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CHAPTER IX.—(Continued.)

“T am the special commissioner of the
Evening Record. We are making a special
inquiry into this-er-affair. I had the pleas-
ure of seeing you in court this morning,
andl’__

“So glad it pleased you,” said Philip,
*4f I had only been in the dock no doubt
your pleasure also would have been spec-
N.!l

The special commissioner laughed easily.
“I ghall be very much obliged,” he con-
tinued, “if you will give me a few mo-
ments.”

“T will give you all the time there is,”
gaid Philip; “that is to say, twenty-four
hours in every day. Take it every bit.
I don’t even ask to share it with you.”

And he left the office and the special
commissioner.

It is difficulf to justify his behavior
toward this representative of an august
profession. The fact was, however, that
the Evening Record had printed a special
column in its best, facetious style on the
ducal episode at the Jiu Jitsu school, and
Philip had not been enthusiastic about
the tone of the references to himself.

He was just a little late for dinner
through having dropped off into a doze
during the process of excogitating upon
his future; he had not yet recovered all
the sleep lost on the night of the murder.
He descended to the = front basement,
where Mr. Adrian Hilgay’s paying guests
yefreshed themselves in unchallengable re-
spectability, with a certain nervousness.
In the first place, he had prominently fig-
ured at the inquest, and the talk would
certainly bear upon the inquest; he might
be questioned; he might even be regard-
ed with suspicion. And in the second
place, he was really rather too well dress-
ed for such an assemblage. To eat a ten-
penny dinner in a frock coat that had
cost five guineas only a couple of days be-
dore seemed to border upon imperfect
taste. But what was he to do? He could
mot be changing his suits all day. And
if he had changed at all at that hour he
might, through sheer absent-mindedness,
have changed into evening dress, which
would bave been to create a sensation.\

He found somie thirty out of the sixty

ohients of Mr. Hilgay seated at their long|

tables in the refectory. The boys were
pecuring a brown stock soup; a few of the
guests were absorbing the soup noiseless-
y, and a few were not. The place and
#the people looked extremely mournful,
{Philip at once perceived that nothing can
’be more tragic than gentility divorced
Mrom riches. Y

Iom
wdecidedly the only
Clothes were sombre, vague,

man under

oose or two tight; linen was like snow
Eﬂong fallen. Conversation scarcely existed,
gand such talk as struggled into being was
He had expected to
be greeted by a buzz of chatter about
the inquest, to hear a vivacious conflict
of theories concerning the identity of the
murderer. But nothing of the kind. Mis-
fortune, disappointment, failure and soli-
tary life had made Mr. Hilgay’s guesta
egotists of the most terocious sort. They |
» were swarthed in innumerable thicknesses
of their wrongs and their exasperated de-
The mur-
der of all the captains of the mercantile
amarine would scarcely have disturbed them
from their fakivlike contemplation of
themselves which is the characteristic of

wtupid and banal.

gires and their foiled hopes.

genteel and lonely poverty.

They addressed themselves to their ten-
of purpose that was
-taken a
place at the end of the table nearest the
«door; half a dozen empty covers separated
him from his next neighbor, a mam in a
dark gray suit and a red necktie; not a
soul showed more than a passing, faint-
Iy hostile interest in him. The two persons
who it might have amused him to con-
Upottery and John
Meredith, the young man with the scar
and the pleasant voice—were not present.
after her ex-
ertions of the morning, had resumed her
bed of sickness. Possibly John Meredith
And in brief, as Philip
sat there, having imbibed the excellent
soup, and awaiting the excellent New

;penny meal

almost sublime. Philip had

template, Mrs.
Doubtless Mrs. Upottery,

jacked tenpence.

Zealand mutton, in that low ceiled room

with its four cold electric lights, its bare
its collection of forlorn but
prim humanity, and its inhuman boys imi-
tating, in perfunctory manner, the waiters
of a fashionable restaurant, a deep sad-
He
wanted te¢ run away and be joyous; he
wanted to pretend that there was mo
un-
He swore he would not
stay in the Corner House amother twenty-
Indeed he had a mind to
move straight away, without even tasting
the excellent New Zealand mutton, to the
and

furniture,

ness took possesion of his spirit.
such thing in this world as ugly
dignified failure.
four hours.
Savoy Hotel. With two hundred

fifty pounds he could have a hundred
days of splendor at the Savoy.

Then Mr. Varcoe came into the refec-
He was disguised as one of Lon-
don’s rejected, a consumptive man with
pale hands and a flushed face and stoop-
ing shoulders; his suitability for a philan-
thropic lodging house seemed to be per-

tory.

fect, but Philip recognized him imme-

diately by his gait and by his eves. The
thoughts,
and he was inclined once more to remain
at the Corner House for the mere sake
Mr. Varcoe strode uncer-
room,
where a place happened to be vacant.
He gave his little receipt form and com-
ord, eating|for

yecognition diverted Philip’s

of adventure.
tainly to the other end of the

menced his meal without a w
ravenously.

been impeneterable.
relied on Philip’s discretion.

The detective’s presence

of the house.

Philip gazed up at a notice on the wall
to “the effect that nothing but filtered
water could be served at lunch and din-
themselves |
introduce beer into the house, providing|

ner, but that guests might

the beer was bottled. And as he gazed

the printed notice appeared to fade and
the portrait of Giralda to shine through
it. The way in which that portrait hauut-

ed him, challenged him, distracted him,
was highly disconcerting.

thony Didring,
of Sandego. Was she dead?

to the horror of the town?

There were more gentlemen
Mhan ladies, and far more aged tham|
h; not one woman was young, Or!
been young recently, and Philip was|
forty.
either too

Once - his glance met the rov-
ing glance of Philip, and Philip raised
ever so slightly his forehead to indicate
to Mr. Varcoe that his disguise had not
In return Mr, Var-
coe ever so slightly raised his forehead,
presumably to indicate to Philip that he

there could
mean one thing only—that the detective
suspected the murderer, or an accomplice
of the murderer, to be among the guests

It was curious |
how the vision of it made him dream,
made him resent the evidence of Sir An-
and even of the Marquis‘
Would her | tesque
wonderful corpse one day be discovered  crude, unconscious
Or did she |expected to draw across the true scent

{drawn? He dealt absently with the New
| Zealand mutton, with the potatoes mash-
ed, with the cabinet pudding, with the
youthful gruyere—it was a satisfying if
unoriginal repast. He heard the voice
of Varcoe now and then, emitting some
phrases which he failed to grasp. And
the next thing was that Varcoe rose and
left. Varcoe, beginning last, has finished
first. He drank half a glass of water and
followed on Varcoe’s heels. But when
he arrived on the ground floor there was
not a sign of Varcoe. Mr. Hilgay was
eating neatly in his office. He did not
question Mr. Hilgay about Varcoe. No
doubt Varcoe was present in the house
with the privity of Mr. Hilgay, and
Philip felt therefore that he could mot
be too discreet. Besides he had no right
to invade the office of Mr. Hilgay, whose
bearing toward himself, so friendly on the
Tuesday night, had somewhat altered
gince thie inquest. |

He stood a moment at the front door.|
The crowd had dispersed. The workmen
in the trench had gone. The trench|
showed its little warning lamps in Strange
street, and without doubt the watchman, |
Charlie Lad, resumed his nightly vigil in
the cabin at the corner. Overhead the|
sky was beautifully clear and the moon
just rising. In a gloomy and wavering
mood Philip climbed the stairs to get his
hat and overcoat; the thirty diners were
now straggling upward in ones and twos.

It needed physical exercise and in two
minutes he was heading along Holborn
for Oxford streot and the remaining dis-‘
tance to Bayswater. Never, he thought, |
bhad anything so depressed him as the ex-
cellent dinner offered by Mr. Hilgay to|
his boarders at the price of tenpence, or|
one shilling if not ordered in advance. He
said to himself that he would have pre-
ferred to consume ‘“two stone steps and
a pint of thick” at a coffee stall. To-
morrow his career must receive attenticn.
He must peruse with diligence and dis-
crimination the advertisements in the
Daily Telegraph and the Daily Chronicle,
and he must advertise, he must get testi-
monials, he must gird up his loins against
the world, he must conceive a plan of
campaign.

But he could not control his thoughts,
not even though he bought a best cigar
at the little tobacco shop on the north-
east side of Oxford Circus and began to
smoke it in order to steady his nerves.
He ocould not dismiss that puzzling and
distracted portrait from before his eyes.
He could not refrain from striving to
penetrate the mystery which enshrouded

|
[

the disappearance of Giralda and the
death of her father. He tried to think
of a clew, only one little clue, and the
| quest seemed absurdly hopeless. Vascoe’s
| effort - seemed to him equally ridiculous,
although Philip had the highcst
iopinion of the London police as mirrors,
of courtest, controllers of street traffic
and walking directors, he despised them
as trackers of a criminal. He could im-
agine a detective in Paris or St. Pebers-
burg performing miracles of craft, but
London was too matter of fact, too blunt,
too heavy footed, too English for such
inquisitorial work. Had he not, for ex-
ample, instantly penetrated Vascoe's dis-
guise? There were sixty persons in the
lodging house. - Would the police search
the entire building? Impossible.  The
stranger seen by Mrs. Upottery in the
captain’s room—how could the police hope
to hit on that man? The boy who had |
given the false alarm to the watchman—
how to distinguish him from all the other
boys of London. These persons had van-
ished. Giralda had vanished. The dead |
man’s brother had vanished. The blood-!
marked stone had vaunished. The cap-|
tain’s papers had vanished. And, to cap|
all, there were the confusing and contm»;
dictory theories of the Russian secret so-;
ciety and the West Indian buried treas-
ure—both of them wild, incredible, gro-|
theorics—which honest, credulous, !
foolishness might be |

live, somewhere, in some mystéry with-|of the murderer.

T e DR

-

lup to the inquest and to the Record’s
i special commissioner.
' | briefly that “Mr. Philip Congleton Mas-

| groves of Hyde Park, crossed St. George’s

|ing on the moonlit and lamplit Embank-

| blue radiance of electricity, was disgorg-

He “was still fretting in the maze of
multitudinous and useless conjecture when, |
at the Marble Arch, an insistent hawker |
forced him to buy the second extra of the |

Evening Record at one penny, a hundred
per cent above its face value. He glanced
through it under a lamp-post. Nearly the |
whole of Page 3 of the Record was given

The latter s.ated

ters’ (the Record’s passion for leaving
nothing out is to be noted in the full
and accurate revelation of Philip’s name),
“whose connection with a recent episode
at the Jiu Jitsu School, in Jermyn street,
will be remembered, betrayed a strange
disinclination to say anything whatever.
Doubtless Mr. Congleton Masters had rea-
sons for this reticenee which seemed
sufficient to him.” The special commis-
sioner had evidently also been disappoint-
ed by his reception at the widowed hands
of Mrs. Upottery, but chivalry had pre-
vented him from showing that disappoint-
ment too keenly.

Philip, feeling that, after.all, a special
commissioner is, just as much as any
other sentient being, an illustration and
proof of the great Darwinian law of the
survival of the fittest, carefully folded up
the paper and gave it to the hawker to
sell again.

Instead of going straight on he turned
abruptly down through the noctural

Place, went along Bird Cage Walk and so
reached Westminster Bridge. After tarry-

ment, he walked as far as the Temple
Station, and then mounted Arundel street
and came to Aldwych and Kingsway once
more. The Metropolitan Theatre and
Pleasure House, with facade and glorious

ing theatrical patrons; the music-hall
moiety of its evening's activity was not
yet finished. Three nights ago, penniless,
Philip would have crept by unostenta-
tiously on the side of the road, but to-
night, bulging with banknotes, he push-
ed with a certain careless deliberate an-
noyance through the well-clad throng.
Every man except Philip seemed to be
intent on getting himself and his woman
folk sent home like parcels, and the
openers of cab-doors, official and unoffi-
cial, were participating in the prosperity
of the Metropolitan and British Empire.
Now among the corps of openers was a
negro, and though all negroes have the
air of being the same negroe, Philip by
minute investigation soon satisfied him-
self that this particular pegro was identi-
cal with Massa Coco—not the Massa Coco
of the inquest in broadcloth and many
tears, but a Massa Coco attired in ef-
fective tatters for the business of draw-
ing tears from the eyes of wealthy and
susceptible females at eleven fifteen of
the night. Philip watched him in the

pursuit of coin until the crowd had thin-
ned to a trickle of unhurried persons, and
he was just approachmg to speak to him
when, at the next entrance, the audience
of the music-hall suddenly burst forth to
take such cabs as the theatrical contin-

“] saw de Captain's brother to-night. Yes, sah.”

gent had left. It was after half-past
eleven when Coco, breathless and appar-
ently satisfied, drew into the shadow of
the wall to count his gains and then
Philip accosted him.

The negro appeared to take huge de-
light in being noticed.

“Yes, sah, yes sah!” he whined. “I
know you, sah; my clothes, sak? Don’t
ask me, sah. Because I'm a respectable
nigger and I don’t like to tell you. You
scen my portrait in de paper sah? Oh,
yes, sah, and my name underneath it.
T’s too sorry about this murder, sah.
I’s too sorry. Captain the only fren’
Massa Coco had.”

“Have the police been after you?”
Philip asked. |
“After me, sah? No, sah! I should be |

berry sharp to any p’leeceman dat comds,
after me. I told de judge what I know. |
I answer de judge. I not answer ebbery |
‘pertinent p’leeceman dat comes along.
Good night, sah! Good night.”

He walked away past the deserted and
dark front of the theatre, and then he
came back.

“But I tell you, sah, because you are
a gentleman. I tell you. I saw de cap-
tain’s brother tonight. Yes, sah.”

“What! The man you saw in the hotel
in the Waterloo Road?”

“Yes, sah!”

“You're sure?”’

“I’s dam sure, sah!”

“Where?”’

“In a cab, sah, just down there ¥e|

pointed to St.
“What time?”
*’Bout seven o’clock, sah.”
“Which way was he driving?”
“Up Kingsway, sah.”
“Have vou told the police?”
“Not me, sah. What is de p'leece to
And he ran off in the direction of the
Strand.

Clement’s Danes.

but p’leece most ’pertinent.”

took no heed.
The shock of this information, even
though he did not unconditionally accept

|

|

' hour ago to find out who occupied it.”

"quick impatience and a marked increase

it as fact, produced a turmoil in Philip’s,

mind which had a curious effect.
suddenly thought of a trifling incident
which he had utterly forgotten, and the
incident assumed now, for some inex-
plicable reason, a strange and formidable
importance, namely, the swift raising and
dropping of a blind in the window of the
Corner House at the moment  when he

was speaking to the———— on the morn- | For the situation presented itself now to
Here, | him as merely humorous.
{ vinced that the raising and dropping of
street. | the blind bore no relation whatever to
| He felt sure that the window was the the murder; his suppositions
first-floor window nearest the corner of|jcctures seemed purely fanciful
trange street and Little Girdler’s Alley, | stood face to face
land a moment's inspection of the houselthe tiny chamber. He did notrdoubt that
gerved to confirm his memory. That win-| Meredith was a strange and perhaps an
went | hysterical creature, whose physical charm
and as he reached | had provided® him with a too romantic
struck twelve and  past (what, indeed,
all the lights except that in the hall were and that he had good room for being
extinguished. He stopped in the darkness’ agitated when footsteps stopped outside

ing of the discovery of the corpse.
he reflected, was conceivably a clue.
He hurried up to -

dow was now illuminated.' He
meditatively upstaig

the corridor a cloc

>

at the corner of the two corridors on the
first floor, and drew from his pocket a
small electric lamp which he usually
carried. By accident he dropped it, and
in groping for it, he displaced one of
the house-painter’s planks and made
a considerable noise. But he found the
lamp, and pressing the buttom, he gazed
at the door of the room in which the
blind had been so suspiciously lifted and
dropped. There was not a sound in the
great house. Then a board cracked, and
then the door of the room opened,
brusquely, and a man appeared. It was
John Meredith, with the scar.
CHAPTER X.
End of Varcoe’s Enquiry.

Philip and Meredith stood regarding
each other rather stupidly, as people will

who sre mutually astonished. ’.Ihe PaS”| nerhaps the person who- lifted that blind
sages were dark, save for Philip’s little | had some connection with the murder.
electric lamp, but in Meredith’s room a'Byt it was just a wild notion that flashed
candle was burning, and the figure of the through my head, and I’
young man as he blocked the doorway ! gorry 1. disturbed you. The thing has
was silhouetted against this' mystery of | gyly to be stated in plain terms to prove
the sleeping house, with its five floors of lits own ridiculousness.”

misfortune, and its simple Adrian Hilgay

keeping vigil at the base, impressed Philip | sympathy with which John Meredith had

very strongly. He felt more than usuals
ly alive, more than usually interested in
the life of the moment, to the exclusion
both of the past and of the future. At
the e¢nd of a few seconds he lifted his
lamp and threw its thin ray on Meredith’s
face. The scarrea and yet handsome
features were agitated.

«What is wrong?’ Meredith stammered
in a low tome.

“Nothing,” said Philip. “T -was just
going to my room, and I dropped my
lamp and stumbled over one of these
planks.”

“Oh! I thought something was wrong.”
Again the appealing, sympathetic qual-

ity of Meredith’'s voice affected Philip
in a remarkable way. It filled him with
an incomprehensible desire to protect
Meredith, to take care of Meredith, to
gshield hm in the rough-and-tumble of ex-
istence; as though Meredith were incap-
able of looking after himself. Yet Mere-
dith’s was not a foolish nor a weak face,
and despite his agitation he twirled his
mustache with the left hand in a man-
ner not to be described as other than
uncompromisingly- independent.

“What is wrong?”’ Philip demanded,
with that disconcerting directness which
characterized him in the more strenuous
instants of life.

Meredith bit his lip, hesitating.

“Why did you stop at my door?” he
parried, sternly.

“To take my lamp out of my pocket.”

“And why did you want to take your
lamp out of your pocket at my door?”

Philip smiled at last. He thought that
Meredith’s tragic imitation of a cross-ex-
amining counsel was comic enough to ex-
cuse a smile. And he answered Mere-
dith with the air of humoring him.

“Because the lights happened to be
turned out just as I got to the top of the
stairs.”

“Oh!” murmured Mercdi.tll‘ vaguely.

Then Philip had, the sudden impulse to
adopt the offensive.

“But in any case,” he added, “I should
have stopped at this door.”

Whypz - - - AN Amness, “Reallyl”

For he.

,thing that struck Philip was the extreme

[
|

‘me? T's too sorry for de captain’s death, not here.
i like this.
“Here!” Philip said, but Massa Coco|ing.”

|
|
!

\

1

“Pecause 1 had a curiosity about
door. It is now satiefied.”

“What curiosity?”

“]1 wanted to know who occupied it.
The idea took me about a quarter of an

this!approaehs‘d the door. It was a sign that

{ Philip could not ignore and he (le'partod,f
saying to himself that if Meredith had
not dismissed him from sheer inability
any longer to control his hysterical emo-

tions, then Philip’s name was not what|
it was. Why! The poor fellow had
scarccly been able to murmur a good |
night! :

At that moment Philip, in spite of ad-;
verse appearances, was entirely convinc-
ed that John Meredith had had nothing|
to do with the murder of Captain Pollex-|
fen. But on the other hand the adverse
appearances could mnot be ignored, and
they preached loudly that Meredith knew
more than he would tell. Even a police-
man could not have been deceived by that
agitated pretence of perfect ignorance, by
that assumption ot a mere stranger’s in-
terest in the crime. That Meredith had
lately experienced moral sufferings of no
usual kind was written on his winning,
wistful face. Perhaps here was one rea-!
son why Philip so frankly sympathized
with him. Philip felt that he could make
a friend of Meredith, and it was not of-'
ten that men instantly affected his heart,
in such wise. And as he stood there
hesitant in the dark passage, with the
dreaming house of fallen gentility above
him and below him, and the tiny electric:
lamp throwing a vellow shaft of light in-,
to the gloom, it was less the general
problem of the murder than the special |
problem of John Meredith that attract- |
ed and absorbed him. Why should a,
mysterious unknown penetrate secretly in-:
to Meredith’s room on the morning after
the murder, lift and drop the blind, aund
then depart, having appareutly disturbed
nothing and stolen nothing? And that|
heavy sleep of Meredith’s—did it * nob:
point to a drug? !

He passed to his own room and was;
startled to find the door unlatched. A
greater surprise awaited him yhen he en-
tered the cubicle, for Mr. Varcoe was in!
possession of it. Mr. Varcoe also had an|
electric lamp, but a much smaller one, and |
much more powerful than Philip’s. Tt
was attached to his watch chain, or rather
to a chain that pretended to be a watch '
chain. The rays of the two lamps met|

Why?”

Philip gazed at him mildly.

“Shall I tell you? Yes, I'll tell you, but
We can’t stand talking here
Tll tell you tomorrow morn-

“No, no,” whispered Meredith, with
of agitation. :'You must tell me now.
Come in here.  Come in at once.”
Philip accepted the invitation, and Mere-
dith noiselessly shut the door. The first

tidiness of the room; it was a model and
example for all lodgers. The second thing
that struck him was Meredith’s intense
seriousness. “I wonder if this young man
has any sense of humor,” Philip mused.

He was con-

and con-
as he
n Meredith in

with Joh

meant the scar?)

his door at dead of night.

“I'm so sorry I disturbed you.,” Philip
said kindly. “I’'m afraid you'll think me
rather—how shall 1 put it—free and easy
—rather cavalier. I”"—

“T wish you would tell me why you are
g0 curious about my ‘room,” Meredith in-
terjected in a tense rather louder voice.
He remained standing himself, and he did
not ask Philip to sit. As a fact, there
was only one chair. :

“The truth is,” said Philip, “I oughtn’t
to have made that remark, but as I did
make it, I suppose I must explain.”

“] think so.” . Meredith observed.

“Only I warn you, it's ridiculous,”
Philip continued. :

Then he explained to Meredith how ‘he
had been struck by the sudden suspicious
‘movement of the blind just before the
discovery of the corpse. “I said to my-
self, in a purely irresponsible way, that

Mr. Varcoe appeared to be in a state of |
high self-satisfaction, and he made no|
effort to conceal the fact. Nor did he!
offer either apology or explanation o4
Philip for the trespass that he was com-
mitting.

“To begin with,”
preliminary, ‘“‘we will draw the curtain.’
He drew the little curtain across the win-
dow. “And we will shut the door.” He
shut the door. “And now, Mr. Varcoe,!
may I respectfully inquire what the devil ;
you are doing in my room?”’ |

He was not angry, but it amused himi
to assume anger.

“QOh, that’s all right,” said Varcoe.
was only waiting.” |

“The deuce you were!” Philip replied.;
“What for? A thrashing?”’

And he approached Varcoe with a ges-
ture that indicated grievous bodily harm.
He was taller than Varcoe, who had not
the look of an athlete. |

“Be careful, sir,” said Varcoe.
my revolver.”

“T don’t care a bilberry for your revol-
ver,” Philip replied, putting his lamp on'
the table, “Drop it.” |

Varcoe had rapidly produced a revolver!
from his pocket; he held it in his right|

said Philip, with no'
i

m really awfully

His tone expressed unmistakably the
inspired him. i

“And you say this was on the Wednes-
day morning?’ Meredith queried.

“Yea

“What time?”

“O! I don’t know. Between 7 and 8.
Anyhow, it was immediately before I left
the street, and the captain’s body was
found immediately after I left the street.
Yes, it must have been between 7 and 8.”

“You're sure it was the window of this
room?” i

“Absolutely.”

“Excuse me,” Meredith said faintly, and
he sat down on the sole chair.

«“What's the matter? You aren’t ill?”
Philip cried.

i
il

o ha\‘ei

“No, I'm not at all ill. But I want to|p,nq, i
sit down. I shall be all right in a mo-| “«prop it!” Philip smiled. “Drop it on|
ment,” : the bed!” ;

“You’re very pale.”

Meredith straightened - himself. “Per-
haps you'd be pale, Mr. Masters—you are
Mr. Masters, aren’t you?—if you knew
what I know.”

“What do you know?”

«] know that I never did raise wy
blind on Wednesday morning. 1 had slept
very badly for one or two nights, hut on
Tuesday night I slept like a log. ' I didn’t
wake up at all till nearly 11 o’clock.”

“Then, after all, I must be mistaken in

He seized Varcoe’s left hand in both his!
hands and operated the renowned jiu-jitsu|
twist in contrary directions of the index !
and the thumb. By leaving his left hand
unclasped an open prey to such an at-"i
tack, Varcoe proved that, whatever his|
skill as a detective, he was not a finished |
expert in self-defence. He gave a smoth- |
ered scream of pain as Philip forced him;
to bend over the bed, and then the!
fingers of the right hand relaxed and the |
revolver fell noiselessly on the artistic !

the room.” . counterpane.
! “That’s just W}}at I d_on't th}nk you| «There you are!” Philip
are,” said Meredith, with growing calm ! «quite neat, you see! You perceive the|

and an almost frigid emphasis.

Philip paused.

“That means,” said he, “that you think
some one came into your 1#om that morn-
ing early, without going through the for-
mality of wakening you.”

“Yies,” Meredith nodded.

“Some one connected with the murder,

theory of the thing, don’t you? While|
that shooter is being practised on one

even to hold anything.”

“But that’s no joke!”
ed.
“Yes, it is,”
I meant it as a joke.

Varcoe complain- |

}
said Philip. “I assure you'
»” He picked up the

“What a strange thing for a fellow to
do!” was Philip’s private comment. And
aloud he said: “Then the pergon who
came in must have had a key that fits
your door?” ¢

you perspire, ¢h? No. Sit down on the!
bed. You’ll be more comfortable there!:
T'll have the chair. Now, won’t you|
tell me what you were waiting for?” !

Varcoe, who was not a fool, accepted |

“He mnat, the situation with an admirable tran- |

! “And he must have secured that before- quility.
hand, so that his coming into your room | © 4] was waiting for vou” le sl aill!
must haye been part of his plans? shaking the poor left hand. |
Meredith gave a sign of assent. ‘vl whnted to nee e’ ;
«But why your room?” Philip demand-| «Nq not specialln. But about five

ed curtly.

“J—I can’t imagine.”

“He wouldn’t have taken the trouble to
get a key for your door for the sake of
looking out, theough your window into
the street. Any window on the front
would have dome for that, or he could
have gone to the dining room. ‘Why your
room?”

“I_] can’t imagine,” Meredith repeat-
ed nervously.

“May I ask why you think I am not
mistaken in the window!" “Not at all,” Mr. Varcoe replied.

“] geem to remember having a sort Of*assure L
dream that some one eame into my room | “Then 1 can understan
and went out again. I got up with that | | +"a1d my joke in quite best taste,’
I had it most strongly.” 5

minutes ago circumstances compelled me
refuge here. I knocked first, and as you '
didn’t answer, I opened the door and
came in. I thought I might rely on your
—your benevolent neutrality.”

“In regard to what?”

“In regard to what T am doing.” i

“My first notion naturally was that you
were searching my room. I imagined you
had some suspicions on me. It was that
that put me in such a jocular mood.”| |
”I ]
d that you didl
> said |

impression. Philip., “But what were you doing?” i
“TWhen did you first hear of the mur-|" & ((as pursuing my investigations. You,
der?”’ saw me at dinner?”’

“Just as I was leaving my room. One
of the boys was cleamu}’g the corridor--|7 gid see you at dinner! My dear sir,
he ‘:IOld Im&;tor‘}t;unately- L ,.., | vour disguise would not have deceived a

“May I ask why you say ‘fortunately T ew

“Well it was a great shock to me, ‘?fi “[ am sure of it,” said Varcoe. “It was
course,” Meredrt’}} answered quietly, “4 goeedily contrived not to deceive anybody
very great Sh?Ck- _ . who knew me too well. You may be as-

“You didn’t faint or any*thmg. tonished to learn that .1hiere are no less|

“Why do you suggest su?h a thing than five notorious criminals staying in!

“Simply because you don’t look strong.!ihis house at the present moment. At
No other reason. I:?e glanced with In- Jeast there were five this afternoon. There
tention at the scar. :"\ft,er an accident,” { 5re only four mow. One decamped im-
he said, “one’ is_often”—— ; mediately after dinner, but as I had men

*Yes, .‘ves,’ )=i.er‘ed1th cut him short.|yvaiting outside in case of urgency, he
“It’s quite true, I'm not very strong.|did not decamp very far. You see the
But I dlgn}')tl f;lr:;, 1 885;:;91 you.” He|class of persons attracted by the Hilgay
smiled and blushed momentanly. brand of philanthropy!”

Philip woulfd }}Ilave hkﬁdtto hear somfe “Had this deserter anything to do with
explanation of the scar, but none was of-|the murder?”
fered. The conversation halted. ; “Not at all. Bui he was wanted for

“You're particularly interested in this|gtealing fireplaces out of a row of new
murder?” Ph\hr& vet;yturetll. y "’ houses in Wandsworth. 8o that was all

Meredith paused. “Yes, T am,” he said. | right.”

“So am I!” Philip remarked, and he en-| “Philip began to conceive a certain re-
deavored to charge his tone leth mean- | gpect; for Mr. Varcoe, and a certain in-
. “So am I! And as you're inter-{terest in his methods.
ea‘t‘e\(\ir‘:'el_l——_the captain being in the house -“B‘ét why the bad disguise?” he gucs

s P = ouse 11?‘1\(? 0
and so on — Merely to enable me to study the faces

«Did T see you at dinner? I should say
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|

“Exactly!—and as you're interested, I'll| of those who saw through it,” replied !
give you a piece of news. By the way,| Varcoe. :
you've read the account of the inquest!| “How did my face strike you?” Philip|
I didn’t see you there.” demanded.

“Yes, I have read it.” “It didn’t strike me,” said Varcoe.!

“Well, that mysterious brother of the
captain’s—he’s not dead, at any rate, He'’s
been seen tonight.”

Meredith's head fell back slightly and
there was a catch in his ‘breath. Then
he jumped up from the-chair. “Really!”
he muttered with an affection of light-

“Because I had already made up my mind |
about you. You must remember that|
there was the policeman who came up |
to you while you were in the cabin that |
night. ‘He said to you: ‘What's up?
Don't you recollect? He had had you in
sight for two hours or so. So you couldn’t

At the same nme_/ helyery well pave asssistad a4 the burjal

‘view of the functions of the police.

and crossed, as it were in an encounter. |t

hand it is impossible for the other hand in the
ito do with "

to seek refuge somewhere, and I sought | manding he

: softly

Ltantly

‘rules of the game.

g

Your previous movements are accour
for.”

“T remember perfeotly,” said . Phil
“And I have wondered why you didn't-
bring forward that policeman at the in.
quest! Some slight suspicions undoubted=
ly attached to me, and that policeman
would have cieared me, as you say.”

“We didn't bring him forward because
it wouldn’t have pald us to,” said Vare
coe. v

“Wouldn’t have paid you to?”

“No. He didn’t show any remarkabla
common sense. In fact, he has had a

' reprimand. o why should we give thae

force away? It isn’t our business to clear
suspected persons. It’s our business to
convict suspected persons.”

“You're frank,” Philip murmured, made
thoughtful by this strictly professional -

“Of course’ I am,” said Varcoe. “I'my
paying vou a compliment. You're the
‘kind of man that eppeals to me. You
ought to have been in the C. I. D.”

. “You flatter me,” Philip smiled. “I'll

give you some lessons in jiu jitsu if you
like. But won’t you go on being frank,
and tell me what success you have had
in this house so far. I am rather keen
to know, and I fancy I can add to your
information, whatever you’ve found out.”{

“You'll oblige me infinitely by addingis
to it,” said Varcoe, and added grimlgy
*“1f you can.’

“Well,”" Philip responded. “that brothesl
of Pollexfen has been seen.”

“Who told you?’

Philip explained.

“[ know all about that mysterious
brother,” Varcoe said with that affecta-
tion of calmness which even the greatest
men cannot always avoid in a momenti
of triumph.

“You do?”

“Yes. I've even had a chat with —
Varcoe seemed to stumble for a word!
‘with him.” 7

“Tonight?”

“Tonight?”

“Well?”

“And I've drunk champagne with Afies.
Josephine Fire in the dressing room that
used to be Miss Giralda’s. And I've
found the boy that was employed to send!
he watchman off on that wild goose|
hase.

“Mr. Varcoe, T congratulate you.”
“And that isn’t all I've done.”

“In short, the game is up!”

“The game is up, if it wasn't do you
suppose my dear Mr. Masters that I
should be unjacking my heart with words
to you in this fashion as the swan of!
Avon says.”

“You've got
inal?’

Varcoe nodded proudly

“Who i~ 1t2" ! »

“Guess.” i

“I'm no good at guessing,” said Phil
“But.I'll guess if you say whether I'm
right.”

“Gio ahead,” was Varcoe's reply.

“Well, T won’t guess the foreign look=
ing person that Mrs. Upottery saw in the k¢
captain’s room--in this room on Tuesday\
night.”

“Why not?”

“Because that's too obvious. besides yom|

.

i

C

vour hands on the crime
‘

haven’t established his identity. I bet.”

“Yes I have,” Varcoe -contradicted!
quietly.

“Who was he?”

“You do well to put it in the pasty
tense,” said Varcoe with a strange in-
tonation. “That gentleman no longer ex-
18ts."

“He is dead!”
“He has been destroyed,
royed.”
Philip controlled an involuntary ishivem
of the spine.
“But it wasn’t he,” V
ly.
“Coco?’ Philip ventured.
“My dear Sir, what an idea!

simply des

st
“arcoe added, dry=

Negroes

are addicted to murder, but they never

practise the least finessc. Probably be-

cause they do not read De Quincey. No,,

emphatically not Coco! You might as

1\\'ell have guessed Mr. Hilgay or the Cor-(
laughed. | oner, or Josephine.”

Philip paused a moment and then said,y
self-consciously. 1
“Had John Meredith. the young many
corner room on this floor anylhinq

Alr. Varcoe was visibly impressed.

“Pidn’t T tell you you ought to be inu
the C. 1. D.?” hc¢ smiled and then he«
looked at his watch, holding the dial iny

if not the murderer?” weapon. “I thought you might be in-|the ray of the lamp. ‘
“Yes.” terested in the theory. Besides, you' “You don’t mean to say it's Meredith?”
«But don’t you lock your door atbl,ughtn't to threaten people with a revol-! Philip exclaimed, jumping up from his
might?” | ver. It’s not quite mnice. And on the! chair; and even as he spoke his thought.
“Certainly,” said Meredith, “and I put}ppt of a trespasser it amounts to almost: wonderingly ran: “Why should I be
the key under my pillow.” bad form. Sit down. My joke has made moved in this way.”

“I have not said it was Meredith,” thes
detective parried.

“Am I right or am [ wrong?”’ demands
ed Philip, half offended. 1

At the same moment could be heard
the faintest ting of a bell, but whethen

| it was outside the house or in the pas-
sage, or in some cubicle, Philip could not
be sure.

“In half an hour you will know,” re-

plied Varcoe, and assuming an entively
different tone, serious, official and com-

added ‘‘Please stay
your room, Mr. Masters.

here in
It is import-

ant that we should not be disturbed, I-

rely on you.”

With these words he went silently and
out of the cubicle, shutting the
door. Fhilip noticed that he was wear-
ing felt slippers.

During the night the Corner House ex+
perienced one crowded hour of glorioua
life.

Philip waited some tinte; he had mo
watch, not having yet repaired the loss -
causted by a slight contretemps which
may arrive to any person who has be
within sight of his last sixpence; but
judged that he must have waited ¢

' siderably more than the half hour men

tioned by Mr. Varcoe. H¢ had heard dis-
a variety of trifling and heter-
ogeneous sounds. Then he crept to the
door and turned the handle. The handle
was docile enough; the door, however,
would not open; it had been secured on
the outside.

For an instant he was furious, but for
an-instant only. His conscious told him
that, being an Englishman, he was a
sportsman, and being a sportsman he must
play the game, even if Mr. Varcoe did.
not. Assuming that the detective had a
coup to make, as undoubtedly he had, it
would mot be fair to do anything which
might mar his chances. Moreover, Philip
was not sure whether, in fastening him
in, the detective had transgressed the
It was arguable that
the detective had a moral right to turn
kevs in his ewn favor. So Philip resigned
himself to wait longer. His was some-
thing of the fatalism of a child. He lay
down on the Jbed, and quite unintention-
ally slept.

(To be continued.)

Schr. Maple Leaf’s Fast Run in a
Gale.

B., Oct. 12— (Special)—
Schoener Maple T.eaf, of Parrsboro (N.
§.). arrived at Red Beach yesterday with
piaster. In the gale of Tuesday she made
a Tecord run across the bay, covering the
Jdistance of 108 miles from Spencers Island
to Head Harbor in ten hours. s

St. Stephen, N.

When
about twenty miles south of St. John one
of her boats, sixteen feet long, was washed
away and lost.

There are over 70 miles of tunnels cut ig
the solid rock of Gibraltar, |
e 5 AL e




