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V. The Spison Affair
MR. MAX brought

*two deck-chairs
from their winter

quarters, and we installed
ourselves comfortably on
the sunny side ol his
house.

"And how's the poor
liead ?" asked my.ýhost.

"As sound as yours," 1
answered.

"Then you've got the
best sort of a head on

yoî," lie replied, solemn-
lv. "l'in flot a boastfuil
mÎan, and I quite'under-

st andl that we don't luake our own heads ; they're
so(rted out to us, and we haven't mucli to say iii the
ilatter. But there's no nianner of seuse in cafling your-
self a fool when you're quite at the other end of the
scýalv, is tiiere now ? And when you say that your head
is as somiid as ineI, you pay 'yourself a compliment,
Captain Grenslev-a coinpliment, l'i le hanged if you
don't !1'

"You iieedn't tell me that," 1 cried. "A man who
forestalled Ji-iswho knows many ways of putting
his adversary on bis back, and more of strangling him
artistically, for WhIomi mysteries are no rnysteries-"l

"'fut !tilt 1 inturrupjted Mr. Max, deprecatingly,
"1you mnake me ls.

"Wh71o will take on seenlooliirans at a titue, can use
his feut as well as his liands in a tussie, is afraid of no-
thing ;a1id noi n, ciau-"

' I(uLlh, vnou(agh, Captain Grensîey,'' said. Max,
irowrxing a1 lifte. "I shalh begin t o think you're having
tue on, and 1 allow a) miari to have me on, sir-no man.'l

I assuruvd niy touchyi frîendif thait 1 hiad spoken ia ail
svrl>llnes, nd lie ~rIwdIinîiseif tu lie restored to his

liisial cqiaîîîîniity.
"Betcvnourel~es, li saidl, whien lie liad accerptedI

lily -lnairi," have a weak side, thuuigh youi
wouldn't tlîink, it. l'erlaps 1 sliould say mnore correLCtly
fta1 Iilad a weak side once-for twent ' minutes ap-

proxmatey.1 was in love, as the phrase is, for that
spatu of tinte.''

Ilere Mlr. Maxi actually did blusli
"If 11Y question is not indiscreet, why did it go no

"Wl, of couirse, it was my own doing that it stopped
wliere it did, for, if 1 Iîad wÎshed it, the girl would have
h1ad tok bi Mrs. Max. 1 should have worked it ill riglit.
Vin flot a ladfies' mian, but the business dues not want
1111di learning. It sevras tu me thiat its iuostly nlie-
chanlicil.'l

'Aýnd slie, if 1 niay ask ?
"She wvas a living waxwork-a Salvation Iass. Oh,

it wouldn't inturest VOn, Captain Crenslev, nlot a littie
bit. A man whlia is bven throutrl Spion Kop, doesn't
care to listun tu sicklV romances about women and that
-blood ;ind( thiinder 15 more in his liîe-war's alarins-
crash 1 bailg P,

"ly nu mleuins, Mr. Mai. Just the contrary, 1 assure
you,.,

"Excus m - le," said Mr. Max, with a firrnness that
showedl bevontdmiscumnprehenision that hie dIid not miean
to u i rawn-'"excuse me, lle only point of mnanly in-
terest ini the business is that froin it dlates the split with
my chlef, le was nlot best p)le.ised with the way 1 had
worked the thing, anld allo)wedl Iimself to mnake one ortwo sily remnarks that I wasn't groing t ogt l
was a regular old stick~ of a rotiiat, and lie woild have
ail lis cases min into miouldls, su to soak ub is ewnchoosing. A pssably goodmabufltip xra

ordinary am an fot a. bit of a ruutinist Myseif;I1u
have a- free hand, just as I should have 2elven a freehand if I had been in. the chief's place. in bis Place,

indeed ! 1 miÎglt have waited a hundred years for that
to arrive. ou, I began to see clearly that I was not a
'persona grata' at headquarters-knew a littie tuo mudli
I suppose-su after the Spison Affair, which 1 finished off
in ily own way, nlot the chief's, I made my bow."

"And wliat was the Spison Afiair ?" I asked.
"A mvstery," replied Mr. Max, "that isinsoluble for

all mnen living at this muxnent-except myseîf and an-
other. And it is for the sake of that otherthat 1 shall
use flctitious flames throughout. Tle honour of a famîly
is concerned.

"Two years aga, then, the chief sent me down to the
littie tuwn of Crawton to get at the bottom of an aff ùr
which puzzled the local police considerably. IL does nlot,
I have observed, talce mucli to do that, butin this case
there. was more ground than usual for perplexity.

"Quite out on the outskirts of Crawton, in a small
cottage, there lived an old gentleman-a Mr. John Spis-
on. H1e was a retired batik cashîer, who lad worked
wltl the Hemnsteads of Littieford in a fleighbouriug
county. H1e was nearly seventy at this period, and had
been at Crawton for twenty-five years. lis wife had
died soon after they cam~e there, and since then Mr.
.John Spîson had lived enTirely alone. A wuman went
in every day to do the household work and the cookiug;
otherwise there were very few visitors to the cottage.
Mr. Spison lad only une child, a son, Mr. Edward
Spison, who wcnt ont to the Colonies at the Lime of his
fatlcr's retirement fromn the bank. H1e liad since made
lis fortune and corne homne, lad mnarried into a very
good family, and settled down on an estate at sume
considerable distance from Crawton. 11e made regular
periodical visits to lis fatler, and had otten nrged the
old gentleman Lu go and live with him. This Mr. John
Spison had always declined, preferring Lu preserve lis
independence, as he said;, but it was Llioukrht that there
was no love lest between him and Mrs. Edward Spîson,
a lady who was, perliaps, too favonrably imprcssed l)v
her own birth and social position.

"lIt had always been maintained by the gossips of
Crawton that Mr. John Spison had retired from Hemn-
stead's bank under a cloud, thougli what was the exact
composition of this eloud the gossips could not more
than surmise. The cashier was a stroflg and compara-
tively young mian when he tlircw up his position, and un
settling at Crawton with his wife had cut himself off
altnost cornpletely from, local suciety. is son had -euie
to the Colonies imrnediately, with Lhe evident intention
uf being nu burden -on his father. Then Mrs. Spison baad
died, and thie une or two acquaintances that the widower
had made in Crawton saw hlm Lu be su broken and de-
spondent that Lhey alrnost feared for lis reasun. lu
fact, iL was generally belie'ved that the ex-casher was
developing LIe preliminary symptoms ut mental weak-
ness ; but turne as it passed brought no airravation if
iL brought nu amelîoration ut these symptomns. Ile
lived in bis cottage, silent and solitary, anid his existence
at Crawton was almnost entirely unremarked.

"Then le had suddenly coule hefore Lhe world in the
rnost startling and tragic manner. His charwomnan, on
going up to the house une day at lier usual rnorning
hour, had been surprised to see the doors open, for Mr.
Sp)ison did noL generally rise tLi later. Entering her
ernployer's study, she lad folind the old r'entlemail, fully
dIressed, sittiiug at his desk, witl lis head betweeil lis
hands, staring down at an object at his feet. The cur-
tains were drawn and the larnp was flickering out. The
wornan puiled back a curtain, and tIen, in the-broad
daylighit, she saw that the dark object on the fluor was
the body of a man. ta h

"When Lhe police came iL was ascertained ta h
stranger had been killed by a revolver bullet throuph his
heart7 The weapon lad been dischariTedat close quar-
ters, for the clothes were singed. The manl was miser-
ably dressed and wretcliedly thin, and bore about himi
the marks ofthLe habituai drunkard and loafer. I got


