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IL. The Briddon Mystery

T III raili was cornngdown i those tor-
rents which are a

specialty of Devonshire,
when I knocked, at Mr.
Max's door the following
afternoon. Saiewski, who
was sitting oxf the step,
regarding the deluge with
a moroseness which would
have. done honour to the
keenest of fly-fishermuen,
took no notice of me, one,
way or the other.

"Corne in, Captain
Grensley," cried Mr. Max

from inside. Ieave as much water in the hall as you
c an."

le rose frnrn lis chair as 1 entered bis study. "ex-
cus 'e my flot corning out to you," he said. III was look-
ing up rny notes of a case that I thought would interest
you, and 1 had just got my finger on the place."

"Do flot apo1ogise,'" I answered. "It was easy
enough for me to find my way in, as-you won't mîmd
my saying so-it would be for anvone."

"E1Fasier even than youi fancy,"_ he said' with a sinile.
"There isn't a lock ini the house, and yet, as you rnav
guess, I have a host of good friends who would give 'a
great deal to have their fingers at my throat."

"And are you flot afraid ?" I asked.
Mr. Max looked at me with a twinkle in his eye.
"Pear is flnot a factor in our, professions, Captain

Grensley, yours afld mine, the two finest in the world.
No, I arn flot afraid. 1 live very quietly down here, as
you know, for foolhardiness *is flot bravery, and I arn
flot the sort of man to say : 'This is where I Jive,
gentlemen. .Corne on, the whole lot of you.' I feel
rather like that, thougli. 1 love a scrinimage--was a
first-rate football-player. There'is no sense in a man's
saving lie was a second-rate, when le knows lie was up
to, AII-England forn ini his day, is there, now ? I neyer
got my AlI-England cap, thougli. Jealousy seerns ta
have dogged nme tîrougli life-mean, sneaking, twopenny-
halfpenny jealousy. Pah !

Illowever, take that easy in the corner, and VI11 tell
you about the case I mentioned. I have indexed ît 'Thé
Briddon Mystery,' as it is still called. There's no mys-
tery at ail about it, and if 1 had only been decentlv
backed Up-! But neyer mind that. There are the
cigars at. *our liand-matches just by theni. Are you
comfortable ? Good, then!

"LIt was at the end of Marcl, 1 886, that I was, sent
down to Briddon to investigate a murder case in whîch
the local police had corne to a deadlock. My chief did
not think it, necessary to give me anv hints on this oc-
casion. I had put ini somne first-rate work' since my af-
fair with the Salewski's and rny value was fairly well
known.

'Il had to, get away with soxnewlat of a rush, and it
was flot 'till I was in the train for l3ranton that I liad
tirne to study the détails of the case as they had ap-
peared in 'the local newspapers.

"Brîddon is a smallish village, a suburb of Branton,
one of the centres of'the Leicestershire boot industry. Lt
lies five miles iiorth of J3ranton, and is coiinected with
the town by rail and a tramway.

"South of Briddon, in the first house of the village,
Box Villa, lived a retired linen-draper of Branton, Mr.
Richard Denning, a n'an of sixty-five at this tume, and
very inudl broken i health. Iiis wife had died i the
previous year, and an unmarried niece of his, Miss Mary
Dening, had corne ta keep house for lin., She was an
amiable, practical wornan. Hler uncle was devoted to
her, and she was extretnely popular with lier neiLhbours.

on to a favourite nephew, Mr. John Telford. le had
made no secret of his intention to leave the bulk of his
property to his nephew, and smaller bequests te, Mary
Dennîng and to a cousin, a Mr. Edward Telford, wh olived in a distant county. Ail the farnuly were on the
niost cordial terrns.

"On the niglit of Friday, Mardhi 8tl, aid Richard
Denning and lis niece had been murdered. Tic crime
lad been cornrnitted between five minutes ta and .i
quarter-past eleven. These lirnits were absolutely fixed
by the testirnony of a Mrs. Hunt. She was the nearest
neigîbour of the Dennings, and lad gone in to see thein
that evening. Sic hadÎ icit theni at five minutes to
cleven. Wlen shc got home she found lier husband su[-
fening froni colic, and, after havîng tried in vain ail the
rernedies she lad in the house, she had returned to Box
Villa, twenty minutes after she had lef t it, ta ask if they
could giîve lier sanie brandy. The lighits wcre still burn-
ing in- the house, as she could sec througli the bars of
the gate, but no one came when shc rang. After wait-
ing teni minutes, ringing almost incessantly,* she becarne
alannied and ran to the police-station. The gate was
forced and Mary Dennîng was found lying at the bot-
tom of the staircase and thet old man on the landing
above. - ach lad been kiIled by a revolver shot dis-
charged at close quarters.

"Tat nathing ha4 been heard was not surprising.
Box Villa stands well back from the road, tliere were few
people about, and a nlorth gale was blowing. Robbery
lad been, it was tliouglit, -the motive of the crime, for
sorne drawers in the old rnan's roon lad been smashed
with a poker and the contents turned over.

"'There was not. mucli else to be got ont of the pa-
pers except conjectutres, whichi were reallv amusing in
their inanity, and I thouglit of quite other things till
tht train drew up a~t Branton. 1 went ont at once ta
Briddon and called on thie local police-su perinten dent. 1
always like to get into communication with the country
police, tlieir sirnplicity is so refreshing.

"The superintendent was a largç, important persan,
who was gjreatly surprised and o feuded that I did not
propose to avail mysel! of lis assistance and comupanv
ini my reseaxehes. 1 mollufied lin somnewliat by lettin-g
lum testow on nie a vast amouint of varied information.

" 'Fromi wliat yau tell mec, Superintendenit,' I said,
finally, 'it is plain that thé assassin was someonie who
knew Box Villa and the ways of the inhabitants very in-
tiinately.' r'ared efic,

"''Just s0, si, gedt fice pompously.
Il'And tliat robbery was not the motive of the

crime.'
Il'But, niy dear sir,' said the astonisled superin-

tendient, 'we found the drawerssmashed and ail any-
liow.'

" 'And the old gentlemnan's valuable gold watcl and
chain lianging up over lis bed head. A stranger mniglit
lave missed seeing it, tliough it is unlikely, but an inti-
mnate acqualutance, whose object was robbery, would
have been able to put lis hand upon it lin the dark.'

"1 kift the great mani to rueditate on this upsetting of
bis theory, the tao obvions one, you ste, and went alone
to Box Villa. It was not diffi lt ta 'reconstitute the
crime,' as the French say. The criminal had rung at
the bac door that gave on toa laixt. Mary ])enniug
lad opened it anid lad gone witlf the man, evdnl no
stranger, up to the bouse. He had followed lier tlirougli
the kitchien into the hall, and4 tere had shot lier without
warning. Ilc lind possibly not Ineant ta kil Richard
Dernning, but the old mani hia got out on tht landing,
recognised hizu, cailed outi~s izanm, perlaps, a-nd tItre
was only one tling ta do, 'The. m~an had rua upstairs
and put a revolver lbullet 1tbroxgh old Denning's head.
TIen lad followtd~ the drawe- sig farce, and aiter
tliat thie murderer bad gane quietly ourt. Ail this be-
tween i0.55 aud 11.15.

,,I weiit upstairs, where thin.gs lad Iteen Ieft exactiy
as they liad been found. 1 could set at a glance that


