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smile, “you must come and see it. For the

rest I am unmarried. Are you?”

“1 was married the day before I left Para,

and my wife is on board with me.”

“Capital,” I answered. “ Let me hear all
about it.”

“You shall. Her maiden name was
Dallas ; Beatrice Dallas. She is just twenty
now. Her father was an Englishman and
her mother a Spaniard; neither parent is
living. She has an elder sister, Edith, nearly
thirty years of age, unmarried, who is on
board with us. There is also a step-brother,
considerably older than either Edith or
Beatrice. I met my wife last year in Para,
and at once fell in love. 1 am the happiest
man on earth. It goes without saying that I
think her beautiful, and she is also very well
off. The story of her wealth is a curious one.
Her uncle on the mother’s side was an
extremely wealthy Spaniard, who made an
enormous fortune in Brazil out of diamonds
and minerals ; he owned several mines. But
it is supposed that his wealth turned bhis
brain. At any rate, it seems to have done so
as far as the disposal of his money went.
He divided the yearly profits and interest
between his nephew and his two nieces, but
declared that the property itself should never
be split up. He has left the whole of it to
that one of the three who should survive the
others. A perfectly insane arrangement, but
not, I believe, unprecedented in Brazil.”

“Very insane,” I echoed. * What was he
worth?”

“ Over two million sterling.”

“By Jove!” 1 cried, * what a sum !
what about the half-brother ? ”

“ He must be over forty years of age, and
is evidently a bad tot. I have never seen
him. His sisters won't speak to him or have
anything to do with him. I understand that
he is a great gambler; I am further told
that he is at present in England, and,as there
are certain technicalities to be gone through
before the girls can fully enjoy their incomes,
one of the first things I must do when I get
home is to find him out. He has to sign
certain papers, for we sha’n’t be able to put
things straight until we get his whereabouts.
Some time ago my wife and Edith heard
that he was ill, but dead or alive we must
know all about him, and as quickly as
possible.”

I made no answer, and he continued :—

* Il introduce you to my wife and sister-
in-law to-morrow. Beatrice 1s quite a child
compared to Edith, who acts towards her
almost like a mother. Bee is a little beauty,

But
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so fresh and round and young-looking. But
Edith i1s handsome, too, although 1 some-
times think she is as vain as a peacock.
By the way, Druce, this brings me to another
part of my story. The sisters have an
acquaintance on board, one of the most
remarkable women I have ever met. She
goes by the name of Madame Sara, and
knows London well. In fact, she confesses
to having a shop in the Strand. What she
has been doing in Brazil I do not know, for
she keeps all her affairs strictly private. But
you will be amazed when I tell you what her
calling is.”

“What ?” I asked.

“A professional beautifier. She claims
the privilege of restoring youth to those who
consult her. She also declares that she
can make quite ugly people handsome.
There is no doubt that she is very clever.
She knows a little bit of everything, and has
wonderful recipes with regard to medicines,
surgery, and dentistry. She is a most lovely
woman herself, very fair, with blue eyes,
an innocent, childlike manner, and quantities
of rippling gold hair. She openly confesses
that she is very much older than she
appears. She looks about five-and-twenty.
She seems to have travelled all over the
world, and says that by birth she is a
mixture of Indian and Italian, her father
having been Italian and her mother Indian.
Accompanying her is an Arab, a handsome,
picturesque sort of fellow, who gives her the
most absolute devotion, and she is also
bringing back to England two Braziiians
from Para. This woman deals in all sorts of
curious secrets, but principally in cosmetics.
Her shop in the Strand could, I fancy, tell
many a strange history. Her clients go to
her there, and she does what is necessary for
them. It is a fact that she occasionally
performs small surgical operations, and there
1s not a dentist in London who can vie with
her. She confesses quite naively that she
holds some secrets for making false teeth
cling to the palate that no one knows of.
Edith Dallas is devoted to her—in fact, her
adoration amounts to.idolatry.”

“You give a very brilliant account of this
woman,” 1 said. ‘“You must introduce me
to morrow.”

“T will,” answered Jack, with a smile. “1I
should like your opinion of her. I am right
glad I have met you, Druce, it is like old
times. When we get to London I mean to
put up at my town house in Eaton Square
for the remainder of the season. The
Meadows shall be re-turnished, and Bee and
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“I am a beautifier,” she said, lightly.
She looked at me with a smile.  “ You don’t
want me yet, Mr. Druce, but the time may
come when even you will wish to keep back
the infirmities of years. In the meantime
can you guess my age?”

“1 will not hazard a guess,” I answered.

“ And I will not tell you. Let it remain a
secret. Meanwhile, - understand that my
calling is quite an open one, and I do hold
secrets. I should advise you, Mr. Druce,
even in your professional capacity, not to
interfere with them.”

The childlike expression faded from her
face as she uttered the last words. There
seemed to ring a sort of challenge in her
tone. She turned away after a few moments
and I rejoined my friends.

“You have been making acquaintance with
Madame Sara, Mr. Druce,” said Mrs. Selby.
“Don’t you think she is lovely ? ”

‘“She is one of the most beautiful women
I have ever seen,” I answered, * but there
seems to be a mystery about her.”

“QOh, indeed there is,” said Edith Dallas,
gravely.

“ She asked me if I could guess her age,”
I continued. “I did not try, but surely she
cannot be more than five-and-twenty.”

“ No one knows her age,” said Mrs. Selby,
“but I will tell you a curious fact, which,
perhaps, you will not believe. She was
bridesmaid at my mother’s wedding thirty
years ago. She declares that she never
changes, and has no fear of old age.”

“You mean that seriously?” I cried.
“ But surely it is impossible ? ”

“Her name is on the register, and my
mother knew her well. She was mysterious
then, and I think my mother got into her
power, but of that I am not certain. Any-
how, Edith and I adore her, don’t we,
Edie?”

She laid her hand affectionately on her
sister's arm, Edith Dallas did not speak,
but her face was careworn. After a time
she said, slowly : —

* Madame Sara is uncanny and terrible.”

There is, perhaps, no business imaginable
—not even a lawyer's—that engenders
suspicions more than mine. I hate all
mysteries — both in persons and things.
Mysteries are my natural enemies; I felt
now that this woman was.a distinct mystery.
That she was interested in me I did not
doubt, perhaps because she was afraid of me.

The rest of our voyage passed pleasantly
enough. The more I saw of Mrs. Selby and
her sister the more I liked them. They
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were quiet, simple, and straightforward. I
felt sure that they were both as good as gold.

We parted at Waterloo, Jack and his wife
and her sister going to Jack’s house in Eaton
Square, and 1 returning to my quarters in
St. John’s Wood. I had a house there,
with a long garden, at the bottom of which
was my laboratory, the laboratory that was
the pride of my life, it being, I fondly con-
sidered, the best private laboratory in
London. There I spent all my spare time
making experiments and trying this chemical
combination and the other, living in hopes of
doing great things some day, for Werner’s
Agency was not to be the end of my career.
Nevertheless, it interested me thoroughly,
and I was not sorry to get back to my com-
mercial conundrums.

The next day, just before I started to go
to my place of business, Jack Selby was
announced.

“I want you to help me,” he said. “I
have been already trying in a sort of general
way to get information about my brother-in-
law, but all in vain. There i1s no such
person in any of the directories. Can you
put me on the road to discovery ?”

I said I could and would if he would leave
the matter in my hands.

“ With pleasure,” he replied. “ You see
how we are fixed up. Neither Edith nor
Bee can get money with any regularity until
the man is found. 1 cannot imagine why he
hides himself.”

“I will insert advertisements in the personal
columns of the newspapers,” I said, “and
request anyone who can give information to
communicate with me at my office. I will
also give instructions to all the branches of
my firm, as well as to my head assistants in
London, to keep their eyes open for any news.
You may be quite certain that in a week or
two we shall know all about him.”

Selby appeared cheered at this proposal,
and, having begged of me to call upon his
wife and her sister as soon as possible, took
his leave.

On that very day advertisements were
drawn up and sent to several newspapers
and inquiry agents; but week after week
passed without the slightest result. Selby
got very fidgety at the delay. He was
never happy except in my presence, and
insisted on my coming, whenever I had time,
to his house. I was glad to do so, for I took
an interest both in him and his belongings,
and as to Madame Sara 1 could not get her
out of my head. One day Mrs. Selby said
to me : —
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“ How can you tell I should like to know
about you ?” I asked.

She gave me an earnest glance which some-
~hat astonished me, and then she said :—

“ Knowledge is power; don’t refuse what
I am willing to give. Edith, you will not
object to waiting here while I show Mr. Druce
through my rooms. First observe this room,
Mr. Druce. It is lighted only from the roof.
When the door shuts it automatically locks
itself, so that any intrusion from without is
impossibf. This is my sanctum sanctorum
—a faint odour of perfumes pervades the
room. This is a hot day, but the room itself
is cool. What do you think of it all?”

I made no answer. She walked to the
other end and motioned to me to accompany
her. There stood a polished oak square
table, on which lay an array of extraordinary-
looking articles and implements—stoppered
bottles full of strange medicaments, mirrors,
plane and concave, brushes, sprays, sponges,
delicate needle-pointed instruments of bright
steel, tiny lancets, and forceps. Facing this
table was a chair, like those used by dentists.
Above the chair hung electric lights in
powerful reflectors, and lenses like bull's-eye
lanterns.  Another chair, supported on a
glass pedestal, was kept there, Madame Sara
informed me, for administering static electri-
city. There were dry-cell batteries for the
continuous currents and induction coils for
Faradic currents. There were also platinum
needles for burning out the roots of hairs.

Madame took me from this room into
- another, where a still more formidable
array of instruments were to be found.
Here were a wooden operating-table and
chloroform and ether apparatus. When I
had looked at everything, she turned to me.

“Now you know,” she said. “I am a
doctor—perhaps a quack. These are my
secrets. By means of these I live and
flourish.”

She turned her back on me and walked
into the other room with the light, springy
step of youth. Edith Dallas, white as a
ghost, was waiting for us.

“You have done your duty, my child,”
said Madame. “ Mr. Druce has seen just
what 1 want him to see. . I am very much
obliged to you both. We shall meet to-night
at l.ady Farringdon’s ‘ At-home.” Until then,
farewell.”

When we got into the street and were
driving back again to Eaton Square, I turned
to L:dith.

“Many things puzzle me about your
friend,” I said, ‘“but perhaps none more
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than this. By what possible means can a
woman who owns to being the possessor of a
shop obtain the eafrée to some of the best
houses in London? Why does Society open
her doors to this woman, Miss Dallas ?”

“I cannot quite tell you,” was her reply.
“I only know the fact that wherever she
goes she is welcomed and treated with con-
sideration, and wherever she fails to appear
there is a universally expressed feeling of
regret.” .

I had also been invited to Lady Farring-
don’s reception that evening, and I went
there in a state of great curiosity. There
was no doubt that Madame interested me.
I was not sure of her. Beyond doubt there
was a mystery attached to her, and also, for
some unaccountable reason, she wished both
to propitiate and defy me. Why was this ?

1 arrived early, and was standing in the
crush near the head of the staircase when
Madame was announced. She wore the
richest white satin and quantities of
diamonds. I saw her hostess bend towards
her and talk eagerly. I noticed Madame
reply and the pleased expression that crossed
Lady Farringdon’s face. A few minutes later
a man with a foreign-looking face and long
beard sat down before the grand piano. He
played a light prelude and Madame Sara
began to sing. Her voice was sweet and low,
with an extraordinary pathos in it. It was
the sort of voice that penetrates to the heart.
There was an instant pause in the gay chatter.
SHe.sang amidst perfect silence, and when
the song had come to an end there followed
a furore of applause. I was just turning to say
something to my nearest neighbour when I
observed Edith Dallas, who was standing
close by. Her eyes met mine ; she laid her
hand on my sleeve.

“The room is hot,” she said, half panting
as she spoke. “‘I'ake me out on the balcony.”

I did so. The atmosphere of the reception-
rooms was almost intolerable, but it was com-
paratively cool in the open air.

“I must not lose sight of her,” she said,
suddenly.

“Of whom?” I asked, somewhat aston-
ished at her words.

“Of Sara.”

“She is there,” I said.
from where you stand.”

We happened to be alone.
closer.

“ Why are you afraid of her?” I asked.

“Are you sure that we shall not be
heard ? ” was her answer.

“ Certain.”

“You can see her

I came a little
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gone down to the court. Here I accordingly
- hurried, and was informed that he was in the
mortuary.

For a man who, as it seemed to me, lived in
a perpetual atmosphere of crime and violence,
of death and coroners’ courts, his habitual
cheerfulness and brightness of manner were
remarkable. Perhaps it was only the reaction
from his work, for he had the reputation of
Leing one of the most astute experts of the
day in medical jurisprudence, and the most
skilled analyst in toxicological cases on the
Metropolitan Police staff. Before I could
send him word that I wanted to see him I
heard a door bang, and Vandeleur came
hurrying down the passage, putting on his
_ coat as he rushed along.

‘“ Halloa !” he cried.
you for ages.

“1 haven't seen
Do you want me?”

“Yes, very urgently,” I answered. *‘Are
you busy ?”
“ Head over ears, my dear chap. I cannot

give you a moment now, but perhaps later
on.”

“What is it? You look excited.”

“I have got to go to Eaton Square like
the wind, but come along, if you like, and
tell me on the way.”

“ Capital,” I cried. *“The thing has been
reported, then ? You are going to Mr. Selby’s,
No. 34a; then I am going with you.”

He looked at me in amazement.

‘ But the case has only just been reported.
What can you possibly know about it ?”

“ Everything. I.et us take this hansom,
and I will tell you as we go along.”

As we drove to Eaton Square I quickly
explained the situation, glancing now and
then at Vandeleur’s bright, clean-shaven face.
He was no longer Eric Vandeleur, the man
with the latest club story and the merry
twinkle in his blue eyes: he was Vandeleur
the medical jurist, with a face like a mask,
his lower jaw slightly protruding and features
very fixed.

“This thing promises to be serious,” he
replied, as I finished, “ but I can do nothing
until after the autopsy. Here we are, and
there is my man waiting for me; he has been
smart.”

On the steps stood an official-looking man
in uniform, who saluted.

“ Coroner’s officer,” explained Vandeleur.

We entered the silent, darkened house.
Selby was standing in the hall. He came to
meet us. I introduced him to Vandeleur,
and he at once led us into the dining-room,
where we found Dr. Osborne, whom Selby
had called in when the alarm of Edith’s ill-
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ness had been first given. Dr. Osborne was
a pale, under-sized, very young man. His
face expressed considerable alarm. Van-
deleur, however, managed to put him com-
pletely at his ease.

“I will have a chat with you in a few
minutes, Dr. Osborne,” he said; “but first
I must get Mr. Selby’s report. Will you
please tell us, sir, exactly what occurred ?”

“Certainly,” he answered. “We had a
reception here last night, and my sister-in-
law did not go to bed until early morning;
she was in bad spirits, but otherwise in her
usual health. My wife went into her room
after she was in bed, and told me later on
that she had found Edith in hysterics, and
could not get her to explain anything. We
both talked about taking her to the country
without delay. Indeed, our intention was to
get off this afternoon.”

“Well ? ” said Vandeleur.

“We had breakfast about half-past nine,
and Miss Dallas came down, looking quite
in her usual health, and in apparently good
spirits.  She ate with appetite, and, as it
happened, she and my wife were both
helped from the same dish. The meal had
nearly come to an end when she jumped up
from the table, uttered a sharp cry, turned
very pale, pressed her hand to her side, and
ran out of the room. My wife immediately
followed her. She came back again in a
minute or two, and said that Edith was in
violent pain, and begged of me to send for a
doctor. Dr. Osborne lives just round the
corner. Ile came at once, but she died
almost immediately after his arrival.”

“You were in the room ? ” asked Vandeleur,
turning to Osborne.

“Yes,” he replied. “She was conscious
to the last moment, and died suddenly.”

“ Did she tell you anything ?”

“No, except to assure me that she had not
eaten any food that day until she had come
down to breakfast. After the death occurred
I sent immediately to report the case, locked
the door of the room where the poor girl’s
body is, and saw also that nobody touched
anything on this table.”

Vandeleur rang the bell and a servant
appeared. He gave quick orders. The
entire remains of the meal were collected and
taken charge of, and then he and the coroner’s
officer went upstairs.

When we were alone Selby sank into a
chair. His face was quite drawn and
haggard.

“1It is the horrible suddenness of the thing
which is so appalling,” he cried.  ‘“As to
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retailed with many additions for the benefit
of the public. At the inquest the jury
returned the following verdict : —

“ We find that Miss Edith Dallas died
from taking poison of unknown name, but by
whom or how administered there is no evidence
L say.”

This unsatisfactory state of things was
destined to change quite suddenly. On the
6th of August, as I was seated in my office, a
note was brought me by a private messenger.
It ran as follows :— :

“Norfolk Hotel, Strand.

“DEAR Sir,—I have just arrived in London
from Brazil, and have seen your advertise-
ments. I was about to insert one myself in
order to find the whereabouts of my sisters.
I am a great invalid and unable to leave my
room. Can you come to see me at the
earliest possible moment ?—Yours,

“HENRY JOoACHIM SiLvA.”

In uncontrollable excitement I hastily
dispatched two telegrams, one to Selby and
the other to Vandeleur, begging of them to
be with me, without fail, as soon as pos-
sible. So the man had never been in
England at all. The situation was more
bewildering than ever. One thing, at least,
was probable—Edith Dallas’s death was not
due to her step-brother. Soon after half-past
six Selby arrived, and Vandeleur walked in
ten minutes later. I told them what had
occurred and showed them the letter. In
half an hour’s time we reached the hotel,
and on stating who I was we were shown
into a room on the first floor by
Silva’s private servant. Resting in an
arm-chair, as we entered, sat a man; his
face was terribly thin. The eyes and
cheeks were so sunken that the face had
almost the appearance of a skull. He made
no effort to rise when we entered, and
glanced from one of us to the other with the
utmost astonishment. I at once introduced
myself and explained who we were. He
then waved his hand for his man to retire.

“You have heard the news, of course, Mr.
Silva? ” I said.

“News! What?” He glanced up to me
and seemed to read something in my face.
He started back in his chair.

“(Good heavens!” he replied. “ Do you
allude to my sisters? Tell me, quickly, are
they alive?”

“Your elder sister died on the 29th of
July, and there is every reason to believe
that her death was caused by foul play.”

As I uttered these words the change that
passed over his face was fearful to witness.
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He did not speak, but remained motionless.
His claw-like hands clutched the arms of the
chair, his eyes were fixed and staring, as
though they would start from their hollow
sockets, the colour of his skin was like clay.
I heard Selby breathe quickly behind e,
and Vandeleur stepped towards the man
and laid his hand on his shoulder.

“Tell us what you know of this matter,”
he said, sharply. - :

Recovering himself with an effort,
invalid began in a tremulous voice : —

“Listen closely, for you must act quickly.
I am indirectly responsible for this fearful
thing. My life has been a wild and wasted
one, and now I am dying. The doctors tell
me I cannot live a month, for I have a large
aneurism of the heart. Eighteen months ago
I was in Rio. I was living fast and gambled
heavily. Among my fellow-gamblers was a
man much older than myself. His name was
José Aranjo. He was, if anything, a greater
gambler than I. One night we played alone.
The stakes ran high until they reached a big
figure. By daylight I had lost to him nearly
fzoo,ooo. Though I am a rich man in
point of income under my uncle’s will, I
could not pay a twentieth part of that
sum. This man knew my financial posi-
tion, and, in addition to a sum of £§,000
paid down, I gave him a document. I must
have been mad to do so. The document
was this—it was duly witnessed and attested
by a lawyer—that, in the event of my
surviving my two sisters and thus inheriting
the whole of my uncle’s vast wealth, half a
million shouid go to José¢ Aranjo. I felt I
was breaking up at the time, and the chances
of my inheriting the money were small
Immediately after the completion of the
document this man left Rio, and I then
heard a great deal about him that I had not
previously known. He was a man of the
queerest antecedents, partly Indian, partly
Italian. He had spent many years of his
life amongst the Indians. I heard also
that he was as cruel as he was clever,
and possessed some wonderful secrets of
poisoning unknown to the West. I thought
a great deal about this, for I knew
that by signing that document I had placed
the lives of my two sisters between him
and a fortune. I came to Para six weeks
ago, only to learn that one of my sisters was
married and that both had gone to England.
11l as I was, I determined to follow them
in order to warn them. I also wanted to
arrange matters with you, Mr. Selby.”

“(One moment, sir,” I broke in, suddenly.

the
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was busily engaged reading and answering
letters. She started up when she saw Vande-
leur and uttered an exclamation of surprise.

- “What has happened ? ” she asked.

Vandeleur went up to her and took her
hand. ,

“Do not be alarmed,” he said, “for I
have come to put all your fears to rest.
Now, please, listen to me. \When you visited
Madame Sara with your sister, did you go for
medical advice ?”

The colour rushed into her face.

“One of my teeth ached,” she answered.
“] went to her about that. She is, as [
suppose you know, a most wonderful dentist.
She examined the tooth, found that it
required stopping, and got an assistant, a
Brazilian, 1 think, to do it.”

“ And your tooth has been comfortable
ever since ?” '

“Yes, quite. She had one of Edith’s
stopped at the same time.”

“ Will you kindly sit down and show me
which was the tooth into which the stopping
was put?”

She did so.

“This was ihe one,” she said, pointing with
her finger to one in the lower jaw. “\What
do yor mean? Is there anything wrong ?”

Vandeleur examined the tooth long and
carefully. There was a sudden rapid move-
ment of his hand, and a sharp cry from Mrs.
Selby. - With the deftness of lonyg practice,
and a powerful wrist, he had extracted the
tooth with one wrench. The suddenness of
the whole thing, startling as it was, was not
so strange as his next movement.

“Send Mrs. Selby’s maid to her,” he said,
turning to her husband ; “then come, both
of you, into the next room.”

The maid was summoned. Poor Mrs.
Selby had sunk back in her chair, terrified
and half fainting. A moment later Selby
joined us 1n the dining-room.

“ That's night,” said Vandeleur; *close
the door, will you?”

He opened his black bag and brought out
several instruments. With one he removed
the stopping from the tooth. It was quite
soft and came away easily. Then from the
bag he produced a small guinea-pig, which
he requested me to hold. He pressed the
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sharp instrument into the tooth, and opening
the mouth of the littie animal placed the
point on the tongue. The effect was
instantaneous. The little head fell on to
one of my hands—the guinea-pig was dead.
Vandeleur was white as a sheet. He hurried
up to Selby and wrung his hand.

“Thank Heaven !” he said, “I've been in
time, but only just. Your wife is safe. This
stopping would hardly have held another
hour. I have been thinking all night over
the mystery of your sister-in-law’s death, and
over every minute detail of evidence as to
how the poison could have been adminis-
tered. Suddenly the coincidence of both
sisters having had their teeth stopped struck
me as remarkable. Like a flash the solutign
came to me. The more I considered it the
more 1 felt that I was right ; but by what
fiendish cunning such a scheme could have
been conceived and executed is still beyond
my power to explain. The poison is very
like hyoscine, one of the worst toxic-alkaloids
known, so violent in its deadly proportions
that the amount that would go into a tooth
would cause almost instant death. It has
been kept in by a gutta-percha stopping,
certain to come out within a month, probably
earlier, and most probably during mastication
of food. The person would die either imme-
diately or after a very few minutes, and no
one would connect a visit to the dentist with
a death a month afterwards.”

What followed can be told in a very few
words. Madame Sara was arrested on sus-
picion. She appeared before the magistrate,
looking innocent and beautiful, and managed
during her evidence completely to baffle that
acute indiyidual. She denied nothing, but
declared that the poison must have been put
into the tooth by one of the two Brazilians
whom she had lately engaged to help her with
her dentistry. She had her suspicions with
regard to these men soon afterwards, and had
dismissed them. She believed that they
were in the pay of José Aranjo, but she could
not tell anything for certain. Thus Madame
escaped conviction. I was certain that she
was guilty, but there was not a shadow of
real proof. A month later Silva died, and
Selby is now a double millionaire.
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