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288 THE GOLD OF THE GODS

As they fumbled to strike a light, 1 managed to

open a window and let in some fresh air, while the

Senora, for once human, loosened the throat of

Ine-' dress and fanned her.

Through the open door, now, I could hear what

was going on in the next room, but could not see.

'•
It was yor Lockwood," I heard a familiar

voice accusing,
*' who was in the Museum the night

the dagger disappeared."

" Yes," replied Lockwood, a bit disdainfully. " I

suspected something crooked about that dagger. I

thought that if I made a copy of the inscription on

the blade, I might decipher it myself, or get some

one to do it for me. I went in and, when a chance

came, I hid in the sarcophagus. There I waited

until the Museum was closed. Then, when finally

I got to the place where I thought the dagger was—

it was gone !

"

" The p^ nt is," cut in Craig, interrupting, " who

was the mysterious visitor to Mendoza the night of

his murder?"

He paused. No one seemed to be disposed to

answer and he went on, " Who else than the man

who sought to sell the secret on its blade, in return

for Inez for whom he had a secret passion? I have

reasoned it all out—the offer, the quarrel, the stab-

bing with the dagger itself, and the escape down the

stairs, instead of by the elevator."

" And I," put in Lockwood, " coming to report to

Mendoza my failure to find the dagger, found him '


