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The letter wa, in an envelope s«per«rJbed "ToTHE CoKON«/' in a wonderful i„,itation of DoJ"

^:::z "^^ "^ '"^^ '"-''' -^"^ -^own Stomped paper, was a stiU more n^irvelous forgery. in which the crime do«or bade Z^JZ^e world before stultifying hi, own ,ifjr::rt;
the crmie of suicide.

^
"That's better than anything you did in Switzer-

twlth 1°"^'""^'"^*° *»'-'« -^iween the curtains.

CrZt
''

t'*
*' ""*' *"« •"' «»«>'." cried

The bounder's best bit was squee«n' two jLplefor the same jo^-the guilty an' the imiercen^C
« thought she must Ve done i, an' 'imar^lw"
done It all the time J"

"That's the end of you." said Scarth. with sar-dome satisfaction.
». witn sar-

•It's the begim,ing of us aDJ" said the crime
doctor, m a voice they hardly knew. "Do you-canyou mean yourself and this lady?"

•niat hdy shook her head and smiled.
do, if I swing to-morrow!" swore Alfred

Cnnacher. "I told W'-with a truculent thr,^


