The Project Gutenberg EBook of The Doings O Raffles Haw
by Sir Arthur Conan Doyl e

Copyright Iaws are changing all over the world. Be sure to check the
copyright laws for your country before downl oadi ng or redistributing
this or any other Project Gutenberg eBook.

Thi s header should be the first thing seen when view ng this Project

Gutenberg file. Please do not renove it. Do not change or edit the
header wi thout witten pernission

Pl ease read the "legal small print,” and other information about the
eBook and Project CGutenberg at the bottomof this file. Included is
i mportant information about your specific rights and restrictions in
how the file may be used. You can also find out about how to nmake a
donation to Project Gutenberg, and how to get involved.

**Wel come To The World of Free Plain Vanilla Electronic Texts**
**eBooks Readabl e By Both Humans and By Conputers, Since 1971**

*****These eBooks Were Prepared By Thousands of Vol unteers!*****

Title: The Doings O Raffles Haw
Aut hor: Sir Arthur Conan Doyl e

Rel ease Date: June, 2005 [ EBook #8394]
[This file was first posted on July 6, 2003]

Edition: 10
Language: English
Character set encodi ng: US-ASCI

*** START OF THE PRQJECT GUTENBERG EBOCK, THE DO NGS OF RAFFLES HAW ***

Thi s eBook was produced by Lionel G Sear of Truro, Cornwall, England

THE DO NGS OF RAFFLES HAW

Art hur Conan Doyl e



CONTENTS
CHAPTER

1. A DOUBLE EN GVA

2. THE TENANT OF THE NEW HALL.
3. A HOUSE OF WONDERS.

4. FROM CLI ME TO CLI ME.

5. LAURA'S REQUEST

6. A STRANGE VI SI TOR

7. THE WORKI NGS OF WEALTH.
8. A BILLIONAIRE'S PLANS.

9. A NEW DEPARTURE

10. THE GREAT SECRET

11. A CHEM CAL DEMONSTRATI ON.
12. A FAM LY JAR

13. A M DNI GHT ADVENTURE

14. THE SPREAD COF THE BLI GHT.

15. THE GREATER SECRET.

CHAPTER 1| .

A DOUBLE ENI GVA.

"I"'mafraid that he won't cone," said Laura Mclintyre, in a disconsolate
voi ce.

"Why not ?"

"Oh, look at the weather; it is sonething too awful."

As she spoke a whirl of snow beat with a nmuffled patter against the cosy
red-curtai ned wi ndow, while a long blast of wi nd shrieked and whistled

t hrough the branches of the great white-linbed elns which skirted the

gar den.

Robert Mintyre rose fromthe sketch upon which he had been working, and
taki ng one of the lanmps in his hand peered out into the darkness. The



| ong skeleton linbs of the bare trees tossed and quivered dimy am d the
whirling drift. H's sister sat by the fire, her fancy-work in her |ap
and | ooked up at her brothers profile which showed against the brilliant
yellow light. It was a handsone face, young and fair and clear cut,

wi th wavy brown hair conbed backwards and rippling down into that
outward curve at the ends which one associates with the artistic
tenperament. There was refinement too in his slightly puckered eyes,
his dainty gold-rimed _pince-nez_ glasses, and in the black vel veteen
coat which caught the light so richly upon its shoulder. |In his nmouth
only there was somethi ng--a suspicion of coarseness, a possibility of
weakness--which in the eyes of sonme, and of his sister anmpng them
marred the grace and beauty of his features. Yet, as he was wont

hi msel f to say, when one thinks that each poor nortal is heir to a

| egacy of every evil trait or bodily taint of so vast a line of
ancestors, lucky indeed is the man who does not find that Nature

has scored up sone long-owing fam |y debt upon his features.

And indeed in this case the renorsel ess creditor had gone so far as to
exact a claimfromthe |lady also, though in her case the extrene beauty
of the upper part of the face drew the eye away from any weakness which
m ght be found in the lower. She was darker than her brother--so dark
that her heavily coiled hair seened to be black until the Iight

shone slantwi se across it. The delicate, half-petulant features, the
finely traced brows, and the thoughtful, hunorous eyes were all perfect
in their way, and yet the conbination |left sonething to be desired.
There was a vague sense of a flaw sonewhere, in feature or in
expression, which resolved itself, when analysed, into a slight
out-turning and droop of the lower lip; small indeed, and yet pronounced
enough to turn what woul d have been a beautiful face into a nmerely
pretty one. Very despondent and somewhat cross she | ooked as she | eaned
back in the arnchair, the tangle of bright-coloured silks and of drab
hol | and upon her | ap, her hands cl asped behind her head, with her snowy
forearns and little pink el bows projecting on either side.

"I know he won't conme," she repeated.

"Nonsense, Laura! O course he'll conme. A sailor and afraid of the
weat her!"

"Ha!" She raised her finger, and a smle of triunph played over her
face, only to die away again into a blank | ook of disappointnent.
"It is only papa," she mnurnured.

A shuffling step was heard in the hall, and a little peaky man, with his
slippers very nuch down at the heels, came shanbling into the room

M. Mlintyre, sen., was pale and furtive-looking, with a thin straggling
red beard shot with grey, and a sunken downcast face. [IIl-fortune

and ill-health had both left their marks upon him Ten years before he
had been one of the largest and richest gunmakers in Birm ngham but a

Il ong run of commercial bad |uck had sapped his great fortune, and had
finally driven himinto the Bankruptcy Court. The death of his wife on
the very day of his insolvency had filled his cup of sorrow, and he had
gone about since with a stunned, hal f-dazed expression upon his weak
pallid face which spoke of a mnd unhinged. So conplete had been his
downfall that the fam |y woul d have been reduced to absol ute poverty
were it not for a small |egacy of two-hundred a year which both the
children had received fromone of their uncles upon the nother's side



who had amassed a fortune in Australia. By conbining their incomes, and
by taking a house in the quiet country district of Tanfield, sone

fourteen mles fromthe great Mdland city, they were still able
to live with sone approach to confort. The change, however, was a
bitter one to all--to Robert, who had to forego the luxuries dear to his

artistic tenperanent, and to think of turning what had been nerely an
overruling hobby into a neans of earning a living; and even nore to
Laura, who wi nced before the pity of her old friends, and found the

| anes and fields of Tanfield intolerably dull after the life and bustle
of Edgbaston. Their disconfort was aggravated by the conduct of their
father, whose |ife now was one |long wail over his m sfortunes, and who
alternately sought confort in the Prayer-book and in the decanter for
the ills which had befallen him

To Laura, however, Tanfield presented one attraction, which was now
about to be taken fromher. Their choice of the |little country ham et
as their residence had been determ ned by the fact of their old
friend, the Reverend John Spurling, having been nom nated as the vicar
Hector Spurling, the elder son, two nonths Laura's senior, had been
engaged to her for some years, and was, indeed, upon the point of
marryi ng her when the sudden financial crash had disarranged their

pl ans. A sub-lieutenant in the Navy, he was home on | eave at present,
and hardly an evening passed wi thout his making his way fromthe

Vi carage to El ndene, where the McIntyres resided. To-day, however, a
note had reached themto the effect that he had been suddenly ordered on
duty, and that he nust rejoin his ship at Portsnouth by the next
evening. He would look in, were it but for half-an-hour, to bid them
adi eu.

"Why, where's Hector?" asked M. Mintyre, blinking round fromside to
si de.

"He's not conme, father. How could you expect himto cone on such a
ni ght as this? Wy, there nust be two feet of snowin the glebe field."

"Not cone, eh?" croaked the old nman, throw ng hinself down upon the
sofa. "Well, well, it only wants himand his father to throw us over
and the thing will be conplete”

"How can you even hint at such a thing, father?" cried Laura
i ndignantly. "They have been as true as steel. Wat would they think
if they heard you"

"I think, Robert," he said, disregarding his daughter's protest, "that |
wi |l have a drop, just the very snallest possible drop, of brandy. A
mere thinmbleful will do; but | rather think I have caught cold during
the snowstormto-day."

Robert went on sketching stolidly in his folding book, but Laura | ooked
up from her work.

"I"'mafraid there is nothing in the house, father," she said.

"Laura! Laura!" He shook his head as one nore in sorrow than in anger
"You are no longer a girl, Laura; you are a worman, the nmanager of a
househol d, Laura. We trust in you. We look entirely towards you.

And yet you | eave your poor brother Robert w thout any brandy, to say



not hi ng of me, your father. Good heavens, Laura! what woul d your

not her have sai d? Think of accidents, think of sudden illness, think of
apoplectic fits, Laura. It is a very grave res--a very grave respons--a
very great risk that you run.”

"I hardly touch the stuff," said Robert curtly; "Laura need not provide
any for ne."

"As a nedicine it is invaluable, Robert. To be used, you understand,
and not to be abused. That's the whole secret of it. But I'll step
down to the Three Pigeons for half an hour.”

"My dear father" cried the young man "you surely are not goi ng out upon
such a night. |If you nust have brandy could | not send Sarah for sone?
Pl ease |l et ne send Sarah; or | would go nyself, or--"

Pip! cane a little paper pellet fromhis sister's chair on to the
sketch-book in front of him He unrolled it and held it to the light.

"For Heaven's sake let himgo!" was scrawl ed across it.

"Well, in any case, wap yourself up warm" he continued, |aying bare
hi s sudden change of front with a masculine clunsiness which horrified
his sister. "Perhaps it is not so cold as it looks. You can't |ose

your way, that is one blessing. And it is not nore than a hundred
yards. "

Wth many nunbl es and grunbl es at his daughter's want of foresight, old
Mclntyre struggled into his great-coat and w apped his scarf round his

long thin throat. A sharp gust of cold wind made the |anps flicker as

he threw open the hall-door. His two children listened to the dull fal
of his footsteps as he slowy picked out the wi nding garden path.

"He gets worse--he becones intolerable," said Robert at |ast.
"We should not have |let himout; he may nmeke a public exhibition of
hi nsel f. "

"But it's Hector's last night," pleaded Laura. "It would be dreadful if
they met and he noticed anything. That was why | wi shed himto go."

"Then you were only just in tine," remarked her brother, "for | hear the
gate go, and--yes, you see."

As he spoke a cheery hail came fromoutside, with a sharp rat-tat at the
wi ndow. Robert stepped out and threw open the door to admt a tal

young man, whose black frieze jacket was all nottled and glistening with
snow crystals. Laughing loudly he shook hinself |ike a Newfoundl and
dog, and kicked the snow from his boots before entering the little
lanplit room

Hector Spurling's profession was witten in every line of his face. The
cl ean-shaven lip and chin, the little fringe of side whisker, the

strai ght decisive nouth, and the hard weat her-tanned cheeks al

spoke of the Royal Navy. Fifty such faces nay be seen any night of the
year round the ness-table of the Royal Naval College in Portsnouth
Dockyard--faces which bear a closer resenblance to each other than

brot her does conmonly to brother. They are all cast in a comon noul d,



the products of a system which teaches early self-reliance, hardihood,
and manliness--a fine type upon the whole; less refined and |ess

intell ectual, perhaps, than their brothers of the Iand, but ful

of truth and energy and heroism |In figure he was straight, tall, and
well-knit, with keen grey eyes, and the sharp pronpt manner of a man who
has been accustoned both to command and to obey.

"You had ny note?" he said, as he entered the room "l have to go
again, Laura. Isn't it a bore? Od Smithers is short-handed, and wants
me back at once." He sat down by the girl, and put his brown hand
across her white one. "It won't be a very large order this tine,"

he continued. "It's the flying squadron business--Mdeira, G braltar

Li sbon, and honme. | shouldn't wonder if we were back in March.™

"It seens only the other day that you | anded." she answered.

"Poor little girl! But it won't be long. Mnd you take good care of
her, Robert when | am gone. And when | cone again, Laura, it will be
the last tinme mnd! Hang the noney! There are plenty who manage on

| ess. We need not have a house. Wiy should we? You can get very nice
rooms in Southsea at 2 pounds a week. MDougall, our paymaster, has
just married, and he only gives thirty shillings. You would not be
afraid, Laura?"

"“No, indeed."

"The dear old governor is so awfully cautious. Wait, wait, wait, that's
always his cry. | tell himthat he ought to have been in the Governnent
Heavy Ordnance Departnent. But |1'lIl speak to himtonight. 1'Il talk
himround. See if | don't. And you nust speak to your own governor
Robert here will back you up. And here are the ports and the dates

that we are due at each. Mnd that you have a letter waiting for nme at
every one."

He took a slip of paper fromthe side pocket of his coat, but, instead
of handing it to the young |lady, he remained staring at it with the
ut nost astoni shnent upon his face.

"Well, 1 never!"™ he exclained. "Look here, Robert; what do you cal
t his?"

"Hold it to the light. Wy, it's a fifty-pound Bank of Engl and note.
Not hi ng remar kabl e about it that | can see."

"On the contrary. |It's the queerest thing that ever happened to nme. |
can't make head or tail of it."

"Cone, then, Hector,"” cried Mss MiIntyre with a challenge in her eyes.
"Somet hi ng very queer happened to nme also to-day. |1'll bet a pair of

gl oves that nmy adventure was nore out of the common than yours, though
have nothing so nice to show at the end of it."

"Cone, 1'Il take that, and Robert here shall be the judge."
"State your cases." The young artist shut up his sketch-book, and

rested his head upon his hands with a face of nmock solemity.
"Ladies first! Go along Laura, though I think I know sonething



of your adventure already."
"It was this norning, Hector," she said. "Oh, by the way, the story wll
meke you wild. | had forgotten that. However, you nustn't mnd
because, really, the poor fellow was perfectly mad."

"What on earth was it?" asked the young officer, his eyes travelling
fromthe bank-note to his _fiancee_.

"Oh, it was harm ess enough, and yet you will confess it was very queer

| had gone out for a walk, but as the snow began to fall | took shelter
under the shed which the workmen have built at the near end of the great
new house. The nen have gone, you know, and the owner is supposed to be
com ng to-morrow, but the shed is still standing. | was sitting

t here upon a packi ng-case when a nman cane down the road and stopped
under the sane shelter. He was a quiet, pale-faced nman, very tall and
thin, not much nore than thirty, | should think, poorly dressed, but
with the | ook and bearing of a gentleman. He asked ne one or two
gquestions about the village and the people, which, of course,

answered, until at |last we found ourselves chatting away in the

pl easant est and easi est fashion about all sorts of things. The tine
passed so quickly that | forgot all about the snow until he drew ny
attention to its having stopped for the nonent. Then, just as |

was turning to go, what in the world do you suppose that he did?

He took a step towards nme, | ooked in a sad pensive way into ny face, and

said: | wonder whether you could care for me if | were without a
penny.' Wasn't it strange? | was so frightened that | whisked out of
the shed, and was off down the road before he could add another word.
But really, Hector, you need not | ook so black, for when |I | ook back at

it 1 can quite see fromhis tone and manner that he neant no harm He
was thinking aloud, without the |east intention of being offensive.
I am convinced that the poor fellow was mad."

"Huml There was sone nethod in his nadness, it seens to ne," renarked
her brother.

"There woul d have been some nethod in my kicking," said the |ieutenant

savagely. "l never heard of a nore outrageous thing in ny life."
"Now, | said that you would be wild!" She laid her white hand upon the
sl eeve of his rough frieze jacket. "It was nothing. | shall never see

the poor fellow again. He was evidently a stranger to this part of the
country. But that was my little adventure. Now |l et us have yours."

The young man crackl ed the bank-note between his fingers and thunb,
whi | e he passed his other hand over his hair with the action of a man
who strives to collect hinself.

"It is some ridiculous m stake," he said. "I nust try and set it right.
Yet | don't know how to set about it either. | was going down to the
village fromthe Vicarage just after dusk when | found a fellowin a
trap who had got hinself into broken water. One wheel had sunk into the
edge of the ditch which had been hidden by the snow, and the whol e thing
was high and dry, with a |ist to starboard enough to slide himout of
his seat. | lent a hand, of course, and soon had the wheel in the road
again. It was quite dark, and | fancy that the fellow thought that I
was a bunpkin, for we did not exchange five words. As he drove off he



shoved this into ny hand. It is the nmerest chance that | did not chuck

it away, for, feeling that it was a crunpled piece of paper, | inmagined
that it nust be a tradesman's advertisenment or sonething of the kind.
However, as luck would have it, | put it in nmy pocket, and there | found
it when | | ooked for the dates of our cruise. Now you know as nuch of

the matter as | do."

Brot her and sister stared at the black and white crinkled note with
astoni shment upon their faces.

"Why, your unknown traveller nust have been Monte Cristo, or Rothschild
at the least!" said Robert. "I am bound to say, Laura, that | think you
have | ost your bet."

"Ch, | amquite content to lose it. | never heard of such a piece of
luck. What a perfectly delightful man this nust be to know. "

"But | can't take his noney," said Hector Spurling, |ooking somewhat
ruefully at the note. "A little prize-noney is all very well inits
way, but a Johnny must draw the |line somewhere. Besides it must have
been a mistake. And yet he neant to give ne sonething big, for

he could not m stake a note for a coin. | suppose |I nust advertise for
the fellow"

"It seens a pity too," remarked Robert. "I nust say that | don't quite
see it in the sane light that you do."

"Indeed | think that you are very Quixotic, Hector," said Laura
Mclntyre. "Why shoul d you not accept it in the spirit in which it was
meant? You did this stranger a service--perhaps a greater service than
you know of--and he nmeant this as a little nmenento of the occasion

I do not see that there is any possible reason agai nst your keeping it."

"Ch, cone!" said the young sailor, with an enbarrassed | augh, "it is not
quite the thing--not the sort of story one would care to tell at ness.”
"I'n any case you are off to-norrow norning," observed Robert. "You have
no time to make inquiries about the nysterious Croesus. You nust really
make the best of it."

"Well, | ook here, Laura, you put it in your work-basket," cried Hector
Spurling. "You shall be ny banker, and if the rightful owner turns up
then | can refer himto you. |If not, | suppose we nmust look on it as a
ki nd of sal vage-noney, though | am bound to say | don't feel entirely
confortable about it." He rose to his feet, and threw the note down
into the brown basket of col oured wools which stood beside her

“Now, Laura, | must up anchor, for | prom sed the governor to be back by
nine. It won't be long this tine, dear, and it shall be the |ast.

Good- bye, Robert! Good |uck!"

"Good- bye, Hector! _Bon voyage! _
The young artist remained by the table, while his sister followed her
lover to the door. |In the dimlight of the hall he could see their
figures and overhear their words.

"Next time, little girl?"



"Next time be it, Hector."
"And not hing can part us?"
"Not hi ng. "

“I'n the whol e worl d?"
"Not hi ng. "

Robert discreetly closed the door. A nonment later a thud from w thout,
and the quick footsteps crunching on the snowtold himthat their
visitor had departed.

CHAPTER I I .

THE TENANT OF THE NEW HALL.

The snow had ceased to fall, but for a week a hard frost had held the
country side inits iron grip. The roads rang under the horses' hoofs,
and every wayside ditch and runlet was a street of ice. Over the |long
undul ating | andscape the red brick houses peeped out warmly agai nst the
spot | ess background, and the lines of grey snoke streaned straight up
into the windless air. The sky was of the lightest pal est blue, and the
norni ng sun, shining through the distant fog-w eaths of Birmnm ngham
struck a subdued gl ow fromthe broad-spread snow fields which nm ght

have gl addened the eyes of an artist.

It did gladden the heart of one who viewed it that norning fromthe
sumrit of the gently-curving Tanfield Hill Robert MlIntyre stood with

his el bows upon a gate-rail, his Tamo'-Shanter hat over his eyes, and a
short briar-root pipe in his mouth, |ooking slowy about him wth the
absorbed air of one who breathes his fill of Nature. Beneath himto the

north lay the village of Tanfield, red walls, grey roofs, and a
scattered bristle of dark trees, with his own little El ndene nestling
back fromthe broad, white w nding Bi rmi ngham Road. At the other

side, as he slowy faced round, lay a vast stone building, white and
clear-cut, fresh fromthe builders' hands. A great tower shot up from
one corner of it, and a hundred wi ndows twi nkled ruddily in the

light of the norning sun. A little distance fromit stood a second
small square lowlying structure, with a tall chimey rising fromthe
mdst of it, rolling out a |ong plume of snoke into the frosty air

The whol e vast structure stood within its own grounds, enclosed by a
stately park wall, and surrounded by what would in tine be an extensive
plantation of fir-trees. By the |odge gates a vast pile of _debris_,
with lines of sheds for worknen, and huge heaps of planks from

scaffol dings, all proclainmed that the work had only just been brought to
an end.

Robert MiIntyre | ooked down with curious eyes at the broad-spread
building. It had long been a nystery and a subject of gossip for the
whol e country side. Hardly a year had el apsed since the rumour had



first gone about that a millionaire had bought a tract of | and,

and that it was his intention to build a country seat upon it. Since
then the work had been pushed on night and day, until now it was
finished to the last detail in a shorter tine than it takes to build
many a si x-rooned cottage. Every norning two | ong special trains had
arrived from Bi rm ngham carrying down a great arny of |abourers, who
were relieved in the evening by a fresh gang, who carried on their task
under the rays of twelve enormous electric lights. The nunber of

wor kmen appeared to be only limted by the space into which they could
be fitted. Geat lines of waggons conveyed the white Portland stone
fromthe depot by the station. Hundreds of busy toilers handed it over,
shaped and squared, to the actual nmasons, who swung it up with steam
cranes on to the growing walls, where it was instantly fitted and
nortared by their conpanions. Day by day the house shot higher, while
pillar and cornice and carving seened to bud out fromit as if by nmagic.
Nor was the work confined to the main building. A |large separate
structure sprang up at the sane tinme, and there came gangs of pal e-faced
men from London with nuch extraordi nary nmachi nery, vast cylinders,
wheel s and wires, which they fitted up in this outlying building.

The great chimey which rose fromthe centre of it, conmbined with these
strange furnishings, seened to nmean that it was reserved as a factory or
pl ace of business, for it was runmoured that this rich man's hobby was
the sane as a poor man's necessity, and that he was fond of working with
his own hands am d chenicals and furnaces. Scarce, too, was the second
storey begun ere the wood-workers and plunbers and furni shers were busy
beneath, carrying out a thousand strange and costly schenes for the
greater confort and conveni ence of the owner. Singular stories were
told all round the country, and even in Birm nghamitself, of the
extraordinary luxury and the absolute disregard for noney which marked
all these arrangements. No sum appeared to be too great to spend upon
the smal |l est detail which nmght do away with or |essen any of the petty
i nconveni ences of life. Wggons and waggons of the richest furniture
had passed through the village between lines of staring villagers.
Costly skins, glossy carpets, rich rugs, ivory, and ebony, and netal
every glinpse into these storehouses of treasure had given rise to sone
new | egend. And finally, when all had been arranged, there had cone a
staff of forty servants, who heral ded the approach of the owner,

M. Raffles Haw hinself.

It was no wonder, then, that it was with considerable curiosity that
Robert MclIntyre | ooked down at the great house, and nmarked the snoking
chi meys, the curtai ned wi ndows, and the other signs which showed that
its tenant had arrived. A vast area of greenhouses gleaned |like a | ake
on the further side, and beyond were the long |lines of stables and

out houses. Fifty horses had passed through Tanfield the week before, so
that, large as were the preparations, they were not nore than woul d be
needed. Who and what could this man be who spent his nobney with so

| avi sh a hand? Hi s name was unknown. Birnm ngham was as ignorant as
Tanfield as to his origin or the sources of his wealth. Robert MlIntyre
brooded | anguidly over the problem as he | eaned agai nst the gate,
puffing his blue clouds of bird s-eye into the crisp, still air.

Suddenly his eye caught a dark figure enmerging fromthe Avenue gates and
striding up the winding road. A few m nutes brought himnear enough to
show a faniliar face | ooking over the stiff collar and fromunder the
soft bl ack hat of an English clergynman.



" CGood- norni ng, M. Spurling."

"Ah, good-norning, Robert. How are you? Are you com ng nmy way?
How sl i ppery the roads are!"

Hi s round, kindly face was beam ng with good nature, and he took little
junmps as he wal ked, |like a man who can hardly contain hinself for
pl easure.

"Have you heard from Hector?"

"Ch, yes. He went off all right |ast Wdnesday from Spithead, and he
will wite from Madeira. But you generally have | ater news at El ndene
than | have."

"I don't know whether Laura has heard. Have you been up to see the
new comer ?"

"Yes; | have just left him"
"I's he a married man--this M. Raffl es Haw?"

"No, he is a bachelor. He does not seemto have any relations either
as far as | could learn. He lives alone, am d his huge staff of
servants. It is a nost renmarkable establishment. It made ne think of
the Arabian Nights."

"And the man? What is he |ike?"

"He is an angel --a positive angel. | never heard or read of such
ki ndness in nmy life. He has made ne a happy nman."

The clergyman's eyes sparkled with enotion, and he blew his nose |oudly
in his big red handkerchief.

Robert MlIntyre | ooked at himin surprise.
"I amdelighted to hear it," he said. "May | ask what he has done?"

"I went up to him by appointnment this norning. | had witten asking
himif | mght call. | spoke to himof the parish and its needs, of ny
long struggle to restore the south side of the church, and of our
efforts to help ny poor parishioners during this hard weat her

While | spoke he said not a word, but sat with a vacant face, as though
he were not listening to me. Wen | had finished he took up his pen.
"How much will it take to do the church?" he asked. 'A thousand
pounds,' | answered; 'but we have already raised three hundred anong
ourselves. The Squire has very handsonely given fifty pounds.' 'Well,’
sai d he, 'how about the poor folk? How many fanilies are there?

' About three hundred,' | answered. 'And coals, | believe, are at about
a pound a ton', said he. 'Three tons ought to see themthrough the rest
of the winter. Then you can get a very fair pair of blankets for

two pounds. That would make five pounds per famly, and seven hundred

for the church.' He dipped his pen in the ink, and, as | ama living
man, Robert, he wote nme a cheque then and there for two thousand two
hundred pounds. | don't know what | said; | felt like a fool; | could

not stamrer out words with which to thank him Al my troubl es have



been taken from ny shoulders in an instant, and indeed, Robert, | can
hardly realise it."

"He must be a nobst charitable man."

"Extraordinarily so. And so unpretending. One would think that it was
I who was doing the favour and he who was the beggar. | thought of that
passage about meking the heart of the widow sing for joy. He nmade ny

heart sing for joy, | can tell you. Are you comng up to the Vicarage?"

"No, thank you, M. Spurling. | must go hone and get to work on my new
picture. |It's a five-foot canvas--the | anding of the Romans in Kent.
I must have another try for the Acadeny. Good-norning."

He rai sed his hat and conti nued down the road, while the vicar turned
off into the path which led to his hone.

Robert MiIntyre had converted a | arge bare roomin the upper storey of

El ndene into a studio, and thither he retreated after lunch. It was as
wel | that he should have some little den of his own, for his father
would talk of little save of his | edgers and accounts, while Laura had
becone peevi sh and querul ous since the one tie which held her to
Tanfield had been removed. The chanber was a bare and bl eak one,

un- papered and un-carpeted, but a good fire sparkled in the grate, and
two | arge wi ndows gave himthe needful light. His easel stood in

the centre, with the great canvas bal anced across it, while against the
walls there | eaned his two | ast attenpts, "The Murder of Thomas of
Canterbury" and "The Signing of Magna Charta." Robert had a weakness
for large subjects and broad effects. |If his anbition was greater than
his skill, he had still all the love of his art and the patience under

di scouragenent which are the stuff out of which successful painters are
made. Twice his brace of pictures had journeyed to town, and tw ce

they had conme back to him until the finely gilded franes which had nade
such a call upon his purse began to show signs of these varied
adventures. Yet, in spite of their depressing conpany, Robert turned

to his fresh work with all the enthusiasmwhich a conviction of ultimte
success can inspire.

But he could not work that afternoon.

In vain he dashed in his background and outlined the long curves of the
Roman gal |l eys. Do what he would, his mind would still wander fromhis
work to dwell upon his conversation with the vicar in the norning. Hs
i magi nati on was fascinated by the idea of this strange man |iving al one
amd a cromd, and yet wi el ding such a power that with one dash of

his pen he could change sorrow into joy, and transformthe condition of
a whol e parish. The incident of the fifty-pound note cane back to his
mnd. It nust surely have been Raffles Haw wi th whom Hector Spurling
had conme in contact. There could not be two nen in one parish to whom
so large a sumwas of so small an account as to be thrown to a
bystander in return for a trifling piece of assistance. O course, it
nmust have been Raffles Haw. And his sister had the note, with
instructions to return it to the owner, could he be found. He threw
aside his palette, and descending into the sitting-roomhe told Laura
and his father of his nmorning's interview with the vicar, and of his
conviction that this was the man of whom Hector was in quest.



"Tut! Tut!" said old McIntyre. "How is this, Laura? | knew nothing of
this. What do wonmen know of noney or of business? Hand the note over
to me and | shall relieve you of all responsibility. | wll take
everyt hi ng upon nysel f."

"I cannot possibly, papa,"” said Laura, with decision. "I should not
think of parting with it."

"What is the world coming to?" cried the old man, with his thin hands

held up in protest. "You grow nore undutiful every day, Laura. This
money woul d be of use to me--of use, you understand. It may be the
corner-stone of the vast business which | shall re-construct. | wll
use it, Laura, and I will pay sonething--four, shall we say, or even
four and a-half--and you may have it back on any day. And | will give
security--the security of my--well, of ny word of honour."

"It is quite inpossible, papa," his daughter answered coldly. "It is
not my noney. Hector asked ne to be his banker. Those were his very
words. It is not in ny power to lend it. As to what you say, Robert,

you may be right or you may be wrong, but | certainly shall not give M.
Raffl es Haw or anyone el se the nmoney wi thout Hector's express command.”

"You are very right about not giving it to M. Raffles Haw," cried old
Mclntyre, with nmany nods of approbation. "I should certainly not let it
go out of the famly."

"Well, 1 thought that |I would tell you."

Robert picked up his Tam o' - Shanter and strolled out to avoid the

di scussion between his father and sister, which he saw was about to be
renewed. His artistic nature revolted at these petty and sordid

di sputes, and he turned to the crisp air and the broad | andscape to
soothe his ruffled feelings. Avarice had no place anpbng his failings,
and his father's perpetual chatter about noney inspired himwth a
positive | oathing and di sgust for the subject.

Robert was | ounging slowy along his favourite wal k which curled over
the hill, with his mnd turning fromthe Roman invasion to the
nysterious mllionaire, when his eyes fell upon a tall, |ean nman

in front of him who, with a pipe between his |ips, was endeavouring to
light a match under cover of his cap. The nman was clad in a rough
pea-jacket, and bore traces of snobke and grinme upon his face and hands.
Yet there is a Freemasonry anpong snokers which overrides every socia

di fference, so Robert stopped and held out his case of fusees.

"A light?" said he.

"Thank you." The man picked out a fusee, struck it, and bent his head
toit. He had a pale, thin face, a short straggling beard, and a very
sharp and curving nose, with decision and character in the straight
thick eyebrows which alnmobst nmet on either side of it. Cearly a
superi or kind of workman, and possi bly one of those who had been

enpl oyed in the construction of the new house. Here was a chance of
getting sonme first-hand information on the question which had aroused
his curiosity. Robert waited until he had lit his pipe, and then wal ked
on beside him



"Are you going in the direction of the new Hall?" he asked.
"Yes."
The man's voice was cold, and his manner reserved.

"Per haps you were engaged in the building of it?"

"Yes, | had a hand init."

"They say that it is a wonderful place inside. It has been quite the
talk of the district. 1Is it as rich as they say?"

"I amsure | don't know. | have not heard what they say."

His attitude was certainly not encouraging, and it seened to Robert that
he gave little sidelong suspicious glances at himout of his keen grey
eyes. Yet, if he were so careful and discreet there was the nore reason
to think that there was information to be extracted, if he could but
find a way to it.

"Ah, there it lies!™ he remarked, as they topped the brow of the hill
and | ooked down once nore at the great building. "Well, no doubt it is
very gorgeous and splendid, but really for my owmn part | would rather
live in my omm little box down yonder in the village."

The workman puffed gravely at his pipe.

"You are no great admrer of wealth, then?" he said.

"Not I. | should not care to be a penny richer than I am O course
should like to sell ny pictures. One nust nake a living. But beyond
that | ask nothing. | dare say that |, a poor artist, or you, a man who

wor k for your bread, have nore happi ness out of |ife than the owner of
t hat great pal ace,"

"Indeed, | think that it is nore than likely,"
much nore conciliatory voice

the other answered, in a

"Art," said Robert, warmng to the subject, "is her own reward. What
nmere bodily indul gence is there which noney could buy which can give
that deep thrill of satisfaction which cones on the man who has

concei ved sonet hi ng new, sonething beautiful, and the daily delight as
he sees it grow under his hand, until it stands before hima conpleted
whole? Wth nmy art and without wealth | am happy. Wthout ny art |
shoul d have a void which no nmoney could fill. But | really don't know

why | should say all this to you."

The wor kman had st opped, and was staring at himearnestly with a | ook of
the deepest interest upon his snoke-darkened features.

"I amvery glad to hear what you say," said he. "It is a pleasure to
know that the worship of gold is not quite universal, and that there are
at | east sone who can rise above it. Wuld you nmind ny shaking you by

t he hand?"

It was a somewhat extraordinary request, but Robert rather prided



hi nmsel f upon his Bohenianism and upon his happy facility for making
friends with all sorts and conditions of nen. He readily exchanged a
cordial grip with his chance acquai ntance.

"You expressed some curiosity as to this house. | know the grounds
pretty well, and nmight perhaps show you one or two little things which
woul d interest you. Here are the gates. WII you cone in with me?"

Here was, indeed, a chance. Robert eagerly assented, and wal ked up the
wi nding drive amd the growing fir-trees. Wen he found his uncouth

gui de, however, marchi ng straight across the broad, gravel square to the
mai n entrance, he felt that he had placed hinself in a false position.
"Surely not through the front door," he whispered, plucking his
conpani on by the sleeve. "Perhaps M. Raffles Haw nmight not like it."

"I don't think there will be any difficulty," said the other, with a
quiet smle. "My nane is Raffles Haw "

CHAPTER 1 11.

A HOUSE OF WONDERS.

Robert Mlintyre's face nust have expressed the utter astoni shnent which
filled his mnd at this nost unl ooked-for announcenment. For a nmonment he
t hought that his conpani on nust be joking, but the ease and assurance
with which he | ounged up the steps, and the deep respect with which a
richly-clad functionary in the hall swung open the door to admit him
showed that he spoke in sober earnest. Raffles Haw gl anced back, and
seeing the | ook of absolute amazenent upon the young artist's features,
he chuckl ed quietly to hinself.

"You will forgive me, won't you, for not disclosing my identity?" he
said, laying his hand with a friendly gesture upon the other's sleeve.
"Had you known me you woul d have spoken less freely, and | should not
have had the opportunity of |earning your true worth. For exanple,
you might hardly have been so frank upon the matter of wealth had you
known that you were speaking to the master of the Hall."

"I don't think that | was ever so astonished in nmy life," gasped Robert.

"Naturally you are. How could you take nme for anything but a workmn?
So | am Chenmistry is one of ny hobbies, and I spend hours a day in ny
| aboratory yonder. | have only just struck work, and as | had inhal ed
sone not-over-pl easant gases, | thought that a turn down the road and a
whi ff of tobacco m ght do ne good. That was how | cane to neet you, and
my toilet, |I fear, corresponded only too well with nmy snoke-grined face.
But | rather fancy | know you by repute. Your nane is Robert Mlntyre,
is it not?"

"Yes, though I cannot inmagi ne how you knew. "

"Well, | naturally took some little trouble to | earn sonething of ny



nei ghbours. | had heard that there was an artist of that nanme, and
presune that artists are not very nunerous in Tanfield. But how do you
like the design? | hope it does not offend your trained taste."

"I ndeed, it is wonderful--marvellous! You nust yourself have an
extraordinary eye for effect.”

"COh, | have no taste at all; not the slightest. | cannot tell good from
bad. There never was such a conplete Philistine. But |I had the best
man i n London down, and another fellow from Vienna. They fixed it up
bet ween them "

They had been standing just within the fol ding doors upon a huge nat of
bi son skins. In front of themlay a great square court, paved with
many- col oured nmarbles laid out in a | abyrinth of arabesque design

In the centre a high fountain of carved jade shot five thin feathers of
spray into the air, four of which curved towards each corner of the
court to descend into broad marble basins, while the fifth nounted
straight up to an i mense hei ght, and then tinkled back into the centra
reservoir. On either side of the court a tall, graceful palmtree shot
up its slender stemto break into a crown of drooping green |eaves sone
fifty feet above their heads. All round were a series of Mborish
arches, in jade and serpentine marble, with heavy curtains of the
deepest purple to cover the doors which |lay between them In front, to
right and to left, a broad staircase of narble, carpeted with rich thick
Snyrna rug work, |ed upwards to the upper storeys, which were arranged
around the central court. The tenperature within was warm and yet
fresh, like the air of an English Muy.

"It's taken fromthe Al hanbra,"” said Raffles Haw. "The palmtrees are
pretty. They strike right through the building into the ground beneat h,
and their roots are all girt round with hot-water pipes. They seemto
thrive very well.'

"What beautifully delicate brass-work!" cried Robert, |looking up with
admring eyes at the bright and infinitely fragile netal trellis screens
whi ch adorned the spaces between the Moorish arches.

"It is rather neat. But it is not brass-work. Brass is not tough
enough to allow themto work it to that degree of fineness. It is gold.
But just cone this way with me. You won't mind waiting while | renpve
this snoke?"

He led the way to a door upon the left side of the court, which, to
Robert's surprise, swng slowy open as they approached it.

"That is a little inprovenent which | have adopted,” remarked the naster
of the house. "As you go up to a door your weight upon the planks

rel eases a spring which causes the hinges to revolve. Pray step in
This is my own little sanctum and furnished after ny own heart."”

I f Robert expected to see sone fresh exhibition of wealth and | uxury he
was woeful ly di sappointed, for he found hinself in a |large but bare
room with alittle iron truckle-bed in one corner, a few scattered
wooden chairs, a dingy carpet, and a | arge table heaped w th books,
bottl es, papers, and all the other _debris_ which collect around a busy
and untidy man. Motioning his visitor into a chair, Raffles Haw pull ed
off his coat, and, turning up the sleeves of his coarse flanne



shirt, he began to plunge and scrub in the warm water which flowed from
atap in the wall

"You see how sinple ny own tastes are,"” he remarked, as he nopped his

dripping face and hair with the towel. "This is the only roomin ny
great house where | find nmyself in a congenial atnosphere. It is honely
to me. | can read here and snoke ny pipe in peace. Anything like

| uxury is abhorrent to ne."

"Really, | should not have though it," observed Robert.

"It is a fact, | assure you. You see, even with your views as to the
wort hl essness of wealth, views which, I amsure, are very sensible and
much to your credit, you nust allow that if a man shoul d happen to be
the possessor of vast--well, let us say of considerabl e--suns of noney,
it is his duty to get that noney into circulation, so that the conmunity
may be the better for it. There is the secret of ny fine feathers.

I have to exert all my ingenuity in order to spend ny incone, and yet
keep the noney in legitimte channels. For exanple, it is very easy to
gi ve noney away, and no doubt | could di spose of ny surplus, or part of
my surplus, in that fashion, but | have no wi sh to pauperise anyone, or

to do m schief by indiscrimnate charity. | nust exact some sort of
noney's worth for all the noney which | lay out You see ny point, don't
you?"

"Entirely; though really it is sonmething novel to hear a nan conpl ai n of
the difficulty of spending his incone."

"I assure you that it is a very serious difficulty with me. But | have
hit upon some pl ans--sone very pretty plans. WII| you wash your hands?
Wel |, then, perhaps you would care to have a | ook round. Just come into
this corner of the room and sit upon this chair. So. Now |l wll sit
upon this one, and we are ready to start."

The angl e of the chanber in which they sat was painted for about six
feet in each direction of a dark chocol ate-brown, and was furnished with
two red plush seats protruding fromthe walls, and in striking contrast
with the sinplicity of the rest of the apartnent.

"This," remarked Raffles Haw, "is a lift, though it is so closely joined
to the rest of the roomthat wi thout the change in colour it m ght
puzzle you to find the division. It is nade to run either horizontally
or vertically. This line of knobs represents the various roons.

You can see 'Dining,' 'Smoking,' 'Billiard,' 'Library' and so on, upon
them | will show you the upward action. | press this one with

"Kitchen' wupon it."

There was a sense of notion, a very slight jar, and Robert, wi thout
movi ng from his seat, was conscious that the room had vani shed, and that
a large arched oaken door stood in the place which it had occupi ed.

"That is the kitchen door," said Raffles Haw. "I have nmy kitchen at the
top of the house. | cannot tolerate the snell of cooking. W have cone
up eighty feet in a very few seconds. Now | press again and here we are
in my roomonce nore."

Robert Mcintyre stared about himin astoni shnent.



"The wonders of science are greater than those of mmgic" he remarked.

"Yes, it is a pretty little mechanism Now we try the horizontal
| press the 'Dining' knob and here we are, you see. Step towards the
door, and you will find it open in front of you."

Robert did as he was bid, and found hinself with his conpanion in a
large and | ofty room while the |ift, the instant that it was freed from
their weight, flashed back to its original position. Wth his feet
sinking into the soft rich carpet, as though he were ankl e-deep in sone
nossy bank, he stared about him at the great pictures which Iined the
wal | s.

"Surely, surely, | see Raphael's touch there" he cried, pointing up at
t he one which faced him

"Yes, it is a Raphael, and | believe one of his best. | had a very
exciting bid for it with the French Government. They wanted it for the
Louvre, but of course at an auction the | ongest purse must win."

"And this "Arrest of Catiline' nust be a Rubens. One cannot m stake
his splendid nen and his infanmous wonen."

"Yes, it is a Rubens. The other two are a Vel asquez and a Teniers, fair
speci mens of the Spanish and of the Dutch schools. | have only old
masters here. The noderns are in the billiard-room The furniture here
is alittle curious. |In fact, | fancy that it is unique. It is nmade of
ebony and narwhal s’ horns. You see that the | egs of everything are of
spiral ivory, both the table and the chairs. It cost the upholsterer
sone little pains, for the supply of these things is a strictly limted
one. Curiously enough, the Chinese Enperor had given a |large order for
narwhal s' horns to repair sone ancient pagoda, which was fenced in with
them but | outbid himin the market, and his celestial highness has had
to wait. There is a lift here in the corner, but we do not need it.
Pray step through this door. This is the billiard-room" he continued
as they advanced into the adjoining room "You see | have a few recent
pictures of nmerit upon the walls. Here is a Corot, two Meissoniers, a
Bouguereau, a MIllais, an Orchardson, and two Al ma- Tademas. |t seens to
me to be a pity to hang pictures over these walls of carved oak

Look at those birds hopping and singing in the branches. They really
seemto nove and twitter, don't they?"

"They are perfect. | never saw such exquisite work. But why do you
call it a billiard-room M. Haw? | do not see any board."

"Oh, a board is such a clunsy unconpromi sing piece of furniture. It is

al ways in the way unless you actually need to use it. |In this case the
board is covered by that square of polished maple which you see let into
the floor. Now | put ny foot upon this notor. You see!" As he spoke,
the central portion of the flooring flew up, and a nost beautifu
tortoise-shell-plated billiard-table rose up to its proper position.

He pressed a second spring, and a bagatelle-table appeared in the sane
fashion. "You nmay have card-tables or what you will by setting the
levers in notion," he remarked. "But all this is very trifling.

Perhaps we may find sonmething in the nmuseum whi ch may be of nore
interest to you."



He |l ed the way into another chanber, which was furnished in antique
style, with hangings of the rarest and richest tapestry. The floor was
a nosaic of coloured marbles, scattered over with mats of costly fur
There was little furniture, but a nunber of Louis Quatorze cabinets

of ebony and silver with delicately-painted plaques were ranged round
the apartnent.

"It is perhaps hardly fair to dignify it by the name of a nmuseum" said

Raffles Haw. "It consists nmerely of a few elegant trifles which I have
pi cked up here and there. Gems are ny strongest point. | fancy that

t here, perhaps, | mght challenge conparison with any private collector
in the world. | lock themup, for even the best servants may be
tenpted.”

He took a silver key fromhis watch chain, and began to unl ock and draw
out the drawers. A cry of wonder and of admiration burst from Robert
Mclntyre, as his eyes rested upon case after case filled with the nost
magni fi cent stones. The deep still red of the rubies, the clear
scintillating green of the emeralds, the hard glitter of the di anonds,
the many shifting shades of beryls, of amethysts, of onyxes, of

cats' -eyes, of opals, of agates, of cornelians seened to fill the whole
chanber with a vague twi nkling, many-coloured light. Long slabs of the
beautiful blue lapis lazuli, magnificent bl oodstones, specinens of pink
and red and white coral, long strings of lustrous pearls, all these were
tossed out by their owner as a carel ess school boy m ght pour narbles
from his bag.

"This isn't bad," he said, holding up a great glow ng yell ow nass as

large as his own head. "It is really a very fine piece of anmber. It was
forwarded to me by nmy agent at the Baltic. Twenty-eight pounds, it

wei ghs. | never heard of so fine a one. | have no very large
brilliants--there were no very |large ones in the market--but ny average

is good. Pretty toys, are they not?" He picked up a doubl e handful of
eneralds froma drawer, and then let themtrickle slowy back into
t he heap.

"Good heavens!" cried Robert, as he gazed fromcase to case. "It is an
i mense fortune in itself. Surely a hundred thousand pounds woul d
hardly buy so splendid a collection."

"I don't think that you would do for a valuer of precious stones,"” said
Raffl es Haw, |aughing. "Wy, the contents of that one little drawer of
brilliants could not be bought for the sum which you nane. | have a
meno. here of what | have expended up to date on ny collection, though
have agents at work who will probably nake very consi derabl e additions
toit within the next few weeks. As matters stand, however, | have
spent--let me see-pearls one forty thousand; eneralds, seven fifty;
rubies, eight forty; brilliants, nine twenty; onyxes--l1 have severa
very nice onyxes-two thirty. Oher gens, carbuncles, agates--hum Yes,
it figures out at just over four mllion seven hundred and forty
thousand. | dare say that we may say five nmillions, for | have not
counted the odd noney."

"Good gracious!" cried the young artist, with staring eyes.

"I have a certain feeling of duty in the matter. You see the cutting,



pol i shing, and general sale of stones is one of those industries which
is entirely dependent upon wealth. [If we do not support it, it must

| angui sh, which nmeans m sfortune to a considerabl e nunber of people.
The sane applies to the gold filigree work which you noticed in the
court. Wealth has its responsibilities, and the encouragenent of these
handi crafts are anong the npbst obvious of them Here is a nice ruby.

It is Burnese, and the fifth largest in existence. | aminclined to
think that if it were uncut it would be the second, but of course
cutting takes away a great deal." He held up the blazing red stone,
about the size of a chestnut, between his finger and thunmb for a moment,
and then threw it carelessly back into its drawer. "Cone into the

snmoki ng-room " he said; "you will need sone little refreshnent, for they

say that sight-seeing is the npst exhausting occupation in the world."

CHAPTER 1 V.

FROM CLI ME TO CLI ME,

The chamber in which the bew | dered Robert now found hinmself was nore

| uxurious, if less rich, than any which he had yet seen. Low settees of
claret-col oured plush were scattered in orderly disorder over a nopssy
Eastern carpet. Deep |ounges, reclining sofas, American rocking-chairs,
all were to be had for the choosing. One end of the roomwas wal |l ed by
gl ass, and appeared to open upon a |uxuriant hot-house. At the further
end a double line of gilt rails supported a profusion of the npst recent
magazi nes and periodicals. A rack at each side of the inlaid firepl ace
sustained a long line of the pipes of all places and nations--English
cherrywoods, French briars, German china-bow s, carved neerschauns,
scented cedar and nyal |l -wood, with Eastern narghiles, Turkish

chi booques, and two great gol den-topped hookahs. To right and left were
a series of small |ockers, extending in a treble row for the whol e
length of the room with the nanmes of the various brands of tobacco
scrolled in ivory work across them Above were other |arger tiers of
pol i shed oak, which held cigars and cigarettes.

"Try that Damascus settee,"” said the master of the house, as he threw
himself into a rocking-chair. "It is fromthe Sultan's uphol sterer

The Turks have a very good notion of confort. | ama confirned snmoker
nmysel f, M. Mlntyre, so | have been able, perhaps, to check ny
architect here nore than in nost of the other departnments. O pictures,
for example, | know nothing, as you would very speedily find out. On a
tobacco, | mght, perhaps, offer an opinion. Now these"--he drew out
some |long, beautifully-rolled, mellowcoloured cigars--"these are really
something a little out of the conmon. Do try one.”

Robert lit the weed which was offered to him and | eaned back

| uxuriously ami d his cushions, gazing through the blue balny fragrant
cloud-weaths at the extraordinary man in the dirty pea-jacket who
spoke of mllions as another m ght of sovereigns. Wth his pale face,
his sad, languid air, and his bowed shoulders, it was as though he were
crushed down under the weight of his own gold. There was a nute

apol ogy, an attitude of deprecation in his manner and speech, which was
strangely at variance with the immrense power which he w el ded.



To Robert the whol e whinsical incident had been intensely interesting
and amusing. His artistic nature blossonmed out in this atnosphere of
perfect luxury and confort, and he was conscious of a sense of repose
and of absolute sensual contentnent such as he had never before
experienced.

"Shall it be coffee, or Rhine wine, or Tokay, or perhaps sonething
stronger" asked Raffles Haw, stretching out his hand to what |ooked I|ike
a piano-board projecting fromthe wall. "I can reconmend the Tokay.

I have it fromthe man who supplies the Enperor of Austria, though
think I my say that | get the creamof it."

He struck twi ce upon one of the piano-notes, and sat expectant. Wth a
sharp click at the end of ten seconds a sliding shutter flew open, and a
smal |l tray protruded bearing two | ong tapering Venetian gl asses filled
wi th wi ne.

"I't works very nicely" said Raffles Haw. "It is quite a new thing--
never before done, as far as | know. You see the nanes of the various
wi nes and so on printed on the notes. By pressing the note down I
conplete an electric circuit which causes the tap in the cellars beneath
to remai n open |long enough to fill the glass which always stands beneath
it. The glasses, you understand, stand upon a revolving drum so that
there nust al ways be one there. The glasses are then brought up through
a pneumatic tube, which is set working by the increased wei ght of the

gl ass when the wine is added to it. It is a pretty little idea. But |
amafraid that | bore you rather with all these petty contrivances.

It is a whimof mne to push nechanismas far as it will go."

"On the contrary, | amfilled with interest and wonder," said Robert
warmy. "It is as if | had been suddenly whi pped up out of prosaic old
Engl and and transferred in an instant to sone enchanted pal ace, sone
Eastern hone of the Genii. | could not have believed that there existed
upon this earth such adaptation of nmeans to an end, such conplete
mastery of every detail which may aid in stripping life of any of its
petty worries."

"I have sonething yet to show you," remarked Raffles Haw, "but we wil
rest here for a few mnutes, for I w shed to have a word with you.
How i s the cigar?"

"Most excel lent."

"It was rolled in Louisiana in the old slavery days. There is nothing
made |i ke them now. The man who had them did not know their val ue.

He let themgo at nmerely a few shillings apiece. Now |l want you to do
me a favour, M. Mlintyre."

"l shall be so glad.”

"You can see nore or less how |l amsituated. | ama conplete stranger
here. Wth the well-to-do classes | have little in comobn. | amno
society man. | don't want to call or be called on. | ama student in a
small way, and a man of quiet tastes. | have no social ambitions at

all. Do you understand?”

"Entirely."



"On the other hand, ny experience of the world has been that it is the
rarest thing to be able to forma friendship with a poorer man--1 nean

with a man who is at all eager to increase his incone. They think nuch
of your wealth, and little of yourself. | have tried, you understand,

and | know." He paused and ran his fingers through his thin beard.

Robert MlIntyre nodded to show that he appreciated his position.
"Now, you see," he continued, "if | amto be cut off fromthe rich by

my own tastes, and fromthose who are not rich by my distrust of their
notives, ny situation is an isolated one. Not that | mind isolation: I

amused to it. But it limts nmy field of useful ness. | have no
trustworthy neans of informng nyself when and where | may do good.
| have already, | amglad to say, met a man to-day, your vicar, who

appears to be thoroughly unselfish and trustworthy. He shall be one of
nmy channel s of conmunication with the outer world. Mght | ask you
whet her you would be willing to becone another?"

"Wth the greatest pleasure,” said Robert eagerly.

The proposition filled his heart with joy, for it seenmed to give himan
al nost official connection with this paradi se of a house. He could not
have asked for anything nore to his taste.

"I was fortunate enough to discover by your conversation how high a
ground you take in such matters, and how entirely disinterested you are.
You may have observed that | was short and al nost rude with you at

first. | have had reason to fear and suspect all chance friendships.
Too often they have proved to be carefully planned beforehand, with sonme
sordid object in view. Good heavens, what stories | could tell you!

A lady pursued by a bull--1 have risked ny life to save her, and have

| earned afterwards that the scene had been arranged by the nother as

an effective introduction, and that the bull had been hired by the hour

But I won't shake your faith in human nature. | have had sone rude
shocks myself. | | ook, perhaps, with a jaundiced eye on all who cone
near ne. It is the nore needful that | should have one whom | can trust

to advise ne."

"I'f you will only show ne where ny opinion can be of any use | shall be
nost happy," said Robert. "My people cone from Birm ngham but | know
nost of the folk here and their position."

"That is just what | want. Mney can do so much good, and it may do so
much harm | shall consult you when | amin doubt. By the way, there
is one small question which | mght ask you now Can you tell ne who a
young lady is with very dark hair, grey eyes, and a finely chiselled
face? She wore a blue dress when | saw her, with astrachan about her
neck and cuffs."

Robert chuckl ed to hinsel f.

"I know that dress pretty well,"'
you descri be. "

he said. "It is ny sister Laura whom

"Your sister! Really! Wy, there is a resenbl ance, now that ny
attention is called to it. | saw her the other day, and wondered who



she m ght be. She lives with you, of course?"
"Yes; ny father, she, and | |ive together at El ndene."

"Where | hope to have the pleasure of mmking their acquaintance.

You have finished your cigar? Have another, or try a pipe. To the rea
snmoker all is nere trifling save the pipe. | have npbst brands of
tobacco here. The lockers are filled on the Monday, and on Sat urday
they are handed over to the old folk at the al nms-houses, so | nanage to
keep it pretty fresh always. Well, if you won't take anything else,
perhaps you would care to see one or two of the other effects which I
have devised. On this side is the arnoury, and beyond it the library.
My collection of books is a linmted one; there are just over the fifty
t housand volunes. But it is to sone extent remarkable for quality.

| have a Visigoth Bible of the fifth century, which I rather fancy is
uni que; there is a 'Biblia Pauperum of 1430; a MS. of Genesis done upon
nmul berry | eaves, probably of the second century; a 'Tristan and |seult
of the eighth century; and sonme hundred bl ack-letters, with five very
fine speci nens of Schoffer and Fust. But those you may turn over any
wet afternoon when you have nothing better to do. Meanwhile, | have a
little device connected with this smoking-room which may amuse you.
Light this other cigar. Now sit with nme upon this | ounge which

stands at the further end of the room™

The sofa in question was in a niche which was lined in three sides and
above with perfectly clear transparent crystal. As they sat down the
master of the house drew a cord which pulled out a crystal shutter
behind them so that they were enclosed on all sides in a great box of

gl ass, so pure and so highly polished that its presence m ght very
easily be forgotten. A nunber of golden cords with crystal handl es hung
down into this small chanmber, and appeared to be connected with a | ong
shi ni ng bar outside.

“"Now, where would you |ike to snmoke your cigar?" said Raffles Haw, with
a twinkle in his demure eyes. "Shall we go to India, or to Egypt, or to
China, or to--"

"To South Anerica," said Robert.

There was a twinkle, a whirr, and a sense of notion. The young arti st
gazed about himin absolute amazenent. Look where he would all round
were tree-ferns and palns with | ong drooping creepers, and a bl aze of
brilliant orchids. Snoking-room house, England, all were gone, and

he sat on a settee in the heart of a virgin forest of the Amazon.

It was no nere optical delusion or trick. He could see the hot steam
rising fromthe tropical undergrowth, the heavy drops falling from

the huge green |l eaves, the very grain and fibre of the rough bark which
clothed the trunks. Even as he gazed a green nmottled snake curled

noi sel essly over a branch above his head, and a bright-col oured

par oquet broke suddenly fromamd the foliage and flashed off anong the
tree-trunks. Robert gazed around, speechless with surprise, and finally
turned upon his host a face in which curiosity was not un-m xed with a
suspi ci on of fear.

"Peopl e have been burned for less, have they not?" cried Raffles Haw
l aughing heartily. "Have you had enough of the Amazon? What do you say
to a spell of Egypt?"



Again the whirr, the swift flash of passing objects, and in an instant a
huge desert stretched on every side of them as far as the eye could
reach. In the foreground a clunp of five palmtrees towered into the
air, with a profusion of rough cactus-like plants bristling fromtheir
base. On the other side rose a rugged, gnarled, grey nonolith, carved
at the base into a huge scarabaeus. A group of |izards played about on
the surface of the old carved stone. Beyond, the yell ow sand stretched
away into furthest space, where the dimmrage m st played al ong the
hori zon.

"M. Haw, | cannot understand it!" Robert grasped the velvet edge of the
settee, and gazed wildly about him

"The effect is rather startling, is it not? This Egyptian desert is ny
favourite when | lay nyself out for a contenplative snoke. It seens
strange that tobacco should have cone fromthe busy, practical West.

It has rmuch nore affinity for the dreany, |anguid East. But perhaps you
would Iike to run over to China for a change?"

"Not to-day," said Robert, passing his hand over his forehead. "I fee
rather confused by all these wonders, and indeed I think that they have
affected ny nerves a little. Besides, it is tine that | returned

to my prosaic Elndene, if | can find ny way out of this wilderness to
whi ch you have transplanted ne. But would you ease ny mind, M. Haw, by
showi ng ne how this thing is done?"

"It is the nerest toy--a conplex plaything, nothing nore. Allownme to
explain. | have a line of very |large greenhouses which extends from one
end of ny snoking-room These different houses are kept at varying
degrees of heat and hum dity so as to reproduce the exact climates of
Egypt, China, and the rest. You see, our crystal chanber is a tramay
running with a mininumof friction along a steel rod. By pulling this
or that handle | regulate how far it shall go, and it travels, as you
have seen, with anmazing speed. The effect of ny hot-houses is

hei ght ened by the roofs being invariably conceal ed by skies, which are
really very admirably painted, and by the introduction of birds and

ot her creatures, which seemto flourish quite as well in artificial as
in natural heat. This explains the South Anmerican effect.”

"But not the Egyptian."

“"No. It is certainly rather clever. | had the best nman in France, at

| east the best at those large effects, to paint in that circular
background. You understand, the pal ns, cacti, obelisk, and so on, are
perfectly genuine, and so is the sand for fifty yards or so, and | defy
the keenest-eyed man in England to tell where the deception conmences.
It is the famliar and perhaps rather meretricious effect of a circular
panorame, but carried out in the nost conplete manner. \WAs there

any ot her point?"

"The crystal box? Wiy was it?"

"To preserve nmy guests fromthe effects of the changes of tenperature.

It would be a poor kindness to bring themback to my snoking-room
drenched through, and with the seeds of a violent cold. The crystal has
to be kept warm too, otherw se vapour would deposit, and you would have



your view spoiled. But must you really go? Then here we are back in

t he smoking-room | hope that it will not be your last visit by many a
one. And if I may come down to El ndene | should be very glad to do so.
This is the way through the nuseum ™

As Robert Mclntyre energed fromthe bal my aronmatic at nosphere of the
great house, into the harsh, raw, biting air of an English w nter
evening, he felt as though he had been away for a long visit in sone
foreign country. Tine is neasured by inpressions, and so vivid and
novel had been his feelings, that weeks and weeks ni ght have el apsed
since his chat with the snoke-grined stranger in the road. He wal ked
along with his head in a whirl, his whole mnd possessed and intoxicated
by the one idea of the boundl ess wealth and the i mense power of this
extraordinary stranger. Snall and sordid and nean seened his own

El ndene as he approached it, and he passed over its threshold full of
restl ess di scontent against hinself and his surroundi ngs.

CHAPTER V.

LAURA' S REQUEST.

That night after supper Robert MlIntyre poured forth all that he had
seen to his father and to his sister. So full was he of the one subject
that it was a relief to himto share his know edge with others. Rather
for his own sake, then, than for theirs he depicted vividly all the
marvel s whi ch he had seen; the profusion of wealth, the rega
treasure-house of gens, the gold, the marble, the extraordi nary devices,
the absol ute | avishness and conpl ete disregard for noney which was shown
in every detail. For an hour he pictured with glowing words all the
wonders whi ch had been shown him and ended with sone pride by
describing the request which M. Raffles Haw had nade, and the conplete
confidence which he had placed in him

His words had a very different effect upon his two |isteners.

ad Mintyre | eaned back in his chair with a bitter smile upon his |ips,
his thin face crinkled into a thousand puckers, and his small eyes
shining with envy and greed. His |ean yellow hand upon the table was

cl enched until the knuckles gleaned white in the lanplight. Laura, on
the other hand, |eaned forward, her lips parted, drinking in her

brother's words with a gl ow of col our upon either cheek. It seened to
Robert, as he glanced fromone to the other of them that he had never
seen his father look so evil, or his sister so beautiful

"Who is the fellow, then?" asked the old man after a consi derabl e pause.
"l hope he got all this in an honest fashion. Five mllions in jewels,
you say. Good gracious ne! Ready to give it away, too, but afraid of
pauperi sing any one. You can tell him Robert, that you know of one
very deserving case which has not the slightest objection to being
pauperi sed. "

"But who can he possibly be, Robert?" cried Laura. "Haw cannot be his
real name. He nust be sone disguised prince, or perhaps a king in
exile. Onh, | should have |oved to have seen those di anonds and the



emeral ds! | always think that enmeral ds suit dark people best. You nust
tell me again all about that nuseum Robert."”

"l don't think that he is anything nore than he pretends to be," her
brot her answered. "He has the plain, quiet nmanners of an ordinary

m ddl e-cl ass Englishman. There was no particular polish that | could
see. He knew a little about books and pictures, just enough to
appreciate them but nothing nore. No, | fancy that he is a man quite
in our own position of life, who has in sone way inherited a vast sum

O course it is difficult for ne to forman estimate, but | should judge
that what | saw to-day--house, pictures, jewels, books, and so on--could
never have been bought under twenty millions, and | am sure that that
figure is entirely an under-statenent.”

"I never knew but one Haw," said old MIntyre, drunmmi ng his fingers on
the table; "he was a foreman in nmy pin-fire cartridge-case department.

But he was an elderly single man. Well, | hope he got it all honestly.
| hope the noney is clean."

"And really, really, he is comng to see us!" cried Laura, clapping her
hands. "Oh, when do you think he will conme, Robert? Do give ne
warning. Do you think it will be to-norrow?”

"l amsure | cannot say."

"l should so love to see him | don't know when | have been so
interested. "
"Why, you have a letter there,” remarked Robert. "From Hector, too, by

the foreign stanp. How is he?"

"It only cane this evening. | have not opened it yet. To tell the
truth, | have been so interested in your story that | had forgotten al
about it. Poor old Hector! It is from Madeira." She glanced rapidly

over the four pages of straggling witing in the young sailor's bold
school boyi sh hand. "Ch, he is all right," she said. "They had a gale
on the way out, and that sort of thing, but he is all right now

He thinks he may be back by March. | wonder whether your new friend
will conme to-norrow--your knight of the enchanted Castle.”

"Hardly so soon, | should fancy."

"I f he should be | ooking about for an investnent. Robert," said the
father, "you won't forget to tell himwhat a fine opening there is now
in the gun trade. Wth nmy knowl edge, and a few thousands at ny back, |
could bring himin his thirty per cent. as regular as the bank. After
all, he nmust lay out his noney somehow. He cannot sink it all in books
and precious stones. | amsure that | could give himthe highest
references.”

"It may be a long tine before he conmes, father," said Robert coldly;"
and when he does | amafraid that | can hardly use his friendship as a
means of advancing your interest."

"We are his equals, father," cried Laura with spirit. "Wuld you put us
on the footing of beggars? He would think we cared for himonly for his
money. | wonder that you should think of such a thing."



"If I had not thought of such things where would your education have
been, m ss?" retorted the angry old nman; and Robert stole quietly away
to his room whence am d his canvases he could still hear the hoarse
voice and the clear in their never-ending famly jangle. More and nore
sordi d seened the surroundings of his life, and nore and nore to be
val ued the peace which noney can buy.

Breakfast had hardly been cleared in the norning, and Robert had not yet
ascended to his work, when there canme a timd tapping at the door, and
there was Raffles Haw on the mat outside. Robert ran out and wel conmed
himwith all cordiality.

"I amafraid that | ama very early visitor," he said apol ogetically;

"but | often take a walk after breakfast." He had no traces of work
upon himnow, but was trimand neat with a dark suit, and carefully
brushed hair. "You spoke yesterday of your work. Perhaps, early as it

is, you would allow nme the privilege of |ooking over your studio?"

"Pray step in, M. Haw," cried Robert, all in a flutter at this advance
fromso nunificent a patron of art; "I should be only too happy to show
you such little work as | have on hand, though, indeed, | am al npost

afraid when | think how famliar you are with sone of the greatest
mast erpi eces. Allow ne to introduce you to ny father and to ny sister
Laura."

O d MlIntyre bowed | ow and rubbed his thin hands together; but the young
| ady gave a gasp of surprise, and stared with wi dely-opened eyes at the

mllionaire. Maw stepped forward, however, and shook her quietly by the
hand,

"I expected to find that it was you," he said. "I have already net your
sister, M. Mlintyre, on the very first day that | came here. W took
shelter in a shed froma snowstorm and had quite a pleasant little
chat."

"I had no notion that | was speaking to the owner of the Hall," said
Laura in some confusion. "How funnily things turn out, to be sure!"”

"l had often wondered who it was that | spoke to, but it was only
yesterday that | discovered. What a sweet little place you have here!
It nmust be charming in sunmer. VWhy, if it were not for this hill ny
wi ndows woul d | ook straight across at yours."

"Yes, and we should see all your beautiful plantations," said Laura,

standi ng beside himin the window "I was w shing only yesterday that
the hill was not there."

"Really! | shall be happy to have it renoved for you if you would |ike
it."

"Good gracious!" cried Laura. "Wy, where would you put it?"

"Oh, they could run it along the line and dunp it anywhere. It is not
much of a hill. A few thousand men with proper machinery, and a |ine of
rails brought right up to themcould easily dispose of it in a few

nont hs. "



"And t he poor vicar's house?" Laura asked, | aughing.

"1 think that m ght be got over. W could run himup a facsinmle, which

woul d, perhaps, be nobre convenient to him Your brother will tell you
that | amquite an expert at the designing of houses. But, seriously,
if you think it would be an inprovenent | will see what can be done."

“"Not for the world, M. Haw. Wy, | should be a traitor to the whole
village if | were to encourage such a schene. The hill is the one thing
which gives Tanfield the slightest individuality. It would be the

hei ght of selfishness to sacrifice it in order to inprove the view
from El mdene. "

"It isalittle box of a place this, M. Haw' said old MlIntyre.

"I should think you nust feel quite stifled init after your grand

mansi on, of which nmy son tells nme such wonders. But we were

not al ways accustoned to this sort of thing, M. Haw. Hunble as | stand
here, there was a tinme, and not so |long ago, when | could wite as nany
figures on a cheque as any gunmeker in Birm ngham It was--"

"He is a dear discontented old papa,"” cried Laura, throwi ng her arm
round him in a caressing manner. He gave a sharp squeak and a grinace
of pain, which he endeavoured to hide by an outbreak of painfully
artificial coughing.

"Shall we go upstairs?" said Robert hurriedly, anxious to divert his
guest's attention fromthis little donmestic incident. "My studio is the
real atelier, for it is right up under the tiles. | shall lead the

way, if you will have the kindness to follow ne."

Leaving Laura and M. Mintyre, they went up together to the workroom
M. Haw stood long in front of the "Signing of Magna Charta," and the
"“Murder of Thomas a Becket," screwing up his eyes and twitching
nervously at his beard, while Robert stood by in anxi ous expectancy.

"And how much are these?" asked Raffles Haw at | ast.

"I priced themat a hundred apiece when | sent themto London."

"Then the best | can wish you is that the day nmay conme when you woul d
gladly give ten tines the sumto have them back again. | am sure that

there are great possibilities in you, and | see that in grouping and in
bol dness of design you have already achi eved much. But your draw ng, if

you will excuse my saying so, is just a little crude, and your colouring
perhaps a trifle thin. Now, | will make a bargain with you, M.
McIntyre, if you will consent to it. | know that noney has no charns
for you, but still, as you said when | first met you, a man nust live.

I shall buy these two canvases fromyou at the price which you nane,
subject to the condition that you nmay al ways have them back agai n by
repayi ng the sane sum"”

"You are really very kind." Robert hardly knew whet her to be delighted
at having sold his pictures or humiliated at the frank criticismof the
buyer.

"May | wite a cheque at once?" said Raffles Haw. "Here is pen and



ink. So! | shall send a couple of footnen down for themin the
afternoon. Well, | shall keep themin trust for you. | dare say

that when you are fanous they will be of value as speci mens of your
early manner."

"I amsure that | amextrenely obliged to you, M. Haw," said the young
artist, placing the cheque in his notebook. He glanced at it as he
folded it up, in the vague hope that perhaps this man of whins had
assessed his pictures at a higher rate than he had nanmed. The figures,
however, were exact. Robert began dimy to perceive that there were
drawbacks as well as advantages to the reputation of a noney-scorner
whi ch he had gained by a few chance words, pronpted rather by the
reaction against his father's than by his own real convictions.

"I hope, Mss MliIntyre," said Raffles Haw, when they had descended to

the sitting-roomonce nore, "that you will do me the honour of coming to
see the little curiosities which | have gathered together
Your brother will, | am sure, escort you up; or perhaps M. Mlntyre

woul d care to conme?"

"I shall be delighted to come, M. Haw' cried Laura, with her sweetest
smle. "A good deal of ny tine just nowis taken up in | ooking after
the poor people, who find the cold weather very trying." Robert raised
his eyebrows, for it was the first he had heard of his sister's m ssions
of mercy, but M. Raffles Haw nodded approvingly. "Robert was telling
us of your wonderful hot-houses. | amsure | wish | could transport the
whol e parish into one of them and give thema good warm"

"Not hi ng woul d be easier, but | amafraid that they mght find it a

little trying when they cane out again. | have one house which is only
just finished. Your brother has not seen it yet, but | think it is the
best of themall. It represents an Indian jungle, and is hot enough in

all conscience."

"I shall so look forward to seeing it," cried Laura, clasping her hands.
"It has been one of the dreans of my life to see India. | have read so
much of it, the tenples, the forests, the great rivers, and the tigers.
Why, you would hardly believe it, but | have never seen a tiger except
in a picture.”

"That can easily be set right,"
"Whul d you care to see one?"

said Raffles Haw, with his quiet smle.

"Ch, imensely."

"I will have one sent down. Let ne see, it is nearly twelve 0'clock

| can get a wire to Liverpool by one. There is a nman there who deals in
such things. | should think he would be due to-norrow norning. Well, |
shall look forward to seeing you all before very long. | have

rather outstayed ny time, for I ama nman of routine, and |I always put in
a certain number of hours in ny |aboratory.” He shook hands cordially
with themall, and |lighting his pipe at the doorstep, strolled off upon
hi s way.

"Well, what do you think of himnow?" asked Robert, as they watched
his black figure against the white snow



"I 