End of chapter 42.

The main characters are discussing a recent find…………

‘……the writing is neat and legible in discoloured to this shade of brown. Upon this fly-leaf we find three words which, no doubt, you can all read from where you sit.’

Everyone leans forward and those who can see whisper to those who cannot: ‘Mipps, His Booke.’

‘Upon the next page,’ continues the Dean, ‘we have a very spirited sketch of a coffin resting upon trestles, and underneath are some rough notes concerning the prices of various woods. There follow a few pages filled with a conglomeration of statements obviously jotted down at different times. For instance, here is a note to the effect that a certain’ Mrs Whittle is very ill and likely to become shortly a business proposition. She is fat but has put by money in the tea-caddy to cover funeral expenses. Wood beyond the average will be needed to cover this extraordinary woman’. Again, I find reference to Mrs Whittle in a receipt for ‘payment of funeral, including best pine coffin.’ Mixed up between there is a notice stating that ‘the Owlers will meet a Tuesday night with the full moon, in order to remove at Mill House Farm one who has turned Kings Evidence.’ Two pages of accounts with Brandy, Baccy, Wool or Silk as the items, followed by the words of two sea shanties, too horrible to read to a select audience, and again we find this written on a blank page.’ The Dean holds up the book once more to the company, and they whisper, ‘Mipps, His Booke.’

Chapter 43: Mipps, His Booke

The Dean turns to the next page and reads with obvious enjoyment:

“If this book should fall into the hands of any good Christian what can speak the good King’s English like as what I is now a-writing in, let him forward the same to one Admiral Collyer of the Royal Navy, which good gentleman was sometime Coast Agent and Royal Commissioner at Rye in the county of Sussex nigh unto the Romney Marsh situated in the county of Kent, him bearing at that time rank of Captain, but who is now, as I hear say, commanding the Royal Dockyard of Talkham.1  He that does this same shall be doing a goodly service to his country by benefiting a brave and worthy officer, and to me what is dying in the miserable far away from any white man, but feeling a bit more comfort when I thinks as how through the good services of some godly Christian this ’ere book will reach the worthy admiral here above alluded to.  And now with a prayer that the good Lord will direct this book which I have knocked up solid with my own hands in oak and brass for its better preservation, I gets on to the matter in hand and addresses the aforesaid noble warrior as if I was a-gossiping with him man to man.

“How be you, Captain?  Beg pardon-Admiral.  I hopes hail and hearty which is more than what I be.  Its your old friend Mipps what’s a hailing you.  Mipps what gave you the slip off Dymchurch Sands the night what saw a harpoon drove through the nest of the bravest Englishman what ever sailed under the Black and White of Jolly Roger.  I speaks of Clegg the Buccaneer, what was feared on the high seas as much as he were loved on Romney Marsh under his other name of Doctor Syn; Vicar of Dymchurch-under-the-Wall.  Oh yes, I’m Mipps all right, Clegg’s carpenter for many a merry year and Syn’s sexton for many a happy one, till you hove along and fouled our anchorage.  Well, that’s neither here, there nor whatnot, for I’m an old man and although I’ve outwardly turned Buddhist for my immediate convenience, I has still got enough of the Christian Parish Clerk left in me to do you a good turn before I goes to join old Clegg in Davy’s locker.  I don’t tell you the markings of my present log in case you might feel disposed to send a frigate a dipping in my wake, and I’m too old for Execution Dock, always supposing you could nab me, which I makes bold to doubt.  This much I will tell you.  I’m very pleasantly situated thank you very much in a Chinese Monastery what is built high up aloft overlooking as pleasant a reach of sea as ever I struck.  Considering my age and my miserables I’m quite well thank you.  I does no work, me being an old sailor what’s up to a trick or two, and I gets fed like a Christian turkey around Christmas, and am generally looked up to, not but what there’s any news in that for I always did command respects, me having been Clegg’s Carpenter, but I must say that there its rather more so, me being as it were a sort of Archbishop among these yellow clergymen and what-nots.  

Well Captain when a sailor gets to the stage when he’s a-rotting ashore like an old hulk drawn up on the mud of Thames or Medway, he beings wondering what little good turn he can twist to make this peace with the world he is thinking of being pitched out of, and as “Love your Enemies” was always a familiar text to me, cos my mother, what used to knock my father about something shocking, nailed It up over my bed when I was a nipper, I has decided to do you a bit of good before old Davy comes along in his sea boots and sings out “Mipps, show a leg.  Look alive and die.”

Now then, never mind how I got it, cos it ‘ud take a deal of explaining and I ain’t so free with the merry quill as I once was, but if you don’t believe me, well don’t and be damned to you for a suspicious old salt what’s got too big to take the word from a common sailor.

Treasure.  Aye, my hearty, that’s the word, and don’t your fingers itch?  Treasure waiting to be lifted, and what’s more waiting within a walking distance of your noisy Dockyard of Talkham.  Treasure worth fitting out a frigate for to fetch.  But there’s no need of frigates nor of voyaging and what-not.  Shanks mare will take you to the location, and is it worth the lifting?  Oh dear no.  If you hand’t routed us out of the Romney Marsh that Treasure would have been ours, for Doctor Syn and myself was arranging to rent the place where we knew it to be from the Dean Chapter of Dullchester City.  Was there a cipher?  I should just think there was but its no good passing it along.  You’d never fathom it or if you did not till you was too old to crawl to the place.  Syn worked the cipher out him-self with me a-watching.  It took him twenty-seven pipes of Virginia, one after the other, me filling while he smoked, and I should blush to say how many noggins of rum, him being a respectable parson.  It was wonderful, not to say inspiring, the way rum cleared that marvel’s head, but allay there Mipps, for if you being talking praise of the captain you’ll have stowed such a cargo of anecdotes under the hatches of this ere book that you’d never get room to ship what’s its proper cargo.  So without further beating up to windward here it be forthwith.  Tack away my hearty from Talkham on your best belaying pins and head up Dullchester High.  Look out for Holdt’s Famous Coaching House upon your starboard, this being worth registering as a handy cove for seamen to board a horse-chaise when too drunk to walk back to the ship.  Hard a port into Dullchester Precincts where you’ll find a full rigged Cathedral in dry dock amongst the bombs.  Pilot yourself between two dangerous bits of graveyard what is like old Silly and Cribdish-for if you don’t bang into one you’ll run foul of other – and you’ll pick up Bony Hill ahead.  On port side as you drives up against the hill is a house anchored so snug behind a bit of old wall that they had to make a front door through the wall to get into it.  You’ll see little of the house, I warn you, for it’s the hiddenest house I ever clapped eyes on, but you’ll make out the little door right enough, hung over with a curtain of rank ivy full of moths and dusty spiders.  Past them and through the door, you’ll find yourself in a flagged hallway.  Now if you dance a hornpipe on them flagstones you’ll be dancing on top of tons of treasure what was put there by a knowing old Bishop when Dullchester City was besieged.  This old bird escaped to Normandy but never got back to lift his treasure and there it lies to this day if one can believe the manuscript.  Funny lingo it was written in.  Saxo-Latin I think Syn called it.  He pinched it from the Chapter Library at Dullchester because he though it a pity that no one had troubled to translate it.  He was a rare scholar he was.  Used to quote the Classics to blokes as they walked the plank.  He once saved a gentleman’s life from the buccaneers in the Caribbees simply because the gentleman gave him a line from Vergil that he wanted.  That’s all I have to say.  Goodbye Captain.  I mean Admiral.  Best respects and please yourself about it.  I’m feeling dizzy.  Come over sudden like a Typhoon in China Seas.  I can make out old Clegg coming round the Bay.  Its damned funny but Gospel truth, but he’s under the water deep down, walking on the coral.  You can see very deep from this height.  I can make him out plain.  He’s coming up.  Climbing fast.  Why his hat’s out of the water.  He’s clear now.  My Gawd he’s looking aloft.  He’s spotted me through his spy glass. He’s climbing up the rocks.  He’s wearing his cock=hat, the one that he always wore on deck, it having belonged to an Admiral what walked the plank, and he’s got his sea-coat on, over-bless my soul-his parson’s kit.  I don’t know whether to hail him as Clegg of Syn, as Skipper or Doctor, as Captain or Vicar.  His telescope’s sticking out of his pocket.  He’s using his cutlass for a walking-stick and hi Bible is where his telescope used to be, which is under his arm.  He’s coming quick now.  Seems to be floating up on a current of air.  No one could climb as smooth as that.  He’s hid now behind where the rock juts over.  Forgive me Admiral but I cannot write more.  This has thrown me out of my hammock.  By Gawd I’m dizzy.  I cant get up and he was my skipper.  I must get up but I cant bloody well move.  Everything’s going dark.  The Captain’s hat is putting out the sun.  Is it Clegg or Davy Jones?  Or am I going off my bloody rocker?  Yes.  By Gawd--------

The Dean looks up as he closes the book and puts it back in the wooden case.  Here the quaint manuscript breaks off, and we can imagine that the odd author is either dying or is about to suffer with an attack of delirium tremens.

‘Wrong, your Harness’ cries old Jubb, smiting the table with his gnarled fist.  ‘Not your fault, of course, but, oh dear’ 0 and to everyone’s amazement the old fisherman roars with laughter, the tears trickling down his cheeks.  When he is sufficiently under control to be able to make himself understood without further laughter, he whispers dramatically, ‘Your Harness, this ‘ere Mipps weren’t dying, and he weren’t getting no drink penalty neither.’

‘Then what was he doing, Jubb?’ asks the Dean.

‘Joking, your Harness.  Just joking.  If Captain Dyke would produce my grandfather’s Journal which I gave him with my other grandfather’s log-book for to look at, he’ll find letters to show us in the pocket.  One of ‘em explains this proper, and it may just happen to tickle the fancy of this learned assembly as it has done me already.’

‘Daniel, can you oblige Mr Jubb?’  asks the Dean.  ‘Let us set the table in a roar over this joke, whatever its is.’

It is quite easy for Daniel to produce the book in question, for it happens to be in the dean’s library.  It is brought in and placed before Jubb, who has borrowed Rachel’s spectacles to read with.  He selects a page from many others in the portfolio, but when he attempts to read it he laughs again so much that he is forced to surrender it to the Dean, who reads it out.

And now that I have told you all my news I seem to hear you laughing at the way I am settling scores with old Collyer.  If he ever gets that brass-bound book I have mentioned and which is before me as I write he’ll go sounding for Treasure where there ain’t none.  I loves to picture him tearing up floors for nothing but just exercise.  The house I hit upon, though like most old houses, credited with a secret passage, which if he hears rumoured will be excite him the more, has some floors of great flags.  How people will laugh at him.  They will think he’s got the bats in his belfry.  Fancy that old bulldog being baited by a gang of creaky-boned parsons.  Life ain’t much without jokes.  I’ve had a lot.  Some with you and the other Marsh boys, but most with the Captain Doctor Vicar.  This is my last joke and it’s a lonely one unless I share it with you.  Hope the point is reached.  Suppose I shall never know.  Wish you could have read my letter to him.  Too long to copy out on chance of it reaching you.  Fair piled up the agony I did.  Think it rang as clear as a Bell Buoy.  Made out I could gammon with some convincing spinage.  Greetings to my old Dymchurch-under-theWall on Romney Marsh known as Hellspite amount the smugglers and Clegg’s Carpenter amongst the Buccaneers and now if you please a Buddhist priest which is a bit rummy aint it?  P.S. – Write through usual channel though by the time you get this if ever you do I quite expect that Mipps will have a point of gun-shot tied to his feet and a ragged bit o’sail for winding sheet while instead of brass cannon these yellow idiots will be letting off Chinese crackers in a positive fifth of November over your old friend’s noble corpse.’

The Dean lays the letter down beside the brass-bound book.  Jubb still shakes silently with suppressed laughter, but the rest of the faces round the table show incredulity rather than amusement.  The Dean looks at Jubb and smiles.  ‘I can quite appreciate,’ he says, ‘why Mr Jubb sees nothing but humour in this situation.  Apparently we have here a joke which has taken a hundred years or so to come off.  The party on whom it was meant to be played is dead.  The party who set the joke going is dead.  This book, as you will hear presently, was discovered in the market of Penang amongst a lot of old junk.  Let us suppose, then, that our sexton smuggler who had turned Buddhist was an inmate of the ancient monastery above that town.  On his death his effects are dispersed, and this book is case aside.  Mr Jubb’s smuggling grandfather, however, receives his letter explaining the book which Mipps has neglected to dispatch.  Had Admiral Collyer received the book and acted upon its advice, he would not have been scored off by the smuggler at all.  On the contrary, he would have scored off the smuggler.  Mipps evidently did not lay credence upon the legends of Odo’s Treasure.  We who have read your historical novels, Mr Norris , are wiser.  The point of our jocular pirate’s joke was the fact that the Admiral was off on a wild-goose chase.  By an amazing coincidence he was wrong.  There would have been no goose-chase, and the only point of the joke would have been against the pirate.  There was treasure there all the time, and Mipps should not have selected a house so likely to lead to it.  Whether Collyer would have found it when he reached it is another matter.  If he was as brainy and as courageous as the party you saw emerge form the tunnel behind the bookcase this evening no doubt he might have done.  But let us get on.  We can spend the next weeks in conjecture.  To-night let us stick to facts.  I must now tell you how Mr McCarbre came to be in possession of this brass-bound book’.

‘Excuse me interrupting,’ says Detective-Inspector Macauley, ‘but is it necessary to break your very excellent plan of calling upon each member of your party for his own particulars?  Their testimony, with your summoning-up, gives us a clearer path to understanding.  If the narrative is now turned to Mr McCarbre, let us have it first-hand, and if your reverence can make anything clearer at the conclusion, pray do so.  Forgive me, Mr Dean, but please continue along the admirable lines upon which you started.’

‘I don’t see why not, do you, Mr McCarbre?’ asks the Dean.  ‘I was only trying to save our benefactor the trouble, but I am sure he will not mind explaining his adventure just as he did to me in his library that night I disappeared.  My dear McCarbre, tell them just as you told me then.’

‘And not as you did just now in the Chapter Room.  Is that what you would imply, Mr  Dean?’

‘What do you mean to imply, Mr Macauley?  asks the Dean.

‘Only that I must war Mr McCarbre before the begins that every word he utters may be used in evidence against him,’ is the detective’s answer.

‘Explain yourself, please,’  says the Dean, doing some hard thinking.

‘Certainly, Mr Dean,’ replied the detective.  ‘But let me first make it quite clear to James McCarbre that  he is wanted on a charge of murdering captain Henderson upon the banks of the Irrawaddy River.’

‘Murdering Captain Henderson?’ gasps the Dean, appalled that his scheme for shielding his penitent has failed.

‘Captain Henderson, sir.  A handsome young officer attached to the Indian Army.’

‘Macauley, is this necessary?’  asks the Dean.  ‘I mean what facts are you bringing up against our benefactor?’

‘Ask James McCarbre if he has ever seen this face?’  The detective hands a photograph to the Dean, who looks at it intently, but does not pass it to McCabre.

‘Show it to me, please,’ says McCarbre.  ‘And let Mr Macauley say what he has to say.’

The photograph is handed to McCarbre, who looks at it, saying sadly, ‘Yes, it is poor Henderson, and this is my property.  You see my name is on the back.  I don’t know how it came into the detective’s hand.’ He lays it down on the table in front of him.

‘Let me just run over the points quickly.’ Macauley has now risen to his feet.  ‘I regret that I have not the gift of the gab like you clerical gentlemen – no offence meant.  You seem to have a knack of spinning facts into narrative.  My statement will be facts pure and simple.  I shall leave it to the advocates later on to work up the embroidery.’

‘Mr Macauley,’ interposes the Dean.  ‘May I beg of you to keep whatever facts you know of to a private examination?  You can serve no good ends in causing a scandal by bringing to light---‘

‘Let him speak, Mr Dean,’ interrupts McCarbre.  ‘It is better that he should.’

‘Mr Dean,’ retaliates Macauley, ‘you can serve no good ends in your attempt to diddle the police.  Forgive my slang; I am only quoting your own words.’

‘My own words in the Chapter Room,’ thinks the Dan, ‘Why has the Paper Wizard betrayed?’

The phrase also strikes McCarbre.  He remembers it.  ‘Why has the Dean betrayed me?’ he asks himself.  ‘It must have been the Dean, for it was too much against the interests of the blackmailer to do it.’  The detective seems to read their thoughts, for he addresses McCarbre.  ‘The Dean has not betrayed you, James McCarbre.  Your confidence in him was perfectly sound.  He is a man of honour, though personally I think his ides of it ware wrong.  Netierh is the paper Wizard to blame.  It is hardly likely that a man of his type is going to throw away his changes on an annuity.  No, sir, you are condemned by your own black deed, and the truth of the old adage, “Murder will out,” which is again established, because it always will out, so long as the police know their business.’

‘What did I tell you?’ whispers Styles to Potter.

‘Well, what did you?  You never told me nothing,’ is the contemptuous reply.

‘Didn’t I tell you “Murder”?  or wasn’t you listing?’

‘Sh.  Let’s listen now,’ says Potter, nudging his colleague.  

‘Has all this got anything to do with the matter in hand Mr Macauley?’ asks the Mayor, speaking for the first time.  ‘Everything to do with it, sir,’ answers Macauley.  ‘Although I am entirely in the dark, there seems to be graver issues in this case than I had anticipated.  You are a comparative stranger to us.  The Dean is known to us all.  Therefore I intend to be guided by his wisdom and discretion.’  The Mayor rises and looks down the table at the Dean.  ‘Jerome,’ he says quietly, if you wish me to disperse this meeting, I will do so.  We all rely on your judgement.

‘Let it all come out, Mr Dean.  Don’t think of me any longer,’ urges Mr McCarbre.  ‘Let the detective speak.’

‘It will only be a postponement if I don’t, James McCarbre,’ says the detective.  ‘If I don’t speak here to-night I shall speak elsewhere tomorrow.  It will make precious little difference to you.  Mr Mayor, I share your respect for the dean’s wisdom, but I maintain that he has no right to interfere with the course of justice, and I should like to warn you, Mr Dean, that I regard any parson who harbours a murderer under the seal of confession as one who is aiding and abetting him.  If you wished to diddle the police after hearing that confession of murder this evening, you should have looked inside the strong room and knocked me on the head.’

‘I am well aware, sir,’ answers the Dean, ‘that to spy upon men is part of your unpleasant duty, but,’ he adds, his voice rolling out like thunder, ‘to spy upon God as you have done is presumption too awful for a man’s soul to bear.’

‘Then the burden is mine, Mr Dean,’ admits the detective.  ‘I never shirk my responsibilities, though I own that this one is not light.’

‘It is so heavy,’ says the Dean, ‘that I am sorry for you.’

‘But I do not look upon it as presumption.  I am not a presumptuous man, and therefore I will not presume to argue upon theology with one of its masters.  Instead, I shall continue to discharge the responsibilities of my duty by telling  James McCarbre what I know of his dealings with that mischievous brass-bound book to posses which he killed Captain Henderson.’

‘Jerome, there is still time do dismiss this meeting,’ interposes the Mayor.  ‘Either too much has been said or too little.  Shall we call it too much and decline to hear more, or is it wiser to hear more of what sounds a very dangerous communication?’

‘I refuse to have the Dean compromised further, Mr Mayor’ answers McCarbre.  ‘It is better for me that the whole story should be told.’

The Dean keeps silent, and Macauley takes up the story.

‘James McCarbre, thirty-odd years ago, you were acquainted with Captain Henderson, whose portrait is before you.  His regiment was stationed in Calcutta but he obtained leave to join you in an expedition upon the Irrawaddy in Burma.  You were an ardent entomologist.  Henderson was as ardent a sportsman.  He shoots game.  You poison insects.  In the native market of Penang he has picked up the little brass-bound book which lies on the table there.  He reads you its contents.  He doesn’t believer that there is any likelihood of there being treasure in the spot stated.  You believe otherwise.  You persuade him to look for it.  This he is willing to do in an open way.  You do not approve  of the open way.  You do not wish to part with the treasure to the Crown.  You try to get the book into your possession.  Henderson, now persuaded by you that there may be truth in this, won’t give it up.  It was his find.  You realize that you have no claim.  You scheme how to get the book.  Henderson gets fever.  This gives you a chance.  Peterson, the official doctor of the Irrawaddy Navigation Company, dines with you in camp.  He takes a gloomy view of Henderson’s illness and rides off in an endeavour to hasten the steamer, in order that Henderson may be conveyed to Rangoon where he can be given proper attention.  A dreadful though occurs to you.  If Henderson were to die before Peterson’s would testify that he had died of fever.  Henderson is very ill, but he may recover.  You listen to his groans.  It is time for him to take the medicine Peterson has left for him.  It is a different colour from the poison with which you are destroying your specimens, but the bottles are similar.  Henderson’s servant comes up to you.  You are listening to the sick man’s groans and hoping each one will be his last.  The servant, not knowing the colour  of this master’s medicine, picks up what he thinks is the bottle.  He asks you if it is correct.  “One to two spoonfuls of water?”  You realize that it is the poison and also realize that fate is showing you a good way out.  You nod.  The servant – his name is Flagget, and he sits there at the table opposite you – takes away the medicine in all innocence and gives it to his master as you directed.  What happens?  In three minutes Henderson is dead.  During three minutes your mental tension is terrible.  You want him dead, and yet you fear your own conscience.  Flagget calls you.  His master is dead.  You take the book you covet and tell Flagget to bury his master.  Then Flagget terrifies you, for he shows you that he knows your secret.  Some of the poison had been spilt upon the camp table by the bed.  A large grasshopper lies dead in it.  Flagget knows you are rich and he knows that you poisoned his master.  He also knows that you have stolen the little book the contents of which are know to him.  Your bluffing and blustering have no effect upon him.  He has made up his mind to blackmail you, and you have not wish for an inquiry to be made.  Knowing you are in his power, you being to hate the man.  He has a habit of cutting shapes out of paper which irritates you, especially when he cuts paper gibbets with men hanging from  them.  He torments your conscience with this trick.  You repeatedly try to give him the slip.  After many failures you success, owing to the fact that Flagget is arrested in Bombay.  When he gets out of prison you have gone to England.  You visit Dullchester and find that the house you covet is let on a long lease.  You determine to wait till this expires.  One day your plans are all changed, for on your bedroom door of the Bull Hotel, where you are staying, you find a paper gibbet sticking.  You know that the blackmailer has discover you.  You leave that very day and book a passage to America.  Once there, you money helps you to make more.  You become a lumber king and it is many years before Dullchester sees you again.  Meanwhile, what of Flagget?’

‘I’ll tell you what of Flagget,’ interrupts the Paper Wizard, springing to his feet.  ‘Flagget was a scoundrel from the start.  James McCarbre, the detective thinks he has nabbed a murderer in you.  He’ll find that he’s only netted a blackmailer in me.  You have confessed in his hearing to having killed Captain Henderson, and no doubt you think you did, but you think wrong.  I am the only witness against you, but I can and do acquit you of murder, and by condemning myself, free your conscience, which I have imposed upon too long.  Now, Mr Detective, mark well what I say, for this is God’s truth.  McCarbre did not kill Captain Henderson, because Captain Henderson was as dead as a door-nail before I asked McCarbre for the medicine.  I picked up the poison purposely, in order to get McCarbre in my clutches.  I needed money.  I split the poison and killed the grasshopper for the same purpose.  Whether he was tempted to kill Henderson or not don’t come into the argument.  Temptation’s no crime, and you’ve got no case against him.’

‘Don’t lie to shield me,' shouts McCarbre across the table.  ‘Tell me the truth.  Can you, before God, remove this burden from my mind?  Don’t lie.  I have suffered too much to want shielding, but to know that I did not do this dreadful thing would be to walk with God.’

‘I ain’t lying, gentlemen, so help me Bob,’ answers the Paper Wizard solemnly.  ‘If McCarbre likes to take proceedings he’s got a clear case against me.’

‘I’m not a murderer.  No a murderer,’ cries McCarbre, with tears of gratitude running down his cheeks and his hands clenched before him in an attitude of exultation.

The Dean rises, ‘Paper Wizard,’ he says in a voice that shakes with emotion, ‘whatever your crime, you have made amends now, and I am sure none of us here would wish to proceed against one ho has exposed himself to save another.  McCarbre, I congratulate you on your freedom from a terrible bondage.’

‘As for me,’ adds Macauley, ‘although it always makes me happy to catch a murderer, it makes me happier to see him cleared.  As for you, Flagget, since you have had the grace to clear McCarbre, you had better continue your history until he has recovered from his surprise.  When you missed your victim that time in Dullchester, what did you do?’

‘Took to a wandering life,’ answers the Paper Wizard.  ‘Married a gipsy woman.  She gave me a son and we all tour together, me picking up plenty of money by cutting sillywets.  When the kid was two years old the wife dies.’

‘And you put the child into Greenwich Orphanage, eh?’ asks the detective.

‘Yes,’ says the Paper Wizard.  ‘And give ‘em twenty quid in trust for him.’

‘And changed your name from Flagget to Jinks.  Why?’

‘Because I knew that if McCarbre returned he would keep his ears open for the name of Flagget.’

‘Then you went to America after McCarbre, didn’t you?’

‘Yes, and always missed him.  I followed him for years.  But a rich man can travel faster than a poor one.’

‘Whey did you return to England?’ asks the detective.

‘Because I heard McCarbre had gone there.  Also I wanted to squint at my son.  But McCarbre was the chief reason.  I meant to run him to earth.’

‘You guessed he would return to Dullchester?’

‘Yes, and since my son was working for Boyce’s, I employed him to watch.’

‘But you did not tell him that you were his father.’

‘No, I thought it better to wait for that till I had nabbed McCarbre.’

‘Then you told him to rennet the old tool-shed in the Precincts, I suppose?’

‘yes.  It was a good spy-0hole, that.  No one went into it, and it commanded a view of McCarbre’s font door.’

‘When McCarbre came to Dullchester, why did Boyce’s Boy, your son, try to rent the old stable behind the Bull Hotel?  You can’t see McCarbre’s font door from there.’

‘My son kept holding meetings in my tool-shed.  He had formed a sort of union amongst the Errand Boys.  I offered to finance their premises in order to get rid of them from the tool-shed.

‘but why didn’t you confront McCarbre sooner than you did, since you knew he was in the city?’

‘Because I wanted to frighten him first.  Boyce's Boy told me that my man was going to get a war memorial window put up.  This gives me an idea.  I find out the name of the artist who is designing it and-‘

‘You become his model,’ puts in Macauley.

‘Yes, but how do you know?’ queries the Paper Wizard.  

‘And, by the aid of that photograph on the table there, you cleverly arrange that Henderson’s’ portrait is the centre of the memorial window, which as precisely the effect upon McCarbre that you meant it to have.’

‘Yes, but I had reasons to repent it later; indeed, we all had.  That’s so, ain’t it, Mr Dean?  For all along of McCarbre throwing that fit and also all along of Mr Styles not being able to locate Dr Tickit, we get landed with Dr Smith, who worms his way into all our secrets, and a more thorough-paced villain than Dr Smith, especially when he was along of that China-man, I never wish to meet.’

‘You didn’t know that Dr Smith was wanted by the police of the world?’

‘No.  But I reckon that any of us would have taken anybody’s word for that, don’t you, Mr Dean?’

‘The whole company will think so when I recount how you saved McCarbre form his murder-trap, Paper Wizard,’ answers the Dean.

McCarbre looks up at that, and, smiling across at the Paper Wizard, says, ‘You saved my life there as you have saved my soul here.  I am always your servant, Mr Flagget.’

‘Let me explain,’ says the Dean.

