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THE FEMALE DETECTIVE.

INTRODUCTION.

Wrno am I1?

It can matter little who I am,

It may be that I took to the trade, sufficiently
comprehended in the title of this work without a word
of it being read, because I had no other means of
making a living ; or it may be that for the work of
detection I had a longing which I could not overcome.

It may be that I am a widow working for my
children—or I may be an unmarried woman, whose
only care is herself.

But whether I work williug'ly or nnwillingly, for
myself or for others—whether I am married or single,
old or young, I would have my readers at once accept
my declaration that whatever may be the results of
the practice of my profession in others, in me that
profession has not led me towards hardheartedness, -

For what reason do I write' this book ?

I have a chief reason, and as I can have no desire
to hide it from the reader, for if I werc secretively
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inclined I shoul& not be compil%lng' these memoirs, 1
may as well &t once say I write in order to show, in
a small way, that the profession to which I belong is
so useful that it should not be despised.

I know well that my trade is despised. I have all
along known this fact so well that I have hidden my

#rom those about me. Whether these are rela-
tions or h'h.{\ds, or merely acquaintances, I have no
need here to ten -

My friends suppose I am a dressmaker, who goes
out by the day or week—my enemies, what I have,
are in a great measure convinced that my life is a very
que'stionable one.

In my heart of hearts T am at a loss to decide at
‘which side T laugh most—at my friends, who suppose
me so very innocent, or at my cnemies, who believe
me to be not far removed from guilty.

My trade is a necessary one, but the world holds
aloof my order. Nor do I blame the world over much
for its determination. I am quite aware that there is
something peculiarly objectionable in the spy, but
nevertheless it will be adimitted that the spy is as
peculiarly necessary as he or she is peculiarly objec-
tionable.

The world would very soon discover the loss of the
detective system, and yet if such a loss were to take
place, if the certain bad results which would be sure
to follow its abolition were made most evident, the
world would still avoid the detective as a social com-
panion, from the next moment he or she resumed office.

I have said I do not complain of this treatment, for
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as I have remarked, I am quite awhre that society
looks upon the companionship of a spy as repulsive ;
but, nevertheless, wo detectives are mnecessary, as
scavengers are called for, and I therefore write this
book to help to show, by my experience, that the
detective has some demand upon the gratit+"_ ot
society. .

I am aware that the female J:tective may be
regarded with even more aversion than her brother in
profession. But still it cannot be disproved that if
there is a demand for men detectives there must also
be one for female ‘etective police spies. Criminals
are both masculine and feminine—indeed, my ex-
perienco tells me that when a womaf becomes a.
criminal she is far worse than ti® aVerage of her
male companions, and therefore it follows that the
necessary detectives should be of both sexes.

Let it suffice, once for all, that I know my trade is
a despised one, but that being a necessary calling I
am not ashamed of it. I know I have done good
during my career, I have yet to learn that I have
achieved much harm, and I therefore think that the
balance of the work of my life is in my favour.

In putting the following narratives on paper, I
shall take great care to avoid mentioning myrelf as
much as possible. I determine upon this rule, not
from any personal modesty, though I would remark in
passing that your detective carr be a modest man or
woman, but simply to avoid the use of the great T,
which, to my thinking, disfigures so many books, To
gain this end, the avoidance of the use of this letter, I
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shall, as much las possible, tell the tales in what I
believe is called the third person, and in what T will
call the plainest fashion.

I may also point out, while engaged upon these
opening lines, that in a very great many cases women
demﬁﬁy@ure those who can only be used to arrive
at certain™Jgcoverics. The nature of these dis-
coveries I need here only hint at, many of them being
of too marked a character to admit of their being
referred to in dctail in a work of this character, and
in a book published in the present age. But without
going into particulars, the readér will comprehend
that the woman detectivo has far greater opportunities

.than a man- of intimate watching, and of keeping
her eyes upoh matters near which a man could not
conveniently play the eavesdropper.

I am aware that the ideca of family spies must be an
unpleasant subject for contemplation ; that to reflect
that a female detective may be in one’s own family is
a disagreeable operation. But, on the other hand, it
may be urged that only the man who has secrets to
hide need fear a watcher, the inference standing that
he who fears may justifiably be watched.

Be all this as it may, it is certain that man and
woman detectives are nccessities of daily English life,
that T am a female detective, and that I think fit to
‘make some of my experiences known to the world.

What will their value be? -

I cannot guess—I will not say—I do not care to'
learn. But I hope these narratives of mine will show

ted much crime wasses undetected, muct
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the most obscure and ;vell-planned evil-doing is brought

to the light, and easily, by the operation of the

detective, Furthermore, I hope it will be ascertained

that there is much of good to be found, even amongst

criminaly, and that it does not follow because a man

breaks the law that he is therefore heartless.
Now—to my work,
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It often happens to us detectives—and when I say us
detectives, of course, I mean both men and women
operatives—that we are the first movers in matters of
great ultimate importance to individuals in particular,
and $he public at large.*

Fcr instance, a case in point only came under my
notice a few waeks since.

A lady of sumewhat solitary and reserved life, re-
siding alone, but for a housckeeper, died suddenly.
Strangely enough, her son arrived at the house two
hours before the lady breathed her last. The house
in which the death took place being far from a town,
and it being necessary that the son should almost
immediately return to London, the house was left for
some time in the care, cor it were more consistent to
say under the control, of the housekeeper already
mentioned—a woman who bore a far from spotless
character in the neighbourhood of her late mistresss
dwelling.

* Tt is perhaps as well here to remark that the MS. of this
work has becn revised by afi ordinary literary editor. It does
not appear as actually written by the compiler. This supervision
may be injurious to the vraisemblance of the work, but by its
exerciue some clearness of style has been attained,



To curtail that portion ot this Imstance ot the but
poorly comprehended efficacy of the .detective police
which does not immediately bear upon the argument
under consideration, it may besaid in a few words that
in the time which elapsed between the departure and
arrival of the son, the house was very effectively
stripped.

The son, of course, was put almost iumediately in
posscssion of the suspicions of several neighbours
s to the felony which they felt sure had been com-
mitted, and this gentleman was very quickly in a
position to convince himself that a robbery had been
effected.

The housekeeper was spoken to, told of her drime,
which insolently she denied, and was at bnce dismissed,
she foolishly threatening law procetdings, on the score
of defamation of character.

The son of the deceased lady refused to take any
action in the matter of the robbery, urging that he
could not have his mother’s name and death mixed up
with police-court proceedings, and he allowed the
affair, as he supposed, to blow over, though it should
be here observed that he suffered very considerable
inconvenience by the absence of certain papers which
were associated with the death of his mother.

Four months pass, and now the police appear upon
the scene, and with an efficiency which is an instance
of the value of the detective force. The police had,
of course, in the ordinary why of business, heard of
the robbery referred to, but could notamove in it while
no prosecutor gave them the word to move. Bub if
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the police had not’ moved in the case, they had not
forgotten it.

A robbery takes place in the neighbourhood, and a
search-warrant is granted. A search is prosecuted,
and in a shed beyond a small house, belonging to a
couple whom the housekeeper already mentioned knew,
and who had been up at the house while the house-
kecper was left in sole charge of it, was found a
japanned cash-box.

The detective who made this discovery almost
immediately identified the box with the robbery at
the house of the late lady, and upon finding, after
a clnse examination, the initial of her surname
seratéhed upon the lid, he became so convinced his
conjecture was right, that, upon his own responsibi-
lity, he took the tehant of the house in question into
custody.

The case went clear against the unhappy man.
The police, by a wonderful series of fortunate guesses
and industrious inquiries, found out the son, and this
latter was enabled to produce a key, one of a house-
hold bunch belonging to his late mother, that opened
the cash-box in question, which had been forced in
such a manner that the cash-box had not been broken.

This gentleman, however, refused to prosecute, and
the prisoner got off with the fright of his arrest and
an examination.

Which of the two, the gentleman or the detective,
did his duty to society; is a question I leave to be
answered by mey readers. DMy aim in quoting this
instance of the operation of the detective system is to



show how valuable it may become, even where should-
be prosecutors make the mistake of.supposing that
leniency and paticnce form a much better course of
conduct than one of justice and fair retribution.

The detective police frequently start cases and dis-
cover prosecutors in people who have had no idea of
filling any such position.

Many cases of this character, several of them really
important, have come under my own direction.
Perhaps the most important is that which I am about
to relate, and to which I have given the title of
“Tenant for Life.”

This case, as it frequently happens, came upop me
when I was least expecting business, and when, itMeed,
I had “put the shutters up for the day,” as an old
detective companion of mine—a feflow long since dead
(he was killed by a most gentlemanly banker who
had left town for good, and who, after flooring
John Hemmings, left England for good also)—
would say. ]

It was on a Sunday when I got the first inkling of
one of the most extraordinary cases which has come
under my observation. It is oh Sundays that I always
put the shutters up. Even when I am engaged hot
in a casc, I am afraid T relax on a Sunday. 1 will
not work if I can help it on a Sunday. I swim
through the weck, so to speak, for Sunday, and then T
have twenty-four hours' rest before I plunge into my
sea of delections once more.

T am what is culled a talking companion, and I am
bound to admit that women are in the habit of talking



soandal, with me fbr a hearer, within three hours of
my making their acquaintance.

Amongst others that I knew some years ago was a
Mrs. Flemps. I think I first made her acquaintance
because her name struck me as out of the common—
it was out of the common, for I had not known her
twenty-four hours before I learnt that she was married
to a cabman, who on his father’s side was o Dutchman
who had been in the eel ti'ade at Billingsgate market.

It was this acquaintance, it was the were notice of
the name of Flemps, which led to the extraordinary
chain of events which I shall now place before the
reader exactly as I linked them t‘()gether——premising
only dhat I shall sink my part in the narrative.as fully
as I shall be able.

As I have %aideabove, I make Sunday a holiday,
and coming to know the Flempses, and ascertaining
that the cabman—perhaps with some knowledge of
that cheerful way of spending the Sunday which I
have heard distingnishes foreigners—was in the
habit of using his cab as a private vehicle on a
Sunday, and driving his wife out, I found my seventh
days even more checerful than I had yet discovered
them to be. In plain English, during the summer
through which I knew the Flempses, I frequently
drove out of London with them a few miles into the
country.

Flemps used to drive, of course, and I and his wife
were inside, with all the windows ('iown, in order that
we might get as much of the country air as possible.

I find, by reference to the diary I have kept since T



‘entered the service, and at which ¥ work equally for
pleasure, and to relieve my mind of pa'.rbiculm which
would overweight it, for T may add that in this diary,
which would be intolerable printed, I fix down every
word of & case I hear, as closely as I can remember it,
and every particular as near as I can shape it—1I say
I find, by reference to my diary, that it was the fourth
Sunday I rode out with the Flempses, and the sixth
week of my acquaintance Wwith those people, whom
upon the whole I found very respectable, that I got
the first inkling of one of the best, even if one of the
most dmsa.txsfa,ctory, cases in which I was ever engaged.

The conversation which called up my cur1051ty Iam
enabled to reproduce almost as it was spoken, for by
the time the ride was over I had got so®good a thread
of the casc in my head, that I thodght’it necessary to
book what I had already learnt.

Mrs. Flemps was a worthy woman, who loved to
hear bherself talk, a failing it is said with her sex.
From the hour in which I made her familiar with
me, I ceased to talk much to the good woman; I
listened ouly, and rarely opened my mouth except to
ask a question.

By the way, 1 should add here that 1 in no way
spunged upou the Flempses; I always contributed
more than one-third to the eatables and drinkables we
took with us in the cab, and thereby I think I paid
my share of the cab, which would have taken them
whether I had been in Londow or Jericho.

The first words used by the couple in reference to
the case attracted my attention,



We had got into the cab, she and I, and he was
looking in at the window as he smoothened his old
hat round and round.

“ Jemmy,” he said, her name being Jemima, *“ where
shall us drive to-day ¥’

“Well, Jan,” said she—he had been christened after
his Dutch father—¢we aint been Little Fourpenny
Number Two way this blessed summer.”

“That's it,” said Jan, ‘with & triumphant, crowing
tone. ¢ Little Fourpenny Number Two.”

And mounting his box, he drove out of the yard so
briskly that for a moment, as we went over the kerb-
stone, I thought the only road we were about to take
was that of destruction.

The extraotdinary highway we were about to take
naturally led te fo make some inquiries; for it can
readily be understood by the public that if there is
onc thing a detective—whether female or male—is
less able to endure than another, it is a mystery.

“That's a quecer road we're going, Mrs. Flemps,”
said I; and speaking after the manner of her class—
for I may say that half the success of a detective de-
pends upon his or her sympathy with the people from
whom either is endeavguring to pick up informa-
tion.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Flemps; and as she sighed I knew
that there was more in the remark than would have
appeared to an ordinary listener. I do not use the
words “ordinary listencr” at all in a vain sense, but
simply with a business meaning.

¢ Is it a sccret ¥



“What, Little Fourpenny " she called out, as wo
‘bumped over the London stones.

“ Number Two,” I added, with a smile.

She shook her head.

“There was no number two,” she replicd, “ though
there ought to have been.”

Now this answer was puzzling. DBoth husband and
wife felt mutual sympathy in the affair of “Little
Fourpenny Number Two;” and yet it appeared no
Little Fourpenny Number Two had ever existed.

“Tell me all about it, Mrs. Flemps,” said I, “if it’s
no secret.”

She answered in these words—* Which I will, my
dear, when we reach the gardings, but can’t a jolting
over the stones.”

We drove six miles out of London, and got on the
level country road. There is no need tc say whither
we went, because places are of no value in this nar-
rative. ’

It is enough to say it was six miles out of London,
and on a level country.

As we made a turn in the oad Mrs. Flemps became
somewhat excited ; and almost immediatcly afterwards
the cabman turned round,-and looking at his wife, he |
said—

' «We're a coming to the werry spot.”
The cab was drawn about two huudred yards further
on, and then Jau Flemps pulled rein, and got off his box.,
“There’s the werry milesb?mc,” he said, painting to
one at the side of the road ; “and the werry identical
where I lost Little Fourpenny Number Two.”
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And it was at this point that Mrs, F. remarked—

¢ Cuss the thutty pound.”

“ Never mind, old woman, we wanted it bad enough
then, Lord knows ; and but for it this cab might never
ha’ been druv by me, so put an han’some mug on it,
old woman.”

The reader will concede that this conversation was
sufficiently appetizing to .attract any one—to_ a de-
tective it spoke volumes.

I said nothing till the cab was once more in motion,
and I could tell how heartily the cabman appreciated
the spot by the slow pace at whiclt we left it behind
us, and by the several times he looked back linger-
ingly at the milestone.

Meanwhile Mrs. Flemps, within the cab, was shaking
her head dolefully; and I could see, by the wistful,
far-away appearance of her cycs, that in thought she
was a long way beyoud me and the cab.

‘When she woke up, which she did in a short time
with an esclamation, and such a rough, cutting sen-
tence as I have noticed the rougher sort of folk are in
the habit of making tte termination of any show of
sentiment, T reminded her that she had promised to
tell me the history of Little Fourpenny.

“ Wait, my dear, till we get to the gardings, and Jan
himself will oblige. He tells the tale better nor I do.”

Therefore I said no more till we had ended our plain
dinner at the tea-gardens, which we.e our destination.
The meal done, and Jan at his pipe, I reminded Mrs. F.
once more of her promise; and she mentioning the
matter to the cabman, it appeared to me that he was



TENANT FOR LIFE

.not at all disinclined to refresh himself with a recital
of the history.
" It is necessary that I should give it, in order that
the reader may appreciate how a detective can work
out a case.
«T werc a going home in my cab onc night, more
nor a little time ago e

“It were in ’forty-eight, when the French were a
fighting Louy Philippe,” said the cabman’s wife.

“T was a goin’ home, not in the best o’ humours,
when a comin’ across ’amstead ’eath I overtook a
woman a staggerin’e under what I thought were a
bundle.” ’

“ It were a child,” said Mrs. Flemps.

“Yes, it were,” the cabman continged; “and it had
on’y been in this precious world a fortnight. I pulled

up, scein’ her staggerin’; and to cut it short here-
abouts, I told her she might come up on the box along
o me, for it were not likely I could let a tramp in on
the cushions. She were werry weak, and the infant
were the poorest lookin’ kid I ever seed—yet purty to
look at as T sor by the gass.”
“ As he sord by the gass g responded Jemima.
“Well, arter some conversation with that young
woman, I pulled up at a public, and treated her and
your obedient; and which whether it were the rum
put me up to it, or it were in me before and I knowed
it not, no sooner had I swallowed that rum than the
idea was plain and wisible afore’me. ¢ What are you
"a goin’ to do with it ¥ I said, pointing to the young
un, ‘I don't know, saysa 'she, a lookin’ out towards
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London. ¢Father ¥ says I. Noy says she. I then.
looks out, and points towards London, which she
thereupon shook her head ; but she didn’t turn on the *
water, being, I think, too far gone for that. ¢ Which,’
said I, ¢if you can do nothin’ for her (knowin’ as she'd
told me it was a girl) somebody else may—my old
woman and me, you sce, never havin’ had no family.’ d

“ Never having had no family—more’s the pxty
responded Mrs. Flemps.

“ ¢Why,” says she, continued the cabman, ¢ who'd be
troubled with another woman’s child #—women have
enough trouble with their own. <1’ would, says T,
‘my old woman never having had any, and not likely
to mend matters” ¢ Will you? says she, and such a
hawful light came upon that young woman’s face as I
never wish to see on another. ¢ Yos, says I, ‘and it
shall be all fair and above board, and I'll give you my
old woman’s address, and what moncy I've got for her’
—which it came about she got called Little Four-
penny, being that sum T had in my pocket after payin’
for the rum, after a whole day out and only a shilli’
fare. Well, the longs and the shorts of it are that
that there wretched young woman gave me up the
baby, and I gived her the fourpence, and she got down
off the cab and went down a turning, and blest if ever
she looked back once, and blest if cver she called at
our place once—p’r'ups she lost the address though,
and if she did, why she were not go bad after all, and
p'r'aps she died—anylLow, that's how we came by Little
Fourpenny.”

“That’'s how we came by Little Fourpenny,” re-



sponded Mrs. F., adding, as a kind of Amen, “ blesser
little art.”

© “Yes,” gaid I, “but what of Little Fourpenny
Number Two ¢” )

“Ha, that’s on’y five year ago. My Jemmy—meanin’
Jemima, wasn’t best pleased when I brought that
poor Little Fourpenny home, and I think she thought
I knew’d more of it than I did till she growed so un-
common unlike me—but let my wife have thought as
she might, I'm sure no mother was ever sorrier than
her were when Little Fourpenny was took and changed
for the better.”

“ Much for the better !” said Mrs. F., with two or
three tears in her eyes, as I detected.

“Lord, I sce her now a comin’ witjl my dinner,
bein’ not so much nor ten yecar old, and «{! the rank
with a word for Little Fourpenny. All the fellers o’
the rank wanted to stand when Little Fourpenny went
off the road, which it was but nat’ral. Yes, we missed
her when she died at nine.”

“ At nine,” responded Mrs. F., adding, “five years
ago.”

“ And it was but natral we should think as our
Fourpennurth was a good one, and as we was alone and
might find another, which was the reason, as p'r'aps I
began lookin’ after Little Fourpenny Number Two,
and bless you, my dear, cabmen, and I dersay police-
men, don’t have to lqok far any night o’ the week with-
out finding a wand’rin’ woman®as ’as got a little un
she don’t know what on earth to do with.”

“Little Fourpenny hadn't been off the rank threc

2
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months afore, sittin’ on that very milestone as I pointed
out, and one ¢vénin’ in this very month o’ July, there
I saw her. My 'art was in my mouth, for it was as’
though all them years had never been, and jest as
though Little Fourpenny’s mother was jest afore my
hosg’s head agin. .J¢ was another on ’em. She was a
woman with a little un as she didn’t know what on
carth to do with. Whick I spoke to her, and havin’
that experience of our gal, I soon made ’er understand
me, though I do assure yer my ’art was in my mouth
a8 I thought o' the other. She didn't understand
me & fust, but she did at last, and I thought she were
orf ’er ’ed abit by the way she went on, sayin’ as
Providence ’ad interfered, when it were on’y me. And
she took the adgress greedy-like, but when I offered
her the five shillin's, doin’ it pleasant like and callin’
her mate, she shrinks back she docs, and calls out to
Heaven if she can sell her child. Which then pro-
misin’ to call and see my old woman, and kissin’ the
child till it got into my throat agin’, she run orf with
ler arms wide out, and goin’ from side to side like a
jibber—which s/ke neyer cone to see the old woman !”

“ Which she never come !” responded Mrs, F. ; adding,
« which if she had what could I ’a said, and which if
she’d tore my eyes out I could not ha’ complained.”

“ For you see,” continued the cabman, “ that there
child and that there old woman o’ mine never met.”

“ Never met !” responded Mrs. Flemps,

« For you must kﬁow," continued the cabman, “ [
gold that there child o’ that there woman afore I'd
left that there milestone a mile behind,” -
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“A mile behind " adds Mrs. Flemps, shaking her

head. t

"« Lord lead us not into temptation, but I could not
rersist that there thutty poun’, bein’ at that identkle
time werry hard up, owin’ to havin’ to pay damages for
runniv’ down a hold man which was more frightened
nor hurt, but the obstinest old party ever a man
druv, and had to pay 'im that identkle sum o thutty,
poun’s, which it seemed to me a kind o’ providence
when the woman offered that identkle sum, since it
secmed to me as I was taken pity on acos of runnin’
down that obstnit Bold gent while hard a thinkin’
o’ lost Little Fourpenny.”

Now by thijs time my curiosity had beey thoroughly
roused. It was impossible to avoig comprehending
that the child that the wretched mother had given up
to the cabman had been literally sold by him within
twenty minutes of the time when he came into the
possession of her.

And perhaps it is necessary that I should remark
that I was not struck with the idea that it was at all
unlikely that this cabman should have met ‘a second
woman in his life ready to part with her child. I am,
detective as 1 live, almost as much ashamed as pained
to admit that there is not a night passcs in this large
city of London during which you are unable to find
wretched mothers ready to part with their children.,
Perhaps T should ad® that my experience leads me to
believe that these poor women ‘are mothers for the
first time-—mothers of but a very short duration, and
that therefore, while they have not been with their.

¢ 2—z
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little ones long enough to be unable to separate from
them, they arestill under the influenco of that horror
of their position, and consequent fear or dread of the
child, which is the result of their memory of a time
when they were free and respected. These young
women are mostly seduced servant and work gir]s:
Poor things !—we detectives, especially us women
detectives, know quite enough of such matters.

Said I to the cabman—

“Who was the woman who took the child ¥’

“ Why, 'ow should 7 know ! I was a joggin’ on,
with the little un on the floor o’ the cab, atween the
two cushions to prevent co-lisons, when she calls
“Cab ! to me, “’Gaged,’ says I ‘Tl pay you any-
think, says ‘:she.” ‘Well, thinks I, ‘anyhow you're a
queer customer.” She were about thirty—a wild
looking party as ever I saw by the gas-lamp, under
which she was standin’, but she were a real lady, and
had dark cyes.  ‘Can’t do it,” says I.  Then she says,
‘Have you come far down the road.? ¢ About three
miles, says I. ¢ Ha,’ says slre, “’ave you scen a woman
with a child¥ which, continued the cabman, you might
ha’ knocked me orf my box when she made that there
remark —‘a poor woman,’ says she, ‘with a very
young child ¥ And then as luck would have it—or il
luck—which sometimes I think it wcre one, and at
other times 1'm sure it werc the other ; as some luck
would 'ave it, at this identkle moment, the child sets
up & howlin’ fine, ¢ What's that I—oh, what’s that ¥
she asks, & flyin' at the cab-windy, and I can tell you
I was nearly a tumblin’ orf my box, I was so took
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aback. ¢Ieaven ’ave sent it " says she, lookin' in the
cab, and T s'pose scein’ on’y the child thero at the
hotbom o' the cal, ¢ which,’ says I, ‘it’s that identkle
young woman’s you was <peakin’ of " Then she
screals out she does; an’ if there’d been a p’leaceman
about 7/ should ha’ been in Queer Street, savin' your
presence, my dear, a talkin’ about the p’leace on a
Sunday. Then I ups and tglls her that me and my
missus have lost our Little Fourpenny, and how I've
got the kid ; and then she calls out again that Heaven
is at the bottom of it, and she says—¢ My good man,’
says she, ‘here’s thutty poun’s which there was, all
in gold, ‘and take it, and give me the child; and
then she says how that I can lave ng love for the
child—not havin’ cver seen it afore, and ow by doin’
as she wished, I might do great good, and, to cut it
short—after a time—1 gived ’er thre child, and T took
the thutty poun’s; and that’s how it was my old
woman never, never saw the little un, and how it was,
as 1 hoped that there poor mother ud never call at
our house, She never did; so pt’aps them poor
mothers are all alike, and don'f care to look them in
the face as they once desertcd, and can’t reasonubly
ask back again, and that’s how it was that my old
woman never saw Little Fourpenny Number Two.”

“ Never saw Little Fourpenny Number Two !” re-
sponded Mrs. Flemps. .

Now I may sayeat once that this tale, told in
common English, by an ordindry man, smoking his
common clay pipe in a plain tea-gardens in the suburbs
of London—this tale called forth all the acumen and



wits with which nature has endowed me. The detec-
‘tive was all alive as that extraordinary yecital, told
with no intention for effect, was slowly *unfolded to
me, with many stops and waves of the pipe, and
repetitions with which I have not favoured the reader.

It was o most remarkable history, that of the
woman who had obtained the child, from beginning to
end. ,

The series of facts, accepting the cabman’s state-
ments as Lonest, and as he had no purpose to serve in
deceiving me, 1 was at once inclined to suppose he
spoke the truth—as he did ; thg series of facts was
wonderful from the beginning of the chapter to the
end.

The extraordmary list of unusual facts began with a
woman, ev1dent]v belongmg to a good class, being out
late at night and heiling a cab. Then followed her in-
quiry concerning a woman with a very young child.
To this succeeds the discovery of the child in the cab,
and the ejaculation that Heaven has been good to her;
and finally had to be considercd the fact of her having
thirty pounds in gold with her, and which she offers at
once to the cabroan for the child.

Accustomed to weigh facts, and trace out clear
meanings, something after the manner of lawyers, a
habit common to all detectives, before I began in a
lIoose, half-curious way to question Flemps upon the
history he had betrayed to me, I had made out a toler-
able case against the lady.

As she knew that the woman had passed that way
it appeared. cvident to me that she had seen her,



guessing her to be a beggar, at some earlier poriod of
the evening than that at which she addressed the
eabman. And as after the cabman refused her for a fard
she expressed great joy at hearing the crying of the
infant, the inference stood that her despair at the
cabman’s refusal was in some way connected with the
child itself.

Continuing.out this reasoning—and custom was so
ready within me that the process was finished before
the cabman had—I came to the concluslon, after duly
balancing the fact of her having with her thir ty pounds
in gold, and her briking the cabman with it, that for
some reason unknown she had pressing need for a child,
I felt certain that she had seen the weman in an
earlier part of the evening, that she had set out to
overtake the woman, to purchase the clnld of her, if
possible, and that meeting the cab, the driver of which
could have no knowledge of her, she had hailed him
in the hope of more speedily overtakmg the woman
and child.

The questions, as a detectlve, I wished answered
were these :(— -

Who was she ?

Why did she act as she did {

Where was she ?

At onoe Iapprehended I should have little difliculty
in agcertaining where she was, provided she still lived
in the district, and .provided the cabman could give
me some clue by which to idendify her. .

For I may tell you at once that I saw crime in the
whole of this business, Children are not bought in the
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dark in the midst of fear and trembling, if ull is clear
and hounest sailing. .

So pretending to be really interested in the story,
which I was, I began putting questions.

“ Did you ever learn anything more ¥’

“ Nothiuk,” said he.

And his wife, of course, responded and 1'épcuted.

“ You never saw the woman again ¢’ -

“Never.”

Echoed by Mrs. F. T will leave her repeats out from
this time forth.

“How long ago did it happen }-g-you interest me so
much !

“ Five years this blessed July.”

“Then it wys in the July of 1858.” I knew that by
the date of Little Fourpenny’s death.

“1t was.”

[I should here point out to the reader that though
T put this singular case, “Tenant for ILife,” as the
leading narrative in my book, it is one of the later
of my more remarkable cases.]

“You are quite sure, about the milestone ¥’ I suid.

“ Quite,” he replied.

“ What kind of a woman was she ¢°

“ Which,” the cabman continued, “I could no
more say nor I could fly—save she was wildish-look-
ing, and had large black eyes, and was au out-and-out
lady.”

“Did she—pardon my being so curious—did she
have any peculiarity which you remarked ¥”

“ Any pecooliarity ¥ No, not as I am aweer on.”



“No mark—no way with her wbich was un-
common " .

"« None sumdever,” said the cabman. “Ha!T year
er mow. ¢ Firty poun’s, says she, which I could
hardly unnerstand ’er at fust ; ¢ firty poun’s for that
child,’ says she, ‘firty poun’s’” But what ’ave you
started for, my dear " le asked me,

“ Which,” here his wife added, ¢ well she may start,
pore dear, with you a tellin’ about Little Fourpenny
in a way to child 'er blood.”

Now, the fact is, I had started because I thought 1
saw the end of a good clew. We detectives have quite.
a handbook of the science of our trade, and we know
every linc by heart. One of the chief clmpters in that
unwritten book is the oue dcvoted to }dentxhca.tmu
The uninitiated would be surprised to learn how many
ways we have of identification by certain marks, certain
ways, certain personal peculiarities—but above all, by
the unnumbered modes of speaking, the form of speak-
ing, the subjects spoken of, and above all the impedi-
ments or peculiarities of speech. For instance, if we
are told a party we are after always misplaces the “ w”
and “v,” we arc inclined to let a suspected person pass
who answers in all other ways to the description,
except in this case of the “v” and “w.” We know that
no cunning, no dexterity would enable the man we are
secking to prevent the exhibition of this imperfection,
even if he were on his guard, which he never is. He
may change dress, voice, lookappearance, but never
his mode of speaking—never his pronunciation.

Now, amongst our list of speech-imperfections is one



where there is an impossibility to pronounce the
troublesome “th,” and where this difficult sound is
replaced by an « £, or a “d,” or sometimes by one or
the other, according to the construction of the word.

This imperfection I hoped T had discovered to be
distinguishable as belonging to the woman who had
purchased the cliild.

"“Do you mean, Mr. Flemps,” I said,—“do you
mean to say that the woman said Jirty instead of thirty ?
How odd.”

“¢ Firty, says she, and that were the reason why I
could not comperend 'er at fust. ¢ Firty, says she;
an’ it was on'y when the gold chinked as I knowed
what she meant.”

% Aund you have never seen nor heard from her any
more ¥’

“ It wasn't likely as she would, if you'd a seen her
go off as she did.”

“ And which way did she go?”

“Why a cu'rse as 1 met her, my dear, and as she
was coming from somewhere to foller the young woman
with the kid, she backed to’ards London, and I ’ad to
pass ‘er afore I left Ther behind, an’ she never so much
as looked at me.”

I did not ask any more questions.

I suppose I grew silent; and especially so when we
gol in the cab and were driving once more hiome.

"Tndeed, Mrs. Flemps said she Lad no doubt that ke
had quite upset me with their tale of Little Four-
penny.

+ When we reached the milestone, however, Mrs, F.



was a8 full of the subject as ever; and I need not say
that—though perhaps I said little—I was very hard
it work putting this and that together:

After we had passed the milestone, every house on
cach side of the way had a strange fascination for me.
I hungred after every house as it was left behind me,
fancying each might be the one which sheltered the
infant.

That I would work it out I determined.

So far I had these facts :—

1. The woman must have lived near the road, or
she would not have geen the beggar and her child, pro-
vided these latter had been on the high road when scen
by the former,

. The time which had elapsed between seeing the
woman and meeting the cabman could not have been
very great, or she never would have hoped to find the
mother and child.

3. The occurrence had only taken place five ycars
previously, and therefore the woman might not have
moved out of the neighbourhood.

4. The purchase of the child in such a manner sug-
gested it was to be used for the purpose of deception—
in all probability to replace another.

5. Therefore, deception being practised somehody
was injured—in all probability an heir. |

6. Tho woman was not needy, or she could not
have offered thivty pounds in gold to a stranger, and
cvidently at a very short noticep for it was clear there
could have been no demand for the child when she
saw it with the mother.



7. Whoever she was, she had the far from ordinary
failure of speech which cousists of an inability to
atter the sound of « th.” '

8. Finally, and most importantly, I kad dates.”

Poor Flemps and his wife—they little thought what
» serpent of detection they had been.nourishing in
their cab. I believe they thought I was a person
'iving on my small property, and helping my income
»ut by a little light millinery.

With the information I had already obtained, I
letermined to try and sift the matter to the bottom;
wnd T may as well state that, not having anything on
my hands at that time, I set to work on the Monday
morning, telling Mrs, Flemps that 1 had some business
to look after, and being wished luck fromn the very
bottom of her heart Ly that cajoled woman.

I took a lodging in the first place as near that mile-
stone as I could find one—it was a sweet little country
room, with honeysuckle round each wihdow.

I may at once say that the first part of my work
was very casy.

Within two duys of my arrival at my little lodging
at the houneysuckle cottage, 1 had found vat enough to
justify me in continuing the search.

As I have said, 1 could have no reason to doubt the
cabman, because he could have no objeet in deceiving
me. But evidence is what detectives live upon,

The first thing I did was {o find traces, if possible,
of the mother.

It will be remembered that the mother showed
great sorrow ab losing the child, aud that yet she never



knocked at the cabman’s door. The inference I took
was this, that as she had shown love for the child, and
fis she had never sought to see it after parting with it,
that she had heen prevented by one of two cata-
strophes—ecither she had gone mad, or she had died.

Where was I to make inquiries?

Clearly of the first relieving officer who lived past
the milestone, at which she had parted with the child,
and in the opposite direction to that which the cab
had taken—for I know much of these poor mothers—
they always flec from their children when they have
parted from them, whether this parting be by the road
of murder, or by desertion, or by the coming of some
good Samaritan (like the cabman) who, having no
children of his own, is willing to accept & child who to
its maternal mother is a burden.

I went past the milestone, made inqgniries, and in
time fonnd the relieving oflicer’s house. T was
answered in double quick time. I think the man
supposed 1 was a relation, and that perhaps I would
gain him some credit by reimbursing the parish,
through his activity, its miserable outlay in burying
the poor womau.

For she was dead.

Circumstunces pointed so absolutely to her as the
woman who had parted with her child, that ® had no
reasonable doubt about my conclusion.

In that month of July, on the night of the 15th,
a woman was brought in a card to the officer’s door.
The man who drove stated that ho fouhd the woman
lying in the road, and that had not his horse known



she was there before he did, she must have been rum
over. .

The woman was taken to the union infirmary, and
that place she only left for the grave.

Bhe never recovered her senses while at the union
hospital. She was found, upon her regaining half
consciousness, to be suffering from fever, and as sho
had but very recently Lecome a mother (not more
than s fortnight) the loss of her child made the attempt
to overcome that fever quite futile. )

She died on the tenth day it appeared, and she had
not spoken at her death for three,.

[T should perhaps here remark that T am condensing
in this page the statements of the relieving officer and
a pauper Wox’pan 'who was nurse in the workhouse
hospital.]

I was at no loss to understand that this speechless-
ness was due to opium, which my experience had
already taught me is given in all cases where a fever-
patient has no chance of life, and in order to still
those ravings which would only make the death more
terrible.

But during the preceding week she had said enough
to convince me, upon hearing it reported, that she was
the mother of the child. She had called out for her
baby, pressing her poor breasts as she did so, and
frequently she had shrieked that she heard the cab
fm:, far away in the distance.

I returned to my little cottage lodging not over and
above pleased. If there is one thing which foils us
detectives more certainly than another, it is death,
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Here we have no power. Distance is to us nothing—
but we cannot get to the other side. of the tomb.
Time we care little for, seeing that during life memory
more or less holds good. Secresy we laugh at in all
shapes but that of the grave,

It is death which foils us and frequently stops a
case when it is so neamy complete as to induce the
inexperienced to suppose that.it is perfect.

I saw at once that I had lost my chief witness—the
mother.

Now came the question—was the child itself alive!l

If dead, there was ag end of my inquiry.

However detectives never give up cases; it is tho
cases which give up the detectives.

It now became necessary to ascortajn what children
were born in the milestone district in the month
of July, 1858, for I have-already shown that the
purchaser of the child must have come from scine-
where in the ncighbourhood of her purchase, and I
have hinted that a child purchased under such circum-
stances &3 those sct about the sale of the child in
question, presupposes that the (infant is to be used
in a surreptitious mauner, and in a mode therefore,
primd facie, as the lawyers say, which is, in all pro-
bability, illegal, by acting detriinentully upon some one
who benefits by the child’s death,

To nscertain what children had been born in the
district during that month of July, was as casy a task
ay to convince myself that the child in question had
been registered as a new birth by the woman who had
purchased him of the cabman.
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The reader has in all probability made out such a
suppositive cage as I did, and to the following effect :—

The woman-purchaser saw the mother and child an
hour or more before she met the cabman, and had some
conversation with her,

This supposition was confirmed by the knowledge
I obtained that this women, found in the road,
had a couple of half-crowns in the pocket of her dress.
It will be remembered that she refused Flemps's
money.

Between the time of seeing the woman and bar-
gaining with the cabman, it may readily be supposed
that a pressing demand for a newly born child had
become manifest, when the woman recalled to her
mind the l::@gga_r and child she had scen, hoped the
poor creature’s fmverty would be her temptress's oppor-
tunity, and so set out to find her ; when a chain of
circumstances, which the ordinavy reader would call
romantic, but which I, as a detective, am enabled to
say is equalled daily in any one of many shapes, led to
her possession of the infant,

I searched two registers, and made such inquiries as
I thought would be useful. Happily in both cases T
had to deal not with the registrar, but with his deputy,
who is, a8 a rule, the more manageable man. We
detectives have much to do with registrars in all of
their three capacities.

I knew that in all probability I had to deal with,
what we call in my ‘profession, family people. It was
no tradesman’s wife or sister T had to deal with. The
cabman had said she was a real lady, (your cabman is



one who by Lis daily experience has a good eye at
guessing the condition of a fare), and the immediate
command of thirty pounds told me that money was
easy with her. ~

My readers know that the profession or trade of the
father is always mentioned in the registration of birth;
and thercin I had a clue to the father or alleged
father. .

The probability stood that he would be represented
as ¢ gentleman.”

There were three births I found, after both registers
were examined, in th.at month, in the registration of
which the father was set out as “ gentleman.”

The addresses in each case I copled—-glvmg, I need
not say, some very plausible excuse for g doing; my
acts being of course illustrated with several silver
portraits of her majesty the Queen.

And here I would urge upon the reader that he
need feel no tittle of respect for my work so far. To
this point it had been the plainest and Simplest opera-
lion in which a detective could be employed. Registers
were invented for the use of dgtectives. They area
nedicine in the prosecution of our cures of social
lisorder. )

Indeed it may be said the value of the detective lies
10t so much in discovering facts, as in putting them
ogether, and finding out what they mean,

Before the day was out I dropped two of my extracts
rom the registers as valueless, vThe third I kept,
eeling pretty sure it related to the right business,
recause of two facts with which I made myself ac-

3



quainted before the day was over. The first of these
Jay in the discovery that the house at which the birth
in gquestion had been alleged to take place was within
nine hundred yards of the milestone, where this
business had commenced ; the second, that the mother
of the child had died in giving it birth.

I felt pretty certain that I was on the right road at
last, but before I consulted my lawyer (most detectives
of any standing necessarily have their attorneys, who
of course are very useful to men and women of my
calling), I determined to be quite certain I was not
wasting my time, and to be well assured I was not
about to waste my money ; for 1t often happens that a
detective, like any other trader, has to lay ont money
before Le can, see more.

Learning that the household consisted of the infant
—an heiress, then five years of age—the father, and
his sister, I fixed my suspicions immediately upon the
latter, as the woman who had purchased the child.

If she were the woman, I knew I had the power of
convicting her,in my own mind, by hearing her speak ;
for it will be remembered that I have said that imper-
fection of speech is one of the surest means of detection
open to the use of a high-class detective.

Of course I easily gained access to the house. It is
the peculiar advantage of women detectives, and one
which in many cases gives them an immeasurable
value beyond that of their male friends, that they can
get into houses outside which the ordinary men-detec-
tives could barely stand without being suspected.

Thoroughly do I remember my first excuse—we
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detectives have many—such as the character of a
servant, an inquiry after some supposed mutual friend,
or after ncedle-work, a reference from some poor
person in the neighbourhood, a respectful inquiry con-
cerning the neighbourhood to which the detective
represents herself ag a stranger. T introduced myself
as o milliner and dressmaker who had just come to the
neighbourhood, and, with thc‘]u(*lp of an eflective card,
which I always carry, and which is a3 good as a
skeleton-key in opening big doors, soon I reached the
lady’s presence.

Before she spoke T secognised her by the large black
eyes which the cabman had noted, even in the night-
time.

She had not spoken half-a-dozen words before she
betrayed herself ; she used the letter “£” or “+v"” where
the sound “ th” should properly have been pronounced
as “ Ve day is fine,” for “ The day, &c.”

This mal-Bronuncintion may read very marked in
print, but in conversation it may he used for a long
time without its being remarked. The hearer may feel
that there is something wrong with the language he is
hearing, but he will have to watch very altentively
before he discovers where the fault lies, unless he has
been previously put upon his guard.

I had.

I went away ; and I remember as I left the room I-
was invited to return and make another visit.

I did.

Thus far all was clear,

I had, T felt sure, found the house—the purchaser of
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the child—and the child herself, for the infant was a
girl.

What I had now to find out was the reason the
child had been appropriated, and who if anybody had
suffered by that appropriation.

Tt was now time to consult with my attorney. Who
he is and what name he goes by are matters of no con-
sequence to the reader. . Those who know him will
recognise that gentleman-at-law by oue bit of de-
seription—he has the smallest, softest, and whitest
hand in his profession,

1 put the full case before him n a confidential way of
business—names, dates, places, suspicions, conclusions,
all set out ip fair order.

“T think" 1 see it,” said he, “but I wont give an
opinion to-day. Call in a weck.”

“QOh, dear me, no!” said I, “my dear M—w, I
can’t wait a week. TIll call in three days.”

T called on the third day—carly in theemorning.

The attorney gave me a nod, said he was very busy,
couldn’t wait a moment, and then chatted with me for
iwenty minutes. I vhould say rather he held forth,
for I could barely get a word in edgeways; but what
he says is generally worth listening to.

He wanted further information ; he desired to know
the maiden name of the wifec and the place of her
-marriage to Mr. Shedleigh—which I will suppose the
name of the family concerned in his affair,

I was to let hifa know these further particulars,
and come again in three more days,

At first sight this was a little difficult. Singularly



enough, the road to this information I found to be
very simple, for as a preliminary step, ascertaining
from the turnpike-man in that neighl;om'hood where
Muys. Shedleigh had been buried, I visited her tomb,
in the hope perhaps that her family name and place of
settlement might appear-on the stone, which often
happens amongst the wives of gentry.

In thislady’s case no fentjon was made either of her
family name or place of residence, but nevertheless 1
did not leave the cemetery without the power of
furnishing my lawyer with information quite as good
as he required.

The lady had boen buried in a private vault at the
commencement of the catacombs, and the coflin was
to be seen through the gratings ot; a g;lteway, upon
which was fixed a coat of arms in engraved brass.

Of course as a detective, who has to be informed on
a good many points, I knew that the arms must refer
to the deceased, and therefore 1 surprised the catacomb
keeper cousiderably when, later in the day, I spoke
once more with him, and told him 1 wanted to tako a
rubbing of the brass plate in qugstion,

The request being unusual, the usual difliculties
of suspicion and prejudice werc thrown in my way,
But it is surprising how much suspicion and prejudice
can be bought for five shillings, and to curtail this
portion of my navrative I may at oncesay I took away
with me an exact copy of the late lady’s coat-of-arms.
I need not say how this was doue. Any one knows
how to take a fac-simile of an engraved surface by
Pulting a sheet of paper on it, and rubbing a morsel of



charcoal, or black chalk over the paper. The experi-
ment can be tried on the next embossed cover, with a
sheet of note-paper and a trifle of lead pencil.

This rubbing I took to the lawyer, and then I
waited three days,

1Ie had enough to tell me by the eud of the second.

In the simplest and most natural way in the world,
he had discovered a reason for the appropriation of
the child, and not ounly had that information been
obtained, but the name of the man injured by the act,
and his interest in the whole business was at the
command of the attorney.

Wo neither of us complimented the other on his
discoveries, each being aware that the other had but
put in force, the principles and ordinary rules of his
business, '

1 had gained my knowledge by reference to registers,
he his by first consulting a book of the landed gentry
and their arms, and secondly by the outlay of a shilling
and an inspection of a will in the keeping of the
authorities at Doctors’ Commons.

The lawyer had fqund the arms as copied Ly me
from the tomb-gate in a book of landed gentry, had
learnt an estate passed from the possession of Sir John
Shirley in 1856, by death, and into the ownership of
his daughter, an heiress, and wife of Newton Shed-
leigh, Esq. The entry further showed that the lady,
Shirley Shedleigh, bad died in 1857, and that by her
marriage settlementethe property descended upon her
children. A child of this lady, named after Ler Shirley
Shedleigh, was then the possessor of the cstates, which



were large, while the father, Newton Shedleigh, as sole
surviving trustee, controlled the property.
* So the matter stood.

“ T can see it all,” said the lawyer, who, I am bouud
to say, passed over my industry in the business as
though it had never existed. I can see it all, The
defendant, Newton Shedleigh, marries an heiress, who,
by her marringe seitlement, maintains possession of
her estate through trustees. Asin ordinary cases, these
estates devolve upon her children, supposing her to
have any, and that they outlive ker. But here comes
the nicety of the quegtion. If sho have children, and
they all die beforc her—granted that her husband
outlives her, he, by right of the birth of his and her
children, becomos a tenaut for life m hd possessions,
though by the scttlement, in event of the wife dying
without children to inherit her property, it passcs to
her father’s brother.”

“ Well 1" said I.

“The motive for a supposititious heir is evident.
The lady dies in childbed, as the dates of her death
and of the birth of her assumgd child testify—in all
probability her infant is born dead, and thercfore the
mother dying without having given the father a just
claim to the tenantage for life—by the conditions of
the settlement the property would wé once, upon the
death of the wife, pass to her uncle, her father's brother,
To avoid this, the beggar-woman’s child has been made
to take the place of the dead infamt. The case is about
ag clear ag any I have put together.”

“But——" Here I stopped.



“Well ¥

“Your ar gument suggests accomplices.”

“Yes”

“ Four—the father, his sister, the doctor, and the
aurse,”

“ Four, at lcast,” said the lawyer.

“Do you know, or have you heard of the true
>wner of the estates 7,

The reader will observe that I and the lawyer had
dready given in a verdict in the case.

“1 do not know him—1I have made two or three
nquiries. e is Sir Nathaniel Shirley. From what
L can hear he does not bear a very good name, though
t is quite 1mpossible, I hear, to bring any charge
1gainst him

«This will cost money, * 1 said.

“ It will cost moncy,” echoed the lawyer,

I have always noticed that when a lawyer has any-
hing not too agreeable to say, generally he echoes
vhat you yourself observe.

“Is he rich ¥

“Who 1’ asks the lawyer, with that love of precision
vhich irrvitates any woman, even when she is a detective.

¢ Sir Nathaniel Shirley.” |

“T hear not.”

“Who, then, is to pay expenses ¥’

“Who is to pay expenses?” says the lawyer, repeat-
ig my words.  And then, after a pausc, as though
5 show he made a difference between my own wordsy
nd his, he adds—* Expenses there certainly will Le.”

"« Shall we speak to Sir Nathaniel at once ¥’



“ You can speak to Sir Nathaniel at once. As for
me, T shall wait till the baronet speaks to me.”
. “Oh Y said L. )

“Yes,” replied. my attorney, softly turning over a
heavy stick of sealing wax, such as, in all my detective
experience, I never saw cqualled out of a law-oftice.

It stood clear that the casec was to be left in my
hands till it was plain sailivg, and then the lawyer
would take the helm. 1 have noticed that the law
gentlemen with whom I have had to do are much
given to this cautious mode of doing business.

We detectives, who Jinow how much depends upon
risk and audacity, are perhaps inclined to look rather
meanly upon this cautiousness, knowing as we do that
if we were as fearful of taking steps we saould never
gain a crust,

“ Tl see you again, Mr. M , in a few days.”

“ Well,” said he, looking a little alarmed I thought,
* whatever you do_don’t drop it; turn the matter
over in your mind, and let me see you again in three

days.”

“Thank you,” said I; “1’ll come when I want you.”

I think I noticed a little mixture of surprise and
satisfuction on the lawyer’s countenance—surprise that
I showed some independence, satisfuction by virtue of
the infimation my words conveyed that T did not mean
to abandon the case,

Abandon the case !

Good as many of the cases inswhich T had been
engaged might have been, I knew that not one had
been so near my fame, and, in u small way, my fortune,



as this; for I may tell you we detectives are like-
actors, or singers, or playwrights, who are always
hoping for some distinction which shall carry them to
the top of their particular tree.

I had saved some monsy, for I am not extravagant;
and though iy necessary expenses were large, I had
for some years earned good money, and had laid by a
trifle, and so I determiyed myself to find the money
which was required to begin and carry on this inquiry.

So far I had got together only facts. Now I had to
prove them.

To do this, it was necessary, that I should gain an
entry into the house.

I had, as the reader knows, planted my first attemnpt
by calling at th.c house and presenting at the outset
a small written card, setting out that I was Miss
Gladden, a milliner and dréssmaker, who went out by
the day or week.

This 7use, practised with sucoess upon Mrs. Flemps,
and resulling in two caps and a bonnet for that lady, 1
had always exercised ; indeed, I may say, that I took
lessons as an improver in both those trades, in order
the better to carry on my actual business, which, 1
will repeat here once again, is a necessary occuputlon,
however much it may be despised.

If this world lost all its detectives it would very
_soon complainingly find out their absence, and wish
them, or some of them, back agaiu,

But T could note wait till Miss Shedleigh sent for
me, even supposing that she remembered me and my
application, Even this supposition was questionable,



Tt therefore became necessary to tout that lady once
again, I sent up to the house a specimen of my work,
and with it a letter to the effect that my funds were
ruuning low and 1 was becoming uneasy.

The answer returned was that I could come up to
the liouse on the following day at nine in the morning.

I was there to time.

The louse was very splepdid—magnificently ap-
pointed ; and the number of servants told of very con-
siderable wealth,

The lady of the house, this Miss Catherine Shed-
leigh, was onc of the pleasantest and most delightful of
women —calm, amiable, serene, and posscssing that
ability to make people at home about her which is a
most rare quality, and which we detectived know suffi-
ciently well how to appreciate.

1 was located in the housckeeper's room, and I was
soon surrounded with work.

1 bad not been in the mansion two hours befure I
saw the little girl upon whose birth so much had de-
pended.

She was a very pleagant child—nothing very ro-
markable ; and her age, as given by the housckeeper,
tallied exactly with the cabman’s story.

The arrival of the child, who, to look wpon, was
comely without being pretty, gave me that opportunity
for which I was waiting. I had felt pretty sure I should
soon sec the heiress ; knowing that if children are not
desirous of secing new faces in a house, their younger
nurses always are.

“The little missy has lost her mother, hasn't sho ¥



I asked the housekeeper, an open-faced and a candid-
spoken woman., Somehow we close-mouthed detectives
have a great respect for open, candid-speaking people.

“Yes,” said the housckeeper. ¢ Miss Shedleigh
never knew her mamma.”

“Indeed! how was that? Will you kindly pass me
the white wax % Thank you.”

“ Mrs. Shedleigh died in childbed.”

“ Dcar me, poor lady!” said I. Then, after a pause,
I asked, “ Did you know her, nig’am §”

The housckeeper looked up for the moment, a little
offended. She soon regained her ordinary amiability,
and replied—

“ Yes, I was housckeeper to her mother, and after-
wards to hed father, up to the time of her marriage,
and we both camne to this house together.”

“Ha! then you were present at her death, poor
lady

“ Pardon me, my dear,” the old lady coutinued. 1
do not think there is any need to pity my lady—as I
always called her after her mother’s, Lady Shirley’s
death—she was sufficiently good not to fear death over
much,”

“ Did she die peaceably, may I ask, Mrs, Dumarty ¥’

“1 was assured she did.”

“Oh, you were not present, Mrs, Dumarty 1’

“ No, my dear, I was not ; and I shall never forgive
‘myself for having been away at the time. Dut the
tuct is, that we did not expect any addition to the
family for fully two months from the time when the
poor dear lady suffered ; und 7—1I shall never forgive




myself-—had gone down home into the country to see
our relations—I mean wmine and my lady’s, we both
" coming from one part.” ’

% Oh I” T said, balked ; for it was clear, as far as she
bLerself was concerned, Mrs, Dumarty was valueless as
one of my witnesses. )

“There never was such an unfortunate business as
that ; and dear me, my dear,, talking about it has so
confused me that T think I must have made a wrong
scam ! Yes, T have—4t's two different lengths !”

“But the lady was not alone ¥ said I.

“ No, not alone,” re}glied the housekeeper ; and then
she broke off from the tone of voice she was using, and
said, in & higher key, “ But you do seem strangely in-
terested in the family 7"

“Q dear, no,” said I; “but it is a way of mine
when I am working for a family. I beg your pardon,
and will not offend again.”

The old lady nodded her head seriously asshe pursed
up her lips and began to unrip the seam she had
foundered on ; but she was not silent for long. Soon
she began to speak again; and.as a kind of apology
for having been a little severe, she became more com-
munieative than she had hitherto shown herself.

“My lady was not alone,” she said, “though more
might have been about her. For instance, Mr. Shed-
leigh was away from home, though to be sure his sister
was in the way.” ‘

“What ! was he not in the heuse when his wife
died ¥

“No, poor dear ; and I'm told that when he learnt



the entastrophe—by electrie telegraph—he was near
broken-hearted, and mayhap he would have been had
it not been for the little daughter. It upset him so he
could not travel for two days. 7 learnt the news by
electric telegraph, and I shall never forgive myself that
1 was away.”

Hero was information !

- Tt was clear, if the honsckeeper was to be believed,
and she could have no aim in deceiving e, that the
father was as ignorant as Sir Nathaniel Shirley of the
real state of the case.

“ Do you think,” said T, leading up to another line
in the case—*“Do you think the doctur who attended
the lady was a clever man ¢”

“ Bless y(‘)'u, my dear,” raid the housekeeper; and I
began to notice that she was becoming gratified rather
than angry at the interest I was taking in the family,
“ Dr. Ellkins was the cleverest of medical men.”

“Was #' 1 said, interrogatively.

“Dead,” the housekeeper replicd, in a kind of fatal-
istic voice. “ He was never a very strong man, T
should say, and he wught never to have tried the
journey. He went to Madeiry, my dear, and in M‘l-
deiry he died.”

So here was another of the four witnesses upon whom
T relied beyond detection.

% Perhaps the nurse neglected the poor lady,” I said,
turning to another branch of my case.

“Ah me!” said she old housekeeper, *that could
not be, for it was all so sudden and unexpected, and
the death followed the birth so soon that she was not



sent for till hours after my poor lady lay dead. The
only one she had to help her in her trouble was her

 dear sister, Miss Shedleigh, who saw her through all
her trouble. Miss Shedleigh herself narrowly escaped
with her life, and she has been like a mother to our
little darling ever since.”

So, ef those four supposed witnesses to the birth,
one only existed who could be of use to me in un-
ravelling the seoret ; that one was she who had been
entirely guilty of the fraud—the sister-In-law of the
late lady, and sister of the self-supposing father, whom
L now looked upon to be in all probability as certainly
deceived as Sir Nathaniel Shirley himself. He¢ had
not reached home till two days after the death of the
lady, and therefore two days, at least, after the sup-
posed birth of the child which now stood as the heiress
to the property, which was very large,

The father was not in the houge.at the time of the
birth or death,

The nurse had not been sent for.

The doctor was dead.

The sister-in-law alone remained. How counld I
approach her? It was she whose interest it was
chiefly to be silent. She would be on her guard, and
1 could hope for nothing from her.

I began to see my chances of success getting nar-
rower and narrower,

But I did not despair.

That same evening, after I had left the maunsion for
the night, I went down to the house in which Dr,

-Ellkins had lived, having learnt the address of the



housekeeper, and I found that it was still'in the occu-
pation of a medical man, who, to be here short, was
he who had purchased Dr. Ellking’s business of that
" gentleman, when he decided upon leaving England.

To inquire if Dr. Ellkins had hadean assistant, and,
if so, where he could be found, was child’s play.

No; Dr. Ellkins had had no assistant.

I had thanked the doctor’s housekeeper for her in-

" formation; and was turning away, when I blushed for
myselfat the omission Thad made when she remarked—

“The doctor had a ’prentice.”

“ And where is he ¥ I asked.

“Dear me, mum, how ever should I know! A¢
onc o’ the ’spitals up in London I suppose, leastways,
I know he'said he wasa going to a’spital, and likewise
to be a Guy.”

This statement gave me courage, for I had had some
experience of medical students. Having had a case in
which one ultimately became my prisoner, I knew
that when this young man bad said he was going
to be a Guy he meant he was about to become a
student at Guy’s Haspital over London Bridge.

“ What was his name 9’ I asked.

“ Dear me, mum ! T do hope he’s got in no tronble
—shig chief fault, while he was with us, being dancmg
~—which were his fascination.”

“No ; no troublg. T want to ask him a question.”

“Blessed be !” -said the old lady ; “his name was
George Geffins—a, young man with the retldest hair,
which he were ever trying to change, and it comin~
out the brighter for what he did to that same.”



* Saying T would call again (I never did), I loft the
old housekeeper.

. That same night I sent up word to the housekeeper
at Shirley House, as Mr. Shedleigh’s mansion was
called, that I should not be able to be with her on the
following day, and when the next sun_rose it found me
in London.

I was soon at Guy’s Hospital, and within a quarter
of an hour of seeing the bnifding 1 had learnt that a
Mr. George Geflins was a student at that place, and
the porter, with a grin, had given ne his private
address.

It was then half-past nine o'clock, and upon reaching
the house and getting into the passage I guessed that
Mr. Geftins was at breakfust by the clickifig of a spoon
against a cup or saucer which I heard distinctly.

When the landlady said a lady wanted to sce him,
the clicking of the spoon ended.

Accustomed to hear with more than ordinary acute-
ness—for I have the belief that tHe senses may be
sharpened up to any extent—I Lieard Mr. Geffins say—

“Why the devil didn’t you say I was out L

Then he bawled—* Is that you, Matilda ¥’

“No,” said I; “it's not Matilda.”

“Ho I gaid he ; (it struck me he spoke in a relieved
tone)—¢ Ho {” coming to the door ; *then who the
devil are you, ma’am 17

It further strugk me, and I am willing to admit it,
that when he saw me, the gentleman in question
betrayed no extraordinary inclination to become better
aoquainted.

4



';. The disinclination was the more marked when I
seid I lad come upon business.

He was a dissipate& looking young man, and it
appeared to me lived about three years in one twelve-
month,

However, he asked me into his parlour—the most
forlorn and furniture-damaged apartment which I ever
entered—and then awkwardly he asked me, his land.
lady having quitted the room with a disturbed air,
“What I wanted.” He put “the” and a strong word
between “ what” and “I,” but I refrain from quoting it.

% You were a pupil of Dr. Ellkins?”

#Oh, yes,” he said, with a relieved air.

“You were 8o in 1858%”

“In 1858. )

By this time, having got over his evident dread of
me, he was beginning to suspect me, I saw.

“T only want to know whéther you remember the
birth of a child at Shirley House in the July of that
year ¥’ '

“What, Mrs, Shedleigh’s child? Oh, yes, / re-
member specially. 'What on earth are you asking
me this for "

“ Simply because I want to find out the date of
some business which relates personally to me, and
which I can tell if once I know the date of the birth
of Mr. Shedleigh’s daughter.”

“Well, I can tell you,” said Mr. Geffins, “ by as odd
a chance as ever you heard. Sit down, ma’am, and
excuse me going on with my breakfast; I've got to
get to lecture by ten.”



I sat down. It is the first lesson of o detective to
oblige a victim; his second is to accept that viotim’s
hospitality if he offers it. Nothing opens a man’s or
woman’s mouth so readily as allowing him or her to
fill yours.

“ Will you take a cup of tea?” he asked.

I did immediately.

“ Bless my soul,” said hp, “T remember the day
only too well—the 15th of July it was—for well I
remember seeing it on the summons paper—— That on
the said fifteenth of July, 1858, you did wilfully and
of malice aforethought, &c., &c.’ You see the fact
stood, it was our guv’s old housekeeper’s birthday,
and I had promised her a surprise, and she got it in
the shape of a whole bundle of crackers, ‘all set alight
at #nce just under her window. And the constable
passing at that time, why I got summoned, and had to
pay five shillings fine and thirteen shillings costs—
well I remember the date. I have got the summons
now. I remember it was the governor going up to
Bhirley House which gave me the, chance of firing
’em. But by Jove,” he continuad, taking a great bite
out of his dry toast, “ I must be quick, or I shall never
be in time for lecture.”

“ Excuse me, sir,” I continued, *but I want to heat
every particular about times, At what hour did Dt
Ellkins come home from Shirley House #*

“T think it was about ten-~and at eleven he wis
tung up and had to go back to tha house again !”

“Ha, exactly” I said. “Now comes the point
which especially interests me. I know he returned to-

4—2



the house, or I never could have wanted to know
anything @bout this matter. May I ask why he
returned to the house, or what excuse he made to you
when he left his house? Did Ae suy he was going
back to Shirley House ¥’

“Oh yes! and I am quite sure he did go there,
because it was the groom who came down for him.”

“Is it possible? I wish you would tell me all about
it I” I said in an eager tone, “seeing as you must I am
indeed most interested in the details.”

“Well now, look you here,” and I must confess the
lad improved upon acquaintance exactly as an ugly
dog frequently will; “T’ll tell you all about it.
Ellkins was not expected to be up at the big house on
that job for a good two months, and therefore you
may guess he was rather surprised when he was @nt
for at ten p.m,, on the 15th of July. He came back
‘¥efore cleven, and I remember I asked him if it was
all right, and I remember he said no, and it never
was likely to be all right.”

“What did he mean by that 1” I asked.

“ Well, you are not, easily shocked, are you ¥’

“ No,” T said, looking the young man plainly in the
face.

I cannot reproduce the statement he made, but it
ran plainly to the effect that Mrs. Shedleigh had not
given birth to a living child, and that it was highly
improhable that such could ever be the case.

Now this was the very information I wanted, but it
would not have done to show this was the case, 50 I
said, in as impatient a tone as I could assume—
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“But, now, I want to know what was the time
when the doctor again went to the heuse—if ever he
went at all, which I doubt.”

I must have completely thrown the young man off
his guard as to my real attempt, for he set his cup
down, and speaking in a far more gentlemanly tone

han any he had yet used, he said—

“ Oh, but I assure you that he did go to the house,
and returned in about three hours. He looked
amazingly upset, I assure you, and when I asked him
if anything was amiss he replied Mrs. Shedleigh was
dead. He said no®more, and went inte his room
without wishing me good-night, which for him was a
very extraordinary thing to do—he being rather a
civil man. Well, you may judge of my sarprise the
noxt morning when old Mother Smack—T beg your
pardon, when the doctor’s housekeeper said to me,
¢So there’s an heiress up at the great house. I sup-
pose we shall have rare doings ¥ Well, it was so ; and
when 1 asked the doctor he told me to hold my
tongue, and added another birth had taken place. Then
he begged T would say nothiué about the affair, nor
Lave I until now. But it matters little now, for
I might talk about it, and damage the poor old
doetor's reputation ever so, and he would not feel it,
for he has left the faculty and gone up above; let’s hope
for his diploma. You see, ic had made a mistake,
and I was afraid to say anything about it, for perhaps
he helped the poor lady into, her coftin—doctors do
do that sort of thing sometimes, and it can’t be helped ;
but really 1 hope, ma’am, yon've got no more questions’
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to ask me, and I hope I have been of service to you.
1f T stop any longer I shall be too late for lecture, and.
there’ll be no end of a row.”

Waell, no, I replied, he had not been of much use
to me, but T thanked him all the same, and would he
allow me to call upon him again ? )

His jaw dropped. Well, he said, he did not cave
much to have women about his room, for that sort
of thing got about and did a fellow no good, but
I might come again, and-—for ke did not want to
know my name—and would I kindly send in the
name of Walker? I would refuember the name—
¢ Walker, you know.” But really he must be off.

And so saying he bolted, leaving me in the parlour
and actually alone' with his landlady’s silver spoons,

I had learnt far more than he supposed, more than
even he, doctor as he was, had ever suspected, and I had
no need to call upon him again, although at the time
T suspected I should have to surprise him by appearing
in my true character, and being instrumental in sub-
peening him as a witness.

What had I learnt in addition to what I already
knew of the case ?

More, far more than I can openly tell my readers,
and yet they must be put in possession of my dis-
covery in some more or less circumlocutory manner.

‘Know then that nature can bear such evidence of
the inability of certain women to become mothers of
living children, that long after death, even hundreds
of years after death, if the skeleton be perfect, medical
inen could swear that such an incapacity had existed.
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With the knowledge I gained I knew that I had
the proof of Miss Shedleigh's guilt in, my own hands.
An examination of the remains of the late body
would set the question at rest, and the cabman, if he
could identify her, as I had no doubt he could, would
bring home the guilt to her if she denied it.

What should I do ¢

My actual duty was at once to inform the legal
heir, Sir Nathaniel Shirley, of my discovery. But
where was he ?

This I could most readily find ont, in all probability,
by returning to Shisley House and making further
inquiries,

Upon reaching the mansion early on sthe following
morning I could not help looking upon it with a kind
of awe, the knowledge being strong within me that
only a short previous time it had been to me only as
other houses. '

The housekeeper welcomed me with a cheorfulness
which went to my heart, but I told myself I was to
remember that I had to deal with justice not pity.
The end of the detective’s work is justice, and if he
knows his place he must not look beyond that end.

‘What I was thoroughly to understand in this busi-
ness of a “tepant for life” was this—that by a fraud
people were enjoying property to which they had no
claim. This was a state of things which I, as a detec-
tive, had a right to set right, and this was the work I
intended to complete.

T little thought how sincerely I was to wish I had
never moved in this business—that T had never ques--
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tioned the cabman’s wife, and never followed up these
inquiries. .

It appeared I had given great satisfaction by the
work 1 had completed, and Miss Shedleigh had plea-
santly said to the housekeeper that I was a “needle
and thread treasure.” .

I presume it was this success which paved the way
to the housekeeper’s familiavity. Let that be as it may,
it is certain this morning she answered most of my
questions— questions which resulted so absolutely ont
of her own remarks that she could bave no suspicion 1
was dross-examining her, poor déar old lady.

T learnt very much during that long day’s work as
I sat in the housekeeper’s room,

To begin with whe master of the house—ihe house-
keeper said he was a most “welcome” master, but
“erotchetty, my dear ;” and a question or so put me in
possession of his crotchettiness, which took no other
shape than the endeavour to reap double as much
wheat to the acre ax had ever been raised by the most
advanced farmers.

“ Miss Shedleigh says,” continued the housckeeper,
“that her devoted brother hopes if he suceceds to
anuihilate starvation—which our miss very iraly says
must be the case if hie doubles the quantity of wheat
in the land ; secing that then it will be so plentiful
that people will not want bread, as they do now.”

I own that this statement touched me ; for though 1
may be a detective, I am still a woman, Tt struck me
as good and beautiful that a man should work all his
life for the benefit of his fellow-men; and this the
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master of Shirley ITouse certainly did, if the house-
keeper’s statement were truthful. I saw no reason
to doubt her words.

Every day throughout the year, I learni, he was
hard at work making experiments either on the land
or in a kind of chemist’s shop which it appeared he
had in the mausion.

He took no pleasure, dressed plainly, ate sparingly,
and slept little, .

Was he happy? T asked.

“How can ho be off being happy,” said the old
housekeeper, wise in ther simple experience, *“when
all his life is spent in trying to help in the happiness
of others ?*

1 changed the subject. Was he fotd of his dangh-
ter? T asked.

Tt appeared he was devoted to his daughter in a
plain, simple way; but that he had given her up
almost wholly to the care of his sister.

ITad he loved his wife very much ? 1 asked.

For a moment the old housekeeper looked as about
to assert her dignity again, but apparently she thought
better of if, for she smiled and said—

“Yes, my dear; but she was fonder of him.”

“Indoed !” I said.

“Yes; though he was almost old enough to be her
father. She was but twenty when she died, my dear ;
and very beautiful she looked, I do assure you, and
like a woman who had done her dl.lty. She loved him,
my dear, because he was trying to do good to the
world ; and though she was so much younger than her
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husband, it made not the least difference, my dear—it
made not the least difference, I assure you. And when
my lady was dead, she looked like a woman who had
done her duty.”

“Did her family approve of the match, ma’am ' I
said, “if I may make so bold as to ask the question ?”

“My lady had only her father to consult, my dear;
for the only other relation to the family was Sir
Thomasas’s brother, now Sir Nathaniel, who was far
away at the time, and who was no welcome visitor
down in Rutlandshire, where we come from Mr.
Shedleigh lives near London tb attend tle societies,
and to be amongst gentlemen of science.”

“Do yourever see Sir Nathaniel, now 1” I asked,
going on with mfy stitching.

“OWh, no, we never sce him ; Mr, Shedleigh and he
are not getting on well together, thongh it’'s my impres-
sion our gentleman allows him an income, and a larger
one than Sir Thomas paid him.”

¢« But—though perhaps you will think I am impu-
dent in asking questions?”

“ Not at all,” the housekeeper said; “by no means.
You have done that last piece beautifully.”

“Then I was going to ask, how is it that Sir
Nathaniel did not get the estates with the title, for
I thought estates and titles generally went toge-
ther "

Said the housekeeper, ¢ 8o they do, my dear, but in
owr case it was differont. Sir Thomas did nob inherit
the estates from his father, but made the money which
purchased them by banking, for he was a banker, and
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the greater part of the money he began with he had
.from a first wife, for they were poor as a family, the gixth
baronet having spent everything he could spend, and
that is the reason Sir Thomas left all the estates to his
daughter, for which I know Sir Nathaniel never for-
gave him—never.”

““Where is Bir Nathaniel #” T asked.

“He lives, my dear, though T must say you are very
curious about him, for the best part at Brighton ; for
he has been a terrible man, and his health is not what
it ought to be—but for all that he looks a gentleman,
and to speak to, he is offe.”

“What has he done amiss?’ I asked.

But here the housekeeper failed in her reply, She
could only adduce very vague and failt rumours, all
of which tended to prejudice me in favour of the man
to whom I kuew it was my duty to submit a history
of wmy discoveries.

“That there must be something bad about Sir
Nathaniel is certain,” said the housekeeper, “ or surely
he would be welcome here ; aml. he is not welcome
lLere, though from here, 1 am pretty well sure, he gets
what enables him to live as he does—the life of a
gentleman,”

There was then a pause, I broke it by saying—

“Was Mr., Shedleigh rich when he marvied your
young lady ?"

) “ As compared with my lady, my dear—no, but as
not compared with her he was well to do—very well
to do. Teople down in our parts, of course, said my
young lady, & heiress, and beautiful, had thrown her-
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self away; but that was nonsense, my dear, for never
was yoman happier.”

And so the morning wore away. FEach moment I
picked up some new little fact that wight be useful to
me; but this is certain, that by the time the house-
keeper’s dinner arrived, my opinion of the brother and
sister Shedleigh was much softened, and T began to
look with some doubt in the direction of Sir Nathaniel ;
for there never was a truer remark than the observa-
tion that every grain of scandal helps to weigh down
a character. i

I may say at once that I %emained working more
than a-week at Shirley House, and by the seventh
day my opinion of the Shedleighs was very much
altered for the better.

For you must nota that we police officers sec so much
of the worst side of humanity, that, instead of following
out a Christian principle, and believing all men to be
honest till we find them out to be thieves, we believe
all men to be thieves till we are certain they are
honest people. Hence, when T dropped upon what T
call my great changeling case, I supposed, quite as a
matter of course, that I had to do with a erime—as
undoubtedly I had; but it should be added at orce
that T found the crime tinged with a character ot
almost nobleness. It was crime, nevertheless.

However much I might find my opinion of the
Shedleighs improved, I never once wavered in my
determination of ﬁltimately informing Sir Nathaniel |
of the means by which he had been defrauded. This
was but justice, and justice, I have already said, is the



For a week I worked in that house, and during that
time I had ample opportunitics of convincing myself of
- the characters of the people in it, and of obtaining all
particulars which might be useful to me, and about
which the housekeeper was able to yield me any
information.

It will perhaps be well to condense at this point the
work of that week. .

In the first place, I think I have said that Sir
Nathaniel only inherited the title; the property left
by Sir Thomas Shirley to his daughter being mado by
himself in his capacity of banker. That property con-
sisted of no less than four large landed estates, the
income from which was accumulating at what may be
called compound interest. *

And it was during this weck that, by a suggestion
from wy attorney, the case appeared in another light
from that in which it had previously stood. 'The
existence of the little girl and heiress kept the father
from the enjoyment of the full income yielded by his
late wife’s property, which he would have possessed
had the child died. It was, therefore, clear that in
substituting a living child for the dead infant, and
caring for that child, something more was meant than
fraud. Tt was clear that if the desire to obtain the
life-possession of the property, and this desire alone,
had been the motive for fraud, a person or persons
who could commit such an act would not be very
dehcate in removing the substituted child, or, at all
events, in turning her to the best possnble advantage.
Yet this latter benefit had pot been takenmfor the



supposed father actually made no claim upon his sup-
posed daughter's estate, but left the whole of the
yearly income’ to accumulate. (This fact we learnt
with some difficulty.)

This discovery, into the particulars of which I need
not go, as they are not necessary to the elucidation of
my case nor very creditable to myself, tended still
more to stagger me in, my first conviction that the
motive for the substitution of the living for the dead
child arose in the desire to keep possession of the
property. ’

During that week, I saw Miss Shetileigh twice.
Each time I was working at some kind of needlework.

“ Good morning,” she said. (She was going out.)
“ Does not working so many hours make your head
ache 1" \

. “No, thank you,” T replied.

“The garden is quite open to you when you wish
to walk,” she said.

And this was how I came to see Mr. Shedleigh;
for taking advantage ,of that permission to use the
garden, and grounds (letectives must take all the advan-
tages offered them and all they can otherwise obtain),
I came upon him examining several patches of
wheat of various kinds, and with which produce it
appeared to me the garden was half filled.

He was a wonderfully pleasant, open-faced mat,
with dark, deep eyes, and an extraordinarily sweet,
loving expression of countenance—soniething like that
of a very young and high-class Jewess.

As dfectives are always asking questions about



everything which they see and cannot understand, it
may be readily guessed that I asked what was meant
. by growing wheat in a garden,

The answer I obtained made me still more desirous
of clearing away that first conviction of mine, to the
cffect that the substitution of tBe one child for the
other was a crime of greed.-

It was from my general informant, the housekeeper,
then, I learnt Mr. Shedleigh passed his whole time
(in winter in the laboratory, in spring, summer, and
autumn in his gard:an and various trial-fields on the
various estates) in making experiments with wheat
and other cereals, with a”view to increasing the average
yield of wheat per acre.~I see I have here indulged
in a repetition.

It is not often that criminals try to” be so good to
their fellow-men—if they did, or could, they would
be bappier—and, therefore, the probability of Mr.
Shedleigh being a criminal became still more faint as
I learnt this good trait of his character. My expe:
rience is this, that a man or woman who tries to
benefit society is rarely bad at botfom—if either wef®,
he or she would not think of any other than him or
herself.

Mr, Shedleigh spoke very pleasantly to me, asking
:ne what I thought of this and that, and taking his
garden-glove off in order to pull me some strawberries,

. I think I went back to the house a little ashamed

of myself, and possibly had I come upon an unex-
‘pected looking-glass, I might have blushed for Miss
Gladden and for her work.



_But I never wavered for onec minute in my deter-
mination to deal out justice, to see Sir Nathaniel and
let him know all. I should not have been fitted to .
my trade had I allowed myself 4t any time to be
turned from my duty by pity, or any argument based
on expediency.

The second time I saw Miss Shedleigh I was going
home to my small lodging for the night. Said she,—
“ There is a person living near you—a Mrs. Blenham,
1 think she is called—who, I believe, is in very poor
circumstances, but who hides her poverty out of
respeet for the better days she has passed through. I
wish you would find out the true state of her case.
You could perhaps manage it much better than mysclt.”

1 did manage it, and 1 had the pleasure and the
pain of sccing Miss Shedleigh doing that best of
woman’s work, an act of necessary charity.

I had previously learnt from the housckeeper that
Miss Shedleigh passed almost all her time in look-
ing after the wants and the children of the parish.

To be plain—these Shedleighs appeared to be about
af good folk as any J had cver come across.

Ard it was I who was to throw down the
house ! ' )

I was sick of my work by the end of the week, and
perhaps, without being sentimental, I may admit that.
I had made up my mind that I would make no money
by it. My legitimate cxpenses, a return of what I
had laid out, and po move. This way my determina-
tion with reference to money matters, and one in
which I meant to be resolute when dealing with Sir
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Nathaniel. For I assure you we deteclives are able
to have consciences, and to deal in points of honour.

At the end of that weck I had my .plans set out,
aud I left Shirley ITouse with some downheartedness,
thoroughly well knowing that the next time I entered
the place it would be in my true character.

Within six hours from saying “good evening” to
Miss Shedleigh I was at Brifhton, and in presence of
Sir Nathaniel Shirley.

I had sent up word that a person of the namc of

Hladden (that is the name T assume most frequently
while in my business) gwanted to see him, and I am
hound to say that the answer T heard him send down
was anything but complimentary.

T was not batled of course.

I sent up o card ou which 1 had written ¢ Shirley
House business.”

“Tell her to come up,” 1 heard him say.

And up “she” went.

From the moment [ saw him I didn’t like him. In
outward appearance a geutleman beyond any doubt.
But he belonged to a class of mén, I could see at a
glance, who never say a rude thing to your face, and
never think a kind one cither before your countenance
or behind your back.

Self l—you could see that in every feature. Gentle-
manly sclfishness, no doubt ; yet nevertheless perfect

" greed notwithstanding.  With some people it ealls for

far less an effort to be civil than bital, as conversely
many a harsh speaking man has a heart as tender as
that of a good woman,



“ What do you want ?” he said, in a civil tone, as I
entered the room, but not looking towards me.

“To sce you,” I said, in as civil a tone as I could
adopt, and shutting the door as I spoke.

He looked at me quickly. He had those shifting
eyes which can look at no one or thing for five seconds
together. I have often wondered if such people can
even look steadily at theiw own reflections from a glass.

“Who are you, pray ¥’

“T am a detective,” said I.

1 saw him visibly shrink in his chair. Woman as 1
was, I suppose he thought I was a man in that dis-
guise.

He recovered himself in a moment, but I noticed
that the skin alout his lips went black, and that the
lips themselves became of a muddy white.

“Indeed,” he said; and by the time he spoke he
was, a8 to his words, quite collected.

Have T said he was about fifty ? He was near that
age. His hair was thin, and turning grey, but he
brought it over his forehead nattily, and curled it
cffectively. He dressed very young, and in the latest
fashion,

“1 bave come,” I said, ‘“to give you some informa-
tion,”

“Go on.”

“ When Mrs. Shedleigh died, she left a daughter.”

“Go on.” .

I knew by the tone of the words, though they were

_said with great good breeding, that he was already
bored.



“ At least,” T continued, “ it was supposed she died,
leaving a daughter.”

He was about to start, but he thought a great deal
better of it, and remained quiet. I saw, however, that
the darkness about his lips increased. '

«1In fact,” I continued, “she did not leave a daugh-
ter.”

By this time he had quiter conquered his agitation,
and T am prepared to declare that till the remainder
of our interview he never betrayed the least emotion.
Whether this callousness was the result of disease or
determination I have ngver been able to decide.

“What did she leave ¥’ he asked.

“No children whatever.”

“ Ho !—then you mean to say that ¢he Shirley pro-
perty is mine ¥

“Yey”

He twrned in his chair, and looked hard at me. 1
saw he was used to such battles as had experienced
him in gaining victories.

“ And you know all about it "

“ All about it.”

“Why do you come to me ¥’

“Because you arc the proper person to come t0.”

“ Why haven’t you gone to them ¥’

“Who do yon mean ¥” I asked.

“The Shedleighs,” he replied.

“T have just left Shirley ouse,” was my answer.

. “T thought so,” he added, dropping back in his
chair ; and harsh as this answer may appear, 1 can
aggure the reader it was uttered in the softest tones,
o—2



“Why,” 1 urged, “how could 1 have learnt the
particulars of this business withoul going to the
house ¥’ ’

“How much " he asked, speaking as civilly as
ever.

“ How much ¥’

“Yes,” he continued, “ how much? I suppose, my
dear creature-—for I accépt what you say, and agree
that you recally are a detective—I suppose you will
make your market between me and those Shedleigh
people.  You have been to them, and now you come
to me. IMow wuch? I dare say we can manage it.
1 supposo you will want it in writing ¥°

“You mean, Sir Nathanicl, what reward do I ex-
pect for the information #”

«That’s it, my dear creaturc —how, much ? and let
me know at once. 1 suppose I should have to pay
more than the Shedleighs if your news is true.”

“T beg your pardon,” T replied; “but the Shed-
leighs know nothing at all about the discovory.l have
made, and I have come to you at once—1 have only
known the truth of this matter less than a couple of
weeks.”

This was strictly the truth,

“Ha! I see ; youare going to them after leaving we,
I don’t blame you—rather admire you, in fact, De-
cided clever woman, if you can carry the affair through,
Come, whatever they offer to you to keep the discovery
dark Tl pay you<double to make it as cloar as you
can against them—what do you say to that?”

“Excuse me,” I said, and I am bound to admit I
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already felt as though I should like to get out into the
fresh sea air once more; “hut I do not care to make
money for this work,”

He turned and looked at me without any excitement,
but with an expression on his face which clearly meant
— Iy she a fool, or is she fooling me ”

“ A1l T should requive,” sai;l I, “would he the return
of the money I have laid out, and payment for my
time at the ordinary pay | receive from the Goveru-
ment.”

“Ha'—exactly,” he rveplied—the expression of his
fuce had changed the nmment 1 began to speak of my
reimbursements—< you must have the money you have
Inid out returned to you, with interest.  ®ut first, my
dear creature, prove to me that you ar® really speaking
reasonably.”

“ T shgll have to go into long particulars,” T said.

1e looked calmly at me; then he said— ’

“You will not perhaps mind much if' T smoke, will
you¥”

“No,” 1 replied, wishing myself, still more heartily,
in the fresh air; for I remember it struck me that I
was speaking to a being neither alive nor dead, to a
kind of man who was neither fit for the grave nor the

~world. T think I never approached such a passionless
human being.

Iowever, it was my business to tell him of his good
fortune, if indeed all kinds of foriune were not the
same to him.

T began the case exaclly as it oceurred to wme, com-
mencing with the eabman, Flemps, and so working to
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the culminating point in the evidence of the medical
student, George Geffins,

The ouly iuterruption he made was to usk the
addresses of the cabman aud the student. After writing
down each, he said, “Yes!” and again hecame per-
fectly motionless.

“ You know now as much as I do,” T said, at last.

And I am willing to admit that I was heartily sick
of my man. T apprchend T felt that kind of disap-
pointment and ashamed anger which a man wounld
experience who found that the answer to his offer of
marriage was a blank stare.

“1 suppose I can do nothing till Monday ¥°

“What #* T asked.

Tt will be remembered it waslate on Saturday night.

% Nothing till Monday ?”

“ May I ask, Sir Nathaniel,” said I, “ whab you in-
tend to do on Monday 17

“Why I suppose, give them into custody.”

“Cusropy ¥ I asked.

“Of course ; what, else is there to do? They have
Leen robbing me for five years, and these people de-
serve to be punished.  What else can I do than give
them into custody "

For a moment, it need hardly be said, it was a difli- |
culty for me to find any reply. At last 1 said—

“ No, Sir Nathaniel, the Shedleighs will not have
robbed you, Lbecauge you will reeall that I have told
you Mr. Shedleigh has not touched any of the income
arising from the Shirley estates.”

“But 1 am not to know that. Much better give



them into oustody, detective, and sec what comes
of it.” ’

I confess T never had anticipated any conduct ap-
proaching such cool, business-like mercilessness as this,
T had designed a dozen ways of setting to work in
this matter during the week, each more considerate
than the previous mode as those seven days came
to a termination — not o&ne of them approached
the idea of giving Mr. and Miss Shedleigh into
custody. ’

“] do not think I would, Sir Nathaniel; much
hetter think it over,” [ replied.

“(Can’t see what there is to think over,” said the
havonet.  “They've robbed me, and therefore the only
thing to do is—give them into custogy.”

“You had better sleep on it, sir,” said T. ¢TIl sce
you on.Monday morning, if you please.”

“Why not to-morrow ¥” he asked; “ why not go up
to-morrow and give them both into custody? T cer-
tainly shall.”

“Thauk you, Sivr Nathaniel,” said I, and I fancy T
spoke a little resentfully ; “ I tlo not care to do any-
thing but rest to-morrow, and I am quite sure that
the business is not very pressing.”

“ Not pressing, when they have been robbing me?
What nonsense you are talking, my dear creature,
Well, if you like, Monduy,” he said, after he had gone
to the window and looked out at the night. It will
be fine to-morrow, and 1 may @s well have the day
here as not.  Good night, detective.”

“ Good night.”



% Here, ma’am, though, you Lave not given me your
nddress.” '

I gave him 4 card, but not one word. I believe in
my own mind 1 was beginning to quarrel with him.

“This is your right card, I suppose, ma'am "

“Of course it is!”

“ And you’re not fooling me, my dear creature !”

“No; what could I gain by fooling you ?”

This answer appeared to satisfy him.

“Where are you stopping in Brighton, detective ”

I gave Lim the name of a little public-house in the
town at which I had rested on scveral oceasions.

“ (ood night,” I said, going towards the door.

Something I suppose in the tone struck oven his
dull sepses,

“If you want any money, or that sort of thing,”
said he, “I can let you have some.” The most
positive expression I had yet seen on his face I had
now the power of remarking. “I'm not a rich man,

11

you can pull along till to-morrow with

And here, with some excrtion of a slow will, he
took Lalf-a-sovereign out of his porte-monnaic,

I had brought him news which was to pul some
thousands a year in his pocket.

“No, thank you,” I said, hurriedly, and thercupon
I left the room.

I did not directly go to the little lLouse T lLave
nentioned.

T crossed the parade, and began traversing the cliff
wallk.
- To those who have walked on a summer mooulight



night high up on the Brighton cliff, with the light
wind whispering as it courses by, the soft sea kissing
the rattling shingle beneath, 1 have no need to tell how
all those natural, geutle sounds incroased, and at the
same time saddened, the mental pain 1 was suffering.

He had not uttered a word of thanks—he had not
shown a spark of gratitude for his good fortune.
Mind, T was not wounded in my vanity by the
omission of any expression of gratitnde te me, but T
was pained that he showed no gratitude whatever.
His good fortune came, and he took it as a right.
I know that I could ngt avoid associating him with a
certain monkey T had seen at the Zoological Gavdens.
This animal—and I watehed him for an hour during
that holiday of mine—stood still, holding out his haund
without appearing to think of what he was doing, and
when anything was put in his palm, he closed his
fingers upon it, shoved the goody in his mnouth, and
without looking at the donor, or without testifying
any knowledge of the gift, again he dropped his haud
out between the bars of his cage. e took what came
——what more could be wanted of him ?

I had done my duty us an honest detective, and I
was, a8 1 do not mind confessing, since 1 am out of the
business, sorry I had completed it.

Let me add here, at once, since 1 have said I have
relived from the practice of detection, that I did not
effect that retirement on the money 1 made in that
profession. I had a small income left me, which of

- course now I enjoy. Detectives rarely make fortunes.

When I reached the little inn to which T have
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already twice referred, I made inquiries tonching Sir
Nathaniel Shirley, and T need not say I heard no
good of him. [ do nobt assert that T discovered any
positive harm concorning him, but people spoke of
him with a kind of reserve, as- though their sense of
justice and their prejudices were pulling different
ways. What, however, I did ascertain certainly agreed
with the man. ITe had a good income, yet he was
rarely out of debt. I could undersiand that. ITe
never could refuse himself what that personage desired
to possess ; and, though he spent all his income, no one
could say who was the better for it. He always had
his worth for his money, and the impression appeared
to be that he rarely lost in the game of life. Ungques-
tionably, from :vhat T heard, he was frequently made
to pay very dear where he had to pay beforchand for
his pleasure—but he had it. No onc could give him
a good word, yet at the same time not a witness was
to be found who could pronounce unpon him a down-
right bad verdict.

T am accustomed to fall asleep the moment I get to
bed, being healthy, and, as the world goes, honest and
clear in my con:cience. But that night I could not
fall off.

The idea of Sir Nathaniel going up to town and
arresting the hrother and sister, just after the manner of
a machine, kept me hopelessly awake. I felt it was no
use appealing to his mercy—=1 might just as well have
harangued the stealn hammer in Woolwieh Dockyard.

Tt was a nightmare of itself lo imagine Mr, Shed-
leigh taken away from his good work of trying, to
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make the abundant earth more fruitful—to conceive
of Miss Shedleigh divorced from her poor, from her
lady-life, and locked up in a prison cell,

‘What was to be done?

And I fell asleep only when I Lad quite decided
what was to be done. I determined to go up in the
morning by the first train, hurry to Shirley House,
warn and save them. Such an act was no breach of
daly. My work was to obtain Sir Nathaniel his heri-
tage, not to punish Mr. and Miss Shedleigh.

I was awake betinies, though I had slept but for a
short period, and getflng up with a new sense of
imprisonment and weight upon me, I made for the
station, and before eleven I was in London.

Taking a cab, I rcached the ndighbourhood of
Shirley JTouse, and there for the first time I faced
fairly the enormous difficulty I had to encounter.

T saw her as she was leaving the church. She had
a very plain black prayer-book in her hand, and as she
came out into the porch, a smile spread upon her face
as she addressed first me and then another of those
she saw,

She was one of the simplest and most unaffected
ladies 1 ever kuew.

She saw me, and nodded.

As she did so, a lady came up and touched her on
the arm. )

But it was absolutely neeessary that T should warn
her, g0 T went up to her and said—

“ Miyg Shedleigh, may I speak with you?”

 Certainly,” she replied, with extreme frankness.
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“T mean up at the house.”

“Oh, call when you like.”

“ Can I come now 1’

She looked at me a little eagerly I marked, and
then she said smilingly-—¢ Will not to-morrow do ?”

“No,” 1 replied; and it is evident T musi have
spoken wistfully, for she turned slightly pale.

“Come up at t-hr(‘e,””she said.  “T shall be quite
disengaged.”

[ bowed, and was falling behind her, when she
turned quickly, and said, with some little asperity

that I marked—

Is anything the matter ?”

“Nothing but what can be repaired,” I said,
smiling, for T saw it would not do to alarm her.

But between that time and three o’clock T had dis-
covered new cause for alarm. 1 saw by reference to
my “ Bradshaw” (a book with which the library of a
detective is never unprovided) that an express train
left Brighton directly after church-time. What if Sir
Nathaniel should sem’l for me at the Brighton address
I had given 1—and what if, finding me gone, ho should
take that express train and hurry on to Shirley House,
with a policeman as his companion ?

He was quite capable of such an act I felt sure, but
T hoped, on the other hand, that his natural laziness,
and his cynical Dbelief ‘that T had more to gain than
lose by him, would together prompt him to refrain
from making inquil:ies about me.

If he, however, did take the 1 r.y. train, it was per-
fectly competent for him to be at Shirley ITouse by



threc, the after-lunch hour appointed by Miss Shedleigh
for my interview with her. And I desirc here to
“remark that this lady must have heen one of most

unusual kindness and consideration to give way to my
request—I who was almost a stranger to her, and to
agree to see me on that day which those ladies most
devoted to their poor look upon as private, and to be
passed without interfercnce.

The time between one and threc was not past very
Measantly.

At three T stood on the doov-steps of Shirley House.

I confess I was ashamgd of the work 1 had in hand.

When T came to the room in which I knew I should
find her, I declare [ was afraid to follow tle man, and
when being in the chamber, the servant had left it,
and she had said, “ And pray, my dear, what is it that
is so important that it cannot wait till to-morrow ¥’ I
had for a few moments no power to answer.

“T am afraid,” said I, “you will not feel very great
pleasure in what I have to say.”

“ Let me hear it,” she replied, with a fine, delicate
smile.

“1 learnt a scerel of your life quite by chance two
weeks since.”

%A sceret of my life !” she said, after a pause, during

"which she hesitated, and evidently tried to rcassure

herself, though she turned paler at the moment.

“Poor thing,” thought T, « it is clear she has but one
great secret, which indeed is one nd longer.”

“VYeu” 1 replied, “and 1 must speak to you about
it.”



Here there came a little feeling of pride to her sup-
port, and she said, though very softly and coolly—

« Must #”

“ Must,” I echoed.

“ Pray,” she continued, speaking a little highly, “to
whom am I addressing myself, that I hear such a
word as—maust #”

“I am a deteclive,” said T, using the phrase which I
have so frequently uttered when secrecy has heen no
longer ncedful.

“ A detective §” she said, cvidently not knowing whal
such an officer was, and yet too unerringly guessing.

“Yes,” I continued, “one of the secret police.”

She started, and muttered something to herself. She
uttered no 'cry,. no exclamation of fear; indeed my
long cxperience assures me that in the majority of
cases where a sudden and terrible surprise comes upon
people, the shock is so great that they generally reccive
the news with but little expression of their feelings.
1t appears as though shock rather stupifies than
cxcites.

In a very few morients she became comparatively
calm,

“What do you want ¥’ she said.

“Indeed,” 1 answered, “to save you.”

“From what ¥’

“ From the consequences of my duty.”

She looked at: me intently, and at last she smiled.

“True,” she said, “you have your duty to perform
aswell as others, What does this conversation wmean ?’

“It means, Miss Shedleigh,” I said, “that 1 know



thelittle girl who is in this house is not Mr. Shedleigh's
child.”

She thought she had prepared herselt for the worst,
but she had not.

She trembled, and uttered a short, sharp ery, which
touched one’s very heart.

« There can be no doubt about it,” I said, desirous
of preventing her from the atfempt to fence with me
and my information. ¢ The cabman from whom you
obtained the little girl pointed out the very spot where
he placed the child in your arms. Pray do not fancy
the case could not be proyed. The doctor, Dr. Ellkins,
may be dead, bub he satdd enough to an apprentice he
had, and whom I have secn, to show thyl the late
lady could not have been the mother of the little girl
who goes by her name. Avoid any proceedings which
might be terrible. I do not know, if you denied every-
thing, but that Mrs. Shedleigh’s rcmains might be
brought in evidence against you.”

These words, as partially I intended they should,
shocked her inexpressibly.

“Surely they could not so outrage my poor sister’s
grave ¥’

“Indeed you arc mistaken,” I said; “the law
knows no pity while the truth is doubtful.”

“ But—but what would you have me do ?”

“Confess all to Sir Nathaniel Shirley.”

“ 8ir Nathaniel—do you know him ¢’

She was now truly alarmed. Buteshe did not betray
any wild excitement, such as I believe mos{ people
would suppose she would have shown.



“T left him only last night !

A blank, deadly expression, or rather want of ex-
pression, stolc over her face.

“Then all is indeed lost,” said she.

“No ; not yet,” I replied.

“ Woman, you come from him ?” she said, in a tone
of weeping defiance, if that term can be compre-
hended. '

“ No, indeed,” I replied, “I have come of my own
will to warn you against Sir Nathaniel.”

“And yet you have come so recently from him.’
Then catching, as the drownjng man at the shadow of
himself on the surface of the water, she said—* Perhaps
Le does not know all ¥

“He doest I said, wofully; “all, even to the
addresses of the people necessary to prove his case.”

“ And you furnished him with this power ¥,

“Tdid. T grieve to say 1 was forced to do s0.”

“Oh, woman, woman! if you did but know what

’

you have done.”

I have donc what it was but justice to do.”

“You have done & wretched thing,” she said.  “ Sir
Nathaniel will have no mercy upon me, and 1 must
suffer—I alone must suffer.”

“Mr. Shedleigh,” said I; “had not he better
know. !

“Know? Know what ?”

“Why, that the—the fraud has been discovered,”

“ Woman, he thinks the child his.”

“What ! he has heard nothing of the truth?’

“ Nothing ; the deception was practised on him




in pity, and now you come, after four years’ peace,
and may perhaps kill him.”

“ But,” said I, apologetically, “ remember you have
deprived Sir Nathaniel Shirley of his property.”

“Nir Nathaniel —Sir Nathaniel,” she repeated ; “it
were well for him that he should never Le rich, and
well for him that what was done was well done.”

I shook my head. T knew &¢hat right was right, and
that the property was by law the baronet’s,

“Sir Nathaniel,” she cried, beating her right foot
upon the ground—>by thig time all fear for herself was
past—< Sir Nathaniel, had he obtained the property,
would have been a bedgar by this time, whereas he
would never have been unprovided for had you not
learnt my sceret. Now he will take the estates,
though, if the wish of the late owner, my sister-in-law,
could be eonsulted, 1 know she would keep every poor
acre from her wncle.  Oh, woman, woman, if you
could but judge of the injury you have done !’

“T shall have a quict conscience, Miss Shedleigh,
whatever happens,” I said ; “but it will be quieter
if you will but let me, who have been the meauns of
bringing destruction near you—if you will but let me
save you. T am afraid of Sir Nathaniel, he scems so
merciless.”

“First hear me,” she said.  “Defore you speak
again you shall hear my excuse for my conduct—hear
me, nor speak till I have finished. I know not by
what terrible chance it has happened that you shonld
learn a secret which I thought lay hidden inmy sister’s
grave and my heart. How you have pieced your

6



information together I am unable to imagine, but
since you know so much I would have you know the
rest, and in learning it, believe Ahat I am to be as -
much pitied as to be blamed.”

I bowud, fecling rather that I was the poor lndy’s
prisoner than she in a measure mine.

“You know my brother’s wife brought ‘a dead chill
iuto the world ; you know that that child, being deud
when born, in event of my -sister-in-law’s death her
property could mnot be enjoyed by her husband for
life, simply because the child had not breathed. Tt
was she who put it into my head first. My sister’s
distress came upon s very suddenly, weeks before we
expected, and no preparations had been made.  When
she learnt that she could not be a mother, news which
she inferred ratlier than learnt, I believe the humiliation
felt by her was so great that it led to her death, as
certainly as that before she died she prayed Tleaven
to send her a child to comfort her husband after
she was gone, for from the mowment the doctor left her
she never believed she would rise from her bed again.
It was when she e¢rted out that many a poor woman
would be glad to find a home for her puny child, that
the idea came upon me of the woman and infant T
had seen pass the house about nine, as I came in
at the south gate, aud to whom I had spoken. T
gave that poor woman some silver, pitying Ler much
when she told me her child was barely a fortnight
old. ‘

“Perhaps 1 had no right to speuk of this mother
and child to my sister, for she was upt quite Lorself at



any moment from the time the doctor left to the
moment of her death—perhaps I should not have

" excited her already excited brain. But no sooner did
she comprehend what I said than she cried that heaven
had heard her prayer, and bade me go and seek the
woman. I refused at first, but she looked so powerful
that it seemed to me as though she was inspired, and
so I said yes, T would go, and I went quickly from the
house and down the road, in the direction which the
poor woman had taken.

“ And when I heard the child crying from within
that miserable common cab, T also thought that Heaven
had had pity on us. T know now how guilty T was—
how very guilty I was,

“T had not left the houso twenty minutes when I
was returning with the child, and when I came into
her room, carrying the infant, T found lher still alone,
though I had taken no precautions to keep her by
herself. She cried out, saying Heaven had been kind,
and declaring how a good angel had brought it to me,

“There was no one in the house to see my act. It
was the frec-school féte day, and The servants, with the
exception of one, were at Velvet Dell, three miles
away—the only girl that had remained at home had
gone down to the surgery with the doctor.

“ Before a quarter past ten, at which time the
servants came trooping home—they had been given to
"ten, and there had been nobody to send for them

+» during that tetrible hour-and-n-half—before a quarter
past ten she was dying in the presence of Dr. Ellkins,
who lovked muchs$onfused and puzzled,
6—2



“Even then I folt the enormity of the crime in
which T had engaged—I did indeed. Even then I
felt that had T opposed my sister’s wild idea instead of '
having fostered it, she herself would never have laid
such injunctions upon me as she did.

“It was before the doctor arrived for the second
time—and the moment the lady’s maid returned with
the medicine, T sent her back for the medical man—it
was before Dr. Ellkins came again that she had com-
manded me to swear that I would never tell the truth
about the child, she saying—* Heaven sent it, ITeaven
sent it, though it was but a poor woman’s daughter.’

“She told me,” the poor lady contirued, looking
eagerly in my face—it was now half-past three, as 1
saw by the gieat French clock on the mantclpiece,
so that if Sir Nathaniel had come up by the 1 p.ar.
train he would soon be at Shirley House—*“she told
me that it'would break down Newton—Newton is
Mr. Shedleigh—if he lost both her and his child
together, and that he was doing the world good, and

1

that nothing must stop his work. You know,” she
continued, breaking “off, “she married my brother
because she rvather admired his intellect than him-
self.

“She said aleo T should save a poor child from des-
titution, and finally she declared that she willed that
lier uncle should not have her property—that he was
wicked and wasteful, and that her husband onght to
Lave it to do good with.

“ Aund then, as I heard the ring at the hall-door, and
as she knew it was the doctor returned, she raised her



right hand, looked wildly at me, and said— I command
—in thé name of God.’

“She never spoke aloud again. She only whispered
messages to her husband, and taking the doctor’s head
between her hands, whispered something to him which
made the poor gentleman tremble.

“Then she died as the servants came trooping into
the house from the school treat.

“1 knew how wrong I had been long before the
next day. But when I looked at her still face, my
dear, 1 could not disobey her ; and I fclt morc unable
to oppose her last wisheg when our housckeeper, Mrs.
Dumarty, whispered to me that she looked in her sleep
s though she had done her duty.

“1 know how wicked it all was, bat as the years
have rolled on I hoped I had done all for the best.
My brother, when he came home at the end of those
two days, found a deep convolation in the little child
-——and I could not tell him he was weeping over a
stranger.

“1 foll very ill mysclf, my dear, after the buvial,
and they thought it was grief Which had overpowered
me., But I am afraid it was more my conscience than
my sorrow, though I am sure I loved my sister very
dearly.

“As the ycars have gone on 1 have thought 1 had
done all for the best. Sir Nathaniel has veccived a
large income yearly from me ; for 1 came into a good
property very soon after Mrs, Shedleigh’s death, And 1
have made my will in his favour, %o that he could
never have been poor through my action—whereas had



1] TENANT JOR LIirhk.

he inherited the estates he would soon have wasted
them, for he is quite a prodigal.

“Now you know all. You tell me, my poor
woman, you wish to save me. How can you?’

Long before the good lady asked me that woful
question, I had hung my head in sorrow and regret.

Don’t suppose we detectives have no soft places in
our hearts because we are obliged to steel them against
the duily wickedness we have to encounter. It is
not long since that one Tom White, a detective of the
R Division, was shocked by sceing a young thief,
whom le was pursuing, fall dead at his feet. Tom
White ncver was the thing after that; so he must
have had some soft place in his heart, poor fellow.

I confess I was sorry I had shown Sir Nathaniel the
sards he now held.

Could I save her?

1 was determined to do my best.

“Well P she said, a little wearily, and coming to
me, she put her hand lightly on my shoulder.

I confess I never felt a hand rest so heavily upon
me, though her touch’was as delicate as that of the
lady she must have always been.

“I am very sorry ? 1 said.

“ There is no need,” she replied.

“ And very much ashamed ?

““ Why, my dear? You have done your duty, what-
»ver I may have omifted.”

“ I would rather Ve you,” L said.

1 confess these Yeplics of mine were sentimental for
v detective, Still, as they were uttered, 1 repeat them,
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Aud lo! as I spoke, there came a sudden, fierce, im-
perious peal upon the great gate-bell.

As 1 glanced at the great clock, and read ““a quarter
to four,” I felt certain the visitor was Sir Nathaniel

e did not even send a card up; ounly his name,
with the statement that he myst sce cither Mr. or Miss
Shedleigh.

The man added that he had replied his master was
out in the grounds, but that his lady was in the
house.

Positively Sir Nathangel felt himself already so much
master that he had not waited for permission to come
upstaire,

“Good day, Catherine,” suid the Laonet, cilteriug ;
“I heard you were in, and so I did not wait for the
man coming down again.”

Tho coward ! he was afraid she would gain the more
advantage the longer the time before he saw her.

As he spoke, he glanced at me as though 1 stood his
cnemy. e had held out bhis hand to me, taken what
1 offered without remark (lik:s my friend the ring-
tailed at the gardens), and now he was ready to snarl
because he supposed I had nothing more to give.

When the man had left the room, he turned to me
and said the following words, in as swect a tone as he
would Lave used for inquiring after my health.

1 thought I should find you here, you baggage !”

“Sir 1" said T, and I think I wds justified in tho ex-
clamation.

“ Now, you dom’t got from me a rap,” he said, still in
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a sweet voice, but with one of the ugliest countenances
ever I remember to have remarked.

1t is certain he was a miscrable tyrant—infinitely
moro dangerous to his friends (if he had any) than to
his enemices.

“ And what have you got to say ¥’ he asked, turning
to Miss Shedlcigh.

“Whal have you ?” she asked, and her voice was as
surprisingly steady as her manner was collected.

“You know what I have come for.”

“Yes,” she said, quite gently.

“ 8o 1 have found you oub at last 4 he said.

It was clear he had passed me over in the matter as
though T Lad never known of it.

Here 1 looke& at him—perhaps a little keenly—and
then it was that I noticed the blackness I had marked
on the previous night round his mouth was still more
observable as Le stood confronting his niece’s sister-in-
Iaw, und with as ugly a look of victory upon his face
as a man could wear,

“One moment !” here 1 interposed with.

“Well 7 hie said, sfwnking sweetly, but looking at
me as though 1 was one of the worst kind of dogs.

“ I'm not wanted herve. T will leave the 100m.”

“You will do no such thing!” said he, brave |
presume because he had but to do with a couple of
women.

“Indecd I said 1, “ take care. You know I’'m a
police-oflicer ; impede me in the exccution of my duty
at your peril. I say I am not wanted here, and I
think fit to leave the room.”
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As I moved towards him another change in his face
hecame apparent.  Whether it was that he turned
more gencrally pallid, and so he looked darker about
the mouth—or whether the blackness around his lips
did increase, it is certain that a change occurred.

He stood in my way till I came near him, and then
he fell back almost as though,l had touched him.

I left the room, but before T did so, I suid to Miss
Shedleigh—¢ I shall be outside.  If you call to me 1
shall hear you. Don't be afraid of this gentleman.”

Then 1 left the room.

What was said 1 never learnt.

The need of my attendance was brought ahout by a
screain on the part of the lady, whereupen I thought

fit to run into the room, where I found

Jut before I reach that last scene but one in this
narrative I should make the reader acquainted with
seme observations T made.

Upon reaching the corridor beyond the room iu
which the war was to be fought out, 1 found myseclf
near a window which, with tl\c ordinary eyes of a
deteetive, I knew must be in a plane with the windows
of the room 1 had just left, simply because the view
from it was such as 1 had noticed, without much inten-
tion of doing so (for observation of all before him
becomes a habit with the deteotive), fromn those
openings,

The whole of these windows looked over the sweep
before the house, which was cnclosed by a wall in
front, and two heavy solid wooden gates. In cach
gate, however, was o wicket, one of which was opeu,
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and through it 1 saw the faces of two men who were
peering from the cab, the top of which only I could
sce beyond the wall and gates.

Faintly as 1 saw their faces, and under such disud-
vantages, 1 recognised one of them as that of a policc-
man known to me.

Beyond any question the other individual was also
an officer.

So, he had shown no sign of mercy. He had not
sought to compromise with the Shedleighs, by having an
interview with them. Cruel as he was, he had brought
down two policemen with hiw, and it struck me at
once that it was the time necessary for the procuring
of these officers which accounted for the half hour's
grace lie had dhown before he arrived. To arrest
Miss Shedleigh at an earlier heur thau that at which
now he was proceeding to accomplish that act, he
must have got up carly in the morning—a piece of
severity which, doubtless, he could not force upon
himself, though it was to lead the carlier to the exhi-
bition of his eruelty.

I Lad been watching the faces through the open
window—for it was the end of July, finc weather—and
the gate-wicket, and without being scen myself, for
about-two minutes,when I heard the officer [ knew say—

“There he is—he’s coming.”

It was not much above a whisper, but the breeze
set my way, and my ears arc uncommonly fine and
sharp ; indeed, 1 believe it is admitted that we women
detectives are cnabled to cducate our five senses Lo a
higher pitch than are our male competitors.



Clearly, the oficers could see across the gardens,
and round by the housc over the grounds, whlst
1 was only to make observations in an opposito
direction.

Butb in a moment I heard a clear light voice singing
lowly and sweetly, I recognised it in a moment for
that of the master of the house.

There was no sound but the rustle of the light wind
(twittering the leaves and rippling patches of wheat)
to interfere with his voice, and iudeed it scemed to
me as though the murmur made with his voice a sweet
chorus,

lle came round by the house, the volume of hiy
voice increasing as he did so, and then he passed away
on the other side, his voice dying away®till the note of
the wind was louder than Lis hymn,

The policemen followed him with their sight as fur
as they could, and if you have scen a cat lose a mouse
you can comprehiend the style of look upon the ofiicers’
faces as their charge went round the corner of his own
house.

I suppose this episode had taken up aboul {wo
minutes of time.

But this i3 only guesswork,

Suddenly a quick, sharp, shrill seream.

Then—silence.

As 1 heard the ofticers leaping from the cab and
cranching over the gravel, T ran forward and broke
m yathier than opened the door.

There lay Sir Nathanicl on his face.

Two or three yuwrds away from him knelt Miss
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Shedleigh, her hands as tightly clasped as they could
be, and pressed against the wall.

I may say at once—lhe was DEAD.

Afterwards, when the lady could spesk calmly, she
told me she had becn certain it was death as he fell.
She knew the family disease had grasped him—that
fell heart disease which had killed his brother, which
had helped in a mecasure to destroy his niece, Mus.
Shedleigh.

She declared she saw upon his face as he fell that
expression which she had scen in death upon the
countenance of her sister-in-Jaw, and of that lady’s
{ather, at whose bedside she had been at the time of
his death. .

The policem®n, I need not say, were in the house
almost before 1 entered the room, into which they got
quite as soon as the scrvants.

But before they had reached their client’s dead side
I had found a line of conduct to take.

The baronet was deceased. Very well—then all
things were as they were before I told him of what
was, perhaps, his good fortune, though he died over it ;
for, from what I hcard, I doubt if he would bave ex-
pired in bis own bed but in a government one, had he
been ab liberty much longer to carry on his very bad life.

This question only stood in my way—

Had ke told the police the exact state of affairs?

I gucssed he had refrained from doing so. I felt
sure he was a man‘who would say no more than was
needed. It could not have been necessary to report
bt the station the history I had given him.



The course I took will perhaps be most quickly
understood by a report of the words T used.

You may guess that the officer of the two who
knew me was cousiderably taken aback by finding me
in the room when he entered it.

¢ Blackman,” said I, when the doctor had been,
when he had pronounced his opinion (which did not
take long), and when there was breathing time for the
houscehold once more—¢ Blackman, what on earth
were you here for?”

« Ile brought us.”

The eniphasis on “Ze” plainly proved it was the
dead man which was meant.

“What did he say ¥’

“Why, that he wanted to give his drother and his
sister-in-law into custody for robbing him.”

“Yes—he was MAD,” said L

Blackman turned all manuer of colours.

“ Lord !I” said he, tarning at last quite red, “and to
think that though I thought him such a queer cus-
tomer, and the job such a queer job—to think as 7
didu’'t see that. Of course, G. I am called G. by the
foree), gow is here on that business?”

“ Precisely,” said I.

“ Of course—17 sce it all.”

“Of course you do,” said I.

Aud it is astonishing how my explanation was
accepted by all concerned in the inquest, and even by
the general public.

[T have not much hesitation in telling this tale, how-
ever, for now, by certain events, no one has been



wronged by the substituted child, for she has played
Jer part out in the play of this world.]

Sir Nathauiel's pocket-book, howcver, gave me a '
fright, for it contained the addresses of Flemps the
cabman, and Mr. Geffins the medical student. How-
ever, Miss Shedleigh was out of the way when the
cabman gave his evidence, she having been a witness
at the opening inquiry (together with myself), and the
cabman offering his evidence at the adjomrned exami-
nation. Flemps’s evidence was not full. He had to
look at the deceased gentleman for identification, and
his evidence ran to this effect+—* Which if ever I sord
the gent afore, take my badge away and give me three
months.”

1 was out of the way when this evidence was ad-
duced, nor did I show myself when the following wit-
ness, Mr. Gefting, deposed that he hud never seeu the
“ subject before in life.”

Sir Nuthaniel's medical adviser was called, and I
have no doubt this gentleman, of great note—for Siv
Nathaniel would bave everything of the best of its
kind, from his medicsl adviser to his blacking—I have
no doubt that this gentleman considerably tended to
close the inquiry quickly. He deposed, with some
degree of pain evidently, a dondition which gave his
statement more weight, that the deceased gentleman
had been suffering for some time from disease of the
heart—a family complaint ; that this disease had been
much accelerated in its progress by the loose mode of
life in which the baronet had lived, and that he had
- warned him only a few previous days to avoid any



great cxcitement, as'it might be dangerous., “I added,”
said the witness, “that if Sir Nathanicl kept himself
(uict he might live into a green old age—a result of
which there was a possibility, but little probability.”

Hearing this evidence, to which was added that of
the post-mort:m examination, I could readily com-
prehend why his face, and cgpccinlly the skin about
his mouth, assumed such appearances as they did each
time 1 saw him; and T could also understand how
thoroughly well-fitted by nature he was to agree with
lis doctor’s direction to avoid excitement.

It was clear his was a nature where selfishness pro-
vokes a man, habitually callous and insensible, 1ill his
natural licentiousness moved and caigied Jim beyomr
himself.

I say I have no doubt the medical cvidence against
Sir Nathaniel blunted the inguiry—a result not pro-
ceeding from any wilful hoodwinking of justice, but
simply from the fact that human judgment must be
made up of previous impressions. When men hear a
dead man has been bad, they surely are not so desirous
of talking over hLis coffin as thty would be did they
learn he had lived an honourable life.

The coroner’s “ Oh !” showed how much even an old
legal official could be impressed by a witness deposing
-against the gentleman on trial. I know that coroner.
He is not a very moral man, but he offered that hypo-
crisy of faultiness, open respect for virtue.

Miss Shedleigh’s evidence, under *my direction, had
been given to the effect that Sir Nathaniel came about
money matters ; that when he fell he was about to



seek Mr. Shedleigh, and that she had run forward
entreating him not to carry out his intention,

And when the coroner and the jury learnt that Sir
Nathanicl had for some years been supported by the
Shedleighs, Miss Shedleigh was acked no more ques-
tions. ‘

My tale of a “Tenant for Life” is done. It has
heen told to show how simple a thing may lead to
most important consequences,  1Tad | not taken that
ride in Flemps's cab on a Sunday, T never could have
learnt that Sir Nathanicl Shirley was the actual heir
to the Shirley estates.

However, I am glad the 'baronet never possessed
e, .

When the Jittle girl died (about ecight months
since) Mr. Shedleigh gave up the estates to the nrxt.
beir after Sir Nathaniel.  As it had never Leen proved
that the child was not his, he by law was Tenant for
Life; but he waved his right, not because he haua
learnt the secret of his sister’s life—for we kept it to
ourselves—but becanse he felt that the only owner of
the Shirley property:should be one who claimed to be
of the Shirley pedigree.

So it all came right at last, and no man was punished
in order to procure justice.
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I Am about to relate here a tale which, as far as in-
tricacy goes, hag little to recommend it. But though
it is a narrative of plain-sailing, I am inclined to give
it & place here, because it once again illustrates pi*etty
clearly how often it happens that popular and perhaps
justly-grounded beliefs are in practice contradicted.

Tt is generally believed that a detegtive imzsivo58
taken in. There is no greater error u’reuwwn w0 we
pilice force. Once get the confidence of an individual
of the lxomeT)lu'es-—and I knoﬁ n (or woman) so
araily and persmbently deceivet dant you that it
is not often we yield our confid .6, but when we do
the action is perfect.

Then again, it is generﬂy supposed that boys in
their crime are andaciotis rathe? than cunning. This
is a great error. The cunning of a boy-criminal is
generally brilliant.

Again, it is frequently stated that the yonug“ in
crime suffer a good deal more from remorse tha.'d their
brethren in rascality of a riper age. “This is & belief
which is not always borne out in practice.

I give this narrative because it eombines, in a very
simple form, the facts of a deceived detective, a cunning
boy, and a young criminal quite destitute of remorse.

(f



The deceived detective was myself.

The cunning boy was Georgy.

The young and utterly remorseful criminal, Georgy.

As T gaid before, Georgy is not the hero of a good
plot ; but perhaps his tale is worth hearing never-
sheless, as showing what can be done by nineteen ycars
and a cool hand. .

This George Lejune was a dashing young gentleman
indeed, and charming also. You could not be in the
sompany of the boy for half an hour without taking &
liking to him.

Bright-eyed, bright—lipped,.la.ughing, clever (in his
way), earnest, and upon the whole gentlemanly, he
y ne+her o sunerior kind of lad.

Mo+ the « was fairly modest; and during the
fow shors Shedr T knew him, I never found out that
he had any ir Natiws % . ver been prore!

He dissipat]le W as ;“-"' form; By Gag too healthy-
looking for that, “Y°¢ae only “approach to  skness
which I observed "wéi 10V ond then a teﬁcléeonoy to
Hansom cabs, which I "" i to hear roll up -to the
house next door after I haa , . 10 to bed.

I taxed him once with the cabs, but he had so good
1 angwer for me that I dismissed those vebicles from
ﬁ‘@d ab once,

,"‘ 'hm see,” said he, “I don'’t pay full fare, or an--
hing like it. I wait till a cab is going my way, a n
hen I ﬁy cabby a tanner or a bob ; and so I ride home
or next door to nothing.”

What could be plainer than that statement } Only
b wasn't true, .
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Then, again, when he told me that though he made
but thirty shillings a week, he had it all to spend in
pocket-money, as his mother had an annuity, that was
ananswer to his being woll-dressed, and to "his spend-
ing a littlo money. For upon thirty shillings a week
rocket-money, you can have a decent coat to wear and
carry clean gloves. Thirty shillings a weck pocket-
money—=a plain statement cnough.

Only it wasn’t true.

[ was living at the time (on business) at a small
house at the cast-end of London, and next door to
the young man’s mother. T took a liking to the boy
from lis turning out early of a morning, and singing__
like a lark as he looked at his L',,:'..‘.ﬂ“‘an(l fed his
linnets. 1 defy you, if you have an; nieart, to mark a
handsome boy, blithe, frank, and courtecus, and not

g wuan riday,

, it WO have 'asn aroused within twenty-four;

hours, or at their expiraj®on ; whereas by choosing

Friday he got nearly three days’ clear start before he

was missed at his offico, or any warning of his depar-

ture from his innocent mother could reach the city
establishment.

Tn my detective experience I have come across much
fine delicate management, but I never encountered an
instance of more decided and well plotted rascality
than that of George Lejune.

Tz
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It is true he sometimes came home late, but T argued
with myself that Bow was a long way from the theatres,
and that he might be in the habit of going half-price
to the pit. ! .

But one rvening, when I was at the house of his
mother, whe did not appear to be superabundautly
well off, I confess the boy did startle me by appearing
with what w~s evidently a diamond ring set open, and
circling his little finger.

¢ Dear me, Georgy ! says his mother,” ¢ what a fine
ring you've got there. You've been wasting your
nmoney again. What is the use of your working extra
time and making extra money if you spend it so
wastetuuiy ¥ .

“Indeed " T said, “he must have given quite a
handsome amount for that ring—it is a diamond.”

mo:

ihe nrm was careic.® 4. money mar,ters-—ra;i‘ely
checking its banker's bégk. This the very young
gentloman discovered almost directly he had ta.kc:
Dossession of his office-stool, and, it is possible, at once
he wade up a felonious mind. I should add that he
was not altogether more than three months in the
employment of the firm he robbed.

The whole of the large embezzements were effected
within two months of ‘hig absquatulation. Ilis plan
was marvellously simple, but ingenious.



“ Well, mother, I can’t help that; but the lieu-
tenant said I was a very jolly fellow, and he gave me
the ring.”

As T said before, this was on the Monday.

He was only nineteen,

On the Friday following, as I learnt afterwards, he
said to his mother at breakfust—

“ Mam dear, you must give me a kiss after Lreak-
fast, because you wont see me till to-morrow.”

“My dear Georgy,” I am quite sure she replied,
“where are you going ¥’

“Oh, the Duns have asked me to their uncle’s to
dinner, and it's ten miles out of town, and they will
&ive me a bed.”

So he kissed his mother. “ My .oqup said she, “ as
light-hearted as ever he kissed me, 4d he went out
and talked to the linnetv
flowers
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When Saturday morning came le was nob missed
bLecause it was supposed that he would go straight to
office from the hospitable country house.

Therefore it was onM when the mother had waited
up all Saturday night and Sunday morning had arrived,
that any distinct notion would be come at that perhaps
something had happened.

But now it was Sunday, and upon that day the
innocent mother could give no warning of the actual
state of things, no warning, that is, at the office of the
boy’s employers. So another day passed, and it was only
on Monday morning that the firm got their shock.

For “Ceorgy,” the gay, singing lad of nineleen, had
vanaged matters so well both ab home and abroad,
that no = Higlow of the truth could e taken ab the

Monday.
3 little arrangemen’
th ,
- wuly in
00k, y in the
the cashier .
o aslalfal would have gaid 5 “go down

- and have it altered,”
“Yes, sir,”
He woulqg then Luve

. one, 4 .
again, 8, aud never come puck

1t is true he would have },

Was u risk he ran, ad a Door start, but that

V ,
When I came to gxaminc the case I found it ex



The whole busipess was so plausible—the visit to
the country on the Friday, the permission for a couple
of hours’ grace the ncxt morning, and finally, the
request for the month’s small salary, wore all so
rational and all so agreeing in themselves, that there
was no room for suspicion—not even for that of a
detective.

Now mark how well the plan was laid.

He had got clear till the Saturday at noon. Then
he was not expected till noon on Saturday. But the
office, in common with most others, was closed on
a Saturday at two; therefore, when the closing Lour
for the week came,Georgy would but be two hours
behindhand, a space of time which might be accounted
for by supposing he had missed a tuun,

This was the literal construction put upon his
absence, and therefore the firm went home with a

soon friendly with the moth. "~ and tnaIng uer w ...,
plain, simple-hearted woman, _ yas frequently in her
house whenever my business woiidiadmis of my taking
an hour to myself, '

“T'm afraid Georgy spends too much money,” said
she to me one night,

And so I, the detective, who by such a speech should
have been put upon my guard at once, I said—

“No, Mrs. Lejune, the boy doesn’t. He is young,
and while he keeps his eyes bright and his spirits up,
you need not be afraid,”

72



Of course within an hour of suspicion being raised,
it came out that there were defalcations, Before the
-day was out a deficit of nearly £300 was discovered ;
the cxistence of which deficit was clearly attributable
to the young man.

He had deceived every soul about him—me amongst
the rest. : '

At any moment during the previous two months he
had Deen liable to be taken into custody; at any
moment he might have found himself ruined for life,
and yct, to my certain knowledge, he was apparently
happy, and evidently healthy, bright-eyed, and bright-
“mped to the very last.

“he young man could not have had any comprehen-
sion of morality, and, at the same time hLis bodily
health must have been wonderful.

Of course the very pretly facts spread with great

Saturday (the noxt day) at noon.

The firm, or rather its representative, gave way,
being a sulficiently easy-going man.

¢ Oh, by the way,” says Georgy, “as I'm going in
the country, sir, 1 may want a little money—if you
will give me a cheque for the month 1 shall be glad.”

«Qh, cortainly,” says the principal, and I have no
doubt the request for that poor little cheque helped to
put off the uneasiness that principal was to feel sooner .

or latgr.



My roaders may know that it is the some timo
city, when paying into the bank, to send 4 not been
the amount to be put to the account of t
which amount is the total of the bills,  only quite
gold, and silver paid in—such items bel am quite
scparately, and the wholc added together.

This draft, of money to be paid in, was mader all
the cashicer of the office honoured by the young Lejur
and then Georgy became the porter to the bank., His
operation was very simple—suppose tho draft stood
thus i—

The City Gonsolivatey Hank,

LIMITED,
186
Credit
Bank Notes ... 50
Country Notes 40

And his companions, his fellow-clerks, aud also my-
sclf, he had blinded by the statement that he had all
the money he earncd to spend on himself, his mother
being in the receipt of an annuity.

The annuity statoment—as u statement—was sirictly
trae, but he neglected to add that the income did not
go beyond seven pounds ten per annum.

This explanation had of coubse scrved to cover his
ordinary expenses, But he had to manage to avoid ex-



hibiting any remarkable flush of cash before his com-
panious. Ile would never spend more thau they.
This was ascertained beyond any question.

But as the slow discoveries of the police were pieced
together, it came out clearly enough, that when alone,
or in company who were not aware of his actual
circumstances, he would launch out into handsome
extravagances, always, however, liking to have some-
thing for his money.

He would take a private box, it appeared, after a
nice quict dinner at the Tavistock—which he rather
patronized than otherwise-—or he would take his easc
in a stall at the Italian, dressing at the Tavistock.
He had mnuch musical taste.

The opera or play*over, he would take a quiet chop,
it appeared, at Evans’s, where he was rather looked
upon as a gentleman, Then taking a fast cab home
to Bow he would to bed, and rise cheerfully, and to
all annearance« enntentedly, to coarse coffee and thick

“hich ~Tain breakfast the
rigid eeonuny, .

1 doubt if anybody menected Gegrge Lejune.
When he was found out there was no need for sus-
picion. ’

He spent his money, or rather his employery’, so
judiciously, that nobody could suspect him. For in-
stance—he had one pair of opera-glasses which werc
left *t the Tavistock, and another pair at an establish-
ment, much affected vy him—a place 1 will call Ag-
gerney Vick—an establishment which is not much
to look at, but where you can pay half-sovereigus to



sce prize-fights, or running matches, or walking en-
counters.

I have heard that he would take his lorgnettes and
seat at this place with the air of a self-conscious and
well-bred prince.

There was no blague about him, He did everything
in a gentlemanly and an effgetive manner. He was
always brilliantly civil, courteous, attractive, and
never exceeded the margin of good language, while he
bore with much friendly patience the strong expres-
sions of others.

And to think that a]l these social good qualities
should end in his prmted description all over the
walls of London—his height, the colour of his hair,
cyes, and finally, the statement (which was emi-
nently untrue) that he had a slightly Jewish cast of
countenance,

He had appropriated the money he had taken in

The last appropriation was the most audacions, and
this he covered with the meek request that as he
was going into the country ho should be glad of his
month’s salary.

On the Thursday, so great was the laxity evident
in the conduct of affairs at the office, no smaller a
sum in gold (Georgy was too wist at any time to take
anything but gold, though it is evident he was too
luxurious a raseal to be bored with a weight of metal,



for it was found out he exchanged his gold for notes
in several instances)—no less & sum in gold than
£75 was left unbanked and in the office safe.

Georgy was last in the office, after the others had
gone, and he showed this gold to a friend—one of those
to whom the police were so specially unobliging after
the catastrophe—commetting upon the bad manage-
ment which allowed such a sum to remain at the office.

It went next morning,. .

Wherever he passed that evening, it is very clear
lie plotied those next days’ performances, which ended,
ag far as he was concerned, so successfully, It is
possible hie saw that the game could not be carried on
much longer, that the difference between the cash
and bank-books must terminate in discovery, and the
result be his fall.  Therefore, no doubt Le argued, as
theré was a good golden haul in £75, it was a fine
onnartunity to Le off, as the next day was Friday.

gold to the bank, He forged s uriiv, ue pilu wu
the money this time without any nice reference to
fignres, he left the pass-book to be made up, he re-
turned to the office (in all probability with the gold in
his pocket) he asked for his leave of absence till two
o’clock the next day, as he was going in the country.
Then he suggested a cheque for his month’s money,
with the idea, it may be presumed, of getting all he
could, and then he said “ good day, sir.” And went.

I believe the business of that four pound cheque as



the month's wages was a more difficult pill to swallow
on the part of the principal than any bolus in the case.
“It was so cool,” he said.

But Georgy being now safe for three days, the ac-
cusing bank-book being at the bank, and he himself
having laid his little plans so cleverly, he was in no
hurry to quit the city ; and, jndeed, to set out the
better, he went round to his usual dining place and
had a very festive little lunch, finishing up with black
coffec after the French fashion.

He was in no hurry to go.

Herc he was very gay, brilliant, charming, setting
out he was going down into the country to dine with
Lieutenant Dun, He was very gay with Amelia, the
waitress, and gave her a florin for hersclf.

He chatted with all those he knew, and he made
several small engagements for the following week, and
one for Sunday to hear his favourite preacher—a Mr.
Mellew,

'Liwen he went, gay to the last, nodding through the
plete ~lass window, and showing some of the very hand-
~ome«t teeth in the city.

He had deceived every one.

He had told me and others his mother left him his
money to spend as he liked—on the contrary she was
poor, and todk three-fourths of it.

He informed his mother what money he spent was
the result of overtime; he had ngver been paid for
overtime.

He had given his friends to understand he had eight
pounds a month ; he was paid four.



He spent modestly before his old friends—~when he
was by himself he would pay a guinea for a stall at the
opera, and a similar sum before taking possession of
that stall, as the price of a dinner.

But the most fullen trait in his character was the
appropriation of the diamond ring.

The detectives beginning to make inquiries, the name
of Lieutenant Dun, as a gentleman who had given
Georgy a diamond ring, was mentioned. The licu-
tenant was found out, and then he discovered where
his diamond ring had gone to.

This cheerful Georgy had left the card-party to which
reference has been made, and gone into a bedroom, and
after coolly taking the ring off the glass, he had re-
turned to the card-table and played more cheerfully
than ever.

“T do assure you,” said the lieutenant’s brother to
me—for the sake of the mother I had made some in-
quiries—* T do assure you he ate quite a handsome
supper (he having the jewel in his pocket all the tir
and he must have been perfectly at his ease, because
remember his discussing, with perfect justice, the merits
of two varieties of cream in our souflé.”

Just think of it. He was so fallen that he could
even appropriate a ring, and yet he must have cared
much for the world’s opinion or he never could have
taken such pains to charm it.

He got clean away.

I have given this narrative as an instance of the
error of the absurd belief that young men when they
are guilty can be neither cunning nor cheerful,and th~



«ther mistake which lics in the belief that a detective
is never hoodwinked.

The city police got to Gravesend three hours after
Georgy had left that town. 1 never had any doubt
about him being George after hearing what the boat-
man said when describing the lad. He added—“ Ho
was a main fine young gentlenpan, werry tuking and
smiling, and with a diamunt ring on his finger, an’ as
I was rowin’ on him he steered his hand out Lunnon-
ways, an’ he says, says he, ¢ There’s a many there 'ud
like to sec me.””

Well, he got away. I am afraid he will not make a
figure in the world, but I’am pretty certain of this,
that he will be moderately bappy wherever he goes,
aud will not be over-much troubled with his con-

science,



THE UNRAVELED MYSTERY.

WE, meaning thereby society, ave frequently in the
habit of looking at a successful man, and while survey-
ing him, think how fortunate he has found life, how
chanccs have opened up to him, and how' lucky he has
heen in drawing so many prizes.

We do not, or we will not, see the blanks which he
may have also drawn. We look at his success, think-
ing of our own want of victories, shut our eyes to his
failures, and envy his good fortune instead of emu-
lating his industry, For my part I believe that no
position or success comes without that personal hard
work which is the medium of genius, I never will
believe in luck.

Wkhen this habit of looking at success and shutting
our eyes to failure is excrcised in reference, not to a
single individual, but to a body, the danger of coming
to a wrong conclusion is very much increased.

This argument is very poteni in its application to
the work of the dctective. Because there are many
capital cases on record in which the detective has been
the mainspring, paople generally come to the conclu-
sion that the detective force is made up of indivi-
duals of morc than the average power of intelloct and
sagacity.



Just as the successful man in any profession says
nothing about his failures, and allows his successes to
speak for themselves, so the detective force experiences
no desire to publish its fa,iluresl while in reference to
successes detectives are always ready to supply the re-
porter with the very latest particulars.

In fact, the public see the'right side only of the
police embroidery, and have no idea what a complica-
tion of mistakes and broken threads there arc on the
wrong.

Nay, indeed, the public in their admiration of the
public successes of the detective force very generously
forget their public failures, which in many instances
are atrocious. ‘

To what cause this amiability can be attributed it is
perhaps impossible to say, but there is a great proba-
bility that it arises from the fact that the public have
generally looked upon the body as a great public safe-
guard—an association great at preventing crime.

Be this as it may, it is certain that the detective
force is certainly as far from perfect as any ordinary
legal organization in England.

But the reader may ask why I tommit myself to
this statement, damaging as it is to my profession.

My answer is this, that in my recent days such a
parliamentary inquiry (of a very brief nature, it must
be conceded) has been made into the uses and customs
of the detective force, as must have led the public to
believe that this power is really a formidable one, ag it
affects not only the criminal world but society in
general.

8—2



It had appeared as though the English detectives
were in the habit of prying into private life, and as
though no citizen were free from from a system of spy-
dom, which if it existed would be intolerable, but
which has an existence only in imagination.

Tt is a great pity that the minister who replied to
ihe inquiry should have so faintly shown that the com-
plaint was faint, if not altogether groundless,

I do hot suppose the public will believe me with
any great amount of faith, and simply because 1 am
an interested party ; yet I venture to assert that the
dctective forces as a body are weak ; that they fail in
the majority of the cases brought under their super-
vision ; and finally, that frequently their most suc-
ceseful cases have been brought to perfection, not by
their own unaided endeavours so much as by the use
of facts, frequently stated anonymously, and to which
they make no reference in tinally giving their evidence.
This evidence starts from the statement, “ from infor-
mation I received.” Those few words frequently en-
close the secret which led to all the after operations
which the detective deploys in description, and with-
out which secret his evidence would never have been
given at all.

The public, especially that public who have experi-
enced any pressure of the continental system of police,
and who shudder at the remembrance of the institu-
tion, need have no fear that such a state of things
municipal can ever exist in England. It could not be
attempted as the force is organized, and it could not
meet with success were the constitution of the detec-
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tive system invigorated, and in its reformed character
pressed upon English society, for it would be detccted
at once as unconstitutional, and pesented accordingly.

‘With these remarks T wil] to the statement I
have to make concerning my part, that of a female
detective, in the attempt to elucidate a criminal mys-
tery which has never been cleared up, which from the
mode in which it was dealt with, ran little chance of
being discovered, and which will now never be ex-
plained. -

The simple facts of the case, and necessary to be
known, are these :—

One morning, a Thames boatman found a carpet-bag
resting on the abutment of an arch of one of the
Thames bridges. This treasure-trove being opened,
was found to contain fragments of a human hody—no
head.

The matter was put into the hands of the police, an
inquiry was made, and nothing came of it.

This result was very natural.

There was little or no intellect exercised in relation
to the case. Facts were collected, but the deductions
that might have been drawn from them were not
made, simply because the right men were not set to
work to—to sort them, if I may be allowed that
expression.

The elucidation, as offered by me at the time, and
which was in no way acted upon, was due—I confess
it at first starting—not to myself, but to a gentleman
who put me in possession of the means of submitting my
ultimate theory of the case to the proper authorities.



I was seated one night, studying a simple case
enough, but which called for some plotting, when a
gentleman applied to see me, with whom I was quite
willing to have an ipterview, though I did not even
remotely recognise the name on the card which was
sent in to me.

As of conrse 1 am‘not permitted to publish his
name, and as a false one would be useless, I will call
him Y.

He told me, in a few clear, curt words, very much
like those of a detective high in office, and who has
attained his position by his own will, that he knew T
was a detective, and wanted to consult with me.

« Oh, very well, if I am a detective, you can consult
with me. You have only yourself to please.”

He then at ouce said that he had a theory of the
Bridge mystery, as he called it and as I will call it, and
that he wanted this theory brought under the con-
sideration of the people at Scotland Vard.

So far I was cautious, asking him to speak.

He did so, and I may say at once that at the end of
a minute T threw off the reserve I had maintained and
became frank and outspoken with my visitor,

I will not here reproduce his words, because if I did
so I should afterwards have to go through them in
order to interpolate my own additions, corrections, or
excisions, : A

It is perhaps sufficient to say that his entire theory
was based upon grounds relating to his profession as a
medical man, Therefore, whenever a statement is
wade in the following narrative which smacks of the




surfgery, theef—a similar proceémryants, landlady, or
while, on the osgh with the calf, tird, how certain it
clusions drawn from® " ave been fol-

I shall therefore put sy to fe drawn from'le,
various times in the shape ot « {heir condition that
whole of them, with the final addi.q by the use of the
in their proper places, thoughrthey ma,
at the very commencement of the argumeps. oo oo

As our statement stood, as it was submittea
authorities, so now it is laid before the public, offic.
form and unnecessary details alone being excised.

1. The mutilated fragments did not when placed -
together form anything’ like an entire body, and the
head was wanting.

The first fact which struck the medical man was
this, that the dissection had heen cflected, if not with
learning, at least with knowledge. The scverances
were nob jagged, and apparently the joints of the hody
had unot been guessed at, The knife had been used
with some knowledge of anatomy. -

The inference to be drawn from these facts was this,
that whoever the mugderer or homicide might be,
either he or an accesqx , either at or after the fact,
was inferentially an educated man, from the simple
discovery thut there was evidence he knew something
of a profession (surgery) which presupposes education.

Now, it is an ordinary rule, in cases of murder
where there are two or more criminals, that these are
of a class.

That is to say, you rately find educated men (I am
referring liere more generally to England) combine



T was seated one night, studying s> It stands
enough, but which called for some 0T Prosupposes
gentleman applied to see me, vf"'cepted' or allowed to
willing to have an i terv*"_‘t’ it then has .to b.e con-
remotely recognise the onship -generally.mamtamz? the
sent in to me. ,aality. Thl.s generality has g:«.med

As of couw - Verh, a sure evidence of most widely-

<ogervation, which runs—¢ Birds of a feather
name, ar

i ~ogether.”

Very well. Now, where do we stand in reference to
the Bridge case, while accepting or allowing the above
suppositions ?

We arvive at this conclusion :—

That the state of the mutilated fragments leads to
the belief that men of some education were the
murderers.

2. The state of the tissue of the flesh of the muti-
tilated fragments showed that the murder had been
committed by the use of the knife.

This conclusion was very casily arrived at.

There is no need to inform the public that the blood
circulates through the whole system of veins and
arteries in about three minutes, or that nothing will
prevent blood from coagulating almost immediately it
has left the veins, To talk of streams of blood is to
speak absurdly.

If, therefore, an artery is cut, and the heart con-
tinues to beat for a couple of minutes after the wound
is made, the blood will be almost pumped out of the
body, and the flesh, after death, will in appearance
bear that relation to ordinary flesh that veal does to



ordinary beef—a similar processspvants, landlady, or
been gone through with the calf, ilnd, how certain it
the body of its blood. " ave been fol-

‘What was the conclusion to pe drawn from le,
that the fragments showed by fheir condition that
murdered man had been desifoyed by the use of the
knife ?

The true conclusion stood thus—that he was mur
dered by foreigners.

For if we examine a hundred consecutive murders
and homicides, committed in England by English
people, we shall find that the percentage of deaths
from the use of the knift is so small as barely to eall
for observation. Strangling, beating, poisoning (in a
minor degree)—these are the modes of murder adopted
in England.

The conclusion, then, may stand that the murder
was committed by foreigners.

1 am aware that against both the conclusions at
which T have arrived it might be urged that educated
aud uneducated men have been engaged in the same
crime; and secondly, that murders by the knife arve
perpetrated in England.

But in all cases of mystery, if they are to be solved
at all, it is by accepting probabilities as certaintics, so
far as acting upon them is concerncd.

3. There was further evidence than supposition to
show that the remains were those of w foreigner.

This evidence is divided into a couple of Lranches,
The first dopends upon the evidence of the pelves, or
hip bones, which formed a.portion of the fragments;



I was seated or*® evidence of the skin of the

enough, but wh’

willine, < Y .
. ve is this distinctivd difference between foreigners

and Englishmen, and ope which may be seen in the
Soho district any day—that while the hips of foreigners
are wider than these of Englishmen, foreign shoulders
are not so broad as English; hence it results that
while foreigners, by reason of the contrast, look gene-
rally wider at the hips than shoulders, Englishmen,
for the greater part, look wider at the shoulders than
the hips.

This distinction can best be observed in contrasting
French and English, or German and English soldiery.
Here you find it so extremely evident as not to admit

discussion, .

Now, was there any evidence in the fragments to
which this comparative internationsl argument could
apply ?

Yes.

The medical gentleman who examined the fragments
deposed that they belonged to a slightly-built man.
Then followed this romarkable statement, that the hip
bones, or pelves,.were extremely large.

The second branch of this evidence, relating to the
skin, may now be set out,

The report wefit on to say that the skin was covered
with long, strong, straight black hairs.

Now it is very remarkable that the skin should
exhibit thoso appearances which are usnally associated

entleman #
& .y be remarkexxby any one of experience that



with strength, while the isher servants, landlady, or
the fragments belonged to a s gfisted, how certain it

Tt strikes the most ordinary tiuld have been fol-
his expericnce tells him that slight, wea people.
are generally distinguishable fr weak and .

Most men at once recognise fhe force of the pothat
description of Samson’s strength lying in his hair.

There is, then, surely something contradictory in the
slight build, and the long, strong black hair, if we
judge from our ordinary experience. Dut if we carry
our experience beyond the ordinary, if we go into a
French or Italian eating—house in the Soho district, it
will be found that scarcely a man is to be found who
is destitute of strong hair, for the most part black, upon
the face. It need not be added that hair thickly grow-
ing on the face is presumptive proof that the entire
skin possesses that faculty, the palms of the hands and
soles of the feet excepted.*

Now follows another intricate piece of evidence.
The hairs are stated to be long, black, and strong—-
that is to say, black, thick, and without any curl in
them.

Any man who, by an hospital experience, has seen
many English human beings, will agrce with me that
the body hair here in England is rarvely llack, rarcly
long, and generally with a tendency to curl,

Now, go to the French and Italian cafés already re-
ferred to, and it will be found that the beards you shall
see are black, very strong, and the hairs individually
straight.

* It should be here again pointed out that it is to the doctor
that these physiological remarks are to be attributed,



T was seated o~ evide, .

enough, but w' " yin of the fragments point to
86'nt.lemf;nbe ror \z‘ portion of a foreigner rather
Wl}gp{s tb; shman,

and E- ~CF OF THE Fr\aments. The evidence of the
Qor-uents, therefore, goey problematically to prove that
che murdered man wag an educated foreigner, stabbed
to death by one or more educated foreigners.

Now, what evidence can be offered which can support
this theory ?

Much.

In the first place, the complaints of the French
Government to England, and the results of those com-
plaints, very evidently show that London is the resting-
place of many determined foreigners. In fact, it is a
matter beyond all question, that London has at all
times been that sanctuary for refugees from which
they could not be torn,

Hence London has always been the centre of foreign
exiled disaffection.

Then if it can be shown that foreign exiled dis-
affection is given to assassination, it stands good that
we have here in London foreigners who are ready to
assassinate.

Experience shows that this tendency to assassinate
on the part of foreign malcontents is a common under-
standing amongst them. There is no need to refer to
the attempts upon the life of the Emperor of the
French, upon the life of the father of the late King of
Naples—there is no need to point ont that in the
former cases the would-be assassing have lived in



London’ and have genew Ulbﬂuf BOLYAauLs, Jauuauy, or
required is, to talk of tmhad isted, how certain it
foreigners you may meet, gty would have been fol-
It will be found that the ordinanf these people.

to a tyrany is, not that he shafl be t.

will of the people, but by tha‘l\lct of asthe police that

This theory is the natural result, possit valualle,
absence of power in the people which wesay that
possess. We take credit to ourselves for abhaffair
asgasgination in reference to tyrants; but it shotr
never be forgotten that here we have no need ot
assassination — the mere will of the people (when
it is exerted) being qmte enough to carry away ail
opposition,

Once admit assassination as a valuable aid in destroy-
ing tyranny, and you recogiiise by inference its general
value as a medium of justice and relief.

Now apply the argument to the treachery of a
member of a secret society, and you will comprehend
the suggestion that the murdered man was a member
of a secret political society, who was cither false, or
supposed to be false, to the secret society to which he
belonged.

The question now arises—are there foreign secret
societies established in London?

Have they an existence abroad? Unquestionably.
Even here in open England there are a dozen secret
societies of a fellowship-like character—Masons, and
Foresters, and Odd Fellows, &c. &c. _

And if foreigners have secret societies abroad, in
spite of the police, why not here, where they have



perfect liberty to form as many gacret societies as they
like?

Where has the money‘come from which has rigged
out various I’ennz?”/men, and sent them on the Con-
tinent to assassingfe thil' or that potentate ?

The inferc/n,ve is goodithat the money is found by
secret sociefarians. Where else could it come from?
EXileﬁ, personally are not rich; but if twenty eco-
ﬂ°9§cal professors save two pounds a-piece in six
Donths, there iy forty pounds to be applied to a
purpose.

Is there any solid evidence beyond that of the
fragments to suggest that the murdered man was a
foreigner? There is,

In thefirst place, the state of those fragments showed
that death had been recent—say, within two days.

Now, was any man missing during those two days
who was in any way suggestively identifiable with
the dead man ?

If 80, no application was made to the police.

Now, if the dead man were an Englishman, and all
who knew him were not implicated in his death (a
most unlikely supposition), it seems pretty evident
that the discovery of the murder following so swiftly
on the fact, some clue to the mystery must have been
gained.

Granted the supposed Englishman had no relations
in London (for it must be accepted as certain that the
murder was committed in town, it being hardly within
the bounds of possibility to suppose that the remains
were brought into London to hide)—granted he had no



friends, he must have had cither servants, landlady, or
employers. If any of these had ekisted, how certain it
is that the publicity of the crim¢g would have been fol-
lowed by some inquiries by some of these people.

Not one was made. \

Not any evidence was oﬁ‘gll'ed to the police that
could for a moment be looked upon as valuable,
although it is mnot perhaps going too far to say that
cvery soul in London who could comprehend the affair
had heard of and talked it over within twenty-four
hours of its discovery, thanks to the power and ex-
tension of the press.*

But sec how thorough137 this absence of all inquiry
will fall in with the- murdered man having bLeen a
forcign refugee resting in this country.

Firstly—these refugecs lodge together, and make so
free with each other’s lodgings, and visit so frequently
and so generally, that an English landlady would have
some difficulty in telling who was and who was not her
lodger. It would be most unlikely that shc would
miss & foreigner who had been staying with her foreign
lodger some weeks. Hence it might readily happen
that a man having no locality with which he could be
identified, no suspicion would be aroused by his absence
from any particular place.

Then see how this supposed poverty of lodging
would accord with a refugee who, broken down by

* 1 point out as an instance the late case of poisoning a wife
and children in a cab. The culprit was discovered within twenty-
four hours of the publication of the crime, and by several people

in no way connected with the family in which the catastrophe
occurred,



want, might betray ]}is society in order to gain bread,
by sclling their secrevs to his home-police.

Or, on the other hand, he might be an actual police
spy, sent by his goveztnmcnt to play the refugec and
the poverty-stricken wretch, in order the better to
penetrate the scerets oihconspirators.

Then mark how all chance of recoguition is avoided
by the absence of the head. 1In disposing of the
fragments, and slinging them over the bridge by means
of a rope, it was intended silently to drop the ugly
burden into the Thames, The idea of the bag resting
on the abutment of the bridge could never have entered
into the precautionary measuTes perfected by the mur-
derers, and yet the necessity of strict secresy was made
wonderfully, evident in the fact of the head being kept
back,

For what purpose? FProbably that the chief aclors
in the murder might be sure of its destruction—per-
chance that it might be forwarded to the president of
a sceret society, that the death of the traitor might
be proved beyond all dispute.

Another very important line of consideration ig the
inquiry wlhy such a means of disposing of the remains
ag that taken was adopted. It will be remarked that
the objectionable process of cutting up the body had
1o be gone through, and that then the dangerous act
of carrying or riding with a bag of human remains
through the streets to the river had to be eflected.
And cffected i the night time, when it must be noto-
rious to all parties the police are particularly alert in
inquiring into the nature of the parcels carried past



them. Tt will frequently happen [hat the police stop
and justifiably examine heavy phekages which they
find being carried in the streets (uring the night.

The encountering of all these enormous risks, to say
nothing of the fear of interruption during the final act
of lowering the carpet-bag, all go to presuppose that
the murderers were unable to dispose of the body in
any less hazardous manner.

What is the mode in which murderers usually seek
to hide the more awful traces of their guilt in the
shape of the murdered man? They generally adopt
the simplest and safest mode—hiding under the ground.

A body buried ten feet®in the ground, even though
in the close cellar of a house, would give no warning
of the hidden secret. A body buried in quicklime,
under similar circumstances, would give no warning,
though only four or three feet below the surface.

Burial is the most evident and simplest mode of
disposing of a dead body. How is it, then, that the
murderers in question did not bury, and ran a series
of frightful risks, which resulted in the discovel‘i' of
the remains?

The answer is obvious—they had no means of
burial. In other words, the murder being done in a
house where there was no command of the ground
floor it was impossible to bury the body, and so it had
to be disposed of in some other way., The inference
therefore, is, that the occupier of the place was a

, lodger—not a householder.

Now make inquiries in the Soho district and you

will find that refugees rarely become householders,
’ ' ]



Always hoping, perhaps, to return to their countries,
never possibly desirdus of taking any step which shall
appear to themsclves\like a settling in a foreign land,
it will be found that they prefer lodgings, and that the
householders in most of the streets frequented by this
sort of people are either Euglish people or foreigners
who do not helong to the refugee class, such ag Swiss
(chiefly) and the world of waiters, who with theiv
savings have gone iuto foreign housekeeping.

I am aware that there is one good objection to this
part of my scheme, in the remark that the murder might
have been committed in w house oceupied by the, nonr-
derer or his friends, but thae there might be no yal
altached, or a yard too much exposed, or that the
ground floor was too publicly in use to admit of tdh&w
for the removal of the boards, the replacing of the
flooring, and the burial of the body.

ITowever, I beg again to urge the doctrine of pro-
babilities. Accepting the theory that it was a murder
by foreigners, and not denying the statement that
foreign refugecs, as a rule, rarely become householders,
the probability is greater that the murderers had no
ground in which to bury, rather than they had ground
at their command, but that circumstances prevented
them from using it,

It is true that there is onc awkward point in the
fact that the bridge selected from which to throw their
burden was not so near to the refugeo district as the
late Suspension Bridge. At first.sight it would appear
strange that a longer risk should be run hy taking
the remains to a bridge not the nearest to the scene



of the murder, But it m“];'ttment. And therefore his

Suspension Bridge had no recess;..

bridge used has many—that the Susg?,rm the result
was altogetlier more open and better lit than .

These suggestions must be taken for what they .
worth. T am willing to admit that it still remains’
extraordinary that the attempt to dispose of the body
should have been made at the more distant of the two
bridges, and T acknowledge that the apparent advan-
tages of the bridge used over the Suspension do not
appear to compensate the extra risk incurred.

Lt those who object thoroughly to the whole of
this theory, advanced to account for a mystery which
has never been cleared up—Ilet them make the most
of a weak point.

The probability seems to me that the murdered man
was a spy amongst men who, holding {o the theory of
the justice of assassination, very necessarily recognised
ity value in relation to a spy in the pay of a tyrant.
Nay, to be at once exhaustive in reference to spies,
few people will be inclined to deny that the spy,
whatever the shape he has taken, has always been dealt
with most implacably.

The supposition once accepted that the murderers
had no power of burial, the usc of the Thames as a
hiding place follows almost as a natural consequence,
To hide below the water when the earth is not to be
opened for the purpose of concealment appears to be a
very natural thought: In what other way could the
body be so readily disposable ?

The Thames offered secresy, the risk of carriage was

[§ S



Always hoping, perhaps, to rot
never possibly desir A{w of «a8 therefore of concealment,
appear 1o themselyet™ 1anger to those concerncd in the

it will be foupe preferable to leaving the remains in the

householdr + mode which only a madman would adopt.*

sort ~aaad the bag unot lodged on the abutment of the
bridge not one hint of the crime, it is evident, would
ever have been made publie.  Or iwo or more may
have been concerned in this erime, but they all kept
their counsel well. Whether this silence was the
result of brotherhood or fear it is impossible to say—
possibly the latter. The very success of this one
murder would intimidate any societarian who con-
templated betraying his companions.

There has but to be added to the statement alveady
put before the reader, two facts which, however, call
for little or no comment.

1. The toll-keeper at one end of the bridge recognised
the carpet-bag as a heavy one he had lifted over
his toll-bar during the night.

2. He stated that he did this kindness for a woman
whom le afterwards thought musi have been a man
in woman’s clothing. ’

T see no value in this cvidence.

1. The identification of the bag was of no value.

2. It does not appear that the man remarked upon
any peculiarity of the carrier of the bag till after its

* Such a mode was exercised a few months since with seveial
still-boru children.  Inquiry was set on fuot, and the perpetrator
of this open mode of disposing of human remains turned out to
be a doctor who had suffered so much from delivium tremens
that he might be called a madman,



discovery on the bridge abutment, And therefore his
evidence is not reliable.

All T have now to do is to put in form the result
1 drew from the above theoretic evidence.

The result in question may be put thus :—

DepucrioN.—That a forcign man, of age, but not
aging, was murdered by stabbing by the members of a
secret forcign society of educated men which he had
betrayed. That this murder was committed by
lodgers and most probably on some other floor than
the basement, and of a house situated in the Soho
district.

A copy of this statement now made to the reader,
but somewhat more abridged and technical was for-
warded to the authorities—but so fur as I have been
able to learn it was never accepted as of any value.

The inquiry, as all the world knows, failed.

I do not wonder that it did.

Left in the hands of English police, who set about
their work after their ordinary rule, it is evident that
if the murder was committed by foreigners, in a foreign
colony, there was little chance of discovery.

1 believe the chief argument held against me at the
time I sent in my report ran as follows : that if my
supposition to tho effect that the murdered man was
a forcign police spy were correct, the publicity given to
the discovery of the remains would have led to a com-
munication sooner or later from a foreign prefect of
police stating that an officer was missing.

1 did not make a reply to the objection, but T
could have announced that the French police, for in-



stauce, are nol atlall desirous of advertasiug their
business, and thatVa French prefect of police woulld
prefer to lose a man, and let the chance of retribution
escape, rather than serve justice by admitting that o
French political spy had been in London.

The silenco of continental police prefecty at thai
time is hy no means to be accepted as an evidence that
they missed no official who had been sent to England.

The case failed—miserably.

It could not be otherwise.

How would French police succeed, set to work in
Bethnal-green to catch an English murderer !

They would fail—miserabiy also.

There can be no question about it, to those who
have any knowledge of the English police system, and
who choose to be candid, that it requires more intellect
infused into it. Mauy of the men are extraordinarily
acute and arc able to seize facts as they rise to the
surface, But they arc unable to work out what is
below the surfucc. They work well enough in the light.
When once they are in the dark, they walk with their
hands open, and stretched out before them.

Had forcign lodging-houses, where frequent numbers
of foreigners assemble, heen inquired about, had some
few perfectly constitutional searches heen made, they
might have led to the discovery of a fresh blood-stained
floor—it being evident that if a xpy were fallen upon
from behind and stabbed, his blood must have reached
the ground and written its tale there.

These blood-stuins must still exist if the house in



which the murder took place has fiot been burnt down,
but 1 doubt if ever the police wiil make an examina-
tion of them at this or any eother distuuce of time,
owing to the distant date of the erime.

Expericence shows that the ehauces of discovery of a
crime ave in exact inverse proportion to the time
which has elapsed since the murder. TRoughly it may
be stated that if no clew is obtained within a week
from the discovery of a crime, the chances of hunt-
ing down the criminal daily becowe rapidily fewer and
fainter.

Lot il not be supposed that I am advocating any
change in the deteetive 8ystem which would Le uncon-
Aditutional.  Far from it. 1 am quite sure any uu-
constitutional remodelmeut of that foree would not
bo suflered for any lengtl of time to exist—as it was
proved Dy that recentl purliamentary protest against an
intolerable excess of duty on the part of the police to
which I have alveady referred.

My argument is, that more intellect should Le in-
fused juto the operation of the police system, that it
Iy lwposible routine can always be a mateh for all
shapes ol erime, and fivally that means should be taken
tu avoid so much failure as could be openly recorded
of the deteetive police authorities.

Take in point the case I have been mentioning.

What cvidence have the public ever read or learnt
to show that any other than ordinary measures were
talen Lo clear up any extraordinary crime !

14 s clear that while only ordinary weasures are in



force to detect extragrdamnary crime, a premium of im-
punity is offered to the latter description of ill-doing,
and one which it is just possible is often pocketed. Be
all that as it may, it is certain the Dridge mystery has
never been cleared up.



THE JUDGMENT OI' CONSCIENCE.

HE was in great poverty—yet a good citizen.

T came to know John Kawmp over a very trifling
affair—as you shall hear.

e was then about thirty years of age, and un-
married, I learnt verys soon that he had a great
desire to marry. Not any particular person. The desire
appeared to be the result not of any individual passion,
but the effect of reason.

1 do not think I have suid he was a shoemaker.,

1 amabout to tell a romantic tale of this shocmaker,
but I will not surround the narrative with auny of the
ordinary plaster-of-Paris conditions of romance. He
was a plain, ungainly, and not remarkably tidy London
shoemakgr, earning a poor living, haviug but meat
ouce a week—on Sunday to wit, and mealing on her-
rings, spraty, winkles, and such poor man’s blessed
food, all the week, Why do I call winkles, and her-
rings, and sprats blessed food T Simply because they
arc cheap and plentiful, and uphold the poor when
otherwise they would sink under their low diet—sink
not under the weight of it, but under its meagreness.
v I never saw him drunk during the many months I
knew hiw, I never heard a violent word pass his lips,



and he was always following out some new irain of
thought.

He was one of the lower classes.

Perhaps there are many such men as he amongst the
lower classes. I hope there arc; for though muuy live
and dic without making their murk in the world’s his-
tory, they have honoured their lives—and seeing what

ewe see duily amongst all classes, why, the memory of
well-spent, if lost, life must be a very great comfort
on a death-bed.

He was not a happy maun, though his unhappiness
it appeared to me did not arise from the injustice the
world did him, but from the 2onsciousness that he was
debarred from doing good in his generation.

Pray do not misunderstund me—or him.

He did not go about like a man who has a grievance
with the world because it has failed to comprehend
him. 1Te had nothing in his coustitution of the cyuic,
cither lachrymose or scofing. But 1 am quite sure
Le was generally sorry that he could do the world no
good, beyond that of living the life of a good ecitizon (n
condition which he did not suflicicntly value), and that
the world had so treated him he could not henefit
society.

1 do not say he wasg right in feeling that the world
hud not treated him well. | am quite aware that
suciety canpot go aboul finding youthful genius or
guessing at it. 1 am not destitute of the knowledge
that the wetld is willing Lo pay for certain genius, and
handsomely ; but that it is not disposed to foster it before
it is known, But, nevertheless, 1 do not condemn



John Kamp for feeling- more bitterly towards the
world than he spoke generally of it, and clinging
to ihe Dbelief that it lhad injured in megl:cting
him.

11 is true men make themselves or are helped by
their friends; but it does not follow that a poor, igno-
rant man, who suflers in after life because the powers
of the land did not foster him when neglectful parents
let him run wild—it does not follow such an one shall
reason in this fashion.

Take his argument.

1 know I have that in me which would henelit the
world, but my hands ave tied with the ignorance of my
youtl, and I am powerless; and I must live powerles:s ;
and 1 must die powerless.”

What do you say to that argument? A wrong one
to hold, but a very natural one.

It may be urged, however, that many men have
raised themselves to cminence who held no higher
socinl position than this John Kamp. Bul in theiv
cases their early youth had as a rule been cared for—
and a foundation to build upon had been made. Take
Bloomfield, for instance—a genius who rose ont of the
mwenial trade to which Kamp belonged.

Again—the shape of his genius was one which called
tor help to demonstrate it. A man who has n geniws
tor writing is set up with a quill, a quive of paper, an
ink-bottle, and a penkuife. .\ painter has to go far-
ther in the way of ®n expensive nest of colours and a
cauvas ; but when your genius tukes the Esculapian
shape—when yowr thirst is to be a doctor, you caunot



at once launch into the excrcise of your genius—you
must work through paticnt, expensive years, and then
begin lowly and humbly to climb, not daring at first
to use youwr knowledge, lest its movelty shall appear
like ignorance, fightiug for years and years, perhaps
for a lifetime, before the world can look towards you,
and cry out, “Behold him! he has benefited all
men.”

To benefit the world—this it was for which John
Kamp, shocmaker, and indeed cobbler, aged thirty,
thirsted.

And as I write I remewmber the occasion upon which
we first met. A crowd in thw street is always an at-
traction to a detective, for it may happen, indecd
generally does, that he is wanted to complete the
performance.

I saw a crowd onc night in the classic regious of
Whitechapel, and making one of it directly, I found a
woman in a fit, with a weakly-looking but clear-brained
man superintending the unfortunate.

Neither born to command, nor used to that luxury,
I felt certain directly I saw him, here he appeared to
be in his element —to be doing what he knew it was
within his province, and without that of those about
Liim, to effect.

“Stand aside, mates !” I heard him say, as 1 ap-
proached ; “if therc’s one thing more than another
she wants, it's fresh air. Do stand aside, mates !”

This the “mates” proceeded to do by falling back
about two feet, and then immediately advancing over
one and a half,



“ Look here, mates—don’t hold her back like that.”
These remarks were addressed to the men who were
holding the wretched woman with an energy which
would have arrested the vigour of a grenadier. “ Hold
her well up,” he continued, “and a little on one side,
so that her head hangs a little on one side ; if she gets
anything in her throat she will choke if you hold her
buck, mates. I’r'aps it’s one of them fits which comes
on throngh want. Will one o’ you, mates, go and get
three-penn’orth of brandy ?”

One of the mates did ; a raffish-looking young man,
whose true voecation very‘much I fear was that of the
general thief; but, to the credit of humanity, even
amongst thieves, T am bound to say he returned with
the spirit (and some water) in a public-house basin.

The case was onc of those ordinary fits which are
in trug the result of want acting upon a frame which
tends to cpilepsy. Poor creature—dank, thin, ragged,
hagaard, we police people see such miseries daily, and
until we get so used to it that the less amiable
amongst us look upon them as nuisances.

I waited till the poor woman “come to,” as the
expression goes, till once more shelooked about her, as
though she had been born into a strange world—till
once more she recovered her poor wretched senses, and
putting herself together, uttered some few shamefaced
sentences, which sounded like excuses, and prepared to
slink away.

¢ Come, mates,” said the impromptu doctor, “let’s
give her some coppers—Ilet’s make a collection.”

I grieve to say that doubt was rife in a moment, and



that calumny, looking the good Samaritan in the face,
snid it was “all a do.”

And as every grain of calumny tells, the collection,
I remember, amounted only to twopeunce-halfpenny,
which he who hLad spoken handed (with some scorn
flashing from his cyes at the crowd), to the poor old
woman, who appeared more shamefacedly apologetic
than ever upon recciving this douceur.

As for me, I followed the Samaritan, whom I saw
by his clothing was a mechanic of a very ordinary
character.

I followed him with no bad intent to the neigh-
bourhood of the Tower, when he entered a house
which was so poor and so temptationless that the
door swung idly and without a lock.

That same evening I made some inquiries at the
parlour-shop of a widow, who cxhibited so Ijtle a
desire to sell, and so great a desire to talk, that I
looked upon the hundred and one articles she had for
sale as mere commercial excuses—a kind of business-
like umbrella for harbouring scandal.

I was not wrong. When T camme to know the
vicinity better, I ascertained that the Widow Greeu's
was the street club, and one which emulated any social
gathering of the sort at the west end, as far as dealing
with reputations went. I colculated that a character
was ruined per sixty minutes during business hours.

I learnt a good deal from the Widow Green, who by
the way also played upon that piano of the poor, the
mangle.

It appenred he was John Kamp, a nice young man,
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This statement inquired into, it appeared that he w.

a respeciable young man, looking after his sister, never
eotting too much (this was a delicate east-end mode
of refereuce to strong drink), always paying his rent,
though rather despising credit (this was a reference to
Lis want of patronage of the parlour-shop, 1 saw) ; but
what “were agin him were this—that he were crot-
cheity,” though nevertheless mending a  shoe with
punctuality to time and the best of thread and
Teather,

1 need not say it was no difficulty for me to make
qequaintance with the Kamps, | way engaged at that
time (though it may appear to my reader an odd case
10 eall for the operations of a woman detective) upon
what bas since taken the name of the great sugar-
baking case, and therefore I was living in the neigh-
hourhood of Aldgate and Whitechapel. And inasmuch
as my professional abilitiex could only be exercised at
certain howrs, T bad a good deal of time at my dis-
posal. .

The meeting with Kamp took place on the second
day of my sojourn in that quarter of London, and it
was on the third that I made lLis acquaintance, with
the help of a pair of mendable shoes, which I hought
of my landlady to her eminent suspicion, for my act
wag unusual.

T knocked as well as I could the two knocks which
I had learnt was the dose for the Kamps ; and, after
some time, for the knocker was loose and askew, to say



that calumny, lookiing no anvil, the sister, as I after-
said it was £, came down to the door.

A-wue was not pleasant to look upon, her jaw being so
underhung as to give her at first sight that malevolent
expression which is too suggestive of the bull-dog—but
accustomed to search rather than glance at faces, I per-
ceived very quickly that she was a pleasant, and (her
mouth and jaw apart) an attractive young person.

T need not here dilate upon my first interviews with
John Kamp, because I have more important matter to
write about. ILet me, thercfore, but just say that I
found he was an earncst-looking man as he sat at his
hard work, and the faint, fod-drenched light fell upon
his forehead, which was wide and massive, though
coarse-grained, and framed with rather dull-looking and
not too well kept seft, black hair.

It is a part of my profession to bring people out, and
I soon cflected that object with Kamp.

After a few days we got on very pleasantly together.
He accepted perfectly my position us a visitor, and not
a customer. He would look up from his work when T
went in, and give a pleasant but rather wern smile,
and then he would drop over his lapstone, and tap
away at his work.

He was assuredly very unfortunaie in many ways.
Certainly superior to his trade, and not inclined to
rest content in that place in which chance and his own
will had placed him : he was forced even to yield an
outward respect to his poor trade which he could not
feel. He mnever attempted to take a high place in his
trade, because, though a good workman, he had not



%egularly served his time to shocmaking. Forced
cagly in life from a bad home, he had become errand-
Log at a gpoe-shop, and here he watched the trade and
ulimately practised it.

And as there are always men who avail themselves
of all advantages, many of those master-makers who
employed Kamp, had given him the worst pay for the
best work, simply because he could not show an ordi-
nary indenture,

1 am afraid this system tended to make him more
discontented with his lot than he would even otherwise
have been.

On my third visit I found him operating on a thick-
headed loading labourer, and pulling a back tooth from
his heavy jaw with the ordinary pair of pincers with
which he stretched his leather,

For you see, exactly as at an evening party, the
geutleman most rallied and patronized is he who does
more than anybody for the general amusement, so
with John Kamp. The general neighhourhood pitied
him in a small-beer kind of way as an oddity, and
availed themselves of all those oddities which they
could turn to their own advantage.

“Thank ye, mate,” said the heavy-headed labourer ;
and without a word to the sister he left the room.

“He did’nt pay you !” said L.

“No; I never take avy payment for medical ad-
vice,” he replied.

1 admit the answer was a little bumptious, but he
was a poorly-informed man, and it is not always the
unlearned who alone are vain. And I would have you

10



remark that when a poor man who makes but from
fifteen to eighteen shillings a week refuses a payment
which is justly Ais, therc must be more in ¥ nbnega-
tion than at first we sec.

“But he would have had to pay a shilling,” said I,
“ had ho gone to a dentist ; you ought to have charged
him sixpence.”

# Oh, he could have got an order from the relieving
oflicer to the parish doctor, and had his tovth extracted
for nothing.”

“But then he would have lost his time.”

“Yes, he would,” said Kamp.

By the wuy, it was the dinner hour, and Kamyp had
Teft his meal gratuitously Lo take out the labourer's tooth.

The sister and 1 did not get on very well together.
It appeared to me that she resented my intrusion,
though I am sure I in no way impeded them. The
curse of poverty was evident in her, whercas the
brother had gained a victory over it by his wisdom,
For he was wise though he had little knowledge. I
am aware that wisdom presupposes knowledge, but my
experience tells me that much wisdom may exist accom-
panied by very little knowledge. Farthermore, my
experience tells me that it too frequently happens that
an immensity of knowledge is accompanied by no wis-
dom whatever.

Somehow I grew to like this John Kamp.

But his vanity was by no means flattered.

And by this sentence perhaps the reader apprehends
a personal secret which may not already Lave been
very difficult to learn.



_up, ana
TTe knew much of medicine, and more of its ,;

x
sophy. Ilis favourite work was ‘‘Johnston’y 81.].2
mistry of Common Life.” He kuew the book almost
by leart, and he would dilate upon it in a manner
which was almost touching, when was taken into con-
sideration his hopeless passion for a profession in which
in all probability he could never practise,

In politics he was of course a thorough liberal, bui
he was not governed by those extreme views which it
must be confessed are generally held by the self~edu-
cated.  Sclf-educated this man wholly was,  In after
times I reecived Jetters from him, and I am bound to
say they showed a height of edueation which was most
praiseworthy. It could be scen he had heen his own
master perbaps.  There were too many capital letters,
and mucl: fuint obscurity in the composition, but it
could be seen that the man was earnest and straight-
forward. Every sentence had boue in it, and cvery line
had something in it, and every letter was a something
perfeet in its way, and in itsclf.

No, he was not in the ordinary sense of the word a
chartist.,

He has said Lo me—

“1 once went to a chartist mecting, but | never
attended a sccond. If chartism means anything it
means that those who suffer shall sufler no longer.
Well, 1 went, and found the men there were heartly
hale mechanics, they wero those especially who are

" luckiest amongst us workers—such as engincers and
smiths—the men who get the best pay amougst us,
ey had little cause of complaint, whereas now those

10—z
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YEMArL pjes who are really down-irod—1I mean all those

fiftegt 11ge the needle, such as shoemakers and {ailors—

thlhcy that can hardly get a bit o’ bread, much less
cheese, they weren't at the meeting at all. They had
not got time to go. T was shouldered out of the way,
and my voice could not have been heard amongst all
those big fen, shouting and yelling. It struck mc J
had never imagined so tyrannical a meeting as that.
So 1 did not.go to another of them, for they arc a lie,
and no better.”

During these talkings, while lie worked, and I also,
the sister said nothing, but bent over her hard, hard
work, which was militu,ry!tailoring.

I have scen her fingers quite blue and rough through
the action of the hLarsh serge used for ariillery uni-
forms, and at other times I have seen her looking
wonderfully faded and worn in the midst of red
linesmen’s tunics,

I think | have said she was very pleasant-faced,
aparl from the under-hung jaw ; but the mass of people
had not looked beyond her deformity, which was very
apparent when she ate her poor mcals, and they had
been prejudiced against her.  She had accepted this
life-long condemnation in a quict way, without resent-
ment, but not without knowledge, and had fallen into &
kind of meekly-repelling apathy which must have
tended, in a gencral way, to increase that want of pre-
possession with which people I am afraid regarded her.

1t was about two weeks after I came to know thig
far from ordinary man that, as I was talking with
Kamp on one of the chapters of Johnston’s Chemistry,



a copy of which T admit T purchased and read up, and
as Johanna Kamp was working under new conditions,
as far as my expericnce went, for she was surrounded
by the white flannel devoted to the summer wear of
the marines—I say it was as we were thus occupied, it
being at three o'clock in the afternoon and a pleasant
April day, with the one window open and the light
wind waving over a quivering penny pot of primroses,
that a heavy, solid step was heard on the stairs.

Upon this Kamp looks up at his sister, and she at
the door.  And it may he it was only that her pale
countenance was heightened in colour by being con-
trasted with the unordinargwhite materials about her,
but it secmed to me a something like warm-hearted
blood rose to the poor woman’s face.

Without any preliminary tap, the door was rattled
open, and a well-buils but intolerably plain soldier of
1he line enteved the room.

Tt may be that my presence made a difference in
their mecting, but whether this was the case or not T
am bound to say that the working woman met the
soldier’s “Jiow do ye do?” with no enthusiasm, but
with much pleasant, calm cordiality.

e was a very honest sort of man, this soldier, who,
T gathered, had (like most of the woldiery) gone u little
astray in youth, and been brought back again by the
discipline of the army.

“My company’s back at the Tower, Johanma,” he
said cheerily to the woman ; adding, to Kamp, “So
yo’ll see plenty of me, Jack.”

“ Perhaps T am intruding,” 1 said, at this point,



“ Oh no, ma'am,” replied the soldier, evidently with
the air of having some proprietorship in the room
himself—*“ it ull hold four on us"—looking about the
premises with a soldievly air.

Then he slipped ofi' his coal, unhitched his braces,
and taking a scat at Johauna's table, he began to
thread a needle. .

For the poor have no time to waste, and 1 saw at a
glance he was at an old oftice—ho helped to gain bread
in that poor place. )

As he took up the piecces of cloth Johanna laid

efore him ready basted together, he said, « And
where’s the table and themn other things ¥

She pointed to a covered pile in the roovm, which
had often given me cause to wonder of what it was
roraposed,

“One Lalf look,” said the soldier (he was a corporal,
T saw). “One halt look”—already apologizing for
wasting time—~and he went in three strides to the pile,
took oft’ the dingy cover, gave a glunce al a table, two
or three chairs, and other watters, covered the whole
again, and then returned with three wmove strides to
his seat. I think these three strides were taller and
handsomwer than those which Lad preceded them,

As he rat down, he tapped himself with one hand
upon the other arm.

“ § ghall get “em soon now, Johnny, and then !”

ere a bright look came on his face, which made it
momentarily prepossessing.

Of course, it did not require any jrofound detection
1o comprehend what was going on,



The soldier and seamstress were engaged to be
married, some of the furniture had been bought, and
they were only waiting till he got his serjeant’s stripes
upon his coat.

Well, well, it was very pleasani to see them hard
at work. He was no bad needle-man, as indeed few
soldiers are. Indeed, T believe the army contractor
got better work out of him than any one. He did
certainly appear to take every stiteh with a will.

This was"the only occasion on which 1 saw the
soldier.

One day in the same week, and when Johanna was
away taking home a hugedundle of completed clothing
to Lier employer, a sub army clothing contractor, whom 1
had once scen (he was a kind of ITebrew Adonis)—on
that day Kamp told me the history of the engagement.

Exactly as she had met with nothing but inattention
from men during her life, so he had been made the
butt of women. When they by chance met (in that
little East London paradise, the Vietoria Park), it was
clear they had both felt grateful for the frankness with
which each met the other, and the conversation had
begun by his picking up her umbrella. They had
expericneed a good deal of pain al the way in which
the world bad treated them, and as it is the knack of
mental pain to purify people, why they soon found out
that they were fitted to each other.

When they walked out of a Sunday (this I learnt
from Kamp) they were frequently laughed at. And T
must confess at first sight they were an ugly pair, and
their ugliness was all the more remarkable from the



contrast between them, for his chin and jaw shelved
away in a very remarkable manuer. But I believe the
public ridicule gave them the benofit of feeling a kind
of mutual pity for the public unkindness, which after
a time was a kind of satisfaction to them, as showing
how much they ought to be to one another.

For my part 1 think, in a quiet, sad, earnest way,
Johanma Kamp and Tom Hapsy were happy, and
loved each other very truly in a poor, plain way.

T have said that I did not sce the cor’poral again,
This loss—T felt it onc, for T had taken a liking to the
ugly fellow—arose from the fact that X was reealled
from the neighhourhood and’set upon other business.

[ heard nothing more of the Kamps. T may add
that they had never lemrnt my true occupation, but
supposed me a small annuitant, a little eccentrie, but
very kindly disposed upon the whole.

Six months passed away—six months to me in my
profession of very great importance,

1 had been out of London, and it was the second
night after my return, that, going down to the office, T
found my fellow-workwomen very earnestly discussing
a piece of news which had arrived. This was made up
of the particulars of a murder in the cast of London.

Two hours before, and at about eight o’clock in the
cvening, and when, therefore, the night had fairly set
in, a tradesman in a large way of business had been
shot dead. He had reccived the charge full in the
breast, and therefore his encmy must have faced him;
but though the alarm was immediately taken and the
murdered man was alive when several people reached



his side, he was unable to utter a word, and he died
speechless as when found.

This affair had occmrred at a place called New
Ford, and very near to a running stream,

The spot upon which the unfortunate man fell was
not many hundred yards from his own house, and he
had been seen walking up and down a field as though
waiting for some one. T may add at once that this
was so—he expecting a young person who iv appeared
was notoriously in the habit of meeting him in the
ficld where he waxs found dying.

The usual government reward in cases of evident
murder was in this ease very rapidly advertised.

Now, I nced not tell the reader that delectives are
ag much cxcited by one of these rich government
rewards as—as a ladies’ school by the appearance of a
new and an clegant master,

Tivery man or woman amongst us has an equal
chance in the first place of gaining the prize, and as
one hundred pound bank notes are not going begging
every day in the week, we of the force look upon them
with a considerable amount of respect.

I went down to New Ford and obtained a view of
the dead man.

I knew the face, for I never forget features T have
once scen, but I could not identify it, owing to that
marvellous new expression which death lays on the
human countenance.

For o full hour I iried to recall where I had seen
the face, and what were the associations conuected
with it.



T confess I failed, and T turned once more into the
station at which the chief particulars of the casc were
known—the slation within the district of which the
crime had been committed —and sat down more
fatigued than though 1 had heen walking half a scove
miles,

I was known well at the office, and therefore no
impediment was thrown in my way in relation to this
matter.

“IIave you got any clue?’ I acked in, 1 am quite
sure, & worn and tired voice.

“Only a bit of a one,” said to me a sergeant, who af
horse and turf cases is supposed to he quite unap-
proachable, '

The clue to which he referred is one which in cases
of ordinary shooting has on many occasions brought
Liope his guilt to the actual murderer. T refer to the
wadding, or rather stopping, uscd to fix the charge in
the Larrel of the firearm, IF this stopping is not a
disc of pasicbuard, or a material sold for charging
purposes, it frequently happens that it is a piece of
paper torn from a supply in the possession of the
person using the fivearm. :

Tt has in many instances happened where this stop-
ping has not taken fire and burnt itself out, that
enough of the paper, either writien or printed on, has
been found to bring home the shot to certain parties ;
and indeed there are cases on record where the rough
line of the edge of the bit of half-burnt paper has
agreed so certainly with another morsel found in the
pocket of a smspected man, that upon such cireum-



stantial evidence as this to begin upon, murder has
been brought home to the guilty man.

In the case under consideration a crumpled stopping,
which had in all probability been in the barrel of a
fircarm, in company with the hullet that had been
found in the body of Mr. JTigham, was picked up necar
tho spot at which the murdered man had fallen, and
within an hour of the eatastrophe.

It was the scorched blackened remains of the upper
half of a printed page of what the printers would call
a demy-octavo book.

It bove the title of the work in the running-head
line—* Johnston's Chemimtry of Common Life.”

I knew now where I had scen the dead man when
in life,  Onece accompanying Johanna Kamp, with a
large bundle of work to her employer’s (it was in the
evening, and she feared she might have the work
suatched away if she went alone), T recalled that we
saw the dead man, and I further rcealled that in
taking her work he had paid her a kind of marked
attention which was half mirthful and half real.

I reealled also that she said to me, it was hard how
much poer folk had to put up with in order to get a
crust.

I declare that the idea shot into my brain in the
moment of seing the serap of printed paper—had it
been torn from John Kamyp’s copy.

This was o matter which, as far as T was concerned,
could casily be found out. T had but to pay the shoe-
maker o visib to bring the conversation rouund to
Johnston, and then ask to sce the hook.



Perhaps it was cruel to spy upon the man who had
met me daily as a something more than an acquaint-
ance ; but if such a consideration were always to arvest
the course of justice the ordinary aflairs of the world
could not go on.

A man is your friend, but if he transgresses that
law which it is your duty to see observed you have no
right to spare him beeause he is so ; for in doing this
you admit, by implicalion, that you did nobt spure
other men because they were no friends,

I went down to Kamp’s house next morning.

T did not knock at the swinging door of the house.
The knocker was still hanging to the door all askew,
and still wanting the anvil.

T went direct upstairs—something beating at my
heart and saying, “crucl, eruel as T did so. I tapped
at the door.

I remember how egrnest and emphatic those sounds
appeared to me. The lust time T stood in that room 1
wags there as the man’s friend ; now I was entering it
as his cnemy—as one suspeeting him of murder, for
that was my errand.

Yes, T was about to use that past friendship as the
means of prosecuting my profession. I know 1 was
but doing my duty—1I feel certain at this moment |
was but doing my duty; but something, which 1
suppose was conscience, told me that this was not well.

“Come in,” said a weak voice.

Hearing a quick, beating sound—and which, indeed,
was the rushing of my blood through wmy heart, T
opened the door and entered,



"My heart failed me as I did so, for hope sank within
me.

ITc was sitting desolately upon his work-stool.

He had not been working.

As T came in he recognised e, but he did not rise
or hold out his hand.

“How are you?” he said, abstractedly, and then in
a distressingly absent manner he took up one of his
most ordinary tools—one he used a thousand times a
day—and looked ab it with an odd, distant expression,
as though he had never seen it hefore.

Then he laid this down and took up a picee of the
wax used in his trade an'l began abstractedly pressing
it into different forms,

The room looked very desolate, and though it had
not bheen distinguishable for cleanliness when 1 had
heen in the habit of seeing it, the place now looked
indescribably more dirty than itdid, while there was
a forlorn expression upon it which was totally absent
when I had secn it daily.

There was no evidence of the sister—no threads, no
shreds of cloth, no waiting chair, or draggled work-
basket., The table at which she used to work was put
away against the wall, and upon the spot where the
covered furniture used to stand.

The linnet’s cage still hung in the window.—Ah'!
1 did not mention the tailless linnet the sister fed and
called “Twect.” Put the bird was dead surely ; at all
cvents the cage wag empty, and dry, and dusty.

Kamy looked very worn and broken down ; and, for
we detectives have to look at everything, 1 saw that



the silky, black hair, which had never had those proper
pains taken with it which its natural Leauty deserved,
was all bestreaked with grey.

1 think I need hardly tell the reader that not for
two moments had I been in the room betore 1 felt that
the old life of that chamber had passed away never to
return.

Betwecu him and me, as T entered the room, there
was the space of the dusty unswept floor. e was
seated on his stool, listless and broken down.

There was an ugly stoop in his shoulders, which had
not been there when I was a visitor,  His hands, so
adroit and carnest as T had scen them, lay inert and
drooping one over cach knee, and there was a substan-
tinl shadow on his face beyond the darkuess of his
room, for though the duy wag bright the glass wis
thick with old, old dirt.

“The sister has net been here for weeks,” | thought,
“and perhaps not for months.” .

The first volumo of “Johnston's Chemistry of
Common Life,” lny open and face downwards, on a pile
of work-a-day tools and scraps of leather at his feet.

I saw that the heap of dirt and rubbish round about
him (and which secins to be a condition of correct shoe-
making), wag far larger and higher than when 1 used
to come almost every morning for scveral weeks to-
gether, and, I hope, make the time pass pleasuntly to
Lim, while I listened to his half-learned and wiser
tallk, '

He looked very desolate—poor fellow.

1t seemed to me that his heart was bleeding.



All the brightness had passed from his face ; and all
the patience, and all the blunted hope. All Lis
countenance sat with despair, all its desire secmed to
be annihilation.

For my part 1 hardly knew what to say.

1 looked about for some moments, and then I said—

** L hope you have been well since T saw you last ?”

“Yes, well,” he said, looking mournfully round the
room.

A pause.

I found that my sense of justice could flag.

At last T suid—

* Have you perfected yottr machine yet ¢

For the poor fellow, amongst othor ideas, had given
his attention to the shaping of a machine at which
shoemakers could do their work without bending and
curving themselves over it in the ordinary way, to
which is attributable so much of «the lung and liver
disease to which the men of his trade are subjeet.

“No,” hesaid, with a dead wild look out beyoud Lim
~—far past the walls of that narrow dirty room—“1've
not thought of it lately.’

And now I fell to my duty.

“But L sce you still study your book,” 1 suid,
pointing to the volume lying face down upon the
ground,

“1've becn trying to read,” he said, “but T can't.”

He was gpeaking like a sick, patient child. T know L
might have struck him, say upon the cheek, and he
would not have resented it.

knelt down to take the hook—feeling, 1 am afraid,



much like Judas when he held out the red hand for
the thirty pieces of silver.

These words stopped my action :

“ Those were very happy days when you came hcere
and talked about old Johnston with me—wasn't
they 9"

1 coul«wl‘not take up the book,

“Bul where is your sister 7 T asked. 1 was going
to add in a gayer tone—*“married? Dul a somne-
thing, 'twas sympathy I suppose with the place and
man, stopped the word.

He did not move, he did not look at me, as he
answered, his eyes once riore looking forward with
that secing blindness, if I dare use such an expression,
to which I have already referred.

“DEeap.”

“Dead!” 1 replicd, something like an echo.

“Oh yes ; Johanna has been dead a month or more,
only 1 don’t quite cxactly know how time goes.”

I hardly knew what to say, indecd I had a very
great miod to confess to him what my errand was,
and 1o ask him to forgive me for having wronged hin.

As the history will show, I did well to keep my
confession to myself,

“Indeed,” T said. “It must have been a sad
blow to Tom Hapsy.”

A fierce look came over his face for a moment and
then died again.

“ 1L was partly his fault,” said he, “since he would .
not trust her.”

% Not trust her 7’ I said, and I confess that heartily



a8 I was pitying tho poor fellow I saw before me, it
struck me as wonderful that Johanna Kamp should
have excited jealousy in her lover.

“No,” said Kamp, “he would not trust her, Ile
couldn’t understand that she had to be civil at the
warchouse, and that it only was civility.”

“Surely they didn’t quarrel, John ¥

“Yes, they quarrclled.”

“ And did they part %"

“ Yes, they parted.”

He uttered these sentences with a patience of despair
which almost made me love the man,

“ And—and what happgned then 7”

“What happened—wlhy what happeus to most
women when they are disrespected? Don’t they disic-
spect themselves? She was a good woman,” he continued,
with a smile which was sweet though it was so ghastly ;
“a good woman,” he repeated, with a sound some-
thing like a dry bard sob, “ and Tom Hapsy should
not have been so hard upon her, for she would have
lost her work, and I'd give my lifc on it there was
nothing tp complain of till he left her.”

“Did he leave her ¥ T asked.

“Yos; he sct to watching for her one night outsido
thewar elmuqc and when she came oul, laughing, though
it was all in the w ay of business, poor thing, he caught
Ler by the arm. I saw the marks black and blue the
next day, and then he flung her away fiom him as he
called her an under-liung

,” here, hie stopped and
a something like a Llush overcamc his countenance,
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and he continued, “I beg your pardon, I was going
to use a word you would not care to hear.”

“But what happened "

“What happened #” he asked, with a soft kind
of fierceness ; “what happens to any woman, whether
she is under-hung or not, when she does not care
what comes of her? KShe had lived palient enough,
never thinking any man would honourably notice ler,
living here in my poor home, till Tom Hapsy took up
with her—and then when he went off she did not care
what became of her.”

He stopped for a moment, and then he went on :

“Iwas ill at the time,-and we were poorer than
usual, or I would not have let her go still to the cursed
warchouse. ITow did it end? There—I remember
reading amongst the ancients that there was a woman
who asked her husband to kill her, and she flung her-
gelf upon tho sword. That was just the way with
poor Johanna. He had not much trouble with her,
and he flung her off as you'd fling away a down-at-
heel shoc.”

“Who was he " 1 asked, with my breath coming and
going nervously. I was beginning to be afraid that I
saw the whole tragedy, and in which T was to play a
terrible part that I had brought upon mysgelf.

His answer was as I suspected ; /e was the man
who luy dead, shot through the left lung ; ke was the
sub army tailoring contractor who had cuployed
Jobannz:, Kamp, aud who, to my own knowledge, had
distingnished her in a marked manner (whatever the
canse) from the other werkwomen,



Whatever the cause!

Can it be guessed at ?

T think it can. The dead man had been a scusualist
in the strictest sense of that term. Now, what is the
earcer of the scnsualist? 1t will be found that as
saticty approaches the appetite requires a stronger and
stronger stimulalion. 1f it were possible T could here
give some awful examples of what depths of depravity
the professed sensualist can fall to, but their narration
is not admixible. Yet T ecan illustrate the sin by
referring to the opening chapter of a tale of Fugene
Sue's, in which the carcer of a sensualist is depicted.
As he sinks and darkens 1 iniguity heauty palls npon
him, innocence is contemptible, and his passions are
arousced in exact proportion to the brutality and coarse-
ness of the objeets who swrround him,

A purcr and better-fitted comnpmiszon may be found
in one's frequent experience of a very handsome man,
or beautiful woman, mating with an extremely ordinary
companion for life.

I assume that this wretched man—poverty having
boen the hAndmaiden of his sin—had luxuriated in so
many-instances in the youth and good looks of those
who sought his employ, as a large army sub-contractor,
that by a natural moral decay, or immoral progress,
Ire became enamoured of poor, ugly, unprep®ssessing
Johanna Kamp.

After a pause, a very long pause, the desolate man
said— ’

“T see her therc now when they brought her in wet
and dead out of the dock. T didu’t know her at first,
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for it's black mud in the docks. I can’t get away from
poor Joan—there she is, there, with her poor hands
that werked so hard, down on cach side of her, and the
black water coming from her closed eyes just like tears,
They laid her down just here,” he said plaintively, as
he stooped upon one knee, and pointed to a spot with
his hard right hand, the fingers of which were flattened
with many hard, hard ycars’ work ; ¢ and sheseemed to
be smiling almost. And when I stooped forward to kiss
her they pulled me back, and asked me if T was mad.
Joan and I were all alone in the world ; our mother
died when she was an hour old, and father never cared
for us. There she was,” ke continued, pointing to the
spot again, “and she and I was here four days to-
gether,” and he pointed to the cupboard-room which
she had used as a bedroom. ¢« When they took Joan
away, they took my heart and buried it with you,
Joan—buried it with you.”

He dropped forward on the ground, and over the
spot where the ill-featured sister had been laid.  But no
tears wetted his face—his grief was too hard for that.

And now, what should I do?

There lay the book ; there, farther off, perhaps lay a
murderer,

‘What if he who had been shot had becn a heartless
wretchy—what if he was better out of the world than
in it? In the face of the law all men are equal, and
their lives are sacred.

Thou shalt not kill. _

This rule stands whether it be godly man or fallen,
true or false. Thou shalt do no murder.



The book was nearer to #t he had turned against it

And he lay in a kind of ™. the world does not
gazing in another direction than mifkés home.
looking on me I could not have stoop but there are
the pages of the book. +hat before

The folios of the half-burnt fragment lying+ out a
ness at the station-house were 75, 76. I turned ogl
pages of the book without noise and with the lcast
movement,

Page 74 —no pages 75,76.  Then followed page 77.

The leaf comprising the pages 75, 76, had been
roughly torn from the book, leaving some jagged frag-
ments about the thread fsed in the sewing of the
sheets.

Certain now that he was a murderer, I looked upon
him with dread.

And yet I pitied him.

What was I to do?

What could I do—except my duty.

I do not know how long a time passed from the
moment of my discovery until that ir: which he spoke
to me. But by rough caleulation, really 1 think
minutes must have elapsed before the silence was
broken.

“Good-bye,” he said, “we shan't ‘see each other
again”

“ Why not #” I asked, a little shamefucedly.

“I'm going to give myself up to tke police.”

Of course there conld be no doul:it in my mind as
to who was the murderer of the Hebrew army con-
tractor.



for it's black mud in the docks., the police ¥’ T returnel,
poor Joan—there she is, #’
that werked so hard, daione murder.”
black water cominmese words in the simplest and most
They laid her @ manner, with no fear, no pain, no shame.
he stooped nee appeared to me that he was in that con-
his harsn of which most men bave had some experience,
witWlhen a great shock has so stupiticl the mind that
" there appears to be no ability to exercise reason ; when
the acts we commit ourselves, or those of others,
affecet s so little, that under such circumstances we
may be declared in a sort of half-trance.
He was so despairingly callons that he did not notice
the absence of ull alurm on my part.  As for me T
could play no double game with this man. Ie was
s0 candid with me that to lic to him would have been
indeed the depth of meanness.
“T am a detective,” I said.
He looked up, bat did not by his face betray any
astonishment or distrust at 1y words.
“Do you understand ¥ I continued, my eycs upon
the ground; “1 am a female detective.”
“ Are you " he said, with piteous simplicity.
“ What made you kill him ¢’
Suddenly he looked wild, as he replied—
“Why should bad men live ¥’ d
I shook my Lead. I replicd—
“Why should better men kill the bad 7
“They ought not to live—tlhey are no good on the
earth.”
You see the poor creature had bLeen so “hardly



entreated” by the worlu,that he had turned against it
when a common crime wiich the world does not
punish very rigorously had crushel Ais home.

1t is very well, perhaps, to preacu, but there are
times and places for sermons, and I felt that before
his despair there was no need for me to give out a
text. If despair outrages the law, well and goid
The law must Le satisfied. DBut let us Ieave despair
alone, if we can’only preach to it. For my part, what-
ever the man, I think 1 feel inclined to take his hand
if he is despuiring. .

So I turned to facts.

“ How did you do it?" P asked. ]

He got up from the floor where they had laid down
the ill-favoured sister—the boards were still marked
with tho black dock mud in which the body was
enveloped when brought to the poothiouse (for 1 may
add the dead face was recoguised while yet the water
was sireaming frowm it by a fellow-workwoman of the
deceased), he got up from the ground quite mecha-
nically, if that expression is allowable, and going to
the pile of dirt and leather cuttings which lay heaped
ncar Lis working stool, he put his hand in a wandering,
awkward mauner into the rubbish, and after fecling an
for a few moments, produced a common rusty pistol.

Tt was charged.

The natural thought to occur to a detective was
this-—“Why is the pistol loaded?”

So T said to him—

“Why, it’s charged.”

“Yos,” he replied, with some appearance of stupid
confusion,
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“Surely,” I said, “you we-i'a not going to—to let
anything happen to your: self¥"

He looked up. . 'And this was the only moment
throughout our. interview when anything like an ex-
pression wliich was not abject dejection appeared upon
his fap#% And as he raised his face he said—

" . “Do you think I could kill myself? No! I know
myself too well for that.”

I will leave the reader to pounder on the apparent
contradiction in his declaration of murder on the one
hand, and his evident abhorrence of suicide on the other.

“Then, why is the pistol loaded ¥’ I asked.

« I—I don’t know,” said lie.

So I continued—

“ But how came you to do this?’

“How 7" he replied, relapsing into his apathy, ¢I
thQught he ought to be killed, like so much carrion,
and I bought the pistol, and paid the shopboy to show
me how to load it ; and then I went to the field where
I knew he was to mect another of ’em. I learnt that
from one of the women at the warehouse, who knew
all about it. 1 came up with him, that is near him,
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and then

Here he stopped, and appeared to fall into an ab-
struse chain of thought.

“Well 2 T asked.

% Why—why, then he fell, shot !” he replicd, in a
quick, half-astonished manner.

His words even then appeared to me extraordinary,
from the peculiar mode in which they were put
together.



’ “und
But the great question stood—Why was the p1.

loaded ?

1 will pass over the actual giving of the poor fellow
into custody, for there can be no need to launch into
detail upon so painful a subject. Suflice it to say,
that he exhibited no emotion whatever upon being
charged with wilful murder, and went with many
sighs, but no repugnance, to the dark cell.

For my part, L felt there was something, beyond
what he bad said, wanted in order to elucidate the
matter.

Now, when we detectives doubt we question.

This was my plan in fhe case of which I am now
writing.

The first person I questioned was the girl who was
to have met Iligham on the night when he was killed.

She only had benefited by that crime— -she benetited
but for a short time. She was a pert, saucy, bold-cyed,
young person, who replied to my questions in a tone
which clearly argued that she should much prefer
slapping my face to answering me.

Had sfie seen a stooping man about the spot, with
long black hair hanging quite to his shoulders? No,
she had nof. How should she? Ske had not been
looking for persons with long black hair, she had been
looking for poor Mr. ITigham. What ? Had she seen
anybody about? No; of course not. She did not go
there to be seen by anybody but poor Mr. Higham,
What ¢ Had she séen anybody about? Yes, if she
must answer.  She had seen a soldier. What?  Could
she describe him? No, she could not describe him.



“Suresaw him once under the gas-lamp at the corner of
anythe field near the road, and that was quite enough for
“her. Why was it quite cuough for her? Why, be-
causc when she looked at a man a sccond time it was
because he was worth looking at.  Yes.

This was all the information I got from this ex-
tremely pert young person, who, I may remark, in
quitting her at this place, came under my especial
attention about two years after the termination of the
case, “ A Judgment of Conscience.”

Now to the detective all people who by auy chance
may be guilty, urc not considered innocent till they
have been proved guiltless. ¢

Therefore, the confession of the shoemaker apart,
the unknown soldier who had been seen by the girl T
had questioned was quite Jikely to be the guilty person,

The inquest was to {ake place that cvening —the
evening following the giving in custody of John Kam).
Of course I attended.

The case created some commotion, by the fact that
the murderer had given himself up to justice; but I
need not tell you that the inquest proceeded; as far as
evidence Went, precisely as though Kainp had been
still at liberty.

I need here only refer to the evidence of the medical
man, for his depositions nlone affect the course of this
tale,

He produced the Lullet he had extracied from the
body of the dead man, and then proceeded to deseribe
the course the ball had taken.

Judge my surprise when upon asking for and fitting



the bullet to the pistol Kamp had given me, I found
that it would not ran down the barrel.

Therefore it was evident that if Kamp had shot the
man, he had used some other weapon than the one he
had given me. But if so, why had he deceived me in
reference to the pistol? Not secking to Lide the
crime, why should he seek to mystify me in refereunce
to the w "n]mn }

Nay, upon further consideration, I saw that he could
not, of course, know that the evidence of the bullet
would Le in his fuvour.

I.gave my testimony, which exhibited very fully the
discrepancy between Kagp’s statement and the evi-
dence given by the doctor in relation to the bullet.

It was quite impossible to reconcile the contra-
dictions, and, after wuch bald and unequal suggestion,
the inquest was adjourned.

The night, however, was not to pass without the
mystery being cleared up.

T wag at the district station, and it was about eleven
-, when the cars of all the officers at the station
were prigked up at hearing a crowd of approuching
footsteps.

We went to the door, the jailer, T remeomber, clashing
his keys loudly, and there coming towards us was a
stretcher carried by a couple of policemen and sur-
rounded by a number of people—{or the greater part,
of the luwent class—the Lum of whose voices on our
practised ears told us that it was no druuken cuse
which was being carried in.

A policeman leading the cortége, and who had an air



of startled dignity upon him, stopped as he approached
the office-door.

«It's sooicide for a pot I” said the jailer, who stood
behind me.

“Sooicide ! said the sergeant, as he stopped, aund as
the official part of the procession followed his example
—not followed however by the rabble, who flocked
round and gorged intelligence with all their eyes, their
wouths weanwhile being wide open with excitement.

“I know'd it,” said the jailer. ¢ 7 should have won.”

“What is it, Brogley " asked the inspector of the
sergeaunt.

“ Military case, sir,” saic the sergeant; “soldier
shot hisself in a room in Harc's-street, in the room
where the prisoner Kamp, the shoemaker, lived.”

It was no good guess on my part, after hearing
these words, to feel certain that the soldier was Tom
Hapsy.

I raised the poor quilt that had bLeen thrown over
the body—a quilt that had been taken from the
prisoner Kamp's” room—and there sure enough I saw,
as the cager crowd herded about me, glad of this
chance to see a horror—there I saw what remained of
the features of Tom Hapsy.

8o in six months, I thought, as after some official
directions the body was borne on towards the dead-
house, Jobanna Kamp lLad destroyed herself, so also
had the cheerful soldier Tom Hapsy, and ‘the third of
that humble trio, John Kamp, lay in prison self-
accused of murder.

Nor let the reader suppose this case untrue because



it may appear overdrawn. The poor and the wretched
too often find death sweeter than life. And indeed
in this partioular case, the man and woman, by reason
of their physical drawbacks, had been so desolato
before they met, that it is no wonder they fell into
despair when the love they felt for cach other was
broken down by a sclfish, heartless man.

The searcher at the dead-house found that letter
on the poor dead body which exculpated John Kawmp,
though I could have saved him had the letter fallen
from the body in its passage to the dead-house.

For the bullet extracted from Higham's body exactly
fitted the pistol found in Flapsy’s right hand, and what
is more, the bullet taken from Tom’s temple, where
it had lodged, had been cast in the same mould (as the
mark of a fracture proved) as the lead which the
doctor produced at the inquest upon the sub-army con-
tractor,

Thereupon Iwent by permission 1o John Kamp’s cell.

By the way I will not reproduce Tom Hapsy's letter
found ou hisdead body, for it was badly spelt,and written
in a highflown, sentimental style, which might appear
ridiculous to the more unthinking of my ¥eaders. It
is sufficient to say that he declared he had taken the
law iuto his own hands, first in destroying “Johanua's
seducer,” and then himself.

I went, I say, to John Kamp's cell.

“John Kamp,” said I, “you did not kill Mr.
Higham.” .

He looked up amazedly.

And then I told him all the news,



He did not weep. He was too thoroughly broken-
down for that. IIe did not betray any surprise
when I told him about the cartridge-paper being a
leaf from the work of which he was so fond. He took
little notice of my explanation to the effeet that the
soldiecr must have torn the leaf from the book when
contemplating the murder.

All he said was—* Poor Tom.”

Some time afterwards I comprehended how it
happened that both men were at the same time in the
field where the catastrophe occurred.

The young person who was to meet Iigham, viciously
proud of the interview, had confided the news to a
companion (who of course knew all about the talk con-
cerning Johanna’s death), and she it was who informed
the Lrother and soldier the of the coming meeting.
With what intention I have never learnt. But Thave
surmised that she did so with some idea of that rough,
terrible justice called vengeance, and which more or
less lurks in every human heart.

Yes, all he said was, ¢ Poor Tom !”

At last Isaid to him—¢ Dut, John, why did you say
you killed the man #”

He looked up to me with most weary simplicity,
and he said—

“I went out to kill him, and should have donc ko if
Tom had not. I did not know who shot him at
the time. I was a murderer in intention, and I gave

myself up.”
So, there you have my tale of “Tho Judgment of

Conscience.”



John Kamp is in Australia now, and doing well.
Nor am I sorry that I helped him to do well. He has
long since paid me back; and he tells me if ever I
want a pound or two I am to let him know.

1 think he is happy for being in Australin, where
they are not so socially particular as in England, cven
in the matter of doctors. He has long since maunaged
to become a kind of under-assistant at a dispensary;
and I am sure that T for one would not at all hesitate
to swallow a prescription made up by him, even though
he had put the dose together in the dark.



A CHILD FOUND DEAD: MURDER
OR NO MURDER.*

T 1avE had great doubts as to the desirability of print-
ing the following narrative. I do so, becuuse I think it
worth record. Strictly speuking, it is no experience
whatever of mine. It was given to me in manuseript
by the medical man who induced me to follow up the
Bridge mystery. Perhaps flattered by the respect 1
paid his first communication, he offered me a seconid.

¥ Many persons will find a surprising similurity between ths
tale and the particulars of the destruction of Francix Saville Kent,
the little victim of the Road Hull tragedy. But there is a radical
difference belween the two cases, for it will be found that in this
paper the perpetrator of the horrid deed was not a person that
could be identified as representing any of the occupants of Mr.
Kent's house on the night of the eatastrophe. Ow the contrary,
the principal character is a wisitor to the house in which the
action takes place ; whereas, in the terribly real case near Frome,
no visitor was m that house at the time of the tragedy. However,
if reselers are determined to see in this paper an attempt at an
clucidativn of the Road mystery, I am not amenable for Lemg
unable to blind them on this point. T may add, that until this
most extravrdinary of cascs is cleared up, if ever it can be, all the
occupants of that house must rest unlder a cerlain kind of su~
picion ; any attempt, therefore, to relicve the number by fiain:
the calamity of the act upon an ivdividual, would be an act of
great kindness and justice, however hard it might bear upon the
latter.



T ¢ 10 % preciscly as he handed’it to me, believing this
to Lnc@ only justifiable way in which to present it to
the publip,  To begin [Tt is the doctor speaking] :—
1 wasMtting, perhaps a little sadly, looking out into
the stre
of a loy

from a drear tavern window, and thinking
, home, when 1 leard these words in a low
soft, voide—

“ Thee’s no reason in the whole business from be-
giuningjto end.”

I kmlw the tones in a moment, or suspected T did,
which ig pretty much about the same thing, for sus-
picion lé frequently but cautious certainty ; and start-

ing upy I looked over thes sereen which separated my

dismal dinner-tible from the next.

It w

beautiful nor clegant, and yet one after whom
aded and observant passers-by generally looked

mourpful-looking yet penetrating eyes, and he has a
babith of lovking at people, which as frequently irri-
tatesfdomne as it awes others,

'J;Eis peculiarity I marked at our schocl, and 1 have,
lurj
ohskrving my old school-chum’s odd qualitication— for

g the lust year ov so, had ample opportunitics of

I need not say that, recognising him, 1 made myself
kuown immediately.  Amongst mon who have gone
to rehool and been thyashied togethier, there s always
much mutual candour to be fouud, and plenty ot the
hail-fellow-weil-met goud fellow ship,

' 12



Hardal was known at school as the queercW.ylov
out—he is known at this moment at the comPn-law
bar as the most eccentrie barrister who eyt snned
a stufl’ gown and a wig. At school le w s-‘_«lmlbtml
for his oddity—now he iy questioned for s ceeen-
tricity. At school he never got on amongst 1s school-
fellows, and now he does not progress in theuidst of
his fellow-men.  The man is the child of te youth,
and the same prejudices pervade both. They bt follow
the 1w of hereditary transmis<ion. Tt is be mis-
fortune of unknown genius to he doubted, asit is the
glory of known genius to beheld in awe.  11-dal was
and iz an unknown genius,  As a boy he wathousht
to be mad, this being one of the privileges ¢ genius,
and as a man I doubt if his associates feel gite sure
that Lie is sane.  He knows his own positionas well
as any man, and he sayr—¢T shall never risout of
nothingness (heeause I amn not an ordinary nn) un-
less extraordinary circumstances swrround m. when
nothing will impede my rise. I am a man wheannot
muke an opportunity, but who, having an opposunity
given him, will use it to good account, unlessmlled
down by the vain or ignorant, or both kinds offools,
about him.”

At school, nothing would turn IMardal fromwhat
he thought to Le right. I remember the especiacase
which cansed him to be dubbed a sucak, and whicl
was really the cause of his abandoning. the academy
where we met. .

A very mild, modest, junior Latin master had ar-
rived, and as boys are cowards cuough to be unable



to . .give mildness and modesty, the ncw man was
turned into a butt. The grossest questions were put
to him, and letters of the nastiest character slipped
into lis desk through the crack on the top of it. He
touk all these performances very quietly, though it
was whispered about that he had been heard to sob
in Lis own room. But the hat business, at the end of
his first week, outraged even his rosewatcr blood.

The poor man had quietly taken his hat from a peg
and put it on his head, preparatory to gzoing out with
a copy of his beloved Tersius wnder his arm, when
down fell the body and crown of the hat to the ground,
leaving above the junios Latlin master’s surprised
countenance the rim, like a queer crown, turned up on
the edge next the head with the leather lining of the
hat itsclf.

Doys never spare the ridiculous. and this spectacle
created such a roar of langhter, that Bargee, the som-
de-ferule of the immense doctor wha governed us, came
tramping out of his private room, to which we used
to go for judgment, with the air of an outraged ele-
phant.

There stood the young Latin master, siill crowned
Of course Bargee, the unjustest of men, fell upon the
Jjunior master at once, and bullied him handscmely,
and this bringing about & general éxplauation of the

. performance, Bargee delivered himself of this ukase—

no boy to cmter the playground till the culprit was

» found out, five shillings being offered as a reward to
“any Dargee’s evidence, witness not being an actual

accomyplice,
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" Every community has its cowards, and withi
minutes Seth Cundle, the stupidest and most thrashed
of boys, was accused by Allen Buckenham of the
crime.

Seth hadn’t a word to say—he believed himsclf born
to blows and injustice, and of course soon involved
himself in such a whirl of contradietions, that ignorant
old Bargee set him down as guilty at once, and being
hoisted, he reccived thrashing number one.

Now this thrashing shook Bargee’s state desk, at
which the operation took place, and the hat-rim, which
had been brought forward in accusation, fell with the
shock upon the school desk*below and close up to the
Bargee’s.  This desk was shared by Hardal and my-
self.  We sat side by side.

I saw IIardal pick it up; turn it over and over;
then he smelt the leather.

All that morning he was, I saw, uneasy. IIe had
said to me, “ Look here, Roddy ; you know the rim
was stuck on to the body with gum ; now you know
Cundle isn’t a dandy, and hasn’t got any gum ; and
besides, if he had, &s would not have thought to stick
on the rim. You know, Roddy, it wasn’t Cundle ;
and I mean to find out who it was.”

Now I want the reader to mark this perception,
forecasling as it does that which Le applicd to the dis-
covery of a certain mysterious slaying of a child.
Hardal kuew that a number of our boys used gum-
water, scented with various perfames, for making kiss-
curls, and sticking them on their forcheads. These
were the boys we called dandies. Cundle certainly



« & one’of them ; his hair was always as rough .
a Jong-haired mat. Tlardal was quite sure, by smelling
the gum on the inner part of the rim, that Cundle
was not the guilty party—who was? of this I felt
sure, knowing him well, that he, if any one, would
find out _the culprit—and he pib.

It was in the afternoon, and poor old Scth was about
1o get his third clevation, when Hardal, as though un-
able to restrain himself, started up and said, “Sir,
Dr.
immediately as silent as the grave.

, Cundle didut do it.” The school beecame

Hardal's case was opened, and looked into to the
bottom in no time. llc sh8wed the gum marks, pointed
out that only a few boys had gum-bottles, and then told
Dr. that the gum on the hat, if wetted, smelt
strongly of roses. Of course the reader secs the ar-

gument.  Old Bargee, with the air of haviug found
it all out himself, ordercd every box to be searched.
But one bottle of rose-scented gumn was fonund—in the
box of Dandy Buckenham, who, panic-stricken, ad-
mitted his guilt, and literally « got it.”

“1 ktew it,” said Hardal to me; “and he fixed
upon Seth because he is a fool” I saw tears in my
schoolmate’s eye as he spoke; and yet the boys made
such war against him for that evidence of his love of
truth and justice, that actually he lelt the doctor’s,
and I never heard of or saw him till we met by the
sign of his voice, in that dull dining-room in the
Strand tavern. .

I will pass over the meeting between us, I had
always known Hardal to be no common wan ; and
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"aerefore I was not disturbed by the extreme emotion
he Letrayed in seeing me. “It’s like a dip in the
past,” he said; “and the past with me is always
brighter than the present.”

Of course oar talk soon referred ta the accident of
our recognition ; the words Hardal had used, and what
I had heard, “There's no reason in it from beginuing
to end.”

“XI suppose,” said I, referring to the words, “you
were at your old gnme again 9"

“ Yes,” said he, “1 am trying to elucidate the mys-
tery of that murdcl, if murder it was, in the bouse of
shat Mr. Camberliud, in the North of England. It
i3 the most contradictory business 1 ever came across,”

“It is,” I answered. *“But why did you say ¢if
murder it ix?  Surely there can be no doubt of
that ¢”

“Burdy 7" Hardal returmed. “ You think therc can
be no doubt of murder becanse you think in ordinary
channels.  You hear of a body jfound under the ordi-
pary couditions of a murdered person ; and therefore
vou jump at the eouclusion that a murde v has been
committed.  This is ridiculons, when the whole facts
of the case are taken into consideration ; but, Roddy,
us I used to call you, I noticed just now that when T
mentioned the name Cumberland—there, you have
started aguin—why 1”

“I know the Cumberlands,” I said, « well, and pity
them much, They are nice pedple, and are sutlering
lorribly, as I kuow.”

“ You are acquainted with them ¢’
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“ Well—thoroughly,” I returned.

“Tell me,” Hardal eagerly contiuned, “do they wish
this affair of the loss of the child investigated ¥ or after
the horrible investigations which have taken place, do
they shrvink from further examination ¢

“On the contrary,” T returned, “nobody is more
anxious than the father of the dead child to learn the
-ause by which he came to his death.”

“Then you ean give me an introduction to this Mr.,
Cumberland, if T assure you I think I have the clue to
the catastrophe ¢ -

“1 will go down with you to his place,” [ said, “and
put mysclf at your service ; but in the first instance
you must renlly eonvince me you have a goord basis to
rest your attempts upon.”

For you see, even I, knowing ITardal well, donhted
him. I do firmly believe that to be doubted i3 one of
the inherent curses of genius,

“That's but rational” said Hardal; “but don’t be
judicial,” he mged, “or you will doubt. This nuuder,
as 1 will call it for the sake of brevity, was no ¢ominon
crime, and must be accounted for by no comon rea-
soning. When Newton made his great gravity dis-
covery, he did not judge by ordinary efforts ; had he,
he would have perhups died nameless. Now listen.
There are two conditions of absolute wurder, which
should he both present to exhibit absolute misder, and
of which the first cannot be absent.  The first is Mo-
T1vEs ; the second, CONCEALMENT OF THE BDY. If a
man kill another without motive, then the act is not
murder, which ig wilful taking away of lifo; while if



cors

a man kill another, motive being present, without
taking either the precaution of concealing the Lody,
or deflecting suspicion from himsclf, the plot is de-
fective, and argues insanity, or a weakness which may
be called insanity, in the perpetrator. For instance, if
I kill 2 man in my office on a second floor by shooting
him, is not the act weak? T warn those about me
with the pistol, and T have no means of hiding the
body. I have been acting cither in a state of perma-
“nent or temporary insanity ; I am no true murderer,
who™should not only show motive, but a perfectly
logical sclf-prescervation.

“ Now what real motive Las there bLeen for the de-
struction of the child in this case ?

“ Now what sclf-prescrvative means by the hiding of
the body have heen showu by the destroyer ?

“Let me lay the facts of this history ULefore you.
The family weut to bed at the ordimary hours on a
given night.  In the nursery are three beds, one under
the window in which a ¢hild about four years old is
asleep, a sccond in which a younger child sleeps, and &
third in which a nurse sleeps, generally by heusself, but
which, on the occasion of the murder, as 1 will still
call it, is partly oceupied by a friend of the nurse's.

“The nurse falls to sleep at eleven o’clock, and
wakes at five in the morning, it then having been
light two hours, for the catastrophe takes place to-
wards the eud of June. As would bLe natural, she
looks over the room to the cotsin which the hoy is
sleeping, and misses him from the bed.  Supposing
that the child has gone, or been taken, to the mother’s



room, which is ouly across the passage, the nurse falls
aslecp again, and only wakes when it is time to rise,
She gets up, dresses the little girl who sleeps in the
cob near ler, and then very natwally goes to the
mother's door, and asks for the child. He is not theve.
Supposed to be upstairs in an clder sister’s room, ap-
plication is mude there without suceess.  The alarm is
taken, and the house searched, with no results beyond
these—the drawing-room door and one of the drawing-
room windows arc found open. The father imme-
diately scts out in a vehicle for a police constable,
believing the child to have been stolen, and the scarch
for the child is continued. &Vhile the father is still away,
the Lody of the child is fouud, thrust out of sight, not
concealed, just below the seat of the servant’s closct,
and wrapped in a blanket.

“These are the broad outlines of the case, and
though we already find two far from comprehended
facts, we are not yet staggered. These facts are—
First, that one of the d 'aw.iug-room windows is open ;
and second, that the concealment of the body betrays
as mucheswealness as that of the ostrich, wlhich hides
its head in o bush and thinks itsclf concealed from the
Inmter. The Lody was coneealed —if concealment it can
Le ealled—exaetly in the place and in a manner where
it must be immediately discovered, and is thrust into
the closet under circumstances which could net remain
unseen,  Indeed, this concealment is so weak that it
suggests idioey.

“ But when we come to investigate the many peen-
liar facls of this act, each one of which takes it out of
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the list of ordinary sentient murders, we must feel that
to apply the ordinary rules of causes and efects to this
affair, is taking exactly that road which must lead to
nothing bul disappointment.

“In the first place, it is extraordinary that any
human being could have entered the rovm without
waking some of the inmates.  1lowever, let this pass,
and come to the removal of the child. Ie was re-
moved with womanly eare, being wrapped in a blanket.
Now comes the question—Whenee came the blanket
The answer is — From between the sheet and counter-
pane which formed the upper clothing jof the bed.
Well, we can understand tlmt in stealinyg a child, cven
a man might think of removing it in a blanket ; but
when it comes to a question of murder, this use of the
Llanket is inexplicable.

“ But the following cecentricity of this catastrophe
is the ma:t marvellous in the whole history.  The
counterpane and the sheet must have been very con-
siderably displaced by the removal of the blanket from
between them.  And yet we find them not only not
disrupted, but smoothed, aud arranged as tlf&mgh the
bed had been made after the murder and before its
diseovery.  Yet this is not so, for the impression of
the child’s body is feund on the bed, and bencath the
smoothed sheets.

“ Now, whether the child were removed living or
dead from the bed, the re-arrangement of the bed-
ciothing is incxplicuble.  Woald a senticul murderer,
or ¢ven o sentient child-thief, have remained to re-
arrange the sheet and countorpanc?  Aguin, if two
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accomplices were not present, the one murderer would
liave had to lay the child down while the sheet and
counterpane were smocthed.  Could the child, if
alive whun removed from the room, have slept through
all these extraordinary proceelings without waking ?

“Now comes the removal of the body from the
liouse.  The drawing-room window is fonud open, and
this is the only exit from the house discovered un-
fastened. It is a remarkable fact that this window is
the most distant means of exit out of the house from
the spet at which the body was found.

“To reach that closet, the person carrying the child
had to pass round the j}'o;d of the house, and between
it and the road, then to puss the yard-gates, behind
wlich was a watch-dog, aud so reach the clo-ct. The
clo-et reached, the ehild's Lody is slashied in the most
horrible manner, the head is nearly severed from the
body, aud a frightful staly is found through the body,
and near the heart.

“The poor child’s body, wrapped in the Dlanket, is
then thrust down the closet for but a few feet, when
it rests on the splash-board, and is there found.  Also
is discovered a small picee of flanncl,

“ Thus things stand to the inquest, ab which all the
facts above nareated are stated, and also the following.
The nurse says of the arranged bed, ‘the Ledelothes
were placed neatly, as it 1 or his mother bad done it
The dog is fougd to be quite in ordinary health on the
morning after the mavder. Next follows the evidence
of the man who discovered the body, and he states that
he found about two tablespoonfuls of blood of a durk



colour on the ground of the closet. Outside the closet,
a piece of bloody mnewspaper is found, and this is
never identified as having formed part of any paper in
the Liouse. The evidence of the surgeon is exceedingly
important as throwing light on many otherwise inex-
plicable circumstances of the case. Ile states that
the mouth was discoloured, that the small quantity
of Llood on the floor of the closet does not represent
anything like the entire mass of blood in the child’s
veius, and that the absenee of blood from the walls of
the closet goes to prove that the wounds were inflicted
after death, or just as death was being consummated,
and the action of the heart had ceased.*  In fact, the
evidence of the doctor goes to show that the child was
smothered before the wounds across the throat and in
the hreast were made. The surgeon represented the

* To the general reader, perhaps not fully acquainted with the
human blood circulation system, this sentence 1equires some ex-
planation. The whole blood of the human body (nay, indeed,
that of all living things in more or less time) passes in about thhee
minutes throughout the body—leaving the heart by one series of
veing, those which beat, or pulsate, and returning by a sceond
series of veins, which do not pulsute, Now, the blood is foreed
forward by jerks, those of the heart, and at each jerk the heart-
veins, or arterics, distend a little.  Let one of these artenes be
cut wlale life is in the heart, and the blood will spurt out exactly
as water from a buist water-pipe, and fly all manner of ways
avound--and af the murderer, if murderer there be ; while iff an
artery be cut «ffer death, or after the cessation of the heart's
action, and while the body is yet warm, the still but partially
congealed blood (for blood begins to congeal the moment it ceases
to Le propelled by the heart’s motion) will gradually ooz out in a
darh-coloured streun,  Hence, in the case & this child, there
bemg no marks on the wall or scab of the closet, and Lhere being
ouly a little dark blood on the floor, the certain conclusion is that
death had tuken place before the wounds were made,



wounds as of the most savage nature—the throat being
cut to the bone, and the chest wound evidencing great
force. The doctor, viewing the hody at nine A,
pronounces death to have taken place quite five hours
previously—this gives four o’clock as the latest time
of the murder (it having then been light one hour,
and, it may be supposed, plenty of swnmer labourers
alout), while, as the family went to bed at about half-
past eleven, midnight may be taken as the earliest hour
at which the act could have been committed. This
narrows the time of the deed from midnight to four—
or more likely, from midnight to two in the morning.

“In summing up, the Coroner, apparently a not too
able man, lays most stress upon the drawing-room
window being found open about a foot.

“Many events follow the coroner’s inquest. The
mysteries rather than the atrocities of the case attract
public notice, and at last a splendid yet ordinary in-
vestigation is made—it  fails entirely and quite
naturally.  To hope to discover extraordinary answers
to ordinary questions is to be too rational,

“A buy of sixteen, an out-door servant of Mr.
Cumberland's, is the first to be suspected, for he had
been discharged the day before the murder; but he
is shown to have"slept at home on the night of the
murder, and about two miles away from the scene of
the catastrophe—and he is freed from suspicion.

“ A daughter of Mr. Cumberland is then taken into
custody, becaud® one of her night dresses is missing,
and this investigation failing, the nurse hersclf is
literally put wpon her trind, apparently 1ecause she



bhs said the boy was ‘killed for vengeance,’ and be-
cause a fragment of flannel is found in the water-
closet, and under the body of the child, and which
might or might not have been there before the murder.
This accusation fails as did the other, though it is
conducted magnificently—upon the basis that the
murder is one of an ordinary character, committed
with ordinary motive aud action, but about which
many extraordinary circumstances cling. The lawyer
who conducts the case poiuts out many valuable facts.
He urges that, as there are no marks of external vio-
lence about the house, did any one from without
commit the erime he mustchave had an accomplice
within the house. He then points out that the window
is found ouly a foot wide open—not wide enough for
the passage of any one carrying a child—and as the
window upon being raised higher makes a noi-e, he
suggests, not only that this proves it was raised by a
member of the household, but that it was raised as a
blind—he docs not, however, tell us of what character.
He then argues from the state of the bed that two per-
sons were engaged in the murder, not questi-ning the
eccentricity of this needless act, or doubting if the
boy is alive when removed from the room. In fact,
this gentleman’s argument is, the smurder was com-
mitted by an immnate of the housc, and the nurse is
most likely to have committed it.'

“The case fails entirely—the girl is liberated, and

-

* The friend of the nurse, who slept with her, it is scen is not
suspected.  There are reasons for this.



the mystery remains, and has remained, as unacconntd
able as it was on the first morning after the murder.”
* * * i *

Iicre Hardal, who by this time had a wild look
in his eyes, rested for a moment, and then continued :
“ Now, Roddy, hear my version of the business, aud
then help me to prove it if you like. There are
three questions to be answered :—

“1. Was the murder committed by a non-occupant ?

“2. Was the murder committed by an occupant

“3. By whom, and whercfore, was the murder com-
mitted "

L

“1. Was the murder commitled by a non-oceupant ?

“If so, he would act either with the connivance of
some one within the house, or by himself Now I
think that the awful investigation to whick the house-
hold bas been submitted, pretty clearly proves the
absence of an accomplice in the shape of one of its
members, Yet there are no signs of a burglarious entry
into the house, and therefore if a stranger did enter it,
the cutry was made by extraovdinary means. The
only probable one was by a first or upper floor window.
Now could this have been done? There is no vine or
other creeper about the house by which a window could
be reached, say by a vevengeful gipsy whom M,
Cumberland may have threatened, while if a ladder
were used it seems impossible to suppose the dog, much
less the whole houschold, could have slept through the
noise of fixing it to a window. Again, a gipsy, the
most likely mau to take such a kind of revenge as the



abstraction or killing of a child, would have silenced
the dog—an art in which gipsies are known to he pro-
ficients,

“The health of the dog next morning, and his silence
during the night, prove, first that he was not tampered
with ; secondly, that he was disturbed by no stranger.
Then did any one, not being an inmate of the house,
and yet known to the dog, commit the crime? A
means of entry to the house is totally abseut. Again,
did any one conceal himself in the house? This sug-
gestion is the only one holding good in favour of the
theory that the murder was committed by a non-
occupant.  Dutin the face Of this argnment stands the
peculiarity that in such a case there was evident mysti-
fication of the houschold by leaving the premises, not
by a door, but a window, and then partially closing
that window.

%2. Was the murder committed by an ocenpant ?

« I it has been shown that it is highly improbable
that the crime was committed by a non-occupant, it
results that the probability of its baving been com-
mitted by an occupant is just in inverse proportion
with that improbability.

“3. By whom, and wherefore was the murder com-
mitted 1’

ITere Hardal drew a long breath, drank off a large
glass of water, and wiping his hot forehead, he con-
tinued—“T am going to commit mysclf to an extra-
ordinary series of—of statements, and if you are like
the majority of fools about one, you will pshaw me,
and prove by naught that there’s nothing in what Isay.



“Tn the first place, let me back my statements witH
these extraordinary lines taken from a Z%mes leader on
the whole of this case.

“¢Ag a painful result, therefore, we are left with
the circle of suspicion as uvarrow as ever, and with the
additional embarrassment ensuing on the successive
failures of justice . . . It really seems almost a case
for the art of clairvoyance, or the old machinery of
the diviuivg rod. Ordinary agencies are completely
at fault.’ :

“This is the Zimes ! You sce a complete admission
that the whole inquiry is a BALK; and yet a cling-
ing to the belief that it is ennning and not ignorance
which has foiled the inquirer, for the 7'mnes continues :
¢Bat we trust that in one respect the views of the
nmagistrate will be carried out.  There should not be a
remission, even for a single moment, of vigilance or
observation.’

“Nor has there Deen—and nothing has been dis-
covered,

“Now in the first place,” continued Hardal, “let
us sce wlro were sleeping in the house on the night in
gnestion.

“The inmates on the night of the murder were
thirteen in number, ten being adults, and of these some
six were able in a measwre to exonerate each other.
Three slept in one apartment, three in a second, and
iwo in a third, and two more in a fourth; so that,
apart from the inmates of the nursery itsclf, there were
but two persons in the house who could not call a cer-
tain kind of cvidenee to their hehaviour throughout

13



Uhe night. The cook and the housemaid slept together,
the two eldest sisters slept together, and Mr. and Mre,
Cumberland had a young child sleeping in their bed-
room. Mr. William Cumberland and Miss Constance
Cumberland had each a room a-picee, whilst the two
youngest children—the little boywho was murdered
and an infant of fwo years old, were in the nursery
with the nurse, as was also a visitor of the nurse, a
kind of relation well known in the house and to the
children, and who had frequently expressed cxtreme
Jove for the little murdered child.

“ Now,"” continued Hardal, “T venture o state at
once that there is no evidance of ordinary murder in
this case—that its whole facts exhibit an extraordi-
nary amount of eccentricity ; and that the murder was
eccentrically committed by an inmate of the Louse.
And as most cceeutricity is an evidence of mental
weakness, I come to the conclusion that if the mur-
derer (as T will call him or her) were aware of his
crime, he being eccentrie, and therefore weak, would
not be able to resist such an extreme investigation as
that which has heen made. Thus T deduce that the
act was committed while the murderer was asleep,
and while under the influence of murderous mono-
mania.

“TIt now remains to be ascertained who was, by the
facts of the case, the person most likely to have been
under this influence.  As to the supposition that
murder can be done in the sleep, and that a mania to
destroy or acl abuormally, may torment a human being
for years without a recond soul kuowing anything



uboul the matter, there are too wary well evideneed
cases to permit much doubt on these points.

“As regards somnambulism, we find the cases of
acts in a somnambulistic state are not frequent ; yet,
at the same time, not so extremely rave as to be value-
less in urging ny argument.  In Reey” < Cyclopadia’
we find Dr. Stewart saying :—¢ There are many cases
in which sleep seens to be partial ; that is, when the
mind loses its influence over some powers and retains
it over others”  Dr. Darwin considers somunambnlisin
not g0 much sleep as astate approximating to epile sy,
Some cases of sleep-walking, where o soiies of acts
have been eavried out, are on reeord. 7%y all oyoce
with the waling llzon'r/l//.\.iu. Sune e st On ease
we have of a Loy who, Deing very Dmd of gripes,
starts ol in the middle of the night £ v o vivevand,
and gitiers the frmit. In another e a boy viving
in hiy sleep in the dark, calls for o light todind Lis
clothes by, and this being browsht, he deesses with
ease, and a cuckoo-bell clock siriking, he s, ¢ There be
cuckoos here)  Ag a proof that the predominaving
idea submerges all others, this same hoy would be sen-
sible of'pinchcs or slight blows, unless ¢he was at the
time strongly impressed with some other thing”  The
watcher of this Iad bid him ¢write a theme” They
say, “Wesaw Lim light a candle, take pen, ink, and
paper from the drawer of his table, and begin to write
while once of those about him began to dictate.”  1Tere
is a series of events, and yet this case thoroughly illus-
trates my argument that the acts are imperfect, or
rather exhibit imperfection, for the inkstand, which

1h—2



he had opened his eyes to find, being removed, ¢his
hand returned as usual to the placc where he thought
it was. Tt must be observed that the motion of his
hand was rapid till it reached the height of the ink-
stand, and then he moved it slowly till the pen
gently touched the table as he was seeking for the
ink.'*

“Of homicidal monomania, Dr. Copecland {* Dic.
Medicine,” vol. ii., article Insanity) says :—¢ Murder,
or attempts to murder, are made by insane persons,
1. When impelled by an involuntary impulse, or in-
stinctive desire, which they are unable to resist;
2. When actuated by motives on which they are
capable of reasoning, and whilst conscious of the evil
they have committed ; 3. When influenced by de-
lusions, hallucinations, or false perceptions ; 4. When
excited by passion or opposition ; 5. When they he-
lieve they are opposing an cnemy ; and 6. When the
intelligence is so prostrate as to be incapable of dis-
tinguishing right fromn wrong, and when they act from
imitation. The first of these cases is the most fre-
quent, and to which I will draw attention. TPersong
will appear to enjoy reason ; they arc irresistibly im-
pelled, with a full consciousness of their state, to
commit the crime they most hate. The question is,
Is there really a form of insanity in which & person
may enjoy reason unimpaired and yet commit the
greatest crimes? 1 say, yes. One person suddeuly
becomes red in the face, imagines he-hears a voice ad-

* For further information sce Hoffman’s ¢ Dissertatio do
Somnambulisiuo.”



dressing him, and acts actording to its injunctiof.
Another, a husband, is persuaded his wife is unfaithful
to him, although he lhas considered all the civeum-
stances, and finds them in her favour—and an act of
murder s committed. A third, a mother of a family,
believes herself in distress, and iu a fit of despair she
attempts to kill them, when maternal tenderness,
speaking louder than despair, exclaims? ¢ Protect my
children from me.”’ Another well-authenticated in-
stance s that of a maid, who, on cach occasion of her
dressing the infant committed to her care, was seized
with an uncontrollable desire to kill it.  All these in-
stances may be referred t8 as momertary delusions or
hallucinations, under the influence of which crimes or
insane actions may be committed, after which a lucid
period occurs.

“Now child-murder, as a rule, is always maniacal,
for the simple reason that the child cannot excite
motive, Those cases of infanticide in which no in-
sanity is present, are those in which the mother kills
from shame or want. Such a motive in this case is
absent ;” while the majority of child-murders being
committed by women, the inference perhaps stands,
that in the absence of motive it is a female murderer
who destroyed this child.

“The circumstantial evidence of the case goes to
prove that the nurse or nurse’s visitor, (present on the
night of the murder,) committed the act in o state of
unconsciousuess (or sleep), because theve is no waking
evidence of guilt, and in u state of monomanin,
because there is no evidence of motive. There



i3 one indircet cvidence “of ‘unconscious thought’
about the murdered child in the following state-
wment :—

“¢I4 lias been stated by a young woman who lived
as nurremaid in the family about twelve months since,
that on oue oecasion when there were only twomembers
of the funily al honie, the little Loy who has been
mutdered was forud in his cot with the bed-clothes
turned bacl carefully, amd rome woollen :veks and
some flannely, i which Lo was put to bed, he being
unwell cn the previous night, were taken off.  One of
the socks was found in the morning on the talle
in the bedicom, and ihe other in the cowse of the
following day on Mes. Cumberland’s Led, hut Mus,
Cumberland was wholly wnable to account for its ap-
pearance in that plee” ¢ These slatements,” says the
igrorant wiiler fiom whom we quote the last sen-
tences, ‘have, however, no immediate bearing upon
this mysterions case.

“They haye much beaving, for they shiow in this house
somewhere an abuormal wulealthy state in some oue,
They prove the work of one who can act in sléep ; and
supposing this person to be cursed with murderous
monomania, and accepting the fuel that a series of
acts can be done in sleep, wo come 1o the conclusion
that the incident of the socks shadows out the posssi-
bility of the house being the scene of a series of uucon-
scious decds,

“1 say” contivned Hardal, “that the incom-
prelicnsible acts of this wurder prove that they were
done in unconsciousnc sy, in inranity, and by a woman,



“In the first place, take the wrapping of the blanket
about the child. Would a conscious, sane murderer
do this? Whereas, would it not be the daily habit of
a nurse of little children?  Again, the quilt and sheet
are straightened; this is the work of a nurse. But
they are straightencd over an unmade bed, which sug-
gests an imperfect consciousness of action. Now, it has
been urged that there must have been two persons
engaged in this murde:r, becawse of these straightened
bed-clothes ; for it is asked, had a single murderer ouly
been present, where was the child placed while this
work was done?  This question does not scem to have
suggested itself—why wgs this uncalled-for, needless,
and irrational act performed

“1 believe that the child was dead before taken
from the bed—that he was suffocated with the pillow;
and the whole of the doctor's evidence goes to prove
that death took place before the victim was carried to
the closct.

“The next act was to remove the body from the
house, and, as you know, it was carried past the boun-
dary of the Louse at that point farthest of all parts of
the house from the spot where it was found—I mean
one of the drawing-room windows, which was dis-
covered open a foot wide the next morning. It has
been argued, that as the window could not be opened
higher thau afoot without making a noise, which would
have wlarmed house and dog, and that as a fool was
not width enough to allow of the passage of a human
creature carrying a child, that thercfore the opening of
this window was a ‘blind. No such thing ; o foot



in width would be guile enough for a young person
!::J press through, while the dead child may have been
passed out first, luid upon the grass, and afterwards
picked up.

“Now follows the most irrational fact of the case:
the bearer of the child, in preference to carrying away
the child, and flinging it in a pond, a well, or even
hedge, as a sentient murderer would have done, prefers
to pass in front of the house, before the road, past
the gates below which the dog frequently growls at
passers-by, and so to the closet, which a conscious
member of the houschold must know is provided with
a splash-board, which will at once arrest anything cast
down the closet.

“The dog does not give the alarm, an evidense either
that he is awake, and, knowing the person, does not
bark, or that the person walks so Jightly—as is the case
with sleep-walkers—that the animal is not awakened
by the footsteps.

“There is only one discrepancy in this part of the
affair. It stands thus: if the murderer was a sleep-
walker, and, being a servant of the louse, therefore
better acquainted with the kitchen (the ncarest way
across the yard, in which is the dog, to the servanty’
closet, where the body is found) than the drawing-
room, how ig it she avoided the kitchen and the
kitcheu-yard? T answer, that it is impossible to bound
the limits either of instinet, reason, or insanity in
sleep-walking. These qualities cross and recross each
other in an unending tangle.

“T now approach a fact in the case which proves



monomaniac tendency and unconsciousness of acts
The child is dead; and thercfore if sentient motive
only is present, the work now alone to be performed is
the disposal of the body. Yet instcad of this, we
find the next act is the mutilation of the body in the
most savage manner.  The doctor tells us that the
head was nearly severed from the body, and that great
foree must have heen exerted to drive the weapon used
into the breast.  Now, where was the need to use the
knife at all?  The child was dead, or if not dead, to
all appearance so, aud yet it was mutilated, and Llood
spilt. . The body is then wrapt in the bLlanket, which
is another evideuce of cere; and the whole just
thrown below the scat of the closet, so that it is
found the moment after the blood is seen on the floor,

“The window is then left open, aud so found in the
morning.

“Upon the discovery of the murder nobody in the
house betrays the least guilt, although all inferences
but one point to the supposition that the murder has
been committed in the house : that cxception lying in
the fact $hat a piece of bloody paper is found near
the closet upon which a bloody knife has been wiped,
and which paper has not been torn apparently from
any paper in the house.

“The childs life has been taken away ; it scems
clear some one in the house has done it in the most
slovenly manner, for the murder is found out in ten
minutes after the dlarm is given, and yet all appear
innocent—all give exactly the same tale of a peaceful
night and no disturbance. There is no apparent motive



Lo kill the child, no evidence against anybody as the
murderer, except an absent nightgown and a wretched
piece of flannel, and after masses of investigation the
fact remains where it was.

“Now see how heautifully my theory of sleeping
mouomania fits the difficulties of the ease. The girl
Las a tendency to kill the child, such a tendency as
many human beings experience, but have suflicient
self-restraint to overcome.  She is also a sleep-walker,
The monowaniacal desire present in ler sleep, she
rises, and then commences an entanglement between
her every-diy and her monomauiacal acts.  First she
suflocates the child as a m®bnomaniac, then as a nurse
shie envelopes it in the blanket, and smooths the un-
made bed. Then she goes downstairs, no one hearing
lier, for the simple reason that sleep-walkers move and
act without noise. Iler haif-sense warns her of the
dog and of the ereaking window.  She stops raising it
with its first sigual of creaking—it isa foot wide, and
she can press through the opening, dragging the dead
child with her. Tlen, the half-mind bent on the dog,
she forgets the roadway and the front of the house,
and so reaches the closet, after cither being recognised
by the dog if awake, or walking so lightly as not to
awuake him if asleep.  Then the monomaniacal desire
is alight again, and hidden in the closet, the kuife,
whenee taken I eannot tell, is used.  There is no tell-
tale blood on the girl’s linen, because, as the doctor
informs us, the dead blaod di(llxxo% spuit, bub merely
flowed,  Then that most wild cut at the breast is



made, the ungaping wound also proving that the knife
cubered dead flesh; and then the body is cast into the
closet, little attempt heing wmade to conceal it. The
knife is then wiped on the unknown paper and hidden,
the reason of it not found being that, in all proba-
bLility, it was not, in the true sense of the wourd, con-
ccaled, but just thrown where no one would think of
inding it.  The givl then returns to the house,
forgetting in hier half-conscionsness that the window
cemains open. She ascends guite noisclessly to her
roow, goes o bed, sleeps, and awaking, knows nothing
of her dream or wels—a frequent case with »leep-
walkers,  What is to warndier of the truth when the
pmurder is found out ! No blood on her linen, no,
marks of gravel on her feet—for, as a slecp-walker,
she may have rubbed thew on the door-mat—uothing
to tell her she is guilly.  In fact, she & nnceent, aud
%o the mystery remains, and must vemain, whiie the
belief exists that the murder of this boy was a seulicnt
act.  Nentient—had 1t motive? Was it 1ationally
done? 1l knowingly by any person in the house, why ?
If knowPgly by any person not of the houschold,
why? I urge, those who are aceursed with monomania
are many, and that in this case to monomania wu
superadded  somnambulism,  You say,” coutinuned
Tardal, “you kuow the father of the boy ; introduce
me 1o him, and leb me try, for the sake of the many,
to fix this act upon the one.”

“] will” said 1 {o Hardal, us he stopped suddenly ;

. 1
“Jeb us ab onee sart for the north.”



He took my hand, and that evening set out.

Hear the result. . . . .

[At this point the M. breaks off. Should I oblain
its sequel, I will, if I find it advisalle to do so,
publish the paper immediately. T never learnt my
informant doctor’s address.]



THE UNKNOWN WEAPON.

I AM about to set out here one of the most remarkable
cases which have come under my actual observation.

I will give the particulars, as far as I can, in the
form of a narrative.

The scene of the affair lay, in a midland county, and
on the outskirts of a very rustic and retired village,
which has at no time come before the attention of the
world.

Here are the exact preliminary facts of the case. Of
course I alter names, for as this case is now to become
public, and as the inquiries which took place at the
time not only ended in disappointment, but by some
inexplicable means did not arrest the public curiosity,
there can, be no -wisdom in covering the names and
places with such a thin veil of fiction as will allow of
the truth being seen below that literary ganze. The
names and places here used are wholly fictitious, and
in no degree represent or shadow out the actual per-
sonages or localities.

Tlc mansion at which the mystery which I am
about to amnalyse took place was the manor-house,
while its occupant, the'squire of the district, was also
the lord of the manor. 1 will call him Petleigh,



I may at once statc here, though the fact did not
come to my knowledge il after the catastrophe, that
the squire was a thoronghly mean man, with but one
other passion than the love of money, and that was a
greed for plate.

Every man who has lived with his eyes open has
come across human beings who concentrate within
themselves the most wonderful contradictions. lere
is a man who lives so scampishly that it is a question
if ever lie earnt an honest shilling, and yet he would
firmly believe his moral character would be lost did
he enter a theatre ; there is an individual who never
sent away a creditor or took more than a just com-
mereial discount, while any day in the week he may
be arrested upon a charge which would make him a
scandal to his family.

So with Squire Petleigh. That he was extremely
avaricious there can be no doubt, while lis desin
for the possession and display of plate was alinost «
niania.

is silver was quite a tradition in the county. Af
every meal—and I have heard the meals at Petleigh
cole were ncither abundant nor suceulent—cunugl
plate stood upon the table to pay for the feeding o
the poor of the whole county for a month. e woul
cat a mutton chop off silver. -

Mr. Petleigh was in parliament, and in the seasn
came up to town, where he had the smallest and mos

niscrable house ever rented by, a wealthy count
wember.

Avaricious, and therefors illiberal, Petleigh woulc



not keep up two establishments; and so, when he
camo to town for the parliamentary season, he brought'
with him his country establishment, all the servants
composing which were paid but thivd-class fares up to
town,

The domestics I am quite sure, from what I learnt,
were far from satisfactory people ; a condition of things
which was quite natural, seeing thut they were not
treated well, and were taken on at the lowest possible
rate of wages.

The only servitor who remained permanently on
the establishment was the housekeeper at the manor-
house, Mrs. Quinion.

Tt was whispered in the veighbourhoed that she
had been the foster-sister (“and perhaps more”) of the
Iate Murs, Petleigh ; and it was stated with sufficicut
openness, and 1 am afraid also with some general
amount of chuckling satisfaction, that the squire had
been bitten with lis lady.

The truth stood that Petleigh had married the
daughter of a Liverpool merchant in the great hope
of an alliance with her fortune, which at the date
of &er marriage promised to be large. Dut cotton
commerce, cven Lwenty-five years ago, was a risky
business, and to curtail here particulars which are only
remotely essential to the absolute comprehension of
this narrative, he never had a penny with her, and
Lis wife’s father, who lad led a deplorably irregular
life, started for Araerica and died there.

Mrs. Petleigh had ‘but one child, Graham I'vileigh,
and she died when he was about twelve years of age.



During Mrs, Petleigh’s fife, the housekeeper at Pet-
f’leighcote was the foster-sister to whom reference has
been made. I myself belicve that it would have been
more truthful to call Mrs. Quinion the natural sister
of the squire’s wife.

Be that as it may, after the lady’s death Mrs.
Quinion, in a half-conceded, and after an wuncom-
fortable fashion, became in a measure the actual mis-
tress of Petleighcoto.

Possibly the squire was aware of a relationship to
his wife at which I have hinted, and was therefore
not unrcady in recognising that it was better she
should be in the house than auy other woman. For,
apart from his avariciousness and his mania for the
display of plate, I found beyond all dispute that he
was a man of very estimable judgment.

Again, Mrs. Quinion fell in with his avaricious
humour. She shaved down his household cxpenses,
and was herself contented with a very moderate
remuneration.

From all I learnt, T camec to the conclusion that
Petleighcote had long been the most uncorfortable
house in the county, the display of plate only tending
to intensify the general barrenness,

Very few visitors came to the house, and hospitality
was unknown ; yet, notwithstanding these drawbacks,
Potleigh stood very well in the county, and indeed, on
the occasion of one or two charitable collections, he had
appeared in print with sufficient success,

Those of my readers who live in the country will
comprchend the style of the squire’s houschold when



T say that he grudged permission to shoot rabbits on
his ground. Whenever possible, all the ycar round,
specimens of that rather tiring food were to be found
in Squire Potleigh'’s larder. In fact, I learnt that a
young curate who remained a short time at Tram (the
village), in gentle satire of this cheap system of rations,
called Petleighcote the © Warren.”

The son, Graliam Petleigh, was brought up in a
deplorable style, the father being willing to persuade
himself, perhaps, that as he had been disappointed in
his hopes of a fortunc with the” mother, the son did
not call for that consideration to which he would have
been cutitled had the mother brought her husband
increased riches. It is certain that the boy roughed
life. All the schooling he got was that which counld
be afforded by a foundation grammar school, which
happened fortunately to exist at Tram.

To this establishment he went sometimes, while at
others he was off with lads miserably below Lim in
station, upon some expedition which was not perhaps,
as a rule, so respectable an cmployment as studying
the humaaities.

Evidently the boy was shamefully ill-used ; for he
was neglected. .

By the time he was nineteen or twenty (all these
particulars I learnt readily after the catastroplie, for
the townsfolk were only too eager to talk of the unfor-
tunate young man)—by the tiwe he was nincteen or
twenty, a score of years of negiect bore their fruit,
He was ready, beyond any question, for any mad per-
formance. Poaching cspecially was his delight, per-
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haps in a great measure because he found it profitable ;
because, Lo state the truth, he was kept totally without
money, and to this disadvantage he added a second,
that of being unable to spread what money he did
obtain over any cxpanse of time.

I have no doubt myself that,the depredations on
his futher’s estate might have with justice been put to
his account, and, from the inquiries T made, I am
equally free to believe that when any small artiele of
the mass of plate about the premiscs was missing, that
the son knew a good deal more than was satisfuctory
of the lost valuables.

That Mrs. Quinion, the housckeeper, was extremely
devoted to the young man is certain ; but the money
she received as wages, and whatever private or other
means she had, could not cover the demands made
upon them by young Grahamm Petleigh, who certainly
spent money, though where it came from was a matter
of very great uncertainty.

From the portrait T saw of him, he must have been
of a daring, roving, jovial disposilion—a youngster not
inclined to let duty come between him angd, his incli-
nations ; one, in short, who would get more out of the
world than he would give it.

The plate was carvied up to town cach year with the
establishment, the hoxes Leing under the special guar-
diauship of the butler, who never let them out of his
sight between the country and town houses. The
man, 1 have heard, looked forward to those journeys
with absolute fear. : :



Trom what I learnt, T suppose the convoy of plate
boxes numbered well on towards a score.

Graham Petleigh sometimes accompanied his father
to town, and at other times was sent to a relalive in

Jornwall. T believe it suited father and son better
that the latter should be packed ofl to Cornwall in the
parlinmentary scason, for in town the lad necessarily
became comparatively expensive—an ohjection in the
eyes of the father, while the son found himself in a
world to which, thanks to the education he had re-
ccived, he was totally unfitted.

Young Petleigh’s fassion was horses, and there was
not a farmer on the father’s estate, or in the neighbour-
hood of Tram, who was not plagued for the loan of this
or that horse—for the young man had nonc of his own.

On my part, I believe if the youth had no seclf-
respect, the want was in a great measure owing to the
father having had not any for his son.

1 know T need scarccly add, that when a man is
passionately fond of horses generally lie bets on those
quadrupeds,

Tt did not call for .many inquirics to ascertain that
young Petleigh had “put” n good deal of money upon
horses, and that, as a rule, he had been lucky with
them. The young man wanted some excitement, some
oceupation, and he found it in betting. Xlave T said
that after the young heir was taken from the school he
was allowed to run loose?  This was the ease. T pie-
sume the father.could not bring his mind to incurring
the expense of enteaing his son at some profession,
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. Things then at Petlcighcote were in this condition;
the father neglectful and avaricious; the son carelesy,
neglected, and daily slipping dowu the ladder of life ;
and the housekeeper, Mrs. Quinion, saying nothing,
doing nothing, but existing, and perhaps showing that
she was attached to her foster-sister’s son.  She was a
woman of much sound and discriminating sense, and
it is certain that she expressed herself to the effeet that
she foresaw the young man was being silently, stead-
fastly, unceasingly ruined.

All these preliminaries comprehended, T may proceed
to the action of this narrative.

It was the 19th of May (the ycar is unimportant),
and early in the morning when the discovery was
made, by the gardener to Squire Petleigh—one Tom
Brown.

Outside the great hall-door, and huddled together
in an extraordinary fashion, the gardener, at half-past
five in the morning (a Tuesday), found lying a human
form. And when he came to make an examination,
he discovered that it was the dead body of the young
squire.

Scizing the haudle of the great bell, he quickly
sounded an alarmn, and within a minute the house-
keeper herself and the one servant, who together num-
hered the houschold which slept at Petleigheote when
the squire was in town, stood on the threshold of the
open dooar.

The housckeeper was half-dressed, the servant wench
was huddled up in a petticoat and a blanket.

The news spread very rvapidly, by mecans of the



gardener's boy, who, wondering where his master was
stopping, eame loafing about the house, quickly to
find the use of his legs.

“He must have had a fit,” said the housckeeper ;
and it was a flying message to that effect carried by
the boy iuto the village, which bronght the village
doctor to the spot in the quickest possible time.

It was then found that the catastrophe wag due to
no jit.

A very slight examination showed that the young
gquire had died from a stab caused by a rvongh iron
barb, the wmetal shaft of which was six inches long,
and which still remained in the body.

At the inqguest, the medical man deposed that very
great foree must have heen used in thrusting the barb
into the body, for one of the ribs had been half severed by
the act. The stab given, the barb had evidently been
drawn back with the view of extracting it—a purpose
which had failed, the flanges of the barb having fixed
themselves firmly in the cartilage and tissuc abous it.
Jt was impossible the deceased could have turned the
barb sagainst himself in the manner in which it had
been used.

Asked what this barb appeared like, the surgeon
was unable to reply. 1le bad never seen such a
weapon before.  1le supposed it had heen fixed in a
shaft of wood, from which it had been wrenched by
the strength with which the barb, after the thrust, had
been held by the parts surrounding the wound.

The barb was handed round to the jury, and every
man cordially agreed with his neighbour that he had



ngver seen avything of the kind before ; it was equally
strange to all of them,

The squire, who took the catastrophe with great
coolness, gave cevidence to the cffeet that e had seen
his son on the morning previous to the discovery of
the murder, aud about noon—seventeen and a half
hours before the eatastrophe was discovered.  ITe did
not know his son was about to leave town, where he
had been staying. He added that he had not missed
thie young man ; his son was in the habit of heing his
own master, and going where he liked. He could
offer no explanation as to why his son had returned to
the country, or why the meaterials found upon him
were there. He could offer no explanation in any way
about anything connected with the maltter.

It was said, as o scandal in Tram, that the squire
exhibited no emotion upon giving his evidencee, and
that when he sat down after his examination he ap-
peaved relieved.

Furthermore, it was intimated that upon being
called upon to submit to a kind of cross-examination,
he appeared to be anxious, and answered the few ques-
tions guardedly.

These questions were put by one of the jurymen—
a solicitor’s clerk (of some acuteness it was evident),
who was the Tram oracle.

Tt is perhaps necessary for the right understanding
of this case, that these questions should bLe here ve-
ported, aud their answers also,

They ran ag follows :—

“ Do you think your son died where he was found ¥’



“ T have formed no opinion.”

“Do you think he had been in your house 1"

“Certainly not.” )

“ Why are you so certain 17

@ Lecauso had he entered the house, my housekeeper
would have known of his caming.”

“ Is your housekecper here ¥

“Yes” .

“Haus it been intended that she should Le ealled as
a witness 17

“Yes”

“Do you think your son attempted i» break iunto
your house ¢’

[The reason for this question I will mahe apparent
shortly. By the way, I should, perhaps, here at once
explain that I obtained all these particalars of the
¢vidence from the county paper.]

“Do you think your son attempted to break into
your housce ¥

“Why should he ¢

“That is not, my question. Do you think Le at-
tempeed to break into your house 17

“No, I do not.”

“ You swear that, Mr. Petleigh ¥”

[By the way, there was no love lost hetween the
squire and the Tram ovacle, for the simple reason that
not any existed that could be spilt.]

“I do swear it

“ Do you thiuk therc was anybody in the house he
wished to visib clardestively ¢

e
“Il0.



“Who were in the house ?”
U« Mps. Quinion, my housekeeper, and one scrvant
woman.”
¢ Iy the servant here ?”
“Yes”

“ What kind of a woman is she ¥”

“Really Mr. Mortoun you can sce her and judge
for yourself.”

“So we can. T am only going to ask one question
more.”

“I reserve to myself the decision whether I shall
or shall not answer it.”

“ I think you will answer it, Mr. Petleigh.”

“It remains, sir, to be seen. Put your question.”

“Tt is very simple—do you intend to offer a reward
for the discovery of the murderer of your son ¥”

The squire made no reply.

“You have heard my question, Mr. Petleigh.”

“] have.”

“ And what is your answer §”

The squire paused for some moments. 1 should state
that I am adding the particulars of the inquest 1
picked up, or detected if you like better, to the in-
formation afforded by the county paper to which I
Lave already referred.

“T1 refuse to reply,” said the squire.

Mortoun thercupon applied to the coroner for his
ruling.

Now it appears evident to me that this juryman had
some hidden motive in thus questioning the squire.
If this were s0, 1 am free to confess I never discovered



it beyond any question of doubt. I may or I may
not have hit on his motive. I believe I did.

It is clear that the question Mr. Mortoun urged was
badly put, for how could tle father decide whether he
would offer & reward for the discovery of a murderer
who did not legally exist till after tho finding of the
jury * And indeed it may furthermore be added that
this question had no bearing upon the elucidation
of the mystery, or at all events it had no apparent
bearing upon the facts of the eatastrophe.

It is evident that Mr. Mortoun was actuated in all
probability by one of two motives, both of which
were obscure,  Ouc might liave been an attempt really
to obtain a clue to the murder, the other might have
been the endeavour to bring the squire, with whom it
has been said he lived bad friends, into disrespect with
the county.

The oracle-juryman immediately applied to the
coroucr, who at once admitted that the question was
not pertinent, but nevertheless urged the squire as
the question had been put to answer it.

It 3 evident that the coromer saw the awkward
rosition in which the squire was placed, and spoke as
he did in order to enable the squire to cuine out of the
difliculty in the least objectiouable manner.

But as 1 have said, Mr. Petleigh, all his incon-
gruitics and faults apart, was a clear-seeing man
of a good and cJgar mind.  As I saw the want of
consistency in the question, as 1 read it, so he must
Lave remarked the same failure when it was addressed

to him.



For after patiently hearing the coroner to the end
of his remarks, Petleigh said, quictly,—

“fTow ecan I say T will offer a reward for the dis-
covery of certain murderers when the jury have not
yet returned a verdict of murder ¥

“ But supposing the jury do return such a vordiet ¥’
asked Mortoun.

“Why then it will be time for you to ask your
question.”

I learnt that the juryman swmiled as he howed and
said he was satisfied. .

It appears to me that at that point Mr. Mortoun
must have either gaine:d thak information which fitted
in with his theory, or, aceepling the lower motive for his
question, that he felt he had now sufficiently damaged
the squire in_the opinion of the eounty. For the re-
porters were ab work, and every soul present knew
that not a word said would escape publication in the
couuty paper,

My, Mortoun however was to be worsted within the
spuace of a minute.

“Ifave you cecased questioning me, geniletaen
asked the squire

The coroner bowed, it appeared.

“Then,” continued the squire, * before T sit down—
and you will allow me to remain in the room until the
inquiry is terminated—I will state that of my own
free will which I would not submnit {o muke public
upon an illegal and a totally uncalléd-for attempt at
compulsion. Should the jury Lring in a verdiet of
wmurder against unknown persons, I shall wof offer a



veward for the discovery of those alleged mur-
erers.”

“Why not ¥* asked the coroner, who I learnt after-
wards admitted that the question was utterly unpar-
donable.

“ Beeause,” said Squire Petleigh, “it is quite my
opinion that no marder has been committed.”

According to the mewspaper report these words
were followed by ¢ sensation.”

“ No murder ¥’ said the coroner.

“No ; the death of the deceased was, 1 am sure, an
accident.”

“ What makes you think that, Mr. Petleigh

“The nature of the death. Murders are not com-
mitted, 1 should think, in any such extraordinary
manner as that by which my son came to his end. 1
have no more to say.”

“ Here,” savs the report, ¢ the squire took his
seat.”

The next witness called—the gavdener who had
discovered the body had already been heard, and
simplysiestitied to the finding of the holdy—was Mar-
garet Quinion, the housekeeper.

Her depositions were totally valueless from iy point
of view, that of the death of the young squire. She
stated simply that she had gone to bed at the usual
time (about ten) on the previous night, and that Dinah
Yarton retired just previously, and to the same
room. She heard no noise during the night, was dis-
turbed in no way whiiever until the alarin was given
by the gardener,



In her turn Mrs. Quinion was now questioned by
sthe solicitor’s clerk, Mr. Mortoun.

“Do you and this—what is her name?—Dinah
Yarton ; do you and she sleep alone at Petleighcote ¢

“ Yes—when the family is away.”

“ Arc you not afraid to do so?”

“No.”

“Why ¢

“Why should I be?”

“ Well—most women arc afraid to sleep in large
lIonely houses by themselves. Are you not afraid
of burglars ¥’

“No.”

“ Why not ¥"

“Simply because burglars would find so little at
Petleighcote to steal that they would be very foolish
to break into the house.”

“ But there is a good deal of plate in the house—
isn'i there ¥’

“ Tt all goes up to town with Mr. Petleigh.”

“All, ma'am?’

“ Every ounce—as a rule.”

“You say the girl sleeps in your room $”

“ In my room.”

“Ts she an attractive girl ¥

“No.”

“Is she unattractive ¥’

“You will have an opportunity of judging, for she
will be called as a wilness, siv,”

“QOh; you don't thiuk, do you, that there was any-



thing between this young person and your young
master ¥’

“ Between Dinah and young Mr. Petleigh 7

“Yes.”

“ ] think there could hardly be any aflair between
them, for [here she smiled] they have never scen each
other—the girl having come to Petleighcote from the
next county only three wecks sinee, and three mouths
after the family had gone to town.”

“Qh; pray have you not cxpected your master’s
son home recently 17

“I have not expected young Mr. Petleigh home
recently—he never comes liome when the family is
away.”

“Was he not in the habit of coming to Petleighcote
unexpectedly ¥’

“No.”

“You know that for a fact 1"

“I know that for a fact.” ,

“ Was the deceased kept without money ¥

“1 know nothing of the moncy arrangements be-
tween the father and son.”

“Well—do you know that often he wanted moncey 7

“ Really—1 decline to answer that question.”

“ Well—did he borrow money habitually from you ¥

“I decline also to answer that (uestion.”

“You say you he:wrd nothing in the night ?”

“ Not anything.”

“What did you.do when you were alarmed by the
gardener in the merning §7



“1 am at a loss to understand your question.”

“Tt is very plain, nevertheless. What was your
first act after hearing the catastrophe ¢”

[After some consideration.] “ Tt is really almost
impossible, T should say, upon such terrible occasions
as was that, to be able distinctly to say what is one’s
first act or words, but I believe the first thing T did,
or the first 1 remember, was to look after Dinah.”

“ And why could she not look after herself §”

“Simply because she had fallen into a sort of
epileptic fit—to which she is subject—upon secing the
body.”

“Then you can throw no light upon this mysterious
affair ¢’

“No light: all T know of it was the recognition of
the body of Mr. Petleigh, junior, in the morning.”

The girl Dinah Yarton was now called, but no
sooncr did the unfortunate young wowman, waiting in
the hall of the publichouse at which the inquest was
held, hear ler nhme, than she swooped into a fit
which totally precluded her from giving any evidence
“except,” as the county paper facetionsly remarked,
“the proof by her screams that her lungs were in a
very enviable condition.”

“She will soon rccover,” said Mrs. Quinion, “and
will Le able to give what evidence she can.”

“ And what will that be, Mrs, Quinion 1" asked the
solicitor’s clerk.

“ T am not able to say, Mr. Mortoun,” she replied.

The next witness called (and here as an old police-
constable I may remark upon the unbusiness-like way



in which the witnesses were arranged)—tihe next
witness called was the doctor.

Tlis evidence was as follows, omitting the purely
professional points.  “T was ealled to the deceased on
Tuesday morning, at near wpon six in the morning.
I recognized the hody 2y that of Mr. Petleigh junior.
Life was quite extinet. He had been dead about
seven ov cight hours, as well as T coulid judge. That
would biing Lis death ahont ten or cleven on the
previous night.  Death had been caused by a stab,
which had penctrated the left lung, The deceased
had bled inwardly.  The instrument which bad caused
death had remained in the wound, and stopped what
little effusion of blood there would otherwise have been.
Deceased literally died from suffocation, the Llood
leaking into the lungs and filling them. All the
other organs of the body were in a healthy condition.
The instrument by which death was produced is one
with which I have no acquaintance, It is a kind
of iron arrow, very roughly made;’and with a shaft.
Tt must have been fixed in some kind of handle when
it was used, and whicli must have yielded and loosed
the barh when an attempl was made to withdraw it—
an attempt which had been made, because T found
that one of the flunges of the arvow had cavght behind
arih, T repeat that I am totally unacquainted with
the instrument with which death was effected. Tt is
remarkably comrse and rough.  The deceased might have
lived o quzfrtcr of a winute after the wound had been
iuflicted.  1le would not in a1l probability have called
out. There is no cvidence of the least struggle having



taken place—not a particle of evidence can I find to
how that the deccased had exhibited even any kunow-

ledge of dauger. And yet, nevertheless, supposing
the deceased not to have been asleep at the time of
the murder, for murder it undoubtedly was, or man-
slaughter, he must have seen his assailant, who, from the
position of the weapon, must have been more before than
behind him. Assuredly the death was the result of cither
murder or accident, and not the result of suicide,
because T will stake my professional reputation that
it would be quite hinpossible for any man to thrust
such an instrument into his body with such a force as
in this cuse has been used, as is proved by the cutting
of a truc bone-formed rib. Nor could a suicide, under
such circumstances as those of the present catastrophe,
have thrust the dart in the divection which this took. To
sum up, it is my opinion that the deceased was mur-
dered without, on his part, any knowledge of the
murderer,”

Mr. Mortoun cross-examined the doctor ¢

To this gentleman’s inquiries he answered willingly.

“Do you think, Dr. Pitcherley, that no blood
flowed externally ¢

“Of that I am quite sure.”

“How ¥

“There were no marks of blood on the clothes.”

“Then the inference stands that no blood stained
the place of the murder ¥”

“ Certainly.” L.

“Then the body may have been brought an im-



mense way, and no spots of blood would form a clue
to the road ¥

“Not one.”

“Is it your impression that the murder was com-
mitted far away from the spot, or near the place where
the body was found ¢

“This question is one which it is quite out of my
power to answer, Mr. Mortoun, my duty here being to
give cvidence as Lo my being called to the deceased,
and as to the cause of death. DBut I néed not tell you
that 1 have formed my own theory of the catastrophe,

and if the jury desive to have it, I am ready to offer
it for their consideration.”

Here theve was o consultation, from which it resulted
that the jury expressed themselves very desirous of
obtaining the doctor’s impression.

[I have no doubt the following words led the jury
to their decision.]

The medical gentleman said t—

“ It is my impression that this death resulted out of
a poaching—I will not say afiray—but accident. It
is thorgughly well-known in these districts, and at such
a juncture as the present I need feel no false delicacy,
Mzr. Petleigh, in making this statement, that young
Petleigh was much given to poaching. T believe that
he and his companiong were out poaching—I myself
on two separate occasions, being called out to night-

sases, saw the young gentleman under very suspicious

circumstances—and that one of the party was armed

with the weapon which caused the death, and which
15



may have been carried at the end of such a heavy
«stick as is frequently used for flinging at rabbits. T
suppose that by some frightful accident—we all know
liow dreadful are the surgical accidents which fre-
quently avise when weapons are in use—the young
man was wounded mortally, and so died, after the
frightened companion had hurriedly attempted to with-
draw the arrow, ouly to leave the barb sticking in the
body and hooked behind a rib, while the force used
in the resistance of the bone caused the weapon to
part company from the haft. The discovery of the
body outside the father's house can then readily be
accounted for.  His companions knowing who he was,
and dreading their identification with an act which
could but result in their own condemmnation of character,
carried the body to the threshold of his father's house,
and there left it. This,” the doctor concluded, “ap-
pears to me the most rational mode I can find of ac-
counting for the circumstances of this remarkalle and
deplorable case. 1 apologize to Mr. DPetleigh for the
slur to which I may have committed myself in referring
to the character of that gentleman’s son, the deceased,
but my excuse must rest in this fact, that where a
crime or catastrophe is so obscure that the criminal,
or guilty person, may he in onc of many directions, it
is but just to narrow the circle of inquiry as much as
possible, in order to avoid the resting of suspicion upon
the greater number of individualy. If, howcver, any
one can suggest & morc lucid explanation of the catas-
trophe than mine, I shall indeed be glad to admit
I was wrong.”



[There can be little question, I repeat, that Dr.
Pitcherley’s analysis fitted in very satisfuctorily and
plausibly with the facts of the casc.-]

My, Mortonu asked Dr. Pitcherley no mare ques-
tions,

The next witness ealled was the police: constalie of
Tram, a stupid, hopeless dolt, as I found to wmy eost,
who was good at a1ustic public-house row, but who
as a detective was not worth my dog Dart.

Tt appeared that he gave his flat evidence with a
stupidity which called even for the rebule of the
coroner.

All he could say was, thgt he was called, and that he
went, and that he saw whose body it “be’d”  That
was ““ar]” he could say.

Mr. Mortonn took him in Land, but even he could
do nothing with the man.

“ Had mauy persons been on the spot where the
body was found before lie arvived 17

“ Noa.”

“ How was that?”

“Whoy, ’cas Toom Broown, the gard'ner, coomed
t'him at wuneet, and ‘eos Toom Broown coomed t'him
furst, ’eas he's cot war furst coomed too,”

This was so, as | found when T went down to Tran.
The gardener, Brown, panic-tricken, after calling to,
and obtaining the attention of the housckeeper, had
rushied off o the village for that necdless help which
all panic-stricken people will seck, and the constable's
cottage happening tohe the first dwelling he reached
the constable obtained the first alarm,  Now, had the



case been conducted properly, the constable being the
€rst man to get the alarm, would have obtained such
evidence as would at once have put the detectives on
the right scent.

The first two questions put by the lawyerlike jury-
man showed that he saw how important the evidence
might have Dbeen which this witness, Juseph Higgins
by name, should have given had he but known his busi-
ness,

The first question was—

“1t had rained, hadn’t it, on the Morday night?”

[That previous to the eatastrophe.]

“Ye-es t'had rained,” 1ljggins replied.

Then followed this important question :

“You were on the spot one of the very first. Did
you notice if there were any footsteps about ”

It appears to me very clear that Mr. Mortoun was
here following up the theory of the catastrophe offered
by the doctor. 1t would be clear that if several poaching
companions had carried the young squire, after death,
to the hall-door, that, as rain had fallen during the
night, there would inevitably be many boot-marks on
the soft ground.

This question put, the witness asked, “ Wh-a-at 1"

The question was repeated.

“ Noa,” he replied; “ah didn’t see wnoa foot
ma-arks.”

“ Did you look for any ¥’

“ Noa; ah didu’t look for any.” .

“Then you don’t know your business,” said Mr,

Mortoun.



And the juryman was right; for I may tell the
reader that boot-marks have sent more mon to t
gallows, as parts of circumstantial evidence, than any
other proof whatever ; indeed, the evidence of the
boot-mark is terrible. A nail fullen out, or two or
three put very close together, a Lroken nail, or all the
nails perfecl, have, times out of unmber, identified the
boot of the suspected man with the boot-mark near
the murdered, and has been the first link of the chain
of evidence which has drageed a murderer to the gal-
lows, or a minor felon to the hulks.

Indeed, if T were advising evildoers on the best
means of avoiding deteetion, I would say by all means
take a sccond pair of boots in your pocket, and when
you ncar the scene of your work change those you
have on for those you have in your pocket, and do
your wickedness in these latter; flee from the scene
in these latter, and when you have * made” some dis-
tance, why return to your other hoots, and carefully
hide the tell-tule pair.  Then the boots you wear will
rather he a proof of your innocence than presumable
evidengo of your guilt.

Nor let any onc be shocked at this publie advice to
rascals ; for I flatter myself I have a counter-mode of
fuiling such a felonious arrangement as this one of two
pairs of boots.  And as T have disseminated the mode
amongst the police, any attempt to put the suggestions
L have offered actually into action, would be attended
with greater chanees of detection than would be in-
curred by runuing the ordinary risk,

To return to the subject in hand.



The constable of Tram, the only human being in
{ljje town, Mortoun apart perhaps, who should have
ki.own, in the ordinary course of his duty, the value
of cvery footmark neur the dead body, had totally
veglected a precaution which, had he observed it, must
have led to a discovery (and an immediate one), which
in consequence of his dullness was never publicly
made.

Nothing could be more certain than this, that what
i called foot-mark evidence was totally wanting.

The constable taking no observations, not the cutest
deteetive in existence could lLave obtained any cvi-
dence of this character, for the news of the catastrophe
spreading, as news only spreads in villages, the rusties
tramped up in scores, and so obliterated what foot-
marks might have existed.

To be brief, My, Josh. Higgins could give no evi-
dence worth hearing.

And now the ounly depositions which remuined to
be given were those of Dinahh Yarton.

She came into court “much redueed,” said the paper
from which I gain these particulars, “from the cffects
of the succession of fits which she had fallen into and
struggled out of.”

Bhe was so stupid that every question had to be
repeated in Dalfa-dozen shapes before she could offer
asingle reply. T4 took four inquiries to get at her
naine, tuoee to know where she lived, five to know
what she was 3 while the corouer and the jury, after
a score of quections, gave over trying to ascertain
whether shie Inew the nature of an oalh.  However,



as she slated that she was quite sure she would go to
a “Dbad place” if she did not spcak the truth, she woy'
declared to be a perfeetly competent witness, ana I
Lave no doubt she was badgercd accordingly.

And as Mr. Mortoun got more particulars out of
her than all the rest of the questioners put together,
perhaps it will not be amiss, as upon her evidence
turned the whole of my actions so far as I was con-
cerned, to give that gentleman’s questions and her
answers in full, precisely as they were quoted in the
greedy county paper, which doubtless looked upon the
whole case as a publishing godsend, the proprietors
heartily wishing that the jnquest might be adjourned
a scove of times for further evidence.

“Well now, Dinah,” said Mr. Mortoun, “ what
time did you go to bed on Monday ¥

[The answers were generally got after much ham-
mering in on the part of the inquirist. I will simply
return them at once as uliimately given.]

“Ten,”

“ Did you go to slecp §”

“ Noa—lse didunt goa to sleep.”

“Why not "

“Caize Iso couldn’t.”

“But why ¥

“Ise wur thinkin'”

“What of 7"

“ Arl menner o' thing’.”

“Tell us one of them #”

[No answer—except symploms of another fit.]

$Tut—tut ! Well, did you go to slep at last 1"



“Ise did.”
« “Well, when did you wake?”
"¢ Isc woke when wmissus ea’d L”
“ What time ¢’
¢ Doaut know clock.”
“Was it daylight %
“ J-es, it wur day.”
“ Did you wake during the night ?”
¢ E-es, wunecet.”
“ How did that happen ¢”
“ Doant knaw.”
“ Did you hear anything ¥”
“ Noa.” ,
“Did you think you heard anything ¥’
“ E-es.”
“ What ¥’
“ Whoy, it movin’.”
“What was moving ¥’
“ Whoy, the box.”
“ Box—tut, tut,” said the lawyer, “answer me
properly.”
Now here he raised his voice, and I have no.doubt
Dinalihad to thank the jurymanfor the return of her fits,
“ 1o you hear !—answer me properly.”
“ BEees.”
“When you woke up did you hear any noise 9”
“ Noa.”
“But you thought you heard a noise ¥°
“ E-es, in the ”
“Tat, tut. Never mind the box—where was it 1"
“Ter box? [n ¢ hall”




“ N o—no, the noise.”

“In ¢ hall, zur I

“ What—the noise was "

¢« Noa, zur, ter box.”

“There, my good girl,” says the Tram oracle,
“never mind the box, I want you to think of this—
did you hear any noise outside the house 2”

“Noa.”

“ But you said you heard a noise ¥

“No, zar, I didunt.”

“Well, but you said you thought you heard a
noise ¥’

“ B-es.”

“Well—where 77

“In ter box "

Here, said the county paper, the lawyer, striking

his hand on the table before him, continued—

“Rpeak of the box once more, my girl, and to
prizon you go.”

“Prizan !” says the luckless witness.

“Yes, jail and bread and water !?

Angl thercupon the unhappy witness without any
further remarks plunged into a fit, and had to be car-
vied oul, battling with that strength which convul-
sions appear to bring with them, and in the arms of
three men, who had quite their work to do to keep
her moderately quiet.

“I don’t think, gentlemen,” siid the coroner, “ that
this witness is material.  Tno the fiest place, it scems
doubtful to me wlether she is capable of giving
evidence ; and, in the sccond, T believe she has little



evidence to give—so little that I doubt the policy of
Qdjourning the inquest till her recovery. 1t appears
td me that it would be cruelty to force this poor
young woman again into the position she has just
endured, uniess you are satisfied that she is a mate-
rial witness. T think she has said enough to shuw
that she is not. It appears certain, from her own
statemient, that she retired to rest with Mrs. Quinion,
and knows nothing more of what occurred till the
housekeeper awoke her in the morning, after she her-
self had reccived the alarm, I suggest, therefore, that
what evidence she could give is included in that
already before the jury, pud given by the Louse-
keeper.”

The jury cvincided in the remarks made by the
coroner, Mr. Mortonn, however, adding that he was
at a loss to compichend the girl's frequent reference
to the box. Perhaps Mrs, Quinion could help to elu-
cidate the mystery.

The housckeeper immediately rose.

“ Mrs, Quinion,” said Mr. Mortoun, “can you give
any explanation as to what the young person iucant
by referring to a box ¥°

“No.”

“There are of course boxes at Petleighcote 1

“ Beyond all question.”

“ Any box in particular 77

“ No box in particular,”

“ No box which is spoken of as the Lox 17

“ Not any.” . :



“The gir] said it was in the hall. Is there a box
in the hall9”

“ Yes, several.”

“What ave they ¥

“There is a clog and boot box, a box on the table
in which letters for the post ave placed when the
family is at home, and from which they are removed
every day at four ; and also a box fixed to the wall,
the use of which 1 have never been able to discover,
and of the removal of which 1 have several times
spoken to Mr. Petleigh.” '

“Mow large is it ¥°

“About a foot-and-a-half square and three feet
deep.”

“ Locked ¥"

“ No, the flap is always open.”

“IIag the young woman ever betrayed any fear of
this box 7”

“ Never.”

“You have no idea to what box in the hall she
referred in her evidence ¥

“ Not the least iden.”

“Do you consider the young woman weak in her
head ¥

“She is decidedly not of strong intellect.”

“ And you suppose this box idea a mere fancy ¥

“Of course.”

“ And a recent one 1’

«T never heard her refer to a Lox before.”

“ That will do.”



The paper whence I take my evidence describes
Mis, Quinion as 2 woman of very great sclf-possession,
W0 gave what she had to say with perfect calm-
ness and slowness of speecli.

This being all the evidence, the coroner was about
to sum up, when the Constable Higgins remembered
that he had forgotten something, and came forward in
a great hurry to repair his error,

He had not produced the articles found on the do-
ceased.

These articles were a key and a bluck crape mask.

The squire being recalled, and the key shown to
him, he identified the key as (he believed) one of his
“ household keys.” Tt was of no particular value, and
it did not matter if it remained in the hands of the
police.

The veport continued : *The key is now in the
custody of the conslable.”

With regard to the crape mask the squire could
offer no explanation concerning it.

The coroner then proceeded to sum up, and in doing
s0 he paid many well-termed compliments to the doctor
for that gentleman’s view of the matter (which I have
no douht threw off all interest in the matter on the
part of the public, and slackened the watchfuluess of
the detective force, many of whom, though very clever,
are equally simple, and accept a plain and straight-
forwaud statement with extreme willingness)—and
urged that the discovery of the black crape mask
appeared to Le very much like corroborative proof of
the doctor’s suggestion. “The young man,” said the



coroner, “ would, if poaching, be exceedingly desirous
of hiding lis face, considering his position in the,
county, and then the finding of this black cra_-
mask upon the body would, if the poaching explana-
tion were accepted, be a very natural discovery
But ?

And then the coroner proceeded to explain to the

jury that they had to decide not upon suppositions but
facts. They might all be convinced that Dr. Pitcher-
ley's explanation was the truc one, but in law it could
not be accepted. Their verdict must be in accordance
with facts, and the simple facts of the case were these:
—A man was found dead, aund the causes of his death
were such that it was impos‘siblc to believe that the de-
ceased had been guilty of suicide. They would there-
fore under the circumstances feel it was their duty to
rcturn an open verdict of murder.

The jury did not retire, but ut the expiration of a
consultation of three minutes, in which (I learnt) the
foremnan, Mr. Mortoun, had all the talking to himself,
the jury gave in a verdict of wilful murder against
some ]erson or persons uwuknown.

Thus ended the inquest.

* And I have little hesitation in saying it was one of
the weakest inquirics of that kind which had ever tuken
place. It was characterized by no order, no compre-
hension, no common sense,

The facts of the case made some little stir, but the
plausible explanations offered by the doctor, and the
several coiuciding cirqumstances, deprived the affair of
much of its interest, both to the public and the detec-



tive torce ; to the former, because they had littie room
for ordinary conjecture ; to the latter, because I need
b say the general, the chief motive power in the
detective is gain, and here the probabilities of profit
were alinost annihilated by the possibility that a truc
explanation of the facts of this affair had been offered,
while it was such as promised little hope of substan-
tial reward.

3ut the mere fact of my here writing this narrative
will be suflicient to show that 7 did not coincide with
the general view taken of the business,

That 1 was right the following pages will I think
prove. ,

Of course the Government offered the usual reward,
£100, of which proclamation is published in all cases
of death where presumably foul play has tuken place.

3ub i6 was not the ordinary reward which tempted
me to choose this case for investigation. It was
several peculiar eircumstances which attracted me.

They were as follows :—

(1) Why did the father refuse to offer a reward ?

(2.) Why did the deceased have one of the houschold
keys with him at the time of his death, and how came
he to have it at all ? :

(3.) What did the box mean ?

(1.) It scemed to me that the refusal by the father
to offer u reward must arise from one of three sources.
Either he did not believe a murder had been com-
mitted, and therefore felt the offer was needless ; or he
knew murder was committed, and did not wish to
accelerate the action of the police; or, thirdly,



whether he believed or disbelieved in the murder,
knew or did not know it to be a murder, that he waus,
too sordid to offer a reward by the paywment of whigh
he would los¢ without gaining any corresponding
benefit,

(2.) TTow came the deceased to have one of the Leys
of Lis father’s establishment in his pocket? Suchi a
possession was extremely unusnal, and more inexpli-
cable. . How came he to possess it? Why did he
possess it % What was Le going to do with it ?

(3.) What did the box mean? Did the nnhappy
girl Dival Ymton refer to any ordinary or extraor-
dinary Lox? Tt appeared to mao that if she referred
to any ordinary Lox it must be an ordinary box under
extraordinary eircumstances.  But fools have very
rarely any imagination, and knowing this 1 was not
disposed to aceredit Dinalv with any ability to invest
the box ordinary with any extraordinary attributes.
And then remembering that there was nobody in the
house to play tricks with her but a grave housekeeper
wlo would not be given to that kind of thing, I came to
the cotelusion that the box in question was an extra-
ordinary box.  “J¢ was i the hall.”  Now if tho box
were no familiar box, and it was in the hall, the
inference stood that it had just arvived there. Did T
at this time associate the box intimately with the case?
I think not.

At all events I determined to go down to Tram and
investigate the case, and as with us detectives action
is as nearly simultanequs with determination to act as
it can be, I need not say that, making up my mind to



visit Tram, I was soon mnearing that station by the
first train which started after I had so determined.
ywCoing down I arranged mentally the process with
which I was to go through.
Firstly, T must sce the constable.

Secondly, I must talk to the girl Dinah,

Thirdly, I must examine the place of the mnurder.

All this would be casy work.

But what followed would be more difficult.

This was to apply what T should discover to any
persons whom my discoveries might implicate, and see
what T could make of it all.

Arrived at Tram at once 1 found out the constable,
and I am constrained to‘say—a greater fool T never
indeed did meet.

He was too stupid to be anything else than utterly,
though idiotically, Konest.

Under my corkserew-like qualitics as a detective he
had no more chance than a tender young cork with a
corkscrew proper. I believethattothecendof the chapter
lLie never comprehended that T was a detective.  His
mind could not grasp the idea of a police officer in
petticoats,

I questioned him as the shortest way of managing
him, smoothing his suspicions and his English with
shillings of the coin of this realm.

Directly I came face to face with him I knew what I
had to do. I had simply to question him, And here
I set out my questions and his angwers as closely as
I can recollect them, together with a narrative of the
actions which resulted out of both,



I told him at once I was curious to know all I
could about the affair; and as I illustrated this state-
ment ‘with the exhibition of the first shilling, in 2
moment I had the opportunity of seeing every
tooth he had in his head—thirty-two, Not one was
missing.

“There was found on the body a key and a mask—
where arc they ¥’

“War be they—why, in my box, sin’I be coon-
stubble !’

“Will you show thém me ¥’

¢ Oh, Isc show they ye!”

And thercupou he went to a box in the corner of
the room, and unlocked it sdlemnly.

As the constable of Tram it was perfectly natural
that he should keep possession of these objects, since a
verdict of wilful murder had been given, and at any
time, therefore, inquiries might have to be made.

From this box he took out a bundle ; this opened,
a suit of clothes came to view, and from the middle of
these he produced a key and a mask.

I examined the key first. Tt was a well-made—a
beautifully-made key, and very complicated. We con-
stables lcarn in the coursc of our experience a good
deal about keys, and therefore T saw at a glance that
it was the key to a complicated and more than ordina-
rily valuable lock.

Ou the hLighly-polished loop of the key a carefully-
cut number was engraved—No. 13,

Beyond all question this key was no ordinary key
to an ordinary lock. '
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Now, extraordinary locks and keys guard extraor-
dinary treasures.

The first inference I arrived at, therefore, from my
interview with the Tram constable was this—that the
key found upon the body opened a lock put upon
something valuable.

Then I examined the mask.

Tt was of black crape, stretched upon silver wire.
T had never scen anything like it before, although as
a detective T had been much mixed up with people
who v ore motls, both at masquerades aud on other
oceasions cven less satisfactory.

I thevefore inferred that the mask was of forcign
manufacture. ,

[T learut ultimately that I was-right, and no great
credit to me cither, for that which is not white may
fairly be guesscd to be of some other colour. The
mask was what is called abroad a msqire de luve, a
mask which, while it changes the countenance sufli-
ciently to prevent recognition, is made so delicately
that the material, crape, admits of free porspivation—
& condition which inferior masks will not admit.]

“ Anything elsc found on the hody ¥”

“Noa.”

“No skeleton keys ?”

“ Noa; on’y wan key.”

So, if the constable were vight, and if the body had
remained as it fell, when found by the gardener, Brown,
the only materials found were a‘key and mask,

But, surely, there was something else in the
pockets.



“ Was there no purse found #” I asked.

“ Noa; noa poorse.”

“ No handkerchief 1"

“Qol, ’ces ; thar war a kerchiefer.”

“ Where is it "

He went immediately to the bundle.

“ Arc these the clothes in which he was found 1”

« Eey, they be.” '

So far, so good, I felt.

The constable, stupid and lLonest as he appeared,
and as he cxistéd, was very suspicious, and therefore
1 felt that he had to be managed most carefully.

Having hooked the handkerchicf out from some
reecss in the bundle wilh the flattest forefinger 1
think I ever remarked, he handed it to me.

It was o woman’s handkerchief.

It was new; had apparently never been used ; there
was no crease nor dirt upon it, as there would have
been hiad it been carried long in the pocket; and it
was marked in the corner ¢ Freddy’—undoubtedly
the diminution for Frederica.

“ Was the ‘kerchiefer, ” I asked, using the word the
constable had used— was it wrapped in anything 9

“ Noa.”

“ What pocket was it in §”

“ Noa poockut.”

“Where was it, then ”

“In's weekit, agin’s hart, an’ joost aboove th' ole
made in "um.”

Now, what was the inference of the haudker-
chief.
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It was a womau's; it was not soiled; it had not
Yeen worn long; it was thrust in his breast; it was
mdcked.

The inference stood thus :

This handkerchief belonged to a woman, in all pro-
bability young, whose Christian name was Frederica ;
as it was not soiled, and as it was not blackened by
wear, it had recently been given to, or taken, by him ;
and as the handkerchief was found in the breast of his
shirt, it appeared to have been looked upon with
favour. Suppose then we say that it was a gift by a
young woman to the deceased about the time when
he was setting out on his expedition 1

Now, the deceased had left London within eighteen
hours of his death ; had the handkerchief been given
him in London or after he left town %

Aguin, had the mask anything to do with this
woman }

Taking it up again and re-examining it, the delicacy
of the fabric struck me more than before, and raising
it close to my eyes to make & still narrower examina-
tion I found that it was scented. .

The inference stood, upon the whole, that this mask
had belonged to a woman,

Again I began to question Joseph ngxm constable.

1 should be glad to look at the clothes,” I said.

“ Lard, thee may look,” said the constable,

They were an ordinary suit of clothes, such as a
middic-class man would wear of a.morning, but not
to geod or fashionable as one might have expected to
tind in wear by the son of a wealthy squire. .



[This apparent incongruity was soon explained away
by my learning, as T did in the cvening of my arrival,
that the squire was mean and even parsimonious.} |

There was nothing in the pockets, but my atication
was called to the flufy state of the cloth, which was a
dark grey, and which therefore in a grcat measure hid
this fluffiness.

“You have not been taking care of these clothes, I
am afraid.”

“They be joost as they coomed arf him !”

& \leat,. was all this fluff about the cloth ?°

“Yoa”

[Yoa was a new version of “c-es,” and both meant
“yes,”

“They look as though they had been rolled about
a bed.”

“Noa.”

The clothes in question were stained on their under
side with gravel-marks, and they were still damp on
these parts.

The remarking of this fact, veculled to my mind
somgthing which came out at the inquest, and which
now I remembered and kept in mind while examining
the state of the clothes.

On the Monday night, as the body was discovered
on the Tuesday moruing, it had rained.

Now the clothes were not damp all over, for the
flufl’ was quite wavy, and flew about in the air. It
was necessary t¢ know what time it left ofl’ raining on
the Monday night, or Tuesday morning.

It was very cvident that the clothes had not been



exposed to rain between the time of their obtaining
the fluflincss and the discovery of the body. There-
fore ascertain at what hour the rain ceased, and 1 hiad
the space of time (the hour at which the body was
discovered being half-past five) within which the body
had been deposited.

The constable knew nothing about the rain, and I
believe it was at this point, in spite of the shillings,
that the officer began to show rustie signs of imja-
tience.

I may add here that I found the rain had only ceited
at three o'clock on the Tuesday morning. It was
therefore clear that the bLody lLad been deposited
between threc and half-past five—z.co hours and a-half.

This discovery I made that same evening of my laud-
lIady, a most useful person.

Now, does it not strike the reader that three o'clock
on & May morning, and when the morning had almost
come, was an extraordinarily late hour at which to be
poaching ?

This indisputable fact, taken into consideration with
the reedlessness of the mask (for poachers do not
wear masks), and the state of the clothes, to say
nothing of the kind of clothes found on the deceased,
led me to throw over Mr. Martoun’s theory that the
young squire had met bis death in a poaching affray,
or rather while out on a poaching expedition.

I took a little of the fluff from the clothes and care-
fully put it away in my pocket-book.

The last thing I examined.was ghe barb which had
caused the death, .



And here I admit T was utterly foiled—completely,
positively foiled. T had never seen anything of the
kind before—never.

1t was a very coarse iron barh, shaped something like
a queen’s broad arrow, only that the flanges widened
from their point, so that cach appeared in shape like
the blade of a much-worn penkuife.  The shaft was
irvegular and perhaps even coarser than the rest of the
work. The weapon was made of very poor irvon, for T
turned its point by driving it, not Ly any means
Leavily, against the frame of the window—to the
intense disgust of the eonstble, whese exclamation,
I remember thoroughly well, was “ Woun.”

Now what did I gain by my visit to the constable?
This series of suppositions :—

That the deceased was placed where e was found
betwien three and half-past five a.m. on the Tuesday ;
that e was not killed from any result of a poaching
expedition ; and that he bad visited o youngish woman
named FPrederiea a few hours before death, and of whom
he had reccived a handkerchief and possibly a mask.

The ouly troublesame point was the key, which, by
the way, had been found in a small fob-pocket in the
waist of the coat.

While taking my tea at the inn at which 1 had
set down, T need not say I asked plenty of questions,
and hearing a Mrs. Green frequently referrved to, I
surmised she was a busybody, and getting her address,
as that of a pleasant body who let Jodpings, T may ab
once add that that night ' slept in the best room of
the pleasant body’s house.



She was the most incorrigible talker ever I encoun-
tered.  Nor was she devoid of sharpness ; indeed, with
mere circumspeetion than she possessed, or let me say,
with ordinary circumspection, she would have made a
geod ordinary police-officer, and had she possessed that
qualification I might have done something for her.
Ag it was the idea could not be cntertained for any
part of a moment.

She was wonderful, this Mrs. Green.

You only had to put a question on any point, and
she abandoned the subjeet in which she had been in-
dulging, and sped away on a totally new tack.

She was ravenous to talk, of the murder ; for it was
lher foregone conclusion that murder had been com-
mitted.

Tu a few words, all the information afforded to this
point, which has not arisen out of my own seeking, or
came Dy copy from the county newspaper (and much
of that information which is to follow) all proceeded
from the same gushing source—Mus. Green.

All T had to do was to put another question when I
thought we had exhausted the previous one, and away
she went again at score, and so we continued from
seven to eleven. It was half-past eight for nine before
she cleared away the long-since cold and sloppy tea-
things.

“ And what has become of Mrs. Quinion ?” T asked,
in the course of this to me valuable entertainment on
the part of Mrs. Green, throughout the whole of wlrich
she never asked me my business *n these parts (though
I felt quite sure so perfect a busybody was dying to



know my affairs), because any inquiry would have called
for a reply, and this'was what she could not endure
while I was willing to listen to her. Hence she
chose the less of two evils,

“ And what became of the girl ?”

“ What gal §”

“ Dinah.”

“Dinah Yarton ?”

“Yes. I believe that was her name.”

“Lor’ bless ee ! it’s as good and as long as a blessed
big book to tell "ee all about Dinah Yarton. She left
two days after, and they not having a bed for she at
the Lamb and Flag, and JI having a bed, her came
here—the Tamb and Flag people always sending me
their over beds, bless®em, bless ’ce! and that’s how I
comes to know arl about it, bless ’ee, and the big
box 1"

[The box—now this was certainly what T did want
Mrs. Green to come to. The reader will remember
that I laid some stress upon the girl’s frequent refe-
rence to the trunk.]

“Bless ec! the big box caused arl the row, because
Mrs. Quinion said she were a fool to have been fright-
cned by a big box ; butso Dinah would be, and so her
did, being probable in the nex’ county at this time, at
Little Pocklington, where her mother lives making
lace, and her father a farmer, and where her was born
—Dinah, and not har mother—on the 1st o’ April, 1835,
being now twenty years old. What art thee doing?
bless ’ce!”

[T was making a note of Little Pocklington.]



=HU THE UNKNOWN WEADPON.

Nor will T here male any further verbatim notes of
Murs. Green’s remarks, but use them as they are re-
qu'ired in my own way, and as in actuality really I
did turn them to account.

I dotermined to see the girl at once ; that is, after
T had had a night’s rest.  And therefore next morn-
ing, after carefully sceing my box and bag were locked,
T made a quick breakfast, and sallied out. Reaching
the station, there was Mrs, Green,  She had obviously
got the start of me by crossing Goose Green fields, as
in fact she told me.

She said she thought T must have dropped that, and

had come to sce.

“That” was o purse so old thap it wasa curiosity.

“ Bless ee 1" she says, “isn’t yourn ¢ Odd, beant it ?
But, bless ’ec ! y¢1l have to wait an hour for a train.
There beant a train to anywhere for arl an hour.”

“Then I'll take a walk,” said 1.

“Shall T come, and tark pleasant to ’cc?” asked
Murs, Green.

“No,” I replied ; “T’ve some business to transacl.”

1 had an hour to spare, and remembering thet T
had scen the things at Higging’s by a failing cvening
light, T thought I would again visit that worthy, and
make a second inspection.

It was perhaps well T did so.

Not that 1 discovered anything of further impor-
tance, but the atom of novelty of which I wade myself
master, helped to coufirm me in my belief that the
deccased had visited a young wowman, probably a lady,

a very short time before his deatls



Higgins, a saddler by trade, was not at all delighted
at my re-appearance, and veally T wag afraid T
should have to stale what I was in order to get m$
way, and then civilly Lully him into scerecy. Dut
happily his beliel in me as o mild mad woman over-
came his surliness, and so with the help of a few more
shillings 1 exnmined once more the clothes found on
the unfortunate young squire,

Aud now, in the full Llzing epring moruing suu-
light, 1 saw what had missed iy view on the previous
evening.  This was nothing less tiran a bright erimson
scrap of silk braid, such as ladies use in prosceuting
their embroidery studies.

This bit of braid had been wound round and round
a hroast button, and then tied in a natty Low at ithe
top.

“Bhe is a lady,” T thought ; “and she was resting
Lier head against Lis breast when she tied that it of
braid there. She is innocent, I should think, or she
never would have done such a childish action as
that.”

Higgins put away the dead youil’s clothes with a
discontented air. ‘

“Look ye yere—do'ce think ye'l want ’em wuncet
more ¥’ i

“No.”

“« Wull, if ce do, "ee wunt have un”

“Oh, very well,” T said, and went back 1o the sta-
tion.

Of course there way DMrs. Green on the watel,
though in the morning I had seen about the liouse



symptoms of the day being devoted to what I have
heard comic Londoners describe as ¢ a water party”—
ip other words, a grand wash.

That wash Mrs. Green had deserted.

“ Bless "ce, I'm waitin’ for a dear fren !”

“Oh, indeed, Mrs. Green.”

“Shall I take ticket for ’ee, dear "

“Yes, if you like. Take it for Stokeley,” said I,

“ Four mile away,” says Mrs. Green. “Ive got a
fren’ at Stokeley. I wounds if your fren’ be my fren’!
Who be your frer’, bless ’ec 1"

“ Mrs. Blotchley.”

“What, her as lives near th' peump?” (pump)

“Yes.”

“QOb, I don’t know she.”

It scemed o me Mrs. Green was awed—I never
learnt by what, because as I never knew Mrs, Dlotch-
ley, and dropped upon her name by chance, and indeed
never visited Stokeley, why Green had all the benefit
of the discovery.

“And, Mrs. Green, if I am not home by nine, do
not sit up for me.”

“ Ol !—goin’ maybe to sleep at Zer hoose ¥

“ Very likely.”

“Oh!”

And as Mrs, Green here dropped me a curtsey T
have remained under the impression that Mrs. B. was
a lady of consequence whose grandeur Mrs. Green
saw reflected upon me.

I have no doubt the mformatlon she put at once in



circulation helped to screen the actual purpose for
which I had arrived at Tram from leaking out.

When the train reached Stokeley I procure:l
another ticket on to Little Pocklington, and reached
that town about two in the atternoon. It was not
more than sixty miles from Tram.

The father of this Dinah Yarton was one of those
small few-acre farmers who throughout the country
are gradually but as certainly vanishing.

1 may perhaps at once say that the poor girl Dinah
had no less than three fits over the cross-examination
to which I submitted her, and here (to the honour of
rustic human nature) let it be recorded that actually I
had tb use my last resource, and show myself to be a
police-officer, by the production of my warrant in the
presence of the Little Pocklington constable, who was
brought into the affair, before I could overcome the
objections of the girl's father. He with much juscifia-
able reason urged that the “darned” business had
alrcady half-killed lis wench, and he would be
“darned” if I should altogether send her out of the
“warld.”

As I have said, the unhappy girl had three fits, and
1 have no doubt the family were heartily glad when I
had turned my back upon the premises.

The unhappy young woman had to make twenty
struggles before she could find one reply. )

Here I need not repeat her evidence to that point
past which it was not carried when she stood before the
coroner and jury, but I will commence from that point.



“Dinah,” T inquired in a quict tonc, and T believe
the fussiness betrayed by the girl’s mother tended as
much to the fits as the girl's own nervousncss-—
© Dinah, what was all that about the big box 1

“ Darn the box,” said the mother.

And here it was that the unfortunate girl took her
second fit. ’

“There, she’s killed my Dinah now,” said the old
woman, and it must be confessed Dinah was horribly
couvulsed, and indeed looked frightful in the extreme.
The poor creature was quite an hour fighting with the
fit, and when she came to and opened her eyes, the
first object they met made her shut them again, for
that object was myself. ¢ .

Iowever, I had my duty to perform, and thercin
lies the excuse for my torture.

“ What—och— o-0-oh wha-at did thee say 1°

“ What about the big box ”

“Doa noa.” [This was the mode in those parts of
saying I do not know."]

“Where was it 17

“In Al hall”

“Where did it come from ¥’

“Doa non.”

“«Jlow long had it been there

“Sin’ the day afore.”

“ Who bLrought it §”

“ Doa noa.”

“ Was it a man #°

“Nou.”

“What then ¢



% Two men.”
“ How did they come 7"
“They coomed in a great big waggoon.”
« And did they bring the box in the waggon I”
“You.” [This already I knew meant ¢ Yes.”]
« And they left the box at the hall ¥
“Yoa.”
“ What then ¥
“Whoa?” [This I guesscd meant « What”]
“ What did they say ¥’
& Zed box wur for squoire.”
“ Did they both carry it9”
“Yoa.”
“ITow ¥” -
“ Carefool loike.” [IIere there were symplows of
another convulsion.]
“ What became of the big box ¢”
“Doa noa.”
“ Did they come for it again 1"
¢ Doa noa.”
“1s it there now 7
" ¢ Noa.”
“Then it wenb away again §”
“You”
“ You did not see it taken away ¥”
“ Now.”
“Then how do you know it is not there now %"
“ Doa noa.
“DBut you say it is not at the hall—how do you
know that ?”
¢ Mrs. Quanyan (Quiniorn) told T men had been for it.”



“When was that #’

“ After I'd been garne to bed.”

“ Was it there the next morning %"

'« Whoa P’

“Was it there the morning when they found the
young squire dead outside the door ?”

And now “Diney,” as her mother called her,
plunged into the third fit, and in the early throes of
that convulsion I was forced to leave her, for her
father, an honest fellow, told me to leave his house,
“ arficer or no arficer,” and that if I did not do so he
would give me what he called a “sta-a-art.”

Under the circumstances I thought that perhaps it
was wise to go, and did depart accordingly.

That night T remained in Little Pocklington in the
hope, in which I was so grievously disappointed, of dis-
covering further particulars which the girl might have
divulged to her companions. But in the first place
Diney had no companions, and in the sccond all at-
tempts to draw people out, for the casc had been copicd
into that county paper which held sway at Little
Pocklington, all attempts signally failed.

Upon my return to Tram, Mrs. Green received me
with all the honours, clearly as a person who had
visited Mrs. Blotchley, and I noticed that the parlour
fire-place was decorated with a new stove-ornament in
paper of a fiery and flaring description.

I thanked Mrs, Green, and in answer to that lady's
inquiries 1 was happy to say Mrs. Blotchley was well—
except a slight cold.  Yes, 1 had slept there. What
did 1 have for dinner at Mrs. Blotchley’s? Well,



really I had forgotten. ¢ Dear heart,” said Mrs,
Green, “’ow unfortnet.” .

After secing ¢ Diney,” and in coming home by the
train (and indeed I canalways think well while travel-
ling), I turned over all that I had pinched out of
Dinah Yarton in reference to the big box.

Did that box, or did it not, in any way relate to the
death ?

It was large ; it had been carried by two men ; and
according to Dinah’s information it had been removed
again from the hall.

At all events I must find out what the box
meant.

The whole affair was still so warm—not much more
than a fortnight had passed since the occurrence—
that I still felt sure all particulars about that date
which had been noticed would be remcmbered.

1 set Mrs. Green to work, for nobody could better
suit my purpose. )

“Mrs. Green, can®you find out whether any strange
carrier’s cart or waggon, containing a very big box,
was seen in Tram on the Monday, and the day before
youué Mr. Petleigh’s body was found ¢’

I saw happiness in Mrs. Green’s face ; and having
thus set her to work, I put myself in the best order,
and went up to Petleighcote Hall.

The door was opened (with suspicious slowness) by
a scrvant-woman, who closed it again before she took
my message and a card to Mrs. Quinion. The message
consisted ot a stutement that I had como after the
character of a servant.

17



A few moments passed, and I was introduced into
the housekeeper’s presence.

T found her a calm-looking, fine, portly woman, with
much quiet determination in her countenance. She
was by no means badly featured.

She was quite self-possessed.

The following conversation took place between us.
The reader will see that not the least reference was
made by me to the real object of my visit—the prose-
cution of an inquiry as to the mode by which young
Mr. Petleigh had met his death,  And if the reader
compluins that there is much fulsity in what I state, T
would urge that as cvil-doing is a kind of lic levelled
at society, if it is to be eSuquered it must be met on
the side of society, through its employds, by similar
false action.

Here is the conversation.

« Mrs. Quinion, I believe !’

“Yes,as I am usually fermed—but let that pass.
You wish to see me ¥’

“VYes; T have called about the character of a ser-
vant.”

“ Indeed—who ¥’

“ I was passing through Tram, where I shall remain
some days, on my way from town to York, and I
thought it would be wise to make & personal inquiry,
which 1 find much the Lest plan in all aflairs relating
to my scrvants.”

“ A capital plan ; but as you came frow town, why
did you not apply to the town housekeeper, since 1



have no doubt you take the young person from the
town house I

“There is the difficulty, I should take the young
person, if her character were to answer, from a sert
of charity. She has never been in town, and heres
my doubt. However, if you give me any hope of the
young person——"

“What is her name " -~

“ Dinah—Dinah—you will allow me to refer to my
pocket-book.”

“Don’t take that trouble,” said she, and T thought
she looked pale; but her pallor might have been
owing, I thought at the time, to the deep mourning
she was wearing ; “ you mean Dinah Yarton.”

“ Yarton—that is thename. Do you think she will
suit 7’

“ Much depends upon what she is wanted for.”

“ An under nurserymaid.”

“Your own family ¥

“Oh, dear no—a sister’s.”

“Intown?”

[She asked this question most calmly.]

« No—abroad.”

“Abroad? and 1 remarked that she uttered the
word with an cnergy which, though faint in itself,
spoke volumes when compared with her previous
serenity.

“VYes” I said, ¢ my sister’s family are about leaving
England for Italy, where they will remuin for years.
Do you think this girl would do ¥”

17—2



“Well—yes. She is not very bright, it is true, but
she is wonderfully clean, honest, and extremely fond
of children.”

Now, it struck me then and there that the expe-
rience of the housekeeper at childless Petleighcoto as
to Dinah’s love of children must have been extremely
limited.

“What I most liked in Dinah,” continued Mrs.
Quinion, “was her frankness and trustworthiness.
There can be no doubt of her gentleness with chil-
dren.”

“May T ask why you parted ‘with her ”

“Bhe left me of her own free will. We had, two
or three weeks since, a very sad affair Lere. 1t
operated much upon her ; she wished to get away from
the place; and indced I was glad she determined to
go.”

“ Has she good health ¥’

“Very fair health.”

Not a word about the fits.

It struck me Mrs. Quinion relished the idea of
Dinah Yarton’s going abroad.

«T think I will recommend her to my sister.  She
tells me she would have no objection to go abroad.”

*“Ob ! you have seen her ¥’

“Yes—the day before yesterday, and Leforcleaving
for town, whence 1 came here. I will recommend the
girl.  Good morning.”

“Good morning, ma’am ; but before you go, will
you allow me to take the liberty of asking you, sinco
you are from London, if you can rceommend me a



town servant, or at all events a young person who
comes from a distance. When the family is away T
require ouly one servant here, and T am:npt able, to
obtain this one now that the hall has got amongst tls
scandal-mongers, owing to the catastrophe to which I
have already referred. The young person I have
with me is intolerable ; she has only been here
four days, and I am quite sure she must not remain
fourteen.” .

“Well, T think I can recommend you a young
person, strong and willing to please, and who only left
my sister’s household on the score of followers. Shall
I write to my sister’s housekeeper and see what is to
be done ¥" ’

“I should be most obliged,” said Mrs. Quinion ;
“but where may I address a letter to you in event of
my having to write 1"

“Oh ! I replied, “I shall remain at Tram quite a
week. I have received a tclegraphic message which
makes my journey to the north needless ; and as I have
met here in Tram with a person who is a friend of an
humple friend of mine, I am in no hurry to quit the
place.

“Indecd ! may I ask who %"

«QOld Mrs. Green, at the corner of the Market
Place, and her friend is Mrs. Blotchley of Stokeley.”

“ Oh, thank you. I know neither party.”

“ I may possibly see you again,” I continued.

“Most obliged,” continued Mrs. Quinion ; “shall
be most happy.”

“ Good morning.”



RUA " THE UNKNOWN WEALON,

She returned the salute, and there was an end of
the visit.

‘And then it came about that upon returning to the
house of old Mrs. Green, I said in the most innocent
manuer in the world, and in order to make all my acts
and words in the place as consistent as possible, for
in a small country town if you do not do your false-
hood deftly you will very quickly be discovered—I
said to that willing gossip—

“Why, Mrs. Green, I find you are a friend of Mus.
Blotchley of Stokeley !” )

“ E-cs,” she said in a startled manner, “JIse her
fren’, Lless "ce.”

“ And I'm gratified to hear it, for as her friend you
are mine, Mrs. Green.”

And here I took her hand.

No wonder after our interview was over that she
went out in her best bounet, though it was only
Wedunesday. I felt sure it was quite out of honour to
Mbrs. Blotchley and her friend, who had claimed her
friendship, and the history of which she was taking
out to tea with her, o

Of the interview with Mrs. Green I must say a fow
words, and in her own expressions.

“Well, Mrs. Green, have you heard of any unusual
cart having been seen in Tram on the day Lefore Mr.
Petleigh was found dead ¥”

“ Lardy, lardy, e-cs,” said Mrs, Green ; “but bless
*ce,- whaty want to kuow for ¥’ )

“1 want to know if it was Mrs, Blotchley’s brother's
cart, that’s all.”



“Des say it war. I've been arl over toon speering
aboot that waggoon. I went to Jones the baker, and
Willmott, who married Mary Sprinters—which wur
on’y fair ; the grocer, an’ him knowed nought abou ;
it ; an’ the bootcher in froont street, and bootcher in
back street ; and Mrs, Macnab, her as mangles, and no
noos, bless ’ce, not even of Tom Hatt the milkman,
but, lardy, lardy! when Ise tarking for a fren’ o’ my
fren’s Ise tark till never. ’Twur draper told I arl
aboot the ca-art.”

“What?" I said, T am afraid too cagerly for a de-
tective who knew her business thoroughly.

“ Why, draper White war oot for stroll loike, an’
looking about past turmnnr to the harl (hall), and then
he sees coming aloong a cart him guessed wur coming
to him’s shop ; but, bless ee, "'bwarnt comin’ to his shop
ab ARL!”

“ Where was it going 7°

“Why the cart turned roight arf to harl, and that
moost ha’ been wher they cart went to ; and, bless ’ee,
that's arl.”

Then Mrs. Green, talking like machinery to the very
threshold, went, and I guess put on her new bonnet
instanter, for she wore it before she went out, and
when she brought in my chop and potatoes.

Meanwhile I was ruminating the news of the box,
if I may be allowed the figure, and piecing it together.

It was pretty clear to me that a box had been
taken to the hall, for the evidence of the girl Dinah
and that which Mrs, Green brought together coincided
in supporting a sup[;osibion to that effect.



The girl said a big box (which must have been
large, seeing it took two men to carry it) had been
brought to the hall in a large cart on the day pre-
viBus to the finding of the body.

1t was on that day the draper, presumably, had
scen a large cart turn out of the main road towards
Petleighcote.

Did that cart contain the box the girl Dinah re-
ferred to ?

If so, had it anything to do with the death ?

Tf so, where was it ?

If hidden, who had hidden it ?

These were the questions which flooded my mind,
and which the reader will sce were sufficiently im-
portant and equally embarrassing.

The first question to be decided was this,—

IIad the big box anything to do with the matter ?

I first wrole my letter to head quarters putting
things in train to plant one of our people as serving
woman at Petleighcote, and then T sallied out to visit
Mr. White, the draper.

He was what men would call a “jolly” man, one
who took a good deal of gin-and-water, and the world
as it came. 1lle was a man to be hail met with the
world, but to find it rather a thirsty sphere, and
diligently to spirit-and-water that portion of it con-
tained within his own suit of clothes.

Ile was a man to be rushed at and tilted over with
confidence.

“ Mr. White,” suid I, “I want an umbrella, and also
a few words with you.”, '



»

“ Both, mum,” said he; and I would have bet,
for though a woman I am fond of a little wager now
and then,—ycs, I would have bet that before his
fourth sentence he would drop the “ mum.”

« Here are what we have in umberellers, mum.”

“Thank you. Do you remember meeting a strange
cart on the day, a Monday, before Mr. Petleigh—
Petleigh— what was his name }—was found dead out-
side the hall * T mention that horrid circumstance to
recall the day to your mind.”

“Well, yes, I do, mum, T’ve been hearing of this
from Mary Green.”

¢ What kind of cart wag it ?”

“ Well, mum, it was a wholesale fancy article ma-
nufacturer’s van.”

“ Ah, such as travel from drapers to drapers with
samples, and sometimes things for sale.”

“Yes; that were it.”

[He dropped the mum at the fourth sentence.]

“A very large van, in which a man could almost
stand upright ¥

“ A man, my dear!” He was just the kind of man
to "l.ny dear” a customer, though by so doing he should
offend her for life. “ Half-a-dozen of em, and filled with
boxes of samples, in each of which you might stow
away a long—what's the matter, ch ? What do you
want to find out about the van for, eh #’

“Ol, pray don’t ask me, White,” said I, knowing
the way to such a nan’s contidence is the road of fami-
liarity. “Don’t, don't inquire what. Dut iell me,
how myny men were there on the van ¥’



“ Two, my dear.”

“ What wero they like$”

¢ Well, T didn’t notice.”

“Did you know them, or cither of them ¥

“Ha! I see,” said White; and I am afraid I
allowed him to infer that he had surprised a personal
sceret.  “ No; I knew necither of ’em, if 7 know it.
Strangers to me. Of course 7 thought they were
coming with samples to my shop; for T am the only
one in the village. But they prox'r.”

“No; they went to the hall, I believe P

“Yes, I thought they bad turned wrong, and 1
hollered after them, but it was nouse. I wish I could
describe them for you, my dear, but I can't. Illow-
ever, I believe they looked like gentlemen. Do you
think that description will answer ¢”

“Did they afterwards come into the town, Mr.
‘White #”

“Well, my dcar, they did, and baited at the White
Ilorse, and then it was I was so surprised they did
not call. And then—in fact, my dear, if you would
like to know all—-"

“Oh, don’t keep anything from me, White.”

“Well, then, my dear, 1 went over as they were

making ready to go, and T asked them if they were
looking for a party of the name of White? And
then—-"

“ Oh, pray, pray continue.”

“Well, then, one of them told me vo go to a place,
to repeat which before you, my dear, I would not;



from which it seemed to me that they did not want a
person of the name of White.”

“ And, Mr., White, did they quit Tram by the same
road as that by which they entered it "

“No, they did not ; they drove out at the other end
of the town.”

“Is it possible? And tell me, Mr. White, if they
wanted to got bacl tothe hall, could they have done so
Ly any other means than by returning through the
village ¥

“ No, not without —let me sce, my dear—not with-
out going thirty miles round by the heath, which,”
added Mr. White, “and np offence, my dear, I am
bound to submit they were not men who seemed likely
to take any unnecessary trouble; or why—why in
fact did they tell me to go to where in fact they told
me to go to ¥’

“True; but they may have returncd, and you not
know anything about it, Mr. White.”

“ There you have it, my dear. You go to the gate-
man, and as it’s only three weeks since, you take his
wor® for Tom remembers every vehicle that passes
his "pike—there arc not many of them, for business is
woundily slack. Tom remembers ’em all for a good
quarter.”

“Oh, thank you, Mr. White. I think I'll take the
green umbrella. How much is it %

“Now look here, my dear,” the draper continued,
leaning over the counter, and dropping his voice; “I
know the umbereller. is the excuse. and thoueh busi-



ness s bad, I'm sure I don’t want you to take it ; un-
less, indeed, you want it,” he added, the commercial
spirit struggling with the spirit proper of the man.

" «Thank you,” said I “Tll take the green—you
will kindly let me call upon you again #”

“ With pleasure, my dear ; as often as you like;
the more the Letter. And look here, you need not
buy any more umberellers or things. You just drop
in in a friendly way, you know. I see it all.”

“Thank you,” I said ; and making an escape I was
rather desirous of obtaining, I left the shop, which, I
regret to say, I wag ungrateful enough not to revisit.
Dut, on the other hand, T met White several and at
most inconvenient times, '

Tom the 'pikeman’s memory for vehicles was, I
found, a proverb in the place ; and when 1 went to
him, he remembered the vehicle almost before I could
explain its appedrance to him.

As for the yuestion—#“Did the van return?’—he
treated the “ Are you sure of it %’ with which I met
his shake of the head—he treated my doubt with such
violent decision that I became confident he was right.

Unless he was bribed to secrecy ?

But the donbt was ridiculous ; for could all the town
be bribed to secrecy ?

1 determined that doubt at once. And indeed it is
the great gain and drawback to our profession that we
have to doubt so imperiously. To believe every man
to be honest till he is found out to be a thief, is a
motto most self-respecting men cling to ; but we de-
tectives on the contrery would not gain salt to our



bread, much less the bread itself, if we adopted such &
belief. We have to believe every man a rogue till, after
turning all sorts of evidence inside out, we can only
discover that he is an honest man. And even theh
T am much afraid we are not quite sure of him.

I am aware this is a very dismal way of looking
upon society, but the more thinking amongst my pro-
fession console themselves with the knowledge that
our system is a necessary one (under the present con-
dition of society), and that thcrefore in conforming
to the melancholy rules of this system, however repul-
sive we may feel them, we are really doing good to our
brother men.

Returning home after I° left- the ’pikeman—from
whom I ascertained that the van had passed his gate
at half-past eight in the evening, I turned over all my
new information in my mind.

The girl Dinah must have seen the box in the hall
as she went to bed. Say this was half-past nine; at
half-past five, at the time the alarm was given, the box
was gone.

This made cight hours.

N(:w, the van had lett Tram at halfpast eight, and
to get round to the hall it had to go thirty miles by
night over a heath. (By a reference to my almanack I
found there was no moon that night.) Now, take it
that a heavy van travelling by night-time could not
go more than five miles an hour, and allowing the
horse an hLour’s rest when half the journey was
accomplished, we find that seven hours would be re-
quired to accomplish that distance.



This would bring the earliest time at which the van
could arrive at the hall at half-past three, assuming no
impediments to arise.

+ There would be then just two hours before the
body was discovered, and actually as the dawn was
breaking.

Such a venture was preposterous even in the con-
templation.

In the first place, why should the box be left if it
were to be called for again ¢

In the sccond, why should it be ealled for so early
in the morning as half-past three ?

And yet at half-past five it had vanished, and Mus,
Quinion had said to the girl (1 assumed the girl's evi-
dence to be true) that the box had been taken away
again,

From my investigation of these facts I inferred—
firstly :

That the van which brought the box had not taken
it away. ’

Secondly: That Mrs. Quinion, for some as yet unex-
plained purpose, had wished the girl to suppose the box
had been rciaoved.

Thirdly : That the box was still in the house.

Fourthly : That as Mrs. Quinion had stated the box
was gone, while it was still on the premises, she had
some purpose (surely important) in stating that it had
been taken away.

It was late, but T wanted to comrlote my day’s work
as far as it lay in my power.

1 had two things to do.



Firstly, to send the “fluff” which I had gatucrea
from the clothes to a microscopic chemist; aud
sccondly, to make some inquiry at the inn where
the van-attendants had baited, and ascertain what they
were,

Therefore I put the ¢ fluff” in a tin box, and directed
it to the gentleman who is good cnough to control these
kind of investigations for me, and going out I posted
my communication. Then I madc for the tavern, with
the name of which Mrs. Green had readily flumshed
me, and asked for the landlady.

The interest she exhibited showed me in a moment
that Mris. Greeuw's little remarks and Mr. White's
frank observations had got yound to that quarter.

And Lere let me break off for a moment to show
how nicely people will gull themselves. I had plainly
made no admission which personally identified me with
the van, and yet peol;lc had already got up a very
sentimental feeling in my favour-in reference to that
vehicle.

For this arrangement 1 was unfeignedly glad. It
furnished a motive for my remaining in Tram, which
was fust what 1 wanted.

And furthermore, the tale I told Mrs. Quinion
about my remaining in Tram because I had found a
friend of my own friend, would, if it spread (which it
did not, from which I inferred that Mrs. Quinion had
no confidences with the Tram maiden at that hour with
her, and that this Jatter did not habitually listen) do
me no harm, as T wight ostensibly be supposed to in-
vent a fib which might cover my supposed tribulation.



Here is a condensation of the conversatwn I had with
the landlady.

“Ah! 1 know; I'm glad to sec you. Pray sit
dbwn. Take that chair—it’s the easicst. And how
are you, my poor dear 1’

“ Not strong,” I had to say.

“Abh! and well you may not be.”

“I came to ask, did two persons, driving a van—a
large black van, picked out with pale blue (this descrip-~
tionI had got from {he ’pikeman)—stop here on the
day before Mr. I've forgotten his name—the young
squirc’s death?”

“ Yes, my poor dear, an’ a tall gentleman with
auburn whiskers, and tle other shorter, without

whiskers.”

“ Dear me ; did you notice anything peculiar in the
tall gentleman ¥

“Well, my poor deur, T noticed that every now and
then his uppcr lip flitched a bit, like a dog’s asleep will
sometimes go.”

Here T sighed.

“ And the other ¥ I continucd.

“Oh! all that seemed odd in him was that he brcke
out into bLits of song, something like birds more nor
English Christian singing ; which the words, if words
there were, I could not understand.”

“ Italian scraps,” I thought; and immediately I
associated this evidence of the man with the foreign
mask.

If they were commercial travellers,one of them was
certaiuly an unusual one, operatic accomplishments



not being usually one of the tendencies of commercial

men.

“ Were they nice people ¥’

“Oh !” says the landlady, concessively and hurriedly-
“they were every inch gentlemen ; and I said to mine,
said I—¢they aint like most o’ the commercial travel-
lers that stop here ;” and mine answers me back, ¢ No,’
says he, ¢ for commercials prefers beers to sherries, and
whiskies after dinner to both I'”

“Oh! did they only drink wine #”

“ Nothing but sherry, my dear; and says they to
mine—‘Very good wine’—those were their very
words—¢ whatever you do, bLring it dry; and said
mine—I saying his very wdrds—¢Gents, I will.””

Some more conversation ensued, with which I need
not trouble the reader, though I elicited several points
which were of minor importance.

I was not permitted to leave the hotel without
“partaking,”—T use the landlady’s own verb—without
partaking of a warmer and stronger comfort than is
to be found in mere words.

And the last inference I drew, before satisfactorily
I went to bed that night, was to the effect that the
apparent commercial travellers were not commercial
travellers, but men leading the lives of gentlemon.

And now as I have set out a dozen inferences
which rest upon very good evidence, before I go to
the history of the work of the following days, I must
recapitulate these inferences—if 1 may use so pompous
a word.

They are as follow :*—
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1. That the key found on the body opened a recep-
tacle containing treasure.

2. That the mask found on the body was of foreign
manufacture.

3. That the handkerchief found on the body had very
recently belonged to a young lady named Frederica,
and to whom the deccased was probably deeply
attached.

4. That the circumstances surrounding the deceased
showed that he had been engaged in no poaching
cxpedition, nor in any house-lreaking attempt, not-
withstanding the presence of the mask, because no
house-breaking implements were found upon him.

6. That the younglady was innocent of participation
in whatever evil work the deceased may have been
engaged upon. |[This inference, however, was solely
based upon the discovery of the embroidery braid
round the button of the deceased’s coat. This in-
ference js the least supported by evidence of the whole
dozen.] -

7. That a big box had been tuken to the hall on
the day previous to that on which the dcuased was
found dead outside the hall.

8. That the box was not removed again in the van
in which it had been brought to the house.

9. That whatever the box contained that something
was heavy, as it took the two men to carry it into
the house.

10. That Mrs. Quinion, for some so far unexplain-
able reason, had endeavoured to make the witness Dinah



Yarton believe that the box had been removed ; whilo,
in fact, the box was still in the house.

11. That as Mrs. Quinion had stated the box
was gone while it was still on the premises, she fad
some importaut motive for saying it had been taken
away.

12. That the van-attendants, who were apparent
commercial travellers, were not comnercial travellers,
and were in the habit of living the lives of gentlemen.

And what was the condensed inference of all these
inferences 1

Why—THAT TIIE FIRST PROBABLE MEANS BY WHICL
THE SOLUTION OF THE MYSTERY WAS TO BE ARRIVED
AT WAS TIE FINDING OF TIE BOX.

To hunt for this box it was necessary that I should
obtain free admission to Petleighcote, and by the
most extraordinary chance Mrs. Quinion had herself
thrown the opportunity in my way by asking me to
rccommend her a town servant.

Of course, beyond any question, she had made this
request with the idea of obtaining a servant who,
being a stranger fo the district, would have little or
not any of that interest in the catastrophe of the young
squire’s death which all felt who, by belonging to the
neighbourhood, had more or less known him.

I had now to wait two days before I could move in
the matter—those two days being consumed in the
arrival of the woman police-officer who was to play
the part of servant up at the hall, and in her being
accepted and installed at that place.
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On the morning of that second day the report came
from my microscopic chemist.

He stated that the fluff forwarded him for inspection
consisted of two different substances; one, fragments
of feathers, the other, atoms of nap from some linen
material, made of black and white stuff, and which,
from its connexion with the atoms of feather, he should
take to be the fluff of a bed-tick.

For a time this report convinced me that the clothes
had been covered with this substance, in consequence
of the deceased having lain down in his clothes to
sleep at a very recent time before he was found dead.

And now came the time to consider the question—
“What was my own impression regarding the conduct
of the dcccased immediatcly preceding the death 77

My impression was this—that he was about to com-
mit some illegal action, but that he had met with his
death before he could put his intention into exceution.

This impression arosc from the fuct that the mask
showed a secret intention, while the sound state of
the clothes suggested that no struggle had preceded
the bloody death—struggle, however brief, generally
resulting in clothes more or less damaged, as any
soldier who has been in action will tell you (and per-
haps tell you wouderingly), to the effect that though
he himsclf may have come out of the fight without a
scratch, his clothes werce one vast rip.

The question that chicfly referred to the body was,
who placed it where it was found between three
o'clock (the time when the rain ceased, before which
hour the body could not have been deposited, since the



clothes, where they did not touch the ground, were
dry) and Lalfpast five ?

Had it been Lrought from a distance ?

Had it been brought from a vicinity ?

The argument against distance was this one, which
bears in all cases of the removal of dead bodies—that
if it is dangerous to move them a yard, it is a hun-
dred times more dangerous to move them a hundred
yards.

Granted the removal of young Petleigh’s body, in a
state which would at once excite suspicion, and it is
clear that a great risk was run by those who carried
that burden.

But was there any apparent advantage to compen-
sate that risk ¢

No, there was not.

The only rational way of accounting for the deposi-
tion of the Lody where it was found, lay in the sup-
position that those who were mixed up with his death
were just enough to carry the body to a spot where it
would at once be recognised and cared for.

But against this argument it might be held, the
risk was so great that the ordinary instinct of self-
preservation natural to man would prevent such a risk
being encountered. And this- impression becomes all
the deeper when it is remembered thut the identi-
fication of the body could have been secured by the
slipping of a piece of paper in the pocket bearing his
address.

Then, when it is remembered that it must have
been quite dawn ab the time of the assumed convey-



ance, the improbability becomes the greater that the
body was brought any great distance.

Then this probability beeame the greater, that the
young man had died in the vicinity of the spot where
he was found.

Then followed the question, how close

And in considering this point, it must not be for-
gotten that if it were dangerous to bring the body to
the hall, it would Le cqually dungerous to remove the
body from the hall; supposing the murder (if murder it
were) had been committed within the hall.

Could this be the case?

Beyond all question, the only people known to be
at the hall on the night of the death were Mra. Quinion
and Dinah.

Now we have closed in the space within which the
murder (as we will call it) had been done, as narrowly
circumseribing the hall.  Now was the place any other
than the ball, and yet nearv it ?

The culy buildings near the hall, within a quarter
of a wile, were the gardener’s coltage, and the cottage
of the kecper.

The keeper was ill at the time, and it was the g'ar-
dener who liad discovered the body. To consider the
keeper as implicated in the affaiy, was quite out of the
question ; while us to the gardener, an old man, and
alder servant of the family (for he had entered the
service of the family as a boy), it musl be remem-
Lered thid hie was the discoverer of the dead vody.

Now is it likely that if Le was hwplicated in the



affair that he would have identified himself with the
discovery ?  Such a supposition is hardly holdable.

Very well ; then, as the doctor at six At declared
death had taken place from six to cigh't hours ; qnd
as the body, from the dry state of ihe clotlies, had not
been exposed during the night's vain, which ceasel at
three, it was clear either that the miurder had been
committed within doors, or that the body had been
sheltered for some hours after death beneath a roof of
some kind.

Where was that roof ¢

Apart from the gardencr’s cottage and the keeper’s,
there was no building nearer than a quarter of a mile ;
and if therefore the body had been carried after three
to where it was found, it was evident that those
cognizant of the affair had carried it a furlong at
qr after dawn.

To suppose such an amount of moral courage in
cvil-doers was to suppose an improbability, against
which a detective, man or woman, cannot too tho-
roughly be on his or her guard.

But what of the supposition that the body had
“Uoen removed from the hall, and placed where it was
found ?

So far, all the external evidences of the case leant in
favour of this theory.

But the theory was ab total variance with the
ordinary experience of life.

In the first place, what appareut motive could Mus,
Quinion have“or taking the young heir’s life? Not

any apparcutly.



What thotive had the girl ¢

She had not sufficient strength of mind to hold a
fierce motive, I doubt if the poor creature could ever
hawe imagined active evil.

I may here add I depended very much upon what
that girl said, because it was consistent, was told
under great distress of mind, and was in many par-
ticulars borne out by other evidence.

I left Dinah Yarton quite out of my list of sus-
pects.

But in accepting her evidence I committed myself
to the belief that no one had been at Petleighcote
on the night of the catas-tlopho beyond the girl and
the housckeeper.

Then how could I support the supposition that the
young man had passed thc night and met his death at
the hall ?

Very casily.

Because a weak-headed woman like Dinah did not
know of the presence of the heir at Petleighcote, it
did not follow he could not be there—his presence
being known only to the housekecper.

But was there any need for such secrecy 1

Yes.

I found out that fact before the town servant
arrived.

Mrs. Quinion’s express orders were not to allow the
heir to remain at the hall while the family were in
town. .

Then here was a good reason why the housekeeper



should maintain his presence a secret froni a stupia
blurting servant maid.

But 1 have said motive for murder on the part of
the housekeeper could scarcely be present.

Then suppose the death was accidental (though
certainly no circumstance of the catastrophe justified
such a supposition), and suppose Mrs. Quinion the
perpetratress, what was the object in exposing the
body outside the house ?

Such an action was most unwomanly, cspecially
where an accident had happened.

1 confess that at this point of the case (and up to
the time when my confederate arrived) I was com-
pletely foiled. All the *material evidence was in
favour of the murder or manslaughter having been
committed under the roof of Petleighcote Hall, while
the mass of the evidence of probability opposed any
such beljef.

Up to this time I had in no way identified the
death with the “big box,” although 1 identificd that
box with the clearing up of the mystery. This iden-
tlhcatxon was the result of an ordinary detective law,

Thc law in question is’as follows :—

In all cascs which are being followed up by the
prafession, a lie is a suspicious act, whether it has.
relation or no relation, apparent or beyond question,
with the matter in hand. As a lic it must be followed
to its source, its meaning clearcd up, and its value or
want of value decided upon. The probability stands'
good always that a lie is part of a plot.



So as=prs. Quinion had in all probability lied
in reference *to the removal of the box, it became
necessary to find out all about it, and hence my first
directions to Martha—as she was always called (she is
now in Australin and doing well) at our office, and I
doubt if hier surname was known to any of ns—hence
my first instruction to Martha was to look about for
a hig lox.

“What kind of Lox ¥"

“That I dov’t know,” said T.

“Well there will be plenty of boxes in a big house

-is it a new box 1’

“I can’t tell ; but keep an eye upon boxes, and tell
me il you find onc that is ‘nore like a new one than
the rest.” '

Martha nodded.

But by the date of our first interview after her
induction at Petleighcote, and when Quinion sent her
down upon a iessage to a tradesman, I had learnt
from the polished Mr. White that boxes such as
drapers’ travellers travelled with were invariably
painted black,

This information I gave Ler. Martha had not any
for we in return—that is of any importance. I
heard, what I had alveady inferred, that Quinion was
a very calm, self-possessed woman, “whom it would
take,” said Martha, “one or two good collisions to
diive off the rails.”

“You mark my words,” said Matty, “she’d face a
judge as cool as she faces berself in w looking-glass,



and that T can tell you she does face cool, for®I've seen
ler do it twice.”

Martha’s opinion was, that the housekecper was all
right, and I am bound to say that T wag unable ¢
suppose that she was all wrong, for the suspicion
agrainst hier was of the faintest cliaracter.

She visited wme the day after Martha's avrival,
thwked me coolly enough for what I had done, said
she believed the young person would do, aud respect-
fully asked me up to the hall.

Three days passed, and in that time I had heard
nothing of value from my aide-de-coump, who used to
put hier written reports twice a day in a hollow tree
upon which we had decidefl.

It was on the fourth day that I got a fresh clue
to feel 1ny way by.

Mrs. Lamb, the publican’s wife, who Lad shown such
< tender interest in my welfare on the night when 1
liad inquired as to the appearance of the two persons
who baited the van-horses at their stalles on the night
of the death—Mrs, Lamb in reluctantly letting me
leave Lier (she was a most seutimental woman, who I
uuch fear inereased her tendencics by a too ready
patronage of her own liquors) intreatel me to return,
“like a poor dear s 1 was"—for 1 had said T should
remain at Tram—*and come and take a nice eup of
ten” with her.

Tn all probability T never shounld lave taken that
nice cup of tea, had 1 not learnt from my Mra. Green
that young Petliigh had })c'clx in the habit of smoking
and drinking at Lanb’s house,



That information decided me.

I “dropped in” at Mrs. Lamb’s that same afternoon,
and I am bound to say it was a nice cup of tea.

*During that rvefreshment 1 brought the convorsation
round to young Petleigh, and thus I heard much of
him told to bis credit from a publican’s point of view,
but which did not say much for him from a social
standing-place.

 And this, my poor dear, is the very book he wonld
sit in this very parlour and read from for an hour
together, and-—coming !’

For here there was a tap-tap on the metal counter
with a couple of halfpence.

Not thinking much of thé book, for it was a volume
of a very ordinary publication, which has been in
vogue for many years amongst cheap literature de-
votees, I let it fall open, rather than opened it, and I
have no doubt that I did not once cast my cyes upon”
the page during the spirting of the beer-engine and
the return of Mrs. Lamb.

“Bless me !” said she, in a moved voice, for she
was one of the most sentimental persons ever T encpun-
tered. ‘ Now that’s very odd —poor dear.” -

“ What's odd, Mrs. Lamb?’ I asked.

“Why if you haven't got the “book open at his
fav'rite tale !”

“ Whose, Mrs. Lamb ¢’

“Why that poor dear young Graham Petleigh.”

I need not say I became interested directly.

“Oh! did he read this tale ¢

“ Often ; and very odd it is, my own dear, as you



should be about to read it too; though true it is that
that there book do always open at that same place,
which I take to be his reading it so often the p]ace is
worn and—coming !”

Here Mrs. Lamb shot away once more, while 1, it
need not be said, looked upon the pages before me.

Aud if I say that, before Mrs., Lamb had done
smacking at the beer-cngine, and ending her long gos-
sip ®ith the customer, I had got the case by the throat
—1I suppose I should astonish most of my readers.

And yet there is nothing extraordinary in the
matter.

Examine most of the great detected cases on record,
and you will find a little acident Las generally becn
the clue to success,

So with great discoveries. One of the greatest im-
provewments in the grinding of {lour, and by which the
patentee has made many thousands of pounds, was
discovered by seeing a miller blow sowme flour out of
a nook ; and all the world knows that the cause which
led the great Newton to discover the great laws of the
universe was the fall of an apple.

So it frequently happens in these days of numberless
newspapers that a chance view of a man will identify
him, with the description of a murderer.

Chance !

In the history of crime and its detection chance
plays the chicf character.

Why, as I am writing a newspaper is ncar me, in
which there is the repo?t'of a trial for attempt to
murder, where the weman whe was shot at was only



saved by the intervention of a piece of a ploughshare,
which was under her shawl, and which she lad
stulen only a few minutes before the bullet struck
the iron!

‘Why, compared with that instance of chance, what
was mine when, by reading a tale which had becn
pointed out to me as one frequently read by the dead
young man, I discovered the mystery which was

- puzzling me?

The tale told of how, in the north of England, a
pedlar had left a pack at a house, and how a Loy saw
the top of it rise up and down ; how they supposed a
man must be 4n it who jutended to rob the house;
and how the boy shot at the pack, and killed a man.

1 say, before Mrs, Lamb returned to her ¢ poor
dear” T had the mystery by hearvt.

The young man had been attracted by the tale, re-
membered it, and put it in form for some purposc.
What?

In a moment T recalled the mania of the squire for
plate, and, remembering how niggardly he was to the
boy, it Jashed upon me that the youth had in all, pro-
bability formed a plan for robbing his father of a
portion of Lis plate,

1t stood true that it was understood the plate went
up to town with the family. But was this so ?

Now seo how well the probabilities of the case
would te!l in with such a theory.

The youth was venturesome and daring, as his
poaching affrays proved.

e was kept poor,



He knew his father to possess plate.

He was not allowed to be at Petleighcote whea
the futher was away.

e had read a tale which coincided with my theory.

A large box had beeu left by strangers at the hall.

The young squire’s body had been found under such
circumstances, that the most probable way of account-
ing for its presence where it was found was by sup-
po:.ﬁ'ng that it had becn ren.oved there from the hall
ilself.

Such a plot explained the prescnee of the mask,

Finally, there was the key, a key opening, beyond
all question, an important receptacle-—a suppusitivn
very clear, sceing the character of the key.

Indeed, by this key might be traced the belief of
treasure in the house.

Could this treasure really exist?

_Before Mrs. Lamb had said “ Good night, dear,” to
a female customer who had come for a pint of small
beer and a gallon of more strongly brewed scandal, 1
had come to the conclusion that plate might be in the
hoygse.

‘For miserly men are notoriously suspicious and
greedy.  What if there were some of the family plate
whichh was not required at the town louse then at
Petleigheote, and which the squire, relying for its
security upon the habitual report of his taking all his
plate to town, had not lodged at the county bank, be-
cause of that natural suspiciousuess which might lead
him to believe more in his own strong room than a
hanker’s ?



Accept this supposition, and the youth's motive was
evident.

Accept young Tetleigh’s presence in the house
urder these circumstances, and then we have to ac-
count for the death.

Here, of course, I was still at fault.

If Mrs. Quinion and the girl only were in the
house, and the girl was innocent, then the house-
keeper alone was guilty.

Guilty—what of ?  Murder o» manslaughter ?

-Had the tale young Petleigh Mused to read been
carried out to the end ?

Had he been killed without any knowledge of who
he was?

That I should have discovered the real state of the
case without Murs. Lamb’s aid T have little doubt, for
even that very evening, after leaving Mrs. Lamb, and
promising to bear in mind the entreaty to “come
again, you dear dear,” my confederate brought me a
piece of information which must have put me on the
track.

It appeared that morning Mrs. Quinion had received
a letter which much discomposed her. She went
out directly after breakfast, came down to the village,
and returned in about an hour. My confederate had
picked the pocket (for, alas! we police officors have
sometimes to turn thieves—for the good of socicty of
course) of the housekeeper while she slept that after-
noon, and while the new maid wus supposed to be
putting Mrs. Quinion’s stockings in. wearable order,
and she had made & mental ‘copy of that comunica-



tion, It was from a Joseph Spencer, and ran as fol-
lows :—

“AMY DEAR l\IAnG,\III‘ZT,;—F()r God's sake look rll
over the place for key 13, There’s such a lot of ‘em
I never missed ib; and if the governor finds it out
Fm as good as ruined. It must be somewhere about.
1 can’t tell how it ever come orf the ring. So no
more ab present.  It's post time. With dear love,

fiom your own
“ JosErnm SPENCER.”

Key 131

Why, it was the same number as that on the key
found on the dead man.

A letter was despatched that night to town, direet-
ing the police to find out who Joseph Spencer was,
and giving the address heading the letter—a printed
one.

Mrs. Green then eame into operation.

No, she could not tell who lived at the address 1
mentioned. Thank the Dblessed stars she knowed
nought o’ Lunnon. What! Where had Mrs. Quinion
beett that morning? Why, to Joe Higgins's.  What
for! W Ly, to look at the young squire’s clothes and
things. What did she want with them? Why, she
“actially” wanted to take em “arl oop™ to the Hall,
No, Joe HMiggins wouldn't.

Of course I now surmised that Joseph Spencer was
the hutler.

And wy infgrmation from town showed I was
right,
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Now, certain as to my preliminarics, 1 know that
my work lay within the walls of the Hall.

But how was I to reach that place?

(Alas! the tricks of detective police officers are in-
finite. 1 am afraid many a kindly-disposed advertise-
ment hides the hoof of detection. At all events T
know mine did.

It appeared in the second column of the Zemes, and
here is an exact copy of it. By the way, I had re-
ceived the ZVmes daily, as do most detectives, during
the time I had been in Tram :—

“Wanted, to hear of Margarct Quinion, or her
heirs-at-law.  She was known to have left the South
of Kngland (that she was a Southener I had learnt by
her accent) about the year 1830 to bLecome house-
keeper to a married foster-sister, who scttled in a mid-
land county (this information, and especially the date,
Murs. Green had to answer for).  Address, ” 1lere
followed that of my own solicitors, who had their in-

structions to keep the lady hanging about the office
several days, and until they heard from me.

I am very much afraid I intended that should the
case appear as black against ler as [ feared it wotdd,
she was to be arrested at the offices of the gentle-
men to whom she was to apply in order to hear of
something to her advantage. And forthermore, I am
quite sure that many an unfortunate has been arrested
who has been enticed to an oftice under the promise of
something to his or her special benefit.

For of such misrcpresentations is this deploruble

waorld.



When this advertisement came out, ~the least
acute reader is already aware of the use T made of it.

T pointed out the news to Mrs. Green, and 1 ha ¢
no doubt she digited the intelligence to every soul she
met, or rather overtook, in the course of the day. And
indeed before evening (when I wag honoured with a
visit from Mrs. Quinion herself), it was stated with
absolute assurance that Mrs. Quinion had come in
for a good tweuly-two thousand pounds, and a
Louse in Dyot Street, Bloomshury Square, Lunnun,

It was odd, and yet natural, that Mrs. Quinion
should seck me out. 1 was the ouly stranger with
whom she was possibly acquainted in the district, and
my strangeness to the neithbourhood she had already,
from her point of view, turned to account.  Therefore
(human nature considered) I did not wonder that she
tried to turn me to account again, My space is getting
contracted, but as the following is {he last conversa-
tion T had with Mrs. Quinion, I may perhaps be par-
doned for here quoting it.  Of course T abridge it very
considerably. After the usual salutations, and an
assurance that Martha suited very fairly, she said,—

€1 Lave a favour to ask you.”

“Indeed ; pray what is it ¥”

T have received some news which necessarily takes
me from home.”

« I think,” said I, smiling, “I know what that news
ig,” and I related how I had myself scen the adver-
tisement in the morning.

I am afraid T adopted 'thi's course the more readily

to attract her confidence.
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I succeeded.

“Indecd,” said she, “then since you have identified
yourself with that news, 1 can the more readily ask
yoa the favour 1 am about to——-"

“ And what is that 1"

“T am desirous of going up to town—to London
—for a few hours, to see what this affair of the ad-
vertisement means, but I hesitate Lo leave Martha
alonc in the house. You have started, and perhaps
you feel offended that T should ask a stranger such a
favour, but the fact is, I do not care to let anyone be-
longing to the mneighbourhood know that I huave left
the Hall—it will be for only twenty-four hours. The
news might rcach Mr. Petletgh’s ears, and I desire that
e should hear nothing about it. You sec the posi-
tion in which T am placed.  If, my dear lady, you can
oblige me 1 shall e most grateful; and, as you arc
staying hero, it secemed—to—me——"

Here she trailed off into silence.

The cunning creature! ITow well she hid her
real motive—the desire to keep those who knew of
the catastrophe out of the Hall, because she feared their
curiosity.

Started! Yes, indecd I had started. At best I
had expected that T should have to divulge who I was
to the person whom she would leave in the place did
the advertisement take, and herc by the act of what
she thought was her forethought, she was actually
placing herself at my merey, while T still remained
sereened in all my actions referring toher.  For T need
not say that had I liad to declare who T was, apd hal



I failed, all further slow-trapping in this affair would
have been at an end—the “ game” would have taken
“the alarm, and there would have been an end to the
business, ’

To curtail here needless particulars, that same even-
ing at nine I was installed in the housekeeper’s
parlour, and she had sct out for the first station past
Tram, to which she was going to walk across the ficlds
in order to avoid all suspicion.

She had not got a hundred yurds away from the
house, before T had turued up my cufly, and 1 and
Martha, (a couple of detectives,) were hard at work,
trying to find that box.

Her keys we soon found, in a work-basket, and
lightly covered with a handkerchief.

Now, this mode of hiding should have given me a
clue.

But it did not.

For three hours—from nine till midnight, we hunted
for that box, and unsuccessfully.

In every room that, from the absence of certain
dugty evidences, we knew must have been recently
opened—in every passage, cellar, corridor, and hall we
hunted.

No box.

T am afraid that we even looked in places where it
could not have gone—such as under beds.

But we found it at last, and then the turret-clock
had goune twelve about a quarter of an hour.

It was in her bedroom ; and what is more, it formed
her dressing-table.



And I have no doubt I should have missed it had it
not been that she had been imperfect in her conceal-
ment,

Apparently she compreliended the value of what I
may call “ audacity hiding”—that is such concealment
that an ordinary person searching would never dream
of looking for the object where it was to Le found.

For instance, the safest hiding-place in a drawing-
room for a bank note, would be the bottom of a loosely-
filled card-basket. Nobody would dream of looking
for it in such a place.

The great cnigma-novelist, Edgar Poe, illustrates
this style of concealment where he makes the holder
of a letter place it in a card-rack over the mantelpiece,
wlen he kuows his house will be ransacked, and every
inch of it gone over to find the document.

Mrs. Quinion was cvidently acquainted with this
mode of concealinent.

Indeed, 1 believe 1 should not have found the box
had it not Leen that she had overdone her unconcealed-
concealment. For she had used a bright pink slip with
a white flounce over it to complete the appearance of
a dressing-table, having set the box up on one side,

And therefore the table attracted my notice each
time T passed and saw it. As it was Martha, in pass-
ing between me and the box, swept the drapery away
with Ler petticoats, and showed a black corner.

The next moment the box was discovered.

I Lave no doubt that being a strong-minded woman
shie could not endure to have the box out of her sight
while waiting for an opportunity to get rid of it.



It was now evident that my explunation of the case,
to the effect that young Petleigh had been imitating
the action of the tale, was correct.

The box was quite large enough to contain a than
lying with his legs somewhat up ; there was room to
turn in the box ; and, {inally, there were about two
dozen holes round the box, about the size of a crown
piece, and which were hidden by the coarse black can-
vas with which the box was covered.

Furthiermore, the box was closeable from within by
means of a bolt, and therefore openable from within
by the same mcans.

Furthermore, if any further evidence were wanting,
tlgeré was a pillow at the bottomn of the hox (obviously
for the head to rest on), and from a hole the feathers
had escaped over the bottom of the box, which was
lined with black and white striped linen bed-tick, this
material being cut away from the holes.

I wus now at no loss to comprchend the fnft upon
the unhappy young man’s coat.

And, finally, there was the most damnifying evi-
.dgnce of all.

" For in the black canvas over oue of the holes there
was a jagged cut.
«¢ Lic down, Martha,” said T, “in the box, with your

liead at this end.”
Wl

“ Why, whatever

“ Tut—rtut,—girl ; do as I tell you.”

She did ; and using the stick of a parasol which lay
ou the dressing-table, I found that by passing it
through the hole its end regehed the officer in exactly



the region by a wound in which young Mr., Petleigh
had been killed.

Of course the case was now clear,

After the young woman, Dinah, had gone to bed,
“the housekeeper must have had her doubts about the
chiest, and have inspected it.

Beyond all question, the young man knew the hour
at which the housckeeper retived, and was waiting
perhaps for eleven o'clock to strike by the old turret
clock before he ventured out—to connmit what ?

It appeared to me clear, bearing in mind the bute
ler’s letter, to rob the plate-chest No. 13, which I i
ferred had been left l)ehin;l, a fact of which the young
fellow might naturally be awdre. ‘

The plan doubtless was to secure the plate without
any alarm, to let himself out of the ITall by some mode
long-since well-known to him, and then to mcet his
confederates, and share with them the plunder, leaving
the chest to tell the tale of the robbery, and to excul-
pate the housckeeper. N

It struck me as a well-exceuted scheme, and one
far beyond the ordinary run of 10bbery plots.

What bad caused that scheme to fail ¥

I could readily comprehend that a strong-minded
woman like Quinion would rcly rather upon her own
than any other assistancc,

1 could comprchend her discovery ; perhaps a low-
muttered blasphemy on the part of the young man ; or
maybe she may have heard his breathing.

Then, following out lier action, I couid readily sup-



pose that once aware of the danger near her she would
prepare to mect it.

1 coald follow her, silent and sclf-possessed, in the
Liadl, asking herself what she should do.

I could mark her coming to the conclusion that
there must be holes in the box thiough which the evil-
doer could breathe, and I apprehended readily enough
that she had little need to persnade herself that she
had a right to kill one who might be there to kill
her.

Then in my mind’s eye 1 could follow her seeking
the weapon, and fecling all about the box for a hole.

She finds it.

She fixes the poiut for & thrust.

A movement—and the manslaughter is committed,

That the unhappy wretch hLad time to open the box
i3 certain, and doubtless it was at thal momeunt the
fierce woman, still clutehing the shaft of the arrow, or
barb—ecall it what you will—leant back, and so with-
drew the shaft from the rankling iron.

Did the youth recognisc her? 1lad he tried to
do so?

.'l*.‘rom the peacefulness of the fuce, as described at
the inquest, I imagined that he had, after naturally
unbglting the lid, fallen back, and in a few moments
died.

Then must have followed her awful discovery, suc-
ceeded by her equally awful determination to hide
the fault of her master's, und.pcl‘h:lps of lier own sister’s
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And so it came to pass that she dragged the youth’s
dead body out inte the cold morning atmosphere, a&
the bleak dawn was filling the air, and the birds were
fittfully awaking.

No doubt, had a sharp detective been at once em-
ployed, she would not have escaped detection.

As it was she had so far avoided discovery.

And T could easily comprehend that a powerfully-
brained woman like herself would feel no compunction

- and little grief for what she had dene—no compunc-
tion, because the act was an accident; little grief,
because she must have felt she had saved the youth
from a life of misery—for a son who at twenty robs
a father, however bad, is rarely at forty, if he lives so
long, an honest man. :

But though I had made this discovery I conld do
nothing so far against the housckecper, whom of course
it was my duty to arrest, if T could convince myself
she had committed manslaughter. I was not to be
ruled by any feeling of screcning the family—the
motive indirectly which had actuated Quininn, for,
strong-minded as she was, it appeared to me that she
would not have hesitated to admit the commission of
the act which she had completed had the burglar, as I
may call the young man, been an ordinary felon, and
unknown to her.

* No, the box had no identification with the death,
because it exbibited no unanswerable signs of its con-
nexion with that catastrophe.

So far, how was it identifiable {beyoud my own



circumstantial evidence, known only to myself)) with
the murder

The only particle of evidenee was that given by the
girl, who could or could not swear to the box havifg
been brought on the previous day, and to the house-
kecper suying that it had been taken away again—a
suspicious circumstance certainly, but one which,
without corroborative evidence, was of little or indeed
no value.

As to the jagged cut iif the air-hole, in the absence
of all blood-stain it was not mentionable.

Corroborative evidence I must have, and that cor-
roborative cvidence would best take the shape of the
discovery of the shaft of the weapon which had caused
death, or a weapon of similar character.

This, the box being found, was now my work.

“JIs there any armoury in the house, Martha ¢”

“No; but there’s lots of arms in the library.”

We had not searched in the library for the box,
because I had taken Martha's assurance that no boxes
were there.

. When we reached the place, I remarked imwe-
diately—< What a damp place.”

As I said so I observed that there were windows
on cach side of the room, and that the end of the
chamber was civeular.

“Well it may be,” said Martha, “for there’s water
all round it—a kind of fountain-pond, with gold fish
in it. The libryry,” continued Martha, who was more
sharp than educated, © butts out of the house.”



Between each couple of book-cases there. was fixed a
handsome stand of arms, very picturcsque and taking
to the cyes.

*There were modern arms, antique armour, and foreign
arms of many kinds ; but I saw no arrows, though in
the eagerncss of iy search I had the chandelier, which
still held some old yellow wax-candles, lighted up.

No arrow.

But my guardian angel, if there be such good crea-
tures, held tight on to my slbulder that night, and by
a strange chance, yet not a tithe so wonderful as that
accident by which the woman was saved from a bullet
Ly a piece of just stolen iron, the origin of the weapon
used by Quinjon came to light.

We had been scarching amongst the stands of arms
for some inutes, when 1 had oceasion suddenly to
ory—

“Hu-u-sh ! what are you about #”

For my confederate had knocked off its hook a large
drum, which I had noticed very coquettishly finished
off"a group of flags, and cymbals, and pikes.

“1'm very sorry,” she said, as I ran to pick up the
still reverberating drum with that caution which, even
when  useless, generally stands by the detective,

wlhen
There, sticking through the drum, and hooked by
its barbs, was the point of such a weapon—the exact
¢ounterpart—as had been used to kill young Petleigh.
Had a ghost, were there such a vhing, appeared I

had not been more astounded.
The drum was ripped, open in o mowment, and there



came to light an iron arrow with a wooden shaft
about cighteen inches long, this shaft being gaily
covered with bits of tinsel and coloured paper.

[T may here at once state, what I ultimately fomd
out—for in spite of our danger I kept hold of my
prize and brought it out of battle with me—that this
barb was one of such as are used by picadors in
Spanish bull-fights for exciting the bull.  The barbs
cause the darts to stick in the flesh and skin. The
cause of the decoration of the haft can now readily be
comprehended. Beyond all doubt the arrow used by
Quinion and the one found by me were a couple placed
ag curiosities amongst the other arms.  The remaining
onc the determined housékeeper had used as suiting
best her purpose, the other (which § found) had
doubtless at some past time been used by an amatenr
picador, perhaps the poor dead youth himself, with
the drum for an imaginary bull, and within it the dart
had remained till it was to reappear as a wilness
against the guilty and yet guiltless housekeeper.

I had barely grasped my prize when Martha said—
“ What a smell of burning I

% (ood God I” T cried, “ we have set the house on
fire !”

The house was on fire, but we were not to blame.

We ran to the door.

‘We were locked in !

‘What brought her back I never learnt, for T never
saw or hedrd of Jer again. I guess that the motion of
the train quickened her thought (it docs mine), that
she suepected—that she gnt out at the station some



distance from T'ram, and that she fook a post-chaise
back to Petleighcote.

All this, however, is conjecture.

“But if not she, who locked us in? We could not
have done it ourselves.

We were locked in, and I attribute the act to her—
though how she entered the house 1 never learnt.

The house was on fire, and we were swrrounded by
water,

This tale is the story of the “Unknown Weapon,”
and therefore 1 cannot logically here go into any full
explanation of our escape. Suffice it to our honour
as detectives to say, that we did not lose our presence
of mind, and that by the aid of the library tables,
chairs, big boeks, &e., we made a point of support on
onc side the narrow pond for the library ladder to
rest on, while the other end reached shallow water.

TTaving made known the history of the “ Unknown
Weapon,” my tale is done; but my reader might
fancy my work incomplete did I not add a few more
words.

1 have no doubt that Quinion returniug, her quick
mind in but a few moments came to the conclusion
that the only way to save her master’s honour was
the burning of the box by the incendiarism of the
ITall

The Petleighs were an old family, T learnt, with
almost Spanish notions of family honour.

Effcctually did she complete her wirk.

I acknowledge she couquered me. She might have
burnt the same person to a cinder into the bargain ;



aud, upon my word, I thiuk she would have grieved
little had she achieved that purpose.

For my part in the matter — I carried it no
further.

At the }.llqllil‘)’, I appearcd as the lady who had
taken care of the house while Mrs. Quinion went to
look after her good fortune ; and 1 have no doubt her ‘
disappearance was unendingly counceted with my ad-
vertisement in the Tines. .

Ineed not say that had I found Quinion I would
have done my best to make her tremble,

1 have only one more fact to relate—and it is an
important one. It is this—

The squire had the rums carefully examined, and
two thousand ounces of gold and silver plate, mclted
into shapelessness of course, were taken out of the
rubbish.

From this fuct it is pretty cvident that the key
No. 13, found upon the poor, unhappy, ill-bred, and
neglected hoy, was the “ Open Sesamt” to the {reasure
which was afterwards taken from the ruins—perhaps
worth £4000, gold and silver together.

Peyond question he had stelen the key from the
butler, gone into a plot with his confederates—and the
whole had resulted in his death and the conflagration
of Petleighcote, one of the oldest, most picturesque,
and it must be admitted dampest seats in the midland
counties.

Aud, indeed, I nay add that I found out ~vho was
the “ tall gentlenmn with thé auburn whiskers and the
twitching of the faco;” I discovered who was the



short gentleman with no whiskers at all; and finally
I have seen the young lady (she was very beautiful)
called Frederiea, and for whose innocent sake I have
1% doubt the unhappy young man acted as he did.

As for me, T carried the case no further.

I had no desire to do so—had T had, I doubt if 1
possessed any further evidence than would have suf-
ficed to bring me into ridicule.

I left the case where it stood.



THE MYSTERY.

[IT often happens that the police are egregiously foiled,
but in all my experience such a compact case as the
following never came under my observation. The in-
cident being grotesque, I have put it into a grotesque,
perhaps even an cxtravagant, form. It will be readily
seen that it was a case in which the police could casily
be thrown completely out—as they were. The ser-
geant employed to clear dp the ystery was, and is,
a clever, shrewd man.  IIc has admitted, in his most
friendly moments, that no case so thoroughly mystified
him ag this, which T now proceed to tell, in the admis-
sible shape of a tale.]

“ Nelly,” said Old Dang (he was a very perverse,
red-headed old gentleman, whose belief in the same
personage was quite as perfect as the chorus at Covent
Garden), “Nelly, I've got a present for you.”

#Have you?” said Nelly. “What?  She was one
of those bright, clear-headed girls, who, sumehow, you
feelyould never come down to breakfast in eurl-papers
and the sulks.  You felt that as your wife she never
would assail you the moment you entered the house
with the complaint that she had seen in a looking-
glass, Mary Jane insolently squinting at her behind
her back, or, that she lad distinctly remarked the
baker blow the cook a.kiss down the area steps.  One
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of those women, in fact, who take the hands which are
working for them, smile in the husband’s face, and
even sometimes go before, and still with a cheerful face
drag the helpmate after them,

“ Nelly,” said Old Bang, “1’ve got a present for you.”

“Iave you?” said Nelly. “What?”

‘A husband.”

Mademoiselle Nelly flung hersclf at the personage
who, upon her advent into this blessed world, had im-
mediately grown an inch in the opinion of his friends,
and several cubits in his own estimation, and said,
¢« Oh, papa, has Jack spoken ?”

“Jack ? his name’s Hezekiah.”

“ Hezckiah What 7 asked Nelly.

*“No,” returned matter-of-fact Bang ; ¢ ITezekiah
Truuk.”

If she had been a proper young lady, she would
have fainted.  As it happened she was only thunder-
struck.

“He lLasn’t a hair on his head, papa I”

“ But he’s got 70007, in the three per cent. Consols,
and ”

“ But what are they to do with me?”

“ And,” said Old Bang, his voice rising, “ seventeen
preference shares in the Great Northern.”

“DBut I've got no preference for him.”

¢ That’s nothing to do with it,” remarked Old Bang.
“Jl¢'s got 70004 in the three per cent. Consols, and
geventeen o

“ Fiddlesticks, papa. I wont hear anything about
it—Aim I mean.” -

\



“ Do you know who I am ¥ asked Old Bang.

“Yes, [ do know you ; you're my father, papa.”

“ Do you want to be shut up, Nelly ¢’

“ No, papa, I don't.”

“ P'm your father.”

“And I'm eightcen. I'm a patient girl; but I
san’t stand Mr. Hezekiah Truunk.”

“Beven thousand pounds in the three per cent. Con-
sols,” repeated Old Bang ; “and seventeen »

“ Preference shares in the Great Novthern, I think
I know it,” said Nelly. 1 shall tell Jack

“Jack Whot” said Old Bang, ready to explode.

“No: Jack Wilson. 1 shall tell Jack all about it,
and then I pity Mr. " Trunk and his preference shares
too.”

“You wont accept my present 1"

“No,”

“ Then I'll lock you up.”

“Then I'll make you a present instead, papa.”

“ What do you mean ¢”

“ Papn, T vefuse to state.”” .
.o “Then come along,” said Old Bang ; and Le jerked
fier upstairs till they reached the young lady’s own
roow, the little second floor front, and theve he locked
Iy in, R

“ Don’t forget my supper, papa.”

“Will you have my present 7”7

“ No.”

“Then there you stop.”

“Ver 'y welly then you h}nll have mine.”

Ivvhaps it will hardly bv believed that 2frs. Bang
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had assisted at this interview ; but she had, up in a
corner, and smacking to her hands like the claws of a
cray-fish, or rather, perhaps, like damp and very lively
fleanders. She had said nothing, if we except the mild
statement, “ Bang's Bang, and mussy deliver us.” Not
that Mrs. B. desired to see her good man carried up-
wards prematurely. Bul we all have our little ways,
and such was Mrs. B.s, pour dear.

Mr. B. did not forget Nelly’s supper.  As a father,
he could not give way ; but therc was mercy in the
mass of pudding he sent her up,

“ Jenny,” said Nelly to the oflicial, “ would you like
your wages raised ¥’

Up went the young person’s eyebrows.

“ Becanse, if so, you shall—in my house.”

The young person’s cyebrows couldn’t go higher, cr
they would have done it.

“Take this letter to its address at once, and wait for
an answer.”

The eyebrows did go higher.  Lor, miss, ilx arf
past nine o'clock, an’ I should lose me krakicr an’ me
place if 1 stepped houtside the door.”

“ Iave the toothache, and say you are going to g(‘;t..
it out.”

“0O lor, no, miss.”

But every young person has her price—io do good.
She was not moved by the presentation of Nelly's little
turquoise ring, nor the offer of that cameo brooch, but
she could not resist the magenta ribbon. Jenuy at
once had an attack of that ache said te be imaginary
by all people unknown to dentists, and sativical.



Down went Jenny to Mrs. B., who, secing the young
person with an apparently swelled face, and certainly
a handkerchief round her artful jaw, immediately ex-
claimed—¢ Mussy deliver us, go and have it out.”

Awnay the young person went. At half-past ten she
retwrned ; at twenty-five minutes to eleven Miss Nelly
had theletter ; at twenty minutes to eleven Miss Nelly
began packing up ; at twenty-five to twelve she had
corded all her boxes, hidden them under the bed, and
was prepared to fly.  How could it he managed 7 She
was locked in her room, and Old Bang had actually
dragged "a heavy chest against the door. Fly—that
was it.  She left the wings to Jack’s providing. She
was quite sure that he knew. The lebter said—

“ Dear Nell,—Keep a bright look-out at two in the
morning.  W¢'ll use the license to-morrow at ten.
Pack up.  There will be no difficulty about the tubs
now. Try and forget them. Yours everlastingly,

“Jack WiLsown.”

Perhaps the intelligent reader hus remarked how
fqud small householders are of bolting the doors, and
ti:llowing the windows to look after themselves, as
though burglars lvoked on them as walls.  Good. Bolt
W fop of stout door—bolt at bottom of stout door—
chain put up, and key double turned. And there, a
little way off; is a tiny window, with no shutter, and a
feeble little Lolt. But the door is fast, and so let’s go
to bed comtmt.lbh, Tt is true that old Bang's place
was not a very small household but he locked up all
the Qoors, and bolted, aml baued, and chained, like a



respectable Brilish tenant as he was. DBang slept in
the sccond floor front big, by the side of Nelly in the
second floor front little, and it meed hardly be said
Mrs. Bang slept with him. It is very important, how-
cver, that this should be remembered.  The last thing
B. did before turning in was to kuock at the wall
that divided bim from Nelly and say—*“ Will you have
my present 1

“No,” said Nelly.

“ Then there you stop.”

“Then, papa, you must have mine.”

The first thiug B. did in the morning was to
well,

thwack at the wall again, and once more ask
repetition is tedious. Thete was no answer.  OId
Bang hit at the wall, and once more roared like a bull
“Will you have 17 &e. &e. No answer.

“ Bang's Bang, an’ mussy deliver us,” said the good
lady, smacking her hands as though the flounders had
grown both in circumference and liveliness,

“Youl much better get out o bed, maam,” said
Bang, “aud pass a petticoat, and shake that girl up.”

Then he rushed to the wall again, “Will you
have,” &ec. "

Mys. Bang got up, passed two petticonts—one about
her dear head to save her from the tie-dolourcux, to,
which the poor love was subject.  She touk the key,
and left the room. Aun anxious minute passed.  ood,
he heard the key turn—the door opened.  The next
moment he heard a ery: “Mussy deliver us—oh 1”
The last word scemed smothered.  Bang rushed into
the little second-floor front, 1le saw only a nuss of



petticoats on the floor. But he could nowhere dis-
cover his daughter, Tn fact, to be very plain, she was
gone. Where? How!?

Old Bang had locked the door, and kept the key
under his pillow. Tla! was sho under the hed? Old
Bang and Mrs, I simultancously whisked up the
valance on opposite sides, and stared at each other
under those novel circumstances with the air of not
having seen cach other for a full (uarter of w century.
Well, she must be somewhere, musn't she? Well,
was she between the mattress and the bed ? Mr. and
Mrs. B. immediately touzled cach other in their cfforts
in Lhis direction. No ; there was nothing but a faint
smell of feathers hetweeh the bed and the matblress.
Mrs. Boowas gradually growing cold upwards from the
toes.  Old B. was boiling. Hang it! she must be
somewhere!  ITa! Lorror!  Had she jumped into the
aren ! They rushed madly to the window., They
both went to raise it TTa ! it was fast.

And now it iy necessary to show low it was fast.
There is a little fastening which is acted on by the
sash 3 when the sash is brought down the little fasten-
mg is in operation.  This ix an exceedingly delicate
portion of the mystery.  Such was the fastening to
Nelly’s window, 1t was fast 5 yet old B. and Mrx. B.
opened the lattice, and with eyes of horror peered into
the arca. Noj; she was not in the area. Ha!l the
cupboard. No; she was nof in the cupboard.  Well,
drowning *men will eatch at a straw, so it is not
\\'ouderfuj that*an anxious father, as a last resord,
should investigate the ch'im‘n.ey. It Mrs, B, had heen



in a laughing humour she must have indulged as she
gaw her Dang gradually vanish up the orifice, and
leave only his shanks to swear Ly, Suddenly these
shanks were convulsed, and B. came down quicker
than he had gone up.  Iis face was covered with soot,
but it did not hide his consternation. Ie had come
crash wp against somé iron bars, placed there possibly
when it was the burglarious fashion to bribe chimney-
sweeping Jads to creep down these arrangements and
open hall doors.

Suddenly old B, had an idea—Llad Jenny a dupli-
cate key?  Upstairs he tore and summoned Jeuny in
thunderous style. .

“ O, sir, is it fire ?” asked that maiden,

“ Have you helped in this business 77

“ O, sir, help me, pray, if it's danger!”

“ Where's Miss Nelly 27

“Qh, sir, hadn't you better ask her ?”

Downstairs came Bang ; not a sign of getling oul
of the house in a legitimate way. e had taken the
street-door key to bed, as usual,  He had possessed
himself of the area door-key, as usual. Query, had
Nelly got out at the front kitchen window, and clui-
bered over the avea railings?  Query, how could she
have first got oul of her room? Query, had Jenny
unlocked the door ?  Query, how could she ?

A1l this time Mrs. B. was smacking her hands dole-
fully, and sitting in her flannel on the floor, ¢jacula-
ting,—* Oh my pore, pore g]aughter !" '

Query, had Mrs, B. he:rd anything in the night ?

No : vea: that is. nerhans » she woke because she



thought she was going to have the tic-dolourtfnx. She
thought she heard a rambling ; then she full asleep
again ; then she woke again becanse she felt sure she
was going to Lave the tic-dolourenx. It was at this
period she thought she heard some one utter a peculiar
ery.  What was it like? Why like “lullictie.” Then
she heard a rumbling again, that was all ; and then
she fell asleep again,

By this time Jenny was shivering in her clothes,
and the other young person, Mary, was trembling in
her garments, and neither could light the kitchen fire,

Mary had staggers (to which she was subject) di-
rectly Jenny was seut for a getective policeman.

Sergeant Gimlet, oh, such » man ; but he rwas foiled,

“You see,” says the sergeant, * a rope ladder were
not it, for why? It ware have been fastened to this
here windy-cell, and no fastening is—and, besides, she'd
a come down on the hairy spikes. 1t were a ladder—
though were it, I'm doubters.”

“Try every ladder in the neighbourliood,” says old
B, and up to one o'clock, to which time Mrs. B. had
never once left of” clapping her Lands, or the young
]ycxs(ms trembling (Mary, poor soul, had had seven
staggers) up to one o'clock they pad found as many
lulders.  This one Iadder B. had had brought to the
house, any as after ten minutes’ contention with the
aren r:\ilin‘gs, the only 1esult fehieved was driving it
clean tlu'uu‘gh the drawing-room window, the experi-
ment was 8ot felicitous, especially as its owner swore
all the tin}.(', and*wanted to)know whether Sergeant
_Gimlet thonght him % a ‘complice o burglars " The



ladder would not reach the sccond floor within six
feet, and it was impossible to believe that Nelly could
have tuken such & step down in life as that. The
ﬂ)yhtory was warvellous,

“Yer see,” said Sergeant Gimlet, it were not o
ladder which—why ?  Builders wont lend ladders o
night-time, ’cos why 7 it looks burglarions.  Again, it
took all a quarter o’ an hour to bring that ladder yere,
and ten minutes to fix it with half-a-dozen fellers, aud
theiw it went thruugh the windy. Now v you think
as a parly could be with a ladder iu the street in the
nighg for a quarter Lo the place, a quarter at the house
without smashing glass, agd n quarter back again with-
out being scen by one of the forec?  No, it warn't a
ladder.”

“ Then, what was it 1"

Sergeant Gimlet never had said, “ 1 don’s know,” so
he inquired—*“ Are you quite sare she were there?”

This was too wnuch ; indiguation wis in the very
rattle of the five-pound Bank of England note Old B,
held out to the officer,  Whercon “ No,” said Gimlet ;
“no, | never takes no mouey as 1 dow’t yarn, Though
fivers is more scarce with me than they mabbey with
some folk, 1'd Llesscd be if T wouldn’t pay one in in-
stalients to tell how your gal's hooked.”

Mrs. B. bad not yet done clapping her han s ; Jenny
still had the creeps; ond Mary was recovering her
eighth staggoer on the ki.chen sofa.

It was five o'clock. Tat—tat!

The shock was so grewt that Maty nearly had her



ninth.  Upstairs Jenuy tore. A letter—yoop, she
had caught her breath—Miss Nelly’s handwriting.

“You see, papa, I'm quite safe. When shall T corse
home with iy present ' Advertise in the second column
of the Zimes.  Good-bye; love to all

“ NeLLy.”

Quite safe—then Old . was in o rage again,  Mry.
B., who was quite sure she had got the tic-dolourenx
by this time, all owing to staring at the brohen drawing-
room window, per the experimental ludder, hoat her
hauds in such an agony that she looked quite low,

“No; she should never darken his doors again—
never. Noj; he would néver own lier again.  Yetshe
must have got away somchow ! Noj not once more.”

But O1d Bang was soft-hearted, and very enrvious. He
would have come round soouer or later, but the agony
of the mystery made short work of his indignation.

The next day bul one, the following appeared in the
second column of the Z'{mes :—* Dear Nelly—return
Lome. Al is forgiven.  Bring your present.”

That afternoon, a cab droveyup to the door—in it
I? elly and her present—Jack W\son.

“ I've o respeet for Old Banggso I shall not dilate

—agoy how e tried to play Brutyd and broke down, and
I)(.‘l'f()l‘ll‘l 1 the part of a clear-bfaded Lather.

“You Yknow, siv,” said Joek, “I shall have more

than sevep thousand pmlm[in the three per cent.
Consols b ore I am Trankf age.”
“ AHJ e sevonteen prefe/ence shares” O1d B. began.



“In the Great Northesn? Well, T've gnt seven of
‘em already, for Uncle Trunk gave ’cur me this morn-
g—oh, yes, Trunk’s my maternal uncle—for the
aver way in which T won Nelly bere.”

“ And how the devil did you do it, sir ¥’

“ Why,” remarked Jack Wilson, a dashing, clear-
aded young man, “I just went round the corner,
1l bribed the Fire-gscare. Don’t tell any one, or
nt may get the fireman into a row.”

“ No, I wont,” said Old B, in a mild and an anni-
lated manmer; “mno; not at all.”

But he did ; or how should I come to know it?
Wasn't it odd ?

TNe UND.












