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CHAPTER V—(Continued)

" The doctor looked up with his head
on. one side. “By jove, Nielsen, how
splendid it must be to have such modern
ideas. I.can still remember your last
Jecture at the Workman’s Club in Copen-
hagen; it was about ‘Guilt and Complicity.’
_Courageous, honest, absorbing it was; all
the conservative papers’ sneered at you
for it. You showed how every human
action ought to be treated individually—
crime, too. Oh, how well I remember it.
The two little radical Miss Smiths—you
know them—wept with emotion. And
now, if this corpse is the corpse of a
scoundrel, who has bullied his wife, let
us say, or ruined the lives of a couple of
dozen of his fellow creatures? Supposing
he has got his deserts, as you would say
at the Workman’s Club? What then? Are
you going to let loose what -you so taste-
fully described as the curs of justice on
the tl;:ick of the one who did the deed?
Nielsen was walking impatiently up and
down the room. “You may well say
that,” he sneered ill-humoredly.

“And you may do it, for all I care,”
'laid the doctor dryly; “as I have already
!eloquently explained to you. But you
{interest me as an individual. I find your
|theories excellent for ' their purpose.
|Theories always are. Your practice is
:just that of the ministry of justice, where
Yyou will never arrive, on account of your
.theories. But the whole thing halts, my
dear sir; it’s lame. Do you understand
}that?”

. “We could take a middle course,” said
| Nielsen.

{  “Bless your heart, you're a beauty!—
{take your middle course. That’s the way

‘we all trot along, because we are whipped
‘into it. It’s the middle course that you’re
‘always abusing, and yet you are all for
taking it when the time comes. Bless your
Theart. But of course it’s’ only in theory
‘that your clear point of view holds good.”

“Doctor, you're stupid at times,” gaid
Nielsen—he was angry now.

“Always, 1 believe—generally, anyhow.
I frankly admit that. But it’s your turn

» to speak. Explain yourseli—but keep to

the case in point. I hate generalities, and
on a limited field I can sometimes follow,
in spite of my inborn stupidity. Go on;
I am all ears.”

Nielsen stood still, leaning against the
table, with a thumb in the arm-hole of
‘his waistcoat. That was his favorite posture
when he held forth.

The doctor smoked on' with his eyes
shut; he heard better like that.

“Let me assume.” Nielsen began, “that
‘we do nothing at all. I take it for granted
that we have a legal right to leave things
ae they are; and, as I do not recognize
the duality of legal and moral right, the
question is solved for me if I find .that
my legal right covers the whole. It does
'80.. This affair does not concern you or
me. We have no idea who the murdered
man is, or whether he has been murdered,
by whom, how—" :

“Excuse me,” said the doctor; ‘“he was
stabbed in the breast with a dagger.”

“Very well; then we know how, but
we don’t know why. We do not belong
to this nation, we do not belong to this

" gociety, I say—we are free men. I might

go on, but it would only bore you. In

. short, we have no obligation at all to move

jn the matter—assuming, of course,
that—"

“That we are not obliged to by the
law of the land,” said the doctor, with a
chuckle.” “You did not manage that quite
so well as your address at the Workman'’s
Club.” ; .

Nielsen flung himself into a chair.
*“You’re impossible to-day, doctor. Tl
content myself with telling you that I am
convinced we need not report this, that
I’m not going to worry myself to find out
whether we ought to do so—but that I
will clear up the fact itself: You have
touched something in me which vibrates
when it is touched. You have spoken of
the author of the deed. As the matter
now stands, I hold his fate in my hands.”

“Or hers,” interrupted the doctor; “T
said, you know, that it looked like woman’s
work.”

“Let us say hers then. If she had the
right to do it, she shall keep that right;
but to let her keep that right we must
continue to hold the matter in our own
hands.”

The doctor interrupted again. “In
yours, you mean—I'm hanged if I'll have
anything to do with it. But let me remind
you of what you so prudently remarked
just now—that this may get you info the
devil’'s own mess. But perhaps you would
regard yourself as a martyr of science.”

Nieleén was silent for a moment; then
he went on: “‘Doctor, this is a case where |
1 can test my theories. I can put myself
in the place of the avenging justice of
gociety; I can track out the author of this
deed; I can judge his case; I can behave
towards him exactly as I should wish
gociety to behave—I am going to do that.”

The doctor nodded. ‘You're a fine fel-
low, Nielsen—you look very fine when
you talk like that, and perhaps you are
right. We'll talk of that another time.
But there’s one thing you forget—you have
not the same apparatus at your service
as society has.”

“T forget, nothing,” said Nielsen—he took

vet it turns out that I'm quite a com-
petent medico all the time—even to the
dog-Latin, which I've turned into Danish
for your benefit.”

Nielsen took the paper and read:

“During the examination the corpse lay
stretched out .on the floor of the cellar
where it was found.” It should be re-
marked that it had originally been placed
in a packing case face downwards; during
the examination it was lying on its back.
The body was in an extended posture,
with the arms lying by the sides. Rigor
and several livid spots were present, but
putrefaction had not yet set in to a visible
extent.

“The head had evidently been treated
after death with a strong corrosive liquid,
of which traces were found on the linen
and on the shawl which was wound around
the body. "All the soft parts of the face
were destroyed by this liquid. The hair of
the head was partly’ destroyed in strips
on the crown and about the ears, but
tufts of brownish hair remained. The hair
on the neck was thick; there was much
baldness on the crown. The throat bore
no marks of strangulation or outward
violence.

“In the breast, just over the left nipple,
was a punctured wound, about a. quarter
of an inch in length, with ragged edges,
cvidently prodiuced by a dagger. As far
as could be ascertained, it penetrated to
the heart; it appeared to be deep, but
the hemniorhage was slight. It appears,
however, from the suffusion of blood under
the skin that the hemmorhage had not
ceased when the corpse was placed in the
position mentioned above, and the linen
about the wound was also soaked with
blood.

“No other traces of violence were to
be seen. Death seems to have been rapid,
almost instantaneous, and must be at-
tributed to the incised wound in the region
of the heart. As to the length of time
that has elapsed since death K took place,
this cannot be ascertained from the ex-
amination, but it may be presumed that it
took place ten or fourteen days before.”

“There—no professor could have made
more out of it,” said the doctor, with
self-esteem. “If anyone took it into his
head to write more, it would be mere
priggishness. Possibly the form is not
quite correct, but it tells you all there is
to be told. And no London doctor could
have made more out of it—I'm sure of
that. We, have exhausted the corpse.
Now we can put it back in the case as
we found it, and nail it down.”

“Let us do so,” said Nielsen shortly.

He had made up his mind, and the
doctor said nothing. ;

They put everything as it was before,
even the linoleum, which they replaced
over the trap door. " They worked calmly
with a good conscience; they knew what
they had decided, and their decision was
not to be shaken.

The doctor’s way was that when'a thing
had peen discussed it was done with. Niel-
sen knew this, and the matter had been
discussed and was now done with.

When they sat once more in the drawing
room, after finishing their work, and the
doctor had got a light to his pipe, he
remarked gayly to Nielsen: “Now, avenger
of society, it’s your turn to begin. What
was your idea of going to work?”

Nielsen hesitated a little before answer-
ing: “I must confess that my ignorance
of the customs of the country makes my
work rather harder. I must begin with
a hypothesis. I agree with you that
nothing more is to be found out from the
corpee itself. All that we can know is set
forth in your paper. We have now a
choice of two ways. We can try to es-
tablish the identity of the murdered man,
or we can direct our inquiries to establish-
ing that of the murderer. The usual way
would be to begin with the dead man.
The face is unrecognizable, the linen tells
us very little—the shawl might tell us
something, not a great deal, but some-
thing. In our most exceptional position
we are not able to make use of these
clues; we must not disturb the status quo;
we must appear as though we had not
seen anything. We are there within our
rights.

“Therefore I propose that instead of
beginning by establishing the identity of
the murdered man, we start with that of
the murderer. By this means we shall
have him, when we have established the
identity. That’s practical, isn’t it?”

“Certainly,” was all the doctor eaid.

‘“The Major Johnson mentioned by Mr.
Sydney Armstrong is one name; it might
serve as a point of departure, and cer-
tainly would do so for the police.”

The doctor interrupted him with a dry
laugh.

"}\’o, my dear fellow, the police would
begin with you and me. And in fact
we have this advantage over the police,
that we know at least that we didn’t do
it. That saves us a lov of trouble and
justifies our conduct. But Major John-
son?”’

‘“Major Johnson,” said Neilsen, “brings
us to Mr. Sydney Armstrong. That
gentleman is such an intolerable chatter-
box that we must do all we can to avoid
him. Besides, he eays himself that he
doesn’t know who the heir was.”

“That seems to me suspicious,”: put in

how d’ye do to my old profession, and.

the upper hand now. “My chief quarrel|{he doctor.

with society is concerned with its abuse| Nielsen smiled. “Now you’re on the
of authority in the service of justice: I|jegular police track—suspect everybody,
have no authority, therefore I cannot!c)? What we two have to do is precisely
abuse it. Doctor Koldby, there’s some-!pot to suspect anybody, but to collect all
thing in this. I am in the place of aveng- | {he impersonal facts we can get hold of,
ing society, I trace out the crime that has!yntil they form a chain which shall lead

been committed here, I come face to face]
with its author, I clear up the question of
the actors and the deed, and then I give
judgment. That’s all.”

“T hope you'll enjoy it,” concluded ‘the
doctor, but there was a gentle gleam in the
little gray eyes. He liked this.

“Will you join?’ asked Nielsen.

“Oh, all right,” muttered the doctor.
# Anyhow, I'm a sort of accomplice already.
Let me remain as I am. I'll make an
examination for you, as well as it can be
done without using the knife. It won’t
be complete, but I've an idea that the
whole conduct of the case, with the means
at your disposal, will suffer from still
more serious deficiencies. So never mind.
You shall have your post-mortem. Let
ue take the opportunity while Madam
Sivertsen is out. She must not be told
anything of this. For we are well .aware
that there may be trouble over it.”

So they proceeded to the examination
of the body,

CHAPTER VI

“T.ook here, Nielsen,” said the doctor
later in the afternoon. “Here is the result
of my inquest, as good as any coroner
could have done it. It’s a queer thing,
T’ve been painting now for something

.like thirty years and scarcely ever said

) s Tl o . S T i

to a point of departure.”

The doctor nodded. - **“We ought to have
secured the cat.”

“But it ran off,”~ Nielsen smiled.

There was a ring at the bell.

Madam Sivertsen returned, laden with
parcels. She had been out laying in pro-
vigions for a whole voyage, she said. She
was a practical person and did not neglect
the opportunity of saving something .by
making large purchases at a time.

“Did you find the cat?’ she asked,
when -she had got rid of her parcels.

The doctor shook his head.

“That’s a pity,” said Madam Sivertsen.

And she went into the kitchen.

Nielsen and the doctor began again
where they had left off.

“Poctor! Mr. Nielsen!” they heard her
call from the kitchen.

The two men jumped up—had they for-
gotten something?

In the kitchen they found their house-
keeper rather out of breath, pointing to
a corner by the range. There lay the
cat—long, thih, lethargic, but alive.

The doctor looked at Nielsen, and Niel-
gen looked at the doctor. The cat was
peacefully digesting. It had helped itself.

But around its neck it had a little silver
chain with a name plate. Neilken undid
the fastening, and on the plate were en-
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graved two names in written characters,
like a firm lady’s hand: Amy’s Puss.

“That’s the cat,” said Niélsen. “Now
we have two documents.”

The housekeeper was seriously annoyed
with the thief and wanted to drive it out,
but the men took its part. “The cat has
been longer in the house than we have,”
said the doctor. ‘““We must respect Amy’s
Puss. I would give her a good many
nights’ rest to know who Amy is.”

“It must be a lady that has belonged
to the cat,” said Madam Sivertsen.

“It mustY’ said the doctor. ‘“Look
after the beast; it has been in an awkward
place, and I expect Amy would be glad
to see her cat again.”

Madam Sivertsen grumbled at Amy’s
cat being received into the family; she
did not understand what the two gentle-
men wanted with the wretched beast.

Puss, on the other hand, did not seem
to mind this in the least; she purred,
lapped her milk, and made herself
thoroughly at home. And at home in fact,
she was. '

CHAPTER VIL

“What do you say to this,, Mr. Jus-
tice?” said Dr. Koldby later in the after-
noon of the same memorable day in May,
as he walked into the drawing room
waiving a littlé pink note.

Nielsen looked up. ‘“What have you
got there?”

“A billet doux, my son, a charming
little card in a very decided lady’s hand,
undated—of course—ladies always neglect
those little points of importance; but here
it is, very brief and concise: “If it is all
over between us, then so be it, but you
will come to regret it.’—You can examine
the original text for yourself. The sig-
nature is Amy—yes, Amy! And it begins
Dear James.” .

Nielsen snatched the note—yes, it was
Amy—a threatening letter signed Amy:

“It’s a pity puss can’t read,” said the
doctor; ‘“‘otherwise we could learn some
more. Now we have four documents.
No. 1, the corpse; No. 2, the cat; No. 3,

is Amy has taken revenge.

Nielsen nodded thoughtfully. “Arm-
strong told me that Major Johnson’s
fiance broke off the engagement with him,
or rather that he was glad to get rid of
her. So it’s possible that Amy was the
fiancee 'and—"

“Major Johnson the corpse. No, that’s
not very likely, my dear fellow. Major
Johnson is a mnotability, not the kind of
person to disappear all of a sudden and
leave no trace. Your agent, the indis-
pensable Armstrong, must know something
about it. It’s the mystery, my son, that]
makes the thing difficult. Let’s hope it
won’t all end in smoke. You think, then,
that Miss Amy has murdered her lover
from epite, and that she forgot her cat
in the cellar, eh? ‘Well, of course that is
possible, but it’s in' the highest degree
improbable that the lady should bring
her cat to the house, isn’t it? And if it is
Johnson’s cat, why on earth should it
call itself Amy’s cat? It’s a great pity
that beast can’t talk. But are you sure
to begin with . that this note refers to
the Johneon affair?”’

“In any case it’s a clue,” said Nielsen.

“My dear sir;” interrupted the doctor,
“now I’m beginning to get interested. You
know, you were going to introduce a new
and improved method of criminal justice,
and now you begin in the old way to sus-
pect everybody whose name is Amy. It’s
lucky you have no authority. Otherwise
the lady would certainly be in jail by now.
Shan’t we begin by seeing how much it
is that we know about Amy?”

“It isn’t much,” admitted Nielsen; “but
you are right. We know that Amy threw
over James. We know that the cat is
Amy’s. We have heard that Major John-
son had trouble with his fiancee. But
whether Amy the fiancee and Amy of the
cat are one and the same, we cannot
e iy

“We can’t, can we?” eaid the doctor
with a smile. “Shall we go through the
case rationally, step by step. Let it be
our problem to find out what the name
of Major Johnson’s fiancee, and where
she and Major Johnson are now.” .

“Where did you find this note?”

“In the hall; it had got behind the
wainscoting. I may tell you, young man,
that I'm going round ferreting things out,
though that’s really your business. Now
will you be good envugh to go and see
Mr. Armstrong and pump him about
Major Johnson’s love affair.”

There was a ring. Madam Sivertsen
went to open the door and announced a
young lady who wished to speak to the
gentleman who had taken the house.

Nielsen rose hastily.

“Now youll see, Nielsen,” said the
doctor. “This is our Amy. Isn’t there an
old proverb that says the guilty man—or
the guilty woman, too, for the matter
of that—is drawn by an inexplicable power
towards the scene of his crime? You take
charge. of her; I'll retire to the passage
and listen. It is certainly best for you to
receive her. . You look so pleasant.”

Nielsen was rather nervous.

The lady entered. She was young and
pretty, with a decidedly fashionable look,
dressed in a beautiful fitting tailor made
costume.

Nielsen bowed.

“My name is Miss Dérry,” said the lady
—*Amelia Derry. Pray excuse my troub-
ling you, but this house belonged to a
friend of my family, who has left—rather
suddenly. There may be some letters
addressed to him here. You understand,
he is a very intimate friend of ours—of
my parents. Would you mind readdressing
any letters to the address I will give you?”’

Nielsen bowed. “I’ll do so with plea-ure,
Miss Derry.. May I ask the name of the
gentleman who has been living here?”

“Major Johnson—Major James Johnson
of the 27th Lancers. Well, he has not
exactly been living here; he was to have
lived here—but it came to nothing. He
has gone abroad—but he Itas given a good
many people this address, and it is always
annoying if letters come into the wrong
people’s hands.”

“] assure you I shall not open your
fiance’s letters,” said Nielsen purposecly.

The lady blushed. “My fiance—how do
you know?”

Nielsen smiled. “L put two and two
together, Miss Derry. On the continent,
you know, we call a dear friend a fiance;
but perhaps I made a mistake—if so, 1
beg your pardon.”

The lady looked rather sharply at him.

“Major Johnson is not my fiance—he is
a relation. He has gone abroad, and my
father has promised him to send on his
letters. Mr. Sydney Armstrong forgot to
tell you that, didn’t he?”

“Yes,” said Nielsen. “Me forgot that.
Though Mr.. Armstrong is generally elo-

its collar; No. 4, the note. What if it|____

quent.”

Miss Derry again looked sharﬁly‘ at

The doctor clapped him on the shoulder

Niclsen. She had a way of looking sharply | heartily. “My friend, you're caught again

at the person she was talking to.

The door creaked and with a litle meow
the cat glided into the room.

It was the doctor, working behind ‘the
scenes.

The cat stole across the room and rubbed
jtself insinuatingly against the
dress.

Niclsen held. his breath.

“Is that your cat?”’ asked the lady.

“No,” said Nielsen; “it’s Amy's cat.”

“Amy’s cat?’ she asked.

Nielsen thought her voice trembled—he
thought, too, that her hand was passed
over the cat’s‘neck, as if feeling for some-
ihing.*

Nielsen- looked at her fixedly. “Yes,”
he said, this cat was in the house when
we took possession a few days ago. It
had a collar, which T have put away; it
was a silver one. On the name plate was
engraved ‘Amy’s Puss” We thought the
people who lived here before us had for-
gotten their cat.” ° :

Nielsen spoke quite slowly; he was well
pleased that the lady was sitting in full
daylight, while he was more in shadow.
He observed her very narrowly. Mean-
while the cat had jumped on to the lady’s
lap.

“If only the cat had been a dog,
thought Nielsen; ‘“these mouse-eaters are
so fond of making friends with everybody.”

“It’s a nice cat,” said the lady in a
kindly tone; ‘“a pretty cat, but it is not
Major Johnson’s. As I told you, the
major did not live here. He had bought
the house of a friend, Mr. Throgmorton,
an engineer, and his sister, people he had
met in India. The thing was settled very
quickly.”

“And Mr. Throgmorton lived here?”

“I don’t think so,” said the lady, “I
don’t think anyone has lived in the house
for a long time. Major Johnson furnished
it. Well—now I have done what I came
about. Then you will promise to send
on Major Johnson's letters to 'me?”

“If you will be so kind as to give me
your address—or perhaps your father’s

bl

”

She rose hastily. “No—no, here is-the
address, Miss A. Derry, 117 Clarendon
road, Bayswater.”

“And the cat?’ asked Nielsen.

“It can stay here,” said the lady
hurriedly.-

. Thelcat stroked itself against her.

The door opened witler and the doctor
came in. She turned quickly, rather
nervously, Nielsen thought.

“I beg your pardon,” said the doctor,
with a great politeness; “I am this gentle-
man’s friend—we, live here together. I
was working in the next room and could
not help hearing what you were talking
about. It did not seem to be secrets,

anyhow. You spoke of letters to Major|

Johnson—it is opened, certainly—but not
by me. There is no envelope.”

The lady turned scarlet; she evidently
knew the letter and.snatched at it mer-
vously.

The doctor looked very serious. “I
assure you on my lkgmir, Miss De—Derry;
I did not open thatdetter.”

She had recovered herself—it was clear
that she saw she had given herself away.
She now took the letter and read it, and
then gave it back to the doctor. ‘This
letter has nothing to do with Major John-
son—and therefore does not concern me.
It must have been dropped by someone
else. And now my business here is fin-
ished you must excuse me, gentlemen. I

ay expect, then, that you will readdress
Major Johnson's letters, and I hope you
will excuse the trouble. Out of the way,
puss, or I shall tread on you. It looks as
if this cat wanted to follow me.”

Miss Derry bowed to the gentlemen with
a smile and went—the cat followed her,
but she shut the door in its face.

Nielsen went with her through the
garden—but she did not speak or turn
round. She was evidently in a hurry. |\

‘When she was gone the two friends held
a council of war.

Her name was Amelia—was she Amy?
She appeared as Major Johnson’s friend—
was she his fiancee? She disavowed the
cat, she disavowed the  letter. Was it
she? Was she a murderess? Was the
corpse in the cellar Major Johnson? etc.,
etc. ’

All these points were discussed very
closely.

“Wauld you have her arrested if you had
authority to do so?”’ asked the doctor.
“She looks suspicious enough in all con-
science. And she lies, too. The note was
from her. That’s what she came for.
But then she can’t have murdered the
addressee. The cat’s hers, too, but then
it can’t belong to the house. Would yo
have arrested her, Mr. Justice?”

“No,” eaid Nielsen.

There was a postman’s knock at the
door and a postcard fell into the letter
box.

Nieleen went and got it.

It was from Mr. Armstrong and con-
tained the following words: “I forgot to
ask that all letters for Major Johnson
might be readdressed to me—and to no
one else. I should be glad to Lknow
whether 'and application about the
major’s letters has been made from any
other quarter. I beg you in any case not
to comply with any other request than
mine. This is important. I shall have the
pleasure of calling on you to-morrow at
nan”

“Would you have her arrested now
asked the doctor, screwing up his eyes.

“No,” said Nielsen. “But I am con-
vinced that Miss Derry has every reason
to be thankful that she found us here,
instcad of a couple of emissaries from
Scotland Yard.” .

The doctor nodded.

“The more I think over this affair,
Nieleen, the more certain 1 feel that we
have taken the right course. The police
are a useful institution cnough when it’s
a question of protecting and preserving
the living, but when the catastrophe has
already happened, as in this case, then
T'm inclined to think that it is best for
all parties if a couple of intelligent
amateurs, with their hearts in the right
places and a certain amount of psycho-
Jogical insight, set to work to straighten
out the preliminary material for the
authorities.”

Nielsen walked up and down the room.
“Perhaps,” said he. “As far as psycho-
logical sense goes, I'm not sure that we
have too much to boast of. Our docu-
ments may be good enough. Ispecially
the corpse downstairs, which is the most
genuine of them all; but what about the
lady?”

“She was pretty, ‘ladylike—sure of her-
celf, too, she ‘was,” repiicd the doctor.
“But don’t you think, Nielsen, she didn’t
look as if she could have murdered Major
Johnson and put him away in Jlime?”

“Not a bit,” agreed Nielsen.

9

on the usual false scent. Because this
lgirl was pretty, well dressed and ladylike,
{you don’t suspect her, although she
| evidently lied like a trooper. If it had
ibeen gome knock-kneed waiter, with a
squint and other hereditary signs of de-

lady’s generation, you’d have had your claws

on him quick enough.”

Nielsen nodded. It annoyed him, but
the doctor was right.

“We won’t think any more about it to-
]day," said the doctor; “we’ll go to the
! theater and see how badly they can do
' Shakespeare in England, and then we’ll
| hear to-morrow what Mr. Armstrong has
! to say.”
| To this Nielsen had nothing to object,
{and’ for the remainder of the day Amy
‘and her cat were banished from their
i conversation.
| CHAPTER VIIIL.

Mr. Sydney Armstrong came in for a
{sharp cross-examination when he called
| next day at the appointed time at 48
i Cranbourne’ Grove. Mr. Armstrong was
iexceedingly loduacious, and a brief sum-
! mary which Nielsen made after he had
| gone will be much clearer than all Mr.
| Armstrong’s discursive verbosity.
| Major Johnson was a man nearing forty,
jof medium height, well built, slightly
{bald; in short, he might be the man in
| the packing case. He Had not gone to
! Burma; that was the story that Arm-
| strong had given as a pretext for getting
‘;the house let. The truth was that Major
Johnson had regretted his bargain, when
{he gave up his idea of marrying Miss
Amy Derry. He gave up this idea because
he was in love with Mrs. Weston, Mr.
' Throgmorton’s sisster, who, together with

iher husband and brother, had been living
{in the house, and of whom Major John-
. son had bought it.

!  Throgmorton was ah Indian friend of
the Major’s; Mr. Armstrong did not know
him; he was a painter; Weston was an
!invalid—mad, probably; formerly in the
army. Mrs. Weston was very handsome.
| That was all Mr. Armstrong knew about
the family. They had owned the house
for a number of years, having inherited
it from their mother. If Mr. Armstrong
had not told Nielsen all this before, it
was because Mr. Throgmorton had asked
him not to. Mr. Throgmorton had ar-
ranged it all. Mr. Armstrong had only
once met Major Johnson; but he believed
the major had left the army and, in faet,
had run away with Mrs. Weston. The
postcard of the day before was sent at
Throgmorton’s request.

With regard to this gentleman, Mr.
Armstrong could say that his address was
| poste restante, Hjorring, a town in Den-
mark, of which Mr. Armstrong had never
heard.

All this information was extracted by
Nielsen, who played his part of examining
barrister uncommonly well. Mr, Arm-
strong tried to wrriggle out, but was held
to the point by 'means of Miss Deérry.
Nielsen insisted_that the whole affair was
a scandal which might, if the Derry family
chose, place Mr. Armstrong in anything
but a favorable light.. For it was evident
that there was a conspiracy on the part
of Throgmorton and his sister. Mr. Derry,
the father, was a man of some importance,
and it was a dangerous thing to be in
collusion with fugitives, as the Cranbourne
Grove family plainly were. Mr. Arm-{
strong had to admit that his fees had been
considerable, that the part he had played
was a shady one, and that the whole affair
was calculated to give rise to a notoriety
that would be unpleasant for a man who
wished to appear as a respectable house
agent.

Mr. Armstrong was not a very talented
person; he was young and eager to make
money. He had availed himself of lies,
and was put to shame when they were
exposed. Nielsen promised to keep silence;
the whole affair was none of his business;
but Mr. Armstrong haa to promise to keep
all letters addressed to the major until
orders arrived from the latter himself.
Mise Derry, of course, had just as little
claim to the letters as Mr. Throgmorton.

Thus far the friends of justice arrived
that day.

“Doctor,” said Nielsen, “I’'m beginning
to think that we sbould do hest io appiy
%o the police.”

“Ah,” said the doctor, “,vmg soon get
tired.” L

“It seems to me,” Nielsen went on, “that
we ought to let justice step in in ity

murdered man is Major Johnsoa., i am
convinced that this Throgmorton and his
sister, perhaps the brother-in-law as well,
have _murdered the major and are now
enjoying the fruits of the crime abroad.”

The doctor similed.

“You're a lawyer, Nielsen—that's the
whole trouble. You are simply unable
to avoid looking at things from an cfficial
point of view. Yesterday you believed
Miss Derry was guilty—though you were
inconsistent for a minute or tio, because
she was good looking—nevertheless your
official consciousness believed it was she.
To-day you have listened so long to that
gassy person Armstrong that you believe
Throgmorton is guilty, and now, out of
consideration for Miss Dérry—for you may
as well admit that it is on her account—
you want to hand the matter ‘over to
the police. What will be the result? You
bring a heap of trouble on the head of
Armstrong—which of’ course he deserves,
but which according to agreement you

‘Giardens.and found her way into a heuse

official form. I have no doubt thav the|:

ought to spare him, since the fellow has

certainly acted in good faith, otherwise |

has taken revénge on the major—don’t
forget Amy’s cat and the threatening
letter; in that case we should give the
unfortunate Throgmortons a lot of un-
pleasantness, quite contrary to your plans
of judicial reform.

“Suppose now, finally, that it is Johnson
that has murdered Mrs. Weston’s husband,
which is 'also a reasonable supposition.

“Or that it is Mrs. Weston’s husband
that has murdered Johnson——"

“No, my dear sir, we know too little at
present. You have got me into this now,{
and you have to put it through—you
understand, you must clear it up proper]y.l
As an examining barrister you're invalu-I
able. What you have to do this evening
is to go and see Miss Derry at Clarendon
road and find out whether she was telling
lies yesterday.”

Again the doctor’s word carried the day,
and Nielsen set out for the address Miss
Derry had given.

CHAPTER IX.

Miss Derry did not live at 117 Claren-
don road, Bayswater. It was a dressmaker
that lived there, and she was evidently
a good deal flustered when Nielsen rang
the bell and inquired for Miss Derry. It
is always rather difficult for a woman to
play the friend in need when she is taken
by surprise. Madame Sorel—that was
the dressmaker’s name—certainly lacked
neither the will nor the ability to lie, but
she did not know exactly what her client
wanted of her in this eftuation, and so ehe
was only flustered.

Nielsen took it like the amateur detect-
ive. he was.

He left his card and said he was ready
to call again on receipt of a telegram or
letter, whenever Miss Derry “might wish.

With that he went away.

But Miss Derry had no such wish. She
sent him a card, in which she politely
informed him that she received a com-
munication - from Major Johneon, and
would now ask Mr. Nielsen and his friend
to treat her visit to Cranbourne Grove
as if it had not taken place. '

“That’s a lie,” said Nielsen.

The doctor laughed.

“Now the scale is turned in favor of the
Throgmortons.”

“No,” said Nielsen. “Mr. Derry is a
well known and respected man. If the
daughter won’t come near us, I shall go
and see the father.”

“I have nothing to say against that,”
said the doctor thoughtfully. ‘‘But in that
case I should take the cat'and its collar’
with me. We shoutd then find out at
any rate whether Amy’s cat is Amy’s cat.
I mean, this Amy’s, for of course there’s
nothing to prevent the other lady im-
plicated in the tragedy being also an Amy.
That would naturally make things rather
more complicated—but only at first. Then
if Mr. Derry should ask for further details,
vou are in the happy position of not being
able to give them. Thus you will save the
young lady a lot of unpleasantness.”

Nielsen took a cab and Put Amy’s puss
in a basket. The cat whined a little,
but resigned itself to the inevitable.

Mr. Derry’s address was easily. found;
he was a business man and lived on the
north side of the pass.

It was three o’clock when Nielsen’s cab
drew up before a large and handsome
house in Westbourne Terrace.

Nielsen asked for Miss Derry.

Miss Derry was not at home.

Then he asked for Mrs. Derry.

She was at home.

Nielsen handed her the cat with a bow.

“Why, it’s Amy’s cat,” she. exclaimed
in astonishment.

This did not surprise Nielsen.

“Where in the world have you found
Amy’s cat?”’ inquired the dignified, elderly
lady, after having exchanged affectionate
greetings with the animal.

“At 48 Cranbourne Grove, where I am
living,” said Nielsen straight out.

The lady struck her hands together in
astonishment. Had pussy really run a
couple of miles away through Kensington

in South Xensington?

Nielsen, too, thought it was strange.

“But how in the world did you, a com-
pléte stranger, find out that it was Amy’s
cat?”’

Nielsen hesitated.

The good lady obviously knew nothing
at all about No. 48 Cranbourne Grove.
3ut if Amy and the major had really
been engaged, if - the wedding had been
ixed—then she muet at least know the
jor's name.

Nielsen thought therefore that ke might
safely mention it

“Well,” he said, “of course, it is rather
extraordinary, but the house I am living
in belongs to Major James Johnson.”

Mrs. Derry turned pale.

But she «aid nothing.

“Major James Johnson,” she repeated
after a pause. “You see, I do not know
you, Mr.—"

“Nielsen,” he said.

“Mr. Nielsen,” purcued the old lady;
“I ecan assurc you that I know Major
Johnson just as little as I do you. We
scarcely ever meet mnow. and you will
understand that I cannot speak of family
secrets with a stranger. Nor can [ ask
you to speak to Mr." Derry about this.
In fact. I must ask you to go—do you
hear? I ask you to wo0.”

The old lady was very uneasy, as though
she were afraid that someone might come.
This someone must obviously be Mr.
Derry.

Nielsen rose and bowed.

She added: “I beg to assure you that

you would not have got all this out of |since Major Johnson had to leave the
him. As for Miss Derry, you simply ruin|army last autumn, neither I nor Mr. Derry
her. Think->what it means for a girl to have known him, and if Amy's cat has
get into the clutches of the halfpenny press|been found in his house, then he must
and have all her private history advertised | simply have stolen it. It has grieved me
in big letters at every street corner. You, to learn that Major Johnson is capable of
can’t keep the story private, you know,{anything, even of stealing a cat—a young
when once it’s in the hands of justice. !lu(ly's cat. 1 beg you to excuse me—I
“And the murderers, supposing it is'am expecting my husbhand.”
the Throgmorton party? Well, they willi Nielsen could not stay without being
be the only ones who will get any good ! flagrantly intrusive. So he went.
out of it. The news will be telegraphed; But the cat stayed where she was.
all over Europe, and if they haven’t clean! The doctor rubbed his hands with de-
hands, you may be sure they’ll give|light. ‘“We have disposed of one of our
Hjorring a wide berth. | documents. Amy’s cat, then, is Amy’s
“(oodness’ knows, though, what they cat. Now we have to keep an eye on the
want_at Hjorring! But in the choice of! Derry family, especially on Amy, whose
that blessed spot we may see the finger ' maxim in life appears to be to lie on every
of fate. London and India are beyond our | possible occasion.”
powers, but I should almost think that you| Nielsen nodded. ‘“But have we really
and I could make something out of|got any further, doctor?” |
Hjorring. Perliaps you will now have the' “No,” said the doctor, “not yet; but
goodness to admit, my dear Nielsen, that we have every reason to return to Miss
now we have all the more reason to keep | Ainy- and her love affair, and get all the
this to ourselves!” | information we. can about Major Johnson.
Nielsen said nothing. | At all events, we know that he is capable
“Bosides, we are by no means sure that ' of anything, even of stealing a young
it i the Throgmorton party that murdered | lady’s cat.”
Johnson—that is, if the murdered man| ‘Major Johnson ' interests me a good
is Johnson. Suppose now that it was|deal less than Miss Amy Derry,” said

\—/—'

“That’s your fault, young man,” said
the doctor. “You’ll see, I'm right. The
murdered man was & great donkey, a
regular cat stealer, that\is, if the mur«
dered man is Major Johnson and not some
poor devil that the major has killed.”
 “If he is capable of stealing. Amy’s cat,

-|he may very well have killed a man.

The only question is, did he steal the
cat?’

Late in the afternoon came a messenger
boy carrying a basket with—the cat. Thereps
was also a letter in a fine, lady’s hand—"
not the same as that of the note the
doctor had found—but signed -Amy Derry. *

It ran as. follows: “The collar helonged
to me; I have reasons for wishing it tos
be believed that it was stoien from me.
The cat never belonged to me; I gend it
back.”

Nothing more. i

The doctor scratched his neck. “Now
we’ve got the cat back, Niclsen, and we
must give up trying to keep account of
Amy’s lies. She’s a charming girl, this
Amy. But we must be kind to her eat,
all the same.”

-

CHAPTER X.

“Nielsen,” said the doctor, next morning
after breakfast, “now we have arrived at
the point where a really rational plan
af campaign must be laid. Let us follow
the best examples and try to find out
what the police would do in our case.
We have held our inquest on the body,
we have formed suspicions of a certain
Amy, and this Amy has not cleared her-
self. . We may preswme that, after her
many lies; great and small, and the dis-
agreement between her declarations and
what we: have been able to prove, the
pelice would make sure of her person.
But now there is this to be remembered,
that Miss Amy is under no sort of obliga-
tion to speak the truth to us. And we.
cannot arrest her, either, but we oughit®
to subject her to ‘a very serious and
thorough cross-examination. That will be
your business; you are an expert at that
sort of thing. Cudgel your clever brains
a bit and see if you can’t produce a
master-stroke.”

Nielsen smiled.

“I’ll begin by showing my superiority,
doctor. Miss Derry has no obligation at
all to make any communication to us,
but she is evidently afraid that we may
make things unpleasant for her in some
way or other; and by working upon this
fear of hers we shall get most out of her.
That is a regular police trick. But in
order to strike we must have weapons,
and these weapons we must seek from
outside. Mr. Sydney Armstrong is our
man. We’'ll begin with him. Let me
tell you at once that, according to my
view, Mr. Armstrong knows nothing about
the corpse in the cellar. However smirched
the conscience of this gentleman may be,
he has nothing to do with this affair.
So we say nothing to him. We have a -
sort of a hold on him, which I made use
of; but as it only consists in setticg old
Mr. Derry in motion, and we don’t know
how far that gentleman will allow himselt

%

to be set in motion, we shall not be able

to use that resource again. We know
that the major’s address is poste restante,
Hjorring; we suppose that to be a lie
and that the major is lying dead in tha
cellar, and that the syndicate of mur-
derers, Mr. Throgmorton, Mr. Weston,
and Mrs. Weston, are staying at Hjorring. ‘
All this on the assumption that Miss
Derry is innocent. We must know some-
thing more. We must know who these
people are, regarded separately; me must
know their past history, and we must find '
this out from Armstrong and from Missgy,
Derry—separately. We have now to find ~
out how to make Armstrong open his
mouth.”

“By an appeal to his better feelings we
shant get very far,” said the doctor doubt-
fully. *“If we were at home, in dear little
Copenhagen, we should soon be able to dig
up some half-forgotten little piece of ras-
cality and hold that over his head. Here,
everything is on a larger scale.”

“Stop,” said Nielsen, ““it always holds
good that a man’s weak points give clever
people a chance of managing him. Eight
doors irom Mr. Armstrong lives Mr.
Davies, another house agent, whose
placards jostie Mr. Armstrong’s in the
windows and arenas of all the emp'y
Licuses. Lhese two men are rivals.”

“Yxcellent.” interrupted the dccior.
“You appiy to Mr. Davies and explain how
you are dissatished with Mz, Armstrong;
you wave a prosbect of business in front
of Mr. Davies’ nose, and jyou genily
squecze something out of Mr. Davies by
which you can corner Mr. Armstrong.
That is excellent. And yei good people
profess to be horrified at meanness, when
without little tricks of that kind life would
be simply impossible. Go ahead!™

Nielsen rubbed his hands. “I shall--
and when Mr. Armstrong, forced by my
knowledge, has been obliged to tell me ail,
1 shall go, armed with what 1 have found
out, to Miss Debry and get as much out
of her as will enable us, if we think fit,
to shift the scene of our operations to
the more familiar ground of our native
country.”

“Meanwhile,”” shid the doctor, ‘“I am
going to make a sketch of Turner's im-
mortal ‘Storm in the Channel’: I can still
remember that ass of a Copenhagen pro-
fessor who called this superb picture a
cold in the head, a rotating sneeze—the
beast! Oh, I'd give something to have him
and all his colleagues down below in the
lime with our Mr, X!”

This was a question which Nielsen, on
principle, never discussed with the doctor.
A man has a right to ride his hobby in
peace, when he does so within four walls.

Nielsen, therefore, went to see Mr.
Davies, who was quite affable. He com-
plained, in gloomy language, of Mr. Arm-
strong, and Mr. Davies regretted that the
unkind fates had sent him to that, to
say the least, shady agent. When Nielsen
wanted to know more about Mr. Arm-/
strong, the worthy Mr. Davies wriggled
like a worm; he was evidently afraid of
an action for libel; but to a respectable
foreign gentleman, who, besides, was dis-
satistied with his rival, he could go so far
as to say that Mr. Armstrong’s reputation
was not of the best. e

He had been implicated in an affair of
a building society which had brought
heavy losses on a number of people of
slender incomes, an affair which had
resulted in an officer being dismissed from
the army-—a certain Major Johnson, one
of the Yorkshire Johnsons—and which had
placed Mr. Armstrong in anything but a
favorable light, especially as a particularly
rotorious person, a certain Weston, was
also implicated in it. It was a regular
wscandal.

Miss Derry or one of her family that! Nielsen.

(To be continued.)




