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CHAPTER 1.
“IT’S dirt cheap, sir—dirt cheap.

Three and a half guineas a week

for the whole house, completely

. furnished, studio at the top, two
reception rooms, large dining room,
and three bed rooms. Kitchen with
gas stove, electric light; not to mention
the garden. Dirt cheap it is. It is only

a fortunate combination of circumstances
that enables me to offer you the house—
to offer it to you for three and a half
guineas a week.”

Mr. Sydney Armstrong gave a smack
of the tongue and a twist to ‘hie brown
leggings.

Mr. Sydney Armstrong’s get-up was
sporting—a covert coat, tweed knicker-
bockers, and tan leggings.

But his game at present was house-
hunters. That was how he made his living.
The business was still young, and the staff
consisted of himself and a lady :clerk.

His office was in Gloucester road, South
Kensington, close to the District Railway
station. .

Mr. Sydney Armstrong, however, was
now standing in the hall of a neat little
house in Cranbourne Grove—it was No.
48—a little detached house in & garden,
behind a high wall. A regular country
house in the middle of South Kensington,
close to the Museum, handy for omnibuses
and for the Underground, altogether very
‘convenient.

Mr. Sydney Armstrong was doing a bit
'of business, He tried to appear as if it
did not matter in the least whether it
came off or not. But it did matter, for
there was five pounds to be made, and five
‘pounds is something to a young agent.
That was why Mr. Sydney Armstrong
'was vigorously 'chewing his mustache,
while doing his best to look as if he did
‘not care.

The bird was almost caught; it was
fluttering already in Mr. Sydney Arm-
strong’s net. It was dirt cheap for such

@ house, Three months furnished for three|s

and a half guineas a week, /

It was a Danish bird, and he was work-
ing it out in Danish money. “Three and
a half guineas is more than three and a
half pounds,” he said to Himself. “A

. guinea is an obsolete tradition of former

days, and it means a pound and a shilling,
ess knows why. ;

So that three and a half guineas came
%0 three pounds, thirteen shillings and six-
pence, or sixty-five crowns in Danish
money.

That was more than Holger Neilsen had
thought of paying. But then there was
a studio, and it was altogether a charming
little house. Besides, Holger Neilsen was
not the only person in it. It was arranged
between him and Doctor Jéns Koldby
that they should take a house in London—
a proper English house, not a flat in one
of the huge new buildings with a hundred
tenants apiece, but a regular old-fashioned
English house—with a garden. And
Madam Sivertsén was to keep house for
them for three months. Madam Silversten
had been fourteen years a stewardess on an
Atlantic liner and was perfect in English.
There must be a studio, as Dr. Koldby
was an artist and was going to paint.

Holger Neilsen also bit his mustache,

which was a small pale brown one, and
looked at Mr. Sydney Armstrong to see
whether there was anything to be knocked
off.

, “Shall we say three ‘pounds ten?” said
Holger Neilsen. :

-“In London we always reckon in
guineas,” said Mr. Sydney Armstrong.
“It’s dirt cheap. The house is not mine;
it belongs to an officer who has gone to
Burma. I have my orders. It ought to be
four guineas—I may go three and a half,
but not a half penny less.”

Mr. Sydney Armstrong took stock of
his game. He tried to look superior, but
the attempt recoiled on his thin yellow
mustache.

“It's too much,” said Holger Neilsen.

Mr. Sydney Armstrong shrugged his
shoulders. “Let us go, then!” He was
not going to give in. If he let the house
for three and a half guineas he was to have
five pounds; if for less, it only gave him
three pounds. So he was firm,

Holger Neilsen was taken with the house.

He hesitated. Mr. Sydney let go his
mustache and. began to hope again.

“Let me have another look at the
thouse,” said Holger Neilsen. They went

The entrance was small and narrow;
it led to a passage about twelve feet long
and four broad, from which a staircase
went up; beyond that the passage became
parrower, leading to the kitchen in the
basement. On either side of the corridor
there was a door leading to two rooms,
each of which had a window of theg full
height of the walls, and at the back was
= door to the little garden with two oblong
grass plots and a few fig trees and laurels.
The two rooms on the ground floor were
farge, richly carpeted, and filled with old
§nlaid furniture and low, comfortable
chairs. Light was the chief thing wanting,
and for that reason there was plenty of
wall space. From the room on the right
as one entered a- door led to a passage
at the back, and across that to a large
and lofty dining room, which was lighted

entirely by a sky light. It was quite a|
hall, but it was dark. The furniture was

of old oak, heavy and dark, and the floor
was covered with linoleam. This was
new, and Mr. Sydney Armstrong was proud
of it.

“It’s rather dark here,” said Holger
Neilsen. i

“It always is on the ground floor of a
London house,” said Mr. Sydney Arm-
strong, “but look upstairs.”

Upstairs it was really bright and nice.
There were two bed rooms close to the
ptaircase, looking out on to the garden,
on the sunny side, and the sun was
obliging enough to assist Mr. Sydney Arm-
ptrong; it shone quite powerfully through
the pretty little windows, and the spar-
rows chirruped outside in the trees of the
garden. They wanted to help their
gountryman.

And then the studio. It was bathed in

yunlight from a large window in the roof. |

This sunshine finished Holger Neilsen’s
hesitation. He tried to keep to his pounds,
put the time-honored English guineas
rarried the day. The sun had given Mr.
Bydney Armstrong his advantage; for the
gun is rare in London, especially m South
Kensington, with its low position near
the foggy river.

“Shall I sign the agreement?”’ asked
Holger Neilsen.

A great sigh of relief took the form of
8 Yes. The bird was no longer struggling
§n the net.

Holger Neilsen signed an agreement with
Mr. Sydney Armstrong and paid half a
erown for the stamp. Nothing more.

“The owner pays all costs,” said Mr.

Sl PR bl pisl
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Sydney Armstrong; he had won now and

could afford to be amable.

“Who is the owner?”’ asked Neilsen.
He had a foreigner’s curiosity to know
whose house he lived in.

“Major Johnson,” said Mr. Sydney
Armstrong. “He’s gone to Burma. Just
sailed. I have a power of attorney. It’s
a strange story; a pure piece of luck that
you have this charming house. Major
Johnson omnly bought it a week ago.
That’s a fact; bought it of a friend, who
had inherited it from his mother—I forget
the name. I never can remember names;
it’s a great disadvantage to me in my
business, but I can’t remember names.
This Mr. , whatever his name was,
sold the house to Major Johnson, and the
next day the major had to go abroad.
No help for it. He had to go. He was
to have been married, his fiancee broke
it off, and he had to go. That sort of
thing happens in countries that have
colonies. You may be glad Denmark has
no colonies except Spitzbergen.' Well,
that’s all about it. Major Johnson had
to leave. He’s gone. His friends say he
was ready to jump for joy at getting rid
of his mother-in-law that was to be and
his formerntended. That’s quite likely.”

Mr. Sydney Armstrong became jocular.
It was the five pounds he had succeeded
in landing that had this effect on him.

s “But the furniture?’ asked Holger
Neilsen.

“The Major bought the furniture with
the house. What’s-his-name, the heir, the
former owmer, or his sister, had been
living here until a week ago. Then he sold
the house to the Major, at his club, I
believe. The whole thing was settled on
the spot, and off he went.”

“What became of him?’ asked Holger
Neilsen.

“] don’t kmow,” was the answer. “I
don’t know him. But he was unmarried.”

Holger Neilsen looked about him.

“The furniture ‘looks as if fthere had
been a lady in the house. Don’t you think
0% \

“Yes,” thought Mr. Sydney Armstrong.
“It: must have been the former owner’s
sister and her husband. He it was who
arranged the studio. He paints, I believe.
But, as I said, I don’t know anything
about the family. Major Johnson is my
client. He’s good ‘enough; he’s one of
the Yorkshire \Johnsons—but, of course,
you don’t know them.”

Holger Neilsen did not know the York-
shire Johnsons.

So he accompanied Mr. Sydney Arm-
strong to the latter’s office in Gloucester
road, and the agreement was signed.

It .was a first-rate- house, and it would
come to about thirty-two crowns a week
each for twelve weeks, for him and Dr.
Koldby. g :

They could afford that, and Holger
Neilsen had the doctor’s authority to
conclude the affair; in fact, he had under-
taken to do so before the first of May.
Far on that day Dr. Koldby and Madam
Sivertsen were to arrive, and they ex-
pected to find everything in ovder.

1t was now the 20th of April, so it was
high time the business was ended. Neilsen
went back to his boarding house, content,
on the whole, with his bargain.

CHAPTER II.

Holger Nielsen was, as we have said, a
Dane; he had taken a legal degree, was the
son of a government official, his age was
thirty-two, and he was by way of being
a man of science. He had had an appoint-
ment in one of the Ministries, but had
given it up on account of a certain sufi-
ness of the back which prevented him
from cringing to his superiors. Then he
had tried the law, but that did not suit
him either. Here again it was that tire-
some back of his, that was not supple
enough before his clients. So he went in
for criminology, and horrified all his con-
servative relations with his radical views.
He was an only son, and his mother had
had a fortune. Both his parents were
now dead. So he lived on his means and
for his interests, or rather for-his only
interest; criminology. It was his ambition
to open up new paths; he soon discovered
that new paths were not to be opened
up, and his ambition disappeared; but his
interest remained, and this brought him to
London, to study English criminal pro-
lcedure at close quarters. He was writing
a work on “Crime,” which might take
ten lifetimes, and took all he had. Holger
Nielsen was a strong and healthy man,
and he did not sit in his chair and read.
He avoided books; it was living material
he studied. Not by creeping about in so-
called criminal quarters and shuddering
at ruffianly types; he had not come to
London to turn his coat inside out and
make the traditional trip to Whitechapel
with two or three coppers in his pocket.
He wanted to observe the people of a

learn the conditions of their every day
life as a starting point from which to
arrive at the abnormal conditions.

He wanted to get his bearings in Lon-
don.

This visit was only introductory. He
wished to get accustomed to the language,
and to follow the ordinary daily events
of the street and police court, so as later
on to arrive at what lay behind all this.

Perhaps his plan was not very method-
ical, but he had a right to allow for
accidents.

On May 1st came Dr. Koldby and
Madam Sivertsen, and then the daily life
at 48 Cranbourne Grove-was to begin.

At 7.35 the train arrived from Harwich
with the two Danish passengers. They
'had come by Esbjerg and had stayed on
board the boat till the next morning, to
avoid arriving in London at night.

Holger Nielsen moved his things from a
wretched boarding house in Brompton
road to his new home, where he did the
honors—in sunshine once more—to the
new arrivals.

It was a success.

Madam Sivertsen had her cabin in the
basement, next door to the kitchen.” There
was a skylight, in the ceiling and it was
rather dark, but Madam Sivertsen was
| easily satisfied. She was accustomed to
{ narrow quarters, though age had made
| her rather corpulent. She carried her
sixty years and her thirteen stone easily
enough. Now she had been idle for a
fortnight, she remarked, and now she
would set to work.

She did so. A London house that has
been left to itself even for a week offers
a fine field for an active Danish woman
who is fond of order and cleanliness.

sort.

She went to work. ;

Dr. Koldby investigated the studio and
grunted with satisfaction.
gshould be. The doctor had already un-

great town at close quarters and try to°

And Madam Sivertsen was one of that!

his easel and got his canvases ready. He
wanted to make sketches of the river and

the docks; that was the object of his
journcy. He also wished to study Turner
at the National Gallery.

Koldby was a marine painter and doctor
of medicine.

The latter against his will—his father
had forced him into the profession thirty
years ago or more. When the old country
doctor was obliging enough to give up the
ghost at Thisted in Jutland, Hans Koldby
threw his stethoscope and instruments

hard earned dollars in colors and canvas.
The sea attracted him. He railed in a
bark to Mexico, was wrecked on the coast
of Florida, grew pineapples there, and
gradually came north to New York,. paint-
ing and wandering about; reached home
again, exhibited, got into hot water with
the fine art professors, went to Egypt
and painted sphinxes and pyramids for a
flour merchant, came heme with them
and had more fights with the professors.
Meanwhile he had grown into an old fogy
of about sixty. But he kept his back
stiff and his spirits young. One Christmas
eve in Rome he met Holger Nielsen, and
they took a liking to one another. It
developed into a friendship such as two
| rather blu¥f men can form; and the friend-
ship lasted.

Dr. Koldby loved sunshine; it warmed
his stiff back, as he said. He was a sun
worshipper, with a bias toward Moham-
medanism, which he had acquired in
Egypt. There he had also learned to
detest wine. In many ways he was a
good Mussulman. The only fault he found
with the doctrines of the Prophet was in

and although he admitted that his hatred
of the weaker sex was unjustified, in so far
as women had never done him any harm,
he held fast to his aversion. He considered
that it had saved him from many dis-
appointments;” but nevertheless had to
admit that the fine art professors of Copen-
hagen were even worse than women. And,
like the wives of Mussulmans, there was
also a plurality of these idiots.

That was the thorn in the doctor’s
flesh, and nothing would move it.

QOtherwise he was reasonable and
straightforward.

But those confounded professors were
his execration, and he could not conceal
it. To tell the truth, he never attempted
to do so, either.

He was a Radical, -and he let other
people mind their own business. So they
let him alone to mind his, and he never
sold his pictures. | And he never exhibited
either. He would have liked to see him-
self exposing his work to the gaze of those
blockheads!

Such a man was Dr. Koldby.

But the sun was shining into the Cran-
bourne Grove studio and it warmed Dr.

some sketches he had made on the
Dogger Bank, with a number of trawlers.

And he remarked to himself that every-
thing was as it shoula be.

CHAPTER III.

The first night in the new house Holger
Nielsen could not sleep. It was not be-
cause he was not tired; he was always
tired in London, the long distances tired

Sitting outside omnibuses was cold, and
sitting inside them was not pleasant; cabs
were too expensive. Besides he wanted
to be in the midst of the life of the streets,
to see the stream of people, in which the

jilluminated shop windows; to see the
richly clad, bejewelled crowd winding in
and out of the brilliant plate glass fronts,
‘always buying and increasiny thiir suner-
i fluity. Then he would turn the corner
{into a side $treet and find himself among
| poor children, in the rags and dirt of the
slums, not a dozen yards from the ghtter-
ing shops.

These dozen yards from superfluity to
sheer want explained a good deal; it
formed, as it were, the basis of his system,

sociology.

Jut to get this he had to walk, and
that made him tired. Stil] he could not
sleep. The noise outside died away about
midnight. The tearing motor cans, the
rumbling omnibuses, became fewer and

fewer. The shouts of cabmen died away,

It was as it|and the clanking of footsteps on che stone
Iyvavement ecame only now and then. The |
packed his sketches and colors, bad set up clock of a neighboring tower struck the| So thev woke the doctor, and he. too,

into a corner and invested the old man’s’

polygamy. Dr. Koldby detested women; |

Koldby’s back. It showed to advantage |

Esbjerg boat in a choppy sea near the |

, tenough. But what was it?,

him, and he hated underground railways.:

individual disappeared, gliding past the,

enabled him to separate the sheep from |
the goats, and taught him the elements of |

hours with a dull sound, but the voices
of the night grew faint and finally silent.

It was a quiet nignt, with no moon—
perfectly still; and yet Holger Nielsen
seemed to hear something in the darkmess,
gsomething he could not recognize, ‘could
not explain. s
"It was like a child ecrying—or a cat
whining. Not .a loud caterwauling or
mewing, but a low whine, pitiable and
helpless, that came from far away. He
tried to go to sleep and forget it, but the
sound grew loudér, more miserable. Now
he knew that every house in London had
at least one cat; but these were superior,
well treated c¢ats, who have rights of
citizenship and a certain share of author-
ity. They are under no restraint, and are
able to enjoy life, both by day and by
night. This cat, if it was a cat, must be
a wretched, oppressed cat, mourning in
the depths of the house. For it was in
the house, it must be in the house.

Holger Nielsen. listened. At last he
got up, put on some clothes, lit a candle
and stole out into the passage. But where
the sound came from he could not make
out: it arose insidiously frem the deep
silence, creeping along the paneling of
the walls; he could approach it or retire
from it, but never locate it.

Now he was in the kitchen.

He stepped lightly so as not to wake
his companion; then he was aware of a
rustling in Madam Sivertsen’s cabin, and
saw a gleam of light under her door.

“Madam Sivertsen,” he whispered.

“Is that you, Mr. Nielsen?” came her
voice. “Thank God!”

“Aren’t you  asleep?’ asked Holger
Nielsen.
| “No,” was the answer; “I can’t sleep—
| there’s something moving.”

i There was something moving, Holger
| Nielson could hear it now. It was a
! scratching, creeping, wriggling sound, and
1 yet it might be nothing after all. But the
|cat whined—if it was a cat.

: “There must be a cat somewhere,
‘Madam Sivertsen,” whispered Nielsen,

| “That’s no cat,” came the answer in a
hkushed tone.

“What else can it be?” he asked. “Can’t
'you hear, it’s whining. But where is the
| beast ?”
| The old lady emerged from her room
{in a fantastic costume, with voluminous
| nightcap. She shook her head so that the
! ribbons danced.
| “That’s no cat,” she repeated. “That’s
| gomething uncanny. I only hope you've
{not made a mistake about the house.”

; “What do you mean?”’ asked Nielsen,
i with a little smile.

| “There’s something stirring, Mr. Niel-
lsen,” said Madam Sivertsen, with con-
| viction.

| “Do you mean spooks?” said Nielsen,
| with the same smile.

|  Madam Sivertsen said nothing.

|  “Surely you don’t believe in spooks,
“Madam Sivertsen?”

The old woman shook her head.
| “That’s no cat. There’s somebody: walks
lin this house, whoever it may be.”
| There was something or somebody that
| walked. or crept or crawled—that was true

| “Are you frightened, Madam Siverisen?”’
gnskud Nielsen.

: ‘Not I; I've a clear conscience, so they’ll
i let me be, whoever tney are. But there’s
{ something uncanny about it.”

Nielsen was determined to find out. He
went all over the house, stamped on the|
ifloors, knocked on the paneclling. The |
{sound went away, but as soon as he had
Il(vft, ‘the corridor it came back again. The|
| clock struck one. |
. “Now the spooks are going to roost;;
[ Madam Sivertsen,” he said; “let us do;
| the same.” . {
{ Madam Sivertsen shook her cap-ribbons |
land waddled back into her cabin. |

Holger Nielsen went to bed, fell intoé
=n uneasy doze and dreamed of a gigantic |
black cat, that sat at the foot of his bed, |
purring loudly. |

That night he slept very badly. !

Dr. Koldby on the other hand had slept |
the sleep of the just, and langhed both at |
Nielsen and Madam Rivertsen. 5 i

He was delighted with the house, and'
found the studio particularly admirable.

Nielsen devoted the next day to anj
inspection, in spite of the doctor’s smiles, |
He found mnothing remarkable, and the
cat made no sign.

So he put it out of his mind and went !
for a stroll.

A couple of days passed. Madam]
Sivertsen did not sleep a wink, and Nielsen
heard the cat again.

E MAN IN THE BASEM

By BARON PALLE ROSENKRANTZ

(Copyright 1907 by Palle gosenkrantz. All rights reserved.)

\

had to admit that there was a sound of
something. He was in favor of the cat
theory, rather than that of spooks. But
in any case they would make a careful exam-
ination of the whole thing by daylight. .

That was the resolution of the third
night, to be carried out on the fourth
day. /

CHAPTER IV.

“Look, doctor, there’s nothing more than
this litle bit of a cellar, is there? It’s
a coal cellar, with a little round iron plate
in the hole at the top, reaching out under
the gravel in front. Can you see anything
more?”’

Nielsen and the doctor were on a voyage
of discovery. It was bright daylight, and
they were determined to find the cat. The
cat must be'in the house, it must. be in the
cellar, but it was not there. It was not
whining either. Perhaps it was taking a
rest after the exertions of the night.

But anyhow it was not in the coal cellar,
and that was the only cellar there was.

“You were dreaming, my friend,” said
the doctor, “unless it was KEdgar Allen
Poe’s story over again—a cat walled up
somewhere or other with a corpse. What
do you say to that? That would be
gsomething in your line, Mr. Criminalist.
A walled-up corpse and a cat that cries
and whines and calls for justice. Then it
would not be so strange if you and Madam
Sivertsen heard spooks at night. For
neither of you has seen anything, have
you? Let’s get out of this coal cellar and
come up into daylight.”

So they camé up and went round the
house again. The wing that contained the
dining room was a piece that had been
added and had its own roof. Like the
rest of the house it was built of brown
brick with a foundation of concrete. To
admit air under the floor, grooves were
cut in this concrete, covered with an iron
grating. Nielsen went round and tested
them with a rod, to see if they were level.
They were.

Suddenly he stopped. ‘“Doctor,” he
said, “this leads somewhere. There's a
room under the floor; it must be below
the dining room, in.the cprner nearest the
corridor. Youwll see, the cat’s there.”

“Crawl in then,” said the doctor; “make
yourself thin #nd crawl in; for there’s no
way down from inside.” J

“The floor’'s covered with linoleum,”
said Nielsen.

“What, are you going to tear it up?”’

“I'm going to see what there is. I don’t
intend to have my night’s rest disturbed—
besides it’s cruel to the animal.”

“The animal?”’ asked the doctor.

“The cat.”

“QOh, the cat! Well, how do you imagine
it got in? That hole there is scarcely large

| enough for a mouse.”

“By a trap door under the linoleum
for instance,” said Niglsen, with his hzmci
on the door to the corridor.

The doctor followed him—rather nettled.
It was not like Neilsen, to be restive;
that was usually the doctor’s own part.

The linoleum was removed—there was
a trap door in the fioor; it was a cellar,
without stairs, but as soon -as the light
from the skylight fell through the little
square hole in the floor there jumped out
a long, thin, gray cat; a stiff-legged, dis-
heveled cat, full of fear, but with little
vitality; an cel like, lethargic cat, that
limped through the corridor out into the
garden and was gone.

“That was the cat,” said Nielsen,

“It was,” said the doctor. “How the
deuce did it get dowy there?”

“Let us get a lamp,” said Nielsen, “and
a ladder; we'll erawl down into this cellar.
There must be something down there.”

1t was quite a small vaulted cellar, with
no air except what came in by the channels
Nieleen had found. A wine cellar, they
thought. But it was empty. Only in one
corner there was a large packing case with
the lid fiailed on.

Nielsen wanted to examine the case.

“Look out, it'll explode,” eaid the
doctor. “I'll tell you what, a Russian
térrorist has been living here and he’s
left his stock of dynamite behind in the
cellar. It looks as if some lime hhs been
spilled here—lime it is.”

“Wait a bit,” said Nielsen.
out and get a jimmy.”

The doctor stood with the lamp in his
hand, whistling, when Nielsen came back

'l go

{with the jimmy. ‘‘You'll see, Criminalist
| ,

there’s a corpse in'that packing case. A
horrible murder has been committed. ™ It's

| Edgar Allen Poe over again.”

Nielsen broke off the lid of the case.

{ can’t do anything.”
| “No, I don’t suppose you can,” said

<

“Bring the lamp here, doctor,” he said
rather nervously. .

The doctor came to him with the lamp—
still whistling. _

Suddenly he broke off.

“It looks like it,” he said rather
hoarsely. “There—under the lime—there’s
a cloth—it’s he—it’s a man! Good Lord,
it doesn’t do-to joke about such things.
There's a corpse in this case.”

Neither of them said any more.

The doctor set the lamp on'the floor,
and they both set to work. Neilsen dug
away the heavy white lime with the jimmy
and a piece of the torn off lid. Not a
word did they say.

But after a few minutes’ work there
lay on the damp stone floor the corpse of
a full-grown man. : i

The face was unrecognizable—rendered
so designedly by vitriol or some other
corroding agent. The corpse was clothed
only in a night shirt, with an old shawl
tied round it. The doctor unwound it
*and whispered:

“Hold the lamp close—so.”

Nielsen did so.

“There’s a little oblong wound in the
breast,” said the doctor. ‘“Murder! This
man has been' murdered and stuffed into
the case and put down here. The cat
slipped in at the same time. Edgar Allen
Poe—Nielsen, I was right.”

Nielsen said nothing. He knelt, bending
over the corpse, while the doctor examined
it: a middle-aged man, medium height,
well built—exceedingly well built. No name
on the linen, but it was good stuff.

“It’s lucky Madam Sivertsen is not
here,” remarked Koldby; “or she’d have
fainted.”

This digression recalled Nieisen to every-
day life.

“Let us go up again,” he said.

The doctor was in no hurry.

“Let me make a preliminary examina-
tion,” he said—“after all, I'm a doctor
by profession. Murdered by a pointed
weapon—made unrecognizable, wrapped in
a woman’s shawl. Preserved in lime,
nailed up in a case—forgotten. If the cat
hadn’t beéen there. It's woman’s work,
this, and it’s all as recent as—let me see,
how long can a cat live without food ?””

“Let us go up,”’ said Nielsen. ““And if
Madam Sivertsen comes here, don’t tell
her anything about it—yet. It’s a shame
to frighten the old lady.

So they went up to the drawing room.
They closed the trap door and laid the
linoleum over it again.

CHAPTER V.

The sun was shining gayly outside—the
two men indoors were silent. This was
a serious business.

Nielsen spoke first.

“I suppose 1 had better go to the police
station and report what has happened.
There’s been a murder committed recently
in this. house. - It can scarcely be the
major; Mr. Sydney Armstrong told us
he had, owned the house four days. It is
more likely to be the man who inherited
it, whose name Armstrong could not
remember. What do you say, doctor?”

The doctor was lighting his pipe,

“l want to listen to the criminalist. The
affair has now arrived at the point where
the doctor has ascertained the death and
given his hypothesis as to the cause of
death. Now comes the turn of justice.
The usual way is to fetch the police. It

Holger Neilsen signed an agreement with Mr. Sydney
Armstrong and paid half a crown for the stamp.

criminal’s friend to the tips of your fingers,
and the first thing you think of is—the
police!”

Holger Nielsen shrugged his shoulderq.~
“As you say yourself, a man is not to be
cut off from making use of the existing
apparatus .because he condemns current
usage, and because he wants to have it
altered. Radical ideas, radical theories,

are one thing: they are the goal to be \‘

attained. But existing circumstances are
another thing. They must do their work
to keep the machine going. They must
be respected until the radical ideas have
permeated the whole organism of authority,
True radicalism consists in following out
ideas to their utmost consequences, in
spreading them among the people, in up-
setting the old ideas, and then in waiting
till the new ideas have won their victory
in the public mind. Not Revolution, but
Evolution.”

Dr. Koldby nodded. ‘All right. That’s
modern, as I say—I know that very well.
1 daresay I’'m wrong; but all the same I
prefer action to go in hand with theory.
People like you and your friends, who
spend your time abusing the law and the
police, have no right to call ‘Police.” You
must get on as best you can with your
theories of improvement, your principle
of irresponsibility, your determinism, ete.

“Here you find in your cellar a dead man
in a barrel of lime. You don’t know who
he is, his face is unidentifiable, he has no
clothes on which could give a clue. He
is done with, out of it all. Presumably he
has been murdered. Allow me to remark
first of all that this affair does not interest
me in the least. The fellow is dead; I
was looking forward to a little dissecting
work, which I could do as a doctor. As
far as I'm concerned you may let him stay
there, or you may give him up to the
police. Of all possible fellow lodgers a
dead man in the cellar, especially when
he’s packed in lime, is about the least
troublesome I éan think of. And the cat v
we have got rid of.

“But you, my friend, take a purely
scientific interest in the event. Would
it not then be far more amusing to see
what you can make of it? Treat it as a
sort of indoor sport. As far as I know,
there is not the slightest necessity for a
citizen to report occurrences of this sort.
The man is dead.”

“T should like to know about that,”
interrupted Nielsen.

“Whether he’s dead?—you may take
my word for that.” .

“No, but whether people in England
are obliged to .report the finding of a
corpse. In Denmark they are not. I
should like to obey the law of the land.”

The doctor laughed dryly. “The law
abiding anarchist again! Damn it, man
. . . well, it’'s the same old question.
Do what you likes I will only warn you
that we shall have a deuce of a lot of
bother. We shall even risk arrest, con-
viction, and all the rest of it. This
fellow’s fresh.” ;

“Would that be a reason for your
omitting to report this?”’ asked Nielsen.

“To tell you the truth, it would. I have
never professed to be a reformer of society.
I'm very comfortable as I am; I know
there are many who are quite the reverse
but it consoles me to think that the same
thing might happen just as easily to my
self. Therefore, ‘frankly and honestly, fo1
the sake of society I shall not move the
smallest joint of my little finger. For my
own sake it is quite possible that I might
move the whole of it. If you ask me, 1
answer: Pack this person up again, pul
the case in the corner where you found
it, nail down the linoleum above, and let
us go on as before. There’s sure to be
someone who will find him again, and ther
he'll be a good bit older. It won’t concern
us; we're leaving anyhow on the 1st oi
August.”

The doctor was leaning back in his chai
and smoking. His fez hung crooked, but

makes a lot of trouble—but, enfin. You
talked of the police yourself. All law |
abiding citizens do so in the hour of need. |
But I must say it surprises me rather to
hear you do so. I mean, that you begin !
by that. But I suppose it is purely in-
stinctive.”

“What do you mean?” asked Nielsen.

“QOh,” eaid the doctor, from the midst
of a cloud of smoke, “you know I've taken
quite a faney to your original views of
justice—your friendliness for the criminal
and hatred of the police. But it scems
to be nothing but theory. For now you
talk about the police like anyone else.”

Nielsen got up nervously. “What do
you expect me to talk about, then? I

the. doctor slowly, looking up at Nielsen
with a smile. ‘“‘Although—well, you know,
I like people who act according to cheir
principles. [ admit that it is foollsh of
me; you may call it an ‘old fashioned
claim to make, altogether out of date, if
you like. But then I nave a-weakness for
soldiers and big drums and kings with
crowns on their heads and things of that
sort, though in many ways I'm a genune

he was quite content with everything.
Nielsen could see that.

“We run the risk of being suspected
when the corpse is discovered,” said
Niclsen. “We have lived here, we have
found it, we said nothing. And I'm certain
it will be discovered. We may just as
well aécept the unpleasantness at once,
while we have clear consciences. For it
is quite absurd to let ome’s self in for
the least taint of complicity.”

. (To be conimued.)

Kingston Birthday Party.

Kingston,  N. B., Nov. 1—A large num-
ber of friends gathered at the home of
Miss Carrie Earl to celebrate her birthe
day. Miss Earl received a number of
presents, luncheon was served, games en=
joyed and there was music by Miss Jennie
Karl, and a very pleasant evening was
spent. The committee in charge were
Mrs. H. Raymond and Miss Gertie Whea-
ton, of Kingston, and Mrs. R. L. Camp-:
bell of St. John,

He's a really remarkable man—a man
you don’t meet every day.”

Radical. And here-you are. a modern

criminalist of the mdst advanced type, the

“That’s so. 1 never meet him since I
loaned him that $5.”—Chicago Journal.




