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    Tidal Basin was the toughest, poorest, lowest section of London, and somewhere in it's dark alleys lurked the Devil of Tidal Basin, terrifying the inhabitants , puzzling the police. What connection had the Devil with White Face, the lone bandit who roamed London unmolested? Superintendent Mason, one of the Yard's Big Five wanted to know, and what Superintendent Mason wanted to know he generally found out. Criminals knew him as "Sympathetic" Mason, because of his curious methods of cross-examination.


    But not until Janice Harmon fell in love with a man who had written her from South Africa did the tangled skeins of international crime, murder and mystery begin to sort themselves out - and the strange story of a cold blooded killer come out into the light at last.


    This is Edgar Wallace at his best - and Edgar Wallace is known the world over as "the KING of mystery writers.
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    Richard Horatio Edgar Wallace (1 April 1875 – 10 February 1932) was an English writer.


    Born into poverty as an illegitimate London child, Wallace left school at 12. He joined the army at 21 and was a war correspondent during the Second Boer War for Reuters and the Daily Mail. Struggling with debt, he left South Africa, returned to London and began writing thrillers to raise income, publishing books including The Four Just Men (1905). Drawing on time as a reporter in the Congo, covering the Belgian atrocities, Wallace serialised short stories in magazines, later publishing collections such as Sanders of the River (1911). He signed with Hodder and Stoughton in 1921 and became an internationally recognised author.


    After an unsuccessful bid to stand as Liberal MP for Blackpool (as one of David Lloyd George's Independent Liberals) in the 1931 general election, Wallace moved to Hollywood, where he worked as a script writer for RKO studios. He died suddenly from undiagnosed diabetes, during the initial drafting of King Kong (1933).


    A prolific writer, one of Wallace's publishers claimed that a quarter of all books then read in England were written by him. As well as journalism, Wallace wrote screen plays, poetry, historical non-fiction, 18 stage plays, 957 short stories and over 170 novels, 12 in 1929 alone. More than 160 films have been made of Wallace's work. He is remembered for the creation of King Kong, as a writer of 'the colonial imagination', for the J. G. Reeder detective stories, and the Green Archer. He sold over 50 million copies of his combined works in various editions and The Economist describes him as "one of the most prolific thriller writers of [the 20th] century", although few of his books are still in print in the UK.


    Wallace was born at 7 Ashburnham Grove, Greenwich, to actors Richard Horatio Edgar and Mary Jane "Polly" Richards, née Blair.


    Wallace's mother was born in 1843, in Liverpool, to an Irish Catholic family. Mary's family had been in show business and she worked in the theatre as a stagehand, usherette and bit-part actress until she married in 1867. Captain Joseph Richards was also born in Liverpool in 1838, also from an Irish Catholic family. He and his father John Richards were both Merchant Navy captains, and his mother Catherine Richards came from a mariner family. When Mary was eight months pregnant, in January 1868, her husband, Joseph Richards died at sea. After the birth, destitute, Mary took to the stage, assuming the stage name "Polly" Richards. In 1872, Polly met and joined the Marriott family theatre troupe, managed by Mrs. Alice Edgar, her husband Richard Edgar and their three adult children, Grace Edgar, Adeline Edgar and Richard Horatio Edgar. Richard Horatio Edgar and Polly ended up having a "broom cupboard" style sexual encounter during an after-show party. Discovering she was pregnant, Polly invented a fictitious obligation in Greenwich that would last at least half a year, and obtained a room in a boarding house where she lived until her son's birth on 1 April 1875. During her confinement she had asked her midwife to find a couple to foster the child. The midwife introduced Polly to her close friend, Mrs Freeman, a mother of ten children, whose husband George Freeman was a Billingsgate fishmonger. On 9 April 1875, Polly took Edgar to the semi-literate Freeman family and made arrangements to visit often.


    Wallace, then known as Richard Horatio Edgar Freeman, Polly's young son, had a happy childhood, forming a close bond with 20-year-old Clara Freeman who became a second mother to him. By 1878, Polly could no longer afford the small sum she had been paying the Freemans to care for her son and instead of placing the boy in the workhouse, the Freemans adopted him. Polly never visited him again as a child. His foster-father George Freeman was determined to ensure Richard received a good education and for some time Wallace attended St. Alfege with St. Peter’s, a boarding school in Peckham, however he played truant and then left full-time education at the age of 12.


    By his early teens, Wallace had held down numerous jobs such as newspaper-seller at Ludgate Circus near Fleet Street, milk-delivery boy, rubber factory worker, shoe shop assistant and ship’s cook. A plaque at Ludgate Circus commemorates Wallace's first encounter with the newspaper business. He was dismissed from his job on the milk run for stealing money. In 1894, he became engaged to a local Deptford girl, Edith Anstree, but broke the engagement, enlisting in the Infantry.


    Wallace registered in the army under the adopted name Edgar Wallace, taken from the author of Ben-Hur, Lew Wallace. At the time the medical records register him as having a 33-inch chest and being stunted from his childhood spent in the slums. He was posted in South Africa with the West Kent Regiment, in 1896. He disliked army life but managed to arrange a transfer to the Royal Army Medical Corps, which was less arduous but more unpleasant, and so transferred again to the Press Corps, which he found suited him better.


    Wallace began publishing songs and poetry, much inspired by Rudyard Kipling, whom he met in Cape Town in 1898. Wallace's first book of ballads, The Mission that Failed! was published that same year. In 1899, he bought his way out of the forces and turned to writing full-time. Remaining in Africa, he became a war correspondent, first for Reuters and then the Daily Mail (1900) and other periodicals during the Boer War.


    In 1901, while in South Africa, Wallace married Ivy Maude Caldecott (1880?–1926), although her father, a Wesleyan missionary, Reverend William Shaw Caldecott, was strongly opposed to the marriage. The couple's first child, Eleanor Clare Hellier Wallace died suddenly from meningitis in 1903 and they returned to London soon after, deep in debt. Wallace worked for the Mail in London and began writing detective stories in a bid to earn quick money. A son, Bryan, was born in 1904 followed by a daughter, Patricia in 1908. In 1903, Wallace met his birth mother Polly, whom he had never known. Terminally ill, 60 years old, and living in poverty, she came to ask for money and was turned away. Polly died in the Bradford Infirmary later that year.


    Unable to find any backer for his first book, Wallace set up his own publishing company, Tallis Press, which issued the thriller The Four Just Men (1905). Despite promotion in the Mail and good sales, the project was financially mismanaged and Wallace had to be bailed out by the Mail's proprietor Alfred Harmsworth, who was anxious that the farrago would reflect badly on his newspaper. Problems were compounded when inaccuracies in Wallace's reporting led to libel cases being brought against the Mail. Wallace was dismissed in 1907, the first reporter ever to be fired from the paper, and he found no other paper would employ him, given his reputation. The family lived continuously in a state of near-bankruptcy, Ivy having to sell her jewellery for food.


    During 1907 Edgar travelled to the Congo Free State, to report on atrocities committed against the Congolese under King Leopold II of Belgium and the Belgian rubber companies, in which up to 15 million Congolese were killed. Isabel Thorne of the Weekly Tale-Teller penny magazine, invited Wallace to serialise stories inspired by his experiences. These were published as his first collection Sanders of the River (1911), a best seller, in 1935 adapted into a film with the same name, starring Paul Robeson. Wallace went on to publish 11 more similar collections (102 stories). They were tales of exotic adventure and local tribal rites, set on an African river, mostly without love interest as this held no appeal for Wallace. His first 28 books and their film rights he sold outright, with no royalties, for quick money. Critic David Pringle noted in 1987 "The Sanders Books are not frequently reprinted nowadays, perhaps because of their overt racism".


    The period from 1908 to 1932 were the most prolific of Wallace's life. Initially he wrote mainly in order to satisfy creditors in the UK and South Africa. The success of his books began to rehabilitate his reputation as a journalist and he began reporting from horse racing circles. He wrote for the Week-End and the Evening News, becoming an editor for Week-End Racing Supplement and started his own racing papers Bibury's and R. E. Walton's Weekly, buying many racehorses of his own. He lost many thousands gambling and despite his success spent large sums on an extravagant lifestyle he could not afford. During 1916, Ivy had her last child, Michael Blair Wallace by Edgar and filed for divorce in 1918.


    Ivy moved to Tunbridge Wells with the children and Wallace drew closer to his secretary Ethel Violet King (1896–1933), daughter of banker Frederick King. They married in 1921 and Penelope Wallace was born to them in 1923. Wallace began to take his fiction writing career more seriously and signed with publishers Hodder and Stoughton in 1921, organising his contracts, instead of selling rights to his work piecemeal in order to raise funds. This allowed him advances, royalties and full scale promotional campaigns for his books, which he had never before had. They aggressively advertised him as a celebrity writer, ‘King of Thrillers’, known for this trademark trilby, cigarette holder and yellow Rolls Royce. He was said to be able to write a 70 000 word novel in three days and plough through three novels at once and indeed the publishers agreed to publish everything he wrote as fast as he could write it. In 1928 it was estimated that one in four books being read in the UK had come from Wallace's pen. He wrote across many genres including science fiction, screen plays, a non-fiction ten-volume history of the First World War. All told, he wrote over 170 novels, 18 stage plays and 957 short stories, his works translated into 28 languages. The critic Wheeler W. Dixon suggests that Wallace became somewhat of a public joke for this prodigious output.


    Wallace served as chairman of the Press Club, which continues to present an annual 'Edgar Wallace Award' for excellence in writing. Following the great success of his novel The Ringer, Wallace was appointed chairman of the British Lion Film Corporation in return for giving British Lion first option on all his output. Wallace's contract gave him an annual salary, a substantial block of stock in the company, plus a large stipend from everything British Lion produced based on his work, plus 10% of British Lion's overall annual profits. Additionally, British Lion employed his elder son Bryan E. Wallace as a film editor. By 1929, Wallace's earnings were almost £50,000 per annum, (equivalent to about £2 million in current terms). He also invented at this time the 'Luncheon Club', bringing together his two greatest loves of journalism and horse-racing.


    Wallace was the first British crime novelist to use policemen as his protagonists, rather than amateur sleuths as most other writers of the time did. Most of his novels are independent stand-alone stories; he seldom used series heroes, and when he did he avoided a strict story order, so that continuity was not required from book to book. On 6 June 1923, Edgar Wallace became the first British radio sports reporter, when he made a report on the Epsom Derby for the British Broadcasting Company, the newly founded predecessor of the BBC.


    Wallace's ex-wife Ivy was diagnosed with breast cancer in 1923 and though the tumour was successfully removed, it returned terminally by 1925 and she died in 1926.


    Wallace wrote a controversial article in the mid-1920s entitled "The Canker In Our Midst" about paedophilia and the show business world. Describing how some show business people unwittingly leave their children vulnerable to predators, it linked paedophilia with homosexuality and outraged many of his colleagues, publishing associates and business friends including theatre mogul Gerald du Maurier. Biographer Margaret Lane describes it as an "intolerant, blustering, kick-the-blighters-down-the-stairs" type of essay, even by the standards of the day.


    Wallace became active in the Liberal Party and contested Blackpool in the 1931 general election as one of a handful of Independent Liberals, who rejected the National Government, and the official Liberal support for it, and strongly supported free trade. He also bought the Sunday News and edited it for six months, writing a theatre column, before it closed. In the event, he lost the election by over 33,000 votes. He went to America, burdened by debt, in November 1931. Around the same time, he wrote the screenplay for the first sound film adaptation of The Hound of the Baskervilles (1932) produced by Gainsborough Pictures.


    Moving to Hollywood, he began working as a "script doctor" for RKO. His later play, The Green Pack had also opened to excellent reviews, boosting his status even further. Wallace wanted to get his own work on Hollywood celluloid, adapting books such as The Four Just Men and Mr J G Reeder. In Hollywood he met Stanley Holloway's scriptwriter, his own half-brother Marriott Edgar. Wallace's play On the Spot, written about gangster Al Capone, would prove to be the writer's greatest theatrical success. It is described as "arguably, in construction, dialogue, action, plot and resolution, still one of the finest and purest of 20th-century melodramas". (The Independent, 2000). It launched the career of Charles Laughton who played the lead Capone character Tony Perelli.


    In December 1931, Wallace was assigned work on the RKO "gorilla picture" (King Kong, 1933) for producer Merian C. Cooper. By late January, however, he was beginning to suffer sudden, severe headaches and was diagnosed with diabetes. His condition deteriorated within days. Violet booked passage on a liner out of Southampton, but received word that Edgar had slipped into a coma and died of the condition, combined with double pneumonia, on 10 February 1932 in North Maple Drive, Beverly Hills. The flags on Fleet Street's newspaper offices flew at half-mast and the bell of St. Bride's tolled in mourning. He was buried at Little Marlow Cemetery, Fern Lane, Buckinghamshire, not far from his UK country home, Chalklands, in Bourne End.


    Despite his later success, Wallace had amassed massive debts, some still remaining from his years in South Africa, many to racing bookies. The large royalties from his greatly popular works allowed the estate to be settled within two years. Violet Wallace outlived her husband by only 14 months, dying suddenly in April 1933 at the age of 33 while the estate was still deep in debt.
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  WHITE FACE


  
    CHAPTER I

  


  MICHAEL QUIGLEY had a fair working knowledge of perverse humanity, having acquaintance with burglars, the better class of confidence man, professional forgers, long firm operators, swindlers, ingenious and naive, bank workers, bucket-shop keepers and pickpockets. He did not know White Face because nobody knew him, but that was a pleasure deferred. Sooner or later, the lone operator would make a mistake and come within the purview of a crime reporter.


  Michael knew almost everybody at Scotland Yard and addressed chief constables by their first names. He had spent week-ends with Dumont, the hangman, and had helped him through an attack of delirium tremens. He had in his room signed photographs of ci-devant royalties, heavy-weight champions and leading ladies. He knew just how normal and abnormal people would behave in almost any circumstances. But personal experience failed him in the case of Janice Harman, although he had heard of such cases.


  He could understand why a girl with no responsibilities (since she was an orphan) and three thousand pounds a year should want to do something useful in life and should choose to become a nurse in an East End clinic; other girls had allowed their enthusiasm for humanity to lead them into similar vocations, and Janice only differed from the majority in that she had not wearied of her philanthropy.


  She was very lovely, though he could never analyse the qualities which made for loveliness. She had amazingly clear eyes and a mouth that was red and sensitive—perhaps it was the quality of her skin. He was never sure—the only thing he was certain about was that he could look at her for hours and wanted to look at her forever.


  The one quality in her which made him wriggle uncomfortably was her cursed motherliness. He could never bridge the gulf which separated her from his twenty-seven years.


  She was twenty-three and, as she often told him, a woman of twenty-three was at least twenty years older than a man of the same age. But twenty-three can be motherly or cruel. One night she told him something that struck all the colour out of life. It was the night they went to supper at the Howdah Club—the night of Michael's pay-day.


  He knew, of course, about her romantic correspondent. Had sneered at him, raved at him, grown wearily amused about it all. The correspondence started in the most innocent fashion. One day a letter had come to Janice's flat in Bury Street, asking if she would be kind enough to place the writer in touch with his old nurse, who had fallen on evil times. This was a few months after she had begun her work in Dr. Marford's clinic and one of the newspapers had found a good story in the "rich young society woman" who had given her life to good works. The letter was written from South Africa and enclosed five pounds, which the writer begged her to hand to his old nurse if she found her, or to the funds of the clinic if she did not.


  "How do you know this fellow isn't working a confidence trick on you?" demanded Michael.


  "Don't be stupid," said Janice scornfully. "Because you are a wretched crime reporter you think that the world is made up of criminals."


  "And I'm right," said Michael.


  That the unknown stranger had arrived in England Michael did not know until ten days later. She called him up, asked him to take her to supper: she had some important things to tell him.


  "You're one of the oldest friends I have, Michael," she said, speaking rather breathlessly. "And I feel that I ought to tell you."


  He listened, stunned.


  She might have seen how pale his face was, but she purposely did not look at him, fixing her eyes on the dancing couples on the floor.


  "I want you to meet him—you may not think he is wonderful, but I've always known… from his letters, I mean… he has lived a terrible life in the wilds of Africa; I'll be terribly sorry to leave Dr. Marford… I shall have to tell him, of course… "


  She was incoherent, a little hysterical.


  "Let me get this right, Janice. I'll try to forget that I love you and that I was only waiting until I got my salary raised before I told you." His voice was very steady, so unemotional that there was every encouragement to look at him. Nevertheless she kept her eyes steadily averted.


  "This isn't unusual—I have heard of such cases. A girl starts a correspondence with a man she has never seen. The correspondence grows more intimate, more friendly. She weaves around him a net of romance. And then she meets him and is either—disillusioned, or else falls for him. I've heard of happy marriages which started that way —I've heard of others. I can't believe it is true—but obviously it is, and I don't exactly know what to do or say."


  It was at this moment that he missed something from her hand—a long oval-shaped ruby ring that she had worn since he had first known her.


  Instantly she knew what he was looking for and dropped her hand out of sight.


  "Where is your ring?" he asked bluntly.


  She had gone very red: the question was almost unnecessary.


  "I've—I don't see what it has to do with you?"


  He drew a long breath.


  "Nothing has to do with me—but I'm curious. An exchange of love tokens?"


  He was very tactless to-night.


  "It was my ring and I refuse to be cross-examined by a—by somebody who hasn't any right. You're being horrible."


  "Am I?" He nodded slowly. "I suppose I am, and I know I've no right to be horrid or anything else. I won't ask you to show me what you got in exchange. A bead necklace perhaps—"


  She started at this chance shot.


  "How did you know? I mean, it is very valuable."


  He looked long and earnestly at the girl.


  "I want to vet this fellow, Janice."


  She saw his face now and was in a panic—not on his behalf, but on her own.


  "Vet—I don't know what you mean?"


  He tried, with a smile, to minimise the offensiveness of what he had to say.


  "Well, make inquiries about him. You vet a horse before you buy him—"


  "I'm not buying him—he is a rich man—well, he has two farms." Her manner was cold. There was a touch of resentment in her voice. "Vet him! You'll find he is a criminal, of course; if you can't find this, your fertile imagination will invent something. Perhaps he is White Face! He is one of your specialities, isn't he?"


  He groaned miserably. Yet here was an opportunity to escape from a maddening topic.


  "He is not an invention; he's a fact. Ask Gasso."


  Gasso, the slim maitre d'hotel, was near the table. Mike beckoned him.


  "Ah! That White Face! Where is your so-called police? My poor friend Bussini has his restaurant ruined by the fellow."


  It was to Bussini's restaurant that White Face had come in the early hours of a morning and, stepping to the side of Miss Angela Hillingcote, had relieved her of six thousand pounds worth of jewels before the dancers realised that the man in the white mask, who had appeared from nowhere, was not a guest in fancy dress. It was all over in a second or two and he was gone. A policeman at the corner of Leicester Square saw a man fly past on a motor cycle. The cycle had been seen on the Embankment going eastward. It was the third and most spectacular appearance of White Face in the West End of London.


  "My patrons are nervous—who is not?" Gasso apparently shared their nervousness. "Fortunately they are refined people—" He stopped suddenly and stared at the entrance of the room. "She should not come!" he almost shrieked and darted forward to meet an unwanted guest.


  This was a blonde lady who called herself Dolly de Val. It was found for her by an imaginative film agent, who thought—and rightly —that it sounded more pretentious than Annie Gootch, which name she had borne in the days of her poverty. She was not a good actress, because she could never quite remember all that the producer told her, and more often than not she was the only girl in the front line who kicked with her right leg when she should have kicked with her left. And frequently she was not in the line at all.


  But there were quite a lot of people who found her attractive, and in the course of the years she became very rich, and packed a considerable amount of her fortune into platinum settings, so that in all the fashionable night clubs of London she was known as "Diamond Dolly."


  Managers of such clubs and fashionable cabaret restaurants grew a little nervous after the Hillingcote affair, and when Dolly booked a supper table table they rang up Scotland Yard and Superintendent Mason, who was in control of "C" area, but had an executive post at headquarters, would delegate a couple of detectives arrayed like festive gentlemen, but looking remarkably like detectives, to the club or restaurant favoured by her dazzling display, and these were generally to be found lounging in the vestibule or drinking surreptitious glasses of beer in the manager's office.


  But sometimes Dolly did not notify her intentions beforehand. And she would glitter into the club surrounded by handsome young men, and a hasty table would be wedged impossibly on the packed floor and waiters would lay the table with extraordinary enthusiasm, conveying the impression that this was a favoured position for a table.


  She came this night unheralded into the Howdah Club and Gasso, who was Latin and entirely without self-control, threw up his hands to the ceiling, stiff with cupids, and said things in Italian which sounded very romantic to people who only understood English.


  "No room—don't be stupid, Gasso! Of course there's room. Anywhere will do, won't it, boys?"


  So they put a table near the door, and Dolly sat and ordered consomme Julienne, chicken a la Maryland.


  "I don't like you to seet here, madam," said Gasso fearfully, "with so much beautiful jewellery… Miss 'Illingcote—ah, what a disaster! This fellow with the white face—"


  "Oh, shut up, Gasso!" Dolly snapped. "And, after that, we'll have coupe Jacques and coffee… "


  The Russian dancers had taken the floor and had made their exit after the third encore, when—"Bail up—you!"


  Dolly, who had seen the face of her escort suddenly blanch, half turned in her chair.


  The man in the doorway wore a long black coat that reached to his heels, his face was covered by a white cloth in which two eye-holes had been cut.


  He carried an automatic in his gloved hand, with the other, which was bare, he reached out.


  There was a "snick"—the long diamond chain about Dolly's neck parted. She stood frozen with fear and saw the glittering thing vanish into his pocket.


  Men had risen from the tables, women were screaming, the band stood ludicrously grouped. "After him!" yelled a voice.


  But the man in the white mask was gone and the cowering footmen, who had bolted on his entrance, came out from cover.


  "Don't move—I'll get you out in a minute." Mike's voice was urgent, but she heard him like one in a dream. "I'll take you home; I must get through to my paper. If you faint, I'll be rough with you!"


  "I'm not going to faint," she quavered.


  He got her out before the police came, and found a cab.


  "It was dreadful; who is he?"


  "I don't know," he answered shortly. Then—"What's this romantic lover's name—you've never told me?"


  Her nerves were on edge; she needed the stimulant of righteous anger to recover her poise and here was an excuse.


  Mike Quigley listened unmoved to her tirade.


  "A good looker, I'll bet; not a gaunt-faced, tow-haired brute like me," he said savagely. "O God, what a fool you are, Janice! I'm going to meet him. Where is he staying?"


  "You'll not meet him." She could have wept. "And I won't tell you where he is staying. I hope I never see you again!"


  She declined the hand he offered to assist her out of the cab; did not answer his "good night."


  Mr. Quigley went raging back to Fleet Street, and all the vicious things he wrote about White Face he meant for the handsome and romantic stranger from South Africa.


CHAPTER II



A SLOVENLY description of Janice Harman would be that she was
the product of her generation. She had inherited the eternal
qualities of womanhood as she enjoyed a freedom of development
which was unknown in the formal age when guardians were restrictive
and gloomy figures looming behind the young and beautiful
heiress.

Janice had attained independence almost unconsciously; had her
own banking account when she was seventeen, and left behind the
tangibilities of discipline when she passed from the tutelage of
the venerable head mistress of her school.

A bachelor uncle was the only relative she had possessed. In a
spasmodic and jolly way he was interested in his niece, made her a
lavish allowance, sent her beautiful and useless presents at
Christmas and on her birthday, which he invariably remembered a
month after. When he was killed in a motor accident (the three
chorus girls who were driving with him escaped with a shaking) she
found herself a comparatively rich young woman.

He had appointed as trustee a friend whose sole claim to his
confidence lay in the fact that he was the best judge of hunters in
England, and was one of the few men who could drink half a dozen
glasses of port blindfolded and unerringly distinguish the vintage
of each.

Janice left school with an exalted code of values and certain
ideals which she religiously maintained. She had in her bedroom a
framed portrait of the Prince of Wales, and she took the Sacrament
on Christmas mornings.

At eighteen all men were heroes or dreadful; at nineteen she
recognised a middle class which were neither heroic nor
unspeakable. At twenty the highlights had receded and some of the
duller tones were taking shape and perspective.

Donald Bateman belonged to the old regime of idealism. In his
handsome face and athletic figure she recaptured some of the
enthusiasm of the class-room. He was Romance and Adventure, the
living receptacle in which were stored all the desirable virtues of
the perfect man. His modesty—he no more than inferred his excellent
qualities—his robust personality, his good humour, his childish
views about money, his naivete, were all adorable. He accepted her
judgments and estimates of people and events, giving to her a sense
of superiority which was very delightful.

In one respect he pleased her: he did not embarrass her more
than once. He never forgot that their acquaintance was of the
slightest, and the word "love" had never been uttered. The second
time they had met he had kissed her, and she was ridiculously
uncomfortable. He must have seen this, for he did not repeat the
experiment. But they talked of marriage and their home and the
wonders of South Africa; she could even discuss in a prim way the
problem of children's education. A breezy figure of a man,
delightfully boyish.

She was taking afternoon duty at the clinic and had been
worrying about him all the morning—he had been a little depressed
when she had seen him last.

"Did your money come?" she asked, with a smile.

He took out his pocket-book and drew forth two crisp notes. She
saw they were each for a hundred pounds.

"It arrived this morning. I drew out these in case of emergency
—I hate being without money when I'm in London. Angel, if the money
hadn't turned up, I should have been borrowing from you this
morning, and then what would you have thought of me?"

She smiled again. Men were so silly about money. Michael, for
instance. She had wanted him to have a little car, and he had been
almost churlish when she offered to help him.

He sat down and lit a cigarette, blowing a cloud of smoke to the
ceiling.

"Did you enjoy your dinner?"

She made a little face.

"Not very much."

"He's a reporter, isn't he? I know a reporter on the Cape Times
—quite a good chap—"

"It wasn't Michael who made the dinner a failure," she
intervened loyally. "It was a man who came into the club with a
white mask."

"Oh!" He raised his eyebrows. "The Howdah Club—White Face? I've
been reading about it in this morning's papers. I wish I'd been
there. What is happening to the men in this country that they allow
a fellow like that to get away with it? If I'd been within reach of
him one of us would have been on the floor. The trouble with you
people in England is that you're scared of firearms. I know from my
own experience… "

He told a story of a prospector's camp in Rhodesia; it was a
story which did not place him in an unfavourable light.

He sat facing the window, and during the narrative she had time
to scrutinise him—not critically, but with indiscriminate approval.
He was older than she had thought; forty, perhaps. There were
little lines round his eyes, and harder ones near his mouth. That
he had led a difficult and a dangerous life, she knew. One cannot
starve and thirst in the desert of the Kalahari, or lie alone
racked with fever on the banks of the Tuli River, or find oneself
unarmed and deserted by carriers in the lion country west of
Massikassi, and present an unlined and boyish face to the world. He
still bore beneath his chin the long scar which a leopard's claw
had left.

"Living in Africa nowadays is like living in Bond Street," he
sighed. "All the old mystery has departed. I don't believe there's
a lion left between Salisbury and Bulawayo. In the old days you
used to find them lying in the middle of the road… "

She could listen to him for hours, but, as she explained, there
was work to do.

"I'll come down and bring you home—where is it?" he asked.

She explained the exact location of Tidal Basin. "Dr. Marford
—what sort of a man is he?"

"He's a darling," said Janice enthusiastically.

"We'll have him out at the Cape." He echoed her enthusiasm.
"It's very easy. There's an extraordinary amount of work to be
done, especially with the coloured children. If I can buy that farm
next to mine, we might turn the farm building into a sort of
convalescent home. It's one of those big, rambling Dutch houses
and, as I've rather a nice house of my own, I shouldn't have use
for the other."

She laughed at this.

"You're suffering from land hunger, Donald," she said. "I shall
have to write and get particulars of this desirable property!"

He frowned. "Have you any friends at the Cape?" he asked.

She shook her head. "I know a boy there—he was a Rhodes
scholar—but I hav [...]
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