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“‘Imhdherwhatshememth;ywnhngnie ‘dpwudymgq
aganet,andshefmgbéd,mdm:dﬂmhddbm'aobeamdovﬂ
afraid, unless T thought she needéd help, I would not try to see her.
That was where we were when you arrived. And now,’ Chetaey added,
‘Ivmmygood-bytoher,andy&hdwﬁmm No, you
ean trust me, I shall follow you at onee. Shehasnomﬂmomq
m,butlhhae,mspwofﬁnemyshehasuodma,&atqhe

her queer fas m,{m}a@m»ﬂmnm that

-by is final th wmh&ﬂu
uld be here. So,gohomeatonoe, mdtellthomorthatla’

following yeu in ten minuies.’
“ ‘That,’ said Arthsr, ‘Ut&ﬂyﬁepartod I wever left him om

#hore friendly terms. Iwhnytoseehxmahw#m I was happy
® think he had returned in m to make np his quarrel with my

father, and 1 w A;;:ﬁppy that at last be was shitt of ﬂ?ﬁ woman. I was
*ver better ple with him T my hfe s He turned to Inspector
Lyle, who was sittifig. 8t the' foot of the bed takifig notes of all he
told ws.

“‘Why in the name of common sense,’ he cried, ‘should I have
chosen “that ‘moment ‘f ‘41l ‘others to Send my brother back to éw
grave? For a motient the Thspector did not answer r him. 1 do not
know if any of you gentlemen afe aquainted with Tnspéctor Lyle, but
if you are not, I can assure you that heis a very remarkable Our

firm often. tgb’mfornd%ndhe ﬁ,lgﬁlther
has the qu Mle for him. - herejle &ﬁ
over the' ordinary police bﬂi”&ﬂ is in the fact that he possesses '”' im
tion. - He imagines-himmself to ‘be the’ Griminal, imagines how be wonld
act under the same circumstances, and he imagines to such jpumpose
that he generally . ﬁnds the man he wants. I have often told Lyle that
if he had not been a detective he would Have made a gfeat success as
poet, or a playwright.

“When Arthur turned on him Lyle hemtated for a moment, and |
then toldl him exactly what was the case against, him. :

% ‘Eyer since your brother was reported as having died in Africa,” he
said, ‘your Lordship has been collecting money on ‘post obits.’ Lord
Chetney’s arrival last night turned them intp waste paper. You were

" suddemly in debt for thousands of pounds—for much more ‘than you

ecould.ever possibly pay. No one knew that you and your brother had
met at Madame Zichy’s. But you knew that your father was not ex-
pected te outlive the night, and that'if yonr brother were dead also,
you would be saved from complete ruin, and that you ‘would become
_ the Mu‘ms of Edam.’

« ‘Oh, that is how you have worked it out, is it? Arthur cried.
‘And for me to become Lord Edam was it Decessary that the woman
should die, 00,7’

“ fDhey will say,” Lyle answered, ‘that she was a witness to the
murder—that she would haye told.” -

“ “Then why did I not.kill the servant as 'well ¥ Arthur said.

“ ‘He was asleep, and saw nothing.’.

“‘And you believe that ¥ Arthur demandqi

“Ttis nota questlon of what I boheve,’ Lyle said gravely. Ttis a
questiguifor your peers.’

# “The man is msolent r Arthur cried.
Homﬂe ¥

,“The thing is monstronsl

“Before we could stop him he sprang .ont of hls cot and began pull-1{-

ing on his clothes. When the nurses tried to hold him down, he fought
with them.

“ ‘Do you think you can keep mie here,’ he shonted, ‘when they are
plotting to hang meé? 1 am going * you to that hotise ! he cried 'at
Lyle. ‘When you find those “bodies T shall be beside yon. It is my
right. He is my brother. He has be¢n murdered, and I can tell you
who murdered him. 'That womédn murdered him. She first ruined his
life, and now she has killed him. For the last five years she has been

plottirig' to make herself his wife, and last mght when be told. her he’

had discovered the truth about the Russmn, and that she would never

see him again, she flew into a “passion and stabbed him, and then, in{.
terrer of the gallows, killed herself. She nmrde.red him, I tell you, |’

:th

ing-» I'tié;lt as thmtg.,h some m\e,imd pm
| ﬂig hiroat,” Buf I followed close at his sHoulder, and

} @ﬂtwhdsv»&_'
ztdho foot of ﬂu divan, just'as Lieptenant Sears had described it. In
&e&ﬂf hg-
lnﬂuﬂle hlood from ‘her haart frozen n a tmy bne acToss

60Th door,

‘her mp ishoulder. But neithier of us, -although. we searched the floor
| on our hands and: kneea, could-find the weapon which had Lilled bet.

0 ‘Por Arthﬁr‘& ‘sake,”’ 1 said, T wounld have given a thousand
pounds xf we hxd found the kmfp mn ber hand, ; s he said we would.

h ‘That we have not found it-here,” Lyle answered, ‘is to my mind

l90l. BY RO#Q&T ﬂHOWQRD RUSSELL. . »H. the strongest proof that he is telling tm truth, that he left the house

before the murder took place. He is not a fool, and had he stabbed his
‘brother and this woman, he would ha,ve seen that by placing the knife
‘mear her he could kelp to make it appear as if she had killed Chetney
and then committed suicide. Besides, Lord Arthur mmsted that the
endence in lus behalf would be our finding the knife here He wou]d
not have nrged that if he knew we, would not find it, 1f he knew he
himself Had earried it away. This is no suicide. A suicide does not rise
and hide the weapon with which he kills himself, and then li¢ down
again. No, this has been a double murder, and we must look outside of
_the house for the murderer.’

: “’Whﬁe heiwas qseah’ng L}'Ie Sﬁd I.had been searching every
oorner, studymg e deiax]s of each rdom. T was so afraid that, withott
te]ling me, he would make some.deductions prejudicial to Arthur, that
I 'never Teft his side. T was determined tg see evervthmg that he saw,
and, if possible, to prevent his interpreting it in the wrong way. He
finally finished his examination, and we sat down toxether in the dra“

mg-room, and he took out his notebook and read aloud all that Mr.

Arthur. We compared the two accounts word for word, and weighed
statement ‘with statement, but I conld not determine from anything
Lyle said which of the two versions be had decxdnd to beheve.

. “‘We are trying to build a house of blocks,’ he exclaimed, ‘with
half of the blocks missing. We have been considering two ‘theories,” he
went on; ‘one that Lord Arthur is responsible for both murders, and
ﬁie other that the dead woman in ‘there is responsible for one of them,
and 3@5 com:gntted su.lclde bat untjl the Ruassian servant is ready to
ta.lk I shall refuse to beheve in the guilt of either.’

“‘What ‘ean you prové by him? T asked. ‘He was drunk and
asleep. He saw nothing.’

“Lyle hesitated, and then, as though he had made) up his mind to be
quite frank with me, spoke freely.

%I -do not know that he was either dmnk or asleep,” he answered.
‘Liéutenant Sears describes him ‘as a stupid boor. I am not satisfied
that he is not a clever actor. What was his position in this house?
What was his real duty here? Suppose it was not to guard this woman,
but to wateh her. Let us imagine that it was not the woman he served,
but a master, and see where that leads us. For this house has a master,
a mysterious, absentee landlord, who lives in St. Petersburg, the un-
known Russian who ecame between Chetney and Zichy, and because of
whom Chetney left. her. He is the man who bought this house for
‘Madame Zichy, who sent these rugs and curtains from St. Petersburg
tofurmsh it for her after his own t%md, I believe, it was he also
who placed the Russisn servant bere, ostensibly to serve the Princess,
but in reality to spy upon her.’ At Scotland Yard we do not know who
this gentleman is; the Russian pohee confess to equal ignorance con-
cerning him. When Lord Chetney went to ‘Africa, Madame Zichy
lived in St. Petersburg; but there\her receptions and dinners ‘were
crowded with members of the noblhty and of the army and dxplomats,
that among so many visitors the police could not learn which was the
one for whom she most greatly cared.’

“Lyle pointed at the modern French pamtmgs and the heavy silk

rugs which hung upon the walls

“ ‘The unknown is a man of taste and of some fortune, he said,
‘not the sort of man to'send a stupid peasant to guard the woman he
loves. So I am not content to believe, with Mr. Sears, that the servant
is a boor,- I beldle_ve.h,lmﬂugstead to be a very clever ruffian. I belieye
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and T promise you that we will find the knife she used near her—per- | §

still in her hand. What will you say to that?

'; “Lyle turned his head away and stared down at the ﬂoor ‘I might | ¢

.’.,,’ be answered, ‘that you placed it thpre

“Arthur gave a cry of anger and sprang at him, and then pitched | A=
forward into his arms. The blood was running from the cut under the | ff

bandege, and he had fainted. Lyle carried him back to the bed again,
and we left h1m w1th the pohce a.nd the doetors, and drove at once to

ess fie had glven us. ﬂe ;fop.qd the hquse not three minutes’
walk from St George s Hocpltal. It st*ndq in Trevor 'Ierrace, that
Hﬁ row of houses set hack fr&n Km;hfsbndge, with one end in Hﬁl

Rae ety

' Y hawe left the hospital Lyle hsdjp&fwm, “You st not‘blm' 4 1
me for treating him as T did. All is fair in fhié work; and:if by anger- |°

ing that boy I could h"p,,m:dehmcmﬂlmself I was right in try-
g to do s0; though, I assuze you, no.ex onldhebetter}lﬁuedﬁgh
myself if T coul;‘;romv, 8 & to be correct. But we, cgnnot
Everyamg depends upan M ain nb‘for ourselves wi&m the ngt
minwtes,’ 3 :
“When we reached

i 3 rFrom whege be sat in the hall he %
farewell §for; if ray idea of him u mut, ‘he mﬁauamhr nglish | °
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[ ‘quite as well as you or I. Let us %;‘““ hor

Chetney not to leave her, reminding him of his former wish io:mry

her, and let us suppose that he hears Chetney denounce her, and tell

tqumgpt@d Iaaps, the body of Chetney | himse

we found tha body of ‘the’ Princess Z:ehy. lrer arms,

Sears had told ‘him of the murder and what we had just learned from-

". him to'be the protector of hxs master’s honor, or, let ns hny, i}ﬁ ma- ;. only
ter’s property, whether that proporty be.silver: phte or:

@ Zichy. | b
¢ _,Jq "'-“‘7', ST A
y.bidding ber |
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d of this Bum #5, sdimirer e servant’s
i dgduo at she has had no sdmirer but -
nl nmnq was, ‘an 'yi to ber, - t.hat
‘:theremnomanshobvosbuthlﬂ, and’ it & *m& v% ky
thiat e is alive, without his love.’ 'Suppose Chetnéy be
,pggp his former mfatuangn for her returned, and thatins mment of
sweakness he forgave her and took her in his u-ml\ ‘Muﬂwnomt
the Russian master has feared. It is to gudrd against it that he has
placed his watchdog over the Princess, and how do. WM but that,
when the moment came, the watothg serv'ed'hg maste *vlua
duty, and killed them both? What 'do you think F Lylo demanded.
‘Would not that explain both nmrders ¥

“T was only too willing to hear any theory which pamtod fo any
one else ds the criminal than Arthur, but Lyle’s exphpaw was too
utterly fantastic. T told him that he eertainly showed imaginstion, but
that he could not hang a ‘man for what he imagined he had donie.

“No, Lyle answered, ‘but I ean ten him by telling him. wha
I think he has done, and now when If:;‘hlhn resti bf& ussiaz W
ant I will make it quite clear to him that I believe he is the mnrduvr
T think that will open his mouth. A man will ‘4t least talk to’ defend
hlmsplf Come;’ he said, ‘e must return at once to Soothmd Yard and .

‘we would ‘have ﬁeen on our way to Sobtw Ynﬂ. Bnt
opened the street door a postman halted ; at ﬁn gate of the glrdu, lﬂ
began fumbling with the lateh. i

“Lyle stopped, with an exclamation of chagrin. gl

“ ’How stupid of me!’ he exclaimed. He turmed and
pomted to a narrow slit cut in the brass plate of the front door ‘Tfn

house has a private letter-box,’ he said, ‘and I had not thought to look
in jt! If we had'gone ont as we came in, by the window, 1 would never
have seen it. The moment I entered the house T should hive thought
of securing the letters which came thas mormng "I have been grosst
careless.” He stepped bcok into the ball and pulled at the lid of the
letter—box, which 'hung on _the mgxde ‘of the door, but it was tightly
locked. At the same moment the postman came up the steps holding
a letter. Without a word Lyle took it from hxs hand and began to
examine it. Tt was addressed to ¢ e Princess Zichy, and on the back
of the envelope was the name qf a est End dressmaker.
¥ “That is of ne nse to me, Lyle said. He took out his card and
ohowed it to the postman. ‘I am Tnspector Lyle from Scotland Yard,’
he said. ‘The people in this house are under arrest. Everything it eon-
tains 18 now in my keepmg Did you 'deliver any other letters here tbls
morning ¥ i
“The man looked frightened, but answered promptly that he was
now upon his thll'd round. He had made one postal delivery at seven
that morning and another at eleven.
“ ‘How many letters did you leave here ¥’ Lyle asked.
“‘About six altogether,” the man answered.
“ ‘Did you put them though the door into the letter-box ¥
. “The postman said, “Yes, I always slip them into the box, and
ring and go away. The servants collect them from the inside.” =~
“ ‘Have you noticed if any of the letters you leave here bear s
Rumanpostagestamp!’ Lyle acked. A e
% The man answered, ‘Oh, yes, sir, a great many,’ r\_.ﬁ?‘ ot
“ From the same person, would you say ¢ ’ 3y :
“ ‘The writing seems to be the same,” the man anewered “They
come regularly about once a week—one of those I delivered this morn-
ing had 'a Russian postmark.’
“« “That will do,” said Lyle eagerly
much.’
- “He ran back into the hall, and, pullmg out his penkmfe, begw,
to pick at the lock of the letter-box.
~ “ have been snpremely careless,’ he said in great excitement
‘T'wice before when people I wanted had flown from a house I have
been able to follow them by puttmg a gnard over their mail-box.
These letters, which arrive ‘regularly every week from Russia in the
same handwriting, they can come from but one person. At least, wa
shall know the name of the master of this house. Undoubtedly it is
one of his letters that the ma,n plaoed here this morning. We may
make 4 'most important dlscovery
“As he was talking he was picking at the lock with his knife, but
he ‘was go impatient to reach the letters that he pressed too heavily on
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‘Thank you, thank you very

‘| the bhde and it broke in  his hand. T'took a step backward and drove

my heel into the lock; and it burst open. 'The lid flew back, and we

pressed forward, and each ran his hand down into the’ lettor-box Ior

a moment we were both too startled to move. The box was empty,. |

" “I do.not know how long we stood staring stupidly at esch other,

but it ‘was-Lyle who was the first to recover. He seized me Uy the

arm and pointed excitedly into the empty box. i _

. “qyg _you appreciate what that means? he cried. ‘It means thd

some one bas been here ahead of us. ‘Some one has entered thishouse

not three hours before we came, since eleven o’clock this morning.’

. “Tt was the Russian servant!” I exclaimed.

“'l'heRmanmvmthasheenundermeotnt ScoﬂandYud,’

; l'qbenqd. ‘Heoonldnothnhkenthelettem LordArﬂmrhu

bnmhueotatthohml. Thatxshmahbl There is one
&o,mmwodonots-put,mdthatsomeonemthemnrdem
&qmebnkhereeﬂertoophmthoeeletwrsbecausehoknawtbey
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