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“ No.” T admitted reluctantly ; * T don't
know any of these things.”

He was fidgeting nervously in the corner,
wriggling about like an animated scarecrow.
Then suddenly a bland smi'e illuminated
his eniire face. Iis long bony fingers had
caught the end of the bit of string, and there
he was at it again, just as [ had seen him a
vear ago, worrving and fidgeting, making
knot upon knot. and untving them  again,
whilst his blue cves peered at me over the
top of his gigantic spectacles.

T would like to know what vour theory
is about the whole thing,” I was compelled t
sav at last; for the case had interested me
deeply, and, after all, T had come to the
A B.C. shop for the sole purpose of discussing
the adventures of Cigarette with him.

“ Oh, my theories are not worth consider-
ing,”” he «aid mecekly.  The police would
not give me five shillings for anv one of them.
They always preler a mystery to any logical
conclusion. if it is arrived at by an outsider.
But you may be more lucky.  ‘The owner of
Cigarette did offer £rco reward for the
clucidation of the mysterv.  The noble Farl
must have backed Cigarete for all he was
worth. Malicious tongues go even so far as
to say that he is practically a ruined man
now, and that the beautiful Lady Agnes s
only too glad to find herself the wife of
Harold Keeson, the son of the well-known
trainer.

*1f you ever go to Newmarket,” continued
the man in the corner after a slight pause,
during which he had been absorbed in
unravelling one of his most complicated knots,
“anyonc will point out the Keesons™ house to
vou. It is called Manor House, and stands
in the midst of beautiful gardens. M.
Keeson himself is a man of about fifty, and,
as a matter of fact, is of very good family,
the Keesons having owned property in the
Midlands for the past eight hundred vears.
Of this fact he is, it appears. extremely proud.
His father, however, was a notorious spend-
thrift, who squandered his propertv. and died
in the nick of time. leaving his xon absolutely
penniless and proud as Lucifer,

* Fate, however, has been kind to George
Keeson. His knowledge of horses and of all
matters connected with the turf stood him in
rood stead : hard work and perseverance did
the rest. Now, at fifty vears of age, he is a
very rich man, and practically at the head of
a profession, which, if not exactly that
of a gentleman, is, at any rate. highly
remunerative.

“He owns Manor Tlouse, and lived there
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with his voung wife and his only son and
heir. Harold.

*“Jt was Mr. Keeson who had trained
Cigarette for the Earl of Okechampton, and
who, of course. had charge of her during her
apprenticeship, before she was destined 1o
win a fortune for her owner, her trainer, and
those favoured few who had got wind of her
capabilities. For Cigarctte was to be kept a
dark  horse—not an easv matter in these
days, when the neighbourhood of every race-
course abounds with rascals who eke out a
precarious livelihood by various methods, more
or less shady, of which the gleaning of early
information is perhaps the least disreputable.

“ Fortunatelv for Mr. Kceson, however,
lie had in the groom. Cockram, a trusted and
valued servant, who had been in his employ
for over ten vears. To say that Cockram
took a special pride in Cigarciie would be
but to put it mildly.  He positively loved the
mare, and I don’t think that anyone ever
doubted that his interest in her welfare was
every bit as keen as that of the Earl of Oke-
hampton or of Mr. Keeson.

“ It was to Cockram, therefore. that Mr.
Keeson entrusted the care of Cigaretie. She
was lodged in the private stables adjoining
the Manor House, and during the few dayvs
immediately  preceding the *Coronation.
Stakes’ the groom practically never left her
side, either night or dayv. He slept in
the lnose box with her, and ate all his
meals in her company; nor was any one
alowed to come within measurable distance
of the living treasure, save Mr. Keeson or
the Earl of Okehampton himself.

* And yet. in spite of all these precautions,
in spite of every care that human ingenuity
could devise. on the very morning of the
race  Cigarctte  was  seized  with  every
symptom of poisoning. and although, as you
sav. she is quite herself again now, she was
far 100 ill to fulfil her engagement. and. if
rumour speaks correctly, completed thereby
the ruin of the Earl of Okehampton.™

1T

The man in the comer looked at me
through his bone-rimmed spectacles. and his
mild, blue eves gazed pleasantly into mine.

“ You may well imagine,” he continued
after a while, “what a thunderbolt such a
catastrophe means to those whose hopes of a
fortune rested upon the fitness of the bay
mare. Mr. Keeson lost his temper for an
instant, they sav—but for one instant only.
When he was hastily summoned at six o'clock
in the morning to Cigareite's stables, and saw
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by it, that even the non-racing public at once
took the keenest interest in the case.  All the
papers admitted, of course, that for the
moment the affair seemed peculiarly mysteri-
ous, yet all commented upon one fact, which
they suggested should prove an important
clue: this fact was Cockram’s strange attitude.

At first he had been dazed—probably
owing to the afier-effects of the drug; he had
also seemed too wretched even to resent Mr.
Keeson's very natural outburst of wrath. But
then, when the presence of the drug in his
beer was detected, which proved Aim, at any
rate, to have been guiltless in the matter, his
answers, according to all accounts, became
somewhat confused ; and all Mr. Keeson and
the ‘vet.” who were present got out of him
after that, was a perpetual ejaculation:
“What's to be done?  What's to be done ?”’

“I'wo days later the sporting papers were
the first to announce, with much glee, that,
thanks to the untiring energy of the Scotland
Yard authorities, davlight seemed at last to
have been brought to bear upon the mystery
which surrounded the dastardly outrage ¢n
the Earl of Okehampton’s mare Cigarete
and that an important arrest in connection
with it had already been cftected.

“It appears that a man named Charles
Palk, seemingly of no address, had all along
been suspected of having.at least a hand in
the outrage. 1Ile was Dbelieved to be a book-
maker’s tout, and was a man upon whom the
police had long since kept a watchful eye.
Palk had been scen loafing round the Manor
House for the past week, and had been
warned oft the grounds once or twice by the
grooms.

It now transpired that on the day preceding
the outrage he had hung about the neigh-
bourhood of the Manor House the whole
afternoon, trying to get into conv-rsation
with the stable-boys or even with Mr.
Keeson's indoor servants.  No one, however,
would have anvthing to do with him, as Mr.
Keeson's orders in those respects were very
strict: he had often threatened any one  of
his emploves with instant dismissal if he
found them in company with one of these
touts.

* Detective Twiss, however, who was in
charge of the case, obtained the information
that Alice Image, the maid, had been scen
on more than one occasion talking to Palk,
and that on the very dayv before the Coro-
nation Stakes she had been scen in his
company.  Closely questioned by the
detective, Alice Image at first denied her
intercourse with the tout, but finally was forced
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to admit that she had held conversation with
him once or twice.

* She was fond of putting abitnow and again
upon a horse, but Cockram, she added, was
such a muff that he never would give her atip,
for he did not approve of betting for young
women. Palk had always been very civil
and nice-spoken, she further explained. More-
over, he came from Buckinghamshire, her
own part of the country, where she was born ;
anyway, she had never had cause to regret
having entrusted a half-sovereign or so of her
wages to him,

* All these  explanations delivered by
Alice Image, withthe flow of tears peculiar to
her kind, were not considered satisfactory,
and the next day she and Charles Palk were
both arrested on a charge of being concerned
in the poisoning of the Larl of Okehampton'’s
mare Cigarette, with intent to do her grievous
bodily harm.”

I

“These sort of cases,” continued the man
in the corner after a slight pause, during
which his nervous fingers toyed incessantly
with that eternal bit of string—* these sort of
cases always create a great deal of attention
amongst the public, the majority of whom in
this country have very strong sporting pro-
clivities. It was small wonder, therefore,
when Alice Image and Charles Palk were
brought before the local magistrates that the
court was crowded to overflowing, both with
Pressmen and with the general public.

“I had all along been very much interested
in the case, so I went down to Newmarket,
and, in spite of the huge crowd, managed to
get a good seat, whence I could command a
full view of the chief personages concerned
in this thrilling sporting drama.

“Firstly, there was the Earl of Okehamp-
ton—good-looking but for an unmistakable air
of the broken-down sporting man about his
whole person; the trainer, Mr. Keeson—
a lean, clean-shaven man, with a fine,
proud carriage and a general air of ancient
lineage and the ‘Domesday Booke’ about
him; Mrs. Keeson—a pale, nervous-looking
creature, who seemed very much out of place
in this sporting set; and, finally, the accused—
Alice Image, dissolved in tears, and Charles
Paik, over-dressed, defiant, horsey, and
unsympathetic.

“'T'here was also Cockram the groom. My
short-sighted eyes had fastened on him the
moment I entered the court. A more wretched,
miserable, bewildered expression I have never
seen on any man's face.
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24 THE ROYAL
so closely and so rigorously that gradually she
lost what little self-control  she had, and
evervone in the court blamed Major Laverton
not a little, for he was gradually getting the
poor girl into a state of hysterics.

“As for me, 1 inwardly commended the
learned J.P., for already 1 had guessed what
he was driving at, and was not the least
astonished  when  the  dramatic  incident
occurred which rendered this case so memor-
able.

“Alice Image, namely, now thoroushly
unnzrved, harassed with the Major's ques-
tions, suddenly turned to where Cockram was
sitting, and, with a hysterical cry, she stretched
out both her arms towards him.

“+Joe! my Joe!" she cried; *vou know 1
didn't do it!  Can’t you do anything to help
me '’

‘It was pathetic in the extreme : everyone
in the court felt deeply moved. As for
Cockram, a sulden change came over him.
I am accastomed to read the faces of my
fellow-men, and in that rough countenance 1
saw then emerging, in response to the girl's
appeal, a quick and firm resolution.

“* Ave, and I will, Alice!" he said, jump-
ing to his feet. I have tried to do my duty.
If the gentlemen will hear me 1 will say all 1
know.’

“Needless to say ‘the gentlemen’ were
only too ready to hear him. Like a man who,
having made up his mind, is now resolved to
act upon it, the groom Cockram began his
story.

- “*I told vour worship that, having drunk
the beer that night, I dropped oft to sleep
very fast and very heavy like.  How long I'd
been asleep 1 couldn’t say, when suddenly
something scemed not exactly to wake me
but to dispel my dreams, so to speak. 1
opened my eyes, and at first 1 couldnt sce
anything, as the gas in the stable was turned
on very low; but I put out my hand to feel
the mare’s fetlocks, just by way of telling her
that 1 was there all right enough, and looking
after her—bless her! At that moment, vour
worship, I noticed that the stable-door was
open and that someone—I couldn't see who
it was—was goin” out of it. “ Who gocs
there ? 7" says 1, for I still felt very sleepy and
dull, when, to my astonishment, who should
reply to me but——'

“T'he man paused, and once more over
his rough, honest face came the old look of
perplexity and misery.

“* But———2" queried the magistrate, whose
nerves were obviously as much on tension as
those of evervone else in that court.
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* + Speak. Joe—won't you ? " appealed Alice
Image pathetically.

«- But the mistress—DMrs. Keeson, sir,’
came from the groom in an almost inaudible
whisper.  “ You know, maam,” he added
winle the gathering tears choked his voice,
*1 wouldnt ‘ave spoke.  But she's my
sweetheart, ma'am; and I couldn’t bear that
the shame should rest on her.’

“ T'here was a moment’s deadly silence in
that crowded court. Evervone's eves wandered
towards the pale face of Mrs. Neeson, which,
however, though almost livid in colour,
expressed nothing but the most boundiess
astonishment.  As for Mr. Keeson, surprise,
incredulity, then furious wrath at the slander,
could be seen chasing one another upon his
handsome face.

“+*What lie is this?” burst involuntarily
from his lips as his fingers closed more

ightly upon the heavy riding-whip which he

was holding.

¢« Nilence, please!” said the Major with
authority,  Now, Cockram, go on. You
say Mrs. Keeson spoke to you,  What did
she say 2’

* She seemed rather upset, sir,” continued
Cockram, still looking with humble apology
across at his mistress, * for she only stammered
something about : ** Oh, it's nothing, Cockram,
I only wanted to speak to my son—-cer—Ito
Mr. Harold—I——""

*+«Harold? " thundered Mr. Keeson, who
was fast losing his temper.

“*1 must ask you, Mr. Keeson, to be
silent,” said the Major. ¢ Go on, Cockram.’

* And Cockram continued his narrative :

-+« Mr. Harold, maam? " I said, * What
should ‘e be doing ‘ere in the stables at this
time of night 77 ** Oh, nothing,” says she 0
me, “I thought I saw him come in here. 1
must have been mistaken. Never mind,
Cockram; it's all right.  Good-night.”

“ 1 said good-night too, and tuen fell to
wondering what Mr. "Arold could have
wanted prowling round the stables at this
hour of the night.  Just then the clock of St
Saviour's struck four o'clock, and while I was
still wondering 1 fell asleep again, and never
woke until six, when the mare was as sick as
she could be. And that’s the whole truth.
gentlemen; and I would never have spoke—!or
Mr. and Mrs. Keeson have always been goo |
to me, and 1'd have done anything to save
them the disgrace—but Alice is goin’ to be my
wife, and T couldn’t bear any shame to rest
upon ‘er.’

“When Cockram had finished speaking
you might have heard a pin drop as Major
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son had been in the stables that night—for
what purpose only they and their own con-
science could tell.

*“ Alice Image and Charles Palk were both
discharged ; and it is greatly to the credit of
Cockram that in the midst of his joy in seeing
his sweethcart safe he still remained very
gloomy and upset.  As for Mr. Keeson, he
must have suffered terribly at all this mud
cast at his only son. He had been
wounded in what he worshipped more than
anything else in the world—his family
honour. What was the use of money and
the old estates if such a stain rested upon
his name ?

““As for Mrs. Keeson, public sympathy
was very much overshadowed with contempt
for her stupidity. Had she only held her
tongue when Cockram challenged her,
suspicion would never have fastened upon
Harold. The fact that she had lied in the
witness-box in order to try and remedy her
blunder was also very severely commented
upon. The young man had gone abroad on
that memorable Thursday accompanied by
two of his bachelor friends. They had gone
on a fishing expedition to Norway, and were
not expected home for three weeks.  As they
meant to move from place to place they had
left no address: letters and telegrams were
thercfore useless.

* During those three weeks pending Harold
Keeson's return certain facts leaked out
which did not tend to improve his case. It
appears that he had long been in love with
Lady Agnes Stourcliffe, the daughter of the
Farl of Okehampton.  Some people asserted
that the young people were actuallv—though
secretly—engaged. The earl, however, seems
all along to have objected to the marriage of
his daughter with the son of a trainer, and on
more than one occasion had remarked that he
had not sunk quite so low yet as to allow so
preposterous a  mésalliance. Mr. Keeson,
whose family pride was at lcast equal to that
of the earl, had naturally very much resented
this attitude, and had often begged his son to
give up his pretensions, since they were
manifestly o unwelcome.

“ Harold Keeson, however, was deeply in
love; and Lady Agnes stuck to him with
womanly constancy and devotion.  Unfor-
tunately aclimax was reached some days before
the disastrous events at Newmarket. The
Earl of Okchampton suddenly took vp a very
firm stand on the subject of Harold Keeson's
courtship of his daughter. Some hot words
were exchanged between the two men, ending
in an open breach, the earl positively for-
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bidding the young man ever to enter his
house again.

 Harold was terribly unhappy at this turn
of events. Pride forbade him to take an
unfair advantage of a young girl's devotion,
and, acting on the advice of his parents, he
started for this tour in Norway, ostensibly in
order to try and forget the fair Lady Agnes.
This unbappy love.affair, ending in an open
and bitter quarrel between himself and the
owner of Cigarete, did—as 1 said before—
the voung man’s case no good. At the
instance of the Farl of Okchampton, who
determined to prosccute him, he was arrested
on landing at Harwich.

“Well,” continued the man in the corner,
‘ the nextevents must bestill fresh inyour mind.
When Harold Keeson appeared in the dock,
charged with such meanness as to wreak his
private grievance upon a dumb animal, public
sympathy at once veered round in his favour.
He looked so handsome, so frank and
honest, that at once one felt convinced that
Ais hand, at any rate, could never have done
such a dastardly thing.

“ Mr. Kesson, who was a rich man, more-
over had enlisted the services of Sir Arthur
Inglewood, who had, in the short time at his
disposal, collected all the most important
evidence on behalf of his client.

* The two young men who had been travel-
ling in Norway with Harold Keeson had been
present with him on the memorable night at
a bachelor party given by a mutual friend at
the * Stag and Mantle.” Both testified that the
party had plaved bridge until the small hours
of the morning, that between two rubbers—
therooms being very hot—they had all strolled
out to smoke a cigar in the strects. Just as
they were about to re-enter the hotel two
church clocks— one of which was St. Saviour’s
-—chimed out the hour—four o’clock.

“ Four o’clock was the hour when Cock-
ram said that he had spoken to Mrs. Keeson.
Harold had not left the party at the ¢ Stag and
Mantle’ since ten o'clock, which was an hour
before Alice Image took the drugged beer to
the groom. ‘The whole edifice of the
prosecution thus crumbled together like a
house of cards, and Harold Keeson was dis-
charged, without the slightest suspicion cling-
ing to him. )

“ Six months later he married Lady Agnes
Stourcliffe. The earl, now a completely
ruined man, offered no further opposition to
the union of his daughter with a man who, at
any rate, could keep her in comfort and
luxury ; for though both Mr. Keeson and his
son lost heavily through Cigarette’s illness,
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vet the trainer was sufficiently rich to offer
his son and his bride a very beautiful
home.”

The man in the corner called to the
waitress, and paid for his glass of milk and
cheesecake, whilst I remained absorbed in
thought, gazing at the Dadly Zelegraph, which
in its ¢ London Day by Day ™ had this very
morning announced that Mr. and Lady Agnes
Keeson had returned to town from *The
Rookery,” Newmarket.

(1t is at this point that you should close THE
RoYAL and attempt lo solze the mystery for
vourselves.—ED.]

V.

“But who poisoned Cigarette? " I asked
after a while ; “and why ? ™

*“ Ah, who did, I wonder ? " he replied with
exasperating mildness.

* Surely you have a theory ?”" I suggested.

*“Ah, bul my theories are not worth
considering. The police would take no
notice of them.”

*“Why did Mrs. Keeson go to the stables
that night? Did she go?” I asked.

“ Cockram swears she did.”

* She swears she didn't. If she did why
should she have asked for her son? Surely
she did not wish to incriminate her son in
order to save herself? ”

*“No,” he replied; *“women don't save
themselves usually at the expense of their
children, and women don’t usually ‘hocus’ a
horse. It is not a female crime at all—is it ?

The aggravating creature was getting
terribly sarcastic ; and I began to fear that he
was not going to speak, after all. He was
looking dejectedly all around him. I had one
or two parcels by me. I undid a piece of
string from one of them, and handed it to
him with the most perfectly indifferent air 1
could command.

“I wonder if it was Cockram who told a
lie,” 1 then said unconcernedly.

But alrecady he had scized on that bit of
string, and, nervously now, his long fingers
beganfashioning a seriesof complicated knots.

*“Let us take things from the beginning,”
he said at last. “The beginning of the
mystery was the contradictory statements
made by the groom Cockram and Mrs.
Keeson respectively.  Let us take, first of all,
the question of the groom. The matter is
simple enough : either he saw Mrs. Keeson or
he did not. If he did not see her then he must
have told a lie, either unintentionally or by
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design—unintentionally if he was mistaken;
but this could not very well be since he
asserted that Mrs. Keeson spoke to him and
even mentioned her son, Mr. Harold Keeson.
Therefore, if Cockram did not see Mrs.
Keeson he told a lie by design for some
purpose of his own. You follow me?”

“Yes,” I replied ; “1 have thought all that
out for myself already.”

“Very well. Now, could there be some
even remotely plausible motive why Cockram
should have told that deliberate lie 7

“‘T'o save his sweetheart, Alice Image,”
I said.

“ But you forget that his sweetheart was
not accused at first and that, from the very
beginning, Cockram’s manner, when ques-
tioned on the subject of the events of that
night, was strange and contradictory in the
extreme.”’

*““He may have known from the first that
Alice Image was guilty,” I argued.

“In that case he would have merely
asserted that he had seen and heard nothing
during the night, or, if he wished to lie about
it, he would have said that it was Palk, the
tout, who sneaked into the stables, rather than
incriminate his mistress, who had been good
and kind to him for years.”

“ He may have wished to be revenged on
Mrs. Keeson for some reason which has not
yet transpired.”

“How? By making a statement which, if
untrue, could be so easily disproved by Mr.
Keeson himself, who, as a matter of fact,
could easily assert that his wife did not leave
her bedroom that night; or by incriminating
Mr. Harold Keeson, who could prove an
alibi? Not much of a revenge there, you
must admit. No, no; the more you refiect
seriously upon these possibilities the deeper
will become your conviction that Cockram
did not lie either accidentally or on purpose ;
that he did see Mrs. Keeson at that hour at
the stable-door; that she did speak to him;
and that it was she who told the lie in open
court.”

“But,” I asked, fecling more bewildered
than before, *“ why should Mrs. Keeson have
gone to the stables and asked for her son
when she must have known that he was not
there but that her enquiry would make
it, to say the least, extremely unpleasant
for him?” ‘

“Why ?"” he shrieked excitedly, jumping
up like a veritable jack-in-the-box. “ Ah, if
you would only learn to reflect you might in
time become a fairly able journalist. Why
did Mrs. Keeson momentarily incriminate
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her son?—for it was only a momentary
incrimination.  Think, think! A woman
does not incriminate her child to save
herself ; but she might do it to save someone
else—someone who was dearer to her than
that child.”

*“ Nonsense ! 7 I protested.

“ Nonsense, is it? " he replied. * You
Lave only to think of the characters of the
chiefl personages who figured in the drama—
of the trainer Keeson, with his hasty temper
and his inordinate family pride.  Was it likely
when the half-ruined Earl of Okehampton
talked of mésalliance, and forbade the
marriage of his daughier with his trainer's
son that the latter would not resent that
insult with terrible bitterness ? and, resenting
it, not think of some means of being even
with the noble earl 2 Can you not imagine
the proud man boiling with indignation on
Liearing his son's tale of how Lord Oke-
hampton had forbidden him the house ? Can
vou not hear him saving to himself :

“*Well, by——the trainer’s son
marry the earl’s daughter!’

“ And the scheme—simple and effectual—-
whereby the ruin of the arrogant nobleman
would be made so complete that he would be
only too willing to allow his daughter to
marry anyone who would give her a good
home and him a helping hand ? ”

“But,” I objected, *why shouid Mr.
Keeson take the trouble to drug the groom
and sneak out to the stables at dead of night
when he had access to the mare at all hours
of the day ? "

“Why? " shricked the animated scare-
crow. “Why? DBecause Keeson was just
one of those clevercriminals, with a sufficiency
of brains to throw police and public alike off
the scent. Cockram, remember, spent every
moment of the day and night with the mare.
Therefore, if he had been in full possession
of his senses and could positively swear that
no one had had access to Cigarette but his
master and himself suspicion was bound to
fasten, sooner or later, on Keeson. But
Keeson was a bit of a genius in the criminal
line. Seemingly, he could have had no
motive for drugging the groom, yvet he added
that last artistic touch to his clever crime, and
thus threw a final bucketful of sand in the
eves of the police.”

“ Even then,” 1 argued, * Cockram might
just have woke up—might just have caught
Keeson in the act.”

shall

ROYAL

MAGAZINE.

* Exactly. And thatis, no doubt, what Mrs.
Keceson feared.

‘ She was a brave woman, if ever there was
one. Can you not picture her knowing her
husband’s violent temper, his indomitable
pride, and guessing that he would find some
means of being revenged on the Earl of Oke-
hampton? Can you not imagine her watching
her husband and gradually guessing, realising
what he had in his mind when, in the middle
of the night, she saw him steal out of bed
and out of the house ? Can you not see her
following him stealthilv—afraid of him per-
haps—not daring to interfere~—territied above
all things of the consequences of his crime,
of the risks of Cockram waking up, of the
exposure, the disgrace?

** Then the final tableau:—Keczon having
accomplished his purpose, goes back towards
the house, and she—perhaps with a vague
hope that she might yet save the mare by
taking away the poison which Keeson had
prepared—in her turn goes to the stables.
But this time the groom is half awake, aud
challenges her. Then her instinct—thi
unerring instinct which always prompts a
really good woman when the loved one is in
danger—suggests to Mrs. Keeson the clever
subterfuge ot pretending that slie had seen
her son entering the stables.

“She asks for him, knoweing well that she
could do him no harm since he could so
easily prove an alibi, but thereby throwing a
veritable cloud of dust in the eyes of the
keenest inquirer, and casting over the
hocussing of Cigarette so thick a mantle of
mystery that suspicion, groping blindly round,
could never fasten tightly on anyone.

“ Think of it all,” he added as, gathering
up his hat and umbrella, he prepared to go,
“ and remember at the same time that it was
Mr. Keeson alone who could disprove that
his wife never left her room that night, that
he did not do this, that he guessed what she
had done and why she had done it, and 1
think that vou will admit that not one link is
missing in the chain of evidence which I have
had the privilege of laying before you.”

Before I could reply he had gone, and 1
saw his strange scarecrow-like figure dis-
appearing through the glass door. Then I
had a gocd think on the subject of the
hocussing of Cigarette, and I was reluctantly
bound to admit that once aguin the man in
the corner had found the only possible solu-
tion to the mystery.

Next month *‘ The Old Man in the Corner *’ clears up the weird and tragic mystery
of the murder in Dartmoor Terrace.
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