
THE END OF THE MYSTERY

which Young threatened him for months and 
months ?

I do not know.
Louise does not know.
We never discuss it even among ourselves. It is 

better so. Only Katharine and Hugh Crandall and 
a poor drug sot in a distant cell know what those 
papers were. I might conjecture if I cared, but what 
would be the use? After General Parrish’s death it 
came out that his vast estate had shrunk to almost 
nothing. Unfortunate investments in his old age 
had swept away his fortune. He was the custo­
dian of various trust funds. It may be that in a 
senile effort to recoup his losses he had misused 
some one else’s money and Young, with his devilish 
ingenuity, had found it out. Certain it is that while 
the papers commented widely on the small estate he 
left, in none of them was there the slightest hint of 
scandal. Equally certain am I that neither his 
daughters nor his sons-in-law bemoan the lack of an 
inheritance. Louise and I, I know, have learned 
that happiness lies not in wealth and luxury, but in 
loving service each to the other.
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