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At the"time of the murder he was two thousand miles away.’ Lyle 
interrupted himself suddenly with a;sharp ery.and turned upon me 
with his eyes flashing. ‘But was he? he cried. ‘Was he! ‘How do 

’ 

we know that last night he was not in London, in this very sone when | 
Zichy and Chetney. PE oes 
" “He stool staring at me without seeing me, muttering, and srring 
with himself. 

i “Don’t spéak to to me 
‘I can see it now. age plain. Tt was not the servant, but hig 
master, the Russian himself, and it was he who canié ‘back for the let- 
ters! He came back for them because be knew they would convict 

We must find them. We must have those letters. If we find 
e one with the Russian postmark, we shall have found the murderer.’ 

He spoke like a madman, and as he he ran ground the room with 
one hand held out in front of hinj.d8 Jou have seen a mind-reader at 8 
theatre seeking for some: iy hidden in the stalls. . He pulled out old 
letters from the writing-des and ran them over as swiftly as a gam- 
bler deals out cards; he dropped on his knees before the firepince and 
dragged out the ond esl wh RE and then with a low, 
worried cry, like a hound on a stent, he zan back tothe waste-paper 
Basket and, lifting the papers from it, shook them out pon. the flooe. 
Instantly he gave a shout of triumph, and Aw 
pieces from the others, held thi up before me. 

“Look? he ctied Do cdl Hoh ie 5 0d tors 
across in two. The, did not stop to. read 19?) a 
you see, he has left them still sealed, I have been wrong... He did 
not return for the letters. He could not have known their value, He 
must have returned for some other reason, and, g gs be was Teavitig, saw 

¥ 

the letter-box, and taking out the letters, held th Them t« together—so—and 
tore them twice across, and then, as the fire had gone out, tossed them | 
into this basket. Look! he cried, ‘here in the upper corner of {ais 
piece is a Russian stamp. This is his own letter—mopened ! 

“We examined the Russian” stamp and found it had been cancelled 
it St. Petersburg four days ago. The back of the envelope. bore the 
postmark of the branch station in upper Sloane Street, and was dated 
this morning. The envelope was of official blue paper and we had no 
difficulty in finding the two other parts of it, We drew. the torn pieces 
of the letter from them and joined: them together side by side, There 
were but two lines of writing, and this was the message : T leave Pe- 
tersburg, on the night train, and 1 shall see you at Trevor Terrace after 
dinner ‘Tuesday evening.’ 

“ “That was last night!” Lyle cried. ‘He arrived twelve hours 
ahead of his letter—but it came in time—it came in time to hang | 
him ! Pv » 

The Baronet struck the table with his | hand. 
“The name I” he demanded. “How was it signed ¢ What was the 

man’s name ¥’ 

The young Solicitor rose to 5 feet and, forward, stretched 
out hisarm. “There was no name,” he cried. ~ “The letter was signed 
with only two initials. But engraved at the top of the sheet was the 
man’s address. That.address was: | The ghmarions: Ermbassy, St. Peters- 
burg, “Bureat of the Naval Attache, and the initials,” he shouted, his 
voice rising into an exultant and bitter ery, “were those of the, gentle- 
mi who sits opposite whe told us that he was the first t6 fihd the mur- 
dered bodies, the Naval Attache to Russia, Lieutenant Sears!” 

A strained and awful hush followed the Solicitor’s words, which 
seemed to vibrate like a twanging bowstring that. had just hurled its 
bolt. Sir Andrew, pale and staring, | drew away with an exclamation 
of repulsion. His eyes were fastened upon the Naval Attache with 
fascinated horror. But the American emitted a sigh of great con: 
tent and sank comfortably into the arms of his chair. He clapped his 

softly together. 
“Capital 1” he murmured. “I give you my word I never cuosorl 

what you were driving at. You fooled me, I'll be tied if a: 
dide’t—you certainly fooled me.” 

The man with the pearl stud leaned forw _with a nervous ges- 
ture. “Hush! Be carefnl!” he whispered. ut at that instant, for 
the third time, a servant, hastening through the room, handed him a 

of paper which he scanned eagerly. . The message on the paper 
read, “The light over the Commons is out: The House has risen.” 

urrah!” he cried. “The Housé is up! We've won!” He 
caught up his glass, and slapped the Naval Attache violently upon the 
shoplder. He nodded joyously at” him, at the Solicitor, and at the | 
Quéen’s Messenger. “Gentlemen, to you!” he cried; “my thanks and 
my congratulations? He drdnk deep from his elas, and Breathed 
forth a long sigh of satisfaction and relief. 
lie I say,” protested the Queen’s 

tly at the Solicitor, “that story won’t- 
M1 Pld you, ked so fast I couldn’t_ 

singer; hai ‘his finger 
You didn’t play fair 
out what. it was all 

about. PIf bet you that evidence wouldn't hold in a court of law— 
you couldn’t hang a cat on such evidence. Your i story is “conde 
tomtmy-rot. Now my story boil have Sone, my sory. bore the 
rosrk— - 5 : i 

In the joy of feteatiolt he. sks Sakis s Phsd, Segoriontd air = 
ence, until 3 sudden exclamation from Sir Andrew caused them to 
guiltily toward him, His face was knit withs lines of BUC do 
and amazement, & 

“What does this mean ” he cried. “Is this a jest, or are yo 1 1 
If you know this man js a mre tl RAT 
game you have been pla Yq 
does it mein?’ pias 

The American, with first ag ! 
courteously. oo 

a 

he brthd id ERG 1 Demat hb, : 

- 

X 
Ba ATER PRET 8 fo ER Te AL rd rR mii a Ee EE SUR er QJ pe Eee yo: 

jE As a matter of tact, PA ios Yorimpéist ‘Ta am noel more | 
BA am es a ; 

§ ist it I ‘assure you, we meant no’ ‘disrespect. 
| 

‘We have been 
g stories, that is all, Th tading that We are people we are not, 

to entertain : you With better detective tales than, for in. : voring to 
1g ob, , the last one you read, ‘TheiGreat Rand Robbery. 13 

ie 4 Baronet ‘brushed his hand nervously across his forehead. 
bor you mean to ‘tell ine,” te s eielaimed, “that none of this has'| 

j happened ¢ t That Lord Chetney. i8 not dead, that his Solicitor did not 
find a letter of yours written from your post in Petersburg, and that 
Just now, when he charged yor with. murder, he was in jest?’ 

“Tam really very sorry,” aid the American, “but you see, sir, he 
1 could not have found a letter atin. by me in St. Petersburg becsuse 

I have never been in Petersburg. Until this week, I have never 
been outside of my own country. I am nota naval officer. 
writer of short stories. And to-night, when ‘this gentlémm told me 
that you were fond of detective stories, I thought it would be amusing 
to tell you one of my own—one'l had just apr, out this afternoon.” 

“But bord Chetney is a real person,” interrupted. the - Baronet, 
“and he did go to Africa two years ago, and he was supposed to have 
died there, and his brother, Lord Arthur; has been the heir. And yes- 

| terday Chetney did. return. I read it i in the papers.” 
“80 did 1,” assented the Amenican soothingly ; “and it ids me 

as being a very good plot for a stay. I mean his unexpected return 
from the dead, and the probable disappointment of the younger 
brother.- So I had decided that the younger brother had better mur- 
der the older one. The Princess Zichy I invented out of a clear sky. 
The fog I did not have to invent. Since last night I know all that 
there is to know about a London fog. I was lost in one for three 
hours.” 

The Baronet turned Fareed upon the Queen’s Messenger. 
“But this gentleman,” he protested, “he is not a writer of short 

stories; he is a member of the Foreign Office. T have often seen 1 him 
in Whitehall, and; according to him, the Princess Zichy is not an in- 
vention. He says she is very well known, that she tried to rob him.” 

The servant of the Foreign Office lotked unhappily at the Cabinet 
Minister, and puffed nervously on his cigar. 

“It’s true, Sir Andrew, |that I am a Queen’s Messenger,” he said 
appealingly, “and.a Russian woman otice did try to rob a Queen’s Mes- 
senger in a railway carriage—only it did not happen to me, but to a 
pal of mine. The only Russian princess I ever knew called heérself 
Zabrisky, * You may have seen her. 
raaf of the Aquarium.” 

Sir Andrew, with a snort of indignation, fronted the young Solici- 
tor. ’ 

“And 1 suppose yours was a cock-and-bull story, too,” he said. “Of 
/| course, it must have been, since Lord Chetney is not dead. But don’t 

tell me,” he Proigsted, “that you are not Chudleigh’s son ei 
“I’m sorry,” said the youngest member, smiling in some embarrass- 

ment, “but my name is not Chudleigh. I assure you, though, that I 
know the family very well, and that I am on very good terms with 
them.” 

“You should be!” exclaimed the Baronet; “and, judging from the 
Tiberties you take with the Chetneys, you had better be on very good 
terms with them, too.” 

The young man leaned back and glanced toward the servants at 
the far end of the room. 

“Tt has. been so long since I have been in the Club,” he said, that I 
doubt if even the waiters remember me. Perhaps Joseph may,” he 
added. “Joseph!” he called, and at the word a servant stepped brisk- 
ly forward. 
The Young man, pointed to the stuffed head of a great lién which 
was suspended above the fireplace. 

“Joseph,” he said, ‘IT want. you to tell thsi gentlemen who shot 
-that ion. Who presented it to the. Grill P 

J oseph, unused to acting as master of ceremonies to members of 
the Club, shifted nervously from one foot to the other. 

“Why, you—you.did,” he stammiered. : 3 
“Of course I did!” exclaimed the young man. “I mean, what is 

the name of the man who shot it? Tell the gentlemen who I am. 
They wouldn't believe me.” 

“Who are you, my lord?’ said Joseph. “You are Lord Edam’t 
son, the Earl of Chetaey. 2 
T “Yon ust admit, ” said Lord Chetney, when the noise had died 
away, “that T eouldn’t remain dead while my little brother was ac- 
cused of murder. I had to do something. Family pride demanded 
it.. Now, Arthur, as the younger brother, can’t afford to be squeam- 
ish, but oonally I should hate to have a brother of mine hanged 
for murder.” 

“You certainly ‘showed no’ scruples against hanging me,” said the 
American, “but in the face of your evidence I admit my guilt, and 1 
sentence myself to pay the full penalty of the law as we are made to 
pay it in Ty own country. The order of this eourt is,” he_announced, | 

| “that Joseph shall bring me's wine-card, and that I sign it for five bet: 
tlas of tha Oloh’s hest. chamnasne.” 

The Baronet glanced keenly at the man: with the black pearl; and 
then quickly, at his watch. . The smile disappeared in his lips, ane 
.his face was set in stern and forbidding lines. 

“And may I Fao” he asked icily, “what was the ohited of your 
plot? 

“A most . worthy one,” thé other retorted. “Ost fos was to keep | 
‘you from advocating the expenditure of many millions of the. people’s | 

In a word, we hive been working to- money. upon.more baftleships, 
gether to prevent youn from passing the Navy Increase Bill.” 

Sir Andrew’s face bloomed with brilliant colar. His body: shook 
| with. supposed emotion. [ 

“My. dear fir!” he cried, “you should spose? more time at the’ 
House and leas’ at your Chib. The Navy Bill was brought up on its 
third reading at eight o'clock this evening. I spoke, for three hops. 
in its favor, 

The Hobbies HERE AY «f have to ha you, ir? he seid, 
fos a most interesting evening.” 

* The American shoved the wine-card which Joseph had given hi 
: boveak the gentleman with the black, pearl. 

v “You sign it,” he said. ~ 
THE END. 

I beg vou please to | 
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She used to do a dive from the 
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: Hi [Origina. ] : 
NSS QORINNE STEPTOE was BA es social season 
with her aunt in the city. Miss Steptoe was the daughter 
of Colonel Steptoe of the United States army, command- 

=a ing Fort Atkins, and while at home her social relations 
"were limited to the officers on duty there and to the mem- 

bers of their families. 

Though a true army girl, r regarding the army hor home, dhe was 
not averse to enjoying a round of balls and parties in the city, but the. 
1dea of marrying out of the circle in whic shé had been bors mever 
entered her head. y 
Gof were wel mong to deen with ho 20 men mop 

soldier need apply for her hand. 

Ser 56 Sells was highes and hiss manners ‘were more prosiiuosd 
than any of the rest. 

It was whispered among the ladies that he was the wildest young 
man in society. 

This was certainly not indicated by his name, which was Petty- 
pace. He was the son of a wealthy merchant who seemed to supply 
him with plenty of-money to throw awsy. 

Among those who presented themselves for what Miss Steptoe con 

sidered “a good time” noe seemed to fill the conditions so well as Jack 

Pettypace, and jnst before the close of the season; when she was about 
to start for the fort, Mr. Pettypace completed what she considered “a 
good time” by proposing marriage. 

“I am sorry you have so misunderstood me,” she said in reply. 

“T aman army girl and do ot expest fo. marcy unless in the army,” 

“What! One of those slow going fellows made to toe the mark 
like schoolboys #’ - 

“The army is the home of ho brave and dashing men,” was the 

bristling reply. : 
“I think PIL try it myself.” 

Miss Steptoe laughed. 

“Pm going to enlist in the corps under your father’s command.” 

“And have three years of drudgery. Talk about the officers being 

schoolboys! In the ranks you'll be a prisoner in Sostyaion: 

“If I don’t like it, I'll leave.” 

Again Miss Steptoe gave vent to her silvery laugh. 

, “Oh, I don’t care a rap for your army fellows. I'm going to lint; 
and when I want to get out of their toils I'll have no » Boley. in doing 
#0.” \ 

Miss Stepioe laughingly told Mr, Pettypace that if he would enlist 
in the army and. get out of it without deserting, buying his discharge 
or using. political influence, she would accept him for a husband. She 

limitéd him to two weeks to séeomplish the feat. 
Miss Steptoe had scarcely reached her father’s quarters when. she: 

heard the women gossiping about a recruit who had pressiited himself 
for enlistment dressed in the height of fashion and evidently a gentle- 
man. . : 

Many, causes were suggested for his having entered the ranks, 
fron a disappointment in love to cheating. at cards. 

The next morning she was startled at seeing J ack Pettypace walk- 
ing post before her father’s quarters. He did not recognize her, and 
she had agreed to keep his secret. | 

A few days for she heard it stated among the officers’ wives that 

the gentlerhanly private had gone insane and had been put in a 

straitjacket. This is a true version of how it happened: 

One morning after a horseback ride one of the bachelor officers 

‘entered. his quarters to find the sentinel who had been on guard before 

his door standing at the end'of his suit of rooms pointing his gun 
directly _at his ‘superiors breast. The sentinels eyes, were wild, and 

he was muttering incoherently. As soon ss his gaze struck the officer 

‘be ordered him to halt and stand at sttemtion. The officer lost no time 

in obeying ‘the order. 

“Mutiny ! Mutiny! Mutiny!” shrieked the private. “Do you 

come to your general's quarters to kill him? Turn out the guard! 

. | Death to traitors! Would you assassinate the ezar §” 

While firing these incoherent sentences the lunatic was cocking 
and uncoeking his piece, pointing it at the officer's breast, laughing 

hysterically and muttering to himself. . ) 

“The. mutineers are coming!” he howled. 
murder their sovereign. I shall kill every mother’s son of them, and 
then my title to the throne will be perfect.” 

“General—your majesty, I mean,” said the officer, “shall I call a 
free to protect you P’ 

“Send the Swiss guansdP. 
In another minute the officer was at the telephone, calling. to. the, 
eant’ of the guard to being 4 ddzen men with loaded guns to arrest, 

= enlisted man who had gone meen 12d was howling in the offer?’ 

ido the fatale ison di a bracer from his superior’s 
ecard to keep him vp to bis work, and when the guard arrived 

hg rico and sepmesmad, as ie was Kurriod of 1 the gaurd: 
| Mid ct 0 i te ric] hor 1 Sh smi 1 

My only reason fo wishin bo rotor agua to the met | "LL. _ 
i to-night was to sup on the terrace with my old friend; Admiral 
| Simons; for thy work at the House was cotripleted five he ours ago, | 

The insane - dhe was, cofithunicated with, . the soldier's. 

stright Fo de ct gar Has 

nd the enlisted men. - 
6 Aula who: Mo o' aimounced the engagemmnt of 

heb daughter with the “insane” private ‘who, by Ty the offices 
and the surgeons, had secured his discharge. =e 

“They’re going to 
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