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“‘Iashedherwhatsbemeantbyvnhngmthatdnwdymgm

agarmt,mddzehughed,mdmdshehddoneaohoameahevﬂ
afraid, unhssIthoaghtsheneeaedheIp,Iwouldmttrytoseeha
That was where we were when you arrived. And now,’ Chetney added,
9 will say good-by to her, and you had better return home. No, you
ean trust me, I shall follow you at onee. ‘She has no influence over me
now, but T believe, in spite of the way she has nsed me, that she s,
after her queer fashign, still fond of me, and whie she learns that this
-byuﬂm’lt.hmm¥be;%¢pd¢ayﬂ#pha“yo’
uld be’here. So, go home at once, tndtell the governor that I am
iollowmg yeou in tem minuies.’
.. “‘That,” said Arthur, ‘u&uyﬁeparted I never left him om
more friendly terms. 1 was happy to see him alive agsin, Iwashq)p’
® think he had returned in time to make np his quarrel with m¥
father, and 1 was happy that at last be was shut of thpt woman. T was
gever better pleased with him in my life.” He turned to Inspector
Lyle, who was sitting at the foot of the bed taking notes of all he
told we.

“ Why in the name of common sense,’ he cried, ‘should 1 have
chosen “that ‘moment of ‘all ‘others to send my brother baek to the
grave? For a moment the Thspector did not answer him. 1 do not
know if any of you gentlemen afe adquainted with Tnspéctor Lyle, but
if you are not, I can assure you that he is a very remarkable mgn. Our
firm often applies to him.for ald,*gnd behas never failed ps; ‘my father
hns the' yeaﬁs; Mle rfgspect for him. Where. he jlgp ﬂlq Qavagtnge
oyer the ordinary police official is in the fact that e possesses magma
tion. - He imagines-himself to be the criminal, imagines how he would
act under the same circumstances, and he imagines to such purpose
that he generally finds the man he wants. I have often told Lyle that
if hehad not been a detective he would have made a/great success as a

poet, or a playwright.

“When Arthur turned on him Lyle hesltated for a_moment, and |

then told him exactly what was the case against him.

” ‘Eyer since your brother was reported as having died in Africa,” he
said, ‘your Lordship has been collecting money on post obits.' Lord
Chetney’s arrival last night turned them intp waste paper. You were
suddemly in debt for thousands of pounds—for much more ‘than you
could ever possibly pay. No one knew that you and your brother had
met at Madame Zichy’s. But you knew that your father was not ex-
pected to outlive the night, and that if your brother were dead also,
you would be saved from complete ruin, and that you would become
the Marquis of Edam.’

“‘Oh, that is how you have worked it out, is it? Arthur cried.
‘And for me to become Lord Edam was it necessary that the woman
should die, too.?

“ *Dhey will say, Lyle answered, ‘that she was a witness to the
murder—that she would have told.’ -

“ “Then why did I not kill the servant as well ¥ Arthur said.

“ ‘He was asleep, and saw nothing.’.

“‘And you believe that ¥ Arthur demanded.

“TFtisnota qu%tlon of what I beheve,’ Lyle said gravely. Ttisa
question for your peers.’

“"Phe man is insolent!? Arthur cried.
Homﬂe ¥

,“The thing is monst.ronsl

“Before we could stop him he sprang ont of hls cot and began pull-{-

ing on his clothes. When the nurses tried to hold him down, he fought
with them. :

“ ‘Do you think you can keep me here,” he shonted, ‘when they are
plotting to hang ¢ 1 am going with you to that house !’ he cried 'at
Lyle. ‘When you find those “bodies T shall be beside you. It is my
right. He is my brother. He has been murdered, and I can tell you
who murdered him. That woman murdered him. She first ruined his
life, and now she has killed him. For the last five years she has been

plotting to make herself his wife, and last night, when he told her he’

had discovered the truth about the Russian, and that she would never

see him again, she flew into a ‘passion and stabbed him, and then, in >

terrer of the gallows, killed herself. She murdered him, I tell you,

'l and then committed suicide.

g

her bare shonlder.. But neither of us, a]though we searched the floor
on our hands and knees, could find the weapon which had Lilled her.
““For Arthﬂr’é sake,” T said, T ‘would have given a thousand
pounds if we had found the knife in ‘her! hand, as he said we would.’
' ‘Tbat we have not found it here,” Lyle answered, ‘is to.my mind

| | the strongest proof that he is telling tfh truth, that he left the house

before the murder took place. He is,not a fool, and had he stabbed his
brother aJld this woman, he would Bb peon that by placing the knife
near her he could help to make it appear as if she had killed Chetney
Besides, Lord Arthur insisted that the
evidence in his behalf would be our finding the knife here. He would
not have urged that if he knew we would not find it, if he knew he
himself had earried it away. This is no suicide. A suicide does not rise
and hide the weapon with which he kills himself, and then li¢ down
again. No, this has been a double murder,; and we must look outside of
the house for the murderer.” -

“While he'was ‘speaking Lyre Bud 1.hod been iseesohinginvary
corner, studying the details of each room. T was so afraid that, without
telling me, he would make some.deductions prejudicial to Arthur, that
I never left his side. T'was determined to see everything that he saw,
and, if possible, to prevent his interpreting it in the wrong way. He
finally finished his examination, and we sat down together in the draw-
ing-room, and he took out his notebook and read aloud all that Mr.
Sears had told him of the murder and what we had just learned from
Arthur. We compared the two accounts word for word, und weighed
statement ‘with statement, but I could not determine from anything
Lyle 'said which of the two versions he had decided to belieye.

“‘We are trying to build a house of blocks,’ he exclaimed, ‘with
half of the blocks missing. We have been considering two theories,” he
went on; ‘one that Lord Arthur is resppnsxble for both murders, and
ﬂ:e other that the dead woman in ‘there is responsible for one of them,
and has commltted smclde but until the Rassian servant is ready to
talk, I shall refuse to believe in the guilt of either.’

“‘What ean you prové by him? T asked.
asleep. He saw nothing.’

“Lyle hesitated, and then, as though he had made up his mind to be
quite frank with me, spoke freely.

“ T do not know that he was either drunk or asleep,” he answered.
‘Liéutenant Sears describes him ‘as a stupid boor. I am not satisfied
that he is not a clever actor. What was his position in this house !
What was his real duty here? Suppose it was not to guard this woman,
but to wateh her. Let us imagine that it was not the woman he served,
but a master, and see where that 1 us. For this house has a master,
a mysterious, absentee landlord, who lives in St. Petersburg, the un-
known Russian who came between Chetney and Zichy, and because of
whom Chetney left her. He is the man who bought this house for
Madame Zichy, who sent these rugs and curtains from St. Petersburg
o furnish it for her after his own tasies, and, I believe, it was he also
who placed the Russisn servant here, ostensibly to serve the Princess,
but in reality to spy upon her.’ At Scotland Yard we do not know who
Athis gentleman is; the Russian police confess to equal ignorance con-
cerning him. When Lord Chetney went to ‘Africa, Madame Zichy
lived in St. Petersburg; but there\hm' receptions and dinners ‘were
crowded with members of the noblhty and of the army and diplomats,
that among so many visitors the police eould not learn which was the
one for whom she most greatly cared.’

“Lyle pointed at the modern French pmnhngs and the heavy silk
rugs which hung upon the walls.

“‘The unknown is a man of taste and of some fortune, he said,
‘not the sort of man to'send a stupid peasant to guard the woman he
loves. So I am not content to believe, with Mr. Sears, that the servant
is a boor. I believe him instead to be a very clever ruffian. I belieye

‘He was drunk and

CH

and T promise you that we will find the knife she used near her—per- | ‘§

haps still in her hand. What will you say to that ?

“Lyle turned his head away and stared down at the ﬂoor ‘T might
sdy,” he answered, ‘that you placed it there.’

“Arthur gave a cry of anger and sprang at him, and then pitched

forward into his arms. The blood was running from the cut under the | e

bandege, and he had fainted. Lyle earried him back to the bed again,
and we left him with the police and the doetors, and drove at once to
the ad&ms he had glven us. We found the house not three minutes’
walk from St. George s Hospltal. It stands in Trevor Terraee, that
liq.le row of houses set hack from ngKtsbndge, with one end in Hﬁ]
Btreet.

ing that boy I could have made him.commit.himself T was right in try
ing to do so; though, I&?’*’& 0U, NO.gDe onldhobetterp}maed
nyself o T eoultf prove his theo ¥ t0. by iorrect. we, cannot l.
Everything depends upon what we we or ouraelves wfdxm the mt
few minwtes.’
“When we reached the hmo I»y,inbrokn the fastenings of

,vmieefﬁemndowsontbegrmd ,lnd,hlddﬂlbyﬂ"mm $
garden, we scrambled in. We £ound & the évé
which was the first room’ on. the Hgh f {he Ball.

burring behind the “’wm’ tlndes, n&wbea*the-

daylight streamed in after us it gave the hlll a hldmk dﬂx
Jook, Jike the foyer ofatbe’t&t g e wﬁeaﬁmw zi

day gambling hell. The house was oppremvely gilent, and because we
knew why it was 80 silent wemdamm Wh"“Llhw the

“As we left the hospital Lyle had said:to me, ‘You must noﬁhm' E
me for treating him as T did. All is fair in this work; and if by anger- |

K Y

“WHY-IN THE NAME OF ,womtozv SENSE,” HE cm.q‘:p
I-HAVE CHOSEN THAT ,uomrr’

| him to be the protector of his master’s honor, or, let us my, d lﬁ ma- W

ter’s property, whether that property be silver. plsta or the women his
‘master loves. Last' night, after 'lfLQrd Arthur had gone away, the derv-
ant was left along in this house, with Lord C'hethgy and ](agkma Zichy

farewell i for; if my idea of him n M'reut, ‘he understands: Enghsh
(qmteaswellasyonorI Let us i ﬁuthoheq,r&her itz n“g
Chetney not to leave her, remmdmg him of his former wish to marr

her, and let us suppose that he hears Chetney denounce her, a.nd,tell

L

M of ﬂw dnmg—tomh door, I felt as thm\gh some onmlmd put

i )‘mha tipj)n m;? fﬂxro;t Bu; 1 followed close at his shonlder, aml m
saw, ﬁl thesuhgped Ilgllt of mpyppted lamps, the body of Chetney | hi
| st ghe foot of the divan, just'as Lieytenant Sears had described it. In
[ the drawing-root we found the body of ‘the Prizcess Zichy, ber arms
| thrown ont, and the ‘blood from her hqart frozen in a tiny hne across

- | mame upon it, or & pair of gloves.
°| | damming evidence
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From whe;e he sat in the hall he oonm hear Lord Che_t,ney bidding her |

thu

oﬁ:n declare.
1ms hat this un ownjlumnwas,m“d*yﬁothm toher that
there is no man she loves but him, and’that she &;ndt ive hawmg
tbat he is alive, without ‘his love Suppm ‘Chetnéy ,bo’heved her, sup-
pogp bxs former mfatuanon for her returned, and that in @ moment of
,weah:eqs he forgave her and took her in his arms. That is the moment
the Russian master has feared. It is to guard ‘against it that he has
placed his watchdog over the Prmc&s, and how Jo we know but that,
when the moment came, the watchdog serv’ed)ng MI, s he saw his
duty, and killed them both? What 'do you think ¥ Lyle demnded.

‘Would not that explain both murﬂers ¥

“I was only too willing to hear any theory whiech pomted to any
one else s the criminal than Arthur, but Lyle’s exphnagon was too

that he could not hang a man for what he um.gmed he had dome.
“¢No,’ Lyle answered, ‘but I can fngh by }ellmg P 'ht

I think he has done, and now when 1 again qnio

ant I will make it quite clear to him that I believe he is the mnrdmr

1 think that will open his mouth. A man will ‘4t least talk to’defend

see him. There is nothing moretodohare’ :
“He arose,a.n&l fol wed him into the-hall, and in neﬁa
‘we would have Been on our way to Scotland Yard. But just
opened the street door a postman halted at the gate of the gu'den, lﬂ
began fumbling with the lateh.
“Lyle stopped, with an exclamation of chagrin.

“ How stupid of me!’ he exclaimed. He turmed quickly aad
pointed to a narrow slit cut in the brass plate of the front aoor “The

house has a private letter-box,” he said, ‘and I had not thought to look
in it! If we had'gone out as we came in, by the window, I would never
have seen it. The moment I entered the house I should have thought
of securing the letters which came thls mormng T have been grossly
careless” He stepped back into the hall and pulled at the lid of the
letter-box, which hung on_the mglde ‘of the door, but it was tightly
locked. At the same moment the, postman came up the steps holding
a letter. Without a word Lyle took it from his hand and began to
examine it. It was addressed to the Princess Zichy, and on the back‘
of the envelope was the name of a West End dressmaker.
¥ “That is of ne nse to me,’ Lyle said. He took out his card and
showed it to the postman. ‘I am Inspector Lyle from Scotland Yard,’
he said. ‘The people in this house are under arrest. Everything it eon-
tains is now in my keepmg Did you 'deliver any other letters here this
morning ¥
“The man looked frightened, but answered promptly that he was
now upon his third round. He had made one postal delivery at seven
that morning and another at eleven.
“ ‘How many letters did you leave here ¥ Lyle asked. X :
“‘About six altogether,” the man answered. g L
“ ‘Did you put them though the Qoor into the letter-box ¢
. “The postman said, “Yes, I always slip them into the box, and
ring and go away. The servants collect them from the inside.”

wg it 3
ol A &

Russian postage stamp ? Lyle asked.

“ From the same person, would you ey ! ¢

“ ‘The writing seems to be the same,’ the man answered.
come regularly about once a week—one of those I delivered this morn-
ing had a Russian postmark.’

« “That will do,” said Lyle eagerly.
much.’

to pick at the lock of the letter-box.

‘T'wice before when people I wanted had flown from a house I have
been able to follow them by putting a gmu'd over their mail-box.
These letters, which arrive regularly every week from Russia in the
same handwriting, they can come from but one person. At least, we
shall know the name of ‘the master of this house. Undoubtedly it is
one of his letters that the man plawd here ‘this morning. We may
make a most important discovery.’

“As he was talking he was picking at the lock with his knife, but
he ‘was so impatient to reach the letters that he pressed too heavily on
the bhde and it broke i in his hand. I took a step backward and drove
my heel into the lock, and it burst open. The lid flew back, and we
pressed forward, and each ran his hand down into the letter-box. Ior
a moment we were both too startled to move. The box was empty.
 “I do not know how long we stood staring stupidly at each other,
but it was-Lyle who was the first to recover. He seized me by the
arm and pointed excitedly into the empty box. 7

“ ‘Do_youn appreciate what that means? ‘e cried. ‘Tt means.t.hd
some one has been here ahead of us. Some one has entered this house
not three hours before we came, sinee eleven o’clock this morning.’

“ Tt was the Russian servant!” I exclaimed.

“ “The Russian servant has been under arrest at Scotland Yard,’
Lyle cried. ‘Heoonldnothvetukanthe letters. Tord Arthur has
been in his cot at the hospital. That is, his alibi. There is some one
else, some one we do not suspeet, and that some one is the murderer.
mmebwkhoreeﬂhertoohmthoeelenersbecausehoknovtbey
'ddommhm,ortowsomethmghehadlefthematdto

'.,-hofﬂnmm'der mmnng——theweapon,perh%

Cmmm a’cigarette-case, a handkerchief with his
Nmnwasxtmmhmben

Whmhhvo-qdehmmkeeodegpmtu

d ';,thsthexanoth:dden here now P

Lyle answered. ‘T may have bungled
che: ﬂmhomad\oro‘ghly Neverthe-
’glm,fromtheoelhrtothemoi.

‘ mustfo ‘the others and woik
Ak As be he.. ' tommhthednvmg-:oo-,
MWm&ebﬂhﬁ hﬂsmddnmmonﬂnmo.
Mthemn,"o "over his ghoulder, ‘we know that
o'y ‘ands key to'tbe lob Tk il

: mthathomhorewhnggl
, b Bammhtbmtheonlymmtmﬁnhm
Oumlymluvefmdm toshdwﬂututyo&u-‘l
v | slépt here. Thereeouldhbntohgothemvbomﬁpu.l

h]tpthehonaeandthelembox—udhohmm&l’
(Tobecomued) w

"i”i{’“ﬁis had no .am?m but :

utterly fantastic. T told him that he eertainly showed imaginstion, but

himself. Come,” he said, ‘we must return ‘at once to Sootland Yard and .

“ Have you noticed if any of the letters you leave here bear .
“ “The man answered, ‘Oh, yes, sir, a great many. e ~:,,. :

“They |

‘Thank ‘you, thank you very

“He ran back into the hall, and, pulling out his penknife, begas,

“ T bave been supremely careless,’ he said in great excitement .-
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