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{ run in the

“ g gleep at my Corner House in the corner

A ou know. You’ve been trying some time.”
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{ were a handful of persons who, being out

DOUBLOONS

A Thrilling Novel of Mystery, Tragedy
and a Stolen Fortune

! of a job, were representing the great and
enlightened British public. Two _ police-
men, who struck the eye unfamiliarly be-
! cause they were without their helmets,
dominated the scene.

Then there was a movement: everybody

' rose: and the Coroner, the celebrated Mr.
Acrefair, known by name to all newspaper

By Eden Phillpotts and Jrnold Bennett

Copyright, 1906, by McClure:Phillips & Co.

i readers, entered. He was a thin, active
! man of forty-five or so, dressed like a stock

broker, and he carried a brown bag. In a
| fraction of time he had doffed his overcoat,

ransacked his bag, and assumed his seat at

‘An Old Sea Captain.

They dined together that evening at Sir
usual table in the Louis

Quatorze Restaurant on the first floor of
the Devonshire Mansion. It was the table
between the second and third onyx pillars
on the left as you enter by the grand
entrance—not the entrance from the suite
of the Half Moon Club. ‘They had spent
a curious but interesting day. It had
rained most of the time. After Philip,
in his laconic way, had finished reciting
his Odyssey to the young barouet he had
announced his intention .of going out to
get three suits of clothes; three suits
and no more—a lounge suit, a frock coat
with the latest in trouserings and waist-
coats, and a dress suit. Philip meang to
be economical, strictly so; but with two
hundred and fifty pounds in his pocket he
could not deny himself the satisfaction of
replacing the dress suit which \he had
abandoned a few days before to a pawn-
broker in Gray’s Inn road. Sir Anthony
had replied that, having regard to the
weather, it was absurd to go out, and
that the mountain, summoned by tele-
phone, would certainly come to Mahomet.
The mountain did come; in fact, several
mountains came, including a Mont Blanc
of a tailor, and a respectable Ben Nevis of
a hosier. Nor was that the only miracle.
By the intervention of Oxwich and the
baronet Philip had his dress suit within
eight hours!

After lunch they had both, with one ac-
cord, fallen asleep; and slept for two
hours.

Then there had been tea, cucumber sand-
wiches, trying-on, and a. visit to an ac-
quaintance of Sir Anthony’s who had a
flat in the mansion—Miss Kitty Sartorius,
the renowned star of the Regency Theatre.
‘It was Kitty’s “day,” and half the genius
and all the golden youth of London were
there.

And then Philip had refused to dine with
Bir Anthony, but had consented to remain

_and dine in the restaurant if Sir Anthony
would be his guest. Philip had explained
that all the hospitality could not be on one |
gide. Moreover, ad he not relieved Sir
‘Anthony of five days’ income? And lastly,
though he meant to be strictly economical,
lt did not intend thaw the era of economy
should set in with full severity until the
. gNOTTOW. »

“Took here,” said Tony suddenly, during
“we’ll go for a
car to-morrow if it’s fine.” *,
“No,” answered Philip firmly. “Tonight

reserved for me by Mr. Hilgay. To-mor-
} xrow I begin to look for my living.”

“Suppose you don’t find it? Not so easy,

g «“Ah!” gaid Philip. “But then I hadn’t
got three good suits of clothes, and money
enough to keep me for a year. That frock
coat I've ordered will get me a situation
pretty nearly anywhere.”

“Then you abandon me to my fate?”

“What fate?”

“Why, 1 haven’t gota friend in the
woorld, except you. 'I'm not in love. T'm
pot even in debt. I'm only bored.” Sir
Anthony sighed. “You don’t fancy I'm
happy, do you?”

“Not in love! You always used to be.”

«“The fact is,”” said the baronet, self-
wonsciously, “I've had a, serious reverse in

that—er—department. It’s blighted my
life, my boy. 1 shall never be the same
gman again.”

“No, I know you won’t,” Philip smiled—
#not until next time. Tell me about its
You've told me nothing really exciting yet
sbout yourself.” The tableau of the gay
and irresponsible Tony ruined for eternity
by a hopeless passion amused Philip.

“Jt was a'——

“Well, go on.”

“No: I wont talk about it. I ean’t
1l only tell you that I had a stall sev-
senty-three nights running to see her. What
sdo you think of that?”

' “Sublime!”

| «Ig's all very well for you to laugh—
Ha! Mr. Varcoe! You here! Come and
have coffee, will you?”’

Sir Anthony turned quickly to a little,
idark, spectacled man, who was passing the

. Mr. Varcoe stopped and bent the gaze of
'fl:is spectacles on the baronet. -

! “A charming idea!” said Mr. Varcoe.
i®With pleasure. “I'll be with you in an
i§nstant.” il
*""«And who is Mr. Varcoe?” Philip de-
tqnanded, while the latter was away.

«Dashed if I know. Met him at Kitty’s

. this afternoon. Didn’t you see him?

Seemed a very decent, agreeable, jolly sort
.of chap. Awful keen on swimming. Swims
all through the year, he says, as I do.
Challenged me to a race in the Serpentiné
on Christmas morning, but I wasn having
any. I should think he must be one of
the cracks. Doesn’t talk about anything
else, you know.”

“I suppose that’s why you invited him

#o my dinner-party,” Philip observed.

«Awfully sorry, old man; I was thinking

#for the moment it was my party.”

Hlowever when Mr. Varcoe returned and
had been introduced to Philip, he men-
‘tioned no word of swimming. He held in
his hand a copy of the special edition . of
the “Westminster Gazette,” and for a few
seconds its contents seemed o preoccupy
him to such an extent as to make him
nervous. .

“Anything in the paper?”’
quired nonchalantly.

Mr. Varcoe stared hard at Philip, fixing
him with those spectacles.

“Yes,” said he; “the murder of that old
sea captain.”’

“What old sea captain?’ Philip asked.

Mr. Varcoe glanced around the glitter-
ing room, which was now chiefly occupied
by waiters. The little trio of two young,
fair Anglo-Saxons, one dandiacal, and the
dark man who might have been any age
and of any nationality, was isolated in a
gea of empty white tables.

“Captain Pollexfen,” said Mr. Varcoe in
& low calm voice.

He appeared to wait for the effect of his
words. They had no effect.

“«And who was Captain Pollexfen?’ Sir
‘Anthony idly demanded, opening his cigar
case. e \ .

“He was just a sea captain. That is
almost all that’s known.”

“Where was he murdered? How was he
murdered ?”’

“Back of his read smashed ne?

“But where?”

“It isn’t ascertained.”

«But 1 suppose they’ve found the
corpse?” said the baronet as he set fire to
an R. P. Muria.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Varcoe, still in the
same low voice. ‘It was found this morn-/
ing buried next to a sewer in an open
trench near Kingsway.”

Phiilp’s heart gave a jump, and the ash
of his cigarette fell.

“Nice sort of a cemetery!” Tony com-
mented before Philip could put a word in.

. “Any clue?”’

of the regular watchman at the trench
;,i)sén;lg}:\tz;n??ds:ilg DI:IRFCG {t::c(::,l\e;loolf(}inz could realize the fact the inquest on one
Philip steadily in the face. “The murder}ml\t.}?e :“frlm(? i ~hﬂd b-ﬁgun. ;
was committed while the young man was in | “ ; (}:;d;m - r}othmg -bu'“ eyt
charge. The young man behaved \'eryl quests. e passed hxs days in an atmos-
strangely to a policeman who happened tOlphere of sudden, violent and mysterious
Sl up st aftbrwsrds, He then trie wfieath. He was Imlwzlss!gnable, disillus-
to get to bed at a lodging house exactlyimm’d’ un(k‘c&l\'nble, and lns} m(zt}lods were
opposite to where the corpse was buried,!:"ery rapid because he invariably had
and though he didn’t suceed he ingratiated rather more work than he could do. In
himself with the manager of the lodging| " hour and a quarter he had dealt with
house. Old Pollexfen had been staying in |
the house. This morning, after the gang
of laborers had recommenced work on the
trench the young man was found hovering
near the spot, and he actually suggested
to the foreman that the soil had been dis-
turbed. He then fled.

“Sort of fatal fascination that the corpse
has for its murderer, eh” said the baronet.

“Perhaps,” Mr. Varcoe admitted.

Philip half stood up, then sank back.
“Youre a detective, Mr. Varcoe!” he
blurted out.

And Mr. Varcoe calmly said:

] am.”

“A detective!” exclaimed Sir Anthony.
shocked.

“And I’ve been keeping an eye on you
both ever since ten o’clock this morning.”
added Mr. Varcoe. >

A state of high tension existed at the
table.

“You want me to go.with you?”’ said
Philip,” motioning Tony to be silent. “You
suspect me? Appearances are against me,
ig that it.2”7 1

“Appearances might have been against
you, my dear sir,” said Mr. Varcoe, “if you
had displayed the least agitation when I
first mentioned a sea captain and the name
of Pollexten. But did not. Thus my
previous notion that you are not imme-
diately connected with this murder is, to a
certain extent, confirmed. Appearances,
then, are not against you. On the other
hand, they are not for you. And though
I do not wish you to ‘go with me,” I shall
esteem it a favor if you will keep me in-
formed of your address. At any rate, your
evidence will be valuable. I would like your
version.” .

At once?”

“Why not?” said Mr. Varcoe, sipping his
coffee. “If Sir Anthony does not object.”

“Better come up to my rooms,” Sir An-
thony suggested. He was perplexed and
unnérved by these revelations, forPhilip
had not mentioned to him the trench epi-
sode. '

And up there, in the “den,” after Philip
had related everything he knew to the de-
tective, a rather strange piece of conversa-
tion ensued.

““What about Pollexfen’s relatives?”
Tony asked. Hadn’t he any?”’

Mr. Varcoe seemed to pierce into Tony’s
soul with a swift® glance.

“Do you know,” said he, “I was expect-
ing that question from you.”

“Why from me?”

“Because you are Sir Anthony Didring,
that’s all. Yes, Captain Pollexfen had rela-
tives—a brother and a daughter. And the
highly curious thihg is that they have both
disappeared.”

“Since the murder?”

“No. Several days ago.”

CHAPTER V.

Giralda.

In a large chamber of-irregular shape,
with glass peep-holes in strange posi- “Wha
tions, a chamber that looked as if it |
had been originally designed gy a child the two infants and the nun; censured
Zzltarzfe dﬂ b‘;"’; O;mil‘l;c:;t 3;’(1“5‘;“1;5:—3::!1:}12 the parents of one child, had a passage of
: = der the arms with the Mother Superior, gently
:‘I;f:iue::;:;tvwn:i,zchanter algl v‘;hﬁe“?sh ridiculed a priest, examined altogether
lranse odora - oélhc;{;b’ ar;e]f_cl;ns;oua‘st‘:venteeu witnesses, s_ummed up three
crowg of sox’ne Swenty y;nen s thre:i times to the jury, and given effect to three
women were wandering lumpishly aboutvverdwts' }fllsf celeb;;ty, k-lﬁs L

i P : ! economy O ime, is skill 1n getting
él;gll:]i‘l’lcgep_}::llﬁs:)aerli):ep—h?\}z’dSi‘;ly“]g’ :;ymga"‘evidenc.e, his placid and yet remorseless
\miversa,l instinct ma.gtie themg trge.ad ;s soft- | d‘etlﬂ‘mmqtl-o o t(()l imvti t}llf e ezaggera‘tid

g -| and unminimized truth, his just estimate
loyngs tel';esfhc(;:ldvon tthe lgard ﬂooxt‘.hTh.rough of human nature; his habit of absolute
e T T it o -
e | delighte: ilip, who ought how 1n-
it parein, though, . b, the st srcing i, vouid be o utch sk
laid by its parents; through the third the! 223’ “;i,f,u;rﬁ a.thgmﬁt;z:ozr;erdzir lssmf)ll:lcl'),
;‘L’;g:ff otf)ya. ;‘égglse'zgeg :‘:;‘ d‘:‘};o cl:;g }ill‘llug | listen to such philosophy as life had taught

: 2 him.

Il\xizilr'lbhansort‘;:g\z gk?(:: f(f)ﬁv:}frgﬁ g::]coln;@ _And ‘then Mr. Acrefair, after having
a ’old Bes Gapitain of whom littlgsewzs;sxgned some papers‘huyrledly, looked up
known except that his name was Pollex{:zictehe jig e mu s o
:ﬁ:e?ni i:gm& oge ;la% }l:uri;:d dhim in al “The next case is somewhat remarkable,
in ’fhi: et (:heacmo‘:'tu;:y gfa as’;l:!‘:?:ﬁ“ gentlemen, and will demand your special
London district. The audience whom the| at‘;igt:)pr;arenﬂv knew all about it
law had invited to the spectacle consisted | The first witness was the constable who
?rf\oil(xend:x? ]\:;neg::; V:g?ise: O?i:—;enocffs ;Z:fﬁ had been called to assist at the unearthing
tradesmen and employes wrenched from};)si;l]lf t}m]c;(i\e ;(i)::lrgsvem}:s Oe:bldc;r;ceaasp(})\tc
}Jl;:i:ee‘r‘:or;:ur:;s:e fe(s}(lelllt]'-giin Vg:;‘:nc.hvlde:}l smpothly, }vithout pausing and without
e Y . p ce and peing questioned. He had merely watched

The four corpses, waste product of one| te 'part 45 the, Prloqess i
day’s history in a single quarter of Yecdn humation. lh.e corpse was lying parallcl
Hebid ke siene wnd the crowd t 1; to the drain-pipe, close to it, and with the
them of their icy and majestic di(énftov | face towards it. He had afterwards super-
They reposed there in those compavtment's, i?t\ulﬂild b:,l:; sfxer;nrzz::xl(:dtzt t-? L 15“:;”;?;1:
with _t-hc indestructable pr_oud calm, at day 1:norniyng. Having St‘ilt(’d. .thcsc facvis
gi]oc:e 11;1;1'9;?:;.6 and pathetic, that death "yt his little note book.
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Presently an aged nun and well-dressed Cor})nov‘elr scarched the body?” asked the
man entered with a ‘policeman; and the| ~«y.o .sir »
croyd gaped. The nun was the Mother| «\what did you find?”’

Superior of the Marist Convent and the! “Nul‘hing ey .sir”

vas Philip 1 P e ! " ’ :
;}t?h;:.asa‘lmh]ég; }{::zzri'hr:uh‘;l It{he“mi'd; The Coroner wrote, and gazed absently
5 g g g e peep-! .+ o chromograph of the Prince of Wales

Philip in-| hole at the dead nun, pressed her thinpip ornamented the wall in front of him.

]\ﬁmhgh;ly toii;the'r, ‘tclastpcdl{mr cr;)_ss and;‘ Then came a doctor, a portly and pomp-
directc; P}(:ﬁ' te l:l: i : h‘f P(fJ ige?l"_’m' ous man, in a blue melton overcoat, He
D ‘f) ob )hel(i)'“ep'to?ol (.’1 °X"|had a long gray beard and a big white
s AR hilip beheld a typical sailor's |, q.. his beard was in some sort an ideal
face, an old wrinkled reddish face with a| :
—eddish v boied that 'd,‘t @ .di"h“t he had to live up to.
i mslingz ytl ?drh' = 1“““; on “‘“l | “You have made a post-mortem examin-
om under the chin, and a long smooth | ,tign of the body of the man described by
upper lip; the hair was awry. The hands|y . 145t witness?”
re ale seemed 1 o Al e
were gnarled‘ and pdll;. It_beLde impos ‘ “Yesterday afternoon.”
sible that Captain Pollexfen was dead; AT hs B £ 972
L Lad b look ot havi 5 4 off ’ What was the cause of death?
slese af & fzt‘),‘ 9 m‘(lf]g, 1l°.m'§ ﬁ t[o “Concussion and compression of the
P ior a Icw moments in uis bunx. t| brain, caused by a violent blow at the
seemed impossible that, those simple eyes| .. of the skull.”
}elat}s ‘:)‘i,b ;:g:gzlry lélrig‘pls]ed nt\}ulrder m 1}1e!: “Compression of the brain?’ asked the
h)eltl survived the se: fl?‘F I ?dt ex‘st‘e“,““\f()rcm:m of the jury seemingly resolved at
r(lle ut ‘xeld il o=t _0‘ e i ‘fl “9"’}“’5 in| 1] costs to protect the jury from mystifi-
?0 er\'eoie n‘a; Eei‘tu‘ ?m’l li”'}”.{)lwuﬂcntiun. He had a long gray beard, and’a
sezmednul;)%;:::’fr}é sce:;;(&n;(nr 3,()]”1 l’(l,']‘u | kind of ri\'nlAry was established. “Will the
; BNy et 0lip | gentleman kindly tell us what compression
shivered in his spirit as he thought of him- | of the brain is?”
se}f _asleqx in the \\':thvr s 'cubm while, |~ «[p the pathological sense?”
within a few yards of him, quick and ruth-| .« gense.”
lefs?lhennldds kh"?ﬁ)gmlckidtlhi;:“f“““"‘*’ l“’}b"‘ “Compression of the brain occurs when-
([))ipel ir(x) . k:(;mmfn?b:‘)pt?n sterégtmmon drain| .cer its structure is so squeezed that its
The policeman touched his sh;)uld('r. The| i\l-lilt‘;t_'l?"s o m el e
mortuary had empt_ied;the private view was| *“Thank you,” said the foreman.
over; and the enquiry was to l}cgin. It was | “There were punctiform hemmorages,”
alrcady half-past two in th'e afternoon. In|continued the doctor, taking his revenge,
tlhe sﬁrget to thi) (,tt)ron}-ll's (l,ourt, bn non-| “in 'the pores varolli and in the floor of
descript room that might have been ajthe fourth vemtric. The whole surface of
(-n:(-h(;,l a sosp;kitilmn,la \\;)}'ksl}np,ausc];ooi the brain was in‘t(\]ns:-ly congested. There
—anything but a temple of jusuce. He had|was no external lesion: merely a very
to show his supboena at the door, and he| slight abrasion of the epidermis over a
;:;us ttil(_‘l Cl}\:‘lly to s:lt on a ct‘rtujilll bcnch.{‘cin-u]ur area of about five square inches.”
Near him he noticed a negro. The room| “Not five inches - square?” asked the
was pretty full. A constable was takings coroner.
the names of the jury who, officious and| *“No, sir, five square inches.”
timid, sat in two rows on the side of the| “Was death instantaneous?”

“Opz. 'There was a scheme to get rid

e

court opposite to the witnesses; at the back “It is impossible to say.”

th. ]_mee-hole desk, which served as the!
i judicial stall. And almost before Philip |

“Was the man dead before he was
buried ?”’

s Neés

“At what time do you estimate he died

“[ began the necropsy at four o’clock
| yesterday afternoon. I judge that he had
then been dead about sixteen hours.
That would make it that he died on Tues-
day at midnight.”

“The blow might have been delivered
much earlier than that?”’

“Not much earlier. Perhaps an hour at
most.”

“With what kind of an instrument do
you suppose the blow was delivered ?”’

“Something soft and heavy. Probably
a bag of wet sand.”

“The injury could not have been caused
by a fall?”

“No.”

“Why not.”

“It would have needed a fall of thirty
or forty feet, and such a fall would have
i broken half the bones in the body.”

“Was the body well nourished?”

“Fairly well.”
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t was her name?”’

“What did it weigh?”

“At a guess.”

“Perhaps eleven stone.”

“Have you any questions?”’ the Coroner
demanded of the foreman of the jury.

“Na, sir.’

The Coroner finished writing, and re-
sumed his stare at the portrait of the
Prince of Wales.

Mr. Adam Hilgay, who followed the doc-
tor, was the first of the witnesses who
wept. The respectability of the Corner
House had been shaken to its very basis
by the murder. 'Lhe Coroner eyed him
sharply.

“Your lodging house is a philanthropic
undertaking, Mr. Hilgay?” he asked, after
the preliminary questions.

“My boarding house.”——

“You not trouble to correct my phrase-
ology,” interrupted the Coromer. “I said
lodging house.”

Mr. Hilgay flushed. “It pays it’s way.”

“What do you charge?”’

“Sixpence or a shilling a night.”

“And that pays? Rent? Interest on
capital? Managerial expenses? Deteriora-
tion?”

“There is no rent.
1 accept no.salary.
my capital to the concern. I haven’t had
time yet to think of deterioration.”

I am the manager.

you mean that it pays for cleaning and
service and that the meals are not served
at an actual loss?”

“Yes.”

“You are new to philanthropy?”

“We must all begin,” said Mr. Hilgay.

“Just so,” said the Coroner. “You think
by your venture?”’

“Certainly.”

“Ah! What is your age, Mr. Hilgay?”

“J] do not see’——

“How old are you, sir?”

“I'wenty-six.”

“You have identified thé body of the de-
ceased ?”’

HY¥es: it s

the body of

about ten days ago.”
“The. exact date?”

“The tenth October, I am mearly sure.”

“What was his Christian name?”

“I do mot know.”

“Of what ship was the Captain?”

“I do not know.”

“He had retired from service?”

“I believe s0.”

“What were his habits?”

ally for meals.”

duced circumstances?”’
“He did not talk much?”
“He didn’t talk at all”
“Never chatted with you?”

tion of th¢ wind.”

tion?"”
“Very little.”’ :

tances?”

came to see him sometimes.”
“In his room?”
“Yeu'

voyage?”

*] do- not.”

“When did you last sce him?”
“On Tuesday ecvening about

=

“Giralda, sah.”’

I make a present of

“When you say it pays its way, then

you are alleviating the poverty of London

Captain
Pollexfen, who took a room in my house

“Tor a week past he had been unwell
and stayed in his room, except occasion-

“Did he strike you as being poor—in re-

“I imagined him to be like most of my
boarders—hard put to it, but respectable.”

““Never, except about the weather. He
would usually mention the precise direc:
“At meals did he join in the conversa-
“And he had no friends, no acquaint-
“There was a megro named Coco, who

“Do you know if he had just come from

eight

o’clock. It was at this point Mr. Hilgay
wept.

“Where?”’

“He came into the house and went up-
stairs. His room was on the first floor.”

“You said he had not been out for a
week.” :

“That was the first day he had been
out.” He had been out twice. Once in
the afternoon about five, and again in the
evening, after our dinner.”

“How do you know that

“] saw him come in each time.”

“Where were you?”’

“In my office to the left of the hall. The
door of my office is of glass, and from
my desk I ean see every one who' comes
in or goes out.”

“How long did he remain the second
time?” y

“About half an hour.”

“You saw him leave?”

“Yes. I went into my office after din-
ner, about seven, and I was either in my
office or the hall continuously till four
o'clock the mext morning—Wednesday.”

99
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“Did you reccive any new lodgers . that
day?” i

“No. The house was full.”

“And your old lodgers behaved as
usual.?”’

“ Absolutely.”

“How many went out after Captain Pol-
lexfen came in at eight o’clock?”

NNone"I

“Now mind what you are saying, Mr.
Hilgay. You told usthat no one could leave
your house without your knowledge and
that you saw no ome leave it after the
Captain came in. Here he is in the house,
presumably in his room, at eight o’clock
at night, and yet early the mext morning
his body is found in the sewer-trench
How do you account for that?”

“] cannot account for it.”

“Rither he was murdered
house”—

“Impossible,
Mr. Hilgay.

“Nothing is impossible, sir,” said the
Coroner. “Either he was murdered in
your house and his body carried out, or he
left your house alive and was murdered
outside. You think no one could have
crept past your office door unseen by you?”

“I think not.” I

“Where are the stairs?”

“They begin just at my office door, and
are in line with the hall.”

“There are no other stairs in the house?”

“There are the back stairs,” said Mr.

in your

sir! Impossible!” protested

Hilgay. “Used exclusively by the house-
hold staff.”
“Ah! There are the back stairs. What

is the household staff?”

“Tive boys and two female cooks.”

“Where do the back stairs lead to?”

«“To the back of the house. The kitchen.
There is a back yard”

Here the policeman, with an air of apol-
ogy to the Coroner, lighted the gas, after
having struck two matches.

“Yes,” Mr. Hilgay answered, blinking
in the new ~glare. “It gives on ittle
Girdler’s Alley. It is bolted at night.”

“What time?”

“After dinner—about 7 o’clock.”

“Bolted on the inside?”

“Yen.”

“So that anyone could open it from the
inside?”

Yes”

“Could a person go down the back stairs
and get out without going through the
kitchen?” ‘

“Veull | l

“What .time are tne lights turned out
in the back house?”

“About eleven o’clock.”

«Iittle Girdler’s Alley runs into Strange
street at right angles, and your house is
at the corner?”

“Yes'l

«“Where was the captain’s room gitu-
ated?”’

“The window looks on the alley.”

“Who occupied the room next to it.”

“A widow lady named Upottery.”

“She is here?’

“She is ill in bed.”

“And  on the other side?”

“The other side is an outer wall of the
i house.”

“Then the door of the room is nearer
the head of the back stairs than to the
head of the front stairs?”’

Mr. Hilgay meditated.
to the back stairs.”

“Yies. Nearer

questions?” he abruptly turned to the jury.

: them?”

“Doubtless,” snapped the Coroner. “Stilli f)f the Captain?’ demanded the Coroner,
as- he didn’t probably jump out of the I a_low tone.

e e : “No, no Judge! No I can’t frow any
window i1 » :

e | ! light,” whined the negro.

He must have walked down the back| The Coroner glanced at the jury.

stairs after the staff had retired.” | “About this treasure?” the foreman in-

“But why should he do that?’ ;‘quAi‘rcd.,

«I cannot guess. There could be no! Don’t ask ms!‘ 0
reason. He wag a man of irreproachable‘m’gfo "droned. Captain
respectability.” nuffin.

“Then it appears most probable that hel But the foreman had at length thought
was carried out?” of a masterly query.

“] cannot admit the possibility of fouIZT““;mt.,,}vere you dvmg on the night of

ay havi in my house.” g A UcHiy ¢
DIZ)IIO}::‘;;IEH\?CF(S:;‘?S ll‘ia\'eyyog?” | “You are not bound to answer that
“ About sixtys? o | question unless you like,” said the Coroner
i ilpgited el g e_‘lquzckly, .
: )cztg,ﬁlcﬁﬁ’mfy Jeunel & re -1 " «Qn! I answer it, Judge,” Coco observed,
'lA.I e }ny judgment.” .1\\'i])ing his eyes anew. “I was just

i o o) jasl(eq)in’, as 1 sleep every night. I give

The Coroner put his lips together, Any \[ my ’ddress to de young policeman, sah.”
; A i | Mr. Varcoe stepped on tip-toe to the
14 Toremen of the jury, who was a re-j o 1017 desk and whispered in his ear
tired chemist, would have given a gmnen‘ Mg e 'Id; & 4l t. .
to have been able to think of a few shrewd | .0 gy fiourned unst ten
questions to put to Mr. Hilgay. But he! thirty tomorrow, said the Coroner, con-
could evolve mnothing, and Mr. I[ilgay}snl‘{;':f .hls “a‘.("lj't‘ i ki hi
stepped  down, wondering why a phnu"-“blo\'n ]l:l Yﬂ“ instant he was packing his
thropist should reccive the treatment of| "> ag:
a suspected criminal. 5

The Coroner resumed the contemplationI
of the chromograph, and then an old|

negro, dressed in ample shining broadcloth, | i .
with a red necktie, was manoeuvied by a|
policeman into the witness box. He was| Ihe Maklng Uf Spent—men

Don’t ask Coco!” the
never told me

(To be continued.) !

clearly in a high state of nervous excite-|
ment, and the tears were already starting|
from his eyes. -

“What is your name, my man?’ began.
the Coroner.

(By Rev. Dr. Newell Dwight Hillis in the
" Sunday World). g

“My name, Judge? Massa Coco, sah.” Text: “So they brought gold, and sil-
“But your real name?”’ *\'er and silken stuffs.and the souls of.
“My name Massa Coco, sah; I've been | men.”—Ira

called Massa Coco ebber since I was cook London has just had a singular exhibi-
at de Ice-House.”” He spoke in a thin, | tion—a World's Exposition of the Sweat-
whining, high-pitched voice—the voice of €rs.
his race. : ‘}lavmg swept together the achievements
“The Ice-House?” 1of genius and the world of light, men have
“Yes, sah. In Broad stre:t. Bridgetown, | now assembled thoee objects, tools, rooms
’|and wretched children . and women and

Judge.” i

« “Bridgetown—Devonshire?”" : men that stand for the works of dark-
“No, sah. Bim, sah. l“es'?‘
“Bim?” | No event for years has so startled
“Barbados, sah. You see, sah. ]ce_{tlwu=g}1rtful men as the Sweaters’ Exhibi-

. {tion, It all came about in a singular way.
House, big restaurant, sah. I was de head% e : g 2
cook, sah. And de odder niggers dey call!&.ea“lr;“ §go Lyuzdvu&(li\g.ftm_lmry gave 2, mid-
me Massa Coco because I was so respecta- | 8¢ ew Year’s dinner to thieves in the

In his shelter

i ; h { wonst section of London
:. Capt: Pollexf < me; : B '
:ii;v‘]}‘g& d(;:g dsl:h Pollexfen tuck € houses, working with outcasts and ex-can-

“You knew Captain Pollexfen?” :12:':’ f-ha.f]t'eﬂbury .discovemd t:ha;; _i" ik
“Qh, yes, sah. I was one of his bes’; Dl ket 101_ye¢m
ri b We wes intimate, WiT }%b_he midnight dinner to thieves was con-
s g  HIHLAtE | tinued at either Ohristmas or New Year's.
" Anf}” e took you away from the Ice}l Last winter a young man who hadbeen
. ?“;fe' - ! redeemed from drink and profligacy and
es, sah. He t°°k_ Massa (J??C’ to be|who was giving his life to these pople
cc21<70n his sh}’n»dc Cobra, sah. !of the abyss, told the thieves abou his
“What line? | visit to St. Louis and this wonderfu ex-
“NO line, sah. Just a damn tramp, sah.” | hibition of the new comforts and coven-
1?0 not swear, my man. liences and arts and industries of socety.
“I’se so sorry I spoke disrespec’ful, sah.!To which a poor, old broken-down wetch
But she was just a damn tramp, sah.” i replied that societty had better hav an
“Was that long ago?” | exhibition of the boys it had ruined of
“Long ago, Judge? I should say it was[‘ the girls of whom it had made outcast: of
long ago. It was twenty years ago.” {nhe wweat dens where the poor had to
“%nd you stayed witn the Captain?”’ i\\’ork. These were the things that socaty
“Yes, sah. 1 stood by dat ’bominable | was making out of the sons and daughts’
ship sixteen years, Judge. Because I like|of God. So these lovers of Christ and d
de Captain.” EHis poor decided to have an exhibition d
“And then you left the ship?”’ { aweat shops and what they do for men.
“De ship left us, Judge. She sank in Car-l; Among the things exhibited were the in
lisle Bay, Judge.” i ;teri(:ins oé sweat ~|holps, reproductions hin
“Who were her owners?”’ wood and wax o. the sweater and i
“Qh, me good sah, don’t you ask me who | slaves; large flashlight photographs of the
her ‘owners were, because I don’t know | damp cellars crowded with Russiarr tailors,
Gah A ’ lworking on shoddy garments; photograths
“And what did you do after that?” ":of garrets; tihe interior of old tenemens,
“I jus’ stopped in Bridgetown, sah, and‘lnveﬂbxgﬂtngn Tlhowed that these were te
i » i true cave-dwellers,
so}%ﬁa:ﬁgeéa;i:in?” ! d'Ad proLgp:-Irouv.s S;:"oung cabman tor ;]elk hd
“ e : 5 . y died. Jnder resp of poverty his Wil
Bah%e left Bim, sah, in a Royal Mail boat, siougg sons anl d .Tg-htem{had entered somn
e e . hard employer’s shop. A poor wage gav
That was five M e When did | jhem scant food and scant garments. Wit
you meet him again? | Bats
The sing-song voiee fell a little as:th | beiter food and better clothes the boy ant
nogro answesed, "1 led o live SB €| girl might have climbed. But every da
bl i ’ Bmiger et ud ar-  the clothes grew shabbier, every day th
ados, Jucge, ¢ 1 of difficulty with|face grew whiter and the fingers thinne
colored prisoners. shipped cook on|and weaker, until at Jast one look at the
anudder boat, sah, and I come to South-| boy's blue lips and sallow cheeks was
ampton, Judge. And ther¢ I sees the|erough to make the employment agency
Captain, sah, on de quay at Southampton.” | put him out. '
::\’\'hen was that?” " So month by month the family sinks
In Sgptember. And T run aft’ him like! from one depth in the sweater’s inferno to
de debbil, Judge. He glad to see me. He' still lower depth. By the time these half-
bring me to London, sah. He says he fed boys and girls have reached the age
going back to Bim, soon, and he take me, of twenty-five or thirty they break, and
because he want me to help him.” i scientists now call. them spent-men. Never.
“What with?* | was there -a system so diabolically perfect =
“A secret, Judge! Must I tell you, for manufactu ing 4 ese spent-personalities,
Judge?”’ ! who now come upon the state for out-oi=
“Certainly.” ! { door relief, or enter the poor-house.
“Preasure, sah! Hidden treasure! Sunk! Later on the women and men who
treasure! He fell me and he tell nobody | ought cheap undergarments, clobhing
else, Judge.” i made in the sweat shops, chuckled over the
The court smiled. | garments_ bought at bargain sales. But
“So the Captain was going to Barbados | Vien a few months have passel by, lo,
again to seek for treasure, ¢h? Did he tells un-con?mou:ﬂy. their tax is raired for the,
you what he had been doing during the | Peor fund, and the shirt and the trouseis
four years?’ that cost them so little in the beginning,

“He had been captain of anudder damné before the end has come, costs dearly. The
tramp, sah—beg parden, Judge.” | aweaters’ exhibition has proved conclusive-

“What was the name of the ship?” i ly that so:ig:y pays too‘dea»r for its gar-
«] don’t know, sah. But he been 1o ments made by under-paid workmen. In-
Rapi poss, e
s i . | ately dear. 'ks are cheap when
badlc‘::‘.’c}’ bl s i o Bar-v: 1§10di11t§]e11di;wy bu‘msf aﬂ?rick stté).re d]mb\’n.
. AR e economy O e sweating labor
Soon, gah! Oh' .Soon'! But de Captain | j; the extravagance of thie devil hig\self.

couldn’t settle wiv his owners, sah. I not, 3f startli still for th EXy s

o e bl b { ~ More startling « ill for the taxpayer and
un‘fiely‘}sltand_ T aen i Sw- { prosperous werking man of New York is
m“ en did you last‘: see him? i the story of the exhibit of Health. and
I‘ue’sday, Judge; Tuesday afternoon. Disease. Several hundred fla-hlight photo-
T‘XO o’clock, sah. o i graphs were taken of the workers in the
“He was better t)h'-'-“- sweat shops. The tenement-house inepec-
Oh, yes sah. Plenty better, Judge!|tors and the physicians made elaborute
Plenty better. He quite cheerful.” gharts, contrasting the health and life of
“Wl_mt did he tell you when you last|the prosperous families in the Wert End
gaw him?” land the wweaters in the East End. From
“He said we start soon, sah. He said |time to time al:0, newtipaper reporte s went
he take berths next week, sah.” oruising for sweat shops, paid the worke.s
“Do you know if the Captain had any|—gaunt men, bearded foreigners, half-
friends?”’ starved children—to climb into a wagon or
“He had Massa Coco, sak ~ ‘bus and go to‘the sweaters” exhibition for
“Yes, but others?” half a day, where they were photographed,

“No, sah.” not from still life, but from dead life.
“No relatives?” Unfortunately, it is only now and -then?
The negro paused. ¢ that the, guilty, cruel and tyranmical ex-
“Yes, sah. He hab relatives.® : ploiter' of the poor reap the pain and
“Well?” X heatbreak that he has sown. The sweat-
“He hab a brudder, sah. Kree weeks | €’ exhibition and the collateral investiga-
ago I go wiv him to see his brudder, sah. | 1008 have proved that tlll"’ periods of
At de Obelisk Hotel, Waterloo road, sah, | Sickness and the death of workers who
London, sah. I told all dat to the gem’men | ought to have wrought as industrial looms
yesterday. You see, Judge, I was just|
coming to see de Captain Wednesday morn- |
ing—I lodge in Seven Dials, sah—and I}
sees his corpse, sah. I cry, then police-

.

or engines for years represent enormous
losses to the state.

Not less startling the exhibit that hae
been made of man’s meannes, selfishness
man asks me questions. Most rude ’per- and \\'.Jllngness‘to = happiness and ab,‘md'
tinent policeman, sah.” {ance out oi‘(-::e misery and need of his

“Yes, but about the brother. You savlted".w"' Otoer wm’l\l’, fairs have bcen
the Captain saw B bl i el glunfms through ﬂl('l;‘ story 01‘ art a}ld
Obelisk Hotel. What passed between architectuce, and temples and galleries, with

products of the loom and the engine. They

“Don’t ask me, Judge. I don’t know..in“.dfc e %]0-1{’-04;1" f\»ng&"l_ en g
But I heard the Captain speak berry sharp | T‘ e i e R atul Glack.

< e ) | The one reminds us of the battlements of
to his brother. |heaven, the sweatens’ fair of the darkness

““ 5 o < o ince?”’ . 4
“I\{a\e))ou” seen the brother since? | of hell. In the one man seems an artist
- 0, sah. | o * langel, in the other man seems a demon
Any other relatives? with horns of fire

e e . ~ i e i ”

Yes, sah. Lady, sah. The Captain’s| Plainly, Daniel was right; man is half

daughter, sah. But the Captain tell me he'ggld and half mud, part divine and part
not speak to his daughter for long time.| demoniae. That the prosperous could dr‘aw
Because she gone on stage. Hussy, sah! | rent fronr these rotting tenements,  thag
It make de Captain very angry. 1 walk-'the greut clothiers could live on the avehuo
ing down Kingsway \\'1\'_him one day, and and harden their hearts to the anguish and
he show me her portrait very big on de'sobs of their workmen in the tenements

walls.” |is the most terrific indictment of selfish
“Ah! What was her name?” employers that the world has ever known
“On de portrait, sah?” That the exploiter eould feasmt seemw t(;
-V ey, mean that he -has stopped his eans and
“(iralda, sah.” 11)1111(*\1 down his curtains and hardened his

At the introduction of this famous name | heart.
a rustling, uneasy movement passed like a |
wave across the court; and everybody ex-|
cept the Coroner. the policeman and Mr. |
Varcoe, whom Tailip now noticed for the |

Former Halifax Curate Weds.
Halifax, Oct. 3—(Special)—Rev. Robert

“You agree now that it would after all
have been possible for the captain to have
gone, or to have been carried, out of your |
house without your knowledge at any time |
of the evening?”’ . |

“Ye—es,” said Mr. Hilgay. “Only the
baew srairs are not used by my boarders.”

first time, seeied to be suddenly excited | William Woodroofe, formerly curate . of

and expectrut. An hour ago there had | St. Paul's church, Halifax, but at present

been only one reporier, a youth, at the|rector of the Church.of the Holy Com-

reporter’s table. There were now three, | munion, New York City, was wedded at

A silenc¢ ensued, and the gas sang in the | Quincy (Mass.), on Monday to Miss Anne

silence. Catherine, daughter of Mrs. Rodney Ben-
“Can you throw any light on the death ' son, of Quincy.

-




