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W'ti arc recovering from the terrihle events of
wliicli we wrote. It is certainly a relief that At-
kins is killed. He was one of »lic two scoundrels
who sneaked into the f<atio and put the bombs
into the automobile. Rertie shot him. You have
no doubt heard all about Mr. Kcatcham's death.
He was killed by the man whose wickedness he
had unconsciously fostered. He did not know it,

but I make no dcnibt his swollen fortune and the
unscrupulous daring of its acquiring . a-I a great
iulluetice in corrupting !iis secretary.

And his corruption was his master's undoing.
I must say I sympathize with young Trjcy, who
said last night : "I feel as if I had been put to soak
in crime! That bomb was the limit. In future,

me for common or ganlen virtue; it may be tame
but I prefer tameness to delirium tremens!"

I used to think that I should like to mctcl. my
wits against a first-class criminal intellect; God
forgive me for the wish! I have been matching
wits for the last month; and never putting on my
shoes without looking in them for a baby bomblet
or feeling a twinge of indigestion without darkly
suspecting the cook—who is really the best crea-
ture in the world, sent Mr. Arnold by a good
Chinese friend of mine. (I had a chance to do a


