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JLHAPTER IV.~(Continued.)

Emile submissively hurried off.

It was a remarkable sight to see this
middle-aged and luxuriously-tended
woman, whose every daily habit was
slothful, bland, and changelessly reg-
ular, hastening across the grounds
over wet grass at five o’clock in the
morning. Emile wondered what strange
complication had happened within the
house to arouse her at such an hour
from the amiable torpor in which she
passed her existence.

She did not give him time to speak
first.

“Emile,” she called out, while they
were yet thirty yards apart, “have you
seen my husband?’ With one plump
hand she was holding up the folds of a
beautifu] but fragile peignoir. Despite
her years she made an extraordinarily
graceful picture of pathos as she halted,
in an attitude of heipless, childlike ap-
peal, waiting for Emile’s reply.

*#Madame,” he sald, in just the right
tone, “that is precisely what I was go-
ing to ask you. When did you see Mr.
Courlander? Why are you here s0
early?”

“Oh!"” she cried, ‘I heard such a fly-
ing up and down stairs, It woke me, I
got out of bed to tell my husband. You
know I always get up and tell him
when I can’t sleep.” (In that naive
confession was a hint of all that Carl
had been to her.) “And he wasn’t in
¢ his room. Then I looked out of the
_window and I saw you and Maurice

running down the gardens., I rang my
bell, but no one answered. I was SO
frightened I came after you.. What are
you.doing out here? I do wish——"
' #“Pardon me, madame, when did you

Jast see Mr. Courlander?”

He used the somewhat formal man-
ner which he invariably adopted to his
hostess,” and which, indeed, she some-
how inspired in most persons.

“I saw him asleep in bed at half-past
one this morning,” said Lady Mary.

“Asleep in bed?”

¥ ¥es.”

“Undressed?” . .

“Why, yes! He had evidently told
Curtis not to stay up for him, because
his clothes were all about the room.”

“What clothes, madame?”

“His dress-clothes, of course.”

“You are sure, madame, that this
was last night? Was it not the night
-before last?”

“You know perfectly well,
that the night before
* Car] spent in town. I tell you.I.saw
“*him in bed last night — I ‘mean this
morning. Emile, what is it? -What has
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h‘?‘sor'n%th’lng must havé happened,”
Jmile temporized.

-She sank to.the ground without-the
_ glightest warning, and hid her face.

. “I know he’s dead!” shé exclaimed,

' patting her face with a little handker-
‘chief. “I know he’s lying dead up at
the statue. Why doesn’t Maurice come
to me?"‘

“But, madamé—" ;

“Yes, mother,” said a low voice’ be-
hind them, *“he is dead.” It was Mau-
rice. He raised her gently and: support-
ed her; and they exchanged eyes.

“He’s been murdered,” she whispered.
Maurice drew back., “How. did .you
know?” he queried in a brief gust of
excitement, 1
.“I didn’t know, 1 guessed.”’

*“But you must have had some—"

She shook her head. “I just guessed.”
She wasg gently weeping. “Nothing
that your father could do or that could
happen to him would ever surprise me,
I finished being surprised twenty years
ago. I must go to him.””

“No, mother,” he said in a trembling
voice. . ““You must go back to the house
to Millicent.”

“Maurice!” she protested,

“Yes, please,” he said authoritative-
ly. “Emile, will you go up there and
keep watch?” 3 o
- Emile went instantly.

“I won't let you leave me!” Lady
Mary sobbed.

“I'm not going to leave youw” said
Maurice. “I will take you. Come!”

He led her in the direction of the
house. y

As they walked side by side, she told
him, in little patches of rapid talk, in-
terrupted by tears, what she had,told
Emile. He made no comment.

“I- thought I heard that new bell of
your father’s about two o’clock,” she
said.,

“What new bell ” Maurice question-
ed. -

“I don’t know. A bell he has been
having fixed in his bedroom.”

‘“We shall want men from Scotland
Yard, I suppose,” he muttered.

Arrived at the house, which was. still
absolutely silent in sleep, he said
brusquely to his mother—

“Go  yourself to Millicent and tell
her.”

“And you? What are-you going to
do?”

“I'm going to father’s bedroom.”

They went up in the’ lift together.

In Carl’'s charber, of which the blinds
were drawn, and ‘would ‘now remain
drawn, the presence of the dead man
seemed imminent. ‘It was as if his spirit
permeated it. The room was perfectly
in order, save for a white necktie that
lay on a chair, In its costly and large
simplicity it was the very expression
of Carl Courlander. By the bedside !
were the electric button by which he"

rang for Curtis, his man, and the
switch for the reading light. A copy of

“Marcus Aurelius” was open, face
downwards, on the pillow. On the mar-
ble top of a chest of drawers in a cor-
ner lay a coil of wire and a bell; also a

box. But there was no attachment;
the be]l was not fastened to the wire
nor the wire to the wall. Lady Mary
must have been deceived in fancying
that-she heard ringing in the room.

Death had evidently cut short Carl’s in- |

tentions with regard to that bell. {
..« What was the bell meant for? Was

it pa:t of aniuncermpleted communica-

_tion with the statue? Ny’ other con-
jecture ecould present itself, for the

statue ‘loomed over the tragedy In a
.sense more than physical. Why aid

the statue exist? That enigma which

had agitated every breast hung like'a

Enmile,
last my poor
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claud In the poignant atmosphere of
the room. The sne b€ing who could
dissipate it lay dead under the statue
itself? The air was full of problems
and queries. Car] Courlander had done
everything, attended to everything. No
one ¢lse had had any real duties. The
vast organism of Tudor Hundreds had
been kept in proper activity by Carl
alone. All things were referred to
him, who bore the burden so lightly.
And the same applied to the house in
Hamilton Place, and, of course, in far
grerater degrée, to the business of the
firm of Courlander. One single brain
there had been. And now that brain
was eternally quiet.

And the inheritor of that brain’'s
functions and immense responsibilities
stoed in the bedroom looking at the
bed, mysterious, inactive, moody, in-
tensifying by his demeanor the enigma
of the situation,

A few hours since, the son had been
holding an argument with his father—
his father who was so vivacious, and
so calm in his vivacity. And now the
son was wrapped in contemplation be-
fore the bed which the father had quit-
ted, with such strangeness and in such
silence, to meet death at the foot of
the statue,

Every object in the room seemed to
demand: Why at the foot of the
statue?

The door communicating with Lady
Mary’s bedchamber opeéned, and Milli-
cent came in. Her face was extremely
pale; her eyes were not yet fully awake.
But her brain was. aroused, and she
was entirely collected. She spoke very
quietly, very gently.

“Is it true what mother says?”

He nodded.

As he answered her questions, he
could not but+admire her profoundly;
she was so mistress of herself, so equal
to the occasion, so touching in her re-
strained anguish. But he answered
dreamily.

“What shall you do first, Maurice?”
she asked him. “I must look after
mother, I told her not to come in
here.”

Her tone now expressed a serene con-
fidence in him, an immense reliance on
him as the natura] head of the family,
a deep aticipatory respect for what-
ever his decision might be. It seemed
to draw him magically from his dream.

“I must have Curtis,” he said deci-
sively. “We can’t telephone yet: the
exchange at Dunstable doesn’t open till
eight. I'shall get Emile to run over to
the police station there on his bicycle;-
8o as to-have no fuss in the stables or
the garage. He cap also bring a doc-
tor to.gertify. As soon as I can I'll
telephone to Scotland Yard and to
Beakbane.”

“But the—"

“The body? Leave that to Curtis and
me.”

Then he leaned across the bed and
pushed the button which would arouse
Curtis. It was his first definite act as
head of the family. "

CHAPTER V.
A Curious Phenonemon,
. Breakfast was usually served at nine
o'clock precisely at Tudor Hundreds.
At nine o’clock precisely Maurice en-
tered the breakfast-room with its fa-
mouse ova] table of inlaid ebony,

The. table was bare.

He rang the bell which was answered
not by a butler, but by a footman..

‘“Why is breakfast not ready?”’

“If -you please, Mr. Maurice——"

“There is no Mr. Maurice here now.”
The interruption was curt and cold.
“Did Boncini imagine that no one was
going to eat to-day? Let the meal be
ready in half an hour exactly. And
inform Mr. Berger.”

“Certainly, sir.”

‘What struck the' footman was that
the formidable Italian chef, who posed
as an artist and had invariably been
treated as such, was now summarily
‘described as “Boncini.” Not “Signor
Boncini!” Not even ‘“Mr.!” In one
minute the kitchens and the servants’
hall hummed to the definite news that
the dark-eyed, dark-haired master of
the Hundreds was already showing his
mettle, and that his father’s decisive-
ness, without ‘his father's suavity,
might be expected. The kitcheng and
the servant’'s hall recovered magically
from the excusable slackness into
which they had been thrown by an
incredible disaster, And the employ-
er’s severity descended from grade to
grade, becoming harsher at every step,
and resulting finally in the whimpering
of scullery maids. A sad, stout august
‘figure was to be seen hurrying upstairs
immediately afterwards. It was the
housekeeper on her way to Maurice’s
rooms to satisfy herself personally that
‘no fault could be found with their con-
dition should he happen to enter them.

Maurice and Emile Berger breakast-
ed alone together, eating little of the
meal whose perfection proved that Sig-
nor Boncini was anxious not to lose a
post worth two.thousand a year and
al] found. Lady Mary was prostrate in
bed, and Millicent had charge of her.
The two young men talked as sparingly
.ag” they ate,  discussing merely what
necessary formal things were arranged,
and what remained to be done. Emile
who was much affected by grief, seem-
ed to take his cue, cautiously, from
"Maurice. 3

Less than five hours had elapsed
since the discovery of the murder, and
already an astounding transformation
had occurred in Maurice, From a
dreamer ' he had developed into a reso-
‘luté and effective force, The situation
which he had been called upon to
meet was trying and complex in the
highest degree. But he was meeting
it with entire adequacy, by the start-
ling sudden exercise of that organizing
power, that directive ‘activity at once
broad and minute, ‘which had so strong-
ly characterized his dead father. , He
had taken command and everyone was
obeying - him—obeying him, moreover,
with alacrity that comes from awe.
Emile, his ‘intimate, was not a strang-

r to this feeling. For not even to
Emile had he deigned to be confiden-
tial; not even to his capable and self-

it kb S A C A A DL AL & N0

EFFIGH PRI e

VICTORIA TIMES, TUESDAY, DECEMBER 8§, 1908, '

controlled, tragic-eyed sister! He was
a changed man. He had become the
sort of person whom acquaintances will
discuss' in a whisper when his back is
turned.

His secretive and brooding demeanor
baffled comprehension. In particular
he had offered no shadow of a surmise
as to the identity of the criminal. The
frightful enigma that imposed itself on
Tudor Hundreds like a heavy cloud
through which all objects were seen
distorted and terrifying, seemed not to
exist for him. Apparently he was too
absorbed in the immediate conse-
quences of the. crime to trouble him-
self with its causes.

The immediate consequences had
commenced with the arrival of the po-
lice, followed by a local doctor on
horseback, and the coroner’s officer,
about seven o’clock., At egiht o’clock
so rapid was the march of things, an
order for a post-mortem had been ob-
tained, the inquest arranged for the
next day but one, and telegraphic and
telephonic messages dispatched to
Scotland Yard and to Beakbane. Emile
had himself taken a note from Maurice
to Norah Crampiron. it was during
that breakfast that the first telegrams,
like the scattered flakes preluding a
snow-storm, descended on the house.

They came from Scotland Yard, from |

the cashier-of the Bank of England, and
from two newspapers. Already the
news was afoot in London. By eleven
o’clock the storm had burst in full fury,
and Maurice had installed himself in
his father’s study to deal with it.
Emile and a clerk from the household
accounts office constituted his staff.

The butler, gifted with a slow and
distinct manner of speech, was per-
manently seated in a chair at the tele-
phone.

At noon half the special reporters of
Fleet street were assaulting the port-
als of Tudor Hundreds. At half-past
twelve this army was outside the do-
mains, exterminated by administrative
order of Maurice,

At one o'clock a stream of other call-
ers set in, direct by train from Lon-
don: clerks and principals from the
city, envoys from politicians, a speclal
messenger from a royal palace. Then
came the first inquisitive cableg from
the chancelleries and the bourses of
the continent. Carl Courlander was
dead!

Maurice battled with the storm of
telegrams and the ever-rising flood of
callers until three o’clock, when, re-
turning to the study after an inter-
view with two stockbroking friends of
his father in the drawing-room, he-im-
petuously exclaimed to Emile—

“I'm going to stop this.”

And he pushed twice at an  electric
button on his desk.

An undersized Chinaman, dressed in
a dark blue robe, with a long black
pigtail, came smoothly and silently
into the room. This was the body-
servant of the late Carl. The death of
his master, however, had produced no
visible effect on that superb Oriental
nonchalance. The outwardly humble
valet attained with supréeme perfection
what Lord Doncastle had spent a life-
time in striving for—that is to say, an

absolute indifference. When informed

by Maurice at early morning of Carl's
murder, he had not even lifted those
slating eyébrows of his. Yet more
than once he had proved his gincere
attachment to Carl. The late financier
had found him starving, with miracul-
cus bland resignation, in the precincts
of the Paris Exhibition of- 1900; had
taken a fancy to him, and had added
him to the innumerable Courlander re-
tinue, in which he had soon achieved
an important position. He was faith-
ful, discreet, efficient, and mysterious
—qualities which had naturally en-
deared him to Carl.  In the whole
tenebrous -affair of the murder, per-
haps nothing had astonished Maurice
more than that Curtis (he was named
Curtis because for thirty years all
Carl’'s valets had been named Curtis—
after the first one) could throw no
light whatsoever on the darkness,

“Curtis,” said Maurice, swinging
round on his pivoted ‘chair, “how
many people are still waiting to see
me ”’

“Seven, sir,” Curtis responded, with
his exotic accent.

“I will see hone of them.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Tell Otway to tell them.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I will see no more visitors to-day,
except Mr. Beakbane, Mr. Crampiron
and Miss Crampiron, the doctor, and
the men from Scotland Yard. Under-
stand—nobody!”’

“Yes, gir.”

Curtis left the room with the strange
impassivity of a god walking out of a
temple, his arms crossed in his wide,
hanging sleeves.

The instructions seemed simple and
complete; but they proved'to be futile.
There were men in the domain who
meant to see Maurice and whe.did see
him, invading even the fastness of the
study. A viscount who nourished his
distinguished blood on the directors’
fees of seventeen public companies,
and who knew the geography of the
house, deliberately engaged the armies
of/ Otway, the butler, and after beat-
ing them off with great loss, fled with
kis white moustaches and white gait-
ers to the study and entered it without
¥nocking,

Maurice, as dangerous as an explos-
ive, summoned Curtis.

“Show out this gentleman,” he said
to Curtis, ‘and then come back to me.”

The showing out of the directorial
viscount was a historic scene (not,
bhowever, recorded in the viscount’s
published memoirs “Town and City
from 1855 to 1905.”")

“Yes, sir,” said Curtis, returning.

“Order all the lodge-gates to be
ciosed to everybody except the people
I mentioned and the telegraph boys.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And then stand outside this door.”

“Yes, sir.” !

Thenceforward Maurice attended to
business undisturbed. The Chinaman
stood moveless in the centre of the
long corridor, and received telegrams,
telephone messages and letters. And
the hours passed, and Beakbane did not
come, nor anyone from Scotland Yard,
nor either of the’' Crampirons, And a
rervant brought tea for Maurice and
Emile and .the clerk. And more hours
passed. And Maurice and Emile went
down to dinner, and a servant brought
the (clerk’'s dinner; and then Maurice
and Emile came back. The doctor
happened to meet Maurice on the
stairs. He reported that the autopsy
was finlshed and that Carl Courlander
had died from injury to the tricuspid
valve of the heart, given by somé
smeall sharp instrument. And Curtis
remained always in the corridor, ac-
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cepting and delivering every manner of
communication. Occasionally he
paced meditatively to and fro in the
corridor, At dusk he switched on the
light,

It was 'shortly after this that an
officious anqd splendid young man, ac-
companied by one of the Courlander
servants in a state of agitation, ap-
peared at the end of the corridor and
rapidly approached Curtis. This youth
had the air of a nincompoop, but ae
had proved that he was not exactly a
nincompoop by getting past the lodge-
gates and ag far as Curtis,

He personally extended a card to
Curtis, and Curtis perused on the
card the words: “The Earl of Fen-
ton.”

“I must see Mr., Courlander,” said
the visitor, commandingly.

“No, sir,” Curtis gravely replied.

There wag a pause,

“But I must,” said the visitor, per-
suasively,

*No, sir,” Curtis gravely repeated,

Another pause, in which the visitor
glanced as if for moral aid at the other
servant—aid not rendered.

“But don’t you know I'm private
prime minister?” said the visitor, furi-
ously. “I must see Mr. Courlarier.
I‘ve come specially. It's of the highest
importance.”

“Ne, sir,” Curtis gravely iterated.

The earl rapidly considered within
himself what was the most precious
thing in the world, and decided that
it was his dignity. He therefore  de-
rarted, too proud to ask that a note
should be sént in to Maurice,

Maurice was unaware of such epi-
sodes. He sat now, as he had sat dur-
ing the major part of the day, calm
and absorbed, at the broad desk in the
vast study. Except Curtis, there was
not a soul in the house who did not
show more grief than Maurice. Two
hundred answered telegrams,
and letters lay in piles to his left
«and; a hundred and seventy missives
still unanswered lay to his right. Emile
and the clerk were writing at a table
in a corner. ‘A green-shaded electric
lamp lighted their labors. Another
lamp, similarly shaded, threw a circle
of illumination on Maurice’s blotting-
paper. The resteof the apartment was
in gloom. Outside, the last silver of
twilight had not faded from the sky.
Here in this room was a little centre
of human life; another existed in Lady
Mary’s bedroom, where the chatelaine,
under rose-tinted lamps, was watched
over by her daughter and a maid; still
other centres were in the servants’
hall, and at the great north door,
where footmen foregathered, and in the
stables, and in the garage. and in the
conservatories, and in each of the
lodges. ' And within the dim locked
bedroom of the late master, shut in a
shell on tha stripped bed, reposed soli-
tary the.dead body of. Carl,

And over -all still hung the heavy
cloud of the ‘enigma, made heavier by

the passage of time and by the unex-

plained ang inexplicable absence of
persons who ought not to have been
absent. .Word had come long hours
ago that Beakbane and detectives were'
en route from London. Yet they had
fiot ‘arrived,”’and surely 'either Norah
or her father should at least have gent
a messagel”’ Yeét there was no sign
from them., Even the Dunstable
police, Manrice wag informed, had 1eft.
All these phénomena were extremely
curious and disconcerting,

A phenomenon still more curious and
still more. disconcerting occurred a 1it-
tle later, The door of the study open-
ed and Curtis floated into the - room
dangling by the scruff of the neck in
the right: Hand of a ' tall, "burly, ang
cheerful individual,

Curtis had been defeated,

“YQu are Mr. Maurice Courlander,”
said the individual,

“What do you want?”

“I want to see you,” said the indi-
vidual, puffing, and depositing an un-
moved Curtis on the ground,

“Who are you?”

“I will tell you that when we
alone.”

“Then you will not tell me at all,”
sald Maurice, icily,

“Stay a moment,”
vidual. i

He advanced to the desk. Maurice
jumped up. Emile also rose, as if to
shield the one or to attack the other.

“I merely wish to show you my card
—You . alone,” emphasised the indi-
vidual. “I have my reasons for show-
ing it to you alone.”

Maurice inspected the card.

There was a dramatic silence,

“No one knows who you are?”
Maurice questioned.

“No one,” said the individual.

“Very - well.” -

Maurice glanced at Berger.

are

said the indi-

Berger and the clerk, gathering up ¥

their papers, vanished. Curtis, with
the foreseeing instinct of the Oriental,
had preceded them.

CHAPTER VL

The Two Detectives.

“So you are Mr. Solomon.  Sib-
thorpe?” . .said Maurice, eyeing the
stranger who had carried in Curtis by
the neck.

“At your service,” replied Solomon
Sibthorpe, still puffing slightly after
the exertion.

And he replied in a bland, cheerful
tone such as might have been employ-

ed by a West End shopman of superior |-

manners to-a customer in search of
pink ribbon. There was no sense of
tragedy about Bolomon Sibthorpe. He
was too stout to feel tragedy. His
girth, in fact, was enormous: And he
had brown whiskers, and full cheeks,
and teeth that gleamed in the midst
of his smile, and wavy hair. Yet he
was - never very far distant from
tragedy. Famous. he could not be call-
ed; but he enjoyed a sort of sinister
subterranean celebrity. He was more
known of than known. His nhame oc-
curred frequently in the' papers, and
a'most always with the same formula:
“The case is in the hands of Inspector
Solomon Sibthorpe of the criminal in-
vestigation department.”.  Nothing but
that! Inspector Solomon Sibthorpe
never appeared in the case. The pub-
lic never “saw” him, though, if ever a
man could be said to be visible to the
naked eye, Solomon Sibthorpe was that
man. He existed in the popular im-
agination as a long, lean person, with
darkly glinting eyes, something be-
tween a conjurer and a cuttlefish, who
even at school had been sardonic and
mysterious, who was dead to all human
affections at the age of twenty, whose
private address was -divulged to none
but the chlef commissioner of police,
and who might be observed on rare
occasions at the Savoy, talking in low,
guarded tones to the chef, and sipping

cables |-

a great wine that was offered only to
the finest connoisseurs,

The reality differed somewhat from
this vision. In 'boyhood Sibthorpe had
failed for the navy; a little later he had
attempted oranges in Florida, and it
was only by sheer hazard that he had
entered New Scotland Yard. Some de-
tectives may be born; a french-polished
or a maker of glass-eyes may be born.
But Cibthorpe was not born a detec-
tive. He made himself a detective,
and one early success established his
reputation. - When, at thirty, his girth
began to increase, the Yard was
alarmed. As his girth went on increas-
ing the Yard was scandalised; that
girth was contrary to tradition. But
as his girth still went on increasing,
the Yard laughed, and Sibthorpe, from
a scandal, became a joke,

After all why should a detective not
be fat since the sclence of detection
has long since discarded the infantile
dodge of disguise? He was ~married
and lived in Argyll street, and his wife
regarded him as a fat fool. His age
wasg fifty.

Maaurice, who corresponded much
more nearly than Sibthorpe to the
popular notion of a detective, remain-
ed standing a moment, mutely regard-
ing the-inmspector,

“Will you sit down?”
length, in a resigned tons,

“Thanks,”” said" Sibthorpe, genially.
“At your service,” he repeated.

And they both sat down, Maurice at
the desk and Sibthorpe in a vast Em-
pire fauteuil which might have been
specially designed for him.

“I regret that you were not at my
service a little earlier—a good deal
earlier,” said Maurice, -stiffly. “T’'ve
been waiting for you all day.”

“Yes, I knew you were getting im-
patient,” was Sibthorpe’s  cheery
answer,

“How did you know?”

“I've been here all day,” said Sib-
thorpe.

Maurice- started. He would perhaps
have paid much to have recalled that
start; but he could not even give it the
appearance of a voluntary movement;
it was a genuine start. One might
conceive that hitherto he had looked
on Sibthorpe as comic, ags a kind of
grotesque insult to his intelligence;
but that now he felt differently. To
learn that this elephant had been
about the place all day, his identity
unguessed, was assuredly disconcert-
ing, and the fact that no one but a
madman Wwould have taken Sibthorpe
for a detective, did not make it a bit
less so.

There was a brief silence in the
room. Maurice stared down: at the
circle of light thrown on the desk by
the desk-lamp and Sibthorpe looked
over/ his shoulder, as though “he sus-
pected 'someone’s presence, ‘at the
circle of light thrown by the other
lamp on the table where Berger and
the clerk had been working.

“Why didn’t you come to me first?”
Maurice demanded.

“Common- sense,” said Sibthorpe:

‘“Common sense? How?”

“Always bést to 'avoid preconcep-
tions,” said Sibthorpe, “I like tp think
for myself before hearing what- other
people - think.” . ¥

“But what have you been doing?”

“Examining the . field,” said Sib-
therpe.

“And have
thing ?”* / :

“You will know ' later; Mr. Cour-
lander,” said Sibthorpe; and gazed
with a steady and invincible smile at

he said at

you discovered any-

‘the master of Tudor Hundreds.

Maurice was angry; but he was also
helpless;  he therefore concealed ‘his
anger. His estimate of Sibthorpe had
changed four times'in three minutes,
First he had taken him for a rude,
clumsy and athletic clown, gifted with
a certain ingenuity for compassing his
own ends. Then his verdict had
agreed with Mrs, Sibthorpe’s. Then he
had been impressed and almost inti-
midated. ‘Lastly he had half come
round again to Mrs. Sibthorpe, and
this because the detective obviously
took a naive pleasure in adopting a
theatrical pose. The detective  was
clearly an egotist of an advanced kind,
and saw himself invariably as the
centre of the picture. Thus he had not
offered a word of respectful sympathy
for Maurice. For him the murder of
Carl Courlander was not an occasion
of profound grief for Carl’s family; it
wasg an opportunity for Carl’'s family
to witness the cleverness of Solomon
Sibthorpe.

‘“Having examined the field,” said
Maurice, drily, “what is your next
move?”

“My next move is to-examine you.”

“Examine me then.”” He swung his
chair round on its.pivot and faced Sib-
thorpe with a gesture that resembled
hostility,

“Whom do you suspect?”’ Sibthorpe
demanded with gay amiableness,

“I suspect no one.”

“H’m!”™ murmured Sibthorpe gently,
letting his hands flirt with each.other
over the lowest button of his waist-
coat. “Not even Beakbane?”

“If Beakbane had any designs on my
father’s life, why should he have come
down openly last night in a motor-car?
I suppose you know he did come?”

“Yes, I know,” replied Sibthorpe.
“But suppose he didn't mean to come
down openly?”

“Didn’t mean to! But he came.”

‘“Exactly. But gupposing that he had
meant to come down secretly by night,
and someone had recognised him,
someone Who would be certain to chat-
ter afterwards? He would then have
to make the best of a bad job, and he
would show himself boldly, hoping
that his very boldness would disarm
any suspicion that might afterwards
arise. How does that strike you?”

“It's a theory,” Maurice admitted.
‘“But Beakbane left the Hundreds
genuinely enough. He did really go.”

“You are sure?”

“I heard the car. The night was
very still. - I heard it stop for the gates
of the east lodge to open, and then I
heard it go on again, until the sound
died away.”

“Ah!” mused Sibthorpe. ‘“Now, a
mile from the last lodge, on the.Lon-
don road,” he . continued dreamily,
‘“‘an empty car wag seen at half past
two this morning.”

“By whom?" .

“By the driver of the mail-cart. And
its number was A 311.”

“That is one of our numbers,” said
Maurice.

“I am aware of it,” said Sibthorpe.
#The car was not there when the mail-
cart Treturned at five 'minutes to
three.” 7

“It is certainly strange,” Maurice
put in, “that Beakbane has not come

.

down to see me to-day.”

“I~don’t think that is strange,” said
Sibthorpe.

“You suggest—""

“No. I simply mean that he has been
requested to hold himself at the dis-
position of the police in Dunstable,”

“Then he d4id come down?”

“Yes. I intercepted him.”

“He’s in custody?”

“Not quite.”

“How does he explain about
empty car?”’

“He doesn't explain. He hasn’t been
asked to explain. He doesn’t know
that we—that I know. I'm waiting to
see if he will say anything that fails
to fit in with the empty car.”

Sibthorpe’s smile of satisfaction was
his own applause,

‘But .why should Beakbane want to
kill my father?”

“Puzzle,” said Sibthorpe. “It would
be easier to find a reason why Emile
Berger  should have killed your
father.”

Maurice jumped up. It seemed as
though he was prepared to play the
sternly self-controlled heir up to a
point, and as though Sibthorpe hai
passed the point,

“Berger!” he cried in violent protest.

Sibthorpe also rose, and waved his
hands deprecatingly.

“Let me beg youw,” he murmured,
“not to give way to merves.”

Maurice sat down, humiliated by the
detective’s soothing, patronising man-
ner.

“Please sit down,” said the detec-
tive, commandingly, as soon as Maur-
ice had sat down. “Thank yow.”

“No one knows what Berger was do-
ing in the early hours of this morning.
Why was he out so early?”

“Let me remind you,” said Maurice,
grimly, “that the question is not why
he was out so early, but why he should
kill my father.”

“Your father’s existence meant war
between Germany and France. War
between  Germany and France would
mean the defeat and ruin of France.
Every statesman in Frence feels that.”

“Well2”

“Suppose Berger to be a seeret em-
issary of the French government.”

‘“What nonsense! Berger is a
sculptor, an artist.”

“All  secret emissaries are very
clever at something besides their own
trade. You would surely not expect a
secret emissary to label himself. One
of the first physicians in London is in
the pay of Germany. And permit me
to inform you, Mr, Courlander, that
the governments of Europe still con-
duct their private affairs in a manner
which, if it were shown on the stage,
:\'ould be termed crudely melodrama-
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“The idea of Emile Berger being con-
nected in any way with the murder of
my - father 1is preposterous,”: said
Maurice, positively,

{Then you know. the mystery of the
statue?” Sibthorpe asked quickly, but
in a very casual tone,

“What mystery?”

“The mystery. The mystery of the
statue’s mere existence.”

“It was an idea of my father's. I
know nothing else.”

‘“You -mean a caprice. of “your"
father’s?”

“My father was not subject
caprices.”

“But,” Sibthorpe asked, leaning for-
ward, *if it was not a caprice, what
wag it? What is it?" His accent be-
came grave as he added persuasively:
“Will you not admit that
something about the statue which cries
out for explanation?”

Maurice looked at the carpet, cross-
ing his knees and balancing one leg.

Then he nodded.

“And Berger is the creator of the
statue,” Sibthorpe went on. “There-
fore Berger must know more than he
tells.”

“Berger knows no more than I do.
He is my friend, and I have the ut-
most confildence in him.”

“Emissaries are usually chosen for
their skill in inspiring confidence,”
said Sibthorpe.

Maurice uncrossed his knees, rose,
and took a few steps on the hearthrug,

“Do you seriously suspect Berger?‘6
he inquired with frigid placidity, look-
ing down at the spherical Sibthorpe
with a glance that might have remind-
ed Sibthorpe  of Mrs. Sibthorpe's
glances,

And Sibthorpe lifted his hands with
a gesture which he had copied from a
Gallic colleague.

-“I seriously suspect everybody,” said
he. “That is my rule in these mat-
ters. For example, there is Abraham
Crampiron.”

“Oh.” Maurice exclaimed. “So there
is Crampiron, is there? How many
murderers do you mean to discover?”

Sibthorpe laughed contentedly,

“Séen him to-day?” he asked,

“Who? Mr. Crampiron? No.”

“I have. It seems he was
angry last night:-at the dinner.”

“He told you s0?”

“No. Lord Doncastle told me.”

“You have interviewed Lord Don-
castle?” ’

“I sdW iLord Doncastle at Downing
street before starting.” -

“You knew that he had been here?”

#There are the newspapers,” sald
Sibthdorpe, grandiosely. ‘““Besides,
Lord Doncastle is always—er—attend-
ed by us. I have also seen Lady
Herm, and spoken to Sir Francis Par-
culier on the telephone.”

Maurice was apparently still unde-
cided whether to treat Solomon Sib-
thorpe as a real detective or as a
travesty of one. His manner was large
and self-satisfied to the verge of being
comic; his suspicions seemed to be
chiefly ridiculous.. Yet he had done
things; he had acted in a surprising
way, in a way of which one could not
say that it was not clever. Fancy the
fellow having the ingenuity to call on
Lord Doncastle and the Marchioness
of Herm before leaving London!
Fancy him passing the whole day in-
cognito at Tudor Hundreds! He had
imagination: that was indisputable.

“Of course,” said Sibthorpe, “Cramp-
iron had everything to gaini”

“What does he say?”

“Nothing. He was highly cautious.”

“Did you see Miss Crampiron 7
Maurice asked self-consciously,

“I did not.  However, I may tell you
frankly that I am by no means incl'n-
ed to suspect Mr. Crampiron. By no
means!”

“Why not?”

‘“Because he is not a foel, and be-
cause he was not In this house last
night. .The key to the entire mystery
lies in the answer to the question why
your father, having gone to bed, got
up again, dressed himself, and woant

the
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out. Someone persuaded him to get
up. That someone must have been in

to.

there is|-
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the house; that someone must be con.
nected with the crime. You see, Lady
Mary is quite positive that ghe .
your esteemed father in bed.”

“How do you know?"”

“I have questioned her.”

“You have seen my mother>"
tone was one of resentfu]
ment,

“Half an hour ago. Also your Sister,
They were the first persons, except the
local police, to learn who I actually
was.”

“Why dld you not come to me firgt s
said Maurice, with uncontrolleg im@-
tion,

“I thought I had already explaineq
that to you,” Sibthorpe answered with
an intensified condescending blandness,

There was a low double knock at the
door; then a pause; then the knock
was repeated.

“Come in, Carfax,” said
with gentle imperturbability,

As for Maurice, he stood speechjess
inarticulate with wrath and mher.-
sentiments,

A very dark man, short
entered the room, shutting
behind him, without noise,

“My assistant,” said Sibthorpe: and
he gazed lovingly at Carfax ag though
Carfax, besides being his agsistant
was to be his next meal. The contm{
between the two men was of the most
striking character. There was no
grandioseness in Carfax’s demeanor,
no largeness of style, no desire to $m-
press. Carfax seemed to be all nose
and eyes.

“This is Mr. Courlander,” said Sib-
thorpe,

And Carfax bowed. At the gsame
time he made a small circular move-
ment on the floor with his left foot,
which Sibthorpe noticed and which
caused Sibthorpe to stop st the coan-
mencement of a speech and begha an-
other speech,

‘“Have yow—"" he had started, and
then he proceeded: *“What time 1is ft7

‘“There is time for us to examine the
body,” said Carfax, in a peculiar voi-s,
still moving his left foot round ang
round in a tiny circle,

“The body?” Sibthorpe repeated; it
was obvious.that he was at a loss.

“Yes. Can you come, at once, now?”

‘“Come? Ah, yes! Certainly Cer-
tainly, Carfax. Mr,’ Courlander, T
shall ask you to excuse us—me—for g
few minutes.” -

“My father’s body is here,” said
Maurice, slowly, as Sibthorpe strode
towards the door which Carfax had
opened,

“Here!
ed.

“This way.”

Maurice went to a door behind  his
chair and unlocked it. It gave access
to Carl’s bedroom, "'He pushed itajar,
holding the knob, and waited for Sib-
thorpe and Carfax to approach, They
did so, hesitating on - the threshold.
Within was the gloom of the great bed-
room, in which could be faintly seen
the form of the bed and its burden.
The opening of the door wupon that
chamber of death, so close to the
lighted vivacious study, was like a
sudden and sinister revelation,

“Where is the electric switch?” Sib-
T e

Maurice stepped into the bedroom,
and in the same instant it was filled
with a yellow glare which descended
on the coffin like something harsh and
cruel,

“Shall ¥ leave
disdainfully,

“Please,” said Carfax.

And he left them, returning to the
study.

He could hear a murmur of talking
through the closed door. Then, after
quite: a short interval, the two men
came back.

“Have  you turned - ount the light
there?” questioned Maurice. The
triviality of the detail showed to what
a pitch his nerves had been screwed.

‘“Yes,” said Carfax, relocking the
door. A

“8Sit down, Carfax,” said .the genial
Sibthorpe, apparently uhconscious that
he was making Maurice more and more
angry every moment. ‘“Now, Mr. Cour-
lander, there are one or two questions
we—I—should like to put to you.”

“Put them,” said Maurice, coldly.

But he did not sit' down. Nor did
Carfax, Nor did Sibthorpe.

“You were talking to your Ilate
father last night in the garden?”

e 1. Ted

“At the other end of the lake?”

“Yes.”

“Pardon me if I inquire what
ed.”

“I was urging him not to proceed
further with a certain financial oper«
ation.”

““Whose success would involve the
loss of many lives? I think you put
it that way, didn’t you?”

Maurice stared at the two men,
“Yes,” he muttered.

“Your father refused?”

"Yes." £

“Nothing else occurred?”

“No. Just talk,” !

“Did. not your fathey mention n °’

saw
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the door

‘Where?” Sibthorpe- demand«

you?* Maurice asked
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event that could cause the current
affairs to take the direction that you
wished?”

‘“Yes,”” Maurice replied reluctantly.

‘“You had forgotten that?” said Sib-
thorpe. ; .

‘“Someone must have overheard our
conversation,” said Maurice, sharply.

“Obviously. Aftér the talk  yow
came into the house?” 7

“Yes,” '

‘“And went to bed?”

“Yes,”

Carfax during the cross-examinatisn
was gazing upon the floor. At this
point he looked up.

“And Mr, Berger wakened you this
morning to tell you that your fathér
was dead?” :Stbthorpe continued.,

“I was already awake.”

“Been awake long?”

“No.” r

‘“What time did .you go to bed?”

“I suppose about one o’clock.”

The two detectives exchanged 4%
glance, as if to say to each othér:
“Now, while the iron is hot!” Buv’
there appeared to be some slight dif-
ference of opinion between them as to
which of them should strike the iron
that was hot. Sibthorpe made a sign.
Carfax also made a sign. Meanwhijé
Maurice was not even regarding them.
He was scrutinising his' watch-chain,
which he moved to and fro slightly
with his left hand. One might have
imagintd that he was carefully count-
ing the links in that chain—a very
curious chain, by the way, which had
come out of the ghetto at Mitau and
which was one of the few heirlooms in

the. Courlander family,
(To be continued)}
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