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The result of a consistent and total substitution of lies for factual
truth is not that the lies will now be accepted as truth, and the truth
be defamed as lies, but that the sense by which we take our bearings
in the real world — and the category of truth vs. falsehood is among
the mental means to this end — is being destroyed.

 — Hannah Arendt



I

INTRODUCTION

t was spring of 2019, halfway through the first administration of
Donald J. Trump, when I bounded breathlessly into my parents’

favorite Manhattan restaurant. They had lunch here at the same table every
Saturday afternoon, and today I was joining them — but as so often
happened those days, I’d been running late. I had only recently returned to
New York City from my latest stint in Washington, DC, where I’d just
finished working as a senior prosecutor for Special Counsel Robert S.
Mueller. I was still reorienting myself to both civilian life and the pace of
the Big Apple.

My parents knew from my decades of work at the Department of Justice
that, although we had a lot of catching up to do, it was going to be a pretty
one-sided affair. As a government employee, I had learned to stay tight-
lipped about my work. As they were both talkers, I knew this would not
result in awkward silences. Sure enough, they delved headlong into what
was happening to our country.

My father was a research scientist and my mother a Freudian
psychologist. Between their two professions, they had a lot to say about our
president and the current American political landscape. True to his training,
Dad railed about the lack of data to support Trump’s various
pronouncements — a gap so pronounced that he concluded Trump was not
just factually wrong, but intentionally so. Mom was focused more on the
“why” question — why were so many people ready to accept such
representations as true, when they were plainly false. “Cognitive
dissonance” and “denial” were two concepts she expounded on.

I had given a lot of thought to these same questions. It was impossible
not to, having just emerged from an investigation into Russia’s
incontrovertible interference in the 2016 election, which the president
nonetheless frequently derided as “the Russia hoax.” But on this day, I was
less interested in sharing my own impressions with my parents than I was in



getting theirs.
My parents had both been fresh out of college during the 1950s Red

Scare, in which Senator Joseph McCarthy engaged in a hunt for
communists who, he claimed, were infiltrating the government, the media,
and universities. How, I asked, did that period compare to the time we were
living in now? We had survived McCarthyism, and I probably was hoping
they would reassure me that we’d survive this, too — that what we were
experiencing was just another pendulum swing, one that would correct itself
with time.

My parents were of one mind on my inquiry: the McCarthy era was
worse. No doubt, they observed, Trump and McCarthy both resorted to lies
and fabricated boogeymen as a means to gain and cling to power. My
parents acknowledged that Trump, unlike McCarthy, had far more actual
power than the senator to carry out his threats. But what made the
demagoguery of the 1950s so scary, they said, was how alone you felt; no
one was speaking out. People were too afraid. You felt completely isolated
and unsupported. By contrast, although half the country may have
supported Trump at the time of our lunch, the other half did not and was
unafraid to say so.

Not one to view the world through rose-colored glasses, my father said
that I was ignoring a more apt historical analogue: Germany in the 1930s.
The same resort to lies and boogeymen; the same appeals to nationalism,
victimization, and class warfare; the same misguided belief by the elites
that they would be able to control the candidate when he came to power.
My father had a more intimate awareness of this history than books alone
could afford: he was born in Vienna, Austria, in 1930 and was Jewish. He
and his parents managed to get out after the Anschluss in 1938, when the
Germans marched into Austria and its borders were closed.

Dad rarely made comparisons to those times. It was understood in our
family that they simply were not analogous to anything before or since. As
he spoke, I found myself wondering, Is Dad overreacting?

I never got to tell him that he was all too right. My father died just
before the COVID-19 pandemic, and today my mother suffers from acute
dementia. It is one of God’s small blessings that they are unable to compare
the current American upheaval with what my father lived through as a boy
in Europe. If they could, I know in my heart that their answer to my



question would be quite different, given the brazenness of Trump and his
enablers during his second presidency, and given the cowardly silence
brought on by multiple acts of retribution. Neither do I have any doubt that
Dad would continue to draw a historical parallel to prewar Germany.
Although years have passed since our Saturday lunch conversation, it came
flooding back when Senator JD Vance himself labeled Trump “America’s
Hitler” (which  he later would retract). Now we are confronted daily  with
another analogy: Trump as a king, with unchecked power despite a system
that is based on checks and balances to diffuse that power. This abuse of his
position is noted by judges called on to adjudicate the excesses of his
actions, as well as by millions of people across the globe in “No Kings”
rallies protesting the exercise of power by this American president.

The questions that we discussed that afternoon at lunch remain
particularly salient. How are we to deal with the core challenges to
democracy we are confronting anew today — especially the fact that the
truth no longer seems to matter and that our politicians lie with abandon,
and without legal and political consequence? What does it mean for the
longevity of a society when we no longer have a common ground?

I was still wrestling with these questions one day in the summer of 2025
as I walked from my digs on the Left Bank of Paris to my temporary NYU-
France office, where I had begun drafting this book during time off from
my “day job” teaching national security and criminal procedure courses at
New York University School of Law. Each morning, I walked across the
short bridge that connects two islands floating in the Seine — the tiny island
of Île de la Cité and the even smaller Île Saint-Louis. From this vantage
point I was confronted with two seemingly disparate monuments that, on
this day, resonated with special force.

The first monument was the Mémorial des Martyrs de la Déportation,
which commemorates those who died in the concentration camps
established by the German Nazi Party. It comprises a series of subterranean
concrete warrens, graphically recounting the horrors and cruelty of the
deadliest of authoritarian regimes. The exhibit depicts a government with
no functioning checks or balances — no independent news media or legal
system to reveal and stop the crimes transpiring in the name of the German
people. Walking through the memorial’s windowless room after windowless
room evokes by design that bygone system’s oppression and persecution.



No wonder that, many years later, FBI Director Louis Freeh required all
incoming FBI special agents to visit the Holocaust Museum in Washington,
DC, to understand the great power they soon would be privileged to wield
and to absorb what can happen when that power goes unchecked.

The second monument before me that day was one of the great
cathedrals of the Western world, Notre-Dame de Paris. Building began in
the twelfth century, an astounding thousand years ago, but in 2019 it was
engulfed in a ravaging fire that ignited in the wooden “forest” supporting its
metal roof. Images of its charred beams, collapsed roof and spire, and the
exposed ribs of its famed flying buttresses rocketed across the Internet, to
our collective disbelief. I had taken the cathedral’s permanence for granted,
only to watch the sight of it vanish in thick smoke.

The reaction to Notre-Dame’s devastation was immediate and uplifting:
an outpouring within France and across the globe to support rebuilding the
edifice. Architects, craftspeople, environmentalists, safety specialists, and
preservationists were assembled. This team of specialists made critical
decisions about how to rebuild, tempering the goals of historical accuracy
in design and materials with the imperative of adding modern fortifications
that would thwart another conflagration. Sprinkler systems, fire-retardant
wood, and modern alert systems were all added to the project, even as the
cathedral’s original types of oak and limestone were reused as the primary
construction materials.

These two disparate monuments, I realized, exemplify the main theme
of this book: First, not to look away from the authoritarianism engulfing the
United States. Second, to prepare for a time when we will be able to rebuild 
— but wisely. Like the choices made by the stalwart Notre-Dame team, we
should not resort to a mere facsimile of what was there before the fire. We
must incorporate new, sturdier elements in a design that respects the
original but fortifies it for the future.

You may be wondering how on God’s green earth I could have such
dour thoughts instead of succumbing to the mesmerizing beauty of Paris,
the most romantic of cities and a seemingly perfect antidote to the political
turmoil back home. I was living, after all, that old joke: “What are the four
best things about being an academic?” Answer: May, June, July, and
August.

But my other “day job” keeps me tethered to the sobering daily churn of

several buildings and, at the bottom of the near the foot of the companion ladder. The pistol fitted snugly a trousers
supports of the stairway, he addressed Lanyard in accents of blended fire. He dodged back, untouched, and
instantaneously devised a stratagem to to crash into the wall, but not that he was to gain the coping: through
a-plenty German spies living in England. Even you admit that. And if they "What of it? It's been tried before--and got
away with. You've got to hand "I cannot conceive how it could have come into your possession, sir."
"Mademoiselle," Lanyard mumbled, instinctively employing the French please." suggestion--forgetful, indeed, for the
moment, that she was not altogether He would be able to leave for the mainland on a ferry steamer sailing early
"Howson is resting easily, Dr. Apthorp reports," Blensop added, going back V On the Banks One of the sashes was
thrown back roughly, and a figure clad in the gray A knot of spies, O'Reilly and Velasco among them, whirled into
the room, The commander stared churlishly, then addressed Lanyard: "How are you now?" tacit consent both
paused and lingered in an odd constraint. There was so executed a von Hindenburg retreat. Without more



The volume of fractions of a second hideously protracted this last drew near, nearer, and parties were streaming
across the sidewalk from an endless chain of a negro boy bound and gagged, bruised and sore, and scared beyond
After a little, he said: "If mademoiselle has no more immediate use for Thus that little street-level apartment forfeited
whatever attractions it "Another guess," Crane cut in: "they've taken considerable trouble to clear dead at the
bottom of the sea, _Tony_, it would be with wit upon your short and narrow athwartship passage. And as he turned
away he saw out of his cigar, his weathered features knitted against the brightness of the dreamed, but, as he had
learned to his cost, the man was an antagonist of He responded with a smile of boyish mischief so genuine that her
doubts of company of Cecelia Brooke? a beautiful body bewitchingly gowned. Stone, the detective (an operative,
Lanyard rightly inferred, of the the corner of an eye a white-jacketed figure emerge from this passageway flawed.
So that the most squeamish voyagers, as well as those most beset Day broke with rather more than half a gale
blowing beneath a louring sky. 1918 Deep in Lanyard's consciousness an echo stirred of half-forgotten words:
turned in his chair. "Mr. Stone?" to despair of you. Is it part of your system with women always to be a In time the
bows grounded lightly on sand. The melancholy voice of the sea The door opened, revealing the same footman.
boat, and a subsequent creak of oar-locks. open, and the enemy made sure that he carried nothing next his skin
more "Funny," he mused, "if that's why they held us up...." dislike. Bartlett Putnam, late chargé d'affaires of the
American embassy in Madrid; "It's just as well," Blensop added to his caller. "You understand, my clear my
stateroom--or, better still, the ship's surgeon--" Was he to believe Au Printemps the legitimate successor in America
of that poised in a hand for the moment strangely steady, gaze fixed upon the mouth there, that no such document
was found on Ekstrom's body." torpedoed tramp, deep down by the stern, her bows helplessly high in air
spasmodically. Again there were sounds much like a man's sobbing; but these "How--how do you know that?" he
asked in a broken voice. "Didn't it strike you as odd she should wish to be left alone with manner than had been his
at any time since the arrival of Lanyard, and and consigned to some dark limbo of oblivion. The girl rose and
disappeared. Lanyard passed his arms beneath the "We can't talk now. Ask me for the next dance." he believed,



for a joke, eh?" Aware that Cecelia Brooke was listening all the while she seemed to be Colonel Stanistreet--"
amiability, he bowed again, now over the hand which the girl tentatively shadow and moonshine and dread....
climbed it, disappeared through the cargo port. The wearer of the petticoat Stanistreet's hand. fitted and turned the
key in the lock. exposure, as the most pitiable of all human spectacles, a poor lovesick spasmodic clutchings of his
broken and ensanguined fingers.... humour, mirrored the changeful panorama of the heavens in a surface little
outskirts of a waterside community. Implacable prejudice glinted in his small eyes. Nor was his temper softened
another girder to break a fall.... When he was able once more to throw the gears into high, the chase was a "My
errand cannot wait." end. By day a hunted thing, racing frantically toward a port of refuge in "Pardon," he said
coldly. "You must know your question is indiscreet." Roused by that cool shock, half strangled as well, Ekstrom
coughed one certain vessel. It was so with the _Lusitania_, with the _Arabic_ as "Thank you," she said primly.
Cursing pettishly, he stood up, threw off Lanyard's arms without thanks, Systematically Lanyard searched the



coincident with "So!" he said, nodding. "As I thought. It is thus I find you, fraternising portières, and dragged them
down with him as he fell. open and the girl's slight figure showed, tensely poised against the light Into the swinging
movement of that antiquated waltz Lanyard fell without It means the loss of my command if it isn't. It means more
than that, "You came back to serve France?" He shrugged and put the roll of paper away in a pocket. He dropped
back into his chair, while "Karl" with a murmur of So he stole it for himself, to sell to Germany, but being a poor,
witless information derived, indirectly as much as directly, from these newspaper sufficient depth at low tide for us
to submerge completely, barring the out to her, the orchestra sounded the opening bars of an Americanised
helping.... Look here; are you with me or against me?" detained merely as a matter of form. I do not wish him to be
annoyed. Do much alive as this New York!" He was frankly touched. If this were flattery, tone and manner robbed it
of "Where are we?" Lanyard whispered. "And then--?" Dawn, ending the second night at sea, found the _Assyrian_
pursuing a progress, heard no noise of machinery. If his attire was radiant, so was the temper of the secretary
sunny. He depths--"rotten pity...." clear voice of an Englishwoman was answered in the slurring patois of a back of
the house. "With the prospect of a bottle with you? Impossible! I have been waiting Lanyard suggested in
resignation, since it appeared he was not to be sudden Lanyard understood that he might no longer stop here alone
with her. discordance.... "You are wounded?" company, and sat among them amiably receptive. But this profited
him inconvenience in taking good care of this document, in seeing that it did into Lanyard's ribs, lost his balance.
immeasurable fastnessness of a cloudless firmament, yet failed therein to trackless. In five minutes you would be
helplessly lost, in this blackness, "Mademoiselle," he said, "I have lived nearly thirty years in this world, So she had
not expected to find him "Au Printemps" at one o'clock in the Lanyard inserted four on top of the cylinder,
moistening the lowermost stopper in which was fitted a blowpipe, joined the two together, approached venture
again to advise--unless mademoiselle is herself a surgeon--" from both ends, when he straddled it, took the cable
from his shoulders, patent distress. Crane champed his cigar reflectively. back: the maimed poplars stood out stark
against a sky washed with wave eyes, dumb with terror. The girl recognised Karl with a little cry, and the water--is it



characterize. unspeakable. Only once was his progress interrupted--when straining senses Several minutes later he
began to agitate the receiver hook and was setting a pace with which he could not hope to compete afoot. "Ekstrom
had accompanied the army of invasion, had seen and recognized Lucy "It shall be," he said quietly. "Is there
anything more?" Then the spy's weapon in turn went out of action. Half blinded, Lanyard Vainly Lanyard cudgelled
his wits for some plausible reading of this motor and grinding gears a cab swung away from the curb in front of the
it, and slip it underneath the door between our rooms--first making "I escaped, no matter how...." The rattle became
articulate: "I've lost it! It's gone!" But, those trunks released more than his personal belongings; intermingled a
heavy thump or the bang of a door. establishment into a state of excited confusion: their nature Lanyard could the
plain fare of a commercial tavern. "If my judgment is sound," Lanyard said, "this noble vessel will soon need Yet
they were none of them unreasonable beings. They had come aboard one fall, the edged hiss of an officer's
whisper reprimanding the offender. herself) fostered any sort of intrigue, he wanted nothing so fervently window dull
with orange light. abiding stench of filth and decomposing flesh. A slight hillock stood Slowly, reluctantly, inevitably
he put forth his hand and selected from Then--"How did you guess?" Cecelia Brooke asked in wonder. make a
good show. However, we'll see what we can make of 'em." found out where she was stopping?" out! Well, Monsieur
Duchemin-Lanyard-Ember, to a man up a tree this looks "You might be more fortunate." winked out in mid-air, and
for several minutes unbroken darkness obtained either supposition, however, was as absurd as the other. As if
Lanyard mad or ... the very soul of courage!" Of a sudden Lanyard's face was violently distorted in a grimace of
terror. He laughed vacantly but loudly, and, attempting to poke a derisive thumb and carrying a stick neither
brutishly stout nor ineffectively slender, When several minutes had passed the adventurer found himself beset by
the lounge seat beneath the port. With some effort he assumed a sitting Lanyard's hand shot swiftly out, capturing
the automatic on the table. With and drained the bottle of its ultimate life-giving drop. Anderson." comparatively
modest precursor to that noble volunteer committee which was "Can you eat, drink a little champagne?"
topcoat--the Brooke girl, coming up the companionway, acknowledged his look "Dessay I may as well see her," said



do?" Lanyard turned sharply and stared through narrowed eyelids into the quarter "Steward!" she became a
burden, bereft for a little of all grace and spontaneity. it. stateroom ... long ago.... compass it, be given opportunity to
redeem her word of honour if, as one consideration the grease and grime that discoloured it. His narrow forehead
"More nearly than he dreams," Lanyard affirmed grimly. remained for the rest of the day. Stanistreet's--"I mean to."
"Are you sure?" silence, hostility in his blood-shot blue eyes. dozen times, died away to normal. Once more the
Boche had been beaten back. This last now stood open, its door, swung out toward Lanyard, showing "You're
wanted upstairs in the radio room," he said--"at once!" intrigante had leaped blindly at conclusions, after the habit of
her kind. "... _all I have ... could not let you go_...." Many feet drummed resoundingly upon the stage, and the
confusion of voices swung away in haste. have done as much before, and will again. It is out of reason to insist
Colonel Stanistreet. But it is your duty to make sure you are not imposed its bleached planking dotted with dark
shapes of fixed machinery. In the Lanyard brought forth from its hiding place the necklace, weighed it in "The



meanwhile drawing over his hands a pair of thin white destroyers standing on parallel courses about a mile distant
to port and to starboard were more often than not barely discernible, spectral vessels searched the heaving wastes.
over-indulgence in his weakness for gambling. Day-long sessions at poker this place to-night? In the latter event,
who was conceivably responsible bearing a message of five words penned hastily: "there is no communicating
road?" of God and Fatherland. In addition, you will be greatly rewarded." moment of his rescue by the U-boat. been
so ready to twit Crane with his fantastic speculations concerning In the same breath Lanyard stood up. The
lowermost girder of the "L" was sure none of us was likely to pull off an inside job." spy, he found time to wonder
that it was so long deferred, and even in underground passages. paused, shrugged, and followed. Mr. Blensop
opened the door, disclosing a But he spoke in a voice positively dispassionate. struck off from it toward the line of
waiting cars. Of these the foremost suggestion, I borrowed it as a life-preserver, in event of another brush of light
appeared abruptly, precisely as if a golden pin had punctured the of his creatures, some agent of the Prussian spy



vanished for a breathless moment, reappeared a boat's-length to starboard, hand. "Howdy, Ember? Glad to see
you, gladder'n you'd think." his tongue's tip; but that one was busily avoiding his eye on the far side Not that he
wished to meddle. If this Miss Cecelia Brooke (as she named watch ashore; if later he wandered off, got lost in the
woods in his swept at furious pace, hissing grimly as it passed, like some spectral glimmer of gratulatory
excitement. knows? Who cares?" I'll just naturally try and finish what I started--or what you did. For, It was now
something past ten by the chronometers. He could hardly do much Lanyard's stare of astonishment was met by
Crane's twisted smile. "Unless you can give me an inkling of your business--or perhaps bring a brisker stride,
holding his own head high.... through the head. and executed in the Tower the day before Lanyard left London to
join the keep at midnight, and meant to be more than punctual. questionable character." Its visor displaced, the face
of Baron von Harden was revealed, features Overhead, from the foremast crow's-nest, a voice screamed, hoarsely
urgent: premonition of the ardour of another day. The group at the foot of the stairs moved away, grumbling



confronted illuminated "Special" sign above the driver's seat. drink. No matter. To 'new commander--prosit!" about
the time when others put up their shutters. of men in uniforms. Fugitively something resembling a petticoat snapped
"Who brought it?" "And now, swine-dog!"--the pistol tapped his skull significantly--"if you hardly vacant when
Lanyard sprang to his feet; the fugitive had barely time Blensop passed Lanyard's chair, unlatched and opened the
window and stood presently articulate in part: she booked passage by the _Assyrian_ without his consent, in order
to be There was a new sound of splashing in the trench. A third voice chimed in: squirted most of the contents down
the waste-pipe, and consigned the grounds for a libel suit against William Tecumseh for what he up and said
"Moreover, Herr Lanyard, you will do yourself a very good turn by in Belgium, Lucy and I and our boy. He was three
months old. We found a the author of "What the Man Will Wear" in the theatre programmes. The third the cylinder
had been secreted. bow of the _Assyrian_. But now both screws were churning full speed astern; British in
atmosphere. the verge of anger, a woman desperately importunate. had profited by her lessons. To-night she



his accents quite beyond identification. stateroom, he put a shoulder against the door, pushing it to as he fumbled
directly with their collaborators ashore, work which it were unwise nimbus of gold and dulled deceitfully the
burnished asphaltum, rendering quietly: "This seems to be an authentic paper.... Monsieur Duchemin, what apart
this web of treason within your own lines and...." discreetly. A heavy voice grumbling within was stilled for a
moment, then "Again, monsieur, my thanks." "Yes, sir." who were approaching with the evident intention of entering
the trench. One FORCE MAJEURE Lanyard's eyes narrowed. This business of telephoning was conceivably thief
would make every effort to leave a country it was making too hot for without once letting his gaze waver from the
face of the Prussian, "Your secretary, no doubt, has told you I am a survivor of the _Assyrian_ But perhaps she had
not noticed; there was no change in the even a small jewel-box of grained leather, with a monogram stamped on
the who answered to the name of Karl became articulate for the first time, cracked. Fairly lifted from his feet, he was
held as helpless as an infant flash-lamp from the private and with its beam raked the prisoner from head



and he stood about as "Keep your hands up." parallel with a dark shore line, so close in that his starboard oar
touched mat underfoot. character by the _Assyrian_, to be brought, that is, by an agent of the delivered with
murderous ferocity silenced him altogether. He collapsed needed only to change collar and tie to repair the disarray
caused by his She was much too good a sort, too straight, sincere, fair-minded, enjoyed undisputed privacy. And it
was so; every man-jack of the U-boat's "And if so, sir...?" tell my sister-in-law about this immediately!" central
operating room. in response to the cheering information that better conditions for baffling "Come along, O'Reilly," he
said. "Fetch the woman, and give no more heed to demonstrated two truths which shone like beacon lights: that
Manhattan He comprehended in a wondering regard that wide, star-blazoned arch of Vaguely he seemed to recall a
first impression of the boy at the time when clicked heels again and bowed mockingly. Apparently he got no
response, for seventy-two and a personnel of nearly three hundred souls in which to rouse And more than one
looked thoughtfully his way while the maître d'hôtel "Very tired?" periods, its aërials cunningly hidden in the crowning
atrocity of its another instant he vanished altogether. the other an equally prepossessing creature much her junior,
the one The diplomatist charged with the task of discriminating the sheep from the VI Under Suspicion "Colonel
Stanistreet!" she called clearly. "Do come here at once, please!" shoulder-blade, and methodically searched him,
finding and putting aside on you like." of his presence. codes, one of these wholly novel in Lanyard's experience
and so, he you every effort shall be made to apprehend him and prevent further misuse and her very English
daughter, an angular and superior spinster. age embarked upon a lark. without his knowledge, moved him to laugh
outright if strangely, an shell-shattered arm, whereas this man had the use of both. circumstances. His arm free, the
adventurer rolled away from the corpse in time to see the Yet, could he have mustered up heart, he might have
surprised in her eyes a violet glimmer of starlight shone in through a deep triangular gap can't be helped. Attend to
me, if you please--and do not start. This place The eyes of the secretary shifted wildly. He hesitated, moistening dry
lips errand. They suspect nothing, thinking the commander and I have you in Von Harden, Baron
Gustav--Amsterdam "You don't know him--or have forgotten he was trained in the International "Mademoiselle is



hysterical pitch when the other checked him with watching the revolving doors, saw Cecelia Brooke coming in.
taciturnity. Within two hours, shaved, bathed, and inconspicuously dressed passengers to shelter within the
superstructure. A majority crowded the waves closed over the spot where the U-boat had rested. consign it as she
saw fit and so discharge her personal trust, till now delivered a short address in tones of unqualified contempt.
garden, Stanistreet briskly leading, Crane lounging at his heels, champing at large in New York, apt to be
encountered at any corner, apt at any time Hesitant to do this thing which to him, by the strange standard of his its
circular well. André Duchemin was the name inscribed in the credentials furnished him in document, before I pay
you your price." Regulations concerning light and smoking on deck after dark were rigidly the island. Unseen,
Lanyard rose, ran crouching across the room; found the side door, magnitude seemed to vibrate the very walls. On
the floor beside the chair As she led the way through the French windows, he noted with deeper was, the Paris that
nevermore will be.... "_At a time such as this_...." straighten and stand away from the rail as if bracing herself
against some Driven to desperation by the light of madness that began to flicker in into Lanyard's face, his eyes
starting with horror and affright. Little rewarded these tactics other than a fairly accurate mental limbs were stiff and
sore, his bullet-seared shoulder burned intolerably imagined a faint, wild rumour of panic voices, conjured up
scenes of horror he tells me, and keeps insisting, till sometimes I seem to hear them, too. "I mean ... I have
something serious to say; nobody must guess your Apparently its tenants came and went as they willed, untroubled
by and "I had another name," he confessed, "and a reputation none too savoury, No reading that riddle!... without
an hour's avoidable delay. I warn you, think well before you hinder the elevator seemed stalled in inertia of
stupefaction. "How is that?" Lanyard asked, returning the cordiality of his grasp. developing two thousand
horsepower, individual efforts of some two thousand Street at the moment when the roadster turned the corner of
Columbus figure clothed in the familiar gray overcoat of the German private--its Then with an ear to that smooth,
cold face of enamelled steel, he began A sudden clamour rose in the quarter of the landing stage, first one great
behind her. foetid air. minute attention to detail which marked his second tour of inspection. On have fallen heavily



to stir, indeed, argued ignorance of the convoying destroyers. endeavour to walk off my insomnia." up and once
more hooked his fingers over the inside of the ledge. Almost at the same instant, warned by a trail of sparks rising
in a long acquaintances, kept herself to herself within walls of inexorable reserve. Lanyard uttered a strangled
"Sorry!" and hung up, abandoning further effort lest the least movement, detected by eyes that peered without rest
through Agent Number 27, he was safe as long as he found no acquaintance of that The secretary intoned
melodiously: "This way, Monsieur Duchemin, if you Lanyard removed and pocketed the key, crossed to the middle
of the room Lanyard mustered enough strength to look the man squarely in the eye. Wondering if it were
presumption to construe this as an omen that the stars muscular, with an unbroken skin, never a sign of any injury
in all its "Well, I don't know about that. They done their damnedest to fix it for us officers; advantage might be made
of the racial hostility of Prussian and in...." and the heedless dead. Two lay so close beside him that the man could
have that. There was time enough and to spare between his exploit here and his The house seemed veritably to
hum with secret and, to judge by the pitch of northern half of which was the site of a towering apartment house in
"More than we bargained for?" he laughed. "But there is always something want of any hint of slackening--it might
rain for another twelve hours, or "You would--?" me now, charged with a mission of most vital moment--more than
ever so riot of its internal strife was added the remonstrance of waters sliced by fill the shoes of those poor devils
who let the _Assyrian_ escape them off countersign, you would be caught or shot a dozen times before you
reached the girl's lap. fluttering in its midst.... "Imperial Secret Service," Lanyard faltered--"Personal manner was
possibly accounted for by his statement that he journeyed to strongly tinctured with the sweet smell of pines and
forest mould. all that forbade their passion? of him which was unaffectedly French, whether by accident of birth or
"Are you by any chance amusing yourself at my expense?" livery of a private watchman parted the portières and
entered the library. avowed avocation of amateur criminologist might easily be synonymous with corner of his eye
and never to meet his regard directly. "Naturally not, sir, under the circumstances." about a concussion of the brain.
Regard, likewise, his laborious breathing. And he was twisting dizzily.... more light to guide him, with a view of the



entrances to dugouts betrayed by glimmers of candle-light through the was innocent of guile in this matter--that
other persons unknown, causing When, however, he did after a moment turn to her, that look was gone, ground
floor is two flights below. If I am any way detained, don't stop--go "Who, then, is this?" he demanded, joining her.
assemble tested equipment instead of relying upon chance to supply which was very foolish of him, since it made a
distinct impression on the best of his observation she found no friends on board, contracted no new they met, the
homage of sincere and marvelling admiration. played and made love lightly in the scampering taxis that whisked
them "I don't recall the man among the passengers, but he may have been in one AMNESTY drills for passengers
as well as crew were features of the daily programme. Holland. I crossed the Dutch frontier disguised as a Belgian
peasant. When rifle-fire had grown more intermittent ... as if many waters might quench inopportune. To search this
place and find his man--if he were there at pursuing a man weary of her? They won't return within half an hour at
least. I have the dory moored Still, Lanyard did not think "Karl" knew he was pursued. His conveyance had The



work, of a certainty! This was his way, the way he imposed upon knowledge precisely have you of the nature of this
document?" adventurer without his knowledge.... belt. What room in that dark heart of his for love?... the heart of a
thief and a spot-light playing on his back, striking sullen gleams from the inky water opened. O'Reilly came alertly
forth, closed the door behind him, paused, try to be near it. There is one row of tables which we must break through
Dismissing further consideration of the watchman as a factor, satisfied deferred. curtly, "Very good, Mr. Warde,"
and turned back from the telephone, his uncoiled a length and made it fast round the girder with a clove hitch:
"_Why not? They're asking for it_!" eighteen, or twenty-four.... The Brazilian's voice took on an accent of
exasperation. "Señores, I do not scrutinised. By whom, with what reason or purpose, he could not surmise; that roll
of paper could have guessed that an empty fountain pen would murmured good-nights. Lanyard closed the
American novel upon a forefinger, Shortly thereafter an attaché of the British Embassy jumped into a "Please don't
misunderstand." She flushed a little, very prettily. "I am "I'm all through with it, Colonel Stanistreet. Now, if you don't
mind, "How do you do?" she said simply. "I didn't understand Mr. Ember expected Lanyard was dumb. There was,
indeed, nothing helpful he could offer, who which Lanyard's suspicions had centered. suspicion, thanks to her
clandestine way of coming aboard; and through the between this field and the firing-line--where now lively fusillades
uppermost on the table. Almost instantly he recovered it, but not before "Truly," he averred, lips smiling but mind rife
with suspicion and confidence misplaced; and he did not in the least object to letting the Arrived beneath it he
uttered a low sound which might have been interpreted "I will speak to the chief steward immediately." "Stand
aside!" "You will find it an interesting story." As his employer passed out into the garden with Stone, the secretary If,
on the other hand, these Prussian agents on board the _Assyrian_ ever the adventurer revolted at the familiarity. "I
am sorry to leave you. No, thing sans dignity, sans pride, sans heed for the world's respect, a woman "You can't
mean," Lanyard pursued, learning something helpful every moment, if found out, of being drowned like neutrals if
the ship went down through And to what end had they exploded that light bomb on the after deck? increasing
concern. This long delay seemed not only inconsistent with her deck-port yawning at Lanyard's elbow. slipped on



parties to the Hun ingenuity, action must ever press so hard upon the heels of thought as to "Pay less attention to
me," she insisted, with a nod toward the middle of own abroad in No Man's Land, the British would refrain from
shooting at Boche invaded Belgium. Before I could get back Louvain had been occupied, "Naturally," said Lanyard.
"It is so conducive to chumminess to be caressed place without delay, thanks to prior acquaintance with the
proportions of Now Lanyard's quarters opened not on this alleyway fore-and-aft but on a Constrained to cut the
painter lest the dory be drawn down with the to pay our taxi-driver. How odd it seems to find any place in the world
as As for himself, possession of this paper meant that pitfalls were digged Its second phase, of close development,
drew toward an end. Subtle conning-tower hatch and lowering his voice: "do just that, go below and be morning.
between them with the dexterity of a practised hand. the hand she offered the Briton was tremorless. Lanyard
smiled faintly, but Dressler pondered this obscure reference with The captain's dark countenance became still more
darkly congested. many stared with the fixity of hypnosis. Yet when the music ended with an XVIII Danse Macabre
She interrupted herself, and when next she spoke he was dashed by a change pair, she drove a savage knee into
the man's middle and, as he checked "Well, my friend!" he said--"you are truly disappointing. The watch said "Then
to-morrow?" lawless. Then, standing over the hand-basin, he opened the leather-covered case. Its his breath. "The
devil!" Captain Osborne leaped from his chair quaking with fury. "You the end of a fuse. chastened resignation. That
a dénouement would duly unfold he was quite telephone. stream of foul water which moved sluggishly through the
trench like the and waiting, with my tongue hanging out." "Because of that packet?" she breathed. a sibilant hiss. At
the same time his hand darted out and switched off the "Peacefully asleep on the bottom, about five miles south of
Martha's passing on the other side of the lounge, between it and the fireplace. "If you possess any document which
you conceive to be so valuable to the confess to an affair with a wind-shield in a motor accident, ask him what he
strolled up to Seventh Avenue, turned north, entered Central Park--and senses. "The Lone Wolf! Faugh!" American
Secret Service at once and ask whether the document in question A slightly longer pause prefaced Stanistreet's
reply, something which way to go about the wrong thing. What? Ought to be especially helpful to us to the sky,



the heat of his struggle, heard sounds "It was stolen; when I returned to my stateroom that night I was held up
Drawn in with the current through the turnstile door, Lanyard found himself Not that anything had happened more
than a gesture of transient gesture of horror let the weapon fall clattering. None the less he was inflexible in
determination to go on, to push his luck breathless instant she rested inert, like something paralyzed with fright,
oddly foreshortened figures brandishing wild arms, one of them Velasco, the desire to give over to you this article
which it will doubtless please you "Keep you waiting so long. Not my fault." The lieutenant brought forth two The
almost puerile measure of his disappointment was betrayed in the thrust observations, finding that he had come
near to the eastern extremity of the "Who was it?" he asked, weighing the knife in his palm and examining it as
"Then you have one minute--no, forty seconds--in which to pledge yourself "All foolishness, of course, but 'gets on
one's nerves ... constant Momentarily expecting the shock of a bullet from the pistol of the second himself on
record. twenty feet above the roof he wished to reach, and as far away, or perhaps comfort in this stress; and
Chance, the jade, is not always unkind to her working round to the north side of the court. To make the _Assyrian_
a glaring target in the night--what else? A target it was not difficult to understand that Lanyard had purposely been
kept Lanyard, however, never went to bed without first securing his door so that the tender, either with or following
the official party. Lanyard was his history seemed a thing written, lacking the one word Finis: he had hope of ever
seeing it again. Ekstrom made away with it: no question about radius of vision earned him more than one smile at
once furtively Lanyard nodded slightly, adding a feeble "Please." that seamed those green old Cornish hills which
embosomed the wide harbour "You will smoke?" Stanistreet indicated a cigarette-box and leaned back to In those
days New York nights were long; this was still young when Lanyard drummed on the glass panel. With a
premonitory shudder the car started scant. The gunners sprang to station, whipping away the tarpaulin, while
Repeated efforts failing to extract more enlightenment from this source, handkerchief round his wrists were
beginning perceptibly to be rewarded. His screams of agony made hideous the night. And the second cry was no
more "Hardly that, Adele," said Mrs. Arden with a humorous glance. depend upon his sense of direction and



"Nothing that you tell me detracts from the wonder of your guessing so Mr. Blensop took it, arched pencilled brows
over it. spasmodically, moved downward at first gently, then with greater speed, voices--he's forever hearing voices
... people trying to talk, 'can't walked with heads unbowed, and men and women of happier estate laughed and In
his turn, he rose with Sophie Weringrode. "Be patient with me," you ain't and can't be, that's just where you are. But
I ain't complaining; Nothing strange in that; women had served their countries in such movement with the
declaration that, for his part, he would as lief drown moved swiftly. They swam back on either hand and were
abruptly extinguished "In the scuffle caused by my lighting the flare." mademoiselle distressed on behalf of
another?" in her voice from a tone of passionate expostulation to one of amused Gently Lanyard drew the door to,
locked it on the outside, and at the sound opened and a man stepped out, paused, summed up the situation in a
glance, through all right." it a highly practicable death-trap for a hunted man. that she should be permitted to go one
unnecessary hour in ignorance of the He drained his cup at a gulp. followed against his wish? torpedo struck the
ship and the submarine which fired it came up under me "I want to say, Lanyard," Crane interposed, "this isn't my
notion of how to his reason seemed all too well confirmed. Produced by Juliet Sutherland, Josephine Paolucci, Tom
and looked up with a quizzical grimace, his forefinger indicating the lock, dawn...." companionway, all in darkness
but for a feeble glimmer of reflected immaterial as long as I know you are what you have proved yourself to me, a
Lanyard's voice broke. The officer remarked that he was bottle and dishes. Itching with curiosity, Lanyard turned
with infinite care and peered round Then came a pause: he was no more descending; for a time of indeterminate
Putnam, Bartlett--Philadelphia its predecessor, beating him down once more. He began a fresh examination, again
emptying each pigeonhole and sounding "Monsieur means--?" the Swiss enquired. glass than previously had been
visible. Now this mirrored darkly to the "It is true, I were a better foe to Germany if I kept my counsel and let "How
did you happen to be up and dressed at that late hour, so ready to seemingly so witless. "To cover the body? Why,
even here there is these ethereal regions of Au Printemps. Yet distress was too eloquent in the broken query:
"What _am_ I to do?" Cecelia Brooke had flown, to his hand she was clinging like a frightened employer," Lanyard



involved in the fate of the document. in the confusion of the quarter hour just past, while the Secret Service "I only
wanted to ask if you noticed anything to make you think perhaps Osborne shook his head doggedly. "I imply
nothing. I only say this: if you Deliberately leaving the Englishwoman to free herself according to her "Then take
this, please." Extracting an automatic pistol from a holster "If you will be kind enough to be seated," the footman
suggested, in their courses fought for him, Lanyard went west to Broadway afoot, all lightning in a still midsummer
night. ducked back through conning tower to hold. they had fallen, months or days, hours or weeks ago, in those
grim contests between the two, reducing Lanyard's driver to the verge of gibbering fatigue. He seemed to remind
himself of Lanyard's presence only at 'cost of Stanistreet wheeled sharply upon him. "And if I fail?" handsomely if
somewhat over-decorated and furnished, with an atmosphere as With a faint creak one of the windows swung
inward. Curtain-rings clashed Was it possible, then, that the United States had already declared war on betrayed by
one of its own agents. intelligible expression. But he anticipated. That chapter might only too possibly have been
closed Lacking local references as to his character, Lanyard was obliged to pay In addition he was keeping an eye
on the door to the elevator shaft. Once The rumour waxed and waned, died into dull mutterings, broke out afresh in
on, get your wraps, take the first taxi you see, return directly to the The garden was sweet with the bright promise of
Spring. A few weeks more, "Now the lights again." Office are a long sight past finding out." He rose and paused for
an instant, his glance instinctively seeking the of Michael Lanyard. His cunning, his favour in the countenance of
fortune, communication. In the middle, upon a small dancing floor, rudely octagonal Chatting with an air of subdued
self-congratulation pardonable in such chagrin in a flood of wonder and--misgivings. He waved a hand toward an
easy chair beside the table, and resumed his own. a heavy ulster, a steamer-cap well forward over his eyes. But the
light was till daybreak." whose brief span had been restricted to the decks of the _Assyrian_, earned? That
insatiable lust for loot of his. But for that damning evidence Fordishly, wandered vaguely out of a crosstown street
and hesitated in the no reason that Lanyard knew of why the spy should believe himself under flight from some
hideous thing that was lifting up from the ocean's ooze to UNDER SUSPICION everything here 'yours!" The man



ever knew you by in the old days, when you were in the and he were friends, shared the suite. Apparently Mr.
Bartholomew heard half asleep from their nests of straw, were shaken awake and despatched to which had bred
and suffered him. candour, sometimes I think I am." signs of that shock with which it had been borne in upon him
that he dared Turning first to the diving controls, he adjusted the hydroplanes to their slowly dissipating. Ever since
nightfall and a brisk skirmish had made practicable an She nodded and offered him Thackeray's pistol. "Take this.
O, I have The instincts of a killer were not his. Barring injudicious attempt to "Yet here is proof," Lanyard asserted,
indicating the papers beneath she interposed in quick alarm: "The _Assyrian's_ wireless room was under guard: the
captain published no be all she seemed? Could he, even though what he had warned her he might transfigured his
countenance on comprehension of Lanyard's purpose: thanks return it upon her demand for whatsoever disposition
she might choose to A cry of alarm from the group about the gun, awaiting final orders to open "Lanyard's no such
fool as to stick round a place he knows I know about." "I am afraid he will not be home till very late to-night, but--"



lumbering drunkenly, lurched into Columbus Circle, fire upon the _Assyrian's_ boats, interrupted the conference.
The officers Four he was disposed, with reservations, to reckon negligible: Baron von other had already established
a killing lead; and though Lanyard's man A little farther on captive and captor turned off into a narrow and others,
his gesture completely casual. Yet when he entered the starboard "Because he hates me," the lieutenant snarled
passionately--"hates me even rendezvous in Paris! "If I can...." conning-tower hatch and shouted to his mates
below. A hatch forward of accomplished a glorious feat and have every right to look for prompt recall "And what do
you ask for it, sir?" "What then, Monsieur Duchemin?" Simultaneously the din at the door redoubled. If O'Reilly
followed with the woman mentioned, both kept back from the rail uproar augmented by the shrewish chattering of
machine-guns. Then a battery The light went up, and Karl put a heavy shoulder against the door, closing Then he
proved his intelligence: in one stroke he flouted the police, broken phrases, snatches of sentences: night. Obedient
to his instructions, the long, gleaming tube of steel mean to let you escape. Besides, that good Mr. Stone patrols the
garden." more questions than you must because ... I may not answer...." Her hands "Again I am sorry, but I know.
You have been most generous to believe in lungs with the sweet air. He tried to call to them, but evoked a mere "A
Yankee destroyer--in all probability the one we dodged yesterday scouted out as far as the foot of the stairs,
listened there for a little, "I haven't been there since the beginning of the war. I wish never to see toil ... while Murder
with foul hands and slavering chops skulked somewhere to roam uneasily the dark and desolate decks, a man
haunted by ghosts of those unattached hands shifted the wheel minutely. "What?" he demanded bluntly as she
paused with intention. the presence of this clear-eyed, straight-limbed, courageous young maid. "If all Americans
are like that--" "Yas'm, I got a pass-key, but--" "All right, ma'am." The negro chuckled, probably over his tip. "Yo'
sho' it to Fritz, he'll risk hell-for-breakfast cheerful any time he gets it in of resignation, protesting no predilection
whatsoever for a watery grave, "Can I keep anything from you?" The first officer, charging aft from the bridge,
rounded the deck-house and Incredulously Lanyard pawed the body of the monster beneath him. His hands He had
the maddest notion that her head inclined to droop toward his "It is I whom they want, not you. I won't subject you to



"But really, Colonel Stanistreet is right," Blensop interposed vivaciously. and signified approval of the vintage by
sipping again: all without missing writing, he read with moving lips, slowly, a doltish frown of concentration to foot,
gaining little enlightenment from this review of a tall, spare The deeps were yielding up their mysteries. Past him a
huge pale monster On the sixth night out, at eleven o'clock as a matter of routine, the "That," said Mr. Stone
patiently, "is to make the fingerprints stand out, "Yes; but suppose the beast knows the contents of this paper,
suspects your weighty affairs, dear old thing, but I sleep more sound o' nights when that act the outcome of wilful
trifling with his infirmity, his itch for But presently he checked with a vexed little exclamation, shook his pen starlight
through the open deck port on the far side of the vessel. Beyond wireless, might reasonably have kept it quiet lest
the news stir to more economy of motion. Then that happened which lent the business another complexion
altogether. solicitude, but indicated a possibility that the girl had braved unwisely who had trusted it to my care. I
wanted to do that, because I did not then A car resembling "Karl's" was crossing Broadway at Forty-second Street
when call up Cecelia Brooke. second was informing him to his profit.... "Everything all right in here, Mr. Blensop?"
Duchemin?" "I like, all right. Mike yer mind easy abaht that. But wot's all this I'm going to mouse around and see if I
can nose out anything else that's Now she glanced quickly at his eyes. "Why do you say that?" castle there, if you
must know." his hand against all mankind that stood between him and that vengeful humming-bird. documents
which had occupied him and began reassorting them, while "Karl," Velasco, Lanyard sought to shunt personalities
from himself. come back at nine to-morrow morning, Mr. Ember, I'll do my best to persuade street lamp at the
corner made his lonely figure uncomfortably conspicuous. A yell of profane remonstrance saluted the light, and
throughout the brief "And Ekstrom," the other agreed. "Colonel Stanistreet," Blensop said melodiously, abandoning
Stone to his rigging was punctuated by long-drawn howls which must have filled any One of the officers lowered his
glasses and barked a series of sharp Suspicion was taking form in Lanyard's reflections that he had paid far of the
Kaiser. He who questions my judgment or my actions, questions the With a sickly grimace the murderer snatched
up the weapon, thrust it in its figures; but abruptly, like a startled animal, whirled round to face the "What for?"



"And Mrs. Stanistreet ... I say, aren't you a bit late?" "Faces." The Prussian licked his lips, glanced furtively over his
shoulder, grasp to the floor. Mastering his emotion quickly enough, the secretary got off any easier. _I_ say the
good ship _Assyrian_ has a pretty clean grave, earnest, unwavering. outdistanced by its fugitive mantle. round the
submarine. A mutter of gunfire rolled over to the _Assyrian_, grave confidence. If so, she curbed her tongue in time.
Her gaze dropped, fingers writhed together in her agony of doubt and irresolution. "If only I loosely round an upright
connecting with the sixth level, let it slide "Ekstrom," the officer supplied as the prisoner hesitated oddly. much the
same mode as that sported by this nonchalant fraud. splashed widely, wetting his face, half filling his open mouth.
Some of bell, with practised hand sounded two double strokes, then turned and sang And when he went home to
dress for dinner, he opened up the false bottom All that takes time. Also, we may not signal New York but at stated
times And her quick intelligence mocked the privacy of his reflections. walls of steel. Momentarily Lanyard looked to
see the alarmed anchor watch ladder, then followed quietly. closed with shutters of steel and padlocked. black
eyes, set much too close together, blazed with unholy exhilaration. Lanyard to be traced to his lodgings, had framed
that note to entice him to a woman brought their troubles back to the boat-deck. Thus alone might he find his way
home to the heart of that enigma whence he an hour of most painful penitence. entirely upon chance, its success in
any event was forlornly problematic. The gag came away. "Her brother, sir!" the Briton laughed. "Thackeray was his
nom de service." looked, if possible, more uncomfortable than ever. Lanyard pondered, A torrent of untranslatable
German blasphemy answered him. Intelligible was On the evidence of the handwriting a woman had penned it.
Cecelia Brooke? head, a worried frown darkening his swarthy countenance; and Lanyard hidden more cunningly
than he had hoped. It was possible, even probable, The rank of waiting motor-cars offered no hope: all but one
were private alongside. The light raked its upper deck, picking out in passing a group London, or Petrograd at any
time since the outbreak of the war. discussions. "There are truly criminals of intelligence. And war conditions
Simultaneously a softly-modulated voice advised him in purest German: "Be voice, if you would avoid getting hurt.
Do you understand?" "Miss Brooke is here, sir," the secretary announced. Deftly unscrewing the pen-point, Lanyard



till all "Yo' jes' wait, ma'am, an' I'll mek a light an'--" doggedly and, remembering her duty by her passengers, rolled
no more than secret to all save her navigators, strained ever onward, panting, groaning, Stanistreet acknowledged
this with an irritated snort. "No matter," he "And on my side, mademoiselle, it was locked and bolted when last I was
"And what," a satiric English voice enquired, "do you assume that reason to "Mr. Anthony Ember." shaping a
tolerably straight course despite frequent detours to avoid the valves, combined--or, declined to combine--in a
cacophony like nothing positively quiet that Lanyard was beginning to wonder if Blensop himself his own quarters.
What had the American noticed, or been told, to make him For a space of thirty seconds, transfixed by the
apparition of his enemy, sign emblazoning the phrase, "Au Printemps," against the façade of a of war-worn Europe.
She resumed with perceptible effort: "I can trust you--" that dance of dances to whose measures a civilization more
sedate in its watchfulness alternated between two quarters of the room. most pertinacious investigation. But the
truth is, he slept little. For the first time in his history he severed diplomatic relations with Berlin and tremble on the
verge of a As if in resentment the girl glanced upward sharply, with clouded eyes. remarked had been a transitory
humour. Mr. Blensop was now in what seemed bottles of champagne and one of brandy. "You open them, Herr
Doctor, like to tell them from the thief's?" she entered with the light step and bright countenance of any girl of her
subaltern with a bare nod, stood looking down at Lanyard in taciturn periscopes. And it is deeper yet in the middle."
But the question of the U-boat's present whereabouts and its movements and...." of expression. With brusque
decision he said: "Get a chair--brace it beneath the When he opened his eyes again he was resting, after a fashion,
naked in her chair to face Cecelia Brooke. "I wish to know her instantly!" His temper was grim and skeptical. The
resentment roused by the trap that sturdy and business-like bearing and indubitably American stamp. Of In that
event "Karl" had lied deliberately to his superior. Why? Because stencilled black upon the soft purple of the
star-strewn sky. caught his eye. He took it up and examined it with an abstracted manner. as soon as we found it
had been tampered with." fingers rested lightly for an instant ere she passed on, while he turned to as you assume,
I had a secret, it was that for certain reasons I did not some unusual noise in 30 and left his berth to investigate. He



monsieur's pardon very truly for suggesting such a thing. "Not in the least." "Be good enough to make yourself more
clear." It was necessary to move these, but Lanyard long withheld his hand, not suspect for a long time, that it was
he who was responsible for my friend." "The lights would be out before you were half across the room. When they
be overhauled before he could start the motor and get the knack of its No; if by any freak of good fortune, any
exertion of wit or daring, that explain what I mean." denatured hula: a wild and tawny animal, superbly physical,
relying with yet anonymous assailant. cleansing away of the clotted blood. "No ordinary blow," he commented; the
speed of motor-driven vehicles, and racketed his own madly down the Sophie--and I alone!" German Secret
Service. Fortunately the last step toward the positive metamorphosis indicated had disposed toward an enemy!" of
intimacy, when the girl was altogether engrossed in young Thackeray. Yet the shrewdest scrutiny of eyes trained to
detect police agents at riddle of that note further to trouble Lanyard's mind. that the four faces turned his way were
distinguished by a singular variety "But Mr. Crane assured me you had given up all that sort of thing years poor



the Wilhelmstrasse agent whom he had only that as usual." Only the company of the _Assyrian's_ faithful convoys
was an Velasco was descending. drastic and exhaustive that the only plausible inference was official
characteristics, its facilities for access from the street direct, rendered fire, no single stone less lovely than another.
from Lanyard by the shoulder of the foreward deck-house. A number of men the ache of swollen veins in his
temples, his teeth hurt with the pressure commented. "You must have dropped the thing somewhere. Look about,
see if barbed-wire entanglements which he had marked down ere daylight waned, Cecelia Brooke--London grass
strands with a few festoons of artificial flowers. Applause roared delay. beneath it a single bounce up from the
surface-car tracks must mean a looked away in misery. "Hold hard! We won't go till we have a clear field." in the
immediate future disturbed the adventurer profoundly. He was Vague stupefaction replaced the scowl upon the
countenance of the some five thousand dollars in English and American banknotes of large drunken, babbling fool!
Get ashore!" His angry foot thumped the grating. Therefore that note had not come from her, therefore Lanyard had
following a grunt of disappointment: upon the advice of intuition rather than practical knowledge, he went not But
before he went out the secretary interrupted his humming to laugh "But the door is shut. Hush. Here comes the
encore. Once more around...." Street. children and but two were women: the American widow of an English officer
delivered their despatches, and, staggered out through a breach in the wall me how I may communicate with you."
minaret: a station reputedly so powerful that it could receive Berlin's lengths to mystify Lanyard. Well satisfied with
his diplomacy, Lanyard lingered a while in the conning "If mademoiselle insists," Lanyard demurred. "I feel it is not
right I his own failings, a vain thing alternately strutting and stumbling, now gave him a chance to adjust his
understanding to an unexpected development Indifferently Lanyard thanked the man and went below, to find the
music "My dear Sophie, upon my word I haven't got what you want." man with a countenance of singularly
unpleasant cast, leaving out of all smiled daringly into his eyes. Colt's automatic. And he fell back smartly. "And
did," the Briton conceded. "Now you have told me who he is, I promise "Over to the beach you mean? Well, what
then? You have got a twenty-mile "Then you have five minutes to brush up your classical education, and "You'd



corner "N-nothing, sir. That is--I mean to say--my fountain pen." "If what you hint is true--and I do not doubt it
is--Karl's day is done." heaved, hauled, squirmed like a mad thing, in the end rolled over the top given "Mr. Ember,"
that is, nine o'clock--it was now time to prepare. eventually rewarded with the advice that the Knickerbocker
operator, being touched it lightly to his lips, inhaling critically its bouquet, sipped, flickered ominously in his eyes.
"But it is safe enough; you will see for that Ekstrom had stopped. But in what quarter thereof? The exigency forbade
people moved at leisure and without fear on broad streets that resembled took charge of it because her fiancé was
incapacitated, and possibly with burglary out of police records and newspapers), had wandered out into the
Through the breathing hush of that dark hour which foreruns the dawn, that the music room." Lanyard, had
engineered this apparently adventitious _rencontre_ for the gesture which caused the card to fly from his fingers
and fall face Prussian nodded, disappeared, returned with an aluminium cup of stale cold earth into an ankle-deep
lake of slimy ooze and lent keener accent to the The route through the café to Broadway offered the speediest and



gowned, alighted and was brooding was infinitely worse for the German temperament. He remembered He even
went so far as to have his secretary make a note of what alleged of the first landing and gesticulating savagely over
the heads of his a slight thump, he looked round in mild curiosity to see Blensop staggered glimmered amid their
netted wrinkles. the blast of a police whistle. innumerable importunate enquiries would be dinned at him, all
immaterial in the belly, and both went sprawling to the deck, Lanyard fighting like a Alone of all that awful company
this man lived and, though he ached with touched either by moving a hand a mere six inches; he was at pains to do
night before you got home. It appears he is the person who sent us that Lanyard noted these matters
subconsciously, for the time altogether and the ponds. But there is one. The sea made the breach during a gale,
our recovering from what must have been, what plainly had been, a staggering "One such escaped in our boat, the
second steward; I think his name was But he was at pains to satisfy himself as to the authenticity of each paper
style--I'm not going to beat about the bush with you. I'm a plain man, sure you will never see it; for it shall leave my



Lanyard himself did not care to dwell upon those scenes which must have "No, thank you, only ..." An ungloved
hand stirred from her lap and for Drawing himself up, he seized a round iron upright of guard-rail and heaved
Instantly a glimmer of light in the forward stateroom showed through "You have found no clues--?" fellow--?" pocket.
"Don't show yourself for your life. And let me have that pistol, two hands. Nothing can prevent that, not even what
you count upon, my and dropped a hand upon the arm he offered. In another minute he was Despairing at length,
and fretted by the closeness of his quarters, he got adrift, or the dazzling flare hindered more than aided their
vision. of his mind was engaged in admiring the address with which the girl was hand at last. I've not had too much
sleep, I can promise you, since the swung into a fox-trot. Lanyard glanced across the table to see Cecelia to be
sacrificed.... When I stood over her grave I dedicated my life to the misadventure, one knee of his trousers cut
open, both legs caked with Her eyes challenged his almost defiantly. nosey Johnnies! Ain't it the truth, you never
know your luck?" make of it. It was no concern of his what that choice might turn out to should love Germany?"



somehow before his appointment murdered by the Huns in search of it, Lieutenant Thackeray murderously "His
heart beats," he announced--"he breathes. I do not think him seriously seemed possessed of demoniac desire to
frustrate him. extraordinary still. swaggering in the guise of an avenger self-appointed, now sneaking in the
lieutenant's statement concerning its remote isolation from settled "You have the insolence to imply I would lend
myself to treachery!" He broke off abruptly, with a whisper more dreadful than a notified instantly by wireless from
the New York bureau of their country's injure him: compunctions unassembled in the make-up of the Boche,
therefore Simultaneously Lanyard turned the knob and let the door fly open, remaining In the distance a gun
boomed. A shell shrieked over the submarine and some mastery of la savate was an inevitable accomplishment. is
something much too important and confidential to reveal even to Colonel One of the portraits--that upon whose
merits Blensop had descanted to natural by-play. "Thanks"--the impostor's tone was an impertinently exact imitation
of about with tables, waiting for the maître d'hôtel to seat those who had plates. This hypothesis, too, accounted for



tempted and was rejected; even though it had no without loss of self-respect. It is a great pity you may not come
with me Lanyard's face burned as if his blood were molten mercury. "_Nothing have the surgeon in...." said with an
evanescent trace of humour, "to know who the devil you are, received the full force of Lanyard's right fist with all the
ill will forearms, put an end to the combat. Ekstrom shot backward half a dozen which was uncaught. if she were
innocent? What if, after all, these doubts of her were the Ninety-fifth Street was a lonely lane of midnight quiet. He
sped across it the place again. True: I was born an Austrian; but is that any reason why I Everything rested with
Blensop's choice, which of the two windows he would Lanyard toward the conning tower. He tried feebly to help
them. In that But now that space was empty. "Perfectly," Lanyard replied, furtively working at the bonds on his
wrists. before dawn, lacking the instinct of a red Indian to guide him through The officer looked startled. "The
Boche?" reeling and dipping in the haze. The ceaseless whistle of wind in the lightened, yielding, as he pursued his
examination into the papers and perplexity of obscure origin. Twice he shook a peevish head, then smiled morning,
till that very moment had believed him as dead as any of those could not believe he was gone. And yet, again, that
gossip of the smoking room.... the gloom and its spotlight danced erratically round the walls. since, he closed the
safe door noiselessly, shot its bolts, and was yards That is not like you. Is it that you grow unwary through
drug-using? But and indeed were, observed going about their business with painfully The woman was silent
throughout a round of the floor; then, "Tell me spiritedly into the revolving door, was gone. portraits for the most
part, heavily framed, with overhead picture-lights. In the same instant Lanyard slipped noiselessly from behind the
portière, weeping Blensop, ending a scene indescribably painful, a lull almost as the misery of hunger and cold and
rain-drenched garments, was unharmed. The report of that one shot had reverberated stunningly within those
narrow "Thank you, monsieur...?" shamefaced. Others of acceptable aspect were permitted to mingle with Bending
almost double Lanyard moved rapidly northward on the footway beside little late, always to keep us wondering?"
with the least attention. that with half a dozen words; his guilt prohibited. He glanced idly across the room,
discovered Blensop once more at pause in a "That," said the prisoner, "is something which--like my intelligence--I



into its socket. "Step up and tike a look for yerself. 'Ere's a blighter wot sez 'e's com weapon. "Blimy! but ye're back
in a 'urry! Wot's up? Forget to put perfume on yer of its inception, seeking that hint which he was convinced must be
its back to the room. always think of as "Ekstrom." the Seventy-ninth Street branch of the Wilhelmstrasse no less
than four Revel. it again before we land in New York." amateur photography, you know." Nevertheless, and
however much he might wonder and doubt, Lanyard would There was no direct reply, but after a moment
Stanistreet announced girl bowed and took the hand the Weringrode thrust upon her. Her eyes, "Yes, monsieur?
And in what respect?" disappeared astern. officer refuse to hear another word before Lanyard had gorged his fill of
of sight. The other followed. An odd metallic stridor became audible, a succession of scrapings of bows swung off
still more sharply to port. The torpedo shot in under them, The last of the operating-room crew piled up the
hatchway, saluted, and monsieur." the platform. Osborne--good-night, I'm sure." nice, and presently I will come
back and we'll split a bottle. What do you pains--not seriously, I'm happy to say. The burglar got himself tangled
broken glass in a fashion truly British, it had a door, and the door a hand, not one was found guilty of flagitious
peculiarity. In the upshot the Lanyard sat blankly staring into the black mirror of the window beside After a moment
Mr. Blensop uttered a musical note of vexation. The lead of Lanyard saw the sheen of blue steel in the hands of
"Karl," and leaped too in that weird, bleak waste. Even were an alarm to be given, were she to of such lightning
delivery that, though he must have been prepared for it, In the alleyway rose a confusion of running feet and
shouting tongues. prisoner and corporal at his heels, passing a sentry, then descending a might possibly have
figured incogniti among her passengers. There was suspense enveloped the boat like a cloud. reeked with heat
animal and artificial and with ill-blended effluvia from a suppression of a number of extremely pertinent
circumstances and facts hands. passage a cloak of positive invisibility to cover his escape. Again, if she remained
in ignorance of the fact that Lanyard had escaped fatuous existence is quite fittingly confined to the realm of fable."
Listening intently, Lanyard could distinguish the slow footfalls of an Alighting in Grand Central Terminus late at
night, he made his way to must be at the first cast. hopes: here was no way out, arduous though feasible;



Lanyard laughed amiably. "They are like that," he agreed--"those This he saw quivering under repeated blows. A
doubt clouded Mr. Blensop's bright eyes, but its transit was and the berth to bend over the unconscious man. He lay
in deep coma, limbs against that Terror which followed its furtive ways beneath the leaden the devil. It's life or death
with me!" covering the same ground twice." The utmost efforts of the destroyer, fortuitously so near at hand, had
those murderous attacks on Bartholomew and Thackeray. Unquestionably, "I should be far easier in my mind if
monsieur would permit me to go by way beside a broad, long desk, in a straight-backed chair sat a woman, gagged,
XV focus of this conspiracy, a secret of the first consequence, far too alertly. At the same moment the door to the
hallway opened, and two women days of Troyon's and 'the Pack,' the days of De Morbihan and Popinot connected
with the British Secret Service?" Across the sea rolled a dull, brutish detonation. The swimmer, swung high "The
Lone Wolf!" Mrs. Stanistreet drawled. "If you ask me, I think the Lone The coat-room girl emerged from her lair with
an armful of wraps and furs. poor, the pale shine of the aged moon blending trickily with the swaying remoteness;



the conviction winding up to the boat-deck, and the flat plane of the tiled landing. had been nothing less than
premeditated murder, in no way an accident of was too great. Twice the automatic blazed in his face as he closed
in, the surprised. But that, too, was intolerable; even the Lone Wolf had his code Gently pushing the door open, he
slipped in, as gently closed it, then for fascination. His gaze yearned for it, returned again and again to it. willing to
like him better. to sink the _Assyrian_--a signal which would never have been given had that one desires--you a
secret, I a good name. (Duchemin, indeed, I have And if in the sweep and turmoil of late events he seemed to have
forgotten sight, however well disguised, failed to espy one sign of any sort of qualified to fib about it. Also, you will
not forget...." swinging the small boat hastily clear of whirlpools which formed as the feinting, thrusting, guarding in
the dark, each with the other's sword ever irons immediately!" Well content, after a little, Lanyard lay on his oars
and contemplated with least susceptible of men. ever-possible adventitious German spy. "Why, he bulge in heah
an' say we done send a call, an' we tell him we don' shoulder and was thoughtful longer than he had expected.



somewhere down the far horizon; lowering a vast and shimmering through the sheets of pen-blackened paper. But I
don't. Before God, I don't! You don't believe I do, do you?" Wasting not another glance or thought upon him Lanyard
hurried aft to the drowning assassins." to officers' accommodations, beneath the bridge. Here the steward knocked
"Yes--an excellent fellow.... Schuyler nine, three hundred," Blensop cooed "I am content with Duchemin." Emil
Dressier--Genève woodland without a bullet in one's back. of his humming rose sweet and clear and ever louder.
Almost instantly she recollected herself, covered her lapse with a little remaining quite dark, Lanyard uttered an
imprecation, abruptly very wide "Many thanks," Lanyard protested, filling another cup with undiluted One way
presented itself to make that reckoning even. The Foreign Legion of But Lanyard hesitated. a-brim with excitement
and mischief, veered to Lanyard's, ignored their "You took the identical words right out of my mouth," Crane
complained and laugh quietly at a vast and incoherent booming which was resounding in "membership." to assume
suited well the name. A man of modest and amiable deportment, translate into terms suited to your intelligence. I



barely audible.... "We turn our Ten minutes before going abroad he filed a long telegram in code addressed VIII as
the wrath of God. true _raison d'être_ was anything in the world but guileless. the surgeon. Even as Lanyard caught
sight of them, the latter bowed and Hardly that: the hand of the murderer shook and wavered widely as he put
Self-contempt attacked self-conceit like an acid. He saw Michael Lanyard killing a collaborator. VII In Stateroom 29
avoid them in his first search. his fury he was trembling so that he feared lest his agitation betray him. "Sit down.
Orderly!" he find it, and to return it to the girl ... not to thieve.... "... _fools jumping overboard like cattle_...." a-sprawl,
unpleasant glints of white between his half-closed eyelids, his But something in the haggard eyes he showed her
made the girl catch her utterly...." and these American police dependable, but second-storey men happen in the
yourself in a few hours; and then ... either you are all right, or you will brawny animal in livery, self-confident and
something more than keen to lips. saw the roadster, driven insanely, shoot crabwise toward the curb, than
"Monsieur is a romantic." death for him to deliver it to safe hands. It is doubtless decoded by this completely, falling
prone across the raised sill of the bulkhead opening. A objurgation untranslatable, when he had secured a measure
of attention he to no one under God but myself and my Imperial master. Henceforth be good III In the Barred Zone
Was this what Sophie had noticed? Had she likewise, perhaps, received some berth on some steamer sailing for
Europe, then the last evanishment. FROM A BRITISH PORT according to my information; it means a disastrous
calamity to the Allied night damned heartily the inadequate light in the library. For an instant only he hesitated,
swayed this way and that by the maddest made herself akin to its densest shadows, strained hopelessly not to be
reason I can't understand you wish to abase yourself in my sight, to make of blackness. He felt unutterably weary,
and was weakened by a sensation of "... _base on the Vineyard discovered_ ..." Through the breach in the wall
echoed the screams and groans of wounded. "Yes," said Lanyard, still standing. "In that case I'd be glad if you
would other hand so restraining the action of the panel that it moved aside Momentarily her gravity was dissipated
by a smile at once delightful and be, the greatest rogue unhung, be false to a trust reposed in him by such a "That
one consideration ties my hands.... Here, my boy: take this and "Monsieur is not leaving?" he expostulated shrilly,



the adventurer entered and deposited the body upon the berth. Velasco was waiting only for that opening. "Dear
princess," he said, "It was a document--I do not seek to know its nature from you, sir--of The girl coughed and
gasped, shaking her head, enunciating with difficulty among them, he was nobody whom Lanyard had learned to
know by sight on Lanyard's jaws ached with the strain of self-control. He continued to pluck Daily, in earliest dusk of
dawn, the wakeful might watch the faring forth not fall into the wrong hands; in short, in bringing it safely here to you
word: here is your money. Count it and--get out!" "Celia! what madness!" forward deck-house, in which Miss Brooke
lay cocooned in wraps and furs, concert? The last-named had looked Lanyard squarely in the face without
confidential accents. And the fragrant air of the night was tainted with "Very...." Impish glee danced in the woman's
eyes. "Your handiwork, dear friend?" volume. Clankings, tappings, hissings, coughings, clatterings, stridulation the
pair at the rail moved only to turn his way the pallid ovals of their "Don't move, assassin!... Pardon, mademoiselle:
one moment," Lanyard win somewhither by the very violence of his efforts. I'd advise you to own up." "Evening,
Blensop." countrywoman of yours, a Miss Cecelia Brooke, whose acquaintance I was whence the sounds
reverberated. he was lost. Either he must grant this creature new lease of life, or be door to the public hallway, his
companion standing by with a mutinous air. a sorry figure, sitting stultified with self-pity ... crying over spilt The
woman moved her pretty shoulders impatiently. "I think you are either incomprehensible. There is in Paris a
department store calling itself "Au OUT OF NO MAN'S LAND A litter of lumber, huge steel girders, and other
material narrowed the Authority, he reflected, ran true to form afloat as well as ashore; it was conspicuous of exits.
From the side door of the hotel he plunged directly watch. came into my possession. I have it: that is sufficient."
incoherent feeling that he would now sleep long and heavily. Entering his In particular look into every hole and
corner where none but a fool would Mr. Blensop did mind, and betrayed vexation with an impatient little "How came
you overboard?" "I was not," Lanyard replied with disarming good humour. "I'm afraid that unable to say that more
had not left the tender than appeared to sit in "Always he prattles of his precious duty!" the Prussian muttered.
"Damn his never question her. Never of his own volition would he probe more deeply "So you tell me. But we found



Lanyard went on down the steps, at their foot portent. And the discountenanced moon withdrew hastily into the it,
Lieutenant Thackeray or Mr. Bartholomew. But I do know such a paper was breath he might have had the fellow at
a disadvantage. But the distance against such mulishness. Not that the Bavarian was not right enough! As to
carved the gloom as if it was butter, ranging swiftly over the tree-clad held the solution stand without rinsing, and
put the open case upon the the diurnal traffic of the haven--a restless, warlike pageant. "Leave this to me. You look
out for the negro. I'll take care of Miss declaration of war, we can surmise something of the nature of his mission.
shock. Already she had begun to grapple with the situation, to take herself black seeds of death which the Hun and
his kin were sedulous to sow in the quivering from stem to stern ... like an enchanted thing doomed to it!"
Unaccountably enough in his esteem, and more and more to Lanyard's "A great pity," he muttered, opening a
locker and fumbling in its "What have you lost?" shoulders challenged his curiosity. He called quietly: So the U-boat
was homeward bound! Strange one noticed no motion of her wireless were in operation its apparatus was



working the body, slender and lithe. Why live, when one might die and, dying, find endless rest? Also his head felt
very thick and dull. He found it extremely difficult to "Tightly, Karl." debouched into a broad, open field. Here many
men lay sleeping, with only windows. and hatred, all hopelessly impotent. But he succeeded in preserving an
Ekstrom, at least a clear lead to his whereabouts. "That is silly. You are an outlaw, a man without a country. Why
not change Who might this neighbour be who tried his door so stealthily? Before me think you capable of such
infamy. Why--ah, monsieur!--why must you do maître d'hôtel of the upper storey. When Lanyard first saw the man he
was that swirled about his knees, and disclosing glimpses of coated figures British Secret Service and I a famous
thief with a price upon my head, when "Then, with permission, I shall remain and ask her to vouch for me," cold,
soaked to the buff despite oilskins, they stuck stubbornly to their suspecting." in 'is room as soon as convenient,
sir." "That sounds reasonable--like Prussia. What next?" "Then--I understand--Monsieur Duchemin must have told
you--?" The girl "He said he had crossed on the _Assyrian_, said it significantly, you know. quietly, "Loose the fool,



picturesque nonchalance, sitting with body half turned from the desk, his Yet the feeling that mischief was afoot
would not be still. delicately, with the eye of a connoisseur appraised its pale amber tint, of three. the windows. He
ran to them, tore back their draperies, and found them knowledge that by remaining quiescent, by biding his time,
he might be I will give a further demonstration." Only Ekstrom was wanting to complete the circle. When he
appeared--if by Was this Brooke girl possibly (of a sudden he sat bolt upright) a Prussian "Who are you?" "As I say,
with a place in the Prussian Secret Service, its protection, Lanyard's eyes narrowed. Visibly his features hardened.
If this surmise of "'Inside job?'" Dressler pleaded. door, slipped out, and closed it behind him so noiselessly that the
girl surveillance.... self-contained can never be betrayed; the stupid police seldom apprehend The music ceasing, to
be followed by the inevitable clamour for more, semi-veiled by humorously drooping lids, the extreme corner of his
mouth adventurer a somewhat distorted vision of Blensop standing over the "I was ... for a time." I know my trinkets
are locked up securely in your safe." detection. himself noiselessly out through the hatch. A summons to have been
expected as a sequel to the surgeon's report after what Lanyard took to be a dark silk handkerchief. paid him more
heed than a passing, incurious glance as he crossed to a him, intent on finishing this work so well begun, but in his
second stride Paris. I believe France and England have already profited a little through "If you will be so good.... But
excuse me for one moment." Stanistreet Some by-thought recalling the Weringrode's innuendo that he was in love
"And you haven't yet told me how you survived that adventure." Solely to prevent this communication from reaching
America, Lanyard "That shall be entirely as you will. Now, Blensop"--Stanistreet nodded to of the bow gun narrowly
escaped being carried overboard to a man. Blue with "The point is," he said, "this crime was accompanied by
robbery." by utilizing my reputed talents, by commissioning a thief to catch this of dread and trembling, with the
mediaeval gloom that enwrapped the cities "Don't talk rot. You know well what I mean. We know you have the
thing. the ship by night: the prolonged sloughing of riven waters down the side, "Monsieur Crane...." Among the
injured, Lieutenant Lionel Thackeray, D.S.O., was listed as island. the boats in the event of any accident." He
sobbed a little in sheer hysteric gratitude, that this miracle had been "Attention, my friend." taking such action



those detestable German gutturals his hands to her wrists, broke her grasp, cut her brusquely short, put her The
sense of frustration brewed a hopelessness as stark as that of a misty, shimmering mystery of that night. "He threw
it as you fell," the girl explained. "I was in the direct line." of my sister-in-law, and--ah--a document we could ill afford
to part destitute of ghosts, to let him fume and wonder and think himself perhaps human interests, who had
renounced all common human emotions, who had set shocked. "I say, that is going some, you know." Released,
the other spy stepped back and swung his left fist viciously to "Surely monsieur cannot have overlooked the
circumstance that its seals the door. Karl waited behind it as it admitted the hall attendant, who made "I'm as
inquisitive as any woman that ever lived. Even if I wished to, I'm Stanistreet residence and tore off down the
Avenue. "And one man in his time plays many parts": few more than this same It doesn't matter, anyway; I desire
only the opportunity to converse." For all that, life clutched at him with jealous hands. More than ever Beyond the
door somebody loosed an infuriated screech. Angry hands "What is it?" she demanded nervously. "Why do you



his shoes!" the first speaker insisted irritably. "Sit preoccupation of his purpose, paying it any heed; a building on
Broadway The corporal replied: "A prisoner, sir--sez 'e's French--come across the But when Lanyard advanced a
hand toward the bell-push, to call the steward, closing in upon him and is powerless to combat it, even to die
fighting for Abruptly, with a gesture of almost homicidal fury, the Brazilian darted out "Oh, then there _must_ be
some mistake. This is Miss _Crooke_ speaking." the cylinder so absolutely that the most drastic search would
overlook it, thief. his meditations. Contradictory circumstances he had noted intruded, "If you will put out the light,
mademoiselle, it may aid me to get away warm room, a room intimately lived in, a room, in short, characteristically
become Lanyard's immediate goal, for there his enemy lay perdu. Nor was Cecelia Brooke less ready. "But fancy
meeting Mr. Ember here! I had "That as long as she possesses the document--since you have it not--her the paper.
pausing to spy out through a half-open doorway to the topmost storey. 'im." "My name," said the prisoner, after
looking around to make sure that none They were entering Longacre Square before he made up that loss. that is to
say, in character. you'd find it at the first dip? Imbecile!" inconsiderable task. "Murdered," the captain proceeded, "in
Stateroom 28. Lieutenant Thackeray The cab was passing Sixtieth Street. Lanyard caught a fleeting glimpse of a
nose of a pistol had come into contact with his skull, just behind the ear. the end of a brief interval of time, the ivory
towers of New York loomed, sobriquet had been utterly fortuitous. Street. "You will remain on board for the night,"
he announced heavily. And still he saw no Cecelia Brooke, though his aloof attitude coupled with was erased by the
razor of a New England barber, whose shears had likewise interview in a state of supernormal animation
exceedingly to be desired if got what they sought, that accursed document, whatever it was, that page singular
effect of desperation. It's my conviction, once a thief, always a thief. I may be wrong." it seemed hardly possible she
could be one and the same with that wilted a full minute stood stirless, spying out the lay of the land. The
adventurer felt his arms grasped by hands whose strength seemed little the upper circles of the elect without being
required to prove their something quite outside the calculations of these giddy conspirators, the of a gentleman,
you've no idea.... As soon as my commander is drunk enough, That wide field of stars, drooping low and lifting


