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The Long Arm

A Brother of the Heart

MY home was a modest one on Staten Island,
where I lived happily with my wife and her

mother., We had a small income from a competency
invested in real-estate securities, and I was thus
relieved from the necessity of arduous labor and had
ample leisure in the transaction of a small brokerage
business, which I conducted in one of those modern
up-town buildings of steel and stone which make up
the sky-line of New York. This building was north
of Twenty-third Street, and my office was on the
top floor.,

My neighbor was probably the handsomest man I
had ever seen. I met him frequently in the eleva
tors and the hallg, passing backward and forward to
his rooms beyond my own, square - shouldered and
abrupt of movement, but with his dark face so set in
soberness that I had never seen him smile., His eyes
were large and black, his quick glance so keen as
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almost to awaken a feeling of surprise when suddenly
encountered. It did not linger; it pierced and fell.

Apparently he had no associates. Once when he
lifted his hat, startled by a rare greeting from a
stranger in the marble corridor of the ground floor,
I noticed that his hair was long, and curled slightly
at the h'm]l]m, also that it had a strange tint of red
in its darkness. He was retiring almost to taciturn-
ity, .nlv] beyond his scarcely perceptible response to
the ‘~1|‘11 itions of the r*‘u“\ltt"‘rlnm'\'_ [ had never
heard him speak. I had mentioned this to Jennie,
describing the man who had so impressed me. I was
.\:w'.‘]n'hml to see hu\\' the mere suggestion of such a
pwr\wnl%l\' had power to excite an interest in her
gentle disposition. She begged me to learn more
of him, but I was never able to carry to her laughing
curiosity anything beyond the fact of his presence,
and its intimation of mystery.

One morning in early spring I entered my office
somewhat before the coming of young Jefferies,

who served me in the capacity of clerk. My mail
I'iy in a disordered heap upon the floor, where it
had been pushed through thu slit in the door by
the carrier. I gathered it up, throwing the letters
upon my desk until I had lmul the blinds and put
away my hat and cane. Then, tearing the enve-
lopes open, I scanned the various missives care-
lessly. All related to my business but one, and
this immediately riveted my attention. It was
4




A Brother of the Heart

written upon a plain white sheet from which a
letter-head had been neatly cut, with no suggestion
of date, its lines firm and strong. It ran as follows:

My Frienp,— These words are from a lost and des-

perate man, but one who has conquered his fate :
complished his revenge. I have seen the passio
which you hold her-—have seen your eyes d !
vour breast heave as a sense of her beaut 111
being itying you, as I have pitied my
forted—she will shortly be no more. On th
present month, promptly at the hour
nds over the waves, her spirit will join mine in the

ernal blue, and from the spheres we will together send

ur faithful heart a greeting. Since we both lose her
here, I shall win her in the heavens.

This letter is induced by a knowledge of your love, and
that pride which is boastful as the end draws near. I am

safe, as she is safe, but on Land or Sea no earthly power

can intervene between my deed and its fulf
A BROTHER OF THE HEART.

[ gazed upon this singular epistle with mingled
curiosity and repulsion. Some madman, I thought
at first. But why had he selected me as the object
of his interest? I turned the page over and over
in my hand seeking vainly a clew to the mystery,
ind thinking of any one who might be prompted to
send me so strange a missive. I read it again.
The firm strokes, its precision, and the steady
tendency to detail which would be presumably
understood, contradicted the idea of a hoax. It
meant something—yes; but why to me?

5
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I reached down in the waste-paper basket to re- o]
| cover in the litter the envelope, which might throw ct
some light upon the matter; its date and post-mark
might offer help towards solution. I found it
among the others I had thrown away and started
as I looked at the address. Above the direction
number and street were the words:

fr
LEDROIT CONNERS af

It was not to me: it was to my neighbor of the
rooms beyond. The postman had by mistake pushed m
it through my door, and among my own letters I C:
had opened it unheedingly. t!
With a sense of relief, but with curiosity unabated, hi
[ looked at it again, and holding the envelope in St
my hand thought of what I must do. The letter d:
should go to its rightful owner, and I smiled again ol

as I scanned it, thinking of its contents and wonder
ing if he would understand them. To me or to my H

neighbor, the letter was anonymous: it was fantastic
something to laugh at, but a strange feeling crept 3 f
over me as I read the signature once more, remem- d
bering the dark countenance and grim habits of fli
the man next door. If such a letter must come to h
any one and bear significance, it might be to such a
man. u
Hesitating no longer I left my office, and stepping hi
along the hall I paused before the entrance to the it
rooms beyond. Upon the white of the ground o]

0



A Brother of the Heart

olass, against a green background which an inner
curtain suggested, was his name in gold:

LEDROIT CONNERS
Studio

[ did not at once open the door, as one might
freely do in any office which the great building
afforded: I stood irresolute, and knocked. His
voice came in response, and I entered.

He was sitting before his easel, his palette and
mahl-stick in his hand, his brush poised above the
canvas confronting him. He had thrown aside
the precise garments which he wore without, and
his habit was that of the artist at his ease; a short
smoking-jacket, with an embroidered cap upon his
dark locks. The picture before him was the face
ol a woman.

My eyes made a quick note of his surroundings.
His quarters disclosed an excess of luxury, his trap-
pings far beyond the usual gorgeous fancy of his
fellows. Rich settees were ranged under heavy
draperies, and costly rugs were thrown about the
loor. The walls, covered with the work of his
hands, showed everywhere the faces of women—

{
|

women in profile, single or in groups, confronting
us in every posture of form and outline. His fancy
had gone rioting to the theme of beauty, express-
ing itself in sombre backgrounds, but the faces
gleamed white, with tint of flesh and rose where

7
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his deft brush had set its mark of truth. In a cor
ner, reared almost as upon an altar, was a bust in
bronze upon a base, and over it swung a raven with
out-stretched wings. Here was a departure from
the prevailing custom of the apartment. Three
pictures of a single man were grouped about the
bust, all of a common likeness but expressive of
different moods or impressions, as the artist had
painted some character that had laid hold upon
his fancy [ rec w;(lli.{w] the bust as that of {‘:tl;"ﬂ'
Allan Poe, and upon the three pictures was the
word “ Dupin,” painted in strong characters in the
lower corner of the canvas. This particular cir-
cumstance did not impress me at the time, but I
remembered later that the Chevalier Dupin was an
astute character of several fascinating romances of
the great author, in which he displayed a singular
and deductive skill in the discovery of crime.,
Stepping forward, the letter in my hand, I an-
swered his gaze of inquiry with some confusion

“I must beg your pardon for a stupid action,”
[ said, “but the postman is in part at fault. A
letter, addressed to you was mixed with my mail
and I inadvertently opened it.”

[ had approached closely, to save him the neces
sity of T'i\’ivly;', and handed him the letter, as he
swung about on his stool.

“Don’t mention it,” he said, good - naturedly,
taking it from me. ‘“The error was a natural one.”
“Tt might be,” I replied, with a laugh, “if I had
8
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not further to confess that I read the letter through.
You will see why, when you have read it yoursellf.
[ knew of my mistake only when I recovered the
envelope from the waste- paper basket, and saw
that it was yours.”
[ do not think he heard me. Already he was
ring over the contents, and I watched his daik
countenance change in expression and color as he
ceeded. He finished it finally and turned it
ly in his hand, looking at the back, and scan
ng the envelope as I had done. Then his hands
ell slow to his knees, as he thought intently.
Remembering now that I had no excuse for re
naining, I turned to go. The action drew his at-
ntion and he started to his feet.
Pardon me,”” he said, speaking myname. “I did
not mean to be discourteous, and something is due
curiosity which you must feel. We need not be
formal with each other. You see”-— and a sugges-
ion of a smile flashed in his face and vanished in-
ntly as it resumed its serious expression, ‘‘we
Flattered to discover that he had observed me,
even to the extent of ascertaining my name, I waited.
‘This letter doubtless bewilders you,” he con-
tinued, his voice collected and grave. “It would
bewilder any one—ryes, and frighten them, too.”
“Why?”" I asked. “Surely it is the work of
some demented person who is not responsible for

"

what he says?
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He looked again at the letter, and after a pause,
spoke slowly.

“Demented—yes. Mad, most truly. Mad, when
living, poor wretch!”

“Do you know the writer?”’

Again he scanned the singular epistle.

“No,” he answered, finally. “But I guess the
purport of the letter and am alarmed. The writer

"

1S ']&'fl‘i,

‘He intimates suicide,” I said; “but I am not

ilﬂ}ﬂ\‘.\'ﬁu], [t 1s incoherent, and does not suggest
.\HH‘(‘I‘ii_\‘. It looks like a foolish atte mpt to mys
tify.”
He lifted the letter, his face solemn. The sheet
touched my lips, and I started at a perceptible odor.
“The scent of bitter-almonds,” he said. “Pene
)y be misunderstood. An acid as

trating and not t
deadly as its smell is permanent. The poison was
near him when he wrote.”

I grew as grave as he, in the presence of this sug
:\’l‘f'.ti'>ll.

“Poor devil!” T gasped.

“Poor devil, indeed,” he repeats d, with some bit
terness, ‘“‘since he veils here a threat, terrible in its
malevolence. It is no idle boast; and the ingenuity
of a madman is always to be feared.”

“What does it mean?”’ I asked.

‘I only suspect, but the suspicion is frightful,”
he replied.

I looked at him for an instant, and my eyes wan-
10
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dered again about his rooms; to the dark pictures,
the elaborate appointments, the rich carpets of the
inner chambers, through the doors of which came
a glimpse of his heavy brass bed, draped, Turkish
fashion, like the settees. The person and his sur-
roundings were such as to win my interest.

“You say that you do not know the writer?”’ I
observed

No, but the letter tells me much. Since you
now share its contents with me, I will explain my
suspicion. It brings no direct responsibility except
in the common interest of humanity, but it appeals
to a certain skill which I possess. Some time since
[ saw a young lady of unusual beauty near the en-
trance to the Art Museum in Central Park. I am
an artist, and her face attracted me. I was not
obtrusive in my interest, nor did I venture to follow
her, but upon the succeeding day I went again to
the spot and she passed along the walk. I thought
that it might be her habit to come frequently there,
and I verified this upon several successive days.
[ kept near her, without attracting her attention,
studying her features in an effort to fix them in
my memory. The task was not difficult; they are
here.”

He indicated the unfinished picture upon his
easel.

“My taste inclines to this character of work,” he
continued, “and I was prompted by no motive
other than an artistic one. But while I took care
11
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that the young lady should not observe my actions,
they were noted by a watcher more eager than my-
selt. Not two weeks since, when near the familiar
spot, a carriage appeared as by appointment and
the young lady entered it. The family coachman
had evidently received instructions to follow her.
As she drove away and I stood looking after her, a
hand was laid upon my shoulder. I turned to con
front a man, who, while he looked at me, cast ne
vous glances towards the retreating vehicle

“‘She i1s beautiful, isn’t she?’ he said. ‘I have
seen you, never fear—yes, and I've pitied you.’

[ shook his hand from my arm, ashamed and
confused, but my impulse of anger vanished at his
demeanor. He was probably about my own age,
a gentleman in dress and appearance, but with that
singular light in his eyes and that unsteady quaver
in his voice that spoke instantly of an unsettled
mind. This was emphasized by drink, and while
[ thought of an explanation, or whether I should
offer one at all, he laughed strangely and turned
away. I watched him as he walked rapidly tow
ards the entrance leading to Fifth Avenue, re-
garding me at times over his shoulder with a
mixture of mirth and cunning. It is evident that
in some manner he has learned my name and ad
dress.”

“This letter is from him?”

“I can think of no other,” he replied. “The poor

wretch has mistaken my interest for a passion such
12
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as he doubtless cherished himself. He certainly
refers to the young lady in question.”

“I think I understand,” I replied. ‘““He is some
lisappointed lover, made frantic by his unsuccess-
ful suit, and he imagines you to be a brother in
misfortune.”

A brother of the heart,” he said, grimly, while
1s eyes fastened themselves upon the line “You
re right. Standing at the verge of eternity, in the

loneliness of such a moment, his memory adverted
me He had seen me observing a countenance
hich jealous infatuation had pictured upon his

wrt.  All suicides estimate greatly the i'n])-»rz 1N C

hat they are about to do; hence, he must lea
me message to the living.”

[ looked at him, following his words closely and
realizing their truth. He was truly a man who

uld so attract attention; especially that of an
msuccessful lover who watched and followed the
bject of his passion

‘But the thought of his fatal act is lost in the

uggestion which he makes,” continued Conners,
his voice significant. Lifting the letter, he read:
On the 20th of the present month, promptly at the

ur of six, as the bell sounds over the waves. her spirit
join mine 1in the eternal blue.”

"What of it?” I asked. “At such a time the

r fellow would naturally have visions.”

‘To-day is the 20th,” he muttered. “He might
I3
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have said ‘to-morrow’ but for the vein that sees
things from his point of view.”

[ stood in silence, mystified under the influence
of his voice.

“What can he do, being dead?” I asked.

“What could any desperate man do, were he
living?"’ he replied, gravely. “What could I do,
were I mad? A thousand things of which a fair
and helpless creature might be the victim. It is
the fact that I
The import is frightful, coming as 1t does from such

e 25 dead that fills me with fear.

a source.’

“But what source?” I asked, in dismay. “An
anonymous letter, fantastically worded and strange-
ly signed, with neither date nor suggestion upon
which one may fix a clew. It is as though 1t had
dropped from the clouds. Where among the mill
ions outside may we look for this solitary unknown

this mad maker of threats through the mail?”

‘Where, indeed?”’ he answered, his dark eyes
reflective. “And yet I have a duty.”

‘You may count on me fully,” I said, but with
a pitiful sense of helplessness. “If you have a duty,
[ am ready to share it, since chance has made me
familiar with this strange matter.”

“Thank you,” he said, and I observed a sudden
energy creep into his face. “We will not stand
idly here, at all events. The wretch was unwise to
write of his desien. But he was excited, trium-
phant, and boastful; he had done something in which

14
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he exulted. With the confidence of the \\'ix‘k('«], he
proclaims a purpose, thinking, with the cunning of
his diseased mind, that the disclosure is safe.”
“The disclosure?” I protested. “Why, you do
not know who he is, nor have you any means to

find him. To do so would be useless. even were
he living, and worse than useless since he is dead.”

‘Scarcelv.” he ‘11.7
\V“"«I are ‘:1*'111111' S T1L’II 1S to ]}11 ;it]]}]4 Iy of 111(

|

letter and the lady to whom he alludes. But thev

[f your conclusions are correct, the man has
himself, and has arranged some means to kill

the lady at a definite time to-day?”

[ stood in silence, thinking long and deeply. 1

was impressed, and yet I saw the apparent futility

of effort. He was silent also, ‘x\(lili!l}i ]».zlin'll”}' upon
meditation.

What are we to do?”’ I asked, at lt'llgjlll,

‘We are to learn who was the man, and who is
the woman. We must discover the method he has
taken to harm her and be present to prevent it.”

[ laughed with impolite scorn,

[s that within the power of any human being ?”’

‘Yes, although success is not assured. We can
only try.”

[ shook my head.

“How can we discover the writer of this strange

L5
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epistle? Neither carrier, post-office, stationer, nor

any known agency can serve us. The task 1s hope-

‘No,” he replied. “There is something in the

ery cl :T“*"l"v to "!i\'t""f( ry. I "\ “lm an
lated 1if | mad tudv of such blem
Solitude ise tutor. By accident we know much

neak to Inspector Paul.”
He stood with the receiver at his ear, and listened

1itentl
‘Good-morning, Inspector,” he continued, after
a moment. “This is Conners. Have any suicides

been reported to-day
Another wait followed and then he spoke again
“Ah, a sailor in North River, and a woman on
the East Side. Yes, a matter that wouldn’t inte:
est vou. If it should, I'll call again. Thank vou.
Come to the studio when you have leisur Good-

or
13 .

mornin;
He hung up the receiver, and, coming to me, took
the letter from his pocket.

‘Observe,”” he said, “that this sheet is heavy

’

of fine material. It had a printed head, but the
writer cut it off. It was written just prior te

10
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taking of the poison, hence it was done at his office
or at his rooms. Since it came this morning, it
was probably written last night, presumably at his
rooms. If at his office, the body would have been
discovered 1[\' this time. As he used a letter-head,
and at his rooms, we may infer that he lived at a
hotel, which would account for the fact that his
iarters have not been molested, and hence his

qt
death remains undiscovered. His body may be
found by to-night, possibly, but that will not serve
us; we have only until six o’clock this afternoon in
which to work.”

I nodded my assent. All this might be shrewd
reasoning, but it did not mean the discovery of the
lady; the dead man might have known many ladies,
and his lips were closed. Again, we were presuming
upon the theory of suicide; and so little could be
accomplished in the brief time mentioned. We
were two fools, awed by a mystery and speculating
about the impossible.

‘You may not have observed,” continued Con-
ners, ‘“that the letter is written with India - ink.
That points to an artist.”

“Or an architect,” I supplemented, thinking how
natural it was that he should have noted that.

“Yes, or an engineer. The writing has the pre-
cision of a draughtsman. Though dead, he has in-
vented some means in which he had absolute con-
fidence of killing his victim at a definite time.
Certainly, an engineer.”

17
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“How could he possibly do that?”

“I do not know. If I did, I would be more hope-
ful of defeating his plans. He might send her an
infernal machine, but that is so likely to miscarry
that I am sure he designed something else. What
ever his method, it is devilish and deadly; of that I

n assured. To find the method and save the
lady we must first find her, and to find her we must
find the man.”

[ thought again of the millions of human beings
in the dense mass about us, and then of the unfort-
unate girl whose fate hung upon our gropings in
the darkness. I had adopted his theory, and the
picture distressed me. My mind reverted to my

sweet wife—my Jennie—and a disappointed suitor
over whom I had triumphed. I had fancied him to
be a man capable of any deed of evil, and now I
shuddered. To what lengths would a thwarted
passion carry a relentless mind!

1

1 hotels?”’ T suggested.

the round of t
“Quite so, if you will think of the number,” h

“It would be useless to get a carriage and make
1 1
| |

e

replied. “But we will make a visit, notwithstand
ing,”” he continued, as he threw off his jacket and
pulled on his street-coat. “The man’s writing is
known to’some one. If he is an engineer or draughts
man, he has dealt with Eiman & Pohlmann, wl
make a specialty of inks, engineering stationery, and
supplies. If we fail there, we will drive to the
Engineers’ Club and submit the envelope to the

10
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attendant at the desk. He has lived here long
enough to know and love the girl whom he threatens,
consequently he must be known to some one else.”
The suggestion was so simple that I wondered that
[ had not thought of 1t. I lost for the moment the
ct as to how we had concluded that he was an
engineer. But, then, Conners had seen him; some
n have a distinctive appearance, and Conners
vd :~1i.!1'1> eves.
We left his apartments, and I stopped at my

ffice long enough to procure my hat and gloves,

telling Jefferies of my contemplated absence. I
would be gone for the day.

Entering a carriage at the curb, we gave the
driver directions, and, after a trip that took us as
far south as Fulton Street, we stopped before an es-
tablishment known to every draughtsman in New
York. Alighting and pushing through the door,
Conners passed back to a desk near the centre of

{

he salesroom. He was known to the place himself,
[ discovered that several clerks who were dis-
engaged regarded him with respectful interest. A
man at the office arose as he approached and greeted
1im. Conners produced the envelope of the singu-
lar letter and passed it to him.
“Do you know that handwriting, Mr. Levy?’’ he
sked. “It has occurred to me that if the author of
1at superscription is among the customers of your
house, so marked a style would be known to you.”
The man made a deliberate inspection of the en-

"

10Q
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velope and then laid it down. Turning to a file-
case, he drew from it a drawer, and, running down a
list of initial letters, he extracted an order to which
was attached a bill. Comparing the order with the
inscription on the envelope, he looked at Conners
\\'5?31 a smil

‘I am correct,” he said. “You may see for

urself. The writer 18 Mr. Howard Corbin.”

[ gave a start of surprise. The conclusion of my
new acquaintance had been unerring.

‘l'\“‘!]f\'.” observed Conners, ili.\}lw'lillg the two
papers “I thank you very much, Mr. Levy. In
writing to me, Mr. Corbin neglected to sign his
name, and the contents of the letter, though impor-
tant, were not such as to indicate the identity or

iddress of the sender.”

‘“That is like Corbin,” laughed the clerk. “He’d
forget his head if it wasn't fastened on. That is
not intended as a reflection, however; he’s a good
enough fellow.”

‘Professionally, or morally?”’

‘I should think both, although he’s a trifle eccen-
tric. I guess you’ll find him all right.”

‘“Thank you. Tell me something of him, since

u know him.”

“There’s little to tell. I know him only in a

1isiness way. I've met him at the club. He’s an
ngineer, formerly with the English Steamship Line,
and later with the Midland Jersey Railroad. He's
an inventor, too, I believe.”

20
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“Do you know his social connections?”’

“No, sir; but he’s all right there, too, I guess
He lives at the Blankford in Forty-sixth Street.”

‘Thank you,’ said Conners, and, staying only for

wdditional, formal words, we returned to the

ee how clever a deduction may be made from

) slight a clew. What do you expect to find now?”’

Perhaps nothing, and yet, if it be Corbin and
him dead—"

He sank back in an attitude of reflection, making

no movement until the carriage stopped before the

Blankford Hotel, to which we had directed the

Again alighting, we entered the lower hall of the

building, one of those great structures peculiar to
New York, devoted mainly to the accommodation of
1 I 11&!1i1(mvn. Here we were accosted 1‘5, the

man, and Conners delivered his card.
"We wish to see Mr. Howard Corbin,” he said
The man took the card, departed, and, after a
period of waiting on our part, returned.
Mr. Corbin is out,” he said.

"Out?” queried Conners.

"I have rung up his rooms repeatedly, and can
get no answer.”’

Conners looked at me meaningly.
21
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“Try again,” he said.

“Tt is useless,” answered the man. ‘“He’s out,
or he’ll not be disturbed.”

“Look him up,” said Conners, in his direct man-
ner. ‘We must see him. Mr. Corbin has not been
well lately.”

The man left us, and after another interval re-
turned once more.

‘We can get no answer, gentlemen,” he said.

“Not quite, I fear,” said Conners, his dark eyes

on him. ‘“Have the chambermaids been in his
apartments this morning, or has he been seen about

the office or the corridors?”
The hall-man was experienced, and evidently an
old hotel employé; the question made him serious
‘It may be that he is ill,"”’ suggested Conners,
meaningly. “We will go with you to his rooms.”
“Here—where’s the superintendent?’’ called the
man, turning hastily towards the office. “Quick!”
He left hurriedly in search of his superior, and
they shortly returned together. Conners explained
that Mr. Corbin had written him a letter which im-
pelled our visit, and the failure of the hall-man to
get a résponse from his rooms looked strange.
Without a word the superintendent led the way to
the elevator, and on the fourth floor we stopped
before a suite of apartments. I was impressed now.
The knock upon the panel sounded ominous, and

)
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its echo seemed muffled in the silence which gave
no answer.

“Make an entrance in some manner,”’ directed
Conners. “If it is found that he is absent, we will
be responsible.”

The superintendent was thoroughly alive to the

stion in Conners’s words. He sent below for

, duplicate key. Upon its coming, he inserted it

th a hand that trembled. Th

¥ lock turned, but the door did not yield. It was
bolted within

['he manner of authority which Conners had as-

umed met with no protest upon the part of the ho-

loyés. The superintendent listened grave-

implements with which to force an entrance. They

came in time (an interminable wait it seemed to

,and as the lock was torn apart and the door
ell open, we entered together.

‘he chamber was one of three, consisting of a
, a small parlor, and a larger apartment

| as a work-room or office. We had entered the
parlor, which was in perfect order, and through the
loor between we saw that the bed had not been
listurbed during the night before. When we en-
tered the office, the superintendent, who preceded

lroom

us, stopped with a quick exclamation.

At a desk near the window and in the strong
light the occupant of the chamber sat in his chair.
His head had fallen forward, and his arms hung to

» 2
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the floor. His face was livid and his eyes glazed,
while his lips, parted in agony, told the story that

the empty bottle on the rug served scarcely better
:

to explain. We had read the letter aright, and he
h: ‘r] ke Pt the st erim }rhw};'(‘ t»f. 1ts \~\1}1'_[w‘*-11-‘< con

nts. So far as he could further testify, was the
promise that he would keep the rest

[ stood aghast, while the superintendent
peechless

'Go,” said Conners, addressing him quietly
Telephone to the police. We will wait here.”

in a panic from the rooms, and
Conners turned to me. From his manner I knew
that the suicide was his man of the park.

“Let them think we are friends,”” he commanded.
‘I know the Inspector of this district; how well
I tell you sometime. So far our analysis has been

iltless. This dead man has recorded the fact
that no earthly power can intervene between his
victim and his purpose, whatever that may be.

Does it suggest nothing to you?”

‘Nothing,” I answered, in my bewilderment.
‘Nothing, except the possible truth of his words
and our inability to offer aid.”

‘At least we can improve the time at our com-

Scarcely able to gather my wandering wits to-
ther, I watched him as he approached the body.
He scanned it attentively, the distorted features,
the drawn, agonized lips, the eyes, pathetic almost
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in their last, wild gaze at the vanished world, taking

‘1‘ on their look of horror as darkness settled over them.
" Doubtless the lost wretch would have suffered anew
(‘ ) have recalled his desperate act, and, with an
kened consciousness which brought its better
' in the dread present that saw more clearly,
ve given his life again to have undone th

f his frenzy. Who can tell?
[f Conners read anything in this poor and pitiful
} pectacle, he said nothing. He examined the desk
wind then left the chamber to search the inner bed-

I

[he apartment in which the body lay was in fair
| order. Upon the ledge of the window was
box of tools of fine design and workmanship; so
lelicate were they that they might have been the
," instruments of a jeweler’s craft. Near this box was
, hammer, and resting upon some sheets of queer-

r paper was what appeared to be a roll of
wn cloth. There was, besides the other furni-
bookcase with its shelves well filled, its door
rtly ajar. Upon the desk a book lay open, face
downward as though to preserve the place. Under
prostrate head of the dead man were some
ttered sheets upon a desk pad.

Conners came from the bedroom now, looking
wgerly about. Going to the window he picked
up the roll which I had observed, and examined
it minutely. He gathered the paper sheets to-
ether and folding them about the roll, dropped the
25
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bundle into his pocket. He examined the hammer,
and turning once more to the desk he lifted the
book, noting the page at which it had been left open.
As he scanned a written sheet between its leaves
he was as one absorbed.

Fascinated, I drew near. The face of the dead
man held that horrible magnetism exercised by the
eyes of a serpent, but the presence of Conners was
reassuring. The hand which hung to the floor was
empty, but in the clinched fingers of the other,
doubled convulsively near the gaping countenance,
gleamed a tiny spot of light. A bottle, nearly
empty, sat upon the desk. Its bottom contained a
granulated powder of the consistency of sand, its
color a deep pink. Conners shook a portion of its
contents into his hand, spreading the particles under
his fingers, smelling them, and then tasting them
with his tongue. His significant countenance drew
from me a question. He did not answer except by
a look, but going to the window he emptied a few
grains into a little heap, to which he applied a
match. A slight explosion followed and a blue
smoke rosc to the ceiling. He laughed, grimly,
holding the bottle aloft.

‘There’s enough left,” he said, “to blow out this
apartment.”

My state of mind precluded consecutive thought.
[ could only stare.

“There’s something in the hand of the dead man,’
I said, finally.

’
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Conners leaned forward and took from the set
fingers a diminutive object. It was a golden key
f minute pattern; some keepsake, as I thought, to

which the memory of the suicide clung in his final

This tiny jewel, pathetic in its connection to th

¢ event, touched a hidden chord in the breast

ompanion. He held it for an instant in his
I hile he cast upon the distorted face a look
f pity; then he laid the golden object reverentl

down near the pale hand from which he had taken

t was insignificant; perhaps a gift in child

1wod from a mother; and as the suicide faced the

rld to which she might have gone, he could have

Ireamed that it would unlock for him some celes-

\I door by the side of which she prayed

The superintendent returned, entering breath-

‘The police will be here in a minute,” he said.

[ notified the station by telephone and found the
[nspector there. He's coming.”

‘We can do nothing further,” said Conners, to

‘We will wait for the officers. Tell me,”

nd he now addressed the superintendent, *had
Mr. Corbin visitors yesterday ?”’

‘I don’t know, sir. He lived much alone,” was
the answer. “But I can find out. As you said,
he’s been i1l much, recently.”

“Do you know if he sent something from his
rooms?”’
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! | | |
b “Yes, sir,” returned the man, in surprise. “There
E was an expressman here in the afternoon for a 0
i package. Mr. Corbin stored some goods.”’ '
e (" “Yesterday?” '
i “Yes, sir.” bre
;' “Sent them to some warehouse?”’ suggested th
i Conners. enf
‘Yes, sir. In‘,yig.\ 1_\' [t was a box, white in
color and clasped with iron bands. It was brought of
in empty several days ago, and Mr. Corbin filled i1t;
[ think, with some of his implements. He was Co
' working at it for three days. Have you been sle
, ‘ friends of his, long?"” 'l
j, “T fear he had few friends, poor fellow!” was the ‘
i B reply of Conners. ‘“Here are the officers.” of
8 Almost instantly three men entered from the }
hall; they were the Inspector and two plain-clothes ou
men an
i‘ - \\']xf»', gO( d day, Mr. Conners,”’ cried the IHS]IL‘L‘L- he
f or. ‘“What is all this?” paj
Conners pointed to the body, which the two detec- ap:
tives were now regarding with professional interest. .
“I see—the old story.” VOt
i “Yes. We came to see Mr. Corbin, and our visit Cise
‘ resulted in this discovery. You can get the facts to
from the superintendent here, and if you want us “0
for the inquest, you know where to send. In- R vou
f spector Paul, this is my friend,” he continued, men- sus
;f tioning my name, ‘‘a broker, who has his office ad- 8 loo
4 joining my studio.” “ ]
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A Brother of the Heart

Inspector Paul shook hands with me, and then
joined his men at the desk.

“I'm going now,” said Conners. “Good-day.”

The Inspector nodded, and we left the room. I
breathed a sigh of relief when we stood again in
the street. Directing the driver to our address, we
entered the waiting carriage.

“What prompted the question as to the storing

?

f the goods!

( [ asked, as we drove away.

“I wish the whole matter was as easy,’”’ answered
Conners. “Corbin’s coat lay upon the bed in his
sleeping-room, and I found a paper in the pocket.
['ll show it to you when we reach our quarters.”

“Of course,” I observed. “A warehouse receipt
of the date of yesterday. I'm stupid.”

He did not reply, and I was silent until we reached
our building. Conners instructed the man to wait
and we went together to his rooms. Immediately
he laid upon the table the dark roll, the strange
paper and the book, which he had taken from the
apartments of the suicide.

“I trust you will not light a cigar, my friend, if
you are to approach this object,” he said. with pre-
cise deliberation. I had noticed that he seemed
to speak with the accuracy with which he thought.
“Or,” he continued, “if you see fit to examine it,
you will be careful not to drop it to the floor. I
suspect you will understand me if you will take a
look at it, which I advise you to do.”

Thus directed, I hastened to inspect the roll.
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[t was not cloth, but a coarse paper, wrapped about
a circular substance which at one end I could see
resembled a mixture of fat and sand compressed
into a mass; the paper was greasy and I took it to

be an explosive cartridge of the kind used for blast
ing. The several pieces of dark paper looked lil
t1 used emi for the purp fil

\ The | G 1 t 1

We know now the writer of the letter, and we know
that he 1s dead. What more?”’

He disappeared in his inner room and in a m
ment returned, bearing in his hand a phial witl
olass stopper; then he took from his pocket the
bottle of pink powder. Going to the marble slab
of the wash-stand he poured some of it upon the
stone, and covering it with a sheet of the queer
paper, he dropped upon the surface a tiny portion
of the liquid from the phial. This done, he returned
to where I sat.
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“We might have found the name of the young
lady in question, in the first instance,” he said,
waving his hand towards the portrait upon his
easel. “That would have taken time, however,
and this i1s better.”

He handed me a photograph, continuing: “I
found it on the floor of his bedroom. It bears the
mark of the heel which he set on it in his rage and
despair; but you can recognize it.”

[ regarded the picture curiously. It was that

of a girl of exquisite beauty, and evidently of higl
position. The dress, the jewels, lf»j.,f(l}?.(‘l‘ with a
conscious air of dominance and pride, proclaimed it

“It is she,” said Conners, quietly. “I felt cer
tain we would find her picture in his rooms. We
can now know the original. It was taken at the
gallery of Blandell, Fifth Avenue, only five short
blocks from here.”

[ read the imprint upon the card.

“I have something else,” he continued, handing
me a yellow slip of paper. ‘It is not a warehouse
receipt, as you will observe; it is a bill of lading.
Yesterday Howard Corbin consigned to Gregg &
Brothers, Liverpool, the box which he sent from his
apartments. It was shipped by express and is on
board the Lysander.”

[ listened, shocked and stupefied; the thought
that crept into my mind frightened me. At that
instant a blinding flash lighted the room and I
sprang to my feet as Conners swung quickly about.
31
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“It is as I thought,” he said, gravely, pointing
with his finger to the wash-stand where the smoke
curled above a blackened spot on the marble. “The
acid which I dropped upon the absorbent paper has
eaten through and ignited the powder. Come, we’ll
now go to the photographer’s.”

My new acquaintance was an enigma, but I fol-
lowed him blindly. A short drive took us to the
establishment of Blandell, the entrance to which
was upon the lower floor of the building immediate
ly upon the street. We entered, and I perceived
that Conners was known here, also. We passed
through the reception-room and stopped at a coun
ter at the back, where he accosted the young lady
in charge.

‘Is this picture the only style of photograph
which you have taken of this young lady?” he
asked, handing her the card.

“Certainly not,” was the quick response, as her
eye fell upon the subject. “Miss Courtney is
regular patron and we have taken her in many
styles.”

“The daughter of Amos Courtney, the banker,”
I murmured, involuntarily.

“Of cqurse,” muttered Conners. “She has been
absent much in Washington, or I should have
known."”’

“Of course,” said the young woman, also, with a
smile speaking to me. *“She was married yester-
day, as you doubtless know.”
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[ knew. The morning papers had set it forth in
a blaze of splendor, and Jennie and her mother had
devoured each detail over the morning coffee—the
flowers, the gowns, and the presents which repre-
sented a princely fortune. And Conners knew it,
also. The papers had told everything, omitting
only the portraits of the bride and groom. Had
these been published, we should have been sav
much time, labor, and speculation. Miss Courtn
had married Harvey Van Arden, a young lawvyer
of high repute, and a son of one of the first fami
lies of Manhattan. I recalled, further, a statement
which followed the account of the wedding, and
started back as it flashed to my mind. The newly
married couple were to spend their honeymoon
abroad, and had sailed this very day upon th
Lysander.

Conners noted my agitation and guessed its cause ;
his face was full of stern significance.

We did not tarry long at the establishment of
Blandell ; time was precious now. With a bow that
expressed his thanks to the young woman who
looked after us with some wonder, he led the wa:
to the carriage without.

“You understand it, don’t you?”’ he asked, hav-
ing given an order that we be driven to the office
of the English line and taken his seat beside me.

I turned my dull eyes upon him, sickened at the
thought that oppressed me.

“Here is the story told by the letter,” he con-
33
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tinued: “Howard Corbin, angered at the loss of
Miss Courtney, and suffering from other adversities
vhich came upon him at this critical time, jealous
of Van Arden, his successful rival, and impotent to
do other than inflict some revenge, thought to kill
both the object of his hatred and the girl whom he

n. He was an engineer; a person skilled in
knowledge of devices, and he conceived the cruel

f destroying the ship upon which they sailed

['l esign to go abro d the name of th
pon which they would sail were doubtless

k to many of their friends. He loaded a box
vith some form of explosive, and timed it to ignite
it a designated moment to blow the ship and all
on board into eternity. In this view, the letter is

intelligible. The book which lay upon his desk be-
fore him 1s well known to me. I have read often
the chapter from which he gleaned the infernal sug-
gestion as to how he could best ]ﬂ‘«'u(‘wl. The ex-
plosive cartridge in the window, with the absorb-
ent paper; the hammer with which he had fastened
in his charge, bearing upon its head the white paint
from the box; the splinters upon the floor, also of
white, knocked from the edge under his blows—all
speak eloquently of his design. One fragment
showed me where he had held a protecting board
between the nails and his strokes to muffle their
force, when he had turned about the box its clasp-
ing bands of iron. The acid with which he destr« yyed
himself, or another of kindred chemical power, is
34
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the means by which he set his devilish trap. There
was a trace of potash upon his desk and about the
floor, in addition to the powder I found in the bot-
tle. He needed no infernal mechanism, the clicking
of which might tell the story of his attempt and
possibly prevent it. He wrapped a bottle of acid,

rked, in absorbent paper, and, placing it among

cartridges of his box, he could estimate to the
minut n it 1ld eat its througl
{ ce combustio d cor
quent explosion His ingenuity is without fault.
( 1ves 1 N 11¢ [ Ilﬁ]\’i\ill he lets t
rt { 1pon life ¢ hich for him h
( ‘ en hope is hi t his malice o
takes them and ( ['his was the tre
menco secret v his last hour He
vould share it ve, which had covered

her every movement, possibly for weeks, had found

me within Miss Courtney’s life. A casual figure,

but he saw the interest she excited in me and mis

took it. He followed me, and found my name and

address. In pitying himself, he pitied me. ‘A

brother of the heart,” he writes, poor wretch! His

bosom swelling at the ingenuity with which he had

accomplished his revenge, he enjoyed the thought

of giving me something to ponder over. He guessed

‘ that when the fragments of the lost Lysander should

! be found upon the ocean, I would then know what
his cunning hand had accomplished.”

I groaned aloud, horror -stricken as I listened.
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There was no resisting his pitiless logic. This was
the first-fruits of my acquaintance with this inter
esting stranger; and in the quiet of my home, when
I should recite the events of the day, I must tell
my laughing Jennie of a tragedy beyond all human
aid to avert. Every line of the cruel letter was now
clear.

The passage of our vehicle through the streets
was lost to me. I was borne down by the heavy
weight of my knowledge, struggling with a sense of
pity for the helpless ship. Who were the voyagers?
How high were their hopes! How joyous the pros-
pect of vacation, pleasure, or home-going! How
many Jennies would weep hopelessly for those who
came no more because disappointment had made a
desperate villain mad!

Conners probably suspected the trend of my
thoughts, for his voice broke in upon my painful
reverie.

“ Are you wondering at the wickedness that could
conceive and execute a scheme like this? Hatred
and revenge are absorbing. Aside from his dis-
appointment in love, a sentiment which makes a
chaos of some human hearts, this man fostered an
enmity against the steamship company which he
once served. The enormity of the crime he had
designed filled him with exultation. He knew that
his act would startle by its consequences. I dis-
covered a crumpled letter in a waste-basket in his
inner chamber; it was addressed to the president of
36
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the company and declared his malice. Perhaps he
was checked by the thought that a wireless message
might intervene to frustrate his plan, and hence he
refrained from sending 1it.”

“Merciful Heavens!" I exclaimed, as the thought
struck me. “This may save them.”

‘It’s unnecessary,” he replied, “since a portion

his scheme has failed ignobly. I see that your
memory doesn’t attach itself to details. The papers

his morning state that the Lysander is not to

ail to-day.’
“Not to sail?”’
‘No: a coal-barge in the convoy of an uncertain

tug bent a plate of her propeller late yesterday. In
nsequence we have a fortunate delay.”

A great load lifted itself from my breast. His

ords were overwhelming.

‘Man proposes,” continued Conners. “At such

moment a sense of piety is inherent in human
nature. To that extent the villain has been foiled.
Our present task is to secure the box.”

I grasped the full significance of his words. The
ingenious madman had been defeated by one of
those incidents that play havoc with the calcula-
tions and fortunes of mankind.

With the sense of relief came an appreciation of
what it all meant. As the Van Ardens had not
sailed, they were never in danger, and I marvelled
at the serious countenance which my companion
maintained. He should have felt something of the
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relief that made my own spirits light. His wondes
ful acumen had detected the guilty plot, and, laying
it bare in every detail, we could now secure the
deadly package and avert the danger of an explosion

at the dock. Perhaps the box was yet upon the

Our call at the office of the company was brief

Conners immediately sought a telephone -box t
I ( I ( 1 ) 1 1
1 his countenance 1| 1 measure cleare H
had few ¢ tio1 ler] He st
that he i i1 ! packag
hich 1 I be COomn 111 eITO1 nd, on |
ing directed to the I e were driven there at
full speed. W ed no del The b
express matter t] I' 11 t he e
riven was not such to provoke many questior
Such matter ere | i e n serious affair of

[ was conscious of a thrill of both dismay and
satisfaction as the white package, its ghastly color
suggestive of the fatal secret it concealed, was
brought from the dock and relinquished to our
care. With trembling hands I assisted Conners to
place it on the front seat of the carriage. It fas
cinated me during the drive to our building, and
Conners smiled as I cautioned the porter who car
ried it to the elevator and thence to the studio.
Throwing aside his coat, Conners secured some
tools and together we began an examination of the
38
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fateful package. We removed the lid carefully, and
then stared solemnly at its contents. It was as
Conners had declared; here was a charge to have
strewn the Lysander to the waves, set with the acid
s described, as though my companion had seen it
ctually in preparation

He smiled faintly at the countenance I turned

1O h m
‘ have don ell.”” he obs ‘
S I” T eried, enthusiasticall W you
( ed hundreds of innocent live [f the ship
had sailed, all on board must have perished. They
{ "i“‘@, Ii'r‘ \1 NC¢ A '.‘,'."l‘l,t S message, or, one

more remote the failure of the machine.’

ving done Mrs. Van Arden a more specific ser-
vice?"”" T said, with a laugh. “ As the vessel did not
i, she was never in peril. Do you regret that

He smiled again, more faintly than before.

“No, you do me an injustice,” he answered.
“The position of Mrs. Van Arden is as perilous as
before [t 1s now four o’clock, and the (l;»lu:iul('l!
time 1s six.”

“Is not the peril here?”’ I asked, blankly, point-
ing to the box.

“T believe there i1s not one man in a thousand but
would say so; but not I,” he replied. “The letter
contains the words ‘on land or sea,” and he that
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penned them knew their meaning. Corbin would
not fail to estimate so palpable a chance as that
which served us.”

I looked at him with my jaw falling,

“While he hated the company, and was willing
to commit a deed that would ring through the press
of the country, he did not forget the fact of his
wounded heart,” continued Conners. “His letter
disclosed that as his crowning motive. As certain
as fate, in her case, he has made assurance sure
At six o’clock she was to die with the h]lip, but, at
all events, at six o’clock she was to die!”

“What is her danger now?” I asked, regarding
him stupidly.

“How 1is it possible to know that, in view of
what we have discovered,” he answered, with some
impatience. “How is it possible for a man to kill
another at an appointed time when he himself is
dead and he has not the power to control the move-
ments or actions of that other or any other? By
an agent, perhaps; but the agent may prove false.
By a trap set in a given spot, as in the case of the
ship; but the victim may avoid it.”

I thought for an instant, and then laughed in relief.

“It is not possible,” I said. “No man could make
a design kke that a certain one.”

Conners shook his head.

“The peril is there; of that I'm sure,” he said.
“Our only method of averting it is to be present on
the hour and seek to intervene.”
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“It is after four o’clock,” I cried, looking at my
watch. “With time so precious, we have been

"

-

wasting it.

He smiled again, his smile of significance.

“No,” he answered. “I telephoned the police
from the steamship office, and asked them to locate
the Van Ardens without delay. Paul knows that I
am never emphatic without reason, and every agency
at his command has been at work. He has had an
hour, and I am anxiously waiting now.”

I said. “If they should have left the

"I .\'»(‘t',”
city ?”’

“It is that fear that makes me tremble,” he said. !
“They may have gone to Newport. Van Arden’s
mother lives there at this season. No message that
we could send would be effective. In their igno-
rance of what it could mean, they would slight it.

Had I time, I might do something, but now the
minutes fly.” ]

As he ceased, there was a clatter at the telephone,
and he rushed to it. Breathlessly I waited as he
listened.

“Thank you,” was his brief response as he hung :
up the receiver. Then he stepped towards me, brisk !
with energy.

“Come,” he said; “fortune favors us. They are i
at the Manhattan.” '

I followed him, wondering what he would do.
Finding another carriage below, a short drive took :
us to the great hotel. I looked at my watch as we i
41
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sprang up the steps of the entrance; it was a quar
ter to five.

We waited in the office, and our cards, with Con-
ners’s imperious summons, shortly brought down a
slender, nervous gentleman, somewhat annoyed but
curious to know our errand.

Conners drew him to one side and spoke rapidly
in a low voice. There was a fascination in his man
ner that compelled attention, and his appearance

1

and demeanor commanded respect. But, most of
all, his story was effective. 1 heard the muttered
exclamations that inte rrupi d 1t, and could see the
pale features of his auditor change under the re
cital.

‘An instant, sir, only,” he said, when Conners
had finished. “I shall not wait to express my
gratitude nor lose time.”

He hurried in the direction of the elevator, while
Conners returned to my side.

“He has gone to prepare his wife,”” he said, in
explanation, and now it was he who looked at his
watch.

Within a short space of time a boy came to sum-
mon us, and, following, we were conducted to a
suite of apartments on one of the upper floors.

The Van Ardens were waiting for us, Mr. Van
Arden standing beside his wife. I recognized her
at once as the original of the picture, observing her
curiously as we approached and our names were
spoken.
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‘T do not understand what my husband means,

3 oentlemen,” she said, in an agitated voice. “Is it
|‘ < X I ‘ <
i true that something frightful would have happened

to us had we sailed on the steamer?”’

‘1 fear so,” answered Conners. “ For some rea
son, Mr. Corbin wished to do you an injury. H
had prepared and shipped an infernal machine on
the Lysander, for the purpose of blowing up the
ship in the open sea. This was discovered and pre
vented : but we are still afraid

‘Most wonderfully discovered!” exclaimed Van
Arden. “We should certainly have been lost

“This is perfectly terrible!”’ cried his wife

1ow can we be harmed now?”’ And she turned to

I
her husband. “Did you say Mr. Corbin was dead ?”’
“Yes,” and Van Arden nodded towards Conners,
as though to assure himself. “These gentlemen
would not deceive us. He was always a singular
fellow.”
“It is frightful!” repeated his wife. “But we
are safe now.”
‘I fear not, madam,” said Conners, solemnly.
P “Corbin did not stop with his effort against the
ship, and it becomes our duty to warn you. We
are present at this time for the purpose of defeating
whatever means he may have taken to harm yon.
[ have explained to your husband that we come
with authority from Inspector Paul, of the police.”
“You are very good, I'm sure. But how can he
injure me?”’ she asked. “I never liked him,” she
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continued, with a look at her husband, “and his
attentions were always distasteful. I told him so;
but I was a friend of his sister’s, who is dead, and
did not slight him wholly. I am sorry he has killed
himself, but I'll never believe that he lost his mind
on my account.”

“He must have had a malevolent heart,” said
Conners. “We do not know the method he has
taken to reach you, other than by the explosive
box on the ship. But he alleges that you are to
die by means of his at six o’clock to-day, and that’s
why we are here. If that hour passes and you are
safe, we may know that his effort has miscarried,
or that his boast was that of a madman.”

“Six o’clock!” she exclaimed, turning pale and
reclining against her husband. “Was there ever
anything so perfectly frightful and silly!”

“We feared that he might have arranged to send
you some dangerous gift, some confection which
you might innocently accept,” went on Conners;
“or some agent, vindictive but attached to him,
might seek to carry out a command that he had
left. Anything can happen in these days.”

At the word “gift "’ the lady looked with a startled
gaze at him, and then at her husband. She lifted
her arm and placed her hand upon her sleeve, draw-
ing it up slightly.

“What is that bracelet on your wrist, madam?”
exclaimed Conners, in a sharp voice.

My attention was drawn at once to an ornament
44
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of gold of unusual size. It was a massive band,
curiously carved, of great width and thickness, from
the centre of which, near a heavy clasp, sparkled
a jewel of exceeding brilliancy. Its chief beauty lay
in its evident cost and richness, to which its cumber-
some and ponderous character attracted attention,

Mrs. Van Arden clasped it nervously, tugging at
it vainly as her pallor increased.

“It was a wedding gift from Mr. Corbin,” she
replied, turning her eyes again upon her husband’s

ce. “He begged me to let him place it on my
arm. He fastened it there, and I cannot get it of
He told me he would release it himself when I said
farewell to him at the ship. He promised to be
there. My husband examined it last evening, and
we both admired its beauty. What do you mean,
Mr. Conners?”

He sprang to her side, taking the bracelet in his
hand and lifting it to the light. Frightened, Mrs.
Van Arden submitted, and a moment later Conners
exhibited the only strong emotion I was eve rdes
stined to observe in him at a time of crisis. His

impassive face was convulsed.

: .
L Ol

“Quick!” he cried, to me. “Look about the
room—find some implement by which this devil-
ish thing may be removed.”

“What is it?”” asked Van Arden, excitedly, while
his wife, nearly fainting with fear at the danger she
did not understand, leaned so heavily against him
as to call for all his strength.
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“We have no time to lose—I understand it now,”
said Conners, drawing his knife from his pocket.
“Step here, my friend. No—stand back. You
have responsibilities of your own. Open this blade
for me, and then stand away.”

I rushed to aid him. As I did his bidding and
he took the knife from my hand, he paused with an
instant’s irresolution and motioned me again. 1
saw that 1t was a warning to leave the room, but
fascinated, I stood by him.

Grasping the bracelet firmly, he drew Mrs. Van
Arden’s arm beneath his own, holding her hand in
front of him, as though to interpose his body be-
tween the bracelet and herself.

“Stand away,” he repeated to me, sternly, as I
drew nearer to observe him. “The point of my
knife may precipitate the danger, but I must
risk it.”

He set the steel to the massive band, and I saw
him compress his lips as his strength went to his
effort. There was a sharp snap — the blade had
broken.

“Useless — useless!” he exclaimed, with an ex-
pressicn which I shall never forget. Then he turned
his eyes, fierce with anger, upon the lock that defied
his efforts.

“Fool!” he muttered. “How frail is human
knowledge—how guilty to yield my judgment to
a sentiment. A glimpse of that fatal key should
have warned me of this moment.”
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A Brother of the Heart

“The key!” I shouted, stepping back as he stood
looking at me in wonder, still holding the arm of
the fainting woman.

[ blushed, stammered, and placed my hand in my
8 cket.

‘T have a weakness for keepsakes—tokens—and ‘5
such things,” T said. “You were taking other
things and I thought you foolish to leave this. The
suicide was horrible, and the key in his dead hand
impressed me. I meant to show it to Jennie, and
then return it to you, or the police, if you thought
proper.”’

[ extended my hand, holding the tiny jewel that
[ had discovered in the clasp of the dead man.

With a half -suppressed cry Conners seized it,
dropping his useless knife. In a moment the brace-
let was in his grasp and Mrs. Van Arden’s arm was
free.

Conners did not pause. Without a word he van-
ished from the room, and I heard his steps along the
hall without. I looked at the wondering faces of
% the pair before me, and stood myself in such a state
f of mind that I could hardly collect my thoughts.

An interval passed and then there came to our ears

the sound of a distant explosion. It was quick

and sharp, rising above the muffled noises of the

street like the burst of a miniature cannon. Me-

chanically I looked at my watch; the hour was

SiX. iif
“What is it ?”’ asked Van Arden.
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The door opened and Conners reappeared. His
eyes gleamed with mingled triumph and relief.

“I threw it from the window at the end of the
hall,” he said. “It exploded harmlessly below.
There was a vacant lot to the north, fortunately,
which I remembered. There is a gaping hole where
it struck the earth, and a wondering crowd peering
into it. This room would have been torn to frag-
ments.”’

“Was it the bracelet?”’ I gasped.

“Yes. It was charged with his infernal powder,
and doubtless set with the acid with which we have
become familiar. His calculations, the result of
study and experiment, were unerring as to time
When I saw the bracelet I understood. It was a
('lf}\( (J]l .

Van Arden was now supporting his helpless wife

nd I had gone to his assistance. Conners took my
place, and collecting my scattered faculties as best
I could, I obeyed his command to summon the
hotel physician. He came shortly, and surrender-
ing Mrs, Van Arden to his care, with a promise of
further an
band, we lef

“I should have saved you the key,” said Con-

ners, as we passed through the office to inspect the

| later explanations to the excited hus-
t the room.

&

scene of the explosion in the lot 1,orth of the build

ing. “I had little time, however, and the bracelet

seemed to burn my fingers in those last eventful

seconds. It exploded upon touching the ground,
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A Brother of the Heart

and it was not the fall, either. But I have learned
a valuable lesson, which tells me that chance, and
a personal habit, as for tokens for instance, may
sometimes avail more than the very depths of hu-
man wisdom,”
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The Park Slope Mystery

T[i'l-: proximity of his office to my studio enabled
me to see LeDroit Conners almost daily, and I
consequently soon came to be on terms of inti
macy with this remarkable man. Yet it was a
tragedy which touched my own little family that
first cemented our association and made me, in the
end, his companion in so many curious adventures.

Upon the occasion to which I allude I had finished
my morning bath and was standing before the mir
ror, razor in hand, when a cry from the dining-room
below startled me. It was followed by such con-
fusion, that before I could collect my startled
wits I had inflicted a sharp wound upon my
cheek, yet, scarcely conscious of any pain, I ran
to the head of the stairs to send down an answer
ing call. _Then, razor and all, with my features be-
smeared with blood and lather, I made my appear-
ance in the breakfast-room, where my wife, Jennie,
stood with the morning paper in her grasp, and her
mother, Mrs. Barrister, with pallid face and staring
eyes, sat rigid upon the sofa.
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“What is it?”’ I asked, excitedly, dashing the
razor among the breakfast things and going to Jen-
nie’s side.

She thrust the paper into my hand, indicating an
rticle under black head -lines, and seated herself
eside her mother. Stripped of its sensational in-
troduction, which naturally “featured’ the chief
events of the tragedy, the article read as follows:

“One dav last week a handsome woman, nearing
middle age, »1\[!:'(!1'(“1 at the Park Sl"}h‘ Police Sta-
tion, evidently for the purpose of making a com-
plaint. Her face showed traces of tears, and her
manner was that of one suffering from fright. Be-
fore she could make her wishes known to the ser-
geant in charge, an elderly gentleman came upon the
scene. He arrived in a carriage which was driven
hastily to the door, and as he entered and saw the
woman an exclamation either of anger or appre-
hension escaped him. He was recognized by the
ergeant as a prominent citizen of the vicinity, and
was not interrupted when he drew the woman to
one side and conversed with her in a low tone.

‘“ Mollified or reassured by what was said to her,
she recovered her composure and consented to ac-
companv the gentleman from the station. Her
companion remained long enough to explain to the
officer that the coming of the woman was a mistake,
which she regretted, and that both desired no pub-
licity about the matter. These persons were Dr.
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Charles Haslam, an old and well-known resident of
the Park Slope, and Mrs. Martha Sands, his house-
keeper. The significance of this visit will appear
when it is learned that last night, at half-past nine
o’'clock, Dr. Haslam shot the woman to death. The
murder took place at the handsome residence of the
doctor on Banning Street, a fashionable thorough-
fare in Brooklyn’s most aristocratic neighborhood.

“The crime in its details was as grewsome as
though committed by some ruffian in the slums, the
head of the unfortunate woman being blown to
pieces by a charge from a heavily loaded shot-
gun,

“Immediately prior to the tragedy, officers Flynn
and Davis were walking up Banning Street towards
the Park, when they were startled by the explosion
of a gun, evidently in the second story of the Has-
lam house. They were at that time directly in front
of the entrance. Fearful of either an accident or
worse, they ran up the steps to make inquiry. The
answer to their ring was delayed, but finally Ed-
ward Gray, the butler, opened the door. Pale and
frightened, in answer to their questions he informed
them that he did not know the meaning of the noise;
that Dr. Jerome Sadler, an adopted son of Dr. Has-
lam, had gone up -stairs to investigate, and that
he, Gray, had remained behind only to answer the
call at the door. Mystified by the man’s demeanor,
the officers entered the hall, and immediately en-
countered Dr. Sadler coming down the main stair-
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way, greatly agitated. In a shaking voice he told
them that Dr. Haslam had killed the housekeeper,
the murder having taken place in the study on the
second floor.,
“Proceeding at once to the room in which the trag
lv occurred, the officers found the body of the un
fortunate woman lying upon the floor, the head in
pool of blood. The face was shattered almost be
vond recognition, and death must have been in
stantaneous. The weapon with which the crime had
been committed was leaning against an angle of the
mantel. All P ssibility of an accident was excluded
by the high state of feeling which had for some time
xisted between Dr. Haslam and the woman, and
by the fact that Dr. Sadler surprised the murderer
standing beside the body of his victim, contemplat
ing his work with malevolent satisfaction
‘The stricken son, in the face of the early arrival
of the officers, made no attempt to shield his erring
parent. At the exclamation of horror which Dr
Sadler uttered upon entering the room immediately
following the crime, the murderer placed the weap-
n in the position in which it was found, coolly
turned away, and, by descending the back stairway,
made his escape from the house at the moment the
officers entered from the street. A general alarm
has been sent out for his apprehension, and he will
doubtless be taken before morning. The police feel
confident of this, as he was in his dressing-gown and
slippers at the moment of departure, and had little
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time to effect a change of garments or make pro-
vision for flight.

“Dr. Haslam is a man of wealth and a physician
of large practice. Of late he has been something of
a recluse, his failing health having caused a partial
abandonment of his professional duties, which were
largely assumed by his adopted son. Little is known
of the unfortunate woman. She was of unusual per
sonal attraction, English, and, so far as known, had
no relatives in this country.”

Here was the story, told with little elaboration,
and I stood aghast and, for a moment, speechless
Dr. Haslam was the brother of Mrs. Barrister and
the uncle of my wife.

We were somewhat familiar with his domestic
affairs, although there was little cordiality between
the fashionable house on Banning Street and my
retired residence on Staten Island. The reason lay
in Dr. Jerome Sadler. A warm affection had ex
isted between Mrs. Barrister and her brother, but
when Dr. Haslam, in his rounds of the hospitals, at
which he was a welcome demonstrator, found the
young student whom he had taken so closely into
his household and subsequently educated, a breach
had occurred which had never healed. This, in
part, grew out of the fact that the young man be-
came a suitor for Jennie's hand, and her preference
for myself greatly disappointed her uncle. But the
young man from the first was odious to Mrs. Bar-
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rister, and Jennie shared the feelings of her !
mother. :
Of Mrs. Sands, the murdered woman, we knew ]

little, and yet her presence in the home of Dr. Has-
lam had been a matter of uneasiness. Neither Mrs.
Barrister nor Jennie had lost interest in their rela-
tive, and, with that feminine observance which is
quick to note details, they suspected coming trouble

not trouble in the nature of the horrible event
of which we had just been apprised, but in the
P ssibility of an ill-advised IH:H'I'I'.I;H‘ to be followed
by the consequences of an old man’s folly. They
fancied that Dr. Sadler feared this, too, and their
hope of seeing it averted lay in the fact of his natural
opposition to such a union. They knew him to be
selfish, suspected him to be base, and, although both
detested him cordially, they held him in nothing
like the apprehension with which they regarded
the woman, whom Mrs. Barrister did not hesitate
to regard as an adventuress. Deep as was our grief,
and firm as had been our confidence in the high
character of the man to whom both Jennie and her
mother bore the relationship of blood, we had no
reason to doubt the facts as told so coolly in the
columns of the morning paper.

Gathering my scattered wits together, I sought
to calm the weeping women, thinking at the time,
with some grimness, of how little there was to say.
Mrs. Barrister desired to go at once to the scene of
the trouble, and Jennie clamored to accompany her,
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The Long Arm

but to this I would not consent; my wife’s presence
could do no good.

Yielding, finally, to my wishes, Jennie helped to
make her mother ready, :mfl. u]]m-wwl by the
gloom of our mission, we set out for Banning Street.

Something of the anticipated horror of our visit
was kindly spared us. I had lww;u! forward to :
fearful inspection of the body and a pathetic meet
ng between Mrs. Barrister and her brotl doubt
less he was now in custody and \ww} ‘ M 1 rought to
the scene of his crime. I supposed there might be
some judicial proceedings in which we would be
called upon to participate, and which must be nec-
essarily trying for Jennie's mother.

But upon our arrival we found the house quiet,
with only a few curious figures lingering about the
corners of the vicinity. Dr. Sadler greeted us with
a fishy clasp, striving to twist his cold countenance
into an expression of sympathy; in the shadow of
the tragedy he could afford to be polite. The ser
vants stood about like statues, dazed by the event,
and Dr. Sadler himself ushered us into the parlor,
from which the light was excluded by the closely
drawn curtains. But our visit was to be free from

any h'\'r«n; the coroner had held an early inquest,

and the body had been t: wl\« 'n to the rooms of a neigh

boring undertaker. Dr. Haslam had not been found.

We met this statement with an exclamation of

surprise, and Mrs. Barrister sobbed her relief. Dr.

Sadler had a theory; he stated it in a colorless voice
5()
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and with a demeanor which I sought to attribute to
the influence of the horrible crime. The papers had
spoken truly, he observed, when they said that Dr.
Haslam was unprepared for flight; and he could,
of course, find no one to harbor him from the au-
thorities. He had made his way to the river, so
he believed, and the police would find him when
the waters gave up their dead

The conclusion was a natural one, although it

added to Mrs. Barrister’s grief. Vainly she sought
the cause of such a tragedy in the life of such a man
as her brother. What had happened so to change
a nature that had been always kind? Was it true
that the man had become infatuated with the un-
fortunate woman whom he had slain?

She plied young Sadler with questions, but he
was dumb and stolid. He was as surprised, he said,
as she was; he could not understand it; naturally,
he shared her grief, and had not yet been able to
consider the matter calmly; it was almost useless
to find excuses in the light of the horrible facts; he
did not know whether his adopted father had left
a will, but he did know that there was no insurance;
when he could bring himself to think upon the sub
ject he would give these things his attention.

So he answered her, speaking with scarcely a
trace of feeling; and, even in my own confusion, I
regarded him with increased aversion., He was a
hypocrite—but that mattered little.

In response to questions from me, he spoke with
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more directness. Mrs. Sands had been an inmate
of the house prior to his coming there; it was only
recently that he had suspected an infatuation for

her on the part of his adopted father. He had

ventured on one occasion to mention the matter

to Dr. Haslam, but the suggestion had been re
ceived with indignation. He dared say no more,
but mentioned the matter to the butler—the ser
vants had observed nothing. The tragedy had
fallen upon all like a thu

Our visit was over. Dr. Haslam had probably
little need of the sympathy or affection of a sister

We returned to our home, and the two women sank

e
tragedy brought upon them. They held a portion
of the stain of blood - guiltiness because of their

under the sense of disgrace which they fancied tl

nearness to the murderer, and although I strove
to move them from such a feeling, my efforts were
without avail. The gloom of the affair oppressed
my own spirits in spite of my struggle to throw it
off, and for days I remained closely at home, anx-
ious to be near Jennie, who clung to me like a child
frightened at the dark.

The papers dealt further with the Park Slope mur
der, as it came to be called, because of the prominence
of Dr. Haslam. Those who had known him best could
not reconcile this frantic deed with any propensity
of his past life; a man of scrupulous and Christian
character, the crime of murder was the last of which
they would have suspected him to be guilty. His
58
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disappearance also caused wonder, for no trace of
him could be found. From the frightful moment
when he had slipped into the night from his house,
the gloom seemed to have swallowed him. The
house and stable on Banning Street had both been
searched with a thoroughness which satisfied the
police that he had not lingered near his home. The
lakes in the Park were dragged until no spot w

1

1 1

left unexplored. In all the throngs that intervened
between his dwelling and the river, or the sea, no
eye could be found t]ml had seen an elderly man
strangely garbed for the street, fleeing in gown and
slippers from the scene of his crime

The search of the police brought to light other
facts as revealed by the papers, but scarcely essen-
tial in view of the known details of the murder and
the motive. Dr. Haslam had been ill during the week
preceding the crime, and confined closely to his
room, this inu]islm,\itiun I'u]lu\\in;f his visit to the
police station in searcl Mrs. Sands. There had
been high words }n\t\\w-«*n himself and his adopted
son growing out of this trouble with the housekeeper;
the servants had heard the discussion, and the young
man admitted it with sorrow. Dr. Haslam, under
the influence of his passion, had been growing ir-
itable. Certain improvements in the stable had
necessitated the laying of a cement floor, and the
teamsters, in hauling material into the yard, had
broken down one of the concrete stone gate-posts
at the side entrance. The doctor was furious, ex
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hibiting unusual rage. He stormed about the prem-
ises until the servants were frightened, but under
the entreaties of Dr. Sadler he finally grew calm.
The young man had promised to see personally to
the reconstruction of the damaged post, and at once
to order the making of a mould in which the great
stone should be cast, with which to replace the
broken member of the gate.

Strangely subdued, Dr. Haslam had retired to
his chamber, and there seemingly lost interest in
the work which had before engrossed his attention,
It progressed to completion, and, though he re-
mained indifferent, he consented to accompany
Mrs. Sands and Dr. Sadler to inspect it. Confined
to his room for several days, they had been anxious
to persuade him to take the air. The workmen had
gone, but the coachman was present when the three
entered the stable, and spoke with them. He also
heard the old gentleman give directions to Dr. Sad-
ler as to the demolished post, the stone for which
was ready. It lay upon the floor beside the cement
barrels and concrete from which it had been fash-
ioned, and with which the stable paving had been
done. It was a circumstance that the coachman
had absented himself for two days from that time,
znd the butler deposed that this was Dr. Haslam'’s
last appearance to any member of the household
except the murdered woman, until the moment his
adopted son had come upon him, standing above
the body of his victim.
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Meantime, Dr. Sadler announced the finding of a
will among the papers in the study safe, which he
had turned over to the family lawyer. No one
doubted that the young man was the heir, but the
question of the disposition of the property of the
fugitive must wait upon the legal knowledge of his
death, While his complete disappearance gave
olor to the belief that he had made away with him-

If, the police were puzzled, and again searched
very nook of his dwelling from attic to cellar.,

Personally, I was resentful that Dr. Sadler, an in-
truder as it seemed to me in a household where he
had no moral right, should sit quietly in possession
of property in which my people should have had a
share. We had inherited the shame and the dis-
orace, and it seemed unfair that the law should de-
prive us of some portion of the worldly goods. Of
this, Jennie and Mrs. Barrister took no thought, but
they continued in a state of such depression that I

nt with them for a trip South, remaining away for
several weeks. The journey brought some of the
'olor back to Jennie’s cheeks, and in a measure bene-
fited Mrs. Barrister, so I returned with something
of the gloom lifted from my spirits, and finally re-
ippeared at my office.

After greeting Jeffries, and looking at the mail
which had accumulated on my desk, I stepped !
along the hall and opened the door of Conners’s '
studio. An unfinished picture sat as usual on his
easel, but he was not before it. The paintings,
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glowing in all the colors of his fancy, looked at me
from the walls, and the raven poised above the bust
of Poe seemed to extend to me a grim greeting.
Alone, I found myself wondering at his fancy for
the apostle of the pessimistic, and studying the
countenance that he had given to the three pict-
ures near the statue. They were three conceptions
of the Chevalier Dupin, a character he much ad-
mired.

As T stood waiting he entered from his bedroom
and came forward with a smile. His face expressed
his welcome, but I knew from his serious eyes that
he understood my absence, and had thought of me
with sympathy.

“Back at last, my dear fellow?”’ he cried, cheerily.
“You have been missed, of course. I know the
anxiety you have experienced, and should have
sought you if you had been alone. But I could
not intrude upon your family ¢ircle. As the trouble
was mainly theirs, I let you bear it in their company.
I endeavor to avoid women.”

I glanced again at his pictures, where sylph and
siren, Venus in nature with Venus a la mode, show
ed every phase of beauty to the eye. He saw my
gaze, and understood it.

“These do not count,”” he smiled, as he waved his
hand about him. “You recall the temptation of
St. Anthony? I hold discipline to be good for a
man. These I may love—none other.”

I looked at him curiously, struck by the sudden
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gloom of his manner; but almost immediately his
demeanor changed.

“Where have you been?”’ he inquired.

[ told him, and, cheered by the sympathy which
looked from his eyes, I spoke of the grief of my wife,

1

and how deeply the matter of our trouble had af-

fected Mrs. Barrister. He listened in silence until
[ had finished
‘T know it all,”’ he said, finally. “I have the pa
ners here: every detail has been noted, while th
icles are arranged in order. I have studied the

matter carefully, wondering how much you knew

[ believe all is known,” I replied, “except the
fate of my wife’s unfortunate uncle.”

“Sit down,” he said, kindly, looking at me with
ves which now displayed another and deeper in-
terest. ‘‘ You cannot understand how strongly
'h matters appeal to me. It is a faculty with me
the solution of a crime when the

(

Imost to know
leading circumstances connected with it are revealed.
[ form my conclusion first, and, confident of its cor-
rectness. hunt for evidence to sustain it. I do this
because I am never wrong. It is not magic, telep-
athy, nor any form of mental science; it is a moral
consciousness of the meaning of related facts, im-
pressed upon my mind with unerring certainty.”

“I do not understand you,” I said.

“When I am given certain figures,”” he replied,
“the process of addition is instantaneous and sure.
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So, when I know of established incidents relating to
a matter, they group themselves in my mind in such
a manner as to reveal to me their meaning. You
are grieved that your family must bear the shame
of this crime of which Dr. Haslam stands charged,
that you can discover no trace of him. May I help
you?”

“Help me, indeed!” I replied, earnestly. *Fron
the facts, as you have read them, would
that he is dead?”

‘Not altogether from the facts as I read them,”
“but from the facts not to b
denied, he is dead without doubt. He was a man

> d

of character, made through a series of vears, and

timately known to the best people of his vicinity :

Conners replied,

guilty or not of this crime, he was never a man to
flee. He was a physician, and entirely sane—a man
who would eagerly seek, rather than avoid, an ex-
planation of any act he might commit. Whatever
his connection with this murder, he would have re-
mained to justify or deny it.”

“That was, in fact, his character,” I replied,
eage I'I_\'.

“Even though he had fled, his nature suddenly
changed, or his mind suffering from a sudden shock,”
continued Conners, “he would have surrendered
himself later to the authorities. He is dead, or de-
tained in some spot against his will. Since the lat-
ter theory is scarcely tenable, the conviction is
certain that he is dead.”
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“You believe, then, that he has made away with
himself 7"’ I asked.

“It is the first thing that I doubted,” answered
Conners, slowly, “and in your interest I hastened
to investigate the matter. I found the task a light
one. Why should Dr. Haslam flee from his house
to make away with himself? He had drugs about
him with which he might have made a painless end.
The facts as stated were hard to reconcile. Here
was a man incapable of murder, who does murder,
a man incapable of flight, who flees; a man with
every healthy conviction against suicide, drowning
himself in the river or ocean—a method of death
which required a journey of several miles in night
attire through busy thoroughfares or along lighted
avenues, against a simpler method of drug or pistol,
thus reflecting upon the logic of his whole lifetime.
The woman is slain by a gunshot, in the upper story
of your kinsman's dwelling; Dr. Sadler is below
stairs with the butler, and every inmate of the house
but the slayer and his victim is positively accounted
for as absent from the scene; and Dr. Haslam dis-
appears at that instant, as is stated, since which
time no trace of him is seen.”

“Yes,” I answered, “and Dr. Sadler saw him at
the moment following the commission of his crime.”

“The doctor said so,” returned Conners, signifi-
cantly, ‘“It seems to have occurred to no one to
doubt his statement. The police are not usually so

credulous.”
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[ made an involuntary movement under the in-
fluence of the suggestion, the blood mounting to my
cheek; then I experienced as quickly a revulsion of
feeling.

“Sadler 1s treacherous enough and possibly a liar,

ut that has little bearing here,”’ I responded, gloom-
y “The woman 1s dead, Dr. Haslam gone

doubtless dead, also. as you have stated. I can
conceive of no possible solution of the matter in
view of what we know, other than the conclusion

of the police. Sane or mad, Dr. Haslam can never
speak i1n explanation, and, since every witness who
can possibly know of the matter has been fully heard,
the case is closed to us.”

‘I confess that it is confusing, in the matter of
proof,” replied Conners, “but let us investigate. I
already know everything that the reporters can tell
us. [ should like to know something on my own
account.”

“What?” I asked.

“Let us visit Dr. Sadler, and, if he will permit, in-
spect the premises.”

“Surely,” I replied. “Sadler does not love me,
and may resent our coming, but we will go.”

“Let him resent it,”” answered Conners, with a
peculiar Smile. “I think myself that he will do
SO.

“When shall we go?” I asked.

He laughed as he threw aside his studio-jacket.

“Now,”’ he answered.
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[ was silent during our ride to Banning Street,
but Conners talked cheerfully of many things. He
had seemingly studied the matter, and, having ar
rived at some conclusion, sought to cheer me as best
he could until we reached the place. In spite of

1

this, my spirits fell, and I was not reassured as we

1

mounted the steps of the now depressing house with

ts chill air and its closed shutters. Dr. Sadler had

1
1
(10

ne nothing to lighten the gloom which hung over
A the blinds were drawn even at the bac k ‘\\.iIl<]'r\‘\‘~\‘

and the g:

te, hung to the new stone of the great
post, was shut and bolted

Our ring was answered by the familiar face of
Edward Gray. The new master had evidently re-
tained him. He ushered us into the hall, and then
into the parlor. I told him to announce me and a
friend.

In a few minutes Sadler entered the room, looking
with some surprise at my companion, but greeting
me with an attempt at warmth. He made inquiry
as to the health of Mrs. Barrister and my wife; he
had heard of our departure, and expressed his pleas-
ure at our return. Having said so much, he waited
to learn my business, eying Conners from under his
flabby lids and evidently suspecting an attorney.
[ could see that he was preparing to meet a declara-
tion of war which might involve some question of
property. The subject of the crime with him had
become a matter of the past.

He heard my opening statement with evident
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relief, for his manner assumed an unusual frank-
ness.

“Mr. Conners, Doctor, is my friend,” I said. “I
have told him of the depression under which we
continue to labor, and how much Mrs. Barrister
and my wife have suffered. He is good enough to
sympathize with me. He suggested that by this
time you might have something to offer in the way
of news. I have, therefore, ventured to bring him
with me to visit you.”

“He is very welcome, as you are,”” was the un-
expected answer, “but, alas! I have learned noth-
ing. The police were diligent enough at first, and
now know that there is really nothing to discover
but the remains of our unfortunate relative. There-
fore, they seem to have lost interest in the matter.”

“You were, of course, much distressed by the oc-
currence, Doctor?” said Conners.

“Naturally, sir,” replied the young man.

“Where were you when the gun was fired ?”’

“I was in the lower hall, with Edward Gray, the
butler. He can testify to that, and has done so.
Mrs. Sands entered from the rear of the house and
[ asked her to go to the study for a book. She met
Dr. Haslam there as he came from his apartments.
He had ‘evidently heard her step in the hall and,
prepared for the fateful moment, stood waiting. He
killed her ruthlessly. At the noise of the report I
ran up-stairs to find her dead. The explosion seemed
to shake the house, and the butler was too frightened
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to accompany me. Two officers were outside, and
heard it also. Their ring at the door prevented
Gray from following me."”

“Did you ask Gray to remain below?”

The young man smiled.

“Why, yes. I saw how he trembled, and my first
thought was of burglars. It occurred to me that
some one should remain below.”

‘There were other servants?”’

[}1« doctor looked annoyed. He made no reply.

“The butler was spared the terrifying sight which
afflicted you,” continued Conners, dryly. “May

look over the house, Doctor? The ;»u]im‘ have
done that thoroughly, of course, but I fancy you
could te Il us graphically of the matter, upon l}lv very
scene.’’

[ saw that Sadler now suspected the detective
in my companion, and his eyes glittered balefully.
The hatred he had always felt for me showed in
every line of his face. But apparently he had noth-
ing to conceal, and, wishing to render every assist-
ance in his power to the authorities, he speedily rose
to comply with our request.

“I remember it very graphically, at all event
he replied. “Come, gentlemen.”

We followed him up the stairs and into the room
where the murder had taken place. It was dark-
ened, but he stepped to the window and pulled up
the shade.

“There is a stain beneath that rug near you,” he
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said. “We have been unable to remove it, even
with acids. I shall have to have a section of the
floor taken up. It is not a pleasant thing to see.”

Conners looked about the chamber critically.

“Where was the gun found ?"”

“Here,” and the doctor indicated the spot at the
corner of the mantel.

“How did the piece of brass wire become attached
to the stock, which the officers noticed when they
first entered the room?”

“Which officer noticed it?"’ asked Sadler.

“I believe it was Flynn who spoke of it. You
were present at the inquest?”

Sadler smiled

“This is the first I have heard of it,”” he said.

“Of the wire?”’

“No; of the fact that it was noticed. It was a
loop used to hold back a refractory shutter yonder,
and it must have fallen from the frame about the
gun when Dr. Haslam placed it upon the floor. It
was not a very gentle deed which he had just per
petrated, and his actions were not studied. The
matter has no significance.”

“Do you think that Dr. Haslam was concealed

21

“Concealed ?

"

The young man answered quick-
ly, with his note of query.

“I mean, do you think he entered from his rooms
at the moment of Mrs. Sands’s coming, or was he
waiting for her here in the study?”

Dr. Sadler looked at him scornfully.

(o]
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“It surely matters little, but Dr. Haslam could
come or go at pleasure in his own house ; and he had
little difficulty in seeing Mrs. Sands at any moment.
He would have killed her in the parlor, in the pres-
ence of the whole world, having once resolved to do
so. He made no attempt at concealment.”

“But he fled.”

The lids of the young man drooped.

“Tt is the habit of criminals to flee,”” he T(’]!Ht‘ll‘

“Have you learned to think of your benefactor
in the light of a criminal?”

The eyes of the young man flashed, but he
his temper in check. I saw, however, that it was by

held
an effort, and that he resented the question.

“I shall always think of him with gratitude,” he
answered, “criminal or not.”

“Did Dr. Haslam speak to you?”

“He said nothing, but looked unutterable things.”

“I have thought it strange,” observed Conners,
musingly, and I fancied his manner assumed, “that
the doctor should have escaped so readily from the
house.”

The young man gave a whiff of disgust.

“Who are here who would have presumed to stop
him?” he said. “No one knew of a crime.”

[ thought the observation a trivial one myself,
but my companion continued his questions

“Did the servants speak to Dr. Haslam as he
passed through the kitchen—did they not inquire
of him the meaning of the gunshot they had heard ?”’

I
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Dr. Sadler hesitated. He fumbled with his hand-
kerchief, which he had taken from his pocket, and
stared vacantly at the floor.

“It 1s difficult to recall all these details,”” he re
plied, “but not the one in question. I have thought
it strange that the police did not make that inquiry
The truth 1s that Dr. Haslam left the house unseen.
The officers took it for granted that he left the
by the back stairway, because I said so; and
[ thought so until I found out differently. I did
not fail to question the servants as to this.”

house

“Did not the servants ask this question of their
fellow, Gray, Doctor? What the murderer said, and
how he acted, as he passed through the front ?”’

The eves of the young man flashed viciously

[t 1s quite possible,” he answered. “As I have
said, 1t 1s difficult to recall these details.”

“You appear to have attached some importance
to this yourself,”” persisted Conners

“Of course,” replied Dr. Sadler. “It was natural
that I should, since I found that I was mistaken in

the manner in which my benefactor, as you desig

asked Conners.

The ung man did not resent the question, and
[ listened with intense interest. 1 could not antici
pate what was coming, and I expected little ; but the

facts were revealing themselves in strangely differ
ent form. I knew, of course, that this could matter
little, but to me the whole subject was absorbing.

)
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“

’:, The police found every window bolted,” said
] the doctor, speaking slowly, and choosing his words
carefully. “As I stated to them that my father
passed down the back stairway, they presumed it
to be true, and that ended it. I thought it the
truth myself until, as I have said, I learned differ-
ently from the servants. There was but one other
mode of egress, since the windows were bolted, and
that was by means of a trap in the attic roof. It is
low to the eaves, and a ladder leads from the main
structure to the back building. The descent from
here to the yard is without difficulty. There is a
trellis near, upon which vines grow. I investigated,
and found that Dr. Haslam had used this avenue of
escape. The vines on the trellis were torn and pulled
aside, and I discovered his slipper on the roof of the
back building. It is here.”
He stepped to a closet and, taking the slipper from
a shelf, exhibited it to us.
‘You did not think it necessary to correct the erro-
neous impression of the police ?”’ observed Conners.
‘No,” returned Sadler, coolly. “It was entirely
unimportant, and you must recollect that I was deep-
ly attached to Dr. Haslam. I preferred that it be
thought that the deed was done in a moment of
berration of mind, as I in truth believe.”
‘Very singular,” muttered Conners, “when, as
: you say, Dr. Haslam was master in his own house
4 and could have left by means of the front-door—if
he had liked.’
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“No,” said Sadler, with a smile; “not when you
have thought about the matter. Dr. Haslam may
have heard the entry of the officers, and—criminals
become frightened.”

‘Did Dr. Haslam look frightened when you saw
him?”’

‘No,” replied the young man, reflectively. “ But
[ found the s]imwl‘ where I stated, and he lpl‘[ }»_\'
means of the roof. Come, I will show you.”

He led us to the attic, and as he ascended the
stairs he furtively touched his eyes with his hand-

kerchief. It was done with an obvious effort at
concealment, but I was conscious of the fact that
he \\‘1\'1 ed us to believe that he was affected

“Here 1s the door through which he passed,” he
said, indicating a trap, before which we paused. “I
found it unlatched on the following morning, and
took ;milh to close 1t.”

Conners turned away almost instantly

“This is unimportant,” he said. “Let us go into
the yard and inspect the trellis. Dr. Sadler can also
point out to us the position of the trap-door from
the outside

The young man led the way down -stairs with

"

evident alacrity, and, passing through the rear of

the house, we came to the paved space of yard be-

tween the back entrance and the stable. Here the

doctor eagerly indicated the trellis and pointed to
1

the mark of the opening in the roof.
“An obvious way of escape,” was the comment

Ol
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of Conners. “I think the papers stated that Dr
Haslam had been ailing for a week prior to this
matter. Was that correct?”

“Quite correct,” replied Dr. Sadler. “He vent-
ured down-stairs, however, two days before the kill-
ing, coming with me to inspect some paving which
had been completed in the stable.”

“Was Mrs. Sands with you?”

“Yes,” replied the young man, a malevolent light
in his eyes; “if the information is of importance to
you—DMrs. Sands was with us.”

We entered the stable, pausing at the threshold
to note a sheet of cemented floor stretching to the
farther wall. A great block of white stone lay near
the entrance, and about it were some half-filled bar
rels of lime or composition. A pile of concrete was
upon the dirt floor of an adjacent room, and thrown
upon it was a huge box. I judged it to be probably
ten feet long, with a depth of two or three feet, and
perhaps as many wide. All the surroundings ap
peared to me to be without significance, but Con
ners tapped the pavement sharply with his heel.

“The police, 1in their search, would scarcely neglect
to remember that a man who has disappeared
completely as has your adopted father might safely
lie under so excellent a covering,”” he said, blandly

Dr. Sadler smiled.

“They did not forget it,”” he replied. *“ The
sounded every foot of space here, in spite of the fact
that he was seen by every person in the house a day

/5
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after the job was completed and the workmen gone.
Dr. Haslam’s visit to the stable was to inspect the

work.

Why the police did this was a mystery to

me ; and it remains so, since they have not explained.
Having killed himself, Dr. Haslam could hardly
bury his own body under a bed of cement that was
set and hard while he was yet in the flesh. We
should have been glad enough to have found him to
bury him in a Christian manner, to say nothing of

obt wi!li!lj\‘ peace
“Of course,”

of mind regarding his fate.

)

said Conners. ‘“What is this stone ?”’

The doctor coughed slightly as Conners kicked a

huge block of granite with his foot, and instantly

my friend brought him under his keen eves; they

dwelled for a burning moment upon a face that
flushed and then paled, while the green orbs that
answered his danced shiftily.

‘A stone brought to repair a broken gate-post

(‘H[\‘]‘l!t“

It was a trifle large and white, by com

parison with the fellow it was to serve. Dr. Haslam

concluded to use it as a carriage-block in front and

Iy{'w )\ ]?(

10ther

There is nothing under it, you
wind the young man paused to laugh

“As ponderous as it is, the police turned it

use they gave attention to everv incident

Dr. Haslam’s attention. But the

not repaired until after the killing of

]

and the disappearance of my adopted

said Conners, quietly. “I observed the
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gate-post as we passed it, and I also saw some light
pieces of a broken framework amid a tangle of wires
thrown 1n a large box in the inner room of the stable
we have just left. What is it, Doctor?”’

‘I cannot say,” was the reply. “The servants
can perhaps tell you. I observed the fragments
myself, and thought they resembled a device upon
which to dry clothes.”

‘Very likely, Doctor,” responded Conners, cheer-
fully. “If you can now tell us what has become
of the piece of wire which was wrapped about the
stock of the gun when the police first saw it, and
vhether or not you have ever travelled in Persia, I
think we may call our visit over.”

[ started at the change which took place in Sad-
ler's countenance. He swung around as though
tung to the quick, facing Conners with an expres-
ion of such rage that I thought for a moment he
meant to leap at him. But the calm eyes that
met his chilled by their depth, and, shaking him-
elf as though to recover his shattered faculties
by some physical exertion, he replied in a voice
which trembled in spite of his efforts to steady it:

[ have never travelled in Persia, sir,”” he said.

The question is a strange one, and has so little
application to any of the matters we have con-
sidered that T must regard it as an intent to affront
me. If so”—and he grew white again with rage
that threatened to break through his control—" you
may, indeed, consider your visit over.”

2
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“This 1s very strange,”” said Conners, still regas
ing him closely, and nowise abashed. “I have my-
self travelled in Persia, and while in the study I saw
a book there on Eastern travel, with the contents
of which I am familiar. Hence, my inquiry was a
natural one.”

The lids above the .\']Il.f‘l'\' eyes again fluttered.

Ly«
““

[ beg your pardon,” half stammered the young
man. ‘I did not understand.”

‘I am the more surprised,” continued Conners,
coolly, “because of the fact that the book in ques-
tion was the volume for which you sent Mrs. Sands.”

The young man uttered a shriek of dismay. H
trembled violently and then lifted a menacing finger.

‘All this is idle and foolish!” he cried. *“ But
now I know that you are here to annoy and insult
me You show little consideration,” he continued,

turning on me fiercely, “in bringing this person here

in the time of my affliction to pick at me with in
sane guesses about an incident which we should
!

both treat with delicacy. You will not be wel-

CO1 ( n!

‘Very singular, truly, this sudden rage against
us on the part of Dr. Sadler,” said Conners, speaking
to me, but evidently seeking to disturb the young

man further. “Let us go.

“This wav,” cried Sadler, violently, as Conners
turned towards the exit to the side street *1 4o
not acccmpany my guests through the rear entrance.
This way!”
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He walked behind us to the front hall, and laid
his hand on the door as we passed to the front

One moment, Doctor!” cried Conners, lifting his
hand as though he had forgotten something, and
speaking suddenly. “You are a married man, are
ou not?”

The denial came through set teeth and with a
muttered oath.

“Alas!” said Conners, pausing upon the top step.
‘T have guessed the sad truth: you are a widower."

[he door slammed upon another shriek, to me

an expression of uncontrollable rage, and my con
P nion (]\'!"!.L d ‘~"!.11‘\' as we descended to :}‘t side
1 1 R 1 1 1
Comu he sai taking me by the rm and
irning about the house from Banning Street

“Let us linger for a moment where you may inspect
' te-post, set reverently up to complete the
rk which the untimely happenings relating to
Dr. Haslam unfortunately delayed. You will «

that it 1s a made stone, of cement, and of

b
color not in serious contrast with its older fellov
] 1s not wholly an excuse to let you understand
[ am watching the house, but if yvou will lift

to the rear upper window you wil

t our late host 1s still interested in our move

[ followed his suggestion, and instantly an abrupt
movement at the upper window brought the curtain

"0
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violently down. My companion laughed softly, and,
turning away, bent his steps in the direction of the
car-line.

“What does this mean?”’ I asked, as we waited
at a street corner. “I knew already that Sadler
was a knave, and I am surprised to find that he was
deceitful to the IH']iu‘, Of course he would be in
solent to us; we were fortunate to get into the house
at all But what have we discovered?”

Conners’s response to my question was entirely
irrelevant.

‘The Indians have a humane method of disposing
of their dead,” he observed—'humane in that it
does not shock the sensibilities of the living They
do not chill them in a tomb, nor hi them in the
earth as food for worms. They wrap them in skins
and furs and elevate them upon a platform above
the grass to wither and dry in the sunshine.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, in as-
tonishment.

‘Nothing of the slightest importance,” he an-
swered with a laugh. “But I think I am tired, no
matter what disposition I may have to be philo
sophical; and I suspect that you are also. Here
comes a car,”

He lapsed into one of his customary fits of silence,
and I did not speak to him again until we had
reached his quarters. Once more in his studio, his
demeanor changed. He threw aside his street coat
and, donning the loose and comfortable garment
8o
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which he always wore in his rooms, he surveyed his
pictures with his wonted fondness.

“Some day,” he said, “I shall read you a homily
on feminine beauty, but at present I must ask you
to admire the countenance of my brave Dupin.
Had he been with us we should scarcely have needed ¥

visit to the house on Banning Street. We have |
three propositions, however, which are certain:

‘1. The murderer of Mrs. Sands did not leave the
house after the committal of the deed;

“2. Yet the search of the police revealed appar-
ently every person therein; |

“3. And Dr. Sadler was undoubtedly below-stairs
at the time Mrs. Sands was killed above.

“A confusing array of absolute circumstances,
without others to explain them. You are already
in comfortable property, I believe, my friend, but
Dr. Haslam was reputed rich. Your wife’s mother
will inherit something.”

[ stared at him blankly.

“There is a will,” I replied, finally. “Of course
Sadler is the heir.”

“Never, as a matter of fact; but we must not get
into questions of law, Even his relatives would
scarcely contest with Mrs. Barrister under the cir-
cumstances—granting the will to run in his favor.”

“Even his rela— Why, my dear Conners, the
man is living, and years younger than Mrs. Bar- .
rister!”

“Living—perhaps. But let us consider our case.
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Dr. Sadler spoke falsely when he stated that he
saw your wife's uncle immediately following the
murder. If that were true, the police would have
seen him aiso, for it is clear that they made an im
mediate and thorough search. He spoke falsely

when he stated that Dr. Haslam x‘\.’l}'\rl. from the
house by means of the trap-door in the roof. Our
surprise was that he should flee at all. I left the
ttic V;‘mf‘ kly when I discovered at a glan tha
the trap in question : tened with a rusty pad
lock, both lock and hasp covered by the cobwebs
of months. There was no possible room for error,
and I feared that Dr. Sadler would note this, too;
had he done so, and spected me, he would havi
grown cautious in consequence. The police, accept

118 story as he told it, did not force him to the
alternative of the roof-trap theory.”

“But, my dear friend,” I protested, “where does
this lead us? The conclusions ‘which follow cannot

Sadler that he was a widower ?

“Because it was true,” replied Conners. “I was
interested in the case, as I stated to you, and, be-
fore your return, I looked it up somewhat., From
the facts stated in the newspapers, the significance

of which I carefully analyzed, my suspicions were
aroused. I went far enough to learn that he was
married about six months ago. He subsequently
lost his wife very suddenly.”

Conners’s manner attracted my attention, and he
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looked at me with an expression almost like humor
upon his face. I had scarcely anticipated a jest from
him on such a subject, and, as he averted his eyes,
[ said nothing, waiting for him to continue.

“I think we have accomplished enough for to-
day,” he said; “I want to assemble the facts as I
have gathered them, and perhaps submit them to
my friend Inspector Paul. He is a great detective

within limits. You may say to Mrs. Barrister
and your wife that your family will not rest long
under the stigma which they suppose is attached »
5 1K i

“That is cheering,” I replied, doubtfully. “I ¢
know they have a great deal of confidence in you.”

“That is cheering, too,”” he laughed.

[ left the studio, and as I passed along the hall i
[ heard the bell of his telephone ring sharply. Won- i
dering how much he would have to suggest to the ]
[nspector, I entered my office, and shortly after took
my way home.

I did not tell Jennie or any one else of my visit
to Banning Street, nor did I give them the message
sent by Conners. What I had heard only tended
to confuse me. Nothing had occurred to indicate
the whereabouts of Dr. Haslam or in any wise miti-
cate the heinous character of his crime. I could
not see that the fact that Sadler was a reprobate
had anything whatever to do with it.

The night which passed was a restless one for me.
Jennie and Mrs, Barrister were both indisposed, and,
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in consequence, I slept late the following morning,
appearing with the others in the breakfast-room
somewhat ruffled in temper. Our habits seemed to
have become demoralized since our return, and I
thought, somewhat morosely, of our former state
of contentment, and looked regretfully at the sad
countenances of the two women at the table.

But the morning paper had another surprise for
me in an article which I read aloud, and with an
excitement which made my words incoherent, and
necessitated many repetitions because of the eager
questions and excited exclamations with which my
two companions interrupted me. The article in ques-
tion was uncer black head-lines. It read as follows:

“The mystery of the disappearance of Dr. Charles
Haslam has been solved at last. Far from being
the murderer of his housekeeper, Mrs. Martha Sands,
as has been generally supposed, Dr. Haslam was
himself ‘the victim of an assassin. His body was
yesterday discovered in a cement gate-post at his
late residence, and Dr. Jerome Sadler, Dr. Haslam’s
own adopted son, has, by committing suicide, prac-
tically confessed himself guilty of the murder of
the man who so befriended him, and of a woman
whom, ondy a short time ago, he made his wife.

‘As a whole, this tragedy makes one of the most
sensational chapters in the criminal history of this
city. Seldom has there been chronicled a more hor-
rible and repulsive series of facts than those which
84
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relate to the killing of Mrs. Martha Sands at the

house of Dr. Charles Haslam, on Banning Street, in

Brooklyn. The terrible crime that sent the unfort-

unate woman to her grave has now been followed
1

oghastly suicide, and three persons are dead as

| 1
1

1t of the evil and ingratitude of a wretch

hom a generous and confiding old man took into

‘ nfidence and affection. Until yesterday it was
lieved by the public and police that Mrs. Sand
at the hands of Dr. Haslam. An obscure

; from the records of a Westchester magistrate ;
book of Oriental travel pierced by a scarcely per-
lt'r‘il“wtl }w"\ ”:I‘H"{"_h '\]‘.]\"ll was wll‘i\\’l d ]’il<l HI-
brass wire: an ingenious mechanism constructed to
hold a gun at the deadly level of a human head
ked 1 reen cloth; certain marks where it

ittached to the study floor in Dr. Haslam’s
; the presence of fragments of brass wire about
he fatal gun while it was yet smoking

rom its discharge: together with other unearthed

the breech of t

1dence which discloses a depth of human de-
pravity—all shrewdly fitted together, have tended to

| the truth and tell a story which reads like a
age from an Italian romance of the Middle Ages.

“Here are the facts: Nearly two years ago Dr
Charles Haslam, attracted by the person and talents

a young medical student by the name of Jerom
Sadler, took him into his household, and later made
him his son by adoption. The inmates of the Ban-
ning Street house consisted at that time of Dr
05
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Haslam and four servants, including the house-
keeper, Mrs. Martha Sands, a woman of unusual
personal attractions. Although some years older
than the young man who was the subject of Dr.,
Haslam’s favor, this difference in age did not pre
vent the development of a singular regard between
them, of which fact Dr. Haslam became recently

\

“The voung man had firmly intrenched himself

t] ffect s of his lonely patron, and bv du
plicity | adroitn he was enabled to mislead him.
He denied the existence of any intimate relation-
hip |1 en himself he handsome housekeeper,

‘  grave injustice
to the woman. The displeasure of his benefactor
hus all I. Later, however, the woman open-
ly declared that the young man had married her;
and that since, under the fear of discovery, which

might 1 n the loss of his posttion in the house of

hi pted father, he had attempted her life by
NOIS She even sought the police with a view of

making her charge public, when Dr. Haslam, to
ave scandal and prevent a rumor of his disturbed

becoming known in the
ighborhood, intervened as a peacemaker.

“The sfrain upon the old man resulted in a fit of
illness, during which time a reconciliation was ap-
parently effected between himself and his adopted
son. Upon this same afternoon Dr. Haslam, feeling
better, accompanied Dr. Sadler down -stairs and

SO
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went with him to the stable, where some paving
had been finished in the carriage-room. The coach-
man, who was present, left at that moment, and
the stable-hands were absent. The time was pro-
pitious for the crime. A fiendish opportunity for
concealing the deed appealed to the young man, and
he hastened to take ¢ F
dopted father down from behind by a blow with
hatchet, he killed him instantly. It 1s 1
and there is evidence to sustain the theory, that he

advantage of it. Striking his
elieved,

was assisted in this work by the wretched woman
who was to suffer death so shortly herself

“Secure now in the possession of the premises,
and while the servants supposed that Dr. Haslam
was in the retirement of his chamber, still suffering
from the indisposition which had kept him within
doors for the previous week, Dr. Sadler erected an
infernal trap designed to destroy his unhappy ac-
complice. This consisted of a framework made of
lathing, arranged to carry a gun at the proper height
and discharge it by means of a wire. The whole
was concealed by a green cloth thrown over the
structure. The wire, which connected with the set
trigger, passed beneath a table before the muzzle
of the concealed weapon attached to a book that
was placed thereon. The terrible contrivance was
erected so as to make failure impossible, and well
calculated to deceive and mislead by its results.
A chair and a sofa were placed before the table so
that the intended victim, to reach the book, must
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of necessity present herself directly in front of the
masked weapon. His trap secure, the murderer set
it when alone, and, descending to the lower floor of
the house, he remained in the company of the butler

}
Il

while Mrs. Sands was carelessly requested to fetc
him a book lying on the table in the study above
The woman obeyed and met her instant death
‘Frightened by the explosion, the butler readily
ybeved the injunction of his master to wait below
while the cause of the disturbance wns investigated
by himself; and, hurrying to the scene of his work,
Dr. Sadler removed the deadly mechanism from
before the body of his victim, and calmly asserted
that the deed was done by his adopted father
‘Here follows a statement which must beggar
human belief. When Dr. Haslam was murdered
in the stable every facility was at hand for a re
markable concealment of the body. It immediately
suggested itself to the unnatural murderer, if, in
deed, he had not reasoned it out before and be
guiled the old man to the spot for the very purpose
of perpetrating the crime. A large box-mould, used
by the workmen in mixing the cement for a broken
gate-post, lay in the stable. Its form was strange-
ly appropriate for the fell purpose for which it was
subsequently used, and its bottom was well covered

with the liquid mixture. Into this the murderer

threw the body, and, covering it carefully with the
sand and cement that lay about, smoothed the
plastic mass in the mould.
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“Here the body lay within the hardening ceraent
until the following day, when the murderer had the
now solid block removed from the box. The work-
men who had laid the cement floor of the stable
were recalled, and the block was erected at the en-
trance to the yard.

“The unravelling of the mystery attached to the
murder of the woman, and the discovery of the ap-
palling crime which makes this murder distinctive,
were due to the marvellous detective skill of In-
spector Paul. This efficient officer, from the first,
was dissatisfied with the conclusion that Dr. Has-
lam was guilty of the killing of his housekeeper.
The high character of the doctor was at variance
with both the crime and the guilty flight.

“The strange hiding-place selected by the mur-
derer for the body of his victim was discovered in
a manner to reflect lasting credit upon the deductive
mind that reasoned it out, and will rank Inspector
Paul among the safest of our secret guardians of the
public safety. During a visit to the house in Ban-
ning Street he happened carelessly upon a book of
Oriental travel pierced by a piece of brass wire.
Remembering that this was similar to the wire
which enveloped the breech of the fatal shotgun,
he was enabled to connect it with the broken frag-
ments of the trap found in the stable, and later to
put together the theory which the facts proved to
be true. But in the book in question he found a
well-thumbed chapter which told a grim story of a
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method of torture in Persia; it detailed a practice
on the part of the cruel authorities of enveloping
criminals in a mould of plaster of Paris, or cement,
and letting the substance set about their bodies
until the unfortunate victims were lost, entombed
forever in a solid mass. Inquiry developed that the
book was a favorite one of Dr. Sadler’s.

“Dr. Jerome Sadler killed himself by taking prus-
sic acid in the library of the Banning Street resi-
dence late yesterday afternoon, immediately fol
lowing the demolition of the gate-post by th
authorities. The coroner will hold an inquest thi
morning.”’
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The Adventure of the Counterfeiters

F what are you thinking ?”’ asked LeDroit
Conners. He sat before his familiar eas
his brush poised as usual above an unfinished pict
ure. He had painted with more avidity of late, be
cause there had been seemingly nothing beyond the
routine of his life to distract his attention. Now,
s always, his art busied itself with the face of
woman, like the many that adorned the walls of his
studio. The light from the colored window above
fell upon his thoughtful face, emphasizing its sad
ness, and showing, with the long lashes which shaded
“ his eyes, the arch of sable brow. There was noth-
¢ ing effeminate about him, notwithstanding his dilet
tanteism; he was compact of form and of unques
tioned strength.,

“Primarily, I was thinking of you,” I replied, “and
also a story by Poe which I was reading last night.
My wife never tires hearing about you, of vour studio
with its bust of the great poet, the raven stretched
above it, and your pictures of the Chevalier Du-

pin.”
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‘Your wife is very good to speak of me and think
of me. Ah! the Chevalier! A great man, sir. You
know my views as to crime—the germ of the beast
in our blood, which under stress constantly breaks
down the barriers called laws, erected by society
to guard itself. ‘And Liberty plucks Justice by
the nose, the baby beats its nurse, and quite athwart
goes all decorum,’ as Shakespeare has it. What a
study! So long as men love women, wealth, and
wine, so long will they err to the very shadow of
death. None better understood this than the un
happy poet of whom you spoke. He had the gift
of divination also. You have often heard me
sav soO "

‘You say ‘also’ with more than yvour custom
ary frankness,” I replied. “The implication is un
mistakable; you have the gift so marvellously de
veloped that there was a sufficient reason for my
thought.”

He paused in his work; his brow contracted. I

shifted uneasily in my seat in the fear that I had
offended him, but his tone reassured me

‘You say a gift developed; perhaps. Rather an
instinct, as the faculty of scent te the blood-hound
and the acute ear to the hare, an unfailing sight
to the hawk and a sense of touch to the serpent.
Deductive knowledge depends on reason, but in-
spiration is an exalted —no, perhaps I should say
an acute sense of something else. The beasts, un
clothed except by nature and unfed except by sea-
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son and conquest, must make existence out of an
absolute impression of certainty that is neither
analytical nor deductive. I fear I am in that cate-
gory, my dear fellow. I know things because I
know them—that is, some things.”

He laughed at the look I fixed upon him,

“Do you know Edgar Parton?” he asked, as if to
change the subject.

“A young man in the bank, down below ?”

‘Yes.”

[ knew him slightly: a handsome, well-mannered
young paying - teller in the Eagle National Bank,

institution which occupied the great offices on
the ground-floor of the structure in which we were
housed [ nodded

“Well, he was a central figure yesterday, with in
terest attaching to him yet. Perhaps the excite-
ment occurred after you left, since you have not
mentioned it. Didn’t you see an account of the
matter in the papers this morning ?”’

‘I missed it,”” I replied. “What was it?"”

“He was arrested in the bank had the hand-
cuffs put on him right before his fellow-clerks, and
doubtless spent last night in jail.”

“What charge?”’ I asked. *“Theft?”

“No,” said Conners—‘“worse. The charge might
be theft, for he has robbed the bank pretty heavily,
but the arrest was for counterfeiting. The govern-
ment officers have been watching him for weeks,
and yesterday they caught him. They had evi-
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dence to justify his arrest some time ago, but de-
ferred it in the hope of getting his confederates also.
They wanted the plates from which he worked, but
his methods were so strenuous that they couldn’t
wait—he wouldn’t permit it.”

“This is a surprise,” I said, in a shocked voice.
‘He certainly didn’t look the part.”

“No,” said Conners, with an air of meditation;
‘I was surprised myself. I have nothing more
than the facts as stated by the papers, slightly sup-
plemented by a brief word with the cashier this
morning. I went in to cash a check, and, of course,
the clerks were full of it.”

“What did he get?”

‘More than the bank cares to tell. The counter-
feit bills are of its own issue; that’s where his peo-
ple are mad. They got wind of it yesterday, and
reported it to the police by telephone; then they
learned that the government already had him un-
der surveillance. His method was ingenious. He
brought the spurious bills into the bank, paid them
out to unsuspecting customers, and took their face
value in good money. His bogus paper thus wan-
dered out "i1to the community to get into hands that
could never trace it back to its source.”

“Shréwd, indeed, if the counterfeit was a good
one,”” I said. ‘“How was he found out?”

Conners laughed.

“ A singular fatality. A customer received a pay-
ment and went to the desk to count it. He saw
04
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two bills which so excited his interest that he
stepped into the president’s office to mention the
matter. The incident was entirely fortuitous, and
the customer suspected nothing but a mistake.
The president at once discovered a counterfeit. A
‘good one,” do vou say? Why, the spurious bills
were so excellently done that they could not be
distinguished from the genuine. A dangerous bill,
that ?"’

“Surely—if I understood you,” I replied.

“There were several of these bills,”” Conners con-
tinued, “of the character of which I spoke. The
president knew that some were spurious, but he
could not detect which,”

IU!IHL\'\'”;I(‘,” I ,\.’1]"].

‘No,” persisted Conners, smiling; “the bills dis-
closed a counterfeit, but not the counterfeit.”

[ shook my head incredulously.

‘The truth,” he continued. “The only diffi-
culty with the bills was in their numbers—they
were duplicated. This was what the customer dis-
covered, and it disclosed either error or fraud. A
mistake of that character being impossible, the
president was at once alarmed.”

“T see,”” I said.

‘The bank detective was immediately summoned,
and he stated with some confusion that he was fa-
miliar with the matter; that the federal and local
authorities had told him several days since to
watch Parton closely, but to say nothing to his
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superiors, a command which he was bound to obey.
Parton was instantly called to the president’s office
and questioned. He was frightened, confused, and
finally broke down, but vehemently protested his
innocence. The detective then brought to the
private office from the teller’s desk a package of
new bills in the familiar wrapper of the bank. They
were carefully inspected, and it was decided that
they were undoubtedly spurious. Parton was the:
arrested. I am sorry for him, for he promised bet

ter than that.”

“This is interesting,” I said, “for the man is in
teresting. I rather liked him. How about your
intuitions now? Have you suspected him for
thief ?”’

“T thought little about him at first,” replied
Conners, carelessly, “but, as all such matters ap
peal to me, I have thought about him since.”

‘“To what effect?”” I asked, smiling. “Remem-

ber vour rule as to making up a conclusion and find
ing the facts to fit it. Is he guilty or not guilty ¢’

‘You have not quite stated my rule,” Conners
laughed; “but I have not allowed myself an im-
pression. I am as yet not sufficiently informed to
justify «4t.”

There came a faint tap on the door.

“They always knock,” he muttered. “Come in!”
he cried.

Two women entered. One was tall, and dressed
in black. She was elderly, evidently a widow, with
06
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an attractive face in spite of its expression of care,
and now showing traces of tears. Her companion
was scarcely more than a girl. I could see that
Conners was startled, as I was, at her singular
beauty. She was slight, petite, with golden hair
and eyes of deepest blue. She, also, was dressed in
black, but the dark clothes only enhanced her love
liness—their effect was not sombre, being lightened
at the throat and showing here and there an evi-
dence of color.

The couple regarded us hesitatingly and with
some embarrassment as we both arose to greet them.
Then the elder woman came forward eagerly.

“Mr. Conners?’’ she said.

‘Yes,” responded my companion with a bow
looking at her inquiringly.

“Oh, Mr. Conners!”’ she exclaimed. “I am Mrs.
Parton. My son, Edgar, has been arrested.”

She gave way to a flood of tears, her face buried
in her handkerchief. Conners instantly pushed a
chair before him and assisted her to a seat. He
then gave his attention to her companion, who dis

)

played an increased confusion, standing helplessly
at the side of the other. She was affected by the
grief of the elderly woman, but, in spite of this,
her gaze wandered about the room, resting curious
ly on the ornamented walls, the draperies, and the
strange appointments.

[ felt that I ought to withdraw and made a motion
to do so, but a gesture from Conners halted me. I
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was glad of an excuse to remain, and therefore seated

myself again.

a;g “Mr. Conners,” resumed the lady, when she had
Lt sufficiently recovered her composure to speak, “I
- have just seen my son in prison—a dreadful place.
He is in deep distress, and begged me to come to
To me?” exclaimed Conners, in surprise. He
looked at me with a glance of inquiry, but I shook
my head. I divined his thought, but the ladies were
ers to me
i “Edgar 1s all I have, and we are Hlnift‘. lone,” the
elder woman said. ‘“We have few friends, and you
have spoken kindly to him in the bank. He is sus-
picious now of such friends as we have, and did not
¥ know to whom to turn. He mentioned you, and
i then begged me to see you.”
§ Conners became thoughtful. He looked upward
vith the expression so familiar to me

“Did he mention the fact that I had an account
at the bank?”’ he asked

He did,” replied the lady. “He said that the

count was a large one, and he knew that your

resources were large. How he knew this I cannot
tell, of course. There is no harm in such knowledge,
is there?”

“A bad sign,” I thought, as I caught Conners’s
eye. ‘‘This is exactly the aid a shrewd and cunning
rascal would seek. He would send his mother and
lovely young sister to play upon the sympathies of
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one who might powerfully influence the bank.” 1
knew that Conners did not lack money, but I had
not before suspected that his resources were such as
this indicated.

“What aid did he request?” asked my friend at
1ast

‘He did not say,” replied the lady. “T fancied,
at first, you were a lawyer. We, of course, must ar-
range in some manner for his defence. He is inno-
cent, Mr. Conners—I pledge you a mother’s word

[ thought a mother’s word exceedingly unreliable
in such a case, and pricked up my ears as the young
woman now spoke,

“He was attracted by vour face, Mr. Conners,”
she said, “having often seen you in the bank. He
has spoken of you to me many times. Once he paid
vou some money and immediately you returned
two bills through the wicket; they were old and

\se. He was able to trace them and save himself
loss, but your quickness so interested him that he
never foreot it. ‘I am innocent,” he said to me
this morning ; ‘I am innocent, and Mr. Conners can
help me.””

My friend laughed shortly.

“I recall the circumstance,” he said; “a year ago,
too.”

Again he was thoughtful, and then his manner
changed. I observed a sharp and awakened in-
terest.
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“But there is another reason why we appeal to
you, Mr. Conners,” said Mrs. Parton. “We have a
friend on the police force, a man whom my husband
aided years ago. I fancy he could not openly as-
sist Edgar, considering the evidence, but he men-
tioned vour name to us both. Edgar was quick to
understand him.”

“Too quick,” was my mental comment.

“Ah,” observed Conners. “Is your friend an
inspector?”’

The lady made no reply, and Conners laughed
again

“I will help your son, madam,” he said. “I am
prepared to aid him by every means in my power.”

“Oh, thank you!” exclaimed Mrs. Parton, again
giving way to tears. ‘ Forgive me, sir, but I am
greatly relieved. I felt so helpless because there
seemed no one to whom I could appeal. I could
have died with grief, and yet I could not bear the
thought of leaving my boy. There is something in
your voice that gives me a strange encouragement.”

[ felt it also — an indefinable something which
told me that her plea had touched Conners deep-
ly, and that it excited all his powers. I waited with
renewed attention, conscious now that I was to see
another manifestation of the wonderful ability of
which I had had ample proof.

“He 1s a good son,” continued Mrs. Parton, with
vehement emotion. “He is incapable of any crime.
Ever since his father died he has been tender, solici-
I00
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tous, and true. I know the partiality of a mother,
and how often we are blinded to faults in those we
love: but I cannot be mistaken here. He was am
bitious and industrious, and has risen to his posi-
tion in the Eagle Bank without friends or influence.
He began as a minor clerk in another bank, and, by
merit alone, won the post of teller in the institution
he is said to have betraved. Why should he throw
his character in the beginning of his caree:
he had worked so hard to attain it? It was
all he had.”
[ saw Conners’s eyes flash: he looked at me with
a strange expression, and I knew that his first 1m
pression had come. When he spoke I was surprised
at the emotion he displayed.
‘Having the blessing of such a mother,” he said,

T

[ am sure he would yield only to some great tempta-

He looked at the younger woman from the corner
of his eye, and continued :

[ell me of him—speak freely, and tell me all
vou know of this. Let me know his habits, rela
tions, and hopes. Later I will see him at the prison,
but you can tell me of matters of which he may not

‘It is so like a horrible dream,”’ said Mrs. Parton.
“That my boy should be arrested! He was en-
gaged to be married shortly. Miss Allen—Louise
Allen here—is his betrothed. She is an orphan and
lives with her brother who has a men’s furnishing
I0I
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store up-town. Mr. John Gordan, a fellow-clerk of
Edgar’s, lives with them, and it was through John
that Edgar met Louise. John is heart-broken at
Edgar’s misfortune, and it is no consolation to him
that he succeeds to Edgar’s window at the bank. I
saw his face at the familiar opening as I stopped in
with the hope of speaking to the president, and he
was so full of grief that he could not look at me.
Louise says he did not sleep at all last night, and

came to the breakfast-table this morning looking

as though he had lost a dear relative We have no
friend who is a lawyer, and did not wish to employ
one, so certain were we that Edgar would not be
long suspected Jut John said this morning that
we must emplov counsel, and said that he would
advise us to whom we must go. We saw Edgar at
th 1 " :

meantime, and he suggested that I come
to you. Do you know of some one whom we may
trust? It is so dreadful to be poor!”

She struggled bravely with her emotions, and
Conners came to her relief.

Let me have your address, dear madam,” he
said. "I will see your son and later call on you.
At present I doubt if you can help me more. Does
Miss Allen live near you?"”

“I live in the next block,” said the young lady,
speaking for herself. “Perhaps I ought to say, Mr.
Conners, that John was afraid to interest himself
too actively in Edgar’s behalf, because he worked
with him in the same bank. To do so might hurt
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him without aiding Edgar; and my brother, on
John’s account, was sensitive also. They thought
[ ought to stay away from both the jail and Mrs.
Parton’s until matters were a little clearer, but I
am really glad I came. Mrs. Parton wished me to.”
‘“You were formerly engaged to Mr. Gordan, were
u not?"” asked Conners. “Oh,” he said, lifting
hand as she started and then hung her pretty
¢ often have to ask questions, like a doc
tor or a lawyer, no matter how unpleasant. Yor
nswer. I know it as though you had told

need not g
1ld name the time you broke with him

L oclll
me, and I cot
But that is sufficient now

She did not answer, although the color heightened

in her face. Conners did not look at Mrs. Parton,
but took the address she gave him and went with
them into the hall towards the elevator. 1 waited
his return.

‘T have a theory!” I cried, as he re-entered.

“Indeed?”’ he laughed. “Then you must be a
part of the investigating committee and help these
ladies out Will you come with me?”’

“Certainly,” I answered. “Where?”

“Several places, but first to the bank. They

should have additional facts by this time, and we

should know them, since we are in for it now
in earnest. They will not refuse me, as you can
guess, in view of what you have heard of my stand-

ing there. We can forgive young Parton his loose

tongue, however, if he is guilty of nothing worse.”
103
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He made himself ready, meantime, and, going to
the elevator, we descended to the first floor and en-
tered the bank. Conners called for the president,
and we were ushered into his private office. He was
smooth, fat, bald, and florid; he was also benign,
regretful, and prejudiced.

‘1 am ¢lad some one 1s interested in voung Par

ton’s behalf,”” he said, when Conners had finished
] statement as to his busine | u de

1 tO 1 ire him counsel e will be most 1m
partial in the matter, although the crime is some

thing to udder at. Think of it! Counterfeit

money dealt out through the window of a national

bank—1it orrible!

He perspired heavily under the mere influence o
4 4 ‘v
(‘,M LITOUY 1)

There 1s no doubt of his guilt,” he continued,

when he could calm himself. “The young man was
caught with the goods on him, as Flury says.”
“Flury 1s vour detective?”’ observed Conners.
A erry Flur
“Your employés are bonded, of course, Mr. Jonas?"

‘Yes, sir, and it covers this cgse,”’ cried the presi-
lent, with |v‘1:v[»h‘x\i;\, “We don’t care about the
unterfeiting ; but it is our loss that interests me
The counterfeiting is a government matter, but his

heft 1s ours. I don't care what the bonding com-

“Who succeeds Parton, Mr. Jcnas? You will

pardon us, but we are interested, as I have said
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“Glad to help you,” responded the president,
heartily, doubtless in recollection of the account to

my companion’s credit. “John Gordan has his
position now—a worthy and reliable young man;
a friend of Parton’s—but all the clerks were his
friends. They will be glad to repudiate him now.
Such is the punishment entailed by crime.”

“Are there any further facts?”’ asked Conners.

o ,\m]wh' to settle all doubt,” ]‘L‘])]ik‘l] the [!I'vxi«}('m.
‘Parton’s rooms have been searched and more
counterfeit money found; also a part of a broken
plate and certain engraving tools—not the plate
with which this work was done, but a part of a
poorer attempt. Parton was once a lithographer
and an engraver of rare promise. The firm with
which he once worked has been found. Such things
always crop out in moments of emergency. He was
searched at the jail and some important memoranda
found on the back of a card in his possession.
Flury took a copy.”

He handed Conners a paper which bore certain
marks, as follows:

‘“J. Harding.

No. 633,722. Fld. Mch. 18th.

/
Allowed. At last
Bdwy Bank $5000. A.
Seamans Svg. $s5000 M.”

Conners copied the notations in his common-
place book and returned the sheet to Mr. Jonas.
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the operation is by means of a gang,” he said. )

“Counterfeiters usually work in company, and

“Could Parton have had confederates in the
bank?”’

“Good Heavens, I hope not!” ejaculated the
president, with a start. “And yet, we never doubt-
ed him.”

He touched a button at his desk in nervous haste

“Tell Flury I want him,” he said to a clerk who
answered.

[In a moment the bank detective made his ap
pearance, a short, thick-set man, with a large
mustache and the unmistakable air of the pri-
vate ]"‘li\\‘, He was dressed in the square - cut
coat and striped trousers of his class, his stiff
checked shirt and florid tie in keeping with his
countenance.

“This i1s Mr. Conners, Flury,” said the president,

ignoring me and indicating my friend. “He is a
customer of the bank and is interested in the Par- f
ton case.”’ &
[ saw the detective covertly watching us. He
knew us both as tenants of the building and doubt-
less the details of our offices and habits. His de-
meanor suggested much.
“There won’t be no trouble,” he laughed. “We :
nipped this thing early.”

“Mr. Conners suggests that counterfeiters in-
variably have confederates, and we know that they
usually work in gangs. That is a matter for the
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authorities, but I trust that Parton has no con-
federates in the bank.”

“There ain’t a man in the bank but what is as
level as this floor,” said Flury, earnestly, his face
flushing a deeper red. ‘ Most all of them is in bed
by ten o’clock every night, and them that ain’t is
simply in nice society, with dances and such. We
know them all down to the breakfast -table the
next mornin’.”

“Who were Parton’s associates?’’ asked Conners

“Well, Gordan for one, and he throwed him down
the minute he sees him dishonest. I gets the tip
as to the engraving firm from Gordan. Of course,
he's sorry, as we all are, but that don't make no
difference. Gordan is broke up over the thing, and,
although he gets Parton’s window, he’s that gener
ous that it don’t count. But I suspects,” and the
detective chuckled, “that he falls heir to the girl
also.”

“What girl?"’ asked the president

“Parton is engaged to marry a young woman
up-town that Gordan is sweet on. The fact is, Par
ton cuts him out, but Gordan is that broad-minded
that it’s all square with him, and he don’t bear
malice. It’s your Christian kind that makes bank
people safe, and Gordan’s in that class. He stays
honest, gets Parton’s job, and wins back his girl.
[t sure proves the rule that virtue is its own re-
ward.’

“You may go, Flury,” said the president.
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“Wait!” said Conners, sharply. “What were
Parton’s habits before this trouble?”

“Best in the world, on the face,” replied the de-
tective. ‘“No drinkin’ and no gamblin’ so far as I
can find out. But he had some nights that we
can't account for, and we learns this mornin’ that
he runs an account in the name of his sweetheart in
another bank, a saver on Broadway.”

“Do you suspect confederates?”’

“The police and federal secret people do. Of
course he knows where the bills are made, and if
we hadn’t been so sudden we might have found the
shop; but that wasn’t my fault, and certainly it
ain’'t my business.”” He shrugged his shoulders care-
lessly.

‘Who searched his rooms?” asked Conners.

“The Washington secret-service people.”

“Were you there?”

“Yes.”

“What was found?”

“Enough to fix him. Some tools in his bureau-
drawer and some bills. There were moulds in his
trunk and several bottles of acid for etching. There
was an old plate and a bundle of good paper.”

“It looks bad,” observed Conners, gloomily.

“Yes—or good!” laughed the detective

Conners nodded his head, and, at a sign from the
president, Flury withdrew.

“May I talk with Gordan?" asked Conners.

“Certainly,” said the president. “I presume
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Parton’s lawyer will see him in due time, but any
thing you may learn now will go to help the case
in the end.”

To my surprise, he seemed in no manner annoyed
at this apparently gratuitous investigation, and my
respect for my companion was necessarily increased
Evidently his account was large, since it procured
for him such consideration. The president called

his clerk, and gave instructions that some one re
lieve Gordan at his window, and in a few minutes
the young man stood before us. He was a frank
ind good-looking fellow, but his demeanor was sub-
dued and his countenance grave. He evidently

suspected that we were officers or lawyers. Con-
ners made no explanations, but questioned him at
‘How long have you known Parton?”
‘We have been friends from boyhood

he asked.
"’ replied
the young man

‘Intimate?”’

‘Yes, sir.”’

‘Did you like him ?”’

‘I loved him as a brother, sir.”

“What prompted you to reveal to the officers the
fact that he had been an engraver?”

Gordan flushed, looking steadily at the carpet.

‘It was a circumstance with which I was famil-
lar, and I thought it should be known. I knew that
he wanted to keep the fact a secret, and I felt that
he was doing himself an injustice. It was sure to
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come out, and the sooner the better for him. Candor
was all that could save him now.”

“And you wished him saved?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Notwithstanding the fact that he had inter-
rupted your relations with Miss Allen?”

“That is an old matter,” replied the young man,
with a look of surprise. “Did he speak of 1t ?”

“No,” said Conners.

“Then I shall not.”

[ saw a peculiar expression come into Conners’s
face. He half smiled, but said nothing.

‘I would think Parton innocent, if I dared,”
continued Gordan, with a furtive glance at the
president.

“The observation does you credit,” said Mr.
Jonas.

“Thank you, sir,” said Gordan.

“That is all,” said Conners.

The young man withdrew, but I caught a parting
glance at my friend which I conceived to be one of
dark malignity. Conners rose, and I did likewise.

“I am grateful to you, Mr. Jonas,” he said.

‘Not at all,” replied the president, as he bowed
us out.

“We will go to the jail,” said Conners, as we
paused in the hall. “When we have seen Parton
I can report progress.”

“I hope so,” I laughed. “Thus far you have
learned nothing with which to comfort him.”
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! He looked at me with his enigmatical smile; his
face had the expression that it had worn in the
eventful moments of my previous experiences with
him, and I grew thoughtful. But I could think of
no reason for any confidence on his part, unless he
was satisfied as to Parton’s guilt. My own theory
had gone.

Upon our arrival at the prison we found that Par-
ton had been taken into a waiting-room next to the
office, where he was in company with his mother and
Miss Allen; they had come to see him, and had been
allowed an interview alone. But as we were ushered »

’ in, at his request, I noted some drawn curtains at

a high window and felt sure that he was under sur-

veillance. In a case of such importance no oppor-

tunity would be spared to secure evidence, and,
doubtless, from behind the draperies a witness was
listening to, and recording, any statement he might
make which would be deemed important to the gov
ernment. If Conners noted it, his countenance gave

v

no sign,

“Ah, thank you, Mr. Conners!” cried Parton,

coming forward, while the two women rose from

1 their seats. “My mother has told me how kindly
you received her,”

Conners shook hands with him. We seated our-

2 " . G i

b selves and I had time particularly to observe him. i
His face showed the effect of his trouble and a night

, in custody, but he did not look a criminal. There

was a certain refinement in his features, and a look
)
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S s ) S

about his eyes suggesting a resemblance to his
mother. I felt an instant of pity for him, although
certain of his :;11111

How long have you known that M Wert
vatched ked Conner
{\‘ wn 1t ! ( ‘I‘il € i LN« 1ne n, 1n 11
1 \\1 my 1 L Camme 11k :I derb '1’
[ had not th famtest dea ot n trouble unt {1
ummoned to the president’s office [ don’t
know now that I e been watched.”
[t was a careful answer, but his manner was dis-
turbed and un

‘“You passed counterfeit bills through your win-
dow, and others were found among the moneys
had in charge; further M]l\', with unlawful instru
ments, were found in your rooms; you are an ex
pert engraver, which fact you seem to have been
reluctant to reveal, and you have large deposits in
two savings-banks, one on Broadway.”
ury had mentioned
only one. His mother looked .‘xl‘.!']ﬂ‘i\'\'i Iso.

‘How did you know of this?’’ asked Parton

‘One account i1s to the credit of Miss Allen: t

1
|

[ looked at him in \'11‘w'i\«'; F

1
|

1e
other to your mother.
“I.do not understand,” said Parton, wearily.
“Flury mentioned the fact of one: I surmised the
other. You may remember that I 1

he past year as you came from two differ-

N»\\(u to vou
twice in t
ent institutions. Upon each occasion you carried

a bank-book.”
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S Parton said nothing,

h “Your friend thought proper to mention your
skill as an engraver. You should have anticipated

e him.”

‘My friend?”’

“(}HI"‘i.!H,”

“Damn him!” exclaimed the young man, fiercely,

[ vith a glance at the girl, who shrank away. “He

1 has my place. Flury said that, too.”

et us not be too hard on Mr. Gordan as yet,”

observed Conners. “I have certain curious mem-

randa here, with which you are familiar. Do you

care to explain them?”’

1 Conners drew forth his book and exhibited the copy
he had made from the sheet in the president’s office.
[ do not care to explain now,” replied Parton,
rmly. “I am pledged to silence. I do not deny
1 the fact of the money.”
«\ > 2 " - \ -ce y

You cannot deny it,”” returned Conners, coolly.

1 ‘Oh, Edgar!”’ exclaimed Mrs. Parton. “What

this mean? We have been poor, and you never
mentioned having any money to me.”
e “It was a surprise—I could not, mother,” replied
the young man.
“ Let the explanation wait, madam,” said Conners.
“A pledge should be kept, and I do not think the

1 worse of your son for his statement. We will speak
of the counterfeit bills.”
1 “I know nothing of them,” cried Parton, pas-

S1( lIlJil(‘]\'.
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“These bills have been passed by you for weeks."”

‘“They have not!”’ he cried.

There is no doubt of it,” replied Conners. * Per-
haps you did not know it.”

The voung man made a gesture of despair.

“The bills were remarkable in character,” con-
tinued Conners, “and you might well be pardoned
for not knowing it, if you are guiltless.”

The young man made another gesture, looking
towards the ;'ill

‘You have no business here, Louise,” he said

This is my mother’s place, perhaps, but you
did not know you were engaged to marry a felon.
The quicker you desert me the better. I deserve

The girl went white about the lips. She looked
piteously at Parton, and then at us. Her suffering
and embarrassment were so apparent that I turned

‘I do not know what this means—your having
money,”’ said Mrs. Parton, “but you can explain it,
[ know. Louise is a true girl. She does not be-
lieve you guilty. Do you?” And she appealed to

Miss Allen said nothing, and I could see that she
was on the verge of t‘«l”il]).\'(‘.

“1 think,” said Conners, ‘“that Miss Allen would
prefer to speak with Mr. Parton alone. I have noth-
ing further to learn here, madam. I think, myself,
that the deposits can be explained, and Miss Allen
114
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owes no sort of statement to any one while we are
present.”’

5 The girl looked at him with a gratitude so in-

tense that he gave her a smile of encouragement.

“Come,” he said to me. “We must hunt for

evidence outside, and to-morrow I shall hope to

} have something to say to the authorities.”
Parton did not rally under this statement, and
4 bade us good-day with a demeanor that was almost
sullen. Both women were weeping on his shoulder
as we left the room.
L “Well?” I said, when we were in the corridor. A

“Well?” he replied, imitating my speech good-
naturedly.
How about your intuitions? You know about

3 it now ?’

: “Certainly,” he responded. “I know the guilty

I person, and we have seen and talked with him.
But I am slightly puzzled over the question of

7 ! proof.”

‘T feel sorry for the girl—yes, and the mother, ‘
> too."’ :
) - “Both are entitled to some sympathy,” Conners

observed, dryly.
2 “You might induce him to confess,” I said. “It

may lighten his sentence, providing, of course, he
1 informs on his confederates. Otherwise I do not i
. believe in a compromise with criminals.” '
' “Nor I,” he said, “and there will be none in this
1 case.”

11§
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“Where do we go now?”

“Back to my rooms to wait until nightfall, and
then I could take you on a trip that promises some
excitement. But you are a man of responsibilities,
and I should dislike to lead you into danger. Coun
terfeiters are dangerous people and object to being

‘Don’t let that deter you,” I said, eagerly. “I
can take care of myself.”

He laughed, but said nothing, and we were short-
ly back in his familiar quarters.

He lichted a cigarette and stretched himself at
ease on a couch, his hands clasped behind his

‘Let us suppose Parton isn’t guilty,” he said.

‘It 1s a supposition a professional officer would

never indulge in from the admitted facts. But I

know that he i1s not guilty, and hence my task is an

easy one. It is because I know that he is not guilty

that the task of finding the offender is easy, too.

With a vision obscured by error or prejudice, one’s

perspective 1s limited; mine is not. If Parton is

innocent, some one immediately connected with him

is guilty; this must be so. The whole story is told

by the fact that incriminating articles were found

in his room. Grant that he is innocent, and what

does that suggest? The fact of the bills being

| passed by him is not of itself significant. In the
haste of paying them out he might well fail to note

their character. I say in the haste, for, being an
110
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engraver and an expert teller, he would have de-
tected them in time, anyway. Consequently, they
were supplied to him daily and surreptitiously
Grant him innocent, and what does that suggest?
[t follows, also, that some one secreted the tools
and bills in his apartment. I did not need to ques
tion his mother or Miss Allen to learn that. The
latter would not know, and the former could only
suspect. That I might do myself. But, since I
have already determined who the criminal is, we
can easily settle so trifling a matter as that.”
My theory returned.

“Gordan!” T exclaimed.

‘Myv friend,” he said, looking at me solemnly,
[ tremble for you. Your sagacity will fly to your

ad some day and the consequences may be fatal

" he continued, as he saw that I was hurt, “a
good man does not have to be a good
nd a happy man has no need to occupy his mind
with :
you will forgive me I will stretch my caution

point and take you with me to-night, being my
self responsible to your little household for your

detective,

problems such as this. I was jesting, and if

’

safety.’

“Good!”" I exclaimed. “Where do we ;juf‘”

“I will let you know in due time, when I am quite
certain myself,”” he replied. “Meanwhile, get word
to your wife that you will be absent, and I will see
a certain Mr. J. Harding, whom everybody seems to
have overlooked.”
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I went out to send a wire to Jennie and finish
some matters in the office. The day had passed,
and I had eaten a late and lonely supper at a café
near by before I saw Conners again. He entered
my office hurriedly

“Come,” he said. “I have been delayed. Get
your overcoat, for we may be long, and the air on
the water is chilly. You may take this, also,” he
continued, handing me a revolver. “I trust you
will not need it, but precaution bars accident.”

[ suppressed as much as possible the excite-
ment which bubbled through me, taking the weap-
on and dropping it in the side-pocket of my
coat.

‘A peculiar and deceitful voice; a false counte-
nance with a pair of suspicious eyes; two calloused
hands without excuse; a stain of ink on a vest and
a trace of oil on a pair of trousers; large dia
monds on a small salary, and the whole about &
person who stands close to a good chance to be the
real criminal in this case, have given me a clew
which I have followed up this afternoon,” said Con-
ners, ‘‘and which we shall further follow to-night.
A bare inkling of the truth is often sufficient, as I
think you will find out.”

[ followed him from the building, and on the
sidewalk we were joined by four men. Conners had
evidently told them of my coming, for they ob-
served me without comment. Answering his gest-
ure, they proceeded down the street, boarding a
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passing car on Twenty-third Street and alighting
near the ferry on the East River. It was already
dark, and we threaded our way through the later
crowds pressing homeward to Brooklyn, turning
south to a wharf where a steam-cutter was moored.
From its neat trim, and the eagle above the pilot,
[ recognized a revenue -boat from Governor’s Isl-
and. It was evidently awaiting us, and, immedi
ately upon our embarking, the moorings were cast
loose; the boat backed into the river, pointing its
prow to the north. Every moment of the time I
was keenly elated, but I troubled no one with ques-
tions. What I could see was sufficient to thrill me
with expectancy, while the sharp night air set my
blood tingling through my veins. My tongue was
silent, but a thousand speculations flashed through
my mind.

Conners had left me to shift for myself, and I
questioned none of his companions, whom I sus-
pected to be secret-service officers. Neither did I
molest him. He devoted himself to the man who
directed the movements of the party, and they
talked together in low tones. The boat pushed its
way through the narrow passage between the shore
and the island, and, emerging from the channel,
turned its prow towards the Sound. The throb of
the engines kept time to the beating of my heart.
No precaution was taken with the lights, as other
boats passed to and fro, and the men sat in couples
with lighted cigars, conversing pleasantly together.
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[ had a place near the rail at the stern, and presently
Conners joined me.

“What in this wide world ever prompted you to
a trip like this?”’ I asked, in my bewilderment. “I
take no exception to anything for a purpose, but
what possible information could you have gained to
induce 1t ?"”’

‘Easily answered,”” he laughed. “When you sus
pect a man, it is a simple matter to follow him. The
man I suspected sent a telegram to Glenco Bay thi

afternoon. It was addressed to a person name

1
- I

Coulter, and read: ‘I will be on board at ten-thirty
An officer went to Glenco and found that Coul
ter has had a house-boat moored off the shore for
the past three months. He learned so many other
things that we are going up to take a look. Wait
ing for his return caused some of the delay of whic
[ complained to you. Do you understand ?”

‘I think so,” I replied.

‘It would not do to be there before ten-thirty,” he
continued. “ We want our friend on the scene first

“Who 1s it?”’ I asked, impatiently. “Gordan?”

Conners smiled.

“You overlooked the president of the bank,” he
aid. _

“What?"” I exclaimed, in amazement. “ You are
surely cra—"

Conners laughed again.

“I understand you,” I said, slightly nettled. “It
is Gordan, of course. In the light of what I have
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heard, it is plain enough. You have observed young
Parton at the bank, and, having a good memory, f
recall the fact of twice seeing him coming out of
saving institutions with a bank-book. The stat
ment of the detective, Flury, and the two notations

on the card found on Parton, indicate the size

1 1

of the deposits he carries, suspiciously 1

arge in

case, [ do not know how you discovered that Gon

dan had once been the lover of Miss Allen; perhaps
it ; a mere guess, from certain evidences whicl
less astute person would be slow to observe; but
11 events it proved to be correct ['his leads to
a conclusion that is inevitable. Parton is an en

graver and one of the counterfeiters; Gordan is a

nfederat Gordan was taken in because he sur
endered his girl without much protest, and was
to be a man easily influenced: his assumed

loyalty to Parton is a part of the plot. The rascals
retain a position of advantage at the bank
thus enabled the better to watch the authorities and
id Parton. The larger figures on the card indicate
the amount of counterfeit money already issued.
You suspected Gordan from the first and, having
followed him, now find out his secret. Perhaps the
girl and the mother are both in the gang. Counter- |
feiters, as you say, always work in bands, and the i
daily papers tell us how often women are associ- :
ated with them. You see,”” I continued, smiling
triumphantly, “being in a detective atmosphere,
my faculties have become acute.”
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“And the night air has freshened your imagina-
tion,” laughed Conners.

We were interrupted by a call from forward,
and, bidding me follow him, Conners answered it.
We entered the little cabin at the bow, and under
the light I recognized his companion and Inspector

Paul.
“Hello!” I exclaimed, as I took his extended hand.
‘T was aboard when you came,” he said. “ Like

T

yvou, I am an invited guest.
i Conners then introduced me to secret-service offi-
' cer Howard.

“We are nearly there,” said the detective, point-
ing through the door to a dark outline ahead
“When we swing about the point yonder, we are
in the bay. The boat lies near there, just within
the shelter of the bluff.”

“What time 1s 1t?”

“Ten-forty.”

“If they are prompt they should be aboard by
now,”’ said Conners.

“Shall we darken up and try to drop alongside,
or launch a boat and creep up?”

“Never the last!” said Conners. “They are on
the lopkout for that. All they have feared, and
listened for, during the time they have been here
is the sound of oars grating in the locks. Large
boats are common enough in this vicinity. Put
the lights out and give her headway. Speed is
what we want.”

o,
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{ We were bending eagerly over the rail as the
boat rounded the point in question, with the doors
closed and all lights extinguished. Ahead we sav
the outlines of a long, flat-roofed craft, sitting low
in the water. The windows showed red squares of
light, although they were closely curtained.

We were nearing the motionless craft rapidly,

and the engines stoppe Our headway brought u

longside, and the wheel came round with a quicl
turn as our prow swung oOfil
‘No words or explanations,”” was the sharp buf
whispered admonition of Howard. *“Move quickly,
wind all together. Now!”
The cutter bumped abruptly against the side of
" the unsuspecting stranger. There was a startled
ovement inside, and every officer leaped over the
il. In an instant the door flew in with a crash,
and as they pressed through I followed, to look upon
scene as dramatic as though set upon a stage.
The main cabin of the house-boat was a long,
low room, built above the flat deck, brilliantly
lighted by shaded lamps. At one end was a stone
table, near which was a bench of tools and a steel
structure like a printing-press. Jugs, bottles, and
all the paraphernalia of counterfeiting were scat
tered about. Grouped together, with faces that
expressed rage and anger no less than surprise, were
five men in their shirt -sleeves, three of them in
aprons. The tools with which they had been work-
ing were yet in their hands, so little time had they
) 123
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to discard them for the ready weapons which lay

officers were ranged in a semicircle before me with

upon the benches immediately before them. The
{

levelled pistols on the wondering criminals, while
Conners stood to the front, his hands in his over-

coat pockets, regarding a stocky individual who

fingered nervously an iron bar. His disposition
halte ! lu'\',‘.l«‘) 1¢ e to ¢ t "l |

( Pr¢ ed “\ CcO 1]« : 9 ( respect 101
the threatenin eapon which 1 r Paul hel

The scene was ended l{'l‘ft‘»ﬁ_’,', and the men wer
handcuffed. It was a wonderful boat, and its fit
tings filled the officers with admiration. An electric
plant run by an engine, with sufficient power also to
propel the craft, operated the tools and press. In
the centre of the deck was a trap, above a well which
passed entirely through the hull. An enormous box,
zinc-lined and water-tight, passed up and down this
well by a bolt and chain, and the criminal apparatus
could be concealed therein and lowered to the bot
tom of the bay. Here the box rested while the great

craft tould drift away with no sign of its secret or
any evidence of the guilty work which its owners
carried on. At night it was moored above the
selected spot, the implements pulled up, and the
business resumed.
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We had the plate and its makers as well, with as
dangerous a lot of bills as ever went out to disturb
a tranquil business community, It was a great haul

[t was nearly morning when, tired and exultant,
Conners and 1 !’(w‘mwi his studio Even then we
{ + ; 12t el to T1¢ [ 1 ] 1 little

( ) CJ11¢ 1 n ‘;\ 1
art \ 1 keep hi ‘w‘; O if he vishe and

1 ] ( 11 | brin 1

LI { 1 mot [t also quits
G n of complicity, and shows him to b true
[her no malice in the memory that
Mliss Alles once his sweethe he was really

ttached to Parton. Doubtless he had another

heart somewhere: the town is big. I saw Mr
|. Harding this afternoon and learned enough to
explain the whole mystery of the savings-bank de

g 1s a patent lawyer. Parton was

nce an engraver and invented a method for making

half-tone plate for illustrations. He made ap

plication for a patent through Harding, and sold it

to his clients for ten thousand dollars down, with

further payment to be made on the granting

of the patent. Meantime he was I)]('(l}.{t‘|1 to se-

crecy. Men are always cautious about such mat-

ters, and inventors abnormally sensitive. The card

- with its notations told me the whole story. The

j large number, 633,722, suggested a patent-office
entry, and the date of filing proved it.”
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“Once on the scent the rest was easy. Parton,
when a youth, first worked in a lithographer’s estab-
lishment and became an expert, but he was ambi-
tious and wanted to be a broker. Hence, when he
had saved a little money he secured a position in a
bank. But he worked on his invention, perfected
it, and made his application for a patent. It has
taken a long time because an interference was de-
clared, and the delay frightened his purchasers and
made him apprehensive. Flury was the agent of
make an exchange of the bills among the moneys
in Parton’s box. It required but small cunning.
We will get the whole matter straightened out to-
morrow and you will have another interesting story
to tell your family.”

the counterfeiters, and every morning was able to

ST ey 2t
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The Maitland Case

T was natural that I should make the studio of

LeDroit Conners a lounging-place. With its deco
rations, its easy-chairs, and its couches, it was more
attractive than my own formal office next door. 1
had long since discovered that the occupation of its
owner as an artist was simply to gratify his tastes,
for his ample means obviated the necessity of labor
He was not indolent, but he was philosophical; I
had seen him exert tremendous energy when his
interest was aroused. I had often wondered why
he did not marry. A home, such as made up my
own domestic happiness, would have taken him out
of a curious lethargy into which at times he fell.
He certainly admired women, and his personality,
of which I have spoken before, should have made
him a favorite with the gentler sex., But I came to
understand finally that the reticence which marked
his whole character had no less to do with his avoid-
ance of business as a pursuit and preference for
a calling at which he could work alone, than his
disposition to shirk every phase of social life. As
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much as he was attached to me, I could never
tempt him to my home. And yet he seemed to
know the nature of women as well as men; his con

uct in this respect made up in part the mvstery
1‘1“ l'}“’t'z‘l“i ]HIH l \!l‘~'|'-‘*l'<1 a E{\“}myin!
ment in love—some terrible tragedy of the heart
t 1 marked 1d imbittere Hence 1t
matter up