be much
Mr. Carter laughed outrig ht.
ADondt worry, Miss Tuppence. You will send
money, in notes, shall be sent by return of post. As to salary, shall we say at the rate of
t hree hundred a year? And an equal sum for Mr

Tuppence beamed upon him.
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AHow | ovely. You are kind. I do | ove money!
expenses all debit and credit, and the balance on the right side, and red line drawn
sideways with the totals the same at the bottom. | really know how to do it when |
t hink. o
Al édm sure youbye, &etdlgogadolduck to you bot h.
He shook hands with them, and in another minute they were descending the steps
of 27 Carshalton Terrace with their heads in a whirl.
ATommy! Tell me at oh@e, who is O6Mr. Carter
Tommy murmured a name in her ear.

AOh! 06 said Tuppence, impressed.

AANnd | can tellitlybou, ol d bean, heos

AOh! 0 said Tuppence again. Then she added r

il |l i ke him, dondét you? He | ooks so awfully
underneat h heds just I|ike steel, all keen and f | &
Tommy, do pinch me. | candét believe itds real

Mr. Beresford obliged.

AOw! Thatds enough! Yes, wedre not dreaming

AAnd what a job! Tédal ljoimégwre.nd ure has r

Altds more respectable than | thought 1t wo

ALuckily | havendét got your craving for cri
oh! o

The same thought sprang to the minds of each. Tommy voiced it first.

AJulPi.usHer shei mmer ! o

AWe never told Mr. Carter about hearing fro

AWell, there wamsntdétt imMlulchwdddv e edden him. Come
a taxi.o

ANow whobés being extravagant ?0

nAl I expenses paid, remember . Hop in. o

AAt any r atak,e vae bsehtatlelr nef fect arriving this
back luxuriously. Al 6m sure blackmailers neve

AWebve ceased being blackmailers, o Tommy po

Al dm not sure | have, 0 said Tuppence darkly

On inquiring for Mr. Hersheim mer, they were at once taken up to his suite. An
i mpatient voice cried ACbmgdisné&@nbonkanawdrthe
aside to let them pass in.
Mr. Julius P. Hersheimmer was a great deal younger than either Tommy or
Tuppence had pictured him. The girl put him down as thirty -five. He was of middle
height, and squarely built to match his jaw. His face was pugnacious but pleasant. No
one could have mistaken him for anything but an American, though he spoke with very
little accent.

nGet my ®iot edown and tell me right away al/l

AYour cousin?o

ASure thing. Jane Finn. o

Als she your cousin?o

AMy father and her mot her were brother and
meticulously.

AOh! 6 cried Tuppe mmchee.r el Tshheen iyso?ud k now
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ANo! 06 Mr. Her shei mmer brought down his fist
1 do! Dondét you?o

AWe advertised to receive information, not

il guess | know that . | c asherbaclahtstoryywut | t ho
were after, and that youdéd know where she was

AWell, we wouldndédt mind hearing her back hi

But Mr. Hersheimmer seemed to grow suddenly suspicious.

NnSee here, 0 he decl ademahdingasbm & threaeniigtto Si ci | y
crop her ears if | refuse. These are the Brit
sing out for that beautiful big British polic

Tommy hastened to explain.

AWe haveappe#digdour cousin. On the contrary,

mpl oyed to do so.0

Mr. Hersheimmer leant back in his chair.
APut me wise,0 he said succinctly.
Tommy fell in with this demand in so far as he gave him a guarded version of the
disappearance of Jane Finn, and of the possibility of her having been mixed up
unawares in fisome political show. o0 He alluded
inquiry agentso commissioned to find her, and
of any details Mr. Hersheimmer could give them.
That gentleman nodded approval.
il guess thatos all right. | was just a mit
know | ittle old New York. Just trot out your
For the moment this paralysed the Young Adventurers, but Tuppence, recovering
herself, plunged boldly into the breach with a reminiscence culled from detective fiction.

AWhen did you bwetr seeudihre, dlecrmean?o0

ANever seen her, o0 responded Mr. Hershei mmer
AWhat 20 de mandtenshed ommy , as

Hersheimmer turned to him.

ANo, sir. As | said before, my father and h

y ou mi @ Rdmmy didanot correct this view of their relationship i but t hey di dn
always get on together. And when my aunt made upher mind to marry Amos Finn, who
was a poor school teacher out West, my father was just mad! Said if he made his pile, as
he seemed in a fair way to do, shebéd never se
Jane went out West and we never heard fran her again.

AThe oldidpileniaup. He went into oil, and he went into steel, and he played a
bit with railroads, and I can tell you he mad
diedd last falld and | got the dollars. Well, would you believe it, my conscience got busy!
Kept knocking me up and saying: What about your Aunt Jane, way out West? It worried
me some. You see, Il figured it out that Amos
the sort. End of it was, | hired a man to hunt her down. Result, she was dead, and Amos
Finn was dead, but 0fahecdwidadod ebeem tdamnupgddeed in
on her way to Paris. She was saved all right,
this side. I guessed t heyhtwelréedh 6cdo nmeu sallamg @vne
speed things up. | phoned Scotland Yard and the Admiralty first thing. The Admiralty
rather choked me off, but Scotland Yard were very civild said they would make inquiries,
even sent a man round this morning to get her photograph . | d m o f fmortow, Par i s
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just to see what the Prefecture is doing. | guess if | go to and fro hustling them, they
ought to get busy!o

The energy of Mr. Hersheimmer was tremendous. They bowed before it.

ABut say now, 0 he e ndaanything?Contetnpt ef caurd,or af t er
something British? A proud - spirited young American girl might find your rules and
regulations in war time rather irksome, and g
thereds such a thing lasy ghearf tofifn. @d his country

Tuppence reassured him.

AThat 6s good. Then we can work together. Wh
up here, or go down to the restaurant?o0

Tuppence expressed a preference for the latter, and Julius bowed to her decision.

Oysters had jugt given place to Sole Colbert when a card was brought to
Hersheimmer.

Al nspector Japp, C.1.D. Scotland Yard again
expect | can tell him that I didndét tell the
photograph. ThatWe st er n phot ographer 6s place was bur n:
destroyedd this is the only copy in existence. | got it from the principal of the college
there. o

An unformulated dread swept over Tuppence.

AYdwou dondét know t he nanhe sofmotrined ng&®m who c

AYes, | do. No, I don6t. Half a second. |t
Brown. Quiet, unassuming sort of chap.o
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A Plan of Campaign

A veil might with profit be drawn over the events of the next half -hour. Suffice it to
sy that no such person as Al nspector Browno w
photograph of Jane Finn, which would have been of the utmost value to the police in
tracing her, was | ost beyond recovery. Once a
The immediate result of this set back was to effect a rapprochement between Julius
Hersheimmer and the Y oung Adventurers. All barriers went down with a crash, and
Tommy and Tuppence felt they had known the young American all their lives. They

abandoned the discreet reticenceof fApri vate inquiry agents, o0 al
whole history of the joint venture, whereat t
deat h. o

He turned to Tuppence at the close of the narration.

Al 6ve always had a ki nd jostaniiteneoss-gtownaQld- Engl i s
fashioned and sweet, you know, but scared to move round without a footman or a
mai den aunt . | guess I 6m a bit behind the tim

The upshot of these confidential relations was that Tommy and Tuppence took up
their abode forthwi th at the Ritz, in order, as Tuppence put it, to keep in touch with Jane
Finnéds only |living relation. AAnd put | ike th
Anobody could boggle at the expense! o
Nobody did, which was the great thing.
AAnd now, oousnagi d atdhye oyn t he morning after the
Mr. Beresford put down the Daily Mail, which he was reading, and applauded with
somewhat unnecessary vigour. He was politely requested by his colleague not to be an
ass.

ADash it al\vegotfbdommyet weadg f or our money. 0O

Tommy sighed.

AYes, | fear even the dear old Government w
for ever.o

ATherefore, as | desornetbrifrog.eq we must

AWell, o0 said Tommy, pi ckfDanigt .upl tshhea nDéati | syt odvpa

AYou see, 0 continued Tudgopence. fHAl 6ve been t

She was interrupted by a fresh bout of applause.

Ailtoés all very well for you to sit there be
to do a | ittle brain work too. oo

AMy wuniTomppence, my wunion! |1t does not per mi

ATommy, do you want somet hing thrown at you
should without delay map out a plan of campai

AHear, hear! o

nwel |, |l et ds do it.o

Tommy laid his paperfinal |y asi de. AThereds somet hing o
great mind about you, Tuppence. Fire ahead. |

ATo begin with, o0 said Tuppence, fAwhat have

AAbsolutely nothing, 06 said Tommy cheerily.






